DOUBLE DEATH
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," Decenber 15, 1938.

They each died twice - and now it was The Shadow s turn to face double
deat h.

CHAPTER |
THE MASKED MAN

THE crook on the rooni ng-house roof lay flat on his stomach. So rigidly
qui et was he that he seened |ike a corpse.

But Bump WIson was very much alive.

According to New York underworld whispers, Bunp was a free |lance - a
cunni ng and resourceful trigger-man who sold his services to the highest
bi dder.

Bunp peered over the dark edge of the roof, his lips curved in an evil
grin. This was the queerest nurder job he had ever pulled in his entire
wol fi sh

career.

Bunp W1 son had been hired, by a man whose identity he did not know, to
assist in the killing of a man who al ready had been dead for twenty-four
hour s!

The alley in the rear of the room ng house was a narrow ri bbon of night
darkness. It lay four stories bel ow Bunp's watchful eyes. Across the alley was
the towering brick wall of a warehouse. Every wi ndow was dark. But Bunp kept
his eyes riveted on one of the warehouse w ndows.

It was lifting. No visible hand noved it. Yet Bunp knew that a hunman
bei ng
was framed invisibly above the bl ackness of the narrow rear alley.

Bunp descended the | adder that | ed downward fromthe roof to the rear

fire

escape of the room ng house. He was now directly opposite the opened warehouse
wi ndow. Darkness seenmed to swirl forward against the sill. A figure was

di scl osed.

It was a man without a face. He was black fromhead to foot. H s eyes
glared through the slits of a mask that conpletely covered his face and head.
A oves conceal ed his hands. H s clothing was bl ack. So were his rubber-sol ed
shoes.

He uttered a conpl acent chuckl e as he watched Bunp's swift novenent. Bunp
had turned toward the fire escape wi ndow behind him It was unl ocked; he
rai sed
it without sound.

The masked man across the alley had expected that. The room had been
hi red
a week earlier by a shapely, red-haired girl who called herself Peggy Mudi son.
She had described herself to the |landlady as an actress.

Peggy Madi son had sneaked quietly away earlier that evening, taking with
her a small suitcase that contained her few bel ongi ngs. She woul d never
return.

Her nanme was as phony as her red hair. She was the third angle in a grim
nur der
triangl e concei ved by the masked supercrimnal at the warehouse w ndow.

THE man in black had vanished briefly fromsight. Now, he reappeared. He



was hol ding a | ong wooden plank in his gloved hands. He slid the plank outward
over the deserted rear alley, tilted it forward until its quivering end

dr opped

noi sel essly toward Bunp's grasp

The pl ank exactly bridged the narrow gulf between the two buil dings.

A moment | ater, a grisly-Iooking object appeared through the warehouse
wi ndow. It was a stuffed sack alnbost six feet [ong. The masked man grunted
with
exertion as he slid the sack to the plank. It bulged at either end, as if
somet hing stiff and angul ar were crammed i nside.

Wth nonkeylike agility, the masked man crawl ed over it. He seized the
end
of the sack and began to inch forward al ong the plank. He dragged the inert
sack
behind him It noved easily. Its bottom surface had been greased beforehand.

Bunp W1 son hel ped his sinister enployer |ift the sack over the
fire-escape railing. It vanished into the apartnment that had been hired by the
shapely Peggy Madi son. Then Bunp crawl ed across the plank

As soon as he was safely inside the warehouse, he drew the plank after
him closed and | ocked the warehouse w ndow.

Across the narrow all ey, the shade was now drawn on the top-floor w ndow
of the room ng house. Light gl eamed behind the shade. Inside the |lighted room
t he masked man was working swiftly. He had pulled a zipper in the sack
splitting it open fromone end to the other

A layer of smaller rubberized bags becane visible, each one cramed ful
and icy cold to the touch. Wen they were renoved, they reveal ed the body of a
dead nman.

The corpse was a tall, rather thin man. He had been shot to death. There
was a small blue hole in his forehead and a | arger, uglier wound in the back
of
his head. He had | ong since stopped bl eeding.

The masked man lifted the body fromthe sack and laid it on the floor
Then he renoved an under |ayer of waterproof bags that had been underneath the
cor pse.

Al the containers were filled with chunks of ice. The masked man enpti ed
theminto a wash basin in the corner of the room He knew the ice would nelt
down the drain, leaving no trace. He gathered up the enpty ice bags and the
sack that had contained the corpse. Snapping out the light, he slid like a
black waith to the fire escape outside and dropped the stuff to the alley.

Bunp W1 son was waiting. He picked up the discarded bags and vani shed
toward a side street. The sound of an autompbile notor was briefly audible.
Then it faded into silence. Bunp had finished his part in one of the easiest
crimnal jobs of his career

The masked man in the top-floor furnished roomstill had grimwork to do
He had successfully planted the dead man where he planned for the police to
find him But there were two nore things to acconplish before the job would be
a perfect crine.

CHUCKLI NG the nasked man approached a cabi net of polished wood that
st ood
cl ose against the wall of the room It was an expensive conbi nation
radi o- and- phonogr aph. The shapely Peggy Madi son had installed it there.
There was a record lying on the turntable of the phonograph half of the
set. The masked man examined it and made sure that it was the record he had
prepared. The title was that of a hot jazz nunber. But there was sonething
grimer than swing nusic recorded on this apparently innocent disk. It was the
counterfeit voice of nurder
The masked man drew from his pocket two long |l engths of thin wire. He
nmade



a doubl e connection with a tiny metal lever in the front panel of the cabinet.
The I ever controlled the playing of the machine. A click to the left turned on
the radio. Aclick to the right switched off the radio and turned on the
phonogr aph.

Testing, the masked nman found his two attached wires worked as perfectly
as he had anti ci pated.

Part 2 of the perfect crinme was now ready.

