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CHAPTER I.A MAN OF MURDER
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THE glare of aManhattan evening flushed Times Square. Standing amid the brilliant illumination of the
Ridto, ayoung man surveyed the bright lights as though they were asight that he had long forgotten.

Lost among the myriadswho strolled this dense digtrict, the young man remained unnoticed by those who
passed him. Y et there was something in his bearing that would have attracted attention had people
paused to look at him. His suave, mustached face; his shrewd, roving eyes, these were tokens of aclever
schemer - aman whose mind wastrained to think in crime.

The young man noted a huge clock dia that glittered from the far sde of Broadway. It told thetime as
twenty minutes after eight. The observer shrugged his shoulders, strolled leisurely aong the street and
hailed ataxicab. He gave the driver an uptown address.

Twenty minutes later, the cab stopped in front of an old brownstone house. The young man aighted and
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paid the driver. He ascended the steps and rang the bell. A solemn-faced servant opened the door. The
menia stepped back and bowed as the young man entered.

"Good evening, Mr. Havelock," said the servant. "Y our uncleisawaiting your arriva. Hisattorney is
here, ar."

"Very wdl, Cahoun," responded the young man. "'l shal join them. Arethey in the living room?’
"Yes, gr."

The young man crossed the hall, opened adoor and entered a lighted room. Two gray-haired men
looked up as he camein. One - astooped shouldered old fellow - arose to greet the vidtor.

"Ah, Martin!" he exclamed. "We have been awaiting you. Thisis Jason Thunig, my attorney" - hewas
indicating the other gray-haired man as he spoke - "and this, Jason, is my nephew, Martin Havelock."

JASON THUNIG arose to shake hands with Martin Havelock. To the lawyer, the young man appeared
clean cut. He liked the friendly smile that Havelock wore. All traces of the schemer had faded from the
young man's visage during the cab ride from Times Square.

"Martin Havelock!" remarked Thunig. "Back in New Y ork, after al these years. Cecil Armsbury's
nephew - in the flesh. Y ou are to be congratul ated, Cecil” - Thunig turned to the stoop-shouldered man -
"on having so fine ayoung man asyour one surviving reaive.”

"Martin and | have become friends aready,” asserted Cecil Armsbury, as hetook achair and waved the
othersto seats. "1 was greatly pleased when he arrived from Mexico, two days ago. | have seen him but
occasiondly, however" - old Armsbury was smiling - "'because the lights of Broadway have lured him
downtown each evening.”

"New York interests me," admitted Martin Havelock. "I haven't seen the old town in agood many years.
It is quite achange from Mexico. However, Uncle Cecil, | remembered my gppointment. Here | am.”

The three men settled back in their chairs. Armsbury and Thunig were smoking cigars. Martin Havel ock
lighted a cigarette and puffed it idly while he surveyed the faces of his uncle and the attorney.

"Your arriva, Martin," remarked old Cecil Armsbury, "has proven amost fortunate one. | have recently
put my affairsin order; and Jason Thunig has come up to discuss dl the matters which concern my
edate."

"Not avery complex task," declared Thunig, with asmile. "This home - your holdingsin stocks and
bonds - those congtitute your entire fortune, Cecil.”

"Thevaue?'
"Between thirty and forty thousand dollars.”

"Perhgpsatriflemore,” remarked Armsbury. "The few curioswhich | till possess may bring fair vaue.
Ah!" The old man shook his head sadly. " The treasureswhich | once owned! | was forced to sdll them,
Martin, to finance the many excursonswhich | made throughout the world."

"Y ou were always a spender, Cecil," agreed Jason Thunig. "Nevertheless, you have managed to retain a
tidy sum of wedlth. Y our etate is awell-arranged one. The securities are sound. This property has held
itsvaue."



"Youarehertoitdl, Martin," said Armsbury, smiling in kindly fashion as he turned toward his nephew.
"You- my oneliving raive."

"| appreciateit, Uncle Cecil," declared Havelock, in avoice which echoed the old man'sfriendly tone.
"My one hope, however, isthat my inheritance shall be long delayed. In fact, uncle, chance might make
you my heir. All of my Mexican mining properties are willed to you. They are worth many thousands -
those minesin Hidago."

"The old usudly die before the young, Martin."

"Perhaps. My father died young - my mother also. However, uncle, my purpose hereisto enjoy avist
with you. | shall stay aslong as possible; after that, back to Mexico. My interests are too extensive to

neglect.”

"You arewise, Martin," nodded Jason Thunig, sagely. "It is excellent to know that you have done so
well. A stranger in aforeign land, you met with great success. Commendable, Martin. Commendablel™

THE door of the living room opened as Thunig ceased speaking. It was Cahoun who entered. The old
servant was carrying atray which bore a glass of water and a bottle of large white tablets. The three men
watched him set the tray upon atable. Solemnly, Calhoun opened the bottle and poured out three tablets
which he dropped into the glass of water.

"Your medicine, gir," hesaid, turning to Cecil Armsbury. "About thisevening, St - do you require me
further?'

"No, Cahoun,” returned Armsbury. "Y ou may go."

The servant stalked from the room. Cecil Armsbury settled back to puff at his cigar. Hisvoice took on a
reflectivetone.

"Yearshave gonerapidly,” he declared. "I havetraveled far and often. To many strangelands. Those
daysof journeying are ended. | am growing old. My medicine! Bah!"

The old man scowled as he stretched forward a clawed hand and picked up the glass. The tablets had
dissolved while he was speaking. The water appeared almost as clear as before.

"Every night," mused Armsbury. "Threetabletsin aglass of water. A stimulusfor my weakening heart. |
wonder why Calhoun did not put in the tablets before he brought the glassin here. He usualy does s0.”
The old man paused and frowned speculatively. " Calhoun is sometimes absent-minded. If he put three
tablets in before he entered - and three here - that would be a double dose."

"Would it be serious?’ questioned Thunig, anxioudy.

"Probably fatal." Armsbury laughed a Thunig's expression of alarm. "But do not worry. | can rely upon
Cdhoun."

"Perhapsit would be best to prepare another glass-"

"Foolishness, Jason," scoffed Armsbury. "If | worried over every possibility of error that might mean my
life, | should live aburdensome existence. No, no. | have escaped degth at the hands of wild African
savages. | have duded well-aimed Tartar arrows. | passed through the Boxer uprising in China. Fally,
Jason, to think that a servant's error could possibly end my adventurous career! After these tablets have
thoroughly dissolved, | shdl takethismedicine asis.”



With aquiet laugh, old Armsbury placed the glass upon the table. Thunig eyed it anxioudy; then puffed at
hiscigar. Martin Havelock, idly lighting another cigarette, showed little interest in the trend of
conversation.

"Do you wish these statements, Cecil?" questioned Jason Thunig, extending an envelope as he spoke to
Armsbury.

"No, indeed, Jason," returned the old man. "Y ou are my attorney. Keep them.”

"Very wdl." Thunig rose. "1 must leave you, Cecil - and you, Martin. | am expected downtown before
haf past ten.”

Armsbury and his nephew arose. The old man conducted the lawyer to the door and Martin Havel ock
followed. The nephew watched while his uncle showed Thunig to the front door. Calhoun had evidently
gone out.

Cecil Armsbury returned to find Martin Havelock standing just within the doorway of the living room.
The old man clapped his nephew on the shoulder.

"Wait here, Martin," he suggested. "'l have some papersthat | wish to give you. They will interest you. |
must go upstairs to obtain them.” Armsbury's eyes noted the glass upon the table. "I can take my
medicinewhen | return. | shall not be gone more than ten minutes.”

The old man turned and walked from the room. Martin Havelock's lips became suave as his ears heard
the fading footsteps. The young man's face had resumed its shrewd expression. From anidler, Martin
Havelock had become a schemer. Again, he was that keen, sharp-visaged individua who had stood in
thelight of New Y ork's Ridto.

WITH long, stedthy strides, Martin Havelock crossed the living room. His eyes were fiendish asthey
gazed upon the bottle of white tablets. His hands were steady as they uncorked the bottle and removed
three of the large white pills. One by one, the treacherous nephew dropped the tabletsinto the glass.
Then, as an afterthought, he added afourth and findly afifth.

Twisted, leering lips showed him to be aman who contemplated murder. Carefully, Martin Havelock
corked the bottle. He placed it beside the glass. He noted that it still contained many pills. The fact that
more had been added to the tumbler of medicine would not be recognized.

Three might have been sufficient. Five was better. Dissolved pills could not be counted. Calhoun would
be to blame for this; and Jason Thunig, Cecil Armsbury's attorney, would be atestifier to the fact that the
servant must have erred.

Martin Havel ock's smile was evil. The young man watched the tablets rapidly dissolve. The water was
clearing dmost toitsoriginal color. Murder was in the making - murder that would be classed as
accident.

Stll standing by the table, Martin Havelock drew a cigarette from his pocket. He placed it between his
evil lips. His expression began to change, turning mild for the part that he wasto play upon hisuncle's
return.

Then came asudden rigidity. Martin Havel ock's changing appearance froze. Hisface, hdf fiendish, haf
friendly, was caught in the midst of itstransformation. A chuckle from the doorway. Indinctively,
Havelock whedled.

With gtaring eyes, the young man gazed into the muzzle of aglistening revolver. The gun wasin the hand



of Cecil Armsbury. The stoop-shouldered old man, hislips spread in agloating grin, had returned with
stedlthy tread.

Cecil Armsbury had trapped his treacherous nephew in the act of preparing certain murder!
CHAPTER Il. CROOKSOF A KIND

MARTIN HAVELOCK made no move as he stared into the muzzle of hisuncle's gun. The young man
knew that he was caught; and in the face beyond that revolver, he saw no mercy. Cecil Armsbury, like

his nephew, had undergone a change. The placid face of the old man had become the countenance of a
fiend.

Again the chuckle. Havelock paed. He thought that he had previoudy deceived his uncle. Now he knew
that he was the one who had been fooled. There was something monstrousin Armsbury's evil gloat.

"St down."

The command was accompanied by agesture of the revolver. Martin Havelock obeyed. Cecil Armsbury
pocketed his revolver, taking it for granted that his nephew was unarmed. The old man strode acrossthe
room, showing unusud agility in his paces. With a cackling laugh, he picked up the glass of medicine and

drank it at asingle draught. He set down the glasswith a thump.

"Harmless," he chuckled. "White tablets of sugar. A little bit of by-play performed by Cahoun a my
order. It deceived you - as | expected. Well - what do you have to say, Martin?”'

"Nothing very much,”" returned the nephew, in atone which showed aresumption of hisindifferent
attitude. "1 suppose this changesthe will. That'sdl.”

"Thelaw can ded with you."
"Hardly. Y ou have drunk the evidence."

"A clever thought." The old man chuckled. "Wdl, Martin, | have put you to thetest. Y ou played for thirty
thousand dollars - perhapsforty - and you logt."

Martin Havelock merely smiled sourly and shrugged his shoulders. He did not feel concerned by his
unclésmdiciousglare. Cecil Armsbury laughed.

"Thirty thousand. Quite aloss, Martin. Not much to aman who ownslarge interestsin Hidalgo silver
mines, perhaps. But to a man who merely pretends to own such weslth -"

Martin Havelock stared at his uncle; paused. The old man drew alarge envelope from his pocket.

"This contains the documentsthat | promised to show you," he declared. "1 had them in my pocket al the
while. They contain proof that Martin Havelock owns no mining interestsin Mexico. They prove,
moreover, that Martin Havelock has not been living in Mexico. They tell agrest dedl, in addition,
regarding the affairs of acertain internationa crook who isknown as Duke Larrin -"

With afurious cry of interruption, Martin Havelock was on hisfeet. His spring toward Cecil Armsbury
was stopped only by the old man's quick action. Like aflash, Armsbury brought out hisrevolver and
pointed it at hisleaping nephew. Havelock halted six feet from the old man's chair.

CECIL ARMSBURY cackled. He seemed to enjoy thisturn of affairs. Martin Havelock, seeing the
threat in hisuncl€e's eyes, retreated to hischair.



"Duke Larrin," announced Cecil Armsbury. "That isthe name you have been using. Y ou are Duke Larrin
- smooth crook who has worked in Paris, Berlin, Vienna, along the Riviera.

"Like most men who have turned to crime, you have spent dl that you have made. Europeis no longer
open to you. But you remembered that your old sdf - Martin Havelock - had an uncle. Y ou thought that
you might be my heir. Y ou cameto find out.

"Thirty thousand dollars! Bah! A paltry sum for acrook like Duke Larrin. | lost my respect for you when
| saw you, as avulture, hovering by to wait for meto die. That iswhy | put you to thetest - to seeif you
would dedl in murder.”

Martin Havel ock stared as he heard these words. A new expression had appeared upon hisunclesface
- alook that showed a strange gpproval. Before the young man could voice aquestion, Cecil Armsbury

gpoke again.

"Y ou were my heir," declared the old man. "Thirty thousand dollars would some day have been yours -
had you balked at the chance to murder me and lay the blame on someone else.

"But you made good in the test. Y ou showed that murder wasin your category of crime. Y ou are my heir
no longer, Martin. Y ou will be my partner - an equa sharer in asum that will exceed amillion dollars!”

Armsbury's face was gleaming. Martin Havelock wondered if his uncle had gone insane. The cunning
look on the old man's face might be that of a maniac; on the contrary, it showed amazing craft.

"Tokill me, Martin," resumed the old man, with a cackle, "would befolly. Y our crimewould rest upon
you. Whatever you might reap would be lost. There are reasons. But to become my partner - ah, there
lies opportunity.

"I have been awaiting your arriva from Mexico ever sncel gained thisinformation." The old man tapped
his envelope with hisrevolver. "For | had need of apartner of Duke Larrin's caliber. | merely required a
test of your nerve.”

With agesture of new friendship, the old man placed both revolver and envelope upon the table. Each
had been athresat - one of desth; the other of exposure. Martin Havelock, however, ignored them. His
uncle smiled gpprovingly.

"You arewith me, Martin," he stated.
"For hdf amillion?' The young man laughed. " Sure thing. How did you find out that | was Duke Larrin?"

"A friend who went to Mexico discovered that you were not living there. | thought, perhaps, that crime
wasinyour blood. Thefriend learned that you had been in three European capitas. Through another
man, | checked what was known about the famous internationa crook, Duke Larrin. | learned sufficient
to identify him asyou."

"l quit the Duke Larrin suff for awhile.
"Because you knew it was becoming unsafe.”
"Yes. | landed back in Mexico - my hide-out - nearly broke. That'swhy | -"

"Why you came here. It was clever of you. A wise step, Martin. It has paved the way to wedlth for both
of us"



"Through theft?"

"Yes. Murder, aso."

"What isour game?"'

"To acquire objects," smiled Armsbury, "that are worth nothing."

HAVELOCK gared. Again hefdt the impresson that his old uncle had lost hismind. Armsbury saw the
look and chuckled.

"Articlesworth nothing,” repested the old man. "That iswhy they must be gained. Y ou may think that you
are clever, Martin. Y ou cannot match your uncle. | haveleft atrail of strange swindlesin my path. Onceit
iscovered, our way is clear to tremendous gain. Theft and murder are required.”

The old man arose with surprising agility - afurther proof that his presumed illness had been a pretense.
He crossed the living room and locked the door. Striding to the far wall, he reached into the huge
fireplace and pressed a hidden switch.

Martin Havelock stared as he saw the rear of the fireplace dide upward like a panel. The space reveded
was of congderable size. Stooping, the old man entered. He turned and beckoned. Havel ock joined him.
Armsbury pressed another switch. The floor of the fireplace descended like an eevator, into blackness.

Then camelight - adim glow that showed asmall vaulted room. An iron door lay beyond. Armsbury led
theway. He pressed at the side of the door. It did away and showed a crypt beyond.

Into thislarger chamber went uncle and nephew. Their footsteps awoke hollow echoesin the dim crypt.

Each wall had adoor. Cecil Armsbury opened the farther one. His nephew gasped at the sight of
gleaming objects that flashed even in thisdull light. Golden Buddhas with glittering emerdd eyes, strange
scrolls of yellow metd; these were samples of the treasure that lay revealed.

"STOLEN goods," chuckled Cecil Armsbury. " Spoils from Chinese paaces; from Hindu temples; from
Persan mosques. Some are worth much because of the precious meta and jewelswhich they contain.
Others have value because of their rarity. Thetime has arrived, Martin, to turn the contents of this crypt
into cash. But before we can do so, we must stedl - and day!"

“Why?

"Because of my past!" Armsbury gripped his nephew by the arm and spoke in a cackle that was harsh
within the confines of the crypt. "I have sold treasuresin the past. | have gained fame as adiscoverer of
unknown relics. But in my dealings with men who had wealth to spend, | used cunning methods.

"| sold them fakes! Thejewded Vishnu from Hyderabad" - the old man paused to raise onefinger - "was
thefirst. The golden panel from the Temple of Heaven in the Forbidden City. That was the second. The
sacred scroll from Kaaba, in Mecca' - Armsbury was chuckling - "wasthethird. Lagt of dl, the
collection of antiquitieswhich | sold to the Egyptian Museum.

"All areimpositions. | manufactured those supposed treasures. | gained large sumsthrough their sde. |
kept my real treasuresfor mysalf. Now, however, | am faced with exposure. Should my swindles be
discovered, dl would be lost. My reputation would be ended.”

The old man paused in solemn fashion. Martin Havel ock nodded with understanding.



"Y ou mean," declared the nephew, "that your first step must be the regaining of the fraudulent itemsthat
you have placed in other hands.”

"Exactly," stated Armsbury. "More than that: the fake treasures must be destroyed and their owners
eliminated. Theft and murder must come from someone other than mysdlf. Thefirgt threeitemsthat | have
named are owned by individuals. Those men must die when their treasures are taken.

"The antiquities in the museum can be regained last of dl. No one need die when they are stolen; but
there, Martin, we can play adouble game. With the fake items, we can also stedl real treasure - objects
of fabulouswedth - which arein the Egyptian Museum aong with the fake antiquities. Thetrail will be
ended. Theroad to millionswill be ourd"

Martin Havelock was sober. His uncle watched him narrowly, as though divining the young man's
thoughts. A smileflickered on Cecil Armsbury's face even before the nephew spoke.

"Suspicion,” declared Havel ock, "isto be kept from you. Yet | - asyour nephew -"

"Cannot commit the crimes;” interposed Armsbury, with acunning grin. "But as Duke Larrin, the
international crook, you have every opportunity. Y our task will beto form aband of clever workers. This
crypt will be your heedquarters. Here, as the leader, you can give your orders and send the henchmen
forth upon their work!"

STRIDING acrossthe crypt, Cecil Armsbury opened adoor at the sSide. He pointed to adarkened
corridor which formed along tunnel leading from the crypt.

"Thiswill bethe mode of entrance,” declared the old man. "The shaft to my living room will remain
unknown to your band. | shall not appear. Y ou will live quietly in my home, as my nephew, Martin
Havel ock.

"But as Duke Larrin, crook supreme, it will be your part to launch crime so baffling that no onein al
New Y ork can ever suspect its source!”

Chuckling, Cecil Armsbury faced his nephew in the crypt. A leering smile appeared upon Martin
Havelock's lips. Uncle and nephew - both were crooks of akind. They saw dike. Thetime had cometo
act.

Amazing, baffling crime wasin the making; its font was to be this hidden crypt where only men of evil
could assemble. Cecil Armsbury had found the man he needed. Lives were a stake and the schemes of
these potential murderers were buried as degply asthe crypt itsdlf!

CHAPTER I1I. THE MEETING

DAY S had passed since Cecil Armsbury and his nephew had formed their plot of crime. New night had
come to Manhattan. The metropolis was again aglow.

There was one spot, however, that no illumination reached. Thiswas aroom in which pitch-darkness
reigned, irrespective of day or night. Somber silence marked the strange abode, until adight swishing
sounded faintly through the gloom.

Something clicked. Theraysof abluish light appeared in the corner of the room. Theflickering glare was
focused upon the surface of a polished table. Beneath that glow appeared two long white hands. From a
finger of theleft sparkled abrilliant gem, that displayed arange of mystic, ever-changing hues.

The Shadow wasin his sanctum. Those hands were his. The flashing gem - apriceless girasol - wasthe



emblem of this master being who balked al men of crime. An unseen visitant to alost abode, The
Shadow was studying reports that concerned the underworld.

All crookdom knew of the existence of The Shadow. In the badlands, the very name of thisweird
creature was pronounced with awe. Time and again, the mysterious figure of The Shadow had arrived to
foil the plans of magter criminas.

A being clad in black - afighter whose mighty automatics blazed atrail of death to skulking fiends - such
was The Shadow. Those who recognized his existence knew that The Shadow held the balance between
crime and order. When evil threatened to gain power over right, it was The Shadow who could turn the
tide.

Long white hands were opening envelopes. Report sheets and clippings fluttered to the table. These were
from The Shadow's agents - faithful workers who aided their master in keeping tabs on the pul se besats of
crime.

Strange hands - those of The Shadow! When the mighty fighter fared forth, his hands were gloved in
black, in keeping with the spectra attire that clothed him from head to foot. Crooks who had met him
had never seen the hands themselves. Long white fingers and the sparkling girasol were tokens of
recognition that none had ever gained.

Coded report sheets glistened with bluish ink. The Shadow read the word that his agents had reported.
The writing faded in uncanny fashion. Such was the way with al messages between The Shadow and his
agents.

THE SHADOW'S right hand brought forth a pen. Upon a sheet of white paper it inscribed a name that
remained inliquid ink of blue.

"Duke’ Larin!

Thiswasthe namethat The Shadow had written. From two of his agents, he had learned that the famous
international crook wasin New York. Y et neither informant had picked up Duke Larrin'strail.

Cliff Mardand, The Shadow's agent who played the part of agangster in the underworld, had heard
whisperingsthat Duke Larrin had come to the badlands. No descriptions of the man had been given; it
was merely rumored that he was somewhere in Manhattan.

Clyde Burke, reporter on the New Y ork Classic, had gained the same information. Clyde wasin touch
with Joe Cardona, ace detective at Manhattan headquarters. Through stool pigeons, Cardona had heard
the rumors of Duke Larrin's presencein New Y ork. The ace deuth waslooking for the international
crook.

So far, nothing tangible had been learned. The Shadow divined the answer. If crime happened to bein
the making, Duke Larrin would be forming secret contacts. With whom? That was the question to be
consdered.

Black gloves dipped over the long-fingered hands. The light clicked out. A soft laugh sounded in the
gloom. The swishing of acloak; then sllence.

The Shadow had fared forth. His destination was the underworld. There he would seek the undiscovered
connection between Duke Larrin and men of the badlands.

AT the precise time when The Shadow was departing from his sanctum, aman was strolling along an
uptown Manhattan street. The walker paused to study the entrance of an old apartment hotel. He saw



the name above the doorway:
RIDGELOW COURT

With ahasty glance up and down the street, the man entered the doorway of the building. He went
through a deserted |obby until he reached the obscure stairway. Another glance came from hisdark eyes,
his crafty, heavy-browed features showed a cunning scowl. The man moved to the stairway. Instead of
going up, he took the downward steps.

No one had seen thisvigitor arrive. Hisidentity would not have been suspected, even if he had been
observed in thelobby of Ridgelow Court. But in certain sections of Manhattan - particularly where
gangsters were wont to meet - this dark-browed man would have been promptly recognized. He was
"Brodie" Brodan, agang leader who had ostensibly retired from the business.

Reaching the basement of the old hotel, Brodan passed the entrance to a furnace room and continued on
until he reached the rear wall of the cellar. He drew akey from his pocket and unlocked adoor. He took
aflight of stepsthat went down to the little-used sub-basement.

All was dark below. Brodie's flashlight flickered in the darkness. Theillumination showed the doors of
old storage rooms. Brodie picked one and unlocked it. He closed it behind him and pushed hisway past
stacks of furniture until he reached the rear wall. He stopped in front of awooden wall that had
apparently been erected to offset the dampness from the stone in back of it.

Brodie's flashlight showed a projecting nail-head. The gang leader pressed it, like abutton. The nail came
back. Brodie waited. A dight clicking sounded. Brodie pressed upward. A portion of the woodwork
rose. Brodie went through the opening. He used hisflashlight to find hisway aong anarrow corridor.
The wooden barrier dipped down after he had entered.

The passage was more than ahundred feet in length. It terminated in ameta door. Brodie Brodan
stopped at the barrier and gave four short raps. The door did aside. The gang leader's flashlight clicked
off.

Brodie Brodan stepped into adimly lighted chamber. A strange room - vaulted - with doors on every
sde. Deep in the earth, this crypt had been reached through the cleverly concealed opening into the old
storeroom of Ridgelow Court.

Theiron door clicked shut after Brodie Brodan had entered. Quizzicaly, the gang leader surveyed three
men who were seated on stools within the crypt.

THE dark-browed arrival knew them al. One - a smooth-shaven, languorous fellow - was"Fingers'
Keefd. A safe-cracker of remarkable kill, Fingers speciadized in artistic crime. He was a crook who
looked for big jobs when he needed them.

The second, atall man with firm-set jaw and cold, evil eyes, was " Croaker" Mannick. With Croaker,
murder was a pastime; yet this dangerous crimind waswary in hisways. He killed when people paid the
price and each scratch on his .38 represented the life of some big shot whom Croaker had assassinated
at another's order.

The police had never pinned amurder on Croaker Mannick. The underworld, however, knew his ability.
Brodie Brodan, cagey gang leader, felt that he wasin select company with Fingers Keefel and Croaker
Mannick.

Y et it was the centra figure of the group - the third man of thetrio - toward whom Brodiefindly looked.



He saw ayoung man of good gppearance, whose face wore the faint flicker of an evil, satisfied leer. This
was the leader of the four; the man who had summoned Fingers, Croaker and Brodie to the secret crypt
of crime. Brodie Brodan was gazing at the international crook, Duke Larrin.

Cecil Armsbury's nephew opened the proceedings. He looked from man to man; then spokein afirm,
harsh tone that marked him as aman who accepted leadership.

"Wereadl here" he announced. "I've picked the three of you because you are the men | want. Y ou know
theterms. They'rethe sameto dl. Ten grand apiece.”

The other men nodded to show their satisfaction.

"Three jobsfor two of you," resumed Duke Larrin. "Fingers gets the swag. Croaker does the bumping.
Keep gpart. You'll never see each other except when you do the jobs. Y ou've got your instructions. Y ou
know the exact times and places.

"Each of you will be washed up after the third job. Well work fast, because the fifteenth of the month is
the deadline. That's the time you're each due back here. The pay-off comes on the fifteenth - and if all
goesright, therell be more than the ten grand each.”

Fingers and Croaker grinned. They felt that their parts were set. Duke Larrin turned to Brodie Brodan.

"Fingershas hisjob," declared theinternational crook. "So has Croaker. Y ou're the cover-up man. You
have your ingtructions; wherever Fingers and Croaker hit, you be there with your mob.

"These two felowswill have to make clean get-aways. We want it to ook as though the mob did the
trick. That's your job, Brodie."

"Leaveit to me," agreed the dark-browed gang leader.

"Therésafourth job scheduled,” added Larrin. "It will come on the fifteenth. Wel need a picked crew
for it - and it'sup to you to get them, Brodie.

