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CHAPTER I. HAWKEYE HEARSNEWS

"WHAT you doin' in this doorway, fdlow?"

The policeman growled the question as he stepped suddenly into the entryway of an old, dilapidated
store. Hickering a flashlight, he studied a shrewd, pointed face that showed above the collar of a

turtle-neck swester.

"Jug keepin' out of the rain, officer.” The sweatered man grinned as he made reply. "Smokin' a cig while

I'm waitin' for it to let up. Comin’ heavy, ant it?"

Short of dature, the sweatered man draghtened his stooped shoulders as he spoke. He made two
gestures. One, with his left hand, showed the lighted cigarette of which he had spoken. With his right
hand, the little man indicated the steady downpour that was dripping about the structure of an eevated
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A tran came rumbling dong before the cop had another chance to speak. The little men puffed
nonchdantly at his cigarette while the bluecoat continued to scrutinize him with the flaghlight. Then, as the
clatter faded, the cop delivered another question.

"Kegpin' out of the wet, en?' he chalenged, "Lookin' out for your hedlth, | guess?'
"That'sit," returned the little man, with another puff at the cigarette.

"Yeeh?' growled the bluecoat. "Wdl, wise boy, I'm tdlin’' you somethin’. You won't find a doorway a
hedthy place on my best."

"This one's not so bad, officer."
"Yeaeh? Why not?'

"Because the store's empty. Use that gim you've got an' youll see. That'swhy | picked this spot. Figured
you might be comin’ dong.”

The cop flashed his light on grimy, empty windows. He saw that the sweatered man's statement was
correct. This doorway offered no inducement for crime. Whatever the man's purpose here, burglary
could not be amoative.

"Lucky the dragnet's not operatin’,” declared the cop, gruffly. "If it was, I'd run you in. Move dong! If |
catch you loiterin' again, I'll make the pinch!”

The sweatered man flicked his cigarette into the gutter. With a shrug of his shoulders, he douched from
the doorway and headed down the street.

The patrolman, using the doorway as his own temporary post, watched until he saw the fdlow cross the
next street. Swinging his club, he resumed his beat.

TWO minutes after the policeman had passed the corner, a hunched figure stepped from the shelter of an
elevated post. A drizzle-dulled street lamp showed the same crafty face above the rolled neck of the
sweater.

Moving swiftly, the little man returned to the doorway from which the officer had gected him. Crouching
inthe darkness, he lighted a fresh cigarette. As he smoked, he kept the glow hidden by his hand.

This doorway occupant was wel known to certain characters of Manhattan's underworld. He was
nicknamed "Hawkeye," and the moniker was well chosen. For Hawkeye possessed an uncanny aaility in
keeping watch on the business of other people; and he was dso famed for his kill in detecting the
approach of any danger.

Hawkeye had dipped to-night. His muttering was testimony to that fact. It had been a long while since
any flatfoot had uncovered Hawkeye nestled in ahiding place. Hawkeye knew the reason: the policeman
hed spotted the glow of the cigarette. That was why the crafty-faced fdlow was keeping the new glow
covered.

Hawkeye's mutters ended in a chuckle. After dl, he had taked the cop out of meking a pinch. That
showed foresight on Hawkeye's part. He had chosen this lurking place because the patrolman was new
on the beat. Others might have recognized Hawkeye; but this bluecoat had not.

There was another reason, dso, why Hawkeye had picked this place to loiter. The borders of the
underworld were cut by definite routes adong which crooks traveled. This particular block and the one



beyond it formed a highroad of the bad lands.

Passers had thinned while the patrolman was in ght. With the officers gone, new figures camein sght. A
shambling hop-head; a cane-toting peddier; two hard-faced gorillas—these were men who went by while
Hawkeye watched. From the darkness of the doorway, the wary-eyed observer continued hisvigil.

Hawkeye was looking for old faces. Identified with crooks, he was congtantly on the lookout for old pas
who had long been missng. More figures passed. Hawkeye stamped out his consumed cigarette and
cautioudy lighted another. Then hislow chuckle came again as he spied a man gpproaching on the other
Sde of the street.

The newcomer's face was not discernible at this distance. But his gait, hdf groll, haf douch, seemed
familiar to Hawkeye. The watcher waited until the man had passed; then, after a quick peer from the
doorway, Hawkeye emerged and took up the trail.

Hdf a block ahead, the droller turned into an dleyway. Hawkeye quickened his pace as he crossed
beneeth the devated. When he reached the dley, he looked through to a lighted street at the other end.
There was no 9gn of the gtroller.

Hawkeye knew where he had gone. Hafway down the dley was the darkened entry of a dive that
regulars caled "Lukes Joint."

That, done, could have been the stroller's destination.

HAWKEYE had entrance to Luke's Joint. He went dong the dley, descended three steps and gave a
short, quick rap. A door opened; a scarred face met Hawkeye's. A nod and a growl; and the little fdlow
was admitted into adimly lighted entry.

Continuing through, Hawkeye entered a fair-szed room where hdf a dozen rough-faced rowdies were
Segted & tables.

One man, seated in a far corner, was aone. He had apparently just entered, for Luke, the proprietor,
was seiting a bottle and glass on the table. Hawkeye caught a glimpse of the man's face. Stralling over,
he stepped up as Luke was turning and nudged the seated man on the shoulder.

Thefdlow wheded. His square, pock-marked face showed a scowl as chdlenging epithets came to his
bloated lips. Then the scowl changed to a leer. A big hand grabbed Hawkeye's and dragged the little
men to the table.

"How're you, Tinker?' chuckled Hawkeye. "Thought it was you, the minute | lamped your mug.
Say—you're the last guy | thought | was goin' to see when | comein here.”

"Yeeh?' laughed "Tinker." "Wdl, it's the same here, Hawkeye. | ant knowed anything about you since
we was up in the Big House together. Have a drink. Then tdl me the news."

Hawkeye shrugged his shoulders. That indicated that he had nothing to talk about. His eyes, however,
were shrewdly questioning.

Tinker caught their meaning. He laughed; then spoke low.
"Hguring something, ain't you?" he asked. "Fguring that the big town ain't no spot for Tinker Furris™
"That'sit," nodded Hawkeye.



"l an't daying here long," declared Tinker. "Moving out day after to-morrow."

"Where to?'

"A town called Latuna. Ever hear of it?'

"A long way from here, aint it?'

"Yegh." Tinker nodded. Then, carefully, he added. "What ese have you heard about that town?"!

"Nothin' much," replied Hawkeye, in an indifferent tone. "Only enough to make me figure it an't hedthy.
Cuckoo Mohart was down in Latuna once. Took it on the lam with some other gorillas when the town
hed a clean-up. Told meit was too hot."

"It was" decided Tinker. "But it aint now. Konk Zitz is gtting pretty in Latuna."
"Yeeh? What's his racket?'

"He don't seem to have none yet. But he wants me down there with him. What's more, he can use any
owy that's apa of mine. More than one, for that matter.”

"Meanin' me, for ingtance?"
IIYH]:I

TINKER'S proposition was a prompt one; but it brought a shake of the head from Hawkeye. Tinker
eyed his former prison mate. Apparently, Hawkeye preferred to remain in New York. Tinker made a
gatement instead of putting a query.

"Might use you on ajob here" he suggested. "To-morrow night. That's why I'm in town.”
"A job for Konk Zitz?' inquired Hawkeye.

"No," replied Tinker. "A lay that | wised up to on my own. | can let you in on it, Hawkeye, if you can get
methe guy | want."

"Who's that?'

"A bird you used to travel around with. Fellow named Tapper. Pretty good safe-cracker, ain't he?!
"Not many better."

"Can you get him?'

"Maybe" Hawkeye was cagey for a moment; then, looking around warily, he turned to Tinker and spoke
inawhisper. "Tapper's like me. We're both dodgin' the bulls. Ain't no use takin' too many chances.”

"This on€e's a set-up—for aguy like Tapper.”

"Yegh. I've heard of set-ups before. So has Tapper. It was a set-up put him in the Big House. We're
keepin' out of dir, Tapper an' me-"

"Ligen,” interrupted Tinker, with a low growl. "You know where old Cobleton's hock shop is, don't
you?”

"Surd" responded Hawkeye. "Next block to where Bingo's old speak used to be."



"Wdl, Cobleton's would be a cinch, wouldn't it?!

"Sure—for a guy that'd want to drag away a lot of theetrica trunks an' old stage duff. Every busted
vaudeville troupe unloads its junk on that guy.”

"That's what people think. But | know different. Heard it from an actor that had some jewdry dong with
hisold curtains. He hocked a back drop with Cobleton, then asked him about getting cash for the rocks.
Thisham saw some of the sparklers that old Cobleton had in his safe.”

Hawkeye looked up and blinked. Tinker Furris laughed. He saw awakened interest.

"Cobleton thinks that junk is a good blind," whispered Tinker. "But it an't no longer, now that I'm wise.
He leaves the hock shop at night. It1l be a cinch—with Tapper for the job. Well—are you getting him?*

"Surd" responded Hawkeye. "I'll talk to him."

"All right." Tinker pushed the bottle toward the little man. "Have another drink. Then dide out. Meet me
here to-morrow night, with Tapper. In the back room. And listen. This means taking it on the lam, see?
Latuna for us, as soon as the job's over. Before the bulls get on our trail. Well be dl set when we get
with Konk Zitz."

Hawkeye nodded dowly. He finished his drink, growled a good-by and douched from Luke's joint.
Reeching the dley, he turned away from the direction of the street where he had spied Tinker Furris.

A SHREWD smile showed on Hawkey€e's lips as the sweatered spotter neared a lighted area. Hawkeye
was heading from the borders of the underworld. His misson for to-night was accomplished. Out of
many passers he had spied one who looked like quarry. From that one he had learned the detalls of a
contemplated plan.

There had been method in Hawkeye's reluctance to join forces with Tinker Furris. For Hawkeye had
long Snce Ieft the paths of crime. Accepted as a crook by the underworld, this crafty worker was doing
his part to offset men of evil.

Hawkeye had gone graight since his discharge from Sing Sing. That, however, had been but his first step
inanew career. After abandoning crime as a profession, Hawkeye had done his part to beat the workers
of the underworld. He had become an agent of The Shadow.

Through his connections in the bad lands, Hawkeye had become a ussful aid to the hidden master who
battled men of crime. Whatever Hawkeye learned went to that superfighter whose very name had
become terror to dl crookdom.

Tinker Furris had come to New York to complete a deed of crime. That finished, he intended to leave
for the town of Launa, to serve as undeling for "Konk" Zitz, a powerful crook leader whose
whereabouts had long been undiscovered.

Two clues from Hawkeye to The Shadow: Known crime to be thwarted; unknown evil to be forestalled.
Such would be Hawkeye's contribution to the chief whom he now served. Yet the double information
offered a dilemmato Hawkeye, despite the enthusiaam that the crafty spotter felt.

To prevent Tinker Furris from completing crime; yet to leave Tinker free to join Konk Zitz in
Latuna—such would be The Shadow's problem. How The Shadow would accomplish both was a puzzle
to Hawkeye.

Yet the crafty amile did not fade from Hawkey€e's lips. His pat was done. The action lay with The



Shadow. And Hawkeye, acquainted with the prowess of his hidden chief, could fed no doubt.
Somehow, Hawkeye knew, The Shadow would solve the problem.

CHAPTER Il. THE SECOND LINK

ON thefdlowing morning, a rotund, chubby-faced man dighted from a taxicab near Times Square. The
steady rain had ended shortly after dawn; and the freshness of the morning air brought a pleased amile to
thisleisurely, methodical-looking individud.

The chubby man paused outsde the entrance of the mammoth Badger Building; then, with a rductant
manner, he entered the lobby and took an eevator. He dighted at one of the higher floors and srolled
aong a corridor until he reached a door that bore the |ettering:

RUTLEDGE MANN
INVESTMENTS

With asmile that denoted ownership, the chubby man entered to greet a stenographer and an office boy
who had arrived before him. He walked into an inner office where he found a stack of newspapers on his
desk, with agmdl pile of letters close by.

Opening the letters, Mann read them briefly until he came to one that was written inink of vivid blue.

The message could not have been deciphered by an ordinary reader, for it was in code. Mann, however,
perused it with ease. At the same time, he was careful to note every detal of the odd epistle. He seemed
to be memorizing the letter as he read.

Mann placed the message on his desk, when he had finished. He stared meditatively from the window
and began to tap his forefinger upon the desk as he recdled what he had read.

While Mann was thus engaged in thought, the writing on the letter started to fade. Words disappeared in
irregular order, as though some ghostly hand had stretched forth to eradicate them. When Mann again
turned toward the desk, the sheet of paper was atota blank.

Theinvestment broker did not appear surprised. He smply crumpled the blank sheet and tossed it in the
wastebasket. Then he rang for the office boy.

"Go down to the Times Square news stand, Horace," ordered Mann. "l want you to obtain some more
out-of-town newspapers.”

"Did | forget some, Mr. Mann?" questioned Horace, anxioudy. "I brought dl that were on your lig, Sr.
Atlesst | thought | did -"

"You did," interposed Mann, quigtly. "The ones that | want were not on my origind list. Buy some recent
journds—dl| that you can obtain—from the city of Latuna"

"Ya S'r'u

After Horace had left, Mann drew a fountain pen from his pocket and began to write a message of his
own. It wasin the same ink of vivid blue; it was a'so a notein code. As soon as the ink had dried, Mann
folded the sheet and sedled it in an envelope.

The message that Rutledge Mann had received was from a man named Slade Farrow, a criminologist
who was ever ready to ad The Shadow. Sade Farrow was Hawkeye's sponsor. It was Farrow who



hed turned the ex-crook draight.

Last night, Farrow had received Hawkeye's information. Usng specid ink supplied him a The Shadow's
order, Farrow had passed on the word to Rutledge Mann. For this chubby-faced gentleman who posed
as an investment broker was actudly an ad of The Shadow. Mann served as contact agent between the
active workers and their mysterious chief.

Inwriting to The Shadow, Mann had merdly repeated the report as received from Hawkeye. But he had
aso taken on another duty. One of Mann's functions was to go through out-of-town newspapers in
search of items that might give inklings of crime. The stack of newspapers on his desk were there for that
purpose. No Latuna paper was among them. So Mann had sent out for those journdls.

WHEN Horace returned fifteen minutes later, he brought four newspapers. Three were copies of the
Launa Gazette, a Szable journa, while the fourth was a thinner sheet cdled the Latuna Enterprise.

Mann chose the Gazette for a sart. He went through each issue carefully, checking on the events of three
succeeding days. He found nothing of griking interest.

The Enterprise was a more sensationa sheet. Its news vaue appeared limited, however, until Mann
reached the fourth page, where he observed an editorid in large type. As he began to read the column, a
amile appeared upon Mann's lips. The editoriad bore an apt title; and its language was satiricd:

ONE SPHINX MORE

The dty of Latunais to gan a new art treasure. Even though our uncompleted museum lacks space to
exhibit the vauable collections thet it owns, the donors appear to be undeterred in their efforts to make
Latunathe art center of this sate.

Thanks to Strafford Maden, who deeded Latuna the ground upon which the unfinished museum stands,
our dtizens will soon be able to gaze with awe upon the serene countenance of a genuine Egyptian

sphinx.

A rdic of the Eighteenth Dynasty, the Blue Sphinx has been pried from its moorings in the Libyan Desert
and is now learning the comforts of modem travel aboard aflat car attached to an American fagt fraight.

We should like to interview the Blue Sphinx upon its arriva in Latuna. We should like to learn its present
impressons as they contrast with its four-thousand-year sojourn amid the desert sands.
But—unfortunatdy— sphinxes are famed for ther sllence. No sphinx would tak, evenif it could.

So the Blue Sphinx will remain dlent in Latuna. From its resting place in the great hal of the museum, it
will wisdy eye our dtizenry and keep its impressons to itsdf. We shdl learn nothing from the Blue
Spohinx. But perhaps the Blue Sphinx will learn something from us. If it does, it will be happy.

For it will discover that it isnot donein Latuna The Blue Sphinx will be pleased when it sees our Mayor
Spohinx and our Police Chief Sphinx. Indeed, every day that it rests in the museum, it will be the guest of
our Curator Sphinx.

Mogt of uswill be present when the Blue Sphinx is inddled. Tha will be atime for slence—on the part
of Sphinxes. But afterward, when individuas can vigt the museum quietly and alone, we may visudize a
Spohinx party, wherein the Silent Ones may gather in secret conclave.

There, perhaps, our Mayor Sphinx may explain why he has not exposed the detalls of graft that he
discovered when he house-cleaned after the demise of the previous adminidration. Our Police Chief
Spohinx— again perhaps—may state why he dill dlows characters of crimind caiber to sojourn in our



midst. Our Curator Sphinx—yes, perhaps— may reved the causes for his dday in completing find plans
for the new portions of the museum.

In return, perhaps, the Blue Sphinx may divulge some mighty secrets of the Nile. But we doubt that such
revelations would interest its human brethren. After all, the Sphinx party may never be held.

Y et one fact remains apparent. The Blue Sphinx from Libya might be a unique possession for any dty
other than Latuna. But in our fair town, it will just be one more Sphinx.

When he had finished reading the editorid, Mann referred to the masthead a the top of the column and
learned that the owner and editor of the Latuna Enterprise was named Harrison Knode.

Sill amiling, the investment broker clipped the editorid and the information above it. He sedled the
dipping in another envelope. Then he placed both sealed envelopesin alarger wrapper.

Referring to copies of the Gazette, he found mention of the mayor's name as Quirby Rush. He dso
learned that the police chief was named Lawrence Grewling.

After alonger search, Mann found an item which mentioned that the Latuna Museum was open from 10
A.M. until 8 P.M. The curator's name was given as Joseph Rubdl.

Mann wrote al three names upon a sheet of paper and put it in alittle envelope of his own. He added this
to those in the large envelope, sealed his packet and placed it in his pocket. Then he left his office.

TWENTY minutes later, Rutledge Mann arrived a an old office building on Twenty-third Street. He
entered, passed through a dingy hdl and ascended a flight of creaking, tilted stairs. He reached an
obscure corridor and stopped in front of an office door. The grimy, cobwebbed pand was of glass. It
bore the name:

B. JONAS

Mann dropped the big envelope in amail dot and departed. His face was quizzicd when he reached the
Street. It was not the thought of thet obscure office that made Mann seem puzzled. Tha office was
permanently deserted, from dl appearances; yet it served as The Shadow's mail box.

Mann had given up speculation regarding how and when The Shadow entered to receive reports.

What puzzied Mann was the same problem that had troubled Hawkeye. Like the crafty spotter, the
investment broker was wondering how his chief would handle Tinker Furris, yet sill have a free hand
when he began an invedtigation in the town of Latuna.

Hawkeye had supplied word that Tinker planned crime aso, that Launa was a spot where crime
impended. Mann by reference to the Latuna Gazette, had produced tangible evidence that deep waters
lay ahead. Latuna mugt be The Shadow's god. Would he let Tinker Furris get away with crime in order
to keep Konk Zitz lulled?

Mann decided not. Though The Shadow was a mygery, even to this contact agent, Mann, like dl the
other aids, knew that The Shadow alowed no spoils to evil-doers. Somehow, The Shadow would
thwart Tinker's scheme of crime, yet manage to keep from damaging his Latuna campaign.

How? Rutledge Mann was 4ill wondering when he reached his office, and the only solution he could
funish was a head shake. Like Hawkeye, Mann had reached the concluson that the problem was
beyond dl persons but The Shadow.



CHAPTER I1l. FROM THE SANCTUM

WHITE hands, agile and long-fingered, benegth the rays of a bluish light. The Shadow was in his
sanctum, an unknown abode, secluded somewhere in Manhattan. Upon a polished table lay Mann's
messages, together with the dipping from the Latuna Enterprise.

Writing faded. Clipping was thrust aside. Hands stretched across the table and obtained a pair of
earphones. A tiny sgnd bulb glimmered on thewadl. A quiet voice came across the wire

"Burbank spesking.”

Mann—in his office, during daytime hours, Burbank—in an obscure room, at night. These were the
contact agents of The Shadow. Where Mann, dow and deliberate, served in the deveopment of
preliminary plans, Burbank was ready when action called. Active agents were always ready to receive his
relayed orders from The Shadow.

"Indructions to Vincent." The Shadow's voice came in an awvesome whisper. "Insart this advertisement in
the late edition of the Evening Traveler: 'Wanted, Four Sdesmen, preferably those knowing Mid-West
conditions convinaingly.™

Burbank's reply was a careful repetition of the words that The Shadow had given him. Then came
another order from The Shadow.

"Indructions to Burke" was the whisper from the unseen lips. "Arrange to accompany Cardona on
nightly inspection tour of the East Side. Specid story for the New York Classc."”

"Indructions received,” replied Burbank.

"Indructions to Mardand,” resumed The Shadow. "Pick up message in Shrevnitz cab one block above
Cobalt Club, seven o'clock. Follow orders as given."

"Ingtructions received.”

The earphones clicked againg the wadl. The bluish light went out with a dick. A soft laugh quivered
through blackened walls, rose to a gartling crescendo, then faded into shuddering echoes.

With the last tones of that dying mockery came a hush amid the Stygian blackness. The Shadow hed
departed by his secret exit. The sanctum had returned to its inky emptiness. Day or night, that strange
abode remained a chamber of blackness.

AFTERNOON hours waned. It was hdf past Sx when a personage attired in evening clothes entered a
cab near Times Square. Tdl, cdm-faced and slent, this individud carried himsdf with remarkable

composure,

Despite the fact that his keen, hawklike visage was most unusud, this stroller had a way of rendering
himsdf incongpicuous in the crowd. He chose an opportune moment when he entered the cab and
stepped aboard so quietly that even the shrewd-eyed driver faled to note his entry.

Thefird indication that the taximan received of a passenger was when a whispered voice came through
the opened window to the front. The driver haf started; then nodded. He stared straight ahead when he
pulled from the curb.

Thetaxi driver's name was Moe Shrevnitz. Familiar with Manhattan's many thoroughfares, a capable man
ina pinch, Moe had been musgtered into The Shadow's service. The Shadow owned the independent cab



that Moe drove. The taximan kept close to a chosen point near Times Square, to awat The Shadow's
cal.

The voice from the cab was the whisper of The Shadow. Recognizing it, Moe knew that he was
conveying his chief. As he neared his destination, he again caught a statement from The Shadow.

"Wait for Mardand,” was the whisper. "Ddiver this message to him."

An envelope dropped beside Moe as the driver wheded toward the curb. Moe picked up the envelope
as he stopped. He placed it in his pocket; then turned about. The cab was empty.

In that brief intervd after the arrival, The Shadow had stepped to the curb. Though garbed in evening
clothes, he had srangely vanished.

Moe settled back to await Cliff's appearance.

The Shadow had chosen a destination close to the exdusive Cobalt Club. He had turned in the direction
of the club building after leaving Moe's cab. A few minutes later, the doorman bowed as The Shadow
drolled into view.

"Good evening, Mr. Crangton,” said the doorman. "Commissoner Barth is expecting you, Sr."

"Vey good,” was the quiet reply. A dight amile showed on thin lips as The Shadow entered to find the
police commissioner. In hisvigts to the Cobalt Club, The Shadow camein the guise of Lamont Cranston,
millionare globe-trotter. It was a most convenient persondity, for the real Lamont Cranston was sedom
inNew York.

In hisguise of Crangton, The Shadow had become a close friend of Commissioner Wanwright Barth. He
found Barth awaiting himin the lobby. They shook hands and went to the grillroom for dinner.

SEATED at the table, the two formed a marked contrast. The Shadow's guise of Lamont Cranston made
him appear as a quiet, lackadaisicd individud, despite the keenness of his hawklike countenance.

Barth, on the contrary, was restless. Tdl, he thrugt his long neck forward from the collar of his evening
shirt. His smooth pate gave him the appearance of a bad eagle, while his eyes gleamed through the lenses
of his pince-nez spectacles.

"Prevention of crime" announced Barth, above his soup cup. "That is my watchword, Cranston. Despite
the fact that the newspapers sometimes criticize my policies, | am achieving results.”

"Ah, yes" responded the pretended Cranston. "Come here, waiter. Get me afind copy of the Evening
Travder."

"Yes, dr," sad the waliter.

"The Traveler is a consarvative newspaper,” commended Barth. Y ou will find very little sensationdism in
its pages. If you wish to see the outrageous crime reports that some journds are printing, | refer you to
that ydlow sheet, the Classc.”

"I am not looking for crime reports,” returned The Shadow, in the quiet voice of Cranston. "l am
interested in the day's doings a the stock market. Pardon me for a few minutes, commissioner, while |
read the Wall Street news"

Bath looked annoyed while he was finishing his soup. Cranston's few minutes were longer than



anticipated. He was dill gudying the stock market pages when the waiter appeared with the next course.
Barth glowered indignantly. Then he turned suddenly as a club attendant approached.

"A telephone cdl for you, commissoner,” sad the man. "You can take it right here, a the grillroom
telephone”

"Vay wel," stated Barth,

As the commissoner went to the telephone, The Shadow lowered the newspaper dightly. With keen
eyes, he noted every expresson of Barth's face. From annoyance, Barth showed excitement; then came
indignation. Hinging the receiver on the hook, he came salking back to the table.

"A crank cdl! he announced tedtily. " Some bounder hung up after he had ddivered a message. I've had
that experience before, Crangton.”

"Perhgps the message was important.”

"Maybe it was. Jove! | was so incensed by the fdlow's action that | dmost forgot what he told me. Let
me have that newspaper, Cranston! Thisis a coincidence, your having the very one right here.”

"Theladt edition of the Evening Traveler!"
"Yes. The want-ad section.”
"What did you learn about it?"

"The man who cdled up," explained Barth, as he went through the pages, "was inggent that | look for an
advertisement that bears the key-number J-547. He said that he had been reading the want-ads, and that
it appeared only in the lagt edition.

"Cdling the Traveer office, he learned that the advertisement had later been recaled. He thinks it must be
ahoax of some sort. A message, perhaps, with some unusua purpose.

"Ah, here is the advertisement in question. | see nothing odd about it."”

LEANING over the table, Barth pointed out the ad to his companion. In Cranston's fashion, The
Shadow read the words, which were followed by the key-number.

"Rather unusud," was his comment.
"Why s0?7' demanded Barth.

"Cumbersome, to begin with," stated The Shadow. "Not as illumingting as it might be. To what conditions
does the ad refer? And why the word 'convincingly' at the end?”

"Quite peculiar," agreed Barth. "'l wonder, Cranston, could it be a code?"

"Read it to me" suggested Cranston, returning the newspaper to the commissoner, "word by word,
while | write them down."

Barth complied. He began to nod wisdly.

"Certan letters might mean something,” he said, looking a the ad. "Let's try the fird ones
W—F—S—no, that brings us nowhere. The second letters A—O—A—that is quite as bad. The third
letters -"



"One moment, commissioner,” interposed The Shadow. "Maybe you're on the right track, but going the
wrong direction.”

"How 07"

"You started with firg |etters; then seconds. Suppose we take the firg letter of the first word: the second
letter of the second word; and so on. Here | sl arrange the words in column form, marking those
letters heavily. It's working -"

Barth saized the paper on which Cranston was writing, the moment that his companion had completed
the column. Staring keenly, Barth saw the result:

WANTED

FOUR
SALESMEN
PREFERABLY
THOSE
KNOWING
MID-WEST
CONDITIONS
CONVINCINGLY

"Wolfenson!" exdamed the commissioner. "The name shows up in the acrostic which those letters form.
Do you suppose that it refers to Tobias Wolfenson, the chicle king?'

"Possbly," replied The Shadow. "He is the only Wolfenson of prominence. He has a magnificent estate
on Long Idand. He prefersto live a secluded life, | understand.”

"This message," afirmed Barth, nodding wisdy as he tapped the newspaper, "appears to be conveying
informetion from one person to another. Probably naming a certain objective. Perhaps one cimind is
natifying another where to drike. Cranston, this requires investigation. | shal communicate with Tobias
Wolfenson at once.”

"Histelephone is probably unlisted.”

"I shdl go directly to his house on Long Idand. Accompanied by a squad from headquarters. Can you
come with me, Crangton?”

"Hardly. | am entertaining to-night a my home in New Jersey. But why the squad, commissoner? |
should think that your ace detective— whét is his name —should be sufficient.”

"Joe Cardona? Yes, | wasthinking of him, Cranston. Cardona is a present an acting inspector. Making
routine trips through the underworld. | shdl have him drop that duty to-night. Pardon me, Cranston, while
| cdl heedquarters.”

BARTH went to the telephone and put in a cal. Returning, he gpplied himsdf to hasty eeting, explaining
the speed with which he was finishing his dinner.



"Cardona is joining me here" announced Barth. "l told him to bring three picked men. Inspector
Egglestone will take up Cardonas usud duties to-night.”

Jug as Barth was finihing his dessert, an atendant arrived to inform him that Inspector Cardona had
arived outside. Risng hurriedly, the commissioner shook hands with hisfriend Cranston and departed.

A thin amile appeared upon the lips that looked like Cranston's. That amile remained until The Shadow
arose, afew minutes later, and dso gtrolled from the Cobat Club. When he had reached the street, this
baing guisad as Crangton indulged in a soft, whispered laugh.

By subtle measures, The Shadow had set afdsetral for the impulsve police commissioner. Intrigued by
hope of an unusud crime hunt, Barth was heading for Long Idand. With him, he was taking Joe Cardona;
the ace detective would be absent from the underworld to-night.

That was the end which The Shadow had sought. The temporary dimination of Joe Cardona fitted with
the plan that he had made for to-night. Aided by his agents, The Shadow was ready to complete the
steps that would frustrate crime and give him direct approach to the city of Latuna

CHAPTER IV.IN THE PAWNSHOP

AT aght o'clock that same evening, Hawkeye entered the obscure doorway of Lukes Joint. Sdling
through the room where thugs convened, he found another doorway and peered into a andler room. He
spied Tinker Furris seated at a table. Hawkeye entered.

"Helo, Hawkeye," growled Tinker. "Say—I thought you was bringing Tapper. What'd you do? Tdl him
to meet you here”

Hawkeye shook his head. He sat down at the table and spoke in a troubled tone.
"Tapper an't comin," heinformed. "He can't take no chances, Tinker. | don't blame him."
"On account of The Shadow.”

"The Shadow!"

"Yegh. It looks like he's watchin' Tapper.”

A change came over Tinker's pockmarked face. This mention of the underworld's great foe was
disconcerting. Tinker laughed; but the tone was not genuine.

"If The Shadow is trallin’ Tapper," asserted Hawkeye, leaning across the table, "he may be tralin' me
next. It ant safe for neither of us to make a move. We got to look like we was turnin' goody-goody.
See?

"There an't nothin' that The Shadow could pin on us; but if he's watchin', there's no chance of pullin' a
dodge. | figure Tapper's got the right idea. He says stick in New Y ork. No scrammin' for either of us-"

"Then the dedl's off?" broke in Tinker, savagely. "You mean | got to pass up this cinch job at the hock
shop until 1 can dig up some guy that's as good as Tapper?'

"l an't sayin' that," returned Hawkeye. "I'm tdlin’ you first that Tapper wants to stay out of it an' I've got
to stick by Tapper. Now that that's in your noodle, I'll give you the rest. | got a guy thatll work with



you."
"As good as Tapper?'
"Better than Tapper.”

Tinker looked incredulous. Hawkeye grinned; then threw a wary look toward the door. No one was in
sght. Hawkeye spoke.

"DID you ever hear of aguy who was named Cliff Mardand?' he questioned. "Well"—Hawkeye grinned
agan as he saw Tinker nod —"I got hold of Cliff an' he's comin’ here to work with you to-night.”

Tinker was impressed. He had heard of Cliff's reputation in the underworld. In the bad lands, Cliff was
rated as one of the best lieutenants that any big shot could desire. He had a reputation as a killer. But
there was one point that came as news to Tinker Furris.