The masked man turned on the radio half of the set. He controlled the
vol une so that the nusic was not too |oud. But the nasked man knew that the
sound woul d easily pierce the thin wall that separated this roomfromthe one
adj oi ni ng.

Dance music welled softly fromthe | oud-speaker. Its hot rhythm
contrasted
grotesquely with the sprawl ed figure of the cold corpse on the floor

Hol ding in one gloved hand the two wires that were still attached to the
control lever of the radio set, the nasked man backed to the door of the room
and unl ocked it. He stepped into the dimcorridor outside and rel ocked the
door. Music was faintly audible through the panel

The wires fromthe set extended through the frame of the badly hung door
wi thout any difficulty. The crack was | arge enough to pernit the crimnal to
mani pul ate his control of the machine inside. H s hand pulled steadily.

Suddenly, the radi o nusic ceased.

For nearly a minute, there was silence. Then, abruptly, voices echoed
i nside the apartnment where the corpse lay. Two nmen were apparently quarreling.
Their voices rose higher and higher. A threat was uttered. It was foll owed by
an oath. Then, with a sudden muffled inpact, cane the bark of a pistol shot.
There was a faint cry, the dull inpact of a falling body - then utter silence.

Qut si de the door, the masked man's wists pulled gently. The nachine
i nside switched back to the radio. Once nore, dance rnusic took up its slow,
rhyt hm c beat.

The killer, crouched against the door frane, raised both hands with a
sudden, quick jerk. The wires inside canme | oose fromtheir anchorage. They
wer e
drawn swiftly through the door crack.

Noi sel essly, the killer tiptoed along the darkened hall to the top of a
flight of stairs. The electric light bulb in the ceiling had been unscrewed.
In
t he darkness, the masked man wait ed.

A MOMENT | ater, the door next to the nurder apartnment opened with a quick
thrust. A young man energed, eyes staring with excitement. H s nane was Art hur
Drake. He had heard the sound of a grimaquarrel and the bark of a pistol shot
t hrough the wall of his room

He darted to the adjoining door and listened. Al he could hear was the
rhyt hm of radi o dance music. H s knock at the door went unanswered.

"M ss Madi son! Are you all right?"

No reply came. Arthur Drake hesitated, wondering if he had inmagi ned the
quarrel and the pistol shot. But he knew he hadn't. And the thought that the
pretty red-haired Mss Mdi son might be in peril spurred himto action

He had barely noved forward, when a figure bounded from conceal ment to
confront him Arthur Drake had a nonmentary glinpse of a tall, nmenacing figure
dressed entirely in black. He saw the mask, the gloved hands, the glitter of a
gun that swung, clublike, toward his skull

Sonething else, he sawin that split-second of peril: One of the gloved
fingers on the left hand of the masked man flapped as if it were enpty. The
i ndex finger of the killer was mai ned!

Bef ore Drake could yell, the clubbed gun struck with griminpact. One
bl ow
was enough; Drake fell to the floor, unconscious.



VWHEN Dr ake recovered consci ousness, he was in an autonobile speeding
t hrough the darkness. Hi s head ached horribly. A gag distended his jaws and
t here was adhesive tape bound tightly across his lips. Hs hands were tied
behi nd his back. But his | egs were not bound.

He was lying on the floor of the car. The car stopped presently, and
Dr ake
heard a faint chuckle. Cold with the fear of death, he tried to pretend
unconsci ousness; but his masked captor prodded himbrutally to his feet.

The car had halted in a weed-grown driveway inside a high board fence.
Peering dazedly about himin the darkness, Drake saw that he was in a deserted
junkyard. It was evidently sone place near a river, for the dank snell of
wat er
was strong in his quivering nostrils. He could hear boat whistles, too.

Piles of rusted scrap iron rose in the darkness |ike man-made nountai ns.
Dr ake was prodded ruthlessly forward by his arned captor

"Al'l right - far enough! Stand still!"

Dr ake obeyed. A thunp sounded against the earth just behind him Then

"Cet down that | adder!”

A square hole yawned in the earth. A trapdoor had been opened. The thunp
of its lid against the ground was the sound Drake had heard.

It was inpossible for Drake to descend with his hands tightly tied. He
lost his footing and pitched headl ong i nto darkness. A nmonment later, his
ankl es
were seized in a powerful grip. There was a click, and steel |eg-irons clanped
on his ankles. He heard a faint chuckle in the darkness, as his captor clinbed
the | adder fromthe pit. The trapdoor dropped cl osed.

That was the last sound Arthur Drake heard for twenty-four hours! That
was
the Iength of time that el apsed before his captor returned.

He brought with himneither food nor water. Hi s | aughter was nocking. He
| eaned over Drake and the young man felt the sharp prick of a needle in the
flesh of his throat.

"I have decided to turn you |loose," his captor said, in a harsh, grating
voice. "If the cops want to know who | am tell '"emall you know - which wll
be not hi ng!"

Drake's senses were fading fromthe sharp prick of the drugged needle.
But
with a last effort, his gaze swng toward the gl oved hands of the masked
crook.

Again he noticed that one finger of the left glove was partly enpty. The
killer
was maimed; his left index finger was cut off at the second joint.

It was Drake's only clue to the man's identity. Then, abruptly, his

drugged brain went blank. He | apsed into unconsci ousness.

THE kil l er picked Drake up, carried himout of the pit. The trapdoor
dropped flat. It was canouflaged on the outside with a cunningly cenented
| ayer
of earth and pebbl es.

Dunpi ng Drake into a sedan, the nasked man renoved his disguise, drove
away through a gate in the junkyard fence.

He turned into upper Park Avenue and headed south under the gl oony
overhang of the railroad structure. Behind him the snmell of the river faded.
The killer was coolly certain that his victimwould never be able to identify
t he junkyard, near the Harlem River, in which he had been held prisoner for
twenty-four hours.

