THE MUGGERS

by Maxwell Grant
This page copyright © 2001 Blackmask Online.
http:/AMwww.blackmask.com

CHAPTERI. CRIME ON THE RUN
CHAPTERII. THEWAY S OF THE SHADOW
CHAPTERIII. TWO MODES OF RESCUE
CHAPTER IV. WAY S OF DARKNESS
CHAPTERV. THE LAW'SDILEMMA
CHAPTERVI. THETHIRD ELEMENT
CHAPTERVII. DEATH BY NIGHT
CHAPTERVIII. TRAILSOF MY STERY
CHAPTER IX. THE SHADOW'S POLICY
CHAPTER X. COUP FOR COUP

CHAPTER XI. TWO WAYS OUT

CHAPTER XII. THEHUMAN CLUE
CHAPTER XIIl. DEATH'STRAIL

CHAPTER X1V. CRANSTON'SCLINIC
CHAPTER XV. A QUESTION OF BEGGARS
CHAPTER XVI. ROUTE TO CRIME
CHAPTER XVII. VICTIMSIN REVERSE
CHAPTER XVIII. COVER OF DARKNESS
CHAPTER X1X. CRANSTON PROPOSES
CHAPTER XX. THE STROKE AT MIDNIGHT
CHAPTER XXI. DEATH'STRIANGLE

R I N B B B B S I B R S R B B B B VN RV S

CHAPTER |. CRIME ON THE RUN

LAMONT CRANSTON stumbled as he groped hisway toward the faint lights that represented the
Cobalt Club. It was difficult, negotiating Manhattan streets under dimout conditions; difficult at least for
the average man, so Cranston had to pretend that the same applied in his case. For Lamont Cranston
was meticulous about behaving asanormal person would, under undue circumstances.

In brief, Cranston was playing apart. Actualy, he was someone other than Lamont Cranston, though he
fulfilled his present character to perfection. In his other sdlf, he was The Shadow, master hunter who
tracked down men of crime through the jungles of Manhattan. Between times, it was expedient to pose
as Crangton, particularly in the neighborhood of the swank Cobalt Club; where Cranston waslisted asa
member.

So though the eyes of The Shadow saw the huddled figure of the beggar who was perched on alow,
whedled board, the feet of Cranston made adeliberate move asif to trip across the fellow. Then,
catching himsdf, Cranston acted as though taken aback. He dodged, as aman would to avoid a pointed
gun, when the beggar pushed arounded object up from the sdewak's gloom and whined plaintively:
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"Buy apencil, miger?'

There was abasso laugh aimost at Cranston's elbow. Recognizing the tone, Cranston could afford to
identify the man who ddivered it, even though hisface was obscured in the dimness. "Oh, it'syou,
Harland."

"That'sright, Cranston.” Again, Harland chuckled, with aheavy tone of satisfaction. "Rather sartled you,
didnt it, tripping over this beggar? That's one of the things I've complained abouit to our friend
Commissioner Weston. Too many beggarsin New Y ork, aong with more dangerous undesirables.”

"Thisfdlow looks harmless enough.” Taking the pencil with one hand, Cranston used the other to plunk a
quarter in the beggar'stin cup. "I think you'd do better, Harland, to keep concentrating on the mugger
gtuation."

"Maybe the two thingsfit,” snapped Harland. " Encouraging beggarsisbad business. When you pay a
quarter for afive-cent lead pencil -"

A clatter interrupted. It came from theroller skates under the beggar's whedled board. Deftly dithering
his curious vehicle around the corner, the beggar yelled back across his shoulder, in words meant for
Harland:

"Y ou're wrong, mister. At the five-and-dime you can buy them pencilsthree for anicke.”

I'T was Cranston who was chuckling when he and Harland entered the lighted foyer of the Cobat Club.
Crangton's nonchaance had returned and, in contrast, Harland's indignation was at afever heet. Big,
broad-shouldered and with aface so bluff that it was dmost savage, Harland began to harangue the first
man they met, who happened to be Police Commissioner Ralph Weston.

Brusgue and military in bearing, Weston twitched to the points of his short-clipped mustache during
Harland'stirade. Equally annoyed by Harland's manner was aswarthy, poker-faced man who stood in
the background. He was Inspector Joe Cardona, the ace of Weston's staff, and Joe found it difficult to
maintain his dead-pan attitude while Harland shouted the beggar nuisance as though the thing were an
absolute menace. All thewhile, Cranston's masklike face retained its cam immobility. When he had fixed
acigarettein along holder and applied aflame from a platinum lighter, Cranston intervened:

"Y ou are employing the wrong nomenclature, Harland. These men that you term beggars are actudly
peddlers. The commissioner will tell you thet they dl carry licenses.”

"Licensesfor what?' sneered Harland. "To charge outrageous prices for the petty goods they pretend to
peddle?'

"They have no fixed fees" returned Cranston, "any more than you do, Harland. The reformersthat you
represent tell me that they pay you whatever sumsyou demand, without further question.” Pausing,
Cranston met Harland's glare with a puff of smoke from the cigarette holder, then added, impassively:
"Do you have alicense, Harland?'

A smiletwitched along with Weston's mustache and Cardona suppressed a grin. To Harland's credit, he
was either willing to acknowledge himsalf outmatched, or was smart enough to recognize the
disadvantage that further argument would bring him. Abruptly, Harland boomed:

"You areright, Crangton. The Citizens Reform League has employed me for more important duties.
About this mugging question, commissioner"—Harland whedled to Weston—"have you quarantined
those districts where thugs and bandits, styled muggers, have been committing assault and robbery?”



"Technicaly, yes," replied Weston. "But before making the order find, wewould liketo giveyou a
demongtration of our methods. My officid car is outside. Suppose we drive to one of the notorious areas
under discusson.”

FIFTEEN minutes later, Weston's big car came to an inconspicuous hat on aside street in the Hundreds.
From the window, Cranston saw the white top of apatrol car across the way. There were other things
his keen eyes noted, points that Harland did not observe. Asif by prearrangement, figures began to
emerge from doorways and fdl in line asthey moved aong the stret.

The procession was paced by a squatty man, who kept glancing nervoudy across his shoulder. To all
appearances he was an ordinary wayfarer, navigating this neighborhood. After he had passed, three
others pushed themsdalves into sight. They had the manner of lurkers transforming themselvesinto beasts

of prey.
A hollow whisper came from Harland:
"Muggers.

"Sit tight, Harland," inssted Weston. "Everything is quite under control. Observe the precision with which
we operate.”

The squatty man turned the corner and the stalkers did the same. Immediately the police car nosed into
lifeand took up thetrall at asnail's pace, without using lights. As soon as the white-topped vehicle turned
the corner, Weston's chauffeur put the big official car in motion and it brought up the rear of the
procession.

There was a lighted store window halfway down the next block, so conveniently placed that Cranston's
lipsrelaxed into a smile. He had begun to understand what Weston meant by a"demonstration,” though
the fact had apparently escaped Harland. Keeping his eyes on the patch of light, Cranston was all set to
witness what promptly happened.

Asthe squatty wayfarer reached the glow, two stalkers overtook him. From each side one grabbed an
arm of the victim and bent him backward. The third stalker moved forward as the prey was wheeled
around, whisked out asmall knife, flipped open its blade and pressed the point to the victim'sthroat. It
was aslent but telling threat of desth, should the victim resist while the footpads robbed him.

A terrified gargle caught itself in Harland's throat as though his own Adam's apple felt the pressure of a
knife point. He lurched forward to spring from the security of Weston's car and dash to the aid of the
victim. Cardona hauled Harland back and gruffly told him to watch. This mugging wasn't going to be
completed.

The white-topped patrol car was at the scene. From it sprang apair of uniformed police. One of the
muggers must have seen them, for ingtantly the trio shoved their victim at the cops and made adash for a
handy aleyway. Unfortunately the rescued man blundered against his friends who represented the [aw.
They had to shove him aside to reach the dley, where they fired shotsinto the darkness. At the gunfire,
the squatty victim took alarm and fled in another direction.

Clambering from hisbig car, Weston reached the officers as they returned. They saluted apologetically,
regretting that they had failed to overtake the muggers. Usudly critical on such occasions, Weston
reversed hisusud salf and commended the officers highly. Turning to Harland, the commissioner queried:

"How did the demondration impress you?"'



"It was excelent!" boomed Harland. "The Citizens Reform League will be eated. The apprehension of
culpritsis not the mgjor issue; the discouragement of crimeiswhat we desire. Y ou have performed that
service adequately, commissioner.”

WHILE riding from the scene in the commissioner's car, Harland discoursed further on the subject of
quarantining digtricts like those where the mugging incident had just occurred. Weston assured him that
the ruling was practicdly in effect; that police cars were in abundance in every areawhere muggers had
ingtituted a campaign of terrorism. It would take a considerable percentage of the available patrol cars,
but the result would be worth it.

Quite pleased, Harland was expressing further congratul ations when the car stopped at the gpartment
house where the reformer lived. Alighting, Harland boomed "good-night" and the officid car swung back
toward the Cobalt Club. It was during that last stage of the ride that Cranston made his first comment.

"Let me add my congratulations,” said Cranston. "It was a nice show, commissoner.”
"A nice show!" blustered Weston. "What do you mean by that?"

"Merdy that you planted everything,” remarked Cranston. "The victim was obvioudy one of your
headquarters men. The fake muggers disguised themsalves allittle better, but that businessin the light was
certainly afixed job. The most ludicrous part was the way the two patrolmen fell over each other to let
the muggers get away."

Weston would have blustered it out, if Cardona hadn't intervened. Knowing Cranston to be aclose
friend of the commissioner, Cardona decided to admit the truth.

"We had to satisfy Harland,” explained the ingpector. "The demonstration was my idea. Y ou'll remember,
Mr. Crangton, that we didn't call it by any other name.”

"l remember.”

"Harland has become anuisance,” put in Weston. "We wanted to prove to him that the crime quarantine
could operate. | think the method was legitimate.”

"Quite," agreed Cranston.

"Harland is convinced," emphasized Weston, "and everybody is happy. Tomorrow the newspaperswill
admit that we've done something about the mugging question.”

The car was stopping in front of the Cobalt Club as Cranston spoke in awarning tone.

"Y ou have done agreat ded," he declared. "By choosing those areas and quarantining them, so that no
suspicious characters can enter, you're laying the rest of the city wide open. Thisisonetime,
commissioner, when aquarantine will result in an epidemic. | should advise you to change your policy.”

Stepping from the car, Cranston turned away, leaving Weston fuming in astyle that would have better
befitted Harland. In Weston's opinion, Cranston's notions were absurd and the commissioner wanted
Cardonato agree. But the ace inspector remained silent, unwilling to commit himsdlf. Just as he knew that
Weston would not change his policy, so was Cardona beginning to believe that Cranston wasright.

Joe Cardona would have been thoroughly convinced had his eyes been able to penetrate the darkness
across the street.

There, the strolling figure of Lamont Cranston had merged with a blackness that represented substance.



Beside the open door of aparked and darkened cab, Cranston was producing garments that he kept
handy in this cab which was at his beck and call. Those garments consisted of ablack cloak and adouch
hat. Garbed in them, Cranston became practicdly invisible againgt the darkness of the dimout; thet is, if
he still could be termed Lamont Cranston.

Rather, he had become The Shadow, that master who used paths of darknessto further ways of justice.
Mysterious, slent and untraceable was the course that the cloaked figure took asit went along the street.
Then, from acorner, came the only trace of this mighty presence who stood for right.

Back from the thickening darkness floated aweird laugh, toned with awhisper that awoke responsive
echoes. Strange, creepy, that mirth was unredl, the sort that would make listeners wonder if they heard it.
Asthose echoes faded, The Shadow was gone.

Hismission was to protect the public in a case where the police were bound to fail because of their
acceptance of the policy that Harland's reform group had thrust upon them.

The Shadow knew!
CHAPTER II. THE WAYSOF THE SHADOW

IN aroom that he called his sanctum, The Shadow was studying an immense map of Manhattan that
hung in the glare of ablue lamp, trained upon a black-curtained wall. There was such amap at police
headquarters and like The Shadow's, it was blocked off into sectors; but with that the resemblance
ceased.

The Shadow's map bore marks that represented the results of his own unique investigation, congisting of
personal tripsto certain districts to check upon reports furnished by skilled agents. Having first marked
off the sections where the presence of police would automatically discourage muggers, The Shadow had
tabbed three other sectors, dl fairly close together. These, in The Shadow's opinion, were the spots
where muggers would flock to find new happy hunting grounds, now that a closed season was declared
ontheir old preserves.

There was awhispered laugh as The Shadow turned the blue light on a polished table. The cause of his
grim mirth was apile of clippingsthat lay in view. During the past twenty-four hours, the newspapers had
been shouting the deeth of the mugging menace, commending the law on the demondtration of the night
before and feeding the public with promises of future safety.

Harland had fed the presswith last night's story, through a bulletin issued by his reform committee. Since
Harland termed the mugging incident as genuine, Weston had seen no reason to declare otherwise.
Instead, the commissioner had announced the beginning of the quarantine and stated that the public could
end its self-imposed curfew in areas where until last night, it had been unsafe for wayfarers to wander.
The muggers, not the respectable citizenry, were the persons who could no longer consider themsdlves
safe, according to Commissioner Weston.

Oddly, among those recent clippings was an old one that bore the yellow marks of time. It wasfrom a
newspaper ahundred years old, aclipping that The Shadow had dug from his copious archives. It told of
daring footpads cdled "muggers’ who had molested Manhattan in the 1840s. These muggers patronized
grog shops where they drank from big mugsthat they carried avay with them. On the street, they would
clout passers-by with the mugs and rob them of al their vauables. When reported in one area, the
muggers would merely move to another and renew their operations.

A century had changed the favored weapons from mugs to knives, though the modern muggers were
unqguestionably the successors of the older clan. The nub of the old clipping was the fact that the muggers



were smart enough to change territory when occasion required. The present-day breed would certainly
be clever enough to use the same stratagem, as The Shadow had aready warned the police.

From across the table came the glimmer of atiny light. The Shadow reached for earphones and spokein
awhispered tone. At hisword "Report” amethodica voice came over thewire. It was Burbank, The
Shadow's contact man, giving reports from agents in the sectors marked as new danger spots on The
Shadow's city map.

They were dl on thejob tonight, those agents, working in pairs. They were checking on specia spots that
The Shadow himself had picked aslikely gathering places for muggers. Analyzing these reports, The
Shadow not only saw the symptoms he expected; reaching up to the map, helaid agloved finger onthe
three areasin turn, while he spoke to Burbank.

The Shadow was predicting the time e ement, based on the number of suspicious characters reported in
each of these digtricts that the police ignored.

Hewastelling Burbank what his own route would be; how the agents were to post themsalvesin helping
him meet the menace in one-two-three order. Finishing hisingtructions, The Shadow whispered alaugh
as heturned off the blue light. When echoes faded, the cloaked avenger was gone from his mysterious
sanctum.

THERE was one proof that Commissoner Weston had given some heed to hisfriend Cranston's advice.
Through the dimmed thoroughfares of Manhattan, police cars were on the prowl. In clamping down on
the neighborhoods known to be the resorts of muggers, Weston had done so thorough a job that extra
police cars were unnecessary there, so they had been assigned to more mobile duty. They were plentiful
enough to be mistaken for taxicabs, but there was no method in their patrol. They were smply seeking
places where they might be needed, with no idea where those places would be. Such was The Shadow's
andysis as he observed them from the window of hislimousine.

The limousine was Cranston's and except for its chauffeur, it looked empty, the reason being that its only
passenger was The Shadow, fully cloaked. The big car continued a northward course, then veered west
until the cam voice of Cranston announced through the speaking tube:

"Stop here, Stanley."

The chauffeur complied. He wasn't one of The Shadow's agents, but he was used to the eccentric ways
of Mr. Cranston, who had a habit of bobbing in and out of the limousine at the most unexpected places.
The present locale was afairly respectable section of the West Side; still, Stanley couldn't recall that his
employer had any friends hereabout. Nevertheless the trip was over, so Stanley relaxed behind the
whesd, without even glancing back into the rear seet to look for a passenger who was no longer there.

Why The Shadow had picked this area became apparent as he glided along a silent street. Though the
buildings were il presentable, most of their basements had been converted into business places
including barber shops, pool parlors, laundries and smal lunchrooms. Others, with blackout curtains
constantly drawn, were more questionable establishments where doubtful characters could easily arrange
arendezvous. It was al made to order for mobs of muggers.

TAKING ashort cut through an aley, The Shadow blinked signd flasheswith atiny light that flickered
red and green. His blinks were answered from two spots aong the street. One represented Cliff
Mardand, the toughest fighter in The Shadow's corps; the other was Hawkeye, Cliff's sde-kick, one of
the best spotterswho ever roved the badlands. The Shadow had assigned that pair to this sector, first
choiceon thelist of new mugging territory.



The quick, somewhat nervous response of Hawkeye's flashlight, ending with sharp red blinks, indicated
that the spotter had observed something. Moving rapidly and invisibly aong the house fronts, The
Shadow drew an automatic in readiness. While still on the way, he heard quick footsteps that weren't
Hawkeyé€'s. They signified aman who had personally scented trouble and was anxiousto get out of it.

Asthefdlow camein sight, The Shadow's keen eyes sighted three othersin the background, moving
faster and more stedthily than their prospective prey. The quick man wasn't acting in the routine fashion
that Weston's stooge had demonstrated the night before. This chap wasredlly scared to the point of
panic. He suddenly quickened his pace to ahaf run, which practicaly served to beckon his enemies.

They swooped, those vicious birds of prey, to put the clamps on a helpless victim. Things happened ina
manner more sudden than even muggers could expect. With adart, alittle wizened man tackled the
nearest mugger. The arrival was Hawkeye and he spilled his antagonist in expert style.

Caught by the other arm, the victim wrenched free and tried to spring across the street. The second
mugger bounded after him only to be overtaken with adedge-hammer blow ddlivered by ahusky who
drovein from the other direction. Cliff Mardand was on the job, displaying the old team work that he
and Hawkeye had long practiced. Clubbing one enemy, Cliff wheded to down the first man who was
climbing to hisfeet from the spill that Hawkeye had given him.

It was nice work, but it didn't save the victim. He was stopping short with afrightened cry as he reached
the oppodite curb. The third mugger was intercepting him and there was enough light for the unfortunate
to see aknife blade snapping toward histhroat. A snarl from the mugger told that a quick dash was
intended, but the intention ended with the snarl.

Pressing the back of the mugger's neck was a weapon more potent than a button-bladed clasp knife. The
muzzle of an automatic was declaring its presence with a coldness that resembled white hest. Any doubt
that the mugger might have fdlt regarding the efficiency of that weapon was dispelled by the snister
whisper that accompanied the automatic. The clasp knife dropped from the mugger's hand as his gulping
lips made motions to phrase the dread name that his voice could not articul ate:

"The Shadow!"

Issuing from solid darkness, The Shadow's whisper was enough to frighten friend aswell asfoe. Asthe
mugger stood petrified, the rescued man took to his hegls. He was spurred on by two shots that
reverberated along the street to the accompaniment of an eerie laugh. Those shots were The Shadow's
way of bringing the nearest patrol car. They werefired intheair, not into the hapless mugger's neck, but
when the disarmed brute decided to run, he found that The Shadow was il at hand. Plucking the
mugger'sarm, The Shadow gave it acomplete twist that spun its owner in asidewise somersault ending
with a headlong jounce upon the agphdt. The Shadow didn't have to dug thisfoeman; he smply helped
the mugger knock himself out.

CLIFF and Hawkeye were dragging their trophies across the sdewak when The Shadow flung them his
addition to the collection of exhibits. Hearing their chief'singtructions, the agents produced handcuffs
from their pockets and set to work. Meanwhile, acar came racing swiftly from the corner to be received
by colored blinks from The Shadow'sflashlight. It wasn't apatrol car, for the nearest of those was
betokened by an approaching siren attracted by the shots. This was ataxicab, The Shadow's own,
driven by Moe Shrevnitz, the speediest cabby in Manhattan.

The Shadow was climbing into the cab as the searchlight of a patrol car defied dimout regulations from
the corner. At the sametime, the scurry of feet told that Cliff and Hawkeye were dashing off through the
aley, their work completed. The cab spurted away as the police car roared up to the scene of The



Shadow's recent triumph. There was a screech of brakes as the white-top hated, itsdriver quite
convinced that he did not have to follow the taxicab that was veering the next corner.

For the glare of the patrol car's searchlight showed that crime had been frustrated. Sumped with thelr
backs againgt an iron picket fence that had survived the junk metal collections, were the three unhappy
muggers, unableto flee even if they had been less groggy. They were linked together by two pairs of
handcuffs which in turn were interlaced between the pickets. The cuffs were of the ssandard pattern
carried by the police, inviting them to unlock the prisoners and take them away.

Back from the corner trailed aweird triumphant laugh, marking the disappearance of the taxicab. That
ped betokened that The Shadow and his agents had settled the mugging question in this neighborhood
and were leaving further operations to the police. But there was still another message in The Shadow's

laugh.

Hisfirgt score settled, the master of darkness was bound for the next area marked upon hisinfdlible
map; thereto prove that his calculations were still defeating crime!

CHAPTER IIl. TWO MODES OF RESCUE

FULLY amilefrom the scene of The Shadow'sfirgt quick triumph, another stalking party wasin
progress. It was happening in avicinity where mugging seemed less likely to anyone except The Shadow,
but a man of hurried manner was beginning to worry about hisimmediate future. He was awell-dressed
man, thisvictim marked for trouble, and he was redlizing that his attire might have something to do with
the way three loungers had shifted from avery dark doorway and started on histrail.

Likeamoath lured by the flame, thisvictim turned toward the only lighted store window that he could see.
It was nearly half ablock awvay and his chances of reaching it unmolested were absolutely nil.
Professiond muggersdidn't loiter in the absurd fashion of Weston's stooges. Changing their own paceto
alope, the three ghouls showed a speed their prey did not expect. One passed him, while a second came
up behind, the third taking a detour acrossthe street, to be in astrategic podition for the climax.

It was deftly planned, thisbusiness of two muggers boxing their victim like an insect in afunnel-shaped
trap. The point of that funnel wasto be the knife-man, key member of the group. They had even picked
the spot for the robbery that they intended to back with the threat of death—a basement entry afew
steps down, where if need be, they could dump the body should it prove necessary to dit the man's
throat. No muggers ever hesitated at delivering swift death when avictim showed fight.

Another factor spurred the closing of the trap. Across the street ataxicab was pulling to astop. Its
dimmed headlightsfailed to show the mugging that wasin progress and the frightened victim wasn't avare
of the cab'sarriva. Therefore it behooved the muggersto have their prey clutched and threatened with
the knife point before he could redize that aquick yell might bring help.

A cdl for aid was not needed.
From that halting cab the keenest of eyes had aready spied the evil deed in progress.
The eyes of The Shadow!

Like ahuman avaanche, amass of living darkness surged from the cab, clearing hdf the street at asingle
legp. Hurtling onward The Shadow reached the victim just as two converging muggers caught hisarms
and twisted him around so his back was toward the blackened basement steps. Hooking the terrified
man with onelong cloaked arm, The Shadow spun him from the clutching hands and precipitated him to
the other side of the street. Completing hiswhirl, The Shadow met the pair of muggers asthey lunged at



the living blackness that they so far had not identified in the gloom.

The Shadow's other hand wasin action. It wastightened in afist that contained an automeatic. To the left,
then to the right, that fist swung in battering style. It actudly bounced from the jaw of one mugger to the
chin of the other, reding the pair back. Immediately The Shadow reversed his spin, knowing that he
would find athird enemy with whom he must dedl. The surmise was correct; the knifeman was aready on
the lunge, jabbing his blade ahead of him, aming for The Shadow's throat.

IT wasthe reverse twist that fooled the mugger. The blackness that represented The Shadow unclouded
from the fellow's beady gaze. In jerky fashion, the n changed the knife's course, probing for the
figure that had seemingly vanished. The dday was dl to the mugger's disadvantage, for The Shadow's
shift had totally outsmarted him. The Shadow had not thinned to nothingness; he was still amass of
fighting blackness, thrugting from another angle. A gloved hand plucked the mugger'swrig, gaveit a
sharp wrench that forced the fellow's fingersto drop the knife. Then, instead of somersaulting hisfoe, The
Shadow shoved him straight back between the other two, who were recuperating to resume their attack.

With histhrust, The Shadow hissed an order that brought remarkable results.

Neither of the flanking muggers moved another inch forward. They couldn't because something gigantic
had risen from the depressed entry behind them. It wasthe figure of Jericho Druke, mightiest of The
Shadow's agents. Jericho was a huge African who could do the work of two men or more, hence he had
been assigned to watch this digtrict one. Along with his great bulk, Jericho owned proportionate hands
the sze of hamsthat could singly wrap themsalves around the average neck. That was exactly what
Jericho's hands were doing at present.

Each was gripping the neck of an unruly thug. Half choked into submission, the two muggers were frozen
in ther tracks when The Shadow twisted the third in between. Asthe mugger's head bobbed into
position, Jericho clapped his hands without relaxing his grip. The action swung two heads together like a
pair of cymbals, banging the third that had come between. Jericho could do large thingsin a deft way, as
he demonstrated on this occasion. All The Shadow had to do was set up the third head where Jericho
could perform the skull-clgpping trick.

Two muggers stayed erect because Jericho till gripped them. The third sagged at the giant's feet, only to
be scooped up by The Shadow. As Jericho stepped aside, carrying his human burdenswith him, The
Shadow descended into the basement entry and flung the third mugger into apace beneath ahigh flight
of brownstone steps. At awhispered command from The Shadow, Jericho added the other two to the
collection, whereupon The Shadow clanged a grilled gate that turned the space beneath the stepsinto an
improvised prison cell.

This cdl lacked one qudification; it had no lock. So The Shadow used Jericho as an insrument to
remedy the deficiency. At another summons from his chief, Jericho stepped over, gripped the latch of the
gate and twisted it halfway to a pretzdl shape.

Nothing lessthan a crowbar could pry the latch loose, hence the stunned prisonerswould certainly
remain there until the police arrived.

