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CHAPTER |. CROOKSMOVE OUT

"SHARK" MEGL O was staring coldly from his gpartment window. His eyes carried aglint that matched
the glitter of the silver coin that Shark wasimpatiently tossing with hisright hand.

Each click of Shark'sthumb nail brought aring from the haf dollar. Spinning, the coin landed with a
thwack in the waiting pam, only to be started on another twirl.

Shark's hard, long-jawed face was known to the law. So was the fellow's coin-tossing habit. For months,
the police had been looking for Shark Meglo as the murderer behind the most serious wave of jewe
robberies that had ever startled New Y ork.

The coin's spin ended with afind plop. Shark'sthick lips framed an ugly smile. A man had steppedin
from the darkened street, to reach the lighted entry of the gpartment house. Shark had recognized the
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fdlow'sface, four floorsbdow. The arrivd was "Hood" Blecth, Shark's lieutenant.

Soon, there was arap on the apartment door. Shark admitted Hood and pointed to asmall clock that
stood on atable. It showed the time as quarter of eight. Hood's puffy, pock-marked face showed

gpology.
"I know I'm late," admitted Hood. "Only it was no cinch getting word to al the crew. Anyway, the guys
areall ready -"

"Then were s&t," interrupted Shark, in a hard-snapped tone. " The chink dipped me the message when he
brought the wash. The job won't be until nine o'clock.”

Hood looked relieved. He settled into the best chair that the furnished apartment boasted. Shark began
to spin the coin again. Hood looked anxious. He expected a further announcement. It came.

"Therell be another rub-out,” grated Shark. "We can wise the crew when we get there.”

Shark watched Hood coldly. He saw the lieutenant's worried air. After afew moments, Hood voiced a
hoarse objection.

"It's getting me jittery, Shark," declared Hood. "We've staged three jobs already - keeping 'em three or
four weeks gpart. That's smart stuff; but bumping the guysain't! Whattayou want to croak those stuffed
shirtsfor? It don't cover us. Instead of being abunch of jewel snatchers, werelabeled as agang of
masked killers. If it was covering us-"

Again, Shark's rasp interrupted.

"Therésone guy it does cover," stated Shark. "The bird that sells the sparklersto begin with. It wouldn't
be much of aracket, if the bulls knew where those rocks were coming from.”

Amazement spread over Hood's puffy face. Shark was juggling the haf dollar as he watched his
lieutenant. The smirk that Shark displayed was one of evil relish.

"Criped" gulped Hood. "Y ou told me there was abig-shot in the racket. | remember you saying we
didn't have to worry about fencing the sparklers after we grabbed 'em. Only -"

"Only you never figured we cashed in before we started,” inserted Shark. "The cops haven't figured it
ether; and that includes Joe Cardona, the wise bull that they call the ace police ingpector. I've given you
the straight dope, Hood. Keep it under your hat."

HOOD nodded hisintention of so doing. His knowledge of the game was complete at last. Some jewel
merchant of high repute was behind the whole racket. That hidden big-shot sold high priced gemsto
dupes; then tipped off Shark Meglo where and when to get them.

Shark grabbed the swag; it went back to the big-shot. Again the reputable jeweler, that master-crook,
sold the same goodsto anew victim.

Murder was necessary; if avictim survived, he might name the man who had sold him gemsvaued at a
quarter million. Those transactions were confidential ones. Degth could keep them quiet later.

"There's only one guy who could queer thisracket,” announced Shark. "That's The Shadow! It'son
account of him that I've been dodging from one hide-out to another.”

Hood's pleased |eer ended. Hood never liked to hear mention of The Shadow. Shark wasright, The



Shadow could finish any gamethet |eft crimein itswake. Particularly, when men of high socid status
were concerned.

Crimeland knew The Shadow as a cloaked avenger who appeared from nowhere, to strike down
murderous underworld denizens. Though The Shadow's identity was unknown, it was conceded that he
was a personage of distinction, who would know people of wedth.

That was why the murders of jewe -buying millionaires had carried more than usua risk. Hood knew that
it was sheer luck that had so far enabled Shark to evade The Shadow.

"Sngp out of it, Hood," growled Shark. "Here, take this change the Chinaman gave me, and get me some
cigarettes up at the corner store. I'll be packing while you're gone. Take a gander at the lookout in the
lobby. Make sure he's on the job."

Shark gave Hood the shiny hdf dollar. Leaving the gpartment, Hood descended by the automeatic
elevator. In thelobby, he nodded to along-limbed fellow who sat in alittle office. Hood knew the fellow;
his name was "Pinkey" Borton, arowdy who could put up a presentable appearance.

Whenever Shark took anew hideaway, he dways posted Pinkey at lookout. Pinkey had wangled a
clerk'sjob at this shoddy apartment house before Shark had become a tenant.

The street was deserted, and that pleased Hood. The underling stopped outside the corner drug store
and cast asuspicious eye at astreamlined taxi that was stopping there. The cab looked empty, so Hood
went into the drug store. The cab driver alighted and entered while Hood was buying the cigarettes.

Just as Hood stepped away, the cabby asked the druggist to change adollar bill. The man behind the
counter handed over Shark's haf dollar dong with some smdler change.

Returning to his cab, the driver took a dy glance at Hood, who was on hisway back to the gpartment
house. Once behind the whed, the cabby reached to the connecting window. Holding the change that he
had received, he gave the information:

"It was Hood Bleeth!”

A whispered voice responded. A black-gloved hand came through the window and took the change.
Half aminutelater, the cab rolled dowly aong the narrow street that Hood had taken.

Asthetaxi neared a darkened street outside the apartment house, the door opened noisdlesdy. An
unseen passenger stepped from the moving cab into the blackness of the sidewalk.

Hood had gone up in the automatic eevator. Pinkey was behind the office counter, eyeing the front door.
Helet his gaze shift toward the elevator. Pinkey indulged in awan smile; aswish, closebesde him,
changed hisexpressonto aarm.

Pinkey swung face to face with a surging, black-cloaked invader who had sprung in from the entry. He
saw burning eyes sheltered beneath the brim of adouch hat. Long arms were stretching forward, driving
gloved handsfor the lookout's throat.

Pinkey recognized The Shadow.

WITH asnarl, the lookout tried to reach the inner end of the office, by the switchboard. He was pulling a
revolver as he sprang away; Pinkey thought that he could gain a shot before The Shadow produced an
automatic.



The Shadow did not need agun.

With one long drive, the cloaked invader legped the low counter. The Shadow's jabbing hands found
their target, Pinkey's neck. The lookout flattened beneath his cloaked opponent. As Pinkey's eyes bulged
upward, The Shadow's powerful fingers choked words from the lookout's lips.

"Shark Meglo!" gasped Pinkey. "He - he's up on the fourth floor - 4 B! Hood - Hood Bleeth'swith him!
That'sdl - dl I know -"

A buzz from the switchboard was interrupting Pinkey's blurts. The Shadow's fingers pressed beneath
Pinkey's chin, found the spot they wanted. The lookout dumped; his eyes shut as his body became limp.
That skillful trestment settled him into temporary unconsciousness, as effectively asif he had received a
knockout punch.

The buzz from the switchboard ended before The Shadow could pick up the earphones and fake
Pinkey'svoice.

Without delay, The Shadow cleared the counter and took to the stairway. He did not have to hat to pick
up Pinkey's pass-keys. They were dangling from the senseless |ookout's pocket. The Shadow carried
them aong as he went past.

The stairs offered amore rapid route than the elevator, which The Shadow would have had to bring
down from the fourth floor. When he reached 4 B, The Shadow unlocked the door and shoved it inward.
Hetwisted back acrossthe hdl, aiming an automatic for the center of the lighted room.

There was no sign of Shark and Hood. A stir of wind through an opened window showed the route that
they had taken. They had cdled Pinkey to learn if the route was clear. Receiving no reply, the two had
cleared through the window, to the roof of an adjoining building, then down afire escape.

When The Shadow reached the window, he heard the snort of a starting motor in an aleyway below. A
high wall made it impossible to stop, in time, the get-away that Shark and Hood were making.

They had taken most of Shark's luggage with them; but in their haste they had left afew items. There was
an unopened package of laundry in the corner. The table drawer reveaed odds and ends that Shark had
not waited to junk.

His gloves removed, The Shadow picked through an assortment of pencils, paperclips, paper and
envelopes.

With those items was a small microscope. The Shadow held the tiny magnifying glass beneath thelight. It
was powerful, despite its miniature size; the sort of glassthat awatchmaker would use.

The laundry package in the corner gave The Shadow a connecting clue. From his pocket The Shadow
produced the change that the cab driver had brought him from the drug store.

There was awhispered laugh from hidden lips as The Shadow's forefinger rubbed the surface of the new
half dollar and detected adight roughness. It was on the tail side of the coin just beneath the eagle's
beak; a marking that to the eye was no more than a scratch.

Using the powerful lens, The Shadow enlarged the view. The message appeared in | etters that had been
engraved beneath amicroscope by an expert hand:

SILSAM



9p.m.
3-6-6-3-7

PRESSING thewall switch, The Shadow extinguished thelights. A sibilant laugh whispered through the
darkened apartment. The Shadow chose the window as his exit. He reached the fire escape of the
adjacent building and descended by the route that crooks had taken.

It wasjust eight o'clock. The Shadow had one hour in which to anticipate new crime. Shark Meglo
would be due for asurprise when he attempted to deliver robbery and death. The Shadow no longer had
need to seek Shark'strail. He could arrive ahead of Shark tonight.

The Shadow had waited for an opportunity like this one. His plans were made; nothing, apparently, could
interfere with them. The Shadow had made due alowance for the unexpected.

So The Shadow believed. Y et, within the next half hour, freakish chance wasto produce adilemmacof a
sort that The Shadow had never before encountered.

CHAPTER II. THE SHADOW VANISHES

TEN minutes after his departure from Shark's apartment, The Shadow wasriding in the same cab that
had brought him to the killer's hide-out. That cab was The Shadow's own possession; itsdriver, Moe
Shrevnitz, was an agent who served The Shadow.

The Shadow was no longer an invisible passenger. His cloak and hat were packed away beneath the rear
segt. The lights of an avenue showed a calm-faced rider who wore evening attire. The Shadow had taken
on the character of aman named Lamont Cranston, amillionaire globe-trotter. He was on hisway to the
exclusve Cobdt Club.

The Shadow had long guarded the fact that he used the identity of Cranston. It was not afictitious
persondity; therewas ared Lamont Cranston, for whom The Shadow doubled. Cranston spent most of
his time abroad and kept his whereabouts unknown, so that The Shadow could appear in his stead.

Posing as Crangton, The Shadow had access to many important places. That helped him immensely in his
battles against crime. It kept The Shadow's red identity acomplete mystery, even to his own associates.
No one had ever guessed who The Shadow actually was.

Tonight wasto produce a chain of circumstances that would change al that. Though The Shadow did not
foreseeit, he would soon have to adopt his own identity to best continue hisincessant warfare against
crime.

Riding to the Cobalt Club, The Shadow was thinking only of the message on Shark's hdf dallar. The
Shadow had suspected that abig-shot lay behind Shark's crimes. Some one who visited wealthy gem
owners and picked certain ones as victims. That big-shot, aman of supposed good standing, had given
Shark ordersfor tonight.

The victim wasto be amillionaire named Silsam. There was only one possible choice: Hugo Silsam, the
copper king. As Cranston, The Shadow had met Silsam; but had not known that the millionaire owned
many valuable gems. That, however, had been the case with al of the recent gem robberies.

The victims had been persons who had recently purchased rare jewd s without making the fact public.
Each robbery and its attendant murder had reved ed that the dead men were collectors. If Sllsam ran true
to form, hisgems must be worth at least aquarter million.



Nine o'clock.

The Shadow knew the reason for that hour. Silsam was entertaining friends tonight, at his old brownstone
home on Madison Avenue. The afair was smply adinner party; the guests would be gone by nine, thus
giving crooks the chance to tackle Silsam aone.

The figuresthat had accompanied the coin message obvioudy represented the combination of the safe at
Slsam'shome,

THE cab reached the Cobalt Club. The uniformed doorman bowed as he recognized Lamont Cranston.
Thetdl, leisurely club member frequently used taxis around town, and kept hisbig limousine acrossthe
street from the Cobalt Club. Cranston used the big car when he rode hometo his New Jersey etate, late
a night.

While the doorman was pointing out a parking space for the cab, The Shadow strolled into the club. The
attendant was busy at the desk and did not notice Cranston pass. With adight smile on thelipsof his
masklike face, The Shadow entered a telephone booth. He called the home of Hugo Silsam, and asked

to speak with the copper king.

The name of Cranston worked like acharm. In afew minutes, Silsam was on thewire. In aquiet even
tone, The Shadow asked if Silsam would be a home, later in the evening. Silsam's dryish cackle
delivered a pleased affirmative. Cranston would be welcome at any time.

A dight murmur over thewireinformed The Shadow that Silsam's guests were sill present. Hanging up
the receiver, The Shadow |eft the telephone booth. Maintaining Cranston's unhurried style, he strolled out
to the street noting the clock above the desk.

Twenty-five minutes past eight. Plenty of time to reach Silsam's before nine o'clock and stay there until
crooks arrived. The presence of one guest would not cause Shark Meglo to postpone histhrust. Crooks
would never suppose that Cranston, the chance visitor, was The Shadow.

The attendant was still busy at the desk, and The Shadow observed the fact. The fellow happened to
look up, just as Cranston went through the door; but he caught only afleeting glimpse of thetal stroller's
head and shoulders.

Before the doorman could learn whether Crangton wanted hislimousine or ataxi, abig officid car pulled
up in front of the club. From it stepped a pompous man of military manner, whose broad festures wore a
shortclipped mustache.

The arrival was Raph Weston, New Y ork’s police commissioner.
"HELLO, Cranston!"

Weston gjaculated the brisk greeting before The Shadow could move away. Showing Cranston's dight
amile, The Shadow waited. A few minuteswas all he needed to get rid of the police commissoner.

The time would be wel spent, since the friendship between Cranston and Weston was one upon which
The Shadow frequently capitaized when he wanted information regarding the law's angle on recent
crime.

"Comeinto the club,” invited Weston. "We can have dinner in the grillroom.”

"I have dined, thank you," smiled The Shadow. "I am on my way to keep an agppointment. Suppose |
meet you later, commissioner.”



"Very well." Weston showed aflicker of disappointment. "1 wanted to talk to you about those jewel
murders.”

"Has there been another?'

Weston purpled as he heard the question; then redlized that it carried no sarcasm. Serioudy, the
commissioner shook his head.

"No new robbery," he declared. "But | am worried, Cranston. Those crimes have occurred at intervals of
gpproximeately three weeks. It isamost time that another might arrive.”

"That iswhy | asked my question, commissioner. Well, | hopeto seeyou later -"

A shout from the corner interrupted The Shadow's quiet statement. A newsboy came into view,
flourishing early editions of the morning newspapers. Approaching, the news e repeated his
leather-lunged cry:

"Read about th' big plane crash! T'ree Americansinjured! Big Croydon planewreck! T'ree Americans

Weston interrupted by buying two newspapers. He passed one to The Shadow. Spreading his own
newspaper, Weston read the huge headline that announced the wreck of an airliner leaving England for
the Orient. A pilot had been killed; seven passengersinjured. Among the latter were three Americans.

Weston saw a heading over arow of photographs. It bore the words: "Americans hurt in Crash.”
Weston's eyes went to the pictures. It stopped on the central one.

There, staring from the page was the face of Lamont Cranston; below it, the name of the very man for
whom Weston had purchased a duplicate newspaper, only half a minute before!

Spluttering his amazement, Weston turned to speak to The Shadow, saying as he did:
"My word, Cranston! Look at this photo -"

WESTON cut himsdlf short. He no longer saw hisfriend Cranston beside him. It never occurred to the
commissioner that his companion had noticed the photograph in the other newspaper. Nor did Weston
redlize that haf aminute had passed.

To Weston, the effect was that Lamont Cranston had vanished into thin air. Then the commissioner's
gartlement ended. He decided suddenly that something was serioudy amiss. He looked for the club
doorman, saw the fellow standing with ataxi driver, ashort way down the street. With abound, Weston
went in that direction.

Quick though he was, the commissioner did not hear the quiet words that came from the interior of the
cab. Only the doorman caught those instructions from the pretended Cranston. Nor did Weston see
Moe's action at the curb.

The Shadow's taxi driver displayed a cupped hand that held some folded bills. The doorman nodded.
"Whereis Cranston?' bawled Weston. "What's become of him?"*
"Mr. Crangton?' queried the doorman. "Mr. Lamont Cranston? | don't recall seeing him, commissioner.”

"What? Didn't you see me talking to him?”



"| recdl that you were talking to some one, Sir -"
"Bah! Isthisajest?’

Weston pushed the doorman aside. He wanted to look into the cab, but Moe happened to be blocking
theway.

"Wherée'sthe tall man who was here aminute ago?' demanded Weston, as he faced Moe. "He must have
gotten into this cab.”

"Nobody in this cab," assured Moe. With ashrug, he shifted aside. "Take alook if you want."

Weston yanked open the cab door. Looking for Cranston, he did not notice that the handle of the far
door was turning shut. Moe was right, the cab was empty. That was because The Shadow, donning
cloak and hat, had made a quick departure to the Street.

Staring stregtward, Weston saw the limousine across the way. Triumphantly, he shouted:
"Thereés Crangton'scar! That'swherel'll find him!*

Starting across the Street, Weston could not see Moe dip apair of twenty dollar billsto the doorman,
who nodded hisfull understanding. Weston's eyes were on Cranston's chauffeur, Stanley, who st at the
whed of the big limousine.

Weston was coming from the street side. Stanley's head was inclined in the opposite direction. As
Weston arrived ablack shape glided from the curb side of the car. Thrusting his face through the open
window of the front door, Weston shouted at Stanley:

"Whereis Crangton?'
"Mr. Crangton?' Stanley gaped. "Why, he'sin Europe, sir!"

Weston's anger was intense. Heroared at Stanley, demanding to know why the limousine was at the club
if Cranston happened to be in Europe. Stanley informed him that Cranston's nephew wasliving at the
New Jersey mansion and had come into town this evening. Stanley had parked opposite the club
because he could dways find space there.

Weston did not believe the chauffeur. Enraged, the commissioner yanked open the rear door of the
limousine and stared inside. Seeing that the car was empty he dammed the door and strode across the
Street.

Moe's cab was gone; Weston glared at the doorman as he went past. Stormily, the commissioner
entered the Cobalt Club.

AROUND the corner, Moe was picking up a cloaked passenger. The taxi driver nodded as he heard
new ingtructions. The Shadow's plans were changed: he could no longer afford to go to Silsam'sas
Crangton. There wastime, however to use an aternate method that could block Shark Meglo's coming
crime.

That was why The Shadow's lips delivered awhispered laugh for the benefit of Commissioner Weston.
The Shadow's ruse had been anecessary one. He had met an emergency with the utmost speed: and in
so doing had kept himsdlf clear to battle crime.

The fact that there were two Cranstons was something that The Shadow intended never to reved.



CHAPTER III. THE SHADOW'S SUBSTITUTE

FVE minutes after The Shadow had again become a passenger in Mo€'s cab, ayoung man received a
telephone cdl in hisroom at the Hotel Metrolite. The young man's name was Harry Vincent; most of his
acquaintances regarded him as a pleasant, keen-mannered chap who had a comfortable income and
therefore preferred to livein New Y ork.

Infact, Harry was frequently seen a some of the bright spotsin Manhattan. That smply served to cover
hisred activities. Privatdly, Harry Vincent was an agent of The Shadow.

The cdll that came tonight was from The Shadow. It was relayed to Harry by Burbank, the contact agent
through whom The Shadow usudly sent emergency ingtructions. Burbank's news was brief. Harry hung
up and looked at hiswatch.

Twenty-five minutes of nine. Harry could get to Silsam's Madison Avenue home in ten minutes by cab.
Without bothering to change attire, Harry made a prompt departure from the hotel.

During the ride, Harry smiled at one fact he had learned. In service, Harry wasthe oldest of al The
Shadow's agents, with the possible exception of Burbank. Harry had long connected The Shadow with
Lamont Cranston, and had suspected that the two were sometimes one. At lagt, in thisemergency, Harry
had been informed of the actua circumstances.

Harry's smile ended as he reviewed the circumstances that had produced tonight's mission.

The previous year had marked alarge number of jewel robberiesin New Y ork. The police had dipped
badly in certain cases; it was The Shadow who had findly brought criminalsto justice. Meanwhile,
wedlthy persons had adopted the practice of keeping silent regarding any gemsthey owned.

They thought that was why crimes had lessened. From that belief had come new crime. A new group of
thieves had teamed murder with robbery. The secretive methods of jewel owners had made it dmost
impossible for The Shadow to learn where crime was due to strike.

Three degths in three months, each coupled with a huge robbery. The police blamed Shark Meglo. So
did The Shadow; but Shark was dippery. It had taken The Shadow along whileto trace him. Tonight
was The Shadow's opportunity to end the murderer's evil career.

Police interference would bungleit. Shark knew how to dodge the law. The Shadow's one chance was
to stop Shark at the spot where crime was intended: the home of Hugo Silsam. Everything had been
ready when The Shadow found it necessary to abandon hisrole of Cranston.

That was why Harry was going as The Shadow's subgtitute, to watch eventsin Silsam's home. That did
not mean that The Shadow would be absent. On the contrary, he would be close at hand to stop the
crimind'sthrust. Harry's part was to size the Situation and give The Shadow word, when and whereto
enter.

GUEST S were coming from Silsam'swhen Harry arrived there; but the dinner party had not entirely
ended. It was quarter of nine; and Harry saw immediately that the house had not cleared sufficiently for
Shark Meglo to begin operations.

Harry gave his name to the servant who admitted him. The man was evidently Silsam's butler, for his
dryish face showed an air of authority as he craned hislong neck forward.

"I do not think that Mr. Silsam is expecting you, Mr. Vincent -"



"That'sal right,” assured Harry. "'l called him an hour ago, and told him that | was afriend of Mr.
Cransgton. Mr. Silsam said to be here before nine."

"You cdled Mr. Silsam? | thought it was Mr. Cranston who called.”

Harry laughed indulgently. He told the butler that Lamont Cranston wasin Europe. Asthe man'sface
began to show enlightenment, Harry added:

"Y ou must have misunderstood me over the telephone.”

The butler decided that it would be best to usher the visitor into Silsam. The fellow led the way, and
Harry followed. During histalk with the butler, he had learned facts that he wanted, regarding the layout
of the ground floor.

The hallway was along one. On the right, a broad doorway showed the living room, its deserted table
illuminated by candlesthat had burned down to smdl ssumps. On the left was aliving room, from which
Harry could hear voices.

Through the living room doorway, Harry saw the rear wall of the room itself. There was a closed door a
the back, and Harry was surethat it led into Silsam's studly.

That was where the safe would be; the strategic spot where The Shadow could await the murderous
masked crooks.

A glanceto therear of the halway gave Harry aview of a short passage that turned |eft. It certainly led
to an outside door at the side of the house; a perfect mode of entry for The Shadow; once he was
informed of the interior arrangement. Harry intended to supply that information in prompt order.

THERE were three men in the living room, al making ready for departure; but none answered the
description of Silsam.

As Harry looked about, puzzled, the door opened from the study, proving the room to be as Harry
pictured it. A stoopish, testy-faced man cameinto the living room. He was Hugo Silsam.

The butler spoke to Silsam in an undertone. The elderly copper king scowled for amoment as he looked
at Harry. Then Silsam gave adry chuckle. He nodded to the butler and said:

"Very wdl, Wintham.”

With an expression that he meant for aamile, Silsam shook hands with Harry. Heintroduced him to the
other guests; two of them departed immediately. While Wintham was showing them out, Silsam
restrained the last man.

That guest was atdl, heavily built man, blunt-featured and keen-eyed. His name was Michael Chanbury,
and Harry had heard of him.

Chanbury was awedlthy art collector; and Harry knew that he must be close to sixty years of age. In
appearance, however, Chanbury looked scarcely more than forty-five. He had an active manner; hishair,
though grizzled, showed no trend toward complete grayness.

"l want you to remain, Chanbury,” chuckled Silsam. "We are due to have another visitor.”
"Y ou mean Mr. Cranston?' queried Chanbury. "1 understood you to say that he would be here."

"No, no," Silsam shook his bead. "Cranston will not be here at dl. It was Mr. Vincent who caled me, a



while ago. The mistake was mine. But" - he fumed to Harry - "you will haveto help me explainit, Mr.
Vincent."

Harry looked perplexed. Silsam explained.

"| called the Cobdt Club afew minutes ago,” said the copper king, "to make sure just when Cranston
would arrive. When | asked for Cranston, who do you think came on the telephone? The police
commissioner, Raph Weston!™

It was Chanbury's turn to show astonishment.

"Weston talked like amadman,” added Silsam. "When he heard that | expected Cranston - as| actually
thought | did - he said that he would come here right away. He seems very anxiousto locate Cranston,
unless-"

SILSAM paused. His eyestook on ashrewd look. Abruptly, he motioned his companions toward the
study. Chanbury went first. Harry stopped to light a cigarette near the bay window of the living room. As
he struck amatch, he turned his face toward the darkened pane.

Unnoticed by either Silsam or Chanbury, Harry used one hand to wigwag arapid sgnd, telling The
Shadow of the study's location. Harry was confident that eyes from the outer darkness had caught that
quick-flashed word.

With hislips, Harry added a soundless statement, as he looked toward the window. The words that he
phrased were:

"Weston coming here."

There was no time for more. Chanbury had entered the study; Silsam was waiting impatiently at the door.
Harry finished fake operations with the cigarette and joined the stoop-shouldered copper king. They
entered the study.

A clock showed seven minutes of nine. Harry could picture The Shadow working on the side door, a
process that would require no more than five minutes. The Shadow would be inside when crooks
gathered at nine. He would be ready for their thrust.

Weston'sarriva might cause a hitch. Gathering underworld members might scatter if they saw the police
commissioner. On the contrary, a desperado like Shark Meglo might make abold raid while Weston
was present.

All that, Harry decided, hinged on the time element. Chances were that masked invaders would enter
promptly at nine o'clock, and that Weston would not be here that soon.

Silsam stepped to a safe in the far corner of the study. He made quick turns of the dial; the safe door
opened. Turning about, Silsam spoke in ahigh-pitched voice.

"You arean old friend, Chanbury,” he said. "Since Vincent isafriend of Cranston's, | can trust him aso.
Hereisthe reason why Commissioner Weston may have chosen to visit me tonight.”

Silsam brought an ebony box from the safe and plunked it on atable. He opened the lid. Light shimmered
upon aresplendent array of gems. The green of emerads vied with the red of rubies; and the collection
included some magnificent sgpphires. Diamonds were plentiful, but less conspicuous.

