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CHAPTER I. DEATH BY NIGHT

B I B e B B B N B S B B B S N B B B B S V)

"WHO'Sthere?'

The voice was a quavering tremolo. It came from the dried lips of athin-faced old man, who lay propped
in bed. Sharp, suspicious eyes glistened from awithered countenance that was as white as the pillows
that supported it.

There was no answer to the old man's cal. The white face showed worriment. Even the dull lightsin the
shaded wall brackets were sufficient enough to reved the tense pursing of the withered lips.

"Trigram," came another quaver. "Isit you, Tristram? Have you returned?"
No answer. Parchment lips relaxed.

"Wingate?' The old man'svoice was questioning. "Are you here, Wingate? Have you arived at lag?'
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Silence followed. This second-story room held the stillness of atomb. Pervading gloom seemed creeping
inward from the hushed house below.

The old man raised atrembling claw-like hand from beneath the whiteness of the bedspread. Heran his
fingersthrough the long white hair that formed a shock upon his head. He cackled anervous laugh.

Desgth hovered above this scene. There was something preternatural in the stillness of the room. The
pallor of the old man's countenance spoke of ebbing life. Darkness, thick at the doorway, gave the
semblance of waiting specters, ready to claim apassing soul.

Closed windows, drawn curtains, closed off the outer world. Thisroom might well have been the most
isolated spot in al the globe. That fact must have occurred to the withered old man, for he expressed his
thoughts with a chuckle that was contrast to his previous nervousness.

"New York!" he cackled. "New Y ork, with dl its clamor! Everywhere about - noise and commotion -
yet none close by!"

The words were followed by atrailing chortle from half-opened lips. Propping himsdlf upon one elbow,
the old man listened again. He was trying to detect sounds from below; noises that he had fancied he had
heard before. But his ears caught nothing.

There was atable beside the old man's bed. Upon it rested five objects. a candlestick with a half-burned
candle; abox of matches; apad of paper; afountain pen and abook.

The old man stretched long fingers toward the table. He fumbled with the match box, extracted amatch,
struck it and managed to light the candle. He shook the match to extinguish it; then, by the glow of the
quivering candlelight, he tore a sheet from the pad of paper.

Clutching the book and the fountain pen, the old man leaned back against the pillows. With hisleft hand
holding the sheet of paper on the book, the old man ddivered a satisfied sigh; then began to write with
the fountain pen.

One phrase completed, the old man read the words aloud, in senile fashion, hislipsforming acracked
gmile as he quavered:

"I, Hildrew Parchell, being of sound mind -"

Quavering words ended; but the hand kept on writing, while the lips uttered intermittent chuckles.
Steadily, line after ling, old Hildrew Parchell completed the document that he was inscribing. He finished
with a scrawled signature. He laid book and pen aside; but retained the paper, to read what he had
written.

Ink dried. The old man folded the paper, crinkling it between hishands. His grinning face was grotesque
inthe candldight. Then came awaver of theflame.

The old man stared at the candle; then glanced sharply toward the door of the room. Hisdried
countenance hardened.

A MAN was standing on the threshold. The light from the wall brackets showed the intruder to be a
hunch-shouldered individud of dight build. That samelight reveded asdlow, scheming face. Hildrew
Parchell recognized the newcomer.

"Hothan!" exclaimed the old man, harshly. "Homer Hothan! What brings you here? | thought you had left
New York."



"l had." Theintruder stepped forward. His face was somewhat youthful; his voice was dmost pleading. "1
did leave New Y ork, Mr. Parchdll - after you dismissed me. But | had to come back, sir, when | learned
that you were dying - that you were very ill, sir, and -"

Hothan's hesitating tone brought asnorted chortle from old Hildrew Parchell. Hothan'sratlike
countenance belied the sympathetic words that the man was uttering. Hildrew Parchell was keen enough
to noteit.

"Y ou came back, en?' sneered the old man, rising to one elbow. "Y ou came back because you were
sorry for me, eh? Do you think | am afool?* Parchdl'stone was caudtic. "Do you think | am fool enough
to believe that fable?

"I know why you are here, Hothan. Y ou want to find out what you sought before: The secret of my
hidden wealth. When you worked here as my secretary, you pried about, trying to uncover my private
business. | caught you in the act. | was lenient enough to discharge you without making your treachery
public.”

"l - 1 waswrong, Sir," began Hothan. "My curiosity carried metoo far, Mr. Parchdll -"

"Curiogity, bah!" interjected the old man. "Y ou were paid for your treachery, Hothan, and | know who
hired you. Y ou came back tonight hoping that you might accomplish what you failed to gain before. |
heard you enter, downstairs, Hothan!"

"The door was unlocked, sir | looked about for Tristram -

"Y ou mean you were lurking outside; that you saw Tristram leave. With my trusted servant gone, you
decided that you could enter. Y ou did find the door unlocked: that much istrue. It was left open for
Weldon Wingete!"

The name brought a sharp glance from Hothan. The ex-secretary had entered the room; he was close by
the old man's bed when Hildrew Parchell spoke of Weldon Wingate. Hothan's change of expression was
aufficient enough to bring a harsh chuckle from old Parchell.

"That interestsyou," sneered the white-haired man. "It worries you, Hothan, doesn't it, to learn that my
lawyer is due heretonight? Well, it should interest you, because Wingate is going to find out those facts
that you sought to learn and failed!"

Hothan'sfigs clenched tightly. A sharp hiss came from hislips, asthey formed an evil twist. Old Parchell
merely chuckled. Hothan's betrayal of hisred nature was pleasing to the old man.

"Wingate will not be here done," added Hildrew Parchell. "1 am not fool enough to confide in one man,
even though heis my lawyer. Doctor Deseurre will be here dso. Y ou remember him, Hothan. My
physician. | expect him shortly after Wingate.

"Also Sewood Royce. Hisfather was afriend of mine. | sent Tristram out to call Royce. So Tristram will
be back shortly. That will make four men who will learn my secret; four who will act promptly to carry
out my wishes. Four who will hold the secret of my wedlth and its disposa. Wingate, Deseurre, Royce,
Trigram -"

HILDREW PARCHELL paused abruptly. He noted the nervous, defeated ook upon Hothan's face. He
knew that the man was fuming inwardly at the thought of defeat. Harshly, old Parchell added a sarcastic
humiliation.

"l said four men would learn my secret," he cackled. "Four - S0 that no one man could play mefalse. |



waswrong when | said four. Therewill befivel"
"Who will bethe other?" questioned Hothan.

"Yoursdlf,” sneered old Parchell. "I shal have you remain; to learn a secret which will be of no useto
you. Or to the man who hired you" - Parchell paused, eyeing Hothan closely - "the man who bribed you
to betray me; the man whose name | know. He will be as helpless as you, Hothan, because | shal tell dl
to look out for histreachery.”

Hothan chewed hislips. He stared sullenly; then began to look about the room. His gaze rested upon a
filing casein the corner; awall safe beyond it.

Old Parchell chuckled.

"Y ou searched those places, Hothan," he reminded, "and you learned nothing. Why? Because the secret
was not there. It wasin my brain, Hothan" - with aclawlike finger, the old man tapped his withered
forehead - "herein my brain. The details of where my treasure is hidden; with orders concerning what is
to be donewith it."

The old man dropped hisright hand. It rested beside his other claw; unconscioudly, old Parchell began to
crinkle the folded paper as he had done before.

Hothan breathed hard, suddenly. For thefirst time, the discharged secretary noted the document. White
againgt the bedspread, the paper had not previoudy gained his attention.

Hildrew Parchell looked up. His cackled laugh was abluff. He was covering the fact that he had actudly
written out his secret; that this paper in his hands contained the very information that Hothan was hereto
get before others arrived. But the sudden glare in Hothan's eyes told Parchell that the game was ended.
The sallow-faced man advanced, his face venomous.

Hildrew Parchell performed a sudden twist. His face contorted with pain from the strain that the effort
cost him. Hinging away from Hothan's gpproach, the old man used his|eft hand to clutch the table on the
opposite side of the bed. With hisright, he thrust the folded paper squardly into the flickering flame of the
candle.

Snarling, Hothan lesped forward. He bounded across the bed. Old Parchell swung up to meet him. With
his left hand, the old man beat wildly againgt hisfoe while hisright hand waved the paper as afirebrand.
The document had caught fire at one corner. Grimly, Parchell was fighting to destroy it.

Hothan caught the old man'swrist and twisted it with spiteful force. Old Parchedll gasped. Hisfingers
loosened; but he managed to fling the burning paper to the floor. Half of it ablaze, the precious document
wasflaring like aminiaturetorch.

As Hothan dived for the paper, Parchd | grabbed him. The old man's hands sunk deep into the
secretary's flesh as they found Hothan's neck. Together, the two men rolled from the bed.

Hothan'sfist caught Parchell's jaw. The old man's head rebounded hard againgt the corner of the table.

Hothan pounced upon the paper, beating out the flame with his hands. As he did, old Parchell'sform
collgpsed. Clutching hands were gripping the table. It tumbled as the white-haired man collapsed. The
candle plopped from the candlestick. Flaming, it landed in the folds of ashest.

The bedding took fire. Hothan had risen; he was scanning the half-burned document, muttering oaths as
he read lines that were no longer complete. Old Parchell had sprawled crazily upon the floor; his head



was beside the book and the writing pad that had fallen from the table.

Thrusting the half-burned paper into his pocket, Hothan snarled as he looked toward Parchell. Then the
ex-secretary's eyes became glued at the scene before him. Hothan dropped back as the hest of the flame
made a sudden impression upon him.

HILDREW PARCHELL was motionless. The drawn expression upon his upturned face was proof that
he was dead. Beyond the old man, flameswererising. The half of abed sheet was ablaze; the fire was
licking at the dried wood of the high-topped bedstead.

A moment's pause by Hothan. Then, with a sharp oath, the secretary turned and fled. His sallow face half
terrified, haf gloating, Hothan headed out through the darkened hall to a spot where flickering reflections
of the blaze showed the top of a banistered stairway.

Looking backward as he stumbled down, Hothan could see reflected glimmers from above. He reached
the lower hall. There, he stopped short and dived behind the curtained entrance of aliving room. Hewas
jugtintime.

The front door was opening. Hothan heard it close; then came fatering footsteps. It was Tristram, old
Parchdl's servant, returning.

Hothan clung behind the curtains, tense. Then he heard a sharp cry from the halway.

Fdtering footsteps quickened. They became arunning sound upon the stairway. Tristram had spied the
glow. He was dashing to his master's room.

Hothan did from behind the curtains, he gained the front door and closed it after him.

Viewed from the street, aghoulish glare showed lurid flickers upon the shade of an upstairs window.
Hildrew Parchell's bed was fast becoming afunera pyre, which Tristram wasfighting to put out.

Skulking dong the street itsdlf, hastening away from the flame-threatened building, was a stooped figure
that no one was present to observe. Homer Hothan, murderer, was fleeing with his haf-gained spoils.

CHAPTERII. THE LAW DECIDES

A SWARTHY, stocky man was standing in Hildrew Parchell's flame-scorched bedroom. One hour had
€lgpsed since Homer Hothan's secret flight. The man who now stood in charge of the premiseswas
Detective Joe Cardona, acting inspector from headquarters.

Cardonawas viewing a half-burned mattress. The bedclothes had been dmost completely destroyed; the
high top of the bed was charred by flame. Beyond, Joe saw the scorched table, overturned on the floor.
Near it lay the body of Hildrew Parchdl, attired in anightgown.

The old man'swhite hair had been singed by the flames; otherwise, the body was untouched. The reason
was apparent in the presence of afire extinguisher that lay on the floor by the foot of the bed.

Cardonaturned about to face apitiful, gray-haired servant who was seated, sad-faced, in achair.

"Y ou say the bed was dl ablaze when you camein?' inquired Cardona. "That Parchell's body was on the
floor?"

"Yes, gr," replied Tristram, soberly. "And the table -"



"What about the table?' quizzed Cardona, sharply.

"It was overturned, Sr," replied Tristram, promptly. "My master must have struck againgt it when hefell.”
"Where did you get thefire extinguisher?'

"From the hall closet, Sir, where Mr. Parchell dwayskept it."

Cardona eyed the servant. Then he asked another question.

"How long were you out of the house?" asked the detective. "Just why did you leave the front door
unlocked?'

Before Tristram could reply, there was an interruption. A tal, white-haired man spoke from the doorway .
Long-faced and irritable, thisindividua peered at Cardonathrough apair of horn-rimmed spectacles.

"Let me gpesk, ingpector,” indsted the tall man, in drupt fashion. "'l havetold you aready that | am
Weldon Wingate, Mr. Parchdl's attorney.”

"Y ou told methat," agreed Cardona. "Buit it has nothing to do with my quizzing of this man.”

"It has" objected Wingate. "AsMr. Parchdl'sattorney, | fed that it ismy province to represent thisman
whom you are questioning. Tristram was Hildrew Parchell'sfaithful servant. Every shred of evidencein
thisroom pointsto the fact that he endeavored to save his master'slife. | object to your conducting a
cross-examination at thistime.”

"There's one question that hasto be answered," asserted Cardona. "1 want to know why Tristram |eft
that front door open. He says he went to call up Selwood Royce. We can check on that later. But the
front door -"

"Waseft open sothat | could comein,” inserted Wingate.
Cardonalooked puzzled.

"I had an gppointment with Mr. Parchdll," explained Wingate. "There is no telephone in the house.
Naturaly, when Mr. Parchell sent Tristram out to call up Royce he would have told the servant to leave
the door unlocked for my convenience.”

CARDONA gppeared mollified. Thiswasapoint that he had not gained during his preliminary survey of
Hildrew Parchdll's death. While the detective stood deliberating, another man spoke.

Thisindividud was middle-aged, keen-faced, and of asomewhat professional appearance. He had been
introduced to Cardona as Doctor Raymond Deseurre.

"I was Hildrew Parchell's physician,” testified Deseurre, in aharsh, but steedy voice. "His condition was
serious, oneinwhich asevere shock could easily have caused heart failure. To me, this caseis obvious.”

"Hildrew Parchell was stricken during Tristram's absence. While | cannot picture the exact
circumgtances, it is apparent to me that he must have seized the table and overturned it when hefdll from
hisbed.”

"Y our own police surgeon” - Deseurre indicated a man who was standing in acorner, nodding - "will
agree with me that this must be the most logical explanation of Parchell's death. The old man's head must
have struck againgt the table. He may have been dead at the time; or that blow may have been thefina
cause of hisdecease. In ether case, the verdict should be the same. Death through accidental cause.”



"Maybe you'reright, doctor,” admitted Cardona, "but what | don't get iswhy there was alighted candle
on thetable. There are dectric lightsin thisroom."”

"But none above the bed, Sr," put in Tristram. "Mr. Parchdll used to read occasionally; but only for very
short periods. His eyes were unusually strong, sir, and he believed that the candlelight, close by, was
aufficent.”

"A cdamtowhich | objected," added Deseurre, emphatically. "But | had enough of arguments with my
patient on the subject of his heart condition. It was usslessto add new controversy over the matter of eye
grain, particularly when he had not long to live.”

CARDONA made another study of the bed. He was forced to agree that Tristram had shown
remarkable effectivenessin extinguishing amost clangorous blaze. That spoke definitdly to the servant's
credit.

Cardona made notations in anotebook; then, in aless chalenging tone, he asked agenerd question.

"Why was every one coming here tonight?' questioned the ace detective. ™Y ou, Mr. Wingate; you,
Doctor Deseurre? And why was Selwood Royce supposed to be here?’

"l was coming,” replied Wingate, "to receive minor ingtructions regarding the disposal of Mr. Parchell's
various documents. Hildrew Parchell knew that he did not havelong to live. As hisattorney, | wasto
take charge of hisaffars.

"l have lettersfrom him to that effect. | have aduplicatelist of dl his papersand vauablesin hiswall safe.
It will beasmple matter to check up on dl of hisbelongings. Thiswas scarcely more than aroutine
gopointment.”

"Asfor mysdf," stated Doctor Deseurre, "tonight's gppointment was one of my regular calls. Hildrew
Parchell wasapatient | visted every evening.”

"What about Selwood Royce?' questioned Cardona, turning to Tristram. "Does he come here often?”

"No, gr," replied the servant. ™Y ou see, Mr. Royce's father was afriend of Mr. Parchell. All | know, gir,
isthat Mr. Parchell seemed anxiousto see hisfriend's son before he died. That was what Mr. Parchell
told me, sir, when he sent me out to make the telephone call -"

Tristram broke off suddenly as a uniformed officer came into the room. Close behind himwasa
well-dressed man about thirty years of age, whose face showed concern as he stopped just within the
room.

Cardona needed no introduction. He knew that this must be Selwood Royce.

Without aword, Royce walked over to the bed. He looked beyond and stared solemnly at Hildrew
Parchell's body. Royce's expression was one of deegp sadness. While the others watched himin silence,
Royce turned to Tristram and clapped a sympathetic hand upon the servant's shoulder. Tristram
understood; hislips began to quaver.

"Y OU are Selwood Royce?" asked Cardona, quietly, as he stepped toward the newcomer.
"Yes" wasthereply.

Cardona noted a choke in the single word. He studied Royce's frank solemn countenance. Cardona had
heard of Sewood Royce. The man was amillionaire; hiswealth had been left to him by hisfather.



"Thisman" - Cardonaindicated Tristram - "states that he called you at your home tonight. Isthat
correct?'

"Itis" replied Royce. "He caled me at about nine o'clock.”
"And asked you to comein here?

"Yes. Tristram said that he believed Hildrew Parchell was dying; that it was urgent that | see him. Hildrew
Parchell had been my father'sfriend. | told Tristram that | would come here at once.”

"My homeiswdl out on Long Idand. | |eft promptly and drove straight here. At the door, | met the
policeman who brought me upstairs. He told me that there had been afire; that Hildrew Parchell was
dead."

Cardonareferred to his notes.

"About nine o'clock,” mused the detective. "Tristram put out the fire shortly after that. Let me see, Mr.
Wingate, you arrived at about nine-thirty; you, Doctor Deseurre, at about the sametime.”

"l waslate," remarked Wingate. "I should have been here at nine. If | had only arrived before Tristram!"
"l was exactly ontime," stated Doctor Deseurre.

"It's not much after ten o'clock right now," declared Cardona, looking from man to man. "Do you think
that Hildrew Parchell could have wanted you al to meet here?!

"I can see no reason why," replied Wingate. "I was Parchell's attorney; Doctor Deseurre, his physician;
Mr. Royce, afriend. We hold nothing in common.”

"Mr. Wingate and |," added Deseurre, "had met but once before. That was amonth or more ago, when |
chanced to be leaving when he caled. It was Tristram who introduced us.”

"I have never met either of these gentlemen,” stated Royce, looking from Wingate to Deseurre. "In fact, |
had not seen Hildrew Parchdll since my father'sfunerd, five yearsago.”

It was apparent to Cardona that there was no connection between the three visitors. Tristram wasthe
one person who knew them dl; the three shared bdlief in the servant'sintegrity.

Cardonaheld abrief consultation with the police surgeon; then made an announcement.

"It's death by misadventure, dl right," decided the detective. "There won't be any need to hold thisman
Tristram. He deserves credit for the way he tried to save hismaster. Y ou can testify at the inquest,
Tristram. 1'd like you there, too, Doctor Deseurre."

"I shdl be present dso," inserted Wingate, dryly.

"All right," agreed Joe. "I'd like a chance to check things over with you, Mr. Wingate. Just to be sure
nothing is missing from these papers, or thewall safe.”

"Vey wdl."

WINGATE was about to leave; Deseurre aso, when Cardona stopped them. The detective had another
question.

"What about Hildrew Parchell's affairs?' he questioned. " Anything unusua about them? Did he have any



enemies?'

"Noneto my knowledge," responded Wingate. "His estate isnot alarge one; but it iswell in order.”
"Any hers?'

"A nephew. Roger Parchdll.”

"Whereishe?'

"In San Francisco. He has not been East in years.”

A pause. Neither Deseurre nor Royce had any comment. Again the visitors were about to leave, when
Tristram spoke.

"Therewas Mr. Hothan, gr," said the servant, looking toward Wingate. "He lived here until amonth
ago."

"Hothan?' questioned Cardona.

"Homer Hothan," replied Wingate. "He was Parchdl's secretary for afew months. The man was
inefficient. Parchdll discharged him."

"What became of Hothan?"

"Hewent hometo Ohio, | believe."

"Whereaboutsin Ohio?"

"l don't know."

It was Tristram who supplied the information.

"Mr. Hothan livesin atown called Chalwood," recaled the servant. " Somewhere near Columbus.”

Cardonamade anote of it. The visitors|eft. Tristram stood by while Cardona made arrangements for the
remova of the body. Then the detective went downgtairs.

At the door, he encountered anew arrival. It was Clyde Burke, reporter for the New Y ork Classic.
"What's the dope, Joe?' questioned Clyde.

"Nothing," returned the detective. "The old gentleman fell out of bed with aheart attack. Tipped over the
table and the place caught fire from acandle that fell over. His servant put out the blaze."

"Well, that'sagtory. Give me more details.”
"Look them over for yoursdf."

Cardona extended his opened notebook. Clyde began to read the various items. Immediately, the
reporter noted the completeness of Cardonas notes. He saw that the star detective must have suspected
more than accident at the beginning of theinquiry.

"Want to keep the book?' growled Cardona, as Clyde kept on transcribing information. " Say - what are
you going to do? Make a story for the Sunday supplement?’



"No," laughed Clyde. "Just hoping that | can convince the M.E. that thisyarn isworth something. All
right, Joe, I've got the details. So long.”

Joe Cardonawent in one direction; Clyde Burke in the other. The detective, bound for headquarters, felt
positive that hisfina decision wasthe correct one that Hildrew Parchell had died by accident.

The reporter held no conclusion whatever. To Clyde Burke, the death of Hildrew Parchell was an oddity.
That gave the case a definite importance; so much so that Clyde stopped at the nearest drug store to put
in aprompt telephonecall.

Spesking over thewire, Clyde gave the complete details from his copy of Cardona's notes. That done,
he stuffed the sheet of paper into his coat pocket. Clyde grinned as he went out to the street.

This story would mean but little to the Classic. Joe Cardona had been right in wondering why Clyde had
put down so many details. Clyde Burke had not been acting in his capacity as areporter when he had
telephoned the facts concerning Hildrew Parchdll's death.

Clyde Burke was more than a newspaper reporter. He was a so the agent of a hidden master deuth who
sought traces of crime beneath placid surfaces. It wasto that chief that Clyde had forwarded the facts
that he had learned.

The circumstances of Hildrew Parchell's death; the names of those persons with whom the old man had
maintained contact - dl were on their way to The Shadow!

CHAPTER IIl. THE SHADOW ENTERS
"BURBANK spesking.”
"Report

The order camein asinister whisper. The single word was uttered by hidden lips. The Shadow wasin his
sanctum, a strange room wherein the bluish rays of a shaded lamp glimmered upon the surface of a
polished table.

Earphones clamped to head, The Shadow was hearing from Burbank, his contact man who kept in touch
with active agents. Burbank's call was bringing the details of Clyde Burke's report.

The Shadow's right hand, benegath the glow of the blue light, was tracing details as his ear received them.
"Report received.”

The left hand thrust the earphones across the table. The Shadow's eyes, hidden in darkness, began to
study the names and notations that his hand had inscribed. A whispered laugh sounded in the blackness
beyond the sphere of the blue light.

Like Joe Cardona, The Shadow was considering possibilities. But he was studying the case from a
perspective; in forming his conclusions, he was exacting where the detective had been spontaneous.

Upon asheet of blank paper, The Shadow inscribed a single word; one that shonein letters of vivid
blue

Desth

Hildrew Parchell had been expecting desth. A man of considerable consequence years ago, hisillness



had gained but passing mention in the newspapers. His critical condition could have been learned only by
personswho were interested in his affairs.

Excluding Tristram, there were only two persons who had known of Parchdl's allment for along time.
Onewas Doctor Raymond Deseurre; the other was Weldon Wingate. Selwood Royce, presumably, had
not heard of old Parchell's condition before tonight.

Cardona had made a note to the effect that Deseurre, Wingate, and Royce were no more than
acquaintances. He had added that their vidits, as physician, lawyer, and friend, were to be expected, in
view of the death that Parchell had anticipated.

Reasoning had caused Cardonato reject his hunch that there was some reason for the trio being
summoned. Reasoning, in turn, was the very process whereby The Shadow picked up the conclusion that
Cardona had dropped.

Hildrew Parchell had obvioudy made it a practice not to bring different associates together. The proof of
that lay in thefact that hislawyer and his physcian had only met by chancein the past.

Tonight, for thefirst time, Parchell had so arranged his appointments that Wingate and Deseurre could
not havefailed to meet in his presence.

Cardona had overlooked that point entirely. Viewed from The Shadow's perspective, it was of great
consequence. Then, to magnify the matter, came the question of Selwood Royce. Hildrew Parchell had
made adeliberate effort to bring his friend's son into the conference with Wingate and Deseurre.

Thoughiill amost to the point of hel plessness, old Parchell had dispatched Tristram to cal Royce. Unless
the old man had wanted Royce present with the others, there would have been no reason for him to have
taken therisk of Tristram's absence. He could have ordered the servant to go out after Wingate had
arrived, if Royce's presence had not been urgent.

Tonight, as The Shadow viewed it, had been important in certain of Hildrew Parchell's plans. Deeth had
frugtrated the old man'swish for ameeting of the three men while he yet lived. Degth had struck in the
short time while old Parchell lay unprotected.

Thiswas sgnificant, in spite of the fact that Hildrew Parchell had not had long to live. Moreover, the
strange circumstances of the old man's death - his body on the floor; hisbed in flames - were points that
struck home with force.

The Shadow was capitdizing where Joe Cardona had failed. Logicaly, he was building the detective's
discarded hunch into a case that would have astounded Joe Cardona himsalf.

A click sounded in The Shadow's sanctum. The bluish light went out. A swish came through the
darkness; then the tones of aweird, sinister laugh. Ghoulish echoes responded; next came the hush of
dlence

The Shadow had departed.

A CREATURE of darkness, The Shadow could trave invigble pathwaysin the night. Enshrouding gloom
obscured his passage. From the moment that he had |eft his sanctum, he remained abeing unseen,
choosing routes that lay untracesble.

Astoken of The Shadow's mysterious presence, a manifestation occurred some forty minutes after his
departure from the sanctum. Thistook place on the street where Hildrew Parchell's residence stood
morose.



Blackness came from out of blackness. It glided momentarily beneath the glow of astreet lamp; then
merged with blackness again directly in front of the Parchell home. After that came dow motion at the
doorway of the residence. The front door opened dowly inward.

The Shadow had picked thelock. Closing the door behind him, he advanced through the dully lighted
lower hdl, following the same course that Tristram had taken so hurriedly when coming to his master's
rescue.

The Shadow reached the second floor. A light was burning in aroom beyond. Tristram, in accordance
with ingtructions given him by Cardona, had done nothing to disturb the arrangements of Hildrew
Parchdl's bedroom. The servant had even |eft the wall brackets burning.

Stepping in from the darkness of the hall, The Shadow formed aweird figure. Tdl, cloaked in black, he
surveyed the death room with burning eyes that peered from benesth the brim of ablack douch hat.

Hildrew Parchell's body had been removed. Y et, to The Shadow, the spot where the corpse had lain
was asplain asif it had been marked in outline. The overturned table was a pointer to the spot where the
body had sprawled. Scattered objects from the table had escaped thefire,

Even the candle and its stick had dropped free after the bedclothes had ignited. Ravaging flames had
gone upward, licking at the bed itsdlf. Trisram's vaiant efforts with the fire extinguisher had saved dl
objects about the spot where his master had lain.

Stooping, The Shadow stretched forth a black-gloved hand and picked up the fountain pen. Brief
examination indicated that it had been recently used. The pad of paper lay on thefloor.

The Shadow lifted it and noticed that the top sheet was absent. It had been torn away in ragged fashion.

Producing atiny flashlight, The Shadow threw its glare upon the pad. He brought forth atiny box that
contained a blackish powder: graphite. Removing aglove, The Shadow spread the powder on the pad
with hisfinger tips. It formed asmudge; that wasal.

Thiswas The Shadow's method of tracing messages, by impressions on alower sheet. It failed on this
occasion; yet The Shadow, as he tore off the smudged paper, till held to histheory that something could
have been written on that pad.

L ooking toward the floor, he spied the book. A whispered laugh came from The Shadow'slips. Though
the message waslost to him, he was satisfied that it could have been written. The Shadow knew that
Hildrew Parchell had used the book as arest for the paper.

No impression could be gained from the book cover. It was too hard to take the pressure of the pen. But
as The Shadow's keen gaze steadied on the floor, they made another discovery. Near the bed, The
Shadow saw crumpled ashes.

These traces of burned substance were in an isolated spot. They were different from the remains of the
burned bedclothes. Picking up afragment of ash, The Shadow immediately discerned its composition.
These ashes were the residue of burned paper.

Some one - Tristram, perhaps, or Cardona- had stepped upon the paper ashes. Though he used his
flashlight steadily, The Shadow could not find more trace than that of afew brownish letters. There was
no chance of deciphering the burned message.

This new discovery, however, was the wedge that The Shadow needed to form areconstruction of the
scene. His keen mind pictured the events that had preceded Hildrew Parchell's degth.



HILDREW PARCHELL had been well enough to summon certain personsto conference. He had
prepared a document for their consideration. He had replaced articles upon the table beside hisbed. He
had kept the paper that he had written.

The segregated clump of asheswere proof that the paper had been burned independently. Parchell must
have destroyed it himsalf; any one else would have carried it away intact, if possible.

Viewing the burned bed, The Shadow built amental image of the fray that had taken place here. He
could picture Parchell propped up in bed, facing a challenger who had entered the room. He could see
the old man'sfrantic efforts to destroy the paper; he visuaized the effort of the intruder who had tried to
prevent the deed.

An overturned table, flamesfrom the candle, akiller inflight - dl these made clear sequenceto The
Shadow.

With a soft laugh, the cloaked investigator struck a match and set fire to the sheet of smudged paper that
he himsalf had removed from the pad.

Flames died. Ashes went fluttering to the floor beside those that The Shadow had first noted. Stooping,
The Shadow compared one ot with the other. The ashestold their story. The old remnants were less, by
haf, than the new.

Hildrew Parchdl's message had been but partidly burned. The killer had escaped with aportion of the
old man's document. He must have recognized that paper as containing information that he had come
hereto obtain.

Perhaps he had gained all that he wanted. Perhaps he had not. In either event, flight could have been the
murderer's only choice. That much was obvious. What The Shadow needed was some trace to the
murderer's purpose and identity.

Crossing the room, The Shadow stopped by the filing cabinet. He opened the drawers and found them
empty. Papers and other belongings had evidently been removed since Cardonas investigation here.

The Shadow stepped to the wall safe. He found it unlocked; itsinterior was empty. While The Shadow's
eyestook in thisfact, his ears caught asound from below. Someone had entered the front door. Faltering
footsteps were coming up the sairs.

The Shadow moved to the darkness behind a half-opened closet door. He waited while a gray-haired
man came into the room. He knew this must be Tristram; he could see the saddened expression upon the
servant'sface.

There was a choking sob. With bowed head, Tristram turned and went from the room. The servant's
grief was genuine. Moreover, The Shadow immediately understood the reason for Tristram's absence
from the house. The servant must have received an order from Weldon Wingate, telling him to bring old
Parchell's papersto the lawyer.

Silently, The Shadow glided from the room of desth. Histall form descended the sairs. Crossing the
lower hal, The Shadow opened the front door and made an immediate departure. Hisfigure blurred with
the night.

LATER, alight clicked in The Shadow's sanctum. Benegth abluish glare, The Shadow again surveyed
thelist of persons concerned with the affairs of Hildrew Parchell. One by one, he considered their parts
and their importance.



