THE SEALED BOX
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," Decenber 1, 1937.

Wthin the seal ed box was the key to a baffling nystery - and bl ood woul d
run before The Shadow grasped its secret!

CHAPTER |
HAND OF DOOM

THE silence of a sultry night lay over the old mansion. Dimlights from
the wi ndows were feeble against that outside bl ackness. Set far back fromthe
street, the house was isolated amd the clusters of trees that girded the
spaci ous | awn.

The mansi on seened strangely renote, despite the fact that it was | ocated
in the suburbs of Southbury, a city that had nearly one hundred thousand
i nhabitants. The only feature that offset the shrouded aspect of the house was
the circling ray of an airway beacon that topped a nei ghboring sl ope.

Every half mnute, that beam suddenly revealed a tall |ine of Lonbardy
popl ars; sweeping along the row of ghostly trees, it flashed a glinpse of the
mansi on's gray-stone wall.

Wthin the house was a nel ancholy front hall, that absorbed nost of the
light fromtwo wall brackets. The hall merged into the darkness of a broad
stairway; and all was bl ack above, except when the passing glare revealed a
short stretch of landing near a side w ndow, just past the head of the stairs.

A whitish figure appeared at the top of the stairway, to hover there,
ghost -1 ke.

The beacon's gleamslid past. It showed the figure to be a girl, attired
i n nightgown and |ight kinmono. There was a flash of a charm ng, rounded face,
framed agai nst dark hair that hung over sl ender shoul ders. Dark eyes sparkled
anxi ously, small |ips showed a tw nge of consternation as the girl shrank back
i nto darkness.

The |ight passed; she started down the stairs. Her slippers produced a
slight clatter, that nmade the girl pause. By the time the beacon gave its next
flash of the vacant hall above, the girl's slippers were off. Her bare feet
made no sound as she stole to the bottomof the stairs.

Crossing the dimhall, the girl reached a deep-set door. Her |ight hand
turned the knob. Pressing the door gently inward, the girl peered into a room
where two nen were seated.

One was white-haired; his kindly, deep-lined face was known to every one
i n Sout hbury. He was Richard Wiilton, owner of this mansion. VWilton was
esteenmed for his philanthropy. Wthin the past two years, he had distributed a
fortune anong the poor of his home city.

Wiilton's visitor was a m ddl e-aged man, tall, brisk of manner, despite
his heavy build. H's eyes had a clear, steady gaze that went well with the
firm
set of his long-jawed chin. He, too, was well known in Southbury. He was Jamnes
Bel ver, chanpion of reform a man of action who had driven crooked politicians
fromthe city.

"I SAY that | have a gift for Southbury," declared Wilton, speaking
dryly, fromacross his desk. "This time, Belver, it is not mere noney. |
i ntend
to produce evidence that will expose the naster grafter who gouged mllions
from



this city!"

"That is inpossible, Wilton!" exclainmed Belver, his tone an enphatic
basso. "Only one man knew who the hidden rogue was; and that man is dead."

"You refer to Mayor Dyl an," nodded Wiilton. "Hi s suicide, of course,
ended
the trail. But Dylan left a witten confession; in it, he nmentioned a certain
seal ed box -"

"Stanped with his own official seal," added Bel ver, "and contai ning
docunents that would incrimnate the master-crook we seek. Unfortunately,

Dyl an' s house was ransacked by the crinminal hinself. Al Dylan's official
property was stolen. The seal ed box nust have been taken at that tine."

For answer, Wilton opened a desk drawer. He produced a flattish, black
nmetal box, tightly bound with twisted wire. The ends of the wire net on the
center of the lid. There, Belver saw a thick circle of red wax, that bore the
imprint of an official seal

"Dylan's own seal!" exclained Belver. "The one that was never found. The
box is intact -"

"Whi ch neans," put in Wilton, "that it is the one mentioned in Dylan's
confession. One of his relatives found the box and sent it to nme. To-norrow,
Bel ver, | want you to nane a commttee of nmen qualified to open this box and
make the contents public.”

"Why not give the box to our present mayor? Or to the chief of police?"

"You can nanme them on your committee, Belver. But | prefer to have you
see
that the facts are made public. You have just bought the Daily Enterprise; the
power and prestige of the press is sonething to be considered.™

Bel ver nodded. He could visualize the huge sensation that this news woul d
create in Southbury. But he was eager as he eyed the box; that was why he
guest i oned:

"Why not formthe comittee tonight?"

VWi | t on pondered; then, slowy, he gave his expl anation

"I have a nysterious friend," said Wilton, "who calls hinmself The
Shadow.

He ai ded me once in the past, when crine threatened. | have notified The
Shadow

that | have | earned sonething concerning the exposure of another crinme, that I
may need his cooperation in trapping the master-crimnal. | expect a visit
from

him to-night."

Bel ver's cl ear eyes showed wonderment. Whilton noted it; with a smle, he
assured his friend that The Shadow was an actual personage, although Wilton
admtted that he did not know the nysterious being' s identity.

Bel ver was inpressed. As he arose fromhis deep chair, he expressed his
willingness to be ready in the norning. He was considering names of men for
hi s
conmittee, when a sudden thought occurred to him He questioned:

"Does any one el se know that you have received this box?"

"My niece, Eunice." Wiilton was referring to the girl who still stood,
unnoti ced, outside the study door. "I showed her the box and told her what it
was. Eunice can be trusted.”

"What about the servants?"

"They know not hing." Wilton paused; then added: "It happens, though
t hat
Ruf us Vosgl e was here this evening."

“I'n this roon?" demanded Bel ver, anxiously. "Were he could see the
seal ed
box?"

"Vosgl e was here," admitted Belver. "Alone, for a few mnutes, while we
were finishing dinner. Afterward, | talked with him-"

"But where was the box during that tine?"



"I'n the desk drawer, all the while."

"Was the drawer unl ocked?"

"Yes. | renenber that, because | opened the drawer after Vosgle had gone.
That was when | showed the box to Eunice."

BELVER paced the floor. Hs |lips were conpressed, as though hol di ng back
sone statenent. VWilton sawit.
"I know you do not approve of Vosgle," said the old man. "Nor do |

Belver. | must admit, though, that |I have always found himto be a conpetent
attorney. He is the best lawer in this city."
"Certainly," agreed Belver, "if you call the smartest the best. Plenty of

crooks have found Vosgle a good | awer. That's why they hire himto defend
them™

"I know it. To-day, | would never choose Vosgle as a counselor. It sinply
happens that he was nmy attorney before he went into crimnal practice.
Ethically, he had a right to do so. He and | have argued the point, often."

Bel ver shook hi s head.

"Perhaps | am prejudiced,” he admitted. "I cannot tolerate crinme in any
form If | were a lawer, | would never defend a crimnminal. Sonmehow, | fee
t hat
a | awyer who does so should be branded as a crook hinself. But since you trust
Vosgle, | amsatisfied."

Bel ver shook hands with Wilton. Eunice took that opportunity to slide
away fromthe door. She was on the stairs when her uncle and his visitor cane
out through the hall. When the big front door closed, Wilton went back to his
study, without a glance toward the second fl oor

Stealing upstairs to her room Eunice reached the other side of the
house.

She heard the rhythm of Belver's snooth-nptored car. She watched the
taillights
twi nkle as the big machine rolled fromthe driveway.

After that, stillness and gl oomwere conplete. Not even the flickers of
t he airway beacon were visible fromthe side of the house where the girl's
room
was | ocat ed.

BELOW Richard Whilton sat, troubled, at his desk. In front of himlay
t he
seal ed box, its black surface shiny beneath the desk |lanp. He pictured two
nen.

Wi | ton saw what this box could nean to each

James Bel ver, the reforner, who had acconplished everything except the
capture of the man who had managed evil. Rufus Vosgle, whose | aw practice had
thrived during those days when graft and corruption were ranpant.

To Bel ver, the opening of the box would be the final triunph of a |Iong,
har d- f ought cause. To Vosgle, it mght nmean disaster; the revel ati on of sone
nane that the | awer already knew, but wanted to keep dark

Woul d Vosgl e throw over one interest, to protect another? Wuld he, an
attorney, pry into the affairs of a client like Wilton, if the defense of
somne
crimnal lay at stake?

VWi lton feared that he woul d. The recollection that Vosgle had been al one
inthis room wth access to the seal ed box, was a nenory that brought beads
of
perspiration to the aged philanthropist's brow He hoped that The Shadow s
arrival would not be | ong del ayed.

The Shadow woul d conme by air. Wth that thought, Wiilton turned off the
lights, all except the small, shaded |anp on the desk. He went to the w ndow;



rai sed the shade, to breathe the confortable air. It had been very hot in the
study, with the shades drawn.

Wi lton stood at the wi ndow, while the beacon |ight revolved, lashing its
stream of light through the poplars.

Just as the rays were again streaking toward him Wilton heard the thrum
of a distant motor. A plane was guiding by the beacon, to nake a |l anding at an
airport a few mles beyond.

The passing |ight showed Wiilton's snile, as he stepped back fromthe
wi ndow. The ol d phil ant hropi st was turning toward his desk, confident that The
Shadow woul d soon be with him There was a stir outside the w ndow, that
Whilton did not hear. A crouching figure arose, just as the light of the
beacon
passed. The sill was low, the lurker cautious, as well as powerful. He cane
over
the edge and into the roomw thout Whilton hearing him

Wil ton had senses keener than his ears. Just as he reached his desk, he
gai ned the inpression that he was not al one. He wheeled; in the gloomhe saw a
face that he recognized. An instant later, a springing assailant was upon him

A gunshot sounded; deep beneath Whilton's coat, the report was al npst
conpletely muffled. That one shot was sufficient. The assail ant had shoved the
revol ver nmuzzl e against Wilton's heart. The old man sl unped fromthe
mur derer's grasp

The revol ver was pocketed. Two hands canme beneath the desk |anp, grasped
t he seal ed box that Wilton had fought to guard. Turning, the killer sprang
qui ckly toward the w ndow, vaulted through. He was running, huddl ed | ow behind
a hedge, when the beacon light again arrived.

Al that the passing brilliance showed was the floor of the study, on a
i ne between the wi ndow and the desk. There, bathed in the instantaneous gl ow,
lay the body of Richard Wiilton, face upward. A killer had done his evil work,
to carry away the seal ed box as a trophy.

That nurderer was fortunate. He had acconplished his deed of death before
the arrival of The Shadow.

CHAPTER |
THE LONE CLUE

WTH N fifteen mnutes after the nurder of Richard Wilton, a bl ocky,
beefy-faced man arrived at the Southbury city hall. The arrival was Police
Chief Mulley, mainspring of the Iaw in Southbury.

VWhen he reached his office, Miulley found Janes Bel ver awaiting himthere.
The police chief was apol ogeti c when he spoke to the reforner.

"Sorry to keep you waiting, M. Belver. | was notified that you had cone
here; but | was out at the Cairo Club."

"Quite all right, Chief Miulley. I amglad, though, that you have arrived.
| have a matter so inmportant that it cannot be del ayed."

"If it's about the Cairo Cub," began Miull ey, "we can't do much about the
pl ace. There's sone bad-I| ooki ng eggs hangi ng around that joint, but we've got
nothing on them As for that blond dane, Theda Myrenz, she was cleared of the
bl ackmai| charge -"

Bel ver's inpatient headshake told Mull ey that he was on the wong track
The police chief decided to listen

"Only twenty mnutes ago," explained Belver, in a deep, tense tone, "I
talked with Richard Wiilton. He has just acquired the seal ed box nentioned in
Dyl an's confession."

Mul I ey stood dunfounded. He couldn't believe Belver's statenent. The
seal ed box had | ong been given up as a | ost cause.

"Whilton wants to hold the box until to-norrow, " continued Bel ver. "But
there are others who know that he has it. One, in particular, is Rufus



Vosgl e. "

The police chief showed a savage gl are.

"Vosgl e knows a | ot of crooks," he growed. "It was himthat got Theda
Morenz out of her jam You' ve got to watch who you pinch in this town, just on
account of Vosgle."

Grabbi ng the tel ephone, the chief put in a call. Belver heard himorder a
squad of plain-clothes nen for i mediate duty.

"You apparently agree with my opinion, chief," declared Belver. "Whilton
shoul d be protected while he has that box in his possession. At the sane tineg,
it would not be right to enter his grounds, or to disturb him He spoke to ne
in confidence, when he showed ne the seal ed box."

"We' || be careful,"” promsed Miulley. "You and | can drive around the
pl ace
inm car. If everything's all right, 1'll post the men clear outside the
grounds. "

EVERYTHI NG was not all right at Wilton's; but that fact was al ready
recogni zed, while Belver and the police chief were in conference. The city
hal
was a full ten mnutes' driving distance fromWilton's mansion; and events
wer e
due before Belver could arrive with the police.

The sweepi ng beacon showed the |ine of poplars, notionless; below it
reveal ed bl ackness, nothing else. Yet there was a stir in that darkness, the
monent that the light had flashed away. A tall, cloaked figure was noving
i nvi sibly through the night.

The Shadow, arriving fromthe airport, had spied the lifted shade at the
wi ndow of Whilton's study. The beacon |ight had shown the interior of a
seem ngly enpty room Yet that room judging fromthe appearance of the house,
was the only place where Wilton would | ogically be.

The Shadow reached the house wall. Entering over the lowsill, he saw why
the room had | ooked deserted. Wilton's body was conspi cuous on the floor; the
bl oodstain on the nurdered man's shirt front told its own story.

By the glow of the desk | anp, The Shadow studied the body. He shifted
with
each arrival of the beacon light, so that his own shape was al ways bl ended
with
some bl ackness. After that inspection, The Shadow went to the desk, to nmake a
search there

Hi s exam nation produced nothing of value, until he returned again to
Whilton's body. Lifting the dead wei ght easily. The Shadow peered al ong the
fl oor beneath. He saw a glimer; his gloved hand was pronpt to pick up the
object, just as he settled the body back in place.

Swi ngi ng away fromthe arriving beacon |light, The Shadow crouched beyond
t he desk, to examine the one clue that he had gai ned.

The object was a gold coin, of Spanish nmintage. Its ordinary val ue was
about ten dollars; but the date showed that the coin was nore than a hundred
years old. In excellent condition, the gold piece probably had a high
col l ector's val ue.

It was possible that the coin had dropped from Wilton's vest pocket
during the struggle; but it was just as likely that the murderer had lost it.
Because of the |ast-naned prospect, The Shadow pl aced the coin in a pocket
beneat h his cl oak

Ri chard Wilton had requested The Shadow s visit to Southbury, with the
prom se that he would all ow the cl oaked investigator full leeway in a certain
matter that concerned crine. Wiilton's death, itself, was a matter for
i nvestigation. The Shadow was taking over that case, as a prelimnary step to
t he subject that Wilton had nmentioned but had not specified in detail



THE di mred |ights of an autonobile were noving slowy along the road
beyond the Iine of poplars. They attracted The Shadow s attention. They were
gone from sight before the beacon's flash cane by; but as The Shadow wat ched,
he saw the car return. It came to a stop. The lights were extingui shed.

Movi ng cl ose to the wi ndow, The Shadow waited. Pressed against the wall,
he gai ned occasi onal glinpses of the | awmn when the sweep of |ight went by. The
Shadow coul d see nen depl oyi ng around the nmansion. Fromtheir actions, he
judged that they were detectives from Sout hbury.

O dinarily, The Shadow woul d have found no difficulty in slipping through
a closing police cordon. Al that he needed was a suitable exit fromthe
gr ound
floor, either through a door or a window. H s |ogical choice |lay on the other
side of the house, since the raised shade in Wilton's study had attracted the
| aw toward that room

That was why The Shadow started across the hall. Chance was to prove the
nove a bad one.

There was a sudden clangor of the front doorbell. Seeing a passage on the
other side of the hall, The Shadow glided toward it; once in darkness, he

listened, hearing a sound fromupstairs. At this late hour it was likely that
t he sunmons woul d be answered from that direction.

As it happened, Eunice had heard the bell and was conming to the stairs.
But there was another arrival due, at the very nonent when The Shadow | east
expected him

A door jerked open fromthe rear of the passage. The light fromthe
ki tchen showed The Shadow. Qut popped a servant, who had been in the kitchen
ever since Belver's visit. Chunky, powerful, the fellow was the sort who
didn't
wait to ask questions.

The servant was flinging hinmself upon The Shadow as the cl oaked visitor
turned to meet him Thrusting gloved hands to halt the servant's charge, The
Shadow nade a qui ck, backward step. That nove woul d have given himthe
vant age,
but for the wi de, sweeping curve of the stairway's bottom step. The Shadow
stunbl ed against it; caught hinself by shoving his shoul der to the newel post.
That nmoment's interval brought the driving servant upon him

Bowl ed over by the charge, The Shadow grappled as he went. Hi s powerful
fists caught hands that tried to clutch his throat. The Shadow and his
adversary spun as they fell. Neither had the advantage when they hit the
floor,
out in the big hall

Euni ce saw the spill, from hal fway down the stairs. In the dimlight, The
Shadow was recogni zabl e only as a mass of fighting bl ackness; but the girl
recogni zed the servant and raised a loud cry:

"G lbert! What's the troubl e?"

Glbert was in no position to respond. He and The Shadow were com ng up
toget her while furious pounds sounded at the front door, telling that Eunice's
call had been heard outdoors. The girl saw the servant stretched toward the
high ceiling, then fly through the air under The Shadow s heavi ng | unge.

It was a hard jolt for Glbert, but The Shadow gave himthe benefit.

Del ayed in his plunge, the servant had time to thrust his arnms ahead of him
He

flattened; then came dizzily to hands and knees, tenporarily out of conbat.
But

the delay of softening it for Glbert was a serious matter for The Shadow.

A pair of brawny detectives cane piling fromthe death room They had
entered the house through the study w ndow.

THE SHADOW wheel ed across in front of the stairs. There was a shout from



t he kitchen door; another pair of dicks had entered by the back of the house.

As revol vers gl eaned, The Shadow nade a sudden feint toward the front
door. There, he saw G lbert, on hands and knees, yanking back the big bolt.

Bef ore detectives could aim The Shadow wrestled G Ilbert away; swung the
fell ow about, knowi ng that the dicks would not fire at the servant. G| bert
had
managed to get the bolt | oose; the front door whamed inward, to admt a trio
of
detectives who had been hamering there.

Wth a spin, The Shadow cl anped one hand to the |light switch, plunged the
hall into darkness. Wth a side shove, The Shadow sent G| bert toward the [ ast
bunch of detectives; then perforned a twi sty dive through the darkness of the
hal I .

There was chaos in the hall; shouts, while detectives grappled for their
i nvisible quarry. There were no shots; for the dicks had no target, but sone
revol ver hands made slugging notions in the air. The confusion carried to the
front wal k, where Janes Bel ver was dashing up with the police chief. They
arrived in tinme to hear the hoarse voices of detectives:

"We've got him"

"Hang onto the guy!"

"Find that light switch!"

BELVER and Mull ey were in the doorway when the |lights cane on. They saw a
cluster of detectives piled upon their prisoner, with two extra dicks on the
floor, rubbing their heads. Their own pals had tapped them neatly during the
fray; but they didn't mind it, since the capture had been nade.

Euni ce, on the stairway, was staring downward. She could see better from
above. The girl was the first to give a surprised exclamation as the group
di sentangl ed itself. The prisoner who canme up fromthe floor, under the
gri ppi ng hands of three detectives, was G| bert!

The di cks who had entered by the front door showed pl eased grins; for
t hey
t hought they had the right man. G ows fromthe other detectives told them
t hat
they were wong. They gaped when they |earned that there had been two
fighters,
not one. They had seen no one but G lbert; The Shadow had doused the |ights
bef ore they spied him also.

Spreadi ng, the detectives formed a circle, covering the front door and
t he
two side exits. That circle reached the stairway, where Eunice stood. There
wasn't another outlet; yet the center of the hall was vacant, except for
G lbert, who puffed as he went to the stairs and sat down there.

Those di cks who had spoken of a cl oaked opponent received the doubting
gl ares of the dicks who had grabbed G lbert. Talk of a nysterious battler in
bl ack sounded |ike a pipe-dream

The Shadow had vani shed completely fromthe scene of the swift fray.

CHAPTER 1 |
FROM THE DARK

W TH half a dozen witnesses to testify that The Shadow had been in the
hal | way, the police chief gave pronpt orders to search for the nysterious
i nvader. He detailed his entire squad of detectives to search the grounds.
James Bel ver acconpani ed the police chief into the study, to exam ne
VWhilton's body. Glbert joined them while Eunice remained in the hall. The
girl took the news of her uncle's death bravely. She had feared that harm



woul d
cone to Richard Wilton, because he possessed the seal ed box.

Al one, Eunice felt worried. At times, she glanced toward the darkened
stairs, watching the occasional flashes that streaked the hallway above. At
| ast, she decided to enter the study and be with the others.

Police Chief Milley was grow i ng accusati ons when Eunice arrived.

"That fellow in the cloak," he denounced. "W've got to find him He's
t he
nmur derer.”

"I'"mnot so sure of that,"
nyst eri ous
friend, whom he called The Shadow. He said that person was going to visit him
to-ni ght."

"The Shadow, eh?" The police chief turned to Eunice. "Did your uncle tel
you anyt hi ng about hi n®"

Euni ce shook her head. The only nention that she had heard concerning The
Shadow was the statenment that Wiilton had made to Bel ver. Eunice didn't

obj ected Bel ver. "Wilton spoke of a

menti on
that she had listened in on that conference. She stated, however, that she had
happened to come from her roon that fromthe upstairs hall, she had seen her

uncl e bid good night to Belver

"M. Belver cane here at ten o' clock,"” sumed the police chief. "He |eft
at quarter past, to reach ny office at ten-thirty, because that's when | was
inforned at the Cairo Club that M. Belver had called fromthe city hall."

"I reached ny office at quarter of eleven; and by el even o' cl ock we were
back here. That's when we uncovered The Shadow. He put up a fight and slipped
us. W find Whilton nmurdered, the seal ed box gone. That nakes The Shadow
Suspect No. 1."

Bel ver reminded that Wilton had spoken of The Shadow as a friend. It
didn't inpress the police chief. He said that a friend woul d have stayed to
expl ai n hinsel f.

Chief Mulley ordered the search to tighten; to close in upon the house
itself. As he shouted orders through the door, a new arrival approached the
portal. Milley stepped aside; a tall, stoop-shoul dered man entered. Eunice
recogni zed the shrewd, pointed face that was topped by gray hair.

The arrival was her uncle's attorney, Rufus Vosgle.

VWHEN t he | awyer saw Wilton's body, he shook his head sadly. Sharply, he
asked for details of Wiilton's death and received them He registered
amazenent
when he heard about the sealed box. He acted as if he couldn't believe that
t he
box had been in the study, when he nmade the early evening visit.

"W have Wiilton's statenent that the box was here,"” remarked Bel ver,
wat ching the | awyer closely. "Eunice and | both can testify to it."

"Whilton should have told ne," declared Vosgle. "This is just one nore
i nstance that proves how unwi se a nman can be, by not showing full confidence
in
his attorney. Wilton's nistake produced his death. However, that is past.”
The
| awyer swung to the police chief. "The present problem" Vosgle added, "is to
capture this man who calls hinself The Shadow. "

"Just what | was telling M. Janes Bel ver -

Bel ver hinself interrupted the police chief's statenent.

"Don't forget," he renminded, "that three quarters of an hour el apsed
between the time of ny departure and the time when we found The Shadow. Sone
one el se could have entered neanwhile."

"But there is no proof that any one did," inserted Vosgle, coldly. "It is
the law s duty to arrest The Shadow. "



"So that you can defend himin court,"” snapped Belver. "That's your
specialty, Vosgle, getting suspects out of trouble. It |ooks like you're
trying
to acquire another client, ready made."

Vosgl e' s eyes showed a dark, cold glitter - the sort of gaze that the
| awyer gave to juries.

"If The Shadow is arrested,"” the lawer told Belver, "I shall not defend
his case. Let that be understood beforehand, Belver."
"You' d like to see himtake the blame, | suppose,” retorted Belver. "You

woul dn't want to handle the case and fluke it. If you're protecting the rea
crimnal, Vosgle, I'd say that -"

The police chief stepped between the pair. Belver managed, though, to
conplete his last shot:

"I'"d say that you'd better account for your own whereabouts, Vosgle,
bet ween the hours of ten and el even!"

DURI NG t he argument, Eunice had gai ned a sudden determ nation. She
hurried
up to the second floor, before the detectives cane in to search the house.
Reachi ng her room Eunice turned on a small |ight and opened a bureau drawer.
Fromit, she brought a .22 automatic. Holding the gun, she put her hand into
t he pocket of her kinono.

A whi spered | augh tinged the gl oom behind her. Eunice spun wldly,
bringing the gun from her pocket. She saw The Shadow, he had stepped fromthe
dar kness of the wall, to face the girl with folded arms. Eunice nmet the gaze
of
burni ng eyes; but her face was determ ned as she spoke.

"I was sure that you passed ne on the stairs,"” asserted the girl. "That
is
why | cane up here. | amturning you over to the aw. You are suspected of ny
uncl e's nurder."

The Shadow rernai ned notionl ess. Eunice heard the whi sper from his hidden
lips.

"l expected you," was The Shadow s reply. "That is why | waited. | was
your uncle's friend. | need every fact that pertained to his death. You can
supply nmany."

It dawned on Eunice instantly that The Shadow coul d have departed before
this. That, in itself, was proof that The Shadow depended on Euni ce.

The Shadow was wanted by the law. But there remained a doubt in Eunice's
m nd; and The Shadow s own presence settled it.

The whi spered tone, those steady burning eyes, inspired the girl's
confidence. Eunice desired the capture of her uncle's nmurderer; and two facts
i npressed her. She was sure that The Shadow was not the culprit; also, that he
- far nmore than the local police chief - was the person, who could trace the
actual killer.

Euni ce's hand replaced the gun in her pocket. Low voiced, Eunice poured
out the story of the seal ed box. She told of the earlier visit of Rufus
Vosgl e;
of the conference between Wilton and Bel ver

Foot steps, voices fromthe stairs. Detectives were com ng up. Eunice's
lovely eyes were filled with anxiety. She no | onger wanted The Shadow trapped;
but feared that she could not prevent it.

A whi spered voice reassured her. The Shadow s hand stretched forward,
upon
the thin-gloved pal m Eunice saw the Spani sh gold piece. She heard The Shadow
i nquire:

"Did this belong to your uncl e?" Eunice shook her head negatively; then
asked:

"You found it in the study?"



The Shadow gave an affirmative reply.

"The murderer rust have dropped it!" exclainmed Eunice. Then, her tone
strained: "Quickly! You must |eavel™

The Shadow swung fromthe light. He blended with the darkness of the open
wi ndow. He dropped soundl essly to the ground beneat h.

Det ectives entered; Eunice assured themthat there could be no one hiding
in her room but, as an afterthought, she requested that they search

During that hunt, Eunice |ooked fromthe wi ndow. She breathed relief.
Seemi ngly, The Shadow had pi cked his way through the police cordon. He, the
one
friend upon whom her uncle nost depended, was free to continue the quest for
t he
nmur derer who had stol en the seal ed box.

W TH t he search ended, the police chief left detectives in charge. He
arranged for the renoval of Wilton's body; then rode downtown with Janes
Bel ver.

Ruf us Vosgle followed; mdnight found himstill in the police chief's
of fice, snoking a long cigar. Belver was there, too. He becane suddenly
suspi ci ous when a tel ephone call came for the | awer

Hangi ng up, Vosgle ignored Belver, to speak to the police chief.

"Afriend of Wiilton's just arrived at the depot," said the |awer. "He
called the house and | earned of Wiilton's death; that's why he called here.
told himto cone over."

