KI NG OF THE BLACK MARKET
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," COctober 1943

Not just the life or death of one individual or one group, but the life
or
death of the entire country was at stake as The Shadow battled this evil
geni us
who sought everything for hinmself, regardless of the danger to a country at
war !

CHAPTER |
CRI ME PO NTS THE FI NGER

AGAI NST the gat hering dusk, the lights of the Pyrolac Co. fornmed a solid
array that spoke of overtine. Every wi ndow in the outspread buil di ngs was
agl ow,
proving that this plant was doing its utnbpst to crack whatever bottlenecks it
coul d.

There was further proof of Pyrolac's inportance.

Around the plant, a wall surmounted with barbed wire was patrolled by
ar med
guards, whose presence narked Pyrolac as a vital industry. The wall was broken
only by a huge steel gate, at present open but well guarded. Through the gate
ran a siding fromthe railroad that passed the humm ng factory.

A swi tching engi ne was backing through the gate to pick up a short string
of box cars, to take themfor a mle haul down to the yards, where a freight
woul d pick themup for a run across New Jersey to a junction with a trunk
['ine.

By tonorrow, Pyrolac would be racing on its way to serve as airplane dope
and play its part in paint jobs at the shipyards. Another batch of freight
cars
woul d be | oading for another night trip to supply the hungry needs of those
essential industries.

As a qui ck-drying, weatherproof |acquer, nothing could equal Pyrolac. It
was costly, but worth the price. Those who thought so were the nmen who knew,
and
Chet Conroy was one of them

From his office near an inner corner of the yard, Chet watched the
swi t cher
coast in through the gate and felt a surge of satisfaction. They'd said that
Pyrolac wouldn't deliver its full quota for another three nonths, but Chet had
done his part in showing it could be done. For weeks, the stuff had been going
out in carloads, to a total value that would soon be represented by figures as
hi gh as the nunmbers on the cars thensel ves.

Though Chet Conroy was young, he held an inportant job. More inportant
t han
his plain office indicated.

Chet handl ed the inspection departnent. Qutside his office was the room
where the belt line ended. There the gallon cans of Pyrolac were stacked,
stanped, and turned over to the |oaders. At present, the roomwas enpty, but
soon the belts would teem Which neant that it was time for Chet to be
starting
t hrough the plant to check things all along the line.

It was good business, though, to watch the | oaders. Their work took up
where Chet's left off, and things m ght happen, even to certified goods. That



was why Chet's eyes kept following the shifting engine until it reached the
box
cars. Then Chet's dark eyes narrowed; his square jaw tightened forward

A splotch of bl ackness was the reason

The bl ot | ooked huge, vaguely human, as it detached itself fromthe front
of the shifter. Oddly, it seenmed as though a chunk of the | oconotive had
br oken
| oose to come to life. Crouched in the engine's own gloom such |iving
bl ackness
coul d have passed the guards unnoticed, riding right into the yard of the
Pyrol ac factory.

At that thought, Chet | aughed.

The bl otch of bl ackness was gone, so suddenly that it could not possibly
be
a thing alive. Just the jolt of the shifter, cutting off the lights of the
bui |l di ng opposite, that was all. That, plus Chet's eyes, which had been
bothering himlately, fromoverstrain at test tubes, studying the reaction of
Pyrol ac sanpl es. No wonder he was seeing black spots, but it wasn't pleasant
to
vi ew such bi g ones.

Rubbi ng his eyes, Chet took another |ook fromthe wi ndow, this tinme at
t he
| oadi ng platform The | oaders were sliding one car door shut, so that it could
be doubl e | ocked and seal ed. Chet |ooked for a fam liar face, but didn't see
it.
He wondered what had becone of the swarthy man with the dark nustache, who
usual | y supervised the operation

Chet hadn't yet becone acquainted with the chief |oader. H s own
associ at es
were the chem sts who so zeal ously handl ed every stage in the nmanufacture of
Pyrol ac. Chet was sonething of a chem st too, otherw se he wouldn't be hol di ng
t he inspection job.

A good job, too.

The tel ephone on Chet's desk seenmed to agree as it tingled furiously. And

when Chet answered the call, the voice he heard corroborated his opinion. Chet
found hinmself talking to none other than Hi ram Bi ggs, the president of
Pyrol ac.

And Bi ggy, as he was ni cknaned, wanted the inspecting chem st to cone to his
of fice right away!

ADM TTED to the president's office, Chet found Biggs surrounded by half a
dozen visitors, all as serious of manner as the head of Pyrolac. Wth a wave,
Bi ggs introduced them and Chet heard nanes he recogni zed. These nen were the
customers who had received recent shipments of Pyrolac.

The final nane inpressed Chet nost.

It was Hunmphrey Thorneau, and the man fulfilled all specifications.

Thorneau's nane, like his industries, was w dely known. He was a nan whose
sl ogan was one word: results. And every factory that Thorneau controlled in
part

or whol e, produced those results.

Under Thorneau managenent, aircraft factories sped their output. So did
t he
pl ants that handled instrunents, or products needed in anything from shipping
to
muni ti ons. Thorneau was the man who opened bottl enecks wi de. Having hel ped on
such a task in the Pyrolac factory, Chet was nore than pleased to nmeet the man
who had done the sane, single-handed, in every case that required his
attention.

The nere name Thorneau told Chet why this individual dom nated the group



of

customers. They had automatically chosen Thorneau as their spokesman. Meeting
Thorneau face to face, Chet was inpressed by a blunt visage with keen, though
deep-set eyes; lips that carried a friendly, understanding smle, yet
del i vered

a heavy-toned greeting. In Thorneau' s handcl asp, Chet could feel a grip that
stood for power, even though its pressure was restrained.

Per haps the satisfaction of nmeeting Thorneau caused Chet to overl ook the
gl oomthat clouded this assenblage. It was Biggs who bluntly supplied the news
that these custoners, Thorneau included, had not cone to deliver testinonials
favoring Pyrol ac.

"Those recent shipnents, Conroy," spoke Biggs, abruptly. "Qur custoners
say
there is something wong with them™

Chet turned about, puzzled.

" Somret hi ng wr ong?"

"See for yourself.'
br ought
from beside his desk. "You won't have to nmake a chemical test to know that
this
Pyrol ac has been adulterated.™

Chet took a |l ook at the gunmy liquid. He poured sone into a glass that
Bi ggs supplied. The stuff was nuddy.

Shaki ng his head, Chet said:

"This can't be Pyrolac."

"It was Pyrol ac," announced a voice near Chet's shoulder. "At least it

Bi ggs proffered an open can of Pyrolac that he

was
branded as such when it |eft your departnent, Conroy."

Turning, Chet faced the swarthy man with the dark mustache who had been
absent fromthe |oading platform He decided he didn't |ike the chap nor his
i mplications.

"I'f you mean | certified faulty |acquer," declared Chet, coldly, "I'd
suggest that you reconsider the statement. Nothing | eaves my departnment unl ess
it tests one hundred percent. But ny job is finished when the shipnents go to
the | oading platform™

That was tossing it right back at the swarthy man. Chet didn't bother

about
noti ng how Bi ggs reacted. Instead, he glanced toward Thorneau and saw that the
blunt-faced man still retained his firmsmle. Evidently Thorneau approved

Chet's way of meeting an issue squarely. The fact nade Chet |ike Thorneau al
the nore.

Unfortunately, Biggs wasn't so inpressed. It happened that Biggs was the
one man qualified to settle the present issue. Looking straight at Chet, Biggs
waved his hand toward the swarthy man, and announced:

"Perhaps | should have introduced you, Conroy. This gentleman is M.
Marquette. He and the nore inmportant menbers of the | oading crew are
operatives
fromthe Federal Bureau of I|nvestigation."

Chet found himself in a mental whirl. Wth F.B.I. nen on the |oading job,
not hi ng coul d have happened to the Pyrolac during the | oadi ng operation
Therefore the responsibility |ay somewhere in the plant.

But where?

STEP by step, Chet could recall every portion of the tested process,
doubl e-checked to the sealing of the cans. He'd have sworn that there couldn't
be a faulty gallon of Pyrolac in all the |oads shi pped. Chet shook his head,
quite baffl ed.

Marquette wasn't baffl ed.

Lifting the can of Pyrolac, the F.B.I. man held its tilted Iid to the



light. Through the nmetal, Chet could see a pattern of very tiny holes.

"They' ve been spiked," affirned Marquette. "Needled is another termfor
it.
Needl ed | acquer, that's what. It rem nds nme of the way they doctored booze in
the prohibition days. Only this time it isn't done to nmake the stuff bring a
better price.

"This needle job was neant to ruin these Pyrolac shipnents, and it did.
What ever stuff was injected, it turned the lacquer into a |ot of gumy goo.
Those hol es were jabbed right through the can lids, then plugged with wax, a
simpl e smear job. That coul d have happened in your departnment, Conroy."

Chet met Marquette's inpeachnent with a distant stare. Hi s voice, though,
was enphati c:

"I't couldn't have -

"And why not ?"

"Because," began Chet, "I check all those containers personally when they
ride past on the belt."

"And then?"

"They go into the shipping room where they're waxed and stacked, ready

for
renoval to the loading platform-"

Chet halted suddenly. He'd stated the very fact that Marquette wanted;
nanely that the inspection preceded the sinple waxi ng process that solidly
af fixed the | abels and inspection stanps, along with maki ng the Pyrol ac cans
rust proof, should they encounter noisture during shipnent. In sinpler terns,
Chet had marked hinself as the |ogical nman behind the sabotage occurring in
t he
Pyrol ac factory!

Logi c appeal ed to Chet Conroy. He decided that he could use it in his own
behal f.

"Those shipnents travel in freight cars,” rem nded Chet. "It would be
easy
for people to get at the containers during transit. Plenty of time to jab them
with the neutralizer, apply another coat of wax -"

"Hold it, Conroy," interjected Marquette. "We bolt the doors of those box
cars and seal them Qur operatives ride the caboose of the main line freight
and
check the cars when they're picked up at the junction. W use thorough
nmet hods,

Conr oy. "

Looking at the faces around him Chet saw silent accusation. The pudgy
face
of Biggs was typical of the lot. The others seened to be matching the
expressi on
shown by the president of Pyrolac, with one exception. In Chet's estimate,

t hat
exception counted nore than the rule.

Hunphrey Thorneau wasn't conmmitting hinmself for or against Chet Conroy.
Rat her, Thorneau was taking keen interest in the verbal duel between Chet and
Marquette. Thorneau reni nded Chet of a judge on a bench, the way his deep-set
eyes took in the scene. Right now, he was |ooking at Chet, as though expecting
himto even the score.

There wasn't any smile on Thorneau's lips, but his expression was at
| east
inmpartial, if not synpathetic. So Chet decided to prove hinmself worthy of
Thor neau' s expect ati ons.

"I"d like to analyze this stuff," declared Chet, gesturing to the nuggy
gl assl oad that had once passed as Pyrolac. "I want to find out just what's
wrong
withit."

"You' ve already told us.'

Marquette's voice carried the trace of a sneer.



"You spoke of some neutralizer."

"That was your idea," rem nded Chet. "You said the stuff was needl ed, so
I
took your word for it. But that was before you told ne that you kept tabs on
t he
shi pnents during transit."

Agai n, Chet had scored. Even Marquette | ooked interested. But Chet was
nor e
concerned with wi nning Thorneau's approval, for he calculated that this big
man
could prove a real friend.

"Pyrol ac goes through several processes," rem nded Chet. "Anywhere al ong
the line, the introduction of adulterated chemicals could ruin the fornula.
It's
my job to inspect fromstart to finish, but | have to allow for the integrity
of
t he various departnents.”

Hi ram Bi ggs started to say sonething, but Mirquette waved for silence.
Bluntly the Fed asked:

"Then what about these plugged contai ners?"

"They might be a blind," returned Chet, pronptly. "Muybe the caps are
punched and waxed before this factory receives them™

Agai n Bi ggs opened his mouth but shut it pronptly when Marquette picked
up
the glass of nuggy fluid. However, Marquette wasn't going to suggest that
Bi ggs
taste some of the faulty Pyrolac. Instead, the Fed handed the glass to Chet,
and
sai d:

"Analyze it, Conroy. We'll wait for your report.”

Triunphantly, Chet bowed hinmself fromthe office, smling at the dunb
stares of Biggs and the Pyrolac custonmers. For again, Chet saw a face that was
an exception. In the gaze of Hunphrey Thorneau, Chet saw the approbation that
one keen thinker could give another

Crime had pointed its finger at Chet Conroy, and he was ready to nullify
t hat accusation, confident that his proof of innocence would be accepted by
t he
man whose opi ni on counted nost: Hunphrey Thorneau. But Chet's confidence woul d
not be enough to overconme the mass of evidence which would soon pile up
agai nst
hi m

CHAPTER |

THE FRAME THAT FAI LED

WHEN Chet Conroy reached his little office, he placed the glass of nuddy
liquid on his battered desk. Stepping outside the door, he exan ned sone

gal I on

cans of Pyrolac that were com ng through on the belt. There wasn't a thing
wr ong

with the lids that Chet could see. Still, the needle holes, if present,
woul dn' t

show whil e the cans were seal ed

Soon the shipping crew woul d be back. But Chet doubted that any of them
coul d spi ke the containers during the waxing job. There were so nmany that
they' d
keep tally on each other and Chet knew the whole crowd personally. Honest
fellows, who couldn't possibly be harboring nore than one crook anong their



nunber, if any.

Back in the office, Chet |ooked fromthe wi ndow. The yard was dark
except
around the loading platform There, Marquette's nmen were flashing lights in
one
box car while others were bolting the door of another, applying the heavy
seal s
that the Fed had nentioned. Chet had never watched that operation before. Hs
own work kept himtoo occupied.

Openi ng the desk drawer, Chet found a slip of paper that he wanted and
snmled, despite his worry. The slip carried the conmbination to the safe in the
corner of the office. It was an old safe for which Chet had no particul ar use,
since he kept nothing of great value in the office. In fact, Chet hadn't
opened
the safe for weeks.

He woul dn't be opening it now, except for the fact that the safe
cont ai ned
some | aboratory equi prent, Bunsen burner, test tubes and other common itens.
Bei ng one of the few men who knew what went into Pyrolac fromstart to finish,
Chet woul dn't need nore than sinple apparatus to probe the nmuddy enul sion in
t he
gl ass on the desk

As he squatted in front of the safe, Chet took another glance fromthe

wi ndow. Again, his eyes bothered him Bl ackness, |ike a sheaf of life, flitted
away fromthe door of a box car as two nen approached it. Odd, that illusion
as

t hough sone bl ack-garbed ghost had been making an inspection of its own, to
certify the job that humans were about to do!

So quickly did the shape merge with shroudi ng darkness that Chet
i mediately forgot it. He wasn't even bothered because the imaginary figure
had
seemngly glided toward the door that |ed from shipping roomto |oading
platform Chet sinply rubbed his eyes, |ooked at the conbination slip, and
turned the dial of the safe.

VWhen it canme to friends or enenm es, Chet wouldn't worry about ghosts or
optical illusions. He'd depend on Thorneau to see that he had a fair hearing,
when he argued this question with Marquette. To prepare for the renewal of
hostilities in the president's office, it was Chet's present task to find out
all he could about the glass of inferior Pyrolac.

Once Chet tested that stuff, Marquette could do the same with the
remai nder, the contents of the gallon can that Biggs had on his desk. Watever
Chet's analysis, they'd find out it was right. Such was Chet's thought when he
swung the safe door w de

Therewi t h, Chet's thinking machinery quit cold.

IN the safe, crowding Chet's few bel ongi ngs, was a squatly, solid
i mpl emrent
that Chet had never seen before. It |ooked |like one of the cappi ng machi nes
used
in the Pyrolac factory, except that those were huge, whereas this was
port abl e.

Moreover, this device wasn't used for capping containers. If it had a
nane,
it could be properly terned a "needler."

The thing had an arched base, with clanps that could affix it to the belt
line. There was a netal regulator formng a semcircle shaped to the
circunference of a gallon can. The device was just the right height, too, and
when Chet pressed a |lever that he saw on top, two things happened.

Down fromthe thick flat top came an array of needl e points, the spikers.



Up went the regulator, automatically. Wen Chet raised the | ever, needles and
regul ator reversed their direction. It was all so sinple that Chet could

pi cture

the rest.

Wth this device planted on the belt, one man could use the | ever as fast
as the gallon cans canme through. The regul ator would stop each can, the
needl es
woul d spike it, and the contai ner would be on the way w thout a stop, for Chet
saw t hat the regul ator worked on an eccentric that would swing it forward with
every catch it made

One nman al one could use this device and get away with it, Chet Conroy
hi nmsel f!

O course it was Chet's job to slap approval stanmps on the containers. He
usual | y began that after they accumul ated, and then worked back al ong the
bel t.

But Marquette woul dn't accept such an alibi. He'd say that Chet worked the
needl er with one hand and laid the stanps on with the other

Maybe the machine was rigged to feed the stanps, too. In that case, Chet
woul d be framed all the nore efficiently!

That thought was buzzing am d Chet's flood of new inpressions, al
stinmul ated by sight of this strange machi ne. Then Chet saw sonething that made
himforget the mnor angles. The thing was a glass cylinder made to fit the
screw top of the machine. This was the jar to hold the neutralizer that the
needl es jabbed into the Pyrol ac!

Qovi ously, the needl es would have to be hollow, Iike those on a
hypoder i ¢
syringe. To check that fact, Chet lifted the portable machine and swing it
toward his desk. There, he stopped, his bew | derment passing one hundred
per cent
for guilt.

In the doorway stood Marquette, with a |leveled automatic. Behind the Fed,
Chet saw the faces of Biggs and the Pyrolac consumers. Like Marquette, they
| ooked convinced by the evidence before them

"You fell for it, Conroy," gruffed Marquette. "We didn't tell you that

we' d

checked every departnent except yours. Letting you come back here was j ust
part

of the system | knew you'd try to get rid of any evidence you had around, so

I
brought these wi tnesses to see what happened.”

The witnesses were crowding into the little office, and with them Chet
saw
Hurmphr ey Thorneau. No | onger was Thorneau's face friendly, though it |acked
t he
glare that others displayed. Rather it registered di sappoi ntment, as though
Thorneau considered this a sad sequel to Chet's earlier show of initiative.

Bei ng caught with the goods was bad enough, in Chet's opinion. The fact
that the goods weren't his made it worse. Chet could stand the accusations,
because he expected them but disdain froma nman |ike Thorneau was too much.
They could brand Chet as a crook, but he wouldn't let hinmself be classed a
f ool .

Marquette's gesture ordered Chet to place the needl er on the desk. As
Chet
conplied, the Fed relieved himof the glass container used for the
neutrali zi ng
fluid. Sniffing the jar without result, Mrquette nudged his gun toward the
gl ass of muggy liquid on the desk

"Let's see that stuff again."

Chet let Marquette see it, at the closest range possible. The Fed took
t he



gunmy juice right in the face when Chet, on sudden inpul se, dashed it at him
The office reverberated when Marquette's gun began to blast, and the shots
wer e
echoed by a clatter of glass, the jar that the Fed dropped. As for Chet, he
wasn't anywhere near Marquette's gunfire. Chet was headed the other way, out
t hrough the office door.

In that mad nmonent, Chet thought that his path was bl ocked. The door was
filled with blackness so solid that Chet couldn't see past it. Qddly, the
bl ack
bl ockade evaporated as Chet arrived; indeed, it seened nmomentarily transforned

into a life-sized shape that whi pped away, like a figure in a cloak. Chet
hadn' t
any time to bother about illusions, optical or otherw se.

HAVI NG started this bolt for freedom Chet intended to see it through. He
j abbed an el bow i nto Bi ggs, when the Pyrol ac executive made a grab at him
Next
in line was Thorneau, bulkier and nore formni dable, but Chet bow ed hi m aside
with a straight-armshove. Qut through the shipping room Chet didn't stop to
| ook for the cloaked figure that had receded there. |Instead, he sped straight
toward the exit to the | oading platform

There were shouts fromthe office, a scurry of pursuing feet, Marquette's
voice yelling for others to get out of the way. Clearing the belt line, Chet
turned and grabbed at cans of passing Pyrolac, to bow themback at his
pursuers. Those gallon cylinders were a happy idea.

Not only did they stop the surge fromthe office; one container clipped
Marquette, who was nopping his face with a handkerchief, while aimng with his
ot her hand. The Fed took a spill like a tenpin, his automatic barking w de.
Marquette's sprawl halted Thorneau, who was cl ose behind him

The only man that Chet didn't see was Biggs. The reason was expl ained a
nmonent |ater, when a great clanging broke through the factory. Biggs had
yanked
t he emergency al arm whi ch was connected with every office. A few mnutes nore
and Chet's escape woul d be conpl etely bl ocked.

That situation roused Chet's wits the nore. Looking back, as he reached
t he
exit, he saw that he was clear of all pursuers, unless he counted a streak of
sweepi ng bl ackness that couldn't be real, although it did appear grotesquely
human. This was no tine to debate the subject of ghosts, or consider getting a
pair of gl asses.

Strai ght ahead was a figure real enough, one of the regular factory
wat chmen who recogni zed Chet and was amazed by his rapid flight. The wat chman
held a gun, but he wasn't aiming it. Instead, he was expecting Chet to explain
what was happening in the shipping departnment. So Chet did, in his own ternmns.

Halting in his tracks, Chet pointed off into the darkened yard and
shout ed:

"There he goes!"

Per haps t he wat chman caught a glinpse of the same bl ackness that Chet
saw,
but it was too evasive to be a target. However, Chet took advantage of the
wat chman's hesitation to grab the gun the fellow held. Jabbing a couple of
shots
in air, Chet sprang after the imaginary fugitive, to give the idea that
soneone
ot her than hinsel f was bei ng hunted.

By then, Marquette was at the exit fromthe shipping room bawing to the
men on the | oading platform There were Feds anmpng that crew and they caught
t he
i dea pronptly. Pulling their own guns, they swung to | ook for Chet. They saw



hi m
i medi at el y.

G anging alarnms had given way to wailing sirens, sounding a general man
hunt. In turn, the sirens produced a fl ood of searchlights fromthe walls of
t he
factory yard. Watchnen were springing fromvarious directions, except fromthe
big gate, through which the railroad siding ran

There, men were ready to clang the gate shut, waiting only for the
shifting
engine to haul the | oaded box cars through. For the engi neer of the shunter
knowi ng that the gate would seal all egress for a while to cone, was giving
hi s
boiler full steamfor the portal. In the mdst of all this, Chet Conroy was no
| onger hunted; he was found.

Chet had ducked for the darkness beside the freight cars, only to be
spotted by the glare. And now the cars were being haul ed away from him
| eavi ng
himhel pless in the very center of the yard. Mudly, Chet sprang across the
track
as the last car clacked past hin observing darkness on the other side, he
nmade
a quick dart in the direction that the short train was taking.

A futile thing, that brief dive for cover, with guns already barking at
t he
spot where Chet had di sappeared. At least it would have been quite futile, if
a
figure hadn't appeared to take the brunt that Chet deserved. Qut of the
recedi ng
dar kness behind the final freight car whirled a cl oaked fighter equipped with
a
pair of automatics, that started a sharp tattoo of their own!

The ghost cone to life!

Chet didn't witness how this creature of his fancy had projected itself
into reality. Around beyond the box cars, he was racing al ongside their bolted
doors, trying to stay in the noving shelter afforded agai nst the searchlights
fromthe other side. So Chet didn't know that a cl oaked fighter had kept pace
with him to appear as if fromnowhere at a tinely noment that aided Chet's
flight.

O the many who did see the black-clad arrival, only one man realized who
the being was. Vic Marquette, the investigating Fed, identified the nystery
figure as The Shadow.

Weird battler who waged all-out warfare against crine, The Shadow was a
| ogical factor in this fray. Undoubtedly he'd | earned of sabotage at the
Pyrol ac
factory and had come to take a part in its undoing. Unfortunately, the thing
was
wor ki ng in reverse. The Shadow had become a scapegoat for Chet Conroy, the man
upon whom crine was so solidly pinned.

Shouting for his men to ignore the black-clad fighter and go after a
different fugitive, Vic Marquette coul dn't make hinself heard above the din of
sirens and the clatter of the short freight which by now was rattling rapidly
t hrough the big gate. Even the sound of gunfire was nuffled by those | ouder
sounds.

VWeel i ng across the yard, The Shadow | ooked conpletely trapped between
t he
zeal ous Feds and watchmen who were firing full blast. The clang of the great
gate, slamming shut, seemed to seal the doomof this intrepid battler

Until Vic Marquette, his throat gone hoarse, stopped yelling | ong enough
to
hear a strange tone that rose as a taunting chall enge am d the huge hubbub



The | augh of The Shadow

CHAPTER 1 |
Rl DE OF DOOM

USUALLY, The Shadow reserved his taunting |augh for men of crime. Tonight
he was flinging the nockery at guardi ans of the law, purely that he m ght
escape
the dilema into which he had so openly precipitated hinself.

However clouded his original purpose, The Shadow s present intent was
nor e
than plain. He was draw ng pursuers, taunting theminto gunnery in order to
t horoughly elude them Wtnessing the process, Marquette marvel ed. He'd seen
The
Shadow i n action before, but never on a scale so large as this, nor with such
handi caps.

True to form The Shadow was jabbing with both guns, but he was pulling
t hose shots. Otherw se, his opponents would be dropping, instead of nerely
dodgi ng, when those big automatics coughed their way. Still, The Shadow s
mar ksmanshi p was flaw ess, for he was placing bullets very close to human
targets; close enough to keep men on the dodge.

As long as return shots were hasty, they couldn't find The Shadow, the
way
he weaved to all portions of the thoroughly illum nated yard. Fromwall to
wal I,
he seemed to ricochet |like the | eaden slugs that were m ssing him Watching
Feds
and watchnmen go wide with their fire, Marquette saw and appreci ated the chi ef
item of The Shadow s uncanny skill.

It was this: Whenever a gun tal ked toward The Shadow, he spotted it
instantly, or sooner. Wether by sight, hearing, or sheer instinct, the
cl oaked
fighter was a human direction finder. It was weird enough, the way The Shadow
wheel ed and pi cked out marksmen the monent they fired, purposely nissing them
by
scant inches in return for shots a few feet wide.

But when Marquette saw The Shadow s jabs literally point the way to
ai m ng
sharpshooters before they fired, Vic was ready to believe the nost fanciful
thi ngs that he had ever heard regarding this cl oaked superfighter. Those shots
were nost effective, since they put The Shadow s foenmen entirely off stride.
Wat ching the scattered gunners scoot, Marquette kept thinking what it would be
like if they were crooks. Had The Shadow been seeking hits, the yard woul d be
a
shanbl es by this tine.

How it would end was Marquette's worry. It really was Vic's worry when it
did end. Spinning suddenly froma corner of the yard, The Shadow | eft a batch
of
conver gi ng searchlight beans behind him Sweeping after The Shadow, those big
lights picked the exit fromthe shipping roomwhere Marquette was standi ng
with
a cluster of spectators including Biggs and Thor neau.

They saw bl ackness when they blinked, for it was right among them A
SwWrl
of living blackness that scattered the nen who grabbed for it. If any of that
group held the fal se inpression that Chet Conroy had sonehow becane the
cl oaked
figure, they were i medi ately disillusioned. The Shadow went through themlike



a
human t ornado, wi thout a hand being laid upon him

Smart techni que, The Shadow s. Men were grappling, shouting so |oudly
above
the dwindling sirens, that Marquette piled into their mdst, thinking they'd
clutched The Shadow, and were suppressing himtoo forcefully. But there wasn't
a
trace of slippery blackness in the entire throng. The Shadow had sinply spun
t hese ant agoni sts agai nst each other, |eaving themat mutual grips while he
hi nsel f had gone.

Natural ly, the shooting was over. Sonme of the Feds and wat chmen had
enpti ed
their guns; the rest couldn't aiminto the human tangle at the shipping room
door. Arriving there on the run, astonished marksmen not only found The Shadow
gone, but were nonplused by Marquette's order to give up the chase.

It took Vic a fewmnutes to explain that they still wanted Chet Conroy;
not The Shadow. Sending them on the proper hunt, Marquette enphasized that The
Shadow represented justice, not crinme. Rather a paradox that statenent,
consi dering that Chet, wanted for crime, had escaped because of The Shadow s
i nterference.