Tristram had been aloya servant. So faithful that he would have named any one and every one whom he
might have suspected as having a part in his master's death. Nothing more could be gained from
Trigram.

Weldon Wingate was an important man to see. He could be reached openly; from him, by proper
persuasion or strategy, The Shadow could gain redl facts concerning Hildrew Parchell's affairs. The
Shadow checked Wingate's name.

Doctor Raymond Deseurre. Thiswas a name upon which The Shadow pondered. The physician,
gpparently, had met old Parchell only intherole of medica practitioner. It was possible that Deseurre
knew more about Hildrew Parchell. That possibility must be investigated. The Shadow made another
check mark.

The name of Selwood Royce came next. The Shadow knew the millionaire by repute. No difficulty
would be encountered in learning more about him. The Shadow checked again. He studied the next name
onthelig.

Roger Parchell. Nephew of Hildrew Parchedll and the old man's sole heir. At present in San Francisco,
Roger Parchell would certainly come East when he had learned of his uncl€'s deeth. The Shadow Ieft the
name unchecked, asindication that he would await the young man'sarrival.

The last name on the list was that of Homer Hothan. The Shadow noted the name of the ex-secretary's
home town - Chalwood, Ohio - which Cardona had written down and Clyde Burke had copied. The
Shadow considered the case of Homer Hothan.

Thisman had been in Hildrew Parchell's employ. He had lived in the house with the old man. He could
have known certain facts regarding Hildrew Parchdl's private business. Moreover, there was another
factor that concerned Hothan.

The Shadow was positive that some one had entered the Parchell house, there to dedl degth to the old
man. Some lurker who had watched Tristram's departure. A person who must have been familiar with
the interior of the house; one who could enter, act, and leave with no lost time.

Homer Hothan, the only man whom Tristram had hamed as doubtful, was one who possessed the
knowledge that the murderer must have had.

With awhispered laugh, The Shadow marked Hothan's name. He reached for the earphones.

The Shadow spoke. Burbank's voice answered across the wire. The Shadow gave brief instructions;
then terminated the call. Earphones were replaced. The blue light clicked out. The Shadow was ready to
leave his sanctum.

Inthat call to Burbank, he had given ordersto be forwarded to Harry Vincent, one of The Shadow's
trusted aids. Harry wasto leave New Y ork tonight; his destination would be Chalwood, Ohio. Through
his agent, The Shadow intended to |earn the whereabouts and recent activities of Homer Hothan.

CHAPTER IV. WINGATE'SVISITORS

IT waslate the next afternoon. Weldon Wingate was seated at alarge desk in aroom that was equipped
asan office. Thisroom formed a portion of the attorney's large apartment. A consulting lawyer, Wingate
had arranged a penthouse as both office and living quarters.

The door of the office opened. A dreary-faced man entered carrying a sheaf of papers. Helaid these on



the desk, then spoke to Wingate.
"A gentlemanishere, Sr," declared the man. "His nameis Lamont Cranston. He wishesto see you.”

Wingate cocked his gray head and peered at the informant through his horn-rimmed spectacles. The
lawyer had heard of Lamont Cranston, the millionaire globe-trotter.

"What does he wish to see me about, Braddock?' queried Wingate. "Did Mr. Cranston state the
purpose of hisvigt?'

"Not exactly, Sir. He said that it concerned the death of old Mr. Parchell.”
"Show Mr. Cranston in, Braddock."
THE vigtor who entered the office afew minuteslater wastal and of distinguished gppearance.

Weldon Wingate saw Lamont Cranston as a man whose features were as chiseled as those of a statue.
There was something hawklike about Cranston's expression; and the mold of his face was accentuated
by theimmohility of hisfesatures.

Wingate noted the glimmer of keen eyesthat peered from the masklike visage. The light lessened asthe
vigtor shook handsin aleisurely fashion.

Cranston appeared blase as he seated himself opposite the white-haired attorney. Thislethargic action
caused Wingate's shrewd ingpection to end.

The lawyer did not suspect that he was face to face with that incredible being known as The Shadow.
The guise of Lamont Cranston was one that The Shadow had practiced to perfection. Wingate was il
wondering what had brought the visitor here but he was lulled by The Shadow's manner.

"Isthere something, Mr. Crangton,” inquired Wingate, "that you wish to know about the estate of
Hildrew Parchdl? Or do you have information that might be of interest to me?"

"Both." The Shadow pronounced the word in aquiet effortlesstone. "It happens, Mr. Wingate, that |
was once acquainted with Hildrew Parchell.”

There was doubt in Wingate's quizzica air. The Shadow appeared not to noticeit.

"Asatraveler," resumed The Shadow, "l am aso acollector of rare curios. Some few years ago, |
learned that Hildrew Parchell owned a collection of Egyptian scarabs. | was anxious to purchase them,
50 | discussed that matter with Parchell.”

"Just where," questioned Wingete, "did you visit Hildrew Parchd|?!
The lawyer's smooth question was atrapping one. The Shadow countered it with adight amile.

"Hildrew Parchell cameto seeme," he responded, in the tone of Cranston. "He had heard of my
collection of scarabs. He called me by telephone, introduced himself, and arranged avisit to my home. It
was there that he told me of the scarabs which he owned.”

"How long ago was that?"

"l disremember. My trips abroad are so frequent and so varied that | find it difficult to recall my meetings
with different persons. The point, Mr. Wingate, isthat Hildrew Parchell made it emphatic that he intended
to keep his scarabs. That iswhy | have come to see you. Should the scarabs be in the possession of the



edtate, | should like to be thefirst bidder when they are offered for sale.”

WINGATE nodded dowly. Thelawyer was evidently undergoing acomplexity of thought. He rubbed his
chinin meditation; then spoke frankly and directly.

"Mr. Cranston," he declared, "1 amin possession of al of Hildrew Parchell's papers and correspondence.
| have duplicates aswell asthe origindsthat were a hishome. The originas were brought here last night
by Parchell's servant.

"I have checked the duplicates with the originals. They correspond. | know al the details of Hildrew
Parchdll's estate. He owned no Egyptian scarabs.”

"Quite odd," mused The Shadow.
"That Hildrew Parchell owned no scarabs?' inquired Wingate.

"No," returned The Shadow. "The oddity isthat you should know al the details of Hildrew Parchell's
edate.”

"l was hisétorney."

"Y es; but Hildrew Parchell wasimmensdy wedlthy. It ssemsimpossiblethat dl hisaffairs could be
remembered in full detail .

Wingate smiled dryly.

"You arewrong, Mr. Crangton,” heingsted. "Hildrew Parchell was not wedthy. Fifty thousand dollars
would be ahigh estimate for the value of his estate.

The Shadow's gaze was penetrating. It was his turn to show doubt. Wingate noticed it and became
uneesy.

"Perhaps," observed The Shadow, camly, "the missing scarabs may be the key to other wedlth. Possibly
Hildrew Parchdl had more than hisvisble estate.”

Wingate shifted his gaze. He drummed the desk in meditative fashion. At last he spoke, looking directly
a hisvigtor.

"I believethat you areright, Mr. Cranston,” declared the lawyer, frankly. "I tried to turn you from the
trail, because | fet that it would be unwise to express my opinionsto a stranger. But Since you have
aready formed your own conclusion, | can see no harm in stating my own.

"| presume, of course, that you read of Hildrew Parchell's sudden desth in the morning newspapers.
Though Parchell had not anticipated degth so soon, the circumstances of his passing were not startling, in
view of hiscondition. It is possble, however, that death may have prevented him from giving me added
informeation regarding his possessions.

"You areright, Mr. Cranston, when you state the belief that Hildrew Parchell should have been worth far
more than fifty thousand dollars. He was something of amiser; it is possible that he may have stored
away a congderable mass of wedth."

Wingate paused; then added:

"AsHildrew Parchdl'sattorney, it ismy duty to ingtitute a search for such hidden funds and to bestow
that wedlth, if found, upon the person or persons entitled to it.”



Again Wingate paused. The Shadow spoke.

"l suppose, Mr. Wingate," heinquired, in Cranston'stone, "that you have aready evolved aplan of
search?'

"l have," assured Wingate. "Hildrew Parchell had certain friends and associates. | intend to writethem in
referenceto this matter. Their names are at my disposal. They werein Hildrew Parchdl'sfiles.”

"Persons like myself?' remarked The Shadow, quietly. "Oneswho had certain contact with Hildrew
Parchd|?'

"Not chance acquaintances,” returned Wingate, emphaticaly. "The personsto whom | refer, Mr.
Cranston, are those with whom Hildrew Parchell had actua correspondence. They arefew - very few -
innumber. | do not fed at liberty to reved their names.”

WITH this declaration, Wingate arose. He extended his hand to the vigitor.

"| thank you, Mr. Cranston,” said the attorney, "for informing me about the matter of the scarabs. Should
we uncover hidden possessions belonging to Hildrew Parchell, we may find the scarabs among them. If
30, | shdl havethe heir notify you."

"The heir?' questioned The Shadow.

"Yes," replied Wingate. "Roger Parchdll, the old man's nephew. | have wired him in San Francisco. |
received areply that heisleaving for the East today.”

The door opened as The Shadow was shaking hands with Wingate. Braddock entered; behind him was
aquiet-looking, well-dressed man of about thirty. The visitor stepped past Braddock. Wingate pursed
hislipsin annoyed fashion, redizing that he would have to make an introduction.

"Mr. Crangton,” said the lawyer, "thisisMr. Royce. Hisfather was afriend of Hildrew Parchell.”

"Lamont Cranston?" inquired Royce, with interest. "I have heard of you, Sr. It isapleasure to meet
ywlll

"I have heard of Selwood Royce," returned The Shadow, extending his hand. "The privilege of meeting is
amutual one." Then, to Wingate: "1 see that you have an gppointment with Mr. Royce. | am glad to have
met you, Mr. Wingate. Let me know if anything turns up regarding the scarabs.”

AS soon as The Shadow had departed, Wingate turned to Royce. The lawyer requested Royceto be
seeted; then stated that he would return within afew minutes.

Leaving hisoffice, Wingate passed into a halway, then continued hastily into the living room of the
penthouse apartment.

Closing the door behind him, Wingate pounced upon atelephone. He caled the lobby of the gpartment
house and asked for Hastings. Another voice came over the wire. Wingate spoke rapidly.

"A man iscoming downgtairs, Hagtings" informed the lawyer. "Tdll, with distinguished festures. Lamont
Crangon, amillionaire. Trail him."

An affirmative response came from the receiver. Wingate hung up and returned to the officeto rgoin
Royce. The young man had a prompt question.

"What was Cranston doing here?" heinquired. " Something concerning Hildrew Parchell?'



"So he claimed,” returned Wingate, dryly. "He said that he had once tried to buy some scarabs from
Hildrew Parchell."

"] did not know that Parchell was a collector of such curios.”

"Nor did I. But | do know, Royce, that Parchell may have hidden a certain amount of wealth before his
degth. It might bein jewds- in cash - or inrarities.”

"Such as scarabs?'

"Such objects might be among the hidden wealth. Understand, Royce, | do not say that Hildrew Parchell
did bury alarge amount of wedlth. | say merely that he may have hidden certain valuables or funds. That
iswhy | called your hometo ask if you could stop hereto seeme.”

"In hope that | might furnish some clue?'
"Exactly. Hildrew Parchell was aclose friend of your father's.”

"But my own acquaintance with Hildrew Parchell was decidedly limited. No, | know of no such matter. |
had not even suspected the existence of such wedth.”

Wingate was studying the young man steadily. There was atone of sincerity in Royce'svoice. Wingate
terminated the subject.

"Very wel," he decided. "There are others with whom | shal communicate. | doubt, however, that it will
lead to tangible results. Probably the funds areimaginary.”

"If they exist," questioned Royce, suddenly, "would they go to Roger Parchel|?!

"The nephew isthe only heir." admitted Wingate. "The will, however, isunusudly specific. It declares
each item of Hildrew Parchdl's known estate and names Roger Parchell as beneficiary in every case.

"If other possessions are uncovered, they would go to Roger Parchell in absence of other heirs or
ingtructions concerning disposa of such hidden funds. Inasmuch as Roger Parchell ishisunclésonly living
relation, it is safe to assume that the wealth would be Roger's."

"| should like to meet young Roger Parchell,”" observed Royce. "The friendship between my father and his
unclewould indicate that a friendship between myself and Roger would be in order.”

"Quitetrue. | shal arrange the meeting, Royce. Y our friendship should prove quite acceptable to Roger
Parchdl."

Salwood Royce made his departure. Wingate watched him stroll from the room. The lawyer smiled
dryly. He had learned al that he had needed to know from Selwood Royce.

Braddock entered. He announced that Hastings was phoning from downgtairs. Wingate hastened through
the halway. He was eager as he made query over the wire. Then the lawyer's expression became
irrtable.

"What'sthat?' he demanded. "Y ou lost the trail? Incredible, Hastings... | said incredible... No, no. Do
not resort to an excuse. It was broad daylight... Do you expect meto believe such folly, Hastings? A man
could not have vanished right before your eyes... Here one moment, gone the next - a poor excuse for
blundering, Hagtingd™

Irritated, Wingate hung up the receiver. He stalked from the living room and reentered his office. He went



to alarge safe, opened it and brought out aflat box that bore thetitle: "Documents - Hildrew Parchell.”

Sesating himsdlf behind the desk, Wingate unlocked the box and began to go over papers. After ashort
interva, he paused to fume about the inefficiency that Hastings had displayed. Then the attorney resumed
hiswork. He began to forget about Lamont Cranston's visit.

EL SEWHERE, other hands were going over papers. The Shadow wasin his sanctum. As Lamont
Crangton, he had spotted Hastings following him. Artfully, he had given the fdlow the dip.

Herein his secret abode, The Shadow was reading a coded message that had come through an
investment broker named Rutledge Mann.

A report from Harry Vincent. The agent had reached the town of Chalwood. There, he had learned that
Homer Hothan had |eft the town afew weeks ago. The man was supposed to be in Chicago; but he had
left no forwarding address.

A soft laugh came from The Shadow. Deductions were bringing results. The Shadow inscribed a coded
note and sedled it in an envelope. The bluish light clicked off. The Shadow had work to do this evening.

Hismission, however, lay herein New Y ork. Though Weldon Wingate had partiadly forgotten Lamont
Cranston, The Shadow had not forgotten Weldon Wingate.

CHAPTER V. THE SHADOW CHOOSES

EARLY evening. Weldon Wingate's penthouse office was dark. The lawyer wasin his apartment
quarters. Outside the doorway of the office was a small anteroom that opened on the eevators. This
room was lighted, but empty.

Past the elevators was asted door that led to afire tower. Dull light showed the metal barrier moving. A
figure edged through as the door opened. The Shadow had arrived at Wingate's.

Coming into the anteroom, The Shadow passed a door that led directly into the apartment. He took the
second door - the one to the office. It was locked, but that made but little difference to this cloaked
intruder. The Shadow picked the lock with prompt and efficient skill.

Entering the darkened office, the cloaked investigator began an inspection with histiny flashlight. He
reached the safe and worked on the combination.

Keen earsligened for faling tumblers while uncanny fingers manipulated the did. The safe opened.

With hisflashlight, The Shadow discovered the box that Wingate had replaced in the safe. The Shadow
removed the box and placed it on the desk. He went to afiling cabinet, made a search there and
discovered afolio bearing the name of Hildrew Parchell. Moving over to the desk, The Shadow turned
on alamp. He began astudy of the documents that he had uncovered.

WELDON WINGATE had spoken truthfully when he had said that Hildrew Parchell's affairswere
lacking in complexity. Actua papers and carbon copies corresponded. The old man's assets consisted
chiefly of cash and securities. Letters and replies showed that his correspondence had been brief and
infrequent.

The Shadow discovered Hildrew Parchdl'swill. Keenly, he read itsterms. The will was a statement of
hisvarious assets; al these items of the known estate were bequeathed, separately, to Roger Parchell,
the nephew.



In thefiles, The Shadow discovered brief correspondence between Hildrew Parchell and his nephew.
The caudtic tone of old Parchdl'slettersindicated the man's miserly traits. Certain passages were
reproving; others carried condemnation. Apparently, Hildrew Parchell had not been overfriendly with his
nephew.

Roger's |etters, on the contrary, showed efforts to humor the old man. In one note, the nephew spoke
frankly, stating that he needed money.

Hildrew Parchell's answer denounced Roger as agambler and spendthrift. The nephew, in hisreply,
denied the charges, added that he had gained money el sewhere and would not need financia aid from his
uncle

Outside of theletters between uncle and nephew, Hildrew Parchdll's correspondence was brief. Studying
the names of various persons who were represented, The Shadow discovered only three that showed
traces of frequent contact.

First was the correspondence between Hildrew Parchell and Thatcher Royce, Selwood's father. It was
plain that the elder Parchell and the elder Royce had been close friends.

Their |etters spoke of visitsthat they had paid to each other; and of tripsthat they had taken together.
They had evidently been closdly associated up until the time of Thatcher Royces deeth. In hislast |etter
to Hildrew Parchell, Thatcher Royce had mentioned his son, Selwood, and had urged Hildrew to dways
regard Selwood as afriend.

Second were |etters that had passed from Hildrew Parchell to Professor Tyson Morth. The Shadow had
heard of Morth. The man was an anthropol ogist who had written severa volumes on the history of the
human race. Apparently, Hildrew Parchell had been interested in the same study.

In their correspondence, both Hildrew Parchell and Tyson Morth spoke of visits which the miser had
made to the savant's home.

Professor Morth was an extengve traveler, but he made his headquartersin New Y ork. During his
sojournsin Manhattan, he had evidently found Hildrew Parchdll awelcome visitor.

Third wasasmall packet of letters that held unusua significance because of adocument attached to
them. These | etters were between Hildrew Parchell and a pawnbroker named Channing Tobold. The
paper with the letters was a pawn ticket that represented jewels which Hildrew Parchell had given as
security for five thousand dollars.

The correspondence showed that the miser and the pawnbroker were friends. Channing Tobold had
promised to keep the gemsintact; he had added that he would not dispose of them even if interest
payments were delayed. Moreover, the jewelry could be redeemed by Hildrew Parchell's estate in case
of the old man's death.

It was specified, a0, that the gems would be kept in ametal box, closed by acombination lock which
Hildrew Parchell alone could open.

Tobold had seen the rings and other jewd ry in the box; he had allowed Parchdll to lock it. This madeit
positive that the pawnbroker would not dispose of the gems without recourse to Hildrew Parchell.

Attached to the correspondence was asmall dip that bore asingle word of five letters:
THYME



This, The Shadow knew, must be the key word. Hildrew Parchell had written it down in case of desth.
Thus Weldon Wingate, in settling the estate, could, if he desired, redeem the pledged jewel s for the sum
of five thousand dollars.

THE SHADOW considered this correspondence as he viewed it benesth the desk lamp. Of al Hildrew
Parchdl's afairs, this one, done, showed signs of unusud circumstances.

It was not strange that the old man had pawned the jewel s for ready cash. He could have decided that
they were not safe in his own possession; and since he had no safe-deposit vault, it was not surprising
that he had placed the gemswith Tobold.

Nevertheless, thislot of jewery represented a separate type of possession, differing from cash and
securities.

A whispered laugh came from The Shadow's lips. Thiswas something that required investigation. The
existence of these jewels was known to Weldon Wingate; probably to Homer Hothan aso, for the
origind papers had come from Hildrew Parchell'sfiles.

Channing Tobold was not unknown to The Shadow. The pawnbroker was an old, conservative fellow,
who still kept his business going in adigtrict that had once been reputable but which had later turned into
dums

Perhaps old Tobold was one of those persons with whom Weldon Wingate intended to communicate. If
30, The Shadow could see good reason for visiting Tobold beforehand. More than that, The Shadow
saw menace hovering over the old pawnbroker.

Hildrew Parchell's desth had not been accidental. The old man had been murdered; the killer had fled
without disturbing any of the victim's possessions. That had been agood policy; not an indication,
however, that the murderer was through so far as Hildrew Parchdll's affairs were concerned.

If afollow-up should be intended, it would strike first a Tobold's. Of dl persons with whom Parchell had
held persond dedings, Tobold was the only one who had received va uables and had given money in
return.

There was a telephone on Wingate's desk; an outside line that the lawyer used for businesscdls. The
Shadow knew that it was separate from the apartment tel ephone; reference to the telephone book,
before hiscall a Wingate's, had given him that information.

Picking up the telephone, The Shadow put in acall to Burbank. In alow whisper, heissued instructions
to certain agents. That done, The Shadow hung up; he replaced the papersin the filing cabinet and put
the box back in the safe.

Scarcely had The Shadow's gloved fingers turned the did of the safe before a sound attracted his
attention. The door from the apartment was opening. Some one must have noticed the glow of the desk
lamp, shining through the key hole.

The Shadow wastoo far from the desk. He had not opportunity to return; instead, he performed afading
twist and blended partialy with the blacknessjust beyond the safe.

Aningant later, the door came completely open; Braddock appeared upon the threshold.

WINGATE'S secretary was carrying arevolver. Pausing, the man glanced sharply about the room. He
did not see The Shadow; but Braddock, himself, was viewed plainly by the cloaked invader who stood
beside the safe.



Braddock's expression told The Shadow much. The tenseness of the secretary's face was proof that the
man was done. Wingate must have gone out; Braddock, chancing to see the light from the office, had
decided to investigate alone.

The Shadow waited. Braddock entered the office. There was something in the man's tenseness that
showed him to be dangerous. That glowing lamp on the desk was proof to Braddock that an intruder
lurked within the office.

Braddock swung toward the safe. He advanced step by step, until he was no more than eight paces
distant. All the while, The Shadow remained motionless, crouching. He wanted Braddock to come
closer. Hewaswaiting for the fina instant.

It came. A swift change appeared on Braddock's features as the secretary spied the dim outline of the
cloaked shape. A gasp from the man'slips became a sharp, triumphant cry. The revolver swung; afinger
sarted to pressthetrigger.

But Braddock wastoo late. Split-seconds had separated his successive actions. To The Shadow, a
gplit-second was an opportunity. Coincident with Braddock's gasping cry, The Shadow wasin motion.
An avaanchein black, he came diving forward in amammoth spring.

Braddock dropped back ingtinctively as he sought to fire. That action was hisfind undoing. The Shadow
struck him before he could pressthe trigger. Asthe hurtling blackness bowled the secretary to thefloor,
apiston-like arm swung upward.

A gloved fist dedlt a powerful blow to Braddock'swrist. The revolver flew from the secretary's hand and
skidded dong thefloor.

Swept from hisfeet, Braddock went rolling over and over with whirlwind speed. Theimpetus carried him
to the wall, where he stopped short with athud.

Dazed and limp, the secretary remained motionless. His head turned upward; his blurred gaze saw a
mass of blackness, swinging toward the desk. The light went out.

A swish sounded in the darkness. The office door opened. Then Braddock heard the clicking sound of
the intruder's departure.

With amad gasp, the secretary came to hisfeet. He stumbled to the desk and turned on the lamp. He
saw hisgun upon the floor. Heregained it.

Braddock dashed to the door that led into the anteroom. It was locked. The Shadow had taken the key
from theinsde and had used it on the outside.

Revolver in hand, Braddock dashed back to the desk and grabbed the telephone. Then he realized that it
was an outside wire.

The secretary ran through to the gpartment. He reached the telephone in the living room and put in acall
to the lobby. He asked for Hastings, who was dways there in Wingate's service. To Hastings, Braddock
poured forth details.

Hastings announced that he would send help up while he searched below. Pale faced, Braddock dumped
into achair, hoping that the intruder would be stopped before he escaped from the building. But thiswas
not to be.

ALREADY, The Shadow had reached the outside darkness. Moving away from the gpartment house, he



was approaching alimousine that was parked in the blackness of arear sireet.

The Shadow had timed Braddock's recovery. He had dlowed a sufficient period for unmolested
departure.

The Shadow had no quarrel with Braddock. His aim had been to prevent the secretary's interference.
The fact that Wingate was out; the importance of getting to Tobold's - these were the eements that had
caused The Shadow to make all speed.

A soft laugh was The Shadow's recollection of that swift fracas. Braddock's only remembrance would be
of ashapeessform that had hurled him weaponless; the departure of a phantom figure that might have
been aghost for dl that Braddock knew.

The Shadow had reached the limousine. Entering it noiselesdy, he spoke through the speaking tube,
giving directionsin the quiet tones of Lamont Crangton.

The uniformed chauffeur nodded. He drove away in the direction that The Shadow had ordered.

The destination wasin the vicinity of Channing Tobold's pawnshop. There, The Shadow would dismiss
the limousine and fare forth through the darkness. He was on hisway to a spot where danger might well
be due.

CHAPTER VI. THE SILVER SKULL

THE SHADOW had chosen Channing Tobold's pawnshop as his destination. In doing so, he had picked
agod that wasfar from Weldon Wingate's. The gpartment building where the lawyer lived wasin the
Fifties, west of Broadway. The old pawnshop was located on the fringe of the lower East Side, below
the numbered streets.

A battered brick building, it stood like a skeleton scarecrow upon a poorly lighted corner. A relic of the
past; astructure that had survived while those about it had been crumbling. Such was the edifice that
Channing Tobold had kept for residence and business.

Located in aforgotten district of Manhattan, where decayed buildings were standing only because their
owners had postponed tearing them down, the old pawnshop remained as alandmark of the Nineteenth
Century.

Rusted bars showed on the front of dingy windows. Dull light gleamed from grimy panes on the second
story where Channing Tobold lived.

It was behind those upper windows that a scene was occurring at the very time when The Shadow was
leaving the proximity of Wingate's gpartment.

TWO men formed a strange contrast as they faced each other across a scarred wooden counter in an
upstairs office. One was Channing Tobold, awithered old man who was hunched dmost double. He was
wearing thick-lensed spectacles; his white-haired head was topped with a black skullcap.

His hands cupped to his ears, the old pawnbroker was trying to catch the words that avisitor was
uttering. Meanwhile, he eyed the man with partial suspicion. For the customer that Tobold had admitted
was asalow, shrewd-faced individua whom the pawnbroker mistrusted.

Hunched across the counter, the visitor was leaning close to Tobold. Harshly, directly in the old man's
ear, he was announcing hisidentity, explaining the reason for hisvigt.



"I'vetold you my name," heinssted. "It's Hothan. Homer Hothan. I've talked to you over the telephone.
Some months ago. I'm Hildrew Parchell's secretary.”

"Hey?' questioned Tobold sharply. "Y ou say Hildrew Parchdl sent you?'
"He couldn't send me. Hildrew Parchell isdead. Dead! Didn't you read about it in the newspapers?'

"Dead - Hildrew Parchell dead!" Tobold's face saddened. The old man mumbled to himsdf. "My old
friend dead.”

"That'swhy I'm here,” announced Hothan, making his own tone gloomy. "He wanted me to come here.
Totak toyou."

Tobold caught these words. He could hear more readily after he had accustomed himsdlf to the tone of
the stranger's voice. Hothan, too, had changed the pitch of hiswords. He kept the new modulation,
seaing that it was bringing results.

"I came here," he explained, "to talk to you about some jewelsthat Hildrew Parchell pawned. Five
thousand dollarswastheir vaue.”

Old Tobold shook his head. Grief had changed to new mistrust.

"| take no jewe s here," declared the pawnbroker. "I do not want to be robbed. | keep only stock that
people will not steal. | am an old man - a poor man -"

"I know that story," brokein Hothan. "I'll agree that you don't take gems asarule. But you took thislot."

"Always," objected Tobold, "I give aticket. It must be brought to claim whatever has been pawned
here"

"Thisticket waslogt. That'swhy old Parchell told me to come and see you. He thought you would
remember me. Look™ - Hothan dug into his pocket and brought out awad of money - "I havethe five
thousand dollars. That's as good as aticket, isn't it?"

"l need theticket."

"But it'sbeenlog. | tdl you. Burned up, in afire." Hothan smiled at hisown bluff. "I'll tell you what, Mr.
Tobold. | can show you something better than the ticket. Bring out that box. I'll open it for you."

The pawnbroker stared.

"Comeon," urged Hothan. "'l tell you that I'm dl right. I'm from Hildrew Parchell. He gave methe
combination, and here'sthe money. | want to see those gems. | can open the box."

CHANNING TOBOLD turned about. He went into alittle alcove behind the counter and stooped
before a safe. He turned the combination. The safe came open.

Hothan could see that the interior was almost empty. But from it, Tobold produced one object: a metal
box.

The pawnbroker brought the box to the counter. He laid it there, but kept his hands upon it. He looked
up chalengingly a Hothan. The sallow-faced man reached down and began to turn dided | etters that
controlled the lock of the box.

Carefully, Hothan formed asingle word. He pointed to it. Old Tobold |leaned forward and studied the



combination. He noted the word that Hothan had made. The letters spelled:
THYME

"Open the box," suggested Hothan. The pawnbroker tugged at thelid. It swung upward. Withinitlay a
glistening array of rings and other jewelry. Brooches and bracelets vied with their sparkles.

"Some belonged to Mrs. Parchell,” remarked Tobold. " She died many years ago. A few of the others -
rings, of course - were Hildrew's. Poor Hildrew. Dead!™

Hothan made no effort to touch any of the jewelry. He was working to gain Tobold's confidence. He
looked warily about. Past the counter was a metal-sheathed doorway, unbolted, that led into the living
quarters, where Hothan knew there must be a stairway at the rear.

Behind Hothan was the door through which Tobold had admitted him. It led upstairs from the front door;
the steps ended abruptly at the entrance to this room. Tobold had neglected to lock that lower door, a
point that pleased Hothan.

Close by theflickering gas jet was awindow that opened into aside courtyard. Thisroom could not be
seen from either street. Another point that Hothan regarded in hisfavor.

OLD Tobold was fingering the gems. He pushed some of them aside and drew out a crumpled sheet of
paper. Hothan, observing, made comment.

"Arethesedl the gems?' heinquired. "Y ou are sure Mr. Parchell left no others?'

"Thisisthelig," returned the pawnbroker, hearing clearly. "In Hildrew Parchell's own handwriting. See” -
he opened the paper and pointed - "twenty-one items. Y ou can check them if you wish. | have my own
lig, ds0."

"I'll look at the list later.” Hothan was eyeing the gems. "Y ou are sure” - histone was sharply quizzicd -
"that these are actually worth redeeming? That their value isin excess of five thousand dollars?!

The pawnbroker shook his head.

"I am an honest man,” he declared. "I took Hildrew Parchell'sword for it when he said that these jewels
had been appraised at six thousand dollars. | know little about gems, as| have told you.”

"| dlowed him five thousand dollars. But now" - the old man shrugged his shoulders - "now they should
beworth less. That is one reason why | must be sure that Hildrew Parchedll wanted them.”

"l havetold you that he wants them.”
"Y ou have no ticket!"
"But | opened the box!"

"That is not enough. Listen, young man" - Tobold wagged afinger - "Hildrew Parchell had alawyer. A
man named Weldon Wingate. If he wants them and does not have the ticket -"

"I know Wingate," interrupted Hothan. "I talked with him after Hildrew Parchell died. Wingate told meto
come here. | anfromhim."

"Mr. Wingate should have come himsdlf. Y ou can come again and bring him with you. But | shdl tell him,
too, that these jewd s are not worth five thousand dollars."



"Y ou are going on Hildrew Parchdll's say-s0?"
"Yes, and because | know that the jewels are worth lesstoday. No, young man. It will not do.”

With these words, the pawnbroker started to close the box. Hothan, clutching hiswad of money, was
amost ready to yield to persuasion. Then, suddenly, he stopped Tobold's hand.

"Let melook at the jewelry,” he pleaded. "So | can report to Wingate and save him the trouble of atrip
here."

"Very well," acceded Tobold. "Y ou can seethe gems.”