"diff Mardand ain't no safe-bugter,” objected the pock-faced crook. "Hes a good guy. If he wants to
head for Latunawith me, Konk Zitz can use him there. But this box up at Cobleton's hock shop -

"Ligen, Tinker," broke in Hawkeye. "I'm wisn' you to somethin’ that only a couple of guys know. Cliff
Mardand can knock off any tin box that you show him—an' he don't need no soup for the job, neither.

"That'shisred racket. That's why he's got the bulls goofy. He don't have to trall around with a crew of
garillas dl the time. When things get hot, he loafs. Looks like he's takin' a vacation, see? But he ant.
He's workin' on his own, safe-crackin’ -"

"He's coming here to-night?* quizzed Tinker, convinced enough to interrupt.

"Sure" nodded Hawkeye. "Maybe he's outsde now. | told him to wait there. Didn't want to mention
your name to him until | could find out if it was O.K."

"It's oke. Lamp those mugsin the outer room and seeif he's there.”

Hawkeye went to the door and peered craftily. His eyes lighted. He made a beckoning gesture. Backing
into the room, Hawkeye made way for a sawart, broad-shouldered chap. Tinker Furris caught Sght of a
firm, chisded face. He recognized Cliff Mardand.

Introductions were brief. A few minutes later, Tinker and Cliff were engaged in a busnesdike discusson
as they considered the matter of Cobleton's safe. Tinker made his terms.

"Hawkeye wants to be out of it," he announced. "I was going to offer hdf the swag to him and Tapper.
So Il make the same propostion to you, Cliff. Rfty-fifty. If Hawkeye thinks he ought to come in for a
cut, he getsit from you."

"Count me out,” indsted Hawkeye.

"All right,” resumed Tinker. "Wdl, Cliff, that means me and you. We take it on the lam for Latuna
afterward. Youll break inwith Konk Zitz. Y ou, instead of Tapper.”

Cliff nodded his agreement. Hawkeye, seeing that matters were settled, arose and made his exit in his
usud wary fashion. Cliff and Tinker completed their plan of action. Then they left Luke's Joint.

COBLETON'S pawnshop was an isolated building despite its East Side location. The low roof of a
garage was on one Sde; a deserted house on the other, with a street of dley proportions running between
the hock shop and the empty house.



The lower floor had barred windows, but the second story offered opportunity for attack. The best
means of entrance lay at the back of the house, where a high fence was an attraction for second-story
workers.

But while Cliff and Tinker were on their way to Cobleton's, another vistor arrived there before them.
Gliding past the front of the pawnshop, a phantom figure paused to study the building. Dim, dmost
invigble asit stood by a shrouding wall, this shape showed the outline of black-cloaked shoulders, with a
douch hat above.

The Shadow had arrived a Cobleton's. He had ingructed Cliff Mardand to contact with Hawkeye,
through Sade Farrow. Cliff had done so; his introduction to Tinker Furris had been in pursuance of
further ingructions from The Shadow. With that settled, The Shadow was timing his own plans.

The far wall of the garage showed a blackened space that was to The Shadow's liking. The tal figure
glided across the street and merged with darkness. Then came soft, squidgy sounds. With the aid of
rubber suction cups, The Shadow was scding the wal of the garage. He reached the roof; then
proceeded toward the pawnshop.

A sde window opened toward the garage roof. It was locked; but The Shadow pried the catch by
insating a thin piece of sted between the portions of the sash. He raised the window and entered; then
found a stairway that led below.

A metd-sheathed door barred entrance to the front room of the pawnshop. The rays of atiny flashlight
showed other doors that led to storage rooms. The Shadow entered a storeroom where stacks of trunks
and crates of theetrical equipment formed a medley that no burglar would attempt to remove.

Threading his way to a far corner, The Shadow discovered a locked door that apparently led to a
storage closet. Thiswas a spot that an ordinary prowler would have passed up; the very weakness of the
door indicated nothing of consegquence beyond.

With a skeleton key, The Shadow unlocked this door. His soft laugh told the wisdom of his move.

Beyond the opened door, the flaghlight showed a tiny office. In a corner past a smdl desk was the front
of aheavy safe that took up nearly a quarter of the room space. It was aformidable strong-box, this safe
thet old Cobleton had ingaled in an obscure room.

The Shadow approached the safe. His left hand came into the range of hisflaghlight. A quick gesture, and
a black glove dipped from agile fingers. While a resplendent gem—the Shadow's girasol—was
dimmeing in changing hues, that deft left hand worked on the combination.

Minutes passed amid dillness A dlick. The door of the safe swung open. Studying the interior, The
Shadow noted a stack of jewd cases. He did not open them; instead, he closed the safe door.

Theleft hand took the flaghlight. Leaning close to the safe, The Shadow produced a tiny magnifying glass
and adjusted it to his right eye. Then he produced an engraving tool. His steady fingers made minute
markings upon the combination knob. These gave the semblance of a dight scratch, quite Smilar to others
that were dready on the meta knob.

A soft laugh as the light went out. Then adight swish. After that came slence. The Shadow was lingering
inthe darkness of the little office. Another step had been completed in the game.

OUTSIDE the building that housed the pawnshop, Cliff Mardand and Tinker Furris were crouching by
the rear fence. A patrolman had just passed. They were ready to proceed. Tinker gave a whispered



growl.

"That flatfoot's out of the picture,” he informed. "Boost me up this fence. It ain't going to take long for me
to jimmy awindow."

Cliff complied. Atop the fence, Tinker set to work. Muffled sounds findly ended. Leaning down, Tinker
aided Cliff in an upward scramble. They crawled through the window that Tinker had jimmied.

Usng a flashlight with caution, Tinker led the way downdairs. He pointed out the storeroom with the
trunks.

"It's through here" he growled. "That's what the ham told me when he described the joint. Said there was
adoor thet led into an ingde room. Look— thereitis-"

Tinker broke off as he reached the door. He saw that the lock was smple. Producing a ring of skeleton
keys, he found one that did the trick. He and Cliff entered the office. Tinker flashed his torch on the door
of the safe.

"Can you crack it, Mardand?' he questioned, anxioudy. "It looks like a tough baby."
"Leaveit to me" returned Cliff.

Moving into the range of light, Cliff leaned in front of the safe. He drew a microscope from his pocket
and hdd it in front of the knob while he motioned Tinker to come closer with the light.

"Say," whigpered Tinker, "that's a new wrinkle! What's the idea of the glass, Cliff? It ain't going to give no
tip on the combo -"

"I'm looking for finger prints,” interposed Cliff, quietly. "A gag of my own, Tinker."
"Hnger prints? What for?"

"So | can leave them if they're there. The cops will look for them, won't they? All right—Ilet them find
them. All they'll have will be old Cobleton's.”

"That's neat, Cliff! Most guys would polish up after finishing. You don't, en?’

"Not by along shot. Yeah, there's prints here, dl right, just on the edge of the center. Cobleton must
have smudged it when he closed the safe. All right, I'll leave that for the bulls™

While he was speaking, Cliff was keenly noting the scratch near the center of the knob. Highly magnified,
it showed a series of numbers that were barely discernible. Cliff put avay his lens. He began to turn the
knob.

Faking the job for Tinker's benefit, Cliff took afull five minutes before he utilized the combination that he
hed learned from The Shadow's markings. At last came the dick that Tinker had desired. The door
swvung open. Theflaghlight showed the stack of jewe boxes.

"Hald it, Tinker," whispered Cliff. "I'm going back in the storeroom. To pick up one of those suitcases.
We can load the swag in it.”

"Oke" agreed Tinker. "Il open up them boxes. Boy—they look like they ought to show some
parklerd™

CLIFF moved away while Tinker was speaking. Eagerly, Tinker drew boxes from the safe. He opened



the top one and chuckled as he saw the glitter of a turquoise necklace, with diamonds set at intervals.

Holding the flashlight with his left hand, Tinker raised the necklace with his right and let the gems sparkle
before his eyes.

Fancying that Cliff had returned, Tinker spoke as he noted a dight sound behind him. He raised the
dangling necklace that his companion might see it.

"Look a it, Cliff," he whispered. "How's thet for afirg grab?’

There was no response. Tinker's forehead furrowed. Puzzled by the lack of a reply, the crook wheded
and turned hisflaghlight upon the spot where he thought Cliff was standing. It was then that a hoarse gasp
came from Tinker's bloated lips

Cliff Mardand had not returned. Another, however, had entered. The necklace dropped from Tinker's
numbed fingers. The flashlight wavered in his trembling hand as its glare revealed the form that Tinker had
encountered.

Looming squarely before Tinker Furris was a figure cloaked in black. Burning eyes focused their fierce
gaze upon the quivering crook. Just below those blazing optics, Tinker saw the huge-mouthed muzze of
a .45 automatic.

No gasp came from Tinker's frozen lips. But the pitiful blink of the crook's eydids told that he had
recognized the intruder who had trapped him. A laugh, bardy audible, came from hidden lips. Tinker
qualed as he heard that Sniger taunt.

For Tinker saw death looming with that gun muzzle. A man of crime, caught in the act, he was faced by
the archenemy of evil. Tinker Furris was trapped by The Shadow!

CHAPTER V. THE SWIFT SEQUENCE

TO Tinker Furris, hope was ended. Like others of hisilk, he had bragged that he did not fear The
Shadow. But when the criss had arrived, Tinker, like those same others, found his courage gone.

Through his terrified brain ran a medley of thoughts. Hawkeye's warning of "Tapper's’ fears. Tinker
wished now that he had heeded them. The merciless gaze of The Shadow told him of hisfally.

No chance to pull a gun. No courage even to plead. Such was Tinker's state. On the floor lay the
incriminating necklace. The Shadow had him with the goods. Tinker could see no out.

Then came the unexpected break. While Tinker crouched helpless, a beam of light broke suddenly from
the door of the room. Medting the glare of Tinker's shaking torch, it placed The Shadow between two
paths of illuminaion.

Tinker saw The Shadow whed to meet some new enemy. As the cloaked figure turned, a sharp cry
came from the door. It was Cliff Mardand's voice. Cliff's light went out on the indant. Tinker, done, saw
dl that followed.

The Shadow's automatic barked as Cliff dived into the room. A bullet whistled through the outer door.
An ingant later, Cliff, with automatic of his own, ddivered a point-blank answer toward the shape that
Tinker'slight revealed.

The Shadow staggered. Tinker, amazed, came up to his feet and pulled his revolver. He saw The
Shadow dumping to the floor; but before his gun was drawn, the automatic blazed again. Wounded, The



Shadow was keegping up the fire.

A bullet Zzimmed past Tinker's ear. In response to a cry from Cliff, Tinker sprang toward the outer door.
A second shot missed him by inches only. Tinker's light was no longer on The Shadow. Cliff, firing as he
backed from the inner room, was following.

As they reached the storeroom, Cliff turned boldly and steadied his light back into the office. Tinker
caught a glimpse of The Shadow rising. He saw the black form swing behind the open door of the safe.
Then came afierce, gibing laugh. An automatic boomed; its dug Szzled hot past Cliff Mardand's ear.

Quickly, Cliff extinguished his light and grabbed Tinker. He dragged the crook toward the hdl. They
were on the stairway before Tinker, stampeded, could object.

"The sparklersl” cried Tinker. "Say, Cliff, that swag -"
"Too late!" put in Cliff, tersely. "'l clipped him; but he's not through. Ligen!”

Agan the chilling laugh. Defiant as a wounded tiger in his lar, The Shadow was inviting the enemy to
return. Tinker groaned.

"No chance now," he admitted. "Back of that safe door, he's got a bead on us. Say, Cliff, maybe if we
waited -"

"What for? The bulls?'

Tinker came to his senses. Indinctively, he started up the stairs. He redized that the fusllade mus have
been heard. Police were probably aready on therr way.

Agan came The Shadow's laugh. Cliff, fallowing Tinker up the steps; gave a pleased grunt.

"Let im hold the bag,” he said. "That's the sunt, Tinker! The bulls, finding The Shadow & the opened
safe. Catching him with the goods.”

"Oke" agreed Tinker, with a nervous laugh. "Come on! Scram! Here's the window.”

The two dropped to the fence and headed down an dleyway just as sounds of police whidles came to
their ears. They were making a getaway, with sufficient time to escape the law.

BACK in Cobleton'slittle office, a soft laugh made an eerie whisper. With tiny flashlight glimmering, The
Shadow stepped from behind the opened door of the safe. There was reason for his mirth. Aided by Cliff
Mardand, The Shadow had played a deceptive game.

Cliff had come equipped with an automatic that contained blank cartridges. His point-blank shot had
brought a faked stagger from The Shadow. Tinker Furris had been fooled. The crook had given Cliff full
credit for dipping The Shadow.

In return, The Shadow had utilized rea dugs. He had rdied upon master marksmanship, purposdy
missng his human targets by inches only. Unscathed by Cliff's phony shots, he was ready for the next
dage of the game.

The flaghlight showed the suitcase that Cliff had dropped by the door. Stooping above it, The Shadow
drew the folds of his cloak over his head. Cloak and douch ha dropped into the suitcase. Extinguishing
hisflashlight, The Shadow stepped to thewadl and pressed a switch.

The office light came on. It revedled a remarkable transformation. Instead of a figure garbed in black,



The Shadow had taken on the guise of athug. He seemed to have logt in stature. Almost chunky, he was
attired in dark trousers, jerseylike sweater, and bandanna handkerchief which served as a mask.

The black garments had gone into the suitcase. The Shadow moved swiftly to the safe; there he picked
up jewe cases and placed themin the bag. Closing the suitcase, he moved toward the storeroom.

The dhills of whidtles had penetrated here. A distant Sren came faintly to The Shadow's ears. Men were
pounding at the doors of the hock shop, front and back. The Shadow laughed.

As he advanced into the hdl, The Shadow heard the rear door shatter. Harsh voices caled; then two
officers came pounding in from the rear. The Shadow stepped back into the darkened storeroom. The
policemen swung past as they spied the lighted office.

The cops were holding revolvers. They paused when they arrived at the opened safe. Then they turned
asthey heard ajeering guffaw. They stared into the muzze of a glittering revolver, held by the swesatered
gorilla The Shadow had followed them into the office.

"Heave dem rodsin herel" rasped The Shadow. "No funny suff, coppers! I'll drill youse guys -"
CAUGHT with revolvers lowered, the officers complied. They flung their weapons toward their captor.
The Shadow kicked the gunsinto the storeroom. He exhibited the bag.

"De swag's in here" he jeered, in crook fashion. "Tdl Joe Cardona dis is where he shoulda come
to-night. So long, saps. Dey'll be lettin' youse out soon.”

Dropping the suitcase, The Shadow reached out and dammed the door. He locked it from the storeroom
sde, picked up the bag of swag and headed for the hdl. VVoices reached his ears. Again, The Shadow

paused.
"Be ready with the squad, Townley," some one was saying. "I'll ook up the officers who entered.”
"Veay wdl, inspector,” came the reply.

A grin appeared on The Shadow's disguised face. Inspector Egglestone had arrived. He had passed
Detective Townley, who had evidently arrived at the back door to cover after the bluecoats had entered.

Two men went past the door of the storeroom, then paused. A hdl light replaced the glimmer of torches.
The Shadow saw Inspector Egglestone; close behind him was Clyde Burke, reporter for the Classic.

"Maybe they went in there, inspector.”
Clyde offered the suggestion. Egglestone, tal and sour-faced, wheded toward him.

"I don't need any advice from you, Burke," he announced. "Because Cardona is fool enough to give you
leaway is no reason why | should. Y ou're lucky enough to be on this trip, without -"

Egglestone paused. Burke was daing past him, toward the door of the storeroom. Turning, the
sour-faced ingpector found himsdf confronted by the sweatered figure of The Shadow. He saw the
leering lips that showed beneath the bandanna mask.

Egglestone stared at the muzze of the revolver. Dully, he heard pounding sounds from far within the
storeroom. The imprisoned officers were cdling for aid.

"Helo, dere, Inspector!” came the harsh tone of The Shadow's disguised voice. "Jugt youse and a news



hound, hey? Dat's soft! | don't need dis gat."

With a contemptuous gesture, the pretended crook thrust the revolver out of sght, beneath his swegter.
He gestured with the suitcase.

"Old Cobleton will go cuckoo,” sneered The Shadow. "Say, dese sparklers | took will fence for thoity
grand! Ligten to dem mugs poundin’ away, ingpector. Funny, aint it -"

EGGLESTONE'S hand was cregping to his coat pocket. With a sudden move, the ingpector yanked a
stub-nosed revolver and came saringing forward upon the sweatered foe. Clyde Burke, saring, saw the
mobster swing.

A dipping fig took the ingpector deanly on the jaw. Egglestone went backward; his opening fingers lost
their hold on the gun. With a raucous laugh, The Shadow kicked the weapon into the storeroom.

"Out o' de way, boob!" he ordered, thrusing Clyde Burke againg the wadl. "Dis ain't your lookout! Give
de ingpector me regards when he wakes up.”

With a contemptuous leer toward the sprawled form of Egglestone, The Shadow turned toward the
dairs.

At that ingant, Townley appeared from the rear of the hdl. The detective yanked a gun; the fake crook
was quicker. Out came the revolver from his swester. Three ragpid-fire shots went zizzing just above
Townley's head. The detective ducked to the floor.

Those shots came from above the banister as The Shadow headed toward the second floor. Wheding at
the top, he hurled back words to Clyde Burke.

"De commissoner's adub,” was the jeer, "yankin' Joe Cardona off de job! Put dat in de poipers, bozo!™

Townley had reached the foot of the stairs. He was just in time to see the swesatered figure dart away
from the top of the steps. Townley fired two wild shots; then drew a police whigtle and blew it.

Bluecoats were dready heading in from the back entrance. The front door suddenly came open. A
withered-faced man—old Cobleton—entered with a flood of policemen. Inspector Egglestone was
coming to hisfet, half-dazed. Detective Townley took temporary command.

"Updaird" he bellowed. "Follow him! Outside, some of you, to cut him off!"

Cops responded. A trio dashed upgtairs. They found an opened window at the rear; this was the exit that
Cliff and Tinker had chosen. They shouted the news below. Arriving police formed a spreading cordon.
Searchers went to work. But the procedure was too late,

The Shadow had made quick passage across the roof of the adjoining garage. He had scaled the roof of
a house beyond; nearly a block away, he had dropped through a skylight to descend within an empty
building.

A lone cop spied the sweatered figure as it appeared from an adleyway. The officer leveled a gun; then
The Shadow, hurtling upon him, sent the weapon flying through the air. The officer sprawled as a quick
wrench twisted his forearm. With this display of jujutsu, The Shadow headed away toward safety.

Two blocks away, he spied a waiting cab. Reaching his objective, The Shadow entered the vehicle. A
hissed word to the driver.



Moe Shrevnitz grinned behind the whed. He pulled away from the curb. Police whidles dvilled as
officers, coming from another street, spied the moving taxi.

Another hiss from The Shadow. Insde the cab, he was removing the bandanna mask and peding away
the sweater. These garments went into the bag at his feet. His twisted amile was gone when he opened
the cab window to meet the faces of officers who had brought Moe to a stop.

THE policemen saw the head and shoulders of a placid-faced man attired in evening clothes. They heard
avoice that spoke in even, modulated tones as The Shadow inquired the meaning of the excitement.

"Thisant the guy," growled one.

"That's just what | was going to tdl you," put in Moe, with a shrewd glance toward his passenger. "This
fare's from Brooklyn. I'm taking him up to the Waddorf."

"An important reception, officer,” declared The Shadow, briskly. "I am dready late"
"All right,” agreed the cop. Then, to Moe. "Wha was the idea stopping down the block?!

"Heard adren,” returned Moe, promptly. "Thought the patrol wagon was coming dong. Drew up to the
curb. That'sdl."

"Move ahead. Next time you're coming in from Brooklyn, stick to the avenues. Youll make, better time”

"Il remember it, officer.”

The cab pulled away. Moe nodded a a new command from The Shadow. He swung around the block
while The Shadow was busy with the suitcase.

Jugt beyond the fringe of the beleaguered area, Moe spied a patrolman on a beat. He pulled over to the
curb. He saw The Shadow dight. Tdl, in evening clothes, there was something pompous in his manner as
he approached the officer.

Moe caught snatches of conversation. He saw the patrolman sdute. Then The Shadow stepped to the
cab, drew out the suitcase and tendered it to the bluecoat. Another sdute; The Shadow stepped aboard
and Moe drove away.

Bundling garments, The Shadow placed them on the seat beside him and indulged in a soft laugh. Moe
nodded as he heard a new dedtination given.

BACK & the rifled hock shop, Inspector Egglestone was talking to old Cobleton. The owner of the
place lived a block away. The excitement had brought him to the scene. In his little office, Cobleton lay
dumped in a chair.

"Can you give us any dues?' Egglestone was demanding. "Have any suspicious characters come in here
latey?"

"You ask me for dues?' questioned Cobleton. "When you found the man here and let him get away?
Why ask me?'

Egglestone scowled. Clyde Burke grinned. The inspector noted the reporter's action. He whedled.

"Feding smart, en?' he questioned, sourly. "W, it's the lagt time any news hawk goes the rounds with
me! Guess youll do some panning in that lousy sheet of yours. Just because that crook got a break -"



Egglestone stopped. A policeman had entered, carrying a suitcase. Egglestone opened the bag and
stared at an assortment of boxes.

Old Cobleton, saringing forward with a happy cry, pawed into the suitcase. As he opened boxes,
dimmeing jewdry came into the light. Cobleton was eated.

"My gemd" he shouted. "My gemd All herel"
"Where did you get them?" questioned Egglestone turning to the cop.

"From Commissioner Barth," returned the officer. "He came up in ataxi and handed me this bag. Told
meto bring it here. | moved in off my beat on account of it being the commissoner's order.”

"Get that, Burke?' questioned Egglestone, turning to the reporter. "Theres your story. Police
commissoner recovers the solen gems. Don't forget; it was my case -"

"How about getting the commissioner's angle?
"Good!" Egglestone nodded and picked up the telephone. "Il cdl headquarters.”

Three minutes later, Egglestone laid down the phone with a puzzled air. He turned to the patrolman who
hed brought in the suitcase.

"Areyou sure that was the commissoner?' he questioned. "Did he identify himsdf?'
"He said he was the commissioner. He was wearing a full-dress suit.”

"Do you know the commissioner by sght?'

"No. | did think it was kind of funny, him being in a taxi.”

"That wasn't the commissioner,” declared Egglestone, with a scowl. "The commissoner just cdled infrom
Long Idand. He and Cardona went out there on a tip. Expected trouble a the home of Tobias
Wolfenson. They found the house closed. Wolfenson isin Horida"

"Say, Burke'—Egglestone wheded suddenly to the reporter—"you'd better stick to the fact that the
gems were recovered. Get me? Tha crook knew | had him trapped. Surrendered the swag to a
patrolman so he could make a getaway.”

He drew Clyde over toward the safe and added a comment that the reporter done could hear.

"My case," he said. "Remember that. Y ou've got your facts. We have the suff back—inside hdf an hour.
Gems worth fifty thousand."

"About the crook," put in Clyde. "Swester or evening dress—which was he wearing?'
"Either one. Better make it a Swegter.”

"Why not both?"

"Say—what're you trying to do? Stick to the facts. I'll tdl you how to write this story.”
"You don't need to. I've got my story.”

With a grin, Clyde Burke turned on his hed and strode from the little office, leaving Inspector Egglestone
fuming. Leaving the pawnshop, Clyde waved his way past bluecoats and detectives and reached a cigar



store two blocks away. He put in acdl to Burbank. His grin increased.

ONE hour later found Clyde at a typewriter in the city room of the New York Classic. He was finishing
hisusud police column, which covered hisinvestigations in the underworld.

Insgde guff that would pass the desk, the moment that the night editor stepped out. He was leaving now.
Clyde grinned and finished the column. He turned it over to an uncritical assstant editor, who gave a
glance and sent the pages to the copy desk.

Clyde chuckled as he donned his ha and grolled from the city room. He had scooped the town.
To-morrow's column would be verba dynamite, thanks to The Shadow.

CHAPTER VI. THE STORM BREAKS

MORNING. Acting Inspector Joe Cardona sat a his desk in headquarters, reading the New York
Classc. A grim amile showed on Joe's face as he perused Clyde Burke's column. The account of last
night's episodes ran as follows

The East Side playboys are having therr little jest at Commissioner Barth's new methods. Somehow they
mug have wised to his gptitude for taking up fancy clues that lead nowhere.

Last night our high officd spotted a dummy ad in an evening newspaper. That was enough. He yanked
Joe Cardona, acting ingpector, from the underworld route. Just like a poker player discarding an ace
from aroyd flush.

With Joe off the best, the jokers started. It began when they tapped the safe in Cobleton's Pawnshop
and picked up aflock of likdy-looking gems. Just so Barth's hired hands would know what was up, the
raders whooped a few shots like cowboys on a round-up. That brought Inspector Egglestone in the
wake of two policemen.

The inspector arrived after the funmakers had |ocked the officersin Cobleton's office. But they had left a
pd to take care of good old "Egg." Encountering a gorilla, the ingpector found himsdf on the wrong end
of a haymaker. While Egglestone dumbered, the crook made off with the swag.

It was dl in fun, however. Hdf an hour later, a pairolman showed up with a suitcase filled with the
missng jewds. A gent in evening attire had passed them to him. Said gent had introduced himsdf as
Commissoner Barth.

Eog Egglestone was ddighted until he found out it couldnt have been. Headquarters reported the
commissoner on Long Idand. Out in the londy night, inggting that Cardona keep watch on a darkened
house thet later proved to be unoccupied.

Only one dip-up marred the fedivities. The suave deceiver who handed over the missng gems faled to
wear a par of pince-nez spectacles. But it didnt meatter. The cop on the best was not in the
commissona’s socid set. Never having been introduced to Mr. Wainwright Barth, he knew nothing of
those famous specs. He just took the suitcase and toted it in to Egglestone. Egg took the credit.

Clues. A gentleman who cracks safes, fires a gat to make a noise, handles his dukes well, taks the 'aily
boid' didect, wears a sweater and uses a bandanna for a mask.

Hispd travelsin a Prince Albert, chooses taxis as a mode of riding and tells coppers tha he's the police
commissioner. Convincing enough to make them believe it, too.

What one takes, the other gives back. That's their idea of fun. Inspector Egglestone seemed to like it.



Too bad the commissioner didn't take him out to Long Idand, instead of snatching Joe Cardona off the
job. Maybe hell remember to do that next time.

If he does, the law will have more to show than the recovery of swag that was handed back to them.
Cardona has a habit of rounding up funmakers for a joy-ride in the wagon. An at a which
Commissoner Barth and Inspector Egglestone seem lacking.

As he finished reading, Joe Cardona looked up to see Detective Sergeant Markham enter. Joe pointed
to the newspaper. Markham grinned and nodded.

"Jud read it, Joe," he said. "Coming in to tel you about it. Looks like Burke's gone nuts, don't it?'

"Yeeh," commented Joe. "Wdl"—he paused, thinking of last night's futile trip to Long Idand—"you can't
blame him. Somebody was due to cut loose with a razz on the commissioner. It's too bad for Burke,

though.”

"Why?

"The commissioner will have his scalp. Wait and see”
"On account of the panning Burke handed Egg?"
"Sure. The commissoner rates Egglestone pretty high.”

JOE CARDONA had made his comment in a tone of prediction. One hour after the prophecy, Clyde
Burke entered the city room of the Classic. He was greeted by shaking heads.

"The old man wants to see you," remarked a reporter. "He'sin his office.”

Clyde entered a door marked "Managing Editor.” He found the "old man" seated a his desk. The M.E.
moationed for Clyde to close the door. Clyde complied.

"Burke" began the old man, "snce when has your column cdled for editorid comment?*
Clyde grinned shegpishly. The M.E. remained severe.

"Commissoner Barth cadled me this moming,” he declared. "He was highly indignant. He termed the
Classc aydlow sheet. He said that it defied dl the ethics of journdism.”

"He's sad that before, boss."
"Yes But thistime heis judtified. I'm firing you, Burke."
"Jugt on account of -"

"Yes On account of the way you wrote that column. It was poor business, Burke. Paticularly from a
reportoria standpoint. That type of tripe beongsin a smdl-town journd.

"I don't mind violent criticism. But | do object to having the Classc carry suff that reads like the lead
aticlein the Punkville Weekly Bugle. Y ou're through, Burke. Two weeks sdary wating downdairs."

Clyde nodded. He turned and walked dowly toward the door.

The managing editor looked up; then rose and reached the door ahead of him. He clapped his hand on
Clyde's shoulder. His eyes carried a kindly twinkle as he spoke.



"I had to fire you, Burke" he remarked. "Now that the job's over, | don't mind tdling you that you're a
vauable man. Y ou will find a berth somewhere; when you do, refer to me for recommendation.

"That column smply bore the marks of misplaced tdent. Get it out of your system. Try a job in the sticks
for 9x months until you're rid of this smal-town complex. Then come back here. Youll find a new job
waiting.

"I had to make an example of you to appease Barth. It will cool hm when he learns that you were
promptly removed from our staff. Either he will have forgotten dl about you within Sx months, or -"

"There may be a new commissioner by that time" completed Clyde.

"Exactly!" chuckled the managing editor. "Good-by, Burke. By the way, did | say you would find two
weeks sdary downgairs?"

Clyde nodded.
"I meant four," corrected the M.E., returning to his desk.

HALF an hour afterward, Clyde Burke entered the office of Rutledge Mann. He found the invesment
broker seated at his desk, with dippings of Clyde's column in front of him. Mann looked up in solemn
fashion. His face was dightly quizzicdl.

"Sacked," announced Clyde, pointing his thumb toward the dippings. "On account of that."

Mann amiled dightly. He picked up the dippings and tucked them in an envelope, which he passed to
Clyde.

The reporter was a bit puzzled. He knew that he was due for some misson in behdf of The Shadow;
what the dippings had to do with it was something he did not understand.

"Your recommendations” said Mann. "To a new job. They should serve you wel."
"The old man promised me a recommendation of hisown if | needed it for a newspaper job."

"Good! Cdl on him if necessary. But | think your own ability—as evidenced by to-day's article—will
gain you a job with the Latuna Enterprise.”

"The Latuna Enterprise?”

"Yes. Here is a sample of the editorias that appear in that journd. Read it. | think that you and Mr.
Harrison Knode have much in common.”

Clyde nodded, chuckling, as he read the editorid that concerned the Blue Sphinx. When he looked up,
Mann was politey tendering him arailroad ticket dong with a green dip Pullman reservation.

"Pennsylvania Station, four thirty-five" announced Mann, in a businesdike tone. "Ticket and lower berth
to Latuna. And added indructions'— he picked up a sealed envelope and handed it to Clyde - "are to
be read on the train."

At five o'clock that afternoon, Clyde Burke was seated in a corner of a dlub car, reading the message
that Mann had given him. Coded words faded. Clyde crumpled the blank sheet and tossed it in a
wastebasket beneath the writing desk opposite.

He had memoarized brief added ingtructions from The Shadow.



AT that same hour, a dower through train was pulling out from the Union Station in Washington. Alone in
the smoking compartment of a degper were two men who had come aboard & the lagt minute. Cliff
Mardand and Tinker Furris formed the pair.

Cliff was reading a New Y ork evening newspaper, in which he found brief mention of a foiled burglary in
Cobleton's Pawnshop. He pointed it out to Tinker. A few minutes later, the pock-faced crook caled
Cliff's attention to a copy of the New York Classc.

"Say, look a thid" whispered Tinker, hoarsely. "Here's a guy has some funny dope on that job of ours.
Some mug got away with the sparklers and another guy returned them!™

"The Shadow, probably,” nodded Cliff, as he read the column. " Sure enough. That holds together.”
"Whadda you mean?'

"Wil, the bulls were coming in, weren't they?"

"Yesh"

"And The Shadow had to scram. So he dugged Egglestone and made a getaway."

"Why'd he run off with the swag?'

"Guess he didn't know who Egglestone was."

"I begin to get it. Then he handed the Suff over to some flatfoot. But it says here that there was a fdlow
ina swegter."

"That was probably what Egglestone thought. The Shadow must have handed him a quick haymaker."
"Yegh. And the cops must have been woozy when he cooped 'em in that office”
"They would have said the same as Egglestone.”