The gemswere mounted in rings and brooches of heavy gold. While Chanbury plucked items of jewelry



to examine them more closdly, Silsam invited Harry to do the same. As he spoke, Silsam pressed a
button on thewall.

Almogt immediady, Wintham gppeared at the door from the living room, with the query:
"Yourang for me, Sr?'

"Yes" informed Silsam. "l am expecting Police Commissoner Weston. Usher him in here as soon ashe
arives”"

Wintham went through the living room. Silsam turned to the box of gems. In his pleased cackle, he
declared:

"They are very vauable. So exquisite, that | could not refuse to buy them when they were offered to
rre.ll

"By whom?"
The query came from Chanbury. Silsam smiled and shook his head. After afew seconds, he paused.

"The salewas confidentia," he declared. "'l promised not to namethe sdler. | fed sure, though, that | can
rely on both of you to maintain the same confidence. | purchased these gems from ajeweler named -"

A SNARL interrupted. It came from the living-room door; and the sound caused Harry and Chanbury to
turn, dong with Silsam. The three were riveted by what they saw.

In the doorway stood along-jawed man whose eyes were covered by a handkerchief mask. He was
covering the room with arevolver; flanking him were two other masked invaders, each with a pointed
gun.

To Harry Vincent, that leader's mask was amere sham. Harry knew the identity of the long-jawed man
who woreit.

Shark Meglo and his murderous crew had arrived to claim new swag. Striking before their own deadline,
they had staged the thrust ahead of The Shadow's entry.

CHAPTER IV. DEATH'SSILENCE

GRIM wasthe scenein Silsam's study. Voices had silenced with Shark’s snarl; the only sound wasthe
ticking of thewall clock. From the corner of hiseye, Harry saw the did. It showed three minutes of nine.

For amoment, Harry held hope that The Shadow had already entered by the side door; then that hope
was banished. Shark and his two followers shouldered into the study; when they were clear of the door,
afourth man joined them. Thefdlow had the air of alieutenant, and Harry correctly guessed that he was
Hood Bleeth.

"I got acouple of torpedoes on each door," growled Hood, to Shark. "That oughta hold anybody who
triestomusclein.”

Shark showed an ugly grin of approval. To Harry, the newsforetold disaster. If The Shadow did enter
by the side door, he would encounter waiting crooks. The Shadow could handle them, but not without
gunfire. Shotswould gtart instant daughter, herein the sudy. In fact, Shark chose to mention that very

point.



"Hear that?' he demanded, facing the trgpped trio at the table. "Any smart stuff and well rub out the
three of you! That goesif any of my outfit runsinto trouble. One shot from anywhere, and it will be
curtainsfor you bozod "

Shark's eyes showed their glitter through the dits of hismask. Thekiller's gaze centered on Hugo Silsam.

"I don't like your looks, crabface,”" snarled Shark. He juggled hisrevolver dightly as he spoke. "You
remind me of thelast guy | croaked. Maybe you'll be next!™

Harry caught the significance. Shark intended to murder Silsam because the copper king could blab the
name of the jeweler who had sold him the gems. Harry and Chanbury were in luck because Shark had
interrupted Silsam before he spoke the name.

Since Shark apparently intended to let them live, he wanted to build up another reason for his planned
murder of Silsam.

Death might be due at any moment; and Harry was unable to prevent it. The Shadow's entry by the side
door would only hasten matters, and Harry could no longer serve as The Shadow's substitute. Harry had
agun in his pocket, but no chance to reach for it. Nor would a break be possible.

There were windows in the study; but Harry knew that they must be closed, athough they were hidden
by drawn shades. The night was chilly; but the study was warm, sufficient proof that the windows were
tight shut.

What perplexed Harry most was how Shark and his band had entered despite The Shadow. Harry was
to learn the answer. Shark turned to Hood and snapped the order:

"Bring inthet flunky!"

Hood went out to the living room. He returned, marching Wintham ahead of him. With handsraised, the
dryish faced butler looked pleadingly toward Silsam.

"They knocked at the front door, gir," spoke Wintham. "They had me overpowered before| could give
thedam.”

"It'sdl right, Wintham," returned Silsam ungteadily. "1 don't blame you. They surprised usthe same
weay."

HARRY noted Wintham's expresson and knew ingtantly that the butler had lied. Wintham wasfakingiit,
when he said that crooks had entered by the front door. There were too many of them. If they had come
in by any route, within the past few minutes, The Shadow would have spotted them.

Wintham was atraitor. He was working with Shark. The butler had let the crooks into the house long
ago, and had probably kept them in the darkened kitchen, with lookouts in the empty dining room. Nine
o'clock wasthetime set for attack; but the actual arriva of the crooks had occurred earlier.

Silsam's remark that Commissioner Weston was expected had caused Wintham to pass quick word.
Shark had not waited longer. He wanted this job to be finished when Weston arrived. The pretended
capture of Wintham was merely an dibi for the crooked butler. Wisdly, Shark gave no inkling that he
knew of Weston's coming visit. He told Hood to shove Wintham against thewall, near the door.

Stepping to the table, Shark eyed the box of gems. He tossed in pieces of jewdry that Harry and
Chanbury had dropped. Nudging toward the safe, he said:



"Seeif therés anything ese we want."

With that, Shark clamped the jewel box shut and thrust it under hisarm. He looked at the clock and saw
that it was only afew minutes after nine.

Hood had picked afistful of papers from the safe. He gave anod to Shark. The long-jawed crook faced
Slisam.

"Still got agrouch, huh?' queried Shark. "All right, old sour-puss! Y ou've asked for it!"

Coldly, Shark leveled hisrevolver straight for Silsam's heart. Terror registered itself on the old man's
face; but the expression brought no mercy from Shark. Hisfinger was gripping the trigger. The moment
for murder had come.

Harry Vincent felt a sudden chill againgt the back of hisneck. Ordinarily, he would have taken it for a
draught from an open window; at this moment he thought it an involuntary sensation that he could not
control.

It was Harry'slast chance to save Silsam. The move, in al probability, would cost Harry's own life.

With ahard jab of hisleft hand Harry reached Silsam's shoulder and sent the old man sprawling below
thetable. Turning, Harry lunged for Shark and grabbed the masked crook's gun arm.

With aharsh oath, Shark ripped away to am straight for Harry. Other guns swung aso, to deliver a
withering barrage.

At that instant, awindow shade snapped upward with aloud crackle. It stopped with areport asloud as
ashot. Ascrooks halted their am, they heard a chdlenging laugh. With it, blackness surged over the low
gll.

A cloaked form vaulted into the captured study. A gloved hand came up with agun. Above the muzzle of
the leveled automatic were burning eyes benegath the brim of adouch hat.

The Shadow had sensed the situation ingde the house. He had chosen anew route of entry. Hisarriva
was a chalenge to the startled crooks who gaped asthey saw himin their very midst.

THE SHADOW'S gun mouthed flame. An aiming crook dumped at the door. The fellow's companion
fired; his shot waswide. A second spurt of The Shadow's .45 settled that thug.

Shark Meglo had amed for The Shadow. Thekiller's shift had given Harry a chance to struggle with him.,
Harry was bowling Shark toward the wall; if Shark wrestled free, he would be atarget for The Shadow.

The same applied to Hood Bleeth. Before he could aim from his spot beside the safe, Michagl Chanbury
had sprung upon him. Powerful of action, Chanbury had Hood in a plight that resembled Shark’s.

It was Wintham who saved that pair of killers. The butler no longer tried to dibi histreachery. Hemade a
grab for thelight switch beside the door. An instant |ater the room wasin total darkness,

Guns spoke amid the gloom. Shark and Hood were twisting free from the men who gripped them,
stabbing shots at The Shadow's window. Harry and Chanbury could not stop them for darkness made
the struggle difficult. There were shouts from the living room. Reserve gunmen were dashing through to
reach the study.

Then from the study door itself came the burst of two guns. Crooks went sprawling in their tracks. Amid



the roar of gunfire came the taunt of The Shadow's laugh. Darkness was The Shadow's habitat. He had
used it to shift to anew position.

Shark and Hood had spent useless shots. Their reserve crew was hated. Crooks went scurrying from
the halway, choosing the front door as the quickest exit from the fierce foeman whom they could not
see.

Asthey dashed to the outside air, there were shouts from the house front. New shots rang out.

Commissioner Weston had arrived, accompanied by representatives of the law. Scattered thugs were
running into new trouble. Therr fight wasthrough.

The Shadow was clear to settle mattersin the study. Swinging about in the darkness he found the light
switch and pressed it.

The glow showed Hood finishing a chance dug at Chanbury's head. The stroke was aglancing one, but it
felled Hood's opponent. Hood came for The Shadow, aiming as he drove forward.

The Shadow's hand finished a quick twist with atrigger tug. The automatic spoke before Hood could
fire. Hood wasfinished.

Harry Vincent had wrested clear of Shark Meglo. Harry's fist reached the killer'slong jaw and Shark
gprawled to the wall beside the box of jewels that he had dropped in the struggle. Harry forgot Shark for
the moment, as he saw Wintham flanking The Shadow.

The butler was aiming atiny revolver; Harry fired quick shotsto hat him. One bullet snged Wintham's
shoulder; but the shot was unnecessary.

The Shadow had stooped toward the door. Twisting in upon Wintham, he hoisted the traitor high and
launched him on adigtant dive out through the living room.

THE SHADOW was leaving Shark Meglo to Harry Vincent, during those moments. Harry whedled to
cover therising killer. Shark's bandanna mask had dipped down to hislong jaw; hisugly eyeswereinfull
view.

Jolted by hissaill, Shark acted clumsily. He was more interested in regaining the box of swag thanin
taking am at any one.

Luck wasto serve Shark, where common sense failed him.

Before Harry could do more than cover the bewildered crook, old Hugo Silsam sprang from benesth the
table where Harry had pushed him. Silsam's face had a choleric 1ook; he was trembling with an
uncontrollable spasm. Unheeding Harry's shout, Silsam hurled himsalf upon Shark.

Thetwo wrestled by the opened window, with Silsam clawing for the jewel box with one hand, shoving
Shark's gun upward with the other. Harry was waiting for an opportune shot, when the struggle ended
suddenly. For no gpparent reason, old Silsam becamerrigid. Hisbandslost their grip; tottering, he
stumbled toward Harry.

Shark vaulted the window sill, carrying the jewel box with him. A prompt shot blasted from the doorway;
abullet came hot from The Shadow's gun, straight for Shark’s heart. Again, luck favored the murderous
robber.

Shark was shifting the ebony box when The Shadow fired. The bullet hit the stout, metal-bound coffer a



an angle. The dug was deflected. Shark was below and beyond the sill before The Shadow could loose
further fire.

Harry saw The Shadow speed across the room and spring through the window, hard upon Shark'strall.
There were puny shots from the living room; then louder blasts. Harry saw Wintham succumb to the
bullets of arriving police,

Stooping beside Hugo Silsam, Harry lifted the old man's head. One glance at Silsam's distorted face told
Harry what had happened. Silsam's mad, unnecessary struggle with Shark Meglo had proven too much
for the old man's heart.

Unscathed by asingle bullet, Silsam had suffered a stroke. His own overstrained efforts had produced
the result that murderers had failed to gain. Hugo Silsam was dead.

Chance death had robbed Silsam'slips of the name that they had once tried to utter: that of the
measter-crook who had sent Shark Meglo here to complete the circuit of crime.

CHAPTER V. THE BROKEN TRAIL

WHILE thelaw wastaking control at Silsam's, The Shadow was keeping close on thetrail of Shark
Meglo. Thekiller had been lucky enough to reach arear street and contact awaiting touring car before
The Shadow could overhaul him. There was another vehicle, however, that stood ready for pursuit:
Moe's cab.

Thus the chase began; and it led to narrow East Side Streets, the touring car keeping well ahead. Moe
was driving shrewdly, while The Shadow, peering through the connecting window, kept on the look for

coming opportunity.

Given the right break, The Shadow intended to order aquick spurt. He was ready to wage lone battle
againg Shark and the killer's accompanying crew. Odds never mattered to The Shadow when he had
scummy foemen on therun.

At heart, Shark Meglo was yelow; and his pals would be the same. They would be due for aquick
finigh, if The Shadow overtook them.

More was at stake than the swag that Shark carried. The Shadow was out to learn the identity of the
superplotter who had sold the planted jewelsto Hugo Silsam.

Shark was the only man who could reveal that wanted name. The Shadow had seen Silsam drop dead.
He had heard the barrage of police shotsthat felled Wintham. The Shadow, himsdlf, had finished Hood
Bleeth, the only lieutenant who might have known something about the master-crook.

Hence Shark, rather than the swag, was the prize that The Shadow wanted, athough heintended to take
both. If need be, The Shadow would shoot down Shark's protectors, sparing the killer until he could get
his gloved fingers on Shark'sthroat.

Under such treatment, Shark would blab everything he knew. Murderous though the fellow was, he
required amob. Without thugs a hand to aid him, Shark would become nerveless.

Thetrail reached adummy neighborhood. Moe's cab was staying well back, at The Shadow's order.
Through clever tactics, The Shadow had concealed the fact that he was on thetrail. The policy suddenly
produced results. Asthe cab swung a corner, The Shadow saw the touring car stop, half ablock ahead.

Moe doused the lights and pulled to the curb. Edging from the cab door, The Shadow saw developments



ahead. A man was stepping from the touring car. Though he tried to stay away from the glow of astreet
lamp, the fellow's face was visible to The Shadow. So was the burden that the man lugged under his
am.

It was Shark Meglo, carrying the box of stolen gems.

SHARK sneaked into the doorway of adilapidated house. The touring car rolled away. There was no
need to follow it farther. The Shadow ordered Moe to drive from the neighborhood.

Two minutes | ater, The Shadow was entering the house where Shark had gone.

The building was one of an old row. The houseswere dl three stories high and looked very much dike.
As The Shadow andlyzed it, Shark had chosen this place as anew hide-out.

Shark was clever at finding such ports of refuge; clever enough to have dodged The Shadow for severa
weeks, which was something that few other crooks had ever done.

Once indde the house, The Shadow's progress was uncanny. The house was an empty one; ashe
listened in the darkness of the ground-floor hall, The Shadow could hear cresks from the stairs above,
From them, he chose his own route; but his course was noisgless.

By thetimethat Shark had reached the third floor, The Shadow was at the bottom of the last flight of
dairs.

A door closed above. From the sound, The Shadow marked its exact location: at the rear of the
third-floor hall. Moving silently upward, The Shadow cameto the door itsdlf. There was astreak of light
beneeth it.

Listening, The Shadow heard a series of soft, tumbly thuds; then alow-muttered oath. Wedging atiny
pick into the keyhole, The Shadow found it empty. Shark had locked the door and pocketed the key,

While Shark busied himsdlf inside the room, The Shadow noisdlesdy worked on the lock.

Shark finished firgt. Hislight went off. A few seconds later, The Shadow was turning the doorknob; he
pressed the door inward, with his same noisaless skill. The Shadow heard the closing of another door, on
his right. Pausing, he listened to the scrape of a shoving bolt.

Shark had gone into another room, closing and bolting the door behind him.,

In absolute darkness, The Shadow closed the outer door behind him. He moved in the direction of the
inner door; againgt its surface, he used atiny flashlight so guardedly that Shark could learn nothing.
Sliding hisfingers down the door edge, The Shadow found the knob and reached benegth it. There was
no keyhole.

That accounted for the bolt that Shark had shoved from the other side. It also meant that The Shadow
could use hisflashlight without Shark spotting the gleam.

Within afew minutes, The Shadow had completely learned the layout of the room. It was furnished, in
poor syle, to serve asatawdry living room. On the left was the solid wall that partitioned this house from
the one next door. Straight ahead was awindow, with drawn shade.

On theright was the door to the inner room, where Shark had gone; and when he passed that door, The
Shadow could hear adight stir within.



EXTINGUISHING hislight, The Shadow approached the window. The shade was a battered one,
ydlowish in color; hence The Shadow had carefully kept the flashlight away from it. With full darkness as
his shelter, The Shadow drew back the shade and raised the sash. Peering outward, he took account of
surroundings.

Across the darkened rear aleyway wasthe roof of agarage that fronted on the next Street. It had a
four-foot wall around it, and its two floors were evidently both used for storage, for there were three old
automobiles on the roof. They were nothing but junk, stripped of tires and had probably been put on the
roof because space was lacking on the floors below.

Looking aong the house wall, The Shadow saw the smdl window of Shark's bedroom. It was dark.
Shark had decided that alight was unwise. Moving through the living room, The Shadow stopped at
Shark's door. He heard a muffled scrape; then silence.

Whilethat particular sound was amogt indistinguishable, it told The Shadow that there was no timeto
lose. He remembered the thuddy sounds that he had heard while listening from the halway. They had
occurred herein the living room and The Shadow had identified them.

He turned to the solid wall opposite the door of Shark's bedroom.

There stood a narrow bookcase, built into anarrow niche. It was four shelves high and it wasfilled with
books. The Shadow could not picture Shark as areader, particularly of the old, badly mauled classics
that the shelf contained.

Nevertheless, Shark had been busy with those books. He had dropped a few; they had made the thuddy
sounds.

Picking a shelf where the books had been tightly jammed in place, The Shadow carefully removed afew
volumes. He knew that thiswas the shelf where Shark had worked; in tugging at the books, the crook
had let somefal. Behind the books, The Shadow'stiny torch showed exactly what he expected.

Frayed edges of the wall paper gave evidence of asecret panel, poorly contrived. The Shadow's fingers
probed and found a hidden spring. It gave easily, for the soring was weak. Pushing the panel inward, The
Shadow pressed it upward.

The holein thewal was a degp one, backed with grimy woodwork. Squatting in the center of the cache
was the ebony box that Shark had carried from Silsam's. Its carved front showed along, chipped
scratch. That furrow had been made by The Shadow's deflected bullet.

The Shadow's gloved hand raised the box lid. Theflashlight shoneinto a plush-lined interior. The velvety
cloth gave off adull maroon color. Not asingle glimmer caught the flashlight's glow.

The box was empty. Every stolen gem was gone!

IN an instant, The Shadow had the answer. The depth of the wall-hole told the story. Shark had not
removed the jewels from the box. He had put the swag here intact. The back of thiswall space was
another pand, that could be opened from aroom in the house next door.

Thisthird floor gpartment was not ahide-out. It was a specia place that Shark Meglo visited after every
robbery, long enough to store away his swag. The hole in the wall was good enough to baffle searchers
for the short time it was needed.

All thewhilethat Shark had been coming to thistransfer spot, the cunning master-crook had been waiting
in the house next door.



Stolen gems were off on another round of adventure. In the hands of their scheming owner, they would
be peddied to some new dupe like Silsam and the victims who had preceded him. Once sold for ahuge
sum of cash, they would repose in the custody of some new millionaire, dated for desth when Shark
Meglo appeared.

So far as the swag was concerned, The Shadow's efforts had been nullified, The Shadow knew aso that
the master crimina had by thistime cleared away from the house next door. The hand of that hidden
crime chief had probably stretched for the ebony box as soon as Shark had placed it in the connecting
hole.

Carefully, The Shadow lowered the panel that he had opened. His thoughts were concentrated upon
Shark Meglo. Since this place was the transfer spot, Shark would have no reason to remain, unless he
had been ordered to wait until hisleader had safely removed the gems.

Assuming that to be the case, Shark should either have stayed on guard in the living room, or kept watch
from the bedroom.

Instead, Shark had deliberately bolted the door of the inner room. That not only prevented him from
keeping guard; it put himin aroom that had dl the semblance of atrap. The Stuation did not fit.

The Shadow began to see other purposesin Shark's barricade. That was why The Shadow promptly
noted something that happened at the closing wal pandl.

The coiled loop of asmall wire poked into view. It went out of sight beyond the panel just as The
Shadow findly shut the hiding place That wire was connected with the house wall. Shark could easily
havefixed it so that it would send asignd if any one tampered with the pandl.

Historch extinguished, The Shadow listened. He heard sounds that he had not noticed while stooped at
the panel. Cregping noises, not from Shark'sinner room, but from the halway. A key was scraping
dightly inthelock.

With aquick sweep, The Shadow came back from thewall, out toward the center of the room. Ashe
whirled, the door from the hall rammed inward. Flashlights beamed from the outer gloom. Armed foemen
were upon the threshold. They were members of Shark's cover-up crew, returned here to do battle.

The Shadow'strail was broken. Shark's flight had meant more than the delivery of swag to the
master-crook whom the killer served. Shark had changed thetrail into atrap for The Shadow!

CHAPTER VI. SNARES REVERSED

THE SHADOW'S guns spoke the ingtant that the lights glared. In histwist from thewall, the cloaked
fighter had unlimbered a brace of automatics. Hashlights flew from hands as gunmen scattered for the
shelter of the hall.

One wounded thug sprawled through the doorway, just as darkness again covered the scene. The
Shadow had clipped the fellow's gun arm. Forgetting the wounded attacker, The Shadow spurted new
shotstoward the group in the hall, while they returned hasty dugs.

There was amomentary [ull; during it, The Shadow started forward. He was taking bold tactics, but the
only sort that would serve him. He intended to spring up from among his foemen; to cleave a path to the
stairway before they could recover from their sartlement.

One crook blocked that maneuver. He was the rogue that The Shadow had clipped. Through a



desperate move, that wounded thug wasto put The Shadow in a plight from which few fighters could
ever have escaped.

Just as The Shadow neared the doorway, the room lights came on. With hisleft hand, the wounded man
had found the light switch. Sinking down to the floor, he snarled an oath as he saw The Shadow. The
crook’s pained lips widened into atoothy grin.

Shouts came from the hal as four torpedoes aimed their revolvers. Almost to the doorway, The Shadow
was too exposed to drop the four before they fired damaging shots. He made one of those remarkable
shiftsthat had so often maddened hordes from gangdom.

With aquick spin, The Shadow was back in the room, away from the door, whirling toward the window.
When guns barked, he was gone from range.

In those split seconds, The Shadow remembered the triumphant leer that he had seen upon the face of
the wounded thug. Three ceiling lights were glowing in the low-roofed room, showing The Shadow's
cloaked form plainly, even though he had spun to a safe angle. Face to the window, The Shadow saw
something ese.

Hisfigure had blocked the glow of the ceiling lights. His own silhouette was etched in blackness against
the yellowish window shade.

One glimpse of that outline told The Shadow why the thug had grinned. An ingtant later, The Shadow had
finished hiswhirl; he was turned toward the door, with his shoulders pressing the window shade behind
him.

In that moment, The Shadow atered his plan. Instead of opening prompt fire toward the outer doorway,
he plunged full length upon thefloor.

The wounded crook was out in the hallway; his pals were gone from view. None had waited to see The
Shadow's find move. They thought that he was still backed against the window. Then came the result that
crooks awaited.

A terrific crackle shattered the window, ripping the shade into shreds. From outside came the rat-tat-tat
of amachine gun asit rattled bulletsinto the lighted room. Those dugs dammed the wdll of the hallway,
past the opened door.

The Shadow had divined the double trap. He had made his drop just in time. The crooks attacking from
the hallway had been sent there to reveal The Shadow in the glow of lights. Machine-gunners, waiting
beneath the parapet atop the old garage, were waiting for the telltale blackness against the window
shade.

THE drilling barrage ceased. Perhaps the outside crew thought they had finished The Shadow; possibly
they were in doubt. The latter case was 0 likely that The Shadow could not afford to rise above the level
of the sill. Propped on both elbows, he began to worm hisway forward toward the hallway.

A lookout poked his head into view, dodged away to report that The Shadow was aive and on the
move. The gunmen in the hall were none too sure of their own security. They knew, though, that The
Shadow could not afford ahasty drive. They feared that he might eventually reach the light switch, il
below theleve of the outside machine gun. They wanted to offset that.

The crooks had the method. Their first approach had been cautious; but with time to spare, they could
make al the noise they wanted. The Shadow heard a hoarse call from the halway.



Something thumped up the airs. Shifting dightly to hisright, The Shadow craned his neck.
He saw the weapon that the attackers were about to assemble. It was a sub-machine gun, with ashield.

Given afew minutes longer, they would shove that death device into the doorway. It would completely
fix The Shadow. His automatics could not riddle the shield. If he stayed close to the floor, the hallway
gunwould drill him.

Contrarily, if The Shadow made a dash to capture the new weapon, he would have no time to spikeit.
Again, men from the garage roof would have atarget. They would fell The Shadow through the open
window.

The extent of The Shadow's future life ssemed amatter of minutes. In that short interval, however, The
Shadow saw a chancefor exit; onethat his adversaries had forgotten, because they thought it completely
blocked.

That route was the door to the little room where Shark Meglo had gone. Bolted from the other side, the
stout barrier looked impenetrable. With ahead tilt, The Shadow eyed it. He edged toward that door;
then waited the right momen.

Scraping of sted told that foemen were shoving the submachine gun toward the doorway. A lookout
took another peek and dived away. The Shadow gave no further hesitation. With aquick spring, he
cameto hisfeet, took abound forward and side-stepped toward Shark’s door.

The move wastoo swift for the outside crew. When they started anew rattle of their machine gun, The
Shadow was out of line. The bullets from the garage came zipping straight through the lighted room and
pummeed the halway wal. The gunmen in the hal yanked back their submachine gun and laid low.

Even when the outside gun ended its brief drill, the menin the hall ill waited. They wanted to make sure
that the barrage would not resume. The Shadow had depended on that interval. He knew that he would
need afew seconds at Shark's door.

THE SHADOW arrived at that barrier with one hand raised high. In hisfist, he held an automatic by the
muzzle. Using the big gun as a bludgeon, he dedged atitanic blow for the panel of the door.

No woodwork could have stopped that dash. The panes splintered. The Shadow's arm went through.

As The Shadow's hand stopped short, it gave adight upward toss. The automatic flipped in hisfist; he
caught it by the handle. His hand swinging sideward, The Shadow pumped bulletsinto the room. Those
werefor Shark, if he happened to till be there.

Hislast shot given, The Shadow dropped the automatic. His fingers found the bolt and yanked it. His
other hand had cloaked his second gun; free, that hand turned the knob.

Crooks from the hall had heard the crash, with the ensuing gunfire. Asthey sprang into the lighted room,
they saw The Shadow whed into the darkness of the little room beyond. The door dammed as they
opened fire.

When they halted, momentarily, afist poked through the broken door and stabbed shots back at them.
One thug toppled. The othersdived for the hall.

The inner room was empty. The Shadow learned that as he glanced about. The dight shaft of light
through the broken door gave him al the glow he needed. Shark Meglo had been too wise to keep
himsdlf boxed. The ceiling showed the route that Shark had taken - atrapdoor just above an old meta



bed.

The Shadow clambered up to the trap. Shark had clamped it from above; but had done a hurried job,
never thinking that The Shadow would travel thisfar. Thetrapdoor gave dightly.

Bracing himsdf, The Shadow heaved upward with both arms. The rusted clamp gave. The way was
open.