Acrossthe street, the man rescued by The Shadow was hurrying toward Mo€'s cab. Just as he reached
it, the cab started the other way, for Moe had caught asigna from The Shadow. Again two gun stabs
sounded in the night, a summons for police to come to a scene where crime had been conquered and its
participants | eft helpless on the battle ground where they had fared so ill againgt The Shadow!

WELL away before police cars appeared, Moe's cab was soon traversing new territory where crime had
not yet reared its head. The Shadow was the only passenger, having dropped Jericho on the fringe of the



previous digtrict to intercept any additional muggers who might have fled at sound of The Shadow's gun.
Herein an areawhere there were severd smdll hotels dlong with private residences and warehouses, it
would seem most unlikely that muggers would abound.

The Shadow never went by general appearances. He had studied this portion of the city in relation to
those adjacent to it. All around were little pockets that formed perfect lurking places from which
malefactors could emerge. Like the hub of awhed, this section offered many spokes, giving muggers
opportunity to leave by adifferent route. Neverthel ess they would be cautious when testing such a
crossroad, which waswhy The Shadow had marked it third and last on tonight'slist.

Two of The Shadow's agents were keeping a constant patrol until their chief arrived. One was Harry
Vincent, the most experienced of The Shadow's aids; the other was Clyde Burke, who doubled asa
newspaper reporter. Both were specidly suited to their present assignment, which wasto draw muggers
on their trail, should the lurkers come into the open. According to the time sheet, The Shadow was nearly
due, so Harry and Clyde were beginning to stage awell-rehearsed act.

First Harry appeared from the front door of an apartment house. He made a clean-cut figure as he
grolled dong the sdewalk. Next, Clyde came from ahotel across the way and started walking in the
same direction. Both turned a corner and continued around the block, always keeping on opposite sides
of the street. They were working the old system of watching the man aheed, dternating in that duty by
frequently changing pace or taking short cuts so that they preceded each other in turn.

Thismutua course brought them back into the origina block, but through zigzag tactics they were coming
from the opposite direction. Moreover the pair had changed their technique. Harry was well ahead of
Clyde, so far ahead that most of the block intervened. Practically out of contact with each other, they
were laying themselves open to attack, which happened to be part of the scheme. Nearing a corner,
Harry turned suddenly beside awarehouse and started back toward Clyde, who at that moment was
passing asmilar spot on the same side of the Street.

It was anegt device, suggested by The Shadow. If muggers were about to pick up Harry'strail, Clyde
would spot them and cometo aid. On the other hand, if they had let Harry passaong in order to get at
Clyde, Harry's sudden return would enable him to stage the rescue act.

At that moment Clyde spotted danger that neither had foreseen. From beside the warehouse where
Harry turned, three men were lunging out to the sdewalk. They had hesitated when Harry first passed
them; now they were taking advantage of his chance return. Knowing that the trio must be muggers,
Clyde gaveawarning ydll.

THAT shout was misunderstood by another mob of muggers who happened to be stationed beside the
warehouse that Clyde himsdlf was passing. Thinking that they were spotted, this second trio made arapid
drive. Luckily Harry understood what Clyde's yell meant and therefore knew that Clyde was not aware
of hisown danger. Starting on the run, Harry gave Clyde acal of warning that gave the reporter an equal

urge for speed.

A moment later, both The Shadow's agents were dashing full tilt toward each other, each trying to
outrace atribe of muggers close at hisheddl

Once together they'd have a better chance, though neither Harry nor Clyde had bargained upon meeting
adouble mob. Thetwo bands of muggers weren't working as asingle crew; it was merely chance that
had brought them to the same vicinity. But it was a sure conclusion that they would gang up on two
victims under circumstances such asthese.

Brief though the dash was, it proved maddening. All the way, both Harry and Clyde were counting on



something better than battling back to back against these human wolves. Each agent remembered one
outlet in this block, anarrow parking lot acrossthe way. The lot was deserted except for afew cars, but
those would help astemporary shelter while Harry and Clyde hauled out guns to meet the ready knives
that muggers had aready drawn. Though too breathlessto give further shouts, the speeding agents
veered by mutua consent and raced for the parking lot. The blackness offered them awelcome refuge
until from its midst sprang three men as savage as the other six pursuers.

Harry and Clyde were rushing squarely into the arms of another batch of muggers whose glesful jeers
and drawn knives announced that they expected asharein the profits of the coming robbery that would
include a double murder!

Stopping in their tracks, the agents threw dl caution to the winds. They swung about with flaying fists thet
punched the first facesthat glared into theirs. It was only amomentary respite, for sheer force of numbers
soon would tell againgt the two men who were struggling to best off nine.

At least they would go down fighting, these agents of The Shadow, though it seemed too late for Harry
and Clydeto hopefor rescue. Often in tight places they had heard the weird laugh that meant their chief's
arriva, so they were battling on the dim chance that it would come again. Perhaps they could meet degth
imagining that they heard The Shadow's laugh; such athought was helpful againgt the threet of the ugly
knives that were aready stabbing toward the doomed men.

That last wish was redized. Asthey swung their armsto brush off the firgt blades, both Harry and Clyde
were gripped with the sameillusion, that of asudden, shivery mockery rising in their very midst. A
moment later, redlity took the place of imagination.

The gtrident peal was actua! Only The Shadow himself could voice that fierce war cry that spelled
disaster, not to his hel pless agents, but to the vicious muggers who were about to murder them. Asthey
heard that challenge, murderous men forgot their victims and turned to give battle to The Shadow, that
dread avenger arrived from nowhere!

CHAPTER IV. WAYS OF DARKNESS

THE only key to The Shadow's sirange arrival was the direction from which hiswhirling drive began.
Harry and Clyde had been surrounded by atriangle of muggers, representing the three groups that
trapped them. There was agap in the middle of one group, namely the crew that had surged from the
parking lot. Silently, invisbly, The Shadow had dugged down the centra man of that tribe. Therefore he
must have been right behind them when they launched forth at sght of prey.

Other details were unimportant for the moment. Of real consequence was The Shadow's mode of battle.
Hedidn' just fling fists, he hurled himsdlf into afray that was sartlingly one-sided in The Shadow'sfavor.
There were times when odds worked against the men who had them, and thiswas just such an occasion.
With Harry and Clyde forced down to their knees, The Shadow could swing his heavy gunsat face leve,
knowing that every man around him was an enemy. In contrast, the muggers were afraid to jab their
knivesblindly, for the chances were nearly eight to one that they would stab one of their own men rather
than The Shadow.

Furthermore, this crowd did not constitute an organized mob. Used to operating in independent groups
of three, they weretotally unable to cope with their present problem. Following theline of least
resistance, they found themsalves spreading apart under the battering swings of The Shadow'sgun fists.

Ratsto the core, the disorganized muggers scattered, taking the course of every man for himsdlf. Then,
free of the meleg, they turned in vicious style, each hoping to spot The Shadow and come jabbing back



at crime land's greatest foe. Quick though they wereto try such tactics, their effort cametoo late. Having
cleared a space about him, The Shadow was voicing anew challenge, not with alaugh, but with the
chatter of his deadly automatics.

Each .45 jabbed tongues of flame that stabbed the darkness with an accuracy no mugger's knife could
hope to match. From hands and knees, Harry and Clyde joined the barrage with their guns, picking off
spinning figures that became conspi cuous each time The Shadow clipped one. The street seemed to red
with muggers who jounced to the tune of the spurting guns. The way thisfray had developed madeit
seem acertainty that the police would find nine cripples on the scene.

Suddenly, inthe midst of dedling with this outlaw tribe, The Shadow hooked hisarms around the men
beside him. With the speed and strength that only he could display, the cloaked fighter took Harry and
Clyde in aheadlong dash that ended with adive into adeep doorway. It wasn't until they landed that the
agents saw the new menace from which they had been saved.

A hugetruck was dithering from awarehouse across the way. It was showing no lightsand it was
bearing down full tilt upon The Shadow when he caught the tumult of its motor above the bark of hisown
guns. Only by afew scant feet did The Shadow escape the lumbering juggernaut as he carried his agents
with him. Even then, the truck would have swerved to bash them againgt the building wall, if itsdriver
hadn't seen the diving figuresfling into the narrow doorway. He saw two figures, those of Harry and
Clyde.

The Shadow went with them, but he was practicaly invisible in the gloom. Perhaps that was why the
truck veered toward the parking lot. The driver was sure The Shadow must be somewhere around and
was hoping to crush the cloaked fighter before he could escape. At any rate, the truck's new course took
it beyond the angle of The Shadow'saim.

SCATTERED muggers saw the rear of the truck fly open as the big wheelsjounced over theriseto the
parking lot. The few who had so far escaped The Shadow's gunfire needed no further invitation. They
gprang for the truck, dragging some wounded comrades with them and were hauled on board by helpful
hands that stretched out to receive them.

The Shadow's cab was in the parking lot with sharp-eyed Shrevvy at the whedl. To al appearancesit
wasjust another car among those parked there for the night. From the time when Shrevvy had eased in
with his mysterious passenger, The Shadow, he had been waiting eagerly, knowing that his chief might
soon need him. Hardly had the truck lurched past, when Moe had the cab in motion. He was darting
quick looksfor The Shadow when the door was opened by an unseen hand. Then Harry and Clyde
gprang into sight at The Shadow's call. Their chief shoved them into the cab and Shrevvy heard a
damming door, denoting that The Shadow had joined them. The cab took arapid spurt after the big
truck which by then had crossed the parking lot and was making a sharp turn into the next street.

Though the truck was setting a breakneck pace, it could never have outdistanced Moescab if a
combination of circumstances had not intervened. To begin with, The Shadow jabbed two shots from the
cab window asthe truck was turning from sight. He wanted to hold the edge should aduel of guns
develop, but his calculations proved ahead of schedule. Asthe cab came from the parking lot it was
sighted by a patrol car at the next corner.

The arriving police took it that the truck was running from amob attack inspired by the occupants of the
cab. Letting the truck swing the corner, the patrol car bucked the one-way traffic and headed along the
street to meet the cab. Police guns were answering The Shadow's fire when Moe performed gyrations
with thewhed and spun the cab in the other direction. Whipping into high speed, he not only
outdistanced the patrol car, but cleared the range of itsgunfire.



Ordinarily, Moe could have rounded the block and picked up the truck's trail anew, but the repeated
gunfire was bringing more patrol carsto the scene. Moe ran into aregular tangle of them that forced him
to zigzag the cab from one sidewak to another. Bouncing in the rear seat, Harry and Clyde thought
surely that the trap would close on them, but The Shadow's whispered laugh told differently. He had
confidencein Shrevvy and it proved well founded. Like ajackrabbit scooting from afield of greyhounds,
the cab suddenly found an opening and whipped along aside street. From then on there was no question
but that Moe would outdistance dl pursuit; in fact, the patrol cars were blocking one another in their
individud hurry. The one trouble was that M oe's outlet had taken him the wrong direction; any chance of
finding the truck and itsload of rescued muggers was completely gone.

From thelips of The Shadow came asingularly cryptic laugh, agrim tone that he dways uttered when the
unexpected brought new factorsinto his schemes of thwarting crime. That business of the truck was
totaly at variance with circumstances. Footpads of the mugger category would never have shown the
foresight to have atruck in readiness for a getaway, particularly when they represented three separate
groups of marauders who had not shown any red co-operation.

What it dl sgnified was still amystery and such problemsintrigued The Shadow, even when they
disturbed hiswell-laid plans. The Shadow's laugh carried anote of prophecy, sgnifying that his next
effort would beto track down this particular mystery.

IF the intervention of the truck was something of a puzzle to The Shadow, it was acomplete riddle to the
muggers who had profited by it. They were huddied in the very truck that had rescued them, staring a
gun muzzles in the hands of masked men. Asthe truck took atortuous course away from the region
where police srenswailed, the muggers began to think that they had been tricked into anew type of trap
that represented athesatrical demonstration on the part of Commissioner Weston.

Thisimpression was furthered when the truck rolled into ablind aley and the masked men growled for
the muggers to hop out. Pointing gunsindicated basement steps that |ooked like an entranceto a
dungeon. When the muggers hesitated, the masked men urged them to "get going” in tones that put an
end to al uncertainty. In shambling fashion, the dejected footpads obeyed the orders of their captors.

The basement proved to be along, disma passage, through which the muggers were herded by the prod
of guns. They went up another flight of steps and across astreet to an aley on the other sde. Next, they
were shoved down aladder below an opened grating, which in turn led to another underground route.
Their trip findly ended in abasement room that |ooked like an empty pool parlor, except for afew cots
that stood dong thewalls.

Pushed toward the cots, the muggers seated themsalves in uncomfortable rows and watched the masked
men move to the corners where they still kept fingering their guns. A door opened and with its cregk the
muggers turned to see a stocky figure emerging from aflight of stairs. Moving into the light, thisarriva
showed an ugly, darkish face marked with alivid scar that formed awhite belt from his chin to the point
of the Sdeways-tilted cap that covered a patch over the man'sright eye.

Whatever the darkish man'sright eye lacked, hisleft eye supplied. The glare he gave was sharp and
thorough, quite suited to the leer of histhick lips. Therewas atwist to the man'slips that was accentuated
by thejut of hisirregular teeth. If his purpose wasto prove himself uglier than any of the muggers, he was
succeeding, though the order was a difficult one, congdering the faces that were on display.

Pasty faces aswell as sdlow; eyesthat were shifty, yet vicious; lipsthat had the quiver of asnarling
dog—such were commonplace among the visitors that the masked men had rounded up and brought to
this den where their one-eyed chief held rule.



"So you are these muggers.” The darkish man spat the wordsin apeculiarly foreign accent. "Bah! It is
foolish that the police should fear you. | have heard so much about you that | thought you would be
brave, because | knew you were not clever.”

The muggers shifted uneasily as the scoffing man strode close to them. One sdllow visitor gave a sudden
snarl and whipped aclasp knife from his pocket, pressing the button that controlled the blade. Before he
could even point the knife at the darkish man, the mugger decided to let it drop.

The darkish man was more than ajump ahead. From his hip, he had snapped aknife three timesthe size
of the mugger's puny weapon. The big knife was flying open asit came and itsblade was aslarge asa
dagger. All in one mation, the man with the ugly eye was drawing his knife across the mugger'sthroat. He
laughed asthe fellow recoiled with ahowl.

"Thisistheway of Alban Leroc," announced the darkish man. "Thistime | use the back of my knife, that
isdl. If you try morefunny businessit will be the sharp Sde next time. Y ou understand, en?'

The crouching mugger gave aginger nod as though to learn whether his head sill happened to be on his
shoulders.

"Y ou have heard of Alban Leroc, non?'

The mugger's response was a dow headshake. Having found that his head <till operated on the vertica,
he was beginning to worry about the horizontd.

The darkish man displayed an expression of contempt. He flung aside his cap and the eye patch went
with it, reveding an eye that had a drooping lid, marked by the end of the scar that decorated the man's
face. Long, deek hair fdll forward over the man's forehead, making asingular contrast to his tough face.
Smoothing back his hair, he announced proudly:

"l amn Alban Leroc!"

THE name still meant nothing to the listening muggers. Tilting hishead to favor hisdroopy eye, Leroc
proceeded to further identify himsdlf in harsh-toned style.

"Alban Leroc, the Apache," he continued. "Y ou have heard of us, non, the Apaches of Paris? Of course
not, or you would be more clever. Y ou would use blades like this surin"—L eroc flourished hislong
knife—"and you would play le coup du Pere Francois and other tricks that we Apaches have invented. |
could teach you dl those as | learned them in L'ecole des Apaches, our own training school in Pearis.

"But why waste time?' Leroc gave an exaggerated shrug. ™Y our methods are good enough, herein New
Y ork, where there are many of you and the police are so stupid. Good enough, except that you do not
understand le pas du transfuge, which in your language means the way of the rat. We Apaches know
how to vanish after we have done our work. In Paris, we have the advantage of the sawers, where we
know al the underground routes; but herein New Y ork, with the dimout, | can arrange ways of escape
that will be easy for you."

There were eager glances from the muggers asthey redlized that Leroc had dready displayed his ability
when he rescued them with the truck from the warehouse. Leroc understood their faces.

"Bah! Tonight was crude!" voiced Alban Lerac. "In the future, my methods shdl be better, because you
will await my orders before we move. | shall send you places where even The Shadow will not expect
you and you will be gone before he arrives. Isit understood?!

The muggers nodded more eagerly than before. Leroc gave agesture of dismissal and the marked men



ushered out the muggers by an underground route, at the same time arranging where and how to reach
them, when Leroc would be ready to start them on the move.

Alone, Leroc reached for atelephone that wasin acorner of hislair. It began to ring as he picked it up
and Leroc recognized the voice that answered his own. Questions came from the other end and Leroc
responded in smple monosyllables. Thelast word that he said before hanging up the telephone was,
"Bon!"

Inthe dull light, Leroc's nasty scar seemed to widen, dong with hisequaly ugly lips. Hisdroopy eyelid
quivered asthough it were laughing too. From Leroc's smiling lips came asnarly, satisfied laugh, his
contempt for al personswho stood for right.

To Alban Leroc, dl such contempt was hegped upon asingleindividud of justice:
The Shadow!

CHAPTER V. THE LAW'SDILEMMA

COMMISSIONER RALPH WESTON owed a great debt to The Shadow, along with many previous
favorsthat had never been repaid. If Weston had ddliberately planned a campaign of gaining popular
acclaim he could not have fared better than he had, through the aid The Shadow had furnished
unrequested. According to New Y ork newspapers and radio news flashes, the police had cracked the
mugger problem in thorough style. The escape of afew malefactors was not only discounted; it was
amost overlooked. Nobody had checked the total number of muggers on the find battleground—that
was, nhobody except The Shadow—and therefore it was fair to assume that none had actualy escaped.

In fact, Commissioner Weston was persondly ready to believe that the roundup stood complete. The
thing that bothered Weston was something else entirely. Privately, he knew that the police would not
have gathered in a single mugger, except for the service rendered by The Shadow.

Perhaps the same thought was in the mind of Howard Harland as the bombastic reformer wagged a
heavy finger across Weston's desk.

"Y ou were lucky, commissioner,” Harland argued. "Y ou quarantined some digtricts, so the muggers went
to others. Y our roving patrols merely happened to pick those new neighborhoods aslikely places where
muggers would appear.”

Weston shifted uneasily, knowing that his patrols hadn't thought along those lines at dl.

"Tonight, the muggerswill pick new neighborhoods,” predicted Harland, " because there till must be
hundreds of those malefactors at large. Thetask will prove more difficult for your patrols; therefore, you
must strengthen your campaign.”

"Just what would you advise?' queried Weston, testily.

"A complete roundup of al beggars,”" argued Harland. "I am till convinced that they work hand in glove
with the muggers.”

The old argument had begun again and Weston went at it in brusgue style. He pointed out that no
beggars had been reported in the mugging areas the night before, but that fact did not impress Harland,
who retorted that the beggars had doubtless picked the spots and |eft as soon as they had passed the
word along to the muggers. When Weston claimed that Harland's theory was entirely unsupported, the
reformer invited the commissioner to put it to the test. Harland declared bluntly that if Weston took al the



beggars out of circulation, he would soon learn who was right; that if mugging ended therewith, Harland's
clam of alink would be proven.

Weston's answer to that argument was a despairing shrug, directed toward Cranston and Cardona, who
were present in the office.

"All right," decided Weston. "WEell consider your suggestion, Harland— after we've seen King Franzd "
"King Franze?' queried Harland. "Who might he be?"

"The big boss of the beggars,” put in Cardona. "Whatever he says goeswith them. If King calsall
peddiers off the street, we won't have to round them up.”

"A beggar king," scoffed Harland. "What do we have to do? Put on old rags to meet him?"

"On the contrary,” returned Weston, "Tuxedoeswill bein form. We shdl find King Franzel at Club 88,
the mogt exclusive cafein New Y ork, where only visitorsin evening clothes are admitted. Suppose we
meet there for dinner, Harland. | should like you to be with us, Cranston.”

HARLAND went from the conference muttering to himsdlf. The new angle of abeggar king was
something amost beyond his comprehension. As he and Cranston parted, Harland remarked that if
beggars owed loydty to an overlord, perhaps muggers were smilarly organized. Cranston made no
comment, but whileriding away in hislimousine, he weighed Harland's statement. It fitted closely with
Crangton's own conclusions, gained the night before while he was garbed in black and fighting as The
Shadow. Thetimely truck that had rescued a crop of muggers was certainly an indication of a hand that
worked from higher up, yet The Shadow wasinclined to regard an association of muggers as something
in the making rather than an accomplished fact.

Whatever the varied opinions of those present at the commissioner's conference, they were quitein
harmony when they met at Club 88 afew hourslater. All four, Weston, Cranston, Harland and Cardona
were conforming to the conventions of the fastidious night club, and Cranston was meeting further
requirements. In keeping with the traditions of cafe society, he was bringing alady to the party, in the
person of MissMargo Lane.

An atractive brunette who looked well in aminimum of evening gown, Margo Lane added adistinct
charm to the group, though Commissioner Weston did not appreciate the favor. It was Weston's opinion
that Cranston wasted too much time taking Margo to night clubs; time that could be better spent if
Cranston held conferences on crime with Weston. Often, the commissioner had claimed that hisfriend
Crangton had the making of aremarkable criminologist if he would only cease giving his attention to
unimportant matters, in which category Margo was included.

Though Margo was quite aware of the commissioner's animosity, she greeted him with acordia smile.
When introduced to Harland, the brunette retained her smile, but the cordiality was gone. Despite his
pomposity, Harland had too much of the wolf-look to be encouraged. Asfor Cardona, he smply
received anod from Margo. Smiles were wasted on the poker-faced police ingpector.

Inside the glittery night club, arequest to meet King Franzel brought the visitorsto aringside table, where
athick-set man wallowed to hisfeet to shake hands with the commissioner. Thiswas King Franzdl, and
at first sght he looked like agiant turtle, from the way his head poked between his broad, hunched
shoulders. But there was nothing dow about Franzel's eyes, nor the expression of hisface. He gave his
visitorsaquick round of glances, as sharp as his high-bridged nose and as direct as the straight lips that
crossed his broad visage.



When Franzd politely invited Margo to achair beside him, the girl made no objection. King had given
her the same glance that he extended the others and his gaze lacked the wander of appraisa in which
Harland specidized. Indeed, Margo was atrifle piqued by King'slack of notice, afact that Cranston
observed and liked. Whenever Margo became puzzled or annoyed by trifles, she was apt to remain alert
until she explained them to her satisfaction. Having brought Margo on an expedition where he expected
her to be dert, Cranston was naturally pleased.

Though Harland, aman who represented wedlth and affluence, was a first impressed by King Franzd, it
wasn't long before he came to the purpose of the interview. A beggar lacking rags was something of a
paradox, but since Franzel choseto class himsdlf amendicant, Harland resolved to treat him as such.

"THE commissioner tellsme that you represent beggars, Franzel," began Harland abruptly. "Thereforel
have asked him to remove your followersfrom the streets, since they in their turn represent amenace.”

"A menace?' King Franzel raised his broad eyebrows. "That is putting it rather strongly, Mr. Harland."

"Not strongly enough,” corrected Harland. "We see your beggars as spies, working with the thugs called
muggers”

King Franzd tilted back his head and laughed. Then:

"Has it occurred to you," he asked, "that licensed peddlers—in your parlance beggars—stand more to
|ose than anyone else while muggers are abroad? That where another man's money isin his pocket, the
coins collected by my followersare on view in tin cups, where they are asight for hungry eyes? Have you
considered that while the average pedestrian is strong and able to run, many of these beggars arefrall,
helpless and frequently lame?"

Driving those points home, Franzel's eyestook on afanatical glare from which Harland wasinclined to
shrink. Then, with aside gesture of his heavy paw, Franzel added:

"Ask the commissioner. Hewill tell you that | appealed to him to do something about the mugger
question long before your so-called reform committee was even organized!™

Turning aquestioning eye at Weston; Harland recelved adow nod from the commissoner.

"| suppose Franzd isright,” conceded Weston. "Hedid call at my office saverd times, to complain that
the streets were not safe for beggars -"

"Not safefor beggard" brokein Harland, in an outraged tone. " Since when have beggars been
recognized as privileged persons?’

"The dtreets are either safefor none or dl," argued Franzd. "'l suppose, Mr. Harland, that by your logic,
muggers should be alowed to prey upon certain classes of society, but not others.”

"According to you, Franzel," retorted Harland, "beggars serve as an inducement for muggerswho are at
large. The more beggars, the more easy prey -"

"And therefore the more chance of trapping the criminals,”" completed Franzdl, with aheavy-toned
interruption. "Protect my followers and you will catch the muggers. Or better till, et these much despised
beggars do their share toward restoring law and order."

Thefina comment caught Weston'sinterest. Brushing off Harland's next speech with agesture, the
commissioner concentrated upon Franze.



"Just what do you propose?' queried Weston.

"Simply this," returned Franzel. "1 shdl ingtruct my followersto be on the lookout for suspicious
characters. In their legitimate occupation as licensed peddlers, my beggars—as Harland cdls them—
cover nearly every portion of the city. They will be more than glad to report groups of muggers, should
they seethem. Shdl | givethe order?”

It was atdling stroke on King Franzel's part, as Cranston, otherwise The Shadow, could well
understand. At atotal |oss on the mugger problem, Weston was only too glad to accept the widespread
ad that Franzel offered. Asfor The Shadow, his own investigations would be furthered, rather than
retarded, by Franzd's suggestion. So it behooved The Shadow, as Cranston, to support Franzdl's offer if
Weston hesitated.

WESTON did not hesitate. Abruptly, he accepted the proposal, stating that it bore some promise of
results, as opposed to Harland's plan of clearing al beggars from the streets. With anod of appreciation,
King Franzd turned his back upon hisvigtors as though ending the interview.

It was Margo who saw the real reason for Franzel's curt dismissal of the question. Even though he had
received police gpproval for hisplan, it wasn't good policy for him to behave so ruddly. In asense,
Franzel wasn't being rude; he was smply remembering what might be termed another appointment.