The sedan sped through the darkness toward a sl um nei ghborhood far



downt own near the East River. Slowi ng as he passed the gl oomof a vacant |ot,
t he ki dnaper opened the car door and pitched his Iinp victimto the pavenent.
Then he sped away.

H's entire scheme had worked i ke a charm Hours earlier, he had renoved
the telltal e phonograph disk fromthe nusic cabinet in the room ng house. A
corpse had been "nurdered" twenty-four hours after his actual death. Alibis
woul d be without value. But only the killer knew that!

Ten minutes after the fleeing sedan had vani shed fromthe East Side, a
pol i ceman found the noaning figure of Arthur Drake.

Drake was al ready coming out of his drugged stupor. The injection he had
recei ved had been deliberately diluted to produce only a tenporary effect. He
gasped out feeble words that sent the cop darting to a call box. Presently,
there was a wail of sirens in the darkness. Squad cars rolled up

Under the guidance of Arthur Drake, police sped swiftly toward the

room ng
house from whi ch he had been ki dnapped the ni ght before.
The radio in the | ocked rear roomwas still nonotonously playing.

Bl ue- coat ed shoul ders crashed the door in. The sprawl ed body of the dead nan
was on the floor. A cop darted to the window It was |ocked on the inside.

No attenpt had been made to hide the identity of the corpse. Atailor's
| abel in his coat reveal ed that he was George Cifford. Instantly, the case
took on a nore inportant aspect. George Cifford was a prom nent and weal t hy
man. He was a well-known capitalist and investor.

"How | ong has he been dead?" a police voice rasped.

"I npossible to say," the medical exam ner replied. "After rigor nortis
ends, my opinion of the tinme would be mere guesswork. He probably was killed
|ate | ast night, when your witness heard the quarrel and the shot."

A phone call whizzed over the wires to police headquarters. It brought
Acting I nspector Joe Cardona to the scene.

But Joe was going to find this case hard sledding. A crimnal of superior
intelligence had committed a perfect nurder. There was only one nman in New
Yor k
capabl e of accepting this challenge to the | aw

The Shadow

CHAPTER |
THE BLACK RAY

EARLY the next nmorning, a |long, expensive chauffeur-driven sedan halted
in
front of police headquarters.

The man who alighted was tall, distinguished-Iooking. Lanmont Cranston
passed into the spacious | obby. He had come to make a call on his friend,
Pol i ce Commi ssioner Weston. They net often at the Cobalt C ub, where Cranston
lived when he was in New York

Weston was the soldierly, masculine type. Cranston, a mllionaire
sportsman, was one of the best known big-game hunters in the world.

Thi s norning, Lanont Cranston suspected crinme! The queer di sappearance of
a friend of his puzzled him He had decided to bring the matter to the
attention of the police.

He was adnmitted pronptly to the office of Conmm ssioner Wston. Weston, a
shrewd man, guessed at once that sonething was wong. There was a tightness to
Cranston's cheery snile. Hi s handshake was hurried. He refused a cigar, and
pl unged at once into the reason for his early norning visit.

"I'"'mworried about a man nanmed CGeorge Cifford."

"Ceorge difford!"

Cranston didn't seemto notice the conmi ssioner's quick ejacul ation

"M. difford had an appointnent to neet me, two nights ago. He didn't



keep that appointnment. In fact, he seenms to have di sappeared.”

"Wait just a nonent," Comm ssioner Weston said abruptly.

He pressed a buzzer on his desk and nmurrmured a crisp order into a square,
bl ack annunciator. In less than a mnute, a stocky, dark-featured man hurried
into the room This was Acting Inspector Joe Cardona. the ace detective of the
police departnent. He knew Lanont Cranston and shook hands genially with him

"M. Cranston suspects that something may have happened to a man naned
Ceorge Cifford," Weston said, with a sharp, warning glance at his assistant.

Joe's reply was a grunt. But his eyes narrowed under his black brows.

Lanont Cranston expl ained. George difford had been uneasy about an
i nvestment he had nade recently. He had sunk $25,000 into the anbitious schene
of an inventor named Doctor Jasper Logan. The device was a machi ne on which
Doct or Logan had been working for nore than five years.

Logan expected it to revolutionize nodern warfare. But he ran out of
funds
before he could conplete his experinments. He appealed to investors, and George
Clifford | oaned him $25,000 for a quarter interest in Logan's device. The
experinment had fail ed.

Cifford suspected fraud. He had made an appoi ntnment forty-ei ght hours
earlier with Lanont Cranston, to seek advice about what to do.

"Why should difford ask you about it?" Cardona inquired.

Cranston expl ai ned. He, too, had been asked to invest in the schene, but
had declined. So he readily agreed to nmeet Clifford at the Cobalt d ub
Aifford never appeared. Cranston tel ephoned his apartnment the next day.

Cifford was still mssing and his val et sounded worried. So Cranston had
deci ded that he ought to visit police headquarters and have a qui et al arm sent
out to |l ocate the m ssing man.

"Perhaps |'macting foolishly,'
safe. But | thought -"

"You thought right," Cardona rasped. "CGeorge Clifford is dead - nurdered!
He was shot to death, the night before last, in a cheap room ng house!"

he said. "M. difford may be perfectly

AT Cardona's crisp words, Cranston's face underwent an anmazi ng, nonentary
change. Hi s eyes held a piercing flane; the nostrils of his strong, beaklike
nose qui vered like a hound's on a fresh scent. Hi s hand noved quickly to
conceal this involuntary exposure of his real personality. Neither Wston nor
Cardona realized that they had unwittingly flung a challenge into the very
face
of The Shadow.

Lanmont Cranston was The Shadow

The Shadow never appeared in sunlight. He was a creature of darkness and
nmystery, his life dedicated to ceasel ess warfare against crime - the sort of
crime that baffled the police and defied ordi nary nethods of detection

Conmi ssi oner Weston had often discussed the nystery of The Shadow s
identity with Lanont Cranston. Never, however, had an inkling of the truth
ever
crossed Weston's mind - that, at times, The Shadow adopted the identity of the
mllionaire sportsman, Lanont Cranston.

