THE SHADOW MEETS THE MASK
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," Cctober 1944.

A reign of terror in a series of daring crines that defied solution... An
accusi ng voi ce bl ocked The Shadow s noves toward justice, as a nurdered
gangnan
cane back to life threatening death and destruction in a fear-ridden city!

CHAPTER |
"- AND this great city is in the grip of a continual crime wave, despite
the arguments of the police to the contrary. To refute those argunents, | give
you statistics which can not be denied. Renmenmber: figures do not lie -"

It was the voice of Ron Meldor, self-styled the "Citizen of Justice" but
known in certain other circles as the "Crackpot of W/X." H s tone, energetic
in
its delivery, had a flanboyance that attracted listeners, whether they agreed
with himor not. Wether crusader or fanatic - or perhaps a dash of both - Ron
Mel dor had captured the highest Crossley rating of any Manhattan news
comment at or .

Mel dor' s voice was striking a steady note, as it always did when he
tal ked
in facts and figures. Dispassionately he was conparing past statistics with
present, to prove that Manhattan was experiencing nore crine per capita than
in
the gory tinmes of the Five Points Gang or the heyday of such notorious
characters as Lefty Louie and Gyp the Bl ood.

Then, with a blatant rise, the announcer's voice procl ai nmed:

"- And even now, while |I am broadcasting frommy sealed suite in the
Hot e
Al exandra, crinme may be ranmpant in Manhattan - and why not? My statistics show
that a crime is perpetrated on an average of seven minutes during a period of
twenty-four hours!

"It is now just seven minutes after ten o' clock on this Wednesday
eveni ng.

So far as days of the week are concerned, Wdnesday is as good as any ot her
from

the standpoint of crimnals. Gven a place for crinme, they will choose their
own
time and operate at |eisure.

"Nor do they respect persons. They will rob anyone if it proves
profitable

and di spose of anybody who tries to interfere, should conveni ence so denand.
Why, even now, perhaps within sight of this very hotel, sonme genius of crine
may be hard at work, nocking our police and the |aw for which they stand!"
There was an organ sting to enphasi ze Ron's pronouncenent; then, the
commentator's voice resunmed its | ow, convincing pitch
"Yes, even now, sone man of crine may be hard at work -
The man with the nask gave a | ow, derisive |augh as he reached over and
turned down the radio. He'd enjoyed it so far, the masked man had, but he
didn't like that crack about being hard at work. The man with the mask |iked
to
handl e his crines easily.
For instance, the wall safe that at present occupied his efforts. It
bel onged to Rufus How and, the mllionaire who had been so active in the
United



Charity Drive. A d Howl and had a habit of matching cash contributions wth
equal

amounts of his own; like as not, this wall safe was stuffed with currency that
t he phil anthropi st had parked, intending to deposit it in the bank tonorrow

Anyway, it was worth a try -

Under the deft touch of the masked man's fingers, the conbination was
responding with the click of hidden tunblers, sounds that he coul d hear
t hr ough
an appliance which he pressed against the safe front. H s was the nanner of a
physi ci an handling a stethoscope, which indeed his device resenbled. To him
the clicks of a conbination were |ike heart beats.

That was why he had tuned down Ron Meldor. Scientific crinme presented
enough problems w thout vocal interference fromthe comentator who denounced
it. Still, this man who coul d have styled hinself "The Mask" found Ml dor's
hal f hour harangues rather amusing, even inspiring in the course of crine
except when they interfered with the sound of safe tunblers.

He coul d have called hinmself The Mask, could this genius of crinme.

Whet her

he did or not was anot her question, like that of his actual identity. At tinmes
his mask coul d be regarded as superfluous; at the present nonment for exanple.
Hi s face could not have been seen even without the nmask, for it was turned
directly toward the safe.

Hence only The Mask's eyes were visible; eyes as narrow as the mask-slits
that half hid them They were glinting as they watched his own hand at work,
as
t hough the m nd behind those eyes was exerting sone strange force of will to
make the safe tunbl ers obey.

Then, tuned to another organ sting from Mel dor's broadcast came a sharp
harsh hiss muffled only by the hanging fringes of the bandana mask. It mneant
success, as the action of the deft hands proved. One whi pped away t he
i stening
device and bundled it beneath The Mask's top coat; the other turned the
saf e- knob and brought the steel door w de.

Green currency displayed itself in neat crisp bundles, a sight that would
have excited the average crook. But there was nothing rabbity about The Mask,
not even when his slitted eyes viewed such tenpting |lettuce. The hard part of
his | abors done, The Mask preferred a little relaxation. He reached to the
radio on the table beside the wall safe and tuned up Ron Mel dor.

"Quarter past ten," the conmentator was saying, "and ny broadcast had
reached the half way mark. Tine for another crine to be conpleted, if the | aw
of averages is running true to form Renenber, present statistics indicate
t hat
two hundred and fifty-seven crinmes are conmtted daily in Geater New York."

The man with the nmask was chuckling as he reached into the safe. Tilting
his head toward the radi o, he mimcked the tone of Ron Mel dor.

"That's a lot of crine, Ron," he remarked. "Well, tonight you can call it
two hundred and fifty-eight."

"Tormorrow | shall probably hear fromny good friend the police

conmi ssi oner," canme Meldor's tone, sharp with sarcasm "He will say that |
have

exaggerated these statistics by including nminor infractions of the law | have
a

full right to count even small violations, considering how the conm ssioner
over| ooks the large -"

"Ni ce going, Ron," chuckled The Mask. "Well, this counts as a |large one -
a very large one -"

The Mask was counting the nmoney as he threw the accent on "very." He
managed it rapidly, for the bills were all in sizeable denom nations. They
totaled close to fifty thousand dollars, which The Mask bundl ed away beneat h
his dark coat. Then, closing the safe, he renoved his bandana mask and cool |y



used it to wi pe away anything bearing a reasonable simlarity to fingerprints.

This process didn't reveal the unnmasked face, for with his renoval of the
bandana, The Mask canted his soft hat at a rakish angle and | eaned to listen
to
Ron Mel dor. Wil e one hand was nopping the safe front, the other was again
toning down the radio, giving it a subdued effect.

"- And if the comm ssioner has crine so well in hand" - the tiny voice of
Ron Mel dor was storming like a tenpest in a tea-pot - "why should | find it
necessary to broadcast froma | ocked and isolated hotel roon? Wiy shoul d
require ny own bodyguards, privately hired, to watch outside this hotel ? | can
tell you why!"

Ron Mel dor must have taken a | ong pause for breath, because The Mask
f ound
time to insert a delayed remark.

"Tell us, Ron," imtated The Mask. From his pocket, he drew a cigarette
and raised it to his lips. "Don't you think the conm sh could protect you in a
pi nch?"

"Because | have been marked for death," canme the voice fromthe radio.
"Every day ny mail-bag shows dozens of threatening letters. Crine is striking
cl oser - closer -"

"That's right, Ron." The Mask was lighting his cigarette as he spoke.
"It's going to strike even closer."

The Mask was turning toward the open wi ndow of Howl and's |iving room
Agai nst the background of Manhattan's skyline was a |ighted sign on an
ol d-fashi oned building only a few bl ocks away. Its gleaning letters bore the
nane:

HOTEL ALEXANDRA

There was sonething resenbling a subdued echo in The Mask's chuckl e as
t hough his narrowed eyes had picked out the very wi ndow of the room from which
Ron Mel dor was meking his nightly broadcast. Then, half-turning toward the
radi o, The Mask halted short, his head tilted with his face away fromthe
light. He was listening to sonething quite different fromthe broadcast.

Creaky footsteps were coming froma darkened entry leading into this
front
living room Reaching his hand to an ash-tray, The Mask tanped his cigarette
and
left it there. His other hand |let the match-pack fall; with both hands free,
hi s
fingers began an inpatient, clutching notion

Hi s hand finding the base of an ornanental table-Ianp, The Mask shifted
at
an angl e beyond, so that the shade hid his face. Yet the glow through the
transl ucent shade was sufficient to cast his shadow on the wall, where it
regi stered in huge proportions, like a crouching nonster waiting for its prey.

Only a shadow, this, but enough to stir the creeping man to rapid action
Into the living roomsprang a worn-faced, gray-haired nman whose cutaway jacket
and shoestring necktie listed himas How and's butler. In his tight,
t hi n-knuckl ed fist, the fell ow was brandi shing a revol ver that |ooked |like a
fam |y heirloom Waving the gun in the direction of the black-splotched wall,
the butler shouted:

"Stop where you are, thiefl"

The Mask nust have gauged it to the length of the | anp-cord, for he
wi t hhel d action until the butler's drive had reached a preci se point. Then,
even as the butler was aimng, The Mask gave the lamp a fling with a jerky,
side-armed notion. The missile was ainmed as well as it was tined.

Dodgi ng backward, the butler was throwi ng up a wardi ng hand as he pointed
the gun with the other. The [ anp drove his forearm back against his face; the
gun spurted upward as he reeled. The two shots that burrowed into the ceiling



seened to help the butler's sprawl with their recoil.

The crash of the | amp broke the echoes of those futile shots and the
smash
was followed by the slamof a closing door, denoting the departure of The
Mask.
There was a feeble bleat fromthe felled butler; then a voice, tuned down but
defiant, stormed fromthe radio in the corner

"- And if you are listening in, Conm ssioner Weston" - Ron Ml dor was
working to his highest pitch - "I call upon you to heed this call froma
Citizen of Justice! Despite your clains to the contrary, crinme has becone a
payi ng ganme. | call upon you to put a stop to it, not tonorrow, but now"

I f Commi ssioner Weston happened to be heeding that demand, he was doi ng
SO
too late. Already a snoot h-working crook, known only as The Mask, had proved
that he could nake crine pay - not tonorrow, but tonight!

CHAPTER |

THOSE shots in Howl and's living roominterrupted Ron Mel dor's broadcast
ten mnutes before its close. The voice that stood for justice was cut off by
a
gl oved hand that clicked the button on the instant. Not the sw tch of
How and' s
radi o, but one in a taxicab that was swinging a corner, nearly a bl ock away.

"Hear them boss?"

The anxi ous query cane fromthe cab-driver and it brought an i mediate
response fromthe gl oved passenger

"I heard them Shrevvy." The tone was both calculating and calm "Third
floor, northeast corner of the apartnent house. Blank the Iights and work
around to the back. W'll see who cones out."

Soneone was coming out as the cab glided silently and darkly to a
coasting
stop. The sonebody was a qui ck-moving man with his coat bundled tight and his
hat pulled down over his eyes. He didn't bother to | ook around; instead, he
made a quick turn into an alleyway and was instantly gone from sight.

Thus The Mask made his departure froma scene of crine.

A snoot h operator, The Mask

Smoot her, however, was the figure that followed him It cane fromthe
halted taxicab with a glide that was totally invisible. In the gl oom behind
t he
apartment buil ding, there wasn't a chance of spotting the cloaked form of The
Shadow.

The Shadow s only token of departure was a slight slam of the cab door
that wasn't accidental. The sound was for the benefit of the driver, Shrevvy,
who woul dn't ot herwi se have known that his chief had fared forth into the
ni ght. The slam al so neant that Shrevvy was to use his own judgment.

In other words, Shrevvy wasn't to go cruising around in search of the
fugitive whose trail The Shadow had taken, but he was to keep handily in this
vicinity in case his cab woul d be needed. So Shrevvy tallied off a
hal f-m nute's | eeway before he turned on the lights and started the cab in a
very normal fashion.

By then Shrevvy couldn't have begun to find the trail. Even The Shadow
was
encountering difficulties.

The Mask was both slippery and swift. He knew his way through darkened
al l eys as though he had traced them previously. He couldn't have done better
i f
he'd expected to have The Shadow on his trail. Into each alley where The Mask
di sappeared, The Shadow in follow ng encountered some unexpected obstacl e.



For exanple, the fence with the barbed-wire top. It marked a dead-stop in
the very nmiddl e of what was hardly an alley at all, but rather a shoul der-w de
space between two brick walls where the owners of two adjacent buil dings had
evidently di sagreed over a property line.

Ordinarily The Shadow woul d have scal ed an obstacle |ike the bl ocking
fence, by matting the barbed-wire with his cloak, but he knew The Mask mnust
have used some easier process, otherw se The Shadow woul d have overtaken him
It took The Shadow half a minute to find the weak spot of the wooden fence, a
creaky board that worked in reverse |like a panel in a Chinese puzzle and made
the entire barrier pivot horizontally |ike a paddl e-wheel

By then, The Mask had gained another lead in this silent but steady stalk
t hrough peculiar by-ways. The Shadow s | ast glinpse of himcanme when the
huddl ed man made a quick sidle across the street in back of the Al exandra
Hotel , where ornate wi ndows with heavy curtains showed di mcracks of 1ight
from
I avi sh ol d-fashi oned reception roons.

There, before The Shadow coul d foll ow around anot her corner, a service
door swung open and two brawny nen in shirt-sleeves put in an appearance. They
| ooked as if they belonged to the night shift, though there was no telling in
what capacity. Down the corridor behind themwas the entrance to a service
el evator, beyond it the open door of a little office.

Fromthe office, a radio was shouting full-blast in the famliar voice of
Ron Mel dor, conpleting his nightly tirade against crime. One of the
shirt-sleeved nen slid his arnms into his coat and gave a thunb gesture.

"Turn it off, Kirby," he said. "The guy gets too loud. They'll be
hol |l ering again fromthe dining room"

"He's nost through, Jeff." returned Kirby. "He always w nds up that way
just before the comrercial. When that's over, he tal ks nice and qui et when be
says good-ni ght."

"Yeah," recalled Jeff with a nod. "Anyway, he makes sense. There's, too
much crinme, no matter what the cops say."

"Because there's too many guys the cops are too dunb to catch."

St eppi ng back behind the door, Kirby closed it, blotting out Meldor's
voice with the word: "And so, Conmi ssioner Wston, | demand that you -"

Meanwhi | e Jeff was buttoning his coat as he started across the street to
a
l[ittle lunch room Wth the sidewal k dark again, The Shadow cut close to the
door and thus behind Jeff's very back was on his way to the corner of the
hotel . Turning there, he found hinself in a blind alley that ended in a solid
brick wall with a wooden door that bore a padl ock

There wasn't any trace of the man who answered what little description
The
Shadow had gai ned of The Mask. In fact there wasn't a sign of anyone.

On the left was the blank wall of a wi ndow ess garage; on the right, the
hi gh baserment w ndows of the hotel, all with heavy gratings. Licking a
flashlight along them The Shadow saw that those tall upright bars were frozen
with the rust of years. The padl ocked door pronised better, since it mght
have
a trick board like the fence The Shadow had encountered earlier, so the
cl oaked
i nvestigator turned his attention in that direction

Not a thing proved wong with the door. The | ogical conclusion therefore
was that The Mask had continued past this blind alley. Neverthel ess, The
Shadow
wasn't always inclined to accept the |ogical; hence, he was turning fromthe
door and about to center his attention on the cornice above the basenent
wi ndows, when sonet hing brought himto rigid attention.

As The Shadow stiffened, his flashlight extinguished itself. Wth the
padl ocked door as his background, The Shadow stared toward the outer end of
t he



al l ey, where be had heard a scrapi ng sound. He noted sonethi ng huddl ed, which
hi s phot ographi c nmenory recorded as a | arge ash-can, just within the alley,
but

not suited as a hiding place - at least not fromthis side.

Fromthe street end, it could be nore convenient, as The Shadow had
observed before entering the cul -de-sac. That was, sonebody coul d be edgi ng
out
fromthe front of the garage to take bearings on the alley depths. No such
observer coul d possibly have seen The Shadow, but there was somnething that he
m ght have spotted, the tw nkle of the narrow focussed flashlight.

Just by way of test, The Shadow took a long reach, let the light blink
fromhis fingertips; then snaked his hand back, with a body twirl that carried
hima double armis length fromthe spot where he had nade the decoy fl ash.

It was good judgnent, that prolonged twist. It nmade all owance for |ack of
accuracy on the part of the nman who saw it, or any guess-work that he m ght
have added to his calculation. One thing, the result wasn't del ayed.

Sonet hing arrived through the dark with the speed of a homeward-flying
bat. Its whirr seened to literally carve the night and it finished with a
splintery thud that sliced the thick wood of the padl ocked door. It quivered
there, eight inches from The Shadow s shoul der, a knife that showed about a
thunb's width of a nuch | onger blade. The rest of the steel was driven through
t he door.

The Shadow |l aid a gl oved hand on the knife handle, but he didn't try to
pl uck the weapon. Hi s hand was fisted and it clutched a .45 automatic. The
power of the knife's arrival testified to the straight line it had foll owed
and
The Shadow had a nessage to send back along that path. Wth the barrel of his
automatic twinned to the knife handl e, The Shadow gave the trigger a pull, as
his armfollowed a forward thrust.

That shove was necessary to gain el bow roomand a body shift to take the
recoil. As The Shadow fired, the ash-can clattered, heaved by the knife-hurler
who was already starting his getaway. The Shadow didn't even glinpse the man's
departure off beyond the garage, but he took up the trail with rapid strides.

Turning tables on The Shadow wasn't a trick for anyone to try, not even
The Mask. The Shadow had a habit of reversing all such situations which he was
now denmonstrating. As he reached the nouth of the alley, he heard scurrying
footsteps further down the street and was gaugi ng them for his next target,
when chance intervention cane.

Jeff, the brawny who had gone to the lunch room was com ng back on the
| ope, to learn what the shooting was about. The service door clattered open
and
Kirby sprang out, inspired with the sane mission. The bright light fromthe
open
doorway showed themwhat it shoul dn't have.

The pair saw The Shadow.

Expl anati ons wouldn't do in such a situation. The Shadow negl ected t hem
along with the nman who had thrown the knife, and fled. The question of The
Mask
was a score to be settled later; right now, The Shadow had his own reputation
to
consi der. Perhaps his health was al so at stake considering the sincerity of
t he
surge that Jeff and Kirby were maki ng, but The Shadow didn't even bother to
l earn how well they were equi pped with weapons.

Wth one swift wheel, The Shadow faded fromthe |lighted sidewal k into the
darkness of the alley. Jeff and Kirby guessed which way he had gone, but they
didn't guess what was coming. Plunging into the darkness, they expected to
grab
a dodging figure; instead, they were net by a rolling obstacle.

The Shadow sinply shoved the overturned ash-can, with plenty of push



behind it. Meeting his husky hecklers, it bowed their |egs fromunder them
Grabbing at each other, Jeff and Kirby perforned a pretzel sprawl in the

al | ey,

whi | e The Shadow took the outlet. Around the corner cane a cab that zig-zagged
neatly to avoid the ash-can wobbling in front of it. That tinmely maneuver
identified the driver.

A slam of the door and Shrevvy was hearing The Shadow s calmtone telling
himto try another vicinity, now that this section was aroused. Starting a
blind hunt for The Mask was usel ess under present circunstances.

Settling back into the rear seat, The Shadow renoved his slouch hat and
let his cloak slide back fromhis shoulders. dicking the switch of the cab's
radi o he caught the famliar tone of Ron Meldor, Citizen of Justice, bidding
the listeners of WX good-ni ght.

"And it behooves us, nmy fellow citizens" - Ron's voice was teenming with
sincerity - "to do our part in proving that crine can not pay."

Shrevvy heard that adnonition and the whispered | augh that followed it,
uttered fromthe rear seat of the cab, but he noted a distinct |ack of
sati sfaction in The Shadow s singular mrth.

The Shadow had done his part tonight, but it still remained for himto
prove the point at issue. That woul d depend on his next neeting with The Mask.

CHAPTER 1 |

PCOLI CE COMW SSI ONER WESTON gl ared around Howl and's |iving room and
finally
settled his stare on Dobbs, the butler, who was propped in an easy chair with
a
bandage around his head. This was the visible result of the butler's head-on
crash with the flying lanp from which Dobbs had suffered a slight nenory
| apse.

Al so present was Rufus How and, a burly, red-faced nan who usually
af fected a bul |l dozi ng manner. Toni ght, however, the loss of fifty thousand
dollars had quelled his usual attitude and How and, instead of trying to
br owbeat Dobbs, was taking the butler's part.

"Dobbs is entirely trustworthy, conmi ssioner," assured How and. "I hired
hi m because of his reliability. I'msure he couldn't have had a hand in the
robbery."

Dobbs shook his bandaged head to substantiate Howl and's testinony. Trying
to speak, the butler found it difficult, so How and notioned for himto rest a
little longer. Going to a sideboard, the millionaire brought out a bottle of
his favorite twenty-year brandy and poured the butler a drink

Al this was observed by a taciturn, poker-faced gentleman who answered
to
t he nane of |nspector Joe Cardona. Noting the steady eyes that stared from
Cardona's swarthy countenance, How and becanme a trifle restless.

"I't wasn't ny noney," stated How and, "but | intend to make it good. Not
a
penny will be lost by the charity fund. In fact, 1'Il double it. 1'Il give one
hundred thousand dol |l ars!"

The door opened at How and's statement and Cardona turned quickly as
t hough anti ci pati ng sone new nmenace. |Instead, a cal mfaced gentleman entered
and gave a nod all around. He was Lanont Cranston, close friend of the police
conmi ssi oner, and sonething of an advisor in cases where crinme struck into
weal thy circles.

Recogni zi ng Cranston, Howl and was quick to repeat his generous offer
concerning the charity fund. Coming froma nmillionaire, it didn't exactly cal
for cheers, but it relieved a certain tension which had begun with Dobbs and
was beginning to apply to How and hinself. Cranston's arrival gave
Commi ssi oner



Weston a chance to tactfully adnmit the point.

"I't's another big robbery, Cranston," stated the comm ssioner. "The sort
of thing that adds fuel to those flanes that Ron Meldor is spreading in his
out rageous broadcasts. "

There was a slight flicker to Cranston's sphinx-1ike expression, noted
chiefly in the raising of his eyebrows.

"Qutrageous, conm ssioner?"

"Well - yes!"™ His first word slow, Weston put sharp enphasis on the
second. Then: "Meldor is an upstart, nothing nore, capitalizing on statistics
that he shapes to suit his own argunments. And who" - Weston's tone becane
bitterly sarcastic - "and just who do you think listens to his broadcasts?"

"You for one, conm ssioner."

Cranston's cal m conment al nost brought a snile from Cardona, which would
have been the equival ent of a boisterous |augh fromanyone el se. Fortunately
the ace inspector managed to retain his dead pan with a lip twitch that was
t oo
brief for the conm ssioner to notice.