Acrossthe dleyway, crooks had risen from their machine gun. They heard a chdlenging laugh above.
Looking upward, they saw The Shadow at the roof edge of the house, afull story abovetheir level. No
longer was the garage pargpet a protection. They had no timeto tilt their machine gun. Savagely they
yanked revolvers and began a hasty fire.

The Shadow's shots were quicker. He sprawled the thugs by their parapet. Grabbing the roof edge with
one hand, he swung downward and outward; then, as he came inward like a pendulum. he released his

orip.

The machine-gunners had done The Shadow afavor when they had so completely blasted away the
window of Shark'sliving room. The Shadow came hurtling through that big opening a a downward
angle. He hit the floor amost among the thugs from the halway, who had entered to start adrive through
the door that The Shadow had cracked.

To those gunners, The Shadow was aliving nightmare, returned from blackness. He came from the one
direction that they did not expect. There was amad scramble for the inner room to escape the shots that
The Shadow fired.

As hisfoemen finished their dive, The Shadow was at the halway door, possessor of the submachine
gun.

He dammed the outer door and locked it. The submachine gun went tumbling down the stairs, with The
Shadow following it. Sirens from the outside air told that the law was answering the darm that gunfire had
produced. The police were a the front door when The Shadow reached the ground floor.

Choosing arear exit, The Shadow was gone, dipping through a closing police cordon. He had | &ft the
rest of Shark'sfollowers astrophiesfor the law.

LATER, The Shadow reached the hidden, darkened abode that served as his sanctum. There, he
reviewed the night's events. Shark Meglo had gained the loot he wanted, and that boodle had gone back
to the master-crook. The man who engineered these crimes was sill under cover. Nevertheless, hisgame
was very badly bent.

In the sanctum, The Shadow received atelephone report from Burbank. Harry Vincent and Michael
Chanbury were gtill a Silsam's. Both had testified that Hugo Silsam wasjust ready to tll the name of the
man who sold the stolen gems when Shark had entered to prevent it.

That connection was too obvious even for the police to miss. They would recognize that the jewe sdler
was the brain behind crime. They would scour Manhattan for that master-crook.

Intervals of afew weeks had aways intervened between the former crimes. Certainly, asmilar lapse
would again be necessary before the head of crime dared to move again. That prospect solved one
problem that pressed The Shadow. That was the matter of anew identity to replace hisimpersonation of
Lamont Cranston.

The Shadow needed a guise that would serve him through the future; one which no one, even in wildest



fancy, would ever link with The Shadow. The Shadow had long reserved such an identity for theright
time; and that time was the present.

Agents could handle details of the immediate future. Knowing that, The Shadow gave ingructionsto
Burbank, in detail. The sanctum light clicked off. A strange laugh sounded in the darkness. That mirth
betokened The Shadow's departure. He was leaving New Y ork.

When The Shadow returned, he would come openly, without his garb of black. Often had he appeared
in public, using borrowed guises such asthat of Cranston. Thisreturn would be unique.

At last, The Shadow had decided to arrive as himsalf. The Shadow would be unmasked at |ast!
CHAPTER VII. WESTON WORRIES

FOUR days after the robbery at Silsam's, two men were discussing the details of that crime. Onewas
Commissioner Ralph Weston; the other, Inspector Joe Cardona. They were holding their conferencein
Weston's office.

Usudly, the police commissioner was wont to argue with his ace inspector. Weston's brisk, military
manner conflicted with Cardona’s style. Where Weston tried to be dynamic, Cardona maintained a
poker-faced calm.

Swarthy of countenance, stocky of build, Cardonahad away of listening to Weston's ideas without
committing himsdlf. That was something that often irked the salf-important commissioner.

Today, however, dl was different. Weston's stare was far away. He sat slent while Cardona did the
talking. The opportunity wastoo good a one for Joeto miss.

"Weve gotten some results,” voiced the detective ace. "Weve linked the robberies at Silsam's with the
past ones. We found the place where Shark Meglo headed, after he got away with Silsam's gems. There
was aholein the wall, where he shoved the swag.”

Weston was nodding, without vocal comment.

"Somebody picked up the gems from the house next door," continued Cardona. "Whoever heis, he'sthe
big shot. The only fellow who could name him is Shark, and Shark’s made a dive for some new
hideaway."

Weston's nods continued. It was Cardonas opportunity to drive home the wedge he wanted.

"I've got ahunch," spoke the ace. He paused, expecting aglower from Weston, who invariably disputed
hisideas. No objection coming, Cardona added:

"My hunch isthat the big-shot is the fellow who sold the jewed sto Silsam. They're the same gems that
were stolen three times before, because the big-shot has been selling them over and over. Shark'sjobis
to bring them back to him -"

Cardona stopped. For thefirst time, he realized that Weston hadn't heard aword. Something was wrong
with the commissioner, and Joe couldn't figure what it was. Settling back in his chair, Cardonawaited.

After aminute, Weston suddenly redlized that Joe had stopped talking. With a shake of his head, Weston
jerked his senses back to normal. He made a grimace which was his best attempt at asmile.

"I'm sorry, Cardona," gpologized Weston in a humble tone that was new to Joe. "My thoughts were



esawhere. I'm worried, Cardona Badly worried! | won't be myself until thistroubleis off my mind!"

Joe |ooked puzzled. He had noticed that Weston had been in ahazy state, but had not supposed that the
commissioner's brain was overburdened.

"Therewill beavigtor inafew minutes" informed Weston. "After I'vetaked to him, I'll fedl better. You
know the chap, Cardona. His name is Burke, reporter for the New York Classic.”

"Clyde Burke?' demanded Cardona. "' Say, commissioner, you aren't | etting that news hound in on this
jewe stuff, are you? We've been trying to keep what little we've got, strictly to oursalves. If Burke -"

"No, no!" interjected Weston. "Burkeis aiding mein another matter. | shal let you hear the detailswhen
he arrives.”

A BUZZER sounded as Weston spoke. Answering the call, the commissioner learned that Clyde Burke
was outside. He ordered that the reporter be sent in. Soon, awiry, lean-faced chap appeared in
Weston's office.

Cardona knew Burke well, and liked him, even though there were times he didn't want the reporter
around. Hence Joe and Clyde exchanged friendly handshakes.

Weston was quick with aquery:
"Tdl me, Burke - what have you learned?’

"Lamont Crangton isdefinitely in England,” replied Clyde. "Heleft the London hospital yesterday and is
coming home next week, aboard the Queen Mary."

"Y ou are positive of that?"

"Yes. Hereisaradio photo that | ordered from our London representative. The shot shows Cranston,
back at his hotdl."

Weston studied the photograph. It was Cranston, sure enough, with his head bandaged as aresult of the
arplane crash. Weston sank back in his chair. His voice was hollow as he declared:

"But | saw Crangton! With my own eyes - outside the Cobalt Club! And when Silsam called the club, he
said that he had talked with Crangton -"

Weston's voice trailed to aworried mutter. For the first time, Cardona began to understand. He
remembered that the commissioner had made hazy comments regarding Cranston. Healso recdled a
conference between Weston and Clyde, not long after the Silsam robbery.

It was obvious that the reporter had learned what bothered Weston and had promised to ook into the
matter. After adl, it was something that areporter could handle better than the police. Infact, Clyde
apparently proved that with his next statement.

"It was Vincent who called Silsam's," explained Clyde. "He introduced himsdf asafriend of Cranston's,
but when Silsam cdlled the club, he still thought that Cranston had been on the telephone. Vincent hadn't
reached Silsam's & that time."

"But the man outside the club -"

"Was Crangton's nephew. The onethat Stanley, the chauffeur, said wasin New York."



"But he wastheimage of Cranston -"

Clyde shook his head. He produced another photograph. It showed aface very much like Cranston's,
but younger.

There were dight points of difference, that Clyde pointed out.

"Leroy Crangton,” named Clyde. "From Cdlifornia. Nephew of Lamont. This picturewasin the Classic
files"

"Then thiswasthe man | saw?" queried Weston. "But he recognized me, outside the club, and | had
never met him!"

"He may have known who you were," smiled Clyde. "Y ou mistook him for hisuncle, but he did not have
achanceto explain who hewas."

"But why did he disappear?"

"Probably because he saw his uncl€'s photograph on the newspaper you handed him. He was darmed;
he must have dashed for the telephone at the corner drug store.”

"But he didn't return to New Jersey. | called there repeatedly. The servants mentioned Cranston's
nephew, but did not know where he was."

Clyde produced aclipping that gave the names of passengers on aliner that had sailed from New Y ork
at midnight on the same evening that the robbery had struck at Silsam's

"Leroy booked passage immediately,” declared Clyde. "He wanted to reach hisinjured uncle. By this
time, he hasjust about reached England.”

WESTON'S smile was genuine. At last, the commissioner was satisfied. He cdled his secretary, to
cancel an appointment that he had made with a psycho-analyst. Weston had actualy believed himsdlf a
victim of hdlucinations, and had decided that he needed the attention of a physician who specidizedin
treatment of menta disorders.

"Y ou have my full thanks, Burke," commended the commissioner. "If thereisanything that | candoin
return -"

"Thereis,”" put in Clyde. "Y ou can save methe trouble of taking atrip to Guatemaa."
"To Guatemda?'

"Yes. You remember Kent Allard, the aviator, who was|ost a dozen years ago? On that flight to South
America?'

"Of course! Havethey found aclueto hislost plane?’

"Better than that. They've located Allard himsdlf! He landed in the Guatema an jungle, and became the
white god of atribe of Xincalndians. A Xincamessenger hasjust shown up in Puerto Barrios, on the
Caribbean, with word that Allard is on hisway back to civilization. The Classic wantsmeto go to
Guatemaaand meet him."

"An excdlent assgnment, Burke!"

Clyde smiled. Cardona saw it and scowled. Joe knew what was coming, even though Weston did not.



"A good assgnment for someoneese" said Clyde to the commissioner. "I'd rather stay herein New
York and handle ajob that | consider much better.”

"He meansthe Silsam case, commissioner,” put in Cardona. "1 saw what hewas driving a. Listen,
Burke" - Joe siwung to Clyde - "when we're ready to break these jewel robberies, you'll beinonit! But
until then -"

"Until then,” inserted Clyde, "I'd like to be getting some advance dope. Y ou know me well enough, Joe. |
wouldn't gpoil an exclusve gtory. Let meinonit and I'll hold everything until you say the word go.”

Ordinarily, Cardonawould have returned aflat refusa. Joe was willing to take Clyde a hisword; but he
preferred to work without areporter at his elbow. Joe realized though, that he did not have thefina say.

If he rebuked Clyde, he would be crossing Weston. This was the commissioner's chance to repay a debt
to Clyde Burke.

"I amwilling to grant the request,” decided Weston, after a short consideration. " Of course, Cardona has
charge of theinvestigation. If he objects-"

"| don't object,” growled Joe, coming to hisfeet. He had noted that \Weston's tone had resumed its usual
crispiness. "It's jake with me, Burke, since the commissioner says so. Since you're keeping mum, I'll go
the whole hog. I'm on my way right now to get someinformation | want. Y ou can come adong."

WITH asmile, Clyde bundled up theitemsthat he had shown to Weston. He shook hands with the
grateful commissioner and went out the door with Cardona. Asthey reached the street, Clyde still wore
the smile that he could not repress; and with good reason.

Clyde Burke was an agent of The Shadow. He had handed Weston well-concocted details at The
Shadow's own order. The radio photo was actualy one of the real Lamont Cranston. So, for that matter,
was the picture of the supposed Leroy. The nephew did not exit.

Clyde had smply dug up an old picture of Lamont, and had it retouched. Taken adozen years ago, it
showed ayounger face; and the retouching job had changed afew essential details.

Asfor the clipping that named the steamship passengers, Clyde had faked that completely, with the aid of
afriend in the composing room at the Classic.

Pinch-hitting for The Shadow, Clyde had accomplished two aims. Thefirst wasto settle Weston's mind
regarding the Cranston mystery; the second, to team aong with Joe Cardona and learn any details
regarding the jewel robberiesthat had not reached The Shadow.

So far, Clyde had done well. He was confident, moreover, that by going aong with Cardona, he would
run into new opportunities. In that, Clyde wasright. This very afternoon, he wasto meet the
master-crook that The Shadow sought. He was to gain that meeting through Joe Cardona.

Unfortunately, neither Joe Cardonanor Clyde Burke were armed with suspicion. Both wereto be
deceived by the subtle craft of the master-murderer. Only The Shadow could have seen through the
supercrook'sguile.

But The Shadow, his one disguise usdessfor the time, was busy preparing another before he could get
back on thetrail again.

CHAPTER VIII. A FAIR EXCHANGE

CARDONA and Clydetook ataxi at the nearest corner, and Joe gave the driver aMaiden Lane



address. Asthey rode adong, Joe kept his promiseto let Clyde have the details. He explained the first
lead that the law had gained.

"When Shark Meglo snatched those sparklers at Silsam's," stated Cardona, "Hood Bleeth was grabbing
some papers from the safe. Hood didn't get far with them. Here's one sheet we found on him.”

Cardona produced afolded paper. It was abill of sale, describing gemsthat Hugo Silsam had
purchased. It bore the heading "' Oceanic Gem Co.," and gave the sum of Silsam's purchase astwo
hundred thousand dollars.

"The only trouble with this," admitted Cardona. "isthat nobody knows anything about the Oceanic Gem
Co. Therésonly one man who might have some information for us. That's Madden Henshew, the
international jewe broker. We're on our way to seehim.”

Clyde knew that Cardona had gained documents at Silsam's; papersthat Harry Vincent had not had a
chanceto see. Clyde had aso heard of Madden Henshew; for the jewel broker had long been inthe
news. A man of high reputation, Henshew frequently arranged sdes of famous gems. Whenever he did
30, hefurnished the press with Satistics that aways made agood story.

Henshew's office proved abusy one; severd clerkswere working at full speed and the clatter of
typewriters reminded Clyde of the newspaper office. All was quiet, however, when the vistors were
ushered into Henshew's private office.

They were greeted by a portly, baldish man whose broad, serious face wore a stubbly brown mustache.

When they seated themselves, Cardona handed the bill of sale to Henshew. The jewe broker saw the
name at the head of the document. Hislips pursed as he stroked his chin. Henshew had found a
recollection. He called a secretary; told him to bring the annual volumes of the East India Trade Review.

The books arrived. They were well bound, but compact. Henshew |ooked through afew; then found
what he wanted.

"Hereitis" heannounced. "The Oceanic Gem Co., of Cdcutta Last listed in the 1933 annud. The
concern sold out during that year. This report, though, makes a fine showing. Prominent Britishers as
officers. Large assetslisted. If ashrewd faker had shown abook like thisto Silsam, it would have
brought results. Silsam would have taken the rogue as a bona fide agent of the Oceanic Gem Co."

Henshew closed the book as he spoke. It was Clyde Burke who observed that the cover bore no date.
Clyde voiced the opinion that Silsam would not have suspected such avolumeto be an old one.
Henshew concurred on that point.

"Jawd brokers handle sdes confidentidly," explained Henshew. "That could have deceived Silsam. The
swindler, however, could not be an important broker. Take this office, for instance. Every item goes
through a dozen hands. Our books are always open for ingpection. When we hold gems, they are
carefully listed when they go into our vault. Other large houses do the same. Therefore, the swindler
might be aman who knowsthe jewel business; but he is not areputable broker.”

HAVING thus narrowed the field, Henshew advised Cardonato obtain lists of brokerswho had recently
falled in business. He a so suggested that Joe investigate small brokers who ran one-man businesses.

"Our professon has ahigh record for integrity,” affirmed Henshew, "but | must admit that undesirable
persons sometimes creep into it. Occasionally we uncover impostors who pose as jewel brokersto
cover the fact that they are fencing stolen gems.



"The brokerage association, of which | am vice president, doesdl inits power to bring such fraudsto
light. Y ou can count on our full cooperation, Inspector Cardona. If you come upon any doubtful persons,
be sureto let usknow."

As Cardonawas about to leave, atelephone call camefor him. Joe showed enthusiasm during his chat
over the wire. When he had finished, he turned to Henshew.

"It was Michadl Chanbury," explained Cardona. "The art collector who was at Silsam's during the
robbery. Hejust had acal from a private detective named Tyrune. | know the fellow; Jm Tyrune. He
represents a big insurance company that insured Silsam'sgems.”

Henshew showed surprise as he commented, " Odd that you did not learn this before.”

"Itis," agreed Cardona. "Tyruneis caling on Chanbury, tonight, to get his statement aswitness of the
robbery. Chanbury has called Vincent, the other witness, asking him to be there aso. How about it, Mr.
Henshew? Could you be up there, too?"

Henshew consulted an appointment book, and decided that he could come to Chanbury's a nine
o'clock. He shook hands warmly with Cardona and Clyde and saw them out through the large office.
When they parted at asubway station, Joe told Clyde:

"Y ou'rein on everything, Burke. That meansyou can show up a Chanbury'stonight.”

"No need for it Jog," returned Clyde, with afriendly clap upon the ingpector's shoulder. ™Y ou can tell me
all about it afterward. See you tomorrow."

Clyde |eft Cardona dumfounded. For thefirst timein Joe's career, the ace had heard areporter turn
down an invitation to be in on a conference that might mean news. It flattered Cardonato believe that
Clydewaswilling to take Joe's word for whatever passed at Chanbury's. Therewith, Cardonalost all
mistrust that he had felt toward the reporter.

That was exactly what Clyde wanted. It happened, too that Clyde did not have to count on Cardonato
know what would occur tonight. Harry Vincent was going to be at Chanbury's. He would get the needed
details. Clyde was pleased with the way he had handled matters for The Shadow. The reporter was
smiling when he boarded arush hour subway express.

I'T never occurred to Clyde that he had missed the biggest bet that had ever come hisway. In thinking of
Madden Henshew, Clyde decided that the jewel broker wasa"great guy"” - an expression that Cardona
had used after he and Clyde |eft Henshew's office.

Events at this present hour were proving Henshew agentleman of different ilk. Henshew had ridden from
hisofficein ataxi, and was dighting at a pretentious uptown gpartment house. There was an eagerness
about his actionsthat explained itself when Henshew reached his daboratdly furnished apartment.

There, Henshew went to alarge oak bookcase that was built into a corner alcove. He drew out some
large volumes that were bound in fine morocco. Behind the books was a pand, much neater than the one
that The Shadow had uncovered at the old house that he had raided, but of smilar workmanship.

Henshew opened the pand; light awoke the shimmer of resplendent gems.

These jewelswere theloot from Silsam's; but this hole in the wall was aone-way affair that could be
reached by Henshew done.

From his cache, Henshew extracted a heavy finger ring, set with emeralds and diamonds. Hetook itto a



writing desk close by. He turned on a strong light; adjusted alensto his eye. With pincer-like tools, he
began to remove the emerdds from their stting.

While Henshew was a work, abuzzer sounded asignd, in short quick jabs. Henshew listened; the signal
was repeated. Chewing the thick lips beneath his mustache, Henshew put away hiswork and went to the
door. He quickly admitted aman who was crouched there; then glowered at his visitor when they
reached thelight.

The man was Shark Meglo.

"Y ou shouldn't have come here," gritted Henshew. "I told you to stay in the new hide-out and await a
message!”

"l had to come," returned Shark. "We can't use the chink again. Theresaguy looking for him."
"Looking for Moy Ming?'
Henshew's expression was incredulous. Shark voiced ahoarse reply:

"You'l believe me, chief, when you hear how I've figured it. Theré's only one way The Shadow could
have got wise to that Silsam job. Hood spent the half dollar for me at the drug store. The Shadow must
have picked it up."

"But how could hetraceit back to Moy Ming?"

"By thelaundry | left in the hide-out. Only Moy Ming was smart enough to close out hisold laundry
shop. That'swhere | saw the guy snooping, last night.”

"Y ou shouldn't have gone near the place.”
"It'slucky, though, thet | did."

Henshew was forced to agree with Shark. He asked for a description of the snooper. Shark gave one
that fitted Harry Vincent. The resemblance had not escaped him.

"l only took aquick gander a him," informed Shark, "but he surelooked like the mug that tried to hand
me a haymaker, up at Silsam's. My guessisthat he'sworking for The Shadow!"

"Forget Moy Ming," decided Henshew. "I shdl find another way to send messagesto you."

THE jewe broker went back to the writing desk. Shark followed and stood by while Henshew
continued hiswork with the emerads.

In expert fashion, Henshew began to cut the corner of a green stone, talking al thewhilein alow tone.
Hetold Shark of Cardonasvist. Shark gave agrunt.

"| guessthat washes us up,” he said. "The racket's getting too hot. Hood should have snatched that bill of
salethat you faked when you worked on Silsam. Too bad it described the sparklers.”

"The description was not very exact,” remarked Henshew. "Anyway, the insurance company will have a
smilar description. Onethat | intend to read tonight.”

"Which queersthings surel”

"Not necessarily."



Picking anarrow platinum brooch from a pigeonhole in the writing desk, Henshew placed the recut
emerald between two odd-shaped rubies that were aready set. He held the piece of jewelry into the
light. He questioned Shark:

"Would you recognizeit?"

"Say!" Shark'stone wastinged with admiration. "Y ou're fixing those sparklers so nobody would know
them!"

"Like | have on every occasion,” stated Henshew. " Silsam was not the first of our customerswho
showed his purchasesto friends. He happened to be the only one who had time to insure his gems.”

"That's made it jake, every time! That'sasmart one, chief. Y ouwon't be taking achanceif you peddie
therocksagain.”

Henshew supplied a correction.

"You mean when | sdl thegemsagain,” hetold Shark. "That timewill come very shortly. Meanwhile,
Shark, stay away from here unless| summon you."

Henshew saw hisvisitor to the hallway. The route was open to afire tower where Shark could leave
unnoticed. In awhisper, the master-crook added afinal statement.

"Today," said Henshew, "l gave Inspector Cardona some advice. In return, he told me about the
insurance matter. It was afar exchange; and thereisan old saying that afair exchangeis no robbery.”

Henshew closed the door as he stepped back into his luxurious apartment; and Shark caught the
supercrook'’s croaked chortle. Departing Shark understood the chuckle.

Thefair exchange that Henshew mentioned was one that would result in robbery. Like Sllsam and the
dupes before him, another victim would soon be dated for pillage and degath.

CHAPTER IX. THE FINGER POINTS

AT eight o'clock Madden Henshew ended his tedious process of cutting and resetting gems. He put
away the jewelry that he had altered and studied the large number of items that remained. Henshew
estimated that he had two more weeks of work ahead.

Henshew had been running crime on a three-weeks schedule. First the sale of the gems, to some
unusually wesalthy person who could afford a price of close to two hundred thousand dollars. Never any
trouble about that; for any one who knew jewels could see that these stones were worth more than a
quarter million a lowest.

Next, aquick-timed robbery, engineered by Shark Meglo, soon after the gems were placed. Henshew
aways paved the way for that grab, even when it meant the corruption of some trusted servant in the
victim'semploy. Wintham, Silsam's butler, was one such traitor.

After the robbery, the gems came back to Henshew. They dways found repose in the cache behind the
bookcase. An expert at cutting and resetting gems, Henshew away's revamped them himsdlf. Thushe
avoided the very danger that he had mentioned to Joe Cardona: the exposure that would surely cometo
any jewd deder who kept ahoard of stolen gemsin avault to which employees had access.

There lay the smartness of Henshew's game. His legitimate business wasin the best of order. 1t showed
him more than a hundred thousand dollars, in clear profit, annualy. But Henshew considered that small



change compared to the crooked system that he had devised.

These gemsthat he kept at his gpartment, were prizesthat he had stored away year by year, until their
va ue totaded more than a quarter million dollars. They were the bait that brought him amonthly return of
two hundred thousand. Six months of it - Henshew would be past the million mark, and have hisjewels
to boot.

Henshew had long anticipated avisit from the law. It had come today; and he had handled it to
perfection. He had hoodwinked Joe Cardona, New Y ork's ace deuth, and Cardona had thanked him for
it.

Clever suff, seering Cardona after amythical criminal whom Henshew had described as hisown
opposite. Cardonawould hunt for some faker who had been afailure as abroker; not for a successful
man like Henshew. There would be enough prospects to keep Joe busy for months.

Cardona had swallowed Henshew's glib suggestion. So had that wise-faced reporter Burke. Clyde was
just another sap, in Henshew's opinion.

The sour note was Harry Vincent. Who wasthisfellow Vincent? He had been smart enough to look for
Moy Ming, Henshew's messenger who contacted Shark. Whoever Vincent was, he knew too much.
Henshew would settle thet.

Henshew made aquick changeinto atuxedo, then came back to hiswriting desk. Fitting amagnifying
lensto hisright eye, he used atiny-pointed engraving tool and scratched amicroscopic message on ahaf
dollar. Pocketing the coin, Henshew |eft the apartment.

During the ride to Chanbury's, Henshew thought of The Shadow and ended his speculations with alaugh
of dismissal. The Shadow was nothing more than amasguerader who shot it out with crooks. He had
bagged Hood Bleeth and made more trouble later, but he would never get Shark Meglo.

Shark was too smart for The Shadow. Since Henshew considered himself smarter than Shark, it
followed that he, too, was beyond The Shadow's reach. Unless spieslike Vincent made trouble.

Henshew smiled at the thought. He had a sure cure for Vincent.

CHANBURY'S manson wason Long Idand. It was big, pretentious, well isolated. Henshew entered to
find that house sprinkled with bowing servants. He was ushered down along flight of marble sairs
through a picture gdlery to an anteroom beyond.

A smiling girl introduced herself as Miss Merwood, and said that she was Chanbury's secretary. She was
apronounced brunette with dark eyesthat had a dash of languor. Henshew gave her achummy smileas
sheled him into aroom that served as Chanbury's den.

The room was square with oak-paneled walls. It was adorned with large portraits of cavdiersand
rufflenecked courtiers who stared from the wallslike silent observers of theliving persons present. The
furniture was heavy and expensive, but comfortable. Likeal of Chanbury's belongings, it spoke of
wesdlth.

That pleased Henshew. He began to consider Chanbury as afuture prospect in the jewel market.

Joe Cardonawas present. He introduced Henshew to Chanbury, then to Harry Vincent. Henshew eyed
The Shadow's agent teadily; then turned to meet atall oop-shouldered man. Thisfellow was Jm
Tyrune, the private detective who had furnished the news regarding Silsam'sinsurance.



Henshew promptly classed him aglorified snooper who fancied himsdf afird-rate crimina investigator.

The secretary waswaiting at the doorway. Chanbury gave anod of dismissal. When the girl had gone he
remarked to Henshew:

"l seeyou like my secretary.”

Henshew smiled; but decided that he would control hisfacia expressonsin Chanbury's presence. The
art collector had akeen look. Asthe door closed Chanbury added:

"Sheisvery competent and loyal. Her nameis Eleanor Merwood. Her uncle was an old friend of mine.
Probably you remember him; Stanley Merwood, another art collector like mysdf.”