"Who is he?"

The question was from Bel ver. Vosgle paid no attention until the police
chief also asked it. Then, the | awer replied:

"A man nanmed Lanont Cranston. A New York millionaire. | remenber that
Wil ton often nentioned him"

Bel ver recalled the same. Cranston was a sponsor of a museum that had
recei ved several gifts from R chard Wilton

WHEN Cranston reached the police chief's office, he inpressed every one
there. The arrival was a tall, cal mfaced personage, whose hawki sh features
had
a maskli ke expression that nmade it inpossible to gauge his age.

Cranston heard the details of Wiilton's death in a solemm fashion. The
guestions that he asked, coupled with his quiet manner, were such that the
police chief did not begin to guess that this visitor was the very person
whose
arrest he sought. For the role of Lanont Cranston, wealthy gl obe-trotter, was
one The Shadow adopted often

The final question that The Shadow asked was one that awakened the police
chief's approval, and produced sudden interest on the part of Janmes Bel ver.

"What about Whilton's estate?" inquired the visitor. "Wio will benefit by
his death? That is sonething that should be considered."

Al eyes turned to Vosgle. The | awyer had the answer.

"The bulk of the half mllion will be divided," declared Vosgle, "between
Eunice Wiilton and certain charities. There are a few small |egacies to
servants like Glbert; also a | arger one" - Vosgle paused monentarily -
young man nanmed Larry Sherrin."

"Larry Sherrin!" exclained Belver. "I remenber him He worked for Wilton
once. But | thought -"

VWhat Bel ver thought, he did not add. He seened perpl exed about the
natter.

It was Vosgl e who provided the dry expl anation

"Whilton once intended to nake Sherrin his junior partner," declared the

| awyer. "There was sone ni sunderstanding, that caused Sherrin to give up that

to a



opportunity. But evidently Wiilton forgot the matter afterward, for his wll
provides a fifty-thousand-dollar |egacy to Larry Sherrin."

The nention of so |large a sum brought another stare from Bel ver. Vosgle
arose, decided that he was going home. He offered to take Cranston to the
hotel, and the visitor accepted.

Once Lanont Cranston was alone in his hotel room his thin Iips showed a
snmle. He had expected to hear mention of Larry Sherrin, for he knew rmuch nore
regardi ng that young nman than did either Vosgle or Bel ver

Larry Sherrin was absent from Southbury; but, with fifty thousand dollars
awai ting him he would have reason to return.

VWhen Larry Sherrin reached the city, he m ght beconme a vital factor in

t he

trapping of Whilton's nurderer. The Shadow had reasons to foresee that

pr ospect .

That was why, as Cranston, The Shadow pronptly prepared a coded tel egram
Coi ng

down to the hotel |obby, he dispatched the wire to New York

The Shadow knew that Larry's arrival would not be i mediate. Therefore,
The Shadow decided to remain in Southbury, for the present. There was a chance
that he m ght uncover inportant facts while he waited.

That chance was to develop nore rapidly than The Shadow supposed.
Al r eady,
a master-plotter was scheming a clever cover-up for his nmurder of Richard
VWhi | ton. Through his next nove, the hidden crook intended to weave a new web
of
circunstance that would bring conplete disaster to The Shadow.

CHAPTER | V
LARRY' S RETURN

LARRY SHERRI N was far from Sout hbury; so far away, that his thoughts
seldomreverted to the city where he had once lived. But Larry coul d never
forget Southbury entirely; because the years that he had spent there were
responsi ble for his present |ocation.

Larry was in a place where steady waves rolled upon a coral beach
st udded
with |azy-waving pal mtrees - a spot where he had come to regard life as
pl easant and worth while.

There were others who lived on this West Indian isle. Like Larry, they
had
unpl easant menories of the past; but found the present wel come. They were
satisfied, too, that the future of fered prom se.

Larry was thinking over that fact, on the norning after the death of
Ri chard Wiilton. He had not yet received the news of murder in Southbury.

A crew of husky nen were buil ding a house sonme di stance fromthe beach
Larry was on hand, checking over a floor plan and tabulating a |list of needed
mat eri al .

He was a good-1ooking chap, Larry Sherrin, with keen face and friendly,
bl acki sh eyes that matched his tousled hair. Hs grin, too, was pleasant.

There had been a time, though, when Larry's features had shown a
har dness;
when his eyes were sullen, his lips nmore apt to sneer than smle. Some of the
men wor ki ng on the house showed traces of a surliness that rem nded Larry of
his former character. That didn't nake Larry dislike them They'd snap out of
it, when they'd been on this island as long as Larry had.

Hi s check-up finished, Larry turned about to neet a cheery chap in
overalls. The fellow greeted himw th the nessage:

"M. Farrow wants to see you, Larry. He's in the office."



Larry followed a beaten path that led to a large conmunity house. In the
of fice, Larry found Sl ade Farrow, the man who supervised the island. Though
past mddl e age, Farrow was still a man of action. H s face was rugged, as
wel |
as geni al .

H s manner was easy as he invited Larry to take a chair; but there was a
seriousness in Farrow s | ook that made the young nan realize that this sunmons
was i nmportant.

"There are some matters that we nust discuss,"’

decl ared Farrow, soberly.

"They concern the past, Larry. Therefore, | nmust recall the reason why you
cane
here.”

"Go ahead, M. Farrow," returned Larry. "I haven't forgotten it, though."

"FIVE years ago," said Farrow, "you enbezzled the sumof fifty thousand
dollars fromyour enployer, Richard Wiilton. You tried to shift the blane on
ot her persons. You intended further crine in Southbury; chiefly robbery,
wherein you woul d mai ntain your own position while you enpl oyed a band of
crimnals.”

Soberly, Larry nodded his acceptance of Farrow s indictnment.

"Fortunately," continued Farrow, "your scheme was frustrated. You were
trapped and captured by The Shadow, while you were attenpting to break open
Whilton's safe. Your full guilt was nade known to Richard Wilton."

Farrow paused. It was Larry who added:

"He gave nme a better break than | deserved. | belonged in the
penitentiary; but Whilton didn't see it that way. | could only dig up half of
what |'d stolen; but he said that would square it, if | did what The Shadow
ordered.”

"That was why The Shadow sent you here," expl ained Farrow. "Some people
would termthis island a crime colony; but | would define it differently."

"It's the place where men nmake good!" put in Larry, his eyes flashing
their enthusiasm "You know it better than | do, M. Farrow. There are plenty
of real fellows who go crooked, w thout being natural crimnals. That's not an
alibi for what | did; but I do say that my own case is one that wouldn't occur
twce."

Larry meant it. He paused, to enphasize it. He had no expectation that
Farrow woul d take up that very theme. Larry was stunned, when Farrow quietly
announced:

"You will soon have your opportunity to prove it, Larry."

"You mean" - Larry was troubled - "that |'m going back to Sout hbury? But,
but | like it here. | suppose" - Larry was alnost rueful - "that | have no say
in the matter -"

"On the contrary," interposed Farrow, "the matter is entirely one of your
choice. | shall explain the circunstances.”

VWile Larry listened, Farrow | ooked fromthe wi ndow, across to the sea
beyond the coral isle. Larry was right. This col ony was one where nen did make
good, once renmoved from an environnent where crinme could be a lure.

They had freedom here, with contentment. Life was conposed of sane
desires; it |lacked the causes that inspired greed and sel fi shness.

For years, a colony like this had been Farrow s dream As a
crim nol ogi st
Farrow had studied crooks within the walls of prisons (Note: See "The G een
Box." Vol. IX, No. 2.). He knew that some were incorrigible, habitual
crimnals
whose ways coul d not be changed.

But there were others, whose |ot Farrow had al ways regretted - nmen whose
urge toward crinme had been largely a matter of environnment. Farrow had al ways
wanted to test such individuals in places where they woul d have no occasion to
steal; where envy of other persons' possessions could not becone a mania.



Farrow knew how bitter the struggle for existence could be to men who
felt
t hensel ves handi capped fromthe start. He knew that the only cure was to grant
themimmunity fromconditions that soured them

The Shadow had produced the place that Farrow wanted: this island, where
Farrow, hinmself, had full control. The Shadow had supplied the inhabitants, as
wel |, by selecting subjects fromanong the crinminals he conquered.

Al who were eligible were given their choice. Mst of them picked the
island in preference to a penitentiary. Once here, they wanted to stay. Larry
Sherrin was a typical exanple; and Farrow knew why.

Not only did Larry feel secure here; he knew that he and others of his
sort had their influence upon newconers. Larry had found a right way to live.
He preferred to show his appreciation by pointing that route to others, rather
than go back to the chaos of old surroundings that he no | onger desired.

Larry's voice interrupted Farrow s thoughts.

"IF I"ve got to serve time for what | did," said Larry, firmy, "I'm

r eady

to go, M. Farrow. It's been no punishnent to be here. Maybe | deserve sone -"
"Not at all,"” interrupted Farrow. "The policy here is a sensible one,

Larry. Unlike penal institutions, we do not deal punishment while clainng

t hat

our purpose is reform Nor do we boast that we have reformed a nan, then send
himout with a prison record pinned to him"

"No one knows that you have been here. You will return with an unmarked
slate. No person ever is forced to |l eave here until his past is cleared and
hi s
future properly arranged. Your record, as | have said, is clear. No charges
have
been nade agai nst you."

"But | still owe nmoney to Richard Wiilton. Twenty-five thousand dollars."

Farrow snil ed as he produced a | arge book. Thunbing the pages, he came to
Larry's nane.

"You were doing well in Wilton's enploy,"” he said. "You had a salary of
five thousand dollars a year. Wiilton continued to pay it, after you cane
here.”

"But | was no | onger working for Wilton."

"You were working for The Shadow. Whilton knew your worth, and wanted to
provi de the proper amount for your services, because The Shadow had done mnuch
for him The noney was accepted by The Shadow, then returned to Wiilton, to
cl ear your debt."

There was gratitude in Larry's expression; the sort that Farrow had seen
on the faces of other men, when they had | earned how The Shadow had not
forgotten them At that nmoment, Larry was ready to tackle anything that The
Shadow ordered; and his determ nation was the sort that he would not | ose.

"I have mentioned the past," declared Farrow. "W cone to the present.
Richard Wiilton is dead."

The light faded from Larry's face. The news hit hi m hard.

"I'd like to have seen him" he choked. "If - well, if 1'd seen Wiilton -
and talked to him- | think he woul d have understood."

"He did understand,"” inforned Farrow. "That is why he left you fifty
t housand dollars. The | egacy is the reason why you rmust return to Southbury."

LARRY shifted in his chair. The generosity nade himw nce. It was a
rewar d
that he felt he did not deserve; and it troubled him G oping for an answer,
Larry found one.

“"I"l1l go to Southbury," he told Farrow, "and as soon as | collect that



nmoney, |'ll come back here with it. You say |'mworth sonething here; so |'l
work on, and we can call my keep nmy pay. The fifty thousand goes to you, M.
Farrow - or to The Shadow - to help the cause here."

"I't will not be needed," declared Farrow. "There is a reason why you nust
remain in Southbury; and there is a duty that you can performthere, in return
for the | egacy."

Farrow paused; then added:

"Richard Wiilton was nurdered!"

I ndi gnati on swept over Larry. His fists clenched; then relaxed. His first
i mpul se was desire for inmedi ate vengeance upon the unknown killer. H s next
t houghts were cal ner. He saw what was needed: steady, patient cooperation
with
The Shadow. Calmy, he said to Farrow

"Tell nme the details."

Farrow gave them they had cone in conplete formby coded radio. There
were other facts, too; that interested Larry, for he had lost all contact with
affairs in Southbury.

"So they cleaned up the rotten politics there," he declared. "Good work;
and all credit to Belver. Except that Whilton had to be murdered because the
job wasn't conplete. But I'll do ny part to uncover the big-shot that Bel ver
wasn't |ucky enough to find.

"Let's see who | know in Southbury. Janes Bel ver, of course, because he
was Wiilton's closest friend. He may not know nuch about ne; but there's

anot her man who certainly does. That's Rufus Vosgle, the lawer. |I'Il sound
out
both of them

"Eunice Wihilton" - Larry snmiled - "I renenber her. She was just a kid
when
| left Southbury. | guess she's grown up by this tine. Well, M. Farrow, |
guess

they' re about all who count."

Larry was trying to remenber nore nanes; he had found none, when Farrow
added:

"Theda Morenz."

Larry's eyes narrowed.

"She's still in Southbury?"

Farrow nodded. Larry's face showed unpl easant recollections. Hs jaw set
firmy, he arose fromhis chair, with the coment:

"I"'mready. When do | |eave?"

"This nmorning." Farrow produced a nmap. "By launch to an island fifty
mles
west of here. There, you can board a Pan Anerican plane. You will reach
Sout hbury sone tinme to-norrow "

Larry left to pack his bel ongings. Leaning back from his desk, Farrow
pictured the task that |lay ahead. It would be a hard one; nore difficult than
Larry supposed. For Farrow, in considering the case of the seal ed box, was
sure
t hat The Shadow had undertaken a canpai gn agai nst a supercrook of form dable
strengt h.

VWhat Farrow did not cal cul ate was the problem of the inmediate future. He
did not foresee that the supercrook m ght nake the first nove agai nst The
Shadow, even before Larry arrived in Southbury.

That prospect was a real one. A stroke was due this very night, before
The
Shadow was ready to begin the campaign in which Larry would serve as a foil
The
Shadow, too, could show eagerness in an effort to reach a nmaster-villain. That
trend had its danger.

In his office on the coral island, Slade Farrow did not guess that
conpl ete disaster would soon threaten The Shadow.



CHAPTER V
TRAIL OF THE CO N

THE Wil ton nurder was the entire tal k of Southbury. Linked with the
reign
of graft that had been bani shed a few nonths before, it produced a sensation
t hat brought in newspaper men frommany large cities. They found thensel ves
wel cone, particularly at the office of the Daily Enterprise.

New owner of that crusadi ng newspaper, Janmes Bel ver announced his
determ nation to track down VWilton's nmurderer. The Enterprise published every
known detail that concerned the case. In so doing, the newspaper established
certain theories in regard to Wilton's death.

It was obvious that sone one had nurdered Richard Wiilton to obtain the
seal ed box that was known to contain incrimnating evidence against a
det hr oned
king of graft.

VWet her or not the hidden big-shot was actually the murderer, was anot her
guesti on.

If he still ran true to form the crinme king would certainly have sent
some trigger-man to nurder Whilton, rather than do the deed hinself. There
was,
however, a definite flaw to that theory. Since Belver had brought reformto
Sout hbury, the political crooks had vani shed. The bi g-shot m ght have been
unable to find any one ready to commit rnurder on such short notice.

There were shady characters in Southbury; but nost of them had their
rendezvous at the Cairo Club. The police chief had been out there counting
noses at the tinme when Janes Belver called him

The Cairo Club was on the opposite side of town from Wilton's residence;
hence the short stop at the city hall had been on the direct route. No one
from
the Cairo Cub could have outraced Chief Milley on that trip. Small-fry crooks
had an air-tight alibi and were glad of it.

Anot her theory injected into the case was that of an outside mnurderer
Granting that word had | eaked regardi ng the seal ed box, sone clever intruder
nm ght have seized it for hinmself. The man who had backed graft in Southbury
woul d certainly pay a huge price for the box intact. That would explain
anot her
party's interest in the matter

The basis for this new theory was the | aw s search for The Shadow.
Whoever
that nysterious being m ght be, he was certainly fromout of town. Sumoned by
Whi | ton, he coul d have murdered the philanthropist, to acquire the box
hi nmsel f.

Al'l that boiled down to one answer: Woever had the seal ed box was
logically the murderer. That final theory took Southbury by storm Find the
seal ed box - and the killer who owned it!

SEATED in the | obby of his hotel, Lanmont Cranston scanned the newspapers
thoroughly. In the heart of the city where he was sought for a crinme he had
not
conmitted, The Shadow remai ned unperturbed. Hs own relationship to the case
gave himan opportunity to analyze it with little difficulty.

One man al one woul d have risked this nurder; he was the hidden big-shot
to
whom t he openi ng of the seal ed box neant absol ute di saster

Fi ndi ng the seal ed box m ght already be an inpossible task. The



nurderer's

| ogi cal nobve would be to destroy its contents and get rid of the box itself.
The

right course was to seek the nurderer, not the box.

At present, The Shadow had two factors to work with. One was the fact
t hat
he, hinmself, had becone involved in the Wilton case. One person knew t hat The
Shadow was i nnocent; that person was the guilty nman.

The master-crook woul d be shrewd enough to guess that The Shadow woul d
seek vindication. To clear his own name; The Shadow woul d have to expose the
nmurderer. That was one factor; but, at present, it favored the master-crook

The other factor was the |one clue that had renmai ned upon the scene of
crime. The Shadow had acted wisely in taking that Spanish coin. By this tine,
the killer nust certainly know that he had | ost the [ucky piece that he
usual |y
carried. He might nake an effort to reclaimit.

There was an eveni ng newspaper published in Southbury; to-day it had run
a
special early edition, but the regular issue did not appear until five
o' cl ock.

When t he newspapers were delivered at the hotel news stand, Cranston purchased
one.

O her buyers pored over new devel opnents in the Wiilton case. Cranston
gave that news a nere glance. Hi s keen eyes searched the third page, which
contained a "Lost and Found" col um.

Hal f way down, The Shadow read the ad that he had scarcely hoped to find:

LOST: A gold Spanish coin, dated 1824. Return to Room 304, Centra
Bui | di ng. Reward.

The Central Building was | ocated near the hotel. Strolling fromthe
hot el ,

Cranston went past it. The building | ooked ready to be torn down; for it was
an

antiquated structure, only three stories high, wedged in between a nodern

of fice building and a fair-size departnment store.

Qut side the building was a board that listed the names of the persons
occupying the offices. There were four spaces for each floor. The one that
bor e
t he nunber "304" was bl ank. Either the person who wanted the Spani sh coin was
a
new tenant, or he was sane one who had chosen a vacant office as a place to
neet the finder.

The latter possibility was the one that seemed likely. Instead of
entering
t he buil ding, The Shadow circled the bl ock. He knew that Room 304 would be in
the rear corner of the building, at the right. He wanted to see its w ndows
fromthe outside.

There was an open space in back of the Central Building; strolling in
Cranston's leisurely fashion, The Shadow gai ned the view he wanted. The
wi ndows
of 304 were griny, indicating that the office was untenanted.

BACK at the hotel, other guests saw Cranston return and idly resunme his
accustoned chair near the | obby wi ndow. The Shadow was in no hurry to visit
t he
office in the Central Building. He could see certain di sadvantages in too
early
avisit.



The ad in the newspaper indicated that the man who had | ost the Spanish
coin was wary. |If he had been sure that ownership of the gold piece would not
incrimnate him he would have been nore open in his nethod. A blind ad,
|l eading to an enpty office, snacked of a hidden schenme. Perhaps a trap for the
finder of the coin.

That was why The Shadow bi ded his tine.

Hi s opportunity for a trip to that obscure office would come after dark
Then, The Shadow could tell if the office had been visited. Lights in the
wi ndows woul d proclaimthe fact. Moreover, The Shadow could go in guise of

bl ack, instead of appearing as Lanont Cranston. Best of all, he could stage
hi s
arrival w thout being seen

Lanont Cranston dined at the hotel. In the dining room he listened to
t he

talk of reporters at another table. Anmong them was a New York newshawk naned
Cl yde Burke. Ostensibly, Burke represented the New York O assic; actually, he
was an agent of The Shadow.

There m ght be need for Clyde's service later, particularly after Larry
Sherrin arrived in town. But that depended upon what happened to-night. If The
Shadow coul d crack the case this evening, other plans would be unnecessary.

The reporters left early and headed for the Enterprise building. They
expected to neet Janes Belver there; and they were tal ki ng about an interview
with Rufus Vosgle. It was certain, though, that they would not find Vosgle at
the Enterprise office. The feud between Bel ver and Vosgle was nore than nere
gossi p.

Soon afterward, Lanont Cranston |eft the hotel. He followed the rear
street behind the Central Building. Looking through the open space, he saw the
desired sign. Adimlight was gleaning fromthe di ngy panes of Room 304.

Strolling to the depot, Cranston picked up a briefcase that he had
checked
there. Returning to the vicinity of the Central Building, he stepped into a
spot
of darkness. Fromthe briefcase, he produced garments of black. The briefcase
folded into flexible, compact form

Soon, a silent, invisible shape was weavi ng through to the space behi nd
t he squalid buil di ng.

A war ehouse, jutting in fromthe rear street, gave a sheltering wall
cl ear
to the corner of the Central Building. Directly bel ow Room 304, The Shadow
| ooked upward. The wall was not a difficult one to scale; but that was
something for future reference. An inside route would be preferable, if it
coul d be gai ned.

The Shadow found a rear door. It was unlocked; it led into a hall where
only one dimlight was gl owing. Keeping to the sheltered wall, The Shadow
reached the stairway. There, the darkness was al nbst conplete; the second
fl oor
was no better lighted than the first. Only a flitting streak of blackness on
t he
floor reveal ed The Shadow s passage. He gained the stairs to the third fl oor
arrived at the top to see the door marked "304."

There was no light on the third floor. Al was dark, except the gl ow of
t he gl ass-panel ed door, that indicated the room The Shadow want ed.

VWHI LE he paused to |isten, The Shadow considered the probabilities. There
was a chance, of course, that the man who had taken 304 expected a visitor
ot her than The Shadow, at the same tinme, he would certainly be prepared in
case
a cloaked intruder entered.

That meant that the Ione crimnal could be lurking in the darkened hall,



or hiding sonewhere in the roomitself. The hallway was a possibility, because
it had no light.

Movi ng stealthily through the darkness, The Shadow probed the entire
length of the hall. Satisfied, finally, that no one lurked there, The Shadow
approached the |ighted door

Keepi ng well back so that he would not be visible against the frosted
gl ass, The Shadow turned the knob, with inperceptible slowness. As his hand
conpleted the turn, he drew an automatic. Wth a swift, tw sting nove, The
Shadow shoved the door inward; wheeled into the roomand swng his gun to
cover
every foot of wall space

The office was enpty, without a hiding place. There was a closet, but the
door was wi de open, as if welcom ng inspection

The only light cane froma |lanp that stood upon a battered desk; but the
| anp was unshaded, its glow sufficient to reveal the entire room The place
certainly awaited occupancy; but the man who had appropriated the office was
not present.

After listening at the door, The Shadow closed it. He | ooked upward, saw
a
trapdoor that led to the roof; but it was shut tight. The trap was just above
the corner of the desk. That offered a chance to inspect it w thout nuch
troubl e or del ay.

Placing his automatic beneath his cloak, The Shadow stepped toward the
desk. He stopped, as he saw the | anp nore cl osely.

At first view, that |anp appeared to be nounted on a square base. From an
angl e, the base proved oblong instead of square. That was not the only unusua
feature. The lamp was off center, proving that the object beneath it was not a
base at all.

Pl ucking the lamp fromits position, The Shadow planked it in the mddle
of the table. For the first time, its glow gave a plain view of the flattish
object that had | ooked |ike a pedestal. Wre glimrered in the light; a red
bl ob
showed fromthe center of a shiny black box lid.

I nstead of coming here to reclaimhis mssing Spanish coin, the mnurderer
had I eft a present for The Shadow. There, on the desk, tight-bound and intact,
lay the stolen trophy that branded its owner as a killer

The Shadow had found the seal ed box that had brought death upon Richard
Wi | t on!

CHAPTER VI
THE LONG PLUNGE

GRI PPI NG t he seal ed box, The Shadow held it close to the light. It was in
his hands, that flattish casket that a whole city sought for the evidence it
cont ai ned. The box that had caused the doom of Richard Whilton had cone to
i ght again.

Why ?

That question was paranount in The Shadow s m nd. Thousands of people
hel d
to the inplicit belief that the seal ed box could be recovered. Half-baked
theories had led themto that conclusion. The Shadow, al one, had di sagreed.

He had credited the thief as a person of sufficient foresight to mash the
i ncrimnating box beyond all recognition. Tinme and agai n, The Shadow had been
right in suppositions where every one el se was w ong.

This time, the situation was reversed. To The Shadow cane a sudden
answer .

One that told himnuch; and with it, gave hi mknow edge of i mediate peril.
The



di scovery of this seal ed box proved that the gane had many angl es; and one
concerned The Shadow nost directly.

The seal ed box was a snare to hold himin this room I|f he remained here,
staring at it |long enough, there would be nore to cone. The | aw wanted nore
than the seal ed box; namely, the nan who held it. This was a set-up where both
coul d be captured.

Al ready wanted as a suspect in Wilton's death, The Shadow had wal ked
into
a perfect frame-up. If the police arrived to trap himin this room The Shadow
woul d be in a far worse spot than the one he had encountered | ast night.

The Shadow s | augh was a | owrasped tone of confidence. There was stil
time to depart, taking the box with him That was why The Shadow | aughed.

The sharp nmirth cut short.

On the desk where the, box had rested, The Shadow saw a tiny, projecting
button. He pressed it flush with the desk. It cane up again, forced by a
spring
action. Stooping, The Shadow saw a wire running fromthe bottomof the desk to
a
socket in the floor.

The wei ght of the box had held that button down. Once rel eased, the
spring
switch had caused an electric contact. A signal had flashed somewhere outside
this building. Atip-off to the master-crook that The Shadow had taken the
bai t!

Precious minutes |lost; during them The Shadow s insidious foe had
unquesti onably chosen a course that would bring trouble to The Shadow, but
| eave the crook scot-free.

The sinple process of an anonynous call to police headquarters, stating
t hat The Shadow could be found in Room 304 at the Central Building. That would
be enough to bring Chief Miulley and his entire force!

THE SHADOW reached the door. As he opened it cautiously, he heard nmuffled
sounds fromthe floors below The police were here, plenty of them comng up
to check on the mysterious tip-off.

G osing the door, The Shadow | ocked it and shifted toward the w ndow. His
bl ack shape made a sil houette against the griny pane. As luck had it, sone
di stant cop happened to glinpse the outline.

A bull et pinged the wi ndow above The Shadow s head. He stepped back, just
before a barrage shattered the glass to nothingness. Armid the clatter of the
crashed wi ndow, The Shadow heard poundi ng footsteps on the stairs. Hearing the
out side gunfire, police were driving upward.

There was only one chance for quick departure: the trapdoor to the roof.
It was barred from above; but that didn't stop The Shadow. He snapped off the
desk | anp. Springing upon the desk, he drove at the trapdoor with all his
strength. It gave enough for The Shadow to wedge a gun muzzle in place.

Sliding the barrel of the automatic along the crack, The Shadow felt it
hit the clamp that held the trapdoor in place. Wthdrawing the .45 slightly,
The Shadow j ammed the nuzzl e hard agai nst the clanp.

He tugged the trigger three times, keeping the gun's position despite the
recoil. Those shots did the trick. They literally blew the clamp fromits
rivets. The Shadow s shoul ders buckl ed the barrier upward.

There was another clatter of glass; it was the pane of the office door
The police had arrived and were snmashing through. But before police revolvers
could spew their stream of slugs, The Shadow s cl oaked formdid a huge surge
upward, out to the roof.

VWen the police realized that The Shadow had gone, they turned their
lights upward. The trap was closing into place. A few nonents later, the
of ficers were cl anmbering upon the desk to reach the trapdoor



ON the roof, The Shadow picked up the seal ed box, which he had flung
t hrough ahead of him H s tiny flashlight showed the ruined clanp of the
trapdoor; there was no use trying to close it. Pursuers would be wary when
t hey
thrust their heads into sight. The Shadow had time for swi ft departure.

