
Popular Detective, June, 1941 

The Shadowsmith Investigates 
By OWEN FOX JEROME 
Author of “Rat for a Trap,” “Fire Drill,” etc. 

 
A Mysterious Undercover Man Uses Strange Bait in 

His Trap to Capture a Perpetrator of Sabotage! 
 

HINGS were brewing in 
Washington, big things, 
but there was always so 
much bubbling in that 
political morass that half 
the people didn’t know 
what was going on and 
the other half were too 
busy lobbying to attend 

to anything else. What with the war 
situation, even the keen-scented 

newshounds were frequently out on a cold 
trail—or out on a limb. With the pressure 
of an entire nation, and not an always well 
informed nation, at their backs, senators, 
congressmen, lobbyists, committees rode 
the mad merry-go-round until they were 
dizzy. 

Perhaps all this contributed toward the 
evolution of that amazing character called 
the Shadowsmith. Just who he was, who 
had sponsored him, to whom he was 
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answerable, nobody knew. The simple fact 
remained that one day an obscure 
cubbyhole of an office in one of the 
bureau buildings on Pennsylvania Avenue 
was dusty and empty, and the next day it 
was cleaned up and had an occupant—the 
Shadowsmith.  

 The Shadowsmith was, when seen in 
his little box of an office, an ordinary, 
average-looking business man of about 
thirty with an affable smile and pleasant 
gray eyes. He had no secretary, no 
voluminous files, no laboratory full of 
scientific gadgets—not even a reversible 
suit. All he had was a plain desk, a 
hatrack, a few chairs, and the half dozen 
telephones on his desk. 

There was only a number—713—on 
his door. Absolutely no publicity had 
heralded him, and nobody in the building 
seemed to know his name. The 
Government took care of his rent and 
utilities, and once a month the Treasury 
Department mailed out a check for salary 
and expenses to “Shadowsmith 
Investigations.”  

Of course, Shadowsmith wasn’t his 
real name, but investigations were his 
business. Strictly unofficial, an utterly 
anonymous non-entity and 
unacknowledged stepchild of the 
Government, the Shadowsmith was called 
in to investigate anything and everything 
that, for varying reasons, other 
departments could not touch. His six 
telephones reached into some surprisingly 
high places and, while he had no more 
substance and standing than a shadow, the 
means and resources of every department 
were at his command. 

Just now he was listening to an 
authoritative mellow voice over one of his 
battery of phones. 

“There has been a great deal of 
criticism, just or otherwise, about the 
dissolution of the Civil Aeronautic Board 

and the throwing of commercial flying 
back into the lap of politics,” the pleasant 
voice was saying. “You and I need not 
argue about that, Shadowsmith, but I want 
you to investigate that latest crash—the 
transport plane which was heading for 
Mexico City. That makes the fourth bad 
accident since the Government has taken 
back over. I want an independent report 
from you which will have nothing to do 
with the official investigations. Have you 
any ideas about this ugly business?”  

The Shadowsmith’s eyes went cold as 
he stared at the blank wall before him. 

“Little enough, sir,” he answered. 
“Only that all four transports were recently 
built in the Howard-Aiken plant on the 
plans of a new design by Julius Hekkman, 
a recluse aircraft designer who lives on an 
estate between here and Baltimore.”  

“You are right. You constantly amaze 
me with your knowledge of what goes on. 
The Hekkman plans are being checked 
thoroughly for structural weaknesses, but I 
have a suspicion that there is more to this 
than simple plan flaws.” 

“You wouldn’t mean— sabotage, sir?”  
“Not in its usual sense, no. What could 

be gained by one plane crashing for each 
of four separate air transportation 
companies?”  

“I wasn’t thinking of foreign activity, 
sir. I was merely wondering if that lobby 
of North American Wings might have 
pooled their interests in a sort of Fifth 
Column attempt to force the Government 
to throw control back into their own 
private camp. Just one speculation of 
many, sir.”  

