DEATH TOKEN
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazine," March 1, 1937.

Many were the lives that could be bought with this insignificant French
silver franc piece - so many that The Shadow stepped in to pierce the secret
of
its murderous buying power of death!

CHAPTER |
BATTLE | N MANHATTAN

FLOODLI GHTS showed t he Queen Mary, docked at her Hudson River berth. On
the pier, dwarfed beneath the towering sides of the mammoth |iner, two custons
officers were inspecting a long, flat express box. The |lid was open; the
of ficers thunbed through documents, and checked with a typewitten statenent.

"Contents as represented,” declared an officer. "Docunents for delivery
to
M. Courtney Radbard. Duty-free."

He repl aced the papers, clanped the box shut and affixed a seal. He gave
the key to a frail, bespectacled nan who had w tnessed the inspection. The
frail man entered a cab; two stewards put the steel box in after him

That taxi was spotted before it had gone three blocks. Two nmen saw it
from
the front seat of their parked sedan. They recogni zed the bespectacl ed
passenger.

"That's him Leo," grunted the nman at the wheel of the sedan. "John
Si del i ng, Radbard's secretary."

"Tail him Beak," responded the other watcher. "Up to where the outfit's
waiting. Solo will give the tip-off. W'll block fromin back. W're going to
snatch that tin box!"

The sedan started forward. Two of the nost dangerous crooks in Manhattan
were on Sideling's trail.

Leo Jebbrey called hinself a big-slot. "Beak" Hadlett was his |ieutenant,
when they worked together. The |law had often linked that pair; therefore, they
were seen together only when big crime was afoot. To-night, a third crook was
wor ki ng with them

Leo had nentioned the nane "Solo," and only one crook in New York carried
t hat ni cknane. He was Sol o Juke, a lone wolf by reputation. Evidently, Solo
had
foregone his one-nan nmethods to teamwi th Leo and Beak

Passing lights showed Leo Jebbrey craning through the w ndshield of the
sedan. Long-faced, with drawn cheeks and squinty eyes, Leo watched every jolt
of Sideling' s cab. Beside Leo, Beak Hadl ett displayed a flattish countenance,
mar ked by a wi de, bulgy nose. Handling the wheel, Beak kept close to the taxi.

In the rear seat of the sedan were three hoodlunms, all with ready guns.
They were | ooking forward to the task of punping bullets into their com ng
victim John Sideling.

On Tenth Avenue, a coupe shot into sight beside Sideling's car. Its
driver
was Sol o Juke, darkish and sullen, a curl on his thick |lips. The waiting crook
had al so spotted Sideling. He was cutting in ahead of the cab; his coupe
served
as a signal

A touring car nosed froma street that was partly closed to traffic. It
swung straight across in front of Sideling's cab. The taxi driver janmed his



brakes, not knowi ng what the touring car intended. He | earned quickly.

Doors slung open. Four thugs piled fromthe touring car. Brandi shing
revol vers, they nade for the stalled cab

Si deling saw t hem from his wi ndow, he gul ped and dived to the floor. A
t hug yanked open the cab door; saw Sideling crouched, clutching the stee
express box. The triggerman aimed his .38 straight between the huddl ed
victims
eyes.

One-shot al one was needed to end Sideling's life; that bullet, however,
was destined to be | ong postponed.

A STREAMLI NED t axi roared suddenly upon the scene, arriving as if from
nowhere. Driven by a reckless jehu, it cut in past the sedan, which had
st opped
fifty feet behind Sideling s cab. Leo Jebbrey and Beak Hadl ett saw the
arriving
vehicle; but it passed themlike a whizzing streak, before either crook could
realize that it had trailed themfromthe pier.

The t hugs beside Sideling' s cab junped away, to avoid the hurtling
juggernaut that was al nost upon them All but the one gorilla who held
Si del i ng
covered. He was cl ose enough to the step to avoid the path of the surging cab
Hs job was to finish Sideling.

He hesitated only | ong enough to throw a gl ance at the headlights of the
approaching cab. An instant later, his eyes were again toward Sideling; the
killer's finger was ready on the trigger

That nmonent's interval changed the cli max.

A gun spoke fromthe hal f-opened door of the onsurging cab. Despite the
fact that the driver was jamri ng the brakes, the nmarksman in the rear seat was
perfect with his aim Flanme speared for the thug who threatened Sideling. Wth
the blast cane a solid slug that found its target.

The woul d-be killer jolted; spilled sidew se on the running board of
Sideling s taxi.

Three ot her hoodl unms saw their conpanion drop, his gun unfired. For a
nmonent, the streamined cab blotted further view, as it cane alnost to a stop
Then, as if responding to a conmand, the driver gave it the gas.

The cab careened upon the curb, sped past the stalled touring car
Fi ndi ng
t he avenue's paving, it wheeled suddenly to the right, through the partly
bl ocked side street that had been the touring car's lurking spot. Thugs ai nmed,
to fire after the departing cab. A warning shout told themthat they had
pi cked
the wrong target.

The cry came fromthe man at the wheel of the stalled touring car
Leapi ng
to the street, he was whi pping out a revolver, to aimfor a spot beside
Sideling's cab. The streamined taxi had discharged a passenger as it passed.
The marksman who had clipped the first thug was standing ready to deal wth
further foes.

Crooks saw him bl ocking the cab door, protecting the huddl ed man within.
Bet ween them and Sideling stood a shielding fighter, a being clad in bl ack.
Hs
very garb betokened his identity. The rescuer fromthe night was The Shadow.

THAT first shot should have told crooks who it was that had intervened.
They no |l onger were in doubt, however; they recognized that cloaked form wth
eyes that gl owed beneath the brimof a slouch hat. They saw the nuzzl es of
form dabl e automatics, unlinmbered for action, |oom ng fromgloved fists. They



heard a peal of strident nockery: The Shadow s taunting | augh that predicted
di saster to all whose ways were evil.

A gunshot answered The Shadow s challenge. It cane fromthe driver of the
touring car. A bullet whistled past The Shadow s shoul der. A gloved fist swung
to deliver its response. One .45 booned before the gunman could fire again.
The
hasty thug sprawl ed beside the front wheel of the cab. Even while the attacker
was falling, The Shadow swung to neet new mar ksnen.

St abbi ng qui ck shots toward the curb, the cl oaked sharpshooter clipped
t he
t hugs who had heard their pal's quick cry. They were busy with their triggers
al so; but they were no match for their dread adversary. The Shadow, as al ways,
seened i mMmune to the bullets that clanged the cab behind him Thugs were too
pani cky to realize that the charmlay in their own haste. Crooks of their ilk
invariably fired too soon, when they encountered The Shadow.

One rogue floundered; the others took to their heels, one clutching a
crippled arm his conpani on clapping a wounded gun hand to a thick-1ipped
mout h. Qthers could fight The Shadow, not they. One was scurrying for a
dar kened doorway; the other was heading for the protection of stacked ash
carts
on the curb.

Just as he had swung away fromone falling attacker, so did The Shadow
forget these crippled foenen. He sensed further battle; to neet it, he wheel ed
toward the rear of the cab. His big automatics started a new barrage, and a
timely one, toward the sedan where ot her foenen |urked. The Shadow was in tine
to neet another surge.

Killers had piled fromthe stalled sedan. They were | oping forward, the
trio fromthe back seat. C ose behind the gorillas came Leo Jebbrey and Beak
Hadl ett, as anxious as their followers to overwhel m The Shadow. Confident that
the previous battlers had wi nged The Shadow, the newconers expected a kill at
cl ose range. Before they reckoned what was coming, the situation was reversed.

Fl ame | eaping from The Shadow s guns sent the attackers fleeing. The
wi thering blasts were accurate; partly protected by the oblique position of
t he
cab, The Shadow coul d not be reached by answering shots.

Leo and Beak were caught flat-footed as they saw their underlings
st agger.

Wth one accord, the two | eaders dived back for the protection of the sedan
As
they reached it, they saw The Shadow coming in pursuit.

Victor in the short-lived fray, The Shadow had opportunity for a conplete
triunph. Leo and Beak were as good as finished; in flight, they could not have
rallied to withstand The Shadow s wrath.

It was a lucky aftermath that saved them the tinely aid of a partner
who,
as yet, had not figured in the battle.

SWOOPI NG down t he avenue canme Sol o Juke at the wheel of his coupe. Solo
swung wi de around the touring car, passed the taxi and pulled up beside the
sedan.

Leo grabbed for the open wi ndow beside the driver's seat. Beak nade a
| ong
dive atop the closed runble seat. Sol o yanked the wheel, gave his car the gas.
Wth the sedan protecting it against an inmredi ate rear attack, the coupe sped
sout hward down the avenue.

VWhen The Shadow had sprang wi de of the sedan, far enough to gain the aim
he wanted, the coupe's tail-lights were twinkling a full block away. The range
was too great for gunfire, at the speed the car was traveling. Leaders in
crinme



had rmade their get-away.

A notor roared behind The Shadow. Turning, the cl oaked victor saw
Sideling's cab jolt backward; then swing forward around the stalled touring
car. A few noments later, the rescued cab was speedi ng northward, taking the
opposite direction to the one that the | ast crooks had chosen. Sideling had
rallied sufficiently to stir his driver into action. The secretary was
speedi ng
to safety with the express box fromthe Queen Mary.

Police whistles were blasting fromnear-by streets. Sirens were
delivering
an approaching wail. Alone in the avenue which traffic had cl eared and
avoi ded,

The Shadow waited |l ess than a single second. Satisfied that he had
accompl i shed

all that was possible, the cloaked fighter swept swiftly toward the bl ockaded
street. Reaching its darkness, he found the streanlined cab that had brought
himto the field of battle.

A whi spered | augh marked The Shadow s pronpt departure. Though
ri ngl eaders
of crime had made their getaway, their attack had been frustrated. That was
sufficient for the present. Their band thinned, those crooks woul d make no
i medi ate trouble. Later, The Shadow would find two of themw th ease, Leo
Jebbrey and Beak Hadl ett.

It was through a partial check on the affairs of those two rogues that
The
Shadow had gai ned his inkling of tonight's crime. Solo Juke had appeared as an
unexpect ed outsi der; but The Shadow was sure that he would find the | one wolf
later, along with Leo and Beak

One fact was certain. In saving Sideling, The Shadow had rescued a
hapl ess
man whose death had seened certain. The Shadow had never seen Sideling before;
t herefore, he had not | earned why crooks had sought the man's life and tried
to
gain the property that Sideling carried.

That was sonet hing that The Shadow woul d soon di scover. Wen he | earned
the truth, he would be due for a surprise. For behind the massed attack on
Tenth Avenue | ay hidden causes that The Shadow di d not suspect.

Through this canpaign that, so far, involved no nore than crude attack
The Shadow was due to neet a master-crininal whose ways were those of subtle
strategy.

CHAPTER |
THE SHOW DOVWN

SOON after the Tenth Avenue fray, Sideling's cab arrived at a secl uded
br ownst one mansi on; the hone of Courtney Radbard. The cab was expected; two
brawny servants cane fromthe house and took the express box indoors.

Si deling gave the cab driver a twenty-dollar bill, with the remark:

"Say not hi ng about to-night's occurrence. My enpl oyer detests notoriety,
and shoul d not be inconveni enced."

A third servant, beefy-faced and qui zzical, was waiting when Sideling
entered the house. He asked:

"You ran into trouble, M. Sideling?"

"None at all, Mbshart," replied Sideling. "W were del ayed by heavy
traffic near the pier."

The two were standing in a |large hallway. The place | ooked |ike a nmiseum
wi th magni fi cent hangi ngs, huge furniture of ebony and teak, large Oriental
vases. Across fromthe doorway was a huge statue of Apollo that weighed fully



a
ton; for it was eight feet tall and nade of solid bronze.

Mounted on a three-foot pedestal, the Geek god towered |ike a giant. The
statue's size was matched only by the grand staircase beyond it. Sweeping
upward on a long curve, the stairway di splayed broad narble steps flanked by a
massive marble rail.

Si deling went through a |arge, gloony library; he passed the returning
servants who had carried the express box. The secretary reached the back of
t he
library and knocked at a bul ky door. A heavy voice ordered himto enter
Sideling stepped into a small roomto face his enpl oyer.

Courtney Radbard was seated behind a mahogany desk, upon which rested the
steel express box. Past Radbard was a | arge, nodern safe, w de open. On the
far
wal | of the roomwas a closed door that led to the rear of the nansion

Radbard was heavy-built, w de of shoulder. H s face was broad and rugged;
his jaw firmas iron. H s eyebrows were overlarge; their bushiness was
noti ceabl e, because of the sharp eyes that glistened from beneath them
Radbar d
was dressed in brown; the color matched his eyes, his brows and bushy hair.
Hs
conpl exi on, too, was brownish. H's tawny skin, plus his crouchy pose, gave him
t he appearance of a lion

"What happened, Sideling?"

Radbard's runble told that he had guessed that trouble had occurred.
Sideling recounted all that had happened. Concluding, the secretary said:

"At |least, the express box is safe. Shall | open it, sir?"

Radbard thrust a tawny paw across the desk, clanped it on the express box
with the conment:

"Leave the box exactly as it is.”

Leani ng back in his chair, Radbard sat silent, while Sideling stood by
and
wat ched him Five mnutes passed. There was a rap at the door fromthe rear of
t he mansi on. Radbard conment ed:

"W have visitors, Sideling. Admit them"

THE secretary unl ocked the door. Three nen filed through and calmy
seat ed
t hensel ves, while Sideling watched with strained expression. The first two who
entered were Leo Jebbrey and Beak Hadlett. The third, slouching behind them
was Sol o Juke.

The very crooks who had tried to nurder Sideling and carry away the
express box were visitors in Courtney Radbard's hone!

Leo Jebbrey squinted toward Radbard, and deci ded to open the
conver sati on.

"W hear Sideling got into a jam" gruffed Leo, "while he was com ng up
here fromthe dock."

Si deling shot a | ook toward Radbard, to indicate that the visiting crooks
were the men responsi ble. Radbard ignored his secretary's glance. Calmy, he
remar ked:

"Bad news seens to travel fast."

"It does," asserted Leo, "especially when The Shadow i s hooked up with
it.

He was the bi mbo who sneared those nugs!"

"Tell me about these 'mugs,' as you termthem Wo were they, Leo?"

"I don't know. But they were after this tin box of yours."

"Why shoul d they want it?"

Radbard's question cane with velvet purr. It brought a stare from Leo
The



crook thudded the desk with his fist.

"It's time for a show down, Radbard!" snapped Leo. "W're all in the sane
racket. We've shipped swag across the Atlantic, to big-shots on the other
si de.

W' ve expected themto pay for it, with jewels that we can unl oad here. Stuff
that they've snat ched.

"That's why you're in the deal. You're a big shipping man. You can handl e
t he shiprments. You say the sparklers haven't been com ng through. Maybe not;
but we've seen sonme rocks that |look like foreign stuff. Wat | want to know
is,

did they come fromPierre Lebrunne. If they did, who fenced thenP"

Leo Jebbrey was savage in tone; it nmade Beak Hadl ett restless. Looking
toward Sol o Juke, Beak saw the I one wolf puffing a cigarette. Beak reached for
a cigarette of his own. Meanwhile, Radbard turned to Sideling, with the order

"Sunmon Madenoi sel | e Lebrunne. "

Si deli ng went out through the library. Returning, he was acconpani ed by a
girl of remarkable beauty. Her hair was jet-black; her attire dark. Her
conpl exi on was remarkably clear, its whiteness a contrast to her dark hair and
eyes. The perfect nold of her features nade Leo Jebbrey eye her with an
apprai sing stare, which Beak Hadl ett duplicated. Sol o Juke | ooked
di si nterested.

"This is Celeste Lebrunne," introduced Radbard, alone rising fromhis
chair. The shi pping nagnate gave a courteous bow "Tell us, nadenpiselle, why
you are visiting in New York."

"Because of ny brother, Pierre," replied the girl, in English. "He w shes
that his plans be properly completed. "

"You hear fromyour brother frequently?"

"Yes. Pierre's last letter cane today."

"Did it contain a nessage for nme?"

"Yes, Monsieur Radbard. Pierre has said that you nust wait sone tine
| onger, before he can send any of the jewels."

RADBARD bowed agai n. Sideling ushered Cel este out through the library.
Radbard faced his visitors; his expression indicated that he had given proof
sufficient. Leo Jebbrey stared sourly, then gestured toward the express box on
t he desk.

"Some lugs were after that," rem nded Leo. "CGuess they found out that you
get express boxes regularly from Europe."

Radbard pointed to the unbroken custons seal. He produced the key to the
express box, gave it to Leo, with the conment:

"Open the box."

Leo inspected the seal. Satisfied, he unlocked the box. He brought out
cl ai m sheets and insurance policies; then studied the enpty box. He thunbed
t he
docunents and repl aced them

"You win," grow ed Leo. "No sparklers in this |layout."

Smi ling, Radbard produced a box of cigars fromhis desk drawer. He hel ped
hi nsel f to one; noting that Beak and Sol o were snoking cigarettes, he ignored
them and offered a cigar to Leo.

The squi nty-eyed bi g-shot took a cigar and thrust it in his pocket,
wat chi ng Radbard on the chance that the magnate was sinply trying to divert
attention.

"Qur agreenent stands," declared Radbard, in his heavy tone. "You wll

hear fromne when the jewels arrive. Lebrunne will find a method to convey
t hem
safely to Anerica. Meanwhile" - Radbard's tone was hard - "we nust take action

agai nst the person who attacked Sideling to-night. Woever instigated that
attenpt must die! Do | have your agreenent?"
Leo Jebbrey nmet Radbard' s gaze, and grunted: "Sure! | agree."



Hearing Leo's statenent, Beak Hadlett nodded. So did Sol o Juke. Radbard
waved to the rear door. Sideling opened it.

"Be cautious about future visits," remarked Radbard, dryly. "I prefer to
have you come here separately. However, such a rem nder is hardly necessary. |
feel quite sure that all three of you will not cone here together in the
future.”

AFTER | eavi ng Radbard's, the three crooks headed for a | arge apart nment
house, owned by Leo Jebbrey. Once there, they were in their own domain. The
doorman was a husky thug, garbed in uniform So was the el evator operator. On
the fifth floor, the trio was net by an ex-pug called "Hustler," who served as
Leo' s inside guard.

Leo led the way through a room stocked with cheap art objects: taborets,
vases, imtation statuettes and drapes. It was Solo's first visit; as they
wal ked through the room Beak whi spered to him

"Leo thinks this junk is the real MCoy. My guess is that he's a sucker
to
buy the stuff."

Goi ng through a short passage, they reached a billiard room where two
bl ocky hoodluns in shirt sleeves were shooting pool on a full-sized table,
beneath the gl ow of a green-shaded | anp. Leo gestured the bodyguards through a
far door. As soon as they were gone, he began di scussion

"Radbard's a fox," gritted Leo. "He showed us up for a bunch of nobnkeys,
havi ng that box waiting for us."

"Radbard is wise," put in Solo. "He knows it was your idea, Leo, trying

to
rub out Sideling and snatch the box."

"What if he is wise?" denanded Leo. "lIt's tinme he knew | wasn't
sati sfi ed.

He's supposed to be smart. If he is, why hasn't he brought in that swag?
Lebrunne has it ready to ship."

"You heard what the French nol| said," remarked Beak. "She'd know. Pierre
sent her over here to keep things on the up and up."

"Yeah?" quizzed Leo. "Maybe Radbard's bluffing the madenvoi selle. Maybe
Lebrunne made a deal to ship to Radbard without his sister knowing it. Having
the noll there at Radbard's is neant to kid us. That's all!"

Leo brought out the cigar that Radbard had given him He gave the tip a
savage bite; struck a match and lighted the cigar. Pacing the fl oor beside the
pool table, Leo chewed at the end of the cigar and puffed cl ouds of snoke.

The three crooks had forgotten Hustler, the rowdy who guarded the
entrance
fromthe elevator. At that nmoment, Hustler was finding trouble. He saw the
door
of the elevator start to open; he heard a harsh whi sper and thought that the
operator had a report. Hustler stepped close.

The door slid open. Qut surged an aval anche in black. Hustler saw The
Shadow. Before the guard could yank his gun, a gloved hand caught his gun arm
with a steely grip.

Hustl er wrenched away; a fist cane upward to his jaw. The big thug took a
punch as tough as any that he had received during his ring career. He wound up
huddl ed on the el evator fl oor

Besi de Hustler lay the el evator operator, bound and gagged. The Shadow
tied up Hustler; he closed the el evator door and started through the garish
[iving room

INthe billiard room Leo Jebbrey ceased his angry pacing. He | eaned
across the pool table, wagging his right forefinger while his left hand held
t he hal f-chewed ci gar.



"If Radbard's getting sparklers from Lebrunne," asserted Leo, "the stuff
has got to be around that joint of his. That's a sure bet, isn't it?"

"Yeah." It was Beak Hadl ett who responded. "I've had a coupl e of guys
case
the joint, like you told ne to, Leo. Every time Radbard's gone out of town,
he's
been trailed."

"Whil e he's been gone," added Solo, "I've been in the joint. | tapped the

wal I's, the floors, the bookcases. Fished in those big jars; and took a gander
in that safe that Radbard likes to | eave wi de open. Nothing there that we've
want ed. "

"The stuff's coming in, though," assured Leo. "The express box is a dud.
But we've got another bet. Luff Barrago."

Beak and Sol o began to shake their heads.

"Wait a minute," argued Leo. "l know Luff's on the level. He's all for
us.
But he's the one guy who's seen Lebrunne and Radbard both. Mybe Luff knows
somet hi ng. "

Leo shoved his cigar in his nmouth. He was standing with his back toward
the door that the trio had entered. Hi s compani ons were waiting for nore.

"Luff's a ganbler," declared Leo, as he lowered his cigar. "He plays the
boats between here and Europe. He knows Lebrunne, and he sees Radbard every
trip. W missed himthe |last couple of tines because he don't stay |long. Even
if he hasn't brought in any swag, he nay be piping news that the French noll
don't know about."

Leo's face showed a gl eam while Beak and Sol o watched him The
squi nty-eyed bi g-shot was getting an idea, once he had started thinking about
"Luff" Barrago.

"Il tell you the whole lay,"'
now, and it's close enough to be right. If -

' began Leo "the way |'mseeing it, right

LEO st opped abruptly. Beyond him the door fromthe passage had begun to
inch inward, its notion barely discernible by the light.

It was not that novenment, however, that had made Leo pause; his back was
toward the door. Nor did the notion of the barrier cause the stares that cane
to the faces of Beak and Sol 0. Their eyes were fixed upon sonething cl oser
they were view ng Leo Jebbrey's face.

Over that |eering countenance had cone a sickly expression. Long features
had whitened; they were drawn in pain. Doubling against the pool table, Leo
pressed his hands to the pit of his stomach. Wth a gasp, he rolled forward,
spat a cough of agony as his arms floundered away from his body.

Leo's fingers clawed the green cloth of the pool table, then spread
rigid.

Wth a spasm the crook lurched forward, half clinbing the table edge. The
convul sive effort ended with a spraw . Leo's head dropped; his face stared
sidewi se fromthe table top.

Beak Hadlett sprang to his pal's side. Wldly, he stared into Jebbrey's
gl assy eyes. Retreating, Beak faced Sol o Juke, to gulp the announcenent:

"Leo' s croaked!"

Sol o stepped to the table end, his sullen face furrowed. He | ooked at
Leo's dead vi sage; saw a greenish tinge of the lips, and the swollen,
protrudi ng tongue. Beside Leo's rigid hand, Solo spied the fallen cigar butt.
The sane ugly green showed fromthe clunpy tobacco that Leo had chewed.

Sol 0' s eyes hardened. He knew how death had conme. He renenbered Courtney
Radbard' s decree. Death to the man who had engi neered the attack agai nst
Si del i ng! Leo Jebbrey had hinself agreed to the death sentence. He had given
his accord contenptuously; but Radbard had taken himat his word. Knowi ng Leo
to be the crook behind the attack, Radbard had given hima poi soned cigar



THOUGH t he case was plain to Sol o Juke, Beak Hadlett had not grasped it.
Beak was a rogue who counted death in terms of knives and bullets. He had
| ooked for a blade in Leo's back; seeing none, Beak's chain of thought had
junped to the possibility of a silencer-equipped gun

Stepping to the far wall, Beak | ooked toward the one spot fromwhich a
bull et could have conme. He saw the door of the passage; close at hand, he
not ed
that it was partly opened.

Crouchi ng suddenly, Beak whi pped out a revolver; then made a spring that
Sol o Juke heard.

Sol o spun about; instinctively, he reached for his own revolver, just as
Beak gai ned the door and yanked the barrier wide. In one instant, both crooks
forgot Leo Jebbrey and all others who dealt in crine.

Beak' s sudden nmove had produced a revelation. It brought Beak and Sol o
face to face with an eneny whomthey had net before. Upon the threshold of the
opened doorway stood a figure that neither crook had expected to find in Leo
Jebbrey's lair; a cloaked foeman fromwhomthey had fled upon this very night.

Here, in the heart of their present stronghold, the two crooks were
confronted by The Shadow

CHAPTER 1 |
CROOKS I N THE DARK

THE SHADOW S arrival outside the door of the billiard room had been
anything but tinely. Instead of fitting his intended plans, it had conpletely
ruined them That was due entirely to a circunstance that neither The Shadow
nor the assenbl ed crooks had expected; nanely, the collapse and death of Leo
Jebbrey.

The Shadow was worki ng sol ely upon the know edge that Leo Jebbrey and
Beak
Hadl ett were engaged in deep crine. Qick arrival had seened unnecessary; for
The Shadow was sure that he could learn all vital facts after the talk was
wel |
under way.

That supposition had been a good one. The Shadow had reached the billiard
roomat the very nonment when Leo had started to summarize the whol e situation
t hat concerned Courtney Radbard. Death had intervened to halt Leo's statenent.

Thus The Shadow was too |late to | earn of Radbard and the French crook
Pierre Lebrunne. He was even too belated to hear nention of Luff Barrago, the
possi bl e link between Lebrunne and Radbard. Some information m ght have cone
i f
Sol 0 Juke had gai ned a chance to express his theory of Leo Jebbrey's death;
but
that had been ended by Beak Hadlett's wild surm se regarding a silent bullet
fromthe door of the connecting passage.

The gane was rui ned when Beak ripped the door inward. In addition, the
crook's frenzied nmove put The Shadow in a tight spot.

Hal f turned in the doorway, The Shadow had his left side toward Beak
Beak, his gun in his right fist, was aimng point-blank for The Shadow s
heart,
even before he spied his cl oaked opponent.

Hesi tati on woul d have been The Shadow s finish. There was another course;
one that The Shadow mi ght ordinarily have taken: to whip his right hand
forward, bringing up its gun. That nove, however, required a half turn. In the
tinme |ost, Beak could have beaten The Shadow to the shot.

In that instant of emergency, The Shadow chose an alternative - a
| ong-shot nove that was his only chance. He lunged his left side toward Beak



made a hard jab with his left hand, his fingers driving for the crook's gun

In

one amazi ng clutch, The Shadow pl ucked the weapon and shoved it upward, Beak's
fist rising with it.

THE very unexpect edness of the nmove caught Beak unprepared. To Beak, it
seened as though a grasping piston had driven up from nowhere, to turn the aim
of his pointing gun. His finger still on the trigger, Beak fired. The bullet
bored into the ceiling.

Beak was rolling backward, inpelled by The Shadow s drive. Bringing his
right hand into play, The Shadow fl ashed a .45 automatic. At that noment,
deat h
seened certain for Beak. The | oom ng nuzzl e stopped, however, before it
reached
Beak' s eyes.

