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CHAPTER |. TERROR STALKS

THE old man who stopped by the newsstand |ooked feeble, kindly and poverty-stricken. His hand
trembled asit came from his pocket; he smiled when he found he had afew pennies. Findly, he hesitated
when he bought a newspaper, as though trying to choose the one that would give him the most vaue for
his coppers.

Appearances were deceiving in the case of Professor Adoniram Durand.

Hewasn't feeble. He wastired from along day's work and out of breath from his hurried climb up the
gairsfrom the subway.

Nor was the professor kindly. His smile was a mask that he used whenever his shrewd brain was at
work on clever schemesthat he preferred to keep to himsdlf.

Asfor being penniless, Professor Durand was - in asense. He was spending hislast changeon a
newspaper. But in the pocket that bulged from insde Durand's overcoet, was awallet stuffed with more
than athousand dollarsin currency.
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A queer old chap, Professor Durand; and he wasin keeping with this neighborhood, one of the ugliest
and gloomiest sections of Manhattan. People who came from subway stationsin this neighborhood
usualy looked around to make sure that no "muggers’ werein the vicinity. Often they waited until they
saw apoliceman going their direction, then requested the cop's services as a convoy.

But Professor Durand seemed to rely upon his shabby appearance to see him on aroute to safety. He
wasn't worried about anything except buying the right newspaper

What Durand bought was afive-star final which he began to spread rapidly, scanning its pages by the
trickly light of the newsstand. Along about Page 40, he came across a picture of himsdlf, asmall one,
which was recognizable only by the name benegth it, for the photograph was about twenty years old.

Under the picture was amodest headline:
ROBOT TEST GRANTED

Durand's bresth wheezed with a satisfied hiss. Hearing it, the news dedler thought it was anoise from the
subway. Durand's face wasn't visible behind the outspread newspaper, which was fortunate. For the
masking smile was gone; the professor's lips carried agloat that matched the expression of the pin-point
eyesthat shone from his sharp, gray-hued face.

There was more to the story, though Durand didn't bother to read it closdly, for he knew exactly what it
was. For months, the Nationa Production Board had been waiting for the professor to demondrate a
machine of hisinvention, which he termed a"humanized mechanism.” The delay had been partly the fault
of the N.P.B., and partly Durand's own.

Today, the N.P.B. had announced competition. A manufacturer named Rodney Moyne was going into
the robot business, claiming that he could not only match Durand'sinvention, but could outproduce the
old professor. So Durand had phoned the board demanding an immediate test of his newly completed

robot.

The item in the newspaper was the answer. The request was granted; the test would be held tomorrow.
That fact made Durand more eager than ever to complete certain business that he had scheduled for this
evening. It was on that account that he had put on his oldest clothes, left his New Jersey residence and
cometo this disreputable portion of Manhattan.

Tucking the newspaper under hisarm, Durand thrust his handsin his coat pockets and stalked acrossthe
street. His step was pry. In one pocket his hand was toying with asmall box that gave little clicks as he
thumbed a button. Durand's eyes were sharp, quick in their glance, but they finaly centered on atruck
that was swinging into the next block and dowing to astop.

What Durand should have noticed, but didn't, were the figures of skulkersin doorways down the avenue.
As soon asthe professor passed the corner of the side street, those hunched forms shifted. Turning
another corner, they took adirection of their own, but it was aong aline paralel to Durand's.

FARTHER up the avenue, the dim lights of a parked taxicab cameto life. Within the thick gloom of the
cab'sinterior, awhispered voice spoke from what was seemingly shapelessvoid. The cab eased into
gear and swerved acorner, its driver acting in response to the weird command.

The dimmed light of apassing street lamp showed a human outline so vague that not oneeyeina
thousand pairs could have detected it. The passenger in the cab was part of the gloom because he was
cloaked in black. His face was obscured by the brim of asouch hat that matched the cloak's jet hue.



That passenger was The Shadow.

Strange personage whose unseen hand could shape the destiny of others, The Shadow waslikea
presiding power over the affairs of Professor Adoniram Durand!

The Shadow made it his businessto check on dl inventors whose creations might prove useful in
combating crime, or which might, conversely, be of valueto criminas should they acquire such devices.
Durand'sinvention fell into that double classfication.

Severa days ago, The Shadow had paid a secret visit to Durand's New Jersey home, and from there had
trailed the elderly professor to this subway station in Manhattan. Just why Durand should cometo this
areawas gtill aquestion, but it doubtless had to do with hisinvention.

Tonight, with the success of the invention at stake, The Shadow had played a hunch that Durand would
venture here again. The subway trip was safe enough, but from then on, the professor's journey could
prove hazardous. So The Shadow was literally picking up thetrail from the point where he had dropped
it on the earlier occasion.

Circling half adozen blocksin lesstime than it took the professor to walk one, the cab enabled The
Shadow to scout the neighborhood in expert style. He glimpsed those skulkers who had been watching
for Durand, saw them dideinto an aleyway as the cab went by.

They had the way of "muggers,” those thuggish prowlerswho infest bad neighborhoods in squads, to rob
and sometimeskill. But they weren't behaving true to mugger form in choosing aman like Durand for
their quarry. The Shadow, too, had studied Professor Durand and classed his shabbiness as flawless.

These muggers, to term them such, were on the lookout for Durand. Otherwise, they wouldn't have
guessed his route beforehand. For when the cab rounded the block, The Shadow saw Durand spryly
pacing this direction, weaving acourse for the danger that lay ahead!

Speed was one of The Shadow's greatest assets, and he had trained his cabby, Moe Shrevnitz, to an
instantaneous response. One whispered word, and the cab had swung again into a darkened street. A
mere pause by the curb, and a door was open and shut again, dl in the blink of an eye.

Yet in that interval, The Shadow was out of the cab and merged with the surrounding darkness, while the
cab was dithering dong its way as though it had not dackened pace at all.

There was aswish as The Shadow turned about to glide back toward the corner that Durand had a most
reached. Then, asif senang achangein things, the cloaked figure drew back againgt the house wal and
waited.

Immediately, Durand came from around the corner. The Shadow's conjecture was correct. Durand
wasn't going straight aheed; he was turning into this block, the dight change in hisfootfalls being an index
to thefact.

Stedthily, The Shadow glided ahead. His hand struck space which he knew must be the entrance of a
narrow aleyway, perhaps connected with the one in the next street where the muggers had performed
their dink. With aquick twist into that darkness, The Shadow paused and listened.

There were no sounds from deep in the passage. No matter how well they knew this neighborhood,
those skulkers couldn't be coming through without some noise, unlessthey were using flashlightswhich,
even if well guarded, could be spotted by The Shadow. So the smple system wasto wait and let Durand
go past.



Once The Shadow was behind the professor, stalking him like ashaft of night itself, no thugswould have
achance at ugly work. One of The Shadow's specidtieswasthat of flinging himsdlf from nowhere upon
thugs who tried to pounce upon an unsuspecting prey.

Professor Durand was fortunate in having a powerful guardian tonight. More fortunate than even The
Shadow knew!

That paradox was soon to be proven.

FOOTSTEPS arrived with fdlsthat were light but sharp. They were Durand's, and with them the
professor went bobbing by the outlet of the dley, dmost within arm's reach of The Shadow. Durand was
humming alittle tune, with just adight lift in its mel ody. 1t became amonotone when he had gone by, and
The Shadow was gauging by it, dong with the footfdls, to pick the right moment to follow.

At the sametime, The Shadow hadn't forgotten the dley's depth. His attention was somewhat strained in
that direction. Hence it wasn't surprising that he did not hear another sound approach until it had almost
arived.

It was following Durand's footsteps at the speed of the professor's own pace. It came with heavy
precison, atramp that carried amuffled clang.

Clump - clump - clump -

Thethird step was at the very corner of the dley, and with it The Shadow detected ametalic whir.
Already moving outward, The Shadow swished sideways as another clump thudded hard upon the
sdewak. Cement seemed to crackle under that pound, and with good reason.

Againg the dim light of the street, a mongtrous figure loomed above The Shadow. Fully eight feet high,
the thing was something more than human, though it had the rough shape of a squatly man. What proved
it to be mechanica wasits glisten - that of sted!.

The professor's robot!

Durand's own footsteps had hated. Knifing through the robot's clatter came a cackled laugh, telling that
the owner of this mechanica monstrosity had purposdly dispatched the metdlic creature into the dley
where The Shadow waited!

The automatic that The Shadow whipped from benesth his cloak seemed puny, indeed, compared to the
sted bulk that towered over him. Fortunately, he realized how useless bullets would be against so
formidable afoe. Even as he drew the gun, The Shadow wheeled away, and he was none too soon.

Therobot's stride, its reach, its very bulk, were geared beyond anything that The Shadow supposed.

Huge feet the Size of snowshoes clumped forward at the ends of stout plunger-legsthat had the girth of
stovepipes. They covered five feet at astride; and the massive metd arms, that made acircular thrugt,
covered an equa range.

Attached to those arms were great steel hands that could have pressed atelephone book between their
metal palms, and the fingers that ripped The Shadow's cloak were sharper, stouter than the prongs of ice
tongs. Thething's body was boiler-shaped, like the head that topped it, and the breadth of that body,
plusthe sweep of the circling arms, filled the aley entrance, making escape impossible.

Narrowly euding the grotesque creature's clutch, The Shadow sprang deep into the dley. His course
was suddenly barred by adoor set in ahigh arch. Grabbing the door, The Shadow pulled it open and



dived through, asthe great piston-arms swung the mighty steel hand at his back.

They were dapping in at different levels, those hands. One missed because it was too high. What
dackened the other was the door, for the robot's metal claws encountered it.

But thisthing of Durand's invention was geared to handle obstacles. As one hand ripped the door from its
hinges, the other came in and grasped the other side. Stumping through the arch, the metal giant flung the
door straight forward like amissile made of straw.

The Shadow was twisting toward the side of anarrow courtyard asthe barrier flew by. He saw the door
land and bounce upon apile of meta pipeslying infront of abrick wall that was about the robot's height.
The sted Goliath was swinging itsarmswith wider range asit reached the little court. To dodge it would
beimpossiblel

Instead, The Shadow made a swift spin deep into the court. The door was lying lengthwise acrossthe
pile of pipes, itsfar end propped againgt the brick wall. By using the door as arunway, The Shadow
could clear thewadll in the few seconds that would still be his before the robot's flaying arms arrived.

The laugh that The Shadow gave was not intended for the robot. He wanted the taunt to be heard by
Professor Durand, creator of the mechanical contraption. Fierce, strident, the tonefilled the courtyard
likeachdlengeto dl-comers.

It brought results, that mirth. From atop the wall camethe glare of flashlights, burning downward; in their
glow, the faces of the men who owned them.

The lurkerswho were waiting for Professor Durand!

Coming through this blind aley from the other side, men of crime, armed with knives and guns, had found
their archenemy, The Shadow, dready in adilemmawhich promised his absol ute doom!

CHAPTER II. THE DOUBLE TRAP

|F ever The Shadow calculated in terms of split seconds, this was the time. He was between two thrests,
with nothing in the way of choice. To battle Durand's robot would mean certain degth, consdering the
cramped size of the courtyard.

Whereas an effort to scale the wall, was merdly to give human killers a chance to compete with one
another. There were three thugs at the top. One thug with a gun was flanked by apair with knives. One
weapon, at least, would drive home before The Shadow could take care of thetrio.

The Shadow might have tried the surge, despite the odds, if only to put afighting finish to his career. But
in that ingtant athought flashed home. The robot, being mechanica, could not be aware of the human
threat that dso loomed upon The Shadow.

Werethosekillers on the wall aware of the robot?

Even asthe query swept him, The Shadow acted. Halfway up the leaning door, he dropped back, asif to
ecape the glare of the reveding flashlights. There was ahard clang from the middle of thetiny court as
the robot clumped straight toward its prey, The Shadow. One more thump and the clutch would come!

If the thugs on the wall recognized the menace of that stedl clash, if they sprayed their flashlights past the
lower end of thetilted door - where The Shadow was halting his sudden recail - all would belost. But
thekillersdid neither.



They thought only that The Shadow was diving away from them; that he must have sumbled into
something that produced the clangor. The two who gripped knives weren't going to give their gunner pa
any priority on the question of settling The Shadow. In histurn, the man with the gun preferred to use it at
closerange.

Asareault, the three sprang down from the wall the moment that The Shadow whedled from the
flashlight beams. Thelir triple weight hit the high end of the door and turned it into a springboard. The pile
of pipes served asthe fulcrum that sent the near end flying upward, with The Shadow onit!

Catapulted by the improvised teeter, The Shadow zoomed right between the sweeping arms of the
gigantic robot. Thistime, the hooking hands didn't even skim The Shadow's cloak. Like the star
performer of an acrobatic troupe, The Shadow was scaling the wall, over the heads of the foemen whose
springboard jump pitched him to that realm of safety.

So fast did The Shadow go, that apair of flying knives found the space where he had been. Those blades
glanced from the turret body of the robot, while the dugs from abarking revolver flattened themselves
upon the same impregnable target. Amid that brief interlude, the steel monster did not missa sride.

The robot's next clump brought it againgt the raised end of the door, which telescoped into kindling.
Those great armstook three figuresin their next huge sweep and bashed them into one mangled mass
that gave aunified shriek.

Sprawled beyond thewall, amid a pile of boxes that the thugs had used for aladder, The Shadow heard
the combined cry go as dead as the men who uttered it. Then, before he could reach hisfeet, The
Shadow was met by aspray of bricks asthe robot hit the wall and crunched it.

Flattening backward on his elbows, the cloaked fighter saw the robot tower through the gap and stop
short. There was amuffled whir and the metal monster did an about turn. From its spreading hands fell
lifeless bodies that were buried promptly by an avalanche of bricks, caving into the space that the robot
|eft.

The stedl destroyer was returning to the street, to resume its duty as mechanical bodyguard to its master
and inventor, Professor Adoniram Durand.

UNSTEADILY, The Shadow arose. Hisflying trip across the wall had jarred him, and the flay of
brickbats wasn't a pleasant aftermath. In fact, The Shadow had lost his sense of direction, for he
blundered into the sides of the new dley where he found himself. Hefinaly decided to choose the easest
route out which was toward the street from which the muggers had come.

Windows were popping open; people were caling back and forth when The Shadow reached the sireet.
But no one saw the cloaked shape that reded dong in darkness.

Moe's cab wasn't anywhere around, because The Shadow had dispatched it to another destination. He
had a general ideawhere Professor Durand was going, though he didn't know the exact address. So The
Shadow picked his course on foot, dmost obliviousto the faint whine of police srensthat were
converging back toward the area that Durand and the robot had already €ft.

All thewhile, The Shadow's mode of progress was becoming more like his accustomed glide. The same
ingtinct that guided his footsteps was pulling him out of his dazed Sate. Steadying himsdlf a corners, he
kept looking for Durand and the robot, without success, until from aneighboring block he heard afaint
clump-clump.

Immediately, The Shadow was on thetrail of the meta terror that had so nearly conquered him. Oddly,



the sound became elusive as The Shadow approached it, until it was gone entirely. Coming to a corne,
The Shadow |ooked one direction and saw a parked truck, itslights out. Turning at aright angle, he
Spied astooped figure entering adoorway hafway along another block.

The stooped man was Professor Durand. Steadying, The Shadow headed for the door in question,
keeping a sharp lookout.

Reaching the door that Durand had entered, The Shadow found that it was unlocked. Unless the robot
happened to be telescopic, it couldn't have preceded Durand indoors, therefore, The Shadow decided
that any lurking trouble would be provided by the professor himsdlf. The Shadow drew an autométic as
he entered the door.

THE place looked innocent enough. It wasjust an old house, poorly furnished and apparently very
sparsely occupied. What The Shadow entered was adimly lighted hall, that boasted only a hat rack and
achair. There were doors alongside the hall, adorned with cobwebs, proving that they hadn't been
opened in weeks or months.

Obvioudy, no one was living on the ground floor. Asfurther proof, The Shadow noted that the dim light
came from the top of the gairs. There were creaks on the floor above, indicating that Durand had gone
there without his robot, which probably would have crunched right through the stairway if its master had
sent it on ahead of him.

The Shadow wasn't as swift as usua in climbing the sairs, but his ascent was silent. Moreover, hewasin
time to spy Durand, because the professor was detained by alocked door at which he had stopped to

rap.

The door was just opening when The Shadow arrived at the stair-top, and his old speed returned while
Durand was entering and shutting the door. Just as the door closed, The Shadow reached its corner and
gave his cloak asweep. The hem of the black garment flicked into the door edge and tangled with the
closng latch.

Half aminute later The Shadow was inching the door open, thanks to the bunched cloth that retarded the
latch. Durand and another man were seated in alittle room furnished like an old-fashioned parlor.

The other man was a bit younger than Durand, but his face was haggard. Whether his pallor was dueto
illness or merdly nerves, was difficult to tell. Even Durand, who apparently knew the man quite well, was
having troublein analyzing hissate.

Durand was saying, "Tell me, Talman, how soon will you be able to return to work?"
Taman spoke in awheezy tone. "1 don't know," he said. "Y ou see... the doctor -"
"Y ou told me all about the doctor,” interrupted Durand. "1 was here only afew days ago. Remember?’

Taman's nod showed that he remembered; but his manner was more nervous than before, something
which Durand did not fail to notice.

"Y ou seemed very worried then, Talman. So worried that | thought you might be getting delirious. You
know, in adeirium, aman sometimes repests things he shouldn't - such as giving the details of somebody
dsgsinvention!”

Tadman licked hisdry lips. Heforgot hiswheeze as he exclaimed:

"No, no, professor! | wouldn't -"



"Of course you wouldn't," soothed Durand. He reached over and clapped his hand on Talman's shoulder.
"Why, I'vetrusted you for years, Tim. That'swhy | brought you alittle bonus."

Laying his newspaper aside, Durand brought the walet from hisinsde pocket and began to count the
money dowly. Taman was staring with an avaricious glint in hiswatery eyes, when Durand remarked:

"Tel mewhenit'senough, Tim."
"Enough?’
"Yes. In proper proportion to the amount that Rodney Moyne paid you.”

Frantically, Taman pushed Durand's money aside. Coming to hisfeet, Tdman remembered hiswheeze
as he gtarted to pace across the room, protesting al the while that he'd never seen or even heard of
Rodney Moyne. At the finish, Durand shook his head.

"You've heard of Moyne," said Durand. "He was one of the men that | sent Zarratt to see. Moyne said
he'd finance my invention, but only on hisown terms. So Zarratt and | crossed him off theligt.”

"But | wasn't there-"
"Yes, youwere, Tim," interposed Durand. "If you don't believe me, I'll phone Niles Zarratt -"

Taman sammered that it wouldn't be necessary to call Zarratt. Hed just recalled the incident in question.
In the same breath, Taman wheezed that he was ill loya to Durand. Apparently convinced, Durand put
away hismoney, smiled, and thrust his handsinto his overcoat pockets.

Taman misunderstood the motion. Madly, he sprang to adesk, yanked open the drawer and pulled out a
gun.

Durand pounced over, twisted the fellow's wrist and wrenched the weapon away. With one hand,
Durand shoved Talman to achair; a the same time, Durand's other fist tightened on the gun.

By then, The Shadow's own gun was drawn. If the professor intended to kill Talman, The Shadow was
prepared to prevent the deed, whether Durand was justified or not. But Durand promptly relaxed and
tossed the guninto a chair. So The Shadow relaxed, too, by cloaking his automatic.

Durand could afford to ease; not so The Shadow.

Hardly was The Shadow's gun away before the pressure of amuzzle poked benesth hiselbow. The
Shadow turned, amost expecting to see the robot monster looming beside him, agun inits metd fist.

What The Shadow viewed was anything but monstrous.

On the other end of the revolver was agirl, whose determined expression detracted nothing from her
charm. Her eyes, however, had aglint as steely as the gun; her tone was low, but sharp, as she ordered
The Shadow to step back from the door.

Professor Adoniram Durand was having more than his share of protection this evening. He had begun
with The Shadow as a guardian, switched to amammoth robot, and had finaly wound up under the
escort of ablonde!

CHAPTER I1I. MURDERER'SFLIGHT

THE SHADOW did not have to ask the girl who she was. He knew that professor Durand had a



daughter named Sheila, and the blonde could be none but she. The girl's eyes were narrowed in the
fashion of Durand's, and they were merely an index to the family relaionship.

Shellasfeatures had the aristocratic mold that characterized her father - the same high nose and firm lips.
But wheress age and long experience had given Durand's visage the semblance of amask, the girl'sface
was fresh and naturd. The Shadow observed something else.

In back of Shellawas another stairway, leading up and beyond asolid wall. Very obvioudy the girl had
been waiting in that unnoticed nook until her father arrived. Therefore, it was unlikely that she knew
anything about Durand's adventures on the way here.

The Shadow resolved to gamble on that factor.
Voiceswere rising beyond the door. Durand was denouncing Taman as athief and atraitor.

In return, Taman's voice was reaching afrantic scream, high-pitched with denids. So earnest were both
Durand and Taman, that neither guessed what was happening outside the door.

There, Shellas eyes were probing for some sight of The Shadow's features, hidden beneath the brim of
hisdouch hat. All that the girl could see was the upturned collar of The Shadow's cloak, hiding the
portion of hisface that the hat brim did not shield.

One of The Shadow's raised hands made a gesture toward the door. Timed to another of Talman's
denying shrieks, The Shadow spoke in awhispered tone:

"Y ou can hear for yoursdlf, Miss Durand. Talman isthreatening your father. | came here to protect
Professor Durand. Thusyou are making agreat mistake.”

The girl hesitated, which proved that she knew nothing about Durand's use of the robot as a convoy.
Indeed, Sheilawould have taken The Shadow at hisword, but for achangein TAman'stone. The
accused man was weakening, pleading with Durand to listen, promising that he would tell the whole truth.
Above Tdman'svoice came Durand's, firm and masterful, saying he would listen.

Sheila spoke. Her words were as accusing as her father's, and were directed to The Shadow.

"My father needs no protection,” the girl asserted. ""He has nothing to fear from aweakling like Talman.
Y ou can hear for yoursdlf."

"Y ou can seefor yoursdlf," spoke The Shadow. "Eyes can learn more than ears. Look into the room and
you will view the real menace that threatens your father!”

Sheilas eyes gave aquick dart toward the door.

"Beyond Talman you will see aninner door,” continued The Shadow. "It leads to another room. From
that door, arevolver is covering Professor Durand, ready to fire the moment that Talman breaks down!"

Sheer bluff, The Shadow's statement. He had noticed the door he mentioned, but it wastightly closed.
Nevertheless, his ruse was agood one. Knowing that Sheila's concern for her father was great, The
Shadow was supplying the perfect diversion. Should the girl forget The Shadow, if only briefly, he would
be able to seize her gun before she used it.

Sheila caught hersef intime. About to turn to the door, she shifted, so that she could look across The
Shadow's shoulder, past hisraised arm, at the same time keeping him covered. She didn't realize that
sheld be putting her gaze out of focus thus giving The Shadow part of the opportunity he wanted.



Not enough for The Shadow to grab the gun as he wanted, but sufficient for him to knock it aside.
Unwillingly, The Shadow was forced to switch his own plan, that of handling Sheilasiently, to that of
ridding himsdlf from his present predicament at cost of breaking up the conference between Durand and
Tdmen.

To The Shadow it was aforegone conclusion that Durand and Talman would forget their argument if they
heard Shella's gun start shooting in the halway. Still, it was the only way, so The Shadow inched his
elbow downward, intending to knock the muzzle away from his bodly.

BEFORE The Shadow could ddiver the elbow jog, Sheilarendered the move unnecessary. With asharp
gasp that widened her eyes dong with her lips, the girl whipped the revolver clear of The Shadow and
thrust the weapon toward the opening at the door edge. Her eyes reflected the same horror that her gasp
proclaimed.

The girl wastotdly forgetting The Shadow; so totally that it was plain she must believe the things he had
stated. His back toward the door, The Shadow couldn't see what Sheila saw, but he needed nothing
more than his present view of the girl'sface.

In atrice, The Shadow took over.

With one arm, he hooked Sheilas passing gun hand and jarred it upward so sharply that the revolver left
the girl's grasp. Catching the barrel of the flying wesgpon, The Shadow didn't waste time juggling it.
Instead, he smply flipped it over the banister of the lower stairway, and with the same sweep sped his
hand benegth his cloak to draw an automatic.

Spinning about, The Shadow used his other hand to prope Shellathe other direction. Landing back on
her elbows, the astonished girl found hersalf adozen feet from the doorway, through which The Shadow
was dready driving, pushing the door ahead of him with a shove of hisautomatic.

With the very start of that surge, The Shadow saw the proof he expected. The bluff that he had given
Sheilawasfact. From the door of the inner room, at an angle behind Talman, arevolver muzzle was
projecting, trained directly upon Durand!

