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CHAPTER |I. MINSTRELS OF DEATH

THE Hudson River was abroad expanse of darkness. The hour waslong past midnight. A haze of fog
drifted low on the surface of the river. Nothing was visible except the hazy pier lights of Manhattan and
the fainter gleamsthat twinkled on the New Jersey side.

Through that protecting darkness a speedboat moved downstream.

The boat was painted jet-black. The men in the boat were black, too. There were four men. Burned
cork had darkened their faces so that they looked like colored mingtrels. But there was nothing comic
about the gleam of their watchful eyes.

These men were criminds. Their speedboat was afloating arsend.

Their god was apier on the New Y ork side of theriver, about amile from the pointed tip of Manhattan.
Pier A wasdown at that tip - the headquarters of the harbor police. But the thugs aboard the black
speedboat were ready for water cops. Nor were they worried about rival crooks. A whispered name,
passed furtively from lip to lip, would scare small-fry river pirates from the misty blackness of the
Hudson.

Davy Jones!

The speedboat veered suddenly. It began to glide unseen toward the Manhattan pier line. VVoices
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whispered to one another in the black craft. The name of Pike was mentioned.

Pike was the leader of these mobsmen of Davy Jones. He sat crouched in the bow, directing the
progress of the speedboat. From the clipped talk that passed between Pike and his men, it was evident
that araid was about to be made on a steamship named the Equator. The plansthat had been cunningly
made to cover up the theft of pricelessloot, made the crooks chuckle.

They were repeating tonight what they had cleverly done on other occasions. The police had no
knowledge of gigantic crime going on under their very noses. They had no suspicion of the existence of a
supercrimina who caled himsdf Davy Jones.

The clifflike shape of the Equator loomed suddenly ahead. It wasin awide water berth between two
piers.

Everything favored the black-faced pirates. The shore line was piled high with crates and boxes,
preventing any view of theriver from West Street. The pier next to the one where the Equator lay was
dark and deserted. A strike had interrupted repairsto that pier. A derrick barge lay dongside, with a
jumble of timbers and machinery.

The pirates expected help from a crooked steward aboard the Equator. Nor were they disappointed. A
rope ladder dangled snakelike above the water. But there was no sign of the peering head of the
steward.

Suddenly, Pike cursed. He had drifted close enough to see the shape of a second boat! 1t wasa
blunt-nosed dirty craft, moored directly below the dangling rope ladder. It was empty.

Pike recognized the boat instantly. It belonged to ariver thug named Sailor Marco, who earned a
precarious living by stealing whatever his gang could lay hands on. They sold it to chegp fences on the
Jersey sde of theriver.

PIKE'S action was swift. He boarded Sailor Marco's clumsy craft and scuttled it. The blunt-nosed boat
sank with agreasy gurgle. The speedboat took its place at the foot of the rope ladder. Not a sound had
been made to alarm the thieves dready aboard the liner.

Leaving one of his henchmen below, Pike and the other two climbed the rope ladder noiselessy. They
found the steward dead on the deck. A blow from a blackjack had crushed in his skull.

There was no sign of theriver thieves. But the littered surface of the shadowy deck showed what was
going on. Cases of merchandise had been brought up from the hold. One of them had been broken open.
The rest were dill intact, waiting to be lowered over the Side.

Pike and histwo pals moved cautioudy toward a companionway door which had been pried open. They
knew there were Six men in Sailor Marco's gang. They wanted to trap them without the risk of gunfire.

But fate intervened in the shape of aflashlight that suddenly emerged from the companionway door. The
beam focused on Pike's snarling face. Therewas aydl of dismay, followed by the roar of ashot. More
men tumbled into view on the deck.

Pike didn't reply to that shot. He was ashrewd killer. Histwo henchmen wereinvisiblein the deck
shadows. Pike cried out, asif in terror, and began to retreat.

The thug with the flashlight had seen only one man. He anticipated an easy victory. With ayel, heraced
forward. Therest of Marco's mob darted after him.



They raninto adeadly ambuscade. A hail of lead ripped from a Tommy gun. Men reeled and fell. Blood
smeared the dark decks.

Of Sailor Marco's maob, three were killed ingtantly. Another was painfully wounded by adug that pierced
his kneecap. He thrashed around on the deck in agony.

The other two fled. Pike took after the man who raced toward the bow of the liner. He had no fear of the
Equator's crew interfering with his vengeance. There was only a skeleton crew aboard in port, and the
treacherous steward had locked them in the fo'c'sle. Pike's pursuing feet made arapid echo on the

deck.

But the fugitive was racing with the fear of death in his heart. Squirming and dodging, he reached the
liner's bow before Pike's fuming gun could cut him down. He vaulted therail and leaped desperately.

The bow of the Equator projected above the street. The crook landed among the piled cases of
merchandise stacked there. Hewas up in an instant. But a bullet from Pike ripped through his shoulder
and dropped hisarm usdless at his side. The blow staggered the wounded thug, but didn't stop him. He
vanished beyond the mountainous piles of merchandise.

Whirling from his botched attempt at murder, Pike raced back to his own men. The thunder of gunfire
had scared them. Already the darm had penetrated to the shore. The distant bleat of apolice whistle was
audible. The pier watchman was undoubtedly telephoning to the harbor police at Pier A.

Those henchmen of Pike wanted to get away.

They got, instead, savage ordersto stay. Sailor Marco was still unaccounted for. Pike ordered an instant
search for him. Marco had recognized Pike. Davy Jones lieutenant knew it from the shrill yell Marco had
uttered at the beginning of thefight. Unless Marco waskilled, the secret of amaster criminal wasin
danger of exposure.

But Sailor Marco knew his peril. He was hidden within afew steps of his murderous foes, waiting for a
chanceto reach therail of theliner. His opportunity came when Pike's men separated swiftly for ahasty
search.

MARCO ran like adeer. He vaulted overboard as a hail of bullets whistled toward the blur of his body,
struck the black water with aplume of spray and vanished. Grim faces at the rail watched for him to

reappear.

But Sailor Marco didn't. Born and raised on the water front, he was an expert swimmer. He had gulped
inaquick breath of air during hisdizzy plungeto the river. He swam underwater, hidden from sight of the
killers high above. He passed the squat hull of the derrick barge opposite the Equator and swam to the
pier beyond it with the speed of awater rat, vanishing to safety.

Pike, venting an oath of fury, knew that he had doubly failed in what had been planned as a perfect
crime. Two of Marco's gang had eluded the hail of bullets, including the cunning Marco. Pike'sidentity
was no longer asecret. And through Pike, the unknown master crimina who called himsaf Davy Jones
might be reached.

But Pikedidn't lose hisnervefor an instant - or forget the red purpose that had brought him to the
Equator.

Disregarding the growing clamor ashore and on theriver, he raced down into the hold of theliner. He
was gone only acouple of minutes. When he emerged he was panting, but there was triumph in hisditted



eyes. A mysterious packet was dung around his neck.
The lookout in the black speedboat below was yelling afrightened warning.
"Hurry it up! Let'sgo! The whole damned river isawake!™

But Pike was il not finished. Some of the boxes of merchandise on the deck were broken open and the
contents scattered about. To the eyes of the police, it would indicate a cheap water-piratejob. It would
camouflage the real purpose for which Pike had come: the packet that dangled from his neck.

He leaned over the dead mobsters on the deck and pressed against their foreheads something which he
had whipped from a pocket. It |eft a queer three-pronged insignia on the pale skin of each corpse. It was
adesgnininddibleink - amark that would not fade, even from the salt washing of river water.

The mark wasthat of atrident. Every water-front crook in New Y ork would know what that meant. It
wastheinggniaof Davy Jones!

The bodies were flung overboard. The thug who had been shot through the kneecap was carried a
prisoner down the swaying rope ladder. He was tossed into the black speedboat. 1ts engine awoke with
aroar of power. It made for the openriver.

Asit did s0, ablinding white searchlight pierced the blackness of the Hudson. The darm had reached the
harbor police at Pier A. The police boat was closing in on the murderous fugitives.

THE searchlight bathed the black craft with daylight brilliance. The criminals dived for cover. Three of
them took up firing posgitions. Pike remained coolly at the engine controls, keeping a stretch of white,
bubbling foam between the speedboat and the advancing cops.

Policeriflesbegan to crack. Bullets struck the black hull with a spiteful thwack! But the dugs merdly
flattened and dropped into the river. The boat was protected by armor. Two thugs at a shielded machine
gun in the stern worked with grim speed to raise their deadly bullet mill. Its air-cooled snout jutted
through the ditin the sted shidld.

Pap-pap-pap-pap!
That firgt burst of spraying lead gave the gunmen their range. The flaming snout lifted. Lead whistled
accurately toward the glaring eye of the police searchlight.

The light went out. The policeman who had been operating it plunged on hisface, hisbody riddledina
dozen places. Darkness dropped like acloak on theriver.

But the uniformed hedmsman of the police launch had guts Crouched low to avoid the hail of lead, he
began to close up the gap that separated the two vessals.

Thiswas exactly what Pike wanted. He shrilled an order to histhird henchman - who had ducked toward
the weapon lockers.

The crook raised the pipelike snout of a cumbersome weapon. He loaded it with what looked like a
metal can. Compressed air sent it hurtling toward the bullet-smashed windows of the police pilothouse. It
exploded inside with agushing cloud of dense white vapor. Tear gas!

Out of that fog staggered the bluecoat helmsman, clawing at his agonized eyes. The police boat swung
wildly inan erratic half circle. Other cops sprang to take over the controls, but the dense fog of tear gas
drove them back.



The powerful, black speedboat vanished up the Hudson.

Pike turned over the controlsto one of his pals and sprang back to where the wounded prisoner from the
Equator lay groaning in the cockpit. He forced the prisoner to talk with means that would have sickened
an ordinary criminal. He discovered with agrin of delight that Sailor Marco had an gppointment in
Manhattan on the following morning. Marco was coming across the river from Hoboken on the
nine-o'clock ferry!

That was dl Pike wanted to know. The prisoner's doom was sealed. But he wasn't shot or stabbed to
degth. The victims of Davy Jones aways met amore meaningful end.

The prisoner was towed behind the speeding black craft at the end of a strong rope. When the boat
dowed afew minutes later and the body dragged aboard, the man was drowned.

Pike ordered the black speedboat toward the jutting shape of the recreation pier at 125th Street. He
whispered grimly to one of his henchmen. The thug legped ashore. The sodden body of the drowned man
was shoved across to him. Shouldering his gridy burden, he disappeared in the darkness.

A closed car was parked nearby. The car drove stedlthily away with the drowned victim hidden under a
lap robeintherear.

AGAIN the speedboat curved outward into theriver. Pike had gambled grimly againgt time. His daring
nerve was proved when he ran dmost ingantly into awithering burst of riflefirein midstream. The
crippled police boat was sill doggedly pursuing the efficient killersin the employ of Davy Jones!

The fog of tear gas had cleared from the pilothouse. Another bluecoat had taken the helm. But the
searchlight was till damaged. The clink of tools was audible in the pauses between the crash of riflefire.

Pike chuckled. Without a searchlight, the cops had no chance. He crammed on every ounce of power his
engines could deliver. Long before the swesting police mechanics could make atemporary repair job on
the shattered searchlight mechanism, the roar of the criminal speedboat had dwindled to a purr. The purr
diedin absolute silence.

Suddenly, there was a shout of e ation from the copstoiling at the wrecked searchlight. A temporary
rigging brought renewed dectric current. A new bulb was screwed into position in front of the powerful
reflector. The eye of the searchlight sent a dazzling white cone dong the black waters of the Hudson.

It revealed nothing!

Cries of astonishment went up, from the staring copsin the bow. The speedboat had been less than a half
mile ahead when its pulsating roar had died. Y et the boat was gone! 1t had vanished as abruptly asif the
cunning thieves had upended the stern and driven the boat straight downward into the muddy bed of the
river.

Suddenly, the beam of the police searchlight focused on an object in theriver. Thething proved to bea
log, floating half submerged on the murky surface of theriver.

A stick of wood thrust into the log held afluttering rag. A uniformed arm reached out and clutched the
white rag as the police craft drifted dowly past. It was aman's handkerchief. On it was a grim stencil
mark ininddibleink: atrident.