Tinker nodded. Then hisugly countenance denoted perplexity. Cliff watched him closdy. He knew what
was coming.

"What gets me" confided Tinker, "is how The Shadow got out of it a dl. You dlipped him, Cliff."
"Probably grazed him with my firs shot.”

"You done better. You mus have plugged him twice, anyway. He staggered that firg time. | thought he
was done.”

"Looks like nobody can kill The Shadow."

"Maybe not. But | can't figure how he snapped out of it so quick. To do dl he did afterward. Say—it's
got me sort of jittery, Cliff."

"Why should it?" Cliff laughed as he saw a chance to swing the dangerous subject. "The more The
Shadow did, the better for us"

Why?

"Because it kept him too busy to pick up our trall. We're gtting pretty, Tinker. Come on—it's time for
chow. Let's seeif thisraitler has adiner.”



Tinker said nothing more, and Cliff decided that the topic was ended. That was a good sign. For the fight
with The Shadow had put Cliff inright with Tinker. As sworn pals, they were heading for Launa to join
up with Konk Zitz.

Uppermogt in Cliff's mind was the fact that he must keep the true facts of thet fight completely away from
Tinker's mind. Any inkling that the battle had been framed would prove disastrous.

For where Cliff was going, any suspicion that he was an agent of The Shadow would ruin the coming
campaign againg crime. More than that, a discovery of the truth could spel prompt death for Cliff
Mardand.

CHAPTER VII.IN THE MUSEUM

WHILE two trains were bringing new vigtors to Latuna, that prosperous little ity lay dlittering benesth
the darkened evening sky. Wdl-lighted streets were prevadent in Latuna; but they ended abruptly on the
border of the busness didrict. Beyond were blackened, vacant subdivisons that had ceased
development with the sudden termination of a real-estate boom.

On ahill wdl out from the town stood a londy marble building thet looked like a vast mausoleum. This
was the central portion of the unfinished Latuna Museum. It had been erected on the hill so that it might
overlook the town.

Subdivisons as yet unbuilt; intervening trees that had not been cut down —these isolated the musaum
from the city. Instead of dominating a suburban digtrict, the new building was actudly in arurd area.

Viewed from the outside, the museum was a square-shaped building with broad steps leading up to four
mammoth stone pillars. Moddled after the Parthenon in Athens, the structure was topped by a low,
broad dome.

The marble front had large windows, guarded with heavy metd shutters; but the sdes and back were
windowless. Moreover, they lacked the marble surface of the front. These other wadls were entirdy of
brick.

The reason lay in the fact that the museum was uncompleted. The find plans cdled for the addition of two
wings and a rear extenson which would be deeper than the rest of the structure; for the ground soped
downward at the back of the museum.

Entering the building, one found exhibit rooms in both front corners. Smaler rooms were Stuated dong
the sde walls. From the center of the building back to the rear wall was a specid exhibit room, directly
benegth the broad dome. One entered this through a commodious anteroom. Heavy Horentine doors
formed the fird barrier; lighter doors were beyond, at the inner portion of the anteroom.

A man hdl ran dong the front of the building, just in back of the lobby and the corner exhibit rooms.
Smdl corridors ran dong the sides, between the blank wadls of the centrd exhibit room and the smdl
chambers at the sides of the building.

An incomplete arrangement. Many persons had predicted difficulties in the new extensons. On this
particular evening, one man seemed deeply concerned with that problem. Joseph Rubd, curator of the
museum, was seated in his office, which was reached by the last door on the right-hand corridor.

RUBAL was a tdl, dry-faced man. His forehead showed deep furrows; his expresson was perpetudly
solemn. He had a habit of running his long fingers through the sparse hair of his partly bald head. He was
following this procedure as he sudied a set of plans that lay upon his desk.



Eight o'clock. Rubd noted the time by his desk clock. He frowned as he looked toward the door; then
his expression changed as he heard footsteps in the hdl. The door opened and a uniformed attendant
entered.

"Ah, Hallis" expressed Rubd, as he eyed the stocky, square-jawed ariva. "Have the other attendants
|eft?"

"Yes, gr."

"You have locked up for the night?'

"Yes, dr. Until the watchmen arrive & nine”
"Reman here. | shdl make sure”

Hallis watched Rubd leave the office. He shrugged his shoulders. As chief attendant, he never faled in
hisduty of dosing the museum, yet the curator invariably inssted upon a persona check-up.

Fve minutes later, Rubd returned to find Hallis standing stalidly in the spot where he had left him. Rubd
gave an gpproving nod, a token that he had found the front door barred on the indde. Hallis started to
leave the office.

"No ingpection is necessary, Hallis™ remarked Rubd, dryly. "Remain here. | wish to tak to you. Did you
notice these plans for the new extensons?'

"No, gr. Are they completed?’

"Not quite. It isa problem, Hallis™ The attendant nodded; then advanced as Ruba beckoned him to the
desk. On view lay afloor plan of the museum as it now stood, with dotted lines to indicate the additions.

"As chig attendant, Hallis" declared the curator, "you are quite familiar with the present plan of this
museum. Therefore, | think that my difficultieswill interest you.”

"They will, gr. Particularly because of the -"
"WdI?' queried Rubd, as Hallis paused.
"On account of the criticiam, gr," admitted Hallis. "In the Enterprise, | mean -"

"I understand. That muckraker, Harrison Knode, has objected to my delay. He thinks that | should have
submitted the complete plans before this™

"Heis a trouble-maker, dr."

"I know it. Meanwhile | am handicapped.” Rubd's voice rose as he pounded the desk. "Look, Hallis
See my problems! This building was designed wrong in the beginning!™

"Whose fault was that, Sr?"

"No one's. You see, Hallis old Barnaby Soyer promised the city his entire collection of priceess art
treasures provided that a museum would be built within one year after his desth. That was alarge order.”

Hdllis nodded.

"A collection worth more than amillion dollars," resumed Rubd. "It would have been lost to Latuna, but



for the timdy ad of Strrafford Maden. He denoted the ground and urged ditizens to contribute
preiminary funds. Congtruction began at once.

"IT was obvious that the Soyer collection could not be placed on exhibit until the entire building was
completed. Many suggestions were made as to housing the treasures temporarily. Findly, we hit upon the
best one, thanks to the rearward dope of the ground.

"A vault was created directly beneath the centrd room that stands under the dome. Barnaby Soyer's
treasures were brought in through the back of that vault. Gems, golden vessdls, statuettes of precious
metas—none of these would suffer by long storage. So the back of the vault was sedled with solid brick,
not to be opened until the completion of the wings”

Agan, Hallis nodded. Very little of this was new to him. He wondered why the curator was going to such
detailed explanation.

"Save for the front," stated Rubd, Hill taking loudly, "this museum is windowless. Doorways will be cut
through brick wdls to make the entrances to new corridors in the wings and back extenson.”

"The present corridors end aoruptly, sr.”

"Yes Because they will be continued through. But there lies a problem. Shdl we have a joining corridor
inthe rear extendon?"

"In back of the Sphinx Room, sr?* Rubd chuckled.

"An excdlent term, Hallis" he commended. "I shdl remember it to-morrow, when the Blue Sphinx
arives. The Sphinx Room. Very good, Hallis"

"It just popped out, Sr. It will ook finein that room, the Blue Sphinx will. The bare pedestal, with its
wooden covering, is hardly artidic, gr.”

"It is not meant to be" declared Rubd, unamiling. "The wooden plaform merdy protects the stone
pedestdl.”

"I understand, sr. When do you intend to remove the platform?"

"Not until the Sphinx is actudly ready to goinits place. | shdl superintend the work, Hallis"
"Vay good, gr."

There was a pause. Before Rubd could speak, Hallis raised his hand warningly.

"Did you hear that, Sr?'

"What?' inquired Rubd, nervoudy.

"A muffled sound, gr! Like something dropping!”

"Imegination, Hallis"

"Thereitisagain, Mr. Rubd!"

"I hear nothing. Come, Hallis. Let me show you these plans.”

"But | was sure, Sir, that the noise could have come from the Sphink Room!™



"l ingpected that room, Hollis The doors are closed. Come, come, man! You are making me nervous!
Concentrate upon these plans. | want your opinion.”

THE chamber which Hallis had so aptly termed the Sphinx Room lay directly benegth the large dome of
the museum. Glass sections in the circular roof admitted pale moonlight. Beneath those whitened rays, a
strange scene was taking place while Ruba talked with Hallisin the office.

The chief attendant's supposition had not been fase. Beneath that dull light, shrouded figures were in
mation. Like hunchbacked ghosts, they were cregping across the tiled floor, away from the
wooden-platformed pedestal that was to form the resting place of the Blue Sphinx.

Doors lay open through the anteroom. Those had been unbarred from the outside. That explained why
Hallis had heard some sound. The noise had carried through the corridors.

Cregping forms had completed some ingdious mission, for they were moving together toward the outer
door. One figure stopped on the fringe of the moonlight and carefully closed the doors that led from
anteroom to Sphinx Room. Moonlight alone remained in the empty compartment that was to house the
Blue Sphinx.

More whigpers in the darkened anteroom. A flashlight glimmered as its bearer moved into the corridor.
Doors from corridor to anteroom went shut. Locks turned in place. Prowlers continued toward the big
front door. That barrier swung open. When it closed, the silence and gloom remained.

Fve minutes. Then a bell tingled with a short, arupt br-r-r. After that came new slence. Like a Sgnd,
that find touch had marked the passage of the unknown prowlers.

IN the office, Hallis looked up suddenly. His square face was troubled. Hallis stepped away from the
desk and started to the door thet led into the corridor.

"Hold on, Hallis"" ordered Rubd. "What is the trouble now?"'
"The bdl, gr," explained the chief attendant. "l am sure that | heard it."

"At ten minutes of nine?" quizzed the curator, pointing to the clock. "Impossiblel Those watchmen never
arive ahead of time. Besides, they ring incessantly.”

"That isthe trouble, Sr. | heard judt the dightest tingle”

"I warned you to curb your imagingtion, Hollis. Here, St down at my desk. Try one of these Puerto Rican
cigars. Imagine yoursdf to be the curator, if you mugt indulge in fanaful notions. | shdl investigate.”

Waving the attendant to the chair, the curator went out into the corridor and turned on a light. He
continued to the big front hdl, turning on more lights

As he neared the front entrance, Rubd paused. He threw an anxious glance over his shoulder. Sdtisfied
that Hollis was not following, he went to the door of the anteroom and found it tight.

Methodicaly, Rubd continued to the front door of the museum. The huge bar was raised from its place;
but the curator did not seem perturbed. Carefully, he put the bar back in place. Moping his forehead with
aslk handkerchief, he went back aong the corridors, extinguishing lights behind him.

Hallis was puffing a perfecto when Ruba reentered the office. The curator shook his head to sgnify that
he had found nothing. He motioned to Hallis to keep the chair. Taking a cigar for himsdf, Rubd paced
back and forth across the little office.



"What do you think of the plans, Hallis?" he questioned.

"I can suggest no improvement, Sr,” replied the attendant. "I consider them quite good.”
"They do not suit me, Hallis. Perhaps | shdl finish them. Perhaps not.”

"What do you mean, Sr?"

"I mean that | may resign as curator, in deference to public opinion.”

"That would be a mistake, gr. Redly -"

A long bell ring interrupted. It was repeated. Ruba waved his hand toward the door.

"Thewatchmen," he said, bluntly. "Admit them, Hallis. Y ou may leave without returning here. 1 shdl need
you ho more to-night.”

"Vey wdl, gr."

As Hdllis left, Joseph Rubd again mopped his glisening forehead. His orded was ended. Hallis had
barred the big front door to-night; Halliswould find it dill barred when he admitted the watchmen.

The chief attendant would never redize that the curator had unbarred that door during his check-up just
after eight o'clock. Hallis would forget the noises that he had heard, never redizing that the curator,
himsdf, had alowed skulking prowlers to enter.

That short ring had been asgnd to Rubd. The curator had kept Hallis occupied while the interlopers had
been busy. Departing, those associates had briskly informed Rubd that they were finished with their
work.

Donning hat and coat, Ruba waked from his office. Hallis had dready gone when the curator reached
the front hal. A watchman blinked a torch; then unbarred the front door. Joseph Rubd stepped out into
the night. The big door clanged behind him.

Like the chief attendant, the watchmen were in ignorance of the visitors who had come and gone. Of 4l
entrusted with the guardianship of the Latuna Museum, the curator done had knowledge of the strange
treachery which he himsdf had perpetrated.

CHAPTER VIII. STRANGERS ARRIVE

AT ten o'clock the next morning, Clyde Burke entered the office of the Latuna Enterprise. He found it
located above the press room that occupied the ground floor of a samdl building. Clyde tendered a
Classc business card to afreckled office boy, who went through a door marked "Editor.” Returning, the
boy nudged a thumb over his shoulder.

Clyde entered the inner office. A rangy, big-fised man was seated a a battered desk. Long-faced,
unshaven, this worthy was diplaying shirt deeves and haf-buttoned vest. He wore a green cdluloid visor
upon his forehead and he was busly engaged in scrawling notations upon the top sheet of a sheaf of copy

paper.
"Wdl?'

Harrison Knode put the question briskly, without looking up from his work Clyde drolled over to the
desk.



"I'm after ajob," he informed.

"From New York, aren't you?' quizzed Knode.

"Yes gr," replied Clyde.

"Too bad," drawled Knode, ill working. "Big-city ideas don't goin asmdl town."

The editor of the Enterprise seemed to think that the matter was settled. Clyde, however, stood by the
desk. He paraphrased Knode's statement.

"Smdll-town ideas," stated Clyde, "don't go in abig aity.”

"That wasn't whet | said,” retorted Knode, looking up to study his vistor. "I said that big-city ideas don't
goinasmdl town. But you're right, just the same, young fellow. Smadl-town ideas don't go in a big city,
ather.”

"I know it," chuckled Clyde. "That's why I'm here.”

Knode looked interested. Clyde produced the envel ope that Mann had given him. He brought out one of
his column dippings and passed it to the editor of the Enterprise. Knode put on a pair of tortoise-shell
spectacles and read the story. No flicker showed on his face; but when he had finished, he put the
dipping in a drawer and studied Clyde narrowly.

"How much was the Classic paying you?' he questioned.

"Sxty aweek," returned Clyde.

"That would mean about thirty per, herein Latuna" decided Knode. "I'll make it thirty-five, Burke."
"Where's the hatrack, boss?'

"In the outer room. Go out there and haller for Bart Drury. Bring him back with you."

Clyde went out and bellowed the name. A tdl, pale-faced, young men turned in from a window, where
he had been daring a passers on the street. He moved a dangling cigarette from his pasty lips and
inquired:

"Y eah? Who wants me?"

Clyde caught the fdlow's eye and nudged toward Knode's office. As Drury approached, Clyde
preceded him. Knode, resting back in his swivd chair, made a terse introduction. Clyde shook hands
with Drury.

"Read this, Bart," suggested the editor, handing over Clyde's dipping.
Drury complied. He chuckled; then handed the dipping back to Knode, who put it in the drawer.
"Reeds like some of your suff, boss,” was Drury's comment. "Did Burke here write it?"

"Yes" returned Knode, "and he's on our gaff. Your running-mate from now on, Bart. It will take two
good men to cover this town. Team together. No jedlousy.”

"All right, boss."

"And for a Sarter, just so Burke can get a rough idea of this village, 1'd suggest that you take him up to



that museum shindig. Let him take a look at that Blue Sphinx that came in this morning. And point out a
few of the locd cdebrities while you're about it."

AN hour later, Clyde and Drury grolled in through the open portas of the Latuna Museum. Planking had
been lad up the steps. A squad of workmen were coming out from the anteroom beyond the front hal.

"Guess they've rolled the old blockhead into the main exhibit room,” decided Drury, in a casud tone. "It
cameinon afla car early thismorning. Over the 9ding that leads to the old quarry back of the hill. Well,
Burke, let'swak in and take alook at the Blue Sphinx.”

Clyde nodded and followed Drury toward the anteroom. Passage was suddenly blocked by a khaki-clad
policeman who had been standing in the hal.

"Nobody goesin," growled the cop. "Not urtil they hold the dedication. Chief's orders.”

Another policeman appeared dong the hdl. Looking about, Drury noticed sx in dl. They were sanding
about the corridors, waiting for orders.

"Wdl, wdl!" jested Drury. "What's this? A quarantine? Afraid somebody's going to wak off with that
five-ton sphinx? Say, you fdlows—I'm a reporter for the Enterprise -"

"Which makes no difference” put in the first cop. "Chief Grewling gave us orders to keep everybody out
except the workmen and those connected with the museum.”

"A good idea," returned Drury, sarcadticdly. "I'll have to give the chief a write-up. He should have credit
for this amazing foresight. | wonder if hell be kind enough to give me an interview -"

"Whenever you want one" came a gruff interruption. "What's on your mind, Drury?"

Turning, Clyde Burke saw Bart Drury whed about to face a stocky, red-faced man who was dtired in
khaki uniform. Gold braid on shoulders and cap visor marked him as the police chief. Lawrence
Greming had entered while they were taking to the cops.

"Hdlo, chief!" grinned Drury. "Y ou're just the men | wanted to see. Tdl these cowboys of yours to unbar
the gates. Star reporter of the Enterprise wants an interview with the Blue Sphinx.”

"Yes?' quizzed Grewling, narrowly. "Maybe you mean that interview that your editor yapped about a few
days ago. Is that it?'

"l don't write the editorids, chief."

"But you work on Knode's sheet. Now you're asking me for favors. Ligten, Drury. If | had my say, I'd
bounce you out of this museum. | don't like you or anybody that works for Harrison Knode.”

"Meet another enemy, then, Clyde Burke, just in from New Y ork. My teammate on the Enterprise.”

Chief Grewling gave Clyde a curt nod. It sgnified that as yet he had no persona grudge againgt the new
reporter. Clyde nodded in return. Then Drury spoke again.

"All right, chief,” he said. "Bounce me out. Make a story for me"
"I'm not having my way about it, Drury,” retorted Grewling.

"But you're keeping me from seeing the Blue Sphinx, aren't you?' quizzed Drury. "That's having your
way, isnt it?"



"I'm taking orders from Mayor Rush," stated Grewling. "I asked him about you, specificdly. He said to
let you or any other reporter have a free look in at this dedication. But he aso said to keep everybody
out of the Sohinx Room until he arrived. Everybody except the curator and the workmen. They have
busnessin there”

"The Sphinx Room, eh?" questioned Drury, in a meditative tone. "Say - that's a tricky name. Who
thought it up? Rubd?'

"I don't know," returned Grewling. He turned to the cops. "Keep this man out of the Sphinx Room until it
is opened to the public.”

With that, Grewling turned on his hed and strode from the museum.

DRURY shrugged his shoulders. He beckoned to Clyde; they followed to the door and saw the police
chief join another squad of officers.

"Hdf the forceis here," stated Drury. "They mus expect a big crowd. But nobody's showing up yet. Say!
Therds an ideafor Knode. Waitll | tdl him."

"What's the angle?' questioned Clyde.

"Youll get it later,” laughed Drury. "Wdl, the shindig won't begin for awhile yet. Come on—I'll show you
the rest of the museum. The chief didn't say we couldn't go in the other exhibit rooms.”

He led the way to the Ieft. They came to the doorway of the large exhibit room in the left front corner.
Drury waved hishand to indicate an array of statuary that was displayed on pedestals of uniform height.
Replicas of Greek and Roman statues, these massve figures filled the room so completdy that narrow
ades done remained as ameans of waking in and ouit.

"Old home week on Mount Olympus™ chuckled Drury. "Say—there's more Greeks here than they
packed in the wooden horse a Troy. Look a Kid Neptune over there, with his pitchfork. Mercury,
bringing a message of the Laocoon group. They won't have time to read it while they're fighting that big
ke

"What do they cdl thislayout?' asked Clyde.

"The Antiquity Room," replied Drury. "Wel-meaning citizens chipped in to donate that swel lot of plaster
of Paris. Come on, Burke, I'll show you some more of the madhouse.™

He led Clyde dong the corridor a the left Sde of the museum, pointing out smdl exhibit rooms where
pantings, vases and Orientd curios were on display.

"Some of this Suff is pretty good,” admitted Drury, "but most of it's junk. A rather nondescript bunch of
collectors were responsible for purchases and donations. Not so bad, though. But say!"—he turned
about near the end of the corridor—"come back while I show you the Medieva Room."

They waked back to the front hdlway of the museum and kept on until they reached the corridor on the
right. Drury waved his hand toward the rooms on that side of the building.

"More paintings, some Chinese screens and idols" he said. "That's dl youll find down there, except the
curator's office. But take alook at this place, Burke'—he beckoned Clyde toward the room at the front
right—"and youll see some itemsthat are worth looking at."

They entered the Medievd Room. Clyde immediatdy caught Drury's enthusasm. This room, too, was



wdl stocked; but instead of imitation statuary it was filled with genuine relics of the Middle Ages and
early modern times.

"A genuine Moorish cannon," afirmed Drury, pointing to a wide-mouthed mortar that stood in one
corner. " Captured from Mediterranean pirates. Look at that suit of armor. Genuine Crusader mail. Here's
an Iron Maiden—spikes and al—that they used to execute prisoners.”

CLYDE paused to look at the last named curio. It was a gruesome object, with its spike-studded door
opened asif to recelve an expected victim. Shaped to a huge resemblance of a human form, the torture
device was monstrous.

"Here's a better-looking gd," chuckled Drury, pointing out a massve wooden carving that apparently
represented a mermaid. "Supposed to be a figurehead from one of the ships in the Spanish Armada.
Over hereisa dave block. See the chains on it?'

Clyde nodded. Then his attention was attracted to the mogt distant corner, where a deverlike blade
gligened at the top of a heavy wooden framework.

"A genuine guillating™ informed Drury. "Ready for business. Actudly used during the French Revolution.”

"So | thought,” nodded Clyde.

"And over heré'—Drury stepped to the wal near the door—"is a nice diolay of cutthroat weapons.
Daggers, dirks, poniards, bolos, stilettos, machetes—name them and take your pick. Nothing lacking but
razors. They're too modern.”

"Over by that wal: Swords, cutlasses, sabers, scimitars, battle-axes, haberds and other heavy cutting
tools. Yonder we have fird-class firearms from the age of the blunderbuss to the period of the fusl and
the musket."

"A vauable collection,” decided Clyde.

"Some of it," agreed Drury. "But the red quff is packed away until this edifice is findly completed.
Theré's going to be a Modern Room at the back. That will have some far duff. But the red bet will be
thewings They will house the Barnaby Soyer collection.

"It's worth a million, Burke. I've seen some of the items. Statuettes of slver and gold. Beautiful sets of
carved cameos and gems. Golden vessdls, objects of jade -"

"Whereisdl this at present?'

"Down below. In a seded vault underneath the Sphink Room. That's squarely benesth the dome. No one
can get in there because they bricked up the rear of the vault. It won't be opened until after the museum is
completed. Which may be along time from now, the way Rubd is galing with the plans.”

"Rubd isthe curator?"

"Yes. He ought to be a good one, too. Got a sour face that would look good on an Egyptian mummy.
About as human as ajdlyfish -"

"That's enough, Mr. Drury," came a protesting voice. "I wish that you would say nothing more of that
sort.”



"Oh, hdlo, Hallid" Drury smiled shegpishly as he saw the stolid, square-faced man who had entered
unnoticed. "No harm meant. | was just kidding about your boss. Meet Mr. Burke"" Then, turning to
Clyde, Drury added. "ThisisHallis, the chief attendant.”

Clyde shook hands with the man. Then Hallis announced the reason for his arrival.

"l saw you gentlemen come in here" he said. "I wanted to let you know that the dedication is about to
begin. But before you go out, Mr. Drury, | should like to speak to you."

"All right, Hallis"" agreed Drury, cgpping the fdlow on the back. "Well meet you in here after the shindig.
Come on, Burke. Well get our firgt look at the Blue Sphinx."

WAITING policemen made no objection when Clyde and Drury made their reappearance. There were
officers in the big front hal; others could be seen outsde the building. In the anteroom, the reporters
found two more. Four cops were in the Sphinx Room.

But by that time, neither man was thinking of the police. Both were sudying the Blue Sphinx which rested
on a long pedestd in the center of the high domed room. Shugly nestled, the crouched figure measured
some twenty feet in length, with width and height proportionate.

"They must have just about squeezed it through the doorways,” observed Drury, to Clyde. "Say—it
looks pretty nifty. Limestone, | guess, with a bluish tinge -"

He broke off as a pompous man stepped up from a smdl group that was viewing the Blue Sphinx. This
individua was dttired in a frock coat. As he began to speak, Clyde decided that he was the mayor,

Quirby Rush.

In oratorical fashion, the mayor waved his hand toward the solemn, staring face of the Blue Sphinx and
began a brief address. He termed the Sphinx "a proud creature from an age long past” and added that its
acquigtion was "a boon to the enterprisng city of Launa” Findly, he wound up with a reference to "the
esteemed donor" who had contributed the Sphinx.

"Our fdlow ditizen," announced Rush, "Mr. Strafford Maden!"

Eyes turned to a quiet-looking man who was standing near the mayor. Strafford Mdden appeared
dightly past middle age. He was amiling as he leaned upon a cane. He bowed a head that was partly
gray-haired, as he acknowledged the mayor's sdutation.

Hand-clgpping came from the dozen persons who composed the audience. Strafford Maden delivered
another bow. The mayor spoke to him; Maden nodded and they walked forth together.

Police Chief Grewling waited until the tiny throng had departed; then he marshdled his forces and
followed.

Clyde noted a dry-faced, long-browed man who aso l&ft the Sohink Room. He nudged Drury, who was
looking at the Blue Sphinx, tapping his knuckles againgt the weather-beaten stone sides of the statue.

"Isthat the curator?’ asked Clyde.
"Yes" replied Drury. "I'm going to get a chance to talk to him, | think. Come dong, Burke."

Heading toward the Medievad Room, they encountered Hallis. Drury drew the chief attendant aside and
talked with im in quiet fashion. Hallis became voluble in a whisper that Clyde could not catch. At last
Drury nodded; then rgjoined Clyde.



"Comeon,” said Drury. "Were going to see Rubd.”
"Remember,” warned Hallis, "don't tdl him that | spoke to you. Remember that, Mr. Drury.”
"Il remember.”

DRURY and Clyde reached the curator's office. As they stepped in, unannounced, Joseph Ruba looked
up from his desk. His face seemed haggard. He started to protest the intruson. Drury waved him to be
quiet.

"Ligen, Rubd," he said. "'l hear you're thinking about resigning. Is that right?'
"Why—why"—the curator sammered—"you weren't around when | said -"
"Never mind where | was. Let's get to facts. You want to quit this job, don't you?"
"Yes'" admitted Rubd. "But | didn't expect -"

"That'sdl right." Drury spoke soothingly. "I know how you fed. We've panned you pretty heavy, havent
we? | mean Knode has, in his editorids.”

"Yes His criticiam was quite severe.”
"And you fed you can't stand the gaff."
"Thet is close to the truth.”

Drury eyed the curator and ddivered a disarming grin. He came over beside the desk and parked himsdf
on the edge. He spoke in a confidentia tone.

"Dont be too quick about it, Rubd," he suggested. "If youd acted humen about the matter, Knode
wouldn't have kept on chucking the harpoon. Hell give you a break. Knode's ared guy.”

"He has been quite unfriendly,” objected Rubd. "My impresson of hmis-"
"You don't know him;" interposed Drury. "Say—how late do you stay here a the museum?'
"Usudly until nine o'clock,” responded Rubdl.

"Knode will be here a eght,” assured Drury. "I'l arrange that. Hold your decision until you talk with him.
Hell be friendly. Is that a bargan?"

Rubd considered. His forehead wrinkled; he clenched his hands nervoudy. At last he nodded.

Drury dropped from his perch on the desk, waved good-by and drew Clyde dong with him. They left
the curator's office.

DRURY and Clyde headed draight for the Enterprise. There they barged into the old man's office and
Clyde sat by while Harrison Knode listened to Drury's account of the Blue Sphinx dedication. By the
time Drury was finished, Knode was scrawling notations on copy paper.

"Jug one thing more, boss," added Drury. "Rubd isgoing to resign his job as curator.”
"Wha?' inquired the editor, suddenly, looking up from his scrawling. "When?'
"Pronto!” replied Drury. "I got the dope from Hallis, the chief attendant. Then | blew in on Rubd. Told



himto hold off until you saw him."

"What did he say to that?'

"Sad held bein his office & eght o'clock to-night. Hell talk to you if you come there."
"All right."

Knode waved hishand as dismissd. Drury beckoned Clyde from the office. The star reporter chuckled
as the door closed behind them.

"Waitll you see to-night's paper,” promised Drury. "The old man's started his editorid. | didnt have to
tdl him the dant | had on that dedication. He got it himsdf. Come on. It's time for lunch.”

CHAPTER IX. MURDER AT EIGHT

THE Latuna Enterprise was a true afternoon newspaper. It carried only one ediition; and it did not appear
upon the street until haf past four. Thus there was ample time for Harrison Knode to pen his editoridl.

Shortly before eght o'clock that evening, Joseph Ruba was seated in his office at the Latuna Musaum,
reading the virulent editor's latest effort. Though Rubd's face was solemn, his forehead showed no
wrinkles. Though the editorid concerned the Blue Sphinx, the museum curator was omitted from the
criticdsm.

This was the account that Rubd read:

POLICE EFFICIENCY

Police Chief Grewling is to be complimented on his latest efforts to offset crime. To-day, he and the
shock troops of his force performed an outstanding service in the cause of public safety.

Marshdled inful array, the police chief and his cohorts arrived a the Latuna museum to protect the Blue
Sohinx during the dedication ceremonies. They thronged about the five-ton rock and kept a vigilat eye
upon dl comers.

Did it matter to Grewling that none but law-abiding citizens were present? Was he undeterred because
the totd crowd of curious persons numbered less than the officers he had on duty?

No!' Bravely, our high commander stood a his post, ready to fal any plot to ded the
ten-thousand-pound statue. He made sure that none of our dtizenry had brought derricks in hopes of
removing the Blue Sphinx from its new resting place.

Though this noble duty was performed by our police chief in person, Grewling was modest enough to
admit thet credit for the plan belonged to Mayor Rush. His Honor was responsible for the manifesto that
brought the big police turnout. It was a fine exhibition of cooperation.

In fact, this display on the part of the lav has answered a mogt troublesome question. For the past
month, the Phoenix Hotd in this cty has been the gathering place for thugs and gunmen who are not
netive to the dity of Latuna. Those rogues have been dlowed to dwell unmolested in our midst. We have
wondered why they were free from police survellance. In response to our questionings, mayor and
police chief have given the same answer. "When we see trouble coming, well be ready for it."”

Crafty upholders of the law, they at last saw their opportunity. They threw a cordon about the Latuna
Musaum and protected the Blue Sphinx from attack. Ther duty accomplished, they can now return to



dumber.

Let us suggest that Mayor Rush and Police Chief Grewling be presented with a tetimonid of esteem and
thanks by the dtizens of Latuna. It will be easy enough to find a committee to ddiver it. The thugs now
dwdling in the Phoenix Hotel would gladly accept the appointment.

Perhaps if they cdl en masse a the city hdl, to deliver the people's vote of thanks, Rush and Grewling
will come to the redlization that there are personsin Latuna who do not belong here.

THE desk clock showed eight as the curator finished reading. There was a knock a the door. Rubd
spoke; Hallis entered. The chief attendant noted the newspaper on the curator's desk.

"Yes, Hallis" remarked Rubd, "'l have read the editorid.”

"I'm glad, gr," sad the attendant, "that you were not criticized.”

"Smdl matter,” observed Rubd. "I intend to resign my curatorship, Hollis. To-night.”
Hallis looked troubled.

"I am expecting a vigtor," explaned Rubd. "Show himin, Hallis | want to tak matters over with him."
"Yes, ar. Of course | would admit Mayor Rush at any time -"

"Thiswill not be Mayor Rush."

"l understand, gr." Hallis looked rdieved. "l think you are very wise, Mr. Rubd."
"How do you mean?"