There was plenty of clatter to The Shadow's entry, and with good reason. He wanted to do more than
gtartle Durand and Taman. His purpose was to attract the attention of that unseen marksman beyond the
far door.

The Shadow succeeded.

Sight of The Shadow, fully caparisoned in black and brandishing a huge automatic, was quite enough for
the prospective murderer who lurked in Talman'sinner room. The aiming gun swung from Durand and
centered on The Shadow, dl inatwinkling.

But the gun muzzle didn't twinkle.

It blasted with afiery cough meant for The Shadow, a spurt of deadly flame that would have delivered a
knifing bullet into any ordinary fighter unwary enough to dare the hidden killer'saim. Had it stabbed
twice, it might have clipped The Shadow; but once was not enough.

The Shadow wasn't trying to jump the distant gun. His surge wasturning into alow, long dive, the
moment he was through the doorway. The hidden n didn't redlize that The Shadow's sprawl wasa
split second ahead of the gun shot. Thinking that he had winged The Shadow, the unknown swung his
revolver back toward Durand.



The Shadow was ajump ahead.

Durand wasrisng from his chair, making himself aperfect target for theaming n, when The
Shadow arrived with alashing roll aong the floor and whipped the chair from under the old professor.

Durand was taking an involuntary dive asthe assassin's gun tongued for the second time. Again abullet
whistled through space, less than afoot behind Durand's shoulders and about the same distance above
The Shadow's head.

His own gun asyet unfired, The Shadow was scoring over the unknown man who had twice tried murder
without success. Finishing hisroll, The Shadow was coming up to am. Oncetheinitiative wasin hisown
hands, he could settle scores with the man beyond the door.

THE odds had shifted to The Shadow'sfavor. The only thing that could thwart him was an intervening
factor. Such came, in amost unexpected form - that of the one man who seemed definitely out of things:
Tim Tdmen!

Earlier, Tdman had shown a sporadic outburst, largely in sdf-protection. Whatever hisvariousfaullts,
Taman wasn't inclined toward murder; otherwise he would have used his gun againgt Durand when he
had the chance. That gun was now lying in achair or, at least, it had been when The Shadow surged in
fromthe hdl.

At present, TAman wasreganing it.

Probably Tim Taman knew the identity of the assassin beyond the inner door. Possibly Taman'sloyaty
had shifted back to Professor Durand. Most certainly Talman wasn't going to see murder done here on
his own premises. Hisgun in hand, Talman was lunging for the door, blocking off The Shadow'saim.

As he went, Taman shrieked an incoherent chalenge that was promptly answered. Three gunshots came
in quick succession, and they weren't from Taman'srevolver. With the echoes of those rapid reports,
Taman collapsed, his gun dropping from his grasp, unfired.

Smoke was curling from the crack of the inner door in a curious, short-clipped weave. The door had
been dammed hard upon those close-range shots. The man beyond that door was no longer afailure as
an assassin. Hewasakiller inredity; hisvictim was Tim Taman!

In thoroughly riddling Talman, the murderer had disclosed hislast resort. He could have afforded to let
Durand die by degrees; not so with TAman. There were thingsthat Tdman could havetold, evenina
dying bresth, and the murderer wasn't giving him the chance. His heart pummeled with bullets, Tdman
was dead as he struck the floor.

Reaching the dammed door, The Shadow tried to open it. The door wouldn't give. With al his haste, the
murderer had been smart enough to throw the bolt. From beyond the door, The Shadow could hear the
dash of arisng window and knew that the killer intended to drop to the ground outside. From the
position of the inner room, the drop would land the killer in ashort, blind passage beside the house, that
would give him access only to the front street.

Evidently, Professor Durand had aready foreseen that fact. The professor was scooping up Taman's
discarded gun and sarting for the halway.

Turning about, The Shadow overtook Durand and brushed him aside. Out through the hallway, the
cloaked fighter reached the stairway amost before the astonished professor redlized that his black-clad
protector had passed him.



Always, The Shadow was swift when on amurderer'strail. But this time someone was ahead of him.
Sheilawas dashing down the stairs when The Shadow reached them, likewise intent upon stopping the
killer'sflight.

But the girl took a detour when she reached the bottom. She had to look about in the lower hall to find
the revolver that The Shadow had tossed across the banister.

THAT waswhy The Shadow was firdt to reach the front door in time to witnesswhat occurred there. A
young man, wearing alight-gray hat and overcoat, had paused outside the house and was staring upward
with an expression that combined perplexity with darm.

Apparently this stranger had been looking for a house number when he heard the shots from within.
Whatever his quandary, it was settled amaost upon the moment that The Shadow spied him. Out from the
passage beside the house surged the killer who had dropped from the window of Taman's bedroom.

He was a stoopish man, but haste could have accounted for his pose. He was wearing adark hat and
overcoat, well suited to this doubtful neighborhood. His back was toward The Shadow, but in his hand
the killer brandished the death gun that had done away with Talman.

If thekiller had stayed in the open, The Shadow could have stopped him with a single shot. Instead, the
stooped man flung himsdlf upon the stranger in gray, so suddenly thet the latter was taken entirely of f
guard. Together, they went reeling aong the street, where they took a sudden stumble.

Apparently, the spill was of the killer's making, for he didn't sprawl. Instead, he loped past abuilding
corner before The Shadow had a chance to aim. The young man in gray was on his hands and knees, his
hat rolling to the gutter. But as he started to cometo hisfeet, he looked at something in his hand.

It was the degth gun, placed in hisfist by the departing killer!

Given abrief chance, The Shadow could have settled that sham. Already he was springing down the
steps, to aim dong the Street at the red killer who was racing away huddled in histight-drawn coat. But
the ruse, though failing with The Shadow, was working upon someone dse.

From the house door came the sharp report of arevolver. There was akick of dust as the bullet punched
the sdewak only afew feet from the young man in gray. Turning, The Shadow saw Sheilain the
doorway, taking aim again. The determination on the girl's face was proof that she didn't expect her
second shot to miss

It did miss - thanks to The Shadow.

Blackness rose from the stepsto grip the girl'swrist as shefired. The second shot went high. But
whatever her previousimpressions. Sheilawas no longer willing to accept The Shadow's present verdict.
She was too sure that the young man on the sdewal k was the murderer who had tried to kill her father,
only to dispose of Taman instead.

Thus Shellastruggled vdiantly againgt The Shadow's effortsto wrest away her regained gun. In histurn,
The Shadow wasin anew dilemma. Unless hetook the gun from the maddened girl, an innocent man
would die for acrime another had committed.

And dl thewhilethe rea murderer was getting farther away, hisidentity till unknown!
CHAPTER IV. CRIME'SQUESTION

FIGHTING to retain her gun, Sheila Durand could still see the man in gray across The Shadow's



shoulder. Hewasrising to hisfeet. But ashe did, he turned away. The reason for histurn lay in apeculiar
diffness of hisleft leg. He didn't bend hisknee at all.

That fact again impressed itsalf on Shellawhen the man stepped toward the curb to pick up hisgray hat,
which had rolled into the gutter. As he stooped, he did it in stiff-legged fashion, keeping hisleft knee
graight, while hisright dipped.

Planting the hat on his head, the young man till didn't notice what was happening at the house door.
Instead, he turned his back on those proceedings, to look along the street. He must have spied the redl
killer, bobbing out of some temporary hiding place, for the young man aimed the revolver. Then, hdting,
he suddenly lowered the gun, as though anxious not to make a serious mistake.

Apparently he was remembering those shots from the doorway, which must have been intended for
himself. He made the mistake, accordingly, of presuming the murderer to be alegitimate fugitive. Besides,
things were happening on the steps of Tdman's house that stirred the young man to action.

There, abeautiful blonde wasin the clutch of acloaked figure who was undoubtedly a very dangerous
personage, considering that he was wielding alarge automatic. The girl's screechesfor help were another
feature that won the young man to her cause.

It didn't occur to the young man that the girl had fired those shots a him. By thistime, Shellahad lost her
gun, The Shadow having twisted it from her hand and flipped it back into the house. Nor did the young
man redlize that the girl's screams were acall to someone other than himself. Sheila happened to be
ydling to her father, who was hurrying down the stairs from the second floor.

Shelladidn't see the young man turn her way, intent upon bringing aid with the very gun that incriminated
him. But The Shadow saw the mistake that was in the making and wasted no time. It wouldn't do to let
Sheilaloose o she could pick up her gun and useit again. At this moment, her face wastilted upward
very prettily, despite the glare of her eyes.

So The Shadow gave his open hand an upward jog, landing its hed squarely againgt Sheilds chin. Sheila
went over backward and landed with aplop in the halway, where she sat quite dazed.

To the man on the sdewalk, it seemed that the girl had literally disgppeared, and The Shadow promptly
did the same. One moment, the young chap was aiming at cloaked blackness; the next, he saw aswirl.
Findly, nothing at dl.

So swiftly that it seemed instantaneous, the living blackness resppeared from beside the house steps,
where the astonished man halted. Caught in the grip of handsthat were like vises, the young man in gray
was whirled across the Street to a cab that was hating on the other side.

It wasal very neet, this swift maneuver by The Shadow, with Moe arriving a just theright timeto
cooperate. He was taking an innocent man from a neighborhood where he didn't belong, even though the
felow didn't want to go. There being no time to argue the merits of the matter, The Shadow settled it with
apotent jab.

The Shadow's fist was lifting the gray-garbed man over the cab step and placing him inertly in the rear
seet. The Shadow sprang into the cab himself, intending to overtake the real fugitive, who by thistime
had run around the corner of the next block.

THERE was just one difficulty. From up ahead came the whine of apolice car. The Shadow gave a
quick order to Moe, telling him to turn the cab around and head the other way, in advance of the patrol
car. By swinging the corner, Moe would still have a chance to go after Talman's murderer and dodge the



police car in the bargain.
One witness viewed the cab's maneuver, which required considerable jockeying on Mo€e's part.
That witness was Professor Durand.

The canny inventor was standing in the doorway of the house, holding the unfired gun that had belonged
to Tdman. Near him was Shella, till groping in befuddied fashion for her own gun.

Durand had glimpsed the man in gray and took him to be the killer. Asfor The Shadow, Durand doubted
hisfull sincerity. The professor was the sort who doubted everybody, when the fate of an invention was
a stake. Hewasinclined to regard The Shadow asariva of Moyne, the man who Durand believed had
bought his brain-child from Taman.

Such wasthetota of Durand's mistakes. He was too wise to attempt battle with The Shadow, or to fire
shots at the gray-clad fugitive who had come under the cloaked fighter's protection. Though Durand
raised hisrevolver, he didn't fire. Instead, he merely gestured to the truck that was parked around the
nearest corner.

His other hand in his pocket, Durand kept pressing the box that gave out clicking sounds. His face had
become amask again, itslipsforming their satisfied smile. He saw that Mo€'s cab would get to the
corner ahead of the police car, but it wouldn't be sooner than the thing that was advancing from the
truck.

Thething in question reared itsalf as Moe swung the corner. Benesath its advancing hulk, the cab looked
like atoy. Once again, Professor Durand had called his mighty robot into action, and in the open, the
thing reared far more monstrous than when The Shadow had first viewed it.

The robot was a veritable colossus. Paving crunched under its huge stamp. Itsarms, stretching to their full
spread, had the added width of the thick boiler-body which was more than ayard in diameter. In the
aley where The Shadow had previoudy met his Gargantuan contrivance, the walls must have stopped the
great arms from making their full play, for here the robot threatened to cover half the street.

Seeing the thing, Moe was about to jam the brakesin order to reverse the cab and head another way. It
was The Shadow's quick order that made Moe do otherwise, acommand given in the nick of time.
Already in high gear, the robot would have caught the cab in the midst of the turn. Hence The Shadow's
order wasfor Moeto give the gasinstead of the brake.

Moefed the car gas.

The cab spurted right between the clamping arms that were swinging in to meet each other like apair of
full-length scythes. Stedl hands met with a clash of cymba's, and through the rear window of the cab The
Shadow saw them finish that empty dam and separate again.

From around the corner came the patrol car, the robot squarely inits path. Thistime the metal hands met
with acrunch that took the arriving vehicle between them.

Therobot jolted upward asif from theimpact, but it did not totter. Rather, it reared mechanicdly, acting
in the fashion of aderrick, for it lifted the patrol car clear of the street. In using the brakes, the driver had
ruined his only chance to bowl over the robot, but the sudden stop was helpful.

It saved the driver and hisfellow cop from the fate that had overtaken the muggers at the brick wall. The
patrol car tilted asthe robot hoisted it, and the two officers went flying to the street. The car's fenders
crumpled, but the body stood the Strain; then, in the same fashion that it had finished itswork at the brick



wall, the robot siwung about.

Metd hands spread, letting the patrol car fly across the sdewalk where it telescoped against a house
wall, marring the bricks and shattering windows on the second floor. While the cops were scrambling to
their feet to dash away, the robot continued its turnabout and tramped back to the truck, where it
toppled itself face-forward into the wheeled residence designed for it.

AROUND the next corner, The Shadow's cab was dackening to begin its hunt for afugitive killer, there
being no more need to worry about the patrol car. But the tour through the vicinity brought no results. It
soon was apparent that the unknown murderer must have reached a parked car of his own and made

good hisflight.

Ordering Moeto drive from the area, The Shadow turned his attention to the gray-clad passenger who
was still dumped in the rear seet. Finding awallet in the young man's pocket, The Shadow examined its
contents by flashlight.

The man's name was Frederick Corbin; the identification cardsin hiswallet listed him as amechanical
engineer. In support of that claim weretwo lettersthat intrigued The Shadow greatly. Both were
addressed to Frederick Corbin, and they were signed by Timothy Talman.

In one letter, dated aweek back, Talman stated that he had heard of Corbin and believed that he could
sarve efficiently as Tdman's subgtitute in the employ of Professor Durand. In the letter, Taman
complained of aprolonged illness which made him fed that such a substitute would be required.

The other letter was dated only two days ago. It requested that Corbin call at Talman'shouse. Inthe
letter, TAman promised to give Corbin arecommendation which he was quite sure would clinch thejob.
In both these letters, Taman had definitely dodged the redl truth, because he must have known that his
own status with Durand was by no means as solid as he represented it.

Corbin stirred as The Shadow replaced the lettersin his pocket. Hearing awhispered command, Moe
eased to the curb. There, The Shadow did from the door, during a pause too dight to be termed a stop.
A whispered laugh sounded as the cab kept onward.

The Shadow was leaving it up to Moe to take Corbin to the address where he lived, as stated in the
letters.

Asfor The Shadow, his present policy wasto establish his own whereabouts this evening. That was why
he shortly sauntered into the foyer of hisfavorite rendezvous, the Cobat Club. The Shadow did not enter
cloaked in black; instead, he was garbed in evening clothes, passing as a club member named Lamont
Cranston.

There was something very complacent about Cranston's manner as he looked about the foyer. Settling
himself, he waited calmly until abrisk man with a short-clipped mustache strode rapidly into the club.
Cranston seemed half adlegp when the newcomer reached him and shook him by the shoulder.

Thearrival wasthe police commissioner, Ralph Weston. Cranston had been expecting him back from a
banquet very shortly. Having the commissioner as afriend was very convenient, for The Shadow could
think of no better man asan dibi for occasionslike thisevening.

Weston certainly could not suspect that his friend Cranston knew anything about the Talman murder, for
word of it had reached the commissioner right after the event itsdf. Tman's place was farther from the
Cobalt Club than was the hotel where Weston had been the principa speaker at the banquet



Theimportant point was that Moe was afaster driver than Weston's chauffeur, and the cab had been
unhampered by cross-town traffic which delayed the commissioner's officid car. So Cranston behaved
true to form, and showed mild surprise when Weston informed him that strange murder was afoot,
demanding immediate investigation.

Five minutes |ater, the commissioner and hisfriend were riding to Talman's neighborhood, to study acase
inwhich The Shadow aready knew more than the law would learn!

CHAPTER V. THE ROBOT TEST

FRED CORBIN stared steadily at hisvisitor, trying to place him among the episodes that had occurred
the night before. Failing, Fred settled back in his chair, satisfied that this couldn't be the man described as
The Shadow.

By night, The Shadow had been afanciful creature cloaked in black, who moved in and out of matters
like aghost. But by daylight Fred's visitor wasn't any ghost, nor did he show any tendency toward the
swift action that so characterized The Shadow.

It was dways that way with Lamont Crangton. Hisleisurely pose, amounting lmost to indolence, was
very hdpful in concedling hisdud identity.

A curious circumstance had brought Lamont Cranston to see Fred Corbin. Late last night, Cranston had
received a phone call purporting to be from The Shadow, suggesting, that Cranston contact a certain cab
driver who could tell him facts concerning the Talman case. So Cranston, being of amildly inquiring
nature, had followed the lead and found Fred Corbin.

Satisfied with the explanation, Fred relaxed. For one thing, Cranston had mentioned that the cab driver
was sure that Fred had played no part in crime.

"All that | know," declared Fred, "isaready in the newspapers.”" He gestured to atable beside him. "l
take it that you've read them, Mr. Cranston.”

Cranston had done more than read the newspapers. He'd heard Commissioner Weston question
Professor Durand. Things had been rather difficult for the professor, not so much because he admitted
that his robot had mashed the police car, but owing to the brick-wall episode.

However, the fact that the dead thugsin the dley were armed, and luckily identified as wanted criminds,
no great blame could be attached to Durand.

Asfor Tdman's deeth, Sheilas story talied perfectly with Durand's. The position of Taman's body
proved that he had been dain by shots from the inner room. The bullets extracted from the victim's body
were of different cdiber than Talman's gun and the revolver that Sheilaadmitted was her own.

The Shadow's entry on the scene was properly justified both by Durand and his daughter. What worried
the police was the matter of afugitivein agray hat and overcoat. The cab in which the fugitive fled had
been seen, though not identified, not only by the patrolmen, but by aman named Kennard, who was
driving the truck that had brought Durand's robot in from New Jersey.

WHILE Cranston reviewed these facts, his eyes gave the impression that they were taring right through
Fred. A trifle nervous, Fred at last gave way and looked across his own shoulder. Hanging in the corner
of the room, where Fred had forgotten all about them, were the hat and coat in question.

"Youwin," declared Fred abruptly. "I'm the man they want. But why should | tell them s0?1've done



nothing.”

He produced the letters from Talman and handed them to Cranston, explaining thet they were the sole
reason for hisvigt to the victim's house. When Cranston asked about the gun, Fred hesitated, then
produced it from a pocket of the overcoat, at the sametimeingsting that it had been thrust into his hand
by the escaping murderer.

Camly, Cranston accepted Fred's story. Then:

"You are quiteright,” he agreed. Y ou would only cloud theissueif you gave yoursef up to the police.
Thereis one man who certainly hopesthat you will do so. Heis Talman's murderer.”

Fred's eyes showed unrestrained surprise.

"Itisvery smple" explained Cranston. ™Y ou were brought to Talman's to be the scapegoat for whatever
happened. Assuming that Taman actudly sold the plans of Durand'sinvention, or at least a portion of
them, the murderer was there to see that Durand did not find it out.”

Slowly, Fred nodded.

"An atempt was made to waylay Durand,” Cranston continued. "His death - apparently during a holdup
- would have covered matters nicely. But when Durand did arrive, the murderer tried to kill him. Failing,
he digposed of Taman, whose usefulness was through.”

"But why" - Fred paused, tapping the letters - "why did Taman send me these himsdalf?"

Crangton thought awhile before he answered. Not that he had not analyzed the Situation; it was smply
good policy to consder dl questionsin the leisurdly style that was so unlike The Shadow's.

"Tdman knew that Durand wasto bewaylaid," analyzed Cranston dowly. "Redlizing that he might be
questioned later, he wanted to appear on the friendliest of terms with the professor. To be writing Durand
apersond letter, recommending you, would be an excellent thing for Tdman to be doing at the time of
Durand's death.

"Thevigtor in the next room was awaiting your arrival to see how well Talman carried matters through.
When Durand appeared instead of you, therewas area dilemma. The best way out was murder,
particularly snceit might be blamed on you. The killer was lucky enough to have you arrive a the very
time of hisescagpe.”

Fred'sfiststightened. He hoped that he could sometime turn the murderer's luck the other way about. All
thewhile, Cranston's eyes were watching, mild in their gaze, but behind them lay the keen perception of
The Shadow. As The Shadow viewed him, Fred Corbin was the very man for the task that lay ahead.

"Theresonething certain,” decided Fred. "Whoever is behind this, figured that Taman was the weak
link."

Crangton gave asolemn nod of agreement.

"But look at the messI'min!" expressed Fred. "The police are looking for me, so | have to stay out of
sght. If only | had that job | thought | was going to get - right in Durand's own workshop -"

Fred paused. Cranston was bringing out pen and paper, and beginning to write anote. While Fred
dared, hisvistor poke musingly.



"Commissioner Weston was very courteous to Professor Durand,” Cranston recaled. "I think the
professor would be only too glad to do afavor for one of the commissioner's friends - such as mysdlf.”

Therewasabrief interva while Cranston's pen kept writing. Then, in the same cam tone, Cranston
continued:

"Durand has hired a high-pressure promoter named Zarratt, to interest wedlthy invetorsin the
possibilities of robots. Since | am awedlthy investor, | am quite sure that both Durand and Zarratt would
be glad to hire anyone that | might recommend, particularly as Talman's degth leaves avacancy in
Durand's workshop."”

Signing his name, Cranston passed the letter of recommendation to Fred, who received it with
enthusiasm. The only thing that worried Fred was how and where he could contact Professor Durand
without making the meeting too abrupt. The ever-resourceful Mr. Cranston had an answer to that
problem.

Reminding Fred that today was the scheduled date for the test of Durand's robot, Cranston suggested
that Fred accompany him to the proving grounds.

Fred was reaching for his hat and coat when Cranston stopped him. For thefirst time, the visitor'slips
showed traces of asmile.

"Better not wear those," remarked Cranston. "Gray isn't a popular color nowadays. WEell stop on our
way and fit you with something morein style."

THE robot test was being held in abasebal park in Jersey City, not to accommodate a crowd - because
there wasn't any - but rather to keep out the curious. Only afew dozen people were present, half of them
members of the National Production Board. They were seated in abox behind home plate, and with
them was a middle-aged man with a square jaw and tawny face, who |ooked the acme of vigor.

Arriving with Fred, Cranston recogni zed the square-jawed man as Rodney Moyne, the manufacturer
who boasted that he could ruin Durand's monopoly on robots. So far, however, Moyne hadn't been able
to back hisboasts. The robot test was about to be held, and only Professor Durand wasin the field.

To be exact, Durand wasin the outfield, where his truck was parked. He and Kennard, the driver, were
poking about insde the truck, while Sheilawatched them. With the group was atall, thin man, who
detached himsalf and came toward the grandstand where the members of the board were seated.

Just then Commissioner Weston arrived, accompanied by a stocky, swarthy man who was introduced as
Ingpector Cardona. After they had shaken hands with the committee, Cranston introduced them both to
Fred, who found himsalf quite amazed to be shaking hands with the very members of the law who were
maost anxious to gpprehend him.

The fact that Fred was afriend of Cranston kept him quite free of suspicion.

Asthe group settled to await the robot test, Cranston introduced Fred to Moyne, and for thefirst time
Fred found himsdlf under close scrutiny. Worried momentarily, Fred soon realized that this must be
Moyne's way with everyone he met. Along with being dynamic, Moyne was blunt and outspoken, as he
demonstrated quite promptly.

The thin man had arrived from the truck to announce that Professor Durand was ready. Stepping
forward, Moyne thrust out his hand and declared:

"Hello, Zarratt. | wish you the best of luck.”



Fred studied the thin man closely. Thiswas Niles Zarratt, the promoter who was raising funds for Durand
to continue with hisrobot experiments. Zarratt knew Moyne, because hed tried to interest him asa
backer, but without success. That effort had apparently soured Zarratt, for Fred could see the change of
expression on the promoter's sallow face.

Zarratt didn't gpeak aword. Instead, he registered contempt to nullify the handshake which he felt that
courtesy compelled him to give. Finishing the brief formality, Zarratt turned on hished; then, seeing
Cranston, he brightened somewhat and sat down beside Fred's calm-faced friend.

From Zarratt's low-spoken tone, Fred felt sure that the promoter wastrying to sell Cranston on the
merits of Durand's robot.

One of the board members arose and spoke through a public-address system, so that the announcement
would carry to Professor Durand. The board was ready for the test of amechanism which Durand
termed a"mulltiple robot," capable of no less than five specific duties, al designed to replace human
effort.

FIRST, it wasto operate behind tank attacks, acting as advance for an infantry column; second, it wasto
congtruct bridges under machine-gun fire. Those two abilities condtituted itsusein warfare.

