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CHAPTERI.. MIAMI MURDER.

THE lull of amoonlit, tropical night lay over Miami. Balmy contentment prevailed in those suburban aress
remote from the rush of traffic. Such was the scene upon the quiet Street where stood the residence of
Howard Dorsan.

Hanked by lines of sprouty palm trees, Dorsan's Spanish-type home had an excellent setting. The place
spoke of wedlth; and Dorsan had it. The man was aretired millionaire, awidower who spent hiswinters
in Horidawith his daughter, Ethdl.

A taxi stopped in front of the Dorsan residence. From it stepped atall passenger. Asthe cab rolled
away, moonlight filtered through the palm branches to show the face of Dorsan'svisitor. The glow
intensfied a hawklike countenance, its features asimmobile as those of an Aztec god.
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There were many personsin Miami who might have recognized that visitor as Kent Allard, noted
explorer, who had stopped off in Florida during atrip to Guatemaa. None, however, could have guessed
the other identity that he possessed.

Kent Allard was The Shadow.

Magter-fighter who battled criminas, The Shadow had come to Miami because of recent crimesin this
Southern city. Robbery and death had teamed together, to leave the law at aloss. Behind those crimes,
The Shadow could picture an organization of de luxe outlaws, banded in acommon cause of evil. He had
foreseen that further crime was due. The Shadow was here to break it.

Howard Dorsan was aman whose recent transactions had placed him in the limelight. Though retired
from business, the millionaire had figured in a series of red-estate dealsthat had made newsin Miami.
The Shadow had picked Dorsan asalikely victim of crime's next thrugt.

There was a cement walk beside the drive that led to the Side entrance of Dorsan's house. With long,
slent stride, Allard followed that path until he reached the stone steps. There, he hdted; with aside
move, he became arigid statue. His dark-gray attire blended with the darkness of an hibiscus bush close
beside the steps.

Allard had become The Shadow.

TWO persons were coming from the house. The Shadow saw them by the porch light. Onewasan
attractive girl, bare-shouldered in her evening gown. She was Dorsan's daughter, Ethel.

The girl's companion was atal, deek young man, whose photograph had appeared in recent pictures of
society groups. His name was Craig Wyl ett; smooth-featured, handsome despite hislolling manner, he
was much admired as alady's man. Wylett was wearing a PAlm Beach evening jacket; over hisarm he
was carrying Ethel's unneeded wrap.

Wylett ushered the girl into a coupé that stood by the steps, and Ethel took the whedl. As Wylett joined
her, words of their conversation reached The Shadow.

"Perhaps,”" purred Wylett, "we should go back and tell your father-"
"About our engagement?” laughed Ethdl. "Thereisnot time, Craig. Why didn't you speek at dinner?'
"Rather an inconvenient place, Ethel. Afterward, your father went to the library, as he dways does.”

"And s0 your chancewaslogt." Again, Ethel laughed. "Don't worry, Craig. | shdl arrange for you to
interview father to-morrow. Asfor his consent, have no doubt. My dad believesthat | should make my
own decisons”

The starter grumbled; the coupé rolled aong the drive. One minute later, Kent Allard appeared upon the
house steps and rang the doorbell.

A portly servant admitted the visitor. When Allard quietly asked for Mr. Dorsan, the servant |ooked
uncertain.

"Mr. Dorsanisat home, sir,” he admitted, "but he gave the usud orders that he was not to be disturbed.
That meansthat | am not supposed even to announce visitors."

Allard's gaze was quizzicd. The servant explained further.



"You seg, Sr," hesad, "that isleft either to Miss Dorsan, or to the secretary, Mr. Torry. Unfortunately,
both are absent. Miss Dorsan went out only afew minutes ago. | am sorry-"

With long-fingered hands, Allard produced aletter which he showed to the dubious servant. It was
sgned by Howard Dorsan; it stated that the millionaire would welcome avisit from Kent Allard, at the
latter's convenience. The servant smiled gratefully.

"That letsmeout, Sr," he declared.
He motioned toward a closed door at thefar Sde of the hal. "Y ou will find Mr. Dorsanin the library."

ALLARD stepped to the door indicated. He gave adow, emphatic series of knocks, while the servant
stood by waiting. There was no response; again, Allard delivered the knocks.

Slight anxiety was showing on the servant's broad face. Allard's keen eyes observed it, and read the
fellow's thoughts. The servant was wondering why Dorsan did not respond. The same thought had come
to Allard, although he did not register it.

With the intuition that characterized The Shadow, Allard could sense that something had happened to
Howard Dorsan.

Allard's hand stretched to the doorknob. The motion was naturd; so was the dight smile that cameto
Allard'slips. The servant took it that the visitor had heard Dorsan's voice, inviting him to enter.

As Allard opened the door inward and stepped through, the servant moved away. He was gone from the
hall when the door again came shuit.

Dorsan'slibrary was acommodious room, with book-lined walls. Its lights were indirect; they threw a
mellow, solemn glow that produced atomblike atmosphere. There were reading lamps at various places
in the room, but none of them were lighted.

The far wall had no bookshelves. It was taken up with windows, plusapair of French windows that
opened to asun porch. As Allard's keen, clear eyes hovered about the room, they saw no sign of
Dorsan. It seemed that the millionaire had probably gone out to the sun porch.

Approaching the French windows, Allard found them locked on theinsde. As he moved along toward
the room windows, he saw that their catchesweretight. It was obviousthat Dorsan, if he had been alone
in the room, could not have l&ft it except by the door to the hall.

But Allard gained an immediate impression that Dorsan had not |eft thelibrary.

Totheright lay alittle acove, past the end of abookcase. Its position had rendered it unnoticeable when
the room was viewed from the hallway door. Ordinarily, that section of the room was out of sght
entirely, for acurtain should have hung aboveits entrance,

The curtain had fdlen to the floor, giving thefull view of the alcove. There was something ominousin the
shape that the drape had taken. It was bulgy, spread like a shroud. Stepping to the alcove entrance,
Allard stooped and drew the fallen curtain aside.

Beneath lay the body of Howard Dorsan.

The millionaire was lying face upward. Hiswithery face was distorted benegth its streaky lines of thin
gray hair. Eyesbulged from their sockets; dead eyesthat were riveted upon the blankness of the celling.



Armswere spreed; the left hand was open in starfish fashion. But the right fist was clenched, asthough it
had sought to ddliver afinal, usdess clutch against the purpose of amurderous attacker.

Straight up from Dorsan's white shirt front projected the handle of aknife. The killer had driven the blade
to Dorsan's heart with one sure, hard thrust. The swiftness of the stroke had silenced the millionaire's lips
before they could utter asolitary cry.

ALLARD'S eyes centered upon Dorsan'stightened fist. Their gaze was burning; for they were the eyes
of The Shadow. Carefully, long fingers unloosened the dead man's hand. Holding the bent fingers open,
The Shadow viewed an object that lay in Dorsan's palm.

The object was arubber band, yellow in color.

The smplest of clues, that yellow band; thrust by a dead man's hand before The Shadow's eyes. Y, to
The Shadow, it symbolized much more; it stood for agroup of banded murderers, whose killing of
Howard Dorsan was the latest outrage in their campaign for ill-gained wedlth.

Almost motionless, The Shadow's lips solemnly phrased the term by which he now defined the crew of
killersthat he sought to thwart:

"TheYdlow Band!"
CHAPTER II. THE HALTED HORDE.

A SINISTER whisper, cregping through aroom that had been stilled by death. Such was The Shadow's
low-toned utterance. It marked the beginning of aquest; vengeance for the death of Howard Dorsan,
which had come too early for The Shadow to avert.

It was The Shadow's chalengeto the Y ellow Band.

The garting point to that crowd of killerslay here, in Dorsan'slibrary. Beginning with the yellow rubber
band, The Shadow intended to find new evidence; to piece the past and thereby control the future.

But the nearest events of that future aready lay beyond The Shadow's full control.

Though hewore his natural guise of Kent Allard, The Shadow was working with the keenness that had
made him magter over crimina foes. That waswhy he quickly learned that danger till gripped this room.
A murderer had gone; but others were due.

Creeping sounds from the sun porch told that story. Noises that the average listener would not have
heard. Sensing them, The Shadow gave no sign. He kept to the ddliberate style of Allard, but he changed
hisplan of action.

Instead of remaining beside Dorsan's body, The Shadow arose. Helet the dead man'sfingers spring
back into their clutch, retaining the rubber band in aremade fist. With long, easy stride, The Shadow
crossed the library to the hall-way door. Helaid his hand upon the knob.

A ripping crash sounded from the sun porch. French windows splintered on flimsy hinges as a powerful
shoulder smashed them inward. As The Shadow swung about, faking astartled expression, he faced the
thuggish leader of amotley crew that had been lurking close at hand.

Thefelow leered as he brandished a big revolver. The crook's grin was contemptuous when he saw
Allard's handslift upward. The rowdy motioned to his companions; then strode forward.



"Found something, huh?" gruffed the thug. "Wel, mug, you can leaveit to some other guy to tell the
coppers. Y ou're going along with usl™

Backed againgt the wall beside the door, The Shadow retained the steady expression of Allard. The
threatening crook was duped. He never guessed that he was walking into trouble for himself and his mob.
From the ingtant that The Shadow had wheeled, he had been ready. He could have drawn agun and
beaten the intruder to the first shot; but he had refrained.

One glimpse of the crook's face, the fellow's confident juggle of hisgun, had told The Shadow that threet
would precede action. As Allard, The Shadow was drawing hisfoeman into asnare.

Still scoffing, the ugly-faced leader behaved true to form. He shoved the muzzle of the revolver closeto
Allard'sface, forcing the supposed victim hard against the wall. With agrowl, the crook reminded:

"One phony move, mug, and well croak you-"

THE move came, so well-concedled that no one could have foreseen it. The Shadow's shoulder blade
had picked the right spot on thewall, just above the light switch. There was no change of expression on
Allard'sface; no move of the upraised arms. Totally hidden, that pressing shoulder blade hunched dightly,
then nudged sharply downward.

Out went the lights, and with them went the pretended downess of Kent Allard.

As blackness blanketed that room, The, Shadow's hand grabbed straight for the gun that bulged between
his eyes. Hiswhipping fist took the weapon from its owner's hand before the crook could even think
about thetrigger. Lashing forward, The Shadow grappled with his disarmed foeman.

As choking fingers caught the mob-leader's throat, the fellow gave afrenzied cough for aid.

Thuggish followers could not fire. Their leader wasin their path. They took the only dternative. They
surged forward in the darkness, hoping to win out by mass attack.

A figure hurled to meet them headlong. With dugging guns, the hoodlumsfell upon their prey. He
flattened under their attack; a scrambling thug reached the light switch and pressed it. The rest looked to
the floor to see how well they had damaged Kent Allard.

They saw the sprawled body of their leader, his skull cracked by the brutal dedgesthat they themselves
hed given him.

For theingtant, thugs were too astounded to realize how they had been tricked. The Shadow had pitched
their leader in among them, with aforce that they had mistaken for adriving attack. In theinterim, The
Shadow had chosen anew position. He began to useit, before the baffled crooks could think about
looking for him.

The Shadow opened fire with the captured revolver. Hisfirg target was the gun hand of the hoodlum
who had switched on the lights. The bullet landed; the thug doubled, howling. The othersturned; they
saw Allard aiming from the acove above Dorsan's body.

Had they seen him cloaked as The Shadow, they might have lost their desire for fight. Spying only Allard,
the thugs amed. It made no difference to The Shadow.

The big revolver repested before a single thug could fire. With each pump of the gun, a crook went
sprawling. Otherstook for the shattered French windows, managing to fire asthey ran. Their bullets
merely spoiled the morocco leather bindings of books adong the shelves. FHlight wastheir desire; aim was



only secondary.

Out to the center of the room, The Shadow paused for amoment as he saw two wounded gunmen rip
open the halway door and start adash in that direction. The portly servant met them, backed by a
white-hatted chef. The servant had a big cane belonging to Dorsan; the cook had brought along a skillet.
They showed that they could handle the wounded thugs. The Shadow went after the others.

Out through the sun porch, The Shadow saw fleeing men diving between the palm trees. Hefired the lagt
two bullets that the revolver held; picked up adiscarded gun and added more.

The shots spurred the remnants of the scattered horde into further flight, and served as additiona alarm to
bring the law.

THE whine of srenstold that police were on the job; that the first shots had been heard. Gunfirein the
distance added news that crooks were finding more trouble.

The Shadow walked back into the house. In the library, he found the serving man and the chef. Both
were staring horrified at Dorsan's body. It was the broad-faced servant who blurted:

"Did-did they kill him, Mr. Allard?'
"Hewas dead when | arrived,” came Allard's cam reply. "The attack was made later."
"Then they must have come beforehand-"

The servant was |ooking puzzled as he spoke. Allard's eyes were watching him. There were facts,
perhaps, that the servant could alone supply. Whatever they were, they were to be reserved until the law
began itsinquiry. For the man wasinterrupted by a heavy pounding at the front door. He went to answer
it.

When the servant returned, he was accompanied by a chunky, heavy-jowled man from Miami police
headquarters, whose chief mark of ditinction was aderby hat. He seemed proud of that headgear, as
well he might, for aderby wasararity in Miami.

In fact, the headquarters man did not remove the derby from his head. He smply tilted it over oneeye as
he glared suspicioudy about the room.

The servant'sintroduction of Kent Allard changed that attitude. The derby-hatted man looked surprised
and pleased when he heard the name of thetall visitor. He promptly thrust out his hand.

"I've heard of you, Mr. Allard,” he said. "Mighty glad to meet you. I'm Detective Kurman.”
"I've heard of you dso," replied Allard. "Whereisyour friend Cleer?!
Kurman grinned his appreciation.

"You've heard of us, dl right," he declared. "Kurman and Cleer. Weve cracked some pretty tough cases,
working together. Well be teamed on this one, before we're through, unless| get to the bottom of it right

away.

For astarter, Kurman studied the body of the leader who had been battered to death by his own thugs.
Heidentified thefdlow promptly; but histone was glum.

"Gunner Modey. A bad guy! Whatever he came here for, none of his gang will be ableto tel us. Gunner
aways kept mum on what hisjobswere dl about.”



Crossing the room to Dorsan's body, Kurman made another comment:

"Not Gunner'swork. He never handled ashiv. That knifeisimportant. Let's hear what you know about
it

Kurman's request was addressed to Kent Allard. Coolly, the calm-faced visitor began hisstory. As
Kurman listened, hisface showed admiration; but it also registered dumfoundment. The Shadow, ashe
talked in Allard'stone, made mental andysis of Detective Kurman and, with it, came to adefinite
concluson.

Unless the absent detective, Cleer, possessed all the brains that Kurman lacked, the police would not
travel far in solving theriddle of Howard Dorsan's mysterious desth.

CHAPTER I1l1. THE LOST LINK.

ALLARD'S gtory clicked with Kurman. The dick was impressed by the ruse whereby the visitor had
handled Modey's mob. Allard's letter from Dorsan was one that had come in answer to some
correspondence regarding possible investmentsin Guatemala.

The servant, whose name was Parrington, conflicted on only one point. Parrington thought that Dorsan
had responded to Allard's knock. On further questioning, Parrington admitted that he had not heard
Dorsan'svoice.

"Parrington said to enter thelibrary,” was Allard's explanation, "so | did. That wasdl."

Kurman decided that the matter was settled. He came to amore important subject: When had Dorsan
last been seen dive, and by whom, other than the murderer?

"l saw Mr. Dorsan go into the library,” stated Parrington. " After that, Miss Ethel might have stepped in to
talk with him. Or Mr. Wylett might have. He and Miss Ethel went out together, to aparty a Mr.
Thexter's, in Miami Beach."

"Lyman Thexter's" exclaimed Kurman. " Say, that's where my side-kick, Cleer, is posted to-night!
Thexter'sabig oil operator. He'sthrowing aswell party; the kind where crooks might try to pull
something. Wait until | talk to Cleer.”

Over the telephone, Kurman reached hisfellow dick and told of Dorsan's desth. He arranged for Cleer
to keep an eye on Craig WYylett; but to say nothing of Dorsan's murder, not even to the dead man's
daughter. Kurman planned to break that news, when he arrived at Thexter's.

Coming back to Dorsan's body, Kurman remembered the rubber band that Allard had mentioned in his
testimony. Prying open the dead man'sfist, Kurman found the yellow dastic.

"It can't mean much," commented Kurman. "Dorsan wouldn't have snatched it off the murderer.”
"Hardly," agreed Allard. "But the killer might have taken something from Dorsan.”
"What, for instance?"

"A stack of papers, with the yellow band around them. If he yanked them from Dorsan'sfist, the band
could have remained.”

Allard waslooking at locked drawers below an a cove bookshelf. Finding keysloose in Dorsan's vest
pocket, Kurman unlocked the drawers. He found one hdf filled with bundles of papers. They proved to



be securities, title deeds and insurance papers.

Each packet was circled with arubber band. But of those dozen dastic loops, not one was yellow. Other
colors-blue, red, green-were represented in random arrangement.

The absence of yellow bands meant nothing to Kurman. It talied, however, with atheory that The
Shadow had aready formed. But hislips did not express his thought.

Kurman found atyped list in the bottom of the drawer. He checked it with the papers and found that
none was missing. That was exactly what The Shadow expected. He had a question; but there was no
need to ask it. Kurman made the query instead.

Turning to Parrington, Kurman demanded:
"Who typed thisligt?"
"Probably Mr. Torry," replied the servant "He isMr. Dorsan's secretary.”

Parrington explained that it was Torry snight off; that the secretary had |eft before dinner. He
remembered that Torry frequently went to anight spot called the Hilo Club, where Dorsan could reach
him if needed. Kurman piled the papers back into the drawer, but put the list in his pocket. Hetold an
officer to take charge, keegping Parrington and the chef in the house.

"Suppose you come adong with me, Mr. Allard,” suggested Kurman. "We can stop at the Hilo Club on
the way to Thexter's. I'd liketo talk to thisfellow Torry."

As Kurman gtarted from the room, Allard's fingers plucked the yellow rubber band from the table where
the detective had tossed it. Kurman was through with that clue; but The Shadow till had usefor it.

THEY found Torry a acorner tablein the Hilo Club's grillroom. The secretary was afrall, fidgety fellow,
who stared nervoudly through spectacles when he saw the arrivals pproach histable. He seemed to
recognize Kurman by thetilted derby hat, which the detective did not bother to remove.

Dorsan's secretary had finished dinner and was having adrink. It wasn't thefirst that he'd taken that
evening, for his condition showed unsteadiness. When he heard the details of Dorsan's desth, Torry sank
farther behind histable, like aturtle hunching its head into its shell.

"Thisishorrible!" he quavered. "I-1 can't believeit! Mr. Dorsan dead-murdered!”

Shakily, Torry reached for hisglass, only to find it empty. He beckoned awaiter and ordered another
rickey. While the waiter was getting the drink, Kurman produced the typewritten list. He showed it to
Torry and the secretary nodded.

"I typedit," hesaid. "A list of Mr. Dorsan's securities and other important papers.”
"All that he had at the house?' queried Kurman.

"Absolutdly dl," replied Torry. "I'm sure of that."

"Humph!" Kurman grunted. "We had ahunch that the murderer took something.”
Torry'slipstwitched; then managed to blurt: "What made you think that?"

"Wefound arubber band in Dorsan'sfigt," explained Kurman. "One like those around the papersin the
desk drawer.



Torry showed relief. The Shadow saw it, dthough Kurman did not. To Kurman, Torry'swinceswere
merely proof that the fellow was half drunk. The dick never realized that he had given Torry abreak, by
stating that the rubber band was like those in the desk drawer.

Wheat Torry had feared was a statement that the rubber band was yellow.

"Mr. Dorsan sometimes carried aroll of money,” declared Torry, his nerve restored. "When he did, he
put arubber band around it-like he did with those securities"

Torry halted. He was sharp enough to see that the explanation had gone across with Kurman. The
secretary had sense enough not to say more; and The Shadow knew why. It was Torry, himself, who
had put the rubber bands around the securities in Dorsan's drawer.

The waiter had arrived with the rickey. He set the glass on the table and began to mix the drink. Kurman,
rising, blocked The Shadow's view of the waiter. To Torry, Kurman said:

"I'm going to find out how long you've been here. | kind of suspected you, Torry, but if your dibi stands,
youreintheclear."

KURMAN turned without leaving the table. Torry showed agrin. He knew that hisalibi would stand; for
he had dined here, at the Hilo Club. Then, dmost irresstibly, Torry's eyes were drawn toward the face of
Kent Allard. He met the gaze of eyesthat were dmost hypnotic.

Allard's gaze went downward; Torry's stare followed.

The secretary was looking at Allard's right hand, resting on the table top. Fingers had opened; lying in
Allard's pam was the yellow rubber band.

A gulp camefrom Torry'sthroat. Kurman did not hear it, for he was looking about, trying to spot the
club manager. Fear spread over Torry's face. The Shadow was not the only oneto seeit.

The waiter was still standing beyond Kurman. The waiter could not see Allard's face or hand; but he did
get adanted view of Torry'sexpression.

From histray, the waiter picked up aglass mixing stick and stirred Torry'sdrink. Then the fellow walked
away; hisback was turned when Kurman spotted the manager. A few moments later, Kurman was
sriding acrossthe cafe. Torry was done at the table with Allard.

"A yelow rubber band!" Allard'swords camein cold, stern monotone. "One of severd, around different
bundles. The mark that told the securities that could be safely taken. Negotiable bonds: the cream of
Dorsan'swedth."

Torry'slipswere moving, in fishlike tremor. Mechanicaly, the secretary reached for hisdrink.

"Y ou marked that wedlth," accused Allard. "Y ou typed alist that did not include the bundles that you
expected athief to take. Y our part wasto cover robbery. Dorsan's murder was necessary; for he could
have declared hisloss."

Allard's gaze had a boring burn. His eyes were those of The Shadow. Torry could not escapeit. He
brought hisglassto hislipsand gulped ashaky drink, that sent surplusliquid spilling down hischin. The
drink did not help him. His hand dropped weakly, thumping its glass against the table.

"State the amount of Dorsan'sloss!" Those words were acommand from Allard'slips; the tone, the
ghbilant whisper of The Shadow. Torry's pretense was finished.



"Haf amillion,” gulped the secretary. "I-1 sold out to-"

Torry choked. Then his shoulders hunched; his hands went to his own throat. With arattly gargle, the
traitor pitched forward to the table. His arms spread wide; one hand knocked over the haf-filled glass
from which he had taken hislast drink.

Kurman was coming with the manager. The detective saw Torry'sfal and reached the table with along
bound. He shook the man's shoulders; tilted Torry's chin upward. Kurman's verdict was one word:

"Deed!"

Allard had risen. Hisfinger was pointing toward the table. Kurman saw the spilled liquid besde Torry's
overturned glass. The stream was dying the table varnish with atinge of green. Kurman understood.

"Poisoned!" he exclaimed. "By that waiter who mixed hisdrink! I'll get that fellow!™

KURMAN was off, hauling the manager with him. From outside, The Shadow heard the roar of a
departing motor. The murderous waiter had made his get-away. Kurman could not overtake him.
Whether or not the poison-giver was found did not matter.

The Shadow knew that the waiter, like "Gunner" Modey, was merely another tool of hidden criminals.
Masters of crime had bribed Torry to betray Howard Dorsan. They had given the treacherous secretary
achanceto cover hisown part in murder. But they had had awatcher ready in case the secretary
weakened.

Torry's death was the latest evidence of the far-reaching power wielded by the Y elow Band.
CHAPTER IV. THREE OF A KIND.

KURMAN not only failed to overtake the missing waiter; he was unable to learn much about the fellow.
The waiter was anew employee; and he had served at the wrong table when he brought drinksto Torry.
After ahdf hour of wasted investigation, Kurman decided to move dong to Thexter's.

Whileriding acrossthe Venetian Causeway to Miami Beach, Kurman gave Allard his opinions regarding
Torry.

"They got thefdlow," growled Kurman, "because they figured Torry would help us. Poor guy! Hisdibi
was O. K., which means he was on the level. They wouldn't have bumped him if he wasn't."

The Shadow saw no reason to dispute Kurman's theory regarding Torry'sinnocence. That link was|ost;
it was better that the law should concentrate upon matters that had occurred at Dorsan's. Torry had said
enough, in hisweak mention of possible money held by Dorsan, to make Kurman decide that robbery
wasthe mative.

"From your testimony, Mr. Allard,” declared Kurman, "the windows of the room were locked tight from
the ingde when you found Dorsan's body. That means that whoever killed Dorsan went out through the
house. Gunner Modey raided to makeit look different.

"Torry'sout; and so is Dorsan's daughter. Maybe Parrington was the guy we want; but | don't think so.
Anyway, weve got reason to hold him; and I'll quiz him proper. There's one other suspect, though. Craig
Wylett."

To that, The Shadow gave slent agreement. Kurman continued further.



"There's been some smooth jobs pulled in thistown,” said the dick, "and Wyl ett's the class of guy that
could have been in on them. Thistime, we've got achanceto pin it on him. Something was grabbed from
Dorsan's, and if Wylett hasit, maybe he didn't unload the swag.”

Again, Kurman's theory fitted. There was one point, however, that The Shadow aone considered. If
Craig Wylett happened to be amember of the Y éllow Band, he had probably managed to dispose of the
goods by thistime.

In The Shadow's opinion, Wylett was the murderer. The fellow had known Torry; therefore, had
opportunity to buy out the secretary. In both murder and robbery, Wylett would have had to act swiftly.
That would explain the knife; dso Torry's use of yellow rubber bandsto mark the haf million that Wyl ett
could safely take.

Timewould have been lacking for Wylett to go through Dorsan's securitiesin detail. Moreover, Wyl ett
had away by which he could have carried out bundles of securities when heleft the house. The Shadow
had not forgotten Ethel's evening wrap, spread across her escort'sarm.

There was an added feature. That was Wyl ett's suggestion that he return to the house and talk to Ethel's
father. As The Shadow anayzed it, Wylett's remark had been abuild-up for acoming dibi.