Thefloor show was beginning and, from a doorway, a gorgeous blonde was strutting into view ina
costume which was asingular combination of poverty and riches. Though formed of ragged silk, the
costume was S0 adorned with jewel sthat but for its brevity it would have weighted down itswearer. Ina
soulful contralto voice, the blonde began a song about having "nothing to wear but jewels’ and when the
spotlight struck her, the words seemed accurate, for the gems gave such aglitter that the rest of the
costume seemed to fade.

The others were leaving and Margo found hersdf going along, Cranston's hand guiding her elbow as she
looked back at the floor show. One glance at King Franzel enabled Margo to observe his fascinated
gare. She knew then why Franzel was not interested in brunettes. His eyes were glued to the rhythmic
blonde, whose arrival on the floor was his reason for patronizing the Club 88.

At the door, Margo heard Cranston's calm tone, saying:
"Rather dazzling, wasn't she, Margo?'
"Yes," conceded Margo, fighting down her naturd antipathy toward blondes. "But who is she?'

"Theresher namein lights," replied Crangton. "Loraine Rue, the girl with thejeweed voice. But they
have another namefor her. They cdl her the Beggar Princess.”

"Because of King Franzd?'

"Yes. Thereisan interesting story of how he helped her riseto fame. Consult your favorite columnist for
further details. I'll seeyou later, Margo."

"But, Lamont -"

Before Margo could say more, she redlized she wastalking to thin air. Even as Cranston, The Shadow

had ways of stepping off in an unexpected direction, leaving persons wondering where he had gone. In

thisingtance, Margo had reason to be further irked because she was wondering who was going to take
her to dinner, now that Lamont had so suddenly disappeared.



Then, as memories of the chat with King Franzel flooded back to Margo's mind, shewaswilling to
forgive her neglectful escort. Evenif King Franzel should forget a blonde named Loraine Ruejust long
enough to order hisbeggarsto be on the alert, The Shadow could not afford to lessen his own efforts at
forcibly settling the mugger question.

Dusk was dready degpening over Manhattan. It wastime for The Shadow and his agents to resume their
secret patrol against coming crime!

CHAPTER VI. THE THIRD ELEMENT

THE SHADOW was studying hiswall map of Manhattan, in terms of the present evening. The map had
undergone pronounced changes since the night before; then, only afew squares had been marked with
yellow, now there were three more. The yellow stood for quarantine and The Shadow had added the
districts where he had operated, because the police had taken over in conformity with Weston's plan of
putting headquarters men in every area where muggers were known to have appeared.

In brief, Commissioner Weston was following the old mistake of locking the barn after the horse was
stolen, but The Shadow was hardly in aposition to criticize. Modernizing the "barn and horse" adage, he
regretted that he hadn't locked the garage of a certain warehouse before an unexpected truck had been
golen fromit. Still, the mystery of the rescue truck was leading to muggers and more.

The Shadow was actualy considering the case of Alban Leroc, though asyet The Shadow had no
evidence that the notorious Apache had come to America. What The Shadow did know was that some
clever hand was at work, organizing the muggers to an extent that later events might fully revedl.

There were reports from agents on The Shadow's table. From Hawkeye had come word of an
underground lair, now deserted, that could have been the haven that the muggers reached after
abandoning the borrowed truck. Who had occupied those temporary premises was still amystery, but it
formed apart in The Shadow's calculations.

Instead of following hisformer rule of marking specific squares upon the map, The Shadow had listed a
dozen probable areas. He was positive that whoever was banding the local muggers would try to
outguess dl comers, which included The Shadow most specificaly. Therefore, The Shadow had placed
his own agents on aroving bas's, with arrangements for rapid contact through Burbank, should they find
traces not merely of muggers, but of other doubtful characters.

Tapping one square, then another, The Shadow traced a zigzag pattern that was to be hisown itinerary.
Hewasn't taking various digtrictsin aregular rotation; instead, he was gauging hisown trip to atime
schedule marked in the squares themselves. There hewould contact agents, obtain their last-minute
reports, and send them aong their own routes, which were designed to interweave his own.

When it came to designing such a system, The Shadow was a past master.

Again, the bluish light clicked off and Stygian darkness caught the departing mirth of The Shadow.
Tonight hiswhigpered laugh carried a speculative note, which stood as his acceptance of a stronger,
deeper challenge from unknown men of crime.

HOW well The Shadow had gauged the situation could be judged from a conference in progress
elsawhere. In abasement room that had once been the kitchen of anow defunct restaurant, Alban Leroc
was seated beside atelephone, addressing agroup of men who stood around the walls. These were the
same masked henchmen who had formed the truck crew, the night before, but they were no longer
wearing their bandanna disguises. Their faces reveded, they formed an unusua group; unusud at least in
terms of Leroc.



These men were not Apachesthat Leroc had imported with him, nor were they the dinky type that
characterized al muggers. They were men of good appearance, well dressed and confident of manner. In
aword, they represented a class that anyone would brand aslikely victims of the mugger clan!

With the twisted smile that skewed hislivid scar, Leroc surveyed these members of hisinner circle.

"Tonight we are ready," announced Leroc. "For weeks | have taught you the tricks of the Apaches.
Remember: each of you will have histurn, so do not become impatient. Y ou shal draw lots from this bag
and thered ball wing!"

Producing asmall bag, Leroc shook it with a clatter. The men approached and dipped their handsinto
the bag, each removing atightly closed fist. When the hands were opened, one hand showed ared ball
the sze of amarble, whiletherest were al blue. Leroc gestured to the man who held the red.

"Rouge!" exclaimed Leroc. "He isthe lucky one. Tomorrow the rest of you will draw. Now, Monsieur
Rouge, spread out the map, while did the telephone.”

The man termed Monsieur Rouge spread alarge city map upon the table. Oddly, it was marked with
sguares quite smilar to The Shadow's map and Leroc chuckled when he saw it. There was a guttura
toneto Leroc'slaugh that marked him as an adopted member of the Paris underworld rather than a
native, but the listeners did not note it. They were not interested either in Leroc's rea name or his actud
nationality; rather, they were keyed to the business that concerned Monsieur Rouge.

All the while Leroc was diding his number. Soon someone responded, though the group could not hear
the voice acrossthewire. Leroc talked in terms of "oui” and "non™ until he hung up with another chuckle.

"The police have obtained new dlies," informed Leroc. "The beggars of the city have been enlisted to
watch for muggers. Bah! It isan old trick, used often by the French Surete. It will not annoy usin the
least.”

Turning to the map, Leroc placed hisforefinger on the exact spot where the present headquarters was
located. From there he traced a course to afairly distant street corner, which was away from any of the
districts where muggers might be expected.

"Y our appointment isthere, Monsieur Rouge,” declared Leroc. "It will bein approximately one hour.
Y ou will recognize the man by hisgray hat, light checkered suit, and ablack brief case which he dways
carries. Thebrief caseisimportant. Y ou understand?'

Monsieur Rouge gave anonchaant nod.

"Immediately afterward,” continued Leroc, "you will leave by thisroute." Leroc drew acoursein pencil
on the enlarged map. " Otherswill be on hand to help close the path after you have gone by. And
now"—L eroc turned to the rest of the group—"it istimeto cal our friends, the muggers, at the numbers
which they gave me and send them to the same place at the gppointed time. Since they will be needed
again, give them these additional instructions covering their departure.”

Leroc handed around a set of typewritten dipswhich his chosen underlings read carefully and placed in
their pockets. Asafinal point, Leroc verbaly gave them the address of the next headquarters. Trueto
the Apachetraditions, Leroc preferred to be aways on the move.

DURING the ensuing hour, strange thingstook place in the Manhattan dimout. An dmost invisiblefigure
was weaving through the Streets, pausing at spots where his presence was indicated only by the men who
gpproached in answer to the colored signd blinks from atiny flashlight. The Shadow was contacting his



agents, checking their reports and moving along to other fields.

All during hisramble, The Shadow was passing patrol carsthat were keeping regular routes between the
quarantined aress. It was Weston's theory, substantiated by Cardona’s opinion, that muggerswould
prove themselves crestures of habit. In seeking new hunting grounds the footpads would probably
approach the old and shy away only if they saw men who looked like detectives. Perhaps on the
outskirts of the old districts, muggers would run afoul of the patrol cars. At least the ideawas hopeful
from the police standpoint and since patrol cars were available, it was agood way to use them.

Far better was The Shadow's plan of playing the game ahead, that of being places where muggers were
actudly likely to arrive, yet he— like the police— had so far discounted the third element: King Franzel's

beggars.

The beggars were everywhere, though not in great abundance. The Shadow spotted them in doorways
that he passed, though they failed to observe his passage. The beggars were quite aware of the roving
police cars, but gave them only scant attention. Pursuant to the order of King Franzel, the mendicants of
New Y ork's sdewaks were on the lookout for muggers alone.

How well thisthird element was operating, was proven just before the hour's end, and the man who
received the evidence was Commissioner Weston. Sinceit was after office hours, Weston had told King
Franzel that he would be at the Cobalt Club, so the beggar king had instructed his cohortsto make dl
cdlsdirect to that number.

Thecdl that came was plaintive, so much awhine that Weston expected the caller to ask for adime as
replacement for the nickel spent in the telephone booth.

"Muggers, commissioner,” thevoice said. "l seen them aong Bracken Street heading for the corner of
West Side Avenue. I'm phoning, like King Franzd told me-"

Therest of the call waslost. Weston bolted from the lobby booth of the Cobalt Club and dashed for the
door, waving for Cardonato follow. The corner named waswell off the routes of the patrol cars; it

bel onged in a neighborhood where muggers would be least expected, yet the corner was close enough
for Weston to handle this assignment in person.

Therewas asiren on Weston's official car and the commissioner told the chauffeur to useit amply when
cutting through the dimout. With awail that predicted disaster to dl muggers, the big car started on its
way, carrying Weston, Cardona, and a third man as atrouble-shooting crew.

"Harland will be pleased when he hears of this" assured Weston. "It will change his attitude toward
Franzd and give him confidence in us. That about coversit, inspector.”

Cardona responded with anoncommittal grunt. The ace ingpector was not too sure that his superior had
covered everything. As often, Joe Cardona was thinking in terms of an unpredictable factor known as
The Shadow!

CHAPTER VII. DEATH BY NIGHT

THE man with the gray hat and the black brief case was crossing the intersection of Bracken Street and
West Side Avenue. He was swinging his cane cardlesdy, indicating that he was quite unperturbed. This
happened to be a very respectable neighborhood, dominated by tall apartment buildingsthat in
themselves denoted security. About the only thing to fear was traffic on the dimmed-out streets and the
man with the gray hat had studied it carefully before crossing.



Thefaint glare from a partly-covered traffic light showed theinitials J. A. on the black brief case. The
gold letters stood for James Anstead, a name that was to appear in headlines the next day. For the
trustful Mr. Anstead felt doubly secure because another pedestrian, as well-dressed as himsdlf, was aso
crossing the same Street intersection. Muggers, if there were any in this neighborhood, would never
attack men who waked in pairs. So Anstead fdl in step with the other pedestrian, never suspecting that
his traveling companion owned the doubtful title of Monsieur Rouge, so designated by an Apache named
Alban Leroc.

It happened only afew yards from the corner. By seeming accident, the other man fell a pace behind
Anstead. At that specific moment, Monsieur Rouge was toying with alarge and fancy scarf that he wore
around his collar, aproper item of gppare for this chilly weather.

What Monsieur Rouge did with the scarf was known in Apache parlance as le coup du Pere Francois.

Taking the scarf by its corners, the n swung it over his own head with along, looping throw that
cleared Anstead's head aswell. All Anstead saw was ablur of silk, obscurely visiblein the dimout; then,
before he could halt his pace, he had walked neck first into the noose. By then, Monsieur Rouge was
crossing hiswrists and with a sudden turnabout, he stooped. Choked by the twisted scarf, Anstead came
backward againgt the assassin's shoulders, hosted like a potato sack. [For the inexperienced to attempt
anything of this sort is dangerous business, for seriousinjury may result if something goeswrong. Unless
you are acquainted with this method of fighting, do not attempt to duplicate any of these feats|

The struggle was brief and al one-sided. Carrying his burden toward a basement railing, Monsieur Rouge
let Anstead struggleit out done. The victim thrashed the air with his cane and flapped the brief case
wildly until his despairing handslost both of them. From then on, Anstead clutched at nothing, his efforts
becoming increasingly feeble. When they had ceased entirely, Monsieur Rouge gave aforward heave that
flung Angtead acrossthe railing to a skull-cracking landing in the space outside the basement door.
Picking up the cane, the killer tossed it after the victim, then snatched up the initided brief case and
hurried along the street. He disappeared into a basement doorway, which formed the beginning of the
route marked by Leroc.

Around the corner, dl was slent, with no sign of loiterers dong the Street, not even any of the beggars
who obeyed King Franzel'srule. It was aquiet street, which seemed secure despite its gloom, yet there
was something in the silence that resembled alull before acoming storm. Perhaps the degth agonies of
James Anstead had e ectrified the atmosphere with some peculiar influence as substitute for the screams
that the strangling victim would have given if he could. Y et for the present, dl was quiet.

So far therewas no sign of Commissioner Weston, racing hither in his officid car. The murder assigned
to Monseur Rouge had been completed during the minutesimmediately following the tip-off that Weston
received at the Cobat Club.

NOW, briefly, the side street showed traces of shadowy forms, moving in from the flanks of large
gpartment houses. It was curious the way those lurking shapes emerged and dwindled, yet if anything, the
technique was poor. On a street as dim asthis, cautious prowlers could easly have stayed completely
out of sght. In asetting so lulling, even muggers were casting aside discretion.

There was an explanation for the sudden way in which the lurkers shifted back to cover. A clatter of
heels was coming from the next corner, accompanied by awhistled tune. A pedestrian was walking aong
Bracken Street toward West Side Avenue. There was nothing forced about the tune he whistled; even
lessthan Angtead did this new wayfarer sense danger in this neighborhood. Perhaps that was because he
was approaching home ground, asindicated by an apartment key that he drew from his pocket. When
the man hesitated, it was not because of anything he heard close by; the sound that made him halt was



that of apolice sren, with anincreasing trill that announced an gpproaching car. The man shrugged; he
had heard other Srens during his evening's stroll. To him, the sound smply meant that the police were
vigilant.

The muggers heard the note of the sren and identified it in their own terms. To them it signified a patrol
car off its course, since this section of the city was not under close surveillance. It could be meant for
them, though they definitely doubted it. Their cue wasto act swiftly, before the car arrived in the
immediate vicinity. Ingantly, the street became dive with darting forms, making for asinglefoca point,
the man who was pausing near an gpartment house door, quite close to the street corner.

As muggers converged, they redlized instantly that they represented at least three bands. They weren't at
all surprised, because they knew that Leroc had organized them on awide scale. Under their new
regulations, the muggers had intended to take turns with victims, hence they showed brief hesitationin
their dash acrossthe street. By then, the victim caught signs of their approach and turned in frantic haste
toward the doorway.

That alone was enough to produce concert among the muggers. There was another factor that likewise
spurred them to combined endeavor. The Sren wailed anew, much closer. Therewastime only for a
snglejob and the more the hands, the quicker it could be accomplished. Like aliving deluge, the riffraff
flung themsdves upon their prey.

Only by inches did the frightened man reach the doorway ahead of the converging mob. That scant
interval saved him, for before the muggers could follow him inside, big headlights burned from the corner.
Those lights belonged to Weston's official car, which was violating al speed regulationsthat gpplied to
normal patrol. The glow reveded the muggers as aliving massthat broke apart asif thelight itsaf had
dissolved it.

Those lean, scattering figuresin modified zoot suits spelled "muggers’ at first Sght. The big car jarredto a
stop amogt at the doorway where the victim was safe at last. The door that clattered open belonged to
the car itsdlf and it disgorged three men in the order named: Cardona, Weston and the accompanying
detective. They were hopping out on the street Side, those three, al with drawn revolvers, intent upon
persondly depleting the ranks of Manhattan's muggers.

HAD Weston and Cardona been with The Shadow on the evening previous, they would have redized
thefolly of their present tactics. Though the New Y ork muggers knew none of thetricks of Parisian
Apaches, they could boast afighting ingtinct that even Alban Leroc would have admired. In deding with
ordinary victims, muggers operated on athree-to-oneratio. Sight of awespon, even agun, Smply
spurred them to more daring tactics.

Asacombined group, they gtill had the usud retio in their favor, something that Weston and Cardona
overlooked. They classed muggers as human rats, who would scurry away at dmost any provocetion;
but they forgot that rats would fight when cornered, arule that applied at present. For these muggers
were literally pocketed in this section of the street and lacked time to regain cover before the shooting
started.

That was why the muggers acted asthey did. Hardly had the car door opened before the darting figures
were returning with asurge. So rapidly did they arrive that none of the men from the car were able to
open fire, before their hands were shoved straight upward, aming gunsin adirection where bullets would
not count. Twisted in the grip of savage muggers, Weston, Cardona and the detective could fed the
needle points of sharp knives at their throats, the whole action occurring with a breathless rapidity.

Thelaw'swhole campaign wasin the balance, ready to topplein the wrong direction. This act of



assassination, if completed, would leave the police force minusits most important members. There was
no reluctance on the part of the muggers regarding such aheinous deed; the pause they made was merdly
agloating period. They wanted their victimsto fed thefull horror of their helpless plight.

When that idea had jelled, it would be degth for the two men most hated by the muggers—except for
The Shadow. In thismoment of evil's triumph, thoughts of The Shadow werein every mugger's mind.
They were consdering this a prologue to the time when they would hold the cloaked avenger inasmilar

plight.

Only achance to settle scores with The Shadow could have induced these murderersto forget their
present prey. That was the reason why the opportunity arrived.

From somewhere very close at hand came astrident laugh, achalenge that pierced the night air with an
increasing power denoting rapid approach. Ferce, dooming initstone, the taunt invited men of crimeto
dedl with its author now or never. Time taken for murder would be to The Shadow's advantage; such
was the message that the peding mirth carried.

Desth to the others could wait, otherwise The Shadow would wresk swift vengeance. With that
unspoken message, The Shadow drew upon himself the burden of a single-handed battle with acrimina
horde!

CHAPTER VIII. TRAILSOF MYSTERY

THE stir produced by The Shadow's laugh gave Weston and Cardona an immediate respite. They could
fed the knife points leave their throats; they found that gripping hands had relaxed. They began anew
struggle that would have been short-lived, but for the fact that The Shadow's mocking challenge was il
ontherise. As Weston twisted free, the muggers shoved him insteed of trying to regain their grip. Asthe
commissioner sprawled, he was flattened under Cardonas tumbling figure. A moment later, the detective
was dung upon the pair of them.

All three were gunless, having logt their revolversimmediately after the muggers attacked them. Those
gunswere now in enemy hands and the muggers were using them with full force. Stabs of flame were
punching the darkness, but they weren't siopping The Shadow's laugh. His taunts continued to the tune of
his own guns, big automatics that were changing position so rapidly that they gave theimpression of haf a
dozen marksmen working at once.

More than afray of guns, thiswas a battle of wits. The Shadow's main purpose was to outguess his
opponents.

By moving back and forth across the street, The Shadow was aways ahead of the enemy's fire. Muggers
were seldom good marksmen and they hadn't a chance of clipping atarget they could not even see. The
Shadow was gone each time they aimed and hisjabbing return fire was driving the murderoustribe
farther from the car where Commissioner Weston was crawling into safety and urging his companionsto
do the same.

The Shadow was demondtrating hisfull ability to take care of himsdf. The best way for the threstened
men to help, was to remove themsaves from any danger zone.

There was an explanation for The Shadow'stimely arrival. Down the street sood a cab from which he
had sprung while voicing hisfierce chalenge. In picking his own route through the city, The Shadow had
picked up thetrail of Weston's car. In following, the cab had chosen aparallel avenue, so it had swung
into Bracken Street from the far corner, just when the muggers were taking control. Having left the cab,
The Shadow was attempting to herd the muggers back toward West Side Avenue, the thoroughfare from



which Weston's car had originally turned.

All of asudden, the muggers broke. The Shadow's shots had clipped afew, but none were serioudy
wounded. However, they were the first who preferred flight and their howls, dong with their panic,
inspired the rest to the sameidea. But in taking flight, the disappointed assassins did amost curious thing.
Instead of spreading back to the corner of the avenue, they went in the opposite direction. Forming a
singlefile, they raced past The Shadow, dong the opposite Sde of the street, protected only by awild
barrage supplied by the three muggers who had grabbed the police revolvers.

To The Shadow, they were ducksin a shooting gallery, though they were difficult to pick off in the dark.
Big guns delivered dternate jabs while the fleeing men went by; then, with amocking laugh, The Shadow
took up the chase. Weston recognized that The Shadow was in pursuit, by theway hislaugh trailed;
Cardona, meanwhile, was counting muggers as they dashed by the dim lights of the halted cab, and Joe
saw that there were less than formerly. Since The Shadow was setting the pace, Cardona decided to
follow and help round up the remnants.

In lessthan ablock, Cardonawas treated to a disappearing act.

I'T wasn't astonishing for The Shadow to vanish; in fact, in hisblack cloak and hat, and the darkness of
the dimout, he had scarcely been visible a al. What nonplused Cardona was the way the muggers
evaporated. They were gone, dl of them, from in front of an gpartment house where there was neither
door nor side passage to admit them. Hurrying on to the corner, Cardona gawked in al directions, but
Saw no traces of the vanished maob.

Where Cardona should have looked was back at the spot where he had last seen the scudding file. Joe's
oversight did not apply to The Shadow; he had dready reached the spot in question. Thewall was very
dark, composed of grimy bricks, so it wasn't surprising that the muggers should have dipped from sight,
but their compl ete evaporation was something else again. The Shadow gained the answer when he heard
the muffled clang of meta, underfoot.

In the sdewalk, close to the apartment house wall, was the flat door of an elevator. It was one of those
sdewalk contrivances used to take freight to and from the cdllar. Quite obvioudy that trapdoor had been
open when the fugitives reached it, though the devator must have gill been downgtairs. The muggers had
dropped through the trap like sailors diving into a hatchway and the last man had pulled the metal door
shut.

Most sdewak devators had automatic doors, so this particular trap must have been fixed beforehand.
What was more, it didn't yield when The Shadow tugged it, so he suspected that it had an automatic
latch. What The Shadow needed was another entrance to the cellar, so he hurried back aong the front of
the building, turned into anarrow blind aley and found a cdlar window which he rammed open with the
butt of an automatic. A few seconds later, The Shadow wasin the cdllar.

From somewhere in the distant darkness came the echoes of hoarse but muffled voicesthat ended in a
clang. Taking that direction, The Shadow cameto abarred door near the rear of the cellar, the outlet that
the muggers had used. It took him nearly aminute to pry it open; beyond the door, The Shadow found a
ladder leading to the top of aventilating shaft. Soon The Shadow emerged upon aroof, two stories
above the street.

There were no muggers anywherein sight. Apparently they had retraced their course up to a higher roof
that could be reached by the grille of abarred rear window. But on the higher roof, The Shadow
discovered nothing but a sheer wall, that extended severa stories upward. Thiswould have been a
baffling problem for anyone but The Shadow. His verdict wasthat ance muggers couldn't fly, they might



have tried the next best thing. On the roof was an ornamental cornice. Attached to the cornice were two
heavy guy cablesthat formed the equivaent of metal |oops between the cornice and the roof proper.

Behind the cornice, The Shadow found a board with cleats on the under side of each end. The length of
the board, less the cleats, measured the same as the distance between the guy cables. Acrossthe street

was the dim hulk of an old garage, its roof astory lower than where The Shadow stood. From there on,
The Shadow could picture the rest.

Between the cables there had been aloop of strong wire, forming a double track acrossto the roof of the
garage. Unquestionably there had been apile of cleated boards, awaiting the fugitives. By smply dapping
the board across the wires, anyone could hang on and perform arapid dide down acrossthe street, the
cleats preventing the improvised trolley from jumping its double track. The extraboard that The Shadow
found had been intended for afugitive who didn't come aong.

The wire was gone, which furnished another reason why a double track had been preferred. With dl the
fugitives across, someone had cut the wire and hauled it to the other roof. This has been accomplished
while The Shadow was on hisway up, and by now the muggers and any of their friends were probably
severd blocks away. It was neat business, getting from one block to another by an overhead route
invisblein the dimout, the sort of thing that would have left the police searching until doomsday on the
theory that by surrounding the apartment house and its adjacent buildings, al escape would be cut off.

Low, sgnificant was The Shadow's laugh, as he retraced his own route. Though the muggers were
adopting new methods, The Shadow had learned those ways for future reference. Also, his discovery
was a clue that might lead him to the man who had sold the muggers on such new idess.

BACK by the officid car, Ingpector Cardona was reporting the disappearance of the muggers. Nodding
as he ligened, Commissoner Weston was gloomily surveying two muggers who still remained upon the
scene. Both were dead and beside them lay revolvers belonging to Weston and Cardona. These were
two of the marksmen who had tried to clip The Shadow while running the gantlet of hisfire. They had
missed, but he had scored direct hitsin return.

"Thosetwo won't talk,” said Weston, glumly. "I've sent Jackson around the block to seeif any others
dropped along theway. | prefer dead muggers, but I'd like them to live long enough to tell uswhat they
know. Perhaps Jackson has found a wounded specimen. Here he comes now."

Jackson was the detective who had accompanied the commissoner. He was arriving on the run and as
soon as hefound his breath, he told of anew discovery.

"Around on West Side Avenuel" panted Jackson. "Over on the other side. A dead man, lying in front of
abasement door. The muggers must have got him before we came dong.”

Weston and Cardonawent with Jackson to view his discovery. Behind them stalked afigure that might
have been apart of night itself. The Shadow, returned from hisown investigation, had arrived intimeto
hear the news that Jackson brought. When they reached the basement on the avenue, Cardona stooped
to study Anstead's bodly.

"A victimdl right,” declared Joe. "He wouldn't be amugger, not dressed like this. Besidesthey al ranthe
other way. Maybe he has cards on him, telling who heis."

There was motion amid darkness as The Shadow, unseen member of the group, moved farther along the
avenue. Finding an empty basement, The Shadow tried the door. It was locked, but by probing with a
specia pick, The Shadow soon opened it and glided through. At the rear of the basement, he emerged
into ablind dley leading to another street. Acrossthat street was a vacant house that offered a further



basement route.