"Yes, | listen!" stormed Weston. "I listen because | know who el se does.
Every crook in town is tuning in on W/X between ten and ten thirty. Ron Mel dor
is telling themjust how easy a racket crime can bel™

"Rat her odd, conmissioner," commented Cranston, "that if crimnals are
listening to those broadcasts there should have been so nmany crines occurring
during that very half hour. Let ne see -"

Pausi ng, Cranston began to tabul ate.

"Last week, there were two taxicab hold-ups, a pay-roll grab, a
rest aur ant
robbery -"

"And t he knock-off of a ganbling club,"” added Cardona. "It was the
bi ggest
of the lot."

Cranston nodded his thanks for the rem nder. Then

"This week there was an attenpted warehouse robbery that for sone reason
was abandoned -"

"But there were a couple of others that went through," put in Cardona,
"and there have been nore stick-ups -"

"I am speaking of crimes in this particular vicinity," interposed
Cranston. Then, turning to Weston: "Crines all within sight of the Hote
Al exandra, committed between ten and ten thirty in the evening." Cranston's
pause was enmphatic to let its significance drive hone. "I would presune,"”
added
Cranston, "that such crinmes apart fromtheir profit notive, m ght be designed
to
heap ridicul e upon Ron Mel dor as much as yoursel f, conm ssioner."

"So they might!" stormed Weston. "Only Meldor is twisting it the other
way
about. Thanks for the suggestion, Cranston. I'Il have ny say to Ml dor when
see him"

"OfF course there could be another aspect to these circunstances of crine

West on waved his hands to interrupt Cranston's further suggestions. It
was
Weston's fashion to be blunt when he felt that he had reached the point of
somet hing. He never realized that he might be blunting a point that could
stand
further sharpening. That was partly because Weston had another habit of
getting
back to business at hand whenever he suddenly thought of it. Here in How and's
apartment was evi dence of robbery as yet unsolved, a thing which the
conmi ssi oner just happened to renenber.

Turning to Dobbs, Weston asked the vindicated butler what the robber



| ooked like. Slowly, Dobbs shook his head.

"He was turned away when | first saw him" testified Dobbs. "He was
leaning to listen to the radi o, because it was tuned | ow. "

"Never mind the radio -"

"But it might be inportant,"” insisted Dobbs, whose wits were returning
with his power of speech. "You see, the robber was |istening to Ron Ml dor,
over Station WX "

West on gave an annoyed grunt, which was echoed by a slight chuckle from
Cranst on.

"W were wong, conmi ssioner," conceded Cranston. "Apparently this
i ngenious crimnal still listens to his favorite conmentator without
interfering with his own work."

"Never m nd such side issues, Cranston," snapped Wston. "W're
i nterested
in the burglar, not Ron Meldor. What we still need is a description of him™"

"I can give you a bit of that, sir," supplied Dobbs, pronmptly. "I was
wel |
out in the hallway when | first saw him then he went over toward the w ndow,
lighting his cigarette.™

"Didn't you see his face then?"

"No. He was turned toward the wi ndow. But he was putting the cigarette

out
when | entered.”

"And then?"

"Well, that was when | got my only good | ook at him" Dobbs rubbed his
bandage to clear his recollection. "Not at his face, you understand, because
he
was on the other side of the |anp. But he was outlined against the wall, just
as
plain as you're standi ng before ne now, conmm ssioner."

"Go on!" Weston's patience was at its limt. "Describe the man, Dobbs."

Puckers appeared under the edge of the butler's bandage. They snoot hed as
Dobbs was struck with a happy thought.

"Why, that's easy, conmi ssioner!" exclainmed Dobbs. "He | ooked like - yes
exactly like - well, like a great human shadow "

Beam ng happily, Dobbs expected to see sniles appear upon the faces about
him but the result was quite the opposite. Weston's eyes delivered a startled
bul ge that formed a natural acconpaninent to his dropping jaw. Cardona's face,
though fixed in its poker expression, showed a peculiar change of color that
was difficult to define. Only Cranston's features remai ned unnoved, but that
in
itself was a surprise to Dobbs.

Bef ore Weston could find words, Cardona spoke up suddenly and gruffly.

"Don't let it worry you, commi ssioner. It's just something that coul dn't
happen. "

"But it has happened!" blurted Weston. "You just heard the facts,

i nspector. He's turned to crine."

Bl andl y, Cranston inserted the query:

"Who has turned to crine, conm ssioner?"

VWeeling toward his friend, Weston stormed the answer as though Cranston
hi nsel f night be the very person who stood accused:

"The Shadow "

CHAPTER | V

COLD silence gripped the roomat Wston's words, catching Dobbs, crine's
only witness, inits freezing grip. The butler's snile remained, but it turned
puzzl ed, giving himan expression as perplexed as that of his enployer, Rufus
Howl and



Only Lanont Cranston seenmed indifferent to the nental chill. As casual as
ever, he produced a cigarette froman engraved case, inserted it in a hol der
and applied the flame froma lighter. Then, as the lighter clicked shut,
Cranst on announced:

"You may be right, conm ssioner."

This from Cranston was al nost too much for Weston, who for years had felt
that his cal mmannered friend had sone contact with The Shadow, though the
conmi ssi oner had never gone to the preposterous extrenme of identifying the two
as one and the sane.

There was sonet hi ng about Cranston's |ackadai sical manner that nmade it
utterly inpossible to picture himacconplishing the swift, kaleidoscopic
actions of which The Shadow was capabl e. True, Wston had often seen Cranston
rise in an emergency when speed was necessary, but only in brief, spasnodic
fashion that in itself indicated himto be incapable of sustained rapidity.

At any rate, Conm ssioner Weston was literally flabbergasted by
Cranston's
admi ssion that he m ght be right.

| nspect or Cardona wasn't quite so sure.

Not sure on two counts: first, that The Shadow could have turned to
crinme;
second, that Cranston couldn't be The Shadow.

Trained to police work al nost from boyhood, Cardona couldn't picture any
true crime hunter joining the ranks of the hunted. As for the matter of
identity, Cardona was ready to concede that The Shadow m ght be al nost
anybody.

Qddly, that was the very tack that Cranston now took

"You may be right, comm ssioner." As he repeated the phrase, Cranston
strolled toward the far wall of the living room "It could have been The
Shadow
who opened this wall safe. As for The Shadow hi nsel f, he m ght be anybody."

Pausi ng, Cranston turned, as though gauging the exact spot for the
action.

Then:

"And anybody ni ght be mi staken for The Shadow "

As he made the statement, Cranston proved it!

The living roomhad twin tables, one on each side of the wall safe. Unti
the butler's encounter with the unknown burglar, each of those tables had
bor ne
an identical |anp. The escaping robber had thrown one at Dobbs, but the other
lanp was still in the place where it belonged and it was beyond this second
| anp that Cranston had paused to make his well-tinmed pivot.

Not only did the lanp shade cut off sight of his face; his tuxedo clad
figure was difficult to distinguish because of the intervening glare. In turn,
Cranston's tall formdid something to the lanplight, particularly when he
st ooped.

Agai nst the wall appeared a hovering shape, grotesquely human, but
magni fied to startling proportions. It was a nonstrous shadow, term nating in
a
sil houetted profile that blurred when Cranston turned his head. A further
st oop
by Cranston and t he whol e shape | oomed nonstrously, for in comng closer to
t he
light, he was cutting off nore of its area.

Viewed calmy, the illusion was surprising; it must have been stupendous
to Dobbs when he had witnessed it under stress. |Indeed the nmenory of those
excited nmonents inmbued the butler at present, for Dobbs was nodding at the
huge
sil houette as though he recognized it.

"That was it!" blurted Dobbs. "That was the way he | ooked - the burglar -
only he was over there!"



Dobbs was pointing toward the other table, so Cranston obligingly stepped
away fromthe lamplight, his shadow fading into his physical form Cranston's
face was visible, but quite inmpassive as he commented to Wston

"You see, conm ssioner, anybody m ght be m staken for The Shadow, even
nmyself. So let us say the sanme applies to the masked burglar who was here
toni ght."

The definition surprised Wston

"The masked burgl ar?"

"Yes," returned Cranston. "He appears to be the sane man who engi neered
those hol d-ups. Didn't the victins testify that the nman in question was
masked?"

The question was put to Cardona, who gave an i medi ate nod.

"Some of them said they thought so" declared Cardona. "Anyway, none of
them saw his face."

Cardona was stretching the masked business, hoping it would enabl e
Cranston to |l ead the argument still further from The Shadow. It did.

"For a long while, conm ssioner"” - Cranston's tone was reflective - "you
were inclined to deny the existence of a person called The Shadow. Later, you
accepted himas real, but only because you had no other choice. It sinply
happened that so many unusual events were attributable only to The Shadow t hat
you had to admit there was sonmeone deserving that title."

It was Weston's turn to nod, which he did, having discussed this very
qguestion often with his friend Cranston

"We are now confronted with another case of unestablished identity,"
continued Cranston. "We mnust recogni ze the existence of a crimnal who is
repeatedly active in a certain area during a certain half hour. Hs ways are
nmysterious, yes, but to confuse himw th The Shadow because of that one
simlarity would be playing right into his hands.

"Fortunately | have just denonstrated the cause of that error" - Cranston
gestured his cigarette toward the wall where he had cast the manmot h shadow -
"and so to avoid any further m stakes, we should establish this new and
unseem y character for future reference.

"Apparently he favors a mask as a neans of concealing his identity.
Logically he will continue with that process since it has proven satisfactory
inthe past. So let us tag himwith the termthat nost aptly describes him
since it involves a feature upon which he nust consistently depend. Suppose we
call this unknown crimnal The Mask."

The termwas indeed apt. It stuck fromthat nonent in the mnds of both
Weston and Cardona. Noting their silent acquiescence, Cranston proceeded with
hi s anal ysi s.

"Who is The Mask?" Calmy, Cranston answered his own question in terms
that he had used in connection with The Shadow. "Anybody m ght be The Mask.
Even | mght be, since | have not accounted for ny whereabouts between the
tinme
of ten o'clock and ten thirty -"

Interrupting hinmself with a final puff at his cigarette, Cranston shook
his head as he renoved the short stunp fromthe hol der. He was | ooking at the
cigarette as he lowered it toward an ash-tray on the tabl e near which he was
now standi ng, the table that no | onger held a | anp.

"No, | could hardly qualify." The doubt in Cranston's tone carried a
slight note of disappointnent. "You see | snmoke Crown Cigarettes, with plain
ends, since | use a holder." Displaying the cigarette, Cranston tanped it in
the ash-tray but left it burning slightly to prove it was his own. "But The
Mask prefers a different brand® - Cranston was lifting a hal f-snmoked cigarette
fromthat ash-tray - "a kind called Talleyrands, with cork tips."

Weston stared, startled.

"What's that, Cranston?"

Striding across the room Cardona was finding out what, by | ooking at the
cigarette that Cranston handed him It was Dobbs who hel ped relieve Wston's
perplexity.



"That's right, comni ssioner!" exclained the bandaged butler. "The Mask
left that cigarette in the ash-tray. | saw him

"I remenber himlighting it and tossing his match-pack on the table -

"Nor do | patronize the Cafe Diavolo,"” Cranston was interrupting as he
pi cked up the very match-pack mentioned. "I don't recall ever having been seen
in the place. Have you, inspector?"

Cranston was handi ng the match-pack to Cardona, so he could study the
nane
'Cafe Diavol o' along with the appropriate red devil that formed part of the
printed advertisenment. Turning toward the light so he could squint at the
address that was printed in smaller letters, Cardona replied:

"Never have. So you can't prove |I'm The Mask, any nore than |'m The
Shadow. Say" - Cardona's head turned toward the wi ndow and he thunbed out into
the darkness - "this Diavolo joint isn't far fromhere! Only about six bl ocks,
over that way!"

West on was approachi ng and gazing out into the night as though expecting
to see a hoard of red-illum nated devils come bobbing froma distant roof top
and go into an infernal dance. Cardona however wasn't inclined to await such
unl i kel y pyrotechnics.

"What say we go over to the place?" asked Cardona. "Maybe we can foll ow

up
this lead, comm ssioner. W'I| prove one thing, anyway, that we're right on
t he
job and getting closer to The Mask. That's sonething Ron Mel dor ought to
know. "

"You're right, inspector," agreed Weston, "and six blocks isn't far to go
to spi ke that crack-pot's notions."

A dry coment canme from Cranston

"You can do it in three bl ocks, comm ssioner."

In answer to Weston's stare of sudden query, Cranston gestured fromthe
wi ndow toward a very conspicuous sign that the Conmi ssioner had overl ooked in
scanni ng the horizon for imaginary denons. The sign said:

HOTEL ALEXANDRA

"Mel dor's tal king grounds,"” rem nded Cranston, "and he receives visitors
after every broadcast. Wiy not attend tonight's reception, comm ssioner, and
gi ve Mel dor advance notice of tomorrow s news before be can tell his friends
how much he al ready knows about it?"

The hand-cl ap that descended on Cranston's shoul der nmarked Weston's
approval of his friend' s suggestion. But Cranston's eyes were staring beyond
the Iighted hotel sign toward the darkness shroudi ng the Cafe D avol o.

A visit to that night-club could wait, but Cranston expected to go there
later. Not that he hoped to see red devils; Cranston was thinking of a bad
actor of a different breed. Recalling his recent experiences as The Shadow,
Cranston renmenbered an unknown assail ant who had fled fromthe alley behind
t he
Hotel Al exandra in the direction of the Cafe Diavol o.

Lanont Cranston, otherw se The Shadow, was thinking in terms of The Mask

ot herwi se - anybody. .

CHAPTER V

" LAMONT! "

Mar go Lane whi spered the nanme from between the mauve curtains of a
reception roomthat flanked the ornate | obby of the much-dated Hote
Al exandr a.
When Margo gave one of those stage whispers it demanded quick attention



because
after a few repeats, everybody else within range was likely to hear it.

At present, Weston and Cardona were within range, but they were talking
to
each ot her, which was why Margo took the risk. But Margo was weak in allow ng
for pauses and Cranston didn't want the name "Lanmont" to be voiced during a
lull. So he gave an easy, side-hand beckon that ended with his forefinger
pointing toward the el evator.

Margo blinked; then frowned into the brunette bangs that fringed her
stylish hair-do

The blink meant that she couldn't understand why Lanmont was inviting her
to join such serious conpany as the police conm ssioner and his ace inspector
The frown was because Margo had something to tell Lanont wi thout the others
hearing it. However, with two strikes against her, Margo couldn't see the
sense on being called out on a third. So she energed fromthe curtains and
overtook the group at the el evator

It was quite a surprise to Weston when he turned and saw Cranston giving
Margo a wel comi ng bow. As they stepped into the el evator, the conm ssioner
injected an indirect criticismof Cranston's social life with the sharp query:

"Don't tell ne you were bringing Mss Lane to Meldor's reception
Cranst on?"

"Of course not,'

rejoined Cranston. "W were to neet on the Al exandra
Roof
Garden. It's one of the few conservative night-spots left."

Margo really blinked at that one. She didn't even know the Al exandra had
a
roof garden. She thought of the Hotel Al exandra as a great chunk of red brick
sprouting brown and white striped awnings fromthe wi ndows of its dozen
fl oors.

At | east the hotel was conservative, for it dated to the period when the
architects stopped with the twelfth floor, rather than have roons begi nning
with the nunmber thirteen.

O course a later generation of skyscraper designers had |learned to
sinply
skip the thirteenth floor, but that had nothing to do with Margo's present
worry. She wanted to tell Lanmont the runor about The Shadow, if he didn't
al ready know it. She'd heard it by chance and had come here to flag Lanont,
before he wal ked into it.

Mel dor's suite was on the eleventh floor and Margo coul d hear the buzz
fromit as they turned the corner of the corridor. Lagging, she gripped
Cranston's arm and he stepped back while Wston and Cardona continued on
ahead.

"Mel dor knows!" confided Margo. "It's gotten all over the hotel - naybe
even to the roof garden, if there is one.™

"There is," assured Cranston. "I noticed it nentioned on the bulletin
board. The roof garden, | nean; the runmor wasn't posted.”

"Can't you guess what it was?"

Cranston took in Margo's query with his eyes as well as ears. A nonentary
study of her expression told him

" Somet hi ng about The Shadow. "

"I"1l say!" acknow edged Margo. "He was ranpaging out in the alley. Took
a
pot shot at one of Meldor's bodyguards, bow ed a pair of themw th an ash-can
and finished by pitching a knife right between the two. They think he was
trying to get at Meldor!"

Cranston was gesturing Margo al ong as she finished her tabloid account.
He
wasn't surprised by these details covering the sequel to his trailing of The
Mask. The brawny team of Kirby and Jeff couldn't have known that The Shadow
had



been searching the blind alley for soneone who hadn't stopped there, only to
have a knife conme whizzing fromthe outer darkness just to prove that alleys
were bad places in which to Iinger

The Shadow s shot had opened the festivities for Kirby and Jeff. They had
magni fied the rest fromtheir own viewpoint, even mxing the future with the
past. Just how far they'd gone out of |ine, The Shadow was soon to learn in
t he
person of Lamont Cranston.

In his hotel suite the famed Ron Mel dor was halting his one-man reception
to stare at the last two visitors he ever expected in these preserves. Those
two were Conmi ssioner Weston and | nspector Cardona; hence Meldor hardly
noti ced
Cranston and Margo when they entered shortly afterward.

Taken at face value, the famed Ron Mel dor wasn't nuch. He was gaunt of
face, stooped and thin of frame, with his unbuttoned tuxedo jacket hanging
from
his shoulders like a drape. When he opened his mouth, he started with his
upper
lip, revealing a set of teeth that | ooked |ike something out of a
novel ty-catalog listing joker's supplies.

Not handsone, but useful, those teeth. Ron Mel dor used themto bite off
words wi thout nincing them as he denpnstrated quite pronptly.

"So, conmi ssioner!" Ron's eyes sharpened as he spoke. "You' ve heard about
it, so you're here. As typical as usual, providing protection when it is too
late.”

"You can't stop crinme until you hear about it," stornmed Weston, glaring
angrily at the group surrounding Ron. "I can't see that you hel ped us any."

The conmi ssioner's gaze was back on Ron. The conment at or gave one of his
sharp, annoying | aughs and, turning to the rest of the group, he gestured as
t hough to ask their opinion. They nodded, as good stooges shoul d.

Cranston was | ooki ng over the crowd.

Among the group were, sone of the personnel from Station WX, including a
harassed man who answered to the description of Louis Murthrie, who directed
Ron's program Mirthrie at |east did not appear to regard Ron Ml dor as the
demi god that the others considered him- and there was good reason

Si nce Ron insisted upon broadcasting privately fromthis special hotel
suite, Murthrie had to handl e himover a hook-up to the studio which was on
t he
other side of town. Naturally that wasn't pleasant, since Miurthrie had to tine
announcements, nusic and occasional guests to suit Ron's renote conveni ence.

Ri ght now, Murthrie was in a steam ng nood because sonebody had suggested
that Ron's broadcasts be dramatized to give the listening audi ence a graphic
i dea of how crinmes actually happened while the police weren't around. This, of
course, would add i mensely to the director's conplications, but nobody seened
to care, least of all Ron Ml dor

In fact, the unexpected arrival of Comni ssioner Weston stirred Ron's m nd
to the dramati c.

"Crinme seens to be really heading ny way, conm ssioner," observed Ron
"Maybe it would sound well on the air to reenact what happened tonight.
Unfortunately there weren't any police sirens as a foll owup."

"W were on the scene as soon as the crime was reported,” snapped Weston
"But | can't see where it concerns you, Meldor."

"It was cl ose enough, conm ssioner."

"Perhaps, if you consider three blocks close.”

Ron gave a puzzled stare; then queried sharply:

"Are we tal ki ng about the sanme thing, conm ssioner?"

"I"'mtal ki ng about the How and robbery," retorted Wston. "How and's
apartment is just three blocks fromhere. You know, Rufus How and, the
phi | ant hr opi st who has been hel ping the charity drive."

Sudden interest gleamed on Ron's gaunt face.



"You mean that How and's place was robbed? Not of charity funds, by any
chance?"

"Fifty thousand dollars worth," declared Weston, "but for your
i nformati on, Meldor, | may state that we have a conplete description of the
crimnal, along with certain of his habits."

These final details seenmed to intrigue Ron, so Weston pronptly specified
t hem

"The wanted man frequents the Cafe Diavol 0", asserted Weston, "and his
favorite brand of cigarettes are Talleyrands, with cork tips."

As though di sdai nful of persons with such delicate snoking habits, Ron
produced a cigar fromhis pocket and bit off the end as a rabbit would snap a
turnip. A dapper nman with a little nmustache provided a |ighted match and Ron
said indifferently: "Thanks, Barringham" Then, blow ng a cloud of blue snoke,
Ron asked in the manner of a technical expert:

"What el se, commi ssioner?"

Cardona expected Weston to explode, but he didn't. Instead, the
conmi ssi oner made brusque but concise reply. "The crime took place at quarter
past ten," stated Weston, "about the m ddle of your broadcast, Meldor. Both
location and tinme mark the crimnal as the sane nan who perpetrated recent
robberies."

"But what did he | ook |ike, commi ssioner?"

"Howl and's butler failed to see the nan's face. W assune therefore that
the crimnal was wearing a mask -"

"Only a mask?"

Ron's interruption was as pointed as a stab. It took Weston so suddenly
that the conmmissioner's own face displayed a return of its forner doubt.
Not i ng
it, Ron Meldor drove home his own chosen theory.

"Perhaps the crimnal's face was hidden by a hat," suggested Ron. "A
slouch hat with a turned-down brim matching a black cloak that he wore with
it. Because such a person tried to enter this hotel, obviously with intent to
mur der me!"

Ron's tone had reached the high, inpressive pitch that he used across the
air to keep his |isteners agog.

"To nurder ne" as he repeated the phrase, Ron beckoned to Barringham
and the dapper nan tossed an object on the table in front of Weston - "with
t he
weapon that you see before you!"

Startled by the clatter, Wston frowned, staring at a |ong-bl aded knife
that had all the deadly appearance ascribed to it by Ml dor

Then, in a shout of frenzied accusation, Ron drove home the charge:

"And that man, comni ssioner, that assassin who was foiled only through ny
personal precautions, was none other than your unknown friend who clainms to
stand for law and justice, the fiend who calls hinself The Shadow "

CHAPTER VI

"FRIEND or fiend?"

