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CHAPTERI|. THE SHADOW'S SEARCH
"SO Dombo Calinis4ill intown, en?'

The questioner was a stocky, swarthy-faced man. He was seated behind a battered desk in asmall
office. Detective Joe Cardona- at present an acting inspector - was quizzing a pasty-faced, rat-eyed little
felow who sat infront of him.

"Y eah. Dombo'sin town." Thelittle man whined the statement. "But don't et nobody wisethat | told you,
Joe. They'd croak me - honest they would."

"You're safe, Dowdy," growled Cardona, impatiently. "We pulled in fifty otherslike you with the dragnet.
Nobody will know who talked. That is" - Cardonas gaze narrowed - "nobody will know anything if you
tell meadl you know."

"I'mtellin’ you, Joe," pleaded "Dowdy" earnestly. "Honest, | am. | seen Dombo Carlin aroun’ at a coupla
of thejoints. He was smart enough to dodge the net, that's all. He an' those three gorillas that are stickin'
wid him."
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"And you think we could grab him tonight?'

"Sure. But don't use the net. HE'stoo wise for that, Joe. But don't ask meto go with you. | ain't no
goadlie

"You'll stay here' - Cardonaeyed the little man steadily - "until after we've checked up on what you've
told me. If you've been handing usastal, Dowdy, it won't be good for you."

"l an't been gdlin', Joe-"

The rat-faced speaker stopped suddenly. He was staring at the detective across the battered desk,
where the scratched woodwork showed the dull reflection of the ceiling light above. Into the sphere of
light had come a shade of fleeting blackness. It was like the passage of acloud in front of abrilliant sun.

Dowdy turned nervoudy. A man had entered the office.

TALL, stoop-shouldered, the intruder bore adull face as pasty as Dowdy's own. The man wasclad in
old clothes. He was carrying amop and bucket.

Dowdy stared; then turned back to Joe Cardona. The detective was chuckling.
"Who'sthat?' questioned Dowdy, in ahoarse tone. "What's he doin' here?”’

"He'sthe regular janitor,” returned Cardona. "Going hisusua rounds.” Then, to the stoop-shouldered
ariva: "Hdlo, Fritz. Another one of your early nights, en?'

"Yah"

Dowdy was watching as the janitor spoke. He observed the man's expressionless stare. He saw the
fellow clank bucket on the floor and lift the mop to begin his scrubbing in the corner.

Fritz had moved from the central range of light. Y et histall, stooped figure still caused a manifestation of
his presence. Stretching across the floor beside the bucket was along streak of blacknessthat ended ina
hawkish silhouette. Dowdy failed to see the darkened splotch. He was studying the janitor's face.

"Don't mind Fritz," came Cardonasinjunction. "All places are dike to him. He wouldn't know the
difference between headquarters and the morgue. Would you, Fritz?!

"Yah"

The expressionless tone curbed Dowdy's qualms. The rat-faced product of the underworld turned
toward Cardona. Eying the little man steadily, Cardonaresumed his quiz.

"I'm going to get Dombo Carlin," announced the detective sternly. "I'm sending out thirty men to look for
him and hisgorillas. I'll be on the job mysdif. It'sgoing to mean alot of trouble, Dowdy. If thetip you've
given meis phony -"

"It ain't phony, Joe," inssted Dowdy. "1 tell you, | seen Dowdy an' | know he ain't worryin' about no
dragnet.”

"I'm taking your word for it. But it soundslikeagal.”
IIWI,.V?I

"Because Dombo Carlin istoo wise amug to stick around for no good reason.”



"He's got areason, Joe!"

"He has, en?" Cardona's gaze narrowed. " So there's more than what you've aready told me? | thought
s0. Come on, Dowdy. Spill it!"

"I don't want to make trouble for nobody," whined the rat-faced prisoner. "But | ain't tryin' to stal you,
neither. | thought maybe you'd know why Dombo was stickin' aroun’ town, Joe. He's after Beef
Mdligan."

"Beef Mdligan?' Cardonalaughed gruffly. " Say, Dowdy, what's this you're handing me now? Beef
Malligan cleared town amonth ago - or more - dong with his pa, Croaker Zinn."

"Croaker got out, Joe, but Beef didn't. HEs still hereintown, hidin' out somewhere.”

"What's he hiding out for? I'm not looking for him - or Croaker, either. | thought the two of them had
dived for the sticks, along with those mugs that used to work with them before their bum racket busted.”

"Croaker cleared out," explained Dowdy, "an' so did the muscle men. | don't know where they went,
Joe. There ain't nobody in the know. But Beef stayed aroun'’ - alone."

“Why?

"To send the gorillas dong to Croaker. They've been sortadidin’ out one at atime. It lookslike Beef has
been hearin' from Croaker."

"And sending the old boys along the line, eh? Wéll, that doesn't bother me. The more that clear out, the
better. But why is Beef keeping under cover?'

"So Dombo Carlin won't find him."

"I get you now, Dowdy," nodded Cardona. "Why didn't you spill this story in the first place? Let's see” -
the detective paused thoughtfully - "first the racket goes haywire. Croaker Zinn leavestown. Hefinds
some happy hunting ground and Beef Malligan stays here to steer the mobsters dong to join Croaker."

"That'swhat it lookslike, Joe."

"And dl thewhile, Beef ishiding out. Hes afraid of Dombo Carlin. Now we're looking for Dombo and
his best bet isto take it on the lam. But he's sticking around awhile hoping that he can take ashot at
Bedf."

"That's the dope, Joe."

CARDONA arose and paced across the floor. Dowdy eyed him with an anxious gaze. All the while,
Fritz continued with hisdow, methodical mopping.

"Do you think Dombo has located Beef?* queried Cardona, suddenly.
"Yeah," responded Dowdy. "That'swhat he's ickin' aroun’ for, ain't it?"

"It looks that way, according to your story. If your dopeis correct, Dowdy, Dombo islikely to come out
of some dive with three gorillas a his hedls. HEIl be garting on the war-path to get Beef Mdligan.”

The detective paused abruptly. He stalked to the door and shouted for Sergeant Markham. A burly
detective arrived in responseto hiscall.



"Takethistellow back to acell,” ordered Cardona, indicating Dowdy. "Were giving him another night's
lodging."

"I'm gettin' out in the mornin’, Joe?' pleaded Dowdy.
"Maybe," responded Cardona. "It will probably be hedlthier for you tomorrow, Dowdy."
"Youmean -"

"That I'm following your tip. I'm leaving the joints done. But if Dombo Carlin and his gunners start out to
get Beef Malligan, they'll find awrecking crew tagging them.”

Cardonawas chuckling at his own plan while Markham was leading Dowdy away. The clatter of a
bucket handle reminded the acting ingpector that he was not one in the office. Cardonaturned to see
Fritz picking up the bucket. Mop in hand, the janitor headed toward the hall.

"Good night, Fritz," remarked Cardona.
"Yah." With hisdull response, the janitor departed from view.

CARDONA thought no more of Fritz. Joe had important plansthat now concerned him. The capture of
Dombo Carlin was paramount.

The dragnet had failed to land the wanted crook and histhree gorillas. Raids on underworld dives would
probably provefruitless. But to intercept Dombo and trail his crew while they were seeking Beef
Malligan seemed alogica and effective course.

While Cardonawas planning this procedure, Fritz was shambling along the disma corridor. The janitor
reached a secluded spot. He opened alocker, removed his overalls and placed them on ashelf.

Hands drew black cloth from the locker. Rising arms released a garment. The folds of an inky-hued
cloak settled over stooped shoulders. Then a douch hat topped the bowed head. The faint whisper of a
laugh sounded by the locker.

A transformation had taken place. No longer was Fritz, the janitor, in view. In his place stood atall,
spectra being. Burning eyes blazed from benegth the hat brim.

Fritz had become The Shadow!

With gliding, noisdlesstread the phantom figure moved from the locker. The whispered laugh was
repeated as The Shadow made hisway to aside exit. A blackened shape merged with the darkness of a
street. From then on, The Shadow's course was untracesble.

HALF an hour later, astalwart man of chiseled countenance entered an obscure store near an East Side
elevated. He stepped into atelephone booth and dialed a number. A voice came over the wire:

"Burbank spesking.”

"Mardand," informed the chisded-faced man.
"Report.”

"No trace of Beef Mdligan."

"Any sgnsof Dombo Carlin?'



"Yes. Hes at the Black Ship."

"Instructions.”" Burbank's voice was a monotone. "Watch Dombo. He and his mob are after Beef. Learn
if they havelocated him."

"Ingtructions received.”

Leaving the Store, the stlalwart young man wended hisway through the darkness of narrow streets that
were waled with decadent buildings. Cliff Mardand, agent of The Shadow, waswell acquainted with the
underworld. Cliff had arep among mobsters. It enabled him to keep tabs on new gang movements.

Y et until tonight, Cliff had gained no lead that might enable him to locate "Beef" Madligan. Cliff knew
certain facts that Dowdy had reported to Joe Cardona, namely, that Beef was hiding out and that he was
evidently sending gorillasto "Croaker" Zinn. But the newsthat Beef was evading "Dombo" Carlin was
something that Cliff had learned for thefirgt time.

Cliff reached the Black Ship. The place was anotoriousdive. Cliff had |eft thejoint earlier in the evening;
his return excited no comment, for he was known in the place. There was nothing extraordinary in the
fact that Cliff chose atable close by acorner where Dombo Carlin and three cronies were gathered.

Minutes passed while Cliff sat stolidly staring toward the wall. He could hear Dombo's growl; at times, he
glanced sidewise to observe the man's ugly, unshaven countenance. Then came aquery from agorillathat
brought Cliff to attention.

"Timewewasleavin', ant it, Dombo?’

"Not for ahaf hour yet," wasthe growled response. "It ain't far over to Clipper's.”

"But weregoin' in the back -"

"Sure. That'swhere heis, ain't it? On the second floor? Keep your shirt on, mug. I'm running this."
"l get you, Dombo."

Cliff Mardand shoved away a bottle and glass. He arose and strolled from the Black Ship. "Clipper's,” to
Cliff, meant an old hotel near The Bowery. It was caled the Hotel Santiago, but mobsters called the
place"Clipper's’ in honor of its hard-boiled proprietor.

Cliff had never thought of the Santiago as a potentid hide-out for Beef Malligan. The crumbling hotel was
but one of many othersinitsvicinity. Dombo Carlin had not mentioned Beef Mdligan's name, but Cliff,
with Burbank's information, was sure that he knew whom Dombo sought.

IT took Cliff seven minutes to reach a secluded telephone. In the quiet corner of alittle cigar store, Cliff
caled Burbank. He passed the word to the contact man; then hung up and leaned against thewall in
response to Burbank's order to wait for areply.

Five minutes passed. Cliff lifted the telephone receiver asecond after the bell began to ring. He spokein
monosyllables to acknowledge Burbank's ingtructions. Sauntering out into the night, Cliff headed in the
direction of the Hotel Santiago.

The Shadow's search was ended. For two weeks, the black-garbed master had been keeping Cliff
Mardand on duty to gain some trace of Beef Malligan's whereabouts. Through Dombo Carlin, Beef's
hide-out had been learned.



Joe Cardona sought Dombo Carlin. Hence Joe would be in the game tonight, with detectives at his hedls.
But The Shadow's quest concerned Beef Malligan. The Shadow was depending upon Cliff Mardand as
hisloneaid.

Amid these different purposes, Dombo Carlin and his gorillas were out to get the man whom The
Shadow sought. Plans and counterplans were in the making; and the Hotel Santiago wasto be their foca

point!
CHAPTER II. THE SHADOW'S AGENT

HALF an hour had elgpsed since Cliff Mardand's departure from the Black Ship. During thet interva,
nothing had occurred to disturb the quiet that surrounded the old Hotel Santiago.

Situated on aside street, half ablock from The Bowery, the old brick-walled hotel stood away from the
rumble of traffic and the clatter of the elevated. Staring from its plate glass window was Clipper, the
hard-boiled proprietor.

Though riff-raff formed the patrons of the Hotel Santiago, the challenging proprietor was strict regarding
guests. Clipper knew many mobsters by sight. If they were wanted by the law, they were not welcomein
his hotel. Clipper had no yen for police vists.

It was because of this palicy that Beef Mdligan had chosen the Santiago as his place of resdence.
Seated in atawdry upstairs room, Beef was smoking a cigarette while he read the contents of aletter.
Thick-lipped and ugly-faced, Beef leered with satisfaction.

Beef was not wanted by the police; nor were the gorillas who had previoudy formed his racketeering
crew. Hence Beef enjoyed security and had the privilege of receiving the visitorswhom he desired.

Thosewhom Beef did not want to see - specifically, Dombo Carlin and his crew - were in wrong with
the law. Hence Clipper, with no welcome for Dombo and hisilk, was unwittingly serving asasentind in
behdf of Beef Malligan.

Beef Maligan knew of the rear entrance to the Hotel Santiago. He had, however, given it but little
thought. Confident that no one had breathed the news of his whereabouts, Beef felt quite free from
intruson.

In fact, he saw no reason to lower the torn shade that was rolled above the only window in hisroom. The
window opened on alow roof at the side of the building, and Beef was convinced that no prying eyes
would appear from that direction.

Blackness done greeted Beef's gaze as the thick-lipped ruffian happened to glance toward the window.
Rising from his chair, Beef tore up the letter that he had been reading. He applied amatch to the
fragments and crumpled the ashes after the flame had died. He turned to let the charred remnantsfall into
alop-sided wastebasket.

It was then that eyes appeared where blackness had been. Blazing orbs flashed from the darkness
beyond the opened window. Vagudly, the outline of blackness upon blackness manifested itself in the
form of asnister shape that Beef Mdligan did not see as he swung past the window.

The Shadow, like aspecter of the night, was|ooking in upon Beef's hideout.

EY ES vanished as Beef made aturn toward the window. The ex-racketeer saw nothing there but
blackness. Then his stare turned suddenly toward the door. The sound of amuffled footstep caused Beef



to become suddenly dert.

Beef had |eft the barrier unlocked. Impelled by ingtinctive nervousness, he stepped forward to turn the
key. Hewastoo late. The door swung open as he reached the center of the room.

A sour twist showed on Beef'sthick lips. With Beef's expression came asnarl from the door. A heavy,
unshaven intruder shouldered hisway into the light. Beef Malligan was face to face with the man who
sought hislife: Dombo Carlin.

"So thisisyour hide-out, en?' growled Dombo. "Figured | wouldn't get by Clipper, did you? Well - you
figured wrong."

Beef had no reply. He could see other men beyond the doorway. He knew that his enemy was backed
by asquad of gorillas.

"Guess you thought I'd taken it on thelam," sneered Dombo. "Wdll - that's just what I'm going to do -
after | finish with you, mug. Maybe I'll run into that sde-kick of yours, Croaker Zinn. If 1 do, I'll hand him
the same dose that I'm giving you right now."

"Lay off, Dombo," pleaded Besf, in ahunted tone. "1 ain't doin' nothin' to queer your game.”

"You'reright, you ain't," rasped Domino. "Y ou did enough - you and Croaker - when you muscled inon
my racket, Sx months ago.”

"The racket went sour, Dombo. It wasn't no good to any of us.”

"Y eh? Saysyou? | thought it was good enough. When you guys queered it for me, | had to go into the
stick-up game. That'swhy the bullsare on my trail. That's why I've got to head for Chi - but I'm squaring
with you before | start.”

"That won't do you no good, Dombo," Beef continued though pleading seemed usdless. "I you put me
on the spat, the bullswill have somethin' new on you."

"Huh?' Dombo snorted. "Listen, bimbo, you won't be the first mug that got the works from me. The bulls
didn't wise up the last two times. They won't wisethistime. Threeis my lucky number."

Beef stared as he saw Dombo coolly raise hisgun to asteady level. For thefirst time, he had learned that
Dombo was amurderer. Quaking, Beef eyed the muzzle of the .38. He saw an eager finger resting on the
trigger. He stared into Dombo's sullen, evil eyes. To his amazement, Beef saw those optics bulge with
sudden darm.

Dombo Carlin was staring past hisvictim. A chance shift of gaze had enabled him to seethe figure that
Beef had not observed. Beyond the opened window, Dombo caught the glare of burning eyes; he saw
the outline of asinister shape that commanded recognition.

The Shadow!

LIKE other hardened rogues of scumland, Dombo knew the menace of The Shadow. He had heard
gasped utterances of ratswho had tried to combat this superfighter. He had listened to coughed stories
from dying lips - tales of an avenger clad in black who had struck down those who deserved to die.

With asnarl from hisugly lips, Dombo Carlin raised his gun. Hisam was shifting from Beef Mdliganto
that figure at the window. Dombo's finger yanked the trigger. The .38 crackled its prompt message. A
bullet, whistling past Beef's ear, found its resting place deep in the battered woodwork of the window



frame.

Dombo's shot had come from amoving gun. The crook had fired before the muzzle was squarely toward
the window. With aquick snap of hisrecoiling wrist, Dombo sought to despatch another bullet, lessthan
asecond after he had ddlivered that first wide shot.

The action wastoo late. The Shadow, dealing in split seconds, sent hisanswer within the brief interval.
An automatic roared from the darkness of the window. Dombo fatered. Hisrevolver fell from his hand.
His convulsive finger snapped at emptiness. No trigger remained for it to pull.

Three gorillas were springing in to their leader's aid. While Dombo Carlin staggered, haf dipping toward
thefloor, flashing revolvers showed in the hands of ugly-faced mobsmen who had seen The Shadow at
the window.

Revolvers barked quick, wild shots. Like Dombo, these minions were shooting while they aimed. But
The Shadow's response was perfect in both timing and precision. The staccato bursts of his automatics
sounded akndll to evil foemen.

One mobster staggered back toward the door. A second umped to the floor. The third was marked for
doom when Beef Mdligan, lesping desperately forward, locked in conflict and tried to wrench the
gorilldsrevolver from hisgrasp.

Anam swung. Besf rolled awvay asthe gun glanced from his head. Dropping behind Beef's dumping
form, the gorillasnarled an oath as he aimed for The Shadow.

An automeatic spoke from the window. The gorilla sprawled to the floor. In aiming, he had peered from
beside Beef Mdligan's shoulder. He had received The Shadow's bullet through hisbrain.

Thefirst mobster, wounded in the | eft shoulder, had jJumped for the hal under cover of the Struggle
between Beef and the third gorilla. Out of The Shadow's range, this mobsman raised hisgun to fire at the
gairs, where anewcomer had put in a sudden appearance.

It was Cliff Mardand, armed with an automatic. Cliff'sarm came up with the speed of the gorillas.
Revolver and automatic echoed smultaneoudly.

Either because of haste, or weakened by the wound that he had received from The Shadow, the gorilla
fired wide. Cliff's shot, however, waswell placed. The last of Dombo Carlin's crew rolled on thefloor.

Cliff reached the door of Beef'sroom. He saw Dombo Carlin and two gorillaslying motionless. Beef
Malligan, on hands and knees, was trying to rise from the floor. He was groggy from the blow that he had
received.

Then camethe blare of awhistle. Shouts from outside. Pounding squads at the rear door of the old hotel.
Cliff knew the answer. Police, trailing Dombo Carlin and his crew, had heard the gunfire. Bluecoats and
detectives were dready on the stairs.

A HISS came from thewindow. Cliff stared. He saw thefigure of The Shadow. A pointing finger,
projecting into the room, was directed at Beef Mdligan'sform. With anod, Cliff grabbed the
ex-racketeer under the arms and hoisted Besef's body up to the window.

The Shadow gripped the burden. With aquick sweep, he whipped Beef's body through to the darkness
of theroof. Cliff scrambled after. He could see The Shadow's shape, silhouetted againgt adull glow from
the front street. Across the blackened shoulders was the form of Beef Malligan. The Shadow was
carrying Beef like abag of hay.



Following, Cliff reached an opened window in an old house at the other side of the low roof. He dived
through the opening. The window sash came down with adull thud. The Shadow's hand drew Cliff away
from the window.

Theaction wastimely. Already, police had reached Besf'sroom in the Hotel Santiago. Flashlights were
sending sweeping gleams acrossthe roof. A glare focused through the window of the old house and
made aluminous circle on the further wall; but it revealed none of those who had arrived there. The beam
moved away.

"Come."

In response to The Shadow's whisper, Cliff groped hisway through adoor and down aflight of sairs. A
door swished open; Cliff found himsalf sumbling across the cracked cement of an abandoned court; then
through the door of another old dwelling.

Another path through darkness. Then came ahand that stopped Cliff. The Shadow's agent heard Beef
Malligan dump groaning to thefloor.

"A coupeinthedley." The Shadow's whisper was closeto Cliff'sear. "Take him to your place. Await
indructionswhileyou tak to him."

"Order received," responded Cliff, in alow tone.

A dight swish as The Shadow moved away. Groping, Cliff found adoor. He threw hisarm around Beef's
body. As he raised the ex-racketeer, he heard Beef grumble incoherently. Then, with Beef stumbling
besde him, Cliff moved through the door into the quiet of alittle aleyway.

The coupe was standing beside the door. With an effort, Cliff hoisted Beef into the seat. He dammed the
door of the car, hurried around, and gained the wheel. The motor purred as Cliff presser the starter. The
car moved forward and shot out into the traffic of The Bowery.

"Hey, you-"

Cliff jammed the accelerator as he heard the call. A police whistle blared two seconds later. But Cliff had
aready picked his spot. Negotiating a swift Ieft turn, he cut across the path of alooming truck and sped
to safety asthe driver jammed his air-brakes.

IT wasaquick get-away and Cliff followed it with atortuous course that he knew would baffle any
pursuers. He turned corners, doubled on his course and threaded a speedy way among the East Side
Streets that he knew so well.

At last he reached the quiet of an isolated street and brought the coupe to a stop. He nudged Beef
Maligan.

"Who - who are you?" blurted the racketeer, rubbing his head.
"Never mind," responded Cliff. "Y ou'll be sefeif you comedong.”

He shoved Beef from the coupe, grabbed the man before he fell and dragged him through a secluded
garway; then up aflight of stairsto aroom on the second floor. Thiswas Cliff'slodging in the
underworld.

Beef dumped in achair as Cliff guided him to it, but when Cliff turned on the light, Beef seemed very
much dive. He stared at the man who had brought him here. His eyes widened with recognition.



"Cliff Mardand!" he exclamed.
"The same," responded Cliff, camly.
"Say" - agleam showed on Beef'sface - "you're the bird that plugged Dombo Carlin. Ain't you?'

Cliff nodded. He was standing by the door. Beyond Besf, who was facing the door, was awindow that
led to alow roof above arear porch.

"Hewasgoin' to croak me, Dombo was," announced Beef. "Only you comein an' handed him curtains.
Him an’' hismob. Say, Cliff - yourearegular.”

"Never mind thethanks, Beef. | had it in for that false darm. | wasn't going to see him hand you afina
ticket. Getting Dombo wasn't the tough part, though. | had more trouble pulling you out before the bulls
arived.”

"Say" - Beef's expression showed darm - "do you think they trailed us?'
"Not much chance. But Joe Cardonawas with them. | heard his voice. Hell be looking for me."
"Why for you?"

"Because | camethrough thefront.” Cliff made this statement so emphatic that Beef nodded in belief.
"Clipper saw me. That was while Dombo and his gang were coming through the back.”

"That don't matter, Cliff. We can usethisjoint as a hide-out, can't we?"
"You can, Bedf. Y ou were hiding out at the Santiago anyway, weren't you?"
"Yeah."

"Wadll, keep this place then. Y ou'll be safe here. But two of us - well, that would be taking too big a
chance. I'd rather scram, Beef. New Y ork's getting too hot for me anyway."

Beef rubbed his bruised head. He smiled. He preferred to hide out alone; the offer wasto hisliking. He
saw adouble advantage in acquiring this unexpected friend.

"Ligen, Cliff" - Beef'stone wasinquiring - "where do you figure on heading?"

"No placein particular,” responded Cliff. "Just out of New Y ork, that's al."
"Croaker Zinn knows you, don't he?'

"He ought to. | saw him at alot of placeswhile you and he were working together.”
"That makesit jake. Have you got any dough, Cliff?"

"Enough to clear town.”

"Great. How would you like somethin' soft at the end of your trip?”

"I wouldn't mind it. What'sthe lay?'

BEEF MALLIGAN motioned to achair by the door. Cliff Mardand sat down to listen. Beef leaned
forward and spoke in aconfiding tone.



"I'm stickin' here, Cliff," he explained. "because I'm gtill workin' with Croaker. He'sin on the best racket
you ever heard of. |'ve been diggin' up the old mob, one by one, an' sending ‘em aong to Croaker. He
needs some good torpedoes, see?’

"| get you, Beef."

"l waswaitin' for aguy to show up tonight. I won't see him on account of what happened. So thejob's
yoursif you want it."

Beef dug in his pocket and pulled out asmdl envelope. He handed it to Cliff, who opened it. Cliff sared
as he pulled out dips of paper.

"What are these?' he questioned.

"Passesto acircus,” returned Beef with agrin. "That is, one of 'em isa passto the circus, the others will
take you in to the other shows."

"Larch Circus and Greater Shows," read Cliff, ashe looked at the dips of paper. "Passone. Thisoneis
sgned by Tex Larch - heré's one with the signature Captain Guffy -"

"Thecircusisplayin' a atown caled Marlborough,” broke in Beef. "That's where you go, Cliff."
"And what do | do there?"

"Use those passes.”

"Isthet al?'

"No. Somewhere dong theline, you will hear somebody say the word 'Ceylon'. That's your tip-off. You
ask that person: 'Whereis Ceylon? - an' then you'll get told what to do next.”

"Have you gone screwy, Beef? Let's see where that gorilladugged you.”

"Ligten Cliff" - Beef'stone wasimpatient - "thisison thelevel. Maybe it sounds screwy, but it ain't. I'm
lettin' you in on aracket that's got aload of gravy. I've sent plenty of thereal guysaongto getinonit.
Thisisyour chance. | ain't forgettin' that you took me off the spot tonight.”

Cliff Mardand stared toward his ugly-faced companion. But his gaze saw more than Beef's thick-lipped
countenance. Beyond the racketeer, framed in the opened window, was a shrouded figure of blackness.
The Shadow had followed. The Shadow had heard.

A gloved hand projected into the room; instead of pointing, it moved up and down. The action
symbolized anod. Cliff Mardand roseto hisfeet and thrust the envelope into his pocket.

"All right, Beef," he declared firmly. "Y ou're on. It sounds like agood lay - even though | don't know the
detals. I'mtakingit.”

"Yourewise, Cliff. 'mtdlin you, it'sred.”

"Keep this hide-out. I'm beating it. The sooner | get Started, the better - before Joe Cardona gets on my
trall."

Cliff thrust out a hand. Beef shook it. The Shadow's agent turned and opened the door. He closed the
barrier behind him and descended to the street.



CLIFF was wearing a smile as he reached the coupe. He had no fear of Detective Joe Cardona. His
pretence had been for the purpose of gaining the very result that he had attained.

Following The Shadow's lead, Cliff Mardand had learned facts that he had previoudy known only as
rumors, namely, that Beef Malligan was shipping gunmen on to Croaker Zinn.

More than that, Cliff had carved hisway into the select outfit. He had taken credit for The Shadow's
work. He had passed himself as Beef Malligan's rescuer. He had received hisreward.

A secret agent of The Shadow, Cliff Mardand was on hisway to learn the inside working of hidden
crime. As The Shadow's emissary, Cliff would send back word of the game which concerned the
notorious Croaker Zinn.

Cliff Mardand had received the order of The Shadow! While Beef Mdligan remained securein the
hide-out which Cliff had offered him, The Shadow's agent would be a work uncovering crimeinstead of
abetting it.

Such wasthe work of The Shadow's agent. Behind it lay the strategy of The Shadow himself!
CHAPTERIII.ONTHE LOT
"THIS way to the big show! Buy your ticketsto the big show! Only five minutes before the show startsl”

The barker's cry rose strident above amedley of sounds. The mechanical music of acarousd; the puffing
motor of the Ferriswhedl; the wheezy tones of a calliope - al became a background to the call.

People were moving dong the "midway" that formed an avenue to the big tent. The circuswasthe
magnet that was drawing the crowd at present. The other shows, housed in smaller tents, were quiet
while the barker sought to bring the throngsinto the big top.

The Larch Circus and Greater Shows formed the chief attraction in the town of Marlborough. Y et of the
many people who had been drawn, mothlike, by the attraction of the lights, few were actualy buying
tickets. Mogt were idlerswho had merely cometo ook on. The actua customers formed ameretrickle
past the ticket booths.

Back near the entrance to the circus grounds, two men were dighting from alarge sedan that was parked
behind afringe of tents. One was agray-haired individual, whose face showed a stern dignity. The other
was a stubby, silent fellow who wore a chauffeur's cap. Both were looking toward the circus tent.

"Comedong, Lennox," ordered the gray-haired man. "Be sureto lock the car first."
"Yes gr."

The chauffeur performed the action; then jaunted to catch up with the gray-haired man, who was
choosing a course behind the nearest tents.

"Theresthe office car," remarked the older man, asthe chauffeur caught up with him. "Seeit?"
He pointed between two tents. Lennox nodded.

"A little further on," said the gray-haired man, "and | can cut through to go directly there. | don't want to
be too conspicuous.”

"Of course not, Mr. Wilbart."



"Thisisthe best timeto come,” added Wilbart. "Every oneisinsde, or busy, so thereisless chance of
talk. | don't careto have dl the people with this show telling that Jonathan Wilbart came to hold another
conference with Tex Larch.”

"| understand, Sr."

"They might think that | was overanxiousto buy this show, Lennox,” added Wilbart, pausing ashe
stepped between two smdll, darkened tents. "Well - I'll buy it on my own terms, or not at dl. It'sa
tawdry outfit, Lennox. It does not compare with the smallest circusin my chain. What do you think,
Lennox?'

"| agree with you, Mr. Wilbart."