STRAINS of music were floating from the open windows of Thexter's home when Allard and Kurman
arrived there. The Miami Beach manson was a huge one, with grounds that made Dorsan's seem
inggnificant. A dancewasin progress, and fully ahundred guests were present.

Kurman announced himsalf to aservant; with Allard, the detective was ushered into aremote room on
the ground floor.

The place was Lyman Thexter's office; but it had large lounging chairsthat gave it acomfortable aspect.
Behind abig desk sat a gray-haired man of distinguished appearance. He was Lyman Thexter, and he
greeted Kurman with a handshake.

When the dick introduced Kent Allard, Thexter's greeting was even more pronounced. Thexter had
heard of the hawk-faced exploder.

"What has occurred?’ inquired Thexter, anxioudy. "I knew that you were coming here, Kurman, because
Cleer told me. But he said nothing about Mr. Allard. In fact, he mentioned no details at dl."

Kurman told of Dorsan's murder and Torry's subsequent death. He stated that Craig Wylett was a
suspect; that he had tipped off Cleer to watch the fellow. Thexter nodded solemnly.

"l saw Cleer keegping closeto young Wylett," declared the oil magnate. "At lagt, | begin to understand
why. | shall order one of my secretariesto bring them both here.”

Therewas alarge vault behind Thexter's desk; beside its glistening door, arow of push buttons set in the
wall. Thexter pressed a button; a secretary arrived and the gray-haired man gave the order. A few
minutes later, Cleer and Wylett arrived.

Detective Cleer was a contrast to his running mate, Kurman. Cleer wastal, long-faced and
stoop-shouldered. He looked passable in evening clothes, and if he preferred aderby hat, he at least
refrained from wearing it indoors.

Craig Wylett was as suave and as deek as when The Shadow had last seen him. He did show atrace of
puzzlement; whether real or fase, it faded when he wasintroduced to Kent Allard. Wylett seemed to
takeit for granted that Allard's arrival explained the presence of the detectives.



"Mighty glad to meet you, Mr. Allard," greeted Wylett. "I don't know what you want to see me about;
but | am a your service-"

"I'm the fellow that wantsto see you, broke in Kurman. " About the murder of Howard Dorsan.”

"The murder-of Howard Dorsan?' Wylett stared, as he gasped the words. "It-it can't be! | saw
him-alive-only an hour ago!"

Wylett settled into a chair, shaking his head. Kurman glowered.
"Kind of breaksyou up, don't it?" sneered the detective. "Putting on agood act, aren't you?"
"I'm thinking about Ethd," returned Wylett, ignoring Kurman's gibe. "Thiswill hurt her. Terribly!

Kurman provided details of Dorsan's death, watching the young man dl the while. Graduadly, Wylett took
interest. When Kurman came to the finish, the deek young man hopped to hisfeet.

"Y ou accuse me?' he chdlenged, hotly. "Why, you-"

Wylett finished the epithet with apunch for Kurman'sjaw. The chunky dick blocked it and twisted
Wylett's arms behind him. To Cleer, Kurman snapped:

"Frigk him!"

Cleer did. He found nothing of grester vaue than Wylett'swallet, which contained thirty odd dollars.
Kurman released his grip and shoved Wylett into achair, where the young man sat glaring. Kurman
ordered:

"Send for Miss Dorsan.

WHEN Ethd arrived, Kurman questioned her without preliminaries. He asked about the trip from her
hometo Thexter's, laying emphasis on Wyl tt.

Seeing Wylett's expression, Ethel did not think that her father was concerned in the matter.

"I drove Straight here," declared the girl, "and Craig was with me al the while. We didn't stop
anywhere."

"What was Wylett carrying with him?”

"Nothing except my evening wrap. Craig had it when | locked the car.”
"Wherée'sthe wrap now?"

It was Wylett who answered Kurman's question.

"| carried thewrap in here," declared the suspect. "'l wanted to say hello to Mr. Thexter. There were
others here-Rupert Gancy and a chap named Zunick."

"James Zunick," inserted Thexter. "They were both with Wylett when | camein here:
"Did you seethe wrap, Mr. Thexter?' asked Kurman.
"I did not,” replied Thexter. Helooked about the room. "Nor do | seeit yet.”

"Because | camein herefor it," brokein Ethel. "I remembered that Craig had it, and | wanted the



compact and lipstick that were in the pockets. The others were here with Craig when | entered. But why
in the world has my evening wrap become so important?'

Kurman did not explain. He merely made sure that the wrap had contained only the articles mentioned.
Ethel was sure of that. Cleer asked for her car key; she produced it and the dick went out to search the
coupé.

Meanwhile, Kurman sent for Rupert Gancy and James Zunick. They arrived.

Gancy was ayoungish man, with ashock of dark-brown hair. Hewaslarge of build, and had awide,
large-jawed face. Zunick was definitely middle-aged; hislong, salow face gave him aforeign air, asdid
his accent. He was polished of manner and dangled amonocle from hisfingers when he spoke.

Both showed surprise at the presence of detectives; but were prompt to answer questions. Y es, both had
been in the room when Craig Wylett arrived. Zunick had stepped out for aminute to ook for Thexter;
and not finding their hogt, had returned just before Ethel arrived.

Both remembered that the girl had taken the evening wrap. Thexter camein right after Ethel's departure.
A few minuteslater, dl had |eft the office.

Kurman had just finished listing the testimony when Cleer returned after unsuccessfully searching the
coupé. Kurman asked his teammate when he had begun to cover Wylett; and Cleer said he had been on
hand when the group came from the office.

Allard's keen eyes were watching Wylett. They saw the suave young man suppressasnmile.
The law's case against Craig Wylett had struck a solid snag.

AFTER the slence that followed, Lyman Thexter decided that it would be wise to bresk the newsto
Ethel. He did it with a gentleness that wasimpressive, and the girl took it bravely.

"I knew-knew that something must have happened,” Ethd choked. "And | thank you, Mr. Thexter, for
telling me. | don't think that | could have stood such newsif it came from those men."”

She pointed scornfully toward Kurman and Cleer. Her indignation overcame her. As Ethel began to
sway, Wylett rushed to her. Ethel sprang gladly for the young man's arms, and began to sob.

"Y ou wanted to go back, Craig," sherecdled. "To talk to father-and | wouldn't let you. If | had-perhaps
it wouldn't have happened. And now, Craig, they're blaming you!"

"Hear that?' demanded Wylett, hoarsaly. His defiance was for Kurman and Cleer. "Get going, the pair of
you! I'm taking this girl to her home."

Wylett walked Ethel from the office, and neither dick made amoveto stop him. Gancy and Zunick
excused themselves and made their departure back to the ballroom. Turning to Cleer, Kurman growled:

"That fellow Wylett may be on the leve; but theres till achancethat hesaClass A faker. I've got his
address. Let's go down and take alook through his apartment.”

"Sure," agreed Cleer, inadrawling tone. "And even if we don't find anything, Wylett won't be through
with us. One or the other of us, wéll be watching him close for awhile to come.”

The detectives|eft. Kurman's parting remark wasthat hewould cal Allard later. That left Allard done
with Thexter. The dignified millionaire asked his chance guest to remain. For along while, the two chatted



on subjects other than crime. When Allard was about to leave, Thexter, after inviting him to come again,
made his only reference to the scene that had preceded.

"What louts, those detectives!" was Thexter's verdict. "They are making a great mistake, planning to keep
onthetrall of that young fellow, Wyleit."

The Shadow agreed with Thexter sopinion. The proof of it came when he wasriding from the oil
magnate's homein ataxi. Deep in the rear seat, the figure of Allard could not be seen when the cab
approached the causaway. Shrouding darkness had given Allard the semblance of The Shadow.

Whispering lipsintoned a solemn laugh that faded beneath the mild breeze that came from Biscayne Bay.
It was The Shadow's accord with Lyman Thexter. The law was taking a usdess course in watching Craig
Wylett.

To-night, The Shadow had met two other men whom he deemed it more important to keep under
observation.

Their names were Rupert Gancy and James Zunick.
CHAPTER V. THREE NIGHTSLATER.

THREE days had passed since the murder of Howard Dorsan, and in that period, the police had made
no progress. It was gtill supposition, only, that there had been robbery at Dorsan's; and that made it even
tougher for the law.

Detectives Kurman and Cleer had talked it over with the digtrict attorney, and Kent Allard had been
informed of the prosecutor's decision.

If Craig Wylett had gained a chanceto rifle Dorsan's alcove drawer, the young man had certainly had no
opportunity to dispose of what he took. Assuming that there had been robbery, that left only Parrington.
The servant had stood up so well under quiz that he was as good as clear.

The other assumption was that Wylett had murdered Dorsan, but found nothing that he dared to take.
That, on the face of it, was absurd. Wylett had much to gain by becoming Dorsan's son-in-law. If a
crook, he would certainly not have staged a blind robbery.

That left only one answer. Howard Dorsan had been murdered by some party unknown, akiller who had
dipped into the house unnoticed by any one there. Probably the murderer had gained some swag. Just
what and how much, was amatter of pure speculation.

Dorsan could have told-and Dorsan was dead. Although Torry had disclaimed any knowledge of wedlth
other than the listed securities, the secretary might have provided some later information. That waswhy
the crooks had eliminated Torry.

It was plain enough that Gunner Modey's raid had been a sham to cover up the probable robbery. But
that produced no solution. It was till amystery, that ghostlike entry of some murderer unknown. Until
the police had morefacts, the D. A. wasn't interested.

Kurman and Cleer didn't believein ghosts. That was why they maintained their suspicion of Wylett.

While Kurman and Cleer suspected Wylett blindly, The Shadow had real reasonsfor classing Wylett as
the murderer. There were facts that The Shadow-as Allard-had not given to the law. Nor did he intend
to do so while Kurman and Cleer continued their blundering tactics.



Unquestionably, Wylett had been possessed of opportunity to day Dorsan; and the crime, as planned,
would have left Wylett in the safest position of any man in Miami. If Kent Allard had not been a chance
arrival a Dorsan's, Gunner Modey would have raided with enough commotion to startle the servantsin
the house.

Finding Dorsan dead after Gunner'sinvasion, the police would have been positive that murder had struck
later than the time when Wylett left the house with Ethel. That would have given Wyleit aperfect dibi.

Gunner, too, athough a pawn in the game, would have been covered. The police had him labeled asa
crook who aways preferred gunfire. They would not have figured him asthe lawless invader who
smashed in and out of Dorsan's.

Clinching these facts for The Shadow was Torry's confession that he had sold out to some one; and the
one man who could most easily have reached Torry was Wyl eit.

IT was the history of Ethel's evening wrap that caused The Shadow to consider others astheright
personsto watch. That clue had faded into nothingness, so far as Kurman and Cleer were concerned,
just astheir ideas of alarge haul had dwindled.

The Shadow, working on the theory that Wylett had gained alarge amount of loot, was positive that the
crook had carried it asfar asthe office in Thexter's Miami Beach mansion.

There, Wylett had met two men; both could have been waiting for him. Those two were Rupert Gancy
and James Zunick. Neither had been under observation while Cleer was watching Wylett. Gancy and
Zunick-either or both-could have received the spoils from Wyl ett.

The set-up certainly fitted with The Shadow's picture of acriminal group who formed the Y ellow Band.
There had been previous crimesin Miami and other Floridaresorts, al the sort that crooks de luxe would
handle. Facts indicated that smooth workers had been taking turns.

One man had finished his alotment of misdeeds. That one was Wylett; he could not afford further risk.
Perhaps Gancy and Zunick would dso be smart if they quit; but they were apt to be as brazen asthey
were clever. In that case, each would be due to stage another climax, equa to Wylett's.

Which would be the first to move?

The Shadow's choice was Gancy. The fellow was dways on the move, whereas Zunick seldom stirred
from his hotel. That made it necessary for The Shadow to watch Gancy, since he was difficult to trail.

The Shadow had left Zunick to Harry Vincent, the most capable of al The Shadow's agents. Harry was
living a Zunick's hotel and had formed an acquaintance with him, over the bridge table.

Meanwhile, no move of Gancy's escaped The Shadow.

AS Kent Allard, The Shadow occupied an elaborate suite in alarge hotel overlooking Biscayne Bay.
Reputedly, Allard was an explorer who had spent long yearsin Guatemala, ruling aremote tribe of Xinca
Indians. (See"The Shadow Unmasks," Vol. XXII. No. 5.) Actudly, he had been el sewhere al the while,
battling men of crime. The Guatemdagtory kept enemiesfrom guessing that Allard might be The
Shadow.

Two servantslived with Allard; both were Xincas whom he had brought to civilization. They were stolid,
stony-faced chaps; and to them, Allard's words were law. The Xincas had adapted themselvesto
civilization in more waysthan one.



They were stakers without equal; and to them, city Streets offered similar concealment to the jungle. It
was not necessary for Allard to keep personal check on Gancy's whereabouts. He could, under many
circumstances, depute one of his servitorsto thejob. He had used that policy.

On this night, a Xinca had taken over the duty. The proof was evident in Allard's hotel suite, wherethe
hawk-faced explorer was writing |etters at atable, with asingle servant in attendance.

The evening was early; Allard's plans were unmade when the telephone bell began ajangle.

Lyman Thexter was on the wire. The oil man wasinviting afew friendsto hishome. He would be pleased
if Kent Allard could come at nine. Allard accepted.

It was nearly eight o'clock. Time for a check-up on Gancy. As Allard arose, he spoke to the Xinca. The
servant stepped to a passage that served both as an entry to the suite and a connection between the living
room and a bedroom. From benesth garments that were hanging on arack, the Xinca produced a black
cloak and raised it over Allard's shoulders. A douch hat was next; donning it, Allard stepped out into the
corridor.

The transformation was complete. Kent Allard had become The Shadow. With gliding stride, The
Shadow reached the far end of the corridor. Hisfigure was blotted by the blackness of afire tower.

Ten minutes later, the other Xincareceived a surprise that dmost produced astonishment on his
stone-like face. The watcher was standing opposite asmall hotel, completely sheltered beneath the
spread of the pam trees. Motionless, the Indian was in a place where he believed no eyes could spy
him.

Y et hefdt the grip of agloved hand on hisarm, the low, sibilant tone of awhisper that announced The
Shadow.

The Xinca spoke in response. He pointed toward awindow on the fourth floor of the hotdl. That was
Gancy'sroom, and it was lighted.

Faint blurs that moved beyond the drawn shade were proof that Gancy was till in hisroom. The
Shadow kept on watch, with the Xinca beside him. After five minutes, Gancy's light was extinguished. It
was not tong before the big-built man arrived on the Street, to take awaiting cab.

That taxi had scarcely started before the driver of a second cab gained two passengers who seemed to
arrive from nowhere. The cabby heard the cam tone of Allard, speaking through the window:

"Qur friends are in the cab ahead. They want usto follow them.”

THE cab driver, drowsy from the balmy air, had not seen how many persons entered the other taxi. He
followed, never guessing that he wasfiguring in achase.

Thetrail led toward more brilliant streets, past The Shadow's own hotel; then swung westward on a
cross street. An dectric sign, shining above the sdewalk, announced the Casino El Dorado. That was
where Gancy's cab halted.

"Stop here." Allard's order came just asthey passed the corner. "Thisis hear enough.”

His cloak went back; with it, the douch hat. Into the latter, The Shadow dropped his gloves, leaving the
entire outfit in the possession of the Xincawho accompanied him. When The Shadow stepped to the
curb, hewas Kent Allard.



While he paid the driver, the far door of the cab opened. Just after a car went past, the Xinca stepped
out and disappeared across the Street.

One minute later, Kent Allard entered the pretentious portas of the Casino El Dorado, where adoorman
stood bowing to each new guest. Straight ahead was the ground floor of the casino-a restaurant, bar and
dancefloor, with dot machines and other gambling devices dl dong thewalls.

Totheright wasagtairway. That wasthe direction in which Allard's eyes turned. At the top he saw
Rupert Gancy, tapping at adoor. That was the entrance to the real gambling hdl, reserved for specia
guests. There, chuck-a-luck, faro and roul ette were ready for playerswho gambled big stakes.

The upstairs gaming room was the place where Rupert Gancy would soon experience his second meeting
with Kent Allard.

CHAPTER VI. THE SECOND CIGAR.

THE hour wastoo early for acrowd in the upstairs gambling room. There were only haf adozen players
at the roulette table when Rupert Gancy approached it; and scarcely more than that number were
indulging in faro and chuck-a-luck. Most of these were hard-faced gentry, only afew of whom wore
evening clothes.

Even Felix Brullander was absent. Brullander was the proprietor of the Casino El Dorado; and hewas
usudly in sght after the play commenced. Brullander had an office, reached by a passage that went
between two card-rooms at the side of the gaming hall. There was a curtained entrance to the passage,
beside the cashier's desk.

Asamatter of policy, Brullander always kept the door locked when he was in his office; but there was
no way of teling whether hewasin or out, unless oneinquired of the cashier.

Gancy did not ask. He gave asidelong look toward the curtained entry; but that seemed the limit of his
interest in Brullander's wheresbouts.

Gancy had been staking chipsfor about five minutes when anew player happened to arrive and take a
place beside him. The newcomer did not apparently notice Gancy. It was Gancy who observed him and
clapped abig hand on the arrival's shoul der.

"Wdl, well!" greeted Gancy. "Glad to seeyou again, Mr. Allard!™
For the moment, Allard's eyes did not show recognition. Gancy chuckled.
"Don't you remember me?" he asked. "Rupert Gancy? Y ou met me out a Thexter's

"Of course!" Allard nodded as he spoke. "I should have remembered you; but our meeting was under
such forced circumstances.”

Gancy spoke his agreement. As he placed chips on the roulette layout, he asked if Allard had heard of
any new developmentsin the Dorsan case. Allard'sreply wasin the negative.

The two chatted occasionally while the play continued; and it developed that Gancy-like Allard-was
invited to Thexter'sthisevening. As he pamed asmall handful of chips, Gancy compared them with
Allard's pile and remarked:

"I'll probably be leaving before you're ready. My luck isnot so good tonight.”



A wall clock showed hdf past eight at the time Gancy made that comment. For the next five minutes, the
play continued quietly; then came thefirg interruption that Allard had observed. It was of aminor sort;
but it hed significance.

A dapper man in tuxedo came up to take over the operation of the roulette whedl. Allard heard the
origina operator growl:

"It'stime you showed up! What's been keeping you? Going in for night bathing over at the beach?”"
"Sorry, Luke," apologized the new operator. "I'll make up for it to-morrow.
"You'd better, Tony! Or I'll raise asquawk to Brullander when | see him.”

TONY looked nervous as he took over thewhedl. The light seemed to bother him; he brought out a pair
of rimmed spectacles and put them on. The strong light showed that the glasses had a bluish tinge.

Asthe play continued, the new operator showed more anxiety. He was watching the faces of the players,
as though looking for some one that he could not identify. With aside glance, Allard noted that Gancy
had observed the new croupier's anxiety.

Casualy, Gancy reached to his breast pocket and started to draw out acigar. The very unimportance of
the move told The Shadow that it had a purpose, for Gancy wastoo deliberate. In Allard's fashion, The
Shadow spoke to Gancy. Theremark wastrivia, merely regarding some loose chips; but it served as
The Shadow wanted.

Reminded of Allard's presence by the dight favor, Gancy's naturd action would be to offer his
companion acigar. For amoment, Gancy's fingers hesitated; then dipped back into the pocket and
brought out two cigars. Holding them so that they formed aV, Gancy turned toward Allard, with the
question:

"Will you haveacigar?'

Gancy turned his hand over as he spoke; and the smple move had purpose. He wasfixing it so that the
cigar toward Allard was the second one; not thefirst cigar that Gancy had started to take from his
pocket, for himself.

"Thank you, yes."

AsAllard spoke, his eyes were upon the cigars. Even the sharp gaze of The Shadow could detect no
difference between them. Both were long, thin panatel as of the same brand. Each had a dark-blue band,
ornamented only by agold-printed crest. Nevertheless, there might be areason why Gancy had a
preferencefor thefirst cigar.

The croupier was pushing chipstoward Allard's corner of the board. Reaching for them first, Allard drew
them in; then turned from stooped position to take acigar. His shift, though natura, brought aresult that
amost caught Gancy unawares. The fellow's bluff face showed dlarm as he saw Allard's hand reach for
the cigar that Gancy wanted as his own.

Gancy got out of the difficulty; but hismove was a give-away. He blunderingly upset astack of chipsand
took it as an excuse to shift hishand. He fairly shoved the second cigar into Allard's grasp, and quickly
drew his own panatela between both his hands.

Sharp suspicion flared from Gancy's eyes. It died when he saw Allard camly pulling the wrapper from
the cigar that had been forced upon him.



Never, a that moment, would Rupert Gancy had believed that Kent Allard was The Shadow. But, to
The Shadow, it was plain that Gancy was aman playing some hidden game.

THE SHADOW removed the band from his cigar before he lighted it. Unnoticed by Gancy, he let the
band drop into hisvest pocket. Gancy kept the blue band on his own cigar; and within two minutes, there
was an effect upon the new croupier.

Tony's nervousness ended. He was smiling as he handled the whed; for he had observed Gancy's cigar.

Results were prompt. Tony dipped hishand into his pocket and brought out something that he kept
hidden in his palm. Gancy won some chips; Tony forgot the rake as he shoved them across the board,
using his hand ingtead.

It took along reach, but it was worth it; for Tony dropped the object that he held. It was an extra chip.

Gancy held that disk as he arranged his stack. Helaid hiscigar asde; thinking that Allard was not
watching him, the big man opened hisfist and studied the chip. With akeen sde glance, The Shadow
saw that Gancy was reading a message.

Gancy gave the chip arub with histhumb, to obliterate the pencil marks. He looked toward the clock. It
showed quarter of nine.

Adding the cleaned chip to hissmall stack, Gancy risked the entire pile on asingle number. The
expression on his face was an eager one; but Gancy did not want to win. He hoped to lose, and the
chances were thirty-six to one that he would.

The whed whizzed and stopped. Gancy lost. He turned to The Shadow.
"That finishesme, Allard,” said Gancy. "I'll be out at Thexter'swhen you arrive there.”

With anod, The Shadow resumed his play. As Allard, he seemed more interested in the roul ette board
than in Gancy's plans. He shifted his position, however, once Gancy had left. His arm covered the ash
tray that held Gancy'sforgotten cigar.

With one hand lowered, The Shadow's fingers plucked off the cigar band and dropped it into another
pocket.

Onetimey glance was dl that The Shadow needed to see Gancy on hisway to the stairs. The lookout
opened the door; Gancy gave a parting nod and went through in ahurry.

The Shadow's brain was working swiftly. There was something odd about Gancy's haste; the fellow had
not been ableto curb it. Tony, too, had darted a quick look to the door; the dapper croupier showed
red satisfaction when the barrier closed behind Gancy.

The Shadow's prompt conclusion was that Gancy simmediate purpose had been to get away from the
Casino El Dorado. The Shadow had an inkling to at least a portion of the penciled message that had
been on the poker chip. A crisswas due here; not elsewhere. To follow Gancy might be useless; by
staying here, The Shadow might caich the reverse twist of the game.

ALLARD'S chips settled back upon the table. For three minutes, the tall, impassive player concentrated
on roulette. Then came an answer to theriddle. The lookout admitted a bulky, bushy-browed man
whose profile showed aflattish trend.

Thearrival was Fdlix Brullander, proprietor of the Casino El Dorado.



Players nodded to Brullander; but Tony kept busy with thewhed. Asif for an excuse not to look in
Brullander's direction, Tony took off his glasses, began to polish them; then placed them in his pocket.

Like other players, Allard was till gazing toward Brullander. He saw the bulky man raise the curtain and
take the passage to his private office.

A few minuteslater, Kent Allard stopped at the cashier's desk to turn in his chips. He counted afew bills,
watching until the lookout turned to peer through awicket in the outer door. A glance at the cashier; with
that, Allard turned asiif to approach the outer door, where a new customer was about to enter.

Both the cashier and the lookout were busy. Neither saw the deft side step, with which Allard went past
the curtain, into the passage that |ed to Brullander's office. The drape scarcely rustled asit settled into
place.

The Shadow had again become abeing of stealth, although he still posed as Kent Allard. In the darkness
of the passage, his cloak was unnecessary. The Shadow had aclear route to Brullander's office; and he
had a good reason to pay asurprisevist there.

Crime was due; and, somehow, Brullander was involved. The Shadow intended to takeahand in
shaping forthcoming events. When it came to surprises, The Shadow had away of springing them.
To-night, however, the game wasto reverse.

The surprise that was due for Felix Brullander was to prove one for The Shadow aso.
CHAPTER VII.CRIME'SFATAL THRUST.

THE passage to Brullander's office was unlighted. Only adight glow trickled past the outer curtain; a
streak of light showed benesth the office door. Slently, The Shadow moved forward.

He expected to find the door locked, and it was. The Shadow produced atiny flashlight, focused its glow
upon the lock. His position hid the light entirely, except for hisown eyes. He saw alock that was strong,
but of an easily handled pattern.

Bringing atiny pick from his pocket, The Shadow probed.

Two minutes of dlent effort; the lock yielded noisalessly. The door opened inward; as he eased it, The
Shadow took a specia precaution. He knew that he might have reason to move quickly back through the
passage, so he wanted the door to remain unlatched.

Hislight extinguished, The Shadow deftly wadded a chunk of paper into the latch socket of the door
frame.

Peering through anarrow crack, The Shadow saw Brullander seated at a big desk. The bulky man had
opened afat envelope that had come from his pocket. He was extracting crisp bank notes of high
denominations. The Shadow could see the thousand-dollar markings.

Wherever he had acquired the cash, Brullander held afortune. The billsthat he held amounted to closeto
aquarter million dollars. They did not mark the limit of Brullander's resources. Turning to asmdl safe, the
big man opened it and took out more stacks of currency.

Though smdler in denomination, the other bills must have totaled more than a hundred thousand dollars.
Brullander produced a small suitcase and began to stow away the cash. He apparently expected no
interruption; but one came.



The Shadow heard it as soon as Brullander: aclick from afar wall, at a spot that The Shadow could not
see.