TOBOLD lifted the haf-closed lid. Hothan began to pick out different articles, laying them one by one
upon the counter. Like Tobold, he claimed no knowledge of gem vaues. Hothan could not guess
whether thisjewelry was chegp, or immensely valuable. But as he came toward the end of thelot,
Hothan's eyes became suddenly fixed as hisfingerslifted aheavy slver ring from the box.

The ring was shaped like asignet. Its bulge formed askull with red, ruby eyes. Hothan's hands trembled
with eagerness as heraised the ring to the light!

Tobold, suspicious, reached forth with awithered hand. Hothan stepped back; his gaze was venomous.

"Y ou thought you'd trick me!" he pat. "'Y ou thought | wouldn't know the redl value of these gems. Y ou,
apawnbroker, claming that you don't know what jewdry isworth!"

"What | told you wastrue," Tobold. "Come, young man! That ring!"

"Not achance," sneered Hothan, stepping back. "'I'm taking thisring; and the other jewdry withit. I'll tell
youwhy." He held up thetiny silver skull so that Tobold could seeitsred eyes. "I'm looking for the
wedlth that lieswith the skull. With the skull, do you understand?’

Tobold was scowling from the counter. Again the old man shot out a preventing hand. Hothan jeered.

"Your bluff didn't work," he told the pawnbroker. "But minedid. Y ou thought | didn't know. Wedlth with
the skull. Y ou thought I'd muff it. Say" - Hothan's gaze narrowed - "maybe you didn't know yoursdif!
Maybe old Parchell did kid you about this tuff!"

Tobold, quavering, was staring in perplexity. Hisright hand, fatering, was digging down benegth the
counter.

Hothan, snarling, grabbed money and ring in hisleft hand while he shot hisright into his coat pocket. His
fist came out of the pocket with aglimmering .32.

"No, you don't!" snapped Hothan, covering Tobold with the revolver. "Stick up your paws, old codger!
Maybe you're smarter than | thought, fishing for agun like that. Maybe you do know what this skull
means, what it meant to old Parchell.”

Tobald, trembling, had no reply. His face was white beneath the black skullcap.

"But I'll tell you what this skull ring meansto you," snarled Hothan. "It means curtaing If | hadn't thought
this stuff wasworth while, I'd havel€eft it here. That'swhy | didn't mind telling you my rea name.

"Now that | figure it'sworth thousands, I'm taking no chances. Y ou're going out" - he gestured with the
32 - "and I'mleaving in a hurry. This dough was a bluff to make you show the sparklers.”



Thrugting hisleft hand into his coat pocket, Hothan left the wad of money there. He brought out the same
hand, still holding the silver skull ring. He used hisright to thrust his revolver between Tobold's eyes. At
the sametime, heraised the ring so that the red eyes of the death's head were directly in the
pawnbroker's view.

"Death!" sneered Hothan. "Desath for you! See those red eyes? Kegp watching them; they're the last Sight
you're going to see. Thisskull -"

Hothan stopped short. His gun muzzle wavered. Sowly, it sagged away from the bridge of Tobold's
nose. A gtartling sound, aterrifying tone, had halted the murderer in his quest for new killing. Startled,
Hothan was staring at the door beyond the counter.

The unbolted barrier had opened. There, upon the fringe of blackness, sood a shrouded figure clad in
black.

BURNING eyeswere fixed on Homer Hothan. The murderer quivered. His gun dropped from his hand
and thudded to the counter. Then the skull ring fell from his nervelessfingers.

Tiny ruby eyes sparkled upward from the silver skull. Hothan did not see them. He had forgotten his
prize; he was backing away in terror from the menace that confronted him.

Burning eyes werefierce asthey gazed from benegth a hat brim. The muzzle of an automatic loomed
from ablack fist that was thrust from the folds of a sable-hued coat. Just asthered eyesin the silver skull
were insignificant compared to those burning optics, so was Hothan's discarded .32 puny in comparison
to thishuge .45.

Stark terror had gripped Homer Hothan. He was faced by the enemy who made men of evil tremble.
Caught on the verge of anew murder, Hothan was helpless before the power of The Shadow. The
killer's new crime was thwarted.

The Shadow had arrived in time. Speeding to the spot where he believed danger lay, the master of
vengeance had entered to dominate the scene.

CHAPTER VII. THE SHADOW FIGHTS

DELIBERATELY, The Shadow studied hisvictim. Though he had arrived too late to hear Hothan'stalk
with Tobold, he had keenly sensed the identity of this sallow-faced man who had held the pawnbroker
covered.

The Shadow knew that the jewels on the counter must be the ones referred to in the pawn ticket. Only
two men knew about those gems: Weldon Wingate and Homer Hothan.

It was Hothan, logically, who had cometo Parchell's last night. It was Hothan, again, whom The Shadow
had expected to find here. The man fitted with The Shadow's picture. Y et there was something in
Hothan's bearing that gave The Shadow new understanding.

Thisman was atool. He had dl the makings of an underling. Some one higher up had directed him. He
was the type of crook who would squawk when beaten. The Shadow laughed. Hiswhispered tones
werechilling.

With his free hand, The Shadow bolted the sheathed door behind him. He had entered by the back; he
wanted no one e se to do the same. He thrust his gun hand forward.

Hothan backed away. He went in the direction that The Shadow wanted - toward the gas jet by the



window.

While old Tobold stood staring at hisweird deliverer, The Shadow reached his free hand to the counter
and picked up the skull ring. Hothan quivered as he saw the accusing death's-head shining from between
the gloved fingers. He backed closer to the light.

The murderer was in the spot where The Shadow wanted him. With sdlow face paing in the light,
Hothan was where he would betray any emotion that seized him. He was afit subject for agrueling
inquistion.

"Y OU are Homer Hothan," announced The Shadow, his stern eyes upon the killer'sface. " Speak, in
answer to my satement.”

"Yes," gulped Hothan.

"Y ou murdered Hildrew Parchell," continued The Shadow, in hissinister tone. ™Y ou sought to learn the
secret of his hidden wedth.”

Hothan hesitated.
"Speak!" ordained The Shadow.
"Yes" gulped Hothan. "I - | killed Parchell! But - but it was because | wanted -"

He stopped again, trying to withhold the words that The Shadow commanded. A taunting laugh was the
cloaked inquisitor's next urge.

"Speak," repeated The Shadow. "Name the man who put you to thistask.”

"It - it was' - Hothan broke, pleadingly - "I - | can't speak. He - hewould kill me! | found out what he
wanted - asmuch as| could. The - the paper was half burned; but - but | found out about - about -"

He paused, garing at the tiny skull that showed between The Shadow's forefinger and thumb. With one
half-upraised hand, Hothan tried to point to the ring. The Shadow laughed again. He dropped his hand
and let thering fal upon the counter.

The black cloak swished as The Shadow stepped forward. A crimson lining flashed as the folds swung
wide. Then blazing eyes came closer to Hothan's. Preliminaries were ended. A threatening gun muzzle, a
snister voice; both brooked no more hesitancy.

"Speak," hissed The Shadow. "Lose no time. Tdl the details of your evil deeds.”

Hothan quivered; he dropped back helplesdy, dmost against the window. Completely avictimto The
Shadow'swill, this cringing crimina was reedy to tell everything. The whole truth wasto be The
Shadow's. Then came the intervention.

Before Hothan could respond to The Shadow's bidding, a sound made the cloaked avenger swing. It
was from the front door of the little room. Whedling, The Shadow wasjust in time to see the barrier
swing open. Revolversglimmered in theflickering light.

A cry from old Tobold. A gasp of relief from Hothan. A fierce laugh from The Shadow. Swesater-clad
ruffianswerein view. A squad of mobsmen, denizens of this district, had come as cover-up men to back
Homer Hothan.

WITH his swing, The Shadow had thrust hisfree hand benesth his cloak. A second automatic swung into



view beside thefirst. Both weapons belched flame as mobsmen opened fire. With theroars of hisguns,
The Shadow faded, twisting, toward the center of the room.

It was that move that tricked the mobsters. Revolversfired wide in swinging toward thewall. But
automatics did not fail. Two thugs sprawled inward from the doorway. The others dropped back to the
steps that ran straight down from the door.

A crash came from the window. The Shadow whirled to see Hothan diving straight through the glass. The
rickety frame crashed from its moorings as the killer took thiswild opportunity to escape. A thud
sounded from a spot below the window. Hothan had landed on the roof of an old shed.

Pounding footsteps sounded on the paving bel ow. Hothan was keeping on, mad in hisdesire to get clear
of thisvicinity. By alucky break, the desperate murderer had eluded The Shadow for the time being.

The Shadow had let Hothan wait for the moment, in order to meet the crooks from the door. He knew
that Hothan would not have timeto regain his gun. The Shadow had figured correctly; but he had not
expected Hothan to take that desperate plunge.

Ordinarily, The Shadow could have reached the shattered window in time to drop Hothan as he fled. But
again, thekiller's dlieswere coming to his aid. Those steps outside the doorway were a barricade behind
which they had dropped to fire new shots.

Revolversblazed at The Shadow's swinging figure. As The Shadow whirled toward the front wall, old
Tobold dived benesth the counter.

With hoarse shouts, mobsters legped to their feet. They were out to get The Shadow; ready to riddle the
counter; determined to seize the gemsthat lay in view.

They had taken The Shadow's move for flight. They thought they had their enemy trapped. Three gunmen
gprang into view. Two turned to look for The Shadow; the third aimed for Tobold's counter. Another
pair of sweatered fighters bobbed up in the rear.

THE SHADOW'S counterstroke came with terrific suddenness. As gorillas swung to find him, The
Shadow came springing forward from the gloomiest corner of the room. Autometics blazed. Aiming
mobsters keeled over.

The rogue who was aiming for the counter turned suddenly to find The Shadow full upon him. Wildly the
man grappled. Therear guard came piling up to aid him. The Shadow lost no Singleingtant.

Though he might battleit out with these enemies, trusting to his quickness and hisaim, The Shadow had
thought of old Tobold's safety. In dropping behind the counter, the pawnbroker had rendered himsalf
hel pless. Thin boards could not stop bullets.

To save Tobold again, The Shadow had to carry the fight from this room. His prompt action had been
for that purpose. Blazing at two who had tried to stop him, he had grabbed the one aiming for Tobold.
With a helpless mobster swaying in his grasp, he swung to thwart the next two.

Swinging the gorillas body like amighty bludgeon, The Shadow hurled himself squarely upon the pair at
the head of the stairs. There was no half measurein his stroke. He was out to clear the way completely.
Theweight of the man he had hurled was not sufficient. The Shadow came plunging through behind his
human weapon.

Hurtling bodies crashed. Two mobsters staggered on the stairs, then went plunging headlong to the lower
entry, uttering fierce shouts as bodies pounded down upon them. Their fellow mobsters went jouncing



heavily dong with them. Like acluster of rolling sacks, the group went tumbling downward in long
bounds.

Plunging hard in their wake came The Shadow. Unlike the mobsters, he did not seek to stay his plunge.
Instead, he was driving onward, adding impetus to the combined plunge, breaking each shock by using
the forms before him as buffers.

One mobster pitched squardly on his head at the bottom of the steps. The fellow sprawled crazily. The
second kept on; his unobstructed dive sent him skidding through the opened door, out acrossthe
sdewalk and into the gutter past the curb.

Thethird hit the first man, bounded forward and lay flat. The Shadow, ending amammoth dive, landed
with elbows squarely on the third mobster, while hisbody brokeitsfal upon thefirst. The other two
gorillaslay mationless. The Shadow arose, hisfists till clutching his automeatics.

Oddly, the gorillawho had hit the sidewak was the one who suffered least. Ralling to hisfeet, thefellow
let out awild snarl as he yanked out agun. He aimed for the opened door. Before he could fire, an
automatic roared.

Asthe gangster sagged, The Shadow's form came into view from the doorway. The gorilla, though
sinking, fired wild shotsin return. The barks of hisgun came amost asasigna. Burdts of flame broke
loose from across the Street.

Swinging back into the doorway, The Shadow returned the spasmodic fire. There were otherswith
whom he had to deal. The neighborhood was anest for reserve snipers. The Shadow was engaged in
new fray.

While The Shadow fired, his sinister laugh rang suddenly out above the barks of guns. The Shadow
wanted these skulking foemen to know who battled them. He had conquered odds; here was opportunity
to end thefray.

The Shadow had left Channing Tobold safe upstairs. He could return there after he had cleared away the
remnants of this beaten mob. That was why The Shadow laughed, adding weird crescendo to the
staccato of hisautomatics.

Y et, while The Shadow was battling below, fate was tricking him above.

The man whom he had saved - Channing Tobold - was doomed to die despite The Shadow's aid!
CHAPTER VIII. DEATH FROM DARKNESS

THE end of the gunfire had brought Channing Tobold up from behind his counter. Bobbing into view, the
old pawnbroker stared at the scene before him. The Shadow and a group of mobsters had plunged
down thefront gtairs. Guns were booming from below.

Here, too, were remnants of the fray. Sprawled forms of mobsters were testimony to The Shadow's
marksmanship. The shattered window frame showed the course that Homer Hothan had followed.
Tobold stood safe behind his battered counter.

Gemsglittered in the eerielight. A breeze from the window was fanning the bare flame of the gasjet.
That tongue of firetook on fantastic, quivering shapes. At moments, the room waswdll illuminated; at
other intervals, the light went dim.

A ghoulish sceneit was. The white-faced man with the black skullcap; the sprawled bodies on the floor;



quivering light that seemed ingpired by the weirdness of the fray that had occurred within thesewalls.

Glittering jewels reposed on the counter. The baubles caught Tobold's eye. The pawnbroker forced a
happy laugh as he shoved the jewelry back into the box. He managed ajoyful cackle as he again noted
the combination word.

He could close this box and reopen it as he chose. He could keep it until the proper party called for it.
Weldon Wingate, probably. Old Tobold had recdled the name of Hildrew Parchell's lawyer: Weldon
Wingate. He would come here soon.

Thelagt ring of dl - thetiny slver skull with the ruby eyes, Tobold held it up into the quivering light. The
features of the skull were plain as he discerned them through his thick-lensed glasses.

The gasjet flickered. The skull's glitter lessened. Then Tobold turned, to blink wonderingly as he faced
the sheathed door through which The Shadow had come.

Tap - tap - tap -

Some one was knocking steadily &t that barrier. There was something evil in the summons. Old Tobold
shrugged his shoulders. He edged further behind the counter.

Tap - tap -

Something about the rapping was firm and irresistible. Tobold recalled that his cloaked rescuer had
bolted that very door. Sufficient reason to leave it barred. Y et there was something in the rapping that
impressed the old pawnbroker.

Had some one been begting at the door in fierce demand, Tobold would not have answered it. If the
knocks had been in frantic, pleading fashion, the old man would have suspected trickery. But this
rhythmic tapping held compelling force. Curiosity overcame discretion.

TOBOLD, 4ill holding the tiny ring with the skull uppermost, walked to the sheathed door and drew the
bolt. There was no action from the other sde. The door remained closed. Tobold openediit.

The rear of the house was dark. The flicker of the gasjet was confined to thisroom. Tobold, blinking,
could not see who stood beyond the door. But the man there could see the pawnbroker; more than that,
he had spotted the silver skull in the old man's hand.

An arm shot forward.

With awild cry, Tobold lesped avay. He dived for the counter, expecting that the intruder would follow.
No move was made. From below came bursts of intermittent gunfire. Tobold felt helpless.

The old man spied Hothan's gun on the counter. He dropped the skull ring and seized the weapon. That
was hislast chance. It wastoo late. Channing Tobold had been dated for doom from the moment that he
had foolishly answered the tappings at the door.

A revolver spurted from theinner doorway. Tobold uttered amad gasp. Hetried to raise hisown
weapon; he dropped the gun as he staggered.

Circling across the flickering room; Tobold dumped against the wall bes de the window. Hands pressed
closeto hisbody, he sank dowly toward the floor.

Theflameinthe gasjet had dongated, like aliving thing, bending downward to study the wounded man's



agony. Came a puff of wind through the window; asif in payment for over-curiogty, the gasflame
succumbed with Tobold. The light went out; the hiss of escaping gasreplaced it.

A flashlight glimmered. A figure strode forward through the darkness from the inner door. Tobold'skiller
reached the counter. He picked up the skull ring from the flashlight's glowing circle. He dropped it into
the box with the other jewdry.

The light shone on the combination. The hidden killer noted the word "THY ME." He closed the box,
spun theletters of the dial and extinguished historch. Turning in the darkness, the murderer strode out by
the path that he had chosen for hisentry.

DOWN by the front doorway, The Shadow had been keeping up hisfire with afresh brace of
automatics. His own shots had drowned the sound of the killer'ssingle burst.

The Shadow had thinned the opposition. Mobsters were in retrest. To spur them to more rapid flight,
new shots were coming from down the Strest.

Agents of The Shadow had arrived. These were two men summoned by Burbank: namely, Cliff
Mardand and "Hawkeye," capable marksmen who knew the ways of the underworld. The Shadow had
beaten them in the race to the pawnshop. Since they had now arrived, thefield could be | eft to them.

Swinging back into the open doorway, The Shadow moved swiftly up the stairs. Near the top, he
redized that something was wrong. The absence of the gaslight was proof of that fact. An automaticin
one hand, The Shadow produced aflashlight with the other.

A circleof light showed the counter unoccupied. The meta box was gone. Then, near the window, The
Shadow spied Tobold gasping on the floor. Rays of light came from the inner doorway. The Shadow
saw that the barrier was unbarred.

Severd minutes had been the extent of The Shadow's absence. Tobold's murderer could not have
traveled very far. Swiftly, The Shadow cut through to the rear of the house. He knew the route to the
garway. He followed it, descending.

ON the street below, ataxicab was rolling up beside the curb. Thiswas the thoroughfare beyond the
pawnshop. Fleeing mobsters had taken an opposite direction. A shrewd-faced driver was peering from
the cab window.

This man was Moe Shrevnitz. He, too, was an agent of The Shadow. Burbank had ordered him here, at
The Shadow's bidding. Time and again, Mo€e's cab had proven useful in moving agents from the scene of

argpid fray.

A man stepped forward from beside the building. Moe could hear him panting from arun. The cab driver
wondered what the fellow was doing here. There was a smple way to find out

"Taxi?" questioned Moe.

The suggestion had worked before. Moe had previoudy picked out men of crimeto offer them what
seemed to be aid in time of need. This man stepped forward. Moe leaned out to open the cab door.

Like ashat, the fellow legped forward and grabbed Moe by the neck. With one swift yank, he pulled the
taxi driver headlong. Moe sprawled upon the sdewalk. His assailant yanked open the door of the cab
and sprang to the whedl. Moe had |eft the motor running. The cab shot away.

Tobold's killer was bound on a swift escape. Moe Shrevnitz, coming dazedly to an upright position, was



unableto tart in pursuit. He heard footsteps pounding on the sidewalk. Cliff Mardand came dashing up -
asotoo lateto prevent the killer'sflight.

A few moments ater, The Shadow arrived from the rear door of the pawn shop. The taxi had rounded
the next corner; but the sight of Cliff lifting Moe to hisfeet told The Shadow what had happened.

Halting in the blackness of the doorway, The Shadow heard wailing srens. Then came the clatter of
nightsticks on distant pavement.

Scurrying mobsters had fled. Patrolmen were coming toward thisvicinity. Patrol cars had heard thefiring.
Soon the police would be on thejob. A quick-moving, hunch-shouldered man was coming up from the
corner. It was Hawkeye, looking for Cliff.

Moe had been detailed to pick up Cliff and Hawkeye. His cab gone, Moe was unable to perform this
duty. It was up to the other agents to take him along with them. Mobsters defegated, there was no cause
tolinger.

Moewas on hisfeet, steady enough to travel. Cliff pointed across the street. Hawkeye nodded, agreeing
that that was the proper direction to take.

A hissfrom the doorway. The Shadow's agents turned. They heard a commanding whisper, brief
instructions from their darkness-shrouded chief.

Acting in response, they changed direction. Thetrio headed into alittle passageway behind the
pawnshop. The Shadow had pointed them to the course that Homer Hothan had taken, through to the
courtyard by the shed.

For The Shadow knew that Hothan must have found an open path. The same way would give his agents
opportunity to depart before the police arrived. As the three men ducked through the passage to the
courtyard, The Shadow wheeled and returned into the pawnshop.

He reached the upstairs room. Hisflashlight glimmered upon old Tobold's prostrate form. The
pawnbroker was almost gone. His breathing was forced and wheezy. Glassy-eyed, he blinked into The
Shadow'slight.

"The - the skull," gasped Tobold. "They - they took the jewels - with the sSkull. They wanted - the Slver
skull. I - I don't know why. The silver - the sllver skull -*

Wearily, the old man closed hiseydids. His voice ended with asigh. Muscles reaxed; the withered form
rolled upon the floor. Channing Tobold was dead, murdered like Hildrew Parchell.

BUT the aged pawnbroker was no victim of Homer Hothan. The sallow-faced killer had failed tonight.
Hiswild flight had been genuine. The Shadow knew that Hothan would have lacked the nerve required to
return.

Channing Tobold had been dain by amore potent murderer. A new killer had entered the picture. The
big-shot who was after wealth had taken ahand in the game. The evil worker had backed Hothan with a
squad of mobsters, in case araid should prove necessary at Tobold's.

Hothan had fled. The Shadow had dispelled the mobster crew. The fight had been carried to the front of
the old building. All the while, the big crook of thelot had been in readiness. He had lurked somewhere
in reserve; then had stepped in to act when others had failed.

That this unknown killer had nerve was an apparent fact. Gunfire must have told him that his plans had



gone awry; nevertheless, he had moved straight into the danger zone. In some fashion, he had persuaded
Channing Tobold to unbolt the door. Thiswas added proof of the killer's cold-blooded ability.

As The Shadow had divined, Homer Hothan was no more than atool. The one-time secretary wasa
weskling, ingpired to action by achief who dominated him. The imination of Hothan, should The
Shadow find new opportunity for it, would still leave the big-shot at large.

Whistles sounded outside of the building. Pounding footsteps echoed on both stairways of the pawnshop.
The police were here, closing in on thisroom where death had struck.

The Shadow's flashlight clicked out. A swish sounded by the window.

The Shadow had chosen Hothan's route: Through the window, to the shed below. Reaching the
courtyard, he had time to pick hisway through darkened spaces toward a street a block away.

FLASHLIGHTS came on in the room where Tobold's body lay. A patrolman noted the gasjet; he heard
itshiss. Striking amatch, the uniformed man lighted the ges.

Theflickering flame showed four bluecoats. Two had entered from one doorway; two from the other.
These were the vanguard of the law.

Among the sprawled mobsters, only one showed any signs of life. Dying, thisgorillaopened his eyes and
stared at the police. He snarled at sight of the harness bulls; then coughed hislast.

Patrol cars were coming up ablock away. Hastening to the scene of strife, the occupants failed to seethe
blackened figure that was gliding across a deserted street. Others, foes and friends, had left before The
Shadow.

He, too, was departing from the area where crime had struck.

A whispered laugh echoed in darkness. The Shadow's mirth could well have been interpreted asagrim
warning to the enemies of crime who had escaped him. Theft and murder had been accomplished tonight,
despite The Shadow. A trail had been broken.

But, to The Shadow, thiswas just anew beginning. He had gained steps aong the needed track. This
master of vengeance was determined to trace men of evil to their lairs.

CHAPTER IX. THE HEIR ARRIVES

IT was the next evening. Weldon Wingate was seated at the big desk in the office of his penthouse.
Opposite him was Selwood Royce. The young millionaire was reading an evening newspaper.

"Very odd circumstances," remarked Royce, as Wingate watched him. "Even if thereis no connection
between this robbery at the pawnshop and -"

Royce broke off. The door had opened from the anteroom. Braddock stood there with an
announcement.

"Roger Parchdl has arrived?" inquired Wingate. " Show himin, Braddock."

"It isnot Roger Parchdll, sir,”" returned Braddock. "It is the gentleman who was here yesterday. Mr.
Lamont Cranston, Sir; and he wantsto see you.”

"Show himin," ordered Wingate, in an irritated tone.



The Shadow entered. Cam in hisguise of Lamont Cranston, he noted a certain hostility on the part of
Weldon Wingate. Sewood Royce, however, was affable. The young millionaire seemed highly pleased
by Lamont Cranston's arrival.

"We thought you were Roger Parchell,” remarked Royce. "Heis due here tonight.”

"Already?' questioned The Shadow, with atrace of surprise: "1 thought Roger Parchell wasin San
Francisco yesterday.”

"Hewas," declared Wingate. "I told you that | had wired him there and recelved areply that he was
coming East a once. Thisafternoon, Roger called me by long distance from Cincinnati. He had taken a
plane from Californiaand had traveled that far east. Heiscoming into New Y ork on another fast ship.”

"Excdlent," remarked The Shadow. "1 shal be pleased to meet Roger Parchell. Perhaps he will know
something about his uncle's scarab collection.”

Wingate was about to make a caustic remark when the door opened. It was Braddock again; thistime to
announce that Roger Parchell had arrived. A few moments later, the heir himsalf entered.

ROGER PARCHELL wasaman in his early thirties. Broad-shouldered, with atanned, square-jawed
face, he possessed aruggedness that smacked of the West. His manner, however, was that of a New
Y orker. He shook hands with Wingate; then with the others asthe lawyer introduced him.

"Sorry to hear about my uncle's death,” stated Roger. "He and | were quite remote. Very littlein common
between us. Except for our occasiona correspondence, he was no more than anameto me. But” - the
young man paused in a sober manner - "hewas my only living relative on my father's sde of the family.
That dways meant something to me, even if it did not to Uncle Hildrew."

"It meant enough to him," rgjoined Wingate. "He made you the sole heir to his estate.”

"Hedid?" queried Roger, in surprise. "That isastonishing! | had thought that he might leave measmal
percentage of hiswedth. Maybe as high as a hundred thousand dollars. But | never dreamed that |
would bethe sole heir.”

"You are," interjected Wingate, "but you have gained afaseimpression of your uncle's estate. Histotal
assts- towhich you are fully entitled - will not be in excess of fifty thousand dollars!”

Roger Parchell gaped. Hisface showed an unbdieving stare. He looked from Wingate to the others.
Then he shook his head and laughed.

"I don't believeit," he affirmed. "My uncle - with no disrespect to his memory - wasamiser. So far ashis
money is concerned, | can do without it, whatever the amount. | am speaking in purely an impersona
fashion when | say that Uncle Hildrew must have been worth afull million dollars, a the very least.”

"Thereisnoway," snapped Wingate, "in which any one could estimate the amount of wealth that Hildrew
Parchell possessed. | am going only by the records which are in my possession. They are accurate.

"Fifty thousand dollars. His assetstotaed that sum. | do agreethat it is possible that Hildrew Parchell
may have placed certain money elsewhere. But there isno clue to any source where stored wealth might
be"

"Except for this," interposed The Shadow. Histone was Cranston's; his smile was dight as he picked up
the newspaper that Selwood Royce had been reading. "The jewdry, stolen last night, belonged to
Hildrew Parchell."



"It did not," retorted Wingate. "That jewelry wasin the possession of Channing Tobold. It had been
pledged for a patry sum of five thousand dollars and was probably worth less at present values.”

"But possibly," added The Shadow, histone as quiet as before, "worth far more than the amount for
which the gems were pawned. Hildrew Parchell could have placed it with the pawnbroker, naming a
figurefar smdler than the actua worth of the jewels."

WINGATE glared. Royce shot a keen glance toward The Shadow. Roger Parchell looked puzzled.

"What'sthisal about?" inquired the heir. " A robbery? Of jewedry belonging to my uncle? When did it
occur?!

"Last night,” replied Royce. "A murder was involved. The newspapers werefilled with the accounts of a
battle among mobgters.”

"All newstome," returned Roger. "I have been on the go for two days. Y ou see" - he turned to Wingate
- "1 was not in San Francisco when your wire came. | had closed my office; afriend happened in there a
thetime thewire arrived. He called me by long distancein Los Angéles; | told him to send you awired
reply, that | was coming East. Then | took off from Los Angeles by plane.”

"And you read no newspapers?' asked Wingate.

"Nonetoday," returned Roger. "' was adegp when we stopped at Cincinnati. | had timeto call you; then
wetook off and | went to deep again.”

He reached for the newspaper. Wingate stopped him. Putting the journal to one side, the attorney held
up his hand and began to spesk.

"Let me explain the circumstances from the beginning,” he suggested. "That, | believe, will dlarify al that
has happened. First of al, Roger, your uncle's death was due to heart failure; but circumstances
surrounding it were accidental.

"Doctor Raymond Deseurre, your uncle's physician, stated that deeth might well have been expected.
Y our uncl€'s condition had long been a serious one. He was in bed when stricken; faling, he overturned a
table and acandle st fire to the bedstead. Tristram, your uncle's servant, extinguished the blaze."

Wingate paused after thisbrief statement. He continued with added details.

"A headquarters inspector cameto the house," declared the lawyer. "This man - hisnameis Cardona- is
reputed to be the most competent member of the New Y ork force. He conducted a thorough
investigation and finally decided that your uncle's death had been accidentd.

"I had assured Cardonathat al of Hildrew Parchell's documents were in order. He called me yesterday,
after | had gone over the origina papers, comparing them with duplicates. Cardonawas fully satisfied
that nothing was amiss.

"Lagt night, thugs entered an obscure pawnshop owned by an old man named Channing Tobold.
Apparently, rival factions attempted to rifle the place at the sametime. They battled; mobsterswere dain,
and Tobold, himself, waskilled.

"Police, investigating, found Tobold's safe opened. They referred to the pawnbroker's books. There had
been nothing of vauein the place except abox containing jewels valued at five thousand dollars. That
box was gone.



"Detective Cardona was again the acting inspector on the case. On the floor behind Tobold's counter, he
discovered acrumpled list that corresponded with one in the safe. Thislist named the itemsin the stolen
box. Cardonaaso learned that the stolen jewelry had once bel onged to Hildrew Parchell.”

"My uncle had pawned it with Tobold?" inquired Roger.

"Yes," replied Wingate. "Discovering that, Cardona came here to see me. | produced the pawn ticket
and correspondence between Hildrew Parchell and Channing Tobold. Discussing the matter, Cardona
and | agreed that the robbery at the pawnshop was merely a coincidence; that it had nothing to do with
your uncle's death.”

"But," began Roger, ""sometimes coincidences are important -"

"NOT inthiscase." interposed Wingate. " Tobold's pawnshop was an open target for crooks. It wasa
wonder that they had not attacked it before. Naturally, they took only articles that appeared to be of
vaue. Thosejewdswere dl that were in the place. Moreover, we are sure to learn more about them
shortly."

"How s0?" inquired Roger.

"Itisobvious" returned Wingate, "that hoodlums of the crudest type were responsible for the robbery at
Tobold's. Such thieves have no way of obtaining high vaue, for goods that they purloin.

"They ‘fence stolen articlesfor asmall percentage of the actua worth. Where murder isinvolved with
robbery, smal-fry crooks were anxiousto get rid of their spoils quickly. To usetheir own parlance, the
suff is'hot" and must be dropped in ahurry.”

"If Mr. Crangton were familiar with ways of criminas' - Wingate paused to stare steedily at his
cam-faced vistor - "hewould redlize that there is nothing complex or mysteriousin a pawnshop robbery.
| predict” - Wingate was emphatic - "that the gems stolen from Tobold's will be recovered by the police
within one week!

"Then we shd| seethefally of the theory that Mr. Cranston has suggested. The police hold complete lists
of the golen items. Onelist in Hildrew Parchdll's handwriting; the other in Channing Tobold's. Thoselists
will identify the gems.”

"| grant you this, however" - Wingate was dmost sarcastic - "if the jewery is not uncovered it may be
possible - dightly possible - that others than mere hoodlums were concerned in their theft.”

"If some one suspected that Hildrew Parchell might have stored away unknown wedlth; if that same
person had learned of the jewdry at Tobold's; if, again, that individua had suddenly gained the theory
that those gemswere overrated in value - well" - Wingate paused to smirk - "well, if dl those 'ifs were
possible, asmart crook might have been behind the robbery at the pawnshop.”