Cranston's polite voice sounded di smayed.

"difford nurdered! But, really, that's ridiculous! There wasn't a thing
about it in nmy norning paper."”

"The killing was discovered too late last night to make the norning
papers," Cardona expl ai ned.

He continued brusquely. He told about young Arthur Drake, who had heard a
quarrel and a shot. He described the appearance of the nasked killer who had
ki dnapped Drake and held him prisoner for twenty-four hours. He nentioned the
red- hai red actress naned Peggy Madi son, who had rented the murder room The
poli ce had been unable to find any trace of her. The whol e thing was obviously
a perfectly planned crine.



"Tell me about this guy Doctor Logan," Cardona growl ed. "Do you happen to
know i f he has a finger missing on his |left hand?"

Cranst on nodded.

"Part of his left index finger is mssing. | noticed that the only tine |
ever talked with him although |I have never actually seen his hands. Logan
al ways wears gloves. | think he wears the gl oves because he is conscious of
hi s
deformty and wants to hide it."

"That settles it," Cardona snapped. "I'm gonna pick up this crooked
i nventor and sweat the truth out of him"

"Wait a minute," Conm ssioner Weston said. "W haven't a shred of proof
to
justify an arrest of Logan. Let's hear first what M. Cranston knows about
him"

CRANSTON S knowl edge of the inventor proved to be favorable, rather than
unf avor abl e. Doctor Logan had not clainmed that his new war invention would
wor k. He had been absolutely honest in his proposition to Cranston. He was
working on light rays. He had di scovered a ray of cold-black light which he
believed could be made to nelt steel. If it worked, it would nean the end of
battl eships, fortresses, tanks - all the nodern neans of defense in warfare.
But Logan had used up all his own noney. That was why he had approached
i nvestors.

"Sounds phony," Weston said.

"Not the way he presented his proposition," Cranston replied. "I rmust
admt that Doctor Logan laid his cards honestly on the table, when he offered
ne a quarter interest in his invention for $25,000. Logan warned me there was
nore than an even chance that his invention would fail. In that case, mnmy noney
woul d be I ost. That was why Logan was approaching only rich men - men who
coul d
afford to ganble for big stakes.

"For Doctor Logan claimed that if his black ray worked, every nation in
the world would bid high to buy it. A quarter interest for $25, 000 woul d
return
literally millions in profit. | turned the offer down because | never
specul at e.

CGeorge difford, however, invested."

"What did Cifford say when he tel ephoned you for an appoi ntment?" Weston
asked.

"He had an idea that Logan had secretly succeeded in his experinents and
was trying to freeze difford out of the profits. He said Logan had threatened
himwi th death, if he made any trouble. That's why | became worried when
Adifford disappeared.”

Conmi ssi oner Weston's mouth tightened. Cardona | ooked grimas he arose.

He
asked Cranston to acconmpany himto the inventor's hone.
"Surely, you're not going to arrest Doctor Logan on such flinsy
evi dence?"
Cranston said.
Joe grinned. "Not yet. | expect to get a phone call fromthe detectives I
sent out with young Arthur Drake. Drake is ny ace in the hole! Let's go."

JASPER LOGAN S hone was a brownstone house in a decayed nei ghborhood on
the west side of Harlem The door was opened by a tall, good-I|ooking young man
who smiled pleasantly at Cranston. But the sight of Joe Cardona's grimface
and
the uni form of the policenan who acconpani ed Joe nade the young man frown.

"This is Walter Starr," Cranston said, quietly. "He's Doctor Logan's



technical assistant. W'd |like to see Doctor Logan, if we may."
"I"'msorry. He's very busy."
"Yeah?" Cardona fl ashed his badge. He shoved through the doorway. "Go

tel
this Doc Logan it's a police call, and we got no tinme to waste!"
The inventor energed presently fromthe rear of the house. He was tal
and
lean, like his assistant. But that was the only resenbl ance between them

Logan's face was seanmed and old. The snile on his lips was a nmere grimace. H s
eyes were cold, with a hint of nockery in their cloudy depths.

But Joe Cardona was used to handling tough birds like this. H s voice was
del i berately harsh

"Take of f your gloves! |I like to see the hands of the guys | shake with!"

There was quick fury in Logan's eyes. Then caution conquered his rage.
Bowi ng sardonically, he renmoved his gl oves.

The index finger of his left hand was mained. It had been cut off at the
second j oi nt.

"I presume it's not a crime to be crippled,” he said, suavely.

"Where were you last night, doctor?"

"In this house. Working in ny | aboratory."

He gl anced at Starr, his assistant, and the young man confirmed the
alibi
Starr had been working in the front room Logan couldn't have gone w t hout
passing him But on further questioning, the alibi weakened. Starr, obviously
loyal to his enployer, was forced to admit that there was a rear basenent
exit.

"When did you |l ast see George difford?" Cardona asked Logan

Logan readily adnitted that difford had called on himtwo nights
earlier.

He admtted that difford had denounced himas a swindler. But he insisted

t hat

he had placated the angry investor. Cifford, he said, had | eft convinced that
hi s suspicion of fraud was unfounded. That was the | ast that Logan had seen or
heard of him

"As | understand it," Lamont Cranston said mldly, "you sold a quarter
interest in your invention to three investors at $25, 000 apiece."”

Cardona took the cue.

"Let's have the nanes of those other two nen, doctor."

Logan's grin vani shed.

"You can go to hell before I'Il tell you! If you think I have broken the
law, it's your privilege to arrest nme. But there's such a thing as fal se
arrest, don't forget that!"

"I"mnot forgetting anything,"'
guestion with abrupt suddenness.

"Do you own any real estate?"