Brullander spun about in darm; sped his hand for adesk drawer, too late to obtain agun. An instant
later, a man stepped into sight, to cover Brullander with arevolver. The Shadow had widened the door a
quarter inch farther. His eyesfixed upon the intruder, who cast an avaricious gaze at Brullander's cash.

Theintruder was Rupert Gancy.

BEHIND Gancy, now visible to The Shadow, was agap in the wal where the invader had did back a
pand. AsBrullander sat with upraised arms, Gancy chuckled.

"Thought nobody knew about your back way out, didn't you?' queried Gancy. "Well, somebody wised
toit. The same fellow who heard you talking about leaving Miami. Y ou've cleaned up yours, and there's
been talk about the law cracking down on jointslike this. How much dough have you got there,
Brullander?'

Brullander glowered; then answered:
"Three hundred and eighty grand.”

"Not as much as I'd counted on," asserted Gancy. "It's enough, though. | see you brought in the biggest
piece of it to-night. Dug it up somewhere, like weve been figuring you would. Chuck it dl in the bag!”

Brullander hesitated; Gancy gestured with the gun. Sourly, Brullander complied.

"Somebody's tipped you to alot,” snarled Brullander. "Whoever your spy is, he picked up alot of dope
nobody was supposed to know! I'll get that double-crossing rat!™

A tightening of Gancy's gun hand interrupted. As Brullander subsided, Gancy spoke.

"Maybe'll tell youwho heis" remarked the invading crook. "Then again, maybe not. Brullander, there's
somethings | want done, without alot of stalling. Let's see what papers you've got around here. Maybe
therés some I'll want to take adong."”

The Shadow had drawn an automatic; his free hand was moving the door farther inward. He was ready
to shove agun muzzlein Gancy's direction; but the crook's changed policy made that unnecessary for the
present.

Brullander was digging in the safe, bringing out papersfor Gancy's ingpection. The crook had fished the
gambler'srevolver from the desk drawer; he was not even covering Brullander with his own gun.

Though it was obviousto The Shadow that Gancy planned to take Brullander'slife, there was a chance
that the crook would talk further, being confident of his own security. Sowly, The Shadow withdrew his
automatic; suddenly, he made a quicker move.

A stir had come from the darkness behind him. Without ajar, The Shadow closed the door completely.
Itsfixed latch did not close. Gancy, within the office, heard nothing. But for the moment, The Shadow
was concerned with others than Gancy.

Before he could make amove, acold gun muzzle pressed his neck; A voice growled:
"Come out of it, snooper!”

THERE were apair of men behind The Shadow. They had come from the card-rooms at the sides of the



passage. They were Brullander's own guards, stationed there in case any onetried to crash his office.

The Shadow had passed them unnoticed; but when he had pressed the office door too far inward, an
overlarge streak of light had reached the passage floor.

That had brought the strong-arm men. They knew nothing of Brullander's predicament. They wanted to
handle this trouble-maker who had been prying into the gambler's office.

The spot was atight one, particularly for Brullander. If Gancy heard commotion in the passage, he would
riddle Brullander with bullets and dash away with the swag. On the contrary, if The Shadow took capture
too easily and one of the guardstried to hold him while the other went in to see Brullander, Gancy would
aso gtart to shoot.

Explanations were possible, thanks to The Shadow's guise as Allard. But they wouldn't do, herein the
passage so close to the office door. That was why The Shadow risked amidway course that worked.
He backed away from the door; then shifted, despite that cold gun muzzle.

The move wasjust sufficient. It made the second man shove up agun in the dark. "Watch yoursdf, guy!"

The Shadow eased his own gun into his pocket. His hands came up; the guards encountered them in the
gloom. Y et The Shadow was still shifting away from Brullander's door. He had drawn his captors amost
to the cardroom. One made the suggestion that The Shadow wanted.

"Let'slook thisguy over. In the poker room."

The two shoved their prisoner ahead of them. One minute more, they would have been hearing news
from Kent Allard that would have made them listen. That minute, however, was never granted.

From beyond Brullander's door came the muffled report of arevolver-a sound that carried just enough
for The Shadow's captors to hear. For the instant, they were startled. That was the moment in which The
Shadow acted.

With aquick twist, The Shadow sent one captor sprawling in the passage. He shifted away from the
other; asthe fellow tried to poke him with his gun, The Shadow swung a hard punch in the darkness. The
guard took it and flattened. The Shadow, whipping out his automatic, sprang for the office door.

Thefdlow on the passage floor made awild grab and caught The Shadow's ankle. Jolting clear, The
Shadow took along sprawl that lanced him against Brullander's door. His shoulder sent the unlatched
barrier inward. Rolling, The Shadow came up on hands and kneesto look for Gancy.

The unlucky fal ruined The Shadow's chance to hdt the thief. Gancy was through the open pand, a
smoking revolver in one hand, the bag of money in the other. He dammed the pand as he went, never
looking back. Thewall opening shut just as The Shadow aimed.

Onthefloor lay Brullander, shot through the heart. Beside him was a.32 revolver; the weapon gave mute
testimony of the mistake that had hastened the doomed man's death. Brullander had found the gunin the
safe; had brought it out to challenge Gancy. The crook had been too quick for him.

THE SHADOW had no further time to think of either Brullander or Gancy. He was in abad spot;
Brullander's guards thought that he had played a part in their employer's death. Swinging about, The
Shadow charged low from the office door.

He met the first man coming up, before the fellow could see hisface againgt the officelight. The man tried
to fire as The Shadow attacked. His arm was thrust upward, when hisfinger tugged the trigger. Two



shotsdrilled the ceiling,

With atitanic lunge, The Shadow pitched the guard clear through the curtain, out into the gaming room.
Spinning, he met the second man, dung that fellow with aquick jujitsu toss over his shoulder toward
Brullander's office.

It was then that commotion started in anew quarter. There were shouts from the big gambling hall. Pest
the haf-pulled curtain, The Shadow saw the lights go out. Revolvers began to bark while people ducked
for cover. The Shadow understood.

Some of the tough-looking players were hired gunmen, posted here with ordersto cut looseif any noise
came from Brullander's office. More hirdings of the Y ellow Band. They thought that Some one was
coming through from the office; they intended to clear the way for the emergency flight.

Some one did come through. The Shadow whipped from the curtain squarely into a clustered throng that
he found by the stabs of their revolvers. The mobbies had converged near the cashier's desk and were
firing across the gaming room. Their mistaken efforts ended when The Shadow reached them.

He dedged hard with hisbig .45; afew seconds later, the snarling thugs had stopped their fire and were
battling with the very person whom they thought they were supposed to cover.

They had no chance againgt The Shadow's ondaught. They broke; other men came piling into the fray.
Lights came on, to show Kent Allard as one of amilling crowd that was sweeping across toward the
roulette table. No one could have identified him as the person who had started the rout of the thugs.

Those trouble-makers were suppressed. Their wild shots had done but little damage, so far asinnocent
bystanders were concerned. They had managed to dug afew grapplers; but the only one who was
completely cold was the lookout from the outer door.

Leaning againgt the roul ette table, The Shadow |ooked about in the calm manner that suited the
persondity of Allard.

Clutching fingers reached upward, to tug a Allard's coat. A face with blood-flecked lipslooked pitifully
to the solemn visage above. The effort was too greet; the fellow sagged back to the spot from where he
had come, beneath the roul ette table. The man was Tony, the croupier. He had abullet in his chest.

AN ingtant later, Allard was stooped beside the dying man. Something crunched benesath Tony's elbow.
Mechanically, Allard's hand reached down and plucked up the fellow's glasses, with one lens broken.
Tony'sdying stare met Allard's eyes. The traitor must have sensed the burn of The Shadow's gaze.

"l sold out,” coughed Tony. "Sold out-Brullander! To guys that-that promised me big dough.
| nstead-they got me! Because-because they didn't need me. I'll squawk-1'll tell who they are-"

Lips contorted. The death rattle sounded in the traitor's throat. He tried to speak; words did not come.
Hislips, though, formed three silent motions that were followed with along, harsh sigh that marked the
end of Tony'slife.

The Shadow had read the words on Tony'sforcing lips as plainly asif the man had uttered them. The
croupier had framed the name by which he knew that evil group to whom he had betrayed Felix
Brullander.

Like the power of theingdious crew itsdf, Tony's unvoiced words seemed to linger amid the scene of
ended battle:



"TheYdlow Band!"
CHAPTER VIII. ANOTHER ALIBI.

POLICE were on the scene soon after the fight had ended; with them came Detective Kurman. The
derby-hatted dick was pleased to find Kent Allard present, because he remembered Allard's testimony
at Dorsan's and hoped for another clarifying story.

Allard did not have much to tell. He had cashed his chips and was starting for aparty at Thexter's, when
the interruption came. After the lights were off, he helped subdue the thugs who made trouble near the
outer door. Plenty of other patrons had smilar testimony, so Kurman was disgppointed in Allard's.

Most important was the finding of Felix Brullander, dead beside the opened safein his office. Thetwo
who had alot to say about that were the guards who had met The Shadow in the passage.

They weren't sure just who had killed Brullander. They had spotted some one spying into the office; had
garted a struggle with the fellow. They remembered a shot; after that, their prisoner scrambled free.
Some one had come heaving at them from the office; probably another attacker. Then the lights had gone
OUI.

Standing in the middle of Brullander's office, Detective Kurman tilted his derby and chewed the frayed
end of ahdf-smoked cigar. His reconstruction of the murder was brief.

"Some guy followed Brullander in here," declared Kurman. "Probably one of his pals sneaked in to watch
the door. Y ou grabbed one; the other rubbed out Brullander. Both made abreak for it. The mob
covered."

The summary was plausible, snce no one knew anything about Brullander's private exit though the rear
panel. Tony, the croupier, had alone learned of that route and had passed the information to the Y ellow
Band. Tony was dead; he would never tdl the law.

One person, done of all the witnesses, could have supplied factsto prove Rupert Gancy as the murderer.
That person was The Shadow. His position, however, was adifficult one. As Kent Allard, he could not
speak. To do so, hewould have to admit that he had been the prying observer looking through
Brullander's office door.

WHEN Detective Kurman went out to the gaming room, he learned that the dugged lookout had been
taken to the hospital. Thefdllow was till unconscious. That news brought awise nod from Kurman.

"They had to sock him," asserted the dick, "so the killer could make a getaway. Were getting
somewhere!"

Kurman talked to the cashier; he was pleased to learn that therewas alist of al personswho had been
present. Like the lookout, the cashier kept tabs on dl patrons. Kurman began to study the list; while he
did, Allard watched him,

The Shadow knew that Kurman would jump to the obvious when he reached a certain name. There was
no need for Allard to declare that Gancy was the murderer. It wasthe very ideathat would strike
Kurman's one-track mind.

Hafway down thelist, Kurman delivered his outburst.

"Hey! Look at thid" Turning, Kurman saw Allard beside him, and pointed to the name on the list.
"Rupert Gancy was here! Did you see him, Mr. Allard?



"Yes" replied Allard. "He was at the roul ette table, right besde me.
"How long did he gtay there?'

"He left ashort while before | did." Kurman spun to the cashier, with the question: "When did Gancy
cashin hischips?'

The cashier shook his head. He didn't remember Gancy cashing in his chipsat al. With awise nod,
Kurman pocketed the list. He went to the telephone. When hefinished acall, he returned; turning to
Allard, hesaid:

"One and one make two. I've just talked to Cleer. He's been watching Craig Wylett. Gancy didn't show
up at Wylett's apartment; but that doesn't matter. The two are linked. Do you get it, Mr. Allard?’

"Do you mean,” inquired Allard, "that Wylett passed stolen goods to Gancy, afew nights ago, at
Thexter's?"

"That'sright! So Gancy's got Dorsan's dough and Brullander's besides. I'd like to know where we can
find Gancy."

"Probably at Thexter's. Gancy remarked that he was going there.”
"Good! Let'sgo there."

Kurman took out timeto call headquarters and order men to make a search of Gancy's hotel room. A
few minutes|ater, Allard and the detective were again speeding across the causaway to Thexter's Miami
Beach home.

Ontheway, Allard mentioned that Thexter expected him. That gave Kurman an idea.

WHEN they arrived, Allard entered aone. He was greeted by Thexter, who introduced him to other
guests, among them, Gancy. When they were shaking hands, Gancy remarked:

"Y our luck must have stayed good, Mr. Allard. Y ou remained along while at the casino.”
"| was delayed there," returned Allard. "The place wasraided.”

Gancy expressed surprise. Before he could make comment, Detective Kurman was announced. When
he entered, Kurman said to Thexter:

"I'd liketo talk to these gentlemen.” The two that Kurman indicated were Gancy and Allard. Thexter
seemed mildly surprised; but he understood when Kurman explained that there had been trouble at the
Casino El Dorado. He showed the way to his office; once there, Kurman asked him to remain.

Thedick lost no time coming to his point.

"Y ou're the man | want to question,” growled Kurman, to Gancy. "Felix Brullander was murdered at the
Casino El Dorado. We think he was robbed of alot of cash. What do you know about it?"

Gancy showed indignation, which faded into achuckle. He asked:
"When did the trouble start at the casino?"

"Just before ning,” replied Kurman. "While you were il there.”



Gancy shook his head. He remarked, emphaticaly:
"| left a quarter of nine. Mr. Allard can tell you that!"

Kurman started to produce the cashier'slist. While the dick was busy, Gancy drew two panatelas from
his pocket and offered oneto Allard, who politely accepted it. Thistime, Gancy showed no tricky shift as
he proffered the cigar.

"Look at this" snapped Kurman. "The cashier'slist of playerswho turned in their chips. Y our nameisn't
onit."

Only The Shadow's keen eyes could have noted the grimace that started to form on Gancy'sface. It
escaped Kurman's observation. Gancy had missed an important item in hisdibi, by making that hasty exit
from the Casino El Dorado. He was quick, though, in hisrecovery.

"I didn't cashinany chips,” laughed Gancy. "I logt dl | had on thefind play. Mr. Allard will remember
it

"Doyou, Mr. Allard?’
Kurman snapped the question. He saw Allard pausein lighting his cigar to deliver anod.

"Of course," added Gancy, smoothly, "Mr. Allard wouldn't have seen me leave. He was busy at the
roulette table. The chap who would remember my departure was the lookout."

"That'swhat | thought you'd say," growled Kurman. "Maybe you figured the lookout wouldn't be ableto
talk. Maybe it was you that dugged him. Anyway, he'sin the hospital, unconscious.”

THAT wasared jolt for Gancy. The Shadow knew why Gancy chewed hislips. He hadn't expected
that thugs would dug the lookout. A lot of things had happened differently from the way Gancy had
anticipated. The murderer had been depending upon the lookout-one of Brullander's own men-for
testimony that would prove hisdibi.

Therewas an acein the hole, and Gancy usedit.

"Don't forget the downstairs doorman,” he reminded Kurman. "I spoke to him when | went out. Hell tell
you that | left before Brullander camein.”

"How do you know when Brullander camein?' quizzed Kurman.
"He was getting out of acab,” replied Gancy, "just when | was getting into one.”

Gancy's confidence was back. He lighted hislong cigar and leaned back in his chair, leaving the next
move to Kurman. Thedick thought for afew minutes; then demanded:

"What time did you get here?"
"At about nine," returned Gancy. He turned to Thexter. "Wasn't that when | arrived?”

"No," replied Thexter. "Y ou came later, Gancy. | should say that it was very nearly haf past when you
reached here."

That news made Kurman show aertness. He eyed Gancy quickly, expecting the fellow to be worried.
The Shadow, too, was watching Gancy. The moment was acrucial one; for if Gancy argued the point
with Thexter, he would be making abad mistake. Gancy was smart enough to avoid the dip.



"You'reright, Thexter," hesaid. "I had forgotten that | went back to my hotdl. That accountsfor the
delay. I'd lost more money than | expected, at roulette. | stopped at the hotel to get some more."

"Sure you didn't stop to leave some?' demanded Kurman. "A big wad, maybe, that belonged to
Brullander?’

"I told you that | stopped to get money!" Gancy's eyes had narrowed. "1 see where you're driving,
Kurman. You'retrying to link mewith Craig Wylett. | suppose you'd like to search me the way you did
him. Go ahead!"

Kurman went ahead. All he found on Gancy wasasmall roll of billsand someloose change, dl of which
totaled about forty dollars. As Gancy put his belongings back into his pockets, he remarked dryly:

"Maybe you think I've seen Wylett since | |eft the Casino El Dorado.”

"Y ou haven't seen Wylett," retorted Kurman. " Cleer's been watching him. I'm going to find out, though, if
you left apile of swag at your hotdl."

Picking up the telephone, he called the hotdl. He talked to the headquarters men, to learn that they had
scoured Gancy's room without making a single find. When Kurman hung up, Gancy phrased asingle
word:

"Satisfied?'

"Maybe. Maybe not." Kurman stopped, with his hand upon the doorknob. "I'm not through with you yet,
Gancy. Thefirgt guy I'm going to talk to is the doorman at the Casino El Dorado.”

THERE was slence after Kurman had gone. Lyman Thexter ended it by suggesting that Gancy and
Allard go with him and join the other guests. Though Thexter had seemed doubtful, earlier, regarding
Gancy, his quamswere no longer present. The oil magnate regarded Gancy as awelcome guest.

The party continued quietly; and asit progressed, Rupert Gancy became more and more confident of
expression, particularly when he chatted with Kent Allard. Gancy was sure of onething: that he had
thoroughly convinced Allard of hisinnocence.

With Allard and Thexter both behind him, the murderer fdt sure that he would have no further trouble
from thelaw. Privatdy, Gancy believed that he had profited from Kurman'svisit.

Rupert Gancy would have thought otherwise, had he guessed that Kent Allard was The Shadow.
CHAPTER IX. THE SHADOW'SLINKS.

I'T was midnight when Rupert Gancy left Thexter's home. The murderer went in ataxicab. Other guests
were gill chatting at the front door; among them, Kent Allard. He was the only one who looked toward
the street as Gancy's cab pulled away.

Immediately afterward, an old coupé wheezed from across the street, with acraning driver behind the
whed. Observation was difficult, but The Shadow's eyes were keen enough to recognize the man in the
trailing car, particularly because of the derby hat.

Hewas Detective Kurman.

A dight smile on Allard'slips showed that The Shadow had anticipated the dick's move. Kurman was
behaving true to form. Whatever he had learned from the doorman at the Casino El Dorado did not



matter.

Cleer was covering Wylett. Kurman wanted to keep tabs on another suspect. Again, the law was
bothering about a crook whose dirty work was finished.

Asthe other guests started for their cars, Thexter gripped Allard'sarm, inviting hisnew friend to remain a
few minutes. They went back to Thexter's office, where a secretary was busy at the desk. The secretary
had spread a big ledger and was copying typewritten figures into the huge book.

"Y ou have worked late enough, Carling,” informed Thexter. "Put away the ledger until to-morrow."

Carling opened a closet door and stood on tiptoe to shove the big book on the topmost shelf. As soon as
the secretary had |eft, Thexter began to confidein Allard.

"l anworried, Allard," declared the dignified oil magnate. "Miami has been badly stirred by robberies. |
thought that the worst had come with Dorsan's death. But the murder of Brullander hastopped it. | am
wondering who will be next.”

Thexter's srained tone showed that he fdt that the term "who" referred to himsaf.

"I couldn't picture young Wylett asamurderer,” continued Thexter. "Tonight, my suspicions of Gancy
faded entirely after | heard the chap state hiscase. Yet | am afraid to trust my own judgment, and there
arefew personsinwhom | can confide.”

Understanding showed in Allard's eyes. Allard was a person of prominence; he had seen crime at first
hand, in the cases of Dorsan and Brullander. Thexter wanted Allard's advice.

While Allard gave impassive cond deration to the subject, Thexter mentioned another important angle.

"Thelocd palice have not impressed me," declared the millionaire. "Until recently, | felt that | could
depend upon them should athreat comein my direction. | have changed that opinion.”

"How well protected are you?' queried The Shadow, in the cam tone of Allard. "How many servants do
you have? How much can you trust them?'

THEXTER smiled. He produced alist of his servants, with their length of service. He showed that all
werewd | paid and reliable, particularly histwo secretaries.

"Carling and Neshitt are accurate,” assured Thexter. "I am exacting in my methods. Y ou saw Carling
making entriesin my ledger; that record is kept up to date. My books account for every dollar that |
own.

" am safer than Dorsan, who had no books; his secretary, too, wasinefficient. | am better off than
Brullander, whose gambling business prevented him from trusting any one. Nevertheless, | do my
business here. My vault contains great sums of wealth. Those facts are known.

"l am atarget for crime. | need some expert to study my Stuation. Private detectives, in my opinion, are
worthless. Asfor the local police, you have met their best samples. Kurman and Cleer are smply proof
that two heads are worse than none.

A pause; then Allard queried: "What about some member of the foreign legion?”

The suggestion struck home. It brought akeen look from Thexter. He knew of the "foreign legion,” that
unofficid organization that wintersin Miami every year. Composed of visiting police officers, on vacation



from dl parts of the United States, the "foreign legion™ had frequently provided the Miami police with
needed facts regarding suspected criminals.

"I never thought of that!" exclaimed Thexter. "But who would be the man to choose? Where does one
find these members of the so-cdlled foreign legion?!

"I noticed in aNew Y ork newspaper,” recaled Allard, "that Inspector Joe Cardona, of the New Y ork
police, was leaving for aFlorida vacation. Y ou would certainly be able to locate him when he arrives.”

"Are you acquainted with Cardona?'
"l have met him. Y ou can use my name, in case you meet him."

WHEN The Shadow arrived back at his hotel, he had temporarily shelved Thexter's problems. He
entered his suite as Allard; dismissed the Xincasfor the night.

He called atelephone number. A voice replied; The Shadow spoke in the mysterious whisper that
identified him:

"Report!"

The Shadow wastalking to Harry Vincent. The agent reported that James Zunick had left their hotel at
about eight o'clock. Zunick had dipped Harry'strail; but had returned some time after nine.

Finishing the call, The Shadow turned on abluelight. It showed only his hands above the table
top-long-fingered hands that moved like detached crestures. Upon afinger of the left glowed an amazing
fire opd; that gem was agirasol, The Shadow's gift from the tribe of Xincalndians.

Upon a sheset of paper, The Shadow inscribed three names..
Craig Wylett

Rupert Gancy
James Zunick

The pen paused above Wylett's name. The Shadow was reviewing Wylett's part. First member of the
Y delow Band, Wylett had murdered Howard Dorsan; and had disposed of stolen swag when he met
Gancy and Zunick at Thexter's. Wylett's one-man job was done.

The pen pointed to the name of Gancy. The second man had committed brazen crime to-night. His
murder of Felix Brullander had jeopardized his own position along with Wylett's. Gancy, however, had
planned a perfect crime. Asa Dorsan's, it was The Shadow's entry that had caused the trouble.

If dl had gone as Gancy expected, Brullander's body would have been found without commotion. On
checking, the police would have learned through three persons-cashier, lookout and doorman-that Gancy
had been gone before Brullander entered the casino.

Gancy's haste, plusthe fight that followed, had made the fellow's dibi look bad. The Shadow had put
Gancy in astight aspot as Wylett. Like Wylett, though, Gancy had pulled out of it. One thing was
certain, however; the second member of the Y ellow Band was dso in aposition that made it impossible
for him to attempt further crime on hisown.

The Shadow cameto the third nameon thelist.



Would James Zunick copy the example of the other two? Thelogica answer was yes.

It looked as though Wyl ett, finished with the Dorsan job, had passed his swag dong to Gancy. After
murdering Brullander, Gancy had gained an opportunity to contact Zunick. He could easly have relayed
the Dorsan loot and added the cash that he had taken from Brullander.

Clear of suspicion, Zunick wasin apostion to stage athird robbery, gaining another huge amount of
swag. Aswith Wylett and Gancy, that would be Zunick's farewell to crime.

How much the trio had garnered in the past was a question; but the total unquestionably ran past the
million-dollar mark. It was a certainty that the Y ellow Band was responsible for most of the recent
robberiesin Miami. The crimes carried their trade-mark.

THERE was adetail that The Shadow had not forgotten. From his vest pockets, he brought the two
cigar bands and laid them on the table. Gancy'swasto the left. In the blue light, its secret was ended. The
glow blurred out the blue printing; because of some specid ink, the band showed entirely yellow.

That was not the case with the band from the cigar that Gancy had tendered The Shadow. Itsink was
ordinary; the blue merely looked darker. Extinguishing the blue light, The Shadow turned on an ordinary
frosted bulb. Both cigar bands looked the same.

Producing Tony's, the croupier's, broken spectacles, The Shadow peered through the one good glass.
Gancy's cigar band ingtantly showed yedllow. The bluetint of the spectacleswasresponsible,

Tony had been told to wear the blue glasses and to look for the yellow band on some roulette player's
cigar. That waswhy the croupier had shoved the chip message to Gancy.

The Y dlow Band had planned from the start to do away with Tony asthey had finished Torry, Dorsan's
secretary. That waswhy thugs were posted. They had been set to follow the croupier after heleft the
casino. The Shadow's fight had forced the mobbiesto hurry their attack.

All linksto achain; but the key-link was James Zunick. The Shadow preferred to let the third plotter
move into action. Trapped in crime, Zunick's capture could throw suspicion back dong the chain, to
Gancy and Wylett.

Asyet, the Yelow Band had no inkling that The Shadow was in the game. That was the chief reason for
The Shadow's policy. Unless new devel opments pointed to grave hazards for innocent persons, The
Shadow's best plan wasto work from cover.

That settled the matter of James Zunick. As Allard, The Shadow strolled from his suite and went down to
the hotel 1obby. He walked to atelegraph office and wrote atelegram, to which he signed another name.

The telegram was to Joe Cardona. The Shadow had told Lyman Thexter that the New Y ork police
inspector was on hisway to Florida; therefore, it was wise that Cardona should be making such atrip.
Besides, Thexter wanted protection; and The Shadow, faced by other business, believed Joe Cardonato
be the best man possible for that assgnment.