"None of your regular mob areto bein that crew. Get your specid crowd in advance. Have them laying
low - doing nothing - until you call them on the fifteenth. They can show up where they're due - and they
can pull the job like clockwork. After that, they're through. They can scram out of town, with one grand
each for their work."

DUKE LARRIN arose. From his pocket, he drew three typewritten lists. He handed one to each of the
crooks. They were detailed instruction sheets. Each read his part. Grins appeared upon satisfied faces.

"Got it dl?* questioned Larrin, after the men had finished their reading by the dim light of the crypt.

Nodswere thereplies. Duke Larrin gathered in the lists. He tore them into fragments and dropped the
piecesin asmall antique urn that rested on the floor. He applied amatch. The flame of the burning paper
showed the harsh scowl on hisface.

"Y ou are the three whom | have chosen,” declared Larrin, "because you accepted my indefinite terms.
There were others whom | considered. They were rgjected when they wanted to know more before the
secret mesting. | told them - as| told you - that | could consider no conditions.

"Each of you agreed to follow my ingructions. That iswhy | gave each of you akey that would enable
you to reach this crypt. It isknown, perhaps, that Duke Larrinisin New Y ork; but with this crypt asmy
headquarters no one can find me. | have planned my crimes so that al investigators will be baffled.”



Shrewdly, Duke Larrin eyed histrio of subordinates. He noticed sober glances on their faces. Duke
Larrin amiled.

"I sad dl investigators,” he repeated. "I know what you are thinking. Y ou are wondering if | have
included one of whom we dl have heard - The Shadow.

"Y es. The Shadow isincluded. Perhaps you think that | underestimate his power. Y ou arewrong. | have
heard of The Shadow in cities other than New Y ork. He has been in Paris, London, Berlin, Moscow,
Madrid - yes, and in Rome. He has struck at crimein al those capitals, and he has vanished as quickly as
he has arrived.

"New York, they say, iswhere The Shadow makes his headquarters. The chances arethat heisin this
city at present." Duke paused; then smiled as he noted anxious looks on the faces of his companions.
"L et The Shadow be here. He can never fathom the secret of thisburied crypt. Each of you hasdedlt in
crime. None of you have met The Shadow.

"Our plans are perfect. The police will cut no figure. While The Shadow ison thetrail of onejob, the next
will be under way. Threein swift succession; then the fourth, in which none of you will be ectively
concerned.

"The Shadow will bethwarted. In dl hisfighting against crime, he has never crossed Duke Larrin's path.
Even though he may know that | amin New Y ork, hewill never find me nor my crypt.”

Thevoice of Cecil Armsbury's nephew rang with confidence. It brought nods from the men whom he had
chosen ashisaids.

Crossing the crypt, Duke Larrin opened the door to the long passage. One by one, the chosen crooks
left, each shaking hands with his chief. When the last of the three had gone, Duke closed the barrier.

Theleering look faded from the shrewd crook'slips. Duke Larrin's face assumed the quiet manner which
characterized Martin Havelock.

Crime had been launched from the crypt. Martin Havelock - otherwise Duke Larrin - had no qualms. He
was sure that even The Shadow would fail to thwart his schemes.

Turning, the young man opened the barrier that led to the secret elevator in Cecil Armsbury'sfireplace.
He entered the lift and rode upward through darkness until he reached the light of Armsbury'sliving
room.

As he stepped from the fireplace, Martin Havelock heard his uncle's chuckle. With shrewd eyes, old
Cecil Armsbury had spied his nephew'sface. That one glance told the old man that the meeting had
served itsintended purpose.

Men of evil had sdlied from the crime crypt. When they met again, successful deeds of lawlessness
would lie behind them.

CHAPTER IV. CRIME BREAKS
"A GENTLEMAN to seeyou, Sr."

Perry Trappe looked up as he heard the servant's words. There was a puzzled expression on hisface.
Perry Trappe was aman who seldom received vistors. Here, in the living room of his secluded
apartment, he was wont to spend histime done.



"Whoisit?' he questioned.
"Hereishiscard, gr," replied the servant.

Trappe took the card. It bore an odd name. The inscription beneath was the portion that awakened his
interest:

DARWIN BAS B

CURIO DEALER

"Whereisthe man?' questioned Trappe. "In the anteroom?”
"Yes, gr."

"Show himin. | shal talk with him."

The servant departed and returned shortly afterward, followed by the visitor. Perry Trappe waved the
ariva to achair. The servant |ft as the two men were studying one another.

Perry Trappe had expected a human oddity, for he was familiar with curio deders, especidly those who
had foreign names. Darwin Basib, however, was not at al the type that he had anticipated. The man was
tall, smooth of features and languorousin expresson. Hisdark hair was glistening in dickness.

The man who had introduced himsdlf as Darwin Basib, curio dedler, was none other than Fingers
Keefdl.

The false curio dedler was studying Perry Trappe. Fingers had expected to find an elderly man, for he
knew that Trappe was a collector who lived alone. Instead, he noted that Trappe was of middle age and
abrusgue, businesdike fellow. Stocky, full-faced and of somewhat challenging eye, Trappe looked likea
test for the subtle strategy of Fingers Keefd.

"A curio deder, en?' questioned Trappe. "What have you to offer?”
"l am not sdlling curios,” responded Fingers, in an indifferent tone. 'l am buying them.”
"None of minearefor sale,”" snapped Trappe. "What | collect, | keep."

"| understand that you are wedlthy," declared Fingers. "That iswhy | have cometo see you. Maost of my
purchases are made from wealthy men. | have done some rather odd buying, Mr. Trappe.”

"Of what sort?"

"Of dl sorts. Always at the same price which the purchasers origindly paid - and my offers have been
accepted very quickly.”

Perry Trappe appeared puzzled. This smooth-speaking individua had him guessing. He noted a shrewd
look in hisviditor's eye. The explanation followed.

"The curiosthat | buy," declared Fingers Keefd, in a cautious tone, "are the ones which have been
unloaded on their present owners. In other words, Mr. Trappe, | show people away out - after they
have been swindled.”

"Y ou mean" - Trappe's voice wasincredulous - “that you pay money for stuff that isworth nothing?”



"Exactly,” said Fingers, with agmile.

PERRY TRAPPE was on hisfeet. With arms akimbo, he was studying hisvisitor, wondering if the man
could possess his proper senses. Leaning back in hischair, Fingers Keefel laughed.

"Hereismy system, Mr. Trappe," he explained. " Suppose aswindler should try to sell you afake curio.
Suppose he found you biting. What would be his natura action?”

"To meet my price," returned Trappe, promptly.

"That'sright,” declared Fingers. "He would et you have athousand dollar item for less than five hundred.
Why? Because he would be sdlling something without being able to guarantee its genuineness.

"Suppose that you learn your curio isafake. Y ou would betickled to sl it to mefor five hundred dollars
and give me acertificate that | had made the purchase. Am | correct?"

"Certainly,” agreed Trappe.

"All right," resumed Fingers. " take the curio and the certificate. | go to another collector. | ask the full
price of one thousand dollars. | have what appears to be a guarantee of its genuineness - the proof that |
bought it from you, arecognized collector. Y ou get rid of afakewithout aloss; | make the profit that |
want."

Perry Trappe rubbed his chin thoughtfully. He saw the game. It was crooked; yet attractive. Fingers
Keefe amiled as he saw the trend of the collector's mind.

"There's no comeback,” remarked the fake curio dedler. "My sales appear so bonafide that they are
never questioned. Y ou cannot be held responsible after the item has | eft your hands.”

"| agree," declared Trappe. "The only point isthat my collection of rare curios contains no fakes."
"You are sure?!

Trappe was startled by the suddenness of his visitor's question. Though he nodded his head, the collector
seemed a bit perturbed.

"| should like to see your collection,” purred Fingers. "I can pick out fakeswhere otherscan't. I'm an
expertinthat line, Mr. Trappe."

"Sol infer," stated Trappe, dryly. He drew abig key from his pocket. "Come adong. I'll show you the
curio room."

FINGERS KEEFEL followed as Trappe led the way to the rear of the living room. The crook coughed
dightly asthey neared the far door. Trappe entered a hallway and turned to the right. He reached a door
at the end of the passage and unlocked it. He and Fingers stepped into aroom that looked liked asmall
museum.

Tapestries hung from thewalls. A suit of armor stood in one corner. Glass cases were filled with objects
that varied from ancient coinsto earthen jars. Fingers Keefd surveyed the medley.

"Isthisdl?" he questioned.
"Yes" replied Trappe.
Fingers gtrolled across the room, to the only wall that had no windows. He camly lifted a tapestry and



revealed adoor that bore a huge lock.
"Another room, eh?" he questioned, suavely.

"Drop that tapestry!" roared Perry Trappe. "Thisis outrageous! Y ou act as though you owned this
place!”

"Perhaps | do," returned Fingers, with agrin. " Suppose you open that door, Mr. Trappe.”

With clenched fists; Trappe sprang toward the crook. He stopped suddenly as he heard a sharp word
from the outer door. He turned to see atal, square-jawed man standing with leveled revolver. It was
Croaker Mannick.

"Stick 'em up!" ordered thekiller.

Perry Trappe obeyed in sullen fashion. Fingers Keefd, grinning broadly, approached the curio collector
and frisked his pockets. He found aring of keys.

Going to the rear door, Fingers ripped the tapestry from the wall. He tried the keys until he found the one
he wanted. He unlocked the door and pushed it inward. The light from the larger room showed alarge
closet. Set upon alow, square-topped table was afour-armed golden idal.

The headdress; the objectsin the statue's hands - all were studded with sparkling jewels. Fingers picked
up the statue of Vishnu and carried it into the curio room. The jewels glittered. Fingers laughed.

"Heavy," he remarked. "Maybe it's gold - maybe not. Perhaps these sparklers are really rubies. Maybe
they're only glass. Anyhow, it'swhat | camefor - the jeweled Vishnu from Hyderabad.”

"Thief!" gagped Perry Trappe. "Thief -"

A threatening gesture by Croaker Mannick stopped the collector short. Fingers Keefd, holding the small
but heavy idol, spied a cloth covering upon one of the curio cases. He laid the Vishnu upon it and formed
the cloth into a sack, which heloaded on hisleft arm.

"All aboard," he said to Croaker Mannick. "I may have trouble with the flunky. If | do" - Fingerspulled a
stub-nosed revolver from his pocket - "I'll drop him and leave thefinish to you."

"He must have goneto hisroom," returned Croaker. "He wasn't around when | snesked in from the
halway. | waited till | heard you cough. | followed you in here without any trouble.”

"O.K.," sad Fingers.

With asnorting, disdainful laugh at Perry Trappe, Fingers hurried dong the passage. His footsteps ended.
Perry Trappe stared anxioudy, wondering if the thief had found a clear way. Croaker Mannick listened.
His keen ears heard the outer door close.

"There goes your funny looking idol,” growled thekiller. "Don't fed too bad about it - you're only losing a

"What!" gasped Trappe. ™Y ou mean -"

"That thething isafake," snarled Croaker. "But you're not going to blab about it. That'swhat I'm here for
- to shut you up so you'll stay shut up for -"

The glare in Croaker's malicious gaze struck home. Perry Trappe gasped. He realized that death had



been planned for him. This man had covered the thief's get-away. Murder was the step to follow!

"Help!" howled Trappe, hoping that his distant servant would hear. "Help! Harvey - quick! Help!
Murder!"

As he shouted, Trappe legped forward with lunging arms, in an effort to prevent Croaker's shot. The
square-jawed killer wore an evil grin. Hetimed histrigger pull with Trappe's plunge. The revolver spurted
flame.

Trappe's cry ended in achoking gasp. The curio collector collapsed upon the floor. His body sprawled
Sdewise at Croaker's feet.

The single shot had doneitswork. Perry Trappe was dead.

CROAKER turned. He faced the hall and waited. He heard footsteps. The white-faced servant, Harvey,
cameinto the halway. The man was holding a puny automatic - a.22. Heraised it quickly as he saw
Croaker Mannick covering him with therevolver.

Croaker fired. Harvey had no chance. Like master, the servant dropped. Croaker hurried along the hall
and took alook at the body. His second shot had been as good as hisfirst. Both Perry Trappe and his
lone servant, Harvey, were dead.

Hastening through the living room, Croaker reached the outer door. He bobbed into a hdlway and
legped for aflight of stairs. A shout came from aturn in the halway. Croaker fired at a man who had
evidently hurried in this direction after hearing the shots from Trappe's apartment.

Down the stairs dashed Croaker. He reached asmall lobby two floors below and ran uninterrupted to
the street. Hisarrival on the sdewalk, however, brought a shout.

Thiswasaquiet district of Manhattan. The revolver shots from Trappe's third floor gpartment had been
heard outside. Two men were pointing upward as they beckoned to an approaching policeman. One of
them spied Croaker.

Thekiller dashed toward the nearest corner. Shouting, the two men began to take up the chase. The
officer drew hisrevolver and shouted a command to halt. Not one of the three pursuers noted a sedan
that was parked across the street.

Asthe policeman leveled hisrevolver, afusillade of shots broke from the darkness of the sedan. The
policeman sprawled upon the sdewalk. Thefirst pursuer stlaggered; then his companion dropped.

Croaker had reached the corner. From the sedan came a growled order - the voice of Brodie Brodan.
The sedan legped forward and sped adong the narrow street. The three victims of gangster bulletslay
upon the sdewak in front of the apartment house.

Fingers Keefd - Croaker Mannick - Brodie Brodan. The trio had worked together tonight. Thefirst of
Duke Larrin's scheduled jobs had been accomplished. The orders from the crypt had been obeyed!

CHAPTERV.TWO MEN MEET
"GOT anything, Joe?"

The question came from Clyde Burke, the Classic reporter, as he entered the office of Detective Joe
Cardona. It was addressed to the stocky, swarthy-visaged deuth who was seated behind a desk.



"Nothing new, Burke," growled Cardona, as he looked toward hisvisitor. "We know it was agang job -
that'sdl. Werelooking for the fellowswho wereinit.”

The detective glanced at hiswatch. It showed four o'clock. Thiswas the afternoon following the murder
of Perry Trappe and his servant, Harvey Diker - acrime which had preceded the daying of apoliceman
and the wounding of two men who had tried to apprehend the murderer.

"Thefdlow who ran away," questioned Clyde. "Anything on who he may be, Joe?'

"Nothing," admitted the detective. "He was one of the mob and there may have been othersinthe
gpartment house. It was nine o'clock when he begt it out of the place. Wefigure he joined up with
another car around the corner.

"Y ou know the story, Burke. Where there's agang, theré's aleader. That's the guy I'm looking for. I'm
going the roundsto hear the dibis. That'sthe only system.”

The reporter sat down. Cardona, paying no attention to his presence, began to check haf a dozen names
on alist that lay upon his desk. These were the names of mob leaders whom the shrewd deuth intended
to question.

Joe Cardona studied the topmost name. He picked up the telephone and called anumber. Clyde Burke
heard the clicking of avoice; then came Cardonas questioning:

"Hello. Hotel Spartan?... Brodie Brodan there?... Thisisafriend of his... Out of town, eh... | see...
Wired to have aroom for him... I'll seehim later..."

Joe hung up thereceiver. He looked at the names on the list, then folded the sheet of paper and tucked it
in his pocket.

"Six thirty," heremarked. "That'swhen I'll seethefirst guy ontheligt. I'll pick up the othersin the evening.
Hear what they haveto say for themsalves. I'll let you know, Burke, if we get anything new."

"Thanks, Joe."

The reporter strolled from Cardona's office. Reaching the Street, he approached a cigar store and
entered a tel ephone booth. He called anumber. A quiet voice responded.

"Burbank spesking.”

"Burke," returned Clyde. "Report. Cardona checking on gang leaders. Going the rounds. First stop Hotel
Spartan, six thirty, to see Brodie Brodan."

"Report received.”

CLY DE BURKE lé&ft the booth. His assigned task was completed. He had informed Burbank, contact
agent of The Shadow, of the steps that Joe Cardona was taking to apprehend the murderer of Perry
Trappe. Reports that went to Burbank were telephoned immediately to The Shadow, wherever he might
be. Burbank represented the hidden link between The Shadow and his active agents.

Clyde Burke was specul ative as he strolled toward the Classic office. He knew that Brodie Brodan was
afigurein the underworld. Like others of gangland's elite, Brodan lived at the Hotel Spartan whenin
New Y ork. That hotel was a decadent structure on the East Side - a meeting place between would-be
big shots and the lesser of gangdom's minions.



Brodie Brodan, Clyde had heard, made frequent visits to Chicago. He was supposed to be friendly with
big shots of thet city. Thefact that atelegram had arrived indicated that Brodan might have paid avidt to
the Mid-West metropolis.

It was nearly six o'clock when Clyde Burke reached the Classic office. At that precisetime, aman
appeared in the concourse of the Grand Central Station. It was Brodie Brodan. Strolling amid the crowd,
the heavy-browed gang leader approached a package room.

Tendering two tags to the attendant, Brodie received apair of suitcases. He carefully detached the stubs
that the package man had left on the bags. Picking up his burdens, Brodie walked toward atrain gate.
He stopped in an inconspicuous spot by abroad stairway and waited there.

Six o'clock. The gate opened. A throng of passengers came forth. Brodie watched them from a distance
until he spied aman in aloud tan overcoat who was carrying ablack suitcase. Picking up his own bags,
Brodie strolled after the arrival. Asthe man reached the exit from the concourse, Brodan was beside
him.

"Hdlo, Fritz," growled the gang leader. "Keep on gtralling, I'm with you.”
"O.K., Brodie" mumbled the man with the black bag.

The pair moved from the termina. They reached the taxi tunnel and entered a cab. Brodie told the driver
to take them to the Hotel Spartan. Settling back in the rear seat, the gang leader spokein alow voiceto
his companion.

"Give metheticket stub, Fritz."

The other man brought the required object from his vest pocket. Brodie studied the car number and the
berth.

"I checked out of the Hotd Spartan five daysago,” he said, in alow tone. "Beenliving in ajoint where
they don't know me. Packed up today and left my bagsin the baggage room at the Grand Central.

"Here's our story. Y ou met mein Chicago, yesterday. Hotel Drury - where you were stopping. We
pulled out on the Starlight Limited ten o'clock last night. I've used that train before. | know it.
Twenty-one hours from Chicago; camein on schedule. Anything else happen?’

"Nope."

"Where did you see the New Y ork newspapers? The ones with the story about aguy named Perry
Trappe getting the bump?"

Fritz raised his eyebrows. He knew the game now. Unitil this moment, he had not known the purpose of
the dibi which hewasto establish.

"Evening newspapers came on thetrain at Albany,” hesaid. "l wasin the club car.”
"Wewereintheclub car."
"OK., Brodie"

THE taxicab had reached adingy digtrict. It wasrolling dong beneath the superstructure of an elevated
line. Brodie Brodan peered from the window.

"Heresthe hotd," he stated. "Comein with me, Fritz. Check in for the night. | might aswell have amug



from Chicago dong with me."

The two alighted after the cab had reached the curb. The driver passed the bags into the lobby and a
loafing bell hop carried them to the desk. Brodie swaggered in with Fritz at his hed's and waved his hand
to theclerk.

"Keep aroom for me?’
"You bet," returned the clerk. "Got your wire, Mr. Brodie. Room 406."

The bell hop carried the bags to the elevator. Brodie started in that direction. It was then that a man
arose from an obscure corner. Brodie did not see him until he blocked the gang leader's path, Brodie
raised his heavy eyebrowsin feigned surprise as he faced Detective Joe Cardona.

"Just aminute, Brodie," declared Cardona, soberly. "I want to talk to you. Where are you going?'
"Up to my room,” returned Brodie.
"All right," agreed Cardona. "I'll talk to you there."

"Comeon up, Fritz," said Brodie, turning to his companion. ™Y ou can check in afterward. I'll phone
down to theclerk.”

The three entered the elevator. The door closed. The clerk stared quizzically asthelift ascended. Thushe
failed to see amotion which occurred in acorner of the lobby where alittle used passage led to the rear
of thehotdl.

Someone had been watching from that spot. Keen eyes had witnessed Brodie Brodan's arrival. They had
seen Joe Cardonainterrupt the gang leader's progress. While the clerk till stared at the door of the
elevator shaft, afigure came openly into view.

A tall being clad in black; such was the gppearance of this unnoticed visitant. With easy, stedthy stride,
the shape that had come from the gloom of the passage edged toward the stairway that led to the upper
floors.

For amoment, the sinister figure stood reveded. Blazing eyes flashed from benegth the brim of adouch
hat. The upturned folds of along, black cloak obscured the lower features of the stealthy stranger. Hands
were gloved in the same sable hue.

Then the phantom being blended with the darkness of the stairway. The clerk, shifting his gaze blankly
toward that direction, saw nothing. The Shadow, like abeing invisible, had followed Joe Cardonaand
Brodie Brodan to the fourth floor of the Hotel Spartan.

CHAPTER VI. THE ALIBI
"Do you know Fritz Fursch?'

Brodie Brodan put the question to Joe Cardona. At the sametime, he gestured toward Fritz, the man
whom had met at the Grand Centra Station.

"Never met him," answered Joe.

"Meset him now, then," suggested the gang leader. "Fritz, thisis Detective Cardona. Joe Cardona- a
good guy.”



Cardona shook hands with the man from Chicago. They had reached Brodie Brodan's room and the
gang leader was placing his bags upon the bed. He turned to switch on alight, for dusk had brought
gloom to this narrow-windowed room.

"Thought you was adick,” confided Fritz Fursch, speaking to Joe Cardona. Y ou looked like one when
we seen you in the lobby.”

Joe Cardona made no response to the comment. He turned and spoke to Brodie Brodan.
"Where've you been, Brodie?' he asked.
"Me?' returned the gang leader. "Chicago.”

Cardona stared steadily. The gang leader was unstrapping his suitcases. Brodie stopped as he noted
Cardonas gaze. For afew moments, they stood facing each other, without aword.

Fritz Fursch watched the tableau. His eyes went from man to man. All three were engrossed. None saw
the motion that occurred on the other side of the room - behind Fritz's back. A door was opening dowly.
It was a connecting door to an adjoining room. Inch by inch it moved until it allowed anarrow crevice
through which akeen eye peered.

THE SHADOW had entered the next room. Silently, he had gained this vantage post. He could see and
hear al that transpired between Cardona and Brodan.

"Chicago, eh?' questioned Cardona. "When did you get in from there?’

"Six o'clock thisafternoon,” returned Brodie, promptly. "I camein with Fritz. Chicago ishistown. We
rolledin on the Starlight Limited."

"When did you leave Chicago?"

"Say" - Brodie's tone was chdlenging - "what'sthe idea of thisthird degree? | thought you was a good
guy, Joe. You heard what | just told Fritz."

"Never mind the good-guy stuff. | want to know where you werelast night. That'sall.”
"O.K., Joe. Suit yoursdlf. Fritz and | pulled out on the Starlight. Left Chi at ten o'clock.”
"What were you doing in Chicago?'

"Say - that'samean one, Joe. If | had been doing anything, 1'd think you were working along with a
bunch of Chicago dicks. | wasn't doing anything, though, so I'll tell you. | was staying at the Hotel Drury,
trying to put through a deal with some birds who want to start anight club in New Y ork.

"That'swhere | met Fritz. Found he was coming on to New Y ork, so we came aong together. | wired
here yesterday. Told them to hold aroom for me. That was before | bumped into Fritz."

Fritz watched Joe Cardona closdly. It was Fritz who had sent the wire from Chicago. He looked to see if
the detective suspected the truth. Cardona gave no inkling.

"Starlight Limited, en?" quizzed Cardona. "Got anything to show for it - outsde of thisguy's say-s0?"

"Ticket stub," grinned Brodie, producing the article from his vest pocket, as though the ideahad just
occurred to him. "Thereit is, Joe."



"Y ou got onetoo?" quizzed Cardona, turning to Fritz.

The Chicago man produced the required stub. Cardona examined it along with Brodi€'s. The gang leader
began to unpack his bags. Clotheswerein a state of disarray.

"L ook at that, Joe," said Brodie, with agrin. "I threw everything into the bag in ahurry. Thisother bagis
just asbad. Say - | didn't get it shut until we were on the cab to the station in Chicago. Lucky | never
opened it on the train. Maybe | wouldn't have got it shut.”

The second bag was bulging. Shirtsfell out as Brodie opened it. The gang leader unpacked asuit, which
needed pressing. He found arazor and shaving cream. Helaid them on the bed beside the bag.

"So you camein from Chicago, eh?' Cardonawas persistent. "Then you don't know anything about
Perry Trappe?!

"Perry Trappe?'
"Y eah. The curio collector who was murdered in his gpartment, last night.”
Brodie Brodan |ooked up from the suitcase. He stared at Joe Cardona; then laughed.

"Y ou mean the guy who was bumped off with his servant? All about him in the evening papers? Say -
have you gone goofy, Cardona?"

The detective did not reply. Brodie guffawed and shook his head.

"That's hot," pronounced the gang leader. "Remember, Fritz, you showed me the paper inthe club car -
the one with the dead guy's mug on the front page? Coming in from Albany, wasn't it?'

Fritz nodded.

"Isthisthe paper?' Brodie pulled afolded journal from Fritz's pocket. He saw that it was a Chicago
newspaper. "No - that isn't it. | guesswe |eft the New Y ork paper onthetrain. Say, Jo€" - Brodi€'s
Voice became earnest as the gang leader addressed Cardona- "you're following awrong steer. If you're
after the bird that killed this guy Trappe, why waste your time?

"I cameinwith Fritz on the Starlight Limited. That'sthat. Y ou know me well enough to know that | don't
chase around collecting curios. I'min the night-club business - building it up from asideline. They used to
try to pin rackets on me - but never any hokum like this. Grabbing off curios- say, I'll be cutting up

paper dollsbeforel gointo that line."

Brodie bent over the suitcase and pulled out the few remaining objects. One was an excellent desk clock.
Brodie set the time piece on the bureau and noted the dia as he did so.

"Ten after seven,” heremarked. "' want to get up to the Club Madrid at eight. So if you've got any more
questions, Joe, shoot ‘em. But I've given you the straight dope. Fritz will vouch for it."

JOE CARDONA shrugged his shouldersin afashion that was atrifle shegpish. To cover up hislack of
composure, he drew hiswatch from his pocket.

"Ten after seven,” he confirmed. "Well, Brodie, I'm moving aong. | just picked you asthefirst person to
see because | had ahunch you've been laying too quiet lately. But this night club business of yours sounds
draight. Lay off the racket boys and maybe you can make an honest living - if fleecing customers can be
cdled that.”



With agruff laugh at his own wesk jest, Joe Cardonaturned toward the door. Brodie Brodan was
pedling shirt and vest. He picked up his razor and spoke to Fritz Fursch.

"Ride down to the lobby with Cardona,” suggested the gang leader in an affable tone. "Take your bag
along - check in and get aroom for yoursdlf. Kind of an old joint, this hotel, but it's not bad."

Fritz picked up his bag and followed the detective. The door closed behind the pair. Brodie Brodan did
not show the dightest elation. His poker face remained the same. The gang leader turned to crossthe
room.

The door opposite did tightly shut, just before Brodie glanced in that direction. The Shadow had heard
Joe Cardona's quiz. Like the detective, he wasleaving.