The query caught Logan unprepared. Hi s eyes blinked.

Cardona said shortly. He shot the next

"Way - | own this house, of course.”
"How about other property?"
"No. "

Logan had regai ned his poise. But Cardona had questi oned enough suspects
in his career to know when a man was |ying.

The tel ephone bell rang suddenly. Walter Starr answered the call. It was
from headquarters, for Cardona

JOE strode across the room He talked a nmonment, then hung up with a
jubilant bang. He turned toward the uniforned policeman who had acconpani ed
hi m
to the inventor's hone.

"M. Cranston and | are |leaving, Rafferty. You stay right here. Doctor



Logan is not under arrest. But if he attenpts to | eave this house" - Cardona's
voi ce crackled - "pinch himand bring himstraight to police headquarters. The
charge is first-degree nmurder!™

The inventor's face flushed red. H's nouth opened, but he made no
conment .

Cardona and Cranston departed. Joe explained the reason for his hasty
departure, as Cranston's car sped northward.

"That phone call canme from Detective Spence. He's the guy | sent out with
Arthur Drake to try and | ocate the spot where Drake was held while he was
ki dnapped. And they've found it! The killer nmade a bad m stake when he didn't
bandage Drake's eyes. The young fell ow renmenbered that the gate in the
j unkyard
fence was painted black and had a rusted tin cigarette ad tacked on the wood.

"The junkyard is at the upper end of Park Avenue, right smack on the
Harl em Ri ver. Detective Spence says he's found the pit in the ground where the
mar ked guy held Drake a prisoner for twenty-four hours!"

The pit was open when they got there. The canoufl aged trapdoor had been
| ocated, after a patient search by Drake and the detective. The owner of the
junkyard, a swarthy little Italian in torn overalls, was alnost tearful in his
protests that he knew not hing of the trapdoor or the hidden prison
under gr ound.

"What's your nane?"

"Tony CGarfal do."

"You own this joint?"

"No. Ees cost too nucha noney. | joost paya da rent."

"Who' s your | andl ord?"

Tony Garfal do suddenly lost his fear. A look of grimpleasure came over
his swarthy face.

"I hope you putta da bumin jail! He raise da rent, he nake nme pay da
month in advance, he nake ne pay da tax, he no fixa up notheeng."

"What's his name? Doctor Jasper Logan?"

Tony Garfal do shook his head.

"Heesa name Julius Herzog. A leetle guy weeth a | ong nose and a bald
head. "

Cardona | ooked baffled at the news that Doctor Logan didn't own the
junkyard property. But Lanont Cranston, who had been listening quietly, nade a
| owtoned suggesti on.

"Perhaps this Julius Herzog is nerely an agent. OF course, |'mno
detective, but it might be a good idea to | ocate Herzog' s business address and
guestion him"

Tony Garfal do hunted through his office shack until he found the greasy
busi ness card of his |andl ord.

A HALF hour later, Julius Herzog was peering foxily through horn-rimed
gl asses at his two callers. He was bald, thin-nosed, ferret-eyed as Tony
Garfal do had said.

At first, he refused to talk. But a flash of Cardona's police badge and
the threat of jail changed Herzog's tune. He was not a fool. He knew that the
identity of his unknown real -estate client could not be kept secret in the
face
of police investigation

He admtted reluctantly that the junkyard property was owned by Doct or
Jasper Logan.

That was all Cardona wanted to know. He gave a growl of pleasure as he
pi cked up Herzog's phone. He called the home of the inventor. He had anple
evi dence now to make an arrest. Logan's missing forefinger, his ownership of
t he junkyard, the testinmony of his kidnapped victim was enough to secure a
grand jury indictrment for murder.

Cardona's confident bellow changed to shrill disbelief, as he heard the



reply to his phone call. Wen he hung up, his dark face was as hard as
granite.

Herzog was smiling faintly, as if at some inner joke. Lanont Cranston
listened to Cardona's swift explanation of what he had just heard on the wre.
But eyes watched the bal d-headed M. Herzog.

"Logan pulled a fast one," Cardona grow ed. "He slugged Patrol man

Rafferty
over the head and nmade a getaway. Rafferty is in the hospital with a fractured
skull. Starr, the doe's assistant, is in jail as a material w tness. The

br ownst one house is overrun with cops now - but it's too late to do anything
about arresting Logan."

"That's too bad!" Julius Herzog said

Hi s laughter purred with unm stakable triunph.

CHAPTER 1 |
CRANSTON DRI NKS

LAMONT CRANSTON had prom sed Joe Cardona to acconpany hi m back to the
hone
of Doctor Jasper Logan. But when he reached the street, he suddenly changed
hi s
m nd.

Qut of the corner of his eye, he had noticed a girl in a flashy roadster
at the curb.

She was a honey-col ored bl onde, and she was gorgeously beautiful. She was
wearing a knitted blue sports costune that clung tightly to her rounded
figure.

Her hat was blue. So were her eyes.

It was the hard stare of those eyes that warned Lanont Cranston of
danger.

He pretended to be conpletely unconscious of the girl's surveillance. But he
knew her eyes were stabbing into his back as he tal ked with Joe Cardona.

Joe was puzzled by the abrupt way Cranston got rid of him but he made no
obj ection. He shook hands, hurried to the corner and took a taxi.

Cranston wal ked the other way. He passed deliberately close to the parked
roadster in which the blonde sat. He wondered what the girl's gane night be.

As Cranston, The Shadow had been approached in Logan's war-nachi ne
schene.

There were two ot her investors, whose names Logan had refused to divul ge. Wre
all of them including Cranston, in danger of meeting the sane fate that had
happened to the unfortunate George difford?

Cranston renmenbered the mysterious Peggy Madi son who had rented the
nur der
apartment in the room ng house. True, she had red hair. This girl in the
roadster was a blonde. But a transformation wig could easily explain that.