The caption appeared under a life-sized photograph on the front page of
the New York O assic, the nost sensational tabloid newspaper in Manhattan. The
picture represented a man wearing a tilted slouch hat that practically
obscured
his features, though there was a faint curve just above the chin line to
represent a mask, this being included in deference to the opinions of Police
Conmi ssi oner Weston

The picture did not bear the title of The Shadow, though of course it was
inmplied. Actually it was a photograph of a reporter named d yde Burke who had
consented to pose for it. Clyde did this out of loyalty rather than choice,
for



a reason which manifested itself later

He was a serious-minded reporter, this Cyde Burke. Evidently he thought
that the riddl e of The Shadow and The Mask was sonet hi ng he shoul d personally
attenpt to solve, now that he had doubled for both in a conposite photograph
At any rate, when he left the Classic office at nine in the evening, Cyde
went
directly to a night-spot called the Cafe D avol o.

The place was |located in a basenent on a side street. Though
unpr et enti ous
on the outside, its interior was tastefully decorated with very little
enphasi s
on the devil nmotif. In fact the nost noticeable ornament in the cafe was a
fire
department sign stating that the restaurant was unsafe for nore than one
hundr ed
and twenty persons.

There were about two dozen tables that zigzagged off into al coves and a
qui et, al nost deserted bar, sight of which pronpted dyde with the idea that
he
needed a drink. A squatty bartender |ooked Clyde over with a knowi ng nod as
t he
reporter perched on a bar stool

Evi dently bartenders coul d recogni ze reporters as easily as reporters
coul d recogni ze bartenders. Catching the idea, Cyde decided to exert the
power
of the press. Cbserving a rack of cigarettes behind the barkeep, dyde | eaned
forward on his el bows and queried confidentially:

"CGet many calls for Talleyrand cigarettes?"

The bartender didn't reply. He sinply net Cyde' s gaze straight on

"I said Talleyrands," repeated Cdyde. "The kind with cork tips. Twenty in
a box and you get a pack of matches with them™

The bartender shrugged.

"I"'mnew here," he declared. "Besides, not many peopl e snoke Tal |l eyrands.
Funny thing, though" - the bartender turned to begin polishing a glass -
"sonmebody just asked for a box of Talleyrand Corks a few m nutes ago."

In his enthusiasm Cyde practically forgot that he was a poker-faced
reporter. His query cane eagerly:

"Who?"

"Party over by the stairs. Got his back turned and he's sort of hid
behi nd

that pal mplant. Maybe" - the barkeep gave a w se, side-eyed |look - "if you
asked himwhy he likes Talleyrands, he'd tell you."

"Thanks," said dyde. "Maybe I'Il do just that."

Leaving the bar, Cyde sauntered over toward the stairs nuttering "- and

maybe | won't under his breath. The | eaves of the palns furnished nore
interference than he'd expected, so Cyde decided to go up the stairs and view
the table froma downslant. He'd only taken a few steps when a qui et voice
interrupted him

"The upstairs dining roomis closed,” it said. "Wy not stay down here,
Burke, and join us?"

Conmi ng down the steps and around the plant, dyde Burke found hinself
face
to face with Lanmont Cranston, while fromacross the table Margo Lane was
supplying a broad smile which included a cork-tipped Talleyrand in its mdst.

"I ordered the cigarettes for Margo," explained Cranston. "I woul dn't
risk
snoki ng that brand nyself. | mght be mstaken for The Mask."

"Or The Shadow, " added Margo, "which nmight prove just as bad."

"Having recently posed as both, Burke should understand," remarked
Cranston. "Or did each part nullify the other when you played them both



t oget her ?"
Cl yde gave an unhappy grin.

"I thought you'd recognize the picture," he acknow edged. "Well, it had
to be sonmebody, so | felt | could throwa little sentinment into it. If they
want to nake The Shadow out to be a phony, I'd just as soon be included in the

deal . "

There was appreciation in Cranston's gaze; one of |ong understandi ng.
However, those inpassive eyes of his were leaving Cyde to formhis own
concl usi ons. Supposedly a reporter on the Classic, Cyde Burke was actually an
agent of The Shadow. In all of his years of service, he had never becone
convinced of his chief's identity.

True, Cdyde had associated Cranston with The Shadow, but so had a | ot of
ot her people. The further such a quest was pressed, the less it produced; in
fact, there were tinmes when Cranston and The Shadow had been seen
i ndependent |y
in places so far apart that it seened certain the two persons must be
di fferent
i ndi vi dual s.

There were whys and wherefores to that subject, which dyde Burke, like
ot her agents of The Shadow, had felt it his duty to ignore. But at present,

t he

situation was producing an approach to this forbidden ground. The riddle of
The

Mask was in itself a question of identity. To prove that such a nal ef actor
exi sted was only half the problem the other half was to convince a skeptical
public stirred to feverish anxiety by Ron Meldor, that if The Mask did exist,
he was not one and the sane as The Shadow

It seened proper for Clyde to broach this dilemma openly, which he did.

"They don't take Conm ssioner Weston very seriously down at the O assic,"
Cyde told Cranston. "They say he never could make up his m nd about The
Shadow, so why should they listen to his blather about sonmeone called The
Mask?"

"A very sound argunent," conceded Cranston. "I amglad to hear it,
Bur ke. "
"But, Lamont!" began Margo. "You just were saying -"
"I"'mlistening now, Margo," interrupted Cranston, quite politely. "W're

getting short on tinme, so let's hear what else Burke has to tell us. He has
t he
floor."

"Not exactly," returned Clyde. "I'd say Ron Meldor has it. At least he's
taken over the air, which is what counts. |'ve seen an advance of his script
for this evening in a press release fromWX. He's saying 'Find The Shadow in
just that many words."

"Suppose sonebody did find The Shadow," suggested Margo, suddenly. "What
if he actually went to jail, or - or -" There was hesitancy when Margo | ooked
at Cranston, as though she had begun to weigh the uninviting difference
bet ween
a stone-walled jail cell and a plush-lined cafe. Then: "Or he m ght just
i sol ate
hi nsel f and prove that he was out of circulation."

"For what purpose?" queried Cranston.

"Why, then when new crines happened,” returned Margo, "people woul dn't
bl ame The Shadow. They'd know it was The Mask!"

"Only The Mask would just quit operating," argued dyde. "That woul d
t hr ow
it right back on The Shadow. "

"Or at | east keep everything in doubt,’
been too much doubt already."

"But there wouldn't be any crinmes!" argued Margo. "Not if The Mask knew

inserted Cranston, "and there has

he



couldn't blanme themon The Shadow "

Margo' s bright notion brought a real smle from Cranston, who gave C yde
a
nod:

"You tell her, Burke."

"I f The Shadow shelved hinmsel f," analyzed C yde, "The Mask woul dn't
operate. But every other crook in town would. Mre stones would be upturned so
that slimy things could crawl back into circulation - little snakes, big
snakes

"I get it." Margo waved her hands in surrender. "In stopping one, The
Shadow woul d rel ease a thousand. But what's to be done about The Mask?"

Nobody seened to know, not even Cranston, for he reverted to the subject
of Ron Meldor's next broadcast.

"So Ron prepares his scripts beforehand,” nused Cranston. "From his
delivery, nost of his talk sounds ad Iib. Wat else did he put in that advance
copy, Burke?"

"He threw a few jabs at the comm ssioner," recalled dyde. "It appears
that Weston is holding a private conference with persons who have net The
Mask,
to gain their reactions.”

Cranston nodded. He'd heard about the conference, but fromhis
i ndi fference he wasn't going to attend it. However, he added a few facts that
Cyde didn't know.

"West on has been accunul ating evidence," stated Cranston, "along the

or der

of the cigarette and match-pack that were found at Howl and's. It seenms The
Mask

- or The Shadow - dropped a hat-check in a taxicab during a recent hold-up. It
cane froma night-club called the Bagatelle."

"So that's another of his haunts!" expressed Margo. "Like this place."

"There was al so an odd gl ove," added Cranston, "and a pawn ticket that
probably bel onged to the unknown gentl eman. A carel ess chap, The Mask. So
carel ess" - Cranston was glancing at his watch - "that I'd rather |like to neet
him"

Margo's eyes were all query. Cyde was restraining his expression, but he
was curious too.

"Acrime a night," nmused Cranston. "That seens to be the notto of The
Mask. He's hitting close to hone, not only to The Shadow, but to Ron Mel dor."
"That's right," acknow edged Clyde. "Hi s jobs, have all been in the

vicinity."

"So suppose you cover this area, Burke," suggested Cranston, "as a good
reporter should. First, you ought to take Margo sonewhere" - he paused as
t hough wei ghing the question - "and it strikes ne that the Al exandra Roof
Garden woul d be a good pl ace.”

"Why the Al exandra Roof ?" demanded Margo. "Wy shouldn't | stay right
her e?"

"At the notorious Cafe Diavol 0?"

There was nmock horror in Cranston's query. "You would stay here al
al one,

Margo, in The Mask's favorite haunt, snoking his own sacred brand of
cigarettes?

No" - Cranston shook his head - "I think the A exandra Roof is better. It is
qui et, conservative, convenient, and very close to what may happen."

Cranston didn't specify what night happen, but his sunmary intrigued
Margo. As they left the Cafe Diavol o, Cranston remarked that he woul d see her
later, so with dyde as escort, Margo started toward the Hotel Al exandra,
whi ch
bul ked three bl ocks away.

Margo coul dn't have gone twenty steps before she recalled sonething she'd



meant to ask Lanont. Turning to ook for him she pronptly forgot the thing
she'd just remenmbered. That wasn't surprising, considering what had happened
al nost under Margo's eyes.

Lanont Cranston had sinply evaporated. In |less than a dozen seconds, he
was gone, with nowhere to account for it. He couldn't have turned back to the
Cafe Diavolo for he'd wal ked to the corner with Margo and C yde, before
| eavi ng
them But Lanobnt wasn't in sight anywhere along this |ighted street.

Soneti mes Lanont Cranston invoked nysterious neasures of his own, al nost
as nysterious as the ways of The Shadow

CHAPTER VI |

BLAUDER S JEWELRY STORE glittered by day, but was very dull by night. The
difference lay in Blauder's display wi ndow, or rather what wasn't always in
t he
wi ndow.

Except on Saturday evenings and this wasn't Saturday.

In the daytime, Blauder's w ndow showed a great array of gens, nostly of
garish and peculiar variety. For exanple, there were brilliant zircons,
guaranteed to "l ook |ike dianonds" al ong with Spanish topaz, which happened to
be the trade termfor an excellent yellow quartz.

There were other jewels listed as rubicelle, olivine, and sinilar
attractive names. O course there were Bal as rubies, which were nerely
spi nel s;

Brazilian eneral ds, which were tournalines under a nore pleasant title; and
speci mens of a stone called a tiger's eye, which resenbled but couldn't match
the much fancier Cat's Eye which some gem col |l ectors cheri shed.

At night, all these gee-gaws were put away and Bl auder's wi ndow was
rendered intact by a steel grill-work that was | ocked across it. In fact, at
night it looked nore like a jewelry store than in the daytine, since the
wi ndow
was no longer filled with stuff that a real connoi sseur of gems would shun

The Shadow had vi ewed Bl auder's in the dayti ne; now he was studying the
pl ace after dark.

O course nobody woul d have known that The Shadow was around, not in his
present setting. He was standing cl ose beside an ornanental pillar that narked
the front corner of the jewelry store and he had picked that particular pillar
inrelation to a street lanp. Properly deflected, the light didn't show The
Shadow at all. As his name inplied, he belonged to the shadows and used them
whenever he found them

O dinarily even The Shadow woul d have rejected a store |ike Blauder's as
a
pl ace where crinme m ght be expected, but it happened to be the one and only
jewelry store within sight of the Hotel Alexandra. If a gentleman terned The
Mask intended to crack a jewelry store, Blauder's would be his only choice,
provi ded that he intended to continue his canpaign of spicing Ron Meldor's
radi o broadcasts by staging nore crinmes close at hand, whenever the
comment at or
was on the air.

The area was suited to this; the time was al nost at hand, as evidenced by
a clock across the street.

But what about the place itself?

A whi spered | augh came fromthe lips of the unseen figure that stood so
close to the jewelry store w ndow.

The tone was a token of The Shadow s nost recent analysis. In a sense it
asked anot her questi on:

VWhat was a jewelry store doing here?

There wasn't any reason for it, least of all for a store |ike Blauder's.



Too far off the beaten track, a jewelry store would go broke trying to do
business in this vicinity, but Blauder's had certainly been here a long tine.
If the place had dealt in the finest merchandise, a | ot of people would have
wonder ed, but since it handl ed cheaper merchandi se, those sane people didn't
wonder .

The Shadow wasn't one of those people. He never ended an anal ysis half
way.

Satisfied that a high-class jeweler wouldn't find this nei ghborhood
attractive, The Shadow rejected the obvious conclusion that a cheaper trader
would fare well. The nmore it's prospects were considered, the worse the
| ocation | ooked. Even nore than a fancier jeweler, a cheap operator would need
vol ume to stay in business. Sl um shops bel onged on |ighted avenues, not on
dul
side streets away fromthrong centers.

Added up, there was sonething phony about Bl auder's. The store | ooked
li ke
a front for some shady business. That in turn nmade it a | ogical target for
crime, the sort that The Mask woul d probably Iike.

VWhat The Shadow wanted now was a quick way into the jewelry store and to
his practiced eye the place was just about as free of holes as a sieve. The
grill-work across the enpty display wi ndow, the heavy bars that protected the
front door, |ooked as though their main purpose was to scare marauders.

Di scounting those two features, the rest of the building | ooked |ike any other
ordinary building, so far as forcible entry m ght be concerned.

There were cellar windows with sinple gratings that could be pried with
t he average crow bar. The doors of a sidewal k el evator were fastened with an
ordi nary padl ock which offered nore of a stunbling hazard for pedestrians than
it did a safeguard agai nst burglars. The second fl oor had wi ndows that weren't
even barred, though whether they gave access to the jewelry store was still a
guesti on.

Such was The Shadow s summary of the building front. Wth a glide that
dwi ndl ed himinto the darkness, he entered an alley that ran al ongsi de the
buil ding to see what opportunities it offered.

It offered plenty.

Wthin a few m nutes The Shadow was inside the building wthout the
bot her
of working down through the cellar or scaling to the second floor. H s node of
entry was through a first floor window in back of the store proper and it
brought himinto what appeared to be an old store room

There were two doors: one | eading out to the back yard; the other
of fering
a way into the jewelry shop, except that it was heavily | ocked. This was no
deterrent to The Shadow, now that he was in a place where he could operate
wi t hout interruption.

A tiny-beaned flashlight focussed itself upon the |ock, while special
pi cks began to probe with the delicacy of a surgeon's instruments. Finally,
wi thout the slightest click, the lock yielded; but even then, there was care
in
The Shadow s testing of the door itself.

He was taking a chance, The Shadow, but one that he could afford to risk.
If the door happened to be wired for a burglar alarm all hell might break
| oose should the barrier be opened carel essly. To anyone bent on robbery, this
woul d of course be disastrous; but since The Shadow was here to stifle cring,
he woul d at | east be hanpering it if the alarmdid cut |oose.

But The Shadow was hoping for nore than a mere preventative.

This |l one investigator sought to nip crinme in the maki ng as a neans
toward
his own vindication. Only by neeting The Mask and exposing the actual identity
of the unknown nmaster crimnal, could The Shadow preserve his own status as a
crime hunter and the anonynmity that went with it.



Hence The Shadow handl ed that door with a touch so precise that the
slightest resistance would have evidenced itself. He'd tested various burglar
al arns before, just to learn how crimnals sonetimes handl ed them The
Shadow s
skill was such that he coul d al nost sense the presence of an al arm

Soon, a whispered laugh stirred the darkness. Wth it, the door swung
wi de
under the pressure of a gloved hand. The Shadow had worked it far enough to
learn that it wasn't wired. C osing the door softly behind him The Shadow
paused in a little passage where curtains marked the way into the jewelry
shop.

Hand stretched forward, The Shadow was actually drawi ng those curtains aside
when a voi ce stopped him

A voice that came in a sharp accusing tone:

"And you, Shadow, the man who clains to stand for justice! Wat excuse
can
you give, now that you have turned to ways of crinme? Wiy are you conti nui ng
t he
ill-chosen career that has now repl aced your forner urge for right?

"Even now | can see you stal king through the darkness. | can see the hand
of The Shadow reaching for |oot, seeking to rob where once it halted crine.
Before norning - perhaps within an hour, the world will know that The Shadow,

turned to crinme, has perpetrated another outrage.

"I can picture The Shadow undeterred by this denouncenent, |aughing in
nockery at these very words -"

Those very words were interrupted by a whispered | augh which was indeed
The Shadow s. Stepping through the curtains, the cloaked invader turned in the
direction of the voice and recognized that it was com ng through the transom
above a dimdoor that wore the word: "Office.”

It wasn't the voice of an accuser stationed in that room The tone was
recogni zable as the famliar blare of Ron Meldor, broadcasting over W/X. The
jewelry store clock geared to naval observatory time, showed five m nutes past
ten.

Ron Mel dor was at it again, piping away fromhis sealed suite in the
Hot e
Al exandra, this time denounci ng The Shadow rather than the | aw

CHAPTER VI |
"- AND where is our efficient police conm ssioner at this noment? | shal
tell you! The tinme is precisely ten mnutes after ten, but instead of
personal |y taking charge of the precinct where crine has struck so often, the
conmi ssi oner is holding what he regards as an inportant conference in another
part of the city!"

Thus did the voice of WX as personalized by Ron Meldor, strike off
another itemmarking the law s inefficiency. Perhaps the fact that Ron had
swi tched back to his earlier peeve, spurred The Shadow s present operation. At
any rate there was nothing dilatory about The Shadow s tactics.

At a sizable safe that bore the nane of Bl auder, The Shadow was
concentrating that tiny light of his upon the conmbination dial. Wth fingers
as
educated as The Mask's, with ears requiring no device to pick up clicks, The
Shadow was meki ng fast progress with his quest. Toni ght, he expected to be
ahead of The Mask.

"Remenber the robbery at How and' s?" The voice fromthe office radio
carried a sharp sneer. "You should remenber it, Conm ssioner Weston, if you
are
listening. In that robbery, The Shadow denonstrated his skill as a
saf e- cracker!



"Maybe there are other safes in the sanme vicinity. If so, | can picture
The Shadow planning to crack one right now Wy not? If there is one area The
Shadow woul d prefer, it lies within a radius of a mle fromthe Hote
Al exandr a.

"I shall tell you why, commissioner. It is because you have refused to
properly protect that area, on the ground that | ambaiting you to do it. Even
now, while | am warning agai nst such crinme, The Shadow may be openi ng a bank
vault, or a safe in sone jewelry store -"

Agai n, a whispered |augh interjected itself. The Shadow had call ed the
turn this tinme. Tuned to the blatant words from WX the safe cane open

Instantly, The Shadow s whi sper faded. In risking what seemed crine, he
was wor ki ng toward anot her purpose. It was his idea to enpty this nest of
somet hing nore inportant than Bl auder's second-rate jewels, sonething that The
Shadow was sure that he would find here, namely cash

The place was a perfect front for fencing stolen gems of a quality much
hi gher than Bl auder's w ndow di spl ayed. In recent robberies The Mask had
acquired plenty of such jewels and could well have sold themto Bl auder
Natural ly, The Mask woul d not be planning to steal them back, so he woul d have
waited until Bl auder disposed of them which was probable by this tine.

So The Shadow was very interested in a special conmpartnment right in the
center of the pigeon-holes at the back of the safe. It would nost |ikely be
Bl auder' s cash box; in fact now The Shadow was positive of it.

The door of that little compartnment was hangi ng open on one hinge,
show ng
vacancy beyond.

Sonebody had already rifled Blauder's cash box, beating The Shadow to his
own gane!

Ni ce going, this, but not for The Shadow.

In coming here so shortly after ten o' clock, The Shadow had hoped to be
ahead of The Mask. He had counted on supplying that smart crininal with a rea
surprise. How easy it would have been to confront and trap The Mask when he
saw
that the cash was gone.

The Shadow had been playing it one ahead, only to learn that The Mask
could indulge in the sane subterfuge.

However if The Mask had hoped to surprise The Shadow, that part of the
system di dn't worKk.

It wasn't surprise that caused The Shadow s | augh to fade. The end of his
mrth proved only that he had becone suddenly alert. The Shadow wasted no tine
in probing the safe which he knew had | ost what counted. |nstead, he wheel ed
instantly away fromthe open door, gripping its edge as he turned. At the sane
time, his flashlight extinguished itself as he thrust it beneath his cloak
bringing out an automatic to replace it.

Crouched in absol ute darkness The Shadow had a steel shield that he coul d
use to instant advantage. That buffer was the open door of the safe and The
Shadow was prepared to twist to either side of it, dependent on what sounds he
heard from el sewhere in the store. If The Mask hoped to spring a trap, he was
going to mss out, for at the slightest token of the crimnal's presence, The
Shadow coul d gain an intervening barricade.

No slinky sounds occurred, but if they had, The Shadow m ght not have
heard them The stentorian voice of W/X was drowning everything in its
voci ferous style.

Smart of The Mask to turn on Blauder's radio in the jeweler's own office
and | et Ron Meldor personally drown out any sounds of crime. It was certainly
a
case of reversing a spell-binder's clanor against himself, but how deep did
t he
process go?

Did The Mask actually expect that this would trick The Shadow?

The answer was "No."



If The Mask had | urked here with the stolen cash, counting upon the
radi o's sounds to help himspring a trap, be would have had his real
opportunity by this time, for he could have spotted the blinks of The Shadow s
flashlight.

It was far nore likely that The Mask had counted on the radio to cover
such sounds as a hasty getaway, should he be forced to nmake one. Since The
Shadow had seen no evidence of The Mask's earlier entry, it was likely that he
had gotten into the store through Blauder's office. It followed therefore that
he had taken the sanme route out.

That deci ded The Shadow s policy.

Swi ngi ng the safe door shut, The Shadow turned the dial; then, with |ong,
speedy strides, he reached the door of the office and opened it. A few nonents

later, his flashlight was flicking around a snall, square-shaped room
furni shed

in the shoddy style that Bl auder probably felt fitted the cheap front that
hel ped his illicit business.

There was a door in the far corner of the office. It was one step up and
it stood ajar, because it had a broken hasp with a padl ock dangling fromit.
The door couldn't quite close because of the treatnment it had been given from
t he ot her side.

The Mask had jimmied it. That could be why he'd turned on the radio, on
the possibility that nore noise woul d be necessary. But now The Shadow was
t hanki ng The Mask for that bit of foresight. Wth noise to cover his
departure,

The Mask might be taking his tinme; if so, The Shadow coul d overtake him

Noting a trifling light frombeyond the door crack, The Shadow
ext i ngui shed his flashlight. Opening the door, he peered up the stairs and saw
a lighted hallway at the top, evidently part of an apartment. Since the voice
of Ron Meldor was in full blare, The Shadow st epped back and gradually tuned
it

down.

