ALI Bl TRAIL
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," June 1946.

A strange Spanish playing card, a baggage check and a bank check are the
only clue guiding The Shadow along a trail of crine and death. Can the Master
of Darkness throw light on the forces of evil and bring themto justice?

CHAPTER |

The big private transport tricycled itself into a |l anding that was rather
m racul ous considering the thickening fog that was turning the ground flares
into smudge pots. What made it all the tougher was the limted size of this
little-used flying field on Long Island.

It |ooked like an energency | anding, but it wasn't. The whol e t hi ng was
pl anned and Jerry Reeth knew it. That was why he was here, waiting by the
hangar, and trying to | ook inconspicuous.

The plane had a good pilot, otherwi se he wouldn't have made it, so on the
pilot's account, Jerry was pleased at the nice |anding. That was quite a
concession on Jerry's part, considering that Brenda Van Dol phe was on the
pl ane. She was one person toward whom Jerry Reeth extended anything but w shes
for a happy | anding, despite the fact he'd never met the girl

Ri ght now, however, Jerry Reeth intended to nmeet Brenda Van Dol phe.

Little clusters of men were starting toward the plane, barely visible in
the swirl of the night fog. Jerry hurried in the same direction, hoping he
woul dn't be noticed. Lights indicated the transport's door, and a few people
were stepping out, a muffled girl anong them Unquestionably she was Brenda
Van
Dol phe, the girl whose face was as great a nystery as the sources of her
father's fortune.

Jerry was a dozen yards short of the plane when the flanking nmen cl osed
in
on him Then, for the first time, he realized that they weren't just curious
to
see the nysterious Mss Van Dol phe. They were wearing uniforns, representing
either state police or sonme |ocal constabulary, and they were here to forma
cordon to crowd out people like Jerry. A pair of them picked Jerry for a
starter and pounced on him

Instead of waiting for that pair to announce their authority, Jerry
asserted his own. He did it with his fists, placing his punches well. The
dar kness swal | owed the faces and the fog nuffled their oaths, but a noment
| ater another pair of officers was lurching after Jerry. As they grabbed him
he twi sted alnost free and nearly within reach of the girl fromthe plane.

The Van Dol phe girl had stopped stock-still. Beside her, Jerry saw a
sharp-faced man, probably Cedric Treat, the secretary who answered all her
letters. In the background, a tall inposing man was hel ping a tubby |lady from

the plane and both had turned at the excitement. That didn't interest Jerry;
he
was concerned with the girl.

And the girl was concerned with Jerry.

Brenda Van Dol phe was wearing a coat of ermine, its collar turned up
around her face. Above was a Cossack turban of the sane white fur, tilted
jauntily over the girl's forehead, just showi ng her eyes. As Brenda drew away
fromJerry's reach, the men put the grapple on him hauling himback in turn.

To Jerry, the girl |ooked al oof rather than startled, but Jerry was
wWr ong.

The cry proved it:



"M ss Van Dol phe!"

It wasn't Jerry who gave the call. A choking armwas too tight about his
neck. The shout cane from another direction, given by a nan who bul ged
suddenl y
fromthe fog, trying, as Jerry had, to shake off interceptors. But this man
was
burdened with a squarish object that he was thrusting forward as though he
intended to fling it.

Maybe the girl mstook it for a bonb, for she tried to turn away, half
tripping over the soggy ground. Her collar fell away and the lights fromthe
pl ane showed her face, a very frightened face, which perhaps enhanced its
beauty. It was indeed a beautiful face, because in that nonent, Jerry hated
t he
girl for having it. He'd wanted Brenda Van Dol phe to be ugly and if she'd just
been normal |y good-I| ooking, Jerry's prejudi ce woul d have been enough to cl ass
her as honely.

But in that one glance Jerry saw features as finely nol ded, as perfectly
bl ended, as any he could remenber from anywhere, including stage and screen
As
for rendering enotion, the fabul ous Brenda had that faculty too. Her |ips and
eyes had gone wi de, proving that even fright was somet hi ng she coul d nanage
prettily.

Even the girl's slight cry was tuneful as the flash-bulb expl oded.

The square object the man was shoving was a camera. He'd caught a
three-quarter profile of beautiful Brenda and he couldn't have wanted a better
shot. In fact, he wasn't going to get another, for a variety of reasons.

Hal f - bl i nded by the flash, but recognizing what it was, the girl had wheel ed
away and was muffling her face again. The canera man was getting nmuffled too,
by the local |aw. The secretary and the big man were scurrying the girl away,
tow ng al ong the waddly woman to a |inousine that had swung up near the plane.

Those details were lost on Jerry Reeth, who could only see the girl's
face, etched like a negative print in the half-blackness that his eyes, too,
had gathered froma straight |ook at the flash bulb. In fact, Jerry didn't
realize that the girl was gone, so vividly did her after-inage hover before
him But there were other inpressions, vague ones of reeling nen, com ng
directly Jerry's way. Ripping fromhis captors only to bring them pounci ng
after him Jerry lunged into the mass.

Jerry was mixing it with the pair who had grabbed the photographer. Loose
for the moment, he took them by complete surprise. Then, with Jerry proving
hi nsel f a cl outing nmenace, everybody took care of himat once. He went down
beneath a pile-up that rem nded himof a Freshman Bow Rush. Jerry night have
taken a |l ot of punishnment if somebody hadn't | oosened the nmelee with the
shout :

"That camera guy! Stop him™"

Raci ng off sonewhere in the fog, the photographer reached a car and
Jerry,
bei ng dragged along in the pursuit, heard the fellow working on the starter
Then, am d the sudden bl aze of flashlights, the local police found him seized
him and hauled himfromthe front seat, canmera and all. Wen he relinquished
t he canera, they pounced for it, each cop anxious to claimthe prize. They
didn't worry about the photographer any further and he nade a quick | eap back
to his car where he'd just started the notor when they grabbed him The car
went scooting madly out through an open gate in a direction opposite that
t aken
by the |inousine.

Jerry's case was sonmewhat different. The constabul ary marched hi mover to
t he hangar where they were rather surprised when they ushered himinto the
light. He wasn't the King Kong they expected; in fact, Jerry was rather
handsome, discounting a few scars and a growi ng bl ack eye, all acquired in the
recent fray. He was handsone in a rugged way, with straight profile and broad



chin, but that was |ogical enough, considering the way he'd battl ed.

Bef ore anybody could start asking questions, a big police |ieutenant
shoved into the hangar and scow ed when he saw what was goi ng on. One of the
of ficers handed himthe canera; holding the scowl, the lieutenant finally
bri ght ened and gave the canera to Jerry, putting a question that sounded
sonewhat |ike a statement:

"Yours?"

In answer, Jerry shook his head and this tine the lieutenant really
scowl ed as he | ooked at the silent cops.

"Who does this belong to?" he demanded. "What did you grab it for?"

The officers began to explain matters, which only made it worse.

"W were here to keep the field clear,"” roared the lieutenant. "To keep
back a crowd if there was one. O course we were supposed to protect the dane
if she needed it, but you shoul d have stopped that canera man before he got to
the plane. Since he shot a picture he had a right to it and to his camera,
too."

One of the cops thought he'd better square things by putting a burden on
Jerry.

"It was this guy mxed us up, lieutenant," declared the accuser. "W
t hought he was going to grab the girl. It |ooked |ike mybe he was out to
st age
a snatch."

The |ieutenant gl owered at Jerry, cane over, whirled himaround, gave him
a thorough frisk.

"No gun on him" the lieutenant deci ded. Then, to Jerry: "\Wat you got to
say for yoursel f?"

"Don't blame the officers, lieutenant,’

returned Jerry, rather blandly.
"l
i magi ne | was sonewhat intensive."

"Yeah? And why?"

"On account of ny friend," replied Jerry, thinking fast. "I was supposed
to draw everybody my way, only | didn't. | managed a fair job though" - Jerry
added a grin - "because he at |east took the picture, though | suppose all he

got was a load of that ermine wap the Van Dol phe girl was wearing."

The |ieutenant made anot her reversal of expression as he thunbed fromthe
hangar .

"You nmean you were stooging for the camera nan?"

A nod fromJerry.

"And you know where to reach hin®"

Jerry bluffed a very confident nod.

"Then give himback his picture box," suggested the |ieutenant, sweetly.
"Don't add our conplinments; just say we didn't even take it. Since he handed
it
to us, we naturally kept it for himuntil we found out how we could reach him
And now if you'll excuse us, we'll close the field for the night. You'll have
just about tine to get out of the gate.™

Taking the hint Jerry raced for the gate, carrying the canera with him
But on the way to his car, which was parked outside, that certain elation that
he felt began to fade. Though he carried the camera very conspi cuously as well
as carefully, Jerry was regarding it as anything but a prize. Its weight as
well as its | ooks were against it.

Once in his car, Jerry nade sure. At the risk of spoiling what m ght be
t he only phot ograph of Brenda Van Dol phe in existence, Jerry opened the canera
and found that his hunch was right. This wasn't the box that had snapped the
all -i mportant shot. The phot ographer mnust have dunped that in the back seat of
his car, where he had this one planted in the front all the tine.

It was just an old, very shabby canera, if not a dumry, certainly the
next
thing to it - a decoy. Woever the photographer was, he deserved credit.
Despite



hi s di sappoi ntrment, Jerry chuckled. After all, he'd fared well enough, thanks
to
the canera man's ruse

Maybe the canmera nman deserved even nore credit, or perhaps Jerry Reeth
shoul dn't have chuckl ed. Those were points that were due for further
consi deration - and very soon

CHAPTER |

DRI VING along a stretch of lonely road wasn't so very | onely when you had
Brenda Van Dol phe to think about. In the glare fromthe headlights, Jerry
Reet h
could still picture the girl's face, frozen in half-horror at the flash bulb,
and he rather regretted that his only souvenir had turned out to be an enpty
camner a

A print of that photograph would be very nice to have, but Jerry would
probably be clipping it froma newspaper soon. The canera man, whoever he was,
woul dn't waste tinme peddling the photo and probably at a big price. But it
wasn't the value of the unique picture of a hitherto unphotographed girl that
i nterested Jerry. \Were noney was concerned, his claimon the Van Dol phe
estate
m ght run into box-car figures if he could ever collect it.

Jerry smled at the thought of box-cars. Just at the nonment, the
headl i ghts were showing a few on a railway siding that flanked this old road.
As for figures, he was wondering how Brenda's woul d shape up, w thout so nany
furs. Maybe he'd find out, the next tine he net the girl, which Jerry had
al ready deci ded woul d be very soon. There were a couple of questions that
Jerry
want ed answered and he was tired of dealing through other people. That was why
toni ght he had tried to nmeet Brenda Van Dol phe face to face and in a sense had
succeeded.

Again, Jerry smled

The way that face kept haunting himwas sonething he rather |iked, though
that didn't prove he had begun to like its owner. On the contrary, the fact
that the girl had | ooks was probably another count against her. Her good | ooks
woul d logically add to the conceit and arrogance that Jerry fancied she had
inherited fromher father, Craig Van Dol phe, whose very nane Jerry detested.

Now Jerry was picturing other faces that he had seen along with Brenda's.
He' d remenber the sharp-faced nan, who was probably Treat, the secretary. The
tall, imnposing gentleman nust have been Judge Jeffrey, the girl's uncle. He
m ght be all right, because he came fromthe other side of Brenda's fanily
The
tubby | ady couldn't be anyone but Senora Hi dal go, the duenna who had
acconpani ed
Brenda from Col onbi a.

As for Brenda's cousin, Captain Platt, he wasn't due in New York unti
tomorrow. That was the factor that had thrown off the newspaper nen, Platt's
announcement that he was going to neet his cousin Brenda at La Guardia Airport
the next norning. Wth the sole exception of the photographer who had cone to
t he obscure landing field on sone lucky tip or chance guess, nobody had known
t hat Brenda Van Dol phe woul d be arriving in from Havana toni ght.

At | east no one except Jerry.

Jerry's grin of self-congratulation ended in a frown as he suddenly
reversed his own finding. In the mrror he saw the headlights of another car
com ng cl oser behind him It couldn't be the Iinobusine, because it had turned
| eft ahead. Nor could it be the photographer's car, which had sped off on
anot her road that didn't connect with this one. On a hunch that the other car
m ght be bringing trouble, Jerry gunned his accel erator

The coupe, which wasn't too old a nodel, whipped past the Iine of



si detracked box-cars and really began to eat up the narrow road. It was only a
mle until the road swung across the tracks of the Long Island Railroad and
took a short stretch to a trunk highway. Once there, Jerry wouldn't have to
worry about anybody.

Then came the short rising how of a siren, |like a banshee wail at
Jerry's
heel s.

So that was it - a police car

Maybe they' d decided they wanted the camera after all and a fine tine
Jerry woul d have explaining why it was enpty now. O possibly they were just
peeved because Jerry had out-tal ked them and were goadi ng himinto speeding so
t hey' d have an excuse for arresting him In either case they'd get another
argunent and Jerry was just in the right nmood to begin it.

Letting his coupe coast so the other car could overtake him Jerry
al | owned
hinself to be forced over to the side of the road, where he braked to a stop
Meanwhi | e, the siren had chopped off its brief how in a manner that Jerry
shoul d have recogni zed as too polite, but didn't. At least he didn't think of
it until men fromthe other car were crowding up to his, telling himto get
out
from behi nd t he wheel

That was when Jerry realized that the only simlarity between this
contingent and police was the fact that both carried guns.

They weren't masked, but Jerry couldn't see their faces because it was
t oo
dark. He hoped they were conscious of the fact, because if they were, it meant
t hey m ght not decide to shoot. On the contrary, if they thought Jerry was
| ooki ng them over, tallying the faces that he couldn't see, they m ght give
t he
bl ast and be done with it.

One of the group said gruffly: "Let's have that canera, nug."

So that was it, the camera. But if Jerry gave it, then what? Figuring
what
this bunch would do was a problem It rem nded Jerry of the time a squad of
krauts had henmed himon the fringe of the Battle of the Bulge. Wile they'd
been figuring whether to take himto the rear or load himw th some bullets,
Jerry had taken off past a line of anmmunition trucks.

Maybe he could do the sane right now, or its equivalent. For Jerry could
hear the wheezi ng, heavy-pl odding chug of a Long Island freight com ng al ong
the track beside the road. Coolly, but in a tone that didn't seemhis own,
Jerry said:

"You want the camera? |I'Il give it to you."

They let himturn and reach into the car. They hadn't nuch to | ose since
three of themwere prodding Jerry with gun muzzles and if he'd cone around
with
a revolver of his own, it would have been the last thing he did. And Jerry was
deliberate too, not just to prove he was only reaching for the canmera, but to
give the freight time to come al ong.

It was a singular scene with the giant eye of the | oconotive flooding
down
the track, yet not quite including the halted cars in the fringe of its
wi dened
glare. Unfortunate perhaps, otherw se the |oconotive crew night have been able
to observe and report on crine by the wayside.

There was a fortunate angle, too.

Easing into the scene was another car, its headlights out, its notor
snot hered by the approaching roar and clatter of the train. Its driver was
bringing it intoline with the halted ears, but to the right of Jerry's where
har d- baked ground | ay between the road and the rail way.

A cl osi ng door announced that soneone was alighting fromthe ghost car



but the noise of the door was also nmuffled by the freight train's clatter. A
stealthy figure was noving forward, totally unsuspected in the darkness.

If Jerry had stalled a short while |onger, he wouldn't have had to spring
a surprise of his owmn on the nmen who pressed himwith their guns. But Jerry
was
al ready well advanced with his own plan

Carrying the canera in his hands, Jerry was bringing it around to the
front of the car so he could showit in the Iight. The guns were crowdi ng
ri ght
along in back of him

"l guess you want the plate," Jerry was saying. "Anyway, you're welcone
to
it, camera and all. Here's the works - so take it!"

Around the front of the car, Jerry turned and flung the camera into the
first face he saw. Then, with a twisting dart, he |oped across in front of the
lights and made a nmad dash straight toward the railroad track. He hoped they'd
think he'd ducked around on the other side of the car; if so, he'd have al
t he
ti me he needed.

The gunners thought he'd done just that. In hot pursuit, they all took
t he
wrong direction. But the ruse never could have worked the way Jerry intended,
and for a sinple reason he had overl ooked. In making that mad rush across the
track, Jerry was thinking only of the |oconptive, not its searchlight.

Jerry was beating the | ocomptive and with plenty to spare as he hurtled
across in front of its approaching pilot, but the giant glare picked hi mout
and nmade hima vivid target. Those pursuers, if capable at all w th guns, were
bei ng gi ven a perfect opportunity to pick off the fugitive.

CGood fortune prevented them fromtaking that opportunity; good fortune in
the form of an unexpected fighter who net Jerry's enemies in a powerful surge,
as one nman shouted to the others and pointed the way that Jerry had gone. Wth
a fierce, challenging |laugh that even the | oconotive's roar could not drown,
that lone battler hurled hinmself into the thick of the gunners, sledging down
their aimng hands with strokes froma brace of autonatics.

They knew that |augh, these nen of crinme; they recognized the cl oaked
figure that materialized as it plunged theminto the glow of the headlights
that gl eaned from Jerry's abandoned car

This was the bl ack-clad nmenace that all nmen of evil feared:

The Shadow

CHAPTER 1 |

SEEN fromthe road, Jerry Reeth's figure was diving headl ong, as though
flayed by the bullets that were represented by the spurts of eneny guns. An
instant later, that figure was blotted fromsight by an intervening curtain, a
m ghty curtain of clanging steel, the freight |oconotive.

The gun barks were faintly audible to Jerry, though they seened very
di stant am d the clangor of the | oconotive. And bullets were really distant,
for not one shot was fired in Jerry's direction. The dive that Jerry took was
nmerely policy. Hitting the cinders on the far side of the track seened the
proper business, so Jerry flung hinself flat and waited while the engi ne went
crashi ng past.

Back by the autonobiles, another sound had suppl anted the spasnodi c gun
bursts. That sound was a strident |augh, nocking and triunmphant, The Shadow s
answer to the fighters who had turned their guns his way instead of Jerry's,
only to have their aimng nuzzles knocked hi gh and wi de. Sl ashing as he
whirl ed, The Shadow was |ike a miniature cyclone, flinging his adversaries as
he clouted them finally whipping off into darkness from which he could gain
new vant age.



Fant astically, The Shadow s |augh blended into a titanic burst that
caught
t he exact key of the mirth's crescendo.

The whistle of the freight |oconotive had picked up The Shadow s | augh to
give it that amazing magnitude. The great steel clodhopper was bl owing for the
grade crossing, less than a mle ahead. But in the few seconds that it took
themto realize what the huge blare was, the stick-up nen didn't wait to
ar gue.

Instead of firing wild shots into the darkness beyond the range of the
headl i ghts, on the chance of picking off The Shadow, the hal f-dazed thugs
flung
t hensel ves back into their own car. The notor was still running and the man
who
| anded behind the wheel lost no tine in yanking the gear shift and gunning the
car into a mad departure

The crook-manned car shot itself right out of The Shadow s reach. He
hadn't tarried in the darkness, flanking the glow fromthe headlights. He'd
rounded the halted car intending to come up frombehind it and attack the
baffl ed gunners fromtheir own bailiwick. If they'd waited only a few seconds
| onger, they'd have been slugged into subm ssion

As it was, they were away, before The Shadow could quite clutch the
handl e
of the door that had slamed behind the |last of them They were shooting from
t he wi ndows, hoping to di ssuade The Shadow if he tried to clip themfromthe
flank, for they hadn't the slightest notion that he was actually behind them

Ri ght then, The Shadow m ght have stopped the flight with well-planted
bullets into the tires or gas-tank of the fugitive car, but he had a better
plan. Jerry was safe; of that The Shadow had nade certain with a passing
gl ance
at the nonent of Jerry's dive beyond the intervening | oconotive. Mre
i mport ant
than wayl ayi ng Jerry's attackers was the chance to trail themand | earn nore
about them

Such thugs, if and when they tal ked, seldomcould tell nuch of value, for
they were usually hired assassins, obtained through internediaries. But if The
Shadow coul d tail them |earn nore about them and their contacts, he m ght
gain
a lead to crime behind crine.

The Shadow slid into his own car and started an inmredi ate pursuit. Again,
his was a ghost car with no betraying lights, for the road was straight and he
was gui ded by the mighty glare fromthe | oconptive searchlight, well ahead.
Once nmore, the whistle blared for the crossing, which was visible now as the
| unbering giant ate up the brilliant path that stretched ahead of it.

Despite the warning, the car with its | oad of crooks was speedi ng even
faster, intent upon beating the iron nonster to the goal. Rather than remain
on
The Shadow s side of the tracks, the fugitive gang preferred to risk a tangle
with a loconptive. It |ooked |like they were going to receive just that when
their car veered for the grade crossing, but the driver nmust have managed an
extra spurt despite the swerve.

For the car was gone and an instant later, the |oconptive was bl anketing
the cross-over. Next, The Shadow s chase was ended by a long line of rattling,
swayi ng cars, a half a mle of them which gave the crooks a mnute of |eeway
intheir flight.

Braking his car near the crossing, The Shadow turned it around and went
back to I ook for Jerry Reeth, the one renmaining factor who m ght furnish data
regardi ng the source of crine.