For when the searchers scoured the yard, the searchlights going with
t hem
they couldn't find a trace of the young chem st whose flight had practically
branded himas the man responsible for ruining at |east a hundred thousand
dollars' worth of special l|acquer desperately needed by essential industries.

That paradox shoul d have explained itself to Vic Marquette when he heard
a
trailing laugh from sone w ndow of the Pyrolac factory. To Vic, that departing
mrth was a token only of The Shadow s escape, not to be connected with the
si ngul ar di sappearance of Chet Conroy.

Had Marquette thought further, he m ght have realized that The Shadow s
heroic efforts were all on Chet's account; that justice could better be served
by letting an i nnocent man remain at |arge, rather than having hi mbecone the
victimof a frame-up that enem es unknown had pl anned.

SINCE such fine points slipped past Vic Marquette, it wasn't surprising
that Chet Conroy failed to consider themat all. For Chet hadn't seen even the
begi nni ng of The Shadow s amazing circuit of the factory yard. At present,

Chet
was attributing his escape to his own resourceful ability.

Chet was a nmile away fromthe Pyrolac factory, perched between two of the
box cars that the switcher had haul ed through the closing gate. He'd sinply
done
t he obvi ous thing. Needing those cars as shelter, he'd grabbed a handrail when
he saw that the short train was gathering speed enough to pass him d utching
the grab iron, he'd haul ed hinself between the cars, hoping he wouldn't be
seen
when the train went through the gate.

Clattering cars had drowned the gunfire in the yard. Chet didn't know
t hat
t he guards near the gate had dashed inward to start shooting at sonmeone el se.
At
present, Chet considered hinself quite safe where he was. The switcher was
| ate
fromthe factory, hence its cars were being kicked onto the waiting freight
wi t hout further waste of tine. Not being inforned of the excitement back at
t he
Pyrol ac plant, none of the brakenen bothered to inspect between the cars that
had come fromthere.



Chet kept crouched when the freight rattled fromthe yard. The train was
a
fairly |1 ong one, but except for the box cars fromthe Pyrolac plant, it was
nmade
up nmostly of enpties. Keeping | ow, Chet wasn't noticed by the pin puller who
had
coupl ed on the | oaded cars, but he still stayed crouched.

This train was going in the wong direction. The crew had "horsed her
over," reversing the whole train in the yard, so it was goi ng back past the
Pyrolac factory. Wth the lighted buildings heaving in sight, Chet was ready
to
hit the dirt on the other side of the track if a roving searchlight decided to
pi ck up the passing freight along the railway |ine.

But the searchlights were still busy inside the plant. The clatter of the
train's increasing speed was nmusic to Chet as he went by. He was gl ad when the
train reached bl ackness past the corner of the final building, even though it
meant farewell to the place where he had worked so long and liked so well.

Thi ck bl ackness this. Too deep to remind Chet of the fleeting blotch that
had | ooked so singularly human. So far, Chet hadn't begun to think in actua
ternms of his rescuer, The Shadow. If he had, he might have realized that this
passing freight could prove useful to The Shadow, too; that the fringe of
dar kness just beyond the Pyrolac buil dings was the place where a cl oaked
passenger would logically swing on board the full train, exactly as Chet had
t aken refuge anong the shunting cars.

THERE were other things for Chet to think about. First, that sabotage job
back in the plant. Knowi ng that he hadn't manipul ated the needler that was in
his safe, Chet recognized that the machi ne nust be a blind; hence his nind
reverted to the idea that the Pyrolac had been doctored during processing.

That theory expl oded itself.

Chet hadn't forgotten Marquette's taunts which included the statenent
t hat
t he Feds had checked the other departments. That being the case, every
shi pment
of lacquer nmust have been the pure stuff when it left the plant. Marquette's
argunents to the contrary, things nust have happened whil e the goods were in
transit.

Why then had it been so necessary to frame Chet?

The gane itself was certainly over. An outside crew would not need to
cover
up, as inside crooks would. Those two factors didn't jibe. The riddle kept
clattering through Chet's brain until at last an answer struck him

Thi s was sonething nore than sabotage. It was whol esal e robbery on a
I avi sh
scal e. Crooks were highjacking Pyrolac, replacing it with messy stuff worth
only
a fraction of the val uable | acquer

Chet knew two things that added up to such an answer. He knew what went
into Pyrolac and he knew that he hadn't needled the finished product. The
| acquer could be adulterated easily enough, but it would be even easier to
f ake
t he whol e thi ng.

Crooks wouldn't even have to learn the secret formula. Al they'd have to
do woul d be to nake a cheap imtation as many conpani es had tried. Stuff that
| ooked and snelled Iike the expensive | acquer woul d pass as an adulteration of
the genuine article, well enough to fool the average investigator

But it wouldn't have fooled Chet, if he'd gained his chance to test it.
That was why the needl er had been planted in Chet's safe, an easy thing,
considering the way he'd let the conbination Iie around. Being the key nan who



could guess the fraud, Chet was the person upon whom suspi ci on necessarily had
to be pl aced!

Wth that, another thought flashed hone.

Chet was riding to his own vindication. This freight train that he'd
grabbed by chance was nore than a neans of escape. Crooks, whoever they were,
woul d have to seize the present |oad of |acquer in order to back the false
bl ame
that they'd placed on Chet. In return for that phony evidence agai nst hinmsel f,
Chet could gain real facts to prove the guilt of his persecutors!

It wouldn't do to stay between these | aden box cars that woul d sonmehow be
crime's target. What Chet wanted was the security of an enpty up ahead, where
he
could get inside and keep watch on whatever happened. So Chet decided to "go
hi gh" and foll ow the running boards along the car tops to reach the vantage
spot
he want ed.

Squirreling the | adder, Chet foll owed the catwal k and cl anbered across to
the car ahead. Continuing past the Pyrol ac consignments, he reached an enpty,
only to find it was a refrigerator car with its swi nging door clanped tightly
shut. So he kept on to a box car, clearing the gap between w thout bothering
to
| ook bel ow.

Hal fway al ong the box car, Chet paused to survey chances for a swi ng down
into the open door. A ticklish proposition, though it m ght be maneuvered if a
sharp curve gave the speeding train a helpful list. Wth that hope, Chet
| ooked
strai ght ahead.

What he saw di scouraged him - and nore.

Over the front edge of the box car came a head, its face obscured by the
vi sor of a cap. But the headpiece didn't hide the glittering revolver that
poi nted straight for Chet. In guessing that crooks were on the job, Chet was
right, but they'd found him instead of the other way about.

Frozen on the toe path, Chet was a perfect target. He could al nbost see
t he
squeeze of the trigger finger that was about to pronounce his doom Above the
clatter of the train cane the horror that Chet expected, the sharp bark of a
gun.

Qdd how the revol ver recoiled, the gunner with it! The thing happened so
suddenly that the marksman was gone before Chet realized that the gun hadn't
spurted flanme. Then cane the startling recognition that the report, itself,
had
spoken fromthe rear of the box car, not the front.

Again, a mysterious rescuer had acted in Chet's behalf. Before Chet could
turn to view the friend in question, that personage identified hinself. From
behi nd Chet came the sanme | augh that Marquette had heard froma factory
wi ndow.

This time it signified arrival, not departure.

The | augh of The Shadow

CHAPTER | V
THE WAY OF RI GAT

FROM t he speed with which The Shadow had cli pped one nurderous gunner, it
seened that crime's thrust was through. Wether the crook at the head end of
t he
car had recogni zed Chet, or sinply classed himas an unwanted rider, was a
matter of conparative uninportance.

The main thing was the way in which The Shadow had di sposed of the



killer.

Clipped by a tinely shot, the crook was down between the box cars, lucky if he
still could manage to clutch a grab iron. Wile Chet, |ooking back, was nore
nmystified than ever, since all he could see was bl ackness.

Quite ready to accept the incredible, Chet felt a surge of confidence.
Things were certainly rallying to his benefit, when an invisible marksman
popped
off enemes in such tinely style. But it was too early to indulge in
congratul ations. As at the Pyrolac plant, one thing was sinply leading to
anot her.

Again a head poked up fromthe car front, the hand with it jabbing a
gunshot as it came. That stab was echoed by another fromthe rear of the car
and
Chet could hear two bullets whine past him A new duel was under way, between
The Shadow and a foe who was prepared to duck every tinme he fired.

A jar of the train lurched Chet forward. Turning his sprawl into a |unge,
Chet reeled for the front of the car and grabbed at the head and arm as they
canme up again. This wasn't the first crook; that fell ow was hanging fromthe
handrail bel ow. Instead, Chet was net by a hard, wiry fighter, who relished
this
type of battl eground.

Hi s arm hooked to the | adder, the thug slashed with his other hand,
gl ancing a gun barrel from Chet's forehead. G oggily, Chet grabbed, and his
fate
was in a balance as tipsy as his lunge. Right then, the thug could have
fini shed
his swng with a close range shot, but the fellow was still thinking of The
Shadow, and didn't want to waste bullets on Chet.

Up cane the gun hand to deliver another nurderous swi ng. The crook's head
was descendi ng as his hand poi sed; he wanted to be bel ow t he edge when he
cleared Chet fromthe deck, with a single sw pe.

A hand was still in sight to serve The Shadow as a target. Tinmed to a
jerk
of the train, the master marksman fired. He clipped the wist below the gun
hand as it started its descent. The sw ngi ng weapon m ssed Chet's head, and
its
owner flopped down between the cars, to jolt the crook who was hanging there.

Two t hugs were thudding the cinders along the right of way, when The
Shadow
arrived to catch Chet as he started a dizzy tunble fromthe car top. Up cane
Chet, half to his feet, his collar clutched by a gloved hand. He heard a
hi ssed
laugh in his ear, a tone of reassurance; then, as though taunting the very nman
that he had rescued, The Shadow gave Chet a long forward pitch that carried
hi m
t hr ough space.

DURI NG what seenmed an everl asting nonment, Chet's hal f-dazed nmind junped
to
concl usi ons. He accepted the obvious; namely, that this black-clad fighter
t hat
he coul dn't see, nust be an eneny like the others. Maybe Chet was an object of
di spute, but both sides seenmed against him Landing all fours on the car
ahead,
Chet took a grip. Then, as The Shadow thunped the toe path beside him Chet
cane
up and around, to punch hard at bl ackness.

It was double trouble for The Shadow.

Up ahead, another thuggi sh marksman was firing qui ck shots which



fortunately were wild. But when The Shadow tried to answer in kind, Chet's
interference ruined his aim Suppressing Chet's blind punches were a job al
its

own, calling for another heave that sent Chet forward to the runway.

Agai n, Chet gripped; this time, The Shadow reached hi m before he coul d
rise. A knee in Chet's back, The Shadow ai ned for a ducking head up front,
t hen
gave a sudden waver, to flatten beside Chet.

It fool ed the dodgi ng thug.

That crook had a real edge on The Shadow, what with the foolish
i nterference Chet supplied. Seeing The Shadow sink, the thug decided to take
better aimand nmake the next shot sure. What he didn't see were the hanging
ropes across the track, announcing the entrance to a tunnel. Nor did he fee
t hose sl appers, because he was bel ow their reach

Such was the reason for The Shadow s sudden drop. He'd seen the hangi ng
nmenace up ahead. He was saving Chet's life again, and his own with it. As for
the tunnel, the thing that really threatened, The Shadow was turning it to his
advantage. It was to prove the next |ifesaver

Loom ng confidently fromthe front of the car, the crook picked the
dar kness that surrounded Chet and ained. He wanted to clip The Shadow for a
start, but the tunnel had first say. Like a nmamoth bl udgeon, an arch of rock
nmet the back of the crook's head and flattened him A nonent |ater, Chet was
eating smoke, anmi d a deafening roar that swept himlike a del uge.

Chet knew then that The Shadow was a friend. He realized, too, why he had
been pitched to the forward car. This was a steel car, with a netal runway
bui | t
like a grille; not the type of strip-board toe path that ran atop a wooden
car.

Hal f groggy, Chet couldn't have kept his grip on the car in back, which was
why
The Shadow had sent hi m forward.

Snmoke vani shed with the roar as the train shot out fromthe tunnel
Coughi ng, choking, Chet needed all the grip that he could give, as the freight
whi pped hard around a curve. d oaking his gun, The Shadow took a clutch on
Chet's arns, to swing himfromthe runway, and Chet offered no resistance. Al
he did was gl ance ahead, to | ook for the menaci ng sharpshooter. But there
wasn' t
anybody up ahead. The tunnel had swept away the woul d-be killer

Strange how The Shadow seened to grip Chet's thoughts along with the
physi cal process. He had Chet's own idea; that of getting placed where he
coul d
learn the outcone of this ride. For Chet was sw nging fromthe high side of
t he
box car as the train still took the curve. Curiously, the sensation was nild
conpared with the things that had gone before. Dangling fromthe side edge of
the car, Chet could feel the space of the open doorway with his feet, as he
| ooked up to see the face of the friend who gripped him

But The Shadow s face was out of sight. Only his hands projected fromthe
car edge as he kept a foothold on the netal toe path. Then The Shadow s hands
let go in perfect timng. Already partly in the open doorway, Chet felt the
car
swing farther toward himas the freight hit the straightaway. He was rolling
on
the car floor, safely inside.

Chet expected The Shadow to join himin that spot of refuge, but there
wer e
other things to be finished while the freight whistled its way al ong the
Jersey
branch line. Three fighters didn't constitute the sumtotal of the crooks on
board this train. Two nore were coming in The Shadow s direction, fromthe



spot
where the tunnel had knocked off No. 3.

LI KE the thick snoke fromthe tunnel, The Shadow dived forward to neet
them as their guns fired just above his head. Chet didn't hear the gunshots,
but he knew that a scuffle had begun, fromthe sounds that thudded al ong the
r oof .

The Shadow was show ng these crooks the way of right, his systembeing to
strew them along the right of way. But in neeting a savage pair in a slugging
fray, he was taking a risk that equaled theirs. This was a time when nmen of
crime were willing to take chances. If they could clout The Shadow off the top
of the steel box car, they'd gladly go al ong.

It was a matter of minutes, in terns of mles, that struggle, with The
Shadow | ocked and reeling with his enenmies. He had an ally, the branch line
itself, for he sensed its curves as he had in Chet's case and used themto
advantage. Half a dozen tines, the lurch of the train threw The Shadow back to
a
| evel he had | ost under the comnbi ned shoves of two nen who were trying to give
himthe death grip.

Then came the curve The Shadow wanted. He twisted hard at the vita
i nst ant
and sent his enemies spinning apart. They cane around with guns and The
Shadow,
whi pping a .45 fromhis cloak, beat the first crook to the shot. Two guns
spoke
toget her, but The Shadow s spurt literally lifted his adversary fromthe car
top
and sent hi m spinning past the open door with a wail that Chet could hear

Barely grazed by the rival bullet that dented the steel beside the toe
path, The Shadow gave a spinning roll. He was just ahead of the other crook's
fire, for bullets had begun to ricochet beside him And then, as The Shadow
cane
face upward, his gun hand lifted, the fingers of his free fist gripping the
metal grille, the clatter of the car wheels slicked into a snmoother tone.

Wthout an instant's hesitation, The Shadow | oosed his hold. Hi s jabbing
gun provided the recoil that slithered himover the car edge, a split second
ahead of the return shot that would surely have drilled himhad he chosen to
remain.

As he went, The Shadow saw his final foeman stagger and knew that the
shot
fromthe .45 had wi nged honme. Wavering on the car top, the crook shrieked
happi | y when he saw The Shadow go. Then, collapsing suddenly, the thug went
flopping as the clatter of the wheels renewed their fornmer heavy cadence.

Sprawiing fromthe car, the staggered crook hit the rock ball ast
headl ong,
the smash conpleting the job that The Shadow s bull et had begun. For the
change
in the song of the car wheels, the renewal of their battering clang, neant
t hat
the train had passed across the bridge that The Shadow recogni zed fromthe
altered tune.

The Shadow hadn't traveled that far along the right of way. He was
show ng
what coul d happen to those who chose the way of right. Fromfar behind the
speeding freight and many feet bel ow, came a resounding splash, as a plunging
formhit the river that passed beneath the branch Iine bridge.

Briefly, grimsilence hovered over the water's darkened surface. The
train,
with Chet Conroy still a passenger, was whistling mournfully for a distant



road
crossing, when a new sound stirred the stream beneath the bridge.

Weird, like a ghostly answer to the fading whistle, yet with a tone as
firm
and strident, came the token of the mghty fighter who had survived battle
unscat hed, to renew his warfare against crine.

That tone was the |laugh of The Shadow, the challenging nmirth that evil
coul d not drown!

CHAPTER V
CROCKED JUNCTI ON

THEY called it Crooked Junction, where the branch line net the main pike.
Chet Conroy had heard the nane nentioned, but he'd never seen the place
bef ore.

Crooked Junction was well naned. Here the branch line followed the river
bend t hrough the rugged New Jersey hills. The single track was picked up by
two
others that had once been the main line, before the Jersey Western built its
fanous cut-off.

From t he doorway of the box car, Chet saw the rusted tracks of the old
mai n
line and mistook themfor sidings. In fact, they were used as such and | ooked
the part. Once those tracks had energed froma tunnel, right into Crooked
Junction. But the tunnel nouth had caved because of disuse and was now a nass
of
fallen earth and rock that forned a natural bunper at the end of the double
si di ng.

The new main line cane in a nmle ahead, crossing the river on a high
| evel
bridge. But the freight halted before it reached the new junction. Again, the
crew horsed her over, and during the reversal Chet heard wheels grind as the
cars veered. A brakenman had dropped off to switch the rear cars onto one of
t he
rusted sidetracks.

Since those rear cars represented the consignnent fromthe Pyrol ac
factory,

Chet decided to stay with them As soon as the train stopped, Chet dropped
of f,

found some sheltering bushes where the old tracks curved toward the solid
hillside, and stowed hinself fromsight while the cars were bei ng uncoupl ed.

The darkness was thick wthout the bushes, but Chet feared that passing
lanterns might betray himif he didn't take to cover. However, the only
lantern
that did pass was a red one, swung by the brakenman who had gone back to pul
t he
pi n.

Then the way freight was jarring forward. Chet saw the refrigerator car
go
past. On the tail of the reefer (note: Reefer is another termfor refrigerator
car, while the hind shack is the caboose - Ed.) was the hind shack with the
antern, and the red eye soon dwi ndled off into the thick darkness. Standing
silent on a siding were the cars that bore the | oad of Pyrolac, but before
stealing toward them Chet took a final | ook ahead to make a sunmary of other
t hi ngs.

The way freight was taking a right swing along a Y to reach the main
['ine.

There were lights along the high bridge and by them Chet could distinguish a



t hrough freight waiting to proceed in the opposite direction. Cbviously, the
| oconotive of the fast freight would back down fromthe high iron as soon as
t he
branch was clear, to pick up the cars that the way freight had left.

So Chet nmoved toward the sidetracked cars, intending to perch between
t hem
|ater. For the present, he preferred the bushes in the gully, for he was quite
sure that Feds would be riding the scoop of the engine when it arrived. Their
job would be to inspect the cars fromthe Pyrolac plant while the hitch was
bei ng nade.

Future precaution proved its present value. Hardly had Chet stowed
hi nmsel f
besi de the tracks, before a light appeared, at the very rear of the siding.
Wth
it cane a runble, nuffled and vague, that couldn't be the sound of a
| oconotive

Staring, Chet Conroy witnessed the incredible.

SMOOTHLY, steadily, the hillside was nmoving up into itself. Literally,
over hangi ng rocks were swall owi ng those that sloped bel ow, though the effect
was
quite the opposite. Rather it seemed that the hillside had begun to yawn,
turning itself into a gul pi ng nout h.

Into that cavern, which was dinmy lighted, ran the two tracks that
ostensi bly ended agai nst the rocky wall that no | onger existed!

| f Chet had known about the old main line and its forgotten tunnel, he'd
have understood the whole thing in a flash. As it was, he grasped the set-up
concl usi vely enough. That hole in the hill was certainly a tunnel that had
| ong
ago been bl ocked.

Since that date, alterations had been nmade, though normally there was
nothing to showit. Cever craftsmen had rigged a false front for the bl ocked
tunnel, a mass of canvas coated with paint and stucco to exactly duplicate the
fallen mass of rock and earth. It was the sinplest sort of canoufl age, that
j ob,

a thing that Chet, a jack at many trades, could easily appreciate.

The rest was equally plain. Behind that screen of imtation debris,
wor ker s
had renmoved the rubbish that it represented. Qutwardly, no change was visible,
until they raised the canoufl agi ng curtain which hoisted through a cleft
wi t hin
t he overhangi ng rocks. Then, like a ghost fromthe past, the old tunnel shook
of f the years and cane to life!

And now, a thing even nore ghostly was manifesting itself. Qut fromthe
tunnel cane a gray shape on wheels, a pint-sized Diesel shifter that nosed to
the I'ine of box cars. Chet saw shady men naking a quick coupling. Snoothly,
rhythm cally, the cars containing the | acquer shipnent started on a new trip,
rearward. That trick shifter was hauling theminto the tunnel

On inpul se, Chet popped fromthe brush and caught a passing grab iron
Doubl ed between two cars he was repeating his original trip, hoping that the
tunnel crew woul dn't spot him Having slipped past the factory watchnen by
this
ruse, Chet had every reason to suppose that it would work again.

Every reason except the nost inportant: The Shadow.

Even yet, Chet didn't realize that the cloaked fighter had paved the way
to
his earlier escape. And Chet's present excursion into the jaws of trouble was
wi t hout benefit of the unique assistance that The Shadow al one coul d provide.

Yet the hand of The Shadow could still be felt. It was behind a thing



t hat
Chet thought was | uck

As the freight cars stopped within the dimMy lit tunnel, nen canme al ong
beside them Still, Chet found time to drop fromhis perch and crouch on the
other side of the cars, close to the tunnel wall. To the past bel onged the
reason why Chet wasn't di scovered

Crooks hadn't the least idea that a stowaway coul d have cone into the
tunnel, because their own acconplices had ridden the way freight in order to
di spose of such unwanted passengers. In w ping out that entire crew, The
Shadow
had established negative evidence to prove that all was well.

Absence of torpedo nen indicated that they had nothing to report. Crooks
took it that their pals had dropped fromthe way freight just short of the
junction.

CROOKED JUNCTI ON

The nane drove hone to Chet Conroy. It was appropriate in nmore ways than
one. Definitely suited to the work that was going on, for Chet was view ng
crooked business on a scale that appalled him A sneak to the end car of the
stolen Iine showed hima nost amazi ng sight.

There were two tracks in this tunnel and on the other stood a string of
freight cars that duplicated the stolen batch. It wasn't a case of haphazard
repl acenent; the cars were the twins of those that had come fromthe Pyrolac
factory.

They were of the same color, bore the sanme names, even the nunbers and
di stinctive markings of the originals. Their doors were bolted, sealed and
stanped in the sane identical fashion! A brawny nan w th beaki sh nose and
lips
that wore a habitual |eer, was studying the two strings of cars. O her nen,
nor e
t huggi sh in appearance, were coning to this husky supervisor and handi ng him
phot ographs that he scanned in sharp-eyed fashion

"A good job," spoke the beak-faced individual. "G ve those seals anot her
check, though, while they're going out."

A voi ce spoke from back between the |ines of cars:

"Ready, Dorgan?"

The brawny man swung his armin answer. The Diesel shifter, uncoupled
from
the stolen cars, swing over on a switch and jarred the duplicate |line, where
t he
men had scranbled to check the bolts and seals. Evidently those matched the
wor k
of Marquette's loading crew, for Dorgan received a prompt O K fromevery car

Then the line of duplicates were shunting out fromthe tunnel. They swung
another switch just within the nouth, which put themon the siding where the
way
freight had left its original |load. Staring ahead, Chet |ooked vainly for the
lights of the main-line |oconotive, only to realize that it could hardly have
begun its mle trip back to the branch sidings.

There woul dn't have been a chance for Chet to ride out with the duplicate
cars and tip off the Feds to this amazing game. He considered a sneak al ong
t he
tunnel wall, but thought it better to wait until the D esel backed in again.
There was sone delay up by the tunnel nouth, a thing that gave Chet various
hopes, until he saw the reason

The shifter wasn't comi ng back. It wasn't necessary. It had stopped
wi t hin
the confines of the tunnel, sinply letting the freight cars coast ahead, to be
braked by nen on board them Men who would sinply scatter in the outside



dar kness, because this tunnel had a mouth no | onger

Coincident with the coasting of the cars, the great curtain had cone down
again, once nore turning the exit into a chunk of hillside that woul d stand
aver age observation by day and cl ose inspection at night. Beyond that screen
unwi tting Feds would find the waiting cars and tally themas the originals
t hat
Mar quette had | oaded and di spat ched!

What whol esal e gyppery this was!

In one swoop, Dorgan had taken over several carloads of expensive, highly
processed Pyrolac, a shipnment valued at thirty thousand dollars, or nore. In
its
pl ace, he'd sent out a |load of gunbo worth I ess than the cans that contained
it,

t hough the stuff would necessarily contain some of the cheaper fluids formng
t he base of Pyrolac, in order that the inposture would carry through

Fake Pyrolac cans, their tops punctured and waxed to nake it |look like a
needl e job! Again, Thorneau and other inmportant custoners would register a
proper conpl aint that Biggs would blane on Chet. As for Marquette, he woul dn't
gain a glimrer of the racket whereby highjackers were acquiring Pyrol ac at
| ess
than ten cents on the dollar!

ONE thing gave Chet grimsatisfaction. Dorgan's men were unbolting the
cars
that they had hi ghjacked, to rempove the stolen | acquer. They were pouring sone
genui ne Pyrol ac into cans of ready-m xed paint, because of its quick-drying
properties. Parading along the |line, Dorgan was di splaying a new collection of
phot ographs, calling off names of railroads, |lists of boxcar nunbers, and
gi vi ng
particular attention to color, as shown in the pictures.

Evidently, this crew had phot ographed the next batch of cars that were to
enter the Pyrolac factory, which was easy enough, considering that those cars
were already waiting in the freight yard. They'd have forty-eight hours to
f ake
this string of stolen cars to match the next batch due at Crooked Junction and
load themwi th a shipnent of the gumy nmess that passed as doctored Pyrol ac.

Those hours would mark Chet's opportunity, which was why he began a
rearward sneak through the tunnel. Figuring the tunnel had another end, he
wanted to get through it and be on his way toward what woul d prove a conplete
vi ndi cati on.

Chet found the other end of the tunnel. The rusted tracks continued out
t hrough and stopped abruptly on the edge of a ravine that no | onger had a
bri dge
across it. Followi ng the rocky brink, Chet found a dirt road that led himto a
paved hi ghway.

A mle along the highway, Chet flagged a |unbering truck and gai ned a
lift.

The driver was friendly and nentioned his destinati on when Chet asked it. The
truck was going to Packensaw, a Jersey town sone twenty mles fromthe Pyrol ac
factory. But that wasn't why Chet decided to go there too. He consi dered
Packensaw attractive for two other reasons.

First, the place had become a boomtown, due to the establishnent of new
i ndustries. As an itinerant worker, Chet could easily escape notice in the
new y-thriving community. Second, Chet happened to know that Packensaw had
first
gai ned industrial inmportance through the efforts of Hunphrey Thorneau, who
l'ived
on the outskirts of the boom town.

Chet wanted freedomuntil he could gain a fair hearing. He was confi dent



t hat Packensaw woul d provide the forner; that Thorneau woul d give himthe
| ater.
Thus Chet's satisfaction was tinged with only one regret.

That regret concerned The Shadow, the intrepid, unknown battler who had
done so much in Chet's behal f. Though he hoped that his cloaked friend had
survived the conflict on the way freight, there was no sensi bl e chance for
Chet
to check on the situation. The Shadow had dropped off the train many miles
before it reached Crooked Junction

CHET' S hopes concerni ng The Shadow were at that nonent being realized by
the cl oaked fighter, himself. Up fromthe river, The Shadow was retracing his
route al ong the branch line, hoping to find and question sonme survivor anong
t he
crew that he had battl ed.