"Y ou dwaysdo, Lennox," chuckled Wilbart. "Well - look around the midway until | come back. The
ballyhoo will begin on the smaller shows after the circus gets started in the big top.”

STROLLING out into the midway, the gray-haired man shouldered hisway past clustered idlersand
crossed to a spot where alight truck was parked between two tents.

Attached to the truck was atrailer that looked like a small, shortened bus. This car had arear door
marked "Office." Two stepsled up to the entrance.

Reaching his objective, Jonathan Wilbart ascended the steps and opened the door. The interior of the car
formed alarger room than one would have expected from aview of the exterior. It was furnished with
segts attached to the wall; at the front end were two desks also fixed in position, beyond them asmall,
curtained window.

A broad-shouldered man was seated at one of the desks. He heard the door close as Wilbart entered.
He swung around and showed a thick-jawed countenance, with pudgy nose and quick eyes.

"Hello, Mr. Wilbart!" he exclaimed.
"Hello, Stuffy," rejoined Wilbart, advancing to receive the man's handshake. "Where's Tex Larch?'
"In New York," responded " Stuffy."

"Agan?' Wilbart'stone seemed incredulous. "It ssems asthough | never manage to find him with the
show. Let me see- hewasin New Y ork thelast two times | cameto talk with him."

"Heisn't exactly in New Y ork tonight,” corrected Stuffy. "He's on hisway here, Mr. Wilbart. Might bein
at any time. If you want to wait here -"

"I'll say awhile" interposed Wilbart. "What are you doing, Stuffy? Running thingswhile Tex isaway?'

"Kind of," replied Stuffy. "It ain't exactly my regular job, but I'm sort of a head handy man with the outfit.
Hereyou are."

Hereached in his pocket and pulled out some printed cards. He handed one to Wilbart, who had seated
himsdlf. The visitor smiled and nodded as heread it:

STUFFY DOWSON
Generd Agent
LARCH CIRCUS GREATER SHOWS



"Everybody knows me as Stuffy,” remarked the genera agent. "Wouldn't do to have put my real moniker
on acard. Everybody in the show businesswould have thought it was someone else. They've called me
Stuffy ever sincel wasapunk.”

"l envy your past, Stuffy,” commented Wilbart. "1 cameinto the circus business as an owner - only afew
years back - and | am scarcely used to the smell of sawdust. Thereal way to learn abusinessisto grow
up withit; not to buy intoit."

"Maybe s0, Mr. Wilbart," returned Stuffy, as he stepped toward the door of the office. "But | notice that
some of the old timersin the game are finding the dedding tough, while your shows are bringing in the
dough. It looksto melike the fellow that knows business better than he does a circusisthe best guy to
run acircus busness”

With this statement, Stuffy opened the door and stepped toward the ground. He motioned to the visitor
toremanintheoffice.

"I'll be back inten minutes,” informed Stuffy. "Just going out to pass the word to the shows. They can
dart their 'baly’ now that the big top isworking."

STUFFY closed the door as he reached the ground. The show had started in the circus tent; only afew
late customers were passing through the turngtiles.

A big, glowering man was standing on the platform in front of the Sde show, ready to Sart aballyhoo.
Others were waiting expectantly in high ticket booths outside of other tents.

Stuffy started for the midway. He stopped as arangy man blocked his path.
"Where are you going, Stuffy?'

"Hello, Tex." Stuffy stopped as he recognized his chief. It was"Tex" Larch, back from New Y ork. "Say
- don't goin the officefor aminute. | want to tell you something.”

Tex stared from benegth the broad brim of afelt sombrero. His gaze was quizzical. Cold gray eyes
flashed from a weather-beaten countenance.

"Walt 'til | sart thetakers, Tex," pleaded Stuffy. "They're stting tight until | flash theword for the baly.”

With these words, Stuffy hurried out to the midway and waved his arms toward the man on the platform
infront of the Sdeshow. Immediately, the big fellow began a sonorous spid, whileidlers gathered to form
acrowd. Other talkers followed along the line. The midway became a babble of barkers.

"Cap Guffy waswaiting like ahawk," chuckled Stuffy, ashergoined Tex. "Did you see him there,
outside the Ten-in-One? Say - he can't wait for the show to start in the big top. | never saw aguy like
him-"

"All right, Stuffy,” interrupted Tex, standing with asuitcase in his hand. "Forget about Cap Guffy. What's
the matter in the office? Some rube sheriff putting up asquawk? | paid afixer to square thingsin this
town -"

"The sheriff an'tinthere, Tex." It was Stuffy'sturn to interrupt. "Everything's jake. Whedsrunning like
clockwork dong the midway."

"Wdl who'sin therethen?"



" Jonathan Wilbart. That'swho."

TEX'S sare became aglower. It was plain that he was not pleased by the information. Stuffy watched a
grim twist gppear on the circus owner'slips.

"| told him you wasin New Y ork," began the genera agent. "Then | said you'd be back tonight. Wilbart
sad hed wait."

"Youreafine paooka," sneered Tex. "I told you to keep your mouth shut about where I'd gone.”
"l an't told anybody onthelot, Tex. But | thought you wouldn't mind Wilbart knowing -"

"Wilbart! He'sthe biggest hed in the business. He don't belong in the show game. | missed him the last
two times he was here. But there's no chance to dodge him thistrip. What does he want? Trying to buy

my show agan?"
"Hedidn't say."

"That'swhat he's after. Hesafox, that guy is. It'sjust like him to blow in while playing abloomer. That's
thefirst thing helll talk about - the bum business that this show isdoing.”

Stuffy waited while his boss stared speculatively toward the door of the office. Then Tex Larch shrugged
his shoulders and handed his suitcase to the handy man.

"Lug thiskiester over to my tent, Stuffy," ordered Tex. "I'm going in to see what Wilbart wants."

Stuffy nodded as he took the suitcase. He headed off among the tents while Tex ascended the steps and
pushed back the door of the wheeled office.

The fragrance of expensive tobacco brought asniff from Tex. Wilbart, seated at the side of the office car,
looked up to see the owner of the Larch Circus.

"Hello, Tex," greeted the vigtor, dryly. "I've been waiting to see you. Stuffy told me you would bein from
New York."

"Stuffy'sagood talker," returned Tex, removing hisbig hat and tossing it on one of the desks. "Maybel
ought to use him on abdly platform.”

Wilbart smiled at the suggestion that Stuffy had talked too much. He watched Tex go to adesk and look
over mail that was lying there. He waited for some remark. None came; so Wilbart made one of his
own.

"How isbusinessthisweek?" he questioned.
"Take alook for yoursdf," rgoined Tex. "The door didesto theright. Y ou can see the whole midway."
"l mean businessin the big top."

"I don't know. | just got in from New Y ork. Maybe you can figure it better than | can; you were here
while the crowd was going into the big top, weren't you?”

Wilbart smiled but made no comment. Tex turned from the desk and faced his visitor. Wilbart returned
hissare.

The two men formed a contrast as their eyes exchanged a steedy gaze. Tex Larch looked the part of an



outdoor showman. Hisface, toil-worn and deep-lined, seemed to tell the story of arigorous career.
Jonathan Wilbart, dignified even to hismode of puffing his cigar, gave the impression of a successful
bus ness magnate.

It was Tex who broke the silence. He studied hisvisitor coldly; and his eyesflashed with aniron glint as
he spoke:

"The show's not for sale, Wilbart."

THE vigtor chuckled. He seemed to enjoy the blunt manner in which the circus owner had come directly
to the subject. Wilbart pulled acigar from his pocket and offered it to Tex. The circus owner grunted;
then accepted the perfecto and bit off the end of the cigar.

"I want to buy your show, Tex," stated Wilbart, quietly. "I know that you don't want to sdll. Y ou told me
that before. But people have the privilege of changing their minds, even when they arein the circus
business”

"Change yoursthen.”

"I own five shows, Tex. | can useyours. Y ou should be glad to receive an offer, with the poor business
that you aredoing.”

"Theshow'sdoing al right.”
"Y ou are exaggerating, Tex."

"Maybe you've been checking up. All right, Wilbart, have it your own way. We've had some bloomers
onthistour. A lot of them. Thisweek isabloomer. But there's some red ones coming.”

"I wish you luck, Tex. It's preferable to make money on the lot than to run into New Y ork looking for
new angds.”

Tex scowled. Theremark had hit home. Wilbart had made the logica assumption regarding histrip to
New Y ork. Severa seconds passed before he countered:

"So you think I'm on therocks, en? This show looks like abum bet, doesit? Well, if that'stheway it is,
why do you want to buy the outfit? Y ou've got five shows of your own. Why ook for another
headache?"

"The headacheisyours, Tex," remarked Wilbart. "I am trying to easeit for you. | do not intend to keep
this show running after | buy it."

"Y ou want to scrap it, en?”’

"Precisgly. Y ou only own the circus. The other shows are independent, athough they are presumably
under your management. | can absorb your equipment into my own shows.”

"What about the star attractions?'

"Youvehitit, Tex," smiled Wilbart. "They arewhat | am after. | want the two main acts. To obtain them,
| amwilling to buy the entire show."

"| thought s0." Tex chewed savagdly at the end of hiscigar. "Y ou won't be satisfied, Wilbart, until you've
crowded al thereal showmen out of the circus business. There were alot of good smal showsworking
until you came into the game with your idea of anew combine.”



"There were smdl shows starving,” commented Wilbart. "I took them over and put them on apaying
bass. Actslike Eric Wernoff and L ucille Lavan would bring money to one of my shows. But they aren't
drawing for you."

"| admitted that thisweek isabloomer.”
"My shows stay away from towns like Marlborough.”

"Why wagtetime, Wilbart?' questioned Tex, in achalenging tone. "Eric Wernoff, the Anima King, Says
with the Larch Circus. So does L ucille Lavan, Queen of the High Wire. That'sfina!"

"Evenif you haveto goto New York," smirked Wilbart, "when you need money to move the show."

"So that'swhat you think, en?' demanded Tex, suddenly. "Wdll, take another guess. I'm raising dough -
you're right about that - but the reason isthat I'm expanding. I've got this outfit motorized. That was my
first step. My next isto buy Cap Guffy's Ten-in-One and some of the other shows on the midway. The
Larch Circus and Greater Showswill be al one by the end of this season!”

Jonathan Wilbart rose, smiling quietly. 1t was plain that he did not believe Tex Larch's statement. He
made no comment, however, to indicate that disbelief.

"I shdl vigt you again, Larch," heremarked. "I think that you may decide to change your mind.
Particularly" - Wilbart's smile broadened - "after your show arrivesin Hamilcar. That town isthe worst
bloomer on the map. Y ou will haveto dig deep in the savings fund - if you have one - to move out of
Hamilcar."

TEX LARCH stood glowering while hisvisitor stepped from the office. Jonathan Wilbart closed the door
behind him; gill smiling, he strolled across the midway. Lennox joined him near asmdl tent. The
chauffeur followed his master toward the car.

"Any luck, Sr?" inquired Lennox.
"No," responded Wilbart. "Tex Larch refusesto sdll. Evidently he hasfound an angel in New Y ork."
"Hewasin New Y ork thelast two timeswe were here, Sir."

"l know it." Wilbart smiled. "Wél, he may have to make some more trips there before he isfinished.
How did businesslook, Lennox?'

"Very poor a thebig top, gr.”
"Did you watch the turngtiles closdly?"
"Yes, gr. Therewere plenty of 'shills going through. But they didn't bring many followers.”

The two men reached the parked sedan. Lennox unlocked the car and Jonathan Wilbart entered. Then
Lennox took the whedl and the sedan pulled away.

Wilbart looked toward the rear seat; his gaze followed through the back window for alast glimpse of
brilliant circus grounds.

"I would like to know the gamethat Tex Larchisplaying,” was the magnate's final comment to Lennox.
"That show of hisisnot bresking even. Thereis something in back of his persstent refusalsto sdll.”

The car turned acurve in theroad. The lights disappeared from view. Jonathan Wilbart settled in his seat



with agrunt that Lennox understood. The utterance was more than an expression of disappointment. It
was an indication of future action.

Lennox knew the persstence of his employer. The chauffeur was convinced that his purpose would not
end. Sooner or later - Lennox was positive - the Larch Circus and Greater Shows would be under the
banner of Jonathan Wilbart's combine.

CHAPTER IV. THE PASSWORD

WHILE Jonathan Wilbart was taking alast glimpse of the circus which he hoped to buy, another man
was gaining hisfirst view of the Larch Circus and Greater Shows. Thiswas Cliff Mardand, newly arrived
in the town of Marlborough. The Shadow's agent was passing benesth the canvas arch that marked the
entrance to the midway.

Handsin coat pockets, Cliff wasthumbing the paper dipsthat Beef Malligan had given him. Cliff had
reached Marlborough later than he expected. He knew that it was too late to see the circus. The passes
to the smaler shows could be used tonight, however.

"Step in folks! Seethe strangest freak in captivity! Jubo, the wild man from Javal Jubo, with hisfriends
the reptiles! Onedime, folks! Ten cents!”

Cliff stopped beside asmal tent where the barker was ensconced in ahigh ticket booth. A light showed
through the canvas, long, raucous growls were coming from within. Curious passerswereidling by the
entrance; ticket sales, however, were lacking.

" Jubo the wild man! Jubo and his hideous reptiles!" The blatant cry perssted from the ticket booth. " See
Jubo, folks. He playswith snakes! He talks with snakes! He liveswith snakes!"

Two men were standing close by Cliff. They looked like circus roughnecks. Listening Cliff overheard
their muttered conversation.

"Areyou goin' to shill for Jubo the Geek?' questioned one.

"Yeah," responded the other.

"Let'sgtart in," suggested thefirdt.

"Wait acouple of minutes,” rejoined the second. "Give the talker achanceto get 'em Started.”

"That guy? Say - he'sthe cheesiest talker on thelot an' that's sayin' plenty. If we don't shill pretty quick,
there won't be nobody left to follow us."

"Y ou don't need agood talker on ageek show. See 'em gatherin' around? Those hicks are ligtenin' to the
squawker. It draw 'em.”

Cliff decided that the 'squawker' must be the device that was producing the fierce, prolonged growls
from within the tent. His conjecture was proven by the next statements that he overheard.

‘They keep onfdlin' for the squawker," laughed one of the roughnecks. "It'sagreat gimmick. A guy sttin'
out of Sght at the front of the pit, pullin’ on atarred rope hitched to akeg. Y ou wouldn't think it would
make them heavy growls, would you?

"Who's runnin’ the squawker here in the geek show?"



"Some punk that was hangin’ around the lot. The talker dipped the kid four bitsfor the evenin'.”
"Hell be lucky if hetakesthat much in a the gate. Cmon. Let's shill.”

THE roughnecks started for the ticket booth. Cliff pulled his passes from his pocket and found one that
was marked 'Jubo.' He followed the other two men and stopped while they reached their hands up to the
counter to make a pretence of paying adime.

"Shill," Cliff heard them say. Theticket seller nodded and motioned toward the tent. He resumed his
talking to the crowd as Cliff approached and ddlivered the pass.

The growl of the squawker became louder as Cliff entered thelittle tent. As the roughnecks had
remarked, it came from the front of a pit. The rope-puller was hidden from view by canvas curtains. The
pit was aso surrounded by old, grayish canvas. Cliff leaned on awooden rail to survey its occupants.

Jubo the Geek, as the roughnecks had termed him, was seated on atorn canvas that lay on the ground.
He was awild-looking monstrosity, clad in black tights. His face and hands were a deep brown; Cliff
fancied that it was stain, not anatura color.

A mop of crinkly hair showed on the wild man's head. His eyes stared vacantly at the handful of people
who watched him and hislips kept spreading to display anidiotic grin. Half adozen snakeswere
squirming lazily about the pit. Cliff recognized them aslarge, but harmless"bull” snakes.

The geek, inthe midst of hisfacia contortions. broke suddenly into an apish chatter and pounced upon
one of the reptiles. The snake'swriggling indicated that it was anxious to get away from its captor.

Jubo babbled as he twisted the snake about his arms and neck; then, like achild tired of atoy, he threw
the reptile to the ground and legped to grab another of his squirming pets.

Cliff watched the inane proceedings for five minutes. A few customers had filed into the tent; it was plain
that Jubo the Geek intended to do no talking other than hisinarticulate gibberish. Cliff strolled from the
tent.

A balyhoo was ending at the big sideshow. Cliff joined the throng, just as a cortege of freaks stepped
from the platform and went back into the tent. Over the entrance, Cliff saw the statement:

CAPTAIN GUFFY'S
TEN SHOWSIN ONE

A lumbering man was till standing on the platform; his yachtsman's cap indicated that he must be Captain
Guffy. Guffy appeared to be the talker as well asthe manager, for he waswinding up afervent spid that
referred to the collection of human curiosinsde the tent.

THE crowd was pressing close. Captain Guffy gave a sweeping gesture. Two ticket sellerstook up his
cry from their booths. Cliff saw the men who had shilled a Jubo's show as they went up and pretended
to buy thefirgt tickets.

They werefollowed by others - dso shills - and the regular customers began amarch as Captain Guffy
stepped impressively from the platform.

Cliff pulled out a pass marked 'Circus Sideshow.' He ddlivered it to aticket seller and moved inward
with the throng. He decided that Captain Guffy's balyhoo must have been agood one, for this show was
drawing in acrowd.



Theinterior of the Ten-in-One was divided lengthwise by awooden rail. Beyond the barrier werethe
freeks, dl but their heads obscured from view by canvasthat hung from therailing. Captain Guffy was
approaching one end of the tent; the crowd was following. Gawky customers thronged about as the
manager began hislecture.

Baby Liz wasthefirst freak. Guffy described her asthe "fattest of dl fat women" and went into
particulars regarding her age and weight. Baby Liz smiled complacently from above atriple chin and
nodded in response to Guffy's statements.

When the 'Captain’ moved aong to the next platform, Baby Liz began to talk in a high-pitched voice,
offering picture post cards of hersdlf at adime apiece.

Cliff lingered; then moved dong to the platform where Guffy was discoursing on his"Happy Family." He
had reference to alarge cage which contained a jabbering monkey, a sad-eyed poodle, aMaltese cat, a
white rabbit and a squawking parrot. The fact that these creatures behaved in friendly fashion seemed
sufficient to make them acuriosty.

While Guffy wastalking, the monkey made abound toward the cat. The parrot squawked and Guffy
grabbed a stick to deliver a savage poke into the cage. The monkey jumped back to a corner and the cat
settled down to another nap. Evidently the family kept happy under proper supervision.

On the next platform, Cliff observed amost curiousindividual. A pasty-faced man was reclining on an
army cot. Hiseyeswere haf closed; when they opened at Guffy's urging, the man gazed indolently at the

spectators.

He reached to hislips and weskly removed a cigarette ssump that clung there. Helet it drop into ameta
wastebasket beside the cot; then made afeeble gesture.

Captain Guffy plucked afresh cigarette from alarge box and placed it between the reclining man'slips.
An attendant sprang forward with alight. Eyes closing, the pasty-faced occupant of the couch began to
puff new clouds of smoke.

"Thisis Cleed," announced Captain Guffy, in asorrowful tone. "Behold him, ladies and gentlemen: Cleed,
the Cigarette Fiend. His story isatragic one. Heisafreak with astrange history. The child of awedthy
family, he began the use of tobacco at the age of five years.

"Nicotine took complete hold of his system. Heis saturated with it, folks. His growth was not affected;
nor was his congtitution weakened. But his senses dulled. His craving for tobacco became amania. Look
at him; you seehim asheis. In every waking moment, he demands a puff of the weed. Only when stupor
seizes him does he cease from his perpetual smoking.”

As Guffy completed hisblatant lecture, Cleed finished another cigarette. The glowing ssump dropped
from his hand. The attendant hastened to place afresh cigarette between the pasty lips. Cleed puffed as
though hislife depended upon anew supply of smoke.

"Hokum," growled someonein the crowd, as Guffy moved on to the next platform. "That story don't go
with me."

aybethefelow'sadopefiend," suggested another spectator. "It looks like something was wrong with
him."

"He's been smoking steady ever since we came into the tent,” remarked athird spectator. "L ooks like he
can't get dong without puffing acigarette.”



"Quiet, pleasa!” came Guffy's call. "Here we have Luke, the Tattooed Man. Heisaliving picture gdlery,
covered with works of art from head to foot -"

Cliff sudied the tattooed man while Captain Guffy continued to spiel his story. No grumblers classed
Luke asafake. The man fitted the description that Guffy had given him: hewas aliving picture galery.

Removing his shirt, Luke revedled a broad back that was covered with samples of tattooed art - huge
designsin blue and red. Facing the spectators, he displayed a gold-toothed grin; then exhibited arms and
legsto show smdler designsin permanent ink.

COMPLETING hislecture with the statement that L uke was a specialist in tattooing, Guffy proceeded to
the next platform. Luke, till smiling, looked for customers among the crowd. Two men began to bargain
with him. Cliff listened to their conversation; then strolled to the next platformin theline.

Here, Captain Guffy introduced a man who wore atawdry dress suit. Thiswas Professor Solva. The
professor drew back acurtain; atall, thin woman appeared to take a bow. She wasintroduced as
Madame Solva

The pair put on amind reading act that lasted for saveral minutes. While they were sdlling horoscopesto
the crowd, Guffy approached apit. Cliff joined the early arrivals and saw awoman seated on achair, a
snake coiled about her arm.

"PrincessMarxia," introduced Guffy. " Queen of the Reptile World. No poisoned fangs can harm her.
Man-killing snakes obey her word. Step thisway, folks. Princess Marxiais about to begin her astounding
performance.”

The snake charmer was a hard-faced woman. Her eyes carried aglare that seemed as venomous asthe
beady optics of the snake that writhed from her arm. After allowing several snakesto crawl about her
head and shoulders, she cast the reptiles aside and lifted a box that lay in acorner of the pit.

The sharp crackle of arattler came in immediate response. Princess Marxia stepped back and pointed to
the coiled snake that had been beneath the box. She did her own talking to the crowd.

"Therattlesnake," explained Marxia, in aharsh voice, "carries deadly poisonin itsfangs. The noise that
you hear isitswarning. It isasign of death to any one who comestoo close.”

With that, the woman approached the snake step by step. The rattler steadied its beady gaze; yet it did
not strike. The charmer gpparently knew the danger point; yet she deliberately perssted in her effort to
arousethereptilesire.

"The rattlesnake strikes quick," came Marxias harsh announcement, "but those who know itsways can
escape when it strikes. Watch me.”

The woman swung quickly toward the snake. A hiss came from thereptile. 1ts head shot forward with a
swift stroke; but Marxiawas speedier in her twist. While the crowd murmured in amazement, the snake
charmer swung clear of therattler's vicious stroke.

Stepping away from the corner where the angry snake remained, Marxia opened another box. She
reached in and began to draw out the form of a huge black reptile. The creature responded sowly; then
itslarge head cameinto view. The snake began to cail lazily about the woman's body.

"Thisistheterrible python," declaimed Marxia. "Its coils can crush the body of atiger. Human beings are
helplessinitsgrip; but I have power over the python. It will obey me - thisbig snake from Ceylon."



Cliff Mardand stared. The python was dowly uncoiling. Princess Marxiawas forcing its twisted shape
back into the box. The customers were moving toward the next exhibit, in response to Guffy's call. Cliff,
however, remained. He had heard the word for which he was waiting.

Ceylon!

That was the password that Beef Madligan had ordered Cliff to heed. It had come from the lips of
Princess Marxia, the so-called snake charmer. All others had moved aong. Cliff stayed. He knew that
from Princess Marxia he would gain the order that he had come here to receive.

CHAPTER V. THE RED CIRCLE
"Whereis Ceylon?'

Princess Marxiaturned toward the front of the pit as she heard the question. She stared at Cliff
Mardand, the person who had asked it.

"What wasthat?" demanded the woman, harshly.

"I heard you mention that the python came from Ceylon,” responded Cliff. "I wondered where Ceylon
was. Somewhere near India, isn't it?"

"Do you seethat fellow over there?' questioned Marcia, pointing as she placed her elbow on therall of
the pit.

"Y ou mean the tattooed man?' asked Cliff.

"Yeah," gated Marxia. "Well, that guy's been everywhere. Histattoo marks proveit. HEs been to
Ceylon, along with other places. He can tell you dl about it. Go over and talk to him."

"Thanks."

Princess Marxiagrinned as Cliff strolled toward Luke's platform. She looked up to observe Madame
Solvagaring at her. The snake charmer nudged her thumb in the direction that Cliff had taken.

"Ancther goof," was Marxia's comment. "Did you hear him?"

"I heard," Madame Solvanodded. "What makes al those mugs ask about Ceylon? He ain't thefirst that
sprung that question. Seems like there's been ahdf adozen.”

"Y ou can't figurethese hicks," decided Marxia, eying the mind reader shrewdly. "I guessit'sthe python
that gets ‘'em wondering where Ceylon is. Anyway, alot of 'em have asked me."

"Why do you send them to Luke?'

"That guy kids'em," replied Marxia, approvingly. "He'sgot agift of lingo, Luke has. He getstalking
about places where he's been and sdlls'em atattoo job. Y ou keep watching - you'll see him do some
needlework on that hick before the poor sap gets away.”

CLIFF, meanwhile, had reached L uke's platform. The tattooed man was seated beside a table that bore
his dectrical equipment. He was arguing price with a progpective customer. The haggling reached its
finish while Cliff looked on. The customer decided that he could do without tattoo marks.

"Wel?' quizzed Luke, as he gtared toward Cliff. " So you want some designs done?"



"l want to ask you something,” responded Cliff, quietly.

Luke stepped from his chair and dropped over the edge of the platform. He eyed Cliff asif The
Shadow's agent were another customer.

"Wel?' questioned Luke.
"Tdl me something,” requested Cliff, in an undertone. "Whereis Ceylon?'

The effect of the question was electric. Luke made no immediate reply. Instead, he beckoned Cliff up to
the platform. He pointed out a chair beside his own. Cliff sat down with the tattooed man.

"Who sent you to this platform?" asked Luke.
"PrincessMarxia," replied Cliff. "l asked her the question first."

"l see. Wdl" - Lukeraised hisvoice - "maybe| can talk it over with you while I'm doing your design.
Takealook at thisarm of mine. How does the blue anchor look to you? Good?"

As Cliff stared at Luke's arm, the tattooed man turned his own gaze toward the platform on his|eft.
Cleed, the cigarette fiend, was puffing away in hisincessant fashion. He was gpparently obliviousto the
world about him; yet he caught the rise of Luke'svoice. Cleed's head turned sidewise. His eyes opened.

It was not toward L uke that Cleed looked but toward Cliff Mardand. Squarely against the black curtains
of the mind reader's platform, Cliff's profile formed aperfect outline. Cleed studied the chisdled profile of
The Shadow's agent. After thisinspection, Cleed let his eyes meet Luke's.

Slowly, the cigarette fiend rubbed his cheek against the canvas of his cot as he delivered anod. Luke
gave aresponse of slent understanding. Then the tattooed man spoke to Cliff again.

"That'sthe oneyou like, en?' he questioned. "All right. Pull up your deeve - theleft one. I'll get to work."

Cliff looked puzzled as L uke took the design book from his hands and began to prepare an eectric
needle. Nevertheless, he drew up his deeve as L uke had ordered. The tattooed man poised the needle
over Cliff'sforearm.

"You're from Beef Malligan?' came Luke's question, in awhisper.
"Right," responded Cliff.

"I thought s0," whispered the tattooed man. "Well, thisis part of the racket. Hold your arm steady. |
won't takelong."

THE needle began itsjabs. Each puncture of the implement left atiny dot of red. Cliff watched the
procedure while he listened to Luke's next statements. The buzz of the e ectric machine covered Luke's
subdued voice.

"This putsyou in the outfit," informed the tattooed man. "Y ou're just ahome-town guy from herein
Marlborough. Got the bug to join up with the circus. See?"

Cliff nodded. The needle was moving aong the arc of an imaginary circle, forming the beginning of ared
ring on Cliff'sforearm.

"Hoof it down by the big top,” resumed Luke. "Ask for Hank. Tell him you want to join up. Just another
roughneck for the crew. Let your deeve dide up while you're talking. Then Hank will know you're withiit.



Savvy?"
"l getit," responded Cliff.

"Don't go shoving this mark around under people's noses,” warned L uke, as he continued with the
needle. "Just keep flashing it, here on the lot, whenever you run into anew gazebo. Let theguy lamp it if
he'slooking for it. Get theidea?"

"Right."

"Then you won't need avisiting card. Get me? Y ou'll know the crew and they'll know you. If any trouble
garts, roll your deeves up. Then'sthe time to make sure we dl know each other. But in the meantime,
just pass along any word when you get it and be on the job when you're needed. That'sthe why for this
red circle

The buzz stopped as L uke finished speaking. On Cliff'sarm was an inddible circle of red. Luke made a
gesture. Cliff pulled down his deeve. The tattooed man arose from his chair.

"Come around tomorrow if you want any more work done," informed Luke, again using hislouder tone.
"We ain't moving for acouple of daysyet. If theré'sany local boyswant some good work reasonable,
tell them to come up here.”

"Surething," responded Cliff.

Cliff did down from the platform and sauntered to the entrance of the Ten-in-One. The show had
finished; Captain Guffy had returned to the platform to begin another baly. With him were The Solvas,
and Princess Marxia, and other performers whom Cliff had not seen during hisinterrupted trip.

REACHING the midway, Cliff paced toward the circus tent. He glanced at the huge painted banners
outside of the Ten-in-One as he walked along. Luke, Cleed, Princess Marxia, Baby Liz - dl were
portrayed in mammoth exaggeration upon the gaudy, painted sheets of canvas.

Cliff passed concession tents where "percentage’” whedl's and other games were drawing customers. He
watched patrons make unsuccessful attempts to knock down ten-pinswith swinging bowling balls. He
saw abig farmer swinging adedge hammer againgt the springboard base of a"high striker.”