"Tosuchaman, if heexisted" - Wingate was wagging aforefinger in emphass - "five thousand dollars
would be apaltry sum. If - aprobable if' - at lagt, thisimpossible sort of thief found that the jewelry was
worth only the five thousand dollars a which it israted, he would never attempt to fence it. Being aman
of brains, hewould not run the risk of throwing cluesinto view."

"But suppose,” put in Sewood Royce, "the gems were actualy worth an immense sum? What would
happen then?’

"They would be fenced," replied Wingate, "probably somewhere esethanin New York. And let metell
you this' - theforefinger was till wagging - "the gppearance of gems of high value in the open market



would attract immediate attention.”

"But why dl thisfoolish speculation?' Wingate laughed as he sttled back in his chair and folded both
hands. "I havetold you that the jewelsweretrifles. If they do not show up, we shal know that some
would-be master crook fooled himself and has destroyed them so that evidence will be lacking.”

"If the jewels are recovered, their low value will be proven and we shal know that common thugs were
respongible. Thisisnot my sole opinion. Detective Cardona sharesit dso. Just ashe and | agree upon
the matter of what happened here last night.”

"Something happened here?" questioned Royce.

"Yes" replied Wingate, "A snegk thief cameinto this office. Braddock surprised the fellow. They had a
brief set-to and the thief escaped. There, Mr. Cranston, would be another problem for adeuth. A
connection. Robbery at Tobold's, attempted theft here.

"But men of fact, like Detective Cardonaand mysdf, know that smal-time crimeisso prevaent in
Manhattan that ninety-nine per cent of supposed connections are no more than coincidences. | told
Cardona about a sneak thief being here. We both laughed at the thought of Braddock frightening the

rogue away."

There was a pause; then Wingate arose. In amild, indulgent tone, the lawyer spoke with finality.

"I DO not blame you for your theory, Cranston,” said Wingate, dryly. "Naturdly, you areinterested in
those scarabs that you believed Hildrew Parchell owned. Y ou would, of course, think that they might
have been with therifled jewelry. But they were not. | saw the bonafide lists. The gemswere old family

jewdry that had belonged to Hildrew Parchell and hiswife. The old man pawned the jewel s because he
knew Tobold and because he had no place of his own in which to keep them.

"Wdll, Roger" - Wingate had turned toward the heir - "I had not expected you to come East so promptly.
Could you spare aweek? It will be that long before your uncl€'s estate can be settled.”

"I can gtay indefinitely,” replied Roger. "I intend to stop at the Hotel Metrolite. I'm going there right now,
to get some deep.”

"Suppose you come out to Long Idand,” suggested Selwood Royce. "Not tonight, for | am not returning
there until later. Nor tomorrow, when | shall be busy. But if you can come out the day after tomorrow,
you can remain at my home during the rest of your stay."

"Thanks," said Roger. "But of course, Royce, | should not want to put you out.”

"Youwon't," chuckled Royce. "Y ou should see my place, Roger. It was my father's, and he added wings
to the house until it became the Sze of ayoung hotel. It even has an art gdlery, filled with paintings that
my father collected."

"Paintings of much vaue?' queried Wingate.

"No," returned Royce. "Father went in for odditiesin art. Portraits that ook at you wherever you go;
facestha seem to amileif you watch them. Bizarre scenes of mobs and executions. The gdlery isone of
fresks"

Pausing, Royce turned toward The Shadow.

"The gdllery would interest you, Mr. Cranston,” he said. "Y ou have collected curios. Some of these



paintings could be placed in that class. Any time you choose, you will be awelcome vistor.

"Some time ago, one of the newspapers caled up to arrange an interview with me on the subject of art. |
staled them off; but | supposeif areporter comes out to see me, | shdl haveto show himthe gallery.”

"Wadl, Roger, don't forget that | shal expect you. | have just time" - Royce glanced a hiswatch - "to
keep an appointment at my club. | must beleaving.”

Royce departed; The Shadow, remembering amythical Cranston appointment, |eft also. Roger Parchell
sarted at the sametimefor his hotel. The meeting at Wingate's was ended.

BENEATH the bluelight in his sanctum, The Shadow read reports from his agents. Moe Shrevnitz had
recovered his cab. Police had picked it up abandoned as a stolen car. Cliff Mardand and Hawkeye were
in the underworld, scouring for information concerning dead mobsters.

Harry Vincent had returned to New Y ork. He was at the Hotel Metrolite, his usua headquarters, Roger
Parchell had merely chanced to choose the same hotel. Clyde Burke, visiting police headquarters, had
learned nothing of importance from Joe Cardona.

The Shadow reached for the earphones on the wall. His whispered voice spoke to Burbank, giving new
orders. Every agent had functionsto perform; in fact, The Shadow was caling in the services of another
man, whom he sefldom used, to aid him.

There was reason for The Shadow's action. In sounding Weldon Wingate, The Shadow had listened
while the lawyer had stated possibilities that The Shadow, himsalf, had aready considered. Though The
Shadow knew that Homer Hothan had gone to Tobold's pawnshop in search of hidden wedlth, he also
realized that those stolen jewd s represented along shot.

The presence of the slver skull ring had evidently prompted both Hothan and the master crook to their
fullest effort. Somehow, evil workers had gained some clue to wedlth that involved askull.

Y et the chance still existed that awrong bet had been made; that the stolen jewe ry was of comparatively
little value. If so, crime might soon again be rampant. That was why The Shadow was again preparing.

From now on, every person concerned with Hildrew Parchell would be watched by The Shadow. Some
of them might need protection. Among the others, there might be one The Shadow wanted.

The big-shot. The man who had hired Homer Hothan. For The Shadow was sure that the hiding
ex-secretary was serving amaster who had long since gained knowledge concerning the affairs of old
Hildrew Parchell.

The unknown crook, dayer of Channing Tobold, had shown himself too bold to leave al to aweakling
such as Hothan. The big-shot must be ready to play his own cards when occasion demanded. This, The
Shadow knew.

CHAPTER X. SPOILSRECLAIMED
"THAT'SAl, Burke"

Joe Cardonawas emphatic as he made the statement. The detective was seated behind his desk at
headquarters. Standing near him was another police officer: Detective Sergeant Markham. Clyde Burke
was lounging at the opposite side of the desk.

It was |ate afternoon. Clyde Burke had come here for astory. Thejewdry stolen from Tobold's



pawnshop had been reclaimed and the reporter wanted the details. But Cardona had been more than
usudly gingy with hisinformation.

"It's not much dope, Joe," declared Clyde, ruefully. ™Y ou say you got the jewels back through afence;
but you don't tell me who the fence was -"

"Why should 17" interrupted Cardona. "Do you think | want to make trouble for the fellow by giving his
name to the newspapers?'

"l won't print it, Joe -"
"Then why do you want it?"
Clyde had no answer to Cardona’s question. The ace detective scowled.

"Ligten, Burke," he said, "you've got al you need to know. I'll repegt it. The stolen stuff was left with a
jeweler for appraisal -"

"Who left it?!

"An unidentified stranger. Looked like arowdy. The jeweer was suspicious. He notified the police. We
looked over the gems and found them dll there, according to thelist.”

"And thevaue?'
"Between four and five thousand dollars. We're looking for the man who left them with thejeweler.”
"Y ou mean thefence.”

"Cdl himwhat you want: jeweler or fence. It doesn't matter to me. Weve got the jewdry if you want to
seeit”

"Where?"
“Right here.”

Cardonayanked open adesk drawer. He pulled out a metal box and poured the contents on the desk.
Clyde saw amass of rings, brooches, and bracelets. Leaning forward, he noted an odd ring. It was of
dlver, with tiny ruby settings.

"Seethat, Markham?' chuckled Cardona. "Everybody that's seen the stuff haslooked at that ring. Kind
of odd, isn't it - askull with red eyes.”

"Worth much?' queried Markham, leaning forward. It was hisfirst look at thejewdry. "Lookslike
platinum.”

"It'sglver,” returned Cardona, "and it's only worth about fifteen bucks. Those eyesaren't redl rubies.
They're acouple of garnets.”

Clyde Burke finished hisinspection of the articles. Helooked at Cardona. The detective shook his head.
"Nothing else, Burke," decided Joe. "I'vetold you dl that you're going to get.”

Clyde shrugged his shoulders and strolled from the office. He knew that Cardonas decison wasfinal.
Clyde had aready reported to The Shadow that the jewel s had been recovered; and Burbank had called



back to assign him to the task of learning more about them. But Clyde had reached hislimit.

LIGHTS had been turned on in Cardonas office, for it was after sunset. The corridor that Clyde entered
was agloomy one, with dull lights.

As he gtarted toward the outer door, the reporter jostled against a stoop-shouldered figure. He saw a
pale, dull-faced man who was carrying a mop and bucket. One of the janitors.

"Sorry," said Clyde.
"Yah," returned the stooped man, with ameaningless grin.

Clyde went on. The janitor continued up the halway, saw the lighted doorway of Cardonas office and
looked in. Cardona spied him.

"Hello," Fritz greeted the detective. "Well be here awnhile yet. Y ou can clean up here, later.”

Thejanitor did not appear to understand Cardona's injunction. Instead of leaving, he came into the office
and set down the mop and bucket. Cardona looked at Markham, then laughed.

"WEell let him stay," decided Joe. Then, to thejanitor: " Say, Fritz - come over here and take alook at this
Suff.”

The detective indicated the jewelry on the desk. Fritz shambled over. He stretched out a pale hand and
began to fumble with the objects on the desk. Suddenly, he picked out the skull ring and held it up.

"Yah," he declared, with an gpproving nod. "Y ah. Goot, this one. Goot!"

"You'rewrong, Fritz," chuckled Joe. "No good, that one. Cheap. Only fifteen dollars. Not much
pfennig.”

"Yah," grunted Fritz, half dubious. The janitor laid the ring on the desk, then went back to the mop and
bucket. He started to clean thefloor.

Ignoring the janitor, Cardonaturned to Markham.

"You heard what | said to Burke," announced Joe. "Wdl, thereisn't alot moretoit; but | couldn't tdl him
the works. It was old Koko Gluss who had this jewelry handed to him.”

"The guy with the hockshop down on the Bowery?* questioned Markham. "' Say - he quit fencing stuff
after we put the clamps on him. | didn't know held sarted in again.”

"He hasn't. He wouldn't have taken this swag, except for what the guy that brought it told him. The stuff
was handed to him for gppraisa.”

"Who by?"

"Some gorilla. The guy brought the jewery into the hockshop dong about ten o'clock. Asked old Koko
to appraiseit. Said Benny Lungo wanted to know what it was worth."

"Benny Lungo! Say - hewouldn't have beenin on ajob like this. He sticks with the dock-wallopers.”

"I know that. But it scared old Koko. He knew Benny by rep. So he appraised the stuff and did aright
job of it. Figured the jewelry worth about forty-five hundred.”



"Thenwhat?'

"The gorillasaid Benny wanted to soak it. Told Koko to hold it until noon. The gorillabest it and didn't
come back. Koko began to get worried."

"What'd he do, call Benny?"

"That's just what he did do. Sort of fished around when he talked over the telephone - Koko's no
dummy, you know - and found out that Benny hadn't sent the mug. So Koko cdled me."

"Scared to keep the stuff?"

"Sure. He figured it was hot and he knew he was in wrong aready. Wanted to come clean. Said hewas
afraid somebody was trying to fence the stuff by putting it in soak. 1ts been done before.”

"So you went over there?'

"Yeah. And I've had a couple of men watching the place in case the gorilla comes back. | want you to
relieve them thisevening. That'swhy | sent for you, Markham."

"Probably the gorillas gotten cold feet by thistime. Well, that proves just what you figured. A bunch of
mugs pulled that job at Tobold's, and after killing the old guy they wanted to ditch the swag in ahurry.”

Cardona nodded.

"What did Koko Gluss say the gorillalooked like?" asked Markham. " Suppose the guy shows up?
How'm | going to know him?"

"Gluss can't tell us much,” returned Cardona. "That hockshop of hisisadark sort of place. Heused a
light when helooked at the jewelry through ameagnifier; but the gorillakept away from it. Man about
five-fegt-ten, Gluss said, but not over heavy. Sort of wiry build.”

"Doesn't sound like one of Benny's dock-wal lopers.”

"Why should it?" Cardona snorted. "Say, | went around to see Benny. Had to, in order to square Gluss.
Naturaly, the guy didn't come from Benny. That wasjust astdl to scare Gluss.”

"Was Benny sore?’

"PLENTY!" Cardona chuckled at the recollection of hisinterview with the " pride of the dock-wallopers.”
"He didn't blame Koko Gluss, though. He'd like to get the guy that pulled the gag. | asked him who he
figured it could be."

"Did hesay?'

"He thought it over; then said there was only one bird lousy enough to have tried to get himin wrong. By
that he meant there was only one who had nerve enough.”

"Who wasthat?"
"Hick Sherrad."
Markham snorted. It was plain that the detective sergeant disagreed. So, for that matter, did Cardona.

"It couldn't have been Flick," stated the acting inspector. "That bozo took it on the lam after we busted



his racket. Flick hasn't been around for months. Benny just figured Flick because Flick's the one guy who
has Benny's number."

"What's more, Markham, Flick Sherrad wouldn't have been so dumb asto try to fence this stuff through
Koko Gluss. Flick wouldn't have used agorillaas an errand boy."

"It was just abunch of nutsthat tried that funny stuff at Tobold's. They grabbed the swag and had afight
among themsdves, unless-"

"Unlesswha?' inquired Markham.

"Nothing," returned Cardona. "Call it afight in which somebody grabbed the boodle. Let it go at that."
He paused to shove the jewery back into the box. "Wdll, I'm taking this stuff to Weldon Wingate, the
lawyer, dong with the lists. Hell decide whether he wantsto take it for five thousand or passit back to
Channing Tobold's estate. Come along, Markham; you're going over to the hockshop.”

"A swell chancethat the gorillawill come back to see Gluss," grunted the detective sergeant.

The two men left the office. Fritz remained with his mop and bucket. The janitor had overheard the entire
conversation, including Cardona's |apse when spesking of the gunfight.

There had been areason for Cardona's pause. The ace detective had been about to advance the theory
that The Shadow had been a Tobold's. For Joe Cardona knew well that The Shadow was an active
warrior who had frequently broken up attempts at crime.

Fritz completed his mopping shortly after Cardonaand Markham had |eft. The janitor's mode of action
changed. From a shuffling, lethargic worker, he became a swift-moving figure. Ficking up mop and
bucket, he went out into the corridor.

The long hall was deserted. With long stride, Fritz followed it and turned off to aroom where he stopped
before alocker. Dropping his utensls, he opened the locker and drew forth black garments. Cloak folds
dipped over shoulders; adouch hat settled on Fritz's head.

Overdls dropped from benegath the cloak. The shrouded figure stooped, picked them up and put them in
thelocker. A soft laugh came from hidden lips. Thiswas not Fritz, the shuffling janitor, early on the
clean-up job. Thiswas The Shadow!

CLYDE BURKE'S chief had learned what the reporter had failed to get. The details of how the spoils
from Tobold's pawnshop had been reclaimed. The Shadow had gained the facts that Joe Cardona had
learned; and from the detective's discourse he had gleaned a unique picture that Joe had failed to grasp.

Thevaudess skull ring was proof of onething only. Men of crime had been searching for wedlth that lay
with askull. Homer Hothan had long been the spy of ahidden crook who was interested in old Hildrew
Parchdl's affairs. After gaining a half-destroyed document from old Parchell's bedroom, Hothan had
convened with his chief.

They knew that Hildrew Parchell must have placed wedlth in some safe storage place. So they had taken
themost logica guess asabeginning. They had gambled that the jewelry at Tobold's might be worth far
more than its supposed va ue of five thousand dollars.

Hothan, covered by thugs, with his chief in the background, had gone to get the jewelry. The half-burned
document must have mentioned the word "skull," for Hothan, seeing the skull ring, had prepared to
murder Tobold and take the gems.



Hothan had been frustrated. His chief had stepped in to grab the swag. Like Hothan, the unknown
murderer had falen for the lure of the skull ring.

Later, however, both had learned that the swag was comparatively valueless; that it did not represent the
treasure that they had sought.

Today, oddly enough, the crooks had acted exactly as Weldon Wingate had predicted. That is, they had
acted as smdll-fry criminaswould act. But these were clever crooks; in their action, The Shadow saw
keen scheming.

By pretending that they had blundered, by sending agorillato "Koko" Gluss, the big-shot had crested the
definite impression that only ordinary thugs were responsible. Joe Cardona, reasoning aong the lines of
Wingate's wise statements, had falen for the bluff. But The Shadow had not.

GLIDING forth from headquarters, The Shadow had become a phantom shape, blending with the
darkness that had settled above Manhattan. His obscure course was untraceable in the dusk. Only a
soft-whispered laugh announced his presence in adarkened side street.

The Shadow had guessed another point. He knew that the smart crook who ruled Homer Hothan must
aso have had contact with some capable mob-leader who had supplied the gorillas for the battle at
Tobold's.

Picturing that fact, The Shadow had the key to the mob leader. L ogicaly, the rogue would be the very
man whose name Cardona had rejected. No ordinary gorilla had spoken of Benny Lungo just by chance.
The thug who had taken the swag to Koko Gluss must have come from "Hick" Sherrad.

Spoils had been deliberately thrown into the hands of the law; and the law was blind to the fact. The
Shadow, however, had gained another objective; one that would lead him to issue new ordersthe
moment that he reached his sanctum.

Agents were dready searching for traces of Homer Hothan; they would have another to look for now:
namely, Hick Sherrad. Two underlingsto find: afurtive killer and aclever mob leader. Through one or
both of these henchmen, The Shadow intended to meet the master crook himsdif!

CHAPTER XI. MOVESIN THE NIGHT

NINE o'clock. Manhattan was aglow. From the glittering area of Times Square to the lightsaong the
water fronts, the great metropolis presented aman-made glare that cast a huge reflection against asullen

y.

Theillumination was deceptive. Manhattan was not one mass of blazing lights. There were spots where
the brilliance equaled that of daylight; there were other places where darknesslurked. Theidand, itsdlf,
was actudly a patchwork contrast.

Night was The Shadow's habitat. This night, also, wasimportant to his agents. Each man had an
appointed task. Some were where lights glimmered; others where blackness dominated. From Broadway
to the Bowery, workers were on the job.

A young man was seated in the lobby of the Hotel Metrolite. Keen of face, clean-cut of gppearance, he
was watching the elevators. Thiswas Harry Vincent, returned from Ohio.

A man stepped from an elevator and approached the desk. It was Roger Parchell. Harry had been
gppointed to watch the man from California. He had learned Roger's room number and had spotted him



from adescription sent by Burbank.

As Roger Parchdll reached the desk, Harry sauntered up and waited near by. He heard the heir speak to
the clerk. Roger was asking for any messages. There were none.

"I am going out," stated Roger. "If any one cals, state that | shal be back by haf past eleven.”

That word given, Roger sauntered from the lobby. Harry followed. The two joined a Broadway throng.
Harry had no difficulty in keeping close behind the man whom he was guarding. Roger Parchell wasin no
hurry. He stopped in front of alarge motion-picture theater.

Reaching into a pocket, Roger produced adollar hill; he stepped up to the box office and bought a
ticket. Harry followed suit; by the time that he had made his purchase, Roger had walked to the entrance.
Harry followed.

Thistheater had no lighted, inner lobby. As Harry passed the ticket-chopper, he came directly into
darkness. He saw people walking toward the aides; it wasimpossble to distinguish faces.

Spying aman who looked like Roger Parchell, Harry followed him, only to discover, when closer, that he
had picked the wrong man.

Harry went back to the entrance. He decided that the best plan wasto remain in the theater until the
program had made a complete round. The place was well filled; there would be no chance to spot Roger
Parchd| until thefellow went out again.

One bad point was that the theater possessed severd exits, dl of which werein regular use. Therewas
no telling which way Roger would eventually go out. However, Harry decided that by staying, he might
spy Roger; and by going out soon enough, he could at least reach the hotel and watch for Roger's return
a deventhirty.

WHILE Harry Vincent was thus engaged, another of The Shadow's agents was having more
troublesome difficulties. Clyde Burke, enthroned a atelephone desk in the Classic office, was having an
argument across the wire.

"What's the matter, Burke?' inquired the assistant city editor, as Clyde hung up thereceiver. "That'sthe
fourth call you've made. Missing out on something?"

"Yes," returned Clyde. "It'sthisfellow Royce. The Long Idand millionaire. | made an appointment with
him to go out and see hisart galery.”

"Can't you locate him?"

"No. Hisclub says he's at home. His home says he's at the club. What bothers meisthat each timel call
either place | get some one different on thewire. | have to explain the whole thing over - why | want to
talk with Selwood Royce."

"Maybe they're giving you the run-around.”

"Nobody knows anything about the appointment. Sounds like he has half a dozen servants out at the
house."

"WEell, | guess Royce just forgot the matter, Burke. Why don't you postpone the interview.”

"It'smy assgnment for tonight. I've arranged it; and I'm going to keep caling until | locate Royce."



With that statement, Clyde lifted the receiver to make another cal to Royce's club.

WEST of Broadway, Moe Shrevnitz was seated behind the whedl of hisreclaimed cab. The
shrewd-faced taxi driver was parked outside the apartment that was topped by Weldon Wingate's
penthouse. It was Moe€'s job to watch for Wingate.

Some one came out of the building. Leaning forward, M oe recognized the white-haired lawyer. Wingate
was looking for acab. Moe, parked at the hack stand, was ready. He stepped on the starter.

At that instant, another cab whisked by. Itsdriver saw Wingate. The cab cut in hard ahead of Mo€'s.
Brakes ground as the driver opened the door. Wingate stepped aboard.

Moe Shrevnitz fumed. Thiswas againgt the ethics of thetaxi drivers. Had adoorman been on duty, Moe
could have made a protest. But there was no doorman. Wingate was already aboard the rival cab.

Moe followed the cab ahead. Thiswas his only way to keep tabs on Wingate. When it cameto trailing
another cab, Moe had no rival. He made a science of the game.

Thefirst cab swung around a corner; Moe dowed for amoment, then made the turn and cut behind a
truck to avoid notice as he continued on thetralil.

It looked like an easy task, but M oe was not counting on what was to come. Wingate's cab shot
suddenly forward asit came to acorner. Hardly had it passed the crossing before Moe, a hundred feet
behind, heard the clangor of afire truck, accompanied by sirens.

A motorcycle policeman sped by. A patrolman sprang out into the avenue and spread his armsto block
traffic. Moe was forced to stop. A fire engine roared across the avenue. Moe jammed his cab into gear;
the cop barked an order to remain stopped. Ten seconds later, a hook-and-ladder truck clattered by.

Another sren waswailing. The patrolman gtill held traffic. Twenty seconds more; an ambulance came
into view, clanged across the avenue, and kept on in back of the fire gpparatus. The cop made sure that
no more vehicles were coming; then motioned for traffic to proceed.

Moe muttered angrily. He had logt fully aminute and a haf. Wingatéstaxi had turned off the avenue.
Traffic wasthick about Moe's cab, with cars cutting in from the opposite direction. No chance of
regaining thetrail. Moe could do nothing but return to Wingate's apartment and watch for the lawyer's
return.

THE Gray Room of the Hotel Goliath was a place reserved for small banquets. Situated on the
mezzanine of the hotdl, it occupied a corner just beyond the stairway to the lobby.

Tonight, the Gray Room wasin use. Thirty surgeonswere holding abanquet in honor of a prominent
physician who had returned from the Orient, bringing new data on tropical diseases.

Invitationsto this dinner had been difficult to obtain. Among the lucky guests was a young physician who
was seated at acorner table. His name was Rupert Sayre and hisinvitation had come unexpectedly, only
an hour before the banquet had begun.

Among hisfriends, Doctor Sayre numbered Lamont Cranston. It was through Cranston that Sayre had
gained the invitation here. And Cranston had requested afavor on the part of Doctor Sayre. In
accordance with Cranston's wish, Sayre was watching a physician who was seated at atable near the
door.

Sayre knew the man by sight and by reputation: Doctor Raymond Deseurre, akeen-faced man of middle



age: Sayre could not help but wonder why Cranston had requested a close observation of this reputable
physcian.

For Sayre - through circumstances which he had encountered - had long since identified Lamont
Cranston with astrange personage called The Shadow. (Note: See Val. VII, No. 2, "The Master of

Death.") Sayre knew that those whom came under The Shadow's vigilance were apt to be men of crime.
Sometimes, though, they were persons who needed protection.

Which was Deseurre? Was he aplotter, or athreatened victim? What could he do here; or what might
happen to him?

As Sayre considered these questions, an attendant entered the Gray Room. Sayre saw the hotel
employee speak to Doctor Deseurre.

The middle-aged man arose and quietly left the room. Sayre watched the doorway, expecting his return.
Severd minutes passed; then camethering of atelephone near Sayre's corner. A waiter answered it;
Sayre heard the man take the message.

"Very well, ar," said thewaiter. "Yes... I'll tell the speaker... Yes, | understand, sir. Doctor Deseurre has
had acal from a patient and will not be ableto return...”

Another agent of The Shadow - for Rupert Sayre was serving in that capacity pro tem - had lost the trail
of aman whom he was supposed to watch. Coincidences were running strong tonight. In no case was
there any indication of the unusud.

DOWN in the underworld, two aids of The Shadow were on duty together. Cliff Mardand and
Hawkeye formed a competent team as they stalked the badlands. They had received atip through
Burbank, afew hours previoudy. They were making good use of it.

Nether Cliff nor Hawkeye had found out any worthwhile facts regarding the gorillas who had falen a
Tobold's. All of those thugs had been free-lance mobsmen of lesser consequence. Some one had hired
them, perhaps, but the "grapevine," that secret telegraph of the underworld, disclaimed the fact.

According to the whisper, the thugs had been on their own. The grapevine, however, was sometimes
wrong. Evidence, though, supported it, for no connection could be found between the dead thugs and
any known band of hoodlums.

Thetracking of Homer Hothan had proven a hopeless task. The man had never been heard of in the
underworld. There was no starting point from which to trace him. Thus Cliff and Hawkeye had been
blocked until this new tip had come from Burbank.

"Trace Hick Sherrad." That had been The Shadow's order. Cliff and Hawkeye, separating, had started
work with determination. Meeting, they had compared notes. Together, they had something.

Cliff had heard two dipstaking about a hideout, not far from the Bowery, a place that was guarded by a
fake blind peddier. The faker was back on hisold stand. He had hired out hislodging to some one who
wanted to keep under cover.

Hawkeye had talked with a hophead whom he had met in an underworld dive. In the course of
conversation, the hophead had mentioned cautioudy that he had seen Flick Sherrad two days before. He
had named the locdlity where he had spied the missing mob-leader. Hawkeye had made a mental note of
it.

Added facts brought results. Cliff and Hawkeye, telling each other their findings, agreed that the occupied



hideout might well be Flick Sherrad's. It was close to the place where the hophead had seen Hick.

Going aong the Bowery, The Shadow's agents reached the street that they wanted. Thisthoroughfare
wasfairly well lighted. A good spot for apeddler.

Strolling dong, they passed the fake blind man standing in front of a building that bore a"for-rent” sign.
The door of the building was dmost in darkness.

CLIFF and Hawkeye separated. Cliff came back aong the street. Though roughly dressed, he looked
like aman who might have money. There was nothing unusua in achap of histype sopping to look in
pitying fashion &t the blind peddier.

Cliff reached in his pocket. He brought out some coins and held them in the light. He noted pencilsin the
peddler's hand. Cliff reached for them.

"How much?" he queried, as he tapped the pencils.
"Five cents each," returned the peddler, in awheezy tone. "Or whatever you want to pay for them.”

Cliff was holding the man's attention. He knew that behind those dark glasses were eyesthat could see.
But the faker was turned away from the doorway. He could not observe what Cliff was noticing.
Hawkeye had sneaked up to the door, to find it unlocked. Hawkeye was entering the house.

"I'll take three pencils,” decided Cliff. "Herés aquarter. Y ou keep the change.”

Drawing away the pencilswith hisleft hand, Cliff pushed atwenty-five-cent piece between the thumb and
forefinger of hisright. He flipped the coin for the peddier's cup. The quarter fell short, as Cliff had
intended it. The coin struck the outside of the cup and clinked to the sidewal k.

The peddler dropped to his knees and began to fed around for the money. Cliff urged him away.
Stooping, The Shadow's agent began a search of hisown.

"I'll find it for you," he promised. "Here - hold the pencilswhile | look."

The quarter was lying in acrack of the sdewalk. Cliff pushed it farther away as he pawed about. The
peddler started to help again. Cliff motioned the man upward and arose to his own feset.

"Guessit'slogt,” hesaid. "I'll have to strike amatch to look for it. But here- I'll pay you for the pencilsin
the meantime. | have another quarter.”

Cliff produced the second coin. The peddler was stooping again. Cliff withheld him and plunked the new
quarter in the cup. At the same moment, he did hisfoot over so it covered the quarter on the sidewalk.

Cliff wanted time to make his next search. He intended to keep the peddier occupied while Hawkeye
scoured the hideout. Thus he would be present if Hawkeye needed him; and he would also be ableto
cover Hawkeye's departure if no trouble should occur while the little man was searching.

Three or four minutes had aready passed. Cliff struck amatch. It blew out. He lighted another. It dso
faled. More trouble with matches. Another minute had gone by.

At lagt, Cliff held one burning. He stooped and |ooked about by hisright foot, the one that covered the
coin. Hismatch burned out in the hollow cup of hishand. Cliff started to light another.

A flicker of flame showed adow motion of the peddier's right foot. Something in the action warned Cliff.
It was the way a man would move before dealing ablow. Cliff looked up. He shot hisleft hand toward a



descending wrist.
The peddier had yanked a blackjack and was starting a short swing for Cliff's head.

CLIFF caught the man'swrigt; as he twisted it, the fellow lost his hold on the implement. The blackjack
thudded on the sdewak. With asnarl, the fake blind man legped for Cliff's throat.

Cliff wasrisng too late. The man had the advantage. Asthey grappled, Cliff'sfeet dipped. Cliff fell back
upon his shoulders and clutched wildly to stop his attacker. The faker grabbed Cliff'sthroat.

The man'sideawas to pound the back of Cliff'shead on the sdewalk. Cliff resisted with full force; but
hisarms were pinioned benegth the faker's knees. Only by shifting his head from sde to sde could Cliff
escapetheinevitable.

Choking fingers gripped Cliff's throat. The Shadow's agent wrenched his neck away from the beggar's
grasp. Then the fingers clutched again. Cliff gurgled; the peddler issued atriumphant snarl.

Then, a this crucid ingtant, a bunched-up form came hurtling downward from the wall above. A doubled
body landed squarely on the peddler's shoulders. The faker went down into a hesp and rolled from Cliff's
body. Fingers|eft Cliff'sthroat.

Asherolled over to gain hisfeet, Cliff saw hisrescuer gripping the peddier. 1t was Hawkeye who had
made thistimely attack. From the second floor, Hawkeye had seen the fight. He had plunged from afront
window to put anend toit.

Hawkeye was half lifting the peddier. The man's dark glasses were gone as Hawkeye backed him against
thewall. Helpless, he was coughing answers to questions that Hawkeye was giving him.

"Whose hideout isit?' Hawkeye was demanding. "Comeon - spill it!"
"Hick Sherrad's," gasped the peddler. "Hlick -"

"Hick'snot intown," sngpped Hawkeye. "Come on - who's the mug that's got you working as
look-out?"

"lt'sHick - Flick Sherrad. Honest it is-"

Half sagging as hisvoice broke, the peddier loosed a sudden, lucky jab to Hawkeye's chin. Hawkeye
staggered; as Cliff sprang forward, the peddier made a dive away from him. He kicked over the cup that
he had laid upon the sidewalk. Coins went scattering as the peddier took to his heels. Pencils dropped
adong theman'strail.