"The fellow who committed suicide?' spoke up Tyrune. "After hefound out that half hisart collection was
phony?"

"Yes," replied Chanbury. "Poor Stanley! How often | advised him not to buy paintings that he thought
were genuine. | can tell afake picture by the smell of itsail. | warned otherstoo, who would not listen.
But let usforget art. We are hereto discuss jewels.”

In his subtlest fashion Henshew dropped the question: ™Y ou collect jewels dso, Mr. Chanbury?!

"Yes," returned Chanbury. "1 think that iswhy Silsam ingsted upon showing me his gemsthat night when
the robbery occurred. It istoo bad that Silsam died, after Vincent had driven off the crooks.”

Harry smilingly accepted credit. Chanbury had been groggy at the time The Shadow struck the hardest
blows. To Henshew, Harry's smile meant much. It supported the crime leader's theory that Harry was
working with The Shadow.

With the subject definitely centered on Silsam's jewed's, Joe Cardona asked Henshew to repest his
Satements of the afternoon. Henshew did so in his most convincing fashion, looking from man to man as
he spoke. Cardonawas asimpressed as before; and Tyrune agreed with everything that Henshew said.

Seeing that he had the police inspector and the private detective clinched, Henshew watched for the
effect upon the other listeners.

Michael Chanbury appeared to be taking everything at the face value that Henshew gaveit, dthough the
art collector showed very little expression. Harry Vincent, however, was visbly sold on Henshew's
opinions. It was not long before the crooked jewel broker knew absolutely that he could number The
Shadow's agent with those who completely believed him.

"Y ou've paved the way for us, Mr. Henshew," declared Cardona, in acomplimentary tone. "Were going
to turn New Y ork insde out, until we've found the crook were after. Well quiz every fakejeweler inthe

city!"

THAT decided, Cardona asked for Tyrune'slist of Silsam'sgems. It talied quite closely with the bill of
sale that bore the name of the Oceanic Gem Co. Henshew compared the lists himself and expressed the
opinion that it would be impaossible for the swindler to dispose of the gemsagain.

"Makethese public,” he advised. "In that way, you will prevent further murder.”

Again, Cardonathanked Henshew for giving an excellent suggestion. Inwardly, Henshew felt new dation.
His gems, when he was through with them, would be far different from the jewelsthat were under

suspicion.



Chanbury raised the only point that worried Henshew. The art collector asked Tyrune thefull value of the
stolen jewels. The private dick replied that Silsam had insured them for two hundred thousand dollars.
An appraiser from the insurance company had alowed that value, after ingpecting the stones.

Henshew knew at once that the apprai ser must have recognized the true worth of the jewelsas at least a
quarter million. If the point had been pressed, it would have brought a discussion concerning the feature
that enabled Henshew to make his quick sales; namely, hismethod of offering the jewelsfor much less
than they were worth.

Chanbury, however, was satisfied with Tyrune's statement. The matter was promptly dropped.

The conference ended. Chanbury ordered drinks; and every one indulged in other talk. During the
conversation, Henshew kept listening for one fact he wanted. At last he heard it while Chanbury was
chatting with Harry Vincent. The fact popped out that Harry wasliving at the Hotel Metrolite and
intended to go there as soon as he reached Manhattan.

It was not long before Henshew glanced at his watch and decided that he must be returning home.
Chanbury summoned Eleanor and told her to call acab. As he shook hands with Henshew, Chanbury
remarked, with asmile:

"Silsam's experience may deter some persons from buying gems. To meit Ssmply repeats the old lesson:
be sure with whom you ded. Which means, Mr. Henshew, that when | am in the market, | shdl call upon
you. | dways buy from persons of highest reputein their particular field.”

Henshew was profuse with thanks. He even forgot to greet Eleanor with an ogling smile, when she came
to announce that the cab had arrived.

ONCE in the taxi, Henshew rode to Manhattan - to Times Square. There, he chose another cab and
gavethe driver an East Side address. Henshew's new destination was close to Shark's present hide-out.

Leaving the cab, Henshew waited near adully lighted corner until he saw an approaching newsboy. He
accosted the newsie with the question:

"Have you changefor ahaf dollar, boy?'

The newsie didn't. He wanted to make the sale though. Henshew looked to the second story above a
darkened pool room and pointed out awindow shade that showed atrickle of light.

"l guessthat'swhere the owner lives," he said. "He's gill up. Take thishaf dollar and ask him for
chenge:

The newsboy went up adarkened stairway. Henshew shifted away, ready for arun. The place was
Shark's hide-out; and Shark was apt to useagun if he fet jittery. That explained why Henshew had
chosen not to rap on Shark's door in person.

There was athree-minute wait. The newsboy returned with the change including some pennies. Henshew
bought the newspaper and walked westward to find another cab. His next move wasto return to his
gpartment as prompitly as possible and cdl in some friendswho lived in the same building.

Henshew aways had an dibi for himself on those nights when Shark set forth murder-bound. Tonight,
robbery was lacking; but avictim had been named for doom.

The half dollar that Henshew had dispatched to Shark was a death warrant, made out for Harry
Vincent!



CHAPTER X. WITHOUT THE SHADOW

WHEN Harry Vincent reached the Hotel Metralite, he had no inkling that he wasin for trouble. In fact
Harry was completely lulled by circumstances. Like Clyde Burke he had been bluffed by the story that
Madden Henshew furnished.

Harry agreed with the jewe broker that the mastermind who controlled Shark Meglo must be a person
of doubtful repute. Asfar as Harry could see, there was no direct lead to that extraordinary crimind. Joe
Cardonawould be along while tracing the rogue.

True, Shark Meglo could provide facts; for Shark probably knew who the big-shot was. But finding
Shark was aproblem initsdlf. Shark possessed one ability that had rendered him invaluable to the
supercrook who used him. That was Shark's skill a keeping out of sight. Even The Shadow had found it
difficult to trace Shark Meglo.

Onefact was obvious. Thedid of death had began another circuit. The Silsam robbery had been one of
achain, aways with those three week intervals. The next case would come within another few weeks,
unlessthelaw could block it.

Somewhere in Manhattan was another millionaire dated to become amurdered dupe like Silsam and the
three before him.

Joe Cardonawas planning to make public adescription of Slsam'sgems. That might crimp the
murderer's game. There was a chance, though, that the master-crook could outsmart the law's measures.
If he did, there was only one person who could balk the next death.

That person was The Shadow.

Harry's chief would be back in New Y ork before the deadline. That pleased Harry. He was confident
that The Shadow must have divined hidden factsin this chain of death. Perhaps there was a peculiar
reason why the robberies had been staggered three weeks apart. If so, The Shadow had certainly
unearthed it.

HARRY'S speculation was correct. The Shadow had actualy anayzed Henshew's methods of dtering
the gemsfor each new sale. That was why The Shadow had been willing to take afew weeks of absence
from New York.

It happened, though, that The Shadow had not yet gained atrail to the jewel swindler. That was
something that he had made plain to his agents.

The thought rankled Harry Vincent, while he was unlocking the door of his hotel room. Harry felt that he
had failed The Shadow. There was alead to the head criminal; one which the law did not suspect. That
lead was Moy Ming, the missing Chinese laundryman; and it had been Harry'sjob to trace Moy Ming.
Harry had been too late.

Could The Shadow have found Moy Ming?

Harry'sanswer was yes. That troubled him al the more. His face was glum when he turned on the light of
his hotel room. Seating himsdlf in achair, Harry began to speculate on methods whereby he could track
the needed Chinaman.

The telephone bell rang. Harry answered. In response to his hello, he heard aguttura voice inquire:

"DisMeester Vincent?'



"Yes" replied Harry. "Whoiscdling?!

"De shoemaker. Next door to de Chineselaundry. | close de shop for de night; but | find out something -
mebbe you liketo know it."

Harry remembered the shoemaker. He had chatted with the fellow and had promised to send over apair
of shoesto berepaired. He did not recall mentioning that he lived at the Hotel Metrolite, but decided that
he must have done so without redizingit.

Harry had told the shoemaker that he had |eft some laundry with Moy Ming and that it had not been
delivered. That had been sufficient explanation for Harry's desire to find the Chinaman.

"Very wdl," sad Harry. "What isit that you want to tell me?”

"About Moy Ming." The voice wasthick, but eager. "I find heem for you! He come by when | closede
shop! He got anew laundry; working there tonight.”

"Do you have the address?’

The voice gaveit; Harry made a notation of it. He thanked the caller and finished the conversation. He
decided that the shoemaker must have called from a public pay station. The repair shop had no
telephone.

His hand upon the doorknob, Harry remembered something. Rules called for areport to Burbank. It
seemed unnecessary tonight, since The Shadow was distant from New Y ork. Nevertheless, the routine
was a permanent habit with The Shadow's agents.

Harry picked up the telephone and called Burbank's number. A methodica voice responded. Harry told
the contact man where he expected to find Moy Ming, and promised alater report.

WHEN he |€&ft the Metrolite by taxi, Harry looked through the rear window. He saw another cab starting
just ashistaxi turned the corner. For awhile, Harry thought the second cab might betrailing him. At ladt,
it waslogt in thetraffic of the avenue.

Harry's cab veered to aside street. It reached Sixth Avenue and rolled between "d" pillars. A block
farther on, Harry looked back to see a couple of cabsin sight. It wasn't far to Moy Ming's new address,
so Harry ordered a halt when he reached the street he wanted.

Asthe cab stopped, Harry was ready with the change. Dropping off, he took quickly to the Side street.
He saw the cab roll ahead and no others stop at the corner. Harry decided that he had not been trailed.

Moy Ming's new place of business occupied atiny basement. It was dimly lighted and Harry saw a
Chinaman stacking laundry bundles on a shelf. Going down the stone steps, Harry entered.

The Chinaman swung about and eyed him narrowly. Though Harry had no way of identifying Moy Ming,
the fellow looked ugly enough to be the one that Harry wanted.

Perhaps the suspicious glance was given because Harry had no laundry bundle, nor was he recognized as
an old customer. It was easy to settle that point. Harry informed that he lived near the new laundry and
intended to bring wash there if the proprietor could make the price right and guarantee good work.

Immediately, the Chinaman became voluble. He leaned across the counter and bragged in singsong
English.



"My namee Moy Ming," he proclaimed. "Me do washee better than other Chinee boy. Better than any
Mélican laundlee. Y ou lookee. | show you."

Moy Ming seemed genuindy anxiousto make anew customer. Helifted a curtain that hung in asmall
doorway and nudged his thumb toward washing machinesin alighted rear room. He wanted to show
Harry his equipment; and Harry decided to take alook. It was a good way to get acquainted with Moy
Ming.

Harry stepped through the doorway and Moy Ming followed. The Chinaman paused to dip the curtain
back in place. His action was natural; Harry did not suspicion it. But he heard something that puzzled
him. It was ascraping noise, from that same doorway.

Harry turned. He saw Moy Ming's fingers on abutton. A heavy door was diding shut to block the exit. It
was on theingde of the curtain which kept it hidden from the front room. Moy Ming was transforming
thisrear room into a prison.

MQY MING'S one mistake was remaining insde the room with Harry. The Chinaman expected trouble
on that score; for he whipped out aknife as Harry turned toward him. Moy Ming was quick; but Harry
outspeeded him.

Before Moy Ming could threaten with the knife, Harry had pulled an automatic. Moy Ming recoiled as
Harry covered him. That was just what Harry wanted. He jabbed his free hand for the Chinaman'swrist
and caught it with an expert wrench. The knife bobbled to the floor.

Moy Ming tried to squirm away. Harry tugged the Chinaman's arm in back of him and bent the
laundryman to the floor. Eye to eye with the ugly fellow, Harry demanded:

"Who sent you to Shark Meglo?'

Moy Ming grimaced. Hetried to show ignorance. Harry's grip tightened on the Chinaman'sarm. Moy
Ming writhed hislips and uttered inarticulate sounds as if too tortured to phrase the name that Harry
wanted.

Harry sensed fakery in the Chinaman's method; but he thought that Moy Ming was merely trying to stave
off the necessary answer.

Moy Ming was smarter than Harry guessed.

That gurgle was a cover-up for more than Moy Ming's thoughts. Uttered in Harry's ear, the sound
drowned other noises. Big washing machines were being dowly shoved from their corners. Moy Ming
could see them; but they were behind Harry's back.

Moy Ming gulped franticaly. Thistimeit wasasignd.

Two huge Mongols bobbed from their hiding places behind the washing machine. They were no longer
cautious, for they were close enough to make a sure attack.

Harry heard them asthey sprang. He pitched Moy Ming to the floor and swung to meet his new
adversaries. The Mongols were wegponl ess, they were depending upon their big hands to smother Harry
to thefloor.

In that instant Harry made a good copy of The Shadow's fading tactics. With atwist, he was away from
the clawing hands. Backed to the corner beside the closed door, Harry dropped to one knee and aimed
his gun at the attacking pair. He would have had time to drop them in their tracks, had it not been for



Moy Ming.

Sprawled amogt a Harry's elbow, the Chinaman propped himself quickly with his hands and reared his
head like a striking serpent. His wide-opened mouth descended upon Harry's gun hand. Teeth sank into
Harry'sfist. Moy Ming shook his head to one side and carried Harry's aiming hand along.

Before Harry could offset Moy Ming'stactics, the Mongols landed. Harry sprawled upon the floor; his
gun dipped from hishold. Moy Ming's bite eased up. There would be no more trouble from Harry
Vincent. Disarmed, The Shadow's agent was hel pless in the grip of two formidable foemen.

ARMS pinned behind him, Harry was shoved to his feet. Staring toward the rear of the room, he saw a
door open. Into the light stepped Shark Meglo, followed by apair of thugs - new followers whom he had
recently recruited.

Seeing that Harry was helpless, Shark motioned the two outside. When they had gone, he bolted the
heavy door.

Harry redlized that Shark must have spotted him outside of Moy Ming's old place; that it was Shark who
had faked the shoemaker's call. What Harry could not figure was how Shark had learned that he lived at
the Hotel Metrolite.

Shark had gained that news by atelephone cal to Henshew's apartment, soon after he had received the
inscribed haf dollar from his chief. The message had said for Shark to handle Harry. All Shark needed
wasword whereto find the victim.

To Harry Vincent, such facts were unimportant at the moment. He could see the murderous glint of
Shark's eyes; he knew that killer again intended to deliver death. Thistime, Harry wasto be the victim,
and doom seemed a certainty.

In the past, Harry had been pulled from snareslike this; but always, rescue had come from The Shadow.

This capture had come during The Shadow's absence. Any chance that Harry might havefor life, would
have to arrive without The Shadow's action.

CHAPTER XI. CROSSED THRUSTS

SHARK MEGLO did not intend prompt death for Harry. That was apparent through the ordersthat he
gaveto Moy Ming and the Mongols. Moy Ming became active, while the big captors till gripped their
prisoner.

AsHarry stared, he saw Moy Ming pull two broad ironing-boards from the wall and set them end to
end.

Next came hig clotheswringers. Grinning like an ape, the Chinaman clamped the wringersto the far ends
of the boards. Shark dug in a corner and found some odd lengths of rope. He brought them to Harry's
captors. Aided by Shark, the Mongols began to tie the prisoner.

Harry started avdiant battle. Moy Ming had to pitch in, clawing furioudly, before The Shadow's agent
could be subdued. At last, Harry lay prone on the floor, under the bulk of the Mongols, while Shark and
Moy Ming tied hiswrists and ankles.

That done, the Mongols hoisted the prisoner and laid him face upward on the ironing-boards. They held
him stretched on the improvised table while Shark affixed the wrist ropesto one wringer, and Moy Ming
attached the ankle cords to the other. Both wound the wringers until the ropeswere taut.



Harry could fed the strain. His ankles were drawn one direction, hisarms pulled full length above his
head, were stretched the opposite way. Moy Ming, Shark's crafty tool, had transformed ordinary laundry
equipment into one of the most terrible of torture devices.

Ironing-boards and wringers made arack, of the sort used in the Middle Ages.

Shark turned the wringers over to the big Mongols. With Moy Ming beside him, Shark went to the
center of the room and viewed Harry's strained face. The snarl that Shark gave was not pleasant. He
raised two fingers, wagged them, so the Mongols could see. The huskies dowly tightened the wringers,
each in an opposite direction.

Harry'sarmstugged at their sockets. His anklesfelt ready to crack. Shark stopped hiswigwag. The men
at the wringerslocked them in place and awaited further orders.

"Don't feel s0 good, doesit?' sneered Shark, ashe faced Harry. "A little tighter, itll fee worse. That's
what you'l be getting, bozo, if you don't talk!™

Despite his strain, Harry managed a blank look. Shark gave a guffaw.

"Don't try to kid me," he snorted. "Y ou were at Silsam'sl So was The Shadow! Y ou were working for
him! Maybe you know who heis. I'd like to know, too."

Harry chewed hislips. He knew what slence meant; more torture, until his boneswould snap. Moy Ming
had hooked the ironing-boards so that they would not buckle under strain. The clothes-wringers were
heavy enough to haul aton weight, under the leverage that the big Mongols could give the long handles.

Harry felt that he was through. The sooner death came, the better. The best way to start the finish wasto
ignore Shark Meglo.

Harry turned his head away, looked for some chance object upon which he could concentrate his gaze.
He wanted anything that would help him hold his thoughts away from the racking pains that would soon
tear through hislimbs.

THERE wasasmal window in the rear wall, just below the celling. It had no shade; that indicated that
the window must be below the level of asmdll courtyard. Probably the space outside the window was
topped by agrating. Neither Shark nor Moy Ming supposed that any one could peer into their torture
chamber, through that window.

Shark was glaring a Harry. Moy Ming was copying the stare. The Mongols were silently waiting & the
wringers. Only Harry looked to the window, hence the prisoner alone saw the face that suddenly

appeared there.

It was awizened face; pale but foxy. It pressed to the pane, itslittle eyes shifting everywhere, to make
sure that no one but Harry was looking in its direction. Once the quick eyes met Harry's, the face shifted
away. Only the blackened window pane remained, when Shark happened to glance there.

With an effort, Harry repressed the smile that tried to forceitself to his drawn face. Rescue was at hand.
He had recognized the face a the window.

The peering man was "Hawkeye," acrafty agent who prowled the underworld in search of information
for The Shadow.

Hawkeye was teamed with Cliff Mardand, a husky chap who had areputation in the badlands.
Gangdom classed Cliff asacrook and akiller. Actualy, Cliff wasworking for The Shadow.



Silently, Harry thanked himself for remembering that routine call to Burbank. Like other active agents,
Harry sometimesfailed to consider the dangersthat might lurk in smple missions, such asthisvist to
Moy Ming.

Burbank, filling long, dreary hours at his contact post, had ahabit of weighing al details that were passed
to him. When absent, The Shadow depended upon Burbank much more than the other agents
supposed.

Burbank's methodica mind had worked promptly after Harry's call. Burbank had decided that if Harry's
mission proved smple, the presence of Cliff and Hawkeye could do no harm. Should things go wrong -
asthey had - the other agents would be necessary. So Burbank had called them to give ingtructions of
the sort that The Shadow would approve.

Into Harry's thoughts came an interruption that seemed very far awvay until Harry snapped from his
reverie. Shark Meglo was snarling new threats. They were final. Harry turned his head to meet Shark's
gae

"Areyou talking?' demanded Shark. "Or do you want more heat? We can giveit -"

Hisfingers had come up. The Mongols were starting pressure on the handles. Asthe new strain
tormented him, Harry panted:

"Il -1l talk!

SHARK hdted the torture. Harry gave a groan. Shark made the Mongols release their pressure. Harry
settled loosely on the ironing-boards. The strain ended, he could fed that he wasintact. All he had to do
was bluff Shark, while Cliff and Hawkeye finished quick preparationsfor attack.

"I'd tell you about The Shadow - if | could,” falsfied Harry. "I never saw him - not before that night at
Silsam's. It was afterward that he came to me, to tell me about Moy Ming. All that he wanted wasto
learn where Moy Ming was. He didn't say why -"

Above Harry's words came an interruption that made Shark whip away. Revolver shots had sounded,
from somewhere outside the building. The reports chilled Harry; for he thought that Cliff and Hawkeye
must have run into Shark'sreserves. The fusiliade became brisker.

Shark yanked out arevolver and sprang toward the rear door. Ready for departure, he pointed to Harry
and shouted to Moy Ming:

"Give him thedirk! HE'sno good to us! Get rid of the body!"

Out came Moy Ming's knife. The lean blade gleamed above Harry's eyes while the Mongol s kept the
rope taut so that the prisoner's heart lay opento the n'sthrust. Harry did not flinch; he watched the
knife point coolly. After al, he had expected desth; and the blade would be quicker than the rack.

A crashriveted Moy Ming; held him, hishand gtill upraised while hisamond eyes darted in anew
direction. Husky hands had cracked thelittle window near the ceiling. The frame was toppling into the
room, glassand al. With it came Hawkeye diding through fet-first.

Thelittle man hit the floor aong with the smashing window frame and took abounding lesp that would
have done credit to arabbit.

"Get Vincent!" snapped Shark. "Finish him, Moy Ming! I'll take care of thismug!"



Shark aimed for Hawkeye but the human rabhbit was away, beyond ametd laundry tub. Shark's bullets
clanged stedl. Moy Ming however had timeto follow Shark's order. He poised again and drove the knife
blade downward.

An automatic stabbed from the space where the window had been. Harry saw Cliff Mardand fire that
shot. Steady of aim, poker-faced in expression, Cliff delivered the needed dose. His bullet took Moy
Ming in the heart.

Thedug from Cliff's .45 carried an impact that jolted the knife-jabbing Chinaman. Moy Ming lurched, his
stab went wide. The blade buried in the edge of the ironing-board, a Harry's shoulder. Moy Ming
dumped to the floor, dead.

Hawkeye was answering Shark'sfire. The odds favored Hawkeye, for he had cover and Shark wasin
the open. Shark yanked the bolt of the rear door and made a dive out into the darkness. Luck waswith
thekiller again. He seemed dmost to dodge Hawkeye€'s peppering fire. Shark was off on another
getaway.

Before the Mongols could make trouble, Cliff and Hawkeye had them covered. Crashes came from the
diding door that led to the front part of the shop. An ax hewed through. The Mongols saw the blue
uniform of a policeman. Together, the pair started for the rear route that Shark had taken.

Neither Cliff nor Hawkeyefired. They heeded awarning call that Harry gave. Hawkeye, bounded to the
window, shot hisarms up to it so Cliff could tug him through. Shots ripped from the shattered diding
door, stopping the Mongolsin ther tracks. Then the barrier crashed entirdly.

Into the room came Joe Cardona, carrying a smoking revolver. He was followed by the private dick, Jm
Tyrune. A few moments|ater, Michael Chanbury joined them.

RELEASED, Harry gave asatisfactory explanation. He said there had been amessage at the hotel,
asking him to come here and collect a package of laundry that had been logt in trangit. Moy Ming had
trapped him; afterwards, Shark had arrived.

To avoid mention of Cliff and Hawkeye, Harry said that Shark had started flight when he heard the
police give battle with the front street guards. Moy Ming had objected to Shark's hasty departure; so
Shark had shot him down, probably because the Chinaman knew too much.

Harry's story suited Cardona. The ace gave Harry an explanation of his own, concerning the law's
invason.

"Y ou oweyour lifeto Chanbury," informed Joe. "After you started for town, he began to worry about
your safety. So we camein, the three of us: Chanbury, Tyrune and mysdlf - and we stopped outside the
Metrolite. We saw you come out and take a cab. We followed."

"But welost you," put in Tyrune. "We had to get out and look around, with some patrolmen. That's how
weran into Shark's outfit."

Like Cardona, Tyrune gave credit to Chanbury. Harry thanked the grizzled art collector, and shook
hands warmly. Chanbury's blunt features showed embarrassment, athough his keen eyesflashed a
pleased twinkle.

"It was nothing," assured Chanbury. "1'd been doing some worrying on my own; that's how | happened to
think of you, Vincent. Maybe you can do as much for me sometime, Vincent."

BACK at the hotdl, Harry reviewed the night's adventure. He knew that Shark would avoid another



thrust. Thekiller was satisfied that Harry knew little; and with Moy Ming deed, there was nothing that
Harry could learn for The Shadow.

Eventswould remain latent until after The Shadow's return. Tonight, however, Harry had learned one
fact. Michadl Chanbury was aman who could show both keenness and action. Even though Cliff and
Hawkeye were Harry's actual rescuers, Chanbury deserved the credit given him.

Harry was positive that Chanbury was one person who would later prove useful to The Shadow.
CHAPTER XII. THE THIRD WEEK

A FORTNIGHT had passed and neither the law nor The Shadow's agents had gained atrail to Shark
Meglo's present hide-out. Thekiller was back in hishomefidd. Keegping out of sight was till Shark's

best specidty.

Harry Vincent had been an occasiona caller at Chanbury's Long Idand home; and so had Clyde Burke.
The reporter had been introduced there by Cardona. Both Joe Cardonaand Jim Tyrune had visited the
wedthy art collector, in hopes that he might have some good ideas. Chanbury's hunch regarding Harry's
predicament had impressed the deuths.

Chanbury, however, had confessed himself at acomplete loss. He was not acrime investigator. He felt
that he had been given too much credit for one chanceidea.

That statement pleased another visitor who heard it. Madden Henshew had found occasion to visit
Michael Chanbury. One afternoon, Chanbury had shown Henshew and Harry al through the big
mangon, with itshal-like picture galleries.

"Paintings," Chanbury had said to Henshew, "interest me far more than jewes. It istoo bad, Henshew,
that you are not an art dedler. | might become your best customer.”

There was one man who chafed under the long lull that had followed the robbery a Silsam's. That man
was Police Commissioner Weston.

On this particular afternoon, two weeks after Harry's rescue, Weston was seated in hisbig office,
nervoudy strumming the desk. Weston's mind was badly disturbed. He was therefore somewhat pleased
when Clyde Burke sauntered in to pay apassing cdll.

"Hello, Burke!" greeted Weston. Then, hopefully: "Any news?'
"None about Shark Meglo."

"Too bad," declared Weston ruefully. "Gad, Burke, | wish you could dig up facts regarding those
robberies! | had hopesthat you could do so after the keen manner in which you solved the Cranston
ridde"

Stll strumming the desk, Weston stared from his window, scanning the broad reaches of Manhattan. Ina
weary tone, he commented:

"Shark Meglo issomewherein this city. So isanother man, ameaster-crimina. We are hunting blindly;
and dl thetime, new crimeisdrawing closer.”

"Maybe not," said Clyde. "Y ou published afull description of the stolen gems. That ought to crimp
another sdle”



"l hope s0, Burke," returned the commissioner. "No more sales, no more crimes. That seemslogical.
Andyet itsmy belief -

He paused. Impatiently, he picked up a newspaper and thwacked the front page.