“Ah!” Simply that one expressive 
“Ah.” Then: “You will look into the 
matter?”  

“At once, sir,” replied the 
Shadowsmith. . . . 
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N THE offices of the Washington Daily 
Record, others were interested in Julius 

Hekkman. Crashing transport planes were 
news, hot news, and the managing editor 
wanted that type of news for his front 
page. His name was MacTavish and he 
was red-headed, red-faced, and red under 
the collar. He glowered at the red-headed 
girl who calmly faced him across his 
littered desk.  

“You, Sandy Banroy, supposed to be 
the slickest female on any news rag in 
Washington, able to wriggle into the most 
exclusive homes to circulate with 
backdoor lobbyists and foreign 
diplomats—the blooming star of the 
reporting racket—and you tell me you 
can’t even find Julius Hekkman! What 
kind of an alibi is this?”  

“Keep your shirt on, Mac,” the girl 
said coolly. “A thousand bureaus along the 
Red Tape row of this cockeyed town, and I 
couldn’t mop up a speck of dust in any one 
of them. Nobody knows anything about 
that crackpot designer. He just doesn’t 
free-wheel in Washington.”  

“He lives out toward Baltimore, 
doesn’t he? Why the devil don’t you do 
the obvious and go to his home?”  

Over by the window a long-legged, 
clean-shaven chap rustled the still damp 
copy of the Daily Record he had been 
reading. 

“Ha!” he ejaculated. “And ha-ha! I 
guess you don’t know Julius Hekkman and 
his home, Mac. His place is surrounded by 
a high stone wall and wolfhounds run 
loose on the inside. This Hekkman guy is a 
recluse, if you get what I mean. When he 
ain’t home to anybody he just simply ain’t 
home. Sandy wouldn’t have any more 
chance of getting in than a Jap has of 
becoming admiral of our Pacific fleet.”  

MacTavish turned the vials of his 
wrath on his star photographer. 

“You certainly should know plenty 

about Hekkman, Clark,” he said acidly. 
“You took enough time and ran up an 
expense account the size of the national 
debt last spring when you interviewed him 
on his new transport plans the Howard-
Aiken plant accepted.” 

“Sure,” Morgan Clark amiably agreed. 
“But you’re barking up the wrong tree in 
running after Hekkman now. Better 
investigate the four transport companies 
who bought the new planes that crashed.”  

“Sweeney and Winthrop are already 
covering that angle, as well as the Federal 
investigation of the crashes,” snapped 
MacTavish. “I still have a hunch Hekkman 
is mixed up in this mess. Why does he 
suddenly give us a blind ad, seeking a 
stenographer to transcribe important 
notes? I’ll tell you why! He’s got to cover 
up some crooked stuff!”  

“Maybe he needs a stenographer to 
help him arrange his papers to prove his 
innocence,” suggested Sandy. 

“Whatever it is—it’s news,” snapped 
MacTavish. “And that’s what I want. 
Here, look at this!”  

His finger jabbed at an item in the 
classified column of the paper he held. It 
read: 

  
STENOGRAPHER WANTED – Young woman, 
capable typist, shorthand, filing experience, 
references. Good salary. Apply Box 400X, Daily 
Record. 

 
MacTavish snorted. “Sandy, sit right 

down and answer that ad. I’ll see that you 
get the job. We’ll—”  

“No good,” vetoed young Clark, his 
face thoughtful. “If you insist on going 
through with this lame-brained scheme, 
Mac, she’d better go out there and apply in 
person.”  

“Do you feel all right, Daddy?” the girl 
asked sarcastically. “Five miles out and off 
the main highway. What do I do—hitch-
hike or ride a bicycle? If I show up at the 

I
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Hekkman estate in a car or a taxi it would 
look so fishy I’d queer everything.”  