Cliff smiled. It wasafar cry from the badlands of New Y ork. There was something wholesomein this
outdoor atmosphere. Cliff could fed the lure of the show business. He redlized that there were rackets
among the concessions; that con men might be among the crowds, looking for dupes. But it all seemed
mild compared with the environment that Cliff had | eft.

Thisfeding perssted in Cliff's mind as The Shadow's agent swung from the besten path of the midway
and headed off toward parked trucks at the side of the circustent. Then, in atwinkling, Cliff was carried
back to the redlm of the underworld when aburly figure blocked his course and asnarling voice
demanded:

"Where you goin' mug?'

Cliff eyed hischadlenger. The burly man had stepped from behind atruck. He was evidently with the
circus. But his speech and his manner were those of aganggter. Cliff sensed that the fellow must be one
of the gorillaswhom Beef Malligan had exported from Manhattan.

"I'm looking for aguy named Hank," retorted Cliff. "They said I'd find him down here by the big top.”



"Yeah? Wdl movedong. I'll takeyou to him."

The chalenger let Cliff gofird. That was another indication of the fellow's origin. Thetypica circus
roughneck would have led the way. Thisrowdy wasfollowing.

A hard-faced, sweatered man was standing by the entrance of alighted tent. The circus grounds were
wired with eectricity from the Marlborough plant; a cord, hooked to the tent pole, showed the festures
of thisindividud. Like the roughneck who wasfollowing Cliff, the sanding man looked like one of Beef
Maligan'sold mob.

"TherésHank," came agrowl from in back of Cliff.

The Shadow's agent nodded. He decided to forget the fellow who was trailing him. He approached the
man by the tent flap and looked him in the eye.

"Isyour name Hank?" he questioned.
"Yeah," wasthereply. "Who are you?'

"They cdl meCliff. I'm from herein Marlborough. Thought I'd liketo join up with the circus. Any kind of
ajobwill do. Pulling stakes - pitching tents-"

Other men had appeared while Cliff wastalking. Two of them looked like mobsters; the otherswere
apparently bonafide circus roughnecks. Cliff paid no attention to their arrival. As he spoke of doing
heavy work, he made anatural gesture of drawing up hisdeeves. He flashed the red circle that Luke had
tattooed on hisarm.

HANK spotted it. He nodded. Methodically, he began to roll hisown deeve. Therising sweater enabled
Cliff toglimpseared circle.

The man who had followed Cliff was stepping into the light. His deeveswere dready up. He shifted his
arm with the palm outward, so Cliff could catch the quick sight of another circled token.

"Guesswe can useyou, bud," growled Hank. "The old man don't kick if we take on afew extra
roughnecks - providin' they're husky. Come along up to the office. I'll fix it for you."

They passed another hard-faced fellow asthey neared the fringe of the light. Cliff saw Hank makea
gesture toward his deeve. The man flashed ared circle. Cliff did the same. Then came a stretch of
darkness. Hank was leading the way to the office.

Cliff samiled. He had become the follower.

Y et therewas grimnessin Cliff's expresson. Already, he waslearning theinside of the game. Planted
with the circus, traveling with the midway, were agents of crime. Tattooed circles of red werethe
recognition marks that kept this compact band together. Cliff knew of the comradeship that ruled circus
folk; he redlized that these rogues were using it as a cover for their crooked purposes.

He dso knew that Croaker Zinn must be the head of this secret crew. He had not noticed Croaker on
the circus lot; probably the mobleader was keeping out of sght. Hank, Cliff decided, was just one of the
gang who had stepped to aposition of smdl authority with the circus. He was the fellow who took on the
mobsmen who came from Beef Madligan.

When they reached the office, Hank entered without ceremony, beckoning to Cliff to follow him. Stuffy
Dowson was just insde the door. Hank greeted him by his nickname; then spoke to Tex Larch who was



gtting by adesk.
"What isit, Hank?" questioned the circus owner, whedling in his pivoted chair.

"I'm hirin" another roughneck," informed Hank. "Brought him up herewith me, Mr. Larch. Thisisthe
fdlow."

Tex Larch eyed CIiff.
"Helooksall right," commented the circus owner. " Sure you need him, Hank?"

"We can use him. Looks like a couple of roughnecks are gettin' ready to blow. We may need more
before we leave thisburg.”

"All right, Hank."

Tex whedled back to the desk. Hank nudged his thumb toward the door. Nothing further was necessary.
Cliff Mardand had become a roughneck with the Larch Circus and Greater Shows.

Outsde the office, Cliff and Hank bumped into Captain Guffy coming over from the Ten-in-One. Asthey
sidestepped Guffy, Cliff paused to let agirl walk by. She, too, was bound for the office. Her attractive
face and her red hair brought arecollection to Cliff. He fancied that he had seen the girl before.

"Who wasthe girl?* Cliff questioned Hank, as they were walking toward the circus tent.
"Lucille Lavan," informed the mobster. "The skirt that does the high wire act in the big top.”

Cliff nodded. He had seen Lucill€s picture on the billboards, coming into town. That was why he had
recalled her face. Then histhoughts of the girl dwindled. Cliff's brain pondered on amoreimmediate
subject.

Cliff had reached his god. He was amember of the crooked band traveling with Tex Larch'scircus.
Tonight, he would find opportunity to dip down to the town of Marlborough and send awire to New
York.

For Cliff Mardand sensed that crime was dready brewing. Wise to the ways of crooks, he could tell that
the atmosphere was dready charged with some lawless game. More than that, Cliff could see the menace
of thefuture.

Word to The Shadow! That was Cliff's next step. From the inside of the racket, The Shadow's agent
was prepared to notify his mysterious chief that he had found a hot-bed of crimel!

CHAPTER VI. SPIESOF THE NIGHT
"TAKE alook around the lot, Stuffy."

It was Tex Larch who spoke. Stuffy Dowson nodded. He stepped from the office and closed the door
behind him. Tex Larch was aone with the two personswho had just entered: Captain Guffy and Lucille
Lavan.

"What'sup, Tex?'

Guffy put the question as soon as Stuffy was gone. He knew that Tex wanted privacy to talk some
business. Like Tex, Guffy was blunt and to the point.



"Nothing to worry about, Cap," responded Tex. "Just wanted to talk things over with you. Jonathan
Wilbart wasin here tonight.”

"Jonathan Wilbart!" The exclamation camefrom Lucille Lavan.

"Jonathan Wilbart in person,” declared Tex. "Wanted to buy me out. Like he tried to do before.”
"A stubborn fellow, Wilbart is" commented Cap Guffy. "What did he offer you?'

"Wedidn't get that far, Cap. | told him there was no sale. He walked out.”

"Youdidright, Tex!" putin Lucille. "The nerve of him! After dl the years you've been in the show
business! | would liketo have talked with him!"

"Hewould have liked to talk with you, Lucille" returned Tex, with adight smile. Y ou're one of thetwo
reasonswhy he wants my show."

"Y ou mean he wants me to star with one of his circuses?’
"That'sit, Lucille"
"Never! I'd quit the show business before I'd work for Jonathan Wilbart!"

"Hm-m." Cap Guffy was the one who spoke in response to the girl's outburst. "What do you have against
Wilbart, Lucille?| didn't know you went in for grudges.”

"l don't." Lucille pouted wigtfully. "I know I'm wrong. | wouldn't mind Wilbart if he wasn't trying to buy
Tex out. You know how | fed about it, Cap. Tex is- well, he'sbeen like an uncleto me - and | know
what this show meansto him. It'snot Wilbart | don't like - it's anybody who'd try to take me away from
thisshow.”

"Suppose | should sl out, Lucille?" inquired Tex.
"Y ou wouldnt,”" retorted the girl.
"But suppose | had no dough," persisted Tex. "Suppose I'd haveto fold."

"Youll never fold. Y ou've got too many friendsin the business, Tex. If you redly had to find money -
well, I'd hdp raiseit for you."

"l believe you would, Lucille. I know you would. Well - Wilbart's not buying this outfit. Just the same, it's
not easy to talk him out of trying."

"Why not, Tex?" inquired Cap Guffy.

"I'LL tell youwhy," returned Tex. "Wilbart isaman who goes after businessin abig way. He dedsfair
enough; but he gets what he wants. That'swhy he worries me. He wants this show.

"He says he needs L ucille and Wernoff - wantsthem for star acts. Wantsto put them with his other
shows. That part's on the level. But he dso saysthat he would scrap this outfit if he bought it - he didn't
say 'scrap’; he said 'absorb' - but it amounts to the same thing.”

"He probably would."

"I don't think so0. That'swhere he'strying to bluff me. | think he'd keep on running this show asa



amall-time outfit. He might build it over and trade on the name of Larch.”
"Maybeyoureright, Tex."

"Well, that would be his privilege if he bought the show. So he keegps coming around here - and he picks
every week that looks like a bloomer. What's the answer? He knows I'm losing money, Cap. He's
figuring that I'll haveto sdll. So pretty soon helll get theideathat | don't want to sell to him. Hell think I've
got agrudge againg him."

"Let himthink it, Tex."

"l don't want to, Cap. If Wilbart thinksthat I'm pregjudiced against him, helll try some other stunt. That's
what I'm afraid of .

"Y ou mean hell go after the midway?*

"Right. Those concessions are paying for their privileges. Suppose they hear that they can open with one
of Wilbart's circuses - play better towns and fork over less dough. How long do you think they'd stick
withme?'

"l don't know, Tex."
"A couple of weeks, maybe. That'sall. What if Wilbart offered to buy your Ten-in-One?"
"I wouldn't sl it. I'm like you, Tex. I'm gticking in the show business.”

"Suppose, Cap" - Tex eyed the sdeshow owner steadily - "suppose | offered to buy your Ten-in-One.
Would you sl to me?"

"Not achance, Tex."
"W, suppose you found you had to quit. Would you let me take over the Ten-in-One?”
"I might.”

"That'sdl | want to know. Listen, Cap: you're doing business even if I'm not. These crowds that pass up
the big top seem to like the Ten-in-One. They're bum burgsfor acircus, but they're good spotsfor a
Sdeshow.”

"It looked that way tonight, Tex."

"Wl - suppose | gave Wilbart the ideathat I'd bought out your Ten-in-One. Suppose | told him that
what | waslosing inthe big top, | was making up adong the midway. That might make him think a bit."

"It ought to."

"All right. Give me an option on the Ten-in-One. I'll give you athousand dollars asadeposit. Call ita
tentative sale. Date the papers back a couple of weeks. Well put you down in the pay book as sideshow
manager, on asaary."

"| get theidea, Tex. You'll make Wilbart think that you were bringing in the green before he came around
to make his offer. Then helll watch the business at the Ten-in-One. Figuring that you shoved out dough to
buy it, hell think that youretaking in the gravy al aong.”

"That'sit. What's more, Cap, he won't try to buy you out. The option will scare him off."



"Areyou going to work the same gag with other people on the midway?'

"Not with the concessions, but maybe with therides. | think they'll help me out. They're doing pretty fair
business. If Wilbart thinks I'm buying up the whole outfit, he'sligbleto pull in hishorns. At least, he will
think thereisagood reason when | refuse his offer.”

"All right, Tex." Cap stared stolidly &t the circusowner. "I'll think it over. But remember - I'm kegping my
Ten-in-One. It means as much to me asthe big top doesto you. If al you'retrying to do is cover up the
redl reason why you won't sell out to Wilbart, I'll stick by you."

"Wait aminute, Cap.” Tex'svoice was hard as Guffy stepped toward the door. "Get thisstraight. The
reason | won't sdll isbecause | belong in the show business. That'sal.”

"Did | say anything dse?' quizzed Guffy, from the door.

"No," admitted Tex, "but it didn't sound so good - the way you spoke. Maybe | could ask why you're so
stubborn about hanging on to that sideshow of yours.™

"It's bringing me the dough, ain't it?'
"It ought to, with that chegp bunch of freaks you're carrying.”

Guffy'sfigstightened. Lucille stepped in to prevent an dtercation. Tex had risen in challenging fashion;
the girl motioned the circus owner back to his seet. She turned to the door.

"Run aong, Cap," she said to Guffy. "Put the freaks to bed and see that the rattlers are tied up for the
night. Therésno usein you and Tex acting like acouple of punks.”

"All right, Lucille" Guffy stared hard at Tex as he spoke. "I'll forget it. Guessthere ain't no usein being
touchy. I'm minding my business. | guess Tex can manage his"

"GUFFY'S hard to figure out sometimes,” growled Tex, asthe door closed behind Cap. "If he'sso
independent, why don't he buy up afew shows and go out on his own? He's socked away some dough,
to hear him talk. What does he want to travel dong with mefor, if he could be the big shot of hisown
outfit?'

"Cap likesto bluff, Tex," decided the girl. "He dways acted like he had money, even when you knew he
didn't have adime. Y ou remember when hefirst joined us.”

"Yeah." Tex nodded. "l liked him because he minded his own business and didn't butt into mine. Hewas
the first Sdeshow man that was satisfied to run his own top. Maybe it wastime | cut him loose. | wonder

"What?' questioned Lucille.

"Wdl" - Tex was speculative - "l ain't just satisfied with the way things are going on the lot. Cap Guffy
may be getting too important.”

"Y ou've been leaving the show too often, Tex."

"Suffy's here, an't he?!

"Yes; but heisn't important enough.”

"Hewould be, if Cap Guffy wasn't around. That's the trouble with promoting afelow like Stuffy. The



gang don't recognize him like they should.”
"Why not hireanew generd agent?"

"Maybe that would do." Tex nodded, then shook his head. "I guessI'll haveto let things dide dong,
Lucille. The season's pretty well through. I'll make out until we close. Cap will get over hishuff -"

Tex paused suddenly as he heard adight scruffing sound outside the office car. He shot alook at Lucille;
then sprang to the door. He called to apair of roughnecks who were passing.

"See who's sneaking around here," ordered Tex. "Movelively, you felows."
"O.K., boss"

The roughnecks - hard-faced fellows - sprang into the darkness beside the trailer. Tex stepped back into
the office to find Lucille standing beside the little window between the front desks.

"Any onethere?’ quizzed Tex.

"I don't think s0," replied Lucille. "The glassisout of thiswindow, though. Somebody could have been
ligening to our talk."

"Sounded like a snooper coming up,” declared Tex. "We would have heard him climbing out of the truck
if hed been there at the window. No - | don't think anybody was listening in. Come on. Well seewho
the roughnecks scared up.”

THE two men whom Tex had despatched for a search had reached the front of the truck while the circus
owner wastaking to Lucille. There, in the darkness, they had encountered a human form. One brawny,
bare-armed ruffian was clutching a crouching figure while the other turned aflashlight on the pair.

"Say!" The exclamation came from the roughneck who had made the capture. "1t's Jubo the Geek!
Wheat're you doin' here, Jubo?"

Jubo was showing histeeth in afierce grin. His eyes glared downward toward the arm of his captor. The
geek gave agrunt as he saw ared circle tattooed above the roughneck's wrist.

Wriggling his own hands free, Jubo pulled up the Ieft deeve of hisblack jersey. His captors exchanged
stifled utterances as they saw the same symbol on the geek's forearm. Jubo was obvioudy amember of
their band.

"Scram," growled the man with thelight.

Jubo nodded. Asthe other roughneck released him, the geek dunk off into the darkness. The two
roughnecks turned and walked back toward thetrailer. A flashlight blinked in front of them. It was Tex,
coming from the office.

"Who wasit?' growled the circus owner.

"Wedidn't find nobody," growled the roughneck with the light. "Guess maybe it was just some guy cuttin'
through by the office."

"All right," nodded Tex.

The three men moved away.



Gloom persisted beside the truck. Then, from the darkness of the vehicle came a swishing shape. A
spectrd figure reached the ground and stood silently againgt the darkened side of the officetrailer.

Staring toward the glow of the midway, sharp eyes saw astawart figure moving past the steps of the
office. It was Cliff Mardand, heading for town to send his report to The Shadow.

A soft, snister whisper sounded beside the trailer. From his vantage point in the rear of the truck, this
invisble watcher had heard the conversation in the office. He had seen Jubo the Geek prowling by the
truck; he had witnessed the encounter between the mobsters who passed as roughnecks and the dinking
wild man whom they had captured and let go.

Weirdly, a spectrd shape moved forth into the darkness. Again, awhispered laugh was confined to a
smal area. That laugh was atoken which none but its author heard. Y et it symbolized strange
understanding.

The Shadow had not waited to hear from Cliff Mardand. He had followed his agent to the town of
Marlborough. Like a phantom of the night, he had come to the circus grounds to begin a secret
investigation of hisown.

The Shadow had listened. The Shadow had watched. Already he had formed conclusionsto carry him
dongthetral of crimel

CHAPTER VII. THE GAME BEGINS

BRIGHT lights glittered along the midway. A new night had come. Businesswas good for the Larch
Circus and Greater Shows. The outfit had struck a"red one' - atown where customers had cash that
they werewilling to spend.

Marlborough had been a"bloomer” for Tex Larch. He had welcomed the move to the next town on his
route. The tents were pitched on the outskirts of Burnsville, asmall but thriving city.

Thanksto a"fixer," the concessonswere running &t full blast. Percentage whedlswere clicking profits for
their operators. Crowds were jamming the rider carousel, Ferriswheel and whip. The circus had done
good business on its opening and Cap Guffy was jamming them in at the Ten-in-One. The smaller shows
- like Jubo the Geek's - were also getting their share.

A tall, hawk-faced man was strolling dong with the crowd that was coming from the circustent. He had
seen the show inthe big top. Like others, he seemed to belooking for new amusement. His keen gaze
took in every attraction aong the midway.

The stranger paused to light acigarette. He was jostled by passersin the crowd, so he stepped aside and
stopped by aticket window where a seller was counting up receipts. Histall form cast a curious shadow
along the grounds. It was a splotch of blackness that ended in a sharp, well defined profile.

This stranger was The Shadow. Tonight, he had temporarily abandoned his garb of black. He had
become a patron of the circus grounds; already, he had found events of interest. The spot where he had
stopped waswell chosen.

Two men were standing near the ticket window. They were not circusfolk; nor were they part of the
pleasure-seeking crowd that thronged the midway. Like The Shadow, these stern-faced individual s were
here with a purpose. Moreover, they had managed to render themselves inconspicuous.

A dart game was operating in aconcession booth close to the ticket window. The Shadow stepped in



that direction to watch the customers throw feathered pointers at tags that were supposed to bear lucky
numbers.

A SHILL was having great luck. Hiswell-aimed dart landed on a card that hung from the board behind
the counter. The operator pulled out the dart and turned the card to show the number 21. Hetook a
huge kewpie doll from his display and handed it to the shill. A sucker stepped up to aim darts at the tag
which the concessionaire had replaced upon the board.

"Hello, Casey. Got any big bills?'

The question came in awoman's voice. The Shadow |et his keen eyesturn toward the ticket booth.
Madame Solva had come over from the Ten-in-One. She was holding alarge stack of one-dollar bills.

"Surething," responded the ticket taker. "How many ones have you got there, Madame?”'
"A hundred and fifty. Give me some tens and twenties.”
"All right.”

Casey took the ones and shoved out the required bills. Madame Solva started for the other side of the
midway.

The Shadow saw one watching man nudge the other. A nod; one fellow kept his eye on Madame Solva
while the other stepped up to the ticket window. Casey was counting over the bills that the woman had
givenhim.

"Say, Bud," remarked the man who had approached, "give me change for afive spot, will you?'

Casey nodded and counted off five from the bundle of ones. The man passed in afive-dollar bill; then
returned to join his companion. Out of Casey'ssght - they were at the closed side of the booth - they
turned their backs and examined the bills between them.

The Shadow saw the bills go in one man's pocket. He noticed grim, knowing nods. Then the two
sauntered out toward the midway, idling in the direction that Madame Solva had taken.

An argument was starting at the counter of the dart game. The sucker had landed a pointer in the lucky
card. The operator had turned the tag to show itsface.

"Number twenty-seven,” he was saying. "Well, friend, that winsyou atin whistle."

"Twenty-seven?' The angry customer growled. "Say - when the last guy stabbed that card, it was
twenty-one."

"Y ou must be mistaken,” informed the operator. "L ook at the card yourself. Number twenty-seven.”

The sucker held the card in stupefaction. The Shadow smiled as he stepped toward the midway. He had
seen what the sucker had not noticed.

When the shill had landed the card, the operator had displayed it as 21 by holding his thumb over the bar
of a7. Thusthe sucker, after aming afew dozen darts for what he thought was a sure win, now found
himsdf holding atag that actualy bore the number 27. He was grunting in disgust asthe operator handed
him atwo-cent whistle instead of adollar doll.

The Shadow, meanwhile, was nearing the center of the midway. He saw the destination that the
stern-faced men had chosen. They were picking their courseto alittle tent off in back of the



Ten-in-One.

While the pair stopped in front of the closed flaps, The Shadow circled around another tent. He wound
up in back of the tent that the two men were watching. He found a hole in the canvas and peered
through.

THE SOLVAS were donein the tent. The professor had opened the drawer of awardrobe trunk. He
was taking the money that hiswife had brought. He put the large billsin one partition of the drawer; from
another section, he brought out astack of ones.

"Here'stwo hundred more," he said, in alow tone. "Take them out and peddle them around the
concessions. Don't pass more than fifty at any onejoint -"

The professor broke off suddenly. Hisjaw dropped. Hiswife turned to find him staring at the front of the
tent. The flaps had opened. The two stern-faced men had entered. One was holding alevelled gun while
he displayed a badge.

"Got you, eh?' growled the intruder. "Wl - come dong. Grab that queer, Dunham. Takethe whole
drawer-full."

The second man nodded. He shoved The Solvas aside and pulled out stacks of one-dollar bills. The
mind readers began asudden protest. The man with the gun stopped them.

"No talk from you two," he ordered. ™Y ou're coming with us. Quietly, too. Y ou and your phony mazuma.
Ready, Dunham?"

"All ready, Sade."

"Our car's off past thistent,” informed the man with the gun as he eyed The Solvas coldly. "Dunham will
lead the way. Y oull follow. Come on. Werre moving.”

The Shadow watched The Solvas make their forced departure. A soft laugh came from histhin lips after
the mind readers and their captors were gone. The Shadow had spotted the stern-faced men as
secret-service agents. He had guessed their purpose here; he had witnessed the culmination of their
efforts.

Looking for passers of counterfeit money, the federal men had found The Solvas. Quietly and efficiently,
they had captured the mind readers and were taking them from the circus|ot.

THE barker at Jubo's tent was shouting out his spiel as The Shadow again appeared upon the midway.
Stll in the character of avigtor to the circus grounds, The Shadow waked up and bought aticket. He
entered the tent and studied the freak in the pit.

The hidden squawker was giving raucous roars from its hiding place benesth the canvas. Jubo was
grinning from his pit while he dutched vicioudy a squirming snekes.

The Shadow watched the antics of the geek. He studied the brownstained face. A smile appeared upon
the thin lips of The Shadow's masklike countenance.

Leaving the geek show, The Shadow gtrolled toward the bannered front of the Ten-in-One. Captain
Guffy had just finished hislast baly. The crowd was entering for the final show. The Shadow bought a
ticket and followed.

Inconspicuous in the crowd, The Shadow listened to Cap's lecture on the various freaks. He eyed Cleed,



the languid cigarette fiend. He studied L uke, the tattooed man. He noticed Cap Guffy's glower when the
lecturer stopped at the curtained platform where The Solvas should have been.

Abruptly, Cap passed on to the snake pit occupied by Princess Marxia. He continued hislecture; but all
the while, he kept watching for the return of The Solvas. When he reached the last exhibit, he spoketo
an atendant who was standing there. The man nodded and |eft the Sideshow. The Shadow knew that
Cap had sent him to locate The Solvas.

The attendant returned as Cap finished hislecture. Guffy caught a shake of the fellow's head. He
promptly announced that the show was finished. The crowd headed for the exit.

The Shadow, however, remained. He watched while Cap Guffy approached Princess Marxiaand
pointed to the platform where The Solvas should have appeared. The snake charmer shrugged her
shoulders. Luke, the tattooed man, came from his platform to join the discussion.

The Shadow drew closer. He could hear Cap Guffy's growl. The owner of the Ten-in-Onewas angry.
Marxiaand Luke were nodding in agreement as he spoke.

"I thought they were ready to blow," asserted Cap, "Wdl - that'sthe end of 'em. Nobody ever jumpsa
show of mine and gets back oniit.”

Cap turned about. He stopped, face to face with The Shadow. He eyed the countenance before him. He
sared a the firm, masklike visage of the waiting stranger. He caught the steady burn of eyesthat peered
from ether Sde of an aquiline nose.

"Wel?' queried Cap. "Y ou here to see me?"

"Yes," replied The Shadow, quietly. Y ou are Captain Guffy, aren't you?"

"Y egh. What about it?"

"My nameisZoda. | came hereto see about joining your outfit."

"Y eah? What's your act?'

"Mind reading.”

"Huh?" Cap seemed surprised. "Say - you'rejust the guy | want to talk to. Where's your partner?”
"l work single

"Single? How do you get away with that?"

"I have my own methods. | require no partner.”

CAP dared. Thiswas anew one on him. He was used to double acts on the mind reading platform. He
was impressed, however, by Zoda's confident gaze. Cap nodded.

"You'rein," he announced. "Y ou can usethetent The Solvaslivedin. I'll shove their suff in one of the
trunks. Got your trunk with you?"'

"No. | antraveling light. | have acar outsde the lot, with some suitcases."

"I'll send apunk to get the kiesters. What about books? Y ou'll need ‘'em won't you?'



"Yes. Do you have any?'

"Over here" - Cap led the way to the curtained platform and opened abox at the rear edge. "Here's
some horaoscope books The Solvas were using. | bought the books mysdlf, dong with alot of dum. The
Solvas were paying me while they used 'em. Y ou can have what's | eft.

"Youll work on sdary. Twenty aweek and cakes. | was paying The Solvas thirty; but there was two of
them. What you get from the booksisyours. How doesthat suit you?'

"Satisfactory.”

"All right, Zoda. Any time you want to scoff, go down to the cook tent and charge it up to me. The grub's
good. Weall scoff there. That's where I'm going now. Want to come along?”’

"No, thanks. | had dinner in the town. Show methetent and I'll move my stuff in."

Cap led the way to the tent that The Solvas had occupied. He shouted for a couple of roughnecks. A thin
smile appeared upon Zodas lips as Cliff Mardand appeared with another man. Cap Guffy pointed the
trunk that stood in the tent. It was closed; adetail to which the secret-service men had attended before
leaving with their prisoners.

"Shove this on one of the trucks," ordered Cap. " Send some punk in here. | want him to bring some
kietersfromacar.”

TEN minutes |later, Zoda, the mind reader, stood alonein the tent. His suitcases were lying in acorner.
Hiseyesturned in that direction. Hislipsformed athin samile. His hand turned out the light that hung
fastened to the tent pole.

Then camethe click of an opening bag. After that, the swish of cloth. Two minutes|ater, aghosily figure
emerged from the tent and moved in spectra fashion away from the closing midway.

The gliding form reached a parked coupe. It entered. The motor buzzed. The couperolled away. Asit
struck the road leading into Burnsville, a soft laugh came from the darkness of the car.

Zoda had become The Shadow. Unseen, unnoticed, he was leaving the circus ot upon a secret errand.
CHAPTER VIII.AT THEHOTEL

A TOWN clock was chiming midnight when The Shadow's coupe rolled to astop on aside street in the
town of Burnsville. Few people were gbroad. All the night owls of this nine-o'clock town had goneto the
circus and had returned directly to their homes following the closing of the midway.

The only buildingsthat till showed lightswere asmdl lunch room and a decrepit hotel which borea
battered sign proclaiming it asthe "Depot House." Railroad tracks, haf ablock away, showed the reason
for the hotdl's name.

Shrouded in the darkness of a side street, The Shadow moved adongside the old hotel Looking upward,
he spied apair of lighted windows on the third floor. A long arm swished upward and caught the
swinging bottom of afire escape. The Shadow began asilent ascent.

Reaching the third floor, theinvisible prowler entered by afire exit and moved softly dong adim
corridor. He passed two doors; then stopped at athird. Cautioudy, he applied akeylike instrument to
the lock. The door opened with adight click.



A tiny flashlight beamed. It showed that the room was empty. The Shadow edged toward adoor in the
corner. Again, hiskey did itswork. The door opened by inches. The Shadow spied the blocking back of
ahuge wardrobe that was set caticornered in alighted room.

People were talking as The Shadow dipped into the hiding place that so neetly suited his convenience.
He closed the door under cover of the wardrobe. He moved to the edge of the big object and found a
wide space between the wardrobe and the wall. From this vantage point, he commanded agood view of
the room.

There were four occupants. Two were Dunham and Slade, the secret-service operatives. The others
were The Solvas. The mind readers were sitting sullenly in chairswhile they faced their inquisitors. Sade
was growling.

"Sothat'sal you've got to say, eh?' he demanded. "Well - welll see. Y ou'll have achancetotell your
story again. We've got afriend coming. Hed liketo hear it, too."

Brief minutes passed. Then came a cautious knock at the door. Dunham opened it to admit a stocky,
heavy-set visitor. This was the man whom the operatives had expected. His stern features; his square jaw
and cold, stedy eyes marked him as a personage of keenness and ability.

THE SHADOW knew theidentity of the arrival. This man was Vic Marquette, one of the most capable
operativesin the secret service. His path had crossed The Shadow's in the past. The Shadow had
expected Vic to appear tonight. He knew that operatives such as Dunham and Slade would be waiting
for achief.

"Hello, Vic," greeted Sade. "Here'sapair we pinched up at the circus. Grabbed them in atent, dong
with adrawerful of queer. Want to hear their story?”

"Yes" regponded Vic, in asteady tone. "Let's haveit.”

He eyed The Solvas as they spoke. The woman began to squawk adenia. Her husband growled for her
to be slent. He faced Marquette and spoke in asullen tone.