"Any day, Burkel" he exclamed. "Any day, these pages may reek with horror! New desth - new
robbery! It'sadreadful responsbility, being police commissioner.”

As he placed the newspaper on the table, Weston indulged in ardieved smile. He pointed to a
photograph on the front page. It showed along, lean face, with high forehead; firm eyes gazed beneath
graight brows. The picture was of Kent Allard, thelost aviator who was arriving home from Guatemala.

"Therésaman for you, Burke," declared Weston. "Twelve years ago, his plane crashed in the jungles of
Guatemala. He was crippled, helpless among atribe of XincaIndians; and | understand those savages
arethe most barbarousin Centrd America

"Did Allard yield to those Xincas? No! Instead, he tamed them. He lived with them; ruled them. When he
had civilized them to a State where they could govern themsalves, he appointed a native as chief. A work
of twelve yearswas ended, so Kent Allard came home.”

Clyde nodded his admiration for the famous aviator. The reporter was sorry that he had not taken the
Guatema an assignment; for Allard's return had devel oped into the most sensational news story inyears.
It was duefor its culmination today, when Allard arrived in New Y ork.

There was aring of Weston's telephone bell. It presaged one of the best scoops that Clyde had ever had
as anewspaper reporter. Clyde did not know that, until Weston finished talking over thewire. The
commissioner's face showed huge enthusiasm.

"Bad news and good," announced Weston. "The mayor istooiill to receive Allard when he arrives. | have
been appointed to take His Honor's place. Y ou can come with me, Burke."

THEY met Kent Allard a the Battery, amid the greatest medley of chimes and whistle-blasts that had
sounded since the Armistice.

Tdl, limber, the famed aviator wore asolemn look upon histhin, bronzed face. He was as solemn asthe
pair of short-built XincaIndians who had come back with him from Central America.

Weston and Allard entered an open car and Clyde joined them, much to the envy of other reporters who
were on the scene. Allard spoke brief words to the Xincas, following his bidding, the two Indians went
aboard another automobile.

The procession moved up Broadway, beneath a storm of torn paper that was streaked with ribbons of
ticker tape. Thousands of windows were disgorging that man-made deluge amid the fading light of late
afternoon. The shouts of multitudes rolled among the canyon between the mighty buildings; drowning the
music of the band that led the parade.

It wasthat spectacle that only Manhattan can produce: the home-coming welcome for a man of
recognized achievement. It was atitanic expression of modern approva that dwarfed a Roman triumph;
yet Kent Allard received it with surpassing calmness.

His bows to the welcoming throng were properly timed. His smile, when he showed it, was genuine.
When the procession had passed the greatest tumult, Allard chatted with Weston and Clyde, showing no
partidity between the commissioner and the reporter.



At the city hdll, the aviator received the forma greeting and spoke well chosen words into amicrophone,
that was hooked up with a countrywide circuit. He observed the radio announcer's watch and timed his
talk to the exact five minutes that had been dlotted him.

Then camethetrip to the huge uptown hotel, where a suite had been reserved for Allard. Attired in
evening clothes, the aviator met Weston later and appeared as guest of honor to a huge banquet.

Clyde was till the commissioner's guest; and al through that early evening, the reporter marveled at the
tirdessmanner of Allard.

The speech that Allard made was amasterful account of the Xinca Indians, from the days of their ancient
mythsto an analysis of their modern life and customs. It was agreed by al who talked with the famous
aviator, that they had never met aman quite the equa of Kent Allard.

NINE o'clock found Allard back in his suite, with only Weston and Clyde present; excepting, of course,
the two Xincas, who were Allard's personal attendants.

There was one point upon which Allard had dwelt but little; namely, how the Xincas had accepted him as
the white god from the sky. Allard seemed to consider that of but little importance.

Viewing the two Xincas, both Weston and Clyde noticed how definitely Allard had modified that detail.
It was plain that the servitors worshipped their white chief; that every action they made was hinged upon
hiscommand. In private, Kent Allard was quite as amazing afigureasin public.

"| admire the way you controlled those savage tribesmen,” confided Weston. "'l wish, by Jove, that we
could use the same system with some of the dangerous characters that rove our underworld!™

Allard's clear blue eyesfixed themselves upon Weston. The commissioner met astare that carried a
hypnotic strength. He began to understand how the lost aviator had held complete mastery over hundreds
of nativesfor twelvelong, continuous years.

"Criminas can be handled,” declared Allard. "But they should not be compared with the Xincas. The
Indians, though savage, are human. Some denizens of your underworld could be better defined as
jackas"

Weston agreed. He thought of Shark Meglo. Hetold Allard about the murderer, and the aviator added a
comment. Shark, in hisopinion, was ajungle killer, whose habitat happened to be the depths of a
metropolis, instead of an impenetrable forest.

Finding Allard interested, Weston proceeded with further details; he discussed the quest for the
master-crook who the law was sure existed. He told of the valuable advice that Madden Henshew had
supplied.

WHEN Weston left, Clyde went with him. Allard sat in acomfortable chair beside the window, looking
out over thelighted city.

Hisfar gaze was reflective; he seemed to be feasting on his new view of New Y ork, asif comparing it
with the solitudes of the Jungle. He listened to the murmur of the city, so different from the noises of the
tropical forest.

Meanwhile, the Xincas were prowling softly, their faces as stolid as ever. One moved out into the
hallway, while the other waited at the opened door. When the first returned, the second went into another
room. Thefirst Xinca gpproached Allard and announced, in dow-toned English:



"Theway isopen, mager.”

Kent Allard arose. As he crossed the room with his dow, long stride, he exhibited adight limp. Both
Weston and Clyde had noticed it. That limp was the result of abroken leg that Allard had sustained in his
arplane crash. He had st the bresk himsdlf; the fracture had not mended perfectly.

Thefirst Xincawas at the hallway door, pointing to afire tower that gave a clear path below. The second
Indian came from the inner room, bringing dark garments.

Allard received acloak and did it over his shoulders. He did thin gloves over hishands. Thelast article
that he took was adouch hat, that he pulled tightly upon his head.

Allard's limp ended as he took along, gliding stride toward the fire tower. As he reached the darkened
entrance, he turned. His shape was merged with blackness that matched his garb; al that the watching
Xincas saw was the glow of burning eyes.

A moment later, the eyes were gone. A whispered laugh, delivered by hidden lips, marked the departure
of Kent Allard.

An amazing thing had happened; an event so incredible that even Clyde Burke could not have believed it,
had he been here to witness the whole occurrence. Kent Allard, returned to New Y ork for thefirst time
intwelve years, had transformed himsdlf into the one personage that it seemed impossible for him to be.

Kent Allard had become The Shadow!
CHAPTER XIII. THE SHADOW'S STORY

IN New Y ork, there lived aremarkable man named Sade Farrow, who was a home on this particular
evening. Farrow dwelt in amodest little gpartment; he was akindly faced man, of gentle manner. There
were times, though, when Farrow's features became stern and his eye showed snap.

Farrow was a criminologist, who had devoted hislife to two fine purposes: the reforming of crookswho
were within redemption, and the righting of wrongs done innocent persons, who had been imprisoned for
crimes that actudly were committed by others.

Farrow literaly took his coat off when he settled down to such work. Frequently he had entered a
penitentiary, posing as aconvict, to gain the confidence of certain prisoners. There was one thing about
Farrow; no one could know him long without redlizing that he was aman of absolute trugt.

In hiseasy chair, beside aglowing table lamp, Farrow had set aside a book to reflect upon the past. He
remembered the time when his generous career had been threatened by disaster. Rescue had come
through amysterious cloaked being called This Shadow. (See "The Green Box," Val. IX, No. 2.) Since
then, The Shadow had aided Farrow in many casesthat required justice.

Who was The Shadow?

That was one question that Farrow could not answer. Sometimes The Shadow visited herein garb of
black. Farrow aso recalled avisitor who caled himsdf Lamont Cranston, but was not actually the
millionaire who bore that name. He remembered another, Henry Arnaud, but Farrow knew that the
identity was Smply adisguise.

All those visitors had been The Shadow. Farrow had seen The Shadow in other guises, a so; but had
never learned who the mysterious person redlly was.



Farrow however, had cherished one confident belief. If The Shadow ever reveded himself to any one,
naming hisidentity when unmasked, Farrow would be the person to whom The Shadow would so

appear.
Despite that surety, Farrow had no inkling that The Shadow's unmasking would take place here tonight.

AsFarrow reached for his book, he heard awhispered voice beside him. Looking up, Farrow saw the
cloaked figure of The Shadow. He met the burn of eyesthat were focused from beneath the douch hat
brim. Asin the past, The Shadow had entered Farrow's apartment unheard.

Cloak fell away. Gloved hands lifted the douch hat, then peded away the gloves themselves. The visitor
chose achair and came into the light. Farrow saw aface that he had never viewed before, but it seemed
familiar.

Catching a connected thought, he looked toward a newspaper that lay on the table. He saw a
photograph thet tallied with the visitor. Farrow exclamed the name: "Kent Allard!™

"Yes" Allard'sreply was an even-toned one. I am Kent Allard.”

For amoment, Farrow thought that he was seeing The Shadow in some new disguise, then the sheer
impossibility of the Situation awoke adifferent idea. Long ago, Farrow had decided that The Shadow's
redl identity must be aremarkable one, asincredible as The Shadow himsdif.

Kent Allard had been twelve yearsin the Guatemaajungle. All that while The Shadow had been battling
crimein New Y ork and elsawhere. On the face of it, Allard and The Shadow could not be the same
person. That was why Farrow decided that they were. He was used to theimpossible, where The
Shadow was concerned.

"It isamazing," confessed Farrow, "but | am confident that you are actudly Kent Allard.”

"I am," stated Allard. "Because | have actually returned to my own identity, | have decided that you
should know it."

The tone indicated that Farrow could ask questions. Reaching for the newspaper, Farrow refreshed
himsalf on certain details that he had read that afternoon.

"It states here," declared Farrow, "that you were an aviator in the World War; an ace who was shot
down within the enemy’slines. Y ou were believed dead until a short while before the Armigtice. Then you
returned, after escaping from a prison camp where you had been confined for months.

"After thewar, you retained your interest in aviation and made severd outstanding flights. The last was
the long hop to South America, which ended somewherein Centra America. Y ou were believed dead
until afew weeks ago when it was learned that you werein Guatemda.”

FARROW laid the newspaper aside. With adight smile, he questioned, frankly:
"How much of thisistrue?'

"A great dedl of it," declared Allard. "l was actudly aWar ace. Winning air battles seemed to come to
me naturdly, and | gained apreference for night flights. The enemy caled methe Dark Eagle. They were
glad when they shot down my plane.”

Allard paused. His smile was as reflective as Farrow's. In reminiscent tone, he added:



"But | was not shot down. | landed by design; and drilled the gas tank of my own ship. Wearing ablack
garb, | traveled by night, on foot, within the enemy'slines. | entered prison camps, yes, but never asa
prisoner. | visited them only to release men who were held there, to guide them in their escape.

"By day, | adopted disguises; and working entirely on my own, | contacted our secret agents. That was
when | learned my faculty for penetrating the degpest schemes. | met persons who were amazed to learn
that | had discovered the actud partsthey played.

"I became aroving secret agent, and finally located a secret air base maintained by the enemy. It seemed
suicidal to visit that place and map it. They actually trapped me after | had finished. But my experience as
aviator served me. | escaped from the base itsdlf, in one of the enemy's own planes.”

Farrow understood the rest of that adventure. Kent Allard, returned to his own friends, had naturaly
stated that he had escaped from a prison camp. By thus accounting for his absence, he had kept the
future open for further service as a secret agent.

"Thewar ended," continued Allard. "I found that aviation offered part of thelife | needed; but it provided
neither the action of battle, nor the keen work of the secret agent. | rgjected the idea of becoming a
soldier of fortune. | considered warfare an uncivilized ingtitution except when absol ute necessity required
it.

"l saw such necessity in afield that others had neglected. Crime was becoming rampant in Americaand
elsawhere. Underworlds were organized, with their own hidden battle lines. Only alonefoe could pierce
that cordon; onceinsde, he would have to move by stedlth, and strike with power and suddenness. |
chosethat misson.”

FARROW could see the expression of Allard'sface. In thelight, the clear eyes concedled their burning
power. At moments, however, Farrow noted the hawklike semblance of Allard's countenance. He
remembered the same trace in other faces that he had seen The Shadow wear.

" resolved to bury my identity,” declared Allard. "I flew South and landed purposdly in Guatemala. |
spent afew months among the Xincas and gained their friendship. | came home, disguised so none could
recognize me. | became The Shadow.

"During my new career, | found it necessary to gppear in many places. Sometimesthe actorsin the
scenes of the underworld were mere puppets, manipulated by master-plotters who posed as men of high
esteem. There was need, too, to learn what the law intended.

"I had once known Lamont Cranston, millionaire globe-trotter, whose hobbies were exploration and
aviation. Cranston was often absent from the country; so | adopted his gppearance. It gave medl the
advantagesthat | needed. As Cranston, | found occasional opportunitiesto stop in Central Americaand
visgt my isolated friends of the Xincatribe."

Farrow had listened breathless. A sudden thought struck him. He started the question:
"Did Cranston ever learn -"

"That | look hisplace?' smiled Allard. "Yes. | had to settle that matter, once. | visited Cranston, as The
Shadow. | let him see me as himsdlf. That vist gained Cranston'sfull cooperation. Ever since, he has
obligingly stayed away, whenever | have requested his absence. There have been occasiona
complications; but dl were easily managed, until the present case.”

Farrow understood. That Croydon air crash had left Cranston unable to cooperate further, for the



present. The millionaire's name had come into headlines. Soon, Cranston would be back in America; but
he might be unable to travel for the next few months. The Shadow had needed another role; so he had
become himsdf.

"As The Shadow, | have become widdly known," remarked Allard, in amethodical tone. "Though | have
remained untraced, there are many who can testify to my whereabouts at certain times during the past
twelve years. Thereis one place where | could never have been, during dl that while.

"That placeis Guatemala. By returning home as Kent Allard, | have chosen the best of dl possible
identifies. No onewill ever link mewith The Shadow. AsAllard, | shall be welcome everywhere. | have
aready established mysdaf with Commissioner Weston. | can enter the same circleswhere | gppeared as
Cranston.

"| have long foreseen this prospect. All that | awaited was the necessity of becoming myself. Thelonger |
waited, the better. Twelve years were long enough.”

RISING from hischair, Allard raised his cloak and placed it over his shoulders. He donned the douch
hat. As he drew on hisgloves, Farrow saw the glow of afire opa that shone from the third finger of The
Shadow's | eft hand. That stone, shimmering with every hue of the rainbow, had long served as The
Shadow's token.

The opa wasagirasol, agem of sparkling beauty, found only near Zimapan, in southern Mexico. There
was a history to the unmatched specimen that The Shadow wore. For the present, he did not take timeto
relate the detailsto Slade Farrow.

The Shadow's girasol wasthe great "eye-stone” of the Xincatribe. Pressed southward, centuries ago,
they had carried that gem to Guatemala as the symbol of promise, to be delivered to the great bird god
who would arrive from the sky.

That Xincalegend involving the girasol probably had its origin in the Aztec myth of awhite god who
would some day visit them. The Aztecs had welcomed Cortez and the Spaniards, because of such a
legend, and had suffered disaster thereby. The Xincas, perssting in asimilar belief, had greeted Kent
Allard.

He had been worthy of the legend. His coming had ended strife among the Xincas. Often had their white
god left them; dways had he returned. Ever from hisfinger shonethe greet "eye-stone," the Xincagift that
had awaited him.

A glove covered the girasol. Cloaked completely in black, Kent Allard was again The Shadow. In the
guisethat suited hisreturn, The Shadow resumed the chair beside Slade Farrow.

The Shadow's past was told. He was ready to discuss the future. The Shadow was resuming the trail that
he had |eft to others during hisforced absence from New Y ork.

CHAPTER XI1V. CRIME'SNEXT STEP

FARROW had al the data that The Shadow wanted. Burbank had forwarded all reportsto the
criminologi<, so that they could be in order when The Shadow returned. Producing hisfiles, Farrow
placed typewritten sheets upon the table, together with newspaper clippings.

Clyde Burke had culled agrest ded of information. Going the rounds with Joe Cardona, the reporter had
listed the names of many possible suspects - dl jewel brokers or salesmen of doubtful repute. Cardona
had quizzed a dozen or more; and news of the police search had traveled. The rest of the questionable



group were becoming hard to find.

When he had finished his study of the scattered evidence, The Shadow questioned Farrow regarding an
opinion. Farrow had one.

"l would say that Cardona has taken the wrong course," he declared. "It seems obviousthat thereisa
crime leader behind Shark'sraids. But thereisno real evidence to show that such a person belongsto the
particular class that Cardona supposes.”

"Cardonaisfollowing Henshew's advice," reminded The Shadow. "No one knows the jewd trade better
than Henshew."

There was asignificance to The Shadow's tone that Farrow did not catch. Farrow was too concentrated
upon hisown idess.

"Henshew knowsthejewd market," admitted Farrow, "but that could indicate that he cannot see beyond
it. Hewould naturaly be prejudiced against unethica jewe brokers. That iswhy he suspects them.”

Farrow picked up areport of Clyde'svist to Henshew. Carefully, Farrow read over every statement that
the prominent jewel broker had made.

"Logica enough," commented Farrow, "but too restricted. In effect, Henshew believesthat some
small-time jewed merchant has devel oped into a master-crook. My opinion would be just the opposite. |
suspect that some big-time crook has learned the gem business sufficiently well to dupe such victims as
Hugo Sisam.”

Farrow reached for lists of his own. He checked over names of known criminals. Some were swindlers,
othersracketeers. Any of them might have the capability that Farrow credited to them.

But Farrow admitted that thelist did not satisfy him. He had been looking into the affairs of those
criminals during The Shadow's absence. There seemed to be someflaw in every case.

"Perhaps | have missed on one of them," said Farrow. "What ismore, | may be entirely mistaken.
Henshew's theory could be correct. Nevertheless, it isfroth, whether right or wrong. It was Henshew's
positive manner that convinced Cardona; not the man's accuracy in andyzing the case.”

SEATED, The Shadow brushed Farrow's documents aside. He drew off hisright glove brought out a
fountain pen and took a sheet of blank paper. He drew acircle near the top of the pageinink of vivid
blue. Inthecircle, he negtly inscribed aname, using two lines:

Hugo
Slsam

"Let ussay," suggested The Shadow, "that the circle represents secrecy. That iswhy the victim was so
completely enmeshed. Someone sold Silsam on the necessity of keeping his gem purchase as private as

possble”

Farrow nodded. He recognized that Silsam's name typified the others who had been robbed and
murdered before him. The circle applied for al. Silsam stood asthe latest example.

The Shadow drew asecond circle, below and to theright of Silsam's. Within it, he placed the name:
Shark



Meglo

No comment was necessary. The circle represented Shark's hide-out, the measure of protection that
kept the killer safe from capture. Moving the pen to the left, The Shadow drew athird circle. "This
surrounds the master-crimind,” expressed The Shadow, in asbilant tone. "Possibly you can suggest the
sort of protection that he would choose.”

Farrow hadn't thought of it in that fashion. It struck him instantly that he had missed avital point. Yes, the
supercrook would need protection of his own. Something different than the measure he had used to hold
victims quiet and keep Shark hidden.

"He would need astrong position,” said Farrow, dowly. "Onethat would enable him to divert the law's
attention from -"

Farrow stopped. The Shadow had started to fill the circle. Before Farrow's eyes appeared the finished
name, within the third ring:

Madden
Henshew

The chart told its story. Henshew, holder of the jewels, placed them with dupeslike Silsam. Hisown
persuasive advice - the very sort that had impressed Cardona - caused victimsto keep their purchases
confidentia. That plus Henshew's high reputation. Next, the gemswere seized by Shark; findly they
came back to Henshew. The chain of circles was complete.

Asif to prove The Shadow's analysis, the top circle faded. Itsink had dried; in that state it disappeared,
for thefluid wasthe sort that The Shadow used in sending specia messages.

For afina touch The Shadow made anew circle where Silsam's had been, but left it blank.

Shark's circle vanished. Henshew'sfollowed. Only the ominous blank circle remained at the top of the
page. It represented the mesh that would soon involve anew victim. The Shadow crumpled the paper
before the circle faded. Farrow was awed.

"Do you think" - his question was atrained one - "that Henshew will dare to attempt the game again?'
"If hedoes," returned The Shadow, "his move will be adaring one. Hisboldnessis his greatest srength.”

The Shadow stepped away. He was gone, in the blackness beyond the lamp's range of light. Farrow
heard the soft close of the apartment door. He knew that The Shadow had set forth upon anew mission.

A WHILE afterward, The Shadow arrived in aroom that was dmost totally darkened. Only the bare
outline of windowswas vishle. A tiny flashlight flicked. It showed articles of furniture and findly reached
an dcove;, whereit centered on a closed writing desk. Beyond was a bookcase built in aniche.

The Shadow wasin theliving room of Henshew's gpartmen.

The bookcase wasfar different from the flimsy one that The Shadow had seen at Shark's transfer place.
Its structure, however, had pointsin common.

Carefully, The Shadow removed volumes from their shelves. He found apanel, of solid fed; but The
Shadow's probing fingers discovered the spring. The pand clicked open.

The Shadow's flashlight shone into the space that had so recently held Henshew's hoard of tainted gems.



As before, The Shadow was greeted with a barren discovery.
The hiding place was empty.

Therear wall of the space was solid. There was no need for transfer here. The fact that gemswere
missing was alink with Henshew's own absence. The scheming supercrook had begun new operations
earlier than The Shadow had expected.

Tonight, Henshew had gone somewhere to make another sae.

That bore significance. It indicated exactly what The Shadow had predicted: a bold move by Henshew. It
meant, too, athough Henshew was keeping contact with the law, he had found a chance for new
operations.

Where, under such circumstances, had he found a dupe who might be handled yet kept under full
control? A wealthy man whose trust he had obtained? Some person whose very position would be a
protection for Henshew?

The Shadow knew that Henshew would have to play his cards cunningly. He would have to be ready
with a perfect explanation if the police learned that he was handling alarge jewe sale. Those very angles
gave The Shadow alikely answer.

Audibly, hidden lips softly phrased the name:
"Michag Chanbury.”

Though Chanbury was chiefly an art collector, he had talked gems with Henshew - according to reports
a Farrow's. A sdeto Chanbury could be explained by Henshew, if Chanbury mentioned it. Henshew
would lose little for he would receive cash for the jewels.

If Chanbury kept the sale confidential, as Henshew hoped, the way would be clear for new robbery. If
Shark Meglo murdered Chanbury, the law might not suspect arobbery at all. Shark had a grudge against
Chanbury.

CLOSING the cache, The Shadow worked on the writing desk and unlocked it. He found Henshew's
tools and other items, which explained the crook's practice of adtering gems. Chanbury had seen Silsam's
jewels; the ones that Henshew showed Chanbury would not look the same.

The Shadow closed the desk and locked it.

In the desk drawer, The Shadow found some odd mountings that Henshew had not used. Before he
could lock the drawer, there came a sound from the apartment door.

Thinking that Henshew had returned, The Shadow risked leaving the drawer unlocked. Hefaded to a
corner past a half-opened closet door.

It was not Henshew who entered. The man who came into the room moved clumsly through the
darkness. He lowered the window shades, used aflashlight to find the wall switch. He turned on the
lights. The Shadow saw a stoop-shouldered man who had awan, prying face and quick, nervous eyes.
He knew the fellow from description.

The man was Jm Tyrune, the private detective.

Tyrune had unlocked the door with a pass-key; and that marked the limit of hislock work. Hetried the



writing desk, but couldn't open it. Finding the drawer unlocked, he made a note of its contentsin amemo
book.

Looking around the room, he checked on everything. He eyed the bookcase suspicioudy, but did not
disurbit.

Tyrune paced the floor to put down measurements, but he did not come close to The Shadow's hiding
spot. Findly, the dick turned out the lights, raised the shades and blundered out through the door of the

gpartment.

As soon as he was gone, The Shadow |locked the desk drawer and followed. He trailed Tyrune down a
stairway and out through arear door of the apartment house.

Tyrune stopped at the nearest corner and paced about, handsin pockets. He kept peeking through a
drug store window, to watch abig clock on thewall. At last, he looked for ataxi and saw one coming
along the darkened side street. Tyrune stopped it, only afew yards from a darkened wall space where
The Shadow stood.

The Shadow heard Tyrune give an addressto the taxi driver. The dick added:
"I'm not in ahurry. Take your time getting there.”

The cab pulled away. The Shadow's laugh was whispered, after the taxi had gone. Tyrune, himsdlf, had
supplied the link that The Shadow wanted. The addressthat the dick had given wasthat of Chanbury's
Long Idand home.

The Shadow wasright. Henshew had gone to Chanbury's. But in Michagl Chanbury, the smart crook
was due to find aman much different from those whom he had duped in the past. Like The Shadow,
Chanbury had seen through Henshew's game.

The Shadow could foresee the trapping of Madden Henshew; and Shark Meglo with him.
CHAPTER XV. CHANBURY DECIDES

WHILE The Shadow was finishing hisinvestigation in Manhattan, Henshew and Chanbury were at the
latter's Long Idand home. They were seated in the downstairs portrait room; between them lay opened
jewd cases, with afine array of gems.

Chanbury was ingpecting the disguised stones that had once been Silsam's. He seemed totaly oblivious
to the bold game that Henshew was playing. He questioned the price of the collection. Henshew set it at
aquarter million.

"l should like to buy them -"

Chanbury hesitated, to shake hishead. If he expected Henshew to bargain, he missed a guess. Henshew
was avoiding that. Moreover, he had noted the reluctant tone of Chanbury's voice. Henshew sat back
and let Chanbury study the gems again.

After some twenty minutes, Chanbury still seemed uncertain, Henshew calmly put the gemsback in their
cases, remarking:

"I can bring them here again. It would be wdll, perhaps, to inform Inspector Cardona -"

Histone was amaost awarning. Chanbury laughed as he clapped Henshew's shoulder.



"I won't make Silsam's mistake," said Chanbury. "He dedlt with an impostor. | am dedling with the most
reputable jewe merchant in this country!™

Henshew expressed his gppreciation of Chanbury's compliment. Hetried to passit off with feigned
modesty. That merdly brought new praise from Chanbury.

"Your opinionisal | require,”" Chanbury told Henshew. "1 know that your priceisthe right one. Asfor
the palice" - he shook his head - "frankly, | believe that dl their moves are being watched. Where
Cardona goes, crooks are gpt to follow."

Chanbury glanced at hiswatch as though he had remembered something.

"It would be best for you to leave," he said, "if we are to keep this matter confidentid. | expect an
unwanted visitor - that private detective, Tyrune."