There was another reason for The Shadow's telegram. Soon-very soon-The Shadow hoped to have the
Y dllow Band rounded up and ready for the law.

Some one more capabl e than Detectives Kurman and Cleer would be needed when that climax came.

Joe Cardonawould be very useful in Miami.



CHAPTER X. CRIME TO COME.

IT was not often that Inspector Joe Cardona found opportunity to break away from New Y ork.
Cardonawas a hard worker, addicted to an everlasting routine. In fact, Joe himsalf would not have
believed that anything could have yanked him from New Y ork headquarters and start him on atrip to
Horida; but The Shadow'stelegram did it.

That message was brief; it carried the word "urgent”; and the signature was Lamont Cranston. That one
name-Cranston-had a powerful sway with the New Y ork police department.

Lamont Cranston was amillionaire friend of Ralph Weston, New Y ork's police commissioner. Cranston
was a globe-trotter; and of late, he had been absent from New Y ork. Neither Weston nor Cardona
knew where Cranston was; and there was something else that they did not know.

Theidentity of Lamont Cranston was one that was used by The Shadow when its actud owner, the redl
Lamont Cranston, was along distance away.

Whenever The Shadow chose, he could drop his part of Kent Allard and become Lamont Cranston.
Adept at disguise, afew minutes of skillful make-up were dl that The Shadow required to mold the face
of Cranston over hisown. That done, no person living could guessthat Allard and Cranston were the
same.

It was not The Shadow's intention to be Cranston when Cardonareached Miami. Therewould be a
message waiting for Joe; and that would introduce him to Lyman Thexter.

Such, at least, was The Shadow's plan; and The Shadow did not intend to change it. Sometimes, though,
circumstances produced necessities that even The Shadow could not foresee.

The facts that concerned The Shadow were unknown to Joe Cardona. All that Cardonahad was a
telegram from Lamont Cranston, sent from Miami. When Joe showed it to the commissioner, it was
enough. The commissioner told Cardonato clear up his headquarters work and take atrain for Miami.

It was past noon the next day when Cardonawas ready to leave. He was too late to catch the Florida
Specid, the crack train that would reach Miami before five o'clock the following afternoon. Therewasa
limited that |eft an hour after the Specid, so Cardonawired that he was taking that train. He sent the
telegram to Cranston's club in Miami.

When The Shadow caled the club, announcing himsdlf as Cranston, the message was relayed to him by
telephone. He knew the hour when Cardonawould arrive the next evening.

MATTERS remained unchanged in Miami. The police were investigating Brullander's murder and getting
nowhere. Kurman and Cleer were very much on the jump, because one was trying to keep tabs on
Gancy while the other watched Wyl ett. That made their regular work rather digointed.

Meanwhile, The Shadow was handling his own vigil with the utmost ease. He had Harry Vincent
watching Zunick, with the Xincas posted outside the hotel where both Harry and Zunick were guests.

Thistime, there would be no chance for Zunick to dip avay. Word from his agent or amessage from
ether Xincawould bring The Shadow on animmediatetrail.

It was The Shadow's belief that a break was due; one that would make it unnecessary to watch where
Zunick went, because the crook's destination would be known beforehand.

That break came.



It was late in the afternoon of the day when Cardonawas due in Miami. Harry was playing bridge with
Zunick and two others. They had finished their game of contract, when atelephone call came for Zunick.
The man answered it; coming back, Zunick found Harry aone.

"How would you like to attend a banquet to-night?" Zunick's sallow face wore ady look. "A redl
shebang, over at the Hotel Tropicana?!

Harry expressed hiswillingness. Zunick went into details. The banquet, he said, was avery exclusve
affair. It wasbeing given by Louis Marbler, abig man in the cane-sugar industry. Some of the guests
were wealthy Cubans, who supplied Marbler's company with raw materid.

While Zunick talked, Harry gained two impressions; and he knew that one or the other was correct.
Zunick wanted Harry either as an dibi-maker, or as adupe upon whom he could shift blame for
something that might happen at the banquet.

Harry mentioned both impressions when he telephoned The Shadow, a short while afterward.

AsAllard, The Shadow left hisown hotel and took aridein acab. He passed Harry's hotel and gave a
sgnd that called in the Xincas. They werewaiting in Allard's suite when their master returned.

For Kent Allard had stopped at several places outside the hotel. He had also made some telephone calls,
both as Allard and as Cranston.

Through that process, The Shadow |earned some definite facts regarding the banquet at the Hotel
Tropicana. No one person had supplied them. The details that The Shadow pieced together produced a
pattern that was not generaly known.

LOUIS MARBLER was a canny business man. He used his entertainmentsto swing big dedls. The
banquet was probably amere preliminary to someimportant transaction.

The Shadow had done more than gain information. As Cranston, he had made a suggestion to afellow
club member, who had gladly relayed it to afriend. It was passed dong the line until it reached Louis
Marbler. Not long after Kent Allard was back in hishotdl suite, there was atelephone cal from the sugar
king.

Marbler had just heard that Allard wasin Miami. To-night, Marbler was giving abanquet at the Hotel
Tropicana. He would be greatly pleased if Kent Allard, the noted explorer, could be present as aguest
of honor. No speecheswould be necessary; Allard's presence was sufficient.

After short consideration, Allard assured Marbler that he would be able to attend the function. Marbler
informed that the banquet was scheduled for half past seven.

The Shadow relayed the newsto Harry Vincent. He told his agent to keep close check on dl of Zunick's
actions, and to cooperate with Allard when the latter arrived. Thefina point was necessary, for even The
Shadow's agents did not know that Allard was The Shadow.

Harry, of course, recognized that there was a connection between The Shadow and Kent Allard; but he
supposed that Allard was elther another agent, or that The Shadow sometimestook Allard's place.

It was dmost six o'clock when Marbler's belated invitation arrived. The Shadow had time for afew more
details. Thefirst wasto call therailroad station and inquire about Cardonastrain.

Southward travel was heavy, with trains running in many sections. The Shadow learned that Cardona's
section was late, but should arrive by eight-thirty.



The next detail wasto learn if, by any chance, Lyman Thexter had been invited to Marbler's banquet.
Cadling Thexter, The Shadow spokein Allard'stones, and learned that the oil magnate intended to dinein
town.

Thexter invited Allard to have dinner a the Cafe Occidentd. Allard declined because of another
engagement. Theinvitation proved that Thexter would not be at the banquet, and, therefore, would be
out of harm'sway if Zunick started trouble.

Over the telephone, Thexter mentioned that he had been unableto learn if Joe Cardona had actualy
cometo Miami. Allard expressed surprise at that news, but assured Thexter that Cardonawas
somewhere in Florida. He advised Thexter to keep on trying to locate the New Y ork police inspector.

After that call, The Shadow told the Xincasto arrange his evening clothes. There was no reason for Kent
Allard to hurry. By leaving at quarter past seven, he could reach the Tropicana by half past.

But The Shadow did not intend to leave quite that early. Guests of honor were sometimes more
appreciated when they arrived atrifle late. On this occasion, there was another reason why adelayed
arrival was advisable. That reason concerned James Zunick.

PERHAPS the members of the Y elow Band were superdtitious about Kent Allard. Wylett had run into
trouble because of Allard's unannounced visit to Dorsan's. Things had gone wrong for Gancy, after he
had chanced to meet Allard at the Casino El Dorado. Perhaps Zunick would not be overpleased when
he saw Allard at the banquet tonight.

It would be better for Zunick to be settled and under Harry's surveillance when Allard appeared. Once
his start was made, Zunick would go through with whatever heintended. A head start, though, would
encourage him.

The Shadow st histimefor departure for seven twenty-five; ten minutes later than he had origindly
planned. As he considered those ten future minutes, The Shadow decided that they could not possibly
produce trouble a Marbler's banquet room.

In that surmise, The Shadow was right. But he overlooked one place where the ten-minute interval could
show disastrous consequences.

That place was here, in the hotdl suite where The Shadow resided as Kent Allard!

CHAPTER XI. CROOKS GIVE ARGUMENT.

THE vitd point in The Shadow's campaign against Zunick was the fact that Wylett and Gancy stood
nullified. Watched by Miami detectives, those other members of the Y ellow Band could not participatein
crime. Nor were they in aposition to receive any swag that Zunick might gain.

Wylett and Gancy seemed definitely out of to-night's picture. Of the two, Rupert Gancy wasin theworse
spot. Hewas il suspect number onein the murder of Felix Brullander.

It would have been better for The Shadow's plansif Gancy had not been so closely hemmed. Gancy's
predicament had made the fellow worry. With acrook of Gancy's caliber, worry could inspireideas.

Onthisevening, Gancy wasin hishotel room, staring from the front window, toward the palm trees
acrosstheway. There was arattly coupé parked on the other side of the street, and Gancy knew that the
car belonged to Detective Kurman.

That meant that the dick wasin the hallway outside of Gancy's door. Gancy had spotted Kurman



dodging out of sight, on a couple of occasons.

Gancy's large-featured face showed a glower. He glanced toward the door; histhick lips muttered an
oath. He fdt like having a show-down with that smart dick, Kurman. Here it was dmost seven o'clock;
timefor dinner at any one of the half dozen restaurants that Gancy liked.

But, wherever he might go, Gancy had the prospect of Kurman. That would make Gancy conspicuous.
Whenever Detective Kurman took up atrail, every onein Miami knew it.

Growling to himsdf, Gancy became more and more convinced that a show-down was what he wanted.
He stopped his pacing suddenly, to snap hisbig, thick fingers.

Right out of the air, he had captured the very idea he wanted.

Wearing abroad smile, Gancy stepped over to the door and began to indulge in loud mutters. After half
aminute, he figured that the bait was set. He sneaked his hand to the doorknob; gave aquick twist and
wrenched the door inward.

Gancy stepped back with that move, to clear the way for achunky man who came hurtling inward like a
rubber bal. Asthe fellow sprawled, aderby hat bounced from his head and rolled across the floor.

Gancy dammed the door and turned to chuckle, as he saw Detective Kurman crawling to hisfeet.

THE dick glowered; then raised his hand to his head. Hisfingers encountered a shiny, bald pate. Angrily,
Kurman looked about; saw the derby. He snatched up the hat and clamped it on his head.

"So that'swhy you wear the kelly," laughed Gancy. "Afraid of sunburn, eh? Why don't you get awig, or
one of those tropica helmets? Either would look better than a derby!”

"Smart guy, huh?" retorted Kurman. "How'd you guessthat | wastrailing you?'

"The hdlway didn't smell right,” rgjoined Gancy. Then, with alaugh: "Don't get peeved, Kurman. Tekea
look out of the window. That buggy across the street gave you away.”

Kurman looked sourly from the window; when he turned around, Gancy was holding out abox of cigars,
with an invitation for Kurman to take a pocketful, which Kurman did. In friendly fashion, Gancy
remarked:

"Why the funny stuff, Kurman? Haven't you talked to the doorman down at the Casino El Dorado?"

"Yeah," admitted Kurman, "I talked to him. He said you'd gone before Brullander got there. Only one
guy's say-so isn't enough.”

"So that'sit! Well, what about the lookout? Haven't you seen him yet?”’
"Héesdill in the hospitd.”

Kurman spoke as though that settled the matter. Gancy indulged in ahearty laugh, as he thwacked the
detective's shoulder.

"If you hadn't been so busy snooping here," said Gancy, "maybe you'd have figured that the fellow ought
to be out of histrance, by thistime. I'll bet that he's either conscious or dead. There's atelephone. Why
don't you cal up the hospitd and find out?

Kurman stared blankly; then went to the telephone. He called the hospital and received areport



regarding the dugged patient. Holding the telephone, Kurman reported to Gancy:
"The guy's better. They'regoing to let metak to him."
"Good!" expressed Gancy. "I think we're going to be good friends, Kurman.”

Seating himsdlf, the crook lighted a cigar while Kurman wastalking to the hospital patient. Gancy'ssmile
became fully confident as he watched the change that came over Kurman'sface. The dick hung up the
telephone and spoke in gpol ogetic tone.

"I had you wrong, Mr. Gancy," admitted Kurman. "The inside man remembers|etting you out. What's
more, he saw you come from the roul ette table; and he says you didn't stop at the cashier'sdesk. Hetdlls
methat Brullander camein afterward.”

With that, Kurman started for the door. He stopped |ong enough to add:

"I won't betrailing you any longer, Mr. Gancy. It's quits. | waswrong. | thought maybe you'd fixed the
doorman; but nobody could have paid that |ookout to take the dug he got.”

"Wait aminute, Kurman," suggested Gancy, histone morefriendly than ever. "I have acal to make,
too."

Gancy picked up the telephone and gave anumber that Kurman did not catch. He spoke to some one;
but did not address him by name. Gancy merely invited hisfriend to cometo the hotel.

"Who wereyou calling?' quizzed Kurman.
"Youll see" replied Gancy. "HEll be here in ten minutes. Sit down and have a smoke while we wait.”

WITHIN adozen minutes, some one knocked on the door. Gancy admitted the visitor and closed the
door promptly. Kurman gawked when he recognized the arrival. Gancy's friend was Craig Wyl ett.

In turn, Wylett was puzzled to see Kurman. Before either could speak, Gancy motioned for silence.
Grinning at Kurman, Gancy said in an undertone:

"Keep your eyes open, Kurman. Y ou'll see how funny you looked when you camein here.”

Stepping to the door, Gancy mumbled afew sentences that could be heard outside. He gave the door a
quick yank. A stooping figure unlimbered from the hallway and flattened insde the room.

Detective Cleer cameto hisfeet, snatching up apanama hat that he had dropped. Sight of Kurman
stopped the irate words that Cleer was about to hurl at Gancy.

"My bet was abum one," Kurman told Cleer. "I've got two witnesses who say that Gancy was out of the
Casino El Dorado before Brullander got there. Gancy'sdl right.”

"Maybe heis," returned Cleer. He thumbed toward Wylett. "But how does that help this guy?"
It was Wylett who answered. He was thinking faster than the detectives.

"Y ou'd have dropped melong ago," declared Wylett, suavely, "if you hadn't thought that | was teamed
with Gancy. He cleared me out a Thexter's. Y ou were making fools of yoursalves, trying to pin Dorsan's
death on me.

"Until this Brullander mess came aong. Then you thought you had something. If Gancy was crooked,



maybe | was. Since you've found out that Gancy ison the level, that makes me the same.”

The logic landed home. Kurman and Cleer exchanged nods. They missed the quick look that Wylett shot
to Gancy. It was Gancy who had started this showdown; but Wylett had clinched it. So, at least, Wylett
thought. He hadn't guessed what was coming next.

Rupert Gancy was holding abigger trump card than any that either he and Wylett had yet played.

"Have some cigars,” said Gancy to Cleer. He turned to Kurman: ™Y ou know, now that weve
sraightened things, we'd like to help you felows. Why don't you give us a chance?'

"Werrewilling," replied Kurman. "What have you got to tell us?'

"Only this" returned Gancy, in aspeculative tone. "Y ou had agood ideg, trying to link up Brullander's
death with Dorsan's. I'd say the same fellow murdered both.”

"There was aknife used on Dorsan,” reminded Kurman. "Brullander was killed with agun.”

"Thekiller couldn't afford noise at Dorsan's," argued Gancy. "It didn't matter in Brullander's office. Look
at the way he worked; a cover-up crew at both places.

GANCY paused. He had said enough; and knew it. He saw the shrewd glimmer that arrived in Wyl ett's
eyes. Both members of the Y ellow Band could foresee the ideas that were coming to Detectives Kurman
and Clesr.

"Say!" exclamed Cleer. "There was aguy who showed up at both places!”
"Kent Allard!" broke in Kurman. "He found Dorsan's body. That means he could have killed Dorsan!"

"And hewasin the middle of that fight at the casino,” added Cleer. "Maybe he was the bird who bumped
Brullander!"

"Only he shot it out with Gunner's mob a Dorsan's," reminded Kurman. "Still, that could make sense.
Gunner might have been muscling in on Allard'sracket.”

Both dicks were nodding their agreement. It was Kurman who stopped to ddliver a headshake.

"Allard's a pretty important guy,” he said, turning to Gancy and Wylett. "Too big areputation to be
crooked. Look at the name he got for himsdlf, ruling that bunch of Indians down in Centrd America”

It wastime for the schemersto add their say. They did it, artfully.

"A crook would need abig front," remarked Gancy, "to go after people like Dorsan and Brullander. The
bigger hisreputation, the better. | think you've hit something, Kurman, when you've picked thisfellow
Allard.”

"I know you've hit something,” declared Wylett. "L ook how Allard smeared that crowd at Dorsan's.
Then figure what happened at the Casino El Dorado. The same sort of afight, wasn't it? Allard'sa
battler. He ought to be, after the way he managed awhole Indian tribe. It'sin his blood."

Kurman was nodding as he stroked his chin. The chunky dick looked up toward Cleer. After afew
moments consultation, they decided to go to Allard's hotel, taking a squad aong in case the Xincas
caused any trouble.

The dicks started for the door. Gancy followed, beckoning to Wylett.



"Mind if we come dong?' questioned Gancy, smoothly. Y ou might want us on hand when you talk to
Allard. Wylett was at Dorsan's, remember; and | saw Allard at the El Dorado.”

The detectives agreed that Gancy and Wylett would be welcome additions; although the pair would have
to wait outside, while the police arrested Allard.

The two members of the Y ellow Band had negtly shifted suspicion from themselves. Moreover, they had
fixed it to stay openly with Kurman and Cleer, while James Zunick was managing athird crimein the
interest of the Yelow Band.

Whatever happened to-night, Gancy and Wylett would have the best of alibis. At the sametime, they
were accomplishing more than they themselvesredlized.

By making Kent Allard their scapegoat, the two plotters were smoothing the path for the crime that
James Zunick intended to commit to-night.

CHAPTER XII. UNDER ARREST.

AT exactly twenty minutes after seven, Kent Allard was adjusting the bow-tie of hisevening attire.
Gazing in amirror, he noted the smoothness of the coat that he was wearing. No one could suspect that a
brace of automatics was fitted beneath that jacket.

A single gun would be sufficient to intimidate James Zunick when the crook attempted crime; but there
was the possibility that a cover-up crew might be on hand at Marbler's banquet. If so, that outfit would
find Allard primed for wholesdle action.

Starting for the door, Allard heard arap there. He motioned one of the Xincasto answer it. When the
servant opened the door, two men shouldered through, both with drawn revolvers. The Shadow
recognized their faces as soon as he saw the guns. Identifying Kurman and Cleer, he retained the calm
pose of Allard.

"What isthetrouble?' Allard's eyes gazed beyond the dicks, to see othersin the corridor. "Has there
been athreat against me? s this an escort, to take me to the Hotel Tropicana?'

"Y ou're not going to the Tropicana,” growled Kurman. "We're taking you to headquarters!”
"And I'll tell you what that means, Allard,” added Cleer. "It means you re under arrest!”

Allard's eyes sparkled; but hislips showed an amused smile. Plain-clothes men had shoved in from the
hall, to cover the two Xincas. Spreading his handsin front of him, Allard warded Kurman and Cleer

away.
"I shal come quietly,” hetold the detectives. "I don't understand your purpose; so | suppose that
headquarters would be the best place to discuss the matter."”

Allard's gesture accomplished itsintended results. The motion of his hands was peaceable. Kurman and
Cleer decided it unnecessary to search their prisoner for weapons. The closefit of Allard's dinner jacket
would have revealed agun bulge, in their opinion.

HANDS hdf raised, Allard strolled toward the door, where the stolid Xincas faced the men who held
them covered. Though motionless, the Indians were ready to spring upon Allard's captors, if their master
gave the word. Instead, he spoke different words, in the Xincatongue.

Allard had reached the little foyer of hissuite. It waslighted by a single bulb above his head.



Three plain-clothes men blocked the outer door. They were the fellows whose guns held the Xinca
servants covered. Across the foyer was the door to the darkened bedroom.

Much though The Shadow didliked his present plight, he knew that a dash into the bedroom would make
it worse. Kurman and Cleer could fire before he was out of sight; even if they missed, they would have
him in atrap. The bedroom's only outlets were windows, with athree-story wall below. It would take
two or three minutes to make an outside descent.

Moreover, The Shadow could not use guns against the police.

The smplest policy would be to go along to headquarters with Kurman and Cleer; and there show the
misguided detectives how and why they were wrong. That, however, wasimpossible; and gunswere the
reason.

Benesth each shoulder, Allard's dinner jacket concealed a45 automatic. Those would be something
difficult to explain when he reached headquarters.

Added to those problems was The Shadow's need to be at large, on this evening that promised new
crime from amember of the Y ellow Band.

These thoughts flashed through The Shadow's mind as he stepped into the entry; and with them came a
solution to the present riddle. Turning, The Shadow smiled in Allard's fashion and spoke dryly to
Kurman:

"Itisraining out. Have you any objection if | wear my light overcoat?'
"Put it on," rgoined the detective. "But don't stall about it."

Again, Allard spoke to the Xincasin their language. One went to the rack at the side of the entry to take
the overcoat from its hook. Beneath the overcoat was blackness; for the coat, itsdf, hid The Shadow's
cloak.

The servant calmly lowered the overcoat atrifle; when heraised it, he brought the cloak along ingdeit.

The other Xincawas picking out awide-brimmed gray felt hat, suitable for Allard to weer intherain.
Hands raised, the Xinca pressed the hat down on its hook; hisfingers engaged the black brim of adouch
hat that 1ay beneath.

Allard turned about, facing the bedroom doorway. He held out hisarmsfor the overcoat. Thefirst
servant held it. Kurman, Cleer and the other dicks saw only the back of the overcoat. They noticed the
odd motions of Allard's arms benegth; he seemed to be having trouble finding the coat deeves. Actudly,
hewas diding into the black cloak.

The second Xinca came past the first; reached over the back of the overcoat to clamp the gray hat on
Allard's head. It wasthe douch hat that actudly fitted there. In his cloak, The Shadow eased downward;
his hands caught the black brim of the douch hat, to keep it on his head. The second Xincaretained the
gray headpiece.

STOOPED, The Shadow made a forward motion. His huddled figure glided across the three-foot space
to the bedroom. He was through the opened doorway, a shape of solid blackness; but to watching eyes
his passage was barely noticegble. Detective Kurman did catch amomentary glimpse of what he took for
astreak of blackness; but he thought that it was a shadow cast by one of the Xinca servants.

Cleer did not even notice the motion of darkness. Nor did the men at the outer door. The Xincaswere



covering with the light overcoat and the gray hat. They had shifted so that their bodies cut off any angle
views. They were holding Allard's garments like the clothes of a scarecrow, gill pretending to be helping
some one put them on.

Half aminute of it made Kurman begin to wonder. He nudged Cleer and questioned:
"Say-what's the guy doing?’

"Search me," returned Cleer. "Maybeit'sagtal. He couldn't have agun, though, on that tight jacket of

his

"He might have onein the overcoat."

Kurman stepped forward and gave aquick poke with his gun muzzle, againgt the back of the overcoat.
"l got aguninyour ribs, Allard,” growled Kurman. "Y ou better lay off the funny stuff.”

There was no response. Kurman glowered at the Xincas. He spoke to the Indians.

"Get back, you," ordered Kurman. "Watch them, Cleer. I'll handle Allard.”

With that, Kurman grabbed the collar of Allard's overcoat. With his elbow, he nudged away the Xinca
who till held the gray hat. Kurman gave ayank; the coat whipped loosein his hand, while the released
hat went tumbling to thefloor.

Kurman'stug carried him clear across the entry. Back against thewall, the dick stared at vacancy. The
Xincas had obediently stepped away. Where Allard had stood, there was no one.

Cleer was as wide-mouthed as Kurman. The men at the outer door craned inward, unable to believe
what they saw. Any one of the squad would have sworn that he had seen Kent Allard only five seconds
before. None redlized that the prisoner had been gone for afull minute. Detective Kurman stared at the
floor, half believing that Allard had dropped through some hidden trapdoor. Seeing that the floor was
solid, Kurman looked toward the bedroom. He gtill found it hard to believe that Allard could have
covered athree-foot open space, totally unseen.

Kurman was not alowing for The Shadow's black attire. He knew nothing of the cloak and the douch
hat.

Kurman accepted the facts only because they provided the one possible answer. With abellow, the
chunky dick flung Allard's coat asde. To Cleer, he shouted:

"Into the bedroom! That's the only way he could have gone! Well bag him there!™

WITH hisside-kick at his hedls, Kurman led the way. Cleer found the bedroom lights and switched them
on. The squad piled in from the entry; dicks looked under beds and in closets. They found an adjoining
bedroom and started to search in there.

Looking around the first room, Kurman saw something and pointed it out to Cleer.
"Look! That one window. It's unlatched. That's where he went!"
Cleer sarted for the window. Kurman grabbed hisarm. He started Cleer out to the hotel corridor.

"Allard's reached the ground by thistime," informed Kurman, starting arun for thefiretower. "There's
plenty of windows and cornices on that outsde wall. Well head him off at the bottom! ™



They reached the ground. Rounding the corner from the fire tower, the pair reached a sedan in which
they had left Wylett and Gancy.

"Wheres Allard?' panted Kurman. "Did you see him?"
"No;" returned Gancy. "Didn't you arrest him?'

"We arrested him," voiced Cleer, "but the guy sprang aHoudini on us! Wefigured he did out through a
window!"

All stared toward the hotel wall. They saw no sign of Allard; nor did they see the black shape that was
weaving a course past a cluster of pametto bushes. The Shadow was reaching the very corner past
which Kurman and Cleer had dashed.

"Maybe he didn't come down at al," suggested Wylett. "That wall doesn't ook so easy to me.”

Kurman's eyes went up; he saw one of his men peering from awindow of Allard's suite. Kurman shouted
to learn if they had found the missing prisoner. A headshake was the only response.

From beyond the corner of the hotel came the throb of astarting taxi. The building cut off the noise.
None of those beside the sedan heard it. It was sheer luck that enabled them to learn the last stage of
Allard's get-away.

There was a shout from Allard's suite. One of the squad members, looking from a side window, had seen
the taxi's start. The man above Kurman called down the news.