Hearing a sing of the rails behind him The Shadow noved to deeper
dar kness
besi de the right of way, w thout a swish fromhis water-soaked cl oak. The sing
became a clatter and a notorized handcar rattled past, a powerful electric
lantern lighting the rails ahead of it.

Those weren't section hands riding the pop car, though The Shadow | earned
it too late to stop them Their big light was dancing |ike an overgrown
[ ightning bug, when they took the next curve. Instead of inspecting track, the
crew was | ooking for stragglers along the right of way.

Crooks were searching for their kind, whether dead or alive, to gather up
evi dence of crine, along with possible squeal ers. Wich proved to The Shadow
that this gane went deeper than appeared, though as yet he had gai ned no clue
to
the tunnel job that constituted crime's big ace in an actual hole.

The Shadow was still thinking in terns of Chet Conroy. Assuming that Chet
had continued his path to freedom his future career would prove inportant.
However Chet figured as a scapegoat, crooks wouldn't care to have himremain
at
| ar ge.

Though The Shadow had | ost the trail far short of Crooked Junction, he
m ght cross it again, sonewhere beyond. Hi s cal cul ati ons now concerned the
probabl e place, in terms of Chet's likely actions.

One man had shown a reasonable belief in the innocence of Chet Conroy;
one
man anong those who held the conference at the Pyrolac factory. That man was
Hurmphr ey Thorneau and Chet woul d probably remenber it. If so, he would
logically
appeal to Thorneau as a friend.

The Shadow coul d al so visit Thorneau. As his other self, Lanmont Cranston,
The Shadow woul d be nore than wel cone, since Cranston, |ike Thorneau, was a
man
of large investnents who had much at stake in businesses that used products
such
as Pyrolac. By arranging an appointnment with Thorneau in the latter's honme at
Packensaw, The Shadow coul d be on hand if new danger threatened Chet Conroy.

A whi spered | augh stirred the darkness, like a tone of weird prophecy.
The
Shadow had gai ned his answer. Should men of crine again find Chet Conroy, they
woul d neet The Shadow, too!

CHAPTER VI

A MAN S BEST FRI END



FROM the dirty wi ndow of a dingy hotel room Chet Conroy surveyed the
t own
of Packensaw and the hill beyond it. This poor |odging was the best that he
could get, but it suited Chet's circunstance. Bedraggled by his flight, his
finances limted to less than ten dollars that happened to be in his pocket,
Chet preferred surroundi ngs that were cheap, with no questions asked.

It was well into the afternoon, and so far, Chet had acconplished but two
t hi ngs. He'd phoned the Thorneau Brass Wrks and had | earned that Hunphrey
Thorneau was in New York. Thorneau was expected back this evening, but not at
the brass works. He could be reached at his residence, when he returned.

In fact, Chet gained the inpression that Thorneau sel dom bothered to
Vi sit
the brass works, which wasn't surprising. The business was one of his earliest
enterprises that had I ong since dwindled in relative inmportance. Thorneau had
bought up ot her businesses in Packensaw, everything fromwoolen mlls to
brickyards, but his policy was always to unl oad one good asset for sonething
better.

At present, as Chet already knew, Thorneau had been buying into aviation
pl ants, shipyards, and other inportant lines where his ability to get results
could gain its full expression. H's newinterests were scattered far and wi de;
i ndeed, Chet could picture Thorneau snmiling at the present boomin Packensaw,
rating it as very small tine in conparison to the nationwi de speed-up wth
whi ch
Thorneau was so fanmiliar.

It didn't surprise Chet, though, that Thorneau still lived in Packensaw.
The reason was very visible; it stood on the hillside that domi nated the town,
a
manmot h resi dence built of gray stone, surrounded by a | arge estate that
probably rival ed the average baroni al hone.

Chet coul d gauge the size of Thorneau's preserves by the great stone wall
that surrounded the grounds. It ran through woods, up slopes, and out of sight
behind the hill. Thorneau's house, with its huge walls and conical turrets,
was
a veritable castle, in the style of a French chateau. It even had extensive
stabl es and ot her buil dings, including a gatekeeper's | odge.

A gloony old place, perhaps, but Chet was anxious to reach it. The second
thing he'd acconplished woul d hel p hi mwhen he reached his goal. Chet had sent
his suit out to be sponged and pressed, and the job had been well done. Ri ght
now, the wavy mirror in the hotel roomreproduced Chet Conroy in the fashion
of
a gentl eman

Still, Chet would have to reach Thorneau's.

As he pondered on that problem Chet noticed notion at the distant gate
that fronted Thorneau's estate. Two cars were drawi ng aside, each to let the
ot her pass. One was a station wagon, com ng out. The other was an entering
['i mousi ne.

Chet's eyes followed the station wagon, though his mnd was on the |arger
car, for he knew the |inousine nust be bringi ng Thorneau honme. But the chance
way in which Chet's gaze trailed the less inportant vehicle proved nuch to his
advant age. As he watched, Chet saw that the station wagon was not only com ng
i nto Packensaw;, it was taking the very street that |ed past this hotel

FIVE minutes later, Chet had checked out, which wasn't difficult,
considering that he'd paid for his hotel roomin advance. Five nore m nutes,
and
Chet was again a stowaway. This tinme, instead of being on a freight train, he
was huddl ed in the back of a station wagon, parked outside a grocery store.

The chauffeur canme fromthe store, laid sonme packages in the seat in



front

of Chet, and started for Thorneau's. Qut of Packensaw, up the hill, through
t he

gat e unchal | enged. Then the wagon was parked near an anple five-car garage
t hat

was dwarfed by the nore than anple stables close beside it. Wen the
chauffeur's

footsteps faded fromthe gravel, Chet clinbed out.

Apparently the chauffeur had entered the house by a back door that | ooked
like the sally port of an ancient fortress. But it wasn't Chet's plan to use
t he
service entrance. Keeping clear of the gravel, he took a w de detour around
t he
house, benefiting by the early dusk cast by the great boughs of spreading el ns
that flanked the sloping lawn. Striking a flagstone walk that led toward the
castell ated residence, Chet approached the front door in the style of a
visitor
who had been passed by the gatekeeper and various caretakers who patrolled the
spaci ous prem ses.

A liveried servant answered Chet's bold ring. Wen Chet stated that he'd
like to neet M. Thorneau, the servant turned himover to a nild-faced nman,
who
| ooked like a private secretary, which he was. Politely, the secretary
i nqui red:

"You are M. Cranston?"

Prompted to say "yes," Chet did. He was i medi ately conducted through a
tier of magnificently furnished roons to a closed door, where secretary said,
with a departing bow.

"You may enter the study, M. Cranston. | know that M. Thorneau expects

you.

HAND on t he knob, Chet paused until the secretary had turned a corner
Wth
hi s ot her hand, Chet then produced the revolver that he had snatched fromthe
wat chman at the Pyrolac plant. Opening the door, he stepped through, and
sl ammed
the barrier behind him

Thor neau was seated behind a | arge oak desk, signing letters that lay on
the glass top. Hearing the door's thud, he | ooked up. Again, Chet was
i mpressed
by the blunt, deep-eyed visage, with lips that could flicker one of those half
smles that many artists sought so vainly to portray. |Indeed, Thorneau's
manner
was amazing. Not a hair's-breadth did it vary fromhis expression of the
eveni ng
before, when the strain had been Chet's, not Thorneau's.

"CGood afternoon, Conroy," spoke Thorneau, his tone a | ow boom "I did not
expect to see you so soon, or so suddenly.”

Chet stared hard, across the |evel ed gun

"You nmean you expected ne eventual | y?"

"OfF course," replied Thorneau. "That is why | placed watchers about the
grounds. | am surprised that you managed to slip past them Perhaps | was too
casual when |I ordered themsinply to watch out for strangers. | should have
gi ven them your description.”

Chet's gaze was frankly bew | dered, whereat Thorneau's smle increased.
Wth a wave of his hand, the blunt-faced man suggest ed:

"Put the gun away, Conroy. If you ever intended to use it, you would have
done so at the Pyrolac plant last night. Then tell me: why did you nmake those
t hr eat eni ng phone cal | s?"



Putting away his gun, Chet stared so blankly that Thorneau lifted his

heavy
eyebr ows.

"You nmean the calls weren't yours?" queried Thorneau. "Marquette was sure
they were. He is still trying to trace them"

"I get it," spoke Chet, bitterly. "It's all part of the frame. Dorgan, or
whoever is behind him is trying to back up the phony evi dence they pinned on
ne."

Thor neau pi cked the nane fromthe mdst of Chet's harangue. Tilting his
head, the big man inquired:

" Dor gan?"

"That's right," replied Chet. "If you'll listen, M. Thorneau, I'Il tell
you just where and how Dorgan figures - along with the rest.”

Li sten Thorneau did, while Chet told the story. Not know ng that Thorneau
had personally seen The Shadow in action, Chet didn't stress the freight train
fight too strongly. He wanted Thorneau to believe the tale of the canoufl aged
tunnel . Apparently, Thorneau did, though he raised his eyebrows at intervals.
Each of those lifts was Chet's cue to enphasi ze nore credible details, such as
a
description of the Diesel shifter, or Dorgan's comments to the gang.

At the finish, Thorneau folded his hands, and nade his first conment.

"Most amazing, all this,"” he declared, in his firmbasso tone. "But |
bel i eve you, Conroy. Actually, | believe your story because it seenms too
fanciful to be alie. I only wish you had inforned nme sooner."

"That's what | tried to do," said Chet. "But you weren't at the brass
wor ks. "

"I never am" explained Thorneau. "l retain that business, |ike severa
others, purely through sentinent. Yet the brass works and the rest have been
very hel pful lately."

Chet thought that Thorneau was changi ng the subject, but he wasn't. His
remarks were nuch to the point.

"Thi s highjacking that we thought was sabotage," expl ai ned Thorneau
produced an al arnming shortage of Pyrolac in the essential industries with
whi ch
I am connected. Fortunately, we have been able to buy emergency supplies from
such conpani es as the brass works."

"But their quotas can't last indefinitely," declared Chet. "Not if this
hi ghj acki ng conti nues. "

"It won't continue," assured Thorneau. "You have already cracked it,
Conroy. Qur only question is how we should convey your information to

has

Mar quett e.
| doubt that he will believe your story, Conroy."

Before Chet could answer, there was a knock at the door. Thorneau
gestured

for Chet to remain calm Stepping fromthe desk, Thorneau opened the door. The
man outsi de was the chauffeur who had brought Chet in the station wagon.
"Hell o, Thomas," said Thorneau. "I was just going to call you. Have ny
coupe ready outside. | shall neet the next train nyself, if M. Cranston does
not arrive sooner."
"But those threats, sir -

"They were all false," interrupted Thorneau. "Nobody wants to kill nme
after
all. It was nmerely a bluff, Thomas."

Turning as he cl osed the door, Thorneau |ooked inquiringly toward Chet,
as

t hough hopi ng he had some suggestion on the Marquette matter. By then Chet had
one.

"Why don't you call Marquette?" Chet asked. "Tell himyou' ve had a hunch
about those shipnments being wayl aid at Crooked Junction."

Smilingly, Thorneau shook his head. He remarked that it would sound



i mpl ausi ble. So Chet nodified the suggestion.

"Tell Marquette you heard fromne," said Chet. "G ve himthe story just
as
| told it. Let himstage a surprise trip to the tunnel. He won't have to know
where | am until he has found the evidence that clears me. The tunnel ought
to
convi nce Marquette."

FOR the next few minutes, Chet felt that his cause hung in the bal ance.
Hs
deep-set eyes half closed, Thorneau was considering the proposition, and Chet
was wondering whet her Thorneau hinmself was fully convinced. In the sunset that
trickled through the high-built w ndow of the study, Chet watched for doubt to
regi ster upon his new friend s visage. Doubt did show there, neverthel ess Chet
deci ded not to draw his gun

So far Thorneau had trusted him Chet preferred to see it through on
terms
of mutual confidence. Then, when Thorneau did speak, Chet was nore than gl ad
that he'd restrained hinself. Thorneau's doubts were fair enough, but they
didn't include mistrust of Chet.

"I'f I call Marquette too soon,'

decl ared Thorneau, "he mght start for
t he
tunnel before dark, and give hinmself away. But if | wait until dusk, we run
t he
ri sk of having Dorgan and those other crimnals waylay another shipnent of
Pyrol ac. "
"I wish they would," asserted Chet, quite at ease again. "It would clinch
t he proof against them But -"
"But we can't afford to risk another |oss of such a badly needed

product, "
put in Thorneau. "I hope that is what you intended to say, Conroy."

"It wasn't," admitted Chet, bluntly, "but I'll concede the point. \Wat I
was going to say anmounts to the same thing. | was starting to tell you that

there won't be a shipnment of Pyrolac until tonorrow night. That way freight is
only a biweekly."

"Then Dorgan and his crowd won't be there!"

"Probably not, but that ought to make it easier for the Feds to sneak in
and take over. Maybe they should stage it after the inbound freight arrives
from
the main line. It cones in one night, and goes out the next -

Thorneau interrupted with a chuckle. He clapped a hand on Chet's shoul der
and gestured toward the door. Together, they wal ked through the hallway to a
library. By then, Thorneau had deci ded what to do.

"W can't dictate to Marquette," deci ded Thorneau. "The nbst | can do is

wait until after dinner before calling him which will certainly prevent him
fromstarting too soon. I'msorry | can't invite you to dine with me, Conroy,
but | already have guests.

"However, your dinner will be served here, and | shall join you at
intervals, to keep you posted on Marquette's progress. By the end of this
evening, you will be conpletely exonerated, and if Biggs doesn't double your
salary at Pyrolac, | will, by giving you a choice of half a dozen jobs."

Chet rel axed confortably as soon as Thorneau left. He no | onger had any
right to worry. Last night, he'd survived one ordeal, thanks to a tinely
friend,

The Shadow. Today, he'd found a new friend in Hunphrey Thorneau. Friendship
counted a lot, in Chet's estinate.

The next few hours were to change that opinion. In counting on his
friends,

Chet was forgetting that he still had enem es. They had thrown suspicion upon



Chet before and they could do it again, to a point where Chet couldn't expect
ei t her The Shadow or Thorneau to believe in his integrity.

The tinme was conmi ng when Chet Conroy woul d decide that a man's best
friend
was hinsel f. Once nore he would be on his own, taking a course that woul d
prom se sw ft disaster

CHAPTER VI |
THE VI CTI M VANI SHES

THE el aborate di nner that was served Chet in the library nust have
mat ched
the fare in the dining room for between the courses, Thorneau cane in to hold
brief conversation. On his second visit, Thorneau stated that he'd contacted
Marquette and had given himthe facts about the highjacking. By that time it
was
quite dark outdoors.

About an hour after dinner, Thorneau again rejoi ned Chet and conducted
hi m
to the study. There Thorneau conpared his watch with a desk cl ock and
expressed
a new convi ction

"“Marquette should have reached the tunnel by this time," declared
Thor neau.
"I amsure we shall hear fromhimw thin half an hour. You can stay here to
answer the call, Conroy."

"But |1'm not supposed to be here!" exclaimed Chet. "You surely didn't
tel
Mar quette -"

"OfF course not," interposed Thorneau, with a smile. "Wen he phones, just
say that you're ny secretary, and take the nmessage. |'ll have to | eave before

then to nmeet Cranston. His train arrives in half an hour."

VWho Cranston was, Chet didn't inquire, because he didn't consider it
i nportant. Chet sinply knew that Thorneau's coupe was waiting outside, and
t hat
Thorneau woul d have to tear hinself away fromhis guests within the next
hal f-hour. Left al one again, Chet kept counting the mnutes expectantly, unti
fifteen of them had passed.

Then the phone bell rang.

It was Marquette, all right, and he didn't recognize the disguised tone
t hat Chet used, which was fortunate. Taking Chet to be the secretary,

Mar quett e
put a blunt demand. He wanted to know i f Thorneau had heard anything nore from
Chet Conroy. To which Chet bluffly replied that he didn't think so.

"That's good," gruffed Marquette. "At least it's good for M. Thorneau
Tell himto sit tight for another ten minutes, until my nmen get there. If
Conr oy
is around, we'll grab him™

"Grab Conroy?" queried Chet, unbelieving.

"That's right," snapped Marquette. "That yarn of his was phony. Tell M.
Thorneau we went to the tunnel and found just what was supposed to be there, a
cave-in. There weren't any repainted freight cars, no Diesel swtcher, not
even
any tracks."

"But why did Conroy call M. Thorneau?"

"That's easy enough to guess," replied Marquette, as though expecting the
surprised tone of the question. "He wanted to nmake sure that M. Thorneau was
at



hone. And the answer to that one is that Conroy is going through with his
deat h
threat. Only we won't let him™"

The tel ephone sagged from Chet's nunmbed hand. Qut of a whirl of thoughts
cane the real answer to the tunnel situation. He'd missed the right guess,
Chet
had. Dorgan's crew were through w th highjacking Pyrolac. They had to be,
because they wouldn't have Chet as the goat for future jobs. Last night had
really been the | ast.

The repaint job was the fooler

It wasn't being done to switch another |acquer shipnent. Crooks were

sinply
fixing those extra cars to put them back into circulation. Naturally, they
couldn't send out enpties that were duplicates of the faked cars still in

transit. So they'd painted themw th different nanes and nunbers, probably to
repl ace the original cars that they'd pressed into service several weeks
bef ore.

Toni ght, at dusk, the Diesel had probably shoved those cars to the main
line to join a string of other enpties. Returning to the tunnel, the conpact
swi tcher had been dismantled and taken away along with a few remaini ng tracks.
The rock-painted curtain was al so a portable proposition, and a real cave-in
simply a matter of knocking | oose a few supporting props.

VO CES reached Chet's ears. They were outside the house, the tones of
Thorneau and sonme friends. About to start for the station, Thorneau was
wonderi ng where he'd left his car keys. Chet could hear the real secretary
sayi ng they nust be in the coupe, since the chauffeur had brought it fromthe
garage. But Thorneau said he'd stop in the study first, to see if they were
there.

It was nice of Thorneau. Actually, he wanted to stop by and learn if Chet
had heard from Marquette. Chet's hand went to his pocket and tightened on the
borrowed gun; then, nunmbly, his grip relaxed. H s |ast vestige of innocence
woul d be gone, if he even drew the weapon. To threaten a friend |like Thorneau
woul d be bad enough, but Chet would be letting down an even better friend -
hi nmsel f.

Flight was the only course and there was an easy way to nake it. Spurred
to
action, Chet hurried fromthe study, stepped into the library when Thorneau
appeared, and then kept on his way. Reaching a side door, he saw Thorneau's
car
parked where the chauffeur had left it. On the chance that the key was
actual ly
inthe ignition | ock, Chet nade a dash

The key was there. Chet was turning it when he heard shouts fromthe
grounds. Men were appearing, brought by the sounds of Chet's mad race across
t he
noi sy gravel. But Chet didn't wait to exchange courtesies. Kicking the
starter,
he sl apped the car into gear, and was away.

Headl i ghts gl aring, Chet whizzed down the driveway and through the gates.
He saw t he gat ekeeper dart back into his house. The man had started to give a
wave of salute, thinking that Thorneau was in the car, only to find that it
wasn't safe to stay anywhere near the coupe's path. Chet gave a | augh
nervous,
despite its mechanical tone.

He was in the clear again, on his own, even though he didn't want to be.
Thor neau bel onged to the past, just |ike The Shadow. Both were friends in need
whil e Chet needed them but he'd be his own friend in the future. Al he
want ed



was a road where he could make speed in this borrowed car. If anybody tried to
stop him he'd use his borrowed gun

A car was coming in Chet's direction. He saw a road to the right and
swerved. As he did, he whipped between two pairs of headlights that seened
focused ready to receive him Even before Chet could pass them those two
machi nes were in notion, speeding on his trail

The Feds!

So Chet thought as he jabbed the accel erator pedal. Then, as the coupe
fairly hopped across the rough surface of a railroad crossing, Chet saw the
lights of a station, and a new thought seized him

This was the road that Thorneau woul d have taken to neet his friend
Cranston. The car in which Chet rode was Thorneau's due at this very tine. The
Feds di spatched by Marquette coul dn't have foreseen that Chet would be taking
flight in Thorneau's car. Therefore those pursuers couldn't be Feds.

They were nmen of Dorgan's breed!

It was adding up just like the mileage on the speedoneter. Crooks had
framed Chet and backed their game with death threats, against Thorneau. What
could be smarter than to go through with those threats to clinch the business
further?

To finish Thorneau would nean a nmurder rap for Chet. That was the next
crime on the book. There was grim solace in the fact that crooks were gumm ng
their own ganme, by going after the very man they were trying to blame for
their
own m sdeeds. Still, crooks could turn it to their own advantage.

@uns were chattering fromthe cars behind. If those shots found Chet,

what

difference would it nake? He was driving a stolen car and therefore fair gane
for anyone. Should he be wecked and killed, his name would still be

bl em shed.

If the crooks were blaned for the kill, public opinion would class them as

friends of the notorious Chet Conroy, who had turned agai nst himthrough sone
m sunder st andi ng.

That guess was hal fway right. As Chet swung a curve, the rattle of guns
ended, and he saw the pursuing cars veer to a side road. After that glance in
the mrror, Chet saw sonething else. New cars were starting to the chase,
com ng
froma building by the roadside.

The State police!

TH' S was one of their stations. That was why the crooks had quit the
chase.

They' d done enough to scare the wits out of Thorneau - or what they thought to
be Thorneau in his coupe - and make the death threat pass as real. Hearing
shots, seeing a wild-riding car, the cops were naturally picking up the trail.
By the time Thorneau stopped to explain things, the crooks would be far away.

But Chet wasn't Thorneau, and he couldn't stop at all. Already a fugitive
fromjustice, he was determ ned to remain such, until he found vindication or
deat h.

Wthin three mles, the State police were overhauling the coupe. Wth
bull ets stinging the road behind him Chet took a wild veer fromthe turnpike.
He hit the dirt of an old road and bounced. He thought he was going to bounce
right over the rail fence by the roadside, but he didn't. Instead, the coupe
split the fence to tinder, |anded upside down, and began a |ong, |eaping rol
down a hillside that resenbled a ravine. Dully, Chet heard the final crash.

FUNNY, that the smash should seem so far away. (Odd, too, that the
flashlights were going past Chet, instead of stopping around him Maybe this
was



what it was like to be dead. You just stayed wherever you were killed, and
your
body kept on goi ng.

Up above, another car was stopping on the dirt road. Its lights snuffed
out
and | eft blackness. Maybe that neant that Chet's eyes had ceased to function
Horrified, he stared bel ow, and saw the flashlights, deep in the gully.

Then voices. The cops were talking it over. The wecked car was enpty,
whi ch nmeant that its driver had dropped out of it. Those turret tops were
t ough,
but doors weren't. They ought to make them stronger. But that wasn't the
busi ness of the State police. Their job was to find the guy who had been doi ng
t he shooti ng.

The guy in question was starting a crawl. Nunbly, Chet realized he was
still alive, somewhere on the rocky slope. Al the while, he could hear the
chatter of the State police, divided between hinself and Thorneau's car
They' d
find the guy and have the weck towed to a junkyard. Only if Chet could keep
on
goi ng, they would not find the guy.

A weird | augh hissed close to Chet's ear. CGhostly mirth that literally
nunbed him A whispered tone spoke his name; nechanically, Chet answered.
Funny,
the way his friends kept noving in a circle. First The Shadow, next Thorneau
then Chet hinself. And now The Shadow, begi nning the cycle all over again.

That car he'd net just before the crooks spotted him The Shadow nust
have
been its driver. He'd trailed along, ready to pick up what was |left of Chet,
after the crooks and cops were through with him There was plenty |eft of
Chet,

t hough he was very, very dazed. He let The Shadow lift himto his feet and

st eer

himinto bl ackness, by the easiest route, which was downward, away fromthose
flashlights com ng up the sl ope.

More cars were arriving on the scene, anong them a |inousine bringing
Hurmphrey Thorneau. C anbering up the hill after a futile hunt, the State
patrol men recogni zed Thorneau and | earned that the wecked car bel onged to
hi m
When Thorneau added that its driver was Chet Conroy, the police decided to
renew
the search along the hillside, this time in earnest.

"I want Conroy found," asserted Thorneau. Then, to make his reason plain,
he added: "He may be innocent of that sabotage charge. Gve hima chance to

surrender if you find himalive. |I can't understand why he stole ny car and
fled, unless he has a persecution conplex."
"Speaki ng of your car, M. Thorneau," put in a patrolman, "l'd say it

bel onged to a junkyard, one hundred percent."
"Then summon a wrecker," said Thorneau. "He can send ne a sal vage
st at enent
later. If you will excuse ne, | nust return to the station, to nmeet a friend."
A qui et voice spoke from Thorneau's el bow. He turned to see the friend he
expected: Lanont Cranston. Thorneau was nore than puzzled; he was baffled. Nor
did the cryptic smle on Cranston's hawki sh face enlighten him Then, with an
idle gesture, Cranston indicated a speedy roadster, parked near the remains of
the fence
"l drove out fromtown,'

Cranston expl ai ned. "The chase started, just as
I
was coming up your road. So | followed along and arrived here after the crash.
Suppose we hel p search for this man Conroy."

The search was a long one. It continued until after the wecking car



arrived along a rough road through the gully and towed away the no-door coupe
that had once been Thorneau's pride. By then, Feds were on the scene, and
their
i nformation silenced Thorneau's protests concerning Chet's innocence.

Even Cranston's testinony regarding other cars, was valued at zero m nus.
The Feds clainmed that Chet must have called upon a cover-up crew, consisting
of
uni dentified acconplices. In snatching Thorneau's car, he'd run into his own
trap, only to shake it and encounter the State police instead. So the thing to
do was find Chet Conroy, since he couldn't be far away.

Wth the slope scoured, the hunt noved to the gully, but still Chet
wasn' t
found, much to the nystification of the State police, who swore that the
fugitive couldn't possibly have slipped through the cordon they established.
The
only answer to that nystery was provided by Lanmont Cranston, when he returned
to
his roadster, to drive it to Thorneau's castle.

Al one, Cranston expressed his opinion of the riddle that concerned a
vani shed victi mnamed Chet Conroy. Fromthe |lips of Lanbnt Cranston cane the
whi spered | augh of The Shadow

CHAPTER VI I'|
CHET FINDS A JOB

WHEN he opened his eyes, Chet Conroy wondered what was happening at the
Pyrolac plant. It was broad daylight and a fearful clatter was going on
out si de
his window. Only it wasn't his wi ndow as Chet |earned when he sat up, and felt
his thickly bandaged head.

Chet was on a cot, and the wi ndow reveal ed a scene that certainly wasn't
the Pyrolac yard. Such a ness of junk was sonething that Chet could hardly
have
pi ctured. He was | ooking at a mountain of it: tin cans, old farm ng
i mpl erment s,
battered garbage cans, fenders and bodies of autompobiles. As if the pile
needed
nore of such useless stuff, a big truck was unl oadi ng an additional supply,
whi ch accounted for the clatter

Chet stared until the glitter of the sunlight made hi mblink. He was
rubbi ng his hand across his eyes, to offset the glare of the reflected netal
when a girl's voice spoke from his shoul der

"Feeling better?"

The voice couldn't possibly be wong. It was so friendly, so genuine, and
wi thal so assured, that Chet could actually picture the girl while he was
turning to l ook at her. She belonged to the voice; that was apparent at a
gl ance, the sane glance that told Chet he was right.

A rounded face, that snmled with its eyebrows instead of its lips. Not
t hat
anything was wong with those lips. They could probably smle too, if they
want ed, but they were occupied in speaking a casual question. As for the nose
between the snmiling eyebrows and the straight lips, it was shapely and a
trifle
saucy. Just as it should be.

VWet her the girl was blonde or brunette, Chet didn't care. Her eyes
didn't
provide the answer; they were a hazel-gray that could have gone with either
type. Wen Chet saw those eyes, they held him He tried to say sonething, so



t he

girl would speak again in that tone that made the word contralto nmean
sormet hi ng.

ohserving that Chet didn't know what to say, the girl said it for him

"I"'mJoan Merrick," she announced, by way of introduction, "and you're
Chet
Conroy. |'ve been readi ng about you, half the norning. You were front-page
news
yest erday, but you only had a single colum. Now you've doubl ed your space and
you carry into the want ads."