RIDING uptown on the elevated, Joe Cardona checked hislist of names. He crossed out Brodie
Brodan. The gang leader's dibi stood, so far as Joe was concerned. The Chicago story had the
ear-marks of acorrect one, one Joe could not dispute.

There had not been aflaw in any of Brodi€'s statements, so far as Cardona could see. Everything had
stood the test. A man riding eastward on alimited would have no thought of preparing an dibi. Joe
Cardona had picked Brodie Brodan on ahunch. That hunch was fading - it was out.

In retrogpect, Cardona recalled each statement that had been made; he defined Brodi€'s actions and
formed thefina conclusion that there was not asingle shred of evidenceto indicate falsty in the gang
leader's story.

SUCH was Cardonas conclusion. The detective thought that it was thorough. He was sure that nothing
had escaped his keen attention. But Cardona was not the only investigator who had viewed Brodie
Brodan at the Hotel Spartan.

There was another - The Shadow. He, the mysterious superd euth, had been there a so. He had heard
Cardonas quiz. Like the detective, he had analyzed the statements of Brodie Brodan and had witnessed
al of the gang leader's actions.

The Shadow, like Cardona, had an answer. It differed, however, from Cardonas. It came, shortly after
Cardona had formed hisfind decision regarding his suspect.

THE light clicked in The Shadow's sanctum. Long white hands appeared beneeth the bluish glare. The
Shadow's right hand wrote a name upon a sheet of paper; beneath the name went two short statements:

Brodie Brodan.
Clock in bag.
7:10.

A laugh sounded from the gloom on the near side of the bluish light. That laugh betokened keen
understanding. It told of a clew which Joe Cardonahad not noticed; one, however, which had not
escaped The Shadow.

Brodie Brodan had been in Chicago for three days or more. He had told Cardona that he had packed his
bagsin ahurry; that he had not opened the second bag upon the train. Therefore, the clock had not been
touched since it was packed.

Ten minutes after seven! A clock packed in Chicago - hurriedly - had registered New Y ork time! There



could be but one answer. Brodie Brodan had not packed that desk clock in Chicago. Had he done so, it
would have shown ten minutes after six, dlowing for the difference in time between Chicago and New
York.

Brodie had packed his clock in New Y ork. He could not have gone to Chicago, as he stated. There was
achance that he might not have changed its time during his sojourn in the Middle West. That chance;
however, was dight.

The clew was sufficient for The Shadow. It was the thread which marked Brodie Brodan's dibi asa
doubtful one. With that thread as a starting point, The Shadow was ready to trace Brodie Brodan's
ativitiesin theimmediate future.

A long hand reached acrossthe table. A tiny bulb flashed from the wall as The Shadow drew a pair of
earphonestoward him. A quiet voice came over the wire:

"Burbank spesking.”
"Ingtructionsto Mardand,” ordered The Shadow, in alow whisper.
"Ready," was Burbank's answer.

The gnigter tones of The Shadow's eerie voice clung to the lighted corner of the room as the master
worker gave his orders. When Burbank'sfina corroboration came, The Shadow placed the earphones
back upon thewal. The little bulb went out. The blue light clicked. The sanctum wasin complete
darkness.

Then came awhispered laugh. It rose to astrain of shuddering mockery that awoke ghoulish echoes from
the hidden walls of blackness. When the reverberations had died, deep silence reigned.

The Shadow had departed. His orders had been given. The Shadow had taken the first step to trail
Brodie Brodan - the gang leader whom he suspected was concerned with the desth of Perry Trappe.

Where Joe Cardona's hunch had faded, The Shadow's inkling had begun. From keen deduction, The
Shadow had picked up thetrail which Cardonahad lost. Crimes like the murder of Perry Trappe were
duetofdl in sequence.

Through his agent, Cliff Mardand, The Shadow would gain the word he needed. When crime next
struck, The Shadow would be there!

CHAPTER VII. MOBSTERSMOVE
"OFF for Chi, en?"

The speaker was Brodie Brodan. He was seated in his hotel room, on the second evening following his
arrival at the Hotel Spartan. The man to whom he was speaking was hisdibi artist, Fritz Fursch.

"Yeah. Leaving a nine o'clock,” replied Fursch. " Anything you need done?"

"Not athing, Fritz. You did your job. Say - Cardonafell for that gag like apunk. Well work the stall
agan, sometime"

"What - on Cardona?'

"No." Brodie snorted. "Not achance of that, Fritz. Next timewell useit, well work from New Y ork



west. If I've got ajob to pull in Chi, I'll plant you here and let you come out there with acouple of
tickets."

"And anewspaper in my pocket.”
"Yeah. That clinched it."

Fritz Fursch looked at the clock on the bureau. It showed quarter after eight. The alibi man stretched
himsdlf and strolled about the room, intending to spend alast few minutes with Brodan.

"I'm set for my next dibi,” remarked the gang leader, in acasua tone. "I've got Lobo Ruscott dl fixed -
he'sthe guy that's running the Club Madrid."

"Anather job coming, eh?’

"Pretty soon." Brodan's reply was noncommittal. "l just took another bird into the outfit - and he'saswell
worker, too."

"Thefdlow up here this afternoon?'

"Yeah. Cliff Mardand. Say - he's cagey, that guy. Everybody knows he's as good as haf adozen
gorillas; but theré's nobody can lay afinger on any jobs he does. | met him up at the Club Madrid two
nights ago - and helet it out that he was on the loose.”

"There'slots of gorillas on the loose these days.”

"Not guyslike Cliff Mardand. He gets dough when he works. Needs some cash - that's dll. | picked him
up at abargain and promised to keep mum about the price. Just the guy | needed.”

Brodie Brodan paused to light acigarette. Fritz Fursch noted the clock again. He decided it wastimeto
leavefor histrain.

"Solong, Brodie," he said. "Get me at the Hotdl Drury when you need me."

FIVE minutes after Fritz's departure, there was atap at the door. Brodie Brodan issued a summonsto
comein. A husky, well-attired young man appeared. Brodie Brodan recognized Cliff Mardand and
waved hisvistor to achair.

Brodie held ahigh opinion of hisnew recruit. Cliff Mardand was a different type than the average
gangster. Hisface showed intelligence. His gppearance was clean-cut. Y et with it, Cliff possessed afirm
chin and a straight-featured face that showed self-confidence and ability. Brodie Brodan classed him as
one mobster in athousand.

"All set, Cliff?" questioned Brodie.
Cliff Mardand nodded.

"O.K.," decided the gang leader. "Weve got ajob tonight - and I'm picking you as my right hand man.
Weve got to spread. I'm putting you in charge of part of the crew. Get that?"

"What'sthelay?' questioned Cliff, in cam fashion.

"I'll giveit to you," declared Brodie. "We're going out to Long Idand. A big house near the Sound -
home of amillionaire named Tyler Bogart. There's three entrances to the place - front, sde and back.



"Bozo Griffin will handle thefront. Just for emergency - that'sal. I'm taking the Side - becausethat's
where someone's going in. The back isyours - and there may be aget-away in that direction. That'swhy
you'rethere. To cover.

"I'll be on the job. When you hear three quick shots from the side, pile in. That means the get-away has
been made by the side and | want a quick fuss at the back. Get it?"

Cliff nodded.

"If you see anybody duck out in your direction,”" added Brodie, "you pass out three quick shots. Thet lets
me pilein from the sde. Therell be two guys coming out - if they come your way. Let themride.”

"lI'vegotit.”

"Therell be shooting in the house, maybe,” remarked Brodie. "That doesn't mean anything. Forget it. If |
givethesgnd, you kick up the fuss, then scram with your part of the ouitfit. If you give the sgnd, best it
right away. That'sal."

Cliff repeated the ingtructions in methodical fashion. Brodie nodded his gpprova. He arose and motioned
his new lieutenant toward the door.

"Comeadong," he ordered. "We're meeting the mob out back. Wait a second - | want to phone the
lobby. Better see who's down there.”

Brodie made the phone cdll. It was evident that he had fixed the clerk. Brodie's signd to |leave was proof
that no unknown loiterers werein the lobby.

Brodie led the way to the stairsinstead of the elevator. At the bottom, he pushed Cliff toward the
passage that went through to the rear of the hotel.

REACHING adarkened dley, Brodie uttered alow, hissing whistle. Whispers came from the darkness.
Members of the mob had assembled. Brodie drew Cliff over toward the wall; a confab began between
the gang leader, Cliff and the other lieutenant, "Bozo" Griffin.

"I'll take these gorillas," decided Brodie. ™Y ou take the car out in the Side Street, Bozo. What about the
bunch over by the Pink Rat? Did you tell them to wait for Cliff Mardand?'

"Yeah," answered Bozo. "1 told them held be dong. I'll be driving past there and they can follow. Hunky
Wikdl isdriving Cliff'scar. HEll know mewhen| go by."

"Give me afew minutesto get there, Bozo," interposed Cliff. "I'm not going on the run, you know. Some
smart copper might ask me why the hurry.”

"Give himten minutes," decided Brodie. "That'll makeit sure. All right, Cliff. Get started.”

Cliff sauntered from the dley. He was smiling to himsdlf as he reached the Sde Street. He made aturn
into an aley beyond; then quickened his pace.

Ten minutes! That was alucky bresk. He could make the Pink Rat locdity in five.

Onthe next dtreet, Cliff spied asmall store. He entered and picked atelephone in the corner. The place
was deserted except for an old man behind acounter. Cliff called Burbank's number. He heard the voice
of The Shadow's contact man.

"Mardand."



Cliff'slips were close to the mouthpiece.

"Report.”

In brief terms, Cliff fulfilled Burbank's order. He told the contact man all that he had learned. Under
ordinary conditions, Burbank would have ingtructed Cliff to stand by and await areturn call. Thiswas
impossible under the circumstances. Cliff was due at the Pink Rat in five minutes.

However, both Cliff and Burbank saw the situation. That was the way with The Shadow's agents.
Trained to obey their master, they were also capable in dedling with emergencies. Cliff, as he explained
matters to Burbank, saw that tonight's episode could offer but one of two possibilities.

Either The Shadow would seek to enter the home of Tyler Bogart, or he would require Cliff for some
definite duty outside. Perhaps both. Cliff could preparefor either circumstance. Keenly, hevisuaized a
back door that he had never seen.

"I'll post my squad thirty feet to theright,” heinformed Burbank. "I'll have them far enough from the
house. I'll be ten feet to the left of the back door - and as close to the house as possible.”

"Report received,” returned Burbank.

Cliff hung up the receiver. He glanced to note that the old man at the counter had heard nothing. He
hurried from the store and dodged through aleysto gain time on hisway to the Pink Rat.

A CAR waswaiting near the spot designated. Cliff approached and gave alow whistle as he observed
dim formswithin the car. Before any of the gangsters could reply, he announced himsdlf in asingle word:

"Madand."
"O.K." Thevoice belonged to "Hunky" Wikell, the man a the whed. "Climb in with me."

Cliff joined the driver. They waited for afull minute. Then acar rolled into the narrow street and passed
the sedan in which Cliff and Hunky were waiting, with gangstersin the rear. Hunky started the motor and
followed. He was taking the way that Bozo Griffin showed.

The cars headed for an East River bridge. They crossed and moved rgpidly along a highway. Cliff,
dlently watching from Hunky's Side, felt qualms at the speed that they were making.

Brodie Brodan had moved sooner than Cliff had anticipated. That meant that the raid on Bogart's home
would begin shortly after the mob arrived. Brodie had said that men would enter. Did that mean some of
Brodi€e's crew, from the side? Or were others on the job?

If the latter case existed, the men appointed to enter - whoever they might be - would probably be
outside of Bogart's house at present. The Shadow, swift though he was, would haveto travel at unusua
Speed to anticipate thisraid, unless some fortunate delay occurred.

Cliff began to see another possibility that he had not suggested to Burbank. If The Shadow needed time,
afracas outside of Bogart's could produce it. Perhaps that would be necessary. Cliff decided to be ready
- even to the point of spoiling the raid - should The Shadow not appear.

Half an hour after the start from Manhattan, Bozo's leading car turned into aside road. Cliff fancied that
Brodie Brodan must be up ahead of the lieutenant. A mile of side road; then Brodie swung into the
deserted driveway of an abandoned house. Wikell followed.



Lightswent out; but just before the glow failed, Cliff noted athird car up ahead. With his mobsters close
beside him, Cliff alighted from the sedan. He heard the voice of Brodie Brodan.

"All right, Cliff," said the mob leader in alow tone. "There's Bogart's house - through that hedge. Were
at the back of the place. Bozo's going around to the front. I'm going through to the Side. Y ou come along
last and cover the back."

Men shuffled through the darkness. Cliff held his squad in readiness. When dl was silent, he led the way
through the hedge. He could see the home of Tyler Bogart - alooming mansion of gray stone. There
werelightsin upstairs windows; aglow from a broad veranda on the side toward the Sound showed that
people were a home.

Therewas no light at the back, except a shaft that came from a curtained room on the second floor. This
gave afaint glow above the back door. Cliff drew his men thirty feet to the right and posted them.

"Lay here," he whispered. "I'm casing over by the back door to see what's what. No shots - until | give
the order.”

Mumbles of understanding came from the gorillas. Cliff moved to theleft. His plan wasworking. It was
natural that he should circlein aiming for the back door. Cautioudy Cliff crept through the darkness until
he found a spot not more than ten feet from the back door. There Cliff waited.

LONG minutes passed. Cliff was not nervous, but he could fed the tenson. His eyes were glued to the
whiteness of the back door. He fdt that the timefor trouble was imminent. He feared that The Shadow
had been unableto arrivein the brief time alowed.

Then, as Cliff blinked, he fancied that he saw the back door moving inward. The motion itsdf was
imperceptible. It seemed that avertical strip of blackness was working its way from the side of the door.
The strange phenomenon continued; then stopped. Gradualy, the widened strip of black began to fade.

Cliff suppressed agasp. He redlized the amazing truth. The Shadow, with ample space between the
gangsters and the house, had approached the back door. With stedthy, unseen hand, he had picked the
lock. He had opened the door inch by inch; the blackness had been from the interior of the house.

Through the crevice, The Shadow had passed. The narrowing shaft of blackness was dl that marked the
slent closing of the door. Cliff - not more than adozen feet awvay - had seen no Sgn of aliving form!

The gangsters, farther from the house, could not have seen a single token of The Shadow's arrivd - not
even that moving strip of black. Subtle had been The Shadow's entrance; yet Cliff redized that it could
have been made even lessvisibly. He saw that The Shadow had ddliberately |eft histrace that Cliff,
himself, might know that his chief had entered!

There had been no signd; no whispered words from the dark. Cliff knew the answer. He wasto play the
role to which Brodie Brodan had assigned him. The Shadow could take care of his own departure as
effectively ashe had atended to hisarrival.

Cliff smiled grimly, ashedrew hisrevolver from his pocket. The climax of this episode was on the way.
Silent and placid, the home of Tyler Bogart was due for a startling eruption. Crime was ready to bresk
loose.

Thistime, consequences would differ from those which had occurred at Perry Trappe's. The Shadow,
the master who battled crime, was on the scene to meet the fiends within the silent house.



CHAPTER VIII.WITHIN THE HOUSE

THREE men were seated on the enclosed veranda of Tyler Bogart's home. The millionaire and two
friends formed thetrio. The night was mild and ice clinked in cold glasses as the three conversed.

Thiswasthe side of the house that faced the Sound. A spacious lawn, with widespread trees, formed a
pleasant, dimly-outlined vista beyond which sparkled the moving lights of vesselsthat were passing this
portion of Long Idand.

The atmosphere was one of serenity, with no menace of approaching danger. Hence the three men, as
they chatted, gave no thought to the unexpected. Not one of them saw the door that dowly opened from
the house; nor did they observe the keen, brilliant eyes that watched them.

The Shadow, studying this scene, saw that Tyler Bogart and his companions were set to remain on the
veranda. Thisformed atemporary refuge. Brodie Brodan and his crew of mobsmen were on the other
sde of the house. Cliff Mardand at the back; Bozo Griffin at the front; neither of their squads would
appear at this spot.

The one method of attack, should Tyler Bogart'slife be sought, would come directly through the house.
Stedlth would be the method chosen by the crooks tonight. The Shadow held akey position; from this
door he could block anyone who tried to come to the veranda.

The Shadow, however, was on the watch for dua crime. He had linked this approaching trouble with the
affray at Perry Trappe's. Theft, aswell as murder, must be the motive. Cliff had informed, through
Burbank, that two men would be in the house. The Shadow, now that he had established the point of
contact between house and porch, had other work to do.

Somewhere in the house, criminals might aready be a work. The Shadow, when he battled crime,
forestalled his enemies. Such wasto be his plan tonight. From the darkened doorway, The Shadow
moved inward. He reached a gloomy hallway. There he stood in mystic outline, atall black-garbed figure

of sepulchral appearance.

Keen, burning eyes stared dong the hall. The Shadow saw a passage at the rear. It led deeper into the
house. It formed the natural path to search. The Shadow moved from the blackness of the wall; then
stopped short.

Footsteps were coming down aflight of stairs. The Shadow eased back into the gloom. His keen eyes
watched as a servant appeared. The man waked within five paces of The Shadow. He did not seethe
singular form of blackness that stood so foreboding. The Shadow, however, studied the man's dulll,
passive features. He saw that this menid was no minion of crime. He watched the man pass onward
toward the porch.

SWIFTLY, The Shadow moved out into the narrow hall. He reached the corridor that turned |eft. He
followed it until he came to ablocking door. The side of the broad-brimmed hat pressed againgt the
barrier. The Shadow listened. His keen ear detected the sound of whispers.

Two men werein the room beyond. Crooks were a work. The Shadow had discovered them.

Sowly, ablack-gloved hand turned the knob of the door. The barrier did not yield. A tiny metal pick
clicked amogt inaudibly as The Shadow applied it to the keyhole. The lock gave without a sound. With
black form pressed against the door to mask the dight gloom from beyond the turn in the passage, The
Shadow opened the door by inches.



Clicking footsteps came faintly from the house. The Shadow waited, knowing that the servant had come
back from the veranda. The Shadow heard the footsteps die. The door was open wider now. With keen
eyes, The Shadow studied acircle of light that was shining upon the door of a safe.

"Got it, Fingers?' came awhispered query.

"Not yet, Croaker," wasthe cautious reply. "Easy. Keegp awatch on the door. We want it clear to get
out by the side - where Brodie is."

"Right. I'll do asneak to seethat you can makeit. I'm just waiting until you get thistin box open. You
make a get-away. I'll do therest.”

"All st for Bogart?'

"Y ou bet. He's the fat bimbo. | got asquint at the three of them on the porch. I'll plug him and then cut
out the way you went."

Momentary silence. Fingers was working at the dials of the safe. A soft click sounded; then came alow
expresson of satisfaction from the lips of the smooth-fingered crook.

"Got it!"

The door of the safe opened. Fingersthrew the rays of hisflashlight into the interior. Croaker,
somewhere in the darkness behind the safe-cracker, saw the same object that Fingershad spied - a
square panel of gold engraved with Chinese characters and studded with sparkling gems.

It was the second of Cecil Armsbury'sfake treasures which the old man had unloaded on unsuspecting
collectors. The golden panel that had supposedly come from the Temple of Heaven in the Forbidden City
of old Peking.

THE SHADOW, from the spot where he was standing, could not seeinto the safe, for the door was
opened in hisdirection. Fingers Keefd clicked off hisflashlight. The Shadow could hear the safe-cracker
dragging a clanking object from the safe. Then came awhispered buzz.

"Stick here." Croaker was the speaker. "1'm going out to seethat it'sall clear. Wait -"

"Naw." Fingers put aprotest. "I'm diding straight out, Croaker. There's nobody around. Y ou stick here
by the safe. Wait until I'm clear. Then you can head for the porch. Savvy?"

"All right," agreed Croaker.

Pitch-darkness reigned. The Shadow was edging through the door that he had opened. Hisactionwasa
careful one. The doorway was low; The Shadow's tall form covered the opening between door and post.
The blackness of his shapekilled dl light from the distant hall.

Crooksin the dark! The Shadow was entering with them. Despite the blackness, he could tell the exact
positions of the men. Fingers Keefel was sneaking toward afarther door. Croaker Mannick was on the
other side of the opened front of the safe.

Theft was reaching its accomplishment. Murder was due to follow. The Shadow, from his strategic
position, was ready to frustrate them both. Fingers - amoving target - would be thefirst. He could be
stopped when he reached the door; for that was a spot which he must certainly pass. Croaker, the
potential murderer, could come second.



"I'll giveyou time, Fingers." Croaker's hoarse whisper was coming from the other side of the blocking
door of the safe. "I'll finish Bogart and best it for the Side line, after you've made agood get-away -"

Fingers sent an answering growl from near the farther doorway. That, and the clank of the object which
he carried, drowned other sounds. Then came amuffled exclamation. Fingers had encountered something
inthe dark.

Click!

The room was flooded with light. Standing within the doorway, his hand upon the switch, was a portly,
grim-faced man who held aglistening revolver.

It was Tyler Bogart. Some unexpected suspicion had brought the millionaire to the strongroom. Hisgun
was pointed toward Croaker Mannick.

Besdethe millionaire, dmost at the doorway, was Fingers Keefe, crouching as he held the flat shape of
the golden panel close againgt his body.

By thelittle door stood The Shadow, revedled asatdl, snister figurein total black. He was the fourth
member of this unexpected tableau.

Crookswere at bay; yet the sudden change that had brought the present emergency wasto their benefit.
Tyler Bogart, by his unexpected arrival had produced a sirange dilemma

The millionaire who had come to protect his property had, by his appearance, thwarted the plan of The
Shadow!

CHAPTER IX. GUNS BARK

TYLER BOGART, standing by the doorway of the lighted room, had every opportunity in hisfavor. The
millionaire had come with loaded revolver. He had aimed at the safe asthelogicd objective. He had
Croaker Mannick covered.

Fingers Keefd, though close to the millionaire, was handicapped by the burden of the panel which he
carried. He had no revolver ready, athough one hand was free. Counting on Croaker's protection,
Fingers had left hisgat in his pocket.

Circumstances, however, had caught The Shadow in an unfortunate position. The master from the
darkness had moved into the room; but he was not beyond that projecting door of the safe. Fingers
Keefd, hisfird target, wasin plain view. Croaker Mannick, crouching behind a sted barrier, was not
within The Shadow's range!

Tyler Bogart had his chance. Hefired. The millionaire's own excitement was his undoing. His shot went
wide. Even while the revolver roared, an answering bark came from the safe. Croaker Mannick, replying
with asingle shot, found the millionaires body as atarget. Tyler Bogart crumpled.

The Shadow, had not been inactive. With the shots, histall form was sweeping toward the wall away
from the safe. The black cloak whirled as The Shadow swung to aim at Croaker Mannick. Thekiller's
gloating eyes became transfixed. A gasp came from Croaker's lips as the murderer saw the weird shape
that had arrived to cover him with deadly autometic.

Too late to save Tyler Bogart'slife, The Shadow was ready to avenge the murder. Gun to gun, hewas
facing Croaker Mannick. The quick-fingered crook was aiming ingtinctively to meet The Shadow's

Swinging wesapon.



Then came an unexpected break. Fingers Keefel had not seen The Shadow. His eyes had been on Tyler
Bogart. Asthe millionaire crumpled from Croaker's bullet, his hand dropped away from the light switch.
At that ingtant, Fingers acted with clawing clutch.

Just as The Shadow and Croaker swung gun to gun, Fingers yanked the switch and plunged out through
the door of the room, carrying the stolen pand with him!

DARKNESS - asfingers were pressed to triggers! The Shadow and Croaker Mannick, each seeking to
best the other to the shot, were blotted from view by pitch-black gloom. Instinctive fighters, the terror of
the underworld and the famous marksman of the badlands, both adapted themsalves to the unexpected
change.

Each shifted as hefired. Automatic and revolver blazed smultaneoudy, each at atarget that had dropped
away. Those bursts were but thefirst of a succession. Through the strongroom where Tyler Bogart's
body lay came flash after flash, each from anew and unexpected quarter.

The Shadow was fighting it out with Croaker Mannick. The master battler was weaving through the
darkness to meet an enemy whose craft was worthy of his own. Flashes were targets, but each
marksman was on the move as hefired.

A burst of flame came from near the door. It brought a quick response from the other side of the room.
Croaker'srevolver had spoken from the exit. The Shadow, with keen strategy, had fired in reply toward
the side of the target that was inward from the door.

A sharp cry from the darkness. Croaker had dodged inward, expecting to deceive The Shadow. He had
faled. A zimming bullet from the automatic had found its mark in human flesh. Croaker was wounded -
on theleft Sde, and not serioudy - for hefired again, dmost instantly after he had cried out aloud.

Another bark from the automatic. Then a pause, while roaring echoes resounded through the room. The
Shadow was shifting for the cover of the safe door - the barrier which had previoudy protected Croaker.
His enemy was somewhere in the darkness toward the door.

Then came Croaker'sfina shot. The smart killer had suspected The Shadow's move. He had taken
advantage of two short secondsto gain the door. Hisrevolver delivered awinging bullet that thudded like
awarning agains the stedl door of the safe.

The automatic responded. Once - twice - it hurled its lead toward the far door where Croaker, firing,
had sprung for safety. Croaker, wounded in the fray, had sought safety in flight. Those two quick shots
from The Shadow's gun were the master'slast effort to stay the plunging murderer.

The gunfray, despiteits varied action, had been short in duration. The few seconds that followed the final
echoes of the shots were tense ones. The Shadow, playing his strategic game, was waiting for any
answer that might come.

All was sllent by the door. Croaker Mannick - he had recognized The Shadow - had chosen flight as his
fina goal. There would be no more from Croaker - that The Shadow knew. Fingers Keefel had gained a
gart. Outside were mobsters ready to cause trouble.

The Shadow moved forward. Hisflashlight glimmered. It showed the body of Tyler Bogart, crumpled
within the doorway. The light flickered toward the hallway. Suddenly, itsrayswent out. A soft, Snister
laugh whispered through the room.

What was The Shadow's thought? Asif in answer came asignal from the outside of the house. Three



quick shots - abelated token from Brodie Brodan. That meant invasion - from the back.

FOOTSTEPS were clattering. Tyler Bogart's friends and servants, alarmed by the shots from the
strongroom, were coming to investigate. The sounds were from the direction of the veranda. Sweeping
back into the strongroom, The Shadow reached the little hallway.

Hewasintime. Cliff Mardand, in order to play the part assigned to him, had been forced to launch his
cohorts. A snarling mobster arrived in the passage. The Shadow saw the fiendish ook on the man'sface
asthe fellow aimed arevolver down the straight hall, where he spotted one of Bogart's frightened
friends.

The Shadow's automatic boomed from the side passage. The mobster dropped. With aforward leap,
The Shadow gained the junction of the passages. His blazing automatics - a second had comeforthin his
other hand - delivered fierce fire toward the doorway where two other mobsters had appeared.

One man fell. The other fled. The Shadow caught aglimpse of Cliff Mardand. The agent, playing his part,
also took to flight. He could tell Brodie Brodan that he and his men had encountered an unexpected
ambush.

Back through the strongroom. The Shadow reached the way to the side door. Again, hewasjust intime.
Brodie Brodan, alarmed by unexpected firing within the house, had launched anew drive. Mobsters
were piling into the darkened side passage. Once again, The Shadow's automatics broke loose.