Cliff sopped Hawkeye asthelittle man was about to pursue. Together, they hurried along the street and
took temporary cover in adoorway; then, satisfied that the coast was clear, they headed toward the
Bowery.

"No use chasng him," grunted Cliff. "We muffed it - that'sal. We found Flick's hideout, right enough, but
he won't head in here now that the lookout's missing.”

"Anyway, | bluffed that guy," remarked Hawkeye. "Hell think we were after somebody ese, theway |
talked to him. | didn't make out that we wanted Flick."

"Good headwork," complimented Cliff. "But it won't bring FHlick back. Hell be off the place after this,
What did you find upgtairs?'



"A room that looked like a hideout. But there wasn't anybody there.”
"All right. Stick herewhile | make areport.”

They had neared acigar store on the Bowery. Hawkeye remained outside while Cliff went into makea
cal to Burbank. Agents of The Shadow had again struck ill luck.

IN the reading room of the exclusive Cobalt Club, arotund, chubby-faced man was reading an evening
newspaper while he smoked afat cigar. Thisindividua was named Rutledge Mann. By profession, he
was an investment broker.

Mann was pleased with his surroundings. He had been admitted to this swanky club through the
recommendation of an important member - Lamont Cranston. Mann spent much of hisleisuretime here.

A smile showed on Mann's chubby face as he noted an item in the newspaper. It was a digpatch from
Philadel phia, stating that Professor Tyson Morth was ddivering a gpeech in that city thisevening.

Mann smiled because he had read asimilar item in a Philadel phia morning newspaper, earlier thisvery
day. Thereport in the Philadelphiajournal had stated, in addition, that Professor Morth wasleaving for
New Y ork directly after hisdinner speech. That meant he would take atrain at eight o'clock, arriving in
New Y ork before ten.

Mann had clipped that item from the Philade phia newspaper. He had placed it in an envel ope, had
carried it to Twenty-third Street, and had left it in The Shadow's post box. By thistime, it had reached
The Shadow.

Rutledge Mann had cause to smile. Action was not hisforte; hiswas apassive part. But on this occasion,
he was the only one of al The Shadow's agents who had experienced no set-back in the moves against

impending crime.
CHAPTER XII. THE ROOM OF SKULLS

LISTED first among the names of old Hildrew Parchell's associates had been Channing Tobold. Crooks
had raided the pawnbroker's shop; they had failed to get the wedlth they sought. The silver skull ring had
been ablind.

The Shadow had anticipated the criminal move; but he had been too late to stop the evil thrust. Chance
had tricked The Shadow. Channing Tobold was dead. But tonight, The Shadow was playing for better
luck.

Knowing that wedth was gtill missing, The Shadow had picked the name of Hildrew Parchell's second
associate. That was Professor Tyson Morth, the well-known anthropol ogist. The Shadow had sought for
information concerning Professor Morth; he had learned that the man was out of town. Morth's house
was closed.

Then Mann had seen the item in the Philadel phia newspaper. Detail work was Mann's business. He went
through files of out-of-town journas every day. Mann had passed the word to The Shadow, who, in
turn, saw every reason to believe that Morth would be home tonight.

With ten o'clock approaching, The Shadow was riding toward a destination. He was traveling as Lamont
Crangton; he waslounging in the rear seat of abig limousine. The car was rolling southward on Seventh
Avenue, toward the outskirts of Greenwich Village.

Therewas aradio in the limousine. The Shadow turned the knob. The zing-zing of awireless sounded.



Some amateur sender, using short wave. But the code was not the International . Dots and dashes formed
an odd jargon as The Shadow listened.

A soft laugh echoed as the limousine rolled onward. Riding luxurioudy through Manhattan, The Shadow
was receiving alast-minute report from Burbank. The contact man was using a short-wave set from his
hidden post.

The message was in specid code devised by The Shadow. A tricky combination that included key words
which only The Shadow could recognize when he had trand ated them.

Burbank was reporting calls from various agents, he was mentioning briefly the fact that they had lost
sight of the men whom they were set to watch.

Again, The Shadow laughed. His agents had encountered bad bregks; yet he was unperturbed. Some
one among the watched men might be the big-shot. It was impossible to determine which one. But while
others were innocently on the move, the supercrook was apparently designing evil.

The Shadow was ready for trouble; its approach pleased him. Particularly when Burbank's final report
buzzed through, telling that Cliff and Hawkeye had uncovered FHick Sherrad's hideout, only to find it
empty. That meant that minions, likether evil chief, would be on thejob.

THE limousine wasin the edge of the Village, weaving its way through a curious network of twisted
dreets. Stanley, the chauffeur, was familiar with thisdigtrict. The car rolled through athoroughfare no
wider than an dley. It turned into a cross street.

Radio turned off, The Shadow was peering from the window of the big car. He noticed an isolated
house, an old-fashioned building that remained a homestead among other edifices that had been
transformed into gpartments.

Acrossthe street, he observed an Itdian fruit vendor standing by aheavy pushcart. The fellow was
maopping his forehead with a bandanna handkerchief.

"Stop here, Stanley,” spoke The Shadow, through the speaking tube. His voice was the quiet tone of
Crangton. "Go over and ask that fruit seller how much he wants for awhole bunch of bananas.”

The chauffeur pulled up at the curb. Wondering he dlighted. Stanley was used to his employer's quirks,
but the threat of buying out afruit peddler's entire supply of bananas was something new. Nevertheless,
Stanley obeyed the order.

The Shadow watched him talk with the Italian, who gesticulated with much gusto. Stanley returned.
"Three dollars and twenty-five cents,” reported the chauffeur, through the speaking tube. "Do you wish to
purchase the bananas, Mr. Cranston?"

"No," returned The Shadow, quietly. "Tdl the man heis asking seventy-five cents too much. Then return
here, Stanley. We shdll proceed.”

The chauffeur went back to the fruit wagon. The Italian became indignant when he heard the news.
Stanley backed away from the gesticulating fellow. Anxiousto avoid an argument, the chauffeur
scrambled aboard the big car.

"Drive around the block, Stanley,” commented The Shadow, dryly.

The chauffeur drove off, gladly. The Shadow, looking back, emitted a soft laugh, as he saw the fruit
peddier standing in the center of the street, clenching hisfistsand glaring.



Thefdlow had played his part well. Thiswas no ordinary fruit peddler. The Itaian's name was Fietro; he
was an agent of The Shadow.

Pietro had been posted there by Burbank. The Italian had been pushing his cart dong this Street
exclusvely, awayswatching that old, sequestered house. For that building was the closed home of
Professor Tyson Morth.

Stanley was not an agent of The Shadow. He was merdly Lamont Cranston's chauffeur. Y et, unwittingly,
Stanley had passed a message to Pietro. The argument over the price of bananas was actudly acueto
the Itaian.

Pietro's statement of three dollars and a quarter meant that no one had entered the old house. Word
coming back that the sum was too much meant that Pietro was to remain on duty in case of emergency
only, for The Shadow had taken charge.

THE limousine reached the back street. It was rolling past the rear of Morth's darkened house. Again,
The Shadow used Cranston's voice to request a stop. He gave Stanley another order.

"Step over to that tearoom,” said The Shadow. "Ask the door man how much they charge for their
regular dinner. If the price is no more than adallar, find out how long they remain open.”

Again, Stanley alighted. Approaching the obscure basement entrance to the little tearoom, the chauffeur
encountered a huge African attired in gorgeous uniform. The fellow bowed politely as he saw Stanley.

"How much isthe dinner here?' questioned the chauffeur.
"Onedollah, sah," returned the African.

"And how late do you stay open?' added Stanley.

"Until midnight, sah,” wasthereply.

Stanley returned to the car. He gave the information through the speaking tube. Again, the chauffeur had
unwittingly formed contact for The Shadow. The big African was another worker whom The Shadow
used on occasion. His name was Jericho, and he made a specidty of hiring out as adoorman.

Jericho had practicaly wished himsdf into the present job. Following Burbank's orders, he had cometo
thistearoom with his splendid uniform and had offered to work in return for meals alone. The proprietor
had naturally given him the job. As doorman at the tearoom, Jericho had been watching the rear of
Morth'sresidence.

Jericho's statement of one dollar was the cue that nothing had occurred here. Had any one entered the
rear of Morth's house, Jericho would have stated that dinners cost one dollar and a quarter. Then Stanley
would have come back to the limousineimmediately. Asit was, Stanley had put another question
regarding closing time. That told Jericho that he was henceforth on emergency duty only. The Shadow
himsalf would bein charge.

When Stanley used the speaking tube to report his conversation to Lamont Cranston, he heard his master
reply inaquiet tone:

"Driveto the Cobalt Club, Stanley." The chauffeur pressed the starter. Ashe did, the rear door of the
limousine opened noisdesdy. A slent, shrouded figure stepped to the curb and moved swiftly toward the
wall of Morth's house. The limousine pulled away without The Shadow.



Driving toward the Cobalt Club, Stanley was puzzled. His boss had been more eccentric than usua. First
he had changed his mind about buying a bunch of bananas; then he had passed up adollar dinner. Now
he was riding back to the Cobalt Club.

So thought Stanley. The chauffeur did not know that the rear of the car was empty. That would bewilder
him further when he reached his destination.

MEANWHILE, The Shadow was testing arear door that opened into Morth's house. It was locked and
bolted from theinside. The barrier, too, was formidable. The Shadow probed the lock, which was
located in alarge keyhole. He picked it after abrief process.

The bolt remained as a problem. The Shadow settled it. His gloved fingers pushed an instrument through
the keyhole. Thiswas a coiling wire with apliable loop on the ends. It twisted upward insde the door;
probing, The Shadow worked until the loop had hooked the inner bolthead. Then he manipulated the
ingrument in twisting fashion. He heard the inner bolt grind back.

The Shadow opened the door and entered. His advance was shrouded, for this door was in darkness.
The Shadow locked the barrier behind him. A tiny flashlight glimmered as he looked about on the ground
floor.

The house was mugty. Itslower windows were barred. No chance for entry here; hugeiron shutters
would keep out intruders. The Shadow found a stairway and ascended to the second floor. He saw
another flight that led to the third story. Instead of following it, he began a search of the second floor. He
entered aroom which had alowered shade. Closing the door, The Shadow pressed alight switch.

Hisflashlight's glimmer had given him abrief view; he knew that thiswas the room he wanted. Ashe
viewed the gpartment in full light, The Shadow laughed softly. He was standing in Professor Morth's
study - and it was amost curious room.

In the center was a desk, with book-racks that were laden with technica volumesthat dedlt with
anthropology. At one corner of the room was asmall curtained acove, which appeared to be used for
storing articles. In the far corner was alarge cupboard with open front.

The contents of the cupboard intrigued The Shadow. Every shelf contained arow of grinning skulls.
From specimens of the cave-man type to heads of modern proportions, this was an exhibit of man's
cranid evolution.

Skullslarge and smdll. Leering, eyeless objects that |ooked like formidable guardians|eft on duty by
Professor Morth.

The Shadow approached the cupboard. He noted that the shelves were unbacked. A plain wall lay
behind them.

Crooks were in search of askull. There were skulls here in plenty; but there was no choice among those
in the cupboard. But as The Shadow turned, he spied a skull that stood aone. Fierce and grim, it was
resting, open-jawed, upon alow, squatty cabinet that stood in another corner of the room.

A clock on the wdll tingled ten as The Shadow approached this cabinet-mounted skull. He noted that the
solitary death's-head was a manufactured article, not agenuine skull. It was attached to the cabinet, and
as The Shadow gazed into the open jaws, he spied what appeared to be a nickd-plated knob directly
benegth the center hollow of the skull.

A whispered laugh came from hidden lips. The Shadow, weirdly cloaked, looked like the symbol of



degth in thisroom of human relics. The skull on the cabinet looked up as though viewing avisible magter.
The skullsin the cupboard were grinning asin greeting. The soft mirth ended suddenly. The Shadow's
keen ears had caught asound from below. Footstepsin alower hall. Voices. Men were coming up the
gairs. They were moving closer to thisroom. Quickly, The Shadow pressed out the lights. He swished
through darkness and gained the curtained acove.

THE door of the room opened. Two men entered. One was past middle age; his Vandyke beard was
gray. Sight of build, he was, however, brisk and domineering in manner. Peering from the curtain, The
Shadow knew that this must be Professor Morth.

The other man, middle-aged and pasty-faced, looked like a servant.

"Very well, Logan," stated Professor Morth. "Y ou may begin to put the housein order. Leave the
downstairs windows closed until tomorrow; but uncover the furniture.”

"Yes, gr," replied the servant.

"l am glad you met me at the Sation,” resumed Morth. "I had forgotten my keys. Let me see” - he pulled
open adesk drawer - "ah, yes, herethey are.”

Professor Morth went to adoor at the rear of the study. He unlocked it. The Shadow caught a glimpse
of abedroom, asthe professor entered. Returning with ameerschaum pipe, Morth filled the bowl from a
humidor on the desk, then waved ahand to Logan.

"Go downgtairs," he repeated. " Put thingsin order. Then you can continue your work up here."

Logan departed, closing the door behind him. Professor Morth lighted his pipe. With apleased sigh, he
looked toward the skull-filled cupboard. He seemed to regard those grinning heads as friends.

Puffing at the meerschaum, the bearded anthropologist turned toward the squatty cabinet. He chuckled
as he viewed the mounted skull; he approached and placed his hand upon the artificia death's-heed,
stroking it as onewould pat afaithful dog.

There was atelephone on Morth's desk. A buzz attracted the professor's attention. He approached and
picked up the receiver. It wasacall from Logan, downgairs.

"What'sthat?' queried Morth, sharply. "A visitor? | did not hear the doorbell... Ah, yes, | recall now that
one can not hear it here in the study when the door is closed. But | wish to see no one, Logan...

"Something important? What is the visitor's name?... Homer Hothan... Never heard of him... What's that?
Did you say he came from Hildrew Parchell? Hildrew Parchell isdead... Ah, | begin to understand... This
man Hothan was Hildrew's secretary...Very well, Logan...

"Yes, | shal seehim... Certainly, herein the study... Y es, bring up the mail aso. Quite an accumulation of
it, | suppose... Very well, Logan."

Professor Morth hung up. He seated himsaf behind the desk and puffed at the meerschaum. His bearded
face was reflective. Morth was thinking of his dead friend, Hildrew Parchell.

From behind the curtain, The Shadow watched the flickers of emotion on the savant'sface. Like Morth,
The Shadow was awaiting the arrival of Homer Hothan.

CHAPTER XIII. THE SECOND SKULL



FIVVE minutes had passed since Logan's announcement of avisitor. Professor Morth was il behind his
desk, busy opening hismail. Across from him was Homer Hothan.

The sallow man was|ooking curioudly about. Logan had gone downstairs again. The door of the study
was closed.

After shaking hands with Hothan, Morth had requested the visitor to Sit down and wait afew minutes.
Morth wanted to go through his mail before he talked with Hildrew Parchell's ex-secretary. At times,
Hothan watched the professor; at other moments, he continued his roving ingpection of the study.

The Shadow, in darkness behind the curtain, saw a keen flicker on Hothan's face as the fellow viewed
the skull-filled cupboard. Then he saw disagppointment reflected in Hothan's gaze. Keenness returned,
however, when Hothan spied that squatty cabinet in the corner. The sallow man spotted the glimmer from
within the mounted skull.

Professor Morth looked up suddenly as he heard adight chuckle that Hothan gave unconscioudly.
Hothan was quick to look in another direction. Hisface became dull as he sought to cover up his
mistake. Morth laid |etters aside and relighted his meerschaum.

"Very well, young man,” declared the professor. "1 am ready to converse with you. What isthe purpose
of thisvisit? Y ou say you were once Hildrew Parchell's secretary?”

"Yes," nodded Hothan, "and at present | am acting in behdf of hisestate. | was sent here by Weldon
Wingate, Mr. Parchdl's attorney.”

"Wingate sent you here?'

There was something doubtful in Morth's tone. Hothan was smart enough to know the reason. He had
not been idle while watching Morth read hismall.

"l believe," purred Hothan, suavely, "that Mr. Wingate wrote you. He indicated that fact to me. He said
that he had expected to hear from you. Because he had not, he suggested that | call here.”

"Ah, yes" Morth nodded. "That would explainit. | have just been reading abrief |etter from Wingate. He
wants me to communicate with him, in reference to Hildrew Parchdll. But he stated nothing ese.”

"He bdieved that he would hear from you," remarked Hothan. "He told me that when he called me on the
telephone tonight. Our conversation was brief; he merely asked meto call here and discuss matters with
you."

"What matters?"

"Relating to Hildrew Parchdl'sestate.”

"I know nothing of Hildrew Parchdl's affairs.
"Youwerehisfriend.”

"We had amutual interest in anthropology. Hildrew used to call hereto discuss histheories on evolution.
That was our only connection.”

"But correspondence passed between you -"

"Come, come!" Morth wasirritablein hisinterjection. "Why thisfol-de-rol, young man? What isthis
fellow Wingate, a blather-skite? - to send you here on an errand that had no purpose?’



"Let meexplain.” urged Hothan. "Mr. Wingate intends to settle Hildrew Parchell's estate.”
"Certainly. Then let him settleit.”

"But in order to do so, he requires more information. Papersin the Parchell files are incomplete. Mr.
Wingate believes that perhaps some friends of Hildrew Parchell could furnish lettersthat might add
information.”

"Thisisunderstandable,” decided Morth, inamoallified tone. "Y et it isridiculous to supposethat | could
supply any data. | have afew letters from Parchell. They al pertain to anthropology.”

"Where are they, professor?"

"l believe' - Morth paused reflectively and puffed a smoke screen from hispipe - "I believe that they
must be in the bedroom. Thereis an old box in the closet that contains old letters. It would take me ten
minutes, though, to search through them."

"I would gppreciateit, Sir -"
"The letterswould be of no valueto Wingate."
"Perhaps not, professor. But | could at least report that | had seen them.”

"Very well." Professor Morth arose and placed his big pipe on an ash sand. "Remain here, Mr. Hothan,
until I return.”

THE professor went into the bedroom, closing the connecting door behind him. The Shadow, listening
from the study acove, heard the click of alight switch; then footsteps going across the adjoining room.

The Shadow peered toward Hothan. He saw an eager, cunning look on the sallow face. The Shadow
expected action. It came.

Risng, Hothan sneaked quickly to the squatty cabinet. He thrust his hand between the open jaws of the
artificia skull. He turned the knob that he had seen within, expecting that it would open the cabinet, which
had no visible door.

As Hothan performed this action, the unexpected came. With asharp click, the jaws of the skull snapped
shut. Strong teeth, backed by meta rowels, caught the interloper's hand in aferocious, mechanica bite.

A howl came from Hothan. Pain and surprise caused hisingtinctive cry. Helplesdy trapped, Hothan could
not move. Hisright hand wasin avisdike clutch; the heavy cabinet was clamped to the floor.

The door of the bedroom opened. Professor Morth appeared in response to Hothan's outcry. The
anthropol ogist was chuckling as he viewed Hothan's plight.

Snarling, the trapped man reached across his body with hisleft hand, striving to pull agun from his coat
pocket on theright.

Morth sprang spryly forward. He found the pocket before Hothan could reach it. The anthropologist
brought forth ashiny .32 revolver.

"A dangeroustoy,” chuckled Morth, retiring to hisdesk. "Well, well, young man! Curiosty has caused
you trouble.

"Let meout of thig" pleaded Hothan.



"Not yet," replied Morth. "We must talk things over firgt. " Suppose” - he was relighting his meerschaum
as he spoke - "that you first use your left hand to reach beneath the cabinet. Y ou will find aknaob there.
Turnit.”

"And gat mysdlf inworse?'
"Doas| order."

MORTH'S tone was commanding. To add to itsforce, the professor picked up the .32 and wagged the
weapon.

Hothan reached beneath the cabinet and found the knob. He turned it. A close-fitted door sprang openin
the front of the cabinet. Stooping, Hothan stared. The cabinet was empty.

"Merdy atrap,” declared Morth. ™Y ou see, young man, | frequently leave town; and this house might
prove atractive to some burglar. So | devised thistrap to be in kegping with the setting. The skull that
holds you is mechanicaly designed to lure prospective thieves.

"Just an empty cabinet. Infact, thereis nothing of great vaue anywherein thishouse. | designed the
cabinet, however, asasafe for any vauables, should | choose to keep them here. | always wanted to see
how the snare would work. | am satisfied.”

"Then let meout."

"Why?' Morth'stone was harsh. 'Y ou have proven yoursdlf a prospective thief. | want to see what
action the law will take in such acase asthis. It will be useful for future reference.”

With that, Morth reached for the telephone. Hothan protested wildly. The professor paused.

"Don' cdl the police!" was Hothan's plea. "It - it would ruin my reputation with Mr. Wingate. Honestly,
professor, | was only trying to - to be of aid to him.”

"By trying to rob me?' quizzed Morth, sarcatically.

"No," returned Hothan. "I'll be honest professor. | - | waslooking for something that belonged to
Hildrew Parchdll. | - | thought it might bein this cabinet.”

"Preposterous!”

"No, professor. Y ou see, old Mr. Parchell wrote - | mean he told me before he - that is, he told me once
that there was something important with the skull.”

"With what skull ?'

"Just the skull. Hismessage - that is, what he said, wasincomplete. There was more that he didn't - that
he didn't tell, but might have. Wedth with the skull. That'swhy | wanted - why Mr. Wingate wanted to
talk with old friends of Hildrew Parchdl.”

"Why didn't you statethisat first?"

"I intended to bring up the matter. | didn't notice the skull when | first camein. | did seethosetherein the
rack" - Hothan pointed with hisleft hand - "but it wasn't until you left the study that | redlized thismight
bethe skull. I - | was excited. | forgot mysdlf.”

"Unwise of you." Morth'stone was dry. "Well, young man, you made amistake. Y ou waked into a



coincidence. Asan anthropologist, | have collected skulls. But none of them are concerned with any
secret that belongsto Hildrew Parchell.”

"Thenyouwill let mego?"
"Yes, | shdl release you - after the police have come.”

DETERMINED in his statement, Professor Morth reached for the telephone. Hothan struggled at the
skull; his effortswere futile. Hetried to pry the lower jaw with hisleft hand. He could not. The skull had
clamped to stay. Some secret device done would open it. Only Professor Morth knew the method.

From the acove, The Shadow watched Hothan's desperate effort. He realized the man's plight. Hothan
had taken awrong track. Like the silver skull, this second skull was not the one that guarded Hildrew
Parchell's treasure.

But should the police arrive, Hothan would be forced to confess. Foolishly, he had talked too muchin
urging Professor Morth to release him. Thistime, Joe Cardonawould certainly see aconnection. Hothan
was afraid that police questioning would force him to admission of hiscrimes.

The Shadow's gaze turned toward the desk. Morth had raised the receiver of the telephone, he was
trying to get an outside line. But the wire was dead. Morth looked perplexed as he jiggled the hook. The
Shadow, however, was not puzzled. Thefailure of the telephone cameto him asawarning.

Quickly, The Shadow looked toward the door that led to the hall. The Shadow had remembered that
that door prevented any onein the study from hearing aring at the front door of the house.

The Shadow was picturing what might have happened; and as he directed his eyes toward the door of
the room, he spied the barrier swinging inward.

With aquick thrust, The Shadow swung the curtain of the acove to one side. His gloved hands shot
benegth his cloak; they swept out again, bringing a brace of automatics. At the same instant, Professor
Morth leaped up from his desk, grabbing Hothan's revolver. The savant, too, was turning toward the
door.

Armed men were coming into the lighted study. They were mobsters, hard-faced rogues like the troupe
that had invaded Tobold's pawnshop.

Once again, fighters from the underworld were backing Homer Hothan.
CHAPTER XIV. THE FUTILE FRAY

THE SHADOW'S automatics boomed their opening shots. Two gorillas were beaten on the draw. One
mobster sprawled forward from the doorway. The second, partly covered by hisfaling pal, sagged out
into the hall. The Shadow had gained the edge. His sinister laugh came with the echoes of hisfire.

But with those two rounds, The Shadow's vantage ended. This was destined to be a battle replete with
surprises. Thesefirst mobsters had been sent as shock troops. Some competent leader had profited by
the setback at Tobold's. The reserves were not so unwary as before.

Barks burst from the depths of the outside hall. Mobsters were under cover, ready in case The Shadow
intervened. They were opening from ambush; had they been less hasty, they might have scored a
triumph.

Asit was, whistling bullets did not more than give The Shadow warning. The zipping dugs were wide,



discharged from long range. The Shadow saw Professor Morth diving to cover behind the big desk. Built
of heavy wood, the desk was sufficient protection. It was not flimsy, like Tobold's counter.

That meant that The Shadow, too, could seek abulwark. With aquick swish, the cloaked fighter |egped
for the curtained a cove. Shouts from the hall; futile guns barked wildly as The Shadow dived for shelter.
Aiming mobgters missed their whirling target.

Bullets clipped skullsin Professor Morth's cupboard. Plop - plop - plop - three heads went toppling like
tin birds from the rack of ashooting gdlery.

Morth uttered amad gabble from behind his desk, as he saw his prizesfall. The professor's outcry was
drowned by new shots.

Mobsters were aiming for the alcove. Its opening was &t right angles to the doorway of the room. They
had no chanceto clip The Shadow in his shelter. But The Shadow, thrusting a gun muzzle from the
curtain, was returning thefire.

One cry from the hallway. Another. Mobsters were writhing, wounded. The Shadow had picked the
spurts of their guns. Sharpshooter extraordinary, he was dealing havoc to the ranks of the foe. He was
crippling aman with every shot.

An enemy sprang boldly into view, to open rapid fire. The Shadow glimpsed afierce, hardened face. He
knew itsowner: Flick Sherrad. The hired mob-leader was not staying back tonight, as he must have done
at Tobold's. Hick was out to get The Shadow.

Revolver bullets chisded chunks from the woodwork by the acove. The Shadow's fire had halted. Flick
was delivering the full contents of hisrevolver. He thought that he had clipped The Shadow. He did not
know that The Shadow was waiting.

AsHlick'sfire ended, an odd break camein thefray. FHick had loosed five swift shots. The Shadow
expected another. Back in the acove, he waited, beieving that the hot-headed mob-leader would loose
afind dug for good measure. The Shadow had calculated well. Flick pressed thetrigger of hisgun to
dispatch ausdessbullet.

At that instant, Professor Morth bobbed up from behind the desk. Opening with Hothan's .32, Morth
fired a Hick Sherrad. The professor's aim was bad. His shots went wide of the mob-leader.

This new attack, however, sent Flick diving for cover just as The Shadow swung out from the acove.

Automatics thundered through the narrow-walled room. But for Morth'sintervention, The Shadow would
have dropped Hick Sherrad. Asit was, the mob-leader escaped death by a hair's breadth. His strategy
spoiled by Morth's unexpected action, The Shadow quickly took anew course. He whirled forward
toward the outer door.

Stopping short, he used the side of the doorway as anew bulwark. He fired out into the hall. Shouting
men went clumping down stairways, front and back. Flick Sherrad and the remnants of his crew had
teken flight.

The Shadow did not follow. Instead, he sivung quickly back into the study. He had areason for avoiding
that darkened hall; one that was to become apparent later. He knew that he had shattered the venomous
morae of Hick Sherrad's band; but he suspected that another enemy might be present.

ALL during thefast fray, Homer Hothan had been squirming madly, trying to release himsdlf from the
mechanica skull. Hisright hand was lacerated by the pressure of the rowel s against which he had tugged.



Blood was showing about the clamping skull teeth.

Out of the path of bullets, Hothan was gasping frantically. As he saw The Shadow turning in hisdirection,
Hothan displayed his cowardice. He wailed for mercy.

"Dont kill me!" cried the sneaky murderer. "I'll - I'll squedl! | - I'll tell everything -"

AsHothan's voice broke, The Shadow turned quickly toward the door. A gorillawas crawling in from
the halway. Wounded, the man was on his hands and knees; he was the rogue whom The Shadow had
clipped a the beginning of thefight.

The thug had heard Hothan's plea. Possessed of the mistaken sense of duty that rules the underworld, he
wanted to finish thissquedler. Alone of al the scattered mobsters, this one knew that Hothan was
ydlow.

The gorilla could not have clipped The Shadow. Already, the cloaked fighter was swinging an automeatic
to beat the thug to the shot. But Hothan was atarget that the gunman had aready spotted. Half sagging,
the gorillafired; then collgpsed with avicious gasp.

The gorillas gat was abig "smokewagon.” The dug that it ddlivered produced aresult that not even The
Shadow had expected. Aim dipping, the gorillamissed Hothan; but the bullet found another mark - the
jaw joint of the mechanica skull that held the squedler prisoner.

The jaws of the skull snapped open. Hothan, tugging, went staggering forward. Straight in his path was
The Shadow, turning. With afrantic cry, Hothan legped wildly upon this formidable foe.

Lucky in his attack, wild with frantic desire for escape, Hothan sent The Shadow staggering backward.
Madly, Hothan grappled for The Shadow's throat but his clutching hands fell short of their mark. The
Shadow'stall form sagged; as Hothan cried out in fury, powerful shoulders came straight upward.

One gloved hand, dropping its automatic, caught Hothan in aquick jujitsu hold. Aningtant later, Hothan's
body shot straight upward into the air; it seemed to poise there; then the struggling squedler went plunging
headlong for the wall behind The Shadow's back.

Again, luck was with Hothan. By rights, he should have landed head-first on the floor. But the very
power of The Shadow'sthrust brought a different result. Thrown almost to the wall, Hothan, wildly
clutching, encountered the cupboard that contained the rows of skulls.

HOTHAN grabbed; then pitched backward. With him came the cupboard. The Shadow, swinging about
to stop itsfdl, wastoo late in new action. The heavy shelves toppled forward, Hothan with them. The
cupboard trapped The Shadow where he stood.

Skulls scattered everywhere as The Shadow was flattened. Again Professor Morth cried wildly. Hothan,
whose grab had loosed this cataclysm, was thrown clear of the debris. Finding hisfeet, he scurried madly
for the door to the hal, clutching historn hand as he ran.

Morth fired wild shotsto stop him. Again, the anthropologist showed himsdlf no marksman. Hothan
dived past the door; Morth started forward to pursue him. The professor did not heed awarning hiss that
came from the overturned cupboard.

The Shadow was coming up between two shelves. Half tangled in the debris, he wanted to stop Morth's
dash. Close by The Shadow's right hand lay askull; quickly, the cloaked fighter seized the death's-head
and hurled it toward the professor.



The missilelanded against Morth's neck, just below his ear. The professor tripped and sprawled upon
the floor. The skull bounced beside him, rolled afew feet and remained tegtering back and forth, grinning
asthough pleased by the part that it had played.

Thefal had knocked out Morth for the moment. Though uninjured, the professor had lost hiswind. He
was lying helpless, trying to recover when The Shadow came up from the overturned shelves.

Rolling skulls aside, The Shadow recovered his automatics and sprang toward the outer door. Nearing it,
he stopped short.

Outside was the darkened entrance to stairs that |ed to the third floor. Uncannily, The Shadow picked
those steps as an ambush. He opened fire; arevolver barked in answer. The Shadow loosed afusiliade,
then sprang forward.

His present set of automatics was anew brace that he had introduced for the final fray. With these
weapons barking, The Shadow attacked with irresistible fury. He had gained the start; hislurking enemy
wasin flight. Had Professor M orth dashed out into that hal, he would have been dain by the conceded
assassin. But The Shadow was afighter who moved too swiftly for the hiding foe.

Thiswas not Hothan. The escaping prisoner had fled downward. The Shadow was dedling with the man
who had crossed his path before - the super-crook who had dain Channing Tobold. Fiercely, The
Shadow was driving the killer upward through the darkness. The foe wasin flight toward the third floor.