Whoever had dain the victim on the avenue, would have used this path more readily than any other. The
question was. Why hadn't the muggers chosen the same course, rather than run the gamut of The
Shadow's gunfire?

The question had asimple answer. The muggers hadn't known of this route. Whoever was guiding the
degtinies of the muggerswas delivering only apartia service; he had told them too little and had let them
arivetoo late.

The whispered laugh that sounded in the darkness was proof that The Shadow was divining a deeper
game behind the mugging racket. He had pegged another clueto his credit in his effort to uncover the
hidden hand of Alban Leroc!

CHAPTER IX. THE SHADOW'SPOLICY

KING FRANZEL was holding court a Club 88. Hisfriends were congratulating him on his part in
curbing the mugger menace, for the news of last night's tip-off had been made public by the police.
Nevertheless, King Franzel was quite |oath to receive personal congratulations.

"l don't deservethe credit,” said Franzel, modestly. "I smply gave the order for my followersto watch
for muggers. One of them spotted some and phoned the commissioner. My part wastrifling. Infact |
didn't leave thisnight club during the evening.”

There were reporters present, among them Clyde Burke. Two of the news hawks put a question to King
Franzel. Both of them wanted to know the name of the beggar who phoned the tip-off. Sagely, Franzel
shook his head.

"It wouldn't do to name him," he said. "The chap would be marked for death by al muggers who could
find him." He turned to the patrons of the night club, who had congregated about him. "If you want to do
theright thing," Franzel added blandly, "just think of al my followers. Remember them when they try to
sl you pencils or shoelaces. The more you encourage them, the more they will try to track down the

muggers.”

Commissioner Weston was gpproaching the ringside table while King Franzel was ddlivering that find
proclamation. With the commissoner was Howard Harland and the reformer was close enough to
overhear what Franzel said. It seemed to impress others, but not Harland.

"A noble sentiment, Franzel," observed Harland, bluntly, "but it has acommercid taint. The more money
your beggars receive, the bigger your profitsto throw away at placeslikethis. In my opinion, Franzd,
you arerunning avery nasty racket.”

"Maybe you are thinking of your own," snapped Franzdl, in prompt retaiation. "There's nothing phony
about my business. If | can increase the receipts of street venders, | am entitled to areasonable
percentage. But asfar as| can see, you are giving the Citizens Reform League alot of unpaid bills, with
nothing to show except abarre of hot air."

For amoment the two big men appeared ready to go at each other, fistsfirst. Then Weston stepped
between them and motioned them to chairs. Gesturing for othersto leave, the commissioner turned to
Cranston and Cardona, asking them to join the group at the table. Franzel threw a glance around the
circleto make sure that his unexpected guests were wearing evening clothes. He looked disappointed
when he saw that Harland was clad in a Tuxedo; then, in an indulgent tone, Franzel inquired:



"Y ou are dining with me, gentlemen?'
"Not I," boomed Harland. "Why should | dine on pennies donated by poor beggars?'

"Y ou shouldn't mind," retorted Franzel. "Y ou wouldn't be using any of your own money. | can't picture
you donating any penniesto charity.”

"So you admit that your beggars are charity cases!"

"l admit nothing, Harland. If you are squeamish about who pays the dinner check, why not takeiit
yourself, and chargeit to the Citizens Reform League?'

Before Harland could answer, Weston closed the issue by declaring that he and Harland were dining
elsawhere. Weston had stopped by to express officia approva of the cooperation supplied by King
Franzel. While Harland glowered, Weston put his sentiments into words.

"Last night'swork was excdlent,” said Weston. ™Y our followers are certainly dert, Franzel. We could
not have hoped for amoretimely tip-off."

"Y ou are forgetting one thing, commissioner,” put in Harland. "Though you arrived soon enough to rout
the muggers, you were not in timeto save Angtead's life.”

"Anstead was probably ambushed,” argued Weston. "The surgeon's report shows that he was choked to
degth. By flinging him out of sight, his murderers escaped detection. | am not surprised that such acrime
was not reported.”

"It doesn't speak well for the beggars,” persisted Harland. "If they saw one thing, they should have seen
another. | fill clam that they are a public nuisance.

"Like reform committees" suggested Franzdl. "l tel you what, commissioner. I'll be glad to cadl my
followers off the streets at night, just to learn if Harland is right—or wrong.”

"No, no," expressed Weston. "We need them, after what they did last night. | regard their work as
efficient, even though Harland doesn't.”

King Franzel gave anod of appreciation. At that moment the orchestra started and Franzel turned to
watch for the floor show. The others did not remain to witness the entrance of the ravishing blonde who
appeared under the name of Loraine Rue. They had other appointments, particularly Lamont Cranston.

LEAVING Club 88, Cranston went directly to an investment office in atowering office building, where
he found a chubby-faced man who was working after hours. The chubby chap was named Rutledge
Mann and he interspersed hisworking hours as an investment broker with specia dutiesfor The
Shadow. Like Burbank, Mann was a contact agent; though most of hiswork was office duty, hewas an
important cog in The Shadow's machinery of agents.

Today, Mann had been compiling reports on James Angteed, last night's solitary victim of the mugging
epidemic. Though Mann's findings were quite sketchy, they were more than the law had uncovered.
Classng Angtead as atypical mugging victim, the police had not bothered to theorize regarding his case.

"Anstead was an inventor,” stated Mann, in amethodical tone. " Something of a crackpot, according to
my accumulated information, but there were severd investors ready to buy hisinventions, if they worked.
The trouble with Anstead was that he dways held back, fearing that he would not receive his proper
share



Crangton reached for the papers from which Mann'sinformation had come. None of the informants knew
of anyone that Anstead would be likely to visit in the vicinity of West Side Avenue. They did admiit,
however, that Anstead was aways bobbing up with new clients, most of whom he eventualy mistrusted.

While Cranston pondered, Mann waited, knowing that he would soon hear The Shadow's andysis of the
case.

"L et usassume onething, Mann,” declared Crangton, in his even tone. "Whoever Angtead was visting,
he was probably carrying important documents covering his latest inventions.”

"Very probably,” agreed Mann. "One of the men | phoned told me that Anstead usually carried a black
brief case"

"Inthat same brief case," continued Cranston, "Anstead could have had the correspondence from the
man who summoned him where he was going last night. Thus the thief who took the brief case gained not
only Angtead's plansfor new inventions, but closed thetrail to Anstead's client.”

Mann's eyes opened wider. Then, in his cautious fashion he furnished an objection.
"Itwasalong risk -"

"Not exactly," interposed Cranston. " Perhaps Anstead was on hisway to afictitious address to meet an
imaginary person. If so, any correspondence would have proven troublesomeif found, but it would not
have reveded Anstead's murderer.”

"Y ou believe that Anstead was decoyed to West Side Avenue?”

"Precisely. It wasthe last spot where any of us expected muggers to appear, and therefore an ided place
for murder. Besides, Anstead's death was not amugging case, even though the police believe so. It
reminds me of the sort of thing that used to happen in Paris, when the Apache were a their worst."”

"Then other deaths may be expected!”

"They may be attempted, but | think we can forestall them, with so many beggars working with us. By
thistime, the man behind the mugging racket should be suspicious of al beggars and that lessens our task.
We shdl avoid beggarstoo.”

Mann didn't quite understand what Cranston meant. With adight smile, Crangton put it in the form of an
order.

"Ingtructionsto agents,”" he announced. "They are to make agenerad survey of al sectionswhere beggars
are absent and confine their watch to those ditricts. Between the police, the beggars—and
oursslves—we may gain ajump on the next crime.”

Glancing from Mann'swindow, Cranston saw the Manhattan skyline blurring into dusk. It wastimefor
him to resume the regdia of The Shadow and join in the new campaign. Asthe door closed behind
Crangton, Mann reached for the tel ephone to contact the active agents and assign them to their new

duty.

MATTERS were dready shaping up somewhat as The Shadow supposed. In anew headquarters,
Alban Leroc was discussing this night's business with the members of his chosen circle. Thisheadquarters
was shabbier than those that Leroc used previoudy, which was an indication that the Apache was
burrowing deeper after every crime. His surroundings, however, had no effect on Leroc's mood. He
seemed more cocksure than ever.



The bag was passing among Leroc's followers. A stolid man who looked like a storekeeper was the one
who drew the red bal. The man's smooth face showed aflicker of satisfaction which greatly pleased
Leroc. He clapped a hand on the man's stooped shoulder.

"Ah, tonight you are Monsieur Rouge, since you have drawn the red ball,” commended Leroc. "Tonight
you shdl have grand opportunity. Be careful, though, that you do not let beggars see you. Bah! Ces
gueux, they have caused ustoo much trouble. So we shall make it easier for you, our new Monsieur
Rouge!"

Turning to aman who held ablue marble, the only one of itskind in the bag, Leroc drew thefelow
forward.

"ThisisMongeur Bleu," explained Leroc. "He has drawn the blue ball. He will accompany Monsieur
Rouge and be ready to assist him. Already | have received our ordersfor tonight. Y our work lies here,
Messieurs Rouge and Bleu. There will be others close at hand to hel p your rapid escape. Ah, tonight we
shall redly show them les pas du transfuge. We shdl berats, dl of us, but especialy you, Monsieur

Rouge."

Drawing the chosen nforward, Leroc suddenly flipped along-bladed knife close to the fellow's
throat. The man did not wince; apparently he was accustomed to Leroc's playful tricks. His own hand
flipped forward, producing a knife that matched Leroc's both in size and maneuver. Leroc grinned as he
felt a sharp blade graze his own neck.

"Y ou have learned well," commended Leroc. "L e coup dela petite guillotine, we cal thistrick in Paris.
Leroc stepped back, folding hisknife asit went to his pocket. "But remember, Monsieur Rouge, you
must be swift, o swift that the victim cannot turn and tilt his head.

"When | first cameto Paris, they tried la petite guillotine on me. But | wastoo quick for them and this
was dl that happened.” His eyes gloating with the recollection, Leroc drew hisfinger along the ugly scar
that streaked the side of hisface, dismissing it asonewould ascratch. "So | am till dive," he continued,
"but the Apache whose knife missed isdead. | saw to that. So take my advice, Monsieur Rouge, and do
not misstonight.”

Thegloat in Leroc's eyes was reflected by the gaze of the man who had been elected to the office of
Monsieur Rouge. Having finished his pep talk, Leroc became more confidentia.

"It will be easy," heassured. "Y our victim isaman named Wilbur Pell. He will wear ablack hat, the kind
you cal aderby, and hewill aso carry asmall saichel, asdoctorsdo. Itislikely that Pell will also havea
revolver, but what isthat to you, Monsieur Rouge? Those who are treated to |a petite guillotine waste
timeif they think of their gungl"

A muffled phone bell wasringing from acorner of the underground room. With a pleased leer, Alban
Leroc turned to answer the call that would give him fina details regarding the proposed nation of
one Wilbur Pell.

CHAPTER X. COUP FOR COUP

IT was very dark aong the dead-end street. So dark that The Shadow could have readily tossed hat and
cloak asde, to fare about as Cranston, and yet remain unseen. That he ingsted on retaining the
persondlity of The Shadow was proof that he sensed trouble brewing in this East Side neighborhood.

Thedigtrict itsalf was a paradox.



All around stood old houses that had been remodeled into small gpartment houses that commanded high
rentas. Thiswas digtinctly an "address' stregt, namely, one where aresident gained prestige by having so
fashionable an address. Quiet, secluded, with the river furnishing both breeze and view, the apartmentsin
this neighborhood were preferred by persons of wed th and discrimination.

Such residences occupied severa blocks dong the river front. The southern boundary of the areawas
marked by the looming hulk of an abandoned brewery, while the northern barrier was the huge approach
to agreat suspension bridge that crossed theriver. To the police of the precinct, thiswas regarded asthe
best beet in the city. Instead of cdling it by its advertised title of Surrey Place, they termed it Barney's
Sidepocket in honor of the cop who origindly patrolled it.

Blocked at both ends, with the river terminating the dead-end streets, the "sidepocket™ could be covered
from the avenue that ran parald to theriver. It wasthe last place in Manhattan where crooks of any
description would care to find themsel ves boxed. That was one reason why The Shadow had chosen it
for hisown patrol, for he was playing hunches somewhat in reverse tonight.

There were no beggars hereabout, for they weren't popular with the janitors of the apartment buildings.
Nor were there any sgns of muggers, which was likewise true to form. However, The Shadow's theory
was that wherever beggars were absent, muggers were likely to appear, and there was no better bet than
Surrey Place.

Crime's problem was The Shadow's too. Unless this dead-end district reveaed an unsuspected exit,
nothing would happen here. In that case, The Shadow could write off Surrey Place, and resume his
investigations €l sewhere. On that account, The Shadow was spending valuable time feding hisway about
the sdepocket, in the hope that he had actudly found the scene that fitted with his theory of hidden
crime-to-be.

It was near the water front that The Shadow made hisimportant discovery. Along a cement walk that
flanked a building and ended in a high iron fence, The Shadow felt adight quiver of the stone beneath his
foot. Stooping, he probed the spot with atiny flashlight that cast agleam no larger than asilver dollar.
Theray of light trickled long acrack in the cement, at first Sight seemingly amere division between two
blocks. But when The Shadow dug a gloved forefinger into the crack and brushed away the dust, he saw
that the cut went deep.

Thiswas aloose block, like atrapdoor in the paving. Close againgt the fence, it was in aplace where
people seldom went and therefore quite unlikely to be detected.

It would prove difficult to raise the block except from below, apoint that gave The Shadow afurther
notion. Extinguishing the flashlight, he placed his ear close to the block and listened. At first, he heard
only the muffled swash of the river, which had apparently oozed in beneath the sdewak. Then there
came dull sounds, much like footbests, that ended with adight tremble of the stone.

Drawing away, The Shadow took an angled position that enabled him to use aconcretewal asa
background beyond the cement trap. As he watched, he heard the dab grind upward; then from the hole
emerged a stoop-shouldered figure that was visible, though only vagudly, againgt the concrete wall.

Thiswas The Shadow's first meeting with the man that L eroc had designated as Monsieur Rouge for this
night'sugly work.

CLEAR of thedab, Monseur Rouge et it settle back in place. He was so meticulous about that detail,
that it would seem he had used thisroute merely to reach Surrey Place and wasintending to leave by a
different outlet. Since The Shadow was seeking every possible fact concerning these New Y ork
Apaches whose activities he had suspected, he moved aside and let the crouched man pass, so asto



cary thetrall fill farther.

Apparently Monsieur Rouge had been delayed a ong the way, for he moved with the hurry of aman
keeping an appointment. Turning away from the water front, he started toward the avenue, making little
effort to deaden hisfootfalls. The Shadow marked that point as further evidence that if muggers appeared
upon the scene, they would be serving as ablind for the undercover work of the Apaches. Thusin the
ordinary course of things, The Shadow was gaining a better picture of a hidden factor named Alban
Leroc.

At the avenue, Monsieur Rouge paused to watch. He had chosen apoor corner, Smply because it was
on hisown side of the Street. That was quite to The Shadow's advantage, because it gave him the other
corner, where a convenient doorway at the top of some steps alowed a better range of view. From his
vantage spot, The Shadow could see a head poke out and in from beside the opposite corner, though at
no time was it possble to distinguish the features of the lurking assassin.

The Shadow's plan was fixed.

Unquestionably the assassin expected avictim of the Anstead type. Swift work in the dark, al would be
over, and the non hisway. Such, at least, was the crime schedule.

That routine did not include The Shadow. He, too, could work quickly in the dark.

An automatic drawn in readiness, The Shadow was prepared to gear this affair in reverse. Therewould
be adead n, arescued victim, and The Shadow would be free to clamp the muggers who arrived
to cover up the Apache's unfinished work.

All the scene needed was avictim, and he was approaching at this moment. Across the street, Monsieur
Rouge was craning from his corner to look for a man whose footsteps could aready be heard. The
Shadow, more dert than the n, not only heard the footsteps; he made out the figure of the man
meant for murder.

The man was coming down the avenue. He looked thin and frail as he nervoudy stepped away from a
dim-lit doorway, and hefailed to obscure his outline. The man was wearing aderby hat and carrying a
small black satchel. Those featuresidentified him as Wilbur Pell, whose name was known to Alban Leroc
but not to The Shadow.

It was curious that Pell should be behaving so suspicioudy, since this neighborhood seemed so unlikely as
amugging ground. It might be that he had read of Anstead's death and therefore considered no place
safe. However, The Shadow interpreted Pdll's actions differently. From the way Pell paused at the far
corner and stared toward the dead-end street, it appeared that he was |ooking for some person rather
than an address.

Thislinked with the Anstead case.

Unquestionably Pell had cometo Surrey Place on some unusud business that smacked of alurewhich
Pdll himsdf did not suspect. He was making it very smple for the assassin, whom he could easily mistake
for the man he expected to meet. Monsieur Rouge was behaving in itchy fashion, asthough anxiousto
hop across the avenue and meet Pell halfway. Finally curbing that desire, the lurking assassin shifted back
into the dark.

Pdll was dready making up his mind, and quite abruptly. He was starting from the curb to crossthe
avenue at abrisk, determined pace, and he was heading for The Shadow's corner. At the same moment,
the assassin began adink across the darkened side Street, to reach the same focal point.



Victim and killer were about to place themseal ves within reach of The Shadow, that master hand at
cheating murder!

THERE wasn't one chance in a hundred thousand that Leroc's hireling could deliver death under these
conditions. Y et it was not The Shadow who forestalled the coming crime. Another chance wason its

way.

From his doorway, The Shadow could hear the approach of alumbering truck. Such vehicles were not
uncommon on this avenue, which formed a short route for travel to Long Idand. The truck was coming
from below The Shadow's corner and apparently Pell heard it too, for he was quickening his pace. But
Pdll wasn't even noticing the truck’s approach.

All Pell was thinking about was the darkness of the sidepocket. He couldn't see The Shadow, blended in
the darkness upon the house steps, nor did he spy the assassin who was sneaking toward the same
objective. Pdl smply remembered that it was good policy to be cautious where darkness was concerned
and he forgot that the same rule applied to traffic. Unexpectedly, Pell stopped short before he reached
the curb.

Before The Shadow could spring out to seize him, the truck reached Pell. There was a shriek of brakes
and withit, awild, terrified yel from Pell. The man wasjolted by the truck front and hurled like astraw
figure, hafway acrossthe street, where he struck the paving headfirst with a sickening crack. That
explosive sound denoted a smashed skull. Death was instantaneous for Wilbur Pell. An accident, not The
Shadow, was the thing that intercepted murder.

Pdll's satchel scaled from his hands clear to ahouse wall opposite. Striking there, it bounced back to the
street, where Monsieur Rouge, watching the satchel'sflight, turned and scooped it up as his prize.
Momentarily, Monseur Rouge hesitated, looking from Pell's still body to the truck that was stopping
farther up the avenue. Then deciding that luck had saved him trouble, he started down the dead-end
street, back toward therat hole from which he had originaly emerged.

Quicker of decision was The Shadow. Leaving his doorway, he was aready on hisway to cut off the
escape of the man who had dropped the role of assassin to play the thief. Swift in the darkness, The
Shadow wasfirgt to reach the little promenade by the water front. Whedling into that cul-de-sac, The
Shadow halted just short of the cement trap and turned to await Monsieur Rouge.

Hurried footsteps dowed as the man with the satchd turned the fina corner. Fedling himself safely out of
sight, the fellow began a cautious creep. His breathing became tense, heavy, louder than theriver's
swash. Theninto that Sinister setting came another sound, the creek of yielding stone. It waswell under
way before The Shadow sensed it; when he turned to look behind him, he saw the outline of a head and
shoulders coming from the cement trap.

Thiswas Mons eur Bleu, the man assigned to aid the departure of histeammate, Monsieur Rouge!

A snarl came from Monsieur Rouge, bringing The Shadow full about. The tone was answered by asharp
response from Monsieur Bleu as he lunged upward from therat hole. Like The Shadow, these de luxe
Apaches had trained themsalves to see in gloom and though they lacked unsurpassed sight, they had
Spied enough.

Between the raised dab and the building wall, both white backgrounds, they digtinguished ablurred
shape that they knew must be The Shadow. With one accord, these bold and deadly killerswere
springing upon The Shadow, hoping to ddliver quick-death tricks, the coups taught by Alban Leroc!

Unless The Shadow could retaliate with coup for coup, this spot beside the water front would be



remembered asthe last stand of the cloaked avenger known as crimedom'’s grestest foe!

CHAPTER XI. TWO WAYSOUT

ALREADY, Monseur Rouge was on the lunge. In his hand he wielded the razor-edged knife, for the
stroke that Leroc termed la petite guillotine. Sighting the arm poised for its swing, The Shadow had only
one course, aquick, backward shift that meant momentary safety, even though it threw him to the
merciesof Mongeur Bleu. At least the latter wouldn't be trying aknife dash from behind.

The Shadow's guess was right. Monsieur Bleu preferred the coup attributed to Pere Francois. Out from
the hole, Monsieur Bleu was dready flinging along silk scarf in aloop that cleared The Shadow's head.
Since The Shadow was coming toward him, Monsieur Bleu couldn't trust the victim to lungeinto the
Noose, S0 the assassin furnished asidewaystwist that served the same purpose. Snared by the tightening
scarf, The Shadow made a sudden stagger in the same direction. As he went off balance, his hat flew
from his head. Momentarily, Monsieur Rouge, ready with hisknife, saw ablur that represented The
Shadow'sface.

That pae target was enough for the knife specidist. Remembering the orders of Leroc, the killer made his
stroke, aming for aspot just below The Shadow's chin. That dash seemed certain to arrive and it would
have with any victim other than The Shadow. Looped by the choking scarf, The Shadow should have
been struggling forward, asvictims dways did. Therefore hisvery efforts should have aided the
collaboration of the assassins |abeled Rouge and Bleu.

Instead, The Shadow was staging atrick of hisown. Hewasyidlding to the tug of the noose, letting
himsdf go with it. He even added an exaggerated spin to the twist that Monsieur Bleu was giving him.
This happened as the knife was dashing home, and the knife of Monsieur Rouge missed The Shadow's
throat by the scant fraction of aninch.

A close miss could be as good as along one. Thistime a close miss was much better.

Grazing The Shadow's turning face, the dashing knife came down past it and met the looped scarf that
gripped the victim's neck!

The blade cut the Sk as cleanly asit had cleaved thin air. It missed The Shadow's shoulder because he
was free the moment that the scarf was chopped. His spin flung him into an immediate sprawl, clear avay
from the murderous knife. The stroke of Monsieur Rouge had not only failed; The Shadow had turned it
into acoup of hisown that released him from thetoils of Monsieur Bleu!

The man with the knife flung aside the saichel that he was carrying in his other hand. Savagdly, hetried a
long-range dash a The Shadow. It was afutile attempt, for Monsieur Rouge was chopping at blackness
that might have been vapor, though he guessed that The Shadow was part of the gloom aong the
darkened edge of the paving. The Shadow was there, as his attacker guessed, but he was finishing arall
that brought him face upward. Spotting the gleam of the knife, The Shadow stopped its backhand dash
with trip-hammer speed by snagging the wrist that accompanied it.

Under the clutch of The Shadow's gloved hand, Monsieur Rouge performed along somersault, such as
The Shadow'siron grip had often applied to foemen. The knife scaed into the river asitsowner did clear
from the cul-de-sac, out toward the street.

COMING to hands and knees, The Shadow produced an automatic in the same action and looked for
Monseur Bleu. That rat was behaving true to form. He saw away out and took it, the hole through the
cement walk. He was jumping down into the gap before The Shadow could take aim, but in making his
departure, Monsieur Bleu felt it necessary to justify his desertion of Monsieur Rouge. His excuse wasthe



satchel; it waslying where he could grab it as he dived, so Monsieur Bleu took it with him.

The Shadow's gunshot bashed against the cement dab asit was dropping into place, released by the
diving Apache. With alegp, The Shadow stopped the dab beforeit dammed, by poking hisgun into the
closing crevice. Hefired another shot that brought muffed echoes from below, in the hopethat a
ricocheting bullet would clip the fugitive. Then, prying the dab open, The Shadow dropped through,
letting the trap fdl in place above him, thus cutting off thisroute for Monsieur Rouge.

The Shadow's flashlight revealed an underground passage connecting with theriver. It was adrainage

pipe that took the surplus of along-buried brook. There was a grating, blocking the outlet to theriver, so
The Shadow went in the opposite direction, hoping to overtake the man with the satchel. The fugitive was
no longer in sight but his whereabouts were disclosed by a clang that came from asmaler tunnd leading
into thislarge one. Reaching the turn The Shadow encountered averticd grating that had locked
automaticaly after Mongeur Bleu dammed it behind him.

That passage led up aflight of crude steps down which water trickled. Another clash of aclosing grating
told that a second barrier had been dung across the way. The Shadow could hear voices accompanying
the scurry of feet, proving that more Apaches were in reserve. To force the barriers and engagein
underground battle would be folly. Probably the crooks would decide not to wait. To The Shadow it
seemed that there might be better opportunities above ground than bel ow, so he retraced his way back
to the cement trapdoor.

Opportunity was dready at hand above ground.

Up by the corner of the avenue, a glum-faced truck driver was staring at Pell's body. He was wondering
if the police would believe his account of the accident and while he was debating how to reach them, the
police camein evidence. Sounds of patrol-car sirens whined from side Streets, apparently coming toward
theriver.

Asthetruck driver looked around, he saw huddled figures moving from those very streets and ingtantly
linked them with the Srens. Those figures were muggers, operating in this neighborhood, and the police
must have received atip-off telling where they would be found. So far the muggers had found no prey,
though they might be considering the truck driver eigible, but the approach of sirens made them hesitate
and they showed symptoms that indicated they would scatter. Then, one pointed suddenly acrossthe
avenue.

A chance victim had unfortunately thrust himsdlf in sght. Hed seen the muggers, heard the sirens, and he
was undergoing amental stampede. If he had only shown sense enough to dodge into a doorway and
wait until the muggers ran away, things would have gone quite well. Instead, the man gave asudden call
for help; turning in one direction, he dodged back, as though scared by his own imagination. Next, in his
frantic efforts to escape, he was doing the worst thing possible. He was running right into avortex formed
by muggerswho immediately converged at sght of such easy prey.