Next, the mechanica man wasto supplant weldersin shipyards. It was fourthly required to driverivets
on ascaleten timesthat of a human worker. Findly, the robot was to take its place on abdlt line,

stepped up to five times normal operating speed.

Professor Durand was walking in from the truck while the announcement was in progress. Men were
coming from benegath the grandstand, lugging equipment for the various tests. Durand kept waving them
back until he saw four men who were bearing timbersintended for a skeleton bridge. He instructed them
to place the pile at second base. Pointing to first and third, Durand placed two soldiers who arrived with
machine guns.

Silence sttled as Durand strolled in from second base, pausing at intervals along the way. So still was
everyone that Durand could be heard humming happily to himsdf, as he did when things pleased him.
Findly pausing, Durand lifted a cane that he carried and thrust it in the ground as amarker.

Coming to the grandstand, Durand drew a compact box from his pocket and showed it through the
netting, announcing that it was hisradio control. He wanted the announcer to declare "Ready” through the
loud-speaker, so that Kennard would know when to open the back of the truck.

Again al wasdlent, with dl eyes strained toward the truck, watching for the robot to appear. The only
person who chanced to turn about was Fred Corbin. He wanted to look at Lamont Cranston, to seeif
his new friend'sface was ascam asever.

It was.

Nothing, so it seemed, could disturb Cranston's complacency. His eyes showed interest, but only of a
casud sort. Then, very suddenly, Fred forgot Cranston, Durand, the robot, even the police officids
present. Fred's attention was riveted upon one man: Rodney Moyne.

Thinking himsdf totdly unwatched, Moyne had | et his square-jawed face reax into the most gloating
expression that Fred could picture on ahuman visage. With it, Moyne's eyes were wandering from the
pile of timbers and the machine guns, over toward the men beside the grandstand, who were standing
with the other properties that they had brought.



Moyne's gloat unmasked the thoughts behind it. Despite the luck that he had wished Professor Durand,
Rodney Moyne was planning away to nullify whatever tests the robot might complete!

CHAPTER VI. THE COMPROMISE
"READY!

Asthe voice roared from the amplifier, Professor Durand pressed the button of the radio control. The
back of the truck dropped open and the robot emerged like an opening tel escope, to turn and rear
full-height. Glistening in the sun, the mighty mechanism strode acrossthe dry grasstoward the waiting pile
of timbers.

Gradually, the great bulk of the contrivance dawned upon the onlookers, and Fred could hear amazed
gaspsfrom al about. All that while, Durand was giving occasiond clicksto the radio control, until
suddenly his thumb began to beat a swift rat-tat-tat.

The robot had reached the timber pile and was stooping mechanicaly to pick up the beamsin pairs.
Taking onein each hand, it lifted them like straws, brought them forward and planted them, as Durand
manipulated the control box.

Under the professor's remote guidance, the robot swung back to bring another pair of beams, which it
carried and affixed to the ends of the first. What it was doing was laying atrack, rather than abridge, but
since these were the main timbers, the operation was the same.

It wastimefor the chief feature of thetest. A committee member spoke to the professor, who nodded
without taking his eyesfrom the robot. An order was given to the machine gunners, who promptly went
into action. Asthe meta Goliath stalked forward with another pair of timbers, adeluge of bullets began
to pepper its stedl sides.

If thiswas where M oyne expected Durand to fail, the guess was wrong.

Only the timbers suffered from the test. The bullets from the machine guns splintered them into a mass of
jagged divers, but the robot placed the remnants and went back for more. The pommeling stream of lead
scarcely dented the robot, for its rounded legs and body caused most of the bullets to glance away.

The armswere taking their share of the leaden hail, as was the rotunda head, but Durand's mechanical
marvel went through itstask, bothered less than a person would have been by flies or other stingless
bugs. Triumphantly, Durand kept working the control until the robot came so close that bullets were
actualy ricocheting toward the grandstand box. Then, with afina clack, the professor cut off the control.

The robot stopped motionless, facing the professor, haf-raised from the final pair of ruined timbers. As
the machine guns quit their rattle, the professor galloped out and patted the huge body of the robot,
running his hands dong its surface to show how few dentsit had suffered. Waving to the truck, Durand
brought it acrossthefield, while he strode to the grandstand to receive congratul ations.

So enthused was everyone that even Fred failed to notice gestures that Moyne made. The only person
watching the square-jawed man was Cranston. Congratul ations were showering upon Durand, and had
anyone caled for avote at that moment, the professor's robot would have been unanimoudy approved.

Then, above the babble, came Moyne's booming tone:
"What about the other tests, professor?

LOOKING through the wire screen that fronted the box, Durand fixed his smile on Moyne. It was



Durand'sway to retain his smile when anger seized him.

"We can eliminate onetest,” conceded Moynein adry tone. "Last night, your robot proved its merit asa
destroyer. | doubt that it could handle tanks the way it mashed a police car; Hill, it operated reasonably
well. But there are other thingsto be done.

"Over there are welding outfits." Moyne gestured toward the men who had begun to bring them at his
beckon. "Riveting machines, too. The workmen are about to set up aspecid bdt line, to see how fast
your robot can operate it. Proceed.”

Durand lost his smile as he began to sputter excuses to the committee. He pointed through the wire to the
list of specifications, which caled for the robot to go through with any test. Durand argued that the
committee had |eft the choice to him and he had | et the robot lay the bridge timbers under fire, asa
sample of itswork.

Moynéstone knifed sharply:
"The specifications say any test, professor. | interpret that to mean not one, but al.”

"Any does not mean every," stormed Durand, in return. "I can meet the tests Singly, but not without
Separate preparation.”

"| thought your machine was amultiple robot,” chided Moyne. "Come, professor - are you admitting that
you misrepresented the contrivance?’

"Not at dl! But the setting is different for each test. It will take half aday, perhaps longer, to changeit.
Why should that matter?' Durand swung to appeal to the members of the board. "Y ou want robots for
specific purposes. | can provide them -"

"The specifications cal for onerobot!" interrupted Moyne. *No mention is made of time alowance
between the various tests. Unless you proceed, professor, you will concede your failure.”

Angrily, Durand strode out to the robot as though to unleash it on the occupants of the grandstand box,
but such was not in hismind. The truck had arrived, bringing Sheilaand Kennard. Durand ordered
Kennard to back the truck against the robot. When that was done, the bulky meta man automatically
toppled forward and telescoped inside the truck.

If Durand thought that hisremoval of the robot would win over the committee, he waswrong. By the
time he returned, the members were nodding asthey listened to Moyne.

Inavery impartia tone, Moyne was explaining that the call for amultiple robot had been hisown
stumbling block aswell as Durand's. Moyne approved of the multiple plan, because hefelt that the
machines should be convertible, adapted to al purposes. Such could be achieved, if Moyne and Durand
worked together on fair terms of partnership.

The committee did not haveto retireto talk it over. They agreed with Moyne and said so to Durand.
Since Moyne ingsted upon multiple robots that could switch from one test to another, Durand'sinvention
could not be accepted until it fulfilled such qudifications, unless Moyne should withdraw from future
competition.

STANDING beside the truck, Durand looked very dejected when Cranston approached, bringing Fred
along. Zarratt was present, giving the professor a pep talk. The promoter paused to introduce Cranston
and Fred, not only to Durand, but to Sheila



It was meeting Sheilathat worried Fred, but his brown attire passed muster. Not for amoment did the
girl connect Fred with the fugitive from Taman's. Contrarily, she greeted him quite cordialy, and when
Cranston added that Fred was a competent engineer, who wanted ajob with Durand, Sheilagave an
enthusiagtic nod.

"You'll need new men, dad,” Sheilatold her father. " ou'll practicaly haveto start dl over, if you hopeto
make Thronzo do five tasks at once."

Fred took it that Thronzo was the name of the robot.
"Besdes," continued Shella, "Y ou need aman, now that you've lost Tdman -"

"Don't mention Taman!" stormed Durand. "He wasthe cause of al thisfalure!" Hetook along Sare at
Fred, then turned to Zarratt. "What about funds, Niles? Will they stand an addition to the payroll?*

"At present yes" returned Zarratt. "I would advise hiring Corbin. Heiswel recommended.”

Zarrat glanced a Cranston, as though adding another check mark toward his merit as a prospective
backer. At that moment, Durand glanced past Fred and let his eyes narrow to aglare, which he
immediately replaced by agmile.

Rodney Moyne had arrived to join the group. He face showed sympathy as he extended his hand to
Durand. To Fred's surprise, the professor accepted the clasp.

"Why not talk business, Durand?" suggested Moyne. "My factory isjust across the Meadows. Come
over and have alook at it. Bring your friendsaong."

Durand bowed his acceptance of the invitation. Soon they were dl riding to Moynesfactory, with the
exception of Kennard, who was taking Thronzo home in the truck.

The factory itsalf was quite a surprise, and atribute to Moyne'singenuity. He had taken over an old plant
on the fringe of the Meadows and it was equipped with the machinery necessary for the manufacture of
robots. The place had afoundry, astamping room where bodies could be made. There was amachine
shop with its benches and along assembly line.

"I could do adozen thingswith this plant,” Moynetold Durand. "But most of al, | would like to turn out
robots. Pictureit, professor, thiswhole plant given to such manufacture!”

STANDING with Sheila, Fred saw Durand nod as though the idea pleased him. Cranston was looking
over thefactory with Zarratt.

"With your robot asamodd,” continued Moyne, "thereis no limit to the number we can produce. Y ou
have the modd, | have the machinery - and there will be profit for us both."

"l am not thinking of profit,” put in Durand. "That isthe point on which we disagree, Moyne. My aimisto
help industry and to further the war effort -"

"Which you will be doing," inserted Moyne. "I am not asking more than any other manufacturer would.
Y our ideathat you should control the manufacture of your robots s preposterous, professor.”

"Perhaps," admitted Durand, in atired tone. "Still, it seemsthe ided way."
Moyne's tawny face darkened.

"l am giving you one chance,” Moyne told Durand. "Bring your robot here. Let it demondrate everything



it can do. Go asfar asyou wish. | shall guarantee to duplicate the robot and turn out quantities.”
"Geared for multiple duty?*

"| think we can get around that," returned Moyne with asmile. "Y ou can't blame me, professor, for
holding up the gametheway | did. | have been s0 busy getting the plant ready that | was unableto
perfect the robot that | hoped would rival yours.™

Durand gave Moyne avery steady stare.

"If you mean that Taman's stolen planswould not work," asserted Durand, "I can tell you why. | never
told Tdman the red secret of my radio control. Without it, l the mechanisms are usdess.”

There wasn't aflicker of expresson from Moyne's tawny countenance. Durand's accusation glanced from
that poker face just as the machine-gun bullets had skidded from Thronzo's stedl hide.

"Y ou arewrong, professor,” spoke Moyne steedily. "I never saw Taman nor did | buy anything from
him. Going into the robot businesswas my ownidea. | Smply did it the other way around, by planning for
production in advance.

"Come dong with me; and bring your new man, Corbin." Histone turning affable, Moyne rested a broad
hand on Durand's shoulder. "I shdl show you the plant from A to Z. | am quite sure the tour will convince
you that a partnership is our best plan, professor.”

Durand apparently enjoyed the buzz and clatter of the machinery, for he kept humming adiscordant tune
as Moyne took him around the place. Fred followed aong with Sheila and when they finished the circuit,
they found Cranston and Zarratt waiting at the outer door.

"Thisevening," announced Moyne, "Professor Durand will bring hisrobot here. | have asked him to put it
to any test he chooses, so that my workmen will gain an idea of its possibilities.

"Therest of the ded isvery smple. Professor Durand will leave his robot here for mass duplication,
provided that | can prove my ahility to go into immediate production following the demongration. Isthat
our understanding, professor?”

Durand nodded, brushing Sheila aside as she began a protest. Evidently the tour through the plant had
enabled Moyneto sdll the professor fully on the partnership idea. Bowing the group to his office, Moyne
produced an agreement, dready typewritten in triplicate. With due ceremony, he and Durand applied
their sgnatures, the others signing as witnesses.

Asthey left the plant, Fred turned to join Cranston, only to receive Durand's hand-clap on his shoulder.
"Come, Corbin," expressed Durand. "l till shal need you."

There was something cryptic in Durand's tone that struck home to Cranston. As hewalked aoneto his
car, Cranston phrased alow, whispered laugh. Durand's sudden capitulation to Moyne's terms was an
odd reversdl of the professor's usual form, so odd that Cranston sensed a deeper plan withinit.

Whatever the result of the coming demonstration, Lamont Cranston intended to witnessit. He, too, was
coming to Moyne'sfactory again this evening, but in another guise.

Lamont Cranston would be The Shadow!

CHAPTER VII. THE ROBOT'SREVENGE



DINNER was over at Durand's, and Fred was anxious to see the workshop. He knew where it was
located in the rambling old mansion, for Sheila had pointed out the workshop wing when they camein by
the driveway. But instead of going to the workshop, Durand led the way into alittle parlor.

Fred heard Shellagiveasigh.
"Dad's hobby again!" the girl whispered.

Fred didn't have to ask what Durand's hobby was. All around the parlor were cabinets lined with
old-fashioned music boxes. Durand began to take them down and play them.

Now music boxes were pleasant enough, and Durand had some quaint specimens among his collection.
What impressed Fred was the size of some of them. They had brass cylinders aslarge astherolls that
went with player pianos, and those cylinders were studded with hundred of thetiny pinsthat dowly
plucked the tuned prongs, to give off musica chimes.

Of dl things, music boxes should be played separately, but Professor Durand didn't seem to recognizeit.
He couldn't handle amusic box without putting it into operation, with the result that he soon had adozen
going at once!

The result exceeded Fred'simagination. Never had he heard the air filled with so much discord. Relief
arrived when Durand came across amusic box that wouldn't work, and promptly began to fix it,
forgetting dl about Shellaand Fred.

Drawing Fred out the door, Sheila closed it and beckoned along ahall to another parlor on the far side of
the spacious house. There, thegirl supplied ardieved smile.

"Dad won't know that we've left,” she said. "Once he sartsarepair job, he drops everything else. We
can go back later and remind him that we must soon start to Moyne's factory.”

"Maybe we shouldn't remind him," remarked Fred. "He made a big mistake this afternoon.”

"The mistake was going to Moyne'sfactory,” declared Shellafirmly. "But sSince dad has sgned the
agreement, he has no choice but to go through with it."

Fred didn't quite agree, but he wisdly refrained from disputing the point. It wasn't his provinceto begin his
job at Durand's by criticizing the old professor's ways. So Fred turned the conversation to other topics
and kept with them until Sheila suggested that they go back to the music-box parlor.

The only thing they heard when they arrived there was Durand's own humming. At last Fred could
understand how the professor gained his queer idea of tunes, if they could be called such. Apparently,
Durand picked up the most noticeable discords from the mingled chimes of dozen music boxes, for the
grain that he hummed sounded very much like the worst notes from the bedlam.

Durand smiled when Fred and Sheila entered. He had dmogt finished fixing the music box. When Shella
reminded him that it wastimeto start for Moyne's, Durand stared blankly for afew moments, then
nodded. He started for the workshop, carrying the music box with him, gtill poking at its clockwork as he
went dong.

It was Kennard who returned a short while later, saying that Durand wanted the othersin the workshop.
When they arrived there, they found the robot standing open. Beside it was a block of intricate machinery
about afoot square. Durand told Fred to help him put the mechanism in the body, so he could have his
first lessonin attaching it.



Fred learned very little. There were dozens of levers and gadgets that had to be hooked up, and Durand
put them in place so rapidly that there was no chance to follow his movements.

Findly, Durand picked up the head, which was resting on atable. Climbing aladder, he planted the head
on the mongter's mammoth body and finished the last few attachments.

The truck was standing at the wide, high door of the workshop. Durand ordered Fred and Kennard to
push the robot forward. Asthey did, there was a brief whir, then Thronzo's huge bulk did its telescopic
toppleinto the truck.

THE trip to Moyne's factory took more than haf an hour, since the Meadows were about ten miles south
of the suburban town where Durand lived. When they arrived, Moyne was there to greet them, and
Shellatried to be as affable as her father. Fred performed in the same style, but Zarratt refused to play

aong.

All during dinner Zarratt had been grumbling because Durand had sold out to Moyne. Hed gone out for
awalk afterward, but it hadn't improved histemper.

When the truck appeared, Durand ordered work stopped in the factory. The employees assembled at
the doorway to watch Thronzo come toppling into sght. Along with the workers were some
tough-looking bystanders, who grinned at sight of the robot, but the rest of the witnesses were rather
impressed.

Thronzo was indeed formidable as he advanced in response to Durand's clicking of the radio control.
Walking close behind the robot, Durand steered the clumping figure straight into the factory as though to
acquaint Thronzo with the place where he was going to be duplicated. At last the figure came to astop.

Moyne beckoned for workersto bring ladders, so they could take the giant machine apart and examine
itsingdes. Moyne himsalf was specidly interested in the control box. He came over to Durand and asked
if he could examine the short-wave device, but the professor gpparently didn't hear him Durand was
daring in faraway syle, hislips moving asthough he weretalking to himsdif.

Just as Moyne reached for the control box, Durand gave it afew sharp clicks. Whedling to Moyne, the
professor gave a cackled exclamation.

"You said | could show you dl that the robot could do!" Durand's triumphant tone was accomplished by
continuous clicks. "Very well, Moyne! Watch!"

The last word wasn't needed. Moyne was dready looking at Thronzo. The mighty robot had goneinto
sudden action, with awide swing of itsvast armsthat sent the ladders flying and the workers dodging.
Then, with thumping stride, the robot was off on atour of itsown.

Thronzo'sfirst stop was the machine shop. There, the robot picked up benches and shattered them with
mighty dashes. When those sted fists encountered chucks and lathes, they mashed them. What the robot
didn't crush with its hands, it trampled underfoot.

Entering the foundry, Thronzo battered flasks and moldsinto chunks, then smashed a cupolathat
promptly delivered molten meta, which splashed over thefloor in huge puddies. By thistime, adozen
workers were chasing the robot with greet stedl rods. But when the monster turned on them, they fled.

Moyne had reached a ba cony and was howling for hisworkersto grab Durand, since they couldn't stop
the robot.

But capturing the professor was a problem in itsalf. Except when he side-stepped the flowing metd,



Durand was keeping right behind the robot, his cackle sounding happily above the monster's clatter. Out
of that high-pitched laugh came Durand's repeated words:

"Y ou asked for this, Moyne. Y ou told me to show you al that my robot could do!"

Thronzo did plenty to the assembly line. He mangled itsrollersinto atwisted variety of pretzdl patterns.
He pulled steel supports out of their concrete beds and rolled them up in metd table-tops.

Reaching the stamping room, the robot plunged right through it, flinging those metals arms with sweeps
that turned the place into a shambles. There, asquad of a dozen workmen thought they had their chance
to overtake Durand, but the professor clicked the control box and dodged benegath the robot's grest
arms asthething reversed its stride.

STRAIGHT intherobot's path was a huge stamping press that formed areal barrier. Men drovein from
the sides, hoping to batter the robot when the press stopped it short. But the press didn't even dacken
Thronzo's stride. He uprooted it, crunched it, dammed it and trampled over the remains. While men
dived for the far walls of the room, Professor Durand followed the devastating robot right through the
heap of junk.

Two watchmen had joined Moyne on the balcony. They had rifles and werefiring at the advancing robot.
Naturaly, the bullets did nothing to the body that had survived the volleys from machine guns. But asthe
robot bulked beneath the bal cony, Moyne pointed to Durand, and the watchmen aimed at the professor.

From acorner, Sheila screamed and started forward, only to be pulled back by Fred, who saw what
was due to happen.

The robot's great arms hooked the posts of the bal cony as the creature marched beneath. Durand
scudded through behind his metal protector, in time to escape the ba cony's collgpse. Moyne came
tumbling down with the watchmen, whose rifles clattered ahead, while the men were grabbing the
ba cony rall.

The robot's revenge was complete. Durand had paid back Moyne for spoiling the tests that afternoon.
Moreover, Durand had nullified the contract that he signed, because Moyne would now be unableto go
through with the provisions of the second part.

No longer did Moyne have the necessary machinery to put robots into quantity production. Indeed,
Moyne would soon be without afactory, for great flames were rising in the foundry, coming with asweep
that promised to engulf the entire plant.

Dropping from the sagging ba cony, Moyne shook his fists and shouted for hisworkmen to continue their
own campaign of retaliation.

The excited workers needed no urge; two of them snatched up therifles, while others clashed forward
with improvised wegpons.

Again, it took Fred'sfull effort to haul Sheillaaway. The girl thought that her father was trapped beneath
the bal cony and would be flanked there, when Thronzo turned around to march through the plant again.
But Fred foresaw a different result, on the basis that the robot's tour of destruction was finished.

Rushing Sheila out through the main door, Fred piloted her around a corner of the factory. Asthey
arrived, they heard thewall crash; out through a grest gap of flying brick came the robot, with Durand in
hiswake. Instead of detouring by the door, the professor had simply steered his mighty robot through the
factory wall, on ashort-cut to the waiting truck!



Reaching the truck, the robot did its usual collgpse to the interior. Kennard promptly pulled away

Out from the factory, both by the door and the wall gap that Thronzo had hewn, came a maddened
crowd of vengeful men, their faces demoniac in the ruddy glare of the rising flames that were completing
the robot's destructive work.

That tribe had one thought only: that of mob violence, with Professor Durand asthe victim!

Fred sprang forward to dissuade them. He saw Zarratt coming from another angle with the same intent.
Both Fred and Zarratt were brushed aside, as the mob swept onward toward the spot where Durand
stood rooted, protected only by his daughter.

Having sent away hisrobot, Professor Durand was helpless. It seemed that nothing could stop the fury of
the onrushing mob. Then, like acry from another world, came amighty challenge that stopped the
fanaticsin ther tracks.

It was alaugh, so weird and sinister that no human listener could ignore its defiance.

The laugh of The Shadow!
CHAPTER VIII. PARTED TRAILS

WHAT happened next waslike avivid nightmare againg alurid background. Halted briefly, frenzied men
would have resumed their drive the moment that the weird laugh shivered into echoes, but for the fact that
the author of the mirth made his prompt appearance.

It wasn't exactly that The Shadow lunged in from outer darkness. Rather, aflare from the burning factory
supplied the glow that dispelled the gloom through which The Shadow charged. He came like a cloaked
shape launched from space, so like aghost that his mere advent should have scattered terror among
Moyne'sfactory hands.

Thiswas once when The Shadow's formulafailed.

Fantastic though hisarriva was, the cloaked fighter looked merely human, and puny, to the score of men
who saw him.

Who were they to be frightened by any creature less than eight feet high, constructed of a materid less
durable than stedl, considering that they had so recently been hounding a mammoth robot that answered
to such specifications?

Professor Durand had made a double mistake in sending Thronzo away. Not only had he deprived
himsdlf of the robot's protection, he had given his enemies the erroneous idea that they had become too
bold, too organized for the sted giant to compete with them.

What they couldn't do to Thronzo they would do to The Shadow. Such wasthe belief of the frenzied
throng that flung itself upon the cloaked chdlenger.

Had those workers been equipped with revolvers, they might have blasted The Shadow asthey surged.
But their only firearms were two rifles, and the men who gripped them preferred to use the weapons like
bludgeons, asthe others did with their assortment of makeshift weapons.

Thefactory handsflalled high with their cudgds. and in so doing they laid themsaves wide open. In
among them, The Shadow became a human hurricane. Swinging fists that carried the weight of
automatics, he punched aswath right through the center of the crowd; then, with awhirling circuit, he



came dashing through the divided throng from another angle.

It was the old system of breaking up ariot - cut the massin halves, then in quarters. The Shadow was
making aone-man job of atask that should have required severd.

From outside the doorway of the blazing factory, Moyne stared in wonderment at the way The Shadow
broke up theriot. It was astopgap, pure and smple, so that Durand could get away. Sheilawas
responding by rushing her father toward his car, where Fred and Zarratt arrived to join them.

Shellawas a the whed, ready to go, when Zarratt shouted frantically that workers were reaching their
own cars, intending to block Durand's flight. Grabbing the professor, Zarratt started toward afar corner
of the factory, bawling that they could find safety in the Meadows. When Durand stumbled, Zarratt kept
on ahead, beckoning for the professor to follow.

Moyne saw what was happening and gave agesture of hisown, pointing the flight out to workmen who
had staggered from the human maelstrom created by The Shadow. Men started for the corner of the
blazing factory to intercept Durand. The Shadow suddenly came from the whirl to take the same route.

By then, Zarratt was past the corner. But Durand was far behind. Overtaking the professor, Fred hauled
him around and rushed him back to the car. Shoving Durand into the back seat, Fred sprang in front with
Sheila, who whipped the car away. It proved the best choice, for they were spinning out from the factory
yard before asingle car arrived to block them.