The Shadow, half clear of his foe, was faced by Sol o Juke. Beak's
backward
reel had given Solo a chance for aim and he was taking it. That was why The
Shadow s gun halted; to cover Solo before the latter could fire.

As he ained for Solo, The Shadow gave a mighty lunge that sent Beak
farther backward. Still clutching his revolver, Beak clattered against a chair
beside the billiard table and did a back dive to the floor. He lost his
revol ver as he sonersaulted; the weapon hit the wall, six feet beyond him

Sol o performed a double nmove. He fired while still aimng, and at the
sane
time dropped below his side of the billiard table. Hi s quick shot was two feet
wi de of The Shadow, but his quick drop saved him from di saster.

The Shadow s bi g gun spoke while Sol o was maki ng the dive. The bull et
chi pped the table edge, a scant inch above Sol 0's shoul der

Wth long stride, The Shadow gained the billiard table. H s purpose was
to
reach the other side and pick off Solo before the gunman could scranble to
safety at the far end. By elimnating Sol o, The Shadow woul d be free to handl e
Beak before the disarmed crook could regain his |ost gun.

It was Solo's turn, however, to benefit fromthe aid of others. Just as
The Shadow reached the near end of the table, the door across the room swung
open and Leo's two bodyguards - the ones who originally had been shooting poo
- appear ed.

The Shadow heard the clatter of their com ng; stopped short because of
t he
rei nforcenments. Again, he |launched a swift, protective nove. His left hand
grabbed the cloth at the back of Leo's coat collar. Wth a quick jerk, The
Shadow pul | ed the dead body toward him

@uns bl asted fromthe distant floor. They barked just as Leo's body
bobbed
upward as The Shadow s shield. Well-ainmed bullets stopped short of their
bl ack-cl ad target. Those whi zzi ng slugs found | odgnent in the corpse of Leo
Jebbrey.

The Shadow s nocki ng | augh sounded in defiant chall enge am d the echoes
of
the thwarted shots.

Despite the gibe that he uttered, The Shadow knew t he nenace of the
situation. Cranped in close quarters, he had four enemies instead of two. They
were scattered; the billiard table served them as a bulwark. The freak
conditions gave the eneny the odds. The Shadow s only policy was to end the
advant age. He had a sinple method by which he could acconplish it.

| GNORI NG hunman targets, The Shadow ainmed for the large |ight above the



table. The automatic boomed; gl ass shattered. The room was in darkness.

Revol ver fl ashes stabbed through the gl oom The bodyguards noved forward
as they fired, rounding the heavy table, seeking to trap The Shadow at cl ose
quarters. Their nove was folly.

Up fromthe floor speared tongues from The Shadow s autonmatic, delivered
from an unexpected corner to which The Shadow had faded. One bodyguard how ed
as he took a forward dive. The other, clipped by a second shot, stunbled
headl ong across the first man's felled form

There was a clatter at the passage door. One attacker, too wise to fight
i n darkness, was making a get-away. It was Beak Hadlett; he had seen too nuch
of The Shadow.

Hardl y had Beak gone before another figure scranbled through the passage
door. Sol o Juke, crawling under the billiard table, had seen his chance to
slip
away. Comi ng over the table top, The Shadow delivered a | ast shot. Again, his
bullet was too late to wi ng Sol o.

Shoving his enptied gun beneath his cloak, The Shadow sped in fresh
pursuit. He whipped out a fresh automatic, as he reached the passage. Headi ng
for the living room he had every chance to overtake Beak and Sol o before they
reached the elevator. The chase was due for an abrupt ending.

As The Shadow neared the door of the entry he heard the clang of an
el evator door. He dropped back into the living room just as a trio of thugs
surged forth. The Shadow heard shouts from Beak and Sol o as they pointed the
path for these reserves to follow The three reached the living room pounced
hard upon The Shadow before he could swi ng away.

An entering thug had found Hustler, who was still unconscious, and the
bound el evator man, and had rel eased the latter. They had summoned t he
door man.

Coming up in another elevator, this vengeful trio had arrived for battle with
The Shadow. In their united attack, they had boxed the enemy they wanted.

Cl ose-pitched fray was The Shadow s choice on this occasion. He gave it
with a fury that stopped his foenen short. Driving squarely into the mdst of
the attackers, The Shadow jabbed two guns aside and slugged the crook who held
the third. Wheeling, he grappled with the first of the trio; used himas a ram
to back the second thug into a corner

@Quns roared, muffled by the grappling bodies. The Shadow s autonatic
spoke
anong them Bullets whistled through the folds of The Shadow s cl oak. One sl ug
stung a deep flesh wound in the shoul der beneath. But the deadly bullets were
those from The Shadow s autonati c.

After the big gun spoke, floundering thugs sank away. Reeling sideward,
The Shadow shook off the weight of the last attacker. Hi s fingers, nunber by
the pain that ran along his arm lost their grip upon the automatic.

RESTI NG agai nst the wall near a corner, The Shadow could see the entry.
Two el evator doors were open. Beak and Sol o had rel eased Hustler, who had just
cone to his senses. The bruiser was coming for the living room confident that
The Shadow | ay badly crippl ed. Behind himwere Beak and Solo, ready to foll ow
once the inside guard showed the way.

For the nonment, Hustler did not see The Shadow. He stunbl ed over the
sl ugged crook by the living-roomdoor; stopped suddenly as he regained his
footing. Hustler had heard a clatter by the wall. He swung in that direction

He saw The Shadow, swinging with a | eft-handed |Iunge; fromthe grip of
t he
bl ack-cl oaked arns cane a huge mass of whiteness. Hustler ducked as he ai nmed;
he
dodged too late, for he was flat-footed when he started.

Through the air hurtled one of Leo Jebbrey's prized vases, forty pounds
of



crockery in a single lunp. The nassive jar caught Hustler on head and

shoul ders;

its crash was as hard a stroke as the punch that The Shadow had delivered in
t he

el evator. Hustler went down with a thud, rolled over amd a nmass of shattered
china. H's revol ver bounced from his hand, unfired.

The Shadow made a grab for the gun; snatched it up and ained for the
doorway. Beak and Sol o nmight have had a chance to down The Shadow, if they had
wai ted; but they were on the nove in the opposite direction. The huge crash
that had stunned Hustler was proof to themthat The Shadow was still in
action.

They thought that he was reserving bullets for them

Reaching an el evator, the crine duo sl ammed the door as The Shadow opened
fire with Hustler's revolver. Bullets spanged the nmetal door of the el evator
shaft. The Shadow ceased his useless fire. Finding his own gun by the wall, he
made for the second elevator. He descended to the |obby, to find the door of
the first el evator open. Beak and Solo had fled to the front street.

Wsely, The Shadow fol l owed. Swift though the upstairs fray had been, the
nei ghbor hood was aroused. Police would soon arrive at Leo Jebbrey's apartnent,
to find the dead crook and his badly battered tribe.

ONE hour |l ater, Beak Hadlett and Sol o Juke ended a long circuit that they
had made in various cabs. During their ride to escape pursuit, they had
di scussed their situation. Beak sunmed it, as they were ready to part.

"Radbard had a right to croak Leo," growl ed Beak. "Leo agreed to it. W
heard him W gotta lay off of Radbard, though, until we get the straight dope
on him W gotta dodge The Shadow, too. That's why |I'm heading for my old
hi de-out. The bulls won't find me, if they ook for me on account of Leo."

"I"ve got a hide-out of my own," returned Sol o. "You know where it is;
that's where you'll find ne. Your job is to get to the pier when the Normandie
docks. Talk to Luff Barrago before he's off the ship. Find out what he knows
about Pierre Lebrunne and Courtney Radbard."

The two stepped fromthe cab, paid the driver and nuffled their overcoats
about their chins. They sidled away in opposite directions. Over his shoul der
Beak watched Solo turn a corner. Beak grinned. Solo had a mle to go before he
reached his hide-out. Beak had only a couple of blocks to travel.

Shuffling along the wi ndy, al nbst-deserted street, Beak reached an
al  eyway. He passed several dil api dated houses; stopped at one and | ooked
about. Satisfied that no one was watching him he unl ocked the door and
entered. A few nonents later, a dimline of |ight appeared fromthe edge of a
wi ndow blind in a side roomon the second fl oor.

Eyes fromthe darkness saw that streak. Across the street, a bl ackened
figure moved froma pitch-dark doorway. The March wi nds drowned the whi spered
| augh that cane frominvisible |ips.

The Shadow had | ong known the |ocation of this abandoned hi de-out.

Wat chi ng, he had witnessed the return of Beak Hadl ett. The Shadow had regai ned
the trail to nmen of crine.

CHAPTER | V
RADBARD PREPARES

TWD days had passed since the death of Leo Jebbrey. The newspapers had
headl i ned that event, for Leo had | ong been classed as a big underworld figure
in Manhattan. After one brief flare, however, the news had ceased to be of
front-page interest. That was because neither the police nor the press had
gai ned the real reasons that lay behind Leo's mnurder

These printed reports were pleasing to one man, who chuckl ed when he read



them Courtney Radbard, confortably ensconced in the office that forned a
portion of his mansion, was confident that the | aw woul d never link himwth
Leo Jebbrey's death. On this particul ar evening, the tawny-faced nagnate nade
mention of the fact to his secretary, Sideling.

"Leo Jebbrey is as good as forgotten," runbled Radbard. "The only nen who
know what happened to himare Beak Hadl ett and Sol o Juke. Perhaps one other."
Radbard paused reflectively, then shook his bushy head. "No. Even The Shadow
does not know the circunstances."

Si deling blinked uneasily at nention of The Shadow s name. The
bespect acl ed secretary knew that he owed his own life to the bl ack-cl oaked
fighter. That did not nake Sideling feel conscience-stricken, because he
served
Radbard. Through | ong association with the naster-crook, Sideling had becone
fully inured to crime. All that worried Sideling was the possibility that The
Shadow, once in the ganme, m ght enter again.

Radbard, w th uncanny precision, nmust have noticed his secretary's
worriment, for he snorted his imredi ate contenpt.

"Why fear The Shadow?" sneered Radbard. "He has hel ped us. | counted upon
Beak and Solo to cover up the cause of Leo's death, purely to save their own
faces. Instead, The Shadow stepped in and nmade it | ook |ike a death by
gunfire
| heard from both Beak and Sol o, while you were out to-day, Sideling. They
told
the details."

"They call ed by tel ephone?"

"Yes. To assure me, individually, that they had nothing to do with that
attack on Tenth Avenue. | knew that they lied; but it was good policy not to
suggest that fact. They are both in hiding; they did not nention where. |
invited themhere to visit me; but they excused thensel ves, saying that they
feared The Shadow might trail them

"The Shadow Bah! He has lost the trail entirely; otherw se, Beak and
Sol o
woul d not be alive. | amthe man whomthey fear! They saw how Leo di ed! They
can
live, though, those two, as long as they do not try to interfere with ny
pl ans!"

RADBARD S voice had risen. As it subsided, the shipping nagnate heard a
cautious rap at the door. He glared angrily at Sideling. Radbard did not |ike
eavesdroppers and it was part of Sideling's duty to listen for persons who
approached the office.

Fortunately for Sideling, this rap had sounded fromthe door that led to
the library; therefore it had been given by sone one in the house, not by an
outside visitor |ike Beak or Solo.

Si del i ng opened the inner door. Moshart was standing there. The
beefy-faced servant bowed apol ogetically.

"Sorry to trouble you, M. Radbard,"” said Mshart, "but Madenoiselle
Lebrunne is going out this evening. She wanted to see you before she left -

"Show her in, Mshart."

The servant went through the library and returned with Cel este. The girl
approached the desk and passed a letter to Radbard.

"Fromny brother," she explained. "It came this afternoon. It says
not hi ng
i mportant, nsieu

"Never anything inmportant," grunbled Radbard. "Pierre nust be asl eep

Wien
do you think we shall receive real news from hi nP"

"Perhaps to-norrow, msieu . The Normandie arrives to-night. It usually
carries a letter fromPierre."



"Let me know if a letter conmes tonorrow "

Radbard wore a slight smle, as Celeste departed. Wen the door had
cl osed, he picked up a newspaper. He glanced at the front page; noted a
prediction of a March blizzard blowing in fromthe Wst. Radbard turned the
pages until he found the shipping news.

"The Queen Mary arrived on the fourth," recalled Radbard. "To-day is the
sixth of March. The Normandi e shoul d dock this evening, ahead of the storm
That is inportant, Sideling."

"On account of Luff Barrago?"

"Yes. You know, Sideling, there have been tines in the past when | did

not
exerci se proper precaution. | have capable nmen in ny enploy" - Radbard sniled
grimy - "many of them but | did not always choose to use them There were

ti mes when you were guarded closely, all the way fromthe pier, when you were
bringi ng an express box. Two nights ago, you were not protected. That was a

m stake. It will not happen again."
Sideling | ooked relieved. Radbard stroked his chin, then added:
"Until to-day, | have never worried about Barrago. H s visits here have

seened uninmportant. But with Leo Jebbrey dead; with Beak Hadlett and Sol o Juke
uncertain as to how they stand, it is better to apply full neasures in
connection with Luff Barrago. Particularly, when we include The Shadow in our
cal cul ati ons. Although | do not fear him he night prove a troubl enaker."

W TH a gesture, Radbard dism ssed Sideling. Opening a desk drawer, the
shaggy- eyebrowed nan brought out a small black book that |ooked like a record
of personal accounts, for it contained pages witten in lettered code. The
book' s real purpose becane apparent when Radbard began to dial tel ephone
nunbers.

Speaki ng in a nonotone, Radbard gave terse instructions to all persons
who
answered his calls. In every case, his statenents were identical. All were to
be
on duty at their given posts.

Beneath the cal msurface of Radbard's career as a big businessman lay the
hi dden nmechani sm of a secret organi zation that outmatched any group of
ordi nary
crimnals. Leo Jebbrey, when alive, had conmanded nassed groups of ordinary
t hugs; but Courtney Radbard was master of a nore powerful band.

VWoever his tools might be, it was certain that they were not a | ot of
hardboi |l ed gorillas wanted by the law. In ordinary life, they passed as nen of
respectability; they noved to ways of crime only when Radbard ordered them
Even then, their purpose was that of coverage. Radbard had themreally for
energenci es, rather than active crine.

The Shadow, unwittingly, had hel ped the master-crook by dwi ndling the
nunber of Leo's hoodl unms. Radbard, pleased by the wi ping out of some of his
doubl e- crossi ng henchnen, had followed with a subtle thrust of his own; the
nmur der of Leo. The Shadow, trapped in Leo's headquarters, had conpleted the
rout of the dead crook's henchmen. The net result was all in Radbard' s favor.

As matters now stood, Beak Hadl ett, as successor to Leo Jebbrey, had no
crew to back him Sol o Juke, always a |lone hand, was |ikew se a crook who had
no strong-armoutfit.

If trouble came fromeither, it would be a one-man proposition. The sane
wi th The Shadow, who preferred to nove al one.

Strolling fromhis office, the brown-clad nagnate went through the
library, where he noted Sideling reading a book. He came into the front hall
snm |l ed his approval when he saw Mbshart on duty at the front door

Radbard turned toward the stairway; he met the bronze gaze of the huge
Apollo that stared directly toward the floor. Passing the statue, Radbard
ascended the marbl e staircase.



Pausi ng hal fway up the steps, Radbard | ooked down into the hall, to see
anot her vigilant servant passing through. Radbard eyed the massive front door
with its heavy bolts - the normal type of barrier that a mllionaire would
have
for an expensively furnished hone.

Though fashi oned of darkened oak, the door was plainly visible fromthe
stairway, for it stood deep in a frane of |lighter-colored wood; and on each
side were shall ow al coves, hung with curtains of sonber maroon

Al'l was secure in Courtney Radbard' s stronghol d; a place where neither
crooks nor representatives of the | aw woul d uncover evidence of crinme. Al
woul d remain the sane within this mansion, even though Radbard had plotted
evi
for this night.

For the master-crimnal planned no nove in person. Al that m ght
transpire woul d occur outside his abode. Radbard, by tel ephoned conmands, had
put his outside workers into action. They woul d offset any enem es who mi ght
try to outwit him

That, at |east, was Radbard's opinion. He was sure that his secret men of
crime were competent enough to doom The Shadow, should the bl ack-clad fighter
try to thwart their noves.

CHAPTER V
DEATH S CONFERENCE

COURTNEY RADBARD had read the shipping news to | earn the exact hour at
whi ch the Normandi e was expected to dock. He was not concerned with any
docunents from abroad, for he expected no express box from France. Radbard was
t hi nking only of one obscure passenger aboard the liner; a certain
pr of essi ona
ganbl er naned Luff Barrago

There was anot her nman who was |ikew se interested in Luff's arrival. Beak
Hadl ett, in his dingy hide-out, was deternmined to be one of the first aboard
t he Normandi e when it docked. Cagily, Beak was timng his start fromthe
hi de-out so as to reach the pier when the gangpl ank dropped.

Beak poked his |long hose fromthe house door and peered shrewdly al ong
t he
street. Satisfied that the thoroughfare was deserted, he stepped out into the
bl ustery night and started for the nearest avenue. At intervals, Beak took a
| ook behind him He becane satisfied that no one was on his trail

Despite the sharpness of their gaze, Beak's eyes had deceived him They
had | ooked at bl ackened patches besi de house walls and had cl assed t hem as
enpty. Sone of those darkened spaces were vacant; but others were not.

Cl ose behi nd Beak was a moving figure that paused uncannily every tine

t he
crook gl anced backward. Al ways, that elusive shape bl ended with bl ackness and
became practically invisible when Beak gazed toward it. Silently, like a

fignment of the night itself, The Shadow was keeping close to Beak Hadlett's
trail.

The crook found a cab at the corner, entered it. As the cab pulled away,
a
newer cab noved to the corner. The second hacki e had spotted Beak and was
r eady
to trail the crook's cab; but for sone reason, he paused as he neared the
corner.

A moment | ater, there was a soft click fromthe rear door. A whispered
voi ce spoke through the partitioned wi ndow. The cab driver grinned shrewdly
and
nodded.



An agent of The Shadow, this hackie - Me Shrevnitz - had been wat ching
for Beak, in case the crook took a cab. But he had known al so that he m ght
expect The Shadow. Therefore, he had waited for his chief. Stepping on the
gas,
the driver took up the trail of Beak's cab, carrying The Shadow to pursuit.

Beak reached the dock. He saw the hul king hull of the Normandie. The
French greyhound, speed rival of the Queen Mary, had docked on schedule. A
first flurry of passengers was com ng fromthe gangpl ank when Beak reached it.
Thrusting his way past them the big-nosed crook hurried aboard the ship.

Beak was not the only person who was goi ng on board the Nornandie.

There were others, anpbng them a well-dressed personage whose features

wer e
hawkl i ke. The Shadow had left his cloak and hat in his cab. Attired in
ordi nary

garb, he was keepi ng Beak Hadlett in sight.

BEAK had set a tough task for hinself. He had to find Luff Barrago
wi t hout
knowi ng t he number of the ganbler's stateroom Beak, however, had a double
bet .

Luff always traveled first-class; and he never hurried off a ship when it had
docked.

It was part of Luff's racket to make acquai ntances on shi pboard, and he
al ways stayed around to say good-by to stickers whom he had not had a chance
to
trim Luff always figured them as good prospects for future voyages.

Reaching a lighted first-class deck, Beak noved about hurriedly while he
studi ed faces. Passing a group of passengers, he saw two nen shaki ng hands.
One, a stocky fellowwith a smling, darkish face, turned to enter a
passageway. Beak overtook him gripped his arm and gave qui ck greeting:

"Luffl"

Luf f Barrago recogni zed the arrival and responded with the quick query:

"What's up, Beak?"

“I"ve got to talk to you, Luff. Were's your cabin?"

“I'"'mjust going there. Come along."

The two noved al ong t he passageway, took to a stairway just as The Shadow
energed froma cluster of passengers. Taking the trail, The Shadow reached the
stairway and descended to a lower corridor. He hurried to another stairway and
went to the bottomof it.

Beak and Luff were gone; there was no chance that they could have cone
this far, for The Shadow had travel ed far enough to overtake them Chances
wer e
that they had gone off sone side passage fromthe corridor above. The Shadow
retraced his route, to begin a search at cl oser range.

VEANWHI LE, Beak and Luff had reached the latter's cabin. As The Shadow
had
surmsed, it was |ocated on a side passage near the upper corridor. There,
behi nd a cl osed door, Luff was pouring out two drinks froma cognac bottle. He
enptied the bottle and placed it beside a full one that stood on a table; then
guest i oned:

"What' s happened, Beak?"

"Let's go in there." Beak notioned to an inner roomof the small suite.
"It's inportant, Luff."

They entered the bedroom and cl osed the door. Beak gul ped his cognhac in
one |long swallow. Holding the enpty glass, he announced:

"Leo Jebbrey was rubbed out, two nights ago. Courtney Radbard was the guy
who fixed him"



Luff stared, incredul ous.

"No kidding, Luff," insisted Beak. "Radbard staged the rubout. But Sol o
and | ain't blaming him Leo had it coming. He thought Radbard was a
doubl e-crosser and tried some gorilla stuff. If Radbard is on the |level, he
had
aright to croak Leo. But if he ain't -

Beak paused, wangling his enpty glass as if in threat. Luff nodded. Hi s
expressi on becane quizzical, as he asked:

"What makes you think Radbard may be phony?"

"Leo found out some sparklers were fenced," replied Beak. "He said that
they | ooked like stuff that Pierre Lebrunne night have shoved through to
Radbard. We can't pin anything on Radbard, though. Solo and | figured that you
m ght know sonet hi ng."

"Because | see Radbard every tinme |I hit port?"

"Yeah. You bring himdope from Lebrunne."

Luff shook his head.

"I never see Lebrunne," he said, seriously. "That's what |'m supposed to
f Radbard needs it; but, so far, |'ve nade no contact."

"Then why do you head straight for Radbard's, every tinme the ship docks?"
"That's easy to explain, Beak. Radbard wanted me to go light on the
ganbl i ng racket, so's not to get nyself in wong with the steanship lines. |
had to have dough, and Radbard showed ne a way to make it."

do,

DI GA NG i nto a pocket, Luff produced a snmall box and opened it to display
a dozen coins. Al were of foreign mntage; sone were of gold, others of
silver. The coins were small, except for a |large French silver piece, about
t he
size of a half dollar.

"Radbard coll ects coins,"” explained Luff. "By buying them abroad, he gets
themat half price and pays ne the difference. He gives ne the addresses of
pl aces to go and a list of the rare coins he wants."

Beak eyed the coins suspiciously, as though he thought that dianonds and
other jewels mght be inbedded in their nmetal. Then the folly of such a
possibility struck him Beak exam ned the box; he saw that it was made of thin
car dboar d

"You're taking these to Radbard, huh?" he demanded. "All right! Talk to
hi m when you're there. Ask himif he -"

Beak paused suddenly; then changed tone.

"No!" he exclained. "Don't go to Radbard's! Head for Sol o's hide-out

instead, and I'll neet you there. Bring these coins along with you. They may
mean sormet hi ng. "

"I ought to go to Radbard's," insisted Luff. "These coins don't prove
anyt hi ng. "

"Leo was croaked," grow ed Beak. "Ain't that enough?"

"You said yourself that he tried to pull a fast one on Radbard."

"Sure! But that don't clear Radbard. Listen, Luff, I'mleaving it to you.
Stick to Solo and nme; or junp to Radbard. But remenber who your real pals are
Leo made a mistake - but only because he thought that Radbard was phony. If
Radbard is -"

Beak stopped; inclined his head toward the door. Luff heard the sane
sound
that Beak had noticed. Wth a quick spring, the ganbler reached the door and
yanked it open.

A dapper steward was standing there. For a noment, the fellow | ooked
di sconcerted, then his nustached face showed a snile

"Ah, msieu , pardon,"” he said to Luff. "I think zat you have left. |
have
wi sh only to make sure. On account of ze bottle" - he notioned to the table in
t he outside room then added: "Vous conprenez?"



"I understand," snorted Luff. "You thought 1'd left the bottle, so you
wanted to pick it up. Well, take it! I've still got a drink."

POCKETI NG t he box of coins, Luff turned around and picked up his filled
gl ass. The steward, nore apol ogetic than ever, pointed to the glass that Beak
hel d.

"Ze other gentleman," remarked the steward. "He has no drink. You w sh
zat
| should open ze fresh bottle, zat he may have one?"

"Al'l right," returned Luff. "Go ahead."

VWi |l e Beak and Luff were stepping into the outer room the steward
produced a corkscrew and opened the full bottle of cognac. Bowi ng, he poured a
full glass for Beak; then stood waiting beside the door. Luff waved hi mout.

"Beat it, Frenchy," ordered the ganbler. "Take the bottle with you, if
you
want it."

Wth the steward gone, Luff solemly drank his cognac; and Beak enptied
his own full glass. Luff clapped his hand to Beak's shoul der

"“I'"mgoing ashore," declared Luff. "You can slide out |ater, Beak. Maybe
"Il go to Radbard's; maybe I won't. I'Il think it over on the way. Anyhow,
["1l nmeet you at Solo's hide-out, afterward. You two are straight-shooters.
You
can count ne with you."

Beak nodded and sat down. Luff strolled fromthe stateroom and reached
t he
corridor. He noticed the steward in another room as he passed. And when he
reached the stairway, Luff glinpsed a tall person whom he took for a
passenger,
standi ng by a door in another passage.

Luff started up to the desk; then renenbered something. H s baggage had
gone ashore; but he was carrying the key to the cabin. He decided to | eave the
key back in his room

Luff retraced his steps. Opening the door to his stateroom he stopped
short. Beak Hadlett was no |onger seated in his chair. Instead, the crook was
sprawl ed upon the floor. Beak's face was turned upward; it wore a hideous,
agoni zed expression.

Shakily, Luff noved inward, stopped beside Beak's body. Brief inspection
told himthat the crook was dead.

BESI DE Beak lay the enptied glass. It had fallen with hinm fromit had
poured |l ast drops of liquid, to forma greenish stain upon the stateroom
carpet. The same col or tinged Beak's |ips.

Instantly, Luff saw the cause of Beak's death. The steward was
responsi bl e. The Frenchman had seen Beak with Luff; entering, he had nade a
switch of bottles, placing a container of poisoned cognac where Luff's filled
bottl e had been.

After that, the steward had returned to listen at the door. He had heard
enough to know that Beak Hadl ett was worki ng agai nst Courtney Radbard. To
Luf f,
there flashed the thought that Radbard had actually doubl e-crossed his
partners
in crime; noreover, he realized that Radbard was the naster of many secret
henchmen, even to stewards aboard the Nornandie.

That nmeant the very gane that Beak had suggested: a tie-up between
Radbar d
and Pierre Lebrunne. Only Lebrunne, clever French crook, could have arranged
for
crimnals to take over jobs as stewards aboard the Normandi e.



Luf f Barrage had gai ned the proof that Beak Hadl ett wanted. Fromthat
proof, Luff made a quick decision. He intended to | eave the Normandie, to join
Sol o Juke at once.

Coming to his feet, Luff turned toward the door. His ears heard a dul
click; his startled eyes spotted a mass of whiteness. Before Luff could reach
for the small pocket revolver that he always carried, he realized that he had
nmoved too late. A man had entered, closing the door behind him

Luff was staring at the smug, nustached face of the steward who had
arranged the death of Beak Hadlett. The fellow was covering Luff with a stubby
revol ver.

"It is too bad, msieu ," purred the Frenchman, "zat you have come back
here. It was better zat you should go to see Mnsieur Radbard, as | have heard

you say you expect to do. Zat is why | have let you go. But - pouf! - you
spoi |
it by your return, to |l earn something you should not know.