Cleer was a the whedl of the sedan. Kurman hopped in beside him. They wheeled around the corner, to
Spy aspeeding cab, two blocks ahead. Cleer gave the car full speed. Like Kurman, thetal dick was
fired by one sole ambition: to overtake Allard and again place the prisoner under arrest.

[l luck had marred the find moment of The Shadow's superb ruse. He had vanished from the very hands
of Kurman and Cleer, only to have them take up histrail.

Gancy and Wylett were highly pleased by the shift that events had taken. No longer hounded, they had
become party to a pursuit staged by the law. The burden was on Allard, as they wanted.

The two crooks would have been il further pleased, had they guessed how much this chase wasto help
Zunick's contribution to the crime chest of the Y ellow Band.

CHAPTER XIII. THE LOST HOUR.

THE SHADOW knew that luck had tricked him, before he had traveled a quarter mile. He had given the
taxi driver an address and told the fellow to hurry; so he was keeping ahead of the sedan. What The
Shadow needed was a greater gap before the pursuers drew closer.

A break in traffic helped; The cab sped across abusy street just asthe light went red. Cleer would have
followed through the stop Signd; but other carsintervened. That little halt, however, gave Cleer achance
to talk to atraffic cop.

Asthe cab siwung down another street, asiren shrieked behind it. A motor-cycle officer whizzed into
sight and overtook the cab. Glaring at the driver, the cop shouted:

"Pull over!"



The cabby started to obey, just asthey reached a cross street. At that ingtant, the cold steel of agun
muzzle pressed the cab driver's neck. A voice toned the command:

"Turnright!"

The cabby jerked the whed. The taxi spun right on two whedls. The motor-cycle policeman overran the
crossing; and came about with another shout. Before he could pull agun or turn his cycle, the cab had
run ashort block and made aleft turn.

That chill down the cabby's spine was dl that the fellow needed to make him perform miracles a the
whedl. He saw traffic ahead and was ready to rip through it, when the voice behind him told him to stop
the cab. The gun muzzle withdrew from the quaking man's neck, but he thought he could till fed it.

He was sitting there, teeth chattering, when the motor-cycle cop pulled up to demand why he had
disobeyed orders. The cabby managed to move hislips, barely uttering:

"The guy in back-take him off me!"
The cop yanked open the rear door. The cab was empty. The officer came back to the driver.

"Maybe you'd better come along with me, he told the cabby. "Well let you take the booze test. L ooks
like you've got the rams-driving around, thinking people have got a bead on you."

Cleer arrived with the sedan while the cop was talking. He listened to the cabby's story and so did
Kurman. They had adifferent opinion.

"Therewasaguy inthat cab," asserted Cleer. "He must have ducked out. Where'd he get to?!
From the back seat, Gancy pointed across the street to the side door of agarage. Cleer caught the idea.
"He'sin there! voiced the dick. "Probably grabbing abus of his own. Get around to the front, quick!”

THE motor-cycle cop was off. He reached the corner just in time to see along roadster whedl from the
garage and turn in the other direction. Jumping off his motor-cycle, the policeman, beckoned to Cleer
and pointed out the car. The cop had spotted the license number. He shouted it.

Angrily, Cleer waved him to go ahead. The sedan didn't have a chance to overtake that big machine of
Allard's, but the motor-cycle did. The cycle cop resumed the chase; but he was badly outdistanced.

Stopping the sedan, Cleer hopped from the wheel and motioned to the passengers.

"I'm calling headquarters,” he announced. "WEell get every radio car in town after Allard. Y ou fellows see
if you can scare up any more mounties and start them off. Give them that license number.”

Kurman hopped from the sedan, and Gancy followed with Wylett. The two crooks exchanged quick
comment. While Gancy joined Kurman in ahunt for motor-cycle officers, Wylett did into adrug store
and made atelephone cal. When he came out, he met Gancy.

"The word's goneto Muck Creshan," informed Wylett. "Five grand to the guy that knocks off Allard.
That'sgoing to turn out the trigger-men. Likelifting astone and letting everything crawl out that wantsto
come.”

"Those boys have short-wave sets, t0o," commented Gancy. "Whilethey're driving, they'll be listeningin
on palice cdls. They'll be getting the dope on where Allard's been seen lagt.”



"Which meansthey'll get Allard. The copswon't be bothering them. They'll overhaul him firgt, the boys
will."

"And with Allard dead, the story we sold to Kurman won't ever be disputed.”

At the sedan, the confident pair was joined by the two detectives. Cleer decided to drive around, picking
up reports here and there. That suited the crooks. It meant they would still be with Kurman and Cleer
when Allard'sfinish came.

MEANWHILE, The Shadow wasforging into the preliminary difficulties that the law had so promptly
provided.

Through weaving methods, he managed to shake off the motor-cycle policeman; but he crossed the path
of aradio car that took up immediate chase. The Shadow knew exactly what that meant. Hislicense
number had been spotted, and a description of his car had gone withit.

There was only one course: to outdistance pursuit. He could do it with this big roadster. He had kept the
car in Miami for just such an emergency.

The Shadow doubled his course; shook clear of one police car and ran into apair of new pursuers. He
went northward to dodge them. Reaching to the dashboard, The Shadow tuned in hisradio.

He heard the calls that came from headquarters. Police cars were to block him off, forcing him toward
the Hialeah Race Track, which lay northwest. Police were at the municipa arport, which lay north of
Hideeh.

The chase was coming from the southeast. The northwest direction was atrap. Unquestionably, there
would be police in abundance aong Biscayne Boulevard, which veered northeast, aong Biscayne Bay.
That route was the No. 1 Highway, leading northward aong the Florida coast.

Therewas just one opening in the mesh. That would be abold risk; but one that pursuers would not
expect. That was why The Shadow resolved to takeit.

He reached Seventy-ninth Street, otherwise Everglades Avenue. Straight west was the way to Hiaeah.
The Shadow headed east. He was going straight for Biscayne Boulevard. There wasn't apolice car dong
that stretch.

Green lights at the boulevard. The Shadow kept straight across. He avoided the north, where the road
would be watched; aso the south, leading to the heart of Miami. Heading Straight east, The Shadow
drove for the Everglades Avenue Causeway, most northerly of the three crossings that went eastward to
Miami Beach.

Two miles across the causeway. The Shadow was unchalenged. He had picked the route that the police
had not yet closed. Soon, The Shadow was on the shore route, speeding northward. He was running
parald to Highway No. 1. After ten miles, he could cut over to that main highway.

As he neared his objective, The Shadow spotted lights from behind him. Other cars were keeping
doggedly to histrail, despite his high speed. There was awhispered laugh in the roadster's darkness. The
Shadow knew who the pursuers were.

The Y dlow Band had set a price on the head of Kent Allard. Thugs had picked up thetrail that the
police had logt.

ONCE on the main highway, The Shadow watched the speedometer closely. He was doing seventy-five



miles an hour. He a so checked the distance on the dashboard. He watched the clock until it showed
exactly eight. Thetrip had timed as The Shadow wanted it, dmost to the precise minute.

The Shadow had reached the outskirts of Hollywood, aresort twenty miles north of Miami. He had a
reason for choosing that town as a place to end the chase. At the town limits, he dowed the big car down
to thirty milesan hour.

A rakish car veered from behind. It whipped in front of the big roadster. The Shadow could tell by its
spurt just what the car intended. Brakes jammed. The touring car twisted crosswise in the highway, and
stopped with ajolt.

The move was to force one of two bad choices on Kent Allard. The dowing roadster would haveto
stop, to avoid collision; or swing to pass one end of the touring car.

Three other machines were closing in from behind. If The Shadow stopped, he would be between two
fires. If hetried to passthe touring car, its driver could shove forward or backward, to force the big
roadster off the road. Killerswould riddle the ditched car, if The Shadow took the second choice.

The Shadow rejected both.

Asthetouring car skewed to its hat, The Shadow pressed his accelerator to the floor board. The
roadster gave amammoth surge forward. A Juggernaut of doom, it bore down upon the thug-manned
touring car.

Hoodlums dived. Two were out when the crash came; another pair were trapped in their car. The
roadster, heavy-built and low-dung, demolished the touring car like papier-méché. Plowing through, it
|eft debris across the highway. Thugsin the remaining cars saw the roadster careen to take the first road
to theright.

Unmindful of the disaster that had overtaken the touring car, the other automobiles renewed the chase.
The first machine to swing the corner took the turn too speedily to avoid the fate that awaited it. The
Shadow had abandoned the roadster; lights out, it blocked the side road compl etely.

Theimpact wasterrific. A wholeload of mobsters were buried in new wreckage when their car smashed
into the big roadster. Two more cars were coming; thefirst, acoupé, stopped short. The second, a
sedan, was saved from acrash when itsdriver twisted it into asmall pametto jungle.

Away from the shine of the coupé's headlights, along figure swooped in from the Sde of theroad. A
swinging arm stroked through the open window. An automatic dedged the thug who sat on that side of
the car.

The driver spun as the door went open; he saw his companion topple out to the roadway. Then came a
surge of living blackness. The Shadow's fingers gripped the driver'sthroat.

The door on the left swung open. The driver was pitched clear. Hoodlumsin the sedan saw what had
happened; as they aimed for the coupé, The Shadow's two guns broke loose.

There was no answer to that withering fire. Asthugs sank wounded, their comrades dived for the
protection of the scrubby palmetto beside their ditched car.

The coupé shot backward, in reverse. It straightened asit hit the highway. The Shadow was off again,
manning a captured car, leaving astrew of magtered foemen in hiswake.

There was no departing laugh, to reved the identity of the superfighter. Pursuers had gone after Kent



Allard. They could bdlievethat it was Allard who had thwarted them. They would attribute their defegt to
Allard'sluck, plusthe desperation to which he had been driven.

The Y elow Band would accept that story. They would sill beignorant of the fact that The Shadow was
out to ruin their game of crime,

THE trip in the coupé was a short one. It soon became apparent why The Shadow had picked the
outskirts of Hollywood for his battleground. Near the center of the town, he | eft the captured coupé at a
parking lot; and stepped out into darkness.

As heléft the car, The Shadow took along aflat box that he had brought from hiswrecked roadster.

A section of alimited train from the North was pulling into the Hollywood station. Thetrain discharged a
dozen passengers. It took on one person- something unusual for that night train. None of the limited's
crew saw that passenger who stepped aboard for Miami. His garb was as black as the painted side of
the Pullman car that he entered.

The Shadow saw an empty drawing-room, its door open. He went in and closed the door behind him.
Asthetrain pulled from the station, The Shadow removed his cloak and hat. He studied the reflection of
Kent Allard in the narrow mirror.

A transformation began. From the flat box, The Shadow removed articles of make-up. He did not merely
disguise hisface; he built it into anew one.

The Shadow's new countenance was more fixed than Allard's. It had a masklike touch; the only point of
resemblance was a hawkish one. Even that differed to a degree where no onewould ever say that this
new visage looked like Allard's. Strolling from the drawing-room, this new personage walked through a
line of Pullmans until he cameto the lounge car. There, hiskeen eyes picked out aswarthy, stocky man
who was reading amagazine.

Stepping up, The Shadow spoke agreeting, in atone more leisurely than Allard's. The stocky man came
to hisfeet.

"Mr. Crangton!" he exclaimed. "Where did you come aboard?’

"At West PAm Beach," was Crangton's quiet reply. "I looked for you whilel wasin the diner.”
"l guess|'d finished dinner."

"Probably. Where do you intend to sop in Miami?"

Cardonadidn't know; so he was glad to receive Cranston's invitation to stay at the Hotel Tropicana.
Cranston remarked that they would go there by cab as soon as they reached Miami. He added that he
would explain the reasons for Cardonas trip, when they could discuss the matter in private.

Crangton's lips showed a dight smile when they uttered that statement. It occurred to The Shadow that
thearriva at the Hotel Tropicanamight produce some actud resultsin which Cardonawould figure. The
banquet there was finished by thistime. James Zunick would soon be attempting deeds of crime.

The Shadow was depending upon Harry Vincent to block those moves, for the present. Y et whether
Harry could entirely stave them was a doubtful matter. Even The Shadow had not forestalled the last two
crimes perpetrated by members of the Y élow Band.

The Shadow'slost hour was one that could not be regained even though he was again free to meet the



menace of the Ydlow Band.

CHAPTER XI1V. AT THE BANQUET.

WHILE The Shadow and Joe Cardonawere covering the last quarter hour of ther train ride into Miami,
Harry Vincent was Sitting at a banquet table in the Hotel Tropicana. Dinner was ended; Louis Marbler,
stout and genid, was calling upon guests for speeches.

Near Marbler was an empty chair-one that Harry knew had been reserved for Kent Allard. Harry was
puzzled because the guest of honor had not arrived. The Shadow had assured Harry that Allard would
be present.

All during the dinner, Harry had been noticing James Zunick, who was seated beside him. Zunick had
always affected a somewhat foreign air; to-night, he was putting it on to an absurd degree. For onething,
Zunick was wearing amonocle; and whenever he directed his attention anywhere, he carefully screwed
the glass beneath hisright eyebrow.

Harry had noticed some of the guests smiling at Zunick's foppish manner; but behind the sham, Harry
Saw a purpose.

Zunick's monocle had atinge of blue. The glass was serving him as the spectacles had helped Tony, the
croupier. Harry had heard the detail s of what had happened at the Casino El Dorado. Thefull detalls,
from The Shadow.

Zunick's position was the opposite of Tony's. The croupier had been amere accomplice, looking for
some member of the Y ellow Band in order to pass amessage. Zunick, one of the Y dlow Band, was
probably trying to identify a person who had sold out to the crooked organization.

That, as Harry analyzed it, was the only possible reason for the blue-tinged monocle.
Had Zunick spotted the man he wanted?

There was an unanswered question. Zunick had stared at so many personsthat Harry had found no one
todiminate.

The guests, two dozen in number, formed a distinguished group. There was not one man in the entire
group that Harry could have picked asacrimind.

The waiters were just the opposite.

Harry had counted eight of them, the head waiter included, and the whole |ot looked like thugs. There,
agan, it wasimpossibleto sngle out onein particular.

Harry'sfina conclusion was that the man Zunick wanted must be one of the guests. Thewaiters, in
Harry's opinion, were a cover-up crew, especialy hired for this occasion.

Among the guests at Marbler's table were four Cubans-dark-eyed, serious men, who courteoudy
apologized in Spanish when Marbler asked them to make speeches. One was introduced as Sefior Jose
Laflores, he said afew wordsin English, but that was all.

Marbler called upon other guests. An elderly American began along discussion on cane sugar as
contrasted to the beet product.

A few of the guests found occasion to stroll out while the elderly man was talking. The Cubans noticed it



and buzzed among themselves. Their headshakes showed that they had decided to st through the
speech; but one man changed his mind a short while later.

THAT man was Sefior Laflores. When two Americans wa ked from the banquet room, Laflores arose
and followed.

Zunick was speaking to Harry in an undertone, saying that the room was stuffy. He suggested that they
go out and get some fresh air; and Harry nodded hiswillingness. Then Zunick said:

"Wait until this old windbag gets through histak. We can go out while Marbler isleading the gpplause.”

The old windbag continued his oration. Sefior Laflores came back and smiled at the other Cubans when
he resumed his chair. Zunick waslooking longingly at the open door of the banquet room; Harry was
garing straight ahead. He saw something that suddenly interested him.

Two waiters were bringing in trays of cordids, to serve to the guests when the speech ended. What
captured Harry's eye was the color of thetiny cordia glasses. They were blue.

Harry did aside glance at Zunick; saw him il looking toward the door. Harry decided that he would
wait in the banquet room after Zunick went out.

The speech ended. The cordias were served. Harry took one of the glasses and turned to speak to
Zunick. Thefdlow had risen without waiting for Harry. He was on hisway to the door.

That suited The Shadow's agent. Instead of sipping the cordia, Harry downed it with one swallow.
Holding thelittle glass, he sudied it inthelight.

Harry's action was natura, even to the dight shift of his hand. He was helped by the fact that people were
risng from the tables. Harry arose with them, sill holding the cordid glass. Through it, he was noticing the
nearest guests.

Harry happened to view Sefior Laflores. The Cuban was attired in full evening clothes; across hiswhite
shirt front he had adark-red ribbon. 1t was evidently asign of some officid distinction; the other three
Cubans wore bands of the same deep maroon.

But there was a difference in the one that L aflores wore, when Harry saw it through the blue glass.

The band worn by Sefior Laflores turned yellow under such observation. The other bands merely
became purplish when the blue glassintervened.

Harry Vincent had found the man he wanted. He didn't care whether or not Zunick returned. Whatever
crime Zunick planned, Lafloreswould beinvolved in it. When Allard arrived, he could look for Zunick,
while Harry kept tabs on Laflores. A few wordswith Allard, and Harry could explain the situation.

The Cubans were moving toward the door, accompanied by Marbler. Harry followed. They stopped
outside the banquet room. Other guests were getting hats and coats from asmal cloakroom. There had
been an attendant on duty there; but he was gone.

Harry saw Laflores step aside and take aquick look into the cloakroom. He rejoined his companions,
smiling as he did so. It was odd, that peek by Laflores. None of the Cubans had hats and coatsin the
cloakroom. They were stopping here at the Tropicana, where Louis Marbler was aso aguest.

Marbler invited the Cubansto his suite. Harry heard them give their acceptance in Spanish. The group
started away; but one man stepped asideto light acigar. The man was Jose Laflores.



Harry moved out of sight, close to the door of the banquet room. He didn't want to go back in there,
because he could hear the head waiter talking over atelephone. It was better to chanceit, waiting in an
obscure corner opposite the cloakroom.

HARRY had not long to wait. Laflores came strolling back. The Cuban had kept an eye on the
cloakroom ever since he had let his companions go ahead. L aflores gave a side glance as he came; but
he failed to observe Harry. Once he reached the cloakroom, Laflores did a quick duck beyond the
counter. Harry saw him stoop out of sight. That was Harry's cue to follow.

Acrossthe counter, he saw Laflores again. The Cuban was reaching deep into a corner. He came up
gripping asmal satchd with both hands. Harry could hear the man draw a deep, satified breath.

Slipping hisright hand into his coat pocket, Harry gripped the handle of an automatic. He didn't intend to
draw the weapon unless L aflores started to pull one of hisown.

Lafloreswas gtill looking at the bag when he reached the open space beside the counter. He actualy
jostled Harry's shoulder before he redlized that some one was watching him. Lafloreslooked up quickly;
his dark eyes glared.

Keeping hisright hand in his pocket, Harry clamped hisleft upon the bag.

"Maybe you'd better open that bag,” remarked Harry. "I should like to know what it contains, Sefior
Laflores™

The Cuban understood English. Hislipstightened; his voice was harsh as he demanded:

"Y ou threaten me?"

"No," replied Harry. "I'm just curious, that'sal. Y ou can take my suggestion as arequest; unless-"
L aflores caught the significance of the pause.

"Unless| refuse” he completed. "1 understand. Suppose | do refuse?”

"Wemight leave it to the police.”

Laflores|et hislips show acontemptuous smile. He gripped the bag more tightly and tried to shove past
the counter. Harry blocked him.

L aflores darted aquick look past Harry's shoulder; gave a sudden wrench to the satchel. Instead of
shoving forward, he retreated in mad haste. Bag and all, he made a scrambling dive beneath the shelter of
the cloakroom counter.

The Cuban's quick look was directed toward the door of the banquet room. Harry turned; he saw that
the door had opened. Coming from that room was a squad of huskies-the thuggish waiters who had
served at the banquet.

Harry's guess was right. The bunch was a cover-up crew, working for the Y ellow Band.

The set-up looked obviousto Harry. Zunick had planted the satchel in the cloakroom. Laflores, wearing
aydlow band, was the man supposed to get the bag-load of loot. Maybe the satchel contained Dorsan's
wed th and Brullander's money, dong with new swag. Probably Laflores was afull-fledged member of
the Yelow Band.

The mob was here to get Harry, so that Laflores could get away. The Cuban had dived for cover so that



Harry would be the only target for the guns of the attacking crew. Those thoughts came as an
ingtantaneous flash; and with them, Harry saw an opportunity.

If he could get behind that counter and grapple with Laflores, it would be difficult shooting for the
gunners. Given luck, Harry might delay them long enough to stave off degth.

PLANKING hisleft hand on the counter, Harry vaulted it. Hisleap landed him squarely on Laflores,
who went sprawling, gill clutching the satchel. Harry came full about as he landed. Hisright hand was
coming from its pocket just as his head disappeared bel ow the counter.

Revolvers barked in unison. Bullets singed Harry's hair. Four quick shotswere dl that Harry fired in
return. With them, revolver blasts hated from the opposition. Harry thought that he had scored some

lucky hits.

He gave a sudden look over the counter. His foemen had spread; their lulled fire was atrick. Three came
surging, to grab Harry before he could duck away. Swinging hisarm, Harry warded off the murderous
flay of dugging gun hands.

Hauled from hisfeet, Harry was rolled across the counter, an open target for other thugs. He saw
revolvers swing to am; thought that his cause wasfinished. Then, with staring eyes, he saw theaiming
men turn.

In from the flank came a counterattack, produced by two unarmed arrivals who headed a squad of loya
hotel employees. Fists were the only weapons that the new fighters used; but they drove boldly into the
murderous crew.

In one glimpse, Harry recognized his rescuers. They were Lamont Cranston and Joe Cardona.
CHAPTER XV. THEFT DISCOVERED.

As Crangton, The Shadow still had the two automatics that he had carried as Allard; but he did not draw
the weapons. He and Cardona had heard the gun blasts as they entered the lobby of the Tropicana, and
were thefirst to dash to the scene. Reaching for a .45 as he siwung around the corner, The Shadow saw
that he did not need it.

He and Cardonawere squarely upon acluster of thugs, so close that grappling tactics were the best that
could be used. A punch to the jaw could spoil an enemy's aim better than a gunshot wound. Cranston
and Cardona proved that by the work that they performed.

Punches sent two hoodlums sprawling. Cardona gripped athird thug and forced the fellow's gun hand
upward. Cranston did even better. He hooked his left arm under athug's chin from in back. The wrench
not only parayzed the fdlow; it made hisarmsfling wide. Cranston's|eft hand plucked the thug's revolver
froman unyiddingfig.

One man had sprung clear. He was the leader of the crew; the crook who had posed as head waiter at
the banquet. He was at the door of the banquet room, aiming hisrevolver. He had aline on Joe Cardong;
beyond, an am for Harry Vincent.

The gunman heard a chalenged hiss, amost beside him. He swung to see Crangton, brandishing the
captured revolver. The crook thought that he could beat Cranston to the shot. Gun muzzles swung
toward each other, in a split-second race. Cranston's gained the edge.

Franticaly, the thug fired just as Cranston's revolver blazed. A bullet sped wide of Cranston's shoulder. It



was the only dug that the crooked head waiter dispatched. The rogue was dumping forward, hisgun
going from his grasp. The Shadow's bullet had found his heart.

Struggling with three mobsters who had held him as atarget, Harry Vincent managed to wrest free,
thanksto the aid of some bell boyswho legped in to grab the thugs. Losing Harry, the crookstried to
wrench from their new opponents, hoping to down them with bullets. The thugs never had achanceto
am.

Again, the combined strokes of Cranston and Cardona prevented daughter. Legping in together, the pair
downed the last three hoodlums. Cranston took care of two with long-armed dedges, using the captured
revolver as abludgeon. Cardona diminated the third with a series of well-directed punches that reded
the crook to the floor.

Half aminute later, three groggy, disarmed crooks were in the clutches of captors. Four more werelying
senseless, watched by aert bell hops. A house dick was ordering two portersto carry the dead head
waiter into the banquet room.

HARRY VINCENT wastoo breathless to explain matters to Cranston and Cardona. When it did come
to explanations, Harry wanted to give them to Cranston aone. He knew that the guise of Cranston was
one that The Shadow frequently used. For the present, Harry decided that silence was best.

Jose Lafloreswas il out of sight behind the counter. Huddled there, the Cuban was probably hoping
that Harry had been dain. If so, Laflores could count on a sneak-out later.

Moreover, some policemen had arrived. They were hearing Cardonas version of the fray; and it wasdl
to Harry's advantage. Joe was showing credentids, they impressed the Miami officers.

"We've heard of you, inspector,” said one policeman ™Y ou and your friend here sure handled those
mobbiesin first-class style! Well take ‘em down to headquarters. See you later, inspector.”

Before the officers could turn away, afigure popped up from behind the counter of the cloakroom. It
was Jose L afl ores; the Cuban was clutching the satchel. In English, Laflores shouted:

"Wait! Wait one minute, officers” Wild-eyed, Laflores studied the faces around him. He saw Harry. He
pointed excitedly.

"Arrest that man!" ordered Laflores. "Hetried to rob me!”
The cops looked incredulous when they heard the charge. Laflores became more excited.

"Arrest him!" heingsted. "Take usto Sefior Marbler, where my friends are. Look!" He tapped the
saichd. "Inthisbag, | have much money. Three hundred thousand dollars! That man made attempt to
ded it

"Let'slook inthe bag," growled a policeman. "This sounds fishy to me. Wefind afellow on the spot, and
you say he'sacrook. Let's have the bag."

"No, no!" Laflores clutched the satchel more desperately. "Not here. Take meto Senior Marbler. |
ingg!"

Before the police could decide one way or the other, new arrivals came. Detectives Kurman and Cleer
were on the job. They had heard of trouble at the Hotel Tropicana. With the detectives were their
companions of the evening, Wylett and Gancy.



Kurman and Cleer took charge. Laflores kept silent while others gave details. Kurman and Cleer were
pleased when they learned who Cardona was, they were aso impressed when Joe introduced them to
Crangton. Findly, they cameto Harry. It was Kurman who growled:

"What'syour verson of it?"

"| saw thisman come into the cloakroom.” Harry indicated Laflores. "He Started to sneak out with that
satchel, so | asked him what he was doing. The next thing, the waiters showed up with guns. Thisfelow
ducked behind the counter and left me on the spot.”

