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CHAPTER |. BIRDSOF A FEATHER

"YOUR mail, Mr. Rowden."

"Ah, yes. Thank you."

The switchboard operator passed a stack of envel opes to the man who stood in front of the lobby desk.
Rowden amiled as he received the mail. He scanned the envelopes; then thrust them in his pocket and

drolled into the e evator.

The switchboard girl sighed as the door closed. It was not often that the Malison Apartmentsreceived
such debonair guests as Roke Rowden. Small and obscure in the midst of Manhattan, the Mdlison

catered chiefly to bargain-hunting tourists.
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Roke Rowden was a novelty. He had the bearing of a man-about-town. Suave to the points of his
sharp-tipped mustache, friendly of eye and manner, he had become the switchboard operator'sidal.
Rowden's dight swagger; the easy fashion in which he carried his gold-headed cane - these were
gentlemanly mannerismsthat the girl judged as perfection.

Even in the devator, Roke Rowden lost nothing of his poise. Cane beneath hisarm, heretained his
studied pose until the car had reached the fifth floor. Then, with his accustomed gait, he strolled forth
along acorridor and stopped at a door marked 516. Deliberately, Rowden unlocked the door and
entered. He closed the door behind him.

"Hdlo, Roke."

Rowden turned quickly as he heard the greeting. For amoment, his face was disturbed. Then he smiled
suavely as he observed a dark-eyed, smooth-faced man lounging in an easy chair. This chap had aquiet
air that marked the real gentleman. A contrast to Rowden's affectation.

"Soit'syou, Tracy," spoke Rowden. "1'd forgotten that you were coming in. Usually, you dide up here
just efter | arrive.”

"| thought it best to change that plan thisevening. After al, someone might connect us, even though | do
get off at different floors and use the stairway for the rest of the trip."

Rowden nodded.

"And by theway," added the man called Tracy, "it would be agood ideafor you to tell methe name I'm
to use tonight. Forget that I'm Tracy Lence.”

"All right," agreed Rowden. "Y ou're Claude Kilgarth for the time being. And | have good news for you,
Claude, old boy. The pay-off isdue."

"The sucker bit, oh?"

"Swallowed the line with the bait. That'swhat comes of using an artistic build-up. I've been working for a
full month off and on, seeing the sap only occasiondly, letting him ripen.”

Roke Rowden paused to pull the letters from his pocket. One by one, he ripped open envelopes, read
their contents and tore both letters and envel opes before tossing them in the wastebasket.

"Eventhismail ispart of the build,” chuckled Rowden. "That's what comes of having afew paswho
travel around the country. They frame business | etters from various concerns. | dways accumulate alot
of important-looking mail."

He stopped as he cameto along envelope. He studied it carefully; then tore it open and read the letter
insde. He shook his head; then chuckled.

"Thisisanew one," hedeclared. "I can usudly figure who planted these | etters for me. Every con man
has his own type of crowd asarule. But thisoneisfrom abook shop; that is, it'son their stationery.”

"Wheat city?' inquired Tracy Lence.

"New Orleans,” replied Rowden. "I guess Biggs mailed it. He must have grabbed some of the stationery.
An odd letter, too. It beginswith 'Esteemed Friend.' Biggs springing agag, | guess.”

ROKE tore the | etter and the envelope. He tossed them aong with the rest of the trash. Then, with a



suave smile, helighted a cigarette and turned toward Lence.

"Let'stalk busness," suggested Rowden. "I told you we were due for the pay-off. It'sripe, tonight. The
fal-guy iscoming hereto see me a nine o'clock.

"His nameis Northrup Lucaster. An old duck from Des Moines, lowa, who came east to spend afew
monthsin New Y ork. Somebody introduced him at one of the clubs. That'swhere | spotted him."

"| figured that game was about your speed,” remarked Lence. "Go on. Give metherest of it.”

"What are you getting at?' retorted Rowden. "Say - | can put up afront with anybody. The reason |
picked this duck from lowawas because he looked like acinch.”

"That'sjudt it, Roke. Why spend amonth on him?We could have pulled at trimming and gone on with
another job.”

"I've only seen him off and on," explained Rowden. "I was looking for better bets, al dong. But | didntt
spot them, so | went ahead with Lucaster.”

"Apology accepted,” put in Lence. "Proceed with Lucaster. What's hefdling for?'

"Silver," chuckled Rowden. "Therésbeen alot of talk about it in the Middle West. Price of the metal
going up. Free silver, maybe. That'swhat they think. So | told L ucaster my phony story.

"I spilled ayarn about a Nevada silver mine that was closed up because it wasn't paying. Poor
trangportation facilitiesand al that bunk. Closed up forty years ago. Present ownersready to sall metheir
stock cheap. They don't know that therés anything init.

"A friend - that's you - isready to go haf shares on the purchase. But you've only got enough to buy the
stock; someone e se has to furnish the kale to start operations. A pool isthe system. Y ou and L ucaster
each put up haf. | get acommission, that I'll takein stock.”

"Well, it sounds dl right,” decided Lence. "I'll be Claude Kilgarth. Where do | come from?"
"Zanesville, Ohio. Y ou told me you know that town."

"And how much am | putting up?'

"Twenty-five grand.”

Lence eyed Rowden coolly.

"| thought," he remarked, "that you said Lucaster and | were going to put up equa amounts.”
"1 did," returned Rowden.

"Y ou mean then" - Lence paused, incredulous - "that twenty-five grand isthe game? That it'sdl youre
going to tap thisfelow for?"

"Yau

"And you call him asucker! Say - that's chicken feed for the amount of trouble you've goneto. Ten
grand apieceisabout al well net, after we chop off the expenses we've incurred. What's the idea,
Roke? Isthat al the coin the old fellow can spare?”



"It'sal | can show. Twenty-five grand.”
"Y oumean -"

"I mean that I've got that much in asafe-deposit box a the Manhattan Night Bank. I'm going down there
to get it. Youll hold theroll and flash it. When you hand the mazuma over to me, Lucaster will do the
samewith hiswad."

"You sgp!" Lence showed indignation. "That isn't necessary. Y ou could count on meto swing it. A
check, faked to look like it was certified. That would do for my share.”

"It'stoo late now, Tracy."
IIWI,]y?I

"Because my build was a cash down proposition. Lucaster fell for it on that basis. We'd lose out if we
tried to switch the game. Hemight get leery.”

"Twenty-five grand! From what you've told me, this sucker should be good for fifty."

"It's twenty-five in the bag, though, Tracy. We can take it on the lam before Lucaster wises. | told him
we'd have to go out to Montana. Weeks, perhaps, before he'd hear from us.”

"All the more reason why you should have hit for bigger dough. However, it can't be helped.”

"That'sthe way to look at it." Rowden became brisk. "Wdll, Tracy, stick around until | get back. I'm
going down to the bank. Take alook a some of those time-tablesin the table drawer. Pick the route you
want to take when we leave town."

Roke | ft the apartment.

LENCE had risen from his chair; he ood with handsin coat pockets. With hisright, he wasjuggling the
duplicate key with which he had entered this apartment. As minutes drifted, Lence kept eyeing the door
with crafty, Sdelong gaze.

At lagt, convinced that Roke was actually on hisway to the bank, Lence became active. Stepping across
to the wastebasket, he stooped and fumbled among the torn letters. He found the one that Roke had
received from the New Orleans book shop.

Roke had torn the letter in two pieces. Lence held the portions before the desk lights. He chuckled as he
noted the thickness of the paper. Moistening thumb and forefinger, he began a pedling process. The thick
paper came apart in two portions. Lence laid the rear sheets upon the desk.

Leaving theliving room, he returned with aglass of water. Moistening acorner of his handkerchief,
Lence dabbed the inner surfaces of the rear sheets. Writing appeared. It wasin code.

Seating himsdlf at the desk, Lence began to trandate. The message was a brief one, addressed to himsdlf.
It read:

LENCE: COME AT ONCE TO NEW
ORLEANS. 421 DOLIER STREET.
INQUIRE FOR BRILLIARD.



FOLLOW HISINSTRUCTIONS.
CYRO.

Laying the deciphered message beside the torn sections of the pedled |etter, Lence drew awatch from
his pocket and noted the time. It was haf past eight. Lence made amental caculation; asmile appeared
upon his smooth face.

Rowden had spoken of atable drawer where railway schedules were kept. Lence noted the tablein an
alcove at thefar corner of the room. He moved in that direction, found the drawer he wanted, and began
to examine the schedules that he found. He chose three that included listings of through trainsto New
Orleans. He thrust them into hisinside pocket.

Closing the drawer, Lencetook a metal case from his pocket and extracted a cigarette. He was obtaining
alight ashe gtrolled from the alcove. As he puffed, he shook the flame to extinguish it. He looked up.

Lence'sfingersrelaxed. The burnt match dropped to the floor. The smileleft hislips as he stared toward
the dark where he had | eft the message. Tracy Lence was staring into the mouth of arevolver. Thegun
was held by Roke Rowden.

The other crook had returned while Lence wasin the dcove. Theturn of hiskey had not been sufficient
to attract L ence's attention. Entering, Roke had noted L ence's absence. He had seen the message on the
desk; he had read the trand ation.

Gun in readiness, Roke Rowden was waiting to demand an explanation of this surreptitious
correspondence. His suave countenance had hardened. Roke was prepared to hear factsfrom his
partner, Tracy Lence.

CHAPTER II. ONE MAN DEPARTS
"WELL?" rasped Roke.
Lence made no reply. He framed awesk grin that brought a sneer to Rowden'slips.
"Speak up!" ordered Roke, with asignificant gesture of hisrevolver. "What's the game you're working?'
"Put up therod," suggested Lence, trying to regain his composure. "I'll talk - on afriendly bagis.”

"Youll tak theway | want it. Thislooks like adouble cross, Tracy. Stand where you are - and answer
the questionsthat | put to you."

"All right. Have it your own way."

Eyes steady and gun leveled, Rowden made a gesture with his free hand. His thumb-nudge indicated the
torn letter on the table.

"I've heard of thisfelow, Cyro," announced Rowden. " Supposed to be the dickest swindler inthe
business. Whoishe?’

"I don't know," replied Lence.

"No?" snarled Rowden. "Well, I'll take your word for it. They say that Cyrois so smart that even the
stooges who work for him don't know who heis. Isthat right?"

"Itis"



"And youre one of hisoutfit?'
"l am."

Roke relaxed dightly and resumed his suavity. He did not lower the revolver, however. Lence till faced
the threatening weapon.

"| thought Cyro was abig shot,” he snorted. "One who kept his stoogesin the money. That doesn't seem
to apply inyour case."

"It doesn't,” admitted Lence. "I fluked onejob for him, Roke. That put me on probation.”
"Probation?'

"Certainly. That'sthe way Cyro works. Ordered meto shift for mysdlf for sx months. Maybe held take
me back after that."

"He knew where you were?'

"Yes. Withyou."

"How did you know thisletter came from him?"

"I waswatching for it. I've taken alook through the wastebasket every day 1've been here."

"So that's why you've kept coming around so much, eh? Double-crossing me, on account of Cyro."
"Don't take that dant, Roke. I'm playing onthelevd, so far asyou're concerned.”

Roke considered. There wastruth in Lence's statement. The gun began to lower; then Roke changed his
mind. He saw aloopholein his companion's argument.

"WHEN weteamed up,” decided Roke, eyeing Lence narrowly, "we made a straight fifty-fifty
agreement. | said that I'd work the front to begin with. Y ou could be the blind. But the gag was fifty-fifty,
wan't it?'

"Certainly.”

"All right. Wetrim Lucaster tonight. Then we tackle this Cyro business - fifty-fifty."
"l can'tlet youinonit, Roke."

"Why not?'

"Cyrowouldn't haveit, that's al. Be reasonable, Roke. Here's a proposition for you: I'll go through with
this Lucaster dedl; but I'll only take five grand. All the rest will be yours. Our partnership will be ended.”

"That doesn't suit me, Tracy."
Lence considered.
"Takedl of it, Roke," he pleaded. "That'sfair enough, isn't it? All yours and quits.”

"That doesn't sound bad," remarked Roke, with atouch of sarcasmin histone. "Not bad at al. At least it
wouldnt, if it came from some other guy than you.



"But | haven't forgotten a crack you made - just before | went out to the bank. Y ou called twenty-five
grand chicken feed. | wasthinking that over while | was out. | thought it wasjust big talk, coming from a
fellow who was on his uppers. Now I've got the answer.

"l guess twenty-five grand issmall changeto you. It would be, for afellow that used to work with Cyro.
I'd like to bein with his outfit mysdlf. Do you hear that, Tracy?"

"l do. But it couldn't be arranged.”
"Why not?'
"Y ou wouldn't make the grade.”

Rowden became tense. His face took on avicious expression. For amoment, he was threatening with
therevolver. Lence amiled.

"No offense, Roke," he remarked. "1 smply stated afact. That was all. Cyro picksthe men he wants. He
isparticular. To begin with, his associates have to be gentlemen -"

"Why you -"

"Gentlemen, | said. Men who can talk and act like gentlemen. Not poserswho go in for pointed
mustaches and swagger around with acane. That may bluff retired business men from lowa. It doesn't go
with the Four Hundred.

"That's where Cyro finds the saps - among the upper crust. But he leaves the plucking to fellows like
mysdf -

Lence broke off. He was telling Rowden too much. Roke caught the reason for the interruption.

"Fellowslike yoursdlf, en?' he quizzed. "And like Brilliard, the man mentioned in the note. So you don't
know who Cyrois. Well - who's Brilliard?!

"l never met him, Roke. He's probably someone working for Cyro.”
"Who have you met in Cyro's outfit?"

L ENCE made no response. Noncha antly, he began to puff his cigarette. Each time he removed the
cigarette from hislips, he kept his hand high and away from his body, out of respect to Rowden'sleveled
gun.

"Gentlemen!" snapped Rowden. "Y ou and the rest of them. | can't make the grade, the way you look at
it. Cdling it quits. That'syour proposition.”

"Y ou make twenty-five grand,” reminded Lence. "The full haul from this Lucaster sucker.”

"I wastaking half of it anyway," sneered Rowden, "and you wouldn't be offering me your cut if | hadn't
talked termswith this gat I'm holding. I'm no chisdler, Tracy; but you are. Y ou've provediit.

"Now I'll dothetaking. Youll take the fifty-fifty split | offered. But you'll let mein on this Cyro
proposition. Wait aminute” - he paused as Lence made a gesture; "I'm not going to ask you to queer
yoursdf with Cyro. Y ou don't have to spill any news about me.

"When wetake it on thelam, well head for New Orleans together. Y ou go about your business. I'll play
the silent partner. Y ou know | can keep agood thing to mysalf. So you won't be spoiling Cyro's game.



But remember: it will befifty-fifty, between us™

"Not achance, Roke." Lence spoke serioudly, as he poised his hand above an ash stand and let the
cigarette sump fal. "I'm giving you straight stuff when | tdll you that the dedl wouldn't work. Therésno
money for mewhen | get to New Orleans.”

"No? Then why are you passing up your cut here?'

"Because | want to get back with Cyro. Thistrip means expenses. Nothing more. After that, maybe I'll
get something better. I'm playing for the future, that's al.”

"Soaml."

"All right. Maybe | canfix it for you. Wait until | get with Cyro. If | work well on thisded he'spulling -
whatever it is- | may have achanceto boost you in with the outfit."

"But you say you've never met Cyro."

"I've reported through to him. I'll do the same again. | won't forget you, Roke. Put up that gat. Let's get
st for thisfal-guy from DesMoines.”

"Get me gtraight,” rasped Roke, with awarning thrust of the gun; "I'm going to New Orleans My
proposition stays. No other.”

"But you can't forcemetoit.”

"Can't 1?1 could drill you and walk out of here without a person knowing it. That'swheat I'll do, too,
unless you come clean. Tekemy terms; and if | find you trying to double-cross me, I'll queer Cyro's

game.

"I know enough about it" - Roke ddivered an ugly laugh - "enough to put the skids under it. Therésthe
proposition, Tracy. Areyou taking it?"

"l guess s0," replied Lence, wearily. "Put up the gat, Roke. What you say goes. You'rein - on your own
terms.”

Roke lowered his gun. His suave smile returned. Lence, abit dejected, came toward his companion.
Roke watched him fumblefor his cigarette case. Lence brought the object from hisleft coat pocket. He
offered a cigarette to Roke, who shook his head. Lence hel ped himself to one.

"Got amatch, Roke?' he asked, in ahumbletone. "I think | used my last one."

Roke started to fed in his|eft coat pocket. Lence, in anatural fashion, copied the action, putting hisright
hand to his coat. Suddenly his hand came snapping into view.

Roke, with asnarl, raised hisrevolver to fire. Hewastoo late.

A gun had flashed in Lence's right hand. Point-blank, Lence loosed a shot at Rowden from arange of
three feet.

Roke'srising gun stopped short. A pained expression came over the man's mustached face.

With gasped groans, Roke Rowden dropped his revolver. Hunching, he pressed his handsto his breast;
then, with asickly expression, he subsided to the floor. He lay there moaning, unable to pick up hisgun.
The man was mortaly wounded.



"THANKSfor thetip, Roke," sneered Lence, lighting his cigarette. "I thought you were bluffing with that
gat, until you reminded me that the shot would not be heard. | forgot that the near-by apartments were
vacant.

"I'd like to help you out of misery” - Lence paused as he picked up the torn pieces of Cyro'sletter and
the trand ation that went with them - "but it would not be artistic. Y ou might passfor asuicide, the way
you'redying. A second bullet - through your brain - would be agive-away."

The glass of water was standing on the desk; besideit lay Lence's handkerchief. Lence polished the sdes
of the glass; then tipped it with his elbow. The glasstoppled from the table. It broke upon the fringe of a
rug and its contents trickled aong the floor.

"Maybethey'll think you were going to try poison, Roke," suggested Lence. "Maybe they won'. It
doesn't matter, either way. They won't weep over acon man goneto blighty. This, however, is most
important.”

Lence was polishing the handle of hisrevolver. Stopping by Roke's side, he grasped the dying man's
deeve and tugged ahand into view. He shoved his own gun into Roke's fist. Roke's fingers loosened; but
onedigit caught the trigger guard. The gun remained.

In case the police ingpected the murder bullet, the gun Lence had substituted in Rowden's hand would be
proven the one which had fired the shot. Lence was building up asuicide theory.

A bulge showed in the dying man's coat. With professiona skill, Lence thrust his hand into Roke'sinsde
pocket and produced a bulky wallet. Opening it, Lence drew forth awad of bank notes.

Helooked at hisvictim's huddled form and laughed at Roke's paled expression. The gun was dangling
nestly from Roke's fingers, asthough the hand had relaxed without completely losing hold. Roke's eyes
were closed. His shoulders heaved and sank as he breathed.

"Twenty-five grand,” chuckled Lence, as he counted the money that he had extracted. "I'm glad you
brought it from the safe-deposit vault, Roke. It would have been uselessthere. Y ou don't need it any
longer, Roke.

"A man doesn't commit suicide while he still has abank-roll the Sze of thisone. Let me see Ten dollars,
twenty, thirty - you're aflashy-looking chap, Roke. You'd carry at least ahundred. I'll raise the ante.”

Lence added two twenties and afifty to the three tens. He took two fives and a one from his own pocket
and added them to make atotal of one hundred and thirty-one dollars. He replaced the small sumin the
wallet.

Carefully avoiding the blood that stained Roke's shirt-front, Lence dipped the wallet back into the ingde
pocket. Edging the dying man's body aong the floor, he uncovered the revolver that Roke had dropped.

Lence picked up Roke's unused gun. He eyed the victim and observed that Roke was dmost motionless.
Sow, moaning gasps came with painful monotony. Roke gave no other sign of life.

Stepping to the wastebasket, Lence dug out afistful of torn paper. He began to examine fragments of
envelopes. Thethird one was half an envelope that bore a New Orleans postmark. The next fragment
looked like the missing hdf. Lence compared them. The two fitted.

There was no return address on the envelope. Lence recalled that Roke had not mentioned the book
shop until he had opened the letter. Thrusting the torn piecesinto his pocket, the murderous con man
started toward the rear of the apartment.



On theway, he stopped and felt the time-tablesin his pocket. He decided to keep them. With alast look
at Roke Rowden'sinert body, Tracy Lence ddivered an evil chuckle and departed, through a darkened
room.

Opening awindow, he stepped to afire escape. Roke Rowden had purposely chosen an apartment with
an available emergency exit. Closing the window behind him, Tracy Lence, murderer, stole softly
downward into the darkness of a courtyard.

CHAPTER II1. UNEXPECTED VISITORS

SILENCE persisted in that lower courtyard after the departure of Tracy Lence. The murderer's stealthy
footfdls had been but dight clicksin that gloom. Stilled atmosphere clung shroudlike in the court during
the five minutes that elapsed after the murderer's exit.

Then came motion. A soft swish disturbed the darkness. Noiselesdy, afigure had glided into the
courtyard. Unseen, a phantom shape was moving toward the fire escape that Tracy Lence had
descended.

A new presence had arrived. Some one - abeing in black - was reversing the course that L ence had
followed. A hidden shape arrived at the very window from which Lence had |€ft the apartment. A soft
laugh whispered in the darkness.

That sound, scarcely audible, was atoken of identity. This mysterious prowler, gpproaching the scene of
crime, was a personage to whom such journeys were commonplace. The being from darknesswas The
Shadow.

To crookdom, The Shadow was aliving foe. Men of evil knew his prowess. Time and again, plotters of
crime had gained evidence of The Shadow's uncanny ability in bringing doom to crime. A weaving figure
cloaked in black; the author of astrident laugh that accompanied the withering staccato of barking
automatics - such was The Shadow.

And, as mute testimony of this master fighter's strength, men of evil had found the silent bodies of their
pasin crime. Dying mobsters had coughed his name - The Shadow - in gasping their last breaths. And
aways, when The Shadow arrived to deal vengeance upon foes of justice, he came with unexpected
Sedth.

Thelittle, likethe big, could fed The Shadow'swrath. For his campaign was one of extermination. The
Shadow knew that men of smdler schemes would become the makers of large plans. To The Shadow,
crimewas crime. That axiom had brought him here tonight.

Somehow, The Shadow had learned of Roke Rowden's scheme. He knew where the swindler lived. He
had full knowledge of the time set for the trimming. He knew also that a confederate would be present to
ad Roke Rowden in the fleecing of Northrup Lucaster, the gentleman from Des Moines.

THE window by the fire escape opened at The Shadow's pressure. The spectral raider had expected as
much. He had seen the apartment house from the outside. He knew that Rowden would have chosen an
gpartment with an emergency exit. The unlatched window was proof that thiswas part of gpartment 516.
It was ready for aquick get-away.

The Shadow entered the darkened room. Straight ahead, a door stood gjar. As The Shadow advanced
with stedlthy glide, aclock in the living room chimed the hour of ten - thetime set for Lucaster's arriva.
The Shadow knew.



No voicesfrom the living room. Y et Rowden had expected another friend before Lucaster's arrival. By
the usua procedure of con men, conversation should bein order. Silence told The Shadow that
something was wrong.

Listening by the partly opened door, The Shadow caught the sound of afaint moan. Slowly, he edged
through the doorway. Hisform emerged into the lighted living room. Automatic in hand, The Shadow
stood motionless as he eyed the dying form of Roke Rowden.

The Shadow had come here tonight to play a hidden role. Such crooks as Rowden belonged to the
police. The Shadow had arranged for the law to capture Rowden and his unknown pal. The Shadow had
arrived only to cover the exit which he knew the crooks would take.

But instead of two living men, he found one man, dying. A single glance at Rowden's swegt-sained face
was proof that the man'slife was dmost gone.

The Shadow's hand disappeared beneath his cloak. It |eft the automatic there. In its place, it brought out
aphid that contained a purplish liquid. Stooping, The Shadow applied the dixir to Roke Rowden'slips.

Moaning ceased. A tremor shook the huddled frame. Roke's eyes opened. They met The Shadow's
burning optics; those burning eyesthat gleamed from benegath the brim of abroad douch hat. Roke
uttered a hoarse gasp. Lence's gun dropped from Roke's fingers, as the dying man brought both handsto
hisface to shut off sght of that blazing gaze.

With maddened effort, Roke struggled to his elbow. He wanted to regain hisfeet. The dixir had given
him vigor; sight of The Shadow had added terror. Struggling upward, Roke caught the edge of the table
and drew himself to hisfeet. He swayed crazily. The Shadow's strong arm caught him.

With the stare of a hashish fiend, Roke gazed toward the blankness of the desk. He was focussing his
eyesthere, to avoid another view of the grim figure in blackness. To hisdying stare, The Shadow had
symbolized degth.

But Roke could not escape the sinister whisper that sounded in his ear. There was fierce command in the
shilance of the single word that The Shadow uttered:

ROK E gasped incoherently. He could not frame the words he sought to speak. Hisleft hand clutched the
edge of the desk. His sagging form leaned heavily againgt The Shadow's shoulder. Then Roke'sright
hand crawled, spiderlike, until it clutched the pen that Tracy Lence had left upon the desk.

A loose sheet of paper lay close beside the pen. Breathing wheezy sighs, Roke scrawled anamein
childish letters that ran ragged across the paper. Four letters only in that name; yet it took the full width of
the sheet asit spelled the word that gasping lips had failed to uiter:

CYRO

"Cyro," hissed The Shadow. Histone indicated that he, like Roke, had heard the name before. "Tdl me"
- it was acommand, not aquestion - "Cyro was here?’

Roke's head shook weakly as the dying man delivered a negative response. Ingtantly, The Shadow took
up the lead.

"The man who was here," he hissed, "was an associate of Cyro?”



Roke managed to nod.

"That man shot you -"

Aganthenod.

"Although hewasin your game."

A third nod. More feeble than the others.
"Hisname," came The Shadow's order.

Roke'slipstrembled. They failed, as before. His hand fumbled for the pen and gained it. Roke began to
write; His fingers made hopel ess scratches with the pen. The Shadow stretched a gloved hand forward.
While he supported the sagging form, he steadied Rokes wrist.

A knock at the door. Roke's hand stopped. His head tilted crazily as his eyes|ooked in the direction of
the sound. Again the knock. Then avoice:

"Hello, Rowden." A pause. "ThisisLucaster. Are you there, Rowden?"

Roke tried to speak. His body dumped toward the desk. Steadying the man's shoulders, tripping Roke's
right wrist, The Shadow ordered:

"Writel"

Roke sought to obey. His hand made scratches with the pen. Lines up and down; then theink stopped.
The penwasdry.

Watching, The Shadow tried to trace some form of lettering. But such effort was beyond Roke Rowden.
Scratches, up and down, asillegible as hiswords were incoherent.

"Rowden! ThisisLucaster!"

Painfully, Roke turned his head toward the door. Then adeep sigh puffed from hislips. The pen dropped
sraight downward and stuck upright, quivering in the bare floor. Roke's body collgpsed like adummy
figure.

Holding the limp form upright, The Shadow knew that the swindler was dead.
"OPEN the door!" The voice beyond was gruff. "Open! In the name of the [an!"

Motionless, The Shadow was staring toward the door while he held the scarecrow form of Roke
Rowden. A soft laugh quivered from his unseen lips. He had expected this change of tune from the other
sde of the door.

Crash! The door quivered asaheavy form hurtled againg it.

The Shadow drew his hands from Rowden's body. Roke's dead form went sprawling to the floor and
rolled Sdewise upon one arm.

Another jolt at the barrier. One hinge broke as the door sprang inward. Shouts for another try. A
momentary lull.

The Shadow wheded. Swiftly, he swept toward the door to the inner room. Weirdly, he merged with the



darkness beyond.

Then cameafind crash againgt the outer door. The barrier ripped from its hinges. A broad-shouldered
policeman came plunging through and sprawled head foremost on the floor. Close a hishedls sprang a
stocky, swarthy-faced man brandishing arevolver.

It was Joe Cardona, acting inspector, ace deuth of the New Y ork police force. Cover-up man for the
cop who had crashed the door, Joe was ready with his gun, anxious to bead any crook who might use
the officer for atarget. As he concluded awide sweep with his gun arm, Joe Cardona came to a sudden
stop.

While a policeman and a detective sergeant crowded in behind him, Joe stared at the prone form of
Roke Rowden. The others copied his example. The big cop who had smashed the door picked himsalf
up and joined in the gaze. Joe looked toward the door of the inner room.

Advancing with leveled gun, the ace reached the inner door. He pulled aflashlight and clicked it ashe
entered. His sweeping glare showed that the room was empty. Joe moved to the window. He raised the
sash and spread the glimmer through the lower courtyard. Turning back, Joe clicked out hislight and
faced the detective sergeant who had followed him.

"If anyone went that way, Markham," said Cardona, "he's made his getaway. There's nobody at the
bottom of that fire escape. Come on back. Let's take alook at the dead guy in the other room."

CHAPTER IV. THE MAN FROM DESMOINES

JOE CARDONA had missed his guess about the lower courtyard. His powerful torch had thrown a
broad glare into that silent space; but itsrays had failed in their effectiveness. Joe had missed the inner
corner by the bottom of the fire escape.

Thus he had failed to see the one spot where afigure lurked. Thefringe of the flashlight's circle had
stopped at the very feet of a shrouded form that had stood absolutely motionless. It was not until Joe had
given up the search that the blackened figure moved.

Swiftly, silently, The Shadow travel ed through the passage to the street. A taxicab was standing thirty feet
from the opening. For amoment, a darkened shape showed asit passed a Street |lamp. Then thefleeting
form reached the cab. The Shadow stepped aboard.

"Cobdt Club."

The order came in aquiet voice. The driver nodded. He had not heard the passenger enter; but he had
expected thisarrival. Moe Shrevnitz, the driver of that cab, wasin agent of The Shadow. He had posted
himsalf at this appointed spot in response to an order previoudy received.

EIGHT minutes later, the cab whedled up in front of the exclusive Cobalt Club. Thistime the door
opened visibly. A tal, stoop-shouldered man alighted. He was wearing neither hat nor coat; hisgray hair
formed an untidy shock benesth the light of the marquee.