"Per haps you have heard of me. | am Raoul Duchand, one friend of Pierre
Lebrunne. To ne - and to others - Pierre has said zat we should watch, to see
zat you learn nothing. But you find out that I kill your friend" - the
st ewar d,
shruggi ng, pointed toward Beak's body - "so it is for me to kill you ze sane."

For a nonent, Luff thought that the French crook intended to make him swal | ow
a
dose of poison; then he understood that the words "the same" neant death in
anot her form

Wth a smle, Duchand approached, pressed his revol ver against Luff's
ribs
and thrust the ganbler toward the door off the inner bedroom Duchand intended
to chance a revol ver shot, hoping that it would not be heard; but he wanted
hi s
victimas far in the suite as possible.

AT the doorway, Luff tightened. The ganbler's dark forehead was beaded
with sweat; his voice becanme a gul ped whi sper as he pleaded for life.

“I"1l - 1'll go to Radbard's!" pronmised Luff. "It's better - best for ne
to play along with him Sure - the way things stand, |1'll stick with Radbard
"It will not do, msieu ," inserted Duchand. "I have been given orders to

kill all those who learn. One, he is dead. Wiile you did not believe him you
could live. But it is now zat you nust die, Monsieur Barrage!"

Luff lost his grip on the door frane, sagged back into the inner room
Hands rai sed, he faltered as he saw Duchand reach for the doorknob, to close
t he door and quiet the sound of the forthcom ng shot. Luff raised his head,
tried to utter a last plea as he net Duchand's gaze. Luff's eyes saw beyond
t he
steward' s shoul ders.

The ganbler's stare becane fixed; his trenbling lips tightened w th hope.
At an angl e beyond Duchand's white-jacketed shoul der, Luff could see the door
to the corridor. Duchand, planning a quick departure, had failed to |ock that
barrier. Silently, the door had opened.

Upon the threshold stood a tall stranger, a personage whose hawklike
count enance was solem and firm In one long-fingered fist, the arrival held a
heavy automatic; with his other hand, he was noisel essly closing the outer
door
behi nd hi m

Eyes that shone with piercing keenness viewed the dil emma that confronted
Luff Barrage; saw that the ganbler was slated for death. Those eyes were
nmercil ess as they viewed the unsuspecting nurderer, Raoul Duchand, whose crine
was proven by the presence of Beak Hadlett's body on the floor

The Shadow had | ocated the rendezvous where nen of crinme had net. He had



arrived in tine to avert a second deat h!

CHAPTER VI
TRAI L OF DOOM

RARELY did The Shadow i ntervene in behalf of a man who was |inked to
crime. To-night, however, he had uncovered a situation that caused himto nake
exception. Al though he had heard none of the brief conversation between Luff
Barrago and Raoul Duchand, The Shadow had sized circunmstances with exactitude.

He knew t hat Beak Hadlett, |ike Leo Jebbrey, had been working with sone
unknown supercrook. Leo had died by poi son because he had made an unwarrant ed
attack upon the occupant of a taxicab. Beak had gone the sanme route, because
he
had contacted Luff Barrage aboard the Normandi e.

As yet, The Shadow had been unable to learn the identity of Sideling;
hence that trail was closed. In place of Sideling, The Shadow saw a new
prospect, Luff Barrago, a nman who could be made to talk. It was plain that
Luf f
was a crook; but that did not mark himas a nurderer, who deserved to die.
Luf f
| ooked |i ke what he was, a crooked ganbler; the sort who would be glad to get
away from deeper channels of crine.

Luff, if he lived, would talk; particularly to any one who rescued him

To Luff, it was plain that the nysterious stranger in the outer room was
ready to save him Luff did not know it was The Shadow confronting him

Luff's cue was to stall off Duchand until the rescuer could act.

That was why Luff tried to bluff the Frenchman - and overplayed. By his
own eagerness, Luff alnost signed his own death warrant.

"Don't shoot, Duchand!" he pleaded. "There's sonething |I've got to tel
you! Sonet hing that woul d change things if you -"

Luff hesitated. On the point of nentioning Radbard's name, he feared that
it might bring the wong reaction fromDuchand. It was that hesitation that
made Duchand suspect the ganbler's bluff.

The fake steward jagged his revolver forward, tightening his finger for a
quick tug of the trigger. daring at Luff's eyes, he saw the wild eagerness of
t he ganbl er's gaze.

Instantly, Duchand dropped back; he whipped half about, to see if danger
lay behind him at the sanme time keeping his revolver muzzle still covering
Luff. Duchand woul d have pulled the trigger to make certain of Luff's finish;
but a | owtone whisper, close to his |left ear made hi m conpl ete his turnabout
i nst ead.

Duchand saw The Shadow take an inmense forward stride; he saw a | ong arm
lift upward. He gaped at the automatic, poised in a ready fist. He saw the
hand
and arm conme downward in sl ow notion.

Falling for the bait of that slowtinmed hand-stroke, Duchand threw his
left armupward to ward off the blow and sinmultaneously whipped his gun hand
in awde swing to aimthe revol ver for The Shadow s heart. In both noves,
Duchand was bel at ed.

Wth seem ng | azi ness, The Shadow s automatic sl edged squarely upon
Duchand's skull. The wei ght of the descending .45 beat down the steward's
wardi ng arm Wavering, Duchand sank to the floor and lay there stunned. His
revol ver clattered beside him

LUFF stood gaping at the prostrate steward, then | ooked up to neet The
Shadow s gaze. Sight of burning eyes, the echoes of a whispered | augh, told
Luff the identity of his rescuer. Fear gripped the rescued ganbl er



Then canme an interruption to the tabl eau

The door fromthe corridor burst inward. A pair of white-jacketed
i nvaders
saw The Shadow above Duchand's prone form They were the others of whom
Duchand
had spoken. They were Apaches from Paris, aboard the Nornmandi e as fake
stewards, |ike Duchand. They, too, were tools of Pierre Lebrunne.

The two Apaches differed in their choice of weapons. One gripped a knife;
the other a revolver. Puzzled by Duchand's long stay in the suite, they had
cone to learn the reason. Seeing The Shadow arrmed with an automatic, they
hurtled forward to attack him

The Shadow whi pped to neet them H s |ong arm swng upward; the barrel of
his automatic clipped the wist of the Apache who was | ashing a | ong
kni fe-stroke. The attacker's white-jacketed armsailed upward |ike a puppet's
linb. H s knife scal ed past The Shadow s head and cl attered agai nst the wall
besi de the connecting fl oor.

St oppi ng his upward bl ow abruptly, The Shadow reversed with a sideward
back-sl ash. The second Apache had stopped short beside himand was wheeling to
gai n quick aim The Shadow s side-armdrive ended the crook's effort.

The big automatic clipped the base of the man's skull. The blow felled
t he
new attacker as effectively as a previous stroke had dropped Duchand.

The man who had | ost his knife was not yet through. Barehanded, he sprang
upon The Shadow and fought to gain the hawkish fighter's gun. The Shadow drove
hi m across the room swung hi m beside the wall. The Shadow had opportunity to
whi p his gun hand | oose and deal with this nan as he had the others; but he
suddenly gave up his chance.

Luf f Barrago supplied the reason for The Shadow s change of course.

Luf f had grabbed up Duchand's gun. A gleamin his ugly eye, Luff saw an
opportunity of his own. That was to finish The Shadow. Sure of the tal
fighter's identity, Luff no longer felt gratitude for his rescue. A product of
t he underworld, Luff's one thought was the fame that would be his if he could
spell the end of crineland s greatest foe.

Canny once nore, Luff sprang to the corridor, to gain its security before
he attacked. The Shadow saw the | eap; knew what Luff was about. Wen he passed
the door and turned, Luff saw that his chance had vani shed.

The Shadow had kept the | ast Apache as a shield. He had the nman between
hi nsel f and the door. Moreover, The Shadow was wedgi ng his gun beneath the
Apache's arm sw nging the nman's body to bring the deadly nuzzle straight
toward Luff.

Si ght of that bearing .45 was too nuch for the ganbler. Wth a snarl

Luf f
dropped farther back into the corridor, clear of The Shadow s line of fire.
Thr ough the doorway, Luff could still see Duchand; he thought that the slugged

steward stirred.

Real i zi ng that Duchand could talk, Luff aimed for the white-jacketed form
and savagely jabbed six bullets for the man's body. The shots roared |oudly
fromthe corridor; amd their final echoes, Luff flung the enptied revol ver
into the roomand took to frantic flight.

| NSTANTLY, The Shadow concentrated upon the | ast Apache. He tw sted the
saggi ng crook to a corner; gave him a one-handed throat grip that made the
fellow s eyes bulge fromtheir sockets. Releasing his hold, The Shadow hi ssed
a
sharp demand. His words were in French; they included terns in the Parisian
jargon used by Apaches.

The crook understood; holding his aching throat, he gul ped the nane:
"Pierre Lebrunne!"

The Shadow recogni zed the nane of the notorious Frenchman; knew t hat



t hese
Apaches were Lebrunne's followers. In French, The Shadow questi oned:

"Who is the American crimnal connected with Lebrunne?"

"Only Duchand knew, " gul ped the Apache. "Duchand is dead!"

The Apache spoke the truth. Duchand's body lay riddled with the venonous
shots that Luff Barrago had delivered. Again, The Shadow was bal ked in his
effort to learn the identity of Courtney Radbard. The man who coul d furnish
that clue - Luff Barrago - was gone; but there was still a chance to follow
hi m

The partly rel eased Apache started a sudden break for freedom It nerely
served to speed The Shadow s departure. As the Apache withed, The Shadow
cl anped hi m beneath the chin, whipped backward and hoi sted the Frenchman into
a
long dive that pitched himto a corner of the stateroom

VWen the crook came groggily to hands and knees, The Shadow was gone.

HALFWAY up the stairs to the deck, The Shadow suddenly halted his speedy
rush. His clinb becanme a sl ow one, as a pair of ship's officers appeared above
and started an excited descent. Luff Barrago's revolver shots had been
reported. The officers were com ng below to investigate.

@ ancing at The Shadow s unperturbed countenance, the officers took him
for a belated first-class passenger who knew nothing of the reported gunfire.
They passed himand hurried bel ow

On the deck, The Shadow reached the gangpl ank and pointed to sone |uggage
that had not been taken to the dock. A bowing steward carried the bags for
hi m
supposi ng that The Shadow was their owner

An officer, dashing up to stop all persons from goi ng ashore, did not
i ncl ude The Shadow in the order. Seeing the steward with the bags, he thought
t hat The Shadow was a passenger who had been on deck when the trouble occurred
bel ow.

Coi ng down the gangway, The Shadow | ooked over the heads of the throng
that still crowded the pier. Brilliant lights enabled himto see a stocky nan
shoul dering his way near the exit. It was Luff Barrago. The ganbler had mnet
with a delay. The trail was not |ost!

Movi ng through the crowd, The Shadow | eft the steward in the shuffle. He
reached the end of the pier; saw Luff, thirty yards away, |ooking for a cab
Luff had passed The Shadow s cab; the driver had told himthat it was
reserved.

Wth a slight smle, The Shadow boarded the streamined taxi and spoke an
order. As the cab noved forward, The Shadow donned cl oak and hat, then settled
deep in the back seat.

It was The Shadow s intention to offer Luff a lift, then force
i nformati on
fromhimat point of gun. But, as The Shadow s cab noved forward, Luff turned
toward a coupe that was parked at the end of the pier. The door of the car was
open; a friendly voice asked the ganbler if he wanted a Iift uptown. Luff
accepted the invitation by clanbering aboard the coupe. He slamed the door
shut; the coupe started away just as The Shadow s cab arrived.

The Shadow gave anot her order. The taxi followed cl ose behind the coupe.
The trail was restored; it seened a sinple one. Wherever Luff Barrago alighted
fromthat coupe, The Shadow woul d be on hand.

Even to The Shadow, Luff's lucky lift fromthe pier did not seem unusual
Wth a shortage of cabs on a night when a blizzard threatened, any one m ght
of fer an automobile ride to a stranded passenger in froma transatlantic
voyage.

Chance, however, was not responsible for Luff Barrago's present position
The coupe had been waiting for the ganbler at the pier, even though Luff did
not realize it. Luff was soon to learn that fact; and so was The Shadow.



The machi nati ons of Courtney Radbard were in operation. Luff Barrago was
unwi ttingly | eading The Shadow along a trail of predestined doom

CHAPTER VI |
VANl SHED TOKENS

RIDING i n the coupe, Luff Barrago stared anxi ously ahead. Snow was
flurrying heavily against the wi ndshield. The March blizzard had commenced.
The
weat her, however, did not concern Luff. He was | ooking for sonething el se
during
this flight fromthe French Line pier.

As the coupe swung toward a side street, Luff heard the wail of sirens.
He
saw traffic split beneath the overhead hi ghway along the river front. Red
headl i ght s approached, formng a swift crinson path toward the pier. News of
mur der aboard the Nornmandi e had reached the law. Police cars and anbul ances
were coming to the docked Iiner

Luff pursed his |ips and gave a sideward squint toward the nan who was
driving the coupe. He saw a stolid face; beneath it a tuxedo collar. The
driver's coat was open, his scarf thrown back upon his shoul ders.

"Thanks a lot," voiced Luff. "I'd been | ooking for a cab a | ong while,
bef ore you showed up. Nearly fifteen mnutes."

"Don't nention it," drawled the driver. He seenmed oblivious to the fading

shriek of sirens. "I went down to the pier to neet a friend of nmine, but I was
too late to find him So I"'mgiving you a lift instead. 1'mgoing clear up to
125th Street. | can drop you anywhere al ong the way."

Luff considered; then decided: "Let nme off as soon as we reach Broadway.
I
can get the B.MT. subway near there."

Luff had nmade his choice. Instead of proceedi ng northward, to reach
Radbard' s, he planned to take the subway south to Uni on Square. By reaching
Fourteenth Street on the B.MT. subway, Luff would be wi thin walking distance
of Sol o Juke's hide-out.

Though Luff's words did not reveal his chosen destination, they proved
that he did not intend to go to Radbard's, for a northward ride on the B.MT.
woul d not carry himnear the shipping nagnate's residence. Luff, staring
t hrough the wi ndshield as he spoke, did not observe the sharp gl ance that cane
fromthe tuxedoed driver

As the coupe neared a corner, the driver |owered the w ndow and thrust
hi s
armout into the flurrying snow It |looked as if he was giving a signal to
turn;
but as the car rounded the corner, the driver thrust his thunb downward.

Instantly, a sedan pulled fromthe curb. It was follow ng the coupe when
The Shadow s cab swung the corner.

"I'f I were you," said the driver of the coupe, to Luff, "I would go to
Radbard' s! How does that strike you, Barrago?"

Luff started at nention of his own nane. For a nonment, he was at | oss;
then he grated the harsh question

"Who are you? Some stooge that Radbard planted to snatch nme at the dock?"

"That covers it," returned the driver. "Radbard wants to see you. It
woul dn't be healthy for you to disappoint him"

LUFF did some quick thinking. It was plain that this nman in the coupe was
i ndependent of the fake stewards aboard the Normandi e. They had been pl aced by
Pierre Lebrunne. Courtney Radbard's own outfit was covering the shore. The



driver of the coupe | ooked like the sort of worker that Radbard woul d use.

Apparently, the fellow had been instructed to go easy with Luff. Luckily,
the man did not know of the trouble aboard the Normandie; and had failed to
connect the arrival of the police cars with Luff's urge for quick departure
fromthe dock.

"I was going up to Radbard's," growl ed Luff, suddenly. "I wanted to stop
of f somewhere on the way."
"That's not your usual procedure,” returned the driver. "I wouldn't

advi se
it."

Luff was thinking further. He knew that by the time he reached Radbard's,
t he supercrook m ght have news of Duchand's death. That possibility settled
Luff's decision. He figured he would be playing it safer if he joined up with
Sol o.

"CQuess you're right,"
Radbard' s."

The driver swung anot her corner. Luff shoved his hand into an inner
pocket, grasped his snmall revol ver and suddenly planted the gun nuzzl e agai nst
the other man's neck.

"Cet going!" snapped the ganmbler. "Hit it fast until we spot a hack
st and.

I"'mswitching to a taxi."

The tuxedoed driver knew that Luff meant business. He had not expected
this opposition. H's only course was to follow Luff's instructions. Wth a
gri mace, he jabbed the accel erator pedal. The coupe rocketed al ong the
sli ppery
street.

There was a green light gleanming fromthe snow air above the nearest
avenue. Luff growed for a left turn

The driver applied the brakes; the car skidded leftward, just as the

began Luff, to his conpanion. "Let's head up to

l'i ght
changed. Luff saw a parked car beyond the far corner. He ordered the driver to
stop. As the coupe slowed, Luff hurled his door open

"Step on it!" he told the tuxedoed driver

Bounding to the street, Luff slanmed the door and grinned as the coupe
| eaped away like a scared aninmal. Luff had decided that the driver was yell ow.
He did not guess that the fellow had a reason other than fear, for clearing
this vicinity. It was not until Luff was clanbering into the cab that the
expl anati on cane.

VWeeling fromthe side street, the followi ng sedan ignored the red |ight
and swng left through light traffic. A spotlight gl eanmed from beside the
wi ndshi el d; the sudden illum nation showed Luff halfway into the darkened cab

The glare clicked off; Luff stood notionless. Trapped, the murderous
ganbl er did not know whether to run for safety or scranble aboard the cab

The sedan was al ongsi de. The barrel of a submachi ne gun poked froma rear
wi ndow. No |ight was needed for the gunner to spot Luff. The whole side of the
taxi was a target. Two seconds more - and Luff and a hel pl ess cab driver would
have been riddled with bullets. Only a sudden intervention prevented the
nassacre.

A STREAMLI NED cab whirled fromthe corner. A gloved hand thrust fromthe
wi ndow and punped the trigger of a big automatic. The Shadow s shots were
timely and accurate. They found the nachi ne gunner at his wi ndow. The machine
gun clattered to the street. A head and shoul ders fol |l owed, wedging in the
opened wi ndow.

The Shadow had cli pped one crook with two quick shots.

The driver of Luff's taxi needed no spurring words fromthe ganbler. The
cab detached itself fromthe curb and started al ong the avenue, while angered
shouts cane fromthe sedan. The big car started new pursuit, just as The



Shadow s taxi conpleted its full sw ng.

The Shadow had swung fromthe right window to the Ieft. He opened quick
fire toward the right rear the of the sedan

@Qunshots were answered by the report of an exploding tire. The sedan
sagged and jounced. The driver yanked it to the right at the first corner
Bucki ng one-way traffic, the car bounced along a side street.

Comi ng up the avenue, The Shadow | ooked fromthe wi ndow of his cab, to
see
men draggi ng the machi ne gunner fromtheir crippled car. The Shadow wasted no
bull ets on that vanqui shed crew. He was after other gane.

Up ahead, Luff Barrago was finding no easy flight. The coupe in which
Luf f
had first ridden was back in the game; this time, its driver was prepared. He
had stopped to watch devel opments at the corner. Seeing Luff escape, the man
in
the coupe was again in action, drawing up on the left of Luff's cab

Shots were exchanged between the speeders. Luff was firing his blunt
revol ver; the man in the coupe was answering with a larger gun, aimng from
t he
right wi ndow. Both were doing poorly in the running battle. Luff's gun was too
puny; the other crook had trouble with the double task of handling both his
gun
and t he coupe.

At the end of a few blocks, Luff's eneny changed tactics.

St oppi ng his gunfire, the tuxedoed crook cut in ahead of Luff's cab and
forced it toward the curb. Luff's driver took the only course that offered; he
applied the brakes and swng the cab into a side street. The coupe kept
nort hward al ong the avenue.

From a bl ock behi nd, The Shadow wi t nessed the maneuver. He recogni zed
t hat
the cab had purposely been forced into the side street. He ordered his own
driver to take the sane turn.

Just around the corner, The Shadow saw the result of Luff's forced
flight.

The side street was al nost conpletely blocked by a tilted truck that was
skewered across the thoroughfare. The angle of the truck showed that it had a
br oken axl e.

Luff's cab cane to a sudden stop. The ganbler |eaped to the sidewalk,
started on the run past the truck.

Heads bobbed fromthe rear of the truck. Like |Iookouts behind a ranpart,
shar pshooters opened fire on Luff. Dodgi ng al ong a darkened stretch of
si dewal k, Luff escaped the opening shots. Fresh bullets would have cli pped
hi m
for he was pronptly spotted; but those bullets never cane.

THE SHADOW had arrived. Dropping fromhis own cab, he opened deadly fire
al ong the edge of the truck. One marksman spilled; the others dropped flat and
craw ed for an opening into the front seat.

Luff was running al ong the sidewal k. The Shadow passed the truck, turned
monentarily to |l ook for the marksmen whom he had rout ed.

They were out of the truck, scurrying for a convenient alleyway,
forgetting all about their fallen conpanion. Pursuit of them was usel ess. The
Shadow still had Luff Barrago as his quarry. The ganbl er was many yards ahead,
| oping like a hunted dear

In maddened flight, Luff took no tine to congratul ate hinself upon his
series of escapes. He still thought that danger pressed him He wanted a cl ear
path to reach Sol o Juke, and he saw his opportunity.

Ahead | ay Broadway; Luff could see its narrow chasmthat stretched
southward from Ti nes Square. Luck seemed with the ganbler, for he was on a



si de
street that marked a subway station. Luff could see the jutting kiosk at the
corner.

Snow had bl anketed that stretch of Broadway. Pedestrians were absent as
Luff turned the corner, to reach the subway steps. Traffic had lulled to a | ow
point; that was why Luff noted a big |inmousine that slowed beside the Broadway
curb just as he arrived.

Luf f was gl anci ng over his shoul der at the car, just as he took to the
subway steps. He saw a face by the glow fromthe |ighted corner

At the wi ndow of the |inousine, Luff recognized the tawny countenance of
Court ney Radbard

The man was al one, gazing fromthe wi ndow The only other person in the
I i nousi ne was an uni formed chauffeur, who was staring strai ght ahead.
Radbard' s
dark eyes showed an angry glint at sight of Luff. The supercrook had believed
that by this tinme Luff was dead.

SEEI NG Radbard undef ended, Luff went berserk. Leaping up fromthe subway
steps, he crossed the sidewal k with a bound; grabbed the |inousine door and
wrenched it open

Radbard' s brown-hatted head noved back; yanking off a glove, his hand

sped
pocketward for a gun. But Luff had gai ned the | ead.

The ganbler still clutched his own revolver. He jamred it deep agai nst
t he
breast of Radbard's overcoat and pulled the trigger

The hammrer clicked on an enpty shell. Luff had enptied the revolver in
hi s

running fight with the driver of the coupe.

A sneer issued from Radbard's |ips as Luff dropped back, still holding
t he
opened door. There was a glimrer fromthe supercrook's fist. Before Luff could
rel ease the door handle, a revolver jabbed his ribs. Luff gave a hoarse scream
and withed away, as Radbard pulled the trigger

Luf f staggered on the curb. Radbard gave a hasty order, and his |inmousine
pul I ed away.

Droopi ng on the curb, Luff Barrago pressed his left hand to his side. Hs
right hand dangled; its fingers |oosed their gun. The little revol ver splashed
the slush beside the curb. Wth strained face, Luff turned and started down
Broadway with sl ow, nechani cal steps.

The Shadow reached the corner as Luff began his death-wal k. Keen eyes saw
the ganbler's peculiar gait. Following close to the building wall, The Shadow
spied red drops of blood that dripped to the newly fallen snow. Those stains
told that Luff had received a nortal wound from sonme vani shed eneny who had
nmet
himat the corner.

Intuitively, The Shadow knew that he had mi ssed a nmeeting with the
unknown
mast er - crook who had slated Luff for doom

Agai n The Shadow s course was to keep on Luff's trail. Those faltering
steps mght lead to sone obscure spot where Luff would blab forth dyi ng words.
Lurki ng well behind the crippled ganbler, The Shadow kept pace with Luff's
sl ow
novenent .

Luff reached a corner; faltered beside a sign post. He | ooked upward, but
could not see the street sign, for it was directly above him There was
anot her
sign across the street. Luff noted it with glassy stare. He had given up his
pl an of joining Solo Juke; but the sign nust have given hima new idea.



Luff straightened. A sudden spasm produced a revival of his strength.
Wth
a long, quick stride, he turned away from Broadway and took to the side
street.
H s frenzied pace was al nobst a run. The Shadow noved quickly to the corner
but
when he reached there, Luff was gone.

A FLASHLI GHT glimrered in the darkness of the side street. The Shadow
found no signs of Luff's footprints. Crossing the street, he noved back toward
Br oadway and came suddenly upon the nmarks he want ed.

Stepping to a doorway, The Shadow waited before resuming the trail. Wile
he lingered, he heard a panting in the darkness.

It was Luff, returning. A groan canme fromhis |lips, as the ganbler
faltered past The Shadow. Like a noth attracted by a flame, Luff was groping
toward the lights of Broadway. He stunbled as he advanced. He tripped as he
neared the corner, and sprawl ed beside a fringe of |ight.

The Shadow noved outward. He paused as he approached Luff. A car was
cruising slowy down Broadway; it stopped as its driver sighted the flattened
figure of Luff. The Shadow recognized that car. It was the coupe in which Luff
had travel ed fromthe pier

The coupe stopped. The Shadow saw t he tuxedoed driver step forth, [ook
about and hurry over to Luff's body.

The man made a qui ck search of Luff's clothing, but seem ngly was
unsuccessful in finding what he desired. He nmade a sudden dart back to his
car,
and prepared to drive away.

The Shadow followed swi ftly. Passing Luff's body, he was ready to trai
the man in the coupe. That rogue had contact with the supercrook who had slain
Luff Barrago. Wth one trail ended, The Shadow was ready to take up a fresh
one.

AT the corner, The Shadow turned right on Broadway, for the coupe was
headi ng southward. There was a taxi a bl ock ahead; not The Shadow s but one
that could be used for the pursuit.

Ready for a qui ck dash, The Shadow cane out into the light. H s cl oaked
figure was plain amd the whiteness of the swirling snow.

A limousine was idling in fromthe north. Its notor silent, the big car
turned the corner of the street that The Shadow had just left. The tawny face
of Courtney Radbard came fromthe opened wi ndow on the left; his hand pushed
forth a revolver. Fromthe swi nging car, Radbard took straight aimfor The
Shadow.

The cl oaked figure halted; made a sudden side shift as it turned.
Soft-toned though the approach of Radbard's car had been, The Shadow had
caught
the throb of the notor. Radbard's gun barked as The Shadow faded toward the
buil ding wall. Repeated shots sent bullets whistling past the shifty,
bl ack- cl oaked shoul ders.

The Shadow whi pped out an automatic as he faded; he fired a pronpt return
shot that skimed the stone edge of the building on the corner. The bull et
whi stl ed past the rear of Radbard's big car. The Shadow s protective inward
shift had spoiled his chance for retaliation

VWen he regai ned the corner, The Shadow saw only the twi nkle of the
l[inpbusine's tail-light, halfway to the next avenue. The big car had noved too
speedily. It was out of range.

Looki ng down Broadway, The Shadow saw no sign of the coupe. It, too, was
gone; all that remained as evidence of a supercrook and his evil workers was
t he body of Luff Barrago, whitening beneath the heavy snow.