“I’ll drive you out there in the 
morning, my pet,” Clark offered. “We can 
say you applied here at the office in person 
in answer to the ad just as I was going out 
to ask Hekkman for an interview and so I 
was kind enough to take you along. 
Hekkman will be so busy throwing me out 
that he’ll swallow you without blinking.”  

“That’ll work,” MacTavish quickly 
decided. “Get out there and turn Hekkman 
inside out for information.”  

“I’ll work with you on this assignment, 
Baby,” added the photographer. “I’ll 
manage to get in every day on some 
pretext or other and you can slip me the 
dope you garner. Don’t make such a face, 
Kid. You’ll get your by-line.” 

 
BOUT mid-morning the next day, 
Morgan Clark stopped his battered 

coupe with the deceptively powerful 
engine under the hood at the chained iron 
gate which marked the entrance to the 
walled Hekkman estate. His companion 
pulled her tweed coat closer about her 
willowy form and shuddered slightly at the 
grim look of the place. Clark got out and 
rang the admittance bell when he saw 
nobody at the gates. 

The alarm sounded from the great pile 
of stones which was the house, set back in 
a mask of trees and shrubbery some fifty 
yards from the entrance. A clangor of 
baying and barking set up somewhere 
inside, but none of the fierce wolfhounds 
came into view. Finally a man came 
hastening down to the grilled gate. 

He was bare-headed and wore a plain 
blue suit. He was blond, wore thick-lensed 
glasses, and had a timid sort of mustache 
and tiny chin beard which was too shy to 
be called a goatee. He was mild-mannered 
and his voice was hesitant, his smile 
nervous. 

“Er—what is it?” he inquired as he 
peered out through the bars of the gate. 

“Who are you?” demanded Clark 
bluntly. “I don’t remember you.”  

“I’m Carl Neislar, Mr. Hekkman’s—
er—secretary.”  

“You’re new? I didn’t see you last 
spring,” said Clark, instantly taking an 
authoritative air at the other man’s milk-
toast attitude. “Open up. I want to see 
Hekkman. Come on, Miss Sand. I’ll leave 
the car outside.”  

“But—but who are you?” protested the 
secretary even as his fumbling hands 
unchained the gate. “We are not expecting 
any—er—company.”  

“Morgan Clark, Daily Record,” 
snapped the photographer, getting his 
camera case out of the coupe. “This is 
Miss Sand. She’s applying for that 
position as stenog. I brought her along to 
save her cab fare.”  

Sandy exhibited the ad in the 
newspaper she carried. 

“Ah, yes, of course,” said Neislar, 
beaming in his hesitant way as he 
surveyed the girl in approval. “Mr. 
Hekkman inserted that a couple of days 
ago. But—ah—Mr. Clark, newspaper men 
aren’t allowed here except by special 
permit. I—er—think you had better leave. 
Or perhaps, on the other hand, you can 
wait for the young lady—if she’s going 
back.”  

As he spoke, the two reporters were 
herding him back along the driveway to 
the house. It was funny. “Sandy” Banroy 
on one side, carrying her handbag, and 
Clark on the other with his camera 
equipment. And all to the obbligato of the 
uproar of the unseen hounds. 

“Where are the dogs?” demanded 
Clark. “They always run loose.”  

“I—er—penned them up,” said the 
secretary. “They make me nervous.”  

“Where are the guards?” pursued the 

A 
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photographer. 
“I let them off duty for the present;” 

answered Neislar in the voice of one who 
might have done something wrong, but 
wasn’t sure.  

“And Hekkman let you do this?” Clark 
was genuinely amazed.  

“Mr. Hekkman isn’t here just now,” 
the timid secretary hastened to explain. 
“He left for New Jersey last night to visit 
the—er—to attend to some business.”  

“To visit the Howard-Aiken plant, you 
mean?” Clark asked crisply. “When will 
he return?”  

“I—don’t—know, for certain,” 
admitted Neislar. “Perhaps tomorrow.”  