"Why ishe coming here?' questioned Henshew, in asurprised tone.

"To check over those lists of Silsam'sgems," explained Chanbury. "They want a better description. How
they expect meto give oneisapuzzle. Thelistswerefar more detailed than any description that | can
give"

THE statement pleased Henshew. At Chanbury's suggestion, he shoved the jewel casesinto insde
pockets so that none of the servants could see them. Eleanor was absent tonight; Henshew had made
surethat it was the secretary's night off, before he arranged the vigt.

"Y ou are the one who must be careful," warned Chanbury. ™Y ou are carrying avauable cargo.”

"I am going straight to the office," returned Henshew. "They are waiting there for me, to put the gemsin
thevault.”"

Chanbury seemed reluctant because he had postponed the purchase. He stopped Henshew at the door
and questioned:

"If | decide to buy, would you require cash?'
Henshew smiled, queried: "What else have you?'

Chanbury beckoned him to the desk. From deep in adrawer, he produced a chamois bag and poured its
contentsinto the light. Henshew saw rough, uncut diamondsin aquantity that amazed him.

"I have gathered these for years," remarked Chanbury, "but they give me very little satisfaction. | should
prefer finished stones, instead. | dso like variety. | have been told that these uncut diamonds are worth
close to two hundred thousand dollars."

Henshew examined the uncut gems. He spoke frankly when he said:

"They are worth more. At least aquarter million. They would do as payment for the gemsthat you saw
tonight.”

"] shall congder it."
Chanbury walked to the door with Henshew; he asked when hisvisitor could call again.

"l am going to Philade phiato appraise some gemstomorrow,” said Henshew. "Any other evening would
do."



"| shal be at home every night thisweek."

The doorknob was turning as Chanbury reached for it. That door had been gar, but neither man had
noticed it. Asthe two stepped into the outside gallery, darkness moved ahead of them. Lightsweredim,
the occurrence escaped observation. That darkness blocked itself beneath the marble stairs before
Chanbury and Henshew arrived there.

A servant ushered Henshew up the long, curved stairs. Chanbury went back to his portrait room. After
ten minutes, another caller arrived. The man was Tyrune. He went through to Chanbury's room; the
servant who conducted him returned upgtairs.

Darkness stirred benegath the marble staircase. A silent gliding shape, The Shadow followed the gallery,
to reach the door of Chanbury's portrait room. The Shadow had traveled here ahead of Tyrune, arriving
soon enough to witness the finish of Henshew's visit. He had a present opportunity to view what
followed.

Under The Shadow's expert pressure, the knob of Chanbury's door turned dowly. The door itself moved
imperceptibly inward. Through anarrow crack, The Shadow saw and heard al that happened within.

"HENSHEW isacrook!" The firm words were Chanbury's. "Without a question, Jm. Look" - busy at
his desk, Chanbury passed over papersthat he was rapidly writing - "see theselists. They describe the
gemsthat Henshew showed me tonight. They are the onesthat were stolen from Silsam'd”

"They don't tally with SIsam'sgems.”

"Of course not! But you have just told me that you found mountingsin Henshew's desk drawer. Can't
you see what the rogue had done? He cut those gems, changed their settings.”

Tyrune was still doubtful. Chanbury brought out alist of Silsam's collection. He gpoke triumphantly.

"Thetotd talies. Emerads, rubies, sapphires - even thelittle diamonds. That's one trick Henshew
missed. How can he explain that his gems number the same as Silsam's?"

Tyrune was impressed. Chanbury drove home another point.

"Wheat price do you think Henshew gave my uncut diamonds? A quarter million! Because | hoaxed him
into it, by saying they were worthless. He'd be glad to take them for those planted jewels that have been
going the rounds. Of course he would. My uncut diamonds have been gppraised at four hundred
thousand dollars. Henshew mistook me for an eighteen carat sucker.”

Chanbury reached for the desk telephone.
"I'm calling Inspector Cardona.”
Tyrune shook his head.

"What can you prove againgt Henshew?" he questioned. "After dl, hisgemsdon' fit the wesak description
that we have of Silsam's. Henshew is safe. He can deny everything.”

Chanbury settled back in his chair. He thought over what Tyrune had said. He picked up akey that
Tyrune had laid on the desk.

"If you had only brought back more evidence, Jm," he said, "we could pin the goods on Henshew. I'll
labd this pass-key Exhibit A; but it means very little. | hoped that you'd find cluesin the gpartment, while



| was holding Henshew here.”

"Here'sthe whole layout, Mr. Chanbury.” Tyrune produced the notebook. "But you told me not to
disturb anything. So | didn't. | didn't think it wiseto pinch any of those thingsin the desk drawer.
Henshew might have missed them.”

"Y es, he probably would have.”
Chanbury's face was troubled. Tyrune made a suggestion.

"How about going through with the dedl 7' asked the dick. "L et Henshew sl you those gems. Then be
ready when Shark comesto get them. If Henshew's the crook, Shark will surely show up, later.”

"I've had that ideg," returned Chanbury. "I'm in deep, though. If | give Henshew the uncut diamonds, he
will make so huge a profit that he may be satisfied. Then there would be no attempted robbery."”

That sumped Tyrune. Chanbury arose and paced the floor impatiently, shoving hisfingersthrough his
graystreaked hair. At last he stopped, with asnap of hisfingers.

"I'll call Henshew tomorrow! I'll tell him that | intend to keep my uncut diamonds. I'll say that | want his
gems anyway; thet I've raised the cash to buy them outright.”

"That may make him suspicious-"

"Letit. The harder he's pressed, the more chance hell make amistake. His nerveis colossal! He proved
that tonight. Yes, | think the shift in our game will bejust the thing to settle Madden Henshew."

THE discussion was ended. Tyrune started for the door, and Chanbury walked aong with him as he had
with Henshew. The Shadow was gone when they reached the gdlery. Beside the stairway, he heard
Chanbury's voice:

"| sugpected Henshew the night that he was here. He showed amean eye when helooked at that chap
Vincent. That'swhy | was concerned for Vincent's safety.”

The two men reached the head of the stairway. The Shadow followed, but did not move toward the front
door. Ingtead, he chose a convenient side passage - one that Harry Vincent had mentioned in athorough

report.

Hardly had The Shadow edged from view before one of Chanbury's servants arrived. The man became
suspicious, heturned on alight.

The Shadow was just beyond the glow, close to the blackness of the side passage outer door, edging it
dowly outward. Had the servant approached, The Shadow would have needed aswift move. Thefelow
delayed, because he heard Chanbury call.

When Chanbury arrived, he found the servant staring steadily at the blackness that represented the side
door.

"What isthe matter?" asked Chanbury. "Did you hear anything?'
"| thought | saw some one," answered the servant. "But nothing's moved since.”

Chanbury's lipstightened. He feared some spy of Henshew's, here to spoil the well-laid plan to trap the
master-crook. Leaving the servant on watch, Chanbury stepped away, to return promptly with arevolver
and aflashlight. The servant reported no change.



Chanbury advanced with the flashlight. Shining on the door, the glare showed vacancy. The key wasin
thelock; Chanbury tried the door. It was locked. Chanbury's face showed relief. There could have been
no onein that side passage.

Chanbury never guessed that an amazing intruder had eased past the half-opened door, to closeit and
lock it with a probing pincer-pick from the outside.

Again, The Shadow had made an invisible departure. Lost in blanketing night, he had carried away the
knowledge that others were planning trouble for Madden Henshew.

The Shadow could see away to combine those purposes with his own.
CHAPTER XVI. HENSHEW'SVISITOR

AT fivethe next afternoon, Clyde Burke visited Henshew's offices near Maiden Lane. His pretext for the
trip was that he required some information for afeature story concerning famous crown jewels. Henshew
was dwayswilling to give interviews on such subjects.

It happened, however, that Henshew had |eft the office. Clyde explained the purpose of hisvist; he
Stated that he would have to interview Henshew soon, as the festure story was needed.

By such tectics, Clyde learned that Henshew had |ft for Philadel phia on the four-o'clock express.

"Merely atrip down and back," explained Henshew's secretary. "A matter of abrief appraisa. Mr.
Henshew will probably return on the seven-o'clock train.”

"Then he should be home by nine," caculated Clyde. "Perhaps| could see him there.”

"Mr. Henshew never welcomes evening callers. It would be better if you made an appointment to come
here tomorrow morning.”

Clyde agreed that tomorrow morning would be soon enough. As he was about to leave the office, he
pretended to remember something.

"l understood that | would meet Mr. Chanbury here," he remarked. "He said that he would wait for me. |
suppose that he arrived too late to see Mr. Henshew?”

"Mr. Chanbury?'

The name puzzled the secretary. He looked up the records of the day's calls and finally discovered
Chanbury's name. He informed that Chanbury had telephoned at half past three, just before Henshew | eft
to catch histrain. Since Chanbury had talked to Henshew, the latter had probably told him that he was
leaving town; hence Chanbury had made no appointment.

That was the secretary's version of it. Clyde phoned Burbank, later, with the details; and the report
reached The Shadow promptly. The Shadow knew the real reason for Chanbury's call to Henshew.

Chanbury had dready known that the jewel broker was going to Philadelphia. Chanbury had telephoned
smply to offer cash, instead of uncut diamonds, for Henshew's fine collection of gems.

It happened that The Shadow had a dinner engagement with Commissioner Weston at the Cobat Club.
The Shadow was to appear there at Six, as Kent Allard. Weston made a great show of introducing
celebrities a the club, and he had probably arranged alarge evening.



Weston would be disappointed when Allard left soon after eight o'clock; but such would haveto be the
case.

Since Henshew was due back by nine, Allard could not stay at the club too late. As The Shadow, he
intended to visit Henshew's gpartment before the crook returned.

THERE was another person due for a disgppointment. That was Clyde Burke. Weston had invited him
to the club and Clyde had been highly pleased at the prospect of meeting Kent Allard again. Clyde lost
his enthusiasm when he stopped at the Classc office a five thirty.

There was a message requesting him to call the beauty shop of aManhattan hotel. Clyde made the call;
when he gave hisname, he wastold to hold the telephone. A few minutes|later, he heard agirl'svoice:

"Helo, Mr. Burke! Thisis Eleanor Merwood. Remember?"

Clyde did remember. In hisrecent viststo Chanbury's, he had discovered nothing of interest except
Eleanor Merwood. Clyde had invited the girl to dinner and thester, any time she happened to be free.
She had agreed to call the Classic office and inform him.

"| thought 1'd hear from you last night,” said Clyde. "Waan't that your night off?"

"It was," replied Eleanor, "but | had to vist some relatives. This afternoon, at four o'clock, Mr. Chanbury
decided he wouldn't need me any longer. So | camein town.”

Clyde told Eleanor about the Cobalt Club dinner. It would be impossible for him to dine with the girl; and
he probably wouldn't get away from Allard's reception until very latein the evening. Eleanor was
disappointed; but said she could meet Clyde another time.

"I'll have dinner done, and be home early,” she said. "I can finish some work that | was putting off until
tomorrow. | may have another free evening soon."

"By theway," remarked Clyde, "I was at Henshew's at five. | learned that Mr. Chanbury caled there.
Wasit anything that might mean news?'

"l don't know," replied Eleanor, frankly. "1 called the number for Mr. Chanbury, but | was not in the
room when he talked to Mr. Henshew."

THE dinner at the Cobalt Club proved adull affair, attended by a quota of stuffed-shirt members, who
asked Kent Allard usdless questions regarding his experiencesin Guatemala. Everything that they asked
had been printed in the newspapers, and Clyde expected to see Allard show impatience.

Instead, the famous aviator maintained hisusua calm and answered everything in concise fashion.

At eight-fifteen, Allard arose and gravely shook hands around the circle. He stated that he was returning
to hishotel; and his decision was so empheatic that Weston could not even splutter an objection. Walking
out to the foyer, Weston questioned:

"When can we get together again, Allard?"

"In about an hour." Allard'slips showed adight smile. "I have an gppointment; after that, | shall befreeat
the hotdl.”

"Couldn't you come back here?"

"It might betoo late. But you are welcometo call, commissioner.”



Returning to the banquet room, Weston met Clyde. He said to the reporter:
"Stay around, Burke. We may drop in on Allard aong about half past nine.”

That ended Clyde's chanceto call Eleanor and talk with her again; perhaps getting her to comeintownin
timefor alate show. It also meant that Clyde was to scoop the city on another big news story.

HENSHEW'S apartment was only fifteen minutes from the Cobalt Club, and The Shadow headed there
directly in Mo€'s cab, donning his cloak and hat while he rode.

After rolling dowly aong the darkened rear street, Moe knew that his passenger was gone. Moe circled
the block and parked in a convenient spot, to await The Shadow's return.

The cab was till there when Madden Henshew arrived home at ten minutes of nine, thanksto the fast
schedule of the express from Philadd phiaand aquick cab trip from Pennsylvania Station. Something
unforeseen had delayed The Shadow in Henshew's gpartment.

Moreover, for once, The Shadow was seemingly unwary. When Henshew unlocked the gpartment door,
he saw aflicker of light that repeated itsdlf in the corner by the bookcase. It was the gleam of The
Shadow'stiny flashlight.

Apparently, theintruder had not heard Henshew unlock the door; otherwise the light would not have
glimmered twice. Softly, Henshew closed the door and sneaked through the outside hall. For once, the
baldish crook had lost his confidence. He wasfeverish in his haste.

Henshew managed to fake an unruffled appearance when he went downgtairsin the elevator. He spoke
camly to the doorman, when he said:

"| forgot a package at the Sation. If any one calswhile | am out, tell them to wait.”

Reaching a store on the corner, Henshew was excited again. His fingers shook as he dialed anumber. He
was taking along shot that he had reserved only in case of extreme emergency. He was making adirect
telephone call to Shark's hide-out.

Shark's voice answered with disguised gruffness. With whispered pant, Henshew spoke his own name
from the telephone booth. Shark asked the trouble.

"Some onein the gpartment!” wheezed Henshew. "I don't know who it is- only | saw him searching
therel”

"Y ou saw him, huh?"'
"l saw alight that hewasusing -"

"Then it wasn't The Shadow." Shark's growl was a confident one. "Whatta you want meto do? Take
care of it theway we arranged?”

"If theres il time-"
"Don't worry. Therewill be. I'll handle the lug!"

Shark hung up abruptly. Henshew came swesting from the booth and started toward the street. He
remembered that he had mentioned a package to the doorman. So he made some purchasesin the drug
store and had them wrapped in alarge bundle.



OUTSIDE, Henshew walked nervoudy around the block. He knew that Shark would arrive very soon,
for thekiller had shifted to anew hide-out. It wasin adisreputable digtrict that encroached upon big
gpartment houses quite close to Henshew's residence.

Henshew had not liked Shark's choice of anew hiding place; but his opinion had changed tonight. He
knew, too, that Shark always kept acrew of triggermen close enough to be summoned without delay. By
the time that Henshew had circled the block, he guessed that Shark was due.

Lugging his package, Henshew hurried along another block; saw a cab and boarded it. He rode to the
gpartment house, only atwenty-cent fare; but he handed the taxi driver ahalf dollar and told him to keep
the change.

The doorman saw that Henshew's package was fairly heavy, so he offered to taket.

That suited Henshew. Fishing for his apartment key, he asked the doorman to carry the package upstairs.
Asthey walked toward the elevator, Henshew saw that it was ten minutes after nine. Thetime suited him
exactly.

Again, the master-crook's face was calm. He was ready for another of his daring games, one that he had
long ago arranged in every detail, even though he had never expected to useit. This game would bring an
alibi, the sort that would help. Henshew was dmost glad that a prowler had entered his apartment.

There was another little matter that this episode might settle; one that had rankled Henshew ever sincethe
afternoon, when Chanbury had called to offer cash instead of uncut diamonds. That new suggestion
regarding the jewd purchase had made Henshew uncertain about how to manage the sdle.

Matterswould be different after the next half hour, decided Henshew; and he wasright. Matterswere to
be far different, for both Madden Henshew and his murderous accomplice, Shark Meglo.

The present trap was like a spider web, set to enmesh ahelplessfly. That web had gathered in astinging
hornet in the person of The Shadow.

CHAPTER XVII.VANISHED SPOILS

SHARK MEGL O and his henchmen had reached the upper floor ahead of Henshew. They had come by
that rear entrance that |led to the stairway, a route unwatched by apartment house attendants, for the
back door had aheavy latch. Shark had opened it with akey long ago provided by Henshew.

Shark had keysto the apartment, aso. There were two doors - one from the main hallway, the other
from aside corridor. The first opened into Henshew's living room; the second into akitchenette. Shark
was using both. He spoke find ingtructions to his trigger-men, a the spot where the corridors met.

"Get thelug that'sin there," ordered Shark. "Bounce agat off his konk and drag him along. We'retaking
him on aone-way ride! Whoever grabsthe guy isto head out in ahurry. The rest of you heave stuff
around thejoint.

"Keep wrecking it until Henshew shows up with some of the monkeys that work here. Don't bump any of
that bunch. Sock 'em and scram. Got it all Straight? Let'sgo!”

Shark did not specify why he had given such odd instructions; but that did not bother his men. They
never guessed that this raid wasto polish off an unwanted intruder and cover up for Henshew. Shark's
outfit took orders asthey received them.

Half adozen strong, the invaders deployed in two groups entering by living room and kitchenette. They



were cautious as they moved, for they wanted to trap their victim unawares. They needed some token to
make sure that he was gtill present, and they saw just what they wanted.

The Shadow'stiny flashlight was blinking dong the middle row of booksin the living room dcove. It did
not show the person who held it. Shark, therefore, was more positive than ever that the intruder could
not be The Shadow.

Shark restrained his men with awhisper. Thisvictim would be easy; he was too concentrated on his
search to know that enemieswere closing in upon him.

Theflashlight finaly stopped near the end of arow of books. Its glow becamefixed, shining at an angle
toward the volumes. Shark snapped the word:

"Gethim!"

Fivethugs surged forward in afanwise wall closing in upon their prey. All were eager to land the first
dugging blow. Asthe thugs attacked, Shark pressed the light switch. In the glare, Shark saw hismen
drive up againgt the writing desk. Raised arms halted; the crowd broke.

No victim lay beneath them. One thug had jarred the writing desk; Shark saw atiny flashlight toppleto
thefloor. It had been resting there on the desk, to draw the attack; but its elusive owner was gone!

A STRONG laugh chalenged from the corner - that same spot where The Shadow had kept from
Tyrunésview only anight ago. Shifting in the dark The Shadow had picked that vantage point. His mirth
told hisidentify before eyes could mark him.

Chill mockery, asardonic laugh that only oneliving being could hurl, was his token of defiance.
The Shadow!

Attackersweretricked. They knew it. Most duped of the lot was Shark Meglo, the leader who had
assured hisfollowersthat they would find an easy victim. To Shark's ears, asto others, the source of The
Shadow's laugh was indefinable. The mirth seemed to shiver from the very walls of thislarge room.

It was Shark, however, who first saw The Shadow. Maddened to desperation, the murderer spun
vicioudy, hisugly eyes glittering in their search. Shark saw The Shadow; but not intimeto act.

A greak of blackness, The Shadow was looming upon the killer, driving with terrific speed. Launched
graight for the murderer, the cloaked avenger was bringing a gun muzzle to beer.

Had Shark tried to beat The Shadow to that shot, his attempt would have been suicide. In one stroke,
The Shadow could end dl battle; for Shark's crew would weaken with their leader's fdll.

Shark did not try to fire. He was more yellow than The Shadow supposed. Shark made awild dive away
from The Shadow's gun muzzle, giving ahoarse shout as he hit the floor.

Shark’s crew heard; they whipped about to see The Shadow. Not guessing that Shark had yellowed, the
mobbies were ready to deliver fire.

It was The Shadow's turn for a shift of action. Halting, he sped his free hand to the light switch and
pressed it. The room was blotted in an instant. The Shadow had whirled away when the trigger-men
began their fire.

Amid the barks of wildly stabbing revolvers came the spurts of The Shadow's .45, pumping its deadly



metd. Darkness was The Shadow's entrenchment. He was everywhere, yet nowhere. Thugswere
sinking, wounded; others thought they had located The Shadow. Revolvers boomed in unison, dl in one
direction.

Asthe echoes ended, alaugh sounded in the ears of the fadtering killers. An instant later, The Shadow
was dedging strokes to unprotected skulls, in the very midst of the clustered crew!

CROOKS broke. They dashed for the doorways, hoping that The Shadow's gun was empty. It was, but
he was drawing a second wespon. He ripped new bullets after the fleeing horde. The few who escaped
were lucky. Only two were able to reach the hallway; but there was one who had gone ahead of them.

That was Shark Meglo. He had taken flight through the kitchenette, during that last set-to inthe
darkness.

In the hallway, the pair of fleeing crooks bowled over Henshew and the doorman. They were headed for
the open eevator; but the operator dammed it in their faces and they took to the stairs instead.

Henshew, playing the part of afrightened man, ran dong the hal trying to open gpartment doors; and the
doorman followed him. Some one let them into an gpartment.

All was quiet on the battle ground, except for the groans of crippled thugswho lay in Henshew'sliving
room. Somewhere in the darkness moved The Shadow; but there was another who had suddenly chosen
alurking game. That was Shark Meglo.

The pair of routed hoodlums had torn past Shark before he could reach the stairway, for their route was
shorter. When he reached the stairs, Shark stopped. A vicious|ook covered hislong-jawed face.

So it was The Shadow, after dl; and The Shadow thought that Shark was yellow. Whatever Shark’'s own
estimate of himsdlf, he saw advantage in the Stuation. The Shadow would be coming out from

Henshew's, confident that no enemy remained. That was where The Shadow would befooled. The
Shadow would find no one; but some one would find The Shadow.

That some one would be Shark!

Crouched on the stairs, Shark waited, ready with his gun. He hadn't wasted a shot from that big wegpon.
Hewould have six of them for The Shadow when that bullet-dodger came. With narrowed eyes, Shark
watched from the gairs.

Those minutes in Henshew's apartment had been brief but rapid. The minutesthat Shark waited were
few, but interminably long.

In them, Shark could hear Henshew and the doorman coming out to investigate. Once they went into the
gpartment, The Shadow would move out. Shark grinned at the pleasant thought. There was only one way
The Shadow could come, right now; that was from the kitchenette door.

Shark steedied hisgun in that direction, watching for the dightest streak of blackness.

Something cold pressed Shark's neck. I1tsfrigid touch stresked down hisyellow spine. A fierce,
contemptuous whisper sounded in his ear. The murderer's gun hand loosened; his revolver thudded.

Impossible though it was, The Shadow had come up the stairs behind him. The black-clad master had
outwitted Shark at the game of silent ambush!

THROUGH awindow from Henshew's apartment, to one on the floor below, such had been The



Shadow's smple effective strategy. Deprived of his protecting crew, Shark Meglo had became The
Shadow's prisoner.

Forced to hisfeet, Shark stood with uprai sed hands, as The Shadow moved him forward toward the
main hallway that fronted on Henshew's apartment. Shark knew what The Shadow intended.

He was going to turn him over to other captors, who would hold him for the law. Shark knew what that
would mean. The hot seat!

"I getit," snarled Shark, without turning his head. "Y ou're going to hand me over! But what about
Henshew -"

Shark heard The Shadow laugh. The yellow murderer chewed hislips. He had blabbed too much.
Maybe The Shadow would have handed him to Henshew! - thought Shark. That would have meant
escape. It wouldn't after what Shark had just said.

First at the hallway corner, Shark saw the doorman and some persons who had come from other
gpartments. They had picked up revolversin Henshew's gpartment. They stared, gaping, at the sight of
Shark advancing in surrender; for they did not discern The Shadow, that blackened, avenging form
behind thekiller.

Men raised their guns, to take over the prisoner. With bleary eyes, Shark saw that Henshew was absent.
That did not matter; Henshew could not help. Things looked bad for Shark Meglo.

They looked bad for Madden Henshew, too.

In his gpartment, the crooked gem dedler had waited in the living room alcove. Others had gone outside.
Flattened thugs were listless and disinterested. No one was present to watch Henshew's actions a the
bookcase. Greedily, Henshew pulled out volumes and did up the hidden pandl.

Thistime, it was Henshew's turn to view blankness, where he had expected the glitter of gems. He was
seeing the vacancy that The Shadow had previoudy viewed in thisvery space. Henshew's hidden baubles
were gone.

Crooks had not arrived in time to prevent their removal. The Shadow's battle had been adelayed action;
the follow-up of previous operations.

Madden Henshew stared at the rifled nest. Mechanically, he closed the panel and put the books back in
place. With gritted teeth, he picked up arevolver that lay upon the floor. Quivering as he moved aong,
Henshew was gripped by one dominating thought.

The master-crook wanted to meet The Shadow. He was to have that wish much sooner than he
expected.

CHAPTER XVIII. THE WRONG HUNT

WHEN Madden Henshew reached the hallway, he stopped there, riveted. His astoundment was greater
than aminute ago. It seemed plausible that The Shadow could have taken the hidden gems; but the
willing surrender of Shark Meglo wasinconceivable,

It was then that Henshew guessed the truth. Some one was standing past Shark, forcing the killer
forward. Shark was a prisoner of The Shadow. Henshew's revolver seemed to freezein hishand. He
could not have pulled the trigger if he had tried.



Henshew was as helpless as Shark. With the killer's body as a shield, The Shadow could mow down
anyone who started trouble.

At that moment, Henshew fdlt sure his game was up. The Shadow knew too much. Henshew wanted to
dodge back into the apartment. He realized that he could be instantly trapped there. Nothing that
Henshew could think up, would servein this emergency.

Chance provided, where schemesfailed.

Before Shark had advanced another reluctant step, there was a clang from the elevator door. Looking
straight along the hall, Henshew was facing the elevator. He saw its occupants, The Shadow could not.
The Shadow's back was toward the elevator.

"Get him!" shrieked Henshew, his cry spontaneous. " Shoot him down! The man in black!™

There were two policemen in the car - beat-pounders that the e evator operator had summoned. They
did not recognize The Shadow as someone who sided with the law. They heard Henshew's cry as one of
authority. They saw abig gunin The Shadow's fist. The weapon was pressed againgt the neck of aman
whose face they could not spy. They took Shark for avictim, not akiller.

Shark was dmost as quick as Henshew, for Shark was speedy when it came to salf-preservation. He
took aforward pitch to the floor, to get away from The Shadow's aim and give Henshew achanceto
fire. It wasthen that Henshew redlly saw The Shadow and caught the glint of the master-fighter's burning

eyes.

Henshew had the chance he wanted: to shoot it out with The Shadow. Like Shark. Henshew was lucky
not to try. He did adive of his own, back into the apartment.

If The Shadow had been dedling with Henshew and Shark alone, he could have finished the conspirators
with ease. There were others, though, with whom The Shadow had no quarrel; and as luck had it, they
were alying themsdlves againgt him. The bluecoats were legping from the elevator. The Shadow had to
get away from them.