"Y ou got uswith the goods, al right,” admitted the man who styled himself Professor Solva. "But we
don't know where the stuff come from. We got horsed into the racket, that's all. It came out of aclear
sky and it looked too soft to pass up.”

"Go ahead."

"We was working in the Ten-in-One show. Had a platform there, long with abox-load of books. The
Madame, here, went to get some books one night and found a note, along with aone-dallar bill. She
showed me the note and the one spot. | tore up the note."

"What did it say?"

"It told me the dollar bill was phony. It said that for every ten bucks of real mazumal could get fifty of the
queer. Told meto put the good money in the book box and leave it there after the show. Said that I'd
find the other suff initsplace.”

"Soyoutriedit, eh?’

"Sure. We loaded up with the counterfeit stuff. Took the phony ones and kept them in our tent. Every
night, my wifewould go around the grounds and hand out one-spots for bigger bills. We was building up
big when these guys grabbed us."



"What's your name?"'
"Harry Gruck. | cal mysdelf Professor Solva. Thisis my wife, Mamie. She's Madame Solva.”

"Listen to me, Solva. | want to know who gave you the queer money. It will be easier for you if you tell
methewhole sory."

"Wight | could.” Solvaspokein earnest. "'l ain't got no love for the guy that horsed me into this mess. But
| don't know who heis. Honest, | don't. Wefdl for the gag - my wifeand | - but we played it Sraight
because it looked good."

"All right." Vic Marquette was standing with hands in pockets. " Take them away, Slade. | want to talk
with you and Dunham.”

Handcuffs clicked as the lesser operatives gpplied them to the wrists of the prisoners. Vic Marquette
aoneremained in The Shadow's view as Siade and Dunham led The Solvasinto an adjoining room. Then
camethethud of aclosing door. Slade and Dunham returned.

"A FINE pair, you two," spoke Vic Marquette to the other operatives. "One more big mistake to your
credit. | thought | told you to lay off making agrab until you heard from me."

"What could we do, Vic?' protested Slade. "Y ou didn't show up here last night like we expected. We
went out to thelot just to ook around. We happened to see the dame shoving the queer and -"

"So you grabbed her and the man,” interposed Vic. "Why didn't you leave them alone? They would have
kept until tomorrow. Listen, boys. Thefirg pinch wasdl right. Y ou took in aconcessionaire four weeks
ago. Y ou had the goods on him. He told astory that sounded on the level.”

"The same one as these people,” growled Slade.

"Yes," responded Vic. "So you went back two weeks later and picked afellow out of the cook tent. He
gave you the sameline, didn't he?"

"Yau

"Wadll, that was when | told you your mistake had been proven. But you were till itching to make another
grab. Youve doneit. Thistime you've landed two more smal fry."

"They were shoving the quesr, Vic."

"Of course they were, you smpleton. But they aren't in the know. They're like the others that you
grabbed - nothing but blinds. All thewhile I'm trying to spot the redl people in the game you're making it
harder for me"

Vic paused to pace back and forth across the room. He waved hisfellow agentsto the chairsthat The
Solvas had vacated. Then, in acold, steady tone, he began to lay down his orders.

"Theresaring behind it, men," voiced Vic. "They are operating with the Larch Circus. They have flooded
every town with plenty of the queer. It goes out through ticket windows. It shows up in salaries. It passes
over concession counters. It filtersin through purchases of supplies.

"There are dozensin the racket and they know we're after them. So to cover up, they pick dupes. Like
the concessionaire you grabbed. Like the fellow at the cook tent. Like these people - The Solvas.

"The crooksfigure out just what operatives like you would do. They knew that you would cometo the



circuslot and look for somebody who was passing the queer. Y ou did; you grabbed the ignorant dupes.

"Suppose you had pinched fellows at the ticket windows? Suppose you had questioned otherslike the
concessionaires? They would dl have given you the same story. They would have said that peoplelike
The Solvas had come to them to give changefor large bills.

"Don't you see the game? Take that fellow at the ticket window tonight. Y ou saw him get the queer from
The Solvas. Y ou figured that he was dll right. Maybe heis. On the contrary, maybe he belongsto the
organization.

"If he does, hel's getting plenty of the queer and passing it out from his booth. But if you grabbed him -
right or wrong - held give you the one story. He would protest hisinnocence and back up his statement
by pointing out that you saw The Solvas work their game on him.”

Silencefollowed Vic's denunciation. Siade shifted uneasily and grumbled. Dunham echoed his
companion's utterance. It was Slade who spoke.

"I KNOW you'reright, Vic," he admitted. "Come to think about it, there's o much queer around these
towns we've been to that we can't lay it al on the suckersthat we grabbed. But what are we going to
do? Pull in thewhole circus?'

"No!" Vic was emphatic "Were going to the heart of the thing. Let metdl you something. Thisgangis
organized. It'sloaded with thugs. They're ready for business. It'slike amob, with aleader passing word
around the crew.

"But in back of it" - Vic paused to wag aknowing forefinger - "isahidden big shot. He seesthat the
queer gartsitsrounds. He collectsthe real cash that the mob turnsin. It'sal done between the
mobleader, who is one of the circle, and the big shot, who keeps aoof."

"l get you, Vic," acknowledged Sade. "Who do you think isthe big shot?'

"I don't know," admitted Marquette. "What I'm trying to find is the mobleader. It'slike an endless chain,
that ring of crooks. If | can redlly spot the one man who sends orders around the circle, | can concentrate
on him. By watching the mobleader aone, I'll find the big shot when the two make contact.”

"Greet Suff, Vic."
"It was great, Sade, before you two fellows made this bull tonight. 1 don't know what will happen now."
"Why not? The game will go on, won't it? It kept on after we grabbed thefirst fellow - and the second -"

"I'm afraid this grab is one too many. The ring quit shoving the queer after you took in the fellow from the
cook tent. That is, they quit for afew days. | think they'll quit again thistrip. If they do, I'll haveto wait a
while"

"What'll we do, then?"

"Sit tight. Follow the show wherever it travels. Don't make amove until you hear from me. If thering
keeps on working, I'll know it before you do."

The other operatives nodded sheepishly from their chairs. Vic Marquette paced toward the door and
stood with his hand on the knob.

"Hold The Solvas," he ordered. "Make them write aletter to Captain Guffy, who runs the sideshow. See



that the letter is posted from New Y ork.

"Have The Solvastel| Guffy that they jumped because they had a better offer. Tell them to send money
along so that their luggage can be shipped to New Y ork. Use an address where Guffy can send the
baggage checks. Generd delivery in some small town between here and New Y ork would be the best
bet.”

"All right, Vic," responded Sade. "WElIl do it right. Nobody on the circuslot will know that The Solvas
were grabbed.”

"They may not know it," retorted Vic, "but they will suspect it. Just the same, it's the best that we can do
to make up for your mistake. Remember: St tight until you hear from me."

With that, Vic Marquette opened the door and stalked from the room. The closing barrier was the final
mark of his departure.

But Vic was not the only one who chose a convenient porta through which to leave the room where
Sade and Dunham remained.

Silently, The Shadow had opened the door behind him. Like a gliding specter, he passed through the
unoccupied room and made hisway to the fire escape. He descended by the fire tower and formed a
blackened shape beside the parked coupe.

A laugh came from that same car as The Shadow rode in the direction of the circus grounds. The master
deuth wasreturning to resume hisrole of Zoda, the new mind reader. Like Vic Marquette, The Shadow
was planning to uncover the big shot behind the game of crime.

CHAPTER IX. WORD TO THE SHADOW

ANOTHER prosperous evening had ended on the circus lot. The remnants of the crowd were strolling
from the midway. The front of the Ten-in-One was closed. Freaks and performers had |eft their platform,
with the exception of the new mind reader. He was arranging his books while Cap Guffy was closing up.

Theflaps a the entrance were pushed aside. Guffy, about to bark a chalenge a the intruders, stopped as
he saw Tex Larch coming in. With the proprietor of the circuswas L ucille Lavan. Following themwasa
thick-faced man: Eric Wernoff, the Anima King.

"Hello, Cap," greeted Lucille. "We just came up from the office. | wanted to see this new mind reader
that everybody istalking about.”

"He'sfinished hisact,” informed Cap, gruffly. "There heis, though, over on the platform. Come on over if
you want to meet him."

Cap took the visitorsto the platform. Zoda gave a profound bow as he was introduced to Lucille Lavan.
The girl stated the purpose of her visit.

"Weve heard alot about your act,” she said. "They say that you work it single. How in the world - well,
how do you manage it without someone in the crowd to have people ask them questions?”

"| let personswrite their questions,” came Zoda's steady response. "For ingtance” - he reached to atable
on the platform and stepped down to therail - "take this pad and pencil. Write any question that you
wish. Then tear off the paper.”

"And giveit to you?"



"No. Keep the paper in your own hand. That'sright. Look at the words that you have written. Raise your
hand toward your eyes."

Thegirl followed the directions, keegping the writing toward hersdf. Zoda shook his head. Hislipsformed
athingmile

"A bit higher." He reached forward and grasped the girl'sright wrist lightly. "On aleve with your eyes so
that you can read and concentrate. That'sright.”

A mirror glimmered from the palm of Zodas|eft hand. The mind reader was the only one who saw it; for
the back of hishand was toward the others. His keen eyes saw the reflection of the wordsthat Lucille
had written. They werein reverse; yet Zodaread them with a glimpse. He stepped back to the platform.

"Fold the paper,” he ordered. "Pressit lightly against your forehead - thus."

Lucille nodded and copied Zoda's action. While she held the paper dip, Zoda stared steadily toward her
eyes, then spoke in asolemn tone.

"Y our question,” he stated, "isasimple one. Y ou wish to know if the future holds luck for you. | can
answer it. Your fortuneis dready made. Others know what you have not yet learned. That isal.”

"Wonderful!" exclamed Lucille. "Thisdip of paper was never out of my hand! What do you think of it
Tex - and you, Eric?'

"Very goot,” responded Eric Wernoff. "I haff seen nothing so clever beforethistime. Very goot.”

IT was plain that the animal trainer had not detected Zoda's smooth trickery. The action of touching
Lucilléswrigt had been well accomplished, inamost natura fashion.

Tex Larch was baffled dso; but it was plain that he was thinking of something that Zoda had said. His
westherbeaten face was stern as his shrewd eyes studied the masklike visage of the mind reader.

"Let'sgo back to the office, Lucille,” suggested Tex, gruffly. "I've got some businessthere. Come aong.
Well seeyou later, Cap."

"I'll walk dong with you," responded Guffy. "I'm going down to scoff. I'll keep on to the cook tent."
He started to follow the others; then paused and waved them ahead. He turned back to speak to Zoda

"Those boxes of yoursarein town," he told the mind reader. "They cameinto the Sation tonight. I'll send
down for them in the morning. What're you going to do? Rig up this platform different?"

"Yes. | intend to place pillars by therail; with steps leading down to them. My act will be different then. |
shdll be closer to the spectators.”

"That sounds like agood flash. Y our act isaknock-out, Zoda; it was a break for me when The Solvas
jumped the show."

"Have you heard from them?"

"Y eah. They wrote in saying they were going to join up with another outfit. Said I'd hear from them later,
50| could ship thelr stuff.”

"Mr. Larch has|eft,” reminded Zoda, in his even-toned voice. "Weren't you going with him, Cap?'



"No," responded Guffy. "I was going adong down the midway; that'sdl. | changed my mind, though. I'm
not talking much with Tex Larch right now. He'sagood scout - atrooper like mysdf - but he'sgot his
business and I've got mine. Going to scoff with me down at the cook tent, Zoda?'

"Sorry," replied the mind reader. "1 am very seldom hungry after the show. | shal seeyou later,
Captain."

Guffy |eft the tent by himsdlf. Zodaremained on the platform for ashort while; then followed and made
hisway toward the tent that had formerly been the living quarters of The Solvas.

WHILE The Shadow - as Zoda - had been demonstrating his act to Lucille Lavan, other events had
been moving on the circus|ot. Cliff Mardand, down by the circustent, had run into Hank, the first man
who had shown him ared circle.

"Seethat tent?' Hank pointed out an isolated spot where afaint glow showed through brownish canvas.
"We're covering it. Sneak over to the side of that first truck. Don't go any closer to the tent - and see that
nobody else does.”

"Right," agreed CIiff.

Reaching the truck, The Shadow's agent posted himsdlf as amember of the guarding group. He knew
that others who carried thered circle must bein the vicinity. Most of the lights had been turned off along
the midway; pitch blackness reigned in this portion of the lot, except for the dull light from the secluded
tent.

Until tonight, Cliff'sonly inkling of crime had been the presence of the mobsters who formed part of the
circus crew. He knew that some of the Malligan-Zinn gang were established asticket sellersand
concessionaires. Cliff knew nothing about the counterfeiting end of the game, for the roughnecks were
not used as passers of the queer currency.

Cliff had decided that Croaker Zinn was with the outfit. Y et Cliff had not seen the mobleader. The only
two persons who might have contact with Croaker were Luke and Princess Marxia, for they had steered
Cliff into thered circle. Mobsters - al pretended roughnecks - were covering the lighted tent. To Cliff,
that meant that a meeting must be under way. Hank's order not to approach too close to the tent was
indication that even the mobsmen were to remain in ignorance of the persons at the meeting. Cliff knew
that the mobsmen would obey the order to keep their distance.

That was the very reason why Cliff decided to approach. He was one of a cordon stretched around the
tent. The darknesswasthick. It offered opportunity. Easing away from the truck, Cliff dropped to his
hands and knees and groped hisway toward the dull light.

He reached the tent without encountering any obstacles. Crawling with hand againgt the canvas, Cliff
found the flap as he listened to the mumble of voices from within the tent. Lying flat on the ground, Cliff
raised atiny peephole and peered into the lighted interior.

Facing him was Luke, the tattooed man. At Luke's side was the woman called Princess Marxia Cliff was
not surprised to see them here. But the sight of athird figure brought a silent gasp to hislips. Seated
cross-legged on the ground was Cleed, the Cigarette Fiend!

The man began to spesk as Cliff watched. The harsh tone of hisvoice - it was giving the first words that
Cliff had ever heard Cleed utter - was enough to revea the man'sidentity. Cleed, the pretended dope,
was Croaker Zinn!



CLIFF suddenly redlized why his acceptance into the band had been aprompt one. Cleed's platform
was next to Luke's. Thus Croaker Zinn, disguised by his pasty face, had |ooked Cliff over and passed
theword of approva to Luke.

"The Feds are watching dl right,” came Croaker's growl. "They grabbed The Solvaslike they did the
other sapsthat we used for blinds. That makesthe third grab.”

"The Solvas can't tell 'em nothing,” put in Luke. "I don't see how it hurts us. Leave anote for another
sucker, with one of those phony dollar bills. How about one of the guys on the Ferriswhed 7"

"Weve got to quit shoving the queer,” decided Croaker. "The Feds ain't dumb, like dicks. Getting the
same gory from three people will show them that theré's something bigger than they thought.

"We'relaying off on the queer until | talk it over with the big shot. The vacation won't hurt anybody. Well
watawhile That'sdl."

"But you've got to keep on feeding dough to your gorillas," protested L uke. " Sending real mazuma
around the circleain't going to please the big shot while he's got nothing coming in. | know he'sleaving
you handle the mob so he don't have to look like he'swith it; but he didn't pin any medd on you the last
time you quit shoving the queer.”

"No?' questioned Croaker. "Well, guess again, Luke. I'm handling things with the big shot. I'm closeto
him. We figured thiswould be coming. We've got something € se beside the queer. Listen - these gorillas
that are working as roughnecks ain't just ornaments. It's going to be their turn while were laying off the
queer.”

"Y ou know the password - both of you. The one told you to keep until you needed it. Well, I'll tell you
when to gart it. When it goes round the circle, ther€lll be five gorillas who will know what to do. Neither
of you know the game that I've been holding up my deeve. It'sjust aswell you didn't.

"We don't have to shove the queer. Thisnew gag will do the business. Y ou'll get my tip in a couple of
nights, Luke. Passit to Marxia; then both of you shoot the word along. Well pull in as much dough as
we've been getting with the queer.”

Croaker arose. He reached for the light. Cliff Mardand wriggled away from the tent as L uke began to
ask some question. Cliff was almost back to the truck when the light went out. He gained his objective
and waited there.

A sound cameto Cliff's ears. The Shadow's agent fancied that he heard someone moving near the truck.
Wasit aspy, sent around the cordon, to make sure that al the watchers had remained at their posts? As
Cliff listened, the cregping ceased. Then came aflashlight, blinking toward the truck.

"Areyou there?'

It was Hank's voice. Cliff grunted an affirmative response and received a growled order to move aong.
Hank went on hisway. Cliff redized that Hank had been watching the light in the tent. He had dlowed
time for the occupants to move out; then he had come to disperse the watchers.

LUKE and Marxia, with Cleed - otherwise Croaker - were waiting somewhere in the darkness. With the
cordon gone, they would snesk back toward the Ten-in-One, unseen by friends aswell as enemies. Cliff
sauntered off through the darkness, obeying Hank's injunction.

Heading toward atent that he occupied with other roughnecks, Cliff stopped suddenly. He was sure that
he heard footsteps following his own. He moved aong and stopped again; once more, he sensed an



echo.

When he reached the tent, Cliff turned on alight and looked around. None of the other roughnecks were
here. Empty cots, suitcases and boxes were dl that Cliff saw. After a suspicious glance toward the flap
that he had closed behind him, Cliff pulled a sheet of paper from his pocket. Producing afountain pen, he
wrote acoded message and sealed it in an envel ope which he pressed upon the top of a box.

The envelope lay before him as Cliff was putting the pen back in his pocket. A faint rustle showed at the
tent flap. Forgetting the envelope, Cliff pounced to the front and thrust his body through the canvas. He
seized amoving form and grappled with it.

Catching his antagonist off balance, Cliff whirled the fellow around and sent him sprawling into the tent.
Pouncing in, Cliff crouched above the man whom he had captured. He found himsdlf staring into the
brownish face of Jubo the Geek!

As Cliff stood ready to resume the attack, the grinning wild man plucked at the deeve of hisjersey. As
the garment crept up, Cliff saw ared mark on Jubo'sarm. It wasthe circle that showed its owner to be
one of Croaker's band.

Cliff pulled up his own deeve, Jubo saw the tattoo mark. Rising, the geek grinned again as he moved in
crouching fashion toward the tent flap. Cliff alowed him to go unmolested. He heard Jubo dink off
through the darkness.

Cliff was perturbed. Why had Jubo followed him here? Until this encounter, Cliff had not suspected that
Jubo belonged to the crime crew. Cliff'sworry began to increase. It was possible that Jubo had been
working as arover, going the rounds to watch the cordon.

Againg thiswasthe fact that Hank had made no provision for such aprowler. Jubo in circling the
conference tent, would naturally have been chalenged by every one on watch. Then it occurred to Cliff
that Jubo might have been another watcher. The geek could have heard Cliff crawling by the truck and
followed him to make sure that he was amember of the band.

Cliff amiled. Hefdt that hisred circle had squared him with Jubo, just as the geek’s tattoo mark had
madeit right with Cliff. That point settled, The Shadow's agent remembered hisimportant envelope. He
swung toward the box; then stopped short.

A hand had raised the side of the tent by the box. An arm was coming inward from solid blackness.
Gloved fingers were resting on the envelope. As Cliff watched, the hand moved away, carrying the
envelopewithit.

The Shadow! Cliff's chief had come to gain the report prepared for him. He had been waiting to get this
message before Cliff |eft to mail it to New Y ork.

A smile of confidence crept over Cliff's features as the side of the tent dropped to cover the departing
hand. With The Shadow close a hand, Cliff felt ready for any emergency that might arise.

Five minutes later, a swishing sound occurred in asmdl tent. Then camethe clicking of theclaspona
suitcase. A hand pressed the light switch. Zoda, the mind reader, was reveded by the glare. Hishands
opened an envelope and read an inked message. The writing faded. Zoda tore up the blank sheet.

The Shadow had received Cliff Mardand's message. He had learned that Cleed and Croaker Zinn were
one. He had gained areport of the conferencein the tent. Cloak, hat and gloves were packed away. As
Zoda, The Shadow was prepared for coming crime.



CHAPTER X. MOBSMEN MOVE

IT wasthelast night in Burnsville. Busnesswas good in the Ten-in-One. Zodawas working with his
newly arranged platform. He was the big attraction in the sideshow. Wearing aturban above hisfull dress
suit, the mind reader was holding the crowd with hismarvels.

"Whisper aquestion to any of your friends," hetold the throng. "L et them be ready to confirm the thought
that isinyour mind. That isal | ask, as| stand here upon my small platform. Proceed -"

Zodaindicated alady in the audience. The woman spoke in the ear of aman beside her. A suave smile
appeared upon Zodas lips, as his eyes met the woman's gaze.

"That gentleman is your husband, madame," announced the mind reader. ™Y ou mentioned the name of
your child and wondered if | could catch the thought. The childisagirl. Her nameisMyrtle”

A buzz passed among the spectators as the woman's gasp showed that Zoda's answer had been correct.
The mind reader turned to a man who was standing by himsdif.

"Choose someone,” ordered Zoda. "Tell that person your name - the date of your birth - any bit of
information that you careto give. | shal divine the thought.”

Thus speaking, Zodaturned to pick up acrysta bl from its pedesta. Staring into the clear sphere, he
announced:

"Y ou are thinking of your birthday, sir. September the twelfth, 1897. Y ou are also concentrating upon
your name. Since you have mentioned it to the person beside you, | shal announceit. Your nameis
Herbert" - Zoda polished the crysta - "Herbert Ranger.”

The man nodded. There was further buzz. Zoda singled out more persons and answered their questions.
Then as Cap Guffy sgnaed from beside Princess Marxids pit, Zoda produced his supply of books and
began to sdll them to the crowd.

One man remained after the others had passed aong. It was Cliff Mardand. He had comeinto the
Ten-in-One as ashill. He had also started the book sale by making one of the first purchases. He was
reading his horoscope as he stood by one of the pillars that Zoda had set up in front of the platform. The
mind reader, up on the platform, was arranging his books on atable at the rear curtain.

"The password went around.” Cliff moved hislipsin afaint whisper. "Everybody inthe circle sent it
along. The word was 'pyramid.’ | don't know what it was for, or who was supposed to act on account of
it. But | think it went to some of the fake roughnecks."

Cliff thrust the horoscope book into his pocket and strolled along past Marxias pit.

EVERY word that he had whispered had reached The Shadow's ears. For Zoda, the mind reader, was
wearing apair of earphonesin histurban.

Wires ran beneath his suit to metal plates on his shoes. These formed contact with copper nailsin the
platform. The nails, in turn, were connected by wiresto microphonesin the pillars out in front of the
platform. Thetiniest whisper from near those pillars was audible to the mind reader.

Thiswasthe secret of the sartling act that The Shadow had performed in the guise of Zoda. He had
arranged the hook up while the Ten-in-One was empty. But hiswork had not stopped with the placing of
the microphonesin thepillars.



Along the ground ran other wires. One terminated in amike by Marxias pit; another was set benegth
Luke's platform; the third was under the little stage where Cleed was resting. Thus The Shadow was
ready to hear anything that the conspirators might say.

He knew that the word had been passed along. Just after the first show, he had caught alow grunt from
Cleed. Luke had l€ft his platform to sneak to Marxia. Both had spoken - individualy - to lounging
roughnecks who had worked as shills.

Hence Cliff's report had been unnecessary. It had told The Shadow neither more nor lessthan he had
aready heard. No one had given any explanation for the word "pyramid.” It had merely been started
aong the chain, through Luke and Marxia, at the ingtigation of Cleed.

A roughneck was approaching L uke's platform. Zoda moved away from the table with the books. He sat
downinachair and let hisfeet rest upon a definite spot. Words clicked through the earphones, muffled
by the protecting turban. The roughneck wastaking to Luke.

"I've got ajob for you," the roughneck was saying.

"Tattooing?"' questioned L uke.

"Sure." Theroughneck laughed. "That's your work, ain't it? Get busy. I'm thefirgt, | guess.”
"What kind of adesgn?'

"Anything. Only makeit quick. And spread it over thisred circle.”

"What?'

"Y ou heard me. Say - ain't you in the know?"

"Surething." Lukelaughed. "Only | got to look like I'm surprised, ain't 17?7

The buzz of the dectric needle began. The smile showed on Zodasthin lips. The Shadow knew from
Cliff's previous report that tonight's plans were between Croaker Zinn and certain mobsterswhom he
had probably prepared in advance. The chosen ones were the only members of the circle who had
understood the meaning of "pyramid.” They were following ingtructions. For some reason, they were
having the red circles obliterated.

A few minutes later, Cap Guffy came dong the line, followed by Princess Marxia. He noticed that Zoda
had become suddenly busy with his books. Cap passed the mind reader's platform. He stopped to watch
Luke at work on the tattoo job.

"Go ahead, Luke," decided Guffy. "l was going to use you on the bally stand; but since you're doing a
job, you can stay here."

CAP moved adong to Cleed's platform. Zoda, obscured by a curtain, promptly moved to anew location.
The conversation that followed was audible through the earphones. It was an odd conversation, for Cap
Guffy was the lone speaker. He was talking to Cleed and the answers from the pasty-faced man were
nothing more than weary sgnswith his head.

"Comeon, Cleed. I'll useyou on thebaly... What'sthat?... No?... When | say come adong, you come
along... Don't want to, en? Well - | get theidea. Y ou're supposed to be too dopey to get up... That's
right. Y ou gave me the nod that time... Well, keep on nodding. Get off that cot. Y ou can act likeyou are
ahop-head when you're on the bally platform... Still saying no, eh? Listen. I'll call acouple of punks and



have them grab you when you start to collapse. It ook good... Y es? That's better. Come adong.”

Zodawas looking from his platform when Cap Guffy conducted Cleed toward the front of thetent. The
Cigarette Fiend was leaning heavily on Cap's shoulder. Cap wastaking to him as they walked aong.
Cap'swords, however, were inaudible to The Shadow, for they had passed the range of the
microphone.

Luke had finished histattoo job when the acts came back from the bally platform. Cleed had evidently
pulled his collapse stunt, for two roughnecks were carrying him into the tent. Customers were buying
ticketsin frantic haste, anxious to see what had happened to Cleed.

The roughnecks dropped their burden on the army cot. One of them sauntered away. The other climbed
up on Luke's platform. Again, the earphones served The Shadow. Thisfellow wanted anew design to
cover up thered circle. He was showing Luke a butterfly design on hisright forearm. He wanted it
matched with one on the | ft.

THE show went on. Luke paused in histattooing to display his pictured back to the crowd while Cap
Guffy lectured at the platform. Then, as the throng moved aong, L uke resumed hiswork. When the
round had been completed, Cap bellowed out for Marxiaand Zodato come out for anew bally.

The snake charmer brought along a pair of bull snakes. Zodalooked impressive with turban and crystal
ball. Cap, as an afterthought, added Cleed and instructed the fake freak to "do another flop."

Luke was again diminated. He had finished with his second customer; but athird had promptly arrived.
The baly finished; and another show went on. The procedure continued. When the last show wasin
progress, Luke had supplied five roughnecks with new tattoo marksto cover their red circles.

Cliff Mardand was a shill on thelast show. Helingered in front of Zodas platform and whispered his
report into the mike. Cliff had been watching the roughnecks along the midway. He had not witnessed the
tattooing done by L uke.

"Five of the mob have dipped out,” informed Cliff. "1 watched them pull away in an old car. | don't know
whét they're up to."

There was no response from Zoda. Cliff went back to the midway. He was needed at the circus tent, for
roughnecks were getting ready to pull down the big top and load it for tonight'sjump.

A recent message from The Shadow had ingtructed Cliff to pass hisinformation to Zoda. Hence Cliff had
ahunch that Zoda and The Shadow were the same. He redlized that to play his part successfully, The
Shadow had been forced to et the five mobsters embark upon their trip. Cliff, however, could see
purpose in The Shadow's action.

Already, the counterfeiting game was known. But it had been put on the shelf, at Croaker's order. The
best way for The Shadow to learn Croaker's new game of crimewasto let it go unmolested on thefirst
atempt.

THE big top was coming down. Cliff joined other roughnecks on the stakepuller. Thiswas along shaft
that projected from an axle between two wagon whedls. A roughneck grabbed a chain that hung from the
other side of the axle and wound it around a stake that had been driven deep in the hard ground.

Then Cliff and the others grabbed the high end of the shaft and bore it downward. The leverage yanked
the heavy stake clear of the ground. The whedls revolved as the roughnecks rolled the stake puller dong
to make another hitch.



While Cliff was aiding on thisjob, the last show finished in the Ten-in-One. The fresks departed from
their platform. Princess Marxias snake boxes were carried from the tent.

While Cap Guffy was out calling for roughnecks, Zodaremained alone. Unobserved, he detached the
microphones and packed them. Then he strolled out along the midway, where the concessionaires were
packing up their joints.

Jubo the Geek was working with the ticket seller who ran histent. He had become avery tame wild man,;
but that excited no comment among the circusfolk. They knew that al geeks were fakes. Thus Jubo,
rolling canvas, was an object of interest only to the few townsfolk who were staring from the fringes of
thecircuslot.

AsZodastal figure sopped near atent close by the office trailer, Cap Guffy strode into view. Tex
Larch wastalking with Stuffy Dowson outside the office. Cap came up with an angry scowl on hisface.

"Say, you!" he hurled his challenge at both Tex and Stuffy. "What about them roughnecks that's supposed
to be tearing down my top? Where are they?'

Tex Larch stared. Neither he nor Cap Guffy had patched up their differences since they had |eft
Marlborough. Both had been reasonably cordid, but Guffy's outburst looked to Tex like an effort to
widen the breach.

"Don't stand there like acouple of hicks," roared Guffy. "Where's the roughnecks? It's your job to supply
them. That top of mineisready to come down."