The Shadow had gai ned no glinpse of Courtney Radbard; but the shots that
t he supercrook fired had been heard. Nothing could be gained by remaining in
this vicinity. Quickly, The Shadow nmoved into the darkness, scruffing the
footprints that he made in the thickening snow

Amid the chill air came a whispered | augh from hidden |lips; an eerie
nockery that told that The Shadow was not thwarted. There woul d be an
aftermath
to the death of Luff Barrago. The Shadow, though he knew not hing of the coins
that Luff had brought from Europe, had | earned that sonething had not been
found upon the body of the slain ganbler

The Shadow was right. The man fromthe coupe had di scovered no trace of
the rare coins that Courtney Radbard wanted. Those vani shed tokens could give
The Shadow a new trail to the supercrook

CHAPTER VI I |
THE SECRET MESSAGE

MORNI NG found New York in the grip of a fierce blizzard. Sidewal ks were
heaped deeply with snow, and one nound lay like a marble tonb upon the spot
where Luff Barrago's body had been shaken fromthe snow, earlier

A wizened little man plowed a path through that drift and came to the
doorway of an office building. He unlocked a | arge mail-box that bore the nane
and title:

D. TARRYDON
Curi o Deal er

Tarrydon took his mail up to a dingy office, second story front. He
started to open letters; with them he found a small pasteboard box that bore
a
pencil ed scrawl that read: "From Luff. Gve these to -

There the message ended. Tarrydon opened the box, dunped out a quantity

of
gold and silver coins. They were val uabl e, except for one large silver piece.
It
was a French two-franc piece; and plenty of its date could be obtai ned abroad.
Tarrydon wondered why Luff had added this coin to the nore val uabl e ones.
Tarrydon puzzled over the nanme "Luff." Then he suddenly remenbered Luff
Barrago, a nman who had once sold him some curios. He linked the nanme further,
when he happened to note the norning newspaper that was on his counter
Tarrydon read of Luff's death on the street outside this very buil ding.
Tarrydon knew not hi ng of Courtney Radbard. The shipping magnate was a
coin
col l ector, but he bought entirely fromrecogni zed coin deal ers. Tarrydon had
never heard of Solo Juke. Hi s one guess was that Luff's coins mght be "hot";
t hat crooks would be com ng after them Tarrydon decided to unl oad.
VWhen he went out to lunch at noon, Tarrydon made sone tel ephone calls.
Com ng back, he noted a hunched figure shuffling through snow drifts. The man
was "Hawkeye," a crafty little spotter in The Shadow s service. Tarrydon
however, took himfor an eneny.
Soon afterward, a nman dropped into the curio shop and asked if Tarrydon
carried coins. The wi zened curio dealer said that he seldomhad themin stock
That visitor was the tuxedoed crook who had brought Luff fromthe pier
The fell ow gave his nane as Baskell, and said that he would drop back later to
| ook at curios. Again, Tarrydon felt jittery.
Just after five o'clock, a young nman entered the curio shop. He dropped
the muffling collar of his overcoat and showed a friendly smile. Tarrydon was
el ated. The visitor was Roy Medwi n, who worked for an advertising agency.



Medwi n was one of the custoners whom Tarrydon had phoned at noon
Tarrydon brought out the coins. He started to |ay aside the two-franc
pi ece, thinking it was not inmportant. He dropped it, by chance, upon an old
china plate. The coin plunked dully; Medwin did not hear it, but Tarrydon did.
It struck the dealer instantly that sonething was wong with that
particular coin. He had to get rid of it. Medw n was shaking his head; the
gol d
coi ns were too expensive. Tarrydon offered the two-franc piece for a dollar
Roy
Medwi n bought it.

JUST as Medwi n was | eaving, Baskell entered. The crinminal was attired in
tuxedo, as though on his way to an evening party. H's eyes gl eaned when he saw
the coins on the counter. He asked their price; Tarrydon sold himthe lot for
two hundred and fifty dollars.

He noted Baskell | ooking toward the door; and realized that the crook had
seen Medwi n pocket a silver coin.

"I sold an old two-franc piece to M. Medwi n," remarked Tarrydon. "It was
not a rare coin, M. Baskell. You would not have wanted it."

Baskel | gave a curt nod and wal ked quickly fromthe little shop. Tarrydon
showed relief. He was confident that he had shifted his own troubles to the
broad shoul ders of Roy Medw n. Tarrydon's assunption was correct.

On the street, Roy Medwin turned in the direction of Broadway. He had not
taken a dozen paces before Baskell canme fromthe doorway and hurried across
t he
darkened street to his parked coupe. Driving away, Baskell |ooked toward the
buil ding at the Broadway corner. He gestured thunb downward, with his right
hand.

Roy Medwi n had reached the shelter of the eight-story building. Froma
dar kened spot across the street cane a sibilant hiss, that m ght have been a
whistle of the wind. A hunchy little man shanbled from a doorway, to accost
Roy.

"CGot a dinme, bud?" the hoarse speaker was Hawkeye. "I'mhard up for a cup
coffee.”

Roy brought a quarter fromhis vest pocket, paused to give it to the
supposed panhandl er. Eight stories above, a long bl ock of whiteness tilted
from
the cornice of the building. It |ooked Iike a bank of snow, tipping through
t he
swirl. But as it toppled, the block left an om nous gap in the long |line of
st one.

Roy took two paces toward Broadway. The chunk of cornice | anded fifteen
feet in front of him with all the force of its full ton weight. The sidewal k
buckl ed as the | arge stone cracked. Stone fragments flew about |ike shrapnel
as Roy dived for the wall

Crooks on the roof top had | oosed that crushing block, in response to
Baskel | ' s si gnal

The Shadow had countered with a signal to Hawkeye. The spotter's request
for a dime had del ayed Roy | ong enough to save the young man's life.

Danger had not ended. As stone chunks ended their bounce, Roy junped out
to the curb, away fromthe range of the cornice. He stared upward. Men from
t he
corni ce saw him

So did others, in a sedan that halted by the Broadway corner. They had
cone to pick up a crushed body; to search it hastily before the police reached
t he scene of what woul d appear to be an acci dent.

The first thrust came fromthe cornice. Mirderous eyes saw Roy bel ow.
Blinded by the swirl of snow, Roy didn't spy the hand that thrust over the
cornice edge, aimng a revolver. The Shadow, gazing at an upward angle from
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t he
shelter across the street, gained a quick glinpse of the would-be killer, who
ai med straight downward.

The Shadow made his presence known for the first time. He stabbed quick
shots upward. His pronpt bullets carried to the cornice. Aglittering revolver
dropped to the sidewal k; as a swirl of snow whi sked cl ear, The Shadow saw a
scrawny figure lose its hold upon the roof edge. Restraining hands were too
late to catch the wounded gunner. The man cane, plunging fromthe broken
cor ni ce.

As the figure cleared the roof edge, The Shadow j abbed new shots. The
dooned crook's pals sought the shelter of the roof. Their game was up; their
conpanion's fall was a give-away. They wanted to make quick flight.

Wth a shrieked wail that seermed to follow him the falling killer
crashed
the sidewal k and crunpled into a huddl ed shape. Pronpt death marked the finish
of his drop. Roy, |ooking across the street, was startled by the gunshots. He
was nore astounded when he heard the crash beside him He gaped as he vi ewed
the evil killer whom The Shadow had brought down from the night.

Crooks in the waiting sedan were riveted also. Then they came to action
Their job was to rub out Roy Medwin; to carry away his body and search his
pockets afterward. To conplete that task, they had to pass The Shadow.

Seeing the gun flashes, they thought they knew the cl oaked fighter's
position. The sedan swung into the side street. Revolvers, barking fromthe
wi ndows, were pointed to the exact spot where The Shadow had been

Automatics answered fromtwenty feet away. Shifting rapidly, The Shadow
had out guessed the crooks. The sedan swerved; |ow behind its w ndows, the
crooks tried a new barrage. Again, The Shadow was on the nove. Hi s shot
cli pped
a man at a rear w ndow.

Hawkeye, meanwhile, was busy. Springing fromhis doorway, the little man
grabbed Roy, to drag himback to cover. Just then, a taxi sped in from
Br oadway, whi zzi ng past the slowed sedan. Hawkeye recogni zed The Shadow s
stream i ned cab, handl ed by Mbe Shrevnitz, the speediest driver in Manhattan

The door was swi ngi ng open, Hawkeye shoved Roy aboard. The cab roared
away
t hrough the snow, carrying the rescued nan to safety.

THUGS in the sedan were wi thering under The Shadow s fire. The driver,
al one unwounded, gave his car the gas. It started along the street, too late
to
follow the swift cab that had taken Roy away. The Shadow fired a | ast shot at
a
rear tire; the bullet found the joint of a skid chain and ricocheted fromthe
revol vi ng wheel

Hawkeye whi pped out an automatic and fired froma closer range; but the
little man's shots | acked The Shadow s accuracy. Its tires intact, the sedan
continued its flight.

The Shadow crossed the street and joi ned Hawkeye. He spoke a conmand;
with
Hawkeye fol | owi ng, The Shadow pi cked a course through the darkness. The matter
of a newtrail was settled. The Shadow knew t hat Mbe would learn facts
concerning the rider in his cab. \Wen Me reported, The Shadow woul d cont act
Roy Medwi n.

AT that very nmonment, Roy Medwin was tal king to Moe Shrevnitz through the
open partition between the front and rear seats of the cab. Shakily, Roy was
telling the driver that he knew nothing concerning the cause of the gunfire
near Broadway.



Mboe was nodding his head as if convinced. Satisfied that the driver would
cause no future trouble, Roy studied the lights of the avenue on which they
were riding; then told Moe to nake a turn.

As the driver obeyed, Roy gave himthe address of an apartnment house. It
was the place where Roy lived

The address was on the East Side. Moe drew up in front of a ten-story
apartment house and parked in a snow bank. He received his fare from Roy; then
began to experience trouble in starting his cab after his passenger entered
t he
apart nment house.

Moe faked that his cab was stuck in the snow He saw Roy cross the | obby
and enter an elevator. Me could make out the notion of the dial, that showed
the el evator going to the top floor

Just after the cab had gone, a tuxedoed man arrived in front of the
apartment house. It was Baskell; he had trailed Me's cab and had parked his
coupe around the corner

In the | obby of the apartment house, Baskell saw a desk that served as
of fice. No one was on duty; Baskell |ooked over the mail-boxes and saw t he
nane
Medwi n, listed with Apartment 10 B. Hurrying out, Baskell drove his coupe to a
near-by parking lot and left it there.

Roy had already | ocked the door of his tenth-story apartnent. The room
was
stuffy. He opened a wi ndow a few inches, then sat down beside a table and
reviewed the events that had al nost overwhel med him Roy knew that he was
mar ked for death. The threat had begun with his purchase of the silver coin.
Roy renenbered the tuxedoed man who had seen himbuy the silver piece from
Tar rydon.

W nd, whistling through the wi ndow crack, jarred the door of the
apart nment
and rattled it. Roy crossed the room he fancied that he heard a slight scrape
at the lock. Deciding that he inagined the noise, he went back to the table.
He
brought out the silver piece, laid it on the table with a slight clink.

There was anot her noise; nore audible. It cane fromthe w ndow. Roy
turned; he saw the sash rise. A blackened shoul der came over the sill. Roy
viewed a black tie and white tuxedo front. The man fromthe outer |edge was
Baskel |

BASKELL jammed a revol ver inward. Roy's hands cane up. Baskell chuckl ed.
The trip was worth while. Conming up by the stairway, he had found an enpty
apartment. He had taken the outside | edge as the sure route to reach the man
who hel d the silver two-franc piece.

Baskel | had rmade no report to Radbard. He sinply intended to nurder Roy
wi thout a trace, and nmake his departure with the coin that Radbard wanted.

Roy saw Baskel l's nurderous expression. Weeling fromthe table, the
t hreatened man made a futile dash for the door. Baskell steadied his finger on
the trigger, intending to drop the victi mwhen he reached the door

Bef ore Roy coul d cover the ten-foot space, the door swung inward. In from
the threshol d came The Shadow, ready for new rescue.

Baskel | saw his cl oaked eneny; the crook gawked. Forgetting Roy, Baskel
ducked for cover.

The killer used his left hand to grip the inner window sill. The cover
that he chose was the space outside the wi ndow. He crouched on the stone
| edge,
shovi ng his right hand hi gh enough to open fire through the wi ndow. It was an
awkward shift on Baskell's part.

Hs left fingers slipped fromthe noist sill. Baskell heaved backward
involuntarily, clawing to keep his hold. That nmove marked his finish.



The tuxedoed killer spun fromthe wall on a long dive to a cenent
courtyard, a hundred feet bel ow

The Shadow reached the w ndow.

Up through the whistling wind cane Baskell's fading scream Then a
snownuffled crash told that another of Radbard's evil workers had finished
hi s
career with a deat h-pl unge.

SCLEM\LY, The Shadow cl osed the wi ndow and | ocked the sash. He turned to
see Roy Medwin sagging in a chair. Calmy, The Shadow approached the man whom
he had agai n saved from deat h.

Roy | ooked up to see glowi ng eyes that peered from beneath a hat brim He
detected the nere outline of a hawkish face above the folds of The Shadow s
cl oak coll ar.

Hi dden |ips spoke. Their even tone restored Roy's shattered confidence.
Stammering, the rescued man gave his story, knowi ng that his rescuer wanted
it.

Roy pointed to the coin upon the table. The Shadow stepped over and picked up
the silver piece.

The Shadow s keen eyes nust have detected nore than had Tarrydon's, for a
whi spered | augh came fromhis |ips. Roy watched | ong hands peel off their thin
bl ack gl oves. Dropping the coin upon the table, The Shadow listened to its
sound; then pressed the coin between the |long fingers of each hand, holding it
flat.

The Shadow gave a rotary twi st. Roy stared as he saw the coin unscrew
into
two sections.

Each was the half of a coin, one smaller than the other. Both portions
had
some t hi ckness; hence the coin, when joined together, was solid enough to
ring,
al though its clang was not quite true. That, however, was scarcely inportant,
when conpared with the contents of the coin.

From bet ween the separated portions, The Shadow produced a tiny slip of
thin paper. He held it to the light. Roy, straining forward, could see an
i nscription the paper bore. It consisted of three figures; nothing else. They
formed a nunber:

312

Carefully, The Shadow repl aced the paper and tightened the hal ves of the
coin together. He held out the two-franc piece; dropping it into Roy's slinky
palm In quiet tone, The Shadow ordered:

"Keep the coin; tell no one of its contents. Await devel opnents. Fear

not hing; you will be protected.™
Roy nodded his willingness to maintain silence. He owed it to his
rescuer.

Moreover, he realized that it would be his safest policy.

The Shadow crossed the room opened the door and stepped out into the
hall. He left the door ajar; Roy went there and peered out. The Shadow was
al ready gone. He could not have reached the stairway. Roy knew that his
nmysteri ous rescuer had chosen to remain, occupying the enpty apartnent on this
fl oor.

New t hrusts might cone; if they did, The Shadow would frustrate them Roy
Medwi n felt new confidence, as he returned to his apartment and | ocked the
door. All that baffled himwas the nmessage that The Shadow had found within
t he
coin that again rested in Roy's pocket. To Roy, the significance of the
nunber,



312, renmi ned unknown.

For the present, that message was a nystery to The Shadow al so; but The
Shadow foresaw that its significance could he | earned. That opportunity woul d
cone | ater, when the coin itself had served as a trail to the supercrook who
wanted it.

Though The Shadow had not | earned the identity of Courtney Radbard, he
knew that the master-crininal would again seek to gain the hidden nmessage t hat
Luff Barrago had failed to deliver

CHAPTER | X
CRI ME' S WARNI NG

"READ ne the norning's news, Sideling."

Courtney Radbard spoke placidly from behind his desk. It was the
begi nni ng
of a new day! Radbard's desk cal endar displayed the date as March 8th; a snall
cl ock showed the time as seven-thirty.

Si deli ng eyed a newspaper through his thick-rimed spectacles. Timdly,
the secretary began to read the details of frustrated crine. Radbard becane
i mpatient.

"Come, Sideling!" he snapped. "Speak up, man! | know that failed |ast
night. I want to hear the worst!"

Sideling read one news account - a police report of a private detective
who had fallen fromthe roof of a building near Broadway, evidently on the
r oof
| ooki ng for sneak thieves. But Radbard knew himto be one of his own secret
henchnen.

"What el se does the newspaper tell us, Sideling?" Radbard queri ed.

"Bad news, sir," replied the secretary. "Baskell was found dead in the
courtyard behind an East Side apartment house. There was a revol ver beside
hi m
The police are sure that he fell froma w ndow while trying to effect entry
into
one of the apartnents.”

"A logical assunption,” smiled Radbard. "That makes it certain the | aw
cannot |ink Baskell to ne. Does it state whose apartment he tried to enter?"

"It doesn't, sir."

Radbard frowned. H s straightened |lips delivered a statenent.

"It is plain - to ne, even though the | aw does not suspect it - that
Baskel | went to that apartment house to filch the coin that | require.”

Specul atively, Radbard | eaned back in his chair; he reached for a cigar
and puffed it when Sideling scranmbled forward to apply a lighted match. After
a
few nmonents snoke, Radbard added

"Tarrydon passed that coin to a custoner. Baskell pointed out the nan who
had it. After The Shadow intervened, Baskell nust have trailed the man with
t he
coin. He should have reported, before he tried to enter by hinself.

"His fall was an unlucky one, both for hinmself and for ne. It |eaves us a
blank trail. Baskell is dead; and |I |earned |ast night that Tarrydon hurried
out of town. No one has been able to trace him"

Radbard t hought a while; then reached into a desk drawer and pull ed out
pad and paper. He snapped a question to Sideling:

"What is the nane of that apartnent house?"

"The Graywood, sir," replied the secretary. "It is ten stories high, with
six apartnents on each floor, except the first, which has only four. A total
of
fifty-eight apartnments.”



"We have less than that to deal with," decided Radbard. "Baskell nust
have
fallen fromthe fourth floor or above. By elimnating the front apartnments and
allowing for a few vacant ones at the rear of the building, we can cut the
total to approximately twenty possible apartnents. Investigation at the
Graywood woul d reduce that number; but | do not care to have a man spend too
much time in that vicinity. Inquiries would be bad. | have a better plan."

Radbard wrote on the sheet of paper; tore it fromthe pad and passed it
to
Si del i ng.

"Have this printed i mediately," ordered Radbard. "Make it a rush job, in
the formof a small folder. Have a copy placed in every mail-box at the
Graywood Apartments. Meanwhile, call the Apex Coin Co. and tell themto
forward
all replies to ne."

There was a rap at the door fromthe library. It was Mdshart, announcing
t hat breakfast was ready. Radbard remarked to Sideling that he was going to
t he
of fice of the International Shipping Exchange, after breakfast, and would
return
by three o' clock in the afternoon

DAY passed. It was half past three when a straggly delivery man arrived
at
the Graywood Apartments and stopped by the deserted counter in the | obby. He
saw
the mail - boxes, where the el evator man, serving occasionally as clerk, placed
letters for the various tenants.

Bringing out a stack of small, printed folders, the delivery man inserted
one in each nail -box.

Shortly after five o' clock, Roy Medwin arrived back fromthe office. He
took his mail fromthe box and went up to his apartment. Though it was not
qui te dusk, the living room had becone gl oony; for the day was cloudy after
t he
blizzard

Roy turned on the light. Sorting his mail, he cane to the printed fol der

The sheet bore the inprint of the Apex Coin Co. Roy recalled the nanme of
the concern; it was one that acted as an agency in buying and selling rare
coins for wealthy collectors.

The circular bore the title: "AOd Coins Wanted," and continued with a
list
of items for which a premiumwas given. In the list, Roy found French
two-franc
pi eces covering a series of years that included the date of his own coin.

As he sat down beside the table, Roy noted one of the coin conpany's
circulars lying there. It had a note attached. Roy unfol ded the nessage and
read two words in brilliant blue ink

Answer query.

The bl ue words faded as soon as Roy had read them Staring at the bl ank
sheet in his hand, the young man realized that the message had been | eft by
The
Shadow. Pronptly, Roy picked up the tel ephone and called the Apex Coin Co.

A weary voi ce answered. \Wen Roy stated that he had a two-franc piece for
sale, the man at the other end replied that he had al ready received nany
offers
of those particular coins. He asked for Roy's name and address. Wen Roy
mentioned the Graywood Apartments, his words produced results.



"W want the coins for a special client," came the voice. "W shal
notify
hi mthat you have called. If he is still interested, you will hear fromhim"

Hal f an hour passed. Dusk had settled when the tel ephone bell rang. Roy
answered pronptly; a deep voice asked his name. Roy gave it, and the speaker
i ntroduced hinsel f.

"My nanme is Courtney Radbard," came the deep tone. "I specialize in the
collecting of French coins. Could you call this evening, M. Mdwi n - say at
eight? | believe that it would be worth your while."

"I think that | shall be free," returned Roy, tensely. "Suppose that we
make the appointnment. If | cannot come, | shall notify you very shortly, M.
Radbard. "

Radbard agreed. He gave his address. Roy hung up the tel ephone; as he
di d,
he was conscious of a slight swi sh behind him The Shadow had entered, to
overhear Roy's end of the conversation

Promptly, Roy stated what little he had | earned. Mention of Courtney
Radbard interested The Shadow i mensely, for he knew the shipping nmagnate by
reputati on. The Shadow ordered Roy to keep the appointment; then departed.

SI NCE ei ght o' clock was the hour set, Roy decided to dine early. He
dressed for the evening, left the apartnent and had di nner at a small
restaurant close by. Returning to the apartnment, he noted that it was nearly
hal f past seven. He decided to have a short pipe before | eaving for Radbard's.

Roy finished his snoke, knocked the ashes fromhis pipe into a heavy ash
tray. As he did so, he thought he heard echoing taps fromthe hall door. Roy
stopped his notion abruptly. He heard a distinct, though cautious rap

Knowi ng that it could not be The Shadow, to whom | ocked doors seenmed no
barriers. Roy was hesitant as he put his pipe away. The knock cane again, a
trifle louder. It seenmed to carry a sensitive plea for Roy to open the door

Deci di ng that The Shadow must be cl ose at hand, Roy regained his
confidence. He went to the door, opened it and stepped back abruptly fromthe
t hreshol d. The person at the door was a woman. As Roy bowed for her to enter
she stepped into the light. Roy faced a brunette whose beauty amazed him

Pressing a tapering finger to her ruddy lips, the girl closed the door
and
stepped farther into the room Wth a whi sper, she questioned:

"You are Monsieur Medw n?"

Roy nodded. The girl's use of the title "nmonsieur” told that she was
French. Imredi ately, Roy renenbered that the coin he was carrying to Radbard
was of French m ntage

"I am Cel este Lebrunne," stated the girl. Her eyes seemed sad, her |ips
wi stful, as she added: "You have heard the name before? Lebrunne?"

"No." Roy's voice seened hoarse, conpared with Celeste's soft tone. "The
name is newto nme, Mss Lebrunne."

The door fromthe hall was noving i nward; Roy barely noted the notion
Celeste could not see it, for her back was turned. Roy saw bl otting bl ackness;
caught the glint of an eye; the warning entrance of a |ong-fingered hand, that
di splayed a fiery jewl - a girosol

Roy had seen that gem before, on the left hand of The Shadow. It was a
t oken of The Shadow s presence; a signal that Roy should continue his
interview
with Cel este Lebrunne.

That was not difficult. The girl was watching Roy's face. She was
troubl ed
by the slight turn of his eyes, even though she did not suspect that the door
had opened.

"Speak truly, msieu ," pleaded Celeste. "Tell ne again. You do not
recogni ze the name Lebrunne? You have never heard of Pierre Lebrunne?”



"Never in ny life," insisted Roy, concentrating fully upon Cel este. "That
is" - he smled pleasantly - "I had never heard the name before you nentioned
it. Your name, you tell ne, is Celeste Lebrunne. |Is Pierre Lebrunne -"

Roy hesitated. Celeste snmled, despite her worrinment.

"Pierre Lebrunne is not my husband,"” she decl ared, reading his unspoken
thought. "He is nmy brother. | am sure that you have spoken true when you say
that you have never heard of him That tells me that you are not one of those
nmen who -"

CELESTE stopped, hesitated, then spoke with ardent tone:

"Ah, msieu, you nust trust ne! You nust believe ne! To rmake you
bel i eve,
I must tell you all the truth. Pierre Lebrunne, ny brother, is a crimnal -
t he
worst in all Europe, although his name is not spoken often in New York! That
is
why | amin Anerica, because Pierre has sent me. He made ne cone here, because
he has a confrere - a partner - here in New York

"I can say nothing to the police. They would not believe. The man of whom
| speak - this Anerican - he would claimnot to know ny brother Pierre. He
woul d accuse ne, saying that | nust be here to do crime nyself. | would be
deported, because | amthe sister of Pierre Lebrunne!"

Cel este's words were genui ne; yet, for the monent, Roy could not
understand why the girl had come to confide in him The explanation followed.
Pl eadingly, the girl gripped Roy's arm

"I have warned no one," she declared, "until | heard of you. Those others
were crimnals; but you are not |like them That is why | have cone to tell you
of danger."

"At Courtney Radbard's honme?"

"Yes! It will be best if you do not go there. Believe nme, nisieu',

speak
to save you!"

Cel este was earnest and inpressive. Nevertheless, Roy slowy shook his
head.

"It is too late to drop the appointnent,’
me. | nust go."

The girl turned toward the door, deep disappointment registered on her
face. Roy was inpressed nore than ever by her beauty at that noment. It was
with effort, that he refrained fromaltering his decision. Sight of the door,
cl osi ng noi sel essly, made hi mremenber that he owed all egi ance to The Shadow;
that his rescuer's plans called for a trip to Radbard's.

"I thank you for your warning," Roy told Celeste, as he opened the door

he decl ared. "Radbard expects

to
the hall. "I shall be careful to-night."

"You trust me, misieu ," whispered the girl, as Roy acconpani ed her
toward
the elevator. "Be ready, at any instant, to protect your own lifel If you mnust
go there, | can tell you the only way to safety. You will be in a roomwth
two
doors. If there is danger, go by the back one. That way will be open."

Roy rang for the elevator. Cel este departed.

Roy returned to the apartment. The young man sat down in his favorite
chair, stuffed his pipe and lighted it. The first cloud of snoke seened to
wreathe itself fantastically, to formthe i nage of Cel este Lebrunne.

Roy's hand was resting on the table. Paper crinkled beneath his finger
Mechanically, he lowered his pipe with his right hand, unfolded the paper wth
his left. Hs eyes turned downward; they read a single word, in vivid bl ue:

"o "

The written word vanished; but it renmained in Roy Medwin's brain as



sharply etched as a spoken command. It seenmed as though The Shadow hi nsel f had
i ssued the order within this very room

Slowy, Roy put away his pipe; donned his hat and coat to | eave the
apart ment.

Roy did not doubt Celeste's sincerity; nor did he feel that The Shadow
doubted it. He could not believe that any one, possessed of intuition, could
do
otherwi se than regard the girl's plea as genuine. Roy felt a sweep of
gratitude
to Celeste for her effort to save himfroma pressing danger

He realized, though, that The Shadow coul d have foreseen the very hazards
that Cel este had suggested. If so, the cloaked rescuer would be doubly
vi gi | ant
because of the girl's warning.

Moreover, it seened plain that Cel este had known not hing of The Shadow s
presence. She had not guessed that Roy had gained nysterious protection in the
past; that the same powerful rescuer could be guarding himto-night.

Danger had been in this gane fromthe start. It could continue, so far as
Roy was concerned. Through danger, Roy foresaw that he m ght neet Celeste
agai n.

That possibility, like his confidence in The Shadow, spurred Roy to
fol | ow
the final command that he had received.

CHAPTER X
CROSSED TRAI LS

ROY MEDW N had cal cul ated twenty minutes for a cab trip to Radbard's. He
woul d have been astonished to learn that the route could be covered in half
that interval. It had been five mnutes before Roy had picked up The Shadow s
si ngl e-worded nessage; it was five nore before he hailed a cab outside the
Graywood Apartnents.