WHEELING, The Shadow met one patrolman and shoved his gun hand upward. The other fired, but his
bullet waswild, for he did not want to clip his companion.

The Shadow heaved the first officer toward the second, tangling them for the moment. The move carried
him away from the passage to the stairway.

That was unfortunate. Men in the hall were blazing shots. They were springing forward to battle the dim
figure that bobbed so swiftly. The eevator man pounced for The Shadow. The fellow went sprawling
from aquick thrust; with a sudden turn, The Shadow made for the sairs.

Shouts greeted him. Apartment attendants were arriving, two more officers with them. Again, therewas
Henshew's shout:

"Get him! Themanin black!"

Guns blazed as The Shadow cut through the rear of Henshew's apartment. Men came through to cut him
off; The Shadow began to spill them. One was Henshew; The Shadow took aterrific dug at the crook's
skull. Another man's arm intervened. Henshew dived away.

Shark was at the doorway. He aimed for The Shadow. Quickly, The Shadow blazed shots at the killer.
Again, grabbing arms spoiled hisaim; but Shark did a duck when bulletsripped the door frame beside



him. Safe though the fight might be for others, it was bad businessfor Henshew or Shark to seek battle
with The Shadow.

The net result was badly against The Shadow. His pass a Henshew, his shots at Shark, seemed proof
that he must be araiding crimina. Lashing back and forth through Henshew's gloomy dining room, The
Shadow was hard pressed by fighters who tried to down him with clubs and guns. Only the press of
numbers helped The Shadow; for the amateur brawlers were getting in the way of police guns.

Piling one man upon another, The Shadow suddenly cleared a path; but it led only to the window.

He went through the frame, glassand al, with a crash that seemed to head him for the Street below. The
Shadow was counting upon an outside cornice that he had used before. He clutched it; swung down and
ganed awindow of the floor below.

Even then, The Shadow's path was not clear. Police had arrived in the rear street; they were piling up
into the apartment house.

Shouts were given by pursuers who raced to the floor beneath Henshew's. They saw The Shadow on the
sairway, as he came through. Cut off one floor above the street level, The Shadow took to another
gpartment. He reached awindow and crawled along awider ledge, to reach the corner of the building.

THOUGH The Shadow had chosen the most obscure direction and had dipped completely from sight,
he had reached alimit. He could gain nothing by traveling farther, and retreat was hopeless.

Searcherswere dl along the street. Lights were appearing at windows. Congregating police were
scouring al parked cars. They stopped ataxi; its driver backed it into alittle passage by the corner of the
gpartment house.

"Anybody try to get into this cab, bud?'
"Nobody." Thevoice was Moes. "Any harm in my staying here?"

"Not if you don't mind uslooking in and out of your hack. If you want to go chasing fares, you'd better
get Started.”

Moe had stalled the motor. He jockeyed with the starter, hoping that he might catch some flash from The
Shadow, wherever his chief was.

As cops shifted into the passage, Moe heard alow, sibilant whisper, that seemed to come from
somewhere above. An officer hurried back with the question:

"Did you hear that?"
"Hear what?"

The policeman looked around, saw no one. Moe started the motor and reached above his head. Mo€e's
cab was of the latest type, with the diding top that opened above the rear seet, in sunny wegther. He did
the roof space wide. Asthe cab moved dowly forward, afigure swished from the ledge just aboveiit.
Though the landing was alight one, Moe fdlt the dight jar. He swung the cab out into the street and drove
away. Officerswho had looked into the taxi allowed it to pass.

Meanwhile, another hand was diding the roof shut. The last-minute passenger was obscured in the
interior darkness. Moe heard the low whisper of The Shadow, ordering him whereto drive.



The cab went past the last searchers, just as lights shone from the apartment house window, at the very
corner where The Shadow had been.

Henshew's gpartment was deserted except for two men. One was Henshew; Shark was with him. Shark
had started to join the searchersin their hunt for The Shadow. It was Henshew who held him back. As
they stood by awindow, Henshew gave advice that Shark heard in the darkness.

"You can't get by with it, Shark. Y ou've got to get out of here! Pick anew hideaway."
"But The Shadow's making agetaway, chief -"

"Hesmadeit!" Henshew'stone was rueful. "Those dubs will never bag him. What's more, he's grabbed
thejewdd"

Shark greeted that news with an ugly oath. Henshew was cooler. The master-crook was thinking ahead.
"The gamésthrough, Shark," he said. "We could cadl it quitsif we till had the gems.”
"You'll never get those sparklersfrom The Shadow.”

"Perhaps not." Henshew's tone was speculative. "He might drop them somewhere. If he does, | can
reclam them. If not -"

Henshew paused. Shark knew that an ideawas due. He heard Henshew's low, gritted laugh.

"We can get something better,” declared Henshew. "L eaveit to me, Shark. I've got aplan for afina
clean-up that will make up for the gems and give us cash besides. One that The Shadow will never guess
iscoming, after this

HENSHEW nudged Shark out to the stairway. On the way, Shark told him where the new hide-out
would be. He said, though, that he was not going straight there. 1t would be better to shake off any bulls
who might encounter him on the way. Henshew approved.

"Y ou'd better show yourself, Shark," he said, "so therell be no doubt that you were here. That will give
methedibi | need. Remember, though, The Shadow knowsalot. If you runinto him -"

"I'll croak him!" Shark showed new boldness. "And if | find any other guy that lookswise, I'll do the
samefor him. Count on me, chigf. If you've got another job al figured, I'm for it."

Shark went down the stairs. He saw aclear path through the lobby, with taxis on the front street. The
chase had not caused commoation there. That was what Shark wanted. He made a dash through to the
front, legped into a cab and shoved a gun againg the driver's neck. The cab started in ahurry.

Arriving police saw Shark and recognized him in thelight; but he was away before they could hat him.
Shark abandoned the cab afew blocks away and jumped aboard a parked coupe of hisown. He had a
long start on the patrol carsthat followed.

Moe's cab, meanwhile, had reached the hotd where Kent Allard was a guest. Commissioner Weston's
big officid car had just pulled up in front when the cab rounded the corner. The Shadow dropped off a
the place he wanted. He had counted on Weston being atrifle late.

When Weston and Clyde Burke were admitted to the suite by one of the Xinca servants, Kent Allard
appeared deepily from abedroom. He was attired in a dressing gown; but he became alert as he shook
hands with hisvigtors. Heinvited them to stay an hour or so.



The vist, however, proved avery brief one.

Thetingling of the telephone bell was answered by Allard. He heard aquery for Weston and turned the
phone over to the commissioner. Weston showed excitement at the news he received.

"An attempted robbery at Henshew's gpartment!” exclaimed Weston. "Inspector Cardona had just
arrived there. | must go a once! Sorry to leave you, Allard. Perhaps Burke will stay -*

"Burke isanewspaper man,” smiled Allard. "He would probably prefer to accompany you,
commissoner.”

Clyde gave anod of thanksfor Allard's suggestion. He departed with Weston. Kent Allard remained
aonein hischair by the window, staring out over the city. His eyes could note the reflection of the
darkened pane. He saw the Xincasretire to their quarters, knowing that their master preferred to remain
done.

The whispered tone that came from Allard's lips was one that the Indians had never heard him utter in the
jungle. It was like an echo of astrident mirth those same lips had ddlivered tonight.

The subdued sound was the laugh of The Shadow.
CHAPTER XIX. FACTSFOR THE LAW

THROUGH his penetrative knowledge of Madden Henshew's methods, The Shadow had put a bad
crimp in the crime-leader's game. Moreover, The Shadow had gained insight into the plans of Michadl
Chanbury, the only other person who had been keen enough to suspect Henshew as the man behind
robberies and murders.

Tonight, Henshew had received asheer jolt, through the loss of the gems that had been hischief sock in
trade. By lurking at Henshew's until the crook returned, The Shadow had impressed hisidentity on both
Henshew and Shark Meglo.

There could be no doubt in their minds regarding the removal of the jewels. They would figure that those
gems, in the possession of The Shadow, were beyond reclaim.

All that Henshew had gained was atemporary bresthing spell. By posing as an intended victim who had
luckily escaped desth, Henshew would be firmly established with the law. Later, under pretext of an
extended businesstrip, Henshew could decamp entirely from New Y ork. In such event, Shark would
joinhim elsawhere.

There remained one opportunity, however, that Henshew would never let pass. The Shadow had left
Henshew the chance to launch Shark Meglo into one more crime; a stroke that would lift the total of their
secret wedth to aleve higher than ever before.

Henshew would go after Chanbury's uncut diamonds.

The move could not come tonight. Henshew wastied up with the law, giving details of the havoc at his
gpartment. Shark was dodging the police, shaking off trailerswhile he sought anew hide-out. Crime
seemed settled for tonight.

Tomorrow, with full reports at his disposal, The Shadow could prepare against Henshew's last campaign.
Until then, he preferred to play the quiet part of Kent Allard.

Freakish chance sometimes disturbed awaiting game. On this occasion The Shadow could foresee no



likely combination of circumstances that would cause trouble before tomorrow. Every one who might
figurein later events was present in their proper place. Whatever their purposes, al should stay fixed.

It happened, however, that criss-crossed events were due to produce new tragedy; one wherein The
Shadow would not intervene.

AT eeven o'clock, Michag Chanbury was aroused from bed by a servant's raps upon hisdoor. There
wasavigtor very anxiousto see him. The cdler was Jm Tyrune.

Chanbury told the servant to take the detective to the portrait room. Donning a dressing gown and
dippers, Chanbury joined Tyrune there.

"Why have you come so late?" queried Chanbury. "If you wanted to see me, you should have cdled
earlier. | have been homedl evening, with not athing to do. After | have goneto bed, you arrive."

"I've got big news, Mr. Chanbury," explained Tyrune, breathlesdy. "It couldn't wait! Therewasa
robbery at Henshew's apartment - at least, an attempted one!”

"What!" Chanbury cameto hisfeet, behind the desk. "When did that happen, Tyrune?'

"At nine o'clock - just after Henshew got back from Philadelphia. And who do you think pulled the job?
Shark Meglo!"

Chanbury looked incredulous. Tyrune shook his head.

"That ruins our theory," said the dick. "Henshew ison the level. | was down there, after | heard abouit it.
The place was awreck! Shark and his outfit just about ruined it. Joe Cardonawas there getting the
details-"

"Tel me something," inserted Chanbury. "Does Henshew know you came here?”

"l don't think so. | was going to cal you on the telephone, but | changed my mind. Too many people
there. | thought I'd better run out and seeyou.”

Chanbury seated himsdlf at his desk. He pressed a buzzer to summon a servant. He asked if Miss
Merwood had retired; the servant replied that she wasreading in the library. Chanbury requested her
presence in the portrait room.

While they were waiting, Chanbury told Tyrune that he intended to di ctate a tatement, and that he
wanted careful check on every detail. Tyrune nodded wisdly, athough he wondered just what new theory
Chanbury might haveto offer.

Eleanor arrived. She seemed surprised to find Chanbury and Tyrunein conference:

"I didn't know that you would need methis evening, Mr. Chanbury,” said the girl. Y ou weren't here
when | came back from town. | only stayed in for dinner. | could have worked tonight.”

Chanbury explained that he had not intended to do any work, and had, therefore, retired early. Tyrune's
late visit had caled for this specid session. Noting acalendar on the desk, he began a statement that
Eleanor transcribed in shorthand.

"ON the evening of the sixth," declared Chanbury, "James Tyrune entered the apartment of Madden
Henshew, in search of evidence regarding the Silsam robbery. He effected entry with aspecid pass-key,
copied from onethat he previoudy examined in the janitor's office. The specid key isin our possession,



asExhibit A"

Chanbury raised his hand for a pause. He turned to Tyrune, with the question:

"Isthat satisfactory?'

"Thefactsare," replied Tyrune, "only | don't just know whether | had the right to go there."

"Add this, Eleanor," ordered Chanbury. "Tyrune's action was done at the order of Michagl Chanbury."

Eleanor transcribed the statement; Tyrune looked relieved. Chanbury opened a desk drawer, to bring out
the labeled pass-key. While he fished for it, he continued:

"Tyrune uncovered settings in the drawer of Henshew's writing desk. He did not, however, find the secret
hiding place where Henshew kept hisgems.”

"Wait aminute, Mr. Chanbury," brokein Tyrune. "The gemsweren't a Henshew's a dl!"
Chanbury sat astonished: "What do you mean?”

"I mean that Shark didn't make agrab tonight,” explained Tyrune. "He raided Henshew's gpartment, and
shot it dl to pieces! Somebody - maybe it was The Shadow - was on histrail, to give him a battle. Half
of Shark's crew was | eft there; but there's nothing gone.”

"Who told you that?'

"Henshew. He said he couldn't understand why Shark came there, unlessit was agrudge. Henshew
swearsthat he keepsdl hisgemsat hisofficel”

Chanbury was pounding the desk.

"Thefox!" heexclamed. "l see hishbig game. Of course, he couldn't |et the police see that secret strong
box behind the bookcase. It was too much like the place that the law found before.”

Tyrune started to say something. Chanbury stopped him with awave. To Eleanor, he dictated:

"On the same night, the sixth, Henshew visited Michael Chanbury, to show him a collection of gems. We
have alist of thosejewds, persondly compiled by Chanbury. Exhibit B."

Forgetting the pass-key, Chanbury produced the list of the gemsthat he had copied from memory. He
handed it to Eleanor, with ingructionsto typeit later. To Tyrune, Chanbury said:

"Henshew will come here again, to inform me privately that the gemswere actudly stolen from his
gpartment. He will request me to keep the matter confidentia. | shal have to agree, because Henshew
could deny that he ever had such items. Hisword would be as acceptable as mine.”

TYRUNE seemed puzzled. He was stroking his pointed chin. Eleanor had taken down Chanbury's
statement to the detective; she was about to crossit out, when Chanbury told her to keep it in the record.
He requested that shetype it immediately.

"Itisvery smple" said Chanbury to Tyrune. "Henshew believesthat | found out how grossly he
undervaued my uncut diamonds. Fearing future trouble, he ordered Shark to fake the apartment robbery
for two purposes. Firg, to make the law regard Henshew as another threatened victim; second, to give
me areason for caling off thejewd sde"



Understanding showed on Tyrune'sface. The dick grinned and nodded.
"l getit,” hesad. "Henshew sureisafox! But how are you going to tag him, Mr. Chanbury?"

Chanbury sat, meditative. The prospect apparently baffled him; and Tyrune offered no suggestions. Both
were pondering when Eleanor returned, bringing the typed statement and the copied list.

Chanbury signed the statement; Tyrune added his signature. Eleanor applied her name as witness, at
Chanbury's suggestion.

"Let methink thisover, Tyrune," decided Chanbury. " Of course, we must turn these facts over to the
law. It would be better, though, if we had a plan before we caled in Cardona."

"You'reright," agreed Tyrune. "Otherwise, helll want to know why we mooched in on the case without
putting him wise. Maybe 1'd better call Joe and break the newsto him.”

"A good ideal”

Chanbury folded the signed statement and the list. He placed them in an envel ope, stating that he would
add the pass-key later. Walking to the door with Tyrune, Chanbury suggested:

"Cal mewhen you get home. | shall wait up to hear from you. By thinking it over, | may have someidea
for aplan, if you have not struck upon one. We must put the whole story frankly when we giveit to
Cardona."

They were at the front door. To Eleanor, Chanbury said: "That will bedl. And remember: thisis
confidential. Y ou must not mention it to any one; particularly, not to that reporter, Burke. When thetime
comesfor him to know these facts, he will receive them from Inspector Cardona.”

RIDING homein abouncy taxi, Jm Tyrune kept muttering to himself, as he tried to solve the problem
that Chanbury had presented. There were lots of anglesto that robbery at Henshew's. The sooner
Cardona knew them the better.

What Tyrune waslooking for was someidea of his own, to add to whatever new suggestions Chanbury
might offer. Tyrune solved theriddle to his own satisfaction, while the cab was rolling smoothly acrossan
Eadt River bridge.

The twinkling bridge lights showed the wise, pleased grin that registered upon the private detective's face.
Yes, hehad it just as he wanted it. Once home he would call Chanbury; then Cardona. Only it would be
up to Joeto give Tyrunefull credit when the crooks were bagged.

Jm Tyrune was headed for the greatest event that had ever occurred in his drab career; one that would
gplash hisnamein heavy headlines. Not often in alifetime did afellow have a chanceto crash the front
pages. Once he hit the headlines, Jim figured, it would be easy to repest.

That part of Tyrune's guess was wrong. His name was destined to crash the news much sooner than he
thought; but after that, never again.

CHAPTER XX. MIDNIGHT MURDER

I'T was past midnight when Joe Cardonareceived atelephone cal at headquarters. Joe thought it wasa
routine call reporting more unsuccessful efforts at tracking Shark Meglo.

Why detectives cdled up to say that they hadn't found Shark, was amystery to Cardona. He waswilling



to bet that if they did find Shark, Joe wouldn't know it until he read the next day's newspapers.

A dignified voice responded to Joe's gruff hello. The ace recognized the tone of Michae Chanbury. He
heard the art collector inquire:

"Has Tyrune cdled you?'

"Jm Tyrune?" returned Cardona. "No. | saw him tonight about ten o'clock at Henshew's gpartment.
There was an atempted robbery there -"

"So Tyrunetold me. He was here at eleven, and | eft at half past. Hewasto call me by midnight. Do you
know where | can reach him? The only number that | haveishisoffice.”

Cardonadidn't know where Tyrune lived. Jm had a habit of living a hotelswhen he had money; at
rooming houses when his finances were low. Cardona offered to have some one dig up the information
regarding Tyrune's present residence. That relieved Chanbury somewhat, but he had another request:

"Could you come out here, ingpector, in the meantime?"

Cardona decided that he could. He promised to start at once. As he left the office, Joe had adistinct idea
that something was up. Hishunch wasthat it involved Shark Meglo.

Cardona made speed to Chanbury's. In the portrait room he found Chanbury in adressing gown.
Eleanor joined them. A servant had awakened her a Chanbury's order.

Chanbury produced the statement, together with the labeled pass-key and the list of gems. Joe read the
sgned statement and sat dumfounded. He heard Chanbury say:

"| suspected Henshew, the night that he was here. Since he mentioned gems, | asked him to bring some.
It was a good opportunity to have Tyrune search Henshew's gpartment!”

"That'sall right," assured Cardona. "But what can we prove against Henshew? It's a cinch he shoved the
gemsto Shark."

"There must be ahiding place in the gpartment. 1t might be behind the bookcase like the one you found
elsawhere”

"Henshew would call that a coincidence. It's too bad he got scared; we could only have seen the gems
when he brought them herel”

Chanbury added his regret over the lost opportunity. He told Cardona that the side spaces of the room
hid apair of old alcovesthat were waled over.

"They would beided to watch from," declared Chanbury. "But Henshew will never bring those jewels
hereagain. | cantell you exactly why."

CHANBURY produced the uncut diamondsin their chamois bag. He opened the top, let Joe seethe
contents.

"Henshew vaued these at half," explained Chanbury. "He wanted to take them for the gems. Today |
caled him, offering cash instead. He must have decided that | suspected he was crooked.”

"He must have been plenty scared,” remarked Cardona. Y ou were giving him achance to pick up cash,
with the diamonds besides.”



"That's so!" exclaimed Chanbury. "Henshew should prefer cash. When Shark came, asat Silsam's, he
could take jewels and diamonds both. It never occurred to me, Cardona. Wait!"

Chanbury weighed the bag of gems. His blunt face showed atight smile. His keen eyes narrowed. Sowly
deliberately Chanbury stated:

"Henshew will come hereto tell me that hisgemswereredly solen. Hethinksthat | shall be completely
bluffed when | read of Shark'sfake raid. Henshew will have apurposein hisvisit. Onethat will bring
Shark Meglo, also.”

Holding hisleft pam upward, Chanbury poured the uncut diamonds with hisright hand. Like shimmering
nuggets, the rough stones formed a pile that supported Chanbury's theory.

"Henshew wants these," affirmed Chanbury. "He will risk nothing, being here when Shark attacks. Shark,
having attacked Henshew once - so far asthe law supposes - would be likely to trail wherever Henshew

goes.

Cardonalooked grimly at the side walls. He saw how thisroom could be turned into a perfect snare to
bag both Henshew and Shark. With an gpproving look at Chanbury, Joe decided:

"We can spring it. Y ou have the nerve that's needed, Mr. Chanbury. If you handle Henshew right, helll
talk too much, thinking you're here done. Wait whilel cal Commissioner Weston."

Before Cardona could pick up the telephone, its bell rang. Chanbury answered, remarking to Joe:
"Tyrune probably." Instead, the call was one from headquarters. Joe took it. His face was serious when
he replaced the telephone.

"They'vefound out where Tyrunelives," informed Cardona, "but heisn't there. Y ou don't think he'd have
been fool enough to go to Henshew's?"

"I don't know." Chanbury's tone was doubtful. He turned about. "What would you say, Eleanor?’
"If he had intended to go there," replied the girl, "he would have asked for the pass-key."

The argument was a sound one. It brought an admiring look from Cardona. He decided to have Eleanor
here with Chanbury, when Henshew came tomorrow night. The girl had sense; and her presence would
lull the crook. For the present, though, Tyrune was the question.

"Wed better run over to Jm's,”" said Cardona. "Helll be there by the time we are. Well take him down to
the commissioner's.”

CARDONA pocketed the statement and the exhibits. Chanbury went upstairsto dress. He met Cardona
at the front door; Joe said that he had called Weston's, but the commissioner was out. Cardona had | eft
word where they would be.

They rode into Manhattan in one of Chanbury'slarge cars, with achauffeur a the whedl. They found
Tyrune's boarding house on an obscure Street. It look along while to arouse theirate landlady. Her
indignation only increased when she saw Cardonas badge.

"Why should the likes of you be rousing up innocent people?’ sheinquired. "Firg., it'sthe telephone. Then
you come here, dishelieving mewhen | tell you Mr. Tyrune ain't come home. Go up to hisroom and see
for yoursglved™

Tyrune's door was locked. Cardona handled it with a skeleton key. The room was empty; the bed made



up.
"Hasn't been here," said Cardonato Chanbury. Then, to the landlady: "Where's the tel ephone?!
"In the back hall, downgtairs. A pay phone."

Cardonafound the telephone in back of the stairs. In the dark, he missed the dot and hisnickel fell to the
floor. While Chanbury was out in thelight, looking for change, Joe used aflashlight to find the coin. He
wasin ahurry to make a cal to headquarters, on the chance that Tyrune had telephoned there.

Joe saw something dark at the edge of acloset door. It wastoo large for a coin. He fixed the flashlight
on the spot. The stain was wet and ruddy. Cardona grabbed Chanbury's arm:

"Look!"

Chanbury saw the spot. His coins jingled as he dropped them mechanically in his pocket. Cardona pulled
open the closed door. Out tumbled a body that seemed to uncoil asit sprawled face upward in the light.

"Jm Tyrune! Dead!"

Cardonawasright. The dick was shot through the temple; and the gun that had killed him lay besde the
body.

Tdling Chanbury to stay where he was and ward off the landlady, Cardona went back through the dark
hall. He found aflimsy back door; it was locked, but it had no key. That door could be opened easily
with askeleton.

THIRTY minutes |ater, aconference was under way in Tyrune's bedroom. Commissioner Weston hed
arrived, he was taking things over with Cardona and Chanbury. On atable lay one more clueto go with
the gun that had lain beside Tyrune's body. The new evidence was a ditted bandanna handkerchief.

"Shark Meglo aways wore one of these," declared Cardona, lifting the bandanna. "He must have used it
when he snegked in here to lay for Tyrune. Henshew saw Jm down at the gpartment, and was leery of
theway he did out so soon. The fox shot word to Shark.”

Joe picked up the gun.

"No prints" he said. " Shark wiped them off with the bandanna. He's akiller, but he's clumsy. He wanted
to makeit look like suicide, but he was dumb enough to stow that bandannain the ash can, out back.”

Weston shook his head.

"| guessthis spoils our surprise for Henshew," declared the commissioner. "Henshew will back out, when
he reads how boldly Shark murdered Tyrune."

Weston was rising. Chanbury stopped him. The grizzled art collector showed alook of inspiration.

"Why not cal it suicide?" questioned Chanbury. " Shark was smart enough to think he managed to
deceive us. Henshew will bdievethat Shark actudly did handleit cleverly."

"Great!" gpproved Cardona. "The best ideayet! What do you say, commissioner?’

"Very, very good," approved Weston. He thrust out his hand. " Congratul ations Chanbury! Y our foresight
assures me that tomorrow's plan will work to perfection. Just onething” - Weston turned to Cardona:
"You must seeto it that Burke does not learn about it. Heis downgtairs.”



CLYDE wasinthelower hdl, when Weston and Chanbury went through. Before Clyde could follow,
Cardona stopped him. Joe led the reporter back to the rear hal, where Tyrune's body till lay. Joe gave
athumb jerk as he shook his head.

"A auicide," said Cardona, sorrowfully. "Too bad! Poor Jm was agood guy. Just thought hewasa
failure because he flopped on that jewel robbery investigation.”

"What about the note he left?' queried Clyde. "I suppose you found one up in hisroom?"
"No. There wasn't any note. Jm just said hefdt likeending it dl. Hetold it to Mr. Chanbury."
"Can | use Chanbury's namein the story?"

"Sure! Go ahead."

Cardona smiled as he turned away.

That was a neat touch - getting Chanbury mentioned. 1t would be just the sort of stuff for Henshew to
read in the newspapers. Strolling out the door, Cardona was highly pleased with the way he had handled
Clyde.

Joe was sure that Clyde had not seen the smile; and in that, Cardonawas right. What Clyde did seewas
the corner of a blue bandanna handkerchief poking out of Cardona's coat pocket.

When Clyde called Burbank, he mentioned that detail. But he did not include it in the story that he wrote
for the Classic. Thefact that Cardona had gonein for blue bandannas was an exclusive piece of
information, intended only for The Shadow.

CHAPTER XXI. MOVESAT DUSK

THE thwarted robbery a Henshew's made big news the next morning, for it involved Shark Meglo,
Manhattan's chief public enemy. The newspapers had it al wrong, thanks to the excitement of the
persons who had hunted Shark.

It was Shark who had staged the running fight through the gpartment house; that, at least, was the opinion
of those present. The proof lay in the fact that after the roving battler had disappeared on the second
floor, Shark made his break through the lobby. He was credited with doubling histrail, to make abold

escape.

Henshew had prompted that theory, by giving the coolest testimony of any. He swore that he had seen
Shark shoving aman ahead of him, to make a pretense of surrender; that both had entered the fray
afterward.

Henshew's shout, as he described it, was: " Get the man in back!" and the story was so good that other
witnesses supported it.