Moe Shrevnitz closed the door and drove along the street. He had a delivery to make. A bag wasto go
to the Metrolite Hotdl, to be left there for Mr. Lucaster. Moe had brought the bag in his cab, empty.
Ddlivered, it would contain garments of black - hat, cloak and gloves - which the owner would later

regan.
The stooped man with gray hair had entered the Cobat Club. An attendant stopped him. Excitedly, the



man spokein acrackly voice:

"The police commissioner! | must seehim! Tl him o, a once.”
The attendant paused, doubtfully.

"Itisurgent," camethe plea. "Urgent!"

"Your name, Sr?'

"Lucaster. Mr. Northrup Lucaster. From Des Moines. | must see Commissioner Barth. Tell him | shall
explan.”

The attendant went to a card room. He returned and nodded to the gray-haired man. Lucaster started
forward. He encountered atall, ba d-headed individua who was coming from the card room.

"Areyou the police commissioner, Sr?' questioned L ucaster.

The bald-headed man paused to study the questioner through apair of pince-nez spectacles. He thrust
his head forward with the manner of an eagle. In apompous tone, he declared:

"I am Wainwright Barth - the police commissioner. Y ou are the gentleman who asked to see me?"

"Yes" Theresponse was eager. "I am Northrup Lucaster. Hereismy card, commissioner. | am from
DesMoines, lowa. A recently retired manufacturer -"

"Ah, yes. And your purpose here?"

"Look, commissioner.” Lucaster drew alarge envelope from his pocket. "I have twenty-five thousand
dollars here. Fresh from the bank this very afternoon. Men are seeking it -"

"Then why do you carry it with you? Are holdup men on your trail?
"No, no. Swindlersl They want me to bring the money to them.”
"Have you informed detective headquarters?'

"This afternoon, commissioner. Let me explain what has happened. | had an appointment this evening
with a man named Roke Rowden. | was to bring this money to his apartment. | suspected aswindle. |
caled headquarters and talked to an ingpector. His name was Cardona -"

"Yes. Goon."

"He said that he would go in my place. That he would trap the swindler. | suppose that he has done so
aready. But | have not heard from him. | think that | should go there at once, to the gpartment where
Rowden lives™"

"Why w?l

"To identify Rowden after heisarrested. The man is crafty, commissioner. But | made amistake. | drew
my money before | notified headquarters. | do not like to go to Rowden's. Commissioner, themanisa
most persuasive taker. It wasintuition only that made me believe him aswindler. | can not leave this
money a my hotel. Yet | am afraid to carry it. | learned that you might be here, a thisclub -"

"One moment, Mr. Lucaster,” interrupted Barth. The commissioner's eyes were agleam with interest.



"Where does this man Rowden reside.”

"At the Madlison Apartments. Less than ten blocks from here.”
"And Cardonais aready there?'

"Heshould be"

"Very well," decided Barth. "'l shall accompany you there, Mr. Lucaster. My car isoutside. Let us start at
once. Y our decription of thisswindler intriguesme.”

A dight smile showed on the cracked lips of Northrup Lucaster. A singular shadow swept acrossthe
floor asthe gray-haired stranger stalked by the commissioner's side. The Shadow knew Wainwright
Barth's penchant for viewing crimein person. He had decided to bring the commissoner into this case.

TWELVE minutes |ater, Detective Sergeant Markham burst into Rowden's living room, where Joe
Cardona was watching a police surgeon make his examination of the body. Markham was excited.

"Lucagter's here," hetold Joe, "and the commissioner iswith him! They're coming up.”
"L ucaster - with the commissioner?' Joe evidenced surprise.

"Both of them," replied Markham. "That'swhy we couldn't get Lucaster at hishotdl. He got dl excited
and went to see the commissioner. They're coming now, Joe."

Markham stepped away from the door. Ten seconds later, Wainwright Barth stepped into view, hisface
gleaming with interest. Behind him wasthe gray-haired figure of Northrup Lucaster.

"I learnthat itisacase of homicide," exclaimed Barth to Cardona. "I am glad that Mr. Lucaster cameto
seeme. Let us hopethat he can identify the body. Ah, Mr. Lucaster, isthisthe man?”

Cardonawatched Northrup Lucaster move fateringly toward the form. He appeared grestly distressed
a the sght of death. His head nodded dowly; and his expression showed pity.

"That is Roke Rowden," he stated. "Poor chap. | am sorry for him. | - | hope you did not have to kill him
- on my account."

"He was dead when we crashed the door," announced Cardona. "It looks alot like suicide. See that
glass, broken on the floor, commissioner?

"What has that to do with it, Cardona?'

"I've seen other caseslikeit, commissioner. Fellow deciding to take poison. Rillsin this case, it would be.
They get so shaky they drop bottle, glass, or whatever they're holding.”

"And then?'
"They figure agun the best way out.”
"Did you know thisfdlow, Cardona?'

"No. But I've heard of him. Mr. Lucaster'sidentification settlesit. Roke Rowden was acon man,
commissioner. But I'm not sure he committed suicide."

"Ah! You haveaclue?'



"AsK Mr. Lucagter.”
"Why me?" questioned the Des Moines manufacturer, in aquivering tremor. "How should | have aclue?
"From what you told me this afternoon.”

Eyes glimmered as heavy eyelids blinked. Joe Cardonadid not catch the gleam. The Shadow, in his pose
as Northrup Lucaster, was careful to keep the light behind him when he faced Cardona.

"l understand!" he exclaimed, in the crackly tone he had assumed. "There was a man to be here - with
twenty-five thousand dollars, the same sum that | wasto bring. And yet” - he paused - "yet why should
Rowden have been murdered? He had no money."

"No?' Cardonalaughed. "Y ou werefaling for acon game, Mr. Lucaster. The man who wasto be here
must have been Rowden's pa. They had the money, probably; and maybe - in fact, very likely - dl of it
was Rowden's."

"l see" A nod from the pretended L ucaster. " Perhaps they had an dtercation.”

"That'sit," declared Joe. "The blind - that's the other fellow - may have figured that Rowden's dough was
abetter bet than yours.”

"Excdllent deduction, Cardona,” commended Barth. "Have you any other clues?’
"This," declared Joe, stepping to the desk. "It looks as though Rowden wroteiit.”
"C-Y-R-Q" - Barth paused in his spdling. The nameisincomplete, Cardona."

"I don't think so," responded the deuth. "About ayear ago, commissioner, acouple of Scotland Yard
men came here from London. They told me about aswindler who was burning up the Continent. A
fellow who had gypped members of the nohbility. They said he cdled himself Cyro.”

"An odd name."

"The one by which he was known to his confederates. They said to watch out for himin New Y ork.
Wéll, it lookslike he's been here.

"Yes. | don't think aswindler of his classwould have played for so smal astake as twenty-five grand.
But he might have had agrudge against Roke Rowden. To bump Rowden and take the fellow's money -
well, that could suit Cyro'sstyle. That's only my theory, commissioner; but -"

"It isagood one, Cardona. Proceed with your inspection. New clues may develop.”

FORTY minutes later. Joe Cardonawas summarizing hisfindings. He was standing by Rowden's dek,
where he had placed torn letters and envel opes taken from the wastebasket. Commissioner Barth and
Northrup Lucaster were listening to the acting ingpector's summary.

"Roke Rowden was murdered,” declared Cardona. "He was dain by the man who had come hereto aid
him in his swindle scheme. We have checked with the bank, regarding the key that was in Rowden's
possession. We know that he went to his safe-deposit vault and removed valuables just prior to hisreturn
here.

"The switchboard operator and the elevator man both testify that Rowden returned about twenty minutes
before| cameto arrest him. But they can furnish no clueto any visitor. Rowden's pa must have come
hereearlier.



"We have the name 'Cyro," which Rowden managed to write before he died. Thejob isto find Cyro. The
chances are that the killer left town. The question is: Where did he go? These letters on the desk were
picked up by Rowden a couple of hours ago. There are ten of them, al from different cities, and none of
them look important.

"Weve got about as much chance of tracing the killer through one of these | etters as we have of locating
him by one of those time-tables over there in the d cove. The man may have gone to any one of theseten
cities. Or he may have cut for anywhere on themap.”

Wainwright Barth approached to examine the spread-out |etters. The commissioner shook his head. He
waked around to the acove and looked at the table drawer. A mass of time-tables, spread in disarray.
Barth looked about to find Lucaster standing nesr.

"Y our false friend Rowden was ready for prompt departure,” announced Barth. "The way he mixed these
timetablesindicates that he was choosing some destination.”

"That surprisesme," replied The Shadow, retaining his crackly tone. "I should think that Rowden had
aready made his plans. But this other man - the onewho killed him -"

"That'sapoint,” put in Cardona. "Maybe Cyro dug into this table drawer. He must have been waiting
here for Rowden."

"May | look at these time-tables?' came Lucaster'sinquiry.
"Sure," agreed Cardona.

He watched indulgently while the gray-haired manufacturer made an inspection. Carefully, Lucaster was
sorting out the schedules. At last, Cardona heard him spesk.

"Quite odd," was The Shadow's crackled remark. ™Y ou would think that Rowden had gathered
time-tablesfor dmost every point that can be reached from New Y ork. But he has not.”

"Somearemissing?" inquired Joe.

"Yes" camethereply. "Certain Southern schedules, al of adefinite sort. Floridatime-tables are here; but
those to Atlanta, Montgomery, Mobile and New Orleans are missing.”

"You are ure?'

"Yes. | had intended to take atrip to the Gulf Coast before returning to Des Moines. | am familiar with
those particular time-tables.”

"COME back to the desk," suggested Cardona. "L et'stake alook at Rowden's mail. Maybe he had a
tip-off to something and the fellow who killed him decided to grab it for himself."

They reached the desk. Cardona pointed out the various letters. Lucaster's gray head nodded four times
during the detective's count.

"A letter from Atlanta," began Joe. "One from New Orleans, another from Birmingham. Thefourthis
from Mobile. Those citiesare dl listed on the missing time-tables?’

A nod from Lucadter.

"Four chances, commissioner,” said Cardonato Barth. "But they'real dim ones. After al, theseletters
don't mean athing. They came to Rowden, not to the killer. Theré's nothing about any one of them to



indicate acon game.”

"Thereisapeculiarity here,” remarked The Shadow, in Lucaster'stone. His eyeswere gleaming as he
stared toward the desk. " See this New Orleans |etter, Mr. Cardona.”

"It'sfrom ashipping company,” observed Joe. "' Gives information on cotton shipments. | don't see
anything specid about it."

"But the envelope -"
"|s addressed to Rowden.”
"Yes. But | should say that it was done on a different typewriter.”

"That'sapoint, Mr. Lucaster," agreed Joe. "But the envelope might have been typed by another
stenographer.”

"It has no return address. Of course, Mr. Cardona, that is not entirely unusud. But -"

Asthe speaker paused, Cardona saw him carefully fold the torn letter dong its creases. Then Lucaster's
fumbling handstried to fit the folded I etter into the rearranged envelope. They failed.

Cardona, without inquiring the purpose, tried to help. It was then that he redlized what L ucaster was
attempting to do.

"The letter won't go in the envelopel™ exclaimed Joe. "A long letter and a short envelope. They don't fit."
"That has sgnificance,” put in Commissioner Barth. "L et us see. What could that signify -"
A crackly chuckle from Lucagter. Barth faced the gray-haired visitor from Des Moines.

"I am abusiness man," stated The Shadow, with abeaming smile that fitted Lucaster. "I have recelved
many |ettersa my office. They dwaysfit insde their envelopes, commissioner.

"If I had aletter and an envelope that did not correspond, | would say that the letter did not comein that
envelope. Maybe poor Rowden received two letters from New Orleans.”

"Then whereisthe other one?' demanded Barth.

"Perhaps the murderer took it," suggested The Shadow. "Taking the letter, he might decide to take the
envelope aso. Looking in the wastebasket, he found -"

"The other envelope!™ broke in Cardona. "That'sit, commissioner! Thekiller found the letter firdt. It
meant something to him so he kept it. When he was ready for his get-away, he thought about the
envelope.

"Hewasin ahurry. He grabbed the first envelope that bore a New Orleans postmark. He found the
other half of it and thought he had what he wanted. We're down to one city, commissioner. New
Orleand”

BARTH nodded dowly. Cardonawatched him steadily. The Shadow, peering from the visage of
Lucadgter, aso studied the commissioner. At last, Barth spoke.

"Y ou are going to New Orleans, Cardona,”" he proclaimed. "There you will trace aman caled Cyro. He
iswanted for the murder of Roke Rowden."



"It'slikelooking for aneedlein ahaystack,” objected Joe. "Maybe, commissioner, if wefirst inform the
New Orleans authorities -"

"The needle has athread attached,” interposed Barth, wisely. "Perhaps you may find the thread and trace
it to the needle. Firg, of course, you must check on outbound trainsto New Orleans. That failing, you
will go there, on specid assgnment.”

His order given, Barth motioned to Northrup Lucaster. Together they waked from the gpartment, leaving
Joe Cardona standing by the desk. They reached the commissioner's car and drove to the Metrolite
Hotd.

"Good night, Mr. Lucaster,” said Barth. "Keep in touch with us after you have returned to Des Moines
and we shall tell you how our search has progressed.”

"Y ou think that your man will find Cyro?"

"l do. Cardonais capable. Given alead, he will make the most of it. | am counting upon him to run down
the murderer of Roke Rowden.”

INSIDE the Metrolite Hotel, Northrup Lucaster stopped at the porter's office. He made reservations for
Chicago on the Midnight Limited. His bags were brought downstairs, among them was the one that Moe
Shrevnitz had delivered.

Singularly, Mo€e's cab was the one that whedled up when Lucaster arrived on the street with hisluggage.
The gray-haired passenger stepped aboard and crackled his destination as arailroad termind.

He changed that order as the cab wheeled away. Likewise, he changed his appearance. Black cloak and
hat came from the bag. When Moe's cab stopped on a secluded street, a silent form emerged unseen.

Shortly afterward, alight clicked in adarkened room. Bluish rays threw an eerie shimmer upon a
polished table-top. The Shadow wasin his sanctum. Hislips phrased asibilant laugh. The character of
Northrup Lucaster was ended. So was all thought of DesMoines.

The Shadow, like Joe Cardona, was making plans for an immediate trip to New Orleans.
CHAPTER V.IN NEW ORLEANS

THE brilliant waters of Lake Pontchartrain lay blue beneath the midday sun. Viewed from the shore, the
lake seemed alimitless expanse, stretching clear to the horizon. But to the three people who stood beside
an antiquated limousine, the sight was commonplace. Their eyes were turned skyward, watching a
squatty seaplane asit glided downward toward the water.

"That's Mr. Marr's plane, father." The speaker was an attractive girl of twenty, attired in white sport
costume. "My! It'smaking amarvelouslanding.”

"You areright, Alicia," said the elderly man who stood by the girl'sside. "Thereis Marr at the door of the
cabin. Come, let us meet him when he steps ashore.”

Father and daughter walked away from the car. With them came the third member of the party.

Thisindividua was aman of about thirty. Knickers and sweater gave him an appearance of stockiness.
His face was a handsome one, bronzed and rugged. He was hatless; as he strolled toward the lake, he
ran hisleft hand through his heavy, rumpled hair.



Dunwood Marr had reached the shore when the group arrived. The man from the seaplane had come as
apassenger. Wearing white flannels and blue coat, he was a sportsman rather than an aviator. A manin
hisearly forties, Dunwood Marr possessed avigor that matched histal, limber build. Hislong,
keen-featured face was smiling as he sprang forward to shake hands with the elderly man who cameto
gregt him.

"Danforth Gaudrin!" exclamed Marr. "It's great to see you. | missed you when | flew over from St.
Petersburg last Sunday.”

"That waswhy | wired you," replied Gaudrin. "We had gone on atrip to Grand Ide. If you had only told
usthat you were coming -"

"It was just an afternoon flight, Danforth. Due back in Floridathat evening. But thistime | have cometo
stay for afew days." He paused and turned to the girl. "Hello, Alicia. You'relooking as greet as ever.”

"And you are as complimentary asusud,” laughed the girl. "Y ou've met Reginad Exeter, Mr. Marr.”

"l have." Dunwood Marr shook hands with the stocky young man. "Glad to see you again, Exeter. You
appear to be enjoying New Orleans.”

"l am," replied Exeter.

"And for the present,” added Alicia, "Reggieis acting as the Gaudrin chauffeur. He has shown great sKill
at maneuvering our antique hack. Reggie will demondtrate for your approva.”

They walked to the car, where aman had arrived with Marr's bags. The fellow placed suitcases aboard.
Marr handed him two one-dollar billsasatip. Then Marr and Gaudrin climbed in the back seat with the
bags. Exeter took the whed, with Aliciain the front seat beside him.

AS the car rolled westward along Gentilly Road, Danforth Gaudrin began to spesk. Histone was
confidentia; but it brought a head-shake from Dunwood Marr. Gaudrin understood and nodded.

"How isyour son Luke?" questioned Marr, seeking a change of form of conversation.

"Asusud," replied Gaudrin, with a shake of his head. "Ready to squander what little money he can lay his
handson. Sincel cut off hisalowance, he has been moping about the house.”

"Too bad,” mused Marr. "Lukeisalikable young chap.”
"Hewas," returned Gaudrin, abruptly. "But he has wasted histaents, Marr. Let usnot discusshim.”

Marr nodded. He could understand the disappointment that Gaudrin had experienced because of his
wayward son. Marr produced a cigar case and tendered a panetela to Gaudrin; then took one for
himsdlf. They smoked in silence.

The limousine was gpproaching the center of the city. A big clock chimed asthe car paused before a
stop light. Danforth Gaudrin checked hiswatch and noted that it was twelve o'clock.

"High noon," he remarked. "I'm glad that we are not driving down Canal Street. The thoroughfares are
clogged with pedestrians at this hour."”

"Weturn here?' questioned Marr.

"Yes," replied Gaudrin. "This avenue skirts the congested area and forms a short route to my home."



"New Orleans Streets dways puzzle me,” remarked Marr. "Moreover, | have usualy cometo your house
anight.”

Ten minutes later, the lumbering limousine rolled into the driveway of ahuge, pillared manson that stood
on asecluded sireet. The place had an air of calmness amid the huge oaks on the lawn.

Hanging clusters of Spanish moss gave the big trees a sedate and venerable appearance; pam trees
formed a contrast to the great oaks.

Marr alighted and was reaching for his bags when Exeter, coming from the front seat, stopped him.

"I'm chief handy man aswell as chauffeur," informed Exeter. "Walk right in, Mr. Marr. I'll seethat the
luggage getsto your room."

"Thanks, Exeter."

AS Danforth Gaudrin and Dunwood Marr walked through the gloomy silence of the great hdll, ayoung
man raised his head from a couch in aside room. Luke Gaudrin, sallow and peak-faced, watched the
two men go past. He recognized Dunwood Marr as the guest who had come with hisfather.

The two were bound for Gaudrin's study. That room was located just in back of the parlor where Luke
was lounging. A thick wall intervened between parlor and study; but an unused passage formed a
connection, with locked doors at each end.

With awary glance toward the hall, Luke drew akey from his pocket and stole to the corner of the
parlor. He unlocked the door and entered the passage. He closed the door behind him just as Reginad
Exeter entered the halway with Alicia

Safe in the passage, L uke Gaudrin sneaked to the further door. Stooping, he pressed his ear to the
keyhole and listened. He could catch the sound of voices from within; the words were not plain, for the
two men were waking about.

Then camethe grating sound of chairsbeing moved. Clink of glasses and gurgle of liquid indicated that
Danforth Gaudrin was preparing liquid refreshment for his guest. The voices began again. Luke could
hear every word.

Secretly, Danforth Gaudrin's neer-do-well son was listening in on an important conference. From his
hiding place, Luke Gaudrin was seeking facts from this private discussion. From high up in the passage, a
tiny window admitted feeble daylight. That glimmer showed L uke Gaudrin's face.

The sallow countenance wore an eagerness, mingled with desperation. Whatever the subject that lay
between Danforth Gaudrin and Dunwood Marr, it was apparent that L uke Gaudrin was staking much
upon whatever he might learn.

CHAPTER VI. PAWNED WEALTH

WITHIN the study, Danforth Gaudrin and Dunwood Marr were reclining in easy chairs. Thetwo had
lighted fresh cigars. Tall glassesin hand, they had settled down to a comfortable chat. Y et therewasa
contrast in their bearing.

Gaudrin, elderly and aristocretic, seemed troubled; while Marr, vigorous and pleasant, was enjoying
himsdf immensdly. The reason for the difference was financid. Danforth Gaudrin was at the end of his
resources, Dunwood Marr was areputed millionaire.



"Marr," Gaudrin opened negotiations, "'l fed that | owe you an explanation.”
"Onwhat score?' quizzed Marr, in surprise.

"Regarding the Nautilus," stated Gaudrin. "1 have had word from Captain Emory.”
"Nothing has happened to the yacht?*

"No; but the arrival will be ddlayed.”

"That does not matter. | do not need the yacht immediately.”

Gaudrin gave adight sgh of rdief. He clicked theicein hisglass; then leaned forward and spoke
directly.

"Marr," stated the old aristocrat, "1 appreciate your friendship. It has served mein atime of great need.
When you purchased the Nautilus, one month ago, you did me amarvelousfavor.”

"| don't agree, Danforth,” replied Marr. "The favor was yours. Y ou offered me the Nautilus for twenty
thousand dollars. A mere half of itsvaue. Naturally. | made the purchase.”

"But | promised you delivery of the yacht within thirty days, or your money back with interest -"
"And you tel me now that | must wait alittle longer to receive the ship. That isatrifling matter.”

"Y ou don't understand, Marr," said Gaudrin, in akindly tone. "'l have kept the red factsfrom you. Purdly
asamatter of palicy, you understand. | have been striving for something, Marr; the god isalmost
attained. | want you, asmy friend, to hear the details.”

Marr looked interested, though puzzled. Danforth Gaudrin smiled.

"I am telling you no secret,” declared the elderly man, "when | state that | have been living on the verge of
poverty. Not just for the past month; but for nearly two years. My finances have long since reached the
gtage of exhaudtion.”

"| understand, Danforth. If thereisanything -"

"No. Y ou have done enough. Two years ago, Marr, | reached the point where my resources conssted
chiefly of thishouse and my yacht; the Nautilus. | could have sold the yacht. Instead, | kept it and
chartered it for cruises. | made just enough to keep the yacht in service.

"Y ou chartered the Nautilus ayear ago, Marr. That ishow we came to meset. Y ou said that you and your
guests enjoyed the cruise in the Gulf of Mexico. You - like others - wondered why | did not extend those
tripsto the Caribbean.”

"I recdl that," nodded Marr.

"Well," stated Gaudrin, "the answer issmple. While you and others were enjoying your pleasure Cruises,
the Nautilus was aso serving me. It was prospecting, under the command of Captain Peters Emory, inan
effort to restore my lost resources.”

"Progpecting!" exclamed Marr. " A yacht - prospecting -"

"| thought that would interest you," interposed Gaudrin. "A man who has made hiswedlth through
Mexican mines, asyou have, should beintrigued by theideaof hunting for gold with ayacht. That, Marr,



isexactly what the Nautilus has been doing dl dong.”

THE old aristocrat paused to take aswallow from his glass. He smiled dryly as he leaned back in his
chair. Then he continued.

"More than one hundred years ago,” he declared, "a Spanish ship named the Don Carlosleft Cadizon a
gpecid errand. Its object wasto regain lost treasure from the wreck of a Spanish galleon that lay off the
coast of Hispaniola. The Don Carlos succeeded initsmission.

"Presumably a merchantman, the Don Carlos cruised westward and rounded Cuba, en route to Havana.
There, the ship encountered a storm. In asinking condition, it put in toward the Gulf Coadt. It reached
some obscure place that offered safety; there it sank, close by land.

"The crew took to the small boats. Only afew had survived; those men were the possessors of agreat
secret. They knew where the wreck of the Don Carlos lay. They were sure that they could regain the
treasure for themsalves. So they decided not to return to Spain.

"They fell in with the crew of apirate ship belonging to the famous Jean Lé&fitte. They joined that band
and al waswell until one of the Spaniards decided to betray his companions. He made aded with
certain of hisnew pirate friends. They were to supply aship and aid him in a secret expedition to regain
thetreasure. That led to trouble.”

"The other Spaniards discovered the treachery?' Marr put in.

"Exactly! A battlefollowed. Inthe melee, al of the Spanish survivorswere dain. Not one man remained
who knew where the wreck of the Don Carloslay. Hard after that came the disintegration of Jean
Lafitte's pirate band.

"The secret of the Don Carlos came down through generations. But no one who learned it possessed the
meansto search for thelost vessal. Some years ago; | heard the story. | bought the Nautilus and assigned
Captain Emory to the treasure hunt.

"My resourcesfailed. But | clung to the Nautilus, chartering it for cruises under Emory's command,
hoping that he might locate the missing treasure. One month ago, he returned from a cruise with the news
that he had located the wreck."

"Excdlent!" exclamed Marr. "Do you know, this explains some odd events that happened on the cruisel
took. Emory was aways going on launch trips whenever the Nautilus was a anchor near anidand. He
sad that he was studying navigable passages.”

"That was his pretext,” smiled Gaudrin. "He was actudly seeking the Spanish wreck. But let me proceed.
When Emory returned from the last cruise, bringing the good tidings, | was forced to inform him that the
Nautilus was under attachment for the sum of fifteen thousand dollars."

"I DID not know that, Danforth."

"Of course not, Marr. | wired you in Florida. Y ou were kind enough to come to New Orleans. | offered
you the yacht for twenty thousand dollars. Y ou agreed to purchaseit.”

"Onabargain basis”

"Perhaps. But you conceded to my terms. They were quite unusud, | must admit - cash down, with the
yacht to be ddlivered in one month.”



"l remember. But you explained that, Danforth. Y ou told me that you had chartered the yacht to a British
professor, Pearson Babcock, who intended to go on acoral hunting cruise. He had come here from
London. Y ou did not want to disappoint him."

"That istrue. | used Babcock as an excuse."”
"Then he did not take the present cruise?’

"Y es, indeed. Heis aboard the Nautilus studying his coras. Emory and | decided that he should most
certainly makethetrip.”

"Why s07?"

"Because | invested some of the five thousand - the money of yours that remained after | paid the
attachment - in specid diving equipment.”

"Yes. | remember that. Y ou said that Professor Babcock needed it for gathering coral.”

"Another excuse, Marr. Babcock's cruise had been publicized. By going through with it, Emory and |
were ableto offset the comment that would have arisen had Emory aone set out equipped to scour the
bottom of the Gulf."

Dunwood Marr chuckled in admiration. He took aswallow from his glass; then declared:

"Y ou took me in completely, Danforth. | saw that new equipment for the Nautilus. | fell for the cora
story. Well, good luck to the enterprise” - Marr raised his glass - "and you are welcome to keep the
Nautilus at seauntil shefindsthe treasure.”

"Thank you, Marr," said Gaudrin, warmly. "Y our kindness assures my success. Y ou are not pressng me
for the twenty thousand dollars -"

"Of course not. Unload your treasure - here's hoping Emory findsit - then deliver methe yacht. | had not
intended to useit for sometimeto come.”

"It isnot a case of seeking the treasure, Marr. Emory has dready found it. A radio message informed me
that the gold will soon be raised from the wreck of the Don Carlos."

MARR was speechless. He arose from his chair and extended his hand to Gaudrin. The two men gave
the clasp of friendship.

"I amworth millions, Marr," declared Gaudrin. "Much of my gain will go toward restoring my former
losses. But | shdl be weslthy, even after repaying Captain Emory and hisfaithful crew. Asfor you - well,
Marr, | shall have a present for you."

"A present?’
"Yes. TheNautilus. | shdl return your twenty thousand dollarswhen | give you the papersto the yacht.”

Marr began aprotest, trying to make Gaudrin retract his generous offer. The elderly host would not
listen. Shaking his head, hefilled up the glasses.

Marr finally subsided in his protests. He chuckled as he thought of Danforth Gaudrin's good fortune.
Then, suddenly, Marr's face clouded.

"Your son Luke," he questioned, serioudy. "Does he know about thistreasure?"



"No," declared Gaudrin, emphatically. "He knows nothing.”

"That isgood," decided Marr. "Of course, Aliciacould be trusted.”

"1 have not mentioned the matter to her.”

"Then no one knows, outside of Professor Babcock?!

"That is correct. Of course -"

Marr looked quizzica as Gaudrin paused.

"I was thinking about Exeter," explained Gaudrin. "It is possible that he knows something of the matter.”
"Throughwhom?'

"Through Babcock. Y ou met Babcock - the professor -"

"Y es. Owlface - big glasses -lookslike afossil -

"A good description, Marr. Well, Babcock was harmless, so | took him into my confidence. The treasure
meant nothing to him. He was completely lost in the idea of gathering cord. But Exeter had intended to
go on the cruise with Babcock."

"|s Exeter an Englishman?'

"No. Heisan Australian. He happened to bein New Orleans at the time the professor arrived - while the
Nautiluswas still out on cruise. Exeter read an account of Babcock's arrival that appeared in the
Picayune. He came to see Babcock, who was staying here.”

"He knew Babcock?!

"No. But he had met friends of the professor in Australia. Babcock liked Exeter and invited him to go on
the cord cruise. Afterward, | urged the professor to revoke the invitation."

"How did Exeter takeit?"

"Very decently. Babcock handled it rather poorly; Exeter caught the point and said himself that he would
have to change his mind about the cruise. He said that he might have to go to England at any time, so he
preferred to remain in New Orleans.”

"And you invited him to stay here?'

"Aliciadid. Shelikes Exeter immensdy. He has proven to be ared gentleman. He volunteered to act as
chauffeur during his stay. Asyet, he has not received word from London."

"Perhgpsthat was just an excuse to relieve the professor's embarrassment.”

"Probably. And Aliciajust won't et the young chap leave us. If | explain circumstancesto her, shewould
becomeindignant if | suggested that Exeter might be waiting to see the treasure.”

"And | think shewould beright,” decided Marr. "If Exeter gppearsal right and hasno friends herein
New Orleans, he can hardly be a schemer.”

"Then you would let mattersrest asthey are?' inquired Gaudrin. "Regarding Aliciaand Reginad
Exeter?’