Chet gave a feeble grin. The nention of the want ads produced it. He was
wanted all right, but sonehow the humor of the thing took all the worry from
hi m

"So I'min the want ads," said Chet. "I'd be in the conmics next."

"You're there already," declared Joan, "judging by the picture on the
front
page. Only it doesn't |ook Iike you, or maybe | should say you don't |ook like
it."

She handed Chet the newspaper. The picture was an ol d one taken five
years
ago for the year book at Chet's engineering school. Joan was right; he didn't
mat ch t he phot ogr aph

"Lost and found," remarked the girl. "That's really your departnent, M.
Conroy. Lost last night, found this norning, only we aren't advertising our
hal f
of the story."

Chet took another | ook fromthe wi ndow and asked:

"How did | get here?"

"You were a tow job," replied Joan. "You canme along instead of a couple
of
doors that are still ow ng us, before we can give M. Thorneau an appraisal of
what's left of his deluxe coupe. But we won't include you in the list. Wen
peopl e | eave people lying around in wecked cars, that's their business, not
ours."

So that was it!

QUT of a very black cloud, things straightened for Chet. He renenbered
The
Shadow st eering himdown the slope; after that, everything had been very
vague.

No wonder the newspaper tal ked of a man hunt that had ended in a nysterious
di sappear ance.

The Shadow had put Chet in the one place where nobody would | ook for him
the wrecked car that had narked the starting place of the search. Fromthen
on,

The Shadow had | eft Chet in the hands of fate and Merrick's Junkyard, for from
t he wi ndow Chet could see a big sign that naned his present |ocation

I nasmuch as the spirit of the junkyard happened to be Joan Merrick, Chet
gave the girl another inquiring gaze.

"What should | do next?" he said. "G ve nyself up?"

"I f everybody who works here did," replied Joan, very calmy, "we m ght
not
have anybody left to run the place. Sorting junk is better than cracking rock
whi ch neans that if you want a job, we have one for you. Provided that you
prefer this place to a penitentiary. Some people do."

"Il take the job."

BY m d afternoon, Chet was wadi ng through the heaps of junk, sorting



various itens according to Joan's orders. The girl had assigned himto a

sect or

where he was quite alone, and Chet could think of no better hideaway than
this.

It was certainly better than a rock pile, a termwhich meant nore than prison
to

Chet Conroy.

There was a rock pile back at the mouth of a tunnel near Crooked
Juncti on.

To the world, that debris was evidence that Chet Conroy had |ied to Hunmphrey
Thorneau. But Chet regarded it as evidence agai nst a gang of crooks who had
outwitted himalong with the law. The |onger he stayed free, the nore chance
he

woul d have of proving he was right.

Whet her or not Thorneau was still his friend, Chet did not know, but he
definitely doubted it. On the contrary, Chet knew that he had retained one
friend in The Shadow. O herwi se he wouldn't be sorting scrap in Merrick's
Junkyard. Whatever Chet's destiny, it seened that The Shadow was taking a
maj or
part in shaping it.

There was anot her el ement which seenmed to donminate Chet's present life;
nanely, dusk. It was grow ng dark when he heard footsteps behind hinm turning
qui ckly, Chet prepared to dive fromsight beyond a junk pile. He didn't
recogni ze the person who approached, until she spoke. The arrival was Joan
Merrick.

Attired in oversized slacks and flannel shirt, the girl |ooked like a
j unkyard worker. She was wearing a | ongpeaked cap which added to the illusion
i ndeed, the cap rem nded Chet too nuch of the headgear favored by those thugs
who had ridden the way freight until The Shadow bl asted them of f.

Joan | aughed lightly when she saw Chet halt. Realizing that the cap had
startled him she took it off. Fluffing in the last rays of sunlight, her hair
took the tint of burnished copper. The question of blonde and brunette was
settled with a doubl e negative. Joan Merrick was a redhead.

The auburn hair fitted Joan's peppery disposition, but it seemed that she
had merely a dash of both. The girl's voice was nodul ated when she i nf or ned
Chet
that it was safe for himto return to the junkyard shack. As they wal ked al ong
toget her, Chet noted that Joan's hair lost its coppery hue away fromthe
sunlight, much as her manner sobered.

"I"mgoing to introduce you to ny father,’
though. 1'd rather give you a title."

i nfornmed Joan. "Not by nane,

"That will help," agreed Chet. "Just tell himl'mthe new technician."
"The new technici an?"
"I mean it." Chet's tone was serious, too. "I can do wonders with this

junkyard, Joan. It's foolish to go picking through for odds and ends. 1'd like
to organize it."

"But how?"

"Li ke an industrial plant. O better still, a mining operation. That's
what
it is, in a sense. You have a mountain |load of raw materials awaiting
scientific
treatment. You' ve got a large yard here, with about a dozen workers. 1'd like
to
handl e the job."

Joan's eyes sparkled as she stopped to study Chet nore closely. His
ent husi asm i npressed her nore favorably than ever. Then

"You don't have to answer this question, Chet," said Joan, quite frankly.
"But 1'd like to ask if that tunnel story was true."

"I't was," replied Chet, "but the newspapers told less than half of it. If
the Feds will act on the information | gave to Thorneau, |I'Il be cleared of



al l
charges, very soon."

Joan's eyebrows lifted in further query.

"For one thing," explained Chet, "I |learned the nane of the man who was
handl i ng the tunnel job. Naturally, the Feds haven't nade it public. They've
shown sense in keeping it quiet -"

"And you can do the sane," interposed Joan, as Chet showed nonentary
hesitation. "I've already told you that we don't mention nanes here. W don't
want to assume the responsibility. "

Chet deci ded not to name Dorgan. Apparently it wouldn't be in keeping
with
the local policy, though it did strike Chet as odd that the junkyard crew al
seened to be so secretive. Here, Chet had been given refuge while he
strai ghtened his own affairs, so he wasn't one to question the status of
ot hers.

If he naned the nman he wanted to find and the person in question |earned of
Chet's secret hunt, the fact could reflect on the junkyard personnel. By not
nam ng Dorgan, Chet was keeping his business to hinmself; should any slip
occur,

Joan coul d not possibly be responsible. Joan didn't have to state such facts.
Chet under st ood.

JOAN st opped Chet again, outside the junkyard shack. Wrkers were coning
fromthe door, rough-Iooking fellows, but pleasant enough. Wat pleased them
was
the noney they were counting, for this was pay day at the junkyard. \Wen the
| ast had left, Joan conducted Chet into the shack. There, Chet Conroy mnet
James
Merrick. The girl introduced her father by name, but sinply termed Chet the
new
t echni ci an.

Chet had expected Merrick to be a knowing sort of person, like his
daughter. He'd al so pictured the junkyard proprietor as a man of brawn. On
bot h
counts, Chet encountered the opposite.

Merrick was a thin, frail man of the very old school. O d enough, it
seened, to be Joan's grandfather. He was dated by his Vandyke beard and
horn-ri mmed spectacles. H's handshake was the sort that belonged in
m d- Vi ctorian drawi ng room Wen he spoke, Merrick delivered a weak tone, and
his smle was both vague and vapid. Only his tired eyes showed a brief play of
life, explained by his words.

"Ah! A technician!" Merrick was quite pleased. "Ah, times are changing

and

we nust keep up with them Qurs is an old established business" - Merrick
waved

a thin hand toward the junkyard - "but we cannot afford to be too

conservative."

"That's right, dad," agreed Joan. "And now it's tine to go over to the
mansion. Dinner will be ready soon."

Bowi ng politely to Chet, Merrick made his exit. Chet saw himcross the
junkyard to a house that was | arger than the shack, though nore dil api dat ed.
Al
the way, Merrick linped, |eaning heavily on a stout cane he carried. Nor was
hi s
eyesi ght good, for he paused at intervals to feel the path with the cane.

"I know what you're thinking," said Joan to Chet. "If dad could see
better,
he'd know that our rickety house wasn't any mansion."

"On the contrary," expressed Chet frankly, "I was thinking just the



opposite. His inagination wuld outmatch his eyes.”
"You're a truthful chap,"” comended Joan. "Still you have a nice way of
sayi ng that you know i nsanity when you see it."
"I"'mnot criticizing anyone's inmagination," returned Chet. "Not while
know | saw a tunnel where everybody swears that there was only a |landslide."
It was the bluntness of Chet's statenment rather than its hunor that won
Joan completely. On sudden inpulse, the girl stepped to a battered desk,
opened
a bottom drawer and brought out a yell owed sheet of witing paper. To Chet,
she
sai d:
"This is why | didn't introduce you to ny father, at |east not by nane."
Chet read the letterhead on the old sheet of stationery. It was printed
in
a type style that | ooked forty years ol d:

MERRI CK & THORNEAU
MAKERS OF FI NE BRASS
"Yes, they were partners,” asserted Joan, "until - well, until dad becane
ill, which was a long while ago. Then" - again, the girl hesitated - "well,
dad
just sold out everything."

"To Thor neau?"
"Not exactly. Actually, Thorneau saw dad through his hardest tines. Ever
since, dad has been synpathetic toward anyone in trouble, which applies to

you.
Only it wouldn't apply, if my father Iinked you with those death threats
agai nst

hi s benefactor, Hunphrey Thorneau."

Chet saw the logic in Joan's argunment and nodded, and al so a reason for
t he
strange junkyard personnel. The girl continued with her thene.

"Thorneau wasn't very wealthy when he took over the brass business," said
Joan. "He made his real fortune later. He bought brickyards, mills, other
property in Packensaw. But he's sold about everything he owned here, except
t he
brass works and the old arsenal where he |ived."

Joan's description of Thorneau's castell ated residence produced a smle
fromChet until he realized that it wasn't a jest.

"The house really was an arsenal," explained Joan. "It belonged to an
ammuni ti on works that Thorneau bought. O course, Thorneau tried to help dad
al ong in business, too, but" - she gestured toward the junkyard - "this is al

that's left of the things dad started."

A CAR was drawing into the junkyard. Joan notioned Chet from sight while
she went to the door. The car was Thorneau's |inousine and a minute |ater
Chet
saw the man hinself chatting affably with Joan at the entrance to the shack
Thor neau was aski ng about his wecked coupe, and when he | earned that the
doors
were m ssing, he said he'd see that they were sent along to conplete the junk
val uati on.

Wth Thorneau was anot her man, who could only be Cranston, the visitor
who
had arrived the night before. Noting Cranston's calm imobile face, Chet was
i npressed by the man's appearance. So much so that he forgot that he was in
hiding until he noted Cranston's eyes fixed in his direction. Quickly, Chet
slid



farther behind the corner where Joan had placed him

Then both were gone, Thorneau and Cranston, and with their departure Chet
felt safe again, so safe that he wondered why he'd worried. Thorneau hadn't
even
nmentioned Chet and Cranston had never met him so could not have recogni zed
hi m
I ndeed, there had been sonmething in Cranston's gaze that made Chet consider
hi m
a friend.

At that thought, Chet Conroy sml ed.

He' d been thinking of soneone else at the time he was watching Cranston.
Soneone whose path shoul d have crossed Chet's again tonight, but hadn't.

Chet was thinking of a real friend called The Shadow

CHAPTER | X
THE BLACK TRAI L

TEN days had passed.

They were busy days for Chet Conroy, in his new capacity of technician at
Merrick's Junkyard. Already the first of Chet's inprovements was in operation
in
the formof a stanping machine that he affectionately called the Pounder. The
thing | ooked like a pile driver and it lived up to its title.

On the platformof an old trailer, Chet had nounted a steel rod that had
once been part of an elevator plunger. The rod ran through a huge casting
shaped
like a horseshoe, which was fitted to inprovised swi vels. Thus the pounding
i ron
could be swung fromvertical to horizontal in order to change the stanping
pl ates. These were sinply flat squares of nmetal that needed occasi ona
repl acenent. Powered by a belt line connected with an old truck notor, the
Pounder was constantly mashing metal fromthe junkyard, thus putting the
material in a formthat enabl ed quick sale.

So far, nobody seened to know or care who the new technician was. Chet
scarcely resenbl ed his newspaper photograph and a stubbly beard further hid
hi s
identity. Though Chet was doi ng sone chenical research, he kept such work
under
cover, using the back room of the shack as his tenporary |ab

Only Joan knew of Chet's side line. On this particular afternoon, she was
wat chi ng Chet prepare his |aboratory equipnent. He was stating that he could
manuf act ure poi son gas or high expl osives fromingredients at hand, when Joan
i ntervened.

"Better try something el se

the girl suggested. "W don't want to bl ow
t he
roof off this shack. What about Pyrolac?"

"I could beat the gummy stuff those crooks shipped out," decl ared Chet
"Needl ed | acquer! If those fools at the plant had only let me go through with
a
test!"

Joan nodded synpathetically. She realized that Chet's chance of
vi ndi cati on
had dwi ndl ed. Hi s theory had been rejected because of the evidence agai nst
hi m
So to change the subject, Joan remarked that the Pounder had stopped. She
suggested that they go outdoors and find what m ght be wong with Chet's new
pet .

Not hi ng was wong, except that the Pounder had mashed all the junk



consigned to it and the workers were uncovering a new batch of cans. Chet eyed
the fresh material with a practiced eye; then experienced a sudden nental

jolt.

Though the others didn't recogni ze these gallon cans, Chet had handl ed so many
that he recogni zed them speedily.

These cans, recently dunped in an obscure corner, had once contai ned
Pyr ol ac!

Could it be that Merrick's Junkyard was |inked with the black market?

Si nce

these were only a fraction of the stolen total, they might be the cans that
Dorgan and his crooked crew had used in repainting the freight cars! There was
much nore to this than Chet had at first inmagi ned!

"Better let this lot wait," Chet told the nen around him "C ear up that
big pile over by the creek. W'll start it through the Pounder as fast as you
bring it in."

Joan didn't realize what was going through Chet's m nd. Wen Chet asked
who
had brought in the | atest |oads of junk, Joan sinply replied that her father
handl ed all negotiations with truckers. Chet remarked that nore junk would
soon
be needed, so the girl went to find her father, while Chet continued over to
t he
creek.

BY the time Merrick and Joan arrived, a new find was under way. In
shoveling up the old cans, the workers cane to the ruined foundations of an
old

mll. There, the spades encountered a springy material and the shout went up
that they had struck a real bonanza in the shape of old autonobile tires
poki ng

up through the debris!

Merrick arrived in the mdst of the excitenent. Leaning on his cane, he
stroked his beard and smil ed.

"I remenber!" exclained Merrick. "After the old mll burned, I went into
the tire business. | bought a secondhand stock that nobody el se wanted. | had
to
dunp it somewhere"” - Merrick's smle brightened, as though recalling a stroke
of
genius - "so | used this old cellar, which wasn't good for anything else!"

"A whole cellar full of rubber,"” enthused Chet. "I'll construct a vat to
reprocess it and -"

Chet halted suddenly, remenbering that it wouldn't be good policy to
identify hinmself as a chemist. Joan understood and gave a gesture toward the
shack.

"Take a | ook at the evening paper,"” said the girl, "and you'll find it
isn't easy to reprocess rubber. The United Recovery Co. is having a | ot of
trouble with the rubber it reclains.”

A sudden interest seized Chet. He decided to | ook at the newspaper, so he
went to the shack with Joan, leaving Merrick to instruct the men at the junk
pile. After reading the news that Joan nentioned, Chet gave a gri m but
sati sfied
nod.

"Lack of quality in reprocessed rubber," asserted Chet. "Those brains
behi nd the bl ack market are at work again, Joan. Pyrolac had its troubles; now
United Recovery is in for a simlar deal."

"Then you may be vindicated!" exclainmed Joan. "Surely no one can suspect
you of this, Chet!"

"I"'d like to get to the bottomof it," Chet decided. "Tell me, do any of
the local truckers haul old rubber to the United plant?"



"They haul nost anything," Joan replied. "Dad says a big Alliance truck

wi || be dunmping some junk this evening. You might ask the driver if he wants
to
haul away those old tires and sell themto United Recovery."

“I"ll think it over," decided Chet. "At present, | want to |learn nore
about

this funny business at United Recovery."

There was nuch for Chet to think about. What had started out to be a
sinmpl e
fram ng job on him to make himthe goat for a robbery, grew bigger and bigger
as it went along. Now, with United Recovery in a simlar position, Chet was
sure
that he was not the only one involved. It |ooked bigger than ever - whatever
it
was, whether a bl ack market schene, or sonething even nore involved. He made
up
his mind that he would find out, one way or another

| F Chet Conroy had still been as wel cone at Thorneau's mansi on as he was
at
Merrick's Junkyard, he m ght have gotten a firsthand picture of the
reprocessed
rubber situation. At that noment, Hunphrey Thorneau was seated behind his
desk,
drawi ng the ends of a thin sheet of rubber. Stretched to half its proper
extent,

t he rubber broke into irregular tatters.

"That's what United Recovery calls reprocessed rubber!" boomed Thorneau
"l
termit an inferior chewi ng gum™

Vic Marquette picked up the ruined pieces, exam ned them and handed t he
exhibits to Lamont Cranston. OF |late, both Marquette and Cranston had been
frequent visitors at Thorneau's residence.

"The Pyrol ac business all over again,'
i nsi de
job, but the saboteurs are getting smarter."

"There's sonet hing deeper," argued Thorneau. "The bl ack market nay be
behind this game, clearing the way to peddle its illegal products. Cranston
can
bear ne out on that point. For instance, we both have interests in essential
i ndustries that need recl ai ned rubber, just as they required | acquer

"I'n ny case, nmy own brass works hel ped ne out with |lacquer, but it took
about fifty other little concerns to fill everybody's needs while Pyrolac was
bottl e-necked. And now we're paying prem um prices on reclainmed rubber that
United Recovery ought to deliver, but doesn't.”

Conpl eting his assertions, Thorneau turned to Cranston for corroboration
Though Cranston's expression gave silent assent to all that Thorneau said, he
was unabl e to speak before Marquette intervened.

"You're getting ahead of the story,"” insisted Marquette. "We'll handl e

decl ared Marquette. "Another

t he
bl ack market angle when we cone to it. For the present, let's stick to the
situation at United Recovery."

Mar quette brought out a pile of report sheets that included diagranms. He
showed how United Recovery received its shipnents of old rubber by freight.
Long
trains pulled into a shed beside the factory to unload old tires and ot her
anci ent rubber goods in dozen carload |lots. The ever-accunul ating stock pile
was
pl aced i nmedi ately in a vast storage roomfromwhich it went through the



reprocessi ng machi nery. Marquette tal ked of inmense vats, bubbling with a
solution of caustic soda; he described giant rollers that pressed out sheets
of

rejuvenated rubber in strips a mle |ong.

"I't looks right when it cones out," explained the Fed. "They test it and
they ship it. But it's no good when the customers get it."

Thorneau gave a |l augh that wasn't hunorous. He queri ed:

"Who carries these rubber shipments?"

"Hal f a dozen trucking conmpanies,” replied Marquette. "Their nanes are in
these reports. Sonetinmes they can't handl e the whole job so individuals help
out."

"There's your |eak," asserted Thorneau. "The exchange of bad rubber for
good mnust happen during transit."

"Not a chance," returned Marquette. "We check those trucks every five
mles
al ong the road and none have ever shown up |late. \When they separate, we tai
them They deliver the very goods that they pick up at the rubber factory."

d ancing at Thorneau's desk clock, Marquette saw that it was after seven.
He decided he'd have to | eave, and Cranston, remenbering that there was a
seven-thirty train to New York, decided to go too. Since Cranston didn't have
a
car, Marquette obligingly offered to drop himat the station

THEY reached the station in anple tine for Cranston's train, had he
chosen
to take it. Instead, Cranston watched Marquette's car speed away, on a journey
to the United Recovery Co., which was |ocated about twenty nmiles from
Packensaw.
Therewith, Cranston stepped to a dark coupe that was parked near the station
platform Merging with blackness, Cranston becanme a literal part of it. Hs
systemwas to slide his arms into a black cloak and pull a slouch hat down
upon
his head. As Cranston's coupe pulled away, its driver was invisible.

The shar pest eyes could not have detected the cl oaked figure of The
Shadow
in the gl oombehind the steering wheel

Driving past Merrick's Junkyard, The Shadow stopped and glided fromhis
car. Moving past the tall specter of the Pounder, which had stopped work for
t he
ni ght, The Shadow halted as he heard the nmuffled thud of earth, to the
acconpani nent of rattling netal. In the moonlight, The Shadow saw Chet Conr oy,
shoveling dirt upon the Pyrolac cans that he had di scovered that afternoon

Anot her bl ack mark agai nst Chet, this burying of val uabl e evidence. To
The
Shadow, however, such marks were to Chet's credit. Framed as he had been
everything that Chet m ght say or do would be used agai nst him The crooks had
provided for that outcome. The mere fact that Chet was burying sonething,
st ood
as proof that enemies were still hounding him even though Chet night not
suspect it.

The Shadow knew

Bi g headlights glared suddenly across the junkyard. Dodging them Chet
circled to the shack, to gain a close view of a truck that had just arrived
Following with his inintable glide, The Shadow saw Chet step up to talk to
Joan. The truck driver was chatting with Janes Merrick and froma di stance The
Shadow noted the nane on the truck. It bore the title "Aliance Mtor
Express. "

The Shadow had heard of Alliance. It was one of the conpanies handling
shi pnments fromthe United Recovery plant. This truck was hurrying a junk



delivery to get back on the rubber route. It would be late, but that didn't
matter to The Shadow. It was his intention to do sone checking of his own by
pi cking up the trail of inbound trucks. This truck was particularly suited to
The Shadow s requirenents

Entering the shack, The Shadow found a tel ephone. Calling the United
Recovery factory, The Shadow used the cal mtone of Cranston and asked for a
man
naned Vincent. Then, in whispered tones, The Shadow gave Vincent brief and
specific instructions.

Meanwhi l e, the Alliance truck had unl oaded. Joan had |left Chet to rejoin
her father. Peering intently, Chet was hoping for a good glinpse at the truck
driver and he finally gai ned one. Etched against the glow fromthe flashlight,
Chet spied the rough face he expected.

The truck driver was Dorgan

It all added up swiftly. Dorgan, supplying the black market w th Pyrol ac,
getting rid of discarded cans in Merrick's Junkyard. Now Dorgan agai n, bound
for
United Recovery, to pick up a shipnent of rejuvenated rubber. This was a ride
that Chet intended to take for hinself, regardl ess of the cost!

As the truck wheel ed around, containing only Dorgan and a hel per, Chet
nmade
a quick sneak to the rear. Hoisting hinmself over the back board, he lifted the
canvas curtain and becane a stowaway. Only one pair of eyes could have spotted
t he waver of that canvas. Those eyes were The Shadow s. The naster of darkness
had conme unseen from t he shack

Speedi |y, The Shadow shifted t hrough the junkyard, to reach his
wel | -secl uded car before the truck had maneuvered fromthe yard. It was as if
night itself had becone The Shadow s cl oak, and that illusion grew, to include
his car as well. Wthout benefit of headlights, The Shadow glided his coupe in
behind the big truck that was | unbering out of Packensaw.

Agai n, Chet Conroy was seeking dangerous adventure, this tine as a
st onawnay
on Dorgan's truck. Once nore, The Shadow was taking up the trail, a black
trail
that promi sed tonight to lead himto a scene where he mght arrive before
crine's stroke!

CHAPTER X
CRI ME'S FORCED HAND

IN the president's office at the United Recovery plant, Harry Vincent was
listening to what went on. As an agent of The Shadow, Harry had served in
nunerous capacities, but being private secretary to the president of a rubber
factory was a new experience.

The job had been open so Harry had taken it, at The Shadow s behest. O
course there'd been a lot of red tape, but it was easily cut. Harry's
interview
wi t h Dudl ey Considi ne, president of United Recovery, was the clincher. Ad
Consi di ne was a man of nmany quirks and The Shadow had | earned themall. Posted
on the trick questions that his future boss would ask, Harry produced a score
of
ni nety-ei ght and won the job.

O course, Harry's personality hel ped. He was cl ean-cut in appearance,
and
could be both keen and silent. He gave the inmmedi ate i npression of efficiency
and backed it by his actions. Considine had particularly wanted Vincent on the
pay roll, after meeting him He felt that this capable young chap would help
solve the riddle that perplexed the Feds: nanely, what was going wong wth



t he
regenerated rubber supplied by this great comnpany.

So far, nobody had hel ped. Facing a whol e board of directors, Dudley
Consi di ne gave an imtation of a snorting war horse as he spoke his full mnd

"We've nade fool s of ourselves!" Considine bell owed. "W've bought
equi prent that we don't know how to use. Reclaimng rubber by the
al kal i -di gestion process! Bah! It sounds like a cure of acidosis that sone
guack
sol d us.

"Look at what we invested in those big rollers and slashers that mangle
our
profits along with the old rubber. Those autoclaves we use to stew the caustic
soda; why we could have bought a whole battery of giant vul canizers for the
price we paid.

"Big laundry tubs, | call them big enough to wash up our entire
busi ness.
And i f washing, screening, and drying wasn't enough, we have to use those big
rolling mlls to flatten the rubber into sheets that aren't any good. This
isn't
a rubber factory, it's a laundry, right fromtubs to clothes wingers, on a
scale so big it isn't funny."

Nobody coul d di spute Considine's point. Hs listeners were quite inclined
to agree. Noting it, the war horse suggested:

"Let's scrap the whole works. W'll switch to a process that we
under st and.
Recl ai mred rubber can be redi spersed when m xed with hydrophilic coll oids:
gl ue,
soap, even clay. Artificial latex has plenty of comrercial applications."

Protests came fromthe directors in bellows as |oud as Considine's. This
woul d be Iimting the market, del aying production and decreasi ng output. There
was the cost of scrapping one whole set-up of machinery to install another
They
couldn't see Considine's argunment that anything would be better than sonething
that was no good at all. At last the fiery war horse capitul at ed.

"Go through the plant, Vincent," he said wearily, to Harry. "See if our
brain conmittee has gotten over its idea that two and two add up to five."

By the "brain conmittee" Considine neant certain experts who stil
i nsi sted
that United Recovery was turning out good rubber when it wasn't. It was hardly
necessary for Harry to interview those experts; they'd still argue the sane
poi nt. Considine was sending Harry just as a sop to the directors, and Harry
was
personal ly glad of the chance to | eave the conference room

Harry had just tinme to get out through one door before Marquette entered
by
t he ot her.

THEY wer e acquai nted: The Shadow s agent and the F.B.l1. man. On good
t er s,
too, for Vic had nore than an idea that Harry's boss was The Shadow. That was
just the trouble; The Shadow didn't want his hand to be recogni zed at the
Uni ted
Recovery factory until he'd | earned what was really wong there.

And The Shadow had set this evening as his own deadline on the
pr oposi tion.
He didn't want chance interference fromanyone, not even Marquette. Harry
maneuvered his quick departure so Vic wouldn't know the truth, or even guess
it.

Goi ng through the big factory, Harry ignored the huge mangl ers and



col ossal

vats cal |l ed autocl aves. Mamot h contrivances, those, but Harry felt that
United

Recovery was over-nmechani zed, which was why the reason for the rubber failure
remai ned so el usive. Fact was, the rush and roar of the mamoth process was
bound to turn out sone batches of poor goods. Hence the blane for a bigger
per cent age kept boundi ng back upon the factory.

Yet the experts had checked and rechecked, w thout finding why a five
percent margin of |oss should have clinbed up close to ninety. It |ooked |ike
anot her case of the Pyrolac type, which was classed as an inside job. O
cour se
Harry, informed on The Shadow s theory, thought in outside terns.

That was why Harry went out through a door and followed the Iine of the
| oadi ng platform which was |ong enough to be the deck of a |large troopship.
Freight cars were lined beside the platform all enpties. Wrkers were
finishing
their task of carrying the raw goods to the storage room beyond the freight
pl atform

Harry saw the storage roomas he went by. It |ooked |like an airplane
hanger. There was a mountain of old rubber inside it and the rest was going to
that stock pile. Sone of the fresh | ot | ooked conparatively new and Harry
not ed
t hat some batches of worn tires had been dusted with powdered talc, so there
woul d be no deterioration of the reclai med goods.