"What about the roughnecks, Stuffy?" questioned Tex, turning to the generd agent.
"They ought to be up at the Ten-in-One," returned Stuffy. "I had eight men on Cap'stop.”
"Hear that, Guffy?' chalenged Tex. "Y ou've got eight roughnecks waiting for you.”

"Have |?' demanded Cap. "Have 1? Wdll, you go up and count them. Maybe you can make two and one
add up to eight. Therée's three roughnecks using the stake puller. That'sall I've got.”

"Takearun up there, Stuffy,” ordered Tex.
Stuffy nodded. He departed.

Neither Tex nor Cap knew that Zodawas watching them asthey resumed a silent feud. Each showman
was curbing histemper. Cap Guffy stared sullenly while Tex Larch bit the end from acigar and gpplied a
match to the stogy.

A FEW minutes passed; Stuffy came back on the run.
"Cap'sright, Tex," informed the generd agent. "Only three roughnecksthere.”
"What do you say to that?' quizzed Guffy.

"Nothing much,” retorted Tex. "When you need roughnecks, ask for them. If you give us reasonable
notice, well have them when you want them.”

"l didn't know they were gone," growled Cap. "I saw them around awhile ago. They camein the
Ten-in-One. They shilled for the shows. They didn't blow until the top was ready to come down.”

"That's just the time when they would blow," returned Tex, coally. "Go down to the big top, Stuffy. Yank



five roughnecks off of it and send them up to the Ten-in-One. Doesthat suit you, Guffy?"

"All right." Cgp'stone seemed moallified. Turning on his hedl, the owner of the side show stalked back
toward histent. Tex Larch grinned sourly as he watched Cap's departure.

Zodawas not the only witness of the scene. Peering from between two trucks, another person was
looking on. The keen eyesthat burned from Zoda's masklike countenance saw the pasty face of Cleed.
The man whom The Shadow knew as Croaker Zinn turned suddenly and headed back toward the
Ten-in-One.

Cliff Mardand, coming up with four other roughnecks whom Stuffy had delegated to the Ten-in-One was
justintimeto observe Zodas tal form moving into the tent that had once been The Solvas.

But neither Cliff nor any of the others saw thetall, black-garbed figure that |ater emerged from the canvas
flaps. When they had finished tearing down the Ten-in-One, they dropped the smdll tents aso. Zoda's
bags went aboard atruck along with therolls of canvas.

Once more, The Shadow was strolling unseen about the circuslot. Hisfigurewasinvisble asit kept
away from the scattered spots where lights aided the roughnecks who were loading the trucks.

Five men had |eft the [ot tonight. The Shadow knew that they had fared forth on crime. But The Shadow
was unperturbed. Like Vic Marquette, he was biding histime. Like Vic, The Shadow waswaiting to
spot the big shot whose hidden hand was guiding the deeds of Croaker Zinn.

CHAPTER XI. CRIME'SAFTERMATH

"LAST town was ared one. Thiswill be another bloomer."

Cap Guffy made the statement from the front of the Ten-in-One. The show was on the new lot, outside
the town of Hamilcar. Evening had arrived; yet the crowd was straggling.

"There's an hour yet before the big show starts," observed Stuffy Dowson. He was standing beside Cap
Guffy. "Y ou've got to give 'em achance to comeon thelot.”

"Yeah?' questioned Cap. "On opening night? Say - this midway ought to be jammed. Look at it, though.
Thereaint awhed clicking. Listen, Stuffy; sometimes I've squawked because Tex wouldn't let me start
my show until after they got going in the big top. But | ain't kicking tonight. It won't need big figuresto
count up the 'take' that's coming in tonight."”

"Tex wantsto see you down in the office, Cap," remarked Stuffy, in aconciliatory tone. "Thought maybe
I'd better tell you awhile before you opened.”

"All right by me," returned Cap. "Say - does Tex think I'm gtill sore about them roughnecks?1 ain't. This
new crew is better than the old one."

"That's good, Cap. No, the roughnecks don't matter with Tex. | guess some of thefive that blew are
back again. We weren't short-handed when we set up the big top today."

"Moving around, en? Well, that's the way with roughnecks. Y ou can't count on them."

"Hank may have taken on some new ones," admitted Stuffy. "He's the guy that keepstabs. Well - it'sup
to him. That's one job he can keep - watching the roughnecks. | don't want it."

As Cap Guiffy drolled in the direction of the office, keen eyes spied him from atent beyond the



Ten-in-One. That was Zodas tent; but it was a different shape than Zoda's that moved forth into the
thickening gloom.

A blackened shape against the darkening sky, The Shadow was moving toward the truck to which the
officetrailer was attached. He was choosing that vantage point to observe what happened in the office.

Other forms appeared among the tents after The Shadow had followed Guffy's path. One was that of
Jubo the Geek. Another was the figure of Cleed. Passing roughnecks chanced to observe these
prowlers. They paid no attention to them. It was customary for the freaks to stay away from the midway
while the crowds were gathering.

CAP GUFFY entered the office with abang. He let the door dam as he closed it. Tex Larch looked up
from one of the desks and gave an affable nod. He laid a newspaper aside. Cap approached and glanced
ait

"Reading about that Almsburg robbery, en?" questioned Guffy. " Say - those birds pulled something,
didn't they? Got away with about fifty thousand bucks. Almsburg's near here, an't it?'

"About thirty milesaway," responded Tex. "l wasn't reading about the robbery, though. It don't interest
me. Sit down, Cap. | want to talk to you."

"Maybe you was reading about this," chuckled Cap. "M ore hokum about that missing heiress, Lucy
Aldon. Girl out in Cincinnati clamsto bethe girl, en? Well, it don't [ook like she's getting away withiit.
Here's a statement from the Aldon lawyer - ook at the name of the gazebo - Adoniram Towne.”

"Forget the paper,” growled Tex. "It'sthe bunk. Here. Giveit to me!”

He yanked the newspaper from Cap's hands. Guffy'sfists began to clench. Tex pulled acigar from his
pocket and began to chew on the end.

"Getting kind of grouchy, eh, Tex?' quizzed Cap. "What's the idea - grabbing a newspaper while I'm
reading it? Hand it back to me. | want to see the rest about the Aldon millions.

"Sheain'tthegd,” returned Tex, crumpling the newspaper and throwing it under adesk. "That lawyer
with the funny name said she ain't. It'sjust some more of that bunk you read in the papers. That robbery
don't mean anything to us, ether. Almsburg'sthirty miles away. Those fellowsthat blew the bank safe
won't be over to spend their money on thislot.”

"Guessyou're right about that, Tex," declared Cap, forgetting his animosity as he grinned. "Well be lucky
if we pull inacrowd from right herein Hamilcar. Say, Tex - how long have you been in the show
business?’

"Thirty years. Why?"
"Wdll, | just figured it would take experience to pick abloomer as bad asthisone. | couldnt doiit."

"It'sworsethan | expected,” admitted Tex. "It's mighty bad, Cap. That'swhy | wanted to talk to you. It's
no time now for usto keep on being sore. I've got to run into New Y ork."

"Y ou need dough, eh?"
"I will beforewefinish thissand."

"Canyou get it?'



"Y egh. I'm leaving on the next train. But I'm not telling Stuffy where I'm going.”
"Why not, Tex?'

"Because he don't know how to keep his mouth shut. He's all right with the folks on the lot, but he begins
to tak if anybody important shows up.”

"Like Jonathan Wilbart?'
"Yegh"
"l see" Cagp sat down and nodded speculatively. "Y ou're expecting Wilbart, are you?'

"l am," announced Tex. "That'swhy I'm leaving tonight. | want to be out of here when he comes around.
I'm going to tell Stuffy to let him talk to you. Remember that proposition, Cap, that we were talking about
when we got sorein Marlborough?!

"About my saying I'd sold out to you, Tex?'

"That'sit. Well - ther€'s no papersto show it, but you stick to the story, will you? Maybe you're still sore
a me, Cap, but just the same -"

"l know. We're both showmen and Wilbart ain't. | get it, Tex. Wdll, I'm agreeable on that score. If we've
got agrudge, it ain't big enough to keep us from hel ping the other guy kid Wilbart. That's settled, Tex.
What do you want me-"

Cap stopped asthe door did open. It was Stuffy. Another man was following the general agent into the
office

TEX LARCH stared as he saw Jonathan Wilbart. The circus magnate had arrived sooner than Tex had
expected.

"Good evening," greeted Wilbart. "Am | interrupting a conference?'
"No," growled Tex. "Side out, Stuffy. Stay here, will you, Cap? Sit down, Wilbart."

"It doesn't ook so good on the midway,"" observed Wilbart, as he settled in asest. "'l told you thiswould
be abad town, Tex."

"Wehad ared one," returned Tex. "We're due for abloomer. How about it, Cap?"
"Maybe thistown won't turn out bad," was Guffy's comment. "Y ou can't never tdll, Tex."

"You are both optimigts," decided Wilbart. "Well - if you fed that way, Tex, | supposethereisno use
trying to buy your show tonight."

"Not tonight or any night,” retorted Tex. "I'm staying in the business, Wilbart. With this show, too. In fact"
- he shot alook toward Guffy - "I'm doing some buying of my own."

"What?' exclamed Wilbart. " Another circus?'
"A ddeshow," answered Tex. "Cap Guffy's. I'm taking over his Ten-in-One. I've got an option on it."
"Wherée's the money coming from?' questioned Wilbart, narrowly.

"I'vegot dl | need,” returned Tex.



"It didn't come in through your turngtiles,” argued Wilbart. "What's more, you can't tell methat the
concessions are making up the deficit.”

"I'm miaking money out of thisshow," asserted Tex, emphaticdly. "I'm satisfied with business. If you want
to stay around town until we move, you'll be here to see me hand one thousand dollarsto Cap Guffy."

"So you're making money, en?' chuckled Wilbart, wisdly. "That'sagood one, Tex. Best I've heard yet.
All right. | shdl take your word for it. The Larch Circusis showing aprofit. Thet is established. That
means the other shows are making money, too. Y ours, for instance, Guffy."

"That'sright," responded Cap.
"Y ou're making money, are you, Guffy?' questioned Wilbart. "Then why are you sdlling out to Larch?’

Tex scratched the lobe of hisleft ear. Helooked at Cap Guffy, who had no reply. Then heturned to
Jonathan Wilbart.

"Cap'sready toretire," explained Tex. "Figuresthat he's been in the show business long enough. How
about it, Cap?"

"That'sright," responded Cap. "I've made my sock. With what Tex is offering, | won't need to stay on
theroad."

"That isanother excdlent story,” commented Wilbart. "'If you have money, Guffy, it didn't come through
the front of your Ten-in-One. Well" - Wilbart paused to nod - "it's possible that one of you isright.”

"How do you mean?' questioned Tex, in an uneasy tone.

"Well," resumed Wilbart, "you may have struck agold mine on one of the circus|ots. Maybe you do
have money, Tex. Or" - Wilbart turned to Cap - "perhaps you are the man who has been finding nuggets,

Guffy.”

Cap shrugged his shoulders. He did not appear uneasy. Jonathan Wilbart arose. He stepped toward the
door and ddlivered aquiet smile.

"I shal come back, Tex," he declared. "Perhaps you will have adifferent decison before you have
finished with the town of Hamilcar. Or" - the smileincreased - "should | say before Hamilcar hasfinished
with you?"

ALTHOUGH angered by Wilbart'sfriendly sarcasm, Tex seemed unable to make aretort. He shifted
uneedily by the desk. Cap Guffy said nothing. He seemed to be thinking deeply as Jonathan Wilbart
prepared to leave. Before the magnate had reached the door, however, the barrier did back and aburly,
big fisted man stamped into the office,

"I'm Sheriff Howard," he announced. "Areyou Tex Larch?'

He put the gruff question to Jonathan Wilbart, who shook his head. The magnate pointed to Tex and
stepped toward the door. The sheriff stopped him.

"Areyou going off thislot?" demanded Howard.
"Certainly," replied Wilbart, in atone of surprise. "Have you any objection?’

"Who isthis gentleman?' questioned the sheriff. Heindicated Wilbart as he spoke to Tex. "Does he have
anything to do with thisshow?"



"Hewantsto buy it, that'sal,” replied Tex. "He's Jonathan Wilbart. Owns five shows of hisown. Just
camein hereto seeme.”

"That'sdl right, then," acknowledged the sheriff. " Sorry to hold you back, Mr. Wilbart. Wait aminute.”
He scrawled with apencil on adip of paper. "When you get outside the grounds, hand thisto one of the
men that stopsyou. That'sall. Y ou've got a car, haven't you?

"Yes" sad Wilbart. "And achauffeur.”
"They'll let you drive by," declared the sheriff.

Wilbart looked perplexed. Then, seeing that Howard was waiting for him to leave, he nodded to Tex and
Cap. Stepping to the ground, the magnate closed the door behind him.

"What'sthetrouble, sheriff?" inquired Tex, affably. ™Y ou aren't going to dough the whedls, are you? |
thought we were going to be dlowed to run dl the gamesin thistown.”

"That'snot what I'm here about,” tated the sheriff. "Who isthisfellow here with you?

"Captain Guffy," introduced Tex. "Herunsthe Ten-in-One - the Sde-show."

"He's with the show, then. Helping you run it?"

"He ownsthe Ten-in-One."

"All right. He can hear what | have to say. Nobody's going off this ot tonight without my permission.”
"The customers?' inquired Tex.

"There's no more coming in. We've looked over the onesthat are here. They're mostly folks from
Hamilcar. We know them.”

"Who do you mean by ‘we'?'
"Themeninmy poss. I'vegot sixty of them, dl around the grounds. Just posted them.”
"What's up?' demanded Tex, furrowing hisforehead in worried fashion. "I don't get it, sheriff.”

"There was abank robbery in Almsburg last night,” explained Howard. "The robbers got away; but a
watchman saw them. He took the number of their car. We found it this afternoon, near thislot. We think
the crooks are hiding out with your circus.”

"That's no reason to keep people away from the show,” retorted Tex, hotly.

"No?" queried the sheriff. "Well, | think different. Y ou've heard my orders. Y ou can tell your peopleto
say in bounds.”

"l can't tell them anything," pleaded Tex, suddenly. "Listen, sheriff. This show isgoing broke. I don't want
ittofold. I haveto gointo New York on the next train to seeif | can raise some money. It'sal the more
important, now that you're killing the little business that we might do tonight.”

"Go ahead," agreed the sheriff. "I'll let you past. Y ou're the head man of the ouitfit. Y ou can leave. Will
Captain Guffy bein charge?’

"Yes," replied Tex. "He and my genera manager, Stuffy Dowson. Wait aminute. I'll cal Stuffy.”



He stepped to the door and caled for Stuffy. The generad manager appeared for ingtructions. The sheriff
looked over Tex's shoulder to get aview of Stuffy.

"Get my kiesters, Stuffy," ordered Tex. "They're al packed. Hurry them up. I'm leaving town."

"One of my menwill drive you to the station,” informed the sheriff. "Come dong with your bags. We can
get acar out in front of thelot."

Stuffy showed up with the suitcases. There were two bags; both large and heavy. Tex took one and
ordered Stuffy to carry the other. Cap Guffy waited at the door of the office while the sheriff waked with
Tex and Stuffy to the entrance of the midway.

INTENT as he watched Tex's departure, Cap Guffy did not sense adight motion a the window in the
front of the office. Nor did he see the phantom shape that reached the ground beside the truck.

That form was il invisble when it reached the fringe of the circuslot. Enshrouded in gloom, The
Shadow watched Tex and Stuffy place the heavy bagsinto the rear of a parked sedan. Tex took the seat
beside the driver. The sheriff gave an order and the car rolled away.

Pacing men with rifles formed alarge encircling cordon about the circuslot. The glare of the lightswas
sufficient for these sentinels to distinguish moving figures. But their eyesfailed them when a spectrd shape
glided noisdlesdy toward the roadway. In the gloom, that form was nothing more than an € ongated
splotch of blackness.

A creature of the night, The Shadow was proving his power to pass unseen. His soft laugh was no more
than awhispered echo. It marked the end of Zoda. The Shadow had resumed his cloak of blackness.

Finished with histemporary role, informed of the Situation which existed, The Shadow was ready for the
aftermath of crime. On thelot and off, he was preparing to play his part in the eventsthat were due
tonight.

Circling the pacing members of the posse, The Shadow again displayed his uncanny spell. With the glide
of agrim ghost, he chose another opening and retraced his course back toward the office where Cap
Guffy awaited the return of Sheriff Howard.

CHAPTER XII. ONE MAN MISSING

WHEN Sheriff Howard returned to the office he promptly began to issue ordersto Cap Guffy and Stuffy
Dowson. The veteran showmen listened soberly while Howard explained his plan for rounding up the
bank robbers.

"Runthe circus asusud," the sheriff said to Stuffy. ™Y ou do the same with your show, Captain. My posse
will seeto it that everybody stays on thelot. Meanwhile, I'll be strolling around with the watchman and a
couple of my deputies.”

"Looking for the crooks?" questioned Stuffy.

"Yes," replied Howard. "WEII go into the circus tent like we were regular customers. Give us seetsin the
box right in front of the main ring. Well belooking over the whole tent. If we don't see the men we want,
welll go to the other shows and look in the concessons.”

"Andif you don't find them then?'

"Well scour thelot. Line up everybody. | could do that to begin with; but | don't want to. It's better asa



last resort. Y ou see” - Howard paused craftily - "I reckon that those robbers don't know the watchman
saw them. If they're here with the circus, they've probably got the swag hid somewhere. So they'll try to
stand pat, not knowing that we've got the goods on them.”

Cap Guffy was seated at a desk. He was weighing the sheriff's words. Cap had no comment. He kept
strumming on the woodwork while he stared toward the speaker. Stuffy Dowson, however, did not keep
Slent.

"Say" - Suffy wagged afinger toward the sheriff - "maybe those roughnecks was in on that bank
robbery. There wasfive of ‘em blew on the night we was leaving Burnsville."

"Ladt night, eh?"
"Yeah"
"Arethey back with the show?"

"I don't know. We can't keep tabs on them roughnecks - leastwise, | can't. But the five of 'em was
supposed to tear down Cap'stop. They wasn't there when we needed 'em.”

"Arethey back with your tent now?" questioned the sheriff, turning to Cap Guffy.

"No." Cap shook hishead emphatically. "The boysthat set up my top was the ones that Stuffy brought
up instead of the bunch that blew."

"Where would the fellows be then, if they returned?’
"l don't know."

"Maybewith the big top,” put in Stuffy. "They could have did in with that crew. If they don't know
nothin', you're likely to see'em whilethe show ison.”

"Good," decided the sheriff. "Now we've got to do something to explain why I've got aposse here. You
two chaps go out and spread the news that thistown is hot. Tell your peoplethat alot of toughstried to
bust up acarniva that played here a couple of weeks ago.

"Tdl them that'swhy I'm on the job. | want to stop any riots that may start. That'swhy dl the circusfolks
have got to keep in bounds. We're protecting them as well asthe town people.

"That story ought to hold them - al except the five guysthat were after. And if thefivetry to best it, well
nab them easy. And listen: while you're preading the news, check up and seeif any handsare missing.”

THE three men | eft the office. Stuffy headed toward the big top. Cap went in the direction of the
Ten-in-One. He spoke to concessionaires as he passed them. He stopped and talked to the ticket seller
outside of Jubo'stent. Thisfellow nodded and went inside to speak to the geek.

When he reached the Ten-in-One, Cap found afew of the freaks gathered inside. He made a generd
announcement for their benefit.

"We're opening late tonight,” said Cap, gruffly. "The'tin star' ison the lot and he's got a bunch of deputies
on the job. He thinks there's going to be trouble, so he'slooking out for us. Some of these townies think
they're tough and the tin star wants to make it soft for us. Guess he's afraid we might yell a'Hey Rube!
So kegp onthelot - al of you."

The freaks nodded. Since the show was opening late, they began to leave the tent. Cap went over to



Cleed's platform, where the pasty-faced man was lying on his cot. Cleed was the only one who had not
heard Cap's announcement.

After Guffy spoketo him, Cleed aroselazily from the cot and nodded. While Guffy remained donein the
slence of the tent, Cleed followed the other freaks. They had gone out through the back canvas.

TEN minutes|ater; Cliff Mardand, carrying a bucket past the big top, was encountered by Hank. The big
mobster spoketo Cliff in an undertone.

"Shovethat bucket," he ordered. "Cover by the truck. Theré'sameseting in the tent.”

Cliff nodded. He stowed the water bucket under the stake puller. He made for the truck and took his
stand there. Dusk had settled early, for the day was cloudy; yet the gloom was not thick enough to risk
another crawl to the dimly lighted tent that stood one hundred feet away.

Infact, Cliff fancied that he could make out the figures of other roughnecks whom Hank had posted asa
cordon. Hiswatching eyes caught sight of astooped form crouching outside the circle. It looked like
Jubo the Geek. Cliff saw the figure move away.

Then his eyes became transfixed. Moving aong the ground within the circle was a splotch of blackness. It
was a strange, uncanny shape that suddenly passed from view. When Cliff glimpsed it again, the shape
had become amotionless streak against the side of the lighted tent.

No chdlenge came from any watcher. Cliff redized that he done had seen that weird manifestation of a
living being.
Cliff smiled grimly. He had not dared venture toward the tent; but there was one who had taken the

chance, with success. The Shadow had dipped through the cordon of mobster roughnecks. The master
of darkness was listening in on the new conference.

INSIDE thelittle tent, Cleed wastalking in the growl that characterized Croaker Zinn. Luke and Princess
Marxiawere listening to his statements. Their faces showed apprehension; but Croaker's faked
countenance was emotionless.

"Y ou heard the story that Cap Guffy is passing around the lot," stated Croaker. "Wdl - we know thered
dope. Cap'sjust handing out the line that the hick sheriff told him to spread. They'reredly after the bunch
that pulled the robbery in Almsburg. | know it and so doesthe big shot.

"Weve got to give those five gorillas a bregk. At the sametime, we're not going to bust up the racket on
their account. | saw this coming; that'swhy | had the five cover up those red circles by letting you use the
blue needle, Luke."

"| figured that," responded the tattooed man. " Say - it had me ssumped when the first guy camein. But
after that - after you gave methe nod -"

"Never mind," interrupted Croaker. "Let'stalk about tonight. Those five gorillas have got to stick
together. WEll let them fight for themselves and scram together. If they have trouble getting away, well
shout a'Hey Rube.' But | don't think well need it.”

"Why not?'

"Il tell you. First of dl, you pass the word to Hank. He knows who the five gorillas are. Have him shove
them on the cat cage.”



"For Wernoff'sanima act?"

"Y eah. There's plenty of guns used in that part of the show. They'reto keep under cover until Wernoff
goeson. They'll bethe crew that rolls the cat cage into the room. Then when -"

Croaker broke off suddenly. He had heard anoise outside. He sprang to his feet and turned off the light.
He growled to Luke to beat around the side of the tent.

The Shadow was moving away before L uke acted. He, too, had heard the noise. What was more, he
had located it. Moving stedthily dong the ground, The Shadow could see acrawling figure making its
way toward a stack of crates.

Members of the cordon were closingin, following the signd of the extinguished light. Motionless, The
Shadow saw the figure rise from among the boxes. He recognized the bouncing gait of Jubo the Geek.

The prowler had dipped past the cordon. It was The Shadow's turn to do the same. He moved toward
the truck where Cliff Mardand had been stationed. He gave alow hiss as his agent came in toward the
darkened tent. Cliff paused as The Shadow glided past.

One minute later, the light clicked on in thelittle tent. Croaker and his aids were resuming their
interrupted conference. Roughnecks moved back to their posts. Two minutes followed; again the lights
went out.

Once more the roughnecks inspected; then moved away. Thistime, the freaks stole from the tent.
Croaker had completed hisinstructions. The Shadow had not gained the opportunity to hear the final
Statement of the mobleader.

A soft laugh came from beside the truck that Cliff had |eft. The Shadow had no need to return. He had
heard enough. His keen brain had divined the rest. Noiselesdy, The Shadow glided away from the truck.

THE freaks were returning to the Ten-in-One. Marxia and Cleed were preparing to enter through the
back canvas. The snake charmer paused to speak to her companion.

"What about the swag?' she whispered, "If those five have to scram with -"

"The big shot's got the swag,” came Croaker'slow growl. "Don't worry. He'staking care of it. The sheriff
may make trouble for the gorillas, but hewon't find the swag on thislot. Kegp mum, Marxia. Remember:
I'm Cleed; not Croaker."

The two entered the tent. Another figure moved from twenty feet away. It was Jubo the Geek.

Scarcely had he departed when Luke arrived and entered the back of the tent. The tattooed man went to
his platform. He nodded as he looked toward Cleed. It was Luke'ssignal that he had seen Hank. The
orderswould be followed.

Cap Guffy was striding dong in front of therail. He was wearing afrown as he looked toward the
platform next to Luke's. He turned to the tattooed man.

"Where's Zoda?' demanded Cap.
"Haven't seen him," returned Luke.
"Hisoutfit ain't here," snorted Cap. "Say - | bet that guy blew the show. I'm going to find out.”

Cap strode toward the entrance. A tent flap rose as he neared the spot. In stepped the sheriff. Cap



stopped short.

"What about your crowd?" asked the sheriff. "Checked up on them?”
"There'sone man missing,” replied Cap. "1 wasjust coming totell you.”
"Whoishe?'

"Zoda, the mind reader. A new act. Came on the show back in Burnsville."

"Do you think hé'son the lot?!

"No. He must have cleared out with his stuff before you put the posse on the job."
"Where do you think he went?'

"I don't know. Maybe he headed for the station. Tex started early for that train. It hasn't gone out yet.
Say - suppose | run down therein my car and seeif Zodaiswaiting for it."

"Wheresyour car?'
"Right out back."
"All right. Take one of my deputieswith you."

Cap and the sheriff moved out through the back canvas. They found Cap's car - acoupe - standing near
thetent. A wardrobe trunk was resting in the rumble sest.

"Say" - Cap turned to the sheriff - "1'd forgot about that trunk. It gives me an idea. It belongsto a pair
that jumped the show - The Solvas - and | got aletter from them asking meto ship it to New York."

"Wdl?'

"Wl - | ain't had timeto ship it. Suppose, now, that Zodais down at the station. He may be on the
look-out. But if he sees me drive up to the baggage room and unload thistrunk, he won't think I'm after
him."

"What then?"
"l can sneak out of the baggage room and squint along the platform. He won't know it."
"That sounds dl right. Wait here until 1 get adeputy.”

Cap Guffy grinned as helooked at the trunk in the rumble seet. Hisidea evidently appealed to him. The
sheriff's approval seemed to hisliking. The deputy arrived promptly; he and Cap entered the car and
dtarted for the station.

CAP pulled up at the baggage room. He and the deputy unloaded the trunk. Cap checked it and
dropped the check in his pocket. He watched the trunk go aboard the baggage truck. The baggage
master started the truck aong the platform just as awhistle sounded to announce the approach of the
train. Railsbegan to click.

"What about the fellow were looking for?' questioned the deputy, anxioudly.

"Now'sthetimeto spot him," responded Cap. "Come with me."



The pair edged to the platform just asthe train arrived. Brakes brought the string of carsto agrinding
stop. Cap saw Tex Larch step aboard, lugging his heavy bags. He looked in the opposite direction and
observed the trunk going in the baggage car.

"All aboard!"

The conductor's cry brought a shake from Cap's head. The owner of the Ten-in-One turned to the
deputy and spoke in a disappointed tone.

"Zodadidn't get on that train," he announced. "1'd have spotted him, sure. Well have to look for him
back onthelot.”

"Andif heign't there?'
"Oneman missing,” stated Cap, as he took the whed of the coupe. "Itl be the sheriff'sjob to find him."

Cap smiled grimly as he phrased this decision. The deputy nodded as they started back along the road to
the circus grounds. Cap's manner seemed to indicate that the disappearance of Zoda was amatter of
grave consequence.

A watching figure was shrouded in the darkness behind the Ten-in-One. Keen eyes saw Cap Guffy wave
the deputy away. They watched the showman lift the canvas and enter the rear of the tent.

Those were the eyes of Zoda, the missing mind reader. They were also the eyes of The Shadow.
Noiselesdy, the blackened figure moved away. The Shadow was heading toward the big top, where the
shouts of barkers were urging the dim crowd into the show.

The sheriff and three other men were entering the main tent when The Shadow spied them from a
darkened spot near the office. Two of the sheriff's companions were deputies. The other was a squatty
individua - the bank watchman who had come to identify the robbers.

A soft laugh whispered from hidden lips as The Shadow circled past the big top. Grim duty faced The
Shadow. He was seeking awedge with which to plan a counterthrust to coming crime,

CHAPTER XIIlI. THE SHADOW'S CHANCE

THE path which The Shadow had taken was fraught with danger of discovery. Tensenessruled the
circus|ot tonight. Flashlights glimmered here and there about the big top as roughnecks maintained a
ceasdessvigil.

Thiswas the circus custom. It was the duty of the roughnecks to keep a clear space about the big top.
Usudly, they nabbed boys who were trying to crawl under the canvas. Such captures were followed by
admonitions of "Bedt it, you punk.” But the roughnecks - whether genuine circusfolk or camouflaged
mobsters of Croaker's crew - were apt to deal harshly with adult prowlers.

Thefact that the circuslot was virtualy under quarantine had caused much speculation around the big
top. Stuffy had instructed al the roughnecks to grab any one who had no business near the main tent.
This had followed a suggestion by the sheriff. It was aruse to cover up the fact that he was searching for
crooks among the people who belonged on thelot.

The Shadow, as he glided onward, was cunning in his stedlth. He was seeking to avoid any encounter; as
aresult, he chose azigzag path to escape the patrolling roughnecks. A light glimmered from ahead; one
showed from the other direction. The Shadow chose the cover of awheded cage.



Human beings had not discerned The Shadow's presence. But in his present move, the black-garbed
venturer came within sight of huge green eyesthat glowed from within the cage. A roar resounded in the
night. Massive paws clanked against the bars at the front of the cage.