"YES. Wel, Danforth, again alow meto congratulate you. Tomorrow | shall fly back to New Orleans.
Wire me after the Nautilus arrives.”

"I shal wireyou before. Infact, Marr, | shdl expect you back as soon aspossible.”
IIWI,.V?I

"To seemy ship comein. To recelve your twenty thousand dollars. Y ou can cruise back to Foridain the
Nautilus. By theway, Marr, how would you like to receive payment in Spanish doubloons and
pieces-of-eight?’

"Grest!" exclamed Marr. "Do you know, Danforth, that suggestion makes me dmost willing to accept
the money that you offer.”

"Almogt willing?" inquired Gaudrin. "Look here, young man, you'l take that twenty thousand if | haveto
load it in the cabin of the Nautilus"

"I'll settle the argument,” chuckled Marr. "How much do you expect to salvage from that wreck?"
"Perhgpstwo million dollars” replied Gaudrin. "Based on the present level of gold valuation.”

"Then herésthe bargain,” decided Marr. "If you gross over two million, | shal take the twenty thousand.
| don't need the money, Danforth. My Mexican mines are bringing me more than | know what to do with.
But if you gross over two million, | shall agree that you can spare twenty thousand.”

"Very wdl," smiled Gaudrin. "We made one bargain with the Nautilus and you accepted my terms. This
isanother bargain and | shall accept yours. Come. Let us go out upon the lawn.”

Chairsdid back. Glasses plunked upon the table. The two men strolled from the study. Then camea
dight sound beyond the locked door in the far corner.

IN the passageway, L uke Gaudrin rose stedlthily. He turned and made hisway to the parlor. He closed
the door behind him. In sneaky fashion, he went into the hall. Seeing no one, Luke shuffled out to the
front porch.

There the sdlow-faced young man dug into his pocket and produced afew dollars. Luke smiled sourly;
then shrugged his shoulders. He walked a ong the driveway, headed for the avenue and waited until a

passing taxi appeared.

L uke clambered aboard, gave an address and settled back in the rear seat. His smile denoted pleasure.
Apparently, Luke Gaudrin, like hisfather, was looking forward to a prosperous future, thanksto the
incoming Spanish wedth.

CHAPTER VII.IN THE VIEUX CARRE

LATER that afternoon, aman strolled from the depot of the Southern Railway, at the fringe of the Canal
Street business section. It was Tracy Lence. The swindler had arrived in New Orleans.

Lence strolled leisurdly along the principa thoroughfare. To al appearances, he was a chance stranger,
just arrived in New Orleans. Half ablock from the railway station, Lence saw amotion picture theater.
He purchased an admission ticket and strolled past the ticket-chopper.

The swindler chose afar aide. An usher showed him to a seat. As soon as the attendant had gone, Lence
arose and edged back to the upper end of the aide. From this darkened lookout, he watched for other



customers coming through the main door.

Businesswas dow at this hour. The dozen persons who entered while Tracy watched were dl ordinary
patrons. Satisfied that no smart dick had taken up histrail, the swindler went down the aide, found a
secluded exit and stepped out into the light of a side street.

Hedid not return to Cand Street. Instead, he walked aong to athoroughfare that paralleled the main
channd of traffic. A few minutes|ater, he had entered the Vieux Carre, the famous French Quarters of
New Orleans.

Lence had been here before. He knew the generd location of the place he sought. He displayed little
interest in the picturesque details of the Quarter. He walked aong unnoticing the ol d-fashioned buildings
with their overhanging balconies. At each crossing, however, he paused and noted the street Signs. He
found the one he wanted.

Turning left, the swindler walked two blocks further; then stopped before the entrance of astone-fronted
building. A wary glancein both directions. Lence waked through the doorway. He found himsdf ina
stone courtyard.

Up above wereinner balconies, reached by stairways from the interior. The house consisted of rooms
that served as gpartments and studios. Lence chose the nearest stairway and ascended. He looked
through an opened doorway that led from a second-story balcony. He observed the interior of astudio.

On the other side of the large room was adoorway that led to the living quarters. Looking about, Lence
saw aman in the studio. The fellow was a bearded Frenchman, who wore an artist's smock and a beret.
Pdlette on forearm, he was using a brush to apply the finishing touchesto a portrait.

"Bonjour, monsieur,” greeted Lence.

The artist turned and mildly surveyed hisvisitor. Not recognizing Lence, he made a profound bow to the
stranger.

"Ah, monsieur," responded the Frenchman, "que voulez-vousici?'

Lence smiled and shook his head. He caught the meaning of the artist'sinquiry; but his own knowledge of
French wastoo limited to proceed in that tongue.

"Do you spesk English, monseur?* heinquired.

"QOui, mongeur." Again the Frenchman bowed; then repeated his question in English: "What isit that you
wish here?'

"l wishto seeMonseur Brilliard."
"Ah, monseur! Itis| you seek."
"You areBrilliard?'

"Raoul Brilliard."

LENCE paused in surprise. He had come here to find afellow confidence worker. Instead, he had
discovered abonafide artist. In posing asagentleman, Tracy Lence had cultivated a knowledge of
painting. He could see that there was merit to the portrait that Raoul Brilliard was completing.

"Ah, mongeur" - Brilliard had noted Lence's gaze turn toward the painting - "isit for aportrait that you



have come? Perhgps, monsieur there would be someone who might wish my work?’
"My nameis Tracy Lence" replied thevistor.

A change came over the Frenchman's features. Sharp eyes peered from beneath bushy brows. Then,
with avolubleflow of French, Brilliard strode excitedly to the door and closed it.

"Treshien, mongeur. C'est un honneur -"

Brilliard turned while spesking these words. Then, the door closed behind him, he broke off suddenly.
He extended his hand as he stepped toward the visitor.

"l was expecting you," chuckled Brilliard, discarding accent aswel as French. "But when you camein, |
thought you were some wedlthy art patron. Y ou fooled me, Lence."

"Not haf as much asyou fooled me," replied Lence. He eyed this other agent of Cyro. "I never expected
to find you agenuine artist. How do you find time for the work?'

"Itispart of theracket,” explained Brilliard serioudy. "It works well in Paris, Lence. Cyro usesme only
for the big build-ups.”

"Whét are you - American or Frenchman?”'

"Both. My father was a Frenchman living in the United States. My mother was an American. | learned
French perfectly from boyhood. Spent my summers abroad.”

"Andfindly settled in Paris?"

"Yes- to study art. Cyro picked me out and started me in the swindle racket. | happened to bein this
country at an exhibition in Cleveland when things broke here. Cyro caled me.”

"l wasin New Y ork when | heard from him."

"I know. He sent you two messages, | believe."

"I must have missed thefirst one. Well, I'm here anyway."
"How did you comein?'

"By the Southern. | figured it best to come around-about way. | went to Pittsburgh, took a plane hop
and grabbed a Southern rattler for the finish of thetrip.”

"Do you heed any money?"
"No. What about ingtructions?'
"I have them for you. Sit down."

LENCE took achair. Brilliard lounged upon a pedestd that was standing near by. Quietly, the
Frenchman began the detail s of the game.

"l know no more about Cyro than you do," he began. "I have never met him; but | act when | receive his
orders. | have encountered some very remarkable persons among his agents. We are a select group of
workers, Lence."

Tracy Lence nodded in agreement.



"Cyro goes everywhere," proceeded Brilliard. "How or when he came to New Orleans, | do not know.
But it was here that he uncovered something that looks like amillion dollar winner.

"A man named Danforth Gaudrin - old New Orleansfamily - has pawned his yacht asalast resource.
Y et in raising that money, he made the proviso that he should have the yacht for one more cruise.”

"A find blow-out?' questioned Lence.

"Not at al," returned Brilliard. " At present, a Britisher - Professor Pearson Babcock - has chartered the
yacht for acora hunt in the waters of the Gulf. Apparently, Gaudrin went to the trouble of borrowing
money just so the professor could makethat cruise.”

"Sounds abit ridiculous."

"Hear the rest, Lence. Diving equipment, valued at afew thousand dollars, was taken aboard the
Nautilus"

"That'sthe name of Gaudrin'syacht?"

"Y es. Diving equipment to aid in the search for coral specimens. Can you think of amore suitable
purpose for such equipment?’

"Certainly. It might be aplan to recover gold from asunken ship.”
"Exactly! That is Cyro'stheory. We arein New Orleansto be ready when the Nautilus returns.”
"Were going to raid the yacht?"

"If necessary. | shdl cometo that later. Our first purposeisto establish oursaves with the Gaudrin family.
As acquaintances, you understand. When the pay-off comes, we will be on theinside.”

"Good! What'sthe system?’

"My part," explained Brilliard with asmile, "has been quite smple. My stlanding as an artist has given me
entree into salect circles, | have received some excellent offersfor portraits.

"I have accepted some; but others, | have refused. | am herefor avacation - anew vigor. Away from
Paris - away from France - but" - he smiled and shrugged his shoulders - "of course | must be where
thereisvivacity. | chose New Orleans. American, but with the spice of my beloved France.

"So you turned down some of the jobs?!

"Most of them. But even though thisisaholiday, this sojourn of minein New Orleans, | can not neglect
my art. | have chosen certain personsto be subjects for portraitswhich | can not resist to paint. Gratis.”

"l beginto get it," nodded Lence.

"DANFORTH GAUDRIN hasadaughter,” smiled Brilliard. "Alicia. Sheisvery attractive. One might
cal her beautiful. | have met Mademoisdle Alicia | must paint her portrait. Artimpelsme.”

"And thefamily isbroke."

"You haveit. | madethe offer to paint the portrait. Since | have chosen othersalso, AliciaGaudrin
accepted. No, that isnot the girl" - Brilliard shook his head as he saw Lence eye the portrait on the easdl
- "but when | havefinished this subject, it will be Aliciasturn.”



"Which meansthat you are gaining access to the Gaudrin home.”
"Exactiy!
"But wheredo | comein?’

"| shall tell you. Danforth Gaudrin has a son - Luke Gaudrin. An amateur roue. Lovesto gamble and
waste money, whenever he can get it. He spends most of histime at the Club Caprice, outside the city
limits. Somehow, he till managesto keep credit there.

"Y ou can make friendswith him eadly. Heis shunned by most of his old acquaintances. Buy the drinks;
let him touch you for various amounts; treet him like along-lost brother. He wants gentlemen for friends,
for hisfather has criticized his present associations.”

"Leavethat to me, Brilliard. It will be just like abuild, without worrying about the trimming at theend. I'll
be there at the pay-off."

"Of course,”" reminded Brilliard, "we must keep our ears open for any information. But we must not press
for it, you understand. Y ou know how Cyro works - in the background, yet where he can learn what he
needs.”

"Totipusa thefinish."

"Y es. But remember, Lence, thisis not acon game. Cyro made that point emphatic when he sent hislast
message to me. We are pointing toward crime; we must be ready for the strong work.”

"Who will be hereto help us?'

"Firg" - Brilliard raised hisforefinger - "asquad of Apacheswhom | have summoned from Paris. They
aredready in town, posing as natives of this Latin Quarter. Second: your mobstersfrom -"

"l have no mobsters."

"Yesyou have. Cyro saw to that. They camein from Chicago, two days ago. Link Ruckert isthe felow
who handlesthe gorillas. He is staying at the Douran Hotel, waiting to hear from you. Make no contact
until you need him."

"All right. Wheream | to stay?'

"At one of the best hotels. Make your own choice. But wait: | have not finished with thelist. Thereis
another of Cyro's agents - one whom you will meet here, when he arrives.”

"That'sright. Cyro dways uses three lieutenants on big jobs. It'sawise stunt, too. Prevents adouble
cross. Who isthe third man?”’

"Jose Larribez, a Cuban, once amember of the secret police they called the Porra. He worked for Cyro
when there were trimmings in Havana. Larribez cleared Cuba before the big revolution. He went to the
Argentine.

"Heiscoming in by boat - with acrew of workerswho will pass as seamen down on the water front.
Larribez will stay at ahotel, like yourself. Y ou will meet him here. That completes our schedule.”

"And now?'

"Leave here and register a your hotel. Go out to the Club Caprice tonight. Start your acquai ntance with



Luke Gaudrin. Drop in to see me off and on.”
"It won't excite suspicion?”’

"Not at al. Many of the best people of New Orleans have apartments here in Frenchtown. They
patronize the restaurants of this Quarter. Infact” - the Frenchman swelled proudly - "to be an
acquaintance of Raoul Brilliard is something of aprivilege!”

"Great!" declared Lence. "It lookslike agrand layout, Brilliard. Au revair, old topper. I'll see you after
I've been to the Club Caprice.”

An artist in an opposite studio gazed dejectedly across the courtyard as he saw Brilliard usher Lence out
to the balcony. The bearded Frenchman was shaking his head emphaticaly and gesticulating ashe
dismissed hisvistor.

"Lucky chap, that Brilliard," growled the watching artist to amodd attired inaMardi Gras costume. "I'll
wager he's turning down another portrait job."

CHAPTER VIII. AT THE CLUB CAPRICE

TWO days later, astocky, swarthy-faced man walked from the L N depot at the foot of Canal Street.
He spied ataxicab, stepped aboard.

"Take meto police headquarters,” he ordered.
"Old or new?" questioned the taxi driver.
"What's the difference?" quizzed the passenger.

"Well, it all depends," replied the cabby, with agrin. "If you parked a car and found that it's been towed
away, you'l find it at the old station house. That's where they haul the autos when they grab them -"

" want to seethe chief of detectives."
"That'sdifferent. Y oull find him up at the new place.

FIFTEEN minutes|ater, Joe Cardonadighted in front of an imposing edifice that occupied an entire
block. He entered the portals, made an inquiry and was directed down the corridor. Soon he was talking
with the chief of detectives.

"So you're looking for acon man, eh?' questioned the chief. "Big shot or small fry?

"Thisfellow isabig shot,” replied Cardona. "Wanted for the murder of Roke Rowden, in New Y ork. All
| know about him isthat he goes by the name of Cyro."

"Never heard of him."
Cardonalaughed gruffly.

"That'swhat | told the commissioner,” he said. "But you can't argue with him. He knows that thereésa
crook named Cyro; that Scotland Y ard wastrailing the guy; that maybe the fellow is an Englishman. But
maybe again heian't an Englishman.”

The chief of detectives smiled.



"Anyway," resumed Joe, "I'm here. And my best bet isto look over thefield. | might have luck. I've had
it before.”

"You say thefelow isabig shot.”

"Yes. That part of itissure.”

"Then I'll send you out to the Club Caprice.”

Cardonas eyebrows lifted, as proof that he had never heard of the place the chief had mentioned.

"It'sthisway, Cardona," explained the chief. "We put the clamps on some of the gambling joints afew
years ago. So they opened up some swell places outside the city limits. Since then, New Orleans has
changed a bit. Many people prefer to remain in town for agood time, after reped arrived. But the swell
joints il get the business. They attract the boys with the money. If your con manisarea big shot, that's
where he'd be."

"It'soutsgde your jurisdiction?’

"Y es. But we keep tabs on what happens there. Take atrip to the Club Caprice tonight. Ask for
Rafferty. He will introduce you to Royad Medbrook, the man who runsthe place.”

IT was after eight o'clock when Joe Cardona arrived at the Club Caprice. Staring from the window of a
cab, the New Y ork detective spied agalaxy of lights set back from the road. The cab whedled into a
tremendous driveway, rolled past deep rows of parked cars and pulled up at a pretentious doorway.

The mingled strains of afamous orchestra reached Cardona's ears as a resplendent doorman stepped up
to the cab. Cardona dighted, paid the cabby and made hisway through clustered patronsinto the Club
Caprice.

From a center halway, Joe viewed a mammoth nightclub. Hundreds of tables were set about a huge
dance floor; beyond that, the orchestra, upon a platform that looked like a stage. Cardona recognized the
glittering name of the orchestralleader, as he read it upon a banner above the platform. The leader was of
nati on-wide prominence.

Joe stared as he saw a card by the doorway, announcing the cover charge. He rubbed hischin ashe
caculated the amount that the nightclub was grossing. The place was packed, with new patrons struggling
togetin.

"Youll havetowait, Sir," assured a polite head waiter, as he saw the detective. "Areyou aone, Sr?"'
"Me?" asked Joe. "I'm hot going in just yet. I'm looking for aman named Rafferty.”
"Yes, gr." The head waiter was prompt with hisreply. " Step over here. | shdl find him for you.”

They crossed the halway and cameto apair of heavy doors where two huskies in evening clothes stood
on guard. The head waiter spoke to one of them. The fellow approached Joe Cardona.

"Y our name?" he asked.
"Cardona," replied Joe.

The bouncer nodded. His companion swung the door. Joe was ushered through and the second bouncer
gavethe low-voiced information:



"Youll find Rafferty over by the faro table. Near the door of the second card room.”

Cardonawa ked through and found himself in the most extensive gaming room that he had ever seen.
Occupying acomplete wing of the Club Caprice, it afforded facilities for hundreds of players.

Roulette wheel s were spinning, with croupiers busy beside them. These tables occupied the center of the
room, while lesser games were on the outskirts. Slot machines, equipped for fifty cent and silver dollar
play, formed long rows along thewals at the Sde.

The room was well thronged, although it had not even started to do a capacity business. Cardona
estimated the crowd at sixty or seventy persons, nearly half of the players women. He decided that this
must be agood-sized crowd for this early hour. Midnight would be the time when business would near

capacity.
Therewere afew players at the faro table. Beyond, Cardona saw a dim, droop-shouldered fellow

wearing atuxedo. A cigarette was dangling from the man'slips. His eyeslooked wise asthey kept a
roving lookout about the room. Cardona approached.

"Refferty?' he questioned.

Thefdlow nodded.

"Cardonasmy name," said Joe.

Ancther nod. Rafferty gripped the detective's elbow.

"Stick here," hesaid. "I'll drop in and tell Medbrook you've arrived.”

Rafferty moved away. Joe stood by the door of an empty card room and began to ook over the patrons.
Hewas skillful at this business; and he intended to make good use of histime whilewaiting for Rafferty's
return.

THOUGH Cardonadid not redizeit, he had made a conspicuous figure from the moment that he had
entered. He had neglected to don evening clothes; and only afew of the patrons had done the same.
Fully one dozen pairs of eyes had watched Joe cross the gambling room.

Two men had been chatting by aroulette table when Cardona had entered. One was Tracy Lence; his
companion was L uke Gaudrin. Tracy had spotted Joe during his passage. At the very moment when the
detective began to ook about, the swindler drew awatch from his pocket.

"Hdf past eight!" he gaculated. "I promised to be &t the hotel before nine. I'm leaving town for aday or
two, Luke. I've dready checked out.”

"| thought you were going to drop out to the house," put in Luke. "Y ou told me-"
"After | get back," interposed Lence. "I'll giveyou acdl, Luke. Good-by, old man."

A handshake; then Lence turned and strolled toward the outer door. Familiar with New Y ork, he had
recognized Joe Cardona.

Lence had ahunch that the ace deuth was after him. With his back turned, however, hetook histimein
departing. He followed a gentleman and alady who were on their way to the exit. Cardona spied thetrio.
He mistook them for a party.

There was one observer, however, who spied the actua circumstances of Lence's departure. This



onlooker was atall, keen-visaged personage who was perfectly attired in evening clothes. Hisface, firm
and well-molded, was dmost masklike. His eyeswere brilliant asthey peered from either sde of a
hawk-like nose.

Visting the Club Caprice, thisworthy had found his name an open sesame to the portals of the gaming
room. He had introduced himsdlf as Lamont Cranston. He had been recognized as a millionaire who had
previoudy visted this deluxe gambling den.

Actudly, Lamont Cranston was The Shadow. He had arrived in New Orleans ahead of Joe Cardona
Without the need of police information, he had picked the Club Caprice asamost likely spot for any
swindler on the hunt for game.

The Shadow had spotted a dozen faces worthy of observation; among them, that of Tracy Lence. He,
too, had seen Cardona enter. He was as anxious as Lence to avoid the detective's gaze. For Lamont
Crangton - friend of Wainwright Barth - was known to the Manhattan deuth.

The Shadow, however, had seen no need for departure. He had adopted the smple ruse of strolling to
another place at the roulette whedl. By anatura turn, he had kept hisface from Cardonasview. At the
same time, he had watched the door to see who went out.

He had deducted that Roke Rowden's murderer - if present - would take prompt steps to escape
Cardonas scrutiny. Noting Lence, The Shadow had made no effort to follow the fellow. Instead, he
moved another pace at the table and gazed squarely toward L uke Gaudrin. He noticed Luke's face
swinging back toward the table. He recognized L uke as the man who had made friends with Lence.

Having picked out Lence by aprocess of prompt reasoning, The Shadow eliminated the other persons
whom he had watched. He walked about the table and reached a spot by Luke Gaudrin'sside. The
young man looked around, saw Cranston nod affably; then nodded in return.

WATCHING the spinning whedl, The Shadow thrust forth astack of chips and placed them on the
corners of four numbers, aoneto eight chance. Again he glanced toward Luke. Fumbling afew scant
chips, the young man put his money on the same corner, just as the man at the whed gaveit anew spin.

The whed dowed. The ball clicked asit bounded about; then it plopped into a pocket bearing one of
The Shadow's numbers. The croupier pushed chips toward the winners. Lamont Cranston received hisin
leisurely fashion; Luke Gaudrin was eager as he grabbed hiswinnings.

"Playing asysem?" he questioned, hoarsdly.
"Of asort." Thereply came with aquiet smile. "Here- follow thisone.”

The Shadow spread chipsin combination. A single number, afour-square combination; then chips on the
first twelve, the red and the odd. Luke duplicated the process with hiswinnings.

The whed whirled and stopped. All but the single number cashed. The croupier pushed over stacks of
new winnings.

The Shadow, preparing to place new bets, made a dight turn. He caught a glimpse of Joe Cardona,
following Rafferty to a corner door marked "Office.” A thin smile gppeared upon the lips of Lamont
Cranston. The Shadow knew Jo€'s purpose here. He concentrated on the roul ette table. L uke followed
hislead.

"Friend of minewho just left," remarked Luke. "He had a system. Offered to takemeif | tried it. So it
wouldn't ook asif hewas doing al the betting. That was hisideaof letting mein.”



"I noticed him," came Cranston's quiet response. "He's been around here agreat dedl lately. Y ou mean
Allan Holward, don't you?'

"No. Thisfdlow'snamewas Tracy Lence. Only met him two nights ago. A likable chap. That reminds
me: | haven't learned your name yet. My nameis Luke Gaudrin. Yoursis-"

"Lamont Crangton."

Luke stared as he shook hands. He had heard mention of this globe-trotting millionaire. Then came a
buzz at the table. The handclasp ended as the croupier pushed over new stacks of winnings. Cranston
and Luke had hit another combination.

"Don't pyramid,” warned The Shadow, in the quiet tone of Cranston. "The luck is duefor abad turn.
Smaller betsfor awhile. Play for an even break."

"Too bad you didn't meet Lence," observed Luke, asthey took the loss that The Shadow had predicted.
"He was coming out to the house tomorrow night. Going to bring a complete mathematical formulafor his
system. But he told me tonight that he was leaving town for afew days.”

"Too bad. | should like to have made his acquaintance. So you live herein New Orleans, Gaudrin?’
"Born here. The old mansion will be in the fourth generation when the governor passesit aong to me."
"Youlivewith your father?"

"Y es. HE'sagentleman of the old school. How long do you intend to be in town, Mr. Cranston?"
"Quiteawhile. Unless| should receive some unanticipated message from New Y ork."

"How about tomorrow night. Couldn't you drop out and mest the folks?*

"Possibly. Thisisrather an unexpected invitation -"

"A chap named Dunwood Marr will be there. Millionaire from Forida. Owns Mexican mines-"
"And specidizesin segplanetrips?’

"That's the man. Do you know him?'

"We have mutua acquaintances.”

"Good. Y ou ought to meet Marr. He's flying down from Foridatomorrow afternoon. Can | count on
you, Mr. Cranston?"

"YSII

The Shadow placed anew bet as he accepted the invitation. Luke copied the combination. The result
wasawin. Therun of luck had returned. Eagerly, the young man watched the long-fingered hands as
they placed new stacks of chips.

He never glanced toward Crangton's face. He did not see the thin smile that remained fixed upon those
knowing lips. He did not realize that this new friend had deliberately usurped Tracy Lence's place.

Having picked Lence asthe swindler from New Y ork; knowing the murderous con man to be an aid of
Cyro, The Shadow was planning to learn the details of the game that the crook had temporarily



abandoned.
CHAPTER IX.IN THE OFFICE

WHILE The Shadow was amazing L uke Gaudrin with the fine points of roulette play, Joe Cardonawas
lounging in alittle anteroom where Rafferty had left him. Minutes dragged by; then an inner door opened
and abig fellow in tuxedo motioned the detective to enter.

When Joe had passed the portal, the bouncer went out. Cardona stood facing a desk behind which sat a
man of unusua bearing. Thiswas Royal Medbrook, proprietor of the Club Caprice. Quiet of expression,
his face held a sharpness that marked him as aman capable of action.

A poker face. With eyesthat were restless, yet dways returning to their mark. To Cardona, M edbrook
looked like afellow who could best the toughest third degree. He had met others of the gambler'stype;
but never one who impressed him so effectively.

Roya Medbrook studied his swarthy-faced visitor. Then, without aword, he arose from his chair,
stretched across the desk and shook hands. After that, he pulled abox of cigars from adrawer and
motioned for Joe to take one.

The detective accepted. Medbrook lighted acigar of hisown.

Not aword had been spoken. Puffing at his cigar, Medbrook glanced about the room. Cardona found
himsdlf ingtinctively following the moves. He saw adoor that formed aroute into the nearest card room.
It was heavily constructed and bore aformidable lock. Joe a so observed an opening to an inner office -
adoor that stood gar. Finaly, he noticed a heavily curtained window at the side of the room.

"I've heard of you, Cardona."

Medbrook broke the silence with this statement. He followed with a puff a his cigar. Then he added:
"That was before Rafferty told me you were coming here tonight.”

Cardonasmiled.

"Friendsin the professon?' he questioned.

"Yes," acknowledged Medbrook. "Friends. Straight-shooters. Y ou'd know them if | mentioned their
names. They liked you."

"I'm glad to hear that, Medbrook."

"One of them took arap through you. But he had no hard fedlings about it. Y our job wasto pinch him,
and you did. That wastheway helooked &t it."

A pause. Then Medbrook resumed.

"Detectives don't comein here often,”" he remarked. "That's not because | don't like them. It's because |
don't respect their intelligence. | am spesking chiefly of those from Northern cities. | can't dedl with them,
asarule”

"Why not?"

"Because of their prgjudices. They can't get rid of the ideathat the gambling businessisaracket. They
take the attitude that al proprietors like mysdf are out to trim the suckers. Whichistruein the cities



where those particular detectives come from.

"Illegd gambling isahigh-priced proposition for those who run it. They're dways expecting adouble
cross from the politicians with whom they dedl. It'saracket, al right, but the racketeers are the
politicians. Y ou can't blame the gamblersfor grabbing al they can while the gameishot.”

"Therésalot in what you say, Medbrook."

"I know thereis. But here, it'sdifferent. | pay for my privileges; but | pay a set price and theré'sno
chisdling. They don't put the heat on me; so | don't take it out on my customers. Isthat clear?”

Cardona nodded.

"ALL right." Medbrook leaned across the desk and wagged hiscigar. "I understand you're looking for a
bigshot swindler. There's a chance that he's been here at the Club Caprice. That tip comes from you. On
that account, | owe you avote of thanks. Y ou would like to grab thisfellow Cyro. Sowould I.

"Toyou it would mean apinch. Big credit for you back in New Y ork. To me, it might mean anywhere
from fifty grand up. If acon man struts his stuff around this place and gets away withiit, | not only losethe
customer who wastrimmed; | loseal hisfriendsand al their friends. Do you get it?"

Another nod from Cardona

"| thought you would," resumed Medbrook. "I've been on this case ever snce word came to methis
afternoon. | have thirty men around this place, Cardona. Any one of them would be a credit to the best
detective agency in the country. Here are their reports.”

He paused to pull asheaf of papersfrom adesk drawer. He thumbed the pages one by one; then tossed
the batch to Cardona.

"Read them for yourself,” declared Medbrook. "They cover the past week. They list every muscler that
walked into this club. They have every man labeled. I'd betickled pink if your man Cyro was among
them. But heign't."

Cardona studied the listings. He was astonished at their detail. They included diases aswell asbonafide
names. They referred to crooked deals that the marked men had performed. But as Medbrook had said,
every rogue was of atawdry sort.

"Y ou've seen my bouncers." There was atinge of pride in Medbrook'stone. "They invited every one of
these smdl-timers out of the place. If they had dugged the wholelot - hung ahaymaker on every chin -
there wouldn't have been a come-back from asingle one of therats. But | don't like skinned knuckles.
They don't go well with evening clothes. Those huskies of mine use politeness until it hurts. But it works."

"It don't look like I'm tracing Cyro," remarked Cardona, passing the papers back to Medbrook. "But
I've learned something tonight. If | had thirty men as good as yours, | could show some results that would
knock the police commissoner off hispins.”

"They cost me three grand aweek," observed Medbrook. "More than that. Pay that price for asquad of
detectives and you'll make out aswdl as | do. All right, Cardona. There'sthe story.”

"And it meansno luck."

"Youveszedit. But therés ill achance. Tonight isn't over. The boys aretipped. Maybe they'll pick up
alead. How long are you going to bein New Orleans?’



"A longwhile, | think."

"That means more nights. Just like the roulette whedl. Always achancefor abig win. But you won't gain
anything by coming out here. Where are you stopping?'

"At the Montezuma."

"A good spot. Well, if we spot your man, you'll hear from Rafferty. And get this, Cardona: If we spot
him, you'll get him. Hell be waiting for you when you cdl. Isthat satisfactory?”

Cardona nodded. Medbrook arose and extended his hand. Cardona accepted it. Medbrook picked up
the box of cigars; Joe helped himsdlf to a batch of the expensive smokes.

"l said not to come here, Cardona," reminded the gambler. "By that | mean don't bother with the
gambling room. Were watching it. But asfor the nightclub” - Medbrook smiled - "drop in there any time
you want. Ask for Louie. Tell himwho you are. Give Louiethe check. Helll take care of it.