He was cal cul ati ng upon one inportant factor

The nmurderer had certainly expected a visit from The Shadow. Therefore,
he
must have known that the Central Building would be watched fromthe tine that
the want ad appeared in the afternoon newspaper. The light in Room 304 was not
a fal se one. The signal wire was a separate device that had been placed there.

That proved that the supercrook had visited the office in person, after
dusk, to turn on the light. Knowi ng that The Shadow m ght be on watch, the
killer could have conme by only one route; that was the roof.

[f, in brief mnutes, The Shadow could retrace the villain's path, the
police would find no trace of the cloaked visitant whomthey had nearly
trapped
i n Room 304.

Crouched on the roof of the squatty Central Building, The Shadow shoved
the seal ed box beneath his belt, while he | ooked for the best route. He saw
t he
wal I of the adjoining department store, rising a full floor above the Centra
Bui | di ng. Beside that wall lay a | adder.

To nost persons, that | adder woul d have offered opportunity to reach the
store roof. The Shadow saw the fallacy of such a course. H's secret eneny
woul d
not have come here through the departnent store.

I f The Shadow chose that higher roof, he mght find that there was no
outlet. That would nmean a trap as bad as a blind alley.

There was a better route; so well secluded that The Shadow deci ded
instantly that it was the way that the crook had used. That was the roof of
t he
war ehouse that jutted in fromthe rear street. The warehouse was slightly
taller
than the Central Building; but it was built on [ower ground. The two roofs
wer e
al nost on a | evel

There was a twel ve-foot space between them - an easy junp fromthe other
side, but not fromthis direction. The slight difference in roof |evels
favored
t he war ehouse. The junp would have to be a few feet upward, as well as
hori zont al

The | adder was pointed toward that rear space. That told The Shadow its
real purpose.

Reachi ng the back edge of the roof, The Shadow pulled the | adder toward
him shoved it at an upward angle across the gap to the warehouse. As soon as
it was set in place, The Shadow used the | adder as a bridge. Swiftly, he
crossed to the roof of the warehouse.

Crouched there, he | ooked back to see a head peer fromthe trapdoor. A
pol i ceman | ooked warily about the dimroof, then ducked to tell his conrades
that the way | ooked clear. The Shadow was sure that the man hadn't seen the
| adder. There was time to put it back where it bel onged.

A long hard shove; the ladder slid to the roof of the Central Building
and
clattered there. The sound speeded the pursuers. Hoisted by nen below, a cop
canme scranbling fromthe trapdoor. By the tinme he was rising with drawn gun
anot her officer was shoved through to join him

They saw the | adder, and nade the wong guess. They thought that The
Shadow had used it to reach the high roof of the departnent store. They



shout ed
the news to others. Soon, an entire squad was on the roof of the Centra
Bui | di ng.

The Shadow saw themrai se the | adder to the top of the departnment store.

THE SHADOW was far away by that time, creeping |ow along the flat roof of
t he warehouse. He had spied the objective that he wanted - the only outl et
from
the roof. It was a skylight, at the nobst renote corner

By this tine, it was plain to The Shadow that the nurderer nust have
originally entered the al nost-deserted warehouse. Com ng up through the
skylight, he had crossed the roof and junped to the Central Buil ding.
Rever si ng
his route, he had needed the | adder and had used it, shoving it back to the
Central Buil ding roof.

The Shadow, therefore, had adopted the sane tactics as his foe. The
super crook had not expected The Shadow to get this far in a race fromthe
police. If he had, he might have waited at the gap between the warehouse and
the Central Buil ding.

Havi ng encountered no one there, The Shadow was confident that his route
was clear. He reached the skylight; as he expected, it was | ocked fromthe
inside. But there was plenty of tine to jimry it open. The police were stil
waiting for reserves before they scaled the roof of the departnent store.

A gun nuzzle served The Shadow again. He pried the netal frame of the
t hi ck- gl assed skylight and encountered an inside clanp. Bullets would have
settled that fastening; but The Shadow coul d not risk the noise.

He pried harder; the clanp gave with a dull snap that was conpletely
muf fl ed. @Guns stowed away, The Shadow carefully raised the netal frane.

Bel ow was pitch-bl ackness; that pleased The Shadow. Al that he needed
was
a sinple drop into the darkness of the top floor. Wthin the wi ndowl ess wal | s
of
t he war ehouse, he could use his flashlight as he pleased. An inside stairway
woul d | ead hi mdown to the ground fl oor

As he lowered hinself through the skylight, The Shadow | et the heavy
gl ass
sink above him H s hands found an inside | edge; he hung there coolly,
st eadyi ng
hinsel f for a short drop. He figured the warehouse floor to be about ten feet
hi gh; and he was al ready dangling six feet downward.

The Shadow gave a slight swi ng, thinking that some piece of furniture
m ght be stored beneath him in which case, he could step to it. The Shadow s
swayi ng feet found nothing but vacancy, until his hands | oosened for the drop

At that instant, The Shadow ki cked sonething straight in back of him an
object that was taut, rigid as a pole. That chance kick flashed a signal to
The
Shadow s brain; but it came too late. His fingers had al ready rel axed,;
starting
his drop, The Shadow had no chance to regain his hold on the skylight |edge.

The Shadow had found the right route, but he had chosen the wong way to
navigate it. Sw shing downward, his tall formcovered the four-odd feet that
The Shadow had expected. There was no stopping at that point - and The Shadow
knew why. There was no floor to receive him

The obj ect that The Shadow had ki cked was an el evator cable. The
bl ackness
bel ow was the open-shaft. Instead of taking an easy drop to safety, The Shadow
was bound on a forty-foot plunge into a pit of doom



CHAPTER VI |
THE VAN SHED BOX

INthat first split-second of his unexpected drop, The Shadow acted with
sheer instinct. Hi s body swaying, he managed to performa mid-air twi st, as he
buckl ed his back and thrust his hands behind his shoul ders.

Hi s grabbing fists found the solid substance that they wanted: the heavy
el evator cable that forned a slender pillar in the very center of the shaft.

It was too late for any such clutch to halt the plunge. Wth the added
wei ght of his automatics and the seal ed box, The Shadow was wel |l burdened in
his fall. H's body had gathered nonentumtoo great to offset. H s hands were
only a puny brake.

The Shadow s speed scarcely sl ackened. The slithering cable ripped the
gl oves from The Shadow s fists. Hs flesh was scarcely burned, for his hands
had lost their grip by the tine the gl oves were gone.

Had The Shadow depended on that grab al one, his downward pitch woul d have
continued at its breakneck pace. H s hands, however, had acconpli shed
somet hi ng: they had nanaged to center the course of his fall. As they
| oosened,

The Shadow gai ned anot her hold upon the cable, this time with his knees and
| egs.

The brake was nore effective. The folds of The Shadow s cl oak were
sear ed;

a trousers leg was cut fromankle to knee. One of The Shadow s shoes was
ri pped

fromhis foot as he gained a toehold. H s whole body jolted as his speed
decr eased.

That leg grip threw The Shadow headl ong. Hi s knees rel axed as his head
and
shoul ders overtook them One leg still hooking the cable, The Shadow nade a
| ast
desperate effort as his fall became a dive. He twisted his arns around the
cabl e
and gripped with all his strength.

The Shadow s cl oak gave purchase, though it was torn to shreds. The
Shadow
had the double grip he wanted; it was strong enough to prevent an increase of
his speed. In fact, the effort was sl ackening the headl ong drop; but that
result couldn't |ast.

A few seconds nore, the cable would be tearing deep into The Shadow s
shoul ders. That would be the end of his control. Fortunately, the shaft wasn't
deep enough to provide that sequel

The Shadow s pl unge ended suddenly, when solid bl ackness seened to gush
up
to neet him H s shoulders and head took the inpact; his body floundered away
fromthe cable, to strike the side wall of the shaft. Wth a twisting roll
The
Shadow settl ed, senseless, upon an irregular surface.

The fall had been shortened by the el evator, which was at the ground
fl oor
| evel . Instead of concrete, The Shadow had found netal. Either was bad enough
as The Shadow s condition showed; but his strenuous efforts had saved him

FAR from the place where searchers hunted him The Shadow | ay notionl ess
during passing mnutes. At last, he stirred; groped wearily upon his perch

More m nutes went by before The Shadow realized where he was. Dimy, he
recall ed the events that had finished with this unhappy | andi ng.

Bl ood streaked The Shadow s face from a gash above his forehead. The



sl ouch hat had been a buffer that prevented serious injury. The seal ed box had
slipped from The Shadow s belt. Goping, he found it; but as he tilted the
box,

it slipped fromhis nunbed hands.

The box slid edgewi se through the grated top of the el evator. The Shadow
heard it strike the floor of the car

That awakened pronpt thoughts of escape. The Shadow reasoned that the top
of the el evator nmust be hinged. Ot herwi se, no one could use the car to reach
the skylight at the top of the shaft. Funbling, The Shadow found a catch; but
his fingers were too cranped to release it. The Shadow needed a few mi nutes'
rest.

As those minutes ticked, a sound occurred bel ow.

It was the scrape of the elevator door, opening in the darkness. Through
the grille The Shadow saw a flashlight blink. The glow settled on the seal ed
box. A voice nuttered an oath.

The intruder was the nurderer. Qutside, he had watched the futile search
for The Shadow. He had cone here on the chance that the cl oaked fugitive had
taken this route. The box told part of what had happened. The nurderer flicked
the Iight upward.

The Shadow | ay huddl ed, notionless. H's shape bl ocked the rays. The
mur der er knew that The Shadow had fallen down the shaft, and he supposed that
The Shadow was either dead or unconscious. It was worth while risking a few
revol ver shots. His face still hidden, the nurderer drew a gun, to take
del i berate, upward aim

Si mul t aneousl y, The Shadow s hand dipped into the tattered remants of
hi s
cl oak. Nunbed fingers were strong enough to grip an automatic. The Shadow
turned
his hand slowy, to sneak the nmuzzle through the steel slats of the el evator
r oof .

A slownotion duel was in devel opnent. Another half mnute would bring
t he
result. A sudden interruption broke that space of thirty seconds. It was the
clatter of the skylight, high above.

Pol i ce had cone to the warehouse roof; they had found the top of the
shaft.

The nurderer doused his flashlight as a gl eam canme downward. Police saw
bl ackness at the bottom of the shaft, but did not identify it as The Shadow.
Voi ces buzzed; their words carried to the |isteners bel ow

One cop intended to remain on the warehouse roof, while the other took
t he
| ong route down t hrough the Central Building. The nessenger was to start a
search in the warehouse.

The officers withdrew, but they left the skylight open. A whispered | augh
cane from The Shadow s lips. It wasn't |oud enough to carry up through the
shaft; the man in the elevator heard it, however.

That weird tone told the killer that his plot had failed. He couldn't
risk
a shot; for the police would hear it, with the skylight open. They woul d
surround the warehouse in a hurry. The Shadow, though, could afford to fire.
| f
he clipped the nmurderer, the police could capture the real crook, with the
seal ed box in his possession

The Shadow s | augh predicted such an outcome. Wth a mad dive, the
nmurderer left the el evator, not bothering to slamthe door behind him

PAI NFULLY, The Shadow managed to rise by gripping the cable. Shoving his
gun away, he groped for the |latch. Though his fingers were sore and cranped,
he



managed to unl oose the fastening. A grating dropped downward on its hinges.

Feet-first, The Shadow slid through and | anded in the el evator
Strai ght eni ng, he pushed the grate up into place.

Cautiously, The Shadow glinmered his flashlight. The seal ed box was no
longer in the elevator. The nmurderer had taken it with himin his haste.

For ced

to a quick decision, he had given up his schene to plant the box on The
Shadow.

He had no guarantee that the police would finally trap The Shadow.

That box had to be planted on sonmebody who couldn't get rid of it. The
nmurderer had | earned at | ast that The Shadow was too form dable to be the goat
in such a gane

The Shadow made his way fromthe el evator to the outside door. He |urked
there while a pair of detectives entered. Wen they had passed, The Shadow
went
out into a deserted all eyway besi de the warehouse.

The nmurderer had used that path before the detectives arrived, naking a
conplete get-away with the seal ed box. There was no chance to overtake him
The
Shadow noved wearily toward the street.

Seeing the way clear, he ripped off his tattered cloak and bundl ed it
with
his slouch hat. In Cranston's garb, he sauntered along the street and found a
taxi .

RI DI NG back to the hotel, The Shadow told the taxi driver to stop at the
side entrance. That was necessary, for the inmacul ate appearance of Lanont
Cranston was badly wrecked.

Once inside the hotel, The Shadow took a stairway up to his room There,
he washed the blood fromhis face and di scarded his ruined clothes.

Wearing a light-gray suit, and a felt hat that matched it, Lanont
Cranston
appeared in the | obby soon afterward. The hat was necessary to hide the patch
that The Shadow had applied to a cut on his head. Only one person in the | obby
noted Cranston's arrival

That person was C yde Burke.

The reporter knew that his chief was posing as Cranston. News of a nad
hunt for The Shadow had worried Cyde. Wrd had cone in that The Shadow had
been seen in the Central Building, and dyde had wondered how his chief would
fare. The cal m appearance of Cranston was a great relief to Burke.

Tal king to other reporters, Cyde turned the conversation to a review of
all that had happened. That talk was for The Shadow s benefit. Cyde saw
Cranston listening intently.

They had been at the Enterprise office, these reporters, when Janes
Bel ver
had been called to the tel ephone. Belver had cone bounding fromhis private
office, to report that he had received an anonynous call stating that The
Shadow was in Room 304 of the Central Building. Belver had tried to get Police
Chief Mulley, but the line was busy.

VWen they finally did get a call through to headquarters, the nen in the
Enterprise office learned that the same anonynmous person had also called the
police chief. A squad was already on its way, heading for the Centra
Bui | di ng,
under Mulley's own command.

The reporters had flocked to the scene, to hear the gunfire and w t ness
t he search upon the roof of the departnent store. Separated, they had returned
to the hotel, one by one.

The desk clerk answered a tel ephone call. He called to the reporters and
pointed to a booth.



"Any one of you will do. It's the Enterprise on the wire."

Clyde took the call. He cane out fromthe booth, to tell the other
newspaper men:

"I't was Belver, calling fromhis office. Chief Milley just stopped there,
to say that they've given up the search."

"What about the tip-off?" queried one of the reporters. "Have they got
any
i dea who nmade those calls to Belver and Ml | ey?"

"Not yet," replied Cyde. "Neither Belver nor Miulley is sure who it was."

A man had entered the lobby in tine to hear those statements. He |ighted
a
cigar; then stepped up to the reporters, a dry smle on his pointed face. The
arrival was Rufus Vosgle. Reporters recognized the |awer; they crowded about
him hoping for an interview

"I SEEMto be popul ar," observed Vosgle, coolly. "Very well, gentlenen. |
have a statement for you. | understand that James Bel ver and Chief Milley both
recei ved anonymous calls, telling where they could find The Shadow. "

There were nods. Vosgle took a long puff at his cigar.

"You may state publicly,"” added Vosgle, "that | received a sinilar call

at nmy home. Mreover, | believe that | was called first. | told the anonynous
party" - Vosgle paused, to flick ashes fromhis cigar - "that | was not
interested in crank calls. | advised himto call the Enterprise or police

headquarters. It seenms that he did both."

Reporters scurried away to add this new statenment to their stories.
Vosgle's dry lips fixed into a smle, as he placed his cigar between them His
expression showed definitely that he felt he had scored one on the reporters.

He was still wearing his w se | ook when he turned, to see Cranston
"Ah, M. Cranston!" Vosgle extended his hand. "I am surprised to see that
you are still in town."

The Shadow cane to his feet easily, despite the aches it caused him He
recei ved Vosgl e's cl asp.

"I shall be here a while longer," he said, in the even tone of Cranston.
"I hope that we may nmeet again, during nmy stay."

"W nust arrange such a neeting, M. Cranston.”

Vosgl e strolled fromthe | obby, foll owed by The Shadow s steady gaze.
Cranston's thin lips formed a smle that the awer did not see. That smile
was
a prophecy.

The Shadow coul d foresee another neeting with Rufus Vosgl e; one that

m ght
directly concern the seal ed box that had vani shed fromthe scene tonight.

CHAPTER VI I |
THE H DDEN THREAT

WHEN Larry Sherrin arrived in Southbury, the next day, he was amazed when
he read the newspapers. It seemed incredible that a whole city should be
stirred agai nst The Shadow, yet such was the case. The situation, to Larry,
was
proof of hidden nenace.

Larry's first step was to register at a small hotel called the Southbury
House, a few blocks fromthe center of town. It was |l ess frequented than the
Pal ace Hotel, where The Shadow happened to be stopping as Lamont Cranston.

Fromthe hotel, Larry made a trip to Vosgle's office. He | earned that the
| awyer was out of town, but would be back later. By m d-afternoon, Vosgle had
not returned. Larry decided to go out to the Whilton mansion



VWen he arrived there by cab, Larry saw a | arge coupe parked in front of
the house. It bore the initials "J. B.," which Larry identified with Janes
Bel ver. \Wen the servant, G lbert, ushered Larry into the house, the young man
found Belver there with Eunice.

To Larry's surprise, Eunice recognized himat once. Her smile was |ike
t he
wel cone of an old friend. Belver was cordial, also. H's firmhandshake nade
Larry feel at hone.

"I thought that you had probably forgotten nme," Larry said to Eunice.
"It's been five years since | |left Southbury."

"My uncle nentioned you often,"” returned Eunice. "He told ne that sone
day
you would return; and he said" - the girl's tone saddened at the recollection
"that if he should no | onger be here, he knew that | would wel come you."

Larry's face showed a wince. The trust that Ri chard Whilton had shown was
an inspiration. It would take Larry a long while - the rest of his life,
perhaps - to repay it. He was gl ad that he had conme back to Southbury. He'd
find his chance to prove that Wiilton was right. But he wanted to start
wi t hout
pr et ense.

"I am afraid your uncle overestimated ne," declared Larry, seriously.
"Actually - well, I did sone things that disappointed him |'ve |learned to be
sorry for it; and | guess he knewit."

Euni ce's eyes were wi de. Her surprised gaze halted Larry.

"Uncl e Richard could not have felt that way!" exclained the girl. "He
believed in you, Larry. He always said he did."

Larry felt that he must nake all owance for Eunice. She had been very
young
at the tinme when he had committed his enbezzlenent. It was natural that her
uncl e had kept the details fromher. Belver had been Wiilton's best friend,
and
woul d, therefore, know nore of Larry's past. Larry turned to the reforner.

"l guess you understand," said Larry. "About what | mean when | say that

I
di sappointed M. Wilton."

Bel ver cl apped his big hand upon Larry's shoulder. H's clear eyes net the
young man's gaze. In his strong, firmvoice, Belver sunmed an opinion

"Richard Whilton trusted the right persons,” he said. "H s judgnent
i ncreased year by year. You were young, Larry; whatever your faults, VWilton
knew t hat you woul d outgrow them H's |egacy to you proves his faith in your
character."

The words pl eased Larry; and they thrilled Eunice. She felt that Belver's
statenment supported all that she had said.

Looki ng at Eunice, Larry saw a new reason to nake good. To gain and hold
the trust of a girl Iike Eunice Wiilton was worth nore than any noney. Larry
already had the girl's confidence. He intended to retain it.

LEARNI NG that Larry had to return to Vosgle's office, Belver offered to
t ake him downtown. As they left, Eunice invited Larry to come to dinner - an
invitation that he willingly accepted.

Ri di ng downtown, Larry kept watching Belver. The big nman's |lips were
tight; there was a firmset to his jaw. Larry wondered if Bel ver knew nore
about his past than he had nmentioned. He decided to | et Belver open the
subj ect. \When Bel ver spoke, Larry thought that he was coming to that very
di scussi on.

"You have been away a long while, Larry," observed Belver. "Quite far
from
Sout hbury, | suppose.”



"Yes," returned Larry. "I was in" - he hesitated - "in New Ol eans, when
I
first read the newspaper accounts of M. Wilton's death."

The statenent was a correct one, for Larry hadn't seen a newspaper unti
his plane landed in Mami.

"I said that Wiilton was keen in his judgment of men," continued Bel ver.
"I meant that, Larry, but with certain reservations. Sone persons did not turn
out quite as ny friend Whilton expected."

Larry was sober. He felt sure that Belver referred to him But before
Larry coul d speak, Belver supplied words that proved Larry's guess was w ong.

"Rufus Vosgle was one," declared Belver. "Wen graft was ranmpant in this
city, crinme arrived in its wake. Vosgle turned his law office into a stanping
ground for crooks. True, his law practice was legitimate; but it was not the
sort that one might admire.

"Whilton still retained Vosgle as his attorney, sinply as an inducenent
for Vosgle to give up his other practice. Vosgle appreciated that, |ater
because” - Belver's eyes showed a pleased flash - "when | forced graft from

Sout hbury, crimnals departed. Vosgle found hinmself short of clients.

"To sumit briefly, Larry, Wilton favored nmy camnpai gn of reform Vosgle
was on the other side of the fence. | advise you, therefore, to be discreet in
any dealings that you have with Rufus Vosgle."

Bel ver dropped Larry near Vosgle's office. This time, the young man found
the I awer there. Vosgle received himwith a formal handshake; waved himto a
chair and shoved a box of cigars across the desk. Eyeing Larry with a tilted
gaze, the lawyer produced a sheaf of papers.

"Read these over," said Vosgle, briskly, "then sign them You won't have
any difficulty claimng your fifty thousand dollars. It was worth while coning
back to Sout hbury, Sherrin."

Larry didn't like the sarcasmin the |lawer's tone. It supported Belver's
claim that the friendship between Vosgle and Wilton had | essened.

Wil e Larry signed the papers, Vosgle watched himwith a wise smle. He
didn't offer to shake hands again, when he opened the door for Larry's
departure. Al he did was remark, dryly:

"I'f you need ny services at any tine, Sherrin, be sure to notify ne

promptly. | refer, of course" - Vosgle's words were sarcastic - "to matters
regarding the Wiilton estate. | don't suppose that you will require other

| egal

advi ce. "

LARRY found hinmself clenching his fists, when he reached his hotel. He
had
an idea what Vosgle neant. As Whilton's attorney, the |lawer knew all about
t hat
enbezzl ement. Vosgle probably didn't agree with Farrow, that a man could go
straight after he had once done sonething crooked.

That was why Vosgl e had dropped a remark that could be taken two ways. It
m ght have been a warning for Larry to lay off future crime; or it could have
been construed as an invitation to call upon Vosgle to represent him in case
Larry preferred to resume his crooked career

Larry was so irked that he shoved past a young man who spoke to hi m at
t he
elevator. It wasn't until he was in the car, that he realized the fell ow had
joined him The stranger was a wiry chap, who gave Larry a friendly grin.

"My nanme's Burke," he announced. "C yde Burke, of the New York O assic.
I'd like an interview, M. Sherrin. How does it feel to come into fifty
t housand dollars all of a sudden?"

"I't makes you sore at some people," snapped Larry. "That includes
reporters!”

Clyde followed Larry fromthe el evator. Unlocking the door of his room



Larry swung about.
"You heard what | said," he told dyde. "There's no use sticking around!"
Stepping into his room Larry gave the door a qui ck shove. O yde stopped

it with his foot; sidled through into the room He gave a nudge, indicating

for

Larry to cl ose the door
Sonmewhat puzzled, Larry obeyed. Dusk had arrived; the roomwas rather

dark. Larry turned on the lights; Cyde notioned for himto draw the shade.

That done, the reporter handed Larry a seal ed envel ope.

I nside, Larry found a nessage witten in blue-inked Ilines. As he finished
reading it, he saw the words erase thensel ves one by one. That message was
from
The Shadow, introducing Cyde to Larry. As he crunpled the note, Larry becane
apol ogeti c:

"Sorry, Burke -"

"Forget it," put in dyde. "Tell me how you' ve nade out to-day. Wo did
you see?"

Larry told of his visit to the Whilton house; his talk with Eunice and
hi s
ride with Belver. He finished with a report on his interview wi th Vosgle.

"That's why | was sore,"” he added. "I was ready to take it out on the
first person | net, who happened to be you, Burke."

"I don't blane you." Cyde grinned, as he transcribed Larry's statenents
into a coded nessage. "All right, old man. 1'll be around when you cone in
this
evening. If there's anything new, you can tell ne.

WHEN C yde | eft the Sout hbury House, his next destination was the Pal ace
Hotel , where The Shadow had a roomon the tenth floor, the highest story in
t he
bui I di ng.

It had been a few hours since The Shadow had gi ven O yde the nessage for
Larry. Since Cyde's report was due, the reporter was in a hurry.

VWi le Cyde was on his way to the Pal ace Hotel, The Shadow was al r eady
entering the roomon the tenth fl oor

In Cranston's leisurely fashion, The Shadow paused on the threshold.
There
was a light in the room it cane froma lanp on a witing desk by the w ndow.
Wthin the glow lay a seal ed envel ope. Supposing that the envel ope contai ned
Cyde's report, The Shadow cal My closed the door and stepped to the witing
desk. He opened the envel ope and spread its nessage. The Shadow saw bl ue-i nked
words, penned in careful script; but the nessage was not coded.

Beneath its snmooth velvet surface, the note carried a hidden threat:

Your efforts here have been usel ess. They have led the | aw upon a wong

trail, instead of the right one. By pronpt departure, you can clear matters
and

avoid nmore trouble for yourself. Rest assured that when you are gone, pronpt
results will follow Those responsible for crinme are known. They will be
turned

over to the |aw. A FRI END.

Through its wording, the nessage indicated that the sender had identified
Cranston as The Shadow. Couched in snug terns, it inplied that its witer was
on the side of justice. It was as crafty as the two-way statenent that Rufus
Vosgl e had made to Larry Sherrin. The Shadow could take this message as he
chose.

For the nonent, however, The Shadow wasn't thinking of the note's inport.
Once scanned, those words were indelibly inpressed upon his mnd. They needed



to be; for they would not be in sight much | onger. There was sonething
famliar
about the brilliant blue ink in which the note was penned. That interested The
Shadow nost .

As The Shadow watched, the witing began to fade, letter by letter,
al t hough its di sappearance was jerky. Half a mnute |ater, The Shadow was
staring at a bl ank sheet of paper.

That message, with its hidden threat, had been witten with The Shadow s
own brand of di sappearing ink!

CHAPTER | X
THE SHADOW ACCEPTS

ONLY one person could have placed that nessage on The Shadow s writing
desk. That person was the crafty master-crook agai nst whom The Shadow warred.
Conming to that imedi ate concl usi on, The Shadow began to anal yze the purposes
behind it.

It was obvious the crimnal wanted The Shadow out of the way. Al so, the
fact that the witer of the note had guessed The Shadow s identity, was proof
that the man had capability.

Twi ce, the master-crook had turned the tables on The Shadow. This note
was
an indication that he could do it again with better success, since he had
penetrated farther into The Shadow s affairs.

A threat was usel ess, without teeth.

That point was nost inportant to The Shadow. Suppose he ignored the note
entirely; did not |eave town - what would be the eneny's nove?

The answer was obvi ous: Another thrust would cone.

Wien? \ere?

On the occasion that best suited the nmurderer. That thought flashed an
i nstant warni ng signal.

The tine best suited to the killer was the present. The place, this very
spot where The Shadow st ood.

There was bl ackness at The Shadow s el bow - an open wi ndow, that faced a
courtyard. Beyond was another wi ng of the hotel, with darkened wi ndows on this
same level. At one of those wi ndows, the nurderer was watching, to see what
effect his threat had upon Lanont Cranston.

As before, the killer would prefer caution; but if he received one touch
of proof that his guess of The Shadow s identity was correct, he would take
t he
risk. It would be worth it, if the killer actually bagged The Shadow.

There wasn't a flicker on the inpassive face of Cranston. Behind that
calm
count enance, a keen brain was working swiftly. The Shadow knew t hat one fal se
nove woul d mean doom The hidden killer unquestionably had a gun trai ned on
t his w ndow.