It was the only clue to the mystery of adrowned speedboat. It made no senseto the police. They didn't
know the real meaning of the crime that had taken place aboard the Equator. They thought that agang of
unusudly efficient river pirates had attempted to sted afew cases of merchandise.



Pike, however, knew better. A perfect crime had been committed - except for the escape of Sailor
Marco. Tomorrow would take care of that, Pike decided, with agrim tightening of hislips.

He chuckled as he unfastened a packet from about his neck. There was river water above him, but he
was not beneath the Hudson, as the police might suppose from the manner in which he had disappeared.

The police were destined to be helpless. But Pike failed to take another grim persondity into
consideration. The persondity of aman whose life was devoted to the wiping out of master criminals of
the type whom Pike served.

The Shadow!

Would The Shadow be drawn into this amazing mystery? Fate was aready moving swiftly to answer that
guestion.

CHAPTER II. THE MAN ON THE FERRY

TWO men were discussing the events on the Hudson River the night before, which had filled every
morning paper with sensationa headlines. They were close friends. One man was Joe Cardona, acting
inspector of New Y ork police. The other was Clyde Burke, crack reporter of the Classic.

"Thewhole thing smells phony to me," Clyde Burke said.

"Phony?" Cardona growled. "Two harbor cops dead! A gang of river pirates wiped out by another gang
- who promptly disappear into the depths of the Hudson like abunch of deep-sea diverst Men found
floating in the river with aqueer mark on their foreheads! Another discovered drowned in the Central
Park Lake, in the middle of Manhattan!"

Cardona drew a deep breath.

"And this business about Davy Jones! Who ishe? What ishe? My stooliestell me that for weeksthe
underworld has been buzzing with quiet rumorsthat a supercrimina has taken over the entire water front
of New Y ork. The stoolies were afraid to talk before this morning. It sounded too silly. Then thisthing
bustsin our faces, and every paper in New Y ork except the Classic isydling a meto make an
immediate arrest. You cdl that phony?"

"I'm talking about the robbery itsdf," Clyde said quietly.
He pointed out what he meant.

Theloot involved in the crime aboard the Equator didn't make sense. A few smashed boxes of cheap
merchandise might have attracted the two-bit mobsters of Sailor Marco, but never those efficiently
murderous henchmen of the unknown Davy Jones. Something more important was behind the Equator
massacre.

"I figureit thisway," Clyde said. "Sallor Marco and his punks were after the cheap merchandise. Were
the other guys after it, too? | doubt it. Not with the high-powered boat and the complete arsena they
seemed to have. | think Sailor Marco's gang got in the way of these bigger shots.

"That's why they were branded on the forehead and drowned. That's why one of them was boldly lugged
across Manhattan and dumped into the Central Park Lake. The whole stunt was a chalengeto the
underworld as well asto the police. Don't you see the warning? Keep clear of Davy Jones - leave the
river front to him - or you'll end up in Davy Jones locker!"



It was Cardonas turn to grin. He bent forward and chopped a quick command into the square black box
of hisdesk annunciator.

"Bring in Smoke Paretti!" he growled.
"Paretti?' Clyde said, startled.

"Wefound him hiding in the back room of aWest Street flophouse, with a bullet through his shoulder.
Nobody but you knowsthat he's under arrest. He admits he was aboard the Equator last night and got
shot when hejumped ashore. Clamsthat he didn't recognize any of the other gang. But | got a hunch that
Paretti has softened up considerably. If he doesn't know anything, he can give usaline on Sailor Marco -
who does know, or I'll eat my hat!"

A moment later, Paretti was led in by two stalwart detectives. He dumped heavily into achair and the
dicks went out. Smoke's arm and shoulders were bandaged. His face was desthly pale, but hiswound
was not serious. The pallor on hisface came from terror.

Cardona spoke gently to him, asked him aquestion. Paretti's lips clamped. He refused to talk.
Instantly, Cardonas pleasant face changed. His jaw hardened, his dark eyes becameflinty.

"Listen, Smoke! You're on the spot! Squed, and | give you my word you'll go free as a State's witness
after we nail those cop killers. Or you can keep your trap shut; and I'll see that you go to the chair for
murder!”

"I didn't kill no cops! Y ou can't prove | wasin that black speedboat. | can prove | wasn't!"
Cardona nodded.

"Sure you can, Smoke. But can you prove you didn't bump off Rat Murphy alittle over three weeks
ago? That'sthe murder rap I'm talking about. Think it over.”

Paretti's face turned green. He knew that Sailor Marco had killed Rat Murphy. But he knew aso that he
wasfinger man for thejob. Hisvoicerosein aghrill squed.

"I'll talk! The hell with Marco! Why should | front for him? He scrammed and left me to take adug,
damn him! | don't even know where he's hiding. But | can tell you how you can pick him up in haf an
hour!"

CARDONA nodded to Clyde. The reporter grabbed a sheet of paper and a pencil. His nimble fingers
transcribed in shorthand the shrill words of the terrified Paretti.

When Paretti wasfinaly led away, cringing with fear, Clyde pointed to his stenographic notes; but
Cardona shook hishead. Thefacts were aready neetly arranged in his methodical police mind.

They were sartling facts.

Cardonaknew now that there had been four gunmen in the black speedboat. All four had been disguised
with burnt cork. But Sailor Marco had recognized the |eader before he escaped from the hail of gunfire.
Marco was hiding in Hoboken; Paretti didn't know where. But he disclosed something far more
important.

Marco had boasted that he knew who the lieutenant of Davy Jones was. He was coming to Manhattan to
arrange plans for blackmail. He expected to pry big dough out of an unknown supercrimina by



threatening to expose the identity of the lieutenant who had headed the raid on the Equator.
Cardona sprang to hisfeet. So did Clyde Burke.

"Thisisdl off the record,” Joe snapped warningly. "If you come with me, you've got to promise that you
won't spill aword in print until | give you permission.”

"Right!" Clydereplied.

Plain-clothes men spilled into the room. They were given quick ingtructions. Two cars|eft police
headquarters without any fuss. Cardonarode in one. Clyde sat well back in the other, to avoid being
recognized by anewshawk from ariva paper.

Their god was aferryhouse on the west sde of Manhattan.

LAMONT CRANSTON stood, hat in hand, enjoying the salty breeze that blew across the choppy
waters of the Hudson.

A punctua man, it pleased him that he had made the nine-o'clock ferry in time. He was driving into town
from hispaatid homein New Jersey, to attend to some routine investment maiters. Hisdeek limousine
was parked in the ferry's vehicle dley. Cranston had sauntered up front to enjoy the cool breeze.

Few people noticed Cranston. A millionaire, aworld-famous traveler, abig-game hunter, he choseto live
quietly and without publicity. His name appeared occasiondly in the socid and financia pages of the
newspapers.

But today, as he stood idly near the churning bow of the ferry, Cranston's mind was concerned with
crime. Like most of the other ferry passengers, he had been shocked by the newspaper headlines that
announced the strange piracy aboard the Equator, and its murderous and mystifying sequel.

A burning glint appeared in the depths of his deep-set eyes. For an instant, another, inner, man was
reved ed behind the placid exterior of Lamont Cranston. Then that grim, briefly exposed personality
vanished.

Cranston preferred it to be that way. It would hardly do for ferry passengersto redize that The Shadow
was standing at their very elbows.

Lamont Cranston was The Shadow! Crime-fighter extraordinary!

It was a secret that no one suspected - not even Police Commissioner Weston, nor Acting Inspector Joe
Cardona, athough both were warm persond friends of Cranston.

Lamont Cranston continued to think about the unknown crimina who choseto call himsdaf Davy Jones.
Suddenly, however, his attention was diverted swiftly to something closer at hand.

Out of the corner of his eye he had seen aferry passenger whose face interested him. The man was
Sailor Marco. Cranston didn't know that, but he divined that the fellow was a crook. Hiswhole
appearance indicated that to the trained observation of The Shadow. Furtive terror seemed to flick in his

beady, unpleasant eyes.

The Shadow's gaze turned toward eyesthat were alot easier to look at. They belonged to an amazingly
pretty girl. Shewaswearing alight frock that reved ed the perfection of her figure, asthe breeze outlined
the soft materid tautly againgt her dim body.



She was watching the crook that Cranston had noticed amoment earlier. Cranston was unableto tell
whether a secret signa passed between them. Presently, the man melted among the crowd of passengers.
The girl waked dowly to the rear of theferry.

Cranston wondered if the pair were planning to meet unobserved at the deserted stern of the boat. He
waited awhile. Then he began to move dowly through the dark vehicle runway.

He had barely taken three steps when a shrill cry roused him to action. It wasthe terrified scream of a
woman. It came from the rear deck where the pretty girl had headed.

She was standing a one when Cranston saw her. He hung back, alowed other passengersto run to her
ad. Her body was quivering with fright. Therewas alivid bruise on her bare forearm where someone
had clutched brutaly at her. There was no sign of the thug with the beady eyes.

Thegirl offered ahysterica explanation for her scream. A man had insulted her. When she had resented
it, he had struck her. He had fled through the women's cabin. She described her assailant. He was not the
man Cranston had noticed up front. Either that, or the girl waslying.

A search of the women's cabin failed to find the alleged masher. The cabin itself was deserted. The
passengers who had remained indoors - nearly al of them men - had stayed on the smokers side.

Crangton, continuing quietly about the churning ferryboat, made amost interesting discovery. The masher
was not the only person missing on the boat. The beady-eyed crook whom Cranston had momentarily
lost Sight of, was a so no longer to be found!

However, Cranston had no time to pursue the investigation further. The ferry had dready dackened
speed to enter its Manhattan dip. It struck with abump and was made fast. Passengers began to leave.

BUT they were hdted by a strange sight. A squad of plain-clothes detectives were legping aboard the
moored ferry. Cranston recognized in the very forefront of the detectivesthe darkly grim visage of Acting
Inspector Joe Cardona.

Joe knew Cranston, but he merely nodded. Under his orders, the startled ferry passengers were herded
together. Shrewd police eyes scanned every male face. The man they were searching for was not among
them.

Cardona muttered alow-toned oath of disappointment. He permitted the passengersto leave the boat.

Cranston, however, did not depart. He had drifted toward the darkness of the vehicle runway, where his
car was parked farther back. He smiled and advanced, as he saw Cardona beckoning to him.

"Hello, Mr. Cranston! Sorry to annoy you with that quick passenger search, but were hereto pick up a
guy who was supposed to be on thistrip of the ferry. Did you happen to see a passenger who looked
likethis?"

He showed Cranston a photo. It was a picture of the thug with the beady eyes. Cranston's reply didn't
reved thedation in hismind. He sounded politely puzzled.

"Of course! | remember him! Sailor Marco, eh? And you say he'sacrimina. He was on the ferry, up
front with the rest of us. He disgppeared when we began to nose into Manhattan. A rather queer incident
happened, as amatter of fact.”

He described the pretty girl who had brushed close for an ingtant to Sailor Marco. Hetold of the girl's
trip to the stern of the boat, her scream of fright when amysterious masher had insulted her. The masher,



too, had disappeared. Neither he nor Marco had been among those who had | eft the boat.
Y et they were not aboard it, either.

"I knew it," Cardonagrowled. "That whole masher busnesswas aplant. The girl screamed to crestea
diverson. It gave Marco a chance to vanish to wherever therat did vanish.”

He spat an oath of chagrin.

"l wish | had spoken to you sooner! We could have nabbed the girl. She must have walked camly
ashore with the other passengers. Unless -

"Cometothink of it," Joe cried grimly, "I didn't notice any dame such as you described |eave the boat!"
He swung suddenly toward his plain-clothes men. "Did you boys see her?"

There was ageneral shaking of heads. None had seen the pretty blue-eyed girl walk from theferry.
Cranston knew why. The girl was till aboard. She was hidden in Cranston's own car, by chance!

The Shadow had witnessed with his own eyesthe girl's clever fade-out. He had watched her sneak
nimbly insgde thetrunk at the rear of his car, while he loitered near the dark entry of the vehicledley. That
was why he had paid no attention to the police when they had first leaped aboard the ferry.

He had no intention of alowing the policeto find her. There wasredly no crime with which to charge her.
Sheld pretend she had become hysterica with fright and had hid ingtinctively when she saw the police.
Cardonawould be up against ablank wall if he put her under arrest.

"Look!" Cranston said suddenly.