At the very tinme Roy was starting his actual ride to Radbard's, The
Shadow
arrived at the mllionaire' s mansion

It had been The Shadow s original intent to foll ow Roy al ong the danger
trail to-night. The Shadow had altered that decision, thanks to the statenents
that he had overheard Cel este make. Mention of two ways to Radbard's lair had
shown possi bl e advantages to be gai ned through an advance visit. The Shadow s
speedy trip was made in Me's cab, waiting outside the G aywood.

From dar kness cl ose to Radbard's mansi on, The Shadow approached the house
on foot. Aiding inside the fence that surrounded the building, he nade a
silent circuit of the grounds, studying the wi ndows as he passed them
Wher ever
he saw dimlights on the ground floor, The Shadow observed the outlines of
bar s
agai nst the w ndows.

It was obvious that Radbard was protected against invaders, yet in a
manner that would not excite the suspicion of the | aw. Mny pretentious
Manhattan houses were simlarly barred against burglary. It was likely, also,
that Radbard had installed an extensive al arm system

Passi ng a shaded bay wi ndow at one side of the house, The Shadow cane to
a
| ow doorway that was al nost out of sight, near a rear corner of the building.

That door was heavily hinged; it boasted a form dable | ock and a huge
i ron
knob. It was the very sort of entrance that any prow er woul d have passed up
as



a bad venture. The Shadow, hinself, mght have ignored it under other
ci rcunmst ances. He was banki ng, however, on Celeste's statenent regarding the
back door that led to safety. The strong door that The Shadow saw was the only
one that offered a special route fromthe house.

Edging to the | ow doorway, The Shadow tested the heavy knob. It was
rigid,
apparently | atched. The very tightness of the knob, however, was proof to The
Shadow that it was not latched fromthe inside. Latched knobs usually clicked
slightly. The Shadow s assunption, therefore, was that the tightness depended
upon sonme construction of the outside knob al one.

A deft gl oved hand nani pul ated the knob, found that strong inward
pressure
made it yield in plunger fashion. There was a slight click within the door
t he
knob twi sted | oose. A slight outward pull of the turning knob, and it engaged
the latch in normal fashion. The Shadow opened the door and entered.

W TH t he door cl osed behind him The Shadow stood in the thick darkness
of
a narrow wal | ed passage. He inspected the inner knob with a flashlight; found
that it was quite ordinary. The big key hole was a fake; but there were |arge
bolts on the inside of the door. The purpose of this special entrance was
obvi ous.

Through this door could come privil eged persons who wi shed to see Radbard
privately - provided the supercrook had told themthe secret of the tricky
out si de knob. |If Radbard wi shed to bar such visitors, he could do so by
fastening the bolts on the inside of the door. The passage itself offered only
one route inside the house. It led up a short flight of steps, then al ong an
inner wall. It made a sharp turn and term nated with a bl ocki ng door

The Shadow found this route with a tiny, probing flashlight. He
ext i ngui shed the torch as soon as he reached the door

Careful ly, The Shadow opened the door inward. He stepped into a |lighted
room Radbard's office. The roomwas enpty; but it was apparent that occupants
woul d soon arrive. A lanp was glowi ng from Radbard' s desk. Papers were stacked
there, awaiting the shipping magnate's inspection. The big safe in back of the
desk was wi de open. So was the door of a small, square corner closet.

Looki ng across the room The Shadow saw the door to the library. C osing
t he door by which he had just entered, he crossed the roomand tried the far
door. The Shadow peered into the library; saw that it was enpty. He entered,
cl osing the door of the office behind him

He saw the route to the front hall, but did not take it. Instead, The
Shadow sought the shelter of a deep al cove between two bookcases. Just as he
bl ended wi th darkness, two nen appeared fromthe hallway.

One, The Shadow knew, was Courtney Radbard; for he had seen the man in
t he
past. The other was Sideling; The Shadow recogni zed the secretary's
bespect acl ed
face as the frightened one that he had seen peering froma bel eaguered taxicab
on Tenth Avenue.

A few monents | ater, The Shadow | earned the nane of the frail nman whom he
once had rescued; for Radbard spoke angrily to the secretary, as the pair
entered the office.

"You neglected to bolt the other door, Sideling," stormed Radbard,
referring to the back door of the office. "Keep it bolted! There is still a
possibility of a visitor fromthat passage. | prefer to have hi mknock, rather
than enter the office unannounced."”

Wth this reference to Sol o Juke, Radbard sat down behind the big desk.
Sidling closed the door between the office and the library.

Al one in the book-lined library, The Shadow formed pronpt concl usions



regarding the link that had exi sted between Radbard and three crooks, two of
whom were dead. In past investigations, The Shadow had | earned of a tie-up
between crimnals in Europe and America. |In Radbard, he had uncovered the
mast er mi nd capabl e of dealing directly with Pierre Lebrunne.

THOUGH bl ocked of f fromthe rear passage by which he had entered, The
Shadow had anpl e range for new inspection. Such was inportant, for he needed
to
know the details of the front portion of the mansion

Comi ng fromthe darkened al cove, The Shadow approached the hall. He found
it deserted. Reaching the front door, The Shadow turned to view the marble
staircase

The Shadow s burning gaze met the metal stare of the bronze Apollo. Its
head tilted slightly downward, the huge statue was |ooking directly toward the
front door, like a silent sentinel. The giant figure was nmarvelously lifelike.

Its scul ptured formresenbled a Goliath, ready to throw back an advanci ng
horde. After a brief view of the statue, The Shadow shifted suddenly fromthe
line of the Apollo's gaze. He found a perfect hiding place behind one of the
mar oon curtains beside the front door

The Shadow had heard soft-footed steps froma far room As he wat ched
from
the curtain's edge, a servant entered the hallway. The man was Mshart. The
beefy-faced servitor halted near the front door; he assuned the pose of a man
on sentry duty.

Moshart did not wait |ong. A bell jangled; he stepped toward the door.
The
Shadow saw anot her servant appear fromthe far roonm a third nenial poked his
head over the balustrade fromthe second floor. Mshart pulled back the bolts
that barred the front floor. The Shadow heard hi m questi on sonme one. Mbdshart
stepped aside to adnmit Roy Medw n.

Even in the gl oony hallway, Roy showed traces of nervousness. There was
somet hi ng om nous in these surroundi ngs; the huge figure of Apollo seened to
indicate a giant, latent power that ruled this domain.

Moshart closed the front door and barred it. He notioned Roy to an
unconfortabl e chair near The Shadow s curtain. The servant started off through
the library.

It was then that Roy caught the tone of a sibilant whisper, so hushed

t hat
it reached his cars alone, unheard by Moshart or the spying servants. The
Shadow s whi sper was uttered with eerie effect; like the voice of a

ventriloquist, its exact source was veil ed.

Roy stared toward the mighty statue that held its fixed gaze toward the
door. For the nmoment, he thought that the tone could have come fromthose
bronze lips, for they alone were visible. Soon realization reached him That
whi sper was a token of The Shadow s presence.

The change that came over Roy Medwin was instantly apparent. Roy
straightened in his tall-backed chair. He | ooked toward the library, ready to
take that route as soon as he was sunmoned to nmeet Courtney Radbard.

Moshart cane back fromthe library. He had encountered Sideling on the
way. It was the frail secretary, who approached Roy Medw n; i ntroducing
hinself, Sideling invited Roy into the office.

As soon as the two had gone, Mshart went into the far room The two
peering servants had wi thdrawn as soon as Sideling appeared.

THE SHADOW cane fromthis hiding place. diding through the library, he
reached the door of the office. He nmoved the door slowy inward, to see Roy
sitting at the desk, across from Radbard, with Sideling standing by.

Radbard was greeting his visitor with a friendly smle. As part of his



policy, the supercrook had told Sideling not to | ock the door by which Roy had
entered. The Shadow noticed Roy make a sidelong gl ance toward the rear door of
the room Roy had renenbered Cel este's adnonition regarding that route to
safety.

"You have the coin with you?" Radbard's query was a purred one. "Ah! It
is
a fine specinen!" He smiled with the pleasure of a connoi sseur, as he received
the coin fromRoy. "Yes, the very sort that | require for my collection! This
coinis wrth a high figure.™

Pl acing the two-franc piece upon the desk, Radbard eyed it, then | ooked
up
with a slight snile.

"My specialty is the collection of unusual specinmens," he explained. "I
seek the best coin obtainable, of every variety, that was mnted in each
different year. Such a collection is sure to increase in value. This coin, for

i nstance, nmay catal ogue at only a few dollars. | shall be glad to offer fifty
dollars for it. Wuld that price he satisfactory?"

"Quite!" replied Roy. "It is nore than | expected.”

"Tell me," suggested Radbard, as he reached for a check book, "how did

you
happen to acquire such an excellent coin of this particular date? | should

li ke

to know how you were so fortunate."

Roy began a flaw ess story of his trip to Tarrydon's, nentioning that the
coi n deal er had tel ephoned him He was careful to avoid reference to Baskell
by nane; he also onmtted the fact that he had witnessed the fall of the
bui I di ng corni ce.

It was during Roy's tale that The Shadow eased the door shut and nade a
quick glide to the al cove between the bookcases.

Agai n, he had caught the approach of a sneaky tread. A few seconds |ater
Moshart pussyfooted into the room stopped by the office door and listened
t here. Unseen, The Shadow was | earning a val uabl e and unexpected fact.

Moshart, one of Radbard's own guards, was harboring some secret purpose
The servant was spying on his own chief!

Moshart did not eavesdrop |ong. He backed suddenly fromthe door; began
to
fumbl e at a bookcase. Like The Shadow. Mshart had heard approachi ng
footfalls.

This time, Celeste Lebrunne entered the library.

W TH a passing gl ance at Moshart, the girl went to a corner shelf that
hel d a set of |eather-bound French classics. Wile Cel este was choosi ng one of
the I arge volunes. Mdshart went out to the hallway, |ooking as unconcerned as
possi bl e.

Cel este picked out one of the books and gave a troubl ed glance toward the
door of Radbard's office. She suspected that Roy had arrived there. The fact
that all was quiet served to allay her fears.

The office door opened. Radbard appeared on the threshold, shaking hands
with Roy. Celeste turned away, busied herself with the books, to avoid any
sign
of recognition while Sideling conducted Roy to the front fl oor

Celeste followed as soon as the pair had passed. From where he stood, The
Shadow coul d view two separate occurrences.

He saw Mbshart unl ock the front door. Roy went out and Mdshart bolted the
door again, while Sideling stood by. Cel este had neared the staircase and
paused there with her book in hand. She nust have heard Roy drive away in a
waiting taxi, for the girl's face showed relief. She di sappeared up the
staircase, passing the bronze statue of Apollo, which was not visible from
wher e The Shadow wat ched.



Roy's pronpt departure outside was proof that Me's cab had been waiting.
The Shadow felt no further concern for Roy. He woul d be safe in that cab. He
had done well through his visit to Radbard. The supercrook suspected not hing.
That was indicated by the second sight that The Shadow vi ewed.

The door of the office was half opened. The Shadow coul d see Radbard at
t he desk. He was unscrewing the silver coin. Frombetween its |layers, he drew
the tiny slip of paper. Radbard's tawny face showed a knowi ng gl eam as he
read
the nunerical nessage with its cryptic nunber "312." He wadded the thin bit of
paper, flicked it into a wastebasket.

Radbard did not wait for Sideling's return. Instead, he cane fromthe
office and met the secretary at the wi de doorway between the library and the
hal|. Radbard told Sideling that he could have the evening off as he, hinself,
was going to his club. Mshart brought Radbard a heavy overcoat and a high
silk
hat .

ALL had noved into the hallway. O ear of any possible observation, The
Shadow nade a shift into the lighted office. He began a quick inspection of
Radbard' s desk. In one drawer, he found a box that contai ned a nunber of
foreign coins, anong them sone of the two-franc pieces.

Doubt | ess, those were holl ow ones; if so, they had contai ned past
nmessages. The Shadow did not waste tine inspecting them

He studi ed Radbard's opened safe, its contents all on display. He saw no
signs of anything inportant, not even the express box that Sideling had
carried
fromthe pier. That had probably been sent to Radbard's business office.

Al'l that The Shadow di scovered el sewhere was a newspaper, folded and
turned to the page that carried the shipping news. It bore checkmarks on the
nanes of two steanshi ps, one due to arrive from Europe on March 11th; the
ot her, on March 13t h.

Hearing Sideling comng fromthe library, The Shadow stepped into the
square closet in the corner and closed its door part way. The secretary
entered, but did not notice that the closet door was ajar. He closed the door
of the safe, turned to the desk to wind the little clock. After that, Sideling
nmet hodi cally pulled the date slip fromthe desk cal endar, changing it from
March 8th to March 9th.

The secretary turned out some of the lights, then | ooked toward the
bol t ed
rear door of the office. He remenbered sonething; |eaving the desk | anp agl ow,
he went out through the library.

Several mnutes passed. Sideling did not return. He had been wearing hat
and coat when he entered for his final duties; probably he had changed his
m nd
about com ng back. The Shadow edged hal fway fromthe cl oset, glided out of
si ght
again as Mshart soft-shoed into the office.

The beefy-faced servant had returned, instead of Sideling. It was plain
from Moshart's manner that something was afoot. His stride was creepy; he
stopped inside the door to close it and thus cut off connection with the
library.

The Shadow wat ched Moshart pass the gl ow of the desk | anp. Keenly, the
cl oaked observer knew that he was soon to wi tness the reason for Mshart's
sneaky spying. The servant reached the rear door of the office, gave a soft
tap
there with his finger tips.

An answering scratch came fromthe other side. Mdshart eased back the
bol ts.

The door opened. A man cane from darkness and joi ned Mdshart beside the



gl owi ng desk | anp. The Shadow recogni zed a sullen, darkish face, with hard,
thick lips beneath a straightened nose and forehead. The man whom Moshart had
admitted was Sol o Juke.

Moshart was the lone wolf's spy. Here, in Courtney Radbard's own
headquarters, Solo Juke had come to plot against the naster-crimnal

CHAPTER Xl
RADBARD S RETURN

SOLO JUKE lost no tine in voicing his business to Moshart. He had cone to
get a line on Radbard's latest activities. Listening fromthe closet, The
Shadow coul d hear Sol o query:

"Radbard's gone out, |ike you thought he woul d?"

An affirmative response came from Moshart.

"What about the secretary?" demanded Sol o. "Where's he at? And the French
nol | 2"

"Sideling has taken the evening off," returned Moshart. "He instructed ne
to go through the passage and bar the rear door."

"Radbard's order, huh? In case | showed up while he was out. Did the dane
go out, too?"

"Madenoi sel | e Lebrunne has retired. The other servants are either in the
kitchen or in their roons. | amon duty alone.”

Sol o displayed a grin when he received this news. Eying the office with
suspi ci ous gaze, he called for a further report. Mshart gave it in a
di sappoi nted tone.

"Radbard has given no indication that he has any jewels," declared the
servant. "There are always tinmes when he noves about the house alone. | admt
that he could have them here, at |east downstairs. Not on the second fl oor
t hough. | have been there too regularly, and | have searched thoroughly."

"Maybe Sideling knows something,"” asserted Solo. "I'd like to snatch that
lug and put the heat on him™"

"Sideling knows very little," assured Mdshart. "It is a sure thing that
Radbard has told himnothing inportant. But the girl may know sone facts -"

"About the sparklers?" snorted Sol o. "CQuess again, Mshart. I'mwi se to
t he whol e set-up! Pierre Lebrunne has shipped those rocks straight through to
Courtney Radbard! They're working the racket together, and the noll is part of
the front. Radbard brought her here to bluff guys |ike Leo, Beak, and nyself.

"I't worked, because they didn't let the moll in the know Pierre hasn't
put her wi se to anything. \Whatever dope he sends through goes straight to
Radbard. There was a guy carried the news, wi thout knowing it. That bird was
Luff Barrago."

Sol o, through his inside know edge, was stating facts that The Shadow had
al ready di vined. The Shadow, however, could see added reasons for Celeste's
presence in New York. Courtney Radbard was hol ding the girl as hostage, unti
the deal was finished.

Pierre Lebrunne had shrewdly agreed to send Celeste to New York because,
in a pinch, he could communicate directly with his sister. Celeste, despite
her
i gnorance of the arrangenent, was serving as double surety in the deal between
her brother and Radbard.

"THOSE sparklers are here," assured Solo, grimy. "Radbard fenced sone,
just to see if he could pull it without us getting wise. It didn't work, so he
got rid of Leo and Beak. Radbard's hanging on to a big lot of the jewels,
ri ght
now - and |I'mnot swell-headed enough to think it's on account of ne. Radbard
figures me as small-fry. He thinks it would be a cinch to rub nme out, if I



squawked.

"He's got a better reason for waiting. It's because all the jewels aren't
here yet. There's a pile of them they'd fill a box a foot square and a foot
hi gh, fromwhat |1've heard. That was too many for one shipnent. Radbard' s been
storing them as | figure it, and he was stalling while he stacked them up

"But don't ask ne how he got themthrough the custons. They weren't in
t hose express boxes. Radbard proved that to us. Luff couldn't have carried
t hem
t hrough. He would have told us. 1'd like to know nore, though, about Luff and
hi s messages. "

Moshart shook his head to indicate his ignorance of the subject. He
opened
t he desk drawer and showed Sol o the boxful of silver coins. Solo was quick
with
t he query.

"What're these?"

"Foreign coins that Radbard collects," explained Mdshart. "Luff may have

brought him some; but | amnot sure. There was a man here to-night. | think he
sol d Radbard nore coins for the collection, but I can't be sure."
"Why not ?

"I was unable to listen outside the door because the girl was in the
library."

Sol o grunted; then maintained silence while he inspected the silver
coi ns.
There was a reading glass in Radbard's drawer; Solo used the lens, but failed
to
detect any scratches or peculiar marks upon the silver pieces. He closed the
drawer and gestured inpatiently.

"Radbard coul dn't get sparklers through with a |lot of junky coins," he
deci ded. "The guy is just bugs about his coin collection, that's all. Come on
Moshart; let's tap the joint. W' ve got tine."

MOSHART suggested that they begin their search in the office. Solo
overruled the plan, arguing that it would be better to inspect the front of
t he
house while all was quiet. The two went out through the library. Conming from
t he
cl oset, The Shadow f ol | owed.

Fromthe big door of the library, he watched the pair nmake expert search
Wth speed and precision, they covered every inch of the hallway - tapping the
wal I s for secret panels, pressing the floor boards for hidden springs. Solo
whi spered to Mdshart; the servant went across the hall. During Mdshart's
absence, Sol o exam ned each step of the marble staircase, creeping alnpst to
the second fl oor.

Moshart returned, bringing a hammer, with the head wapped in a towel.
Carefully; the servant began to tap the marbl e base of the Apollo statue; then
he rapped the bronze itself. Miffled clangs sounded, barely audible in the
hal lway. Al were solid.

Stretching, Mshart tapped the body of the massive figure and managed to
reach its shoulders with his hamrer strokes.

Sol o whi spered from above. Sliding down beside the statute, Mshart gave
the hanmrer a lazy upward flip. Solo caught the turning handle; he stretched
over the balustrade and managed to tap the top of the statue's head, circling
the crown and clanging the bronze ears.

The nmetal was solid. Solo tossed the hamer down to Moshart.

Seating hinself on the nmarble steps, Solo |lighted a cigarette while
Moshart was returning the hamrer and towel to the pantry. During that
i nterval
The Shadow glided fromthe library, took his place behind one of the draperies



besi de the doorway. He was there when Moshart returned.

Sol o cane down the staircase to join the servant. The two went into the
library.

There they made anot her thorough search, cooperating to gain speed.
Moshart lifted a stretch of books fromthe shelves, held themwhile Solo
t apped
t he woodwor k where the books had been. In this manner, they went through the
entire library in rapid fashion

They finished, without result. Solo grow ed the next nove:

"The office is the only bet. 1'll handle it, Mshart, while you stay out
in the hall."

Solo went into the office. Comng to the hallway, Mshart brushed a
curtain that hung at the side of the wi de doorway. That was The Shadow s
present station. Mshart al nbst grazed the unseen observer, as he passed.

The door of the office was ajar; Solo had left it that way, in case of
word from Moshart. Aiding through the library, The Shadow reached the doorway
and wat ched Sol o search

The darki sh crook did a thorough job, covering the closet as well as the
room Finding the safe unl ocked, Solo inspected its interior. Wen he returned
to the lanplight, his face was sour. Solo had not found a single jewel, nor
any
clue to the wanted swag.

Di sgusted, Sol o saw no need to contact Mshart again. He opened the rear
door of the office; the knob clicked as he turned it. Solo stepped through
closed the door with a slight slam Those noi ses were made w t hout purpose,
but
they served Solo in a |ucky manner which he did not suspect.

They drowned ot her sounds that The Shadow shoul d have heard: creeping
footfalls coming through the library.

VWHEN The Shadow di d hear the creep, it was close behind him He whirl ed,
whi pped out an automatic. He was too late; a husky formwas already | aunching
itself upon him

The Shadow s gun scaled fromhis fist as Mishart grabbed his arm and
drove
hi m hard agai nst the wall beside the office doorway.

Coming to contact Sol o, Moshart had seen the bl ackness at the partly
opened door. He had not recognized it as a living figure until The Shadow
whirl ed; but at that nonment, Mshart had been cl ose enough to spring. He had a
revol ver of his own; he sledged a hard blowwith it, as The Shadow fl attened
agai nst the wall.

As his first automatic thudded the floor, The Shadow gri pped a second .45
with his free I eft hand. He bobbed his head to avoid Mshart's stroke. The
servant mssed; his gun banged the wall, rebounded at a chance angle.
Moshart's
heavy fist thudded the back of The Shadow s neck

The cl oaked fighter sagged. His fresh gun dropped fromhis nervel ess
fingers. The numbing jolt passed quickly; The Shadow was able to grab Mshart,
before slunping to the floor. Viciously, the servant tried another |ong-arned
swi ng. Ranming his head forward, The Shadow battered his husky opponent
squarely in the chest.

Moshart's sl ashi ng hand went beyond The Shadow s shoul der. The servant
doubl ed toward the wall. d oved hands nmade a quick grab for his neck. An
instant later, Mdshart was as hel pl ess as a venonous cobra in the grip of a
fighti ng nongoose.

Coming up fromthe floor, The Shadow reel ed the bul ky servant half across
the library. Mshart's arns were flaying hel plessly; his eyes were bul gy from
The Shadow s choki ng cl utch

The gl oved hands | oosed their hold, as Moshart's head tilted back. As the



crook rallied, The Shadow caught his chin with one hand, the | ower part of his
neck with the other. Up went Mshart's head; pressing fingers jabbed him bel ow
t he Adami s appl e.

It was the perfect knock-out treatnment - a nove nore paral yzing than a
hard punch to the jaw. Mshart crunpled w thout a nurnur and flattened |ike
dead wei ght upon the fl oor

Instinctively, The Shadow turned toward the door of the office. On the
t hreshol d, he saw Sol o Juke. The |one wolf had heard the sounds of thudding
guns and crashi ng bodies, despite the intervening door that he had cl osed.

I nstead of going out by the passage, Solo had returned through the office, in
tine to witness Moshart's fall.

Had The Shadow paused to reclaima gun. He woul d have met his doom His
only chance lay in the fact that Solo had not fully grasped the situation. The
dar ki sh crook was aimng a revolver; but he had not quite sighted The Shadow.

Instantly, The Shadow drove in upon the crook. Solo snarled his
chal | enge;
recogni zed his adversary as the bl ack-clad aval anche hurled itself squarely
for
hi m

Sol o was carried backward before he had a chance to fire. H's finger |ost
the trigger. Staggering halfway across the office, the crook was tenporarily
at
di sadvantage. Al that saved himwas the desk

Sol o stopped short as he struck it. Hs gun flipped fromhis fist; he
responded with a barehanded rally.

Moshart had proven husky; but Solo was wiry as well as strong. In this
grappl e, he showed hinmself a capable adversary. He twi sted free of The
Shadow s
neck-clutch; locked with his cl oaked opponent and made a powerful bid for

victory.
As they reeled across the room Solo managed to pin The Shadow to the
wal . He saw the slouch hat fall from The Shadow s head; drove one fist in a

heavy punch for a hawki sh face. The Shadow s arm swung up to turn the bl ow
grabbi ng for elusive shoul ders, Solo ripped away The Shadow s cl oak. He
clutched for the shape beneath; managed to gain a |ucky hol d.

Again the fighters |ocked, with the cl oak between them each trying to
snother the other in its folds. They swung toward the front door of the
of fice;
hal t ed suddenly, |ocked notionless as each strove with full strength. The
out come, at that nonment, depended upon which fighter first yielded ground.

Whoever did woul d be the prey of the other

The Shadow was staring across Solo's shoulder, viewing the library. He
saw
Moshart coming groggily to his feet, funbling for the gun. It would be
possi bl e
to finish Solo before Mishart came back into conbat; but as he | ooked beyond
the servant, The Shadow spied a sight that would have made any ot her fighter
give up in despair.

The crash of battle had sounded the alarm Through fromthe hal |l way
appeared a pair of loyal servants belonging to Courtney Radbard. Both were
armed with revolvers; and these reserves were not alone. Behind them also
carrying a gun, cane Radbard hinsel f.

The master-crook had returned to find the house in commotion. Wth arned
men at his heels, Courtney Radbard was driving through to overwhel m The
Shadow.

Unar med, al ready hampered by a clutching, stubborn foe in the person of Solo
Juke, The Shadow was open to Radbard's attack

AT that griminstant, The Shadow s cause seened usel ess. Trapped in the



lair of a crimnal, only quick departure could save him That was inpossible
at
t he nmonent, because of Solo's clutch

Courtney Radbard's dark eyes now gleanmed with anticipated triunph, as he
saw the telltale cloak that hung fromthe | ocked arms of the fighters in the
of fice.

Radbard was a mnurderer who dealt nerciless death. He had found his chance
to weak that doom upon The Shadow

CHAPTER Xl
FORGOTTEN COVBAT

AS he neared the doorway, striking ahead of his followers, Courtney
Radbard saw a sudden change in the struggl e between The Shadow and Sol o Juke.
Radbard gl i npsed burning eyes that shone from a hawki sh face; then the
fighters
twi sted. Radbard spied the darker countenance of Solo Juke, strained to livid
fury. He recognized The Shadow s adversary.

Radbard ai ned his revol ver for The Shadow s shoul ders. They swung
si dewi se; a quick foot hooked the edge of the opened door. An instant |ater
the barrier was swinging swiftly shut; inpelled by a powerful kick. It slamed
squarely in front of Radbard's face before the shipping magnate could reach
it.

Radbard t hrew his shoul der agai nst the door, twi sting the knob at the
sane
time. The barrier gave; then slamed again under the inpetus of two figures
from
wi t hi n. The Shadow and Sol o were battering against the door.

Radbard sprang back fromthe door; notioned his two servants to put their
shoulders to it. They nmade the drive; again, the door yielded and sl amred.

A conbi ned surge of The Shadow and Sol o had outwei ghed the strength of
Radbard's men. For a nonment. Radbard was ready to add his own driving power to
a new attenpt; warily, he gave up the idea. Mshart had recovered; the big
servant's bulk was all that was needed. Radbard booned an order for Mshart to
hel p the pair at the door

Moshart hesitated, feigning groggi ness. He was thinking of Sol o Juke,
wonderi ng how the |l one crook would fare later. Suddenly, it dawned on Mshart
that Solo was in a worse jamw th The Shadow than he would be with Radbard. It
woul d be preferable to play along with Radbard and bl uff the supercrook
afterward.

Radbard was fumi ng at Moshart's del ay; the servant decided to fake no
| onger.