FI NDI NG Jerry Reeth was out of the question, even for The Shadow. Jerry



hadn't let that Iine of freight cars go to waste. On his feet, running ful
speed with the train, he'd hooked a | adder and cl anbered on board a box-car
It

wasn't until the freight train reached a station five niles ahead that Jerry
again put himself into circulation

Though a trifle bedraggled, Jerry made a reasonably normal appearance as
a
passenger on a local train that rolled into Manhattan on an electric |ine of
t he
Long Island Railroad. By the time he alighted at Pennsylvania Station, Jerry
had
fairly well resolved his problens.

They were after the canera, that was all

It m ght seem odd, a band of crooks hijacking a car just to deprive a
canera man of a single photographic plate. But if Brenda Van Dol phe was worth
so many mllion dollars, an exclusive picture of such a girl was
unquesti onabl y
worth sonething in itself.

They had m staken Jerry for the photographer, that was all

Why not ?

The real photographer had scooted out of the air field w thout declaring
hi nsel f, whereas Jerry had nmade an open departure carrying a camera. So they
had picked on Jerry. Such was Jerry's opinion as he cane up the escal ator, but
as he wal ked eastward from Penn Station, he began to anal yze the question

Maybe they'd been out there |ooking for Jerry hinself.

That notion nade Jerry | augh. Nobody except Sinmon Severidge could have
told them about a certain young man naned Jerry Reeth. As for Severidge, he
was
t he biggest close-nmouth that Jerry had ever net. Maybe that was what he shoul d
be, considering that Severidge was the attorney for the Van Dol phe Estate.

In his fewinterviews with Severidge, Jerry hadn't gotten anything out of
himand therefore didn't like the man at all. Not |iking Severidge, Jerry was
willing to concede that the | awer m ght have hired thugs to do a little work
on the side. It might be part of Severidge's job to hire a few strong-arm
characters to make sure that nobody took any pictures of Brenda Van Dol phe.
That brought Jerry right back to his original idea.

Nevert hel ess, he intended to ask Gonzal es about it. After all, it was
Gonzal es who had insisted that Jerry held a fair claimon the Van Dol phe
Estate, or a sizable portion of it. It was through that insistence of Senor
Gonzal es that Jerry had gone to see Severidge in the first place.

In addition, Gonzal es had furnished Jerry with assorted itenms of
information, all pertinent to Jerry's claim It was al so Gonzal es who had
hel ped Jerry check on data regardi ng Brenda Van Dol phe and her rel atives, as
wel | as when the girl would arrive in New York and why. In fact, right now,
Gonzal es would be waiting in Jerry's pocket-sized apartnent to | earn how
successfully Jerry had crashed the gate at the air field and whether or not he
had gai ned the interview he want ed.

Maybe CGonzal es woul d have a good answer for some of the details that now
bot hered Jerry. The very thought quickened Jerry's pace and he lost no tinme in
bringing out his key as he entered the old house where he lived in a pair of
converted roons that were called an apartnment.

Unl ocki ng the door of the apartment, Jerry found the |light switch and
pressed it. He was rather surprised, sonewhat di sappointed, not to find the
pl ace already lighted, with Gonzales awaiting his return. Maybe the senor
hadn't expected Jerry to return so soon

Apparently, Jerry's guesses were off tonight. At |east the |ast one was,
as he |l earned when he turned fromthe door. Jerry's gaze froze instantly as he
saw what was lying on the floor, squarely in the mddle of the pint-sized
[iving room

The thing was a body and there was no doubt that it was thoroughly dead.



The evidence to that effect was the knife handl e that projected fromthe dead
man's chest. Jerry recognized it as his favorite hunting knife, a brutal
| ong- bl aded affair that he had brought from Canada and had kept in his trunk
It wasn't exactly cricket for soneone to take Jerry's own knife and kil
a
man with it, particularly when the victimwas a friend of Jerry's, about the
only friend he had in New York. For the thing that harrowed Jerry nore than
t he
actual sight of the dead man, was the identity of that victimon the floor
A darkish face | ooked up into the light, recognizable despite the
unnatural glare of its glassy eyes. It was the face of a man call ed Gonzal es!

CHAPTER | V

A CURI QUS sense of contrast swept over Jerry Reeth. Now that he viewed
this scene, it seenmed the direct opposite of the way things should have
happened. Not much nore than an hour ago, it mght have been Jerry's turn to
pl ay dead man, for keeps.

I nst ead, CGonzales was filling the part.

How did it Iink with the episode on the Long Island road? Coul d sonebody
have nurdered Gonzal es thinking he was Jerry?

These questions and nore were filling Jerry's brain until they becane a
whirl that revolved itself into a solid desire for self-preservation. Maybe
Jerry's own recent escape fromdeath had stiffened him but he didn't feel a
great regret over CGonzales. The fell ow was an adventurer, the sort who thrived
on enemies as nuch as friends. It could be that someone had settled an old
grudge, using Jerry's apartment as a conveniently isolated locale. If so,
Jerry
shoul d feel an aninmpsity toward CGonzal es, dead or alive.

Har d- headed, Jerry began to put his own case first. The knife was
incrimnating evidence, so the best plan was to di spose of it. Coolly, Jerry
approached the body and stooped to grip the knife handle. H's hand noved
nmechani cal |y, spreading for a sudden clutch; then froze as it was, when a coo
voi ce spoke from behind him

"I'd |l eave that knife where it is.”

Conming to his feet, Jerry wheeled with hands hal f-cl osed, not know ng
what
to do with them He was facing a nan whose face, though young, bore the nold
of
experience. It was a good-looking face, but in a practical sort of way and its
steady features were the sort that pronoted confidence. Neverthel ess, the
owner
of that face was taking no chances with Jerry. To back his statement, the nman
di spl ayed a solid automatic, which was aimed squarely in Jerry's direction

As coolly as before, the stranger queried:

"You're Jerry Reeth?"

Brief hesitation convinced Jerry that he could | ose nothing by admtting
fact. He nodded.

"The dead man was a friend of yours?"

Jerry didn't respond to that question

"Whoever he was," cane the stranger's query, "what was his nane?"

"Why not ask hinP" put in Jerry. "Or if it's a question of nanes, what's
your s?"

"Harry Vincent,'

replied the stranger, frankly. "Now what about the dead
man?"
"He called hinmself CGonzal es," snapped Jerry, pronpted by a slight nudge
fromthe automatic. "Anyway, | didn't kill him"

"I know that," said Vincent. "He's been dead too long. You couldn't have

arrived here soon enough to nurder him considering that you made part of your



trip by freight."

That statement startled Jerry, but he was quick to cover the fact. Eyes
narrowed, fists tightened against his coat front, Jerry tried to figure the
answer. How Vincent knew so nmuch was a question, but a chunk of it must be
guess-wor k. Nobody coul d have seen Jerry hop that Long Island freight, but
somebody m ght have guessed it.

Who was the guesser?

Certainly not this chap Vincent. He couldn't have gotten here faster than
Jerry. Sonebody rust have relayed the word of the episode on the high-road;
but
that in turn produced a variety of possibilities.

Maybe the thugs had phoned sone chumto intercept Jerry when he arrived
here; but Vincent didn't |ook the sort who would be deputized by such a crew
Conversely, the Long Island police mght have cone across Jerry's abandoned
car
and notified Manhattan headquarters to check on the owner; but, again, Vincent
didn't look like a plain clothes man.

That left only one solution and a very sketchy one. Sonethi ng had
scattered those thugs back on the highroad; Jerry knew it from having seen
their car do a scooting flight across the path of the |oconptive at the grade
crossing. Though Jerry hadn't seen The Shadow, he recogni zed that sonmebody
pot ent nmust have been involved. Fromthat, Jerry analyzed that Vincent nust be
some em ssary representing his unknown rescuer

Per haps Vi ncent was checking the notions that ran through Jerry's m nd
Was he waiting for Jerry to add themup or was sonething el se to happen? The
answer cane when the tel ephone bell began to jangle frombeside a table in the
corner. Jerry made an involuntary notion in that direction and Vi ncent gave a
slight nod.

Then, before Jerry could reach the phone, Vincent's hand was stopping him
with the gun, but only briefly. What Harry Vincent did, was take a
handker chi ef
from his pocket, drape it over the table phone.

Then Harry said: "Now. "

Jerry liked the precaution. It nmeant that Harry didn't want Jerry to
implant his fingerprints over any others that might be on the phone. Stepping
back, Harry waited blandly, as though expecting Jerry to be properly inpressed
by what canme across the wire.

It was inpressive enough, though it wasn't the voice Harry expected. He
could catch its tones as Jerry listened to them

The voice was | ow, disguised, hardened in its forced snarl

"CGet going, Reeth," it said. "You ve got about ten mnutes before they
get
there. You don't want trouble with the coppers, do you? If you lam you
won't."

That was all. As Jerry planted the phone back on its stand, he stared at
Harry and noted that the other man's eyes were sonewhat puzzled. Then

"So you have ten mnutes,” was Harry's coment. "In that case you can
spare a few. Only don't waste them Let's hear what el se you know about
Gonzales. It may be hel pful to both of us.”

"Al'l right," decided Jerry, suddenly. "The nore you know, the |ess reason
you'll see for me to be covering up. Gonzal es knew ny father down in Mexico."

"And your father was Felix Reeth, the mne pronoter."

"I see you know sone facts al ready,"” acknow edged Jerry. "That nakes it
all the better. Since you' ve heard of ny father, you'll probably remenber that
he was franed for some phony mne pronotions by his partner, a certain Craig
Van Dol phe. "

Harry gave a nonconmittal nod, which at |east was a concession. Jerry's
use of the word "framed" was a matter of opinion, since technically, his
f at her
had been convicted of the fake pronotion schene which Jerry charged to Van



Dol phe.

"Anyway, they were partners,” continued Jerry, as though allow ng for
Harry's doubt. "Wen Van Dol phe sold out the Mexican hol dings, half of what he
made bel onged to ny father. Van Dol phe went to Col onbia and took up m ning
plati numinstead of silver. That's how he made the nillions that now belong to
hi s daughter Brenda."

"And therefore," supplied Harry, "you assune that half the Van Dol phe
fortune should be yours."

"Why not?" demanded Jerry. "I might as well ask for as nmuch as | can

get!"

"But if your claimwas based on a fraud -"

"Only it wasn't a fraud!" interjected Jerry. "That silver nmine in Mexico
can be nade to pay. Van Dol phe was playing for quick noney, that was all."

"Did he tell you this?"

Wth the query, Harry nudged toward the body of Gonzal es and Jerry nodded
inreply.

"He told me a lot, CGonzales did," avowed Jerry, "and | think nost of it
was reliable. There are two nmen who own nost of the stock in the old Quetza
Silver Mne. They bought it cheap on speculation and then regretted it. But
they'd be gl ad enough if somebody cane in with them bringing enough cash to
fi nance a new operation."

"And you'd like to furnish the cash,” conjectured Harry, "at the expense
of the Van Dol phe Estate."

"That's right."

"But to get the cash, you'd have to prove your father's innocence by
maki ng the Quetzal M ne pay."

"That's the trouble,"” nodded Jerry. "To get the cash first, | have to
prove one cl ai mahead of the other. However" - Jerry's face tightened grimy -
"I think I can find some way to manage it."

"You've had a pretty bad setback," observed Harry coolly, "considering
t hat Gonzal es was your only key."

Had Harry Vincent enphasized that final word, "key"? Instinctively Jerry
Reeth gave his new friend a sharp, suspicious |ook, as though wondering if the
term"friend" actually applied to him Wether Harry caught the significance
or
not, he was quick to switch the subject.

"About the Van Dol phe noney," Harry remi nded. "You say you m ght collect
some of it. Have you tried?"

"OfF course,"” replied Jerry. "For one thing, |'ve seen Sinmon Severidge.
He's the attorney for the Van Dol phe Estate.”

"Any luck with Severidge?"

"No," admitted Jerry, "but if you ever net Severidge, you' d know why.
He's
as cold as they cone. He'd be capable of anything, provided it wasn't too
human. "

The very statenent made Jerry think. Wat if Vincent happened to be
wor ki ng for Severidge? This was a new notion and a disturbing one. It seened
to
link with Gonzal es |ying dead on the floor; next, Jerry was thinking it m ght
connect with the encounter beside the Long Island tracks. H's own appraisal of
Severidge was producing plenty of possibilities.

Agai n, Harry brought Jerry back to the i mredi ate subject and deftly, both
with cool tone and gun gesture.

"What else did you try, Reeth?"

"I wote to Brenda Van Dol phe," Jerry was speaking mechanically. "Al |
received were sone letters froma secretary named Cedric Treat. He wites like
Severidge tal ks."

"So you decided you'd better see Brenda Van Dol phe. ™"

"That's right." Jerry halted suddenly. "Wy do you ask?"

"Because that's why you went to the air field, wasn't it?"



"l suppose so."

"And you saw her?"

The smile that took over Jerry's lips didn't flicker there. It was an
inward snmile. He wasn't to be caught by a question like that one. Abruptly,
Jerry put a question of his own.

"What makes you think | saw her?"

"You ran into sonme trouble on the road,"” returned Harry. "It was over a
canera, wasn't it?"

"A dumy canera." Jerry's laugh sounded forced, but it was genuine. "Sone
phot ographer shoved it on ne. | guess he took a shot of beautiful Brenda and
swi tched canmeras so he could get away with the plate."

"You saw himtake the picture?"

"In all that fog? Not a chance. | was way back, hopi ng Brenda woul d cone
al ong, but she nust have gone the other direction. Instead, the fellowwth
t he
canera cane running at ne and gave nme the thing. Next, | was tangled with the
cops. "

Cannily, Jerry had woven false threads into the true fabric of his story.
He wasn't letting this chap Vincent know that he'd even gotten a | ook at
Br enda
Van Dol phe. From now on, Jerry wasn't trusting anybody but hinself.

"Ten mnutes,"” declared Jerry, abruptly. "That's what the fell ow said

over
t he phone." He gestured to the instrument, which was still draped with Harry's
handkerchi ef. "Time's about up. Suppose we get going."

"Not yet."

Time wasn't up for Harry, a fact that brought Jerry to a tension pitch
The seconds that passed seemed slow, yet fast; slow because of the strain,
rapi d because each was another step to an approaching crisis. During those
nmonents, Jerry becane convinced that the warning across the phone had cone
from
an actual friend; that Harry was really an eneny.

And then the phone rang again.

Two things were explained: first, why Harry had been surprised at the
previous call; second, why he had | eft his handkerchi ef on the tel ephone.
Keepi ng his gun trained on Jerry, Harry picked up the tel ephone.

Across canme a weird, whispered voice that Harry recogni zed but which
Jerry, away fromthe tel ephone, could not distinguish

It was the voice of The Shadow

Al Jerry heard was Harry's end of the conversation; terse statenents
detailing the situation here, mentioning both the death of Gonzal es and
Jerry's
return. There was a final pause on Harry's part while he received instructions
from his chief.

Then, clanping the tel ephone back in place, Harry whi pped away his
handker chi ef, draped it over his free hand in order to turn the door knob
Gesturing Jerry along with his gun, Harry ordered crisply:

"Come along. We're getting out of here."

A wi se decision, one that won Jerry's accord and woul d have reinstated
Harry where Jerry was concerned, but for the sounds that cane from bel ow. They
were creepi ng sounds, acconpanied by creaks of the stairs up which they cane.

Foot steps, a batch of them representing the nenace that the warning
Voi ce
had prom sed at the end of the ten minute time linit!

CHAPTER V

IT was Harry Vincent who acted. The privilege was Harry's, inasnmuch as he
still held his gun with the business end covering Jerry Reeth.



No nudge this tinme, but a shove of the automatic sent Jerry deeper into
the little living roombefore he realized that he m ght have nmade a successful
shatch at Harry's automatic.

For Harry was busy with other operations. He was cl osing the door,
throwing its latch and finally reaching for the light swtch.

Al that with one hand, the hand encunbered by the pocket handkerchi ef
that elimnated any betraying fingerprints.

A click and the lights were off.

Then Harry's voice, in a tone reduced to a sharp whi sper

"Move into the other room Reeth. Take it easy and don't stunble over
Gonzal es. "

They circled the body, one on either side, and in the thick darkness,
Jerry heard Harry's tone ordering himto hurry along. Purposely stalling,
Jerry
hoped Harry hadn't guessed it, but couldn't take further chances. Jerry's own
creaki ng footsteps were giving away his position too plainly.

If an eneny, Harry wouldn't hesitate to shoot should Jerry trend toward
maki ng trouble. As a friend, Harry would be hel pful, therefore Jerry would
benefit by obeying him

Though he had by no neans | ost his distrust of Harry, Jerry was giving
hi m
the benefit of doubt until the men fromthe stairs found the apartnent |ocked
and decided to go away.

Jerry's brain needed a few | ess cob-webs. A | ocked door hadn't hel ped
Gonzal es.

Again, a | ocked door proved its inefficiency. Hardly had Harry hooked
Jerry forcibly and thrust himinto the inner room before a key clattered in
the outer door and the light fromthe hallway entered, bringing men with it.

Instead of closing the door of Jerry's tiny bedroom Harry left it
slightly ajar and allowed Jerry the privilege of peering through to see what
happened.

There were three arrivals in all. One of thempulled the cord of a |anp
whi | e another closed the door. To Jerry, the group | ooked nore than vaguely
famliar. Fromtheir actions he felt reasonably certain that they were nenbers
of the crew that had wayl aid himon Long Island.

Dull light conbined with pulled down hats to hide the faces of these
unsavory gentry. They went around in stooped fashion |ike a cross between a
bevy of gorillas and a minority of Snow Wiite's little dwarfs. They were
st ooped because it hel ped their present operation

VWat they did was open a large trunk in the corner, dunp out what few of
Jerry's belongings were still init, then gather up Gonzal es' body and sl unp
it
into the trunk. The trunk received CGonzal es in bunched fashion, all except his
feet, which were finally shoved wthin.

Next, they planted the trunk tray back in place, closed the lid and
| ocked
it. While one man was shoving the clanps shut, another attached a baggage
check
to the trunk handle. Then two of them hoisted the trunk like a pair of baggage
novers and started for the door with it.

They were efficient too, this trip. As though they had rehearsed the act,
they included precautionary tactics. Al ways, before taking over a task, one
man
waited until another had concluded his. The odd man invariably had a gun and
kept hinself beyond the trunk at a spot from which he could cover either door
and at the same tinme be shiel ded.

In their departure, the odd man noved ahead to the hallway door, while
| ooki ng straight toward the inner roomfromwhich Harry and Jerry watched. At
t he door, the gunner paused to listen; then drew the door ajar. He let the
trunk carriers pass him then stepped to the lanmp, pulled its cord, and



wheel ed

to the door to follow By then, the other pair had reached the stairs with the
trunk, which nmeant that the man with the gun would be able to cover their trip
from above

None of this had escaped Harry's notice, but Jerry hadn't studied the
details too closely. Such bold appropriation of Jerry's own property, plus the
want on handl i ng of Gonzal es' body, was the sort of process to fire anyone's
ant agoni sm That Harry should remain cool, caused a new surge of Jerry's old
suspi ci ons.

VWhat the crooks were fram ng was a puzzle to Jerry and he didn't like the
riddle. Moreover, he didn't like Harry for letting themget away with it. If
they were to be stopped, now was the time, while the odd man was turning in
t he
dar kness to reach the hallway door

It didn't occur to Jerry that Harry was waiting just the instant to take
a
proper bead on that |one gunner and clip himat the proper nonment. Nor did
Harry, tense in his own right, suspect that Jerry had reached a berserk pitch
But that was the way it was.

On inpulse, Jerry let ride with a sweeping fist that cleared Harry's gun
hand and clipped the jaw above it. Staggered, Harry rolled sideways, clearing
the door for Jerry, who plunged right through. The clatter caused the thug at
the outer door to turn and let fire with his gun, but his shots were blind and
t herefore too high.

Jerry was coning forward with a low drive and Harry was hal f-sagged to
t he
floor. Two bullets mssed them and before the gunner could deliver a third,
Jerry hit himand bowled himout into the hall. Triunphantly, Jerry pounced
further, expecting to overpower his foe. He was totally discounting the two
nen
with the trunk.

That was Jerry's m st ake.

They' d probably rehearsed the trunk act, too.

They let go of the trunk and the | ower man sidestepped it while the nman
above was turning. Then both were charging up the stairs, sw nging the guns
that they snatched fromtheir pockets. Jerry was struggling with their
conpanion, trying to get the fellow s gun, but he didn't have a chance.

Jerry was just a set-up

Sl uggi ng guns woul d have rocked himthen and there, but for the sane
i ntervention that had aided himbefore. It cane in a fierce, strident pea
from
t he hal I way down bel ow the stairs.

The | augh of The Shadow

Crooks dived wi de when they heard that challenge rising above the banging
crash of the trunk that was bouncing down the stairs. They didn't stop to
reason that The Shadow coul dn't be on his way up, not w th Gonzal es
i mprovi sed
coffin comng at himlike an aval anche. The man with whom Jerry struggl ed was
just as ardent as the other, so ardent that he flung off Jerry like a batch of
straw and started to follow the others back into the apartnent.