Laflores showed ascornful smile,

"The sefior haslied,” hetold Kurman. "Heis one crook himself! As| have said before, take meto see
Sefior Marbler. There, | can tell much more that you wish to know."

Kurman conferred with Cleer. The two decided that the Cuban's request was fair. Harry found achance
to whisper to Cranston:

"The band on the shirt front. It'syelow.”

Crangton gave adight nod. He knew what Harry meant. His eyes were studying that maroon-hued
ribbon. Knowing the secret of its hidden color, The Shadow was speculating upon its exact purpose. The
conclusionsthat The Shadow was forming differed from those that Harry had made.

THE group went up to Marbler's suite, to find the sugar magnate in conference with the other three
Cubans. All sprang to their feet when they saw Jose Laflores. Marbler asked Laflores:

"The money-isit safe?!

L aflores nodded as he exhibited the satchel. He explained what had happened. As Marbler listened, his
eyes became coldly fixed on Harry. In atone of denunciation, Marbler declared:

"Lafloresisright. Vincent isacrook!"
Harry stood dumfounded. He heard Marbler give reasons.

"These men"-Marbler indicated the Cubans-"came from Havanato buy an interest in one of my large
suger refineries. They are asyndicate; and Lafl ores was the man entrusted with their funds. He can tell
you therest.”

"I am very willing," spoke Laflores. ™Y ou see, sefiores, it was not wise that we should keep three
hundred thousand dollars with us, unguarded. So it was sent secretly to Miami. | arranged that a
messenger should bring it from the bank, to this hotel.

"The messenger came, guarded. During the banquet, | felt very surethat al waswell. So | went outside
and received the bag of money. The cloakroom was empty; so we stepped in there to make one quick
count of the money.

"The otherswent away. | wasaone. To mysdf, | asked: Why should | take this bag into a place where
there are many people? So | put the bag in a corner, hidden by some newspapers. | went back to join
the others.

"Soon, we al came from the banquet room. While my friends were gone ahead with Sefior Marbler, |
went to get the bag.”



Marbler and the Cubans gave their complete support of the story. Like Laflores, they considered Harry a
crook. It was Marbler who told Detective Kurman:

"Arrest Vincent! | prefer the charges. Hold him for attempted robbery.”
Cardonaturned to Cranston.

"l don't likethis," undertoned Joe. "Vincent isafriend of yours, Mr. Cranston. Y ou don't think he'sa
crook, do you?'

"Not for amoment,” was Crangton's cam reply. "Why don't you help him out, Cardona?’
"How? They've got acharge againgt him. | can't butt into it.”

Crangton's lips whispered something that Cardona barely heard. Joe started to shake his head; he
stopped abruptly. His eyes narrowed as he replied:

"Y ou might beright. It'sworth achance. Let me handleit, Mr. Cranston.”

KURMAN and Cleer had reached the door, with Harry a prisoner between them. Cardonacalled to
them to wait amoment. He had something he wanted to ask. The detectives brought Harry back.
Cardonaturned to Marbler.

"When | got here" said Joe, "1 found Vincent in what looked like areal jam. Maybe it was phony; but |
don't think so. Theresone point I'd like to clear up, with your permission.”

Marbler nodded agreement. Joe turned to Harry.

"Vincent, when did you first see that bag?'

"After Sefior Lafloreswent to get it," replied Harry, promptly. "He had picked it up when | first saw it."
"Did you take the bag from Sefior L aflores?”

"No. He kept tight hold of it."

Cardona nodded wisgly. Though he didn't know it, Joe was speaking for The Shadow. Perhaps that was
why he began to have more confidence as he continued. Cardonaturned to L aflores, questioned:

"Do you accept Vincent's statements, Sefior?”

"Of course," returned Laflores, with adry smile. "Infact, | am confident that Sefior Vincent could not
have seen the bag before that time.”

"Why not?"

"I happened to see Sefior Vincent when | returned to the banquet room. He did some things that were
curious. Heemptied acordid glass very quickly. Then he kept holding the little glass between hisfingers,
likethis™

Lafloresturned to the other Cubans and repeated his statement in Spanish. They nodded as they spoke
inreply. They had noticed Harry, aso.

"From thetimethat | went from the banquet room," assured Laflores, "I had the one eye on the
cloakroom. Sefior Vincent did not enter there. But why dl this?" Laflores shrugged. " Sefior Vincent



wanted to take the bag, even though he did not capture it.”

Cardonas expression was poker-faced. He was ready for the climax that Cranston had suggested.
Turning to Marbler, Cardona made a cool statement:

"Let them arrest Vincent. But make sure that your chargeisaclear one. Y ou are accusing Vincent of
attempting to stedl alarge sum of money. Approximately three hundred thousand dollars. Am | correct?!

"Correct,” snapped Marbler. "I charge Vincent with attempted theft of fundsinside that satchel!™

"Suppose’-Cardona eyed the satchel-"that | could prove that Vincent merely tried to take the bag; but
not the money. Would you drop dl chargesagaing him?"

"Of course," snapped Marbler. "But this argument isfoolish-"

"Not at dl," interrupted Cardona, with alook at Crangton. "1 am merdly ingsting that since Vincent is
accused of trying to steal three hundred thousand dollars, we should see the funds before he is actudly
arested.”

Marbler turned to Laflores, with the order: "Open the bag.”

L aflores set the satchel on achair. He unfastened the end catches and pressed the center latch. The
satchel sprang open. Lafloreslooked into it; hisface went white. With an inarticulate gargle, the Cuban
pulled out abulky wad of folded newspapers, which he promptly dropped to the floor.”

Except for that bundle of worthless stuffing, the Cuban's satchel was empty. Some one had placed the
folded newspapers as substitute for three hundred thousand dollars. Again, successful robbery had been
perpetrated in Miami.

JOE CARDONA looked toward Lamont Cranston. Joe admired the keenness with which Cranston had
guessed at hidden facts. It had been alucky guess, thought Cardong; just a pinch-hit to help Harry
Vincent out of ajam. But the guess had been aright one. That was what counted.

From hisangle, Cardona could not detect the burn that showed momentarily in Cranston's eyes. Had he
noticed that brief sparkle, Cardona might have realized that the brain of The Shadow lay behind those
eyes. Joe would have known then, that there had been no guesswork. He would have understood that
Crangton's suggestion was the result of sheer deduction.

Again, The Shadow had ferreted into the methods of the Y ellow Band.
CHAPTER XVI. SHIFTED BLAME.

THE loss of the three hundred thousand dollars was abombshell to every one present except Lamont
Cranston and possibly Joe Cardona. For afew minutes, it left Harry Vincent as dumfounded asthe rest.
Then the redl facts dawned on Harry.

That band acrossthe shirt front of Jose L aflores was not the token of an accomplice. It wasasign that
marked the man as the one who had charge of the syndicate's funds. Some spy had tipped off the Y dlow
Band to alot of information; but the crooks had needed to know which Cuban would have the money.

The band with the secret tinge of yellow had been planted on L aflores without his knowledge. It had
been subgtituted for the shirt decoration that Laflores usudly wore.

James Zunick had seen Laflores go out of the banquet room. Since Laflores had been gone only afew



minutes, Zunick had guessed that if the Cuban had received the money, he would have had to leave it
close at hand. That waswhy Zunick had strolled out so promptly. The first place where the crook looked
was the cloakroom; and he found the swag waiting for him.

Shrewdly, Zunick had left the satchdl, stuffing it with paper instead of the stolen money. Harry at last had
the right answer; but The Shadow had pieced the details previoudy, as perfectly asif he had witnessed
the crimeitsdf.

L afl ores was becoming coherent. He was answering questions put by Kurman and Cleer. Who could
have known that L aflores had the money? Laflores replied that there was one man; a Cuban named
Ramoras.

Who was Ramoras? He was a va et, who had come to Miami with the group; but had been sent back to
Havana, after recelving acablethat ardative wasill.

"That'sthe guy that gave the tip-off," decided Kurman. "Weve got to find him."

L aflores shook his head. Ramoras would be a hard man to find. There were plenty of placesin Cuba
where hunted criminals could hide. It would be better to seek the answer in Miami.

On hisshirt front, Laflores wore aclue to the answer. Harry saw immediately that the suspected valet
must have planted the tellta e ribbons with the evening clothes that belonged to L aflores.

Kurman called headquarters, to find out if any of the captured waiters had talked. They had; but what
they had told was very little. Brace Mothgart, the crooked head waiter who waskilled, had received a
telephone call soon after the banquet ended. He had called the crew together, to attack the cloakroom.

WHILE Kurman was repeating these facts, Cranston spoke to Cardona. It was Joe who provided the
statement that every one heard.

"That clearsthat much," asserted Cardona. "Brace was supposed to finish Laflores and clear out with the
satchel. That would have made it look as though the mob had snatched the swag. Vincent happened to
get intheroad.”

"Perhaps,”" put in Cranston, quietly, "Vincent was further involved than he supposed. His death may dso
have been designed.”

Cardona snatched up Cranston's added suggestion. Joe asked Harry:
"How did you happen to be at the banquet, Vincent?'

"I camewith afriend,” replied Harry.

"A chap named Zunick, who lives at my hotel, the Southern Plaza."

Kurman's eyes squinted from beneath the derby hat when the dick heard Zunick's name. He swung to
Wylett and Gancy, asking them if Zunick wasn't the fellow who had been out at Thexter's.

Both Wylett and Gancy were ready for the question. Both said yes, but added that Zunick was merely an
acquaintance.

Kurman looked a Cleer. Both found their old suspicionsreturning. They had linked Wylett and Gancy;
maybe the chain went farther, to Zunick. Cleer put some questionsto Harry:

"When did you last see Zunick?"



"Just after Sefior Laflores returned to the banquet room."
"Y ou mean Zunick went out right then?”’
"Yes. Right afterward.”

That settled the next move. Hot on the trail, Kurman and Cleer started out to find Zunick; and the rest
went with them, except for the prostrated Cubans.

They found Zunick at the Southern Plaza, playing bridge. The crook feigned amazement when he heard
why the law sought him; and he played hisinnocent part to perfection.

"The banquet was ended,” asserted Zunick. "That iswhy | |eft. Certainly, | stopped at the cloakroom; but
it was to pick out my hat, which happened to be on one of the nearest hooks.”

"That story don't go," retorted Detective Kurman. "Heré's what you did, Zunick. Y ou grabbed the dough
and did out by the side door. Y ou headed here; and after you stowed the swag, you called Brace
Mothgart-"

"Hold it right there," inserted Zunick. "Y ou say | caled the Tropicanafrom here? When wasit that the
cal was made there? How long after | had |eft?!

"Fifteen minutes" calculated Kurman. "Weve figured that right down to the dot. It was more than ten
minutes before the banquet room had cleared. Vincent heard Brace answer acal acouple of minutes
after that. Besdes"

ZUNICK tilted his head to deliver a pleased laugh. He was continuing his mirth when Detective Cleer
arrived to report that a search of Zunick's room had reveaed nothing. Zunick sobered, to explain the
reason for his laughter.

"When | came from the Tropicana," he stated, "I stopped in at the Cafe Occidental, only ahalf ablock
away. | met some friends there. We took a cab here.”

"Who were the friends?"

"These gentlemen.” Zunick indicated hisfellow bridge players. "'l waswith them within five minutes after |
left the banquet. They will testify asto the time. We took a cab, to come here. We have been together
ever ance.”

Kurman quizzed the three men. They gave their nameswillingly; and stated the exact time a which
Zunick had entered the Cafe Occidentd. It fitted with Zunick's statement. Zunick gave ashrug.

"You see?" he asked. "How could | have called thisfellow Mothgart? It would have been impossible.
Furthermore, these gentlemen will tell you that | had no bundle with me. | am sorry"'-he gave asuave
smile toward Cleer-"that you went to the trouble of searching my room. | haven't even been there.”

Kurman and Cleer looked degjected. Their whole theory had collapsed. Zunick couldn't have caled
Brace Mothgart. Histriple dlibi wastoo strong. Like Wylett and Gancy, the crook had covered himsdif.

True, he might have disposed of the swag within five minutes after leaving the Hotel Tropicana. But the
two men to whom he would logically have passed it were Wylett and Gancy. They had both been with
the Miami detectives during the entire evening.

The case was more perplexing to Harry Vincent than it was to Kurman and Cleer. The dicks had hoped



to find plenty on Zunick, to back up their old suppositions. Instead, they had found nothing; so they were
willing to look for another trail.

To Harry, however, the situation lacked explanation. Harry knew-from The Shadow-that Wylett and
Gancy were crooks. His own observation had told him that Zunick was the third member of the Y ellow
Band.

From that first night when the three had met at Thexter's, The Shadow had known them to be the lone
wolveswho brought in the wedlth that filled the coffers of the Y ellow Band. When Gancy had luckily put
acrossacrimeto follow Wylett's, The Shadow had waited for Zunick to stage the last.

He had planned a pay-off that the law would regp: Thefinish of the Y elow Band.

Instead, crooks were stronger than ever. They had proven their innocence to the satisfaction of the law.
Their hoard of wealth had vanished, with no clue to the spot where they had buried it. Again, the Yellow
Band stood triumphant.

HARRY heard Gancy taking to Kurman and Cleer. The very killer who had murdered Brullander dmost
in the presence of The Shadow! As secret spokesman for the Y ellow Band, Gancy was playing a
follow-up to the game of crime. He was offering atheory caculated to divert the law completely.

"l heard that Allard was supposed to be at the banquet,” remarked Gancy. ™Y ou want him for two other
crimes. He's the man that may know about thisone.

"Allard, eh?" blurted Kurman. " Say-do you think he could have doubled back to the Tropicana?'
"Not unlikely," replied Gancy. ™Y our man hunt hadn't produced him, the last we heard.”

"Allard would have had nerve enough to do it!" put in Cleer, warming to Gancy's suggestion. "He
mooched into other places. HE'sthe guy we want, al right!™

The detectives took time out to tell Cranston and Cardonaof Allard's flight.

His car had been found wrecked near Hollywood; but there was no proof that Allard had beenin it at the
time

The three crooks listened joyfully asthey heard the blame pile on Allard. Listening, Harry Vincent looked
toward Lamont Cranston. Harry knew that Cranston was The Shadow. He expected his chief to insert
comments that would shatter the law's misplaced theory.

Instead, Cranston stayed silent. He was nodding as though he accepted the common belief that Allard
was a crook. Cardona, impressed by Cranston's judgment, seemed equally convinced. That fact did not
escape the notice of the actual crooks.

The three members of the Y ellow Band knew that Detectives Kurman and Cleer were apprentices at the
art of investigating crime. But Inspector Joe Cardona, ace of the New Y ork force, was aharder man to
fool. They were confident that they had doneit.

There was a sequel, however, that the three men of crime would not have relished, had they witnessed it.
It came when Cranston and Cardona had returned to the Hotel Tropicana. Seated in Cranston'sroom,
Cardonainquired:

"Tell me, Mr. Crangton, why did you send for me? Did it have anything to do with what happened
to-night?1 haveahunchit did.”



"Y ou are probably right." replied Crangton, calmly. "I sent for you, Cardona, because | have learned that
The Shadow isin Miami."

"I thought s0," nodded Joe. "I dwaysfigured that you heard from The Shadow now and then. Wait,
though; what about thisfellow Allard? He's an explorer; you'vetraveled alot. Didn't you ever meet
him?'

"I know Allard quite well."
"And do you figure he could be a crook?!

"Quitethe contrary,” replied Cranston. "It strikes me, Cardona, that Allard has been purposdly thrust into
difficulty. That, in turn, makes me believe that you will soon hear from The Shadow.”

WHEN Cardonaleft, Cranston sat by the window, studying the lights of Miami asthey glittered againgt
the dark background of Biscayne Bay.

The Shadow was content that Allard should remain afugitive; that Cranston should seemingly play an
unimportant part. He had let Miami become a safe place for the members of the Y ellow Band, for the
present. Soon, that situation would be changed.

To aman, the crooks thought that tonight's crime had been their greatest success. They were wrong. It
had reveded the only fact that had thusfar eluded The Shadow. The master-deuth could see the way by
which disagter could be brought to the Y ellow Band.

The sinigter tone that whispered from the motionlesslips of Lamont Cranston was the laugh of The
Shadow.

CHAPTER XVII. CARDONA CONFERS.

THE next day's newspapers brought Joe Cardonainto the limelight. If anything, his part in the battle at
the Tropicanawas exaggerated. Cardona smiled as heread it. In any other city, theloca police would
have taken full credit for everything.

Not soin Miami. What Kurman and Cleer lacked in ability at solving crime, they made up in palicy.
Cardonawas a member of the "foreign legion,” and that made him a celebrity. Visiting police had done a
lot in the past to help Kurman and Cleer; and they wanted the same cooperation in the future. Boosts to
chaps like Joe Cardonawere aways helpful.

Regardiess of it, Cardonafet ared dedreto givetheloca dicksalift. He didn't envy the jobsthat
Kurman and Cleer held. Miami presented redl problemsfor the law. Every winter brought anew influx of
criminds, and most of them put on aswell front. It was atough assignment, picking out the phoniesfrom
alot of strangerswho all put on amillion-dollar pose.

The"foreign legion" was Smply the antidote to the poison. Since police from other citiesvigited here, why
shouldn't they help the cause? Every time they picked out a crook that they knew, they were merely
getting rid of arat that would be back in the home town later.

It was the next afternoon when Cardona regped the full value of his publicity. He received atelephone
cdl from Lyman Thexter. The wedlthy oil man introduced himsdlf over the wire and invited Cardona out
to dinner.

Joe accepted, and when Thexter asked that the visit be kept confidential, Cardona agreed to that a so.



There was only one person to whom Cardonamight have mentioned Thexter's cdll; that wasto Lamont
Cranston. But Cranston had taken attrip up to Palm Beach, so Cardona didn't have the chance.

It was nearly midnight when Cardonareturned from Thexter's pdatiad homein Miami Beach. Entering his
hotel room, Joe snapped the light switch. The lights didn't turn on, so Joe hunted for the nearest floor
lamp and pulled the cord.

A second later, Joe Cardonawas staring, rigid, his hand still on the lamp cord.

Just within the range of the lamp glow sat afigure shrouded in black. Cardona could not see the face
above the upturned cloak collar. All that he spied below the douch hat brim were burning eyes. That was
enough. Joe knew hisvistor.

The Shadow!

THOUGH he had met The Shadow before, Cardona could not shake the chill that crept over him. There
was something weird, incredible about The Shadow. Ever on the side of justice, The Shadow was an
unfailing friend-as Joe Cardona could testify from his own experience.

But it was uncanny to find The Shadow, waiting inside alocked room. No wonder plenty of crooks had
lost out with The Shadow, even when they had him covered with agun.

Those eyes, when they caught you right, fixed you so you couldn't budge an inch. Joe Cardona could fedl
the numbness dide down hisarms, right to thetips of hisfingers.

The Shadow moved his hand toward an empty chair. The spell was broken. Cardona gave anod of
greeting as he sat down. He noted, though, that his new position gave him no better view than before.
The Shadow had evidently placed the light just the way he wanted it.

"| thought maybe you'd be here," spoke Cardona. His voice felt dmost gpart from him. "'l didn't expect it
would be so soon, though. | wastold you werein Miami."

The Shadow's eyes remained fixed. His voice camein astrange whisper:

"Tdl about your vist with Thexter." Cardona stared. He hadn't figured that The Shadow would know
about that trip. He found hisvoice again.

"Thexter isworried," Cardona declared. "He says there have been some big crimeslately, and that he
may be next. Whoever has staged those jobsis till at large. So Thexter wants some red protection.

"He said held hiremeif he could. Since that was out, he wants me to recommend the right company of
private detectives. He says he's going to discourage the criminals from taking acrack at him."

Theword "criminds’ caught The Shadow's attention.

"Thexter's tatement,” declared The Shadow, "indicates that he does not regard Allard asthe crimind in
question.”

"He doesn't,” admitted Cardona, "athough he's not sure. He's got two reasons, so he says. Oneisthat
Allard isthe fellow who recommended that he talk to me. The other isthat Thexter doesn't figure these
local fellows-Kurman and Cleer-could be right on anything.”

"S0 you agreed with him.”

"Not quite. Only | fet likeit. Themore| think of it, theless| can figure Allard as a crook. But who else



could be?| don't know. Only-"
"Thexter asked you to study the Situation, and tell him if you formed any opinions.”

Cardona smiled. Again, The Shadow had caled the trick. Joe was beginning to understand why The
Shadow s0 often burrowed into the deegpest secrets of crime. It seemed that The Shadow could fathom

anything.

"HERE'Stheway | left it," explained Cardona "Thexter iswilling to do anything | suggest-not only for his
own protection, but to help bring criminalsto justice. He has a strong influence with the Miami authorities,
they'reanxiousto help him if hewantsit.

"Soif | get alead, it won't just fade out. Thexter will seeit right through. He'd rather see crime cracked
than haveto fill hishouse with acrowd of private detectives. That's why he wants meto dig into these
crimes. He says|'ve got the best rep of any police officid visiting Miami.

"Maybe he'sright. | didn't argueit. | told him I'd seewhat | could do; but, frankly, | don't know where to
begin. My only hunch is there may be an organized bunch instead of just one crook. Crime has popped
pretty fast in thistown."

Cardona settled back in his chair. He had told The Shadow everything, and he was ready for
suggestions. But Joe Cardona was not prepared for the series of revelations that were to come.

The Shadow drew asmdl table into the light. He pedled the glove from hisright hand. From his cloak, he
produced along envelope. As he opened the envelope, The Shadow stated:

"Thereisan organization behind the crimes. It isknown asthe Y dlow Band. That isaname, however,
that it would not be wiseto mention.”

Out of the envel ope came a yellow rubber band. The Shadow's long fingers placed it on the table.

"When James Dorsan was robbed,” declared The Shadow, "the murderer took packets of securities that
abribed secretary had marked. The clue to each of those packets was a yellow rubber band that
encircled it. Thisonewas found in Dorsan's hand. The police thought it avauelessclue.”

"A ydlow band!" exclaimed Cardona. "I heard about the case. Who wasit killed Dorsan?"

The words were out before Cardonaredized that the question might be one that The Shadow could not
answer. Instead, The Shadow immediately replied:

"Craig Wylett."

Cardonaremembered Wylett well enough. Thefdlow stood in pretty well with Kurman and Cleer, last
night. Just the way aclever crook would. Cardona saw The Shadow take a new object from the
envelope.

It was ablue cigar band.

"Felix Brullander was betrayed,” expressed The Shadow, in solemn tone, "by a croupier who was later
hushed by death. Thetraitor knew of a secret route to Brullander's office; also when the victim would
arrive there with alarge amount of money. The croupier wore these glasses.”

Reaching forward, The Shadow picked up the spectacles, with amotion for Cardonato put them on.
Cardonadid; he shut one eye so that he could peer through the only remaining glass.



"The croupier was looking for some one who displayed ayellow band," stated The Shadow. "He saw
this cigar band, and gave his message to the man who had it. The man who received the message
murdered Brullander, and robbed him."

Momentarily, The Shadow paused; then, without awaiting Cardona's question, he added:
"Thekiller was Rupert Gancy."

CARDONA was speechless. Through the blue lens, the cigar band had turned yellow. To Cardonas
ears had come the name of another man that he had met the night before. Both of Cardona's eyeswere
open again. They saw The Shadow extract along ribbon from the envel ope.

As The Shadow stretched the decoration, Cardonawas treated to aremarkableillusion.

With one eye, he saw that the band was a degp maroon in hue. The other eye, looking through the glass,
observed the color asyelow!

"Sefior Lafloreswore thisribbon,” informed The Shadow. "It was placed with his evening clothesby a
vaet who sold out to the Y ellow Band. It marked him as the man who had charge of the Cuban funds.
That wedlth was stolen by James Zunick."

Cardona could not doubt the facts that The Shadow had stated. With it dl, though, he saw alacking
factor.

Unsupported by further proof or testimony, these links were insufficient to convict the three men that The
Shadow had named. Joe saw the only answer.

The red movewould beto trap thetrio in new crime.

Cardona saw who could do it. Lyman Thexter was the man. If Thexter would be game enough to pose
asamark for criminds, instead of seeking a protection againgt them, he would be the magnet that would
draw the members of the Y dlow Band into amesh that they could not dip.

"If we show theseto Thexter," began Cardona, pointing to the clues-"that is, if | show them to him, he
will bewilling to-"

"No onewill seethese clues" interposed The Shadow. He was replacing the itemsin the envelope. "The
past must remain vague; the future, definite. Thereisabetter way.

The envel ope went beneath The Shadow's cloak; the broken spectacles were included, for Cardonahad
passed them acrossthe table.

"Follow the usud police procedure,” ordered The Shadow. "L ook into the affairs of every one who might
be a suspect. That is, give the impression that you have done so, without their knowledge. We want facts
concerning three men: Wylett, Gancy, Zunick.

"Get your information through New Y ork. | shdl provide additiona data. If necessary details are not
obtainable, they can be prepared, well enough to passingpection. Thisisnot acase at law. The object is
to impress Lyman Thexter; and to obtain the full cooperation of the Miami police.”

Cardona understood. His admiration was complete. This plan wasthefina proof of The Shadow's
genius. Joe could picture himself, armed with enough documents to stagger Kurman and Cleer. A
collection that would make them jump at the opportunity to trap the Y dlow Band.



But it would have to be through Thexter, in whatever manner Cardona advised. Otherwise, Joe could
threaten to tuck his case-book under his arm and take the train back to New Y ork. The records would
belong to Joe. He could set the terms.

Cardonawas sitting with eyes haf shut, expecting afurther statement from The Shadow. None cameto
interrupt Jo€'s reverie. Opening his eyes, Cardonalooked at the opposite chair. It was vacant.

To Cardonas ears came awhispered laugh, that might have issued from near the door. It faded; lingering
echoes whispered back that token of departure.

Joe Cardona knew the meaning of that find tone. When the time came, Joe would set the termsfor the
capture of the Y ellow Band. But with al the importance that his position would give him, Cardonawould
be speaking for some one other than himsdlf.