"Bring your friends, and if you don't have any, tel Louie. Hell introduce you. But in the meantime, you've
gill got abig bet inthe city. I'll tell you why. Evenin New Orleans, the police don't know how well
organized we are. But the con men do. They've passed the word along their grapevine.

"If thisfellow Cyroislooking for something soft in New Orleans, he may be wise enough to know that
the Club Capriceisapoor spot to start at. So take alook around town. They'll arrange that for you at
headquarters.”

Medbrook arose from his desk and strolled out into the room. Cardona followed. With one hand, the
gambler opened the door; with the other, he clapped the detective warmly upon the back. He closed the
door after Cardona had gone. He went back to his desk.

TEN minutes passed. A rap at the door. Medbrook called to comein. A bouncer entered.
"What isit, Tony?" questioned Medbrook.

"Thedick'sgone," stated the bouncer. Then, uneadily: "But so has another guy.”

"One you were spotting?”

"No. Not exactly. A fellow we had on the list of new customers. I'd have told you sooner, boss, but the
dick wasin here-"

"That'sdl right, Tony. What was the man's name?"
"Tracy Lence"

"Where from?'

"New York, | heard him say."

"Ishein thefiles?'

"No. Helookslike agent, too. But | was kind of leery after Manny told me that the guy went out just
about the time the dick showed up.”

"Tracy Lence." Medbrook pronounced the name dowly. "Did he look like he was playing for some
sucker?'



"No," admitted Tony, "he didn't. That wasjust it, boss. He was picking the worst bet in the place.”
"Whom do you mean?'

"Luke Gaudrin. Anybody could tell that young Gaudrin isflat. Leastwise, thisfellow Lence could have.
Thisisthethird night he's been palling with Gaudrin.

"l wouldn't have suspected nothing, boss, if Lence hadn't ducked out. But it looked kind of funny, right
on top of that New Y ork dick coming in. Maybe | should have stopped Lence, or gone after him -"

"No Tony," Medbrook shook his head dowly, "you did right. I'll tell you what to do. Whereis Luke
Gaudrin right now?"

"Playing Daveswhed."
"Hedill has chips?'
"Plenty. Hesfollowing aguy that's got asystem.”

"They dl have asystem. But none of them last. Listen, Tony. Stop by and spesk to Luke Gaudrin. Tl
him | want to seehim.”

"Maybe he won't want to break away from the whed -"

"Catch him at the right moment. Just when he's made awin. Tip Dave to spin the whedl before he can
make another play."

"All right.”

Tony grinned and departed. Roya Medbrook extracted afresh cigar from the box on the desk.
Poker-faced, he sat staring toward the door, waiting for the arrival of Luke Gaudrin.

CHAPTER X. THE SHADOW'SSTEALTH

WHEN Joe Cardona went out through the gambling room of the Club Caprice, hefailed to observe
Lamont Cranston. Joe, however, did not escape the scrutiny of the tall personage at the roul ette table.
The keen eyes of The Shadow watched the detective's exit.

Long hands placed new chips upon the board. Luke Gaudrin, following The Shadow's move, put an
eager question:

"How long will thissystem hold out?"

"Thisismy lagt play,” came Cranston's quiet response. "But if you follow this combination, you should
have luck. Stop on the sixth spin, whether you win or lose on that particular play.”

Luke nodded as he heard the odd ingtructions. The whedl was stopping; thistime it gave an even bresk.
Lamont Cranston gathered his chips. He stood by watching while Luke made another play.

Conscious of Cranston's presence, L uke thought that his new acquaintance was standing by. But asthe
whed began its quick revolution, thetal stranger strolled leisurely away. Luke, his eyesriveted on the
whesd, did not observe The Shadow's departure.

Playing the quiet role of Cranston, The Shadow stopped at the faro table. Though apparently watching
the board, his eyes were el sawhere. The Shadow saw Tony coming from the office. He had seen the man



enter there just after Cardona’s departure.

Tony was circling over toward the roulette table. He stopped near Luke Gaudrin. Rafferty, back at the
door to the second card room, aso had his eye on the big bouncer. The Shadow's keen gaze turned
toward Rafferty. Camly, The Shadow stepped away from the faro table and edged into the doorway of
the card room.

He passed the portal unseen. The card room, vacant of players, was dimly illuminated by awall lamp.
Crangton'stal form moved with swift glide. Besideit stretched along, mysterious shadow - a blotch of
blacknessthat ended in a hawklike silhouette.

Though il retaining his guise of Cranston, The Shadow had become a creature of sedth. Hisfigure
became obscure asit reached a doorway that led into the next card room. The adjoining compartment
was dark. The Shadow merged with blackness as he entered.

Silently, across the floor to another door. A tiny flashlight formed adollar-sized disk upon the lock. A
blackened pick gppeared in a hand upon which gleamed a resplendent gem. The Shadow probed the
lock.

One minute marked this stedlthy process. The dight clicks of the pick were barely audible. Thelittle tool
twigted; the hand withdrew it. The flashlight was extinguished.

Sowly, The Shadow turned the knob. Imperceptibly, he opened the door inward until aglare of light
came through the crack. The Shadow paused. His keen eyelooked into the next room.

IT was Royal Medbrook's office. The gambler was seated at his desk, going over astack of papers. As
The Shadow watched, Medbrook lay the papers aside. Rising, the gambler walked into the inner office.

Instantly, the door from the card room opened. A blackened figure twisted through. The door closed
dlently. A long shape stretched across the floor as The Shadow stepped into the light. Asbefore, he
appeared as Lamont Cranston. His motions, however, were swift.

The Shadow spied the curtained windows. He drew aside the velvet drapes. Beyond the panewas a
bolted metal shutter. The sill between curtain and window offered a broad space. The Shadow stepped
up tothedll.

The curtains closed as by magic just as Royal Medbrook returned. The gambler did not catch the motion
of the heavy drapes. Closed, they were restored to their origina position. The keenest observer would
not have spied the watching eyes that peered from between the meeting edges of the curtains.

Medbrook resumed his seat at the desk.

Four minutes passed. Then came arap at the door. Medbrook spoke; the door from the anteroom
opened and Luke Gaudrin stepped into view. Medbrook pointed to the door. Luke closed it. The
gambler motioned to achair.

"What's up, Roya?' questioned Luke, in an anxioustone.
"I hear you've been making friends here," replied the gambler.
"Well, yes" admired Luke. "I didn't see any reason why | shouldn't."

"Isthere any reason why you should?"



"Wl - yes, | think there is. On account of the governor's attitude. He doesn't approve of my
associations. | thought that | ought to make some worthwhile acquaintances here.”

"Such as Tracy Lence?!

"Yes. Lenceisamighty decent sort."

"Y ou fed convinced of thet?"

"I'm pogdtive.

Medbrook eyed the sdlow young man. Then, in an elusive tone, the gambler remarked:
"Lence left rather unexpectedly tonight.”

"He had an appointment with some friends. Going out of town for afew days. He's going to cal meup
when he comes back. Honestly, Roydl, | didn't try to hit the fellow for atouch. | promised you I'd quit
that business of sponging -"

"All right." The gambler smiled and stopped L uke with awave of hishand. "I'm glad to hear that you
have reformed. Y ou came near driving away some good customers. | just wanted to make sure that you
weren't annoying Lence. By theway, whereis he from?"

"New York."

"Whét's his business?'

"Hedidn't say."

A pause. Medbrook settled back in his chair. Luke decided to resume the talk.

"I HIT awinning stregk, Royd," he declared. "' Came out about twelve hundred to the good on one of
your whedls. If you want, | can pay something on that account of mine-"

"Keepit - in credit. Maybe you'll have another good run. Or maybe" - asmile - "my tota will swell abit
after you havelogt tonight'swinnings.”

"I wasfollowing asystem,” informed Luke. "Met aman who waswinning with it -"
"Another new friend, oh? What was his name?'

"Lamont Crangton."

"A millionaire. Good man to know."

"| found that out."

Medbrook smiled. He reached for acigar. Lighting the panetela, he rested back and stared at the ceiling.
It was hisway of bringing up a new subject. When he spoke, histone was serious.

"I've been thinking about you, Luke," he declared. "The month isjust about up.”

"I know that, Roya," returned the young man, quickly. "And I've got good newsfor you. | could have
told you a couple of nightsago; but | didn't want to bother you.”

"Condderate of you," remarked Royad, with adight tone of sarcasm. "Don't mind about bothering mein



the future. That is, when you have dough.”

"l don't haveit yet. But it'sin the bag.”

"That's what you told me amonth ago.”

"Listen, Royd. | told you -"

"You'vetold me agreat many stories, Luke. They don't dwaysjibe. That'sthetrouble.”
"I'm not trying to bluff you, Royd."

Medbrook made no reply. His eyes, however, held adoubtful look. Luke's voice became amost
pleading.

"Listento me, Royad," he perssted. "I'll go back to the beginning. Y ou'll see |l haven't changed my story.
About amonth ago, | owed you ten thousand dollars, didn't 17"

"Nine thousand eight hundred and fifty," returned Medbrook, looking at one of the dips on his desk.

"Y ou wanted your money, Royadl. | told you I'd try to borrow it from Dunwood Marr, who was coming
to see us. Then | heard the governor say something to old Professor Babcock - about selling the Nautilus
to Marr. The gov and Babcock went into the office for aconference with Captain Emory. | listened in.
That's how | found out that the yacht was going after Spanish treasure.”

"To be brought back within amonth.”

"Yes. That'swhat | told you. Marr bought the yacht, but didn't call for immediate ddlivery. That financed
thetrip, likel told you. Y ou said you'd hold off collecting my debt. Y ou promised me more credit.”

"Which | gaveyou."
"Yes. Now I'min aholefor about fifteen thousand."

"Not quite. It wasfifteen thousand eight hundred. Deducting your twelve hundred gain tonight reducesit
to fourteen thousand six hundred. But the month is about up, Luke."

"l know it. And the treasure is on the Nautilus."

ROYAL MEDBROOK stared steadily at Luke. He saw an expression of real satisfaction upon the
young man'sface. It was plain that L uke had learned something. As Royal watched him, Luke decided to
explan.

"Marr cameto town afew daysago," asserted Luke. "He talked with the governor and | listened in. The
old man told him the good news. Wirelessfrom Emory. They wereraisng the treasure.”

"Wait amoment, Luke." Medbrook spoke steadily. "That doesn't fit with your previous story. Marr
wasn't in on the know."

"Heisnow. The governor had to tell him - on account of the Nautilus being delayed.”
"l see. What was Marr'sreaction?’

"Tickled slly. Glad to see the governor coming through with abig haul. The gov promised Marr the
Nautilus as a present, because of the aid he had given without knowing it."



"And Marr accepted?”

"Only if the haul comesto more than two million. Marr doesn't need money. He gets hisfrom those
Mexican mines”

"Then you expect the Nautilus -"

"Early next week. And you know how liberal the governor iswith me - provided he has the money. Well,
hell haveit, Royd, and -"

"Hewon't haveit if hetakstoo much."
"Marr isthe only person he talked to. Outside of old Babcock, who's on the cruise.”
"What about thisyoung chap, Exeter? The one who is staying at your house?'

"I'm watching him. He hasn't made amove. Hasacrush on Alicia That'swhy he'saround. The
governor's kegping mum, Royd."

"And areyou?"

"Pogtively, Royd! | seewhat you're getting at. Making friends like Lence and Cranston might worry you.
Wadll, don't let it. I'm staking everything on thistreasure. | only told you because | didn't want the
governor to know that 1'd gone over my depth.”

"Y ou told me because you needed money," announced Medbrook, steadily. "I postponed your debt
payment. | gave you further credit because | figured the more you were around here, the less chance
there would be of your blabbing.

"But | have no proof that you have not tried the same story with others. It sounds good enough - the way
you'vetold it - to get afew thousand from aman who has cash to spare. There are plenty of such fellows
out here, Luke."

"I'm giving you my word, Royd. | haven't spoken to asoul about it -"

"Then don't. If you need cash, cometo me. I'll let you haveit - asmuch asis good for you - in addition to
that credit you have here. All on the account, you understand.”

"Thanks, Royd, that's white of you. | won't abuse the privilege. What's more, I'll dodge Lence when he
calsup. And I'll keep away from Cranston too -"

"Don't do that,” interrupted Medbrook. ™Y ou have made those acquaintances. Keep them. But don't
sponge. Don't borrow. And on the contrary, don't splurge. Be yoursdlf - ayoung man of agood family.
In moderate circumstances.

"Remember, you will have to impress your father after his ship comesin. If he seesthat you are making
acquai ntances among men who appear to be wedthy, he will be more inclined to finance you after the
wedth arrives.

"Unless you use common sense, the ded will be off. Play straight. Let me know as soon asthe Nautilusis
due, so | can keep posted. Thoseterms arefair.”

"Surethey are, Royd. I'll play the game."
"Turnin haf your chipsfor cash. That's Sx hundred. Don't squander it. Put the others againgt your



account. Play some of them back if you want. But if you losethem dl, don't cry for more tonight.”
"All right, Royd."

MEDBROOK wrote out an order and handed it to Luke. The young man arose and waked from the
office. Tony camein and looked quizzical.

"Anything new, boss?' he asked.

"Nothing," replied Medbrook. ™Y ou can go, Tony."
"But thisfellow Tracy Lence-"

"He's not the one the New Y ork dick is after.”
"Thenif hecomeshereagain-"

"Dont bother him."

Tony went out. Shortly afterward, Medbrook arose from his desk. Peering eyes watched from behind
the curtain. The Shadow saw awise smile creep over the gambler's lips. Medbrook followed the path
that Tony had taken.

Ten minutes later, Royal Medbrook returned after a brief tour through the gaming room. Again, hiswise
lipsformed their smile. Methodically, the gambler tried the door to the card room to make sure it was
locked. It was.

No eyes were watching the gambler's return. The space behind the curtain was empty. The Shadow had
departed, locking the door to the card room after his exit.

OUTSIDE, Lamont Cranston entered ataxi and told the driver to take him to New Orleans. Asthe cab
headed townward, a soft, amost inaudible laugh came from The Shadow's disguised lips.

Tonight, The Shadow had learned of a game that was big enough to attract the famous Cyro. He had
arranged avigt to the Gaudrin mansion, atrip that would put him in close contact with those concerned in
the matter of the Spanish treasure.

But more than that, he had analyzed the circumstances. He had considered the potentiaities of coming
crime. Keenin hisjudgment, he had classed L uke Gaudrin as aweakling. More than that, he had sized
the part that Roya Medbrook was playing in this game of wealth.

CHAPTER XI. CROOKS AGREE

THE next morning found Raoul Brilliard at hiseasd. Still working upon the finishing touches of the
portrait, the bearded artist was humming a catchy Parisian air as he applied dabs with the brush. Stepping
back to survey hiswork, Brilliard became conscious that someone had entered. Smiling, he turned about
to face Tracy Lence.

"Bon matin, monseur,” greeted Brilliard. "Entrez, sil vousplait. Fermez laporte.”

Lence understood the order to close the door. He performed that action while Brilliard watched him. The
Frenchman nodded wisdly as he noted Lence's anxiety.

"What isthe matter?" inquired Brilliard.



"Plenty,” returned Lence. "Did you ever hear of Joe Cardona?'
"No," replied Brilliard. "Who is he? Some con man? Did you see him out at the Club Caprice?’

"He's not acon man,” explained Lence. "He'sadick. A smart one, from New Y ork. But the Club
Capricewaswhere | saw him."

"Y ou know him then?'
"By dght.”

"Does he know you?"
"No."

Brilliard shrugged his shoulders and turned back to work at the easdl. Apparently, he could not see how
Joe Cardonas arrival in New Orleans concerned the cause for which Cyro's aids were striving.

Lence caught the significance of the Frenchman's shrug. He decided to explain matters.

"When | wasin New Y ork, Brilliard," he said, cautioudy, "1 was on my own. Not working for Cyro. You
understand, don't you?"

Brilliard nodded. It was obvious that he had learned the facts of Lence's probation.

"I was counting on atip from Cyro," resumed Lence. "But | had to livein the meantime. So | teamed up
with a smart worker named Roke Rowden. He was the front. | was the blind, ready to strut my stuff
under a phony name - so I'd keep under cover."

"] undergand. Go on."

"Wdl" - Lence hesitated - "Rowden spotted that message that camein from Cyro. He wanted to bein
the know. Threatened to queer the game. So | bumped him."

“Openly?

"No. Wewere donein his apartment. | made a perfect getaway. Left Roke Rowden dying, with suicide
appearances. When | left New Y ork, | ducked around abit on my way here."

"So you told me."

"l didn't leave aclue. | wouldn't have come hereif | had. Y et here's Joe Cardonain town. Out at the
Club Caprice, talking with a chap named Rafferty, who's a stooge for the New Orleans police.”

"Onyour trail, en?"

"l wouldn't say that. | think he's after somebody else. Looking for some lammister, maybe. There's
probably abunch of them bumming around New Orleans. But hereésthe way | figureit, Brilliard.
Cardonais smart. Hes aguy with hunches. | don't like him being in town.”

"Why not suggest thet he leave?"

Brilliard's tone rang with sarcasm. Tracy Lence winced. He laughed in forced fashion. Then he became
more serious than before.

"CYRO isahig shot," he declared. "I know he doesn't worry about wise dicks. But Cardonaisalucky



bird. Runsinto the breaks, that fallow does."

"Y ou mean then” - Brilliard whedled, impressed by his companion'stone - "that thereis actually a chance
that this detective could interfere with our plans?’

"I meanit," assured Lence.
Brilliard consdered. While the Frenchman was still pondering, Lence put in new statements.

"l had Luke Gaudrin lined up,” he asserted. "But when | saw Cardona, | ducked. | headed in town and
checked out of my hotdl. Checked al my luggage and drove up to Gulfport. Stayed there for the night
and drove back thismorning.”

"And Luke Gaudrin," questioned Brilliard, narrowly, "did he suspect anything?'

"Nothing," assured Lence. "I told him | would get in touch with him after | returned to town. Within afew
days, that isto be."

Brilliard nodded. He reached in his smock, drew out asmall card, and wrote an address upon it.

"Moveinto thisplace," he said. "An gpartment over near the Cabildo. Close by Jackson Square. | leased
the gpartment for afriend named Richard Guyas. The nameis aready on the door. Introduce yourself as
Guyasand livethere.

"Y ou will then be free to move out of sight any time you choose. For the present, keep out of sight.
Except when you come here, which you may do any time during the day or evening up to midnight.

"If you see thisdoor closed, do not enter. That will mean that | have art patrons present. They come
seldom, for | do not encourage them. But let me add one point: after tonight, keep a sharp lookout while
you are traveling through the Quarter.”

IIWI,]y?I
"On account of this man Cardona"
"Y ou think hewill be around here?'

"If heislooking for someone and does not find that person at the Club Caprice, he will most certainly
come to the French Quarter. We can dlow him one more night; then watch out.”

"l get it. Hell walit for areport from the Club Caprice. Maybe helll go there. If there's nothing doing, hell
be down in this section.”

"Exactly. And that isthe time when we must be ready for trouble. But | do not suppose there will be
a']y."

Brilliard's tone showed annoyance. Lence noted it and began to pace the studio. Suddenly he turned to
theartidt.

"Say, Brilliard!" exclamed Lence. "What's the matter with thisfellow Link Ruckert - the one you said
was waiting to hear from me a the Douran Hotel? Why don't | get in touch with him?"

"For what purpose?'

"To get rid of Cardona. Link could bring asquad of gorillas down here and hand that dick the works. It



would be acinch! This French Quarter isloaded with hide-outs -"
BRILLIARD was smiling as heraised hishand in interruption. Lence stopped short.

"Mobgersin the Vieux Carre," clucked the artit, shaking his head. " The police could pick them out as
eadly as| could discover acopy inthe midst of agdlery of origind Rembrandts.

"Y ou have made the usual mistake, Lence. Old houses, courtyards, foreign faces - dl these have given
you theimpression that the French Quarter of New Orleansisalurking spot for crooks. Y ou are wrong.

"Y ou have seen that the Quarter iswel policed. Certainly. Trouble breaks out here at intervalsthat are
not infrequent. But it islocal trouble. A crimina seeking seclusion here after commission of acrimewould
be placing his head squarely in anoose.

"Link Ruckert and his gorillas pass muster where they are. There are plenty of lowbrow visitorswho
comeinto New Orleans at thistime of year. But the Quarter belongs to the French, the Spaniards and
the Italianswho gained afoothold in this section.”

Brilliard paused with asmile. Lence appeared puzzled.

"Y ou wonder why Link Ruckert ishere," remarked the Frenchman. "1 thought | made that plain. His
gorillas, Lence, are waiting for the payoff; | thought | made that clear. Nevertheless, my friend, you have
givenmeanidea

"Regarding Cardona?'

"Y es. Hisdimination may be accomplished with the aid of my Apaches. They are passing as bonafide
dwellersinthe Vieux Carre. They arelikerats, Lence, when it comesto finding shelter.

"Leavethistask to me. All that | need isadescription of the man Cardona. Write it here, Lence” -
Brilliard extended a pad and pencil - "then leave and take up your residence as Richard Guyas. Come
back herethisevening.”

"Y ou won't have to communicate with Cyro?"

"Cyro communicates with me. Every afternoon, when | sp my chocolate at Thibault's, there may bea
letter, or perhapsacall upon the telephone. It isnot until tomorrow that we must have to act. There will
betime, my friend."

"All right," agreed Lence. "I'll groll dong then, Brilliard. When shdl | come back?!
"Demain,” replied Brilliard, picking up brush and paette.

"Tomorrow?" questioned Lence, to make sure.

"Oui," replied Brilliard. "Y es - tomorrow. | have an engagement for thisevening.”

LENCE departed. Brilliard resumed hiswork. He began to hum; his voice arose in song and drifted out
through the open door to the little courtyard.

Noon arrived; the artist had completed the task. With cocked head he was surveying the finished portrait
when new visitors arrived upon the threshol d.

"Ah! Mademoisdle Gaudrin!™ exclamed Brilliard, as he recognized Alicia. "Comment-vous portez-vous
cematin?'



"I'mfeding grand, Monsieur Brilliard,” laughed the girl. "But please omit the French conversation. Y ou
aready know that | can not speak the language.”

"Eet eestoo bad, mademoisdlle," agreed Brilliard, resorting to broken English. "Herein ze New Orleans,
you do not speak le Francais.”

"| told you that | studied German in boarding school.”

"I remember eet, mademoisdle. All ze same, eet ees one grand meesfortune. In thees city, wherelive so
many of my countrymen, eet ees every one who should know ze language which they speak.”

Brilliard made a profound bow with this assertion. Then he noted Alicias companion. With the girl wasa
young man whom the Frenchman apparently did not recognize.

"ThisisMr. Exeter,” introduced Alicia. "Hetaks French perfectly, Monsieur Brilliard.”
"Cest vrai?' questioned the artist, turning to the Austraian.
"Absolutement,” responded Exeter, with anod.

Brilliard put another question; Exeter replied. Then came more rapid words, amost immediatdly, the two
broke into a voluble conversation.

Alicialooked on laughing. Brilliard was spesking with gesticulations. Exeter, proficient in the French
language, was acting in the same fashion.

Questions, jests and chuckling repartee passed rapidly. The girl was bewildered by the flow of
conversation. Then it took aserious vein.

Exeter listened, nodding, while Brilliard explained something. He came back with pointed responses
which pleased the Frenchman. Then the discourse ended abruptly. Brilliard turned to Aliciaand indicated
the portrait on the easdl.

"C'est fini, mademoisdlle" he explained.
“Itisfinished," added Exeter.

"I managed to gather that much,” laughed Alicia. "Well, Monsieur Brilliard, does this mean that you can
begin upon my portrait?"

"Bientot, mademoisdlle. Eet ees soon that | can commence. Eet eesto your house that | must come -"
"Certainly. | should like you to come there tonight.”
"Impossible, mademoisdle-"

"Not to begin the portrait, monsieur, merely to be my guest at dinner. | should like you to meet my
faher."

"Oui, mademoisdlle. But eet must be some other night. | have ze appointment for thees evening.”
"l see. Suppose then, afew days from now -"
"Oui, mademoisdle”

Asthe visitorsturned to leave, Brilliard opened anew conversation with Exeter. The two were laughing



over somejest as Exeter and Aliciawent down the stairway.
OUTSIDE, Exeter spoketo Alicia.

"Suppose we lunch at Gallion's," he suggested. "We have been there before. Oysters Rockefeller,
Shrimps alaCreole, abottle of Sauterne -"

"Excdlent," agreed thegirl. "Come aong. Well wak over by the Rue Royae. Well, Reggie, did you
enjoy your vist with Monsieur Brilliard?"

"Immensdy,” replied Exeter.

"Soit seemed,” said Allicia, "the way you two began to chat. What in the world did you find to talk
about?'

"Paris," stated Exeter. "As soon as Brilliard learned that | knew the city, it was hard to stop histalking.
Hereferred to alot of placesthat | recognized. He was beginning anecdotes when we | ft.”

"Y ou should stop by again and chat with him for an hour.”
"Perhaps | shall. It would be interesting. Well, heré's Roya Street. Only ablock to Gallion's."

BACK in hisstudio, Raoul Brilliard had removed the portrait from its easdl. He bused himsdlf
rearranging the studio; then spent awhile cleaning palette and brushes. More than an hour had passed
before he finished.

Strolling from the studio, Brilliard carefully locked the door behind him. Hewaved agreeting to the artist
across the way and called something in French. The other man nodded.

"What did he say?" inquired the modd, after Brilliard had gone down the sairs.

"Just wanted meto tell people hewas out,” replied the artist. "He's going to Thibault'sfor a cup of
chocolate. He won't be back for a couple of hours.”

"A couple of hourd" exclaimed the modd. "That long for a cup of chocolate?!

"When Frenchmen drink chocolate," chuckled the artist, "they're like the English with their tea. They take
half the afternoon for the job."

CHAPTER XII. THE SHADOW DECIDES

DINNER had ended at the Gaudrin mansion. The event had proven agala one for both Danforth
Gaudrin and his son Luke. Each had entertained a guest; both the honored visitors were millionaires.

Dunwood Marr and Lamont Cranston had found much in common. Mutual acquai ntances, common
interest in aviation and love of travel had been their subjects of discourse. Y et it had been plain from the
dart that their impressions had differed. Marr mentioned the fact while they were sipping coffee and
lighting their cigars.

"I still like segplanes, Cranston,” he observed. "They give you the water-thrill of aspeed boat, combined
with the zest of flight. Landings are uniform asarule; but choppy water can giveyou dl the excitement
you desire. I'vetried an autogiro once. | didn't carefor it."

"Y ou need more experience,” returned Crangton. " The gyro affords more interesting episodes than any
other type of aircraft. It combines certainty with uncertainty.”



"Why the uncertainty, Cranston? | thought they could land safely anywhere.”

"They dmost can. That iswhy they tempt you to try theimpossible. Just asin traveling, Marr. It isone
thing to go through danger spots, keeping close to beaten paths. It is another to throw yourself into the
untrod byways, where danger can surround you."

"About Timbuktu and Tibet - you've spoken of those places, Cranston. I've never been to either. |
suppose | have missed thrillsthat you have gained.”

"You have, Marr. And yet" - with Cranston's thin smile, The Shadow turned to Exeter - "I suppose that
in Audtrdia, Exeter, you have had experiencesthat can equa any of mine."

"Hardly," replied Exeter, With a shake of hishead. "I suppose you refer to the regions where the
Bushmen arefound. I've kept clear of those digtricts, Mr. Cranston. I've spent most of my lifein
Melbourne and Sydney, except for afew tripsto England.”

"Youwerein Paris, Reggie" reminded Alicia

"Yes" said Exeter. "1 dways stopped there coming home from England. Long stops, too. Months at a
time. No, Mr. Cranston, outside of avacation in Tasmania, I've had very little taste of outdoor life."

Conversation lagged. Aliciaarose and suggested that the guests sojourn on the veranda. Exeter
accepted. Marr and Cranston remained with Luke and hisfather, to finish their cigars.

"Even Mexico istoo wild for me," remarked Marr. "Thosetripsthat | made across the mountainsto my
minesin Hidalgo were dow and troublesome. Bandits were a constant menace.”

"Why didn't you go by segplane?' came Cranston's question.
"Impossible” replied Marr. "No placefor alanding.”

"Which shows the merits of the autogiro, Marr. | flew into Mexico, some time ago, and landed perfectly
in aforgotten valey, right into the midst of a surviving Aztec tribe, on the flat rock where they were
holding areligious ceremony." (See: Val. IV, No. 6, "Six Men of Evil.")

"Amazing! How did you escape death?"

"They took mefor an ancient god. A messenger from the moon. They gave meamarvelousemerdd asa
token of their esteem. They grestly regretted my departure.”

"What an experience!

"Perhaps we might fly together to Hidalgo. | should like to see those mines of yours."

"It'sago, Crangton. But not until amonth from now. | have arranged a yachting cruise from Florida."
"IN the Nautilus?' inquired Danforth Gaudrin.

"Yes," replied Marr. "After | flew back to Florida, | told my friendsthat | had purchased the Nautilus.
They were enthusiastic and induced meto plan acruise. That iswhy | sent my seaplane back aone. |
ghdl return to Foridain the Nautilus."

"Father'syacht,” explained Luke, to Cranston, "Mr. Marr bought it about amonth ago."

"After it was chartered,” put in Danforth Gaudrin. "A London scientist - Professor Pearson Babcock -



acquired the Nautilus for a cora-hunting cruise. We expect the yacht to arrive in Lake Pontchartrain
within afew days."

"It comes up that way from the Gulf, you know," added L uke. "Through the channels.”

"Too bad you are leaving for New Y ork tomorrow," remarked Marr. "Otherwise, Cranston, | should
ingst that you go by way of Floridawith me. | intend to go to Miami; and the trip around the Keys should
prove mogt interesting.”

"I should liketo takeit, Marr," agreed The Shadow. "But my stay in New Orleansis necessarily limited.
However, | shal return South and will meet you in Florida, after your coming cruiseis ended.”