Just as The Shadow reached the top of the stairs, something thumped from above. The Shadow
recognized the sound. It was atrapdoor in the room. Clamps were grating into place. The big-shot had
fled in time to close the path behind him.

THE SHADOW laughed. Then, swiftly, he turned and descended to the lower floor. He kept on past
Mort's study; down to the ground floor. He opened the front door. He heard the sound of police
whigtles; he spied bluecoats coming up the street.

Pietro was on the other side, huddled in an alley with his pushcart. The Shadow knew that the crooks
must have come in through the front; but Pietro had been unable to give warning. Nor had he been able
to stop the flight of numerous gorillas.

Shutting the door, The Shadow turned back into the house. He spied Logan, bound and gagged upon a
couch in asideroom. Theraiders under Hick Sherrad had rung the doorbell, then had overpowered the
servant. Logan wasdl right. The policewould release him.

The Shadow moved swiftly through the house. He found the rear door till bolted. He opened it and
moved out into the darkness. This street was quiet. No mobsters had fled by thisroute. That wasto be
regretted.

Jericho, across the way, might have dealt with some of them. That waswhy The Shadow had placed him
here, the rear being the most likely exit. But the mobsters had crossed the dope in fleeing by the front.

A foolish course, that flight to the front street; but it had worked well for Flick Sherrad, since Pietro had
been there done. The fruit sdler was not one of The Shadow's firgt-line fighters. Pietro had been wisein
keeping out of it.

Off through the dark. A block away, The Shadow paused, by the blackness of an obscure Village Street.
His keen eyeslooked back, toward the outlines of housesin the block where Morth lived. A solemn
laugh escaped The Shadow'slips.



The master crook had gone, fleeing atop those roofs. Once again, The Shadow had failed to stop that
unseen dayer. But The Shadow's laugh, though grim, betrayed a note of triumph.

It was ill gdemate: The supercrook had gained nothing through the futile fray. Though histwo best
workers, Hothan and Sherrad, were still at large, the big-shot had played another usaless hand.

The Shadow had saved Professor Tyson Morth. The anthropologist was not the custodian of Hildrew
Parchell's hidden wealth. The game of crime was scheduled for resumption. Again, The Shadow would
encounter hisunknown foe.

CHAPTER XV. FACTSRECOUNTED
"LET us have your complete statement, professor. | want these gentlemen to hear it."

Detective Joe Cardona was the speaker. He was standing in Professor Morth's study. About the room
were grouped persons whose presence Cardona had requested: Weldon Wingate, atrifleirritable;
Doctor Raymond Deseurre, amost expressionless; Selwood Royce, keen with interest.

Roger Parchell was aso present. He had come with Wingate. Tristram, too, was present. Cardona,
himsalf, had brought the old servant. For the ace detective was reopening discuss on concerning the
desth of Hildrew Parchell.

"Well, gentlemen," began Professor Morth, "last night's experience was amost remarkable one. Y ou see
theremainsof it" - hewaved his hand to indicate the cupboard, now upright, but containing battered
skulls-"and all this chaos was brought about with bewildering quickness. In fact, the trouble began very
shortly after | had arrived home from Philadelphia.”

The professor paused. His eyesfdl on the cabinet with the mechanical skull. Morth smiled wryly.
"L ogan announced avigtor," resumed Morth. "A man who introduced himself as Homer Hothan -"

A hoarse exclamation from Tristram. The old servant's face was tense. Cardonamotioned him to be
quiet. Morth proceeded.

"Homer Hothan," said the professor, “represented himsdlf as having been Hildrew Parchell's secretary.
Ingpector Cardonatells me that the man actually served in that capacity. But Hothan did not stop there,
He said he had been sent to me by Weldon Wingate."

"Helied!" exclamed Wingate, indignantly. "1 never saw the scoundre after Hildrew Parchell discharged
him. Hothan lied, | tell you!"

"| believe hedid,” stated Morth, with anod. "He seemed a bit disturbed when | mentioned that | had a
letter from you. But he explained it by saying that you wanted information from me regarding matters of
Hildrew Parchdll's estate.”

"That muchistrue" admitted Wingate. "1 have believed it possble that some friend of Hildrew Parchdll
might know of certain funds which are not in the visible estate. Funds, you understand, which may be
mythical - for thereisno proof that they exist -"

"Hothan seemed sure that they did,” put in Morth. "He mentioned that Hildrew Parchell had told him they
werewith the skull.”

"With the skull!" exclaimed Wingete, in surprise. Y ou mean -"



"Wait amoment,” injected Cardona. "Don't get ahead of your story, professor. Tell how Hothan
happened to talk."

"VERY wadl," chuckled Morth. "First he spoke about papers. | said | might have some lettersfrom
Hildrew Parchell. So | went into the bedroom; while | wasthere, | heard acry. When | came back, |
found Hothan trapped by my mechanica skull.

"You seeit there' - Morth pointed to the squat cabinet - "that artificia reproduction of amesaticephdlic,
mesognathous skull!™

"One moment, professor,” interposed Cardona. "Tell what you had the skull herefor.”

"I had it made originaly." explained Morth, "to represent an articulating skull that | could usein lecturing.
It is mesaticephalic and mesognathous; it is made in sphenoid shape because | prefer the sphenoid to the
ooide-"

"I mean,”" interrupted Cardona, "what did you do with the skull after you decided not to use it with your
lectures?’

"I had it made into athief trap,” replied Morth, coming to the point. "I mounted it on that cabinet, with a
knob benegth it, directly under the coronal surture of the skull. Hothan decided to open the cabinet
during my absence. The teeth of the skull closed upon hishand.”

"That'sit," prompted Cardona. "And then?

"| deprived Hothan of arevolver," chuckled Morth. "I told him that | intended to call the police. That was
when he talked about wealth being with the skull. I made him open the cabinet, to show him that he was
mistaken. | had no wedlth here. Neither my own nor Hildrew Parchedl's.”

"Go ahead," suggested Cardona.

PROFESSOR MORTH arose and waked over by the cupboard. He was sketching a scene for his
audience. He pointed to the door to the hallway.

"That door opened,” declared Morth, "while | wastrying to call Logan. Ruffians entered. | thought they
were going to kill me. Then, from this acove, came amysterious rescuer. | can describe him only asa
human ghost. He was cloaked in black. He shot down those enemies at the door. But they forced him
back into the alcove.

"Bullets shattered three of my skulls. On this shelf" - the professor turned to the cupboard - "where | kept
some of my finest specimens. This skull for ingtance” - Morth picked out ajawless head and showed it -
"which | regarded as afine example of the dolichocephalic type. Y ou observe that the mandible was shot

aay.
"Y ou mean the lower jaw?"' queried Cardona.

"Yes" replied Morth. "The mandible. And this skull" - he brought down another - "was hit in the | eft
malar bar. Compare these two skulls, gentlemen” - Morth extended them - "and note how they show the
great difference between the dolichocephalic and the brochycephalic -"

"Thisis not important, professor,” broke in Cardona. "Please -"

"Not important!" exclamed Morth, indignantly. "What! Y ou do not consider the cephdic index to be
important? Listen to me, ingpector. Theratio of the width to the length congtitutes the cephdic index. This



narrow skull is dolichocephdic, an African type. Thiswide one - with the shattered malar bar - is
brachycephalic, anorthern Mongolian type. Asfor the mesaticephalic, | have here a European skull -"

"Hold it, professor," urged Joe. "Well take dl that for granted. Y ou've told us the important facts about
skulls If youwill -

"The cephdlic index is not most important. Look, ingpector: note these facia angles. Thisisaprognathous
skull, doping backward, only dightly more than the seventy-degree angle that separates man from ape.
Contradt it with this orthognathous specimen, with its perpendicular profile. Thefacia angle, or gnathic
index, ishighly important in the study of anthropology.”

"But what's that got to do with Hildrew Parchel|?*

"He was a student of anthropology, ingpector. | used to tell him that | hoped some day to have hisskull in
my possession. It was an odd shape - platycephalic - and such a specimen -"

"Tell uswhat happened after the shooting began. That iswhat we are here to learn about, professor.”

"Ahyes, the shooting." Morth smiled. Hisarmswere loaded with skulls by thistime; he began to replace
them carefully upon the shelf, shaking his head as he came across broken ones. Then, turning about, he
resumed:

"MY rescuer drove back theinvaders. Inthe fray, alucky shot struck the artificia skull that held Hothan
prisoner. The mechanism sprang open. The mandible dropped. Hothan leaped for my rescuer. The
cupboard was overturned.”

"And then?"'

"I was tormented by the sight. One skull, which | have always regarded as a true subbrachycephdic, was
shattered before my eyes. Even the maxillae were broken -"

"And Hothan?'

"Ah, yes, Hothan. Hefled. | wanted to stop him; but something struck me behind the ear and | fell. Either
Hothan or my rescuer, probably the latter, had hurled a pentagona skull of the mesaticephalic type -"

"And hit youwithit,” added Cardona, impatiently. "Thank you, professor. Let me do the talking now.
Wédll," - to the others - "are there any comments?’

"I have one." It was Doctor Deseurre who spoke. "I can see no definite connection between the degth of
Hildrew Parchell and thisaffair here. | am convinced that Hildrew Parchell was stricken with an expected
heart attack.”

"But what about Channing Tobold?" queried Cardona.

"I know nothing about his death,” replied Deseurre.

"Just how could it be connected with thistrouble?' queried Roger Parchell.

"Very easly," returned Cardona. "Have you seen those jewel s that once belonged to your uncle?!
"Not yet," answered Roger. "Mr. Wingate intended to show them to me; but he has not done so, yet."

"Y ou've seen them, Wingate," remarked Cardona "What's your opinion?"



"l have seen them," admitted Wingate, dowly, "and | recal that in thelot there was onering - asiver ring
- with asignet shaped like askull -"

"That'sit!" brokein Cardona "Y ou've hit it. The skull ring! Homer Hothan was after the skull. But he
didn't come herefirst. He went to Tobold's. He and the mob that was with him grabbed the jewelry
because they saw the skull ring. They thought that junk was Hildrew Parchell'swedth."

"Y ou mean," queried Roger, "that you are convinced that my uncle did leave a hidden fortune?”

"It looksthat way," replied Cardona, "and if | were you, young fellow, I'd look for it. On your own.
Don't worry about Homer Hothan; it'smy job to find him."

"Perhaps,”" commented Doctor Deseurre, dryly, "you have the theory, aso, that Homer Hothan visited
Hildrew Parchell and murdered him?”

"I've got ahunch to that effect,” chalenged Joe, staring squardly at the physician. "Hothan wasin on
Tobold'skilling. He came here. He might have bumped Hildrew Parchell and started that fire.”

"Possibly,” agreed Deseurre, after considering the statement. A visit by Hothan might have been
contributory to Hildrew Parchell's heart attack.”

A pause. Then Sdwood Royce spoke to Roger Parchell. The young millionaire was repesting his
invitation to the heir, asking him to come out, as aguest, to the Long Idand estate. Roger was nodding
his acceptance.

"That'sdl," declared Joe Cardona, abruptly. "I wanted you al hereto find out what waswhat. I'm
keeping a police guard here, Professor, in case those thugs try another raid. But | figure you're safe.
Hothan must know by now that the goods aren't here.”

That settled, Cardona turned to Wingate.

"Keep in closetouch with me," hetold the lawyer. "Y ou're handling the estate; you're ligble to run across
something that might be aclue." Then, to the others, Cardona added: "If | want to talk with any of you,
I'l cal you."

MEN filed out. Cardonaremained with Professor Morth for afew moments; then he followed the others.
As he neared the door he found Clyde Burke there, blocking the entrance. The reporter was smiling.

"How much of thisdo you want meto use, Joe?" queried the reporter.
"How much!" blurted Cardona. "Y ou - you - were you in on this?'

"Right hereinthe hall," acknowledged Clyde. "The flatfoot downgtairslet me by. | didn't want to butt in,
0| wated inthe hal."

"And ligened in, eh? Well, if this Suff getsin that yellow sheet of yours, I'll -"
"It won't, Joe, unlessyou say so."

"All right, Burke," Cardonagrinned. "Say - hold it, will you, until I've gotten aline on Hothan?1 want his
nameout of it."

Clyde nodded his agreement. With the detective, he strolled downgtairs, promising not to use the story
until Joe gave the word.



Outside, they found Roger Parchell and Selwood Royce about to get into a coupe. Clyde approached
the millionaire and introduced himsdlf. Royce laughed sheepighly.

"So you're Burke of the Classic," he said. "Sorry, old top, about last night. | forgot | was to meet you and
take you out to Long Idand. Come out any time you want - I'll be there for the next week. Just breezein,
any evening, and I'll show you the art gdlery.”

The coupe pulled away. Cardonawas till standing on the curb. The detective spoke areminder.
"Remember, Burke -"
"l won't forget, Joe. Nothing goesin the Classic.”

They separated. Clyde strolled off smiling. He intended to keep his news out of the Classic for thetime.
But he had not promised more than that. Clyde Burke was dready on hisway to visit Rutledge Mann,
there to deliver acomplete report of Cardonas conference.

The detective'sfindings. his present theory; the reactions of those who had heard it - al would soon bein
the hands of The Shadow.

CHAPTER XVI. THE NEW TRAIL

THE meeting at Professor Morth's had taken place at ten o'clock in the morning. Clyde Burke's report
had been forwarded to The Shadow at €l even. Noon passed; afternoon waned. Thick-clouded night
descended on Manhattan.

A light burned in The Shadow's sanctum. Those bluish rays had gppeared previoudy today. On more
than one occasion, The Shadow had reason to visit his mysterious abode where darkness ruled except
when he was present.

All agents had reported further, regarding last night. Harry Vincent had remained at the motion-picture
theater until after eleven o'clock; then he had decided to go back to the hotdl, rather than trust to luck in
finding Roger Parchell in the after-theater crowd.

Just before eleven-thirty. Roger had returned to the Hotel Metrolite. He had inquired for messages and
had learned that there were none. He had |eft an eight-thirty call for the morning and had retired to his
room.

Clyde Burke had not located Selwood Royce a dl last night. The millionaire had not appeared at the
club nor a hishome. Thismorning, Clyde had received Royce's apology. That wasall.

Moe Shrevnitz had seen Weldon Wingate come in at midnight. The lawyer had returned in another
taxicab. Moe had no ideawhere Wingate had been.

Doctor Rupert Sayre reported that Raymond Deseurre had returned unexpectedly to the Gray Room
banquet one hour after he had Ieft. Evidently, he had completed his emergency appointment in lesstime
than he had expected.

MEANWHILE, The Shadow had alowed Cliff and Hawkeye but little time for rest. He had spurred
those agents to new investigationsin the underworld. All day, the pair had been taking turnsin visiting
underworld dives.

Cliff and Hawkeye were looking for new traces of Flick Sherrad. The mob-leader had not reappeared at
his hideout. It was probably that he had another place of security. But in addition to the hunt for Hick,



The Shadow's aids were seeking trace of Homer Hothan.

For The Shadow had gained an important clue last night - one that he was outlining in inked words
beneath the blue light. The Shadow had learned by observation that the supercrook who had hired Flick
did not fully trust Homer Hothan.

The Shadows clue was the shot that awounded gorilla had taken at Hothan. The mobster who had fired
the bullet that had so oddly released the prisoner had not performed the action purely on hisown
inititive.

Gorillas, asarule, were one-track thinkers. They took orders and obeyed them in spite of circumstances.
Ordinarily, acornered mobster would have chanced alast shot at The Shadow, in preference to picking
agqueding dly. There was one answer: The gorilla had been acting under gtrict orders from Flick
Sherrad.

Unquestionably, Flick had posted his maob to drop Hothan on the spot if the sallow man showed signs of
becoming yellow. Hothan knew too much. The big-shot who ruled Flick Sherrad had implanted that fact
upon the mob-leader.

The Shadow saw Hothan as apitiful tool in this game. One who had played avita part; one who could
gtill be used. Y et one who would be sacrificed the moment that he became aliability.

Reasoning from that point, The Shadow could visudize Hothan's present circumstance. Hothan must be
somewhere in the underworld, where he could be watched by FHick Sherrad's henchman. The big-shot
would not risk keeping Hothan in arespectable locdity, where watching mobsters would be out of
place.

Moreover, Hothan himsaf might be suspiciousif he were thrown with thugs outside the confines of the
underworld. Logic, of The Shadow's keen sort, told that the master crook must have talked Hothan into
believing that safety lay in the bad lands.

Not that Hothan was a prisoner. That would end his usefulness entirely. He would be blotted out before
such necessity came about. Hothan was being alowed to move; to keep on working - but always under
supervision.

Hick Sherrad's new hideout would be hard to find. But not Hothan's. Clustered mobsmen would be near
it. That was why The Shadow's aids were so busy in the underworld. They werefiltering everywhere,
looking for aclue.

SOON The Shadow would be with them. In these last few moments before his departure, he paused to
Sudy thelist of names of those whom his agents had failed to follow the night before. A laugh came from
The Shadow'slips.

Hislong right forefinger touched the name he wanted. There was the man whom The Shadow had picked
asthe brain behind crime, the one who had urged Hothan to day Hildrew Parchell; the man who, himself,
had murdered Channing Tobold.

The same big-shot had been at Professor Morth'slast night. Without seeing him, The Shadow had
guessed hisidentity. Agents had experienced difficulties|ast night. They were ill in the dark. But The
Shadow, knowing the parts of al concerned, with added information about the conference a Morth's,
had eliminated al but one of those who could possibly be suspected.

If dl esefailed, The Shadow could deal with that crimind direct. But it was better to give him rope; to let



him move his pawns; to catch him when he made one last attempt to gain Hildrew Parchell's wedlth.

For The Shadow knew aso where Hildrew Parchell must have stored histreasure. Tobold's pawnshop
had been eliminated; so had Morth'sresidence. Thelist of old friends had narrowed down to one. The
only other man who could have been guardian of Hildrew Parchell'swedlth was Thatcher Royce, the
deceased father of Selwood.

A soft laugh that rose became an eerie, lingering whisper. The Shadow had started his agents on the
move. He had picked the potentia big-shot with whom he must fight; he had named the coming
battleground. He wanted to anticipate the moves of underlings. He was on hisway to that attempt.

FAR from Broadway's glow, the shaded districts of the bad lands lay blanketed beneath alowered sky.
Thisdigtrict, crime's stronghold, seemed filled with skulking figures. Hoodlums and other riffraff were
wending their nightly courses.

Here were the holes from which rats emerged to prey upon society, then scurry back to cover. Thiswas
the digtrict where police hesitated to use the dragnet, because the grapevine invariably warned of its
approach and let wanted men make for cover long before the law arrived.

In the heart of thisdidtrict, two men were to meet again tonight: Cliff and Hawkeye, to compare notes.
Thetimefor their meeting arrived. In the darkness of an aleyway, Cliff Mardand paused, to hear a
hoarse whisper: Hawkeye's,

"What'd you get, Cliff? Anything hot?"

"Y egh. Soak Burlow was down at the Pink Rat this afternoon. He ducked out; but | heard he was there.
Nobody's seen him since. Have you?'

"No. Say - Soak Burlow used to be apd of Flick Sherrad's, didn't he?"
"Hedid. And today, he was talking with Scoot Zugg. That'swhat | learned -"

"Scoot Zugg! Say, I've seen him, Cliff. Heading up past that blind dley in back of the Bowery Garage.
Ancther mug waswith him."

"Did they come back?"
"No; but they didn't look suspicious.”
Cliff grunted.

"They're suspicious now," he affirmed. "We both know that Flick's got to line up some new torpedoes.
Soak picked out Scoot; Scoot drew in another gorilla.™

"Let'shead over there, Cliff."

The two men moved away. A dozen paces on, Hawkeye looked over his shoulder. The little man was
suspicious. He dwayswas, but usualy with reason. In the old days, when Hawkeye had been at odds
with the law, he had been known as the best spotter in the underworld.

Again, Hawkeye peered behind him. He had alurking impression that he and Cliff were being followed.
Keen, thorough in observation, Hawkeye paused to stare into darkness. Satisfied at last, he moved dong
to rgoin Cliff.

THEY reached the blind aley that they sought. Sneaking into the depths of the cul-de-sac, Cliff and



Hawkeye were tense. They tried doorway after doorway, looking for lurking mobsters, ready to act
together if they found one.

No results. They emerged from the entrance of the blind dley.

"Locked doorsin those crumbly houses,” commented Cliff, "and where there'slocked doorsthered be a
lookout if the place was a hideout."

"One door wasn't locked,” commented Hawkeye. "1t might be" - he paused - "listen, Cliff!"

A hissfrom darkness. The Shadow! Hawkeye stood stock-<till. He realized now why he had been
suspicious back at the rendezvous. Some one had been there. The Shadow! The mysterious chief had
trailed his agents here, despite Hawkeye'sfind conviction that they were not being followed.

An order from The Shadow. Cliff and Hawkeye moved toward the wall. The Shadow had heard mention
of that unlocked door. He was going to investigate it. The Shadow moved deeper into blackness.

As he neared the door, The Shadow paused. Some one was coming out. A figure stoleinto the aleyway.
Almost immediatdly, two othersfollowed. The Shadow waited while they blundered to the street. Swiftly,
he rgoined Cliff and Hawkeye.

Off across the street, a stoop-shouldered man was shambling toward the next corner. On the near Side,
two huskies were keeping pace. The Shadow spoke in awhisper; hiswords were meant for Hawkeye:

"Hothan. Trail him!"
As Hawkeye moved away, he heard The Shadow speaking again to Cliff:
"Report to Burbank. Ingtructions as follows -"

Hawkeye heard no more. He was out of earshot; but as he glanced back over his shoulder, he saw Cliff
coming from the aley. Cliff, too, had duty to perform. One that meant moves by other agentsof The
Shadow.

BLACKNESS was moving into the blind aley. Phantom blackness that formed asilent, unseen shape
that lived. The Shadow was moving into Hothan's hideout.

He came to the unlocked door. He entered. He used no light. Feeling hisway through darkness, he came
to agtairway.

Silently, The Shadow moved upward. At the top, he could hear dight sounds from an opened doorway.
A watcher was in there; another like the two mobsters who had followed adong after Hothan. As The
Shadow had suspected, Hothan was moving under surveillance,

A closed door. Locked. The Shadow probed it noiselesdy. A simplelock, the barrier opened almost
immediately. The Shadow entered. Paper crinkled softly as he pressed it in the keyhole. Then histiny
flashlight played closeto thefloor.

Hothan's hideout: adingy room, with few furnishings. A cot with ascraggly mattress. A glimmer showed
bits of straw upon thefloor.

Stooping, The Shadow examined the edge of the mattress. Hisfingers found arazor-blade dit. Probing,
The Shadow discovered afolded paper. He brought it out.

Theflashlight showed a scrawl that ended in a succession of haf-finished lines. A soft laugh from The



Shadow. The right edge of the narrow sheet was burned. Thiswasthe haf of the document that old
Hildrew Parchell had set on fire the night that he had died.

The Shadow read the incomplete scrawl. It appeared asfollows:
|, Hildrew Parchell -
mind, do hereby decla
put away the great part -
to the value of one mil-
inaplacewerel am c-
it will be safe.

The wedlth has been w-
with the skull which | -
my old trusted friend -
Tofind theskull g-
home and ask to see th-
Look at them carefully -
note theright one -

With the wesdlth ar-

that represent my wish-
disposd of it.

Hildre-

Carefully, The Shadow copied this message, leaving dots to represent the unfinished portion of each line.
He pushed the origina back into the mattress. Extinguishing histiny flashlight, he moved to the window.
By the dight light that came from a street |lamp on the other side of the building, The Shadow began to fill
in the gaps. Three minutes |ater, his completed message read:

[, Hildrew Parchell, (being of sound)

mind, do hereby decla(rethat | have wisdly)
put away the great part (of my possessions)
to the value of one mil(lion dollarswhichiis)
inaplacewherel am c(onvinced fully that)
itwill be safe.

The wedlth has been w(dll conceded. It is)



with the skull which | (I&ft in the hands of)

my old, trusted friend (.......... )

Tofind the skull, g(oto.......... 'S)

home and ask to see th(e ...... which he has there.)
Look at them carefully (and you will easily)

note the right one.

With the wedth ar(efull ingtructions)

that represent my wish (asto the ultimate)

disposd of it.

Hildre(w Parchell)

By studying the lengths of lines, The Shadow had inserted words that represented the actual thought of
Hildrew Parchell's message. Twice, aname had been mentioned; both times, it had occurred at the right
sde of the document and had thus been totally destroyed. Also, another vital word was missing from that
right sde.

The name could have been Channing Tobold. It could have been Tyson Morth, or Professor Tyson
Morth. The missing word could have been "jewdry"; again, it could have been "skulls." Theword "skull”
did appear on the unburned portion of the sheet. That was why Hothan had set out in quest of askull.

The silver skull had been afdse trace. So had the mechanica skull that had trapped Hothan. There must
be another skull - athird skull - and it would be found somewhere a Selwood Royce's. For theold
friend mentioned in the message could be none other than the young millionaire's father, Thatcher Royce.

THE SHADOW laughed softly. His mirth died. He closed with gloom by the wall. Some onewas
unlocking the door of the room.

The Shadow waited while aman entered in the darkness. The arrival moved furtively to the bed, groped
by the mattress and fished out the half-burned paper.

It was Hothan. The Shadow waited while the fellow sneaked out through the darkness. Then The
Shadow followed, dowly. No sound from the room at the head of the stairs. Hothan's pretended
bodyguards had also gone.

Reaching the blind aley, The Shadow gave a soft whisper. Hawkeye bobbed forward and reported in a
low voiceto hisinvisble chief.

"He went to adrug store," informed Hawkeye. "Made a phone call; | couldn't spot it on account of the
gorillas being around. Then he came back. Out again, with the gorillastailing.”

"Up to the corner - half ablock from here. Looking for ataxi. Moe was on the job. Picked him up, with
two of the gorillas. Moe shot me awad of paper with the tip-off: Pennsylvania Station. | called
Burbank."

A commending hissfrom The Shadow. Hawkeye wasto join Cliff at the rendezvous, from there to move
to aspot that would offer ready contact with Burbank. With that, The Shadow moved out from the dley.



Hawkeye caught aglimpse of afading form. The Shadow was gone.

FIVE minuteslater, The Shadow entered the rear door of asmall cigar store. He stepped into an empty
back room. A telephone was on thewall in one corner. The Shadow made acall, speaking in aguarded
whisper. Burbank answered.

Word to The Shadow. Burbank had received Hawkeye's prompt cal. He had phoned Harry Vincent at
the Metrolite. While M oe had been taking plenty of time on his drive to the Pennsylvania Station, Harry
had headed there.

Harry had spotted Hothan and the mobsmen leaving Moe's cab. They had goneto the Long Idand ticket
office. There, Hothan had bought aticket to Cordova, Long Idand. The others had followed suit.

The Shadow whispered ingtructions. He hung up the receiver and departed. A soft laugh sounded on the
outsde street. Cordova was the station near which Selwood Royce's home was |ocated.

Thetrail wasleading to thefoca point. A grim game was due tonight. Henchmen were on their way in
response to a big-shot's order. The pay-off was coming; and The Shadow would be there.

CHAPTER XVII.ON LONG ISLAND

THREE men were Spping cordias at amassive dinner table. A butler was removing disheswhile they
chatted. Thistrio had finished an excdlent med in the quiet surroundings of an oak-panded dining room.

Salwood Royce was the hogt; histwo companions were Roger Parchell and Clyde Burke.
"Wadl, Burke," queried Royce, with a pleasant amile, "have | made amendsfor last night's error?”

"You have," replied Clyde, with achuckle. "But | till maintain that | didn't intend to breezein herejust
before dinner time. | came out to seethe art gdlery.”

"And | invited you to have dinner first. Y ou will have ampletimeto view the paintings later. Particularly” -
Royce paused to listen - "because of the storm that is breaking. It seems that we are due for a prolonged
downpour.”

Heavy rain patter was increasing as Royce spoke. A storm had been threatening dl day. At last, it was
coming in heavily from Long Idand Sound. Out here, on Long Idand, the deluge had arrived and was
sweeping in toward Manhattan.

"Well," decided Clyde, "I have only this one assignment for the evening. I'min no rush to get back to
New Y ork, Mr. Royce. Aslong as|'m not intruding -"

"Y ou can Say hereaslong asyou like, Burke. All night if you wish. Thereé's room enough in thismansion
for aregiment.”

CLYDE smiled ashelighted acigarette. Thiswasto hisliking. He had been sent here by The Shadow,
with ingructionsto arrive early and stay late. At any time, he could communicate with Burbank by faking
atelephone cdl to the Classic office.

Clyde knew that The Shadow expected trouble to strike this mansion. Perhaps not as early as tonight,
but eventualy. Rather than start with too close avigil, The Shadow had relied on Clydeto keep a
lookout until |ater.

"Y ou are sure that Wingate will be here, Roger?' inquired Royce, turning to young Parchell. "What did he



haveto say thelast time he caled you up?’

"Wingateison hisway," replied Roger. "That last cal was from his secretary; that chap Braddock. He
said that Wingate had been delayed, but had findly started. He hasto go somewhere, though, before he
comes here. So he may be later than we expected.”

Clyde Burke looked inquisitive. Selwood Royce noticed it and smiled.

"Weldon Wingate caled before you arrived,” explained the millionaire. "He talked with Roger and said
that he was coming out. This matter of the Parchell estate seemsto weigh heavily on hismind.”

"It should," smiled Clyde

"l have anided’ - Royce looked at Clyde closdly - "that you heard something of that discussion at
Morth'sthismorning.”

"I heard all of it," acknowledged Clyde, frankly, "but it's not going in the Classic. | promised Cardonal'd
lay off until he had a chance to nab thisfellow Hothan."

"That'sfine of you, Burke," commended Roger. "I thought that ethics had just about disappeared from
the journdigtic profession. Y our atitude, however convinces methat | wasincorrect in that belief.”

"It wasn't ethics," chuckled Clyde. "It was just good judgment. I'll pass up haf astory any time, if it will
help me get the indde track on afull Sory later."

Both Royce and Roger laughed.

"Since you've brought up the subject,” resumed Clyde, "and since you know I'm not spilling it, why not
give meyour dant on it? The whole works will break sometime. | want to be posted when it does.”

"Well," decided Royce, "I hope, on Roger's account, than this wedlth of his uncle'sis more than mythica.
If it exists, it's Roger's. He was the sole heir to the estate. There are no other relatives.”

"Whichisfortunate," remarked Roger, dryly. "Uncle Hildrew always classed me asa'wastrel,' to use one
of hisown pet terms. If there had been any one e sein the family, they might have had first share.

"Asitis, | bdieve my uncle wanted to have ajest with me. | dways thought that his estate must be worth
ahaf million at least. But the evidencein hisfiles pointsto fifty thousand asthe limit.

"l aminclining to the belief that this supposed treasure isadouble hoax. | think that Uncle Hildrew
exaggerated mattersjust to disappoint me. In keeping with his plan, he probably fed somefase
information to his secretary, Hothan."

"Before he discharged Hothan?' queried Clyde.

"Probably," answered Roger. "Naturaly, when Uncle Hildrew died, Hothan started out to look for the
treasure himsalf. Apparently, Hothan isacrook of the worst sort.”

ROGER PARCHELL paused. Selwood Royce took up the comment.

"Y our theory isexcdlent, Roger," stated the young millionaire. Y our uncle trusted Hothan a onetime.
He could easily have decided that the man would start talking after his deeth and thus start atreasure
hunt. But | do not believe that thetrail isblind. | fed surethat the wedth exigts"

"Why 07"



"Because of your uncl€'s actions on the evening of his death. Why should he have told Tristram to
summon meto hishome?"

"Y our father was hisfriend. He wanted to meet you, Selwood.”