The actua trapping of the Y elow Band would be arranged by The Shadow.
CHAPTER XVIII. THE SHADOW'S PROXY.

CRIME vanished from Miami during the next week. The Y ellow Band had gorged the profitsthet it had
St out to get. Wylett, Gancy and Zunick were comfortably Stuated. They werein no hurry to divide their
pooled loot.

Kurman and Cleer, of course, took credit for crimes|ull. They labeled Allard as the supercrook who had
subsidized so many bands of Miami thugs. Since they hadn't caught Allard, theloca detectives bore
down on the hoodlums.

Northward travel hit anew high for that season, as mobbies took the hint and cleared out. The police
policy suited The Shadow. The Y elow Band would be crimped for trigger-men, later.

There was another timely detail. Kurman and Cleer were too busy rounding up riffraff to bother further
with Allard's Xincaservants. The Indians remained, unmolested, in their master's hotdl suite.

Meanwhile, Cardona spent most of histime at Thexter's. He was giving the millionaire persond
protection; and was aso making vague promises of future results. Cardona was doubtful, though, what
the results would be. Reports from New Y ork were meager. Joe left them for The Shadow, who
supplied duplicates of his own records, which were also sketchy.

Wylett-Gancy-Zunick. The three were canny. Wherever they had encountered individua trouble in the
pas, they had managed to wriggle out. Crime had never been fully proven against any one of them."”

The future looked pretty blank, as Cardona sized it-until, one afternoon, a package was ddlivered to
Joe's room, from The Shadow. In the flat bundle, Cardona found a scrapbook, its pagesfilled with
clippings, photos, police, reports and other materid.

The scrapbook dedlt with Wylett, Gancy and Zunick. All known facts were included; but they formed a
mere framework. To the actual data, The Shadow had added the finest collection of faked materid that it
had ever been Cardonas privilegeto view.

Everything was based on facts, so closely that it al looked red. The crooks themsalves would have been
stunned had they seen these documents. Confidentia reports from imaginary detective agencies,

doctored photographs that looked like rogues gdlery pictures; partia finger-print impressions,
supposedly found at certain scenes of crime; newspaper clippings that had never actually appeared in the
journalsto which they were attributed.



Although the faked evidence wouldn't hold in court, for Cardona’s purpose, however, the scrapbook
was just what he had wanted. It would impress Thexter when the millionaire saw it; and the effect would
be stupendous upon Kurman and Cleer.

With the scrapbook was an envel ope containing instructions from The Shadow. Cardonaread every
detail of the message; soon afterward, the inked writing faded. That was the way with communications
that came from The Shadow.

PURSUANT to thefirst ingtructions, Cardona called Miami police headquarters. He left word for
Kurman and Cleer to meet him at Thexter's home, at half past five. Wrapping up the scrapbook,
Cardonaput on his hat and started for aprdiminary vist with Thexter.

On theway, he stopped at the Seaboard station to buy aticket and Pullman reservation on the New
Y ork-Horidalimited that went north at nine-thirty that evening. The Shadow had ordered Cardonato
take the Seaboard instead of the Florida East Coast Railway, because a Seaboard train would be the
first to leave.

Once a Thexter's, Cardona began to prime the millionaire for the visit from the Miami detectives. Hetold
Thexter that he was ready to crack the case; but would haveto do it in hisown way.

Thexter knew what that meant. All week, Joe had been pointing out that the one way to catch a
crook-whether or not Allard was the man-would beto lure him to another fidd for crime.

Maybe there were severd init, Cardona had intimated. If there were, they'd have to do their own
covering thistime, with no mobbiesin Miami. If Thexter would consent to the use of hishome asatrap,
that would fix thingsfor the future. Cardona would guarantee that Kurman and Cleer would play ball.

Theidea had intrigued Thexter; and he liked it more than ever when Cardona made this new vist to tell
him that the time was at hand. Thexter wondered what information Cardona had in the package; but Joe
wouldn't open it until the others arrived. Such were The Shadow's instructions; and Cardona saw good
reason.

As Cardonaanalyzed it, aman in Thexter's position could easily begin to get jittery, when faced by an
actua meseting with agang of murderous criminals. The Shadow wanted Thexter coaxed along until he
had reached a point where he couldn't back out.

Kurman and Cleer arrived promptly at five-thirty. By that time, Thexter's curiosity had reached the
breaking point. In fact, he was so well sold on the matter, that Cardonalet him do the talking.

"INSPECTOR CARDONA has done some research,” explained Thexter. "He believes that he has
learned who is responsible for the desths of Dorsan and Brullander; also the robbery at the Tropicana.”

"We know that dready,” put in Kurman, bluntly. "Weve pinned it on Allard.”

"Cardonaintimates that there may be others,” inasted Thexter. "He has a plan regarding them. He wants
me to cooperate; and | have assured him that | shdll, to the last detail.”

"That'sdl right," volunteered Cleer, "but where do we comein?"

"Cardonawants your cooperation aso," declared Thexter. "He saysthat if you will follow thetermsashe
suppliesthem, he will step out and give you full credit for the capture.”

That suited the local deuths. They nodded their agreement; Cardona opened the package. His hand on
the scrapbook, Cardona eyed the listeners as he said:



"Three men areincriminated. Kent Allard is not one of them. The three are others whom you have met.
Craig Wylett, Rupert Gancy, James Zunick."

Kurman and Cleer exchanged grins. Thiswas old stuff; an ideathat they had rgected, long ago. It wasa
good laugh, to hear Cardona, the New Y ork ace, pick up their cast-off theories. Lyman Thexter showed
deep disappointment. He shook his head solemnly.

"Those men were proven innocent,” said Thexter. "Even |, with dl my worries, could not regard those
three with apprehension. Why, they have been guestsin thishouse! They have even cdled here, during
the past week!"

Cardonawas steady. He knew the part that he was playing. Joe was The Shadow's proxy. The Shadow
had entrusted him to see this matter through; and Joe was going to do it, the way the Shadow wanted.

"You said you'd work with me, Mr. Thexter," reminded Cardona. "1 know you'll remember that promise.
Asfor you fellows'-Joe eyed Kurman and Cleer-you're going to stick by what you said. | can prove
what I'vetold you. Take alook!"

WHEN Cardona started through the scrapbook, doubt faded from the faces of Kurman and Cleer. The
two gawked like apair of rural constables. Thexter stood leaning on the desk, staring at the recordsin
red amazemen.

"Say!" gaculated Kurman. "L ook at that dope on Wylett. HEd be tagged for aten-year stretch in San
Quentin, if he ever showed up in Cdifornia”

"He surewould," asserted Cardona. "He was engaged to that movie queen, just like heisto Dorsan's
daughter.”

"Then he busted the engagement,” put in Cleer, reading afaked clipping, "and the dame hasn't seen her
jewessince”

Pages crinkled as Cardona turned them. Photos of Rupert Gancy came on display. A neat composite job
was atrick photograph of Gancy at a baseball park, with a dour-faced man.

"World Series, 1932," remarked Cardona. "' Photo taken in Chicago. The fellow there with Gancy isthe
big-shot that staged the holdup of the Lakeside Nationa Bank. This picture was taken the day before.

"The big-shot isdoing astretch in Joliet pen. Funny thing, Gancy being apa of his. Here's dope from
New Orleans. Some of the stolen bank dough fluttered there, just after Gancy cameto town.”

Cardonaturned pagesto the next exhibit.

"See that newspaper photograph?’ questioned Joe. "'In the middle of that group isthe fake French count
who swindled alot of Boston blue bloods. He looks like James Zunick. Even to the monocle. Hereésa
photostat of the fake Frenchman's signature, with asample of Zunick'swriting that | picked up. Look
how they compare.”

Kurman turned to Cleer. With atilt of hisderby hat, the chunky dick shouted:
"Let'sgo! Well round up those threeinside an hour!”

"Wait aminute,” intervened Cardona. He produced hisrailroad ticket and laid it on Thexter's desk. Joe
began to wrap up the scrapbook. "I'm leaving at nine-thirty, for New Y ork. Thisbook goeswith me.
Y ou fdlowswill haveto dig up your own records.”



It was Kurman who growled: "I getit! Weve got to handleit your way. All right. Let's hear it."

"It will befor your own good," assured Cardona. "1've proven that these fellows are crooks. But you've
got to pin them here, in Miami. Otherwise, every crook in the country will have alaugh at your expense,
and at mine, too.

"Thesefdlowsknow Mr. Thexter. They know he has plenty of money. They'd liketo get it. All right, give
them a chanceto get started, right here, to-night. Let Mr. Thexter call them, and invite them to dinner.

"Y ou fellows can be on deck, in case trouble garts. If Mr. Thexter baits them right-and he can do
it-they'll say enough to give themsavesaway. If you go through with it, I'll leave this book for you, down
a headquarters, before | take my train.”

THE suggestion pleased both Kurman and Cleer. They took it up with Thexter, who smiled his
agreement. It was then that Kurman put the one question that bothered Cardona.

"Suppose,” said Kurman, "that these three birds don't accept the invitation to come here?"

Cardona's answer was not the one that he himsalf would have made. He fdlt that it shoved him far out on
thin ice, where the whole plan might collapse. Nevertheless, The Shadow had ordered a definite answer,
so0 Cardonagaveit.

"If any of the three refuse the invitation,” declared Cardona, "the scrapbook isyours. Mr. Thexter and |
will go to headquarters with you; well wait there until you've arrested thetrio.

"What'smore, I'll stay in Miami and help you solve the case. I've got afew hunches about those
robberies that were pulled in thistown. Maybe I'll make the prisonerstalk.”

Kurman and Cleer snapped up the proposition. They wanted Thexter to make the telephone calls at
once. Thexter did; and he used his most persuasive tone to presstheinvitations, afact that Cardona
gopreciated. Ganey firgt; then Wylett; finaly Zunick.

To Cardonas keen relish, every one of the three accepted. Smiling as he completed thefina call, Thexter
announced that all would arrive a half past Six.

With the scrapbook beneath his arm, Cardonaturned to Kurman and Cleer. He gave asideward gesture
with one hand to indicate that the rest of the work wastheirs.

When Joe Cardona reached his hotel room, he found a message from The Shadow. The opening
paragraph showed that The Shadow had taken it for granted that Cardona would arrange the trap. That
was amazing enough; but the paragraphs that came later evoked Joe's compl ete astonishment.

Likeamanin atrance, Joe Cardona stood looking from his hotel window toward the dusk above the
palm trees of Miami Beach. There, to-night, crooks would meet their Waterloo. It would be the finish of
the Ydlow Band.

Y et the disaster that awaited that evil organization wasfar greater than Joe Cardona had envisioned.
Only The Shadow could have foreseen the magnitude of the events that were to come.

CHAPTER X1 X. CROOKS COMBINE.

CARDONA had |eft the details of the trap to Kurman and Cleer. It didn't take the Miami detectiveslong
to arrangeit. So long as they went through with the game to areasonable degree, they could do the rest
when they received Cardona’s book of records.



Naturaly, crooks wouldn't try to wangle anything if they knew that the detectives were around; so the
dicks agreed that it was best to leave the meeting entirely to Thexter. After dinner, the millionaire could
bring his guestsinto his office and give them an opportunity to start some talk involving cash.

The best stunt, agreed Kurman and Cleer, would be for Thexter to |et the crooks get going on aswindle
scheme. If they built it up too far, Thexter could openly accuse them of attempted extortion and demand
their arrest. If that wouldn't work, the arrest could be based on the knowledge that Cardona had dug up
from the past.

Thexter was confident that he could bait the evil trio. He was abit worried, though, that he might overdo
it. From hisdesk chair, Thexter observed the push buttons on the wall beside the vault. He smiled an
idea.

"| shdl tell my secretariesthat | shal not need them to-night,” decided Thexter. "The vigtors, however,

will not know that. If | ring for asecretary, you will hear the call." He looked toward the detectives. "It
will beyour sgnd to come here."

"A good ides," agreed Kurman. "Only how will we know what's up?'
"Yeah," added Cleer. "Maybe you'll want usto just mosey in; or maybe you'll need usin ahurry.”
Thexter congdered that angle. He chose asmple solution.

"A single push of the button,” he said, "will mean that | suspect danger; because under such a
circumstance, it would be necessary for me to act with calm. Two or three quick pushes-impatient
oneswill tell that dl iswell.

"In either casg, | fed certain, there will be evidence for you when you arrive. If these crooks are as bold
asthey seemto be, it should be easy to draw them out. Leave that to me."

The detectives nodded. Kurman made aremark to Cleer:

"Thiswill make Cardonastrong for us. Don't forget that he's got some other ideas. Probably they don't
amount to much yet; but hell develop them. He's a bearcat for detail.”

It was nearly half past Six. Thexter suggested that the detectives eat in the kitchen; by hurrying through
their medl, they could be posted somewhere on the ground floor by the time Thexter and guests had
finished.

Kurman and Cleer welcomed the suggestion. They were gone when the doorbell announced the first of

Thexter'svigtors.

THE arriva was Zunick; and it wasn't long before Wylett arrived with Gancy. Dinner was served
immediately and al through the medl, Kurman and Cleer kept busy in the kitchen. Every time a servant
arrived from the dining room, the detectives had questions.

The reports were dways the same. Mr. Thexter was conversing with his guests on very trivia subjects.

When dessart went into the dining room, the detectives did a sneak out into the hal. They stationed
themselves behind the curtains of asmal side parlor, where they could hear Thexter's buzzer.

They saw Thexter and his guests stroll toward the office, smoking cigars asthey went past. Thexter was
walking with Gancy. Behind them, Wylett came with Zunick. The watchers saw Wyl ett whisper
something to Zunick-aremark that brought awise smile from the man who heard it.



Time dragged after that. Cleer edged impatiently from the curtains. Kurman pulled him back, with a
whisper:

"Stick here. WEll hear from Thexter."

"It don't strike meright,” returned Cleer. "Thexter ought to know how he stands by thistime. Besides, we
ought to know if those crooks brought anybody with them.”

"Who could they have brought? They'd be marked if any mobbies came aong. Wevetagged dl the
gorillasintown.”

"I know. Only that door over there makes me nervous.”

Kurman saw the door as Cleer pointed to it. It was adoor that led outside, from the end of a short hall.
There was avestibule beyond it, visible through a glass pane; but the space was absolutely dark.

"A swell spot for atrigger-man,” vouchsafed Cleer. "We ought to make sure there's nobody there.”
"Go ahead, then," said Kurman. "Only, take it easy. I'll cover from here.”

Cleer went. As he neared the door, he thought he saw it move, asif closing tighter. Cleer had his
revolver; he knew that Kurman was backing him. Opening the door quickly, Cleer edged to one Side,
poking his gun into the darkness. His tone was hoarse.

"Stick them up, whoever you are!™

There was no response except awarning growl from Kurman, back at the side room. Cleer shifted
through the vestibule; reached the outer door and found it locked. He poked about with his gun, trying to
probe al possible places. Finding nothing, he came out, to see Kurman beckon.

"Good thing you didn't use aflashlight,” said Kurman, when Cleer joined him. "Y ou were dumb enough
asit was! Somebody might have spotted a glim from one of the office windows."

"l didn't need aflashlight,” retorted Cleer. "I covered every inch in the dark. So we know nobody'sin
there. That'sthat.”

As Cleer spoke, amotion of the door belied his statement. Some onewas in the vestibule; aninvisible
observer, who had drawn himself into darkness at Cleer's approach. A hidden figure had silently avoided
Cleer'sclumsy search.

The Shadow was a secret visitor in Thexter's mansion. Alone, he had come to watch the developments
that he himsdlf had planned.

KURMAN and Cleer resumed their vigil. Their new wait was very short. A buzzer sounded suddenly in
the hall. Itsjabs were brisk, impatient ones, The dicks started forward. Again, Kurman held Cleer back.

"Takeit easy," whispered Kurman, asthey passed the vestibule. "Y ou know what those quick rings
mean. Thexter's sitting pretty. Shove that revolver into your pocket.”

Kurman's own hand was out of sight. He wasfixed to pull agun if he needed it. Cleer copied Kurman's
example.

They were at the office door. Cleer shoved it open and took along stride toward the desk where
Thexter was seated, with Gancy beside him. Stepping sdewise, Cleer turned about, to ook for the
others.



The dick's eyes stared Straight into agun muzzle, amed by Zunick. To theleft, Cleer saw Wylett step
forward from behind the door to poke arevolver againgt Kurman'sribs, just as the second detective
came through.

Hands came up; no chance to pull those revolversthat nestled uselesdy in coat pockets. Stupefied, the
detectives stared toward Thexter for an answer. It was then that they saw the millionaire's plight to be as
bad astheir own.

Gancy had Thexter covered benegath the desk. Rising, Gancy gave anudge that made Thexter lift his
arms. While Wylett and Zunick were plucking the useless revolvers from the pockets of the captured
dicks, Gancy came backing across the room, covering Thexter al the while.

When he reached the door, Gancy closed it without turning to watch what he did. He heard the click of
the latch; that was sufficient.

What Gancy did not notice was the action that followed his own. The knob turned behind Gancy's back.
While Gancy's body still covered it, the door inched inward. Through the crack peered akeen eye;
beneath it was the blackened muzzle of a45 autométic.

The door edge itsdlf blocked the light so that the crack was not visible when Gancy stepped away. Inthe
center of the room, Gancy stopped; he received nods from Wylett and Zunick, indicating that he wasto
be their spokesman. Contemptuous, the crook chuckled as he eyed the prisoners.

Again, the Y elow Band was on the verge of crime; thistime, three crooks were united in action. They
had turned Thexter'strap to their own advantage.

The very stuation that The Shadow had indirectly arranged was a scene that the Y éllow Band had
dominated.

S0, at lead, it appeared. But there was a difference that neither the captors nor their prisoners
recognized. A power stronger than the Y ellow Band was covering the very criminals who thought they
stood triumphant.

The Shadow, alone, was ready to bresk the game, the moment that any killer started a murderous move.
Unseen, his presence unsuspected, The Shadow held the bulge on the Y ellow Band.

CHAPTER XX. GATHERED SPOILS.

LOOKING about the room, Rupert Gancy finally centered his gaze on Lyman Thexter. Pleased at the
millionaire's strained position. Gancy snapped an order, as he indicated Kurman and Cleer:

"Tdk to themif you want to, Thexter."
Thexter licked hislips. In atone that showed atremolo, he stated:

"They suspected something. But | didn't know it until too late. | started to press the button, intending to
buzz it only once. They stopped me."

Before Thexter continued speaking, Gancy delivered an interjection.

"So that wasit?" he queried. " Say, it'slucky | jabbed that button a couple of times, theway | thought you
usudly did it. That's another surprise. The first"-he looked at Kurman and Cleer-"was when you clowns
walked in. We were ready to grab Thexter's secretaries.”



Vicioudy, Gancy swung across the desk to face Thexter, with the demand:
"Who started dl this? That New Y ork bull, Cardona? The guy you've had out here?!

Thexter nodded weakly. Gancy, his need for polish ended, wastalking in the fashion of aracketeer.
Wylett and Zunick, too, had lost their veneer. Wylett no longer looked the part of adeek society man,
while Zunick had dropped hisforeign pose. Such pretenses were no longer necessary in their business,

"Wefigured it was Cardona," stated Gancy, "while we were talking it over on the way out here. Before
we sent Zunick in ahead of us. The set-up looked phony, the three of us getting a hurry-up inviteto
dinner.

"That's why we had our eyes open. We knew you were wise to our racket, Thexter; but we saw we
could turn the tables on you. We can't get Cardona’-Gancy's tone was gritty-"because this town's gone
short on mobs. That meanswe're labeled; so our stunt will be another big job, right herel

"After that, well lam,” declared Gancy. Then, to Kurman and Cleer:

"Y ou dopeswon't have to worry. It wouldn't be worth while to croak a couple of stupes like you.
Unless"

Therewas arasped drawl to the word "unless’; with it, Gancy again faced Thexter.
"No," decided Gancy, "wewon't rub out those dumb dicks, unless you make usdo it, Thexter."
"1?" gasped Thexter. "1-how can | force you to murder?!

"We want to get into that big vault of yours," explained Gancy. "Y ou've got guts, Thexter, or you
wouldn't havetried to trap us. Y ou're the kind of fellow who could stand alot of heat before you spilled
that vault combination.

"We haven't got time to waste. So the threst we're giving you isthis:
Slip usthe combination, or it's curtains for Kurman and Cleer!"

THEXTER gared, wild-eyed. Helooked at the detectives. They were plaintive, even though they had
grit enough not to beg Thexter to comply.

Thexter controlled himself, enough to give defiance:
"Y ou wouldn't go through with it!"

"Wouldn't we, though?' snapped Gancy. "L ook them over, Thexter. Which one goes first-Kurman or
Cleer? Y ou see’-the killer's tone was one of bitter taunt-"we won't croak them both at once. Well let
you see how one looks, after we've bumped him!™

It wastoo much for Thexter. The millionaire buried hisface in his hands. Gancy waited. Thexter'seyes
came up. Quavering, the millionaire questioned:

"Y ou promise-that if | give you the combination-you-you won't-"

"There won't be anybody hurt,”" assured Gancy. "Provided that you answer afew questions, along with
it

Thexter reached timidly to adesk drawer, while Gancy kept him covered. He brought out asmall packet



of papersthat looked unimportant. From them, he extracted adip of paper.
"The combination,” said Thexter, dregarily.
While Wylett and Zunick kept control, Gancy opened the vaullt.

Bundles of currency, stacks of securities were prompt proof that here was chance for the greatest haull
that crooks could want. Pocketing his revolver, Gancy went eagerly through the bundleswith askill that
showed him an expert in choice.

He stacked piles of wedlth beside him; then brought the bundles to the desk, ahuge armload. To
Thexter, Gancy snapped:

"Y ou're not so bad off asyou might be. We got about half of all that Dorsan owned. All of Brullander's;
and the same with the Cubans. But you'll have alot left. Many of your securities are the sort of stuff that
can't be unloaded.

"Mogt of thislooksal right." Gancy eyed the swag that he had selected. "We're going to travel light,
though. So well make sure about it. Any of these bank notes listed? What about &l these securities?!

"I have no complete records,” replied Thexter. He had recovered some of hiscalm. "My secretaries may
have made some notations; but | don't think that-"

"WEell find out!"

Gancy began arapid search of desk drawers. He found afew papersthat interested him; he referred to
one when he looked over the swag. Shaking his head, Gancy stuffed the papersin his pocket. He
finished with the desk and started for the closet.

Thexter chewed hislips. Kurman saw it; so did Cleer. The millionaire managed to steady before either
Wylett or Zunick noticed him. They were busy covering the detectives.

Gancy rummaged through the closet, and stopped when he came to the highest shelf. He could just reach
it; and hisfingersfet nothing when they probed beyond the edge.

"You didn't cross us, Thexter," snapped Gancy, when he returned to the desk. " So ther€lll be no
shooting! Thisisthe stuff we want." He spread the swag that he had chosen; tossed one small, doubtful,
bundle back into the vault. "Y ou'll pardon us, while we make our divvy."

RAPIDLY, Gancy divided the currency and securitiesinto three big hegps. Kurman and Cleer gaped,
despite their predicament. At their lowest estimate, the crooks were getting away with haf amillion
dollars. Stocks and bank notes fairly glared with thousand-dollar markings.

"All done," declared Gancy, "except for this."

Hepulled alargeroll of adhesive plaster from his pocket, tore off astrip and plastered it over Thexter's
mouth. The millionaire plopped back into his chair; Gancy yanked him from it and forced him face
downward on the floor. Y anking out the wire of afloor lamp, Gancy used it to bind Thexter'sarms
behind him.

Thejob took only half the wire. Taking big scissors from the desk, Gancy clipped off the rest and used
the new supply of wireto tie Thexter's ankles.

Kurman was next. Gancy applied the plaster to hislips and used another floor-lamp wire to bind the



detective in the same fashion as Thexter. When he cameto Cleer, Gancy chuckled:
"Were out of floor lamps. But thiswill do better."

He clipped the long extension cord from the telephone, cutting it short at both ends. Snipping it in haf, he
used the insulated wire for Cleer's bonds. While he was tying the last prisoner, Gancy added a comment.

"Sometimes," he said, "smart guys manage to knock atelephone off its stand and dia the operator with
their noses. That won't help in this case. The telephone wire's gone.”

"Good stuff, Gancy," commented Wylett, coolly, "only I'd like to have used that telephone. | wanted to
cal up Ethel Dorsan and take her dong with me. Where I'm going, it won't hurt if she hearswhat
happened-if she ever does.”

"Y ou can cal her from my room,” suggested Zunick. "'I'm going to stop there to pack.”

"I'll drop you fellows at the Southern Plaza, since that'sthe case,” said Gancy. "I'min abigger hurry. |
won't be ableto wait."

The crooks were busy bundling their shares of swag. Gancy used afat briefcase that hefound in
Thexter's closet. Wylett made a neat, square-shaped package out of some wrapping paper that had been
addressed to Thexter; he carefully saw to it that the writing was on the insde.

Zunick emptied two metal boxes that were in the vault. He packed hisloot and placed one box upon the
other, to wrap them in newspaper.

All thewhile, Thexter watched the process a ong with Kurman and Cleer. Gancy saw the three men
garing helplesdy from the floor. He laughed as he placed his hand upon the wall switch.

"Thanksfor giving the hep an evening off," mocked Gancy. "Lights out next; and you won't mind if we
lock the door and take the key. We'd rather have people think you're out.”

"You'l deep better, too,” added Wylett. " Somebody will find you in the morning.”

"And it won't matter to us, by that time," finished Zunick. "So don't get headaches, staying awake to think
about us."

THE lights snapped off, Gancy opened the door and motioned the others out into the halway. He locked
the door behind him. Stealing along with their big bundles, the evil three took the vestibule route that led
outsde.

Oddly, there was no watcher who saw them go. The Shadow had deserted his post at the office door;
that waswhy Gancy had found it latched when he opened it. Nor was the Shadow in hisformer lurking
spot, that darkened vestibule that the crooks chose as their route.

Instead of blocking the departure, The Shadow had for some reason let these criminds carry away their
spail's unmolested. It seemed that The Shadow had withdrawn from his purpose, once he was sure that
robbery, not murder, was intended.