His sharp voice compdlled attention. So did the direction of hisrigidly pointing finger. He was standing in
the doorway of the women's cabin. It was the same deserted cabin through which the masher had fled
when the girl with the blue eyes had screamed. Cranston's finger was pointing at the paneled wall where
the drinking faucets were located.

Water was running down the outside face of the wooden pand, to puddle on the floor.

Cardona stood on a bench and pried the pand loose. It came away suddenly, and with it adeluge of
water that almost knocked him headlong from the bench.

The overflow of water was caused by something that had been crammed into the open top of the
concedled tank. Cardona's face went grim as he peered at a pair of shoes and two bent legs.

A man had been forced headfirst into the huge ice-water receptacle behind the removable pand. His
ankles were cuffed together with stedl links. So were hiswrists. Hisface was aghastly blue when his
corpse was lowered to the floor of the cabin.

It was Sailor Marco. He had been drowned in the water tank.

THE motive for the drowning was grimly clear to Joe Cardona. The blueness of the dead man's forehead
couldn't hide the trident insgniathat made a gruesome pattern on hiswet skin.

Davy Jones had removed the last living threet to his hidden identity! Sailor Marco had carried his
dangerous knowledge to the grave. The police were up against ablank wall.

But the way to The Shadow was not closed. Hidden in therear of Cranston's expensive car wasaliving
clue. Hewould use that clue to guide him closer to the heart of murder.



Cardonamade no effort to detain Lamont Cranston. The sight of the drowned Marco had driven the
thought of the missing girl temporarily from hismind.

Thelimousine rumbled over theloose planks of theferry exit. The noise covered a sibilant sound that
issued from the lips of the man who sat in the back of that chauffeur-driven car.

It was the grim laughter of The Shadow!
CHAPTER III.VISITORSFOR MR. HOLLISTER
ROY HOLLISTER was nervous.

His uneasiness, however, was not noticeable to his pretty stenographer. She was used to receiving rapid,
rather jerky dictation.

Ashedictated. Hallister stared out the window. His swanky office was on one of the upper floors of the
Maritime Building. From where he stood he could see the bright glitter of the Hudson River.

Hollister was amarine broker. He never seemed to work very hard. Yet in the few years he had beenin
New Y ork, he had amassed plenty of money. He was welcome in the best socia circles of Manhattan.

Glancing swiftly at aclock, afrown twisted his brow. Hurriedly, he wound up hisletter with afew deft
phrases.

Hegot rid of his stenographer the moment he finished dictating. He suggested that since he was not very
busy thismorning, it would be an excellent time for the girl to attend to some shopping she wanted to do.
Elated, the girl |eft the office.

Hollister gave ashort laugh of relief. Striding to the window of his office, he craned his neck to stare
northward along the river front. His eyes seemed to peer toward the squat structure of aferryhouse. The
uneasy and expectant look returned to hisface.

The moment Hollister heard the jangle of histelephone bell, he scooped up the phone with hard
eagerness.

"YS?'

The voice on the wire was harsh and wheezing, but the message was all that interested Hollister. The man
was cdling from the ferryhouse which had drawvn Hollister's gaze from the window afew moments
ealier.

"Sailor Marco isdead,” the man reported. "The cops tried to nab him when the ferry docked; but they
got there too late. They found Marco's body jammed in the water cooler in the women's cabin.
Drowned! With afunny dingus printed on hisforehead.”

Hollister's hand tightened on his receiver. He drew adeep breath. 1t wasimpossible to tell from hisface
whether he wasfrightened or relieved by the grim news.

"Shall | come over to the office?' the voice asked.

"Yes. | think you had better. There are afew things| don't want to discuss over the phone. Better make
it eeven o'clock. Miss Turner will be gone by that time."

He hung up with atense gesture. Smiling again, he began to think about Edith Turner.



Edith Turner was Hollister's fiancee. She was not yet wearing his engagement ring, but the marriage was
expected to take place soon. Her father, Ned Turner, was one of New Y ork's most important theatrical
men.

Thismorning, Hollister intended to get rid of Edith Turner aseasly ashe had gottenrid of his
stenographer. He made sure of it by examining and testing a telephone that stood on asmaller desk near
his own. The phone was adummy. Its clipped wire ended in acloset. It had no connection with a central
switchboard. The bell box on the wall near the small desk was controlled by a device easly reached by
Holligter'sfoot.

Sitting at his own desk, his hidden shoe pressed a button conced ed under the rug. Instantly, the bell of
the dummy phone rang. Hollister smiled and rel axed.

But his smile faded as Edith failed to appear. Something had unaccountably detained her. The hands of
the clock were creeping periloudy closeto eeven, the time when Hollister had told the squesky-voiced
man to meet him, before Edith came hurrying into the office.

HOLLISTER sprang up and took her in hisarms. He kissed her with an ardor that made her gasp and
relax. But only for an ingtant. Her body stiffened and did from his embrace. Therewasworry in Edith's
lovely blue eyes, ahint of fear.

"Why, honey! What's the matter? Is anything wrong?'

Inatremulous voice, Edith said, "Y ou let meinfor arather frightening adventure, when you advised meit
was better to park my car in Hoboken and come across on theferry. I... | had to flee to avoid some
rather nasty publicity. The police-"

"Police?’ Hollister echoed sharply.
Shetold him shakily about the queer eventsthat had occurred aboard the nine-o'clock ferry.
"Strange, wasn't it?" she whispered.

"Very!" Holligter said. Hisvoice was carefully casud. "Firdt, you see aman watching you, who you think
looks like acrimind. Then another man insults you and disappears. Then the cops arrive, looking for the
first man - who turns out to be crook named Sailor Marco. And you have to hidein the trunk of a
gentleman'slimousine to avoid the notoriety of being questioned by the police.”

His voice hardened. "Did you have any trouble getting away from his car without him seeing you™
Edith Turner smiled wanly.

"It was easy. They droveto aparking lot. The man and his chauffeur walked away without examining the
trunk. No one saw me crawl out. But who isthis Sailor Marco? And where could he have escaped when
the police boarded the ferry?*

Hollister was reassured to know that the girl didn't realize Marco was dead.

"Crooks like that are cunning fellows. He probably jumped ashore to one of the pilings. Let's forget
about him."

"Yes" Edith said. "l surely -" Her voice broke off suddenly in a startled gasp.

A man had opened the office door, and had instantly recoiled a sight of the lovely blonde with whom



Hollister was talking. Although the door was still partly open, he had no timeto retreat. Nor did Hollister
want him to. It would have been too suspicious.

The stranger was adark-eyed, bony-faced man, dressed in clothes alittle too extremein cut to bein
good taste. He glanced past Edith's darmed face toward the clock on the office wall. The hands pointed
to eleven.

Hollister knew what the man's shrug meant. Hollister himsalf had set the time for appointment. It wasn't
his henchman'sfault if Edith Turner was till around!

"It'shim!" Edith cried grimly: "The masher! The man who insulted me on theferry!"

"What?' Hollister let himself become quickly angry. "Isthat true, Bickd?* His head nodded an
imperceptible "yes."

Bickd took the cue ingtantly. In awhining voice, he admitted the charge and began to gpologize. Hollister
cut him short.

"That's enough! 1've agood mind to smash that smirking face of yourd! If it weren't for the unpleasant
publicity that Miss Turner might suffer -"

Hedlowed Edith to clutch his clenched fist and restrain him.
"You'refired" hetold Bickd harshly. "I can't have men of your cdiber working for me. Get out!

Over the girl's shoulder, unseen by her, hislipssilently formed. "Eleven thirty" - setting anew time for
Bickel to return.

Bicke caught on, and departed promptly.

"I'm sorry that an employee of mineinsulted you," Holligter told Edith, gravely. "Unfortunatdy, I'mina
water-front business that requires me to hire men of the type of that rat | just fired. Being amarine broker
hasits socid drawbacks."

He amiled asif dismissng thewholeincident.

"And now for something more important. Were going to take ataxi to the best jeweler in the city! |
haven't forgotten my promise to buy the finest engagement ring in Manhattan for theloveliest girl on earth!
Excuse me amoment, darling, while | sign acouple of steamship documents.”

Smilingly, he sat down at his desk. His pen moved busily over some printed forms, while hisfoot moved
toward the concedled button under the rug.

When the phone on the other desk rang, he picked it up with an absentminded gesture. But hisvoice
changed swiftly to surprise, and exasperation.

"Sorry! It can't be done! I'm busy with some personal businessright now... What?... | don't care a hoot!
I'd rather lose that entire cargo order, than disappoint my fiancee. I've promised her that we're going to
buy an engagement ring thismorning. Y ou can go plumb to - Wait aminute!”

Edith Turner's dim hand was on Hollister's. There was disgppointment in her blue eyes, but her smilewas
Sweet.

"Don't beslly, Roy! We can buy thering later. | don't want you to lose one of your best customers.
Redly, | don't mind the dday.”



He dlowed her to persuade him. There was perspiration on his handsome face as he hung up the
receiver. He had not been certain whether Edith would fall for thetrick.

She | eft the office completely decelved. As she hurried down the corridor toward the elevator, she didn't
notice the old cleaning man who was busy with mop and pail afew feet away from Hollister's office
door.

The cleaning man was The Shadow!

Lamont Cranston had not been fooled by Edith Turner's quick snesk from the parking lot. He had
ddiberately made it easy for her. He divined exactly what she'd do. Instead of passing the shack at the
entrance of the parking lot, and risking running into Cranston, she had sneaked out the rear exit.

She wasn't worried by the seedy-looking man who had stood across the street from the rear gate of the
parking lot. He had no resemblance to the polished and dapper Cranston. The only link between the two
personalities had been abrief hiss of shilant laughter that issued from hislips as he stepped into anearby
taxi. He had trailed Edith Turner to the Maritime Building.

The rest had been child's play for The Shadow. He forced the lock of acleaning closet and armed
himself with pail and mop. He witnessed the arrival and departure of Bickd. Subgtantialy, dl the
conversation that had taken place behind the partly open door of Roy Hallister's office had been heard
by the keen ear of The Shadow. And through the crack he had seen Hollister's lips phrase "Eleven

thirty.”

A less clever investigator would have followed Bickd. The Shadow, however, knew it was far more
important to remain on thetrall of Edith Turner.

Whilethe girl waited for the evator, he shambled dowly to the cleaning closet with hismop and pall.
The moment he was out of Edith's sight, a quick transformation took place. The soiled and wrinkled suit
was removed. Thefaultlessy tailored clothing of Lamont Cranston was revealed.

Hidden in the dark closet, he watched the girl through the crack of the door.

The moment she descended in the elevator, The Shadow darted noiselesdy toward the push button at the
opposite shaft. Luck waswith him. The car appeared after abrief delay. The Shadow was carried swiftly
downward to the street level.

EDITH TURNER wasjust leaving the building. She stepped out into the sunlight without a backward
look. She was more interested in locating ataxi, than in making sure she wasn't followed.

The Shadow's figure dowed as he passed through the lobby. He veered toward the newsstand,
purchased a paper, paying no attention to a keen-eyed young man who was |l oitering nearby as though
waiting for afriend.

The young man's name was Harry Vincent.

A telephone cdl had brought Vincent hurrying to the Maritime Building. The order he received was
impossible to disobey. It came from the unseen lips of Burbank, contact man in the secret organization
maintained by The Shadow. Vincent was himself an agent of The Shadow.

Having purchased his paper. The Shadow was dow to return his change to his pocket. He turned
awkwardly from the newsstand. So awkwardly, in fact, that he bumped into Vincent and ssumbled. His
handful of coins dropped to thefloor.



Harry bent and hel ped to pick them up. The pressure of afirm hand closed on his as he returned the
coins he had recovered. So deftly was it done that the man behind the news counter was unaware that a
folded dip of paper had changed hands.

The Shadow continued to the street. He was just in time to see Edith Turner step into thefirst of arow of
taxis parked near the corner.

Hewaited until the cab curved out into traffic, then he hurried forward and took the second taxi. The
flash of aten-dollar bill got him anod and ady, understanding grin from the driver.

The second cab followed thefirg.

Meanwhile. Harry Vincent wasted no time. Lighting a cigarette, he strolled dowly away from the
newsstand, |etting his eyes drop toward his cupped pam as he walked toward the elevators. One glance
at the note in his pam was enough. He darted forward in time to enter the closing doorway of an
elevator.