The Shadow coul dn't beat himto the shot. Those w ndows in the other w ng
were blotted by darkness. A quick draw of a gun would be offset by the total
absence of a target.

Doi ng not hi ng woul d be as bad a nove as any. The murderer was probably
itchy with his trigger. If he thought that Cranston was stalling, he would
t ake
it for granted that he was The Shadow.

COOLLY, The Shadow seated hinself at the witing desk. In absent-m nded
fashi on, he reached for his fountain pen. It wasn't in his vest pocket. That
gave hima quick recollection. He had left it in the drawer of the witing



desk. That explained the fact that the nurderer's nessage had been in
di sappearing i nk.

The vani shing i nk never showed its peculiar behavior until after it had
dried. The crimnal had sinply found Cranston's pen and had used it, w thout
knowi ng that he was preparing a real surprise for The Shadow.

There, again, the facts clicked. If the nmurderer had realized that the

i nk
was tricky, he wouldn't still be holding doubt as to Cranston's identity.
I nstead of opening the desk drawer, The Shadow reached for an ordinary
pen
that was on the witing desk. Dipping it into an inkwell, he began to wite on

hotel stationery. He was taking the chance that the |urking marksman woul d
bi de
his time, thinking that Cranston intended to | eave sone reply to the nessage.

The ruse worked | ong enough for The Shadow to finish a short note and
seal
it in an envelope. After that, the itchy watcher saw Cranston act in nost
natural fashion.

Ri sing fromthe desk, the tall hotel guest began to pack a bag. Not once
did he nove fromthe framed area of the |ighted wi ndow. Nor did he gl ance
toward the window itself. Hi s actions were those of a man who was both
per pl exed and worri ed.

The situation, though, had reached a hair-trigger pitch. Once he saw
Cranston start to nove out of range, the nmurderer mght cut |oose. The one
saf e
policy was to keep himguessing, boldly and deliberately. Wth it, The Shadow
nmust prepare a counterstroke of his own.

He had it.

Hal fway finished with his packing, The Shadow picked up a handy tinmetable
and held it to the light. He glanced at his watch; raised it to his ear.
Lifting the tel ephone, The Shadow put in a call to the | obby desk. H s voice
was Cranston's quiet tone:

"I's M. Burke downstairs? The reporter?"

The clerk hadn't seen M. Burke.

"I'f he comes in," was Cranston's request, "tell himto call ne.

Hangi ng up, The Shadow set his watch. Apparently, he had called the desk
to ask for the right tinme. The killer certainly thought so; for there was no
sudden gunfire from across the courtyard.

M nut es passed, with Cranston engaged in his nethodi cal packing. The next
train wasn't due for an hour, and the lurking killer probably knew it. Hence
there was no reason for Cranston to hurry. Mich depended, though, on how soon
Clyde's call cane.

Five m nutes. The tel ephone bell jangled. This was the real test; The
Shadow net it. He appeared to be too busy to answer the call, until the bell
rang a second tinme. That was just the right policy to lull the man who had him
covered from anbush.

Clyde was on the wire. He heard The Shadow s | ow voiced instructions. It
was | ucky that the woul d-be assassin saw only Cranston, not C yde.

DOM in the | obby, Cyde cane out of the tel ephone booth, breathless. He
hurried to the checkroom asked for a bag by nunber, saying that it was for
M.

Cranston. The attendant didn't want to give it to him dyde snatched the
satchel and pointed to the clerk.

"Ask him" said Clyde. "He'll tell you M. Cranston wants ne to bring the
bag up to him"

Riding to the tenth floor, Cyde left the elevator and slid for a side
corridor. There, he opened the bag. Fromit, he brought a cl oak, a slouch hat
and a pair of gloves. They were reserve garnments that The Shadow al ways



carried; but this tine, it wasn't Cranston who was going to wear them

It was Clyde's job to inpersonate The Shadow, in a daring ruse to trick
the nurderer. If it worked, the result would be nore than a rescue. The crook
woul d forget his theory that Cranston and The Shadow were one person.

Sneaking to the far wing, Cyde pulled the slouch hat to eye | evel and
ti ghtened the cl oak about him He began to try the room doors one by one,
hopi ng that the nurderer had |l eft a door unlocked. The Shadow had figured that
the killer would have a free door ready for pronpt departure.

There was a give to the third door that Cyde tested. He didn't waste
tinme
with it. Shoving the door inward, Cyde drove through.

The light that cane fromthe hall gave hima view of a man crouched at
t he
wi ndow, a leveled rifle to his shoulder. Past the aimng killer, Cyde saw a
lighted wi ndow at an angl e across the courtyard. Framed in that gl ow was the
figure of Cranston, his hands clanping the fastenings of a suitcase.

Clyde's sudden entry alarmed the killer sufficiently to nmake himforget
Cranston for the nonment. Sight of the figure in the doorway caused the killer
to drop Cranston entirely. The killer took Cyde for The Shadow.

Springing to his feet, the crook swng his rifle for the supposed Shadow.
Bef ore he could use the weapon, Cyde was upon him fighting for the weapon's
possession. The wiry reporter gained a hold and kept it. He couldn't see his
ant agonist's face in the darkness, but he knew that the crook was desperate.

The best that dyde could do was hang on. Cranston was gone fromthat
other window. It wouldn't be nore than half a mnute before The Shadow was
here, to take over the battle hinself.

Those thirty seconds proved too long for Cyde. He had forced the rifle
up
above the killer's head; sliding one hand free, he tried to collar the crook's
t hr oat .

Lessened pressure served the killer. H's hands drove the rifle butt
downward. It thunped dyde above the ear.

Amid a head-splitting splash of fireworks, dyde had instinct enough to
roll away. Before attenpting aimin the darkness, Cyde's foe shot a | ook
t hrough the wi ndow and saw t hat Cranston had di sappeared. Wth a | ong bound,
the nmurderer took a different route than the hallway. He sprang through a
connecting doorway into another room

The Shadow arrived to hear the door slam It was |ocked fromthe other
side, before The Shadow coul d reach it. Dashing back into the hall, The Shadow
cane to an end passage that was bl ocked by a big door. Beyond, he heard the
runbl e of a descending el evator.

The nmurderer had reached a cl osed-of f passage that had a service
el evat or.

He was on his way to safety.

RETURNI NG al ong the hall, The Shadow net O yde. Half groggy, the reporter
was taking off the hat and cl oak. The Shadow s whi sper voi ced t hanks al ong
with
approval .

Cl yde steadi ed, and wal ked back to the regul ar elevator. There, The
Shadow
told himto take a stroll down to the Enterprise office. Before he left, Cyde
passed over Larry Sherrin's report.

On the way to the newspaper office, Cyde net other reporters, who were
headed for a chat with Janes Belver. They found Belver in his private office,
finishing an editorial for the next day's newspaper.

Clyde read it along with the other reporters, and it pleased him Wth
t he
hunt for The Shadow at a standstill, Belver was advising that the police



sear ch
for the mssing seal ed box, instead of |ooking for an unknown being in black
The conference ended before train tinme. Cyde took a taxi to the depot.
As
he neared the station, he saw another cab stop there. Qut stepped Cranston, to
hand over a | oad of luggage to a station porter
Clyde was going to get out and contact his chief, when he saw sonet hi ng
that made himstop. Staying in the cab, he told the driver to wait.
Coming fromthe station was another person that C yde recogni zed: Rufus
Vosgl e. The | awyer stopped to greet Cranston
"What a coincidence,” remarked Vosgle, dryly. "I come to the station to
make reservations for a future trip and | neet you again, M. Cranston."
Vosgl e stared at the |luggage. His tone was surprised, when he questioned,
"\What ? Leavi ng us so soon?"

"Yes," replied Cranston, his tone indifferent. "Things were too qui et
here. | have decided to sail from New York to-norrow, on the Normandie. From
Europe, | shall probably start for Africa, on another of ny big-ganme-hunting

expeditions."

Clyde decided to communicate with Cranston |later. Rather than be seen by
Vosgl e, the reporter ordered the taxi driver to take himback to the hotel. On
the way, Cyde sunmed a few details regarding Cranston's coming trip. The
Shadow had nentioned them during those brief nminutes at the hotel elevator.

A supercrook had given The Shadow terms that anpbunted to an order, to
| eave Sout hbury. Though he had al so sought to assassi nate The Shadow, the
cr ook
woul d be satisfied if the terns were followed. He wanted to be rid of The
Shadow, dead or alive.

The Shadow had presumably accepted the ternms. Thereby, he was giving the
crimnal opportunity for new noves. They would be directed toward an easier
prey than Lanmont Cranston. The Shadow knew t he person that the plotter would
choose as dupe.

That person was Larry Sherrin. Larry's return to Sout hbury | ooked
opportune for the nurderer, because The Shadow had so arranged it. By letting
Larry be the bait, The Shadow could return in secret; to hide his own noves
agai nst his master-foe.

By apparently concedi ng defeat, The Shadow had cleared the path to future
victory.

CHAPTER X
VOSGLE' S VI SI TOR

THE days followi ng The Shadow s departure were quiet in Southbury.
Excitenment had sinmrered down to specul ation. The police still wanted The
Shadow;, but even Chief Miulley admtted that a capture of the cloaked stranger
m ght produce a quiz, rather than a murder charge.

The seal ed box was the prize at stake. It could explain why The Shadow
had
been active. A hidden grafter wanted that box; and perhaps he hadn't gai ned
it.

Sonme crook mght have muscled in to grab the box; his purpose: to sell it to
the grafter at a healthy price.

James Bel ver supported that theory, on the basis that Richard Whilton had
procl ai med The Shadow as a friend. As for Rufus Vosgle, he said nothing. The
| awyer's policy was to avoid di scussions of unsolved crine. He never knew who
m ght need his | egal advice, later.

To Larry Sherrin, the lull was wel cone. He had beconme a regular visitor
to
the Wilton mansion, at Eunice's request. At intervals, Larry saw Cl yde Burke



On one occasion, the reporter pointed out an itemin the newspaper, which
stated that Lanont Cranston, a recent visitor in Southbury, had sailed on the
Nor mandi e.

That news meant nothing to Larry, for he couldn't renenber that he had
ever met Cranston. There was a man in Southbury, however, to whomit neant
much. That person was the supercrook who had sent the ultimtumto The Shadow.

The quick-clicking strategy at the Pal ace Hotel was something that the
super crook had seen through, after it was over. He knew that it wasn't The
Shadow who had bobbed into the roomwhere he lay in anbush. He had been
out guessed, that was all; Cranston was actually The Shadow. (Note: See "The
Shadow Unmasks." Vol. XXII, No. 5.).

But The Shadow had apparently tired of a losing fight in Southbury. Three
tight pinches, on three successive nights, should be enough for any neddl er

VWhat the murderer did not know was that another guest was due at the
Pal ace Hotel to-night. An explorer named Kent Allard had wired the hotel to
reserve a roomthere

Though no one had ever guessed it, Kent Allard was actually The Shadow.
The gui se of Cranston was one that he nerely adopted for certain occasions.

DUSK settled early on this particular day, for the sky was thick with
t hreateni ng cl ouds. Rufus Vosgl e observed the gathering darkness when he | eft
his office, and it seenmed to please him Stepping into an ol d-fashi oned
i nobusi ne, the |l awer ordered the chauffeur to drive hone.

Soon, the big car pulled up at a suburban house that matched the Whilton
mansi on as a show pl ace.

Stolid-faced servants admitted the |l awyer. Vosgle went up to the second
floor and entered a corner room The room was equi pped as an office, alnpst in
duplicate of the one that the | awer used downt own.

Vosgl e seated hinself at a heavy desk; gazed with satisfaction at a bul ky
safe in the corner. Finally, he lighted a cigar and puffed in deliberate
f ashi on.

Vosgl e conducted business in his office, as well as the one downtown.
Certain clients cane here to see him and one was due at present. Soon, the
signal of a buzzer announced the visitor. Vosgle pressed a button twice,
signifying that the person was to cone upstairs.

The visitor who entered Vosgle's office was a woman. She was a pronounced
bl onde, whose hair showed traces of peroxide treatnments. She was tall
graceful, but in a posing way. Her face was a curious mngle of beauty and
har dness.

Under proper light, her well-applied make-up could give her features a
real charm but the glow of Vosgle's office wasn't the sort she liked. It
reveal ed too many of the hard lines in her facial contour

Vosgl e's visitor was Theda Mdrenz, the torch singer who starred at the
Cairo O ub.

The bl onde took a chair at the side of the desk, because the |light was
m | der there. She saw Vosgle's box of cigars and hel ped herself to a perfecto.
She lighted the cigar, blew a long curl of snoke. In a contralto drawl, Theda
remar ked:

"Ni ce cigars you hand out, counselor. What are you going to do, run for
mayor or something? Is that why you wanted to see ne?" Theda paused; her gray
eyes narrowed; she added: "There's a lot of votes | could line up for you."

"There is no occasion for hunor," returned Vosgle, crisply. "I am not
interested in politics. | sent for you to find out if Police Chief Milley has
bot hered any of the crowmd at the Cairo O ub."

"Why shoul d he?" drawl ed Theda. "Every crook in town had an alibi the
ni ght that Wilton was croaked" - again her gray eyes hardened - "except you."

I f Theda expected that jab to worry Vosgle, she mssed her guess. It
brought a snmile to the lawer's dryish |ips.

"A good joke, Theda," comrented Vosgle, "but don't spring it during the



floor show at the Cairo Cub. Some people mght not appreciate it."

"l guess not. Maybe they'd begin to wonder where you were between ten and
el even o' clock that night. Funny, wasn't it, you showing up at the Cairo O ub
just after eleven."

Vosgl e eyed the worman steadily, as he stroked his chin. He considered his
next words carefully, before he spoke them

"I TOLD you that some one tel ephoned ne about half past ten," said
Vosgl e.

"It was a tip that the police chief was at the Cairo Club. That's why | went
there - to see that he did not overstep his authority. O course, when

| earned that there had been trouble at Whilton's, | did not stay at the Cairo
Cub."

Theda nodded. She renenbered that. She thought of sonething el se that
m ght annoy Vosgl e.

"A tel ephone call," remarked Theda. "That rem nds ne; you told the
newshounds that sonebody called you here, the night when the cops had The
Shadow boxed at the Central Building. You said your call was |ike the one that
Bel ver got, and the police chief.

"Only, you weren't hone that evening, to get it. Because | knew you
want ed
to see me, and | was buzzing this line all evening. Only the flunkies
answer ed.

Say, counselor, what was the idea of handing that hokumto the newspapers?"

Vosgl e's smle grew wi der

"You' ve answered it yourself, Theda," he returned. "I could not have
gi ven
any good expl anation of my whereabouts on the night of Wiilton's death.
Fortunately, | was not asked for one. On the next night, when | heard there
had
been trouble, | decided to spike questions by giving an answer beforehand.

"The reporters wanted a statenment, so | told them what they could say.
Most of the things they print are wong, anyway. Another erroneous bit of news
did not matter. It was just a bit of policy on ny part."

Theda wat ched Vosgl e | ean back in his chair. She didn't believe that the
| awyer had received either of the calls - the one he clainmed, or the one he
actually denied. He was a smart bird, Vosgle. Smart enough to have a better
reason for calling her here than the nere routine of |earning how things were
at the Cairo dub.

Theda waited for the reason. Vosgle knew why she was silent. He waited
until he felt that her curiosity was at its best pitch. Then, Vosgle spoke:

"I saw an old friend of yours the other day."

Theda canme up in her chair, choking over a puff of cigar snoke. Her
guestion was a snarl:

"Larry Sherrin? Is that who you nean?"

"Yes," replied Vosgle. "I don't suppose he has seen you since he returned
to Sout hbury?"
"He hasn't!" Theda's words were bitter. "He's gone soft, | guess, while

he's been away; or yellow He was out for the big nmoney, when | used to know
him Having fifty grand handed to hi m has made hi m hi gh hat.

"Say" - Theda's tone showed perplexity - "how do you explain VWilton
| eaving Larry that dough? Wasn't the old geezer wi se that Larry was the guy
who
gypped him five years back? O had Larry been in touch with him handing him
some snoot h-soap story?"

Vosgl e shook his head. For once, Theda was willing to agree that the
| awer was actually puzzl ed.



"Rl CHARD WHI LTON di d not approve of ny defending crimnals,"” declared
Vosgle. "On that account, he ceased to confide in me. He was inpressed by
sel f-styled chanmpions of right, like James Belver. It becanme easy for people
to
prey upon Wiilton's friendship and synpathy."

Theda' s eyes had an eager flash

"You mean guys |ike Larry?" she quizzed. "You think he kidded Wilton?
Made the old man fall for some racket?"

"That is what | want you to find out, fromlLarry."

Theda chucked her cigar in an ash stand. She arose and faced an oval
mrror. Assuming a willowy pose, she admired her own reflection. Her eyes met
Vosgle's gaze in the mirror.

"Larry's making a play for that Wilton dane," scoffed Theda. "That's
because she's got dough. She'll [ose her hold when | show up. A brunette, huh?
Well, Larry's a boob for blondes - and ne, in particular.”

Swi nging to neet Vosgle's direct gaze, Theda added, in a harsh tone:

"Larry took a run-out on me, five years ago. That neans |'ve chucked him
see? But I'll hand the old sob stuff or sone other line that will make him
fall. You want the goods on him You'll get it! Only" - Theda snapped the
final
words - "what's it worth to you?"

Vosgl e indicated the safe.

"You owe nme a thousand dollars,"” he renminded, "fromthe time | defended
you on the blackmail charge. | still hold your promi ssory note. | shall return
it when you give me a report on Larry Sherrin."

"It's worth nore than that to put the skids under him-"

"Not at all,"” interrupted Vosgle. "I want actual facts, whether favorable
or otherw se. Let me know' - Vosgle thwacked the desk with a hand stroke that
surprised Theda by its power - "whether Larry Sherrin has played straight or
crooked. You have heard nmy offer for such information. You may take it or
| eave
it!" Theda's grimace showed that she had only one choice. Vosgle held her
not e;
and he was capabl e of collecting debts. Theda gave a shrug.

"Al'l right. I'Il get the dope for you."

Vosgl e's eyes narrowed with suspicion, as if he thought that Theda
i ntended to fake her information. He was pronpt to spike any such prospect.

"When you arrange to neet Larry," he ordered, crisply, "let me know when
and where. | night drop by to see you."

THERE was a shrewd expression on Vosgle's face when Theda had gone.
Vosgl e
was confident that he had driven a smart bargain. He m ght have consi dered
ot herwi se, had he been able to viewthe interior of Theda's sedan and heard
t he
conversation that passed between its occupants.

The bl ond torch singer hadn't conme here alone. She had left three
tough-faced rowdies in her car, the worst batch of hoodl uns who used the Cairo
Club as their hangout. In her harsh drawl, Theda was telling her gang all that
had passed at Vosgle's.

"The cheap skate!" was her verdict. "He knows |'ve got the goods on him
I
saw himout at the Cairo C ub, the night he bunped old Wilton. If I'd only
figured then" - Theda was vicious - "that he was after an alibi, |I'd have nmade
himtal k turkey right then!"

"Why didn't you call for a showdown to-night?" voiced the thug at the
wheel

"Because he don't need ne now," snapped Theda. "He knows he's out of the
woods. Nobody's going to prove anything on Vosgle. The ol d gazebo al nost had



ne
t hi nking he didn't croak Whilton."
There were growls fromthe gang. A back seat hoodl um nuttered sonething

about "ten grand going flooey" - indicating that Theda had expected to shake
ten thousand dollars from Vosgle's coffers in return for an alibi. It was
Theda

who silenced the discontent.

"Quit the squawk," she ordered. "W've still got a chance for that much
dough; maybe double. And Vosgl e" - Theda chuckled - "is the guy that's fixed
it
for me."

The thugs wanted to know how. Theda told them
"I"lIl shake it out of Larry Sherrin," she declared. "Either way, he's
licked. If he's gone straight, he won't want people to know he was crooked

once. If he's trying to trimthat Wilton dane, he'll have to slip us a cut or
we'll tip her off.

"The only guy that could help himout is Vosgle, and that's spiked.
Because" - Theda's harsh voice was triunphant - "Vosgle is letting ne handle

Larry! The dough's in the bag, boys!"

Theda's tone promised that trouble would be pronpt for Larry Sherrin.
Troubl e that no one could help himto avoid.

Li ke others in Southbury, Theda Mrenz supposed that The Shadow woul d be
absent in the future.

CHAPTER Xl
LARRY LI STENS

LARRY SHERRI N had just finished dinner with Eunice Wilton, when G I bert
announced that some one w shed to speak to himon the tel ephone. He was
unprepared for the surprise that canme to himacross the wre.

The drawly voice that Larry heard had the poison of a snake's bite,

t hough
the words were friendly:

"Hell o, big boy! Where have you been? Didn't anybody tell you |I was stil
around?"

Larry hesitated, chewing his |lips. The tel ephone was a long way fromthe
dining room He decided to reply, since Eunice couldn't overhear

"Hell o, Theda," he said. "Yes, | did hear that you were out at the Cairo
Cub. Only -"

"Only you' ve gone high hat?" Theda's voice was velvety; no accusation in
it, just a well-faked reproach. "Well, noney nakes people forget old friends.
Good luck to you, Larry. Only" - Theda's drawl turned wistful - "I'd like to
gi ve you a handshake with it."

"I don't think I can get out to the Cairo Club -"

Larry's stall was exactly what Theda wanted. Her tone took on a
sympat heti ¢ touch

"I know that, Larry. That's why I'mdowntown. |'Il be right across the
street fromthe H gh Spot Cafe."

"But | can't get there, Theda. Sorry."

Theda objected; this tine, with a sting.

"Maybe you've forgotten things fromfive years back, Larry; but sone
peopl e haven't. That's what | want to talk to you about. 1'Il wait just half
an
hour . "

Larry hung up the receiver and went back to the dining room He couldn't
hide his troubled air from Eunice. The girl's eyes were questioning. Larry
tried to change his expression to one of annoyance.

"Just another reporter,” he told Eunice. "Those chaps are a nui sance.



Suppose | run downtown a little while. I'lIl drop back, later."

Euni ce worried when Larry had gone. She didn't want to pry into his
affairs; but she did feel that he should have nmenti oned nore details. Wen
G lbert cane into the dining room she asked:

"Did the reporter give his nane?"

"What reporter, M ss Eunice?"

"The one who just called on the tel ephone.”

Gl bert paused, with a trayload of dishes. Bluntly, he stated:

"It was a | ady who called, Mss Eunice."

Jeal ousy was sonething new to Eunice. So new, that she didn't realize
what
caused her enotion. Wth sudden deternination, she went fromthe dining room
She saw a cape lying on a chair; that gave her the next idea.

Throwi ng the cape over her shoul ders, Eunice hurried out to the garage to
get her coupe.

LARRY, meanwhile, was riding downtown in a car that he had bought the day
before. Hi s thoughts were as mngled as Eunice's, but with different cause. He
didn't want to talk to Theda; didn't want to be seen with her. But he knew the
troubl e she coul d cause.

Nearing town, Larry thought of Cyde Burke. He wondered where the
reporter
was. There were lights in the office of the Daily Enterprise. Maybe O yde was
up
there. Larry parked near the building and went up to see.

When he stepped fromthe elevator, he ran squarely into Cyde, with two
other reporters. Before Larry could say "hello," Cyde gave hima warning
| ook.

Larry | ooked for an excuse for being on hand.

He saw an office that bore Bel ver's name and nunbl ed somret hi ng about an
appoi ntnent there. As he started toward the office, Belver cane out.

"Hell o, Larry!" greeted Belver. "Where did you drop fronP"

"I was calling on Eunice," replied Larry. "She - well, she thought I
ought
to stop in and see you. | guess she'd |like to have you call this evening."

"I should be glad to. Are you going back there, Larry?"

Larry nodded. Belver introduced himto the reporters. Al went down to
t he

street together. Larry found an excuse to head for the Hi gh Spot Cafe, w thout
mentioning his destination. Once around a corner, he stepped into a doorway
and

wai t ed.

Soon, Clyde joined him Larry told what had happened. C yde gave pronpt
advi ce regardi ng Theda.

"Better see her,"”
deck. "

Clyde let Larry go ahead. Half a block farther on, Larry found Theda
waiting near a lighted store front. As usual, she had picked a spot where the
gl ow suited her |ooks. Larry couldn't see that she had changed in five years,
and Theda knew it, fromthe surprise that he registered.

Theda gave her old alluring smle. She thought it worked; but she was
wrong. Somehow, Larry's vision had inproved; he saw deeper than in the past.
He
wanted to be through with Theda, in a hurry. She nistook the | ook he gave her

"Don't worry," she told Larry, smoothly. "The police aren't after ne. But
it would be better if we tal ked sonewhere by oursel ves."

"Al'l right," said Larry. "\Were do you suggest?"

Theda indicated the H gh Spot Cafe. She pointed out a side door. Larry
nodded. They crossed the street together, with Theda tucki ng her el bow over

he told Larry. "I'll watch where you go. |I'Il be on



Larry's hand in chumy fashion

Theda stunbl ed on the curb. Larry caught her; she brought her face close
to his with a smle of thanks, that invited a kiss that Larry didn't give. He
returned a smle, though, that gave Theda future prom se. That seened the best
way out.

THE Iights of the cafe gave the occupant of a passing coupe a perfect
vi ew. The occupant was Euni ce. Looking back, Eunice saw Larry hurry Theda into
the side door of the restaurant.

As she circled the bl ock, Eunice didn't care what happened. She had been
to the Cairo Cub for dinner parties and she knew who Theda was. Eunice was
swept by a sudden feeling of hel pl essness.

She cared for Larry nuch nore than she knew, with him she had al ways
been
herself. To see him plucked away by some one worldly wi se made everything turn
red before her eyes; except the traffic lights. They were red al ready; Eunice
didn't notice them

She found herself halted in a jamof cars, with a beefy-faced cop hurling
sarcasmfromthe street. He was taking her nunber; threatening a ticket.

Euni ce didn't even hear him she was in a daze. Her rescue cane when a

bi g

man hopped froma car and canme over to the coupe. Anxiously, he shook the
girl's

shoul der.

"Euni ce! What is the matter?" Eunice recogni zed Janes Belver, and gave a
grateful choke. He roused her into driving the coupe to the curb. He fixed the
trouble with the traffic cop; shooed away a crowd and canme back to see her
Hs
guestion was kindly, and it reached the source of trouble. "Is it about
Larry?"

Euni ce nodded; then asked, amazedly: "How did you know it?"

"Larry stopped at the office," replied Belver. "He had something on his

mnd. | could see it. You didn't quarrel with hinP"

Wth a headshake, Eunice decided to tell the trouble. She expl ai ned about
the tel ephone call; Larry's subsequent neeting with Theda. At nention of
Theda,

Bel ver's eyes flashed angrily.
"You had better drive home," he told Eunice. "I shall see Larry! If that

worman is the sort of friend he prefers to you -
"Don't tell himthat | saw him"
"I shall be the one to see him | shall explain that there are different
social circles in Southbury; ones that do not mx. Don't worry, Eunice"
Bel ver's tone becane fatherly. "There nmay be sonme reason, sonme excuse. Let ne
handle it."

IT was Belver's intention to reach the H gh Spot Cafe as soon as
possi bl e;
but he wasn't the first person who carried that idea. C yde Burke had al ready
entered the side door of the little restaurant.

He saw a flight of stairs, with a tel ephone booth at the bottom Larry
and
Theda had gone up; but Theda was comi ng down again.