Snarling mobsters staggered. Guns clattered to the floor asthe repul sed horde took to flight. The fury of
The Shadow'sfire brought belief that severa armed men were here to meet the invasion.

The effect on the mobsters, however, was matched by that which came to the startled guests of Tyler
Bogart. The two men coming in from the veranda ran back the way that they had come, followed by a
pair of bewildered servants.

Flinging open the verandawindows, they legped to the lawn and fled in the only direction that seemed to
afford safety - toward the doping vista that led to the Sound. Scattered shots - too distant to cause harm
- camefrom Bozo Griffin'sfew men at the front of the big mansion.

Shouted orders followed. Brodie Brodan was urging his men to scatter. The admonition was awise one.
The Shadow had reached awindow that covered both front and side. His automatics belched in both
directions. Scurrying mobstersran for shelter.

The Shadow knew that Cliff would lead the mobsters at the back into aswift retreat. Hisaim wasto
scatter Brodie's hordes and send them flocking back to Manhattan. He succeeded swiftly; and astoken
of The Shadow's might, afew stray gangsterslay flattened on the turf.

Tyler Bogart's home was emptied of dl living beings save one: The Shadow. Stalking ghosilike through
the darkness, the master battler returned to the strongroom where Tyler Bogart had met his unfortunate
desth.

Once again, The Shadow'sflashlight flickered. Then camealong, weird peal of mocking laughter. In this
deserted spot, The Shadow stood alone. He had banished hordes of crime, although murder had been
accomplished.

Triumph, itsdlf, was hollow; yet The Shadow's thoughts were of the future, rather than the present.
Already, hiskeen brain was working out new plans.

Thefirgt crime - the death of Perry Trappe - had struck without The Shadow's knowledge. The second -



thismurder of Tyler Bogart - had been accomplished despite his presence, athough The Shadow had
taken fearful toll in vengeance.

More crime, however, was due. A third stroke was in the making. When it arrived, The Shadow would
be there, prepared to accomplish by subtle craft more than could be gained by might aone!

CHAPTER X. CRIME AND COUNTERCRIME

CECIL ARMSBURY was gtting in hisliving room. The old man who had sponsored crime was puffing
at acigar while he watched his nephew studying newspaper reports. A frown appeared on the brow of
Martin Havelock, dias Duke Larrin.

"What'sthe trouble?' questioned Armsbury.
"Thismix-up a Bogart's," returned Havelock. "1 don't like theway it turned out."

"I have read the newspapers,”" commented Armsbury. "l see nothing to cause larm. Tyler Bogart's safe
was opened and rifled. Bogart, himself, wasdain.”

"But some of Brodan's men were bumped off, too."

"What of it? That means|essto pay. Brodan got away; and so did your other two workers - Keefel and
Mannick. They were important enough to have been recognized by the police had ether of them
remained. We know that the false panel was stolen. That is sufficient.”

"l guess s0." Havelock's tone was thoughtful. "But I'm glad I've played awary game. Brodie - Fingers -
Croaker - dl three are on their own. They don't have to hear from me to go through with the next job."

"Good drategy,” agreed Armsbury. "Y our quams, Martin, are hardly justified. Perry Trappe and Tyler
Bogart each knew too much; but what they knew has perished with them. The statue of Vishnu, the pandl
from the Forbidden City - both have been destroyed. The police know nothing.”

Have ock nodded in agreement.

"Brishane Calbot," laughed Armsbury, "isthe next. He has the sacred scroll from the Kaabain Mecca. It
will be stolen. He will perish - like Trappe and Bogart.”

"l guessyou'reright,” decided Havel ock. "Fingers and Croaker know their way. They each havea
hide-out; they won't meet again until they show up a Cdbot's.

"Asfor Brodie - he'sagood hand with the dibi business. He knows enough to throw the police off the
track. I1t'sworking perfectly and I'm completely out of it. Duke Larrinin New Y ork! They probably
know it down at headquarters by thistime; but they haven't got asingle thing on what Duke Larrin's
doing."

The young man arose and walked to the fireplace. He pressed the switch that produced the specia
elevator. Heturned to hisuncle.

"Seven o'clock," announced Havelock. "I'm going down to the crypt. If any one of the outfit suspects
trouble, helll be around to sgnal me."

Cecil Armsbury nodded. He knew the emergency arrangements that Martin Havel ock had made. No
news would mean good news. The old man chuckled as the fireplace closed over the descending
elevator. He puffed serendly at hiscigar for the next few minutes. A clicking sound announced



Have ock's return.

"All well," declared Havelock, as he stepped from the elevator. "No visitors. That means each of my men
issure of himself. Thejob will go through at Calbot's tonight. The only one | wasredly worried about
was Brodie Brodan. Those folks at Bogart's picked off afew of hisgorillas. But Brodieistoo clever to
let that bother him."

MARTIN HAVELOCK'S remark indicated his assurance. He had picked Brodie Brodan as his
mob-leading henchman because he felt sure that Brodie could cover up no matter what might occur. The
proof that Havelock’s certainty was justified was occurring a that very timein aroom at the Hotel

Spartan.

Brodie Brodan, reclining in adressing gown, was talking with Detective Joe Cardona. The ace detective
was paying asecond visit to the mob leader whom he had originaly suspected of complicity in the affray
at Perry Trappe's.

"Still worrying about me, en?' Brodie was questioning. " Say, Joe, you must have me heavy on your mind.
Where do you get these cuckoo idess, anyway?'

"There were two gorillas out at Bogart's," returned Cardona, "who were guys that used to work for you,
Brodie. | recognized their mugs when | went out to look at the bodies. What were they doing out there?

"Working for someone ese," responded Brodie, promptly. "Listen, Joe - I'm not going into details about
my past. But you know me well enough to know that whenever | do anything, | do it mysdf.”

"With amaob at your heds."

"I've got no mob. But eveniif | did have, I'd be with the boys, wouldn't 17?*
"Yegh"

"That settlesit then. | wasn't out on Long Idand when Bogart waskilled."

Cardona eyed the heavy-browed mob leader in narrow fashion. After a short survey, the detective
shrugged his shoulders.

"Guessyoureright, Brodie," he admitted. "I haven't been able, though, to pick anyone el se that might
have beenin on the ded. That'swhy | came to question you. Say - where were you that night?"

"At the Club Madrid," returned Brodie. "In the office with Lobo Ruscott. Why don't you dide up there
and talk to Lobo? Hell tell you the same.”

"I've seen Lobo," growled Cardona, as he rose and turned toward the door. ™Y our aibi holds, Brodie."

With thisfina remark, the detective strolled from the room. Brodie Brodan remained in his chair. His
poker face remained the same for afull five minutes. Then his heavy brows furrowed. Reaching from his
chair, Brodie picked up atelephone and caled anumber.

"That you, Bozo?... Yeah. ThisisBrodie... Ankle up here... Y eah, right away and stop off at the Black
Ship on your way... Pick up Mardand if he'saround there. Y eah, that's hisusua hangout... Listen, Bozo
- keep an eye out for Joe Cardona, If he's around this hotel, stay out. Call me instead. Savvy?'

The gang leader placed the telephone asde. He leaned back in his chair and drowsed.

TWENTY minutes passed. Then came arap at the door. Brodie awoke with agrowl. The door opened



and two men camein; one was Bozo Griffin; the other, Cliff Mardand. Brodie motioned hisvistorsto
chairs.

"Listen," declared the gang leader. "' Joe Cardonawas just up here. It's the second time he's been around.
Hé'strying to find something - but he hasn't been able to crimp my dibis.

"Weve got ajob tonight - as you fellows know. | was going to take you along and let you find out about
it on theway. But I'm changing that plan on account of Cardona. I'm going to let the pair of you handle
the work yoursdlf. Get me?”’

Both Bozo and Cliff nodded their understanding.

"That'll let me hang out at the Club Madrid,” continued Brodie. "Like as not Cardonall be up there - or
have some stools mooching around the joint. When tonight's over, Cardonawon't suspect Brodie
Brodan. That'sdl.”

A satisfied smile gppeared on Brodie's face. The gang leader stared approvingly at his companions,
seeing that they were anxiousto learn their duties, he gave them the needed information.

"Heresthelay," explained Brodie. "There's aguy named Brisbane Calbot who livesin an old house
uptown. Worth alot of cash, but he hangs out alone with an old goofy servant - a geezer that has been
with him for years.

"The servant don't amount to much anyway; but to makeit al the softer, he was taken sick a couple of
months ago and Calbot sent him to a sanitarium. Being a crabby guy himsalf, Cabot hasn't taken on
anyone ese. Helivesin the house dl done and he has aroom down in his basement where he spends
most of histime mulling over alot of junk that he's collected. HE's got abig vault down there, too."

"Weregoin'in?' questioned Bozo.

"Wait aminute," ordered Brodie. "Y ou're doing just what | tell you, Bozo. Y ou and Cliff areto be with
the mob, outside of Calbot's place. Y ou'll hear ashot frominside. That'll mean the end of Calbot. Wait a
couple of minutes, see? Then gang the joint. Shoot up the windows; pile in through the doors - they'll be
open - and make abig noise. Then scram, in ahurry, before any flat feet show up. Got it?"

Bozo nodded, atrifle perplexed. Cliff grinned, to show that he understood. Brodie could see which was
the moreintdligent of histwo lieutenants.

"It'sacover-up,” growled Brodie. "Like weve done before, Bozo. We lost some gorillas out on Long
Idand; we don't want to drop any more on this job. That shot from insdetellsyou that it'sall set to do
some shooting. But wait acouple of minutes-"

"So the man who fires the shot can get away,” interposed Cliff.

"That'sit," announced Brodie. "Say, Cliff, you've got anoodle, even if Bozo hasn't. Wake up, Bozo! I've
given you credit for being more than just adumb egg.”

Bozo scowled. He glanced angrily at Cliff, as though blaming his companion for the criticism which had
come from Brodie Brodan. Cliff returned the scowl with a steady gaze. He felt that Brodie'sinnuendo
regarding Bozo was quite correct.

Bozo, tough, stocky, and with a hard-boiled face, looked like an ordinary gorilla. He had gained his
lieutenancy purdly through surviva in the service of Brodie Brodan. Hewas arelic of the gang leader's

past.



Brodie saw Bozo's madlicious glare. He ended it with another growl that caused Bozo to ease back in his
chair and give asheepish grin.

"No sorehead stuff,” warned Brodie. Y ou and Cliff are working together. Figureit between you where
you'll pick up the mob. Ten o'clock'sthe time. Bedt it - and dope out your game outside. Look Brisbane
Calbot up in the phone book. He'slisted. That'll tell you where helives. I'm going up to the Club Madrid.
Stay away from there. Cdl me here tomorrow.”

Brodie waved his hand toward the door. Cliff and Bozo arose and made their exit. Brodie'sface, usualy
immobile, showed changing expressions after the pair had gone. Brodie was comparing his new
lieutenant, Cliff Mardand, with the old, Bozo Griffin. The comparison wasin Cliff'sfavor.

Rising from hischair, Brodie Brodan went to a closet and brought out atuxedo. The gang leader was
preparing for agaanight at the Club Madrid. His plans of crime had been completed. The clock on his
bureau showed five minutesto eight.

HALF an hour later, at exactly eight twenty-five, aclick resounded in adarkened room. Shimmering blue
light glared upon a polished table. White hands stretched forth to obtain earphones from thewall wherea
tiny bulb was burning.

"Burbank speaking," came avoice over thewire.
"Report!" 1t was The Shadow's whisper that sounded weirdly in the sanctum.
"Report from Mardand.”

The Shadow listened in the gloom. The clicking of Burbank's telephoned voice brought the word which
the contact man had heard from Cliff. Every detail camein terseform.

"Ingtructions,” spoke the voice of The Shadow. "Mardand to follow orders as given by Brodan.”
"Ingructions received," answered Burbank.

The earphones clattered to the wall. The bulb went out. The bluelight clicked off. A creepy laugh roseto
ashuddering crescendo. Silence came to the sanctum.

The Shadow had departed. He had learned the facts he wanted. He would find away to dedl with
crime.

The Shadow knew.
CHAPTER XI. THE SHADOW'S PART

NINE o'clock. The home of Brishane Calbot, an old-fashioned brick structure, showed gloomily inthe
semidarkness of aside Street.

It was a building that no one would have suspected as a place where va uables could be found. In fact,
that was one reason why Brisbane Calbot kept this old house. He did not want to be annoyed by
intruders who might cometo rob; and the fact that his place was so inconspicuous made it an idedl
location.

A patch of blackness appeared beneath the light of a street lamp. It paused there, and its shape became
that of ahuman silhouette. Shown in profile, the brim of a hat projected above a hawklike nose. That
slhouette was the symbol of aliving presence; yet no figure gppeared in the darkness near the lamp.



The black patch moved. It blended with the darkness of the street. A dight swish was dl that announced
amotion in the gloom. A strange, invisible cresture was moving toward Brisbane Calbot's old house. The
Shadow had arrived before men of crime.

There was a cement passage beside the old house. That was the course which The Shadow took; yet no
eyes - unlessthey had possessed the sharpness of The Shadow's own - could have spied the progress of
thismydic vistant.

The dull whiteness of a side door was blotted by a grotesque blackness that covered it. The door was
heavy; though its outer surface did not show it, the barrier was held from within by formidable fastenings.

Slight clicks occurred in the darkness. Slow minutes passed. At last the door yielded to The Shadow's
skill. The barrier opened. The Shadow entered. The locks tightened again as an unseen hand threw them
with scarcely atelltae sound.

Traveling through a passage, The Shadow spied asingle light in aside room. He stalked to the door. His
tall form threw along streak of blackness across the threshold. That darkened, flattened length became
immovable. It was not noticed by a man who sat reading at alittle table.

Brisbane Calbot was a middle-aged man whose appearance gave him the air of arecluse. He wastotdly
engrossed in hisreading; and the volume which he held showed that he was engaged in sudy. Thewadls
of the room werelined with odd books in dusty bindings.

SATISFIED that Cabot was completely oblivious of what passed about him, The Shadow moved away
from the open doorway. He moved through a passage. A tiny light, itscircle of illumination no larger than
adlver dollar, became the medium through which he found alow, locked door. Thiswas obvioudy the
entrance to the basement.

The Shadow's pick went to work. The lock yielded. The Shadow opened the door, pointed his flashlight
down aflight of steps and descended, locking the door behind him.

The basement proved to be aformidably protected place. The iron gratings that covered the small
windows were such that no one could have opened them without long trouble and considerable noise. A
locked door drew The Shadow to it. He opened this barrier as he had the others. He stepped into
Calbot's curio room.

Iron shutters guarded this place. The room was large and well-stocked with @l sorts of oddities. The
Shadow, knowing that his presence here could not possibly be detected, turned on alight. His spectra
form made agrotesque figure in thisunusua room.

Suits of armor, curious weapons of many descriptions, iron statues, urns and pedestals - these were the
assortment of oddities through which The Shadow stepped. The room wasin disarray; and it was
obviousthat the weight of the objects themsdves made them inviolate to thieving hands.

It would have required a group of moving men with avan to carry away Calbot's collection. Stealth and
subterfuge could not avail with thishugelot of curios.

Thefar wall, however, showed adoor that fitted tightly. It wasthe barrier to avault. The Shadow
approached it and began to work. The vault was aformidable obstacle. The black glove came from The
Shadow's|eft hand. Thegirasol glimmered whilelong, sengtive fingerstried the knobs.

One minute passed; two - three - The Shadow's skill was rewarded. The door of the vault came open.
Glittering metal sent back flashes as The Shadow gazed. Within the large vault stood two guardian



statues. One was as black as ebony; the other statue was aswhite asivory.

Heavily bedecked with metd, these rare idols were safe without their vault. A whispered laugh told The
Shadow's thought. Three men could not carry one of these heavy pagan gods. Y et Brisbane Cabot had
placed them in the vault, probably because of their tremendous value.

On the floor between theidols - set asthough it belonged to the statues and was in their care - aglittering
object rested upon alow pedestd. It was a golden scroll, inscribed with curious charactersin Arabic.
Each linewasilluminated with sparkling gems.

Stooping, The Shadow formed a shroud which blocked off the light that shone upon thistreasure. His
tiny flashlight glimmered. It showed the uppermost line of the scrall. It moved aong from word to word
while keen eyesfollowed.

The Shadow was reading the Arabic inscription as easily asif it had been English. He was deciphering it
word by word, perusing its mystic message. The flashlight's glimmer continued until it had reached the
find statement of the inscription.

FROM hidden lips came awhispered laugh that sounded like hollow mockery within the opened vaullt.
The legend purported that this was the sacred scroll from the Kaabain Mecca, that cube-shaped building
that stands within the holy place called the Haram, and which houses the Black Stone venerated by all
Mohammedans.

A sacred scroll from the Kaabal That was the reason for The Shadow's sardonic mirth. The theft of such
ascroll would be as difficult asthe purloining of the Black Stone itself. Had this scroll ever rested within
the Kaaba, its disappearance would have stirred tumult through dl Idam!

The Shadow knew that Brisbhane Calbot's treasure was a fake. Someone had duped the old collector.
Thiswasnot al that The Shadow divined. He knew also that this spurious scroll could be the only object
which men of crime might be seeking a Brisbane Cabot's.

Crooks were coming to take fal se treasure. Paste jewel s on plated gold; that was all that they could gain.
Y et this, to The Shadow, was more important than the discovery of an object of rea vaue.

His keen mind was tracing backward. Criminas intended to take afa se treasure from a man who had
been swindled when he obtained it. How had the crooks learned of this hidden scroll? Who had foisted it
upon Brishane Calbot?

The Shadow was connecting the gpproaching robbery with the two that had gone before. The police had
advanced the theory that the robbery at Trappe's and theinvasion at Bogart's had resulted in the theft of
unknown wedlth on each occasion. The Shadow, himsdlf, had glimpsed a golden panel in the arms of
Fingers Keefd, when the crook had escaped from Tyler Bogart's.

That was dl The Shadow needed. He knew the truth. The crooks were at work to reclaim fake curios;
to cover up the traces of some swindler who had operated in the past. Fingers Keefel would be here
tonight. The Shadow could frustrate him. But would the saving of thisvaludess scroll bean
accomplishment of import?

Again, The Shadow laughed. Histal form rose. It stood like agigantic shroud. The black glove did over
the left hand. The girasol was hidden. The Shadow closed the door of Brisbane Calbot's vaullt.

Stalking through the curio room, The Shadow traversed the way that he had come. He locked the door
behind him. He ascended the stairs, unlocked the door at the top and relocked it from the passage. He



moved beyond the open doorway of the room where Brisbane Calbot was poring over an antique
volume. The Shadow merged with darkness.

Minutes passed. The hour of ten was gpproaching. The Shadow, however, expected action before that
hour. As he waited in the silence of a darkened room, he knew that crime would soon be under way.

The faint whisper of alaugh sounded in suppressed tones. Strange crime would come to a head tonight;
and The Shadow was ready to play a part that he had chosen!

CHAPTER XII. THE STOLEN SCROLL

A CLOCK chimed in aroom of Brisbane Calbot's home. It marked the third quarter. Fifteen minutes
before ten. Hardly had the chiming ended before abell tinkled to announce avisitor.

Brisbane Calbot heard the bell. The recluse arose from his reading and reluctantly placed his book aside.
Hewaked dowly through the darkened hallway until he reached the front, where he pressed alight
switch. He pushed back the balt of the front door; then turned the lock. He peered cautioudy through the
crack as he opened the door.

A man was standing on the door step. He turned as Calbot's white face appeared. Brisbane saw asmile
flash in the darkness. He put aquery.

"You are Mr. Basib?'
"Yes," camethereply. "Darwin Basib, the curio deder who made the appointment for tonight.”
"Comein."

Fingers Keefd stepped into the light. Brisbane Calbot moved beyond him and closed the large front
door. With shrewd gaze, Fingers watched the man's action. A gloating smile appeared upon the lips of
thevigtor.

A pressed bolt - the turning of alock below. These were easy to counteract from within the house. As
Calbot moved back from the door, Fingers, still standing in the vestibule, removed his hat and coat. He
spied arack just insde the inner door; but he did not move in that direction.

Instead, he spoke to Calbot as he showed his host the hat and coat.
"Can | hang these somewhere?' he questioned. "Istherearack -"

He looked about the vestibule as he spoke. Calbot took the hat and coat.
"Right thisway, Mr. Basib," hesad.

"Therack isindgde- inthe halway. Here -"

Inindication, Cabot moved into the hal. Raising hat and coat, he hung them on the rack. Fingers Keefe
foresaw the action. Standing by the outer door, he turned and with deft movement drew the bolt while his
other hand twisted the key of the lock. Then, with aquick step, he turned toward the hal. He was at the
inner door as Calbot turned.

"Thisway, Mr. Basib," said the collector, not suspecting for an ingtant that hisvisitor had released the
fastenings of the front door. "I liketo talk with curio deders. Collecting is my hobby -"

Fingers Keefe was experiencing uneasiness. Despite the ease of the trickery which he had used at the



front door, he had a suspicion that eyes were watching him. Fingers had opened the way for Croaker
Mannick. Could Brisbane Cabot have seen him do it?

ASthey entered Calbot's reading room, Fingers decided that he must have been mistaken. Calbot'sface
was friendly and showed no sign of distrust. The collector offered hisvisitor acigar. Fingers sat down
and smiled.

"You told me" - Cabot's tone denoted anticipation - "that you had something most unusud to tell me
about curios. | assumed that you might be desirous of selling me some for my collection; but you
informed me that such was not the case -"

"Y ou heard meright,” interposed Fingers. "I don't sdll curios, Mr. Calbot. | buy them."
"But | am not interested in sdling any of my curios-"

"Y ou might be," interrupted the fase dedler, "when you have heard my terms. Thereisaparticular type of
curio that | buy, Mr. Cabot.”

"Ah!"

"A type of curio that no one wants."

"That no one wants?'

"Yes" Fingerssmiled. "I buy fake curios, Mr. Calbot.”

The collector seemed puzzled. Fingers grinned as he went on with his explanation.

"Lotsof collectors,” he said, "get stuck with phony curios. They usudly buy them cheap - that'swhy they
get stung. So | give them their money for them and pass the fake curios on to other people.”

An indignant exclamation came from Brisbane Calbot'slips.
"Thisisoutrageous, Mr. Basib!" asserted the collector. " A dishonest practice!™

"Just away out," returned Fingers. "l find that most curio collectorsare glad to find it - if they learn that
they own fakes"

"| should never take such astep,” protested Calbot. "If ever | have been swindled, thelossis my own. |
trust people, Mr. Basib. | believein honesty."

"Sodol." Fingers suddenly changed tactics. "It's not my fault that | had to take up thisgame. The
collectors are the onesto blame. | used to be an expert at detecting forged curios. What did | get for it?

"Nothing. People caled mein to examine articles they thought had value. | told them when | found fakes.
That upset them because they saw financia loss. They didn't like to pay methefeethat | required. They
al had one question - just one question, Mr. Cabot."

"What was that?"
"If I could help them to get rid of their fakes, passing the junk off as genuine.”
"And you complied?'

"l had to doit." Fingerstook on amournful look. "It was the only way, Mr. Cabot. Think of it - me- the



man who can spot afake quicker than anybody elsein the country - forced to go into aracket.”

"I am sorry," stated Calbot, sympatheticaly. "Very sorry, Mr. Basib. | appreciate the fact that you fedl
remorse. | should liketo aid you in areturn to honesty. Perhaps' - the collector was nodding thoughtfully
- "you would bewilling to give an impartial study to my collection of curios. | should value your expert
opinion. | can assureyou, aso, that | shal be willing to pay you agenerous fee.

"But | shdl not dispose of any spuriousitemsin my collection. Instead, | shdl spare no effort to trace the
men who swindled me - should you discover that some of my curios are not genuine.”

"I'd liketo see your collection,” asserted Fingers, in an eager tone. "I'd like to get afirst look &t it so that |
could list dl doubtful articles. Then | could return to give amore exact ingpection.”

"Very wdl, Mr. Basb. Comethisway."

BRISBANE CALBOT arose and conducted hisvisitor toward the door that led to the stairs below.
FingersKeefd, as hefollowed, gave awarning cough, as he threw a glance toward the front of the
house. He heard adight creaking sound just beyond aturn in the hdl. He grinned, knowing that it must
be Croaker Mannick.

Brisbane Calbot opened the door and turned on alight at the top of the stairs. With Fingers Keefd at his
hedls, he led the way to the cellar and unlocked the door of the curio room. The two men stepped into
the room. Cabot turned on the light and waved his hand.

"Hereitis" hesad.
"A wonderful collection!" exclaimed Fingers. "Wonderful. Many interesting items.”
He strolled about the room, noting one object after another and finally stopped to face Calbot.

"l suppose,” said Fingers, in anindifferent tone, "that you have other itemswhich you consider to be of
more vaue than these?'

"Yes" admitted Calbot. "But -
"Where arethey?'

"| keep them in aspecia place.”
"In that vault?'

Calbot looked nervoudy at Fingers, then his eyes went toward the vault. Fingers, near the door of the
curio room, gave a noisaless snap to hisfingers - asign which could be seen by anyonein the cdlar.
Then, stepping past Calbot, he approached the door of the vault. He placed his hand upon a knob.

"That vault stays locked!" exclaimed Calbot, excitedly. "I do not careto openit, Mr. Basib.”

"What isthe combination?" quizzed Fingers.

"What - what!" blurted Calbot. "Y ou dare to seek to open it? Leave my house at once. At once, | say!"
"After you," smirked Fingers, waving his hand toward the door.

Brishane Calbot turned in bewilderment. A gasp came from hislips as he sghted the reason for his
vigtor'sgrin.



Standing in the doorway was atal, square-jawed man who gripped a.38. Therevolver was covering
Brisbane Calbot. The collector's arms came up; he backed away.

"Good work, Croaker," laughed Fingers, as he recognized the tough, though pasty, face of the killer
whom he had summoned. "Keep this bimbo covered while | open the box."

With cool indifference, Fingers turned and began hiswork upon the knob. He laughed sourly ashe
proceeded, talking to Brishane Calbot as he went dong.

"It would be easier," he remarked, "if you gave me the combination. What's that? No answer? How
would abullet from my friend's gun suit you?"

Brishane Calbot remained silent. Fingers Keefel muttered, another laugh.

"You'd rather die, I'll bet," he declared. "Well, maybe you will - maybe you will. And if you're dead, you
can't tel us. Wedon' like to stay around long after aguy takes the bump. So well let you keep your
funny mug shut. Keep watching, old-timer, and see how a safe-cracker works."

BRISBANE CALBOT dared. Hislipswere pursed. As Fingers Keefel had suggested, the outraged
collector was ready to face death without speaking. He had a sort of nervous confidence in the door of
hissafe. As Fingers growled at missed combinations, Cabot felt hysterica dation.

Fingers began to talk. It was hisway of working. His growled remarks reached the door of the curio
room and brought asmileto the ugly lips of Croaker Mannick.

"Thelast job," wasthe comment that Fingers made. "I fixed it for you and you walked in, Croaker. This
isabetter lay for you than the one out on Long Idand. Say - | helped you out when | yanked off that
light, didnt 1?