"Nineteen," he told the operator.

The floor he redlly intended to visit was twenty-one. The note whose contents he had memorized in one
flashing scrutiny, was asfollows:

Roy Hollister. Suite 2109. Expects visitor named Bicke at 11:30. Want complete report. Use own
judgmentt.

Vincent aighted at the nineteenth floor. The moment the eevator whisked out of sight, Harry turned on
his hed and darted rapidly to the fire stairs beyond the shaft. He climbed two stories higher, after making
sure no one had observed him.

Few offices seemed to be rented on the twenty-first floor. Most of the ground-glass panes were blank.
Suite 2109 bore lettering:

ROY HOLLISTER, Inc.
Marine Brokerage

Gluing his ear to the door and hearing no sound within, Harry decided the office was empty. A quick
twist of the knob disclosed that the door was locked.

Vincent decided to pick thelock. Hidden insde, held be able to spy more effectively on Roy Hollister
and the mysterious Bickdl, when they returned.

He was reaching in his pocket for adim, sharp-pointed little implement, when he suddenly froze. Hisright
hand jerked empty from his pocket. He used hisleft to produce a pack of cigarettes, one of which he
proceeded to light.

The man who confronted him had come without sound or warning from Suite 2107, the adjoining office.
Harry's back had been turned toward it.

"LOOKING for someone, mister," the man said.
He had wide ears and aloose, thick-lipped mouth. He was chewing gum.

"I'm trying to find the Ajax Pump Co.," Vincent said. "They told me downgtairsit was 2109. Or maybe |
got the number wrong."



"You got it wrong," the man with the big ears said. "Were dl marine brokers on thisfloor. Hollister ain't
inright now. Better ask the elevator operator about this Ajax Pump ouitfit. | ain't never heard of 'em.”

With anod. Harry started back toward the elevator shaft. As he did so, the man took a quick step
behind him.

Something black and solid whizzed in avicious arc toward the back of Vincent's skull.

Harry had no chance to dodge the blow. It landed with a sickening impact behind his ear. He dropped
headlong into nothingness.

His unconscious body had barely dumped to the floor when his assailant picked him up in a powerful
grip. Dragging the limp Vincent like asack of grain, the man unlocked the dark door of 2107.

He pitched Harry headlong inside and followed him with a catlike bound. The door closed softly and was
locked.

Silence returned to the corridor outside.

CHAPTER IV. THE VANISHING BOOK

LAMONT CRANSTON stood quietly outside the door of the apartment occupied by Ned Turner. The
trail of Edith had led straight to her father's home.

There was asmile on Cranston'slips as he gazed at an object he had taken from his pocket. It wasa
jeweled cigarette case, engraved with Edith's name. In her eager haste to escape from her hiding place
ingdethetrunk of Cranston's car, Edith had dropped the cigarette case without noticing her loss.

The Shadow was going to useit as a passport to have alook at Edith and her famous thestrica father.
He wanted to study both at close range. He had arather naive story ready to explain his possession of
the cigarette case.

Crangton'sinterest in Ned Turner was not as yet based on any suspicion that the theatrica man was
linked with criminas. But there were two coincidences that puzzled him. One was the presence of
Turner's daughter on the ferry where Sailor Marco had been murdered. The second was adaringly nude
dance act aboard Turner's showboat.

Ned Turner owned many theatrical enterprises. But the pride of his heart was the showboat he owned,
anchored afew miles up the Hudson. It was caled the "Floating Follies." It attracted a swanky crowd
every night, to drink excellent liquor and watch a gorgeous girl-and-music show staged under the garlit

Xy.

Thefamous dance in that river show was performed by Hip Wiley, the most beautiful dancer on the
stage. Her costume was daring. It was little more than afish-net brassiere and agreen silk mermaidstail,
flashing with the green fire of imitation emerads. "Davy Jones locker!" That wasthe name of the dance.

Lamont Cranston rang the bell of Turner's gpartmen.

It was Edith hersalf who opened the door. At sight of Cranston, she paled and recoiled. But she
recovered hersdf ingtantly. Cranston affected not to notice her repressed fright. He gave no indication
that he had ever seen her before.

In a courteous voice, he explained that he had come to do her asmall favor. He didn't say what. But the
mention of hissociadly prominent name gave the girl no chanceto refuse him entry. He was conducted to



the living room, where he found himself smiling quietly at the suave Ned Turner.

Turner was a big man, with white, well-kept hands. He was handsome except for his eyes. They were
date-gray. They had no more depth to them than smooth, wet stones.

Crangton calmly produced the cigarette case Edith Turner had dropped inside the trunk of hiscar. He
had found it, he said, lying on the parking lot, close to his running board. Evidently Edith had parked her
car near to hisand had dropped the expensive bauble when she had backed her car out to drive away.

"Naturaly, | brought it to you at once." Cranston amiled.
Edith nodded quickly. Color had come back into her lovely cheeks.

"Thank you," she said hurriedly. "It was silly of meto be so careless. | parked downtown to do a bit of
morning shopping. | guess| wasintoo big ahurry.”

Evidently Edith was sure that Cranston hadn't recognized her on the ferryboat. She became more
gracious. She offered him aglass of wine. Cranston accepted. He did so, not because of the girl, but
because of her father. He saw dismay cloud the cold gray eyes of the theatrical man. Edith noticed her
father's uneasiness and twitted him about it.

Turner grinned faintly.

"Asamatter of fact, | expect avisitor. An employee, rather. | didn't think Mr. Cranston would careto
meset him. He'srather arough diamond.”

"Whoishe, dad?' Edith laughed. "Not Pike, by any chance?
"Y es. HE's coming to return abook | loaned him."
Edith'slaugh became an incredulous giggle.

"Pike? With abook? How amusing!" She explained gaily to Crangton. "Pikeis an ex-middleweight prize
fighter. Dad uses him as abouncer on the showboat. Y ou know, sometimes college boys drink too much
and create arumpus, then Pike goesinto action. And now, it seems he's taken to reading books!™

NED TURNER joined in the amusement, but there was repressed rage in the man. He was doubly
anxiousto get rid of hisdawdling vistor.

But Cranston had no intention of being hurried out. He wanted to get agood look at the showboat
bouncer who had so suddenly become literary.

The apartment bell rang presently. Edith answered the summons. Cranston set down hisglassdowly.
Turner handed him his hat dmost brusquely.

"So nice of you to call, Mr. Cranston. Thank you for -"

Hiswords broke off suddenly. His hard eyes veered toward the apartment entry. Evidently the caller was
not Pike. The voice of the unseen man was harsh and threatening.

"Appointment, hell! 1 don't need any, baby! Y ou tell your old man that Blue Chip Deegan is hereto see
him. Hed better seemein ahurry, too, or it will be just too bad - for him!™"

Turner took aquick step forward. But he wastoo late to intercept the caller. A man was advancing into
the living room with quick strides.



Cranston knew who he was before he saw him. Blue Chip Deegan was a big-shot gambler. He operated
severd night spotsin Manhattan. Rumor linked him with the underworld.

The gambler was so angry he didn't notice the quiet figure of Cranston over near thewall. He glared at
Turner.

"I'm come for astraight answer from you, Ned. I'm tired of the old runaround! What are you going to do
about that concession you promised me? Do | get it or not?"

Crangton had no chanceto listen further. At aswift sgnal from Turner, his daughter ushered Cranston
deftly from the gpartment. Shewas all smiles, as she thanked him again for returning the cigarette case.

Asthe door closed behind him, Cranston walked swiftly toward the eevator, but he didn't push the
button. Instead, he darted for the stairs that led to the roof. There was a brief case tucked away on one
of the dark steps, and Cranston grabbed it as he raced aloft.

He had made a careful preliminary survey of the building before he had rung Turner's bell. Now, he took
advantage of his knowledge.

He intended to find out more about Blue Chip Deegan, and a book-loving ex-prizefighter named Pike.

Lamont Cranston did not emerge on the roof of the swanky gpartment building. Thefigure that darted
noiselesdy toward arear cornice was shrouded in ablack outfit that had come from the brief case. A
robe blurred the outline of hisbody. A douch hat hid the piercing gleam of deep-set eyes. Black gloves
covered strong, tapering fingers.

The Shadow was going to pay aquick return vigit to the Turner gpartment - in person!

A rope lowered thelithe figure of The Shadow to ajutting stone ornament outside one of Turner's
windows. The window was a narrow one that gave access to a pantry. It was unlocked. The Shadow
hed no difficulty making entry.

Unseen, The Shadow glided from the pantry to a dining room. He passed through adim corridor that led
to the front of the gpartment. There was no need for excessive caution.

Sounds from the living room indicated that alively argument wasin progress. Deegan's bull voice echoed.
Turner wastrying to placate the gambler. The frightened voice of Edith shrilled occasiondly.

Circling carefully. The Shadow entered a bedroom decorated in apale blue. It was evidently Edith's. A
wide-open door led to asmaler chamber, that The Shadow saw instantly was the girl's dressing room.
At one end was the entrance to atiled bath, decorated in pale blue like the bedroom. At the other wasa
closed door, beyond which Blue Chip Deegan was ydlling at the top of hisangry lungs.

The Shadow wastiptoeing to listen behind this closed door, when abruptly he wheeled. He begt a hasty
retreat to awardrobe closet. His movements were as swift aslightning; but so were the footsteps from
theliving room!

NED TURNER flung open the door.

Thefact that Turner's gaze was twisted backward over his shoulder was dl that saved The Shadow from
discovery. In another ingtant, his cloaked figure wasinvisble in the dark closet.

Turner wastaking in awheedling voice to his daughter. He was trying to persuade her to quit theliving
room, to alow the two men to settle their argument in privacy.



Edith refused. The Shadow could see fright and stubbornness on her pretty face. Deegan was lounging
amogt at her elbow, asneering grin on hislips.

"Let thegirl stay here," he jeered. "Nobody's going to hurt her!"

Turner strode back to confront the gambler. Ther figures moved beyond the range of the crack in the
closet door. But The Shadow was able to see their reflectionsin the tilted surface of ahuge gold-framed
mirror on thewall.

"Y ou promised me the gambling concession aboard the Foating Follies," Deegan growled. "Now you're
trying to freeze me out. Why?'

"I've had reliable information that your whedls are crooked,” Turner said.
Blue Chip laughed. "That's abum excuse! Areyou sureit isn't Pike who's back of al this sudden virtue?!

Deegan whirled suddenly. His sharp ears had heard someone attempting to sneak into the room behind
him. Deegan's pocket becamerigid with the jut of a hidden gun, as he confronted the discomfited
intruder.

"Hello, Pike! Howsaboy? | see you got a private key to this dump. By the way, who taught you to read
books? | didn't even know you could spell!”

Pikesright hand let go of the blackjack he had started to dide from hisbulky hip. In hisleft hand wasa
morocco-bound volume which had attracted Deegan's jeering comment.

"Let's see your book, pal," Deegan said.

It was Ned Turner, however, who took the book from Pike. He did so with a quick, suave gesture. He
carried it across to a bookcase and dropped it negligently on ashelf, shoving it back out of Deegan's
sght.

The gambler uttered anasty chuckle.
"Why dl the mystery? Afraid to let me seeit?"

"Not at dl,” Turner said. "There's no mystery about it. Pike likestheillustrations. That'swhy | loaned it to
him. Look it over if you want to."

"Thanks."

Warily, Deegan sidled to the bookcase and withdrew the volume. He flipped it open with hisfree hand.
A baffled look cameinto his eyes. The book was atrandation of a decadent French romance. It was
illustrated with rather daring scenes from the story. Deegan was completely fooled. But not The
Shadow!

Watching from his hiding place in the wardrobe of Edith's dressing room, The Shadow had seeninthe
mirror something which Deegan failed to notice. The book which the gambler picked up was not the one
which Turner had tossed so carelesdy out of sight. It was a cunning duplicate.

The thump with which Turner had dropped Pike's book had rel eased a clever mechanism on the left side
of anarrow shelf. The left Sde depressed for an ingtant, dlowing Pike€'s volumeto dide into a secret
groovein the rear. The movable | eft section became horizonta again.

Turner made sure that Deegan didn't replace the fake volume. He took it with exaggerated courtesy from



the gambler and replaced it himself, on the solid side of the compartment.
Turner's manner now became more friendly with Deegan.