Sandy Banroy stopped short. “Then 
there’s no use in my going on,” she said 
dismally. “What on earth shall I do?”  

“Oh, yes, yes—yes, indeed.” The 
secretary beamed. “I’ll interview you, 
Miss—er—Sand. If you are satisfactory, I 
have the—er—authority to hire you. Come 
right into the study.”  

 
ESITANT and uncertain, Mr. Carl 
Neislar may have been, but he was 

efficiency itself in examining the girl’s 
faked credentials and asking her questions 
while Clark waited. Fifteen minutes later 
she was employed.  

The photographer smiled a bit grimly 
as he got up to leave.  

“Glad you got the job, Miss Sand,” he 
said, turning then toward the absent man’s 
secretary. “I’ll be running along. I’ll come 
back tomorrow to see Mr. Hekkman.”  

Neislar pulled timidly at his nether lip. 
“I—er—suppose that will be all right. I 

can’t promise you that Mr. Hekkman will 
see you.”  

“I’ll worry about that,” Clark said 
breezily. Then, in a low murmur to the girl 
as Neislar led the way toward the door: 
“Afraid to stick here with his nibs of the 
stammer, pet?”  

“That creampuff?” whispered Sandy in 
disdain. “Act your age, Morgan. I can 
handle a dozen dumb bunnies like him.”  

“You be careful just the same,” Clark 
warned curtly. “You never can tell about 
these kraut eaters, and that bird’s a 
Bundist, or I haven’t a nose for news.”  

“Good-by, Mr. Clark,” Sandy said 
loudly. “And thanks a million for bringing 
me out here.”  

After the secretary had sped Clark on 
his reluctant way he returned to the house 
and started the girl at work. 

“We are—er—going over Mr. 
Hekkman’s plans for a certain design,” he 
explained. “Can you read blueprints, Miss 
Sand?”  

“Not very well,” the girl admitted 
slowly, though if she had told the truth she 
would have had to admit that she couldn’t 
even begin to understand such stuff. She 
had a hunch Neislar was going over the 
very plans MacTavish was interested in, 
and she didn’t want to be barred from any 
chance to pick up information. 

“Never mind.” Neislar beamed again. 
“I’ll read the plans as we go through the 
files and you can make notes as I dictate to 
you.”  

Efficiently Neislar went to work 
exhuming plans of aircraft construction 
and working models of plane parts. He had 
an enormous bunch of keys and 
experienced little difficulty in unlocking 
the various cabinets in the well lighted 
drafting room of the designer. The 
morning flew by and Sandy became aware 
of an empty feeling in her stomach before 
she realized it was lunch time. 

“Is there nobody else on the place?” 
she asked. . 

“Oh, yes, the cook is here,” Neislar 
said. “She should have lunch ready now. 
I’ll see about it.”  

“Don’t disturb yourself, Mr. Neislar,” 
Sandy said quickly. “I’ll see.”  

H 
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Before he could demur she was 
through the door. She hastened toward the 
rear of the house. In the kitchen she found 
an elderly Negress busily engaged. But the 
significant fact the girl noticed was that 
the cook had prepared enough food for 
half a dozen hungry persons instead of for 
the three of them. This was definitely food 
for thought. Where were the missing 
persons? Why prepare so much stuff? 

“Ah’s bringin’ yo’ lunch to de study 
right off, Miss,” informed the cook, 
smiling at the girl. “Yo’ is de new 
typewriter, ain’t yo’? Mah name is 
Christabella.”  

“Thank you, Christabella,” said Sandy, 
“I am Miss Sand. But why so much food?” 

The smile of the Negress faded. “Ah 
‘specks yo’-all will have to ask Mistah 
Neislar ‘bout dat, honey. He tol’ me to 
cook like dis.”  