"Y ou're cool with the gun, Croaker. The way you beat old Fatty Bogart to the shot was neat. Y ou had to
scram plenty fast. Brodie's mob ran into trouble that you got out of. Didn't they?"

"Yeah." Croaker's growled affirmative indicated an unpleasant recollection.

"Don't get nervous, Croaker," laughed Fingers. "Say - if | could handle agat like you can, nothing would
make me nervous - not even The Shadow."

"Yeah?' Croaker's voice showed actud nervousness. "Wdl, when | scrammed, there was some guy
firing inthedark - and | didn't likeit."

Fingers poised his hand. His smilefaded. A grim look appeared upon hisface. He half-turned his head to
look toward Croaker. The gleaming .38 was trained steadily upon Brisbane Calbot; but Fingersfancied
that he saw a nervous expression on Croaker's face.

"Thisisthelast job, Croaker," assured Fingers. "'l don't blame you for wanting to get it over with - if
you've got a hunch that The Shadow might mix in. Well - well scram when were through - and theré's
nothing more to worry about.

"Not even The Shadow can get wiseto the next stunt that Duke Larrin's going to pull. Hell get what he's
after - and it won't be phony junk - so he said. We'renot in it - and neither is Brodie. Even The Shadow
won't have a chanceto get to that crypt of Duke Larrin's."

With these words, Fingers bent back to the vault. His hands resumed their task. The nervousness which
Fingers had gained after his survey of Croaker sface seemed to spur him rather than deter him.



Something clicked. The door of the vault moved open. It had taken Fingers twenty-five minutes; he
thought that he had done a creditable job. He did not know that The Shadow had been here before him,
to do thework in exactly three minutes!

Fingers Keefel spied the golden scroll. He gloated. He pulled the object from between the two statues
that guarded it and gripped the scroll beneath hisarm, leaving the pedestal on the floor of the vault.

AS Fingers headed for the door of the curio room, he saw Croaker Mannick moving inward. Thekiller
shoved the muzzle of hisrevolver close to Brisbane Calbot's body. Fingers, at the door, peered
nervoudy about. He remembered the sensation of some strange presence in the house. He wanted to be
sure that no intruder was around.

"Better give him the bump,” urged Fingers, nudging hisfree thumb toward Brisbane Cabot. "Wait until
I'm up the stairsthough. Y ou'll have to hurry to get out before the mob pilesin. I'll open the side door,
Crogker. That'll leave two ways."

"Yeah?' Croaker growled. "How's the mob going to hear it if | fire down here?
"Give them another Sgnd updairs.”

"And suppose they might happen to hear the first one? Listen, Fingers - I'm coming right after you - get
that? I'm not sticking down herein thistrap. Say - could anybody ever open that vault in shorter time
than it took you?"

"There's not another guy could do it in less than an hour."
"Whll, that settlesit. Thismug isgoing in hisown vault. Hewon't last ahaf an hour.”

Croaker's gun jabbed against Calbot'sribs. The curio collector backed away. Fingers Keefd grinned
fiendishly as he watched from the cellar. He saw Croaker back Calbot into the vault whilethe curio
collector gasped his protests.

"My scroll!" blurted Calbot. "Y ou thieves! Stedling - my greatest treasure. Y ou - you murderers™

The last word came in a hoarse scream as the collector tumbled backward into the vault. As Calbot
sprawled upon the pedestal which had held the golden scroll, the vault door swung shut. Fingers saw
Croaker twirl the knob. Without another word, the safe-cracker started for the stairs, leaving his
companion to follow.

Fingers reached the side door and opened it. He | eft the barrier gjar. With the fake scroll of pretended
gold, Fingers dipped out into the darkness of the aleyway. He headed toward the back; he quickened
his pace as he heard the blast of Croaker's .38 from within the side door of the house.

Croaker, like Fingers, was clear. Thief and murderer were scurrying away to safety - each to hisown
hide-out. Thethird job had been accomplished.

Gloating, Fingers Keefd chuckled over the thought of Brisbane Cdbot, interred divein hisown vaullt.
The last of three whom Duke Larrin had marked for death was buried in a spot where doom was
certain!

CHAPTER XIII. THE SHADOW ACTS

THE pause that followed the shot from Croaker's revolver was an ominous one. To mobsmen, waiting in
carsinfront of Brisbane Calbot's home, the report was afamiliar signal. They had heard the sound of that



gun at Perry Trappe's. They had heard it again on Long Idand, when they had invaded the home of Tyler
Bogart.

Bozo Griffin, assuming full command for himsalf despite the fact that he and Cliff Mardand were of equa
ranking, emitted agrowl as he heard the signal. He remembered Brodie Brodan's admonition to alow
time for the man who fired the revolver to make a get-away.

The single shat, though unexpected in this quiet neighborhood, had no aftermath until Bozo decided to
give the next command. In alouder growl, Brodie Brodan's lieutenant ordered hisgorillasto start their
wild raid.

"Let'emgo!”

Mobsters piled from automobiles. Dashing across the street, they opened fire on the windows of Calbot's
home. Three men rushed up the front steps and threw open the big door. Others made for the dley, to
seek the side entrance. Bozo Griffin, with Cliff Mardand beside him, was standing near the leading car
acrossthe street.

Shots from the front of the house. Then came a scream from the first mobster who had entered. The man
cametumbling from the vestibule. A gorillabesde him leveled hisrevolver and fired. An answering boom
came from within. The second mobster staggered and plunged, headlong down the steps. The third man
scrambled for safety.

There were shotsin the dleyway. The gangsters who had taken the cement passage were a the side
door. In response to the wild barks of their revolvers came anew fusiliade. Someone within the house
had stopped the raiders at the front and had turned to meet those who were entering at the side!

One mobster had sprawled upon the cement. Another was staggering, crying to hispasto aid him. The
rest, remembering the ambush a Bogart's, took to flight. Asthey scattered for the waiting automobiles,
new shots came from bullet-broken windows.

Mobsmen were starting the automobiles. Bozo Griffin had dived into the front car. Cliff Mardand was
following him. With demoralized gorillas clambering aboard, the cars shot from the curb. Brodie Brodan's
mobsters had met another set-back.

CLIFF MARSLAND knew the answer. The Shadow had acted from within the beleaguered house.
Stationed there, he had met the first invaders; then had turned hisfire to the second horde. Mobsters had
met their just deserts.

The quick exchange of shots had roused the neighborhood. People were shouting from windows. In this
quiet, unfrequented district, minutes would e apse before police responded.

Within Cabot's now silent house, The Shadow was moving with quick precison. Almost before the
echoes of hisfire had died, the tall avenger in black had reached the stepsto the cdllar. With swift,
sweeping stride, The Shadow gained the curio room.

Gloved fingers worked upon the knobs of Brisbane Calbot's vault. The Shadow had unbarred the barrier
in afew minutes on his previous attempt. Thistime, histask was amatter of seconds. The door of the
vault swung open.

Brisbane Cabot was dumped between the two idols. The black statue and the white looked like huge
daves protecting their master. The light from the curio room shone upon Calbot's face. With frightened
gasp, the recluse looked up.



Before him stood abeing clad in black. The sinister visitant seemed like a spectrd figure sent to the vault
which had been marked as Calbot's tomb. Burning eyes were commanding, as a black-gloved hand
stretched forth and beckoned.

Wondering, Brisbane Calbot rose. He was like aman in atrance. Strong hands caught his shoulders and
swung him from the vault. The door clanged shut. The light went out. With a powerful arm swinging him
forward, Brishane Cabot found himsalf following the sharp glare of anarrow-beamed flashlight asit cut a
swath toward the bottom of the stepsthat led upgtairs.

The Shadow sweypt the recluse onward. Together, they crossed the floor above and reached the side
entrance. Cabot, wondering where he was being taken, could do nothing but obey. This strange visitant
had brought him from avault of death. Hefdlt that he had gained a needed protector.

Shouts were coming from the front street when The Shadow and his charge issued into the cement
passage. Brishane Cabot stumbled over the body of a dead gangster. The Shadow caught the recluse
and helped him onward. Through the rear of the passage; down atiny alleyway; then across aside Strest.
The pair wasjust ahead of the police who were arriving.

Calbot dumped upon the cushions of acoupe. The car shot forward as an invisible driver took the whed.
Turning acorner, it sped into darkness. The Shadow, like those who had gone ahead, was leaving this
vidinity.

The coupe stopped after atrip of one mile. Cabot, ill nervous, felt himself being aided from the car. He
blinked. He was on aside street, with a bright avenue ahead. He felt a strong arm aiding him through the
dark; then he tumbled into the rear seat of asumptuous limousine.

"Newark, Stanley," came aquiet voice at Cabot'sside.

THE chauffeur started the limousine. Calbot tried to make out the form of the man beside him. He could
see nothing in the black corner of the limousine. Then came the quiet voice, again bringing reassurance.

"You arefortunate, Mr. Cabot," were the words. " The death which you expected has been stayed.”
"Thanksto you," blurted Calbot. "I thought that | was doomed. | can never fully thank you -"

"I do not ask your thanks. | wish you to obey. Hear my orders.”

Cabot nodded in the darkness. The voice, though quiet, was commanding.

"Men of crime have sought your death." The Shadow's tone was ominous. "In order that they befailed,
they must believe that they succeeded. Y ou areleaving New York."

"Gladly," expressed Calbot, in arelieved tone. "But - but they did more than try to murder me. They stole

"The golden scroll from the Kaaba. | shall speak of it later. In the meantime, remember that you must stay
away and communicate with no one. Y ou aretaking atrain at Newark, tonight. Travel to the destination
named upon the ticket that you receive.”

Again Cabot nodded. This stranger in the dark seemed to know everything. The recluse, however, was
due for amore startling surprise.

"Y our golden scrall,” declared The Shadow, "was afraudulent treasure. The theft of it relievesyou of a
vaueless object.”



"My scroll!" Calbot's exclamation was asharp cry. "Fraudulent. Y ou mean that | - that | was swindled -"
"Yes. That iswhy | seek the name of the man from whom you received it.”

"Cecil Armsbury,” declared Cabot, dowly. "I cannot believe that he would have played mefase. His
reputation istoo greet. Armsbury has traveled everywhere. His collection of Egyptian antiquitieswas
purchased by the Egyptian Museum. | - | cannot believe it of Armsbury. He - he must have been duped
ads."

"Cecil Armsbury.”

The name camein awhigper from The Shadow's hidden lips. The limousine rode on, heading for the
Holland Tunndl.

"A man of reputation,” added Brisbane Calbot. "A great traveler and explorer. A fine career behind him.
Armsbury! | cannot believe that heisto blame.”

Therewas along pause. Brisbane Calbot, staring ahead, was trying to find an answer to this new
perplexity. In one short evening, he had experienced more surprises than he had previoudy gained during
hisentirelifetime.

THE limousine came to astop. It had turned into aside Street to gain aparalld avenue. Brisbane Cabot
was leaning forward. Keen eyes from the dark were studying his pale profile. Something moved in the
darkness at Calbot's side. A gloved hand grasped the knob of the door. Silently, the door opened and
closed. While Calbot till stared, the limousine moved on.

"Armsbury!" Calbot still repeated the name. "The golden scroll from the Kaaba - afakel | have been
defrauded. Men have sought to murder me!™

The callector mumbled incoherent words. The limous ne reached the Holland Tunnd as he till was
speaking. It rolled swiftly through the tube and reached the Jersey side.

Lights from the high-speed highway. Brisbane Calbot turned, with sudden redlization that he could see
the man beside him. To his amazement, he saw that the limousine was empty of passengers other than
himsdif.

Calbot could offer no explanation. He could not remember a possible occasion upon which his
mysterious rescuer could have left the car. He was Htill bewildered when the limousine pulled up & the
Market Street station in Newark.

The chauffeur alighted and opened the rear door. He handed an envelope to Calbot. The curio collector
opened it in dumfounded surprise. He found arailway ticket, with Pullman berth to Washington.

"Your train leavesin ten minutes, Sr," the chauffeur of the limousineinformed him.

The chauffeur went back to the car. The limousine rolled away while Brisbane Cabot was till examining
theticket. Sowly, the recluse entered the station and ascended the stepsto the train platform. He knew
that his only course wasto follow hisrescuer's orders.

Cabot could till recdl that weird form in black; the burning eyes of his rescuer; the quiet voice that had
spoken in the limousine. Asthe headlight of an eectric locomotive blazed down the track, Calbot redized
that some strange brain had been at work in his behalf.

Thisticket had been ready for him while hewas till within the vault of his curio room. That meant that his



rescuer had anticipated the visit of the men who had stolen the golden scroll and had placed himin the
vault!

For amoment, Cabot experienced perplexing doubts. Then, as he stepped aboard the deeper, he
redlized that one to whom he owed hislife must certainly be working entirely in hisaid. Brisbane Cabot
noted a card in the envel ope which contained the ticket. It bore the name of a\Washington hotel. That
would be Calbot's residence until he received word to return to New Y ork.

BACK at Calbot's house, the side door was open. A patrolman in the passage at the side was staring
toward the street. He turned as two men came from the house. One was Inspector Timothy Klein; the
other Detective Joe Cardona

"Y ou were the first man to enter here?’ Klein, the gray-haired inspector, put the question to the
patrolman.

"Yes, gr," returned the officer. "Came in through one of the busted windows at the front. Found the front
door bolted; the side door was closed with a spring lock."

"Lookslikethetroublewas dl outsde,” remarked Cardona. "That junk room hadn't been touched,
ingpector.”

"It would take more than abunch of gangstersto lift any of that stuff,” agreed the ingpector. "That note
we found in the reading room settlesit anyway."

"Y eah. Thisfelow Cabot who ownsthe house | eft the note for his servant, Hildebrand. | caled up the
sanitarium where the servant is staying. They told me he's due back in aweek - and that he has keysto
thisplace.

Klein nodded. He had read the note mentioned by Cardona. It announced to Hildebrand that Calbot was
going away for atrip. It instructed the servant to put the place in order and to remain until his master
returned. No mention had been given of Calbot's destination.

"Just agang fight," decided Cardona, "but they picked afunny placeto stageit. | figured for awhile that
they must have been trying to bust in here. Maybe they were a that; but they didn't make it. Anyway,
theré's one guy that'sout of it."

"Who?'

"Brodie Brodan. | thought that guy was mixed up in the murder of Trappe - and Bogart. But | had my
eye on him tonight. | was watching him down &t the Club Madrid when | got the call to come up here”

The two men strolled along the dley. The patrolman closed the side door to Cabot'shome. The
automatic latch sprang shut. The policeman followed the inspector and the detective.

Something clicked in the darkness. The side door opened. A swish sounded as amoving form madeits
way through the dark house to Calbot's reading room. A tiny flashlight glimmered on thetable. It
reveaed the note which Cardona had read and replaced.

The Shadow had returned to make sure that his plans had succeeded. He had |eft that note; he plucked it
from the table, now that its purpose had been served.

The Shadow had played atriple game tonight.

He had saved Brisbane Calbot from death in the vault and had sent the collector out of town where he



was to remain. He had tricked the police into thinking that nothing had occurred within this house. Most
important, however, The Shadow had duped the enemy.

So far as Duke Larrin and his minions were concerned, Brisbane Calbot had perished. They would
believe that the curio collector's body was till in the vault. Y et Brisbane Calbot till lived; and tonight,
The Shadow had gained knowledge of the game which the crooks were playing.

The spurious scroll from the Kaaba. Itsformer owner aman named Cecil Armsbury! These were facts
which The Shadow had learned. Through them, he would trace crimeto its sourcel

The whispered laugh of The Shadow echoed through the hollow stillness of Brisbane Calbot's reading
room. Thetiny light vanished. The Shadow had departed.

CHAPTER X1V.CROOKS SUSPECT

ONCE again, Cecil Armsbury and his nephew, Martin Havel ock, were seated in the living room of
Armsbury's home. Calhoun, the solemn-faced servant, had just gone out to the hal, closing the door
behind him. The departure of the servitor was followed by agrowl from Martin Havel ock.

"l don't likeit!" expressed the man who called himself Duke Larrin. "I thought that Brodie Brodan was
smarter than heis. Getting his mobsmen picked off is something | hadn't counted on.”

"Lessmen for himto pay,” reiterated Armsbury, in a satisfied tone.

"All right from that standpoint,” admitted Havelock. "But | can't see what caused the trouble. Nothing has
gone sour - otherwise Fingers or Croaker - even Brodan - would have shown up at the crypt. They
polished off Brishane Calbot, sure enough, and stowed his body somewhere. But what caused al the
shooting?'

"Eadly answered," returned Armsbury. "The shot that Croaker Mannick fired asasignd must have
brought in someone other than Brodie's men.”

"Who, for instance?"
"The Shadow."

Cecil Armsbury uttered the name in matter-of-fact fashion. His nephew stared in unfeigned darm. A
cackling laugh came from old Armsbury.

"The Shadow," repeated Armsbury. "Y ou, Martin, have yoursdf expected him to appear. Heisa
superdeuth; anditisnot at al unlikely that he hastrailed some of Brodan's mobsmen. Brodan's system
was adelayed attack. The Shadow, lurking somewhere in the dark, must have come to meet it."

"Hedidn't stop Fingers or Croaker," declared Havelock. "They made agetaway dl right. Those fellows
whose bodies were found by the police were just second-rate gangsters.”

"Precisdly,” stated Armsbury. "That is The Shadow's forte, my dear nephew. He fights with men of the
underworld. Hekillsthem and he feds satisfied. But he has touched the surface only. He cannot have
reached beneath. He will never reach far enough” - the old man's eyes were gleaming with cunning - "to
learn the secret of our crime crypt.”

"You're right about that," decided Havel ock. "The Shadow is akeen worker, but al indications show that
he hasn't gonefar. I'm glad, though, that thiswasthe last job for Fingers Keefel and Croaker Mannick.
They can lay low until they're due at the crypt.”



"On thefifteenth,” chuckled Armsbury.
"Y es, the fifteenth,” repeated Havel ock. "But there's one point of contact |eft. Brodie Brodan."
"A clever man, Martin, despite your criticism of hisleadership.”

"Sure Brodie's clever. That'swhy | picked him. But he'sthe only one that The Shadow might trail to the
crypt. That'swhy | want to make sure about him."

"How?'

"I'm going to call Brodie. I'm going to tell him to be on thelookouit. | took the right precautions from the
gart. He hasaspecid crew al fixed to handle our final job."

"Whichwill bring usvast wedth," chuckled Armsbury, "aswell as destroying the final shred of evidence
that might be used to expose my past.”

"Therésonly one answer," declared Havelock. " Somebody in Brodie's mob must be working with The
Shadow. I'm going to put Brodie wiseto what | think - and let him act accordingly.”

"A wisethought,” returned Armsbury, "but actudly an unnecessary precaution. Brodieisthrough with his
present minions. When hetells them that they are no longer needed, they will have no further trail to
follow."

"Except Brodie himsdf. That'swhy I'm caling him. | can reach him at the Hotel Spartan, from apay
gation along way from here. Ther€ll be no way of tracing my call.”

With this decision, Havelock arose and sauntered from the room. Cecil Armsbury smiled indulgently. He
did not share his nephew's gpprehensions.

THE aftermath of Martin Havel ock's precaution came at the Hotel Spartan. Brodie Brodan, seated in his
room, was talking with Bozo Griffin. Coincidentally, the gang leader was discussng the very subject that
Havel ock had mentioned to Armsbury - the forestalled raid on Brisbane Calbot's home.

Brodie's voice was coming in agrowl when it wasinterrupted by the ringing of the telephone. Brodie
picked up the receiver. His eyebrows furrowed as he heard the voice of the man whom he knew as
DukeLarin.

Dukesterms, though cautious, were to the point. Brodie answered them in short monosyllables. His
words meant nothing to Bozo Griffin. When the call was complete, Brodie placed the telephone asde
and stared at Bozo.

"l wastaking to Mardand a short while ago,” asserted Brodie. "That'swhy | caled you up here, Bozo.
Mardand can't account for the trouble up at Calbot's any more than you can. But he told me - without
criticizing - that you were the one who told the mob what to do. Isthat right?'

"Sure, | told 'em,” retorted Bozo. "If | hadn't, Mardand would have. The thing looked like a set-up,
Brodie. | can't see why Mardand squawked.”

"He didn't squawk," returned Brodie. "He told me something which you have admitted. Seemsto meyou
don't like Mardand, Bozo."

"l don't," growled the lieutenant.
"Good," grinned Brodie. "That'swhy | want you to pa with him."



llMe?l

"Yes, you. Stick dong with the guy. Do as| tell you. I'm keeping the two of you to handlethe mob if |
need you later. Y ou buzz me every night at the Club Madrid. When I've got work for you to do, I'll et
you know."

There was arap a the door. Brodie gave asummonsto comein. Cliff Mardand entered. Brodie had
told him to return.

"Hello, Mardand," greeted Brodie, in acheery tone. "Was just talking about you. Bozo, here, was a bit
sore because he thought you were passing the buck to him on that trouble up at Calbot's. | told Bozo to
oet overit.”

"No reason for him to be sore," remarked Cliff, in aquiet tone. "He gave the order quicker than |
expected, that was dl. It might have been better to wait afew minuteslonger.”

"Then you'd have given the same order," growled Bozo. "It would have turned out the same way,
wouldnt it?"

"Probably," admitted Cliff.

"That settlesit," expressed Brodie Brodan. " Stick out your mitt, Bozo, and give Mardand the grip. You
birdsare pas. Get it?'

Bozo obeyed. Cliff shook handsin friendly manner. Brodie lowered his growl and spoketo the
reconciled lieutenants.

"I'mlaying low, boys," he declared. "I'm sticking at the Club Madrid - except when I'm here at this hotel.
When | need something done, I'll let you know. That'swhy | want you to be pals. Get it?"

Nods from the lieutenants.

"Bozo can cal meevery night," resumed Brodie. "I'll tell him what's to be done. If it don't sound O.K. to
you, Mardand, you can get me on the wire to make sure. But we're laying easy for atime - that'sdl.”

With awave toward the door, Brodie dismissed his lieutenants; Cliff Mardand and Bozo Griffin went
from the room. From now on, they would stick together, with the understanding that both would be
ready when needed.

SEVERAL minutes passed. Brodie Brodan picked up the telephone. He called anumber. A growling
voice responded. Brodie recognized it. The man at the other end of the wire was one whom he had
chosen to keep under cover - "Sinker" Hargun - amobster who had his own squad of gorillas.

"ThisisBrodie," informed Brodan. "All set?'
"Yeah," came Sinker'sgrowl.
"Let it ridethen,” returned Brodie. "Y ou know thelay. Go through with the job. I'll see you after it."

Brodie hung up the receiver. He grinned as he prepared to leave for the Club Madrid. The warning that
had come from Duke Larrin had aroused latent suspicionsin Brodie's mind.

The Shadow! Duke Larrin had mentioned the name of that dangerous foeman. He had stated that an
agent of The Shadow might be aspy in Brodie's camp. If such were the case, the guilt must lie between
Bozo Griffin and Cliff Mardand. Of the two, Brodie picked Cliff asthelogica one.



Hence the mob leader'sing stence that Bozo and Cliff stick together. It had been Brodi€'s origind ideato
break up his maob after the Calbot job. His present plan was better. The Shadow - if Cliff were his
informant - would be waiting for another move by Brodi€e's present mob. That move would never come.
Brodiewould lieidle at the Club Madrid. Sinker Hargun would do the dirty work.

Bozo and Cliff, however, were not out of Brodie's mind. The crafty gang leader had plans concerning
them; and by keeping the two together, he saw a culmination that would strike home.

Brodie Brodan had played his cards craftily. Cliff Mardand, strolling through the badlands with Bozo
Griffin, had gained no suspicion whatever. When the pair reached the notorious dive known as the Black
Ship, they separated for the time. Cliff, with opportunity at hisdisposa, dipped into aroom wherea
telephone was located and gave a call to Burbank.

SOME time afterward, the tiny bulb glowed on the wall of The Shadow's sanctum. The little spot of light
showed clearly, for the silent room was dark. The glow remained. At last, aswish in the blackness
announced that The Shadow had entered.

Hands clicked the earphones in the dark. The voice of The Shadow spoke from the total gloom.
Burbank replied with his report - asmple statement from Cliff Mardand. The Shadow gave brief orders.
Cliff wasto stick with Bozo.

A weird laugh resounded as the blue light clicked above the polished table. There was causefor The
Shadow's mirth. The master fighter could see that Brodi€'s ingtructionsto Bozo and Cliff wereagtal.

Plotting fiends were planning different crime. The Shadow was seeking their objective. Beneath the
surface, he had gained startling results that his enemies did not suspect. Though they believed his hand
was present they had no inkling that he had learned an iota of their game.

The Shadow was planning a counterstroke to crime; one that would prove astounding when it came. But
inthe planslay aflaw that even The Shadow did not see - for it was the result of Cliff Mardand's
unfortunate lack of intuition.

Cliff'sreport had failed to give a complete resume of the conversation with Brodie Brodan. It did not
show that Cliff, himsdf, lay under the gang leader's suspicion. That fact concerned The Shadow, for it
involved the safety of hisagent.

All lay in the cunning of The Shadow's contemplated counterstroke; for when it was delivered, The
Shadow would find the life of Cliff Mardand dependent upon The Shadow's own success!

CHAPTER XV. AT THE MUSEUM

A FEW days after the affair at Brisbane Calbot's, a stoop-shouldered old man appeared on the avenue
infront of the new Egyptian Museum. Turning from the sdewalk, thisvisitor ascended the granite steps
that led to the imposing edifice.

The old man had an odd, tottering step that seemed to indicate a strength despite the frailty of hisform.
His short height was due to the forward lean of his shoulders. Thisresulted in apeculiar upturn of his
neck; and the old man made aludicrous appearance as he stalked toward the entrance of the museum.

An attendant at the door grinned and turned to acompanion. He pointed out the figure of the
weary-looking old man.

"Hereheisagain,”" said the attendant. "The guy | wastelling you about. If heaint acard, | missmy bet.



We get some goofy looking birds around here, but this old turkey-neck has'em al besat.”

The old man was at the door when the attendant ceased speaking. The uniformed man opened the
barrier to admit the vistor. The old man bowed in friendly fashion and mumbled histhanks. Then, ina
quavering tone, he asked:

"|sthe curator in hisoffice?'
"Yes, dr," returned the attendant. ™Y ou can see him this afternoon.”

"Ah!" The old man'stonewas grateful. "I had hoped to find him here. Thisismy third visit in the past few
days. | had hoped to find him thistime.”

Following the attendant's pointing finger, the old man walked aong a corridor and reached the office
which had been indicated. An inscription on the glass door reed:

HANDLEY MATSON
CURATOR

The old man opened the door. Hesitatingly, he entered. He reached an outer office and bowed to a
young woman, evidently the curator's secretary.

"The curator?' questioned the visitor. "May | seehim?”
"Who shdl | tdl himishere?’

"Professor Dilling. Professor Surgis Dilling.”

"Be seated, professor.”

The old man was carrying a heavy package under one arm and a briefcase in his other hand. He placed
these objects upon the floor and seated himsdlf in achair. He produced apair of large-rimmed spectacles
and adjusted them to his eyes. The action gave him an owlish gppearance.

"The curator will see you, professor.”

OLD Sturgis Dilling arose and followed the girl into an inner office. He bowed to a cadaverous-looking
man who sat behind a mahogany table. Handley Matson, curator of the Egyptian Museum, looked like
the mummy of some Pharaoh.