THE gartled truck driver saw the victim receive the clutch of handsthat bent hisarmsbehind him. A
sallow mugger produced a button knife and flipped a blade point to the man'sthroat. A pleading voice
changed to the chatter of teeth, when the victim heard his captors say to shut his mouth unless he wanted
histhroat open. With practiced skill, the muggers went through the man's pockets, taking everything of
vaue, whilethetruck driver did not dareto stir.

Having caused Pdll's death, the truckman didn't want to add another tragedy. Hewas sure that if hetried
to chase the muggers, they would day their victim before turning to anew attack.

All thewhile, those sirens were getting closer!



Their prey properly plucked, the muggers kicked hisfeet from under him and left him floundering in the
Sreet. Murder wasn't part of their line, when avictim didn't fight. Stuffing the man's money in their
pockets, they started running northward up the avenue, passing the truck where the driver huddled,
clutching abig monkey wrench.

That was when the driver yelled, hoping his shout would be heard by the cars that were amost at hand.
The muggersturned, intending to gang the trucker, when they heard a sound that gave them chills of their
own.

The laugh of The Shadow, coming from the darkened Street that led to theriver!

With mad accord, the muggers dashed along the avenue, spurred by the laugh that still pursued them.
They were sghted by police cars swinging acorner and the vehicles took up the chase, with one
exception. Thelast of three cars hated, sgnaed by the truck driver, who was over beside the mugging
victim, helping the bewildered man to his feet.

Three streetsfarther up the avenue, the muggers were turning toward the river. Police carsroared after
them, thinking the fugitives could be boxed at that dead end. But when thefirst car halted at the river
bank, there wasn't asign of any muggers. Threein number, they had timed their dash to a perfect
getaway.

How long that perfection could have lasted was a question. The cops kept flickering flashlights toward
the river, thinking the muggers might have jumped there. But the mucky waters showed no trace of
swimming forms, nor did doorways reved any sgns of lurkers. Perhaps the police might have begun to
look in the right direction, beforeit wastoo late, but that was rather doubtful; nevertheless they became
aert enough when al was pointed out to then.

Firgt came aweird laugh, from somewhere back aong the water's edge. It was The Shadow's mirth, for
he had gone back by his street and had climbed the high fence just past the cement trapdoor. Suspecting
that muggers, like Apaches, would have away out, The Shadow wanted a preview of it and had gained

one.

Following the laugh, The Shadow delivered a pistol shot. Police not only heard, but saw it, for they had
turned a The Shadow's call. The gunshot arrowed upward, like a pointer in the night, and when the
officersingtinctively looked in the indicated direction, they observed what The Shadow wanted them to
See.

LIKE ancient warriors making asurprise attack upon a battlement, afile of muggers were scaling the
buttress of the grest river bridge that marked the northern boundary of Surrey Place. They were weaving
like flies upon awindow curtain, stirred by abreeze. The reason, though not visible, was quite apparent.
Hanging from therail above that buttress was arope ladder with wooden rungs that had been specially
dropped for the benefit of these departing criminalsl

Only onetrio of muggers had accepted tonight's opportunity, but so far they were getting service, as
rendered by Alban Leroc. They were dmost at the end of their rope, the end that they wanted. If The
Shadow hadn't spotted them, they could easily have reached therail and lost themselves dong the
blacked-out bridge, where the police would never have thought to look for them.

Now, al that was dtered. Police guns began booming with avengeance. The firewaswild at thislong
range, but it sufficed. The Shadow, who could have clipped the figures that had halted at his discovering
shot, was willing to leave the rest to the law. The bullets that were peppering the buttress were actudly
besting out amessage that the muggers could understand. They were being told to come down from their
ladder and surrender.



Instead, they showed signs of continuing upward. It was their own choice, so they deserved the
consequences. Abetted by new arrivals, the police increased their gunfire, with better accuracy, since
they were getting the range. One bullet winged amugger and the man let go the ladder with ashriek that
carried dl the way during his eighty-foot plunge to the paving below the bridge approach. Another crook
began amad scramble upward and received adeluge of fire that brought him to earth in headlong style.

The third was hesitant, almost willing to give up, but when he started to come down the ladder, he turned
towaveasgna of surrender. The crackle of bullets must have unnerved him, along with sight of the
depths below. Theladder was swinging precarioudy, wavered by the formsthat had left it. The third man
lost hisgrip, pitched headlong with amad but futile grab, and furnished the third wail that ended ina
bone-crushing crash.

Grim was The Shadow's laugh, amirthless tone of retribution. The officerswho heard it took it for
approva of their work, but it meant more than that. It told of The Shadow's own purpose.

The police could deal with muggers who were the "front" for degper crime. The Shadow's campaign
would concern the Apaches, those hidden criminas whose ways went deeper. No matter what that
depth, those undercover actors would experience an avenger'swrath.

Such was the edict of The Shadow!
CHAPTER XII. THE HUMAN CLUE

COMMISSIONER WESTON was holding session at the precinct station near Surrey Place. Weston
was grilling avery unhappy truck driver who kept telling the same story over and over, with no variation
whatever. In an effort to end the mugging racket, Weston was accusing the trucker of many things that
didn't hold, just in the hope that the man might turn out to be alead.

It was Weston's argument that the truck driver could have brought aload of muggersto Surrey Place. In
that case he would have run down one victim deliberately and | et the muggers handle another. Thetruck
driver continued to protest hisinnocence, so Weston findly dropped the quiz and decided to hold him
only on the accident charge.

As soon asthetruck driver had goneto acell, Weston sought an opinion from Cardona.
"What do you think, ingpector?’

"The story stands up,” replied Cardona. " The truck was coming along the avenue and Wilbur Pell
stepped in front of it. That happensalot in these dimouts. Besides, Pell wasn't robbed. Hiswallet, his
money, everything dsewas on him. That's how we identified him."

Nodding dowly, Weston didn't see hisfriend Cranston who had just entered the station. In time to hear
what Cardonasaid, Cranston noted that there was no mention of Pell's satchel. From his own
observations while cloaked as The Shadow, Cranston did not fed that the omission could be charged
againg thetruck driver. It smply proved that the driver hadn't seen the flying satchel that bounced off a
house wall while the truck was hdting farther dong.

More important was the fact that the police had learned nothing of Pell's satchel from papers or other
datain the dead man's pocket. They had missed badly in the matter of Anstead's brief case; they were
doing worse with Pdll's saichel. To The Shadow, those were vita clues with human angles, namely,
Angtead and Pell themsdlves.

However, from the human standpoint, there was a clue that could count for more than either of those



dead men.

With accustomed nonchal ance, Cranston inquired about this evening's events. He had stopped at the
Cobat Club, so he said, and had learned that Weston had sallied forth quite suddenly. Cranston was
anxious to know the reason.

"It was another tip-off,” explained Weston. "The same as before, from one of King Franzdl's beggars.
Thefelow didn't give his name, but he said hed seen muggers hanging around Surrey Place. So we
radioed the patrol carsto go there and made for the spot ourselves.”

"With what luck, commissoner?"

"Good luck. A man named Pell waskilled, but his death was an accident. Maybe muggers were
respons ble, because Pell might have been dodging them. But we rescued another victim, a chap named
Waverly."

"Lee Waverly," stated Cardona. "Only we didn't exactly rescue him. The muggers et him go after they
robbed him, because he didn't holler. We settled the muggers; picked them off when they were climbing
abridge approach. Here's Waverly's money and his wallet"— Cardona produced the items—"whenever
he wantsto clam them.”

Cranston gazed casudly about the police station as though expecting to see Waverly. Cardona
understood the glance.

"Waverly went back to hishotel," explained the inspector. "I told him to phone after he got there, in case
we had anything to tell him. He's stopping at the Everglade." Cardona plucked a cardboard from among
Waverly's reclaimed belongings. "Here's his credit card.”

FROM Cranston's manner, he was no longer interested in the subject of Lee Waverly. The precinct
phone was ringing and Cardona suggested that it might be Waverly, but it proved to be Harland. The
reformer had heard about the happeningsin Surrey Place and wanted to talk to the commissioner. After
abrief conversation, Weston announced that they would meet Harland at Club 88.

"l suppose Harland intends to apologize to Franzel," declared Weston. "1 am glad that he has come
around at last. Summon my car, ingpector, while | have abrief talk with that truck driver and relieve his
mind of too much worry."

Temporarily done, Cranston used the opportunity to call Burbank. In alow tone, very much The
Shadow's whisper, Cranston gave important instructions to be relayed to his agents. During that
conversation, Cranston specified one name.

The namewas Lee Waverly.

When Weston's car arrived, Cranston was gone. The desk sergeant told the commissioner that hisfriend
would meet him later at Club 88. Weston's response was a disgpproving grunt. He was sure that Lamont
Crangton had gone somewhereto find Margo Lane and bring her dong to the night club for purely
decorative purposes.

On one count, Weston was correct. Cranston had stopped by for Margo, but his reason was more
important than the commissioner supposed. Asthey rode dong in Crangton's limousine, the gentleman
who doubled as The Shadow was entertaining his girl friend with an account of his recent adventures. In
asense, "entertained” was not the word, for the little gasps that Margo gave were proof that she was
experiencing horror rather than enjoyment.



"Those hidden assassing!" exclamed Margo. "Apaches, or whatever they are! Y ou mean they arethe
red menacein dl these crimes?’

"Exactly," replied Cranston, "and they are working with deep purpose. Whoever trained them and gave
them immediate orders, ismerely alieutenant in the game. The muggers are being bluffed into acting asa
front and behind it dl isabrain, much higher up.”

"But who could the man be, Lamont?"

"Someone with an eyefor big business. A man crafty enough to coax Anstead into town with abrief case
filled with plansfor salable inventions”

"And Pdl's satchd ?"

"The same gpplies. | shdl have Mann track down its specific contents. Unquestionably Pell was dso
lured to New Y ork. It would be hel pful to have him il dive so we could hear his ory.”

Margo brightened with asudden idea.

"Why thereisavictim who might tell you something!” the girl exdlamed. "Thisman Lee Waverly looks
likeavictim too. No"— Margo's forehead wrinkled with afrown—"that won't do. Waverly only ran into
muggers, not Apaches.”

"A good thought, Margo," approved Crangton, camly. "Waverly did run into muggers, purposaly.”
Margo's frown increased its puzzlement.

"| gpoke of two Apaches at the water front,” reminded Cranston. "After encountering them, | followed
one aong an underground route that | closed for the other. When | returned, the police were aready
closing in around Surrey Place. By the time their blockade ended, | had searched the entire sidepocket,
but there was no trace of the missing Apache.”

"Then wheredid he go?" queried Margo. "If he duded you, why didn't the police find him?”

"I believe they did," replied Crangton. "I think that he accompanied them to the locd precinct, but |eft
before | arrived there."

The riddle suddenly broke apart for Margo, as she exclaimed:
"LeeWaverly!"

"Mogt probably the man we want," nodded Cranston, "which would indicate that these Apaches are
Americans, trained herein New Y ork, and not an imported breed. That takes us afew more steps along
thetral "

HOWEVER important thetrail, it had an immediate interlude. The limousine had reached Club 88, where
Cranston and Margo entered, to find Weston and Harland at Franzdl's table, telling him about the |atest
mugger depredations. Learning that a beggar had again phoned atimely tip-off, Franzel leaned back in
his chair and swelled his chest with satisfaction.

"Inface of proof likethis," he boasted, "1 think that everyone should be satisfied, including Harland.”

"Why should | be satisfied?" boomed Harland, taking immediate exception. "Mugging istrifling,
compared to murder. Two violent desths have occurred on two successive nights.”



"Anstead may have been murdered,” admitted Weston, "but Pell's degth was accidental -"

"By whose testimony?' broke in Harland. "Only that of atruck driver who admits he didn't see what was
happening, otherwise he wouldn't have struck Pell. The victim was probably running from muggers, the
way Waverly was."

Weston didn't correct Harland on the Waverly statement. Instead, he argued that it couldn't have been a
doublejob, since there was only one batch of muggers on the scene. That caled for another boast from
Franzd.

"Hear that?' inquired Franzel. "The mugging menaceis as good asfinished. They are afraid to movein
throngs, now that my followers are on the job. They go everywhere that muggersdo.”

"Agreed," said Harland, suddenly, as he drew an envelope from his pocket. "Franzel has said precisdy
what | wished to hear. Look at thislist, commissioner. The reform league went at great painsto compile
it; alist of beggarswho are outright fakes, pretended cripples, fake blind men -"

"I know about thet list," interrupted Franzel. "Y ou can disregard it, commissioner. Besides, what could it
prove?'

"I cantdl you," retorted Harland. "It proves that your beggars are double-dedlers. These pitiable figures
who rove the streets so fredly could quite easily be the very muggersthat the police seek. Aslong asthey
are a large and paying tribute to Franzd, he isresponsible for their frauds."

Therewas an indulgent laugh from Franzdl.
"I should ingtruct my followersto betray one another?' he scoffed. "Y our ideaiis preposterous, Harland.”

"Not intheleast,” Harland argued. "To keep your fake beggarsin circulation, so they could double as
muggers, you had to promiseto aid the law. So you told your honest followers to watch for muggers and
they did better than you wanted. If you think that thisis mere theory, commissioner"—Harland swung to
Weston—"order Franzel to take his beggars from the street. The mugging outrages will cease like that.”

Hardly had Harland snapped hisfingers, before Franzel came through with astormy assertion.

"Do it, commissoner,”" he said. "Make agenerd roundup between now and tomorrow night. | shal give
you my completeligts, to check with Harland's. The public may suffer, but my followerswill be
exonerated, and with me, they comefirs."

Under such double pressure, Weston could do nothing but agree, even though his manner was reluctant.
The glaresthat passed between Harland and Franzel were evidences of amentd duel in which both
seemed confident of the outcome. Weston threw an appealing gaze at Cranston, but found hisfriend's
face immobile. Cranston knew the chaos in Weston's mind, how the commissioner, despite Harland's
arguments, il felt that Franzdl's beggars were essentid in tabbing the mugger question. Then the cloud
faded from Weston's face, as though in answer to Cranston's unspoken suggestion.

Commissioner Weston was thinking in terms of another aly, whose ability at spotting crime had proven
itsfull worth tonight. Weston's mind was concentrated upon The Shadow.

"Very wel," agreed Weston, addressing both Harland and Franzdl. ™Y ou have settled one question, by
being in accord. The beggarswill be rounded up tomorrow."

Asthough approving Weston's decision, the orchestra burst |oose, announcing the late floor show. King
Franzd swung in hischair to watch the sparkling entrance of glorious Loraine Rue. Margo gavea



disappointed shrug, thinking that she was again to miss the blond contralto's act. Then, before she could
risefrom the table, Margo felt Cranston's hand on her arm.

Cranston had just come back to the table, though Margo hadn't redlized he was absent.

"Stay here, Margo,” Crangton said. "I'll join you before the show isover. I'vejust recelved areport on
Waverly. They'velocated him at hishote.”

Cranston's hand relaxed and Margo turned about with adight shiver. Somehow, shefelt that Cranston
was undertaking an expedition that promised more than usua danger, even to The Shadow. Margo
couldn't restrain her worry.

"Becareful, Lamont -"

A blare from the orchestradrowned Margo's uselesswords. All that she saw were the patrons who
thronged the ringside tables and Cranston wasn't among them. He had been swallowed by that sea of
faces and was gone into the maw of blackness beyond them.

Cranston was gone, like The Shadow!
CHAPTER XII1. DEATH'STRAIL

LEE WAVERLY was nervous. His smooth face was twitchy, like his hands. Bad signs, both, for
Waverly was usudly poker-faced and his hands, trained to dash with the knife, were usualy quite steady.
But Waverly had logt the sangfroid that he had shown whilefilling the capacity of Monsieur Rouge.

There was onefault in Leroc'straining. He could never teach his sudentsto forget fallure. It did not go
with the bravado that was thefirst essentia of the capable Apache.

Waverly was through and knew it. Much though he blamed his teammate who had served as Monsieur
Bleu, his nerve was completely gone. To his credit was the clever way in which he had bluffed the police,
by making himsalf amugging victim. In asense, that had taken nerve, for the muggers would have
murdered Waverly upon theingtant, had they known that they were stooges for the game he played. But
it wasn't the sort of nerve that went with the Apache.

Often, Leroc had demonstrated the Apache swagger and boasted how the denizens of the Parisan
underworld had carried it from police courts through higher tribunals and under the blade of the greeat
guillotine itsdlf. There were two things for an Apache to do when trapped: say nothing and take anything.
Instead, Waverly had reverted to his very canny sdlf, as he had been before he entered Leroc's school
and therewith he had lost the benefits of dl that he had learned.

Twitching for the telephone, Waverly's hands stopped short. He wanted to call the precinct Sation and
learn if any of hisbelongings had been reclaimed. But the mere thought of hiswallet, with its business
cards and theroll of money that accompanied it, was enough to give Waverly anew chill.

How could he explain the cards that identified him as awholesale drug salesman with an upstate concern
that he had left months ago? Asfor the money, how did it fit with the fact that he hadn't done astroke of
work during that same period? On the contrary, if Waverly didn't phone the precinct, they might cal him.
The longer he waited, the more certain Waverly became that his name was at present undergoing rapid
investigation.

The Hotel Everglade was smdl and rather shabby. Everything about it, even the neighborhood, began to
impress Waverly asthe sort that would excite suspicion. Thisfourth floor corner room was the best the



place could boast, but it wasn't good enough. From its windows, Waverly looked at shoddy buildings
that appeared dilapidated even in the dimot.

Asfor the people that Waverly noticed on the street, they bothered him. They were dl types, from
shamblers up to respectable-looking folk. One species was as bad as the other, for Waverly could
imagine headquarters dicksin dmogt any guise. Though it was hard to digtinguish individudsin the
dimness beow, Waverly felt that he was seeing the same persons over and over, asthough they were
keeping avigilant patrol around the block where the hotel stood.

THE only light in Waverly's room came from a desk |lamp between the corner windows. At present that
light was playing curioustricks that Waverly didn't notice. Its glow had aflicker that carried acrossthe
floor, to the dimness of the door, giving acurious impression of motion that applied to the door itsalf. At
moments, Waverly turned to look from the rear window, which bothered him worse than the one at the
sde. In back of the hotel was an empty brownstone house that seemed to bulge its bay windowsin
Waverly's direction. After asuspicious glance at the date roof topping the brownstone, Waverly went
back to hisformer post.

In passing fashion, Waverly noticed the door, and stiffened, hisfingers numbing asthey reached to hiship
pocket. The chill of agun butt sent itsfreeze into the laugh that grated between Waverly's clenched teeth
and his shoulders relaxed to their accustomed stoop. The door wasn't opening as Waverly thought; it
couldn't be, or hewould hear its hinges creak. Besides, the door was locked and the key wasin plain
sght. It wasjust Waverly'simagination that seemed to make the door move; that and the poor light which
Waverly didn't careto increase.

Looking a the key, Waverly gave another nervous laugh. Funny, the way the light glittered from the key.
It made it ook as though the key were turning, which couldn't be, because it was on the insde of the
door and Waverly didn't believe that there was a ghost here in the room with him. So Waverly forgot the
key and took another look from his side window.

The key continued itsdow turn.

Therewas away to make akey turn from the other side of the lock, though Waverly didn't know it. A
thin, elongated pick, shaped something like a pair of tweezers, could do thetrick to perfection.
Furthermore, the action was entirely silent, when a skilled hand performed it. Such arts were not part of
the Apachéstraining, hence Waverly wouldn't understand it.

This business of operating keys through their own locks was a speciaty practiced by The Shadow.

When the key finished itsturn, the door inched open. Its hinges lacked the creak that Waverly thought
was certain; for The Shadow knew that secret too. Firm pressure with one shoulder was away in which
the creaks of an average door could be cured and the rule gpplied in this case. In opening, the door
merely exaggerated the common illusion given by the wavering desk lamp and when it closed again, the
door was only briefly blurred by the solid blackness that had entered.

Blackness that blended with the floor, approaching with a creeping silhouette that was oddly hawklike,
particularly when its profile reached Waverly and began to climb the stooped man's back.

It was the shadow before The Shadow!

A dight shift of Waverly's shoulders sent that silhouette against the window frame. Therefor thefirst time
Waverly noticed it and as the blackness grew before his staring eyes, the amateur Apache gave a startled
gurgle. Spinning about with the speed that he had cultivated, Waverly might have shown fight if held il
had hisknife. But he wasn't accustomed to the clumsy revolver that he had taken from his suitcase and



pocketed, as soon as he returned to the hotel.

Burning eyes were close to Waverly's, beneath them loomed the business section of an automatic. The
muzzle of that .45 reminded Waverly of the tunne that he had traveled while he was ftill Monsieur
Rouge. The hand that stopped at Waverly's pocket began rising with the other while the forceful
argument of The Shadow's gun backed Waverly toward the corner of the room.

There, the light was cut off partly by Waverly's own shoulders, while The Shadow's cloaked form
smothered it il further. Still, those avenging eyes burned from the artificid gloom, with apiercing force
that seemingly probed Waverly's thoughts. The whispered words that The Shadow spoke with unseen
lips, prompted Waverly to answer. Not that they were questions, those words put by The Shadow;
rather, they were revelations that demanded aresponse.

THE SHADOW was reminding Waverly of Anstead's death. Without accusng Waverly of that particular
crime, The Shadow recounted the essentia details, along with the reason why Anstead had been dain.
Thefact that plans of vauable inventions had been gained with Anstead's brief case was something that
Waverly had learned and found himsdlf admitting.

Then came The Shadow's accusation:
"Y ou wereto murder Pell -"
"No, no!" protested Waverly, hoarsely. "'l wouldn't have had to kill him. All | wanted was the satchel -"

"With its contexts," added The Shadow. "Money that Pell would not have yielded without a struggle.
I11-gotten money."

Waverly's eyes were goggly. From Leroc he had learned something of Pell's case, since one of Leroc's
ruleswasto tell much about avictim, on the basis that men acted according to their characters. Despite
himsalf, Waverly began to corroborate The Shadow's statements.

"It was money Pell embezzled,” sammered Waverly. "He was supposed to meet somebody who wasto
help him cover up. All part of the deal— that'swhat | wastold."

There was alow laugh from The Shadow. His own observations of Pell had given him the theory which
he had just tested. A fat satchel such as Pell carried was alikely moneybag. The fact that the man had
walked to his destination instead of taking a cab was proof of a secret meeting, even though such had not
meaterialized.

"Y ou weretold too much," declared The Shadow, "and yet too little. Y ou have never met the man who
originated this game of murder. All your information comes secondhand fromamanwhois
double-crossing you, the way he hastricked the muggers.”

There was a certain harshnessin the tone that rendered Waverly savage. Only briefly did the assassin
gain somevestige of hisformer nerve, but he didn't redlize that The Shadow was ddliberately inspiring it.

"Youliel" snarled Waverly. "Leroc wouldn't double-cross any of us-"

The whispered laugh that interrupted was enough to douse Waverly's short-lived flare. The Shadow had
tricked the man into reveding amuch-needed fact, the name of the only leader that Waverly
acknowledged. That laugh began asthe name "Leroc” dipped from Waverly'slipsand it rose as Waverly
caught himsdlf. All that it did for Waverly was prove one thing: namely, that The Shadow did not know al
the facts, or he would not have chosen to coax them ouit.



Fear, anger, plusadash of hisregained savagery, spurred Waverly to action. There were thingsin
Leroc'sbruta training that a pupil could retain, even when he had logt the full Apache spirit. In Waverly's
case, therewas acurious factor, the thought of his previousfailure to show the spirit that he had never
redlly gained. To adegree his mind was maudlin, working in fits and staggers, for Waverly exhibited
both.

A fit of rage caused him to fling himsdlf upon The Shadow despite the latter's looming gun. Staggered by
fear, Waverly reded away without receiving astroke, for The Shadow had smply melted with afading
twigt, to turn the attack into atravesty. Instead of blundering against the opposite wall where his surge
should have carried him, Waverly was headed toward the rear window, hisflight so cowering that he
seemed abouit to pitch himsdlf through, rather than again face The Shadow.

With aquick sweep, The Shadow overtook the man who had failed as an Apache and brought him
around by doubling hisarm in back of him. Waverly shrank cowering, the direct antithesis of his bolder
sf, quailing as The Shadow's hand descended to pluck him by the collar and bring him up again. There
was just one thing that Waverly's huddle accomplished, though it was not intended. Dropping completely
bel ow the window level, Waverly for thefirst timefailed to block off the figure of The Shadow as seen
within the lighted room.

THE SHADOW saw the knife blade coming.

Not from Waverly'sfigt, for he had no knife. Thiswegpon fairly zinged from the eaves above the bay
window of the brownstone house. It was flung with a venom that spelled action from the moment of its
dart, yet there was one mistake in its ddlivery. Theflinger forgot the light from Waverly's window, aglow
that showed the blade's glitter beforeit left the hand that hurled it.

There was awhirl of blacknessthat carried The Shadow to the corner of the room and in the sametrice,
Waverly again reversed hisform. He came up with amadman's spring and in the midst of it Started to
turn the course of the lunge that he was not to finish. The knife did the rest.

Jolting upright, Waverly went gtiff. Pivoting like atoy top, he performed adouble twirl that brought him
face foremost upon the floor. He hit with the impact of dead weight and between the shoulders that he

had so convulsively narrowed was the answer to his sprawl. It was aknife handle that went with along
Apache blade, driven as deep asit could possibly go. That coup was one that Alban Leroc had not yet
taught his henchmen. He had meant it for The Shadow and found Waverly instead.

With along dive that brought him below the sill of the rear window, The Shadow propped his automeatic
across and began to flay the date shingles from the house out back. Despite the darkness, The Shadow
was tracing the course that Leroc must take up from the bay window to the roof ridge above. The
distance was short and therefore to Leroc's advantage. The Shadow caught one glimpse of avaulting
figure that went over the ridge ahead of aricochet shot. With that Apache legp, Leroc was gone.

Men werein motion on the street bel ow, the same men that Waverly had eyed suspicioudy not long
before. Like the police who had followed the direction of The Shadow's shots againgt theriver bridge,
these men were taking their cue from hislatest gunnery. With agrim laugh that could have been aknell
for Waverly, The Shadow opened the door and merged with the darkened hallway.