Cl yde ducked past the stairs; he watched Theda go into the tel ephone
booth. She didn't close the door tight; Cyde could hear the call she made. A
servant must have answered, for she asked for M. Vosgle. To the | awer, she
Voi ced:

"I"ve got hold of Larry - at the High Spot Cafe. Lay off, though. | think
he wants to talk... Sure, you can check up if you want to, but stick down near



the corner. You'll see us conme out, in half an hour..."

Theda went upstairs again. Cyde followed. He saw the cl osed door of a
tiny private dining room He listened; he nmade out Larry's voice and Theda's,
but the words were not easy to catch. Cyde stepped away, trying to figure
somne
better way to listen in. He heard footsteps on the stairs.

Clyde started out in a strolling manner. At the head of the stairs, he
ran
into a squint-eyed rowdy of blocky build. The scow the fell ow gave didn't
i mprove hi s unshaved face.

"What're you doing here, lug?" challenged the thug. "This upstairs is
private! Get it?"

"I"'mjust finding it out,
nysel f get fed?"

"Down on the first floor."

"I see. Well, you belong in the basenent!"

Along with that hint, Cyde swung a quick hook for the thug's jaw and
| anded. Clyde had spotted the fellow s hand in his right coat pocket, where a
gun nuzzl e gave its telltal e bul ge.

The thug went sonersaulting to the bottomof the stairs, with Cyde
bounding after him If that rowdy was on his way to put slugs into Larry
Sherrin, his intention was ended when he hit the floor below. dyde didn't
need
to be on hand. The fell ow had sprawl ed unconsci ous.

It was lucky, though, that Cyde had dashed downward. In fromthe door
| unged anot her pair of huskies, brought by the clatter of their pal's fall.
They saw Clyde and tried to slug himwi th drawn revolvers; but the wiry
reporter dodged the strokes.

He tripped one thug; wenched free fromthe other

Clyde's objective was the corner. He hoped to |lead the attackers in that
direction, to get themaway from Larry. They changed their m nds about
pursuit.

Cl yde reached his goal unnolested. Hat gone, coat awy, he | ooked about.

An approaching man recogni zed him It was Janmes Belver, again a tinely
arrival

Breat hl ess, Cyde told what had happened, without nentioning Theda. He
spoke of Larry, though

"The fell ow you introduced to me - down at your office, M. Sherrin - he
went in there. Wien | was going past - a bunch tried to gang nme -"

"Wait here, Burke."

Wth long strides, Belver hurried past the corner, waving his arns as he
went. Clyde waited, tense. Fists clenched, he was ready to start for the
doorway agai n, when a hand cl anped himfromthe darkness. A whispered voice
sounded in Cyde's ear

It was The Shadow

retorted Cyde. "Wiere do ordinary people like

BACK i n Sout hbury, Cyde's cloaked chief picked the spot where new
troubl e
lay. It took Cyde only a dozen seconds to explain what had happened. He felt
The Shadow start forward fromthe pitch-blackness of the building wall.
Then, fromthe next block cane the shrill wail of a police car's siren
announci ng aid that Belver had obtained. That shriek carried to the doorway
where t hugs guarded Theda's confab with Larry. The Shadow paused as the two
downst ai rs hoodl uns hurried out, dragging their groggy pal between them
The trio reached a parked sedan; packed into it and drove away just as
t he
police car arrived. Bluecoats | eaped out to investigate the doorway where
cr ooks
no | onger | urked.



The Shadow gave brief instructions to dyde. The reporter was to remain,
and | earn what foll owed.

VWhen anot her car slued around the corner five seconds later, its lights
swung at an angle that revealed the wall where Cyde stood. Wth a quick
gl ance, O yde | ooked for The Shadow. He saw not hing but the blank wall.

Keepi ng his presence still unknown, The Shadow had di sappeared in further
dar kness.

CHAPTER Xl
LARRY FI NDS TROUBLE

THEDA t hought that her gane was working with Larry. During the ten
m nut es
spent in that upstairs dining room she had begun to discuss the past. Not
with
open threat; but with subtle, friendly pretense, of which Theda was quite
capabl e.

She had chosen the best light in the room her reddened |ips showed to
perfection. So did the sparkle of her gray eyes. Theda's draw was i ndol ent;
her pose dreany. Al that she needed was the soft music of an orchestra to
conpl ete her act.

"So it's all ended, Larry," toned Theda. "I haven't forgotten five years
ago, though." Her hand crept across the table toward Larry's; her voice
finished with a sigh: "I couldn't forget. Ever!"

Larry was noncomittal. Theda was confident that the buil d-up had worked.
"There was a | ot we tal ked about in those days." Theda's |ips showed a
regretful smle. "What we were going to do, when you were in the nmoney -"

"I was in the noney," rem nded Larry, the instant that Theda paused. "You
saw t hat you grabbed your share of it. | was only able to repay M. VWilton
hal f of the fifty thousand that | took."

Theda | ooked i ncredul ous for the noment; then, her snooth pretense
returned. Her hand reached Larry's; it rested there.

"Cl ever boy, Larry," conplimented Theda. "You covered it by maki ng
Wi | ton
think that you had reclained half the stolen cash. You passed over twenty-five
grand; so he left you twice that, in his will -"

"You've got it wong, Theda -"

"Wait, Larry. Twenty-five and fifty - that's seventy-five. |'ve taken
twenty-five, so you take the same. That | eaves us another twenty-five, to
split.”

Larry was on his feet, starting toward the door. He turned to drive hone
his final words.

"I paid my debt to Wiilton," declared Larry. "The noney he left nme has no
strings to it. Your game won't work, Theda!"

"Fifty-fifty was our bargain -"

"And we finished it! If you think you can shake ne down for twelve and a
hal f thousand dollars, you're on the wong track!"

Theda' s pretense ended. She was tigerish, as she sprang toward the door
Her long-nailed finger tips dug deep into Larry's arm Her hiss was a vicious
threat.

"Listen, sap," she snarled. "You can't shove ne around, on that Wilton
dane's account! Not wi thout paying for it! I1'Il get nmore than twelve five,
before I'"ve finished. 1'Il snag half of that fifty grand that's cone your way
maybe all of it!"

Larry thrust Theda to one side. He yanked the door open, w thout
observi ng
the blonde's hard smile. There was a surprise waiting for Larry, thought



Theda.
She had posted the thugs to make sure he, Larry, didn't wal k out before she
was
through with him
The surprise that cane was one for Theda, too.

THERE were footsteps on the stairs. Sonme one had heard the door yank
open.

A cop's voi ce bel | owed:

"Who's up there?"

Theda's cl aws reached Larry's shoul der

"You snitcher!" she hissed. "So you squawked to the bulls! Told themto
cone here to pinch me! Just a smart guy -"

Larry cl apped his hand to Theda's contorted nouth.

"Show some sense,” he whispered. For the first time, he was using the
hard, cal cul ating tone that Theda renmenbered fromthose days of crine. "I
don' t
want the cops to find ne talking with you. How do we get out of here?"

Theda pointed to a door at the rear of the hall. Larry nodded; started
her
in that direction. He was about to foll ow when a policeman reached the head of
the stairs. Quick in the pinch, Larry saw his chance to cover Theda's flight,
since they both could not get away in tinme. Larry stepped straight toward the
cop.

"What's the matter, officer?"

"That's what |'m asking you," retorted the bluecoat. "W got orders to
arrest sone guys that started a braw. You're under arrest! \Who else is up
her e?"

"Look around," suggested Larry. "Find out for yourself."

Hauling Larry with him the cop searched the tiny dining roons. Mre
officers arrived and joined in the hunt. They reached the door that Theda had
taken; finding it |ocked, they decided it was uninportant. Theda had | ocked
t he
door fromthe other side, before she hurried down the back stairs.

Wth Larry as their only prisoner, the police went down to the street.
There they were nmet by C yde Burke, who protested that they had nade a
m st ake.

Clyde argued that Larry was the man that the police had been called to
protect.

"I was the person who ran into trouble," explained Cyde. "A bunch tried
to gang me in the doorway. | knew Sherrin was upstairs -"

"So you were in it, huh?" quizzed a policenman. "Yeah, you | ook |ike you'd
been in a brawl. You're under arrest, too!"

Clyde produced a reporter's card. It didn't help. He and Larry were
mar ched toward the corner, where a patrol wagon had arrived. Wth a grin,

d yde
told Larry that they might as well make the best of it, to which Larry agreed.

BEFORE t hey were shoved aboard the black Maria, a car pulled up. Rufus
Vosgl e stepped fromit. At sight of the lawer, the policenen waited. Vosgle
provided a dry snile when he recogni zed Larry and O yde. He asked why the two
were under arrest.

One cop explained, while another silenced the prisoners. Vosgle notioned
the officers aside. Wth thunbs tucked in the armhol es of his vest, the |awer
spoke to Larry and d yde:

"Let themtake you down to headquarters,” said Vosgle. "I'Il be there
bef ore they have you slated. Chat with Chief Mulley until | arrive. Ten or
fifteen mnutes will be all. You won't even see the inside of a cell."



Cops muttered grow s at Vosgle's assurance. Coldly, the | awer | ooked
t hem
over, nodding as if taking careful note of their faces. The grunbl es stopped;
the officers becane uneasy. They watched the |lawer step into his car and
drive
away.

It wasn't good policy to trifle with Vosgle, and the policenen knewit.
They gawked until the car had turned the corner; then decided to proceed with
what they considered to be duty. Again, they were interrupted, when another
car
arrived. This time, it was Janes Bel ver who sprang out.

Asking for the details, Belver received them He | ooked pl eased when he
| earned that Larry was the only person upstairs at the H gh Spot Cafe. He
assured the officers that Clyde's story was correct; that Larry was the
i nnocent cause of the alarm When Bel ver added that he, personally, had called
the police on dyde's say-so, the cops were convinced.

They doubt ed, though, whether they could rel ease the prisoners w thout
official order. Belver settled that.

"Where are you stopping?" he asked Larry. "At the Pal ace Hotel ?"

Larry replied that he was staying at the Southbury House.

“I"1l tell Chief Mulley that you are there," decided Belver. "As for you,
Burke, you can stop in ny office later and talk to himthere. That settles it,
officers, I amresponsible for these nen."

One mnute later, the patrol wagon was rolling away unoccupi ed, | eaving
Cyde and Larry on the sidewal k, shaki ng hands with Bel ver. \Wen the newspaper
owner | earned that Rufus Vosgle was on his way to headquarters, he chuckl ed.

"So Vosgle would like to be there to spring you," laughed Belver. "That's
one of his specialties, bulldozing the police into releasing prisoners. This
time, Vosgle will have a surprise. He will learn that tact is better than
shrewdness. "

Larry started for his hotel, a few bl ocks away; while Bel ver drove back
to
the Enterprise office, to call Chief Milley.

Clyde started to saunter away; he hadn't gone far before a | ow,
penetrating whisper halted him It cane froma vacated taxi; the driver was in
a lunch roomgetting coffee

Clyde boarded the cab, to find hinmself with The Shadow. After Cyde
reported, The Shadow ordered:

"Go to the Southbury House. Be with Larry when the police chief cones to
guestion him"

As Clyde started to step fromthe taxi, the driver saw himfromthe |unch
room wi ndow and cane hopping out; in hope of a fare. The Shadow drew C yde
back
into the cab. Wen the hackie arrived, Cyde | eaned fromthe w ndow and told
hi m
to drive to the Southbury House.

LARRY, meanwhil e, had reached the hotel on foot. He had wal ked rapidly,
as
he often did. That was sonething that Larry was to regret, later. He thought
that he had finished with trouble for a while; instead, he was heading into it
deeper.

Troubl e of a sort that The Shadow foresaw, but which even The Shadow did
not expect so soon.

Larry's roomwas on the third floor of the old Southbury House; near the
back. As he paused to unlock his door, he failed to notice the rear of the
hall. There, a door stood ajar. It was the door of a small roomthat offered
access to a fire escape, which, in turn, led down to a space behind the
bui I di ng.



Entering his room Larry closed the door but did not lock it. He decided
that woul d be better, in case the police chief happened to call. G oping
t hrough the darkness, Larry reached a table lanp and turned it on. The w ndow
was just beyond; Larry opened it, because the roomwas stuffy.

A slight sound nmade Larry listen. It came like a creep outside his door
foll owed by whispers. Larry went to the door and |istened. The sounds were not
repeated. He credited themto his imagination. Lots of stray thoughts had been
bothering Larry this evening. Turning toward the center of the lighted room
Larry started to take off his coat and vest. He halted, with his vest
unbuttoned, outspread in his hands. Larry's snmle faded as his eyes fixed upon
a chair that was faced toward him

There, Larry saw an object that he recogni zed instantly, though he had
never seen it before. It was a flattish box of glossy, black netal, clanped
with wires that were joined in a seal of thick, crinson wax upon the center of
the lid.

"The seal ed box!"

The thought flashed to Larry's brain; the words cane | ow, but audible,
fromhis lips. Wth that utterance, Larry was gripped by a sickening
sensati on.

H s confidence of a nmonent before was conpletely shattered

That seal ed box had brought death to Richard Wiilton. It had nearly
produced di saster for The Shadow. Toni ght, the reappearance of the seal ed box,
threatened ruin for Larry Sherrin.

Sone unseen foe, the master-plotter who had nurdered Ri chard Wilton, had
pl aced the seal ed box here, w thout The Shadow s know edge!

CHAPTER XI I |
FRENZI ED M NUTES

THROUGH Larry's nunbed brain drilled the thought that he was franmed. A
master-crimnal had picked himto bear the brunt of crime. OF all persons in
Sout hbury, Larry could least afford to be found with the sealed box in his
possessi on.

Whoever held this box was wanted for the nurder of Richard Whilton

It didn't occur to Larry that The Shadow had expected this; that The
Shadow was keeping cl ose watch for that very reason. Even at this nonent,

d yde

Burke was on his way up to see Larry. The Shadow had provided for the
emer gency

that m ght occur before Police Chief Milley arrived.

Larry didn't know that; but he acted as The Shadow had known he woul d.
Larry steadied; as his reason returned, he decided that his best course was to
contact Clyde Burke as soon as possible.

At that noment, an omi nous sound interrupted Larry's gathering thoughts.
A
cautious rap cane fromthe door of the room Larry shot a | ook toward the
wi ndow. A half story bel ow was the roof of a lowbuilt garage, that cane flush
with the wall of the hotel

There was too nuch |ight along that roof; too many wi ndows openi ng toward
it. It wouldn't do to chuck the sealed box fromthe wi ndow The clatter would
be heard; the box would be observed.

The knock cane again; still cautious, but nmore rapid. It certainly wasn't
Mul  ey. The police chief wouldn't rap that way. It struck Larry that it m ght
be O yde. That would be | uck

Larry started toward the door; with quick afterthought, he decided to
pl ay
safe regardi ng the box. Whipping off his coat and vest, Larry laid themon the
chair, conpletely covering the box.



VWen he opened the door, Larry was glad that he had taken the precaution
He cane face to face with Theda; and the blonde wasn't al one. She had her gang
with her; or, rather, the pick of the available thugs in Southbury. Larry met
the sane trio that had tried to bully dyde; but this time, they were already
prepared for action. Larry saw the glisten of three revolver nuzzles.

LARRY gave up his idea of shoving the door in Theda's face. Wth nock
courtesy, he remarked:

"Hel |l o, Theda! Wy don't you introduce your friends?"

"Not a chance," drawl ed Theda, harshly. "I just wanted you to know t hey
were around. Stay outside, boys, while | talk to the lug. We're going to
finish
our busi ness proposition!"

Theda entered the room and cl osed the door. She plucked out the key and
tossed it into a wastebasket by the wi ndow Larry wouldn't have a chance to
| ock the door in a hurry.

"l guess you were on the |level about not calling the cops," said Theda,
steadily. "I saw them shoving you into the wagon. That's why | figured 1'd
gi ve
you anot her chance to take ny proposition. W cane up by the fire escape, just
to be around when you showed up here."

"Thoughtful of you," returned Larry. The nore he talked to Theda, the
nor e
he despi sed hinmself for ever having liked her. "But you' re wasting your tine.
I
gave you ny answer."

"The boys didn't like it." Theda nudged toward the door. "They've got a
say init, you know "

That worried Larry. He was ready to stage a fight, even with the odds
against him but not with the sealed box in this room Larry decided to
mol lify
Theda; to make her think that he m ght cone to terns.

Bef ore he could speak, there was a rap at the door. Theda gave a sharp
"Yeah?" and one of the thugs responded.

"A guy just got off the elevator,” the hoodl um grow ed through the door.
"He nust have | anped us, for he ducked down the stairs. He | ooked Iike that
reporter guy."

Theda swung to Larry.

"WAs that bird coming up here?"

"I didn't expect him" returned Larry. "But | was just going to tell you
that Chief Mulley is due. He wants to quiz me about that brawl. Listen, Theda"
- Larry becane serious - "we can't talk here. You get over to the Cairo Club
"Il come there, later."

Theda never |iked any one to hurry her. She |liked to show her
i ndependence
in a brazen, irritating way. She had cleared out of the Hi gh Spot Cafe at
Larry's urge, and that fact still peeved her. Again, she realized that
departure was wi se; but she thought she had time to show Larry where he stood.

"Don't we sit down?" questioned Theda. "You used to be a polite guy,
Larry. | thought you'd been running around in big society. Wat do you do when
you see that Whilton danme? Let her scramble for a chair hersel f?"

Larry started to the corner for a chair. As he turned away, Theda gave an
i npatient snarl. Stepping to the closer chair, she snatched up Larry's coat
and
vest. Flinging the garnents on the bed, she snapped:

"Don't waste your effort! This chair will do -"

THE abrupt finish of Theda's tone told Larry what had happened. Swi ngi ng,



he saw Theda staring at the black box. The bul ge of her eyes proved that wth
all her crookedness, Theda had not had anything to do with planting that box
in

Larry's room

Theda was speechl ess, until her eyes nmet Larry's. Her gaze hardened; her
lips curled into an ugly snile.

"So that's the racket!" Theda's harsh tone was |ow. "You sure played old
man Whilton for a sap! You didn't stop at getting himto | eave you a sock of
dough. You found out that he had this box.

"It was you that croaked him so you could snatch the box. Al you need
is
to find the guy that wants it, and make hi m cough over plenty. Well, |'ve got
an
i dea who he is" - Theda's eyes narrowed at thought of Vosgle - "but | figured
he'd staged the whole job hinself.

"Say" - another idea struck Theda - "maybe that's why he sicked nme on
you!
He coul d have been smart enough - he is smart enough - to know what you were
up
to -"

Larry's quick nmove halted Theda. Wth a long, junpy stride, Larry reached
the chair and gathered up the box. Hi s gaze was as hard as Theda's; his free
hand was comng for her throat with spread fingers that seened ready to choke
her .

Theda did a dive for the door; she managed to yank it open before Larry
could overtake her. Hoarsely, she croaked for aid; a pair of thugs cane
surgi ng
t hrough. The third was already hustling up froma spot farther along the hall,
panting the news:

"The bulls! They're coming up - Miulley and a couple of dicks! | seen them
fromthe w ndow "
Theda pointed himinto the roomwhere the other two were mlling with

Larry. Wheeling away, Larry had slung the box to the bed. He had grabbed up
t he
chair to beat off the slashing strokes of gun-laden fists.

The third thug pitched into the fray. Taking Larry fromthree directions,
t hey yanked the chair away from him

Theda's screech of triunph faded as a wiry arrival bow ed her inward from
the doorway. It was Clyde; The Shadow had instructed himto cone here.

Cl yde snagged a cl ogged gun that was driving for Larry's head. That bl ow
stopped, he jabbed his own fist for a thug's eye.

Clyde and Larry could have evened that struggle, if Theda hadn't cone
into
it. Gunless, the tough bl onde grabbed up the seal ed box as a weapon. Wth both
hands, she bl udgeoned the back of Larry's head. It was the flat bottom of the
box that whacked him but the bl ow was hard enough to slunp him

As Larry sagged nunbly, Theda thrust the box into his feebly closing
hands.

The thugs, relieved of Larry, were shoving Cyde against the wall. One of
t hem was poising his gun for a downward slug to Cyde's skull. Theda's harsh
voi ce supplied a nerciless command to hurry:

"Gve it! Sock the guy! W want himlying cold when the cops find the box
on Larry!"

As the thug's fist started downward, there was a tongue of flanme fromthe
open wi ndow, acconpani ed by a report that was thunderlike in that closed room
The slugging fist withed in the air; the revolver flopped fromits | oosened
fingers. Wth a how, the thug grabbed his wounded wi st.

A fierce laugh proclained the author of that timely shot. The nmirth
chilled Theda and the two remai ni ng toughs. They turned toward the w ndow,

ugly



horror on their faces. There, from bl ackness, they saw the burn of avenging
eyes, above the muzzle of a snmoking automatic. Below the gun was a gl oved fi st
that clung to the wi ndow | edge. The Shadow had found his own route to this
room
of battle. He had saved Cyde fromdoom Hi s next deed would be to free Larry
fromthe stigma of planted evidence.

The Shadow had conme to claimthe seal ed box.

CHAPTER XI V
THE LAW S ERROR
ONE shot was all The Shadow fired. No nore were necessary. Two thugs | ost

their nerve before they could aim Though they were three paces apart, each
t hought The Shadow had hi m covered. Neither |iked the | ook of that

tunnel - mout hed .45, nor the brilliant eyes above it.
Even Theda, at another angle, was deceived by the illusion of The
Shadow s

gaze and aim She thought that the burning eyes were boring through her; that
she was to be the next target for a wi thering blast.

Theda headed for the door; and with the clatter of her flight, the thugs
followed. Their crippled pal went with them |ast of the bunch, he | ooked back
to see The Shadow com ng over the wi ndow sill.

The Shadow pursued as far as the hall, in case they tried to rally. He
heard them poundi ng down the fire escape. Wth weird effectiveness, The Shadow
delivered a nocking | augh; the sort that would speed them farther. Those
attackers were welcone to go their way, for the present.

Cl yde reached The Shadow. He managed to gulp the news that he had heard a
t hug shout - that Chief Milley and headquarters nmen were on their way up to
see
Larry. That word given, Cyde pointed into the room For the first time, since
his arrival, The Shadow saw the seal ed box.

Larry had it, gripped to his chest. Half groggy, he was trying to rise,
not knowi ng what it was that he cl utched.

Bef ore The Shadow could nove into the room there was noise fromthe
elevator. Miull ey and his detectives sprang into view. They had heard The
Shadow s shot; for the el evator shaft was an open one.

They saw The Shadow, with the automatic in his fist.

In that dilemm, The Shadow produced a sudden plan. He had to cover the
fact that Cyde was in his service; that he was protecting Larry. Wth The
Shadow s own status still in doubt, it wouldn't help either dyde or Larry if
the I aw | earned the connection. Before Clyde could realize what was com ng
The
Shadow nmade a clutch for him

Grappling with the reporter, The Shadow hi ssed qui ck words. Before O yde
had a chance to nod his understanding, his chief whirled himout into the
hal I .

Faking a blow for dyde's head, The Shadow gave him a strai ght-arm shove
Letting hinmself ride, Clyde took a headlong dive into the arms of Milley and
t he di cks.

The Shadow sprang into Larry's room Hi s free hand took the seal ed box
fromlLarry's grasp; with the same sweep, The Shadow shoved the box out of
si ght
beneath his cloak. Larry was still so dazed that he was | osing his bal ance.
The
Shadow hauled himto his feet.

Chief Mulley, first past the door, saw another bl ow from The Shadow s gun
hand. He didn't note that it skinmed short of Larry's head, to thunp The
Shadow s own wrist, behind the young nman's neck



The bl ow | ooked |ike a real one; for when The Shadow rel eased his hold,
Larry was off bal ance. Larry's coll apse was perfect, he was so dizzy he didn't
have to fake it.

Mul I ey’ s revol ver was out. The police chief was aimng across Larry, for
a
shot at The Shadow. Wth a rasped | augh, The Shadow faded; made a sudden
gun-thrust at Miulley. The police chief ducked behind the bed. The di cks saw
hi s
scranbl e as they entered. They dropped back.

That interlude was all The Shadow needed. He vaulted the w de w ndow
sill,
for a perfect drop to the garage roof, eight feet bel ow

THE SHADOW had relieved Larry of a desperate burden: the sealed box. In
doi ng so, The Shadow had again brought the law along his trail. This tine, his
case was to becone a desperate one.

The garage roof was a bad begi nning; for The Shadow was visible upon it,
when the police chief and the detectives reached the w ndow.

Striding for a house wall opposite, The Shadow spun about to deliver
timely shots. Wth unerring aim he picked the wi ndow sash, only a few inches
above the police chief's head. One bullet shattered the glass. Milley and the
detectives dropped. The next bullet whistled through the space where they had
been. They stayed | ow

VWen the police chief ventured another peek, The Shadow had scal ed the
end
house of a row. He was conspi cuous agai nst the glow of evening lights as he
started across the roofs. Miulley and the detectives opened fire. Their bullets
peppered w de at that |ong range.

Clyde had Larry on his feet. The staccato rattle of the gunfire was
rousing Larry. He nuttered sonething about the box. Cyde silenced him C ose
to Larry's ear, Cyde poured the inportant facts.

"The Shadow took the box. You're to forget it - understand? As for what
happened here, there were some tough guys - you don't know who; after that,
The
Shadow. He pitched into us, too."

Larry began to understand. Looking toward the wi ndow, Clyde saw the
police
chief straining toward the darkened house roofs. The reporter nudged Larry;

t hen
whi sper ed:

"Don't worry about The Shadow. He's in the clear."

It | ooked that way, fromthe darkness above the house tops. The Shadow
had
reached a central spot where gl oom enshrouded him But events were to di sprove
Clyde's statenment. Disaster was brewing for The Shadow.

Police on the street had heard the shooting fromthe w ndow. They had
recogni zed the police chief, and had glinpsed The Shadow. They were
surroundi ng
t he bl ock; and had found a way to reach the house tops.

There was a fire station near at hand. The police conmandeered a scaling
| adder.

Shifting along the irregular roofs, The Shadow canme to a barrier. It was

a
| ong, high picket fence that separated two roofs in the block. He had to get
by
it, to arrive at a house wall that the police had not yet reached. The only
way

to pass was to scal e the pickets.
The Shadow started a quick clinb. It shoved his head and shoul ders into



view, just as policenmen arrived at the front edge of a roof. There was a
shout ;
the cops opened a stinging fire.

That hail of bullets was as direct a barrage as The Shadow had ever
received in the open. There wasn't a chance to fade until he had cl eared the
pi ckets, and the bullets were piercing his cloak

It wasn't exactly luck that saved The Shadow. It was the notoriously bad
mar ksmanshi p of the Southbury police. The jerks they gave the triggers were
di sastrous to their aim Not a bullet clipped The Shadow.

THE pack let out a yell when they saw The Shadow tunbl e fromthe picket
fence. They stopped shooting, only to gawk, bew | dered, when he came to his
feet again. They bounded for the fence, clicking enptied guns as they ran. The
barrier stopped them

The Shadow had staged that fall to rip his cloak |oose froma picket.
Wthin twenty feet of the fence, where the officers clanbered |ike nonkeys in
a
cage, The Shadow eased hinmsel f over the rear edge of a roof, ready for a
downward trip. One cop with a rel oaded gun shoved his arm between the pickets
and fired at that short range. Hs bullets didn't even chip the cornice that
The Shadow gri pped.

Al that The Shadow wanted was a toe-hold on a wi ndow shutter just bel ow
To reach it, he shifted his weight to the next stone of the cornice. That
brought the calanmity that the police bullets were unable to produce.

The stone seened tight until The Shadow gave it pressure. The instant
t hat
it took his full weight; the stone proved | oose.

The Shadow s clutch literally tugged the stone fromthe roof. A gloved
hand nade a sideward stab for the solid stone that it had previously held.