The girl's blue eyes were no |onger hard. They were denmure and i nnocent
as
she smiled at Cranston. He sniled back

"I wonder if you could help nme," she said. "My car is parked here so
tightly that | can't back it out. | hate to trouble you."

"No trouble at all," Cranston said.

The girl slid over and he got behind the wheel. The girl's side novenent
had hitched her short skirt above her knees. She was wearing rolled silk
stocki ngs. She made no effort to | ower her skirt. Cranston was conscious of
t he
warnth of her body as she sat close to him A provocative perfume drifted into
his nostrils.

He had little trouble extricating the roadster fromthe parking space at



the curb. He knew the girl's request had been a bluff to entice himinto the
car. As he swung the wheel, he waited for her next move. It cane al npost
i nstantly.

Her hand rested warmly on his armin a pretty little gesture of
amazenent .

"Aren't you Lanont Cranston?"

"I am" he said, smlingly.

"How thrilling! | - | recognized you fromyour pictures in the Sunday
rotogravares. My brother Tom admires you i nensely! He's done sone big-gane
shooting hinself. Oh, | forgot - ny nane is Pearl Crawmford. |I'man artist's

nodel . "

"I envy the |lucky man who paints you," Cranston said.

"Thank you! That's a nice conplinment. Were can | drop you of f?"

"I was thinking of returning to my hotel for a cocktail."

Pear| Crawford's nmanner becane carel ess.

"Why not have one with ny brother Tom and nyself? He'd | ove to neet you.
My apartnent is only a short distance away. WII you?"

Lanont Cranston pernitted hinself to be persuaded.

THE apartnent was in a swanky building in the fashi onabl e East Side, not
far from Sutton Place. Pearl Crawford opened the door herself with a |atchkey.
She |l ed Cranston into a gorgeous living room There was no sign of her
br ot her.

"Tomw || be back in a few m nutes,"” Pearl said. "Excuse ne, please."
She vani shed into another room Cranston stared at the |iving-roomwall,
where an extraordinarily good painting hung. It was a full-1length nude done in

oils. It was signed by Mrtiner Tenple, a well-known figure painter. There was
no m staki ng who had posed for the picture. Pearl Crawford's |lovely face
smiled

coyly fromthe canvas.

The girl returned from her bedroomwhile Cranston was still examn ning the
pai nting. She gave a giggle of pretended nodesty and turned the nude painting
toward the wall.

She had changed into a negligee. It was sheer and lacy, with w de sl eeves
that fell away fromthe girl's snmooth arns. The deep throat of the garment
all owed Cranston a glinpse of Pearl's hal f-conceal ed bosom

"I"ll mx the cocktails while we're waiting for Tom" she said.

The nonent she vani shed toward the kitchen, Cranston tiptoed toward the
bedroom Hi s novenents were swift and noi sel ess. He knew exactly what he was
hunting for, and where he thought he would find it.

He went straight to the garnent closet of Pearl Crawford.

The obj ect he was hunting for was on the top shelf, cleverly conceal ed
under a wide-brinmmed hat. The object was a wig. The wig was beautifully
marcell ed. Its col or was copper-red!

Instantly, The Shadow knew that his suspicions concerning Pearl Crawford
were correct. The discovery of the red-haired wi g expl ai ned her eagerness to
invite Lanmont Cranston to her apartment. She was the nysterious Peggy Madi son!

Her victinms were the investors in the war machine of the fugitive Doctor
Jasper Logan. The Shadow, in his role of Cranston, was in a dangerous trap.

CRANSTON ti pt oed noi sel essly back toward the Iiving room He could hear
the click of Pearl's high-heeled slippers hurrying fromthe kitchen

Wth a noisel ess bound, The Shadow reached the nude painting which Pearl
had turned toward the wall with nock nbdesty. He turned it about a scant
second
bef ore she entered the Iiving room

There was a foolish grin on Lanont Cranston's |ips. Pearl thought that he
had been unable to resist taking another | ook at the painting.



She giggled, set down her tray with the two cocktails. She sl apped
Cranston's wist gently. There was a provocative lure in her blue eyes.

"You men are all alike! Try one of these cocktails. They're delicious!"

Cranston noticed that she sel ected her own glass. He took the other, but
saw that the rimof the glass in Pearl's hand had a slight nick on it. Her
gl ance had dropped swiftly toward the tiny inperfection before she made her
selection. It was enough to warn The Shadow.

The cocktail in his own hand was drugged!

"Here's to the npst attractive artist's nodel |'ve ever had the good
fortune to nmeet," he said, smlingly.

The Shadow had turned slightly. H s gaze noved about the room Then he
drai ned his gl ass.

Pear!| watched him her blue eyes tense. For an instant, Cranston stood
noti onl ess. Then his body swayed. Hi s face was quite red. The hand that held
his enpty gl ass dropped sluggishly at his side. The glass slipped fromhis
fingers.

He staggered backward, then recovered hinself. Whirling, he tried to
reach
the mant el pi ece to support hinmself. H's |l egs gave way. He fell full length on
the rug, with his Iinp head al nost at the edge of the fireplace

For an instant, his outstretched hand cl awed feebly, then the fingers
rel axed. He lay face downward, as notionless as a dead man.

Pear| hadn't uttered a sound. Now she sprang forward, her blue eyes
bl azing with triunph. She kicked Cranston viciously in the ribs with the
poi nted toe of her slipper. Cranston never noved.

Wth an oath of delight, Pearl raced fromthe |living room

"O K., boys! Hurry it up! The fool is out cold!"

Cranston heard the echo of her voice down a rear corridor. H's head
lifted. His face was still red, but he was conpletely conscious. The flush had
cone fromhis efforts to hold his breath while he kept from swallow ng the
drugged liquor behind his closed lips. The snmallness of the cocktail glass had
made the feat easy.