There they met Harry, coming gun first. They met himin a wild drive,
with
Jerry springing after them Still groggy fromJerry's punch, Harry didn't find
his trigger until his gun was driven up. H's gun spurted, so did another
i kewi se shoved high as Jerry clutched its owner's hand. Again, The Shadow s
| augh.

He was coming up the stairs, The Shadow, and from behind hi m echoed the
clatter of the trunk as it continued out through the door and down the steps
to
the street. To Jerry, all those sounds were nostly echo, for he was on his way



out. Jerry wasn't deserting Harry, for he still wasn't sure that Harry was a
friend. What inpelled Jerry was the fact that he didn't belong in any | eague
where all the players, except hinself, were sporting firearns.

The route that Jerry took was the shortest; straight through the little
bedroom and out its broad wi ndow whi ch he crashed in a single |lunge. Qut back
was a low, slanted roof and Jerry slid right down it to the ground bel ow
There
he took a | eap that was very |like a bounce and cleared a high board fence in
t he
cat fashion that he had | earned during his arny training.

That w ndow crash was an invitation to others. The three thugs who heard
it all thought that one of their nunmber had paved the way. They foll owed and
cane sliding fromthe roof |like a row of diagonal nmarks in a ganme of
tic-tac-toe. But they didn't bounce across the fence; their catlike tactics
were of the alley variety. They saw an opening to the side street and took it,
post haste.

Up in Jerry's living room Harry Vincent was surging for the only figure
that he saw, slugging blindly with his gun. The figure net him com ng through
t he doorway, took himin a grapple that suppressed him gun and all. Wat
jarred Harry to his senses was a hissed tone in his ear

It was The Shadow, bringing his rather bew | dered agent back into |line.

There was no use in taking the back wi ndow route. The Shadow recogni zed
that the crooks were thinking of flight, not of pursuing Jerry. Fromthe
st andpoi nt of evidence, the thing to reclaimwas the trunk that had gone
downstairs. The Shadow didn't have to be told that it contained Conzal es
body,
because he could see that the body - already reported by Harry - was no | onger
on the living room fl oor

Haul ing Harry with him The Shadow | ed a sweepi ng course down the front
stairs, but by the tinme they reached the street another opportunity was gone.
An inert thing like a trunk couldn't depart of its own accord, but
arrangement s
had been made for its departure and the trunk had announced its own arrival on
the street.

From hal f a bl ock away, a parked delivery truck had cone to life, swept
up
to the house and dropped a two-man crew that scooped up the trunk and threw
t hensel ves on board with it. They didn't know what had happened in the house,
but it wasn't their business to wait and | earn

They were wi se, too, in that decision

Shots bl asted as the truck rounded the corner but a projecting pair of
steps intercepted The Shadow s bullets. The truck was away and a police
whi stl e
was shrilling in echo to The Shadow s bl asts. Somebody had reported the
earlier
gunfire and the | aw was al ready on the job.

Al one, The Shadow mi ght have hailed a cab that he had waiting around the
corner, but with Harry as an added and slightly uncertain factor, it woul dn't
do to begin a slowed pursuit. So instead, The Shadow rushed Harry to the
corner, rolled himinto the cab, and told its driver, a quick-witted chap
named
Shrevvy, to head the other way.

The Shadow was staying on the ground to |learn what else he could. Hi s
parting | augh, |ow and fear-provoking, was swallowed |ike hinmself into the
surroundi ng thickness of the night!

CHAPTER VI

FOR a man who was either dead or mssing, Jerry preferred to be the



latter, considering that the |ocale was New York City.

There were advantages in being missed in Manhattan. It nissed you, but
you
didn't missit.

In a vest-pocket hotel called the Col onnade, Jerry was enjoying a
newspaper along with his breakfast and admiring a retouched front-page
phot ograph of a G I. who happened to be himself. It was anything but a
reasonabl e facsinile. Jerry could only hope that Brenda Van Dol phe didn't see
the picture. He | ooked for hers, hoping that he'd find it sonewhere in the
newspaper, but it wasn't included. Maybe it wouldn't be any nore flattering
than Jerry's, but Jerry would have to wait to find out.

Nobody woul d ever find Jerry by his photograph, of that Jerry felt quite
certain. Here at the Hotel Col onnade, where he was regi stered under another
nane, he felt reasonably secure. If the police really instigated a hunt, it
woul d probably carry out of town; meanwhile, Jerry would just sit tight.

And sitting tight seenmed very wi se.

From the news accounts, which carried the statement "M ssing Van Dol phe
d ai mant Sought," Jerry gained the inkling that the authorities mght be
hol di ng out on sonet hing. Perhaps they'd gained evidence of foul play and if
so, they would assune that Jerry was the victim In which case, Jerry m ght be
quite enbarrassed if he showed up at the Bureau of M ssing Persons to report
hinself restored to the realmof the found. It would be pretty difficult
answering a police quiz on the subject of Gonzales.

As a m ssing person, Jerry's policy was solid. He couldn't be bl aned too
much for dropping out of sight, considering that he had net mysterious
eneni es.

Meanwhi |l e he could await devel opnents and keep certai n peopl e guessing. One
person who woul d be on the guessing list, and specifically, was Sinon
Severidge, the over-smart attorney for the Van Dol phe Estate.

In their few nmeetings, Jerry had tal ked too much and too frankly to
Severidge, even to the point of mentioning Gonzales and the nen who m ght be
interested in reclaimng the old Quetzal Silver Mne. Jerry had told Severidge
t he address where the | awer could reach him and Jerry certainly had been
reached last night at that address, nanely his apartnent.

Only on his last visit to Severidge's office had Jerry gai ned anyt hi ng
wort hwhil e. That was when he saw a menp on a desk in the outer office
mentioni ng that Brenda Van Dol phe was coning into the obscure Long Island air
field. That was yesterday afternoon and Jerry hadn't waited to talk to
Severidge. R ght now, Jerry was well convinced that Severidge had guessed why.

So Severidge was off Jerry's calling list.

As for futures, Jerry was nmentally checking two other nanes. One was Kirk
Ginmshaw, the inporter; the other, Alvin Lancaster, the promoter. They were
t he
two nmen who controlled the Quetzal Mne and Jerry had met each separately and
briefly at Gonzal es' suggesti on.

Each had said the sanme thing. If enough cash could be raised to resune
operations at the Quetzal, they'd be interested. But there wasn't any use in
the partners talking it over unless Jerry cane through with the finances. So
for the present, there was no need in seeing either Ginshaw or Lancaster

The person that Jerry Reeth still wanted to see was Brenda Van Dol phe.

From hi s vest pocket, Jerry took a key. It was an old key, thin and
peculiarly shaped. This key, in Jerry's pocket all the time, was the cause for
hi s sudden suspici on when the word "key" had been mentioned, perhaps
i nadvertently, by Harry Vincent.

This key was highly inmportant to Jerry Reeth. It mght prove to be the
exact passport that he needed to hold a confidential interview with Brenda Van
Dol phe.

Sone twenty bl ocks distant fromthe Col onnade, there | oomed a Gargantuan
br ownst one mansi on which could practically have swallowed the little hotel
t hat



now had Jerry as a guest. This oversized by-product of old New York happened
to
be the Van Dol phe Manhattan resi dence.

In a dining roomthe size of a foyer, beautiful Brenda, attired in a
I avi sh negligee, was breakfasting with her uncle, Judge Jeffrey, and Senora
H dal go, the duenna from Col onbi a. The only servant present, in fact the only
one visible on the prem ses, was O axon, an old retainer who had been sent
ahead to open the house.

O course Cedric Treat was al so present, and very busy indeed. A |lot of
arrangenents had gone awy, which was Treat's fault, but putting themright
woul d be his business and Treat was i ndeed adept. The sharp-faced secretary
was
a past nmaster at setting things straight, which was why he had been val ued by
Brenda's father, Craig Van Dol phe, who had purposely preferred to keep his
affairs muddl ed until the right tine.

Ri ght now, Treat was checking things for Senora H dal go and O axon, both
of whom wi shed they were back in Col onbi a and woul d soon be part way there.

M xi ng his conversation with bits of Spanish, Treat nmade matters fully
under st andabl e.

"Don't worry about the servants, C axon," Treat told the old retainer. "I
haven't dism ssed them | sinmply told themto take tine off, with pay. You
hired themin a hurry to open the house and they've done that much. Tonorrow,
I
shal |l have the new butler interviewthem and deci de which we want to keep."

Cl axon nodded, glad to be relieved of the responsibility.

"And tonorrow, " added Treat, "Manana, you will |eave for Havana to occupy
the house | rented there. Senora H dalgo will go along with you."

At that, the duenna broke into an excited stream of Spani sh, which Treat
under st ood and took quite mnethodically.

"Do not worry about Senorita Van Dol phe," returned Treat. "She needs no

duenna here in Nueva York. She will have a chaperone or conpanion in her
great-cousin Genevieve, who will arrive within a few days."

To that, Judge Jeffrey nodded his approval

"And until then," asserted the judge, "Brenda will remain here in the
house. | agree with Treat that the | ess people who neet her, the better
Particularly" - Judge Jeffrey slapped a newspaper vehenently - "while this

fol -de-rol about a clainmant is afoot."

To that, Brenda put a question in pure Castilian Spanish, then realizing
that her uncle did not understand, she | aughed lightly and asked in perfect
Engl i sh:

"What is a clainmant, ny uncle?"

"In this case," replied Jeffrey, "it is an upstart naned Jerry Reeth, who
is seeking notoriety by faking a di sappearance. He wants to rouse symnpathy
because he pretends that he has a right to sone of your father's currency.”

Brenda rippled her negligee with an indifferent shrug.

"Qui en sabe?" was her comrent. "You have said yourself that | need not
worry about my father's noney, since | have other mllions which nmy nother
left
intrust."

“I"lIl do the worrying," the judge asserted. "Or rather Severidge wll.
Wien will Sinon be here, Treat?"

"I arranged for you to neet himat his office," returned Treat. "He is
det ai ned there by appoi ntments on account of the Reeth affair."

"But 1'm |l eaving for Washi ngton at noon!" expl oded Judge Jeffrey. "From
there, | nust fly directly to Manila on a governnmental nmission. | was to go
over the docunents that Brenda rmust sign."

"They are all waiting at Severidge's office," explained Treat. "You can
stop there, sir, on your way to the airport. M. Severidge says that you can
approve them and have your signature notarized. Captain Platt has already done
so. "



"He will not he here?" queried Brenda, in surprise. "My cousin, el
Capi t an?"

"He flew to Paris yesterday," put in Jeffrey, "He's to serve on the staff
of a conm ssion going to Syria. Your cousin Jimsinply did us a favor by
sayi ng
he'd be here to neet you today. It was Treat's idea."

Treat supplied a shrewd, self-approving smle, a specialty with him

"To prevent newspaper interviews," stated Treat. "It worked splendidly.
Not a reporter was at the air field."

"There was a phot ographer, though," objected Jeffrey. "He tried to take
Brenda's picture, which is another reason she should avoid appearing in public

until her affairs are settled. That won't be long" - the judge turned to
Brenda, reassuringly - "because within the week, Brenda, you will come of
age."

Brenda didn't seemto be interested. She was annoyed because she was to
nm ss seeing Captain JimPlatt.

"You are all ny fanmily that | have net,’
Uncl e Judge and Captain Jim"

"You'll like Cousin Cenevieve," Jeffrey prom sed. "She will find friends
for you, Brenda."

Al the while, Treat was retaining his canny snile, but it vanished
suddenly when the door opened behind him Weeling quickly, Treat faced a nman
in chauffeur's uniformwho had entered.

"What are you doi ng here, Herkiner?" snapped Treat. "I told you | would
sunmmon you. "

Herki nmer didn't answer for the nmoment. He was intrigued at the sight of
Br enda.

Though he was the chauffeur who had driven the |inousine the night
bef or e,
he hadn't gained a good | ook at the fur-clad beauty. From his narrowed eyes
and
smug smle, it was apparent that Herkiner felt that his job entitled himto
feast his gaze on the nysterious Mss Van Dol phe, the fabul ous young |ady from
Col onbi a.

" Speak up, Herkinmer!"

"Sorry, M. Treat." The chauffeur shook his gaze from Brenda, who was
eyeing himquite curiously. "You said Judge Jeffrey was going to the | awer's
office."

"So | am" The judge arose fromthe table. "CGood-bye, Brenda."

Her ki mer wat ched the judge give the girl a fatherly kiss and gave Treat a
hal f-wi nk. Then, in |leaving, the chauffeur made a half sal ute which was
obvi ously neant for Brenda and noved his lips in a muffled "So | ong, Toots."
Sharp as usual, Treat didn't nmiss that one.

At the door of the room the secretary halted Judge Jeffrey and nudged
toward the outer door, where Herkinmer had headed.

"That chauffeur," specified Treat. "Perhaps he tipped off the canmera nan.
What's nmore, he has the | ook of an adventurer, the very type we should keep
away from M ss Van Dol phe."

"Use your own judgnent, Treat," approved the judge. "If any questions
perpl ex you, particularly |egal ones, you may conmuni cate with Severi dge.
shall remind himthat you are in full charge of matters here at the house.™

Bowi ng a grateful acknow edgrment, Treat watched Judge Jeffrey go out
t hrough the great front door. It was then that the secretary's smle returned,
far nore crafty than before.

This time, however, Treat's lips forned a cold, merciless curve that
boded
ill for someone!

the girl protested. "Only you,

CHAPTER VI |



SI MON SEVERI DGE sat in his old-fashioned private office and studied a
group of visitors in stolid, close-nouthed fashion. In fact, Severidge, even
when viewed by inpartial observers, produced much the sanme effect that he had
i mpressed upon Jerry Reeth.

The term "spider crab" suited Severidge perfectly. He had the manner of a
spider and this room with its entangl enent of nusty | aw books and anci ent
file
cases, gave the senbl ance of a web. Severidge also had the | ook of a crab, the
way he hunched at his great desk, his arns folded in front of him his fingers
frequently in slow, itchy notion, as if he were an automaton rather than a
human.

Per haps he'd grown that way, like his withering face and thinning hair,
during the thirty odd years he had spent in finally becom ng the senior menber
of the law firmof Crittenden, Severidge, Hurd and Fortesque, four names of
whi ch Sinon Severidge was the only survivor. At any rate, Severidge now owned
t he business and was continuing it in its quaint old way.

How he liked representing very wealthy estates that could have bought and
sold him was a question that only Severidge could answer - and didn't. But
t hat question now was in the mnds of the |awer's visitors.

These visitors consisted of Police Comm ssioner Ral ph Weston, a very
brusque, inportant individual, who had brought along a friend who knew a great
deal about Latin America. The friend s name was Lanont Cranston and in his
other life, he was The Shadow, a fact which he never publicly proclainmed. In
contrast to Weston, Cranston was cal mmannered, inpassive of features; quite
as
much a human eni gma as was Severi dge.

Two other men were present: Kirk Ginshaw and Al vin Lancaster. They too
were a contrast. Ginmshaw was stolid, long-faced, with whitish hair that
seened
the result of habitual worry. Lancaster had roundi sh features, pleasant as
t hose
of a jack-o'-lantern and just about as sincere. Fromhis double chin to the
top
of his bal dish head, his punpkin face was a successi on of upward curves that
mar ked himas a professional optinist.

They | ooked |ike what they were: Ginshaw an inporter; Lancaster a
pr onot er.

"Tell us nore about young Reeth," Wston was saying. "You say he cane
here
to see you several tines."

"Several tinmes," repeated Severidge. "Always to press his claimon the
Van
Dol phe Estate."

"And was his clai mgood enough?"

"Good enough for blackmail, if that happened to be his purpose.”
"You nean you accused hi m of bl ackmail ?"
"I accused himof nothing. I told himsinply that | was not interested in

hear say, runor or canards."

"And you say he asked for noney?"

"He asked for noney that he thought was due him | doubted that there was
any such."

There was a pause while Weston gathered hinself to put nore questions,
hopi ng that he coul d sidestep Severidge's system of beginning all sentences
wi th a paraphrase of what another person had just said. Finally, the
conm ssi oner asked:

"Since the claimwas invalid and Reeth insisted he was not engaged in
bl ackmai |, what did he expect to gain?"

"He may have felt he had a nui sance value," replied Severidge. "Large
est ates have been known to settle for small sunms when their attorneys do not



i ke being bothered." Severidge paused, closed his mouth in his tight fashion
then opened it to add: "I make it my business to be bothered."

If that happened to be nmeant for Weston, the comm ssioner ignored it.
Turning to Ginshaw and Lancaster, he plied themw th questions.

"How | ong did you two know Reet h?"

"I only met himonce," replied Ginshaw. "He tal ked noney, but didn't
show
it."

"The sane here," responded Lancaster. "I said for himto settle his
busi ness with the Van Dol phe Estate. Then we'd probably listen."

"Listen to what?" queried Weston. "A nining proposition?"

"Yes. The reopening of the Quetzal Silver Mne," declared Lancaster. "I'd
like to unload ny stock at sonewhere near par. | suppose the same applies to
G i nshaw. '

G i nshaw nodded that it did

"Did Reeth say why he thought the m ne was good?"

"He'd been getting information from Mexico," replied Ginshaw, to
Weston' s
gquestion. "But he didn't mention the exact source.”

Lancaster shook his head to indicate that the sane applied to his
interviewwth Jerry.

"The source was a nman named Gonzal es," stated Severidge, across the desk.
"A Mexican, | believe. But Reeth tal ked about the things Gonzal es was going to
tell him rather than what he already had."

"Thi s Gonzal es?" queried Weston. "Were was he?"

“I'n Mexico, |I presume," rejoined Severidge, dryly. "That woul d be
| ogi cal ,
since Reeth never produced himhere. O course, we have no proof that this
CGonzal es exists."

Severidge's eyes had becone piercing in their search, as though seeking a
face that they could thoroughly probe. They stopped on Cranston and stayed, as
t hough Severidge had found a fascination fromthose i mobil e, unyielding
features. Then cane an interruption in the formof a buzzer. Severidge picked
up a tel ephone.

"Hello... Judge Jeffrey is here?... Tell himl shall neet himin the
conference room.."

Bef ore Severidge could hang up, Weston interrupted.

“I'd like to speak to Judge Jeffrey."

"I shall talk to the judge in here," anmended Severidge across the phone.
"Bring in the papers at the same tine."

Ushered into Severidge's office, the distinguished judge was surprised to
see the assenbl age. He recogni zed both Cranston and Weston before Severidge
i ntroduced them and the [ awer didn't bother to introduce Ginshaw or
Lancaster.

"It's about Reeth," Severidge told Jeffrey. "The conm ssioner is quite
di sturbed because of his di sappearance."”

"Say rather the circunstances of his disappearance,"” corrected Wston
"There was gunplay at Reeth's apartnment |ast night and |ater his car was found
abandoned on a Long |sland hi ghway. "

At that, Judge Jeffrey raised his heavy eyebrows.

"Near the air field where our plane | anded?"

That brought a nod from West on.

"Sinply explained,"” put in Severidge crisply. "Reeth nmust have started
out
there to neet Mss Van Dol phe. He left late, that was all."

Judge Jeffrey slowy shook his head.

"W saw no abandoned car while driving into town," he declared. "W were
wat chi ng carefully, too, because -"

"And that proves ny statement,’

i nterposed Severidge. "Reeth left |ate,
or



you woul d have encountered him He nust have picked up sone parti al
i nformati on,
or some stray news report, regarding the landing of an unidentified plane."

As if that settled it, Severidge laid out the papers pertaining to Brenda
Van Dol phe and invited Judge Jeffrey to go over them Finding they were no
| onger needed, Ginshaw and Lancaster filed out, which |left Wston and
Cranston
standing in a corner.

"That phot ographer puzzles nme," muttered Weston. "1'm going to ask the
j udge about him"

Cranston nodded. He was listening to conments exchanged between Jeffrey
and Severidge. The judge was expl aining that Treat, the secretary, would
handl e
all the details at the house until Brenda's great-cousin Cenevieve arrived. On
t he day when Brenda cane of age, Severidge could call and have her sign the
necessary papers, those that were now being certified by Jeffrey, and from
t hen
on, her affairs would be in her own hands.

"OfF course you will be retained as counsel," assured Jeffrey,
"particularly to handl e such matters as the Reeth claim That is all,
Severidge. | find these papers quite satisfactory.”

As the judge turned to the door, the conm ssioner intercepted him

"About | ast night, judge," reninded Weston. "The phot ographer you
nentioned -"

"Some bounder who tried to crash the police cordon,"” conpleted Jeffrey.
"They took his camera away, | believe. O course if he managed to keep a
picture, he will capitalize on it."

"He couldn't have been connected with Reeth?"

"I wouldn't know, but | doubt it. He wasn't a newspaper photographer, or
t he phot ograph woul d have appeared by now. If he tries to sell us the picture,
rather than having it published, Severidge can handle the matter."

"You drove straight into town |ast night?"

"Directly to the house, all of us. Any other questions, conmi ssioner?"

Noddi ng, Weston brought out an envel ope and fromit produced a few odd
items, such as a theater stub, half a torn envel ope, an enpty matchpack

"Do you recogni ze any of these?"

"No," replied the judge. "What are they?"

"We found themin Reeth's apartnent,” the conm ssioner explained. "W
t hought that through them we m ght be able to trace some ot her place where he
had been. Has any one called at the Van Dol phe mansi on since Brenda arrived?"