Fi ngers clutched; but the toppling bl ock struck The Shadow s swayi ng shoul der

Fi ngers slipping, The Shadow started a fall. H's hands rmade a slicy grab
for the shutter on the wall and caught it. The Shadow deserved the reward of
safety, in return for his amazing effort. He had actually snatched hinself
from
the air, to seize that swi nging shutter that his foot kicked out to where his
hands could reach it as they passed. The shutter, itself, was huge and sturdy;
capabl e of supporting The Shadow s sudden wei ght. The rusted iron hinges were
the part that couldn't take the strain.

Those hi nges snapped. The Shadow vol pl aned downward, hanging to the
shutter as he took the dive. It was two stories to the space at the rear of
t he
house, with cenent at the bottom The Shadow | anded there with a terrific
crash,
that shattered the wooden buffer to which he clung.

He had flipped conpletely over during the plunge. That turn al one
preserved The Shadow s |life. The shutter took the shivering inpact, to | essen
The Shadow s jolt. Neverthel ess, the smash | eft himnotionless on the cenent.

Shouts across the | ow garage roof told the police chief what had
happened.

He ordered nen to hurry and capture The Shadow. Leadi ng the detectives, Milley
rushed fromlLarry's room to get down to the street. Cyde beckoned for Larry
to follow On the way, Larry pointed to the fire escape. They hurried down

t hat

way.

They reached the space behind the row of houses ahead of the police
chief.

Oficers were already on hand, however. Cyde and Larry gai ned tenporary hope
when they found that the way was bl ocked. There was a fence between the rear
yards, also, with pickets as high as those al ong the roof.



Chief Mulley cane up, bawing orders. He never noticed Cyde and Larry.
He
shouted for flashlights; officers produced them The beans centered on the
space
beyond the picket fence. The |ight showed the remmants of the ruined shutter
not hi ng el se.

EVEN Cd yde was anazed at sight of that vacancy. Long seconds passed
before
it dawned on himthat fully five m nutes had gone by before the police had
reached this spot. In that tine, The Shadow nust have roused hinmself to craw
away. The barring fence was giving himnore mnutes to continue such a course.

There were awed nmutters fromthe cops. Still unwilling to admt their
poor
mar ksmanshi p, they swore that they had fired bullets through The Shadow
wi t hout
harm ng him Here was the proof of it. The Shadow ought to be Iying dead
besi de
that shutter. Instead, he had vani shed as conpletely as if the cenent had
opened
to swal l ow him

He wasn't human, The Shadow, he was a ghost!

Chief Miulley heard the comments; he roared for silence.

"Search every cellar - every alley! Find The Shadow, dead or alivel"
Oficers floundered as they tried to scale the picket fence. O hers boosted
t hem over. Some took the |ong way around to the backs of the buildings. Wth
t he search under way, the police chief strode out toward the side street.

d yde
and Larry went along with him

Wen they reached the hotel, they found Janmes Bel ver. He had conme up from
the Enterprise office. He heard the story that Cyde and Larry had told. Chief
Mil l ey repeated it; Belver |ooked to themfor corroboration. Once given, that
story could not be changed.

"I't was The Shadow," declared Cyde, sticking grimy to his chief's
orders. "He was in the roomwhen | got there. | battled with himat the door
he went out by the wi ndow instead."

"It wasn't only The Shadow," testified Larry, hoping to soften matters.
"There were sonme rowdi es who barged in on nme, first. The Shadow chased t hem
out
to the fire escape. But afterward" - Larry's own words cut himlike a knife -
"The Shadow sl ugged me when | tried to hold him"

Bel ver's face was gri mwhen he heard that testinmony. He turned to the
pol i ce chief.

"I owe you an apol ogy," declared Belver. "lI classed The Shadow as a
friend
of Whilton's. | argued that your hunt for himwas a m stake. | considered him
crime's foe, not its supporter. Toni ght has changed all that.

"On the word of such reliable nmen as these" - Belver, indicated Cyde and
Larry - "I can only brand The Shadow as a nenace. You nust find him Chief
Mul l ey, and arrest himfor the nmurder of Richard Wilton! | hope" - Belver

added the words with enphasis - "that when you do capture The Shadow, you wil |
be able to prove his guilt!"

Those words brought strained gl ances between Cyde and Larry. Their own
hopes had reached the | owest depth. By follow ng The Shadow s own order, they
had | ost the support of the one man to whom they thought they m ght appeal for
hel p. They, thensel ves, had given Janmes Bel ver cause to denounce The Shadow.

Both Cyde and Larry knew that The Shadow nust be crippled. They could
foresee no other prospect than his capture. Wrst of all, they knew that when
the law did find The Shadow, it would gain the very sort of evidence that



Bel ver had nenti oned.
Rat her than |l eave a trail, The Shadow would cling to the seal ed box.
Whoever di scovered The Shadow would find the seal ed box with him

CHAPTER XV
STRANGE RESCUE

THE SHADOW S pl i ght was as desperate as O yde supposed it. Of in the
dar kness beyond that row of houses, he was evadi ng capture through al npst
bl i nd
instinct. Sheer will power was all that kept The Shadow on the nove.

Bl ood dyed the black cloak that hung, half ripped, from The Shadow s
shoul ders. His left armhung linp; the fingers of its hand were nunbed. His
ri ght knee gave every tine he attenpted a step. The Shadow s only node of
| oconoti on was an angl ed, crablike craw .

There was no chance for himto slip the police cordon. Hs only hope was
to nerge with spots of darkness, where he could remain unseen

The Shadow had started fromthe spot beside the picket fence with no
t hought of a destination. He had dragged hinmself along a |ine of darkened
st eps
at the backs of houses, fighting ahead despite the knifing pains that cane
with
every motion.

VWhen he finally paused, it was only because his groping hand found a
temporary hiding pl ace.

Forcing his good arm beneath a grating, The Shadow | evered it upward. He
tunmbl ed through into a space beside a cellar window He lay there, his head
ringing, his whole body racked by aches.

Foot st eps cl anged the grating above The Shadow s head. He heard that
clatter dimy, like a detached sound fromfar away. Knifing pains were an
opiate, that threatened to coax The Shadow into a | ong stupor

Recol l ection of the grating's clatter was all that kept The Shadow
conscious. Hi s ears heard a voice, barely audible, though it was just above
hi s
head. It was a policeman who gruffed:

"Don't |look like there's anybody around here!"

The footsteps faded fromthe grating. The Shadow hadn't noticed the dim
flashlight that the officer flicked downward. In his turn, the cop hadn't seen
The Shadow. The flashlight, fortunately, needed a better battery.

Despite the cop's departure, The Shadow sensed the need to nove onward.
H s brain had cleared enough to tell himthat when the police failed to find
him they would search this ground again.

Fighting the sharp stabs that cane when he noved, The Shadow forced his
way out fromthe hiding place. Getting that |ight grating up again took al
t he
strength he had; although a boy could have lifted it with one hand.

CRAW.I NG ai M essly at first, The Shadow began to gui de hinsel f away from
approaching footsteps and glinmrering lights. Wth a tedious drag, he reached a
passage between two rear buildings, just as two policenmen canme tranping
t hr ough
t he space that he had left.

More |ights were approaching him groping toward the wall, The Shadow
flattened behind a stack of ashcans.

Three officers arrived. One paused to search near where The Shadow | ay.
The others growled for himto come al ong.

"We' ve been through here before. W gotta get back to give a report to



Chief Mulley."

The trio left without conpleting the search. The Shadow heard anot her
conment :

"The orders are to spread out; then close in again."

The Shadow didn't |ike that prospect. He wouldn't be so lucky, later
Wth
every pause in his newcrawl, he could feel the weight of the seal ed box. CQut
from his hiding place, The Shadow was trying desperately to reach the next
street.

The Shadow s wits were clearer; but his hurts seemed worse. Bl ood blurred
his vision; his good armwas beginning to pain him so nmuch that it sagged
occasional ly. When he neared the sidewal k of the back street, he slunped
short.

Lyi ng there, The Shadow began to ease off into a drowsy stupor that furnished
cont ent ment .

There were nore footsteps. Police were conming along the street, flashing
their lights into parked cars. Busy with that task, they did not turn in The
Shadow s direction. Their action, though, roused The Shadow, gave him a
pressing i dea.

If he could reach one of those cars, he would have a good hiding place
for
a while. Until the police closed in with another search. If only he could pick
an aut onobile that would be gone when they returned!

A man cane along the street. The policenen paused to watch himfrom a
di stance. The fellow stepped into a coupe and drove away, w thout a chall enge.
The Shadow regretted that he hadn't slipped into its runble seat. He realized,
t hough, that he could not have nanaged the clinb.

Al the cars close by were sedans. Wping his eyes, The Shadow t ook
anot her | ook. He saw a car that was vaguely famliar. It took half a mnute to
place it; then the answer came with a rush

That car was the two-door sedan that the thugs had boarded when they fled
fromthe H gh Spot Cafel

Thoughts clicked. That car belonged to Theda Mrenz. She wouldn't |eave
it
here any | onger than she could help. Wat was nore: if Theda - or any of the
t hugs - found The Shadow in that car, they wouldn't shout about it.

The Shadow didn't try to reason what they mght do. H s thoughts were
painfully slowin their procession. One idea drunmed through his head. That
car
of fered a chance to escape this present situation, wherein the police would
eventual |y cone across him

W TH gat hered effort, The Shadow dragged hi nsel f across the darkened
paverment. He fl opped on the sedan's step; thrust his hand upward to the door
handl e. The car was tilted slightly toward the curb. Through sheer inertia,
The
Shadow br ought the door open

Dragging hinmself into the sedan was tougher; but The Shadow rmanaged it. A
pul | squeezed himpast the folding front seat. Sprawl ed on the rear floor, he
reached for the door. A final effort; it came shut, even though it did not
latch tightly.

There was a runble as another car departed. Police were letting people
through to get their machines, watching themfromthe end of the block. Three
m nut es passed; quick footsteps arrived at the sedan and stopped there. The
Shadow heard voi ces, Theda's and that of a thug who acconpani ed her.

"I told you the coppers wouldn't lanmp us close,"” undertoned Theda, to her
conpanion. "Wth only two of us conming for the bus, it |ooks all jake."

Theda shoved the thug aboard, with a curt order to hurry it. She
fol | oned;



as she shoved back the fol ding seat beside the driver, Theda happened to see
into the rear of the car.

Her breath hissed, as she clutched the thug's arm

"Look! The Shadow "

The pair stared at the sprawl ed shape in black. Fromthat mass, they
coul d
see an upturned face that no one woul d have recogni zed, even from previous
sight, for it was grimy and bl ood- streaked.

Eyelids cl osed, The Shadow appeared to have | apsed into the sensel essness
that his strained nerves had sought so Iong. That was a sham Actually, The
Shadow was straining to keep alert. H's hand, buried in his cloak, gripped an
autonmati c.

I f Theda or the thug decided to finish The Shadow at this nonent, they
would find that he still had enough life for a few last trigger-tugs.

Satisfied that The Shadow was out to stay, Theda's eyes went to the seat
beyond him There was a bl ackish glisten there. Theda made out the seal ed box.
She voiced the news to the man besi de her

"Better chuck it," suggested the thug. "Heave the box out, along with The
Shadow. "

"And have the bulls on us?" demanded Theda. "Not a chance! Get this buggy
going. W're starting through.™

HARD j ounces panged The Shadow, as the car jarred forward fromthe curb.
The driver was jittery; but Theda's cool drawl steadied him They didn't
excite
enough suspicion for the police to halt them Once past the cordon, The Shadow
heard t he thug say:

"We can head for that ravine out past the Cairo Club. A sock on the konk
will finish the guy. The bulls will find him with the box on him- only it
won't be for a long while.™

"Yeah?" Theda snarled. "Well, I'mtelling you the coppers won't be
findi ng
The Shadow at all!"

The thug was puzzled. Theda ordered himto slow the sedan on a secl uded
street.

"Vosgl e wants dope on Larry, don't he?" said Theda. "And it's worth a
grand to ne if he gets it. Al right - we've got the dope. W found Larry with
the seal ed box. W had to | eave the box with himbecause Chief Milley was
com ng up. But The Shadow snatched the box away from Larry.

"Nobody knows that but us. Vosgle would think | was kidding him if |
handed hi mthat yarn. But he won't think so, when I hand himthe box - and The
Shadow along with it!"

Theda shot a glance toward the rear seat. There was no stir there. She

was
cont enpt uous, as she added:

"Maybe that black buzzard's still got some life in him If he has, so
nmuch
the better. He'll be neat for Vosgle. I'"'mtelling you, Vosgle can make anybody

talk - even The Shadow "

The t huggi sh driver decided that Theda wanted to go to Vosgle's house. He
headed the car in that direction; as they rode, Theda kept up a running |ine
of
chatter.

"The set-up's sinmple,"” she declared. "Wiilton had the box; Larry found it
out and bunped the old geezer to get it. He wanted to hock the box to the
bi g-shot; and that neans Vosgle. The Shadow ruscled in and got the box.

"W wanted big dough from Vosgle. This is where we get it. It's worth it,
himgetting the seal ed box and The Shadow, too. It lets us out of plenty of
trouble. Vosgle can get rid of the box and The Shadow, both."



Theda' s next comment concerned the anount that she expected to coax from
Vosgl e. She decided to start with a price of fifty thousand dollars, coning
down to twenty-five thousand; but no | ower. Those cal cul ati ons were not heard
by The Shadow.

Once his ears had caught Theda's assurance that he was being taken to
Vosgl e, The Shadow had |l et his strained nerves and nuscles rel ax. Theda was
right, when she said that Vosgle would try to make the prisoner talk. The
Shadow knew that he woul d receive the best of treatnment at Vosgle's, for a
while at |east.

There woul d be rest; a chance to recuperate. After that, Vosgle would be
around, to qui z The Shadow on various propositions, including Larry. Vosgle
was
shrewd; he was a bargainer. There m ght be ways to deal with Vosgle.

Quietly, The Shadow | apsed into a coma. Hi s oblivion was conpl ete when
t he
sedan pulled up in front of Vosgle's heavy-walled hone.

LEAVI NG The Shadow in the thug's custody, Theda rang for entrance. She
found Vosgle in his upstairs office, attired in dressing gown.

He doubted her story when he heard it. He thought that Theda was spinning
a yarn to cover the botch that she had nade of her first interviewwth Larry.

Vosgl e said that he had come directly hone from police headquarters,
after
| earning that Larry and Clyde had been released in Belver's responsibility. He
decided to call headquarters, to learn if The Shadow had actually been seen
again. As Vosgle dialed the nunber, Theda told him

"You'll find out that I'mright. Only, they won't tell you that The
Shadow
snapped the seal ed box fromLarry Sherrin. That's sonething the coppers don't
know. "

Two minutes' chat with police was all that Vosgle required. He called a
coupl e of servants; told themto come along with himto Theda's car. There
t hey found The Shadow and carried himindoors. Vosgle followed, clutching the
seal ed box, with Theda at his el bow

"I'f you're going to put the heat on that lug" - the woman indicated The
Shadow, stretched inert upon a sofa - "you'd better call in a croaker. A right
one. Get me?"

Vosgl e smiled. He understood underworld sl ang.

"I shall quiz The Shadow to-norrow," he prom sed. "I have a physician who
can be trusted. What is nore, | can assure you that The Shadow will remain
here. No one | eaves this house unless | choose."

As an afterthought, Vosgle added:

"Qt her people |l eave here when | deemit w se. You had better go, Theda.
You are due back at the Cairo Club."

Theda pointed to the seal ed box, tucked under Vosgle's arm

"What about the box?" she demanded. "I'mnot handing it to you for a
gift.

It's got a price - and a high one!"

Wth a nock bow, Vosgle extended the box to Theda, suggesting that she

take it with her. Theda shied as if the box contained a live electric wre.

"Keep it here," she snapped. "I can't afford to be caught with it. | can
trust you with it, counselor. W'll talk terns to-norrow "
"That will be satisfactory. | shall regard the box as your property,

pl aced in nmy custody."

Vosgl e wal ked to the door with Theda. She recalled, with satisfaction
that the | awyer had never doubl e-crossed any crook who was his client.
Moreover, she liked the glint in Vosgle's eagle eye; the hard smle upon his
poi nted features.

The seal ed box woul d be safe with Vosgle. So woul d The Shadow. But



Theda' s
i dea of The Shadow s safety wasn't the sort that woul d have pl eased the
prisoner, had he been conscious enough to consider it.

Strange rescue had plucked The Shadow fromthe closing toils of the |aw,
to place himdeep within the stone-walled fortress where Rufus Vosgle rul ed.

CHAPTER XVI
VOSGLE G VES ADVI CE

DAY dawned on a finish of another futile search for The Shadow. That was
bright news for Larry and dyde. They thought that The Shadow had nade a
perfect get-away; they no longer regretted that they had kept to the
i nstructions that he gave them

By afternoon, however, their enthusiasm had waned. C yde had received no
word from The Shadow. That nade the situation glum It indicated that il
coul d
have reached their cloaked rescuer. Al that Cyde could do was advi se Larry
to
sit tight.

At five o' clock, Larry received a tel ephone call from Eunice. She was
trying to conceal sone enotion as she tal ked over the wire. Her call was
sinply
an invitation for Larry to come to dinner, since he had been unable to return
to
t he house the night before. But behind it, Larry sensed that Eunice knew he
had
nmet Theda.

Larry found a chance to neet Cyde and ask if he could tell the truth to
Euni ce. That was a tough question for Clyde to answer. He decided that since
The Shadow had given no instructions to the contrary, Larry was free to speak

Gatefully, Larry assured Cyde that he woul d exact a prom se of strict
secrecy from Euni ce.

Both Cyde and Larry intended to avoid Theda Mdrenz; nore trouble with
her
henchnen woul d be bad policy at this time. They woul d have changed t hat
i ntention, had they guessed that Theda could |l ead themto The Shadow.

Ri ght after dusk, Theda started a trip that woul d have been an excell ent
trail to foll ow

Driving al one, she reached Vosgle's house. The servant who admitted her
pointed to a door at the rear of the hall

"M. Vosgle is downstairs, Mss Mrenz. You will find himthere." Theda
took a stairway to the cellar. Another servant net her; she saw the bul ge of a
revol ver on the fellows hip. He led her to the end of a passage; rapped at a
heavy door.

Vosgl e opened it fromthe other side, beckoned Theda into a stone-walled
room

There, propped beneath a glaring |light, was The Shadow. Hi s features were
those of Kent Allard; thin, long, hawkish in profile. But Theda couldn't see
much of that face. The Shadow s head was swathed in bandages that came over
one
eye. H's cheek had a large, crisscrossed patch; his chin a small one.

The Shadow s left armwas in a sling; his right |eg extended straight
across a chair in front of the one where he inclined. His head was tilted back
wearily; his eyes were listless. Vosgle saw a | ook of ugly pleasure register
on
Theda' s face. The | awyer sniled.

"Qur patient is confortable,” remarked Vosgle, "but not tal kative.
However, | have tried to make himfeel at honme."



Vosgl e pointed to a corner where The Shadow s hat and cl oak were hangi ng
over a chair. Theda | ooked around the room The door was stout enough
particularly with one of Vosgle's nen on duty outside. She eyed heavy gratings
that barred wi ndows located high in the walls of the | owceilinged room

"Those | ook tight enough," approved Theda. "You've got to watch The
Shadow
cl ose. They say he's slippery.”

"He slipped too far last night," commented Vosgle. "He crippled hinself
too much to try his old acrobatics. Don't worry, Theda. He can't break | oose
fromhere.'

VOSGLE stepped toward The Shadow, to deliver the raspy question:

"I's there anything you want to say?"

The Shadow i gnored the query. Hi s stare was dopey. Theda deci ded that
Vosgl e' s physici an nust have given The Shadow a narcotic. That made it all the
better. She nodded her approval to Vosgle. The | awer suggested that they go
up
to his office.

As soon as they arrived there, Theda started to talKk.

"About the box," she announced. "I figure it's worth fifty grand."

Vosgl e showed a | ook of injured surprise. He shook his head. Theda
t hought
a few nmoments; then offered to take forty thousand. Another negative shake
from
Vosgl e.

"Thirty-five," began Theda. "That's the | owest -

"Why waste tinme?" queried Vosgle. "W nmade a bargain. Let us keep to it.

I
regard the seal ed box as evidence against Larry Sherrin, that is all."

"You nmean all you're offering is to return that prom ssory note?"

"Correct!" Vosgle pushed a box of long, thin cigars across the desk. "Try
a panatela, Theda. They are a nilder snoke than a big cigar."

Theda canme to her feet; swept the cigar box fromthe desk with a vicious
sweep of the hand. While cigars were scattering, she snarled at Vosgle:

"So you're a dirty doubl e-crosser after all -"

Vosgl e' s hard tone stopped her short. Pointing Theda to a chair, the
| awyer strode angrily to his safe. He | ooked over his shoul der, to see Theda
wat chi ng him

"No nore of that talk, Theda," ordered the lawer. "You'll apol ogize for
what you said!"

Suppressed rage was evident in Vosgle's manner. His fingers were
i mpati ent
with the safe dial. He nmuttered to hinmself; then carefully began to turn the
knob.

Theda took sudden interest. She could see every nove of the [ awer's
hand,
past his shoul der.

"Three to the right - then five to the left -"

Theda was cl ocking off the combi nation. Wen the safe canme open, she was
whi spering the entire string of figures to herself. Vosgle was diggi ng deep
into the safe. Reaching for paper and pencil on the desk, Theda quickly wote
down the conbination and tucked it into the neck of her dress.

Vosgl e came fromthe safe bringing the sealed box. Wth it, he had
Theda' s
prom ssory note. He laid both right beside the meno pad whi ch Theda had used
to
wite the conbination. Pointing, Vosgle remarked:

"Your choice, Theda - the seal ed box or your note. Wich do you take?"

Theda arose inpatiently. Kicking cigars fromher path, she wal ked toward



t he door. She stopped there, with her hand upon the knob

"I apol ogi ze for what | said," declared Theda. "You woul dn't doubl e-cross
me. But you'd gyp ne" - her tone was harsh - "and that's sonething you won't
get away with! You want that seal ed box, Vosgle, and you know it! Take it for
twenty-five grand.”

Vosgl e shook his head. Theda began to turn the door knob. Vosgle
i ndi cat ed
the box and the note.

"You want ne to keep both of these?"

"Sure," nodded Theda. "Put them back in the safe. 1'll give you a while
to
think it over. My offer stands until ten o'clock to-night. If you don't cone
through by that time, | squawk to the bulls!"

"That's your privilege, Theda," nocked Vosgle, as he | ocked the safe.
"Think it over, though, before you do."

THEDA was al ert when she went downstairs. She was | ooking around with a
prof essional interest. She noted that the ground floor was not as inpregnable
as it looked fromthe front. There was a sun porch that |ay behind Vosgle's
[iving-room an easy enough place to enter

A guy with nerve enough could cone in here and get to Vosgle's safe; not
to take the seal ed box, but to bring out that pronissory note that Vosgle held
to insure Theda's good behavior. If that happened to be m ssing, there wasn't
much Vosgl e could do about it.

When she reached her car, however, Theda had a better idea. The note was
only for a thousand dollars. She ought to be able to borrow that rmuch w t hout
trouble. Yes, she'd raise it before ten o' clock; if Vosgle didn't phone her
she'd phone him He would have to return the note for the noney. That woul d
clear the way to fresh terns regardi ng the value of the seal ed box.

Theda took a backward gl ance toward the house, as she drove away. She
noted a stretch of lawn just in front of the living-roomw ndows. There, |ong
streaks of blackness stretched |ike ghostly figures. One blotch seened to
nove,
as though it represented a living form

Sl owi ng the sedan, Theda squinted at the bl ackened patch. It was
noti onl ess agai n. She decided that it was nothing nore than a shady streak
caused by a tree.

There was a whi sper, though, that troubled Theda's ears. It sounded I|ike
a
di stant, fading laugh tinged with nockery - an echo of the recent past.

The Shadow s | augh

Theda' s thick-rouged |ips scoffed unpl easant words as she stepped on the
accelerator. It couldn't be The Shadow. She had seen the strong-barred w ndows
that held him He was crippled, too. The Shadow woul d stay put where he was,
for along time to cone.

BACK at the house, Vosgle was strumring at his desk, pleased with the way
he had handl ed Theda's demand for big noney. Snapping fromhis reverie, the
| awyer picked up the tel ephone. He dialed a nunber, asked a few tart questions
of the person who answered. Hangi ng up, Vosgle displayed new satisfaction

Comi ng fromhis desk, he chuckled as he stooped to reclaima pocketful of
cigars fromthe floor. He went downstairs; ordered his big car. He paced the
hal | way, snoking one of the cigars, until the linobusine arrived fromthe
gar age.

VWen he rode along the driveway. Vosgle was untroubl ed by the shadowy
shapes that lined the lawmn. He didn't note the bl ackish streak that Theda had
seen; but it wouldn't have bothered himif he had. Vosgle didn't feel jittery
when he thought about The Shadow.



Soon, the linousine neared the Wilton nansion. Vosgle noted two cars
outside the ol d house. One was Larry's, which Vosgle expected would be there.
The ot her machi ne was Belver's; the | awer knew that he would see it.

The tel ephone call that he had nade was to the Enterprise office. They
had
told himthat James Belver had just left to visit Eunice VWilton

Glbert adnmitted Vosgle. The servant was surprised to see the |awer; for
Vosgl e had seldomcalled at the mansion in recent years. Looking toward the
living room Vosgle saw Larry talking with Bel ver. Eunice had not yet cone
downstairs to join them

Bel ver's cl ear eyes flashed when they saw Vosgle. Stopping his
conversation with Larry, Belver denmanded, abruptly:

"What brings you here, Vosgle?"

"Business," returned the lawer, "with a client. By the way, Belver, |
want to congratul ate you. Last night, you outdid ne. While | was waiting at
headquarters, you sawto it that Sherrin and Burke were rel eased by the
pol i ce.

Excel | ent work!"

Turning to Larry, Vosgle added:

"My business is with you. It is of a personal, as well as a |egal
nat ur e.
| think that it will be all right for M. Belver to hear it."

Bel ver's eyes were bl azing. They showed his distrust of Vosgle. Belver

was
cool, though, in his retort:

"Since ny presence nmay be valuable to Larry, | shall hear what you have
to

say, Vosgle."

"LAST night" - Vosgle was speaking directly to Larry - "you kept an
appoi ntnent with a woman named Theda Morenz. Perhaps you have not nentioned
that fact publicly. If persons question you on the matter, you may refer then
to me. | was responsible for the entire matter."

Vosgl e | ooked toward the stairs. He saw Eunice, attired in an evening
gown
and wearing beautiful jewels.

Euni ce had heard the conversation. It was too late for her to retreat.
Standi ng on the stairs, she |istened.

"Mss Mrenz told ne that she once knew you," resuned Vosgle, facing
Larry. "She said that she wanted to see you; that there were certain matters
that you should have nmentioned to me. | suggested that she tell you so. | felt
t hat perhaps you did not have full confidence in ne.

"I can assure you that | did not suggest that M ss Mrenz cause the
trouble that she did. | had no idea that she intended to have rowdies
acconpany
her. So | owe you an apol ogy, M. Sherrin."

Vosgl e's tone was frank. Larry could do no nore than nod his acceptance

of
t he apol ogy.

"I knew that you woul d understand," acknow edged Vosgle. "In return,
have advice to offer. If Theda Mdrenz indicated that she wanted noney from
you,

ignore it. Should she bother you again, informne."

Larry started to express his thanks. Vosgl e interrupted.

"The wonman called ne to-day," added the | awer. "She indicated that she
had acquired sone property that bel onged to you; or, as she put it, sonething
that you would pay plenty to get back. Watever it was, she valued it at
twenty-five thousand dollars."