OUT ontheveranda, Alicia Gaudrin wastaking to Reginad Exeter. The girl was discussing the artist
whom they had met that noon.

"Mongeur Brilliard admiresme asatype," explained Alicia. "When | met him at Esther Letkin's, he
became quite enthusiastic about doing my portrait. | told him that | could not afford to pay for one."

"But heremained ingstent?"’ inquired Exeter.

"Yes," replied Alicia. "Hetold methat he was herefor avacation. Painting only as he chose. The matter
of money was inconsegquentid. He had already turned down some attractive offers; on the contrary, he
was doing portraits without charge. Doesn't that strike you as abit odd?”

"Not at dl,” declared Exeter. "All artists are temperamental. Brilliard apparently has areputation. Painting
only for apricewould go againg hisgrain.”

"Then you think that | am right in dlowing him to do my portrait?’
"Absolutdy, Alicia. | must congratulate Brilliard upon hisrare judgment.”
"In choosing asetting?!

"No; in choosing asubject.”

The girl smiled as she heard Exeter'sflattery. The young man reached out and received the girl's hand. He
drew closer to her chair.

"The otherswill soon be here, Reggie," reminded the girl. "' Perhaps we should be found in forma
conversation. Taking about segplanes, or yachts."

"l suppose s0." Exeter arose and strolled across the veranda. " Speaking of yachts, Alicia, the Nautilus
should soon be due. Has your father heard any new word from the captain?”

"Only that the Nautilusis homeward bound.”
"From where?'

"Someidand in the Gulf of Mexico - where Professor Babcock had divers plunging for his precious
cord."

"Funny old duck, the professor. Seemed so distressed about leaving me here that | promised him I'd wait
about until he returned from the cruise.”

"And after he gets back?"



"Then I'll have no excuse for staying here.”

"Y ou have areason, Reggie. The reason isthat you are dwayswelcome here.”
"There's another reason, Alicia”

"l should liketo hear it, Reggie."

"Because” - the man paused close by the girl's chair - "because, Alicia, | loveyou -"

ALICIA'S gaze was straight into Exeter's eyes. As the man paused, almost hesitant in declaring hislove,
the girl smiled and nodded; then quickly raised her finger to her lips.

Anticipating some interruption, Exeter stepped away and turned toward the door that led from the house.
He saw the others coming toward the porch.

Marr and Cranston stepped into view; then Danforth Gaudrin and his son Luke. The four joined Exeter
and Alicia. New conversation began. Soon Luke had an opportunity for remarks.

"Sorry my friend Lence couldn't be here," he said. "Y ou'd like Tracy. Hes afine chap. I'll invite him out
when | hear from him. He might be up at the Club Caprice tonight. | was going to suggest arun up there.
What say, governor" - he turned to hisfather - "don't you fedl sporting enough to pay avisit?'

"I have no objectionsto the Club Caprice," responded Danforth Gaudrin. "But | do consider it amistake
for young men of limited means to squander what money they do possess. In my youthful days, | did not
indulge in too much gambling. It ceases to become a pleasure when one steps beyond his depth.”

"Quiteright, governor,” agreed Luke, in ahumoring tone. "1 overdid it when | started playing at the Club
Caprice. I've toned down a bit since then. | even have a credit at the place.”

"Then cashit in," suggested Danforth Gaudrin.

"| can't do that, governor,” put in Luke, glibly. "They treated mewell when | wasbelow theline. | haveto
jolly them abit, now that I'm making out better. What say we roll up there for an hour? How abot i,
Exeter? Fed like doing the chauffeur act tonight?!

"If it suitsAlicia”" replied Exeter.
"I'm agreed,” declared the girl.

HALF an hour later, the crowd arrived at the Club Caprice. Aliciafavored dancing; she and Reginad
Exeter went into the night-club side of the establishment. Luke Gaudrin headed the othersinto the gaming
room.

Obtaining amoderate supply of chips, Luke began to play aroulette whed Marr and Cranston joined in
the game, while Danforth Gaudrin looked on. Luke copied Cranston's combinations. All play was
conservative, and the elder Gaudrin nodded approvingly as he watched the care with which his son
hazarded his chips.

Tony, one of the gaming-room bodyguards, was standing near the roulette whed. Luke had achanceto
gpeak to him. Only The Shadow overheard the young man'swords, as L uke whispered:

"Ask Royd to drop out, will you, Tony?"
Tony nodded and disappeared. Shortly afterward, Roya Medbrook strolled from the office. Luke,



watching, saw him. Ending the play, he beckoned to the others. They walked over toward the faro table,
where Luke introduced his father and the two millionaires to Medbrook.

The meeting seemed a chance one to Danforth Gaudrin. The Shadow, however, knew that Luke's
purpose was to impress Roya Medbrook; to make the gambler believe that L uke had squared matters
with hisfather. Marr's presence, too, was a guarantee that L uke had talked straight on the night before.

Medbrook strolled away past the faro table. As he did, The Shadow I€eft the group; in leisurely fashion
he neared the door of the card room and paused there. Rafferty was at his accustomed spot; watching
for Royal, he did not see The Shadow close at hand.

Nor did Medbrook, as Rafferty approached him. Chameleonlike, The Shadow, motionlessin the guise of
Crangton, was haf obscured beside the drapery of awall. Listening, he caught a buzzed conversation.

"You called New Orleans?’
The question came from Medbrook. Rafferty nodded.

"Told them there was no sign of the bird that the New Y ork dick was after," informed Rafferty. "Said
you'd made afina check-up tonight. The chief said that they're going to take a stab a Frenchtown.”

"I don't think they'll find the fellow there, either,” commented Medbrook. " They've got to cooperate,
though. That's the way the police work."

Medbrook strolled to the office. Stopping part way, he glanced about. He saw thetall figure of Lamont
Cranston moving toward the faro table. Medbrook's eyes narrowed as he continued to the office.

Ten minutes |ater, Rafferty camein to spesk to the gambler. Roya was sitting at the desk; hishand was
beside the telephone. Royal beckoned.

"Thisman Crangton,” he remarked. "Was he listening to us when we talked?"

"Didn't notice him," returned Rafferty. "He's ill outsde, Royd. The others are leaving; but heisn't going
inwith them. Want me to keep an eye on him?"

"No," returned the gambler, with adight smile. "I just called afriend of mine. He's looking up the hotel
where Cranston's stopping. If heisn't O.K. - well, never mind Rafferty. I'll attend to it.”

ONE hour later, The Shadow left the Club Caprice. He entered a taxicab and the driver pulled away
from the entrance. Asthe cab swung toward the fronting highway, The Shadow's keen eyes spotted a
figure diding to acar that had stopped a hundred feet beyond the entrance to the Club Caprice. Itslights
were dim; evidently the machine had just arrived.

"Whereto, boss?' queried the taxi driver, shoving his face to the open window. "Whereabouts in the city
areyou -"

The driver gagped. He was staring into the muzzle of aleveled automatic. The Shadow had drawn the
gun just after the swing to the highway. Above the barrel of the .45 were eyesthat flashed terror to the
taxi driver'sthumping heart.

CHAPTER XII1. BALKED KILLERS

"STEPonit!" came The Shadow's firm command. " Speed to the city limits. Then pull to the Sde of the
road."



Thefrightened taxi driver needed no further urge. Though quivering, he obeyed as histerror magnified.
Tramping accelerator to the floor he shot his machine forward at full speed, anxious only to do the
bidding of this being who would brook no dallying.

Asthe cab whirled forward, the car near the Club Caprice shot out with immediate speed. Hoarse cries
came from its occupants. They knew that their quarry had spotted their presence. Madly they took up
the chase of the lurching cab. But they could not equal the pace of the maddened driver up ahead.

"Over" - The Shadow's command came from the rear of the cab as his automatic pressed the driver's
neck. "Pull over and stop. Stop hard.”

Cold gted of the gun's muzzle spurred the driver to prompt response. He had doubled the distance
between his cab and the car behind. The halt that he made wasterrific. He jammed the brake and
banked the cab upon amound of dirt at the side of the road.

"Out," ordered The Shadow. "Run for cover!”

The driver dived from the whedl and scrambled over the low bank at the side of the road, never glancing
behind him. At the same ingtant, The Shadow yanked open the door and |egped against the bank.

Hisleft hand clutched the lgpels of hisfull-dress coat, pressing them so they hid the whiteness of collar,
shirt and tie. As hisright shoulder struck the bank, The Shadow spun about. Half rolling, haf legping, he
whirled back, away from the staled taxi.

He was amass of spinning blacknessin the shroud of night. The Shadow was unseen despite the glare of
gpproaching lights. The attire of Lamont Cranston was serving him aswell asany cloak. In four swift
seconds, he had hurled himsalf from aspot of pressing danger.

FROM the pursuing automobile came flashes of flame, accompanied by the roar of revolvers. Bullets
ripped the rear of the halted cab. Slugs crashed windows as the big machine approached. An open
touring car, its Sides offered opportunity for the marksmaninit.

Opportunity lay elsewhere, dso. Ending his spin againgt the banked side of the road, The Shadow
stopped with automeatic levelled. He pressed the trigger asthe touring car arrived. Not once; but often.

The kicking automeatic sent fierce jabs of flame. With every spurt, The Shadow's arm was swinging,
following the car that had come to deluge the cab with leaden hail. Screamed oaths shrieked through the
air asthe driver gpplied the brakes. The touring car spun roundabout, a dozen yards beyond the cab.

Risng, The Shadow swung himsalf up the embankment; the action took no more than one swift legp.
Dropping flat, he aimed to dedl with desperadoes should they require more. The touring car was straight
acrosstheroad. Lights from an gpproaching automobile showed toppled figures dangling aboveits
doors.

One unscathed marksman had seen The Shadow's shots. Leaning from beside the driver's seet, he
loosed avolley for the center of the bank where The Shadow had been. Whirling bullets thudded the dirt,
theair crackling asit closed behind them.

A single shot answered from atop the embankment. A last burst from the automatic, it proved a perfect
stroke. The crook beside the driver jounced upward; then dumped down in the car. The man at the
whed stepped on the gas.

Jolting from the road, he drove hard through a chance opening between trees. Cutting wildly acrossa
fied, he reached adirt road that led to another highway. The touring car jounced from side to Side; then



sped away in flight, itsdriver carrying acargo of dead and crippled pas.

Cars had stopped dl about. Lights were glaring on the road. Those headlamps, however, did not show
theright sde of the taxicab. Nor did they reved The Shadow as he crawled quickly dong the
embankment, then dropped beside the taxi.

Leaping to the whed, The Shadow started the bullet-riddled cab. Shots had been for the body - not for
tires, tank or motor. The cab responded. The Shadow droveit roaring, past carsthat had hated in their
path from the city. Racing the motor to full speed, he whizzed into the city limits of New Orleans.

NOT long afterward, Lamont Cranston appeared in the lobby of the hotel where he was stopping. His
usualy immaculate attire bore dight traces of grime; that fact, however, was not noticed by the elevator
operator.

Reaching hisroom, The Shadow changed his clothes. He packed his bags; then summoned the porter
and arranged for hisluggage to be expressed to New Y ork, save for a briefcase that he intended to carry
withhim.

Going down to the lobby, The Shadow checked out, till in the quiet manner of Lamont Cranston. He left
the key; but he did not go from the hotel. Instead, he returned to hisfloor. The door was unlocked as he
had l€ft it.

Opening the briefcase, he produced a make-up box. Surveying his countenance in amirror, he laughed
softly and began to remold his masklike features. His visage changed benesth the pressure of hisfinger
tips. When The Shadow's work was completed, hisface was fuller and heavier than that of Lamont
Crangton. It till carried its hawklike semblance; that was all.

The Shadow strolled from the hotel room. He descended to the lobby, walked out and strode briskly
toward bright lightsthat glittered along Cana Street. His gait, his manner - both had undergone a change
asmarked asthat of his countenance.

TWO hours &fter the episode on the highway, two men arrived at the Club Caprice and asked for
Rafferty. One was Joe Cardong; the other, atall, square-shouldered man. Although clad in civilian attire,
thisindividua had the military bearing of an army officer. Hisface was as square-set as hisframe.

Rafferty conducted the two to Medbrook's office. The gambler arose and extended his hand, first to
Cardona, then to the detective's companion.

"Well, well,” chuckled Royal. "Lieutenant Wayson. Y ou're in good company, Cardona. Waysonisthe
best police ingtructor in the country. An expert on smal arms -"

"Cardonaknows dl that, Medbrook," interposed Wayson, in adeep tone. "The chief gave him the details
when heintroduced usthis afternoon. Y ou know my duties. | confine mysdf entirely to revolver
practice.”

"During the day," laughed Medbrook. "And in the evenings, you see the town. What are you going to do
- take Cardona around the French Quarter? Looking for a con man who might be picking off the saps
who cometo town?'

"That's just what we intend to do," informed Wayson. "But that comes later, Medbrook - beginning with
tomorrow night. The reason I'm out here now isto find out what | can about that trouble on the
highway."

"Y ou mean that battle between atouring car and ataxi? We heard about it here - that'sal. Anyway, it



was outsde the city limits, wasn't it?"
Roya eyed Wayson sharply. The police officer nodded his acknowledgment.

"It doesn't come under our jurisdiction,” he admitted. "But that doesn't prevent our finding out what you
know about it. I'm here ex-officio.”

"l understand,” stated Royadl. "Well, lieutenant, I'd like to help you out; but frankly; | don't know athing
about it. Thewhole affair was off the premises of the Club Caprice. We only received a second-hand
rumor that thered been afight.”

"The cab showed up in New Orleans" remarked Wayson. "It was found in aparking lot. The driver
arrived later; he said he'd picked up a passenger from here.”

"Any description of therider?!

"None. The fellow poked agun muzzle up agains the driver's neck and made him pull over. Helet the
driver runfor it."

"And then the fight began?'
"That'sit. He heard the shots; then he saw his cab roll away. That'sal hetold us.”
The telephone bell rang. Medbrook answered it. He spoke briefly.

"Camein, you say?" inquired Medbrook. "I see... Checked out right afterward... Goneto New Y ork...
All right... No, never mind... That'sal | need to know..."

The gambler smiled as he hung up the receiver.

"Just checking on acustomer,” he remarked. "A stranger we didn't know enough about. Helooks all
right, though. No, he wasn't one that we thought might be Cyro" - Medbrook shook his head as he saw
Cardonaabout to interrupt; "we were afraid thisfellow was aprofessona gambler, getting aline on the
way we run things."

This statement ended, Roya Medbrook tapped the desk in meditation; then looked at Wayson.

"Thereve been tough birds around lately,” he declared. "But | don't think they amount to much. They've
kept their noses out of our business; and | guessthey're wise enough to stay outside the city limits, too.
They were probably after somefelow in the cab; but | can't figure who hewas. A lot of customers went
out of heretonight.”

Wayson seemed satisfied with the explanation. He arose, motioned to Cardona and the two departed.
OUTSIDE the Club Caprice they entered a coupe that belonged to Wayson and headed cityward.

"Well take astroll down toward Frenchtown," decided Wayson. "Just to look around tonight; but
tomorrow we can make someinquiries about this chap Cyro. Seemsto me | heard some talk about him
when | wasin Jamaica, afew yearsago."

"Y ou were on service there?' asked Cardona.

"Yes," laughed Wayson. "Jamaica, the Philippines, Hawalii, Algeria, China- I've been everywhere. Old
pas of mine are aways dropping in to see me. | show them the high spots of New Orleans. Unofficidly.”



"Y ou think Cyro might bein the Latin Quarter?'

"Possibly. Let me explain how things are down there, Cardona. To begin with, there arealot of places
that look tough to people who don't know them. Up North, they would be mobster hangouts. But they
aren't down here.”

IIWI,.Iy rDt?l

"Gangs find the New Orleans climate unhealthy. Medbrook brought out that fact when we talked to him.
Gangsters keep quiet ingde our city limits. Mobs follow rackets - and aracketeer can't get to first basein
New Orleans. Thetown hasitsriffraff, but they move openly. We watch the places where they go; and
we keep an eye on them.

"If alocal rowdy decided he'd become a big shot, we'd step on him as soon as he began to organize. If a
big shot blowsin from another city, he finds himsalf up againgt it when hetriesto organize acrew. If he
triesto import his own gorillas, we can spot them like daisesin awhest field.”

"Then gangsters stay clear of New Orleans?'

"No. A lot of them visit here. But they mind their business. The layout doesn't look right. That'sall. There
are too many people belonging here who can't see theidea of outsiders starting trouble with the cops.”

"Then the French Quarter stays quiet?’

"Not al thetime. Inasensg, it's never quiet. Anything may happen there. Same way aong the water
front. Look at it thisway, Cardona. The Hudson River is pretty big at New York, isn't it?"

"Morethanamilewide."
"Well, supposeit began to rise - twenty or thirty feet. It would be tough for Manhattan, wouldn't it?"
Cardona nodded.

"Well, out there" - Wayson pointed toward the foot of Cand Street, along which they wereriding -
"welve got the Mississippi and it rises. But it doesn't wash us out because we have the levees. Higher
than theleve of the streets.

"We handle crime something like the river. We know it'sduefor rises. And whenit's low, therésliableto
be an influx from outside. That's when the levees show how useful they can be. We have them built. They
are ready when we need them."

Cardona made no comment. He caught the angle of Wayson's rough simile. Where New Y ork had
seething crime that kept acongtant level, smaller cities frequently encountered an intide of crookswho
saw a happy hunting ground awaiting them. New Orleans had met this difficulty, according to Wayson.

Before Cardona could ask for further detalls, the lieutenant returned to his original statement.

"l said we would inquire about con men," remarked Wayson. "Wewill. I'll talk to people that | know.
They don't want customers who may make trouble for them. They'll passthe word aong. The rats won't
know anything about it.

"But if you came down here with a detective, making his rounds, some of the smdl fry might wonder who
you were. They'd figure you for an out-of-town detective. They'd pass the word, not to help you, but to
help any of their kind that might bein bad. Y our man might wiseto it."



THE coupe had reached the center of the city. Wayson parked; he and Cardona aighted. A traffic cop
ddivered afriendly sdute asthey crossed the broad avenue with its four rows of streetcar tracksin the
center.

"Same as Market Street in Frisco,” remarked Wayson, pointing to the tracks. "Four abreast.” Then, to a
cop who was taking the number of aparked car: "Give him abreak, Stevie. Y ou won't get the towing car
for haf an hour. It was heading up Claiborne when we passed it."

The policeman grinned and waved. Wayson nudged his thumb to indicate the other sde of Cand Street,
the one from which they had come.

"That's uptown," he explained to Joe. "On that Side of Canal Street. On this side is downtown. That'sthe
way we distinguish them. Different from most cities. First thing we strike in the downtown sideisthe
French Quarter.

"We turn through here to begin with" - they were walking aong Cand Street as he spoke - "and we're
going aong the wettest dley in the world - Exchange Street. Grog shops. Keep your eye peeled.”

Night had brought illumination to Cana Street. Both sides of the broad thoroughfare were resplendent
with circular globes above their stout metd lamp-posts. Exchange Street, however, presented amore
garish spectacle.

Barswith open fronts, indoor cafes, amid ablaze of light. A scattering crowd threaded back and forth
across the thoroughfare. Automobilesrolled dowly, honking their horns continuoudly.

Wayson was eyeing al about him. So was Cardona. All the while, the lieutenant acted as though pointing
out the sightsto afriend. A genia, ba dheaded man gave agreeting. Wayson spoke to him. The fellow
nodded.

The same thing happened further on. Whenever Wayson paused to chat, he kept his keen eyesroving.
He was studying the mediey of humanity, looking for men worth watching.

At the end of Exchange Street, Wayson turned about. He glanced at his watch, then shrugged his
shoulders. His gesture Signified that it wastoo late to begin operations.

"Tomorrow night - at eight,” decided the police lieutenant. "I'll meet you at your hotd. Well head down
thisway, Cardona. We lost too much time with that uselesstrip out to the Club Caprice.

A WELL-DRESSED man was standing near the corner. He had overheard Wayson's words. Cardona
saw the stranger, but caught only adight view of hisdignified face. He did not recognize the passer.

But as Wayson and Cardonamoved toward Cana Street, a soft laugh came from the lips of the dignified
stranger. He waited until Wayson and Cardonawere out of sight; then began abrisk pacein the direction
of ahotdl, afair-szed establishment known as the Bontezan.

Under hisarm, the stranger had a briefcase. He placed it by the desk as he signed the register. The name
that he wrote was Justin Oswood. The address: New Y ork.

"l sent some luggage here,” remarked the new guest. "It bears my name.”

"Werecaived it, Mr. Oswood," informed the clerk. "It isin the porter's room. We shall send the luggage
up.”

In the room assigned to him, Justin Oswood smiled warily as he studied hisreflection in amirrored door.



The visage that he surveyed was the one that had replaced the countenance of Lamont Cranston.

The Shadow was till in New Orleans a anew hotel, wearing a guise that would not be recognized by
any who had met Lamont Cranston.

Tonight, The Shadow had visited the home of Danforth Gaudrin, a place where crime was dueto fall
when the Nauttilus returned. He had accomplished all he needed there for the present. He did not require
another vigit as Cranston.

At the Club Caprice, he had learned the course that Joe Cardonawasto follow. His chance observance
of Cardonaand Wayson had given him corroboration. Tomorrow night, while waiting for the crime that
would reved the schemes of the elusive Cyro, The Shadow would have opportunity to trail Cardona
through the French Quarter.

Most important of al tonight's episodes had been the one in which The Shadow had actually encountered
men of crime. He had beaten off aband of would-be dayers. He knew that they were but a portion of a
ready mob. The rogues had attacked from outside the city; but chances were that their hangout was
within thelimits of New Orleans.

Luck had alowed the driver of the touring car to escape with the thinned and crippled crew. To take up
thetrail; to seek the leader who had ordered that band to battle would be atroublesome task for The
Shadow, particularly while better prospects offered.

As Justin Oswood, The Shadow could afford to wait. Lamont Cranston was gone; thugs would be lying
low. When the time came, The Shadow could deal with the pals of those whom he had beaten back
tonight.

CHAPTER X1V. THE MESSAGE

TWENTY -FOUR hours had passed. Midnight strollers were passing through the narrow streets of the
French Quarter, where old-fashioned lamps cast mellow light that softened the scarred house fronts. The
night was warm; people upon bal conies overlooked the passing strollers. Keen, foreign facesformed a
good proportion of those behind the upstairsrails.

Among those on the street were two who had been on the go since dusk. Cardona and Wayson had
maintained a haphazard course in their combined search for Cyro. They had visited placesthat the police
lieutenant called "two-bit joints': twenty-five cents for adrink, asandwich or adance.

They had stopped in little restaurants; and for awhile they had loitered about an absinthe shop that held
more than the usua quota of foreigners.

Everywhere, Wayson had sown seeds that might grow. He had told persons of the French Quarter that
the police were looking for a gentleman of crime - acon man who did not belong in New Orleans. He
had made it plain that word of such a stranger would be appreciated.

Thetour had halted in Gallion's Restaurant, where Wayson had suggested amidnight medl. Seated at a
corner table, Joe Cardona noted a bacony along the back of the main room, with an entrance to another
part of the restaurant.

Monseur Gallion, with pointed mustache, came over and chatted in French with Wayson. Then the
proprietor broke into convivia Itaian when introduced by Wayson to Cardona.

"Wait until we visit some water-front beaneries,”" chuckled Wayson, as awaiter took their order. ™Y ou'll



hear every lingo there. But these are the spots where Cyro might be. A swindler might land a sucker at
Gdlions"

AsWayson spoke, Cardona noted atdl, keen-visaged stranger enter the restaurant. Joe had a hunch
that he had previoudly seen the newcomer somewhere else in the French Quarter. He did not suspect that
he was|ooking at The Shadow.

As Justin Oswood, The Shadow had trailed Wayson and Cardona during the entire evening. Sometimes
close, sometimes at adistance, he had constantly kept inconspicuous. He had heard Wayson State -
hours ago - that they would wind up at Galion's.

More than that, The Shadow had spied others watching Wayson and Cardona- particularly in the
absinthe house. There, a squint-eyed foreigner had overheard Wayson mentioning Gallion's. The squinty
individual had departed promptly afterward, so quickly that The Shadow, handicapped by his part of
Oswood, had been unableto follow.

At one time during the evening, The Shadow had dropped the trail. That was when Wayson had
announced a brief portion of his coming route. The Shadow had |ft; he had hailed acab and goneto the
Hotel Bontezan, where he was registered as Justin Oswood. Returning to thetrail, he had stopped at
Gadlion's, to leave a package. Then he had picked up the course of Wayson and Cardona.

Thetrip had been a short one, for the Bontezan overlooked the French Quarter. At present, returned to
Gdlion's, The Shadow quietly asked the waiter for his package. The man produced it, and placed it on a
chair beside the customer.

Indulging in alight medl, The Shadow had finished before Wayson and Cardona were hdf through. He
remained, however, smoking acigar. Thus he saw a shirt-d eeved man who entered and walked over to
Wayson's table. He understood the French that the fellow uttered. He saw Wayson nod; he watched the
man go out.

"A tip," confided Wayson to Cardona. "l thought one might be coming.”
"About Cyro?" asked Joe.

"It may be," replied Wayson. "That chap came from Pierre Debeg.”
"Who is Debeq?'

"An old Frenchman who livesin ahouse at the end of alittle dley near Roya Street. He has agreat many
wesdlthy friends, athough hisown financesare limited. | think | seealight.”

"About Cyro?'

"Y es. Maybe somebody who knows Debeq spoke to him about some swindler being in town. It'sa
good lead. Swallow your coffee. Well go over and see Debeg.”

WHILE the two men were putting ahasty finish to their medl, The Shadow arose and strolled from the
restaurant. Under hisarm, he was carrying the package that he had obtained at Gallion's. In the brisk
manner of Justin Oswood, he walked one block in the direction of the Hotel Bontezan. That distance
covered, The Shadow changed his course. He came to an empty house between two street lamps. He
stepped beneath the shelter of adeep balcony.

There was asound of crinkling paper, as The Shadow opened the package which he carried. Totdly
obscured by the gloom, The Shadow remained in thistemporary shelter. Something swished softly in the



darkness. Then came slence.

A splotch of darkness moved aong the sdewalk; it wavered past the fringe of the nearest lamplight. A
patrolling policeman spied the phenomenon, purdy by chance. He stared suspicioudy at the overhanging
bal cony.

Clicking hisflashlight, the patrolman made an ingpection of the sheltering space. The rays showed no one
benesath the ba cony - nothing except awall of crumbling brick. The patrolman resumed his beat. Quiet
reigned within the Vieux Carre.

Silently, mysterioudy, The Shadow had blended with the night. No longer passing as Justin Oswood, he
had assumed hisfavored garb, that cloak of blackness that so well-befitted the night-splotched byways
of thisantiquated area.

WHILE The Shadow was finding seclusion in the cover of darkness, two others were a so deciding that
the quiet of the French Quarter suited them. Cardona and Wayson had paced away from Galion'sand
were dmost to the residence of Pierre Debeq.

"Therésawayslifein the Quarter,”" observed Wayson, as he guided Joe toward the new destination.
"But there's something that subdues it; an atmosphere that suppresses trouble.”

"And helpsthelaw hold itsown?" questioned Cardona.

"Usudly," returned Wayson; "and trouble doesn't last long after it Starts. Y et you never can tell whenit's
likely to begin. | dwayscarry my atillery."

He patted the Sdes of his coat to indicate two guns beneath. Cardona grinned and thrust hishand to his
coat pocket, to give amomentary flash of a snub-nosed revolver.

"Wetakethisaleyway," announced Wayson. "It'sthe way in to Pierre Debeq's.”

They entered a space just past athree-story building, one that was fronted with a double balcony of iron
lacework. The ornamentation ended abruptly at the aley. Wayson and Cardonawere passing through a
narrow passage that showed high, straight walls on each side.

One dtreet lamp reveded narrow sidewaks. Ahead was an ancient driveway, a continuation of the dley.
Stone paving was visible beyond a gate. The grilled barrier was open; the visitors waked through a
veritable tunnel to reach adimly lighted court.

Dark doorways and stairs to upper stories showed at one side and the end of the court. At the far
portion, totaly obscured from the outside dley, was the front of a stone-walled house. With footsteps
echoing from the dull paving, Wayson led Cardonato the entrance.

"ThisisDebeq's," explained the lieutenant. "Chez Debeg, he cdlsit. Take alook around this courtyard,
Cardona. Walls on every side, with those inner bal conies. It looks as though al four were one house; but
they aren't. Only thisside is Debeq's. He's probably waiting for us. Well wak right in.”

Wayson opened the front door and they passed beneath an archway to another court, whereasingle
light shone upon adoor acrossthe way. Thiswas asmall courtyard, and Cardona pictured it correctly
when he decided that it was the equivaent of avestibulein an ordinary house.

Once past the arch benegth the upper stories, no one could find an outlet except through a door
opposite. That, in asense, was Debeg'sinner front door. Once within it, visitorswould find themselves
actudly in the house itself. There would be stairways leading up to al sections of the upper floors.



Wayson decided to ring a bell that showed beside the door. A clang answered his effort. Wayson
waited; then spoke to Cardona.

"Debeq's an old codger who prefersto live done," remarked the police lieutenant. "Wait until you see his
big hdl. Morelikealiving room, just insde this door."

There was no response. Wayson clanged the bell again, waited, then shrugged his shoulders.

"Old Debeg israther deaf,” he said. "'l don't liketo walk in on him; but since he sent for us, we might as
wdll try the door to seeif it's open.”

THE barrier yielded as the police lieutenant pressed it. Wayson and Cardona stepped through alittle
anteroom that was dark. They saw the gleam of candldight ahead. Two tapers were burning above a
mantel piece, throwing aflickering glare upon a stone hearth. Dim stairways showed at the sides of the
hall.

A clock between the candles was chiming a three-quarter hour. Wayson stared about, hisface
perplexed. He had not expected to find the room deserted. He eyed the stairways, then shrugged his
shoulders.

"| don't see Debeqg,” he began. "I wonder if -"

The clock's chime ended as Wayson paused. With the last stroke came an interrupting sound. It was a
wheezy whine from a corner past the fireplace. Wayson stepped in that direction, Cardona close behind.
Both saw the outline of aform huddled in achair.