"Good afternoon, professor,” said Matson, in asolemn voice. "What is the purpose of your inquiry
here?'

"l am an Egyptologit, sir,” returned Dilling, in aquavering voice. "l came, afew days ago, to seethe
tomb of Senwosri. | wasinformed that it was not open to the public.”

"It isnot," asserted the curator. "Weintend to have it so after the new wing is completed. However, | can
show individud vistorsthe tomb. Would you liketo seeit?

Sturgis Dilling nodded. His eyes gleamed warmly. The curator arose and led the way to the door. He
passed through the anteroom, with the professor following. On the way, the old man hesitated; then
picked up his package and briefcase to totter after the curator.

The pair reached along room some distance from the office. They passed an attendant who was standing



at the door. The curator turned to the professor.

"Y ou have seen the antiquities here, of course?' he asked. "We have some remarkabl e specimens of
Egyptian art and sculpture in these cases, particularly here.”

Sturgis Dilling nodded as Handley Matson pointed out a show case that contained delicately sculptured
objects of the sort found in Egyptian tombs.

"Thisisthe Armsbury collection,” explained the curator. " Purchased from Cecil Armsbury, aman whose
archaeological work is highly recognized. Over here are clay tablets - dso from the same collection.”

Professor Dilling stared at the second case. He seemed to be deciphering the inscriptions on the tabl ets.
The curator watched the old man nod.

"l have seen these" declared Sturgis Dilling. "Very interesting, Sir. Very interesting, indeed.”

The curator led the way to the end of the room. He removed alarge key from his pocket and unlocked a
heavy door. Within was a huge stone sarcophagus, with heavy lid. Standing before the coffinlike structure
was an upright mummy case, fastened with heavy bands.

"THE tomb of Senwosri," announced the curator, in avoice that sounded solemn within thewallsand low
celling of the little room. "We kegp the mummy case here because of its great value. The golden mask -
thejeweled objects - dl arein their place within the case. We keep it closed and strapped shut because
of the vaue of its contents.”

"I should liketo seethe mummy itsdlf,” remarked Sturgis Dilling. "I shall certainly be among thefirgt to
vigt the new wing of your museum, Mr. Matson. | have been deeply interested in the history of Senwosri.
He was the son of Amenemhe-"

"And the builder of the obelisk at Heliopolis," added the curator, in amonotone. "He aso erected the
temple a Wadi Hafa Confidentialy, Professor Dilling, | an amost afraid to have so vauable atreasure
herein my museum! The wedth within that mummy case rivasthat of Tutankhamen'stomb!

"The public does not redize the va ue of Senwosri's coffin, for the publicity given to Carnarvaron's
discovery of Tutankhamen eclipsed the finding of Senwosri. There are Egyptologists, however, who
know that the American expedition which unearthed this case and its sarcophagus did quite as creditable
work asthe British expedition which Lord Carnarvaron headed in the finding of Tutankhamen."

"Thisisastrongroom,” observed Sturgis Dilling.

"Accessible only from the outer room," declared the curator. "That fact has somewhat relieved my
qualms. In the new wing, however, the tomb of Senwosri will have ample space for public display. We
have madeit arule, however, to keep the mummy case closed until we have the proper arrangements for
its protection.”

Professor Dilling was examining the painted, gold decorated surface of the mummy case. The curator
added another comment.

"The straps,” he explained, "are sSmply to keep the case loosdly shut. At firgt, we used to keep it in the
stone sarcophagus. Y ou will observe the padlocked barsthat still encircle the stone container. | intend to
remove those later. They serve no useful purpose.”

The old man looked at the sarcophagus. He turned and walked from the little room. The curator followed
him and |ocked the door of the tomb.



Dilling was gtrolling about the outer room when the curator joined him. The old professor had laid his
package and briefcase asde. He was displaying new interest in the Armsbury collection. Then heturned
and pointed to the end wall of the room - opposite the door of the tomb.

"l wastold," he said, "that yonder space was reserved for a collection of mummies.”

"Yes," acknowledged the curator. "They are apart of the Armsbury collection that has not yet been
delivered. The mummy cases have been in temporary storage. They are not of great value, professor;
nevertheless, they would interest you. They arevirtudly agift from Armsbury - for we did not have the
fundsto purchasethem.”

"Indeed," remarked Dilling. "That is quite interesting, Mr. Matson. The attendant did not know just when
the mummies were expected. He thought they would come on the fifteenth.”

"They areto be ddivered on thefifteenth,” returned Matson. "Jove! That'stoday, isn't it? | had forgotten
al about the matter.”

The curator paused to glance at hiswatch. The time showed twenty minutes of three.

"We close at three o'clock,” declared Matson. "Of course, the attendants and myself are here until five.
The mummieswill probably comein later in the afternoon. Should you come back tomorrow, Professor
Dilling, youwill find themon display.”

"Thank you, sir," returned Dilling.

"I must leaveyou," said the curator. "I have businessin the office. | shdl be pleased to meet you again,
Professor Dilling."

Handley Matson departed, leaving Dilling in the long room that housed the Armsbury collection of
Egyptian antiquities.

THE old man moved about from case to case, mumbling to himsdf as he studied hieroglyphs that
appeared upon various objects.

At times he paused to look at the windows. They were high above the floor and heavily barred. All the
doors about the place were massive. The old man remembered the museum as he had seen it from the
outside. The place was aformidable fortress.

Strolling about the room, Professor Sturgis Dilling allowed athin smile to form upon hislips. He studied
the door of the tomb of Senwosri. He looked toward the end of the room reserved for mummies of
lesser value.

The afternoon was glum and apal seemed fdling within thisroom. The old man, staking noisdesdy here
and there, seemed like some ghostly figure out of Egypt. He was the only occupant of the room. His
presence here seemed forgotten. At lagt, the old man's inspection of the antiquities was ended. He came
to the door of the room and picked up his briefcase and package.

The attendant had gone from the outer hdll. It was near the closing hour and the whole museum was
slent. Then camethe clang of abell. Attendants caled to one another through the corridor.

Shortly afterward, the uniformed man appeared and entered the room where Sturgis Dilling had been. He
saw that the old man had |eft. He was about to close the outer door when another attendant called to him
from the curator's office.



"Keep it open, Jerry! Mummies coming in. Stick around until the truck arrives. Curator's orders.”

The attendant nodded. He turned on the lights in the room and sat down to read a newspaper that he
took from his pocket. An hour passed. The museum, closed and barred, was as slent as the shut tomb of
Senwosri.

Then came the tramp of footstepsin acorridor. Attendants and truckmen appeared carrying heavy
mummy cases. The man in the room which housed the Armsbury collection was on hisfeet, pointing out
the spot where the cases were to go.

Fifteen minuteslater, arow of mummy caseslined the end of the room. The heavy objects were stlanding
upright; their painted faces made them appear like a squad of solemn sentinds. The moving men went
out, accompanied by an attendant. The other attendants remained, making jests as they studied the row
of new exhibits.

The mummy cases bore fastenings that had kept them intact during shipment. These would be removed in
the morning. It was gpproaching five o'clock and the attendants seldom waited until that hour. They
reported at eight in the morning - an hour and half before opening - and that was the period during which
new exhibits were arranged for proper display.

"Curator says hell look over the mummiesin the morning,” declared an attendant, coming from the office,
"Comeon. He'sleaving. Timeto close”

The group passed along the corridors to the rear entrance of the museum. This was where the truck had
delivered the mummy cases. The curator and his secretary passed from the museum; the attendants
followed. A big watchman shut the heavy door and barred it.

The Egyptian Museum was closed until the morrow.
CHAPTER XVI. THE PILLAGERS

EVENING. Blackness pervaded the Egyptian Museum. The building was awhitened sepulchre within a
blanketing pall. The glow of Manhattan did not visibly affect the secluded spot whereon the granite
edifice stood.

Within the room which housed the Armsbury collection, thick blackness reigned below the dim stretch of
high windows. The watchman's dectric lantern, glimmering in the darkness, flashed upon the solemn
painted faces of the mummy cases. Then the man was gone upon hisrounds.

A dight sound occurred in the end of the room. It came from one of the mummy cases. Something was
working fromwithin! Life was present insde that wooden shroud! Some prying force was pushing out
the front; an instrument was at work upon the central band which held the case intact!

Thefront of the mummy case sprang open. A figure stepped from within. A flashlight glimmered upon the
next case in the row. Brawny hands ripped open the bands that held the second case. Another man came
into view.

Both set to work. Other cases were opened. Where eight closed mummy cases had been, four opened
ones remained. Fashlights were flickering about the room. Two men, sneaking through the darkness,
reached the door.

"Get thewatchman,” came agrowl. "Grab him and tie him up. We don't want any shooting until were

reedy for it."



"All right, Sinker."

Men moved out into the darkness of the hall, bound on the mission ordered by Sinker Hargun. These
men who had come from the mummy cases were invaders from the underworld, under the command of
Brodie Brodan's hidden lieutenant.

Flashlights showed upon the cases which harbored the items of the Armsbury collection. Clay tablets
were dumped into burlap bags which the invaders had with them. Specimens of metal sculpture were
piled into other containers.

A sguad of crookswas rifling thisroom of its supposed treasure. Actually, Duke Larrin's orders were
being completed. Spuriousitems of fake origin were being lifted for destruction. The last evidence of
Cecil Armsbury's swindles was being reclamed!

Whispersin the darkness. They announced that the watchman had been captured. Gangsters had trailed
him to an obscure part of the museum. He was bound and gagged - totally unaware of how the yeggs
had entered.

"That'sgood," growled Sinker. "Drag this stuff out to the back door. Set that charge so we can blow the
works and makeit look like we camein there. But don't do nothing until after we'vefinished in here.
Come back, you gorillas, when you're ready.”

Hisflashlight siweeping dong the floor, Sinker Hargun reveaed the door to the Senwosri tomb. It wasa
formidable barrier because of its powerful lock. Sinker Hargun, however, was athug who used measures
more persuasive than lock-picking.

HISflashlight showed him making arrangementsin front of the door that hid the tomb. Hiswarning growl
sent mobsters scurrying to cover, with Hargun at their hedls. Then came amuffled report; with it aburst
of flame. Flashlights showed clouds of pungent smoke.

Asthevapor cleared, Sinker uttered a command. His torch marked the mummy case of Senwosri. The
heavy object had toppled backward from the explosion and was leaning againgt the wall beside the stone
sarcophagus.

"Comeon!"

Mobsters piled into the tomb. Three on aside, they gathered up the heavy mummy case of the Egyptian
king. Struggling with their burden, they made their way aong the corridor to the back.

Sinker Hargun, chasing ahead, yanked open the bars of the rear entrance. He uttered awarning hiss. A
reply came from the dleyway. A truck was parked there.

"Makeit speedy, Sinker," camealow voice. "Y ou could hear that boom out thisway. Maybe they got it
inthe avenue. Make it speedy.”

The mummy case came floundering through the wide doorway. Sinker aided the men who were carrying
it. The big case did aboard the truck and settled into amammoth box, coffinlike in shape, which was
thereto recaveit.

"Yank those doors," growled Sinker. " Shoot the works aswe start, Terry. Climb on with us-"

Thetruck wasin motion. A stooping yegg was standing by the doors which he had closed. Hewas
igniting anew charge. He came bounding after the rolling truck and legped aboard. Asthe truck reached
adde street, ahuge roar followed it. A second explosion had wrecked the rear entrance of the Egyptian



Museum.

The truck was speeding toward arear avenue. Police whistles were sounding from in front of the
Egyptian Museum. Sinker Hargun, growling alaugh, had clambered up to the front seet of the truck.

"It's soft," was his comment to the driver. " Say, bo, thisjob went through like clockwork. The bullsare
goin' to go goofy when they look it over.

"Keep onrolling. I'll show you where were goin' to unload. There ain't nobody can stop us now. This
jobisahoney."

AT Sinker'sdirection, the truck driver guided the big vehicle on aweaving course. Far from the vicinity
of the robbed museum, there was no need for hurry. The truck was moving dowly when it neared the
vicinity which Sinker Hargun required.

"Easy, now," warned the leader. " Stop here - we're goin' to make sure there's nobody following."

The driver obeyed. Gangsters dropped to the street and strolled back along the sdewalk. They returned
to report that no one was on thetrail of the truck.

Sinker ordered the driver ahead. He growled new directions. When heissued hisfina command to stop,
the truck had pulled up close to an old gpartment hotdl - Ridgelow Court.

Sinker Hargun alighted. He strolled down a side entrance and rapped at abig delivery door. A janitor
opened it.

"Got my truck outside,” announced Sinker. "Bringing in abig couch to go down in Mr. Sudgen's storage
room. | got the key."

The janitor nodded as he peered from the door and saw a crew of men unloading a huge box from a
truck. He pointed out the way to the subcellar. Asthe pretended moving men came through, the janitor
grolled away.

Men went back and brought in burlap bags. These - had the janitor seen them - would have passed for
bags of household effects. But the janitor gave no further thought to the matter. When he happened back,
he noted that the truck had moved away. He thought that the crew of storage men had gonewithit.

Little did heredlize that the subcellar harbored Sinker Hargun, notorious gangster, and acrew of sullen
thugs. The box which had been unloaded was going through a passage that led beyond the subcellar of
Ridgelow Court.

The mummy case of Senwosri, pillaged from the Egyptian Museum, was being delivered to the crime
crypt!

CHAPTER XVII. BRODIE'SMOVE

WHILE hard-faced thugs, members of Brodie Brodan's under-cover band, were lugging away their loot
from the Egyptian Museum, their absent leader was enjoying agdanight. Brodie was at the Club
Madrid, one of the mogt glittering of Manhattan's night cafes.

Brodie, attired in well-fitting tuxedo, was seated a a conspicuous table. The gang leader was applauding
adancing act. His bluff face wore agrin; apaper cap perched above his heavy eyebrows gave him the

appearance of aplayboy.



At the table with Brodie was Fritz Fursch, hisdibi pal from Chicago. Fritz had comein a Brodie's order
and seemed to be enjoying hisvigt to New Y ork.

But Brodie, despite his merrymaking had serious thoughtsin mind. He was secretly eyeing a stocky,
swarthy-faced man on the other sde of thefloor. Thisindividud, haf behind apillar, was lso making a
pretense of watching the floor show. Actually, however, his gaze was on Brodie Brodan.

It was Detective Joe Cardona. Persistent in his hunches, the deuth was dogging Brodi€strail. Baffled in
his attempts to |ocate the murderers of Perry Trappe and Tyler Bogart, Joe was watching Brodiein the
hope that he could at least frustrate further crime.

Cardonas reasoning showed logic. He had accepted Brodan's first aibi. He had aso been forced to take
the second. One had been on the say-so of Fritz Fursch from Chicago; the other on the statements of
Lobo Ruscott, proprietor of the Club Madrid. Cardonawas not willing to base much on the testimonies
of those two.

So he had watched Brodie Brodan - ether through his own observation or with the aid of stool pigeons.
Joe was sure that Brodie had been at the Club Madrid on the night that mobsters appeared at Brisbane
Calbot's. He was sure that some of those dead gangsters were members of Brodi€'s old crew.

Whatever the purpose at Calbot's, it had failed. That, Cardona knew. He had attributed the failure to the
possible absence of Brodie Brodan. That was why Cardonawas again at the Club Madrid. Brodie
watched, was crimped. Such was Cardona's maxim.

LOBO RUSCOTT, asuave, degantly attired man with a pointed mustache, paused at Cardonastable
to acknowledge the detective's presence. Joe growled areply to Lobo's welcome; then snorted.

Brodie Brodan had spied L obo from across the floor; seeing the proprietor, he had apparently
discovered Cardonaaso. The black-browed gang leader had |eft histable and was skirting the floor to
jointhe pair.

"Hello, Lobo," greeted Brodie. "Hello, Cardona. Say - you've picked a great place to spend anight off.
Not abetter night club in the city. Y ou know Lobo Ruscott, don't you, Cardona?"

"I know him," commented the detective, grimly.

"I remember,” laughed Brodie, sitting down at the table. "Y ou talked to L obo after that guy waskilled out
on Long Idand. | had forgotten it."

"Yeah," retorted Cardona. "Lobo gave you an dibi - like that other pal of yours, from Chicago. | see
you've gat him with you again tonight.”

"Fritz Fursch?' questioned Brodie. "That'sright, he told you the straight dope one night - another time
you were going to put the screws on me. Say, Joe" - Brodie was making afervent appedl - "when are
you going to forget this goofy ideathat I'm hooked up with afunny racket?"

"I'vegot noidea," returned Cardona. "I'm just playing ahunch, Brodie. Things are sort of quiet right now.
I'mwaiting for something to break - something big - and | just want to seeiif that can happen while you're
wearing a paper hat and making goo-goo eyes a aflock of chorines.”

"Gresat uff, Joe," laughed Brodie. "Wadll, stick around old kid. How long have you been here tonight?!

"Since saven thirty.”



"Just before | camein. Well, Joe, | hope something does bresk. Itl give you some excitement and it'll
mean ared dibi for me. But let's be serious. This cuckoo ideaof yours-"

"Listen, Brodie. I'm not questioning your dibis. They're good ones. I'd like to see a better one; I've got a
hunch that some funny businessis going to bresk loose. If it doeswhile you're here, I'll admit that you're
out of it. How'sthat?'

"Fair enough, Joe. Say, Lobo -"

Brodie paused as he turned toward the proprietor. Looking beyond Lobo Ruscott, he saw a
solemn-faced man picking hisway among the tables. Brodie turned and plucked Cardonas deeve.

"Say, Joe," informed the gang leader. "Here comesapal of yours - another dick, ain't he? s helooking
for you?'

Cardonafollowed the direction of Brodie's gaze. He saw that the gang |eader's statement was correct.
The man coming from the door of the night club was Detective Sergeant Markham.

CARDONA arose and beckoned to the second deuth. Markham hurried over and buzzed with
Cardona. Joe's face took on a grim look.

Both Brodie Brodan and Lobo Ruscott were staring with questioning gaze. Cardona noted Brodi€'s
look. He turned to the gang leader.

"No reason why you shouldn't know what's up,” growled the detective. "A crowd of gorillasjust raided
the Egyptian Museum."

Brodie looked puzzled; then guffawed.

"Say - that'shot!" he exclaimed. "They'll be crashing Grant's Tomb next. What can they get out of a
museum?'

"That'swhat I'm going to find out,” retorted Cardona. "Take it asajoke, Brodie. Y ou've got aright to
laugh.”

“Why?

"Because | expected something likethis, | won't be around for an dibi from you. That'swhy you ought to
laugh.”

"O.K., Joe" returned Brodie. "Thanks, old man."

There was atouch of feigned sincerity in the tone. Cardonaremembered it as he followed Markham. No
use of watching Brodie Brodan now. Thiswas the clincher that backed up Brodi€'s previous dibis.

Brodan watched Cardona leave the night club. He remained seated and chatted with Lobo Ruscott. A
waiter approached and spoke to the proprietor.

"Cdll for you inthe office, sir," he said. "Not exactly for you - the man wantsto talk to someone - but he
wishes to spesk to you first -"

"All right.”

As Lobo turned away, Brodie arose and followed him. Traveling by the proprietor's Side, Brodie
whispered:



"Sounds like Bozo Griffin. Probably for me. I'll come along with you."

They reached the office. Lobo Ruscott spoke into the mouthpiece of the telephone. He turned and
handed the instrument to Brodie with anod. As Brodie began to talk, Lobo went from the office and
closed the door.

"Listen Bozo." Brodiestone was serious. "Is Mardand there with you?... Yes? All right... | want to see
thetwo of you... Together... Yes. Right away... I'll tell you whereto meet me... Hotel Ridgelow Court...
Y es, come up therein acab and don't mention where you're going until you've got Mardand in the cab
with you, see?

"I'll meet you outside the place. Well go in together... Now remember this. When you hear me say
"Hurry up, Bozo!" yank your gat and poke it in Mardand'sribs. Get that?"

Brodie scowled as a surprised exclamation came over the wire. He growled an admonition.
"Keep mum, you sap! You heard me... Remember what | told you... Now get started.”

Brodie hung up the receiver. He opened a closet door and removed hat and overcoat. He examined a
revolver in the pocket of the outer garment. Brodie was accustomed to parking his gat and overcoet in
the closet of Lobo Ruscott's office.

Following this action, Brodie opened the door of the office and signaled to L obo Ruscott, who was
seated in achair outside.

"Td| Fritz Fursch to meet me out at the side door," order Brodie.

The gang leader took an obscure exit that led from the Cafe Madrid. On the sidewak, he waited for Fritz
and piled the alibi man into a cab. He ordered the driver to take him to an uptown destination not far
from Ridgelow Court.

"Fritz," declared Brodie, in alow tone, "you're going to see alot tonight. Y ou and some other guysthat |
can count on. Y ou're going to see the headquarters for the greatest bunch of jobs that has ever been.

"More than that, you're going to see adouble-crosser get double-crossed. Have your gat handy. I'll tell
you when and how to useit.”

BRODIE and Fritz dighted at their destination. They strolled ablock until they reached the front of the
old hotel, where Brodie was to meet Bozo and Cliff. A few minuteslater a cab rolled up. Bozo and Cliff
alighted. Brodie stepped out to meet them.

"Comedong," ordered the gang leader. "We're going places. Y ou two go first. Through the lobby of this
old hotd - and take the stairway down. Thisfellow - Fritz Fursch - will follow along with me."

Cliff and Bozo obeyed. They entered the old hotel, walked across the deserted lobby and descended. At
the bottom of the steps, they awaited Brodie and Fritz, who showed up aminute later. Brodie led the
way to the door that opened on the steps to the sub-basement.

The quartet arrived at the storeroom. Brodie unlocked the door and ushered his companionsin. A voice
gpoke. It was Sinker Hargun's. Brodie growled areply.

"All right, Sinker. We're coming through. Give usalight.”
Sinker turned the glimmer of aflashlight upon the spot where the wooden pand was located. Brodie



stepped forward and called for Cliff. The Shadow's agent joined him.

"Watch thisgag, Cliff," remarked Brodie, in acordid tone. He pressed the specia nail. The panel
opened.

"Comeon through,” said Brodie, urging Cliff forward. "Come on, you other guys. Hurry up, Bozo!"
Cliff Mardand wasin thelight of Sinker Hargun'storch. Brodie Brodan was ahead. The gang leader

swung suddenly; hewhisked out arevolver. At the same instant the muzzle of Bozo's gun jabbed Cliff
from behind.

"Put 'em up, you rat!" snarled Brodie. "Keep 'em up and come aong with us. We're going to put you on
the sweetest spot you ever saw.”

Cliff'sarmsraised mechanicaly. The Shadow's agent had falen into a perfect trap. Brodie Brodan's
flashlight came on; Sinker Hargun let the pand drop. With a contemptuous laugh, Brodie Brodan ordered
Bozo Griffin to bring the prisoner dong.

The gang leader had trapped the man he suspected as The Shadow's agent. Cliff Mardand, a helpless
prisoner, was marked for death when he reached the crime crypt!

CHAPTER XVIII. DEATH AWAITS
"WHO'VE you got there?"

The question came to Brodie Brodan's ears as Cliff Mardand was shoved through the opening of the
crime crypt. The man who asked it was Fingers Keefdl. The safe-cracker had opened the barrier in
response to Brodie's signdl.

"A double-crosser,” jeered Brodie, as he glowered at Cliff Mardand. "A rat that's working for The
Shadow."

"Yeah?' Fingers matched Brodie's growl. "Well, hell get his as soon asthe word is given. What you
going to do? Wait for Duke Larrin?'

"Sure. Maybe we can pump thisguy first. Say - this crypt isgoing to mean alot to us. Thefirst job weve
got ahead isto give The Shadow the bump he's been waiting for. Thisisthe placeto work it from."

"And gtarting with one of his stoolsisthe best way to get a him," derided Fingers, inreply.
"Y ou said it. Shove him over in the corner, Bozo. Y ou frisk him, Fritz."

Brodie's henchmen obeyed. The gang leader nudged histhumb in their direction asthey forced Cliff toa
seated position againgt the wall.

"Herestwo birdsthat'll count,” he asserted. "Bozo Griffin and Fritz Fursch. They'rein onthelay. I've got
another guy outside - Sinker Hargun - and his mob. They're the boys that gabbed the gravy tonight.
They'll be good workersfor the de luxe mob that Duke told me to bring up. None of those bum gorillas
of minewill bein this new outfit."

Brodie paused. He was staring past Fingers Keefel to ahuge object that stood in front of the farther
door. It was the mummy case of Senwosri. The painted face and its golden inlay showed dimly in thelow
light of the crypt.



"Old Nebuchadnezzar himsdlf," exclamed Brodie, with agrin. "Say - the boys did aneat job lugging that
down here. Wheréesthe box they put it in?"

"They carried that back to the storeroom,” explained Fingers. "Duke Larrin was down here. He had them
gtand it up. Heswaiting until everybody's here - then helll knock it open.”

Brodie nodded.

THE mummy case was encircled with the broad straps that had been put about it in the museum. These
kept the case from coming open. The gangsters had delivered the caseintact.

"Where's Croaker Mannick?' questioned Brodie, turning to Fingers Keefd.

"Not here yet," responded the safecracker. "He did away like | did, after we raided Brisbane Calbot's
place. Say - I'll bet you can't figure what we did with Calbot.”

"Give me the low-down, Fingers. The bulls didn't make much fuss about Calbot. | had ahunch that you
and Croaker carted the old boy away with you."

"Not ahit of it. Calbot had avault down in his cellar. Took me about ahaf hour to openit. So we
shoved him in that and Ieft him there. Croaker didn't want to shoot until he got upstairs.”

"Now you'etelling me something, Fingers. That's how you and Croaker got away in such ahurry. You
werelucky - asl figureit. Y ou know who we think was there?"

"The Shadow." Fingers was sober. "Duke told me tonight. He must have come up after he heard
Croaker's shot. That's how hewasin timeto gart afight. It'slucky that your gorillas piled in as quick as
they did - if it hadn't been for them The Shadow might have had achanceto trail after me and Croaker."

Bozo Griffin heard Fingers Keefe's comment. The tough-faced lieutenant swelled. Thiswas ajudtification
of the promptness with which he had ordered the raid. Brodie Brodan saw Bozo's face light.

"That squares you, Bozo," declared Brodie. ™Y ou did agood job tonight, too, covering Mardand the
way you did." Brodie turned to glare a The Shadow's agent, who was under the muzzle of Fritz Fursch's
gun. "Say, Mardand - you rat - I'd like to give you the works in a hurry. But we're holding you, see?
Holding you so you can squawk. Wait until Duke Larrin gets here. Did you ever hear of him?"

Cliff gave no response. He faced Brodie with unflinching eyes.

But Cliff wasthinking plenty. He had heard of Duke Larrin; in fact, he had informed The Shadow of the
rumor that the international crook wasin New Y ork. In the past ten minutes, Cliff had learned alot about
Duke Larrin. Thisunderground crypt was the famous crook's lair!

Cliff had much to tell The Shadow. But that opportunity was ended. A prisoner, Cliff could only hope
that The Shadow might find another trail to the crime crypt. But Cliff redlized the difficulty. Brodie
Brodan had been |€eft for Cliff to follow while The Shadow was otherwise engaged. Cliff had failed. A
captive, hewas helpless. He held the key to crime and could not useit!