BEYOND t he storage hangar, Harry found the department that he really
wanted. This was the trucker's platform beside it were towering piles of
t hi ck
sheet rubber, ready to be shipped. The brain conmittee was hol di ng session
whil e
bored truck drivers | ooked on, wondering what all the technical terns neant.
At
| ast the word was given to | oad and the truckers pounced upon the stacks of
rubber like beetles biting into | eaves.

Not hi ng wrong so far. The trucks were being loaded in record time, by a
few
dozen men who | ooked anxious to earn their honest dollars as swiftly as they
could. They were all here, the Alliance Mtor Express and other small fry who
had contracted to deliver shipments of reclai ned rubber

One Alliance truck was mssing; it was probably |ate. But out near the
fringe of the |oading yard, Harry saw an i ndependent truck, a newcormner
toni ght .

The Shadow had told Harry to be on the | ookout for it. Going over to the
i ndependent truck, Harry spoke:

"Hello, diff."

The driver's chiseled face traced a grin, sonething unusual for diff
Mar sl and. He was poker-faced to the extrenme, this sock-and-rock-'em chap, who,
like Harry, was an agent of The Shadow. In the truck with diff were sone
ot hers
who could give a real account when needed, as night be the case tonight. The
only one who happened to be in sight with Ciff was a wiry reporter naned
d yde
Bur ke, who was |ikewi se to be an eyewitness to anything that happened.

"I brought these papers fromthe office." Harry thrust theminto Adiff's
fist. "They're official, so you' ve got as much right as anybody to shove up to
that truck platform You' re supposed to get a |oad of rubber with instructions
where to take it. That is, provided things go right."

"You mean if they go wong," rejoined diff in hard-set tone. "The chi ef
said we mght find trouble tonight. We're here to take it when it cones. CQur



attitude is if it does come, things will be going right."

"That's a good slant to take," conceded Harry. "All right, diff, nove
up.
If things get tough, renmenber the chief will be in there pitching before the
inning is up."”

diff shoved the truck to the platform

| NSTANTLY events proved that The Shadow had laid his finger on the source
of trouble with the rubber shipnents. Crine's hand was forced the nonent the
i ndependent truck shoved up to take a | oad. However, the drivers of the other
trucks didn't state the fact openly.

I nstead, they ganged up in trucker's fashion. One truck poked in from an
angle so its driver could conplain about a dented fender. Another purposely
negl ected to use his own brakes; banging the rear of diff's truck, he junped
out to argue that the blame was Ciff's. thers sprang into the picture, to
t ake
sides with the gang.

Arguing that diff was in the wong, they told himto get his crate out
of
the Iine. They wanted to see his papers and when diff showed them he was
told
they weren't in order. Truckers yelled at | oaders to ignore diff's truck and
pile shiprments into others that stood farther back. Al the while, Ciff rode
t he tenpest poker-faced, with dyde copying his attitude.

That settled it. Since diff wasn't going to nove his truck, they'd do it
for him Truckers began to clinb on board. diff swung from behind the whee
and
met them w th punches. When foenmen popped up with nmonkey wenches, Cyde
produced a pair of the sanme appliances, handing one wench to diff.

Fromthe platform Harry saw three husky trucknmen pile into the rear of
Adiff's van, but it wasn't necessary to shout a warning. The trio cane flying
out, as though a battery of nules had kicked them Ri ght then, Harry expected
the alleged truckers to show thensel ves up for what they were, a crowd of
crooks. But they were too smart to go that far

I nst ead, one waved a signal that only Harry saw. Fromin and around the
trucks piled a crew of men in overalls. They'd cone with the trucks, but they
were garbed to |l ook |like workers in the rubber factory. They piled for Adiff's
bel eaguered truck, but not with fists or wenches.

This tribe had guns.

Dr oppi ng behind the last few piles of rubber, Harry sparked a signal to
diff and his companions. Harry's signal was the opening shot; he delivered it
with an automatic that he pulled fromhis hip. Harry ai med above t he heads of
a
crooked crew, just as a warning, but he might as well have used a bean shooter
for that purpose

@uns began to bl ast.

Thanks to Harry's touch-off, The Shadow s agents were as quick with their
guns as the crooks. But they should have sprung fromthe truck before they
started shooting. Recognizing it, diff was shouting for everybody to junp out
on the one side that offered a quick exit. The Shadow s agents would stil
have
been one junp ahead if they'd been able to follow the order

VWhat prevented themwas an arriving truck that bore the name of Alliance
Mot or Express. Its driver, wheeling in through the gate, guessed exactly what
was happeni ng, and countermanded it. That driver was Dorgan, kingpin in the
crooked work that posed as a legitimate trucking job.

Skewi ng hard, Dorgan's truck sideswiped Ciff's, covering it conpletely.
Forced to an exit on the other side, The Shadow s agents were faced by a ganut
of guns, wielded by crooks who had scranbled to the loading platformlike a



batch of nonkeys. Harry was springing forward, hoping to clip a few when he
was
spotted by a pair close by. As they ained, Harry grappl ed, ending his chance
to

hel p.

Adiff turned to give the order for an outward lunge; he was willing to be
its spearhead, though it meant sure death, in the face of those gathering
guns.

Sure death, perhaps, for others in diff's conpact crew. If ever The Shadow s
agents needed their inimtable chief, it was at this time of crisis.

The Shadow knew.

That was why he delivered his fanous | augh, a challenge to all nen of
crime. It explained, too, why The Shadow did not stay in his favored el ement
of
dar kness. Turning as they heard his defy, the crooks saw The Shadow, wheeling
in
fromthe bl ackness outside the | oading yard, into the glow of lights from
al ong
the truck platform

It was suicidal, that sortie by The Shadow. He was delivering nore than
chal | enge; he was giving the crooks their opportunity. The Shadow, master foe
of
crime, was tossing hinmself to the wolf pack. At such a noment, no nurderous
t hug
could think of any target other than The Shadow.

Even the pair who were suppressing Harry forgot himas a foe and wheel ed

to

aimat the black-clad target below the platform To Harry's strained eyes, the
whole platformglittered with a horrifying brilliance, the sparkle of two
dozen

guns, swi nging as a single weapon that their muzzles mght blast in concert.
GQuns convergi ng upon a single target, ready to voi ce a unani nous roar

t hat

woul d say, not in words, but result:
"Death to The Shadow "

CHAPTER Xl
BLAZE OF DOOM

TWD guns stabbed fromthe | oading yard, the opening shots in this fray
where massed strife threatened permanent di sposal of an individual. Harry
recogni zed The Shadow s guns; they were beating all others to the shot. Two
stabs that clipped a brace of foenen, the nearest and nost dangerous.

But two weren't two dozen

Harry was swinging his own gun for a thug's head, to add one to The
Shadow s score. At least it would help toward vengeance. For as Harry swung,
he
heard The Shadow s automatics speak again, only to be drowned by the huge roar
of the platformrevolvers

It was all over w th The Shadow.

So Harry thought, as his swing | anded home, staggering one crook as the
fellow fired. He'd packed it hard, that swing, still it shouldn't have shaken
the platformthe way it did. Weeling about to | ook for another head, Harry
couldn't find any.

No wonder he'd felt the platform quake!

Crooks by the dozen were sprawing in tune with Harry's stroke, but he
wasn't the cause of it. He'd accounted for one; others had taken the rest.
Wth



the first bursts of The Shadow s guns, the side of diff's truck had broken
wi de
di sgorging a flood of agents who opened |ike a spreading V.

That V stood for five.

Along with diff and Cyde were two others. One was Mles Crofton, a
capabl e fighter who had often served The Shadow. Anot her was Hawkeye, a
pint-sized fell ow who acted as diff's side-kick. But size wasn't the rea
i ndex
to Hawkeye's fighting quality, unless his half quart was neasured in ternms of
wild cats.

They came with a surge, those four, each slugging down a crook and then
going after nore. Their attack was in the nature of a conplete surprise.

Seei ng
only two nmen in the truck, the crooks hadn't expected a thrust fromthat
quarter. But that was only half the story.

The fifth man supplied the rest. He was the other fork of the V and he
packed the power of a flying wedge. He was a giant African naned Jericho
Dr uke,
whose ways of battle were unique. It was Jericho who had ejected three
i nvaders
fromthe back of the truck; now, in the open, he was show ng how he could
duplicate a mule's kick

Jericho didn't bother with guns. They woul d have handi capped hi m because
he preferred bl udgeons. The clubs he used were crooks themsel ves. As he
| aunched
fromthe truck, this nodern Goliath plucked a foeman with each gi ant hand and
used themto bash two others. Through with those human weapons he flung t hem
aside and gathered in a fresh pair.

The Shadow was counting on such titanic assistance. Shifting as he fired,
he wi nged hi s nearest enemnies, chopping down four before they could shoot
back.

Wth Jericho cutting a giant's swath through the next batch and the other
agents

bl ocki ng out the gang beyond, The Shadow was nearly out of range of the volley
that reached him H's quick shift was sufficient to let the bullets whistle
by.

Bef ore ot her crooks could gain a bead on him The Shadow was gone,
somewher e anong the maze of trucks. Having diverted the attack fromhis
agents,
he was letting themreturn the favor, which they were now qualified to do. In
the m dst of the crooked crew, the agents were slugging right and left.

The only danger lay fromcl ose-range shots, but Jericho was settling that
problem Plowing into the throng, the human juggernaut snatched up his
favorite
weapons and slung them ahead of him It was crook agai nst crook, hard and
heavy,
when Jericho used those sl am bang tactics.

The crooks broke and fled. Even the cripples anong them managed to get
goi ng. Those who turned to fire back were forestalled anew by The Shadow. He'd
reached a new angle and was opening fire, changing shelter fromtruck to
truck.

That cleared the platformconpletely.

Foemen were dodgi ng everywhere, toward the frei ght shed, the storage
hanger, even into the factory. Their hope was to | ose thensel ves anong the
wor kers, being disguised as such. After that fleeing tribe trailed a | augh
t hat
prom sed di saster no matter where they went.

It was the nocking mirth of The Shadow.



SO utter was the rout that it seenmed inpossible for the crooks to stage a
coneback. They'd shown their hand and failed to make it good. Crine was
cracki ng
apart, with little to be done about it. So little, that the crooks pronmptly
did
it and gai ned results thereby.

The scattered strong-arm squad had at |east diverted suspicion fromthe
truckers, so far as the witnesses around the factory were concerned. So the
truckers decided to clear the premses in a hurry. They wheel ed fromthe yard
in
mad procession, giving an excellent imtation of honest nen al arned by sone
pressing danger. Naturally, The Shadow and his agents weren't bluffed by the
procedure, but it produced unfortunate consequences.

In clearing the yard, the trucks left The Shadow in the open. Likew se a
few batches of hiding crooks were di scl osed. The Shadow hadn't seen those
stragglers circle back to the shelter of the trucks, so for the first ting,

t he
crooks really had the edge on him

Fortunately, they |acked full nunbers; noreover, they gave thensel ves
away.

Two shots barked in quick succession, both delivered by hasty marksmen anxi ous
to take credit for disposing of The Shadow. Because of their hurry, both

m ssed;

by then, The Shadow was wheeling away fromthe rest, enploying his quick
reversing tactics that threw sharpshooters off their aim

This time The Shadow took to the platform diff's truck proved an
excell ent barricade, it's only fault being that the agents still were around
it.

They' d done their part in a close-range slugfest and The Shadow didn't want
t hem

clipped by stray shots. Between his gun stabs he gestured them back into the
truck, with a final wave that told diff to get the vehicle in notion

Adiff put it in nmotion, fast. Zoom ng from between the platform and
Dorgan's stalled truck, diff cut a circle through the yard and out the gate,
sendi ng the crooks to another scatter. Qutside the factory grounds, he wheel ed
around behi nd the huge storage building, ready to return on call

Dropping into the gap that Ciff's truck had | eft, The Shadow revol ved
li ke
a nechani zed turret and used bullets to ward off thrusts fromboth directions.
Heari ng new shouts fromthe platform he whirled around the rear of the
canvas- backed truck to get a better perspective of the situation

DORGAN and anot her man were yelling for the company guards. Snartly,
Dor gan
was trying to cover for the other truckers. Bringing in the guards was smart
wor k, too, for when they saw The Shadow, they'd m stake himfor the source of
all the trouble. Evidently Dorgan had a good idea of what had happened at the
Pyrol ac plant, though he'd been in the Crooked Junction tunnel on that
occasi on.

Hearing Dorgan's shouts, a few crooks near the truck |unged desperately
to
halt The Shadow. They met him even though they couldn't see him in the gl oom
behi nd the truck. dutching living blackness, they tried to hamrer it agai nst
the truck back, which wasn't pleasant for The Shadow, even though he was
twisting fromthe men who gripped him

Unasked, a new ally sprang to The Shadow s aid.

He was Chet Conroy, |eaping out from Dorgan's truck, where he'd been
hi dden
all along. Chet |anded headfirst anbng The Shadow s attackers, sw nging for



their heads with the borrowed gun he still carried. If anything, Chet's

sl uggery

hel ped better than The Shadow wanted. G ven tinme, The Shadow coul d have
conquered his disorgani zed assail ants and kept them where they were, in which
case he'd have shifted bl ane right back on Dorgan's nen.

But Chet's arrival was too nmuch. To the crooks he seened sonething that
The
Shadow had conjured from nowhere. Renenbering Jericho, the crooks didn't wait
to
see if they were dealing with another giant. They fled so madly that their
former flight seemed nild.

Now The Shadow had a real problemon his hands. There wasn't tinme to get
Chet back into Dorgan's truck, for guards were already on the scene. To have
Chet found or even recogni zed, would | abel himas guilty in another case of
al | eged sabotage. The only course was to get him el sewhere, which The Shadow
did, although to his own di sadvant age.

Shovi ng Chet al ong the overhanging platform The Shadow turned him past a
flight of steps, where Harry, coming frombehind the |ast piles of new nade
rubber, took charge of Chet to talk sense into him Reversing his course, The
Shadow cut across the broad paved court, drawing a flurried fire fromthe
m sgui ded guar ds.

GONE briefly fromsight, The Shadow was spotted anew, near the great
storage building. Shouts and gunfire told that real workers had joined wth
t he
false, to hunt the cloaked trouble maker who was getting bl aned for
ever yt hi ng.

Chet wanted to start to The Shadow s aid, but Harry held him back

Thi ngs woul d work out all right. The Shadow would lead themall a wld
chase, then reverse his course and keep a rendezvous with Ciff in the waiting
truck. Such was the order of things as Harry had relayed them from his chief.
Enmer gency orders, though Harry didn't nention the fact to Chet.

Harry sinply said that The Shadow could handle matters best if left alone
and the logic inpressed Chet. But there was something happening on the
pl at f orm
that didn't please Chet at all. Dorgan, his hel per, and some of the factory
hands were | oading the Alliance truck with the |ast consignnent of rejuvenated
rubber.

"That's Dorgan!" Chet exclained to Harry, pointing the big man out. "He's
the fell ow who superintends the dirty work. | know, because | saw himright
after the Pyrolac job -"

Chet caught hinsel f. Maybe he was telling too much to this new friend. At
| east Harry didn't seeminclined to do anything about it, so Chet did on his
own. Hopping to the platform he pulled his cap down over his eyes and
shuffl ed
al ong to hel p the | oading.

Hurrying around the platformedge, Harry was just in time to see Chet and
Dorgan's hel per heaving the |ast batch of rubber into the rear of the truck.
The
hel per made a gesture and before Harry could draw his automatic, a revol ver
swung fromthe rear corner of the truck to clip Chet a glancing bl ow.

Dorgan was the swi nger. The hel per gestured as Chet sl unped, but Dorgan
shook his head. They weren't taking Chet for a ride. It was better to | eave
hi m
here, where he would be found and recogni zed. Nothing Chet night say woul d be
believed, if the Feds linked himw th the present case of crine.

As soon as Dorgan and the hel per went to the front of the truck, Harry
acted on his own. His theory was that whatever Dorgan wanted, the opposite was
preferable. Reaching Chet, Harry brought himto his feet and boosted himinto



the rear of the truck. Though dazed, Chet had enough strength to help. He
rolled
across the back board and anong the stacks of rubber. As the truck started,
Harry hoisted himself in with Chet.

Looki ng back, Harry saw a few gun stabs from near the storage buil ding.
Men
were darting out fromthe hangar as though The Shadow had uncovered t hem
There
were flickers of flame, a curl of grinmy snmoke. The crooks had started a fire
in
t he storage buil di ng.

To Harry, it seemed that the fire would prove hel pful. Wrkers woul d have
to fight it, thus The Shadow s getaway woul d be sinplified. But The Shadow,
cl oser to the scene, saw somnething that foreboded huge disaster

From among t hose flames cane brilliant spurts, white |light that was
al nost
blinding. One flare lit up a stock pile of old tires coated with the grayish
stuff that Harry had supposed was talc; a nonent |ater, that heap was bursting
into vivid light.

The gray powder was magnesi um

GENUI NE wor kers were rushing toward the great shed, to fight the fire.
They' d forgotten The Shadow when he suddenly arrived to intercept them a
weird
figure in black, against the rising flame. His | augh was nore than a taunt; it
carried sinister nockery. There was viciousness in the way the cl oaked fighter
brandi shed his rel oaded automati cs.

Men scurried for safety fromthe cl oaked fighter whose wath seened
whol |y
evil. Quards began to shoot, w thout questioning the workers who were gunning
al ong beside them The workers shouldn't have been carrying guns, but that
wasn't a point to argue at this juncture.

Singul arly, The Shadow s rapid fire clipped those very workers, but not
t he
guards. It sinmply happened that The Shadow was weedi ng out the disguised
cr ooks
fromthe nen who really belonged here. But that only made his case | ook worse.
Even Vic Marquette, arriving at that nmonment, could not understand The Shadow s
actions. Apparently The Shadow was favoring crine in letting the fire in the
storage buil ding continue unnolested. If so, he would pay the penalty for his
rash nood. The guards, driven desperate by the sight of nen slunping at their
el bows, broke into a concerted charge.

They were bearing down upon The Shadow, a dozen of them all shooting at
his weaving figure. Al that saved the cloaked fighter was the dazzling |ight
behi nd him New bursts of nmagnesi umwere making it inmpossible for the guards
to
clip their target until they were alnost within reach of him Then The Shadow
flung hinmself into their very mdst, literally against the nmuzzles that were
ready to bl aze!l

The bl aze cane.

Not even The Shadow coul d have survived the blast had guns supplied it.
But
the guards didn't produce that flare with their revolvers. It was too
t r emendous.

The mighty puff came fromthe storage buil ding. A whole display of
pyrot echni cs seened to spout at once. In a dazzle that made daylight pallid,

t he
stock piles lifted and flung thensel ves through the bursting walls of the
i mense storage buil di ng.



The fire had reached the main heap of magnesi um sprinkled rubber. 1t blew
i ke an amunition dunp receiving an incendiary bonb. The roof lifted and cane
down to snother the blinding display, that left men staggered, their arns
acr oss
their eyes.

Not a gun tal ked. The guards had dropped them which was well. O herw se
t hey woul d have slain the very person who had prevented them from reachi ng the
bl aze of doom where rescue woul d have proven inpossible. They owed their
l'ives
to The Shadow, but he wasn't around to be thanked for it.

VWhen blinking nmen could see again, they | ooked toward the bl azing doorway
fromwhich they had reeled. Al they saw was the hol ocaust that could now be
battl ed, since the magnesi um nenace had finished its share of the devastating
wor k.

The Shadow was gone.

Yet amid the roar of flames, the crash of masonry, and the nmetallic clang
of falling girders, a strange tone floated back

The parting | augh of The Shadow

CHAPTER Xl
TRAILS TO NONHERE

ROARI NG steadily al ong the hi ghway, Dorgan's truck was catching up with
t he
caravan ahead. It was maki ng such good tine that Harry had | ost sight of the
bl aze back at the rubber factory before the magnesiumflares hit their stride.

But the final flare, rising like a sunburst above the slopes, told too
fully of disaster. How The Shadow had fared; whether he'd been able to save
unwary nmen from doom were questions that could only be answered | ater

Meanwhi | e, however, Harry felt that same urge for vengeance that had
gripped himearlier. Just in case sonething had overwhel med his chief, Harry
woul d have liked to take it out on Dorgan. He desisted for two reasons: first,
he was on an inportant trail; second, he had Chet in charge.

Chet was coning around nicely. The bl ow on the head had sl owed him
wi t hout
stopping him He was sitting up anong the rubber piles and he nodded when
Harry
whi spered for silence. Asking Chet if he knew where he was, Harry received
anot her nod.

There were trucks ahead, for Dorgan was easing speed. Soon they were
follow ng the caravan at its proper speed of slightly under forty mles an
hour .

Trust these crooks to obey the rules of the road! That was part of their smart
technique, to conformwi th regul ati ons.

They' d grown bol der since Chet first met them Then, they'd worked
secretly
fromtheir tunnel at Crooked Junction. Now, they'd taken over the trucking
trade, in a seemngly legitimte style. O ever business, this, a bunch of
cr ooks
mooching in as drivers for smaller trucking conpanies and inserting thensel ves
one hundred percent.

In fact, it was too clever for these fell ows. \Watever the thing behind
it
was, whether a huge bl ack market scheme, or sone other swindle, Harry was sure
that a bigger brain than Dorgan's was behind it, although he could not even
guess who it night be.

Even the things that already happened were proof of that fact. But there
must be nore to it than the mere delivery of rubber shipnents. Just as Pyrol ac



had been diverted, so would the cargoes carried by these trucks. Such were the
t houghts that Harry and Chet held, without needing to exchange opinions
verbal ly.

The trucks pulled to a stop. Both Harry and Chet were eager to |earn what
happened. They soon found out; this was the first of the checking stations
t hat
Marquette had established. The trucks were being passed through. Evidently a
call had been dispatched from United Recovery, giving the time that the trucks
left.

Only one truck was questioned: Dorgan's.

Harry nudged Chet to lay |ow, on the assunption that an inspection would
be
made. But the Feds were nerely chiding Dorgan for having caught up so soon. He
apol ogi zed for the speed he'd shown. He said he'd lost his place in line. He
bel onged ahead with the other trucks belonging to Alliance Mtor Express.

So Dorgan was forwarded to his proper place. There was just one other
poi nt
to be noted. The Feds didn't call Dorgan by his right name. They called him
Kilgare. Evidently that was the name on the license card that Dorgan showed
t hem

The Feds were very efficient. As the trucks noved al ong, each one was
tallied by its Iicense nunber. Harry and Chet heard Dorgan's called al oud,
al so
the exact time at which it left this checking station. Then the caravan was on
t he hi ghway, keeping its regul ar pace.

ITwas a hilly road, with |long, sweeping curves that cut down the grades.
At intervals, Harry and Chet took turns peering through the canvas curtain to
see how the rest of the caravan was com ng. At the bends, it was easy to see
t he
sides of the trucks in back, even to read their boldly painted nanes in the
i ncreasi ng noonl i ght.

Fi ni shing a | ook through the canvas rear, Chet |eaned back agai nst the
rubber stack and rubbed his head. He spoke to Harry in a subdued tone.

"I"'mfeeling better,” said Chet. "I can read things in the moonlight. O
course, when you know what you're reading, it's easier."

"Li ke what?" queried Harry.

"Li ke Alliance Motor Express,"” replied Chet. "There's another of their
wagons right in back of us."

Harry stared.

"It can't be," he said. "They put Dorgan at the tail end of the Alliance
outfit. That truck in back of us belongs to a different conpany."

"W nust have passed one of our own bunch," decided Chet. "If you don't
bel i eve ne, |ook. Wait, though, before you do. I'Il give you the license
nunber .
| read it too."

Chet reeled off the |license nunber. Harry shook his head.

"You can't be feeling better," he argued. "You just gave nme the nunber of
this truck. We both heard the Feds call it."

"So we did!'" expressed Chet. "Say, | nust be seeing things."

Chet was seeing things all right. So was Harry, when he took a | ook. Chet
hadn't msinformed him Big as life, an Alliance truck was next in |line and
its
license plate was identical with Dorgan's!"

A long, continued curve revived Harry's wits. It gave hima view of the
line of trucks, far back. The caravan had increased in nunber; in fact, by
Harry's calculations it had about doubled its | ength. Dropping the canvas
curtain, Harry voiced his explanation

"I"ve got it! Some other trucks have been sandw ching into the line, from



some of these side roads. W were keeping the right distance apart to nmake it
easy. Another truck for every one in the caravan and each new job is a
duplicate

for the one ahead of it."

"Even to the license nunber!" added Chet. "Like the freight-car
proposition. Only this is being handl ed while they're on the nove and being
timed, at that. But what happens when we hit the next checking station?"

"W won't hit it," rejoined Harry, enphatically. "Before that, we'll be
on
a road to nowhere."

Harry was right. Before the |long curve ended, Dorgan's truck went
straight.

A slight jounce was the giveaway that it had |left the main road. Fromthe
curtain, Harry and Chet saw that they were taking a dirt road. But the truck
behind them the twin to Dorgan's, kept al ong the highway.

In regul ar procession, the followi ng trucks did the sane. Alternately,

t hey

chose dirt and concrete. For a few nmiles, perhaps |ess, the steady-noving
caravan had been doubled; now it was returning to normal and woul d remain so.
But the normal would be different.

A whol e set of different trucks, yet to all appearances the sane. The
original caravan, carrying its shipnments of good-grade rubber, had been
repl aced
by another Iine of trucks, all carrying the inferior product that had keen
bl amed on United Recovery.

"What a highjack job!" exclainmed Harry. "Wy, this shipnent rates close
to
sixty thousand dollars. That phony |load can't be worth nmore than a quarter of
that val ue."

"Less than a tenth,"” corrected Chet. "You know what this load is? It's
spoi l age froma dozen plants |ike United Recovery, bought up as junk."

"You've hit it!" exclained Harry. "These truckers have been picking up
t he
rejects and substituting themfor the product of United Recovery. That's what
has fool ed the experts. They can't understand what's w ong because the stuff
has
really been reprocessed. It |ooks like rubber, feels |like rubber, and snells

"Li ke rubber."

"Yes and no. To put it frankly, 1'd say it just smells."

The truck was jouncing on its road to nowhere. The speed was so reduced
that at nmoments the caravan seened ready to stop. During that tense period,
Harry and Chet undertoned further facts that occurred to them

CRIME' S gane was sinple to review. The bl ack market was definitely behind
it, though who managed the bl ack market was anot her question. Certainly Dorgan
was not hing nore than the chief stooge in the racket. Wen Harry began to tal k
of someone hi gher up, a worried pang seized Chet.

The nane of Merrick was in Chet's mnd. But he could hardly bring hinself
to believe that Joan's father would be the kingpin in such an ugly gane.

Still,

Merrick's plea of poverty, his lack of all normal business sense, could be his
way of covering his real activities. This, however, was sonething that Chet
could not fairly judge, considering how Joan had befriended him Tactfully,
Chet

switched to the subject of the black market itself.

That hi dden octopus had scored heavily in the case of Pyrolac. Dozens of
huge consi gnments had been diverted before crimnals had found it expedient to
fake the thing as sabotage and pin the blame on Chet. Al the while, those



sane
i nsi di ous hands had been grasping into another business, robbing United
Recovery
of its reclaimed rubber. There, again, their gane had finally broken

Vi ci ous business, this, creating huge, hidden stores of valuable products
needed in the war effort. And even now, the same tentacles that had | oosened
their grasp in two directions, were probably probing in a third - or nore! For
all that Chet and Harry knew, other great industries mght be suffering from
t he
same insidious thievery that nonplused legitimte operators in the fields of
synthetic | acquer and reprocessed rubber

Where next?

That was indeed a mystery, quite as great as the riddle of how and when
t he
bl ack market intended to peddle its illicit spoils. Perhaps The Shadow coul d
sol ve the deep-eyed gane. As for Chet and Harry, the thought of "where next?"
concerned themin a very personal way. Their talk of the black market sw tched
to their own situation; the plans they woul d have to make when they reached
t he
end of this strange ride in a caravan of stol en goods.

MEANVHI LE, the substituted caravan was pulling into the second checking
station right on time. Since its line of trucks matched those that had taken
t he
jouncy route, the ruse defied detection. At the checking station, the drivers
showed |icense cards which bore their names and phot ographs. The pictures of
course were different fromthose used by Dorgan's crowd, but the names were
t he
sane.