"Ganges," theferocioustiger, knew that someone was lurking close by. The rumble from hisfurry throat
told of hisdiscovery. The vicious growl was repeated. Then came alow hissthat reached thetiger's
ea’s.

The cresture dropped back from the bars. The hiss came again, in alow, commanding tone. Muffling his
growls, Ganges backed angrily away from the bars. He did not roar again. His eyes were blinking as he
squatted, half cowering.

A GLOVED hand rattled the padlock that held the door of thetiger's cage. A stedl pick clicked while
The Shadow probed. The lock yielded.

The door of the cage moved inward. Ganges growled but made no move as The Shadow silently closed
the door and sprang the lock in place.

The hiss sounded close beside the tiger. With a catlike whine, the big beast shifted its position. It raised
one paw, asthough in final protest. The hisswas repested. Ganges moved to the bars and settled there;
his striped head between his paws.

Four roughnecks had reached the cage. Their flashlights glimmered upward between the bars. They
revealed the crouched body of Ganges; but they did not show the shaded figure that was stooped against
the solid back of the cage.

Sight of the new intrudersingpired Gangesto lift his head and show histeeth in awhining growl. He
clattered at the bars with one big paw. A roughneck jumped back at another's warning.

"Look out for Ganges!" The tone showed dread. "He's aman-ester, that cat. Even Wernoff hastrouble
hendling him.”

"He'sakiller," came another comment. "So it's Ganges that was growlin', en? Huh. Hed raise aroar if he
saw ashadow. There ain't nobody around here."

Lights were sweeping aong the ground about the cage. Every bit of areawas being covered. The
roughnecks resumed their conversation.

"Say," suggested one, "maybe somebody hopped in the cage.”

"With Ganges?' The man who answered gave asnort. "If he did, there's no use botherin' about him. He's
dead.”

"The door islocked,” put in athird speaker.
"Comedong then," decided thefirst. "That cat wasjust actin’ mean.”
"Like heusudly does."

The men moved away. Asthelightsflickered, Ganges arose to ddliver aparting roar. He paced angrily.
Then came the commanding hiss. The roughnecks were too far away to hear it. They were aso too
distant to witness the effect on Ganges.

As ablackened hand loomed before the tiger's nose; as hidden lips repeated their weird hiss; as burning



eyes met thetiger's greenish gaze, Ganges cowered in complete submission. He watched the eyes move
backward toward the door. He heard deft hands click at the lock. The door opened as The Shadow
moved outward. The door swung shut; the lock clicked in place.

The master of the night was gone; yet Ganges remained cowed. Thetiger was akiller; like humanswho
dedlt in death he had fdlt the dominating power of The Shadow's amazing presence. Other animalsin
near-by cages seemed to know that Ganges had been vanquished. Complete silence perssted as The
Shadow moved forward into the night.

NEW glimmers blinked as The Shadow neared along, low, lighted tent. The Shadow avoided them by
raising the canvas. He glided inward and came up behind arow of trunks and boxes.

These were set across the end of the tent. The curve of the canvas wall produced a space between the
trunks and the end of the tent. Thus The Shadow was totally concedled as he listened to voices from the
other side of thetrunks.

Clowns were making up. They were talking among themselves asthey painted their facesin front of
mirrorsthat were attached to trunks and boxes. Then came an interruption. It was the voice of Stuffy
Dowson:

"Hey there, Koko."

"Hi there, Stuffy," responded a chuckling voice. It was"Koko" Thoden, the chief clown. "What's on your
mind, my boy?"

"All your gang here?'
"All presented and discounted for," kidded Koko.
"All right,” returned Stuffy. "Keep 'em dl on thelot after the show.”

A buzz began as soon as Stuffy had gone. Mumblesincluded mention of the sheriff; then the posse; findly
someone spoke of "bank robbers.” It was plain that the clowns had guessed the reason for the
quarantine.

"Say, gang.” The buzz stopped as K oko spoke. "Maybe that yap with the tin star does have the idea that
some safe crackers are hiding out with this show. All right. If he does, let'skid him. I've got astunt that
I've been holding back. Thiswould be agood timeto pull it."

"Let's hear it, Koko," came an eager chorus.

"Y ou know that old dummy safe we used to use?" questioned Koko. "Well - a couple of you felows dig
it out. Have it ready while Lucilleisdoing the aerid act. That's when we comein.”

"Whilethey're setting up the big cage.”

"Right. Go ahead and do your regular stuff. Then four of you put on bandanna handkerchiefs for masks
and get ready to run the safe down in front of themainring."

"What about you, Koko?'

"I'll be by the safe. I'll give you the word when to start with it. Then I'll follow you, with a couple of
guns”

"Goin' to wear atin star, Koko?"



"No. I've got a better gag than that." Koko arose and unlocked adrawer of histrunk. "Did you fellows
ever hear of The Shadow?'

"Sure. We've read about him. He's the bird with the creepy laugh. Goes around in ablack cloak and hat.
Shoots down crooks.”

"You'vegot it right,” declared Koko, as he opened the drawer. "Well, gang, take alook at this layout.”

"Say!" came an exclamation. "Ain't that adaisy. Y ou've got ablack cloak - ahat - even apair of gloves.
What'll you be, Koko? The Shadow?

"You guessed it," affirmed Koko. "I'll duck out while you boys are clowning. I'll put on thisrig and come
back to the runway. Have the safe ready.”

"Youll have to work quick, Koko. They won't hold up Wernoff's act just for us."

"That won't matter. Y ou fellows keep on lifting the safe and setting it down whenever | come closeto
you. | won't do any shooting until we get in front of the boxes.

"If they turn out the regular lights and throw the spot of Wernoff's cage before we get in front of the
boxes, just set down the safe and stick where you are. I'll wait with you.

"Then as soon asthe cat act finishes and the lights come on, well pick up where we l€eft off. That way we
won't have to cut any of our regular stunts. Got the idea?”

"Surething, Koko."

A cal camefrom the front of the tent. Clowns sprang to their feet and finished their make-up. They
jogged forth toward the big top, ready to begin their first array of stunts. The big show had begun.

The steamy melody of acaliope camefaintly to the emptied tent as a figure arose from behind the row of
trunks. The head and shoulders of The Shadow loomed and cast a shaded silhouette upon the opened
drawer of Koko's trunk.

The burning eyes of The Shadow spied the blackened garments that the clown had laid upon achair. A
soft laugh sounded in uncanny tones from the hidden lips benesth those blazing optics.

Koko's stunt had gained the approval of the clowns. It had won The Shadow's approval aso. Chance
had served to aid The Shadow's plans. Within this very tent, The Shadow would make hisfirst step to
counter new and desperate crime.

CHAPTER XIV. SAWDUST AND SHOTS
"THAT'S Lucille Lavan, eh? Boy! Look at the way she balances on that high wire!™
"Best act I've ever seen.”

The speakers were two deputies, sitting beside Sheriff Howard. Their comments brought agrowl from
their chief. He and the squatty bank watchman were watching the rings - not the high wire.

"We'relooking for some tough guys," the sheriff informed his deputies. "Y ou won't see 'em up there at
the top of the tent. Keep your eyes down."

"All right, chief "



The shexiff turned to the watchman beside him. The squatty man needed no injunction. His one purpose
here was the identification of the robbers. He seemed determined to completeit.

"See any suspects?’ questioned the sheriff.

"Not one," returned the watchman, soberly. "I could tell any of the five, sheriff. | saw them clearly when
they made their get-away."

"Too bad you didn't shoot a couple of them.”

"| was excited, sheriff. | saw them unexpectedly while they were escaping. But tonight” - the man shifted
his hand to his pocket - "I'm ready to help you when we see them.”

"If we seethem,” returned the sheriff ruefully. "It looks like welll have to search the grounds after this
show isover. Theresbeen alot of faces out there; but you haven't picked even one.”

The sheriff's sentence ended just as an outburst of applause came from the small audience. Lucille Lavan
had completed her act. Dropping from the high wire, the dim girl landed in anet. Her red hair formed an
attractive, toused mass as she bobbed her head to the plaudits of the crowd.

AsLucillewaked from the ring, shouts arose and aflock of clowns came bounding along thetrack. The
spectators began to laugh at their capers - dl except the sheriff and the bank watchman. The sheriff'sface
was steady; the watchman studied every clown without asmile. He was|ooking for the robbersin this
band of funmakers.

"Say," growled the sheriff. "If those robbers are working as clowns, it's going to be tough to spot them.
Y ou couldn't recognize your own unclein back of alot of paint likethat. If we don't see the birdswe
want, thefirst bunch well look over after the show will bethe clowns.”

The watchman nodded. He was forced to admit that the painted makeup made it impossible for him to
view the clowns successfully. Y et he perssted in watching their merry-making. He was studying the gait
of different clowns, trying to find some token of identity that might enable him to pick arogue from
among them.

ROUGHNECK S wereralling in the big cage. Then came the smaler cages, with thelions, tigersand
leopards. Eric Wernoff appeared; he was greeted by applause. While attendants aided him, he saw to

the opening of cages.

One by one, the growling "cats' responded to his prods. Armed with gticks and gun, Wernoff was
forcing his dangerous pets through doors from small cagesto large.

Thiswork completed, the smaler cages were wheded away. Wernoff, stern-faced and imposing, was
ready to enter the big cage. He was eying Ganges while he waited. The big tiger, usudly defiant, was
acting in subdued fashion - something that Wernoff could not understand.

Cavorting clownswerefinishing their sunts. They were scamping aong the track, getting out of the way
before the animal act commenced. The spectators were dready forgetting them. The ring master was
waiting to make hisintroduction.

Off by the runway, four clowns were mumbling among themsalves. They had placed blue bandanna
handkerchiefs across their eyes. They were peering through holesthat they had cut in the cloth. Beside
them rested a bulky wooden box, painted in imitation of a safe.

"Where's Koko?"' queried one.



"Don't ask me," growled another. "He ought to have been here three minutes ago. Say - maybe we ought
to hold thisstunt until after Wernoff hasfinished in the cage.”

"Wewill hold it if Koko doesn't show up pretty quick.”
"Here heisnow!"

The other clownsturned as the last one spoke. They stared at sight of the black-cloaked figure that had
gppeared in the runway. Tal and sinister, the mysterious form of The Shadow stood before them. A
gloved hand was stretching from the cloak; its forefinger pointing toward the track.

"Comedong," gasped one of the clowns.
The four grabbed the fake safe and carried it out into the track.

A LAUGH greeted them from a sprinkling of spectators. The clowns faked a stumble and dropped their
burden. They looked over their shoulders. The cloaked figure was following them. Franticdly, the clowns
seized the box and staggered forward.

"Say," panted one. "That rig of hisis spooky. It gives me the creegps.”
"Act like you was scared,” suggested another.

"Like | was scared!" retorted thefirst. "Say - if | wasn't sure Koko was under that cloak 1'd be so scared
I'd hop in the big cage just to get away from him."

The clowns did another sumble further dong the track. Laughter was greeting them. It died asthe
gpectators spied the pursuing figure. Something in the carriage of that swiftly stalking shape made the
observers stare in wonde.

"Say" - aclown gasped as he hel ped hoist the wooden safe - "Koko's working it good. He's got the
hickswoozy. Look at him."

The otherslooked back asthey prepared to run. One of them spokein a voice that sounded serious.

"He's got me woozy, theway he's comin' after us,” the fun-maker declared. "That walk of hisl He's

comin' asfast aswere runnin'.

The next sumble was abrief one. The cloaked figure waslooming closer. Gloved hands were swishing
from the black garments. Businesdike automatics gppeared inrigid fists.

"Lug it 'til we get in front of the cage," gasped aclown. "That's where hes goin' to spring the 'shootin'.”
"Too late," returned another. "There go the glims. Drop the box."

The clownswere only adozen yards from the box where the sheriff was seated with his deputies. The
officiaswereturning to view the cause of excitement on the track, when the lights were suddenly
extinguished.

DARKNESS was only momentary. Aningtant later, amammoth spotlight hurled its brilliant glare from
acrossthering. The stedl bars of the cage glistened. The ring master mounted a pedestal and waved
toward Eric Wernoff.

"Ladies and gentlemen!™ came the ring master's bellow. "Before you stands the king of al wild animal
kings. Heisthe celebrated trainer whose name is known throughout the civilized globe whenever -*



The four clownswere not listening to the coming introduction. They had dropped the wooden safe at the
very fringe of the spatlight's glare. They formed a clustered, whispering group asthey gazed toward a
Spot adozen feet away.

There, at the inner edge of the track, stood their black-garbed pursuer. His vague form was barely
discernibleintherim of brilliant light. There was something spectra in the figure's bearing. The clowns
could catch the flash of glittering eyesthat were turned toward the big cage.

"L ook a the way thelight hitshim," gasped one clown. "Say - hiseyes are brighter than the big tiger's!”

"Whew!" exclaimed a second, mopping his painted brow with the bandanna that he had wrested from his
temples. "If it wasn't Koko -"

"Maybeit ain't Koko!"

The other clownslaughed at the suggestion; but their mirth was feigned. Something in the statement
worried them. They gathered close about the wooden safe. Not for an instant did they ceaseto gaze at
the strange figure which stood so motionless before them.

"Presenting the same famous performance” - the ring master's announcement had reached its highest pitch
- "that he has given before the crowned heads of Europe and Asia. Ladies and gentlemen. | take pleasure
inintroducing - Eric Wernoff!"

Cheers and handclaps came with enthusiasm. The ring master stepped from his pedestal and mopped his
forehead with ahuge silk handkerchief. Wernoff gave a short bow; then turned to enter the cage.

Roughnecks who wore the coats of uniforms approached with poles and revolvers, to take their stand
about the cage. Wernoff entered a door and closed it behind him. He wasin alittle compartment. He
received awhip; opened the next door and stepped into the center of the cage.

A lion opened itsjawsto growl. A leopard legped down from its pedestal and prepared for aspring.
Wernoff snapped hiswhip. Thelion's growl ended; but the leopard remained crouched. Another whip
snap failed to make the beast retire. Wernoff fired ablank straight for the spotted cat's face. The leopard
snarled; then turned back toward its perch.

Even the sheriff had forgotten his misson here. With the deputies, he was staring tensdly at the cage. The
watchman aone remembered his appointed purpose. He plucked the sheriff's deeve.

"Look!" he exclaimed. "That man at the Side of the cage! Outside - by the right corner -"
"Holding arevolver?'

"Y es. He's one of the robbers. And the fellow next to him - the one turning thisway - hel's another of the
bunch. Look! Theresathird!"

The sheriff wasrising. His badge caught the flash of the spotlight and returned it with abrilliant glitter. The
watchman was pointing out another pair of roughnecks.

Eric Wernoff was cracking hiswhip with savage fury insde the cage; but the act no longer thrilled the
shexiff and the men with him.

The sheriff had growled acommand. Deputies and watchman were reaching for their guns. Their rising
forms were congpicuous before the spotlight. They did not redize the mistake that they were making.



THE roughneck who had turned uttered a sharp cry. Like aflash, hisfour companionsturned toward the
box. Gleaming revolvers showed in their fists. One gun barked itsfirst, quick warning. A bullet whistled
past the sheriff's head.

The roughnecks had become furious, leering mobsmen. Hard-fighting gorillas, they were whirling to best
the sheriff and hismenin aquick dud of shots. The gunsthat they held were not charged with blanks.
They wereloaded with bullets, in readinessfor thisfray.

A second shot ripped splinters from the back of achair beside the watchman. The sheriff and hisaids
were caught flat-footed, with their hands fumbling for guns. They were helplesstargets for desperate
murderers. Five guns were aiming toward them before they had drawn a single weapon!

Three of the clowns by the fake safe had turned toward the ring at the sound of the first gunshot. Only the
fourth man had still kept his eyes upon the black-cloaked figure that they thought was Koko. It was his
cry that brought the eyes of the others toward the same spot.

"Look! Look quick!"

Asqorillasfired, thetall black figure stepped suddenly forward. Above the crackle of revolvers; above
the roars from the big cage came alaugh that rose with weird crescendo. Like a mammoth moth within
range of an atracting flame, The Shadow stood reved ed with outstretched arms.

It was The Shadow - not Koko. The flamesthat belched from his huge automatics were tokens of that
truth.

An aming mobster dumped as he turned to meet the menace that the taunting laugh had warned was
present. The gangster had picked the sheriff's glittering badge as histarget, but he never fired the shot that
he intended.

The other gorillas snarled asthey siwung their leveled gats. Revolvers crackled while the automatics
thundered. Certain in aim, The Shadow dealt with crooks asthey deserved. One - two went down as
their wild bullets sped past the living target that they sought.

Asthelast pair aimed, shots burst from the box ahead. The sheriff and a deputy had gained their
revolvers. Their bullets dug up sawdust in front of the big cage. These were hasty shots that went wide of
the fighting roughnecks; but they served avitd purpose.

The Shadow was dedling with spreadout foemen. Had the mobsters been clustered, hisrapid firewould
have vanquished them entirely. These last two gorillas, however, had gained the edge while The Shadow
was mowing down their pals.

Thefire of the sheriff and the deputy gave The Shadow amomentary respite. Both mobstersfaltered for
an instant as the new shots broke in their direction. The Shadow, acting in fifth of seconds, performed a
sSdewise drop asthe gangsters pressed triggers with fingers that had rested for afractiona interval.

Bulletswhistled past thetall form asit rolled in the sawdust of the track. The shots were high asthey
sped above the cloaked |eft shoulder. Y et, as he performed his fade-away, The Shadow guided the
sweep of hisleft hand. Its automatic barked as The Shadow struck the ground. One mobster staggered,
wounded.

The other swung to new aim. He was twenty paces distant from his pal. The Shadow's right hand poked
its gun upward from the sawdust. A gloved finger pressed the trigger.

The Shadow's aim, however, was not directed toward the last gorilla. In the split second that he had to



fire, he amed for amore certain target - the spotlight.

GLASS shattered asthe light went out. The last mobster blazed away in darkness. He was shooting at
the spot where he thought The Shadow was; but the total blackness played havoc with hisam. His shots
found sawdust - not The Shadow.

Chaos reigned within the big top. Shouts of men - screams of women - the roars of maddened beasts
within the cage - above dl these came the barks of guns as the desperate mobsman turned hisaim
toward the box. Shots from the sheriff, the watchman and the deputies - ddlivered toward thering - were
answered by the last gorilla

Flashes of gunswerethe only targets for these fighters who numbered four againgt one. Y et the gorilla
held the advantage. His enemies were clustered in the box. He was moving acrossthering. A deputy
groaned as he sank wounded.

The mobster thought that he had finished with The Shadow. He was wrong. An unseen shape was
moving from the sawdust. The Shadow was picking the moving target by the spurts of the revolver. Cool
amid the darkness, he gauged the gorillas speed by the interval between two shots.

An automatic spoke. Itsflash came an ingtant after a shot from the ring. Sheriff Howard and two
companions kept up their fusiliade. There was no reply from in front of the big cage. A weird laugh
whispered from the track. It seemed to trail asit faded into nothingness.

Flashlights were appearing. Their beams swept toward the ring, the center point of al attention. Then, of
asudden, the tent lights came on. Gasping spectators stared toward the ring. It showed a scene that
captured dl attention.

Eric Wernoff had gained the safety of thelittle entry to his cage. He was away from the roaring, snarling
beasts that were fighting and sprawling in the space behind the bars. On the sawdust in front of the big
cage lay three motionless mobsters. Two others were on hands and knees, seeking to regain their guns.

The sheriff and the unhurt deputy came legping from the box. The wounded gorillastried to am at them.
Sheriff and deputy each picked aman. As mobster guns came up to fire, the men of the law shot
point-blank. Riddling bullets dropped the two crooks whom The Shadow had crippled in the final
moments of hisfight.

Standing in thering, the sheriff looked al about. So did the four clownswho were cowering by the
wooden safe. Spectators followed their example. They were looking for the weird, blackclad warrior
who had brought down the desperate mobsmen.

None found the object of their search. The Shadow had departed. Blood stained the sawdust where
dead gorillas lay; but no token remained of the one who had vanquished the bullet-riddled crooks.

Thetrailing laugh had marked The Shadow's swift passage to the runway. He had | eft the big top just
before the lights came on. The results of the brief warfare remained as evidence of his mighty prowess.

Coming from darkness, The Shadow had won the conflict single-handed. He had | eft the fruits of victory
- represented by the murderous gorillas - where the law could find them. The sheriff had found the
robbersthat he sought. Dead, they could offer no resistance.

The Shadow - hiswork accomplished - had returned to the darkness from which he had emerged to
grike down fiends of crime.



CHAPTER XV. GATHERING CLOUDS
"WELL?What about it, Suffy?'
"We can open tonight, Cap. Thetin ar saysit'sdl jake."

"It'stime he made up hismind about it. The crowd - or what thereis of it - won't stick around much
longer.”

The conversation was taking place in the office of the Larch Circus and Greater Shows. Cap Guffy and
Stuffy Dowson were done. One day had passed since The Shadow's battle with the mobstersin the big
top. A new evening had begun.

"You can't blamethetin gtar, Cap." Stuffy Dowson spoke as Guffy was about to leave the office. "He'sa
regular sort of aguy. But he can't let the law dide just on our account.”

"Wean't sopping him, arewe?' growled Cap. "Say - what does the yap want? He landed the five bank
robbers, didn't he?'

"But he didn't find the dough they swiped, Cap."

"He searched the lot, didn't he? Him and them rube deputies - say, they even tapped the tent polesto
make sure they weren't hollow. That swag's off thislot, Stuffy. Thetin star might aswell make up his
mindtoit."

"He has" declared Stuffy, "and he wantsto talk to you about it."
"Why me?' queried Cap, staring hard.

"On account of that fellow Zoda," stated Stuffy. "It looks sort of phony, Cap, that guy blowing the way
he did. The sheriff tellsme Zoda never set up his'props last night.”

"That'safact,” declared Cap. " told the sheriff about it, though. He thought it was worth looking into, but
that wasdl."

"Hewas 4till thinking about the robbers,” explained Stuffy. "It wasn't until after hed nabbed those five
heels that he began to worry about the swag. Let me give you thelay, Cap. | ain't had a chanceto talk
much about it.

"Y ou heard about the trouble in the big top. That fight was a pip. It would have been too bad for old tin
dar if the guy in black hadn't got in hissay."

"Who wasthe guy, Stuffy?"

"We don't know. He was gone when the lights came on. Four of the clowns said he was supposed to be
Koko. So we went over to the dressing tent and the first thing we seen was aguy in ablack cloak and
hat, laying in ahegp by one of the trunks."

"Washethefdlow?'

"No. Wethought so at firdt. | figured held got shot during the fight. We grabbed off his cloak - and who
do you think it was?'

"Koko?"'



"Y eah. But he wasn't the fellow that had been in the big top. It was Koko that we found; and he wastied
up with acouple of belts. He had a bandanna gagging him. He couldn't tell uswhat hit him. He said hed
been going to pull astunt on the track. He was supposed to be aguy called The Shadow, chasing four
crooks. Just when he was leaving for the big top, somebody landed on him like aload of bricks. It was
another guy with ablack cloak and hat."

"The Shadow?"

"Guess it must have been - only we don't know who The Shadow is. Wéll, after we found Koko, thetin
star decidesto search the lot. There wasn't nobody had got away. The fight in the big top was over
quick; the sheriff's crew was ill on guard. The bank watchman picked the five dead hedlsasthe
robbers. So the search begun.”

"Y ou got to hand it to the tin star, Cap. There wasn't no chance for any swag to go off thislot. They
watched al the towniesthat |eft. They've been searching dl day. But till they ain't found the dough
they're after.”

"When did they give up the search?’
"About an hour ago - that's al. Say - here comesthetin star now."

THE door was opening as Stuffy spoke. Cap turned to see Sheriff Howard. The officid's face was
gloomy. A curt nod was his greeting as he sat down at one of the desks.

"So you're letting us open, eh?" questioned Cap.

"Yes," responded the sheriff. "I've given the word that the search is over. Start your shows when you
want."

"Still kegping your men onthelot?”

"Y es. Enough of them to beready if theres any trouble. There's just one guy they'relooking for."
"Zoda?'

"That'sright. If they get any suspects, Captain, I'll bring them for you to look over."

"What about the fllow that did the shooting?" inquired Stuffy.

"How're we going to find him?' demanded the sheriff. "We didn't get alook at hisface. What's more, he
wason our side. If he shows up, I'll shake handswith him.

"I've been talking with thisfellow Hank that works for you. He looked over the five dead men. He says
they look like the bunch that jumped the show and came back. The watchman says they're the robbers.

"Hank gave metheir names. He told me the towns where they joined. I've sent fliers out to those towns
to get aline onthem. | don't think it will do much good though. The whole five were probably traveling
under fake names."

Neither Cap nor Stuffy had any comment to offer on this subject. When Stuffy spoke, hiswords related
to amore pressing matter.

"I'm going down to the big top,” he informed. "Got to get ready to put on the show tonight. Seeyou
leter."



"I'm heading for the Ten-in-One," decided Cap. "Those freaks of mine don't know theré'sgoing to be a
show. Likeasnot I'll haveto travd al over thelot to round them up.”

Both men left. The sheriff remained done. Hisface retained its glumness. At times, he muttered to
himsdf.

Thefailureto regain or trace the spoils of the bank robbers was wearing on Sheriff Howard. He had felt
elation after the battle in which the five gorillas had been dain. Histriumph, however, had faded.

"If only one of them was till dive," muttered the sheriff. "Onethat could talk -"

THE door opened as the sheriff mumbled this wish. Howard looked up to see Tex Larch.
The circus owner nodded and dropped his two suitcases on the floor.

"Wdl?' questioned Tex, gruffly. "What'sthe latest, sheriff?'

"Just get infrom New York?' queried the officid.

"Yeah," returned Tex, "but | read about the trouble in a newspaper. Firg time anything like it has ever
happened with my show. So you got the robbers - but not the money."

"Yegh"

"l wastalking to a couple of the concessionaireswhen | came aong the midway. They told me you'd quit
searching thelot.”

"I have. We did athorough job. The money isn't on thislot."

"Sorry you had bad luck, sheriff." Tex turned toward the door, just as Stuffy reentered. "Hello, Stuffy.
Say - run these kiesters over to my tent, will you?'

"Surething, Tex." Stuffy picked up the suitcases. ™Y our old friend just blew in, Tex. Do you want to see
him?'

"Who do you mean?"

"Jonathan Wilbart."

Tex scowled. Observing the sheriff's gaze, he changed his expression.
"All right, Stuffy," he decided. "I'll talk to Wilbart."

Stuffy departed and Wilbart entered aminute later. Tex shook hands with the magnate. Wilbart nodded
to the sheriff. It was Tex who spokefirst.

"Suppose you heard about the trouble here?' he questioned.

"Yes," responded Wilbart. "That iswhy | cameto seeyou. | thought perhaps that it might temper your
decision regarding the sale of your show."

"Maybeit will,” remarked Tex, in ameditative tone. "But | can't talk about it tonight, Wilbart. Thingsare
inamess. Right now I'm worrying about tonight's show."

"Y ou are going to open?’ inquired Wilbart, in atone of surprise.



"l guess s0," returned Tex. Helooked toward the sheriff, who nodded.

"Well, that'sahelp,” declared Tex. "Listen, Wilbart: suppose we talk matters over some other time. How
about the end of thisweek?'

"Whileyou are ill herein Hamilcar?'
llYall

"Very well, Tex. | shal remain at the Hamilcar Hotdl for afew days. Y ou can communicate with me
there, if youwish."

Tex nodded. He turned and | eft the office. He failed to close the door behind him. Wilbart and the sheriff
saw him walking across the midway toward the tent where Stuffy had taken the bags.

"l am glad that you areletting Tex open his show tonight, sheriff,” observed Wilbart. "He certainly needs
whatever business he may get in thistown.”

"Show on the rocks, en?"

"Not far fromit. Of course" - Wilbart smiled - "if Tex has poor business this week, he may be more
willing to sl his show to me. However, sheriff, | do not careto profit by another man's misfortune.”

The sheriff nodded.

"Of course," resumed Wilbart, "1 am counting on hismisfortune in asense. Tex Larch has been
experiencing poor weeks - 'bloomers,' we call them - and | have considered that fact in making my
offers. But those are natural hazards, actudly of the man's own making. Poor business judgment is
different from unexpected situations such asthe trouble that this circus encountered here.”

"I've given Larch abreak," announced the sheriff. "We've been searching the grounds here and we
haven't found the money that was stolen from that Almsburg bank. By right, | could close this show.
Instead, I'm letting it open. I'm through, so far asfurther search is concerned.”

"Y our men are dill here, arethey not?!

"Only to preserve order. Also in case some clew bobbed up. But | don't think there will be any. We got
the bank robbers."

"Areyou sure they were the only crooks with the show?"

"Yes. I'm looking for one fellow - amind reader caled Zoda- who might have been in with them. But
he'sgone. If he shows up on the lot, maybe well grab him."

JONATHAN WILBART nodded. He extended his hand and received the sheriff's shake. He walked
from the office and was joined on the midway by his chauffeur, Lennox. The two men went between
tents toward the spot where Wilbart's car was parked.

A few minuteslater, Sheriff Howard stepped from the office and looked dong the midway. Tex - Cap -
Stuffy - dl had gone their separate ways. Ticket sellerswere raising their raucous cries. Scattered groups
of people were turning toward the big top.

Turning, the sheriff saw atdl, firm-faced stranger who was standing afew feet from the entrance to the
office. The sheriff's gaze met those of apair of steady eyesthat peered from a masklike countenance.
The stranger raised acigarette to histhin lips and drew along puff as the sheriff turned and walked away



to talk with members of hisposse.

In that moment, the sheriff had unwittingly glimpsed two personages, both of whom hewould liketo have
met. One was Zoda, the missing mind reader whom the sheriff sought; the other was The Shadow, who
had saved the sheriff'slife.