"- And woul d you like to know where our friend the comm ssioner is
hol di ng
his secret conference?" Ml dor was saying. "Very well, | shall tell you, but

first let me state who has been invited there. Anong the guests are all the
victims of recent hol d-ups and robberies -"

The Shadow wasn't listening to what Ml dor's voice said, but soneone el se
was interested. Wth the gradual dw ndling of the tone, The Shadow coul d hear
creepi ng sounds al ong the hal l way above. Apparently The Mask had l|ingered as
The Shadow hoped. It was The Shadow this time who was furnishing the bait!

Why woul d The Mask return?

Perhaps this was actually a trap; or it might be that he wanted to |l earn
who had entered. In any case, it would be to The Shadow s advantage to bring
The Mask his way. The further The Mask cane, the better, so The Shadow eased
conpletely fromthe office and worked his way back to the rear curtains that
led to the store room

There, The Shadow waited, his keen ears barely catching the tone fromthe
dwi ndl ed radi o.

"- And in his conference, the comm ssioner has included certain persons
who m ght expect a visit fromthe notorious crimnal that the comm ssioner
refuses to believe can be his friend The Shadow -"

It was very feeble, not nmuch nore than an echo, that tone fromthe radio
in the office. The Shadow caught it, because be was listening for other sounds
as well. Slight creaks, very slight, fromthe general vicinity of the office,
seemed to chime with Ron's next flash of subdued information

"- And so, in keeping with his policy of |ocking the barn door too |ate,

t he conmi ssioner is review ng past evidence, with no real thought to the
future

The Shadow was peering between the curtains, his automatic nmuzzle



following the line of his eyes, which were guiding over toward the office
door.

It was then that the slightest of blinks caught his gaze and drew it

el sewhere

just as he heard a strangely famliar clang.

Wth that, the light suddenly increased, like a reflection fromsone
cavernous depth. It came fromin front of the very safe that The Shadow had so
recently opened. Again, the door of the safe was w de, indicating that The
Shadow s bait had far exceeded his expectations.

For in front of that opened safe, visible in the dull glare that he
hi nsel f provided, was a stooping man with a bandana handkerchi ef stretched
across his face. Amazing though it seemed, there was only one | ogical answer.

Tri cked by The Shadow, the crimnal called The Mask had returned to the
very safe that he had rifled!

CHAPTER | X

CREEPI NG out from between the curtains, The Shadow was novi ng through the
darkness in his usual swift but silent style. His gun nmuzzle seemed to probe
t he darkness straight ahead of him guiding toward that crouching figure,
prepared to lay itself upon The Mask's unprotected neck and therewith demand a
show down.

Even as he approached, The Shadow coul d see what The Mask was doi ng. From
a pocket, the man with the hidden face was producing small objects that The
Shadow coul d not see and was laying themw thin the door of the safe itself.
One of The Mask's hands was gl oved; the other was bare, but fromit dangled
t he
mate of the gl ove he wore.

Then, so quickly that the manoeuver thwarted The Shadow s approach, The
Mask swung to his feet, dropping the odd glove as he used his other hand to
slamthe safe shut, twirling the dial with the sane action. H's hand, com ng
around with the flashlight, threwits glare full upon The Shadow.

Until that nmonent, The Mask's actions had made sense. Now t hrough sone
curious whim the crimnal had sped his work and gained luck with it. He
couldn't logically have suspected The Shadow s approach, but there was no tine
to anal yze what was actually in his mnd. The Mask had spotted The Shadow and
wasn't surprised.

Thi ngs happened very fast.

Letting his flashlight fling in The Shadow s direction, The Mask nmade a
I ong dive into darkness past the safe, just as a .45 automatic punched its
flame in his direction. The Shadow didn't expect that shot to clip The Mask,
not under these hurried circunstances, but he did count upon other results.

A m ssed shot could be very hel pful by encouraging a return fire. The
right thing was to be in the wong place when such a stab came back, then to
use it as a target for a gunspurt that would really count. So if anything, The
Shadow s dive, off in an unexpected direction, outdid The Mask's.

In his dive, The Shadow struck a counter and with rare judgnent snashed
its glass with a swing of his automatic, at the same time taking a | onger
sideward dive away fromthat direction. He expected a shot to follow and he
waited for it as he landed silently in darkness.

What cane first was the subdued tone of the radio fromthe office:

"- And so this evening, the conmm ssioner is a guest in the swanky
pent house owned by Crei ghton Sl oane, at Riverview Gardens. You may recall that
M. Sl oane was one of the early victims of the current crinme wave -"

Per haps The Mask was intrigued by the subdued but sarcastic tone of Ron
Mel dor. At |east The Mask let the commentator get some weighty information
across the radio. Then, as if suddenly annoyed by his own del ay, The Mask | et
rip with gunfire; not just one shot, but three.

It wasn't the target that puzzled The Shadow. The Mask was shooting right



where he should have, toward the counter that The Shadow had purposely
smashed.

The unexpected lay in the source fromwhich those shots came. In the darkness,
The Mask had apparently done quite as well as The Shadow.

I nstead of blazing fromsomewhere in the store itself, the shots were
fired fromthe door of the office. To double back in that direction, The Mask
nmust have perfornmed a turnabout as clever as The Shadow s, perhaps nore!

Against the dimlight fromthe office, light supplied fromthat other
door
to the stairs, The Shadow caught just a nonmentary glinpse of the man who wore
t he bandana. Here, |uck seemed with The Shadow, for he was at the only angle
where he could have gained that view Wth his fire, The Mask gave the door a
sudden slamthat indicated full intention of a rapid flight.

At | east The Shadow coul d prove that he was faster than The Mask.

Along with the shots, The Shadow was starting toward the door. He didn't

shoot as he went - it would have neant too hasty aim He wanted to overtake
The

Mask, perhaps coaxing himto further wasted fire; then a settlement could be
satisfactorily arranged at closer range. But The Mask, to all indications, was

to prove hinmself a denon in the dark

The Shadow hadn't even reached the door, before two new shots stabbed and
this time they cane his way. The Mask coul dn't have chosen a better |ocation
fromwhich to resume negotiations. The shots were fired fromthe very corner
of
the jewelry counter that The Shadow had snmashed in the nmiddl e of a zig-zag
di ve!

A fast worker, The Mask.

Wth a speed that matched The Shadow s, The Mask had reversed the
situation al nost conpletely. H s one mistake was that of firing too soon
Maybe
he'd overesti mated The Shadow s speed, but if he'd held his fire a few nonents
| onger, The Shadow woul d have cone right into its path.

To stop short of the office door, The Shadow took a wild spin in the
dar kness, knocking over a small counter that bore an enpty cash register
Al ong
with the clatter of machinery, The Shadow fired a diving shot that he foll owed
with a long roll to a corner. The Mask stabbed back, his bullets com ng w de
and high. Three shots nore, all w de and high, while The Mask was on the nove.

In the darkness, The Mask was naking for another corner of the store and
The Shadow canme to his feet to follow. He heard a clatter and fired two shots
to probe the darkness. This tine The Shadow s ai mwas high, for the stab that
responded came fromthe floor itself. Hearing a sudden thud, The Shadow
reached
the corner and flung a flashlight on the spot where The Mask had been

The gl ow reveal ed a trap-door |eading to the basenent. The Mask had
dropped right through it, letting it fall behind him The Shadow w enched it
open as quickly as The Mask had closed it, but by then, the man with the
bandana was racing through, to the front of the cellar, flinging boxes to
bl ock
The Shadow s pat h.

Bef ore he coul d overtake the fugitive, The Shadow heard the runbl e of an
el evator and knew that The Mask was using it to reach the street. Since the
elevator itself would block the exit, there was only one natural course to
take. Up the | adder, back through the trap door, The Shadow cut through the
rear store roomand went out by the wi ndow that he had originally entered.

A terrific clangor acconpani ed The Shadow s race al ong the round-about
route. Somewhere during his flight, The Mask, must have set off the alarm
Bells were blaring fromBlauder's jewelry store, thoroughly stifling what was
| eft of the subdued broadcast from Stati on WX, which had about five mnutes
to



go, according to the big clock across the street.

Pol i ce sirens sounded froma few bl ocks away, indicating that the
pr eci nct
patrol was on the job despite the fact that the comm ssioner had not ordai ned
speci al precautions in this crime-1aden nei ghborhood. Dodgi ng trouble wasn't
difficult for The Shadow, but on this occasion he saw a chance to di sappear
fromcirculation as rapidly as The Mask

Loom ng only a block away was a perfect haven in the shape of the Hote
Al exandra. As he neared it, The Shadow whi pped of f his hat and cl oak, bundling
them neatly across his armto give the inpression of a light overcoat with a
hat brim peering frombeneath it. Then, approaching the hotel by a slightly
| onger route, The Shadow entered in the guise of the |leisurely M. Cranston.

A radio in the | obby was voicing the usual sound-off given by Ron Ml dor

"- And so good-night again to all ny listeners with the hope that their
support can help crush crinme. Do not be disturbed if tonorrow brings new word
that crime struck tonight, perhaps even during ny broadcast. Such is to be
expected until the police accept the facts | have stated. Wen the | aw awakes,
crinme will end.”

Passing the mauve curtains where he had net Margo the night before, the
casual M. Cranston gave a friendly nod to Barringham the dapper nan who
stayed in the | obby to make sure that no one disturbed the radi o broadcasts of
the faned Ron Mel dor. Blinking a nonment, Barringham recogni zed Cranston as a
friend of the police comm ssioner and abruptly returned the nod.

Ri ding up to the Al exandra Roof, Lanont Cranston let his thin Iips form
an
al nost inmperceptible smle, only a trifling relaxation of his inscrutable
expression. Crine had paid tonight, despite Cranston's other self, The Shadow.

How long it would continue to pay was anot her question. Perhaps The
Shadow
had | earned enough through his encounter with The Mask to put a crinp in
crine's
future dividends.

CHAPTER X

Rl VERVI EW GARDENS was the pretentious nane of an equally pretentious
series of apartment buil dings and nost pretentious of all was the superb
pent house occupi ed by one Creighton Sl oane, who had invited Conmi ssioner
Vst on
to hold his conference in these surroundings that were so adm rably renoved
from
i nterruption.

Under the head of interruptions, Weston had included Meldor's evening
broadcast, so no one was thinking in terns of the Voice of WX. The Hote
Al exandra was a good half hour's trip fromthese preserves and since Ron's
broadcast ended at half past ten, Weston felt sure he could carry on the
conference until eleven, even if Ron Meldor felt privileged to cone over and
crash the gate.

It was now quarter of eleven and Weston was sunmi ng up the evidence
agai nst The Mask.

"Do not be deceived by anything that Ron Meldor may tell you." Weston
gave
a carel ess, disdainful gesture toward the radi o which had been silent al
evening. "Crime is not so ranpant as he clains. W have traced it back and our
conclusion is that nearly all the recent robberies can be bl anmed upon one nan,
The Mask. | say The Mask" - Weston shot a defiant glare around the circle of a
dozen persons - "and not The Shadow, as Mel dor so inadvisedly clains."

Spreadi ng police reports upon a | arge mahogany table, Weston tallied them
wi th an opened map of Manhattan, which was nmarked with circles bearing dates.



"This was going on before Ml dor began his broadcasts," asserted Wston
"Sudden crimes in various sectors of the city, but all bearing the sane
synmptons, chiefly that of a |one worker." He swng to a man with a broad,
tall owy face. "You can testify to that, Sloane."

There was a nod from Crei ghton Sl oane as the penthouse owner placed a
heavy finger on a circle shown on the Manhattan map.

"It happened right there," boomed Sloane, in a deep tone. "Right in ny
Wall Street office. This fellow you call The Mask wal ked right in with a gun
and nmade ne hand over a fistful of securities. A big fistful, too, worth about
fifty thousand dollars."

"And he was nasked?" insisted Weston

"As near as | could see, he was," returned Sl oane, "but | was | ooking
chiefly at his gun.”

"But he dropped nothing that could give you any hint to his identity?"

"Not a thing." Sloane gave a grumble. "That seens to be a habit he's
acquired recently, commissioner. | don't even think I'd recognize the man if
he
wal ked in here right now wi thout his mask -

Sl oane broke off, because soneone was wal king in at that nmonment, a man

who

was havi ng sonething of an argument with one of Sloane's servants. The servant
was saying that the conference was not to be disturbed, but the visitor was
arguing that far fromdisturbing it, he bel onged here.

Weston stepped forward to nmeet the newconer and found hinself facing a
tall, long-faced individual whose chin had a peculiar thrust out fromhis
tuxedo collar. Sharp eyes scanned the comm ssioner from beneath heavy bl ack
brows and the man's narrow face suddenly broadened with a snile

"You're the police conmi ssioner, aren't you?"

Weston didn't like the oily tone, but he saw no reason to deny his
identity, so he nodded.

"I"'mWnslow Stanford," the tall man stated. "Here's ny card. | was down
at nmy office when | heard Ron Mel dor make his broadcast. First time | knew
about this get-together."

"You mean Mel dor stated publicly that we were neeting here?"

"That's right," acknow edged Stanford, "so | thought | ought to cone over
and tell you what little | know about The Shadow. "

"Do you mean The Shadow?" queried Weston, testily, "or The Mask?"

"Whoever it was that Mel dor was tal king about,"” returned Stanford,

indifferently. "All | knowis, |I've met him™"

"The Mask?"

"I'f that's what you call him yes. He came into my office a couple of
days
after he robbed M. Sloane here. Only | wouldn't say he was wearing a mask.
Looked nore to nme as if he just had his eyes hidden with a hat brim Ilike
this."

Stanford was wearing a soft dark hat, which he pulled down over his eyes
as he spoke. He | ooked straight at Sl oane, who stared sharply for a few
nonments, then shook his head.

"Your face still shows,'
at all."”

"How s this?"

Wth a forward thrust of his neck and an acconpanyi ng hunch of his
shoul ders, Stanford gave Sl oane another initation of The Mask. Sl oane nodded.

stated Sl oane. "You couldn't see The Mask's face

"That's better," he said. "Only you still don't have it. Now when
encount ered The Mask -"

"Enough of this!" interrupted Weston. "It is ten mnutes of eleven and we
may be hearing fromRon Meldor if he has the effrontery to cone here. But tel
me, Stanford" - the conm ssioner glanced at the card, then at the tall man -

"since you're a business pronoter, why should The Mask have tried to rob you?
What ki nd of val uabl es woul d you keep in your office?"



"Securities," replied Stanford, renoving his hat to reveal a bal dish
head.
"Good ones generally, but sonetimes bad. This fellow you call Shadow Mask
happened to pick an off day." Stanford paused to enjoy a brief chuckle. "He
caught ne right after |I'd been hooked with sonme very phoney oil stock, so
| et
himtake it. Now he's stuck with it instead of ne."

"Way didn't you report this to the police?" demanded Weston. "It m ght
have hel ped us trace The Mask."

St anford gave a shrug.

"I't wouldn't have been good for ny business,’

he returned. "Being a

promoter, |'m supposed to be smart. | didn't want it to get around that 1'd
been trinmred in an oil deal. Only when | heard Meldor talk tonight, | realized
it was time | told what little | knew. Besides, | wasn't getting anywhere with

ny own plan."

"Your own plan?"

"Yes, |ooking for the crook who robbed ne. | think I'd know himif | saw
hi m again. Say!" Stanford showed sudden interest in the exhibits that were
lying on Sloane's table. "Maybe |'ve been doing better than | thought!"

The exhi bits consisted of the various itens that had been acquired
followi ng The Mask's nore recent crinmes. Instantly, Stanford began to classify
themin no uncertain terns.

"So the crook snokes Tall eyrands!" exclaimed the |lean pronoter. "That's
what | thought - after | picked up this."

From hi s pocket, Stanford produced an enpty cigarette box, rather the
worse for wear, and handed it to the conm ssioner

"It was lying near the el evator outside my office." explained Stanford,
"the night the fell ow robbed me. Look what's inside it, conmi ssioner."

West on | ooked and found a used match pack bearing the name of the C ub
Bagat el | e.

"That's where | went first," continued Stanford. "I watched everybody who
cane into the place. | finally saw a chap who | ooked like the one | was after
What's nmore, he nmust have recognized nme, for he left the place by the side
door. So do you know what | did?"

Stanford paused, raised his head and gave one of his satisfied chuckles.

"The girl wasn't in the cloak roomwhen | left,"” continued Stanford,
answering his own question. "So | picked up the fellow s hat and brought it
along with ne."

"That accounts for the hat-check that The Mask dropped during a robbery!"
excl ai med Weston, pointing to the itemin question. Then, eagerly: "But tel
me, Stanford, what did you do with the hat itself?"

Stanford didn't bother to chuckle a reply. For answer he displayed the

hat
that he himself had been wearing and tossed it to Weston

"There it is, comm ssioner," he declared. "I've been wearing it myself
ever since, just as a souvenir of the occasion, rather hoping |I'd neet the man
who really owns it, so he could try to claimit."

Looki ng through the hat, Weston hoped to find initials init, but there
were none. Wiat he did find was the | abel of the store that had sold it and
that was a clue in itself. A nonment |ater, Wston was pouncing on the glove
that The Mask had dropped on anot her occasion. The button of the glove was
stanped with the name of the sane clothing store.

"We're getting somewhere now " asserted Weston. "After we check at the
store where these were bought, we'll know the nane of the man we're after.”

"Sorry, conmissioner, but you won't." Stanford shook his head. "I've
al ready shown them the hat and asked them whose it was. They didn't know. They
sell a lot of hats at that store, conm ssioner, and probably a | ot of gloves."

"At |east we have this to go on." Wston picked up the match pack found
at
Howl and' s, the one fromthe Cafe Diavolo. "This is the |atest place that The



Mask used as a hang-out. Perhaps they'll renenber him"

"I don't think so, comm ssioner," declared the thorough M. Stanford. "As
soon as Ron Mel dor began tal ki ng about crimes happening, in the vicinity of
t he

Hotel Al exandra, | |ooked around that nei ghborhood to see what | could find."
"Did you look in at the Cafe D avol 0?"
"Yes. It was the nearest thing to the Cub Bagatelle. | even bought

Tal | eyrands and asked who el se had been buying them"

"Did they know?"

"They'd sold sone, but they didn't recall any particular customer who
preferred them No, commi ssioner, |I'mafraid you'll still have to start from
scratch.”

It was Sl oane who didn't agree with Stanford's verdict. Thrusting hinself
forward, the millionaire denmanded:

"Why don't you describe The Mask for us, Stanford? You saw him at the
C ub
Bagat el | e because the evidence proves it. So what did he | ook |ike?"

Stroking his long chin, Stanford found words inadequate. Wile he was
trying to recall a nental image, Sloane gave anot her suggestion.

"Look around," booned the mllionaire. "Maybe sone of the faces here
woul d
have a slight resenblance to the one you saw. How about it, Stanford?"

Looking slowy fromface to face, Stanford kept slowy shaking his bead
until his eyes reached the door. There his gaze becanme steady and his sharp
eyes w dened. Some newconers had just entered the penthouse and it was upon
one
of themthat Stanford' s eyes had centered.

"There!" exclained Stanford. "Wy, there's a nan who al nost fits the
description. So closely" - he paused apologetically - "but I'mforgetting
nmysel f. This gentleman couldn't possibly be the man the lawis after.”

Stanford's final words were addressed to Sloane as though Stanford took
it
that the new arrival was a regular visitor here. But Sloane's waxen face
showed
no recognition other than a passing sort. The man to whom Stanford shoul d have
spoken was Commi ssi oner Ral ph Weston, for be knew this newconer well.

| ndeed, Weston's own face was a conposite study of doubt, chagrin and a
dash of amazement. The nman upon whom W nsl ow St anford had conferred the
di stinct dishonor of resenbling a notorious crimnal, was none other than
Weston's nost trusted friend, Lanont Cranston!

CHAPTER Xl

IN his usual inpassive way, Cranston brushed off Stanford's brief
i npeachnment. In fact, Cranston's two conpani ons, Margo Lane and C yde Burke,
were swept with conplete admration at the sangfroid he displ ayed.

Maybe it was just courtesy on Stanford's part to w thdraw what had
amounted to a direct accusation; if so, the average man woul d have boil ed at
the indictment and thereby forced the issue to be resuned. But Cranston was
anyt hi ng but average. \When anyone ninced words with him Cranston always took
themat the word which best suited him

"Sorry," he said blandly, "but we nust be tal ki ng about two ot her people.
Never having met, | suppose that is the only answer."

Cranston was extending a cordial hand to Stanford as he spoke; but at the
same time, Cranston's glance toward the exhibit table proved that he had
arrived in time to |l earn what was going on. The clock in the penthouse |iving
room now regi stered five mnutes after el even, showi ng that Cranston had found
time to make the half hour trip fromthe Hotel Al exandra.

It happened that Cranston had left there shortly after ten thirty,



i medi ately upon reaching the Al exandra Roof where he had contacted Margo and
asked her to cone along. They had net Cyde arriving at the hotel wth
startling news of new crine in the nei ghborhood, but Cranston had suggested
that the reporter keep it for Comm ssioner Wston

At this noment, though, neither Margo nor Cyde were thinking in termnms of
t he Bl auder robbery. Just inside the doorway of Sloane's living room they
wer e
undertoni ng comrents of the monent.

"Tal ki ng about two other people," remarked Margo. "Did you get that,
d yde?"

"I got it, Margo," acknow edged Clyde. "I can guess who he meant by those
two ot her people."

"The Shadow and The Mask -"

"That's right. Only it went over the heads of this crowd, including the
conmi ssi oner . "

"Trust Lanmont to drop home a subtle one like that."

"It's passing the subtle stage, though.” Cyde's tone was a bit grim "If
t hey keep bouncing this business of The Mask back on The Shadow -"

Mar go nudged C yde by way of interruption. Cranston, after a brief hobnob
with Weston, was turning in their direction. And then:

"As | was saying, conm ssioner," declained Cranston, "M ss Lane and
wer e
at the Al exandra Roof, expecting to attend the usual reception that Ron Ml dor
gives after his broadcast. You renenber, we nmet you there before -"

Weston filled Cranston's pause with a dour nod.

"But when we heard the broadcast - they always have it at the Al exandra
Roof - we learned that you were over here.

"And so" - Cranston gave a polite nod - "we took the liberty of coning
over."

"Cet that," sidevoiced Cyde to Margo. "Wien we heard the broadcast. That
doesn't nmean just you, Margo!"

"I know," nodded Margo. "Lanmont mentioned that while we were com ng out
of
the elevator."”

"But how did he know t he broadcast was being heard on the Roof. Did you
tell me?"

"He caught the last spasmof it. You know, where Ron Ml dor winds up with
a great shout and the announcer takes over."