It was a paradox; but such odd changes of plans were deceiving when The Shadow used them. His shift
of action did not mean that The Shadow had abandoned a chosen quest.

On the contrary, it seemed to hold an opposite significance. Chances were that The Shadow had not yet
finished with the Y ellow Band.



CHAPTER XXI. THREE IN A ROW.

RUPERT GANCY ddivered abasso chuckle when he sat donein his deek sedan outsde the entrance
of the Southern Plaza, back in Miami. Hispasin crime were going up the hotel steps, each carrying a
separate bundle. Gancy's own share of swag was on the seat beside him.

Lessthan one hundred and eighty miles away was Tampa; held make the Gulf coast city soon after
midnight, the way this car could travel.

They'd never locate Gancy in Tampa. He had the right sort of hide-out there, with some Spanish friends
who would serve aslookouts. There were placesto go from Tampa. Plenty of them; and somewhere
aong theline, Gancy would head for Old Mexico.

No need to stop at the hotel. L et the luggage stay there. Gancy's route would be right out Eighth Strest,
to dtrike the Tamiami Trail. He was picturing that open highway, built for the speed that his car could
make, at the moment when he dammed the front door shut.

There was an odd echo to the dam of that car door. It came from the left Side of the sedan, in back, as
though arear door had shut aong with the front one.

Gancy didn't noticeit. The only echoes he was thinking of were the ones that the motor would make as
the speedy car thrummed across the Forida peninsula

It took Gancy just half ablock to redlize that he had missed something. Coldness chilled avertebrajust
above his coat collar. A hand from the inner darkness of the sedan had pressed a gun mouth against
Gancy's neck. The chill from the automatic was warm; however, compared to the shiversthat avoice
Ccreated.

"Stop beside the curb! At the cigar store on the left!”

Gancy couldn't believe that human lips had voiced that sentence. It camewith sinister sihilance, likea
tone from an outer sphere of space. Gancy's hands froze on the steering whed. It was as though the
voice-not hisown strength-impelled him to crossto the left-side curb. Mechanically, Gancy's right foot
pressed the break pedal to screech the big car to a halt.

The voice of The Shadow!

Gancy recognized the tone, athough he had never heard it. Every man of crime knew of The Shadow;
and Gancy was no exception. He knew, too, that The Shadow arrived in unexpected places. The very
impossibility of The Shadow's presence wasits most potent factor.

STIFFENED in the stopped ear, Gancy tried to believe that imagination caused that cold spot on his
neck. He heard the voice no longer; but its order throbbed through his brain. Maybe it wasimagination;
but Gancy wanted to get over the shock.

A man was stepping from the cigar store. Stocky of build, he approached the halted car with quick
gride. Gancy scarcely noticed him. The crook still felt the chill of muzzle stedl. The man from the
sidewak opened the door on Gancy's | eft, gave a sharp order:

"Shove over!"

Pressure from the gun muzzle was stronger than the newcomer's spoken order. Still staring straight
ahead. Gancy shifted to the right. The stocky man climbed in beside him. Hands moved toward Gancy's
wrists. There was pressure on those wrists; aclick. But Gancy barely noticed it. He felt sudden elation,



for The Shadow's gun had, moved away.

Imagination, after dl. It couldn't have been The Shadow, thought Gancy. The Shadow wouldn't have let
him go. But who was this lug who had stepped into the car; the stocky fellow at the whedl, who was
darting to shove the gear shift?

Gancy darted a hand toward his gun pocket. His hand was anchored. Gancy stared into the glow of the
dashlight; for thefirgt time, he remembered the clamp that he had scarcdly felt. Around hiswrigts, the
crook saw the glimmer of handcuffs. Helooked quickly at the face of the man who had applied the
bracelets.

Gancy recognized Joe Cardona.

Tensdly, the crook tried to shove away the briefcase that had did to the floor. Cardona reached down
and picked up the fat bagload of swag. With aheave, the New Y ork ace flipped the briefcase into the
rear seat. Gancy stared after it; apassing street lamp showed the rear seat devoid of any living occupant.

The Shadow had gone; but Gancy had not profited. The crook was a helpless prisoner in the capable
hands of Joe Cardona

"Settle back," cautioned Cardona. "We're driving around awhile, so you can cool off. A nice bus, this.
Too bad youwon't bedriving it again.”

UNAWARE of the fate that had awaited Gancy, the two other criminals had reached Zunick's hotel
room. There, Wylett was making atelephone call to Ethel Dorsan. His message was brief.

"Take adrive down to the city yacht basin, Ethel," suggested Wylett. "I'll meet you there. Don't tell any
one where you're going, though. | have ared surprisefor you."

With afew minutesto spare, Wylett lighted a cigarette. He puffed steadily until he had amost finished it.
Picking up hiswrapped package, he gave awaveto Zunick.

"Happy landings, Jm," said Wylett, "I've got to grab a cab and meet the girl friend.”

James Zunick smiled when Wylett had |eft. He didn't care what plans his pas had. Hiswere the best. He
knew of aplanethat wasleaving for Cubain half an hour. A quick flight would land him in Havana. There
he would contact Ramoras, the valet who had sold out Jose L aflores. Nobody would ever locate Zunick
in the places that Ramoras could take him.

Picking up hisheavy pair of swag-laden boxes, Zunick turned toward the door. Blackness glided across
thefloor. The crook stared asit disappeared. Where had that moving streak come from?

Zunick couldn't figureit. It wasn't his own shadow. But it couldn't have belonged to any one se. Why
wadte time bothering about it? A delay might mean that he would miss the plane. Zunick reached for the
cord of the floor lamp, the only light that illuminated the room.

Thelight went out as his fingers touched the cord. Zunick delivered asurprised grunt. That was odd. He
hadn't pulled the cord. What had happened to the lamp?

In the darkness, Zunick remembered that the wall socket was on the other side of the room. Maybe the
connection had come loose. That was asensible answer; but it didn't tell what had loosened the
connection. The room chilled Zunick. Something waswrong in here. He didn't likeit. Shakily, he groped
toward the door, al the while trying to down an increasing sensation that he was not aone.



His grip on the doorknob nerved him; only for an instant. What followed shattered dl the false courage
that the crook had mustered. From somewhere in the room came a sound-a whispered token of another
presence. It was an eerie laugh; sibilant, unredl. It seemed that the walswereflinging it in Zunick's ears.

Repressed, that mirth was ghosily. It froze James Zunick. Asthe tone died, the crook tugged the
doorknob. The door resisted; then snapped open. The laugh came again-low, weird, yet audible. The
laugh of aghost!

The thought gave Zunick the right answer.

It was the laugh of The Shadow! The master-foe of crimedom wasin thisvery room! Bullets couldn't find
aghogt; but they could clip The Shadow.

There was one way to do it: get to cover and drill shotsal through the room. Trust to luck to wound The
Shadow with a chance bullet. Then make for that Havana plane, before police arrived to learn what the
shooting was about.

THE hallway offered Zunick the cover that he wanted; but the direction of hisam would be toward the
darkened room. That was why the crook spun about as he sprang into the corridor. Hisleft arm clung to
the swag boxes, while hisright hand yanked arevolver.

Zunick never pressed that gun trigger; nor did he retain the heavy bundle that he had brought from
Thexter's.

From each sde stepped a stawart foeman. Hands with the fed of stone clutched Zunick. Hisrevolver
was plucked away; the swag went from his grasp. Armswrenched behind him, Zunick doubled
backward, looking up to the faces of his captors.

Hewasin the grip of Allard's Xincas. Their faces were as cold as those stone images. When Zunick
sagged between them, the two Indians dragged him aong like afigure of straw, down aremote stairway,
totheoutsdeair.

There they placed Zunick in the rear seat of a car that was obscured beneath arow of palm trees. The
Xincas were awaiting some one. James Zunick and his swag waited with them.

DOWN by the tree-spread walks near the city yacht basin, Craig Wylett met Ethel Dorsan. They waked
toward adock, where Ethel saw atrim cabin cruiser moored.

"Thisisthe surprise,”" smiled Wylett. " Step aboard and see my new boat.”

Ethel was enthusiagtic. Wylett showed her to acompact cabin, that was tastefully furnished. Hewas
dangling the keys of Ethdl's coupé; he had casudly taken them when the girl stepped from her car.

"We'releaving for the Bahamas," informed Wylett. "1 know of anidand there, where no onewill ever find
us. Together, Ethdl, we can forget the world, with its past misfortunes-"

There was too much suavity in Wylett'stone. Ethel's eyes showed startlement. Wylett's smooth reference
to the past gave her a sudden suspicion. Wylett saw it; he whipped arevolver from his pocket.

"Stand where you arel" hetold the girl. "Y ou're going with me, quietly! We're heaving off indgde of five
minutes. I'm sending aman to seeto it that your car will be found along way from whereyou left it.”

Shuffling sounds from the deck told that the boat's crew had come from quarters, and was preparing to
cast off. Wylett turned dightly, to open the cabin door and call the man he needed. For the moment, his



gun no longer covered Ethdl.

Out from acurtained closet sprang an attacker who clamped Wylett's gun and tossed it to the floor. The
crook locked in ahand-to-hand fight with aman he recognized. It was Harry Vincent, posted here by
The Shadow's order.

Harry had the edge in that flaying struggle; but Wylett managed to prolong thefight. Ethel couldn't find the
revolver; it had skidded deep beneath a bunk. Wylett's hoarse shout was heard above. Crew members
were starting for the cabin to aid him.

Then, on deck, came a counter attack. A swift-moving figure had reached the pier. It was The Shadow,
here from Zunick's, where he had finished that crook's capture within ten minutes after Wylett's
departure.

A whir of blackness, The Shadow landed amid the quartet of huskiesthat served as Wylett's boat crew.
They saw their adversary as he landed, but they were too late to stem the attack. A swinging automatic
thudded one rowdy to the deck.

A second husky, springing in, met a punch that was aready on its way from The Shadow's other fist. The
fellow bounced back like arubber ball that had hit astone wall. Hitting therail, he went over backward
and thwacked the water with aflat splash.

Twigting, The Shadow wasin upon the last pair. He hoisted one man in atitanic grip, asif to fling him at
the other. With abackward heave, he sent the struggling man over his shoulder, propelled in along
sprawled dive. That rowdy cleared the other rail head foremost. Another smacking splash resounded.

Wylett's last henchman saw abig gun muzzle swing toward him. Thefdlow didn't wait. He sorang for the
rail of hisown volition and dived over it. Hitting the water, he struck out for the shore.

SPRINGING to the cabin door, The Shadow flung inward. He stopped, till in the outer darkness.

Harry had driven home a powerful punch. Wylett was sagging, groggy. The Shadow stepped back, while
Harry spoke to Ethel. He watched the two lift Wylett between them and start the battered crook up to
the deck.

They were taking Wylett to the coupé; that was in accord with The Shadow's ingtructionsto Harry. The
shrouded being watched the procession reach the shore. He saw Wyl ett shoved aboard the car. Ethel
took the whed; Harry remained on theright, with Wylett dumped between them.

From the darkness outside the little cabin came a strange, low-toned laugh. 1t was uncanny, that mirth,
for it seemed to issue from aboard a boat that looked entirely deserted.

The laugh of The Shadow! It reviewed the actions of the past. It foretold more events that were soon to
come.

CHAPTER XXII. THE BAND UNITED.

How long the bound men had lain in Thexter's darkened office, not one of them could tell. They had
come to the conclusion, though, that the parting words of crooks had been correct. This plight would last
until morning. All had given up hope of being rescued earlier.

Then, amid that melancholy stillness, came anew sound. Some one was trying the door of the prison
room. After that, there were voices that sounded puzzled at first. Findly, keysweretried in thelock. One
key worked it.



The door came open. Thelights glared on. Staring upward from the floor, the bound men saw three
rescuers. Two were Thexter's secretaries; Carling and Neshitt; but it was obvious that they had not
thought of thisrescue. They were taking orders from a person who accompanied them.

Thethird arrival was Kent Allard.

Camly, efficiently, Allard unbound Thexter while the secretaries were rleasing Kurman and Cleer. While
thus engaged, Allard quietly explained hisreturn to Miami.

"| called Cardonaby long distance," said Allard. "That waslast night. He told me that he had found the
redl culprits, so | started for Miami. Cardonawasn't a his hotel, so | telephoned here.

"The operator could get no answer.” Allard turned to Thexter, who had settled weskly in hischair. "So |
camein person and findly roused your secretaries from upgairs.”

Thexter nodded his gratitude. Allard had negtly removed the adhesive plaster from the millionaireslips.
After afew long breaths, Thexter pointed to the vault and gasped out the names of the pilferers. Heaso
detailed how the trio had managed their robbery.

Kurman and Cleer were free. They yanked the tape that covered their mouths.

"We've got to work quick!" asserted Kurman. He pointed to a desk clock. "Those thugs have gotten
away to atwo-hour start!"

"I'll call headquarters,”" added Cleer. "Well send out names and descriptions.”

Kurman waited while Cleer clattered with the telephone. Both were too excited to remember that it had
no wire. Thexter wastoo dumped to care. Allard observed it, and turned to the secretaries with a helpful
suggestion.

"Why not check on what ismissng?' he queried. "Doesn't Mr. Thexter have aledger, in which you copy
dl theligshegivesyou?'

"Of course!" exclamed Carling. He started for the closet. "I'll get it. We keep it on the top shdlf.”

"It will tell everything," said Neshitt. "Mr. Thexter dwayslists the numbers of large bank notes, aswell as
his securities. We copy them every day.”

Thexter had come back to life. He, too, had remembered the ledger. His enthusiasm was unrestrained.

"| thought of that big book!" hetold Kurman and Cleer. "Believe me, my heart was thumping when
Gancy looked in the closet. | was afraid that he would find it!"

CARLING had the ledger. He spread it on the desk. Neshitt began to give the listing of the wealth that
the crooks had not taken. From those, the secretaries would soon be able to check off the swag that was
actudly gone.

"Thisthing'sdead!" exclaimed Cleer suddenly, referring to the telephone. "I'd forgotten that the wire was

"Let'sgo, then,” sngpped Kurman. "We can't waste time here.”

"You will havethelids, shortly," remarked Allard, pointing to the working secretaries. "Why not wait until
then?'



Kurman shook hishead; so did Cleer. It would take ten minutes, maybe fifteen, before the lisiswere
complete. They moved toward the door. Thistime, Allard blocked them.

"You must wait," heinformed. "1 have somered newsfor you."

Heturned, gave alow cdl in a strange tongue. The sound must have penetrated to the outside, for soon
there was a clumping sound from the direction of the vestibule. Into the office came the Xincas, between
them, afatering man whose heavy footsteps had made the thumps.

Lyman Thexter stared across his desk to see James Zunick. The crook was saggy; his sdlow face had
become very pale. Allard spoke. The Xincas pushed Zunick into the astonished hands of Kurman and
Cleer.

A moment later, the dicks came to their senses. They raced to get handcuffs on the prisoner. Cleer won
out.

Disappointed, Kurman shoved his own handcuffs back into his pocket. He rubbed his bald head; redlized
for thefirgt time that he didn't have his hat. Kurman saw the derby on top of afloor lamp, where one of
the crooks had placed it. He clamped the hat on his head.

"My servants must have suspected thisfellow," expressed Allard. "Uncanny, the way they are sometimes.
They went to hishotel and took him. They kept him for me; so | brought him here.”

The Xincas delivered Zunick's swag. Kurman yanked open one box; Cleer the other. They found the
boxes stuffed with stolen goods. Zunick's spoils were intact. But before the detectives or Thexter could
recover from that surprise, anew one came.

More footsteps. Harry Vincent arrived, bringing Craig Wylett. With agrin at Cleer, Kurman took the
privilege of dipping bracelets on the second prisoner. It was Harry who explained the capture, ina
fashion that The Shadow had ordered.

"l saw Wylett comeinto my hotel with Zunick," said Harry. "When Wylett went out, he was carrying a
big package that he had brought in with him. It didn't look right, so | followed him. He put the package
aboard a boat; then went to meet Miss Dorsan.

"| stepped on the boat ahead of him and went into the cabin. Wyl ett threatened the girl withagun, so
seppedintoit.”

"What about the package?' demanded Kurman.
"I brought it dong," replied Harry. "It'sin the back of MissDorsan'scar."
"Get it!" exclamed Cleer. "It'sfull of swag, too!"

Harry went out and returned with the package. The dicks opened it, found Wylett's share of the swag.
They passed the wrapping to Thexter, who nodded.

Theinside of the paper bore the millionaire's name and address. It was the same wrapping paper that
Wylett had used to make the bundle.

A VOICE spoke from the door. Thexter stared in new amazement; Kurman and Cleer did the same.
They saw Joe Cardona, with Rupert Gancy. The crook was handcuffed; Joe was prodding him with a
revolver.



In hisleft hand, the New Y ork ace held the briefcase that Gancy had taken from Thexter's closet. Joe
handed it to Kurman.

Out camethe third crook's spoils, while Cardonatold how he had run into Gancy. Joe had decided to
stay over in Miami. Coming out of acigar store, he had seen a car stopped at the curb, with Gancy iniit.

Cardonadidn't tell why he had happened to go into that cigar store. Like Harry and the Xincas, Joe had
received atelephone call from The Shadow, telling him whereto be.

Cardona supposed that Allard had been cdled by The Shadow; not merely to become an aid, but to
clear himsdlf of chargesagaingt him.

The Y dlow Band was again united, thanks to The Shadow's methods. There was something e se, though,
that was due. Something that Cardona had not forgotten. The Shadow had told Cardonato stay here,
and had given him areason for it.

Though Cardona hadn't grasped the full idea, it meant that he had atask to complete, so heintended to
go through with it. In fact, it was better that Cardona did not know what was due to follow. If he had, he
might have spoiled it by becoming overzealous.

One more stroke was necessary to clinch the victory over the Y ellow Band. The Shadow had foreseen
that need.

CHAPTER XXIII1. FINAL TRIUMPH.

I'T was Harry Vincent who promptly decided that he was no longer needed. Harry, too, wasfollowing
ingtructions from The Shadow. Harry offered to take Ethel Dorsan to her home, and the girl accepted the
invitation.

Kent Allard decided to go also. He shook hands with Thexter and Cardona; gave anod to hisformer
pursuers, Kurman and Cleer. Followed by hisfaithful Xincas, Allard departed.

Carling and Neshitt were gill busy with the ledger. Thexter remarked that their work was no longer
necessary. Bundling the heaps of wedlth that had been recovered from the crooks, Thexter told the
secretariesto stack it in the vaullt.

It was time for Cardona's suggestion.
"Hold it," said Joe. Y ou've got the records. Why not make sure that everything tallies?!

"Hardly necessary,” assured Thexter. "We identified the boxes, the wrapping paper, the briefcase. | have
estimated that the full amount of stolen wedthishere”

"Weve got to clinch this case," remonstrated Cardona. "When it comes to court, you can't just tetify that
these fellows took some of the stuff from your vault. Smart lawyerswill want you to tdl just what they
took.

"I'm going through that ledger book, because it lists the works. WEl have every security named, and the
number of every bank note. No shyster will laugh that off. Y ou fellows cdl off the stuff that was
stolen”-Joe turned to Carling and Neshitt-"while | check it in the ledger.”

Carling began with the securities. Neshitt started to call off the numbers of bank notesthat werein series.
Cardona studied the ledger narrowly; he held up his hand.



"Wait aminute," he said. "None of that Stuff islisted here! According to these records, it can't be the
same-"

"It isthe same!™ The interruption was rasped. Cardona stared toward Lyman Thexter. "The same that
was stolen; but not recorded!™

Thexter had brought abig revolver from the desk drawer. He had shifted his position to get aline on
three men he wanted to cover: Cardona, Kurman and Cleer. Thexter's secretaries, though they weren't in
his game, were no help to the law. Thexter had purposely chosen apair of weaklingsfor secretaries.

"Thefirst man that moves," said Thexter, "getsdrilled! All right"-he looked toward the three handcuffed
crooks-"let them haveit!"

Thexter'sface was demonic. In speaking to Wylett, Gancy and Zunick, he was not addressing enemies.
Those three were his associates. Lyman Thexter was the real man behind crime and murder. He was the
master of the Y ellow Band!

FACES agleam, the three crooks raised their manacled hands above their heads. Each had ahelpless
victim that he intended to dug down, using heavy handcuffs as a bludgeon. Wylett wastaking Cleer;
Zunick was picking Kurman.

Gancy, most powerful of thetrio, had chosen Cardona.

All that the threatened men needed was a break; something that would cause a drift of Thexter's gun,
away from them. If that came, they could turn in timeto ward off the dugging blows. Carling and Neshitt
were too scared to provide the needed aid.

Neverthdess, the break arrived.

A fierce laugh toned from the door. Strident mockery hurled chalengeto Thexter'sears. The
master-crook could not stand heedless of that gibe.

Thexter swung, glaring, to am at an unexpected foeman. The big-shot saw The Shadow, raising an
automatic to meet the swing of Thexter'sown gun.

The wegpons mouthed flame. The roars were s multaneous. Both guns were property aimed. Therewas
adifference though, in the shifts of the marksmen who fired.

The Shadow'sfigure faded, outward beyond the door, even before his automeatic furnished its recail.
Thexter, eager to down his cloaked opponent, lunged forward as he pressed the trigger.

The Shadow'stwist took him wide of Thexter's fire. The crook's bullet zimmed through space, where
The Shadow's form had been. Thexter's case wasjust the opposite. The Shadow's aim was for Thexter's
gum arm. The magter of the Y dlow Band thrust his body into the bullet's path.

Lyman Thexter crumpled on the desk top. Cardona and the detectives saw him flounder; they jumped
around to struggle with the crooks who threatened them. Cardona, powerful in apinch, stopped Gancy's
heavy swing with astout arm-thrust. He landed a hard fist on the thug's unprotected chin.

Cleer, tdl and limber, gave his stooped shoulders a high lift. His head went above and away from
Wylett's swing. The blow jolted Cleer's shoulder. A moment later, the dick had recovered from the jar.
He had Wylett by the throat.

Kurman managed to sow Zunick's hard stroke; but not enough to stop it. The blow landed, hard enough



to crack an unprotected skull. Kurman, however, had protection. It was his derby hat. The handcuffs
ruined the head-piece in which Kurman took such pride; but the crushed hat saved its owner.

The broken blow wasn't enough to sop Kurman. Hewalowed in a Zunick and hammered the fellow
hard againgt thewall.

Lyman Thexter, succumbing to amortal wound, looked up with alast fading gaze. The master of the
Y dlow Band saw the complete suppression of the three henchmen who had served him in his murderous
quest for mammoth wedth.

From the doorway trailed a solemn laugh; it was mirthless, like aknell. When men looked toward the
spot, they saw only the dimness of the half-darkened hall beyond. The Shadow was gone.

I'T was Joe Cardonawho told the details to Lamont Cranston, when the tall globe-trotter dropped in to
seehim later.

Seated beside the floor lamp in his hotel room, Cardona explained how The Shadow had contacted him.
Hetold, dso, how he had followed The Shadow'singtructions, which included alonger stay in Miami, to
provide the last deed that had exposed Lyman Thexter.

"The Shadow must have watched it from the start,” affirmed Cardona. ""He suspected Wylett of killing
Dorsan; and he saw the fellow meet up with Gancy and Zunick a Thexter's. So he watched both of
them.

"Gancy managed to get Brullander; and, asluck had it, he might have passed the swag along to Zunick.
So The Shadow kept hard on Zunick. How Zunick managed to rob Jose Laflores, | don't know, unless
The Shadow let him.

"But the trail stopped with Zunick. He didn't have the swag; he couldn't have passed it to either Wylett or
Gancy, because they weretied up with Kurman and Cleer, dl that evening. That"- Joe was positivein his
statement-"is when The Shadow knew for sure that there was another man init. Onewho held dl the
swag. The biggest crook in the game.

Cranston was nodding. He seemed to agree with al that Cardona said. Joe continued.

"Zunick met some friends at the Cafe Occidenta,” remembered Joe Cardona. "That was hisalibi. It
happens, though, that Thexter was dining there, too. His car was outside. All Zunick had to do was stow
theswag init, for Thexter.

"It fitted right with the way The Shadow had it, when he saw Thexter asthe big-shot. The crooks
unloaded direct to Thexter. Wylett left Dorsan's Stuff out there, the night of the party. Gancy took
Brullander's dough there. Only Gancy fiddled around awhile, fird, just to make Thexter look stronger.”

Crangton had a question. He smiled as he asked it.
"Why didn't The Shadow send you straight out to Thexter's, to expose the crook in thefirst place?”

Cardonahad ahunch that Cranston aready knew the answer; nevertheless, he went through with a
reply.

"The Shadow fixed everything with that case-book," explained Cardona. "Even Thexter thought it proved
plenty againgt his pas. They were threatened with arrest; the only thing for them to do was clear out. But
Thexter was holding their sharesfor them.



"Thexter's place was to be the trap. His game was to stay; and keep on putting up afront, because he
wasn't sugpected. So he saw-like The Shadow figured he would-that he could handle two stunts at
once.

"Onewasto give histhree henchmen their divvy. The other wasto strengthen his position. A fake
robbery would do it; Thexter had been thinking of one al aong. He was ready for it. His books showed
it. Hed been absorbing stolen stuff like Dorsan's securities and Brullander's money.

But the shares that were to go to the others were faked in the books. So when Thexter passed over the
money that belonged to his pas, he could account for his own affairs through what seemed to be
legitimate transactions™

JOE'S story wastold. He found himsalf shaking hands with Cranston asthe visitor stood at the door.
Cranston's manner was one of congratulation. That fact made Cardonanod to himsdlf, after Cranston
left. Joe was convinced that Cranston was The Shadow.

What Cardonadid not know, was that The Shadow himself had tried to convey that impression.
Already, The Shadow was on hisway to discard the guise of Lamont Cranston and again become Kent
Allard.

No longer was Allard under doubt. The Shadow had cleared his own status when he had ended the
existence of the Yelow Band.

THEEND
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