"Certainly. But he must have had areason. Look at it thisway, Roger. Y our uncle had talked to Hothan -
unwisely - but he had not said too much. He later decided that Hothan was not trustworthy. He wanted a
new confidant. So he sent for me."

"He had Wingate -"

"To handle his apparent estate, yes. But he probably believed that Wingate would not gpprove of hiding
weslth in an eccentric fashion. That'swhy he never talked to Wingate."

"There was Doctor Deseurre.”

"Hisphysician, only. And Deseurreisarather cagey bird Roger. | couldn't fancy mysdf giving him sole
access to important information. Asfor Tristram, he was nothing but apoor old servant. Faithful in small
matters, but a dubious confidant.”

Salwood Royce sat back in his chair. Roger Parchell looked unconvinced. Clyde Burke took up the
theme.

"L et me get thiscomplete, Mr. Royce," suggested the reporter. "Y our theory isthat Hildrew Parchell
wanted to give you the details of where hiswealth was hidden. That he wanted Wingate - and perhaps
Deseurre - to be there as witnesses.”

"That'sright," acknowledged Royce.
"And Hothan was to be completdy out?' inquired Clyde.

"Absolutdy," affirmed Royce. "More than that, Hildrew Parchell may have expected trouble from the
fellow. He may have known that Hothan would be waiting until his death to start asearch for the buried
funds. Hildrew Parchell wanted usto start firgt."

All thiswasfrankly put. It was good logic. Royce's statement brought alull in the conversation. For haf a
minute, nothing was heard except the torrential downpour of the rain. Then Roger Parchell spoke, almost
wesxily.

"Hothan was hoaxed," declared the heir. "He stole jewelry from Tobold's pawnshop, to find it
comparatively valudess. He raided Morth's study and was fooled by acrazy trap that the old professor
had devised. A silver skull - amechanicd skull - both look like bluffsthat my uncle knew about. | refuse
to be humbugged by belief in treasure that does not exist.

"| shall stay hereafew days, Selwood. After thet, | shall collect my heritage from Wingate and return to
Cdifornia. Perhaps| may prolong my vist to aweek. But onething iscertain: | shdl give up dl thought of
thisridiculoustreasure hunt. That isfind."

SELWOOD ROY CE smiled. Something was passing in hismind. Clyde Burke watched intently. Royce
spoke.

"Suppose, Roger,” said the millionaire, "that | told you where the treasure might be. Would that interest
you?’



"I'm going to no moretrouble-"
"But thiswill require none. It isworth agamble. | believe that the wedth is somewherein thismansion.”

Roger Parchell looked incredulous. Clyde Burke became intensdly interested. Selwood Royce
vouchsafed an explanation.

"Tobold and Morth," declared the millionaire, "were close friends of your uncle. | was merdly aname;
your uncle knew my father. Why, then, if he wanted a confidant, did he choose mein preferenceto
Tobold or Morth?!

Neither Roger nor Clyde replied. Royce answered the question himself.

"Thereisonly one deduction.” he declared. "Y our uncle must have entrusted hiswedth to my father's
keeping. Or perhaps he stored it secretly, knowing it would be under my father's protection. That was
why your uncle sent for me."

"No," rgoined Parchdll, wesarily. "Listen, Sdwood, if thisis not ahoax, my uncle must havetold factsto
Hothan origindly. We have evidence that Hothan was |ooking for askull. Tobold had one; so did
Morth."

"Yes, theskull isaclue. But -"

"So good aclue, that if you had such an object here, you would dready have remembered the fact. But
you have mentioned nothing of the sort. So that €iminates these premises.”

"The skull,” mused Royce. "That'strue, Roger. The skull isthe clue. But since we intend to search this
place anyway, that merely becomes adetail. | have dready determined, Roger, that we shal go through
this house from top to bottom until we have uncovered every cranny.”

"A hugetask, Selwood," commented Roger. "A great dedl of trouble -"

"Noneat dl. | have hdf adozen servants. There are dl sorts of roomsin thismansion. | pointed that fact
out to you this afternoon. The north wing, for instance, isentirely closed. |, myself, do not know whet the
place beginsto contain. Come, Roger - when shall we begin?"

The question was pointed. It roused Roger Parchell from hislethargy. The heir considered.

"I confess I'm beginning to be interested, Selwood," he asserted. " Suppose we take that motor-boat trip
tomorrow, on the Sound. Well be back the next day. I'll be pepped up. Then we can map up our plans
for the search.”

"l should liketo begin tonight,” declared Royce. "At the sametime, thereisno need for rush. You are
right, Roger, the boat trip will put usin fettle. Then we can -"

Royce paused asthe butler entered. He came to announce that Mr. Wingate had arrived. The lawyer
was ushered in aminute | ater.

Wingate nodded a greeting; then proceeded to wipe his spectacles.

"A terrific sorm out.” he declared. "1 pulled my car up under your side portico to keep it out of the wet.
Then | came around to the front."

WINGATE donned his glasses. For the first time he noted Clyde Burke. The lawyer stared suspicioudy
at the reporter. Then, in anirritated tone, he said:



"A cdl from aclient delayed me. | don't think | would have comeout at al had | known that the storm
would grike. After dl, thereis nothing of importance. What do you gentlemen think?”

"We have just planned to search this house," announced Royce. "I bdievethat Hildrew Parchell'swedth
may be hidden here."

Wingate's sour smile was dubious.
"When do you intend to begin thiswild-goose chase?" inquired the lawyer.
"Inafew days," replied Royce.

Wingate was about to make a statement. Suddenly he fdlt in his pockets. He arose from the chair that he
had taken.

"I must go out to the car again,” he stated. "Isthere aside door to the portico? | have forgotten some
minor papersthat | want Roger to sign. They areinthecar.”

"Turn left inthe hdl," pointed Royce. "The door to the portico is bolted from theinside. Y ou can open
it."

AsWingate left, Royce arose. He turned to Clyde; then to Roger.
"Supposewevidt theart gdlery,” suggested the millionaire. "Mr. Wingate can join usthere.”

They |€ft the dining room by another door. Royce ingtructed the butler where to send Wingate. They
passed through a hallway where an exit led to averanda. Clyde noticed that this door was bolted. Royce
made aturnin the hdl; Clyde followed; Roger, lighting acigarette, camedong in leisurely fashion.

Royce opened adoor thet led to a short flight of stairs. He pressed alight switch; aglow came from the
top of the steps. They went up to a passage at the top, where Royce turned on another light. Then came
footsteps on the stairs behind them. They turned, expecting to see Wingate. Instead, it wasthe butler.

"Another guest has arrived, Sir," the man announced to Royce. "He said you did not expect him -"
"Whoisit, Tabot?"

"A Mr. Lamont Cranston, Sir -"

"Show him here a once, Tabot! And be sureto tell Mr. Wingate where we are.”

Clyde and Roger waited with Royce at the head of the stairs. A minute passed; then footsteps
approached. Wingate was here, carrying asmall document case. Then came other footsteps. Thetall
form of Lamont Cranston appeared upon the gairs.

Selwood Royce shook hands with the unexpected guest. Then, with a gesture, he pointed to the passage
that led to the art gallery. The group was ready to view the collection of paintingsthat Royce had gained
asalegacy from hisfather.

CHAPTER XVIII.IN THE GALLERY

"THIS passage," stated Selwood Royce, "was origindly intended to be asmdl gdlery initsef. Noticethe
arrangement of itspanded wals."

He pointed along a corridor that measured some thirty feet, beforeit turned left. At the end of this



thirty-foot extent was adoor in thewall. The barrier contained afull-length mirror. The visitors could see
their reflections as they approached.

"Isthe gdlery past the mirrored door?' inquired Clyde.

"No," replied Royce. "That ismerely a storage closet. We take the passage to the I eft. It isa short one -
only ahaf adozen feet - and it leads us directly into the center of the main gallery. Y ou will notice that
the main gdlery pardlesthislong passage through which we are now walking."

They reached the turn. Here Royce pressed another light switch. They swung left and came directly into
the main gdlery, which was dark. Royce pressed more switches; they were set inrelaysdl the way
adong.

The gdlery wasilluminated. The visitors were standing directly in front of one of the pictures. It wasa
Moorish scene, which showed a youthful Oriental speaking to a Moorish maiden beside an open latticed
window. The picture was entitled: "The Last Tryst."

"Not agood example of the painter'sart,” remarked Royce. "Despite the fact that the gallery iswide
enough to alow aproper viewing distance, those figures appear blurred and ill-proportioned. This
portrait in the next frameismoreinteresting.”

He pointed out a painting of afierce-looking bandit whose attire indicated him to be a Corsican.
Splashed with colorful adornments, the lawless chief was staring with a contemptuous expression. The
picture boreatitle: "The Lost Smile," and Royce suggested that the observers watch thelips.

"They change, don't they!" exclamed Clyde. "Sort of aMona Lisaeffect.”

"Not exactly," replied Royce. "It ismore like awell-known painting called The Laughing Cavdier.' You
will seg, | think, that this rogue's mustachios have something to do with theilluson. Hislips are down; but
the point of the mustache are up.”

"Areadl the picturesfregkish?'

"Y es. My father had a penchant for such paintings. Look at this one - "The Firing Squad' - it showsfine
imagination. It givesyou the effect that the guns are trained on you - asif you were the prisoner, about to
be executed.

"Thisisgruesome" - Royce paused before a painting which showed abound man staring upward to the
huge foot of an elephant that was about to slamp on hishead and crushit. "This gives you a pleasant
example of the way the old mahargjahs used to digpose of criminas.”

THE group strolled on. This portion of the gallery waslong; they cameto aturn at the end, ashort
passage that led in deeper. By thistime they had seen apicture of arevolutionary mob, close-up and
wild-eyed, bearing adead, staring head upon a pike. They had aso encountered two redlistic oils of
medievd torture chambers.

They looked at the picturesin the short passage; there was even one on the end wall. Then Royceled
them back through to see the other haf of the gdlery.

"Sort of achamber of horrors, this place,” remarked the millionaire. "Buit thet is purely accidenta. My
father had no particular interest in paintings of murderous scenes. He merdly liked the bizarre; and the
gruesome pictures camein that class.”

Passng "ThelLast Trys," the visitorsfollowed the left sde of the gdlery and found another turn leading



in. This, too, was short; but instead of ending in asolid wall covered by apainting, it displayed adoor.

"That leads to the closed north wing," remarked Royce to Clyde. "The portion of the house that | pointed
out this afternoon - wait amoment, you weren't here then - | mean the part of the house that | mentioned
toyou at dinner.”

"| told you about the north wing this morning, didn't I?* Royce had turned to Wingate. " believe that
when we were at Morth's, | mentioned that his house reminded me of the abandoned portion of my
mans on? Where forgotten rooms are filled with old furniture -"

"l don't recal that conversation,” interrupted Wingate, rather testily. "I was too concerned with important
mattersto be interested in houses.”

"I guess| wastaking to Doctor Deseurre about it," recalled Royce. "But you were there at the time; |
thought you were listening dso.”

"Well, Burke, have you enough notes? If so, we might aswell return downgtairs. It's Suffy up here. The
placeiswindowless."

"Just afew points.” said Clyde. " ou say al of these paintings were collected by your father?"
"All of them," replied Royce. "Thiswas his hobby."
"How long did he take to acquire the complete collection?”

"A dozen years. Perhaps more. But he made replacements. He filled the gallery long ago; then gradually
introduced new paintings, removing othersfor which he cared less.”

"What became of the rest?"

"They are sored in the north wing. My father intended to place them in the paneled corridor which we
first entered.”

Moving out into the main stretch of the gallery, Royce stopped by one of the paintings and asked Clyde
to look closdly at the frame. The reporter did so; then exclaimed in surprise:

"Theframeispart of the panding!"

"Exactly," declared Royce, with asmile. "Soisevery other framein the entire gdlery. "When my father
had decided upon the ones he wanted for permanent display, he had the old wainscoting ripped out and
anew one put in, with spaces to receive each particular painting.

"He intended to do the same with the outer passage, lining it with his other curious art works. But he had
not decided upon thefina arrangement; and he had stored away the paintings until later. Hewasill; his
enthusiasm in his hobby had waned. He never completed the task.

"Asfor mysdf, | likethisgalery only because it was my father's pride. | am glad that it is permanent. |
intend to keep it s0. | dso plan to leave the outer passage asit is.”

Royce looked to Clyde for further questions. The reporter had none. They moved along; asthey reached
the entry that led from the center of the passage, Clyde noted some one standing there, out by the turn
from the thirty-foot passage. Clyde recognized Lamont Cranston.

THE tal guest was standing half relaxed. His eyelids were dmost closed. He seemed tired, dozing on his
feet; his hawklike features were facing toward the picture of the Moorish window.



From where he stood, thetall observer had the fullest possible distance from which to survey the
painting; but he could not be seeing it plainly with hiseyes haf shut.

Clyde, first to arrive, saw Cranston arouse himself. A dight smile gppeared upon histhin lips. He turned
toward the outer passage just asthe others cameinto view. The group moved aong in Cranston's
direction. Royce waslag, turning out the lights.

All the while, the guests at Royce's had been conscious of the heavy dripping of the rain. The sound had
been muffled in the art gdllery. It became more intensive as they went down the stlepsinto the main
portion of the house.

"A bad drive back into town," commented Wingate, in an irritated tone, as Royce led them dong the
halway past the dining room. "The roads here-about are terrible. | nearly wrecked my coupe driving out

"And you're not going to risk it back,” put in Royce. "Y ou're staying here tonight, Mr. Wingate. | have
aready invited Burketo remain; and Mr. Cranston -"

Thetal vigtor raised hishand.
"l an going to New Jersey," heinssted. "1 merely stopped by because | chanced to bein the vicinity."
"But the driving conditions-"

"Mean nothing to my chauffeur. Stanley prefers heavy weather. He saysit keepstraffic off the roads.
Thank you for your invitation, Royce, but | intend to go along."

Crangton'stone wasfina. Royce cdled the butler, who brought the visitor's hat and coat. Royce inssted
upon going out to the front porch; there he shook hands with his guest and saw Cranston step aboard the
limousine. Under aporch light, he waited to watch the big car drive away.

ASthelimousine started dong the rain-flooded grave drive, aquiet voice gave ingructions through the
speaking tube to Stanley.

"Cobdt Club," came Cranston's order. "After that, take the car to the garage where we usualy storeit in
New York. | am not going home tonight.”

Stanley was nodding.

"And by theway," added the steady voice. "Be careful going out through these narrow gates. We might
encounter another car intherain.”

Stanley brought the limousine amost to a stop. They were at the stone gates which marked the lower end
of the drive. The chauffeur peered through the downpour; then proceeded with care.

So intent was Stanley that he did not hear the sound of an opening door. He probably would not have
noted it under any conditions, for the sound was dmost totaly inaudible. The door closed again, just
before the limousinerolled from the drive.

Stanley wastaking an empty car back to Manhattan. During that brief trip down the drive, the rider in the
rear had done more than give brief ingtructions. It was adifferent figure than Lamont Cranston'swhich
stepped so silently out into the rain. Cloak and hat had come from abag in the rear seet, weapons a so.
A phantom shape had emerged by Royce's gates. Through the driving blackness of therain, aninvisble
shape was moving toward the lane-like shelter of treesthat led up to the house.



Keen eyes saw Selwood Royce returning into the mansion. The porch light went out. Through blackness,
The Shadow cut over toward the portico where Weldon Wingate's car was parked. He approached the
door that the lawyer had used when going for his papers. It was unlocked.

The Shadow entered. The dull light from the hallway showed a glisten to the blackness of hisgarb.
Gligtening raindrops covered douch hat and cloak shoulders. Then The Shadow faded into the darkness
of an unlighted hal. From then on, no one could have traced the course of this mysterious being who had
returned to the confines of the huge Long Idand manson.

CHAPTER XIX. THE NEXT INTRUDER
"STILL pouring outsde.”

Roger Parchell made the statement as he stared &t the blackness of aliving-room window. Puffing a
cigarette, he was viewing the sheets of water that were pouring down the pane.

"But we'reindde," commented Clyde Burke, from an easy chair.

"Lucky we are," agreed Roger, strolling over to pick up ahaf-filled glass. He clinked theice. "I wouldn't
want to be outside even in an automobile. | don't envy that chap Cranston.”

Weldon Wingate, seated at awriting table, looked up and beckoned to, the heir.

"Here are the papers, Roger," declared the lawyer. "Mostly receiptsfor the delivery of stocks and bonds.
Read them over and sign them.”

Roger went to the table. Silence followed as he read the papers; then came intermittent scratches of his
pen. During thisinterval, Sdlwood Royce decided to light afire that was built in the grate.

"Thishig fireplaceisadandy,” the millionaire told Clyde Burke. "The house gets musty very rapidly when
it rains. It will be more pleasant with thefire."

Tabot entered. The servant |ooked troubled. He approached the fireplace and stood there until Royce
looked toward him.

"What isit, Talbot?" inquired the millionaire.

"Sorry to annoy you, Sir,” replied the servant, "but | fear thereisan intruder about. | caught the sound of
footstepswhile | wasin the dining room."

"How long ago?"
"Just afew minutes, sir. Now about the door, sir, | -"

"The front door islocked, Tabot. | locked it myself.” Royce |ooked to the mantelpiece and noted a
clock. "I locked it more than half an hour ago, just after Mr. Cranston left.”

"It'snot the front door, Sir,” protested Tabot. "1 knew that it must be locked. But | went firgt to thelittle
verandadoor at therear hal, sir -"

"And found it unlocked?'

"No, gr. It was properly bolted from the insde. But then | went to the portico door. It was unbolted, sir.
Some one could have comein that way."



"Was that the door | used?" inquired Wingate, stepping up. "When | went to my car?’
Royce nodded.

"I suppose | forgot to balt it,” mused the lawyer. "Perhaps | was thinking too much about the papers that
| brought.”

"Some one could have comein there, Sir," said Talbot, to Royce. "An intruder could have crossed the
dining room while | was absent. | believe, S, that we might do well to look up inthe art galery.”

"Very wel, Tabot," laughed Royce. "We have nothing e se to do. Let'sform ahunting expedition. Come
aong, every one. Well qudl Tabot's apprehensons.”

OUT by the doorway to the gallery stairs, awaiting man was crouched, listening. He was peering from
thefirst turnin the hdl. Dull light showed a sallow face, watching in case any one should come. The
intruder was Homer Hothan.

Haf-dried clothing indicated that Hothan had been hiding outside the house, keegping under some cover
to avoid the rain. It was he who had entered, and Tabot had heard him. Hothan had seen the servant
come out from the dining room and go back.

Satisfied that he was safe, Hothan groped toward the door to the gallery. He opened it, left it gar and
went up the stairs. When he reached the thirty-foot passage, he used aflashlight. He started back in
sudden darm as he saw ablink come from the other end. Then he emitted a nervous laugh.

Hothan had seen the reflection of hisown light in the mirrored door of the closet at the end of the
passage. Recognizing that he was facing alooking-glass, Hothan crept on. Suddenly, he extinguished his
light. He had heard a sound from bel ow. Some one was coming up to the gdlery.

Hothan seized the knob of the closet door; he tugged. The door wrenched open, but without great noise.
Hothan moved insde and pulled the door shut. He wasjust in time. Lights came on in the passage.
Salwood Royce had pressed a switch from below.

THE searching party came up. They waked aong the passage, Royce adding new lights as they went.
They arrived at the gdlery and found it empty. After they had looked in both extensions, they returned.

Royce spoke to Talbot as they neared the passage.

"No oneup here)" said the millionaire. "Y our imagination was at fault, Tabot"

"But | ansure, Sr-"

"No one camein from that portico. And the other doors are bolted.”

"What about the north wing?' asked Roger Parchell. ""Couldn't some one have come in from there?"

"Thewindows are nailed and barred,” explained Royce. "The only door isbolted from theinsde. Asfor
the door that connects the north wing with the gallery, that isbolted on thissde. We just examined it."

"Of course, dir," put in Tabot, "some one could have come through there and bolted the door behind
him."

"But how would he get through in the first place?" laughed Royce. "How could he have gotten into the
north wing before that? Be sensible, Tabot."



Royce tugged at the closet door as he spoke. Thiswas the one place that they had not examined. The
millionaire wanted to give fina satisfaction to the matter of a supposed intruder. But as he yanked, the
door failed to open.

"That closet door isvery tight, sir,” reminded Talbot. "I tried to open it afew days ago. It appeared to be
stuck.”

"It'sstuck now." added Royce, "and we're not going to waste time with it. When we get downgtairs,
Tabot, you can cdl in other servants from the kitchen and look about on the ground floor."

The group went through the passage and descended the stairs. Lights clicked out. A door dammed.

Ten seconds passed; then the closet door opened. Hothan came out boldly; he listened in the darkness.
Then hefound alight switch and pressed it to illuminate the gallery.

Hothan snickered. He had heard all that was said. The closet door had been tightly wedged; Hothan had
opened it quickly because of his desperation. But when Royce had tried the door, it had failed to open
because Hothan was hanging on to the inside knob.

Statements had indicated clearly that no further search of the art gallery would be made; that was why
Hothan had forgotten histimidity.

Hewas acurious sort, thiskiller. Fearful at times, nervy at others. He was undergoing one of hisbrave
spels at present.

Hefound the door at the end of one extension. He unbolted it and looked into the yawning spaces of the
north wing. Sneaking back, Hothan turned out the gdlery lights. Using historch dong thefloor, he
headed for the door that he had opened.

Gloomy hdlways. Silent roomswith covered furniture that gave the semblance of ghostly figures. Hothan
hastened nervoudy. He found a stairway and descended. He located the outer door of the wing.

A big key inthelock grated as Hothan turned it. Rusty bolts above gritted as the sallow man drew them
back. The knob squeaked as Hothan turned it; then the door groaned on its hinges as Hothan swung it
inward.

DRIVING rain splashed Hothan'sface. The man had extinguished his flashlight; he was peering into tota
darkness. Cautioudy, he blinked the light three times.

Hewalited. He heard movement from the rain-soaked lawn.

"Hick!" whispered Hothan, hoarsdly. A low growl from close by. Hothan stepped back asaman
shouldered hisway in through the door. Othersfollowed. The door went shut. It was Flick Sherrad and
his recruited mob.

Theleader told the men to wait. With Hothan, he moved toward the stairs.

"Heresthelay," informed Hothan, "Thiswing'sthe best bet for a starter. There couldn't be a better night
to go through it. Everybody's sticking indoors.”

"Any dope on askull?" inquired Flick.

"No," replied Hothan. "But maybe you'll run across something. I'm telling you, this part of the houseis
where the chief saysit ought to be. The only way to get in here was through the art gdlery.



"I've got to go back up there. So | can bolt the door on the other side and do a snesk out of the house.
I'll come back in by the door you fellows entered. Then | can help you with the search.”

"Which way'stheart galery?- just 0 I'll know."
"Comeadong. I'll show you."

Hothan was glad to have Flick accompany him up to the second floor of the wing. Gloomy roomswith
their white-garbed furnishings; the spooky patter of the rain - these had combined to bring back the
sdlow killer's nervousness.

They reached the open door to the art galery. Hothan blinked hislight to show Hick. Then he
whispered:

"I'm closing it, but I'm not bolting it until I'm sure the coast is clear. Start searching downstairswhile
yourewaiting for me."

Hothan did through the door and closed it behind him. He used hisflashlight through the gdlery. Then he
pressed alight switch. Pocketing the flashlight, Hothan stole out into the passage.

Thelittle entry wasilluminated, but the thirty-foot corridor was away from the light of the galery. That
wasto Hothan'sliking.

Reaching the stairway, Hothan descended cautiously. He opened the lower door and peered out. He
stole through darkness and peered from the turn in the hall. He heard footsteps. Some of the servants.

Quickly, Hothan darted back. He went through the doorway to the stairs; he pulled the door shut behind
him and went breathlessy upward. He paused at the top.

Hothan wanted to be sure that no one had heard him. He waited; then turned toward the thirty-foot
length of the passage, intending to go further down. Hothan was tense; his alertness was partly
responsible for the sudden discovery that he made.

L ooking down the long passage, Hothan stopped short and emitted a gasp. For amoment, he trembled;
then a nervous laugh came from hislips. He stood rooted to the spot, repressing the joyous mirth that
shook hisframe,

HOTHAN had |eft the closet door gar. Thereit was, set out a an angle of forty-five degrees, nearly
thirty feet ahead. Because of its chance angle, the mirror in the door gave areflection of the short entry
passage that led into the art gdllery.

Hothan had |eft the lights on in the gallery. That fact, coupled with the angle of the mirror, gavehim a
view of some forty feet. The passage wastthirty; to it, like a continuation of the corridor, wasthe
reflection of the entry in the mirror. Beyond that, aso shown in the slvered glass, was the center of the

at gdlery.

The sdlow man was viewing the Moorish picture- "The Last Trys" - that visitors saw when they first
arrived in the gdllery. But Hothan was not seeing a picture of gallant and lady. Those figures could not be
distinguished a thisrange.

Most conspicuous was the outline of the window itsdf. It formed awidening ovd, like amammoth head.
Thefiguresin the painting were dark, like eyes. Grillwork of the window |ooked like teeth.

From this distance, the painting represented a giant skull. (Note: The cover of this magazine bears an



exact reproduction of the skull painting in Selwood Royce's art galery. An exact duplicate, even to the
origind colors, the cover design shows precisdly how the optical illusion was created. Study the cover at
arange of lessthan six inches and the detall of the scene will predominate. Hold it at arms length and
features of the third skull will become conspicuous. Because of itslarge Size, the origina painting required
an unusualy long range to make head-like qualities apparent to the average observer.) By luck, Hothan
had found the necessary range. He had discovered the place that he had been ordered to locate. The
hiding spot of Hildrew Parchell's treasure!

Behind the painting! The skull that showed so huge on canvas! Therewasthe god that Hothan's chief
had sought!

The sallow man's breath came in excited gasps as he started forth aong the darkened passage.
CHAPTER XX. THE KILLER TRAPPED

"BUT | am pogitivethistime, gr -"

"Very well, Tdboat, | shdl hear you out.”

Sawood Royce was standing in the living room, his hands behind him, hisface patient. His guestswere
looking on, while Tabot, more anxious than before, was endeavoring to convince his magter thet al was
by no meanswell.

"We made athorough search downgdtairs, sir," explained Tabot. "The other servants and mysdlf. Yet dl
thewhile | kept worrying about the halway to the gallery sairs. | stationed myself in the door of the
dining room, Mr. Royce."

"Wl - and then?"

"| digtinctly heard the sound of an opening door. | went into the hall and heard the same door close. |
was tempted to investigate, Sir; but | decided to speak to other servantsfirst. They had gone toward the
kitchen. | followed. Then | heard something in the dining room."

"In the dining room?Y ou said amoment ago that it wasin the hal."

"The sound was not in the dining room itsdlf, gr. It came from above. An eager sort of sound, sir, like
some one dashing forward, hurriedly, but on tiptoe.”

Tabot gave an imitation of theidea. He made aludicrous sight, for he was of portly build. Royce
laughed. The others did the same. Talbot looked abashed.

"Redlly, dr," he pleaded. "l am serioud!"

"l understand, Talbot," said Royce. "Y ou think the footsteps must have come from the passage
upstairs?'

"Pogitively, Sr! Thelong passageto the art gdlery.”

"Very wel. Go out in the kitchen, Tabot, and remain there. We shdl investigate.”
"But if you want me, Sir -"

"Y ou heard my order. Go!"

Tabot departed. Wingate uttered a snort.



"Thefelow ispersstent,” declared thelawyer. "Y ou did well, Royce, to send him where he belongs. He
must have stretched hisimagination further than before. Rainfal soundsto him like footsteps.”

"I don't think s0." Royce spoke serioudy as he unlocked a cabinet in the corner of the room. " Talbot
knows this old house too well. Something isamiss; but | thought it better not to take him with usthis
time"

"You are going up to the gdlery?"
"Yes And | want volunteersto join me."

ROY CE was bringing an assortment of revolvers from the cabinet. He was examining certain wegponsto
seeif they wereloaded. Clyde Burke stepped forward.

"I'll take one," said the reporter.
"Help yoursdf," offered Royce. "Theachoiceisyours.”

Clyde picked out apromising .38. Roger Parchell stepped up looked at a .45, then rgjected it for a
wesgpon that matched Clyde's. Wingate remained scoffing; then, asif to jolly the crowd, the lawyer came
to the cabinet and selected a.32.

Royce took a German Luger that was evidently his pet pistol. He replaced the other wegponsin the
cabinet and locked the door. Motioning, he led his companions out into the hallway. They passed the
side door to the veranda; they made the turn and came to the door to the galery dairs.

"Not asound,” warned Royce, in awhisper. "If arogueis about, we must trap him properly.”

Carefully, the millionaire opened the door. Immediately, the group becametense. A dight glimmer
showed beyond the top of the stairs. Its meaning was unmistakable. Some one wasin the art gdlery, with
the lightsturned on.

"l shal gofirgt,” whispered Royce. "Alone until | reach the top. Burke next; then Roger; you, Wingate,
lest."

Royce was the leader. The others accepted his commands. Royce advanced; Clyde followed shortly
afterward. At the top of the steps, The Shadow's agent could see Royce tiptoeing down the passage.

The closet door was closed again. No reflection of the entry aided the advance. Royce was moving
dowly; Clyde edged in close behind him. He saw Royce stop at the turn, then motion. Clyde came up.

Looking through the entry, they saw aman hunched in front of the central picture. Thefellow's back was
toward them; he was working at the pandling which formed the painting's frame. But he could not seem
toloosenit.

Royce nudged Clyde. Together, the two sprang forward. The man leaped up; they saw asalow, hunted
face. Then they had the intruder covered. His hands went toward the ceiling. Royce made another
gesture; Roger Parchell cameinto view, Weldon Wingate close behind him.

It wasthe lawyer who uttered the recognition. He was the only one of the four who could claim
acquaintance with the man whom they had trapped. But as Wingate told the fellow's identity, Clyde
Burke redlized that the very name was coming to hisown mind.

"Homer Hothan!*



THE prisoner cowered. He backed away as Royce nudged him with the Luger. Hands upraised, he was
moving toward the blind end of the gallery.

"I - 1 was doing no harm," wailed Hothan, looking from face to face. "Honestly, | - | wasonly looking
about!"

"Asyou did a Tobold's?" snorted Wingate.
"Or a Morth's?" put in Roger.

Hothan quavered. He had stopped against the wall. He shot aworried glance about the group; then
looked toward the M oorish picture. He turned his gaze quickly away from that spot; but Clyde Burke
caught something in hismanner.

"Ask him why hewas at the picture,” suggested Clyde, to Royce. "Make him tell what he was after.”
"Now come clean, Hothan," ordered Royce. "Let's hear it."

"Nothing," Hothan sammered in reply. "Nothing - nothing..."

"Suppose we let you tak to the police?' put in Roger Parchell. "Would you prefer to talk to them?'
"l - 1 don't want to talk," pleaded Hothan. "But if - but if -"

"Let ustake him downgtairs," suggested Wingate. "Then we can cal Detective Cardona. Thisman is
wanted by the law."

"Oneminute," ingsted Clyde. "Just stay whereyou are. Every one. | have anidea.”

Clyde had not forgotten hisview of atall formin the entry. He could till picture the masklike features of
Lamont Cranston. He could see those half-closed eydlids, the thin smile on fixed lips. Cranston had been
looking a the Moorish painting, the very object which Hothan had found of interest.

Stepping into the entry, Clyde went to the mirrored door and partialy opened it. Eyes haf closed, he
looked at the Moorish painting. Gradualy, he discerned theillusion. Chuckling, Clyde rejoined the
others.

"I'll watch Hothan," he declared. "Go back there, dl of you. Shut your eyes until they are amost closed.
Look at that M oorish scene. Tdl mewhat it remindsyou of."

The other three men went together. Clyde kept Hothan covered and listened for comments. They came,
in quick successon.