THE floor show was ending a Club 88, its climax agypsy dancein which Loraine Rue wasthe star
performer. Margo was giving the blonde the benefit of some applause when afamiliar hand rested on her
arm. Turning, Margo displayed her ddlight at Cranston's return.

Nonchalantly, Cranston eyed the departing performerswith jeweled Loraine in their midst. Perhaps he
was referring to the entertainment at Club 88, but he could have been speaking for The Shadow, when



hesad:
"It was agood show, Margo, but it ended too soon.”
CHAPTER XIV.CRANSTON'SCLINIC

RUTLEDGE MANN was quite surprised.

He had expected it to be the other way about, when Lamont Cranston called at noon. Phone calls, wires,
confidentia reports were stacked on Mann's desk, disclosing alot of facts about Wilbur Pell that the
police didn't know, purely because they hadn't investigated. People didn't like to say unkind things about
aman who had become amugging victim, but Mann had learned, through devious sources, that Pell was
guilty of embezzlement in the town from which he halled.

"They found his private account books." Such was Mann's statement. "Pell lost thirty of the fifty thousand
on the races; he squandered another fifteen thousand; to make himsalf ook honest he paid off debtswith
the remainder -"

"And kept the whole," was Crangton'sinterruption. "All in alittle black satchel, plus any returns he may
have made on his secret investments. That private account wasjust part of the cover-up, Mann.”

No wonder Mann was surprised, hearing that Cranston aready knew that Pell was a crook, which Mann
thought was his exclusve information. Mann didn't know that Cranston had checked his own theories
with Waverly, corroborated certain facts and pieced new onesto fit with them.

"Pell wanted to disappear,” added Cranston. "He had a ded with somebody who could help him. The
man in question was amuch bigger crook than Pell, so he ordered an Apache named Alban Leroc to
eliminate Wilbur Pell and bring in the booty. But from our standpoint, Pell was another victim like James
Angtead, who happened to be honest. We are tracking down murderers, beginning with Lee Waverly.
We can afford to treat their victimsimpartialy.”

While Mann stared open-mouthed, Cranston handed him his hat and opened the office door. Downdtairs
acab wheded up and they were halfway to their destination before Mann inquired where they were
going. He received another surprise when Cranston told him:

"The Jonas office."

Located in the vicinity of Twenty-third Street, the Jonas office was still amystery to Mann. He had often
vidited it, but had never entered its door. In fact, Mann doubted that anyone had opened that door in the
last fifteen years. Its cobwebs aone looked at least that old.

When they reached the decrepit building that housed the office, the cabby followed them upgtairs, which
wasn't surprising because he happened to be Moe Shrevnitz. The office with the name"B. JONAS' bore
its usua wealth of cobwebs and Shrevvy grinned at Mann's expense, while Cranston inserted akey. Moe
knew what was coming, though Mann didnt.

Asthe door creaked inward, the cobwebs stretched. Walking under them, Mann stared upward,
unbelieving. Cranston held the door open long enough for Mann to study the cobwebs thoroughly; they
contracted when the door went shut.

"Artificid spider'swebs," explained Cranston, tersaly. "Their principa congtituent is rubber cement.
When it comes back in circulation, we can manufacture more of them.”

The office wasfilled with The Shadow's active agents, dl smiling like Moe. For quite awhile they had



been using the Jonas office as an assembly room and al the while Mann had considered it to be nothing
more than a collection box where he dropped reportsinto the mail chute for The Shadow to pick them
up. Mann had dways supposed that The Shadow reached this office by a secret door, which he did
when occasion required, but that didn't mean the front door was as impassable as it appeared.

"| cdl thisplace the crimeclinic,” Cranston told Mann. "A convenient place where we can gather to make
athorough diagnosis of certain crimes. We vary our methods according to occasion and at thistime it will
be appropriate to use a device much favored by the French Surete of Police.”

There was alarge upright frame at one side of the wall; it measured about three feet square and besideiit
was atable holding aflat box. From this box, The Shadow's agents began to pick three-inch squareslike
the pieces of ajigsaw puzzle, except that al were shaped alike. The men thus engaged included Cliff and
Hawkeye, who were mogt active in choosing the wooden blocks. Harry and Clyde made occasional
additions, while Moe stepped up to pick afew small blocks. All these were placed in the large upright
frame.

The agents were piecing alarge-sized human face, filling in the gaps from individua recollections. Their
work was much like Mann's daily task with newspaper clippings and other datathat he fitted for The
Shadow'sinformation.

"They were adl around the Hotel Everglade last night,” Cranston told Mann. ™Y ou didn't know about it
because the orders went through Burbank. They caught various glimpses of the killer who escaped over
the roof of the house in back, after he reached the next street.”

Mann showed new perplexity.
"But | thought -"

"Y ou thought the police redly figured that one," interposed Crangton. "They believe that assassins
sneaked up to Waverly's room and murdered him there. Odd how the police devel op facts according to
new suggestionsthat are fed them.”

There was anod from Mann. Back on the desk in his office were clippings that represented the "last
word" in the Waverly case. The police had tagged it vengeance on the part of muggers. But there had
been no muggers around the Hotel Everglade, though beggars were common in that vicinity. It was easy
to place the man who had inspired that suggestion: Howard Harland. Probably Commissioner Weston
had appreciated it as an excuse for the genera roundup that he had ordered for today.

THE picturein the wal frame was shaping well. There were afew differences of opinion among the
agents, particularly regarding adisfigurement on one side of the face. They had to pick out specia dabs
from among the hundreds of blocks that were arranged in proper groups for each segment. When the
agentsfinally concurred on such matters as width of forehead, contour of chin, and whether eyeswere
wide or narrow, the picture was amost complete. It only remained to drop in blocksthet filled the few
remaining spaces and were therefore obvious.

It was Harry who performed that findl task, while Cranston was focusing a movie projector on the wal
beside the frame. He pushed in adide and aface gppeared upon the wall, matching the framed
patchwork portrait in size. That however was not the only point of likeness.

Detall for detail, the pieced-together face was identicd with the picture on the dide, which The Shadow
had found among his European files.

Both were Alban Leroc.



It was an interesting check-up because it proved that if The Shadow had not heard Leroc named, he
could have identified the man through the fleeting descriptions gathered by his agents. However, the
matched portraits proved definitely that Leroc had personally murdered Waverly instead of delegating
that job to an underling. Thiswas afurther lead for Cranston.

"Lerocisbeginning to mistrust hismen,”" Cranston declared. "Waverly proved a disgppointment, asdid
his teammate, who thought it more important to carry off the satchel than to stand by afelow Apache.
Furthermore, there is an opening in Leroc's organization.”

With this reference to Waverly's death, Cranston surveyed his companions. Until yesterday, Harry
Vincent would have been the ideal man to make the acquaintance of Leroc, whose American Apaches
had to pass as straightforward citizens. But from now on, Leroc would want them tougher. Clyde Burke,
the reporter, was wiry and wise, but those weren't the best requisites.

Cranston's gaze rested on Cliff Mardand. Here was aman who purposely looked tough, because his
business was to hobnob with the hardest charactersin New Y ork while gathering information for The
Shadow. However, when Cliff was away from the underworld, his hard-boiled manner dwindled; with
enough inducement, he could entirely discard it. Summed up, Cliff could appear quite as presentable as
men of Waverly'stype, thusfilling the old qualification.

Asfor the new, Cliff would certainly meet Leroc's needs. Not only did he have areputation in crimedom,
he was recognized as alone wolf. Leroc himself was something of the same and he would therefore
appreciate Cliff asarecruit. What Cliff might lack in Apache training, he could supply from hisown
experience. Such amember would be a stiffening influence upon Leroc's whole band.

Drawing the dide from the projector, Cranston replaced Leroc's photo with a colored map showing a
sector of Manhattan. Enlarged upon the wall, the map gave a detailed version of the areato which The
Shadow's agents had trailed Leroc after he fled the vicinity of the Hotel Everglade. Hawkeye wasthe
man who had kept thetrail the longest and The Shadow was choosing him to team with Cliff.

"Contact Leroc,”" came Cranston's calm tone. "'Probably you can manage it only by proxy, but in any
caseit will beyour job, Mardand, to join with the band. Hawkeye can hep in the preliminaries,
afterward he will remain in the offing, to carry any word that you may gain.”

The clinic was over. While Cranston dismantled the projector, the others scattered the dabs that formed
Leroc's pieced portrait. They still had The Shadow'simported photograph to go by, but they would not
need it. Etched in the memory of every agent, wasthe ugly image of Alban Leroc, complete to the scar
that accompanied the Apache'sleer. He was the murderer that they must find.

At that, the game would not be over. Therewas till the master brain behind it, the man who had aready
gained large profits through the desths of Anstead and Pell. He would be hungry for more such gains, this
crafty schemer who was cloaking the activities of Apaches under the surface of muggery. How The
Shadow intended to reach that master schemer, whether through Leroc or other channds, was till a

mysery.
A mystery at least to dl except The Shadow!

CHAPTER XV. A QUESTION OF BEGGARS

ALL that afternoon the roundup of beggars continued until the precinct stations were filled with the most
motley tribe of men that they had ever held. Since there were no charges againgt King Franzel's
followers, arrangements were being made to keep them as guests. Some were housed in cellswith
unlocked doors, otherswere installed in cheap hotels and flop houses.



Technicaly they were under custody, but it was on abasis of keeping all present and accounted for,
rather than actudly imprisoning them. The beggars themselves were rather pleased to have free lodging
for achange, but they regretted loss of the evening's receipts. However, asluck would haveit, the
wesgther softened the ordedl. A chilly drizzle settled in, threatening to coat the sdewakswith athin layer
of ice. This promised the sort of night when beggars would have to keep to doorways, lessening their
profits.

Shortly before dusk, Cranston completed a tour with Weston. The commissioner was going the rounds
of the precinctsto check the lists of guests and seethat dl were satisfied. During that tour they crossed
two other trails.

The first belonged to Howard Harland. Its prelude was a great chorus of boos and catcdlls that issued
from aprecinct station before Cranston and Weston entered. Inside, they found Harland trying to retain
his pompous air while the outburst of Bronx cheers arose from benches and cellswhere beggarswerein
abundance. The tumult lessened when Weston appeared and Harland was able to voice a protest.

"Hear that, commissioner?' he demanded. "What motley rasca s these beggars are! The moment they
saw me, they began their hubbub. | am surethat Franzel put them up toiit!”

Barks came from the beggars. Such termsas"chisder," "stuffed-shirt” and "weasd" were among the
milder epithets, al directed at Harland.

"I have assured them that the Citizens Reform League hastheir welfarein mind," declared Harland,
importantly. "My present tour isal on their account, conducted at cons derable expense -"

Harland was drowned with aburst of shouted queries. Beggars wanted to know where the money came
from, how Harland made new donorsfork over, and the size of the cut he took for himsdf. All these
shouts merged into a chant:

"Fve Grand Harland—Fve Grand Harland -"

"They've heard about the contribution that the C.R.L. recelved today,” explained Harland in an annoyed
tone. "Five thousand dollarsin cash came from an anonymous contributor, who apparently believesthat
we are rendering a service to the community. Our policy regarding such donations-"

"Doughnutsto you, Harland," interrupted a scrawny pencil peddler from his bench. "What did you do,
fork back some of your cut?'

"Yeah!" shouted another. "Maybe you drew the dough and tossed it back into the kitty just to encourage
other suckers."

Harland turned on hished and marched haughtily from the station house while Weston and Cranston
continued their rounds. Farther ong they heard loud cheers coming from astation and they met King
Franzel making his departure.

"Apparently I'm till popular,” said Franzel, with abroad smile. "1 thought the boys would be sore about
this roundup, but they aren't. By the way, they have anew nicknamefor Harland. They call him Five
Grand, but | haven't learned why."

Weston explained about the donation that the reform league had received from an unknown source which
the beggars clamed was Harland himsdlf. Franzdl's eyebrows lifted in perplexed style, then narrowed
again. Something was going through his mind, though he decided not to stateit. Instead, he Smply
remarked that he was going back to Club 88, though he would probably be late for the first show. He



added that he could be reached there later, if Weston wanted him.

All thewhile, Crangton maintained silence. He didn't mention that he intended to visit Club 88 after he
finished histour of the precincts. It happened that Cranston had aready posted an observer there, in the
person of Margo Lane, who tonight could be regarded as a most important agent.

JUST how she could prove important was a puzzle to Margo as shefinished her solitary dinner at the de
luxe night club. The cafe was quite crowded and Margo was so far back that she could scarcely seethe
floor show, but she knew from the music that it was going into thefinale, the gypsy dancein which
Loraine Rue starred.

That music was a cue for Margo. Cranston had told her to dip back to the dressing rooms as soon asthe
entire cast was on the floor, and the finde was her only opportunity. So Margo left her table, circled the
dark wall of the night club and reached the screen that flanked the exit to the dressing rooms. A few
seconds later, she was in adeserted corridor, flanked by the open doors of empty rooms.

One such door showed a star and Margo knew it must belong to Loraine. Stepping inside, Margo
changed the position of ascreen so that it amost touched the edge of the door, which opened inward.
Clutching her handbag tightly, Margo wormed behind the door intending to shift from there to the screen
when occasion so demanded.

There was amuffled chord from the night-club orchestra, followed by distant applause. Then camethe
click of high hedls, the chatter of voices asthe performers arrived back at their dressing rooms. Doors
dammed one by one and when Loraine entered, Margo had an ideathat she would swing her door shut
too. About to shift behind the screen, Margo paused, watching between its edge and that of the door.

Instead of closing the door, Loraine sank to achair in front of the dressing table and gave atired sigh. In
the brilliant light above the mirror, Margo gained areveding view of Loraine'sface and became both
surprised and envious. Hitherto, she had supposed that much of Loraine's floor-show beauty was dueto
make-up, but the case was otherwise. The blonde's features were really lovely, as gorgeous as the
shapely figure that she displayed in condderable detall.

Margo gave a sudden start as aknock sounded at her elbow. It was only someone rapping Loraine's
door, but Margo was so close to the door that she could touch it, hence the sound was sharp. In the
mirror, Loraine's face brightened; reaching for adressing gown she did it over her shoulders, then turned
around.

"Comein, King," she said, in her most soulful contralto. "L eave the door open; the othersare all closed.
What isit, something important?*

"Very important.” King Franzel's tone had alow, confidentid roll. "Thisis going to be abad night,
Lorane"

"I'd say it was abad night," laughed the blonde, shuddering dightly as shelooked at the window, where
the rain was beating hard. "It'sjust aswell they had that roundup. The poor peddlers are better off inthe
police stations.”

"Other people are gpt to suffer,” declared Franzdl, solemnly. "It'sagreat night for muggers, Loraine, now
that they know my followers are not watching for them.”

"Maybe you shouldn't have let Harland have hisway."

"I couldn't help it. When he cast suspicion on us, | had no other choice. Tonight we are proving that



peddiers are not muggers and the public can take the consequences.”

THERE was an odd rumble to Franzel's tone that L oraine seemed to understand. Turning in her chair, the
blonde spoke in a sympathetic undertone;

"Out withit, King. Y ou have something in mind, something that will give you the edge on Harland. What
isit?'

King Franzel ddlivered abasso laugh.

"l knew you'd guessit,” hesaid. "l played into Harland's hands because he asked for it, but | wasn't

forgetful of the public duty that he talks about so much, but doesn't mean. There are il plenty of
peddlers available tonight and you know the ones| mean.”

"Thewomen?' echoed Loraine.

"Of course,” replied Franzel. "They weren't included in the roundup, because they couldn't be muggers.
I've given them the order to be on the lookout and call meif they spot anything wrong."

"What agrand ideg, King!"

"There's one drawback, Loraine. I'll betied up with al sorts of calsfrom precincts and hotelsif any of
the crowd become unruly. | can't waste time getting word through to the commissioner.”

"Why not have the tip-offs go direct?"

"Y ou can't depend on the women," returned Franzel. " Some of those old crones would be scared to call
the commissioner and others can't, because he wouldn't understand their cackle. There's only one person
who can handleit. That'syou, Loraine."

Margo saw Lorainesface flinch. Evidently Franzel was proposing something that rether horrified her. A
few moments later, the blonde shook off her mood.

"l oweyou agrest dedl, King," said Loraine serioudy. "Those years were miserable, when | was alittle
girl, peddling matches, gardenias, or whatever | wastold. When | grew up it wasthe only thing | knew
and it became impossible. How | cameto have good looks, | don't know, but | attracted too much
atention.”

"I know," nodded King Franzdl. "That'swhy you became Old Gert."

"It was something of aninspiration,” Loraine admitted, "to make up asahag and live in a basement hovel.
People were sorry for me, theway | shambled around, wrapped in an old shawl. | hated that life, King,
trying to look old before my time."

"But you learned one thing, Loraine. Y ou became an actress and agood one. When | became king of the
beggars, | learned your game and it amazed me. When | found that you could sing and dance, asyou did
when you were achild, | saw that you had afuture.”

"Don't talk of the future, King. It might mean that | would some day grow to look like the Old Gert that
everybody thought | was. And now tonight you want meto play Old Gert again.”

Franzel gave adow nod as he leaned forward and patted L oraine on the shoulder.

"Youll havetodoit," heingsted. "It will redlly pep up the women peddiersto see Old Gert in circulation
again. If she can go out tonight, they'll be willing to do the same. Once you have them on the move, you



can get back to the old basement, because that's where they're supposed to phone. When the call
comes—if one does come— you can relay it to the commissioner. Y our voice will redly impresshim.”

"Y ou mean Old Gert'svoice?"

"That'sright. It has the eager whine. Get started now, Loraine, and you'll be back in timefor thelate
show. Nobody will ever learn that Loraine Rue and Old Gert are the same.”

"But those old clothes of mine, where are they?”

"Still in the same basement,” said King with asmile. "1've been paying the rent there ever snceyou | eft.
After dl, | talked you into becoming Loraine Rue, so | thought | ought to leave the door to Old Gert
open, in case your memories haunted you. So get started, while | go and call the commissioner and ask
how his guests are enjoying themsdlves."

King Franzel had risen and was turning toward the door. Loraine overtook him and laid her hand upon
hisarm. Through the door crack, Margo heard the blonde say softly:

"Y ou're the only man I've ever trusted, King. | owe you plenty and | won't forget it. Well seethisthrough
until we've proved who'sright.”

THIStime, Loraine closed the door, but Margo had dipped behind the screen while the blonde was il
following King Franzel with admiring eyes as he walked aong the corridor. Once the door was shut,
Margo found new worries, for Loraine's street clothes were parked behind the screen and she would
have to come there to get them. Fortunately, Loraine decided not to waste time in a double change of
costume, here and at the place where she had once lived as Old Gert.

Not bothering to remove her jeweled costume, Loraine calmly did her aamsinto amink coat that she
wrapped tightly about her. With short kicks, she disposed of her dancing dippers and stepped into
another pair which were suitable for street wear. Leaving the dressing room, the blonde made ahurried
exit through adoor to the stage dley. As soon asthe quick footsteps faded, Margo followed.

It couldn't be far to the old basement, or Loraine would have dressed more el aborately before venturing
through the city streets. Margo could see the mink coat, bobbing vaguely through the drizzle, so she
decided to trail it to the destination. Now that Margo redlized the important part that Loraine could play
in matters pertaining to crime, she understood why Cranston had regarded Club 88 as an essentid place
to watch.

Again, The Shadow'sforesight wasin evidence. He had solved the question of beggars beforehand and
left it to Margo to find out the rest!

CHAPTER XVI.ROUTE TO CRIME

SUAVE despite his sneer, Alban Leroc was addressing his crew of amateur Apaches, showing dight
traces of sarcasm in histone, yet driving home hiswords with the same kill that he could give aknife
thrust. It was important, this conference, because true to tradition Leroc intended to have hisfollowers
draw for the privilege of being Monsieur Rouge, and therefore he could risk no shaky hands among
them.

"l shal useyou dl tonight," assured Leroc, "but thereis one who will belucky." As he spoke, Leroc
rattled the bag that contained the colored balls. "Before we draw, et me show you where we intend to

go.



Leroc turned to amap that was a patchwork of yellow squares, representing the total districts that the
police had placed under gtrict surveillance. Those quarantined areas were so numerousthat it was taking
most of the available police to cover them and the latest addition to the lot was Surrey Place.

"Separately, we could go wherever we pleased,” assured Leroc, with aglance at the respectable faces of
hiscrew, "but it is better that we should travel somewhat together. Therefore we shal take aroundabout
way." On the map, Leroc traced a course that threaded among the yellow squares. "That will bring us
here, not far from the Y orkshire Village, the gpartment house where our friend Harland lives.”

The listeners began to exchange knowing looks at Leroc's mention of Harland. Catching them with his
quick eye, Leroc smoothly amended his statement.

"Yes, Harland isour friend," affirmed Leroc, "but he would be the first to deny it. In suspecting the
beggars, he aids us, because with the beggars gone, the muggerswill be on the streets, and without the
muggers, we could not pursue our own profession. It ison this corner” - Leroc tapped the map—"that a
gentleman named Morton Joyce will meet our Monsieur Rouge.”

Leroc continued with abrief description of Joyce, who proved to be a gentleman of middle age, quite
burly, but deliberate of pace. Unlike Anstead and Pell, Joyce would be carrying nothing resembling a
brief case or asatchd, but there would be va uables upon his person which would make a search of his
pockets a matter of course. Discoursing thus, Leroc shook the bag and passed it around the circle.

At one point Leroc hesitated, then went along without extending the bag. The man he passed was anew
member of the band, a poker-faced individua whose square jaw spoke the same determination as his
steady eyes. That description exactly fitted Cliff Mardand.

"Y ou are new among us." Leroc purred the reminder. "I could not assign you to the work of the usual
Apache. | have aspecid ball reserved for you." From his pocket, Leroc produced the pellet and
dropped it in Cliff'shand. "I shal tell you its purpose later.”

Thered bal showed in the hands of a drab-faced man, whose thin lipstightened in asmile that pleased
Leroc, who clapped the winner on the back.

"Ah, Trevol, we are both lucky," expressed Leroc. "Y ou, to become Monsieur Rouge; | to have you as
such. Y ou are good both with the noose and the knife, so you may use either asyou choose. Should
anything go wrong, cal at once upon Monsieur Bleu.”

Leroc gestured toward Cliff who opened his hand and found a blue marble lying there. In recognition of
the honor, Cliff dipped his hand to his pocket, where the bulge of a gun butt showed. The action brought
afurther smile from the man addressed as Trevol, who was still worrying about the Waverly affair.
Leroc's face grew hard and keen, both signsthat he was highly pleased.

He had shown judgment, Leroc, in accepting Mardand on sight. He had anticipated that tonight's
Monsieur Rouge would be worried about Monsieur Bleu. So dike had the Apaches become under
Leroc'straining that they shared each other's gpprehensions. As an individua murderer, each was
competent; their weaknesslay in team play. They till thought of guns, despite the drills Leroc had given
them with knife and noose.

So Leroc was introducing what they wanted, aman with agun. If the novelty proved successtul, Cliff
would have apermanent job asMonsieur Bleu.

APPARENTLY Leroc had timed proceedings to an incoming telephone call, which arrived soon after
the drawing. From Leroc's manner, Cliff knew that he was chatting with the chief who redly ruled the



Apaches. That call finished, Leroc made afew cals of hisown, to hangouts favored by muggers. In
purring style, he assured them that tonight's forays would offer no obstacles, since spying beggars were
off the streets. Setting the time and place, Leroc finished with the muggers and gave a contemptuous

laugh.

"Onething | did not mention,” remarked L eroc as he and his men started from their underground lair.
"They will not be far from Club 88, where King Franzdl is so often found. They would like nothing better
than to meet the man they blamefor their recent troubles.”

The Apaches weren't quite convinced that Leroc wasright. They felt that The Shadow was a stronger
factor in stopping crime than King Franzel could ever be. Certainly he wasthe chief foe of the Apaches
themselves and with that thought, they grouped closer asthey Ieft this heedquarters.

So compact was the crew that Cliff was unable to draw away and contact alurking figure that followed
close behind the group. But Cliff felt his opportunity would come soon enough to forewarn The Shadow.
Hawkeye was not only persstent, but crafty; he would tag dong without giving himsdlf away.

The Apaches were nearing the block of apartment buildings known as Y orkshire Village, when Leroc
gave awarning hissthat caused some quick dides aong the dippery sdewak. They were out of sight
when Leroc pointed to a shambling figure across the street; that of a hobbling old woman, whose head
and shoulders were covered by a shawl. A basket that the woman carried, marked her as apeddler.

"Franzd 4ill givesustrouble,” snarled Leroc. "We have forgotten that there are women beggars too.
Follow her, two of you, and rgjoin uslater. Therest of us can separate and stroll through the courtyard of
the gpartment building. We are respectable enough to belong there.”

Despitetheterm "we," Leroc did not include himsalf. He became a skulker, going around the block,

while two otherstrailed the old woman with the shawl. Already assigned to the part of Monsieur Bleu,
Cliff went through the courtyard, but on the way he paused to light acigarette. The weather being damp,
Cliff chose adarkened doorway for that purpose; as he expected, Hawkeye soon sidled up beside him.
Briefly, Cliff undertoned the detalls of tonight's expedition and Hawkeye shifted awvay as neatly as he had
arived.

FOUR blocksfrom Y orkshire Village, the old lady with the shawl turned into asqualid Street that wasa
midfit in this neighborhood. The street lay between the well-popul ated thoroughfares that were lined with
ritzy cafeslike Club 88 and the pretentious squares surrounding Y orkshire Village. The police deemed it
unnecessary to watch ether of those sectors and thisintervening street was regarded purely asadividing
line, quite too limited to attract muggers. Reaching the steps beside a battered basement door, the old
woman descended, not even bothering to use akey to enter what must be ahovel too poor for thievesto
bother about. Acrossthe street, agirl was standing in adoorway, shieding her face againgt the drizzle.
She appeared merely to be someone who had stepped out of the rain, but her purpose was more subtle.

Margo Lane was watching the return of Loraine Rue, dias Old Gert, to the basement from which the
night-club star had set forth to contact membersin the sorority of beggars.