"To discuss your resignation with Mr. Maden."

"I said nothing about Strafford Malden.”

"But who ese could be coming here, Sr?'

"Harrison Knode is the man."

Hoallis looked startled.

"A aurprise to you, Hallis?' inquired Rubd, camly. "Well, | suppose it should be. Knode has lampooned
me condantly in this sheet he cals a newspaper. But his star reporter taked to me to-day. | made an
gppointment with Knode, a Drury's suggestion. Knode, himsdf, cdled me later to confirmiit.

"By the way, Hdllis | saw you taking to Drury in the Medieval Room, just before | went in to the
dedication ceremonies. Did you happen to mention to him that | intended to resgn?'

"Not exactly, gr -"

"That explains it. You must have given him the idea. Drury bluffed me. | thought that he had overheard
metaking to the mayor, in the Sphinx Room. | told Rush that | intended to resgn.”

"What did the mayor say, Sr?"

"Heintimated that he would accept the resgnation. He acted as though he would be glad to get it."



Ruba said no more. Hallis stood uneesily by the door. While the curator was busy with papers, the chief
attendant ventured a suggestion.

"The mayor has been criticized, ar," sad Hallis "That is why he would like to see you resgn. When do
you intend to see him?'

"To-night. After | have talked with Knode."

"You are making a double mistake, r. There is one man who would understand; one who could help
you -"

"Strafford Maden?'
"Yes gr."
Rubd shook his head and dlowed a dry smile to appear upon his usudly expressionless lips.

"Strafford Maden is not concerned with politics™ declared the curator. "He stands completdy apart. The
fight lies between Harrison Knode, who wants scandd exposed; and Quirby Rush, who is trying to be a
consarvative mayor. In between, lies Police Chief Grewling. He might help, for he has been criticized like
mysdf. | might talk to Grewling, if he came here.”

"Butif you would only speak to Mr. Maden, sr.”

"I shdl not seek that opportunity, Hollis. That settles the matter. Go to your post a the front door. Be
reedy to answer the bel.”

Hallis shifted and started to resume his ingstence. Angrily, Rubd pointed to the door. Hallis stepped
from view. Rubd caught a last glimpse of the attendant's troubled face. Then the curator began to study
the papers on his desk.

FIRST, Rubd picked out a typewritten sheet. This was his formd resgnation as curator of the Latuna
Museum. Rubd sgned the paper. The action seemed to rdieve him. Laying the resgnation aside, Rubd
began to sdect other documents.

One was afloor plan of the museum. On this, Rubad made penciled notations. He picked out some hills
and receipts. He added memoas to these. On a blank sheet, he began to write in the hdting fashion of a
mean making a confession.

There was aday cdendar on Ruba's desk. It was the type in which old dates are tilted over, not torn off.
In the course of hiswriting, Rubd paused to turn these day sheets down. He was going back to the first
of the year, checking up on the written statements he was making.

When he had reached January fird, Rubd arose from his desk. He walked across the office and stepped
into asmal room beyond. He turned on a light, to show a large filing cabinet in the corner. The curator
opened a cabinet drawer. He began to search for papers that would give him information prior to the
current year.

Rubd paused in this work as he heard the muffled ring of a distant bell. Coming from the inner room, he
noticed the time on his desk clock. It was not long after eight. Time had gone dowly since Hallis had eft
the office.

Ruba went to the outer door of the office. He opened it and noted tha the corridor lights were on.
Having arranged for his vigitor's entrance, the curator went back to the inner room of the office suite and



hurriedly turned to thefiling cabinet. He drew out a sheef of |etters.

Footsteps sounded at the office door. Rubd heard them; from his place in the inner room, he cdled to
the arivd:

"St down, Mr. Knode! | hdl be with you in a moment!”

With a last glance a the letters, Rubd drew severa from the sheet and replaced the rest in the filing
cabinet. He heard the sound of a dosng door— the one to the corridor. Then came a dlick. Ruba
turned.

Thevistor had switched off the light in the outer office. Disturbed, Rubd stepped toward the office itsdf.
The only light that remained was that from the little filing room, where Rubd was standing.

In the doorway, with right hand againg the door frame and left holding the letters from the cabinet, Rubd
peered anxioudy into the office. He saw hisvidtor over beyond the desk, alurking figurein the darkness.

"Knode!" exdamed Rubd. "What does this mean? Why have you turned out the light?"

Something glimmered. A horrified exdamation came from the curator's lips as his eyes caught the flagh of
arevolver barrel. Desperately, Rubd stepped back from the doorway. He was too late.

Framed againg the light from the filing room, Joseph Rubd made a perfect target for the murderous
marksman. Hame forked from the gun, accompanied by a fizang sound, like that of a squibby
firecracker.

Joseph Rubd staggered. He delivered a wild, sghing cry, dropped the letters and pressed his hands
agand his body. He staggered forward, step by step; past the desk, dmost to the outer door of the
office.

Then, suddenly, the curator collapsed. Sprawled upon the floor, he lay moaning between hopeless gasps.
Joseph Ruba was dying, while his n, indifferent to the curator's plight, moved through the darkness
of the office.

CHAPTER X. THE MAN WHO KNEW

BACK a the outer door of the museum, Hollis was seated at his table. The chief attendant was restless.
Hallis glanced at his watch. Twenty minutes past eight.

Hallis had bolted the outer door, his usud procedure after admitting a vidtor. It was his duty to remain
here until the watchmen arrived, unless otherwise ordered by Rubd. There had been no summons from
the curator.

Y e Hadllis was sure that something was amiss. He had an impression that he had heard an odd, sghing
ay from a digant spot of the museum. He knew that the door of the curator's office was not soundproof.
Noise caried drangdy through the long corridors of the museum. Could that cry have come from
Rubd's office?

Hallis ended hisindecison. He glanced toward the outer door. Any one seeking admittance there would
have to ring. The bdll could be heard from Rubd's office. Hallis decided that it would be a good idea to
vigt the curator. He glanced at his watch, then nodded. He had found a satisfactory excuse.

Pocketing his watch, Hallis plodded past the Medievd Room and took to the long corridor that led to



Rubd's office. Reaching his objective; the chief attendant stopped and lisened intently. He heard some
one moving within the office. That sound faded. Then Hallis fancied that he caught a moan. "Mr. Ruba!"

Hallis knocked as he gave the cdl. He listened. There was no response. "Mr. Rubd!"
A aull click, like some one pressing alight switch. That was dl that Hollis heard.

Perplexed, the chief attendant opened the door of the office. The barrier svung inward; something
stopped its course. Hallis pushed harder; he heard a moan as the door svung clear past an obstruction
that shifted on the floor. Then Hallis stood astounded.

The office light was out. So was the light of the little filing room. The dick that Hallis had heard was the
explanation of the inner light being gone. But Hallis was not concerned with that matter. He was saring
toward the floor of the curator's office.

By the light of the corridor, Hallis could see the prone form of Joseph Rubd. The curator's face showed
pdlid and distorted. Gasping lips and pleading eyes registered themsdves to the chigf attendant's gaze.
Hallis stooped beside the dying curator.

"Mr. Rubd!" blurted the attendant. "Tdl me—what has happened -"
"Knodel" gasped the curator weskly. "Harrison Knode! He—he shot me; I'm dying -"
"Knode?' questioned Hallis. "Knode shot you? But—but where— where did he -"

HOLLIS paused abruptly. He caught a sound from sraight ahead. The attendant looked up, then came
dowly to his feet. He was looking toward the door of the filing room, where he could detect a dight
moation.

Whirling impressions swept through the attendant's brain. Finding Joseph Ruba on the floor, Hallis had
fird thought the curator stricken by a heart attack. Rubd's words had astounded him; then had come this
interruption.

Motionless, Hallis stared at that door. He redized that the murderer stood there; that the dayer had
chosen thefiling room as alurking spot. Hallis did not picture what had happened. He did not know that
Rubd, stepping from the filing room, had been a perfect target againg a background of light.

Nor did he redize that he had stepped into a Smilar stuation. With the light of the corridor behind him,
Hallis was another target. His first cognizance of that fact came when he saw what Rubd had seen: the
dimme of arevolver.

Hallis uttered a hoarse cry. He started forward, hopeessdy. Hame tongued through the darkened office;
with it, the fierce dgh of the slencer-fitted gun. The second shot proved better than the fird. Hallis
doubled crazily and tottered.

Joseph Rubd ddivered a last croaking gasp from the floor. Then Hallis came tumbling squarely on his
body. The chief attendant gave afind writhe and rolled from the curator's dead form. Side by sde, Rubd
and Hallislay dead.

THE murderer did not turn on the light. Instead, he prowled about the room with a flashlight. He picked
up the letters that Ruba had dropped upon the floor. He found the resignation and added it to the letters.
He gathered up Rubd's notations, induding the marked plan of the museum. Then he extinguished his
flash.



Stepping past the dead bodies, the killer Sdled to the door. But he did not move into the corridor; wary,
he wanted to avoid its reveding light, despite the fact that he had become the only living man remaining in
the Latuna Museum.

An am came into the corridor, reaching around the corner from the office door. A hand found a light
switch that controlled the corridor lights Three clicks. The pathway from office to the big front door was
ameass of blackness.

Unaided even by hisflaghlight, the killer moved out of Rubd's office and made hisway dong the corridor
to the front of the museum. He reached the steps by the big front door and fdt his way to the barrier.
Groping, he found the bar and raised it. He sivung the huge door inward, stepped out into the night and
closed the door behind him.

A clouded sky had brought pitch-blackness to the ground. Even the whitened front of the museum was
bardy visble The building looked a dim, ghostly sepulchrein the darkness. Its deathlike appearance was
appropriate; for it had become the tomb for two murdered victims.

Thekiller gave a low, evil laugh as he stalked away from the museum of death. Treading hard clay soil,
he left no footprints behind him. He found a hard-beaten path in the darkness and descended the hill in
back of the museum until he arrived at an old road near the quarry sding.

Tiny lights were flickering half a mile away. The killer watched them bob and scatter. Then he kept on
moving through the dark. They were doing night blasting at the isolated quarry. A hundred yards dong
the road, the murderer paused while a muffled boom resounded and the earth gave a dight shudder.

Then, as dattering rocks came tumbling down the neighboring hillade, the unseen killer turned from the
road and stepped amid a thick dugter of trees. He flicked his flaghlight on the stony surface of an
abandoned road. The glimmer showed an old coupe, parked in readiness. The killer extinguished his
torch.

Entering the car, this man of murder turned on the dim lights and started the motor. He drove bounding
dong the old road, curving off through trees, away from both the museum and the quarry. He reached a
highway and began a curving coursein the direction of Latuna

Double desth had struck to-night. With evil aforethought, a murderer had spelled finish to the afairs of
Joseph Rubd. Then, as afind touch, the killer had lurked to ddiver death to the only man who might
have served as witness for the law.

He had dain Hadllis, the man who knew. With the chief attendant dead beside the dan curator, it would
take the efforts of a master deuth to pin crime on the fiend who had committed it.

CHAPTER XI. AT THE PHOENIX HOTEL

SHORTLY after murder had been enacted a the Latuna Museum, a stranger entered the lobby of the
Wilkin Hotdl, Latunas mogt pretentious hostery. There was something about the arriva's bearing that
was oddly reminiscent of Lamont Cranston.

The stranger in Latuna was tdl, like Crangton; his face was hawklike and immobile yet his whole visage
was squarer and heavier then that of the New York millionaire Moreover, his complexion was darker
then Cranston's.

The new guest a the Wilkin registered under the name of Henry Arnaud; his address: Cleveland, Ohio.
He was given a room on the Sxth floor front. Arrived there, Arnaud seemed satisfied. He dismissed the



bal hop with atip.

Moving his heavy suitcases from the luggage rack by the window, Henry Arnaud gazed out toward the
town's man street. Haf a block away was the Phoenix Hotel. Watching the front of that building, Arnaud
spied two men entering the hotel. One was Bart Drury; the other Clyde Burke. Arnaud's eyes gleamed as
he recognized the |atter.

A soft laugh came from immohile lips as the new guest withdrew from the window. As Henry Arnaud,
The Shadow had come unannounced to Latuna His firs purpose had been to learn how Clyde Burke
was faring. Already, The Shadow had spied his agent.

Leaving his room, The Shadow descended to the lobby of the Wilkin. In the methodica fashion of Henry
Arnaud, he grolled out to the street. He crossed the main thoroughfare and entered the Phoenix Hotdl.

The Shadow discovered a large, dlittering lobby that was cluttered with various dot machines. These
devices were of a non-gambling type and had evidently passed police inspection. For to-night, two
khaki-clad policemen were on duty; and they seemed mildy interested in watching the players at the
game boards.

Bart Drury was seated in a corner chair, snoking a fa cigar. He had a complete view of the lobby and
the amdl taproom that adjoined it. Near Bart was Clyde Burke, aso on the watch.

Both were so concerned, however, with their more distant watching that they falled to notice the stranger
who took acharr just past a potted pam tree to Drury'sright. In fact, neither man saw the inconspicuous
figure of Henry Arnaud.

Ligening, The Shadow overheard the conversation between Drury and Burke.

"Grewling's got two cops on the job to-night,” laughed Bart. "Guess the old man got results with that
editorid.”

"Are any of theriffraff around?' questioned Clyde.
"Sure" returned Bart. "Theré's a couple by the cigar stland. The rest are in the taproom.”
"l don't see any copsin there."

"Two detectives.” Bart paused to puff at his cigar. "Look through there to the corner table. See that guy
with the funny-looking face? He's one of Grewling's dicks. Mushmug, we cal him."

A pause. Bart's stogy began to curl. He chucked it in an ash-stand. As he started to fumble in his pocket
for afresh cigar, Bart suddenly poked Clyde in the shoulder.

"Here comes the big shat," he whispered. "Guy named Konk Zitz. See? From the taproom?"

CLYDE nodded as he saw a short, sallow-faced rogue come into the lobby. Konk Zitz was dttired in
tuxedo. He was chewing a cigar and looking about with beady, ratlike eyes. He spied Bart Drury, and a
sour grin appeared upon his face.

"Helo, therel" greeted the newcomer, approaching the reporter. "Boy! What smoke! Did you chuck a
pinegpplein that ash-stand?’

"Jud acgar,” returned Drury.
"Who gaveit to you?" chuckled Konk. "The police chief? Trying to gas you?"



"I bought it," retorted Drury. "For anickd."

"Wdl, here's a fifteen center,” offered Konk. "One for your pd, too." He looked a Clyde and added a
question. "New reporter on your paper?"

"Yes" replied Drury. "Name's Burke."

Konk shook hands with Clyde. Then he took a chair near the two reporters and nudged his thumb
toward the lobby.

"Looks like your boss woke Grewling up,” observed the crook leader. "Two flatfeet here in the lobby.
Couple more out back. Couple of dicksin the taproom."

"Wetching your bunch?' quizzed Drury.

"Watching everybody," corrected Konk. "I've got no ouitfit, Drury. Get that out of your noodle.”
"Youve got alot of friends"

"Sure! Pals who have the same idea | have. We dl think Latunais a good spot for a vacation.”
"Two more blew in to-day, didn't they?"

"Yegh. Couple of friends of mine. | mailed them a folder about Latuna. You know the one. Chamber of
Commerce puts it out. Well, they fdl for the idea this city was a beauty spot and they dropped off."

"From afreight?'

"Camein by the Northeast Express” replied Konk Zitz, ignoring Drury's sarcasm. "Say—I don't get this
duff of cdling me and my friends undesirables. Latuna is a vacation city, an't it?'

"So they say."
"Widl, we spend U. S. dough, like anybody else. What's more, we spend more of it than most people.”

"All right, Konk. I'm not arguing. It's Knode's idea to razz you fdlows not mine Say—who came in
to-day?'

"A fdlow named Tinker Furris, and a pd of his, Cliff Mardand. Both have a clean hill of hedth.”
"Where are they?'
"In the taproom. Y ou can't see them from here; but Grewling's gumshoes are watching them.”

THE SHADOW had heard every iota of this conversation. Yet not even Konk Zitz had noticed the
placid stranger beyond the potted pam. Watching across the lobby, The Shadow spied an gpproaching
bdl boy. He observed that the attendant was coming to speak to Konk Zitz.

"Tdephone, Mr. Zitz"

Konk arose at the bel hop's statement. The Shadow watched the sallow-faced cigar smoker go to a
telephone booth, while Bart and Clyde resumed their conversation. Though Konk was turned so that The
Shadow could not eye the mations of his lips, the keen-eyed watcher knew that this telephone cdl was
an important one.

When Konk came out of the booth, he wore a poker-faced expresson. He started toward the taproom,;



as an afterthought, he swvung back and approached Clyde and Bart.

"Hne mess your boss made of thingd™" Konk told Drury. "With Grewling's gumshoes on the job, none of
us can go out of here to-night. | had to bust a date with a swel blonde who just cdled me up.”

"Too bad," observed Drury.

"Il say it i9" growled Konk. "If 1 took her out in my coupe, I'd have a couple of these wise dicks
traveling dong in the rumble seat. When you see that boss of yours, Knode, tdl him | don't like him! Get
thet?"

Konk turned and went into the taproom. His bluff had been effective with the reporters.

Not so with The Shadow. The listener who wore the countenance of Henry Arnaud knew well that Konk
Zitz had deliberately tried to cover up a business cdl.

"Let's go up to the old man's house" suggested Bart. "Maybe he's been up to the museum, to see Rubdl.
Well wak over to Knode's. It's only a couple of blocks."

As the two sauntered from the lobby, The Shadow arose and gralled to the taproom. Just indde, he
paused; as before, his guise of Arnaud was an inconspicuous one. The Shadow saw Konk Zitz with a
group a a table. Cliff Mardand was there, seated beside Tinker Furris. The Shadow recognized the
latter's pock-marked face.

"All O.K.," came Konk's low growl. "Nobody needed to-night. Sit tight. It's great, with these dicks
watching us. We want them to know that none of us moved out of here after seven P.M."

The Shadow grolled from the taproom. He knew the source of that information which Konk Zitz had
passed to the band. It was an aftermath of the telephone cdl that Konk had received. As he €t the
Phoenix Hotel, The Shadow glanced at his watch. The time was five minutes before nine.

There was no need for The Shadow to remain here longer. Konk and his pa's was staying in the Phoenix
Hotd; Cliff Mardand, established with the outfit, would report any new developments.

The Shadow's thoughts reverted to Clyde Burke and Bart Drury. His fixed lips formed the semblance of
agnmile as he entered the lobby of his own hotel and took the eevator to the sixth.

IN his room, The Shadow consulted a telephone book and learned Knode's address. He extinguished
the light in the room; then opened a suitcase. Black garments clicked. From that moment, Henry Arnaud
was a hame only; his personaity had ended. The cloaked figure of The Shadow had replaced him.

Gliding phantomlike through the hadlway, The Shadow arived a a firetower exit and descended to a
vacant lot beside the hotdl. This was used as a parking space; The Shadow threaded his way among the
danding cars.

His course became swift and undiscernible as he moved dong slent, dimly lighted streets. The Shadow's
speed showed that he had familiarized himsdf with a street map of Latuna He knew the shortcuts, his
pace was rapid. It brought him to the front of a smdl, old-fashioned house that stood on a secluded
dreet.

The Shadow passed through a little gate; then merged with the blackness a the side of a porch as he
heard footsteps coming from the corner.

Clyde Burke and Bart Drury entered the gate. This house was Harrison Knode's. The Shadow's swift



course had beaten ther drolling pace and roundabout choice of route. The Shadow watched from
darkness as Drury rang the doorbell. An dderly housekeeper answered.

"Hdlo, Bridget!" greeted Bart. "Where's Mr. Knode?"
"He went out, Mr. Drury," replied the woman.
"When did he say held be back?" inquired the reporter.

"Hedidn't tdl me that," answered Bridget. "He just told me he was going out before eight o'clock. That
was right after dinner -"

"Who says | went out?' The irritable voice was Harrison Knode's. The editor was coming from a
darway. "l haven't been out a dl!"

The Shadow saw Knode's figure at the doorway. The man was in shirt deeves. His necktie was missng.
He acted in a hdf-degpy manner.

"| told you to cal me, Bridget," snapped Knode, "so | could go out a eght! | went updtairs to take a
nap. | overdept.”

"I was sure, dr," protested the woman, "that you had gone out. When | saw you just now, | thought
you'd come in by the back door.”

"Enough, Bridget! Y ou may go!" Knode shooed the housekeeper with an angry wave of his hands. Then
to Clyde and Bart. "Comein, you fdlows. Well have a smoke."

The door closed after Clyde and Bart entered.

The Shadow lingered; then edged forward from the darkness beside the porch. He reached the door and
found it unlatched. Softly, he entered to a hdlway.

Beyond curtains, The Shadow saw lights that indicated Knode's parlor. He peered into an old-fashioned
room. He saw the editor offering cigars to the reporters.

"IT'Stoo lae to go to the museum,” stated Knode, as he lighted his cigar. "Ruba will be gone. Well, Il
see him to-morrow. If he's gat anything worth while to say, I'll hear it in time for the edition.”

He paused; then inquired sharply. "Whereve you fdlows been this evening?'

"Down at the Phoenix Hotdl," replied Drury. "Tdking with Konk Zitz. Couple of new pals blew in to join
him.

"Woas Grewling there?'
"No. Some of his men were, though.”

"Humph! 1 wonder why Grewling wasn't there. | thought held be keegping tabs himsdf, to-night. Well, |
guess hell be there later.”

Knode walked restlesdy across the room; then sat down in a chair.

"Itirksme" he asserted, "thisfact that | overdept. | should have seen Rubd to-night. Instead, | didn't get
achance to leave the house. | was caught ngpping, literaly.”



With that statement, Harrison Knode dropped the subject and settled down to a casud chat with his
reporters. But Clyde Burke could not dispe a lurking suspicion that Bridget had been correct when she
hed stated that Knode had gone out at eight o'clock.

Whether or not Knode had told the truth was a matter that continued to perplex Clyde. It was something
that he intended to put in his report to The Shadow. Clyde wondered what his chief's finding would be.
The Shadow had a way of divining the fase from the true; even when he worked on information from
others.

Clyde Burke would have been amazed had he known that The Shadow had dready studied the merits of
Knode's satements. Ligening from the hdl, that cloaked watcher had heard dl that the editor had said.
Moreover, he had noted Knode's expression when the man had talked.

The Shadow had dropped Konk Zitz, knowing that Cliff Mardand could watch that fellow. Right now,
he was dropping Harrison Knode, leaving further observation of the editor to Clyde Burke. A new,
uncovered lead was the one that The Shadow intended to follow.

Knode's front door closed softly as The Shadow stole out into darkness. Swiftly, sedthily, the cloaked
phantom headed townward.

A soft whisper drifted through the darkness. The Shadow had yet to learn of murder at the museum. Yet
he had aready gained important impressions concerning two persons in Latuna namdy, Konk Zitz and
Harrison Knode.

CHAPTER XII. MORE MEN MOVE

TEN minutes after The Shadow had left Harrison Knode's, a figure strode from the Phoenix Hotel. It
was Police Chief Grewling. The offida had paid a brief vidt to the hotdl in order to hear reports from his
men.

A coupe was parked jus past the lighted front of the hotd. The car was Grewling's, in busnesdike
fashion, the officd entered the coupe and took the whed. He started the motor and shifted the gear.

Gleaming eyes from darkness. They had watched the police chief's exit from the hotd. The Shadow,
ariving, had stopped a sght of Grewling's gold-braided uniform. The police chief's love of tinsd
trappings made him eagly recognizable.

As the coupe started, blackness swept forward. With long, swift stride, The Shadow gained the rear of
the moving car. His shape blended with the curve of its body. Invisble above the rear light, The Shadow
was accompanying the police chief to some destination.

For The Shadow had done more than recognize the police chief. He had andyzed Grewling's dtride; he
hed divined that the officid was bound on some important misson. Grewling, like Zitz and Knode, was a
factor in the odd medley of counterpurposes that existed in Latuna. The Shadow saw opportunity to gan
aninkling of the police chief's ways.

Grewling drove rapidly through secluded streets, totdly unaware of the mysterious rider perched at the
rear of his car. After hdf a dozen minutes, he pulled up in front of a large stone house. The door was
open; a servant was sanding there. Grewling caled out to learn if Mayor Rush happened to be at home.

"I expect him any minute, gr," informed the menid. "He said something about an gppointment here, a
nine o'clock.”



"It's after nine now."

Lights svung from the corner in front of the coupe. Grewling, usng his prerogative as police chief, had
parked on the left. The ariving car, a sedan, stopped on the right, its lights glaring into those of
Grewling's coupe.

It was the mayor's car. Rush dighted and came pompoudy to the door of Grewling's coupe. He nodded
to the police chief and beckoned to the servant, who came from the house door. The Shadow made no
move from his perch at the rear of the coupe.

He could see a uniformed policeman who had dighted from the mayor's car. He knew that this must be
an officer whom Grewling had detailed as Rush's chauffeur, the mayor's car being an offidd one. From
his absol ute concedment, The Shadow could hear Rush speaking. The mayor was addressing the servant
who had come from the house:

"Any cdlers, Adams?'
"No, gr. Mr. Maden telephoned, though, a short while ago.”

"| see. Let's go up to Mdden's, Grewling. We can ride in your car. | told Maden | might be up to see
him aong about nine o'clock.” Then, to the servant. "I'll leave my sedan here; if Mr. Rubd cals, Adams,
tdl him that my chauffeur will bring him up to Mr. Maden's.”

"Veay wdl, gr."

THE SHADOW made no mation while Rush was entering the coupe. Grewling started the machine; it
shot rapidly from the curb and skirted Rush's sedan so swiftly that neither Adams nor the chauffeur spied
the figure dinging to the rear of the coupe.

Asthe car svung the corner, The Shadow performed a difficult maneuver. He came head-first over the
fender at the right rear of the coupe. Hattened there, his shoulders were just in back of the opened
window beside Mayor Rush. As the coupe rolled through darkness, The Shadow could overhear dl thet
passed between mayor and police chief. I logt track of time at the office” explained Rush. "I shdl have
thet wall clock fixed some day. It stopped around eght. | did not know how late it was. Where were you
this evening, Grewling?"

"Checking on the Phoenix Hotd. Knode ought to be satisfied. | had eight men watching the lobby. None
of those crooks went out of the place.”

"It is within your authority to watch the hotel, Grewling; but remember: | did not order it. | think you
mede a mistake."

Why?

"Knode will lampoon anything you do. Mark my words on that, Grewling. The best policy with Knode is
to ignore him."

"But, to-day, his paper sad -"

"I know. Just a wedge for more muckraking. | thought there might be a large crowd at the dedication
exercises. That iswhy | ordered a large detail. The men were avalable; there was no reason why you
could not have supplied them.”

"Certainly. They were modly traffic officers who had no duty until afternoon.”



"But Knode saw a chance for empty talk. Well, Grewling, | took it up with Dunham, of the Gazette. His
journd will run a suitable story to-morrow, with photographs of the museum and the Blue Sphinx.”

The mayor cleared his throat; then added:

"Forget Knode for a while, Grewling. Waich the Phoenix Hotdl for a few days longer a the most.
Remember, Grewling, if | took Knode too serioudy, you would not be holding your job to-day."

The Shadow, peering through the edge of the coupe window, saw Grewling shift uneesly. The police
chief darted a glance at the mayor, then looked toward the road and dowed the coupe in order to turn
into a driveway just aheed.

"Like Rubd, you are an offidd from the last adminigtration,” explained Rush, as the car stopped in front
of amassve stone manson, wel in from the road. "Ever snce Darfidd, our ex-mayor, disappeared from
town, Knode has demanded that | ar the faults of the last adminigtration.

"I have refusad to do so. | kept you and Rubal because | believed both of you, to be honest. | can give
good government to Latuna without discharging capable men. My policy is to ignore dead scandals. |
refuse to start a new one about those men at the Phoenix Hotel. They may ook like crooks; yet they
have not branded themsdves as such. Men mugt be regarded as innocent uniil proven guilty.”

THE SHADOW shifted backward as Rush opened the door. This house was Maden's. Its blackened
foreground offered opportunity to The Shadow. He edged into darkness and reached the house while
Rush and Grewling were ascending steps between two stone griffons

The Shadow saw lighted windows at the Sde of the house; they indicated a conservatory. He glided in
thet direction.

At the front door, Mayor Rush banged pompoudy upon a brass knocker. The large door opened; a
Japanese servant bowed the vistorsinto alavishly furnished halway.

"Mr. Mdden isin the conservatory,” announced the Jap. "He awaits you, Honorable Mayor."

Toyaled the way to the conservatory. Entering, the vistors found Strafford Maden risng to greet them.
The donor of the Blue Sphinx was attired in a dark dressng gown that accentuated the gray streaks in his
hair.

"You are late, Quirby,” he told the mayor, with a amile. "I thought that perhaps you did not have your
officid car to-night. | was ready to send my limousine to your house."

"The car is down there," replied Rush. "Waiting for Joseph Rubd.”
"Heis coming to see you?'
"Yes | told the police chauffeur to bring him up here.”

"l have Sngler waiting here)" remarked Malden, indicating a uniformed chauffeur who was seated in the
corner. "If you wish to send your man off duty, Singler can take the limousine -"

"Not necessary, Mr. Mdden."
"Veay wdl. You may go, Sngler.” Maden amiled. Y ou may resume your narrative at some later date.”
"All right, Mr. Maden," laughed the chauffeur.



"Interesting chap,” observed Maden, after Sngler had departed. "He served for seven years in the
French Foreign Legion. | started him talking after | had finished dinner and he held me spdlbound until
your ariva. One adventure after another. Interesting to have a chauffeur who is also a raconteur.

"W, gentlemen"—Maden waved his guests to chars—"l am pleased that you are here. | have been
rather anxious to learn why you wanted me to see Rubd, Quirby."

"It's on account of his resignation, Maden."
"Has Rubd resgned as curator? Thisis unbdievable!™

"He intends to resign to-night. That iswhy heis coming to see me. | mentioned the matter to you after we
left the museum to-day.”

"You stated that Rubal had said that he did not intend to go on. | thought that you meant in regard to the
plans for the museum extenson.”

Quirby Rush shook his head.

"Rubd isthrough,” he declared. "Completdy prepared to quit. | am bringing him here in hope that he will
reconsder hisdecison.”

"Hemus do s0," agreed Maden. "Heis the proper man for the post of curator.”

"I'm thinking of mysdf as much as Rubd," admitted the mayor. "Harrison Knode has been after Rubd's
scalp. If Rubd quits, it will appear that Knode has accomplished something in spite of me”

"I see" nodded Mdden. "I can appreciate your concern, Quirby. However, | can register no sentiment
paliticdly. My interest liesin the welfare of art. So far as Latunais concerned, Joseph Rubd isthe proper
men as curator of the museum. Perhaps his resignation is on account of trouble with the plans. We aided
him previoudy. Perhaps -"

Toyainterrupted by appearing.
"Honorable Police Chief," declared the Jap. "Heis wanted to speak on the telephone.”

Gremling arose and followed Toya. Maden and Rush gazed after the police chief. Their eyes, however,
were not the only ones that observed Grewling's temporary departure. From outside an opened window,
keen orbs were saring in from darkness.

THE conservatory was huilt on a dope that descended from this Sde of the house. Hence its windows
were high above the ground. The Shadow, however, had scaed the masonry. From the outer darkness,
he had listened in on every word of the passing conversation.

And with Toyas interruption, The Shadow had peered above the sll. He watched Rush and Madden as
they began to resume their conversation. Then he saw Grewling returning; the police chief's face was
purple with excitement.

"A cdl from headquarters” exclamed Grewling. "Report on a murder! Discovered shortly after nine
o'’clock."

"Murder?' queried Quirby Rush. "Where?'

"At the museum!”



"Not—not Rubd -"
"Yes And Hallis, the chief attendant!"

The Shadow saw Mayor Rush and Strafford Maden exchange horrified stares. The police chief waved
them to their feet.

"Cdl your chauffeur, Mr. Madden," he urged. "We're going to the museum.”