Flames were wavering high above the factory roof. On the ground, groups of men seemed to mimic the
fireswaves. Firgt toward the corner of the factory, then back again, to chase the professor's departing
car - such was the course they followed.

From the corner, The Shadow saw the human wave recede and makeits new roll too late to overtake
Durand. Then, alaugh upon hislips, the cloaked fighter gave asudden whed, to confront an unexpected
threat. From around the corner, out of blackness that the firelight had not yet reached, surged a compact
crew of men whose very style of onrush marked them as amurderoustribe!

THEY came with drawn revolvers that tongued as The Shadow dashed them aside. These weren't
factory hands; they were thugs of the same caliber as those that The Shadow had met in the Manhattan
aley where Thronzo had first strutted hismighty stuff.

Fred Corbin had noted those hangers-on awhile earlier, but they had dunk from sight before The
Shadow arrived. Whatever their origina purpose on these premises, they had dropped it for a newer
motive. These thugs had one desire; Degth to The Shadow!

The cloaked fighter stopped the ondaught cold. Battering blazing gunsto right and left, The Shadow
wheded his back against the wal, intending to open asweeping return fire. A moment later, be was
pitching forward under adeluge, not of bullets, but masonry.

Under theincreasing heet of the holocaust, the wall had caved, & amoment most untimely for The
Shadow!

Therewasjust one compensation, trifling though it might be. The collapse of thewall brought aglare from
the fire within. The four thugs who had met The Shadow shoved their guns away, rather than have the
wespons seen by the workmen who were beginning to organize asfire-fighters.

Stooping, the four gave appreciative snarls as they pushed aside fragments of brick and stone, to pick up
the cloaked form that lay half buried. Knocked unconscious by the masonry, The Shadow was alistless



burden in their clutch. Close together, the four thugs rapidly carried their stunned prisoner to a cluster of
parked cars.

Workmen who saw the departing four did not observe their burden. Black-clad, The Shadow was
practicaly invisblein the group that carried him. His captorstossed himin an old touring car with a
canvastop, the sort that gunners favored.

Two men climbed in front; two in back. Gunfire wouldn't be good, they decided. Whoever The Shadow
might bein private life, it was better hisbody should be found without alot of lead iniit. In that case, the
job would never be traced to this present crew, whose specidty lay in using guns.

Far behind, the blazing factory looked like an ancient funera pyre, asthe thug-laden car began climbing a
long incline that fed into the celebrated Skyway crossing the Jersey Meadows. The man beside the driver
growled that there might be cops aong the Skyway. In return, the driver asserted that they wouldn't stay
onitlong.

He pointed out a high superstructure that crossed ariver. Once over that stretch of bridge, the driver
intended to take aramp down the other side, leading to the bay front. There, if The Shadow proved to
be dive, a battering trestment of gun butts would suffice before weighting his body and consigning it to

the bay.

Hearing the verdict, the men who crouched in back decided to take a preliminary look at their doomed
victim. One lifted The Shadow's hat; the other supplied aflashlight. They saw the face of Cranston and
though they didn't recognize its owner, they marked him as aman of consegquence.

Whoever The Shadow was, it didn't matter, snce he wouldn't belong to thisworld long. His eyeswere
shut; his chin was drooping so weekly that it fell again, each time the thugs took turns clicking The
Shadow's jaws shut.

Thelir fun caused them to get cardesswith the flashlight. The driver growled for themto "cantheglim,” so
they did. One man pocketed the torch while the other was clamping the douch hat back on The
Shadow's head. Such trivid items as guns were very far from the minds of those playful nsét that
moment.

Both were entirdly off guard when the gloved hands clamped their throats!

THE hands of The Shadow were sprouting from aform that the examining thugs had mistaken for a
victim dready dead!

Wl had The Shadow played his act under the flashlight's glare. Now, with hisarmsinterlacing those of
his captors, he was giving them atreatment that prevented even an outcry! They writhed, that pair, trying
to gain gunsthat they couldn't reach and al the while the powerful hands of The Shadow were sapping
thar strength!

A few minutes more and The Shadow could have laid hisvictimslimp. That done, their own gunswould
have served as wegpons to cow the men in front. But as the car took the rise toward the big bridge that
crossed theriver, the lights of abuslifted from the other side. The man beside the driver turned to make
sure his palsin back were keeping The Shadow out of sight.

The oncoming glare reveded The Shadow in control. Savagely, the front-seat thug whipped out a
revolver. The Shadow made agrab for it, turning the weapon aside. But the pair in back, relieved of the
choking hands, came back to life with vengeance. They were yanking their gunsto dedge The Shadow
while he struggled with the man in front. Even the driver was coming about, pulling agun with hisright



hand, intending to blast the cloaked fighter at any codt.

One againgt four and in the very clutch of those foemen, The Shadow lacked the scope for battle. Nor
was he sufficiently recuperated from his encounter with afaling wall, to turn aside four guns at once.
Even to continue the present fray, The Shadow needed amomentary grip on something firm.

So hetook it - on the steering hedl!

The clutch wasinspiration. With atwist that rolled him from the rear seet to the front, literaly upon the
heads and shoulders of hisfoemen, The Shadow hauled the whedl hard to the left and veered the car into
the path of the oncoming bus!

Only one thing could have happened. Having nowhere to swing, the bus met the veering car. Even though
the bus driver was ddlivering the air brakes, the impact wasterrific. The bus sent the touring car into a
spird lurch that carried it over the bridgerail. While therail wasripping fenders, the car's flimsy top burst
open like a pea pod.

Losing their clutch on blackness that they couldn't hold, four frantic men grabbed for the interior of the
car. Their grabswere useless, but it didn't matter, for the car was coming with them asthey flayed the air.
It scooped them in its maw. flung them out again, and once more overtook their clawing shapesin the
plunge to the tracks that were also below.

Pygmy things, those murderers, in the mighty glare that came zooming a them, accompanied by a
thunderous roar and the quiver of sted rails. Then, like the wreckage of the car, those sprawled chunks
of humanity were swept into oblivion by the huge locomotive that accompanied the headlight at a
gxty-mile-an-hour gait.

Bus passengers had reached the rail when the last car of the fast express completed itswhirlwind rattle
beneath the bridge. All they could see wasthe glint of stedl rails, where men and car had been. Crossing
the bridge, they stared from the other side, looking for distant bits of wreckage as remnants of the

tragedy.

That bridge was high above the tracks, its clearance more than double the amount required. To the bus
passengers and others who joined them by the far rail, that fact seemed of little consequence. It didn't
occur to them that clearance could mean survival.

Had they stayed at the near rail, through which the spinning car had crashed, they might have heard
something from the blackness where their eyes had seen nothing.

That something was awhispered laugh, voiced from within acloak that dangled from the blunt end of a
bridge girder, just below the roadway. From that cloak came hands that embraced the girder, taking hold
asthe garment began to rip from the strain.

A few moments|ater, The Shadow was astride the girder, the torn cloak trailing from his shoulders.
Again The Shadow laughed as he looked down upon the spot where his enemies had been obliterated!

CHAPTER IX. OUT OF THE PAST

PROFESSOR DURAND was in ajubilant mood. He had been that way for days, which was singular,
considering the trouble that he had hegped upon himself. For, athough Durand fdlt that he had scored a
sgnular triumph in turning hisrobot loose in Moyne's factory, public opinion wasjust the opposite.

Factories like Moyne's were too scarce, too vauable, to be reduced to junk at an old man'swhim. The



charge of sabotage lay heavy on Durand's shoulders, even though the professor treated it lightly. And
today, of al days, Durand should have redized how seriousthat charge might prove.

For Durand wasriding into New Y ork to attend afina hearing of his case. The Nationa Production
Board had ordered him to appear, dong with various witnesses. Sheilla and Fred were both in the car
with him, trying to be cheerful, but making asad job of it.

Durand understood their mood, though he didn't shareit.

"It'samarvelousday,” chirped Durand. "I never saw it more beautiful at this season. Made to order for
young folkslike you two. Come, come! Enjoy it!"

"How can we?" demanded Sheiladbruptly. "Thismay bethelast bright day that you will seefor along
time, dad."

"Nonsense," laughed Durand. "I'm not that old."
"Shellameans they may send you where you won't see any sunshine,” put in Fred.
Durand chuckled. Then, indifferently, he remarked, "Thiswill al blow over very quickly. Wait and see!”

Nosing southward through Manhattan, the car reached the towering financia district and stopped in front
of amammoth skyscraper. To one Sde of the building's main entrance were windows heavily equipped
with stedl bars. One window bore the sgn:

MOY NE CO.
PRIVATE BANKERS

Getting out of the car, Durand saw persons he recognized, members of the National Production Board
who had witnessed the robot test at the Jersey City bal park. Durand waved cheerfully, but the N.P.B.
men turned away quite coldly and proceeded into the building.

"They consder dad guilty dready,” undertoned Sheilato Fred. "If he would only understand!™

"And they're holding the hearing in Moyne's own office," returned Fred indignantly. "Y our father should
have protested.”

"That'swhat | told him, but hewouldn't listen.”

All the way through Moyne's suite of offices, Professor Durand was taking birdlike looks at the
surroundings. His eyesfinally moved back and forth between an inner office marked "Private" and a
grilled gateto astairway that led downward. The office was obvioudy Moyne's, while the stairs evidently
went to avault room.

The visitors were ushered through a door marked " Conference Room," where they found Moyne at a
long table, surrounded by haf adozen men who were spreading big sheets of diagrams and plans.

Seeing the arrivals, Moyne was immediately annoyed. He gestured for the men to roll up the plans, which
they did very hurriedly. With therolled sheetsfinally in one man's hands, Moyne motioned the fellow
from the room.

Durand watched where the man went, as did Fred. L eaving the conference room, the man with the plans
went through the grilled gate and down to the vault. Fred saw Durand give avery sdtisfied smile.



EXPECTING an immediate outburst from Moyne, Fred was much amazed when the square-jawed man
advanced and extended a cordia hand to Professor Durand. Sheilawas even more overwhelmed than
Fred, while the members of the Nationa Production Board showed their share of surprise.

Having gestured everyoneto chairs, Moyne waited for proceedings to begin. The spokesman for the
N.P.B. arose, gave an gpol ogetic cough, and announced:

"It would be better, Mr. Moyne, if we had dl the witnesses present. This investigation hingesto some
degree upon certain statements that were made at your factory, coincident with the signing of a contract.
So far, two withesses have not yet arrived: Lamont Cranston and Niles Zarratt.”

"Crangton ison theway here," returned Moyne. "Asfor Zarratt, you had better ask Professor Durand.”

Durand declared that Zarratt was coming from his hotel and might be expected at any moment.
Whereupon Moyne shrugged and remarked that he saw no reason why the hearing should not begin. The
spokesman for the N.P.B. replied that hefelt al of the witnesses should be present to hear Moyne's
charges.

Moyne's broad eyebrows raised in surprise.
"My charges?' he queried. "Who am | to bring charges?'

Voices brokeforth in expostulation. After al, it was Moyne's factory that had been ruined. His case
againgt Durand was clean-cut. The National Production Board was basing its entire investigation upon
the evidence that Moyne was to supply.

"Let memakeit plain, Mr, Moyne," summed up the spokesman. "Any fa se interpretation that Professor
Durand may have given to your request for arobot demonstration will carry no weight with this board.
Hisovert act doneis sufficient to warrant crimind chargesagaing him.”

Moyne spread his broad hands for silence.

"Durand made no falseinterpretations,” said Moyne bluntly. "1 wanted to see the utmost that his robot
could do. He showed me."

"But the wrecking of the plant -"
"Was a sheer accident,” interposed Moyne. "It amounted amost to negligence on my part.”
"Y et there were damages -"

"All covered by insurance. The trouble began with afirein the foundry. What the robot did was purely
incidental. Why" - Moyne gestured toward Sheilaand Fred - "these very witnesses can testify to the
fact."

Whatever Moyne's motive in exonerating Durand, his method was very crafty. He knew that Sheilaand
Fred would certainly minimize the damage that preceded thefire, evenif their testimony bordered on
perjury. Sheila, for one, was here to defend her father at any cost, and Moyne was giving her the

opportunity.

But it wasn't necessary to go the limit. Even as Sheila began to talk, the members of the N.P.B. arose,
bowed courteoudly, and started for the door. Fred saw the door open asthey neared it and expected
Cranston to enter. Instead, it was Zarratt who appeared.



The sallow-faced promoter stared as the board membersfiled by. Hardly had the door closed before
Moyne ddivered ahearty laugh. Helooked at Durand, whose lips had formed their masking smile.
Apparently Moyne saw through the professor's pose.

"Y ou're pretending that you know it dl," Moynetold Durand. "But you don't, professor. Y ou still haven't
guessed the reason why | let you off scot-free.”

"It isquite apparent,” retorted Durand. "1 foresaw the whole thing, Moyne. Y ou couldn't have collected
insurance on damage done by arobot.”

Moyne shook his head. As he did, his manner changed. He was his sneering sdf again, as he declared:

"I would have taken the financid loss, Durand, for the mere pleasure of sending you tojail. But if you
werein the penitentiary, my future triumph would be empty."

Durand stared. He didn't understand.

"By my future triumph,” Moyne elucidated, "1 mean that | intend to construct arobot bigger, better and
brawnier than that three-dimensiond tin-type which you have named Thronzo. My robot will be arobot
to end dl other robots - Thronzo included!”

From Durand's glare, the way hetightened hisfigts, it looked as though the professor wanted to do the
robot act himsalf and start operations on Moyne.

"Y ou saw my engineers,” continued Moyne. "They were the men who were here when you came. |
hurried them away because | didn't want you to see the plans that they have completed. The plansfor
Superlo, amultiple robot that will do al you ever claimed for Thronzo - and more!™

WHILE Sheilawas drawing her father toward the door, Zarratt plucked Fred by the deeve and gestured
for himto hurry. They were out through the offices, while the voices of Moyne and Durand still echoed
loudly asthe pair disputed the merits of robots, past and future.

"Wed better find Kennard and have him bring the car,” Zarrett told Fred. "The genie will be having
gpoplexy if we don't."

Fred stared, puzzled, as he repeated:
"Thegenie?'

"Short for genius," replied Zarratt. "It's our nickname for Durand. Let's get out on the street and look for
the car, while Sheilais bringing the old man down here.”

Thelobby of the building was built like an arcade. Turning one way, Zarrait gestured Fred the other.
Passing a newsstand, Fred noticed some telephone booths, threein arow. The middle one was empty
and, very oddly, the occupants of the other two booths were stepping out of them.

A telephone wouldn't help Fred, because if Kennard had parked the car in a garage, there wasn't any
way of guessing what garage it was. So Fred started farther on hisway, only to be overtaken by the two
men from the booths.

At least it must have been those two, Since there were no other personsin this portion of the arcade.
Fred hadn't seen their faces when they stepped from the booths, and he still didn't see them. Nor did he
careto look. The pair ordered him to keep looking straight ahead and they backed their argument

properly.



They backed the command with revolvers.

Maybe it was Fred's blood that froze, for he thought he could fed the cold muzzles of the guns, even
though their owners were poking them through pockets. It couldn't beredl, this sort of business, donein
broad daylight within ablock of Wall Strest.

Yet it wasred enough!

They were marching Fred aong, swinging him about, guiding him with gun prods, this pair who kept
behind him. Men like the crowd who had tried to waylay Professor Durand on a blacked-out street; of
the sameilk asthe lurking crew that Fred had seen outside Moyne's factors, the type who had figured in
abridge accident that Fred had read about | ater!

Fred Corbin didn't own ahandy robot, nor was he a superfighter like The Shadow. His one hope was
that he might make awild bresk for freedom as soon asthis pair had marched him to the crowded
Street.

They didn't reach the street. Instead, Fred's captors swung him to the middle telephone booth and
shoved him insde. The telephone bell was ringing, and the nudge of agun indicated that Fred should
answer it. Mechanically, Fred picked up the receiver and spoke ahollow "Hello?"

A voice answered, itstone low and forced.
"You are Frederick Corbin," it said. "Y ou are working for Professor Adoniram Durand.”
There was a pause. Although Fred didn't answer, the voice continued:

"You will learn the details of theradio control that Professor Durand uses with hisrobot. Y ou will ddiver
that information when you are ordered to do s0."

Fred started to reply, then hesitated. The voice took hisgulp as an answer.

"Therewill be apendty for fallure" it declared in the same forced tone. "The penalty will be your deeth,
through due legal process, for acrimethat can be proven againgt you. The murder of Timothy Talman!™

So sharp wasthe receiver click ending the call that Fred thought it was the cocking of agun. Dropping
his own receiver, he swung madly; hoping to beat the shots of the revolversthat were covering him.

What Fred encountered was the closed door of the booth. Wrenching it open, hereeled out into the
lobby to find himself done. Fred's recent captors had did away the moment that his attention was riveted
by the mystery voice from the telephone.

Whoever had spoken was known to those thugs. Their threat had lifted, no longer needed, once Fred
Corbin had begun to listen to the ingdious terms on which hislife depended!

CHAPTER X. DOUBLE TREACHERY

SLOWLY, Fred stepped from the elevator alcove, throwing wary glances toward both exits of the
arcade. People werein sight, but none looked tough enough to be the thugs who had forced Fred into
the booth.

Their orders, of course, must beto let Fred live. But whether they would do so under threat of exposure,
was a question. However, since Fred didn't see them, that part didn't matter.



What did matter was Rodney Moyne. In Fred's opinion, Moyne must be the voice who had delivered the
telephone threat. 1t was smple enough for Moyne to have thugs planted here in the lobby of hisown
building.

The thing wasto trap Moynein his own private office and properly denounce him. Maybe apair of fists
would have the same effect on Moyne that Fred had so recently felt from abrace of guns.

Fred went straight to the big entrance of Moyne's suite and yanked the door open. Ashedid, agirl
stumbled through, and Fred caught her. The girl was Shella. Angry for amoment, she laughed when she
saw Fred.

"Why hurry?" asked Sheila. "The fight isover. Look - theré's dad in the corner, making atelephone call.
Seehow cadm heis?’

Professor Durand wasn't exactly making acall. Hed just finished one, using one of the many extension
phonesin Moyné's office. At least he was cam, as Sheilasaid, afact which roused Fred's sudden
suspicion. Immediately that suspicion dwindled, for Fred could see no reason why Durand, of al people,
would have forced his new assstant to listen to a phone call demanding asdll-out.

Fred threw aquizzicd glance a Sheila
"Wheres Moyne?' he asked.

"Hejust went into his private office,” replied Sheila. "I must admit he handled dad very well. He stopped
the argument by saying that the police commissioner wanted to talk to dad.”

"And it was Moyne who suggested that your father use the telephone?’

Sheilanodded. Fred looked toward the switchboard in the corner. There was no one at the board and
only asingle plug was socketed, indicating the call that Durand had just made. If Moyne had somehow
managed to make the call that Fred received, he must have done it from an outside wire, which didn't
seem plausible.

AsDurand arrived at the door, he looked past Fred and Sheila, to give agenuine smile. Fred turned to
see Lamont Crangton entering from the lobby in hisusud leisurely fashion. Crangton's first wordswere an
gpology for being late. He wanted to know if the hearing had begun.

When Cranston learned that the hearing had not only begun, but was dl over, hisinterest turned to the
result. When Sheilatold him that Moyne had exonerated her father, Cranston extended his
congratulations to Durand. The professor prefaced hisreply with one of hiscryptic smiles.

"It was policy on Moyne's part,” asserted Durand. "Moyne knowsthat if he charged me with sabotaging
hisplant, | might bring an even stronger accusation againgt him."

It was plain what Durand meant. He was referring to the Talman murder. But Cranston gave no sign that
he caught the implication. Politely, he bowed himsdf through, and went along to Moyne's private office.
Durand and Sheillawere leaving, so Fred followed them, but his mind was fixed upon anew and startling
idea

That mystery cal could have been made by Cranston!

THERE was one strong point to support such atheory. The one man who had heard Fred's full story
was Lamont Cranston. He had come to see Fred as afriend, but that could have been ablind, to cover
hisred purpose. Crangton's delay in getting to Moyne's could easily have given him timeinwhich to



make the mystery cdll.

Asthey reached the Street, Fred looked at neighboring buildings and saw at least three which had signs
denoting telephone pay booths. His thoughts were still working on the Cranston theory when Durand's
car arrived, with Kennard a the whedl. Zarratt wasriding in the front seat with the chauffeur, having
found the car around the corner where it was parked.

Ontheway back to New Jersey, Sheilaasked her father what the police commissioner had said during
their telephone conversation. Durand replied that Weston had smply asked him if he could name any
suspectsin the Taman murder.

"| told him no," declared Durand emphaticdly. "If the police choose to regject the obvious, why should |
mention it? Only Moyne would have bought out Taman; therefore Moyneisthe only man who would
have murdered him, to keep him silent. But the commissioner regards Moyne as too important to be a
murderer.”

"Hashesaid 07" inquired Sheila

"Practicaly,” replied Durand, tilting his head wisdly. "He caled Moynein order to reach me. The police
would never request amurder suspect to deliver amessage to his accuser. Of course | haven't yet made
afull-fledged accusation.” Resting his head back, Durand smiled. "I think | shall wait until he has hisrobot

reedy.”

His mind back on the robot subject, Durand took Fred to the work shop as soon asthey reached the
house. There, thefigure of Thronzo was standing totally dismantled amid stacks of machinery, upon
which men were a work.

Professor Durand discussed the anatomy of arobot. He described its skin as metal, its bones as stedl
rods, its nerves as amass of wires. But arobot geared for multiple duty required many more features.

Paramount was motive power. According to Durand, an ancient inventor named Daedd us had made
gatueswalk by filling them with mercury. Mechanica men were common in the middle ages, and
frequently steam had been their motive force. But in the case of Thronzo, Durand relied upon a
single-cylinder, interna combustion engine.

Standing in the center of the cluttered workshop, Durand raised a clenched fist and began to bring it
downward, then upward, with dow besats. In time to the strokes, he strode across the room, to show
how the actions corresponded.

"The sngle-cylinder action islike ahuman heartbest," defined Durand. "It isided for arobot, afact
which many other inventors overlooked. Today, human beings are speciaized in smple, mechanical
operations. It dawned upon me that robots could serve as replacements for human labor. Machinesto
control machines! They are the creatures of the future!™

Durand stopped beside the massive cylinder block that belonged in the shell body of Thronzo. He
declared that he had patterned it after a cannon, rather than an automobile engine.

"A cannonisactudly an engine," declared Durand. "It isan engine that dischargesits pistol eech timeit
makes astroke. Soin my engine, | use apowerful explosve asfud, but the piston istoo heavy to be
discharged.

"Each explosion operates Robot Thronzo's arms. The recoil actuates hislegs. It took me yearsto work
out the proper proportions of this explosive mixture." Durand picked up a bottle containing agreen fluid.



"Unfortunately, | gave the formulato Taman. He sold it dong with these."”

By "these," Durand meant the stacks of machinery, some of which Fred had dready studied. One
machine was an adaptation of the Televox, which could answer telephones, read meters and report on
them. Another was patterned after atide caculator known asthe"Big Brass Brain." But Durand had laid
aside such receptive devices where Thronzo was concerned. The professor wanted a more active robot.

Five sets of machinery were enough for Thronzo. Too many, in fact, because Durand had so far been
unable to combine them into one. He believed that he could do it, though it might require the construction
of agreater Thronzo, two feet higher than the present robot. As he mentioned that point, Durand
frowned.

"It depends on Zarratt," declared the professor. "He says he knows aman who will finance the
congtruction, onfair terms. Zarratt has dready seen the man in question, and assures methat heisnot a
profiteer like Moyne. That isthe redl bone of contention between Moyne and myself. He sees millions of
dollarsin robots, whereas | wish only amoderate return for my invention. The public isentitled to the
res."

Workmen were putting machinery into the robot's body. They lifted the head to set it in place, and Fred
saw that the hollow cylinder was empty. He glanced a Durand and saw a smile play upon the inventor's
lips. The mechanism that controlled the robot was Durand's own secret. No one else had ever seen the

device.

THE afternoon moved swiftly. When dinner was ready, Sheilasummoned Fred and Durand from the
workshop, where they were till trying to rearrange the body machines so that al five would fit ingde of
Thronzo. Zarratt was a the house for dinner and he monopolized Sheila, while Durand kept drawing
diagramsdl over the tablecloth, for Fred's benefit.

It was becoming more and more gpparent that Durand was satisfied with his new assstant, and taking full
account of Fred's suggestions. But when dinner was over, the professor decided that they had talked
machinery long enough. He suggested that they ook at the music boxes. When Shella started an
objection, Durand smilingly promised that he would play them one by one.

The professor kept his promise and Fred found red rdlaxation in listening to the tinkly tunes. But there
was something in the room that intrigued him more than music boxes. In a corner, Fred saw astrong box,
built like an old-fashioned safe.