"Debeq!" exclaimed Wayson. "Bound and gagged! What's happened here? A robbery?’

The lieutenant yanked the handkerchief from the face of the man in the chair. Cardona saw aplaintive,
withered countenance as Pierre Debeq stared up into the light. Wayson tugged at binding ropes that held
the old man's arms. Debeq uttered feeble wordsin French.

Like aflash, Wayson sent Debeq's chair skidding into the corner, its occupant riding withit. The
lieutenant seized Cardonas arm and whedled Joe out of the light. He snapped acommand; Cardona
hurried with him toward the door.

Debeq's words had been afeeble warning, delivered just in time. Thisroom was atrap, set by those who
had overpowered the old Frenchman; and Wayson and Cardona were the victims for whom it had been
planned!

CHAPTER XV. OUT OF THE DARK

CROUCHING figures were springing from the stairways. Knives glimmered as evil faces|eered.
Wayson uttered arepetition of the warning that had come from Debeg.

“Apached”

AsWayson yanked open the door, he was bringing arevolver into view with his other hand. Cardona,
too, had found his gun. Joe's weapon spoke first. The nearer Apache dropped ingtinctively; his
companion legped for the side wall.

Knives sizzed through the air. One skimmed past Cardonas ear and buried itsdf in thewadl beside the
door. The other fluked asthe Apache threw it. It clattered aong the stone floor of the hall.



Cardonafired again, as Wayson yanked him out into the court. Again the police lieutenant had made the
proper move. A third Apache had opened fire from the stairway. His shots were wide as hisrevolver
boomed through Debeq's stuccoed hall.

Asthey reached the courtyard, Wayson and Cardonaredlized the full menace of the trap. Out from hazy
lurking spots came new weapon-bearing enemies. In from the arched outer entrance surged atrio of
killers bent to prevent escape.

Aswithin, thefirgt attackers were wielding knives, intent to kill with slence. But those behind them had
pointed guns, reedy to day if their forerunnersfailed.

Asthey wheded about to fire, Wayson and Cardona were hopelesdy outnumbered. Worst of al, they
were turning their backs upon the killerswhom they had left within.

Directly above Debeqg'sinner door was a balcony; above it wasthefird tier of aflat French roof. It was
from the roof that a blackened shape dropped squarely upon the bal cony. Extended arms swung over the
rail. Two automatics roared as the Apaches surged upon Wayson and Cardona.

THE Shadow had arrived acrossthe roof of Debeq's house. His automatics awvakened thunder asthey
echoed among the stonewalls of the court. Hisfierce fire sprayed its messages of |ead dong a sweeping
arc as he mowed down the men with knives.

The Shadow had found a perfect spot from which to deliver this counterthrust. But as he loosed hisfire,
the flames that tongued from his guns were awarning to the reserves. Up came the gun hands of the
Apaches who guarded the outer arch.

The Shadow was swaying on the bal cony. His moves were timed almost to his enemy's action. Vicious
killersfired. Their bulletsflattened againgt the brick wall. While those dugs were thudding, The Shadow
found a centered aim.

Straight into the blocking trio came The Shadow's answer. Bulleted Apaches sprawled. Snarling asthey
fell, these products of the Parisan dums till tried to get their foe.

One dying Apache managed a shot that whistled through The Shadow's hat brim. But the would-be killer
had found hisaim too late. A burst from an automatic ended his next vicious effort.

Wayson and Cardona were caught flat-footed, astheir rescuer began histimely aid. Knife-thrusting
Apachesfel asthey surged upon them. Amazed, the two men found themsalvesfiring at sprawling
foemen. Asthey came up to am for their further marks, the others, too, were dropping.

Two flanking Apaches had been clear of The Shadow's range. They, too, were concerned with the
attack from the bacony, swinging over to take aim at the foe above. Suddenly, they recdled ther first
objective. They whirled upon Wayson and Cardona.

Cardona nipped one with a shot from his snub-nosed revolver. Wayson dropped the second Apache
with a perfect shot. As Cardona's gun clicked empty, Wayson fired again, sprawling the man whom Joe
had wounded.

"Look out! The door!"

Wayson whedled a Cardona’s cry. The three Apaches who had remained in Debeg's hall were surging
forth as areserve band. These ruffians had remained inside, to block off aretreat. Coming out after
hearing gunfire, they had expected to find Wayson and Cardona dead upon the flagstones of the court.



Intent upon butchery, thefirst two Apacheswere wielding the knivesthat they had previoudy thrown.
Cardona, hisrevolver empty, sprang to meet thefirst attacker. He grappled with the Apache.

Wayson turned to fire upon the second killer. The Apache caught the lieutenant's arm. Wayson stopped
the knife thrust with awarding blow of hisfree hand. Like Cardona, he went staggering backward,
wrestling with hisfoeman.

The third Apache came lurching out from beneath the bal cony, seeking achanceto am. A leer showed
on his squinty countenance as he raised his gun. He did not know that amenace lay above.

The Shadow had swung clear of the balcony. He had aimed for the A paches whom Wayson and
Cardona had dropped. But he had not fired when he saw those killersfall. Swinging as he heard
Cardonas cry, The Shadow saw the two Apaches legp forward; then he spied the third scoundrd in their
wake.

With a springing motion, The Shadow released his hold upon the bacony rail. A silent avaanche of
blackness, he plunged through the air.

The aming Apache heard the dight swish. The fellow uttered a cry as he looked upward.

THEN The Shadow struck. He hit squarely upon the Apache's shoulders, flattening the fellow upon the
flagstones. The Apache's gun went scudding a dozen feet across the court. The Shadow, rolling free from
his stunned prey, cameto hisfeet in acrobatic fashion.

A knife-wielding Apache had made awide stroke at Joe Cardona. The blade had ripped the detective's
deeve. The Apache was poising for afatd thrust, when The Shadow sprang upon him. Swinging an
emptied automatic, the black-clad fighter dropped the A pache with a blow upon the skull. The knife
blade, aready swinging downward, went wide of Cardonals struggling form.

Wayson, holding his own foe at bay, managed a shot straight for Cardonas toppling foeman. The
Shadow had stunned the Apache. Wayson's quick shot reached the ruffian's heart. But with that gesture,
Wayson lost control upon the man with whom he wrestled. The lieutenant sprawled.

The Apache, sensing anew attacker, hurled himself upon The Shadow.

The Shadow had dropped his empty automatic. His gloved hand was benesth his cloak. Whisking forth,
it produced afresh .45, just asthe Apache arrived. The weapon boomed.

The Apache screamed and gave ahigh legp in the air. His knife sailed from his upswinging hand. It
whirred, flashing, abovethelevel of the balcony; then came clattering in the court. But before the knife
landed, its owner had sprawled dead upon the flagstones.

A shout from Cardona. The Apache whom The Shadow had flattened by his spring wasrising and
making headway toward the outer arch.

Wayson heard Jo€'s cry. Rising to one knee, the police lieutenant took aim. A perfect marksman, he had
the bead upon his one survivor of the Apache crew.

But before Wayson could press the trigger, a powerful arm came sweeping about his body, The
lieutenant went sprawling sidewise. He caught the flash of burning eyes. He saw ablack figure sweep to
itsfeet and spin away.

The Shadow had stopped Wayson's shot! The amazing rescuer had suddenly sprung to attack one of
those whom he had saved. Cardona stood open-mouthed, as he witnessed The Shadow's action. The



last Apachewas running free, hislife saved by The Shadow!

THE Apache had passed the archway. The Shadow waswhirling in that direction. His laugh rang,
outlandish, through the court, as Wayson, foiled in his shot, came angrily to hisfeet. Maddened by The
Shadow's thrust, not redlizing the full part that the cloaked fighter had played, Wayson aimed at the
elusve shape.

Cardona flung himsdlf to stop the police lieutenant's aim. Joe's action was unnecessary. Wayson fired a
split-second too late. His bullet cracked the stone side of the arch as The Shadow, spinning with afina
turn, went through to outer safety.

The courtyard was shivering with the echoes of a parting laugh. Cardona caught Wayson'sarm and
stopped the marksman from attempting another shot. Persuasively, Joe argued.

"Herescued us," stated the detective. "Let him go, Wayson! He dropped those killers when he was on
the ba cony."

"But he sopped me from picking off the last of the crew -"
"He wanted to make a get-away himsdf. That'swhy."

Joe put the argument on the basis of ahunch. He knew the identity of that sharp-shooting rescuer. He
redlized that The Shadow must have had some purpose in permitting the flight of the last Apache. His
mention of agetaway seemed to convince Wayson. The police lieutenant nodded.

"Let'sseeto Debeg," he suggested.

THEY went into the housg, to find the old Frenchman cowering, uninjured, in the corner. Debeq
stammered his story. The rogues had entered, apparently intent upon robbery. They had bound and
gagged him, afull hour ago. Debeq had sent no message to Wayson.

"It must have been apal who tipped me to come here," observed Wayson to Cardona. " Some friend that
knew Debeq wasin trouble and was afraid heldd be killed if the cops came banging in here.”

Cardonanodded his agreement. The suggestion seemed sound. Y et, somehow, Joe could not discard the
hunch that thistrap had been planned to thwart his search for Cyro. Nevertheless, Joe Cardonafelt
nearer to hisgod.

He knew that The Shadow wasin New Orleans. Once again that cloaked rescuer had intervened in Joe's
behaf. In New Y ork, Cardonas life had been saved by The Shadow. That master fighter knew well how
tofoll men of crime.

Rogues of the Latin Quarter had been eiminated. Lieutenant Wayson was examining dead faces. Police
were arriving from the street, to back hisbelief that these were merely riffraff of New Orleans. Not even
Joe Cardonawas ready with the theory that they might be imported killers.

But Joe did have the hunch that these dead Apaches were minions of Cyro. If so, The Shadow, too, was
on the master swindler'strail. Grimly, Joe Cardona could see that success might lay ahead. The star
detective was st to remain in New Orleans.

CHAPTER XVI. THE SHADOW'STRAIL

RAOUL BRILLIARD had termed his Apaches"rats." Like ratsthey had skulked in darkness; likerats
they had fought and died. One done remained. A human rodent, seeking security, this squint-eyed ruffian



had takento ahole.

Clear of Debeq's courtyard, the survivor had picked an obscure passage between two buildings. He was
scurrying aong it, stopping to breathe hard and listen for sounds of gpproaching police. Hecameto a
fence. Cautioudly, the Apache clambered over the barrier to a courtyard on the other side.

He thought that he had left an empty passage behind him. He waswrong. A follower had come along his
trail. Unseen, unheard, The Shadow had taken up the course set by the lone survivor of the Parisian
mob.

This Apache had learned theins and outs of New Orleans. He was as familiar with this Latin Quarter as
with the streets of his native Montmartre, afact which he demonstrated as he proceeded. Ratlike, he
uncovered inconspicuous spots that led from aleyways. He threaded a mazelike course through the
streets of the Vieux Carre.

Hunched in his nervous, shuffling gait, the Apache avoided lighted byways. The French Quarter had been
aroused. Policemen and dert detectives were converging upon the area close to Debeq's. But none of
these representatives of the law spied the douching Apachein hiscircuitous flight. The man wastoo
quick when he ducked for cover.

The Apache, however, had forgotten the weak point of histortuousflight. He did not redize that his own
penchant for dark spots would serve a pursuer who could manage the same tactics. It was not surprising
that the rogue should neglect to consider that factor.

In New Orleans, asin Paris, this Apache was confident that no trailing person could match his skill at
lurking. Police and detectives were like gendarmes - easily dodged, easily spied if they tried to find cover
for themsalves. The quick glances that the man shot over his hunched shoulders were sufficient proof - to
him - that no onewas on histrail.

The Apache had never heard of The Shadow. He did not know that the enemy who had sprung down
from the balcony was amagter at the art of pursuit. Every time the Apache dug into a sheltering cover,
The Shadow, close behind, found one that suited him aswell.

REACHING the end of atiny aleyway, the Apache opened adoor and sidled into the back room of a
grog shop. With the shuffle of a soft-shoe dancer, he ascended aflight of darkened stairs.

Scarcely had he gone from view before the lower door opened and a blackened shape entered the
deserted room. For a brief second, The Shadow appeared in cloak and douch hat; then he merged with
the darkness of the stairway.

The Apache arrived upon abalcony. A police car wasrolling along the street below. The Apache
watched it through the rail. While the rogue gazed, blackness|oomed in the opened doorway behind him.
The Shadow was within two yards of the foe whom he had spared.

Moving aong the ba cony, the Apache climbed arail that separated the bal cony from that of the next
house. He huddled into adoorway. The Shadow saw him and glided aong the same path. Reaching the
adjoining house, The Shadow spied adim stairway that the Apache had taken. The Shadow followed
awiftly.

Thetrail led downstairs and out through a courtyard to arear street. Reaching that point, The Shadow
peered from the doorway and spied the Apache entering an alley on the opposite Side of the street. A
blackened form, dim between the glow of two antique lamp-posts, The Shadow glided forth and
resumed the course.



The end of thetrall was close. The Apache proved it by his actions on the next street. His douching gait
ended. He became a chance stroller who would have passed as an ordinary denizen of the French
Quarter. In casua fashion, the rogue entered a doorway and disappeared from view.

The Shadow followed. He joined the blackness of the entrance; then moved through. He found himsdlf in
atypica Frenchtown courtyard. Above were ba conies. The Apache had gone up aflight of stairs; he
was knocking lightly at a doorway.

Moving inward, The Shadow reached a dull-stuccoed pillar which showed faintly in the semidarkness.
Gripping thick vinesthat twisted snakelike acrossthe pillar, The Shadow drew himsdlf silently up to the
balcony. As he reached therail, he caught aglimmer of light. A door opened; the Apache stepped
through. The door closed.

Close by was a shuttered window. A faint gleam shone from its dats. The Shadow drew the shutter
toward him and entered aroom by means of an opened window. The dight light showed a bedroom;
beyond was adoor through which the illumination came, for the barrier was gar.

The Shadow glided softly acrossthe floor. He peered through the crack of the door. He could hear the
tones of avoicetaking French in the street jargon of Paris. He viewed the squint-eyed Apache, talking
to a bearded man who wore smock and beret. The scene was alighted studio.

The Shadow wasin the abode of Raoul Brilliard.

As proof that he had found the spot where crime had been fostered, The Shadow viewed athird man
present. Tracy Lence was seated in acorner of the studio, puzzled by the conversation which was
passing between the Apache and Brilliard.

The Shadow understood the jargon; but Lence did not. The Apache spoke with many gesticulations. He
imitated the thrusts of knives, the motions of revolver fire, the action of someone legping from ahigh spot.
When he had finished, the man leered and drew awad of tobacco from his pocket. He twisted off a
corner, half-tossed it in his mouth and began to chew while he listened to Brilliard spesk.

Short responses were al that the Apache made. He snarled them while he chewed. "Oui... Oui... Non..."
Y es and no were hisintermittent responses. He waited when Brilliard was through questioning him. Then
theartist said:

"Allez, Tabac."
The Apache departed by the outer door of the studio.

The Shadow remained watching from the inner room. Thiswas the reason why he had spared the life of
thelone Apache. He had divined that the fellow would weave atrail back to the man who had ordered
the Parisian band on itsmission of degth.

"Something went wrong?"* Tracy Lence put the question anxioudly, after the Apache had | ft.

"Yes," replied Brilliard. "Thisfelow - Tabac they call him, because of his chewing habit - came hereto
tell methe bad news. My A paches have been wiped out.”

"What! By Cardona?'

"By Cardonaand that sharpshooter, Wayson. The one man on the whole New Orleans force who could
have put up so powerful afight. Tabac says there was another - probably afriend of Debeg's - who
entered the fray from abalcony."”



"Why did Tabac come here? He might have been followed. Are you sure that no one-"

"You can't trail an Apache,” interrupted Brilliard. "He has been in New Orleans|ong enough to learn the
ground. He knows this Quarter perfectly. Hewill go into hiding. The police will not find him."

"But the other Apaches-"

"Aredead. They will passfor natives of Frenchtown; riffraff gone berserk. Robbing Debeq; ready to kil
when balked. That wastheway | planned it, after receiving ordersfrom Cyro, yesterday.”

"By telephone at Thibault's?"
Brilliard did not reply. He was thinking of tonight's episode. He resumed his comment.

"APACHES spotted Cardona and Wayson early in the evening. They picked Debeq's house asthe best
gpot for their trap. One went in and told Wayson Debeqg wanted to see him. Apparently, Wayson fell for
it, thinking that Debeq had information.

"The police will classit asarobbery. They will never suspect that these men were from Paris. Y ou see,
now, Lence, why | kept mobsmen from the job. Thistown would have been stirred up if out-of-town
gangsters had been in the game.

"Hotelswould be watched. All suspicious-looking strangerswould beintrouble. Asit is, we havelost a
squad of shock troops. But we have learned something of value. Tabac told me what Wayson has been

saying to certain people.”
"About Cardona?'

"Yes-inasense. Wayson haslet it out that they are looking for acon man from New Y ork. They're
trying to get aline on him by watching al strangerswho look like swindlers. Which meansthat you are
sae”

"Why 07"

"Because no description was given. They don't know whom they are after. Y ou pass as a gentleman.
That iswhy Cyro picked you. Go back to ahotel tomorrow or the day after. Resume your acquaintance
with Luke Gaudrin. But hold off on avigt to the house. Well wait until the Nautilusis due.”

"Cyro'sorders?'

"Yes. Asfor the Apaches, we will not need them. Jose Larribez will reach New Orleans on the
Steamship Tarrano, from Pernambuco. He will be here before the Nautilus sallsinto Lake
Pontchartrain.”

"With hiscrew?'

"Y es. Some are aboard the same ship. They will settle on the water front. They will acquire others there.
| had my Apachesready only in case Larribez could not get hereintime.”

"Larribez will go to ahotd ?*

"Certainly. Heis supposed to be aweslthy citizen of Buenos Aires. No one knows that he was a Porrista
in Havana. He will have contact with his crew. Larribez has orders to come here the night he arrives.”

"Y ou know him by sght?"



"l have never met him. Like yoursdlf, heisasiranger to me. But | know when to expect him. That is
aufficient. Hewill introduce himsdf asyou did."

"Then I'm to be here when he arrives?'

"Certainly. Wethree are equals, as lieutenants of Cyro. Thefirst on the ground, | have been the one
entrusted to receive the orders. That isdl.”

Tracy Lence arose from hischair.

"I'll go back to the apartment,” he remarked. " Since we're sure Cardona hasn't spotted me, I've got
nothing to worry about. Sorry about your maob, Brilliard -"

"I'm not," broke in the Frenchman. "'l won't have to bother about getting them back to Paris. Link
Ruckert lost afew menin afight last night; but he till has plenty. With Link working under you and Jose
Larribez supplying his own ouitfit, well be ready for the pay-off."

Tracy Lence strolled out. Raoul Brilliard closed the door and bolted it. He turned toward the inner room.
When he arrived there, he stepped into a spot where The Shadow no longer lingered.

A closing shutter wavered momentarily as Brilliard reached the bedroom. The artist did not seethat final
motion that indicated the departure of aliving presence. Outside, The Shadow was descending the
stairway that led to theinner court.

FIFTEEN minutes later, Justin Oswood strolled into the lobby of the Hotel Bontezan. He was carrying a
folded garment over hisarm. It was black and inconspicuous; it passed for alight overcoat.

In hisroom, the guest removed that garment. From pocketsinitsinner folds, he removed automatics,
then thin black gloves, findly, adouch hat that he had folded into small compress. The garment, itsdlf,
showed as ablack cloak with crimson lining that had been folded from view.

Justin Oswood pressed the light switch. In darkness, he became a different being. From the window of
his room, a strange personage looked out across New Orleans, where the broad line of Canal Street
formed a glimmering boulevard whereon toy trolley cars moved between the traffic of tiny automobiles.

The laugh of The Shadow whispered softly through the room. Burning eyes had turned the direction of
their gaze toward the low-lying buildings of the Vieux Carre. There, in the French Quarter, The Shadow
had fought tonight. After victory in battle, he had enjoyed another triumph.

By stedth, he had found the men he wanted. Lence and Brilliard, lieutenants of Cyro, had discussed their
planswithin The Shadow's range of hearing. His strategy in sparing Tabac had brought dividends. One
more lieutenant to be watched: Jose Larribez, when that new villain arrived.

Thenwould fina plans be ready. Then would Cyro'slieutenants move. A soft laugh showed that The
Shadow was contemplating some counterstroke that would nullify their efforts. A move that would do
more: one that might lead to the unknown chief of evil, Cyro, himsdf.

The Shadow stepped from the window. He picked up atelephone in the darkness. He spoke, notin a
weird whisper, but in the easy drawl that suited the character of Justin Oswood. As Oswood, he was
sending anight telegram to New Y ork.

The message pertained to securities. It wasto an investment broker named Rutledge Mann. But the
stocks and bonds mentioned in that message carried a hidden meaning. They pertained to persons - not
to investments - to agents whom Mann, as contact, would summon to obey The Shadow's needs.



CHAPTER XVII. TWO NIGHTSLATER

"NOTHING new, Rafferty," declared Roya Medbrook from behind his office desk. "Take alook at the
sheetsif you want."

"Never mind, Royd," returned Rafferty, with agrin. "I'll take your word for it. The New Y ork dick is il
intown and I've got to keep him posted.”

"Certainly. | suppose he's still scouring the French Quarter, dong with Lieutenant Wayson.”
"Y eah. But they'd have given it up if it hadn't been for that brawl at Debeg's.”
"At Debeq's?' questioned Medbrook, adight look of interest on hisface. "Who is Debeq?'

"Didn't you ever hear of him?" inquired Rafferty. "He's an old Frenchman who lives down in the Quarter.
Some tough birdstried to burgle Debeqg's place. They shot it out with the cops.”

"I read about it," recalled Medbrook. "But | didn't know Cardona and Wayson were in on the fight."

"They kept it out of the papers - their part of it - so nobody would know Cardonawas herein town. The
cops took the credit; but Wayson and Cardona did the heavy work."

"l see. And Cardona probably thinks that those rowdies could be hooked with the con man?’

"l guess he does. He hasn't said it though. Just seemsto be sticking around in hope of something
happening. Wayson is off regular duty. Just working to help Cardona.”

"Well, if either of them think that swindlers use mobs, they're crazy. That'smy opinion.”
"Ditto, Royd."
Rafferty went out. Tony entered. He made a gesture toward the papers on the desk.

"I didn't put that fellow Lence on thelist,” he confided. "He's back again. | thought you'd better know it.
Hestaking to young Gaudrin.”

"Don't worry about Lence, Tony. He'sin the clear. Who e seiswith Luke Gaudrin?'
"Themillionaire

"Crangton? | thought he had |eft town.”

"Crangton isn't here. I'm speaking about Marr.”

"I'll drop out and say hello.”

"All right, boss"

MEDBROCOK followed Tony from the office. Reaching the gaming room, he shook hands with Luke
Gaudrin; then with Dunwood Marr. Luke turned to introduce the gambler to Tracy Lence. Another
handshake.

Luke turned back to the roul ette table. Medbrook clapped afriendly hand upon the young man's
shoulders. Luke had acquired afair-szed stack of chips; the action looked like friendly congratulation on
Medbrook's part.



"Good work, Luke," said the gambler. "Keep right on winning, aslong as you don't break the bank. How
isyour father?"

"The governor'sfeding great.”
"Good! Give him my best regards. | might drop in some evening, when I'm going by."
"Wed be glad to see you, Roya."

Medbrook stepped away. Dunwood Marr watched the gambler with aquizzica gaze. Something that
resembled suspicion crept over the millionaire's face. Then Marr suddenly resumed hisusua genid
expression.

Neither Luke Gaudrin nor Tracy Lence had noted Marr's change of countenance. But another observer
had. Thiswas a player who stood on the opposite side of the table. He was a new guest of the Club
Caprice, one who had been introduced as Justin Oswood.

No longer Lamont Cranston, The Shadow had watched a meeting at the door of the gaming room where
Luke Gaudrin and Dunwood Marr had run into Tracy Lence. He had observed the trio from then on. He
had also noted Roya Medbrook's arrival.

The Shadow had seen significance in Medbrook's approach; and it seemed that Dunwood Marr had aso
gathered that the gambler might have more than a passing interest in the affairs of Luke Gaudrin.

Lence wastaking roulette systemsto Luke. Marr had resumed a style of play that appeared to be his
own. Secure and unrecognized in his guise of Justin Oswood, The Shadow strolled from the gaming
room. He passed that portd; near the veranda, he observed two other persons. Reginald Exeter and
AliciaGaudrin.

"I WISH they would hurry out," Aliciawas saying. "I'mtired of the nightclub, Reggie. And | wouldn't go
inthat gambling room, even | knew | would surely win."

"Why naot, Alicia?' inquired Exeter.

"Because of Luke," replied the girl. "Heiswheedling father. That'safact, Reggie. | think he'slost money
here and he'strying to make them think that father will pay up.

"He brought Mr. Crangton here and this is the second time that he has had Mr. Marr in the place. Father
camethat first time. Lukeistrying to impress the management.”

"Not so loud, Alicia. Some one might hear you. Tell me more about that dinner party that you have
arranged.”

"Itisinhonor of Professor Babcock, on hisreturn. 1t will be quite informal, Reggie. Father, Luke, you
and |, Captain Emory - to meet the new owner of the Nautilus."

"Namely, our friend Mr. Marr. He will be present of course.”

"Yes. And | have managed to land Raoul Brilliard. That should please you. Y ou will be ableto tak al the
French you want, Reggie."

"Y ou will make the arrangements for the portrait?'

"Yes. Won't that be grand?”



"l should say! By theway, Alicia, didn't | hear Luke say something about the dinner when he introduced
usto thischap Tracy Lence?!

"Yes" Thegirl seemed annoyed. "Y ou know heinvited Lence to the house that night Mr. Cranston
came. So he repeated the invitation again, tonight.”

"Inviting Lencefor the big party?'

"Yes-and | think it was nervy on Luke's part. I'm going to tell him so. | don't want this man Lence at
that dinner.”

"Y ou shouldn't say that, Alicia. Lence may prove to be quite as interesting as Cranston.”
"l don't care. I'm going to tell Luke that he -"

"You will say nothing to him."

Alicias eyesflashed angrily. Then asmile cameto her lips, replacing a pout.

"You'reright, Reggie" said thegirl, in asoft voice. "So consderate, dways, of peoplesfedings. It would
not be right to embarrass L uke now that he has given theinvitation."

"That istheway | fed, Alicia"

The Shadow gtrolled away. Exeter had not noticed him, for his back was toward the personage who
posed as Justin Oswood. Nor did Alicia observe thetall stranger. She wastoo intent in her conversation
with Exeter.

ENTERING acab, The Shadow drawled his destination. He mentioned apier on the Mississppi; then
specified that he wished to be there within ahaf hour. The driver reponded, saying he could makeit.

The cab arrived within the time appointed. A steamship had docked; lights showed the name at the stern.
The boat was the Tarrano, from Pernambuco. Smoking a cigarette, The Shadow joined a group of
persons who were watching a scattering of passengers descend the gangplank.

Chiefly afreighter, the Tarrano had brought alarge and cosmopolitan crew. Some of the seamen had
aready |eft the vessel. The passengers, however, numbered less than thirty. Oneindividua, dark-faced
and mustached, caught The Shadow's eye.

Thiswas obvioudy Jose Larribez. Hisluggage had undergone inspection; he was arranging for hislarge
suitcasesto go to ataxicab. 'S, Senor Larribez” - the proving words of identity came from a steward.
The Shadow caught Larribez's response - amention of the Hotel Bontezan.

A soft laugh came from Oswood's lips as The Shadow strolled away from the group of idlers. Larribez
had chosen The Shadow's hotel. The coincidence smplified the task which The Shadow had set for this
evening. Therewas no need for haste.

SHORTLY after Jose Larribez had registered at the Bontezan, Justin Oswood appeared at the desk to
inquire about mail. Hefound severd letters awaiting him. While the clerk obtained them, The Shadow
spied the register and noted the location of Larribez's rooms. The new arrival had taken asuite.

In the room which The Shadow occupied as Oswood, a strange phenomenon occurred shortly
afterward. A switch clicked; the light from atable lamp came on, to throw a spot of illumination in aroom
that was otherwisetotaly dark.



Benegath that light appeared long-fingered hands. A gem - The Shadow's girasol - sparkled from afinger
on the left. The hands opened envel opes. Coded messages came into view. Writing faded as keen eyes
read the statements.

Then came arippling laugh, suppressed to a shuddering whisper. Thelight clicked out. Swishing sounds
came from the gloom. The door opened. Into asilent, deserted corridor stepped afigure cloaked in
black.

The Shadow followed the corridor to aflight of little-used stairs. He went up one floor, turned left and
arrived at adoor which he knew must be the inner room of Larribez's suite. The Shadow probed the
lock with his pick. The door opened when he softly turned the knob.

The room was dark, but rays of light penetrated from the doorway to the living room. Closing the outer
door behind him, The Shadow softly locked it and stepped toward the connecting door. Feet scuffed in
the other room. The door swung open. The Shadow deftly swerved behind it as Larribez entered and
turned on thelight.

The dark-faced man began to unpack abag. The door, dmost fully opened, prevented him from seeing
the figure that stood behind it. While Larribez was till placing articlesin abureau drawer, therewasa
soft knock at the outer door of the living room.

Larribez went to answer it. He turned out the bedroom light while on the way; but he left the door open.

The Shadow heard someone enter the living room. Peering through the crack of the door, he observed a
stocky, rough-faced fellow who had entered.

"They're getting set," announced the arriva. "Down at ajoint caled the Cafe Internationde - a
water-front beanery run by a Frenchy named Michlieu.”

"I know the place” replied Larribez, in adightly foreign accent. "Buit it is not the onethat | should have
chosen. There are too many other people there.”

"Downdairs, yes," admitted the other man. "But Michlieu's got an upstairsjoint for the overflow. | told
him | wastrying to get acrew for atramp steamer. | paid him for the use of the upstairs room."

"Excdlent, Dombar!" decided Larribez. "Y ou can make your headquartersthere.”