Maden nodded. He cdled Toya, tdling the Japanese to get clothes ready so that he could dress
hurriedly. He also ordered Toyato cdl Singler and have him bring the limousine

Ten minutes later, the big car rolled from Malden's front drive on its way to the Latuna Museum. From
the heavy darkness at the front of the manson, the eyes of The Shadow watched the departure of
Grewling, Rush and Malden.

A grim laugh whispered from the gloom. The Shadow, though he had come to Latuna, had arrived too
late to prevent the stroke of crime. He had planned a later vigt to the museum. Such a trip would be
usdless to-night.

Degth had dready occurred. Two men were murdered; the law was invedtigaing. The Shadow's only
course would be to wait for better opportunity to view the scene of crime.,

CHAPTER XIIl1.WORD TO THE SHADOW

WHEN Malden's limousine pulled up in front of the Latuna Museum, the building showed light from its
open front doorway. Two policemen arived with flashlights they recognized their chief as soon as
Grewling stepped from Maden's car.

"Weve got the waichmen insde, chief,” informed one of the cops. "They're the felows who found the
bodies"
"Was the place lighted up like this?" inquired Grewling.

"It was when we got here)" said another policeman. "But one of the watchmen said he switched on the
lights”

"Let'sgoingde” suggested Grewling, turning abruptly to Rush and Maden.

Thetrio entered the museum. They followed the corridor on the right and came to the office. There they
found a policeman outside the door, while, & the end of the corridor, stood two solemn-looking men.
They were the watchmen.

The police chief stepped into the office. He saw the bodies lying on the floor. Joseph Ruba's upturned
face was digtorted from the dying agony thet the curator had suffered. Hallis looked grim in death.

Strafford Mdden and Quirby Rush viewed the bodies from the doorway. They stepped back as
Grewling came from the room. They waited while the police chief quizzed the waichmen. The story that
the two men told was smple and straightforward.

They had arrived a the accustomed hour of nine. When Hallis did not answer their prolonged ring, one
of them had the inpiration of trying the door. It was found to be unlocked. The waichmen had naurdly
gone to the curator's office.



They had turned on lights dl dong the line. After discovering the dead bodies of the curator and the chief
attendant, they had cdled police headquarters from the curator's telephone.

"Theres not much mystery about the killing," announced Grewling, tuming to Rush and Mdden. "The
museum closes up a eght. Somebody must have rung the bel; after that, Hallis let him in and he killed
Rubd."

"What about the other attendants?" inquired Rush.
"They go out a eght o'clock, don't they?' retorted Grewling.

"I know that," replied Rush. "Bt it is possible that one of them could have been respongible for this
cime”

"That's posshblel" exclamed Grewling. "Here, Toxter"—he turned to a policeman—"dig down to town
and look up those other attendants. Bring them out here.”

THE order given, Grewling paused to eye a stout men with a bag who was coming down the corridor.
He recognized a locd physician, who had arived in response to a cdl from headquarters. He told the
doctor to examine the bodies. While the physician was busy, the police chief resorted to hisfirg theory.

"Somebody could have come in here" he declared. "Some specid vidtor, between eght o'clock and
nine"

"Jus whom would Hallis have admitted?' questioned Malden.

"Any one who might know the curator,” replied the police chief. "That's a good lead, Mr. Maden. If
some ordinary thug had showed up here, Hallis wouldn't have let imin."

"He might have forced hisway in," observed Rush.

"Hed have had Hdllis to dedl with firdt," returned Grewling. "No, the thing's plain, mayor. Somebody got
by the door and came in here. Hallis must have heard the shot and come in—to get his dose of lead.”

"Odd that he walked into the trap so eadly,” said Maden.

"Not if he knew the man who was cdling," declared Grewling. "He might have thought the shot was
accidentd.”

New footstepsin the corridor. It was Singler, Maden's chauffeur. The man had come in to inquire if he
might be needed. Maden told him to remain.

"Wdl, doc?' questioned Grewling, as the physician finished his examination. "Anything unusud ?'

"I'm not exactly sure," declared the physician, in a doubtful tone. "Death may not have been ingantaneous
in the case of Rubd; but it was with Hallis. In both cases, however, the wounds show tendency to
enlargement. | am not an expert on bullet wounds; but | would say -"

"May | take alook at them?' inquired Singler, the chauffeur.
"What for?" snapped the palice chief.

"I've seen some pretty mean wounds” replied Singler. "Seven years with the Foreign Legion. I've seen
what ricochet shots can do. As for dumdums— well, the Arabs never minded usng them. As for the
Tuaregs -"



"Let him take alook, doc,” broke in Grewling.

Sngler joined the physician and noted the doctor's comments. When he arose from beside the body, the
chauffeur was nodding. He had apparently made a discovery.

"Il bet ten to one on it,”" declared Sngler.

"Onwhat?' inquired Mayor Rush.

"Thet there was a Sllencer on the gun that got those fdlows™ said the chauffeur.

"Did they use slencersin the Foreign Legion?' quizzed Police Chief Grewling, in a scoffing tone.

"No," replied Singler, soberly, "but there were plenty of lowlifes - Apaches and what not—who had used
them in the past. 1've seen and heard about plenty of guns, and a slencer—particularly a poor one— will
put aquiver to a bullet. Like this”

Sngler paused to make awiggling motion with hisright hand, as an exaggerated idea of the course that a
bullet might have followed.

"Tum it over to abullet expert,” suggested the chauffeur. "Get those dugs, chief, and they'll tdl their own
gory."

"This coincides with your theory, Grewling," observed Mayor Rush. "Hdllis might have come back in
here not knowing that anything had happened to the curator.”

"WEell have the bullets extracted," declared the police chief, grimly. "You seem to know what you're
taking about, Singler. Thanks for the information.”

The chauffeur nodded, and Strafford Maden gave him an gpproving amile.

AT tha moment, there was a dir from the front end of the corridor. Voices caried down the
passageway as a group of men put in thar appearance. Two policemen were aguing with the
newcomers.

"Harrison Knode!" exdamed the mayor. "With a couple of his reporters. They must have heard the
news."

"Keep them out!" bellowed the police chief, to the cops.

"No, no," rebuked the mayor. "Let them come here. Don't be annoyed, Grewling. Remember what | told
you to-night.”

"All right, men," called the chief. "Let them by."

Knode arrived with Burke and Drury. While his reporters stood in the background, the long-faced editor
nodded to mayor and police chief. He amiled sourly as they falled to return his greeting. Knode turned
and shook hands with Strafford Malden.

Two policemen appeared with the museum attendants. They had found the men in town. There were
two; and Grewling quizzed them briefly. Both stated that they had left as usud, a eght o'clock. Hallis
hed bolted the door behind them.

The frankness of the attendants was convincing. The police chief, aready moving dong a solid theory,
accepted what they said. But he quizzed the two men definitdly on one point: the possibility of some one



having remained in the museum after dosing time.

Both men stated that they had ingpected with Hallis, after the museum was closed, and that Rubda could
have had no lurker in his office.

Another newcomer arrived a the finish of the quiz. This was Howard Dunham, tall, cadaverous-looking
editor of the Latuna Gazette. Dunham covered big stories in person; and his arrival pleased the police
chief, for it gave Grewling a chance to bait Knode.

Stepping into the curator's office, Grewling invited Dunham to accompany him. While the editor stood by
the desk, the police chief made a careful ingpection. The room had been lighted by one of the watchmen;
the same man who had peered into the little filing room. Grewling inspected both portions of the suite.

"St down," he said to Dunham, mationing the Gazette man to the chair behind the curator's desk. "I'm
going to give you my theory, Mr. Dunham. That will give you a chance to run a story before the coroner
holds his inquest.”

Grewling shot a glance at the doorway where Knode was looking on with Rush and Malden. He was
willing that Knode should ligen in. The Gazette being a morning paper, it would beat the Enterprise with
the news.

"JOSEPH RUBAL was murdered,” declared the police chief, "by some vistor who came here after eight
o'clock. That unknown party had afireerm that was equipped with a slencer. He shot and killed Joseph
Rubd.

"The same murderer was forced to day Hdllis in order that the chief attendant would not reved his
identity. We shdl have an examination made of the bullets. Through them we may be dble to trace the
gun and the killer himsdf."

Grewling paused and began to pace the room.

Dunham, pausing in his note taking, chanced to notice the caendar on the desk. Idly, the editor of the
Gazette lifted the pages until he came to the current date.

"Look at thid" he excdamed. "Two notations! The fird says 'Eight P.M., appointment, office’ The
second says 'Nine P.M., gppointment. Mayor.' These refer to to-night!"

The police chief came to take a look a the date pad. Mayor Rush crowded through the doorway and
aso examined it. Grewling spoke to the mayor.

"You see?' sad the chief. "Some one was due here at eight o'clock. Unless Rubd intended to go to your
office”

"It says nine o'clock for me" objected Rush. "That was the time he expected to come to my home.”

"He couldn't have been going to see you, Mr. Mdden," said Grewling, turning toward the door. "You
have no office. | was not expecting Ruba—so office means here. The question is who was due here a
eght o'clock?’

" suppose youll be suggesting that | had an appointment here with Rubd," jeered Harrison Knode,
thruding his head through the doorway. "There's a theory for you, Grewling. Fancy that—my cdling to
See Rubd "

"Isthat notation in Rubal's handwriting?' demanded Grewling, suddenly turning to the mayor.



Rush nodded.

"That's a break for you, Knode," stormed Grewling, turning to the door. "You and Ruba were anything
but friends. It's lucky that Rubd marked this gppointment himsdf. It shows you weren't the person he
expected. It leaves you out."

"Vey good,” chuckled Knode. "That suits me. Good-by, chief. Il read the detals in the Gazette
tomorrow morning.”

ACCOMPANIED by Burke and Drury, Knode left the museum. The trio rode to the editor's home.
There they entered and Knode spoke privaidy with Drury for a few minutes. Then the editor shook
hands with both men. They Ieft together.

Drury took Clyde to alunch wagon. He picked a spot at the far end of the counter.

"The old man asked me to speak to you," confided Drury, in alow tone. "You heard him fox Grewling.
Pulled it clever on the chief, didn't he?!

Clyde nodded, as he lowered a cup of coffee.

"He wants us to keep mum about that appointment he had with Ruba," added Drury. "After dl, Knode
didn't keep it. So it means nothing. But if anybody knew about it, Grewling would be on Knode's neck.
The old man wouldn't be able to cut loose in the sheet. Get the ides?’

Agan Clyde nodded.
"So we're saying nothing,” decided Drury. "Shake on it.”
Clyde shook hands. Then he made a suggestion.

"I'd like to shoot this gory to the Classc," he said. "They don't belong to the Interdate Press. If they
could best the other New Y ork sheets, it would put mein right back there."

"Go ahead," agreed Drury. "You can beat the wired service by a couple of hours anyway. Dunham will
be dow sending it over the Interstate Press. Hell stay late at the museum, getting his story.”

"Where's the telegraph office?!

"Il show you."

At the telegraph office, Clyde prepared a press-rate telegram. He let Drury read it.

"It says here" commented Drury, "that they're to use 'Jory by-line' What's the gag, Burke?"

"l used to write suff under the name of Kirt Jory,” explained Clyde. "It will do instead of my own. They
wouldn't use my own name, sSince they've fired me. The police commissioner would be sore.”

"I getit,”" laughed Drury. "A good stunt, Burke!™

Clyde amiled. The ruse had passed. For that by-line, "Kirt Jory," to indicate the author of the wired story,
would do more than establish the story as Clyde Burke's.

The Shadow had provided for just such an emergency asthis the posshbility that Clyde could best report
to him through a story inthe New Y ork Classic. The Shadow, aone, would recognize the message in the
words "By Kirt Jory."



That, to The Shadow, would mean more than the smple fact that murder had occurred in Latuna. It
would 9gnify that cross-purposes were at work; thet the deaths of Joseph Ruba and Hallis might be but
the beginning of other strange events.

To The Shadow, Clyde Burke's chosen by-line would carry the sngle message. "Come!”

Clyde Burke amiled to himsdf as he waked from the telegrgph office with Bart Drury. Outside, they
passed a gralling stranger. Clyde did not even notice the hawk-like visage and the keen eves that stared
inhis direction.

Once more in the guise of Henry Arnaud, The Shadow was abroad in Latuna. He knew that his agent
hed dispatched a prearranged sgnd that was intended to bring him here. He had dlowed Clyde to do so,
unknowing that his chief was dready in town.

For The Shadow's plans would begin to-morrow, after nightfal. Then would he survey the spot that
Clyde had dready seen. With reports received, The Shadow would fare forth to vigt the Latuna
Musaum.

CHAPTER XIV.WITHIN CLOSED WALLS

TWENTY-FOUR hours had eapsed since the murders in the Latuna Museum. The Shadow, guised as
Henry Arnaud, was seated a awriting desk in his room in the Wilkin Hotdl. Across the street, he could
see two khaki-clad policemen on duty near the Hotel Phoenix.

The Shadow extinguished the main light. His hands appeared long-fingered and white, benegth the glow
of the desk lamp as they opened two sealed envelopes. The Shadow read reports from Clyde Burke and
Cliff Mardand. The agents had |&ft them in Henry Arnaud's box.

That had been in accord with an outlined plan. The two aids, however, did not know that their chief had
checked in before to-night.

Meanwhile, another agent had arrived. Harry Vincent, a most competent worker, had seen Clyde's story
in New York and had come to Latuna. He, too, had acted on ingructions previoudy given by The
Shadow.

Clyde's report lad emphasis upon his vidt to Harrison Knode's. It described his trip to the museum and
stressed Bart Drury's private interview with Knode, particularly Bart's warning that Knode's gppointment
with Rubd was not to be made public.

Cliff's report emphasized that dl of Konk Zitz's pa's had been at the Phoenix Hotdl. None of them could
have possibly visted the isolated Latuna Museum.

Finished with this report, The Shadow moved from the writing desk. He clicked on the main light; again
he appeared as Arnaud.

Seating himsdf in an easy chair, The Shadow picked up the Latuna newspapers. The Gazette carried the
big story. Dunham had printed Grewling's Satement; aso the tesimony of attendants and watchmen.
Theories showed that the law had struck close to the possible details of the crime.

The dumbling block was the due tha Dunham had himsdf uncovered. Some one had had an
gppointment with Joseph Rubd at eight o'clock the night before. Speculation was rife as to the identity of
that person.

The Enterprise carried aresume of the story in the Gazette. A few added details of the coroner's inquest



faled to add spice.

Harrison Knode had been forced to leave out an announcement that would have staggered Howard
Dunham. He could have made a scoop by printing the name of the man who had the eight o'clock
gpopointment with Ruba. He had omitted that name because it was his own.

A SOFT laugh came from the lips of Henry Arnaud. The Shadow was consdering the oddity of the case.
Then he noted an item dating that the museum had been closed to the public, pending solution of the
murders. Instead of ordinary watchmen, nine picked policemen were on duty, working in three ghifts
esch of three men.

Reverting to the morning newspaper, The Shadow picked out a satement by the police chief. It stood
gpart from the murder story. It referred to the lack of crimind activity in Latuna; and stated that the police
hed been watching dl suspected crooks who happened to be in town. This statement, The Shadow
knew, was for the benefit of Harrison Knode.

Police Chief Grewling had spiked the crusading editor's verba cannon. Grewling's action of putting
watchers at the Phoenix Hotel, stood as proof that the police were vigilant. Neither Knode—nor any one
else—could say that the murdersin the museum were caused by the police ignoring the crimind dement
in Latuna.

Some lone wolf had performed the murders. Timing his deed to the hour when the museum offered the
best chance for entry, this crafty killer had played a one-man game. His mative had been to rifle Rubd's
files He had succeeded in his game, a a time when the curator was on the verge of resgning his post.

Harrison Knode had made no editorid comment. But The Shadow could foresee the editor's future
action. Once the excitement of the murder had died down, Knode would have his opportunity to link up
the past with the present. Now was no time to drag the dead curator's name through the mire. That
would come later.

A laugh was The Shadow's soft recognition of the policy that he could foresee. Risng, he extinguished
the light.

He donned his black garb and descended to the parking space; there he entered a black coupe. The car
was one that Harry Vincent had hired and Ieft there after arriving in Latuna. Harry had later registered at
the Wilkin Hotdl.

THE coupe rolled from the parking space. It came to a highway that curved out of town and kept dong
untl it neared the hill where the museum stood. The Shadow parked his car in afidd and dighted.

The boom of a quarry blast came through the might air as The Shadow glided close to the museum.
Barred doors and windows at the front; brick wals at sdes and rear. These did not deter The Shadow.

From his cloak he drew forth suction cups of rubber, which he attached to hands and feet. He began a
precipitous ascent up the sde wdl of the museum, accompanied by the soft, squidgy noise that he had
never been able to diminate from these concave disks without impairing their necessary efficiency.

Moonlight, trickling through rifted clouds, showed the spectra shape asit reached the roof. The Shadow
hed arrived at a fla ledge that led to the low, rounded dome above the Sphink Room. Heavy frames
containing frosted-glass, formed the sections of the broad dome.

Scraping sounds came from the spot where The Shadow rested as a shapeless blotch. Then a soft laugh
as the dight noise ceased. A glass section moved free in the fashion of a skylight.



The Shadow had found the weak spot of this building which others regarded as impregnable. To him, the
dome had offered a mode of access. Sheer wadls had been regarded as an insurmountable hazard.
Conquering those wdls, The Shadow had found access easy.

The Shadow's task, however, was not ended. As he lowered himsdf into the museum, The Shadow hung
above a forty-foot space. He was poised above the floor of the centrd room that housed the Blue

Sphinx.

Lowering his body in precarious fashion, The Shadow tilted his head and spied the wdl close by. Coming
in at the edge of the dome, he was close to an ornamentd ledge that lined the Sphinx Room.

Clinging by one hand, The Shadow swayed his body like a pendulum. His free hand caught the ledge. He
released his upper hand and swung againg the wall. Both hands then gripped the ledge. The Shadow
began a swinging, Sdewise course dong the wall.

He reached a space between two hdf pillars that came up from the floor. Smooth-surfaced, these
afforded no grip. But they served The Shadow as a mode of descent. Swinging his body between the
block-shaped pillars, The Shadow wedged himsdf in place as he released his hold upon the ledge.

Braking his descent, he did sraight downward to the floor. Doubling himsdf for the find jar, he broke the
force of the arriva as illfully as a parachute jumper ending along drop.

Risng, The Shadow found himsdf beside the massve shape of the Blue Sphinx.

WITH a soft laugh, the weird intruder turned and went to the doors that led into the anteroom. He found
them locked. With tiny flashlight glimmering, he used a blackened pick and gained results. Opening the
doors, The Shadow stepped into the anteroom.

More formidable doors lay ahead. The Shadow worked on them with greater care. He knew that
patrolling watchers were beyond. He muffled the sounds of his probing pick, until the clicks were dmost
inaudible

When the doors opened, The Shadow peered carefully into the front halway of the museum. The place

was dmly lighted. No watcher was in 9ght. Softly, The Shadow emerged from the anteroom and closed
the doors behind him.

Footsteps were dicking from a far corridor. They were coming from the turn beyond the Antiquity
Room. The Shadow moved swiftly in the opposite direction. As he neared the Medieval Room, he heard
new footsteps coming aong the corridor from the curator's office.

The Shadow swung swiftly into the Medievd Room, which offered a darkened, ghogly harbor.
Sedthily, he moved among the huge oddities that furnished this chamber. A bulky object loomed beside
him. It was the Iron Maiden.

A flashlight at the door. One policeman was coming in to make a routine ingpection. The Shadow swvung
swiftly behind the opened door of the Maiden and stood between its hiding surface and the wal. The
officer made his round and went to the door. The Shadow heard him pause to speak to a second

petroller.
"What took you so long, Steve?' came a question. "I finished my side of this morgue five minutes ago.”

"Yeeh?' questioned the cop who had just inspected the Medievd Room. "Wadl, youve got a cinch
compared to me. I've got to look careful through dl this junk collection.”



"I've got the room with dl the statues. | had to look through there.”

"Yeah? Wel, who's going to be hiding in that joint? Nobody could duck out of Sght in that gymnasum.
This place is different. Say—aguy could even hide in that iron coffin over there, if he wanted to pull the
door shut after im."

"Fa chance anybody would,” scoffed the firgt cop, turning a flashlight toward the opened interior of the
Iron Maiden. "How'd a guy close the door on himsdf, with dl those spikes ready to run him through.
Say, Steve—where's Jerry?'

"In the office, Bill. Hell join usin the front hall. We can chew the fat for half an hour, then make another
round.”"

The policemen |eft. The Shadow emerged and glided toward the door of the room. He waited there urtil
he heard new footsteps coming aong the corridor from the curator's office. Bill passed and went dong to
join his companions insde the entrance of the museum.

With the way clear, The Shadow strode noisdesdy dong the deserted corridor and reached the curator's
office. Entering, The Shadow closed the door behind him and turned on the light. He was here to study
the scene of crime.

OFTEN, The Shadow, on excursons of this sort, could uncover clues that upset the fines police
theories. Tonight, he observed nothing that conflicted with exigting conjectures. The Shadow, between
the accounts that he had read and the reports that he had received from his agents, was in conformity
with the exiging opinions.

As he spied the inner filing room, however, The Shadow gained a mentd picture that others had failed to
view. He turned on the light in that little room. He went to the curator's desk; arose and strode to the
filing room; then across to the outer door. He looked at the spot where the bodies had been found.

A oft laugh. The Shadow was visudizing exactly what had occurred. The murderer had found the
curator in the filing room and had shot him down from the outer door. From the filing room, the same
killer had clipped Hallis.

There was no day cadendar on the desk. It had been removed as evidence. Yet The Shadow knew the
detalls of that memo; how Howard Dunham had chanced to notice it. He dso knew that certain papers
hed been taken from this office

Obvioudy, the murderer had overlooked the desk caendar. Its pages closed —as Dunham hed firs seen
them—the killer had not noticed the memo made by the curator. But The Shadow saw a link between
that calendar and the murderer's purpose here.

Joseph Rubd had been going over past dates. He had been looking up documents in the filing room.
These papers mugt certainly have concerned the museum itsdf. Rubal, long slent and long staling, had
been gathering data that might have caused some one trouble.

Searching the files, The Shadow came upon various papers that referred to the museum. Studying them
swiftly in the light of thefiling room, he noticed certain gaps. One notation referred to a temporary delay
during a period of ingpection. There was no paper, however, that told of the ingpection itsdf.

This date was prior to the completion of the museum asit now stood; before the find day when the lower
vault was bricked and the museum completed in its temporary form, for vists by the public.

The Shadow aso found reference to three sets of plans. Refarring to another folder, he discovered only



two sets that showed the detals of the mussum. Where was the third? Had it been taken at the time of
the murder? If so, why?

The Shadow sudied the lig of collections that had been donated to the museum. Barnaby Soyer's
treasures were in a separate file The ones that concerned The Shadow were the gifts now on display in
the exhibition rooms.

Most of these had been promised prior to the completion of the museum. The various exhibit rooms had
been arranged for their reception. The curios in the Medieva Room had been presented by a group of
private collectors.

The statues in the Antiquity Room had been gained by a dvic appropriation which Mayor Quirby Rush
had arranged as the firg act of his adminigration. There had dready been an incomplete fund raised by
private citizens, the city funds had completed it.

STRAFFORD MALDEN had promised the Blue Sphinx at the time when the plans of the museum were
under congderation. Importation had been arranged with the Egyptian authorities; and the pedestal had
been built to the proper dimensions. Correspondence between Joseph Ruba and agentsin Cairo showed
that red tape had caused dday in the shipment of the sphinx.

The amdl exhibit rooms appeared supplementary to the carefully arranged plans. Their nondescript
collections had been gathered while the congtruction was under way.

Studying the plans, The Shadow could reedily see why the addition of wings and the proposed Modern
Room offered problems. No exact provison had been made for ther congruction. Harrison Knode's
aitidsm of Ruba's delay in completing plans for additions did not appear judtified.

The Shadow's study of exising documents came to a sudden finish. Replacing folders, dosng drawers,
The Shadow prepared to leave. He turned out the lights and departed. Advancing rapidly dong the
corridor, he reached the Medievd Room and entered it just intime.

Footsteps told that the patralling watchers were going to the far ends of the musaum to begin another
ingpection. The Shadow waited uniil footfals had died. He headed for the Sphinx Room. Entering the
anteroom, he locked the doors behind him; he came into the Sphinx Room itsdf and clicked the inner
doors.

The policemen had not attempted to ingpect the Sphink Room. Its doors— presumably locked—were
guarantee that no one could be lurking there. But should an officer happen to try those doors, he would
now find them locked.

Looking about the moonlit room, The Shadow picked the spot between the pillars as the proper place
for ascent by means of his suction disks. The smooth surface offered some difficulty, so far as proper
adhesion was concerned. But a momentary falure of the suction disks would create no hazard. Between
the pillars, The Shadow could brake himsdf as he had before.

That settled, The Shadow turned to the center of the room. Above the levd of his eyes loomed the face
of the Blue Sphinx. Solemn, unamiling, with strangely carved eyes, that ancient monalith seemed logt in
meditation. The eyes, by a freak of the moonlight, looked as if garing downward. Squarely into those
caven optics burned the gaze of The Shadow. The Sphinx, famed in fable as a propounder of
unanswerable riddles, was faced by the master of dl deuths.

The Blue Sphinx! From the correspondence in the curator's office, The Shadow had learned the history
of this ssone mongter. A rdic of the Eighteenth Dynasty, this statue was but one of many sphinxes that



studded the broad expanses of the Libyan Desert.

In Libya, lesser sphinxes of this sort were common enough among the desert sands. It required remova
to give them the dignity for which they were reputed. Here, in Latung; this lone Blue Sphinx was regarded
asunique.

Crouched on the pedestal that formed part of the tiled floor, anchored immovable by virtue of its five-ton
bulk, the Blue Sphinx seemed gately enough to be the keeper of some important secret.

The thought brought a soft, mirthless laugh from the hidden lips of The Shadow. Double murder had
gtruck in this museum. He knew that those killings were but a part of crime. Evil had preceded desth.
Now evil was dated to follow.

The cloaked form turned toward the wal, as The Shadow prepared for his departure. Agan the
whispered laugh, dgnificant in its sardonic tones. The Shadow had divined the riddle of the Blue Sphinx.

CHAPTER XV.THE LULL ENDS
"WHAT do you think of it, Burke?"
"It'sawow, Drury!"
"I told you the old man would rip loose."
"He's done it, dl rignt!"

Clyde Burke and Bart Drury were seated in the "locd" room of the Latuna Enterprise, reading the latest
copy of the newspaper, just off the press. One week had passed since the murder of Ruba and Hallis
During that period, Harrison Knode had remained cam. At last, however, the beligerent editor hed
broken loose with an article that was caculated to raise hob.

"Let'sgoin and see the old man," suggested Drury to Clyde. "He dways feds chesty after he pounds out
abroadside like this one. Come dong; follow my cue.”

The two reporters knocked at Knode's door. Summoned to come in, they entered. Harrison Knode, in
shirt deeves and vest, looked up beneath his green cdluloid visor. He laid pencil and copy paper aside.

"WdI?' he questioned.

Drury swaggered to the desk, leaned across and thrust out his hand. Knode shook it. Clyde stepped up
and a0 clasped hands with the editor. Knode looked pleased.

"You sure cracked the ice, boss," complimented Drury. "Say—I knew you were cooking up something
big. I was itching to ask you what the dant would be. But | managed to hold in urtil it came out in the
sheet."

"It was gredt, boss," added Clyde.

"I thought it would dlick," declared Knode, leaning back in his swivd chair and tucking his thumbs in the
amholes of his vest. "I figured that our good mayor and his red-faced police chief would be due for
another dam. But the problem was to giveit the right twig."

"S0 you reversed the fidd," chuckled Drury.

"Thet describes it," nodded Knode. He laid his forefinger upon the opened page of a newspaper that was



on his desk. "Now that I've run the editorid, I'll let you fdlowsin on the way | came around to it. Would
you like to hear it?"

"Surething,” responded Drury.
Clyde nodded.

"WELL," explaned Knode, "I used to dam Ruba when he was ill dive. | had to lay off thet after he
was murdered. What's more, Grewling had spiked me by putting men on watch at the Phoenix Hotdl. |
couldn't land on him while the murder was dill hot news. And | had to lay off Rush, too.

"Grewling had scored one on me. He was watching that bunch of crooks at the Phoenix on the night of
Ruba's murder. So he had proved that they were not concerned in the crime. He had me stopped. Bt |
gave himtime He did just what | thought he would do. He kept watching those rowdies at the Phoenix
and he's dill got the best part of the force on thet job.

"So to-day, | had my inspiration. | wrote that editorid and entitled it The Wrong Stable.' | started with
the old adage of watching the stable after the horse is stolen. That referred, of course, to the Launa
Museum.

"Then | added these thoughts'—peering toward the celling, Knode began to paraphrase the editorid that
lay on his desk—"about looking for the horse sted ers while you watch the stable too. We do not criticize
our mayor and police chief for keeping a regular guard in the Latuna Museum. But we do find fault with
thar efforts elsewhere.

"Wha have they done to find the murderer of the curator and the chief atendant? Very litle Why?
Because they do not have avalable men for duty. Why not? Because they are dill kegping watchers on
duty at the Phoenix Hotdl.

"Mayor Quirby Rush asserts that no effort will be spared to trace the murderer. Police Chief Grewling
has taken pride in the fact that he was watching the Phoenix Hotel on the night of the killings at the
museum.

"Both know—and we al agree—that none of those crooks at the Phoenix could have aided in the killing
of Joseph Rubd. Those suspicious characters were worth while watching before crime struck. But when
murder came—and the Phoenix habitues were free from implication—it became time to forget them and
put dl hands to work on the solution of Ruba's death.

"Before his death, we defined Joseph Rubd as a man of slence. He was one who knew much but said
litle. When he died, he told nothing. No effort has been made to bring his affairs to light.

"Some onein Launais anxious to suppress dl comment concerning Ruba and his murderer. Mayor and
police chief are bearing down upon the Phoenix Hotdl, making grest stir about the watch thet they are
keeping there. They are cagting dugt into the eyes of our citizens. Pretending to be active, our officds are
conceding the fact that the Rubd case is going into the discard.

"One lone crook is behind this game. He is ndive to Latuna, and he holds the key to crime while he
poses as a man of consegquence. In dl probability, he is decaiving his closest associates. We doubt that
both the mayor and the police chief could reved that man's identity. But perhaps one of them could, now
that Joseph Rubd no longer livesto tdl his story.”

KNODE paused and looked a his reporters. He had phrased his comments dmost from memory, a
habit which Knode acquired when he wrote his editorias.



"Youve pinned it on one or the other, boss," chuckled Drury. "That was where you were foxy. If you
hed said that the two were in cahoots, they'd both land on you. Asit is, one will pass the buck."

Knode began to nod. Then, chancing to glance toward Clyde Burke, he caught the new reporter's steady
eye. Swinging up to his desk, the editor shook his head.

"I've pinned nothing on any one,” he declared. "It's dl a mystery to me, Drury. That editorid goes preity
grong, I'l admit. But its purpose isto gir up action. That's dl. | threw arock at random; | merdy jabbed
Rush and Grewling because they are the men who can move the law to action.”

Comment ended for the moment. From outside the building came the hawking cries of newsboys, sling
the Latuna Enterprise. Bart Drury laughed.

"It won't take long for that news to trave,” he told Knode. "You'e unique, boss. Firg editor 1've ever
heard of who could make his editorials sl the papers.”

"Why don't you make a front-page column,” queried Clyde, dso spesking to Knode, "commenting
editoridly on the news of the day; only confineit to Launa?"

"It wouldnt go, Burke," returned Knode. "I know the psychology of this town. They like a smdl sheet
and they read it through. If | ran aregular front-page column, it would become stae Suff.

"Drury has the right dant. | can sl the Enterprise on the strength of its editorids. But that's because |
hold them back until they are ripe. I'm not the muckraker that the Gazette says | am; but | would be one
if 1 turned the Enterprise into a daily scandal sheet.”