WIllingly, Mshart |unged forward beside the servants at the door. One
turned the knob; both shoul dered forward and Moshart hurled his bulk with
theirs. The door gave instantly; Radbard' s three strong-arm servants went
pellmell into the office, sprawing head-first across the floor

THE resisting fighters had gone fromw thin the door. The result was an
unexpected plunge for the new attackers; one that |eft them hel pl ess, as they
cane to hands and knees. They woul d have been an easy prey for attack, if it
had not been for Radbard. The tawny-faced master of the nansion sized the
situation while his followers spraw ed.

Springing to the opened doorway, Radbard was ready with his revol ver.
Looki ng across the office, he saw the rear door slamshut, to nmark the
departure of an agile, quick-witted battler. Radbard snapped an order to his
nmen to follow.

Moshart, first to come up, ained his revolver at the rear door, ready to



bl ast futile shots through the wooden barrier

A sharp command from Radbard halted him Radbard preferred pursuit; for
he
bel i eved The Shadow to be unarmed, particularly when he saw the glimrer of
Sol 0' s di scarded revol ver, beneath the desk. By quick work, The Shadow coul d
be
overtaken at the outer door beyond the passage and dropped by rmuffled gunfire.

Moshart understood; he and the other two servants scranbled for the rear
door of the office. As his men sprang to pursuit, Radbard cannily | ooked about
the room

Anot her command from Radbard halted the chase. The tawny lips enmtted an
el ated snarl, that indicated pursuit would be unnecessary. Moshart and the
ot hers turned; they saw Radbard pointing toward the corner closet.

There, hal fway through the door, was the cl oaked figure of The Shadow.
Hs
shoul ders sl unped beneath the ripped garment, his slouch hat planted askew
upon
his head, the groggy battler was wavering helplessly. His left forearm had
crooked the knob of the hal f-opened cl oset door

Radbard and his servants watched the door wabble back and forth under the
uncertain weight. Then the weakened arm slipped | oose. Headl ong, the cl oaked
fighter floundered into the closet and lay there, huddl ed notionl ess.

MOSHART gri nned despite hinself. He was pl eased because Sol o Juke had won
out; al so because Sol o had been smart enough to make a get-away through the
rear passage. Perhaps Radbard had not recognized Sol o; that would be all for
the better.

But even if Radbard guessed, or knew, that The Shadow s antagoni st had
been Solo, it would be a sinple matter for Mshart to explain matters. The big
servant had his story all prepared

Still grinning, Moshart pointed his revolver toward the huddl ed fighter
in
bl ack, intending to be the first to drill The Shadow with shots that would
nean
certain death. Radbard sprang over to Mdyshart, halted the big man's nove

"No gunfire, Moshart," warned the magnate. "It is unnecessary; and we
have
fortunately avoided it. W hold The Shadow hel pl ess. He is unconsci ous. "

"Maybe he's faking, sir -"

"No. If he had his senses, he would never try to hide hinmself like an
ostrich. Look at him with only his head buried from sight. Neverthel ess,
shal |l give himno chance for trickery. Keep himcovered, all of you."

The three servants pointed their guns, held their fingers ready on the
triggers. Radbard kept his own revol ver ainmed straight for the closet; he
stepped forward and gripped the cl oaked shoulders that lay there. Wth a show
of power that amazed his own nmen, Radbard wenched the inert figure upward and
backward wi th one hand.

"The Shadow " sneered Radbard, as the cl oaked form spraw ed face upward.
"I saw his face as he fought! W shall viewit closer -"

He was whi sking away the slouch hat as he spoke, jabbing his revol ver
toward the eyes beneath. Radbard's words were boastful, until they stopped in
the middl e of their sentence. Radbard' s sneer becane a wordl ess snarl

Radbard was right when he stated that he had seen the unconsci ous
fighter's face during the struggle. He was wong, however, in his statenment of
identity. The sweat-streaked face that displayed closed eyelids was darkish
and
sull en, not keen and hawkl i ke.

The cl oaked captive was Sol o Juke!



RADBARD S har sh- hi ssed breath was showi ng his pronpt recognition of The
Shadow s artful ruse. The Shadow had choked Sol o i nto subm ssion. Rather than
search futilely for Solo's gun, and with it neet the instant onslaught of
foenmen fromthe library, The Shadow had adopted a qui cker, surer schene.

He had swung Sol o agai nst the door of the closet; had let the ripped
cl oak
fall upon the toppling crook's shoul ders. The sl ouch hat happening to be
handy,

The Shadow had planted it on Solo's head; then nade his exit by the door to
t he
rear passage.

Radbard, mistaking Solo's cloaked formfor The Shadow, had called off his
hounds before they coul d pursue the actual victor. The delay finished any
possibility of overtaking The Shadow.

G aring wathfully, Courtney Radbard held only one consol ati on. He had
driven The Shadow to flight. That, at |east, seenmed proof that the
master-fighter was not invincible. The thought brought an insidious snmle to
Radbard's |ips.

The master-crook did not suspect the real truth - that The Shadow had
chosen flight deliberately, to nake Radbard |l ess wary in the future. Nor did
Radbard guess that The Shadow, |ike hinself, had wanted to postpone
battl e-action noise that mght bring in the I aw

It was The Shadow s policy to play a waiting game; to keep the | aw away
from Radbard's while the naster-crook's plans were still unripened. The Shadow
shared Sol o's opinion, that Radbard still expected jewels from abroad.

Radbard was studying Sol o Juke, who lay linp on the floor; clear of The
Shadow s di scarded cl oak. Radbard wanted to know why Sol o had cone here; al so
how he had happened to gain entrance. Since Solo was reviving too slowy to
suit him Radbard sought the explanation from Mshart.

"The Shadow nust have entered soon after you left, sir," stated Moshart.
"Sideling told ne to bar the passage. | did not delay long; but | am sure that
he nust have entered in the nmeantine."

"What makes you think that?" demanded Radbard.

"I heard curious noises," returned Mdshart. "Com ng through the hallway,
I
fancied that | heard a scrape at the foot of the Apollo statue. Later, there
was

a noise in the library. Then" - Mshart was steady, as he cane to the climax
of
his fal sehood - "I cane in here and found the rear passage unl ocked."

The statenent was |ogical. Radbard accepted it. The Shadow woul d
logically
have opened the back route before he began his prow, judging fromthe speed

that he had shown in taking it after the battle.
"I was startled by a noise in the library," continued Mshart, weaving

hi s

story further. "I hurried there. |I encountered The Shadow. While | struggl ed
with him | saw Juke come into the office fromthe back door. He nust have
cone

to visit you, and heard ny struggle. | managed to di sarm The Shadow, but he

over powered me. "

RADBARD went into the library; found The Shadow s | ost autonmatics as
testimony of Mdshart's story. A sudden worry gnawed the supercrook; there was
t he chance that The Shadow coul d have arnmed hinself outside, to return with
fol | oners.

Hastily, Radbard sent Moshart and the servant through the rear passage,
to



bar the outside door. Wile they were gone, Radbard shook Solo to revive him

The sull en-faced crook cane to life slowy, staging a bluff all the
whi | e.

He had regained sufficient consciousness to overhear Mshart's story. \Wen he
was ready to talk, Solo supplied details that fitted perfectly with the
servant's testinony.

Radbard showed no suspicion of the tale. He thanked Solo for his efforts,
and propped the crook in a chair across fromthe desk

The servants returned to announce that all was well: the passage cl eared
and the door barred. Radbard di sm ssed them and concentrated upon Sol o Juke.

"Let us forget the past," purred Radbard. "This is your first visit,

Sol o,
since the deaths of Leo Jebbrey and Beak Hadlett -"

"They got what was coming to them" interrupted Solo. "They both tried to
doubl e-cross you; and Luff Barrago did the sane. That was why | breezed in
here
to-night - to let you know how | stood."

"I appreciate that, Solo. You have shown good judgnent in not believing
their ridiculous opinions regarding the jewels. | have received none from
Lebrunne. "

"Don't | know it? Didn't you show us the enpty express box?"

"Of course!" Radbard nodded approvingly. "That settled it, for any one of
your comon sense. Ah! Here is Sideling. Go out by the front way, Solo. In the
future, call me by tel ephone when you wish to see nme. | nust keep the back
door
barred to prevent The Shadow s entry."

Sideling, just returned fromhis evening off, was astonished to find
Radbard in conference with Sol o. Covering his surprise, the secretary ushered
Sol o out through the front hall. After that, he returned to find Radbard
awai ting him The arch-crook told Sideling the details of The Shadow s visit;
showed himthe only trophies: a torn cloak and a mashed hat, with a brace of
automati cs.

"W pull ed The Shadow s fangs," sneered Radbard, "but he will produce new
ones. Let himl W shall be ready for him Sideling!"

TRUE to form Radbard was confiding very little in his secretary. It was
after Sideling had gone that the murderous shipping man indulged in his rea
t hought s, which were nmade plain both by certain actions and the expressions
whi ch showed upon his | eoni ne count enance.

From t he desk drawer, Radbard produced the box of silver coins; he
jingled
them then let the pieces of noney trickle back into the container. Striking
toget her, the coins made a holl ow sound that Sol o Juke had not detected.
Radbard, however, was willing to concede that sone one keener than Sol o m ght
have detected the false clink, even with only a single coin to inspect.

Radbard was thinki ng of The Shadow.

Sonehow, that cl oaked master had gained a trail to this mansion. The only
possi bl e clue was the silver coin that Roy Medwi n had brought to-night. The
Shadow had figured in battle near Broadway, when Roy had narrow y escaped
deat h. Renenbering that Roy had said nothing about the falling cornice,
Radbar d
chuckl ed deeply.

That fact had seened uninportant, earlier in the evening. It neant
something, in light of recent events. It proved that Roy Medwi n had been sent
here by The Shadow.

To Radbard, Roy was but a pawn, whose elimnation mght prove too costly;
particularly since Roy could have | earned but little from The Shadow. Radbard
knew The Shadow s reputed nethods of playing a | one game. Since he knew
not hi ng



of Celeste's secret visit to Roy's apartnment, Radbard was quite sure that the
young man coul d be regarded as quite uninportant.

The Shadow s visit was all that counted. Considering its significance,
Radbard centered upon one definite answer. He was positive that The Shadow had
| earned the secret of the silver coin; that he had opened it to read the
cryptic message that consisted solely of the figure 312. That belief did not
perturb Radbard; instead, it caused a pleased, evil smle to flicker on his
lips.

Leani ng back in his chair, Radbard half spoke al oud as he stretched his
hand and hel ped hinself to a cigar

"The Shadow knows," spoke Radbard. "This time, he has learned too little
and too nuch!"

The curl of Radbard's lips was proof that he believed The Shadow s
know edge woul d [ ead to The Shadow s own undoi ng.

CHAPTER XI I'|
THE CHANCE CLUE

TWD afternoons | ater found Roy Medwi n seated at his desk in the
advertising agency. Roy was idle; his thoughts refused to concentrate on his
usual task of turning out advertising copy. Picturing past events, Roy
i nvari ably cane back to one recollection

He renenbered Cel este Lebrunne.

Roy was convinced that Cel este's warning had been genui ne. There was
pr oof
of it - the fact that he had seen Celeste in Radbard's library. Roy knew, too,
from The Shadow s presence in Radbard's house, that danger must have | urked
there.

One fact, however, was nost inpressive to Roy.

Cel este had not been purely inpersonal in her warning of the night
bef ore.

She had taken the risk of comng to see Roy, instead of sinply calling him by
t el ephone; and her reason had been to nake sure that he was a nman who deserved
the hel p that she could give.

"I am Cel este Lebrunne."

Roy coul d renmenber the words with which the girl had introduced herself.
As he recalled them he could al nbst see Celeste's face; his ears caught the
tone of that w stful whisper. Celeste's words had been those of self-reproach
as if she condemmed herself for being who she was.

I ndi gnation gripped Roy. Celeste was too fine a girl to live under the
cloud that bl em shed her name. She meant too nuch to Roy. For a nonent, he
wonder ed why he kept repeating that thought; then came the answer, one he
woul d
have ri dicul ed the day before.

Roy Medwi n knew that he was completely in love with Cel este Lebrunne.

It was a rather startling discovery, for Roy was a self-sufficient young
man who had al ways scoffed at the theory of love at first sight. As he
consi dered his present state, another fact dawned upon him one that expl ained
why he had nelted so conpletely. Sonething beyond hinself had certainly
inspired himto | ove Cel este. That sonething had been the girl's own attitude.

Roy realized that Celeste had fallen in love with him that her tender
enotion was the inspiration that wakened him He recognized how the girl had
suffered in the past. Hel plessly, she had been used as an instrument to serve
men of crine. She had been protected, kept secure fromharm because her
gui l el ess nature made her an asset in the plans of supercrimnals.

Her brother, Pierre Lebrunne, was unquestionably a man of culture, who
kept up a constant pose as a person of inportance. That was why Pierre had



teaned with Courtney Radbard, also a man of amazing ability at pretense.
Pierre

had taken no risk in entrusting Cel este to Radbard's care. The deal had only
served to strengthen their alliance.

Yet, all the while, Celeste had been unhappy, despite the luxury in which
she lived. She had seen the sort of criminals who served her brother and
Radbard. She knew that they - Pierre and Radbard - were as bad as the others,
but merely glossed. If ever a wonan had reason to lose faith in all nen,

Cel este was one. Nevertheless, the girl had held to the belief that some day
she woul d neet a man whom she coul d | ove.

In neeting Roy, Celeste had found that nman.

GRI MY, Roy faced facts that concerned himpersonally. He had been
willing
to do his part in a battle against nmen of crinme; but there was nore than that
at
stake. |If Radbard's career of evil could be halted, Roy would be the greatest
wi nner; if Radbard triunphed against all attacks, Roy would suffer an
irreparable loss. He would | ose Cel este forever

Radbard nust be beaten. Celeste nust be released fromtoils of crine
whil e
still in New York. Married to Roy, she would becone an American citizen
Pierre
Lebrunne could never recall her to France.

The obstacle - and a |large one - was Radbard. Roy knew that he hinself
could never dent the prestige of the supercrook. There was one powerful being
who al one could triunmph over the insidious crimnal

That bei ng was The Shadow.

Determ ned nore than ever to cooperate with The Shadow, Roy found hinself
hel pl ess. There was not hing he could do; no nove he could make. Hi s drab
office
annoyed him He stared at the cal endar that bore the date of March 10th; it
rem nded himof the one that he had seen at Radbard's. The desk cl ock rankled
himalso. It, too, rem nded himof Radbard's lair.

Studying the tine, Roy noticed that it was four-thirty. He wondered if
t he
hal f hour to five o' clock would ever pass.

A jangl e of the tel ephone roused himfromhis reverie. He answered the
call, to learn that a man naned Dugley had arrived and wi shed to see him

Dugl ey proved to he a sad-eyed, dry-faced man. Al one with Roy, he
announced that he was a dealer in rare coins; that he had asked the Apex Coin
Co. for the name of a New York coin collector who was al so an adverti sing nan
They had found Roy's name upon their nost recent list of clients.

Roy becane alert at mention of the Apex Coin Co. He decided that they
nust
have checked his nanme in the tel ephone book, to note that it had a double
listing: H s apartnent and the advertising agency. He wondered if Dugley woul d
mention the name of Courtney Radbard.

Dugley failed to do so. Instead, he produced a pencil-marked paper and
passed it to Roy.

"This is an announcenent that | send to prospects,

stated Dugley, in a

weary tone. "I mailed a few hundred of them before | came to New York, to
di splay my stock of rare coins. The |letter brought very poor results. | have
tried to correct it, but I amnot satisfied. If you will rewite the copy for

me, M. Medwin, | shall be glad to pay whatever fee you ask."

"Very well," agreed Roy, quite disappointed at the insignificance of
Dugley's visit. "How long will you be in New York?"

"I leave to-norrow," replied the sad-eyed nman. "To-night, | shal
conti nue



nmy display; | should be glad to have you call any time before el even o' clock
| f
you do not conme, | shall return here to-norrow "

Dugl ey departed. Roy studied the poorly witten formletter that the coin
dealer had left with him Roy's eyes roanmed to the bottom of the sheet there
they halted. Three figures glared at himfromthe page - figures that forned
t he nunber 312!

Dugl ey' s Headquarters in New York was an obscure hotel called the
Bel vant .

No. 312 was the room whi ch Dugl ey had taken for his display of coins.

ROY' S thoughts foll owed a | ogi cal sequence. Dugley, an itinerant coin
deal er, unquestionably reserved roons |ong beforehand in the cities where he
expected to be. He had to be sure of the room nunber, on specific dates, in
order to mail his announcenents in advance.

It occurred to Roy that Dugley, like Luff Barrago, nmust be an unwitting
nmessenger between Pierre Lebrunne and Courtney Radbard. Perhaps the dry-faced
deal er had anot her hollow coin, that had reached himfrom abroad. It m ght
carry a definite message. Luff's coin, with its cryptic paper marked "312,"
could well have been an advance notice to Radbard, telling himwhere to find
the | ater nessage.

Al this was specul ation; yet Roy was positive that the nunber on
Dugl ey' s
circular was nore than coi nci dence. This very night, the evening of March
10t h,

m ght be the tine when Radbard would call at Room 312 in the Bel vant Hotel

In his enthusiasm Roy thought up an inmedi ate pretext for |eaving the
of fice before five. Qutside the building, he hailed a cab; started to tell the
driver to take himto the Bel vant Hotel. He suddenly changed the order; gave
his own apartnent address instead.

Roy's first thought had been to | ook up Dugley; give sone excuse for
havi ng come to see him That seened too hasty a course. It would be better to
wait until evening, then make the visit that Dugley hinself had suggested.

VWen he reached his apartnent, Roy began to plan every detail, even to
t he
possibility that he mi ght neet Radbard at the Belvant. Roy smiled to hinself;
the fact that he was doing advertising work for Dugley would be a good bl uff.
Hs smle suddenly faded. Wuld the bluff work with Radbard? Roy began to
doubt
it.

Dar kness settled as Roy paced his apartnment, puffing furiously at his
pi pe
until his tongue ached and the roomwas | aden with snmoke. He was pronpted by
t he
urge to act on his own, that he mght free Celeste from bondage. But Radbard's
possi bl e keenness was a nenace that Roy coul d not overl ook

At | ast, sheer desperation started himon his trip. Roy pocketed the
scram ed circular letter; opened the door of the apartnment.

A cl oaked figure blocked him The Shadow, attired in new garb of bl ack,
stepped into the living room

SHARP eyes surveyed Roy's strained face; hidden |ips whispered for Roy to
state what ever new event had occurred. Roy stood amazed; then realized his own
f ool har di ness.

In one brief gaze, The Shadow had | earned that Roy had acquired some new
pur pose. That, alone, made Roy recognize that he could not stand the scrutiny
of Courtney Radbard, should the master-crook nmeet himto-night. Roy produced
the circular letter, handed it to The Shadow and blurted out the facts of



Dugley's visit to the office.

A whi spered | augh told Roy that he had overstepped his depth. Then cane
firmwords of command. Roy was to remain in this apartment. The Shadow woul d
undertake the visit to Dugley's hotel room

Roy felt an inmrediate relief; then a |last objection struck him Wthout
t hi nki ng, he expressed his thoughts al oud.

"I must act on ny own, sonehow," spoke Roy. "I nust! On account of
Cel este

"Celeste will be safe," interposed The Shadow, his tone an even one. "You
can aid her best by remaining here. Your opportunity will arrive in tinme.
Celeste will understand."

The words did nore than allay Roy's qualns. They told himthat The Shadow
had recogni zed Roy's | ove for Celeste; and knew also that the girl was in | ove

with Roy.

Hi s confidence at its highest point, Roy spoke his wllingness for The
Shadow to undertake the mission in his place. He knew that The Shadow
understood all. To Roy, The Shadow s pronise of Celeste's safety was like a

decree of final judgment.

VWhen Roy | ooked up toward the door, The Shadow was gone. Roy was
confi dent
that the cl oaked avenger was already on his way to the Bel vant Hot el

SUCH was the case. Riding in his swift taxi, The Shadow |l ost no tine in
approachi ng the obscure hotel. He had reason for early arrival at the Belvant.
Events were schedul ed there; Room 312 woul d become an all inportant spot, as
soon as darkness offered a conplete cover to any one who mght visit the
hot el .

Ni ght's bl anket was already settled. There was no tinme to | ose.

The taxi reached the Belvant, rolled past the poorly lighted front of the
old hotel. The Belvant was poorly located; it was flanked with griny

bui I di ngs,

and the street behind it boasted nothing but | ow houses and a few garages.
At The Shadow s order, the cab circled the block until it reached the

rear

street. There, The Shadow left it.

Pi cking his way between two dingy buil di ngs, The Shadow found a high
fence
at the end of a tiny blind-alley. He left this cul-de-sac by scaling the wall
ahead; fromthere, he craw ed a story higher, noving in beetlelike fashion up
the side of an old house.

The clinb was an easy one. It brought The Shadow to an irregul ar roof,
fromwhi ch he reached the flat top of a garage. He was directly behind the
hotel, with only a ten-foot space between.

Just below the I evel of the third-story wi ndows, The Shadow began a
survey. He was | ooking for a wi ndow that m ght mark Room 312, knowi ng that it
woul d be lighted and that the blinds would be drawn.

Starting with the corner, The Shadow noted a lighted roomwith its shades
up. He saw a connecting doorway between it and another roomlike it. The
second
room however, was not connected with the third, which happened to be dark

Counting the first roomas 300, the next as 302, The Shadow consi dered
each succeeding pair to be connected roons. If his nunbering proved correct,
Room 312 woul d be connected with 314. All that, however, depended on whet her
The Shadow had started his nunbering correctly. If a it proved wong, he
i ntended to descend fromthe garage roof and enter the hotel from bel ow

VWen he reached the wi ndow that m ght mark 312, The Shadow found evi dence
that his numbering was correct.

That room had | owered blinds; those shades were as tightly shut as



possi bl e. They failed, however, to blot out slight trickles of light fromthe
edges. The Shadow saw that the wi ndow was cl osed; he assumed that the sash was
| ocked.

Next to 312 was a darkened wi ndow, that of the connecting Room 314. There
was just enough glow fromthe city's lights for The Shadow to observe a
parti al
reflection of glass. The wi ndow of 314 was open at the bottom Silently, The
Shadow gauged the ten-foot space that |ay ahead. He withdrew a short distance
toward the front of the garage roof.

There was a swi sh as The Shadow sped toward the roof edge. His |lithe body
took a forward | eap; his cloaked arms swung straight in front of his head,

li ke
t hose of a springboard diver.

The space was short, but few athletes would have risked the unusual |eap
that The Shadow took. He was falling forward as his body went upward; his
extended arnms were ainmng straight through the opened w ndow.

The Shadow s forearms slithered the sill, broke the jolt that came to his
body. Halted | ess than hal fway through, his body slid outward; but his hands,
spreadi ng, caught the sides of the window, while his soft-shoed toes took hold
upon a one-inch projection of bricks that topped the wi ndow of the fl oor
bel ow.

For half a second, The Shadow was notionless; in that space, he heard a
scuffling noise within the darkened room Tightening, The Shadow drove his
| egs
strai ght upward, gave a powerful pull with his arns. H s knees reached the
sill;
fromthem The Shadow t ook another powerful dive squarely into the blankness
of
t he darkened room

Sonet hi ng about that wild plunge indicated that The Shadow knew it woul d
be broken; that he wanted to gain full driving force for an obstacle that |ay
beyond. Not only did that prove correct; in addition, The Shadow s surge
showed
perfect timng.

As he launched hinmself into the room a bulky figure drove to neet him A
big hand gli mered high, as the armbelow it slashed downward. A man in the
dar kness was smashing a hard bl ow at The Shadow s head.

The gun stroke never reached its, destination. A grunt cane from
dar kness,
as the thuggish attacker was bowl ed over by The Shadow s forceful drive. The
bul ky foeman flattened backward, his right hand jolting wi de. The Shadow s
ranmm ng head knocked the breath fromthe fellow Wth the weight of The
Shadow s body upon him the guardian of 314 felt choking fingers sink deep
into
hi s neck.

The Shadow s eneny subsided wi thout a struggle. The sounds of muffled
fray
were ended. Conplete silence reigned in the pitch-black room where The Shadow
had gai ned quick victory over the man who bl ocked his tenporary goal

CHAPTER XI 'V
THE BROKEN THRUST

A FLASHLI GHT flickered along the floor of Room 314. Held in the hand of
The Shadow, that gl ow concentrated upon the face of a man who | ay prone.

The Shadow was vi ewi ng the unconsci ous enenmy whom he had nastered.

The man was wel | -dressed; only the hardness of his chin marked himas the
potential thug that he was. Hi s upper face was of intelligent nmold; his



forehead had the high bulge of a thinker. That was enough to mark himas one
of

Courtney Radbard's followers. This rogue, who had the appearance of a
gent | eman,

had doubtl ess taken over duties that bel onged to Baskell

Evidently, the fellow had regi stered at the Belvant under a fictitious
nane. The Shadow found an expensive suitcase in the corner; its only contents
were bricks that gave it weight. Renoving the straps, The Shadow used themto
bi nd the sensel ess prisoner; he found a handkerchief in the man's breast
pocket
and used it as a gag. Pocketing the crook's gun, The Shadow noved to the door
that connected with Room 312.

The joining door was | ocked. It was strong enough to resist ordinary
assaul t; but Radbard had taken no chances. He wanted to be sure that no one
could take this outlet from Room 312, that was why he had stationed a guard on
duty.

By overpowering Radbard's watchman, The Shadow had gai ned double result.
Not only had he opened the way from 312, he had al so gai ned a neans of
ent rance.

Bef ore using that route, The Shadow decided to inspect the outside
corridor. He did that by approaching the main door of the darkened roomin
whi ch he stood. The door was | ocked; softly, he turned the key, brought the
door a half inch inward and peered from 314.

The corridor was enpty; every door along it was tightly shut. The scene
was set to lull any visitor who m ght cone to Room 312. To The Shadow,
however,

t hose doors nmeant waiting |lurkers. The whol e scene had the innocent appearance
that fitted with the crafty schenmes of Courtney Radbard.

Silently, The Shadow cl osed the door of 314. Locking it, he nmoved back to
t he connecting door. He unlocked it with a key that the guard had left there;
noted that it was a skeleton key that did not belong to the hotel. Opening the
door, The Shadow edged into Room 312, taking the skeleton key with him

AS he cl osed the connecting door, The Shadow | ooked about to view a
perfect trap. It contained the conplete exhibit of Dugley, the coin dealer
Tilted cases were arranged to display rows of foreign coins, all neatly
| abel ed.

Large suitcases indicated that they contained further supplies of itens
for collectors. There were cigars and cigarettes upon a central table, with
them a typed note that read:

Back in five m nutes.
DUGLEY.

It was obvious that Dugley was not a coin dealer. The man was anot her of
Radbard' s tools, working under an assuned nanme. The carefully arranged
exhibits
of coins had been planned by Radbard hinself; and they reveal ed that the
mast er - crook was penurious as well as crafty. Although the coins |ooked Iike a
val uabl e di splay, brief inspection told The Shadow that there was not a costly
itemin the lot. Radbard had preferred not to risk any rarities.

It was definite proof that the snare, when it closed, would be a sw ft
one. The note fromDugley told that the door of Room 312 was unl ocked. Hence
any one could enter; after that, trouble would start before the victimhad
tinme
to inspect the valueless coins that were on display.

Radbard clearly was prepared for The Shadow s visit; but so far, The
Shadow had frustrated the trap. The effectiveness of the snare depended upon
entrance through the main door of the room the one fromthe corridor that



bor e
the significant nunber, 312.