"I'm not trying to double-cross you. The only thing that worries me about giving you the gambling
concession on my showboet isthe possibility of policeraids.”

"Controlling the copsis part of my businessasagambler. Do | comein - or not?"

"I'll giveyou my answer tonight,” Turner said. "Why not come out to the showboat as my guest and see
the Floating Follies? I'm sure we can do business.”

"Wewill - or elsel" Deegan said.

THE SHADOW would have liked to have alook at the book which Turner had so cleverly hidden; but
that was out of the question. The Shadow's most important task was to quit the gpartment without
disclosing his presence.

It was Edith Turner who unexpectedly blocked hisretreat. She entered her dressing room before The
Shadow could glide from his precarious hiding place. To The Shadow's dismay, she began dmost
ingtantly to disrobe.

With ayawn, Edith shrugged gracefully out of her gown and removed her dip. Almost unclad, she
reached abare arm into the partly opened closet and lifted her bathrobe from a hook, donned it.

The Shadow, by thistime, wasinvisible behind the bulky shape of agarment bag. Edith donned her robe
and disgppeared into the bathroom. The Shadow could hear water pouring into the tub. He did quietly
from hishiding place.

Edith Turner emerged from the bathroom at ad most the same instant. She screamed as she saw the
black-robed intruder. Terror drove the hystericd girl to apitch of reckless courage. With clawed fingers
she sprang straight toward The Shadow.

The Shadow had a choice of hurting, perhaps maiming the maddened girl - or taking his chances with the
threethen in the living room. Edith's shrill scream had warned them of peril. All three were racing toward
the dressing room.

The Shadow whirled to meet them.

There wasintdligence behind this gpparently foolish choice. Turner and histwo companionswould
expect the trapped intruder to be battling with Edith in adefensive effort to escape by the back way. The
Shadow met his startled foes - on the offensivel

Hisfist caught Pike squarely on the jaw, driving him againgt the other two. But Pike was like arubber
man. He rebounded from the tangle on the floor. His blackjack whirled as he attempted to brain The
Shadow.

The murderous blow whizzed above The Shadow's ducking skull. Stooping, he caught Pike in adouble
grip. Pike's own weight added leverage to The Shadow's scientific heave. The man flew headlong over
The Shadow's crouching body. He struck the wall with aterrific impact, that dropped himin aquivering
huddle to the floor.

Blue Chip Deegan fired from his pocket. The necessity of firing ablind shot at an onrushing target ruined
hisaim. Plaster spurted asthe dug buried itsdlf inthewall.



Turner was excitedly jiggling the hook of atelephonein theliving room. Hisghrill, terrified yell went over
the wire to the operator.

"Help! Police! Murder!"

Therewas no way The Shadow could hdt the darm. He had his hands full with the snarling gambler.
Blue Chip Deegan was not a big man, but he was as strong as abull. Helost the fierce battle for
possession of hisgun, but he managed to lock both hands on The Shadow's panting throat.

The Shadow fought desperatdly to rip Deegan's fingers from his agonized throat. His face was purplish
when he succeeded. A sudden writhe, the quick pressure of jujitsu, sent Deegan toppling with ayelp of

agony.
At the sameingant, Ned Turner dived for the gambler'sfalen gun.

The Shadow didn't have timeto rise from the floor. He pivoted swiftly on his spine. Hislegswere
doubled at the knees, his pams pressed against the floor.

The Shadow's feet caught Turner in the pit of the ssomach. Turner flew head over hedls from the impact.
He was stunned momentarily.

THE SHADOW knew that police radio cars were aready speeding to the gpartment. Y et he used afew
secondsin agrim effort to find Pike's book that had been did into a concealed recessin Turner's
bookcase.

It was avain effort. The shelf mechanism waslocked. It would take too long to openiit.

The Shadow contented himself with examining the duplicate book which Turner had alowed the duped
Deegan to examine. He saw on the flyleaf arubber-stamped advertisement:

JOHN BRODY'SBOOK MART
Rare books. First editions.

We speciadizein Imported and
Unusud Items.

Turning, The Shadow fled. But not to the roof thistime. He darted boldly out the front door of the
gpartment and rang the elevator bell. He paused only long enough to retrieve the brief case he had left in
adark angle on the roof gairs.

The elevator man gasped as he did open his door and saw the ominous black-robed figure that
confronted him. He was seized in agrip of sted and hauled from his car. The door of the eevator
clanged shut.

By the time the swiftly dropping car reached the ground floor, the persondity of The Shadow had
vanished. It was Lamont Cranston who opened the door and dipped out a Side entrance of the
gpartment lobby.

A sguad car had just whizzed around the corner from the avenue and was shrieking toward the entrance
of the gpartment house.

The switchboard man had legped from his desk and was staring out into the street d ongside the puzzled
doorman. Neither saw the correctly garbed gentleman who retreated noiselesdy down aside corridor.



The corridor led to the service stairs. The Shadow descended to the basement and | eft through the rear
entrance used by tradesmen for making ddliveries.

A moment or two later, amidst thewall of onrushing police Srens, the shilant laughter of The Shadow
echoed faintly inside a peeding taxicab.

Lamont Cranston had uncovered severd personditiesthat interested him. He wanted to know more
about ayoung marine broker named Roy Hollister. He was puzzled by the tie-up between Ned Turner
and amobster named Pike, who couldn't read, but who liked books. Thefoca point between Pike and
Turner was the bookstore of John Brodly.

Then there was the enigma of Blue Chip Deegan.

The Shadow decided that very soon he would take atrip up the Hudson and visit a performance of the
Floating Follies aboard Turner's swanky showboat.

Meantime, he had amore urgent task. He had left Harry Vincent with an important job to perform! The
Shadow was anxiousto learn about Hollister's e even-thirty appointment with a mysterious masher who
had insulted Edith Turner aboard aferryboat.

Lamont Cranston sped swiftly toward the Maritime Building.
CHAPTER V. A BEAUTIFUL MERMAID

WHEN hel€eft the devator at the twentieth floor of the Maritime Building, The Shadow loitered in the hall
until the passengers who got off with him vanished into various offices. He was il in the guise of
Crangton.

Gliding quietly to theinclosed fire stairs beyond the devator shafts, Cranston climbed noisdesdy to the
twenty-first floor. He had gotten off at the twentieth as a matter of precaution. He could hear no sound
from the semidarkness of the top steps where he crouched.

Nor was he surprised. He had visited thisfloor before.

He knew that few people got off at thislevel. Most of the offices were untenanted. Harry Vincent, he
divined, had aready made a deft entrance into Suite 2109. He was probably still spying on the suave
young Mr. Holligter.

Habitua caution made The Shadow peer quietly from the head of the stairs. He was genuinely startled to
observe something he had not anticipated.

That something wasagirl.

Even from the distance where Cranston crouched, he was aware ingtantly of the girl's glamorous beatity;
her golden hair, her perfect figure. Her face was turned away from him. She was rattling the knob of
Hollister's suite. No one answered from within 2109.

The girl uttered an impatient oath that came oddly from her lovely red lips. Her head turned irresolutely
and Cranston saw her face. Again he had a cold shock of amazement. He recognized her.

It was Flip Wiley, the glamorous dancing star from Ned Turner's showboat. She was the mermaid who
danced with an actor impersonating adrowned sailor in the expensive underwater stage setting called
"Davy Jones locker."



The Shadow had never heard Hip's name linked with that of Roy Hallister. But another name leaped
ingtantly into hisbrain: Blue Chip Deegan! Whispers about town coupled the dancer and the gambler in
more than mere friendship. Flip and Blue Chip were reputed to be sweethearts.

Thewhir of the ascending elevator warned the girl. She straightened and began lazily to powder her nose.
Blur Chip Deegan stepped from the elevator. He walked down the corridor away from her. But the
moment the elevator vanished, he raced eagerly toward Hip.

"The damned door'slocked!" Flip cried. "Hollister ran out on his appointment.”

"Weve got a better racket than Hollister," Deegan growled. His eyes blazed with excitement. "I've just
come from Ned Turner's apartment. | rushed over here, hoping to sidetrack you before you wasted your
timewith Hollister. Baby, I've got something big! Bigger than we ever dreamed of!"

"Whét do you mean - big?"

"I've got my fingers on Ned Turner'sthroat, baby! When | squeeze, you'll see aflood of dough pour out
of him that will make Niagaralook like apuddlel™

He leaned closer and whispered to Flip. His hand caressed her pliant figure. She paid no attention to the
caress. Her eyesflamed with greediness at hiswords.

"Let'sgo!" Blue Chipfinaly sad.
An devator took them swiftly downward.

The Shadow made no attempt to follow them. Ordinarily, he would have. HEd have given hisright arm
to have heard what Blue Chip had whispered to his shapely girl friend. But anxiety wastugging & The
Shadow. He sensed disaster in the locked door of Suite 2109. Why had Hollister broken an important
gppointment with Hip Wiley? To The Shadow, there was only one grim answer:

Harry Vincent!

Vincent had failed. The sinister odor of death seemed to ooze faintly through the solid barrier of
Hollister'slocked door.

The Shadow sacrificed his opportunity to trail Deegan and Fip, in order to go to the immediate
assistance of an agent in peril. Harry Vincent and the rest of The Shadow's organization served him with
courageous loyalty. Their lives were dl-important to the master they served.

HOLLISTER'S door opened easlly under The Shadow's skilled fingers. Not a sound was made as the
barrier swung open and closed behind him. But there was no sign of Vincent or anyone else. The office
was empty.

Every piece of furniture wasin place. Not asingle paper was disturbed on the desk. No strugglefor life
had taken placein thisrichly furnished office. An inner door, however, suggested a different answer. Its
ground-glass panel bore an ugly crack. Something padded had struck that glass on theinner side. The
blow had been strong enough to crack the heavy glass, but not strong enough to shatter it. Could Harry
Vincent's shoulder have doneit?

The Shadow picked the lock with swift skill. He advanced cautioudy into Suite 2107, the one that
adjoined Holligter's.

Thisroom, too, was empty of people. But The Shadow's eyes narrowed as he noted the disordered



appearance of the chamber. A desperate fight had taken place here. Furniture was upset. A calendar had
been ripped from the wdll by the clutch of clawing fingers. An overturned inkwell had left an ugly trail of
black that dripped into a spreading stain on the rug.

The stain that made the jaws of The Shadow clench, however, was a different color. It was crimson!

It was almost hidden by the red pattern of the rug. But The Shadow's finger smeared when he touched it.
Fresh blood! Harry Vincent had been struck down after a gdlant battle. He had lost thet battle. His
body, unconscious or dead, had been swiftly spirited away from the Maritime Building.

But where? And how?

Thewall of Suite 2107 provided The Shadow with an immediate answer to the latter question. There
were two sted filing cabinets sanding upright againgt asde wall. There should have been three! The
Shadow redlized it at once. The wall beside the second cabinet was different from the rest of the smooth
surface. It was lighter in appearance, much cleaner. The outline of the missing stedl cabinet was clearly
evident.

Additional proof was provided by the four steel drawers hidden under alarge desk: The drawers had
been removed to make room for Harry's limp body. Jammed inside the empty steel case, the open front
camouflaged shrewdly by his abductors, it would be asimple matter to carry Harry to the Street by the
freight elevator.

Where had Harry's abductors taken him?

The Shadow, knowing the caliber of the agents who served him, looked to Harry himself for aclue.
There must have been grim discussion between the criminds, before the method of Vincent's disposal
was decided upon.

But did Vincent have timeto leave a clue for the shrewd eyes of the man he knew would come to rescue
him?

The Shadow found the hint he sought near the smear of fresh blood on the rug. It was hidden by thetorn
calendar that had been ripped from the wall. The Shadow picked up atrampled package of Lucky Strike
cigarettes.

Theword "Strike" had been circled with apencil mark. Above it was scrawled ahasty "10."
"Ten Strike!" What was that?

To Ingpector Joe Cardona and his men, probably nothing. But to The Shadow it meant everything. The
solution waslike ablinding ray of light. It was alink to Roy Hollister's marine brokerage business. It tied
up with theriver pirates. But most sinister of all, it seemed to point to the murderous methods of Davy
Jones.