“There are gardeners and—er—such 
on the place, Miss Sand,” answered the 
mild voice of Carl Neislar for himself as 
the secretary came to the door behind her. 
“If you will return to the study, 
Christabella will serve us. Or do you 
prefer to eat in the—er—dining room?”  

“Wherever you say,” Sandy agreed 
quickly, and he flashed her a queer glance 
through his thick glasses. 

“The study would be more 
convenient,” he said, smiling anxiously. 
“I’ll join you there in a moment.” 

 
O AVOID drawing suspicion, the girl 
returned to the drafting room. Neislar 

did not follow. In a moment, the cook 
appeared with a laden tray and set two 
places at the desk. She cheerily invited the 
girl to start eating. Sandy waited as long as 
she felt she dared and then, as the colored 
woman waited expectantly, she began. But 
as soon as the cook withdrew, the girl got 
up and went to the door to listen. 

She heard the murmur of voices in the 
kitchen, and then the back door slammed. 
Going to the window, she peered out. To 
her slight surprise, she saw Neislar 
hurrying along the flagstone walk to the 
stone stable some distance in the rear. He 
was carrying a heavy covered tray in one 
hand and a steaming bucket in the other. 
As she watched, the stable door opened to 
admit him, and closed quickly behind him. 

She waited for a time, but he did not 
reappear. When he did return to the study 
her own lunch had been eaten and his had 
grown cold. He sat down with an 
apologetic air, but made no offer to 
explain. 

After lunch, he went back to work, 
dictating notes to her as he pored over 
plans. While the girl didn’t understand half 
of the gibberish he was having her set 
down, she was positive now that he was 
working on Hekkman’s plans for the 
newly designed airplanes which had 
crashed. 

They quit working before six o’clock, 
and the cook served dinner in the still 
daylit dining-room. The same strange 
proceeding as at lunch occurred. Throwing 
caution to the winds, the young woman 
reporter slipped to the back of the house 
and watched the secretary carry food to the 
stable. 

As Neislar, minus his glasses now, 
paused between the two large trees, 
Sandy’s heart missed a beat as she saw the 
skulking form of a bareheaded man slip 
out from the side of the stable and sneak 
around the bole of the nearest tree to come 
upon Neislar from the rear. She viewed the 
scene with startled eyes. Then, in the red 
rays of the setting sun she saw the flash of 
the knife in the strange stalker’s upraised 
hand. Unable to repress it, she let out a 
scream just as the would-be assassin 
leaped. 

T
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Instantly Carl Neislar dropped his 
burdens and whirled about. The two men 
merged and blended as the distraught girl 
strained her eyes to see. The knife 
descended, but Neislar had grasped the 
murderous wrist with his left hand as he 
brought up his right fist in a terrific blow 
to the chin of his assailant. 

From the house the girl could not hear 
a sound, but she saw the knife wielder 
rock back, stiffen, and then begin to 
crumple. Neislar twisted the knife free, 
scooped up his antagonist and fairly 
sprang into the stable out of sight. After a 
bit he reappeared and came running to the 
house. 

“Thank you, Miss Sand,” he said 
mildly to the still trembling girl as he 
entered the room. “I think you—er—saved 
me an injury. Shall we dine?”  

“But—but who—why—what—” she 
stammered helplessly. 

“The gardener is ill,” he explained 
apologetically. “He is delirious. But 
everything is all right now. The—er—
keeper of the hounds is taking care of him. 
Ah, the soup is growing cold. I’ll order 
some hot.”  

“No, no, never mind,” Sandy said 
weakly. “It’s all right.” 

 
HE sat down and tried to eat; all that 
Morgan Clark had intimated about this 

mouselike man returning to her mind. 
What devilish mystery was going on here? 
For that attacker had certainly not been a 
gardener. He had been a vaguely familiar-
looking figure in a business suit. Neislar 
had lied in his mild and hesitant fashion.  