VWhat thoroughly satisfied the inspecting Feds was the fact that the
trucks
arrived on schedule. One thing was certain: the distance between the checking
stations was too short to allow for any funny work, w thout a correspondi ng
del ay. However, the Feds had orders to hold the caravan on this trip.

That point was noted by the occupants of a truck parked on a paved side
road. The Shadow was with his agents in the truck that diff was using. Having
reached it after the nagnesium bl ast, he had ordered a short-cut ride over the
hills to intercept the heavy-laden caravan which woul d necessarily take the
| onger but better-graded hi ghway.

Adiff had pulled the truck into a deep space beside the road, so it was
properly out of sight. Beside the driver's seat, The Shadow was listening to
conversation in the back. Cyde and Hawkeye were discussing the first phases
of
the fray at the rubber factory.

"Was Ciff good?" queried Clyde. "I'll say he was. He didn't need the
wrench | handed him His fist was tougher."

"You're telling me," put in Hawkeye. "He pokes themin the eye, that's
what. If they can't see, they can't punch back."

"He did it double in spades tonight," clained Clyde. "He laid one wallop
right between a bruiser's eyes and bl acked them both at once. | saw himdo it

The Shadow spoke for silence. A car was humming in fromthe short road.
It
passed the truck and halted. Ciff turned to speak to The Shadow, only to find
that his chief was gone again.

The arriving car brought Vic Marquette. He held a conference with the
Feds
and insisted that the drivers leave their trucks in order to be fully
identified. While that was going on, blackness hovered cl ose behind the Feds,



its background the bushes that fringed the highway. The Shadow was st udyi ng
faces, though he didn't see the pictures on the matching |icense cards.

The inspection ended, Marquette sent the caravan along. By then, The
Shadow
had returned to Ciff's truck and it was coasting fromthe turn-out. Before
t he
truck reached the bottomof the hill, The Shadow had unroll ed a topographica
map and was studying it with a tiny flashlight.

The truck cane to a halt. The Shadow showed the map to Ciff and beckoned
for the other agents to peer across his shoulder. The map showed an ol d side
road to which The Shadow pointed. Along with roads, the nmap had contours,
denoting el evations. Those curves thickened on both sides of the road in
guestion, indicating the existence of a deep ravine.

"A road that |eads to nowhere," spoke The Shadow. "On its way, it enters
a
ravine. | shall take the short route that the map shows, but the grades woul d
be
too heavy for the truck to reach the higher ground."

Adiff agreed. He knew the truck's limtations as well as its advantages.

"I can get around to that lower road," said Aiff. "Straight through the
ravi ne, chief."

"That will be satisfactory.
"You brought the crate, of course.

Jericho grinned and nodded. He went to the rear of the truck to unload

The Shadow turned to Jericho, and rennarked.

t he
crate in question. Meanwhil e The Shadow turned to two others of his agents.

"My conplinents,"” said The Shadow. "To you, Marsland, for doing it; to
you,

Bur ke, for remenbering.”

Both diff and dyde were puzzl ed.

"I have just seen all the truck drivers," inforned The Shadow, his tone
carrying the trace of a cryptic laugh. "There wasn't a nman anong t hem who had
two bl ack eyes!"

By a single, personalized clue, The Shadow had cracked the gane as it
st ood
to date. He hadn't needed to ride along in one of the diverted trucks like
Chet
and Harry. That one clue gave himthe whole story of the highjacking
activities
used by the crooks who served an unknown rmaster who in turn represented the
bl ack market at its worst.

There were linmitations to the ganme and The Shadow recogni zed them
Confident that trucks had been switched, as freight cars had been before, The
Shadow knew fromhis map the only route that the original caravan coul d have
t aken.

Hs task was to intercept that |line of crook-manned vehicles, deal a
smashing bl ow at crinme, and seek further traces to the black market's hidden
overlord after that job was done

The Shadow knew

CHAPTER XI I |
THE ROCKY SNARE

H GH, craggy walls were rising on both sides of the narrow road that
Dorgan's trucks had taken. Along this forgotten byway, the |ost caravan was
saf e
from observation. The best proof was that the system of interchanging trucks
had



been working regularly, with United Recovery as the victim

There was just one weak |ink.

Detai |l ed maps, of the sort The Shadow favored, showed certain features of
this gully road. First, how the grade stayed |level, naking the first byway
suitable to burdened trucks; again, the map reveal ed a w dening of the ravine
at
its deepest point, perfect spot for trucks to turn about, or be hidden off the
r oad.

One other detail was essenti al

Beyond the narrow valley, this road crossed another that |ed back al ong
t he
hi ghway toward the rubber factory. By taking the roundabout route, trucks
coul d
be waiting for the caravan to pass and thus replace them |eaving the road
into
the ravi ne wi de open for the original vehicles to take.

Thus the map told the whole story to anyone who suspected the truth. But
whi | e The Shadow was building his information froma slender clue and taking
steps to followit, Harry and Chet were gaining firsthand evidence of the
schene.

From Dorgan's truck, the stowaways could hear the lowthrottled notors
echoing fromrocky walls, proving that the road was hemmed in cl osely. When
t hose echoes ended, it was obvious that the ravine had wi dened. There the
trucks
st opped.

Fake truckers began to unload rapidly. They started with the trucks up
ahead, which gave Harry and Chet several mnutes of grace. Suspecting what was
goi ng on, the stowaways slid fromthe back of the truck and shifted off from
t he
road, where hiding proved easy.

Shaped like a bow, the bottomof the ravine was well stocked with trees,
except where slashes were cut through the woods to nmake parking places for the
trucks. Here one caravan remai ned while the other picked up a |load at the
rubber
factory; a switch and the second caravan waited for another night.

Duplicate trucks, like duplicate freight cars, but in this case the gane
was easier, fully arranged in advance. Al ways one set of trucks on the road,
another ready to replace it. Already, Harry and Chet had seen such crooked
wor k
in operation. Now they were viewing the final phase of the racket.

A row of great, bulky noving vans were waiting at the rendezvous. Though
a
smal ler fleet they were nore inposing than the trucks. Their sides were solid,
but covered with painted cloth that hid the nanme of the conpany that owned
t hem

It was into these great vans that the rubber shipnents were being
transferred, the capacity of the storage wagons being nmuch |arger than the
trucks.

"There's a new angle,"” nuttered Chet. "Funny, though, why they need those
bi g babi es when they' ve got so many trucks."

"Si nmpl e enough," returned Harry. "They can't risk using the duplicate
trucks on the open road. Those vans bring the reject rubber here and take the
good material away. Nobody would | ook for rubber shipnents in noving vans."

Chet agreed that Harry was right.

"They'l| conme back again," continued Harry, "with another |oad of
cast-of f
rubber -

"Hold it,"” put in Chet. "You're getting ahead of yourself, the way | did

at
Crooked Junction. That's what | thought would happen. | let things cool for a



whol e day before | saw Thorneau and had himtip off the Feds.

"But Dorgan's crowd was one nove ahead. They'd taken their final payoff
t he
night I was there. | was just dunb enough not to realize that they coul dn't
keep
on with the racket after all the fuss they'd raised at the | acquer plant."

Consi dering Chet's argunent, Harry saw its present application. There'd
been plenty of commotion at the rubber factory, this evening. Again, crooks
wer e
pl ayi ng the system of making things |look like an inside job. They hadn't mnade
anyone the goat, as in Chet's case, but the synptons were the same. The fire
that the crooks had started in the storage building had |ocalized the
si tuation.

VWil e Harry pondered, Chet added new persuasi on

"We'd be suckers if we sinmply sneaked out of here," decl ared Chet
bitterly.

"Suppose we went back and tipped off the Feds to this set-up. By the tine they
got here, there wouldn't be enough evidence to prove anything we told them

"This gang of Dorgan's covered up the tunnel business. It will be a cinch
for themto clean up this layout. Wat | should have done was stick with the
| acquer shiprment. So |I'm going along with the rubber. Want to cone?"

For answer, Harry edged fromthe trees. Having won his point, Chet was
quite willing to follow his new friend' s | ead. Together they neared the vans,
just as the rapid | oadi ng was bei ng conpl et ed.

And t here they stopped.

Men were sl apping the big vans shut. There wasn't any chance of craw ing
into those vehicles as with the trucks. The back doors were huge, but solid,;

t oo

many nen were on hand for Harry and Chet to try cracking into the vans.

G oomly, they watched the huge vehicles |unber away, off through the other
end

of the ravine.

"There they go," glumed Chet. "And worse luck, Dorgan is with them"

Harry grunted his corroboration. He'd seen Dorgan clinb into the | eading
van. Turning around, Harry noted that the remmining truckers were starting to
snooth the traces of this rendezvous. Some were rolling large stones into the
cl eared spaces; others were bringing | oose brushwood to scatter in the proper
pl aces.

As a final touch, nmen noved into sight with undersized trees and | arge
bushes that had dirt clinging to their roots. They were actually going to
pl ant
those itens in holes already due for them

"Back to the truck," suggested Harry, in an undertone. "We'll stick with
these fell ows, anyway. They're the only bet, now that Dorgan has left."

H GH above the ravine, a notorcycle was cutting off its notor. This
t wo- wheel ed speedster was the vehicle that The Shadow had chosen for his
short-cut trip. It was the thing that Jericho had uncrated at The Shadow s
order.

In scaling a narrow road to these heights, The Shadow had | et the notor
roar its utmost, but in nearing the brink, he'd chosen a coasting course. Now,
pi cking his route by a light that was al nost negligible, The Shadow was
silently
inviting disaster by the way he wangled his machine toward the brow of the
deep
gul l'y.

Havi ng gauged the di stance on the map, The Shadow was estimating it in
actuality, confident that he'd stop short of the brink. H s whispered | augh
denot ed satisfaction as he chopped the cycle to a stop. At that very nonent,



The
Shadow spotted proof of his accurate cal cul ati ons.

VWere all |ooked solid in the darkness just ahead, The Shadow saw t he
twi nkl e of bobbing lights that night have been the |l anterns of gnones,
prow i ng

deep in the earth. The Shadow was right at the edge of the ravine; the little
lights were nmoving in its depth. The crooks were at the rendezvous where The
Shadow had expected themto be.

Par ki ng the notorcycle, The Shadow noved forward, picking his way
uncannily
in the dark. It seenmed for the nmonment that ground was novi ng ahead of him for
he was past the brink where he had stopped. Then, reaching forward, The Shadow
pl aced his hands upon a jagged mass of stone. It was a great rock, jutting out
toward the ravine.

The Shadow had noted that bl ocking mass upon the gully's fringe. He
| eaned
his wei ght against it, to gain a better |ook below. As The Shadow did, the
gr eat
rock trenbled. Seemingly it was on a bal ance point, otherwise it wouldn't have
waver ed under human pressure. But The Shadow hel d his ground, confident that
t he
rock woul d budge no fart her

The rock stayed firmafter its two-foot shift.

It would take nore than nere pressure to dislodge that mass of stone.
Movi ng si deward, The Shadow kept his footing on the turf in which the rock was
rooted and gained the view he wanted. Moyving |lights were producing a
kal ei doscopi c effect, as though they were being blinked; but there was no
reason
for the crooks to be imtating fireflies.

The answer, therefore, was that trees |lay between. Thin trees, scrawny
sapl i ngs, down the ravine's steep slope. Passing beyond that maze of trunks,

t he

lights naturally seemed to be twinkling off and on. They were flashlights,

whi ch

proved that men were busy with some task. Their work was al nost over, for sone
of the lights disappeared into bl ank bl ackness only to reappear again.
Correctly, The Shadow surm sed that the nmen were noving past trucks, on the

ot her side.

Li ghts gave a sudden bob. Then, in the time it took for sound to carry,
The
Shadow heard excited shouts. Amd the calls, big headlights flashed from
sever al
directions. Although the trees gave the scene an oddly shaped effect, The
Shadow
saw everything by the glare.

The crooks had di scovered two nen hiding in a truck. Qut from cover, the
fugitives were racing through the ravine. Shots spurted from behind them but
the pair kept on. They reached a nound of earth that |ooked nuch |ike an ant
hill and flung thensel ves beyond it, to return the fire. Though too tiny for
The
Shadow to identify, he knew that those two figures nmust represent Harry
Vi ncent
and Chet Conroy.

Two agai nst a dozen

THOUGH Harry and Chet had escaped the first fusillade, they were trapped.
Wary gunners, skilled in this sort of fray, were peppering the bel eaguered
pair
fromthe shelter of the trucks, drawing all the shots that Harry and Chet had



in
their guns.

Then, knowi ng that a mass attack was ripe, the crooks rose in one accord
to
charge across the open ground. The Shadow coul d have stopped them had he been
bel ow, but this em nence that gave hima bird s-eye picture was a doubl e
di sadvant age.

The range was too distant to deliver a telling fire. Moreover, the
i ntervening trees were so numerous that they fornmed a curtai n agai nst gunshots
from above. Had The Shadow delivered the entire output of his automatics, he'd
have been |lucky to score a single hit.

It was a rocky snare, that bow below, an anphitheater wherein a drama of
death was rising to swift climx. The Shadow, whose hand al one could stay the
tragedy, was relegated to the role of spectator, unless he could hurl his
strength into the fray within a brief space of seconds.

@uns couldn't turn the tide. The Shadow needed a titanic weapon. He
sei zed
one, on the instant. Lunging forward, upward, the cloaked fighter threw his
wei ght anew upon the projecting rock; but this tinme he chose the pinnacle,

i nstead of the base.

The force of The Shadow s lunge, the fling of his entire weight at once,
plus the | everage gained by applying that drive to the far end of the rock -
these were the elements that produced the needed result.

Quivering to its earthbound base, the jagged projection wavered; then
gave.

Perched upon the outer peak, The Shadow was like a clinging beetle, claw ng at
a

pebbl e brushed froma w ndow | edge. He was toppling into a jutted brink that
didn't offer the slightest crevice to save him

A suicidal effort, beside which The Shadow s recent hazards were trivial
He'd risked much in the strife back at the rubber factory, but there he'd been
dealing with human el ements, not with those of nature. In [aunching the brink
of
a precipice upon fighters bel ow, The Shadow was witing his own ticket to
di saster.

Yet, as the great rock heaved free and lurched like a mssile froma
giant's sling, it was acconpanied by the fierce defiance of the reckless
battl er
who had thrown hinself into the aval anche.

Along with the massive chunk of uprooted rock that tobogganed down the
sl ope, slashing all before it, cane the |laugh of The Shadow

CHAPTER XI 'V
LI NK BRI NGS LI NE

HALTED li ke toy dolls with rundown mechani sm pygmy crooks heard the
crash
of the battering rock as it shattered saplings into match-wood. Splintering
echoes volleyed fromthe walls of the craggy bow in tune to the mrth of that
m ghty devastator, The Shadow.

If he wanted death, The Shadow had chosen the right way out, for he was
hurling the same destruction into the ranks of a dozen foenmen. Snall confort
that the increasing roar of the stony juggernaut drowned the nmockery that
echoed
withit.

Li ke a Sanmson | oosing a pul veri zi ng doom upon his enem es, The Shadow
coul d
die content. The fade of his |laugh denoted that his fate had been the first,



but
the nmere nenory of that mirth was a prophecy that the crooks woul d perish from
t he sane devastati ng cause.

Rooted, with guns dropping fromtheir shaky fists, none of that clustered
crew knew which way to turn. Wth a speed resenbling a neteor's, the great
rock
had swi ped a flat path down the slope and was | oom ng squarely upon them

The rock didn't bounce. The crashing trees prevented it. Only two nmen in
the bow bel ow were clear of the horrendous nmissile. Those two were Harry and
Chet, the nen The Shadow knew that he coul d save, even though the cost m ght
be
hi s own destruction.

A cluster of larger trees was the last barrier between the crooks and the
approachi ng rock that was proving the law of gravity's full force. Those trees
m ght as well have been jack straws. The jagged boul der splintered them apart,
clearing a path of carpet snoothness, except for one renai ni ng obstacle.

The thing that intervened had not been visible until the trees were
bashed
away. Now it reared itself, cold and gray, within a few dozen feet of the
frozen
men who were nmarked for the doomthat they had attenpted to disburse to
ot hers.

The rearing object was a chunky slab of granite as hard and jagged as the
m ghty bl ock that was poundi ng down upon The Shadow s foenen!

They met, the | oosened nmissile fromthe cliff and the firmy inbedded
shield that jutted fromthe earth. Stone against stone, with a shower of
spar ks
t hat skyrocketed all about. An irresistible force was striking an i movabl e
body
and the material, hard though it was, could not stand the strain.

The | oosened rock was the one that provided the nmonentum and t ook the
consequences of its own rash drive. It split cleanly in the mddle and its two
hal ves opened w de as they roared past the i movabl e obstacle. So wi de was the
spread that each section m ssed the horror-frozen crooks!

One chunk cavorted off between the trucks. The other cut a swath between
t he crooks and the mound where Harry and Chet were isolated. The stroke into
whi ch The Shadow had put every ounce of his strength, was a failure.

Wth the passage of the stony segnents, echoes arrived fromthe snooth
pat h
down the steep slope. Anbng them came a tone that the crooks felt could be
forgotten, the fading taunt of The Shadow, the foe that they no | onger feared.

There was sonething that the crooks didn't notice in that tone; its note
of
si ngul ar satisfaction, nore of a self-congratulation than a repetition of an
earlier challenge

The Shadow had actually catapulted hinmself across the brink of doom
wi t hout a possible place to gain a grip, except upon the plunging rock itself.
But nature had a habit of providing conpensation to those who put its forces
into action.

In this instance, the conpensation was the hole that the uprooted rock

left
behind it. In clutching space as the rock whirled frombeneath him The Shadow
had found something nore. It was still space, but with an earthy fringe around

it.

El bow deep, The Shadow was hanging in the gritty soil that couldn't keep
its clutch upon the unbal anced rock, but was able to support The Shadow s
| esser
wei ght. The later laugh that reached the gully was not an echo; it was The
Shadow s appreciation of this sequel

Conpletely in the hole by then, the cl oaked master was worki ng upward,



over

the | edge. Pausing to | ook bel ow, he saw what | ooked like a corduroy road, the
path that the great rock cleaved. Saplings tunbled at a downward slant, were
al l

pressed deep in the slope. But the I ower scene did not fulfill The Shadow s
expect ati ons.

Crooks were coming fromtheir cringe. Triunphantly they were turning to
deal destruction of their own upon two hel pl ess men who had not gai ned safety
t hrough The Shadow s efforts. The crooks had reason for their triunph. Even if
The Shadow still lived, which they regarded as inpossible, he couldn't reach
them before they finished their foul work.

THE SHADOW had hi s own idea on that score

Swiftly, be sprang through the darkness, seized the nmotorcycle and | unged
it for the edge of the ravine. Boarding the nmachine as it hopped the brink
The
Shadow opened the throttle w de.

Down the path hewn by the boul der, The Shadow was riding a nechani zed
aval anche that outstripped the speed the rock had shown. A creature as bl ack
as
night, as swift as the wind, was hurtling upon the rallying crooks to prove
t hey
could not stay his hand of vengeance.

A few nminutes before, The Shadow could not have traveled that route, any
nore than his guns could have found a free path of fire. But in hurling the
giant rock along its way, The Shadow had not only opened a roadway to the bow
bel ow;, he had paved it!

The corduroy track of saplings was The Shadow s route to vengeance. True,
there were stretches where the slashed trees canme together |ike a groove, but
those only favored the speed The Shadow wanted. Likew se there were gaps,
wher e
the path was carpeted with brushwood only, but the cycle cleared those w thout
troubl e.

Rocks were the only hazard and the great chunk of toppled cliff had
literally skinmed such obstacles fromthe path, with one exception, the jagged
toot h upon which the boul der had split. But the anchored rock was no | onger
hi dden anong a cluster of trees. The Shadow could see the obstacle that he
woul d
have to pass.

The Shadow used the proper system Just what his speed was at the nonent,
no one coul d have judged, for the cloaked rider was doing other things. A nere
nudge of the handl ebars forked the notorcycle to one side of the bl ocking
r ock,
the side toward the nound where Harry and Chet were sheltered.

Sl appi ng the brakes as he veered, The Shadow took a swerve in the
opposite
direction. He banked agai nst the nmound, the wheels kicking a shower of dirt
t hat
hal f buried Harry and Chet. Spun al nbst about by its daredevil driver, the
not orcycl e conpl eted the hairpin | oop and gave anot her cough as The Shadow
spurted it into the ranks of the attacking crooks!

Cut off fromtheir prey, those killers were now confronted by a guided
j uggernaut conpared to which the shattered boul der seemed a nmere prelimnary.
| f
they'd still been conming to the attack, The Shadow woul d have hewn a new path
this time through nmen instead of trees. But the crooks had broken when they
heard the downrushi ng roar

They couldn't match that incredible fighter, The Shadow, who not only
l'ived



when he should by rights be dead, but topped one devastating exploit with
anot her. The crooks fairly expected the rest of the crag to come thundering
down

upon themlike a tidal wave of rock. Terror had given power to their |egs;

t hey

were darting to their trucks when The Shadow veered the notorcycl e toward

t hem

No | onger |oaded, the trucks were quick on the start. Like a line of mad
el ephants they snorted toward the upper end of the ravine, taking the sane
route
that Dorgan had used with the vans. The first truck was off so soon that it
bor e
hard upon The Shadow, as if to give hima taste of the aval anche busi ness.

The crooks were el ated when they saw The Shadow spring fromthe
not or cycl e
and dive into a clunp of trees. The first truck mangl ed the notorcycle while
guns were blazing toward the spot where the cl oaked fighter had gone. Then the
rest of the trucks were hamering through, all delivering a broadside of
revol ver fire

Chet gave a gritted groan

He and Harry were safe enough behind their nound, provided that the
trucks
didn't stop to deal with them But it seemed that The Shadow was really
finished. Harry knew better, for he understood his chief's tactics. Before
Harry
could state the fact to Chet, The Shadow announced it for hinself.

Long and strident was the nockery that came from deep amd the trees,
telling men of crime that The Shadow had countered their juggernaut scheme by
using their own nethod of earlier protection. Having been unable to deliver a
sati sfactory gunfire through screening trees, The Shadow was pl acing the
cr ooks
at the sanme advant age.

Their bullets were choppi ng boughs and ni cki ng trunks, nothing nore. Now,
with the trucks under way, The Shadow was free to wheel fromshelter and take
further measures. Hard upon his laugh came the stab of his guns as he reached
the rough dirt road. But The Shadow s pursuing gunfire was nullified by a
swerve
that the trucks were taking, through an angl ed pass that narked the outlet of
the rocky-wal |l ed bow .

REACHI NG t he notorcycle, The Shadow found it usel ess for i mediate
pursuit.
The lead truck had bent it badly; repairs would require at |east a half-hour
Still, The Shadow wasn't giving up the chase. A roar was arriving fromthe
| ower
end of the ravine; with it appeared diff's truck, com ng by the normal route.
Flinging the notorcycle toward Harry and Chet, The Shadow i ndi cated t hat
they could keep it and apply the necessary repairs. Then, as diff's truck
went
ripping by, in response to The Shadow s wave, the cl oaked fighter did what
Chet
t hought was the nost amazing thing of all
Wth one great stride, The Shadow overtook the truck, gave a mighty |eap
into the air, and di sappeared as though his bound had carried him at
super speed
in through the open back. How The Shadow rmanaged that was baffling to Chet,
unl ess the cl oaked whirlwind was fitted out with springs and geared with a
not or .
What Chet didn't see was Jericho.



The giant's hands were reaching out when The Shadow nade the spring. The
l[ift that Jericho provided carried The Shadow farther on, turning a remarkable
| eap into something quite stupendous. Thanks to that catch-and-carry
assi st ance,

The Shadow hadn't |ost a single second in joining his crew of agents. In
response to his chief's order, diff hadn't slowed the truck a jot.

The trucks ahead ignored the dirt route that woul d have taken them over
to
the main hi ghway. Their drivers were determ ned to keep away fromthe rubber
factory and the nests of Feds in that terrain. Reaching other roads they
scattered, hoping to outdistance The Shadow. By separating, they at |east
managed to linmt the chase to a single truck, the hapless one that chanced to
be
the last in line.

Al ong a secondary road much |ike the one where Chet had raced the State
police, Aiff was trailing the last of the crook-manned trucks, gaining on it
al ong every straight stretch. Al ongside of diff, The Shadow was j abbi ng
intermttent shots to get the precise range. A few nore gains and he'd be
punching holes in the rear tires of the fleeing truck ahead.

As a warning for the crooks to halt their flight, The Shadow delivered
hi s
| augh, anmid the gun spurts, but it only spurred the fugitives to nmadder
effort.

Unable to gain along the straight road, they tried to do it on the next curve.
The top-heavy truck just couldn't take it.

Adiff's headlights hit the bend in tinme to show the truck careen agai nst
a
guard rail. Stout boards splintered, the way The Shadow s rock had done wth
saplings. Wth a long, revol ving heave, the vehicle was gone, down a sl ope
t hat
was anything but gentle. WIld screans acconpani ed the crashes that
rever ber at ed
back.

The cries died first, before the clattering was drowned by a final crash
far below the brink. Silence took over when Cliff halted his truck. Wth a
| ow,
gri mlaugh, The Shadow alighted and pi cked his way down past the broken guard
rail. The waiting agents could see the tiny tw nkles of a sharply focused
flashlight; all they heard was the muffled tunmult of a creek that traversed
t he
val | ey bel ow.

WHEN The Shadow returned, the |augh he toned was nmirthless. Its knel
inmplied that the crooks had met their death. Wth him The Shadow brought a few
exhibits that he had gathered during his trip, odd itenms that the truck had
thrown off. One was a cap, with a badge attached that belonged to the dead
driver.

This and a few nore souvenirs were The Shadow s only trophies of the
chase.

That he was satisfied, was proven when he ordered Ciff to drive ahead. The
truck pulled away, |eaving blackness by the shattered guard rail

Enpty bl ackness, for The Shadow had departed with his agents. Doubly
enpty,

t hat darkness, for the great gap in the rail still yawned, even though night
veiled it. From bel ow cane the murrmur of the passing creek, its rippling tone
a

| aughter of its own, as though it had caught The Shadow s mirth and
under st ood.

The Shadow had stopped crime, but crime would still go on. It was |ike



t he
progress of the creek, dammed monentarily by the shattered truck that had
obstructed it; yet The Shadow could claimnore than a tenmporary victory.

He was closing in on crine, this master investigator. G ven another
opportunity, The Shadow would deliver doomin a permanent way, not nerely to
crooks, but to the black market that they represented. Wth such destruction
The
Shadow woul d include the hidden head of this insidious business, once that
villain could be uncovered. On such scores, odds |ay somewhat wi th The Shadow.

VWere crime would strike next might still be a nystery, but that it would
strike was a certainty. The operations of the black narket were too nanifold
to
be halted overnight. Already other industries must be feeling its insidious
grip
and the ganme woul d have to break eventually. The bl ack nmarket had gone too
far,

t hus giving The Shadow his opportunity to overtake it.

Toni ght The Shadow had gained a clue to the crooks. Perhaps, through
t hose
same events, he had gained a |lead to the hidden ways of crinme itself.

If so, only The Shadow knew, but it was not his policy to tell. Rather
The
Shadow preferred to wait - and strikel

CHAPTER XV
TWO CLUES TO CRI ME

SOON after The Shadow s chase had begun, Harry and Chet conpleted
repairing
the notorcycle and back-traced fromthe gorge. To Chet, Harry was his
conpani on
in a msery that had certain conpensations. Just as Chet was |inked with the
Pyrolac trouble, so did Harry appear to be connected with the conplications at
t he rubber factory.

That was enough to make them conrades and to Chet, it was a step toward
vindication. In his turn, Harry could feel sure that people would believe his
story of innocence, since Chet could tell a simlar tale. At |east that was
t he
way things added up in Chet's nind, since he had no idea that Harry was
wor ki ng
for The Shadow. To Chet, The Shadow was sinply a nysterious avenger who pl ayed
a
| one, 1 ong hand, in aiding honest men who were in trouble.

Si nce Chet had found refuge at Merrick's Junkyard, he offered the sane
haven to Harry. In his turn, Harry played the proper part by acting as Chet
expected. When they reached the junkyard, all was quiet, so they parked the
nmotorcycle in the shed. Chet promised to introduce his new friend as anot her
stranger who had stopped off at the junkyard, where strangers were al ways
wel come provided they were willing to work.