Lamont Cranston |eft the Maritime Building with grim haste. He legped into ataxicab and gave a
low-toned order. The cab sped away.

The Shadow knew he was racing to save Harry Vincent from drowning. Harry was a the muddy
threshold of Davy Jones locker!

Two hard-faced men were entering the gloomy gateway of a Hudson River pier toward thetip of
Manhattan. They carried between them a sted filing cabinet, which they were transferring to the
watchman's shack ingdethe pier. In it was the dugged Harry Vincent!



One of Vincent's carriers was the watchman of the pier. The other was the gum-chewing man who had
surprised Harry outside the locked door of Roy Hollister's office.

Therewasadtrikein progress at the pier. Thiswasthe grim information Vincent had | eft for the eyes of
The Shadow.

The pier was next to the one where the river pirates had staged their raid on the Equator. The gate
clanged shut and was locked by the watchman. The body of Vincent was carried to the watchman's
shack and dumped to the floor. The watchman bent and lifted awooden trapdoor.

Steps were disclosed, leading to the black water beneath the gloomy structure. Harry was carried down
likealimprag.

A rowboat floated on the surface of the water, moored to a platform by alight rope. Neither the boat nor
the men were visible to observers beyond the pier, because of the squat shape of aderrick barge that lay
inthe dip dongsde like amonstrous shield. A barge on the other side offered similar protection.

Thekillers had to light an electric torch to make sure what they were doing.

Harry was dumped in the rowboat. The craft was leaky, half full of water. Weights were attached to
Harry'slegs. The rope that moored the rowboat was |oosened.

"Y ou finish him!" the watchman growled to hisgum-chewing pa. "I'll sneak back and keep an eye out
aoft. Makeit snappy!"

The thug's hand dipped into the dirty water doshing inside the rowboat, removed a plug. The boat began
to settle with agreasy gurgle. Its gunwales dipped closer to the black surface of the water.

The crooked watchman raced up the steps to the trapdoor. As he climbed through to the inclosed shack,
he saw ablack-robed figure dart silently toward him. The Shadow had used one of the derrick bargesto
gain entranceto the pier. An dmost suicidd legp had enabled him to reach hisgod.

He sprang noisalessly at the crooked watchman. He was able to choke the man's cry of terror by the
muscular pressure of hislean fingers. But he couldn't prevent the swift withdrawal of the man'sknife. It
had athin, dender blade as sharp asarazor. It did over The Shadow's straining shoulder and plunged
toward hisspine,

The Shadow twisted with a superhuman effort. Hisleft hand released the killer's throat and clutched the
hairy wrist that held the knife. The plunging blade turned aside dmost too late. The Shadow felt the
burning prick of the sted at hisflesh. His cloak ripped in ajagged gash and the struggling watchman
uttered astrangled cry.

Below, the thug under the trapdoor heard that cry. It pierced the bubbling murmur of river water pouring
over the gunwales of the sinking rowboat. He sprang up the wooden stepsto the aid of hispa.

Through the square opening of the trap, The Shadow caught a glimpse of the sinking boat. He saw the
pale, unconscious form of Harry Vincent. The boat danted drunkenly beneath the surface of the black
water, vanished.

Asit faded from sight, the second thug came racing up the steps, agun diding from his hip pocket.

All this The Shadow witnessed in abrief, agonized ingtant. He had twisted the knife from the watchman's
grasp, but hairy fingers were twisting vicioudy on The Shadow's throat. The gun of the second thug was
lifting as his hand darted upward through the open trapdoor.



The Shadow faced death from two ruthlesskillers. And Harry Vincent was drowning!

THE latter was al The Shadow thought of: Harry Vincent diding through black water to the greasy
embrace of river mud.

Quickly, The Shadow's captured knife struck. The crimina watchman uttered a gurgling scream and
collapsed. Hislegs bent like rubber as the second thug sprang upward into the shack. He circled
vicioudy, to attempt to pour lead dugsinto The Shadow's spine.

He had taken only asingle catlike step when the limp body of the watchman cameflying at him likean
unwieldy thunderbolt. The Shadow had hurled hisvictim bodily through the air. It struck the thug before
he could dodge. He went backward, falling partly through the open trapdoor. The wooden edge struck
hisgun wrig anumbing blow.

His weapon clattered down the wooden steps. It fell to the platform below, where the thug's propped
searchlight made ayelow glow.

But the thug, though disarmed, was as dangerous as atiger. Hisfingers closed vicioudy on The Shadow's
ankle, pulled him toppling forward.

The Shadow's muscular heave of the hurt watchman had thrown himsdlf off balance. He was unableto
catch himself. He struck the edge of the trapdoor opening and went through. Both men tumbled with a
clatter down the steep steps. They were partly dazed by the rib-thumping impact.

But neither hesitated an instant. The Shadow kicked the gun from the dippery platform with aquick
thrust of hisfoot. It sank like astonein theriver. The thug clutched for the knife The Shadow had
dropped in thetumble.

Again, The Shadow fought for hislife againg apitilesskiller.

He might have logt that fight, had it not been for the Sight of spreading black ripples of water under the
light from the electric torch. It wasthe fading mark of Harry Vincent's grave. Harry had been gone from
sght for fully aminute. He was drowning!

Blood dripped from The Shadow's arm after the killer made adash. Thekiller's dash had exposed his
turning body to assault. The Shadow, through swesat-rimmed eyes, saw his opportunity and wrenched

with al his strength, obtained the knife. The knife jerked sideways, turned - buried itsdlf in the body of

the thug.

The stabbing of the killer and The Shadow's dive overboard made almost one motion. His panting lungs
were amost empty of air from the exertions of two swift death struggles. But he used the very emptiness
of hislungsto sink him more swiftly to the bottom of theriver.

Hislegs upended. Hisflailing arms pulled him deep into the black weter, at an angle the sinking rowboat
holding Vincent had takeninitsdive.

His eyeswere of no use. But his hands were. He could fed soft ooze diding like grease between his
clutching fingers. They were the fingers of hisempty left hand. In hisright he ill held the knife that had
conquered his murderous foes.

Almost retching with the effort to keep hislipstightly compressed, he felt the rough outline of the sunken
rowboat. It was aready deeply embedded in mud. The Shadow hung on grimly with hisleft hand. His
right drew the blade of the knife across the ropes that held the weightsto Harry Vincent'slegs.



I'T was hard to rise with hislimp burden. The Shadow's empty lungs were not buoyant enough to help
much. But he used hislegs as apowerful subgtitute.

His dripping head broke the black surface beneath the pier. He drew a harsh, sobbing breath, caught an
end of the platform. In amoment, he was able to shove Harry Vincent upward to safety on the dippery
planks. Then, like adripping ed, hefollowed.

The Shadow worked desperately over Vincent. Harry's limp chest rose and fell under the pressure of
atificid respiration. Findly, he gasped feghly.

When The Shadow was satisfied that Vincent was out of danger, he turned his attention to the two thugs
he had conquered to save Harry from the brink of the grave.

Both thugs were dead. The Shadow weighted the corpses and allowed them to dide into the muddy river
beneath the pier.

To have done otherwise would have been fata to The Shadow's campaign against asupercriminal.
Discovery of the dead mobsters by the police would fill the newspapers with more screaming headlines
about the plague of degth that had struck the Hudson River. Davy Jones would suspect a powerful and
secret foe.

That would not have suited The Shadow. His presence must remain unguessed until the time came for
him to strike afina blow for justice.

There was grim flame in the depths of The Shadow's eyes as he led the weak figure of Harry Vincent
toward the dark mass of the derrick scow that lay dongside the pier.

CHAPTER VI. THE CHINESE LAMP

ANTHONY SAXON was holding arehearsal for anew musica show on the bare stage of a Broadway
thester. Hewaslliterdly surrounded by girls, everyone of them stunningly beautiful.

He grinned as one of them brushed him as she hurried past. Another man might have been acutely
conscious of the girl's contact, but not Anthony Saxon. He had only two passionsin hislife, outside of the
shows he directed. Jewelswere one. Rare books the other. He collected both with the zeal of amiser.

An assistant was trying to catch Saxon's eye. But the producer ignored him until the dance number was
finished. Then helistened with aquick, friendly smile. A prince of afdlow, with rumpled gray hair, a
sengtive face and pleasant eyes.

"Teephone cdl for you, sir,” the assstant said. "A Mr. John Brody, calling from Brody's Bookshop."

Saxon sprang to hisfeet with aquick sound of pleasure. He waved adismissal order to the girlslined up
for the next dance.

"Park your figures, kidg! Intermission for amoment.”

Thetelephone wasin adark corner of the wings. Saxon answered it eagerly. He always did when John
Brody cdled.

Brody's voice was so low-pitched on the wire that it was barely audible. But Saxon caught every word
diginctly.

"I've got a brand-new shipment of books. Rare books, you understand? They're not quite ready for



ingpection yet. But if you'll come over in one hour -*
"Right!" Saxon said.

He replaced the receiver with ahand that trembled dightly. Joy swam into his eyes. It grew as he walked
back to the lighted stage. He had dealt with John Brody before. Wait an hour? He wasn't going to wait
five minutes

Heflung up his hand suddenly, halting the confusion that buzzed everywhere on the stage. Then he
dismissed the chorusfor the day.

Therewas asgqued of ddight from the weary chorines. They fled helter-skelter from the stage. Ina
moment, it was bare except for Saxon himsdlf. The lights began to blink out. Saxon did hurriedly into his
coat and grabbed his hat.

A few minutes later, hewasin hiscar and on hisway to John Brody's bookshop.

IT wasadark, dreary sort of shop in a second-rate neighborhood. The aides were dim book-lined
tunnels. Only one clerk was visible, asallow, stupid-looking girl named Pauline,

Pauline led Anthony Saxon to Brody's private office in the rear of the shop. All important customerswere
taken there.

Brody looked both startled and angry when he recognized his caller. But the look vanished dmost
ingtantly. He was a squat, blond man with a semibad head that dways perched itsdlf dightly sdeways,
likeabird.

"Youreearly," hesad, softly.
"l know - | couldn't wait. | don't mind cooling my hedlsawhile."

He cooled them inside Brody's luxurious rear office. The door that led to the shop in front was locked by
the booksdller. He told Pauline to notify anyone who asked for him that he was away from the shop on
business. He led Saxon to a comfortable chair and gave him amagazine and a cigar to occupy his
attention.

Brody himsdlf returned to his desk and busied himself with a sheaf of papers, which he began shuffling
dowly through hislean, strong fingers.

Hiswork was a bluff. From where he sat he could see, over Saxon's bent head, a gorgeous old Chinese
lamp stand behind the chair where the stage producer sat. Every inch of that stately lamp was more than
athousand yearsold. That is, all except the light bulb that was screwed in a modern socket.

The bulb was green and very tiny. It was not lighted. John Brody watched it covertly while he pretended
to busy himsalf with routinework at his desk.

Suddenly, the green light glowed. Saxon didn't notice. It stayed lighted for possibly thirty seconds, then it
faded. Ingtantly, Brody rose from his desk and excused himsdlf to his customer.

"I'll be back inashort time," he promised smilingly, "with something which | hopewill exciteyou."

"You've never falled to do it yet, John," Saxon said. "Don't keep mein suspensetoo long, or I'll bea
nervous wreck!"

Brody unlocked asmall door which was concealed behind a Persian tapestry. He stepped into utter



darkness.

Thick carpet on anarrow, amost verticd flight of steps muffled hisfootfalls. He used no light to guide
himself downward through the pitch-darkness. He had gone up and down these secret stairs many times
for choice clientslike Anthony Saxon.

Another locked door gave the booksdller accessto alower chamber. The room was pitch-dark like the
gairs. But aclick of thewall switch flooded the place with light.

It seemed a queer spot in which to seek abook, rare or otherwise. There was only one bookcase in the
room, a chesp rack of unpainted maple that stood against the wall. Popular novelsin brand-new paper
jacketslined its shelves.

The remainder of the room looked more like aresearch laboratory. There was a zinc-covered table. A
glass cupboard contained bottles and jars of chemicals. In one corner wasasink and ashelf with a
Bunsen burner. And above another table was a strange shielded lamp, clamped verticaly onthewadl in
amost the same manner photographers clamp an enlarging camera.

This, however, was not acamera. It was alamp used for a specid purpose, which the trained research
workersin the New Y ork police crime laboratory would have recognized instantly.