"But you could be conservative as a steady rule, until occasion called for stronger pronouncement.”

"It would be a shifting policy. | prefer to say nothing when there is nothing to be said. But when the time
comes, well"—Knode eyed Burke carefully —"you can see now, Burke, why | wanted nothing said
about my gppointment with Rubd, the night that he was murdered.”

"Burke understands” put in Drury, promptly. "Don't worry about him, boss. We're keeping it quiet that
you were the chap who had that gppointment with Ruba. Grewling will never -"

The door was opening as Drury spoke. Knode's hand came up in quick warning. Drury turned; so did
Clyde.

On the threshold, purple-faced and chdlenging, stood Police Chief Lawrence Grewling.
"WHAT was that?' demanded Grewling. "What were you saying, Drury?'

"He was talking about you," put in Knode, risng from behind the desk. "He said that we would be due to
have some action on your part, regarding the Rubd case. On account of my editorid.”

"Sure, chief," added Drury. "That'swhat | was saying. Say—you mug be one of the early buyers of the
Enterprise. What did you do? Pick up one of the copies when it came out the back door of the press
room?'

"Your dirty sheet's been on the street hdf an hour!” retorted Grewling. "'l didn't read it until | was told to."

"By whom?' questioned Knode.
"The mayor," returned Grewling. Drury chuckled. Grewling clenched his fists and looked ready to clout



the reporter. Curbing himsdf, the police chief used his brawny figts to pound the desk while he shouted at
Knode.

"Aenty has happened in hdf an hour!" stormed Grewling. "I'm tdling you dl about it, because the Gazette
will have the news for to-morrow morning! So youll be licked in printing it like you were when Rubd
was murdered!”

"Mayor Rush read your editorid. He passed the buck to me. Told me | was a sap to have played into
your hands. | was dl right. | put those men on duty at the Phoenix Hotd and | kept them there. So I'm
the goat.

"Rush asked for my resignation. What do you think of that, Knode? Wanted it right away. That's the kind
of apickle you put mein! I'm through, if he has hisway."

"I takeit," put in Knode, camly, "that you refused to resgn?’
"That'sright. | refused.”
"And whet did Rush say?"'

"What could he say? He can't fire me until he cdls a committee to hear my case. That's in the Latuna
town charter. He wanted my resgnation so he could get out of cdling the committee. | didn't let him get
away with it."

"So you're dill the police chief. De facto, | take it."

"If that means my authority is crippled, you're right. I'm just the biggest cop on the force from now on.
The mayor isgoing to run the works."

"Quite a comedown, Grewling."

"It suits me. Rush is the one guy you can pan &fter this. Told me | was a sap. Well—he's going to be one,
too!"

"How s0?

"Because he's meking the same mistake | did. Playing into your hands. He ordered me to yank the boys
off thet duty at the Phoenix Hotel. That's one reason why | came here, Knode. To put you wise before |
did it. Those men are going off the job by the mayor's orders. Not mine”

" understand.”

"Youd better. Because any poke you take at meis going to put you in Dutch. I'm just a copper. See?
Jugt a cop, without a begt.”

With a find glare, Grewling turned, growled a Drury and stalked from the office. With a bland amile,
Drury waked over and closed the door.

"HOPE he doesn't remember what he heard me saying," observed Drury. "I thought he was wise when
he came in. But he was too het up to be thinking of anything but hisjob."

"Yes" agreed Knode. "But be cautious in the future, Drury. Well, we've heard the news. Now for our
new campagn. | have an idea dreedy.”

"What's that, boss?" inquired Drury.



"Il have to concentrate on Rush,” replied Knode. "So, snce the mayor has ordered hands off at the
Phoenix, that's the place to work. Those toughs are a bad lot. They actudly should be watched.

"The palice are quitting. So it's your turn. With Burke on hand if needed. You dont rate so badly, do
you, with that head guy? What did you say his name was?'

"Konk Zitz."
"All right. Make friends with him. But be discreet. Don't get too close with him.”
"Konk was sore a me"

"On account of my previous editorid. But, after dl, it cleared his crew from blame in the Rubd case. He
should be well disposed. And with this present editorid, taking the police off the job would -"

"Youre right, chief. Say—Konk will treat me like apd.”
"I don't want that, Drury. Just form sufficient contact to gain his confidence. That's al.”

Drury nodded. He gtralled from the office and Clyde Burke followed. Drury arranged for Clyde to meet
him later at the lunch wagon near the Phoenix Hotel. Clyde agreed. Drury went out. Clyde sat down at a
desk and used a fountain pen to inscribe a brief, coded note.

The streets of Latuna were aglow benesth the evening darkness when Clyde Burke stopped at the Wilkin
Hotd and left an envelope for Room 623.

A few minutes after Clyde's departure; a quiet-looking young man came in and inquired for the key to
that room. It was Harry Vincent. With the key, The Shadow's agent received Clyde's note.

On the sixth floor, Harry dipped the sedled envelope under the door of Room 640. That was the room
occupied by the guest known as Henry Arnaud. Thus did word of new developments come to the hands
of The Shadow.

CHAPTER XVI. CLIFF SENDSWORD

TWO days later. Again, evening was sditling upon Latuna. Lights were aglow in the living room of a suite
a the Phoenix Hotdl. Konk Zitz was enjoying an early dinner that a waiter had brought to his room.

Two other men were present: Tinker Furris and Cliff Mardand.

"What's the matter, Tinker?' growled Konk, dropping a chicken leg that he had been gnawing. "All
afternoon you've been stting around like you had something worrying you. Spill it!"

"I'm wondering about the blow-off," retorted Tinker. "Maybe it an't none of my business. I'm wondering,
just the same.”

"So that's it?' questioned Konk, turning his attention to a chicken wing. "Wl, it's coming. To-morrow
night.”"

Cliff Mardand sat slent, without making a move. This was the word for which he had been wating.
Tinker, however, showed no Sgns of pleasure.

"It ought to be to-night,”" he said. " Should have been last night.”
"What do you know about it?" snarled Konk.



"Wadl," admitted Tinker, "maybe | don't know much -"

"You'reright you don't! Listen, mug, while tdl you a few things. You've asked for them, so I'm taking.
Mardand can ligenin.

"Thewhole crowd knows there's going to be a blow-off. They've figured it, even though they don't know
what it'sdl about. But the blow-off couldnt come until the police chief yanked his coppers off this beat
of theirs. That's smple, an't it?'

Tinker nodded his understanding.

"There was no hurry for the blow-off," went on Konk. "It could come next week—maybe next month.
Sooner the better, of course, but no big hurry so long as we dl played goody."

"I get that, Konk."

"Glad you do. Wdll, Grewling yanks the bulls. Two nights ago. But it came kind of sudden. It wouldn't
have been good uff to move right off. So | began figuring things out. | got word—I got idess, | mean -
that tomorrow night would be best.”

“Why?

"Il tell you why. To-night there's a bunch of stuffed shirts meeting by request of the mayor. Going to give
Police Chief Grewling a hearing. Up at that wedthy guy's house. Strafford Maden—that's his name."

"The mayor's going to be there, ain't he?'

"Sure. And both the newspaper editors. Big Mouth Knode and Saphead Dunham. How do you like
those monikers, Tinker?'

"They sound dl right. But it makes me think to-night would be the time to pull the blow-off."

"Yegh," admitted Konk, "it would, in a pinch. But there an't going to be any pinch. | sort of figure
to-morrow night would be better."

"Wadl, your word goes.”

"THAT'S the way to look at it, Tinker. You see, | want to make these mugs look like a bunch of
paookas. Hit them when they think they're dl settled. 1'd sort of like to see what happens up there
to-night.”

"Y ou mean with Grewling?'

"Yegh. It won't hurt us ether way. Suppose Grewling gets the bounce. The mayor will make some dub
police chief. He won't watch here, because the mayor cdled that quits. So we can move tomorrow night.
Boy, won't we make that new chief look like a goof!"

"Thet an't bad, Konk," affirmed Tinker, with a grin. "But what if Grewling keeps his job?"

"Wadl," explained Konk, "hell have to shake hands with the mayor. They'll compromise. Promise to work
together. This hotd was their sore point. They won't talk about it. If they do decide to put men back on
the job, itll be a couple of days before they do.”

"That sounds likely enough.”



"So well move to-morrow night anyway. And if Grewling is back on the job, well show him up. The
skids will be under him proper when we pull the blow-off."

"It works greet both ways, Konk."

"Youre right it does! Don't get me wrong, though. The blow-off is what redly counts. | just figured it
would be red ripe to-morrow."

Zitz attacked the remnants of his dinner. Severd minutes passed; then Tinker brought up another subject.

"Say, Konk," he remarked, "I was thinking about something else. This guy Drury. He dropped in to see
you last night. He was here the night before. Y ou said something about him coming up late to-night.”

"That'sright. Heis"
"Wadl, it ain't such agood ideg, isit, to be pas with a news hawk like him?'
Konk chuckled as he pushed his plate aside.

"I'm horang the mug,” he declared. "Kidding hm dong while | pump him dry. Ligen. He's spilled some
good suff, without knowing it. He's [et mein on what Knode's going to do next.”

"What's that?'

"Pan the mayor."

"He's been doing that dl dong.”

"Sure. But it's going to be on account of us."
"Hon?'

"W, Drury's looking for a story. He's admitted it. Some funny business to be pulled by this outfit. So
Knode can throw the harpoon into Rush. That's alaugh, eh?’

"Y ou're going to give Drury a story?”

"S0 I've been tdling him. But that's a gdl. I'm keeping hm eagerlike. So he won't wise up tha the
blow-off is due. Hell get his story to-morrow night.”

"Great duff, Konk."

Zitz made no reply. Instead, he rose from the table, tossed his napkin asde and lighted a cigarette. He
grolled about for afew minutes, then nudged his thumb toward the door.

"So long, mugs,”" he said. "Tdl the boys downgtairs | want to see them in about ten minutes. Then go on
out and eat. Come back ingde an hour. Well stage a poker game. Tdl the waiter to come up for this
table—no, never mind. I'll cal him."

KONK was gepping toward the telephone when Cliff and Tinker went out. To Cliff, the action was
suspicious. He wondered if Konk had made the statement to cover the fact that he was about to make an
outsde call.

This impression increased when they reached the lobby. While Tinker went in the taproom to speak to



other crooks, Cliff watched the dining room and saw no dgn of a waiter coming to the devator. Service
was unusudly prompt at the Phoenix. Cliff doubted that Konk had caled the dining room.

That, however, was a secondary matter. Cliff had learned the vitd news that The Shadow had been
awaiting; the night when Konk Zitz and his crew were to drike. Cliff had a hunch that somehow The
Shadow had divined the purpose of these men in Latuna. He believed that The Shadow intended to beat
them to some game.

Ye Cliff, himsdf, had gained no inkling of what Konk Zitz was planning. Except for reference to a
coming "blow-off," the crook leader had been close-mouthed.

While Tinker was taking to the bunch in the taproom, Cliff srolled to a writing desk. He sat down, took
asheet of hotd dtationery, and began to write a succession of figures, which he crossed out with lines and
x marks. He blotted this sheet and was sudying the figures when Tinker arrived from the taproom.

"What's the gag?' quizzed Tinker; looking at the paper.

"Remember that roulette system | was tdling Dopey about?' returned Cliff. "Well, thisis it. Some of the
figures are wrong, though. Wait - I'll do it over.”

He crumpled the paper and tossed it in a wastebasket. Tinker offered an objection as Cliff took a fresh
piece of paper from the rack.

"It don't interest me" he growled. "Show it to Dopey when you see him. Come on, let's head for the
beanery. Konk wants us back for the poker game.

Cliff arose and went with Tinker. The pock-faced ruffian continued to growl as they reached the Street.
Cliff had paused there to light a cigarette. His first match went out.

"Mushmug was in the taproom,” Tinker informed. "You know the guy. That funny-looking gumshoe that
Grewling had watching us."

"I thought Grewling had cdled off his bloodhounds," returned Cliff, as he findly managed to get alight.
"Hedid," sad Tinker, as they started for the beanery. "Mushmug ain't here on duty. It's his night off."
"Jugt hanging around the taproom, eh?"

"Yegh. Looks like he's trying to stand in right with Grewling. Figures the police chief will come out on
top. Then he can report that he was watching us. | told the gang to mention it to Konk."

"Hell take care of it, Tinker."
"Yegh. Mushmug's just a dumb dick.”

ACROSS the dtreet, a young man had watched Cliff and Tinker come from the Phoenix Hotd. It was
Harry Vincent; and this agent of The Shadow had noted Cliff's difficulties with the match.

Crossing the street, Harry srolled into the Phoenix lobby. He bought three picture post cards and went
to the table where Cliff had been figuring his roulette system.

Harry wrote messages and addressed the post cards. He picked up the blotter that Cliff had used. On its
surface, Harry noted the imprint of the blotted figures. They formed a coded message.

The numerica code was one that The Shadow's agents used frequently. They were trained in reading it in



looking-glass fashion. Brigfly, the marks on the blotter told Harry Vincent the al-important news: Konk
Zitz had set tomorrow night.

Harry blotted his post cards, thus obliterating traces of Cliff's penmanship. He waked across the lobby,
posted the cards and strolled from the Phoenix Hotdl.

A few minutes later, he entered his own hotd and rode up to the sixth floor. In his room he inscribed a
brief message to The Shadow, thrugt it under the door of Room 640 and went ot.

WITHIN tha room, a quiet-looking personage noted the arivd of the note. As Henry Arnaud, The
Shadow arose and extinguished the big light. By the writing table lamp, he opened and read the message.
He laughed softly as he clicked off the lamp.

A short intervd; then faint swishes announced his departure in the attire of The Shadow.

Hdf an hour later, a beetldike form scaled the sde wall of the Latuna Museum. The Shadow entered the
dome and swung to the ledge. Here, he performed an action which proved that he had made more than
one previous Vvist to the museum. Clinging to the ledge, he found a wire and carried it down with him
during his descent.

On the moonlit floor beside the Blue Sphinx, The Shadow drew upon thiswire. It was &ffixed to a bar in
the dome; as The Shadow pulled carefully, the stout strand tightened. A box swung from the ledge, up
toward the dome. It descended as The Shadow carefully paid out the wire. The box settled to the floor.

The Shadow had brought this to the musaum on some previous vist. He had planted it upon the ledge. It
was to serve himin some fashion to-night. This was the time for which The Shadow had been waiting. He
hed needed surety that crooks were ready to move.

The box was afoot square. From itsinterior, The Shadow removed an object that looked like a drill. He
paused suddenly as the museum trembled dightly in response to a muffled blast from the neighboring
quarry. Then he closed the box and set it between the huge front paws of the stone sphinx.

The pedestd on which the statue rested was made in sections, which were mortared together. Picking
one of these vulnerable spots, The Shadow set to work with the drill. The strength with which he handled
the implement brought immediate results. Mortar crackled and fdl with dight clicks.

The noise was not great enough to be heard outside the Sphinx Room. The Shadow never desisted from
hiswork. The drill penetrated further.

Ending his work, The Shadow moved dong the pedestal and attacked another mortared crevice.

Gauged by the time that he had taken with the firg drilling, this hidden worker would have a few hours of
work ahead, if he intended to drill holes dl dong the pedestdl. Whatever his purpose, The Shadow
showed no greet haste.

To-night, he had gained Cliff's definite report that crime was not dated until the morrow. To-night
belonged to The Shadow. He was using these hours to anticipate some scheme which he knew was in
the making.

Time moved dowly by while The Shadow continued his steady, methodicad drilling. Moonlight, filtering
through the glass dome, showed that untiring figure as a blotch of swaying blackness, close beside the
time-scarred surface of the greet Blue Sphinx.

CHAPTER XVII. THE BAD BREAK



"SO you were taking to Mushmug, eh?"

Cliff Mardand heard Konk Zitz put the question to the gorilla cdled "Dopey." Cliff and Tinker had just
returned from dinner, to find Konk holding court with a couple of histhugs.

"Sure, Konk," said Dopey, teking a cigarette from his pasty lips. "He started to tak to me so | taked to
him."

"Wha did he have to say?'

"Nothin" much. Kinda soundin' me out about the crew. | told him we was jugt vacationin' here. Liked the
climate—that's what | said."

"What d=?'

"Nothin' ese. | dodged one question that he handed me"

"What was that?"

"About thisguy Drury."

Konk became interested. Cliff saw a gleam in the big shot's ratlike eyes, as Konk rasped the question:
"What did he ask about Drury?'

"Wanted to know why the guy was gettin' so chummy with birds like you an' me" returned Dopey,
promptly. "I told im | didn't know nothin about Drury. Said | hadn't noticed him much aroun’ here.”

"What did Mushmug say to that?"

"Nothin', because | didn't give im no chance. | walked out on him. Told him I'd be back later.”
Konk arose from his chair. He turned to Tinker Furris and put a question.

"Is Mushmug the only gumshoe hanging around here?' asked the crook leader.

"All I've seen,” returned Tinker.

"Same herg" dfirmed Cliff.

"All right,”" decided Konk. "I've got an idea—just to figure if the guy’s a plant. We're going out to-night.
You two"'—he pointed to Tinker and Cliff— "and mysdf. Well use the back route, by the freight
elevator. I've got it fixed.

"Therest of you stick here, dl except Dopey. I'll let im go down and stdl Mushmug. Some phony talk
about Drury. Tinker, you and Mardand go out by the back and make sure it's clear. You other felows
go downgtairs a while, until I've finished talking with Dopey. When he shows up, it means I'm out and
you're to come back here. Start your poker game. | won't be gone long.”

The men nodded and strolled from the room. Cliff and Tinker followed, leaving Dopey done with Konk
Zitz. Tinker led the way to the freight elevator. A wise-looking operator took them aboard. Konk had
fixed this hotd employee.

OUT in the darkness of an dleyway behind the Phoenix Hotdl, Cliff and Tinker waited for a full fifteen
minutes before Konk Zitz joined them. He beckoned them off to a parking lot. They entered a sedan.



Konk took the whed and drove without comment.

Reeching an isolated part of town, Konk told the pair to wait. They saw him gtroll down a side street and
stop by a coupe that was obscured beyond a hedge. When Konk returned, he was carrying a suitcase.
Cliff and Tinker were in the back seat of the sedan, so Konk dropped the bag beside himin the front.

He drove a few blocks and pulled up by a deserted house. Alighting with the suitcase, he whispered to
the others to follow him. They went past the empty house and came to the back door of another home
where a dim light showed from an upstairs window. Konk tried a key in the back door. He found no
difficulty in entering.

Usng aflashlight, Konk found aroom near the center of the ground floor. He brought the others in with
him and ordered them to lower the blinds. This done, Konk flashed his light upon a safe in the corner.
With a chuckle, he ordered Tinker to close the door.

Konk turned on alight and revealed a desk close by the safe. He placed the suitcase there.
"Do you know whose house thisis?* he questioned, in alow tone.

Headshakes from Cliff and Tinker. They had stayed close to the Phoenix Hotd since their arivd in
Latuna

"This" chuckled Konk, "is where the smart deck editor lives You know the mug | mean. Harrison
Knode."

Cliff and Tinker were genuindy surprised.

"Knodeisup a that hearing," resumed Konk. "Therés a housekeeper here; but she's upstairs and won't
hear us—if we're quiet. Listen, now, while| tdl you the lay.

"Maybe Knode's got something on us™ Cliff detected a peculiar wariness in Konk's tone. "Maybe that's
why he's had Drury hanging around the Phoenix. Whatever Knode's got, will be inthis safe. So I'm going
to take alook init."

"Why the suitcase, Konk?' questioned Tinker.

"Wdl," replied the leader. "1 wanted to make sure, that's dl. Maybe | won't be able to tap this box. If |
fal, I'll use drills. They'rein that bag. | didn't want to have them around the hotel. | had a guy plant them
inacar near here”

As Konk paused, Cliff fdt pogtive that he was holding back something. That, however, was a habit of
Konk's. Of one thing, Cliff was sure. This vigt to Knode's was not the blow-off. That was ill set for
to-morrow night.

"I brought you felows™ stated Konk, "so you could keep an eye on the doors. It may take me some
time, to do thisjob. | don't want to use the drillsif | can help it. Say, Tinker, it's too bad you didn't bring
that bird Tapper dong to Latuna"

"To open that box for you, Konk?'
"Sure. | could have used aguy like him."
"Whet about Cliff here?"

"Can he crack a safe?'



"Better than Tapper.”
" Say—what've you been holding back?"
Tinker shifted uneesily as he caught Konk's beady glare. Then the pock-faced felow gave a weak grin.

"IT was thisway, Konk," he explained. "When | couldn't get Tapper, | heard about Cliff. | wanted to see
if he had the goods. So he and | did into an old hock shop | knew about and he took a hand at the box.
That's right, aint it, Cliff?"

Cliff nodded. He knew tha Tinker did not want to admit planning a job of his own without Konk's
knowledge. It was best to stick with Tinker, Cliff decided.

"Yesh?' quizzed Konk. "Well—how'd you make out?'

"Cliff opened the box," explained Tinker, dowly. "But then The Shadow showed up.”
"The Shadow?"

"Yegh. Nearly rubbed me out, too! Only Cliff plugged him and we made a getaway.”
"Wait aminute. Mardand here plugged The Shadow?"

"I just clipped him," put in Cliff. "We had to scram without the swag.”

"It wasn't worth much," added Tinker. "We was just practicing on that box."

"So you cameto Latung" growled Konk, "when you had The Shadow on your tral!"

"He wasn't on our trall," said Tinker, quickly. "Honest, Konk. He had to duck the bulls hmsdf. He ain't
been around here, The Shadow hasn't.”

"No tdling where that guy may be."

"Wadl, anyway"—Tinker sought to change the subject—"Cliff here can tap that box in no time. If you let
him crack it, Konk, youll have more time to go through the safe while Cliff and | are watching the doors.”

Konk Zitz nodded. He eyed Cliff carefully, then pointed to the safe.

"Gotoit, Mardand," he ordered. "Let's see you work."

"Got the microscope, Cliff?* quizzed Tinker.

Cliff shook his head as he stepped toward the safe. He heard Zitz speak to Tinker.
"A microscope?' Konk was asking. "What for?'

"To look for finger prints,” replied Tinker. "If he finds them, he leaves them, instead of polishing the knob.
Gresat gag, ant it, Konk?'

"Get going, Mardand," said Konk, to Cliff.

COLD swest crept to Cliff's forehead as The Shadow's agent crouched in front of the safe. Luck done
could save him now. Cliff had some knowledge of cracksmanship; if the safe proved easy, he would
appear to beliving up to Tinker's dams. If not—The thought of consequences was one that Cliff tried to



forget.

Under other circumstances, Cliff could have taken sudden action. He could hear Tinker buzzing a
whisper to Konk Zitz, adding new detalls of that episode in Cobleton's hock shop. It would be a cinch,
Cliff knew, to pull his automatic and cover these two rogues.

That, however, would ruin The Shadow's plans. It would mean a fight, a break-up of Konk Zitz's crew.
Behind this little crook was some supercrook whom The Shadow sought. Thet crime dealer could be
trapped only if his plans were dlowed to reach their dimax. Cliff's only course was to bluff Konk Zitz.

Steadily, despite his tenseness, Cliff worked on the combination. He recognized that this safe was not a
difficult one for a cracksman; but it was beyond his ahility to open it. Cliff had no microscopic ingructions
awaiting him to-night.

Minutes passed; Hill Cliff toiled. He could hear Konk buzzing to Tinker. The tone was ominous. Cliff
decided that the time had arrived for verba bluff.

"It ought to be a cinch, Konk," he said, in alow, steady voice. "It isnt, though. One of these tricky boxes
that looks easy but gets tougher the longer you work onit."

"I know," responded Konk, in an assuring tone. "Let me take a stab at it, Mardand.

Cliff arose and turned about. He thought that his bluff was working until he faced his companions. Then
Cliff became rigid, his arms hdf extended, his hands and fingers motionless,

The Shadow's agent was daring into the muzzes of two revolvers.

Konk Zitz had drawn his .38. He had buzzed an order to Tinker to do the same. Konk's eyes were
venomous as they stared through narrow ditted lids. Tinker's pock-marked face was ugly initsevil leer.

"A SAFE cracker, en?' snarled Konk. "Say—a punk could open that box! I've been ligening to Tinker's
soid. You pulled afast one on him, Mardand, but it don't get by with me!

"You clipped The Shadow, eh? Put him out of the fight; but didn't cripple hm enough to keep him from
meking a getaway. That don't wash! Well, I'm wise to your game! That stunt of yours was framed.

"Fenty of guys know that The Shadow has mugs working for him. They never figured who his stoolies
were. But weve spotted one of them. Y ou're the bird! It don't take amind reader to figure that. The way
you flopped on this safe provesit.

"Y ou were working with The Shadow in New Y ork. He fixed that safe in the hock shop. Put the fritz on
Tinker's game and let you look like a hot-shot so that Tinker would bring you down here to crimp me.”

Cliff made no response. He met Konk's vicious stare. The crook snarled alow laugh.

"Maybe you tipped The Shadow dready,” suggested Zitz. "Maybe he's going to show up here to stop the
blow-off to-morrow night. Well— well fox that bimbo. Well pull the blow-off to-night!

"Youll go dong with us, Mardand. And remember, it won't do you no good to try a break. | could blot
you right here; or in the car; or anywhere dong the line. I'm just going to keep you for awhile because itlll
work that way.

"If you get funny, it means a bump for you. And you won't gain nothing, because a few shots and your
dead corpse aren't going to queer the blow-off. We can pull it anyhow, even if you do try to start



trouble”

Tuming to Tinker, Konk gave a nod. Tinker stepped past Cliff and shoved his revolver agang the
prisoner's ribs. With Konk close in back of him, Tinker marched Cliff out through the back door and
past the empty house.

"Climbin," growled Konk, as they reached the sedan. As he spoke, the big shot found Cliff's automatic
and yanked it from Cliff's pocket.

Cliff entered the sedan. Tinker jostled in beside him and kept his gat againg Cliff's ribs. Konk whispered
an order to his pock-faced henchman:

"Hold him here, Tinker," said the crook leader. "I'm going back and crack that box. If Mardand makes
trouble, plug him and I'l join you in a hurry. We can scram and dump him somewhere.”

Konk departed. Cliff sat tight, indifferent to Tinker's sullen glare. Cliff knew that this was no time for a
break. Konk's threat had been no bluff.

Degth loomed in the offing. Cliff's only bet was to prolong the interva. Konk would prefer to hold the
matter of his execution until after the blow-off, whatever it might be. The leader would have to make new
plans. By gtting tight, Cliff could learn them.

No chance to reach The Shadow. Cliff knew that he would have to make the break for himsdf. But he
decided definitdy to hold it until the find opportunity. Then, if luck enabled him to make an escape, he
would know more about Konk Zitz's game.

Yet Cliff harbored little hope for safety. This Stuation was one that he had long anticipated. It was the
wordgt jam that he had ever encountered in The Shadow's service. At the same time, Cliff could not forget
the miraculous ability of The Shadow. Time and again, that master fighter had intervened to save his aids
from the brink of doom.

FIFTEEN minutes passed. Then Konk appeared from the darkness, carrying the suitcase which he had
left at Knode's. He laughed gruffly as he climbed behind the whed and laid the bag beside him.

"Didnt have to use the drills”" he informed Tinker. "That box wasn't tough. Knode's got nothing on us.
Keep your gat steady, Tinker."

Konk drove the car by a dircuitous course until he neared the Phoenix Hotel. He parked the car in a
space between an empty garage and a dilapidated wooden building. He dighted, and growled another
order for Tinker to watch Cliff.

Konk grolled away and headed for the hoted. He was snaling to himsdf as he waked dong; and he
acted in pleased fashion. He had I¢ft the car far enough from the hotdl. If Cliff tried a break, Tinker could
give him the works without bringing coppers to the scene.

The crook leader entered the Phoenix Hotd by the rear entrance. He drolled into the lobby, looked
about and nodded as he spied Bart Drury. The reporter had arrived for his chat. Konk srolled up to
Bart.

"Have acigar, Drury," he offered. "Been waiting long?'
Drury shook his head.

"Side up to the room," suggested Konk. "The boys are having a poker game. They know you're coming.



11l be up."

Drury arose and went to the elevator. Konk lighted a cigar of hisown. As he did, he delivered a sddong
glance toward the taproom. He saw Dopey sanding with the detective, "Mushmug." They had heard the
words which Konk had spoken to Drury.

Konk grolled into the taproom. He stopped in feigned surprise, as he saw his henchman talking with the
dick. A frown showed on Konk's face; then he grinned.

"Thought you were upstairs, Dopey," said Konk. "That's where I'm going. The poker game ought to be
running high right now. How about you?'—this was to Mushmug—"Ever play any poker?'

The dick shook his head.

"Too bad," observed Konk. "I was going to invite you up. Well, I'll see you later. Youll be dropping up
later, Dopey?"

"In about hdf an hour, Konk."

Konk turned and went back into the lobby. Hislips formed a sour leer as he neared the elevator. He had
talked with Dopey before. The underling knew what to do. He was to sdl Mushmug while Konk and the
crew departed by the rear exit of the hotdl.

After that, Dopey would shake the detective and make his own departure to join one lone, walting
crook. Thus Konk Zitz's outfit would be complete, ready for the blow-off which Konk had set
twenty-four hours ahead of schedule.

CHAPTER XVIII. THE NIGHT ATTACK

"SOMEBODY on the phone for you, Mr. Burke."

Clyde arose from his typewriter. He was in the loca room of the Enterprise, rewriting stories for the
morrow. The night copy boy had brought the message.

"Hdlo... Burke..." It was Drury's voice that Clyde heard over the wire. "Ligen. | had somebody else ask
for you. Don't |t the copy boy know | was cdling...”

"All right,”" agreed Clyde. "Something hot..." Drury's tone was strangely interrupted asiit continued. "Want
you with me... Side out quigtly..."

"Where to?'
"Cooper's cigar store. Parking lot just the other Sde of it. Green sedan with a Maryland license..."

Clyde finished the cdll, went back to the typewriter and pulled his haf-written page from the carriage. He
told the copy boy he was going out for a cup of coffee. Stralling from the office, he headed toward the
parking space that Drury had mentioned.

There, Clyde found the green sedan. It was empty and it stood in an obscure corner. No attendant was
on duty, for the lot closed a eght o'clock and it was now hdf past nine. Clyde approached the car.

Two men arose suddenly from the darkness. Guns jabbed Clyde's ribs. A third man appeared; the firg
two shoved Clyde into the back seat of the sedan while the third man took the whed!.

Covered by the revolvers, Clyde kept gimly slent. He knew these captors to be pas of Konk Zitz's.



Though Clyde had wondered a Drury's peculiar speech across the wire, he had never believed that a
trap was awaiting him. Drury was not with this trio. Clyde wondered what had happened to the star
reporter of the Enterprise.

The thugs offered no explanations. They kept sullen slence while the driver piloted the meachine through
secluded streets until he reached an open road. Then came a stretch of a broad highway. They turned
into adirt road.

A boom through the night. The muffled blast brought quivers to the ar. Clyde knew that they were
nearing the old quarry on the outskirts. Then, peering from the sde of the car, he saw the outline of the
Latuna Museum, off through some trees.

The sedan stopped.
"Come aong, mug,” growled atough. "Keep your trap shut!”

Clyde noticed other cars parked among the trees. He heard growled whispers. He redized that Konk
Zitz had assembled his entire bunch at this spot. At least a dozen—perhaps more.

Clyde, however, was concerned with one captor. Thisfdlow was urging him from the car and up a dope
toward the Sde devation of the museum.

By the moonlight, Clyde made out stedlthy figures moving toward the building. He saw four men reach
the front of the museum and crouch there. Then one made a motion asif pushing the bdl button.

Clyde recalled that the police shifts at the museum had been irregular. He redlized that one of the officers
would respond to this cal, supposing it to be ardief. Remaning slent because of the gun againg his ribs.
Clyde saw the big door swing open.

Crouching figures arose. They made hurling motions as they sprang forward. Againg the white front of
the museum, Clyde saw a grotesgue profile as one ruffian turned and waved his arms. The others were
entering the door.