"CROAKER MANNICK iscoming through,” declared Fingers Keefdl, again speaking to Brodie
Brodan; "and Duke Larrin says helll show up before midnight. Not long to wait. The payoff comes
tonight, Brodie - and from what Duke tellsme, thisisjust going to be the beginning. Weredl in for acut
on the swag in that coffin.”

"Youtdling me?' Brodie grinned. "Say, Fingers, | can talk now. When Duke passed me my ingtructions,



he told me more than he told you. That was just because | had the mobsto look out for, see?

"| picked the real guysto grab off old Nebuchadnezzar's casket here so that they would be ready for
what's coming next. We're going to raise hob after the swag is unloaded. Say - if The Shadow pokes his
nose around this crypt, helll bein for trouble. Y ou - me - Croaker - and therest of us, al working with
DukeLarin!"

"Out of sght," agreed Fingers. "Dumb dickslike Joe Cardonawill go goofy."

"Cardona? He's goofy dready. Where do you think heis now? Up at the Egyptian Museum. He pulled
out from the Club Madrid and gave me aclean dibi for astarter. Match that, Fingers - match it isthe
best you can do; you can't bedt it, that'sacinch.”

Fingers Keefd joined Brodie in raucous mirth. Laughter echoed through the crime crypt. Men of evil had
gained their way. They were awaiting the arriva of their comradein crime, Croaker Mannick and their
chief, Duke Larrin.

Cliff Mardand, under the cover of Fritz Fursch's gun, felt ahopeless weakening as he listened to the
merriment of his captors. Hefelt that he had failed The Shadow. He knew that the police had been
eiminated.

Of thetwo, Cliff trusted The Shadow most. He had seen the master fighter spring into being amost out of
nowhere. But in thisforgotten crypt, its corridor entrance guarded by Sinker Hargun and aband of thugs,
The Shadow, even if he fought through, would be forced to make his presence known.

Cliff groaned as he redlized the extent of hisfailure. Thefact that his own rescue seemed impossible was
bad; but the thought that crooks might triumph was worse.

Dezath in The Shadow's service was something that Cliff Mardand was glad to face. Theinability to be of
sarviceto hischief waswhat hurt him.

CHAPTER XIX. CARDONA'SCLEW

WHILE Brodie Brodan was chuckling over Joe Cardona's dash to the Egyptian Museum, the ace
detective had arrived at his destination. The museum was lighted; the front door was open. Joe Cardona
entered and a policeman showed him to the room at the end of the corridor.

Cardonafound two men in charge. One was Inspector Timothy Klein; the other, alean-faced individua
who the ingpector introduced as Handley Matson; the curator. Klein led Cardonato the rifled tomb of
Senwosri.

"Look it over, Joe," ordered the ingpector. "Thisiswhere they made the biggest haul. They took alot of
other stuff, too."

"Out of there?' questioned the detective, with a perplexed stare, as he surveyed the stone sarcophagus,
which still bore its padlocked bands.

"That isthe sarcophagus,” explained Matson, nervoudy. "It used to contain the mummy case of
Senwosri. Itisempty at present. The thieves must have known that. They took the mummy case, but did
not bother to touch the empty sarcophagus.”

"Where was the mummy case?"

"Standing right here.” The curator looked like amummified king as he took his pogtion to indicate the



gpot. "The case contained the emba med body of Senwosri, the son of Amenemhe. He was the builder of
the obdisk at Heliopolis and thetemple at Wadi Halfa-"

"All right," interposed Cardona. "What was the vaue of the stuff in the mummy case?'

"Thousands of dollars," stated the curator, in an awed tone. "The golden mask; the jeweled boat that was
to carry the soul - the ka - of Senwosri -"

Cardonawas nodding as he turned to look at the outer room. He saw therifled cases. He waved his
hand toward them.

"Thexe?'

"Very vauable," declared the curator. " Antiquities from the collection of Cecil Armsbury. The purchase
pricewasin excess of Sixty thousand dollars. Examples of early Egyptian sculpture; clay tabletswith
hieroglyphic inscriptionswhich -"

"Those?'

Cardonawas pointing to the farther wall. The row of opened mummy cases had attracted his attention.
The curator added another explanation.

"Thethievesrifled those cases" he stated. "They carried away the mummies, which were not of high
vaue. We had not ingpected the mummy cases, | must admit, but | have alist here of their contents - al
aticles of but little vaue, even as antiquities-"

"Y ou mean those cases had not been opened here?”

"They were brought in only this afternoon. We intended to open them in the morning.”

"l see." Cardonaturned to Inspector Klein with aninquiring air.

KLEIN smiled dightly. He had listened to the curator's long harangue before the detective had arrived.

"Herésthe gory, Joe" explained Klein. "At about eight fifty this evening, there was amuffled exploson
heard on the Street. About five minutes later came the second blast. The patrol arrived just after nine.

"They found that the burglars had blown open the rear doors of the museum. They camein here and blew
open the door to the mummy's tomb - where the empty scarab islocated.”

"The sarcophagus,” interposed Handley Matson. "A scarab, inspector, isabeetle - about so large” - he
showed the size with thumb and finger - "which was regarded as sacred by the Egyptians. | have a
specimenin my office. Wait! | shdl obtainit.”

"Scarab or sarcophagus,” laughed Klein, asthe curator hurried away. "I mean that stone box that hasthe
lockson it. The crooks got in the room and carried away amummy case - the one that had King Says
Who's Thisinit.

"They dso rifled thisexhibit. Took the stuff from the cases and yanked the new mummies out of their
wooden boxes. They must have gotten away in atruck. There must have been a crowd of them, too, to
make such aquick clean-up. The king's mummy case was aheavy one, the curator says.”

"Isthat all?" asked Cardona
"Thewatchman," added Klein. "They landed on him in the basement, while he was making his rounds.



Tied him up and gagged him. | quizzed the watchman. Were holding him for further questioning.”
"Clews?'

"l don't seeany, Joe," admitted Klein, ruefully. "Y ou're the man to find them, if they're here. I'm going
down to headquarters. If you can get the curator to cam down, maybe you can get some information out
of him. | can't.”

"Leaveitto me" Cardonastrolled away and went to the curator's office. He found Matson digging
through desk drawersin search of his golden bestle.

"I had it herein my desk," began the curator. "It's made of gold - about so large -"

"Never mind the scab,” interposed Cardona, gruffly. "The crooks wouldn't have had time to takeit.
Youll find it later. Come along with me, Mr. Matson. | want to see that rear door the crooks blew

open."
The curator complied. He led Cardonato the rear of the museum.

JOE surveyed the blasted door. Beckoning to the curator, he led the way through the corridor to the
rifled exhibit room.

"Let'sget things straight,” suggested the detective, as he sood aone with Matson. "When was the last
time you opened that door to the king's tomb?”

"Thisafternoon.”

"Wasthe mummy casethere?’

"Yes. | locked the door myself. | showed the mummy caseto avistor - a Professor Sturgis Dilling.”
"What did helook like?"

"An old gentleman with stooped shoulders. Thin gray hair. A scholar - one acquainted with the history of
Senwosri. Hewas sorry that | could not open the mummy case for him."

"Did hewant you to open any of these?' asked Cardona, pointing to the emptied mummy cases.

"They had not comein," explained the curator. "They arrived after the museum had been closed. We
opened the rear door and my attendants carried them into this room.”

"Hm-m." Cardonawas thoughtful. He paced about the room. Like Inspector Klein, Joe Cardona could
see no clew. Handley Matson watched him anxioudly.

Cardonahaf shut hiseyes and rested his chinin hisright hand. He was thinking over everything that Klein
had told him. A practica deuth, Cardonamade no claim to deductive reasoning. He relied upon his
hunches. Often, however, his hunches were deductions. He was gaining one now.

"Listen, Mr. Matson," said the detective, dowly. "Y ou're an intelligent man and you know the layout of
this museum. Forget your golden beetle and hear what I've got to say. Tell me whether I'm right or
wrong."

"Very well," agreed the curator.

"Firg of dl, it'salong way from that back door here. It takes afew minutesto blow adoor. | figure that



the crooks would have needed aregiment to pilein here, blow the door to the tomb, grab off these
exhibits, empty out the mummies and carry away the old king with his coffin. Thet is, they would have
needed aregiment to do the whole job in about seven or eight minutes. Am | right?*

"Absolutely!" exclaimed the curator. "Especialy with the watchman here. It must have taken them some
timeto find him. He was bound and gagged - and they knocked him out when they took him. He said he
did not hear the explosions.”

"Hm-m. Of course hewasdown in the cdllar. Still, the explosions were heard on the avenue. We're
getting somewhere, Mr. Mason. Getting somewhere! I've got it!"

Cardona stared across the exhibit room and pointed at the emptied mummy cases. He clutched the
astonished curator by the arm and put a quick question.

"Why did the crooks take those mummies out of the cases?' demanded the detective. "Can you tdl me
why?'

"Perhaps they thought the mummies were of vaue -"

"Likethe old king's? Well why didn't they yank the old boy out of his casket, too? Why did they want to
lug away thebox and al?"

"The mummy case of Senwosri had somevalue," declared the curator. "Nevertheess, its contents were
the actua prize. These other mummies - well, to be valuable, it would have been wise to take their cases
as0. It took time, unquestionably, to get those mummy cases open -"

"Youreright," decided Cardona. "Listen. Y ou didn't open those cases when they came in. Suppose, Mr.
Matson, that those mummy cases had each held aliving man -"

"Living mummies?'

"No. Living crooks! In thereingtead of the mummies. There€sthe answer! That's how the crooksgot in
here. They came out of the mummy cases. They grabbed the watchmen. They swiped al these exhibits
that are missng.

"They fixed two charges - one for the door to the tomb; one for the rear door of the museum. They let off
thefirg blast in here - after they had dragged out the exhibits. The mummy case went out asfast asthey
could takeit. They blew the rear door when they made their get-away. Am | right?’

CARDONA looked at Matson. The curator was standing open-mouthed. He was nodding in emphass.
Cardona needed no more encouragement.

"Wait until the ingpector hearsthid™ he exclamed. "1'm going to follow thisup, Mr. Matson. Tdl me.
Where did those mummy cases come from?"

"I do not know," admitted Matson. "They were in some storage house - ddlivered at the order of the man
who presented them to the museum.”

"Whoishe?'
"Cecil Armsbury. The famous collector of Egyptian antiquities.”
"Isheherein New Y ork?"

"l believe s0. | have hisaddressin my desk.”



"Letf'shaveit.
Cardona accompanied the curator to the office. The detective was talking on the way.

"The crooks knew those mummies were coming in here," he declared. " They must have gotten into the
warehouse and chucked the mummies. If we can locate the warehouse, through this man Armsbury -"

Cardona paused. They werein the office. The curator was|ooking for the file which contained
Armsbury's address. He emitted a cry of satisfaction as he brought his hand from a desk drawer.

"Y ou've got the address?" questioned Cardona.

"No," returned Matson, excitedly, "I've found the scarab. See? Hereitis. | must keep it to show to
Inspector Kleinif hereturns™

"Let me haveit,” growled Cardona, seizing the golden beetle from the curator's hand. "Get that address.
Forget thisyelow bug."

Nodding, Matson delved through files. He finally produced a card and showed it to Cardona. It bore the
name and address of Cecil Armsbury.

"Y ou know thisman?"' questioned the detective.
"I have met him," returned the curator.

Cardona seized the telephone. He called headquarters. He asked for Inspector Klein and was told that
the officid had not returned.

"I'll call him later," declared Cardona. "Thisis Joe Cardona." He hung up the receiver. Then, to Matson:
"Come on; weretaking ataxi to Armsbury's house.”

The curator nodded and picked up his coat and hat. Joe Cardona, tapping his clenched fist against the
table, suddenly redlized itsweight. He opened his hand and laughed as he saw that he was till holding the
golden scarab.

Cardona chucked the metal beetle into the desk drawer from which Matson had taken it. He grabbed the
curator's arm and hurried the man out to the front door. Policemen were il in charge. Cardonatold
them to expect him back.

Three minutes later, the ace detective and the curator of the Egyptian Museum were whirling in ataxicab
toward the home of Cecil Armsbury.

CHAPTER XX. THE SNARE
"READY?"

The question came from Martin Havelock. He was standing by the fireplace in his uncle€sliving room,
about to pressthe switch that would open the hidden eevator.

"One moment, Martin,” returned Cecil Armsbury. The old man was seated in hisfavorite chair. "l think |
heard the door bell. Calhoun will answer it."

Have ock showed momentary alarm. Then he strolled from the fireplace and lighted a cigarette. There
was aknock at the door. Armsbury motioned to Havelock. The young man went over and unlocked the
door. He opened it to admit Cal houn.



"Two gentlemen to seeyou, Sir," explained the servant. "Oneis Mr. Matson, the curator of the Egyptian
Museum. The other is adetective from headquarters.”

"Matson?' quizzed Armsbury, in apleased tone. "Ah! | shal be glad to see him. Y ou say adetective
as0?1 hope nothing has gone amiss. Usher them in, Calhoun. Then you may retire. | shal not need you
leter.”

"Thank you, Sir."

With awarning glance toward his nephew, Cecil Armsbury aroseto hisfeet. Hewasall smilesashe
stepped forward to greet the two men who entered. He knew Matson. The curator introduced him to
Cardona.

"My nephew," remarked Armsbury, turning to Martin Havelock. "Heismy only nephew - Martin
Havelock. Sit down, gentlemen. Tell me the reason for this unexpected visit. | hope that nothing serious
has occurred.”

"Something very serious,”" explained Mason, solemnly. "The Egyptian Museum has been rifled by thieves.
Y our entire collection of antiquities has been stolen.”

Cecil Armsbury sank back in his chair. His whole attitude was one of aman who had experienced a
terrific shock. Martin Havel ock looked on in admiration.

"Morethan that," added Matson, "the thieves a so took the mummy case of Senwosri, the son of
Amenemhe-"

"With its priceless treasure?’
"They carried away the caseintact.”

CECIL ARMSBURY wasgripping thearms of hischair. Hisair showed that he regarded this daring
theft as aterrific outrage. Joe Cardona motioned to Handley Matson to say no more.

"We want to recover these stolen articles, Mr. Armsbury,” he explained. "We have come here because
we believe that you can help us.”

"How?I shdl do al in my power."

"Give us some information, then, regarding the mummy casesthat you donated to the Egyptian
Museum."

Armsbury stared with wild eyes. A sudden thought had occurred to him.

"My collection of mummies?' he questioned. "l remember! | had ordered them to be delivered today.
Y ou do not mean that they were stolen also!”

"Yes," returned Cardona, "but not from the museum. Tell me, Mr. Armsbury, where did you have them
Stored?”’

"Thisisbewildering!" exclaimed Armsbury. "Let methink. Indeed, Mr. Cardona, | do not remember for
the moment. | shal haveto cdl my attorney, Jason Thunig. He arranges dl my business affairs.”

"Thunig isout of town," interposed Martin Havelock.

"So heis," recdled Armsbury. ™Y ou do not recal my mentioning the name of the warehouse, do you,



Matin?'
"NO."

"I may be able to remember it. But tell me" - Armsbury'stone was quizzica - "have there been two
robberies? One a the museum - the other at the warehouse?'

"No." Cardonafurnished the explanation. "I have atheory, Mr. Armsbury, that may aid us. The manner
of the robbery makes me believe that crooks were smuggled into the museum in mummy cases.

"That granted, they must have entered the warehouse firgt; there to remove the mummies from the cases.
Do you understand?’

"l see. A remarkable deduction, Mr. Cardona. Tell me, has this been established as a certainty ?!

"No. But it isthe only plausible theory. | struck upon it while | wasin the museum, after Inspector Klein
hed left.”

"Ah! And did you corroborateit, Matson?"
"| did," said the curator.
"I suppose,” remarked Armsbury, in an innocuous tone, "that you have informed Inspector Klein."

"Not yet," declared Cardona. "l want to give him the whole dope, Mr. Armsbury. | told my theory to
Mr. Matson. He and | were done at the time. So we came down here at once. When | make my report,
| want it to be aclincher. | wish you could remember the name of that warehouse.”

"l haveit!" Armsbury sprang to hisfeet with agility. "Do you remember it now, Martin? | marked that
name in my memorandabook - the onein the table drawer -"

The old man pointed as he spoke. His face was turned toward Martin Havel ock. Cardona and Matson
were following the direction of the old man'sfinger. They did not see the motion of Armsbury'slips.
Have ock aone caught that. He understood. Nonchaantly, the young man dropped his handsinto his
coat pockets.

CECIL ARMSBURY strode across the room. Cardona and Matson followed him. The old man yanked
open adesk drawer. He reached in and glanced over his shoulder, smiling.

"Hereitis' - Armsbury waslooking at Joe Cardona. His gaze turned to Havelock - "the very thing we
want to -"

As he broke the sentence, Armsbury turned. In his hand was a short-barreled revolver. He swung the
weapon directly at Joe Cardona's breast. At the same time, Martin Havel ock made a sidewise spring.
His hand, too, had drawn agun. He had hisfinger on thetrigger.

"Up with them!" snarled Havel ock.

Joe Cardonawas too stupefied to do other than obey. Handley Matson followed the detective's action.
Bowing, old Cecil Armsbury pointed to his nephew.

"This gentleman will take charge of you," he said. "Asaman of crime, | an ameretyro. Perhgpsyou
have heard of my nephew, Mr. Cardona. Under another name than that of Martin Havel ock -"

Cardonawas gtaring at the young man with the gun. He saw the fiendish sneer that had grown on



Havelock'slips. Y et he could not place the crook until Armsbury's next words brought astonishment.
"Better known," smirked theold villain, "as Duke Larin."
"Duke Larrin!" exclamed Cardona.

"Yes," snarled Havelock. "That'swho | am - Duke Larrin. I've been working this town of yours and
you've been too dumb to know it. So you're Joe Cardona, en? Well - there's a bunch of friends of mine
who'l be glad to meet you."

Cecil Armsbury was depriving Joe Cardona of hisrevolver. The old swindler was chuckling. He urged
Cardona and Matson toward the fireplace; Havelock accompanied the movement with agesture of his
revolver. Armsbury, carrying Cardonas revolver, leaped ahead.

"AsDuke Larrin'suncle,” chortled the old fiend, "I am worthy of my nephew. It wasfor him that |
provided avery excdlent headquarters which hasfailed to attract your notice, friend Cardona.

"Allow me" - Armsbury was pressing the switch - "to conduct you to our lair. It isthe resting place of
Senwosri, the son of Amenemhe. Heis dead - poor Senwosri - but he shall have company. He came
dead from the Egyptian Museum; you have come living from that same place. Let theliving join the
dead!"

Armsbury cackled glegfully. Martin Havelock stepped aboard the e evator and descended. Cecil
Armsbury remained aone; but he and the gun he held were a sufficient threet. The elevator came up
empty. Armsbury forced Cardona and Matson aboard. The lift began to descend.

"My nephew will be awaiting you," cackled Armsbury. "He will take charge until | join you!"

Cardona and Matson, staring upward, saw the gloating face of the fiend. Then came darkness asthe
descending elevator carried its prisoners to the crypt below.

CHAPTER XXI.LIVING AND DEAD

MIDNIGHT. Duke Larrin sat in the center of the crime crypt. Grouped about him were the privileged
crooks who had come to this underground vaullt.

Brodie Brodan sat with gloating face and bristling eyebrows. Fingers Keefd wore amalicious smile upon
his crafty face. Bozo Griffin and Fritz Fursch were standing in a corner of the crypt. Seated on the floor
between this pair of thugs were the three prisoners, their hands bound behind their backs.

Joe Cardona - Handley Matson - Cliff Mardand. The trio found no pleasure in their company. Each
knew that he was facing doom and that two others were due to perish with him.

The crime crypt harbored another person: Cecil Armsbury. He was standing behind his nephew, grinning
as sponsor of ingdious crime. To him, this crypt was alegacy which he had given to adeserving heir.
Cecil Armsbury was proud of the power which Martin Havelock, alias Duke Larrin, had cometo wield.

"Whereis Croaker?'
Thiswas the question with which Havelock opened the proceedings.

"Not hereyet," asserted Fingers Mannick. "Hell be through. No reason why he should be ontime
tonight.”



Brodie Brodan chuckled at the jest.
"Shdl | bring in Sinker Hargun?* he questioned.

"Yes," affirmed Havelock. "Heisone of us. Let the mob remain on guard. We shdl talk with them later.
They areto play ther part in future crime.”

Brodie Brodan went to the door to the corridor. He opened it and summoned Sinker Hargun. The gang
lieutenant joined the crimina assemblage.

"You dl know me," announced Martin Havel ock, his voice resounding through the crypt. “I'm Duke
Larrin. That'sthe name | go under. Thiscrypt ismy headquarters. From here we have put through
successful crime. Thereismore to be done.

"No dumb dicks are going to cross us. Neither are any stools that work for The Shadow. Were going to
blot out the onesweve dready got - and athird man with them. That's settled. When Croaker Mannick
arrives, well let him do the wiping, like he did with three others."

Havel ock turned toward Cardona as he spoke. Hislips snarled the names of the three men whom the
fiends of the crime crypt had marked for degth.

"Perry Trappe. Tyler Bogart. Brisbane Cabot." Havelock laughed. "They're the ones we blotted out -
and you three are dueto follow."

He turned and faced his henchmen. Rising, Havelock waved his arm toward hisuncle. Cecil Armsbury's
countenance was a gloating one.

"This" stated Havelock, "isthe slent partner. Cecil Armsbury. The man who built this crypt. The one
who planned our crimes. He has reclaimed articles which might have exposed his past. Through his
cunning, we have aso gained fabulous wedth. He is the man who showed the way to obtain the mummy
case of Senwosri, whichisworth -"

Havel ock paused. Armsbury's chuckle took up thetae.
"A quarter of amillion,” wasthe old man's statement.

Eager gasps came from the crooks as they heard these astounding words. Duke Larrin's aids were
beginning to redize the mammoth proportions of this crimering. Martin Havelock, however, maintained a
cam demeanor. He knew the truth. Cecil Armsbury had not told one half the reputed val ue contained
within the mummy case of Senwosi.

"The jeweed Vishnu from Hyderabad." Cecil Armsbury was checking as he spoketo Fingers Keefdl.
"The golden panel from the Temple of Heaven. The sacred scroll from the Kaabain Mecca Those were
fakes which needed to be destroyed. Y ou performed that work, | am told. Y ou have my thanks.

"With the mummy case of Senwosri came the antiquities which | once sold to the Egyptian Museum. That
was your work" - Armsbury had turned to Brodie Brodan and Sinker Hargun - "and it was well done.
Those antiquities were fakes - clever ones, but liable to detection. They are to be destroyed.”

"| placed them in the treasure room," reminded Martin Havelock, in an undertone. He meant the
compartment at the end of the crypt.

Cecil Armsbury nodded. The old man was gloating as he looked toward Handley Matson. The curator
of the Egyptian Museum was aghast at the news which he had just heard.



"Living men have obstructed our path,” resumed Armsbury. "Some of them have died. Others ill live.
Three of them are here before us." He pointed to the prisoners. "They shall die- al three. Living shdll be
dead"

THE old man's chuckle resounded in hollow tones through the vaullt. It was afiendish sign of an evildoer.
The prisonerswho heard it knew that they could expect no mercy from this crud captor.

"Living men have brought ustrouble," continued Armsbury, in adramatic voice. "Therefore they shal die.
The dead mean more to us than the living. The dead can bring us wedlth!”

He turned to gpproach the huge mummy case. While the others watched, Armsbury clawed away the
loose straps which bound the huge Egyptian casket.

"Wedth from the dead!" exclaimed Armsbury, turning to face hisligteners. "' Senwosri, the son of
Amenemhe, brings us hisgiftsl Theliving have deserved to die. The dead deserveto live. Had | the
power, | would restore life to Senwosri.

"That cannot be." The old man's tone seemed regretful. " So we must accept Senwosri as dead. Let us
look upon hiswedth. Feast your eyes, my friends, upon the plendor that will glitter from within this
casket!"

As he completed his statement, Cecil Armsbury seized the front of the mummy case and pulled it open.
The powerful wrench brought him aongsde the casket, facing the men who thronged the crime crypt.
That was as Cecil Armsbury had intended. A showman in hisways of crime, he wanted to see the effect
upon the members of Duke Larrin's band.

Cecil Armshury stared at faces that showed grotesquely in the crime crypt. He had noted eager eyes, he
expected to hear gasps of dation. Instead, he was amazed by the sight of frozen faces.

Brodie Brodan's eyes were bulging. Fingers Keefd was sinking as hislegs trembled benegth him. Bozo
Griffin - Fritz Fursch - Sinker Hargun - these redoubtabl e lieutenants were wavering. Armsbury stared at
Martin Havel ock.

The crook who called himself Duke Larrin was asrigid asastatue. A look of horror showed upon his
whitened face. His gaze was centered upon the opened mummy case. Something within it had petrified
theinternational crook.

With asnarl, Cecil Armsbury sprang forward. He wheeled and gazed in the same direction of the others
- toward the opened front of the mummy case. His snarl died. He, too, stood astounded.

The figure that loomed within the mummy case was not the dead body of Senwaosri, son of Amenemhe,
Instead of awhite-wrapped mummy, Cecil Armsbury gazed upon aliving formin black. A tal, spectrd
being was surveying the crime crypt crooks with burning eyes. That penetrating gaze brought terror.

Black from head to foot. Eyes, done, of the features that were hidden beneath the projecting brim of a
douch hat. A form shrouded with a cloak of sable hue. Such wasthe terrible figure that Cecil Armsbury
and the others saw. They also viewed the thrests that thisliving cresture carried - apair of mammoth
automatics that bulged from black-gloved fistd!

"The Shadow!"

Cecil Armsbury gasped the name that others dared not utter. In answer came atoken from the opened
mummy case of Senwosri. It was a strange, weird burst of whispered mirth that rose to a crescendo
within the hollowness of the crypt; then faded to leave taunting echoes that seemed voiced by amyriad of



invisble, impish tonguesd

The laugh of The Shadow! To the startled crooks who heard it, that strident mockery came asa
prophecy of doom!

CHAPTER XXII. WORDS OF THE SHADOW

NOT one crook dared make amove. Silence reigned within the crime crypt, but the memory of The
Shadow's laugh prevailed. The Shadow had caught these fiends at amoment when they thought their
safety complete. Not agun was ready to chalenge the threat of his mammoth automatics.

Cliff Mardand uttered an inaudible sigh of relief. He had forgotten that his own life was at stake. He hed
been chiding himsdlf for the failure which had brought two others - Joe Cardona and Handley Matson -
to share hisfate.

The presence of The Shadow had ended al thoughts of doom. That spectra visitant in black, his ready
gunslooming before the terrified crooks, had the Stuation completely within his control. One againg six;
but The Shadow dominated the half-dozen!

Moments seemed to linger within the crime crypt. Bulging eyes stared as The Shadow's weird shape
moved forward. With adow, gliding motion, The Shadow issued from the mummy case of Senwosri.

Histal figurein plain view, the master who battled crime whispered forth alaugh more terrifying than the
firs. It was a shuddering laugh that seemed to come from everywhere. Sinister mirth pounded the
ear-drums of the listening fiends. All trembled. Even Cliff and the two prisoners beside him felt the horror
of that mockery.