Brody watched the cheap bookcase at the other end of the chamber. It opened suddenly, swinging on a
pivot without sound. A man entered, carrying amorocco-bound book in one hand. The book wasthe
one which Pike had managed to ddliver to Ned Turner without disclosing itsred nature to the sullen eyes
of Blue Chip Deegan.

The man who carried the volume was Pike's suave employer - Turner himself.

TURNER opened the hollow book and spilled its contents on the zinc-covered table. Instantly, Brody
gasped with ddlight.

That table was agllitter with precious jewels.

They flamed like a cold bonfire, sparkling with dl the jumbled colors of the rainbow. Sapphires and
rubies and amethysts. Diamonds of flawless cut. Rings and bracelets. Brooches. All of them priceless.
And al of them stolen!

Thislatter fact wasthe reason for the stedlthy transfer of the jewelsfrom Piketo Turner, to Brody.

Everyone of these sparkling beautiesin their antique settings had been stolen from aristocratic country
housesin England. They had passed with lightning speed from the hands of the actud thievesto agrimy
shop in London. There they had been appraised, sorted, listed.

They went aboard the Equator in the keeping of a crooked steward. He was the same steward who had
died in the vicious battle aboard the Equator when Sailor Marco's mob had interfered with Pike and his
black-faced killers.

Ned Turner wasthe American leader of an internationa jewel mob. His brains had figured out the whole
foolproof set-up. It was anew wrinklein jewel smuggling. Only the crooked steward knew where the
loot was hidden in the hold of the ship; and a search would have been useless.

Nor would the purchasers provide aleak which might tip the police. Every customer of Brody'swasa
collector, and collectors are proverbialy secret with their prized possessions. For added safety, the
stones were recut and reset before they were sold.



The racket was like the jewel s themsalves - without aflaw.

Instead of smuggling the loot ashore when the ship arrived, they were taken aday or so before she left
port. No customs ingpection was made of departing ships. And the cheap merchandise stolen by Pike
and hismen covered the redl nature of their million-dollar raid.

Ned Turner wasthe brains, Pike the strong arm, Brody the fence.

Over them hung the strange legend of Davy Jones. Pike had tried to find out who Davy Jonesredly was,
but had failed. He had discussed it only once with Brody and had been amazed at the reaction he got.
Brody had turned livid. He had pulled agun on the startled Pike, warning him fiercely to keep his mouth
shut.

Piketook tak like that from no man; but thistime, he did! Something about Brody's rage made the hair
crawl on Pike's skull. He was afraid to mention Davy Jones at al to Ned Turner.

Turner stared broodingly at Brody after they both had feasted their eyes on the rich loot from the
Equator.

"Is Anthony Saxon here yet?'
"Y eah. The damned fool came here ahead of time! Too eager to wait, hesaid.”

"WEell make him pay for his eagerness. Show him the diamond solitaire, he's asucker for diamonds.
Make him pay athousand dollars as adeposit, before we cut the stone. Tell him well have the new
Setting ready in ten days."

Ned Turner turned suddenly away from his smiling fence. He drew asheet of paper from his pocket,
carried it to the unusua lamp clamped on thewall, and placed it flat on the table benegath the projector of
the device.

A flick of hishand made the lamp glow with a queer greenish-purplish radiance. It bathed the paper with
unearthly fire. Every mark of ink on that paper, every fiber of the material, was relentlessly exposed.

It wasalist of the jewed s smuggled from England. Ned Turner wastesting the list with the lamp. Any
erasure or changein that list would have been immediately noticesgble. Invisble ink would have legped
into sartling prominence. Chemical erasures would have left an ugly mark.

The paper passed the test. The list had not been tampered with.

Turner didn't suspect Pike of any double-crossing. But he wasn't taking any chances of Pike's crooked
behavior while the loot was in his custody between the raided ship and Turner's gpartment. It wasthis
kind of cold efficiency that had made the smuggling racket fool proof.

AFTER some more swift talk between the two men, Turner |eft the hidden chamber below the
bookshop. He vanished in the same manner by which he had entered. The cheap maple bookcase a the
wall pivoted shut behind him. He hurried through a passage that was black and invisble evento his
eyesght.

But Ned Turner knew every winding inch of that passage. He followed it noisdesdy to its other end.
Having turned many sharp cornersin the narrow, close-smelling darkness, he opened another door.
Stepsled upward in astegp dant.

The stepswere built within the thick wall of an ancient brownstone house.



Turner emerged from acloset in thewall. Hewasin an empty, poorly furnished room. Every other room
in that brownstone house was also empty - except for the basement where the caretaker lived. The
empty house was supposed to be for sdle. But Ned Turner had made the price purposely high so asto
discourage buyers. The brownstone house was too valuable as a secret entrance to Brody's Bookshop.

When Ned Turner stepped to the sidewalk, he was on a side street, around the corner from the
bookstore. He walked dowly to the corner.

A sedan was parked near the bookshop. Two people - aman and awoman - were watching the
entrance from insgde the car.

The woman was Hip Wiley. The man was Blue Chip Deegan.

Neither of them saw the cautious figure of Turner. He turned back, the instant he was aware of what was
going on. With ady grin, he retraced his steps swiftly to the brownstone house on the Side street.

As he descended the steep narrow steps built within the thick wall of the house, ady grin degpened on
hislips. He had abold and desperate plan in mind.

JOHN BRODY was gtaring smilingly at Anthony Saxon. Brody had returned from the secret
underground chamber to his luxurioudy furnished officein the rear of the bookshop. He was smiling at
the dmost fanatical excitement in Saxon'sbulging eyes.

A diamond ring lay in the tremulous palm of the theatrica producer. Thering itsdf was not particularly
dtractive. It was of old-fashioned yellow gold, and the setting was big and ugly. The setting had been
fashioned three hundred years ago for a British nobleman.

It was the diamond that brought the quick gasp of pleasure to Saxon'slips. The solitaire was a perfect
and flawless stone. In dl hisyears of secret collecting, Anthony Saxon had never seen oneto equd itin

Szeor beauty.
"Likeit," John Brody asked quietly.

"Dol likeit?" Saxon gasped. "How much, | won't quibble. I've brought my check book along for aquick

"Wewon't argue about the price," Brody said. "That will comelater. The deposit on this particular stone
will be one thousand dollars.”

Saxon didn't bat an eye. He took out a check book and wrote a draft for the stated sum.
Brody took the check, placed it in asmall wall safe.

"The money will be credited to your account on the purchase of ararefolio edition of Shakespeare - in
case Federa income tax busybodies should stick their nosesinto my books."

Hetook the gorgeous solitaire diamond from the palm of the theatrica producer. Saxon let go of it
reluctantly.

"Naturdly, it will teake alittle time to change the setting and dter the stoneitsdlf,” Brody said, smoothly.
"Y ou needn't worry about any damage to the diamond. It will be the same flawless beauty you're looking
at now. Thetimewill be about ten days. Y ou will be notified in the usua way, when to come and get it."

Brody had turned dightly away from Saxon. His glance wasriveted on the Chinese lamp in the corner of



hisluxurious office,
Thetiny bulb in thelamp was glowing a pae, warning green!

It winked out dmost instantly. Sweat beaded Brody's forehead as he redlized what the signal meant: Ned
Turner was racing back through the underground passage to the room where the jewel s were hidden.
Something had gone serioudy wrong!

Making a suave excuse to the puzzled Saxon, the bookseller left his office by the exit behind the Persan
tapestry. He descended swiftly.

The laboratory was empty. The jewels were till in sight in the hollow Morocco-bound book on the zinc
table. Ned Turner had not yet appeared from the tunndl.

Brody returned the solitaire diamond to the sparkling hoard of stolen gems.
Hewaited for Turner. A minute passed, then another, with no sigh of the showboat owner.

A quick chill of fear swept Brody. He drew agun and tiptoed swiftly to the maple bookcase against the
wall. Under his cautious pressure, it pivoted quietly open.

The passage beyond was pitch-dark. Listening intently, his gun ready for action. John Brody could detect
no sound. He began to inch forward into the blackness.

Out of that blackness something sprang with horrible sllence. Brody screamed as the plunging body
struck him and sent him redling backward. A hand had touched him. It wasicy cold. It was like the wet
hand of adrowned corpse!

Brody fired and missed. His backward sstumble had ruined hisaim. He found himsdf reding toward the
zinc-covered table where the jewd s lay. Both his hands flung outward to save himsdlf from cracking his
skull againgt the sharp edge of thetable.

In the bright light of the laboratory, his assailant was clearly visble - athing of raw horror.

It was dressed in a sea-green smock and trousers that clung damp and soggy to its body. Wet hair hung
in stringy locks, plastered on itsforehead.

Theforehead of that ghastly thing was what had drawn the terrified scream from Brody's throat as he
cringed backward. A sed was printed on the moist forehead in the crimson hue of fresh blood: atrident.

Davy Jones!
CHAPTER VII. CREATURE OF THE DEEP

THE terrifying attack of the watery creature had sent John Brody reeling against the hard edge of the zinc
table. The gun dropped from his hand.

Davy Jones rounded the table, kicked the gun across the smooth floor of the laboratory. Brody was
utterly defensealess from the clutch of those green-hued fingers. Instinct provided him with achance
wegpon. Behind him was alow shelf filled with chemica bottles. Brody's despairing fingers closed
spasmodicaly on abottle of blue dye. The bottle was uncorked.

Brody flung the bottle a his onrushing foe.

The upthrown arm of Davy Jones protected his corpselike face from the glass missile. The bottle struck



hiswrigt, spilling the deep stain of cobat-blue al over hispam. Color dripped from the wraith'sfingersas
they closed over the windpipe of the booksdller.

Brody crashed to the floor. The stained fingers on histhroat pressed tighter and tighter. Brody's tongue
protruded. The fear of death wasin his glazed eyes. Presently, histwitching feet ceased their spasmodic
drumming againgt thefloor.

He was choked into unconsciousness.

Davy Jones didn't use the extra secondsit would have taken to kill Brody. He was gambling ontime -
and timewasflying!

He sprang toward the zinc table where the hollow book lay. The stolen jewe swere like flashing sunlight
within that opened book. Every item was there, even the solitaire diamond which Brody had replaced
after showing it to Saxon upgairs.

Davy Jones closed the book and fled with hisloot. The dark tunnd swallowed his ghastly figure. He
didn't even take the time to swing the bookcase shut behind him.

THE dark mouth of the tunnel wasthefirgt thing that John Brody's opening eyes saw, as he drifted
painfully back to consciousness. He blinked stupidly. His hand instinctively clutched his bruised and
aching throat. Then horror swam into his eyes as he swayed weakly to hisfedt.

He saw that the morocco-bound book was missing. The entire hoard of jewels stolen from the Equator
was gone!

Brody was no coward. Superdtitious horror left him. He realized that the thief was aman of flesh and
blood like himself. An ugly suspicion asto the red identity of Davy Jones began to stir like acoiled snake
in the brain of the booksdler.

Darting to his dropped gun, he scooped it up and raced through the tunnel. The blackness was no
impediment to his speed. Brody had been through this cunning rathole many times before.

Before he had raced twenty yards through the winding passage, he tripped over the prone body of a
man!

Brody swung his clubbed gun. A feeble cry stayed the murderous blow. It was avoice that Brody
recognized.

He struck a hasty match. Ned Turner was disclosed, swaying weakly to hisfeet. Blood dripped from a
ragged gash across his scap. Hetried to talk and failed. Brody threw a supporting arm around his chief
and helped him back to the |aboratory.

A swift gulp of liquor loosened Turner's paralyzed tongue. His story was grimly brief. He told how he had
seen Blue Chip Deegan and Flip Wiley watching the front entrance of the bookshop. He had raced back
through the tunnel to warn Brody of impending peril.

Midway through the tunnel, he had heard the soft patter of feet behind him. Hetried to turn; too late. A
blow on the skull had dropped him in asensdesshuddle.

It sounded true. But suspicion was still snakedlike in Brody's brain. He remembered the bottle of blue dye
that had splashed over the palm of his specter-like assailant. He glanced at Turner's hands.

They were gloved.



Brody's gun pointed instantly at Ned Turner's heart. He suspected that Turner had pulled afake hijack, in
order to avoid paying Brody hisjuicy cut of the profitsto which, as afence, he was entitled. He accused
Turner of being Davy Jones!