"No one at all."

Wth a bow, Weston decided to | et Judge Jeffrey finish his business with
Severidge. In fact, Weston bowed hinself out of the office and Cranston went
with him Following to the door, Severidge spoke crisply to the parting
visitors, particularly Wston

"“I'f I hear anything from Reeth, | shall let you know " the attorney
decl ared. "The sane applies to that photographer, whoever he was. | shal
phone
t he Van Dol phe residence and instruct Treat, the secretary, to notify me if
anyt hing occurs there. | understand that Treat is highly reliable, although

have never nmet him"

There was a peculiarity to Severidge's tone that made it difficult to
trace the thought behind it. The nore straightforward his speech, the nore it
seened tinged with insincerity. Perhaps that was the way he intended it.

And with that, Sinmon Severidge closed the door, |eaving his status an
unanswer ed question, even for The Shadow

CHAPTER VI I'|



The final editions of the eveni ng newspapers corroborated the fact that
Conmi ssi oner Weston had stated regarding Jerry's car being found out on Long
I nl and. The account treated the matter as a mystery, which nade it all the
better fromJerry's standpoint.

It indicated that police and other searchers would be | ooking for Jerry
Reet h everywhere except in Manhattan, which in turn would allow Jerry to roam
at large, which was exactly what he intended to do

Those newspaper accounts interested Brenda Van Dol phe when she read t hem
The newspapers were brought into the comodi ous library of the mansion by
Her ki mer, the chauffeur, who bowed politely and asked if there was anythi ng
el se that Brenda wanted

"There is," Brenda decided. "Tell nme this, Herkiner. Since Treat was
annoyed when you cane into the house this norning, why has he suddenly all owed
you the run of the place?"

The question took Herkimer aback. The chauffeur was a bold sort, who had
made it only too plain that he wanted to inpress the very inportant Mss Van
Dol phe. In trying to act independent and at the same time work hinmself into
good graces, Herkinmer had to be ready to ganble at al nost every turn.

Her ki mer knew that effrontery would pay dividends - but only to a certain
point. If Treat had put hima blunt question, Herkiner would have had a smart
reply. But such a question com ng from Brenda, conpletely nonplussed him

Besi des, Herkimer couldn't quite understand the nanner that pronpted the
guestion. He didn't realize, that although Brenda spoke English perfectly, she
had used it conparatively little. Therefore remarks that she put abruptly or
poi ntedly, were often intended purely as frank inquiry, which applied in this
case.

I f Herkinmer had found words to reply, he might have tal ked hinmsel f right
out of the house; but while the chauffeur hesitated, his dilemma was sol ved by
someone el se, of all people, Treat.

The secretary was entering the library at that nonent and he picked up
where Herkimer left off.

"I can answer that question, Mss Van Dol phe," declared Treat, snoothly.
"W need servants who are capable and reliable. Until we find them as we

shal I, the household will operate on a nodified basis."
"Wth no servants at all?" exclai ned Brenda.
"Some will come in and out,"” replied Treat, "such as the chef or the

housenai ds. But there is no reason why you should see any of them M ss Van

Dol phe, until we are sure that they will prove satisfactory."
"But what about Herki nmer?" asked Brenda, in her frank style. "Wy are you
keepi ng hi n"

By now, Herkiner was realizing that Brenda did not put her queries as a
matter of personal affront, nor even as a suggestion of policy. The chauffeur
folded his arnms and waited hopefully as he watched Treat.

"Herkimer is enterprising,"” decided Treat, "therefore we shall give hima
fair opportunity to prove his loyalty and worth. Since you have met him M ss
Van Dol phe, we may as well count himas the first of the pernanent servants.”

Treat turned to Herkinmer. "OF course that depends, Herkimer," added Treat, "on
whet her you fulfill your duties. | gave you several today; have you a report
on

t hen®?"

From his jacket, Herkimer produced a list and handed it to Treat, who ran
through it, nodded, and placed the list in his pocket.

"Very good," approved Treat. "I shall summon you | ater, Herkiner."

It was nearly dark outdoors when Herkiner came fromthe huge mansion
Thi s
was sunmer and daylight persisted late, which seened to annoy Herki nmer.
However ,
the chauffeur's face took on a pleased grin as he stood beside the Van Dol phe
i nousi ne and gl anced at his wist watch. Then, in a deliberate nanner
Her ki mer stepped into the big car



Ri ght then, darkness did a curious thing.

There was plenty of darkness, squatting in front of the overhangi ng bul k
of the great, old-fashioned homestead. It was the sort of darkness made to
order for lurkers; perhaps that was why the front wi ndows of the capacious
house were adequately barred.

Proof that a lurker was actually present cane when a portion of the
dar kness wavered, detached itself fromthe mansion's front and stretched
acr oss
t he sidewal k, as though the thickening dusk were playing queer tricks with the
shadows east by the nearest street |anps.

Except that the term "shadows" shoul d not have been pl ural

Thi s was a singul ar shadow.

So singular that it was called The Shadow.

The proceedi ng bl ackness reached itself clear to the rear door of the
i nousi ne, seemed to gather up the stretch of darkness that lay behind it.
Briefly it became a tall human shape in a black cloak and slouch hat; then it
di sappear ed agai n.

This time it vanished into the Van Dol phe |inousine.

Herki mer didn't hear the door open and cl ose behind the nysterious
figure.

The chauffeur was at that nmonent naking too nmuch noise with the starter

During a drive of a few bl ocks, Herkiner didn't even | ook back into the
rear seat where he woul dn't have seen his | one passenger if he had | ooked
back.

The Shadow was perfectly blended with the interior of the big car. So far
as Herkimer was concerned, The Shadow was i nvi sible.

Stopping at a little cigar store, Herkiner went in to make a phone call.
The interior of the store was quite dim the phone booth was near the front.
Not seeing anyone around, Herkimer didn't close the booth door conpletely.

If he'd glanced out, Herkinmer would have nistaken the bl ackness near the
door as the shadow of the phone booth. It happened to be The Shadow hi nmsel f,
keeping tabs on Herkiner's activities.

The chauffeur was calling the garage where he kept the car. He gave them
instructions that should Treat call, they were to say that Herkiner had
st epped
out for a few mnutes and woul d call back when he returned. Herkiner added
t hat
he woul d keep contacting the garage, to check on whether Treat call ed.

Again with his nysterious passenger, who this time had preceded himto
t he
[ i nousi ne, Herkinmer drove some thirty-odd bl ocks to a decrepit sector of the
East Side, where the fancy car made a striking contrast to the shabby
appear ance of the nei ghborhood. There Herkinmer entered a pawn shop, that was
even di mrer than the cigar store.

The pawnbr oker knew Herki ner and gave a friendly nod; then craned his
neck
to |l ook at the car outside, as though hoping that Herkiner intended to hock
sone
of the spare parts belonging to the |uxurious job.

"Look, unk." Herkiner becane confidential. "You know ne well enough
You' ve just taken a look at the car I'mdriving, so you know |I' m draw ng
salary. |'ve got an idea, see? Only it may take a grand or so to swing it."

The wi zened pawnbroker raised the part of his face where he should have
had eyebr ows.

"You mean | eaving that car for security? You want | shoul d get pinched?"

"No security." Herkinmer shook his head. "Just a sure shot, with a
fifty-fifty on the dough."

"You want | should play a horse?"

"I want you in on a photo-finish,” chuckled Herkimer, thinking affability
woul d help. "It's this, unk. The dane | work for is in the big nmoney. Her nane



i s Van Dol phe, daughter of the guy who used to get South American m ning
concessi ons by paying off the national debt for sone of those countries down
there."”

"You should see her" - Herkimer blew a kiss. "A blonde and gorgeous.
That's what worries her famly. They don't want pictures taken of her or al
the smart boys in New York will be after her. Only last night, a guy got a
phot ogr aph. "

Unk shrugged.

"Hocki ng phot ographs now, " he said. "No good. Wrse than wedding rings."

"This isn't a hock job," argued Herkimer. "Listen, unk. Today, ny job was
chasing around to find out who that photographer was. Hi s name is Russ W] bert
and | know where to reach him Only |I've got to get there before the Van
Dol phe
| awyer does."

"And why? If they want the picture, let thembuy it."

"So Wlbert can get the price they'll pay? | bet he'd settle for half a
grand, only I want to be heeled in case he doubles it. Because five Gs would
be mi nimumfromthe | awer, Sinmon Severidge, who represents the Van Dol phe
estate.”

Unk began to shake his head.

"I heard the secretary talking to himover the phone," insisted Herkiner.
"The secretary is naned Cedric Treat - see? |'ve got to play smart with Treat,
to hold the job, but if | can get to Russ Wlbert in a hurry -"

Mor e head- shakes. Turning on his heel, Herkimer strode to the door
turned
there and stornmed back

"You're a cluck, unk! | know other guys who will listen if you don't."

Bl ackness was evaporati ng ahead of Herkiner; again, that blackness
represented The Shadow. Only this time it didn't enter the Iinousine before
Her ki mer drove savagely away. The Shadow waited until the car had gone. Then
his black figure glided fromthe darkness near the front of the pawn shop

A whi spered | augh stirred the darkness, telling that The Shadow had found
the trail he wanted

CHAPTER | X

I T was very dark now, outside the Van Dol phe mansion, so dark that Jerry
Reeth particularly liked it. He was sure as he noved rather furtively al ong
t he
street, that no one would be able to spot him

There, Jerry was wong. The Shadow woul d have noted himinstantly. But

The

Shadow, at that nmonent, was away over on the East Side, just preparing to
begi n

atrail that would bring himback in this general direction, but with a | ong
way to go.

However, The Shadow had capabl e assistants. Harry Vincent had proven that
fact the night before; now another of The Shadow s comnpetent aides was taking
over a vigil that his chief could not at the present keep

Thi s wat cher answered to the name of Hawkeye, whenever he answered to a
nane. Usually the phrase "Hey, you!" was enough to influence Hawkeye, because
i n appearance and action he was as shanmbly a figure as anyone could expect to
see. It was a part of Hawkeye's business to slink in and out of places as
t hough he didn't belong there or anywhere el se. This made hi mvery val uabl e as
a checker-upper on various matters that The Shadow was too busy to handl e.

Hawkeye's one trouble was that he | acked The Shadow s range. \Were the
cl oaked master could glide swiftly and al nost invisibly, Hawkeye found it
necessary to slouch fromone place to another. The Shadow knew how t o pass
unnot i ced; Hawkeye was able only to render hinself inconspicuous and at times



this meant a world of difference.

Around the Van Dol phe mansi on was such a difference. Upon spotting Jerry,
Hawkeye tried to trail him but was forced to seek shelter in a doorway across
the street.

The reason was this:

A car had pulled up in front of the mighty mausol eumthat the Van
Dol phe' s
termed a mansion. Qut of that car alighted a brace of stocky personages that
even at this distance snelled of police to Hawkeye. They were | ooking around
in
a typically professional style, which nmeant that they overl ooked a respectable
person like Jerry as he straightened up and took the corner in gentlemanly
fashion. But these fly-cops as Hawkeye cl assed them would have been quick to
spot and nab a slinker.

So Hawkeye didn't slink

I nst ead, Hawkeye just watched and waited, wondering who these
headquarters
men were and why they were visiting the Van Dol phe place. As a result Hawkeye
wasn't able to tag along after Jerry.

Around the corner, Jerry made a quick sidle into a passage behind the
trenmendous mansion. Well down that alley, he found a recess at the back of the
house and took to that shelter. Anxiously, nervously, he brought out the odd
key that was his prized possession. Running his hand in and out the ivy and
hoping it wasn't poison, Jerry canme to what he wanted, a fissure in the stone
wal | .

That fissure had a key-hole, which Jerry discovered. Drawing his breath
furiously, fearing that at any nmonent hefty hands mi ght come fromthe dark and
| ay thensel ves upon his shoulder, Jerry inserted the key. Wthout a groan
wel | -oil ed hinges responded to the twist of Jerry's key.

A chunk of the wall cane open like a door and Jerry gratefully ascended a
short pair of iron steps, pleased when he heard the barrier click shut behind
him with even its ivy rustling into place. Ahead was a wall that Jerry barely
glinpsed in the brief show of light that foll owed himbefore the outer stone
cl osed. That wall was wood, as Jerry di scovered when he probed it. During the
probe he found another key-hole, made for the key he carried. Jerry unl ocked
the inner door.

This brought himto the landing of an old, little-used staircase, that
| ed
up froma corner of the downstairs hallway, though probably people had often
wonder ed why, since the hallway already had a grand staircase leading up to
t he
second floor. At least this side stairway could be adnmired as a showpi ece,
because all the way up, its wainscoting was beautifully and ornately panel ed.

That was one thing that didn't nystify Jerry after he closed the secret
door. He saw how neatly the paneling fitted, much Iike the designed squares of
a Chinese puzzle. On this side, even the key-hole was invisible, buried deep
in
the petals of a carved rosette.

The landing itself was neatly isolated. The stairs came up from one
direction and turned in another. A person could step back against the wall and
remai n unnoticed in the gl oomby anyone who passed. In addition, the |anding
gave its occupant the advantage of observing both the floor bel ow and t hat
above, by nerely shifting position

There were voices frombelow, so Jerry peered around the corner to |learn
whose they were. He saw Treat, the secretary, bowing politely to the two
st ocky
men who had cone in the front door. Then Treat turned and introduced C axon
t he
old servitor who was slated for a trip to Havana with Senora Hidal go, the
duenna.



Cat chi ng shreds of conversation, Jerry | earned who these two visitors
were. They weren't headquarters nen as Hawkeye had supposed; they were a pair
of private operatives froma strictly high-class detective agency. Wy Treat
had hired them was al so rendered pl ain.

"W are short on servants," Jerry heard the secretary explain, "Until the
new butler is here, | can not hire regular hel p. Today our chauffeur
Her ki mer,

a man we supposed to be reliable, acted both boldly and suspiciously.

"Possi bly Herkiner was responsible for the unpleasant incident at the air
field, where someone informed a photographer that M ss Van Dol phe was to
arrive
by plane. |I am giving Herkinmer a chance to prove his loyalty, but | cannot
burden nyself with the sanme risk where other servants are concerned.

"Tonight, | would Iike you gentlenmen to make sure that every door is
| ocked; that no intruder enters this house. Specifically, I amworried about
an
upstart naned Jerry Reeth, who has recently di sappeared, perhaps for the
express
pur pose of annoying M ss Van Dol phe.

"So you will patrol the house and particularly the ground floor to make
sure that there are no such interlopers. | shall stay in the library, where
you
may report to me hourly. O axon will now show you about the prem ses.”

That was enough for Jerry. If the private detectives were going to
i nspect
the ground floor first, it was tine that Jerry was on his way to the second,
for
his interview with Brenda Van Dol phe. Shifting across the |anding, Jerry stole
up to the next floor, to find hinself confronted by a maze of doors, anyone of
whi ch night represent Brenda's suite.

As he paused near one door, Jerry heard a sound beyond it. He had hardly

identified the sound as that of a tel ephone bell, when a girl's voice
interrupted it with the word:
"Hal |l 0?"

Turning the knob, Jerry found the door open and a nonent |ater was
listening to vol ubl e Spani sh, which suddenly changed to perfect English. He
heard the girl laugh; then her tone becane serious.

"The picture?" she inquired. "But no, we do not want the picture!... Your
name?... Russ W/l bert? Yes... | shall renenber..."

Now, through the open door, Jerry was watching Brenda at a tel ephone
table, as she wote an address that she was taking across the wire. The girl
was wrapped in a Turkish bathrobe that | ooked as | avish as the al paca coat and
her back was turned partly toward the door

"OfF course | shall tell my secretary,"” Brenda continued, "but he should
have answered for hinmself... Yes, | suppose he is busy somewhere, but he wll
tell you the same as |... the picture is sonething that we do not want. Adi os,
Senor W/ bert."

Hangi ng up the tel ephone, Brenda arose |anguidly, gathering the |oose
folds of her deluxe bath-robe. It was then that Jerry decided to attract her

attention nore forcibly and to better avail than by a mere tel ephone call. He
cl osed the door carefully, but just emphatically enough to produce an audi bl e
t hunp.

Turning at the sound, Brenda Van Dol phe supplied a startled gaze that
nmade
her surprise of last night seemnld. And Jerry, facing fromthe doorway,
showed
a grim triunphant expression that the girl apparently interpreted as
representing nore of a purpose than a nere interview

To a degree, Brenda was right. A question of honor was at stake. Jerry
was



here to nake demands that would clear his father's nane!
And from Brenda Van Dol phe al one, did Jerry Reeth believe that he could
gain the rights that were his due

CHAPTER X

IT wasn't nmuch to Brenda's credit that she didn't scream the nain reason
bei ng that she was quite too frightened to becone i medi ately vocal. How far a
cry would have carried in this big, thick-walled house, was another question
that shoul d have di ssuaded her

However, Jerry wasn't certain on that point hinmself. At any rate, he
didn't intend to have Brenda try, not with a couple of private cops prowing
the prem ses. Renenbering Harry's technique of the night before, how the nere
threat of an automatic had enabled himto keep Jerry in hand, it seened that a
simlar systemwould be wise with Brenda.

Havi ng no gun, Jerry at |east could fake a substitute. Using his right
hand inside his coat pocket, he kept the coat punched up, with an interior
finger pointing Brenda's way. Copying the surly tone of the road nob, Jerry
announced:

"No squawks. |'ve got a gat here and I'mlikely to let blast!"

Though Brenda's know edge of English was adequate, it didn't include sone
of Jerry's terms. Nevertheless, she interpreted the remarks correctly. Her
hands | oosened their clutch and began to trenble slowy upward, while the
shudder of her shoul ders became quite apparent as the robe slipped down over
them Brenda's arns weren't in the dangling sleeves, hence she hesitated at
rai sing them

I f anything, Jerry's ruse had worked too well and he was quick to realize
it. He wanted Brenda to talk and to add enbarrassnment to her fright would only
doubl e his problem So Jerry nonchalantly w thdrew his hands from his pockets,
spread themto show them enpty and gestured Brenda to the chair beside the
t el ephone tabl e.

The girl sat down both gratefully and gracefully, since the naneuver
enabl ed her to slide back under the shoul ders of the robe as her hands
recl aimed the slipping folds. Looking up at Jerry, she lost her fright at the
hunor of the situation and furnished a rather delightful, though slightly
nervous | augh.

Smiling in return, Jerry becane his nore courteous self, deciding that he
couldn't hold a grudge toward such a charmng creature even if she happened to
be the daughter of Craig Van Dol phe. As the son of Felix Reeth, Jerry had
rather resented being a scapegoat on his father's account, whether the Reeth
nane deserved bl em sh or not. At |east Brenda deserved a hearing under
circunmst ances like these, where any strong-armretai ners were out of calling
di st ance.

But Jerry was to have a hearing first and he had achi eved what he wanted,
finding Brenda in a situation where about her only choice was to listen

“I"'mJerry Reeth," he announced. "Maybe you've heard of ne."

Brenda nodded enphatically, giving a shinmer to a wealth of blonde hair
that added just that rmuch nmore to her already satisfactory | ooks.

"What have you heard about ne?"

"You have a claim" replied Brenda, sinply, "and you di sappeared.”

"You know what that claimmeans?"

"Money, | suppose." Brenda gave a shrug that brought one shoulder into
t he
open. Then, stretching a hand to draw the robe back in place, she added: "If
it
is money, we should pay it of course.”

"It's nmore than nmoney," insisted Jerry. "Your father and mne were
partners. They had a silver mine in Mexico."

"I'n Mexico?" Brenda's thin eyebrows lifted in surprise. "But that was



| ong
ago, before ny father nmade his noney!"

"That's how he began to make his noney," corrected Jerry. "He closed out
on Quetzal Silver after my father was arrested for trying to peddl e the stock
Since they were partners, half of what your father left you, should come to
ne."

A frown cl ouded Brenda's face and Jerry went grim The girl's scare was
past and she was beconing hersel f, probably strictly Van Dol phe. Wi ch put
Jerry in a tough spot, because being a Reeth, he would probably explain things
as unsatisfactorily as his father had.

And there'd be a lot to explain if Brenda grabbed that tel ephone or
screamed to bring a couple of strong-armdetectives. Mssing nmen didn't make
nmysterious calls on young ladies in their boudoirs, wthout at |east having a
certified invitation. Despite himself, Jerry was edging toward the door
preferring a swift flight, when Brenda finished her frown.

"Hal f nmy father's noney?" she inquired. "Perhaps maybe all should be
yours!"

That was sonething Jerry couldn't believe. He just stood and gaped.

"My father's noney," continued Brenda, with a shrug that she confined to
t he shoul ders of the gown, "nobody seens to like it. They say it is bad, ny
uncl e and ny cousin; the judge and the captain.”

"l suppose ny great-cousin, Mss Cenevieve, will say the same when | neet
her. Maybe, too, the lawer that | have never nmet will also feel that it is
bad. | have asked Senora Hi dal go and she says not hing, whi ch probably neans

she
does not like it either."

Jerry couldn't credit Severidge with having any qual ns about noney,
what ever its origin, but he was willing to concede the opinion of the others.
So he decided to | et Brenda conti nue.