"So that's how he knew -"

Anot her nudge interrupted Cyde. Margo was telling himthat he was due
for
alittle speech of his own.

"And as we were getting into our cab, comm ssioner,"” Cranston was sayi ng,
"who shoul d come along but Burke. 1'd alnost forgotten him it's been so |ong
since | have seen him You know Burke, don't you - Burke of the O assic?"

West on knew Bur ke alright and practically snarled the fact. The
conmi ssi oner had seen the front page photograph in this day's O assic, the
pi cture which the newspaper had termed a ' conposograph' and he had a good idea
that Cyde's face had been the one under the tilted hat. So Wston gave a
testy
nod whi ch indicated that having renenbered Cyde and admitted it, he didn't
care
to have the acquai ntance resumed for another seven years or so. But Cranston
wasn't so inclined.

"Burke was on a special assignment tonight," remarked Cranston. "He wants
to tell you about it." Then, halting a gesture which signified for Cyde to

begi n, Cranston added: "By the way, comm ssioner, | would have been here
tonight if you had told me how i nportant the nmeeting was."
"I did tell you, Cranston," returned Weston. "I said that all the victins

of The Mask woul d be present.”



"But | understood you to mean just past victins - not future."

"What do you nean?"

Weston' s denand was al nbst savage, a protest against by-play. In the
bri ef
pause, ©Margo whi spered the query to C yde:

"Just what does Lanont nean?"

"Plenty." Clyde was counting the persons present. "I think he's playing a
| ong shot that is going to cone honme. Wait for the pay-off, Margo."

Cranston was speaking again, as he gestured to the group that half-filled
Sl oane's living room

"There are too nany people here," explained Cranston. "Mre people, |
bel i eve, than The Mask has robbed."

"Certainly," returned Weston. "Since The Mask has been confining his
activities to the nei ghborhood around the Hotel Al exandra, | thought it a good
idea to invite sone business nen fromthat section.”

"You nmean busi ness men who m ght expect trouble from The Mask."

"Of course. Wo el se?"

"Then we agree, conmissioner." Calnmy, Cranston inserted a cigarette in
his hol der, letting everyone see without a statenent of the fact, that he
didn't snoke cork-tipped Talleyrands. "Wen | said future victins, | neant -

Jangling bells were interrupting. The penthouse had two tel ephones and
both were ringing at once. Sloane was answering one, his servant was taking
t he
other. Both calls were for the comni ssioner and Weston, anxious to get back to
his discussion with Cranston, tried to speed things by handling both calls at
once. His ears clanped between the receiving end of the two hand-tel ephones,
Weston gave a hello that did for both nout hpi eces.

VWhat cane back electrified him The conmi ssioner |ooked as jarred as if

he

had received a doubl e-short circuit. He couldn't find words to answer the
two-way barrage that poured into his ears. From one receiver canme the voice of
I nspect or Joe Cardona, fromthe other, that of the comentator, Ron Ml dor

Down went the tel ephones, mssing their hooks, a detail which Sl oane and
his servant rectified. Then

"There's been anot her robbery,
corner fromthe Hotel Al exandra."

A sal |l owfaced man bobbed out of the general group that flanked the room
H s face | ooked nore than scared; it was actually hunted.

"No, no!" he exclainmed. "Don't say that, conm ssioner - don't tell nme -

Cranston obliged with a calminterruption

"I's your name Felix Bl auder?"

The sal |l ow man gave a qui ck, worried nod.

"You own a jewelry store near the Hotel Al exandra?"

"That's right." Blauder tried to calmhinself, by tightening his lips.
"I"'ma bit worried - over sone nobney - over a pay-roll -"

Cranston's smile was slight but it made Bl auder recoil. Blauder's
afterthought, that 'pay-roll' gag, didn't quite wash with Cranston. The year's
wages of the few clerks who were underpaid by Bl auder woul dn't be enough to
bot her the man whose real racket was fencing jewelry. Blauder knew it and
shi ed
from Cranston's silent inmpeachnent, only to wonder if Cranston really knew.

Cranston had a way of maki ng peopl e wonder what he knew and how much of
it. Hs smle was gone so suddenly that Blauder couldn't have sworn that he
ever sawit. Turning to Cyde, Cranston said inpassively:

"Then you tell him Burke."

"It's tough luck, M. Blauder," declared Cyde, "but sonebody cracked

began the commi ssioner. "R ght around the

into
that store of yours and got away before the police could grab him It happened
just alittle before ten thirty, while Meldor was still on the air. The

bur gl ar



alarmwent off so loud you could hear it for a block -

There wasn't any use in telling Blauder any nore. The sall ow man had done
a conplete collapse into the arns of Stanford, who was standing by. Wth a
glance at crime's latest victim Conmm ssioner Weston took over in brisk style.

"You're right, Burke," the conmm ssioner declared. "You have just reported
what Cardona and Mel dor were both telling nme. We'd better go over there and
see
what we can |l earn. Maybe this tine we can pick up better evidence leading to -
The Mask. "

It was obvious fromhis hesitation in stating the name of The Mask, that
Weston's own doubts were growing to a point where he could no | onger
rationalize them Lanmont Cranston caught the reason for the pause which told
too plainly what was in Weston's m nd.

The police comm ssioner mght very well have omtted mention of The Mask
and cal | ed hi m The Shadow i nst ead!

CHAPTER Xl

| NSPECTOR CARDONA strode across the lighted floor of Blauder's Jewelry
Store and turned to a silent audi ence. Cardona was conpl eting what he ternmed a
reconstruction of the case, a process that Conm ssioner Wston invariably
approved.

How rmuch the others approved it, Cardona didn't know, and to sone extent
he didn't care.

As usual, Lanmont Cranston wore a maskli ke expression that showed no
favors
ei ther way. Cardona wasn't bothered, because he |iked people to be
i nscrut abl e;
in fact, though he didn't know it, Joe had gained nuch of his own manner from
Cranston. As for Margo Lane, she always seened interested in a sumary of
crinme.

It was sometinmes tough-going with Cyde Burke. He was like all reporters,
hard to please. So Cardona wote himoff as doubtful and took a |ook at the
other two nen present. One was Wnsl ow Stanford who had cone here with the
conmi ssioner and his |l ong face had a skeptical expression that rather annoyed
Cardona. The other was Ron Meldor, a bad bargain to begin with, and likely to
prove even worse

Arms fol ded, Meldor was | eaning back with his chin high, his eyes |ooking
downward. The pose took away his usual gaunt appearance and actually made him
| ook imposing, though Cardona didn't care to admt it. Like Stanford, Mel dor
seened to have the attitude that he expected no results from Cardona's
sunmary,
but there was a certain difference in the conparative attitudes of the two.

VWereas Stanford was nmerely a skeptic, Meldor was a pronounced critic.
Stanford woul d keep his opinions to hinself; Ml dor would broadcast themto an
eager and opinionated public. Hence of the two, Cardona disliked Ml dor the
nmore. Still, there was nothing to do but proceed with the sumary of crine.

"The Mask cane in fromthe roof," began Joe, with an upward gesture.
"That's pl ain enough, because we found a trap-door jimmed upstairs. He cane
down here and opened the safe; then sonmebody interrupted him"

Staring straight at Meldor as he spoke, Cardona saw a | ook of query in
t he
commentator's eyes. Joe waited for the question and it came. Ml dor sinmply
asked:

"Are you sure?"

"Look around if you don't believe ne," retorted Cardona. "\Wat's that
show case doi ng busted? Wiy was the padl ock knocked off the door of the
si dewal k el evator out front? A burglar wouldn't have to find two ways into a
pl ace, would he?"



"He m ght have nade it | ook that way," observed Mel dor, "just to confuse
you, inspector, if you aren't confused already."

"l suppose The Mask got confused," snapped Cardona. "That's why he
started
br eaki ng show cases and shooting at hinself. \What was he doi ng, seeing things
in
t he shadows?"

Cardona shoul dn't have used that final phrase. It brought a cutting sneer
from Mel dor.

"Why not just say The Shadow?" queried Meldor. "That's what |'mgoing to
say in tonorrow s broadcast, inspector. The Shadow turned to crinme and is at
it
again - alone."

"Al one?" demanded Cardona. "Then what do you make of all this nmess? If
The
Shadow canme here - and naybe he did - it was because he was after The Mask."

"Or wanted it to look as though he nmet The Mask," supplied Meldor. "Have
you t hought of that, inspector? Renmenber, | have denounced The Shadow in ny
broadcasts; tonight nmy statements were particularly pointed. It is tine that
The Shadow, nore than anyone el se, should begin to create the general illusion
that there is soneone else, a crimnal rival, termed The Mask."

Cardona turned an appealing | ook toward Weston and was practically
staggered by the cold stare that the conm ssioner returned. Despite hinself,
Cardona was forced to the conviction that Mel dor was beginning to sell Wston
along with the rest of the public. Hopefully, Cardona swng to Cranston, only
to find himas inpassive as ever.

It was then that Cardona suddenly found a friend, a nbst unexpected one.

W nsl ow Stanford stepped suddenly to the fore

He did it in his usual fashion, did Stanford, with a forward thrust of
hi s
I ong neck, plus the bald head that gave hi mthe nanner of an eagle, thought it
could have unkindly been likened to a vulture's style. The criticismthat
Stanford offered was directed at Meldor, nuch to Cardona's relief.

"As one of your ardent followers and admrers," began Stanford, "in other
words, a menber of your great |istening audience -"
"Never mind that," interrupted Meldor. "Get to the point, Standish."

"Stanford is the nane. Now if we knew each other better -"

"I"'msorry." Meldor was becom ng testy. "My work demands too nuch of ny
time to allow for new friends" - he jabbed a sharp | ook at Stanford - "or mnere
acquai nt ances. "

Stanford snorted

"Too bad you don't broadcast from a regul ar studio,
woul d
be there every evening, Ml dor, to hang on your words and listen in conplete
admiration."”

"That's just why | insist upon privacy," retorted Meldor. "My work is to
reach the public at large, not a small group of curiosity seekers who have
enough drag to pick up tickets to a free show. "

Conmi ssi oner Weston decided to interrupt the budding argunment. He did it,
as sharply as the disputants.

"You're getting away fromthe point, both of you," snapped Weston. "If

he remarked. "I

you
have anything to say, please say it, and be done.™

Cardona was about to agree with Weston when he noted Cranston. Though his
face hadn't changed, Cranston's eyes were busy. They were taking in every
shade
and flurry in this unexpected feud between the all-inmportant Ron Ml dor and
t he
nmer e nobody, Wnslow Stanford. If Cranston found it interesting, Cardona
decided that it must be, even though he didn't know why.



So Joe Cardona remai ned silent and wat ched what happened. The result was
rather curious.

It wasn't good policy for Ron Meldor to accept abrupt orders from
Conmi ssi oner Weston without some display of self-inportance, so Ron did the
expected. He sinply folded his arms and went silent, retaining a snug snmle on
his uptilted face. Stanford, on the contrary, becane apol ogetic, profusely so
to Weston; then, as an afterthought, he becane polite toward Ron

"No harm nmeant, Meldor," said Stanford, suavely. "You're right and |I'm

wrong. You know your business but maybe | don't know mine" - he sniled a bit
hopel essly - "what little business, | still have. Since we can't snoke a pipe
of peace" - Stanford reached in his pocket - "let's have a coupl e of
cigarettes

instead. "

Mel dor shook his head as Stanford proffered a cigarette box.
Nevert hel ess,
the idea of a snmoke pleased himso Mel dor reached into his pocket for one of
hi s
customary cigars, only to stop short, staring at the cigarette box in
Stanford's
hand.

"Go ahead, Meldor, say it," chuckled Stanford. "Talleyrands with cork
tips; they're the kind I prefer.™

There was a quick dart from Ron's sharp eyes.

"The sane kind The Shadow snokes!"

"That's right," agreed Stanford. "The Shadow s brand, or The Mask's - out
of deference to Conmi ssioner Weston. Maybe he's right in thinking there is
soneone cal |l ed The Mask."

Ron's eyes continued their quick darts from Stanford's face to the
cigarette box. Carelessly, Stanford took a cigarette and lighted it; then gave
a gesture toward Weston

"The conmi ssioner will tell you why |I snoke them" remarked Stanford.
"I"ve been on the trail of Shadow Mask - or both of him Thought it best to
inquire for his - or their brand - wherever | went, which included the Cafe
Di avol o.

"I"'mtelling you this, Meldor, just to prove that it's not a smart idea
to
depend too rmuch on circunstantial evidence, |like the kind found here tonight."

Mel dor's lips tightened in restraining fashion. Holding back a verbal
out burst, he sinply said:

"That is just what | was telling Inspector Cardona. Al this evidence of
a
gunfight could have been franed."

"And so could that stuff." Stanford gestured to sone itens that were
lying
on the broken counter. Turning to Cardona, he added: "They were found in
Bl auder's safe, weren't they?"

"That's right," affirmed Cardona. "The other glove belonging to The Mask,
anot her stunp of a Talleyrand cigarette - and this."

Cardona picked up the thing he called "this." It was a ten-trip
conmut ati on ticket between New York and a place called M dhaven, with eight of
its trips punched.

"It's a good lead," argued Cardona. "It might have fallen out of The
Mask's vest pocket."

"Or The Shadow s," put in Meldor.

"Or mne," added Stanford, "if | carried one in my vest pocket, which
don't. You see" - he drew a wallet fromhis pocket - "I happen to live in
M dhaven; that is, | go out there week-ends. Only | carry mnmy ten-tripper
here.”

Wth that, Stanford displayed his ten-trip comutation under the
celluloid



conpartnent in his wallet. Again turning to the rather astoni shed Cardona,
Stanford inquired

"Find any fingerprints on that one, inspector?"

Stanford was gesturing to the comrutation ticket found in Bl auder's safe,
while putting his own away. He received a head-shake from Cardona

"Too bad," said Stanford. "I guess whoever owned it wears gloves, I|ike
do." From his coat pocket, Stanford produced a pair of worn kid gloves and
slid
them on his hands. "I always wear gloves" - Stanford smled around the group -
"and | haven't lost a pair in years. In fact, | don't think I'd ever drop them
one by one.

"Funny that | wear gloves but not a hat?" Stanford put a note of query in
his tone, then turned to Weston. "Except of course the hat that | picked up at
the Cub Bagatelle, and turned over to you, tonight. Maybe a hat woul d be
hel pful with this thin hair of mine."

Stanford paused, to give his baldish head a reflective stroke with the
tips of his gloved fingers. Then:

"But that's just why I won't wear a hat," he added. "I don't want to |ose
what hair | still have. Ask any barber; he'll give you the sanme advice."

This last could have been meant directly for Comm ssioner Weston, whose
own hair was by no neans too plentiful. Wth that parting touch, Stanford
bowed
a good-night and strolled fromthe jewelry store. Wether or not he was bound
for M dhaven, he didn't say, though he probably still had tine to catch the
last train.

Ron Mel dor gave a shrug as though Stanford's arguments hadn't
particul arly
i mpressed him At |ast he nuttered sonething about "coincidence" and stal ked
out
in his nost inportant style. Wen Weston asked if Cardona had gathered all the
evi dence, the inspector nodded, so the rest of the group left too.

On the front sidewal k, Lamont Cranston pointed out sonething to Margo
Lane. The somet hing was the door of the sidewal k el evator, quite intact,
except
that a broken padl ock lay beside it.

"Notice it, Mrgo"

"Noti ce what?"

"That only the padlock is broken," replied Cranston, "with no damage to
the hasps or staples - nor to those rather flimsy door hinges."

"But what does that nean?"

"Ask Burke," returned Cranston, gesturing to Clyde, who had paused beside
them "Hi s reporter's eye should find the answer."

"It 1 ooks as though the padl ock had been broken beforehand,"” anal yzed
Cyde, "nmore as a neans of entry than an exit."

"That's right" acqui esced Cranston. "To cone out, The Mask woul d have
sinmply had to use the elevator and let it rip the works with its own power.
Only don't nmention it in your story, Burke."

"I get it!" exclainmed Margo. She had no need to restrain her tone, for
West on and Cardona had wal ked well ahead. "This probably was the way The Mask
really entered!"

"It could have been, Margo."

"Then there were two persons in the store tonight -

As Margo paused, Cranston acknow edged her statement with a cal m but
expressive nod, as though his mnd had roved into the past to piece details
founded on keen recollections.

VWhat Cranston then said was cryptic, nore fraught with meaning than his
i steners supposed.

"That's right," affirmed Cranston. "The Shadow and The Mask - both of
them™



CHAPTER XI I'|

THEY sat in the Cafe Diavol o eating beef and ki dney pie which was the
specialty of the house. Though they had met often and under nany
ci rcunst ances,
it was the first time that they had ever nmet to discuss crime over a dinner
tabl e: Inspector Joe Cardona and Lanont Cranston, friend of the police
conmi ssi oner.

"This is kind of irregular," said Cardona, uneasily. "You and the
conmi ssi oner ought to be eating together at the Cobalt C ub, with himasking
your advice, and ne listening in."

"The conmi ssioner doesn't need ny advice," reninded Cranston. "He seens

to
have forned his own opinions."

"Where The Shadow i s concerned, yes," admtted Cardona. "The conm ssioner
is beginning to think he's turned phony, because of all that stuff planted on
Stanford. "

"It was rather strong," conceded Cranston, "but it still doesn't point to
The Shadow. | would prefer to blane The Mask, with certain reservations."

Cardona's face bri ght ened.

"You still think there's sonmebody called the Mask?"

Cranst on nodded.

"Alright," inquired Joe. "How do you deduce it?"

"I don't," replied Cranston. "Tell me, Cardona, did you ever use
deducti on
to prove that The Shadow exi st ed?

"Of course."

Cranst on shook his head.

"You never did," he stated. "Deduction is the process of reasoning from
generalities to particulars. For instance, if you knew The Shadow existed to
begin with, you woul d have a generality. You could then deduce The Shadow s
presence by particulars; such as his voice, his quick way with a gun, his
habi t
of wearing cloak and hat. That woul d be deduction.”

Car dona under st ood and nodded.

"But your experience of The Shadow has been in reverse," continued
Cranston. "You've heard his voice, you ve seen himin action. In fact, you
probably have a whol e catal og of particulars that concern The Shadow. "

"l have," acknow edged Cardona. "A big catalog."

"Conposed entirely of particulars,” rem nded Cranston, "from which you
have fornmed the generality that The Shadow is an actual person."

"And | thought deduction was the smartest thing in crime detection!”
expressed Cardona. "This process you're tal king about has it |icked seven
ways.

What do you call it?"

"The correct termis induction,” replied Cranston, "only it isn't new.
I nductive reasoning isn't quite as obvious as the deductive process, that's
all.”

Leani ng across the table, Cardona spoke confidentially between two
nmunches
of pie.

"I"1l bet The Shadow has been using the inductive systemall along when
he
cracks crinmes. That's why he's always so far ahead.™

Cranston sniled, a bit grimy, but his expression wasn't noticeable in

t he
dimlight of the cafe. He couldn't concede that The Shadow was very far ahead,
as the score now stood. But The Shadow s cause still had healthy

possibilities,



partly dependi ng upon the cooperation of I|nspector Cardona.

"Suppose we apply the inductive process to The Mask," suggested Cranston.
"To do so, we nmust begin with definite particulars, not chance evidence,
whet her genui ne or planted."

"Li ke cigarette butts," nodded Cardona. "Talleyrands with cork tips, for
i nstance. "

"Exactly."

Cranston beckoned to a waiter and called for cigarettes, mentioning that
he wanted the usual brand. The waiter arrived with a pack of Talleyrand Corks,
whi ch rather startled Cardona, until Cranston comented with a snile

"Deduction again, inspector. You are thinking that if The Mask snopkes

this
brand, | might be The Mask."
"Well - yes. | could think it."
"Take it fromthe inductive standpoint. | order a pack of Talleyrands;

that is a particular. Therefore, the generality is this: Mre people prefer
t he
brand t han you supposed.”

"That's right," said Cardona with a grin, "but if you snoke Tall eyrands

"Only you're still deductive," interrupted Cranston. "Because | buy a
pack, you think | smoke them To be inductive, consider other possibilities.
Maybe |' m buyi ng them for soneone el se.™

"I didn't think of that."

"But it happens to be the right answer. Margo |ikes these cigarettes.
They
don't sell them at the Al exandra Roof, where |I'm nmeeting her tonight. But they
sell them here, so |I'm buying a pack now. "

Cardona decided to take notes. He was getting |l essons that he hadn't read
i n any book. Sight of Cardona's note book inspired Cranston to resune his
i nducti ons regardi ng The Mask

"Put this down," stated Cranston. "W know that a certain crimnal is at
| arge who operates swiftly and efficiently, always hiding his identity."

"Cood, " nodded Cardona. "That's The Mask."

"We call him The Mask because his face is hidden," agreed Cranston. "Yet
none of his victinms" - Cranston stressed the word "victins" - "seens to be
sure
that he is actually masked. There we have a particular; that if masked, he
hi des
the fact. What is the generality?"

"That he doesn't want the mask to be seen -
"And therefore?"

"Well, therefore, he mght be m staken for sonebody who conceals his face
sn't masked."

"And who woul d that be?"

"The Shadow "

Cardona' s excl amation brought a nod from Cranston. The ace inspector was
nmoving right along in his new process of crinme anal ysis.

"The Mask wants us to deduce that The Shadow has turned to crine,”
specified Cranston. "lnstead, we induce that The Mask wants us to think that
The Shadow has turned to crine. W' ve stopped The Mask on that point. What
next ?"

"Thi s busi ness of The Mask confining hinself to one area,"” declared
Cardona. "He didn't begin it until Ron Meldor started cracking down on him It
| ooks like he's gunning for Meldor."

"Deduction again," remarked Cranston. "Inductively | would say that The
Mask has anot her reason.”

Cranston's eyes were steady across the table as though trying to drive
hone an unspoken thought. Cardona didn't catch it, because he was busily
t hunbi ng t hrough his note book. Though his trend was still toward the

but



deductive, Cardona cane up with sone inportant facts.

"The Mask is a fast worker," argued Joe. "So | figured he m ght be
findi ng
his jobs soft. Take How and for instance. A lot of smart guys night have
spotted
that combination of his wall safe and passed it along."

Cranston's eyebrows 1ifted.

"Howl and was m xed up with the bl ack market," expl ai ned Cardona. "The
dope
just cane in fromthe F.B.I.; they said this charity stuff he handl es may be a
blind."

"Most interesting." Cranston's tone showed that he meant it. Then: "Did
you follow that |ead with Bl auder?"

"I did," declared Cardona, "and he's not a nice boy either. He's been
fencing stolen gens."