The sheriff had never dreamed that Zoda and The Shadow could be one; nor did heredize that this
keen-eyed observer - who looked like neither Zoda nor The Shadow - was the double personality who
had played so stirring a part in the happenings on the circus [ ot.

Two men were stopping near the spot where The Shadow stood. One was Cliff Mardand; the other was
Hank, the pretended roughneck. Hank's low growl came clearly to The Shadow's ears.

"Stick by thetruck," the big man wasinforming Cliff. "Wait until you seethe light in the tent. It's comin’
pretty soon - same as before."

Cliff nodded. He and Hank were pulling down their |eft deeves. In accustomed fashion, they had flashed
their red circles. The two men moved away. A smile appeared upon the thin lips of the watching
stranger.

The Shadow knew that |ast night's battle had not marked the end of crime. New clouds were gathering;
further evil was afoot. Again, the might of The Shadow would be needed.

CHAPTER XVI. PLANSFOR CRIME
"WHERE'S Cleed?'

Cap Guffy asked the question as he stood in the Ten-in-One tent. The other freaks and performers were
present, clustered about the platform where Baby Liz, thefat lady, sat in solemn state.

When the gang joined in pow-wow, they chose Baby Liz's platform as ameeting place. It took three men
to hoist the fat lady to her platform; once there, she remained. Hence, social gatherings among the freaks
were hdd in her vicinity.

"Cleed?" Luke, the tattooed man, echoed Cap's question. "I seen him around about twenty minutes ago.
Guess hewent to hisdeeping tent.”

"We're going to open tonight,” growled Cap. "I hope Cleed ain't off the lot. With Zodawalking out on
meand al -"

"Cleed'saround al right, Cap. How soon are we goin' to open?"
"In haf an hour."
"I'll look around for Cleed."

Luke scrambled from the fat woman's platform. So did Princess Marxia. Cap beckoned to the snake
charmer. He spoke as she strolled along with him toward her pit.

"I'm driving down to the depot,” announced Cap. "They sent word up about that crate of rattlers. They
cameinthis afternoon.”

"Time we got some more," returned Marxia. "Y ou should have ordered them a couple of weeks ago,
when we got the bull snakes."



"Couldn't get 'em,” informed Cap. "These are the kind you want - the onesthat ain't had the poison taken
out of ‘em. Y ou won't be able to use these rattlersright away."

"That'sdl right." Marxialooked into the snake pit. "I've got enough of the harmless onesto last for this
stand. When we get to the next town, Luke and | can fix the new ones."

"Y ou're welcometo the job," decided Cap. ™Y ouwon't find metrying it."

"It's better to extract the poison oursaves,” indsted Marxia. "Them sgpsthat shift therattlers don't aways
do thejob right. When Luke and | get through with arattler, we know he ain't going to hurt nobody."

Cap nodded. He looked about but saw no sign of Cleed. He was frowning as he walked toward the
closed entrance of the Ten-in-One. Marxia strolled to the back of the tent. She raised the canvas and
ducked out, as Luke had done just after talking with Cap.

ACROSS the midway, Cap saw acrouching figure moving on thefar Sde of atent. He thought it was
Cleed; he watched as the figure stopped. Then Cap redlized that the stooped form was Jubo the Geek.

Oddly enough, Jubo was aso looking for Cleed. He was noting afigure behind some tents further down
the midway. As Jubo watched, he saw Cleed dink into view from in back of Tex Larch'stent.

Cleed straightened. He dropped his dinking role long enough to move across the midway, avoiding
people who were going into the big top. Then he resumed his dinking pace past tents and trucks as he
headed for the Ten-in-One.

Jubo turned and headed toward the midway. His own tent was beside a concess on booth. Jubo ducked
under the canvasjust as Cap Guffy recognized him. Cap was till eying Jubo's tent with keen suspicion
when the flap moved at the entrance of the Ten-in-One.

Cap turned to see Cleed peering from the opening. He turned and walked into the tent, growling as he
joined the cigarette fiend.

"Time you showed up," Cap announced, as he closed the flap behind him. "We ain't opening for haf an
hour yet, but | wanted to make sure you was around. I'm going down to the depot to get abox of snakes
that comein this afternoon. Be here when | get back.”

Jubo the Geek, when he had ducked into histent, had not entered the pit. Instead, he had gone to the
front flgps. Peering through the opening, he had watched the man who had been observing him. Thus
Jubo had seen Cleed's face at the flaps of the Ten-in-One. He had seen Cap Guffy turn to go in with the
cigarette fiend.

Jubo remained on watch. His eyesroved from left to right. They saw Cap Guffy's car roll into view from
the left sde of the Ten-in-One. They aso noted Cleed sneaking forth from the other end of the tent.

Shifting his position, the mop-headed geek |ooked toward a distant tent that he could barely see from the
new angle. It was the isolated canvas wherein Cleed and his cronies met. While Jubo watched, alight
glimmered from within the tent.

The glare of the midway was tempered by the pinkish rays of sunset. Jubo could distinguish forms of
roughnecks moving to form aloose cordon about the tent from which the sgna had come. The meeting
was an early one. Therewould belittle chance for prowlers to escape the observation of the guarding
roughnecks. Jubo moved back into his tent and began to let snakesloosein the pit.

CLIFF MARSLAND, standing beside the truck where he was stationed, had come to the same decision



as Jubo. Cliff could seethelighted tent plainly; aso the ground between his position and the meeting
place. Though dusk was sttling rapidly, Cliff felt that tonight's watch was amere routine.

Should any prowler gppear; should any roughneck move from his position, every member of the cordon
would promptly noticeit. Thisfact, to Cliff, was darming. He sensed that this meeting must be important.
Hewas positive that The Shadow - even if present on the lot - would be unable to approach the watched
tent.

Something stirred in the truck above Cliff's head. The Shadow's agent did not notice the fact. No sound
betokened the unseen movement. Crouched behind the sides of the truck was the tall stranger whom the
sheriff had noticed near the office. This uncanny personage was drawing asmal flat bag from beneath a
Sedt of the truck.

Blackness enveloped the crouching form. Cloak and hat made the siranger aform of darkness. Groping
toward the rear of the truck, The Shadow dropped easily to the ground without a sound. Crouching, he
began the task that Cliff Mardand had classed asimpossible. The Shadow was making hisway toward

the mesting tent.

Of dl thewatchers, Cliff done saw moving blackness on the rough ground. Y et the form that he
observed was no more than a shapeless, crawling mass. Cliff saw thistoken of The Shadow because he
was watching more intently than the other roughnecks; aso becauise he was closest to The Shadow.

Wisdly, The Shadow had chosen to begin his cregp from the spot where his own agent was established.
But as The Shadow progressed; as dusk brought adightly deeper gray to theterrain, Cliff lost sght of
the form that he was watching.

INSIDE the tent, Cleed had dropped hisair of slence. Again, hewastaking in the evil snarl of Croaker
Zinn. Luke and Marxiawere ligening intently to hiswords. None redlized that The Shadow was withouit.

"'So were quitting the racket thisweek," Croaker announced, with emphasis. " Those five mugs queered
it. They got what was coming to them for being so dumb. If that watchman hadn't seen them, they'd never
have been traced to thislot.

"Wewere going to play the racket al along the line. Those five gorillas knew their stuff. | had them set to
crack acrib each time the show made ajump. Out and back the same night. But they pulled a boner on
thefirg trip.”

"It'slucky you had me change them tattoo designs,” put in Luke. " Say - those red circleswould have
made plenty of trouble. But those butterflies and other junk didn't mean nothing to the sheriff when he
saw them.”

"Of course not," declared Croaker. "Tattoo marks are common on acircuslot. But it wasn't luck, Luke.
| saw what might be coming. That'swhy | had you cover up the red circles. What's more - that's not all
that | figured on.

"Those five gorillas handed me the swag after they brought it into camp. | had it ready for the big shot.
When the yap sheriff showed up and put his hick guards around the place, it looked like we were getting
inaswell jam.

"But | dipped the swag to the big shot. He took it out right under their noses. So when the sheriff findly
got around to looking for it, it wasn't on the lot. The big shot's put the swag in asafe place.”

Croaker paused to laugh harshly. Then an evil laugh came from hislips. It was an odd laugh for onewho



still wore the pasty make-up of Cleed.

"The sheriff isasap,” decided Croaker. "He figures somebody must have copped the swag. He's dumb
enough to think it might be Zoda. He hasn't got brains enough to dope out who Zodareally was."

"The Shadow!" gasped Luke, in an awed tone.

"Y eah, The Shadow!" spat Croaker. "Maybe he's fill around here, figuring that therell be another gang
go out to crack some crib when we move. But The Shadow, even, won't wise up to what we're going to
pull now."

"Y ou got anew game, Croaker?"
"You bet. Firgt of dl, we're going to start shoving the queer, beginning late tonight.”
"What about the Feds?"

"They won't wise up. Well use some sap for ablind. Like we did before. Then I'll have the cash we take
inand any queer that's | eft dl ready for the big shot to lug off the lot the night we finish this stand.”

"And then the gang will blow?!

"Later. After the big shot gets clear, I've got another job to pull. Listen, both of you, and keep mum.
Y ou've heard of thismissing heiress, Lucy Aldon?"

"Sure." Luke nodded. "L ot of talk about her in the papers. Some lawyer offered five thousand berriesto
anybody who'd locate her. What's the gag, Croaker? Y ou figurin' away to collect that dough?'

"FIVE grand!" Croaker snorted. " Say - that Aldon moll isheiressto amillion. Listen. I know where she
is. | know how to get her. She don't know she's Lucy Aldon. That makesit sweet.

"Beef Mdligan iscoming hereto Hamilcar. Hell be on thelot, the last night. After | passthe cointothe
big shot, along with any queer we haven't got rid of, Beef and | are going to blow.

"WEell head for a place where nobody will find us. When we get there, Lucy Aldon will bewith us. Then
well get some guy to act asthe voice and well tell that old lawyer weve got the million-dollar mall.

"Hell have to cometo terms. Well be sitting pretty. He's never seen the girl - get the idea? How can they
find amoll when they don't know what she looks like - when they don't know anything about her?'

"Say!" Luke was keen with hisexclamation. "How did you get wiseto wherethis Aldon gd is?"

"The big shot tipped me off," explained Croaker. "He had sort of a hunch to begin with. He used hisbean
and doped it out. But heresthelay.

"When Beef and | beat it, the rest is up to you. As soon aswe get clear, everything has got to go haywire
onthislot. Insgde of half an hour after we've done ascram, you start ariot, Luke.”

"Give'ema'Hey Rube?'

"Y eah. The mob will do their stuff. Ther€ll be alot of people missing after that scrap isover. Nobody's
going to know where they went."

"I get you, Croaker. But - but -"



"But what?'

"What's the 'Hey Rube' got to do with you and Beef grabbing the Aldon gal? Where are you goin' to
snatch her from?"

Croaker laughed as he arose and extinguished the light that hung from the tent pole.

"Youdon't getit, Luke" hegrowled in the darkness. "Well, it'sjust aswell you dont. | practicaly put
you wiseto thelay - yet you and Marxiadon't get it. Well, if you don't, after what |'ve told you, nobody
dsewill."

The discussion was ended. As roughnecks prowled from their posts, the three freaks emerged from the
little tent and moved toward the Ten-in-One. They were no more than skulking figuresin the deepening
dusk.

Silence reigned by the deserted tent. Then came awhispered laugh. It was the suppressed mirth of The
Shadow, the unseen listener to the conference of crooks.

In asense, The Shadow's laugh was an aftermath of Croaker's evil chortle.

For The Shadow had divined what L uke and Marxia had been unable to guess. He had sensed the
important point of the fell scheme which Croaker Zinn intended to put in execution.

Tonight, counterfeit money would begin anew flow through the circus|ot. Itscirculation would persst
until thefina night in Hamilcar. Then would come astroke of crime that would concern agirl named Lucy
Aldon.

Thelaugh of The Shadow faded. Histall form merged with the descending night. As he had struck
before, The Shadow would seek to strike again, with men of crime his prey!

CHAPTER XVII.THE NIGHT BEFORE

LIGHTS had dulled along the midway of the Larch Circus and Greater Shows. The last of the crowds
had departed. Automobiles were heading townward. Tomorrow would begin the last day of the stand in
Hamilcar. One more night would end the worst "'bloomer” of the season.

Among the cars that were rolling from the circus lot was Cap Guffy'srickety coupe. Like other vehicles,
it was heading toward Hamilcar. When it arrived there, it pulled up in front of an old brick hotdl - The
Hamilcar House.

Two men aighted. One was Cap Guffy; the other, Tex Larch. Gloomily, the showmen entered the |obby
of the old hotel. While Cap strolled about, Tex approached the desk and spoke to the clerk.

"Jonathan Wilbart stopping here?' questioned the circus owner.
"Room 204," replied the clerk. "Who wantsto see him?"

"Tex Larch” - the showman paused, then spoke again asthe clerk pushed in aswitch and raised a
telephone receiver - "tdl him Tex Larch and Captain Guffy. Two of us."

Tex stood glumly while the clerk phoned the message. The call completed, the clerk turned and nodded.
He pointed toward the stairway, to indicate that Wilbart would receive the visitors.

Two guests were in the lobby when Tex and Cap went up the stairs. One was atall, steady-faced



individua, who had registered under the name of Lamont Cranston. The other was a stadwart young
fellow who had arrived two days ago, from New Y ork. He was in the book as Harry Vincent.

Lamont Cranston was The Shadow. Harry Vincent was his agent. The Shadow had summoned this new
ad from Manhattan. Like Cliff Mardand, Harry Vincent was one upon whom The Shadow could
depend when crime reached its climax.

Within two minutes after the pair of showmen had gone upgtairs, Lamont Cranston arose and followed
the same course. He did not, however, go to his own room. He chose Harry Vincent's, which was on the
second floor.

Thetdl stranger did not turn on the light. Instead, he groped across the room and found a suitcase that
lay beneath abureau. Black cloth swished. A shape appeared by the open window. Weirdly it moved
outward. In batlike fashion, the figure of The Shadow crept along the brick wall at the side of the hotel.

Soft, squdgy sounds announced the progress. With rubber suction cups attached to hands and feet, The
Shadow was making safe advance along the vertica surface. His passage ended outside an opened
window. V oices sounded from within aroom. Jonathan Wilbart wastalking to hisvisitors.

"WHAT isyour decison then?" Wilbart was questioning. "Are you ready to sdll, Tex?"

"I don't know," Tex spoke in gruff rgjoinder. "This stand has been a'bloomer, Wilbart. Worse than |
expected. | haven't got the cash to move my show."

"Then asde should beto your liking."

"Not until | hear from New York. | sent aletter there. | ought to have awire by tomorrow night.”
"Andif it comes?'

"Then my answer will be definite. Either yesor no."

A pause followed. Jonathan Wilbart was speculating on the possibilities. He put another question.

"Suppose, Tex," he suggested, "that you receive no word from New Y ork. Does that mean you will
dl?

"It meansthat I'll haveto go to New Y ork," responded Tex. "I can't sall until | get someword.”
"But you won't be able to move the show.”

"l know it. I'll haveto leave the outfit on thelot.”

"With Suffy in charge?'

"Yes"

"l see." Wilbart nodded as he spoke. "Then | can remain herein Hamilcar and receive your answer."
"Yes. If | haveto goto New York, I'll wireyou from there."

"Very well. Then the best time for meto seeyou isjust before train time. Isthat right?"

"Yes. I'll bein the office up to thelast minute. If | haveto go to New York, | won't leave until after the
big show darts."



Wilbart puffed a afat cigar while he studied Tex. Then he seemed to remember that Cap was aso
present. He looked at Cap; then turned to Tex.

"What if you sell?" questioned Wilbart. "Where does Guffy's show comein? Doesit go dong with the
ded ?'

"It don't." The answer came from Cap. "That option isoff. I'm keepin' my show. Tex Larch ain't got
nothing to do with it. That'swhy I'm here - to stand up for my rights.”

"Lay off the squawks, Cap," growled Tex. "Nobody's trying to do you out of anything."

"You'reright they ain't," asserted Cap. "Wilbart might aswell know the facts. That option businesswasa
fake. Nothin' but astdl to hold you off, Wilbart."

"Isthat right, Tex?" inquired Wilbart, in surprise.

"Yeah," acknowledged Tex. " Cep didn't have to comein hereand yell it out. But there's no harm done.
He'sjust sore because this week's been a'bloomer for him. He can't takeit, that'sall."

"l ain't used to squawkin'," put in Cap. "l can take tough deddin’ any time. But thiswasn't abloomer -
thistown wasn't - if you hadn't made it one, Tex. Them crooks wouldn't have been aong with your show
if you'd been on the job.

"I'm through with your outfit, that'sal. My show is packin' up tomorrow. I'm takin' the road on my own.
I've got enough dough to handle the 'nut’ for amonth, anyway. If | have to hook up with another guy, I'll
find onethat stays on thelot instead of commutin' into New Y ork.

"My show won't open tomorrow night. It goes on the trucks and it moves out when it's packed. Not your
trucks, neither, Tex. I've hired my own. They'll bein by six o'clock.”

TEX LARCH waswearing a scowl. Cap Guffy's bluff face was chalenging. Jonathan Wilbart prevented
further discussion. Rising, he approached to shake hands with each manin turn.

"| shall see you tomorrow night, gentlemen,” he remarked. "L et me suggest that you forget your difficulties
in the meantime. Y ou have been on the road together for the past season. Why not part good friends?*

While Tex and Cap were giving their gruff agreement to Wilbart's suggestion, The Shadow had turned his
gaze back toward the window from which he had come. A tiny glow was showing at the opening. It was
thelighted tip of acigarette.

Harry Vincent had come upstairs. His cigarette was asignd that concerned The Shadow. Sowly, the
blackened shape shifted dong the wall. Then the form moved upward. Following averticd angle, The
Shadow was risng toward alighted window on the third floor.

New voices - low in tone - greeted The Shadow as he reached his objective. His keen eyes, peering
inward from the blackness of the night, discerned three men. Two were the federa agents. Dunham and
Slade. Thethird was Vic Marquette.

Harry'ssigna had announced Vic'sarrival. Harry had seen the secret-service operative pass through the
lobby. Thus The Shadow had |eft one finished conference to listen in on another that was just beginning.

"So you've been out on thelot again, eh?' Vic was questioning. "And you'd like to grab the fellow that
runsthe knife rack? Well - lay off him."



"He's shoving the queer, Vic," indsted Slade. "Doing it just like the mind readers that we took in."
"Sureheis" retorted Marquette. "He'sablind, like they were.”

"I was watching him count queer bills" argued Sade. | stood there for five minutes, while Dunham was
chucking rings & the knives™"

"Chucking rings?' queried Marquette. "Whét for?'

"Trying to land one over the knob of acarving knife," admitted Dunham. "There was a.45 hanging from
it. 1 would havewon it, if I'd landed aring."

"Just acouple of saps," snorted Vic. "That game's 'gaffed’; yet youwak in and try to play it."
"Gaffed?"

"Sure. The heads of those knobs are turned away from you. Y ou couldn't drop aring on one of themina
millionyears

"Theguy didit."

"Of course he did; but he twisted the knob to the front when he chucked the rings. But that's not the
story. We're going to forget the fellow with the knife rack. We're going to get the redl people.”

"When?'
"Tomorrow night."

Vic spoke with confidence. His statement silenced his companions. While The Shadow listened,
Marquette began to give the details of acompact plan.

"I've been watching that circuslot," he stated. "1've been there every night. | know the insde of the outfit
that's handing out the phony mazuma. | told you that before. | told you there was one man in charge - a
fellow who must be making contact with the big shot.

"I've located the first man. I'm going to watch him. Tomorrow night. Y ou fellows be there, dongside the
Ferriswhed. When | dip you theword, be ready. I'm not going to talk to you. I'll send someone with a
note. All hewill say is'O-blay!™

"O-blay?"

"Yes. Hog-Latin for 'blow.’ That word won't sound funny along the midway. So when some fellow - no
matter how funny helooks - says'o-blay," you ask him why. Then helll say 'ops-kay'."

"Cops?' asked Slade.

"Y ou're getting the lingo." Vic laughed. "Then you ask him for the lay and helll either tell you or dipyou a
note. Follow ingtructions and you'll find the queer. If the big shot isn't there, wait for him to show up. Get
him. I'll join you later. Don't go until | join you."

"O-blay," muttered Dunham. "Ops-kay."

"Stick tight," added Vic. "Because theres ariot due tomorrow night. It's liable to come pretty quickly
after you get my word. Do you understand?”



"Right," responded Sade.

Vic Marquette's ingtructions were complete. Brief words followed; then a closing door announced the
operative's departure. The Shadow was aready moving aong thewadl. His cregping form arrived,
beetlelike, at an open window on the third floor.

A soft laugh sounded from the darkness of Lamont Cranston's room. The last piecesin the picture had
been st in place. Others had stated their plans. Others were ready. So was The Shadow!

CHAPTER XVIII. THE SILENT SHADOW

THE show was on in the big top. It wasthe last night of the circusin Hamilcar. Straggling groups were
drifting dong the midway. They were the remnants of the small crowd that had gone into the circus tent.

Most of those who had come to the lot wereidlers. Some of the concessions were doing business; but
severd of these "joints" were packing. In this, they were setting the example of Cap Guffy. The spot
where the Ten-in-One tent had been now formed a barren stretch of ground. 1dlers were watching Cap
superintend the loading of the trucksthat he had hired.

Tex Larch had supplied the roughnecks for the loading. Cliff Mardand was among this crew. He wasthe
only one who wore the tattooed red circle. The others were genuine roughnecks, not members of
Croaker Zinn'smob. A spirit of pessmism dominated their paaver.

"Cap'sdtarted it by pullin’ out,” onefellow said to Cliff. "Look over there. Jubo the Geek is packin'.
When that show quits, business must be lousy.”

Cliff nodded. He saw the ticket taker pulling down the geek's tent. Jubo was aiding while awise-cracking
group of town boys commented on the tame gppearance of the wild man from the snake pit.

"There's another 'grifter’ foldin'," continued Cliff's companion. "That guy's been runnin’ atwo-way joint.
Say - when agrifter can't make nothin' when he'sworkin' the game strong, it's asure bet theré's no
dough onthelaot."

Cliff nodded his understanding. He had picked up the midway lingo. He knew that a'grifter' wasa
concessionaire. He al'so knew that by a'two way joint' was meant a game that could be run on the level
or fixed to trim the suckers. The operation of a'two way joint' was called working 'strong.’

"Say" - the gpeaker was a concessionaire who had come across the midway - "can one of you fellows
give mealift?I'm loading some stuff aboard atruck. Can't hoit it done.”

"I'll giveyou ahand," responded Cliff.
"Thanks"

Cliff walked across the midway with the grifter. He had been looking for abreek like this. He wanted to
contact with other members of the red circle and none of them were near Cap Guffy'strucks. Cliff knew
that trouble was impending. He wanted to be ready when it broke.

"I've been running a'grind,’ pal," confided the grifter, as Cliff helped him hoist a crate aboard atruck.
"Get that? Running a'grind' - working for afive-cent play. They call me a'nickel gouger' on account of it,
but | took in dough until we hit thistown. But I've went broke in this burg. Look™ - the crate was aboard
the truck when the grifter pointed down the midway - "theres afdlow taking down his ‘flasher’ When
those jumping lights don't bring the dough, it'stime for everybody to quit.”



STROLLING down the midway, Cliff encountered aroughneck headed in the opposite direction. The
fellow plucked at hisleft deeve. Cliff did the same. Tattooed circles camein view. The roughneck spoke
inalow tone.

"Have your gat ready,” he advised Cliff. "When it bresks, the mob isgoin' to cut loose.”
"I'm s&t," returned Cliff.

As heturned away, The Shadow's agent ran shoulder to shoulder againgt atall personage who was
standing near atent. As he stared into acam, impassive face, he caught the glare of steady eyes. Lips
that barely moved gave Cliff aweirdly whispered order.

"Watch Jubo the Geek." A cigarette moved up to the lips. "Keep him from the mob."

Cliff turned toward Jubo's tent. The canvas was down. He saw the geek staring across the midway. Cliff
turned to nod to the stranger who had spoken. Thetal vistor had moved away. Cliff, however, needed
no further injunction. He had received an order from The Shadow.

"Watch Jubo the Geek."

Oddly, The Shadow was not the only one who had uttered that admonition. Off beyond one of the
Ten-in-Onetrucks, Cleed - otherwise Croaker Zinn - was saying the same words to L uke, the tattooed
man. A glower was showing on the pasty face of the so-called Cleed as Croaker studied alist that Luke
hed handed him.

"Watch Jubo?' questioned Luke.

"Yeah." Croaker was emphatic. "Say - it was agood ideato have Hank check up on al the crew. When
did you put the circle on Jubo?'

"l don't remember usin' the needleon him.”
"You don't en? Wdll, that's all | wanted to know. Pass the word aong to watch Jubo.”

Luke moved away to obey. Cap Guffy approached and beckoned. In the languid fashion of Cleed,
Croaker Zinn aroseto follow the owner of the Ten-in-One.

"Forget you're adope," ordered Cap. "'Give me ahand while | load this box of rattlers aboard the back
of my coupe. I'm not trusting these reptiles to no truck. These babies have hot stingers.”

Croaker gave Cleed's sickly grin as he aided with the box. The rattlers whirred from within the box.
Neither Cap nor Croaker seemed to be disturbed by the sound.

"All right, Cleed," said Cap. "Go back and take another nap. Come on, you roughnecks. Get ahold of
some of those crates. Thisfinishestheload.”

JUBO THE GEEK was watching from the spot where histent lay on the ground. His blinking eyes were
following the form of Cleed. He saw the pretended cigarette fiend sneek off in the direction of the
mesting tent.

Dropping astrip of canvas, Jubo followed.

Thetrail led in and out among the circustrucks. The lights from the midway barely showed the outline of
Cleed'sform. Jubo moved with quick paces from truck to truck, anxious not to lose his quarry. They
were gpproaching the isolated tent. It was dark.



Losing temporary sight of Cleed, Jubo made a stooping sprint to another truck. He arrived there and
peered into the darkness. He was panting dightly; that was why he did not hear the sound that occurred
behind him. Before Jubo knew that danger was close by, figures from the dark pounced upon him and
sent him sprawling to the turf.

"Drag himinto thetent." It was L uke who gave the word to Jubo's captors. "I want to take alook at him.
Maybe he'saphony.”

Roughnecks obeyed. Jubo's body was limp. Swift blows had knocked the geek senseless.

When they reached the tent, L uke turned on the light. Jubo's form plopped to the ground and lay face up.
L uke studied the brownish countenance while four roughnecks stood by.

"A phony al right," decided Luke. "Wait'll | takealook at hisarm."

He pulled up the deeve of Jubo'sjersey. A red circle showed in the light. Luke grunted. He strode across
the tent and shoved a big sponge into a half-filled water bucket. Coming back, he applied the sponge to
the geek'sarm. The red circle began to fade.

"Dye," announced Luke. "I knew that was no tattoo job. Say - let'slook at the rest of your armswhile
I'm about it."

The roughnecks raised their deeves. Luke's ingpection made him nod with approva. The tattooed man
was satisfied with their red circles. He pointed to Jubo'sinert form.

"Phony make-up," he announced, "and awig. But I'm leavin' it on him. When they find thisguy full of
lead, helll still be Jubo the Geek. Two of you stay here. If he comesto, tap him another on the bean.
When you hear the 'Hey Rube,’ give him the works. Get me?”

The roughnecks nodded.
"Who's sayin’ then?' asked Luke.
"I'll gtay." 1t was Cliff Mardand who spoke.

"I'll stick," added aroughneck. Luke beckoned to the other two men. They |eft the tent. Cliff and his
companion sat down to keep an eye on Jubo the Geek.

THERE was motion in the darkness outside the tent. A silent figure shifted into the night. It wasthe form
of The Shadow. Thetal vistor had donned his sable-hued garments. He, like Cliff, had noted the capture
of Jubo. With Cliff on the job, The Shadow was satisfied concerning the hel pless geek.

Reaching the office trailer, The Shadow lurked in darkness. His keen eyes commanded a broad view of
the midway. Certain figures caught hisimmediate attention. The first wasthat of Cap Guffy. Histrucks
loaded, the owner of the side show was coming toward the office.

From across the midway, a newcomer was heading for the same objective. It was Jonathan Wilbart. The
circus magnate was here to make hisfinal offer for the purchase of the show.

Asthe two men neared the office door, The Shadow's gaze turned toward the big top. There he
observed Tex Larch, coming out through the turndtile.

A whispered laugh. The Shadow moved away. He found a space between two concesson tents. The
joints were close together. The front of the space - not more than two feet in breadth - was blocked by



the sturdy form of alounger who was watching the varied activities of the midway.

The Shadow approached. A soft, weird whisper came from his hidden lips. It brought anod from the
lounger. The Shadow's form faded back between the two small tents. Then it merged completely with the
darkness. The Shadow had become a part of the night itself.

Thelights of the midway showed the face of the lounger who was standing between the fronts of the
concessions. This man was Harry Vincent. He had received The Shadow's order. He knew that he was
to act according to instructions aready given him.

Sauntering from the idle spot, Harry strolled across the midway and approached the clattering Ferris
whed. He spied two men who were standing a short distance from the huge device. Harry walked up
and nodded. The men looked him over in a suspicious manner.

"O-blay," said Harry, in alow voice.

The men exchanged glances. Then one put agrowled question:
"What for?'

"Ops-kay," added Harry.

"What'sthelay?" quizzed one of the pair.

Harry looked about. No one was watching. The Shadow's agent pulled an envelope from his pocket. It
was Dunham who received it. Harry turned away and found an opening between two tents. He ducked
out of sight and started along, circling course toward the fringe of the circuslot.

Slade had opened Harry's envelope. His face became grim as he read the message. He tore the paper
into shreds and | et the pieces float to the ground.