"If it is bad for ne," declared Brenda, in a naive tone, "it night be bad
for you, which would be very bad, because | |ike you. But maybe it is bad for
nme because | have ot her noney. Do you?"

Jerry shook his head.

"Then we can deci de together," nodded Brenda, "But we rust wait until |

can do what | wish with the noney. That will be in one, two, three" - she
started to count on her fingers, but finding that the robe was rel axing, she
gripped it instead - "in a few days," she added. "That will be when | am

twenty-one years old."

“I"lI'l make a deal with you right now, " put Jerry, with full sincerity.
"Buy up the old Quetzal Mne and give me half the profits, if there are any.
That will square accounts.”

"I't will?" Brenda was much pleased. "I think that would be wonderful!
shal |l speak to ny | awer when | meet him-"

"Don't speak to anybody," interposed Jerry. "That goes not only for

Severidge, but your secretary Treat. | don't want himto know | even cane
here.”

"But Claxon will tell him won't he?"

"C axon doesn't know I'm here." Jerry produced his key. "I canme in by ny

own speci al way, the one ny father used when he and your father were
partners."

This detail both puzzled and intrigued Brenda. Then, al nost whinsically,
the girl exclained:

"It's curious that since this house has a secret entrance, | have not
| earned about it! O naybe that is sonething I shall find anong ny father's
records when | receive ny inheritance. Still, I'msurprised that you didn't
run
into Treat. He al ways seens to be everywhere."

"He's in the library right now," stated Jerry, "taking a nap, | suppose,
whil e C axon is posting some guards around the house."

"Then that's why he didn't answer the phone call,

recal l ed Brenda. "MWy



phone here just happened to be connected with the outside line -

She paused to pick up the paper on which she had noted the nane of Russ
Wlbert. Showing it to Jerry, Brenda asked:

"Have you ever heard of this man?"

VWet her Brenda's gaze was nerely inquiring or a trifle suspicious, Jerry
didn't try to analyze. He had his own idea about handling this.

"I know about the photograph," conceded Jerry. "Wuld you |like ne to get
it for you?"

Brenda nodded, quite eagerly.

"Al'l right," said Jerry, "I'lIl doit, nowthat we're partners."

Wth that, Jerry bowed out. Stealing along the hallway he reached the
si de
stairs; |ooking back, he saw Brenda watching from her doorway as he di pped
from
sight. Reaching the I anding, Jerry found the right rosette and did a quick job
with the special key.

Hardly had Jerry gone, before Brenda arrived at the top of the main
stai rway. Looking down, she saw old C axon comnming through the |ower hall, past
the bottom of the very stairs where Jerry had gone. The girl called down and
asked if O axon had seen anyone go out.

"Of course not, Senorita," replied Caxon. "Every door in the house is
bolted. W& have two nmen watching them and besides, there is no one to go out.
Senora Hi dalgo is asleep and M. Treat is in the library."

Wonderi ng, Brenda went back to her room half-inclined to regard Jerry's
visit as sonething that she had imagi ned. However it was too vivid to have
been
a nere dream so finally her speculation centered on the question of Jerry's
di sappearance. To Brenda, it seemed that Jerry nust have the ability to travel
pl aces unseen

Maybe Jerry was getting such notions hinself, for he became carel ess when
he strolled fromthe side passage in back of the great house. If he hadn't
been
so indifferent to surroundi ngs, he mght easily have slipped the notice of a
man
who was watching for his return. As it was, Jerry was spotted on departure

The spotter was Hawkeye, The Shadow s keen-eyed agent. Instantly Hawkeye
took up Jerry's trail, a route that was to lead to The Shadow s own
desti nati on!

CHAPTER Xl

THE man in the little roomwas very busy with his work. The little room
was a dark roomand his work consisted in exam ning a devel oped phot ographi c
plate. A single Iight was shining just above his head and he was very pl eased
with the negative that he held between his hands.

That negative showed Brenda Van Dol phe in the startled pose that she had
struck just after her arrival at the Long Island air field.

The man who surveyed the picture with a satisfied chuckle was Russ
W bert, the photographer who had so recently phoned Brenda, to offer her
first
opportunity to buy this exclusive camera shot.

To Wlbert's credit it needed to be said that blackmil was not part and
parcel of his business. Any national nagazine would be pleased to publish this
shot as the picture of the week and that was why W/l bert had taken it. But the
enphasi s which the newspapers had pl aced upon a mysterious canera nan, the
fact
that even the possession of the picture mght run himinto complications with
the Iaw, had induced Wl bert to phone the Van Dol phe manse and offer the
exclusive at what he regarded as top price.



There was anot her reason for Wlbert's chuckle. If the police had been
goi ng to ask himquestions, they would have done so quite a while ago. For
Russ
Wl bert rated among the top-notchers in his profession. A thorough checking of
| ast night's assignnments anong the photographic elite, would have proven that
W bert had been in no place specially and therefore could have been the
nmysterious canera man of the air field.

However, having foreseen that, Russ had faked an out of town job. He'd
chosen Chicago for its locale, hence he couldn't have returned to New York by
this time. Except that he hadn't |left New York at all.

So the police, if looking for anyone, were probably scouting out a | ot of
smal | -time camera fans. They certainly hadn't been around this nei ghborhood,
because Russ had been | ooking for them whenever he went out to eat. Only once
had anybody noticed hi m sneaking back into his apartment house and the man in
guestion certainly couldn't have been a detective.

However they disguised thensel ves, New York detectives wouldn't go in for
fancy chauffeur uniforns. The nman that Russ had seen was wearing that sort of
regalia and had probably been | ooking for another address in the bl ock

Such were W/l bert's thoughts at what was to prove the nmpst crucial nonent
in his life. That nonent arrived as the photographer held the plate to the
light. It didn't occur to Wlbert that there night be even the slightest
connection between the girl in the photograph and the chauffeur who had been
around this nei ghborhood. Wl bert hadn't the slightest notion of what was to
happen.

When it happened, it happened swiftly.

A gun spoke sharply, its echoes loud within the confines of the little
dark room Those echoes were acconpanied by the tinkling clatter of glass.

Wl bert, for the nonent, was |ooking at space. The gun, fired at close
range, had shattered the photographic plate that he was holding to the |ight!

Instinctively the photographer turned. That was bad judgnent, for
Wl bert's haggard face net that of the man whose gun had wecked the plate.
That man could not afford to let his identity become known, any nore than he
could all ow the photograph of Brenda Van Dol phe to exist.

VWhat met Wl bert was a gun nuzzle, below the eyes that glared into his.
The gun spoke twice; with the second shot, WIlbert coiled to the floor

The dark roomthen becane really dark, for with his gun, the mnurderer
sl ashed the hanging light, cracking its bulb into as many pi eces as the
phot ographi c plate that he had destroyed several monents before.

Li ght entered the room but briefly, as the door opened and cl osed agai n.
The killer was nmoving out fromthis scene of nmuffled murder, but in departure
he let something flutter to the floor. The Iight cane fromthe end of a little
passageway, which ran froma living roomto the inprovised dark room for this
was all part of Wlbert's apartnent.

However, the killer did not proceed through to the living room Instead,
he found a door behind a curtain, a side door that led out into the main
hal | way. Cautiously, avoiding all noise, the unknown nurderer opened that
door,
closed it again, and was gone.

H s departure was none too soon

A nysterious blackness was creeping al ong the passage that |led from
Wlbert's living roomto his dark room As it materialized, it exterm nated
nost of the dimlight. That figure becanme the cl oaked form of The Shadow.

He had entered by the front way, this black Knight of Darkness, at just
t he nonent the murderer was taking the back way out.

A few nonents later, The Shadow s gl oved hand was turning the handl e of
the dark room door. Next, a flashlight was slicing that gloomto plant its
beam
on Wlbert's body.

O'ten had The Shadow anal yzed crimes like this. H's was the sort of mnd
that could absorb and correlate details alnpbst at a gl ance. The pungent odor



of

powder indicated that the shots had been very recent; a sweep of The Shadow s
flashlight showed himthat the roomwas so nearly sound-proof that it was not
surprising that he had failed to hear the gunfire.

The fragnments of the photographic plate, the broken glass fromthe
electric bulb, were further itens that The Shadow tallied nentally. They told
their story as graphically as if The Shadow had wi tnessed it; but the thing
t hat brought the grimlaugh from The Shadow s hidden |ips was an added item
lying on the floor.

It was just inside the door, a peculiar playing card of a Spanish
pattern,
whi ch bore three spots that | ooked |ike acorns, instead of the conventiona
sort
found in American cards. It was a shabby card, apparently an odd one froma
much-used deck, and on it, in a clunmsy scrawl, appeared an address, in pencil.

Wth | ow, whispered mrth, The Shadow stooped and picked up this trophy
whi ch a nurderer had dropped. The address on the card was that of this old
apartment, where Russ Wlbert lived. Odd that a murderer shoul d drop anything
as inportant as this - unless intentionally. To The Shadow, that smacked of
fal se evi dence.

Carefully, deliberately, The Shadow tore this card in half so that the
address was inconplete. He let one half flutter to the floor; the other went
beneat h his cl oak

At that nonment, The Shadow was in the doorway of the dark room hence was
restricted by its soundproof tendency. A nmuffled runble reached his ears; not
only did he identify it, but it served himas a guide. It was the apartnent
house el evator, an automatic type, and fromits recedi ng sound, The Shadow
decided that it was descending fromthis floor, the third.

There nust be a reason why the sound was so audible in this little
connecting passage, deep in Wlbert's apartnent. Lifting a curtain close at
hand, The Shadow saw t he door beyond it, the door that the nurderer had used.
Openi ng the door, The Shadow stepped fromthe apartnment passage into the third
floor hall.

Close by was a stairway, a quick route to the ground floor. Al nost as
qui ck as the plodding elevator. In this instance, the stairs were the one
alternative, because by the time The Shadow could bring up the automatic
el evator, the nmurderer - if he happened to be the el evator passenger - would
be
gone.

The Shadow turned and made a quick sweep for the stairs, not at that
nmonent caring that his cloaked formcame into the full glow of the hallway
light.

Al ready, The Shadow had drawn an automatic and in this quest of
overt aki ng
a killer, he perhaps | ooked the part of the nan he was out to find. Even if
viewed inpartially, The Shadow produced a nenaci ng effect, particularly when
he
delivered one of those |ow, whispered |aughs that was his custom when he
anticipated his trail.

Anybody on those darkened stairs, whether killer, lurker, investigator or
nmere visitor, mght have classed The Shadow s sudden sweep as an attack, neant
for anyone who was in his way.

Such an attack needed to be countered; and was. Hardly was The Shadow on
the stairs before a figure shot up to neet himhead on, locking instantly into
a grapple that was a thing of fury!

CHAPTER Xl

THERE were tinmes when silence was The Shadow s specialty, but this wasn't



one of those tines.

Noi sel ess suppressi on of an unexpected antagoni st coul d be acconpli shed,
even on a stairway, but the delay would be unwi se at a nonent when a freshly
nmurdered victimwas lying in a dark roomawaiting the arrival of investigating
police. O course the sooner the police cane the better, provided The Shadow
first could | eave with proportionate speed, so by making this a rapid, noisy
struggl e, The Shadow woul d be acconplishing two things at once.

And of course there was still a third factor, The Shadow s desire to get
to the ground fl oor soon enough to |l earn who was | eaving the el evator

Al this mght have worked out perfectly, except for a very reliable
character who answered to the name of Hawkeye and who toni ght happened to be
operating so efficiently that he was al nbst on the heels of a man he had set
out to trail.

That man was Jerry Reeth. It was Jerry who had | aunched the ardent spring
fromthe stair top, upon seeing The Shadow. Qut on the Long Island highway,
again at his own apartnment, Jerry hadn't any nore than glinpsed the cl oaked
fighter who had twice come to his rescue.

And since those two episodes, Jerry wasn't in a nood to accept any
stranger as anything but a foe.

Hawkeye realized this when fromthe bottomof the stairway he saw two
figures whirling down his way form ng a blinking, kaleidoscopic pattern
agai nst
the light fromthe hall above. Hawkeye was on the second floor; he'd followed
Jerry into the building and up that far. \Were Hawkeye shoul d have been was
down on the first floor to spot the person conmng fromthe el evator, but not
knowi ng anyt hi ng about that person, Hawkeye hadn't stayed bel ow

And now as the tunmbling figures reached him Hawkeye felt that he was
needed right here. Sidestepping the revolving grappl ers, Hawkeye saw his
opportunity and took it. Bare-handed with the fighting spirit of a nobngoose
tackling a hooded cobra, Hawkeye flung a choking clanp on the neck he thought
was Jerry's.

O course that was the neck that wasn't in a cloak collar. Apparently,
Jerry had kept his first advantage during the sprawl down the stairs, for even
in the gl oom Hawkeye could distinguish The Shadow all rmuffled in his own
cl oak. At |east that was what Hawkeye thought he saw, but he was either
forgetting one of The Shadow s favorite tricks or else not crediting his chief
with the ability to spring it during so few seconds.

In the brief nmelee The Shadow had flung his cloak over Jerry's head,
gi ven
it atwist to muffle and choke his antagonist. If Hawkeye hadn't intervened,
The
Shadow woul d have suppressed Jerry very pronptly. Now, instead, The Shadow was
on the verge of being suppressed hinself.

Caught by a pair of gloved hands that came up over the uncl oaked
shoul ders
above them Hawkeye was flayed in what seened six directions at once. Fighting
to hold his grip on what he thought was Jerry's neck, Hawkeye lost it and
regained it twice. During the second slip, however, Hawkeye heard a sharp
conpel I i ng whi sper; then, the fact that gl oved hands were trying to break his
clanmp, drilled home the m stake that he had made.

Rel axi ng, Hawkeye found hinself staring into Cranston's face. The cl oak
besi de them was enpty. Around the corner of the hall, making for the next
flight of stairs below, Jerry Reeth was giving a good inpersonation of a
one- man st anpede.

They took after Jerry, Hawkeye and The Shadow, the latter delaying |ong
enough to regain his cloak and fling it over his shoul ders while picking up
t he
sl ouch hat that had rolled beside it.

Reaching the ground floor first, Jerry sped past the enpty el evator and
out through a rear door that he saw handy, for as a m ssing man, Jerry



preferred back routes whenever avail able. Since Hawkeye kept right after
Jerry,

The Shadow took a different route. Tightening his cloak, he left by the front
door, passed the building fronts on the isolated street and headed swiftly for
t he nearest corner.

VWhat m ght seem a |l engthy process, that of doubling around a block, could
often prove the shortest route to an objective, particularly if that objective
happened to be human. Fugitives |like Jerry Reeth had the habit of doubling
around the block in order to avoid pursuers, and this tinme was no exception

As The Shadow reached the rear street, traveling the |ong way, he net
Jerry coming fromthe other direction. Not far behind himwas Hawkeye and to
all intents, Jerry was trapped.

There was no reason, however, why The Shadow should want to trap Jerry at
all.

This was one of those m staken chases that never should have begun. Al
during it, The Shadow was seeking another trail, that of the m ssing mnurderer
In neeting up with Jerry, he was only defeating his own purpose again, or at
| east so it seened. But The Shadow, as usual, was either playing in luck or
havi ng one of his hunches prove itself.

The chal | engi ng | augh that stopped Jerry in his tracks brought a response
fromacross the way. There, a gun spoke savagely fromthe dark, ainmng at the
wi | dest of targets, the spot fromwhich The Shadow s | augh i ssued.

The shots brought results, but they were in The Shadow s favor. Hawkeye
di ved for cover while Jerry turned and nade a dash across the street. That
left
The Shadow free to deal with the nan he wanted, the nan who had so unw sely
opened fire.

To reach him The Shadow wheel ed out into the darkened street, watching
for another tell-tale gun jab. To encourage such a spurt of flame, one that
woul d give away his eneny's position, The Shadow delivered another of those
fierce, provoking laughs. No shots responded; instead, a new attack cane from
a
different direction.

Qut of bl ackness glared a pair of headlights, as if flung from nowhere.
Wth them cane the car to which they bel onged, whipping forward with a wild
whi ne of its gears. How the man with the gun could have gotten into that car
S0
fast was a nystery in itself, though there was nothing to prove that he was
t he
same man. However, The Shadow didn't have tine to consider the nystery at this
nonent .

VWhat the gun had failed to do, the car was acconplishing. It was aimng
straight for The Shadow, in a nuch larger way. Yet with its speed, the car
could not begin to match a bullet's pace. Briefly was The Shadow sil houetted
like a giant noth in the glare, increasing in proportions as the lights
hurtl ed
toward him Then, with a sweeping dive, he vani shed, clearing the curb.

The car kept right ahead, its driver preferring flight to any attenpt to
go back after The Shadow. As it slewed around the corner, the car reveal ed
itself as a shiny, sleek limusine very like the one that Herkinmer, the Van
Dol phe chauffeur, used for his own purposes during spare tine.

One thing had been acconplished, whether planned or not. Like the
fugitive
car, the mssing nmurderer had gotten away and so had Jerry Reeth. Those two
factors in the present case were gone, despite The Shadow. Yet the last |augh
such as it was, still was The Shadow s own.

He gave it, a strange grimtone of parting mrth, telling Hawkeye to
foll ow his exanpl e and decanp fromthis scene where neither The Shadow nor his
agent woul d be needed further



CHAPTER XI I'|

I T was afternoon and a consi derable crowd was gathered in front of the
old
Van Dol phe mansi on as though expecting sonething extraordinary to happen
there.

Police were on hand and they had roped off the street to hold back the
curi ous.

The only vehicle that had been allowed to enter the bl ock was a big sleek
i mousine that bore the initials V. D

In the linmousine sat a nervous chauffeur who was trying to hide his nood
under a scow . Watching the crowd, Herkinmer seened to be annoyed by the way
they had hemmed himin and apparently was wonderi ng whet her the police would
clear a proper path for the |linmousine's departure. Actually, Herkinmer was on
the alert for camera nen and of the dozen that he saw, he expected one or nore
of themto come springing forward, shaking an accusing fist.

None did, nor did the police bother Herkinmer, which was considerable
hel p,
since Herkimer had becone allergic to police as well as photographers.
However ,
no one had yet gotten around to connecting the death of Russ Wlbert with the
fact that he had taken a photograph of Brenda Van Dol phe; at |east not
officially.

The crowd was here to get a | ook at the fabul ous Brenda, that was all
However, the girl did not appear and a sigh of disappointnent rose fromthe
throng at sight of the persons who did arrive fromthe house. Only a
st oop- shoul dered ol d servant, C axon, and a squatty |ady, Senora Hi dal go, cane
fromthe big door and down the steps to the waiting car

They were on their way to the airport to take the next plane to Havana.

If any smart photographers had the notion that they might pile into the
house, ferret out Brenda and get her picture, they needed anot her guess.

Two stocky men energed fromthe front door, took their places on either
side and nade a show of badges which they wore beneath their coats. They were
the private cops who had acted as inside guards the night before.

Wthin the house, Brenda and Treat were in the large library which
adjoined the flight of side stairs |eading down to the great hall. One reason
why the | anding of that stairway had made a good observation post for Jerry,
the night before, was because the | ower steps flanked an ornate, finely carved
wal |, beyond which lay the library.

Hence those stairs at |east had one value. You could come down them and
enter the big door of the Iibrary w thout parading all the way across the
gr eat
hal . That was why Treat had suggested that Brenda cone down to the library.
And
now Treat was watching fromthe wi ndow, reporting to Brenda what went on
out door s.

It all made Brenda a trifle shuddery.

"What a strange city, this Nueva York!" the girl exclained. "And these
Ameri canos, what strange people!"

Treat turned and his shrewd face relaxed into a synmpathetic snile. Wen
the girl reverted to a Latin nood, it neant that she was troubled. Al her
chi | dhood had been spent in South American countries, chiefly Col onbia, and
she
was used to the custons of those | ands, whatever their shortcom ngs. Certainly
t here, she had never found herself regarded as a curiosity. The crowd outside
made her think in terns of revolution. It didn't seemintelligent for so many
peopl e to gather just for a peaceabl e purpose.

"It is very stupid,"” remarked Treat. "But what else could we expect? Wth
this man, Reeth, seeking notoriety by his di sappearance, with the mystery



about
t he photograph -"

A tel ephone bell cut Treat's comments. There was no phone here in the
library, as Brenda knew. The bell was ringing froma corner of the hallway and
Treat went there to answer it. He pressed a button on the box beside the phone
to confine the incomng call to this |ine.

It was through |lack of that button business that Brenda had taken
Wlbert's call of the previous evening. Naturally, she was interested in the
present call. |ncongruously, however, Brenda thought it night be WI bert
agai n.

She hadn't seen today's newspapers, hence did not know that the photographer
had
been nurder ed.

This wasn't the first phone call that Brenda had overheard Treat make
during the past few days. Wen he nade phone calls, however, Treat was a very
cryptic gentleman. As usual, Brenda could only try to guess what this call was
al | about.

"Hello..." Treat's tone becane one of recognition. "So you've talked wth
her? Fine... | was sure you would like her... She can get here this evening?
Good. .. Yes, the sooner the better... Certainly. | can explain everything to
her... Leave that all to nme... Yes, |I'll phone himright away..."