Al t hough he knew t he fact al ready, Cranston waited, confident that he
woul d hear nore. Cardona's nmanner proved that he had dug up sonething very
pot ent .

"There's a guy called N cky Shanber," confided Cardona. "A snoothie who
wor ks around ganbling clubs switching in topped dice. He's been seen around
Bl auder's and he's just the guy who could find ways to unload the hot ice."

"And know when there was plenty of cash in Blauder's safe, because he was
instrumental in putting it there -"

"That's it. We're out to find Nicky if we can." Cardona thunbed through a
few nore pages of his notebook. "He has been hangi ng around the better spots,
lately. For instance, the Al exandra Roof Garden. Funny isn't it, N cky com ng
to the hotel where Ron Meldor spills those broadcasts denouncing crine? That's
somet hing Smarty Mel dor hasn't wised to yet!"

Cranston accepted Cardona's finding silently, so Joe added nore details:

"W've got to go easy with N cky, though. He's dangerous in a pinch. Says
no coppers will ever grab himalive and once he pretty near proved it. He was
junping in front of a subway train when we were after himfor a purse snatch
only about six peopl e haul ed hi mback."

To conplete his summary of N cky, Cardona produced a rogues' gallery
phot o
t aken when the crook had served time. Cranston recogni zed the picture as one
that he had studied in his own collection, or rather The Shadow s.

"Anyway, " concl uded Cardona. "How and's and Bl auder's were a coupl e of
ni ce knock-offs in this nei ghborhood so maybe that's why The Mask handl ed
t hem
Only we're not taking any chances any |onger. The conm ssioner has quarantined
this sector wthout saying so."

By "quarantined" Cardona meant that a police cordon had been thrown
ar ound
this area, ready to close in at an instant's notice. Patrol cars would be
waiting in unsuspected spots to pick up any trail that could not be bl ocked
of f. At every corner surrounding the quarantined district, plain clothes nen
were al ready taking tabs on everybody who came in and out of crime's stanping
ground.

It was time for Inspector Cardona to go on duty as head-man of the show,
so he politely suggested that they | eave the Cafe Diavolo. Cranston was
agreeabl e and when they reached the street, Cardona added anot her item of
i nformati on.

"The conmi ssioner is going to be at the Al exandra Roof," stated Joe.
"You'll probably see hi mwhen you neet Mss Lane there. So don't be surprised

"On the contrary, | will be surprised,” interposed Cranston, as he shook
hands with the inspector. "Then | can let himtell ne personally about the
quarantine. | wouldn't want himto think that someone el se had told ne."

Cardona gave an appreciative nod and they parted in front of the Cafe



Di avol 0. Cardona was on his way to nake the rounds of the cordon, whereas
Cranston was scheduled for a mld evening at the Al exandra Roof.

At least it |ooked that way.

And since Cranston was within the cordon, The Shadow was there al so.
Shoul d crinme deal a new stroke tonight, The Shadow could neet it ahead of the
police. There was just one npot question

What about The Mask?

I f that unknown crimnal also happened to be within this area, there
woul d
be a good chance of ending his unruly career. Wth the police at hand in

pl enty
it mght be possible to expose The Mask at | ast.
Cranston's | ow whi spered | augh was hopeful. It neant The Shadow woul d be

wat ching for The Mask to fare forth on another thrust of crine.

CHAPTER XI 'V

NINE forty-five.

In the ornate | obby of the Hotel Al exandra, Conm ssioner Wston was
actual ly shaking hands with the man he didn't like, Ron Meldor. It was quite a
surprise for Ron, but he accepted it graciously, until a sudden notion struck
hi m

"This isn't a truce, conm ssioner," declared Ron, frankly. "I'mgoing to
broadcast exactly as | choose tonight, the sane as usual ."

"OfF course, of course," agreed Weston. "I'll be listening up in the roof
garden and |I'Il attend your reception later. That is, if I"'minvited."

"I't's always open house," assured Ron. "So |I'l|l be expecting you, unless
somet hing | say offends you."

"I don't think it will," returned Weston. "You see, Meldor, we are

becom ng of one mnd."

"On the question of The Shadow?"

"Precisely. | think you may be right, Meldor. Find The Shadow and we wil |
probably find The Mask."

It was neatly put for Weston, who was usually nore brusque than subtle.
He
was al l owi ng that Ron Mel dor m ght be right about The Shadow turning to crine,
but at the sane tine, the comm ssioner was hol ding certain reservations.
However, Ron felt that Weston had conceded enough for the present and he gave
an approvi ng nod.

Then, turning to the dapper man with the little rmustache, who so
frequently acconpani ed him Ron ordered:

"Bring ny portfolio, Barringham W shall acconpany the conmi ssioner in

the elevator, as far as the eleventh floor. And renmenber, Barringhan - Ron
gestured toward the mauve curtains of the reception roomthat flanked the
| obby

"I want you to stay down here until the broadcast ends. | know you woul d
li ke

to |l eave early, but you nust wait that long at |east."

Barri ngham nodded as he picked up the portfolio which was a large, flat
affair with a handle. The three nen entered the elevator and the door closed.

It was then that Margo Lane stepped from behind the mauve curtains, where
she had been listening to the conversation. Margo was literally fum ng over
Weston' s coments concerni ng The Shadow and wi shing that she could find
sonmeone
to whom she coul d expl ode her sentinents, when a cal mtone spoke from her very
el bow

"Don't let it trouble you, Margo. The conmi ssioner still isn't quite
convi nced. "

It was Cranston, stepping froma conveni ent phone booth. He'd overheard



t he conversation too, but he'd conpleted a phone call beforehand. Apparently
he
consi dered that call inportant.

"Wait here for Burke," Cranston told Margo. "He will be along in about
ten
m nutes to give you a photograph.”

"A phot ograph? O whon?"

"OfF a wanted man nanmed Nicky Shamber. A snmoothie who can turn very, very
tough. At present he's acquiring polish and his favorite stand is the
Al exandr a
Roof . "

"Then I'mto watch for himup there?"

"That's right," nodded Cranston. "You might as well go up and say hello
to
t he conm ssioner, while you're waiting for ne.

"What about d yde Burke?"

"He'l | be making the rounds of this area, Margo, on the strength of his
reporter's card. It's a good passport - if you need it."

Wth that, Cranston strolled out through the front door with what
appear ed
to be a coat hanging over his arm the nmere brimof a hat projecting from
beneath it. He was carrying the garments on the arm away from Margo, so she
scarcely nore than glinpsed them but it struck her, after Lamont had gone,
that those itens m ght prove a nmuch better passport than a nmere reporter's
card.

Ten o' clock arrived and with it Cyde Burke, bringing the rogues' gallery
picture. Studying the sallow features of N cky Shanber as she rode up in the
el evator, Margo shivered at the hardness beneath their gloss. Putting the
phot o
in her bag she nmentally changed the subject.

Margo Lane began to wonder what Ron Mel dor woul d have to say tonight.

ONE man wasn't wondering; nanely, Ron Meldor. He had already said it,
even
t hough he was just about to go on the air. Having dism ssed Barri ngham Ron
was
standing alone in the main room of his fanous sealed suite, listening for the
announcer's words: "Let's go, Ron!" to be piped through

Standing in front of Ron was a m crophone, but that wasn't all the
apparatus he used. In a way, Ron was answering the query that Stanford had put
to him regarding Ron's peculiar dislike for a studi o audi ence. There was a
very Vvisible reason why Ron Meldor preferred to broadcast all al one.

On the table beside the mke was a turntable; revolving upon it was a
| ar ge phonograph record which had evidently come from Ron's portfolio, because
the latter was |ying open and showed a padded interior

The announcer's voi ce piped suddenly:

"Let's go, Ron!"

Carefully, Ron Meldor set the needle on the record. Instantly, his own
voice cane in full volume, giving greetings to his |istening audi ence.
St eppi ng
away, Ron snmiled, his gaunt face taking on a w cked gl eam

Here was drama! The famed utterances that Ron Mel dor issued nightly were
actually recordings of his own voice, prepared beforehand. Small wonder that
Ron preferred the solitary haven of a |ocked hotel suite; if anyone el se were
present, his strange ganme woul d be known.

A very strange gane it was.

"- And why do I, Ron Meldor, call nyself the Citizen of Justice?" It was
the record speaking, in Ron's own tone. "Because |I truly believe that | alone
can stop the reign of crime that has swept this great city -"



Maybe Ron was right, in a backhanded way. He was proving at |east that he
could play a part in halting crime, should he desist fromhis current
operations. Fromdeep in his portfolio, Ron was drawi ng out a bandana
handkerchief with eyeslits; calmy, he slid the mask, already knotted, over
hi s
forehead, until his eyes found the slits.

Then, fromthe sane portfolio, Ron brought a soft dark hat which he
punched fromits flattened shape. Pulling the hat down over his eyes, Ron
| ooked in the mirror, adjusted the brimto hide the mask, then strode to the
door of the suite. Qpening that door just a crack, Ron peered al ong the
corridor. Seeing no one, he ventured forth.

Ron Mel dor, alias The Mask!

"- And who is the man responsible for these crines?" The recorded voice
was vociferous in its query. "I shall nane him He calls hinself The Shadow -"

The accusation was chopped from Ron's own hearing as he closed the tight
door of the suite. Stealing along the corridor, Ron reached a service
el evat or,
stepped inside, and closed the door. A quick trip took himdown to a floor
marked with the letter "M" There, The Mask stepped out again.

This floor was the nezzani ne; behind the bal cony that skirted the | obby
of
the Al exandra were old parlors, no |longer used. Through shrouded shapes of
covered furniture, Ron reached the final salon in the group; there, he
unl ocked
a door and descended a forgotten stairway.

At the bottom was anot her door that brought himinto the dark reception
roomon | obby | evel, the one behind the nauve curtains where the dapper
Barri ngham politely stood guard. Those curtains were closed, as they should
be,
and it was understandabl e now why Ron had adnoni shed Barri ngham not to go off
duty until the broadcast ended.

This was the private route by which Ron Meldor left and returned to his
broadcasting suite while doubling as The Mask, a feat which he perforned
nightly. This answered a double riddle: First, why The Mask preferred to
conmi t
crimes in this area; second, why Ron Ml dor insisted upon accusing The Shadow.

O course there was an added spice: Ron's insistence that he personally
was becoming crine's target. A nice alibi, this, to account for crine so close
to hand, particularly if The Shadow ever did approach Ron's suite on the
eleventh floor. If trapped, The Shadow woul d be bl amed for all the
i mpeachment s
that Ron had heaped upon him and any tal k of The Mask woul d be forgotten

Maybe these thoughts were in Ron's nind as he slid out to the | edge above
the little alley where The Shadow had once encountered The Mask. Sneaki ng out
fromthe alley, Ron passed the closed service door where Kirby and Jeff kept
nightly vigil.

It was the business of those huskies to see that no one used that door
during the half hour of Ron's broadcast. Wthout knowing it, they were working
for The Mask, as nuch as for Ron Mel dor!

Hal f a block fromthe hotel, Ron turned into an alley, using The Mask's
slinky style. Looking back over his shoulder, he could see the hulk of the
Al exandra, with huge awnings sprouting fromits red brick walls, the dim
lights
of the roof garden form ng an open-work pattern above. Then, with a pass-Kkey,
he
opened a basenment door |eading into an unoccupi ed | aundry shop

Through the cellar went The Mask, using a flashlight to pick his path.
There were nonments when he turned to throw back the gleamto nmake sure that no
one was followi ng him

Once and only once, did Ron catch a responding glinmer that he m stook



for

a reflection of his own flashlight's beam but he was wong. That was the tine
when anot her hand was slow in nuffling a tinier flashlight within the fol ds of
a bl ack cl oak.

Cl ose behind Ron Mel dor, the man who preferred bandanas, was a
silent-footed gentleman named Lanmont Cranston, whose favorite attire consisted
of a black cloak and a slouch hat to natch.

Agai n, The Shadow was on the trail of The Mask, this time before the
stroke of crine!

CHAPTER XV

"SO you' re expecting Cranston, here?"

Conmi ssi oner Weston put the query sharply to Margo Lane, across one of
t he
tabl es near the broad wall that formed a parapet around the Al exandra Roof
Gar den.

Margo nodded, a trifle worried.

"At what tine?" demanded Weston.

"Way, | really don't know, " began Margo. "He said sonething about going
down to Meldor's reception, so he ought to be here before ten thirty."

"How much before ten thirty?"

Margo was catching the point of Weston's queries, though she didn't care
to admit it. The conmi ssioner was actually beginning to suspect his good
friend
Cranston of having a hand in crime. Probably it was because Wston believed
t hat
Cranston had sone contact with The Shadow, whose good nanme was under heavy
suspicion; but in fairness to the conmi ssioner it mght sinmply be that he
m strusted anyone who happened to be at | arge and unaccounted for between ten
and ten thirty.

"Seven m nutes past ten.'
that he was showing up - if he intends to cone.
the foyer of the roof garden. "Ah, there he is!"

Margo was turning to give a glad welconme to Lanpbnt, when she saw t hat she
had m staken Weston's conment. The conmi ssioner wasn't thinking in terms of
Cranston, but of another man whose connection with recent events was very
definite.

That man was W nsl ow Stanford.

His turtle neck thrust out ahead of him a sharp stare coming from
beneat h
his beetly brows, Stanford was obviously |ooking for the conmi ssioner.
Spotting
the right table, Stanford cane directly over and sat down.

"Sorry I'ma few mnutes late," Stanford greeted in his oily tone. "The
train was late conming in from M dhaven. Heavy traffic, as usual." d ancing
past
Weston, Stanford saw Margo and queried smoothly: "Wy, hello, Mss Lane, where
is M. Cranston?"

"He'l | be along shortly," assured Margo. "I know he'll be glad to see you
here.”

Weston and Stanford exchanged very odd smiles, mutual only to a degree.
Bot h were wondering about Cranston, as was Margo. If crine should occur right
now, there would be a chance of attributing it to Cranston, and therefore to
The Shadow. If crime didn't happen, it might nmean that there was actually
someone call ed The Mask, but that his operations were restricted. In that case
t he i npeachnent could fall personally on Stanford, since he was obviously out
of circulation. There mght be something to all the coincidental evidence
f ound

West on was checking by his watch. "It's tinme
" Weston's gaze turned toward



on various scenes of crine.

d ancing at Stanford, Margo wondered whet her the man was clever or sinply
brazen. If neither, he was probably innocent of any crime, and therefore
honest
in comng here to join the police commssioner. In any event, Margo deci ded
t hat
she oughtn't to keep staring at Stanford, so instead she | ooked off beyond the
par apet .

Al the while, the voice of Ron Meldor was blaring fromthe | oud speaker
in the roof garden, mouthing its usual denunciation of crinme. The fanatica
shouts were so distracting that Margo failed to concentrate on what she m ght
have observed occurring on a roof top only a bl ock away.

The person who did witness the occurrence was C yde Burke. He was near
that very corner, staring up at the top floor of an old four-story building.
There, Cyde saw a creeping figure navigating the roof edge.

It couldn't be The Shadow. He woul d have bl ended better with the darkness
and besides, this man wasn't cl oaked. He wore a pull ed-down hat-brim but
beneath it, his face | ooked nmuffled. Unquestionably the nman was The Mask!

How The Mask had reached that sunmit was obvious. A fire escape ran up
t hrough the darkness against the building wall. Easily reached froma w ndow
| edge beside the steps of the building, the fire escape tenpted d yde. Wt hout
del ay, he started the upward trail after The Mask.

Thi ngs were happeni ng on the roof before Cyde reached it. Crossing
cautiously, The Mask stepped past a chimmey and paused beside a squatty,
revol ving ventilator about his own size. Fromthe darkness he drew an old
| adder, thrusting it out into space fromthe side wall of the roof.

It was a | ong | adder whi ch woul d have overbal anced itself by its own
wei ght, except that The Mask kept one side of the | adder under the
mushr oom shaped ventil ator while he handled the other side. As it was, the
| adder tilted downward to sonme degree, but its far end finally settled on
anot her roof.

Shifting the | adder forward, then to the side, The Mask planted his ends
of the upright so that they wedged on each side of the ventilator. Thus
steadi ed, the | adder formed an excellent bridge to that other roof, sone
thirty
feet away. Myving outward, The Mask began to crawl al ong the | adder

Hardly had The Mask reached the other side before another figure appeared
from beside the chimey, revealing itself as the cl oaked shape of The Shadow.
Pausing only until The Mask had sidled off beyond a cubicle that topped the
ot her roof, The Shadow took the sane route across the inprovised bridge. As he
started the crossing, The Shadow recogni zed The Mask's objecti ve.

The buil ding opposite was the Mitual Trust Conpany, the only bank in the
general nei ghborhood of the Hotel Alexandra. It was a natural target for The
Mask, but the nobst ambitious he had yet attacked. How The Mask expected to go
down t hrough the buil di ng and maneuver a robbery was quite a question, but
there was one way to gain the answer; nanely, by trailing The Mask all the
way.

Nearing the center of the | adder, The Shadow paused to | ook bel ow.
Despite
t he darkness, he saw why this space existed between the two roofs. The bank
buil ding had a short one-story extension in back of it, and fromthe slight
glitter, The Shadow could tell that the | ow structure had a gl ass-panel ed
r oof .

The extension represented the accounting room where clerks needed
daylight to operate their addi ng machi nes. Being part of the bank proper, it

woul d naturally be equipped with suitable alarns; still, it seemed a nore
likely place of entry than the higher roof.
Still analyzing the situation, The Shadow knew t here nust be sone reason

why The Mask had chosen to do this job the hard way. That brought The Shadow s
t houghts to The Mask hinsel f. Looki ng across the higher roof, The Shadow saw a



huddl ed figure easing over the far edge. Remaining notionless until it

di sappeared, The Shadow recognized fromits slide that The Mask must be using
a

rope to descend the wall on the other side, probably to an all eyway bel ow

This could mean that The Mask had detected some weak spot in the arnor of
the Mutual Trust Conpany; sonething better than the | ow gl ass-topped annex
t hat
lay thirty feet beneath The Shadow s present |ocation. Neverthel ess there mnust
be anot her reason why The Mask had taken such a long route to reach his
target.

The Shadow | earned the reason three seconds later. So did C yde Burke.

Havi ng reached the top of the fire escape, Cyde was com ng around the
very chimey fromwhi ch The Shadow had wat ched The Mask. Noting the squatty
ventilator with its bulging top, Cyde saw the notion of the slowy turning
bl ades and shied away, thinking the thing was The Msk

Then, recogni zing his m stake, C yde steadi ed and | ooked across the gap
to
t he next building. He saw The Shadow, as a great, creeping blot on the center
of
what appeared to be a lattice-work bridge. Only then did Cyde realize that
hi s
chi ef had been invisibly preceding himon the trail of The Mask. O yde turned
away, intending to | eave the whole job to The Shadow

Ri ght then the climx cane. The Shadow was worki ng across the three
central rungs of The Mask's | adder. A hand on one rung, a knee on the one
behind it, his foot a rung further back, The Shadow heard a triple crackle
beneath him Al three rungs gave at once.

The Mask had passed them by spreadeagling along the uprights, putting no
wei ght on the rungs thensel ves, because they were sawed half through at the
junction points. Under The Shadow s wei ght they gave and a nmonent | ater he was
pl ungi ng t hr ough.

The sound brought C yde about in time to see The Shadow fling his arns
over the uprights. It was then that the death trap denpnstrated its second
phase, as planned by the cunning foresight of The Mask. Though weakened, the
rungs had played a part in strengthening the uprights; once the rungs were
gone, those long thin shafts couldn't stand the strain of a jouncing weight.

Wth a splintering crash, the uprights gave and O yde saw The Shadow s
arms fling up fromthe center of the splitting | adder. Briefly, madly, gloved
hands were clinmbing the remaining rungs toward the edge of the roof that The
Shadow had originally left and Cyde thought that by sone nmiracle his chief
woul d cl anber to safety.

Then, at the very nmonent when The Shadow s head and shoul ders were
bul gi ng
above the roof edge, the dangling hal f-ladder gave and slid into the depths.
Wth it, Cyde saw a hel pless figure pitch headl ong across the brink and go
pl ungi ng down into the same oblivion

Monments seenmed interminable until the final crash. It came with
hor r endous
echoes, the smash of the glass roof, sone thirty feet below Hard on the crash
a
cl angor began, the strident ringing of alarmbells, telling that someone had
cracked into the well-protected prenises of the Miutual Trust Conpany.

Fi erce, raucous, hideous, those clanoring bells were |like a knel
provi ded
by The Mask, in nenory of The Shadow

CHAPTER XVI

DROPPI NG lightly fromthe end of the rope, Ron Mel dor, alias The Mask,



gave a | ow and unpl easant chuckle. Fromthe building beside him alarnms were
tingling with a mghty fervor, but this master of nmurderous artistry didn't
care.

Ron was al ready on his way.

Robbery of the Miutual Trust wasn't part of The Mask's procedure, at |east
not tonight. The whol e epi sode had been designed for what it turned out to be:
a trap for The Shadow. Letting crine's arch-foe catapult hinmself to death was
just about the neatest scheme Ron Mel dor could possibly have devised.

VWho shoul d take credit, Ron Meldor or The Mask, was sonething that didn't
matter, so long as no one discovered their single identity. In answer to the
loud alarmfromthe bank building, a terrific tocsin that was clattering
through the entire area, sirens were soundi ng from surroundi ng streets,
provi ng
that the police were converging on the scene. Even that didn't matter to Ron
Mel dor .

VWhat really interested Ron was the | oud-pitch of a radio voice, toning
fromthe door of a cigar store as Ron scudded past. It was Ron's own voice:

"- And even now, crine nmay be striking, here within a few bl ocks of the
oasis fromwhich | give these broadcasts. And why not? \Wat precautions have
the police taken against it? Wiat has Comm ssi oner Weston done to curb his
fiendish friend, The Shadow -"

Ron wasn't there to hear the rest. He had reached the doorway that would
lead himthrough to the alley laundry and then back to the Hotel Al exandra.
Ducki ng across the back street would be easy; at worst, he'd only have to
pause
to l et sone police go dashing past, or wait until a patrol car zooned through

What mattered nost to Ron was that he'd tined it well. A nere twelve
m nutes of his broadcast and the job was done. Three nore and Ron woul d be
back
in the sanctity of his sealed suite, where he could discard the personality of
The Mask.

The Shadow was t hrough

THAT summed t he opi nion of Ron Mel dor and there was anot her nan who
agreed: Cyde Burke.

The difference was that C yde wasn't happy.

Peering down fromthe roof behind the bank buil ding, dyde didn't even
hear the clarion alarmbells or the responding wails of the sirens. He was
listening for sonmething el se, sone token, no matter how feeble, of his chief
The Shadow.