THE next few days passed calmy.
Newspapers carried | arge reports of sabotage at the United Recovery
pl ant,
but Harry Vincent did not come in for notoriety. Sonehow his nanme had been
| ost
in the rush, which left himfree to work around the junkyard wi th none of the
risk that Chet had taken. Introduced to Joan Merrick and her father, Harry was



recei ved cordially, as any new worker woul d be.

Chet Conroy did not envy his new friend' s status. Rather, he was pl eased
that Harry shoul d remain unsuspected as it made matters easier all around.
Furthernore, Chet was able to turn over sone outside duties to his new
assi st ant
and could therefore give time to the work that he preferred, the experinents
that he was making in the inprovised |aboratory that he had established in the
ol d shack.

Constantly, Chet and Harry were keeping tally on all trucks that cane to
the junkyard. But in those few days, they saw no arrivals who resenbl ed Dorgan
or any of his fellow truckers. Wether this was good or bad, was a matter of
opinion. Certainly if James Merrick happened to be the brain behind the bl ack
market, this was the time for himto avoid all connection with it. Therefore
t he
| ack of suspicious truckers comng to the place could be nore than nere
coincidence. It mght be regarded as a definite precaution on Merrick's part.

Naturally Chet was still inclined to give Merrick benefit of doubt, on
Joan's account. He didn't express that point to Harry, but the latter
recogni zed
it. The give-away was the fact that Chet was nore than courteous to Merrick
whenever he met the old gentleman. As for Joan, she was doing her utnpst to
keep
Chet in her father's good graces.

Li nping on his cane, smling through his beard, Merrick was beginning to
view the junkyard as an industrial center. Joan made it a policy to enphasize
t he i nprovenents

"Al'l the nmoney you lost, dad," said the girl, "is com ng back. The
busi nesses you had to junk are paying better than if they'd kept going. Look
over there; see how the Pounder is mashing material that sells for ready
cash!"

Supported between Joan and his cane, Merrick hobbled back to the
m ser abl e
house he termed a mansion. Joan left himto neet Chet near the headquarters
shack. She noted that Chet was watching some trucks that came in for a | oad
and
she wondered at the way his eyes narrowed. Cbserving that the trucks were
manned
by honest |ooking drivers, Chet pronptly rel axed.

"This business is showing sone real profit," declared Chet. "W're going
to
change that hovel into a mansion and | don't mean or else. Unless your father
woul d prefer to buy an arsenal and turn it into a residence the way Thorneau
did."

"We' || be satisfied with a new paint job," |aughed Joan. "How about those
chemi cal experinents of yours. Aren't they putting us into the paint and
| acquer
busi ness?"

"They will be," assured Chet, "unless | blow up the place first. It's

likely to go if | don't get back to nmy Bunsen burner. There's plenty of pepper
in the soup that has just begun to stew "

PUNGENT snells fromthe shack hurried Chet back to his work. He had just
attended to a bubbling ness when a door swung open at his el bow. Chet
si de-stepped to save a hydroneter jar that he was clutching. He saw Harry
entering fromthe shed at the rear

"How about it, Vincent," queried Chet. "Any sign of suspicious |ooking
truckers?"

"I was going to ask you the same question," replied Harry. "I saw you
| ooking at sonme out front."



Chet shook his head.

"None of Dorgan's tribe anmong them" he said. "I'd say that the black
mar ket gang has deserted Packensaw for good."

"Or bad," nodified Harry. "Anyway, that gives me a chance to take the
motorcycle for a try-out, since there's nobody around to recognize it as The
Shadow s. |1've replaced the parts that gave us trouble getting back here the
ot her night."

Swi ngi ng out fromthe shed, Harry snorted the notorcycle across the yard,
to attract Joan's attention. He wanted her to | ook and | earn that Chet had
hired
a good repair man. Though references weren't needed at Merrick's Junkyard,
wor kers were expected to make good on any jobs they claimed they could handl e.

It wasn't odd that Harry should be taking the notorcycle for a test,
because dark was beginning to settle. It was therefore safe for Harry to go
out,
even if the Feds wanted him as they did Chet. But Harry's actions, when he
cl eared the junkyard, were somewhat uncommon for anyone wanted by the |aw

Harry didn't spin the motorcycle through back alleys. He kept along the
main street of Packensaw, what there was of it, in order to reach the railroad
station by the shortest route. Of fromthe di stance cane the blare of a
railroad | oconotive, bringing the express bound for New York. As further proof
that time was short, Harry saw the lights of an autonobil e speedi ng down the
hill road that cane from Thorneau's nmansi on

VWeel i ng past the station, Harry skidded the notorcycle past some bushes
beyond the platform He was strolling nonchalantly toward the waiting room
when
the car arrived. It was Thorneau' s |inmousine and Cranston was getting out of
it.

Harry's nonchal ance was but an imtation of Cranston's leisurely
perfection. Though Cranston, too, was in a hurry, he didn't show a trace of
it.

He shook hands w th Thorneau, thanked himfor the ride, and bowed hinself
away,

remarki ng that he'd have to buy a ticket. By then, the big searchlight of the
| oconotive was gleaning froma curve |less than a quarter nile away.

Only a mnute or two for the contact that The Shadow wanted to nake, yet
he
managed it without |Iosing an iota of his Cranston calm He already had a
ti cket,
so he strolled past the office, around the corner from Thorneau's car. Hs
keen
eyes picked Harry on the instant and in the sinple act of striking a cigarette
lighter, Cranston | eaned close to voice the word:

"Report."

Harry sinply shook his head. No further report was needed. Nothing of
i mportance had happened at the junkyard. O course Harry di scounted the fact
that trucks other than Dorgan's had been picking up legitimte | oads. Such
negati ve evidence could be taken for granted.

As the | oconotive hamrered by, Cranston spoke, his tone the whisper of

The
Shadow. Odd how that sibilance penetrated the din. Harry gathered every word
perfectly.

"Marquette was at Thorneau's," infornmed The Shadow. "He |l eft an hour ago.
Still on the rubber job and calls it sabotage. No nore trouble at the plant;
t he

rubber is comng through in good shape. The crooks must have doubl ed back to
find the truck that wecked itself the other night. They faked the truck so it
wasn't recogni zed as belonging to the rubber caravan."

That summary took twenty seconds, during which the train had stopped.
Turning to step on board, The Shadow added in a tone much nore |ike



Cranston's:
"Keep Conroy under waps. We can clear himnore easily if he doesn't show
hi nsel f. Besides, he nay be needed when the test cones. W were too late with
| acquer and rubber, but we'll be ahead of the next case before it happens.”
The train was starting and Cranston was on the step. Al npbst forgetting

t hat
this leisurely individual was his cryptic chief, The Shadow, Harry jogged
al ong
besi de the noving train. and excl ai ned:
"You nmean you've | earned what the crooks w Il highjack next?"
There was a nod from Cranston; |eaning forward, he spoke a single word:
"Magnesi um "
That one word was enough. As the train clattered across the grade
crossing,

Harry turned back toward the place where he had | eft the notorcycle, wondering
why he hadn't thought of it hinself. The fire at the United Recovery factory
had
been sparked by large quantities of powdered nagnesium but Harry hadn't
bot hered to wonder how t he crooks had obtained a supply of such a vita
pr oduct .

The Shadow had done nore than wonder.

He'd cl assed the nmagnesiumas a clue to crine. Mreover, he'd decided
t hat
if crooks could obtain one quantity of such an essential material, they could
acquire more. Wth two hi ghjacking rackets washed up, because of the
i ncreasi ng
strain, men of crime would turn to sonmething el se. The stuff in question would
be magnesi um

BACK at the junkyard, Chet was wondering why Harry had not returned.
Not i ci ng how dusk had deepened, Chet listened for a nmonent; then, hearing no
sounds of the notorcycle, he decided to go into the junkyard and see if his
evi dence, the batch of |acquer containers, was still intact.

Hal fway there, Chet saw a car stopping just outside the junkyard. Three
nen
stepped fromit; one opened the back and ordered two others to carry sone
cartons that were filled with odds and ends. Chet noted that the first man
went
to Merrick's house, while the others were dunping the contents of the cartons
a
short way inside the junkyard.

Sneaki ng over as soon as the men had gone, Chet crouched | ow and struck a
match. In the assortment of dunped tin-ware, he saw sonmething that electrified
him License plates, the sort that trucks bore, and one such plate showed a
nunber that was etched in Chet's mind

The plate that bel onged to Dorgan's truck

O course, there were two trucks like Dorgan's, but it didn't matter
whi ch
one had carried these plates. The point was that the crooks had covered up the
past. They'd probably done a repaint job on the duplicate trucks that fornmed
t he
twin caravan and were operating those vehicles under their proper |icenses.

But the cover-up was not conplete.

Just as Merrick's Junkyard contai ned evidence that |acquer had been
hi ghj acked, so did it hold the proof of whol esale crookery in rubber. Evidence
that woul d add another point to Chet's score, when the tine came to disclose
it.

Chet could bury this evidence later. For the present he wanted to see who
Merrick's visitor was. Sneaking over toward the house, Chet arrived there and



crouched by the corner as the side door opened. At this close range, with a
light to help, it was easy to recognize the man who was stepping out.

The man was Dorgan, alias Kilgare

That wasn't all. Merrick was with Dorgan, clapping himapprovingly on the
shoul der. Chet heard the words that Merrick uttered in a whispered wheeze:

"Al'l right, Dorgan, you can take the load tonight. But it won't go on the
books, because it isn't wise for Joan to know anything about it. Wenever she
hears one thing, she always finds out nore."

Dor gan nodded.

"Qur little profit isn't too bad," added Merrick, with a chuckle. "R ght
tidy, 1'd say. It's been that way all along, and this won't be the |ast of
it."

Chet saw Dorgan's parting grin, if it could be called such. Considering
that the fellow s face was gifted with a pernanent leer, it was difficult to
gauge Dorgan's opinions. Chet preferred to go on what Merrick said, and that
had
been enough.

It would be a jolt for Joan, to learn that her father was the brain
behi nd
the bl ack market in which Dorgan played no nore than a minor part. But crine
was
crime; there could be no other choice. Mich though Chet hated it, he would
have
to see this business through.

Toni ght, at the right time and place, Chet would place the goods where it
bel onged, on Janes Merrick. He'd becone a hero, even though he didn't want to
be. Unl ess sonebody el se stepped in to crack crine before Chet found his
chance;
but that seemed inpossible, considering the clue that Chet al one had gai ned.

Chet Conroy should have forgotten his own dilemm, to think in terns of
The
Shadow, the being to whomthe inpossible was comonpl ace!

CHAPTER XVI
A DEAL | N MAGNESI UM

MAGNESI UM t he wonder net al

That was what they called it, in the printed prospectus that |ay upon The
Shadow s table. But The Shadow wasn't studying such details; he knew all about
magnesi um Lighter by far than alum num the wonder netal was essential to
ai rpl ane construction, valuable as a solid nmaterial as nuch as in the powdered
formin which nunitions makers used it.

VWhat interested The Shadow was the production of nagnesi um

There had been nention of the nmetal, at Thorneau's. The demand for it was
on the constant increase, but so was the supply. O recent years, a new source
had been tapped. Magnesi um was bei ng extracted fromthe ocean, and of late a
new
pl ant had been established on the Atlantic seaboard, fairly close to New York

The prospectus on The Shadow s tabl e gave the |ocation of the new plant,
along with its plan of operation. Though such an industry should preferably be
i nl and, the choice had certain nerit. First, the magnesi um makers had taken
over
an abandoned industrial property; again, the location offered a val uabl e asset
to the production of magnesium nanely, oyster shells.

Intended for investors, the bulletin explained the purpose of the
nol | usks.
MIlions of gallons of water were being punped in daily through pipes |eading
to



an arrangenent called a flocculator. There the brine was met by |inewater from
anot her pipe. The line was the product of oyster shells, dredged from anot her
portion of the bay.

The mixture, reaching i nmense tanks, formed m |k of nagnesia; this
precipitate, when filtered and piped to another tank, was treated with a weak
solution of hydrochloric acid, to produce magnesi um chl ori de, which was
converted into solid magnesium netal by the passage of an electric current.

Located near a worked-out oyster bed, the plant had access to an
i nexhausti bl e supply of shells, and was therefore obtaining quicklinm at the
mere cost of dredging. Hence the enterprise was naking noney, or would be, as
soon as it began shi pping magnesiumon a | arge scale. That woul d be very soon
for already stocks of the nmetal were being stored near the plant, to await the
linking of transportation facilities.

In nmentioning the new nagnesi um pl ant, Thorneau had declared that it
woul d
i ncrease deliveries in the East, a thing nmuch to be desired. Mgnesi um wasn't
scarce enough to be a worry, but certain industries were finding it necessary
to
ship some of their excess supplies to others. In two industries, aircraft and
muni ti ons, Thorneau was finding the drain quite heavy and hoped that it would
soon be ended.

It would be, if all went well at the new magnesi um plant. A whispered
I augh
told that The Shadow intended to see that all went well. A gloved hand clicked
of f the bluish Iight that shone upon the table; the roomwas plunged into
dar kness.

Nowhere coul d darkness lie nmore heavily than in this hidden room which
The
Shadow used as his secret sanctum Conpared to its thick gloom a total
bl ackout
woul d seem ni |l d. The absol ute darkness was stirred by a weird | augh that
seened
alive, amid that Stygian setting. Then the gloomitself engul fed the echoes to
produce a conpl ete silence.

W THI N t he next hour, The Shadow was hovering close to his destination.
He
was | ost agai nst the gloony bul k of a mammoth storehouse erected on the Jersey
flats. Of to one direction, great punps were at work, drawing in their
mllions
of gallons of water. At another angle, powerful dredges were working overtime
to
supply the lime kiln and the slaker with their quota of crushed oyster shells.
Useful things, oyster shells. They even surfaced the roads in this area,
hi ghways al ong whi ch [unber trucks were bringing material to erect nore houses
for the workers. Already there were dozens of such dwellings clustered
her eabout. People were moving into them as was evidenced by the furniture
vans
that came across the meadows, along with the trucks
A rail connection was also coming through. It was the needed link to
start
t he shipping of magnesi um which by then would fill the warehouse. By that
tine,
wi th hundreds of new workers quartered cl ose at hand, the plant would be able
to
repl enish its magnesium stores as fast as they were haul ed away by freight.
Such
was the story witten by the glowing lights that sparkled through this area.
But The Shadow was | ooking for inside facts.



Facts inside the warehouse, where accunul ated magnesi umwas stored in the
formof metal bars. Entry to the place was easy for The Shadow. A group of
i nspectors were just beginning their evening tour, acconpani ed by watchmen.
Behind them unnoticed in the gloom flitted the cl oaked shape of The Shadow.

The war ehouse was di vided into many sections, |ike the bul kheads of a
shi p.

One room which served as the receiving departnment, was fitted with wooden
partitions, which served as temporary terns. Here, the bricks of |ightweight
nmetal glistened in silvery piles, standing upon low rolling platforns.

The inspectors were checking the various bins, tabbing those from which
t he
magnesi um had been assigned to the regular conpartnments. Finishing their
tabul ati on, they marched off through various doorways to learn if the
assi gnments had been properly placed. Instead of follow ng, The Shadow waited
in
the gl oom cast by a | arge stack of magnesi um net al

This was the place where things mght happen, rather than in those deeper
strong rooms. Yet it was difficult to see how anyone coul d mani pul ate great
heaps of magnesiumin between tines, particularly when any theft m ght be
not ed
promptly afterward. Neverthel ess, The Shadow pl ayed a hunch and renai ned,
observing two wat chmen who were in the receiving room

One wat chman spoke to the other and received a nod. The second man went
t hrough the outer door, bound upon some trivial errand. H s departure put the
whol e receiving roomin the custody of one nan, who i medi ately behaved in a
sneaky but efficient fashion. Going quickly to the nearest bin, the fellow
tapped its inner partition

Hardly had the watchman drawn away, before the partition slid upward |ike
a
wi ndow sash. Through the gap went the well-oiled rolling platform carrying
its
| oad of lightweight metal. The wooden truck swerved as it passed beneath the
lifted barrier, but the view was imredi ately bl ocked by the arrival of a
duplicate roller, com ng out through the gap, bearing what appeared to be an
i dentical stack of nagnesium

The wat chman went to another bin, where the process was repeated. At
intervals along the wall, the sane thing happened, until finally, he
encount ered
a del ay, the reason evidently being that his acconplices were out of roller
trucks. However, it wouldn't take themlong to unload the first carrier and
get
it ready.

About to repeat the signal, the watchman saw the inspectors returning.
They
gl anced at the bins and one inspector did sonething that he had negl ected
bef ore. He picked up sone bl ocks of magnesium one by one, and tested their
wei ght, apparently finding themquite satisfactory.

That point was puzzling for the nmonent.

Being so light of weight, magnesiumwas difficult to imtate, yet the
bricks that the inspector certified were of the counterfeit type that hidden
hands had substituted for the genuine netal

As the inspectors started out, the crooked watchman dallied. He found his
chance to signal the final rap. In snooth style, a partition lifted, and the
last roller slithered through, to be replaced by one that carried a fake | oad.
Hardly was the partition down, before an inspector returned to find out why
t he
wat chman had tarried.

The crook faked a reason. He began probing about with his flashlight and
The Shadow was forced to do sone artful gliding fromone nagnesiumpile to
another. At last he arrived within one of the bins behind the watchman's back



Joi ning the inspector, the watchman went out, and the lights were pronptly
turned off.

THE beam of a tiny flashlight cut the darkness. It focused on a pile of
fal se magnesi um bl ocks. For his own satisfaction, The Shadow tested a few by
wei ght, and his findings exonerated the inspector. These bl ocks weren't
overwei ght. What was nore, they were definitely nmetallic, as they should be.

VWhen The Shadow knuckl ed the bars of magnesium they gave a dull netallic
sound, but it didn't quite satisfy him considering the substitution that he'd
wi tnessed. On the wall of the bin was a cardboard placard that bore its
nunber ;
taking it down, The Shadow laid it flat and placed three nagnesi um bricks upon
it.

In laying them The Shadow put two side by side, but set the other
crosswise, so that its length represented the width of the other two. The
cardboard was thick and stiff; it supported the three |ightweight bars as The
Shadow pressed his hands together, underneath, to serve as the central bal ance
poi nt .

Set together like a single block, the three bricks should have bal anced
evenly, but they didn't. The side of the placard that held the single brick
began a downward tilt. That solved the riddle of the fake magnesi um

These bl ocks were nmetal, nade of a cheap alloy of conmoner substances
li ke
zinc or iron, perhaps even |ead. The weight of those netals didn't matter
because the bl ocks were hollow. That was why the tilt was wong. The enpty
centers of two bl ocks were on one side of the balance; that of only a single
bl ock upon the other.

VWen tapped, the blocks didn't reveal a hollow note. Therefore they nust
be
filled with sonething. Tilting themone at a tinme, The Shadow |istened. He
heard
not hi ng, but from one block, a faulty speci men of fakery, he sensed a slight
interior shift. The Shadow deci ded on the substance with which these bl ocks
wer e
st uf f ed.

It was sawdust!

Here was hi ghjacking on a new and | avi sh scal e. Bl ocks of val uable
magnesi um net al being renoved by thousands and suppl anted by junk netal packed
with the residue fromsawrills. It showed a new quirk of the master brain
behi nd
the bl ack market.

The ol d game was over. The business of grabbing materials during shipnent
and bl aming the thing on earlier sabotage, had served with |acquer and rubber
The first job had fooled the Feds conpletely, but they were still uncertain
about the second, not having found a suitable suspect |ike Chet Conroy.

I f things began to happen to magnesium the Feds woul d | ook beyond the
factory. But it wouldn't help themto lay the blane on future transportation
Thi s highjacking job would be a thing of the past. As such, it fitted with The
Shadow s own findings. The use of magnesiumflares in the arson work at United
Recovery had given himthe inkling that crooks had already nade a secret dea
in
magnesi um

One point was evident. \Wen bl ocks of faked magnesi um began to arrive at
shi pping points, there wouldn't be any tal k of a needling process or an
inferior
product, as with lacquer and rubber. These bl ocks of base netal stuffed with
sawdust, would give away the gane. But by then, the naster mani pul ator
woul dn' t
care.



He'd nade his clean-up in lacquer. His black narket was stocked to the
hi | t
wi th regenerated rubber. He would own a stock of magnesium | arge enough to
fil
a warehouse. All these materials were in heavy demand and coul d be dovetail ed
into industry at will, at a mllion-dollar profit. The kind of profit that
coul d
be counted double, considering that it was operating free of taxes and ot her
limtations.

Yes, the brain behind it had designed well, to nake this crine a business
of the past. But that rule only applied to the future. The proposition was
still
current, so far as The Shadow was concerned. He still had a chance to dea
with
it, right here.

MOVI NG from the bin, The Shadow reached anot her which stood enpty.
Entering, he tapped the partition and waited. The wooden wall slid upward and
hands reached through to grab another stack of magnesium but they didn't find
it. Instead, they discovered solid blackness, or nore correctly, it discovered
t hem

Wth slugging guns, The Shadow met a pair of husky foenen and battered
t hem
i nsensi bl e. Leaving them spraw ed besi de the opening that proved their part in
crime, he noved toward a doorway that he saw ahead. This was an unused
conpartnment behind the receiving room an unfinished annex to the warehouse
t hat
crooks had tricked to suit their purposes. It suited The Shadow quite as well.

Qut si de the door, The Shadow saw a flashlight blinking, two |ongs and two
shorts, so he answered with the same signal, knowing that if the response was
i ncorrect, he could deal swiftly with the man who gave the flash. But the
si gnal
proved satisfactory; it was the word to go. Big vehicles cane |unbering by, in
sl ow procession

They were nmoving vans, presumably bringing furniture to workers
dwel | i ngs.

I nstead, they were runni ng nagnesi um netal, even bringing the fake stuff that
replaced it. The door of the final van was swinging invitingly; it was meant
for

the two men who had net The Shadow in the warehouse. So The Shadow took the
invitation as his own.

The van was well filled with stolen nagnesium but it had no human
occupants. Pulling the door shut, The Shadow delivered a whispered |augh, so
subdued that it was confined to his own hearing, alone. Vans like these fitted
the description of Dorgan's fleet that Harry and Chet had seen departing from
t he trucking rendezvous in the bow of the secret ravine.

VWerever they were going, they were carrying The Shadow too. And the
I augh
that came from hidden |ips announced that The Shadow hel d no doubt as to his
desti nati on!

CHAPTER XVI |
THE SECRET BUSI NESS
VWHI LE The Shadow was riding toward crine's final goal, all lay quiet

ar ound
Merrick's Junkyard. The bi g Pounder had ceased work for the night. Tired



wor ker s
were sleeping in their little shacks, small-sized replicas of the headquarters
wherei n Chet Conroy conducted his chem cal experinents.

There was a light in the roomthat served Chet as a | ab; another in the
shed where Harry Vincent was doing repair work on bicycles that he had found
around the junkyard. But the bubbling sounds that Harry heard fromthe
i nprovi sed | aboratory were no proof that Chet was on the job. Deliberately,
Chet
had faked that set-up

At present, Chet was outside a wi ndow of the Merrick house, watching
Joan' s
father in the living room Joan wasn't around; she was tired and had just gone
up to bed. Chet was nore than confident that Merrick had been waiting unti
Joan
left, before contacting Dorgan. Therefore, Chet's real vigil was begi nning.

Results were pronpt. Rising fromhis chair, Merrick proved hinself the
f ake
t hat Chet suspected. The bearded nman didn't reach for the cane that he al ways
carried publicly. Instead, he noved spryly across the room opened an
ol d-fashi oned clock that stood on the mantel and renoved a sizable wad of
currency. Starting for the door, Merrick picked up his hat on the way.

Then he remenbered his cane. It was back beside the easy-chair where it
bel onged. As Merrick returned to get the stick, Chet saw his face quite
clearly.

Weary eyes |l ooked tired no longer; instead, they were sparkling with zest. Nor
did Merrick's snmile |look feeble. It was eager to the point of avarice.

As sneaky as a cat, Merrick reached the side door and stepped outside. He
cl osed the door softly behind him then noved across the junkyard. He kept
| ooki ng back across his shoul der, but Chet expected that precaution. Warily,
Chet took a detour that he knew would bring himback on Merrick's path.

There was just one mshap. Chet stunbled across a batch of old tin cans
and
sent themrattling. But it happened when he was well off Merrick's course and
he
was confident the old man hadn't heard, for when Chet took a | ook across the
junk heaps, he saw Joan's father continuing his rapid strides.

It was Joan who heard the slight clatter

Quite tired froma heavy day, the girl had fallen half asleep upon her
bed.

Awakening with a start, Joan found herself in her darkened room and wonder ed
for

t he nonent where she was. Then, sensing the clatter's direction, she | ooked
from

the w ndow.

Two figures were visible fromthis elevation. Joan saw her father
hurryi ng
along the street, with Chet sneaking fromthe junkyard to trail him Wth a
gasp
t hat expressed consi derabl e knowl edge of the situation, Joan decided to follow
them But it took her a fewnmnutes to get into the clothes that she had taken
of f before she began to doze.

Finally dressed, Joan dashed downstairs and out through the side door
slamming it behind her. The bang jarred the rickety old house and brought
rattles fromthe window. Harry heard the commoti on as he was coming fromthe
shack, where he had gone to | ook for Chet.

The bubbling ingredients in the crude |aboratory inpressed Harry as a
blind. Chet nust have gone sonewhere, and it was evident that Joan was
starting
for the same place. Returning to the shack, Harry | ooked up an address in the
phone book. He didn't know Packensaw well enough to |ocate the place exactly,



but he was sure he could find it.

THE pl ace in question was the Packensaw Monunent Co., a fitting nmenori al
to
the dead enterprises of James Merrick. Failing in everything el se, Merrick had
gone into selling tonbstones only to have his entire stock seized by the
sheriff. Al he had left was the property, which nobody el se wanted, so
Merrick
had turned it into a brickyard. Finding no custoners, he'd reverted to his
present junk business.

At present, however, the place was stocked with bricks, large piles of
them covered with burlap. Merrick had passed those stacks and was reaching a
di | api dated office, when Chet overtook him Cutching Merrick's arm Chet
pul | ed
the frail nman about and demanded:

"Al'l right, what's this deal you have w th Dorgan?"

"Why... why, it's nothing," stamrered Merrick. "That is... he's just
hel ping me buy and sell bricks. | haven't told Joan yet. | wanted to prove to
her that | could really nake nmoney on ny own."

"Dorgan pulled the lacquer grab," asserted Chet. "He was in the rubber
racket. All the while he was working for someone higher up. And now you say
t hat
Dorgan is hel ping you sell bricks."

Merrick gave a sol etm nod

"Come al ong," suggested Chet. "We'll have a | ook at those bricks."

They went together, Merrick at the point of Chet's gun. Whipping off the
burl ap, Chet began to lift the bricks. Under the first layer, he struck a
bat ch
that | ooked like silver. Lifting one, its Iight weight surprised him

"Magnesium " exclainmed Chet. "That's the only stuff that would heft as
easy
as this. Say - is that the new racket?"

"There isn't any racket."

It was Joan who replied. She'd arrived to witness this climx. She gave
Chet a scathing glance that turned to synmpathy when she faced her father

"I knew all about this, dad," the girl said. "That is, the legitimte
part.

Dorgan told you where you could buy bricks on credit at a cheap price. Wasn't
that it?"

Merrick nodded.

"So you let himbring them here and stow them" Joan conti nued. "Wen he
found a customer, he delivered, and you received a percentage. You were afraid
I
wouldn't like it, so you didn't tell ne.

As Merrick gave anot her nod, Chet stepped into the discussion. He gave a
passi ng gesture at the silvery bricks, which didn't happen to be magnesi um
These were the substitute stuff that Dorgan and his crowd were putting where
t he
genui ne bel onged.

"These bricks are nothing," expressed Chet. "Back at the junkyard, 1'll
show you sone evidence that counts. Left-over stuff from Dorgan's highjack
racket that your father let himdunp there!"