"From Vic?" questioned Dunham, in an undertone.
"You bet," responded Slade. "Come aong. Over past those tents. We've got ajob ahead.”

DOWN near the big top, a thick-faced, ugly-lipped man was standing alone. He seemed restless as he
watched toward the circus tent. The wheezing music of the steam calliope came muffled to hisears. The
congtant sound made him fedl unessy.

A winsome figure was coming from the direction of the big top. Red hair showed in thelight. It identified
Lucille Lavan. The queen of the high wire had finished her act. She was humming as she gpproached the
tent and entered. She did not see the ugly-faced stranger who was waiting.

"Beef!" The stranger turned at the sound of the growled whisper. He stared unbelieving at the pasty face
of Cleed. A grin appeared upon the dopey visage.

"Hello, Beef," came the repeated whisper. "It's me - Croaker. All set?!

"Sure am," responded Besf. " Say, Croaker. | wouldn't have knowed you by your mug. Was that the
mall?"

"Y eah. Comeon."

Stooping, Croaker cautioudy lifted loose canvas at the Side of the tent. He edged beneath and Beef
followed. They werein Lucille Lavan's private tent. Ten feet away, the girl was Sitting at asmall dressing



table, applying cold cream to remove her make-up.

Croaker Zinn pounced forward. Lucille, staring in the mirror, spied the face of Cleed. Gamdly, the girl
swung to meet the intruder. She wastoo late. Croaker's fingers caught her throat.

Beef Mdligan aided in ending Lucill€'s struggles. Together, they produced lesther thongs and bound her
hands and feet. A large handkerchief served as an effective gag. Croaker pointed to a couch. Beef
placed the girl uponit.

"No rush," chuckled Croaker. "Wait a couple of minutes, Beef, while | get rid of this punk make-up I've
beenusing.”

Dipping hisfingersin cold cream, Croaker smeared the substance over his palid countenance. Thejob
wasaquick one. A mopping towd finished it. Beef Mdligan grinned as he saw the swarthy features of
Croaker Zinn supplant the pasty visage of Cleed.

"All right," ordered Croaker. "Out through the back. How far away isyour car?'
"A hundred fegt.”
"Youlead theway. I'll bring the moll.”

Croaker was chuckling asthey neared a darkened sedan. Over his shoulder, he held the bundled form of
Lucille Lavan. In an undertone, he wastelling Beef Malligan the story.

"They call thisjane Lucille Lavan," Croaker was saying. "That'swho shethinks sheis- Lucille Lavan.
That'sthe name she'sdways used; but it ain't her right name. She's Lucy Aldon, the million-dollar mall.

"Open the back door, Beef. Well chuck her in there. That'sthe stuff.” Lucill€'s huddled form rolled on
the back seat. "Y ou take the whedl, Beef. We're going places-"

The two mobleaders were side by side as Croaker's speech came to a sudden end. Something had
clicked from the hood of Beef's car. The two crooks were standing in the glare of aflashlight. Thetorch
was hed by Harry Vincent.

But it was not the glare that caused the two crooksto stop in their tracks. It was afigure in the range of
light that made them cower with upraised hands. There, like aliving specter, stood a shape whose power
they wdll knew.

Burning eyes blazed from benegth a blackened douch hat. The mouths of mammoth automaticsloomed
like tunnelsthat boded degth. Silent, The Shadow had risen from the dark. The master of vengeance had
arrived to conquer crimel

CHAPTER XI1X. MEN ACCUSED

WHILE The Shadow had been laying histrap for the abductors of Lucille Lavan, abrief meeting was
goingonin Tex Larch's office. Three men - Tex, Cap and Wilbart - had arrived to find the office
occupied by asingleindividud: Sheriff Howard.

Thethree nodded to the officid. The sheriff was perssting in hisvigil merely asamaiter of formality. He
had given up hope of uncovering the missing swag. Tex Larch, worried over matters that concerned his
circus, had practicaly ignored the sheriff's presence on thelot.

It was plain, too, that Tex had little time for Jonathan Wilbart. He shook hands hurriedly with the



magnate, then began to take papers from a drawer in the desk. Wilbart, noting aworried expresson on
the showman's face, was prompt with aquestion.

"What isthe answer, Tex?' heinquired. "Did you hear from New Y ork? Do you intend to sdl?

"No," replied Tex. "That goesfor both questions, Wilbart. | didn't get the wire from New Y ork. | don't
know how | stand. So I'm going there on the next train. That'sdl."

"L eaving the show on thelot?"
"Yes

"With Suffy in charge?'

" es

"Very wdl." Wilbart delivered adry smile. "l shal stay close by. Send atelegram to the Hamilcar House
if you intend to sall. Then | can take possession. If | do not hear from you by -"

"Wheat then?' demanded Tex, as Wilbart paused, till smiling.

"| shal negotiate with our friend the sheriff," remarked Wilbart, "when heis authorized to put your show
up for sae"

With this statement, Wilbart turned and stepped from the office. Tex watched him cross the midway,
where hewasjoined by his chauffeur. With agrowl, Tex turned back into the office.

"I don't like that hed," he declared. "So hefiguresthis outfit is never going to move out of Hamilcar, does
he? Wel - I'll show him! I'll -

Tex paused. He noted Cap Guffy and turned savagely toward the proprietor of the Ten-in-One.
"WeI?" quizzed Tex. "What's on your mind? | thought you'd got that junk pile of yours off thelot.”

"Ready to pull out now," returned Cap, extending his hand. "I'm drivin' ahead in my coupe. Thetrucks
arefollowin'. Solong, Tex."

THE circus owner lost some of hisanger. He shook hands cordidly with Cap. The sde-show owner
walked from the office. At the door, Tex watched Cap pace dong the midway. He saw him enter his
coupe. Thelittle car prepared to pull away.

"Cap Guffy ain't abad sort," confided Tex, as he entered the office and spoke to the seated sheriff. "The
going got too tough for him - that wasal. Wl - | wish him luck."

The door opened. It was Stuffy Dowson, bringing apair of heavy suitcases. Tex turned asthe genera
agent spoke.

"Heresyour kiesters, Tex," announced Stuffy. "I'm goin' to get acar. It'stime you was startin’ for the
depot.”

"All right, Stuffy."

Tex stepped from the office as soon as Stuffy had carried the suitcases from his path. The sheriff
followed. Like Tex, he stood on the fringe of the midway, looking here and there.



The showman was counting the blank spaces where concess ons had been. The sheriff was picking out
the scattered members of hissmall posse. A dozen deputies were still on the grounds.

Up by the trucks that had loaded the Ten-in-One show, Cap Guffy was speaking from the driver's seat
of his coupe. He was taking to Luke, the tattooed man.

"I'm pullin' out,” informed Cap. "Got Marxias rattlers aboard this car. Y ou see that everybody gets
aboard the trucks when the drivers are ready to go.”

"Wereadl s, Cap."

Luketurned to Marxia asthe couperolled from thelot. In alow voice, the tattooed man gave final
indructions to the snake charmer.

"Croaker planted the cash," he stated, "dong with what was |eft of the queer. The big shot'sgot it. That
SHtlesthat.”

"What about Croaker?'
"He and Besef just grabbed Lucille Lavan. Shewas Lucy Aldon.”
"What?'

"Yep." Luke grinned. "They're on their way. Now it's up to me to passthe 'Hey Rube.’ Themobis
waitin' for the shout. I'm goin' to dide around abit first. Might aswell give the big shot and Croaker
plenty of timeto get clear.”

L uke was looking down the midway. He saw Tex Larch talking with the sheriff. Stuffy Dowson had not
yet returned with the car. Luke sauntered off behind some tents. Marxiaremained by the trucks.

OUTSIDE the office, Stuffy reappeared beside Tex Larch and the sheriff. He informed Tex that the car
was waiting on the other side of the lot. Tex pointed to the bags. Stuffy picked them up. Tex shook
hands with the sheriff; then turned to follow Stuffy.

Then came an interruption. A gray-haired man came hurrying from acluster of idlers. Inacrackly voice,
he shouted to the departing showman. Both Tex and the sheriff turned as the man called.

"Where are you going, Larch!" came the crackled demand. "Stop! | want to talk to you.”

The sheriff saw aclouded look appear upon Tex Larch'sface. Then the showman forced asmileto his
lips. He extended his hand toward the arrival.

"I was coming into New Y ork to seeyou, Mr. Towne," declared Tex. "l waswaiting hereto get awire
fromyou."

"A likely story!" exclaimed the gray-haired man. "'l have lost patience with your dallying, Larch.”

"Comeonintheoffice" suggested Tex. "I've been having alot of poor luck inthisburg. | want to tell you
that -

"I want to seethe girl!" chalenged Towne. "I can abide no further with your constant wish for delay.”
"Wait aminute, Mr. Towne-"

The sheriff stepped in to stop the argument. With one big hand, he pressed Tex back. He scented



complications; he wanted to know the facts.

"Who areyou?' the officid asked the gray-haired man. "I'm the sheriff of this county. | want to know
everything that's happening on thiscircuslot.”

"Y ou are the sheriff?' questioned Towne. Then, as he caught the flash of abadge, he nodded. "Very well,
gr. My nameis Adoniram Towne. | am the lawyer of the Aldon estate. | have come hereto claim Lucy
Aldon, themissing heiress.”

"Lucy Aldon!" exclamed the sheriff. "What's she doing here?!

"Working inthebigtop,” put in Tex, sullenly. "Lucille Lavan - queen of the high wire. She don't know
she'sLucy Aldon.”

"Mr. Larch cameto seemein New York," explained Adoniram Towne. "That was afew months ago.
Hetold methat he was sure Lucille Lavan was Lucy Aldon. He requested that | keep the fact from her
until the end of the season.”

"The show would have folded without her,” put in Tex. "Shewasthe big act. | made astraight dedl with
Mr. Towne here. | told him it wouldn't befair to Lucilleto tell her who she was before the season ended.
She's happy with the show.”

"| agreed with Larch,” admitted Towne. "'l even advanced him funds - asreward for finding Lucy Aldon -
so that he could complete his season. But when | read of troublein thiscircus| -"

"Y ou wanted to know if the girl was safe," interposed the sheriff. " Sure thing. | don't blame you."
"I want to see L ucille Aldon at once," added Towne. "Without delay.”

"You'll see her." The sheriff turned to Tex. "Her act'sover, ain't it? Where's her tent?'

"Over by the big top," growled Tex. "But there'sno use talking to her yet. Let'sgo in the office -"

"WEell goto her tent,” ordered the sheriff. "Come along, both of you. And you" - he turned to Stuffy, who
was gaping as he held the bags - "'come adong with us, too. Thisis something I'm going to find out
about."

WHILE the four were heading for Lucillestent, a sudden dramawas budding in an isolated spot behind
the officetrailer. Cliff Mardand and the roughneck with him were talking as they sat beneath the light of
the old meeting tent.

Jubo the Geek had opened his eyes. Neither Cliff nor the roughneck had noticed it. While the two were
chatting in low voices, Jubo moved. On hands and knees, he began to crawl toward the canvas wall.

"L ook there!" The standing roughneck spied the moving geek. "He'stryin' asneak! Get him!™

Y anking agun from his pocket, the roughneck aimed for Jubo. Cliff acted before the fellow could press
the trigger. The Shadow's agent was pulling his own gun; with adownward stroke, he cracked the
roughneck'swrist. The fellow's revolver dropped to the ground as Jubo made a dive benesth the side of
the tent.

Fuming oaths, the roughneck pounced on Cliff. The Shadow's agent grappled with hisfoe. It wasa
vicious struggle that set the two men back and forth across the tent, their heels digging in the soft turf.
Then Cliff's hand rose and descended. The stedl of his automatic met the roughneck’s skull. The ruffian



collapsed.

Jubo was gone. Sedthily, Cliff turned out the light. Leaving his adversary unconscious, The Shadow's
agent moved through the darkness, picking a course toward the midway. He was too late to trail Jubo
the Geek. The mop-headed wild man had made good his escape.

IN Lucilléstent, the sheriff was grimly surveying overturned chairs and upset articles upon the dressing
table. Two of his deputies had arrived; they were watching Tex and Stuffy. Adoniram Towne was biting
hislips.

"L ooks like someone grabbed the girl," decided the sheriff. "Y ou'll answer for this, Larch. What do you
know about it? Whereis Lucy Aldon?

"I don't know," responded Tex. Hisface was troubled. "I had no idea-"

"Y ou tried to keep usfrom coming in thistent,” brokein Towne, hisvoiceindignant. "Come, Larch. Have
you abducted Lucy Aldon?’

"What do you mean?' Tex's question was savage, "Do you think I'd do -"

"Y ou were the only one who knew who shewas," interposed Towne, "The burden of proof is upon you,
Larch."

"Others might have known it," retorted Tex. " She's been atrouper ever since she was akid. Brought up
by circusfolk. It didn't take no detective work for meto learn the names of her dead parents -"

Tex broke off as afigure bounded up from the side of the tent. A deputy swung his revolver to cover the
intruder. A gasp came from Stuffy Dowson:

"Jubo the Geek!"

The wild man had thrust one hand to hisforehead. With a quick sweep, he ripped off his heavy, moplike
wig.

The action brought an ingtant change to his brownish, made-up features. With his other hand, Jubo drew
up the bottom of hisjersey. A badge glittered from the shirt that he wore benegth.

"Who areyou?' quizzed the sheriff, as he ordered the deputy to lower hisgun.

"My name's Marquette,” stated the transformed geek, in asteady voice. "I'm Vic Marquette, of the
Secret service”

"Of the secret service!™
"Yes. Isthisman Larch your prisoner?"
"Heis. Do you want him?"

"Helookslike the fellow I'm after. | need the big shot in a counterfeiting racket that's been following this
show of his. Arethose Larch's bags?"

"YSII

"Where was he taking them?"



"ToNew York."

Vic grabbed abag and yanked it open. Clothes, office books and other assorted articles went spreading
on the ground. Vic seized the second suitcase and sent its contents flying.

"What are you looking for?" quizzed the sheriff, asVic began to paw through the scattered articles.

"Cash," returned Vic. "Real cash and plenty of it. I'm looking for counterfeit bills, too. The mob that's
with thisshow pulled in dl the queer that they were shoving. It was going to the big shat, tonight.”

"I'm not the big shot,” putin Tex.
"Lookslikeyoureright,” admitted Vic, rising from the ground. Do you know who is?'

"I didn't even know there was aracket with the outfit,” growled Tex. "Say - it lookslike I'm being framed
plenty heretonight. First the girl business. Then -"

"Who e sewent off thislot?" quizzed Vic, turning to the sheriff. "Who else could have carried the cash
and the queer?’

"Cap Guffy left," declared the sheriff. "Drove off thelot in his coupe.”

"He'sthe man, then!" decided Vic, grimly. "I located the mainspring of the mob. He's the fellow that
caled himsdf Cleed the Cigarette Fiend. But his crew grabbed me before | saw him contact with the big
shot.

"Can you give me a couple of deputies, sheriff? 1'm going after Cap Guffy, beforeit'stoo late. Had a
couple of my own men, hereon thelot, but | didn't see them when | came acrossthe midway."

"Keep guard, men,” ordered the sheriff, as he stepped toward the tent flaps. "I'll get you a couple of
deputies, Marquette. Maybe you'l till havetime to grab Captain Guffy."

"Who wants Cap Guffy?'

The tent flaps swept aside before the sheriff could open them. The voice came in challenging fashion from
the burly speaker who was entering. The sheriff stepped back and dropped hisjaw. Vic Marquette
Stared.

Into the tent had come the very man whom they intended to pursue. It was Captain Guffy, big aslife,
demanding to know why he was wanted!

CHAPTER XX. THE MOB BREAKS

As Cap Guffy stared in challenge, he found himsdlf looking into the muzzle of astub-nosed revolver. The
weapon was held by Vic Marquette. The secret-service operative spoke in acold, steady voice.

"Where have you taken the queer stuff, Guffy?' questioned Vic. "What about the real dough you took
in?'

"The queer suff?" gasped Guify.

"The counterfeit money," affirmed Vic. "The game wasworking from your Ten-in-Onetent. | figured you
to bethe big shot, if Tex Larch didn't prove to be the man.”

"Wheresthe girl?' demanded the sheriff.



"What girl?" blurted Cap.
"Lucy Aldon,” stated Adoniram Towne.
"Lucy Aldon?" questioned Cap.

"They mean Lucille Lavan," declared Tex Larch, suddenly. Heturned to the sheriff, thento Vic
Marquette. "Listen, you fellows' - Tex was serious - "it looks like a double racket was working on this
lot. Y ou accused me of being the big shot. Now you're on Cap Guffy's neck.”

"WeI?' quizzed Vic Marquette.
"You'rewrong about Cap," stated Tex, "just as you were wrong about me. Cap'son the leve."

"Heis, en?' put in the sheriff. "Wel, you and him didn't seem to be such good friends when he was
leaving tonight.”

"Cap and | had our differences,” admitted Tex. "But he'satrouper and astraight shooter. As| get it" -
Tex was concentrating on Vic Marquette - "you're after some fellow who has gone off thelot.”

"Not just off tonight,” ingsted Vic. "'l want the man who's been on and off. The fellow who could have
brought in counterfeit bills and taken away real cash, by contact with hishelpers here.”

"Thefellow who could have carried away the bank funds,” put in the sheriff, suddenly. "Likeyou, Larch,
going into New Y ork. Like you, Guffy, going down to the station with atrunk. I'm just beginning to see

the game.”

"Therearemy bags," assarted Tex. "Nothing in them. And if Cap was crooked, he wouldn't have come
back to thislot, would he? Listen” - Tex narrowed his gaze toward Vic - "I'll tell you who the real crook
is-"

"Jonathan Wilbart!" exclaimed Cap Guiffy.

"Bah!" put in the sheriff. "Say - it looks like both of you are crooks. Come on, men. We're taking them
into town. Get acar -"

"Wait!" The command camefrom Vic Marquette. "These men may be right, sheriff. Whereis Jonathan
Wilbart?'

"Heleft awhile ago. But he -"

"Hold these two men, sheriff. I've seen Wilbart's car around thislot. | know where he usualy parksit.
Let metakealook.”

"But he'sgone-"
"] don't know about that. Allow mefive minutes, sheriff. Let me seeif Wilbart istill around.”
"All right.”

VIC ducked for the sde of the tent as the Sheriff gave his agreement. Coming out into dim light, he
scrambled off into darkness. He saw a car parked off thelot. He leveled hisgun ashe noticed a
crouched figure. Then came the glimmer of aflashlight. Vic stopped short, caught by the glare.

"Vicl" Sade's voice gasped in recognition of the ex-geek's brownish features. "It'syou, isn't it, Vic?'



"Yeah," returned Vic Marquette. "Where's Dunham?’

"Right here." Slade spoke with satisfaction. "We got your tip. We grabbed the bozos when they came
back to the car. Some guy on the lot must have had aduplicate key to this sedan. It was planted with a
tin box full of real dough and a couple of packages of queer.”

Sadeturned therays of hisflashlight. Vic saw two sour-faced men standing at the side of the sedan.
Dunham was covering the pair. One was Jonathan Wilbart; the other his chauffeur, Lennox.

"So you're the big shot, Wilbart?' questioned Vic. "l guess you've got the bank swag too, eh?
"No," growled Wilbart. "I don't know what thisisal about."

"I'm not in the game," protested Lennox. "1 think | can help you fellows find the swag. It may bein Mr.
Wilbart's safe -"

"Shut up, Lennox,” ordered Wilbart.
"I'll talk," perssted the chauffeur. "1 thought you were an honest man, Mr. Wilbart, until tonight -"

"You cantak later," interposed Vic, grimly. "Hold him here, Sade. I'm taking Wilbart with me. Wait until
| return.”

Vic planted his gun-muzzle in the center of Wilbart's back. He ordered the magnate forward. Vic was
grim as he forced the exposed crook toward the tent where others were waiting. Vic knew that ariot
was due to bresk. But he counted on at least adozen minutes before Luke gavethe call.

EVENTS had been moving rapidly on the lot. Off in another stretch of darkness, The Shadow was still
covering Croaker Zinn and Beef Madligan. There was no flashlight glowing, but The Shadow, shrouded in
darkness, could view the outlines of the crooks before him. Knowing that they were covered by the
automatics, Croaker and Beef were standing with upraised hands.

Harry Vincent was releasing L ucille Lavan. He had taken the gag from the girl's mouth. He was working
on the thongs that bound her. Lucille, half sensdless, was propped upon the rear seat of the car, and
Harry wasfinding difficulty in working loose the leether bonds.

"Her hands are free," Harry informed The Shadow, in an undertone. "I'm working on the ankle-straps.
All right - they'recut -"

Harry stopped short. A long, wailing cry was coming through the night. It wasthe signal that no one had
expected at this early minute - Luke's order - the chaos that was to sweep the circus|ot.

"H-e-e-e-y Ru-u-u-ube!™

Profound stillness followed the long call. Then, like automatic echoes, came answered cries from other
portions of thelot. A dozen men had taken up the shout. A revolver shot sounded in the distance.

Hey Rube!

It was the battle cry of the circuslot. It meant that al would rally to acommon cause. Theredl circus
folk, not knowing that crooks had started theriot cdl, would join forces with the mobsters who had
prepared this climax of violence.

The Shadow was motionlessin the darkness. His slence, together with the cry, wasinspiration for
Croaker Zinn and Beef Malligan. Gleaming eyes had turned toward the tents. With one accord, the two



crooks shot hands to pockets and leaped forward, drawing their revolvers.

The Shadow whirled to meet them. Fingers pressed triggers as his black form dropped. Croaker's
revolver barked. Itsbullet whistled over The Shadow's head. Beef, aming low, was ready to pump lead
into the fading foeman.

Croaker had been too quick. Beef wastoo dow. As crooks closed with The Shadow, automatics flared
from gloved figts. Spitting bullets did double duty. Croaker Zinn dumped before he could take new aim.
Beef Malligan collapsed before he could pressrevolver trigger.

The Shadow hissed an order to Harry Vincent. Histal form rose from beside the sprawled mobleaders.
The cloak swished as The Shadow glided swiftly toward the tents along the midway.

LUKE had been watching Lucill€stent. That was the reason for the early cry. From adistance, the
tattooed man had seen Jonathan Wilbart coming into the range of light, with Vic Marquette behind him.
Luke - like Marxia - shared Cleed's knowledge of the big shot'sidentity. To aid Wilbart, Luke had given
the"Hey Rube."

With that cry, Wilbart had swung. Before Vic could fire, the magnate delivered a punch that sent the
operative sprawling. Leaping toward the midway, Wilbart cried to Luke and pointed off in the direction
of hiscar. Luke sent mobsters scurrying in that direction.

Revolvers barked in the darkness. Vic, coming to hisfeet, opened fire on those who had headed for
Wilbart's car. Shots came from the sedan. Vic fdt grim satisfaction. He could tell that both Slade and
Dunham were shooting. They had given Lennox achanceto prove himsdlf on theleve. Lennox was
making good.

Mobsters dropped back at the steedy fire which came from two directions. The Shadow, passing Vic,
knew that the sharp-shooting secret-service men could hold their own. He headed for Lucilles tent,
where shouts proclaimed excitement. Histall form raised the canvas at therear.

Of the men gathered in that tent, only the sheriff and his deputies were armed. The deputies had still been
covering Tex and Cap. The sheriff had been watching Stuffy. Thus, asurprise from the front flaps had
caught them helpless.

Jonathan Wilbart and L uke had pulled back the tent flgps. Five mobsters - dl pretended roughnecks -
hed leaped in at their bidding. These gorillas had covered the sheriff and the deputies. They were waiting
for orders.

A harsh laugh was on Wilbart'slips. The officers had dropped their guns. The arch-crook saw no
menace. In asneering, evil voice, he announced his prompt intention. His statement was a revel ation of
the fiendish nature that lay behind his gentlemanly mask.

"Shoot them down," ordered Wilbart. "Fire when | give the word. Leave none alive. Ready -"

The shape of The Shadow loomed up within the rear canvas. A weird, taunting laugh stilled Wilbart's
savage lips. Burning eyes were steady above the barrels of leveled automatics. As mobsters swung
startled to face the black-clad menace, the automatics spoke.

TWO mobgters staggered as thefirst shots flashed. The Shadow aimed for others of the squad. Crooks
fired hasty shotsthat tore holesin the canvas. A third mobster sprawled. A fourth wavered. He saw
Wilbart and Luke diving for the midway.

Sheriff and deputies were grabbing up their guns. Their shots turned the aim of the mobsters. Thefight in



the big top was being duplicated on aminiature scale. As The Shadow's laugh pedled forth its gibing
challenge, the last two gorillas became the targets of two fires.

The Shadow's automatics - the revolvers of the law - these were the weagpons that dropped the last pair
of crooks. The sheriff and his men legped forward. Tex and Cap followed, grabbing guns from dying
mobsters. While Stuffy Dowson and Adoniram Towne stood rooted, five armed men sprang forth to join
the fray on the midway.

Pretended roughnecks - bare arms flashing to show their red circles - were exchanging shots with the rest
of the deputies. Circusfolk, armed with clubs and iron bars, were joining battle with townsfolk still upon
thelot.

Shot were coming from beside Lucille's tent. The Shadow had gone outside the canvas. Cutting ong the
fringe of the midway, he was dropping members of thered circle. From beside the office, Cliff Mardand
was doing the same.

Tex Larch bellowed an order from in front of Lucillestent. Circusfolk stopped asthey heard the
showman's voice. It rose above the gpat of gunsthat the sheriff and his deputies were employing.

"Get those roughnecks ™ shouted Tex. "Get the ones with the guns! They're crooks! Get them!”

In atrice, the scene was changed. Circus folk who had responded to the "Hey Rube" ceased their battle
with the townies. They became avengers asthey smothered the mobsters. Members of thered circle
went down under the attack of clubsand rods.

Tex Larch had used his head. Guns seldom gppeared in fights on circus lots. His cry, passng along the
line, had given immediate understanding. Townsmen, seeing that thered circus people were aiding the
outnumbered deputies, cameto give further aid. Asthe sheriff strode out into the midway, the fierce fight
was coming to asudden finish. Men of crime were conquered.

CLIFF MARSLAND had hurried toward the trucks of the Ten-in-One. He had seen two men running in
that direction: Jonathan Wilbart and Luke, the tattooed man. Princess Marxiawas in the rumble seet of
Cap Guffy's coupe. With one arm clinging to the snake box, she was beckoning with the other.

Wilbart reached the car and legped aboard. L uke clambered to the whed. Cliff fired wild shots as he cut
across the midway. He saw the coupe roll from the lot. Cliff turned toward a sedan that was coming from
rough ground. He shouted to the driver. The door opened.

Cliff legped aboard to find Harry Vincent at the whedl. Lucille Lavan wasin the back. Harry shot the
sedan forward, to take up the pursuit. They reached the roadway a hundred feet behind the fleeing
coupe. Cliff leaned outward with ready automatic. Then he uttered awild exclamation.

"Look!"

The coupe had dowed to take the first turn in the road. Cliff stayed hisfire. For asthe sedan shot
forward, he saw a black-cloaked figure spring from an embankment and land on the running board of the
fleeing car, dingingontoit.

It was The Shadow! He had sped to intercept the flight. Hisleap had brought him to the side of the car,
face to face with Jonathan Wilbart.

THE thud of The Shadow's form brought swinging gunsin his direction. One was gripped by Wilbart; the
other by Luke.



Fingers pressed triggers. With split-second speed, The Shadow beat Wilbart to the shot. The arch-crook
dumped; his unfired revolver dropped from his hand, while the echo of The Shadow's shot sounded
within the coupe.

With one hand swinging the coupe to the straight road, Luke aimed with the other. The tattooed man had
acted with less speed than Wilbart. That proved his undoing.

The Shadow shifted as Luke fired. The shot whistled through afold of the cloak as The Shadow moved
Sdewise from the door. The automatic barked its answer. Luke crumpled behind the whesd!.

From the pursuing sedan, Cliff Mardand uttered a grim exclamation as the coupe | eft the road. Crashing
through afence, the light car toppled sidewise into darkness asits wheels skidded on the side of an
embankment and went down theincline,

AsHarry jammed the brakes, Cliff legped from the sedan. He sprang to the embankment and stared
toward the wreck of the overturned coupe. His flashlight showed one moving form. It wasthat of
Princess Marxia, hurled from the smashed car. Beside her lay the snake box, itstop broken.

Horror showed on Cliff's face as he saw what happened twenty feet below. Marxia, crippled by the
crash, wastrying to rise. Rattling noises brought a scream from the woman'slips. Cliff saw the striking
heads of poisonous snakes. Moaning, Marxiarolled upon the ground and lay ill.

Therattlers, poison unremoved from their fangs, had completed this grim tragedy. Jonathan Wilbart had
died. So had Luke. Marxia - as murderous as the two men - had joined her companionsin death.

A voice spoke beside Cliff Mardand. It was Harry Vincent's. Cliff turned hisflashlight. Harry was
nodding and pointing to the sedan.

"The Shadow?" questioned Cliff.
"He'sadl right," answered Harry. "He landed clear when the coupe took the ditch. He'sinthecar.”
"What about the girl?"

"She hasleft. | helped her up the embankment. Sheis cutting acrossto thelot, to inform them that sheis
sfe”

Cliff followed Harry to the car and joined him in the front seet. The sedan pulled away. Cliff, glancing into
the rear, saw only blackness.

But asthe car rolled on its way, aweird, whispered sound came to the ears of The Shadow's agents. It
made them tremble, even though its author was their friend.

Thelaugh of The Shadow!

Shrouded in blackness, traveling away from the scenes where he had conquered crime, the master of the
night had uttered his grim triumph.

Mirthless, the laugh rose upon the silence of the countryside; then broke with quivering echoes that
seemed to linger with the Sghing breeze.

Evil schemes had ended. Minions of crime had died. Their indgdious leader had perished. Justice had
gained the victory over cross-purposes of crime.

Judtice - through The Shadow!



THEEND