Tear gad The fdlow who had waved was wearing a gas mask. Gorillas had hurled bombs upon the
unsuspecting palice. By drategy, they had gained entrance to the museum without firing a Sngle shot.

NEW figures were advancing. They paused on the threshold. Clyde's captor made a motion with the gun
and ordered the reporter forward. When they neared the museum, unmasked men were entering while
others stood by on guard. The tear gas had evidently spread. Masks were not necessary.

Thefront hdlway of the museum was lighted. There, Clyde came face to face with Konk Zitz. Zitz was
sending sedthy raiders into the end corridors. He laughed when he saw Clyde. His tone was ugly.

"Want to see something, Burke?' questioned the crook. "All right. Come dong.”

He took Clyde dong the corridor toward the curator's office. All the while, the other crook followed with
agat poked in Clyde's back. They found a raider outsde the door of the curator's office. At Konk's
orders, the fdlow nodded and opened the door, to ddiver a snarl to persons within:

"Konk's here"

After a moment, the peering thug swung the door open. Konk motioned Clyde to the threshold. The
reporter stared with amazement into the lighted room.



On the floor were the three policemen, bound and gagged. They were coughing in muffled fashion; their
eyes were hlinking with the light. Evidently they had received only a brief whiff of the gas. Enough to
prevent thar resistance; but not sufficdent to stop quick recovery.

Two gorillas were slanding by with gunsin readiness. But the person who caught Clyde's amazed gaze
was the one who occupied the center of the room. It was Bart Drury. Revolver in hand, the star reporter
was glaing fiercely at the prone forms on the floor.

"All right, Bart," chuckled Konk. "Here's Burke. You wanted him" Bart turned. A twisted smile showed
on hisusudly loose lips. He eyed Clyde contemptuoudy; then spoke in a sarcastic tone.

"So you fdl for it," sneered Drury. "l thought maybe you were going to be tough. A wise guy from New
York. Never figured who was running this outfit, did you? Well, you know now. | am!"

CLYDE was too flabbergasted to offer a response.

"Whetll | do with him, Bart?' questioned Konk. "Take him out by the front door and keep him there until
you come?"

"Sure" responded Drury. "Remember how we arranged it, Konk? Hold him until we're ready to blow.”

Drury turned to stare at the captured cops. Konk motioned Clyde back into the corridor. While the
gorilla paced beside them, Konk growled in Clyde's ear.

"Youve only seen part of it, Burke" hetold Clyde. "I guess you know what we're after. That swag that's
inthe vault. Drury's going after it. HE's got a truck out back.

"When he comes out of the office, he's going to take a couple of soup men and blow that brick wdl for a
loop! He and his crew will yank the swag and rall it away. Y ou're coming with my part of the crew. Out
by the front."

They reached the front hall. They stopped near the door of the Medievd Room, where Konk motioned
Clyde againg the wdl. Clyde made no protest. He lounged a the spot designated while the gorilla kept
him covered. Konk strolled back toward the corridor to the office.

Footsteps. Konk appeared in company with Bart Drury. They were holding a confab. Clyde saw Drury
scowl. Then the reporter came in his direction.

"I'm leaving you with Konk," sneered Drury. "Maybe I'll give you a bresk, Burke. If you don't act smart,
youll bedl right. But if you try anything, youll know what's coming.”

With thet, Drury raised hisrevolver and leveed it squardy between Clyde's eyes. Unconscioudy, Clyde
flinched. Then, suddenly, as he stared into the leveled revolver, he began to blink. Drury chuckled
contemptuoudy.

"Understand, Burke?' he snarled. Clyde nodded, saring sraight into Drury's eyes. The man lowered his
ogun and stepped away. Three gorillas—those from the office—were prompt to join him. They went out
by the front door.

Konk Zitz watched them go. Then he spoke to the gorilla who was covering Clyde. The man nodded
and went out. Konk aone remained. His ready gun was a sufficient threat to keep Clyde from making a
move.

"Ligen, Burke" Konk's voice was an odd whisper. "Drury's giving you no break. But | am. I'll tdl you



why. | don't put nobody but double crossers on the spot. Here's the lay. Drury's pulled a boner; that's
why I'm going to let you ouit.

"Drury don't want to bump the coppers. But like a sap, he let them get a look a him. They're going to
squed on him anyway. So it won't matter if you talk, too. That's Smple enough, aint it?'
Clyde nodded.

"But Drury's bull-headed,” went on Konk. "Before the cops lamped him, he had his mind set on rubbing
you out. Wants me to take you dong for the ride, hand you the works and drop you somewhere. Figures
thet the police chief will think you were working with him. In on the game. See?’

Again, Clyde nodded.

"You and Drury were pas" added Konk. "You didn't pull nothing phony. You can't saill any more than
the cops can. So heresthe gag. I'll turn you over to a couple of gorillas. They'll ride you out in a coupe.
When they give the word, you make a break. They won't stop you. I'l dibi it with Drury."

THE big shot's word had gained the ring of sncerity. Clyde knew that he intended to keep it. Neither
Konk nor Drury could possibly suspect that Clyde was an agent of The Shadow.

"Thanks, Konk," said Clyde.

Two gorillas entered from the outside door. Konk spoke to them; Clyde could overhear his ingtructions.
The gorillas nodded when they heard the orders that Konk had promised Clyde.

A muffled blast from the quarry on the hillsde. While the dull reverberations were dying, two new gorillas
entered, lugging a man who was bound hand and foot. Clyde Burke stared.

The prisoner was Cliff Mardand!

"A double crosser,” informed Konk, turning to Clyde. "You can remember that, Burke. Tdl the bulls that
this guy was one of the crew. After the bullsfind him."

With that, Konk motioned Cliff's captors into the Medievd Room. Leaving Clyde with the firs pair of
gorillas, Konk followed those who had dragged Cliff from view. He returned two minutes later.

"Curtains for that mug," chuckled Konk. "Hell look pretty when they find him. I'm leaving this to the
garillas who held Clyde so it's time you bozos were heading for the coupe. Follow dong. Don't worry
about Dopey and Duke. They'll join me after they've finished Mardand.”

Konk turned and strode toward the outer door. Clyde's captors nudged him with ther gats as soon as
Konk had gone. It was the 9gnd for Clyde to march out to the coupe. Nodding, the reporter obeyed.
But as he started dong between the gorillas, Clyde clenched hisfigsin readiness for a sudden break.

Though it might mean death; despite the odds againg him, Clyde Burke was preparing to put up a
desperate fight in the hope of rescuing Cliff Mardand.

CHAPTER XIX. THE BREAK ARRIVES

MOONLIGHT had reveded the gedthy attack on the Latuna Museum. It had shown men of crime
moving in and out. And dl the while, that shimmering illumination had bathed the interior of the Sphinx
Room, where a blackened form was dill drilling a the base of the built-in pedestal.



Barred by two sets of doors, the Sphinx Room was totdly detached from the rest of the museum. That
was why The Shadow had no need to muffle the work that he was doing. It aso explained why The
Shadow had not heard the entrance of the inveders.

He had caught the faint sound of the bell that the crooks had rung. But The Shadow, like the watching
policemen, had supposed that the tinkle indicated the arriva of another shift. Had a sngle shot been fired
during the invason, The Shadow might have had an inkling of trouble. But shots had proven unnecessary.

The digant blast from the quarry had been the only new sound that had reached The Shadow. But now,
as the cloaked worker paused in hisdrilling, his keen ears caught an unexpected noise.

It sounded like an echo of The Shadow's own drilling. It came from the rear of the Sphinx Room, below
the floor.

Swiftly, The Shadow arose and moved to the solid wal a the back of the room. Grotesque in the
moonlight, he became a ligening shape, as slent as an ebony Satue.

A soft laugh. The Shadow knew what was teking place. Men outsde were chisding into the bricked
barrier that backed the sealed vault undernesth this very room. They were trying to carve through to the
spot that housed the museum's treasures.

Cliff Mardand had reported that the blow-off would not come until tomorrow night. It was possible that
thiswas preiminary work on the part of an advance squad. But The Shadow, thinking of the police who
served as watchmen, knew indantly that the risk would be too great. Something must have happened
within the museum before Konk Zitz would order work outside.

SWIFTLY, The Shadow headed for the front of the Sphinx Room. The huge Blue Sphinx looked on
with placid eyes as the cloaked master inserted a pick in the lock of the doors. The barriers yidded
promptly. The Shadow stepped into the anteroom.

As cautioudy as on his fird trip to the museum, The Shadow probed the outer lock. A muffled click
announced success. Sowly, The Shadow drew one hdf of the double door inward, while his keen eyes
peered into the front hall. He heard the dlick of footsteps.

Clyde Burke and the two gorillas had neared the outer door. The crooks were nudging their captive with
their ready guns. They were to watch this fdlow until later. Such had been Konk Zitzs order. But, as
they made the turn, one fdlow sdled a pace ahead.

Clyde saw his chance. Twiging suddenly, he svung away from the man beside him and launched a hard
punch for the fellow's jaw. The gorilla staggered. With amad dive, Clyde sprang for the corner that they
hed just passed, hoping to reach it before his other guard could respond.

The gorillawas too quick. Swinging as he heard the scuffle, he leveled his revolver a the darting form of
Clyde. Finger on trigger, he snarled vicioudy as he prepared to press.

Clyde heard the snarl. He dso heard the roaring shot that followed it. Yet he found himsdf dashing on,
unscathed.

Behind him, the gorillawas crumpling. The crook's revolver dropped dlattering to the stone floor, unfired.
The would-be killer had never pressed the trigger. The shot that Clyde had heard had blazed from the
entrance to the anteroom.

Hring on the draw, The Shadow had |oosed the thunder of an autometic to drop the aming gorilla



Though wiry, Clyde lacked power behind a punch. The man whom he had dugged was ill on his fet.
Tha fdlow, hdf turned, saw the burst of flame that came from the anteroom. He did not wait to see the
second gorillafal.

Savagdly, the remaining ruffian amed his ready get for the blackness where the enemy lurked. He fired a
quick shot that cdanged through the brass fadng of the door, into the woodwork beneath. As he
completed am, he was ready with another trigger squeeze. It never came.

A hdf second was the interval. The Shadow dedt in finer fractions. The automatic roared its echoing
message from the confines of the anteroom. It stopped the gorillas second atempt. With mesterful am,
The Shadow sent his adversary sprawling.

While the crook was dill on the fdl, the door of the anteroom swung open. Into the lighted hdl came the
cloaked shape of The Shadow.

CLYDE BURKE had reached the Medievd Room. It was dimly lighted; and off in the further corner,
Clyde saw aterrible scene. On the ingant, he redlized why Konk Zitz had come out chuckling.

Cliff Mardand, bound, was lying face downward with his head forced in the trough of the guillotine
Clamped in place, he could not move. One crook was standing in the foreground, while the other was
preparing to loose the cleaverlike ax that had chopped off arigtocratic heads in the era of the French
Revolution.

Both men stopped short as Clyde came hurtling into the room. As he rounded the corner by the Iron
Maiden, they thought that he must be one of their band, coming with some new order from Konk Zitz.
Dimly lighted, the exhibit room did not supply sufficent glow for prompt recognition.

"Duke" the nearer man, suddenly redlized what had happened. Yanking a gun, he amed point blank a
Clyde, while he cried to Dopey, at the guillotine

"It's the mug reporter -"

Clyde's svinging am struck Duke's wrigt as the fdlow fired. The shot went wide. As they locked in a
gruggle, Duke managed a glancing stroke with his gun. Clyde's hold loosened.

"Get Mardand!" ordered Duke. "I've got thismug -"

Dopey, one hand on the release, had drawn a revolver with the other. His head turned as he heard a
sound at the far door. With garing eyes, Dopey saw The Shadow. He caught the sound of a taunting
laugh. Dopey amed. He never fired.

The Shadow's automatic spoke. Szzing through between the bars of a Chinese torture cage, the bullet
found its mark! The cage occupied the center of the exhibit room. To reach the far corner, The Shadow
had been forced to risk deflecting bars.

That necessity had prevented him from dedling indant desth to Dopey. The vicous thug sagged and
dropped his gun. But with his other hand, he tried to release the ax blade. His Ieft fig was tight. Then
came another withering blast from the automatic.

Aiming higher, The Shadow shattered the dying killer's wrist. Dopey's fingers relaxed. His body dumped
to the floor beside the guillatine. Cliff Mardand's life was saved.

DUKE, rdling Clyde Burke to the floor, had heard the shots. Coming to his knees, Duke forgot the
reporter and amed draight for The Shadow. He had the bead he wanted. He pressed the trigger while



The Shadow was swinging toward him.

But as Duke launched his ssemingly certain shot, a quick hand caught his writ. Clyde, haf groggy, hed
seen the menace. His thrust was jugt in time. His yanking hand spoiled the am. Duke's shot whigtled
inches away from The Shadow's wheding form.

Snaling, Duke yanked clear and aimed again. As he fired a quick, wide shot, The Shadow's automatic
spoke in unison. Duke dumped forward to the floor. The snarl ended in a dying cough.

Clyde Burke was coming to his feet. The Shadow, by the doorway, hissed an order. Clyde turned
toward the guillotine He could hear digant cries, he knew that The Shadow must go out to repd
invaders. It was Clyde's job to release Cliff.

Reeching into an opened exhibit case, The Shadow seized a poniard and sent the wegpon Szzing through
the ar. The knife landed squarely in a broad post of the guillotine and quivered there, flashing in the dim

light.

Clyde, bresking loose the damp that hed Cliff's head, looked up as he heard the whirring blade.
Dragging Cliff from benegth the guillotines menacing ax, Clyde reached for the poniard and wrenched it
from the wooden post. He used the blade as a knife to cut Cliff's bonds.

Cliff came to his feet. He grabbed Duke's revolver, and Clyde snatched up Dopey's. Together, they
dashed out into the hall, where they could hear the sounds of shots. They saw The Shadow, by the front
corner of the hall, firing out through the opened doorway. Returning gorillas were dropping back from his
fusllade

Wheding suddenly, The Shadow pointed his agents to the opened door of the anteroom. Shots came
from outside as they took to the designated cover. Roars resounded from a second automatic that The
Shadow had drawn. A hoarse cry of a wounded raider came from beyond the outer door.

Then, with a swift whirl, The Shadow came swinging across the floor. His automatics—he was widding
one with each hand—sent blazing flanes in the direction of the attackers. No shots responded as The
Shadow swung into the anteroom where Clyde and Cliff were waiting.

Both agents expected to see The Shadow keep up the fight through a partly opened doorway. Instead,
The Shadow swung the door shut. As he dlicked the lock, Clyde suddenly redized the reason for that
action.

Something thudded againg the outside of the closed doors. Baked in a revolver fusllade, Konk Zitz had
brought up a different method of attack. The Shadow, scenting a fant odor in the outer hdl, had
expected it.

Tear gas bombs. The same weapons that had enabled the invaders to overpower the police were now
being used againg The Shadow and his agents. The Shadow had closed the doors of the anteroom justin
time.

He could not open the door to meet those incoming gorillas. Konk's ralied forces would come equipped
with gas masks. The Shadow and his rescued aids had only one avenue of retreat. That lay into the
Sohinx Room.

Windowless, with walls that only The Shadow could scale, that inner chamber seemed no better than a
hopeless trap, so far as Clyde and Cliff were concerned. Men were aready pounding at the doors of the
anteroom; trying to break through the metd facing.



Then, at this moment that offered nothing but despair, a dull blast came from the back of the museum.
The building gave a quiver. Pounding from the halway was resumed.

Standing in the darkness of the anteroom, The Shadow laughed.

CHAPTER XX. THE ESCAPE

THE SHADOW'S laugh brought shuddering quivers to the darkened anteroom. The tones seemed
ominous, even to Clyde Burke and Cliff Mardand. Y et those agents of The Shadow knew that the weird
mirth promised some prompt development.

Swishing through darkness, The Shadow opened the doors into the Sphink Room. Staring into the
moonlit vault, his agents saw him approach the huge Blue Sphinx. Serene upon its pedestal, the stone
figure seemed to stare into the blackened room where the agents waited.

The Shadow was working swiftly. He was stooping at the sides of the pedestal which supported the Blue
Sphinx, meking a round of it that puzzled his watching agents.

Axlike blows were crashing a the doors from the outer hdl. Konk and his men would soon break
through. Y et The Shadow kept on with his circuit of the Blue Sphinx.

"You heard the blagt?" questioned Cliff, spesking tensdy to Clyde.
"Yes" was the reply. "They blew the vault.”

"Where from?'

"The back of the museum.”

"The vault is under us?'

"Yed Beneeth the Blue Sphinx."

The Shadow was returning. Something uncoiled behind him, dong the floor of the Sphinx Room. It
looked threadlike in the moonlight. Then, while terrific shocks bade fair to demolish the outer doors of
the anteroom, The Shadow regjoined his agents and closed the inner doors behind him.

A tiny flame flickered suddenly in the darkness. A hiss and a sputter ran dong the floor. It was the end of
afuse that The Shadow had lighted. The sparkling tral szzled under the inner doors. Clyde and Cliff
waited tensdly.

At that ingant, a crashing blow cleaved a portion of the brass-faced door. Light issued in from the front
hall. An ax fdl through the opening. A hand, with pinespple bomb clutched init, appeared beyond.

An autométic roared in the anteroom, A man flopped from the opening, dropped by The Shadow's shot.

A momentary slence. Then, from within the Sphinx Room came a terrific blast. The building seemed to
rock. The stout inner doors of the anteroom crackled on ther hinges. Then came the sound of shatering
glass dropping in deluge from the dome above the Sphinx Room.

Stunning even to Cliff and Clyde, who had expected something of the sort, the exploson produced a
tremendous tir beyond the front doors of the anteroom. It stopped Konk Zitz and his crew before they
could begin a new attack.

Then, as shudders lulled, the sound of Konk's snarling voice came through the ax-made opening. Konk



was ordering a new bomb attack.

A hiss from The Shadow. As his agents turned, the cloaked fighter opened the inner doors and ordered
them into the Sphinx Room. As the two men staggered there, The Shadow followed. He shut the inner
doors and locked them, just as a gas-pinegpple came through the outer break.

CLYDE BURKE was gaing in amazement. So was Cliff Mardand. Before them, shattered into greet
chunks, lay the remains of the Blue Sphinx. Scattered about amidgt the broken glass were portions of the
pedestal on which the Sphinx had rested.

The Shadow had blown the whole structure loose. His fused charges, inserted in the holes that he had
drilled, had totaly demolished the pedestal and wrecked the statue with it.

The head of the Sphinx had toppled on its side. The face was garing with its blank eyes toward the
doorway. The rear of the statue had rolled from the ruined pedestal, while the center section had broken
intwo halves that lay wel apart.

Crash! Gas-masked invaders had beaten through the brass-faced doors. Closer strokes. They were
atacking the inner entrance. Those inner doors were wood done. They were dready loosened by the
blast that had shattered the Blue Sphinx. But that mattered no longer.

A yawvning hole lay in the center of the demolished pedestal. The charge, sporeading in dl directions, had
produced ayawning holein the floor itsdlf. Through the pungent room, The Shadow beckoned his agents
to this outlet.

Clyde Burke noticed something as he followed Cliff down through the hole. The jagged cavity showed
traces of aregular shape, as though there had been an opening through the ruined pedestal.

Cliff had dropped into the vault; Clyde followed. Then The Shadow swished beside them. His flashlight
gleamed.

Agan, Clyde stared. The vault was entirdy empty. How had the other crooks managed to remove the
treasure o quickly? Only a dozen minutes had elgpsed since the firg blast that had told of the entry
through the bricked rear wall.

Moonlight showed through the rear barrier. At The Shadow's command, Clyde and Cliff squeezed
through. The Shadow followed, just as smashing from above announced that Konk's outfit had crashed
through to the Sphinx Room.

Clyde was looking vanly for the trucks that had come for the swag. He saw no sgns of them. He could
not understand how they had been loaded for so quick a getaway. Then a thought occurred to him. He
turned to speak to The Shadow. A hiss commanded slence.

Swiftly, The Shadow swung toward the far corner of the museum, his agents close behind him. Pausing
near the front, The Shadow, weird in the moonlight, pointed off toward a dump of trees. Cliff and Clyde
headed in that direction.

A shout from the front of the museum. Shots blazed toward the running men. The Shadow's agents kept
on. From behind them, they heard the sudden burst of a strident, gibing laugh thet rose like a mighty
chdlenge through the clear night air.

CROOKS heard it, too. They wheded to see The Shadow gtanding in the moonlight. Vicioudy, they
opened fire, just as The Shadow began to weave a drding course away from the museum. He was
drawing the fire from the foe.



Automatics loomed in gloved fisgts. Those weapons barked their sharp response to enemy guns. Crooks
were shooting wild, a long range. Not so The Shadow. Usng the white face of the museum, he picked
out his living targets againg that perfect background. Thugs staggered, firing vainly at the figure which
seemed to fade and appear again between the moonlight and the blackness of the trees. Again tha
mocking laugh came ringing to their ears. Men dived for the open doorway of the museum. A
gas-masked figure appeared there.

The Shadow fired.

The masked crook staggered back into the building. The others followed, ready to brave the lagt fumes
of the tear gas rather than meet The Shadow. Then new foemen came into view, rounding the corner a
the rear of the museum.

Like The Shadow and his agents, this group had dropped through the hole in the floor of the Sphinx
Room and made an exit through the break that crooks had blasted at the rear of the vault. But these new
enemies, ariving, could find no target a which to open distant fire.

The Shadow had glided to the trees. There, he reached his hidden coupe, where his two agents were
dready aboard. His hiss came from the darkness, quegtioning in tone. It brought a quick response from
Clyde, for it concerned the very matter that was on the reporter's mind.

"Drury was with them," informed Clyde. "They'd have to take the road to Larkton. The only shortcut
without hitting Latuna. Drury was acting as ther leader. It was Drury who brought me here, by a phone
cdl."

A hissed order from The Shadow. Cliff Mardand, a the whed, pressed the starter. The motor roared.
Clyde, bregthless, added one more comment:

"About Drury—he acted as if he wanted to kill me. But | saw his revolver when he threatened. No
bulletsinit -"

Shouts from near the musaum. The crooks had heard the car.

A hiss of understlanding from The Shadow. A reply from Cliff. The coupe shot away, deaing for the
road before Konk and his outfit could intercept it.

Three minutes later, alone gorilla, an outpost, guarding a parked sedan, was conscious of a dight swish
beside him. Turning, with gun in hand, he faced the blazing eyes of The Shadow. Before the gorilla could
fire, a gloved hand swept upward and clipped the crook just benegth his square-set chin.

The gorillagave an odd gargle as he dumped to the ground.

A figure entered the car. The motor roared. The sedan shot out from the trees. Foemen heard it and
turned from their chase of the coupe. Konk Zitz's ydl ordered them to open fire. The cry came too late.
The sedan was jouncing off dong a rocky road.

Then, as raging desperadoes came running toward the trees, the ar reverberated with the sound of a
parting taunt. The laugh of The Shadow rang out with dl its mockery. The Shadow, like his agents, was

departing.

Konk Zitz laughed hoarsdly. Though hdlf his crew had been crippled, he had put The Shadow on the run.
So thought the big shot as he ordered his scattered henchmen to the remaining cars.

But Konk's shreds of triumph were ill-founded. He was wrong when he thought The Shadow was in



flight. By that swift departure, The Shadow was planning to ruin schemes that Konk thought were
beyond the magter fighter's reach.

CHAPTER XXI.BY THE BRIDGE

THE Latuna Museum was located just south of a main highway. Between the museum and the town, a
paved road cut off from the through highway and led cross-country to the village of Larkton.

Clyde Burke was familiar with that fact. That was why he had told The Shadow that the supposed trucks
mud have gone by the Larkton road. Little traveled, the cross thoroughfare offered a perfect route for
the crooks who had gone with Bart Drury.

By choosing that course, they avoided traffic and dso escaped passing through Latuna itsdf. Moreover,
they could gain the Larkton road by means of the dirt lane that curved around the hillSde a the back of
the museum. This diminated dl contact with the highway.

Three miles out, the Larkton road crossed the rocky ravine of a trickling creek. The bridge was reached
by adoping grade. It bore two warnings one, not to exceed tweve miles an hour in crossng; the other,
barring dl trucks of more then five tons capacity.

A bulky, antiquated truck was standing on the dope fifty feet from the near sde of the trestle. Its dim
lights revedled the bridge. Its wheezing motor was idling, accompanied by the clatter of a loose fan belt.
Two men were ganding by the big vehicle. Ther growled conversation marked them as members of
Konk Zitzs gorilla crew.

"I don't get the lay, Soupy," one was saying. "First we blow the back of that museum. Then we scram
without goin' in there. Say—I tink Konk's gone screwy.”

"Yeeh?" returned "Soupy.” "Wid dl de dough he's been flashin? Say, if Konk's gone bugs, crack me on
the dome an' make me de same way."

"Like | socked the mug that's layin' in the truck, en?'
"Say—you hit dat guy hard, Marty. Y ou oughta been careful about dat. Remember what Konk said.”

"The guy's comin' to aready, Soupy. I'm keepin' an eye on him. That's somethin' dse | can't figure
There's Nick an' Lefty up ahead pullin' the props out from under that bridge. So we can ditch this
junker"—a nudge toward the truck—"an' dl the Suff that'sin it. What's the idea?"

"Say, Marty. You must be dumb. | got de idea as soon as Konk spilled it.”
"Yeah? What isit?'

"Dis old truck is supposed to be de last of a whole bunch. See? Rallin’ off wid a lot of swag from dat
museum. But dl its got in it is de bum suff from upgtairs. When dis truck bumps trough de bridge, de
bullsll find it here. Deyll tink de red swag went out dis way."

"But where's the red swag? We didn't go in that hole we blew.”

"Da's Konk's job. Leave dat to him. We're de blind, dat's dl. Dat's de way | figure it, Marty."

"Sounds likely, Soupy."

MUFFLED pounding from benesth the bridge. A timber gave way with a splintering sound. Then came a



crash, seconds later, as the fdling beam reached the depths of the ravine.

"Dat job oughta have been done ahead o' time" objected Soupy. "No use gickin' around here de way
weis"

"No?' retorted Marty. "W, you're the bozo that's talkin' dumb now. They don't use this road much, but
supposin' somebody had come through after the bridge was fixed. That wouldve queered it for us,
wouldn't it."

"Yeah. | neveh figured it dat way. Say, you gotta hand it to Konk Zitz. He knows his onions, dat guy
does!"

A moan from the front seat of the wheezing truck. Marty leaned in to make an ingpection by the glow
from the dash light.

"Comin'to," he said. "Maybe I'd better hand him another haymaker."
"Lay off it," growled Soupy. "De mug ain't to look like held been pasted. He's part of de blind -"

Soupy broke off as he heard the sound of gpproaching voices. Two gorillas came into the light of the
headlamps. Nick and Lefty had finished the job at the bridge. One of them spoke to Soupy and Marty.

"How's the mug?' was his question.

"Wakin' up, Lefty," replied Marty.

"Shove him under the whed, then,” ordered Lefty. "That's the way. Now |oose that hand brake.”
"Aint you goin' to shoveit in gear?'

"No. Think | want to gdl it?'

"OK., Lefty."

Meanwhile, Soupy and Nick were taking. The man from the bridge was bringing up a question that had
evidently been dropped upon their arriva here.

"That blast after we left," Nick was saying. "It didn't sound like it come from the quarry. It was too close

"I tdl you it was from de quarry,” broke in Soupy. "If it wasn't -"
"They'd have quit blagtin', Soupy, after hearin' that 1oad we let off -"
"Maybe dey would. But maybe dey had de charge dl set an' -"
"Look out!" came Lefty's growl from the other side of the truck.

Nick and Soupy stepped away. The wheezy truck was ralling. Sow on this easy portion of the dope, it
would gain speed draight for the bridge.

"We pinched dat wagon up in Rockport,” chuckled Soupy. "Say—de guy dat ownsitll be -"

He stopped. Like the others, Soupy turned, then leaped to the sde of the road as he heard a car come
roaring from a bend behind him. Then, like a meteor from darkness, a sedan came hurtling down the

dope.



Lefty, leader of this quartet, yanked a gun as the glare bore down upon him. He shouted an order that
sounded above the gpproaching roar.

"Let 'em have it!"

AS gorillas drew, the bark of an automatic came from the left Sde of the whizang sedan. Bullets Szzed
into the cluster of firing thugs. Tongues of flame accompanied the staccato burdts as the sedan whirled
past the crew.

Enemies sorawled—al save Lefty. He legped for the sedan as the driver suddenly applied the brakes.
Catching an opened window, the ruffian went flying to the running board and swung to am a shot a the
driver, who was now trying to avert disaster.

Brakes screeched as the car cut down its eighty-mile-an-hour pace. Lefty lost @am as the driver swerved
past the speed-gaining truck. On toward the very edge of the bridge. Then the brakes jammed.

The sedan did a sudden right-about. In its whirl it came into the path of the truck; then out of it. Lefty,
losing his hold on the ftilting Side, was thrown on to the bridge.

The door of the sedan shot open; out sprang afigure that showed solid black as it dodged away from the
oncoming truck.

The Shadow had arrived. He had stopped on the verge of disaster. In split-seconds, he had summed the
gtuation. Forgetting Lefty, who had dropped his gun and was trying to rise from the bridge, The Shadow
whirled dmost againg the passing truck.

There was no door by the driver's seat. But a man was behind the whed, dangling there, groggy, shaking
with the jolts that the truck made in gaining a fifteen-mile-an-hour speed.

Swinging to the running board, The Shadow seized the limp figure and went rdlling to the roadway,
carrying the man with him. Both figures went sorawling in the dust by the sedan.

A scream from the bridge. Lefty's hoarse cry was too late. He was unable to crawl clear. His risng form
went over like atenpin, asthe big truck struck him. The front whed jolted as it passed over the crook's
body. The truck veered toward therall.

Before the lumbering Jagannath reached the Sde, a crackling sound came from the bridge itsdf.
Wesakened timbers gave. The wooden planking caved. The whole structure swayed and went crashing
down into the gorge, the truck hurtling beyond the faling debris.

Lefty's writhing form was on the doping brink. A dawing, helpless sght, the last of the quartet dipped
with the loosening planks. While the echoes of the crashing truck were dill sounding from the depths of
the ravine, Lefty disappeared into the chasm.

THE SHADOW saw it, while rising from the dust. By the sedan he found a bewildered man trying to get
to his feet. The Shadow helped the rescued man into the sedan. Behind the whed, The Shadow turned
on the dome light. He laughed softly as he recognized Bart Drury's face.

Groggy, grimy-faced, hisdothing torn, the star reporter lay bewildered. The Shadow drew a phid from
beneeth his cloak. He pressed the tiny vessd to Bart's lips. A purplish liquid trickled to the reporter's

tongue.

Bart dtirred. The Shadow clicked out the dome light and started the stalled motor. The car was turned up
the dope. Asit garted forward, the headlights showed the sprawled, mationless forms of three gorillas.



Then tha gght was left behind. The sedan was purring toward the level road. Bart Drury, hdf
bewildered, was mumbling:

"Burke, Burke—is that you, Burke?'

"No," came the quiet response. The Shadow's tone was assuring. "Burke isdl right.”

"Gled of that,” mumbled Bart. "Made me cal him—Konk did. Couldn't— couldn't get out of it."
"Speak on," ordered the quiet voice.

"They grabbed me" explained Bart. "In Konk's place—at the Phoenix. Konk said I'd have—to be the
goat. Said hed—he'd bump Burke—unless | played the game.”

The phid came to Bart's lipsin the darkness. A taste of the potent liquid was reviving. Bart steadied, and
spoke further to the slent driver beside him.

"Burke was to see me running things" explained Bart. "Konk was to let hm go. Burke would pin it on
me. | knew | was dated for the spot. But | played the game—to get Burke out of it.

"Maybe Burke knows | was on the leve. I—I couldn't go out without trying to tip him off. They had me
doing an act with an empty gun. They'd have plugged me if 1 hadn't played my part. But | flashed the
revolver in front of Burke's nose. He—he saw, it was empty. No bullets”

Bart subsided in the cushions. His strength had lessened. But as he rested, his mind cleared. He could
hear the quiet voice spesking, daing facts that Bart Drury knew, yet which he had never pieced together.
Then came orders that the reporter understood.