Evening newspapers played second fiddle to the morning sheets by reporting the tragic aftermath of
Shark'sraid. They had agood human-interest story in the suicide of Jm Tyrune.

The private dick, it seemed, had taken the man hunt as his own crusade, ever since Shark's murder of
Silsam. Jm'sfallure to anticipate Shark's latest raid had caused the private detective to consider life no
longer worth while.

Henshew digested that chunk of news along with hislunch. He was most pleased to learn that Tyrune had



visgted Chanbury, to voice his morbid sentiments. Henshew remembered Jm at the apartment; the fellow
had certainly looked gloomy.

At the office, Henshew found that Chanbury had telephoned. He called the art collector, and heard
Chanbury's sad comments on the Tyrune tragedy. Changing the subject, Chanbury asked if Henshew
could cal a ninethat evening. The jewel broker agreed.

Chanbury mentioned that he was dining with the police commissioner, to give aword-for-word statement
of Tyrune'sglum talk; but he would be home by nine.

Hanging up, Henshew had a definite hunch that Shark had bumped Jm Tyrune. Shark had picked the
right man at theright time and place.

Deciding not to return to his apartment after work, Henshew used the privacy of his officeto engrave a
microscopic message on acoin to Shark. It read:

Chanbury. Side door. 9:30 unless -
Shark would know what "unless’ meant.

LATER that afternoon, Clyde Burke called Chanbury's. Eleanor answered; since Chanbury was present,
shesad very little, except to inform the reporter that Chanbury was dining with Weston at the Cobalt
Club and intended to be there by five o'clock. She added - at her employer's suggestion - that the dinner
wasto be private.

When Clyde called the house at five, helearned that Chanbury had left for town and had taken his
secretary with him. That apparently blocked Clyde's chance for atalk with Eleanor. Clyde, however,
was to have his opportunity later, under the best of auspices.

At quarter of six, Chanbury told Eleanor that she could go back to the Long Idand mansion, and have
her dinner there. He ingtructed his chauffeur, Klander to take Miss Merwood straight to the house; and
added that no one was to know she had returned. Servants were still to answer calls.

The big car hadn't gone two blocks before arear tire flattened. As Klander stepped out to look over the
tire, ataxi whedled up. The driver pointed out a convenient garage and suggested that the chauffeur have
the mechanics change the tire. He dso suggested that the lady travel by cab.

Since Eleanor was due on Long Idand, Klander agreed.

Clouded skies had brought an early dusk; Eleanor could scarcely seetheinterior of the cab when she
entered it. She was amazed, dmost terrified, when the cab swung acorner; for alight showed that she
was not aone.

On each sde of her were solemn-faced passengers who looked like grotesque statues. The taxi driver
must have heard Eleanor's gasp, for he thrust hishead into view and spoke:

"It'sdl right, lady! Just acouple of Indians. A friend of yours sent 'em for agag.”

The cab was Mo€'s; its occupants, the Xincas who had come from Guatemaawith Kent Allard. The
presence of the stolid, silent Indians evoked Eleanor's wonderment and seemed to make objection
impossible. Eleanor might have insisted on leaving the cab, had she not been in awe of those stony-faced
sentings.

Moe droveto Allard's hotel. He opened the cab door and Eleanor aighted with the two Xincas. She



went into the hotel between them and they entered an elevator. The adventure was so uncanny that the
girl decided to seeitsfinish, particularly since no onein the hotel seemed surprised to seethe Indians.

They reached Allard's gpartment; there, Eleanor gave ahappy exclamation when she saw Clyde awaiting
here.

"Soitwasyou!" she exclamed. "But I'm not supposed to see you, Mr. Burke!”

"Y ou're not seeing me," inserted Clyde. "Y ou're meeting Kent Allard, the famous explorer! A friend of
mine"

CLYDE introduced Eleanor to Allard and the girl wasimmediately impressed by the famous personage.
What Clyde did not explain was that he had arranged thisvigit at The Shadow's order.

Clyde had told Allard that he wanted to see Eleanor and had asked if the meeting could be here. The
explorer had agreed; and had suggested sending the Xincas in acab. Clyde thought that agrand idea, for
Moe's cab was outside.

Inaway, The Shadow had tried the plan as atest. He wanted to note if Clyde connected him, in any
way, with The Shadow. Such alink had obvioudy not occurred to the reporter. Nor wasit to strike
Clyde later, despite the amazing thing that occurred.

Speaking for Clyde, Allard remarked that the reporter wanted some facts on the Tyrune suicide, which
Clyde had mentioned. Before Clyde realized it, Eleanor's reluctance had gone. She wastelling Allard
everything she knew. Meeting the compelling gaze of these clear, steady eyes, the girl felt that shewas
talking to afriend.

Clyde listened, dumfounded, drinking in the whole story of tonight's plan. When Eleanor had finished,
Allard asked questions; the girl answered.

Shetold how Chanbury had retired early, to be awakened by Tyrune's arrival. She repeated the signed
statement, word for word; and described the detailed list that she had copied, to the exact number of
jewds mentioned.

Shetold of the pass-key that Cardona had received adong with the statement and the list. She added
details of the discussion concerning a probable hiding place behind Henshew's bookcase.

Her final sentences concerned the plansfor tonight.

"Henshew will arrive at nine," declared the girl. "I am to be there with Mr. Chanbury. The police will be
waliting in the a coves, looking through the Side portraits.”

"How large are the spaces?”

"Large enough to hold three persons each, so Mr. Chanbury says."

"Y ou have never seen them?”

"No. They were permanently closed; but the servants are fitting hinges on them this afternoon.”
"When will the detectives arrive?’

"Before eight o'clock. With Ingpector Cardonain charge. They will stay in the portrait room."

Allard had afew more questions. When he had finished, he smiled. Glancing at hiswatch, he remarked to



Clyde:
"Miss Merwood has been here twelve minutes. Perhaps she should be leaving for Long Idand.”

TWELVE minutes! Inthat time, Eleanor had related details that should ordinarily have taken half an
hour.

Clyde was half dazed as he rode down in the elevator to see Eleanor off in Moe€'s cab. He remembered
oneimportant detail, and stopped in the lobby to mentioniit.

"Y ou may meet someonetonight,” said Clyde, in an undertone, "who will help mattersagreat dedl. | can't
tell you any more, except that he is aremarkable person -"

"More remarkable than Mr. Allard?"

"Yes." Clyde spoke without hesitation. "That may be atall order, but it's so. He's called The Shadow,
and | have anideathat heisin this case. Whatever he says, doiit.”

Eleanor smiled. She could not doubt that she would follow any ordersthat came from a person so
unusua as Kent Allard. What she did doubt was that she could possibly meet any one else so
remarkable.

Her dishdief ended five minutes after she wasin Moe's cab.

A voice spoke from the darkness beside her. Eleanor turned to meet the gaze of piercing eyes. They
burned, those eyes, like living coas, but Eleanor felt no fear. She heard the sibilant whisper of avoice
that carried weird authority. The final words held conclusive importance:

"Beready at haf past seven! Signd at the side door when the way to the portrait roomisclear!”

What was the identity of this stranger, who - as Clyde had said - was more remarkable than Allard?
Allard's eyes, thought Eleanor, were the sort that brought a sense of trust and friendship. But these
burning eyes, the only token of an otherwiseinvisible being, carried even more.

They made her trust the stranger, as she had trusted Allard; but she could sense that those eyes would
prove terrible to any person who defied this unseen being.

Therideto Long Idand wasfinished in a breath-taking period, for the cab driver had the speed of ajehu.
Asthey wheded into the lights of the portico that covered Chanbury's driveway, Eleanor settled back,
glad that the trip was over. She had hardly gathered her breath before she thought of the stranger beside
her.

She looked. He was gone!

COMPLETE darkness shrouded that Long Idand mansion, during the next hour. Cloaked by the
blackness, The Shadow moved about the outsde walls. Histiny flashlight showed him the extensons that
had once been the alcoves of Chanbury's|low-set portrait room.

He moved from one side of the house to the other, past a doping roof at the back. Hisinspection
completed, The Shadow reached the side door.

Hewasthere at half past seven. Five minutes passed before Eleanor stopped in theinner hdlway, to
indicate that the way was clear. The Shadow entered; thanks to the swift silence of hisglide, hewas at
the marble stairs before one of Chanbury's servants came dong. The hired help was keeping close vigil



ingdethe house, until the detectives arrived.

Eleanor wasin the portrait room. She had gone there because she could not linger in the hdlway. The girl
was about to leave, when she saw the door move inward. Fascinated, she watched a streak of blackness
form aslhouette aong thefloor.

A moment later, acloaked figure had entered. For thefirst time, Eleanor saw thefull outline of The
Shadow. The douch hat hid hisface; but the darkness that it cast was like a background for the burning
eyesthat Eleanor had viewed before.

The Shadow approached. Hislips spokein their steady whisper. The words that Eleanor heard held her
breathless. The Shadow had expected to find her in this room, he had reserved find statements until this
meeting. What Eleanor heard |eft her in total amazement. Only the touch of cold stedl in her hand
awakened her.

The Shadow had given Eleanor aloaded automatic of small caliber. Hiswordstold that the gun would be
needed.

"Y ou have heard -"
Eleanor nodded at that find statement. Firmly, the girl said:
"l understand. | believeyou. | shal beready.”

Leaving the portrait room, Eleanor put the gun in apocket of her dress. She did not return to that lower
room until eight o'clock, when Cardona arrived with the headquarters men. Eleanor was a bit qualmish,
for the servants had been on constant duty. No one could have eft the portrait room.

Y et the room was empty; so were the Side a coves when Cardona and his men inspected them. The
Shadow was gone. Where he had gone and how, Eleanor could not imagine. She knew, though, that The
Shadow would return after Henshew and Shark had both arrived.

The scene was st for trapping men of crime.
CHAPTER XXII. THE TRAP SPRINGS

NINE o'clock found Chanbury and Eleanor in the portrait room, seated placidly among the painted faces
that stared from every wall. A servant arrived to announce Henshew. Chanbury took advantage of the
last minute to reassure Eleanor.

"Remember,” he said, in atone of highest compliment, "I am relying on your bravery to help snare
Henshew. | shall keep you here aslong as possible to make the fellow show hishand.

"If it provesimpossible, you can leave. In that case, go directly to the second floor, where dl the servants
are. They will look out for you, Eleanor.”

The girl was busy at the typewriter when Henshew arrived. The machine was a noisdess one but the
jewel broker noticed Eleanor. For amoment, he appeared annoyed; then his expresson became a
smilingone

Henshew liked the set-up. Only one servant was on duty, adeepy fellow who had come from the second
floor to answer the doorbell. With Eleanor present, it seemed certain that Chanbury could expect no
trouble.



"Too bad about Tyrune," expressed Henshew. "The chap looked bad when | saw him last night. He
stopped at my gpartment, you know, right after Meglo attempted his robbery.”

"Tel me about the attack,” suggested Chanbury. "Didn't you lose anything of value?!

"A few items." Henshew's tone had a significance that Chanbury could take any way heliked. "Nothing,
though, that | felt necessary to mention to the police.”

"Thenthejewds-"

Henshew gave awarning shrug; looked toward Eleanor, who was still busy at the typewriter. Chanbury
smiled and nodded.

"| forgot," remarked Chanbury. "Y ou told me that you keep al vauable gemsat your office.”
"Yes." Henshew reached into his pocket. "I brought ong afew specia itemsthat may interest you.”

THE jewelsthat Henshew displayed upon the desk were new ones; atopaz setting that he pronounced
as something of rare value, some amethysts that were fine specimens, but not uncommon.

Examining the gems, Chanbury guessed that Henshew was stdling for time. He tested the jewdler.
"I have never seen these before," said Chanbury.

"Quite naturdly," returned Henshew, smoothly. "Y ou have never been to my office to ingpect my gems. |
do not make a practice of taking stones elsewhere. Except in afew instances; then | never carry many.”

The present case supported Henshew's statement. The gemsthat he had with him were worth afew
thousand dollars at best.

"l expect acall from the office," added Henshew, eyeing Chanbury cannily. "They will keep open late, if |
say the word. Perhaps you would like to go there tonight.”

"Tomorrow would be better -"

The telephone interrupted Chanbury. He reached for it; heard ahigh voice inquire for Mr. Henshew.
Chanbury passed over the telephone. Henshew spoke his name; the voice inquired:

"Are you coming back to the office, Mr. Henshew?"'

"Back to the office?" repeated Henshew. "No, not tonight. If you want me again, | shdl be herefor a
while"

That cal wasfrom Shark, another fact that Chanbury had guessed. The art collector listened indulgently
while Henshew discussed the merits of the topaz settings. Each passing minute showed a tightness of
Henshew'stone, until the visitor noted that Chanbury's desk clock had reached half past nine,

Leaning across the desk, Henshew stated in atone loud enough for Eleanor to hear:

"Regarding those uncut diamonds, Chanbury. | should like to seethem again. | fed that | may have
underpriced them.”

Chanbury produced the chamois bag. Henshew examined the diamonds as he spread them on the desk.
"Worth much more," he declared. "I might be prepared to pay you four hundred thousand dollars for



them.”
"But what about your gems?' queried Chanbury. "I still want to buy them.”
Henshew made no further attempt to stall.

"Thosejewdswere stolen,” hedeclared. "It isdl right for you to know it, Chanbury, but it would ruin my
businessif peoplelearned that | had been foolish enough to keep them in my apartment. They are gone!”

"All of them?" Chanbury whipped out his penciled list. "All these that | jotted down from memory?'

Henshew's eyes stared at thelist. For afew seconds hislips showed an uglinessthat he usualy
concealed. Changing his manner, Henshew passed back the list and acknowledged:

"They were stolen, dl of them. By Shark Meglo."

"I thought so!" Chanbury cameto hisfeet. "Henshew, that isjust what | wanted to hear you say. | havea
witness - Miss Merwood - who has heard everything you stated. Y ou have told so much that you can
afford to tell more. | know, at lagt, that those jewel s were the ones that belonged to Hugo Silsam!”

HENSHEW had risen also. He was stepping toward the door; but he was not disconcerted. Instead, he
delivered a harsh laugh which ended with the chortled comment:

"l have awitness, aso! Onewho can spesk for himsdf. Shark Meglo!™

Henshew hauled the door open. On the threshold stood Shark, atrio of trigger-men behind him. Those
three men were the only thugs that Shark had been able to muster; but Shark’s contemptuous look
showed that he thought he had al the men he needed.

Entering, Shark covered Chanbury with abig revolver, and nudged to afollower, who swung agun
toward Eleanor.

"Takeit easy, Shark," suggested Henshew. "Theway it'sgoing, | might aswdll leavefirdt. | cantak to
the servant when | go out. Hold the fireworks until I've gained ahead tart.”

"Surel" agreed Shark. "Go build your dibi. Well fix the flunky afterwards. There was nobody around
when we came through, so why leave anybody that might squawk?"

With anarrow look at Chanbury, Shark stepped closer to the desk and picked up the uncut diamonds,
to pass them to Henshew.

"Y ou handle these," suggested the killer. "Nobody will know the dif. Keep ‘emin your safe-deposit vault,
aong with the dough. I'll lam tonight; you can ship me my cut later -"

In turning toward Henshew, Shark let his gun swing dightly away from Chanbury. The thug who was
covering Eleanor wastelling apd that the girl was a swell-looking dame, but that he didn't mind croaking
amoll. No time could be better for the law'sthrust. It came.

Side panels hoisted wide. Guns roared as Cardona and his men played a set policy of no quarter to the
known murderer, Shark Meglo. Before Shark could even squeeze histrigger, he was|oaded with lead
fromfour guns.

Two other police revolverstook care of the rogue who covered Eleanor. Shark and the thug hit the floor
together.



Motioning his hands downward, Chanbury dropped behind the desk. Eleanor was behind the typewriter
table before Chanbury waved. Shark'slast pair of gunners had their revolvers up, to shoot it out with the
law.

They didn't have a chance. Quick bullets sprawled them; detectives snatched up the dropped guns before
the wounded crooks could squirm to regain them.

Cardona had Henshew by the neck. The gem schemer was groping for his pocket, but his hands went
limp as Joe choked him. Self-confessed brain in the jewed-murder game, Henshew was a prize that
Cardonawanted to take dive. Henshew subsided; from a master-crook, he had become a cowering
prisoner.

Clamping bracelets on him, Joe flung Henshew into achair so hard that the handcuffs rattled.

"That cleansthings up," announced Cardona, as detectives|ooked to the wounded men. "Shark did his
last dirty job, when he murdered Tyrune. A good guy - Jm! He helped us, even after he was gone. But
you staged the rea show-down, Mr. Chanbury."

As Joe gripped Chanbury's hand, the grizzled man smiled and said:
"Don't forget Miss Merwood."

"l won't." Joe shook hands with Eleanor. "Y ou were game, Miss Merwood. I'll bet if the same thing
happened again, you'd be just as cool asever -"

CARDONA'S praise was hdted by apeal of muffled mirth, that presaged the very event of which Joe
gpoke. The chilling laugh loudened, as a clatter occurred at the back of the room. Past Chanbury,
Cardona saw an appearing shape in black.

The Shadow was stepping from athird alcove, in the very center of the rear wall - onethat had a
swinging pane, on conceaed hinges. Henshew, gaping from hischair, quailed at sight of the ominous
avenger. Chanbury, whedling, stared frozen.

Of al who saw The Shadow, one a one expected hisarrival. That was Eleanor Merwood. Her happy
gasp told that, to her, The Shadow's return was the needed climax in the exposure of hidden crime.

CHAPTER XXIII. DEAD FACES

THE SHADOW stood with folded arms as he faced the group before him. He had left past work to
others; he could rely upon new cooperation when he required it. In whispered tone, he reminded Joe
Cardona:

"Y ou have forgotten something most important. The solen jeweld™

It dawned on Joe that Shark had spoken of the uncut diamonds and cash in Henshew's possession, but
no word of the gems that had been used in the round of murders. Cardona supposed that they would be
found in Shark's hide-out; but there was one person present who held a different opinion.

As The Shadow faced the center of the room, his burning eyes had an effect like those of certain portraits
on the walls. They seemed to bore toward every one who viewed them. Henshew fdt that the Sarewas
meant for him. Hoarsely, the captured crook exclaimed:

"Y ou have them! Y ou took them from my gpartment! That waswhy you waited there -"



The Shadow's words cut Henshew short. In steady monotone, the cloaked avenger, disputed Henshew's
belief.

"I waited," declared The Shadow, "because the gems were gone. Some one had rifled that hiding place,
to take the jewe s el sawhere.”

The Shadow stepped aside. Within the space where he had been, others saw the door of abuilt-in vaullt,
set deep. Eleanor gazed, amazed. She had never known that Chanbury possessed that secret strong
room, behind alocked pand.

Eleanor had never studied the outside wall as The Shadow had done tonight. He had found a projection
in addition to those that housed the Side a coves.

The sweep of The Shadow's hand indicated the closed safe. The gesture made words unnecessary.
Henshew understood.

"Chanbury took the gemd" exclaimed the jewe broker. "He knew that | had them! He wasthe only one

Henshew stopped. Chanbury was not the only one who had known. Henshew could not forget The
Shadow. The words, however, had given Cardonaan idea. Joe voiced it, straight to Chanbury.

"So that's why you had Tyrune snoop at Henshew's. Open that safe, Chanbury! Well have alook!™
"He must have planted them therel”

CHANBURY was pointing to The Shadow. The grizzled man's voice became hollow as he heard a
whispered laugh. The Shadow'stone, like the ook of the heavy-locked vault, belied Chanbury's
accusation. Perhaps The Shadow was reputed to have amazing skill at opening vaults, but there was no
oneto tedtify toiit.

If Henshew's gems were found in Chanbury's vault, the law would believe that Chanbury had placed
them there. It would be odd, indeed, to find anyone - even The Shadow - bestowing aquarter million
dollars worth of wealth upon some onewho had no claimtoit.

"What if | do have the gems?' chalenged Chanbury. "I'velaid everything e sein the open! | intended to
do the same with the jewels| took from Henshew's! | couldn't let it out too soon."

"Y ou never intended to!" cried Henshew. ™Y ou took the swag to scare me off. Y ou thought maybe I'd
quit and let you have the jewels. But if | came here - like | wasfool enough to do tonight - I'd find the
law here waiting. Maybe you'd like to know what I'd have done, if I'd known you had them gems. I'll tell
you. | would have quit!"

Henshew's admission was smal comfort to Chanbury. The Shadow had played crook against crook.
Henshew vengeful toward Chanbury, was using his own keen brain to supply facts that The Shadow
could have stated.

When Henshew finished, Chanbury indulged in adry smile. Hefdt that he could till square himsdlf with
the law; and he had good reason to so believe. Shark Meglo lay dead upon the floor. Chanbury's eyes
glistened when he viewed the body. Others were watching him; so Chanbury was prompt to declare;

"Thereliesamurderer! Henshaw isthe man who backed thekiller! All that | did wasto saveinnocent
lives"



"Excent onel"

The Shadow's tone was sinister. Chanbury glared as he met the burning eyes. Turning to Eleanor, The
Shadow spoke aquestion. Oddly hisvoice had changed itstone, so dightly that it was apparent only to
thegirl. Y et Eleanor, strained for the test to come, did not redlize that she was again speaking to Kent
Allard. She heard the quiet question:

"When did you reach this house last night?*

"At quarter of eight,” replied the girl. Without waiting for another question, she added: "Mr. Chanbury
said that he had retired early; but it couldn't have been as early asthat. | thought that Mr. Chanbury was
not here at quarter of eight.”

"He did not expect you so early?"

"No. He gave me the evening off. But Tyrune seemed to think that Mr. Chanbury had been here, or
should have been. I'm not quite sure -"

The Shadow's voice interrupted. Again, with exceeding calmness, he asked:
"About the pass-key marked Exhibit A. Did Chanbury show it to Tyrune when he mentioned it?"

"No," replied Eleanor. "He started to look for it in the desk drawer but did not find it. | never saw the
key until after Ingpector Cardona came here, much later."

"And in mentioning Henshew's apartment,” prompted The Shadow, "did Chanbury merely suspect there
was a hiding place behind the bookcase?"

"He said there was one," returned Eleanor. "But he said that before Tyrune told him that Henshew said
nothing had been stolen from the gpartment.”

HENSHEW was out of his chair, shaking his handcuffed wrists toward Chanbury as he shrilled:

"That tllsit! Tyrune guessed what had happened. He knew you'd snesked out of hereto grab my gems.
Y ou forgot to put back the pass-key, didn't you? Left it in your coat upstairs. And you topped it by
mentioning the place behind the bookcase. That drove it through Tyrune'sthick skull -"

"Silence him, Cardonal" snapped Chanbury. "I have the gems. | have admitted the possession of them.
That proves-"

"That you murdered Jm Tyrune!" cackled Henshew, in insane enjoyment. "He was honest. He was
through with you. He was going to call Cardonawhen he got home. That's what he was starting to do at
the telephone.”

Henshew settled back into his chair maddened by his own choking laughter. Above the crook's
high-pitched chuckles came amore ominous mockery: the mirth of The Shadow.

Chanbury's fistswere on the desk, his arms straining to support his body. He steadied; his knee raised
dightly to nudge the buzzer bel ow the desk top. Only The Shadow saw the motion. Rallied, Chanbury
coughed hisdenidl.

"Y ou found Shark's mask," he voiced to Cardona. "That was proof against the killer -"

"A funny thing, that mask" inserted Cardonagrimly. "Cometo think of it, it wasthe first one Shark ever
dumped. Y ou know, Chanbury, they sell lots of bandannas, in every five and ten. It'seasy to cut ditsin



them too. Any one could doiit.”

It was Joe'sturn to talk and he was doing it. He stopped only to learn if Chanbury had something to say.
Defensively, Chanbury demanded:

"Why should | turn criminal? Look at thismansion - my art treasures -"

Chanbury stopped; he had seen The Shadow turn away. The Shadow was noting portraits on the wall.
As his eyesfixed upon one, The Shadow spoke:

"Faces from the past. | remember this one. Its owner thought the portrait was genuine; it was later
declared aclever fraud. Perhaps he bought the origind, but received the imitation -"

"Likemy father did!" exclamed Eleanor. "His paintings were proven fase! He couldn't believeit. That is
why he committed suicide.”

"AsTyrunedid!"

WITH those words, The Shadow's eyes met Eleanor's. His gaze called for action that The Shadow had
told her would be needed. His back toward Chanbury, The Shadow was playing his master stroke. He
was giving Chanbury an opening to betray himsalf without further proof.

Chanbury took it. Springing back from the desk, he yanked a gun from his pocket and aimed straight for
The Shadow. The cloaked form faded; but its shift was unnecessary. Eleanor had acted at The Shadow's
sgnal. She had the automatic from her pocket; she pressed the trigger before Chanbury could fire.

The crook staggered, abullet in hiselbow. Cardona and the detectives were surging for him. Their
revolverswithered him as hetried to prop hisright hand with hisleft. The grizzled crook rolled forward
on the desk; toppled sdeways and fell to thefloor.

There was a clatter in the hall. Chanbury had counted on his servants; they were here, but too late to
rescue him, thanks to the crippling shot that Eleanor had supplied. Crooksto the core, the armed
invaders were willing to riddle Cardonas squad; but their chance never came.

Blackness blocked the door in front of them. Big automatics sprawled the foremost of the band. Others
flung their guns aside; they cowered, arms raised in surrender. The Shadow's laugh echoed aong the
gdlery. Thelipsof stolen portraits seemed to quiver inreply.

The mocking tone faded. Into the room came Chanbury's followers, herded by The Shadow. Detectives
clapped handcuffs on them. Cardona drew Henshew from his chair. The prisoners began their dow
march outward. Cardona ushered Eleanor from the room of desath.

The girl gave one glance as sheleft. Facesfrom the past reflected her gaze: those wall portraits, to which
Eleanor had become accustomed. But there were other faces here tonight, as tilled as painted ones.

They stared from the floor. Shark Meglo's, the face of amurderer; beyond that, the face of Michadl
Chanbury. Frozen in death, Chanbury's visage had lost its mask of pretense. Its hardened lines showed
the murderous character of the man.

Madden Henshew, clever man of crime, had been trapped through the genius of acrook greater than
himsdif.

The Shadow had dlowed that outcome, that he might bring asimilar disaster upon Henshew's crooked
trapper, Michael Chanbury.



No longer did The Shadow linger in the mangion. His triumph finished, he had departed, while the law
was rounding up the last prisonersthat he had given them. Only Cardonawas with Eleanor when she
walked through the long gdllery toward the marble Sairs.

Y et apresence still lingered - one that had dominated from the start. Every move by men of crime had
been under The Shadow's surveillance until the conquest of evil stood complete. Only The Shadow could
have produced such absolute victory.

Thelines of portraits seemed to smile from the walls of the long gdlery, asif they knew that they done
had witnessed the departure of The Shadow.

THEEND