"Living shdl be dead." The Shadow's pronouncement camein ashbilant tone. "The dead has cometo life
to ded judgment. Y our crimes are ended.”

The blazing eyes were focused upon the cringing crooks. Again an echo of The Shadow's laugh; then the
hissing voice spoke:

"Y ou are murderers. Perry Trappe died through your conniving. So did Tyler Bogart. One man -
Croaker Mannick - was the instrument through whom desth was dedlt.

"Croaker Mannick met hisfate. He challenged my might. He fought me amid darkness - a Tyler Bogart's
home." A pause; The Shadow's whispered laugh was throbbing at the recollection. "A fight in the
darkness. The Shadow dwellsin dark! Croaker Mannick did not escape The Shadow. Croaker
Mannick, man of murder, died as hefled!"

A gesture of one automatic added emphasisto The Shadow's statement. Fingers Keefel stared,
bewildered. He remembered shotsthat Croaker had fired, back in Bogart's strongroom. Croaker had
fought with The Shadow - and had lost!

"Croaker Mannick left Bogart's." The Shadow's voice was a creepy sneer. 1 carried him from the spot
where he had died. Hisbody will never befound. But | retained hisfamous revolver. It was | who visited
the home of Brisbane Calbot - to play the part of Croaker Mannick!"

THE truth broke upon Fingers Keefel. He redlized now the oddities of that meeting in Calbot's curio
room. He had seen Croaker Mannick there - but Croaker had seemed different. Fingersrecalled the
paleface of the murderer; Croaker's unusual suggestion.

Fingers had attributed them to nervousness on Croaker's part. He knew now that The Shadow had



feigned such expressions so that Fingers would not detect the imposition!

"Croaker Mannick placed Brisbane Calbot in the vault.” The Shadow's whisper was asibilant throb. "I
was Croaker Mannick. It was | who released Calbot - |, The Shadow - to carry him to safety. Brisbane
Cdbot lives! Living, he provided the clew to crimel™

The whole truth was dawning upon dl. Cecil Armsbury, asnarl frozen on hislips, wasfacing The
Shadow with eyesthat till showed the glower of afiend.

"Cecil Armsbury!" The Shadow's scoffing tone marked the crook who had backed the schemes of crime.
"Purveyor of falsetreasures. | learned your game; but |, The Shadow, waited. | foresaw the culmination
of crime. | sought away to reach this crypt and take you and your minions unaware.

"| visted the Egyptian Museum! | saw your collection of antiquities. | knew them to be spurious. |
learned of the mummy casesthat were coming in. | divined that they would carry living henchmen.”

A gasp from the corner of the room. It came from Handley Matson. The curator of the Egyptian Museum
had gained a sudden inkling. He redlized the identity of the old visitor who had caled during the afternoon
to see the tomb of Senwosri.

The Shadow! He had played the part of Professor Sturgis Dilling. His package - his briefcase - these had
contained his black garments and his huge automatics. The Shadow, with masterful craft, had opened the
door to Senwosri'stomb. He had entered - to close the door behind him.

"| took the part of Senwogi." The Shadow delivered alow, ominouslaugh. "The mummy and dl its
treasure is safe - within the locked sarcophagus where | placed it. That container - supposedly empty -
was not touched.”

It was Joe Cardona who uttered an amazed exclamation. He redized the subtlety of The Shadow's
work. The crooks had ignored the rel ocked sarcophagus. So had the police. Both had passed by theredl
treasure. Ungtolen, the mummy of Senwosri and its fabul ous accompaniment of gems and gold had never
|eft the EQyptian Museum.

The Shadow had tricked the crooks of the crime crypt with their own game! Minions of crime had been
carried into the Egyptian Museum within closed mummy cases. The Shadow, foreseeing that move, had
countered with the same scheme. Brodie Brodan's picked henchmen had served as carriersto bring The
Shadow, himsdlf, to the crime crypt!

TENSE slence reigned. The Shadow held the crooks at bay. They knew that their crimes were learned.
Cecil Armsbury's past swindles were uncovered. Murder had been exposed. The secret of the crypt was
known. The ways of fiends were ended.

Cliff Mardand, yanking one hand loose from the cord that bound hiswrists, was preparing to give The
Shadow aid. Cliff had served The Shadow in situations that had held thisweird intensity.

He knew the ways of cornered crooks when they faced The Shadow. Firdt terrified; then cowed; they
invariably |leaped to desperate measures when they redlized that The Shadow knew al the evil which they
had committed.

Cliff's hand was free. The Shadow's agent was reaching to aid Joe Cardona. This action was unnoticed
by the crooks. Their staring eyes were dl upon The Shadow. Six fiends were waiting, al with common
thought. Their hope was away to thwart this master who held them helpless. A single spark aone was
needed to explode them.



It came. Martin Havel ock - the redoubtable Duke Larrin - was the one who led the challenge to The
Shadow's might. Facing the looming automatics, the snarling internationa crook was seized with sudden
wildness

A cry echoed through the crypt as Martin Havel ock gave the word for mass attack. Nearest to The
Shadow, Havelock leaped forward, hurling his reckless body into the path of both The Shadow's guns!

CHAPTER XXIIl. THE SHADOW'SMIGHT

A TERRIFIC roar exploded within the crime crypt. It was the burst of an automatic wielded by The
Shadow. Its report, caught by the vaulted room, sounded like the outburst of amighty cannon.

The shot wasfired just as Martin Havelock precipitated himsalf upon The Shadow. The crook sprawled
as he reached his objective. The Shadow, whirling aside, let Havelock plunge on. The crook dove head
firg into the bottom of the mummy case of Senwosri. His clawing fingers only grazed the swishing cloak
of The Shadow.

The Shadow never turned to gaze at Havelock's body. His shot had marked the end of Duke Larrin's
career of crime. Havel ock, dead from asingle bullet in hisheart, offered no new threat. There were
others who needed ataste of The Shadow's blistering lead.

They were coming to thefight. Theroar of the automatic had brought them to swift action. Brodie
Brodan - histhree lieutenants - dl were yanking shining revolversto fight the common foe. The delay of
Martin Havelock's plunge; The Shadow's sidestep - these were factors which gave the crooks an

opportunity.

Brodie Brodan, leveling hisrevolver, wasthe first to make aforward lunge. Aheed of the others, Brodie
sought to fire. The Shadow's second automatic spoke. The gang leader crumpled. The automatics
continued like the roar of musketry. Their thunder was accompanied by tongues of flame.

Bozo Griffin staggered, wounded. Vainly, the hard-faced gang lieutenant tried to fire as he backed
againg thewdl. A new bullet laid him low.

Fritz Fursch, dropping to the floor, got away one shot. His hasty aim waswide. As he steadied for a
second shot, atongue of flame spat toward him. Fritz crumpled with astifled groan.

Sinker Hargun, dowest on the draw, was the coolest in hisam. Backing toward the side door of the
crypt, the fiercest of Brodie Brodan's henchmen aimed a shot to kill. The Shadow had taken the others
firgt, in consequence of Sinker's downess. Apparently, Sinker was set to beat him to this shot.

Finger on trigger, Sinker pressed. As he did, the report of his revolver was accompanied by sight of The
Shadow's dropping form. Sinker aimed again, in wild dation.

He never fired. The Shadow'sfdl had been designed. Coming a split second ahead of Sinker's shat, it
had enabled the black-garbed master to escape the steady gangster's fire. While Sinker, thinking that he
hed felled his enemy, was pointing for new ddlivery, another blast from an automatic sponsored new
echoesthrough the crime crypt.

The Shadow, shooting as he crouched, was perfect in hisrapid aim. Sinker Hargun dumped. Hisleft
hand went to his body. Hisright arm lowered. Hisrevolver loosened from spreading fingers. It clattered
on the stone floor of the crypt. Sinker folded; hisbody cracked the floor with athud. The gangster rolled
on hisback and lay motionless.



Cecil Armsbury! The chief plotter of thisband of crooks had chosen different tactics than the others. His
am was escape. Plunging across the crypt, he had taken advantage of The Shadow's activity. He had
made his objective the devator that led to hisliving room above.

A man blocked his path. Armsbury, gun in hand, found himsalf wrestling with an unexpected foeman who
had risen to meet him. It was Cliff Mardand. The Shadow's agent strove to hold the master plotter.

Armsbury fought with savage fury. His strength was surprising. Cliff could not wrest the revolver away
from him; but he did manage to hold Armsbury on equa footing. Together, the two struggled while The
Shadow performed execution upon snarling crooks.

Joe Cardonawas struggling with the bonds which Cliff had partialy released. The detective broke free,
He paid no heed to Handley Matson's cries for release. He could ad the curator later. Joe launched
himself upon Cecil Armsbury, in an effort to aid Cliff Mardand.

Amazingly, the old man increased his power as his adversaries doubled. He wrenched himsdlf free and
leveled hisrevolver squardly a Joe Cardona. Cliff Mardand, hurled againgt the wall, flung hisarm
upward and hit the old man'swrist. Armsbury's shot ricocheted from the celling.

Cardonaand Cliff legped forward, just as Armsbury yanked open the door to the elevator shaft. A cry
came from Cardona.

"Stop him! He's going up to his house above!”

Armsbury broke away asthe two men seized him. His swinging hand ddlivered aside clip to Cardonas
head. The detective dumped from the glancing blow of the revolver. Springing clear, Armsbury leveled
hisgun at Cliff. The Shadow's agent made afutile spring to stop the shot.

ARMSBURY'S gloating cackle ended as a burst of flame was accompanied by aroar from the crypt.
The old man'sarm dropped. The Shadow, picking the only opening past Cliff Mardand's intervening
body, had clipped the archcrook in the shoulder.

Cliff seized Armsbury's gun. He dragged the old crook forward into the crypt. Joe Cardona, risng
dazed, saw that Armsbury was helpless. Joe picked up arevolver that was lying on the floor beside the
body of Fingers Keefdl.

Cliff Mardand, standing by the door toward the elevator shaft, heard awarning hiss beside him. He
turned to find himsdlf staring into the eyes of The Shadow. Before Cliff could nod in reply, he was drawn
through the door toward the elevator. Thrust aboard, he found himself riding up through blackness.

The Shadow had withdrawn his henchman. He knew that Cliff's status might be questioned, even though
Cliff had aided Joe Cardona. With his agent, The Shadow was departing. Death reigned in the crime

crypt.

The Shadow had played his part. He had ended the reign of crime. He had saved wedlth that crooks had
marked for theft. The crime crypt had been uncovered. Joe Cardona, representative of the law, wasin

possession!

The Shadow had picked the exit through Armsbury's, learning of it from Joe Cardonas cry. Standing in
Armsbury'sliving room, he pointed Cliff Mardand toward the door. The agent nodded and hurried from
the house. It was his part to vacate this vicinity.

Cliff, as he reached the corner of the nearest avenue, paused for along breath. It was then that he heard
the whispered echo of aweird laugh - a sound that seemed to come from in back of Armsbury's home.



The laugh of The Shadow! It was sinister mockery that denoted triumph. Y et to Cliff, it carried astrange
note that presaged impending action!

CHAPTER XXIV.FROM THE CRYPT

DETECTIVE JOE CARDONA stared about him. He wasin possession of the crime crypt. Heredized
for thefirst time that The Shadow had departed; then he discovered that the prisoner who had aided him
was also gone.

Cardona had not recognized Cliff Mardand in the dim light of the crypt. He suspected that hisfellow
prisoner had been aformer member of the crooked gang. That wasal.

Cecil Armsbury, done of al the crooks, il lived. The old man, sprawled hdplesdy againg the wall, was
wegponless. Hewas clutching hiswounded shoulder, whimpering asthough in pain.

Gaspsfor aid attracted Cardonas attention. The detective was forced to smile as he noted Handley
Matson. The museum curator was weakly endeavoring to release himsdf from the bonds which held
him.

Cardona approached and aided. Handley Matson, freed, staggered to hisfeet. He was unsteady; his
cadaverous face showed pallor. Cardonathrust agun into his hand.

"Look after Armsbury," ordered the detective. "Keep him covered. I'm going to seewhat'sin here.”

Cardona motioned toward the door beyond the mummy case of Senwosri. Picking up loose revolvers
from the floor, the detective approached and hacked at the lock of Armsbury's treasure room. Hefinaly
used arevolver to blast away the lock.

The sight of glittering objects opened Cardona's eyes. Here was pelf of tremendous value - stolen wedlth
which Armsbury had stored away during hislong career. It captured the detective's entire attention until a
sharp cry made Cardona turn back to the crypt.

Cecil Armsbury had risen weskly to hisfeet. Handley Matson, nervous, had made no attempt to stop
him. Now, with arenewa of hisold vigor, Armsbury had |egped upon the curator!

Cardona saw Matson go down. Hisrevolver clattered on the floor. Armsbury scooped it up with his|left
hand and sprang to the side of the crypt as Joe Cardona blazed arevolver shot.

The bullet missed its mark. Armsbury, with fiendish strength, yanked open the side door. Cardona, firing,
sprang forward. Armsbury seemed to possess a charm against the detective's bullets. Cardonasaw him
disappear beyond the door.

"Comeon!" Cardonathrust anew gun into Matson's hand as the curator rose from the floor.

THEN, with prompt pursuit, the detective yanked open the door and reved ed the long passage which
Armsbury had taken. The old crook was fleeing toward a spot of safety which Cardona had not known
wasin existence.

Joe fired down the passage. His bullets ricocheted from the walls, too late to stop Armsbury'sflight. The
old man had gained the other end. He was going through the panedl. Cardona dashed after him and
reached the barrier. He yanked it open.

"Hurry! Hurry!" he heard Armsbury cdling. "We must get away or al islost!”



Scuffling feet sounded on stairs. Armsbury had caled to Sinker Hargun's henchmen. These gangsters had
not heard thefiring in which their leader had been dain. The buried crypt was sound-proof.

Cardonadelivered wild shots as he dashed through the storeroom, with Matson at his hedls. Hisflashlight
showed the stairsthat led above. He blazed in that direction. Return shots resounded. Then adoor
dammed shut. Cardona clambered up the steps and tried to crash the barrier. It resisted.

Cecil Armsbury was explaining mattersto agroup of excited gunmen. He was urging them to flight; and
he pointed out the way. Across the basement was an elevator shaft. An open car stood there. The
operator and the janitor were staring at the sound of shots which they had heard.

A revolver barked from amobster's hand. The eevator man and the janitor fled for cover, leaving the car
deserted. Armsbury waved his good arm and the mobsters followed him into the lift. The door clanged.
They rose upward to the lobby floor.

The door was flung open. The operator of a second elevator looked out as he saw a gun-wielding
gangster spring from the car that had come from the cellar. He made alegp to stop the armed invader.

The gangster, with others at his hedls, flung the devator man aside and paused to am at him. Then came
asharp cry from asecond mobster. The aiming man looked up. Straight ahead, framed in the outer
doorway of the lobby, was alooming form in black!

The Shadow!

A FIST-CLENCHED automatic barked. The murderous gangster dropped. Others raised their guns and
started fire. Automatics thundered in quick return. The Shadow's shots, aimed at the startled group,
found quick effect. Mobsters sprawled, their hasty shotstraveling wide.

"Back! Back!" Cecil Armsbury was screaming. "Up to the roof!"

Three gangsterswere al who could obey. Diving into the devator, they clanged the door. Thelift started
up. Armsbury uttered acry of satisfaction. Then came agrowl from amobster, peering through the
datted side of the elevator.

"Hes after ud" was the man's satement. "In the other devator!™

Armsbury peered through the dats. Hislipswrithed as he redlized the truth. The Shadow had seized the
second eevator and wasin pursuit.

The shaft was designed for three elevators. The central one was not in use. Hence there was a space
between the two - the one which contained Armsbury and his gangsters and the other in which The
Shadow was following.

"Out with the light,” ordered Armsbury.

A mobster clicked the switch. The elevator was passing the seventh floor. Armsbury knew that the old
hotel had twelve stories.

"Sow it!" he ordered in an undertone. "We can't get out before he reaches us-"

The command was obeyed. Gangster guns were through the dats, ready to blaze The Shadow's elevator
when it came dongside. In the vague gloom of the shaft, the other car was gaining upward impetus. Its
solid top was aguard againgt bullets; but its datted sdes were vulnerable, beginning three feet above the
floor.



Gangster guns blazed. The faster moving elevator wasthe target. To return the fire, The Shadow would
have to be at the dats. Bullets flattened againgt The Shadow's lift. Others whistled between the bars.

Growling gangsters stayed their fire as the other elevator shot by. There had been no reply. They thought
that they had clipped The Shadow!

"Down!" gasped Armsbury. "Down! Don't take chances-"

A mobster fumbled in the darkness. He stopped the car and started its course downward. Thistime they
could fight their way through the lobby. Sure of safety, the mobsters were grouped against the
open-datted side.

Then came thunderous roars. From the height above, the second elevator came dropping, with al control
released. The Shadow had loosed it from the topmost floor. With terrific speed, he had taken the
downward pursuit!

Freed from the control of the elevator, he was at the datted sides, pouring the lead of hisloaded
automaticsinto the car which held Armsbury and the frightened mobsters.

NOT one had suspected The Shadow's ruse. They had thought - as Armsbury had suggested - that The
Shadow might have crouched to cover to avoid their shots. But to drop - asif from nowhere, on a
twelve-story plunge! Thiswasthe stroke that caught them unaware.

Cecil Armsbury crouched to the floor as cursing mobsters dropped about him. Of adozen shots
delivered by The Shadow, seven had passed between the dats. They had crippled the trio of mobstersin
the car with Armsbury.

Alone capable of action, the old crook yanked the control as The Shadow's car whizzed past.
Armsbury's evator jammed to a stop between the fifth floor and the fourth. It started upward at the old
man's action on the control.

A whigtling sound wailed through the shaft. The Shadow's|lift had struck the air-cushion in its confined
shaft below the fourth floor. Rebounding as though shot upward by a spring, it wasin new pursuit. The
Shadow had regained the control!

Armsbury's car clicked to astop at the twelfth floor. The old man clawed open the door. He dashed
along ashort passage, up steps, and pulled open abarrier. He hurried out to the roof of Ridgelow Court.
Hewas ahead of The Shadow. L et the dying gangstersremain in their useless elevator!

Reaching a corner post at the rear of the roof, Cecil Armsbury clung therein the darkness. He was
obscured from the glare of the city's sky. He steadied his right wrist upon the cornice. Gloating; he
pointed revolver at the door through which he had come. He waited.

Though capture might prove inevitable, Cecil Armsbury was determined to commit one find deed of
crime. He had reached this spot in time to await The Shadow. The moment that the blackclad avenger
might appear, Armsbury's hand would pressthe trigger.

Sure degth - with this steady aim. Armsbury's eyes were keen as they watched the whitened surface of
the door. Not even The Shadow could come there undiscovered. Armsbury's only qualm was the
possibility that The Shadow might avoid thistrap. Y et the old fiend, chuckling, counted on The Shadow's
daring.

The being who had come to the crime crypt in the mummy case of Senwosri, there to iminate aband of
fierce ruffians, would certainly not avoid this chalenge. In the crypt, Armsbury had chosen flight. That



course was ended. The Shadow would learn the perfection of Cecil Armsbury's calculating aim!

ON thetwdfth floor of Ridgelow Court, The Shadow was standing by the very exit which Armsbury had
taken. Behind him were the open doors of two eevators: the one containing the bullet-scarred gangsters
whom Armsbury had abandoned; the other, the car in which The Shadow had arrived.

There was one path which Armsbury must have taken. The Shadow knew it: through that door to the
roof. The Shadow's gloved hand was upon the door. Then came a solemn, whispered laugh from lips that
were hidden by the upturned collar of the black cloak.

The Shadow saw the trap. He knew the odds which Armsbury was playing. His keen eyes spied a
window at the bottom of the steps. The Shadow took it as his objective.

Gloved hands raised the sash. The Shadow'stdl form passed through the opened window. Strong fingers
gripped an ornamental stone above thewindow. A long arm was thrust higher; it clutched the base of the
cornice.

Clinging with one sure hand, The Shadow swung over space. His free hand joined the gripping one. Both
held the base of the cornice. The Shadow's body moved upward. A rising hand pressed powerful fingers
againgt the top of the cornice.

Both hands gained this objective. The Shadow's body reached the base. It rested firmly there; afreed
hand reached benegath the black, enshrouding cloak.

That hand produced an automatic. Gripping the weapon of vengeance, The Shadow raised hand and
head above thewalled cornice. Clinging to his precarious perch, he turned his keen eyesin searching
gaze across the roof.

The Shadow was more than a dozen feet from the door which Cecil Armsbury was watching. The old
man was hidden in the darkness of the opposite corner; but the whispered laugh which was almost
inaudible told The Shadow's divination.

The one spot which the villainous sponsor of the crime crypt could have chosen was that opposite
corner. There, The Shadow knew, the fiend was waiting with his gun trained on the whitened door from
the twefth floor!

The Shadow raised head and shoulders. His automatic leveled. Here, at the front of the roof, the glow
was behind him. His douch hat and the upper portion of his cloak formed a spectrd silhouette against the

glowing sky.

A cry came from acrossthe roof. Cecil Armsbury had spied The Shadow. Clinging to his vantage post,
Armsbury shifted am as heredized that the door could no longer be histarget. With hiscry, Armsbury
fired.

THE blaze of the revolver showed the old man's exact location. The bullet, though aimed in haste, was
close. It clipped the brim of The Shadow'stilted hat as it whistled past to space. Armsbury's frantic finger
was pressing for asecond shot when The Shadow's answer came.

The automatic barked. The Shadow's aim was perfect. The flash of the crook's revolver was dl that he
had needed. The leaden messenger found itstarget.

A second cry came from Cecil Armsbury. The old man'sclinging arm logt its hold. His revolver dangled,
hanging from histrigger finger. It clattered to the roof. A wail came from Armsbury'slips asthe master of
the crime crypt toppled backward.



Headlong over the cornice - thus did Cecil Armsbury plunge. Twelve stories downward to the courtyard
behind the old hotdl; Armsbury's helpless body formed acircling, puppet figure as it dropped though
darkness. It crashed upon the paving.

The Shadow crossed the roof. Peering from the rear cornice, his keen eyes distinguished the contorted
form of the villain who had perished. Cecil Armsbury was dead; his motionless corpse was lying on the
cement that covered the passage between Ridgelow Court and the crime crypt!

Crime from the crypt was ended. From the crypt had Cecil Armsbury fled. The Shadow, from the crypt,
had blocked the monster's path of flight.

Minions of crime had perished. Duke Larrin's band of murderers and raiders were no more. Last to die
had been the master schemer of the lot: Cecil Armsbury.

Weird laughter sounded its triumph from atop the old hotdl. Its tones reached the roof of the old mansion
where Cecil Armsbury had lived.

Chilling, penetrating mockery! Its echoes faded with eerie irony, asthough creeping through the old
secluded mangon that they might reach the crime crypt as atoken of The Shadow's victory!

THE END (NOTE: Hereisadescription of the main charactersin the story. They were placed
throughout the story in the original pulp. They have now been placed at the end of the story, so as not to
interrupt the flow of the narrative.)

CECIL ARMSBURY

Under the guise of adventurer, world-traveler, collector of various treasures, Cecil Armsbury has been
successful in accomplishing amasterful plot of crookedness. Thevictims of hisevil are not awvare of his
treachery - not yet. But thereisatime for reckoning, and Cecil Armsbury plansfor such atime.

From within his own home, he acts asthe master mind of thisvast plot. He foresees al contingencies; he
redlizesthe difficulty of the task which he undertakes. But hisevil mind isequd to dl the Stuations, and
his cunning sufficient to bring to him aides who carry out ordersto the I etter.

DUKE LARRIN

A master crook in his own right, Duke Larrin attempts to take advantage of another master crook - and
there results the most deadly combination of wickedness possible. Oneis a schemer beyond reproach;
the other isacrook of internationa reputation who islooking for new territory, new means of crime.

Duke Larrin and Cecil Armsbury, two of akind! They pool their experience, and out of it comes aplot
that isbigger than anything any single crook could imagine. Theideais perfect; the sysem they planis
foolproof. They account for everything - everything except The Shadow!

HARRY VINCENT
Agent of The Shadow

Of dl The Shadow's agents, Harry Vincent is probably the most important. It was Harry Vincent who
aided The Living Shadow, long ago, in his battle againgt the gang of diamond thieves. But that was only
after The Shadow had saved Vincent when he was on the brink of death, and thuswon his everlasting
loyalty and subservience.

Vincent, asthe dean of The Shadow's agents, isworthy of his post. Quick-thinking, fast-acting,



impressive-looking - that is Harry Vincent. He follows orders, and when necessary, is ableto do hisown
thinking, arequirement essentid to al agents of The Shadow.

"FINGERS' KEEFEL

Another lieutenant of the master crooks. Fingers and Brodie Brodan are both serving the same purpose -
doing thework "up front" while the masters do their plotting behind the scenes.

"BRODIE" BRODAN

One of gangland's big shots, isonly an incidenta lieutenant in this campaign of great crime. Nevertheless,
upon him rests much of the success of this crookery.

JOE CARDONA Ace detective of the New Y ork force

Although The Shadow is not an officer of thelaw, hefightsfor thelaw at dl times, and, indirectly, isthe
law's most effective agent. There was atime when the police did not believe in The Shadow, when the
name was accounted as nothing more than amyth. Even today, officidly, thereis no such name on the
policerolls. Inal reports, it isa"person unknown" who does something which brings the police on the
trail.

But to Joe Cardona, ace detective of the New Y ork force, The Shadow isreal. More than once
Cardonas life has been saved by this master fighter; more than one baffling case has been "solved" by the
police because The Shadow set the scene, gave Cardonathetip, and let this ace detective win new
laurels by making amarvelous "catch." Joe Cardona knows he owes everything, including hislife, to The
Shadow.

CLIFF MARSLAND

To the underworld, Cliff Mardand is afree-lance fighter, agunman of high repute. He owes dlegiance to
no gang; hisnerve, his gun-fighting ability, make him aman in demand when big jobs are planned; and his
priceishigh.

Cliff Mardand has areputation. He was in the Big House on amurder charge; he has dozens of crimes
accredited to him.

But what the underworld does not know is that the murder charge Cliff took waslifted from the
shoulders of another, and that the crimes credited to him are dl trumped up. And aso, that thisfree-lance
fighter who owes alegiance to no gang is an agent of The Shadow, enemy of gangdom, and useshis
built-up reputation in order to maintain contact between the chiefs of the underworld and the king of
crime avengers - The Shadow!

CLYDE BURKE
Newspaperman

As anewspaperman, Clyde Burkeisawizard. All sources of news are open to him; his"scoops' have
made him in demand by every paper in the country. Clyde servesfaithfully on the Classic, leaving his
occupation only when duty calshim esewhere.

That duty, by the way, is not imposed by his newspaper superiors, but by someone else - by The
Shadow. For Clyde Burke, who was once down-and-out, ready to give up entirely, was rescued by The
Shadow. The master who saved hislife now calsit hisown, to be offered up if need be. But The
Shadow's agents, though they risk their lives continuoudy, also have the protection of their master, the



man who wastes no lives, but saves many.