"And I'll stay there," added Dombar, "I'm wanted in thistown for that mutiny on the Stellar five years
ago. Nobody knows I'm the guy that crowned the skipper with abelaying pin, but -"

"Forget your previous murders, Dombar," interposed Larribez, cdmly. "The other men have all
performed smilar deeds. That iswhy | chose them and brought them here. Y ou arein charge only
because you are an American. When will the crew assemble?!

"Inside an hour. Password is the one you gave me: Cajobabo. I've passed the word to the ones | know;
they'll get it totherest.”

"And al will soon be acquainted. All right, Dombar. Y ou must return to the Cafe Internationde. Cal me
by the telephone after this - unless you hear from me, through someone with the countersign.”

The door closed. Jose Larribez was aone. The ex-Porristamade afew notations at the writing desk;
then turned to re-enter the bedroom. Jose Larribez wastotaly obliviousto the fact that his conversation
with Dombar had been overheard.



Y et every word of that brief talk had reached The Shadow's ears. Already, the unseen listener was
completing plans for animmediate campaign.

CHAPTER XVIII. THE SHADOW'S THRUST

THE Cafe International e occupied ashoddy building not far from the water front. On the fringe of the
Vieux Carre, the place was a meeting spot for seamen coming back and forth between the city and their
ships.

Morethan that, it was arendezvous for men of dl nations. Michlieu had given hisjoint an gppropriate
name. The babel of many tongues was commonplace in the stone-walled room of this water-front den.

Ordinarily, the cafe was a peaceful beanery. The presence of so many nationalities caused confusion; but
also served as apreventative againg riots. Asarule, no group predominated in sufficient force to start
meassed trouble. Brawls usually ended with the arriva of the police.

Michlieu was not famed for the quality of hiscuisine. Hisforte wasto supply varied foods, attractive to
the many foreign seamen ssimply because they were dishesfound in their own lands. Drinks, too, were of
consderable variety.

In this hangout, Chinamen swallowed rice whisky at the same tables where rugged Germans ordered
geinsof lager. Spaniards from the Latin Quarter met with men who spoke their own tongue: saillorsfrom
South American countries. On thisnight, a sprinkling of Brazilians were present. These were members of
the crew from the Tarrano, who chatted in Portuguese.

There were others from the Tarrano who talked in Spanish, along with afew of Dombar'silk: Americans
who had come with the same ship. These members of the crew did not sest themselvesin tables about
the lower room. Instead, they strolled past toward a stairway that led to the second floor.

Occasiondly, intruders made for that stairway. The hard-boiled waiters|et them pass. But they observed
that these unwanted seamen invariably came downgtairs after abrief argument with someone above.

Behind the Cafe Internationae was alow-roofed building that offered access to the second floor.
Standing by thewall of this adjoining structure was a huge African, attired in grimy overdls. Helooked
like astoker from some ship.

A square-shouldered man came strolling past. He, too, was roughly clad. Ashe paused tolight a
cigarette, the flame showed his face as a clean-chiseled countenance.

"Ready, Jericho?" questioned the newcomer, in awhisper.
"All sgt, Mr. Mardand,” returned the African. "Tell mewhen to sart.”
"I'm waiting for Hawkeye. Youll seeusgoin.”

CLIFF MARSLAND, agent of The Shadow, moved away. Further along, he passed another man of his
own build. ThiswasHarry Vincent, also of The Shadow'sforces. They had come herefrom New Y ork,
in response to orders through Rutledge Mann.

A hunched figure appeared on the opposite sidewalk. Cliff spoketo Harry and received alow reply. The
new arrival was"Hawkeye." Cliff crossed and met the newcomer. Once a crook, now reformed,
Hawkeye was here to serve The Shadow. He looked like aroustabout in his present ttire.

Harry Vincent, alone again, heard a strange whisper from the darkness. He could not see the person who



had uttered it; but he recognized the signd. He had heard The Shadow's whisper earlier tonight. Harry
had brought the other agentsto the vicinity of the Cafe Internationde.

Harry sgnded with his hand. Cliff Mardand and Hawkeye strolled toward the cafe. Harry followed.
Jericho waited at his post. Then, with the douch of alazy Goliath, the big African moved dong. He
stooped as he entered the portals of the Cafe Internationae.

The place was crowded. Jericho lounged through the smoke-filled room, where the aromas of many
tobaccos formed a nausesting medley. He spied the stairway. Stooping, Jericho ascended. He was
stopped by awiry ruffian at the top.

"What you want here?" questioned the man.
"Cgjobabo," returned Jericho, with agrin.

Thefdlow surveyed the African giant. He nudged his thumb toward the door. Jericho entered. Men
stopped talking as he appeared. One arose. It was Dombar.

"Who let you in?' quizzed the ugly faced man. "Wasn't there afellow here at the door?”
"I gavetheword,” replied Jericho, il grinning. "Cajobabo wasit.”

Dombar looked about. He caught shrugs of shoulders and shakes of heads. None of the outfit claimed
Jericho as one of their mates.

"Where did you hear this Cgobabo?' demanded Dombar, defiantly.
"Out at the door," returned Jericho. "1 says how do yaget in here, mister? He says 'Cagjobabo’ -"
"Yeah? Well ask him."

Dombar strode to the door. Jericho douched after him. They faced the ruffian who was on guard.
Standing at the top of the steps, Dombar growled:

"Why did you let thisman in here?’

"Hetell me Cgobabo,” returned the guard.

"And you didnt spill it to him?' quizzed Dombar. "Like he said insde - that you told it to him -"
"Hetell me Cgobabo!™

The guard thrugt his hand ingde his shirt. Something flashed from benegth the grime of the blue flannd.
Dombar gave anod. Asthe guard yanked aknife, Dombar legped for Jericho.

WITH aroar of laughter, the African Sde-stepped. His massive left paw was dready swinging. It
clamped the knife-drawing guard by the neck and spun the fellow about, on ahelplessteeter. As
Dombar missed Jericho's throat, the big fellow caught him with aquick right hand.

Huge arms swung together. Two skulls cracked forcibly. The burdens dumped from Jericho's grasp. The
guard sprawled on the steps; Dombar toppled headlong and went skidding downward.

At the same instant, chairs scraped heavily below. From the tables nearest the stairway, agents of The
Shadow sprang to their feet and started a dash up the steps. But Jericho was not awaiting them.



Just insde the door of the upstairs room wasasmall but heavy table. The instant that he dropped
Dombar and the guard, Jericho turned back into the room. He grabbed the table as a weapon.

Murderers were on their feet. These minions of Larribez were no ordinary brawlers. They had seen their
comradesfall. They wereout to kill. Dirks flashed. One knife came zimming through the air.

Jericho had siwvung the table as a shield. The whizzing knife buried deep in the tabletop that the African
held before him. Dropping his grinning face behind the wooden surface, Jericho let another blade skim
past hishead. He plunged forward like ahuge bull. Then, with a sidesweep, he began to swing the table.

One man sprawled, agun clattering from hisfist. Jericho had backed into a corner, beating out with the
table asif it were amammoth club. Other guns were flashing. Shots barked from the door. Would-be
killersturned. They fired back at the agents of The Shadow.

Low upon the steps, Cliff, Harry and Hawkeye were safe from the bullets that ricocheted from stone.

Ruffiansturned as Jericho emitted a huge laugh. They saw him holding thetablein hisright hand as he
pointed to the window with hisleft. There, in from the roof, stood The Shadow, ready with his
automatics.

THE SHADOW knew with whom he had to deal. These fal se seamen were murderers. Jose Larribez
had chosen cutthroats for his merciless mob. Every one of the evil crew had committed crimeswhich
merited the death penalty. All had duded thetoils of the law.

Y et The Shadow lent them opportunity. Had they submitted to the menace of hislooming guns, he would
have ceased thisraid. Had mobsters been his foemen, they might have cowered in face of The Shadow's
might.

But to Larribez'sthugs, the arrivd of this enemy was sgnd for concerted murder. Forgetting al other
foes, they swung to kill. New knives sped toward the weaving form while revolvers aimed in ready
hands.

Whirling as he dropped to the floor, The Shadow escaped the whistling dirks. He had foreseen that
move, as had Jericho. But as The Shadow dropped, his automatics thundered. A split-second ahead of
his desperate attackers, The Shadow's sweeping fire found living targets.

Straight up into the brawling crew that surged upon him. Such was The Shadow's move. With it, Jericho
hurled histable a an enemy. Legping forward, he grabbed milling bodies and hurled them to the floor.

The Shadow did not need thisaid. Rising upward, he came clear of sprawling ruffians who had dumped
upon him as human shields. But Jericho's response was timely; and hard upon it came asurge of the
agents from the door. Staggering murderers were scattering about the room.

Pounding up the stairs were new fighters from below. The roustabouts who patronized this dive were
coming to join the fray. The Shadow aimed an automatic straight for the big bulb that illuminated this
upstairs den. He fired. The room was blackened.

A hiss. Jericho went through the window, head-foremost to the roof beyond. The other agents followed
the course of hisbulky figure. As ashouting mob surged into the room, The Shadow whedled and
stepped acrossthe sill.

Agents had dropped to safety from the low wall beyond the adjacent building. The Shadow swung to the
rear of the roof. His automatics blazed shotsin theair. A police whistle sounded. Arriving officers headed
toward the back of the Cafe Internationale. The Shadow was gone when they arrived.



The remnants of Larribez's crew had started awild battle in the dark, plunging toward the surging horde
from below. Wounded and haf-staggered, these hopel ess fighters had gone down beneath an
overwheming rush. When the police invason came, the strife wasfinished.

FAR from the scene of thisterrific tumult, Raoul Brilliard was sketching in his studio. Watching him was
Tracy Lence. The New Y orker did not share the Parisian's ease. L ence was restless.

Tabac, the lone Apache, was huddled in a corner.

"Make yoursdlf comfortable, Lence," suggested Brilliard, blandly. "It istoo early to expect Larribez. His
ship did not dock until tonight.”

"He should have come here as soon as he arrived,” Lence suggested.
"Hardly. He had arrangements to make. That iswhy | brought Tabac here. Ah, Tabac -"

Turning to the Apache, Brilliard began ajargon of Parisian dang. Tabac grinned and replied inkind. To
Lence, their rgpid conversation was unintdligible. It continued, though, with laughs and gestures, for afull
ten minutes.

Then Tabac subsided. Brilliard went back to his sketch. Lence arose and paced back and forth across
the sudio. He was puffing nervoudy at athird cigarette when a soft knock came from the door.

"Answer it," whigpered Brilliard.

Lence opened the door. A dark-faced man in tuxedo attire entered the studio. Lence noted the thin,
pointed mustache that adorned the arrival's upper lip. He saw atwisted smile beneeth it.

"Pardon.” The newcomer looked at Lence; then at the Apache; findly at Brilliard. "1 have cometo find
Monsieur Raoul Brilliard, of Paris. Perhaps’ - he paused in his polite foreign accent - "I have not found
theright place?

"What isyour name?' questioned Brilliard, turning from his sketching. "'l believe that Monsieur Brilliard
expects someone -"

"l am Jose Larribez."

The bearded artist smiled and advanced with outstretched hand. Larribez stared in surprise while Lence
closed the door. Brilliard introduced himself, then Lence. Larribez gave awry smile.

"Anatist!" heexclamed. "Y ou deceived me, Brilliard. I might have known Senor Lence; but | did not
expect to meet him so soon. | would say you were clever; but perhaps -"

"Perhapsit is Cyro who isthe clever one," chuckled Brilliard. "But let us come directly to the point. What
about the men you have brought?"

"They are a the Cafe Internationae,” replied Larribez. "Near the water front. A man called Dombar - he
ishaving charge.

"They have apassword?’
"Si. It is Cgobabo. The name of atown in Cuba.”
"Do any speek French?'



"l suppose s0."

Brilliard gestured toward Tabac.

"Thelast of my Apaches,” he explained. "Suppose | have him join them?"

"Buenos,” agreed Larribez. "Theroom that is upgtairs. At the Cafe Internationale.”

Brilliard explained to Tabac in French. The Apache replied; then departed at Brilliard's order.

"Heisthelast?" inquired Larribez. Brilliard nodded. He began an explanation of what had occurred,
Lence chimed in with his account.

At times, Larribez looked troubled. But his dark countenance lighted at the conclusion of the narretive,
when helearned that the police had not learned the truth of the affray at Debeq's.

DISCUSSION of the diminated Apaches occupied afull twenty minutes. Then Brilliard cameto the
matter of future plans. He spoke of the mob that awaited Lence's call. Then he referred to Larribez's
water-front crew:

"Link Ruckert and hisgorillaswill be ingtructed beforehand,” explained Brilliard. ™Y ou, Larribez, will take
direct charge of your own henchmen. We shdl discussfina plans here, tomorrow afternoon.

"Lenceand | have been invited to the Gaudrin mansion. We shdl beinside - I, asthe guest of
Mademoisdlle Alicia; Lence asafriend of young Luke Gaudrin. Y ou will be necessary outside. Y ou must
not be observed between now and then.”

"Itisplain,” nodded Larribez. "Tomorrow, | shall -"

The door swung open. It was Tabac. Closing the barrier, the Apache broke loose with aflood of jargon
that only Brilliard understood. The artist's face clouded.

"There has been abrawl at the Cafe Internationale," he declared, " centering in the upstairs room. Some
have been killed. Others have gone to hospitals, wounded and unconscious. Y our men, Larribez!™

The mustached swindler burst loose with a string of Spanish expletives. Amid his oaths were references
to Dombar. Tabac heard the name and made a gesture to indicate that the former mutineer was dead.

"Buenod!" exclamed Larribez. "It isgood. Very good! He done could have said that I, Jose Larribez,
was the one who had those men.”

"But we need your henchmen!” cried Brilliard.

"Y ou shdl havethem,” returned Larribez. "Bah! Do you think | am helpless? Who do you think isherein
New Orleans?"

Brilliard shook his head.

"Juan Quita, of the Porra," declared Larribez. "And Sancho Trupion, another Porrista. Since the
revolution, los porristas - ah, they are everywhere. It iseasy that | should find one, hereinthisLatin
Quarter."

"Y ou need more than one-"

"One or two. They have the waysto find the men that | have had. Along the front here, by the water.



They will bring those that | need. Come, senores. Let usfind aplaceto eat. Bah! That food on the ship,
e Tarrano™

Brilliard dismissed Tabac. While he doffed his smock, he heard Larribez explain to Lence that he would
cal on Quitaand Trupion after dining. Brilliard joined the pair; the trio descended from the studio.

The courtyard lay quiet after their departure. Not awhisper stirred its stillness. Therewas no sign of the
mysterious presence that had visited here before.

Sincethe arriva of Jose Larribez, The Shadow had found other tasks than those of keeping shrouded
vigil upon the lieutenants of Cyro. Hisrole of stealth had ended with his departure from the suitein the
Hotdl Bontezan.

CHAPTER XIX. MEN MAKE MOVES
"CORAL specimens, Marr."
"Worth their weight in gold, Danforth.”

Danforth Gaudrin chuckled at Marr's reply. The two were in Gaudrin's study. On the floor in the center
of the room were nine square boxes that had been brought here from the Nautilus.

It was |ate the next afternoon. Already lights glowed in this study while the two men surveyed the
heavy-crated treasure. Two others were with them. One was a pinch-faced, white-haired old man:
Professor Pearson Babcock. The other was a squatty, rock-faced fellow in blue uniform: Captain Peters
Emory.

"Y ou mentioned weight, Marr," observed Gaudrin. "Judging from what Captain Emory hastold us, |
should place the vaue of the treasure well in excess of one million.”

"But less than two million?"

"Yes. Asowner of the Nautilus, | shal claim one hdf. That isthe agreement. The other portion will be
divided among Captain Emory and the crew.”

"They want meto take onethird of our share,” put in Emory, gruffly. "I waswilling to do with aquarter of
it. They wouldn't hear it. Wedll, they'll dl berich, mighty rich to their way of life. They deserveit, faithful
felows, after serving with mefor so many years.”

"They havedl |eft the Nautilus?' inquired Marr.

"Yes" replied Emory. "They are through with the sea. So am |. Asthe new owner, Mr. Marr, you will
have to obtain anew crew. That should not be difficult herein New Orleans.”

"No oneisaboard the yacht?' asked Gaudrin.

"No one," replied Emory. "Nothing of value remains on board. We brought Professor Babcock's cora in
with these boxes. The boxes of cora aredowninthecdlar.”

"Butisit wise?' asked Marr. "Having the crew ashore tonight?*

"Why not?' demanded Emory, gruffly. "Those chaps are not roustabouts. Picked men, al of them. They
have homes herein New Orleans. Professor Babcock can testify to their faithfulness."”

"l canindeed," put in the professor, in acrackly voice. He looked like an owl, blinking through hisbig



spectacles. "There was no quibbling about the raising of thistreasure. They did not even want acounting
of the gold. It was poured into these boxes, so that it could be brought intact to Mr. Gaudrin.”

"They trust you, Mr. Gaudrin," added Emory, "just asthey trust me. When the diver put the old treasure
boxesin the net, the crew heaved them aboard like they were weighing an anchor.”

"And |, asnew owner, am to lose such acrew!" exclaimed Dunwood Marr.

"You'l do better with anew crew," assured Emory. "My men are old sdlts - past their prime. Y ou will do
better with younger blood.”

"Unless| search for sunken treasure.”
"Inthat case, cal onme."

DANFORTH GAUDRIN, reaching in his desk, brought out papers and passed them to Dunwood Marr.
Serioudy, Gaudrin added a statement.

"Y ou may expect my check for twenty thousand dollars," he declared. "The Nautilusis yours, Marr, as
my gift-"

"Not at dl,” brokein Marr. "The size of the treasure, by your estimate, will not warrant it."
III Ir‘s‘q _ll

"Wait amoment.” Marr saw that Gaudrin was determined. "L et us make anew arrangement, Danforth.
To begin with, only part of the treasure belongsto you."

"Onehdfismine”
"And that should amount to something over haf amillion?'
"So | estimate. We shdl know tonight.”

"Suppose then," suggested Marr, “that you give me one per cent of your share. That amount can be
determined easily when we weigh the treasure -

"But it will be scarcdy more than five thousand dollard™

"Perhaps. But don't forget our bargain. By rights, | am entitled to nothing. One per cent, Gaudrin, but let
me take my pick of rare, old Spanish coins.”

"l promised you twenty thousand dollars -"

"And | refuseit. | want none of your treasure, Danforth. | am making my new acceptance only to please
you. One per centin coin. That isdl that | shal bewilling to accept.”

"Vey wdl, Mar."
Danforth Gaudrin was reluctant in histone. Marr smiled and shook his head.
"Y ou are overgenerous, Danforth,” he remarked.

"That'swhat | have said, Mr. Marr,” put in Captain Emory. "Even as sole owner of the Nautilus, he was
willing to do with only athird of the treasure when we found it; | talked him out of that, Mr. Marr."



"Asfor me," remarked Professor Babcock, "1 have been forced to accept apromised refund of the
money which | paid to charter the yacht for my cord cruise.”

Danforth Gaudrin smiled as he arose from his desk. He walked about the room and tried the door that
led to the passage toward the front parlor. It waslocked. He went to another door at the far sde of the
room.

That door, strangely, had been half aninch gar. It closed mysterioudy as Danforth Gaudrin approached.
The elderly man did not observe the motion. He opened the door and revealed a darkened, porchlike
room. It was on the east side of the house. Fading sunlight had alowed a heavy gloom to settle here.
Gaudrin looked across to dim windows. The others peered from behind him.

Gaudrin closed the door. In the gloomy room, something moved. A vague figure stepped from an
obscure corner and returned to the door. A gloved hand turned the knob. Imperceptibly, the silent
watcher opened the door to the space of hdf an inch.

THE SHADOW had been listening in on the discussion. Cloaked in black, he had come to Gaudrin's,
after the delivery of the treasure. The boxes had been brought by truck from the canal where the Nautilus
had openly unloaded the supposed coral. The Shadow had been waiting near the mansion.

"Since we must leave the treasure here," remarked Danforth Gaudrin, as The Shadow resumed his
unseen listening post, "1 want to be sure about the safety of thisroom. The door that | just opened leads
into the enclosed porch. | shdl lock that door later.

"Y onder door" - he pointed frontward - "leads through to the front parlor. It is aways|ocked. Over
here" - heturned to hisright - "isthe usua entrance from the hall. It isthe only one that we shdl use."

Seated at his desk, Danforth Gaudrin pondered as he looked at the big boxes on the floor. They were
clamped tight with heavy padlocks.

"Tonight,” mused Gaudrin, "Aliciaisgiving adinner party for some guests. Marr and | discussed the
matter and decided that the dinner should not be postponed. All the guests are reliable people.

"If we cdled off the party, they might suspect something wrong. Furthermore, it seems desirable to have
everything seem quite normal in the house. Nevertheless, we must think of the treasure. These boxes
would be difficult to open or to remove; but they must be watched."

"I'll look out for them," put in Captain Emory. "I'll stay here whileyou folks are a dinner.”
"But you will missyour med -"

"I'll eat beforehand. How about this plan, Mr. Gaudrin: Just about dinner time, a couple of men from my
crew will drop in here. I'll haveto talk to them. Well comein here.”

"A good suggestion,” declared Gaudrin.

"Then they'll leave when you folks are ready to comein,” continued Emory. "That will be about half past
eight, won't it?'

Gaudrin nodded.

"l can comein herefirst," remarked Professor Babcock, "to arrange some of my cora specimens -
before the others have | eft the dinner table."



"And my men will go when the professor arrives,”" added Emory.

"How about ourselves?' inquired Marr, dubioudly, as he turned to Gaudrin. "What pretext can we make
to the guests?'

"Simply that we have business with Emory regarding the transfer of the yacht,” replied Gaudrin. "No one
will know that the transaction has been completed. Emory will bein here, checking the cord specimens
with Professor Babcock. We will have to see Emory - on business.”

THE plans were completed. Danforth Gaudrin arose and went to the door that led out through the
enclosed porch. Heturned akey that was in the door; then put the key in his pocket. As before, the door
closed imperceptibly as Gaudrin approached.

"From now on," decided Danforth Gaudrin, "there will aways be two of usin thisroom. At least two of
us. You can leave and dressfor dinner, professor. Marr and | shal remain with Captain Emory. Return
here when you are dressed. Y ou can stay until the men from the crew arrive. During that interim, Marr
and | shdl bedressng for dinner."

Professor Babcock bowed solemnly as he arose. He went from the room.

Captain Emory picked up the telephone and put in the required calls that would bring the members of the
crew. He boomed into the mouthpiece asif he were giving orders from the bridge.

PROFESSOR BABCOCK had |€eft by the usua door - the one that led into the rear hall of the mansion.
Behind the other barriers, listeners were on hand. Luke Gaudrin, crouching in the passage from the
parlor, did a snesk to the front after Babcock |eft.

Past the door to the enclosed porch, The Shadow was at work. Silently, he was probing the lock with a
strange key. He drew this device from the door. Moving to the window, he examined it by the fading
light.

The key was made of a soft, puttylike metdl. Carefully, The Shadow scraped away portions of frayed
chunks. He drew a pouch from his pocket. Opening it, he pressed the key againgt a saturated sponge.

The pouch went beneath The Shadow's cloak. A cigar lighter camein view. It ignited, and hissed faintly
like a Bunsen burner asthe flame issued forth. The Shadow passed the key back and forth through the
torchlike blaze.

Out went the light. Thefitted key had hardened. Returning to the door, The Shadow inserted it.
Noisdlessly, he unlocked the door; then relocked it. Heleft the key in the door.

The Shadow had heard Danforth Gaudrin turn and remove the origina key. The Shadow had inserted a
new key inits place, but from the porch side of the door.

Going to awindow, The Shadow opened it softly and edged outward. Clinging to aledge, he closed the
window behind him. He dropped to the ground. He was total ly obscured by the darkness that clung to
thiswall of the mansion. Moving, The Shadow became aghostly shape as he followed the long stretch of
blacknesslaid by a huge oak tree. He departed past aline of pams.

DOWN in the French Quarter, Raoul Brilliard and Tracy Lence were chatting in the artist's studio. Both
were éttired in evening clothes, preparing for their trip to the Gaudrin home,

"| saw Larribez this afternoon,” remarked Brilliard, in atone of findity. "He met hisfriends - the old pals
of the Porto - and they performed missionary work along the water front. The new crew isready."



"Y ou can rely upon them?”

"Certainly. Larribez prefersthem to the old. They are tough; they know nothing. Tabac will be with them.
Heknows but little. Larribez will bein direct charge. His crew will cover the left side of the grounds.”

"And Link Ruckert will be a theright, with the gorillas. | contacted with him today."

"Good! Well, Lence, it istimefor you to leave. Start for Gaudrin's a once. | shdl follow shortly. There
we will meet and be introduced, presumably for thefirst time.”

"And Cyro? Will he be there?'

"He should be. But we will not know him. Y ou know his methods, Lence. Hewill not appear asa
member of the game. Unless-"

"Unless an emergency arises. Then we can count on him.”

Tracy Lence strolled from the studio. Raoul Brilliard started shortly afterward. Men of crime had moved
at the order of the relentless Cyro.

IN aroom at the Hotel Douran, Joe Cardonawas pacing restlessy while Lieutenant Wayson,
calm-faced, watched him from achair. They were preparing for another trip to the Vieux Carre.

"Your lead, Cardona,” remarked Wayson, bluntly. " Say the word and we start for another round. I'll find
the places where your man might be."

"It seems hopeless, Wayson," returned Cardona. "If it weren't for orders from the commissioner, I'd call
the game quits. | told him I'd be after aneedlein ahaystack.”

"I'm on specia duty,” reminded Wayson. "No reports necessary. Orders straight from you. That'sthe
ticket the chief gave me. If you want to try the water front, where they had that battle last night -"

"It doesn't sound like a Cyro proposition,™ interposed Joe. "Still, those thugs at Debeqg's didntt fit either

He broke off as the telephone rang. Joe picked up the instrument. Wayson saw a strange fixed gaze
come into Cardonas eyes. The detective's voice became mechanical as he uttered short responses.

Joe Cardonawas listening to aweird voice that he recognized. It was the whisper of The Shadow!
Orders were coming over the wire, fierce-toned ingtructions that Cardona could not fathom, yet which he
ingtinctively promised to obey.

"Yes... "Cardona spoke mechanicdly. "Yes... One moment... Yes, I'll make sure...”
The detective turned to Wayson and spoke in a steady tone.

"Y ou are game for anything?' questioned Joe. "Y ou are with me, wherever | lead?"
"Absolutely!" responded the lieutenant, a bit puzzled. "Wherever you lead, Cardona.”

Joe babbled the assurance into the telephone. He heard awhispered laugh; then the click of the receiver
at the other end. For amoment, Cardona stared straight ahead; then he hung up and again turned to
Wayson.

"Y ou remember?’ questioned the detective, dowly. ™Y ou remember how we were helped at Debeq's?



By - by some rescuer?'
Wayson nodded.

"| thought | knew him," continued Cardona. "Now | am sure of it. | have heard from him. He told me -
gave me orders - about tonight. We are starting, Wayson™ - Cardona paused for emphasis - "and at the
end of thetrail, we shdl find -"

"Cyro?' questioned Wayson.
"Cyro!" replied Cardona.

There was positive assurance in Cardonastone. It came with anote of prophecy. For that wasthe
promise that the ace detective had received from The Shadow!

CHAPTER XX. STROKE AND COUNTERSTROKE

DINNER had ended at the Gaudrin mansion. Alicias party had been a great success. Danforth Gaudrin
arose from his chair at the head of the table and sighed reluctantly.

"Captain Emory iswaiting in the study,” he remarked. "We must talk with him, Marr - about the transfer
of the Nautilus."

"Very well," responded Marr. "But the professor went in there, Danforth, just before those crew
members|eft. Perhaps we should not disturb Babcock while heisarranging his coral specimens.”

"We shdll not disturb him. Come, Marr. Captain Emory may be anxious to have us completethis
matter."

The two men left. Aliciasuggested to the othersthat they go out to the veranda. They Ieft the dining room
by afront door that led to the living room. Thiswas directly acrossthe hal from the parlor that lay in
front of the study.

Reaching the porch, Aliciaand her brother Luke began to chat with their guests. Reginald Exeter had
littleto say. Lighting his pipe, the Austrdian stared off across the lawn while Raoul Brilliard and Tracy
Lence kept up their conversation.

Brilliard was voluble in his French accent. Lence, playing the part of aquiet gentleman, displayed a
surprisng knowledge of art. He had rehearsed thiswith Brilliard in preparation for the vigit here. All their
conversation was a buildup to what was coming later.

"Luke," remarked Lence, suddenly, "why don't you drive out ahead to the Club Caprice? Y ou can have
my roadster. | can come later, in ataxi, and drive back with you. I'd like to chat awhile more with
Monseur Brilliard."

"All right," agreed Luke. "But why don't you leave him to Exeter? The way they weretalking French at
thetable, you'd think they were old pals.”

"Eet ees not about ze art that | talk with Monsieur Exeter,” put in Brilliard. "Eet ees about Paree. Ah,
moi! He has known ze Paree -"

Exeter took his pipe from hislipsand shot aremark in fluent French. Brilliard replied; both men
chuckled. Luke shrugged his shoulders and started into the house.



"I'll drive out to the Club Caprice-"

Luke broke off as he encountered the butler whom the Gaudrins had hired for this occasion. The servant
spoke quietly, and Luke nodded.

"All right," hesaid, in apuzzled tone. "I'll talk to himin the parlor.”

"Whoisit, Percival?' inquired Alicia, asthe butler stepped out to pick up some glasses. Luke had
aready gone on toward the parlor.

"A gentleman to see Mr. Luke," responded Percivd. "His nhame, miss, is Mr. Medbrook - Mr. Roya
Medbrook."

"The chap from the Club Capricel” exclamed Lence. "l remember, now. He said he might drop in here
some time when he was coming by."

BRILLIARD resumed a conversation with Exeter. While they parried in French, Aliciasat in troubled
slence. Shewasworried about the advent of Royal Medbrook. Lence, puffing acigar, sat meditative.