Hangi ng up the phone, Treat placed his finger to the dial to start
anot her
call. Then, in that crafty way of his, he turned and | ooked about. Over his
shoul der, Treat saw Brenda, her face slightly puzzled as she stared fromthe
doorway. Again, Treat was quite equal to the occasion

Smoot hly, without a trace of m splaced enphasis that night have aroused
Brenda's suspicions, the oily secretary decl ared:

"It was your attorney, Sinmon Severidge. He says he has tal ked to your
cousin, Cenevieve Jeffrey. He hopes that she will arrive here tonight."

This made partial sense to Brenda, but sone of it was still obscure,
particularly what Trent had sai d about "expl aining" things. Then, recalling
Treat's closing words, Brenda queri ed:

"But who was it you said you were going to tel ephone?"

Treat began working the dial before Brenda finished her question. Then

“I"1l call Severidge back," decided Treat. "I have an idea."

Soneone answered the phone and Treat spoke as foll ows:

"Hello... Yes, this is Treat... Yes, everything is arranged for tonight,
but suppose | take her out there nyself?... Certainly, that would be
easiest. ..

It will save us a lot of tine..."
Still a bit baffled, Brenda decided it was her own fault that she didn't

under st and. Because when Treat hung up the tel ephone, he sunmed everything
efficiently, though glibly.

"Your cousin Genevieve wasn't sure we would be ready to receive her,"
expl ained Treat. "So she stopped to visit sone friends outside of town. They
weren't going to bring her in here until tonorrow, so | think we should go out

and get her."

"That woul d be splendid!" exclainmed Brenda. "I'mso tired of staying
i ndoors. But" - she frowned and gestured back into the library, in the genera
direction of its big windows - "what about the crowd?"

"They'll all be gone." Treat was crossing the library as he answered. He
| ooked fromthe wi ndow and added: "The crowd has pretty well cleared now.
However" - Treat turned with a satisfied smle - "I think we can arrange to
| eave here without being observed. OF course we shall have to wait until after
dark."

Sudden interest dawned in Brenda's eyes. She was thinking of Jerry's
nmysterious visit of the night before and the remarkabl e way he had vani shed
fromthe mansion. It might be that Treat knew some such secret too! Then
rather than betray her interest, Brenda sinply gave a hopeful nod as though



wi shing that Treat m ght be right.

Anot her gl ance fromthe wi ndow and Treat furnished further coment.

"You had better go upstairs,” he told Brenda. "I amgoing to call in the
two detectives who are watching outside. Some canera man m ght just decide to
slip past them You won't have to worry about such things, not after tonorrow
You will see M. Severidge then and once your legal affairs are settled, you
will no | onger be under a guardian's instructions."

Noddi ng as she left the library, Brenda realized that tonorrow would be
her birthday, which indeed was a hel p. She hoped she would |ike her
great-cousin, Cenevieve Jeffrey, now that all her relatives and friends had
left with the sole exception of Treat.

Just how nuch of a friend Treat was, could have becone a pressing
guestion
in Brenda's mind if she had stayed in the library and watched himat the
wi ndow.

Satisfied no one was observing him Cedric Treat relaxed his shrewd features
into a snile that could aptly have been terned Satanic.

Real i zing what his smile rmust | ook Iike, Treat kept his face well back
fromthe wi ndow That was why a curtain intercepted his view of the corner
across the street and prevented himfrom seei ng sonething that would have
interested himgreatly.

Two young men had detached thensel ves fromthe dw ndling throng and were
turning the corner, one neatly picking up the other's trail. The first of that
pair was Jerry Reeth; the nan who had recogni zed Jerry and was tracking him
happened to be Harry Vincent, agent of The Shadow

CHAPTER XI 'V

PCOLI CE COW SSI ONER WESTON al i ghted from his official car in front of his
fanous rendezvous, the exclusive Cobalt Cub. Two other nen were with him
Lamont Cranston and Si non Severidge. They had been with the conm ssioner al
aft ernoon, going over two scenes of crine.

Waiting in the club were two other nen, Kirk Gimshaw and Al vin
Lancaster,
who had arrived there separately. They sensed they had been sunmoned for
somet hing i nportant, hence they were quite intrigued when the conmm ssi oner
opened an i mredi ate conference.

"It is this, gentlenmen," declared Weston in his brusque style. "W
bel i eve
that there is a connection between the di sappearance of Jerry Reeth and the
murder of Russ W/ bert."

Looks of surprise passed between Ginshaw and Lancaster. It was Gi nshaw
who spoke first, his long, horsey face showing surprise anmid its expression of
habi tual worry. All the inporter asked was:

"But why?"

Bef ore Weston could answer, Lancaster interrupted in true pronoter's
style.

"Wait a nonment, conmi ssioner.'
l'i ke
a harvest noon. "Maybe | can answer it! There was a deal on between them out
at
the air field. Reeth was to help Wl bert get that photograph. They were to
split
on whatever price they could get for it. Reeth was afraid W bert woul dn't
come
t hrough, so he went around and shot him™"

Weston furnished a trifling smle, though it didn't entirely |ack
approval

"You' ve been reading the five star finals," asserted Weston, gesturing to

Lancaster's roundi sh face was |ighting



one such newspaper that lay on a chair beside Lancaster. "They have begun to
guess that WIbert was the photographer who took that picture of Mss Van
Dol phe. Probably they are right, though we have no absolute proof. If so, it
is

possi ble that Reeth is guilty of nmurder, provided he is still alive."

At that, Ginmshaw s face went as holl ow as his gaping nouth. Hi s tone
sounded |ike an echo.

"You nmean - you think Reeth was nurdered too?"

"Very possibly," nodded Weston, "and in that case, the killer - of both
Reeth and Wlbert - may be a man known as CGonzal es. That is why | asked you
here, to find out what you know about Gonzal es.™

For answer, Ginmshaw and Lancaster could only shake their heads. They'd
never met Gonzal es; they'd told the comm ssioner once before that they doubted
if the man existed. It was Severidge, who in his tight-mouthed style, was able
to show some evidence on the CGonzal es question. Silently, the |lawer produced
it, tossed it across the table, a torn sheet of paper which bore a clunsy
scraw :

If you pay well, maybe you will find out sonething about the
Quetzal M ne. Put an ad in paper saying: | would like to hear fromG

VWil e Ginmshaw and Lancaster were studying that rough note, Wston
produced sonme other items of evidence, stating:

"People living at Reeth's place say they saw a nman who | ooked Like a
Mexican go in there several tines. Arong the itenms that we found at Reeth's
was
this."

The thing Weston neant by "this" was the half of a torn envel ope.

"Hal f a sheet of paper," mused Weston, "plus half a blank envel ope, may
nmean not hi ng. But when we found another torn object at Wlbert's, the half of

an odd and curious playing card, it conpleted the trail. Particularly when the
card bore part of Wlbert's address, in a scraw identical with the one used
by

"G - who may be CGonzales."

Wth that, Weston tossed the evidence on the table and the two nen stared
at the half of a Spanish playing card, the half that The Shadow had |eft as
t he
law s share of a clue that a nurderer had dropped in Wlbert's dark room

Severidge, the |awer, was cannily studying the new surprise that showed
itself in individual fashion on the respective faces of Ginshaw and
Lancaster;
but Cranston was no | onger present to view that result.

An attendant had entered to tell M. Cranston that he was wanted on the
t el ephone and Cranston had |left the conference room

The call was fromHarry Vincent.

Reporting, Harry announced that he had successfully trailed Jerry Reeth
to
alittle hotel called the Col onnade. Harry had done a neat trailing job, ready
to play smart if Jerry spotted him In that case, Harry woul d have popped
ri ght
up to Jerry as though having seen him accidentally. But since Jerry hadn't
noticed Harry, there had been no reason to resune the ol d acquai nt anceshi p.

Approving Harry's policy, Cranston told himto keep watch at the
Col onnade. Then, calmy, Cranston added:

"My congratul ations, Vincent, on that clue you left at Reeth's."

"You mean the half envel ope?" Harry's tone was sheepi sh across the wre.
"I was going to use it to nuffle the tel ephone bell -"

"But you didn't," interposed Cranston, "and you laid it down and forgot
it. You still have the other half of course.”

"Yes. You told ne to keep it, after | mentioned it to you."



"Good. Carry it with you so that you can give it to ne the next tine we
meet. | amusing it as the first link in a continuous trail."

Havi ng thus explained the riddle of the half envel ope, Cranston ended the
phone call and returned to the conference room In doing things by hal ves,
Cranston, as The Shadow, was forging theminto a whole. Just by chance -

t hrough Harry's oversight - had The Shadow managed to acquire half of an

obj ect

that had been on the scene of crine at Jerry's. That was why The Shadow had
personal ly taken half a planted clue - by tearing a Spanish playing card - on
the scene of Wl bert's death.

Luck had caused those two artificial links to fall in with the note that
Severidge had received from someone who m ght be CGonzal es. Personally, The
Shadow suspected the authenticity of that note; hence his own clues were quite
in keeping with it. Sonmetines it took a fake to expose a fake. This The Shadow
knew.

Arriving back in the conference room Cranston found Wston sunmm ng the
Jerry question.

"There is a chance that Reeth nmet with foul play," asserted Wston
"There
was shooting at his apartnment and the place was ransacked. It is possible that
Gonzal es nurdered Reeth. On the other hand" - Weston shrugged as though
di scussing a slighter prospect - "Reeth could have nurdered Gonzal es. ™

"Over that photograph?" demanded Severidge. "The one that we coul dn't

find
at Wlbert's?"

"If Wlbert took such a picture,” continued Severidge, "it was probably
destroyed. "

"Unl ess the nurderer purposely created that fal se inpression," asserted
Weston, cannily. "If he kept the picture, he probably hopes to sell it to you,
as attorney for the Van Dol phe estate.™

"Not to me." Severidge supplied a tight-lipped snmle. "Watever Mss Van
Dol phe | ooks like, they are welcone to print all the pictures of her that they

wi sh. Besides" - Severidge spread his hands as if in relief - "when | neet

M ss

Van Dol phe for the first time, tonorrow, it nmay be the last time. The estate
then will be fully hers, to do with it whatever she w shes."

O hers were taking this as a matter of nere fact, but the steady look in
Cranston's eyes, his close but unobserved scrutiny of Severidge, told that he
was placing a singular inport on all that the | awer said. Hoping to hear
nor e,

Cranston was not di sappoi nted.

"Tormorrow, M ss Genevieve Jeffrey arrives," resuned Severidge. "She will
take the place of Madane Hi dal go, the duenna, who left today with the old
servant, C axon. After Mss Jeffrey neets M ss Van Dol phe, they can plan on
what ever they wish. | suppose they will keep Treat, the secretary, to handle
nost of Brenda's affairs. Besides, he has been doing a good job, keeping
private detectives on the job, probably for the very purpose of brushing off
such visitors as young Reeth."

Weston thwacked a fist to his other palm

"You have sonething there!" asserted the conm ssioner. "Suppose we phone
Treat, Severidge, and learn if any suspicious characters have been seen around
t he Van Dol phe house!"

They made the phone call and talked not only to Cedric Treat but to the
two reliable operatives that he had hired. They thus received triple assurance
that all was well within the Van Dol phe manse, because all the reports were
alike. Positively, no one had gone in or out of the house the night before. As
an added bonus, Treat put Herkiner on the phone to give the same assurance,

t he
chauf f eur having just returned fromthe airport.
The report ended, Weston hung up and turned to Severi dge.



"No need for police surveillance," decided Weston. "If Gonzales - or even
Reeth - should attenpt an entry at the house, the private detectives would
apprehend such an intruder, as would be their right. If blackmil or sone
simlar business is afoot, it is preferable that it should be handl ed that
way. "

Two other listeners nodded their acqui escence along with Severidge. Those
listeners were Ginshaw and Lancaster. They were all, for Cranston was gone.

Qut doors, darkness had fallen. It was tine for Lanont Cranston to becone
The Shadow

CHAPTER XV

IN the Van Dol phe house, Herkiner, alert but nervous, was watching the
two
detectives make their final patrol to see that the house was tightly | ocked.
Most of the chauffeur's nervous manner, however, was due to the presence of
Treat.

VWhen Treat turned toward the library, Herkiner followed. In the doorway,
t he chauffeur overtook the secretary and undertoned:

"Say, Treat, about that business | |ooked into for you yesterday. You
know
| didn't -"

A low hiss was Treat's interruption, acconpani ed by a warning gesture as
he turned about. He notioned Herkimer back, then turned toward the old side
stairway, just as footfalls cane down fromthe I anding. On the steps, Brenda
Van Dol phe halted, about to turn back, until she recognized that Trent's
conpani on was only Herkiner.

| mredi ately, Treat became his smug, fawning self.

"There was a phone call from M. Severidge," Treat explained to Brenda.
"He was afraid that Reeth, or possibly sonmeone else, night try to come here
toni ght. Therefore he wanted us to stay in the house."

Brenda's face becane nore than annoyed; it showed inpatience. "I couldn't
mention neeting Mss Genevieve," added Treat. "So |I think we can arrange it
anyway." Then, as Brenda brightened, Treat gestured toward the library: "In
here, M ss Van Dol phe," he added quickly. "It is not wi se that you should even
nmeet the two detectives. They are returning now "

Voi ces and heavy footsteps were entering the other side of the great
hal I,
but Brenda was safely inside the library with the door closed when the two
detectives arrived. Herkimer, a wi se ook on his over-handsone face, was
figuring that he had gai ned an edge on the smart secretary, Treat. But
Her ki mer
deci ded that he would play al ong, which was just what Treat expected himto
do.

"Herkimer is going out," Treat told the operatives. "I shall lock the
front door when he | eaves; after that | shall retire to the study. Mss Van
Dol phe is in her roomupstairs and is not to be disturbed."

The two private ops nodded.

"Take any phone nmessages," added Treat, "but do not annoy ne with them
as
I wish to nap until midnight. Then you can awaken nme, so | can take over while
you get somne sleep."

Showi ng Herkimer to the front door, Treat undertoned special instructions
to the chauffeur.

"Bring the car around to the side of the house," ordered Treat. "Park at
the rear passage. Leave on the dimlights, but if you see anyone, cut down to
the parking lights. Understand?"

Under st andi ng, Her ki mer nodded. Treat waved hi mout, then | ocked and
bolted the front door, after which he returned to the study.



Pulling around to the side of the huge house, Herkinmer wondered how Treat
and Brenda could possibly arrive there without betraying their departure to
t hose human wat chdogs, the private ops that Treat had apparently hired just to
give hinself a lot of trouble. However, that was Treat's business, so HerKkimer
simply waited, at the same time remenbering the adnmonition to | ook around for
prow ers.

Her ki mer saw none. That was because he didn't | ook well enough

Per haps Herki nmer wasn't nuch to bl ane.

The one man actually in sight was keeping | ow al ong the curb, al nost
under
shelter of the rear of the car. He was Harry Vincent and he was on the stal k
for
Jerry Reeth, who had left the Hotel Col onnade a short while ago and had cone
directly here.

Harry had spotted Jerry about to enter a passage behind the Van Dol phe
house. Then the |inousine had cone along, forcing Harry to duck to the wall,
then out again, to begin his present tactics.

The closer Harry came to the car, the | ess chance he had of being seen by
t he chauffeur. The ruddy gl ow of the sizable tail-lights wouldn't matter where
Her ki mer was concerned. But Harry had forgotten about Jerry, or at |east had
supposed that Jerry was well along his way sonmewhere el se, which Jerry wasn't.

A lurch canme fromthe darkness of the passage and Jerry, like a fighting
wi | d-cat, launched hinmsel f upon Harry, who couldn't cone up in tine to neet
him But as Harry spraw ed, another figure cane scooting across the street.
Dynamite in a pint-sized dose, this new fighter, otherw se Hawkeye, proved to
be the difference that counted.

Al'l this happened before Herkiner was really aware of it. Before the
chauffeur could switch his lights, two figures cane fromthe alley that Jerry
had left and were in the car a nonent later. The arrivals were Brenda and
Treat; at the secretary's order, Herkiner shot the car into life and away.

There was plenty of pick-up to that linousine. It had the sane zang as
t he
car that had borne down on The Shadow, outside of Wl bert's, the night before.
And Brenda, realizing that there had been some excitenment back by the house,
was thrilled by the adventure, until the horrifying thought struck her that
Jerry m ght have been invol ved.

By then, the |linmousine was a few bl ocks away and it was too late to talk
of going back, particularly since Brenda didn't think it would be wi se as yet
to tell Treat about Jerry.

Fromthen on, the ride seened only occasionally eventful to Brenda unti
they had crossed a great bridge and were sonewhere outside the city. It was
then that Treat spoke through the speaking tube to Herkimer.

"I don't like the way that cab is followi ng us, Herkinmer," said Treat.
"1t
may be anot her of those troubl esome photographers. Pull into the first road
you
see on the right and we can watch what happens.”

Herkinmer did as instructed. The cab came al ong and sl owed, but probably
only because of the road, because it continued al ong the main hi ghway w t hout
stopping. At Treat's order, Herkiner backed the |inpusine onto the highway,
continued al ong and took the next turn to the left.

There was a peculiar difference in the Iinobusine, however, which none of
its passengers noticed. The taillights seened to blink and bl ot at nmonents, as
t hough a bl ackish fil mcane across them As the road becane rougher, the
jounces of the car gave an occasional inpression of something lifting, |ike
t he
cover of the trunk rack

Except that the trunk was tightly |ocked; therefore the only other
expl anati on was that an object, human perhaps, had attached itself there and
was riding al ong.



This illusion dispelled itself after the |inousine swng between a pair
of
stone gates and pulled up in front of a great brick building which | ooked
slightly like an ol d-fashioned hotel. Brenda studied the place rather
curiously
as Treat escorted her into the place, saying it was the inn where her
great-cousi n Genevi eve was st oppi ng.

Qdd, these Anerican inns.

Instead of finding a clerk at a desk, Treat ushered Brenda directly into
an office, which bore the nane on the door

DR. THECPHI LUS BORNEAU

I nsi de was Doctor Borneau hinself, a thin-haired, sharp-faced nan, who
did
not even rise fromhis desk. Standing nearby were two hefty, nmatronly wonen,
both plainly dressed, and Brenda stared at them wondering if one m ght be her
great-cousi n Genevi eve.

Then Treat was stepping forward, spreading papers in front of Borneau and
sayi ng things that suddenly amazed Brenda.

"Here are the comm tnent papers, doctor," announced Treat. "All quite in
order. O course you understand that the patient's del usions may be only
tenporary."

"l understand," Borneau's tone was as sharp, as grating as his | ooks.
"Such cases are to be expected, every time a nane conmes suddenly into the
news. "

"It isn't entirely that," explained Treat, in a very serious tone. "This
girl, Sarah Prentiss, actually worked for Mss Van Dol phe. Due to the fact
t hat
we allowed no one to see Mss Van Dol phe -

"OfF course, of course," inserted Borneau, in crackly style. "She acquired
a fixation that reached a stage of denentia."

Brenda was staring about, wondering where the girl Sarah was.

"And then," added Treat, "Sarah took to posing as Mss Van Dol phe, even
borrowi ng her clothes and jewelry. She had studi ed Spani sh, which Mss Van
Dol phe speaks fluently -"

"What is this, Treat?" broke in Brenda, noting that the others all wore
Treat's serious expression. "Has everybody here gone crazy?"

Treat spread his hands hopel essly and Borneau gave a w se nod.

"Very usual ," declared the doctor, crisply. "Accusing others of one's own
condition. Alittle quiet, proper treatment -"

He was | ooking at Brenda and the glint in those eyes of Borneau' s was
hypnotic. If ever a face seemed distorted, evil, it was that of the man who
posed as a doctor in charge of what Brenda now realized nust be an asyl um
whet her real or fake. Then, before Brenda could finish a single scream
Bor neau
was giving an inperious wave and the girl was in the clutch of the Amazons.

Wldly though she struggled, Brenda didn't begin to be a match for the

two
husky wonen who had grabbed her. They pinned her arnms behind her, stifled her
screans, and carried her bodily fromthe room Brenda's shoes canme flying back
as she tried to kick her captors and when the door closed, Treat calmy picked
up the shoes, saying he would return themto M ss Van Dol phe.

Wth that, Treat bowed out. Doctor Borneau remained at his desk, a snile
on his crisp, dry face as he tilted his head and listened until he heard the
[ i nousi ne pull away.

It was then that a | augh di sturbed Borneau, a tone of whispered mrth
t hat
brought himfull about to stare across the desk. Bulging straight at the
al | eged



doctor was a huge automatic, above it a pair of cold, stern eyes, that made
Borneau's gl are seem chil di sh. Above those eyes was a slouch hat, its brim
turned down, hiding the remining features of Borneau's chall enger

Wth a snarl, Borneau performed a savage but usel ess action. Wth
i ncredi bl e speed, he whi pped a revol ver from an open drawer beside him and
canme up fromhis chair, swinging to aim hoping to beat The Shadow to the
trigger. But The Shadow didn't bother with his gun trigger

I nstead, he swept his gun hand forward, upward and outward, turning it
knuckl es up. Borneau's chin came right into the arc of The Shadow s
pi st on- power ed hand. Wi ghted with an automatic, The Shadow s fist carried a
terrific power. His swing seenmed al nost |lazy, but it carried through wthout a
pause.