Larry's thoughts shot to the seal ed box. Theda had seen it in his room



somehow, she had regained it from The Shadow. Larry was speechl ess. He
scarcely
heard Vosgle's |ast conment:

"She wanted ne to urge you to settle, Sherrin. O herw se, she mght sel
to a higher bidder. | told her I would call by tel ephone, before ten o' clock

"Never mind." Larry's smle showed that he was thinking quickly. "I'm not
interested in anything Mss Mrenz has to offer.”

Vosgl e seened pl eased. He remarked that he was | eaving town on the night
train, but would be back the next afternoon. Larry could see himthen. The
| awyer shook hands with Larry; gave a nod to Belver. He did not glance toward
Euni ce, when he strode out through the front door.

H s back turned toward those who watched him Vosgle indulged in a
cunni ng
snmle. Again, he had given advice of a certain sort. He was confident that he
had scored with an attentive |istener.

The seal ed box was concerned in the attorney's gane. He could afford bold
nmoves. Rufus Vosgle was positive that he would receive no opposition from The
Shadow.

CHAPTER XVI |
AT THE CAI RO CLUB

STRAI NED sil ence foll owed Vosgle's departure. James Belver broke it with
an indignant outburst. He voiced his contenpt of Vosgle, saying it was anot her
of the lawyer's tricks. To Belver, Vosgle's apol ogy was a boast of his
crimnal
connecti ons.

"Euni ce saw you neet the Mdrenz wonman," Belver told Larry. "It troubled
her; she asked nme what | thought about it. | amglad that | can tell her that
Vosgle was to blane. Oly as ever, he smoothly covered his real purpose. He
wanted to injure your reputation, Larry. Eunice will understand."

"l understand already." Euni ce spoke for herself, as she entered the
living room "But it wouldn't have mattered" - she turned to Larry - "'really,
it wouldn't have, Larry. | trust you."

"After | lied to you?" Larry's voice was glum "Telling you that | had to

talk to sone reporters?”
"Whi ch you did," rem nded Belver. "You came to ny office first, Larry."
Larry was still renorseful. Eunice stepped close and began to fix his
tuxedo tie. Her eyes |looked up to his. They were brinmng; but her lips had a
smile.

"I think I shall |eave you," announced Belver, in a tone of
under st andi ng.
"Sorry, Eunice, | cannot accept your invitation to dinner. Forget Vosgle,
Larry"
- Belver's hand extended for a warm shake. "If you're worried over anything,
see

me about it."

At the dinner table, Larry remained silent. Eunice spoke consoling words,
saying that the fault was hers. She knew that she had been jeal ous over an
i magi nary cause. She admitted it, and her sweet tone abashed Larry.

"I was wong," said Eunice. "You nust forgive nme, Larry. | care so much
for you!"

"You shouldn't!" blurted Larry. Glbert was out of the dining room Larry
could talk freely. "There's a lot in back of it, Eunice. I'"mnot the swell

fell ow your uncle made nme out to be. Let ne tell the whole story."
VWil e Eunice listened, Larry gave the facts, plainly, fromthe start. He
spared nothing. He admitted his crines; told how he had been a pal of Theda's.



He descri bed where he had been for the past five years; he gave all credit for
his present position to The Shadow, al so expressing his debt to Eunice's
uncl e.

He summed what had happened recently in Sout hbury; how The Shadow had
relieved himof the incrimnating sealed box. H's eyes |owered as he tal ked,;
he
couldn't bear to neet Eunice's gaze. He did not see Eunice rise from her
chair,
to conme beside him

As Larry finished his account, a soft hand settled upon his own. A |ovely
voi ce spoke gently:

"Al'l this nmakes nme adnmire you nore, Larry. It proves that ny uncle was
right. I know you for what you are. What you say you used to be does not
matter. You weren't your real self.”

Larry cane to his feet. He found Eunice in his arms. Hi s words were
husky,
al nost i ncoherent, but Eunice understood. Larry would tell her |ater how he
| oved her. He was beginning to realize that she had given himthat right.

THERE were other nmatters that nust be discussed. Both knew it; they were
serious when they reached the living room

"Do you think The Shadow has | earned all about the seal ed box?"
guesti oned
Euni ce. "You know, Larry, | met himhere the night of ny uncle's death. |
trusted him as you did. | believe that The Shadow could tell who placed that
box in your room"

"But sonet hing has happened to The Shadow," returned Larry. "I know
what' s
happened to the seal ed box. Theda has it - that's why she tal ked to Vosgle
about
nmoney, like he told ne."

"Then The Shadow nmust have been captured by that gang. He may be their
pri soner; he may be dead -"

"I knowit. I'd like to go to the Cairo Club and have it out w th Theda.
I'"ve got to talk to Burke, though, first." Larry shook his head. "And | know
what he will say: To sit tight."

Euni ce coul dn't understand such policy. Larry explained that it had
wor ked
the night before. O yde was experienced in The Shadow s service; he would want
to know nore facts before he made a nove. C yde had an amazi ng confidence in
The Shadow s ability to return unharned from hazardous adventures.

"Maybe Vosgl e knows that Theda was tal king about the box," said Larry,
suddenly. "Don't you see what coul d happen, Eunice? If | went to the Cairo

Club, I mght find the box planted on nme again. If my past record cane to
l'i ght
- through Vosgle, or any one - | would be sunk

"Any kind of atip to the police wuld do it, once they had ne with the
box in ny possession. That's why The Shadow took it. Vosgle knows well enough
that | wouldn't buy the box. Theda is welcone to it. But Vosgle will find out
that 1'm smart enough not to go after it."

Euni ce started to say sonething. She stopped suddenly. Her eyes had a
meditative light. Larry didn't observe it

"“I'"'m going dowmntown to see Burke," declared Larry. "I'lIl only be gone
hal f
an hour, Eunice. I'Il be back by then, or I'Il tel ephone you."

Eunice listened to Larry's car as it sped away. Her determ nation showed
itself. Donning an evening wap, she called Glbert. She told the servant to
give a verbal nmessage to Larry, when he returned.

"Say that | went to the Cairo Club," she declared. "Tell himthat it is



safe for ne to go. | amgoing to get that sealed box, Glbert - the one that
was stolen fromny uncle. Above all, keep Larry here."

Hurrying upstairs, Eunice obtained her tiny automatic; she hastened down
t he back stairway and out to the garage.

AT the Cairo Cub, a floor show was ending at the time when Eunice
started
there. Theda Mdrenz had sung a final song. Waving kisses to the appl audi ng
customers, Theda left the floor and reached a tiny office tucked away fromthe
di ni ng room

One of the Cairo Club rowdies was seated at the office desk. Theda was
quick to ask himif there had been any calls. The thug growed in the
negati ve.

Theda told himto stay at his post. She was going to her dressing room to
nmake

a change. Before Theda reached the door, the tel ephone bell rang. Theda nade a
bounce for the desk.

The thug saw Theda's forehead winkle, her lips tighten. Her eyes took on
a sudden gl eam as she spoke:

"Yeah, this is Theda Mdrenz... Sure. 1'll be here a while... Yeah... A
right, | get it."

Theda hung up, triunphant. She | ooked at the clock

"Who was it?" questioned the thug. "Vosgle?"

Theda shot a hard glance. She didn't |ike nanes menti oned when
unnecessary. The hoodl um nmuttered an apol ogy. Theda smil ed.

"Sure, it was Vosgle," she drawed. "I gave himuntil ten bells, didn't
|2
He's coming here, so scram Post the boys, plenty of them to keep the way
cl ear
in fromthe back door. A guy like Vosgle don't want to be spotted. Savvy?"

The thug was nodding, on his way to the door. Theda halted him

"And tell that stooge of a manager to stay out of here," she added. "W
don't want him bothering us. There's sone other news you can give him too.
Tell himl won't need that grand he was going to dig up for ne."

"Vosgle's kicking in with all you asked for?"

"Listen, wise guy - we've got the twenty-five grand in the bag. Wat |I'm
figuring is how much nore we may get out of it. Sonmething big is duel™

More was due than Theda supposed. When she | ooked into the battered
mrror
that hung on the office wall, Theda only gave a gl ance. She didn't see the
cl oset door behind her; she probably woul dn't have noticed its slight notion
even if she had | ooked at it directly.

Eyes were watchi ng Theda. Listening ears had heard her conversation over
the wire; her talk with the thug. As soon as Theda left the office, the closet
door swung wi der. The figure that stepped out was cl oaked in bl ack

The |istener was The Shadow

Eyes were visible below the slouch-hat brim their burn was the sort that
cane from The Shadow s eyes al one. Fingers were drawing on a glove; fromthe
partly uncovered hand gl owed a strange, rare gem - The Shadow s girasol -

t oken
of the cl oaked nmaster's own identity.

There was another proving factor; a grimone. The Shadow |inped as he
approached t he desk.

Hs left arm too, still bore testinony of his crippled state. It was in
its sling, which hung beneath the black cloak

USING his left elbow to hold the tel ephone in position, The Shadow di al ed
a nunber. He held a brief, whispered conversation. That finished, he returned



to the tiny hiding place that he had originally chosen. The cl osing of the
cl oset door brought a shrouding touch to this new nystery.

The Shadow had supplied three remarkabl e vani shes fromthe grip of the
law. Hi s | atest di sappearance - from Vosgle's prison room- topped them wth
its uncanny features. Wien Theda had seen The Shadow, his escape seened
i npossi ble. Yet he had come fromthat barred roomby the tine that she had
left
Vosgl e' s mansi on

That strange shape that Theda had seen on Vosgle's | awmn had been a token
of The Shadow. The cl oaked bei ng had apparently nelted through inprisoning
bar s
to take up Theda's trail.

The Shadow awaited a new opportunity; one that was due in this very room
The office of the Cairo Cub was where Theda intended to conplete the deal she
want ed.

The Shadow i ntended to be present; if he so chose, he could confront the
mast er - crook when Theda net him But chances were that The Shadow woul d | et
t he
trail go farther - back to Vosgle's, where the seal ed box still would be.

There were ot her chances, that night bring obstacles. The Shadow al ways
all owed for them That was why he had come here, rather than wait for later
devel opnents. But the chance that was al ready devel opi ng was an unexpect ed
one.

Theda was to encounter it before The Shadow could learn of it.

In her dressing room on the far side of the building, Theda paused as
she
reached for a shoul der strap of her spangl ed dress. She thought she heard
f oot st eps, cautious ones, just outside her door

Theda turned to the mirror that fronted the dressing table. Her eyes
bl i nked their alarm when they saw the door sw ng inward.

Theda sprang about. In the doorway, she saw a slender girl whose
shoul ders
seened as white as her strained face. Theda noted the sparkle of a topaz
neckl ace, against a green taffeta gown. The girl was a brunette; Theda
recogni zed her from newspaper photographs.

Euni ce Whilton had arrived to settle matters that concerned Larry
Sherrin.

The girl who loved Larry was facing the woman who hated him

Theda's scowl was disdainful. She didn't intend to waste tine with
Euni ce.

Her hand behi nd her back, Theda reached a drawer beneath the dressing table;
t he
slide of her fingers was sliny.

Those fingers found the handle of a |ong-bladed knife. Wth a whip of her
armand a forward spring, Theda poised the dirk straight toward Eunice's
heart.

A six-inch thrust was all that Theda needed to drive the bl ade hone. She
t hought that Eunice would quail, or wilt away. Instead, the girl never budged.
Her own hand pushed to view at the sane instant. From her shoul der, Eunice
ai mred her .22 straight between Theda's eyes.

Passi ng seconds showed the pair face to face, ready for an instant duel
A
climax was due while The Shadow waited el sewhere!

CHAPTER XVI 1 |
DOUBLE CAPTURE

EUNI CE' S pal eness was not a sign of |lost nerve. Theda was to find that it



meant quite the opposite. Eunice was tense, because she knew that she was in
the midst of the eneny's canp. She had plenty of grit and she displayed it,
once she was sure that she had to deal with Theda al one.

Euni ce darted quick gl ances about the dressing room then centered upon
Theda. Unruffled by sight of hateful eyes and snarly |ips, Eunice nudged the
automatic forward. Her forefinger gave a significant tighten on the gun
trigger. That cowed Theda.

The torch singer released the knife. As it clattered to the floor, Theda
rai sed her hands. Backing toward the dressing table, she gave a snarly whine
of
def eat .

"Put up that gun," pleaded Theda. Then, with a last effort at bravado,
"What are you trying to do, you little fool? Get yourself in for a mnurder
rap?"

Euni ce did not |oosen her hold on the gun; nor did she withdraw it.

I nst ead, she advanced cl oser to Theda.

"I have cone for the seal ed box," announced Eunice, steadily. "You wll
give it to me. Inmediately!"

"So Larry told you about it, huh?" parried Theda. "Well, he had it. Wy
didn't he keep it for you?"

"The box incrimnated Larry," rem nded Eunice. "It will do the same with
you. It is safe for me to hold it. | want that box, so | can turn it over to
the law. Its contents will expose the killer who nurdered nmy uncle."

Theda saw the logic. If the box had been in the dressing room she would
have produced it; not to help Eunice's cause, but because she was badly
scar ed.
Theda was as snarly as a jungle beast cornered by a hunter, and she was

| ooki ng
for any chance to escape the threatening nuzzle of Eunice's gun

"I haven't got the box," protested Theda. "It was as hot for nme as it was
for Larry. | got rid of it."

"To whon?"

Theda hesitated. She heard Euni ce denand an answer to the question. Theda
wi nced. Sullenly, she replied:

"I gave it to Vosgle. It's in his safe, at his house."

Theda' s eyes gave a sudden glint. Eunice didn't guess the reason unti
t oo
ate. Two brawny thugs pounded in fromthe open door behind her. As they
clutched the girl's arnms, one of the crooks plucked away the .22; the other
cl apped a hand over her nouth.

The struggl e that Euni ce gave was usel ess. Wthin two mnutes, her hands
wer e bound behind her; a tight strap held her ankles. Theda plastered a strip
of adhesive tape across Eunice's lips; the thugs propped the helpless girl in
a
corner chair.

"WE found this," growed a rowmdy to Theda. He di splayed Eunice's evening
wrap. "It was lying on a chair. W thought it was yours; we was bringing it
in,
when we heard you tal king. Theda was noddi ng as she picked up Eunice's gun
Juggl i ng the weapon, she gave a hard | ook toward the door

"Maybe the boy friend will show up,"” renmarked Theda, "to pull the hero
act
for his little dearie. You know the mug | mean - that Larry boob. 1'Il post
t he
bunch to be ready for him If they snag him they'll bring himalong."

"Al ong?" queried a thug. "Were to?"

"Qut to the ravine," returned Theda. "That's where you're taking this
danme. Cet rid of her!"



One of the toughs growed that he didn't go in for croaking nolls. Theda
rem nded himthat Eunice could do a |lot of talking; and she added that the job
woul d be covered. The second thug argued with the first, who finally agreed.

Theda, meanwhil e, approached Eunice with a tigerish glare. She thrust her
hand for the girl's neck; yanked the topaz necklace with a tug that broke the
snap. Wnding the neckl ace about her own hand, Theda ordered the thugs to
hoi st
Euni ce fromthe chair.

They conplied. Stepping behind Eunice, Theda pulled a topaz ring froma
finger of the girl's bound hands. Coning around, she saw the | ook in Eunice's
eyes; their contenpt didn't please Theda. She swung her hand in a vicious slap
against the girl's cheek

Euni ce didn't w nce. That nmaddened Theda.

"For two bits," she snarled, "I'd claw you into ribbons! Wth these!"
Theda di spl ayed her long, reddened finger nails. "You wouldn't have that
snooty
| ook when | got through with you!"

Euni ce's brave cal mremnined. The red welt that appeared on her cheek
told
that she could take it. Venonously, Theda decided to go through with her
threat.

"You're asking for it, cutey -"

The thugs intervened as Theda started a one-hand grab for Eunice's
t hr oat .

They weren't sorry for the girl; they wouldn't have m nded wat chi ng Theda
denol i sh her. But Theda, herself, had wanted themto get rid of Eunice,
somewhere away fromthe Cairo Cub. There was also the question of Larry's
possi bl e arrival. Theda hadn't attended to that.

"Yeah, | guess you're right," grunbled Theda, stepping away from Eunice.
"There'd be too much evidence to clean up after | nopped the floor with this
ritzy frail. Take her away" - Theda picked up Eunice's evening wap - "and

sling this with her, anong the rocks."

There was a conpact in the pocket of the evening wap; Theda felt it
t hunp. She found it was made of platinum wth a tiny watch set in the lid.
She
appropriated that piece of jewelry also. After that, she hurried fromthe
dressing room

POSTI NG thugs to watch for Larry, Theda continued to the office. She was
still carrying Eunice's jewels. Wth a satisfied sneer, she planked the stol en
goods on the desk. As she stood there, Theda heard the noise of a stopping
not or, sonmewhere outside the w ndow

Her | ook becane eager. Remenbering her schedul ed nmeeting, Theda deci ded
to
go out and neet the arrival on the way. Since thugs were posted for Larry,

t hey
m ght bl under and get the wong nman instead.

Theda hurried fromthe office; as she went, she drew Eunice's revol ver
froma pocket in her dress. Theda wasn't taking chances, if it happened to be
Larry.

The Shadow swung instantly into view He reached the desk; picked up the
articles that Theda had laid there. The Shadow s expert eye recogni zed the
hi gh
val ue of the topaz necklace and the ring. Those tasteful jewels weren't the
sort
t hat Theda woul d purchase.

Nor was the platinumconpact, with its tiny, inset watch. The price of
t hat compact would pay for plenty garish trinkets of the type that Theda woul d
choose for adornment.



Havi ng seen the gun in Theda's hand, The Shadow remnmenbered the .22 that
Euni ce had once held. He paused only, long enough to open the conpact. Inside
the Iid were tiny, engraved initials that proved the link. They were the
letters "E. W"

Silent and swift, despite his linp, The Shadow started for Theda's
di st ant
dressing room He was within the cordon of watchful henchnmen, but he was too
late to overtake the pair who had custody of Eunice. The dressing room was
enpty when The Shadow reached it.

The Shadow coul d hear a notor starting at the rear of the building. He
headed for a door, a big gun in his right hand. He encountered no one before
he
reached t he back door. Posted guards were no | onger watching for Larry
Sherrin.

They had found him

It was Larry who had arrived near the Cairo Club. After a chat with
d yde
he had returned to Eunice's home, to learn from G | bert where the girl had
gone.

Larry had forgotten all caution when he heard that news.

HEADI NG openly across a space behind the Cairo Cub, Larry was suddenly
overwhel med by a flood of foemen. He went down, fighting, to be snothered
within the next half minute.

Si x thugs trussed Larry hand and foot; spread adhesive across his nouth.
The job was done so quickly, that The Shadow arrived only in time to see what
fol | oned.

Four of the nobbies lugged Larry to the sedan where Euni ce was al ready
stowed. The other pair cane to a coupe close by the building. Theda was there
to nmeet them

The Shadow, listening fromthe doorway, could hear Theda's harsh
i nstructi ons.

"Tail after them" ordered Theda. "If any coppers start trouble, take
care
of them The boys ahead know that you'll be |ooking out in back. |I told them™

The Shadow shifted outward into darkness as Theda approached. He |et her
go through to the office; she could keep her appoi ntnment wi thout The Shadow s
interference. This was no tine for conmotion. There were other henchnmen in
reserve. The Shadow s task lay with that pair who were taking the coupe.

One thug was already sitting behind the wheel, his foot on the starter
The other was getting in fromthe right, when sonething halted him An arm
| ooped over the thug's right shoul der, doubled around his neck in a squeeze
that rivaled a boa constrictor's.

A hard swi ng of The Shadow s arm brought the thug tunmbling to earth.
There
wasn't a chance for an outcry. H s neck jolted, the hoodlumlay inert upon the
ground.

The man at the wheel |ooked toward the open door on the right; he grow ed
for his pal to hurry. Suddenly, he saw the dashlight's gleamreflect from eyes
that shone in fromthe darkness. The driver reached for his gun, belated.

Anot her weapon was already on its way.

Cane a long thrust of The Shadow s arm wth a sidelong wist tw st as
its
finish. The heavy automatic thudded the driver's skull, close behind the ear

The crook crunpled. He rolled to the door on the left, when The Shadow
shoved hi mthere. Wien The Shadow opened the door, the stunned driver tunbled
to the ground.

The coupe rolled frombehind the Cairo Cub. A whispered | augh cane from
the Iips of the shrouded fighter who had commandeered the car. One-handed, The



Shadow had di sposed of two foemen. He was on his way to nullify the double
capture that crooks had made. The sedan's direction told that it had headed
for

the ravi ne road.

IN the sedan up ahead, thugs were goading their prisoners with prom ses
of
future msery. Slunped deep in the back seat, Larry and Eunice listened to the
details of their intended fate.

"We're not croaking you, bozo," a thug told Larry. "Not yet, anyway.
Theda's got a better idea. They're going to find this noll |oaded with slugs,
down at the bottomof the ravine. The job's got to be tagged to sonebody and
you're the guy el ected.

"Theda says sonebody tried to frame you last night. Only, The Shadow
queered it. This time, he won't. The cops are going to find you with a gat on
you - the same rod we're using to croak the nmoll. The Shadow won't be around
to
pul | you out of this jam"

There were approving snorts fromthe other nobbies. Al seenmed to know
where The Shadow was, although they didn't give that information to Larry and
Eunice. Gimy, Larry was trying to think of a way to overcone the present
si tuati on.

If he could get one hand free - and he was working hard to do it - he
m ght manage a frantic struggle |ong enough to yank a door open and shove
Eunice fromthe car. It wuldn't help nuch, for Eunice was bound and gagged;
but if a car chanced al ong before the hoodl uns managed to stop and pick her up
agai n, she mght be rescued.

The sedan wasn't traveling fast. The road to the ravine had many turns,
with white lines on the curves. The car was only averaging thirty mles an
hour. Wth eight nmles to go, Larry figured he had about fifteen m nutes.

Wth five of those m nutes past, Larry's right hand was | oose. Wdged in
a
corner of the car, he managed to snake his hand downward and | oosen a strap
t hat
was | ashed about his ankles. The lights of another car were flashing through
t he
rear wi ndow. Larry hoped that the occupants of the foll owi ng nachi ne m ght
provide aid for Eunice, if they saw her spill to the road.

H s hope died down when the lights of the car in back began to blink
Crooks took it for a signal; for they knew that Theda had ordered a car to
follow them The driver of the sedan slowed and pulled over to the right, as
the coupe tried to pass himon a bend.

Cutting in ahead, the coupe slackened speed. The driver of the sedan did
t he sane, supposing that new instructions were com ng from Theda. As the cars
halted, the doors on the right of the sedan swung open. Thugs craned fromthe
front seat and the back, expecting to see a pal com ng back fromthe coupe.

Larry curbed hinmself. He wanted the nmessenger to bring his news and go
back to the coupe. Wen that car started, Larry would have his best chance to
make a break. But the person fromthe coupe wasn't going back to it at all

Wonderi ng why no one arrived, a tough beside Larry flicked a flashlight.
Its gl ow cane just soon enough to save the thugs froma total surprise. That
gl are showed a cl oaked figure of blackness, starting a silent lunge toward the
open doors of the sedan

The nane that four crooks gasped was joyous news to their prisoners. It
cane fromfear-frozen I|ips:

"The Shadow "

CHAPTER XI X



THE TRAI L REVERSED

THE SHADOW coul d have withered those thugs with gunfire, had he chosen
that method of attack. Unfortunately, he couldn't risk it, with Larry and
Euni ce prisoners in the sedan. Hi s plan was to slug down his foenen before
t hey
recogni zed him

That wasn't a huge order under ordinary conditions. The Shadow had caught
t he nobbi es off guard; his stealthy approach put himalnost in their mdst.
Even the sudden introduction of the flashlight would not have changed the
result, normally.

Thi s night, however, The Shadow was handi capped. He had only one hand to
use in a slugfest. The light that reveal ed his surge was bad, in such
ci rcunst ances.

The Shadow had tine to stroke one foeman into oblivion. He took the thug
who held the flashlight. A hooking sledge of a big .45 did nore than slunmp the
hoodlum 1t hauled himclear fromthe sedan, to the turf beside the road. The
flashlight rolled beneath the car. Its glow no | onger aided the crooks.

Guns were out; fingers on their triggers. Unable to spy The Shadow,
killers were slowwith their aim Wth a sidestep, The Shadow shoved half into
the rear door, fromwhich he had rolled his first victim This tinme, he had a
chance for fire. The dashlight showed that only crooks were in front. The
Shadow ai ned

It was Larry who unwittingly blocked The Shadow s action. Wenching from
his corner, he suddenly grabbed the crook in the back seat. He whi pped the
t hug
toward the door; in the grapple, they hit The Shadow shoul der-first. The jolt
sprawl ed The Shadow to the road bank

A front-seat crook caught a flash of The Shadow s fall; nade a |eap
t oward
him firing as he came. He ained for the spot where he had seen cl oaked
shoul ders di sappear, never guessing that The Shadow had rolled | ower.

On his back, The Shadow saw that gun stab at an angle just above him He
fired. The thug did a long pitch across The Shadow.

The man behind the sedan's wheel took that lurch for a | eap. He thought
his pal had bagged The Shadow.

Larry was | ashing back and forth with his antagonist; the man at the
wheel
saw a chance to drop the self-rel eased prisoner. He took cool aimfor Larry,
who
was twi sted with his back toward the car

Li ke a scaly creature from sone deep pit, a gloved hand cane over the
step
at the right side of the front seat. It shoved an automatic ahead of it; the
dull gun netal scarcely showed in the dimdashlight. Eyes followed; the
i nst ant
they saw the aimng driver, a gloved finger tugged its trigger

The nurderous thug sl unped behind the wheel. H's gun slipped fromhis
fingers as his left hand clutched his right shoul der

Two figures sprawl ed upon The Shadow. An unlucky slip put Larry beneath
the fighter who grappled with him A revolver started a swing for Larry's
head.

A gloved fist thrust into the space between; there was a clang, as an
automatic
stopped the revol ver short.

The parry was a clever one. In halting that driving gun, The Shadow not
only tilted it askew, he |l ooned his own gun straight for the thug' s eyes.

The fell ow made a mad scranble for the road bank. Larry, both hands free,
went after him



LARRY returned within a few mnutes, carrying his attacker's revolver. It
hadn't taken himlong to batter that |ast opponent into subm ssion. He found
Eunice free, uttering grateful words to The Shadow.

She had scarcely finished before The Shadow spoke a warni ng whi sper. He
poi nted al ong the road.

A car had stopped, to turn around. Sorme one com ng from Southbury had
wi t nessed the finish of the fray and was hurrying to report it. The Shadow
gave
brisk instructions to Larry. He wanted himto take Euni ce hone; then
comuni cat e
with dyde.

Larry wanted to give the details of Vosgle's visit to the Wiilton
mansi on,
but The Shadow didn't allow time for it. He hurried Larry and Eunice to the
coupe.

VWile Larry was swinging the light car in the road, The Shadow t ook over
the sedan for his own use. He pulled the wounded driver fromthe car; rested
hi m on the bank beside the others. It wasn't an easy job, one-handed;
particularly as The Shadow showed the crippled crook nore care than the fell ow
deserved.

By the time The Shadow was at the wheel of the sedan, the coupe was far
from sight.

The Shadow had preferred delay of his own, rather than have nore trouble
start for Larry. That was why he hadn't kept Larry |ong enough to help him
clear the driver fromthe sedan. The proof of The Shadow s wi sdom canme when
Larry and Eunice cane to a fork, a mle back on the road.