About to step from the doorway, Margo waited while aman waked along the street. He was well
dressed and was glancing at the houses as though looking for an address number. Along the street came
another man of equally respectable gppearance. Thefirst stopped the second and made someinquiry,
after which they continued onward in opposite directions.

What Margo took for a chance meeting, happened to be a double check by two of Leroc's gentlemen
Apaches, who were now on their way to rejoin their ugly leader. Rather than attract any attention, Margo
waited until both had turned their corners; then hurriedly, she crossed the street to Old Gert's hove.



Margo's greeting was the ringing of a phone bell, from deep in the basement. Creeping through the
darkness, Margo listened for Loraine's voice but did not hear it, until she reached another door. She
caught the words "good-by" in Loraine's tone and peered through the dightly opened door. There, she
saw Loraine hang up the telephone, lift the receiver again, and begin to did anumber.

Theroomwasdim, yet itslight showed Lorainesface, or rather, the visage of Old Gert. Margo was
amazed that make-up could produce such achange. Theface of Old Gert was gray, lined with wrinkles
that looked redl; her hair, well sprinkled with powder, was dmost white. Though the effect looked
genuine, Margo suspected the powder because of the way Loraine kept the shawl around her head.

As shewatched, Margo began to doubt that the crone with the crabapple countenance could redly be
Loraine Rue.

Then, asthe stoopish creature finished dialing and sat down in acreaky chair, Margo saw the evidence
that proved the doublerole. Loraine's mink coat was hanging on anail in the corner; tucked in its pockets
were the dippersthat she had aso worn from Club 88.

A sharp cackle interrupted Margo's thoughts. More clever acting on Loraine's part, for the voice of Old
Gert was an utter contrast to the golden tone of the popular night-club vocalist. But the cracked words
were plain enough to Margo as they doubtless were to the person who received the phone call.

"Commissioner Weston?' queried the forced voice. "Thisis Old Gert... Ask Inspector Cardonawho |
am. He used to buy my gardenias... Yes, I'm abeggar and it'slucky we aren't dl injall... | know, you
wonder if I've seen any muggersand | have—

"L ots of muggers, commiss oner"—the voice became a confidentia whine— "over near Y orkshire
Village... Better hurry, commissioner, if you want to catch them. I'll be around to point out any that try to
get away... Hurry, commissioner!”

Reverting to her crackly tone, Old Gert hung up the receiver and came toward Margo's door. Stepping
away into the darkened room, Margo again doubted that this creature in petticoats and shawl could be
Loraine, until she noted apassing trace of the singer's favorite perfume. When the front door closed
behind Old Gert, Margo hurried to the telephone and called the Cobalt Club.

Margo didn't ask for Commissioner Weston. She wanted to know if Lamont Cranston wasthere. A
polite attendant stated that Mr. Cranston had left and when Margo asked if he had gone with
Commissioner Weston, her informant replied in the negative. Mr. Cranston had | eft the Cobalt Club at
least ten minutes before the commissioner.

Sinking to Loraine's chair, Margo Lane gave a gratified sigh. Rapid though the law's response might be, it
had a habit of proving just too late. Tonight, The Shadow's agents must have beaten the tip-off that
Loraine had relayed as Old Gert.

Again, The Shadow was traveling ahead of crimel
CHAPTER XVII.VICTIMSIN REVERSE

CRIME'S schedule was behind time. Close by adesignated corner, aman named Trevol waswaiting
impetiently, hisfingers twitching the corners of his scarf. AsMonseur Rouge, he should have gained his
opportunity, but Joyce, the victim, had not arrived. The dippery sdewaks were the reason; they were

beginning to get icy.
Acrossthe direet, Cliff Mardand was crouched in the dleyway that marked the first Sage in a getaway



route dl planned for Trevol. AsMonseur Bleu, Cliff was cdculating differently than Monsieur Rouge, or
rather he was carrying his speculations further. The same causes that delayed Joyce would apply to
others. Muggers would be dower reaching the scene; so would the police, if atip-off reached them.

Likewise, delay could bother The Shadow.

A figure appeared near the dim corner. Cliff distinguished a burly man, whose pace was very dow, even
alowing for the dippery going. The man was Joyce and he was moving straight toward Treval. It
wouldn't do for Cliff to dash acrossthe Street just yet, because Apaches down the aley were watching
and would wonder at his premature surge. Gauging the distanceto Treval, Cliff coolly figured the
required time and waited for his moment.

With aplod, Joyce reached the spot assigned for assassination. Trevol lunged from hiding, flaunting his
scarf asadacoit would fling astrangling cord. Cliff made along lesp toward the curb, struck aglazed
patch of sidewak and skidded headlong to the street. He had cal culated everything except hazards that
applied to himsdf.

Had dl depended upon Cliff, murder would have been under way before he again reached hisfeet. But
there was an dement in this affair that even Cliff had been unable to observe. Before Trevol's noose
could produce le coup du Pere Francois, Joyce took an unexpected twirl away from the descending
scarf.

From acore of blackness, aliving figure had materidized, to spin the victim from the threat of doom.
The Shadow!

Things happened crazily along the sidewalk. On its dippery surface, The Shadow took an unexpected
whirl while Trevol, recoiling from the cloaked menace, was diding clear acrossthe curb. By chance, the
two figures arrived in the exact position from which Trevol could deliver the Francois coup, with The
Shadow asitstarget. Here, Trevol'sfooting was firm againgt the curb as he flung the scarf over The
Shadow's douch hat, down to the cloaked shoulders below.

One Apache could prove better than two. Thistime there was no other to spoil one'swork with aknife
dash. Though Cliff was on hisfegt, he was distant, and hisfaulty drive was bringing other Apachesfrom
thedley. If Cliff tried to aid The Shadow, he would be smothered by an avalanche of killers,

The stuation wastotaly reversed. Trevol's noose had tightened and the Apache was turning to apply the
fatal haul that would hoist The Shadow to a hel pless position. Only the unexpected could save the
cloaked victim and he was the person who supplied the needed element. What The Shadow did was
provide an antidote for the Francois coup that was not in Leroc'singtruction book.

THE SHADOW smply pancaked forward into awide-armed dive, kicking hisfeet up in back of him.
Nobody had ever before applied that system, because it had never been thought out. Apaches who used
the scarf trick brought the victim's weight straight back, whereas The Shadow was throwing hiswhole
poundage forward. The dithery condition of the sdewalk, previoudy a disadvantage, now served to
speed The Shadow's process.

It was Trevol who cameflying upward. Hislegsreceived akick that knocked them from under him; his
body flipped across The Shadow's shoulders to be grabbed by hands that now could reach it, snce they
were working from propped elbows. Thefling that The Shadow applied sent Trevol somersaulting clear
acrossthe sdewak, down into the very basement where the n had originaly intended to dump
Joyce.



Roalling over, The Shadow saw Joyce dmost beside him and applied a scissors clip with hislegs, to spill
the burly man beside the curb. Joyce was not afoe, but that was the more reason to eiminate him from
the coming fray. In dumping Joyce, The Shadow finished with atwist that brought him to his own feet.
Out to the center of the street, he purposely met Cliff Mardand and hissed a swift command into his
agent's ear.

Guns began to talk. Their shots Szzled toward the dley from which Leroc and his Apachesissued. They
laid those shots to The Shadow and assumed that Cliff was grappling to stop them. Cliff's gun was
pumping too, in the same direction as The Shadow's, but that wasn't pparent to the men who hastily
dived back to cover.

Under gunfire, Leroc could play therat as quickly as his subordinates. They were away, full tilt, and Cliff
found himsalf skidding after them, under The Shadow's urgent shove. Close on the hedls of the fugitive
crew, Cliff kept shouting for them to come back and help him fight The Shadow, but none heeded the
request. For The Shadow, Cliff's shouts were ahel pful guide, but he had work to do before he followed.

Moe's cab was whedling the corner. Pulling Joyce to his feet, The Shadow propelled the burly manin
through the opening door. Asthe cab sped off, The Shadow turned to look for the inevitable stooges
who were sure to arrive when the Apaches|eft. He saw them sneaking in from nearby corners, groups of
muggers, out in full force, lured by the word that Leroc had passed them.

Neatly, The Shadow began to stab shots with his guns. Those reports drowned the approach of cars that
tonight werewisely keeping their srensslent. The Shadow saw the arriving lightsjust asthe dodging
muggers became suddenly bold, through numbers, and began to converge upon him with amassed

drive,

With ataunting laugh, The Shadow vanished.

That, at least, was the effect produced by his rapid whirl toward the narrow passage reserved for the
Apaches. Hearing astedly clang, the muggers veered in that direction only to encounter ametd gate that
the Apaches had forgotten to close in their haste. Franticaly, the disorganized thugs reversed their
direction toward a basement across the street, aroute Leroc had promised them. Asthey went, they met
alunging figure that they mistook for one of The Shadow's agents, trying to follow his cloaked chief.

With happy snarls, the muggers prodded their prey with knives and flung him lifdessin the path of an
arriving patrol car. Thar swift, savage work saved The Shadow the trouble of later vengeance, for the
muggers were digposing of Leroc's abandoned follower, Trevol, the unfortunate Monsieur Rougein this
night'stragedy of errors.

The scene was st for aclean-up by the law, since police were arriving in sufficient force to overwhelm
the muggers who had delayed too long. But the drivers of the patrol cars were too quick with their
brakes, consdering the freezing street. Carstwirled like scooters at an amusement park, banging each
other half acrossthe sdewalk. Leaping from them, the officers only added to their troubles, for they lost
their footing on theicy paving.

The street was filled with skidding cops, shooting wildly from al postures at aflock of human jackrabbits
who took long, diding dives down into a basement where an open door gave them safe conduct through
acdlar where the cement floor was dry and therefore helpful. The police had completely lost their
opportunity for a mop-up.

A FEW blocks away, awoman who posed as Old Gert was waiting on a corner hoping that muggers
would appear, but all had gone another direction. All Loraine saw were running men who looked like
victims who had managed to escape. Not knowing that they were Leroc's Apaches, of whom she had



never heard, the girl in the shawl decided that her chanceto aid the law was over. In hobbly style,
Loraine began her trundle back to the basement, glad that her job as Old Gert was finished.

Theterm "finished" threatened to gpply in permanent style, though Loraine did not redizeit. The person
who recognized such a prospect was Margo, who had returned to her lookout post across the way.
Hardly had the shawled figure of Old Gert descended the basement steps, before Margo observed
newcomersin the street. At first, Margo mistook them for respectable wayfarers, until she reaized why.

They were the same two men who had passed aong this street before. A chance stroll wouldn't be
repested, except by design. Furthermore the men were pausing and now, as Margo eyed them with
suspicion, it became apparent that they were beckoning to others, pointing out the basement where Old
Gert lived. Abandoning their more gentlemanly style, the group became skulkers, who withdrew to house
wadls,

Apaches!

The word shouted through Margo's brain when alone man came cregping toward the center of the
block. There was so much of the snake about his stealthy movement that Margo redlized he must bethe
notorious Alban Leroc whose name Lamont had mentioned. It would be like Leroc to leave hismore
polished but less skilled followersin the background while he persondly handled the murder of ahdpless
victim. But the very fact that the others had moved from sight meant opportunity for Margo.

Nerving hersdlf, the brunette crept from her doorway just as Leroc's form dipped into the basement
opposite. From her handbag, Margo produced alittle automatic, hoping her nerve would back it, if the
time cameto useit. She kept her footing as she crossed the dippery street and made agrab for theiron
railing by the basement entry. In turning down the steps, Margo didn't realize that a crouched man was
encroaching into the darkness right beside her, thefirst of Leroc'sfollowersto move up behind the
leader.

AsMargo released therail, she stumbled. Her arm was caught with a sudden clamp that frightened her.
Though shetried to repressastartled cry, Margo couldn't entirdly hat it and it was helpful that she didnt,
for the sharp gasp was natura enough to identify her. A cool voice responded:

"Steady, Margo. Well seethisthrough together.”

It wasn't The Shadow's whisper, but it was the next best tone that Margo could have heard. The man
who had overtaken her was Cliff Mardand, purported follower of Alban Leroc, actual agent of The
Shadow!

CHAPTER XVIII. COVER OF DARKNESS

LORAINE RUE hadn't lost amoment in abandoning the part of Old Gert. Her first action was to mop
her face with a cloth that bore cold cream, eiminating her wrinkled make-up in one sweep. Her ragged
attire followed next and as she shed Old Gert'sregdlia, Loraine flung the detested garmentsinto the old
box that had held them. Out of those rags she emerged alithe, deek creature, with only her scant dancing
costume, who seemed an impossible occupant of the shawl and petticoats that signified Old Gert.

Giving her head aforward fling, Loraine flounced her hair with both hands, producing a powdery white
cloud that dmost obscured her. Like aNaiad fading into the mist of awaterfall, Loraine reached the
closet where hung the mink coat with the pocketed dippers. Asthe white dust settled, the girl
reappeared, wrapped in mink. She was stooping as she turned, diding her bare feet into the dippers.

Lorainewas glad that she'd decided on a costume suited to such rapid change. The hours spent as Old



Gert had cut deeply into the time before the next show at Club 88, so she'd have to be back there soon.
Besides, Loraine could picture this neighborhood soon filling with police, who might be questioning
everyone they met. Rather than lose more time, Loraine started toward the door, but before she reached
it, she wasriveted to the spot.

A manwith avery ugly leer had stepped into the room, closing the door partway behind him. He was
toying with aknife of such long-bladed pattern that Loraine's mink coat wavered from the chillsthat
shivered her spine. If there was any doubt that this man knew what such knives could accomplish, one
look at hisface dispelled that doubt. From chin, past ear, terminating on his very eyelid, the man wore a
livid scar that only aknife dash could have produced.

The man centered the gaze of hiswide-open eye upon Loraine, but his droopy optic also caught the
glitter from the oil lamp burning on the soap box that had served as Old Gert'stable. In that upright box,
Alban Leroc saw atelephone, quite unusua for so squaid a setting.

Glancing from the telephone to Loraine and back again, Leroc included Old Gert's clothes box in his
survey. Linking dl three, he gave aknowing laugh that carried awolfish snarl. Asif in response, the
phone bell jangled.

It was Leroc who answered the cal. Loraine couldn't budge astep in her petrified condition. Recognizing
the caler, the Apache held abrief conversation, then turned to Loraine as he hung up. In the polite
manner that he could often display, Leroc folded his clagp knife and dropped it in his pocket endwise, the
only way that it would fit.

Beyond the door that stood gjar, Margo repressed asigh asrelieved as Loraine's. But Leroc's manner
didn't fool Cliff Mardand. His hand clutching an autometic, Cliff gave brief ordersto Margo.

"When | shovethe door, get to that lamp and smash it. I'll handle Leroc. Right now he's more dangerous
than ever. Watch!"

Leroc was bowing as he reached Loraine. One hand behind her, the blonde was groping for the knob of
abattered door in the rear corner of the room. Apologeticaly, Leroc extended his open hands and for a
moment, Loraine's fear-stricken face relaxed.

To Margo, Cliff said: "Now!"

As Cliff kicked the door inward, Margo dashed for the lamp. At that moment, she heard a scream from
Loraine. Margo didn't stop to see what caused it; ingtead, she sent the lamp flying from itsimprovised
table. Leroc's action, that Margo didn't see, was done with the speed of awhippet and the dither of a
snake.

Leroc smply plucked the collar of Loraing's fur coat and gaveit aquick haul across her head. Asthe girl

flung hersdlf about, with the scream that Margo heard, L eroc pirouetted in the style of an Apache dancer

and twisted the coat around L oraine's head, muffling her shriek with mink. It was the coup d'etouffement,
or smothering trick used by the Apachesto produce suffocation after afew minutes of useless struggle by
thevictim.

All went black for Loraine under the hooded folds of her cloak, but the darkness wasn't limited to that
smdl degree. AsLoraine's scream difled, the lamp crashed and the whole room went dark. Leroc,
turning while he twisted the coat collar, wastoo late to see Cliff's coming charge. In the blackness, Cliff
arrived with adugging gun stroke that reeled Leroc around the other way, the twist of the coat
unwinding.



The battered door dammed behind Loraine, who went scudding through without her cherished mink.
Sheld whipped her arms from the deeves when the coat uncoiled, and Leroc was just as pleased. He
was using the heavy garment againg Cliff, flipping it over his attacker's head. Sugging upward, Cliff
hooked the coat from Leroc's clutch and dropped away to aim at the Apache.

Landing in Old Gert's clothes box, the lamp produced a sudden flare from its dying flame. In the flicker
from theigniting rags, Margo saw the glitter of Leroc'sknife, about to flip at Cliff, whose head was il
haf buried in the mink. As Margo shrieked awarning, knowing that Cliff'saim waslate, Leroc made
another pivot and sped his knife hand in her direction.

Cliff's shot, wild and belated, couldn't have changed Leroc's hurl. What did deviate the Apache's knife
hand was afierce chalenge that rang through the confines of the room. It was alaugh that belonged to
blackness and actualy seemed to produceit, for at that instant, the flame from the clothes box died.

Thelaugh of The Shadow!

It came from the front doorway of the room, but Leroc didn't guessit, for the laugh seemed everywhere.
Thinking Cliff must be The Shadow, Leroc did not pause histwirl ashelet the knife fly. Carried just too
far before the Apache's fingersloosened, the knife whizzed afew inchesto Margo's left and buried itself
inthewal behind her.

Mesting Cliff with aquick grapple, Leroc flung him full about, showing a strength that was surprising. Cliff
spun farther than The Shadow expected, so far that he came headlong againgt his cloaked chief. Amid
the darkness, Leroc took along, kicking legp out through the doorway at the front of the room. The
Shadow's gun spoke after him, but Leroc was away.

Ordering Cliff to join himin the pursuit, The Shadow told Margo to look after Loraine. Making for the
rear door, Margo stumbled across the mink coat and gathered it up. Through the door, she came upon
some cellar steps and heard a bleat from Loraine, who had halted close against the cellar door, afraid to
risk adash outdoors, since she was dttired not as Old Gert, but in her bejeweled dancing costume.

Taking greater fright at Margo's gpproach, Loraine threw aside discretion and began to thrust out through
the door. Margo overtook her with the coat and flung it around L oraine's shoulders with the encouraging
words.

"There'syour mink and don't hurry. Everyone has gone the other way, so we're safe. But it won't do to
attract too much attention.”

Hearing agirl'stone, Loraine calmed. Wrapped in her coat, she guided Margo through arear aley, but
drew back suddenly when they reached the next street. A cab with dim lights was coming down the
block and Lorainewas afraid it contained Apaches. Margo had an ideathat it was Shrevvy's cab, the
one most likely to be nearby when The Shadow roved, so she stepped into sight and hailed it.

ASthe cab stopped, Margo saw her hunch was right. Moe opened the door and the two girls stepped
into the cab. Settling back, Loraine noncha antly gave the address of the stage door of Club 88. Loraine
was hoping that the driver would not connect herself and Margo with any excitement in aneighboring
street. She didn't redlize that this cab was another arrangement in connection with the rescue service
supplied by The Shadow.

Around the block, the cab was hdted by police, who were arriving in large numbers. The officersinssted
upon looking into the cab, but seeing only two girls, one wearing afur-trimmed cape, the other amink
coat, they waved the taxi along. Margo took it that the police had appeared just when The Shadow
began his pursuit of the Apaches, which probably meant that Leroc had escaped aong with histricky



followers.

That supposition was substantiated after Margo delivered Lorainein back of Club 88. Leaving the
grateful blonde, Margo entered the front door in ample timeto view the floor show. She found Cranston
there, extending a surprised greeting to Commissioner Weston who had just arrived. Asthey approached
the table where King Franzel was settling down to await the floor show, Howard Harland stormed into
the night club.

The big-voiced reformer was angry. The mugging outrages had gone too far, invading such exclusve
digrictsasthe areaaround Y orkshire Village. Stormily he demanded that Weston put the whole city
under surveillance until the menace could be eradicated. When Harland included Franzd in hisgenerd
glare, King Franzel offered a degp-toned reminder.

"You asked for it, Harland," said Franzel. "It was your ideato take the peddlers off the street and
advertiseit in the newspapers. Fortunately you forgot that there are women peddlerstoo. | had them on
the waich tonight.”

"That'sright," corroborated Weston. " One of them phoned me the tip-off. Her name was Old Gert.”

Harland didn't reply, for the orchestra blared loudly as Weston finished speaking. From Harland's
glower, it appeared that he would like to meet Old Gert, the lady who had justified King Franzel's status
with the law. Then Harland's features lost their angry ook, as his eyes began to beam upon ajeweled
beauty that was scintillating into the spotlight.

The attraction was Loraine Rue, in the gem-studded trappings that added to her natura glamor. Turning
toward Crangton, Margo saw the dight smile that was forming on hislips, and understood it. Though he
didn't know it, Harland was looking at Old Gert.

That was certainly worth awhimsca smile from the lips of The Shadow!

CHAPTER XIX. CRANSTON PROPOSES

THREE days had passed, dong with nights that were free of further muggings, only because the police
had taken on the large-scale project that Harland had demanded. In effect, Manhattan had become an
armed camp, its police force increased to an unpardled State.

To patrol widespread areas, Commissioner Weston had recruited thousands of auxiliary police, putting
them into a department that aready existed for emergency. These auxiliaries, identified by whitearm
bands, were assigned solely to mugging patrol, which covered dl but the very center of the city, Times
Square, where the streets aready teemed with throngs and therefore weren't the sort of territory that
skulking muggerswould choose.

Half of the cabsin town had been detailed to the auxiliary police. Thiswas agood move, sinceit meant
that every cab would frighten away muggers. There wasjust oneflaw in dl the cintment; it couldn't last
forever. As one newspaper put it, the police were using pile driversto hunt rats and the expense could
not long continue. Nobody redlized that fact better than Commissioner Weston.

Naturaly, the muggers were lying low. So, for that matter, were the Apaches. Cliff had escaped
recognition by Leroc and was still in the latter's good graces, but he had received no word to report at a
new headquarters. Everything wasin agtatic condition that boded futureill, for it was obvious that when
the police would be forced to gradually relax their vigilance, crime would resume its operations.

On thethird day, Cranston brought a gentleman to see Weston. The visitor's name was Morton Joyce



and Crangton introduced him as amining engineer from Nevada Remarking casudly that Joyce had been
inthevicinity of Y orkshire Village on the night when muggers had marauded that terrain, Cranston let the
vigtor tdl hisown sory.

For astart, Joyce produced a batch of documents.
"It'sthisway, commissioner,” Joyce declared. "I've an idea those muggers were set to trap me.”
Weston showed a sudden interest, only to have it fade.

"They took avictim,” he reminded, "aman named George Trevol, who had just sold out his restaurant in
Chicago."

Joyce didn't change aflicker of expresson. He knew that Trevol belonged to the Apaches, because
Cranston had so informed him, but they had agreed to ignore that point where Weston was concerned,
on the assumption that the commissioner would probably not believeit.

"That supports my theory," asserted Joyce, catching a prompting glance from Cranston. "Maybe they
were set for Trevol too, but only managed to get one of us. Y ou see, commissioner, | had thesein my

pocket."

From the documents, Joyce brought a batch of mining stock totaling better than one hundred thousand
dollars. After examining the stock, Weston redlized that it was of the type that anyone could sdll, with no
guestions asked, athing that Joyce corroborated.

"Thisletter will interest you, commissioner.”

The letter did. It was addressed to Joyce and signed by aman named Clement Cranshaw, who gave his
residence as Apartment 15-K in Y orkshire Village.

"No one named Cranshaw livesin those apartments,” remarked Cranston, "and thereis no Apartment
15-K. The numbersindicate floors and the buildings are only twelve stories high.”

IMMEDIATELY aert, Weston began to pound his office desk. That duty finished, he reached for the
phone and summoned Inspector Cardona. When Joe arrived, Weston showed him the data and
promptly announced:

"Harland livesin Y orkshire Villagel He ought to know about this!™

"I wouldn't tel Harland," observed Cranston. "It might strike too close to home. Besides, I've dready
told him about something el se that might interest him more.”

Thefirg part of Cranston's statement impressed Weston. Tilting his head, the commissioner asked
sharply:

"Do | infer that you beieve Harland is behind this mugging racket, bringing dupesto town and having
muggers rob them? Men like Anstead and Pell? Or Waverly and Trevol ?*

In replying, Cranston ignored the last two names that Weston mentioned, but did not specify thefact. He
smply sated:

"It could be, commissoner."

"I'll say it could be," brokein Cardona, playing one of hisfamous hunches. "What a cover-up! Firs,
Harland raises ahowl about muggers, which seemed sensible enough, with him areformer. We sarted



quarantining districts and of course that made the muggers hop around. They wanted to be organized so
Harland fixed it for them and fixed them too, though they didn't know it."

Pausing, Cardonalooked for commendation and received it in Cranston's glance. Thus supported, the
ingpector warmed further to histheme.

"Franzd's beggars nearly queered it,” summarized Cardona. "Only they didn't quite, and that was enough
for Harland to argue usinto taking them off the streets. The muggers were losing heart, that night when
only one batch showed up at Surrey Place. Something had to be done to keep the racket going and that
something wasto cal off the beggars. Y ou've hit it, Mr. Cranston. Harland is the big shot behind the
mugging racket, using hisreform league and those phony contributionsiit receives, to make the dough he
getslook honest!"

Triumphantly, Cardona stared at Weston and found that for once the commissioner was accepting a
hunch. Privately, however, Cardonawas forced to modify histriumph when he remembered that he had
samply detailed the subtle points that Cranston had already suggested.

"And now, commissioner,” asked Cranston, "would you like to know what | did tell Harland when | saw
him at noon today?*

Weston was dll interest, so Cranston continued.

"I mentioned that I'm leaving for Washington this afternoon,” Cranston said, "to pick up government
reports on thelocal black market, for my friend Senator Releston. | said | would be glad to turn over
those confidentid liststo Harland, for the Citizens Reform League.”

"A goodidea," commended Weston. "Harland will have to make hisleague do something honest, once
he hasthose ligts. If he destroys them, he will prove himself acrook.”

Cranston shook his head.