He spat the liquor into the dead ashes in the fireplace. The Shadow
resummed his linp pose. He knew that he was deliberately courting death. He
expected to be tied up and ki dnapped as a prelude to his rmurder. But he had a
nmethod to cut his bonds. And he was determined to find out who was the
mur derous chief of this treacherous artist's nodel

Two nen came racing back to the living roomw th Pearl. One of them wore
the uniform of an el evator operator. Pearl called himMrtin. He had a dark
sullen face and greedy eyes.

The second man was a different type entirely. He was stanped with the
ugly
expression of a professional killer. Cranston recogni zed himthe noment he
heard
Pear| call hi m Bunp.

Bunp W1 son! One of the npbst dangerous crimnals in the underworld! A
crook who sold his services only to master crimnals! Was Doctor Logan his
enpl oyer - or was it soneone still unguessed?

CHAPTER | V
LAMONT CRANSTON DI ES?

THE SHADOW al | owed hinsel f to be bound tightly hand and foot. He was
carried to the service elevator. Martin was its regul ar operator, enployed by
t he apartnent house. He was also in the crooked schene.

Pear| went ahead to act as |ookout. A car was waiting outside the
basenent
exit. It drove smoothly away with The Shadow, a hel pl ess bundle in the rear



covered by a | aprobe.

Not hi ng was sai d except one griminterchange between Bunp WIson and
Pear| .

"Did you arrange about the newspaper item babe?"

"Yeah," Pearl said. "lIt's a cinch! The society editors ate it up! I told
them | was Lanont Cranston's social secretary."

The speeding car slowed presently, stopped. A nonment later, the faint
t oot
of a river boat was heard.

The Shadow was lifted fromthe car into the di mess of a covered pier
The
pi er was enpty, except for a furtive figure guarding the gate. Either the pier
wat chman was a nenber of the gang, or sone thug had managed to take the rea
wat chman' s pl ace by subterfuge

As The Shadow was lifted over a stringpiece to a small cabin cruiser, a
gl ance through slitted |lids showed himthe East River

Bunp W1 son was already busy with the engine. Pearl cast off the line.
The
boat headed downstream at a good speed

By this tine, The Shadow s situation was desperate. A heavy wei ght had
been attached to his feet. To have all owed Pearl or Bump to suspect that he
was
in full possession of his senses, would have brought hima swi ft knife-stab in
the heart before he could release his fettered hands by the device on which he
was dependi ng.

Besi des, he had deci ded upon a nore daring plan. He intended to | et
Lanont
Cranston be "drowned"! Wth Cranston "dead", the crooks would report to their
unknown | eader that a second nurder had been successfully carried out.

Al ready, The Shadow knew the identities of three of the unknown | eader's
gang. He woul d use that know edge to lead himto the supercrimnal hinself!

There was not even a quiver of his eyelids as his body was lifted from
t he
cruiser's cabin and rolled close to the rail, ready to be dunped overboard.
The
boat had veered out far in the center of the East River. The broad span of the
Br ookl yn Bridge cast a deep shadow on the water.

On the left, a string of barges was passing close to the Brooklyn shore.
But the boat's cabin screened the two nurderers who bent over The Shadow s
fettered figure. Wth a grunt, they shoved hi m overboard.

THE spl ash made a dull roaring in The Shadow s ears, as his body sank
from
sight alnost instantly.

Hi s fettered hands bent sharply upward at the wists, fingers touching
t he
left sleeve of his coat. Inside the sl eeve edge was a cunni ng conceal ed
Zi pper.

It tugged open and the handle of a small knife dropped into the crevice made
by
The Shadow s opened pal ns.

He forced the sharp bl ade downward agai nst the tight cords that bound his
wrists together. The cords parted |like a snapped bowstring. The Shadow bent
doubl e toward his weighted feet.

Hi s lungs ached with the agony of holding his breath. The pressure of
deep
wat er made thunder in his ears. But the danger that he feared nbst was the
sof t,
bl ack ooze of the river bottom toward which his weighted body was pl unging.



The kni fe bl ade ripped viciously, the weight dropped away from his
ankl es.
There was a sudden si ckening sensation of greasy nud tugging at him- then The
Shadow was popping upward like a rising cork

He broke the surface with a tiny plunme of spray. H s al nost bursting
| ungs
sucked in air. Turning, he stared down the river. The cruiser's inpetus had
carried it well downstream after The Shadow had been dunped overboard. It was
curving about to return to the spot where the victimhad vani shed.

Bunp W1 son was a nethodical nurderer. He took no chances.

Nor did The Shadow He swam under water toward the string of barges he
had
noticed earlier. By the tine the cruiser was sl ow ng under the shadow of the
Br ookl yn Bridge, Lanont Cranston was on the other side of the barges.

He made shore without discovery. His dripping figure clinbed a vertica
| adder to a Brooklyn pier, where it disappeared.

THAT very sane day, a fanmous man registered at a m dtown hotel in
Manhat t an

The visitor was Kent Allard. A lard, famous aviator, many nonths before
had returned fromthe Central American jungles, where he had seeningly
soj ourned many years, follow ng an air crash

In reality, he had been in New York nmost of the time. Kent Allard was the
true personality of The Shadow This was conpletely unknown to the world.

The first thing Kent Allard did, when he found hinself alone in his
expensive suite, was to read the society page in every Manhattan newspaper. He
renenbered the strange conversation he had heard between Pearl Crawford and
Bump W1 son. He expected to find sonething interesting. Nor was he
di sappoi nt ed.

Lanont Cranston, it was reported, had just left town on anot her
bi g- game- hunting expedition. H's return was not expected for several nonths.

The sibilant |aughter of The Shadow parted Kent Allard's |ips. He picked
up the tel ephone and whi spered a nunber unlisted in any directory. It was the
nunber allotted to his secret agent Burbank, contact nman in the crine-smashing
organi zation built up by the genius of The Shadow.