Nothing further occurred during the 
night, however. Sandy locked herself in 
her room and shivered every time she 
thought of the possible embroilment in 
which she was tangled. She thought of 
Clark’s warning that this strange secretary 
to the absent airplane designer might be a 

Fifth Columnist. Neislar seemed like a 
rabbit man, and yet he was ruthlessly 
energetic when the occasion required. 

Thinking of that attacker, the man 
Neislar had said was the gardener, again 
Sandy puzzled over that vague appearance 
of familiarity. Suddenly she had a startling 
thought. No wonder that would-be 
assassin had looked familiar! She was so 
sure she knew his identity that she sat bolt 
upright in bed and hugged her knees in an 
ecstasy of terror as she stared, wide-eyed, 
into the darkness. . . . 

In the morning, Neislar acted quite as 
though nothing had happened. They went 
back to work in the big study where he had 
evidently been busy before Sandy got up. 
On the desk was a small glittering metal 
model of a transport plane which Sandy 
recognized as a model of the very plane of 
the catastrophes. Neislar forestalled her 
questions. 

“This, Miss Sand,” he said pleasantly, 
“is the plane which has been causing 
some—ah—trouble in the Howard-Aiken 
plant. But I am happy to say that the—
er—fault does not lie in the plans or 
designs. We have proved that 
conclusively, you and I. Mr. Hekkman will 
be very pleased to learn that a careful 
check-up of his design absolves him from 
all blame. This is—er—confidential, Miss 
Sand, of course. You are not to talk to that 
reporter chap if he comes back today.”  

“Yes, yes, of course,” Sandy agreed 
hastily, mentally crossing her fingers. 

Her eyes fell on the telephone, and she 
thought she saw a way out. If she could 
wait until Neislar went out at noon to the 
stable, she might be able to call 
MacTavish and report direct to him what 
little she had learned, and the lot she 
suspected. 

Neislar finished dictating to her with a 
comprehensive statement concerning the 
Hekkman designs, a statement which she 

S 
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thoroughly understood of all the technical 
stuff he had given her. Then he pointed out 
the typewriter and set her at work 
transcribing her notes in triplicate. 
Meanwhile, the secretary spread out on the 
desk the final blueprint which he said 
proved Hekkman’s innocence of 
blundering and placed the model airplane 
upon it to weight it down. 

Determined to get all she could from 
him, Sandy Banroy turned on her most 
winning naive smile and went to work on 
the meek secretary. 

“I’m glad about the plans,” she said. 
“Did you say yesterday that Mr. Hekkman 
had gone to the Howard-Aiken plant to 
check things up there?”  

“I did not!” he said quickly. “That 
Clark fellow inferred that.”  

“But, really, Mr. Hekkman is trying to 
prove his innocence before he is falsely 
accused of something?”  

“I am—ah—unable to answer your 
questions, Miss Sand,” he stammered 
apologetically. “I’m sorry, but—well, it’s 
a matter of secrecy, you know.”  

“No,” she murmured, wide-eyed. “I 
didn’t know. Surely you don’t mean that 
the designer is in danger of being mixed 
up in Fifth Column activities?” 

 
NDER this guileless flattery the 
secretary beamed and appeared to 

open up like an umbrella in a sudden 
shower. 

“No, no, nothing like that, Miss Sand,” 
he explained. “The real difficulty, 
apparently, is that something is wrong at 
the Howard-Aiken plant. Four expensive 
new transport ships they have made and 
sold to four big commercial companies 
have crashed, killing many passengers. A 
powerful group of commercial operators 
are anxious to have commercial aviation 
control taken back from the Government. 
If enough tragedies happen—like those 

series of air mail crashes two or three 
years ago—public indignation and 
lobbying may work to bring this condition 
about. But this group is working for 
something else—complete domination of 
the aviation field. 