"Harland will never receive them,” he declared. "They will be intercepted on theway. Think how well
they would serve the head of the mugging ring! Persons named on those lists could be blackmailed,
induced to bring money to agiven place, and on theway -"

"They would be mugged,” brokein Cardona. "But if you're bringing those lists, Mr. Cranston, you'll be
thefirst to suffer. That is, if welet you."

"Which you wont," said Crangton, with asmile. "Look, commissioner"—he turned to amap on Weston's
wall—"suppose when | return from the airport, | stop at the Metrolite Hotel, then walk from there to
Harland's. Hereistheroute that | should normally follow for adozen blocks, until | cross Times Square

"And by then," interrupted Weston, "the muggers would be right behind you —if you told al thisto
Harland.”

"I did tell him," nodded Cranston. "1 further encouraged him by saying thet the black marketeersare
checking to seewho bringsthose lists. That leaves plenty of loopholesin the proposition, because a
dozen people could be blamed for what might happen to me. But it will be your job to pick off those
muggers before | reach the safety of Times Square.”

WHILE Weston hesitated, Cardonavoiced grim assurance that regular police aswell as auxiliarieswould
be on thejob. However, when it cameto risking Cranston'slife, the commissoner wasn't willing to be
sure of anything. It was Cranston himsalf who offered the next suggestion:



"What about asking King Franzel to lend you some of his sharp-eyed beggars?'

Weston was reaching for the telephone, before Cranston finished the question. He called Franzel and
asked him to come to the office. That done, Weston began a study of the map, to pick out Cranston's
route beyond Times Square in case the muggers would be gathered on the other side of that neutral
section. Weston was gtill working on the proposition when King Franzel arrived.

With a gesture, Weston et Cranston do the talking.

Detall for detail, Crangton gave histheory and explained how Harland fitted in the scheme of things. He
mentioned that he had told Harland of the trip to Washington and pointed out the loopholes that would
cover any individua's connection with the mugging racket. Franzel listened; then shook his head.

"I don't like Harland," he asserted, "but | can't believe he'sthat bad. Still, your plan would beto his
bendfitif heisontheleve, because if nothing happens he will be exonerated. But | can't supply my
followersto help you, for two reasons.”

He gave the reasons. One was that muggers would spot beggars astheir logica enemies and might
withdraw to avoid the trap. The other was that Harland would blame any attack on the beggars, should
Cranston actualy become avictim. That made it Weston's party and after due consideration, the
commissioner decided to undertake the job, since Cranston was willing to accept therisk.

The conference ended when Cranston glanced a hiswatch and found he had just time enough to catch
the Washington plane. He stated that he would reach the Hotel Metrolite at haf past € even and begin the
march that would prove alureto crime.

Shaking hands al around, Cranston left the commissioner's office, smiling as he went. Deeper by far than
the plan that he had expressed as Cranston, was the master stroke intended by his other self, The
Shadow!

CHAPTER XX. THE STROKE AT MIDNIGHT

SOON after dark, the hidden whedlswere turning in anticipation of tonight's event. The machinery of the
law was secretly at work, but it represented amere third of the tota in progress. The second element in
the case was that of the mugging ring, which was gtirring to new life, dong with itsinner circle of
Apaches.

Cliff had received his summons from Leroc. He found the Apache leader in the degpest and most
commodious of hide-outs, the forgotten cellar of abuilding that flanked Times Square. A few years ago,
the original building had been torn down and replaced by asmaller structure called a"taxpayer” which
was to stand until real-estate valuesrose. The deep cdllar of the former building had been blocked off,
but the ingenious Leroc had found away insgde, through a boarded passage connecting with the subway.

To hisfollowers, Leroc was explaining the night'sjob in terms of Cranston, whose picture, clipped froma
newspaper, was passed from hand to hand. Having thusidentified the coming victim, Leroc named the
time and place.

"The police arefoold" scoffed Leroc, "They think that muggerswill venture in the open. They would even
suppose that we would do the same. All the while, they have provided the perfect spot for our work. It
will happen at midnight—herel™

Laying hisfinger on thewall map, Leroc pointed to the only black spot that remained amid a spread of
ydlow. That spot was Times Square!



Thethird eement was The Shadow's. Already, his active agents, except for Cliff, were assembled on the
verge of Times Square, where thousands of people were jostling in throngs through what was actudly the
darkest portion of Manhattan. Though dimout regulations applied to al the city, Times Square wasthe
place that received the strictest surveillance. For nearly two years, it had stood as an absolute blotch in
the vague lines of faint light that represented Manhattan I1dand at night.

The Shadow had called the turn to perfection. He knew exactly how much crooks would—or would
not—tisk. The papersthat he, as Cranston, was supposed to bring from Washington were too great a
prize for crime's master schemer to ignore. The Shadow was therefore crediting that brain with a
calculdtive ability somewhat on apar with hisown.

The answer was Times Square—or would be, when the final report came through.

That report was dready on itsway, along with the tribe of shifty Apacheswho wereleaving Leroc's
handy headquarters. Asthey straightened into respectable citizens, the A paches became strollers going
toward a subway exit, forming ascreen for Leroc, who was too ugly to escape attention. One of those
Apaches paused to light a cigarette, the smplest of signals.

The flicker of the match was noted by Hawkeye, who was out of sight behind a newsstand that had
closed for the night. Cliff's flash meant that Leroc had given the expected word. The time was midnight;
the place Times Square. Scudding up another entrance, Hawkeye forked hisway through the crowds
coming from the theaters and reached a drugstore that boasted a line of telephone booths.

Those booths were filled, as usua, and this was amoment when delay could prove serious. Therewas,
however, an empty in theline, the last booth on the end, because its tel ephone bore a placard stating:
"Out of Order." Hawkeye entered the booth, removed the dummy card that he had planted hours before
and put inaquick cal to Burbank.

THERE was one spot in Times Square that should have had abig white X painted onit. Thiswasa
traffic idand, formed where a cross street diced the prolonged intersection of Broadway and Seventh
Avenue, which by their extensive merger form the szable area generaly known as Times Square.

A little triangle of cement, bounded by ahigh curb, this spot could be considered one of the red sights of
Manhattan. Though located where real estate is vaued by the square inch, thetiny idand stands
completely bare, being too smal to accommodate a structure. In years gone by it wasasight by night as
well asday, this amost-forgotten blank that people overlooked, but under dimout conditionsit had
become no more than astumbling spot.

No longer did the three-sided ide bask in the brilliance of the great advertising sgnsthat gave Times
Square agreater brilliance by night than by day. Those flashing lights were suppressed for the duration.
Times Square had become agloomy "ghost walk” where visitors found sport in blundering through the
gloom. Comparatively few crossed at thetiny traffic idand, never enough to make it teem with people, as
it commonly had during the period when it afforded the perfect central spot to admirethe sights of Times
Square, now taboo for the duration.

The forgotten idand was exactly on the route that Lamont Cranston was to take when strolling from the
Hotel Metroliteto Y orkshire Village!

Commissioner Weston had overlooked the idand's existence. Indeed, Weston was completely
discounting Times Square itsdlf, so far as crime might be concerned. As he sat in the Cobdt Club,
studying the latest police map, he decided that the Square had vaue only as a base. Weston expressed
his thought to King Franzel and Inspector Cardona who were segted at the table with him.



"WEll ridein my car to Times Square,” decided Weston. "We can park near the middle of the Square
and pick up the short-wave reports. If Cranston runsinto trouble before he reaches the Square, we can
gpeed over to meet him. If heis not molested coming there, we can be ready to pick up histrall after he
emergesfrom the other side.”

The plan pleased Franzel, but Cardona wasn't too convinced. He reminded Weston that Harland might
be stopping at the Cobat Club and would wonder why the commissioner wasn't there. Before Weston
could decide on that problem, Harland himsdlf settled it by arriving in person. Immediately, Weston
became very affable.

"Hello, Harland," said the commissioner. "We're glad you joined us. We were just about to start out in
my officia car and see how the auxiliaries are doing. It's dmaost midnight, when they change shift, sowe
thought wed travel here and there -"

"And hit or miss," interposed Harland. "That's the way you're doing things, commissioner. | have abetter
plan than dl thisauxiliary patrol, though I had to contact Albany to arrangeit.”

Weston gave Harland acold stare. He didn't like this business of the reformer going over hishead and
arranging things at the State capitd. Still, it fitted with Harland's smart methods. As secret head of the
mugging ring, Harland would naturdly find it policy to keep going higher up. Thanksto Cranston, Weston
had outdone that game. Cranston's contact was with Washington, agreat jump higher than Albany.

"Gun permits are the answer," assured Harland, bluntly. "I want you to issue them to the right people,
commissoner.”

"I dready have," reminded Weston. ™Y ou happen to be carrying one, Harland, and so are many of your
friends”

"But not enough! If every repectable citizen had agun, how could muggers ply their evil trade?!

Cardonawanted to answer that one. He was going to suggest that muggers might borrow or steal such
guns, permitsand dl, and go back to the days of gang law. The present prevaence of kniveswas merdly
away of getting around the Sullivan Act that made it acrimind offenseto carry agun. In substance,
Harland was seeking to nullify that law. Asaman engaged in true reform, hisidea could be honest
enough; but tagged as head of the mugging racket—as the law now listed him—he could be voicing his
planto aid crime rather than destroy it.

THAT could dl be settled later. At present it was close to midnight, and muggers were duefor ajolt that
might set Harland on hisheels aswell. So Weston nodded as though he gpproved Harland's plan as
something for the future. Rising, the commissioner remarked that his car was waiting and as they walked
through the foyer, Weston added quite casualy:

"I wonder where Crangton is. | haven't heard from him dl day. Have you, Harland?"

"I couldn't have," rgjoined Harland, promptly. "I took the nine o'clock train to Albany and Cranston
never gets up that early in the morning. | intended to be back sooner, but the legidators and State
department heads seemed to delight in keeping me waiting for gppointments.”

Weston flashed a knowing glance at Cardona, who met it in poker-faced style. Only King Franzel
showed traces of adisdainful smilewhich he kept away from Harland. Since Cranston had personally
seen Harland at noon, according to his own testimony, it stood to reason that Harland was cooking up
some sort of alibi, whatever his ultimate purpose. Once the group was in the car Weston told the
chauffeur he would guide him, which meant that, through seeming chance, they would eventualy reach



Times Square.

ALREADY, the deeth trail had begun. Trueto his promise, Lamont Cranston was strolling from the
Hotd Metrolite, carrying abrief case that shouted its contents to anyone who knew about them.
Important lists from Washington, naming the principal operatorsin the black market, documentsthat any
men whose names were listed therein would pay afortune to suppress!

S0, at least, had Cranston described those papers to Commissioner Weston and King Franzel. Inspector
Cardona had been present at the time, so he was in on the secret too. Otherwise, no onein New Y ork
could know of the papers except Howard Harland, since Cranston had declared that he mentioned them
to Harland only. If word had leaked, Cranston's own testimony would be used against Harland. If
Crangton lived, he could repest that testimony persondly; should he dig, reliable witnesses would declare
it for him.

During the severd blocksto Times Square, nothing sinister shrouded Crangton's stroll. The only men who
watched him pass, or took up his pace for ablock or so, were representatives of the law, headquarters
detectives or hand-picked auxiliaries. These trusted men knew nothing of what was inside Cranston's
brief case. Their job was smply to see that nothing happened to the commissioner'sfriend, before he
reached Times Square.

From aside street, Cranston entered the massive gloom that represented the heart of Manhattan.

Human bloodhounds dropped from thetrail. Cranston would be safe until he reached the other side,
where anew group of trained protectors would take up convoy duty.

So far thelaw was clicking perfectly.
Or wasit?

KEEN eyes had spotted Cranston. From the throngs of Times Square, silent men detached themsalves
and moved close behind him. From the concrete triangle, a stooped figure saw the approaching group
and beckoned the other way. The man who beckoned was L eroc and he promptly edged away while
others of his Apaches were approaching from the far side of the broad intersection to box Cranstonin a

trap.

Though traffic wasn't moving, Cranston suddenly quickened his pace. As he reached the darkened curb
of theidand, he stumbled purposdly, his hands opening the brief case. No papersrustled from the
interior; ingtead, Cranston whipped out ablack cloak that he flung around his shoulders, dong with a
douch hat that he clapped upon his head.

It was asif Cranston had disappeared into the darknessitsalf, unlessit could be believed that solid
concrete had swallowed him. It was a perfect setting for him to become The Shadow!

Scant seconds had done the trick, but in those seconds men were lunging, Leroc among them. Men with
vicious knives and strangling scarfs, as eager asthe performersin a Spanish bull ring. Asthey charged
from every side, they heard achalenge from their hidden opponent. Above the thrum of Times Square
traffic came the weird, fierce laugh of The Shadow!

Then did Apachesredlize that they had been tricked, but the knowledge did not stop them. The Shadow
was somewhere in that darkness and now was the time to settle him forever. What they didn't expect
was the solid swirl that met them, with wide sweeping guns, plucked from the handy brief case. Ina
Setting to his choice, The Shadow was sprawling Apaches dl about him, before asingle knife could be
driven home, or ascarf flung for itsvictim.



Through every mind, Leroc'sincluded, came a frantic madness for escape. The Shadow's laugh rang
louder, for at itsfirst call other sounds had ceased, traffic stopping, pedestrians halting, startled by the
eerie mirth. Something new wasin the air, something as unexpected as it was tremendous.

It came, ablaze of light that staggered everyone with itsterrific dazzle. In oneflash, the blackness of
Times Square was gone, and the old scene had been restored, that of night brightness surpassing
daylight. Grest dectric Sgnsflared in myriad colors, spreading their neon glare into amultitude of other
lights, al awakened from months of dumber.

Some of the largest ones had been dismantled for the duration, but to make up for their lack of brilliance,
specid floodlights had been set up on different vantage spots to add to the brilliance. Times Square had
gprung up from its darkness of the dimout into greater brilliance than it ever had before!

On the centra idand people saw atribe of half-sprawled Apaches dl dazed by the brilliance, among
them a cloaked avenger, whose laugh was reaching atriumphant crescendo. Having scattered his foemen
in darkness, The Shadow was prepared to mop them up in light.

Never before had men of evil been so suddenly and completely reveded in the very midst of an
attempted crime.

Thiswas the master stroke of The Shadow!
CHAPTER XXI. DEATH'STRIANGLE

THIS was the arrangement that The Shadow, as Cranston, had made through Washington to end crime
in New Y ork. He had done it secretly, instead of working on black-market lists, which were only a hoax
to draw crooksinto crime.

All had been fixed for Burbank to pull amaster switch in abuilding overlooking the concrete triangle. As
aresult, The Shadow commanded the center of amassive stage, where he was rounding up a horde of
renegadesin no uncertain style. Aiming his guns at the pavement, The Shadow fired bullets that
ricocheted among the stupefied Apaches and sent them scattering farther into the light that blinded them.

From side streets, men surged in to trap the fugitives. The arrivals were the detectives and their
auxiliaries, assgned to protect Cranston. What had become of their ward, they didn't know, but they saw
the killers who had been sent to assassinate him. So the police and their reserves went after the enemies
in question.

That was just part of the mighty roundup.

Among thelightsthat cameto new life wasthe news sgn on the Times Building at the lower end of the
Square. Within afew moments, people were pointing out the message that ran in moving letters across
the surface of that sign.

The message said, in huge capitas:

MUGGERS ARE AMONG YOU... LOOK FOR THEM AND WEED THEM OUT... TURN THEM
OVERTO THE POLICE... MUGGERS ARE AMONG YOU...

The sign told the truth. Muggers were everywhere as The Shadow knew they would certainly be, asa
cover-up for Leroc's attempted exploit. Thiswas more than conjecture on The Shadow's part; a report
from Cliff had substantiated everything. It wasthe old game with anew twigt.

Leroc had convinced the muggers that Times Square would be a perfect hunting ground, where people



could be snatched from throngs and easily handled in doorways or vacated movie lobbies. Even taxicabs
were good spots, since those frequenting Times Square had not been commandeered by the police. Of
course it was the intention to have Leroc's crime get lost amid the excitement that would follow the
mugging activities. But Leroc's attempt to nate Cranston had failed.

And now the muggers were mesting the same fate.

The one thing muggers feared was light and they were getting the largest amount of it that had ever been
assembled inanindividud locality. So far the muggers were smply lurking in clustered batches, about to
pluck their victims at the zero hour of midnight. When voices, ingpired by the news flash, raised the one
cry: "Muggerd" the kulkers gave themselves awvay.

Trios began to scatter, their membersflinging away the folded knivesthat would incriminate them.
Immediately they were smothered by swarms of solid citizens who overwhelmed the rats and gathered up
the evidence that they had flung away. All the muggersin New Y ork were herein Times Square, and
though there were scores of them, they were far outnumbered by the thousands who formed the usua
midnight throng. In a space of mere minutes, agenera roundup was completed.

IN those same minutes, The Shadow was staging a persona dud. Only one Apache remained on the
idand where crime had been so thoroughly spoiled. That man was Alban Leroc and he was determined
to settle hislong score with The Shadow. Since Cliff had purposely lingered behind the Apaches rather
than be rated one of them, The Shadow was entirely aone when Leroc sprang from the curb and pitched
himsdlf for the cloaked victor.

Ahead of Leroc came his Apache knife, but he was not |etting the surin skim from histight fingers. A fling
might miss so elusive afoe as The Shadow, despite the way hisform was etched amid the brilliant light.
Besides, Leroc was eager to fed the crunch of ribs when the knife drove home. Seeing The Shadow
turning, Leroc veered his savage thrust.

It was aneat ruse by The Shadow. He heard the clatter of Leroc's feet and purposely feinted one way,
only to spin the other. Stabbing empty air, Leroc snarled as his passing wrist was grabbed by agloved
hand that had the power of meta, coated with velvet. Leroc went into awhirl that only the skill of an
Apache dancer could nullify. Finding hisfeet after acrazy somersault, Leroc looked again for The
Shadow.

Leroc's view was blocked by abig car that had whedled up to theidand. From it were coming two bulky
men, King Franzel and Howard Harland; behind them Inspector Cardona. On the wrong side of the car,
Commissioner Weston was shouting for his companionsto grab the ringleader, forgetful in the excitement
that he should be mistrusting one of them; namely, Harland.

The Shadow was gone, apparently merged with the black-painted side of Weston's officid car.

Firg to grab Leroc was Franzdl. He gripped the Apache from behind and swung him around. Leroc's
knife, wagging in the air, was pointing toward Harland and Cardona when an automatic jabbed from
behind Weston's car. The shot cracked Leroc's wrist and spoiled the thrust he might have given.

Stll, the knife was flipping forward when Leroc's fingers loosened. As Cardonamade a snaich for the
weapon, the bursts of arevolver accompanied him. Harland was using the gun that his police permit
alowed himto carry, and his bullets were meeting Leroc point-blank. With an ugly snarl, the scarred
n coiled to the concrete, afitting victim for the triangle of death.

The car door opened on Weston's side. In stepped Cranston, carrying hisbulging brief case, which again
contained the regalia of The Shadow. Hugely relieved to see hisfriend dive, Weston was abouit to blurt



out statements when Cranston's gesture hated him. In an undertone, Cranston said:

"Leaveit to King Franzd. He isthe man who has the most to settle with Harland. Let's hear what he
suggeds.”

King was clapping Harland on the back asthey stepped into the car. Behind them, Cardonawastossing
aglance at Leroc's body as police arrived around it. From Cardona's glance, it was plain that he was
working on ahunch.

SowasKing Franzel.

"Suppose we drive over to Club 88," suggested Franzd. "My followers may have phoned somefactsto
help uswith thisriddle. That man on theidand certainly wasn't amugger. He looked like a different sort
of villan."

THEY reached the cafe and took their places around Franzel's favorite table, the management
overlooking the fact that these distinguished patrons were not wearing evening clothes. Noting that
Harland was properly flanked by Weston and Cardona, Franzel responded to the commissioner's nod.

"All right, Harland," said Franzd, coally. "Thejigisup.”

Harland began a startled sputter.

"You gaveit avay," continued Franzd, "theway you killed that felow on thetriangle.”
"Hewastrying to knife me!" argued Harland. "If you'd grabbed hishand, | wouldn't have had to fire."

"I let you have that chance," smiled Franzd, "to seeif you would get rid of the one man who could squesl
about your racket.”

Before Harland could bluster, Franzdl laid home the theories as worked out by the law. Therewasn't a
flaw in any of his statements and to conclude the case, he gestured to Cranston.

"Youfel into the trap, Harland," declared Franzel, as Weston nodded approval, "when Cranston met
you at noon today and told you about his coming trip to Washington and its purpose.”

"But | didn't meet Crangton!" stormed Harland. "I told you | went to Albany in the morning!*

There were smiles of doubt upon the faces of men who had aready heard Harland's dibi. The only
person who didn't smile was Cranston. Instead, he spoke quite solemnly.

"l owe you an apology, commissoner,” said Cranston. "Y ou see, | was so anxious to have my plan go
through that | told you | had aready mentioned factsto Harland. | would have held thet interview after |
left your office, but | found that Harland had goneto Albany.”

Totdly disregarding the astonished |ooks about him, Cranston settled back in his chair and continued to
speak camly.

"I went through with the plan,” said Cranston, "because | figured it would work either way. If someone
tried to kill me, we would know that our theories about Harland were wrong, because knowing nothing,
he could not arrange the crime.”

"But Harland could have found out!" broke in Franzdl . "Maybe he had informants down in Washington.
Perhaps he heard from some of the men whose names were on that black-market list!"



"Therewasno ligt," declared Cranston, "nor did | go to Washington. It was dl ahoax, to serve as bait
for crime. Y ou swalowed it, Franzel!"

CRANSTON didn't have to speak another word. The whole game was plain, with King Franzdl asits
head.

He, like Harland, had every opportunity to use Leroc as alieutenant in the Apache raids that were
accomplished under cover of the mugging jobs also arranged by Leroc at Franzel's behest.

The beggars who had worked for Franzel were just part of the blind. Indeed, their operations, when
analyzed, showed that Franzel had a stronger opportunity than Harland. Always, their tip-offswere
accurate but late; a point which Cranston had not failed to notice, and which now was clear to dll.

"Y ou were the better bet, Franzel," stated Cranston. "Asfor taking your beggars off the streets, you
practically prodded Harland into demanding that it should be done. Y our game was dipping because the
beggars worried the muggers.

"Odd about those tip-offs, dways naming places where beggars weren't around. Y ou must have phoned
them yoursdlf, Franzd, right from here. Of course the last one was different, when you counted on the
women peddiers. Or should | say, you counted on one!”

There was a crash of music from the orchestra, announcing the floor show. Coming to hisfeet, Weston
shouted for the orchestra to cease, which it did. Loraine Rue halted as she made her entrance, then
seeing adlir at Franze'stable, she walked in that direction, dowly, steadily, her wide eyes staring straight
ahead.

King Franzd tried to smile at the girl in the costume of rags and jewels, but L oraine stiffened. Looking a
the other faces, she saw Cranston's, and rel axed when he smiled. Cranston knew quite well that Loraine
must have received arecent visit from Margo, who had specific factsto tell her.

"Y ou couldn't phone the night of the roundup,” Cranston told Franzel, "because it had to be awoman's
voice. Joyce, near Y orkshire Village, which you had framed an excellent trap for, would point to
Harland. But you needed someone to stooge for you, so you told Loraine Rue to double as Old Gert."

Joe Cardona blinked. HE'd never redlized that the trappings of Old Gert, the gardenia seller, had packed
anything resembling the lithe figure of Loraine Rue.

"Tell ustherest, Loraine," suggested Cranston.

"It was King who phoned me," said Loraine, solemnly. "I hadn't seen asign of any muggers. How King
knew where they were going to be, | don't know, but | trusted him, so | relayed the call to Commissioner
Weston."

"What els?" inquired Cranston.

"King told meto look for more muggers,” responded Loraine, "so | did. When | came back, | found |
had been spotted by an Apache named Leroc. Someone called up on the tel ephone and ordered Leroc
to murder me."

Cranston whedled to King Franzel.

"You ingdled that telephone,” accused Cranston. "It was you who wanted Loraine murdered after she
had served her part as Old Gert. Y ou thought that no one would believe it possible that you ordered the
death of agirl who fascinated you. Just more of your pretense, Franzel, this business of Stting here night



after night, lost in admiration for agirl whose career has been bringing you profit, and nothing ese.”

FRANZEL reded to hisfeet, hisface going purple as hands clamped his arms. Cranston's words were
dill driving home,

"It was a death triangle, Franzel, and the points were you, Leroc, and Harland. One point had to be
eliminated and it was. | worked to prove Harland'sinnocence, not his guilt, and | succeeded.”

The table crashed under aviolent kick from Franzd. In the confusion he wrenched from the gripping
hands. As Franzel lunged past the table, he met Harland, trying to stop him. Franzel's hand was
flourishing a quickly drawn gun, but Harland was producing the same revolver that he had used to stop
Leroc.

Sashing at Harland's hand, Franzel knocked the gun away. Savagely, he whedled to aim, and went
sprawling headfirst, clear across the table. What Franzel had met was Cranston's foot, casualy stretched
across his path. His chance to murder Harland was gone.

Coming out from amass of smashed dishes, Franzd ill had his gun, while Harland'swaslying on the
floor. Loraine scooped up the loose weapon and turned to meet Franzel'saim. A gun roared and
Franzd's hand dropped; amoment later, Loraine's revolver spoke. More shots were drowning it and the
girl stood horrified, thinking that she was somehow responsible for the entire outburst.

Lorainewasn't.

Lamont Cranston, otherwise The Shadow, had |eft the findl job to Inspector Cardona, whose revolver
had come to hand during that brief encounter between Franzel and Harland. Jo€'s first shot had snagged
Franzel and the rest of the bullets had finished the master crook. Loraine's one ddlivery had hardly
counted, for Franzel was sprawling, his own gun useless, when the blonde fired.

From thelips of Lamont Cranston came afaintly whispered laugh as he viewed the dead form of King
Franzel, despoiler of beggars, overlord of muggers, and secret chieftain of anow defunct band of
Apaches organized by Alban Leroc.

That whispered laugh was like an echo of the mirth that had risen strident in the brilliance of Times
Square, where The Shadow's might had cracked crime's regime, as a prelude to the exposure of evil's
hidden master, King Franzdl!

THEEND