Larry heard a roar fromthe trees to the left. He took the road to the
right; doused the lights as he jamed the brakes. The machi ne that whizzed
past
the fork proved to be a police car

The Shadow s orders were explicit; both Larry and Euni ce knew that they
shoul d obey them They had a clear path, if they took a round-about way to
Sout hbury. Larry started on that course; but he told Eunice, ruefully, that he
feared The Shadow was in for trouble.

Larry was right. The Shadow was just beginning to turn the sedan in the
nm ddl e of the road when he heard the police car's roar. Instead of turning
farther, The Shadow stepped on the gas and started in the direction of the
ravi ne bridge.

The police car swung a turn in tine to see his tail-lights. A nonment
| ater, the cops saw the thugs beside the road.

They didn't stop to find out those nen's identities. Ohers could pick
them up. The police car had a trail: the sedan that had flashed around the
next
bend. Gving the gas, the officers took up the chase.

THE SHADOW was handl i ng the sedan in an anazi ng, one-handed fashion. He
was taking the curves between forty and fifty nmiles an hour, slithering the
car
back into control with every sharp bend. H's right foot managed the
accel erator
wi thout difficulty; The Shadow didn't give his weak knee the bother of
shifting
toward t he brake pedal

Despite his breakneck tactics, he couldn't shake off the pursuing police
car. It was built for these roads - speedy, with shorter wheel base than the
sedan. As the race neared the fringe of the deep ravine, The Shadow realized
t hat some change of nethod would be his only hope of eluding this new chase.



Only a mle beyond the bridge that spanned the ravine, was a sizable

t own.
By this time, word could have reached the place. The Shadow s course woul d be
bl ocked. The Shadow s position was still one that couldn't be expl ai ned.

Moreover, he didn't want to conti nue ahead. He needed to return to the
Cairo Cub; and he was due at Vosgle's afterward. Only a drastic nmeasure woul d
suffice to produce such results. The Shadow resol ved upon one.

The sedan was roaring straight for the spot where the road curved left to
the bridge. The slope was slightly upward; hence only a small fence had been
provided at the turn. Above the fence were the red sparklers that shined in
t he
gl ow of The Shadow s headl anps. Beyond, was the edge of the ravine.

Rocks marked the sharp pitch into that gulch; but the tops of trees
sprouted into view Sone were fair-size, but nost of them were saplings. The
soil amd the steep rocks wasn't sufficient to retain a full-grown tree.

The Shadow pi cked a hal f-grown evergreen as his target. It |ooked sturdy
enough to serve his daring game. He swerved slightly as he reached the warning
sign, but not enough to make the turn

This time, The Shadow s foot shifted to the brake. He applied it ful
force, just as the sedan splintered the flimsy guard rail.

The officers in the police car saw the crash. The sedan | urched across
t he
rocks; took a jounce straight for a bristly tree that was beyond the brink of
the ravine. The evergreen quivered as the car burrowed deep anong its
branches.

During precarious seconds, the car swayed there; as the officers halted by the
broken rail, the sedan took the topple they expected.

VWhat the police failed to see was the figure that beat the sedan to its
[ urch. The door on the right had opened. Fromthat tilted side, The Shadow
pi cked a sapling just below the stout evergreen. He took a | ong, |eaping dive;
his right arm hooked the sapling as he passed it.

The little tree bent like a bow The Shadow s clinging figure dangled in
dar kness over the abyss. Roots held; the sapling straightened. The Shadow
gai ned a footing anong the rocks.

A crash was soundi ng before he was back to safety. The sedan's
si deslipping rear wheel s overbal anced the weight of the front. The car gave an
angled roll, turning nose upward as it fell. Sky-pointed lights cleaved a
brilliant path as the autonobile tunbled. The gl ow did not show The Shadow. He
was past the fringe

The staring cops never glinpsed the door on the right of the sedan, for
it
was out of sight beneath. When they heard the smash of metal against rocks;

t he

| ong bounces that ended in a final, utter crack-up, they came to a nutua
opi ni on. \Whoever was driving that car had gone with it in its hundred-f oot
pl unge to the depths of the stony gorge.

THERE was a path to the bottom of the ravine. Deserting their own car
t he
of ficers hastened downward. They found the sedan tel escoped upon the rocks.
Through the shattered wi ndows, they saw a junbl e of uphol stery; but no human
formmngled with it.

They didn't know that they had pursued The Shadow. Know edge of that cane
when a trailing | augh sounded fromthe top of the ravine. Looking upward, the
amazed policemen saw a cl oaked figure outlined against the headlights of their
own car.

If ever they took The Shadow for a ghost, it was then. H s three previous
vani shes were trivial conpared to this one. Sone one had been at the wheel of
the wecked sedan. It nust have been The Shadow.



How he had managed to transport hinself fromthe twi sted mass of a
shattered autonobile up to the top of a hundred-foot cliff, was another
i ncredi bl e happeni ng that the Southbury police force would soon discuss with
ave.

The bl uecoats who stood as witnesses to the seenming mracle were nmute.
They couldn't shout in answer to The Shadow s chal |l enge. They forgot that they
had revolvers in their holsters. They were spell bound, as they saw The Shadow
nmove beyond the glaring lights.

Then the spell was broken. The cops went berserk; yanked their guns, as
they started for the path. The lights of their autonobile were backi ng away.
The Shadow was taking their car.

Hs trailing | augh was a nocking reninder that he had left themthe
wrecked sedan in its stead. The Shadow s hunor didn't appeal to the policenen.

It took themten mnutes to reach the top of the precipitous path. By
t hat
time, The Shadow was miles away, headi ng back toward Sout hbury. He passed cars
stopped by the crippled thugs; other machines that were comng fromtown. Each
time he saw lights, The Shadow sounded the police car's siren

That siren shriek was his passport. Cars shifted fromhis path. Wen The
Shadow finally used the siren no longer, it was because he had neared the
Cairo
Cl ub. Parking the patrol car in an obscure spot, The Shadow approached the
pl ace
on foot.

He saw a car pull quickly fromthe other side of the club; going out by a
driveway that could not be reached except by a roundabout course. The thugs
t hat The Shadow had pitched fromthe coupe were absent. They had probably
reported to Theda. She woul dn't have believed their claim that The Shadow had
sl ugged t hem

Anot her fighter could have handl ed that pair singly, the way The Shadow
did. Reports of the battle on the road to the ravine had not yet reached the
Cairo Club. Hence, Theda didn't have the story that would prove The Shadow s
absence from Vosgle's prison room

NO | ookouts guarded the path to the night club's office. That room was
enpty when The Shadow reached it. Theda Morenz was gone; she had taken
Euni ce's
jewel ry.

There was a single explanation to Theda's absence. She had hel d her
schedul ed nmeeting with the master crook. They had left the Cairo Cub
t oget her.

The Shadow had | ost his opportunity to listen in on their conference. It
did not matter; he had al ready known the probabl e decision to which they would
cone. He had sinply wanted to make sure. The | ost chance was insignificant,
conpared to the rescue of Eunice and Larry.

Movi ng t hrough the outside darkness, The Shadow returned to the police
car. Hi s whispered |laugh was I ost amid the strains of nmusic fromthe dance
floor of the Cairo O ub.

Crine's knell had sounded. Al that was needed was the final stroke. The
law woul d play its part, thanks to The Shadow, though that fact had not yet
been announced.

The nystery of the seal ed box woul d be cl eared to-night.

The Shadow knew

CHAPTER XX

THE CASE RESTS



LOOM NG i n darkness, Vosgle's thick-built house forned a grotesque nass.
The w ndows were dark

Wth the owner of the house presumably away on a trip, lights m ght have
caused suspicion. Rufus Vosgle had instructed his servants to darken the house
at an early hour.

It was natural that the servants would relax their vigilance during their
master's absence. They were few in nunber; their hours had been | ong and
gruel i ng, ever since The Shadow had been brought as an enforced guest. There
was no definite cause why they shoul d expect trouble from outside, according
to
t he reasoni ng of Theda Mrenz.

The torch singer based that opinion on her own observation. She had noted
that the only guards on regular duty were those posted to watch The Shadow s
cell.

That was why Theda was confident there would be no chall enge when she and
a pair of creeping thugs reached a spot beside the sun porch. There, Theda
ordered her pals to jimy a w ndow.

They did it, with only a screened flashlight and not enough noise to
attract attention

Theda notioned the thugs away fromthe wi ndow. She stole through the
dar kness; they heard her whisper to some one waiting there. Soon, the hidden
man approached; reached the sill and clanbered across it. The thugs heard him
creep through the sun porch, into the living room Theda approached the thugs.

"Stick here," she whispered. "If he needs you, he'll be back blinking a
flashlight. You'll know it's him because he's got a red glass in the flash.
I'"mgoing to post the rest of the crew ™

The t hugs whi spered to one another after Theda had gone. Their subdued
tones carried chuckles. What the ganme was, they couldn't guess; but it
certainly nust be a snmart one.

Theda had swung a cl ever deal tonight. Twenty-five grand paid in advance.
She had shown themthe crisp bills before they had left the Cairo O ub

As the thugs figured it, Rufus Vosgle had come to ternms. He had call ed
Theda before ten o' clock. He had arranged to see her, alone, at the Cairo
a ub.

That was why Theda hadn't | et any one be on | ookout when her caller sneaked
into
the club's office.

Vosgl e had paid for silence regarding the seal ed box; but he wanted sone
speci al services for his noney: He wanted to make it | ook as though his house
had been robbed. That was why Theda had told this pair of experts to jimy the
sun porch wi ndow. That acconplished, it was easier for Vosgle to do the rest.

Knowi ng the conbi nation of his own safe, he could open it and strew
paper s
all around. He would take everything of value including the sealed box. In the
norni ng, his own servants would be witnesses to the fact that the place had
been rifled during Vosgle's absence.

I f they happened to hear Vosgle at work, they m ght surprise him but in
that case, the lawyer could let the servants in on the gane. But he didn't
want
to do that, if he could help it.

I NSI DE t he house, there were creaks on the stairway; but the sounds were
slight. The crafty prowl er reached the door of the office and sneaked directly
to the safe. There, his flashlight glimered.

As Theda had said, it showed a ruddy glow. The spot of |ight upon the
shiny dial was Iike a vivid splotch of bl ood.

Steady fingers turned the conbination. The door swung open. That probing
circle of ruby light gleanmed upon the seal ed box and the prom ssory note that
lay with it. A hand gripped both; the flashlight went out, as its owner



dr opped

it in his pocket. Shifting back fromthe safe, the intruder placed his hand
upon

the cold steel of the door; ready to close it w thout noise. For a noment, he
paused to listen, as if he caught a stir within the room H's hand fished to
his hip, to draw a revolver. Before it reached the weapon, there was a click
fromthe wall. Light flooded the room It showed a masked burglar at the safe,
his lips hardened in an ugly scowl below his slitted bandanna. Through the
eyehol es of the handkerchi ef, the intruder saw hinself surrounded by men who
had risen fromthe walls.

Sone were Vosgle's servants; the rest were detectives, who belonged to
t he
Sout hbury force!

A stern man in uniformwas standing by the wall switch. The crook who
clutched the seal ed box recogni zed Police Chief Milley.

W ndow shades were tightly drawn to prevent |ight fromreaching the
out si de darkness. At Mulley's order, the trapped crook let the seal ed box fal
to the carpet. He cane to his feet, his hands uprai sed. The police chief
strode
toward him yanked the handkerchief from his head.

Blinking in the glaring Iight, the burglar gave a distorted grimce that
amazed the police chief. It was the first tine that Mill ey had ever seen such
an ugly expression on the face of James Bel ver

Theda hadn't passed the real story to her flock of thugs. She had made no
deal with Vosgle. It was Belver who had called her at the Cairo Cub. The
self-styled reforner was the man who had cone there | ater

THE police chief was utterly astounded at his own di scovery. Milley had
been posted here on the promi se that a crook would arrive. He had been told so
by Rufus Vosgle; but the |lawyer hadn't said who the man woul d be.

Groping for an explanation, Milley |ooked toward a side door of the room
It opened; Vosgle stepped into sight.

Puffing a cigar, the | awer seated hinself behind his desk. He suggested
that detectives frisk the prisoner. They did, while Belver stood silent.
Vosgl e
pointed to a chair; Belver glared, then decided to sit down. At Vosgle's
request, the police chief brought the seal ed box to the desk.

"Wuld you care to speak first?" queried the | awer, dryly, addressing
Bel ver. "You may have sone explanation for the fact that you were di scovered
in
the act of burglary."

Bel ver stroked his chin; he | ooked around the group. He centered his gaze
on the police chief.

"I learned that Vosgle had the seal ed box," runbled Belver. "That is why
I
cane here. In the interest of public justice, | felt that the box should be
brought to light."

"Way didn't you tell nme the box was here?" denmanded Chief Miulley. "If you
had such evi dence, you should not have kept it fromthe authorities."

Bel ver didn't reply. He | ooked toward Vosgle. Belver didn't like the
attorney's odd smile. He figured that Vosgle would get his say in, anyway, Sso
he deci ded to hear what the | awyer had to offer

"Let us analyze the circunmstances of this case," suggested Vosgl e,
they were pointed out to ne by" - he paused; added, with a smle - "by a
friend. One who has an uncanny ability for divining the true facts of a
baffling problem"™

Pausi ng, Vosgle drew a sheet of notes from his pocket. He checked off the
itens as he discussed them

"Ex- mayor Dyl an had a seal ed box, containing evidence against a

as



master-grafter,” recounted Vosgle. "Dylan died - presumably by suicide. H's
house was ransacked. Al his official papers, records, seals, and other itens
were stolen at that tine. It was believed that the all-inportant box was taken
al so.

"Later, that seal ed box was acquired by R chard Wilton. Two persons saw
that box while it was in Wilton's possession: his niece, Eunice; and our
present prisoner, James Belver. It was proven later that | could have known
that Whilton had the seal ed box.

"Elimnating Eunice, we have only two persons: Belver and nyself. The
only
reason why either of us could have wanted the box was because he happened to
be
the hidden grafter. So one of us" - Vosgle's tone was coolly inpartial -
"nmurdered Whilton and took the seal ed box."

BELVER saw a chance for a home thrust.

"You' ve got the box, Vosgle," he reminded. "That puts the burden on you!"

Bel ver halted. He didn't like the slow way in which Vosgle's snile
returned. The | awyer turned to the police chief.

"Once having the box," declared Vosgle, "the nurderer's first deed - his
all-inmportant deed - would be to open it and destroy the docunments that it
contai ned. That woul d di spose of the only existing evidence that |inked him
with past graft."”

A pause; Vosgle asked: "Am| right, Chief Milley?"

"Absolutely right," acknow edged the police chief. Then, frowning: "But
what about this seal ed box on the desk?"

"The murderer had all of Dylan's records and seals,"” rem nded Vosgle: "It
was sinple for himto forge fal se docunents; to seal themin a box with
Dyl an's
official stanp. And that" - Vosgle wheeled toward Belver - "is exactly what

you
did do, Belver!

"You forged evidence against me, the only prom nent man in Southbury,
besi des yoursel f, who could have known that Whilton had the box. To bring the
false box to light, you had to plant it on some one other than nyself. You
tried it with The Shadow, first; then with Larry Sherrin. Both tines, you
fail ed!

"To-night, | made you think that Theda Morenz had the seal ed box, and
wanted a price for it. You went to nake a deal with her, only to find that it
was | who held the box. You had to regain it, and Theda told you how you
coul d.

She had | earned the conbi nation of ny safe, because | let her. She sold you
t hat
i nformation!"

Every one of Vosgle's stated facts had clicked. Belver was glaring; his
teeth gritted at thought of the |lawer's shrewdness. It hadn't quite dawned on
himthat Vosgle was nmerely acting as spokesman for the person who had actually
di vined these facts.

Theda had said that The Shadow was Vosgle's prisoner. But she hadn't
guessed that Vosgle, knowi ng The Shadow to be a fighter for justice, had
tal ked
openly to the cloaked captive that Theda had brought to his hone.

After one brief conference, The Shadow had nustered Vosgle into his
service, to arrange a trap for Belver

The Shadow had been free when Theda saw himin the cellar room But
Vosgl e, by The Shadow s own order, had tricked Theda into thinking that his
wel come guest was actually a prisoner



THOSE t houghts were far fromBelver's mnd. The master-crook was | ooking
for sone way to turn the tide to his own advantage. If he could swi ng Chief
Mul l ey, he mi ght get results. Belver pointed to the seal ed box that lay on the
desk. He roared the chall enge:

"I claimthat box to be the one | saw at Wiilton's! It belongs to the
| aw
| demand that it be seized!"

"That woul dn't hel p you, Belver," jabbed Vosgle. "In seeking Wilton's
nmurderer, the police want a man who had a notive to steal the seal ed box. You
were caught stealing this box tonight. If you claimit to be the original box,
you automatically prove that you had a notive to nurder Whilton."

"I"1l take that chance," scoffed Belver. "Wen the police open this box

"The police will not open it," interposed Vosgle. "This particular box" -
he raised the box between his hands - "is ny property. | claimthat it is not
the box mentioned in Dylan's confession; nor is it the box that you saw in
Whilton's hone. Unless the | aw can prove otherw se, it cannot take the box."

"But | shall testify that it is the same box -"

"That testinmony will be del ayed, Belver, until after you have been
sentenced for to-night's burglary. The unsupported statenment of a convicted
crimnal will not be sufficient.”

"Euni ce Whilton saw the box when her uncle had it -

"And | can assure you, Belver" - Vosgle's tone was confident - "that she
will accept the facts that | have nmentioned. On that basis, she will refuse to
swear that this is the sanme seal ed box."

For a monent, Belver retained his defiance. He thought that his own
i nfl uence was strong enough to swing Eunice's testinony. But, amid that rising
hope cane startling recollection of something that Theda Morenz had told him
on
the way fromthe Cairo C ub. Theda had said that Eunice was dead; murdered at
her order.

It had seenmed of minor consequence to Belver. Right now, it was of prine
i mportance. Eunice could never testify regarding the seal ed box. Wth that
realization, Belver sagged. His hunted | ook registered guilt; his hands went
| oose as they plucked the chair arnmns.

Bel ver's feeble stare toward the police chief showed that his last shred
of defense was gone. That was the alibi Belver had given hinmself on the night
he nmurdered Wil ton

Bel ver hadn't gone to city hall to tel ephone Miulley; then wait there. He
had made the call fromnear Wiilton's hone. That had given himtime for
nur der,
before hurrying to the police chief's office.

Ruf us Vosgl e | ooked about the circle of nen who had w tnessed Bel ver's
defeat. As if addressing a jury, the | awer spoke:

"The case rests.”

Into the silence that followed crept a weird, |owtoned |augh, that
qui vered the very air of that room As they heard the whi spered shudder
listeners turned toward the door to see the burning eyes of a tall, cloaked
bei ng whose gaze was fixed on Janes Bel ver

Li ke the verdict of a presiding judge, The Shadow s sol enmm tone had
declared the nurderer's guilt.

CHAPTER XXI
SEALED DOOM
THE SHADOW had cone t hrough the | oose cordon of surrounding crooks to

reach this focal spot. He had foreseen that Belver would hire Theda's thugs to
cover his last attenpt at |one crine.



This time, The Shadow had arranged the trap. He had | et Vosgle spring it,
by calling in the | aw, but The Shadow, hinself, intended to see that Bel ver
did
not slip the toils.

There was poetic justice in The Shadow s timed arrival. It came when the
| aw recogni zed - through Belver's capitulation - that The Shadow had pl ayed no
hand in hel ping crinme. The Shadow was wanted no | onger. Instead, he was
recogni zed as one who had played a nmaster part in behalf of right.

Si ght of The Shadow brought a last flare from James Bel ver. The
super cr ook
sucked his breath inward with a fumy hiss. Every stroke that he had nade was a
failure agai nst the cl oaked avenger, even though Bel ver had been ready for The
Shadow before the bl ack-clad stranger had arrived in Southbury.

Cunni ngly, Belver had used the police to fight his battles. He had
br ought
themto Whilton's to trap The Shadow there. He had al so planted the gold coin
a useless clue initself - to trick The Shadow, in case the law failed to
capture him

That trick, too, had failed, when The Shadow broke fromthe trap in the
Central Building. Again, The Shadow had outw tted Bel ver, when the crook had
sent his threat to Cranston. Snatching the seal ed box fromLarry had been
anot her of The Shadow s swift noves; and to top it, Belver recognized, from
t he
tone of The Shadow s | augh, that the fighter had done nore to-night.

Bel ver coul d picture one | one reason for The Shadow s delay in reaching
here. That was the rescue of Eunice and Larry. In his venom Belver hoped that
they were dead; but his keen wits told himthat they were not.

The nurderer realized suddenly why The Shadow had cone here. The path
out side was not clear. There was still the problem of the thugs surrounding
t he
house - sonething recogni zed only by The Shadow and Bel ver. Faced by the grim
picture of the electric chair, Belver had nothing to | ose by naking trouble;
but he did have a chance for gain.

H's only wish was that he had started it a few mnutes before. Foolishly,
he had tried to out argue Vosgle. That had allowed tine for The Shadow to
arrive.

STILL, Belver had opportunity. H's plight drove himberserk. Springing to
his feet, he grabbed up the chair from behind him swng it above his head, as
he started for the door

A gl oved hand pushed from The Shadow s cl oak. A bul gi ng, automatic
offered
its halting threat.

That woul d have insured Belver's finish, if others had not intervened.

Det ectives and servants pitched upon the fighting nurderer, w thout realizing
the m stake they nade. They turned the roominto a madhouse, with Belver in
t erporary control

Fi sts and gun sl ashes couldn't stop the crazed murderer. Qpponents were
falling away as they dodged the wild sweeps of the heavy chair. The Shadow had
no chance to end the fray, for bodies were flinging thensel ves between hi m and
Bel ver. Sooner or later, the rmurderer would be floored; but much coul d happen
nmeanwhi | e.

Bel ver knew it. He dragged the fight to a window Wth a whip of the
chair, he smashed the shade and the glass beyond it. It was his signal to
bring
Theda' s nob.

The effort was unneeded. Crooks bel ow had al ready heard Belver's
commot i on.



Bel ver's own nad nove produced his capture. Cpponents piled upon him
dragged himfromthe wi ndow. They flattened Bel ver across Vosgle's big desk.
Spr ead- eagl ed, Bel ver delivered a harsh, pleased shout. He could hear a rush
of
footsteps on the stairs.

So could The Shadow. He had a renedy.

Swi nging out into the hall, The Shadow stood ready with his single
automatic. He waited until the first thugs neared the top of the darkened
stairs. Wth his left el bow, he nudged a switch that turned on the lights in
the hall bel ow

Crooks were reveal ed, a dozen of them Mst of the thugs were on the
stairs, with Theda at the bottom goading themw th raucous shri eks.

The Shadow gave a sinister |augh of challenge. Crooks could barely see
hi s
outlined form They didn't have much tine to | ook, for The Shadow started a
sudden gunfire.

VWi | e The Shadow punped sl ugs down the steps, revolvers barked upward.
They were sharpshooters, these crooks; but they failed agai nst The Shadow. His
crippling shots were tined, aimed for sure targets in the |ight.

Thugs were hasty in their aim blazing for a hazy, evasive mark. Crooks
tunmbl ed; rolling downward, they bow ed over the nmen below them By the tine
The
Shadow s bull ets were exhausted, men were arriving fromthe room above.

The Shadow si destepped to | et new marksnmen take over the battle. They did
it with a vengeance. The police chief had brought crack nmarksnen. Vosgle's
servants were good men with their guns. They poured bullets into the Iighted
space below the stairs, where Theda was firing with the last of the thugs.

The shots that the crooks offered were all as puny as the squdgy pops
from
the .22 that Theda had taken from Eunice. They hadn't time to rally, after The
Shadow s onsl aught. They tried to stanpede for the front door, only to be
flattened as they ran. Theda, firing alone, went spraw ing suddenly at the
f oot
of the stairs.

THE SHADOW had st epped back to Vosgle's office. There, he saw Bel ver
wrestling in the clutches of the I awer and the police chief. Breaking free,
the master-crook lunged for The Shadow, nmet himin a terrific grapple.

The Shadow went backward, giving ground - his only policy, in his injured
condi tion.

Savagel y, Bel ver drove The Shadow against the wall. He shot his big
fingers for the cloaked throat, forgetful of The Shadow s right hand, which
dropped with its enptied automati c.

For an instant, Belver saw the patched features of Kent Allard, tilted
upward; then The Shadow twi sted | eftward, drove his |left shoul der agai nst
Bel ver's chest.

The shift wenched his neck half free. Hs right hand swng on a | ong,
rising arc, its gun curving for Belver's skull. The rnurderer dodged away;
threw
up a warding arm He nanaged only to slow the blow. The thud upon his head
hal f
staggered him

Grotesquely, Belver reeled toward the stairs. Detectives and servants
wer e
at the bottom taking care of the damaged thugs.

Looki ng downwar d, Bel ver saw the whole stairway rolling. He grabbed the
bani ster; half slunped, he picked up a revolver that some thug had dropped. He
saw Theda's dead form bel ow; beyond it, nmen whom he recogni zed as enemni es.
Bel ver gave a huge bellow, he raised his gun.



Fromthe top of the stairs, The Shadow saw the finish. Prepared to |eap
for Belver, the cloaked fighter wi sely dropped back into the second fl oor
dar kness, to escape stray shots fromthe barrage that came. The I oyal nen
bel ow
forgot the wounded thugs to take care of the murderer. They did it with a
vol | ey
of bullets.

Wth that roar of guns, Belver toppled. Head-first, he pitched to the
bottom of the stairs. He was dead before he reached the floor bel ow

Wth his final sprawl, the nen who had produced it heard The Shadow s
sol emn whi sper from above. There was no mirth in that tone; The Shadow s fi nal
| augh was a knell that marked a nurderer's end.

ELSEVWHERE, a group of three was waiting, wondering about The Shadow.
d yde
Bur ke had been called by Larry; the reporter had cone out to Eunice's hone.
The
ring of the tel ephone bell proved to be a call for d yde.

Anot her reporter was on the wire. Cyde listened in amazenent to news
t hat
had come from Vosgl e's house, given on the authority of Police Chief Milley.
Comi ng back to the living room C yde gave the details to Larry and Eunice.

The story wasn't conplete; but there was enough of it. Janes Bel ver was
dead, exposed as the master-crook. The Shadow had brought about his finish,
and
stood vi ndi cated. Theda Mdrenz and sonme of her thugs had died, fighting for
Bel ver. The seal ed box was fal se; Rufus Vosgle had di sposed of it.

Euni ce and Larry listened; their faces showed profound surprise, against
the Iight of a warm ng blaze in the fireplace.

Gl bert had answered a sharp ring of the doorbell. They | ooked to the
hall, to see the servant step aside in awe. Into the living roomcane The
Shadow.

There was a shinmmering sparkle fromhis gloved hand as he opened it.
Euni ce' s neckl ace and other jewelry dropped into her waiting hands.

From hi s cl oak, The Shadow produced the sealed box, its wires clipped. He
opened the lid; brought out a sheaf of papers fromwthin. He displayed the
forged evidence that Belver had prepared against Rufus Vosgle. Wth a toss,
The
Shadow consi gned the papers to the crackling fire.

C osing the box, The Shadow kept it as his only trophy. It went beneath
his cloak as he turned toward the door. Wth a slight |inp, he strode past
G lbert; the door closed as the cl oaked victor stepped forth into the night.

Clyde hurried after; he had caught a nod fromhis chief. Larry remai ned
with Eunice; armin arm they watched the flam ng papers turn to ashes. The
nmystery box was seal ed no | onger; instead, The Shadow had seal ed the doom of a
super f oe.

From somewhere - it seemed very far away - Larry and Eunice heard the
fading trail of The Shadow s parting | augh.

THE END