“If this present series of fatalities can 
he pinned on the Hekkman design turned 
out by Howard-Aiken, which is the biggest 
airplane plant in the country, Howard-
Aiken will be ruined. The company can be 
forced out of business and be bought up 
for a song. But a series of accidents such 
as these recent ones don’t just happen. So 
there has to be somebody to take the 
blame. So—”  

“So these big operators intend 
sacrificing Julius Hekkman as the goat to 
cover their dirty tracks!” Sandy interrupted 
breathlessly. “And that is why Mr. 
Hekkman is at the Howard-Aiken plant 
and why we are going over his plans for 
him here!”  

“You are so close to the truth you—
ah—make me shudder, Miss Sand,” 
Neislar murmured. “Knowing there would 
be the inevitable investigations, these 
interests were grooming Mr. Hekkman for 
the title role of villain. He is financially 
interested in the Howard-Aiken plant, 
which makes things an the more damning . 
. . Now if you will be good enough to 
finish your typing, I must airmail a set of 
the statements to—to New Jersey.”  

The girl turned back to her work. With 
thoughts of her own mulling in her mind, 
and concentrating on the rather arduous 
task of transcribing her notes, she was 
busy until almost noon. She was recalled 
to herself by the sudden clamor of the 
dogs out in their pen. Almost at once, the 
alarm bell from the gate started ringing.  

Sandy started violently and looked 
around. She remembered then that the 
soft-spoken secretary had gone upstairs, so 
she ran to the front of the house and 

U 
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looked out. Morgan Clark was standing 
impatiently at the driveway gate. 
Hurrying, inwardly trembling in her 
eagerness, the girl ran down the graveled 
drive. 

“Morgan,” she poured out as she 
inserted the key in the padlock and 
released the chain, “I don’t know whether 
you should come in or not. Hekkman’s not 
back—he never was away. Neislar has him 
imprisoned in the stable along with the 
missing guards. I saw Hekkman attack 
Neislar yesterday afternoon, and Neislar 
put him back in his cell. It’s all Bund 
activity in spite of what Neislar says. You 
were right about him. I think you should 
call in the F.B.I.!”  

“Hekkman held prisoner?” interrupted 
Clark, his lean face going hard. “I knew 
plenty was phony yesterday, But— You 
get on back into the house, Sandy. I’ll be 
there in a minute.” 

 
HE photographer sprinted along the 
drive toward the rear of the house. 

Anxious, hardly knowing just what to do, 
Sandy ran back into the house and made 
for the study. She heard a couple of shots 
from behind the house, a wild shout, and 
the renewed baying of the frantic dogs. 
The Negro cook came screaming from the 
kitchen, her face gray. 

“Lawsy me!” she quavered. 
“Somebody let de dogs loose. Dat picture 
man is gwine to be ripped to pieces.”  

Sandy brushed by the terrified cook, 
rushed into the study and grabbed up the 
telephone. Feverishly she jiggled the 
contact bar until Central answered.  

“Give me the office of the Washington 
Daily Record!” she cried. “Quick!”  

While she waited she thought her brain 
was playing tricks on her. For she heard 
heavy footsteps running toward her from 
two different directions. Then Carl Neislar 
came through the door from the dining-

room and the coated figure of Morgan 
Clark appeared in the hallway door. The 
secretary, looking mildly bewildered, 
came as far as the side of the desk before 
he halted. 

It was Clark who halted him. The 
photographer stood there with his opened 
camera, flashlight bulb attached, in one 
hand, while in the other he gripped an 
automatic. 

“Freeze, you!” he snarled savagely, 
and the secretary came to a queer sort of 
stop with his hands half-lifted. The 
photographer whipped his hand around to 
menace the girl. “Put down that phone, 
you fool!” he grated.  

“But, Morgan,” protested the amazed 
girl. “I’m calling—”  

“Put down that phone before I put a 
bullet through your silly head! Hekkman’s 
dead and—”  

“And you killed him!” Neislar finished 
crisply.  