Already well acquainted with the premises, Fred was quite sure that the safe was the only place where
Durand could keep the mechanism that formed the brain of Thronzo. And with the chime of themusic
boxes, words kept repeating themsalves through Fred's own brain.

They were the words of the voice that he had heard over the telephone, demanding that he complete the
unfinished work of Taman, or take full blamefor the traitor's death!

Being astrong box, the safein the corner had alock instead of acombination. Well acquainted with
locks, Fred was sure that he could openit, if provided with the proper tools. Such toolswere availablein
the workshop, which was at present deserted.

A bold idea flashed home to Fred. Knowing nothing of Durand's radio control, Fred was actualy
helplessin the present Situation. But if he knew the real secret of the gpparatus, he would bein aposition
to thwart Durand's enemies. Also, such adeed would be the stepping stone toward amove that would
eventualy trick the man whaose voice had ddivered an ultimatum that Fred could not ignore.



All that Fred needed was an opportunity, and it came.

Durand was about to wind another music box, when Zarratt suggested that they end the concert. Zarratt
wanted to talk over somefinancia mattersthat couldn't wait, if Durand redlly hoped to beat Moynein the
robot race.

While Durand was locking the music parlor, Fred asked Sheilaif she would mind forgoing his company
for the evening. He wanted to return to the workshop and try out some of the ideas that Durand had
mentioned at dinner. As Fred expected, Shellaralied nobly to the suggestion, snceit might prove helpful
to her father.

Before Durand could argue that his new assistant had worked long enough for one day, Sheila decided
that she wastired and ought to go to bed early. She waved good night from the stairs, and Fred was |l eft
with Durand and Zarratt. Since Zarratt had business to discuss, Durand handed Fred the key to the
workshop as amatter of course.

The moment he reached the workshop, Fred became very busy with matters of hisown. He selected the
tools he wanted, tucked them into different pockets, and sneaked back to the music parlor. There,
slence greeted him; silence so complete that Fred regarded it a golden opportunity.

Fred could be wrong in the step he was undertaking. On that score, he had no illusions. But this was one
time when held rather be wrong than right, if this deed of seeming treachery could enable him to outwit
the persecutor who threatened to brand him as a murderer!

CHAPTER XI. DEEDSIN THE DARK

COOLLY, Fred Corbin drew out the tools he wanted and began work on the door of the music parlor.
For anyone with his mechanical knowledge, the door lock was easy. Y et Fred regarded it as the most
ticklish part of his procedure.

While his hands worked, his eyes were peering over his shoulder, toward the stairs and off through the
hall. The more Fred argued that he would hear footstepsif anyone came, the more he feared he wouldn't.
At least he wasn't making any noise with the tools, but that indicated that he wasn't getting anywhere with
histask. To help things, Fred turned the knob, intending to wedge astrip of meta between the latch and
the socket, so that the door would yield the moment he unlocked it.

To Fred's surprise, the door gave. Either Durand had failed to lock it, or Fred's brief work with the tools
had done the trick. Fortunately, the hallway was dark outside the music parlor, and the door didn't creak.
So Fred felt safer as he moved into the room.

As he pushed the door shut, Fred looked toward the old safe. He could seeit plainly by the moonlight
that came through anarrow window set with bars. At first, Fred thought that the blacknesswhich
wavered across the safe came from shifting tree boughs, outside the window. Then, adull click told him
otherwise.

Inthe brief time that Fred had been in the workshop, someone el se had entered the music room. That
was why the door had been unlocked.

And now the intruder who had preceded Fred was ajump ahead on Fred's own contemplated task. That
blackness at the safe front was a human figure, busily picking the old lock.

As Fred watched, the safe came open. A tiny flashlight glittered, showing theinterior. From hisangle,
Fred could see the thing that the gleam disclosed. It was the precious control box that Professor Durand



carried every time he sent hisrobot into action!

A gloved hand reached forward. Asit did, the black-clad figure shifted. By the moonlight, Fred saw a
cloaked outline and redlized who the intruder must be.

The Shadow!

In one sudden surge, Fred's chaotic thoughts swung into line. It amazed him how thoroughly he saw
things. The Shadow himsdlf was the whole answer to the riddle. He was the person who sought the
secret of Durand's robot. Knowing that Moyne was also in the field, The Shadow was playing one
againg the other to his own advantage!

Asfor Crangton, The Shadow's friend, he fitted Fred'simpeachment. He was the man who could most
readily have made that mystery telephone call to which Fred had been forced to listen. Or it might be that
Cranston had smply acted as a go-between, by notifying The Shadow that Fred had been thrust into the
booth, ready to receive the call.

Unless Cranston was The Shadow!

That thought ingpired Fred. It changed The Shadow from a superbeing into something humanly
vulnerable. Picturing The Shadow as Cranston masguerading in acloak, Fred was spurred into action.
Here was chance for a thorough vindication - to trap the real murderer at Durand's own safe and turn him
over to the law.

Poising for aspring, Fred saw an obstaclein his path. It was achair, hdfway to the safe. Only it wasn't
an obstacle; it was awegpon. That idea put an end to Fred's hesitation. With one bound, Fred reached
the chair and grabbed it. With his next stride, he dashed it, overarm style, down toward the cloaked
figure that was turning to throw up awarding arm.

So usdless did The Shadow's gesture seem that Fred delivered a contemptuous laugh adong with the
chair. That wasthe last thing that Fred remembered for awhile.

ON the end of thearm was afidt that Fred didn't see. It came with the fling of thearm, and it picked a
very visbletarget in the moonlight: Fred's chin. So suddenly did Fred stop, that the chair actudly
bal anced from his wavering hands. The Shadow smply plucked it with one hand, while he caught Fred's

sagging body with the other.

Setting the chair on the floor, The Shadow lifted Fred and rested him in it, turning his head toward the
window so hisface would catch the breeze. Petiently, The Shadow waited until Fred's eyes opened.
Then, shaking the young man's shoulders, The Shadow placed a square box in his hands, and spokeina
whispered tone:

"We both camefor this."

Fred nodded. Somehow, hisfaith in The Shadow was returning. He was redlizing that criminas didn't
treat their victimsin such fair fashion.

"State why you came so soon.”

The Shadow's words were dike acommand. Involuntarily, Fred began to tell his story of the telephone
cal that had been thrust upon him. Ashetalked, Fred found himself eager to go on with it. So he went
the limit, even admitting his suspicions of Cranston.

The Shadow's sihilant laugh carried an encouraging note. From benegth his cloak, he brought an object



that forced a stare from Fred's eyes. The thing was an exact replica of the box from Durand's safe!

"It wasinevitable that you would be called upon to steal Durand's secret,” declared The Shadow. "I
foresaw that you would do so under pressure. However far you might have weakened, did not métter,
snce | was the person who induced Cranston to recommend you to Durand.

"So | prepared this duplicate box, containing adevice of my own invention. A smple mechanism, but too
delicateto stand any drain. | believethat it will operate Durand's robot, but it would immediately begin to
fail. No amount of adjustment could improveit."

The Shadow opened the top of the box to show the mechanism. Fred didn't have to see the partsto
admire the cleverness of the device. Thiswould be a perfect present for anyone who was trying to steal
Durand's own device. It would prove good enough to keep them guessing indefinitely.

Replacing the fake apparatus beneath his cloak, The Shadow handed Fred afolded sheet of paper that
contained adiagram of the device. Hetold Fred to copy it and be ready to deliver it. The hoax could
prove a help, both to Fred and The Shadow.

"The caseisastrange one," asserted The Shadow. "Without adoubt, Moyne could profit by gaining
Durand'sinvention. Moreover, Moyne would not have hesitated at buying out Talman. But Moyne would
be too crafty to murder ago-between like Tadman, unless he could turn the act into a perfect crime.

"If Moyne murdered Tdman, we must find away to proveit. If someone seis guilty, we must uncover
the man. That iswhy | am meeting craft with craft. Y ou are the weak link, Corbin; at any time you may
be broken to end the chain. Instead of taking immediate measures, | am working to protect your
postion.”

THAT statement cleared things thoroughly for Fred. He could understand why The Shadow had allowed
him absolute leeway. Even if Fred had really tried to betray Durand, it would have helped the cause; nor
would The Shadow have blamed Fred under the existing Situation.

Nevertheless, Fred felt athrill of pride at having won The Shadow's full confidence. Still, he found himself
wondering how loya he would have been to Durand, except for Shella. The girl's confidencein her father
had won Fred to her cause, and he couldn't deny that Sheilas extension of that confidence to himsalf was
an added feature in the case.

The Shadow was turning to put Durand's box back in the safe. Pausing, he turned to Fred and said:
"Thisisonly the control box. State what you have learned about the brain machine of the robot.”

"I haven't learned anything,” returned Fred frankly. "The head isempty and | haven't seen amechanism
that would fitingdeit. | thought | was going to find the brain herein the safe”

The moonlight flooded most of the safe, but there were afew darkened corners. The Shadow probed
them again with hisflashlight and found them vacant. Weighing Durand's control box, The Shadow noted
something that caused him to hunt for the catch that opened it. When he found the catch, the box flipped

open.
Then Fred redlly stared.

The Shadow wastilting the box into the moonlight. Attached to the open lid Fred saw asmall meta
spring attached to the outside button. The spring was amechanica clicker, of the sort that could be
bought at any ten-cent store.



The box itsdf was empty!
The secret of Durand's radio control was that there wasn't any!

Utterly nonplused, Fred sat staring at the empty box until The Shadow closed it with awhispered laugh.
Replacing the box in the safe The Shadow |ocked the latter with a peculiar shaped key and beckoned
Fred out through the music parlor.

Maybe Fred was till too stupefied to worry. Perhapsit was The Shadow's presence that alayed his
former fears. Whichever the case, Fred wasn't apprehensive of approaching footsteps even when they
came. Durand and Zarratt were returning from their conference while lighter footsteps on the sairstold
that Sheilawas coming down.

The Shadow had locked the parlor door. With a quick sweep, he not only merged himsdlf with darkness,
but took Fred into that reslm with him. Along with his cloaked friend, Fred found himself back at the
workshop door.

"The police commissioner is coming here thisevening,” said The Shadow. "Itisjust aswell that you do
not see him. If you can find areason to stay here in the workshop, so much the better."

Durand's footsteps were coming toward the workshop. The Shadow pressed Fred inside and closed the
door. Picking up ameasuring tape, Fred stepped over to the robot and began to check its dimensions.
Almost immediately the door opened and Fred turned, expecting to see The Shadow, dodging into the
workshop to avoid Durand.

Instead, Fred saw Durand himsdf!

Beyond the door was the dim-lit corridor, yet when Fred glanced along it, he failed to see the dightest
sgn of agliding shapein black. Again, The Shadow had departed in his mysterious style, and to Fred the
feat was baffling.

Except for the fact that Durand had been in conference with Zarratt, Fred Corbin would have readily
believed that the professor himsdf was The Shadow!

CHAPTER XII. THE WRONG CHOICE

STANDING inside the door, Professor Durand kept watching his new assistant. The fact worried Fred,
particularly Durand's silence. Fred wished that the professor would hum one of his crazy tunes; it would,
at leadt, rdlieve the tension.

For Fred feared that there was suspicion behind Durand's unchanging gaze.

After dl, Fred had come to the workshop ostensibly to try out some of the plans mentioned at dinner.
Those plans followed the al-important pattern - that of rearranging the internal workings of Thronzo so
that the robot's various unitswould al fit into the body. But at present Fred was still measuring the
exterior, which indicated that he hadn't progressed far with histask.

It might be that Durand's shrewd brain was thinking of other things that his new assstant might have been
doing in the past half-hour. Groping for an ideathat would help his status, Fred turned from the robot,
and declared:

"I haveit, professor. What Thronzo needsis asquare body. The present cubic capacity is sufficient, but it
isn't theright shape. Y ou're trying to put square pegsin around hole."



Having thus given areason for dl the time spent in mere measurement, Fred watched for Durand's
reaction.

To hissurprise, there was none. There wasn't any fade of suspicion from Durand's face, because he
hadn't any suspicion inthefirst place.

All thiswhile, Durand had been looking at Fred with an expression of complete satisfaction, asthough his
new assstant'sinterest in the robot was itsdf asufficient guarantee of Fred's loyaty and honesty.

"A square body wouldn't do," spoke Durand reflectively. "It would be dl right, Corbin, except for the
feature of bullet reflection, which you seem to have overlooked.”

Fred nodded. Taking off his coat, he tossed it on a chair and started to open the robot's body. Before
Fred could proceed with other work, Durand stopped him and drew him out through the workshop
door.

"| likeyour zed, Corbin," declared Durand asthey walked toward the main part of the house. "But firs,
let me get to the crux of things. Zarratt tellsme | need money. Otherwise, | can't compete with Moyne.
Though Moyne no longer has afactory, he can raise dl the funds he needs. Assuming that he does
produce arobot the equivaent of mine, the question of quantity output will become the deciding factor.
Do you understand?”

Fred nodded. "If you need a backer, why doesn't Zarratt find one? Why doesn't hetalk to men like
Cranston? They have money, but they aren't profit-mad like Moyne."

"We have aready found the man we need,” returned Durand. "His nameis Clinton Grenshaw. Heisa
retired manufacturer who lives near New Rochelle. We should have closed the dedl long ago. The
troubleisthat Grenshaw askstoo many questions.”

"Too many questions?'

"Y es- of amechanical nature. Questionsthat Zarratt is unable to answer. So, thisevening, | intended to
go aong and answer them. Unfortunately, while Zarratt and | werein conference, | received a phone call
from the police commissioner saying that he was coming here to discuss the Talman case. And s0 -"

Durand paused as footsteps arrived. Fred turned and saw Zarratt strolling up, hishandsin his coat
pockets. With a glance from Fred to Durand, Zarratt asked

"What about it, professor? Is Corbin going with me?”

"I was just about to ask him," returned Durand. "1 leaveit to you, Corbin. Do you fed familiar enough
with the robot subject to go in my stead, or would you prefer to spend this evening in the workshop,
studying further details?'

NORMALLY, Fred would have decided in favor of further research. But he remembered The Shadow's
admonition to avoid the police commissioner. Staying in the workshop was one method; to be gone from
the house was another way, and better.

"I'll go," Fred told Durand. Turning to Zarratt, he queried: "How soon do you want to sart?'

"Right away," replied Zarratt. "I'll phone Grenshaw and tell him were on our way. Meanwhile, you'd
better get into some other clothes. Y ou've been working most of the day in those.”

Sheillamust have gone upstairs again, for Fred didn't see her anywhere around. Reaching his own room,



he had just changed to another suit when he remembered the coat that he had left in the workshop.

In the pocket of that coat was the diagram that The Shadow wanted Fred to copy as bait for the plotters
who were seeking the secret of Durand's radio control!

It was too late to go back and get the sheet. Durand had locked the door when he and Fred |eft the
workshop. Fred couldn't think of a suitable excuse to have Durand unlock the room again. Inasmuch as
Durand wouldn't be returning to the workshop himsdlf, Fred decided that the fake plan sheet was quite
safewhereit was.

Furthermore, Zarratt was waiting &t the foot of the stairs when Fred came down. Having phoned
Grenshaw and found him home, Zarratt was anxious to get started. So was Fred, for that matter, snce
the police commissioner might arrive a any moment.

So Fred |eft with Zarratt, while Durand saw them on their way from the door of the music parlor, which
he had just unlocked, intending to receive the commissioner in that room.

Asthey rode out from the driveway in Zarratt's car, Fred glanced back at the sprawly mansion. The
lightswere till on in the workshop; Durand had forgotten to turn them off when he locked the door.
However, it wouldn't matter, because the light switch itself was outside the door; hence Durand wouldn't
enter when he did turn them off.

What redlly bothered Fred was the singular discovery that he and The Shadow had made in Durand's
safe - the fact that the professor's own control box was an utter fake!

Where did Durand keep the mechanism that formed the brain of Thronzo? How did he manage to
control it with adummy apparatus?. Outside of Durand himself, Fred could think of only one person who
might know the true secret of the robot's mechanical brain, namely - Sheilal

In that surmise, Fred waswrong. Sheilahersdf was much perplexed by many of her father's actions. That
fact proved itself back in the mansion, soon after Fred and Zarratt had |eft. Attired in afluffy dressing
gown, Sheilaagppeared at the door of the music parlor, where Durand was amusing himsdf with his
favorite hobby.

The professor wasn't playing his music boxes; instead, he had taken some of them apart. He was
chuckling alittle tune that had been bothering him al afternoon, and he was plucking the pins from one of
the brass music ralls, to replace them in other sockets.

While Sheillawatched, Durand finished histask. He was putting the roll back in the case when he looked
up and saw the girl. For amoment Durand appeared artled; then, with one of his accustomed smiles, he
sd.

"Ligten, Sheilal | have arranged atune of my own composition - the one you heard me hum today."

DURAND garted the music. It wasthetune, dl right, though how Durand had remembered so many
discords Sheila couldn't understand.

"Please don't play it, dad!" admonished Shella "It jars my nerves. Tel me, why isthe commissioner
coming here tonight?*

"Mereroutine, my dear,” rejoined Durand, as he stopped the music. "He says that Inspector Cardona
has aream of reportsthat he wants meto look over."

"It couldn't be that they suspect you of killing Tdman -"



"Impossible!™ interrupted Durand. "If they doubted our story, they would have apprehended us both
whilewewerein New Y ork today. The police would never alow a suspicious party to leave their
juridiction.”

"Then it may be something that concernsthemanin gray?"

"I believe 0," nodded Durand. "Inspector Cardona has been tracing dl Taman'sold friendsand
associates. He will probably ask meto go over thelist.”

The doorbell announced the vistors. Durand went to admit them, and Sheilawent up the dairsasfar as
the landing, where she stepped from sight. The girl saw Weston enter with Cardona, the latter carrying a
fat brief case that evidently contained the report sheets and the photographs.

While the professor was conducting the arrivals to the music parlor, Sheilaheard him ask why Cranston
hadn't come along. The commissioner answered that hisfriend had begun to loseinterest inthe case, a
common habit with Cranston when matters reached aroutine state. Tonight, Cranston was making the
rounds of hisfavorite night clubs, which was hisidea of occasional exercise.

Asthe door of the music parlor closed, Sheilathought she saw what seemed living blackness, gliding
from the front door toward the parlor itself. Gloom swallowed the shape so swiftly that Sheilafelt that her
imagination wastricking her.

Stll, such blackness could bered. If so, it might have continued into deeper darkness farther dong the
hall.

Almost without thinking, Sheila glanced from awindow on the landing toward the extension where the
workshop was located. She noted that the lights were till on in the workshop. It was peculiar that the
shop should il be lighted at the very time when aghostly figure had vanished in thet direction!

HURRY ING to her room, Sheilafound the revolver that the New Y ork police had returned to her after
waiving the prerogetives of the Sullivan Act. Clutching the gun tightly, the girl went down the back gairs.
Reaching the workshop door, she didn't waste time wondering whether it was locked. Clutching the
knob, Sheilaturned it and gave ashove. The floor flew inward.

Silhouetted against the glistening bulk of Thronzo, Sheila saw a cloaked shape that was risng suddenly
from a couch. The samefigure that had gripped her a Taman's, that of the creature called The Shadow,
who by some quirk of the law was regarded as free from any blamein Talman's desth.

Grimly, Shellaaimed her gun. Thistime, sheld shoot first and let The Shadow explain later - if he proved
able. Should shekill theintruder, Sheilacould explain things hersdf. At present shewasin her own home,
where she had a perfect right to deal summarily with strangers who burgled their way into aworkshop.

As she aimed, Sheilathought she saw The Shadow drop back to his crouch. Huddled low, his head was
bunched forward and his arms were waving back and forth, as though he intended to raise them. Sheila
allowed about half a second for the armsto come up; when they didn't, she tightened her finger on the

gun trigger.

Blackness overwhelmed Sheila, gun and dl. Again shewasin the middle of asurprisng whirl, asat
Tdman's. Her gun was gone, her dippers were flying as she somersaulted backward, to land suddenly,
but lightly, as The Shadow broke her fal. Pulling the collar of the dressng gown from her eyes, Sheila
looked up at The Shadow.

Bewildered, the girl changed her stare toward the thing with the waving arms. It was only Fred'swork



coat, hanging over the back of achair. The Shadow had been going through the pockets of the coat
when Sheillamade her precipitous entry. Wheding the chair, he had set the coat armsin motion, holding
Sheilas attention while he made a swift, circular drive to suppress her gunfire.

In terse, whispered words, The Shadow was demanding that Sheilatell him where Fred had gone. To
her own amazement, the girl was giving the required facts, for sheld heard her father arrange to have Fred
accompany Zarrett

That Fred had taken the wrong choice, seemed apparent from the grim laugh that issued from The
Shadow'slips. Then:

"Phone Clinton Grenshaw," The Shadow ordered. "Tdl him to leave before hisvistors arrive. Hecan
leave word to have them wait for his return, saying that he will be back within an hour."

Within an hour!

That would alow The Shadow ample time to overtake Zarratt and Fred. The fact was driving hometo
Sheilaas she nodded, only to finish with abewildered sare

The Shadow was gone!

Y et hisingtruction must be obeyed. The Shadow had stirred Shella's curiosity to the pitch where shewas
doubting everyone, hersdf included, with one exception.

Thegirl no longer doubted The Shadow, that strange, mysterious master who somehow seemed to hold
agrasp upon al thingsto be!

CHAPTER XIIl. FRAMED CRIME

THERE was aparty in progress at Grenshaw's house when Zarratt and Fred arrived there. Thelights, the
sounds of music and voices, annoyed Zarratt as though he expected them to interfere with the coming
conference.

Instead of stopping at Grenshaw's front door, Zarratt turned the car dlong a driveway that ran past the
sizable house. There, he stopped by aside door.

"I'd better phone the professor,” said Zarratt nervoudy. "Maybe he wouldn't like it, there being so many
people around. I'll drive down to the railroad station and make the call. Y ou go in and tell Grenshaw I'll
bedong later."

"But | don't know Grenshaw -"

"Tdl him you're with me. Only don't mention that I'm phoning the professor. Say that | went to agarage
to have my tires checked."

Fred stepped from the car and Zarratt pulled away through the drive and out the other end. Finding a
doorbdll, Fred pressed it, and stood silent and puzzled. He wondered what he was going to say to
Grenshaw, to kill time until Zarratt returned.

Nobody answered the door, so Fred rang again. At least thiswas agood sl for time. While he waited,
he could still hear sounds floating from the front windows of the house, but they were drowned
occasiondly by the basso overtones of whistles from Long Idand Sound.

Grenshaw's house was close to the water and araw fog was sttling there. The chill of the night caused



Fred to draw his overcoat tighter and raiseits collar around his face and ears. Outside of being brown
instead of gray, this new coat had further advantage over Fred's old one. It was heavier, better suited to
the cold spdll that had set in lately.

Fred was pushing the button the third time when the door suddenly opened. Insde stood avery old
servant, who sguinted into the darkness as though he couldn't see Fred at dl. To help the man, Fred gave
his name and said he wanted to see Mr. Grenshaw.

"Hey?' camethe query. "Who shdl | say?'

Evidently the codger was deaf and couldn't hear Fred's name, though he had made out that of Grenshaw.
So Fred leaned closer and fairly shouted in the fellow's ear:

"Tdl him I'mwith Mr. Zarratt."

The servant repeated the name Zarratt half aoud, then nodded as though he remembered it. With abow,
he ushered Fred in through ahalway and into a sde room that looked like astudy. As Fred turned and
dropped his coat collar, he saw only the servant's bowed back. The man was on the way to summon
Grenshaw.

Thetwo must have met in the hallway, for Fred heard a heavy voice inquiring:
"Whoisit, Callins?'
Then camethe word: "Good!" Footsteps followed and Grenshaw himsalf stepped into the study.

FRED saw agaunt face, with rather friendly eyes, surmounted by thin hair streaked with gray. For a
moment Clinton Grenshaw was surprised a not seeing Niles Zarratt; then, in blunt tone, he inquired:

"Y ou're Corbin, the technician that Zarratt mentioned?"

Fred nodded and the introduction was sufficient. Grenshaw closed the door, crossed to his desk, shoved
Fred abox of cigars, then declared:

"Go right ahead. Tell meall about the robot.”

Thiswas something of aquandary for Fred. He remembered Zarratt's annoyance at seeing so much
going on at Grenshaw's. That Situation was amended by the fact that Grenshaw was giving Fred a private
interview. The trouble now wasthat Zarratt was not on hand to take his part in the conference. Rather
hestatingly, Fred mentioned that Zarratt would be right ong; that perhaps they should wait.

At that, Grenshaw displayed annoyance of hisown.

"Wait!" heexclamed. "It'sawayswait, with Zarratt! | tel you candidly, Corbin, | can't understand the
chap. He wants me to finance Durand's robot on the professor's own terms, and that part isfair enough.
I'm to receive five percent on my investment and Zarratt isto go on the company pay roll a a proper

day.