Meanwhi |l e O yde was straining his eyes madly, hoping to probe the
bl ackness of a jagged hol e punched in the glass roof below. That was where The
Shadow had crashed through, probably to nmeet a tiled floor beneath, and neet
it
head on, judging fromthe toppling dive that Cyde had seen himtake.

Not hing stirred in that deep darkness.

What next ?

Desperate though he was, Cyde couldn't figure a possible way to reach
t hose depths. The segnents of the broken | adder had gone wi th The Shadow. Even
if Clyde had known about the rope that The Mask had | eft dangling fromthe
other building, it wouldn't have hel ped, for there was now no bridge by which
G yde coul d have reached that further roof.

Clyde's wits were goi hg nunb.

Gven a few mnutes nore, his frantic thoughts would have frozen into a
conplete stupor. If Cdyde couldn't shake sonme sense into hinself, the police
woul d soon be finding himhere, staring dunbly down at nothing and nuttering
to
hi nmsel f.

Such was the condition that was creeping up on Cyde, when the whisper



i ntervened.
It came low, but sharp, alnost in Cyde's ear:

"Bur ke! "
Clyde's head gave a sudden lift.
"Burke!" The tone was commandi ng. "Come along. | don't want you to be

found here."

Sonet hi ng cl anped Cl yde's shoulder; it was a gloved hand! Turning, Cyde
found hinmself staring toward a face he couldn't see, the visage of The Shadow,
obscured by the brimof the famliar slouch hat!

For the noment, horror took over.

The sudden thought swept Cyde that this nust be The Mask, masqueradi ng
as
The Shadow. How could it be The Shadow, when he had plunged to doom before
Cyde's very eyes? Manifold though The Shadow s met hods were, this return to
life seened beyond all belief.

Yet it was real: The whisper told it.

This time the whi sper was a subdued | augh yet so weird, so ininmitable,
that Cyde knew the mirth could only be The Shadow s. Drawn to his feet, Cyde
saw a gl oved hand gesture an expl anation. The hand was pointing at not hing,
but
that was part of the answer.

Clyde was staring at a space where the squatty ventilator should have
been. Instead, the thing was gone, literally uprooted fromthe roof. It hadn't
occurred to dyde that the ends of the | adder had been braced at the sides of
t hat bul gi ng metal mushroom

Fl i pped up when the center of the | adder broke, the ends had engaged the
roundi sh ventilator cap, wedging itself nore firmy. That accounted for The
Shadow s rapid hand clinb up the solid rungs, for the | adder hadn't begun to
slide. But the | everage was still too great and the ventilator itself had
yi el ded, just as The Shadow reached the roof.

Cl yde shoul d have guessed that once The Shadow s hands were at the roof
edge, he'd be safe. But at that monent, the ventilator had broken free and
Cyde's eyes, followi ng the heave of the nmetal nonstrosity, had m staken it
for
The Shadow.

It was the ventilator that had plunged under the | adder's catapulting
fling, to smash the glass roof beneath. No wonder nothing had stirred, down

where C yde kept | ooking. Al notion was still on the brink of the roof, where
The Shadow, after ducking the flopping ventilator, had swung hinself up to
safety.

Now Cl yde was participating in the sequel. The Shadow guided himto the
fire escape that they had both used before. They descended it cautiously, to
avoi d noi se, The Shadow bl ocki ng of f sight of Cyde fromany passing police
who
m ght happen to | ook up.

Al the while the clanging alarmwas drawi ng the police to their one
f ocal
spot, the Miutual Trust Building. Sonehow, The Shadow woul d work a path through
the converging clusters of men and patrol cars. G ven a reasonabl e distance,
he
could let Cyde double back, to arrive on the scene in his usual capacity of a
reporter.

It was too late for The Shadow to pick up the trail of The Mask.
Therefore
G yde assuned - and correctly - that his chief would perform sone other
m ssi on.

What The Shadow i ntended was to return to the Hotel Al exandra and arrive
there in the guise of Lamont Cranston. Therefore, in a sense, The Shadow woul d
still be trailing The Mask.



ALREADY, Ron Mel dor was unl ocking the door of his broadcasting suite. He
was still wearing the bandana handkerchief, for if seen, he would prefer to be
spotted as The Mask rather than Ron Meldor. As The Mask it would be easy to
| ead a nerry chase, double back, and beconme Ron Ml dor. After the broadcast,
Ron could then express surprise and prepare a new script stating that The Mask
had actually penetrated to Ron's own headquarters.

Only Ron didn't expect any such conplications to happen. The corridor was
enpty as usual, so Ron sinply opened the door and stepped inside the room
qui ckly closing the door again to cut off the blare of his recorded voi ce.

Even here, Ron could hear the clanging of the bank alarm between the
enphatic pauses of his voice. Taking off his hat, he flattened it; then
whi pped
away his mask and thrust both deep into his portfolio. Since he was no | onger
The Mask, Ron Mel dor could now take over and personally voice the last fifteen
m nutes of his broadcast.

Hand on t he phonograph needle, Ron was waiting to lift it at a timely
nonent .

"- And even now," the voice was spieling, "The Shadow rmay be draw ng the
police on some mad and usel ess hunt. \Wether cl oaked or nasked, whichever the
conmi ssi oner prefers, The Shadow has becone a nonster of evil, who thinks
not hing of alarming the entire public!”

This was the appropriate spot. All Ron had to do was lift the needl e and
speak into the m ke hinself, breaking his conments with the startling
st at enent
that even now the clangor of alarmbells and the shriek of sirens was reaching
himfromthe great outdoors

Only Ron Meldor didn't.

I nstead, as he leaned toward the m ke, Ron let his hand Iift fromthe
needl e. Face frozen, eyes bul ging Ron mechanical ly sidestepped the nicrophone
and noved slowy toward sonething that was lying on the floor. The recorded
voi ce kept up its tirade in striking contrast to the present nood of amazenent
that had overwhel ned the real Roll Mel dor

It took a lot to jolt this nman who called hinmself The Mask, but he was
getting a full dose of the vicious nystery that he hinself provided with such
evil delight.

Ron Mel dor liked crinme and he'd gotten it, right in his own parlor

Lying on the floor was the dead body of Barringham Ron's faithful
st ooge.

Eyes upturned, the dapper man was staring at the ceiling with eyes that were
very glassy. There wasn't any riddle as to the cause of Barringhan s

goggl e-eyed demise. Up fromthe dead man's chest projected the handle of a
knife, the twin of the |ong-bladed dirk that had whizzed past The Shadow, the
night he had first trailed The Mask.

Sonebody had presented this delightful souvenir to Ron Meldor, alias The
Mask; and that same sonebody had thrown Barringhamin with it.

CHAPTER XVI |

DI SPOSI NG of the |iving Shadow was one thing; getting rid of dead
Barri ngham anot her. On what he thought was his night of triunph, Ron Mel dor
was
confronted by a problemthat conpletely ruined the game he consi dered
fulfilled.

It was indeed a ness.

Thoughts by the dozen raced through Ron's mind during those fleeting
nmonents and they all added up to the sane.

Crime had been done, The Shadow would be found and bl amed, peopl e woul d
cone teem ng here to congratul ate Ron Meldor. Along with Ron they would find



t he dead man, Barringham

What then?

Expl anati ons of course, but what explanations? How coul d Ron account for
mur der during an uninterrupted broadcast? He couldn't have stood by and | et
someone el se kill Barringham w t hout shouting nmurder over the air.

The fishy side of Ron's famed broadcasts would nake itself one hundred
percent apparent. Indeed, Ron would have to admit it to alibi hinself against
a
charge of murder. And to adnit that he was recording his spiels beforehand and
letting themgo that way across the air, would nmean the ruin of a standing
alibi that covered previous crines.

VWoever The Shadow was, he woul d beconme a public hero, while Ron Mel dor
woul d stand unmasked - as The Mask. Very paradoxical, but very, very evident.

Taut and erect, with his fists clenched tightly, Ron had becone as stiff
as Barringhamli s body. Then, a sharp | augh escaping the |lips that quickly
muffled it, Ron rel axed.

Hurrying into the other room Ron softly closed the door, so as not to
interrupt his own broadcast. Then, picking up the tel ephone, Ron spoke in a
gruff, disguised voice

"G ve me Room 508 and do it quickly."

The operator put the call through pronptly, but there was a delay at the
other end. Finally, a cautious voice responded:

"Yeah? What is it?"

"This is Ron Meldor." The tone was now Ron's own. "Listen, N cky -"

"Say," came the interruption. "You can't be Ron Meldor. He's on the air."

"I"lIl explain that later, Nicky. W can't waste tine now |I'min a jam a
bad one."

"Huh?" Somet hi ng was dawni ng on Nicky. "Say, you mean you' ve been faking
t hose broadcasts -"

"That's it," interrupted Ron. "Now | ook, you're in a jam too. |'ve got
an
out for you, Nicky, and it nmeans an out for ne. Listen carefully, while | tel
you -"

The shouts of Ron's recorded broadcast were comng nmuffled through the
door; the fanfare of sirens were shrilling through the wi ndow. Cupping his
lips
at the tel ephone, Ron began giving brief but pointed instructions. Those
finished, he went to a wall cabinet and brought out a razor, along with a tube
of shaving cream Froma box in the other room he produced a pair of pliers
and a screw driver, tools belonging to the radi o engi neer

Ron Mel dor was planning a real out, not only for hinmself and a crook
named
Ni cky Shamber, but for his unwel come guest - Barringham

QUI TE oblivious to the drama taking place in a suite two floors bel ow,
Pol i ce Commi ssioner Weston sat at his table on the Al exandra Roof, gazing
grimy between the potted cedars that flanked the stone parapet. Excitenent
was
rife regarding the clanging alarmbell and the |oud-wailing sirens, but Wston
didn't nake a nove

Nor did Wnsl ow Stanford.

Hi s long neck craned forward, Stanford was staring at Weston in his
beetly
style and he was wearing a smug grin that followed the exact contour of his
heavy, rounded chin. For some reason Stanford was finding it very pleasant to
hear the synmptons of crine in progress while in the presence of the police
conmi ssi oner.

Margo Lane was finding it very unpl easant.

Wondering nore and nore about Lanont, Margo was trying not to understand



what was keeping him but all the while she was becomng too sure. If ever
Cranston needed an alibi it was now, when he wasn't getting one.

Margo felt positive that the grimexpression on Wston's face neant the
final severance of his friendship with Cranston and the potential consequences
of such a break were disastrous.

If only Lamont would arrivel

Margo had been wishing that for ten straight m nutes. Again, she threw a
hopel ess gl ance toward the foyer, hoping to see Lanmont there. Instead, she
caught a nod from a head-waiter, who was hol ding a tel ephone.

After a quick glance at Weston, who pretended not to notice, Margo
hurried
over to the tel ephone. The alarmbells had quit sounding in the night, the
sirens seemed to be fading and rising in a circling fashion, as though the
patrol cars had begun a usel ess search. Wat really disturbed Margo when she
tried to hear across the tel ephone was the voice of Ron Mel dor, audible again
am d the excitenent in the roof garden

"- And in closing, listeners, let ne warn you that no matter how qui et,
how peaceful everything has seermed tonight, the vile octopus of crine may
still
have been stealing its silent tentacles in anmong us to grip new prizes from
under the snoring noses of our sleeping police -"

By the term"in closing" Ron neant that he had about three ninutes nore
to
go, for Margo's wist watch showed ten twenty-five and the announcer took the
two | ast minutes before half-past. Ron's broadcasts al ways were | ong-w nded at
the finish, but his Iisteners by then were too steanmed up to notice it. As for
Margo, she didn't care about the broadcast. She was hoping to recognize
Lamont' s voi ce over the tel ephone.

Cranston's quiet tone cane through, calmas ever

"Hel |l o, Margo. How s everything on the roof?"

"Pretty bad,"” returned Margo. The radio wasn't so |loud, now, for Ron's
voi ce was beconing confidential. "Wth the welkin ringing and the sirens
singi ng, the comm ssioner is beginning to wonder where you are. And by the
way,

Lamont, where are you?"

"Downstairs, talking over the house phone. | just arrived back here. So
it
woul dn't be entirely tactful to join nmy good friend the conmm ssioner right
now?"

"Entirely the other way about. A gentlenman naned Stanford happened to
have
that very idea - but at the right tine."

"You nmean he's been with the conm ssioner all al ong?"

"Very nearly and particularly" - Margo threw enphasis on that -
"particularly before bedl amburst, if you get what | nean.”

"I anticipated it, Margo."

"Then you shoul d know that the comni ssioner isn't your good friend any
longer. You'll have a lot of squaring to do, Lanont, because matters are
distinctly out of shape.”

“I"l1l do that at Meldor's reception. By the way, you didn't see anything
of N cky, did you?"

"Ni cky Shanber, of the bitter sweet portrait? Wiy, no. |'ve been | ooking
for him-"

Margo broke off sharply. A clang froman el evator door had startled her.
Turning involuntarily, she recognized the very man that Cranston had j ust
i nquired about. It was Ni cky, sure enough, and he certainly wasn't in one of
his better mpoods. Thrusting asi de persons who happened to be bl ocking his
pat h,

Ni cky suddenly haul ed a revol ver fromhis pocket and gave it a savage
br andi sh.



Thi nki ng Ni cky was aimng the gun her way, Mirgo repressed a scream and
drew back into a corner with the tel ephone. Then N cky was gesturing the gun
at
frightened waiters, while Margo could barely gasp: "It's - It's Nicky, with a
gun!"

OVER the wire came Cranston's tone, carrying a confidence that Margo
f ound
cont agi ous. Though he wasn't where he could deal with N cky, Cranston was
checking the situation with the precision of The Shadow. The tel ephone was his
i nstrument of hearing what went on and though linmted, it was reliable.
Cranston wanted the sanme reliability from Margo, without the limtations.

" St eady, Margo," said Cranston, coolly. "He isn't threatening you."

"Why, no," returned Margo. "But how did you know?"

"By the sound of the excitement. It's noving further fromthe phone. Tel
me all that's happening."

"Why, the waiters are ducking everywhere and Nicky is rampagi ng around,
shouting that no coppers are going to take himalive."

Margo held the phone so it could pick up sounds; then inquired:

"Hear it?"

"Only faintly," responded Cranston. "I'd rather go by your description
Keep giving, play by play."

Mar go gave

The waiters were rushing Nicky with chairs and serving trays, only to
scatter when he turned and waved his gun. Margo was describing it
breat hl essl y,
all the while receiving encouraging replies from Cranston

"Just keep watching, Margo. Take it like a slap-stick conedy."

Two shots burst from N cky's gun, sending waiters under tables. Margo
gave
that detail, excitenent in her voice.

"Nobody hurt, though," reassured Cranston, "or you would have said so. It
sounds |ike an ani mated cartoon."

VWhat followed really |ooked |Iike sonething on a screen. Conm ssi oner
Weston was bounding fromhis table, drawing a revolver, with Stanford rising
at
his side, picking up a chair. Wen N cky wheel ed and bl azed anot her pair of
shots, Weston didn't wait, but spilled the table N cky's way and ducked behi nd
it. Stanford dropped, too, flinging the chair wildly, winging a waiter instead
of N cky.

"It really is funny," conceded Margo, with a nervous laugh. "Nicky is
shooting it out with the comn ssioner, only they' re both m ssing badly."

Ni cky had al ready m ssed; now it was Weston's fire that was goi ng wi de.
Agai n Ni cky wheel ed, blazing the |l ast shots fromhis gun to scare off a new
flood of attackers. Then, finding the weapon enpty, he | eaped to the stone
par apet and began dunping the potted cedars. Wston was shovi ng forward,
afraid
to shoot, because of people who were starting N cky's way.

"They' ve boxed himnow," reported Margo. "He's on the parapet, dodging
back and forth with an enpty gun. He's shouting sonething at the conm ssioner

Breaki ng of f, Margo heard what Ni cky shouted, as did everyone else in the
roof garden.

"You'll never get ne, comm ssioner!" bawl ed N cky. "You'll never get
N cky
Shanmber, not you or any of your stooges. | took an out before, but it didn't
work. This time I"'mtaking an out that will!"

Hal f turned on the parapet, N cky took a quick | ook down to the street;
then, with a last short dart along the stone rail, he stopped suddenly, swung



about, and hurled his enpty gun straight at Weston's face as the conmm ssi oner
tried to shove through the crowd.

O hers dodged at Nicky's gesture and before Wston could shake | oose from
them and aim his chance was gone. \What happened was reported perfectly by
Margo, across the tel ephone to Cranston.

"Nicky is going to junp!" the girl exclainmed. "They can't stop him
they're all too far away. There he goes - he's gone!"

Margo's words ended al nost in a scream punctuated by two gun stabs that
Weston fired at open space. Wth a sudden drop and a bold sideward flip, Nicky
Shanmber was gone across the parapet, down the sheer wall toward the side
street, a dozen floors bel ow

CHAPTER XVI | |

As calm as calculating as ever, Lanont Cranston checked the exact noment
of Nicky's suicide plunge. The time was thirty-two mnutes, twenty-one seconds
after ten, which neant, incidentally, that Ron Mel dor was off the air.

Anyt hi ng even the nost trivial detail, might prove inmportant in the cause
Cranston nust conplete, to justify his own status and with it the reputation
of
The Shadow.

The sudden appearance of N cky Shanmber fitted with the evening's
sensational events. Nicky's behavior on the Al exandra Roof was in itself
erratic enough to warrant imedi ate consideration

But it wasn't consideration of Nicky's case that held Cranston close to
t he phone after Margo's fateful announcenment of Nicky's leap. It was the
sequel, Margo's sharp scream that kept Cranston ticking off the seconds, a
full dozen of them Cranston's cal mqueries brought no response during that
i nterval

Then, at |ast Margo spoke, as though just |earning that there were such
t hi ngs as words.

"He really went over, Lanont,
jittery for a few seconds."

Cranston showed relief in the smle that Margo couldn't see. The second
hand of his watch was ki cking up past the forty mark, proving that Margo had
been breat hl ess | onger than she thought.

"They're all excited up here on the roof -

There was excitenent in the |obby, too, though Margo didn't know it. Just
as she was maki ng her statenent, a crash sounded, not within Margo's hearing,
but Cranston's. It was the marquee over the side door of the Hotel Al exandra,
an ol d-fashi oned contrivance consisting of wought iron, rmuch putty, and
pat ched- up chunks of gl ass.

Though it served as a shelter against rain, that flat canopy |ooked a
wreck. Now it literally became one. Sonething hit the marquee so hard that the
whol e thing shattered. Through the wi ndows of |obby, startled hotel guests saw
a flying cloud of glass and netal going in all directions, while fromthe very
center plopped a thing that was grotesquely human, to hit the sidewalk with a
buckl i ng t hud.

Tel ephone bells were jangling in the | obby. Over the wire that Cranston
was hol di ng open cane Margo's statenent:

"They're calling downstairs, Lanont, to tell them what happened to
N cky."

"They al ready know," returned Cranston. "He just |anded. Steady, Margo.
["I'l nmeet you at Meldor's reception, right away. It always starts inmediately
after the broadcast."

An el evator had already started for the eleventh floor, so Cranston had

gasped Margo. "It - well, it just left ne

to
take the next one. He net Margo com ng down fromthe roof by a convenient
stairway and as they turned the corner they saw the group fromthe previous



el evat or.

These were guests who had started upstairs as soon as they saw that the
clock said ten thirty and Ron Mel dor was stepping out to receive them his
face
a bit annoyed.

"You're all alittle early," Ron began. Then, with a shrug, he added: "I

forgot - | told Barringhamhe could | eave early. Ordinarily he insists that
people wait and give ne tine to tidy up. Anyway" - with a | augh, Ron gestured
to a man who was coming out of the suite, carrying a tray - "the waiter has

taken ny supper dishes, so cone right in."

The waiter was gone by then, w thout turning his face as he headed toward
the service elevator. Briefly bl ocked by the throng, Cranston and Margo
followed the others into the suite. There, since the crowmd appeared to be
| arge, Ron opened the door to the adjoining room so that they could spread
out .

Cranston glanced at his watch. The tinme was now exactly ten thirty-seven,
atrifle less than five mnutes after Margo had screaned across the phone.

Qddly, none of the people here knew of the roof garden tragedy, since
t hey
had been on their way up in the el evator when the body struck the nmarquee.
Waat
they were tal ki ng about was the attenpted robbery at the Mitual Trust.

Runors were wild and uncertain; all anybody knew was that the police had
shown in full force as soon as the al arm sounded. Then, before guesses could
be
hazarded, Commi ssioner Weston arrived to bring a first-hand account of Nicky's
sui ci de.

Ron Mel dor stood awed when he heard the news. He stared back and forth
fromWston to Wnslow Stanford, who was standing with the conmm ssioner. There
was sonet hing snmug about Stanford's smile that Margo Lane noticed and didn't
like. Plucking Cranston's sleeve, the girl undertoned:

"He's seen you, Lanont."

"Who?" queried Cranston. "Meldor?"

"No. Stanford. He knows the comm ssioner has been wondering why you
weren't around and he's going to press the issue.”

"You nmean he will denounce ne as The Mask?"
"More probably as The Shadow. "
"Wy, Margo?"

It was difficult for Margo to put the case fromwhat she considered
Stanford's viewpoi nt, since she disliked the smug nan so intensely, but she
did

her best.
"Well, if you were Stanford" - that seened a good way of inpersonalizing
it - "you wouldn't like it, would you Lanont, if sonebody planted a whole

string of evidence to make you out a crook?"

Very seriously, Cranston shook his head.

"So neither would Stanford,"” continued Margo. "Somebody made himout to
be
a fall guy, so he's |looking for a scapegoat of his own. You are the best
choi ce.
After all, you can't account for your whereabouts between ten and ten thirty
toni ght, but Stanford can.”

"Hold it, Margo. Here cones Stanford."

Cranston was right. Stanford was approaching with extended hand. The nman
from M dhaven was really genial as he said:

"Congratul ate me, Cranston. My innocence is proven. At least it will be
after Inspector Cardona reports.”

Cranston's face showed a trace of puzzl enent.

"When he reports about the robbery, | nmean," continued Stanford. "D dn't
you hear the alarmbells and the sirens? Sone crinme was in progress this



evening and | was with the conm ssioner all the while."

"Only | wasn't."

Stanford blinked; then | aughed as though Cranston had delivered a rea
jest. dapping his hand on Cranston's shoul der, Stanford added with further
affability:

"Why, old man, you rate tops with the comm ssioner. Mss Lane will tell
you he was a bit testy because you were |ate tonight, but this N cky business
jolted everything else fromhis nind. By the way, what do you suppose i s w ong
with Ron Mel dor?"