That fist lifted Borneau with his own jaw, carried himup and over the
back of his swivel chair, where he | anded so hard that his head, cracking the
wal |, jarred his fake diploma from above himand brought it crashing down upon
him frane, glass and all

Appr oachi ng Borneau, The Shadow studied the man's distorted face that was
tilted up into the light. Renobving his slouch bat, The Shadow produced a
make-up kit from beneath his cloak and began to pattern his own visage to
resenbl e the unsavory features of the unconscious faker who called hinself a
doctor. A few surveys in a mirror and the result was satisfactory.

Fi ndi ng sone keys in Borneau' s pocket, The Shadow chose the proper one,

t hen picked up the unconsci ous man and carried himout of the office and down
a

| ong, dimcorridor. Reaching some form dabl e doors, The Shadow tried themwth
the key until he found the right one.

Openi ng the door, The Shadow dunped Borneau into one of his own padded
cells and returned to the office. There, putting cloak and hat into a closet,
The Shadow sat down behind the desk and canted his head in exact imtation of
Bor neau.

Pi cking up the tel ephone, The Shadow jiggled the receiver. \Wen the
swi t chboard responded, he spoke, in Borneau's crisp, grating tone:

"G ve nme the outside operator. | ammaking a call to New York!"

CHAPTER XVI

MOST of the way back to Manhattan, Cedric Treat nmintained a strict
silence. At last, however, he picked up the speaking tube and told Herkimner:

"M ss Van Dol phe decided to stay at the inn overnight. W are going to
stop for her cousin, Mss Genevieve, and take her to the house. Here is the
address -"

VWiile listening to the address that Treat gave, Herkimer was careful to
keep his grin out of the mrror. He knew that the inn was a phony and he was
willing to bet that Cousin Genevieve would be the same. \When they reached the
address naned and found a nuch nuffled woman waiting there, Herkimer was a
trifle nonplussed; but once the lady was in the car, with her veil drawn back
t he chauffeur began to understand.

In the passing street |anps, he caught enough light to see reflected
faces
inthe mrror. Treat's conpanion was a girl with plenty of |ooks, and just
about
Brenda' s age, though darki sh.

The girl had dropped the veil again, when Herkiner stopped the big car at
the side of the Van Dol phe mansion. This tinme Herkinmer really | ooked to see if
the coast was clear and Treat did the same. Then, through the speaking tube,
Treat said:

"Wait at the garage for half an hour, Herkimer. | shall phone you if |
need you."

Treat and his conpanion made a quick trip through the passage behind the



house and the linousine pronptly pulled away. That was when Hawkeye agai n cane
into sight, fromthe shelter of sone old house steps across the way. Furtively
but efficiently, the little spotter reached a tel ephone and put in a pronpt
call.

The man who received that call was Harry Vincent. He was sitting in a
little back roomw th Jerry Reeth, who was beginning to trust this friend
agai n, though not too inplicitly, Jerry's main reason being that Harry had a
gun.

So far, Jerry hadn't furnished Harry with a single word of worthwhile
i nformati on and Harry hadn't pressed him for he wanted Jerry's ful
confidence. And now, to prove what was in his nmnd, also to follow conplete
instructions as recently received from The Shadow, Harry brought out his
automatic and weighed it while he | ooked at Jerry.

"How are you with a gun?" inquired Harry. "Intelligent?"

Jerry gave a puzzled stare, then returned:

"Do you mean am | a good shot ?"

"I mean can you keep your head," replied Harry. "if | steered you to a
man
who could tell you a |lot you needed to know, would you make himtal k?"

For the first tine, Jerry grinned.

"I get it," he said. "You nean would | use a few of those encouraging
nudges that seemto be your specialty, without getting inpatient with the
trigger?"

"That's right."

"You can count on ne," assured Jerry. "Who's the man?"

"The Van Dol phe chauffeur," returned Harry. "His name is Herkimer. He's

just left the house to put the car away. | think there's a lot that he can
tel
you. "
Jerry was thinking too, and grimy. Figuring the time elenent and all, it

coul d have been Herki mer who murdered Gonzales on that first occasion and
W bert on another. Eyeing Harry's gun, Jerry nodded to indicate that he'd
l'i ke

to make Herkiner talk.

Al'l that Harry said was:

"Let's go."

It was a little after half past eleven and it took themslightly nore
t han
ten mnutes to reach the garage, which was just a few bl ocks fromthe Van
Dol phe
resi dence. Harry had received data regarding the garage from Hawkeye who had
snooped briefly around the prem ses and all cane up to specifications. There
was only one man on duty after eleven o' clock and he was usually fixing flats
in a wrk-room The only thing that would bring himout of there were the
honks
of an autonobile horn or the roar of a notor

Her ki mer kept the Van Dol phe |linmousine in a corner renote fromthe
wor k-room and usual ly gave it a superficial polish before |eaving the garage.
So all Harry had to do was point Jerry to where he should go, plus, of course
the act of giving himthe .45 automatic. Wen Harry did that, Jerry grunted
hi s
t hanks and sauntered into the garage. As soon as Jerry was out of sight beyond
some cars, Harry followed, but kept a distance.

This was indeed a crucial test. The idea was to have Jerry square hinself
where any murder charge was concerned. A bold course, letting Jerry go in with
a gun, but knowing Jerry's nettle, it was the best. There was one thing,
however, that Harry hadn't told Jerry.

Toni ght, solid evidence had been gai ned of Herkimer working hand in gl ove
with Treat. It wouldn't do to tell Jerry that, because he'd prefer to go after
the secretary instead of the chauffeur. That woul d be breaking the game too



fast. The real systemwas to work on Herkimer first, getting himto squeal al
he knew, which would certainly be enough to clear Jerry with the | aw

Al part of The Shadow s plan, but even the plans of that master could
sometimes go awy!

Si ghting the Van Dol phe |inpusine, Jerry sneaked up past it, expecting to
catch Herkimer unaware. To his surprise, he found no sign of the chauffeur
other than a polishing rag, lying on a fender of the car. Mving around the
rear, Jerry discovered a door in the wall of the garage, through which a
streak
of light trickled.

This m ght be the answer.

It was.

Close to the door, Jerry heard Herkinmer's voice; fromits tone, he
realized that the chauffeur was using a tel ephone.

"Yeah," Herkimer was saying. "Bywood. That's the name of the place

want... Yeah... Who? The head duck... That's who | want to talk to... His
nane?... Just say the head guy..."

Through the crack of the door, Jerry could now see Herkinmer at the
t el ephone, a pay box on the wall, because Jerry had wi dened the crack to push

the automatic nuzzle through. He was waiting, though, to hear what nore
Her ki mer had to say, when the chauffeur became angry.

"What's that?" Herkiner was snapping at the operator. "I'll have to cal
information?... Al right... I"Il get it..."

Her ki mer sl apped the receiver on the hook and reached for the nickel that
the operator returned. Jerry was undeci ded whether to wait until the chauffeur
tal ked to informati on and that nonment of indecision ended all chances
conpl etely.

Sonebody el se had decided not to wait.

Down from above Herkiner's head, sw nging hard past the hanging electric
bulb that illum nated the space by the pay-phone, canme a hand containing a
power ful weapon in the shape of an oversized nonkey w ench.

The wrench did to Herkinmer's head what Jerry had seen a tank do to a
pill-box. It just didn't |eave much of it.

Agai n, a nurderer had struck

Savagely, Jerry flung the door inward and drove forward, the automatic
ahead of him The door hit against some steps, that |ed upward, steps that
Jerry didn't know about, but which the killer did, because he was on them
Back
cane the door, shoved by the other man's shoul der and the wench, hand and
all,
cane swi nging at a wide angle.

Either Jerry's lunge was too |low for the wench to reach him or it
wasn' t
meant for himat all. The latter was |ikely, because it did find a target, the
hanging light. As at Wlbert's, that bl ow crashed the Iight and furnished
conpl et e dar kness.

O her footsteps were pounding Jerry's way and rather than beat around in
t he darkness, Jerry drove back through the door again, toward the man who was
conm ng his way. That man was Harry Vincent and Jerry Reeth no | onger gave him
benefit of doubt. It was Harry who had shoved Jerry into what was either a
trap
or a frane

He'd nade just one nistake, Harry had. That was trusting Jerry with a
gun,
ei ther thinking he wouldn't have time to use it, or hoping it would
incrimnate
him If that was what Harry wanted, Jerry's incrimnation, he could have it.
Aiming the gun point blank at Harry, Jerry let go with the trigger

The gun didn't fire. It was enpty.

Before Jerry could switch to slugging tactics, Harry grabbed him Jerry



countered and ferociously heaving Harry so hard agai nst the door behind the
car

that Harry's head knocked it open and received it again when it came back from
the steps beyond. Profiting by Harry's slunp, Jerry went tearing out through
the front of the garage, followed by the shouts of the night man who was

com ng

out of the work room

Hal f-groggy, Harry cane to his feet, drew an automatic that had bullets
in
it, and flung a flashlight's beaminto the place where Herkinmer's body |ay.
Dmy, Harry recalled sone footsteps that had cone dashing up a flight of
stairs, so he turned the flashlight that direction

The killer had fled and Harry was about to follow, when he remenbered The
Shadow s di scussi on regardi ng some previous scenes of crime. Looking to the
floor, Harry saw an object |lying there, something which the nurderer nust have
dropped purposely, as before. Picking the thing up, Harry found it to be a
baggage check

Then, using his other hand with a handkerchi ef covering it, Harry tore
t he
check in half, dropped the segnment which he knew did not bear his fingerprints
and rushed up the stairs in hope of finding the killer

Al Harry found was a roof, with a fire | adder attached to the wall next
door. That was the route the murderer had taken, so Harry decided to use it
too, even though he knew he could no |longer trace the killer

Not many minutes later, Harry was clear of this nei ghborhood. Amid the
clangs of a big clock that was chinmng m dnight, he could hear the whine of a
police siren, telling that the night nan at the garage had sunmmoned the law to
anot her scene of nurder

Again, Jerry Reeth was at |large, and he probably wouldn't return to the
Hot el Col onnade where his trail could be picked up again. Wth Herkinmer dead,
Harry Vincent could think of only one other man who nmight in any sense,
furnish
sone |lead to affairs of current crine. That nan was Cedric Treat.

At |east, Treat wasn't worrying about it.

Wth the stroke of m dnight, Treat was answering the rap on the library
door. Comi ng out, he nodded sleepily to the two private operatives, asking
t hem
if all had gone well. Wen they said that nothing had di sturbed the evening,
anot her voi ce thanked them

It was a girl's voice, speaking with a Spanish accent, fromthe bottom of
the main stairway. Turning, the detectives saw a very gorgeous brunette in a
still nore gorgeous negligee that trailed |ike a royal robe.

Treat gave an i nmedi ate bow and turned to the two detectives.

"W nust congratul ate M ss Van Dol phe," announced Treat. "This is her
birthday. She is now of age and no | onger subject to the regul ations of the
stupi d duenna who would not allow her to neet Anmericanos.”

Li ke Treat, the detectives bowed to the girl who was not Brenda Van
Dol phe.

CHAPTER XVI |

MORNI NG br ought Si non Severidge to the Van Dol phe mansi on and with him he
brought all the certified docunments that Brenda's closest relatives, Judge
Jeffrey and Captain Platt, had checked over prior to their departure on
governmental nissions to foreign |ands.

Anot her arrival was Brenda's great-cousin CGenevieve Jeffrey, who proved
great in size as well as relationship, being a jolly personage who insisted
upon referring to her weight as fifteen stone, English style, because it
sounded better than two hundred and ten pounds.



On this, their first meeting with Brenda, both Severidge and Genevieve
were much charnmed by the girl. O course, Severidge's business covered the
| egal phases of the docunents he brought with himand there were many detail ed
guestions, all of which Brenda answered conprehensively in a nixture of
Engl i sh
and Spani sh that was quite quaint.

Not once did the brunette give any inkling to the fact that she was not
Brenda Van Dol phe. Knowi ng all the answers, Cedric Treat had coached the
i mpostor too well.

The nearest thing to a bad break took place when Comm ssi oner Wston
arrived as an unexpected visitor, acconpanied by Lanont Cranston and i nsisted
upon hol ding a conference in the library. Introduced to Brenda Van Dol phe, the
conmi ssi oner bowed courteously, then | aunched squarely into the business at
hand.

"It's about your chauffeur, Mss Van Dol phe," asserted the conmi ssioner
abruptly. "He was nurdered |last night after he returned to the garage with
your
car."

"Murdered!" The girl's horror was real. "You nean Herbert - nurdered -

"Herkimer," corrected Treat. "M ss Van Dol phe has troubl e renenbering
t hese American nanes. She scarcely saw Herkiner at all after the night he
drove
us in fromthe air field. | heard about Herkiner's death, conm ssioner
because
t hey phoned ne fromthe garage."

Real i zing that Treat would know nore about the case than Brenda, Weston
concentrated on the secretary. Cranston's gaze, however, was fixed on the girl
and he saw that she was | ess at ease than ever

"When was Herkiner |ast at the house?" quizzed Wston

"Early in the evening," replied Treat. "The two guards | have here may be
able to tell you the exact tine."

"He was killed shortly before m dnight,"’
only
just cone in with the car." Treat nodded, very soberly.

"I expected as nuch,” he declared. "Too frequently Herkimer was not at

decl ared Weston, "and he had

t he
garage when he was supposed to be. He always clai med he was perforning
necessary
errands, but he never specified them"

"About those errands,"” put Weston. "Wuld one of them have been | ooki ng
up
t he phot ographer who took M ss Van Dol phe's picture at the air field?"

Treat showed i medi ate surprise.

"Have you found out who that photographer was, conm ssioner?"

"We are practically sure it was Wlbert," affirned Weston. "And what
woul d
you say, Treat, if |I told you that the Van Dol phe car - or one much like it -
had been seen in WIbert's nei ghborhood before his death?"

"I would say that it confirnms all our suspicions!" exclainmed Treat. "M ss
Van Dol phe will tell you that her uncle, the judge, breached the theory that
only Herkimer could have informed the camera man of our arrival."

The fake Brenda supplied a nod, like an actress taking a cue.

"W shoul d have di sm ssed Herkiner along with the other servants,"”
deci ded
Treat, "but since he was an outside man, it did not seem necessary. Apparently
he was associated with the wong people. | wonder" - Treat's eyes narrowed
cagily - "if he could have known Jerry Reeth."

"He may have," said Weston. "Wich renm nds nme: what does M ss Van Dol phe
intend to do?"

"Absolutely nothing," replied Treat. "She has left the matter in ny



hands.
In turn, | agree with M. Severidge that we should have nothing at all to do
with the Quetzal proposition.”

Agai n, the new Brenda took the cue and nodded, which seenmed to pl ease
Severi dge who was standing by. That ended Weston's busi ness, but as the
conmi ssi oner was | eaving, Treat overtook him

"M ss Van Dol phe is holding a reception," stated Treat. "W shoul d be
gl ad
to have you attend, conm ssioner. Should anythi ng new devel op before then, we
shall certainly let you know "

| MVEDI ATELY after Weston and his friend Cranston had left, Treat found
opportunity to phone the Bywood Sanitarium and ask for Doctor Borneau. He
| earned that the head of the asylum had gone out for the day but had |eft word
that the patient was doing nicely and receiving the proper attention

That settled, Treat went back to the library and buried hinmself in
busi ness matters including the establishing of huge bank accounts, the hiring
of servants, arrangenents for the reception, and dozens of other details
referring to Brenda Van Dol phe.

Severidge had left, taking along all the docunents that the girl had
si gned; now Treat was busy getting the signature of Brenda Van Dol phe on
checks. He was particularly anxious also to arrange the purchase of certain
properties and push the sale of others, since all such matters had remained in
abeyance until the estate was fully under Brenda's control

Meanwhi | e, Conmi ssioner Weston, riding in his big official car, was
confiding in his friend Cranston.

"That chap Treat inpresses ne," declared Weston. "He anal yzed Her ki mer
better than he supposed. We checked on Herkinmer's record and found that he
knew
several unsavory characters. He even approached one, a pawn shop proprietor of
doubt ful status, on the subject of |ending noney to buy that photograph from
W bert."

Showi ng proper surprise, Cranston queried:

"You mean Her ki nmer intended to shake down Treat?"

"Either Treat or Severidge," replied Wston, "according to what they
woul d
pay for the picture.”

"But WIbert was nurdered -

"And Herki nmer probably guessed by whom That was why he was nurdered

t oo.

VWil e Weston was bringing an official envel ope fromhis pocket, Cranston
br oached a query.

"I wonder if Herkiner ever had a good | ook at Brenda Van Dol phe?"

"A curious question, Cranston,"” returned the conm ssioner. "Wy do you
ask?"

"Nobody el se did, until today," Cranston replied. "At |east nobody except
Treat. She hadn't met Severidge or even her cousin, CGenevieve."

"Al'l of which has nothing to do with the case," chided Weston. "Here is
something really inmportant, Cranston. This baggage check."

Correctly, it was half of a baggage check, another of those partial clues
pi cked up on a scene of nurder. Cranston imediately linked it with former
cl ues.

"This was found wi th Herki mer?"

"That's right," acknow edged Weston. "It's nore tangi ble than the half of
a bl ank envel ope found at Reeth's, or the portion of a playing card that was

with Wlbert's body. It's only half a check, but fromit, | amsure we can
soon
trace the luggage that it represents. Perhaps that will enable us to prove the

guilt of murder."



"On Reeth or Gonzal es?"

"On whichever of the two is still alive. | feel sure that one of them was
nmur dered. "

Weston was hitting cl oser than he knew and the evidence represented by
t he
baggage check was nuch nore inportant than he realized. However, Cranston made
no conment on that score.

"Now to see Ginshaw and Lancaster,"” decl ared Weston, checking a list he

carried. "l suppose they will be invited to the Van Dol phe reception if only
to
be told that they will have to manage their own silver mne. | don't suppose
they will be greatly disappointed.”

"Why not ?"

"Because they have been pl anning other enterprises. They have been
toget her every evening, so they tell me, listing inmports that can be pronoted.

They are good business nen, both of them They have been very hel pful too, in
what ever testinony or advice they could give toward solving this chain of
nmysterious nurders.”

Cranston offered no anendrment, though he m ght have. A chain of nurders
that was still in progress could hardly be termed solved. As for the Iinks
t hat
t hose deaths formed, Cranston could see a sinple answer to all of them In
fact,
he had tossed the answer right at Weston, but the conmm ssioner hadn't caught
it.

O one thing, Cranston was certain. The series of crines had served its
i nt ended purpose. But behind it stal ked another crinme that the law did not
even
suspect, the ki dnapping of the actual Brenda Van Dol phe.

As The Shadow, Lanont Cranston had not only solved that crime for
hi nmsel f,
but had nullified it. Al that remained was to turn it into a boomerang that
woul d bring crinme home. Wien that was done, certain astonishing facts would be
reveal ed.

Per haps that was why Lanmont Cranston, after parting with Conm ssioner
Weston, delivered a whispered | augh that was very much The Shadow s!

CHAPTER XVI | |

DUSK was settling over the great, grimbuildi ng known as the Bywood
Sani tari um when a sonewhat bedraggl ed man pushed his way fromthe nearby trees
and reached a doorway unobserved. Finding the door unl ocked, he entered, and
in
the dimlight of a corridor, his face becanme plain.

The man was Jerry Reeth. He was following a lone, last clue, the | ead he
had gained by listening to Herkiner's discussion with a tel ephone operator
j ust
bef ore death finished the doubl e-crossi ng chauffeur

Jerry was |inking suppositions wildly but correctly. He was sure that
Brenda Van Dol phe had left the mansion in the famly |inmousine. He was al so
certain that the car had come out here. Knowi ng Herkiner to be a
doubl e-crosser, Jerry was sure that something had happened at this place and
the only | ogical answer was that Brenda had been kept there. Jerry was
positive
t hat Her ki mer had phoned to demand a price for silence.

Her ki mer had paid his own price for silence, but that didn't help
Brenda's
di | enma.

It would have puzzled Jerry to know that Brenda Van Dol phe was hol ding a



reception at her New York home this very evening; in fact such know edge m ght
have knocked his theory. But Jerry hadn't read any newspapers today and a few
radi o newscasts that he had overheard had not nentioned the Van Dol phe
reception. Therefore Jerry, keeping to the countryside, supposed that as
usual ,

visitors were taboo at the Van Dol phe mansi on, hence nobody coul d know t hat
Brenda was m ssi ng.

Once inside the sanitarium Jerry began | ooking for the headquarters of
t he head man that Herkinmer had mentioned, but not by name. He soon found a
door
bearing the name of Doctor Borneau and that |ooked official enough. Opening
t he
door slightly, Jerry peered into the office.

Behi nd a big desk sat a man who nust be Borneau and Jerry didn't like his
| ooks. Gipping the gun that Harry Vincent had given him a gun that stil
| acked cartridges, Jerry was undeci ded whether to accost the crisp-faced man.
As in Herkiner's case, Jerry's gun began to creep ahead of him opening the
door a trifle nore.

So slight was the creak of the door that Jerry was sure Borneau coul d not
have heard it. In fact, the genuine Borneau could not have heard it, even if
he
had been here in his office instead of still enjoying the privacy of a
tight-1ocked padded cell. But the man behind the desk had the highly acute
sense of hearing that bel onged to The Shadow.