The car came to a stop. The door opened so softly that Bart did not hear it. The Shadow stepped
through darkness to a spot where a coupe was sanding. He voiced alow hiss.

Clyde Burke dighted. Cliff Mardand shifted from the driver's whed. Entering, The Shadow took his
place. A quedioning hiss. Cliff spoke tensdly, tdling of the trip to Harrison Knode's, and how he had
been trapped when he fluked the safe.

A soft laugh. Clyde Burke, by the coupe, heard whispered orders. He responded. The motor started.
Taking Cliff, The Shadow drove away, leaving Clyde standing by the sedan.

In the stopped car, Drury had heard voices, then the departure of the coupe. Turning to the driver's sedt,
he shot a question to the person whom he supposed il sat there.

"Say—who are you?'

No response. Bart groped for the dome light and switched it on. He stared, dumfounded. The sesat
behind the whed was empty. Then came footsteps. A face was thrugt into the light. Bart stared at Clyde
Burke.

"Hdlo, Bart!" amiled The Shadow's agent, opening the door to take his place behind the whed. "I got
that gun flash when you gave it. Well, old man, you're out of it—like | am. But we're divingin agan.”

Bart nodded. He, like Clyde Burke, had received orders from The Shadow. Like Clyde, Bart was game.

CHAPTER XXIl. THE EVIDENCE



HARRISON KNODE was seated in his parlor. Opposite hm were two acquaintances. They had
accompanied the crusading editor to his home after attending the hearing at Strafford Malden's.

"I think Grewling will hold his job," predicted Knode, as he tendered cigars to his friends. "He looked
pretty confident when he left. After dl, 1'd like to see him Stay in as police chief."

Surprised looks from the guests. This statement was unexpected, in the light of congtant criticiam that
Knode had directed againg the police chief.

"You wonder why, don't you?' questioned Knode. "Wdl, I'll tdl you. Mayor Rush wants Grewling ouit.
That'swhy | want imto Stay in.

"Those two never worked together. Rush is a hdfway reformer. He's just too conservative in action,
that's dl. Grewling is a holdover from the old adminigration. That's his trouble.

"If Grewling Stays in despite the mayor's opposition, each will try to outdo the other. Well have some fun
herein Latuna. Plenty of mesat for my editorids. But well have action with the fun.

"If either one of those two has been pulling something—and I've indnuated that dl dong—the other will
uncover it. There's been too much of the Alphonse and Gaston with that pair; each kowtowing to the
other -"

Knode broke off. The front door had opened. Some one was entering. Heavy footsteps; others behind
them. Then, into a curtained doorway stepped the figure of Police Chief Lawrence Grewling.

"HELLO, Chief Grewling!" exclamed Knode, in surprise. "What's up? Have they come to a decison up
a Mdden's?'

"No," returned the chief, grimly. "Theré's more than that, Knode. Robbery at the museum!”
"Robbery? What did they take?'

"They blew the vault. Cleaned out the entire Soyer collection.”

Knode stood aghast. Then hisjourndigtic indinct seized him. He turned to hisfriends.

"Remember what | said, coming down from Maden's?" he questioned. "l said those blasts didn't sound
like they were from the quarry.”

The other men nodded. Grewling spoke.

"They handed tear gas to the officers on duty,” he stated. "Then left them bound and gagged in the
curator's office. Blew ther way into the vault from the back. Then blasted up into the Sphinx Room. Why
they did that, | can't figure

"Into the Sphinx Room," exdlamed Knode. "What happened to the Blue Sphinx?
"It cracked up. It's lying therein chunks”
"What a gory!"

"Wait a minute” declared Grewling. "Therés more you havent heard. The thieves had a fight among
themsdves. That's why they didn't kill off my men, as near as| can see -"

"Wasit Konk Zitz and his crowd?"



"Yes But it wasn't Konk Zitz at the head of it. Workmen from the quarry came over after the shooting
and released my men. I've got three witnesses who saw the red leader.”

"Who was he?'

"Bart Drury!"

Knode stared. Then he laughed and shook his head. Taking his cigar from hislips, he asked:
"What isthis, Grewling? A joke?'

"Not a bit of it!" retorted the police chief. "You don't think 1 came over here to be friendly, did you?
That's not dl I've got on Drury.” He turned toward the door and called. "Say, Jurling, comein herel™

A man entered. It was the detective whom the crooks had dubbed "Mushmug." The dick stood solemnly
ingde the door. Grewling spoke again. "Tdl Knode what you heard at the Phoenix."

"WELL," announced Jurling, otherwise Mushmug, "'l was atakin' to afdlow they cdled Dopey. He says
to me that Harrison Knode has got a lot of dockaments he an't showin' nobody. Facks about lots of
people; one of 'em his own reporter —this guy Drury. Dopey says Drury told that to Konk Zitz. Said the
dockaments wasin Mr. Knode's safe.”

"You hear that, Knode?' quizzed Grewling. "Looks like your reporter has a ariimind record. What do
you know about it?'

"l have certain papersinmy safe," admitted Knode. "l regarded them as private and shdl continue to do
0."

"Any about Drury?'

"Yes Mogtly recommendations.”

"l want to see them."

"Veay wdl. | shdl bring them from the safe”
"Suppose | go dong.”

Knode smiled and shook his head. He stepped to a door that opened into the rear room. With a gesture
toward a chair, he went into the room where the safe was located.

Gremling stood gtalid for afull minute. Then, before Knode's friends knew what he was about, the police
chief strode across the room and burst open the door.

Harrison Knode was opening the door of the safe. He legped to his feet as he saw Grewling. The police
chief leveled arevolver.

"Stand back!" he ordered. "In the name of the law!"

Knode obeyed; then, defiantly, he chalenged:

"Thisisillegd, Greming!"

"Hold him, men!" ordered the police chief.

Mushmug and another dick pounced upon Knode before he could shut the door of the safe. Grewling



beckoned to the editor's friends. They followed the chief to the safe.

"I want witnesses" he declared. "We're going to find the red facts concerning this fdlow Bart Drury.
That'swhy I'm here. | want you men to see tha | put back whatever | take from this safe -"

Grewling paused and his eyes opened wide. He pointed to the safe; as the others saw the object he
indicated, the chief stepped forward and brought it into full view.

The object was along-barreled revolver, fitted with the peculiar structure of an old-fashioned silencer.

"The gun that got Rubd and Hallid" shouted Grewling. "The experts said those bullets came from a gun
likethid How did this come here, Knode!"

"I NEVER saw it beforel" gasped the editor.
"No?" Grewling handed the gun to Mushmug, and dug in the safe. He brought out a stack of papers.

"Rubd’s letters,” he stated. "And here's a floor plan of the museum. Looks like Rubd's writing on it.
Y es—that's what it is. Hard writing to read. Well do thet later."

Passing the new evidence to Mushmug, the police chief turned solemnly to Knode. In a voice of
authority, he announced. "Harrison Knode, | arrest you in the name of the lav!"

"You can't do thid" stormed Knode, trying to break away from the officers who held him. "This is dl
illegd, | tdl you -"

"Tekehimout,” growled Grewling.
"City hdll, chief?" questioned a cop.
"No," replied Grewling. "Up to Malden's. That's where the mayor is. Come dong, the rest of you."

NEWS of unexpected vistors came to Strafford Maden when Toya appeared in the conservatory.
Maden and three other men were seated in conference with Quirby Rush. Toya was polite in his
interruption.

"Honorable Police Chief," he declared. "Come to see Honorable Mayor."
"Tdl im | shall see him after the conference,” ordered Rush.

"It isimportant, Honorable Mayor," reported Toya. "It is about robbery a museum. Honorable Prisoner
has been brought here -"

"Wha's that? A robbery? A prisoner? Tdl Grewling to enter at oncel”

The sarvant departed. Two minutes later, Grewling arived with Knode. The editor had become
peaceable. He amiled sullenly as he met the eyes of Mayor Rush. Mexting a glare, Knode turned toward
Malden, who looked puzzled.

"Produce the evidence," ordered Grewling.

Mushmug laid documents on a table. Then the gun with the Silencer.

Mayor Rush uttered a surprised exclamation when he saw the weapon. He looked toward Grewling.
"Here are the facts," announced the police chief. "That crowd from the Phoenix Hotel got busy to-night.



Gassed my men a the museum and blew the vault. They took everything.”
Gasps from committee members. Grewling proceeded:

"Bart Drury was working with them. He was recognized. So | went up to Knode's. Wanted facts on
Drury. Knode opened his safe; | covered him and found this Suff.”

"You hear that?" put in Knode. "He admits forcible entry, without a search warrant.”
"It was judtified,” declared Mayor Rush, sernly. "Don't you think so, gentlemen?'

"Hardly." Strafford Maden spoke for the committee. "Yet, snce the act has been performed, we must
accept the evidence, | suppose. Y et, you acted beyond your authority, Grewling.”

"Hedid," sneered Knode. "I tdl you, | know nathing of that suff! Some one must have planted it in my
safe. No one can prove anything againg mel”

"No?' questioned Grewling. "Take a look at this, Knode. | got it this afternoon, while you were a your
office. | had your housekeeper down at city hdl, Knode."

"My housekeeper? Bridget?"

"Yes And she dgned this afidavit gating that you went to the Latuna Museum the night that Rubal and
Hallis were murdered. Y ou were the man who had that appointment with Rubal!

"You made one dip, Knode'—Grewling turned triumphantly to face Rush and Maden; then he swung
back toward the editor—"just one dip. | waked in the other day while you were taking with your
reporters.

"I caught something that was said. | didn't think about it until later. Then, to-day, worried about this
hearing of mine, | quizzed your housekeeper. She blabbed. Here's her sworn statement.”

KNODE looked about. A newcomer had entered; Howard Dunham, editor of the Gazette. He had
joined the ranks of Knode's enemies. Even Knode's friends |ooked solemn. They believed him guilty.

"I did have an gppointment with Rubal,” admitted Knode. "He was going to talk. To tdl me why he had
gdled with those new museum plans. Bridget, my housekeeper, thought | went out. But | didn't -"

No one was bdieving. Knode's protest sounded feeble. The editor made alagt attempt.
"If Drury would only show up,” he said. "Maybe that would clear me. He could support my word -"

"Drury?' questioned Mayor Rugh, sarcadticdly. "He's the man we're looking for. He's a crook. In league
with those criminds who had established themsdlves here in Latuna. He has gone with them. He would
never dare come here -"

Rush stopped. There was commoation at the doorway that led from house to conservatory. Cops turned
about and stared as Bart Drury stepped into view, pushing the protesting Toya from his path.

Grimy and tattered, Bart Drury faced the group. Behind him was Clyde Burke. Witnesses to the musaum
rad, they were here to reved the facts. Here, by order of The Shadow.

CHAPTER XXIII. THE GAME REVEALED
A SOLEMN tribuna was seated in judgment. As chief offidd of Latuna, Mayor Quirby Rush occupied



the center; he was behind a table in the middle of the conservatory. On his right sat Strafford Maden; on
hisleft, Howard Dunham.

Harison Knode was sanding between two detectives, while Police Chief Lawrence Grewling stood
aone, watching Bart Drury and Clyde Burke. The reporters were facing the improvised bar of justice.

All others had gone into the house, to await cal if needed. Toya stood at the closed door, ready to obey
any order.

There was another door to the conservatory. It opened into the back of the house. Just within that door
stood Singler, Maden's chauffeur. He had been cdled in by Toya

Bart Drury had completed his story. In steedy, easy tone, the reporter had told of his efforts to waich the
crooks who had been latent in Latuna. He had given details of his capture; his cdl to Clyde Burke; and
the role he was forced to play. He came to the finish.

"They had mein atruck out back of the museum,” stated Bart. "One man was guarding me. Three others
blasted the brick back of the vault. Right after that they piled into the truck. | put up a fight. They dugged
me—one of them did.

"When | came to, | was behind the whed of the truck. It was coagting down a dope. Then some one
came roaring upinacar. | heard shots; brakes screeching; | was yanked from the whed."

"The truck kept on. It crashed through the high trestle on the Larkton road. Some—some motorist had
saved me. He brought me back to town. Left mein the car; then Burke showed up. We came here”

"A preposterous tory!" snorted Mayor Rush. "It lacks conviction, Drury. It pogtively lacks -"

"Why do you think I'm here?' broke in Bart. "Isnt that proof enough that I'm on the levd? Can't you see
what those crooks were after?

"If I'd been found a the whed of that truck, it would have looked as though | was with the bunch.
Méaking a getaway thet crashed. | had to play in with them to save Burke"

Bat looked from sSde to sde. He appedled fird to Dunham. The Gazette editor gave a dight nod.
Though the Enterprise was hisriva sheet, Dunham, as a newspaper man, seemed indined to believe the
reporter's sory.

Strafford Maden saw Dunham's nod. Then he was faced by Bart's expresson of appea. Where
Dunham had shown open-mindedness, Maden displayed sympathy. He turned to Mayor Rush.

"Suppose,” suggested Malden, “that we accept this story on a temporary basis. Let us hear what the
other man—Burke—hasto say."

"Very wdl," agreed Rush.

CLYDE told his story, up to the point where he had broken from the crooks. He stated that one of the
band had been dated for the guillotine. He told how he had dashed to Cliff Mardand's rescue. But he did
not mention Cliff's name.

Then Clyde became impressive. He was fallowing indructions from The Shadow.

"There was some onein the museum,” declared Clyde, "who was there to thwart the crooks. That person
sarted the fight. When | helped the fdlow whom | found on the guillating, the stranger was dready



baitling Konk's crew.

"I was trapped, with the helpless man whom | had rescued. We headed for the anteroom, to get away
from the crooks. We heard the exploson when the vault was blown. Then came the second blast. The
person ading us had opened the way for escape—by blowing up the Blue Sphinx.”

Facing the pompous mayor, Clyde added:

"We went down into the vault and out the back. Our rescuer was there, in the darkness. | told him that
Drury wasin danger. He left; and | escaped, with the chap whom | had rescued from the guillotine”

"The man you rescued was a crook?' quizzed Rush, sharply. "Where is he now?'

"He left me" replied Clyde. "I couldn't hold him. | didnt want to, after he told me why the thugs had
daed himfor death.”

"Why was that?' quizzed Rush.

"Because" responded Clyde, "he had failed to open Harrison Knode's safe. Konk Zitz went to Knode's
to-night; for some reason, he wanted to get into the safe. This fdlow fluked the job; Konk accused him
of being a double crosser. Konk dated him for death; then Konk opened the safe himsdf -

"Enough!” broke in the mayor. "We have heard too much of these preposterous stories! These men were
both in with the crooks. They are trying to shiddd Knode. Come! We can have no more of this
absurdity!”

Clyde turned to face Knode. All the while, the editor had been ligening to the stories told by his
reporters. The Shadow had ordered Clyde to count on Knode if the pinch arrived. The Shadow had
counted upon the keenness of the editor.

KNODE stepped forward, the detectives accompanying him. He stood in front of Rush; then swung
about to look at Grewling. Cool, Knode had been ganing that power that he had, with facts. The same
ability that enabled him to produce hislogica editorids was about to serve him with his plea

"Herelies evidence." Knode svung his hand toward the table, where the death gun and the papers were
lying. "These articles were found in my safe. Does any one'—his eyes were chdlenging—"believe that |
would have been foal enough to keep them there?

"You give me credit for being the master of a aimind band. Do you think that | would have linked my
reporters—the very men needed for an dibi—with such a nefarious outfit?

"You, Grewling'—he wheded to the police chif—"are the holder of an afidavit made by my
housekeeper. That document says that | intended to go to the musaum the night that Rubd was
murdered. | did not go; and the affidavit can not prove that | was there.

"Evidence—yes. But dl of a cdrcumdantid sort. Drury and Burke have told ther stories. Absurd though
they may seem, they have saved me from the trap. For both those men have told facts. Ther testimony
will counteract this dameging evidence."

"What do you gentlemen think of this?' demanded Mayor Rush, turing to Malden; then to Dunham. It
was the Gazette editor who responded.

"Knodeisright," declared Dunham, frankly. "I mugt admit that | am confused by details. Nevertheless, he
has struck the vitd point. The evidence againg Knode would become shaky—in court—when matched



agang the testimony of Drury and Burke."
"I have officers from the museum,” snorted Grewling, "who will testify that Drury led the crooks.”

"But Burke explains dl that," protested Dunham. "There is nothing to prove that Burke was with the
outfit. Burke hastold us that Drury carried an empty gun.”

"Konk Zitz tried to make me think that Drury had ordered my murder,” reminded Clyde. "So | would
support the officersin their testimony.”

"Gentlemen,” Harrison Knode broke the pause, "we are actudly of one mind. Our thoughts have been
clouded; that isdl. Before we reconsider details, let us andyze the game. Konk Zitz and his raiders were
not implicated in the death of Joseph Rubd. Y et Rubd's murder is being linked with the crime tonight.”

"Because you were responsible for both,” stormed Grewling.

"Not I," ganiled Knode. "But some one was responsible. There is a master crook in this. A man who
knows Launa, and who murdered Rubd because the curator knew what was coming.” Knode nodded
as the others stared.

"MY agppointment with Rubd,” declared the keen editor, "was made because Rubd was ready to give
the game away. Rubd was murdered. His papers were taken away. They were planted—some of
them—in my safe, to-night, dong with the death gun. Any ordinary safe cracker could have opened that
safe of mine. It was part of the game. To make it look as though | were the master crook.

"That, gentlemen, was the mogt inddious part of the scheme. The plotter knew that his existence would
be uncovered. He wanted to find some one who could be marked as the big shot. He picked me as the

godt.

"Usdess words, Knode!" declared Mayor Rush. "We have proof that you went to the museum the night
that Rubd was dain -"

"Proof that | could have gone to the museum.”

"Which amounts to the same thing."

"It does?"

"es"

Knode's eyes gleamed at the mayor's reply.

"What you mean," declared the editor, "isthat | have no dibi. Very wdl. Have you?'
"Have 17" demanded Rush. "What do you mean? | am not under accusation.”

"You are," returned Knode, cdmly. "l am accusing you!"

"Of what?'

"Of the murder of Joseph Ruba. Where were you at the time the curator was dain?'
Rush was on his feet, dutching the edge of the table.

"I wasinmy office" he shouted, "a the city hdl! Until nine o'clock, or thereabouts -"



"Who saw you in your office?" interposed Knode.
"No ong" returned Rush, indignantly. "But Grewling met me afterward.”

"Afterward,” mocked Knode. "Just as Drury and Burke saw me afterward. Wdll, your dibi—a weak
one—seems to depend on the police chief." Knode siwvung about. "What have you to say, Greming?'

It was a clever move. In atrice, Knode had matched the discord between mayor and police chief. Rush,
indignant, had let himsdf go on trid. Grewling, the offidd whom he sought to fire, was the man upon
whom he mugt depend!

"Il be honest,” declared the police chief, soberly. "I went up to the mayor's house a nine o'clock tha
night. He wasn't there when | arrived. He showed up a few minutes |ater.

"The firg thing he said was that held been at the office. | didn't think much about it then, but right now,
Mr. Knode, it begins to seem odd. The mayor tdling me where held been, like he was looking for an dibi

"So that's it, Gremling!" broke in Rush. "That's your game, eh? Wdl, make a statement for yoursdf.
Where were you between eight and nine that night?'

"Attending to business” retorted Grewling. "Putting men on watch at the Phoenix Hotd."
"Were you a the hotd ?'

"Yes | camein there just before | went up to your house. Around nine o'clock.”

"And before nine where were you?'

"Around town. No particular place.”

"Hear im!" snapped Rush, vicioudy. "No particular place. That might mean the museum. Liden,
Grewling, and mark my words. | wondered why you started that vigl at the Phoenix Hotdl, without my
order. You exceeded your authority, and | begin to understand why.

"Knode has awakened me. He dways criticized you as a holdover from the last adminidration. Like
Rubd. Perhaps the two of you were better acquainted than you made out. Those crooks at the Phoenix
Hotd are another point. You said they would make no trouble if they stayed there.”

"You are accusng me?' demanded Grewling. His fists were clenched; his face purple.

"One moment!" The sharp interruption came from Strafford Maden. Usudly benign, the wedthy men
was angry as he came to his feet. "This is dl outrageousl Why tak of dibis from our mayor and our
police chief? Both are honorable men. Knode ison trid. Let us confine oursdves to him.”

"Thisisdl ridiculous. Why, the next thing you know, | shdl be under accusation. Fortunately"—Maden
relaxed with a quiet smile— "I can avoid such indignity. | have two men right here—Toya and
Sngle—who know that | was in this conservatory on the night that Joseph Ruba was murdered.”

Clyde Burke shot a quick glance to Bart Drury, who smiled and nodded. Before Maden could say
another word, Drury sprang a Satement.

"Go on with your dibi, Mr. Maden."
Strafford Mdden hdted. His eyes narrowed to a glower. While others looked dumfounded, Bart spoke



agan, pargphrasing words theat he had heard in that darkened car; words from the hidden lips of his
mysterious rescuer.

"Tdl us" jeered Drury, "why Ruba suddenly changed his tune the very day tha the Blue Sphinx was
inddled. Tdl uswhy only one truck—a dummy—was at the museum to-night. Tdl us why you posed as
aphilanthropist; but gave only the ground for the museum and, later, the Blue Sphinx -"

Maden was quivering. He saw Harrison Knode pointing and Police Chief Grewling nodding. Maden
backed from the table, pitiful for the moment. Then, with a sudden effort, he shot his right hand to his
pocket and gave a sharp cry.

A revolver flashed into view. At the same ingant, other weapons appeared in the hands of Toya and
Sngler. Maden and his servants held the throng covered. Hands went up as Maden snarled.

"Stand where you are!" was Mdden's fierce order. "You want the facts. Listen and hear them!”
CHAPTER XXIV. THE SECRET OF THE SPHINX

IN the pause that followed, grim sllence descended upon the conservatory. Strafford Maden stood as
magter. His quick change; the prompt response of his henchmen, had rendered the throng dumfounded.

Clyde Burke stared hopelesdy toward Bart Drury. Given the cue, Drury had worked too fast.

By The Shadow's desgn, this game should have developed dowly. The Shadow had foreseen that
Knode, innocent of guilt, would twigt the accusation toward ether Rush or Grewling, figuring that one
mugt be the man behind crime.

From that, Drury had been told to swing the blame on Maden. Trapped, the red plotter should have
been caught helpless. Instead, Maden had gained too quick an inkling. Thanks to the presence of his
henchmen, he had turned the tables.

"S0 you spotted the game, Drury,” sneered Malden, no longer concedling the pent-up evil of his nature.
"Whdl, you've done me a favor. But do not expect it to be returned.

"Foold"—Madden shot his gaze about the slent group—"1 had you hoaxed throughout! Some freak of
fate damaged my cause to-night; but | have regained control. | shdl reman as master.

"You, Knode, have been trying to learn who gained the big graft during the previous adminigtration. You
have wanted Mayor Rush to tell. He could not. He did not know. | was the man behind the profits here
in Latuna

"When Quirby Rush was elected mayor, | knew the game was ended. My associates departed. Darfield,
the ex-mayor, was one. My former henchmen feared me. | knew they would not talk. But | needed new
profits to make up for the loss of graft.

"I sponsored the Latuna Museum. | suggested the vault, to hold the treasures donated by Barnaby Soyer.
| needed atoal. | chose Joseph Rubd. During the condruction of the museum, we arranged a trap in that
built-in pedestal and covered it with planking.”

Maden paused to chuckle, asif enjoying the thought of his conniving past.

"Rubd delayed the plans for the extensons to the museum while we awaited the arivd of the Blue
Spohinx. There are many such datues in Libya. The man cost of bringing that one was its shipment. |
considered it worth the expense.



"The night before the Blue Sphinx arrived, | entered the museum with Toya and Singler. Rubd Ift the
door open for us. Through the trap in the Sphinx Room, we removed dl of the Soyer collection and
brought it here. The treasures now repose in my heavily locked cdlar.

"The next day, the Blue Sphinx arrived. Ruba superintended the removd of the loose planking and the
placement of the Sphinx. The trapdoor was a neat one. No workmen knew of its existence. The way by
which the treasure had been removed was hidden benegth a five-ton mass of stone. Resting on the solid
portion of the pedestal, the Blue Sphinx covered the smal opening.”

Maden paused and leered creftily. The listeners knew that they were to heer—the fallowing portion—of
his scheme.

"I KNEW that the loss would eventualy be discovered. When the extensions were built to the museum;
for then the vault would be opened. There was only one answer. A fake robbery by aiminds a blind
trail that would lead the hunt away from me.

"I could dispose of the treasures later. All the while | did so, the law would be trying to trace the link
between the Soyer collection and the crooks. That iswhy | cdled in the services of Konk Zitz and paid
him to keep his henchmen in Latuna. They were ready for the dimax which Zitz termed the bl ow-off."

"My only trouble was Ruba. He wanted to get out of it, by resigning after the Blue Sphinx was ingdled.
He had aided in the actud robbery; | knew his resgnation would produce suspicion &fter the fdse rad
took place. There was only one solution.

"l went to the museum, leaving Toya and Singler here to give a fake dibi later. Hallis et me in. He was
gad to see me. He wanted me to talk to Rubd. He told me that Knode was coming. | knew then that
Rubd intended to confess. So | went directly to the office and shot him down with this Slent revolver.”

Maden chuckled as he looked at the weapon on the table. Savagely, he swung toward Harrison Knode.

"I had to wait there" he stated. "I knew you were coming. | had gathered dl incriminating documents.
Any that might mean aclue. | was waiting for you, Knode; but Hallis came in your place. | killed hm so
he could not tdll the truth.

"I knew that police were watching the Phoenix Hotel. That was good. It kept Konk Zitz and his men free
of blame. | knew their opportunity would come. The blaging of the empty vault did not have to be
hurried. While | waited, | evolved a scheme'—Maden's lips twisted in evil fashion—"that made the

whole game perfect.

"I |eft the death gun and a few old papers’'—a hand gesture toward the table—"where Zitz could get
them. He planted them in your safe, Knode. Then he framed Drury, with Burke, who appeared honest,
to be awitness. You have dl heard the rest.”

Maden tightened his hold on hisrevolver. He leered savagdly; his eyes were dmost wild.

"Some one forced himsdf into the game!™ cried the self-confessed crook. "Some one who shattered the
Blue Sphinx in order to make an outlet of escape. What does it matter? No one will ever know the truth!
Traces of the trapdoor may prove damaging. But | can divert suspicion from mysdf, once | have
disposed of dl of you.

"You are going to die" Maden's voice was steady. "All of you, herein this conservatory! There will be a
fight, presumably started by order of Harrison Knode. | and my servants done will remain dive -"

EYES were intent upon Malden. All save those of Clyde Burke. The Shadow's agent had gazed toward



the Sde door of the conservatory. He saw that door open, behind Singler.

Maden's servant did not hear a sound. But as Clyde stared, he saw Singler shift forward. Clyde could
tdl that a gun muzze had been thrust againg the back of the chauffeur's neck.

Sngler's knees shook. His fingers loosened; his revolver clattered to the floor, as he staggered feebly in
from the door.

Maden turned quickly at the sound. So did Toya. Baoth found themselves garing into the muzzes of
automatics. Thelr hands released the revolvers that they held.

Shrouded againg the blackness of the opened door, The Shadow stood like a symbal of death. His form
was vague; the cloak and douch hat looked like a portion of the outer darkness. But the eyes that blazed
from beneath the hat brim were living coas. The whispered voice that spoke was chilling.

"It was |," declared The Shadow, in hissnigter tone, "I who divined your scheme! The riddle of the Blue
Sohinx! 1t was | who placed the charges benesth the Sphinx, ready to blast it, the night before your
henchmen moved!

"That would have laid bare the empty vault. Then would come my next strokes. Againg you; againgt your
caiminds Separately. But circumgtances'— the shilance of The Shadow's tone was shuddering—
"changed my plan. Y our henchmen came to me. | dedlt with them.

"Your turn has come, Strafford Maden. | have alowed you to declare your guilt. Confessed a murderer,
you are doomed -"

A shout from outdoors. A warning cry. Clyde Burke recognized Cliff Mardand's voice. Then came the
bark of revolvers.

The Shadow wheded in, away from the doorway. His automatics thundered as he fired into the outer
darkness. Answering bullets were crashing the glass windows.

Konk Zitz and the remains of his crew had arrived!

MALDEN and his servants legped for their guns Upon them pounced the men whom Maden had
threatened to kill. Quirby Rush and Howard Dunham overpowered Mdden. Chiegf Grewling and
Harrison Knode caught Toya. Clyde Burke and Bart Drury bore Singler to the floor.

The Shadow, turning, saw the outcome. With a swift whirl, he made for the door, firing as he went. He
had semmed the crooks' gunfire; sweeping out into the night, he was bound upon new vengeance.

Cliff Mardand and Harry Vincent, crouched behind alow wall, were exchanging shots with ruffians in the
offing. They and The Shadow had shot down the ones who had made for the house. The rest were
dationed in the background.

A snarl came in Konk Zitzs voice. With it, a growl from Tinker Furris. The two had seen The Shadow
appear in momentary fashion. RiSng, they amed for their archenemy.

Cliff Mardand spotted Konk and fired. His bullet clipped the big shot.

Tinker was shooting toward the house. His dugs were chipping stone from the wdl. His am was wide of
the dusive, unseen figure in black. Then, as Harry amed to get Tinker, a shot burst from the darkness.
The gloom showed Tinker sorawling by a tree trunk.



Sweeping across the dim lawvn, The Shadow sent shots after the last fleeing members of Konk's crew.
Puppet forms sprawled dong the gravd drive. Cliff and Harry were in view. The Shadow hissed an order
for their departure. He swung back toward the house.

Sounds of conflict indicated that Maden and his two henchmen had been captured. Such was the case;
but Maden, fiendish in power, was not through. He was halding his revolver; but he could not use it. A
detective, ariving to aid Rush and Dunham, snatched the wesgpon from the archcrook’s grasp.

Toya and Singler were downed. But Maden made his sudden break. He sent Rush rdlling across the
table. He hurled Dunham upon Mushmug, the detective. With a wild legp Mdden grabbed the
dlencer-fitted death gun from the table and sprang free toward the Sde door of the conservatory. He
stopped short.

The Shadow had returned.

BLACKNESS moved inward. As he heard a mocking laugh, Maden caught the glow of burning eyes.
Maddened, he fired a quick shot with the weapon that he had seized. The death gun emitted a sghing
sound. Its Slent bullet dug deep into the door frame that stood white beside The Shadow's shoulder.

Hard on the hiss of the Slencer came a roaring burst from the door. Strafford Maden sagged. The
murderous gun dropped from his grasp. The death weapon had falled the supercrook.

Men turned as they heard Malden's gargling gasp. Grewling came pouncing over to trap the prostrate
fiend.

The police chief stopped. His efforts were not needed. With a hideous coughing, Strafford Maden gave
hislagt breath. His arms sprawled. He was dead.

Grewling turned toward the door. So did others. They saw blackness only. The Shadow had departed.

Slence lay without. All tokens of the outer fight were ended. With Maden dead; with Toya and Singler
prisoners, the law had won its fight.

Outside lay bodies of dead killers. But those did not concern the men in the conservatory. Below lay
purloined treasure; wedth in molded gold and studded gems that they must find and restore to its proper
place.

Tuming to his companions, Police Chief Grewling was about to give an order. Words stopped on hislips.
Like others, the police chief stood rigid as he ligened. From somewhere in the outer darkness, its
distance indefinable, came the tones of a sirange, outlandish mockery.

Risgng on the night air, the weird tone reached a dartling crescendo. Eerily, it burst into a shuddering,
fading taunt. Echoes rifled their ghoulish answer as the laugh reached its sudden finish.

Then the night air dtilled.

Clyde Burke could see the frozen amazement upon the faces of his delivered companions. He knew the
reason why they stood aghast. They had heard the triumph laugh of The Shadow!

THE END