Unquestionably, only Roy Medwi n had been told of this coin display.
Theref ore, Radbard expected either Roy or The Shadow. Since Roy had remai ned
in
his apartnment, there would be no chance of his arrival. The Shadow, by finding
his own way in and out, could | eave and | et Radbard's snare remain unsprung.
But there was anot her opportunity that would then present itself.

By careful inspection of the entire floor, The Shadow m ght find the
chance to surprise a band of assassins, stationed in readi ness by Radbard. The
situation was all to The Shadow s advantage; for he had the entire evening
ahead of him

The Shadow pl aced his hand upon the knob of the connecting door
i nt endi ng
to go through Room 314 and reach the deserted corridor. @ ancing across Room
312, he paused at sight of a slight notion. It came fromthe main door of the
room The knob of that door was turning.

The Shadow drew an automatic, as he pressed close to the connecting
doorway. He watched the door fromthe corridor swing open, saw the nunber,
312,
over the shoul der of the person who entered. The Shadow s chief interest,
however, concerned the unexpected visitor

The arrival was Cel este Lebrunne.

CLOSI NG t he door al nost shut behind her, Celeste | ooked about the room
Her eyes showed worrinment, despite their sparkle. Her gaze was a qui ck one;
she
did not discern The Shadow, for she was | ooking for some one whom she expected
to be in full view

Cel este had heard new facts at Radbard's; enough to know that Roy Medw n
m ght conme to Room 312 at the Belvant Hotel. Partly through fear for Roy's
safety, partly through her desire to see the young man agai n. Cel este had cone
to the neeting place.

Not seei ng Roy, she was wondering whether to remain. She spied Dugley's
note upon the table. It was the bait that nade her close the snare. After a
short hesitation, Celeste closed the door conpletely and took a step toward
t he
table. She halted instantly.

A click had followed the shutting of the door. Simultaneously, there cane
a faint buzz, like a signal in some roomon the other side of the corridor
Wth a sharp gasp, Celeste turned and tried the inner knob. It was |ocked. It
had cl anped tight autonmatically.

The fright that showed on Celeste's face was justified. It was not her
own
danger that nade the girl fear; it was the know edge that if she should be
di scovered, Courtney Radbard woul d know that she was interested in Roy Medw n.
Her very presence here m ght bring doom upon the man whom she had sought to
save.

Madl y, Cel este dashed toward the w ndows. Sounds fromthe hall told her
that she would have no tine to open a | ocked wi ndowsash. She turned toward the
connecting door. As she did, The Shadow stepped besi de her

He had opened the connecting door; with one sweep of his cloaked arm he
gripped the girl and swung her through to the darkness of the adjoining room
Cel este caught one glinpse of her rescuer's keen eyes; heard the sw ft order

"Stay by the wall! Away fromthe w ndow "

Cel este obeyed. Pressed against the wall, she saw The Shadow wheel back
into the connecting doorway, half through into the doomed roomthat bore the
fatal number, 312. She saw the cl oaked fighter face the door fromthe hall

That door had | ocked fromthe inside only. A hand outside had turned the



knob, to fling the barrier inward. The Shadow, aiming his automatic, saw the
muzzl e of a machi ne gun shove past the doorway's edge; behind it, the shoul der
and peering eye of the gunner. Another of Radbard' s crooks de | uxe was on the
job; his hand and armwere protected by a shield that circled the butt of the
submachi ne gun.

Sl aughter, not subtlety, was Radbard' s order to-night.

THE SHADOW S gun spoke before the machine gun could clatter. A jab of
flame | eft the muzzle of the aimng .45; a bullet clipped the point of the

machi ne- gunner's shoul der. The man dropped, letting his weapon fall. The
Shadow
had forestalled the schedul ed stream of bullets.

Shots came fromtwo doorways across the hall. Firing through the narrow

cracks of barely opened doors, reserve crooks were pronpt with a barrage.
Their

bul | ets whistled high through the doorway of 312. Under cover of that
shel tering

fire, a man fromthe hallway crawed rapidly into view, to snatch up the
machi ne

gun that the crippled gunner had dropped.

Crooks thought that they had The Shadow cornered. They were wong. Wile
hasty bullets pounded the wall beside him the cloaked battler gave a nocki ng
| augh and faded through the connecting doorway, to reach the room where
Cel este
waited by the wall.

Tuxedo-cl ad nen poured through the doorway of 312, thinking that The
Shadow was on the run. They were four in all - two with revolvers; the third
with the machine gun; while the fourth, the wounded man, was draw ng a
revol ver
with his left hand.

These wel | -dressed gunnen thought that The Shadow had gai ned a | ucky
break; that he would be stopped by the watcher in 314, |ong enough to be
overtaken. They shoul d have guessed their nistake, when they heard the
connecting door slam shut. Wen they reached that barrier, it was |ocked.

One thug tried to bash the door with his gun. Another shouted a sudden
warni ng. Al wheeled toward the hallway; there they saw The Shadow. Cutting
t hrough 314, he had | eaped along the corridor to reach the opened door of 312.

This time, The Shadow did not pause for battle. He realized that new
attackers might arrive while he was handling these; and the | onger the fray,
the greater woul d becone Cel este's predicament. The Shadow saw advantage in
renoving the girl before any of Radbard's nen knew t hat she was here.
Dependi ng
upon a buzzer signal, they had not watched the corridor prior to Celeste's
arrival

The Shadow made a quick |eft-handed flourish with an automatic. Crooks
shifted while they took their aim Wth his right hand, The Shadow grabbed t he
door knob and wheel ed out into the corridor, yanking the door shut with him

Not a shot was fired in that short interval. Thinking that The Shadow was
on the run, tuxedoed crooks surged forward to rip open the corridor door

They suddenly di scovered their own dilemma. The fixed inside knob woul d
not turn. They were trapped. Frantically, they dashed back to the | ocked
connecting door to the next room Realizing the strength of that barrier, they
sprang to the wi ndow, bashed it open, and stared downward, disnmayed at sight
of
the three-story drop

QUT in the corridor, The Shadow found Cel este. He started the girl toward
a stairway, while he paused to nake sure that there were no nore of Radbard's



reserves on hand.

At the opened door of 314, The Shadow | ooked back into that darkened room
where a sensel ess crook |ay bound and gagged. Beyond the wi ndow, he saw notion
on the garage roof.

Crooks from bel ow had come up by the very path which The Shadow had
chosen
earlier. They |lacked both the nerve and the nethod to bridge the space between
t he garage and the hotel. They managed, however, to spy The Shadow outlined
against the light of the corridor. The outside thugs were taking aim

The Shadow st abbed quick shots in their direction. One crook how ed, as
he
dropped wounded; the others scrambled away fromthe line of fire, shooting
usel essly as they dived. Before they could rally, The Shadow was gone agai n.

Overtaking Cel este, The Shadow | ed the way down a darkened stairway. He
heard the clatter of footsteps frombelow, halted abruptly as he turned a
gl oony corner. Wth his quick stop, The Shadow canme head-on with a foeman who
had come to block his path. There was another rogue, only a dozen steps bel ow
the first.

The Shadow s | eft hand cane upward, knuckles first. A gun-weighted fi st
clipped the startled crook's chin. The fell ow sl unped; woul d have spraw ed,
but
for The Shadow. Wth his right hand, The Shadow grabbed the | apels of the
man' s
over coat .

Back canme that hand, then forward, with the straight drive of a steel
pi ston rod. The sagging thug scaled through the air; a human mssile, he
struck
the man behind himon the steps. The two hurtl ed backward; they bashed agai nst
the wall of the landing below Neither stirred. The way was cl ear

Celeste felt the grip of a guiding hand. Swiftly, The Shadow | ed her
t hrough an exit bel ow, then along a narrow passage between two buil di ngs,
wher e
they could hear mad shouts and angry oaths fromvoices in the darkness above.
The crooks trapped in 312 were calling on their conrades to aid them

The nen on the garage roof were incapable. Al ready, they were planning
flight of their own, for whistles were blowi ng and night sticks were
clattering
on sidewal ks. The police were closing in upon the Bel vant Hot el

TO Cel este, the departure was an amazing one. The girl did not realize
that she was safely away until she found herself in a streamined taxi, riding
of f through traffic. Beside her was The Shadow. From his hidden lips the girl
heard statenments that amazed her

Briefly, The Shadow spoke of Roy Medw n; told Cel este why Roy had not
come
into the trap. Calmy, he began a story of recent crinme; explained how
Court ney
Radbard had di sposed of unneeded partners and recounted the reasons why the
mast er - crook had taken such action. Wien The Shadow was finished, Celeste
spoke.

"You are right," declared the girl, solemly. "There is a | eague between
nmy brother and Radbard. | never suspected it; but that is because Pierre is
t oo
clever. Always, he has kept ne hel pl ess. Never before, have | dared to
interfere
wi th anything done by Pierre or those persons who have been friends to him-"

"Never before you net Roy Medw n."

"Qui," Celeste affirned softly, in response to The Shadow s cal mtoned
statenent. "Wien | have first heard of Mnsieur Medwin, | know that he is in



danger. | nust warn him | do so -

The girl hesitated. Suddenly, she gripped The Shadow s arm and spoke
wor ds
of sincere appeal

"Ah, Monsieur L' Orbre!" Celeste used the title by which The Shadow was
known in Paris. "I have heard of you, the great one who can make all evil ones
trenble! You can be anywhere, everywhere! You nust keep harm from Roy Medw n!
I
love him"

"Roy Medwi n hol ds the same concern for your safety,"” replied The Shadow.
"I have promi sed himthat you will be protected. | prom se you that he will be
safe. In return, like Roy, you must be ready with whatever aid | require.”

"I shall be ready."

"You will return to Radbard's. He will know nothing of your visit to the
Bel vant. Remain at the mansion; two nights fromnow be ready for a flashlight
signal fromthe building across the street. Wen you see it, come downstairs.
Unl ock the front door at your first opportunity.”

CELESTE spoke her willingness. The agreenment made, The Shadow gl anced
back
t hrough the rear wi ndow of the cab. He saw headlights follow ng; knew that the
cab had been trailed from sonewhere near the Bel vant Hotel. The Shadow gave an
order to the driver. The cab slowed as it turned a corner

The Shadow swung t he door open, sprang swiftly to a lighted stretch of
curb. He slamred the door shut. The cab sped away with Cel este, just as the
trailing car turned the corner. The car was a |linmousine; eyes fromwthin it
spi ed The Shadow.

As the big car swerved, a hand at the rear wi ndow fired quick shots
t oward
the cl oaked figure on the sidewal k. Fading for darkness as the hurried shots
cane, The Shadow st abbed back bullets of his own, shots that were purposely
wi de. The linousine regained the street fromwhich it had started to turn. It
sped away ami d the echoes of the double fusillade.

Courtney Radbard was the man in that |inousine. The Shadow had bl uffed
t he
mast er - crook. Radbard thought that The Shadow had been in the cab al one.

Cel este
Lebrunne woul d be back in the nmansion before Radbard arrived there.

Bol dl y, The Shadow had baited Radbard; then let himgo. The time had not
yet arrived to deal finally with him Despite the risk that |ay ahead, The
Shadow had postponed the |ast settlenent for the nmoment when Courtney
Radbard' s
schenes of evil could be exposed in full

CHAPTER XV
THE SCQUTHERN TRAI L

WHEN Roy Medwi n read the next norning's newspapers, he was astonished to
| earn of events at the Bel vant Hotel.

According to the news accounts, a band of crooks had rai ded the exhibit
room of an obscure coin deal er named Dugley. They had met with arned
resi stance; before they could escape, they were captured by the police.

GQumy, the crooks had subnmitted. They were identified as nen presumably
respectabl e, who had taken to secret crinme. Whether or not they had a | eader
was a nystery; for every one of the prisoners asserted stoutly that he was on
hi s own.

The police linked Baskell with the crowd, even though all disclained any



acquai ntance with the gentl eman crook who had fallen fromthe w ndow of Roy
Medwi n' s apartnent.

Nevert hel ess, the case was sensational. It was the first time that the
I aw
had ever captured an organi zed crew of gentlenen burglars at one swoop.
Newspaper columms teemed w th specul ations regarding the group that they
styl ed
the "Raffles Gang"; and all opinions took the obvious view that there nmust be
a
brain behind the outfit.

That fact pleased Roy Medwin. It neant that the game was beconi ng hot for
Courtney Radbard. Prior to this date, March 10th, Roy had thought that it
woul d
be i mpossi bl e ever to expose Radbard as a crook. That, however, could be done,
since the law was definitely interested in uncovering a master-crimnnal who
hel d some high station in life.

Yet whose word woul d be taken agai nst Radbard' s?

That question was the obstacle. It seened insurnmountable. Radbard stood
firmy entrenched; nothing could he pinned upon him The | aw would |augh if
captured crooks naned Radbard as the man who backed them It would be taken as
a ruse on the part of the prisoners, to shift suspicion fromtheir rea
| eader,
whoever he was.

Newspapers nentioned that crooks had fool ed thensel ves by going after an
al nrost worthl ess display of coins. Dugley, it seemed, had di sappeared. The
police feared that he had been captured by outside gangnmen. Roy knew
differently; but he realized the usel essness of any information he could give.
Dugley, if located, would pose as a victimin hiding. He would give no clue to
Radbar d.

AT his office, Roy found a letter that contai ned a bl ue-inked nessage. It
told himto be on watch. The witing faded, |eaving Roy with one hope. The
Shadow bel i eved that Roy m ght somehow figure in the gane again. Al during
t he
day, Roy banked on that one chance.

It was nearly five o' clock when an envel ope was brought to Roy's desk.
The
girl who brought it was puzzl ed.

"This came froma travel agency," she said. "Sone one ordered Pull man
reservations and failed to cone back. Your nane was given with the order, M.
Medwi n. So the envel ope was sent here."

Roy opened the envel ope. Inside he found a Pullman slip from Washi ngton
to
Atl anta, Georgia, reserving a conpartnent on a train called the South Atlantic
Limted. The space was paid for, which nmeant that the purchaser nust have
shown
a through railroad ticket at the time he gave the order

Leaving the office, Roy obtained a railroad tinme-table that contained a
schedul e of the South Atlantic Linmted. He observed a notation which stated
that the Atl anta-bound sl eeping car was open for occupancy at ten p.m, which
indicated that the train did not |eave until some |later hour. Consulting the
schedul e, Roy noted the time of the limted s departure. He received a
surprise
that struck himlike an electric shock

The South Atlantic Limted was schedul ed to | eave Washington at exactly
3:12 a.m!

Instantly, Roy thought of Radbard; then his mnd junped to the m ssing
coin collector, Dugley.

It was Dugl ey who had nade the Pul |l man reservation



The man nmust have made the reservation last night. Naturally, the travel
bureau had asked him for his address. Dugley had not wanted to give the
Bel vant

Hotel. I nstead, he had given Roy's nanme and address. A smart trick; for if
Dugley ran afoul of the law, any trail fromthe travel agency would lead to
Roy

i nstead of hinself.
It was typical of the way Radbard's workers handl ed their jobs, turning
trails to forma circle back to the starting point.

CONSI DERI NG the matter further, Roy decided that Dugley had left town in
a
hurry, after last night's fiasco at the Bel vant. He coul d not have gone back
to
the travel agency, for it was closed. Either Dugley had forgotten all about
t he
reservation after his flight, or had decided that there was nothing he could
do
about it. Probably he had ganbled that if Roy received the Pull man
reservation,
he would think it a mstake and cancel it.

But to Roy, that Pullnman reservation was of vital inportance.

Roy knew that the hotel room wth its nunber, 312, had been a hoax; that
it had been intended as a trap for The Shadow. Wth it, however, he could see
anot her purpose: to draw attention fromthe real meaning of the nunber.

It seened plain that 312 referred to the South Atlantic Limted, with its
departure tine of 3:12 a.m; that sonething inportant was due to happen aboard
that train after it left Washington. Roy was swept by admiration for The
Shadow s keen wat chf ul ness. The Shadow had expected that Roy ni ght gain
anot her
l ucky | ead. The Shadow s hope had been realized.

Roy lost no time in going to his apartnment. He was sure that he would
soon
be contacted by the nysterious personage whose ways were mani fol d. Roy waited
but a short while. The door of the apartnent opened; The Shadow stepped in
from
t he hal | way.

Roy gave The Shadow t he envel ope, expl ai ned how he had received it. He
heard a soft |augh, as The Shadow i nspected the new clue; then came the cal m
order for Roy to remain in New York. Roy understood. The Shadow, hinself,
intended to follow the inportant trail

IT was rmuch | ater that evening when a swi ft plane took off from Newark
Airport on a night flight to Washington. The plane reached the capital city
shortly before m dnight. The passenger who alighted was The Shadow, but he was
not attired in garb of black

I nstead, he appeared as a tall, hawk-faced personage, apparently a
not abl e
travel er who had cone to Washington in his own private plane. The Shadow spoke
to the pilot, gave orders for himto continue in the plane to Atlanta. That
arranged, The Shadow picked up a suitcase and entered a taxi, He ordered the
driver to take himto the Union Station

M dni ght arrived while The Shadow was still aboard the cab. That hour
mar ked the end of March 11th. It was a new day, only ten mnutes gone, when
The
Shadow reached the Washi ngt on depot .

There, he bought a ticket to Atlanta, to go with the Pullnman reservation
that he carried. Stopping at a news stand, The Shadow purchased sone



newspapers. They bore different dates; some were New York eveni ng newspapers,
mar ked March 11th. The others were early editions of the WAshi ngton norning
newspapers; those dailies carried the date of March 12th.

Passing fromthe huge waiting room The Shadow crossed the concourse and
went through a train gate. He descended to the | ower |evel, where the
sout hbound sl eeping cars were |located. Wnter travel was still heavy
sout hwar d
there were a dozen cars on one track, all waiting to be shifted to the proper
train that came through from New YorKk.

The Shadow boarded a Pul | man; he showed his ticket stub to a sl eepy
porter, who led the way to Conpartnent B. There, The Shadow found the | ower
berth made up for occupancy.

Seating hinself upon the berth, The Shadow began to read the newspapers.
He gl anced through the Washington journals first; then the New York papers.
e
page interested him it reported the names of steanships due to arrive in New
Yor k har bor.

There had been no inportant corrections to the lists that The Shadow had
seen at Radbard's. March 12th was a date that prom sed very few ships. There
were liners from Bernuda, Cuba, South America; also sone short-run coastw se
vessels. Not a single transatlantic liner of consequence was due; the few that
were |listed were slow ships, and all were snmall ones.

Fi ni shi ng the shi ppi ng page, The Shadow scanned the crinme news. He
referred to the Washi ngt on newspapers, to learn if they had new reports
concerning the Raffles Gang in New York. Apparently, they had not; and New
Yor k
crime did not command rmuch space in WAshi ngton

Their big headlines dealt with news of Congress; a blizzard in the Mddle
West; a record trip that the dirigible H ndenburg was naking from Germany. The
big air liner was out for a newrecord; it was expected in Lakehurst within
t he
next twenty hours.

THE SHADOW | ai d t he newspapers aside. He turned out the conpartnent
light.
Soon afterward, he was lying in the confortable berth, with his suitcase
projecting frombeneath it. The only sounds that reached his ears were the
noi ses of the railroad term nal: chugging of |ocomotives, the scrape of
shifting cars, the occasional pacing of feet outside the w ndow.

Ami d the darkness of the closed conpartnent cane a whi spered | augh, that
faded softly in the gloom MIles away from Manhattan, The Shadow was headed

farther fromthe city where crime lay. Yet The Shadow was still close to
Courtney Radbard's gane.
By taking this southern trail, The Shadow was maki ng an essential nove

agai nst the nmaster-crook. Wen this night had ended, The Shadow woul d be ready
for his final neeting with the superman of crine.

CHAPTER XVI
MENACE FROM ABOVE

HOURS had passed. The South Atlantic Linmted was roaring southward,
t hrough the pitch-blackness that foretold dawn. Al that was visible of the
long train was the gleam ng path of the |oconotive's headlight. Behind the big
engine lay invisible cars that followed |like silent phantons; even their
clatter was lost anmid the |oconotive's heavy runble.

A shrouding pall clung within the conpartnent where The Shadow | ay. The
click-clack of the wheels produced a nmonotone that was as deadly as silence.



The steel-walled roomresenbl ed the confining spaces of a tonb.

From far ahead cane the long wail of the |oconotive whistle, a nmuffled
shriek that sounded like the cry of a |ost ghost. That call seemed answered by
a sound that occurred in The Shadow s conpart nent.

The noi se cane from above - a nuffled scrape of nmetal so slight that it
woul d not have awakened the |ightest sleeper. The sound was repeated; after
that, it came no nore. Yet the notion that had caused the slight noise was
still in progress.

Inch by inch, the closed upper berth was novi ng downward, swi nging in
sl ow
fashion to reach its level just above the |lower. A bulky object totally
obscured
by bl ackness, that |eveling berth was om nous. It was restrai ned by hands t hat
gri pped the supporting chain; hands that worked with trai ned accuracy in the
dar kness.

The berth cane | evel. Sonething noved at the foot of it. Legs dangl ed;
toes gained a silent hold on the cushioned armof the seat that fornmed part of
the I ower berth. A figure crouched; softly gained the floor. Wth a creep that
no ear could have heard, the crouching man noved toward the head of the | ower
bert h.

A pause; again the nournful tone of the |oconmotive whistle carried
drearily through the night. Once nore the call was answered. A flashlight
gl eaned beside the lower berth. Held in the fist of the man who had cone from
above, the torch was directed on a spot below the pill ows.

In the fringe of the circled light hovered the point of a long knife.
Hel d
in the attacker's free hand, the bl ade was ready for a death-thrust, straight
to
The Shadows heart.

A snarl canme fromthe nan who held the knife. It was answered by a
whi spered | augh behind him There was a click by the conpartment door. Lights
glimered fromthe walls, to show a strange reversal of the scene

The man fromthe upper bunk was the pretended coin collector, Dugley. He
was crouched beside the | ower berth, holding a flashlight that was dulled by
the conpartnent's glow, a knife that had no target beneath it. Sw nging away
fromthe berth, Dugley faced the door of the conpartnent.

There, he saw The Shadow.

FULLY cl ad, the cl oaked avenger had out guessed his foe. Long before
Dugl ey
had stirred within the upper berth, The Shadow had left his own resting place.
The Shadow had recogni zed that this conpartment would prove another trap. He
had silently garbed hinself in black, to |leave his berth and wait beside the
door.

From The Shadow s fist |ooned a weapon that nmade Dugley's knife puny in
contrast. The woul d-be killer was covered by the muzzle of a .45 that held him
nmoti onl ess. Dugley's dry |ips produced another snarl; his usually listless
eyes
were ablaze with fury.

The man answered the description that Roy had given to The Shadow, after
Dugley's visit to the advertising agency; but Roy had seen Dugley playing a
drab part. The fell ow had been too smart to display his real viciousness. He
had reserved that phase of his nature for this occasion

As he saw the cold gaze of The Shadow s eyes, Dugley recognized that his
past was known. The thwarted killer saw no chance for nercy; but that did not
disturb him He was still guided by one inmpulse only: the desire to kill.

Swaying with the nmotion of the train; Dugley watched The Shadow. He saw
the big automatic bulge forward; he felt the fierce burn of The Shadow s eyes.
He heard accusing words from hidden |ips. Savagely, he made a sudden effort.



Dugl ey swung his left armat The Shadow, flinging his flashlight straight
for the muzzle of the automatic. At the same instant, he perforned an
unexpected twi st, wheeling rightward, toward the end wall of the conpartnent.
As The Shadow | unged cl ose behind him Dugley stopped short, whipped his right
hand backward and sideward in a reversed fling of the knife.

The Shadow saw the flash of the bl ade behind Dugley's back. As it cane,
The Shadow hurl ed hinself sidew se, into the |ower berth. The knife skinmmed
past The Shadow s shoul der, to clatter the other wall

Dugl ey sprang about. He saw that his knife was too far away to regain
bef ore The Shadow ai med. Fiercely, Dugley pounced upon his cl oaked opponent.

That nmove was Dugley's finish

DROPPI NG hi s automatic, The Shadow net the nmurderer's drive with
upwar d- j abbi ng hands. His long arns outdistanced Dugley's. The thug's cl aw ng
fingers stopped short before they reached The Shadow. d oved hands gai ned a
strangl e hold on Dugl ey's throat.

Sl ow y, Dugley sagged. The Shadow cane up beside him |oosened his
cl utch,
then tightened it again. Dugley's eyes bulged; his lips quivered, as The
Shadow
once nmore rel axed the pressure. Dugley heard a sinister whisper: a command for
himto speak. He refused; again, The Shadow s fingers tightened.

It was treatment for which Dugl ey had not bargai ned. Each choke he made
was followed by tenporary relief that would continue only if he obeyed The
Shadow s bi ddi ng. Gasping as fingers eased again, Dugley managed to nod his
head.

“I"1l talk!" he gul ped, hoarsely. "Only | can't tell you who it is |
worked for! | don't know -"

Warning fingers tightened. Dugley nmade frantic plea, as he felt The
Shadow s significant gesture.

"Honest, | don't know " gasped Dugley. "The guy knew that | could handle
a
knife - that | was a smooth worker - that for enough dough, 1'd go through
with
anything -"

The coughed confession was sufficient for The Shadow. He knew that Dugl ey
was telling the truth. This killer did not know Radbard by name. He had taken
orders by tel ephone; by message. Enough nmoney had kept himon Radbard's
regul ar
pay roll.

Dugl ey was due to talk in full, so long as The Shadow s fingers gave him
just sufficient | eeway to use his voice. Keeping his hold, The Shadow gave an
order:

"State what you were to do, if you succeeded in nurder."

"Il spill it," panted Dugley. "I was to hop off this rattler - anywhere
along the line to Atlanta - then send a telegramto - to -"

Dugl ey hesitated. He felt slow notion of the throttling fingers on his
t hr oat .

"To the Alliance Credit Bureau, in New York," added the crook. "Telling
them | had settled the account in Washington. Signed with the name Hanphrey.
That woul d get to the big-shot, sonehow. "

THE SHADOW kept his warning clutch on Dugley's throat, but with one hand
only. Wth the other, he twi sted the crook's arns behind him Soon he had
Dugl ey bound and gagged in the | ower berth. A search of the crook's pockets
brought evi dence that Dugley had actually told the truth. Anbng other itens
was
a card that marked himas a representative of the Alliance Credit Bureau. It



bore the nane, "J. Hanphrey."

The Shadow pi cked up the knife that Dugley had used. He studied it, then
| ooked at the bound man. He saw Dugley's eyes shift - with good reason. The
knife tip bore a green stain. It had been di pped in poison supplied by
Radbar d.

The Shadow had suspected that fromthe nonent that Dugley had tried the
back- hand knife-fling. That was why The Shadow had dived fromthe bl ade's
pat h.

Such a wild, unainmed swing had shown that Dugley was relying on sonething
ot her
than an accurate thrust.

A scratch fromthe poi soned knife could have proven fatal to The Shadow.
Knowi ng that his gane was uncovered, Dugley w nced. He feared that The Shadow
woul d take the easiest way to dispose of him a sinple scrape fromthat
poi soned bl ade. Dugley's fear was groundl ess. The Shadow did not deal in such
nmet hods.

There was a door to another conpartment - one which The Shadow knew was
enpty. The Shadow unl ocked his side of the door, then stepped out into the
corridor. He entered the next compartnment and unl ocked the connecting door
from
that side. He cane through; picked up Dugley fromthe | ower berth and carried
himinto the enpty conpartnment.