Wt hout changing the direction of his gaze, The Shadow noted the
projecting gun nmuzzle and inmredi ately identified the man behind it. This was
perfect, one of those added strokes of |uck on which The Shadow never
depended,
but had hoped might strike. Tracking down Jerry Reeth woul d have been
difficult
after last night, but the chance that Jerry m ght have grasped a clue that
woul d bring himinto voluntary circul ation was the type of |ong shot that
of ten
canme through and in this case had.

The Shadow pl ayed the next nmove perfectly in strict Borneau style.

Pi cking up the tel ephone, The Shadow cal |l ed the sw tchboard and snapped
an
order in Borneau's sharp style.

"Arrange transfer of patient Sarah Prentiss,”" was the order. "From East
Wng, Section Two to West Wng, Section Four. Then connect nme with the
supervi sor. "

There was a pause, during which the connection was conpleted. Jerry heard
Borneau's crisp voice asking for a report on Sarah Prentiss. Then:

"So she still clains she is Brenda Van Dol phe." Borneau's tone carried a
sneer. "She nust be cured of that delusion... Yes, | shall recomend the
treatment, beginning tomorrow... Meanwhile, | am having her transferred

i medi ately..."

As he spoke, The Shadow was maki ng pencil ed notes, but his hand was very
near Borneau's favorite drawer. In a trice, The Shadow woul d have produced a
gun to match Jerry's, had the young man nmade a further nove. From a report
received fromHarry Vincent, Jerry Reeth could beconme quite dangerous under
stress. But this tinme, Jerry was taking it calmy and not just because he knew
his gun wasn't | oaded. The nuzzle receded and the door eased shut.

| mredi at el y, Doctor Borneau sprang fromhis chair, reached a cl oset door
and a nmoment | ater swung back into sight as The Shadow, in his usual black
regalia. Then, stalking along the corridor of this place where he could have
posed as master and indeed had, The Shadow took up Jerry's trail

Why he did so became apparent shortly.

VWhen Jerry reached a stairway with an arrow pointing to Section Two, he
was spotted by a stocky, heavy-browed attendant, who inmediately noved after



him not knowi ng that Jerry was already being trailed. Before the attendant
could overtake Jerry, blackness nmoved up in back of him hooked his neck, and
gave himthat expert form of wenching pressure faniliarly styled the Javanese
Jol t.

The attendant crunpled and sl unped nicely behind the stairway, where The
Shadow r el eased him

By the time Jerry reached Section Two, Brenda was already on the way to
Section Four, conveyed by the two Amazons who had taken her in charge the
ni ght
before. They were being very polite, this pair, because Doctor Borneau had so
ordered it shortly after Treat had left. In fact that was why Brenda had been
put in Section Two, which was a ward for mld patients.

Jerry spotted the procession far down the corridor and started that
direction just as they turned a corner. He didn't see the blackness that noved
in froman angle. Wen he reached the turn, Jerry was surprised to see Brenda
wal ki ng ahead alone; in fact, Brenda was halting, rather surprised herself.

The Shadow had sinply picked off the Amazons one by one, whisking each
into a roomso suddenly and rapidly that they'd | anded in a dazed heap, each
too bew |l dered to hear a door bolt fromthe outside. And now, Jerry had
reached
Brenda and was hurrying her down a stairway, telling her he'd explain the rest
| ater.

By the time they had reached an outer door, Brenda was trying to explain
t hi ngs hersel f.

"I"'mall right," she was saying, breathlessly. "He spoke to nme | ast night
and told me | was safe.”

"Who?" demanded Jerry.

"The Shadow, " expl ai ned Brenda. "That's what he called hinself. He said
I'd be out of here when the right tine cane.”

"This is the right tinme," assured Jerry. "I know where there's a bus |ine
that will take us into town. W' re going right to your house and have it out
with Treat!"

That was all The Shadow heard because he paused in the darkened outer

door

t hrough which Jerry and Brenda went. It was all right with The Shadow, because
it fitted with his plans. Having a car of his own avail able, The Shadow coul d
reach the Van Dol phe nmansi on ahead of Brenda and Jerry.

And he still had tine for a phone call. Naturally, The Shadow returned to
the office and made it in Borneau's style, until it was rel ayed past the
swi tchboard. That call was to New York and it brought a response in an
even-toned voi ce:

" Bur bank speaking."

Bur bank was The Shadow s regul ar contact man, who kept tab on all the
| at est devel opments. Expecting some, The Shadow gave the single word:

"Report."

The report was brief, but when Burbank finished, The Shadow s cl osi ng
response was a strangely whispered laugh. Crine's clinmx was coming nore
swiftly than The Shadow had expected, but not too swiftly for his plans.

Bur bank' s report concerned a discovery that the police had nade. They had
traced the half of the baggage check and had brought in a trunk froma ferry
station, a trunk belonging to Jerry Reeth.

In that trunk they had found the much hunched body of a man that they had
identified as a Mexican naned Gonzal es.

CHAPTER XI X

THE Van Dol phe mansi on was anything but a grimold mausol eum when Jerry
and Brenda arrived there. In fact, they were totally astonished to find it
brilliantly lighted, with a party in full progress.



Though sonewhat baffled, Jerry didn't change the plan that he had made.

"We'|l go in by the secret door," he told Brenda. "OF course when we
reach
t he | andi ng, we may be stunped.”

"Why?" asked Brenda. "W can use your key and unl ock the next panel, the
one | eading down into the library."

Jerry halted in surprise; they were near the darkened passage |eading in
back of the house.

"You nmean there's a further route into the library?"

"Of course,"” replied Brenda. "It's the way Treat brought me out. Fromthe
library to the landing, then through the outside wall."

"And Treat has the key to it?"

"OfF course. My father's key. He didn't know your father had one too and
of
course | didn't tell him"

"Did you tell anyone?"

"Only The Shadow. "

They were well into the passage when Jerry heard that and he stopped
short, monentarily alarmed. Then, fromthat very darkness cane a whi spered
tone. It spoke two words:

"The key."

Jerry hesitated. Still believing that every friend mght be a foe, he was
rising to a fighting nood. But he couldn't locate that sinister yet confident
whi sper. It spoke again, froma new direction

"The key to the secret door."

Sonet hi ng nmuch like a gun nuzzle pressed cold against Jerry's neck
Br enda
didn't know that such was happeni ng, but she saw the logic in the request for
t he key.

"It's The Shadow, Jerry." Brenda's tone was a plea. "He is our friend.

G ve himthe key."

Rel uctantly, Jerry dropped the key into a gloved pal mthat cane nmagically
fromthe bl ackness.

"Brenda will go in the front way," spoke The Shadow, in his whispered

tone. "She will particularly seek out a girl pretending to be Brenda Van
Dol phe
and will talk of nutual acquaintances in Col onbia. Her purpose will be to
tangl e

this inpostor until she needs help."
That suited Brenda beautifully, now that she was begi nning to understand
what was really going on

"What nanme shall | use?" asked Brenda.
"Any that you choose," replied The Shadow. "Your part will be sinple, as
t he advantage will all be yours.™

They were nmoving out toward the street. A tiny flashlight blinked from
The
Shadow s hand. Its signal brought another man, vaguely familiar to Jerry, even
in the dark. Again The Shadow spoke; these instructions were for Jerry.

"Here is Vincent," said The Shadow. "Trust himthis time and fully. You
will wait out front together until the right nmoment arrives."

Wth that, The Shadow was gone. H s course carried himthrough the gl oom
of the rear passage and to the secret door which his key unl ocked. Reaching
t he
| andi ng, The Shadow cl osed its ornamental paneling behind him then turned to
the wall that opened into the library.

Bel ow were guests, dozens of them and some were so close to the obscure
stairway that they m ght have observed an average intruder upon the little
| andi ng. But the gloomof that |landing, with its angl ed background of funed
oak, was a perfect setting for The Shadow. He was to all intents invisible.

Then, The Shadow was gone, through the inner wall that closed behind him



down sone steps to a book-case that opened snoothly, silently, and brought him
into the presence of a man who did not see him Cedric Treat.

Hard-wor ki ng Treat was at his patient task, that of putting the Van
Dol phe
affairs in order. Tonight, however, it was a task he relished, here behind the
| ocked door of the library. Treat was chuckling to hinself, but audibly, as he
made entries in | edgers and account books. Beside himwere stacks of bills,
title deeds, and other papers, all ready for their turn.

Bl ackness drew closer and closer to Treat but he did not recognize its
om nous approach. Reaching for a check book, Treat tore out a check, which
al ready bore the signature of Brenda Van Dol phe, like all the other checks in
that sane book

Treat nmade out the check to cash. The ampbunt that he inscribed was fifty
t housand dol I ars, nere spendi ng noney where a Van Dol phe check was concer ned.
Agai n Treat chuckled, but this tinme his chortle died.

Bl ackness had not only arrived; it had solidified in the shape of two
gl oved hands that cane over Treat's shoul ders. C oaked arms pinned Treat where
he was, as the hands took the check fromhis and tore it in half. One half
fluttered to the desk, while a gloved hand noved away with the other

Then, turning nechanically, Treat saw what had happened to the free
gl oved
hand. It had gone beneath The Shadow s cloak to produce an automatic. Treat
was
getting a ook right down the rmuzzle of that gun. But when the nuzzl e swung
toward the desk, Treat's frozen eyes followed it, to the half check that The
Shadow had dropped there.

Then came as strange a sardonic a | augh as any ears had ever heard.

"There was half an envelope left at Reeth's apartment," spoke The Shadow,
in a slowtone, that to Treat had the stroke of a death-knell. "The playing
card found at Wlbert's was torn in two, with one half gone. The baggage check
found with Herkimer's body was also torn, with one half mssing. And now this
check, with you, Treat."

Treat's hand was cl awi ng nervously, toward a desk drawer.

"You were the man with the perfect alibi," continued The Shadow. "You had
W t nesses, two capable private detectives, to prove that you never left this
house. They knew not hing of the secret route that you had | earned about from
the records of Craig Van Dol phe.

"Of course, you told Brenda, last night. It was a way to wi n her
confidence. You put her where you thought she would never tell, until you gave
the order for her release, if you ever gave it. You wanted tinme, of course, to
rifle the Van Dol phe fortune."

Treat opened his lips, fish fashion, but they wouldn't speak

"The original idea was to use Jerry Reeth as a tool," declared The
Shadow,
"until you realized what a chance existed, with Brenda's uncle and cousin, the
only relatives who knew her, leaving the city very suddenly. You shi pped
C axon
and Senora Hidal go, thus getting everyone away who could possibly identify
Brenda Van Dol phe. "

The Shadow paused to |let those words sink hone. Then

"You knew Gonzal es would be at Reeth's. He was part of the gane,
Gonzal es.
You di sposed of him wth the aid of a crew that had been hired beforehand.
You
had an alibi that night, because Judge Jeffrey thought you were here in the
library."

Treat's eyes were popping, as though they, like his w de and wavering
nmout h, were drinking in these accusations too.

"You had to find the photographer who took that picture of Brenda," added
The Shadow, "and you used Herkimer to help you. It was Herki mer who di scovered



W bert and paved your way to a second murder. Since Herkimer had seen Brenda,
he was next in line; therefore he proved an excellent tool."

As plainly as though The Shadow had stated it, Treat realized that this
cl oaked accuser must have tal ked with Brenda and pieced the facts of the
story.

"Al'l the while you were planting a trail to Jerry Reeth," continued The
Shadow, "because you had forced himto beconme a fugitive. The Spanish playing
card, froma greasy deck in Gonzal es' pocket, the baggage check used to ship
the trunk containing Gonzal es' body -"

There was no need for nore. Wldly forgetful of The Shadow s autonati c,
Treat had ripped open the desk drawer and snatched out another piece of
evi dence as yet unplanted on Jerry, the gun that had been used to nurder
W | bert.

No shot greeted Treat, only a grimlaugh. In the gl oomof the great
library, Treat could not tell where it came from Then, The Shadow s voi ce:

"It is useless, Treat. Three murders are on your hands. Three nurders,
al l
readily proven."

The revol ver was turning in Treat's hand, as his frantic eyes sought the
voi ce that he could not |ocate. Again canme The Shadow s sibilant tone:

"Bullets will not aid you, Treat, except to save you froma |ater doom
You will only waste those shots if you seek to find me with them Your gane is
ended, Treat -"

The gane was ended.

Wth a shriek, Cedric Treat cane to his feet, placed the revolver mnmuzzle
to his own tenple and pulled the trigger. H's body wavered, fell forward,
struck the desk and thudded to the floor

Li ke an answering echo to that thud came the cl osing of the book case,
mar ki ng the departure of The Shadow.

CHAPTER XX

AN amazi ng bl onde named Carnen Del Oro had beconme the life of the Van
Dol phe party. Voluble in Spanish as well as English, she had sought out Brenda
Van Dol phe to tal k about so many people that they had both known in Col onbi a.
It was so strange, though, that Carnen could not renenmber having net Brenda.

O had they net?

If so, it seenmed that Brenda had changed. But there must be places,
peopl e
that they both renenbered. It was all so wonderful, this neeting.

Not wonderful for the girl who called herself Brenda Van Dol phe. If she
could only find Treat!

But Treat was in the library and couldn't be disturbed, so the brunette
Brenda, who wasn't Brenda, began tearing herself away from one group after
anot her, always to be followed by the voluble Carmen Del Oro. Flying distress
signals, the brunette at last attracted attention and managed to get in a few
words to a | ong-faced nan who net her in a corner.

That man was Kirk G i nmshaw

"Quick, get ne out of this!" the brunette undertoned. "That girl knows
t oo
much about the Van Dol phes."

"Take it easy, Nta," returned Ginshaw. "Wwo is she, anyway?"

"Somebody naned Carnmen Del Oro. If she catches up with ne again, I'Il -"

"I'I'l take care of her."

Taki ng care of Carmen just didn't work. Hardly had Ginmshaw i ntroduced
hinsel f to the unknown, before Carnen placed himin the conpetent hands of
M ss
Cenevi eve Jeffrey, whom she introduced as Brenda's |ovely cousin. Mentioning
that Gimshaw nust have certainly met Judge Jeffrey, the real Brenda left him



hel pl ess, because the portly Genevieve just loved to talk to people who knew
t he j udge.

Meanwhil e, Nita, seeing the blonde nenace traveling in her wake, had
contacted a new ally in the person of Alvin Lancaster. He prom sed to handle
Carnen too, but failed as Grinmshaw had. This tinme the interference was
Cranston, who next was drawi ng Lancaster into a chat with the police
conmi ssioner. By then, the real Brenda had overtaken Nita and was circul ating
her right back to Weston's party.

"You nust listen to Brenda,"” Carnen told Weston. "I have asked her to
tel
us all about that wonderful trip she took with her father across the Arroyo
Grande, when they visited the platinummnes. That is, if she remenbers!™

The girl called Nita was fading fast. In faltering style, she started to
take up a story that she knew would fail. Meanwhile, Cranston had strolled
away
and was over near the door, asking for his coat and hat. He was there, when
Ginmshaw and Lancaster arrived, saying things between them

Only The Shadow coul d have caught those snatches of |ow, hasty
conver sati on.

"We've got to get out of here, before Nita spills!" was Ginshaw s
verdict. "She won't last long."

"I'f we could only get word to Treat,'
hel p."

"Not a chance. He's in the library. It would be a give-away if we went
there."”

"Then let's clear and take a chance that Nita cones through."

They didn't clear. While they were bundling into their hats and coats,
Cranston strolled over by the front door. H's pause there was a signal to
out si de watchers. As Ginmshaw and Lancaster were starting out the door, two
nen
cane barging in and stopped them col d.

Those two were Jerry Reeth and Harry Vincent. Instantly, Jerry was
shouti ng accusati ons.

"So here you are!" he storned. "You're the pair who tried to swindle ne
and when you couldn't, you framed ne! | know everything now "

Trying to shove past, Ginshaw and Lancaster were met by clouting fists.
Next, Weston was over at the door, calling upon nen to grab the intruders.
Reel i ng, Gi mshaw and Lancaster still hoped to get away, but this time it was
Cranst on who st opped them

CGood reason, too. They were to be needed as witnesses. Weston had j ust
grabbed a nurderer that they could help identify.

"Jerry Reeth!"

Again, it was Cranston who intervened, this tine when the conmi ssioner

returned Lancaster. "Maybe he coul d

was
about to lay a clanp on Jerry. Calmy, Cranston waited for events to take
their
course. The person who stopped the show was the amazi ng bl onde who so far had
answered to the nanme of Carmen del Oo

"I can speak a good word for this man, commi ssioner,” the bl onde
decl ar ed.
"I amsure that he is not guilty of any of those nmurders. As sure, for
exanpl e"
- her tone was very steady - "as sure as | ampositive that |'m Brenda Van
Dol phe! "

Weston's eyes bulged in disbelief, until Brenda pointed to a much
flustered brunette.

“I'f you don't believe nme," added Brenda, "ask her!"

The brunette of course was Nita and she was doing a rapid sneak toward
t he
library, throwing a frightened | ook back over her shoul der. Wston overt ook



her
and shook her until she nodded, am d gasps stating that Brenda was telling the
truth.
"And if you need nore evidence," added Brenda. "Ask Cedric Treat!"
Turni ng, Weston gestured for the rest to come along. He hamrered hard at
the library door, but received no response. Al the while, Brenda was giving
detail s of her kidnapping and Jerry was getting in sone details of how he
t hought be had been framed. Wen it cane to the fact that Jerry had rescued
Brenda toni ght, Wston angrily called upon the two private operatives who were

still around and told themto snmash down the Iibrary door
"If that rat has a way out of there!" storned Weston, in reference to
Treat, "I'll know that he was the nurderer!"”

The door was | atched, not bolted, hence anyone could have | ocked it by
nmerely drawing it shut. That fact became apparent after the door was broken
t hrough. But once across the threshold, Weston halted, the purple fading from
hi s face.

Sight of Treat, a gun lying beside his dead body, was proof that if the
rat had a way out, he hadn't taken it. It was Cranston who called attention to
the odd itemlying on the desk, half a check, bearing the signature of the
fal se Brenda Van Dol phe.

"Curious, the way those tokens were found after every nurder," remarked
Cranston, calmy. "It would seem al nost as though they were required, perhaps
by two partners in crime, so that each could keep tally on the other and know
that he had gone through with his part."

Steadily, Cranston was eyeing Ginmshaw and Lancaster. H s gaze went
t oward
t he pockets of their overcoats and they instinctively reached that way.

Thi nki ng
they were going after guns, Weston shouted for the private operatives to stop
them They did, but when they felt for guns, they found none.

VWhat they brought out of those pockets was even nore incrimnating. From
Ginmshaw s came half a bl ank envel ope and hal f a baggage check. Lancaster's
pockets disgorged the torn half of a Spanish playing card displaying a scraw
that had been attributed to Gonzal es and a new and startling chunk of
evi dence,
the other half of the torn check for fifty thousand dollars that lay on the
desk
besi de the body of Cedric Treat!

Wth that, Ginshaw and Lancaster broke. They were confessing everything.
They'd hired Treat to frane docunments supporting Jerry's claimon the Van
Dol phe estate. They'd intended to unload their Quetzal Silver stock on Jerry
at
a huge figure, knowi ng how anxi ous he was to clear the Reeth nane.

Then Treat had given thema better idea, that of bringing in a fal se
Brenda to replace the real Van Dol phe heiress, who was known to so few peopl e.
But he hadn't said he was going to nurder CGonzal es, the man who had been
hel ping with the Mexican sw ndl e.

Nor Wl bert, nor Herkimer - they were later innovations, Treat's own.
They'd brought in Nita to replace Brenda, but they hadn't expected the rea
Brenda to be kidnapped. Treat had said he would only suggest that she take a
trip out of town.

They were pouring truth, nostly, but with a fewlies to cover certain
things that they had actually known and countenanced. Cranston, Brenda and
Jerry were believing them as was Harry Vincent, but no one else was. For
there
was one thing that Treat had never told his sponsors in supercrine, that he
had
a secret way out of the Van Dol phe nansion

Treat wouldn't have told that. He valued his own alibis too highly. And
wi th that evidence unknown, Ginmshaw and Lancaster, sponsors of planted crine,



were learning howit felt the other way about. The Shadow s hal ves of

evi dence,

whi ch as Cranston he had neatly planted in their pockets at the cloak room
wer e

marking three not only for three actual nurders, but for Treat's suicide as
wel I .

They were still crying their innocence of murder, when Conm ssioner
Vst on
took them away, but with their protests, Kirk Ginshaw and Al vin Lancaster
wer e
admtting nore and nore the depth of the parts that they had played. And the
nore they tal ked, the nmore they were clearing Jerry Reeth of bl ane.

One person didn't need that proof in Jerry's behalf. The snile that
Brenda, the real Brenda, was giving him proved that she had believed in Jerry
ever since their first meeting.

There was anot her person who smiled but cryptically. That person was
Lamont Cranston. As he watched the departure of Ginshaw and Lancaster,
Cranston coul d have | essened their burden if he had told the full facts
concerning that real man of nurder, Cedric Treat, who had beconme his own final
victim

Wul d Lanont Cranston tell those facts?

Only The Shadow knew!

THE END