"But al Zarrait doesis keep harping on these terms, as though they settled the full question. Of course he
takes time out to denounce men like Moyne, who want to take over the robot proposition and make too
good athing of it. But that isn't what | want to hear.”

Chewing the end from his cigar, Grenshaw hauled open a desk drawer and flung astack of papers Fred's
direction. Looking them over, Fred saw that they were atypewritten prospectus covering the subject of



Durand's robot.

"Theres everything in black and white," asserted Grenshaw. "It tells all that the robot can do, without
saying how the thing doesit. I'vetold Zarratt that | want to talk with Durand, but he can never seem to
arrange an interview. Somehow, I've come to doubt that Zarratt really wantsto promote Durand's
robot.”

Nodding despite himsdlf, Fred found that he was beginning to agree with Grenshaw. Attached to the
prospectuswas alist of questions made up by Grenshaw, but none of them bore answers. Grenshaw
explained that he'd asked Zarratt to take the list to Durand, but the promoter had twice forgotten it.

"Frankly, Corbin," summed up Grenshaw, "I'm ready to call off the dedl. | wasgoingto tell off Zarratt
this evening, with you aswitness. But since you're here done - well, if you have anything to say -"

Fred had plenty to say and promptly began it. For one thing, he had Durand's own assurance that
Grenshaw was entitled to know more about the robot. Taking the questionsin order, Fred began to
answer them. Soon he was drawing rough diagrams covering the matter of the robot's motive power and
the actions of its body units.

DURING the haf-hour that Fred lectured, Grenshaw kept lifting the telephone and clicking its hook,
without getting aresponse. Each time he didn't bother very long, because he was too interested in the
thingsthat Fred wastelling him. Asfor Fred, he was doing nobly. He was telling Grenshaw enough, yet
not too much.

"You see" sad Fred at length, "it wouldn't do for meto give you exact specifications of the motor or the
body machines. These diagramsgive afair idea, without explaining too many details. | wouldn't want
Professor Durand to think | was giving away the wholething, or even asmuch of it as| know. That was
the trouble with Tdman."

Grenshaw nodded that he understood.

"Takethe formulafor the explosive," continued Fred. "I don't even know what it is, though | suppose
Tdmandid. But | am surethat it isfeasible. Therefore, everything is about covered.”

"With one exception,” said Grenshaw with asmile. "Y ou haven't told me athing about the remote control
that Durand uses with hisrobot. That, | understand, is Durand's most precious secret, and | expect him
tokeepit."

Rising from the desk, Grenshaw carried the telephone with him, rattling its hook again. He gestured
toward Fred's diagrams.

"These are sufficient,” assured Grenshaw. | am satisfied that the robot will work. If thistelephone will
only work, I'll call Professor Durand and tell him personally that | am willing to back hisinvention to the
hilt. Only | want credit for the sale to go to you, Corbin, instead of to Zarratt -"

Interrupting himsdlf, Grenshaw stared at the extension cord of the telephone. He had come all the way
around the desk and the cord had followed him. Instead of being attached to the tel ephone box, the end
of the cord wastrailing dong thefloor.

"Sothat'sit!" exclaimed Grenshaw. "Zarratt doesn't want me to phone Durand! He's been playing a
double game dl dong, | takeit. No wonder he didn't return as he told you he would. Did you see Zarratt
clip that cord while hewasin here?'

"Zarratt wasn't in here,” replied Fred blankly. "He left me at the Side door and told meto comein aone.”



"How long were you there? Severd minutes, | guess.”

Grenshaw gave aknowing nod. He turned to adoor in the rear corner of the study and beckoned to
Fred.

"Zarratt isfamiliar with these premises” explained Grenshaw. "He probably climbed in through the
storeroom window while you were waiting for Collinsto admit you. Well see what evidence we can find

There was to be more evidence than Grenshaw believed. Not evidence againgt Zarratt, specificaly, but
full proof that an intruder had come in by the storeroom. If Grenshaw had known what that evidence
would be, he would not have looked for it so boldly.

THE evidence produced itsdlf in the form of aglistening revolver that shoved from the darkness of the
storeroom before Grenshaw could pull the door half open. Fred saw the glitter and sprang forward with
an darmed cry as Grenshaw recoiled.

But neither Fred's surge nor Grenshaw's retreat were quick enough. The gun stabbed twice, straight for
Grenshaw's heart. With ajerk, the gray-haired man went backward, then began aforward topple that
turned asde twist as the hand with the gun shoved farther through the door and roughly pushed the
fdling victim from its path.

Hadting in momentary horror, Fred resumed hislunge. He was grabbing for the gun hand asit projected
through the door, confident that he could seize it and retain its owner with it. Thismurder was as daring
and vicious asthe daying of Taman, but the killer would have to ded with ayoung and active fighter like
Fred Corbin, instead of old Professor Durand.

Thekiller dedlt with Fred dl right. He didn't try to whip away his gun hand; instead, he shouldered the
door wide open in Fred'sdirection. His fingers dmost on the smoking gun, Fred received the door full
force againgt hisforehead. His head seemed to burst with aflare of imaginary skyrockets as Fred went
flying back into the room.

It was ahard jolt, but not enough to stop Fred's urge for vengeance. He came up redling, one hand
clamped to his head, another encountering achair. He used the chair asamissile, the way he had with
The Shadow, but thistime Fred's move was a sideswipe that didn't leave his chin wide open.

Thetrouble was that Fred was groggy, though he didn't know it. Out from the storeroom, the killer cut
past the swinging chair, grabbed the desk lamp and hurled it at Fred. Glancing from Fred's shoulder, the
lamp struck the wall and crashed.

In the darkness, Fred's blunders became wilder. He grappled for the killer and found him, not redlizing
that it was exactly what his adversary wanted. Fred was grabbing for the gun and hefound it in hisfig,
because his assailant planted it there.

With the same action, the man bashed Fred back againgt the wall, further jarring his still-scattered senses.
Half dumping to thefloor, Fred heard the door of the study open and dam, because it was close beside
him. What his scattered wits couldn't sense was that the killer didn't go out through that door.

I nstead, the murderer was cregping back through the study itsdlf, carefully side-stepping Grenshaw's
body in order to reach the storeroom and go out by its window.

Meanwhile, Fred was taking the bait that the killer gave him. Clutching the gunin one hand, Fred was
groping for the knab of the hall-way door, hardly redizing thet fists were pounding againgt it from the



other sde.

The door was latched, so Fred yanked it open. He saw figures outside and rushed them, groggily thinking
that one must be the murderer. As he brandished the gun, men fell back, only to surgein from other
angles as Fred reded past them. In the gloom of the hall, it didn't occur to Fred that they were seeking a
murderer, too.

They werefriends of Grenshaw, these arrivass, and their candidate for therole of killer was Fred
Corbin!

Half aminute more and they would have held the prey powerless, for Fred couldn't seem to beet off the
hands that gripped him. Then, with a swish from the side hall, came ahuman whirlwind that seemed a
portion of the darkness brought to life.

Men were flying, scattering under the force of acloaked tidal wave that literally scooped Fred Corbin
from his clutches and swept him, still unrecognized, back into Grenshaw's study.

Only one being could have furnished such swift rescue:

The Shadow!
CHAPTER XIV. ALIBI TRAIL

Asthe door dammed, The Shadow's flashlight glimmered. It focused first on abig chair where The
Shadow promptly shoved Fred, plucking away hisrevolver at the sametime. The gun went beneath The
Shadow's cloak, to be retained as another souvenir of an effort to plant murder on Fred Corbin.

Men were battering at the door anew. V oices were shouting to go around the house and block off the
killer's escape. Seeing the open door to the storeroom, The Shadow observed dim light from an open
window beyond it and recognized the route that the actua murderer must have taken.

The Shadow gave Grenshaw's friends priority in the task of stopping thered killer - if they could find
him! More important at this moment was the job of getting Fred clear of another jam.

On the desk lay Fred's diagrams, along with the prospectus and the question list. Beyond those, The
Shadow saw an open desk drawer, containing afew papers among its odds and ends. Rather than leave
any chance evidence, he plucked the items from the drawer, rolled them inside the diagrams and the
typewritten sheets. Thrusting the batch beneath his cloak, The Shadow turned to Fred, pulled the young,
man to hisfeet and helped him on with his coat and hat.

Drawing Fred past Grenshaw's body, The Shadow stopped him at the storeroom window. Outside were
men who saw the open window and were arguing what to do next. Some thought that the killer had
aready gone; others believed he might still be in the study. But the latter preferred to crouch outside the
window, while the rest brought aid.

The debate ended just as two men took their stations and the others turned away. A black-clad
avalanche swooped from the window, flattened the two crouchers and lunged upon the others who were
just turning away. As The Shadow cleared the path in that swift fashion, Fred sprang down from the
window and followed him across the lawn.

Crashestold that Grenshaw's study door had given. Shouts both inside the house and out announced that
achase was under way. It was a handicap for The Shadow, this dealing with Grenshaw'sfriends, since
they, like The Shadow himsdlf, were out for justice even though their idea of it was warped.



The men that The Shadow scattered were up again, leading the pursuit and making agood job of it, even
though they shouted back that there were many fugitivesinstead of only two. The Shadow had sprawled
men in such swift successon, thet al thought they had met with different fighters.

Doubling back toward the driveway, The Shadow took Fred with him, straight for a car that was
standing with its motor running and a driver behind the whedl. Fred hoped for the moment that the car
was Zarratt's, but it wasn't. It belonged to one of Grenshaw's friends, who believed that the killer had
aready fled and wanted to go after him by car.

The driver came flying from the whed so suddenly that Fred thought something must have broken loose
and pitched him out; then, seeing blackness by the open door, Fred realized that The Shadow was again
responsible. Hauling Fred in beside him, The Shadow started away in the borrowed car to the
accompaniment of il louder shouts.

Then, for the first time, Fred heard The Shadow's whispered laugh. Wisdly, the cloaked rescuer had
preserved slence during his present mission. Thiswasn't acase like Talman's death, where the stories of
witnesses like Durand and Sheilawould taly with The Shadow's story, should he haveto tell it.

There were no witnesses to Grenshaw's murder except Fred Corbin, who, if identified, would rate as
suspect No. 1!

TUNED amost to The Shadow's laugh came the chime of adistant clock striking eleven. Those
reverberations seemed to stimulate the whispered mirth that Fred heard. At least the time ement in this
case waswdl| established, which helped The Shadow somewhat.

Hislaugh took arecollective note as he veered the car toward the Sound. One block and The Shadow
made another sharp turn, threw the gear in neutra, and pushed Fred from the far door.

Ahead lay along dope, extending for more than half amile, adight grade down which the car was
coasting beneath the trees that arched above the narrow lane. The Shadow had set its whedls absolutely
draight, asthetaillights proved when they twinkled bel ow the overhanging boughs.

The Shadow didn't wait, however, to watch the result of that decoy trail which would midead arriving
cars. Instead, he was drawing Fred away on foot, taking a short-cut aong bypaths, through hedges, and
finally acrossthe lawn of alarge old house close to the Sound.

Evidently The Shadow knew the place and there was no chance of anyone witnessing hisarrival with
Fred, because the huge house was closed. At firgt, Fred thought they were going to take refugein the
building; then The Shadow was hurrying him along a boarded walk, into a boathouse by the water front.

The fact that the boathouse was padlocked, did not matter. The Shadow trumped the padlock open with
asingle whack of an automatic butt. Next they were in a speedboat and The Shadow was gesturing for
Fred to pull the lever that opened adoor leading out to the Sound. Asthe door rumbled under Fred's
tug, so did the boat's motor.

The Shadow had remembered this particular speedboat, owned by a man who had closed his house for
the winter. Within afew days, the boat was to be removed for storage, but tonight it could serve The
Shadow.

Serve himit did, in afashion that took Fred's breath away. Scudding out into the fog-laden Sound, the
trim craft thrummed into adisplay of speed that Fred did not deem possible.

Whether The Shadow was guiding by eye or ear, Fred could not tell, though he rather suspected the



latter. While the fog was not overly thick, the speedboat ate up the stretch of vishility at too terrific aclip
to be handled by sight done. Every time awhistle blared through the fog, The Shadow checked his
COUrse anew.

Fred hadn't begun to redlize how far they'd traveled when he saw agrest, graceful linerising in thefog.
They swished under it so fast that the mighty structure was fading in the background when Fred turned
around to look. It was the Bronx-Whitestone Bridge, from Long Idand to the mainland.

Then abulkier monster was looming from the mist, above awave-capped |ane where the speedboat
jounced as though its double bottoms were battering each other. A line of light was dithering overhead,
an expresstrain crossing the great Hell Gate bridge.

Thistime they were under a span of the Triborough when Fred looked back and the speedboat was
zooming down the East River, asthough completing arace againgt time. Indeed, such araceit was, for
The Shadow had clipped the minutes to a minimum. This zooming trip from the neighborhood of New
Rochelle was something that could not be matched by land, what with traffic on the highways and
raillroad linesthat fed into Manhattan Idand.

Near abig bridge that crossed the East River, The Shadow cut off the motor and swung the boat for the
shore. Amid agreat swash of water, the craft not only reached an old pier that jutted to receiveit, but
went right under the pier, between the pilings. Shoving Fred out, The Shadow whisked himup to a
dead-end street; around a corner, they came upon acab parked near ariverfront apartment house.

IT wasn't The Shadow's cab, but it served quite aswell. Leaning forward, The Shadow spoketo the
drowsing driver in aquiet tone that Fred could scarcely hear. Evidently the cabby was used to customer's
who had to keep gppointmentsin ahurry, for helost no timein getting sarted.

Traffic proved no problem, for the destination was a hotel on the east side of Park Avenue, reached
without any cross-town congestion. The cab stopped at what appeared to be a service entrance and
while the driver was gratefully admiring afive-dollar bill for which no change was asked, The Shadow
hurried Fred into the hotel

Next, Fred wasriding up in aservice eevator which The Shadow operated as though he owned it. As
they reached the top floor and stepped out, they could hear the chatter of many voices, mingled with
music, from around a corridor corner. Remembering Grenshaw's party, Fred started to shy away. The
Shadow stopped him; hands on the shoulders of Fred's coat, he spoke in low tone:

"Thisisthe Hotel Manitou. Go around the corner of the corridor and you will find yoursdlf in the roof
garden. Look for Lamont Cranston. Y ou will probably see him on the other side of thefloor.”

Turning to nod, Fred found that The Shadow was gone, more than that, he had taken Fred's hat and coat
with him. Amazing though it seemed to Fred, this disappearance was quite Smple. The Shadow had
merely stepped to a convenient door near the elevator

On the way through a deserted banquet room, The Shadow rolled his cloak and hat inside of Fred's coat
and placed the latter on achair behind some potted palms. Reaching the roof garden through another
door, he appeared as Lamont Crangton, leisurely as ever, and attired in flawless evening clothes.

Cranston's glance took in Fred entering by the far door. A gesture brought Fred across the floor and
Crangton bowed him to atable, where an attractive brunette was seated. Introducing the girl as Miss
Lane; Cranston paused to call ahead waiter.

"Weve been waiting ten minutes," admonished Cranston, "and sill no service. I'm giving you until half



past even.”

With that, Cranston gestured to a clock above the main door. It showed exactly € even twenty-seven.
The head water hurried away. Casually, Cranston turned to the brunette.

"Sorry, Margo,” hesaid. "'l had to meet Corbin at Grand Centra. He came in on aloca from New
Rochelle. What time did you leave there, Fred - ten twenty-five, wasn't it?'

Despite himsdlf, Fred nodded.

"It used to be forty-five minutes from Broadway,” mused Crangton, with adight smile, "but they've cut it
down to thirty-five. | met you at Grand Centra at ten minutes after eleven and we arrived here at quarter
past. Didn't we, Margo?”'

"Theregbouts,” replied Margo. "1'd say seventeen minutes past, by the roof-garden clock. | waswatching
it like | dwaysdo when | wait for you, Lamont."

So far, Fred hadn't said aword. His nod was the only part held played in the building of hisown aibi. So
thiswas the reason for The Shadow'srapid trip. An dibi trail to offset the new attempt of enemieswho
were determined to pin murder on Fred Corbin!

Therewas afina touch that Cranston added, after giving an order to the waiter who arrived before the
stroke of half past.

"An odd chap, Zarratt," remarked Cranston. "Driving you over to New Rochelle, then telling you hed
rather call on Grenshaw alone. Well, at least hel€eft you at the station, where you were ableto call me
and catch the ten thirty-five. Now that you're here, Corbin, you might aswell stay in town overnight.
Meanwhile, | hope Zarratt makes out dl right with Grenshaw.”

How Zarratt was making out, Fred couldn't guess, but he felt that his own cause was safein the
controlling hands of Cranston, the calm, unruffled gentleman who teamed so well with The Shadow!

CHAPTER XV. MURDER'S QUESTION

PROFESSOR DURAND and his daughter Sheila were stepping from a taxicab outside the office of
Moyne Co. It was mid-afternoon and they had just arrived from New Jersey. Both werefilled with
misgivings, though their reasons varied.

To Durand the degth of Clinton Grenshaw was a seriousfinancia blow. Coupled with it wasthe
possibility that Niles Zarratt might be implicated, in which case, Durand would lack the man who
promoted hisinventions. Of course Durand was likewise somewhat concerned about the status of his
new assistant, Fred Corbin.

To Sheila, Grenshaw's death was areal tragedy. She had tried to tel ephone him as The Shadow ordered,
but without avail. Finaly her effort had been interrupted by acal from Zarratt, who had been arrested for
atraffic violation near Grenshaw's home. By the time Sheilahad convinced Zarratt that Grenshaw wasin
danger, it wastoo late. The police were dready receiving news of Grenshaw's murder.

Indirectly, Shellafdt culpable. What made it worse was the fact that the police blamed Fred Corbin. All
today, Sheila had been wondering how Fred had managed to answer the charges brought against him. At
last, she was going to find out, for the police commissioner was the person who requested Sheilaand her
father to come to Moyne's offices.

Asthey entered, Durand began to hum the tune that had been running through his mind the past few days.



He chopped it off asthey entered the conference room. There, along with Weston and Cardona, Sheila
saw othersthat she recognized, among them Fred Corbin. Noting Sheilas anxious gaze, Fred smiled to
assure her that everything was dl right.

Commissioner Weston promptly took thefloor.
"Regarding the Grenshaw murder," he declared, "both of these men have been released.”

Following Weston's gesture, Sheila saw Niles Zarratt seated in acorner. As Weston finished his hand
wave, he was pointing toward Fred Corbin.

"The case occurred outside my jurisdiction,” continued Weston, "so | have no authority in the matter.
However, | gpprove thefinding, snce each gave asaisfactory dibi.”

Durand looked from Fred to Zarratt, and back again.

"They pinched me for busting through ared light, prof,” Zarratt explained. "When the cop started to
lecture me, | told him to fine me and forget it. When he got me over to the police sation, | found | didn't
have any money. That happened around ten thirty."

"A little earlier,” corrected Fred. "It was after you dropped me at the station, Zarratt. Y ou were
supposed to call me from Grenshaw'sif you needed me, so when | didn't hear from you, | took the ten
thirty-fiveinto town.”

From across the room, Lamont Cranston noted the way Zarratt's face tightened. He was afraid to match
hisword againgt Fred's, considering, the dibi that Fred had somehow constructed. According to religble
witnesses, Grenshaw's death had occurred only afew minutes before eleven o'clock.

Fred couldn't possibly have gotten from New Rochelle to midtown Manhattan in less than thirty minutes.
Y et Cranston had met him in Grand Centrd at ten minutes past €l even; agirl named Margo Lane had
seen him arrive a the Manitou Roof at quarter past; while the head waiter at the place vaiantly avowed
that their order was taken well before half past eleven.

Neatly, The Shadow had beaten crime at its own game, offsetting a clever frame-up with an even neater
dibi.

AS luck had it, another factor had entered in Fred's favor; namely, Collins, Grenshaw's old servant.

Collins hadn't been ableto identify Fred as the stranger who had come to Grenshaw's side door. In fact,
Coallins hadn't taken the man for a stranger, but supposed he was Zarratt, because he had given that
name. Even with hisown dibi established, Zarratt was thereby thrown on the defensive.

However convincing those tales of last night might be, they didn't entirely impress Inspector Joe Cardona
He regarded the Grenshaw case as asequel to the Talman murder, and said so.

"Funny business on your part, Zarratt," chalenged Cardona. "Going through red lights and getting
yoursdlf hauled in was pretty convenient right before amurder.”

"It happened that way, though," argued Zarratt. "And why would | have wanted to kill Grenshaw?"'

Fred could have answered that one, but thistime he was forced to silence. He couldn't admit that
Grenshaw had personally expressed doubt regarding Zarratt's loyalty to Durand.

"I guessyou wouldn't have, Zarratt," conceded Cardona. 'Y ou were working for Durand's interests,



weren't you?"'

Zarratt gave an eager nod - too eager.

"That'sfine," added Cardona. "l guessyou'd go along way to do the professor agood turn.”
"Of course| would," agreed Zarratt.

"That'svery fine," Cardonaemphasized. "Where were you the night that somebody put aload of lead
into Tim Taman? Wereyou the guy who did it, Zarratt?"

Zarratt's sallow face didn't turn pale; it's hue was too deep-dyed. But those features did about everything
else that made them look sickly. Cardona had struck something and struck it hard; at least, so it seemed
- until Zarratt rallied.

"l was out at Grenshaw'sthat night," he argued hoarsgly. "I went there often. It was aWednesday night,
wan't it?'

"That'sright,” returned Cardona. "Wednesday, the twentieth.”

Fumbling in his pocket, Zarratt brought out some letters. They were from Grenshaw in reference to the
financid arrangementsthat he had discussed with Zarratt. One, written only afew days ago, contained
the typewritten paragraph that Zarratt wanted. Heread it doud.

"Thisletter will confirm our verba conversation of the twentieth," read Zarratt. "'In the presence of my
servant Collins, | agreed to finance the invention -"

Zarratt cut short when Cardona snatched the letter from his hands. Settling back in his chair, Zarrait
regained hispoise.

"Go ahead and check it," suggested Zarratt triumphantly. "That's Grenshaw's Sgnature. The letter was
written on his own typewriter by asecretary. Collinswill remember theinterview.”

HIS anger smmering benegth his poker-faced exterior, Cardona shoved the letter in his pocket. It was
then that Professor Durand leaned forward and remarked:

"My suggestion, ingpector, isthat you question a person who might have wished to dispose of both
Taman and Grenshaw." Turning, Durand looked squarely a Moyne. "Maybe you could help the
inspector, Mr. Moyne."

A sharp stroke on Durand's part, but Moyne took it very bluntly. He smply waved toward
Commissioner Weston.

"Tdl Durand,” suggested Moyne. "Wherewas |, commissioner, the night when Tman wasdan?'
"Y ou were a abanquet,” replied Weston. " Sitting right next to me.”

"And why did you leave the banquet, commissioner?'

"Because | received atelephone call from Ingpector Cardona, telling me about the Taman murder.”

Triumphantly, Moyne folded his arms and gave Durand awithering stare, not without a side glance for
Cardona. Relaxing, Moyne smiled. Then, hisface sobering again, he said:

"About last night, commissoner. Maybe Durand thinksthat | could have murdered Grenshaw. Asa



matter of fact, | never heard of Grenshaw. Durand himsdlf should recognize that point, since he and
Zarratt were keeping the Grenshaw matter a close secret. Y ou knew nothing about Grenshaw, did you
commissoner?'

"Absolutdly nothing."

"We dined together last night, commissioner,” continued Moyne. "The only reason that you left early was
because you had to pay avisit to Durand. Otherwise, you would have come dong with meto the
Colossus Theater, to view my new robot -"

That was asfar as Moyne could get with his second dibi. Professor Durand was on hisfeet, hisfists
waving intheair as he shrieked:

"What robot?"

"Theonel told you about,” returned Moyne. " Superlo, the multiple-duty robot, with a more than human
brain. Y ou saw the designsthe other day. | turned the whole thing into a prefabricated job. It'sjust a
matter of assembling the parts.”

"Bah!" snorted Durand. "This Superlo, asyou cal him, cannot compete with arobot like Thronzo."
"Would you like to see Superlo?’
"I most certainly would!"

That ended the conference. Moyne suggested that they go uptown, to which everyone agreed. On the
way out, Cranston suggested that Shellaand her father use hislimousine, and in the course of things he
included Margo with them, since she had come aong to support Fred'sdibi.

Asaresult, Fred found himself riding alone with Cranston in a cab, for which he was quite grateful, as he
had alot to say.

"Y ou certainly helped methrough,” said Fred. "But | wasjittery when Cardona brought up the Talman
cae."

"Why s0?" inquired Cranston.