Joan | ooked toward Merrick, who stared bl ankly. Convinced of her father's
i nnocence, the girl turned defiantly to Chet. He didn't give her a chance to
tal k; instead, Chet hurled accusations at Merrick

"A clever gag, this brickyard," Chet argued. "I suppose this is where
Dorgan unl oads all the stuff he steals for you. First the lacquer, but you
wer e
rid of it when the rubber came al ong. Then Dorgan stored the rubber until you



peddl ed it through the black market. Now it's magnesium"

Merrick tried to protest, but Chet cut himshort.

"You're a faker, Merrick!" Chet continued. "You with your invalid act,
i npi ng around on a cane when people are watching you. Pretending you're a

failure, so nobody will guess you' re the big shot behind the black market."
At that point, Joan inserted a few words to her father.
"Tell himeverything, dad," the girl said seriously. "I'msure that Chet
will really understand."

VWEARI LY, Merrick shook his head. But Joan was firm she took the key that
Merrick was holding | oosely in his hand, unlocked the door of the little
office
and gestured her father inside. Chet hesitated, a tight grip on his gun. Joan
pointed himinto the office too.

"Conroy won't believe nme," protested Merrick in a plaintive tone. "You're
nmerely asking me to convince himthat I'maguilty."

"There's sonmeone he will believe," snapped Joan. "So tell himyour story
while I'mgone. You'll hear from ne soon enough."

Wth that, Joan flaunted away, while Chet, intrigued despite hinself,
followed Merrick into the old office. Turning on the light Merrick squatted in
front of a battered safe that |ooked like a fugitive fromhis junkyard.
Openi ng
the safe, he brought out a stack of papers that he spread on the desk.

A d newspaper clippings caught Chet's eye. A picture of Merrick, much
younger than at present, acconpanied the headlines. Like Chet, Merrick had
nmade
front-page news in his tine. The headlines proclaimed himas a convicted
enbezzl er.

"Yes, | served ny tine in prison," declared Merrick, sinply. "Perhaps I
deserved it, for folly if not for crime. I'd always invested certain funds
when
Thorneau and | were partners. | didn't knowthat it would be illegal after we

expanded our business into a corporation

"Nor did | know that | was buying fraudul ent stock. W never did |ocate
t he
swi ndl er who sold it to me. Thorneau stood up for nme, but the new nenbers of
our
corporation wouldn't listen. The business went broke and Thorneau had to
reorganize it while | was injail!"

Thumbi ng t hrough the clippings, Merrick showed how his story tallied.
Scanni ng these relics of an al nost forgotten past, Chet suddenly felt synpathy
toward Merrick. Then:

"One thing is sure," declared Chet, bluntly. "Thorneau did all right for
himself later on."

A flicker trenbled on Merrick's lips as the old man gave a hesitating
nod.

Consi dering his own recent experience, Chet was pronpted to put a pointed
guestion. Tersely, he denanded:

"Did you ever suspect that Thorneau framed you?"

"He could have," replied Merrick, warily. "His fortunes really began
after
he acquired the brass works fromthe receivers, for an al nost negligible sum
He
made out well with that deal."

"Two ways," asserted Chet, "if you figure he was the brain behind the
swi ndl e that put your business on the rocks to start."

Slowy, Merrick shook his head.

"I couldn't believe that of Thorneau," began Merrick. "He has been very
ki nd, hel ping me start in business after business -"



"Always with failure for a finish," inserted Chet, angrily. "He put you
down and kept you there."
"Thorneau is nmy only friend," persisted Merrick. "Joan knows it; that's

why
she left to see him You'll hear from Thorneau soon. He will tell you that I'm
really honest, even though | ama faker. It was just ny pride that nade ne
pretend to be so feeble. It was easier for Joan to explain that ill health was
the cause of ny failure, rather than confess that her father had served a
prison
sent ence. "

Chet thrust his revolver deep in his pocket and picked up the exhibits
t hat

lay on the desk.

"We' || burn this trash,"” began Chet. "You can't forget it, while you keep
it in your safe.”

Merrick's pleased snile faded abruptly as a hand reached into the light
and
clutched the papers that Chet hel d. Weeling about, reaching for his gun, Chet
stopped abruptly as he faced Harry Vincent.

"I"d keep the evidence," suggested Harry. "It may help in clearing
Merrick's past, which seens a lot like yours, Chet. | know all about those
| acquer cans in the junkyard. Wat was the new evi dence you found tonight?"

Chet described the license plates that Dorgan had dunped. Harry gave an
under st andi ng nod. He | ooked from Chet to Merrick

"You're being framed together," asserted Harry. "The Shadow knew it al
along, and | can tell you why. The crooks tried their best to nurder you,
Chet,
but you were safe when you hid out in the junkyard. Which proves that Merrick
couldn't be the brain, otherw se your life wouldn't have been worth a nicke
where you were."

As that truth drove hone to Chet, a telephone bell jarred a discordant
note. Merrick answered the call; his eyes brightened nonmentarily, then faded
to
an expression of alarm He was gul ping, nodding as the tel ephone began
dr oppi ng
from his hand. G abbing the instrument, Chet heard the |ast words across the
wire.

"You have hal f an hour, Merrick," a voice conpleted. "Unless you summon
t he
Federal agents within that tinme, and adnit the evidence against you, Joan will
die."

The voi ce ended abruptly as a receiver clicked, but Chet had recogni zed
t he
tone. It belonged to Hunphrey Thorneau. Gimy, Chet turned to Harry, who gave
an understanding nod. It was just the sort of assent that Chet wanted.

"Let's go," declared Chet. "If Thorneau thinks we can't reach himinside
of
hal f an hour, we'll show himdifferent. |I know the way to crack that fortress
of
his."

So firmwas Chet's assertion that Harry accepted it as the only choi ce.
In

this energency there was no tine to reach The Shadow

CHAPTER XVI 1 |
W TH N AND W THOUT

HUVPHREY THORNEAU st ood unnmsked.



He relished the situation, this big man of big brain. As a master of

crinme,

Thorneau was no different in expression and pose than when he advertised

hi nmsel f

a wizard of finance. |Indeed, as head of the black market and the millions of
dollars it represented, both titles befitted him

Thorneau' s blunt visage was just the sane, it's deep-set eyes show ng
their
usual keen glint, his smle as wise as always. He left it to others to anal yze
him as they chose; such was the whole secret of his mask. Nor could he have
chosen a better method, considering that Thorneau had built his nane into a
synonym for integrity, that convinced people before they even net him That
rule
had applied in the instance of Chet Conroy.

Now, before an audi ence of one, Thorneau had chosen to renove his nask.
Hs
audi ence was Joan Merrick. Though there were others present, they did not
count .

They were stooges of Thorneau's, two servants who flanked the girl with drawn
revol vers while Thorneau sat at his huge oak desk and smilingly gestured

t oward

t he tel ephone that he had | aid aside.

"It was wi se of you to tel ephone your father," spoke Thorneau, in his
boom ng tone. "By doing so, you learned that he would listen to the things |
told him"

Joan cl enched her hands into small tight fists.

"I'"d have been wiser if | hadn't come here," the girl retorted, bitterly.
"What a fool | was to mistake you for a friend!"

"I amstill your friend." Thorneau's tone was snooth, despite its runble.
"Your father's case is not your own. There is no reason why | should harm
you. "

"There is one good reason why you shouldn't," snapped Joan. "If you did,
dad woul d never stand by the fal se confession that you are forcing himto
make. "

Thorneau's snile showed an appreciation of Joan's foresight. Wth his

heavy
hand, he gestured toward a chair.

"Make yoursel f confortable,"” said Thorneau. "I sent your father to the
depot, to neet a Federal agent named Marquette, who is coming here this
eveni ng.

Wth this |oud-speaker” - Thorneau thunbed a switch beside the desk - "you
will

hear everything that happens."

Thorneau didn't specify where Joan woul d be when the incident occurred.
She
could picture some dank dungeon, deep in this house that had once been an
arsenal . Wil e she pondered, Joan could hear the runble of notors outside the
manmot h mansi on. They sounded |ike the notors of big trucks.

"This is a two-way switch," declared Thorneau, blandly. "Wen your father

brings the Feds here, he will be able to hear your voice, when | so choose.
That

can be arranged when he and | are alone here. | amsure" - to Joan, Thorneau's
smle was Satanic - "that Marquette will allow Merrick to hold a few private

words with his old friend Thorneau."

Again, the runble of the notors, but they weren't arriving, as Joan had
t hought. They nust have been out back when she reached the mansion. Wth
sudden
hope that she could bl ock Thorneau's schenme, Joan | eaped to her feet and
sprang
toward the door, defying the guns displayed by Thorneau's nen.



The pair didn't use their guns. They sinply grabbed Joan and tw sted her
arnms behind her, letting her kick at will. Al that suffered was one of
Thorneau's chairs, the one in which the servants finally tossed Joan after she
becane exhaust ed.

"Al'l quite useless," declared Thorneau, patiently, as he approached the
wearied girl. "No one can hope to spoil the plans that | devised so nany
nont hs
ago. Who coul d suspect ne as the head of a ring that black-markets such
material s as | acquer, rubber, and magnesi un? Through ny | ocal brass works and
a
dozen other plants, scattered far and wide, | obligingly fill shortages for
bi gger factories, thanks to nmy foresight in having a sizable supply of
essenti al
materi al s.

"No one can ever trace those operations. | handle themas skillfully as |
did the swi ndl e which caused your father to be convicted for enbezzlenment. The
same swindle that enabled me to buy a bankrupt business and expand it with its

own stolen funds. | have used the sane techni que, ever since. Now, after many
years" - Thorneau's voice took an inpersonal note - "I amfinding Merrick
usef ul

again. The total |osses suffered by producers of |acquer, rubber, and
magnesi um

will be traced, not to nmy thriving industries, but to Merrick's makeshift

bri ckyard. "

Thorneau finished with a | augh, a cold, grated discord that nade Joan
shudder. At that nonent, she felt that no mirth could be nore terrible. Al npst
instantly, she altered that opinion

FROM t he doorway cane a peal of sinister nockery that made Thorneau's
i nsi di ous tone seem amateurish. Low, ghostly in its quiver, the arriving |augh
crept into the roomand filled it, sending back jarring echoes fromthe walls,
like the answer of myriad ghoulish tongues. Yet, despite its fearful note,

t hat
mrth brought hope. It came as an antidote to Thorneau's paean of crine.

Weird mirth that stood for justice, sinister only to men who stood for
evil, such as Thorneau and his two henchnen.

The | augh of The Shadow

@ aring, Thorneau saw the figure just within the doorway, a cloaked shape
that m ght have been a creature from another world. Burning eyes gl eamed from
beneat h the slouch hat that hid The Shadow s vi sage. Bel ow t hose eyes were the
nmuzzl es of automatics, each covering one of Thorneau's servants.

Caught flat-footed, Thorneau couldn't turn back to his desk. Had he swung
in that direction, either of The Shadow s guns coul d have tagged him and gone
right back to cover the servant. Thorneau's stooges were letting their fists
go
open, to drop their guns upon the floor. The Shadow had taken over, here in
crime's own stronghol d!

Then, at the very instant when his iron will seemed broken, Thorneau
gai ned
an insidious inspiration. He lunged his bulk toward Joan's chair, whipped the
girl to her feet and swung her as a shield between hinself and The Shadow.
Before the cl oaked fighter could stab a shot at Thorneau's shoul der, the big
man
was hal f behind the desk, dragging Joan along. Artfully, he'd nade hinself
i nvul nerabl e agai nst The Shadow s guns!

The bel |l ow t hat Thorneau gave was bringing a flood of followers. H's
nur der
squad had arrived, Dorgan and the fake truckers, for it was their vans that
Joan



had heard outside. The Shadow had glided into the mansion with them through
t he

sally port where they had carried the nagnesi um bl ocks. Their unl oadi ng
finished, they were coming to report to Thorneau

Triunphantly, Thorneau hurled Joan forward, as a missile to thwart The
Shadow s fire. \Weeling, the cloaked fighter could hardly hope to beat the
shots
of three guns already bristling through the doorway. Thorneau's bell ow was one
of victory as he dived below his desk to snatch a gun froma handy drawer. He
wanted to be in on the kill

Frantic shouts told Thorneau that something had gone w ong. Popping up
t he
bi g man saw Dorgan and the others scattering outside the door. Driving toward
t hem was The Shadow, but no one was shooting at the cloaked figure. For before
him The Shadow was thrusting Joan as his shield.

Thi s was once when The Shadow could turn crinme's favorite trick the other
way about. Thorneau had seized the girl as a buffer because he knew The Shadow
woul dn't harm her. But The Shadow, in his turn, knew that Thorneau coul dn't
afford to et Joan die - not yet. Unless Joan lived, her father wouldn't go
through with his confession!

Wt hout that confession, Thorneau's perfect crime was weak. Dorgan knew
it
and was howing for his men to spread, so that they could clip The Shadow
wi t hout hurting Joan. Thorneau hinself was the first to try as he ained his
gun
across the desk top. By then, The Shadow was whirling through the doorway,
carrying Joan along. Amid that spin, Thorneau saw only the girl he couldn't
harm Wth a snarl, Thorneau halted his finger on its trigger

Across the hall, through vast reception roons, The Shadow continued his
twi sting course. Thorneau was after him and the crooks were arriving from
everywhere, but with no result. They could drive The Shadow ahead of them
whil e
he was carrying Joan al ong, but no marksman was qui ck enough to gain an angle
of
fire that would clip The Shadow and at the same tinme miss his living shield.

Joan understood and hel ped by letting The Shadow sweep her as he chose.
Not
only did his whispered | augh encourage her; there were times when he used his
free hand to jab shots. Qut of the dizzy whirl, Joan saw nen stagger, unwary
foenmen who had al nost found the needed angl e when The Shadow spotted them

This couldn't keep on forever. Thorneau knew it, as well as did The
Shadow.

That was why Thorneau kept shouting for Dorgan and the rest to box the
intrepid

fighter, since they couldn't clip him The crooks went to it, hurling
furniture,

sl amm ng doors and bolting them limting The Shadow s field as he ranged
t hrough the house with his human burden

WTH N a few minutes, there was but one exit left, a doorway |leading to
t he
cellar. The Shadow took it, carrying Joan al ong. He knew of an outlet, the
door
t hrough whi ch Dorgan's nmen had brought the stol en magnesium for storage in
Thorneau' s vast cellar, but when he retched that portal, The Shadow found it
closed and tripl e-barred.

In fromthe flanks sprang nore of Thorneau's minions, for the first tine
blasting with their guns. The Shadow saw them a split second before they fired
and reversed his course. Of through the cellar, still keeping Joan as a



whirling buffer to discourage further fire, The Shadow found hinself close to
a
storage room where stacks of stolen goods were on display.

Lacquer, rubber, magnesium sanples of all the black market's wares; but
there was plenty of space to boot. Caught in a vortex of arriving crooks The
Shadow swi shed t hrough the doorway, sending Joan ahead of him Hi s cloaked
form
was gone when guns roared and fromthe doorway, foenen heard a chall enging
| augh.

The Shadow had found a stronghold within a stronghold, a pillbox from
whi ch
he coul d stave off any attack. Unfortunately, he hadn't reckoned what this
room
m ght be. It was nore than a nere storeroom it was a special vault, once used
for the saf ekeeping of high-powered amrunition

This was the very box that Thorneau had hoped The Shadow woul d reach
Arriving among his nen, Thorneau pressed a button beside the open doorway.

Bef ore The Shadow could jab a shot, let alone energe, a steel door slithered
across the opening, inprisoning the cloaked fighter with the girl who had
acconpani ed his mad surge to a safety that had so suddenly becone a trap

Wth a gloat of triunph, Hunphrey Thorneau paused to nmop his forehead. As
he did, he heard shouts fromthe floor above, telling that strangers had
arrived
out si de the nmansi on and were hanmering at the door. That news mnerely produced
anot her grated | augh from Thorneau. He had settled affairs within his
stronghol d; he feared no trouble fromw thout. The Shadow s guns woul d prove
puny agai nst the steel door of the vault; the men outside could hardly hope to
dent the mammot h portals that nmade this house a veritable castle.

Fifteen minutes nore would bring the Feds; then strangers would be forced
to flee. That hook-up in Thorneau's study was connected with the vault; Joan
could talk to her father, even with The Shadow present. Wth Merrick bluffed,
the vault would automatically become a tonb for Joan and the cl oaked fighter
whose rescue was not hing but a stepping stone to doom

Much coul d happen within fifteen mnutes, both inside and outside the
bl ack
mar ket's stronghold. Things that could prove surprising even to Hunmphrey
Thor neau, specialist in perfect crine!

CHAPTER XI X
CRASH OF DOOM

QUTSI DE the great front door, Chet Conroy finished hanmering the mnetal
with
his gun butt. Turning to Harry Vincent, Chet gave a shrug and sai d:

"Thorneau isn't receiving visitors."

"Apparently not," Harry agreed. "Well, Chet, you've brought the cure for

such a situation. Do you still want to use it?"

"I think we should," Chet replied, "except for Joan."

"She'll be worse off later,"” Harry argued. "W decided that nuch on the
way
here.”

Chet nodded. He turned toward the darkness and beckoned. G avel crunched
heavily in the driveway and into the |light of Thorneau's portico cane a squad
of
assorted fighters, as irregular as any group that had ever storned a
st ronghol d.

They were the workers fromthe junkyard, enlisted by Chet and Harry. Men
with pasts that they were anxious to redeem all ardent to show their



gratitude

to Joan Merrick, the girl whose father had befriended them Despite their
ardor,

they were puny conpared to the citadel they wanted to snmash. But there was
not hi ng smal |l about the object that formed their chief item of equipnent.

The thing that crunched the gravel was a trailer, heavily weighted by the
great crusher that Chet had devised for mashing junk netal into pul p. Al ong
with
the hal f-ton Pounder, Chet's crew had brought the nmotor which drove it. But
t hey
hadn't hauled the trailer with the big rod sticking upward.

Thanks to the swi vel nounting, the Pounder had been swung fromvertica
to
hori zontal . What was nore, it could operate fromthat position. The plate had
been renoved, and when the Pounder was pushed forward, the round end of its
great steel rod poked snugly agai nst Thorneau's heavy front door

Chet started the motor. As soon as it gained speed, he threw the |ever.
The
Pounder went into action |like a mamoth piston, hamering its mighty butt
agai nst the barrier that fronted it. Thorneau was wong. These attackers could
dent his front door, and not nmerely in a style that spoiled its polish.

Under the incessant driving, the door began to bend. Its crackles carried
deep to its inside hinges; they began to buckle. Under this bruising
treat ment,
the door was sure to yield within the next few minutes. Leaving the
super vi si on
job to Harry, Chet went back to the truck that had hauled the trailer

There Chet began to sort tin cans, separating those that were |abel ed
tomat oes from ot hers that shoul d have contai ned evaporated mil k. The cans
didn't
hol d their proper contents, for they were junkyard speci nens that were enpty
when Chet found them He'd sealed themagain, with thick tape, so that
what ever
they did contain wouldn't spoil.

DEEP in the cellar vault, The Shadow heard the hamrering at the front
door,
and recogni zed its cause. Considering that the jolts could be felt all through
the great mansion, the notive force couldn't be anything |l ess than Chet's
gi ant
Pounder, converted into a huge battering ram The door couldn't |ast much
| onger; hence The Shadow was hurrying his own operations.

Puzzl ed by the incessant pounding, Joan was quite as nystified by what
was
happening in the vault. She was hol ding the flashlight while The Shadow
wor ked.

The Shadow was using a pocket knife that had a blade like a nail file, only
thicker. He was using it to file the corner of a netal block that |ooked |ike
sil ver.

The magnesium filings were falling on the edge of a thick rubber sheet,
made up of many | ayers. The Shadow was maki ng separate heaps of the silvery
powder, spacing thema few inches apart. The rubber sheet was the top one of a
low pile close to the door. In front of that pile stood a row of |acquer cans.

A new note canme to the distant pounding. Its clangs were bringing
crackl es.

The Shadow listened to the change in tune; then gave a whi spered | augh

Br ushi ng

the last flakes fromthe file, he closed the bl ade and opened anot her t hat
formed a can opener. He used the new bl ade to open the Iids of the |acquer



containers, raising themaway fromthe edge of the rubber pile.

Next, he began building the rubber pile, tapering it forward above the
sheet that still had the nagnesiumfilings on its outer edge. This work
started,

The Shadow cal | ed upon Joan to help himwith the thick mats, thus speeding the
process. Thus they produced a buffer between thensel ves and the door

That done, The Shadow started a simlar barrier behind them This pile
proved a shield that covered a hoard of nmagnesi um bl ocks and | acquer
cont ai ners
agai nst the rear wall. Heaving the rubber pads as Joan supplied them The
Shadow
was conpletely burying the other materials that Thorneau had stol en

Meanwhi | e, the distant pounding ended in a mighty crash.

QUT through the shattered front door cane a deluge of bullets. narking
Thorneau's effort to stave off invasion. The | eaden hail raked the trailer
t hat
hel d the horizontal Pounder, but scored no casualties. Harry was on the
ground,
reaching up to cut off the motors, while Chet had ducked behind the trailer
and
was supplying his junkyard crew with canned goods.

Chet said one word

"Tonat oes. "

The tomato cans flew. Striking inside the mansion, they cracked open
delivering puffs of noxious gas, a byproduct of Chet's |ab. \Wether the stuff
was poi sonous or not, Thorneau's tribe didn't wait to see. Their retreat
becane
a flight as nore cans arrived anong them The way into the mansi on was open

It was Thorneau who saw the invaders comnming through the brown snoke that
their m ssiles had produced. Knowi ng that the gas couldn't be poi sonous,
Thorneau rallied his nmen and drove themto a counter-thrust. Side by side,
Chet
and Harry saw the gunners com ng and knew that tomato cans were out of date.
Ducki ng for the corners of Thorneau's great hallway, both called for the
evaporated nil k.

The cans cane and things evaporated with them Such articles as chairs,
book cases, doors, and even portions of the wall where the mssiles struck
The
"ml k" that Chet had manufactured was high-expl osive stuff. Acquaintance with
such was the qualifications that had given Chet his job with the Pyrol ac Co.
since cellul ose was the basis of the lacquer that they produced.

Thorneau' s men beat another rapid retreat with the first bursts of the
i mprovi sed bonbs. Seeing Thorneau in the background, Chet dashed toward him
as
soon as the barrage was over. Chet wasn't in any nood to heed Harry's warning
hi mthat the bonb supply was exhausted. All that Chet wanted was a crack at
Thor neau.

It wasn't that Chet particularly realized his own treatment at the hands
of
this arch doubl e-crosser. O course it was Thorneau who had decoyed Chet al ong
the path to near doom the evening when he had |istened so synmpathetically to
Chet's story. Having faked death threats against hinself, Thorneau had
pur posel y
pl anted his car where Chet could seize it and drive right into a trap prepared
by Dorgan, under Thorneau's own orders.

Natural ly, Thorneau had told Chet's story to Vic Marquette, because the
tunnel evidence was a thing of the past. But with equal foresight, Thorneau
had



failed to mention Dorgan's name in connection with the ease. That point should
have occurred to Chet, but he had overlooked it. The Shadow was the person
skilled at picking up such clues, not Chet.

But all that belonged to the past. The present involved Joan and it was
on
her account that Chet made his headstrong drive to reach Thorneau. In his mad
desire to find the mssing girl, Chet was pitching hinmself into disaster and
draggi ng others too. For Harry and the junkyard crew had to surge along in
or der
to save Chet - if they could.

HARSH was Thorneau's tone as it cane across the |oud-speaker. He had
reached his study and was boom ng orders at Dorgan and the other crooks who
served them Oders to turn and nmeet the fool hardy invaders with a rapid
sortie
that woul d route them before the Feds arrived. And Thorneau wanted that route
to
be foll owed through. He denanded doom for the entire junkyard squad. It could
all be smoothed, since they worked for Merrick, who by this time was rated a
sel f-confessed crimi nal

Horrified by the orders that she heard, Joan didn't realize what The
Shadow
was doi ng during those critical noments. In the darkness, The Shadow was
hurling
his full weight against the stack of thick, w de rubber that fronted the
prison
vault. His drive jogged the projecting edge of rubber above the open |acquer
cans, producing an unseen result that was slight but inportant.

Fl akes of silvery powder fluttered into the fluid that awaited them The
i ncendiary qualities of nmagnesiumwere suited to the expl osive properties of
this particular lacquer in a very special way. Not only was the result
i medi ate; it was inmmense.

The stuff blasted like cordite. Forward, upward, it lifted the steel door
fromits noorings and hurled the rubber pile like a tidal wave. But the
rubber,
itself, was a buffer against the concussion. Buried by the resilient matting,
The Shadow and Joan were thrown back against the other stack of elastic
mat eri al
that protected the other supplies beyond.

Thanks to the very ingredients that Thorneau had stolen and stored for
hi s
bl ack market, The Shadow had bl asted the prison wi de and at the sane tine
saved
hi nsel f and Joan fromharm But in allowing for the force of the expl osion
The
Shadow had counted upon it finding an upward outl et.

[t did.

This was the final crash of doom an upward bl ast that ripped the floor
above. The roomthat took the devastating bl ow was Thorneau's study, since it
was directly over the vault. Qutside the study door, Harry was valiantly
draggi ng Chet back fromthe aimng nmuzzl es of Thorneau's mnurder squad, when
t he
whol e house seemed to crack apart.

Instead of bullets, guns cane flying, bringing the owners with them
Hurl ed
back among their friends fromthe junkyard, Harry and Chet stared dazed and
aghast as they saw the result of the crash that The Shadow delivered.

Killers lay bashed and mangl ed anid the weckage of the walls that had
received themin mdair flight. Then, as the flooring sagged, those crunpled



forms slid back through into the pit from which The Shadow had al ready gui ded
Joan, their route being the shattered door of the inpregnable vault.

One crook al one survived, the master of themall: Hunphrey Thorneau. Deep
behi nd his desk, Thorneau had been hurled to the far wall. The desk went with
him taking the explosion's brunt; fromits weckage, Thorneau rose defiantly.

Thorneau paid no heed to the figures that were pouring through the floor
The last of the |lot was Dorgan, his head twisted crazily about so that its
frozen face gave Thorneau a parting death leer; but the master crook cared
not hi ng about his lieutenant's fate.

Al'l Thorneau wanted was to thin the ranks of the intruders who had
battered
into his citadel and he preferred to begin with their |eaders. Rising in the
path of Thorneau's aim Chet and Harry were open targets, when the big gun
spoke
its message.

The big gun wasn't Thorneau's.

The stab came from a darkened passage near the cellar stairs. Arrow ng
straight for Thorneau, the bullet found the man of supercrinme. Thorneau was
jolting when his own gun spoke; its rmuzzle, hoisted toward the ceiling, nerely
brought down chunks of w eckage that the explosion had | eft hanging there.

That futile shot was Thorneau's last. Pitching forward, he plunged am d a
shower of plaster, into the death pit where Dorgan and the rest awaited him

Bl ack was the hole that swallowed those victinms and the hue was
appropriate. It was a black nmarket of its own, dealing in human lives on a
whol esal e basis and its wares consisted of nen who deserved their fate.

Like a weird knell cane the mirthless | augh of the marksman whose gun had
had the final word: The Shadow.

As the strange tone faded, voices sounded fromthe hallway. Vic Marquette
and the Feds were arriving with Janmes Merrick, their candidate for the brain
of
crime. Flinging toward them Joan poured the true facts of crime. Mtioning
hi s
men back, Marquette |istened.

Atrip to the cellar wasn't necessary to prove Joan's statenent that
Thor neau, not her father, was crine's master mind. Through the shattered fl oor
the Feds could see the evidence, the stolen goods piled in the wecked vault
whi ch had becone a tonb for men of crine. Pronptly, Merrick was rel eased, and
fromher father's arns, Joan gave Chet Conroy a smile that teemed with
gratitude.

VWhen Chet returned the smile, Joan understood. Their thoughts, though
neant
for each other, included their nutual thanks to a cloaked friend who had made
this reunion possible. As if in answer to those snmiles cane a trailing |augh
that faded in the outdoor darkness.

Weird, nysterious, that mrth, as though its author, having conquered one
reign of crime, was preparing disaster for other realns of evil. The
tri unphant
| augh of The Shadow

THE END