Lence was conscious of two facts: One, that Percival, the butler, had left. Like the other servants,
Percival had been hired for the dinner. The help had eaten beforehand; Percival, snce he did not
regppear, must havejoined them in their departure from the mansion.

The other fact wasthat neither Royal Medbrook nor Luke Gaudrin had gone out. The two must sill be
talking together in the parlor on the other sde of the house. Brilliard, too, was conscious of these
circumstances. He proved it when he turned suddenly to Lence.

"Ah, monseur!" exclamed the artist. "If you must go S0 soon, eet eesthat | must show you ze sketches
za | have breeng with me."

"Where arethey?' inquired Lence.

"In ze room where we have dined, monsieur. Eef you will so kindly excuse, Mademoisdlle Alicia, we shal
go zere- Monseur Lenceand | -"

"Certainly, Monseur Brilliard.”

Brilliard shot another chatty remark to Exeter. The Australian laughed and delivered aresponsein
French. Exeter was till chuckling when Brilliard and Lence went into the living room.

"Interesting chap,” remarked Exeter to Alicia. "Quite witty. Well, we can forget the othersfor awhile. Do
you redize that we are alone together for the first time this evening?”

"l do," replied Alicia, with asmile.

IN the parlor, Luke Gaudrin and Roya Medbrook were engaging in abuzzed conversation. Luke was
promising the money that he owed, assuring Medbrook that the treasure had arrived.

"| saw the boxes comein," he said. "Honest, Royal, nine of them. Supposed to be coral -"

"And maybethat'sall they were" interposed the gambler. He stared suspicioudy toward the hal. "How
do you know different?’

"They were heavy, Roya. Too heavy for cord specimens. They're being opened now, in the study.”



Medbrook glanced toward the door of the connecting passage, as Lukeindicated it. A keen look
appeared upon the gambler's face.

In the dining room, Lence and Brilliard were drawing revolvers. They, too, were whispering when they
stalked toward adoor that led acrossthe rear hal, directly to the entrance of the study.

"The servants have gone dl right,” assured Lence, "and that means our squads will be ready. They'd have
seen the servants go out through the back.”

"I know the servants have gone," returned Brilliard. "I caught aflash sgnd from Larribez - off beyond the
veranda. | arranged it with him this afternoon.”

"He's coming through the back door?
"Y es- to be ready when we need him."

They were a the door of the study. Brilliard tried the knob cautioudy. The door moved dightly. It was
unlocked. Brilliard motioned to Lence. Then, with aswift move, the Frenchman opened the door. He and
Lence sivung into the study, with revolversleveled. Brilliard calmly closed the door behind his back.

THEY had walked into an astonishing scene. Gathered about the nine boxes were four men. The boxes
were open; they showed the hegps of golden coin that congtituted the treasure of the old ship Don
Carlos.

While Captain Emory and Professor Babcock looked on, Danforth Gaudrin was aiding Dunwood Marr
in the selection of rare mintage. Upon the desk were stacks of gleaming doubloons and pieces-of-eight
that they had picked as the finest specimens of Spanish money.

All svung upward at sight of the revolvers. Brilliard and Lence had caught their prey helpless. Coins
dropped from the hands of Gaudrin and Marr. The glimmering disks clinked and rolled on the carpet as
the trapped men raised their hands.

Motions from the revolvers caused Gaudrin and Marr to back to the wall beyond the desk. Captain
Emory and Professor Babcock joined them, also with elevated hands. Strolling in by the treasure chests,
Brilliard caAmly reached in his pocket and produced a second revolver. Smultaneoudy, Lence lowered

his wespon.

"Not amove!" snarled Brilliard, with no trace of his French accent. "I'm ready to shoot. Hold that pose
you'vetaken, if you figure your lives are worthwhile. All right, Lence. Passthe word. Thisswagisgoing

Lence turned toward the door that led to the hall. Brilliard kept a steady glare toward the men who stood
aong thewall. No one was observing the door to the enclosed porch. A key was grating dightly inthe
lock. Brilliard noted the sound. He cdled suddenly to Lence, who turned. Brilliard swung, too late.

The door shot open. Two men surged through. Their aming revolvers caught both Lence and Brilliard.

Lence dropped hisgun. Brilliard, turning to fire, heard it clank upon the floor. Quickly the Frenchman
released his own weapons and thrust his hands above his head.

The rescuers had trapped the crooks without a shot. Stalwart and steady, they had saved the treasure.
Joe Cardona and Lieutenant Wayson had arrived from the path laid for them by The Shadow!

CHAPTER XXI. THE NEXT TURN



"WHICH one of you is Cyro?"

There was no response to Cardonas growled chalenge. Brilliard and Lence stood sullen. Joe studied the
bearded Frenchman; then eyed Lence.

"Maybe neither of you is," was the detective's comment. "But you're the fellow" - he centered on Lence -
"who bumped off Roke Rowden in New Y ork. How about it?"

No answer. Lence seemed disinterested in Cardonas quiz. Danforth Gaudrin, stepping from the wall,
spoke in question:

"Who do you mean by Cyro?"

"He'sthe big-shot," affirmed Cardona. "No wonder | didn't spot his game. We werelooking for a
swindler, not for agrab likethis. I'm Detective Cardona, from New Y ork. Thisis Lieutenant Wayson, of
the New Orleansforce.”

"I am Danforth Gaudrin," stated the owner of the mansion. "Thisis Dunwood Marr, from Miami; Captain
Emory, skipper of my yacht; and Professor Babcock, from London.”

"The professor chartered your yacht, didn't he, Mr. Gaudrin?' questioned Wayson. "I read about it at the
time. A cord cruise. Isthiswhat the yacht brought back?'

Gaudrin nodded. Tersely, he explained about the recovery of the Spanish gold. He made mention of
Marr's purchase of the Nautilus. Cardona came through with a prompt remark, as soon as Gaudrin had
finished.

"Then no one ese knows about the treasure?' he demanded. ""No one outside of you four?'

"No one," returned Gaudrin. Then, suddenly: "I see your point, Cardona. Some one must have learned
about the treasure. Thisman Cyro, for instance.”

"That'sit, Mr. Gaudrin. Thesefdlows' - Joe turned toward Brilliard and Lence - "are kegping mum
about something. They're aling, to cover up. Well, well haveit out right here. Unlessyou know of
someone who might have wised.”

"My son Luke," observed Gaudrin, suddenly. "He has not been in my confidence regarding this matter. |
believe we should question him, Cardona. He might have talked about this cruise - not knowing the full
facts - and someone might have heard him."

"We should speak with Exeter aso,” put in Captain Emory. "He was afriend of Professor Babcock's.
Didn't | hear you say, Mr. Gaudrin, that Exeter has been staying here while we were gone?’

"Yes," responded Gaudrin. Then, dowly: "I think you will find Exeter on the veranda.”
"Y ou have agun, captain?’ asked Joe.
Emory nodded.

"You and | can cover them," decided Joe. "Wayson, will you help Mr. Gaudrin bring in thisfellow
Exeter?'

The lieutenant agreed. He and Gaudrin went out. They crossed the dining room. In the living room, they
unexpectedly encountered Exeter and Aliciacoming in from the porch. Abruptly, Gaudrin demanded that
both comeinto the study.



Wayson followed. Asthetrio entered the study, the police lieutenant hesitated. He went out toward the
front of the house.

Remembering mention of Luke, Wayson wanted to see if Gaudrin's son happened to be about. Glancing
into the parlor, he saw a door closing on the opposite side. Wayson stole forward; he yanked the door
open and covered the passage. As he barked an order, two men turned. Their hands went up.

WAY SON had trapped L uke Gaudrin and Roya Medbrook on their way to the study door.

Noise came from the study. Nearing Wayson's voice, Danforth Gaudrin unlocked the door. Wayson
marched his prisoners through into the light. Joe Cardona stared.

"Roya Medbrook!" he exclaimed. "So you're the crook in back of thisl Grab him, Wayson!™

The police lieutenant jabbed his gun into Medbrook's ribs. He frisked the gambler and found a pocket
revolver. Danforth Gaudrin stared with accusing eyes.

"So you are Cyro," he accused.

A moment's silence. Danforth Gaudrin, striding forward, looked ready to grip the gambler'sthroat. Luke
sprang between his father and Medbrook.

"Give him achance, governor!" pleaded the young man. "Royal ison thelevel. Hear him out -"
"He knew about thistreasure?' demanded Gaudrin.
"I did," acknowledged Medbrook.

Dunwood Marr had joined Danforth Gaudrin. Together, they were ready to challenge any statement that
Medbrook might make. Luke, still pleading, forced them to listen.

"| told Royad al about the treasure,”" he declared. "I listened in when father talked with the professor and
Captain Emory. | had totell Roydl. | owed him money."

"Say no more, Luke," ordered old Gaudrin. "We have found the rogue. Arrest this man, Lieutenant
Wayson."

Wayson stepped forward. Medbrook smiled. He spoke in afirm tone.

"You'll haveto hear metak later,” he argued. "Better hear me now. Y ou're on thewrong trail, | tell you."
"Hear him," suggested Marr, turning to Danforth Gaudrin.

Gaudrin nodded. Medbrook, stepping back, pointed to Tracy Lence.

"I knew thisfellow might be acrook,” declared Medbrook. "I'll tel you why. When you came out to the
Club Caprice, Cardonad’ - he siwung to the detective - "L ence ducked out. He knew you. If | had thought
he was Cyro, | would have tipped you then."

"But heisn't Cyro," retorted Joe.

"I know," declared Medbrook. "1 figured that. | decided that he was a guy who knew you; but not the
one you wanted. I'd have tipped you to that, too, if things had been different. But | had money at stake.
More than fifteen grand that young L uke here owes me."



"Isthat correct, Luke?' demanded Danforth Gaudrin.
The son nodded.

"Luke sworethat he had told no one of the treasure,” resumed Medbrook. "No one but mysdlf. | didn't
want any atention turned toward the Gaudrin family until | could get the money that was rightfully due
me.

"That'swhy I kept mum. | covered Lence. | figured he wasjust an ordinary con man who would drop
Luke like a hot potato when he found out there was no chance to swindle people who were on the verge

of poverty.

"But when Luke told me that Lence was coming here tonight, | thought 1'd better be around. | wanted to
watch Lence. Just in case he wised to something. | dropped in; but | told Luke | wanted to be sure the
money was in the bag. | didn't mention Lence.

"That's why we were in the passage. L uke wanted meto listen; to be sure that the treasure was here. He
said I'd hear the clink of Spanish doubloons. | wanted to listen for any signsof Lence. | was afraid he
might be butting in. Y ou trapped us, Wayson, when we were coming through.”

"A WEAK dlibi," sneered Danforth Gaudrin. "What do you think, Marr. Do you agree?"

"I'm not sure," replied the millionaire, with a shake of hishead. "I must admit that the story sounds weak

"It'sbaloney," interjected Joe Cardona.

"One moment.” Lieutenant Wayson was speaking. "1 am here to vouch for Roya Medbrook. | was
surprised when | found out who it wasthat | had trapped. I've heard his story. | believeit. Let's hear
young Gaudrin” - he swung to Luke - "and find out if he redlly kept what he knew to himsdlf."

"l did," indgsted Luke. "I told no one except Royd. | knew he was straight. He wouldn't have talked. He's
onthe level. Somebody else pulled this crooked business.”

Pleading Medbrook's case, Luke gained a sudden inspiration. He turned about and stared straight
toward Reginad Exeter. The Austraian was puffing &t his pipe.

"Theresthe man!" exclaimed Luke. "Hewas here, at thishouse! He could have learned everything!™
"I don't listen at keyholes, Luke," returned Exeter, camly. "I knew nothing of thistreasure.”

"No?" sneered Luke. "Didn't you wonder why Professor Babcock talked you out of going on the
cruise?

"I did wonder," admitted Exeter. "I thought it was abit of eccentricity on hispart. That wasal."
An abrupt pause. Then Joe Cardona challenged:

"Y ou're an Englishman, aren't you, Exeter?"

"An Audrdian,” replied Exeter.

"Either one would do for Cyro," asserted Joe. "He might be an American; but hed more likely be an
Englishman. Onewho hastraveled.”



"AsExeter has" put in Luke. "Hewastaking French like anative tonight. To Brilliard.”

"To Brilliard, en?" quizzed Joe. " So that was the game. Fixing your plansin alingo no one ese could get

"Just amoment,” interposed Dunwood Marr. "On behalf of Professor Babcock, whom we know for an
honest man, | suggest that we give Exeter afair trid. How long, professor, have you known this young
man?'

"He introduced himsdf to me herein New Orleans,” cackled Babcock. "Just a short while after | arrived.
He clamsto know friends of minein England.”

"Doeshe?"
"] do not know."

"That isunfortunate. Still, we must not betoo hasty. Exeter, Luke Gaudrin saw something suspiciousin
your conversation with Brilliard. Tell me: had you met Brilliard before tonight?”

"YES," admitted Exeter. He glanced toward Alicia. "'l visted Brilliard's studio with Miss Gaudrin.”
"And taked with Brilliard?"

"Wes"

"In French?’

"Yes"

"Do you speak French, Alicia?"

The girl shook her head as she heard Marr's question. The millionaire appeared troubled.

"Thisisunfortunate, Exeter," he said. "The merefact that you have remained here a the Gaudrin homeis
abad factor. | think, though -"

"Let'shear hisexcuse," put in Joe Cardona.

"He has no excusel" cried Alicia, suddenly. "He has every reason to be here. Father” - the girl turned
toward Danforth. Gaudrin - "Reggie and | were coming in here when you met us, coming to tell you that
weintend to be married!”

"Preposteroud!” exclaimed Gaudrin. "Thisis proof of Exeter's perfidy! So that was your game, you
rogue? Using my daughter'strust asashidd againgt thisjust accusation!”

Lieutenant Wayson suddenly thrust himsdlf forward as Danforth Gaudrin, face purple, was about to
gpring toward Exeter. Holding Gaudrin back, Wayson laid down the law.

"Weve landed two crooks," he announced, turning to Joe Cardona; "Brilliard and Lence. Were going to
put them behind bars. Well see what Cyro thinks of that. Over here, you two."

He motioned to thewadll. Brilliard and Lence backed in that direction. Wayson motioned to Exeter; then
to Medbrook. They followed. Finally, the police lieutenant added Luke Gaudrin.

"Weve got two crooks," he repeated. "What's more, we have the man who might be Cyro. I'm including



you, Medbrook, like Exeter. I'm impartia. And young L uke hereisn't above suspicion. | figured you on
thelevel, Medbrook; but this chap Exeter looks square, too.

"I'll wager that welll have Cyro talking soon enough,” Wayson chuckled. "We're at the end of thetrall -"

A CHUCKLE camein echo of Wayson's. The police lieutenant turned. So did Joe Cardona. Those two
alone had gunsin readiness. But they were unprepared for what they faced. Dunwood Marr had stepped
back while the others were watching Wayson. The millionaire had drawn two revolvers.

One gun was aimed toward Joe Cardona. The other covered Wayson. While the two stood
dumfounded, Brilliard and Lence legped forward. One grabbed Cardonas lowered gun. The other
caught Wayson'swrist and twisted the revolver from the police lieutenant's grasp.

Covered by Marr'srevolvers, the representatives of the law could offer no resistance. Before Exeter and
Medbrook could spring forward, Marr was covering them, while Brilliard and Lence were pointing their
newly gained guns toward Wayson and Cardona.

Danforth Gaudrin - Captain Emory - Professor Babcock - al stood rooted. They were totally astonished
by this denouement. Dunwood Marr, hisrevolvers dowly sweeping to cover the entire room, was
indulginginaviciousleer.

"Y ou captured my lieutenants,” he sneered. "Y ou thought that you had Cyro. Y ou never suspected the
part that | had played. | am here, fools, to claim thistreasure asmy own! | am Cyro!"

CHAPTER XXII. VILLAIN'SGLOAT

DUNWOOD MARR - otherwise Cyro - stood master of the field. Huddled in corners, fierce but

hel pless, were those whom he and his lieutenants had trapped. Wayson and Cardona were lined up with
Exeter and Medbrook. Aliciahad been motioned to join her father, Emory and Babcock. Luke was aso
with thislatter group.

While Brilliard covered Cardonas group, Lence held his gun toward Gaudrin's corner. Dunwood Marr
had attended to the frisking. Wesponslay beside the treasure. Choosing two guns, Marr handed oneto
Brilliard and the other to Lence. Each subordinate had a brace of revolvers.

"Look me over,” purred Marr. "The smoothest swindler in the business! Cyro! Reveded &t |ast.
Dunwood Marr, millionaire. Funny no one has ever troubled to investigate my Mexican mines.

"I own them. But they do not produce. That iswhy | undertook this quest for gold." He glanced toward
the treasure chests and chuckled. "Gold that isred. I'll have my pick of doubloons, Gaudrin. My pick of
dl of them."

Vicious of expresson, Marr paused to survey the silent group. Savagely, he changed histone as he
snarled threats of doom.

"My swindles have been big ones," he asserted. "Enough to enable me to continue my part asa
millionaire. New dupes every year, plucked by my skilled workers. No wonder | have kept getting
Steady dividends from my pretended mines.

"But this pay-off needed crime - burglary and murder. It was big enough. Still, | tried to play my part. As
Dunwood Marr, | was ready to stand among the dupes. Do you know where thistreasureisgoing? To
the Nautilug

"Y ou would never have found it there. After the robbery, with my minions scattered, | would have



boarded my new yacht - to travel away with the purloined treasure. Police looking for crookswho
carried nothing, while |, Cyro, sailed openly from Lake Pontchartrain.

"I knew the Nautilus was after treasure. | figured it ayear ago, Gaudrin, when | took that cruise. That's
why | kept in touch with you. Well, I've reached the pay-off. What ismore, | am going to leave as|
intended. | shall be Dunwood Marr aboard the Nautilus. | shall say that | |eft this mansion early; before
trouble started. That" - Marr paused ingdioudy - "will be atrue statement.”

WITH an order to Brilliard and Lence, Marr swung from the center of the room. He opened the door to
the hdl. Thosein the study heard him hissasigna. Marr reentered. A few moments later, a dark-faced,
mustached man joined him. Brilliard and Lence grinned asthey saw Larribez.

"Jose Larribez," introduced Marr, with asneer. "Another friend, from Havana. He was not to meet you
tonight. But | have dtered my plan. | shall tell you why. Now that | am known as Cyro, | can not afford
to leave living witnesses. All of you are doomed.

"Larribez has acrew from the water front. They will carry out thistreasure." One gun pocketed, Marr
was locking the opened boxes. "They will takeit to the Nautiluswhere | shal meet them. Lencehasa
squad of mobsters. They will attend to matters here. This place will be a shambles when they have
finished."

With Brilliard and Lence steady with two guns each, Marr stopped and calmly scooped up odd coins
that lay upon the floor. Pocketing the gold, he turned toward Larribez.

"Ah, Senor Cyro," purred Larribez, "you are ready that | should take the treasure? My men - they are
waiting for -"

"Bring them," ordered Marr.
Larribez waked from the room. Marr suddenly swung after him. He stopped Larribez at the door.

"Wait, senor!" he commanded. "Perhaps | have spoken too much. It iswise that we should plan our
game most safely. We shdl bring in the mobsmen first. They can cover these prisoners.”

So speaking, Marr leveled two guns toward the corner that Brilliard was covering. Hetold the
Frenchman to take Lence's place at the other station. Larribez reached to his pocket. Marr shook his
head to indicate that it was not necessary.

"The prisoners are unarmed,” he sneered. "Beready, Larribez. That isall. But your only concern will be
the removad of the treasure.”

Then, speaking to Lence, Marr gavethefina order:

"Signd Link Ruckert and his crew. From the back door. When they have arrived, we can have Larribez
cdl hisseamen.”

CONTEMPTUOUSLY, Marr centered his gaze on the helpless men before him. Proud of his part as
Cyro, he could not resist the chance to add new sneersto the old. Glowering, fist-clenching men faced
him. But the four in the corner knew that an attack would spell instant doom.

At closerange, Marr held them helpless. Brilliard aso had agroup at bay. His prisonersincluded only
two who might have put up afight. Those were Danforth Gaudrin and Captain Emory. Luke quivering,
was no more dangerous than old Professor Babcock or Alicia



Joe Cardona and Lieutenant Wayson were grim. Roya Medbrook looked sour. Reginad Exeter,
however, showed that he was on edge. He was thinking of more than hisown life. Alicia Gaudrin, the girl
he loved, had been doomed to die with therest.

Exeter stared toward the other corner. He saw a brave expression on Alicias face. Tense, he was ready
to soring at Marr. He restrained himself, redizing that the act would bring an immediate barrage. Wildly,
Exeter stared about, hoping for some chance. His gaze fell upon Jose Larribez. Unnoticed, this new
lieutenant had strolled to the door.

Meseting Larribez's stare, Exeter was momentarily conscious of steady, burning eyesthat peered from
that sallow mustached face. He caught adight nod of Larribez's head. Turning, Exeter stared straight
toward Dunwood Marr.

At that ingtant, alaugh burst from the door. Strident, fierce, it came like ashuddering signa of doom.
Sinister merriment that shivered those who heard it. A mocking, taunting cry from the sdlow lips of Jose
Larribez.

Ingtinctively, Dunwood Marr glanced sdelong. Raoul Brilliard copied Cyro's action. Larribez had been
standing with folded arms. Those limbs were sweeping wide;, from beneath Larribez's coat came looming
automatics.

Jose Larribez was The Shadow!

THE SHADOW had done more than spy upon thereal Larribez. Last night, after hearing the Spaniard's
ordersto Dombar, The Shadow had fallen upon Larribez with swift attack. He had bound and gagged
Cyro'slieutenant.

The Shadow had dedlt with Larribez's henchmen, at the Cafe Internationale. Then, disguised as Larribez
himsdlf, he had called upon Brilliard and Lence. As Larribez, he had learned their plans.

Waiting outsi de the Gaudrin mansion, The Shadow had been ready, in case Wayson and Cardonafailed.
Comingina Marr'ssigna, he had found Cyro reveded. Here for vengeance, The Shadow had turned
thetide!

CHAPTER XXIIl. THE FINAL FRAY

THE SHADOW'S sudden attack had been brought about by Cyro's change in plans. Dunwood Marr -
as Cyro - had talked too much. He had said so, himsdlf.

AsBirilliard and Lence had arranged it with the supposed Larribez, the squad of water-front fighters were
to enter and carry off the treasure. That would have left Marr and histwo lieutenants in the house; Link
Ruckert and his mob outside.

It had been The Shadow's plan to drop the role of Larribez when he went to summon the seamen.
Guised as The Shadow, sinister in his cloak of black, he had planned an unexpected return to catch Cyro
and hislieutenants helpless.

That had been changed by Marr's sudden shift. The big shot had sent Lence to call the mobsmen. He had
retained the person whom he thought was Larribez. To meet Marr's unexpected measure, The Shadow
had also changed his campaign.

The scant time remaining before Lence's return gave him no opportunity to change the character that he
had adopted. Still masked as Larribez, he had swung into his own role; and the maneuver had caught



Marr and Brilliard totally unready.

Timing the draw of hisguns, The Shadow had sprung awell-calculated game. His purpose wasto swing
Marr and Brilliard upon him, giving them the thought that they might beat him to the shot. Marr showed
surprising swiftness.

Hisfirg shot barked while The Shadow's automatics were still on the move. A bullet szzled closeto The
Shadow's head. Marr pressed the trigger for asecond delivery. That bullet would have scored, but for an
intervention.

Reginad Exeter, tipped off by The Shadow's nod, was plunging forward as Marr fired hisfirst shot. As
the fake millionaire fired for the second time, Exeter bowled him over. Tumbling across the treasure
chests, Marr shot wild. His bullet lodged in the ceiling.

A split-second later, The Shadow's automatics roared, straight across the space that Marr and Exeter
had vacated. Tongues of flames, with them zimming bullets aimed for Raoul Brilliard. The Frenchman,
dower than Marr, went down with guns unfired.

Marr was grappling with Exeter. Cardonaand Wayson were legping to aid him. Medbrook was hard
behind them. But Marr had gained a break. Wrenching free from Exeter, he aimed awild shot toward the
far corner, where other saved victims still stood.

Exeter caught the villain'swrist. Marr's shot, directed for Alicia, went wide. Striking aglancing blow,
Marr dropped Exeter. Springing away from other adversaries, he legped for the door in the corner that
led to the parlor passage. A fiend at bay, he whedled to pump lead into his unarmed foemen.

The Shadow was waiting at the outer doorway. Men had been between him and Marr. In settling
Brilliard, The Shadow had been forced to rely again on Exeter. Saving Alicia, the Australian had faltered.
But The Shadow was waiting for asplit-second bresk. It came.

Cardona- Wayson - Medbrook - dl three were springing fiercely for the man whom they knew was
Cyro. Intheir wild attack, they were hurdling the boxes of Spanish gold. That action broke their solid
mass. A space opened between Wayson and Cardona.

The Shadow boomed two rapid shots with hisleft-hand gun. He picked that narrow opening, Straight
through to the corner from which Marr was aiming to deliver daughter. One shot burned the deeve of
Cardona's elbow. The second bullet singed close to Wayson's shoulder.

With those shots, Dunwood Marr crumpled. The Shadow had found the target that he wanted. Vainly,
Marr tried to clutch hisrevolvers. Struggling as he dumped, he aimed to kill. But before he could pressa
trigger, he was smothered. His guns clattered to the floor as three men pounced upon him.

THE SHADOW had whedled from the doorway. He turned to an obscure spot in the further hall. Ashe
disappeared, shots broke loose outside the house. The Shadow's inside attack had been asignd for his
reserves.

Tracy Lencewas bringing Link Ruckert's gorillasin through the back door when the shots started in the
study. Off by aside of the mansion grounds lay the water-front crew that had replaced the band
eliminated last night. It wasthis new ouitfit that opened the outsdefire.

Guised as seamen, this band was composed of The Shadow's agents. Ready for the signdl, they arose
and began a sudden barrage toward the skulking figures of Link Ruckert's mob. Gorillas wheded with
oaths. They responded.



Side by sidein ambush, aquartet of sharpshooters|oosed their fire through the darkness. Cliff Mardand,
Harry Vincent and Hawkeye - with them, a newcomer, Clyde Burke. A reporter by profession, Clyde
was also a competent marksman.

Two others were with this sharpshooting band. One was Jericho; the other was Tabac, the lone Apache.
Powerful in aclose range brawl, Jericho was no target shooter. Hisjob was to handle Tabac.

Asthe Apache snarled awarning to the mobsters, Jericho shot out a massive paw. Tabac had
experienced one surprise when The Shadow's agents had so suddenly reveded their identity. He was due
for another.

Lifting the Apache from the ground, Jericho snatched him asaterrier would seize arat. A knife went
clattering upon abig stone as Tabac dropped it. Then the Apache plunged head foremogt, as Jericho
dashed him to the ground. Tabac lay stunned. Jericho dropped low beside The Shadow's agents.

Scorching firewould have diminated Link Ruckert's mob but for the timely action of Tracy Lence.
Redizing that something had gone wrong, Lence snarled from within the house. Link and three mobsmen
went plunging through, away from the withering hail of lead.

Hard on Lence's hedls, they headed for the study. Their clatter was heard. Grabbing guns, Cardonaand
Wayson came swinging to the door. Medbrook and Emory found weaponsto aid them. Shots burst from
the defenders as Lence and hisgang arrived in the hall.

CARNAGE was due. Wayson'sfirst shot sent agorilla sprawling. Four againgt four, it looked like a
bitter fight, with daughter on both sides. Quick guns were barking as opposing forces aimed. Then, from
the darkness of the front hall, came aflank attack.

Automatics thundered echoes benegath the broad ceiling. Startled mobsters, diving for cover, whedled to
am at avague figure which they saw weaving toward them in dim light. They knew The Shadow. Wildly,
they fired point-blank for the foe.

Guns barked from the study. Shots that might have been beaten by the gorillas were coming in leaden
hail, as Wayson and Cardona pumped bullets into the trapped mobsmen.

Link Ruckert sprawled while aiming at The Shadow. A gorillafell as an automatic boomed. So did
another, clipped smultaneoudy by The Shadow, Wayson and Cardona.

Tracy Lence went diving for the kitchen. With atwist, he amed a parting shot for the spot where he
thought The Shadow was located. An automatic flashed six feet away from Lence's mark. Still twigting,
the swindler staggered out through the kitchen. He reached the back door; then sprawled forward upon
the ground, dead.

THE return of thislone foeman was good newsto the advancing aides of The Shadow. Closinginto
attack the mobsmen from the rear, they knew that further measures were unnecessary. Cliff, squad leader
inthisfray, ssopped his companions with a sudden order.

Shots had ended from within the house. A strange silence hovered over dl. Then thelull ended. From off
beyond the house, on the side by the veranda, came the ringing cry of ataunting laugh.

Gibing, the grim mirth rose on the night air. Cliff pointed to a shrouded shape againgt the light hue of the
palm trees opposite. The figure faded; but the laugh remained. Eerily, it broke with afierce crescendo. It
faded into whispered echoes that seemed to linger.

Cliff turned. The agents of The Shadow followed. They headed off from their Side of the estate. The



Shadow'slaugh was their signd for departure. It told that crime had been banished.

Frozen figures stood within the study. Danforth Gaudrin and Captain Emory were by the treasure.
Regindd Exeter was holding Aliciain hisarms. Royad Medbrook stood by the desk. Luke Gaudrin and
Professor Babcock were still in their corner.

Lieutenant Wayson was at the doorway, square-shouldered as an equestrian statue. Beside him stood
Joe Cardona. Like the others, the detective had stopped short at the sound of that chilling laugh.

Joe had a hunch that the red Jose Larribez would be discovered as a helpless prisoner - The Shadow's
present to the forces of the law. Joe wasright. Like Tabac, who still lay senseless on the lawn, Larribez
was due to be found, bound and gagged in his suite at the Hotel Bontezan.

But Joe Cardona knew something other than ahunch. He knew the author of that parting laugh; he
understood its weird significance. Treasure had been restored. Lives had been saved. All by The
Shadow.

And those whom the cloaked fighter's might had rescued, were hearing the triumphant laugh of The
Shadow!

THEEND