"It'saskull! exclamed Royce. "A perfect skull!"
"The skull with the treasure!™ added Wingate.
"All my uncdeéswedth!" gaculated Roger.

A HOARSE scream from Hothan. Before Clyde expected it, the sallow man had leaped forward in
desperation. He was grabbing the reporter's arms, forcing up Clyde's gun hand. Hothan had caught
Clyde off guard; but the reporter was quick to meet the attack.

He might have shot Hothan in the brief struggle, for Clyde, wiry and dert, had managed to pull hisgun
arm away immediately. But there was no need to fire. The others were coming.



Hothan knew it also. Franticdly, the sallow man broke loose and dashed down the gdllery.

In his excitement, Hothan may have thought he was taking the avenue to the north wing. Just whet his
impressons were, no one ever learned. The fact was that be was heading into the blind extension of the
galery, with no chance of escape.

Hothan was pulling agun as he ran. Clyde was close behind him, and the others had dashed in from the
entry: Roycefirg, with his Luger; Wingate next; then Roger.

Hothan dived for the blind end of the gallery. His hand wavered as he saw both Clyde and Royce
covering him. The man began to fater. Hisfingers were opening to let the revolver fall when Wingate
arrived. But the lawyer did not, apparently, note that fact. Excitedly, he fired with his.32.

A bullet nicked Hothan. The sallow man sank to one knee. Clyde and Royce dropped back together,
covering, yet ready to hold their fire. It was Roger who saw danger in Hothan's manner. Arriving late, as
Wingate had, the heir fired point-blank at the wounded man who held the gun.

Hothan sprawled head-foremost to the floor.

Helay there gasping as the four came up. He raised his head; his expression was haf venomous, half
accusing. Mortaly wounded, Hothan gasped mad words. They had the import of a confession - but not
thetoneof it.

"I - 1 killed Hildrew Parchdll," coughed the secretary. "1 killed him because - because | wastold - told to
doso-"

Effort ended. Hothan's face distorted. A final spasm shook his quivering body. Clyde Burke was holding
thekiller's shoulders. He felt them relax.

Homer Hothan was dead. With his passing, he had failed in hislast endeavor. He had been about to
reved theidentity of the master crook. That wanted name had faded on hislips.

CHAPTER XXI. RAIDERS RENEW
"l KILLED him."

We don Wingate made the statement as he stood looking at Hothan's body. The lawyer's face was
grained. His hands were trembling. He could scarcely hold hisrevolver.

"I killed him," repested Wingate, solemnly. "But | swear it wasin sdf-defense. Hewasaming hisgun
graight for me. | know" - he peered, troubled, at the others - "that you will testify in my behaf. You
heard his confession; Hothan was amurderer by his own word."

"Don't worry. Mr. Wingate," put in Clyde Burke. "Y ou didn't realize that we had him covered. Y our
action wasjudtified. You will be hed blameess”

"You will be given credit,” added Selwood Royce, soberly. "Y ou deserveit, Wingate. Asyou say, this
man was amurderer.”

"But | can't forget that | killed him," protested the lawyer. "1t was not my province to take over into my
hands the law's work."

"l am not sure that you did kill him, Wingate." Theinterruption came from Roger Parchell. ™Y ou crippled
him; but he was till dlivewhen | fired. Blame or credit, | anwilling to shareit or takeit. | am glad only



that this man Hothan lived long enough to confess hisvile deed. He has admitted that he was my uncle's
murderer.”

Wingate looked relieved. The lavyer was nodding over Roger's words. He seemed to be willing to let
the heir share the blame. A flicker on hisface showed that he might be ready to passthe buck entirely.
Wingate looked a Hothan's body; then turned to his companions.

"Roger's bullet killed thisman," he decided. "It isbest that we should state the fact that way. Then | shdl
be able to speak for Roger as his attorney, when the police arrive. Our duty at present isto inform the
law."

"What about the body?" questioned Clyde.

"Wemust leaveit here," emphasized Wingate. "L et us go downgtairs and notify Detective Cardona, by
telephone.”

"Thisisoutsde of the New Y ork city limits," objected Royce. "It would be better to cdl the local
authorities™”

"We can leave that to Cardona," ingsted Wingate. "Thisisactualy hiscase. | shdl cal him persondly. He
must have the opportunity to view the body first."

"But thelocd authoritiesmay cdl usto task -"

"Not if wetdl Cardonathat we have not caled them. It will then be his duty to notify them. Don't you
understand?' Wingate wasirritable. "I am doing this on Roger's account.”

"How 07"

"If Cardonaarrives herefirst, he will be on hand when the local police arrive. Cardonas testimony that he
was seeking Hothan will satisfy the congtabulary. But if Cardonais not here when they come, they may
ingst upon taking Roger to jail. They may even arrest therest of us.”

THIS sounded sensible to Royce. He gave the order to start downstairs. Solemnly, the group started out
into the main gallery. It was then that Clyde Burke brought up a subject that had been forgottenin the
excitement.

"The picture," sated Clyde, suddenly. "The skull. It may hide the treasure.”
"That'sright!" exclamed Roger. "But if we haveto inform the police about -"

"We can come up here later," snapped Wingate. "1 am an atorney. | know the law. The picture will be
sdfe. Leaveit done until the authoritiesare here.”

"But will it be safe?" queried Roger. " Suppose some one else should bein here.”

"No one could be about,” returned Wingate. "L et us go downgtairs.” He wasin the entry as he spoke, the
othersfollowing. "We can close the door at the bottom of the stairs.”

"I'm wondering," put in Royce. "Firgt of all, about the servants. They should have heard the shots."
"Not from the depths of thisgallery,” argued Wingate. "The shots would have been muffled.”

"But," added Royce, "I'm aso wondering -"



"About the north wing?' questioned Roger, in sudden interruption. "Y ou mean the other extension of this
gdlery? With the connecting doorway ?*

"Yes" replied Royce.
"Let usingpect it, Sdwood,” urged Roger. "Come. You and | can seeif itistill bolted.”

AsWingate started to protest against the delay, the two young men turned to go back into the gallery,
leaving Clyde and the lawyer at the turn where entry met passage.

Roger wasfirst to reach the gallery. He made a sudden gesture and gave a quick cry. Royce dropped
back ingtinctively. Clyde and Wingate were rooted.

Then Roger, too, came backing, his hands moving upward, hisrevolver dropping from hisclutch. An
instant later, three men pounced into view at the galery end of the entry. L eading them was ahard-faced
man whose features were aleer. His companions were hard-looking ruffians. All held leveled revolvers.

FLICK SHERRAD and hisraiders had arrived. They had caught their prey unaware.

Sadwood Royce let his Luger fal. Clyde and Wingate, unready, followed suit with their revolvers.
Weagpons clattered as Roger and Royce backed to the outer end of the entry to join their helpless
companions.

"Smart bunch, en?" jeered Hick. "Bumped Hothan, did you? Well, that saved methe job. Keep 'em
covered, mugs' - thisto thetwo gorillas- "while| get therest of the outfit. Then well talk turkey.”

Flick'seyes glittered evilly as he surveyed the helpless group. An odd smirk showed on hislipsashe
noticed something. Flick gave adight nod. He motioned his gorillas afew pacesforward. The leader,
himsdlf, turned about to return toward the north wing and summon the reserves.

Clyde Burke, staring, saw Flick squarely in front of the Moorish painting. The mob-leader was obscuring
the lower portion of the picture.

Somehow, now that he had recognized theillusion, Clyde could see that painting only asamammoth
skull. Thefiguresinit looked more blurred than ever. "The Last Tryst" meant desth. Clyde could not
repress a shudder.

Then, as Flick paused, Clyde gained a sudden impression. The skull seemed to be glaring down at the
mob-leader. Its grin was mocking, as though the death's-head counted Flick, the closest, asits lawful
prey. Prompt upon this artling thought. Clyde heard an unexpected sound: A sharp click from the
paneled wall in which the picture rested.

Hick heard it dso. The mob-leader whedled with an oath. As he did, Clyde saw the Moorish picture
dide upward into the ceiling of the gdlery. Its glide was swift. Some one had pressed a hidden switch.
Blackness yawned where the picture had been.

From that cavity came ahorrendous laugh - ataunt that reverberated weirdly from the hollow; a gibe that
gpelled aliving doom. Beyond the space where the picture had been were burning eyes that bored from
darkness.

Eyesthat Flick Sherrad saw as he whedled. Orbs at which the mob-leader aimed point-blank as he
snarled. Hick's mobsmen were turning aso, startled by the burst of mocking laughter. Clyde and his
companions were motionless, staggered by this amazing denouement.



Flick Sherrad, swinging to fire at the eyes - that was the sight that held Clyde fearful. He knew the author
of the laugh, the being who peered from blackness. The Shadow! And Clyde had confidencein his chief.

Yet, inthiscrucid ingtant, Clyde trembled. Hick's turn had been a swift one; the mob-leader's gun had
come up in atrice. Gorillas were leaping about to aid their leader. One againgt three, The Shadow's
causewas grim!

CHAPTER XXII. THE BIG-SHOT

A ROAR from yawning blackness. A tongue of flame spat dagger-like toward FHick Sherrad. Finger on
trigger of hisglimmering revolver, the mob-leader fatered and jolted backward. The dug from a .45 had
found his heart.

Hick never fired. The Shadow had beaten him to the shot. Ready with automatics from the instant that he
had pressed a release within the hollow, The Shadow had won the first thrust. Gorillas were ill on the
whed as Flick Sherrad failed.

Then came the combined barks of guns. A second tongue of flame jabbed from blackness asagorilla
fired. Clyde saw the flash come from the very floor of the hollow space. One mobster staggered while his
companion |oosed more shots.

The Shadow had tricked these ruffians. Prompt with hisfirst shot, he had dropped. Mobsmen had seen
the flash of the automatic, high in the blackened space. They had amed for it. The Shadow, however,
was below thefire. He had downed thefirgt gorillawhile the fellow's bullet was zooming above his heed.

The second thug had made the same mistake as thefirst. He had aimed high, with his opening shots. But
as he saw the burst that dropped his fellow, helowered hisaim to alower spot. The mobster's action,
though quick, wasnot in time.

Catching the split-second that he wanted, The Shadow tongued another dug with perfect aim. The
second gorillawavered. While thefirst thug was thudding to the floor, thisnew victim lost hishold upon
hisrevolver. He, too, sprawled, helpless.

A mocking laugh was The Shadow's knell. Out of blackness came blackness. A formidable shape swung
into view as The Shadow sprang from hishiding place. There, in the exact center of the gdlery, he
looked like aliving ghost. Half obscured by the blackness of the space that he had |eft, The Shadow was
avague, dusvefigure.

CLY DE and his companions wererigid for the moment. Then they saw The Shadow whirl. Automatics
roared awelcome to new foemen. Shots answered from the end of the gallery toward the north wing.
Flick Sherrad's reserves had arrived. The Shadow had turned to meet them.

His shotswerefirgt. The Shadow had found living targets. But hard upon hisfirst delivery, hewhirled into
the cover of the entry, so he could use the corner of the wall as a protection. Pressed close to the wall,
The Shadow was using hisright hand, extended, to pump lead a new raiders.

"Get your gund” bawled Royce.

Men leaped for weapons. They grabbed each other's by mistake. Royce found Wingate's .32; Roger
seized Royce's Luger. Clyde and Wingate each picked up a.38. Asthey came up, armed, they heard
gunfire cease. Raiders had retreated in face of The Shadow'sfire.

Clyde gave acry. Something else had happened. Victor of the fray, The Shadow was dumping. His



blackened form came to a huddled position just within the protection of the corner. His gunswere
doubled under him.

"He's been hit!" cried Royce. "It'sup to ust Come dong! After them!™

Royce grabbed Wingate, who was beside him. He half yanked the lawyer to the chase; the pair went
hurdling into the gdllery. Clyde darted after them, ready to aid, counting upon Roger to follow.

As he made the turn into the galery, the thought of more important duty tirred Clyde. Sprawled thugs
were a the end where the extension led to the north wing. Otherswerein flight. More important than the
chase was aid to The Shadow.

Clyde stopped short. He whirled about to the entry. Then, from his Sartled lips came acry of hopeless
fury, so harrowing that Roger and Wingate stopped their dash to turn about before they had reached the
end of thegdlery.

Clyde was staring into the entry. His own gun was lowered; he was unable to intervene in the Situation
that he saw. Crumpled on the floor was The Shadow. Beyond him, by the mirrored door, was Roger
Parchell. The heir had not joined in the pursuit.

A venomous curl upon hislips, Roger was aiming the Luger pistol straight for the huddled figure of The
Shadow. He was out to complete the work which mobsmen had failed to accomplish. He was ready to
ddiver degth to that cloaked fighter who had dumped hel plesdy after waging triumphant bettle.

ROGER heard Clyde's cry. He darted afierce look at the reporter and saw that Clyde's gun was down.
With the outer passage offering him protection, Roger would have time to complete the work that he had
lingered to perform; then dive for shelter and take aim at Clyde.

Wildly, Clyde leaped forward, hoping to throw himself between Roger and The Shadow, to take the
bullet that the heir meant for the huddled fighter. As he sporang, Clyde heard the roar of agun. A flash of
flame seared upward from the black shape on the floor, stabbing across Clyde's very path.

Redlization hit Clyde as he came to hands and knees in front of The Shadow's form. Looking toward the
mirrored door, Clyde saw Roger Parchell snking back against the wall. The venomous face was shaded
by the darkness of the outer passage; but Clyde could see its expression changing.

A sckly leer showed on digtorted lips. It was reflected in the mirror aswell. Two faces - Roger's and its
replica- showed that the would-be killer was out. Roger's gun hand had dumped. He could not raiseit.
The Luger was dangling a hisfinger tips.

Others beside Clyde had been there for the finish. Royce and Wingate, reaching the entry just as Clyde
leaped, had seen the cause of the reporter's cry.

They had caught Roger aiming for The Shadow. They had seen the flash of an automatic, upward from
one of The Shadow's hidden hands.

Bounding to the middle of the entry, they watched Roger sag. The Luger clattered. Then came asolemn
laugh.

Turning about, three men saw The Shadow rising. The master fighter was uninjured. Hisfal had been a
fant.

The Shadow had seen the last of the mobsters dive for the north wing. Suspending fire, he had made a
bluff of being wounded, knowing that loyal men would follow. Thus, The Shadow knew, the supercrook



would have opportunity to remain behind.

ROGER PARCHELL wasthe big-shot behind crime. Only The Shadow had divined that fact. He had
given the supercrook achance to show his hand. Roger had taken the logica option. Hisminions
scattering, it was hislast chance to turn the gameto his own advantage.

By dedling with The Shadow, out of sight of the others. Roger would have had clear sweep. He could
then have surprised his companions from the rear, downing them from ambush a the corner where entry
met gallery, catching them coming back, as The Shadow had dedlt with Flick Sherrad's reserves.

Then the supercrook would have been master. He could have recalled his henchmen who had fled into
the north wing. All this had been Roger Parchedll'saim. The Shadow had trapped him in thefirst step of
his endeavor.

Holding hisfina shot until the last moment, The Shadow had alowed three men to see the outcome of
Roger Parchell's treachery.

The Shadow knew the heir for amurderer. It was Roger who must have killed Channing Tobold. It was
Roger, again, who had battled with The Shadow from the darkness of Professor Morth's third-story
darway.

Roger Parchd| had planned work on that night when Harry Vincent had trailed him to amovie thester.
Wise enough to know that some one might be following him, he had started out in an innocent fashion;
but had taken aside exit to leave the theater. He had craftily come back to the Hotel Metrolite at just the
right time, to make it look as though he had stayed at the theater.

Roger had no redl dibi for that night. No more than Wingate, who had |eft his apartment in ataxi. No
more than Royce, who had forgotten his appointment with Clyde Burke. No more than Doctor Deseurre,
who had left abanquet to answer apatient's call.

All suspects at large, The Shadow had reasoned out which must be the villain. He had picked Roger
Parchell. But he had given the heir leeway - in order that crime could be stopped in its consummeation;
that the world would know the man responsible.

The Shadow had spotted the skull picturein Royce's gdlery. That was why he had changed from
Cranston to The Shadow. He had come back here to find the secret of the space behind the Moorish
painting. He had located the hidden chamber and had taken it as a hiding place when Hothan entered.

Then The Shadow had waited to trap rogues. He knew that crooks would be searching; that their
thorough job might ultimately end here. He had heard Hothan come hurrying aong the passage. He had
redlized from the man's excited gasps that Hothan had recognized theillusion of the skull.

Talbot's chance hearing of Hothan's footfalls had produced a contretemps. It had brought Selwood
Royce and his gueststo the art gallery. The incidents which followed had produced rapid changesin The
Shadow's plans; but dl the while he had held the key position.

ROGER PARCHEL L was gasping hislast. The Shadow had had no dternative in dealing with this
murderer. Roger had tried to kill The Shadow in cold blood; in return, he had received a bullet that he
deserved.

Solemn, whispered tones came from The Shadow's lips. There was no mirth in that laugh. 1t sounded as
afina note of doom. Harrowing, chilling, it made men shudder. All save Roger Parchdll. From the dying
heir, The Shadow's token brought afina snarl.



"| dodged you that night | killed Tobold," gasped Roger. "I - | got away from you at Morth's! | wanted
tokill you" - he coughed, as hisfingers crept toward the Luger beside him - "to kill you here - tonight -
and | will -"

The gasping snarl broke. The creeping hand had reached the pistol. Fingers clutched; then failed.
Watching men saw Roger Parchell dump completely, his dead face pressed againgt the silvered mirror.

A swish. The witnesses turned to see The Shadow whedling toward the gallery. His cloaked form swung
past the corner of the entry. The Shadow was heading toward the north wing.

A drangelaugh camein parting. Rising to aweird crescendo, it quivered, then burst into shuddering
reverberations. Echoes answered from the length of the gdlery.

Eerie, ghoulish tongues had responded to The Shadow's mockery. Walls seemed loath to lose that
shivering strain. Long-lingering, the echoesfindly died; only the muffled sound of rainfall disturbed the
heavy hush that followed.

Y et standing men, delivered men, were motionless. They could fancy that they <till heard ghostly laughter
from afar. The memory of those parting echoes was difficult to lose.

They had heard the triumph laugh of The Shadow!
CHAPTER XXIII. THE SHADOW REVIEWS
"IT'S easy enough to figureit, now that it'sal finished. But it had me guessing.”

It was Joe Cardonawho made this admission. The ace detective was standing in Selwood Roycesliving
room. He had arrived there in response to atelephone call; and he had brought Doctor Deseurre aong,
after hearing that Homer Hothan had confessed to the murder of Hildrew Parchell.

Upon Royce's gun cabinet rested ameta coffer. Itstop was open. Compartments showed an assortment
of wealth. Stacks of currency; piles of gold coin; an array of glittering jewels. Clyde, Royce and Wingate
had found the treasure chest set in the floor of the secret chamber behind the Moorish picture.

Thiswas the wedlth that had been with the skull. Wingate was holding adocument that they had found in
with the treasure. The paper wasinscribed in old Hildrew Parchell's scrawl. It told how the wealth should
be divided.

Sumsfor Channing Tobold and Professor Morth, old friends of Hildrew Parchell. Another amount,
smaler, to Sdwood Royce, whose father had been the miser's friend and keeper of the treasure. An
amount for Weldon Wingate and Doctor Deseurre; also aprovision, larger than any other, for Tristram,
thefaithful servant. The rest - the bulk of thiswedlth - wasto go to charitiesnamed in thelist. Roger
Parchell was not mentioned.

"YOUNG Roger was afox," declared Joe Cardona. "He knew that he didn't rate too high with hisuncle.
Those |lettersin the correspondence file are proof of it. Homer Hothan was smart, too. He had accessto
the old man's papers. He knew, while still working as secretary, that there must be plenty more than the
fifty thousand that Hildrew Parchell intended to leave to his nephew.”

"Do you think," inquired Wingate, "that Roger ddliberately sent Hothan to get the job with hisuncle?’

"I doubt it," replied Cardona. "Either Roger made atrip East, to look over the lay, and bribed Hothan; or
Hothan may have opened correspondence with Roger himself. Anyway, they got together; and old
Hildrew Parchell was on the spot.



"The old man must have known Roger was a bad egg. I've ahunch well find out afew things about him
when we look up his Frisco record. Anyway, Hildrew Parchel found out that Hothan was a bad egg,
too."

"And fired him," put in Clyde Burke.

"Yeah," agreed Cardona. "And this" - he reached to atable and picked up the haf-burned message; it
had been found in Hothan's pocket - "thisiswhat started that fire at the old house. Hildrew Parchell must
have written thisto hand it to you, Royce, with Wingate and Doctor Deseurre present. It'sacinch the old
man tried to burn it when Hothan blew in. Then Hothan killed him. It was murder, after al, doctor.”

Cardonaturned to Deseurre as he spoke. The physician smiled dryly.

"Murder, yes," he agreed. "But murder of adeceptive sort. It was the violence of the Sruggle that
brought on Hildrew Parchdl's death. His heart could not stand the strain.”

"A bresk for Hothan," decided Cardona. "He would have had to kill the old man, anyway. Well, Hothan
got away with this" - he gestured with the half-burned document - "and he and Roger must have had a
heavy confab about it."

"But Roger wasin San Francisco,” put in Wingate. "He answered my telegram and fled East.”

"A dall," retorted Cardona. "An old one of the smplest kind. Roger knew that his uncle was going to
pass out soon. He must have come East to meet up with Hothan agood while before the real work
Started.

"That'swhy he closed his office. He knew what kind of awire he was due to get when his uncle kicked
in. He had an answer ready for it; and he had some friend fixed to receive your telegram when it camein.
Also to send the answer.”

"But he cdled melater from Cincinnati -"

"Because he best it there after he bumped Tobold. Made a degper jump that night and phoned you the
next day, saying hed come East by air. That helped the telegram bl uff."

"l believeyoureright -"

"l anright; and | can tell you more... now that the works has busted wide. Roger and Hothan got
together. They had half anote; and theworst part of it wasthis. It didn't tell just who had the swag.”

CARDONA pointed to the charred edge of the half-burned paper. He nicked the ninth line; then the
tenth; finaly the eleventh. Threein arow.

"Here'swhere they were out of luck," chuckled Joe. "The other lines could be doped out; but these three
couldn't. Firgt off, aname was missing. In the ninth line; in the tenth, too. Then there was an important
word gonein the eeventh.

"Who was the old friend that had the treasure? Channing Tobold? Tyson Morth? Or Thatcher Royce,
already dead? Any one of those names might have been there. What wasit they were to ask to see?

"Their first guess was jewelry; because Hothan knew Tobold had some that bel onged to old Hildrew
Parchell. So they hit the hockshop and they spotted the skull ring before they asked for it. They thought
they had what they wanted; but they were wrong. They got abunch of junk jewery.



"Roger Parchdl must have hired Flick Sherrad in Frisco. Flick was on the lam and probably out there. It
would have been acinch to sign up abird like FHlick and ship him East to have amob ready. Frisco'sa
good spot for making contact like that. Anyway, Flick was on hand to help at Tobold's. After the jewelry
turned out to be junk, Roger had Flick unload it with Koko Gluss, to makeit look like a bunch of
smdl-fry had pulled thejob."

"I gave him theidea," mused Wingate. "Inadvertently, when | was talking about the robbery at Tobold's.
| mentioned that we thought apprentices had done the work; and that if the jewelry appeared with some
fence, we would have proof of it."

"Wdl, hetook it up," asserted Cardona. "And the next bet was Morth's. When Hothan went there, he
saw that lot of skulls. There was something he didn't have to ask to see. Skulls! Boy - I'll bet he thought
hewasin luck!

"He thought he knew which skull was right. He hadn't asked to see them; they werelooking at him. And
he recognized one that looked swell. It was different from the lot. The mechanica skull on the cabinet.”

"The mesaticephalic, mesognathous skull,”" began Selwood Royce. " The one with the ensnaring mandible

Royce was chuckling. Cardona grinned.

"Thetin skull with thetrick jaw," interrupted the detective. "Anyway, Hothan shoved hisfig init. We
know the rest. Hothan got away; Flick was till loose; and Roger Parchell knew he had picked another
bum bet.

"All that he had left was this place here. Thatcher Royce might have been the 'old friend’ mentioned in the
document. But what was to be asked for? Where was the skull ? Roger decided to find out."

"By having his crowd look through the north wing!" exclaimed Royce. "Roger told Hothan to come out
here, with the rest of them. | know how Hothan got into the house. Through that veranda door. Roger
must have unbolted it."

"Hedid it when we were going up to the art gdlery,” exclamed Clyde. "Thefirst time we went up. Roger
stopped to light acigarette near that door. And | think that he signaled later, from the window of the
living room."

"Hothan bolted the door after comingin,” added Royce. "Then he went to the gdlery, unbolted the
connecting door to the north wing, went through and let in the mob-leader and the crew.”

"Hothan made alucky findinthe art gdlery,” stated Wingate. "He must have recognized that the Moorish
picture was a skull, when he came back from the north wing. We surprised him when we arrived; and
then" - the lawyer'stone sobered - "then | killed him."

"YOU killed him?" snorted Cardona. "Where do you get that? I've been looking at the body, aong with
theloca doctor. Say - you only nicked him with that .32 of yours. But you gave Roger Parchell a chance
to get rid of the guy. He finished him with the .38. He didn't want to give Hothan a chance to squawk.”

"About thefight that followed,” began Wingate. "It was very strange. We were rescued by astrange
unknown fighter -"

"Let'sforget those complications,” interrupted Cardona. "Whoever hel ped you was in the right. Whoever
dropped Roger Parchell picked off amurderer. I've got labelsfor al the mugs who were shot in that
gdlery. Just let it pass. Y ou fellowswere fighting to resist crimind invaders. This house belongsto



Salwood Royce; he gave gunsto you, Wingate, and to you, Burke. The three of you are square with the
law."

Clyde Burke smiled. He knew that Joe Cardona had figured out The Shadow's part. Wisdly, the
detective was covering the fact that The Shadow had been present.

Joe knew that The Shadow preferred to remain in the dark. Time and again, the cloaked fighter had
alded Cardonain struggles against crime. The ace was returning the favor.

"Roger Parchell knew that fifty thousand dollarswas dl that he wasto get," summed up Cardona. "He
wanted to grab amillion - and he played afoxy gameto get it. But he shot his bolt. He got what he
deserved.”

Others nodded. Then Selwood Royce smiled.

"It was aterrific battle" he decided. "Too bad, in away, that Lamont Cranston wasn't hereto aid us. |
understand he's a big-game hunter. He would have proven avauable dly.”

"I'm glad Crangton isn't here," remarked Wingate, dryly. "There are no scarabs in with the treasure. If
Hildrew Parchdl had any scarabs, he must have disposed of them. Cranston would have been

disappointed.”
"That'strue. By theway, Wingate, you were somewhat mistrustful of Cranston, weren't you?"

"Yes. | was suspicious of him when hefirst cameto see me. | had him waiched after he lft the
gpartment. But | decided later that he must have once met Hildrew Parchell.”

WHILE these men were speaking of Lamont Cranston, their own nameswere, curioudy, under
consderation somewhereese. A light was gleaming in The Shadow's sanctum. The cloaked fighter had
returned to Manhattan.

The Shadow had come in with Cliff and Hawkeye. He had ordered those workersto Long Idand, to
wait near Royce's mansion. But the storm had drowned the sound of the house-muffled battle. The few
remaining gorillas of Hick's crew had escaped The Shadow's agentsin the rainy darkness.

A huge book lay beneath the bluish light. Upon ablank page, The Shadow was making entriesina
careful handwriting that stood out as clear as print. Names were being recorded; with them, comments.

The Shadow was reviewing his deductions - how he had narrowed down the list of those concerned with
Hildrew Parchdl, until only one remained. He had diminated Tristram from the outset. The servant, had
he had any part in plotting, would not have extinguished the fire in the bedroom as promptly as he had.

Doctor Raymond Deseurre

The Shadow wrote the physician's name. Benegth it, he added the conclusive comment:
Deseurre could have diminated Hildrew Parchell without Hothan's

aid. He could have learned more than the secretary, had he wished. The

use of Hothan cleared Deseurre from blame; but not from danger.

The comment showed why The Shadow had requested Rupert Sayre to watch Raymond Deseurre. The
Shadow wanted to make sure that Deseurre was clear from menace. Sayre's observations, though
broken, were sufficient to show that Deseurre was not in trouble.



Wedon Wingate

The Shadow inscribed the lawyer's name and studied it for amoment. Then, he inscribed:
Wingate would not have alowed Hothan to use hisname at Morth's.
That would have been risky and unnecessary. Wingate, moreover, had all
theinformation that Hothan possessed. Persond vidits, on his part,

to Tobold and Morth, aswell as Selwood Royce, would have been his
step. Wingate did not seek the treasure.

Thethird name The Shadow inscribed was:

Selwood Royce

The Shadow's comment was as follows:

Royce was clear after the Morth raid. The treasure could only

have been in hismansion. If Royce had known of the wedth and had
wanted it, he could previoudy have gppropriated it. Particularly,

since his contact with Hildrew Parchell was so dight that he could

only have known of thewedth by finding it in hisown home.

Thatcher Royce was Hildrew Parchell's friend; not Selwood Royce.
Nothing would have been entrusted to Selwood. He could have removed
the treasure and disclaimed dl knowledge of it. Murder would have

been error on his part. Contact with any one - particularly Hothan - a
gill greater misteke.

The Shadow cameto hisfind summary. He wrote the name of the red villain - the only man who could
logicaly have been the crook behind the chain of crime.

Roger Parchell

The name showed grimly from the page. The Shadow's hand inscribed this statement:
Roger Parchdl and his uncle were apart. Correspondence showed an

estrangement between them - afact which Roger was clever enough to

admit. Roger had good reason to believe that he might gain no

inheritance from hisuncle.

Hildrew Parchell'swill showed that the old man suspected trouble



from his nephew. Thefifty thousand dollars was a sop, to satisfy
Roger. Theligting of the entire estate in specific tabulation was

doneto prevent Roger from claiming anything e se.

To learn of his own status, Roger would have needed the aid of
Hothan, who had access to Hildrew Parchdl'sfiles. To continue his
own part asalegitimate heir, he needed some oneto visit Tobold and
Morth. Hothan, already histool, was the natural choice.

Roger Parchdl'swas plainly the hidden hand. He knew that hidden
wedlth could not be his, even in part. For Hildrew Parchell would have
mentioned such afact - guardedly, at least - in hiswill. That would
have been anecessary precaution in the nephew's favor. The absence of
such a statement told much to Roger Parchell.

INK was drying. A whispered laugh came from The Shadow's hidden lips. All that Joe Cardona had
figured out tonight had been previoudy uncovered by The Shadow. From the moment that The Shadow
had seen the presence of amaster band, he had begun a process of eimination.

Of dl who had appeared in connection with Hildrew Parchell, only Roger Parchell could have played the
part of controlling crook. The Shadow had worked out that discovery after the murder of Channing
Tobold had told him that some one other than Homer Hothan and mobsters werein the game.

Flick Sherrad had been needed to direct mob ondaughts. Some one higher up had done the work. Y et
The Shadow had not regjected another possibility; namely, that some unknown crime master had been the
backer of thisevil.

The Shadow had given Roger Parchell the benefit of such doubt up until the very climax of crimesreign.
Then, in the entry to Sherwood Royce's art gallery, The Shadow had played the trump that told dl. His
dump to the floor had been the great move. It had given Roger Parchell the perfect chance to prove
himself the master murderer.

Long-fingered hands closed the massive volume wherein the ink had dried on lettered pages. A low laugh
shivered through the black-walled sanctum. The Shadow's victory had been atriumph for the law. The
muse of justice had been upheld.

The massive tome beneath The Shadow's hands contained the details of The Shadow'swork. The
amazing record belonged with other annds. Crime, like the book, was closed. The history of "The Third
Skull" had become another chroniclefor the archives of The Shadow.

THEEND