"Well," said Fred, "Zarratt proved an dibi. So did Moyne, and he was clearing himsalf on the Grenshaw
death, too. Next thing, Cardonawould have been asking me where | was the night Talman waskilled."

"You werewith me," remarked Cranston. "Don't you remember? We were together just before |
stopped off at the club, where the commissioner met me.”

Fred stared for amoment. Then:

"Y ou sure have the answers," he admitted. "Y es, | suppose you could see me through on the Talman
guestion, too."

"Very eadly,” asserted Crangton. "Why, you'd never even heard of Tdman. Just as Moyne never heard
of Grenshaw."

"Y oumean -"

"l was merely citing acasein point,” interposed Crangton. " Suppose we forget the question of dibis until
after we have seen Moyne's new robot."



Asthey rode dong, Fred kept glancing &t his cryptic companion, wondering how much Cranston had
divined that he did not chooseto tell. At last, Fred was convinced that Cranston's calm was genuine; that
he, like Fred, was smply waiting for some new clueto crack theriddle of two murder's.

No riddle could exist without an answer.

Perhaps The Shadow knew!
CHAPTER XVI. THE GAME TURNS

THE Colossus Theater was the pride of Times Square, and its reputation was deserved. Not only was it
the largest of al movie palaces, with stage equipped for the largest spectacles, but it had added features
that many persons overlooked.

One of these wasthe grand foyer on the lower level, aroom so huge thet it formed an auditorium in itself.
Here, people could spend their timeif the theater was crowded, for the place formed a mammoth lounge.
Nor would time thus spent prove dull. The grand foyer was stocked with statues, paintings, even
televison screensthat furnished passing entertainment.

At the end of the grand foyer stood two brass doors large enough to be the gates of Gath. These massive
barriersformed the entrance to the great crypt, of which the Colossus Theater was dully proud. Through
the portals of the crypt had passed the greatest treasures of the world, there to be safeguarded and
exhibited.

The Rumanian crown jewels had been displayed in the crypt; so had other rare paintings and art
treasures brought from Europe. Once, the crypt had housed a collection of dinosaur eggsvaued at a
quarter-million dollars. It was here that the world famous stamp collection of the late Mg or Winthrop
had been on exhibit prior to its auction.

The brass doors were furnished with specia combination locks, which were changed for each new
exhibit, so that only the persons responsible for the valuable wares could enter. Unfortunately, the great
crypt had waned in popularity because the management of the thester could not find enough remarkable

displaysto keep it open.

Being agreat bdiever in publicity, Rodney Moyne had offered to display his new robot, Superlo, in the
grand crypt. The Colossus Thester had more than welcomed the idea. The exhibit wasto start on the day
the next feature picture opened, but the crypt had meanwhile been turned over to Moyne.

While his companions sat around the lounge, Moyne consulted a sheet of paper which listed the new
combination. He worked the big brass dials and pressed the switch that caused the ten-foot doors to
open under dectric propulsion. Lights appeared automaticaly in the crypt and Moyne waved the others
into the stonewalled exhibit room.

There stood Moyne's answer to Thronzo.

Asarival to Durand's robot, Superlo deserved real consideration. Moyne had apparently profited by
Durand's mistakes, for Superlo was a bulkier job than Thronzo. The arms bulged, as though equipped
with stedl biceps muscles, and noting them, Fred Corbin decided that Moyne's designers must have
enlarged the arms to hold some of the machinery.

Professor Durand was not interested in improvements. He wanted to see how closdly certain features
resembled those of his own robot. He walked around the stedl giant, staring up &t it, and while he did, he
glared. Turning suddenly on his hedl, Durand strode the whole length of the foyer as though he intended



to leave the theater. Then, turning back again, he surveyed Superlo from adistance.

Even a that long range, people could see the amile that flickered over Durand's face. Approaching
dowly, Durand kept tilting his head to observe the robot from new angles. He reached the great doorway
and stood there, humming softly. Entering again, he walked about Superlo, tapping the robot's stedl sides
with hisknuckles.

When he had finished, Durand faced Moyne.
"A nicejob, Moyne," declared Durand. "In someways, it is quite as good as Thronzo."
Moyne bowed his thanks.

"I would haveto say s0," added Durand, with aglare, "because you have obvioudy copied the best
features of my robot!"

"Point them out,” suggested Moyne.

"Operate your robot and | can,” chdlenged Durand. "Makeit turn around and it will show the
deeve-swivel systemthat | built into Thronzo. Of that, | am surel”

Unfortunately, Moyne couldn't operate hisrobot. His contract with the theater prevented it. While he was
ushering persons out and closing the brass doors, he invited Durand to be present the night when Superlo
made his debut.

"If you wish," suggested Moyne, "you can bring Thronzo here, so that the public can compare our riva
robots."

They were walking acrossthe foyer as Moyne made the offer. Durand till wore his smile and was
humming histune, but he said nothing. That continued al the way up the stairs, out through the theeter
lobby until they reached the street. Crossing the sidewalk, Durand stopped abruptly at the curb, finishing
hislittletune.

"Thereis one thing you have not stolen,”" declared Durand. "Y ou do not know my secret of control.
Without it, your robot is brainless and will not operatel”

Moyne's only answer was a smile as cryptic as Durand's. Watching Moyne's eyes, Sheilasaw agleam
that worried her. She wanted to mention it to Fred, but he was talking with Cranston. Then, before Sheila
could look a Moyne again, he turned and walked away.

THERE wasn't aworry in Fred's mind when he dined with Sheillaand her father & the hotel where
Durand had decided to stay overnight. Zarratt was present and in the professor's good graces, but that
pleased Fred al the more. In hisfew words with Cranston, Fred had learned al he needed.

Cranston had heard from The Shadow. In visiting Durand's house the night before, The Shadow had
found the fake control plans missing from Fred's pocket. The only man who could have taken them was
Zarratt, because the workshop, unlike the music parlor, had duplicate keys, athough Fred did not own
one.

From what Grenshaw had told Fred, Zarratt was atraitor in Durand's own camp, his part in framing Fred
being smply further evidence of the fact. By the same inference, Zarratt had probably sold out to Moyne
and induced Talman to do the same. The next step wasto prove the case against the conspirators.

It till didn't point to murder, the thing most important to be learned. Fred's own double dibi seemed



tame, compared to those established by Zarratt and Moyne. Y et the deaths of Talman and Grenshaw
couldn't be thework of hirelings, the sort who had tried to waylay Professor Durand and The Shadow.
The murders had been too pat, too well timed, and in each case only asingle hand had shown itself.

Dinner over, they went up to Durand's suite, Fred chatting affably with Zarratt on the way. Each was
making apologies to the other over last night's misunderstanding, and al the while Fred felt triumphant.
Twice, Fred's enemies had tried to frame him; until they could prove one case or the other, they wouldn't
dare to harm him. So Fred, for the present, held the key position.

Durand had brought along some of his pet music boxes. Sheilagave a hopeless sigh when he went into
the other room to play them. But the professor didn't Iet his hobby keep him long. He rgjoined the group
in about haf an hour and suggested that they go out for the evening, to which Sheila, for one, agreed.

While Durand was chatting with Zarratt, Sheila confided her real fearsto Fred.

"Dad may do something foolish,” the girl said. "We must watch him as soon aswe get back home. He
might bring Thronzo into the Colossus Thester, ashe did a Moyne'sfactory.”

"I know," nodded Fred. "Moyne gave him the hint today, but thistime it wasn't afull-fledged invitation.
"Ladt night | met -"

Sheilainterrupted hersalf without mentioning The Shadow. She sill wasn't sure that Fred had ever met
that personage in black. With Shella, The Shadow preferred to shroud himsdlf in mystery, rather than
have the girl mistrust him through one of her quick but misguided decisions. For Shelldsway of legping to
conclusions was something that she never could control.

"I met someone who might help us" compromised Sheila. "'l only hope that we can reach him if we need
hisad."

Fred was quite sure that The Shadow could be reached at any time, but he didn't say so. He preferred to
wait and see how matterswent at Durand's house. Since that meant waiting until tomorrow, there was no
usein worrying tonight. That was why Fred brushed aside the matter with an indifferent shrug. Sheila
gave Fred avery thorough stare, which pleased him al the more. Fred felt he was doing his part to keep
The Shadow's campaign an absolute secret.

OUTDOORS, Durand gestured his companions into ataxicab and spoke an order to the driver before
getting in himself. They rode for awhile, before Sheilaexclamed in sudden surprise;

"Why, dad - where are you taking us? We're way down at thetip of theidand - near Moyne's officel™

Durand chuckled as the cab stopped. Paying the driver, he gestured for the othersto follow him - which
they did, through the side door of abuilding next to Moyne's. The professor seemed to know hisway,
for he picked aflight of stairsthat led down to the cdllar, where aman in overdls awaited them.

Fred thought that the fellow must be the building janitor, until he saw hisface. The man was Kennard, the
tight-lipped handy man who had served Durand so long and faithfully. Opening adoor to acellar
compartment, Kennard stepped back.

Within stood Thronzo, faced toward the wall!

Closing the door, Durand drew the little control box from his overcoat pocket and smiled ashe held it
into thelight.



"I had Kennard bring Thronzo in today," declared Durand. "1 shdl tell you why. Benesth Moyne's office
isavault where he kegps all his plans. Once we have gained those plans, we can prove that they are
stolen, and Thronzo aone can get them for ug!™

Sheilastarted an objection, that Durand stopped with awave.

"l am not mad,” assured the professor solemnly. "Thistime, | have thought things out beforehand. | ask
you to trust me, because | know what | am doing. Moyne cannot possibly suspect my purposg; if he did,
he would not have tried to bait me by showing me his new robot."

Watching Shellasface, Fred saw its eager flush. Again, the girl had legped to aquick decison. She, for
one, waswon over to Durand'sidea. Asfor Zarratt, hisfeatures began to twitch, proving indeed that
Durand's plan was something unforeseen. That decided Fred. Like Sheila, he was sold on Durand's new
idea.

The game had turned. With Thronzo leading the attack, Professor Durand was ready to turn the game
upon men of crime, in afashion that would surprise even The Shadow.

So Fred Corbin believed, not knowing that the first surprise wasto be hisown!
CHAPTER XVII. DEATH POSTPONED

HOLDING the control box in one hand, Professor Durand began to press the button while he placed his
other hand againgt the back of Thronzo and pushed the big robot from the dead center on which
Kennard had rested it.

Smoothly, dmost slently, yet with apower that reminded Fred of a starting locomotive, Thronzo went to
work. Great hands of stedl drove into thewal and clutched like claws. They came back dripping
crumpled brick and dried mortar. Again Thronzo dug and his grest legs champed forward.

It was marvelous to watch. The wall might have been mere sand, the way the robot hewed it. Sowly,
steadily, but with persuasive power, the robot was working in low gear, its actions timed to the continued
clicks from Durand's control box.

Therewas along way to go. It would take at least an hour to reach Durand's vaullt, through the
intervening foundations. But nothing could stop Thronzo, nor even dacken him. That was proven when
the robot encountered an old metal pipe, set among the bricks. Thronzo simply twisted the metd like

putty.

Fred's attention turned suddenly to the control box. This couldn't be the dummy from Durand's safe. Still,
its chatter sounded hollow, as though the box were empty. Moving close to Durand, who wasfollowing
Thronzo through the wall gap, Fred tilted his head to listen more closdly.

A moment later Sheilawas beside him. Turning, Fred noticed aquestioning look in the girl's gaze. Fred
tried to smile away the idea that wasin Sheilas mind - that he was showing too much interest in Durand's
control box. It wasthen that Zarratt interfered.

Things were getting too tight for Zarratt. He was Moyne's tool, though only Fred knew it, and he couldn't
afford to have this game go through. Whatever he could do in the way of bluff, he would, and he was
trying it when he made arough grab at Fred's shoulder.

Fred welcomed the interference. Now was as good atime as any to have it out with Zarratt, before the
fellow became really desperate. Coolly, Fred demanded:



"What'sthetrouble, Zarratt? Afraid | might be learning something that your friend Moyne wants? Hasn't
he paid you yet for the plans Tdman handed over?'

Zarrat's hands were groping madly at Fred's throat. With ashove, Fred reled the sdlow man toward
the door, then pounced before Zarratt could open it. For amoment, Zarratt's eyes were frantic; then,
with asharp grin that should have made Fred suspect something, Zarratt took along, wide swing at
Fred's head.

IT was easy to duck such ablow. All it did was knock off Fred's hat and send it over toward Durand. In
return, Fred placed a short punch on Zarratt's jaw and watched the fellow sump down the door.
Turning, Fred caught an admiring glance from Shellaand felt sure held won back her estimation. With
that, Fred stooped to pick up his hat.

Long habit caused Fred to thrust hisleft leg straight as he dipped hisright knee. Hed didocated hisleft
knee during hislast football year a Tech, and had favored it ever since. Lifting the hat, Fred brushed it
off and was putting it on his head - when he heard Sheilas voice, low and cold.

Turning, Fred looked right into the muzzle of the girl'sfavorite gun. Aboveit, Sheilas eyes had narrowed,
as her father's did when they meant determination.

"You killed TAman!" accused Sheila. "Y ou werethe man in gray. "'Y ou're wearing a brown hat tonight,
but you picked it up the way you did the gray one. | remember!”

Zarratt was getting up from beside the door. Rubbing his chin with one hand, he was drawing agun with
the other. Covering Fred, Zarratt looked toward Durand, who had turned, holding the control box idlein
his hand.

"Hear that, professor?' queried Zarrait. "Sheila called thisfellow's bluff. Better let me take care of him."
Durand gave anod.
"Let me haveyour hotd key," suggested Zarratt. "I'll keep Corbin there until you get back.”

While Durand was producing the key, an odd look traced itself on Zarratt's face. He was watching
Thronzo plow his steady way through the wall. For some reason, Zarratt was so interested that he forgot
about Fred. But there wasn't achance for Fred to make abreak. Sheila still had him covered.

Then, Zarratt was intent on Fred again, pushing him toward the door. Glancing over his shoulder, Fred
saw Sheilaand her father, both with accusation in their gaze; nevertheless, he decided to apped to them.
He knew they'd listen long enough for him to weaken their trust in Zarratt. So they might have, if Fred
had thought of it soon enough.

Fred had waited too long.

"Keep moving," Zarratt told him. They were too distant for Durand or Sheilato hear. "'If you dont, I'll
blast you, and they'll thank mefor it!"

Fred let Zarratt prod him onward.

OUTSIDE the building, Zarratt shoved Fred into acab, keeping the gun from sight. Instead of going
sraight to the hotel, they stopped a a poolroom, where two thugsjoined them at Zarratt'ssignd. They
kept on to the hotel, where Fred behaved himsalf on the way up in the elevator. Good behavior was
imperative, consdering that three pocketed guns were ready to blast him.



With histwo followers guarding Fred, Zarratt picked up the telephone and called Moyne at his home.

"Ligten, boss,” said Zarratt. Y ou'd better get down to the office... Important? I'll say so! The genie has
Thronzo doing the mole into your vault room... Sure! To get the plans! That'swhat he says.

"How long? Y ou've got a hdf-hour, anyway... By theway, I've got Corbin here... Y eah, he gave himsdlf
away, like we thought he would... Want me to freeze him for afuture, or should | liquidate right now?...
Good enough.”

As he spoke, Zarratt turned Fred'sway. Ugly though his gaze was, it didn't reveal whatever decision
Zarratt had heard Moyne give. To Fred, it made no difference. If Zarratt wouldn't shoot, Fred had
nothing to lose. If death was Moyne's verdict, it was better to go out fighting.

Fred lunged for Zarratt. The two men popped in from each side and caught Fred by the arms. Zarratt
smply inverted the telephone and rammed itsflat base up against Fred's chin, so hard that Fred felt the
jar at the back of hisneck. Thethugslaid Fred limp in hischair.

"l just put Corbin by-by," Zarratt told Moyne. "Now listen, boss, here's something redl... That control of
Durand's. It'swhacky... I'll tel you what | mean. Thronzo kept right on plowing through while the genie
was forgetting to press the button!

An audible chuckle came acrossthe wire. Then Zarratt stood puzzled as he listened to what followed.
"Say, I've heard that thing," remarked Zarratt. "Hold thewire just aminute... Y ou gtill havetime.”

Laying aside the telephone, Zarratt went into the other room and came back with amusic box. He set it
by the telephone and started it. After the box had tinkled part of its discordant tune, Zarratt cut it off. He
listened at the phone again.

"All right," said Zarratt suddenly. "I've got it."

Zarratt hummed atune that he had heard from Moyne, one containing aseries of quick trills, much
different from the dower beet of Durand's music. Ending the call, Zarrait took the music box into the
other room, saying as he went:

"I'll only be gone ten minutes. Meanwhile, drag Corbin into the bathroom. Wrap your gatsin towelsto
make less noise and turn on al the spigots, so no onewill hear what noisethereis.”

THE ten minutes were nearly up when the door from the hallway opened. The man who stepped into
sight was Lamont Cranston. Any other sounds he might have heard, were drowned by the roar of

faucets. Stepping over toward a doorway that teemed with steam, Cranston saw Fred resting weakly in a
corner, faced by a hard-faced man who was wrapping something in atows.

Cranston's action came with whippet speed. His hand lashed in and snatched the bundle. Ashis
opponent resisted, another man came lunging from the steam, hauling agun out of atowel toam
Cranston'sway. Figures reeled; broke suddenly apart. A gun stabbed.

Sprawling heavily, afigure hit thetiled floor. It was the thug who aimed for Cranston. Opposite him was
hispa, his hands il struggling with atowe, in search of agun no longer there. Therevolver wasin
Crangton's hand, its muzzle trailing awisp of smoke that was absorbed by the steam.

The man who was doing the towd act made amad lunge. Cranston raised one hand and brought it
down, catching the towd in the center. Figtsthat were thrusting for Cranston's throat went with the towe,
for they weren't free fromitstangle. At the sametime, Cranston's other hand stroked the revolver against



the thug's head.

There were two figures on the floor when Cranston helped Fred out the door. As they went, Cranston
tossed the revolver back beside its sunned owner. Hetold Fred to call the desk and report agun fray in
the room.

Fred nodded, at the same time gesturing toward the other door.

A cane belonging to Durand was standing in a corner. Cranston took it to the door and found its length
just right. He wedged it tightly across the doorway, about afoot from the floor. He gestured upward,
indicating for Fred to talk louder. To gain ahearing above the roaring water, Fred shouted across the
telephone.

The door of the other room yanked open and Zarratt lunged out, drawing agun to aim at Fred. Hislunge
became afull length dive as hisfoot hooked the waiting cane. Head-on, Zarratt crashed achair that
Cranston extended in his path. When the gun bounced from the far wall, Cranston picked it up and
pocketed it

With Fred, Cranston lifted Zarratt and they carried him to astairway. They were on their way down, with
Zarratt dropping from their shoulders, when the clang of an devator door announced the arrival of house
detectivesto investigate the reported gun fray.

Out through arear exit, Cranston and Fred put Zarratt between them in awaiting cab. Before Fred could
dtart to relate new facts, Cranston anticipated them. He gave an address to the driver and Fred stared in
amazement when he heard it.

The address was Moyne's officel

Fred had begun to believe that The Shadow knew everything. Now it seemed apparent that The Shadow
shared such knowledge with hisfriend Cranston. Between them, they must certainly know al.

There, Fred waswrong.

One fact had escaped Lamont Cranston, otherwise The Shadow. He hadn't heard Zarratt's discussion
with Moyne on the subject of music boxes. Nor could Fred inform him, for that little talk had taken place
while Fred was limp and sensdess.

Asfor Zarratt, the man who could have told, he was in the condition from which Fred had recently
recuperated. Crime's rule was on the wane, but it was due for arevival.

Things were to happen that even The Shadow had not foreseen!
CHAPTER XVIII. CRIME DENIED

GAUNT skyscrapers stood dark and silent as the cab neared the towering tip of Manhattan. Evening
traffic was so light that cars could be spotted blocks ahead, and Fred saw one that looked familiar.
Across Zarratt's limp figure, Fred pointed it out to Cranston.

"Moynéscar,” said Fred. "He's getting there ahead of ugl”

Cranston nodded very casudly. For amoment Fred was puzzled, then he thought he understood.
Probably Crangton'sfriend, The Shadow, knew al about this Situation and was a Moynée's office ahead
of time. Fred was more inclined to the opinion when the cab stopped. Instead of hurrying out, Cranston
suggested that they take their time and bring Zarratt dong.



Moyne's office was unlocked when they reached it. Opening the door, Cranston pointed ahead. Moyne
was dready at the passage leading to the vault room, and a door was opening on hisright. Turning
suddenly, Moyne made a gesture toward his hip, then halted.

Inspector Cardonawas steeping from the conference room with adrawn revolver. Seeing the gun,
Moyneraised hisarms. Then he shrugged.

"What'sthis, ingpector?’

"Y ou should be able to answer, Moyne." The man who spoke was Commissioner Weston, stepping out
tojoin Cardona. "Wasnt it you who wanted us here this evening? The message came from you."

"I sent no message.”

"Maybeit'samistake," put in Cardona, putting avay hisgun. "I wondered what your ideawas, comingin
here when we expected somebody else. | had an ideaiit would be old Durand.”

Moyne turned, as though expecting to see the professor. Instead, he faced Cranston and Fred, who were
bringing Zarratt between them. Asthey dumped their burden in achair, Cranston produced arevolver so
suddenly that Moyne's hand stopped another hip move.

"Zarrat's gun, commissioner,” informed Cranston. "I stopped at Durand's, as you suggested, but he
wasn't there. | found Zarratt instead. He was going to shoot Corbin, but | took his gun away. Zarratt had
acouple of other chapsto help him, but they fortunately became involved in a dispute between
themsdves”

Things were clearing in Fred's mind, except for the business of Moyne's message. All a once, that point
became the plainest of al. Moyne himsdlf denied the message to Weston, and it was obvious he hadn't
expected the police here.

It was Durand who had summoned them in Moyne's name!

No wonder the professor said he had thought things out ahead. Somewhere below thisfloor Thronzo
was digging onward toward the vault room, and Durand wanted the robot to arrive under proper
auspices. Even as Fred completed that analysis, the floor began to quake.

Weston and Cardona stared, rather startled. Moyne's face went purple with anger. Only Cranston
retained hiscam - and Zarratt's gun. Toying with the revolver, Cranston absently kept its muzzle trained
on Moyne, athing which the latter noted quite well.

THE tremor became a quake. There was a crash of masonry from below. Starting for the stairs, Weston
and Cardonaarrived in time to see Thronzo come lunging through the fina layers of stone and pound his
way across toward Moyne's vault. Behind him, playing with the button of the control box, was Durand,
who raised his other hand in acheery wave.

"No use, ingpector,” called Durand, as Cardonadrew arevolver. "Bulletswon't hurt Thronzo. Let him
continue hiswork. | shal stop him at the proper time.”

It didn't seem properly legd to Cardona. He turned his revolver toward Durand as a better threat. Shella
stepped through the gap in the wall and camly placed hersdlf in the path of hisam. Kennard came next,
to add a second buffer for Durand.

By then, Thronzo had reached the vault. His great stedl fists were pommeling it into pulp. Asthewhole
front caved, the robot thrust through and made one of its sudden stops, fists raised, one leg advanced.



Durand and Kennard gripped the stedl giant and turned it around, ready to march it back through the
tunnd that it had hewn. Leaving Thronzo standing thus, Durand gestured to the vault.

"Y our turn, ingpector.”

"My turn?' queried Cardona. "To do what?'

"Tofind my stolen plans" explained Durand. "The only evidence you need against Moyne."
Moynée's own voice boomed from above.

"Suppose | object, Durand!" he said. "How far would this scheme carry, then?"

"I don't think you should object, Moyne," spoke Cranston. He was leaning forward and his hand rested
the muzzle of Zarratt's gun against Moyne's back. "After dl, you have clamed that the robot plans were
your own. Durand issSmply asking you to proveit."

Moyne making no objections, Cardonalooked in the vault and found a portfolio containing the robot
plans. He brought it up to the conference room, followed by Durand and Shella. It wasthere that the
plans were suddenly forgotten when Shellasaw Fred.

Bitterly, the girl began adenunciation:
"There's the man who murdered Taman -

Before Sheila could go further, Crangton intervened. The girl was pointing toward Fred, but Cranston's
gesture carried eyes beyond, to the chair where Zarratt, till dumped, wasjust beginning to open his
dazed eyes.

"Quiteright," interposed Crangton. "Zarratt murdered Talman. Hetried to pin the blame on Corbin; in
fact, he had practically done so. That was why he wastrying to get rid of Corbin up at the hotdl. Zarratt
didn't want the whole story to be heard.”