For a nmonent there was silence. Then

" Bur bank speaking."

"Report on difford murder!™

"Police accuse Doctor Jasper Logan. Logan still a fugitive. His
assi st ant,

Walter Starr, released fromjail as material w tness. Bail provided by man

named

Julius Herzog. Amount pl edged comes from junkyard property. That is all."
Again, laughter welled fromthe conpressed |lips of Kent Allard. The sly

Julius Herzog was still cooperating with the vani shed Doctor Logan. George
Cdifford was dead. Lanont Cranston was dead - as far as crooks were concerned.
But The Shadow still |ived!

Hi s vibrant voice gave an additional order. He notified Burbank to get in
touch with O yde Burke and arrange an interview between Burke and VWl ter
Starr,
the frightened assistant of Doctor Logan. He wanted conpl ete details gathered
concerni ng the vani shed i nventor and his war invention

Clyde Burke was the ideal man for the job. He was the snartest reporter
on
the C assic. Like Burbank, he was a trusted agent of The Shadow.

Meanwhi | e, The Shadow was prepared to strike at the heart of this
baf f1ing
tangle of crime - by noving in a new and utterly different direction! The
shapely Pearl Crawford was due for a surprise!



CHAPTER V
CH RP OF A CRI CKET

CLYDE BURKE' S step slowed a trifle as he approached Jasper Logan's hone.
A
car was parked diagonally across the street. It wasn't the car that excited
Clyde's suspicion. It was the man inside.

Though the man's chin was sunk on his chest, and his hatbrimdrooped | ow
over his forehead, O yde knew that the nman's eyes were wi de open and alert.

Clyde was too clever a reporter to betray his awareness of the situation.
He continued to the Logan doorstep

Walter Starr opened the door of the brownstone in response to Clyde's
ring. He smled at sight of his visitor. Cyde had been there before in his
capacity as a Cassic reporter, and he had nmade hi nsel f agreeabl e and
sympat heti c.

Starr shook his head as C yde asked himif he had any news fromthe
m ssing inventor. Doctor Logan had vani shed conmpletely after his slugging of
Patrol man Rafferty. His guilt of the rmurder of George Cifford seenmed certain.

Yet Walter Starr stoutly defended the doctor's innocence of Cifford' s
nmyst eri ous deat h.

"If that's the case,” Cyde said, "why did Logan refuse to disclose the
nanmes of the other two investors?"

Starr smiled.

"He has a quick tenper. He was probably annoyed by the curt questions

shot
at himby the police."

"Any objection to telling ne the nanmes of those two nen who paid
twenty-five grand apiece to back his invention?" dyde asked.

"Not at all. One of themis Carl Ragland, a Wall Street broker. The ot her
is Mortinmer Tenple, the well-known artist. Wat notive could Doctor Logan have
to kill either of then®"

"Plenty - if his war machine actually works!" Cyde said. "Suppose Logan
made one | ast secret experinment - and succeeded! In that case, the war device
woul d be worth literally mllions, perhaps billions! Wuldn't he be tenpted to

get rid of these partners who had cut in for a neasly twenty-five thousand
api ece?"

Walter Starr smled sadly.

"You woul dn't say that if you saw the machi ne demonstrated. It just
doesn't work, I'msorry to say. Wuld you like to see a test of it?"

THEY descended to the basement | aboratory. A steel-barred w ndow | ooked
out on a rear alley. There was a form dable |ock on the door. The hum of an
electric fan made a steady buzzing. The place was cranmed wi th apparatus. But
Clyde's interest centered on the machine that stood near the inner wall of the
room

The invention | ooked a ot like a novie projector, but larger, and with a
square opening for a lens. Starr explained the machine as he fiddled with
knobs
and levers. It projected a ray of cold-black Iight toward an experi nent al
chrone-steel plate, although, at tinmes, because of atnospheric conditions, the
light took on a yellowi sh tinge. Starr lifted the heavy plate with difficulty
and clanped it in a holder opposite the snout of the huge |ens.

Theoretically, the invisible ray was supposed to nelt the tough chrone
steel like wax. By all the |laws of mathematics and optics, Doctor Logan had
succeeded. Yet, when he had nade the final crucial test, the ray had fail ed!
Sonme minor flaw in either [ ens or design had robbed the ray of its power.



But Cyde Burke interrupted Starr's explanation with a sharp excl amati on
He saw sonet hi ng that brought quick tension to his body. A round hol e was
gouged in the snooth surface of the wall opposite. A bullet hole!

Starr's laugh sounded strained when C yde poi nted.

"It's the mark of a ballistics test we nade here weeks ago. One of the
test bullets went wild."

Hi s voice was hesitant. It was plain that he was |lying. dyde proved it
by
touching his finger to the baseboard under the bullet hole. He showed Starr
t he
faint white filmof powder on his finger tip. Some of the plaster had eddi ed
downward fromthat strange bullet hole in the wall. The shot had been fired
recently!

Walter Starr admitted it, finally. But he refused to explain what had
happened, until C yde Burke pledged hinmself to secrecy. Then. with a
frightened
| ook on his handsone face, Starr wal ked quietly to the barred wi ndow and, to
Cyde's amazenent, renoved the steel bars.

They had been sawed t hrough

Starr's story was grimy brief. An intruder had sneaked through those
sawed bars. after cutting them into the | ocked |aboratory. Starr had
surprised
hi m exam ni ng the war machi ne. The stranger had fired at Starr, narrowy
m ssi ng
his head. The slug buried itself in the |aboratory wall. The burglar fled
t hrough the sanme w ndow.

"Did you get a good | ook at the burglar?" Cyde queried.

Starr shook his head, |ooked ill at ease. The burglar, he explained, had
been nasked. There were gloves on his hands. He wore bl ack clothing that nmade
himpractically invisible the monent he had fled to the rear alley.

"Did you notice whether this burglar had a