Cranston stared briefly, then shook his head.

"Not hi ng much," he decided. "He | ooks his usual contented self this
eveni ng. "

"I"l1l say," agreed Margo. "He rem nds nme of the cat that swallowed the
canary."

It wasn't a bad anal ogy, though Margo didn't realize it. As a nman who was
recei ving guests in a roomwhich had recently boasted an unwanted corpse, Ron
had good reason to feel self-assured. If anything, his expression was far nore
snmug than Stanford's, which nmight be why the latter didn't understand it

Further comrents were interrupted by the arrival of |nspector Cardona,
bringing a double report. Joe's first statenment concerned the attenpted
r obbery
at the Mutual Trust, where daring crooks had tried to crack their way in
t hr ough
a rear section of the building which they probably thought was not equi pped
with
an alarm

Havi ng tossed a ventilator to smash the gl ass roof, they had becone
st anpeded when the alarnms cut |oose. They had tossed their | adder down into
t he
debris and escaped by a rope on the other side of the bank buil ding.
Unfortunately, the police had been unable to apprehend the crimnals, nor even
to sight them

Weston's query cane sharply:

"You nmean you saw nho one, inspector?

"No one, conmi ssioner."

"Nei t her The Shadow - nor The Mask?"

"The only crook | sawin this vicinity," affirmed Cardona, "was N cky
Shanber . "

"So!" excl ai med Weston. "You saw hi m before be rushed up to the roof
garden!"

"I saw himafterward," returned Cardona, bluntly. "Downstairs when | was
coming into report on the attenpted robbery. The door nman told me who he was,
and what had happened, so | went through Ni cky's pockets and found enough
stuff
to prove who he was. It was about the only way, comm ssioner, because Nicky
was
pretty well mashed."

"Not when | saw him" rem nded Weston. "I was shooting it out with him
when he junmped. Nicky was well identified while still alive. | hope we have no
nmore visitors like him™"

"You won't," assured Cardona. "I've thrown a cordon around this hotel to

make sure just who goes in or out."

Clyde Burke had cone in with Cardona. Casually, Cranston was draw ng the
reporter aside.

"Check downstairs, Burke," said Cranston. "Find out if any calls were
nmade
fromthis suite between ten and ten thirty."

"But that's when Meldor was on the air -"

"I know," interposed Cranston, "and that's why |I want you to check."

The fact that no police had spotted anyone resenbli ng The Shadow was



worryi ng Wnslow Stanford. He was over talking with the conm ssioner, breaking
inon the latter's conversation with Ron Mel dor. Cardona was turning toward
t he
door, pulling a report sheet from his pocket, when Cranston stopped him
"Those woul dn't concern Ni cky Shanber, would they, inspector?"
"A good guess," acknow edged Cardona. "Recent stuff about the guy. No

good
now, because he's dead."

"Wwuld you mind if | |ooked them over?"

"Al'l you like, M. Cranston." Passing over the report sheet, Cardona
becarme confidential. "Only | wouldn't stay around too long if | were you. The

conmi ssi oner isn't happy."

Cranston gave a knowi ng nod.

"You'll pass ne through the cordon?"

"Any tinme and with pleasure.”

A phone bell was ringing and Margo answered it on the hunch it was d yde.
The hunch proved right and Margo call ed Cranston over. She was cl ose enough to
catch his undertoned conversation

"Al'l right, Burke..." Cranston seened quite satisfied. "I think I'll take
a roomhere for the night... Yes, neet ne in the lobby. | want to talk to
you... That nunber again? | see, 508... I'Il renmenber it when | register..."

Conmi ssi oner Weston was calling for Inspector Cardona. Turning, Margo saw
that Weston was frothing over something and she drew closer to find out what.
Evidently Cardona started an objection, for Weston became | ouder

"I want no argunent, Cardona!" declared the comm ssioner. "l've begun to
m strust Cranston. He's not to |eave this room because he's to be held for
guesti oni ng. Under st and?"

"Al'l right, comm ssioner."

Even as Cardona spoke, Margo turned, hoping she could dash over in tine
to
warn Lanmont, but such heroics were unnecessary. Cranston had finished his
phone
call quite abruptly and hadn't stayed to discuss anything with anyone.

Al that Margo saw of Cranston was a fleeting streak of blackness fading
fromthe floor of the corridor outside the open door. Like the shadow that it
was, it trailed into nothingness, |ike The Shadow that it represented!

CHAPTER XI X

IT was only mdnight, an early hour for Manhattan, but Margo Lane coul d
stand the gaiety of the Al exandra Roof no |onger. There, everyone had becone
convivial, now that the nenace of crime had been [ifted. Ron Mel dor was
drinking with Wnslow Stanford, while Conmm ssioner Weston in his nost benign
nmood, was chatting affably wi th Margo.

He was just dumb enough, Weston - or he thought that Margo was just dunb
enough - to believe that the Cranston incident had passed unnoticed. Yet right
now a man- hunt was on for Lanmont Cranston, on the ground that he could revea
some inportant facts regarding crine.

True, Weston might prove a bit indul gent, once Cranston was on the
car pet .

He woul d probably make a bargain if Cranston would give himdata on The Shadow
upon whose shoul ders crine's burden had been heaped.

Such a bargain, Margo was sure, would prove very distasteful to Lanont,
just as she disliked the fact that Weston was right now hoping that Margo
coul d
lead himto Cranston who in turn would open the trail to The Shadow.

Meanwhi | e the man- hunt was secretly proceedi ng under the managenent of
I nspect or Joe Cardona, that sterling official who right now was proving his
solid quality by scattering searchers all over town to | ook in the nost



unli kely places where the comm ssioner's former friend Cranston m ght be found
- or otherw se.

At | east Margo had won Weston's confidence to the point where he was
giving her |leeway. On that account, she felt she coul d undertake sonethi ng
t hat
she'd wanted to try for the past hour. Finding that the roof garden was
becom ng
chill, Margo decided that she would get her wap fromthe cl oak room and
Vst on
showed no suspicion of the suggestion. But Margo went right on past the cloak
room and down to the | obby in an el evator

There, she didn't even step fromthe car. Sure that she wasn't being
foll owed, Margo went up to the fifth floor to find the roomthat Cranston had
nmenti oned over the tel ephone to Cyde. Stopping at 508 Margo knocked
cautiously
at the door.

A voi ce responded i n a whisper

"What is it"

"Somet hing inportant."” Margo's tone was equally confidential. "It's about
the conm ssioner. Let me in and I'Il tell you."

The door opened and Margo stepped into a roomthat was illuminated by a

single floor lanmp. She couldn't see the face of the nan who cl osed the door
until he turned. Then, with the nane "Lanont" al nost on her |ips, Margo froze.

The man was Ni cky Shanber!

"A dame, huh?" queried N cky. "Say, though - that's smart of Ml dor to
have you working with him Wat's this new dope, though, about the
conmi ssi oner ?"

Margo tried to say sonething but just couldn't. After about three seconds
of watching, Nicky let his face cloud.

"A plant, huh?" he demanded. "So you're wise. Say - who was it sent you
her e?"

By way of answer, Margo reached for the door-knob. Nicky intercepted the
grab and Margo tried to get to another door on the far side of the room only
to be bl ocked off again. Half way, she reeled to a stop beside the w ndow, but
before she could open it and try to scream N cky was choki ng her, then
twi sting her, so that Margo's head was back, with her arnms hel pl essly behind
her .

"Too bad | chucked that Roscoe," growed Nicky. "Still, it would nmake too
much noise. I'll find a better way of croaking you, sister. Wiwo's going to
know
who did it? |I'm supposed to be dead!"

Slowy, professionally, N cky was tightening his clutch on Margo's
t hr oat,
anusing hinself all the while by stating a few potent facts.

"Nobody can be really wise to Meldor," argued N cky. "Even | wasn't,
whil e
he was keeping nme here. Reform ng ne, Meldor called it; that's why | gave him
t he dope on Howl and's safe conbi nati on and Bl auder's, both of them being
phoni es.

"Mel dor said The Mask woul d probably be going after them if there really
was a guy called The Mask. It still might be The Shadow, but that don't
natter.

It turned out tonight that Ml dor was handling those jobs hinself, nore power
to
him"

There was plenty of power to N cky, as he was denonstrating with his
hands. That sl ow choking policy was efficient, matched only by a sinilar
process that was happening at the wi ndow, where the sash was rising snoothly,
steadily, alnopst in time to Nicky's clutch

Margo didn't appreciate any of it. Al she could see was increasing



bl ackness that suddenly swept about her with an envel opi ng force, which she
t hought - and hoped - would end the torture by | eaving her sensel ess. Instead,
that seeming illusion did away with N cky's clutch.

Landi ng on the floor, her legs sprawl ed on the chair that she
encount er ed,
Margo saw Ni cky slugging wildly at something that nmust have lunged in fromthe
wi ndow, for it was open wi de. Wat Margo had seen was The Shadow, fully
cl oaked, but now the scene had changed. The Shadow was using his cloak to
snot her Nicky, as good a way of silencing an antagoni st as choking him

The cloak fell away suddenly and to Margo it seenmed nerely that her
vi sion
was clearing. For nowinto the light came Cranston, shoving the gaspi ng N cky
in
front of him finally thrusting the undead crook into a chair.

Margo' s voi ce was back:

"Lanont! But how -"

"Let's say why, Margo," suggested Cranston. "In brief, why did you cone

to
508?".

"Because | heard you tell dyde -"

"You beard nme repeat what he told ne. | took a roomhere, yes, but it is
directly under this one. I amin 408. That's how | happened to hear the
scuffle

and came up sooner than | planned."

"Then you knew N cky was here?"

"OfF course. You see, Nicky likes to violate laws." Looking at N cky,
Cranston shook his head. "This tinme the | aw he broke was that of the speed of
falling bodies. It should have taken hi mabout four seconds to fall fromthe
roof garden to the marquee. |Instead, he required about twenty."

Ni cky was shaking his head, but only to get back his breath. Looking up
fromhis chair he snarled, nore feebly than nastily.

"Judgi ng fromthe place he picked to junp," continued Cranston, "l assune
he stopped off to see Ron Meldor on the way. But we can discuss that |ater.
Where is Wnslow Stanford at present, Margo."

"He's up on the roof garden."

"Wth Mel dor, | hope?"

"Wth Meldor."

"Very good," decided Cranston. "It won't be necessary for N cky to call
Meldor. He will cone here after he sees Stanford | eave.”

"But Stanford isn't leaving -"

"He will be," interposed Cranston, "after you call him Margo. Just tell

Stanford you want himto help you find ne. There's the phone, Margo."

It was somewhat conplicated, but the part about calling Stanford at | east
made sense, considering the friendly attitude he had shown toward Cranston. So
Margo went to the tel ephone, called the roof garden and soon had Stanford on
the wire.

Putting it very prettily, Margo asked Stanford's aid in the search for
poor Lanont and he laconically replied that he would be right down. Meanwhile,
poor Lanont was having troubles of another sort, as Margo vaguely grasped from
scuffly sounds behi nd her. Hanging up the tel ephone, she turned to see Nicky
grappling with Cranston over by the w ndow.

It had been a losing fight for Nicky, this foolish attenpt at a coneback.
Cranston proved that when he delivered a clean knock-out blow to N cky's
al ready wobbling chin. Back went N cky's head, his body following it, and to
Margo's horror, the punch carried the stunned crook right out the w ndow.

Turni ng, Cranston smiled and beckoned.

"Look down there, Margo."

VWen Margo | ooked, she received a new surprise. She knew then why
Cranston
had taken the roomdirectly under Nicky's. Al the rooms on this side of the



hotel had huge, ol d-fashioned awni ngs, kept in place by strong but adjustable
rods.

VWhat Cranston had done with the awning of his roomwas swing it downward,
so the awni ng, though extended, was inverted. Viewed from above, it |ooked
l'i ke
a great padded scoop, its angle pointing directly into the broad w ndow.

"That's the way Mel dor nust have fixed his awning," expl ai ned Cranston.
"Ni cky dropped, and shot right into the wi ndow, the way he did just now.
Suppose you try it, Margo."

Bef ore Margo coul d protest, Cranston was hel ping her right out through
t he
wi ndow; there, she nade a sudden grasp for the sill, only to receive a neat
push
that sent her head-1ong back into the waiting net. For a noment, Margo saw her
own heel s kicking up above her, then like a shunting car, she was sw tched
into
the roombelow to |l and on a nass of pillows provided for her |anding.

As she sonmehow found her hands and knees, Margo | ooked up dizzily to see
Cl yde Burke, already binding the linp formof N cky to a chair. Cyde took
Margo's arrival as something quite matter-of-fact.

"Help me with these knots," he suggested. "Don't worry about the chief.
He'll be along later; he always cones through, you know. "

In the room above, Lanmont Cranston again was donning the attire of The
Shadow, ready to end the singular riddle of The Mask!

CHAPTER XX

W NSLOW STAMFORD knocked and found the door open, so he wal ked right in.
The door closed al nost automatically but this tinme its bolt was thrown hone.
When Stanford turned, he was treated to a shock surpassing Margo's.

What he saw, Stanford said:

"The Shadow "

"Correct, Stanford." The tone came in a | ow whi sper, resenbling no other
voi ce that Stanford had ever heard. "I have been waiting for another neeting
with you."

"But how did you reach here ahead of ne?"

"I get around swiftly, Stanford, particularly in this hotel."

The Shadow was approaching slowy, steadily, one gloved hand draw ng
gradual |y from beneath his cloak. At sight of that, Stanford whipped his own
hand toward his pocket, only to have The Shadow clanp his wist. A nonent
|ater, they were grappling furiously.

Quick treatnments were The Shadow s specialty. He gave Stanford the sane
sort that N cky had taken. A whirl of the cloak that sent the slouch hat
spi nning, but Stanford never saw the face beneath, because the cl oak was
covering Stanford's own head. Fighting against the snothering folds, Stanford
tried to continue the struggle, and The Shadow | et him

Al the while, however, The Shadow, now plainly Cranston though Stanford
couldn't see him was working the struggle over toward the wi ndow. At the sane
time, The Shadow was listening intently for a tell-tale pass-key in the |ock.
When he caught it, his action was amazingly swft.

One hard punch sent Stanford reeling, cloak and all. Wth a backward
twi st, Cranston vaulted the window sill and took the awning chute route to the
room bel ow. Hurling away the cloak, Stanford flung it to the chair where the
hat had fallen and reeled to a darkened corner to recuperate. He didn't know
t he door was opening, nor did he see the nan who entered.

What the arrival saw was the hat and cloak. On the instant, he becane
alert, his hand going to his gun pocket. The man was Ron Mel dor and he showed
all the quickness that had characterized The Mask; in fact, to sone degree,
hi s



speed resenbl ed The Shadow s.

So did Wnslow Stanford now neet those qualifications. He cane | unging
fromhis corner, drawing his own gun. They halted, face to face, Ml dor and
Stanford, half across the intervening chair, with the tell-tale hat and cl oak
| yi ng between them

DOM in the room bel ow, Cranston was telling Margo the history of The
Mask
as he had pieced it, while Cyde was jiggling the receiver of the tel ephone.

"The Mask was al ways consistent,"” explained Cranston, "except when he
suddenly changed his nmethods for no good reason. Remenber that at first he
roved, leaving no traces at all? Then suddenly he concentrated his work and
constantly dropped cl ues?"

Mar go nodded; then said:

"But that was when Mel dor began his broadcasts."

"Before they were really necessary,"” stated Cranston. "The Mask was stil
untraced; it was foolish for Meldor to make things harder for hinself."

"Then why did he?"

"He didn't. He sinply noved in on another nan's gane. Qur friend Stanford

was the original Mask and still thinks he has the copyright. How are you
com ng
with that call, Burke?"

Clyde gave a satisfied nod.

“I"1l have Cardona on the wire in a nonent. He's down in the |obby."

"Tell himhe's really needed in 508," said Cranston. Then, to Margo:

"Mel dor must have had a line on Stanford, so he was dropping clues to put him
out of circulation. That's why Stanford made his bold appearance, to spike the
i ssue before it went too far."

Pausi ng, Cranston gave a reflective smle. He recalled that night in back
of this very hotel, when The Mask had di sappeared in one direction and had
thrown a knife fromthe other. As The Shadow, Cranston hadn't then been
entirely sure that there were two Masks, but he'd established it perfectly
t hat
ni ght at Bl auder's.

"Yes, there were two Masks at Bl auder's." Cranston spoke as though
anal yzing the case as an outsider. "One, Stanford, lingered to hear what the
ot her, Meldor, was saying on the radio. That's how Stanford really happened to
arrive at the conm ssioner's conference."

"But he didn't have time," began Margo. "It would have taken himthirty
m nutes. W went right over, but we didn't arrive until after eleven.”

"Stanford had an early start," stated Cranston. "He was away while the
ot her Mask, Meldor, was still having trouble, such as getting hinmself pursued.
It was Mel dor who set off the alarns.”

Margo began to cal cul ate.

"Two Masks at Bl auder's -

"Yes," nodded Cranston. "The Mask fired too many shots for a single gun."

"Then each knows there is another Mask -"

"No." Wsely, Cranston shook his head. "They have never met while bound

on
crime. There was al ways an in-between man, The Shadow "

"Then each thinks the other is The Shadow "

This time Cranston's nod was steady. It gave the key to the final gane
that he was at this nonent playing, a gane that was really coming through
since Cyde had just contacted Cardona and was giving himthe needed tip

UPSTAIRS, two nmen of crinme were clanping the chair arns, each holding a
drawn gun, neither willing to give the other an ounce of |eeway.
"So you tried to get rid of ne tonight, Meldor," sneered Stanford. "Only



I
was too smart to go trailing you over to the Miutual Trust."

"I"'mnot sure you didn't," retorted Meldor. "Only | nust say you ducked
that trap very neatly. But enough of conpliments. Didn't you try to nail ne
with a knife, one night out back?"

"Why not? It | ooked like the best way to expose you. Then | switched to a
better plan. | decided to beat you to a job."

"At Blauder's, yes," admtted Meldor, "but | planted evidence agai nst you
when | found the enpty safe.”

"And | spiked that evidence. What was nore" - Stanford became tri unphant

"I anal yzed your constant di sappearance in the same nei ghborhood. That's how
| earned who you were. Neat tonight, wasn't it, the way | planted Barringham
right in your suite, using that extra pass key you gave hi m once?"

"Only Barringhamwasn't there, was he?" jeered Meldor. "Not when you
showed up with the comm ssioner."

Aretort was on Stanford's |lips, but he withheld it. Instead, he said
cool ly:

"Crinme has taken you sonewhat out of character, hasn't it, Meldor? After
all, you always did nouth things about justice as though you neant them™

"Just part of the blind, Stanford. Anyway, who are you to tal k? Murdering
Barri ngham was unnecessary, sonething far away from your usual code."

Those statenments, properly interpreted, proved the very point that
Cranston had just told Margo; that Meldor and Stanford each held the fixed
i dea
that the other was The Shadow, gone wong. It explained their urge to help the
police comm ssioner, for each in separately playing a role that could give him
the general title of The Mask, was anxious to put an end to The Shadow.

VWet her The Shadow stood for right or wong nmeant nothing. He was
interfering with The Mask, either way. And The Mask - both nmen who fitted the
description - could not be sure of the future while The Shadow was around.

It wasn't odd that in their verbal battle Stanford and Mel dor had failed
to guess that they were in a sense the sane person tal king about soneone el se.
For on the chair between themlay the regalia of The Shadow, |eft there
purposely by its owner. Stanford, who didn't know the w ndow trick, thought
t hat Mel dor had been the original man in the cloak. Meldor, comng in after
t he
trick was done, had found only Stanford with The Shadow s habilinments at hand.

And now the gane was really ended

At the sudden click of a pass-key in the door lock, the two rivals
wheel ed. Each halted monmentarily, suspecting the other of a trick. Each was
expecting the other to snatch up the hat and cl oak, as a nmeans of disguise.

Each saw the other's face and recognized that it was tense. Hearing the
gruff voice of Cardona, with its "Open in the name of the law," the pair
f or got
their rivalry. As though teaned to the action, Stanford and Mel dor each pulled
a
bandana mask from his pocket and drew it over his own eyes.

That broke the brief pact.

VWet her either or both realized the full gane and was seized with a
hat r ed
for the other man, they never told. Perhaps each thought that for The Shadow
to
try to pass as The Mask in this pinch where crooks should stick together, was
a
violation of crimedoms first |aw

VWhat ever the case, Inspector Cardona, lunging into room 508, saw two
masked nmen each wheel on the other and let rip with their revolvers. At that
cl ose range, there could be only one result. The Mask took it.

Bot h Masks.



From t he wi ndow cane a whi spered | augh, telling that The Shadow had been
ready there, if needed. Then Cranston's head and shoul ders slid down beyond
t he
sill, before they were even noticed. An automatic in his hand, he | anded back
in
408 by way of the awning chute.

Wth only one floor to go, Cranston reached the room above before
Conmi ssi oner Weston coul d be sunmoned fromthe roof garden. Wth Cardona
gi ving
what expl anations he could, Cranston sinply nodded and picked up The Shadow s
hat and cl oak with the question:

"Then these don't bel ong?"

"Not to these phonies," returned Cardona, gesturing to the floor. "They
bel ong to sonebody el se. Better get them away before they confuse the
conmi ssi oner . "

Actual |y, Weston was confused enough when he arrived at the unmasking of
Ron Mel dor and Wnslow Stanford, now partners in death. To hel p Cardona's
expl anati ons, Cyde Burke appeared to chine in facts and suggestions that Joe
didn't know. Indeed, Cyde was proving himself quite capable in putting things
t oget her and he provided the final touch by taking the conm ssioner down to
408
to nmeet N cky.

Clyde didn't take credit for N cky's capture nor the discovery of the
i nverted awni ng system He'd sinply stunbled across both, very luckily. But at
| east they hel ped to solve the remining riddle.

Margo Lane and Lanont Cranston were discussing that point as they rode in
Shrevvy's cab. Relieved fromthe strain of recent adventures, Margo | aughed
lightly as she said:

"l suppose Clyde will scoop the town with his story of The Shadow and The
Mask. "

The title was too long for Cranston. He preferred that it be shortened
and
that the part omtted be reserved for the archives of that nysterious
per sonage
whose nane woul d not appear in the public press.

The Shadow s nanme was vindi cated, so Cranston had instructed Clyde to
gi ve
others, especially Joe Cardona, full credit for the solving of this maze of
crime. Hence Cranston shook his head as he abbreviated Margo's title.

"Not The Shadow and The Mask," said Cranston. "Just the story of The Mask
- both of them™

THE END