Commissioner Weston began to bring up Zarratt's dibi. Inspector Cardona was producing the Grenshaw
|etter that mentioned Zarratt's visit on the twentieth. Meanwhile, Cranston was pulling asmal card from
his pocket. He handed it to Cardona

"I'vejust comein from Grenshaw's," remarked Cranston. | talked with Collins and managed to jog his
memory. The evening that Zarratt saw Grenshaw happened to be Tuesday - not Wednesday, the night
when Tdmanwasdan."

"But Wednesday was the twentieth," reminded Cardona. "And the letter saysthe twentieth.”

"Look at the card | gaveyou," suggested Cranston. "It's a calendar we found in Grenshaw's desk, Collins
and |. A cdendar that names the month, not the year. That calendar belongsto last year, inspector.”

FRED remembered the odd itemsthat The Shadow had taken from Grenshaw's desk drawer. The
calendar must have been among them. Noting itsflaw, The Shadow had sent it back - through Cranston
- to befound as evidence where it belonged.

"A cutetrick, Zarratt." Cranston faced the dazed man. "When Grenshaw was dictating that | etter, you
handed him this caendar to check the date of your previousvist. He knew you'd been thereon a
Tuesday and it fell on the twentieth, according to this calendar. So Grenshaw put the wrong date in this
|etter.”



Zarrait's feeble snatch at the calendar was proof in itself that Cranston's theory was correct. Steadily,
Cranston continued:

"Y ou must have known that Grenshaw was marked to die, Zarratt. Otherwise, you couldn't have
depended on awritten statement that it might have later corrected.”

"But | didn't kill Grenshaw!" Hoarsdly, Zarratt was trying to dodge the Talman issue by concentrating on
thelater crime. "'l was arrested before el even o'clock!™

Crangton turned to Moyne.

"What about it, Moyne?' Cranston queried. "Y ou had ared dibi the night Talman waskilled. Y ou were
with the commissioner a abanquet. Y ou dined with him again last night, but heleft to go to Durand's.
Y ou il had plenty of timeto get to Grenshaw's."

Armsfolded, Moyne met the implication with booming denid. He till insgsted that hed never heard of
Grenshaw; that he'd spent the previous evening in the great crypt a the Colossus Thesater, making
adjustments in the mechanism of his new robot.

But the more Moyne talked, the plainer it became that he was depending on an unsustained dibi.

Nobody had seen him those few hours when he claimed he wasin the crypt. It was obvious that he could
have gone to Grenshaw's, bent on murder. The problem wasto proveit - and with aman like Moyne,
that was a task indeed.

Cardona was bearing down on Zarratt, whose face and whining voice were taking on the manner of
cornered rat's. Zarratt was admitting things despite himsdlf. Hed wanted money, big money, not the mere
pittance that he'd receive by sdlling Durand's invention on the professor's own terms. Durand wanted the
public to profit from the robot erathat he hoped to begin; Grenshaw had been of the same mind.

The man who thought in terms of millionswas Rodney Moyne. So Zarratt had sold out, beginning
operations with his bribery of Taman, aman whom Zarratt could reach, though Moyne couldnt. It was
Zarratt who had hired thugs, but only at Moyne's order; just as he had likewise threstened Fred and tried
to frame him, first through Talman, later in Zarratt's own style.

ZARRATT wasn't blurting al this openly. Hewas giving it away as he answered questions which hetried
to hedge, dwaystoo late. The fina obstacle was Grenshaw. If he backed Durand, the professor's robot
enterprise would ride too rapidly for Moyneto overtakeit. Zarratt had told Moyne all about Grenshaw,
leaving the rest to Moyne himsdlf.

Apparently Moyne had expected Zarratt to rat when the crisis came. The more excited Zarratt becamein
his conflicting assartions and denids, the more did Moynée's air of confidenceincrease. Ashelistened,
Moyne shook his head, as though saddened by the extent of what he termed Zarratt's fal sehoods.

"Taketheword of thismurderer, if youwish," expressed Moyne. "Believe Zarratt when he saysthat |
killed Grenshaw. Then try to prove that crime against me!”

"These will prove plenty," Cardona gestured toward the sheets of plans through which Durand had begun
to paw. "If you didn't hire Zarratt to get Durand's plans, what were they doing in your vault?'

AsMoyne returned a serene smile, Durand looked up from the batch of papers.

"These aren't my pland" admitted Durand. "They are smilar, but not the same. Moyne must have altered
them" - Durand's face was briefly perplexed, then suddenly it lighted - "and | know why! He doesn't
need them any longer. He has dready built hisrobot!"



At that moment, Moyne was lighting acigar. Cranston saw the flare of paper that accompanied the match
and sprang across to stop the act. Thinking Moyne had started to make a break, Cardona blundered into
it, unwittingly giving Moyne his chanceto fling away the flaming paper dip.

"Well go to the Colossus Thegter,” Durand wastelling Weston. "WEell compare Moyne's robot with
mine and prove the case againg him.”

"Cardess of me," spoke Moyne. Despite Cardonas clutch, he was gesturing toward the ashes that had
reached thefloor. "I just burned the new combination to the grest crypt.”

Crangton was picking up the ashes. They crumbled in hisfingers. Moyne's foot had pressed them as they
fdl, ruining dl chancesto trace the numbers origindly written on the paper. There wastriumph in thelook
that Moyne gave Durand, but it merely stimulated the professor's keen brain.

"I'll find away into the crypt!" proclaimed Durand. "What worked once, will work again. | shal use
Thronzo!"

CHAPTER XIX. WHEN ROBOTSMEET

A VAST crowd was assembling outsde the Colossus Theeter, gathered in response to awildfire rumor.
Something most amazing was to take place there. A creature called arobot, answering to the curious
name of Thronzo, was scheduled to enter the theater, march through the grand foyer and batter down the
brass doors of the great crypt.

There had been some delay about the arrangements. Objections by Rodney Moyne, whoserival robaot,
Superlo, was at present stored in the crypt, had been overruled, because Moyne didn't own the theater.
The management had balked awhile, but had finaly agreed when promised compensation for whatever
damage might be done to the brass doors.

That question settled, the only remaining factor was the time. Professor Durand had agreed to wait until
after the last show was over. Asaresult, the news had time to spread, which accounted for the size of
the crowd.

A truck pulled up to aspace in front of the theater. In it were Durand and Kennard, getting ready to
unleash Thronzo. From the lobby, Shellaand Fred were watching operations. Noting Cranston beside
him, Fred turned and confided:

"l saw something odd tonight, something | should have mentioned. When Durand sent Thronzo through
to Moynesvault, hewasn't using area control box. He had the same dummy that The Shadow found
out at the housa!"

A dight smile accompanied Cranston's nod.
"Y ou know the answer?" questioned Fred. "The Shadow told you?'

"He mentioned ahobby of Durand's," replied Cranston. "1 understand that the professor likes music
boxes."
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"And that often he goes about humming old tunes, that he later arranges with the pins of music-box
cylinders”

"That'sright.”



"| recd| that Durand hummed atune this afternoon,” added Cranston, "when he was walking acrossthe
grand foyer and entering the gresat crypt to look at Moyne's robot.”

Thewholething burst on Fred like agresat light. No wonder Professor Durand had talked so much about
his radio control. It was a secret that no one could ever stedl, because there wasn't any! His short-wave
box was a bluff!

Thronzo's brain was clockwork!

Clockwork in the form of mechanism used in music boxes, with their brass, pin-studded cylinders.
Everything that Thronzo did was prearranged beforehand, studied out by Durand. The tunes he hummed
coincided with his measurements;, the pauses, the steady beats, accounted for delaysin the robot's march
and Thronzo's repeated actions.

Durand had hummed atune at Moyné's factory, and Fred had heard him repest it, probably to check it
fully. Again, at Moyne's office, Durand had composed another of his discordant ditties, which he had
later transcribed to amusic-box cylinder.

And here, in the Colossus Thegter, this very afternoon, the professor had made up another tune which he
had recorded at the hotel. No wonder Thronzo could accomplish the marvelsthat he did! On open
display inthe music parlor at Durand's home were dozens of brass cylinders and their clockwork, each a
replacement for the mysterious brain of Thronzo!

FROM the crowd came a great, hollow gasp of amazement as the back of the truck opened. Out moved
Thronzo, unlimbering in hismechanica style. Then, with Durand clicking at the dummy box that shielded
the real secret, the robot began its dow march into the theater. Police promptly intervened, to wall back
the throng.

Fred and Shellafell into step as Thronzo and Durand went by. Cannily, the professor was moving his
lips, to make sure that Thronzo wasin time to the recorded tune. He was giving the robot an unusud trid
tonight. To reach the grand foyer, Thronzo had to descend a broad staircase that turned at alanding
hafway down.

Durand must have chimed it to the dot. Thronzo took the stairsin perfect form. At the landing, the robot
turned with apronounced whir from its body. The sound issued forth because of thin ditsthat appeared
whenever the metal giant svung about. They were the"deeve-swives™ as Durand termed them, the
feature that he had noted on Moyne's robot.

Those gaps were the only vulnerable spotsin Thronzo's armor. But they didn't matter, because the
machinery inside the body was set in metal casings which formed an inner shell. Again the deeves gaped
as Thronzo swung down the last flight of stairs and reached the grand foyer.

It was then that Fred looked for Cranston, only to find that he was gone. So Fred kept following
Thronzo toward the big brass doors, without looking back, though it wouldn't have mattered if he had.
The cloaked form that had arrived upon the landing was too well merged with the dark oak background,
to be seen.

Lamont Cranston had become The Shadow.

There was areason for the change. Up ahead by the brass doors, stood Rodney Moyne, watching the
approach of Thronzo. Moyne was gill afree man, in asense, for he wasn't handcuffed like Zarratt, who
was standing near him.



Of course Inspector Cardona was close by, keeping an eye on Moyne, but Jo€'s gaze was becoming
moreintrigued by Thronzo. The same applied to Commissioner Weston, afact which Moyne could not
fail to notice. When Thronzo reached the brass doors, dl attention would be fully riveted, and then
Moyne's chance would come.

Hisonly chance, and las.

There wasn't a question about Moyne's robot, Superlo. Detail for detail, except in the mechanica brain, it
was a swipe from Thronzo. Should Thronzo crash into the crypt and expose Superlo to a public survey,
Moyne's whole defense would crash. A mere comparison of the robots would prove Zarratt's claim that
Moyne was the man behind the sdll-out.

Asthethief of Durand's plans, theinstigator of Tman's treachery and death, Moyne would have to
answer for much, while the authorities were pinning Grenshaw's murder on him. So The Shadow was
waiting for the break he knew would come. When Moyne took to flight, he would find a cloaked
Nemesis blocking hisonly outlet.

While The Shadow watched, Thronzo reached the brass doors and raised his greet stedl fists. Here,
Durand had paused and hummed a prolonged monotone, geared to the number of strokes that the robot
would require to smash down the barrier. A stedl fist gave aswing; the brass buffer trembled with a

dang

Thronzo's other hand swept forward. It stopped in midair. Immediately, the robot whirred; the
deeve-swivels gaped as Thronzo turned full about. In amazement, Durand stopped clicking the dummy
radio box.

The giant robot was out of control!

HOW far such unrestraint could carry, wasimmediately evidenced. No longer was Thronzo a
dow-gtepping monster packed with power only. The robot threw himself into high gear, swinging his
massive ams with atremendous lash. As people ducked away, Thronzo strode across the grand foyer,
spinning, lashing, going after everything in his path.

Madly, Fred pushed Durand away from harm and snatched Sheilato acorner asthe robot whirled their
way. Then Thronzo was off on another spin that brought him up against abronze-tinted statue dmost his
ownsze

There was a smash of plaster as Thronzo wrecked the statue and strode away to find new victims, human
or otherwise. Literaly, the robot was berserk, on a scale o titanic that no one dared to block his
horrendous path. Smashing into agreat square pillar, Thronzo produced a shower of imitation marble.
Spinning anew, he sent his huge stedl hands toward a human victim in the person of Commissioner
Weston, who had dodged the wrong way.

High above the clang of Thronzo's mighty advance came a chdlenging laugh that the robot could not
hear. Hlinging toward Thronzo moved The Shadow, only to hat againgt an intervening statue that he
toppled forward into the robot's clutch.

Another mass of plaster went to dust. Through the white cloud Weston dodged to safety, while The
Shadow dived the other way, to evade a chance whirl of the robot.

Thronzo dmost had hisbig fists on the cloaked challenger, when The Shadow went beyond apillar.
Smashing the marble post, Thronzo drove ahead, but the encounter delayed him long enough for The
Shadow to make another dodge.



Apparently The Shadow was hoping to convoy people from the foyer, but they were loath to go,
consdering the eccentric way in which Thronzo changed his course. To some degree, The Shadow was
diverting that course, but he hadn't began to get the robot under contral. It wasin the midst of al such
madnessthat Cardonafelt aquick clutch on hisarm. Turning, he saw Moyne.

"Quickly, inspector!" Moyne's tone was eager, earnest. | remember the combination. I'll give you one
dia while| takethe other. I'll start Superlo going. He can settle Thronzo!"

Cardonawasn't in amood to argue. He worked one dia with the numbers Moyne gave him, but al the
while Joe watched Moyne at the other. What Cardona didn't catch were the words that Moyne
side-mouthed to Zarratt, who was huddled by the corner of adoor.

"Make abreak!" ordered Moyne. "As soon as the doors come open! It's your only chance!™

The doors siwung wide, their clang drowned by the furious clatter of Thronzo, as Durand's robot
smashed another statue againgt apillar. As Moyne started into the crypt, Cardona drew agun and
prepared to follow. That was Zarratt's chance. He started a mad rush across the foyer. Seeing him go,
Cardonaforgot Moyne and fired at Zarratt.

The bullet winged the murderer's arm. With a scream, Zarratt floundered. Before he could reach hisfeet
again, hewasin Thronzo's path. The robot picked up the handcuffed killer and flung him full force againgt
thewall.

What happened to Zarratt was asample of what al others could expect, should they remain too long.
With one accord, they were willing to follow The Shadow's beck and make arun for the stairs, when
their cloaked champion gave a sudden gesture that sent them back to the nearest corners.

All eyesfollowed The Shadow's gaze toward the brass doors of the opened crypt. Out from that strong
room strode another metal giant, swinging itsthick armsin awide sweep that sent the brass doors

clanging shut.

It was Superlo. Trueto hisword, Moyne had unleashed hisrobot for adue with Thronzo. Robot was
griding to meet robot in what could only be afinish fight.

CHAPTER XX. THE BRAIN THAT FAILED

THERE wasthis difference in the manner of the robots. Not once had Thronzo ceased hisincessant
spins, which The Shadow had begun to fathom, thus avoiding them. Thronzo was spinning. anew ashis
rival strode upon the scene.

But Superlo was acreature of long, well-guided strides. He behaved as Thronzo should have - and
more. Not only did Superlo crossthe foyer under full control, he seemed attracted by the flaying figure of
Thronzo.

Already, The Shadow had divined what was wrong with Thronzo. Between them, Moyne and Zarratt
must have guessed the secret of the music boxes. Up in Durand's hotdl suite, Zarratt had dtered the
professor's music box, adding arepeated trill of Moyne's composition. Thronzo had behaved true to
form until he reached the crypt, then the changed notes had taken over.

All that was dawning on Fred Corbin as he saw the robots meet. But there was something el se that
stirred Fred's recollections; namely, the plans of a substitute control that The Shadow had given Fred.
Zarratt had stolen those plans later and had turned them over to Moyne.



The Shadow had said that his control would work, but only briefly. How Moyne had managed to
assemble the control device on such short notice was a mystery to Fred. But he hoped it would keep
working longer than The Shadow expected. For that device, asthe brain of Superlo, wasthe only thing
that could halt Thronzo!

Glancing at the doors of the crypt, Fred could picture Moyne beyond them, operating aremote control.
How Moyne was doing it, guiding Superlo though he couldn't see him, was something of amystery in
itself. Nevertheess, Superlo was responding in due form.

Meeting Thronzo as the other robot made a spin, Superlo took a back step that avoided agreat arm
sweep. In return, Superlo's own huge fists descended like massive mallets and pommeled Thronzo's
broad shoulders.

Like an angry best, Thronzo strode away and went into another of hiswayward spins. Thistime, Superlo
was moving in to meet him. Big fists smashed anew, knocking one of Thronzo's shoulders out of line. The
next spin that Thronzo gave was crooked. Superlo bashed in with another pair of telling blows.

They were nearing the steps, those fighting robots, and for some reason The Shadow was keeping ahead
of them. At moments he appeared to be trapped by their arriving flay. Then, asif in desperation, The
Shadow reached the steps and started upward.

At that moment, Superlo proved his supremacy. He punched Thronzo as the latter turned the other way.
Bashing hisriva ahead of him, Superlo drove Thronzo to the gairs, toppled him there and rose in mighty
drideto bring his great stedl feet upon Thronzo's battered body.

Then, Superlo was stamping upward, practically undented from his dud, leaving Thronzo half wrecked in
contrast. Though Thronzo's legs were clamping and his arms making wide swings, he couldn't reech his
feet again, nor even spin.

Infact, Thronzo was al askew. He looked like a mechanica junk heap. Bounding over, Durand dodged
the flapping arms and pulled the head from Thronzo's shoulders, which wasn't difficult, consdering how
loose Superlo had knocked it. Asthe head came off, the music cylinder lost its connections. Thronzo's
arms and legs settled on the Sairs.

Loudly, Durand was blaming Moyne for everything. When he asked where Moyne had gone, Cardona
pointed to the crypt. But the brass doors were shut again and Cardona had only half the combination.
He'd watched Moyne at the other knob and could guess at few of the numbers. The only thing to do was
try them, take Moyne into custody, and have him bring back his victorious robot.

MEANWHILE, Superlo had reached the upstairs lobby. He was greeted with shouts from the crowd
outdoors, for they thought he was Thronzo, coming back. So did Kennard, as he gazed from the front
segt of thetruck, for he could gain only apartial view of Superlo's approaching form.

Kennard had ordersto drive Thronzo away immediately. He gave awave and police began to pressa
path through the crowd. Motorcycle sirens shrieked, as did patrol cars. They were stationed here to
escort the truck to the city limits, where it would return to Durand's mansion.

A dozen steps more and Superlo would have reached the truck that belonged to hisrival, Thronzo.
Curioudy, with every stride, Moyné's robot was turning its head from left to right, asthough its eyeless
face sought something that it couldn't possibly see. Then, from aba cony high above, came aweird,
chilling laugh - the tone of The Shadow!

Momentarily, Superlo gave ajolting halt, though no one noticed it. Something €l se was attracting more



attention. From that balcony above the theater exit, a spot that Superlo could not reach, The Shadow
crashed awindow, aimed agun into the night, and opened fire at Durand's truck!

Not a bullet scathed Kennard, but every shot whistled close. Kennard didn't wait to wonder where the
shots came from. He shoved the truck into gear and sped away, behind the motorcycles that promptly
cleaved a path. The cops hadn't heard the shots amid the tumult of the crowd.

Thewild flight of the truck was more significant than onlookers supposed. It meant that The Shadow had
deprived Superlo of the carrier meant for Thronzo. For some reason that only The Shadow had divined,
Rodney Moyne wanted Superlo to be taken from this area. The Shadow had balked that move!

In return, Superlo showed amechanical vengeance that made Thronzo's recent madness seem mild.
Raisng its great stedl arms, the robot bashed at the balcony where The Shadow stood. Unable to reach
the balcony itsdlf, the stedl creature spread its arms and dashed broadside at two supporting posts.

The bal cony collapsed, but The Shadow did not tumble with it. Instead, he sprang through the window
that he had smashed, let himself hang from the outer ledge, and dropped to the sidewak beyond. There
was another stir amid the crowd as the cloaked fighter landed, then everything turned to utter bedlam.

Superlo was coming out through the door benegth the broken balcony. Big armswide, huge sted fists
spread like grappling claws, the mighty robot was |ooming down upon The Shadow, ready to destroy the
rash interloper who had called off the truck trip.

Asgreat arms dashed, their hands meeting in acymba clash, The Shadow was away. All that Superlo's
sted claws clutched were afew tatters from The Shadow's cloak. But the robot was beginning prompt
pursuit with long, great strides as swift as The Shadow's running gait.

IT looked like full flight on The Shadow's part, but it was not. All he wanted was space and scope, away
from the crowd. Risking the chance that Superlo might overtake him, The Shadow followed the path that
the truck had taken, keeping just ahead of his gigantic pursuer.

Then, space opened. Thereit lay - the very center of Times Square. Already free of any crowd, the
space was clear of traffic, too, for carswere pulling off to side streets when their drivers saw the giant
thing that was taking over Manhattan's main thoroughfare. All eyes were on the monstrous shape of
Superlo, shining in its stedly brilliance. Againgt such a background, the cloaked figure of The Shadow
wasvague.

What happened next was most amazing. Ending his forward stride, Superlo began to whed. Not blindly,
as Thronzo had, but with deadly purpose. With each spin, this robot of robots clamped its hands again,
trying to clutch ablack-garbed prey that looked like aswift beetle escaping a cat's claws!

Only briefly did witnesses glimpse The Shadow. Then he was cornered, againgt abuilding wall, dodging
back and forth as Superlo tried to scoop him. The Shadow must have been desperate, for he was doing
aseemingly usdlessthing. With every spin that Superlo gave, The Shadow stabbed shots at the robot's
invulnerable body!

Under one dashing arm, The Shadow dodged from his temporary trap. Superlo came about like a
battleship'sturret. Over his shoulder, The Shadow jabbed another shot at along, swivel dit that opened
intherobot'sside.

Then, off to another dart, The Shadow delivered a second well-placed dug asthe dit opened on the
robot's other sde. Hurling forward, Superlo gave along grab with those great mechanica hands,
swooping them amost to the sdewak. Asthey carried forward, The Shadow dived below the metal fists



and down into a subway entrance, where Superlo could not follow.

The robot's hands twisted the sted sides of the subway structure. Taking one step asif to crowd down
through the space, Superlo turned away again, as though recognizing that his huge bulk could not squeeze
into The Shadow's safety zone. From below came a strident laugh; with it, another gun stab.

Thistime, The Shadow had the perfect angle. His bullet dithered through the deeve dit, carrying afew
degrees farther upward. Astonished witnesses saw the great bulk of Superlo finish itswhirl witha
stagger. Paving cracked into a star pattern as the robot crashed like afaling tower.

From the theater, Ingpector Cardonawas arriving on the run, followed by others who had witnessed the
duel between the robots. Joe Cardona was tugging at Superlo's head when Fred joined him. Together,
they hauled the turret loose from its shoulders.

Out did the figure of Rodney Moyne, to roll inertly beside the curb. His body showed the marks of
severd wounds from The Shadow'sfirgt shots. But the fina bullet, fired from that deep angle at the
bottom of the subway stairs, was the one that had ended the most spectacular getaway in the annals of
modern crime.

Aimed upward through the deeve dit, The Shadow's shot had reached Moyne's heart. With it, Superlo's
actions had ended - for Moyne himsdlf was the robot's brain!

FRED CORBIN was il staring at the robot and the body of its crimina master when he heard the voice
of Lamont Cranston close beside him.

"At least Moynewas clever,” observed Cranston. "He wanted to outdo Durand's robot, so he faked this
one. There was plenty of room inside the body, considering that Moyne was only using asingle unit of the
same destroyer type that Durand placed in Thronzo the night he ruined Moyné's factory.”

Fred gave agrim nod.

"| should have guessed it," he declared. "Moyne didn't havetimeto rig up the fake radio control The
Shadow let him have. Anyway, it would have gone out of whack as soon as Superlo began to jolt
Thronzo. It worked too long."

"And too perfectly,” added Cranston. "Moyne could not have guided it from within theinclosed vaullt.
There was only one place where Moyne could be - and that was inside Superlo!™

Sheila heard the words. Her arm linked to Fred's, she looked at the calm face of Cranston. Her own
featureswere upset, asshe said:

"Father never intended that Thronzo should harm anyone or anything. The purpose of the robot was
merely to haveit do afew mechanica operations, so that it could help with routine jobs being donein
factories and defense plants.”

"| understand that," said Cranston quietly. "But he was stampeded by Moyne's evil purposes. Moyne
planned to learn the secret of Thronzo's operation. Knowing that, he figured he could make afortune. Be
was even willing to have men murdered in order to gain that end. Professor Durand is not to blame.”

Rdief showed inthe girl'sface. Smiling; she said, "It was agood thing The Shadow knew -"
"The Shadow aways knowsl" Fred put in.

Cranston was nodding as he turned away. Hislips were opening while he glanced toward the shattered



subway entrance, but neither Fred nor Sheila saw them. Hence they did not guessthat Cranston, himself,
could have produced the tone that came, asfrom far below, with ventriloquia effect

What Fred and Shellaheard was afarewel | laugh that seemed to trail away and vanish amid the arriving
roar of asubway train, beneath. Weird mirth that, asit faded, rang with a note that symbolized triumph
over crime,

Thelaugh of The Shadow!
THE END