“Shut up!” snarled the transfigured 
Clark. “You’ll be just as dead if you 
don’t—” 

Like a swooping bird, Neislar’s right 
hand dropped down and scooped up the 
heavy metal airplane model and hurled it 
in an underhand throw straight at the 
menacing photographer’s head. Sandy, 
who could testify to the muscular strength 
he packed in that arm, screamed once as 
Clark dodged and clamped down on his 
automatic. A stream of bullets cut through 
the room between the girl and the 
secretary. The model airplane whizzed by 
the madly ducking photographer, but the 
tail ensemble struck him a blow along the 
temple. 

Before he could recover, Neislar was 
upon him like a terrier jumping a rat, 
grappling for the gun and bearing him 
crashing to the floor. There was a quick, 
sharp scuffle, and the half-stunned 
photographer was prone, disarmed and 

T
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helpless. 
“Go right ahead with your phoning, 

Miss Banroy,” Neislar said calmly as he 
snapped a pair of handcuffs on his captive. 
“You might tell MacTavish while you’re 
at it what I told you this morning. 
Hekkman was not guilty. American Wings 
was sabotaging his plane and the Howard-
Aiken plant at the same time. All that was 
missing was the go-between who was 
working for the group—and we seem to 
have caught him in Morgan Clark.”  

“You—you know my real name?” 
gasped the girl. 

“Who in Washington doesn’t know 
Sandy Banroy?” replied the secretary, 
smiling briefly. “You’ve got a murder yarn 
to write up now. I guess Hekkman’s death 
was to be made to look like suicide by 
Clark. I’m chagrined about that. Clark 
acted too quickly for me. I came here night 
before last, but I couldn’t make Hekkman 
listen to reason about his life being in 
danger. So I had to lock him up and 
masquerade as his secretary while I set a 
trap to catch a rat. Hekkman acted so 
suspiciously that I went over his plans and 
papers to make sure he was in the clear. 
Lucky thing he advertised for a 
stenographer, and I got you.”  

A testy voice was squalling loudly in 
the transceiver, but the girl was oblivious 
to her managing editor’s call. She was still 
unable to credit all she heard. The sudden 
deadly treachery of the photographer and 
the metamorphosis of the milk-toast 
secretary stunned her as the various details 
were slowly fitted into a comprehensive 
whole to make a clear picture. 

“I didn’t suspect Clark when he came 
here with you yesterday.” Neislar’s voice 

held a regretful note. “But he certainly 
must have suspected me.”  

“I—I guess I tipped him off today,” 
admitted Sandy. “But I didn’t know.”  

“It’s all my fault,” Neislar hastened to 
assure her. “I came here to trap a rat, not 
real sure about Hekkman, and I certainly 
didn’t know I was going to catch a 
renegade newspaper man. But strange 
things brew in Washington. Morgan Clark 
wound up his treachery and dishonor by 
selling his own life short.”  

Sandy Banroy continued to gape. 
Never had she been so astonished by a 
turn of events.  

“What a story!” she murmured, 
tightening her grip on the instrument. “No 
wonder Morgan Clark was so anxious to 
help me. But—but I’ve got to have all the 
details. What can I tell Mac about you? 
You’ll get plenty of credit for cleaning up 
this business. What’s your name?”  

“On the contrary, honey,” said Neislar, 
smiling gently at her as he removed his 
disfiguring glasses. “You shall take all the 
credit. I mustn’t get a line.”  

“But at least tell me your name!” 
“The only name I have,” he answered 

quietly, “is—the Shadowsmith, and I can’t 
let you use that one. Promise me you 
won’t, and perhaps there’ll be other stories 
for you in the future. I’d hate to think we’d 
never meet again, because I think you’re 
charming.”  

“I—I promise,” she said in a faltering 
voice, painfully conscious that she was 
blushing rosily. 

“Thank you,” he said, smiling the 
nicest smile. “And now I wish you’d 
satisfy MacTavish. I have to make a sort 
of report to somebody myself.” 

 