Dugl ey' s eyes showed fear as they stared upward. The crook saw the cl osed
| ower berth. He feared that The Shadow would stow himthere, to suffocate.
Agai n, Dugley was wong. The Shadow sinply | ocked up the enpty conpartnent and
went back into his own, |eaving Dugley on the floor of the other conpartnment.

Al one, The Shadow exam ned the upper berth of his own conpartnent, the
spot from which Dugl ey had appeared as a nenace from above. The crook had
fixed
this upper berth by tanpering with the I ock. Thus he had managed to obtain air
t hrough a narrow space. That bunk that had served Dugley as a lurking place
woul d do al so as a snug prison for the captured crook, in the norning.

Agai n, Courtney Radbard had failed with a false trail. Roy Medw n had
supposed that the 3:12 a.m train must certainly fit the cryptic nessage that
had been found in Luff Barrago's coin. That had not been The Shadow s opi ni on

He knew that this trail was a false one, |like the roomat the Bel vant
Hotel . The Shadow had boarded the South Atlantic Limted in Washi ngton
prepared to deal with another of Radbard's workers. The encounter w th Dugl ey
had been the result.

IT was a few hours after daylight when the Pull man porter rang the bel
of
Conpartnent B, wondering why its occupant had slept so |ate. The door opened;
The Shadow stepped out, attired in ordinary clothes.

The porter was ready to make up the conpartment for day travel. The
Shadow
told himto proceed

"Conpartment Cis enpty, sah,
until Ah've finished here -"

"Never mind," interposed The Shadow. "I was going to have breakfast in

remarked the porter. "You can stay there

t he
di ner."

VWen he returned fromthe dining car, The Shadow found the conpart ment
made up. He opened the door to the adjoining Conpartment C and brought Dugl ey
into his own conpartment. He stowed the crook in the upper berth, as he had
pl anned, and left the tanpered catch | oose enough for Dugley to gain air. Wth
the killer, The Shadow placed the telltale knife.

Later, the porter would find Dugley. The knife would tell himthat the
man



was dangerous. Dugley would be turned over to the |law. Watever the crook's
past
crimes they would be uncovered. Dugley would pay the penalty that he deserved.

THE limted was not due in Atlanta until after five o' clock that
afternoon. Atlanta was on Central Tine; such a late arrival did not suit The
Shadow s plans. Accordingly, he left the train early in the afternoon, when it
stopped at a fair-sized city. There, The Shadow sent three tel egrans.

One was to the Atlanta airport, ordering his plane to conme northward. The
second was to Roy Medwin. The third telegramwas to the Alliance Credit
Bur eau.

It stated that the Washi ngton account was settled. The Shadow signed it J.
Hanphr ey.

Two hours |l ater, The Shadow s plane arrived. The Shadow boarded it for a
speedy trip northward. Follow ng the coastline, the swift ship nade nost of
its
trip by daylight. It was over New Jersey just as dusk arrived. As the plane
passed Lakehurst, The Shadow saw a gl eam ng play of searchlights fromthe sky
ahead. Qutlined against the |ast rays of daylight was a huge bul k of shining
sil ver.

The dirigible H ndenburg was conpleting its flight from Germany, to set
anot her record. Helped by tail w nds, the huge skyship was roaring along its
last lap to Lakehurst. The Shadow s pl ane passed the dirigible. Soon the
lights
of Newark airport appeared fromthe darkened ground.

The Shadow s | augh sounded anid the roar of the airplane's motor. The end
of anot her journey was near. Soon, The Shadow woul d come fromthe sky, ready
for his final thrust against crine.

Courtney Radbard had threatened The Shadow with a nenace from above, in
t he person of Dugley. The woul d-be rmurderer had failed. Again, another nenace
was coning from above

This time, the nmenace was The Shadow. Descendi ng from dusky heavens, The
Shadow woul d soon neet Courtney Radbard.

CHAPTER XVI |
ARRI VALS FROM THE NI GHT

El GHT o' cl ock found Courtney Radbard at his desk, in the office |ocated
in
his home. Sideling was not present. The secretary had |l eft the mansion before
di nner. Moshart was present instead of Sideling, ready to answer tel ephone
calls or performother duties that Radbard mi ght request. So far, Mshart had
been idl e.

The ring of the tel ephone bell brought a response from Moshart. Picking
up
t he tel ephone, the husky servant answered. H s beefy face showed an expression
of alarm as he passed the instrument to Radbard. Covering the nout hpiece,
Moshart spoke in a low, worried tone:

"It's frompolice headquarters, M. Radbard -"

Radbard snmiled. He took the tel ephone and tal ked for a short while. At
| ast, Moshart heard hi m say:

"Very well. At half past eight... No, wait a nonent, inspector, until |
| ook at ny appoi ntnent book... Better make it nine o' clock..."

Hangi ng up, Radbard | ooked at Moshart. He indul ged in a chuckle, as he
saw
the servant's strained face. Though he sel dom confided in his servants,
Radbar d



decided to break his usual policy on this occasion

"That was | nspector Joe Cardona," Radbard told Mshart. "He wants to see
me, regarding the activities of the Raffles Gang. A young man naned Roy Medw n
has been to see Cardona. You renenber Medwin - the chap who was here the other
ni ght."

Radbard's chuckl ed statenent did not decrease Moshart's worried | ook
Radbard seened to enjoy the fact that the servant was jittery.

"Medwi n knows not hing," declared the shipping magnate. "He is nmerely a
tool who was enpl oyed by The Shadow. To-day, Medwin failed to hear from The
Shadow. So he went to the law i nstead. He was w se enough, though, not to
accuse ne of crime; for he knew that he woul d not be believed.

"Medwi n has sinply suggested that | mght have been a prospective victim
of the Raffles Gang. That is his pretext to come here with Cardona. \Wen they
arrive, Medwin will |look for an opportunity to accuse me. He will find none.
position is secure."

Moshart did not |ook entirely convinced. Angrily, Radbard snapped the

guesti on:

"You doubt ne, Mshart?"

"No, sir," replied the servant. "Only - if any of those men talk - if
t hey

mention your nanme -
"You mean the prisoners who were captured at the Bel vant?" | aughed
Radbard. "Not one of them knows ny actual nane."
"But The Shadow knows who you are, sir. Perhaps he sent Medwin to
headquarters. "
In response, Radbard arose. From a desk drawer, he produced a tel egram
and
passed it to Moshart. The servant stared puzzled, noting that the tel egram was
addressed to the Alliance Credit Bureau and signed J. Hanphrey. Mshart had
never heard either nane before.
"Sideling picked that up this afternoon," explained Radbard. "An
i nnocent -1 ooki ng nessage, Mshart, yet one that holds a very inportant
nmeani ng.
| shall tell you its significance. That telegramis a report, stating that The
Shadow i s dead!"

MOSHART st ared, unbelieving, until he observed the conplete confidence
that was registered on Radbard's tawny face. (bserving that, the servant felt
a
surge of elation. The grin that he delivered matched Radbard's | ook of

tri unph.
"Wth The Shadow elim nated," sneered Radbard, "no one can chall enge ny
position! | knew that the news woul d pl ease you, Moshart."

The news did pl ease Moshart; but for a reason that Radbard did not
suspect. The servant was thinking of Solo Juke, who had been wi sely lying | ow
ever since his encounter with The Shadow.

"Cardona wanted to cone here at eight-thirty," remarked Radbard. "I
post poned that until nine. Sideling will be back at that hour. By the way,
Moshart" - Radbard's added tone was casual - "after Sideling arrives, | want
you to go in the linbusine to the tobacco shop and bring back a box of ny
speci al perfectos.”

There was anot her pleased flicker on Mdshart's face. The assignnent gave
Moshart an opportunity that he wanted. Once outside the house, he would he
abl e
to make a tel ephone call to Solo at the latter's hide-out.

Ever since dinner, Mshart had been wonderi ng where Sideling had gone.
That was one thing that he had not discovered; it puzzled himparticularly,
because Sideling was never sent on nissions that required nmore than an hour's



absence. This time, he had been gone for several hours.

New devel opnents, however, made Moshart forget all about Sideling. A
deep-dyed crook, Mshart was too enthusiastic over the supposed fate of The
Shadow to think of anything el se.

It was nearly half past eight when a ring of the doorbell announced
Sideling's return. Mshart went through the library; when he reached the front
door, he found that Radbard had foll owed him Mshart unbarred the door
Si del i ng entered.

It was then that Moshart regai ned sudden interest in Sideling s recent
journey. Wth him the secretary had another of the steel express boxes. The
chauf feur had hel ped himbring it fromthe car

"Carry the box into the office." Radbard spoke the order to Sideling and
Moshart. Then, to the chauffeur, he added: "Wiit for Mdshart. He is going to
t he tobacco shop."

Si del i ng and Moshart reached the office with their burden. They pl aced
t he
| ong express box on the desk. Radbard arrived; broke the custons seals and
unl ocked the box. Fromthe thick-walled interior, he produced papers of the
usual sort: valuable docunments referring to his shipping enterprises.

"Hurry al ong," said Radbard, suddenly, to Moshart. "The car is waiting.
And you, Sideling" - he turned to the secretary - "be spick and span this
evening, as | expect visitors. After you have changed attire, summon the ot her
servants. | shall want themall on duty."

Moshart and Sideling went out through the library door together. As they
neared the front door, the servant renarked:

"Been down to the docks again, eh, Sideling? Wat ship came in to-day?"

"I went to Lakehurst," replied Sideling. "The express box canme from
Berlin, aboard the dirigible H ndenburg. There were no inportant |iners
schedul ed to dock in New York on March 12th."

Moshart went out through the front door. Sideling took over the task of
shoving the bolts. As he |ocked the front door, the secretary was under the
scrutiny of watchful eyes. Courtney Radbard had come into the library, from
hi s
of fice. Unnoticed by his secretary, Radbard watched Sideling go upstairs to
t he
second fl oor.

OTHER eyes were on watch within that house. Cel este Lebrunne, from an
upstairs w ndow, was |ooking toward the bl ackness across the street; she saw
the Iinobusine roll away with Mdshart as its passenger. She wondered why the
servant had gone out, for she knew that he was the only man on duty.

Sl ow m nut es passed. Suddenly, Cel este becane alert. She saw a |ight
flicker fromdarkness. It was repeated. The Shadow s signal

El ation seized the girl. The Shadow had chosen the right tine for entry.
Wth Mshart absent, Celeste might find a chance to admt the cloaked visitor
Hurriedly, the girl started fromthe room then paused in the second-story
hal | way.

The Shadow had told her to arouse no suspicion within the house. Her best
pl an was to approach the front door in a natural manner, avoiding al
appearance of stealth. Celeste saw a light fromthe door of Sideling' s room
for the door was partly opened. Hummi ng half aloud, Celeste strolled to the
front stairs.

As she neared the top of the big staircase, she thought that she heard
sounds below. Still humm ng, Celeste reached the steps and went slowy
downward. As she passed the Apollo statue, she | ooked bel ow and saw Court ney
Radbard standing at the entrance to the library. He bowed when he saw Cel este.

"I was expecting Sideling," said Radbard, when the girl cane to the
bott om
of the steps. "You are coming into the library, nadenoiselle?"



Cel est e nodded.

"When Sideling arrives," remarked Radbard, "tell himthat I amin the
office."

The request was sonet hing of a subterfuge; for Sideling always went to
t he
of fice when he cane downstairs. As she watched Radbard go through the library,
Cel este was positive that the man had tried to cover sonething. She was
di sappoi nt ed because she had failed to gain a clue to Radbard's doi ngs.

The office door swng shut - a token that Radbard felt no insecurity.
Cel este's dissatisfaction ended. At |least, the closing of that door gave her
the real opportunity that she needed.

Hurrying to the front door, she unlocked it. The nmonent that she opened
t he door, The Shadow entered.

Noi sel essly, The Shadow bolted the door, while Cel este whispered the only
details that she had gai ned; nanely, that Radbard had been waiting either in
the hallway or the library when she came downstairs.

The Shadow notioned Cel este into the library; told her to remain there
until Sideling came down to the office. After that, she could go upstairs
agai n.

d anci ng back as she started into the library, Celeste saw The Shadow s
tall formfade fromview behind the curtain on the nearer side of the front
door.

IT was not long before Sideling arrived in the library on his way to the
of fice. The bespectacl ed secretary | ooked puzzl ed when Cel este gave him
Radbard' s nmessage. Sideling entered the office. Celeste went out through the
hal | way.

As she went upstairs, she saw two servants com ng fromthe kitchen
Si deling had called themon duty; they had cone down by the back stairs.

Five mnutes later, the front doorbell rang. It was Mdshart. The servant
took the cigars to Radbard; returned to go on duty in the front hall. Hardly
had Moshart taken charge before another ring announced the expected visitors.

Moshart opened the front door; admitted Roy Medwi n and a stocky, swarthy
man. Mshart knew that Roy's conpani on was | nspector Joe Cardona.

Sideling canme out to receive the visitors and conduct theminto Radbard's
of fice. Moshart waited a half mnute, then went into the library, hoping to
find a chance to listen at the office door

The ot her servants had faded tenporarily; they reappeared. They suspected
nothing in Moshart's absence. They thought he had recei ved sone order from
Radbar d.

From behi nd the maroon curtain, The Shadow saw the two servants on duty.
Looki ng beyond them he spied the huge Apollo statue at the foot of the grand
staircase. As The Shadow studied the statue's face, he met the direct gaze of
t he bronze eyes.

To others, that nmetal stare would have neant nothing. To The Shadow, it
told a silent story.

The Shadow s flashlight blinks had been well tined. Celeste's aid had
been
nore effective than the girl had realized.

The Shadow s pl ans were ready for conpletion

CHAPTER XVI |
THREE - ONE - TWD
THE conference in Radbard's office had ended. Behind his big desk, the

| eoni ne crook was smling pleasantly at Roy Medwi n and Joe Cardona. In a
heavy,



but friendly tone, he expressed his thanks for the visit.

"The case seens obvious,"” sumred Radbard, speaking to Cardona. "Young
Medwi n, here, gained a French coin through odd circunstances that produced a
threat against his life. He sold ne the coin. Later, he was invited to
Dugl ey' s
exhibit, and trouble occurred there.

"It is only natural that the threat m ght be transferred to ne,
particularly if this coin is involved." Wth that, Radbard clanged a two-franc
pi ece upon the desk. "Yet | cannot understand why this coin should be
inmportant. It is of conparatively little value."

Cardona was exam ning the coin. Roy saw it; the silver piece had the sane
date as the one that he had sold to Radbard. Yet this coin was not holl ow.
Radbard had substituted a genuine two-franc piece for the one that had carried
t he nunerical message, 312.

Roy started to say sonething; felt Radbard's eyes upon him and stopped.
Gimy, Roy renmenbered his nessage from The Shadow. He was to bring Cardona
here, but to avoid any direct accusations of Radbard unl ess they seened
opportune. So far, Radbard had staged a perfect bluff. H s gaze was one of
ridicule.

"Sorry to have troubled you, M. Radbard," announced Cardona, in a gruff
but apol ogetic tone. "You're a busy man. W won't take up any nore of your
time. | thought you ought to know t hose details, though."

"Of course," agreed Radbard. Rising, he opened the express box and took
out the foreign docunents. "Sideling, get Mdshart. Have himhelp you carry
this
express box to the storeroom It can go to ny downtown office in the norning.

I
shall show the visitors to the front door."

Si del i ng opened the door to the library; saw Moshart standing in an
al cove. The servant had ducked away in time; he had heard everything, snooping
at the door. The two picked up the express box, to lug it out through the
library. Wen they reached the hallway, Sideling told Mdshart to wait.

"Where are the other servants?" queried the secretary. "Weren't they on
duty, Moshart?"

"They must have gone out to the kitchen," returned Mdshart, as puzzled as
Sideling. "But it was their job to stay here."

"Sunmon them at once, Mshart!"

"Al'l, right." Mshart started away; then paused: "Maybe you'd better do
it, Sideling. Sonetinmes they resent it when | give orders."

Sideling started to the kitchen. Mshart watched him then returned to
t he
library.

A FEWninutes later, Radbard canme out of his office with Roy and Cardona.
Chatting, they had passed Moshart wi thout noticing him Radbard was too busy
to
observe the express box resting on a high-backed chair near the foot of the
staircase

As Radbard paused by the front door, Sideling arrived fromthe kitchen
The secretary's face showed alarm his lips twitched, but he refrained from
speech. He wanted to wait until the visitors had gone.

Radbard was shaki ng hands with his visitors. Just as he was ready to
unl ock the front door, Mshart came fromthe library and strolled over to the
chair where the express box rested. He | ooked toward Sideling; the secretary
shook his head in puzzled fashion, to indicate that he had not found the
m ssing servants. Mshart | ooked perpl exed, when he received the silent
i nformati on.

Though one of these two henchmen was | oyal to Radbard while the other was
fal se, neither could understand the di sappearance of the two servants who had



taken turns at watching the hallway. They wondered what the answer coul d be.
As
t hey specul ated, they | earned.

As Radbard purred a final good night to his visitors, a chilling sound
filled the gloomy hallway. It came, seemingly, from nowhere; for walls caught
the echoes of that weird | augh and spread its tones to every nook

It was the sheer response of instinct that nade every startled |istener
turn toward the mghty statue of Apollo, as if bronze |lips alone could be
responsi ble for that unearthly peal of nockery. As they gazed, the astounded
men saw t he actual author of the taunting |augh

THE SHADOW had st epped from gl oom besi de the statue. Agai nst whitened
mar bl e and shining bronze, his cloaked figure was plainly reveal ed. So were
t he
fists that wi elded automatics. One gun covered Courtney Radbard. The ot her
poi nted toward Sideling and Mdshart, who were al nost side by side.

As hands cane upward, Joe Cardona whi pped out a revolver to cover Radbard
al so. The inspector shoved another gun to Roy, told himto watch Sideling and
Moshart. The Shadow had pointed out those nmen with his automatics; that was
sufficient for Joe Cardona.

The stocky inspector knew The Shadow fromthe past. In an instant, al

t he
ef fect of Radbard's bluff was gone. Cardona would have arrested any one - even
the police comm ssioner - if The Shadow gave the order.

Despite his predicanent, Radbard smiled. The nmaster-crook was confident.
He felt that The Shadow had bl undered by this nove; in fact, Radbard al nost
doubted that this intruder was The Shadow. True, that weird | augh had sounded
genui ne, but Radbard was willing to attribute it to the echoing qualities of
t he hal | way wall s.

This very day, Radbard had received news that The Shadow was dead; and he
was not yet willing to disbelieve it.

Granting, though, that the black-clad being was The Shadow, Radbard knew
t hat even the cl oaked avenger woul d not shoot himin Cardona's presence,
wi t hout evidence that woul d prove Radbard's ways of crinme. That evidence was
wher e Radbard believed no one could find it. No one, not even The Shadow.

SLOALY, The Shadow advanced. He |owered his autonmatics; cloaked them as
he
cane eye to eye with Radbard. In steady tone, The Shadow spoke the message
t hat
Radbard knew:

"Three - one - two!"

Radbard did not blink. His tawny lips held the senbl ance of a snile

"Your false trails failed," declared The Shadow. "The nunber, 312, was
neither the nunmber of a hotel room nor the time of a train's departure. It
referred to the only matter that could interest you: the date when you were to
recei ve another shipnment fromabroad. 312 is to-day: the twelfth of March.”

Roy Medwi n stared as he heard The Shadow s statenent. He realized that
The
Shadow had been follow ng that assunption all along. This was the third nonth,
March, to-day was the twelfth. Radbard had received a shipnment from abroad
t he
steel express box that |ay between Mdshart and Sideling.

Radbard' s eyes turned slowy as The Shadow stepped toward the hi gh-backed
chair. He watched the gloved hands raise the Iid of the unl ocked express box.
Long fingers probed the inner walls. Suddenly, they gained results. The stee
container slid open like a Japanese puzzl e box.

Moshart, gul ping, realized how Radbard's crooked associ ates had been



bluffed. The thick sides of the express box were hollow, mere shells of steel
They were divided into small sections, each |arge enough to contain a quota of
jewels. The bottomwas solid, to give weight and prevent any hol | ow sound when
t he box was set upon floor or table.

Custons inspectors, passing Radbard's docunents after exam nation, had
| et
huge stores of jewels go by them Crooks like Leo, Beak and Sol o had been
totally bluffed when Radbard had broken the custons seals in their presence
and
shown them the papers in the express box.

Only The Shadow, knowi ng that the express boxes were Radbard's one neans
of receiving jewel shipnents, had divined that the containers nmust be false
ones. Waiting for the final shipment fromthe dirigible, The Shadow had
reveal ed the working of Radbard's ganme. Joe Cardona, a representative of the
law, was here to see the master-crook exposed.

THE hard smile never faded from Radbard's |ips. The supercrook had good
reason to preserve it. The conpartnents in the hollowwalled express box were
enpty. Not a single stolen gemwas there to gleamits proof that Radbard was a
man of crine.

Radbard wat ched The Shadow step away from the hi gh-backed chair. The
master-crimnal thought that his cl oaked adversary stood bal ked.

Agai n, a strange | augh quivered through the hallway. The Shadow turned;
hi s cl oaked shape noved with ghostly swi ftness, as it ascended the staircase
and stopped above the huge statue of Apollo. It was then that Radbard's
confidence ended. Staring upward, he saw sonething that The Shadow had
previ ously observed:

The eyes of the statue were not turned squarely toward the front floor

I nstead, they shone toward the curtained al cove on the right. Radbard
shot
a glance in that direction, saw feet beneath the curtain's edge.

The Shadow had over powered the hallway servants, to place each in a
separate al cove. That, however, meant nothing to Radbard at this nonment.

Al'l that concerned Radbard was the fact that The Shadow had been behi nd
that curtain to view the slightly turned gaze of the bronze Apollo. Hs smle
gone, Radbard again | ooked toward the statue. He saw The Shadow reaching far
fromthe high balustrade, to turn the massive head of bronze.

The Shadow unscrewed the wei ghty object fromthe shoul ders that supported
it. He lifted the bronze head, tilted it. Froma hollow interior conpartnent
poured a flood of sparkling jewels that clattered fromthe decapitated statue
and showered to the floor. That glittering rain of wealth reveal ed the crines
of Courtney Radbard

Crooks had failed to guess the hiding place, even when they tapped the
top
of the statue's head; for the crown was thick and solid. Celeste had not seen
Radbard when he had cone with new jewels fromthe express box. Al one on the
staircase, Radbard had stowed away the final hoard received fromPierre
Lebr unne.

But Cel este, followi ng The Shadow s instructions, had appeared when
Radbard did not expect her. Hurried in his hiding of the jewels, Radbard had
failed to give the bronze head the last tightening twist it needed. The

Apol | o,
with its changed stare, had told The Shadow that it held the stolen wealth.

SNARLI NG, Radbard nade a shift. Cardona's jabbing gun forced hi mback
agai nst the front door. Open-nouthed, Sideling and Mdshart were staring at the
pool of gens upon the floor, realizing that they would be incrimnated with
Radbard, even though they had never seen those gens before.



Agai n cane The Shadow s | augh, like a solem toll that sounded the end of
crime. Holding the Apollo's bead, The Shadow descended the staircase. Al npst
at
the bottom he paused. H s gaze turned suddenly toward the library door

Fi gures sprang suddenly to view. There was a shout; fromthe library cane
Sol o Juke, a pair of thugs behind him Mshart had contacted the | one wolf;
had
found a chance to unbar the rear passage.

Comi ng through, Solo had heard The Shadow s | augh; he had faltered, then
shouted for attack as he saw The Shadow hinmsel f. Sol o had caught The Shadow
of f
guard. Instead of automatics, The Shadow was hol di ng the bronze head.

Cardona and Roy did what The Shadow expected. Totally unnoticed by Sol o,
who had sighted only The Shadow, the two wheel ed and opened fire. Solo pitched
forward as a bullet clipped him H s pals dived back into the library,
fol I oned
by a fusillade.

There were ot hers, though, who profited by the diverted attention
Courtney Radbard gave a shout to Mdshart and Sideling.

As he sounded the call for battle, Radbard whi pped forth a revolver, to
aimfor The Shadow. Despite his speed, Radbard was belated. In |eaving Solo to
Cardona and Roy, The Shadow had chosen Radbard. Already whirling toward the
mast er - cr ook, The Shadow | aunched both arms in a | ong throw.

Through the air came the head of Apollo, heavy despite its holl ow
interior, a gleanming nmissile hurled by accurate hands. Radbard dodged, as he
ai mred his gun. The bronze head struck his left shoulder and flattened himto
the floor. Radbard's hand lost its gun, as the Apollo head bounded hard
agai nst
the front door and clanged to the floor beside the jolted crinme-nmaster

Swinging with the force of his powerful heave, The Shadow tw sted toward
the staircase. A gun barked from Moshart's hand. The desperate servant's hasty
shot was wi de. The Shadow s | eft hand had whi pped out an automatic; his finger
pressed the trigger while the gun was still in the draw. The Shadow s first
shot found Mshart.

Si deling was springing forward, pulling a revolver as he came. Wth a
forward twi st, The Shadow nmet the secretary; disarmed himw th an upward sw ng
of the automatic and caught the frail man as he tried to grapple.

Shoving Sideling across the floor with one hand, The Shadow saw t he
library door. Cardona and Roy had settled the attack fromthat direction. They
were com ng back to take Radbard

The master-crook was on his feet again; he had snatched up his gun to
open
furious fire. The Shadow, turning, was prepared to cover himbefore he could
cut
| oose. Al that Radbard's face showed was evil savagery. H's snarl was one
t hat
prom sed death, if he could find a chance to give it.

A GUN spoke from above. The shot was delivered fromthe head of the
stairs, by a person who could see only Radbard. Celeste had cone from her room
at the sound of gunfire. Bravely, she was trying to do her part in the
struggle. The gun that the girl had was a small .22; its shot was ill-tinmed.

Not only did the bullet niss Radbard; the sound of the shot rmade the girl
a target. Radbard, sw nging, would have halted when he saw The Shadow and t he
others aimng toward him He had not seen them and Cel este, above the
bal ustrade, was squarely in the direction of Radbard's turning aim

The snarling nmurderer pointed his gun over the headl ess shoul ders of the
Apol | o st at ue.

Three guns spoke before Radbard could press his trigger. Revolvers held



by

Joe Cardona and Roy Medwi n flashed their nessages with the burst of The
Shadow s

autonmati c.

Courtney Radbard quivered, as he received the triple fire. He stretched
hi gh, his usel ess gun above his head, then took a long pitch forward and | ay
still.

Roy dashed up the staircase, caught the trenmbling formof Celeste in his
arnms. Bel ow them Cardona reached the dead shape of Courtney Radbard.

Fl att ened

at the foot of the statue that had betrayed him Radbard lay amid the glitter
of

the stolen jewels that were his no | onger.

The Shadow stood by the library door. Near himwas the body of Sol o Juke.
The | one crook was dead. His pals, |like Mshart, were |ying wounded, hel pl ess.
Si del i ng was cringing, as he noved toward Joe Cardona. The secretary was
anxious to surrender to the law, ready to give all the evidence he could,
concer ni ng Radbard's ways of crine.

The Shadow turned toward the office that had been Radbard' s lair.

Choosi ng
t he back passage as a route for departure, he paused only to deliver a final
| augh that awoke new echoes fromthe walls of death's mansion.

Solemm, mirthless, that peal declared The Shadow s | ong-awaited triunph
over the schenes of Courtney Radbard.

Justice, l|like The Shadow, stood victor over crine.

Again, in the near future, would The Shadow nete out the stern justice
that is crinme's due - when he investigated the nurderous pall that hung over
"Murder House." Fromthe New York underworld to a Long Island estate would The
Shadow go; thence to an upstate village to penetrate the veil of death that
made a "Miurder House" in a peaceful farmng community!

THE END