Turner looked astounded. He stared at Brody asif the bookseller had gone suddenly insane.

"You'remad! How in hell could | be Davy Jones? He's just aname weve used - amyth! The threat of
his vengeance was al we ever needed. Somebody isusing our own murder creation to double-cross
lﬂ n

But there was a queer expression in the dy depths of Ned Turner's eyes. His quick explanation didn't
convince his snarling partner.

"Take off those gloves!" Brody rasped, his gun steady.

Turner obeyed dowly. Therewasahint of triumph in his eyes. Amusement, too. His bared hands were
clean. There was no trace of any stain from the blue dye.

Brody logt histruculence. Hisweapon sagged. Turner took instant command of the Situation. In afew
rapid words, he told the dazed booksdller what to do. Turning, he darted through the tunnel. John Brody
hurried back up the stairsto the private office where he had left Anthony Saxon.

Saxon looked startled at the pae, rumpled appearance of the bookseller. Brody tried to cover it with a
phony explanation, but it wasimpossible to fool Saxon. Brody findly admitted that he had had some
trouble with an assistant.

He withheld the news of the jewe theft. But he expressed frightened concern for the safety of Pauline, the
girl he had left on duty in the bookshop.

Unlocking his office door, he entered the shop, followed by the puzzled Saxon. The sdewalk door of the
shop was locked. The shade was partly drawn on the glass pastel of the door. It made the poorly lighted
interior darker than usud.

Brody found Paulinelying in acorner behind a seldom-visited stack of books. She revived dowly.
She had been choked, she gasped. By awoman!

PAULINE described what had happened. The woman, astunning brunette, had entered the shop and
asked for abook on philosophy. It was avolume seldom called for. Pauline led the customer to the stack
inthefar corner.

The woman had sprung like atigress behind the dow-witted clerk and had choked her into
unconsciousness. That was al Pauline could remember.

But her description of the beautiful brunette made Brody's eyes narrow. Could it be Flip Wiley? A black
wig would easily disguise her honey-blond hair. Had she and Deegan engineered the clever raid?

That thought had barely entered Brody's mind when a brisk tapping sounded at the locked sidewalk
door. Onelook at the peering face below the gap in the half-drawn shade on the glass pandl, and Brody

gulped.
The man was Blue Chip Deegan.

Therewas ataut smile on Deegan'sthin lips as Brody admitted him.



"What's the idea locking the door, friend? Don't you like customers?'

He stared coolly at Saxon and Pauline. He noted the livid marks on the girl's throat - or pretended to see
them for thefirg time.

"'Something the matter? What happened to the dame?”
"Y ou should know!" Brody snarled.
"| should know what?1 don't get you."

"What brings you here at this exact moment, Mr. Deegan?' Brody asked himin alow, dangerous
murmur.

"I cameto see Ned Turner. I've just come from his gpartment. They told me he had |eft for the bookstore
to seeyou. So here | am - and what the hell are you getting so tough about?!

"Y ou didn't come here done, by any chance?"
"Surel”
"Yourealiar!" Brody rasped.

Deegan's body dtiffened at the challenge. But he rlaxed ingtantly as he saw the gun dide from Brody's
pocket.

"Takeit easy with that rod. Whatever you're worried about, you got the wrong guy.”
"I've got the right guy!" Brody snarled.

Anthony Saxon had backed up with agasp of darm at the sudden gunplay. He Started to utter a
dismayed protest, but before he could speak, a shadow darkened the glass door of the shop. Another
man entered.

It was Ned Turner. A hat covered the head wound he had received in the tunndl.

He showed no surprise at the tense tableau into which he had stepped. There was taut menace back of
hiscam greeting.

"Hello, Deegan! Want to see me?"
IIY%.II

Brody chuckled with ahorrible sound. Hisfinger was taut on the trigger of his pointed gun. He had
stepped back so that the weapon menaced Saxon as well as Deegan.

"I notice that you, too, are wearing gloves. Mr. Saxon. Take ‘em off!"

Saxon gulped. He said nervoudly, asif humoring amadman: "Why, certainly, Mr. Brody."
His bared hands were as clean asawhistle. Brody nodded to the gambler.

"Y our turn, Deegan. Take off the gloves from those dick card-dealing handd!”

Deegan stood very ill. "'l don't get thisfunny business" he said. Then he pedled the glovesfrom his
supplefingers.



Deegan laughed. But Brody didn't, nor did Turner. Incredulous amazement made their jaws gape open.
Deegan's pdmswere as clean as Anthony Saxon's. Not atrace of the disfiguring blue dye wasvisible on
the well-kept skin of the gambler's hands!

A despairing thought stabbed Brody's brain. Deegan was innocent. So was Anthony Saxon. So was Ned
Turner. Who, then, wasthat dreadful apparition with the seal of blood on its ghastly forehead? Who was
Davy Jones?

I'T was Blue Chip Deegan who broke silence.

"Glad to have given you boys alittle harmless amusement. I'll be leaving now. See you tonight, Ned,
aboard the Floating Fallies. I've got a business favor to ask you - remember?”’

Hewalked quietly out of the shop. No one attempted to stop him.

Deegan was smart enough to be entirely certain that he wasn't followed, before he turned a corner afew
blocks away from the bookstore. He stepped to a parked sedan. The car started instantly.

The driver of the car was Hip Wiley. If she had recently worn ablack wig, it was gone now. Her hair
was adazzle of gold.

Hip shortly parked the car at the curb of an unfrequented street before she uttered aword. Then she was
coldly brief.

"Wel?'

Deegan had been waiting for that question. He answered it glibly.
"Not so good. The thing was aflop. Sorry. WEll haveto try again.”
Flip stared at him. Her eyes were like blue pools under moonlight.
"Youdidnt... collect?' shesaid dowly.

"Nope.”

Suddenly, she laughed. It was atinkling sound like the giggle of ahigh-school girl. But there waslittle
mirthinit.
"Y ou wouldn't double-cross a pa, would you?*

Deegan grinned. Hisarm lay loosdly on the back of the seat behind Fip. He did it around the soft,
ungirdied waist of the girl. Sowly - very dowly - Deegan turned Hip's face toward his as he drew her
closer. He kissed her. Gently at firgt, then not so gently.

Flip's eyes closed. Her body relaxed in the gambler's embrace. Her hat fell off, but she never noticed.
When Deegan freed her findly, her breathing was rapid, her eyes blurred.

"You... darned... caveman!™ she gasped.

BACK in Brody's Bookshop, two men were leaving in awkward silence. Anthony Saxon and Ned
Turner were old friends, but a constraint had come between them.

Turner had given no explanation for the peculiar events that had taken place. Nor did Saxon ask for
particulars. Turner's expression was not one to encourage a discussion of what had happened.



"Can| giveyou alift home, Ned?' Saxon asked, quietly. "My car is parked nearby. I'll be only too glad
to-"

"No, thanks. I'm not going home yet.

Turner's sardonic smile degpened. He turned a corner and vanished in acrowd of hurrying pedestrians.
Saxon found his parked car and drove dowly away.

He wondered why Turner had been so grimly anxiousto get rid of him.
A HALF hour later, adim light glowed suddenly in adark, closed room.

Into that dight glare came apair of hands. The palms and theinsde of the fingers were stained with the
splash of acobat-blue dye.

Cold laughter came from the unseen figure. He pedled the skin from his hands. But no raw, red flesh was
disclosed beneath. The surface which had been pedled away was an outer, artificial covering. It was
made of athin substance like paraffin.

The strange covering had performed a double purpose in concedling the identity of amaster crimind. It
had enabled him to fool John Brody. It had dso effectively concedled the fingerprints of the unknown
hijacker. The paraffin hands, of course, contained neither ridges, whorls, nor loops.

The flame of amatch sent aquick legp of fire racing across the paper-thin coverings. They melted into
swift nothingness. A twist of greasy smokewas dl that remained.

An opened book moved dowly into the spot of light. It was crammed with jewels. The haul wasa
hundred per cent perfect. Not asingle gem was missing.

Suddenly, the light in the room went out. Darknessfilled the closed, windowless chamber.

Out of that velvet slence came the triumphant chuckle of Davy Jones!
CHAPTER VIII. THE FLOATING FOLLIES

LAMONT CRANSTON sat in aswanky motorboat that was cutting a path across the black silence of
the upper Hudson River, afew miles above New Y ork City. He was one of ahalf dozen other
passengers. The boat was under the guidance of two smartly uniformed sailorsin white-and-gold
jackets.

The boat operated between asmall jetty on the shore and the famous showboat anchored far out in the
river. The showboat itsdf was gtill dmost invisible, avague blot on the dark water. But itselectric sign, in
huge neon |etters, was like glowing flame:

NED TURNER'S
FLOATING FOLLIES

It was an old sailing vessdl, abrigantine, that had been converted into a popular night spot. The aft deck
had been turned into an open-air theater for people who didn't mind paying high pricesto see acolorful
girl-and-music show from tables where only the best of liquor was served.

Lamont Cranston climbed the landing stairs to the deck. By shrewd use of hissocid prestige. The
Shadow had wangled a persona invitation from Turner. Turner liked to have celebritieslike Cranston at



histable. It was excdllent advertisng for the show.

Pike, who surveyed most of the arriving guests, was standing at the head of the landing stairs. Cranston
saw the bouncer the moment he stepped to the deck.

Just then agirl very beautiful in an evening gown like frothy silver came over. It was Ned Turner's
daughter, Edith. Cranston bowed and alowed her to conduct him aft.

At one end, asmal stage was hidden by alowered curtain. At the other, an orchestrawas playing dance
music. Couples were whirling expertly on the dance floor, most of the women noticeably younger than
their escorts. It wasthat sort of crowd.

Therewasno sgn of Ned Turner &t the table to which Edith led Cranston.

"Dad will be dong presently,” Edith said. Her smile seemed forced and nervous. "He's usudly busy
before a show, as you can understand.”

Cranston saw that the table was s&t for four. But he made no comment about the extrachair. Helet his
polite glance pry an answer out of Edith.

"Mr. Hollister is going to be with ustonight. Roy Hallister. Perhgps you know him?"

"I haven't had the pleasure,” Cranston said. "If you don't object, I'd like the more immediate pleasure of
dancing with you. May 1?7

"Of course!™

Asthey danced. The Shadow let his gaze wander, in order to watch the people about the deck and
observe what was going on. Edith was unaware of hisroving eyes.

He saw Roy Hollister before the girl did. Hollister appeared from below deck, presumably from the bar.
But there was no blur of liquor in hiseyes. They were clear and alert. They hardened at sight of Edith's

partner.

The moment the dance music stopped, Hallister stepped swiftly behind the girl and gently pinched the
lobe of her ear. Sheturned, startled, then broke into aped of shrill laughter.

"Roy! How you scared me!”
Sheintroduced the two men. Cranston was conscious of aert eyes boring into him.

"I've heard of you," Hollister murmured. Therewasacool irony in hisvoice. "Y ou shoot tigers and things,
don't you? A sportsman?"

"A hunter,” Crangton corrected, softly. He didn't explain the difference.

THE music began again. Hallister danced with Edith. Doubtless, he was pumping her about Cranston's
presence on the showboat. Or perhaps, Edith was volunteering swift information to her escort.

Cranston drifted from the dance floor. He made hisway quietly toward the bow of the showboat, where
things seemed to be darker. To get there, he had to pass the steps that |ed upward from the landing
stage. Cranston swayed backward suddenly.

Screened by a projection of the deck, he watched a quiet-voiced dtercation that was going on between
the scowling Pike and anew arrival. One look at the newcomer's face made The Shadow's heart



quicken.
It was Blue Chip Deegan.

Pike had backed the nervy gambler into adark corner - but it was Pike who was trapped! Deegan's
hand wasinvisblein his pocket. A corner of the pocket jutted ominoudy. Deegan was enjoying himsdlf.

"That'stwice |'ve caught you with your nose running, and no handkerchief!" He grinned at the glaring
bouncer. "I did it thismorning in Turner's apartment. Remember, sucker? Y ou'll dwaysbeasap for a

pocket gun!™

Pikesface flamed. He began to lean forward dightly. Anything could happen now. The sudden arrivd of
Ned Turner changed the grim Situation abruptly.

Turner blistered the sullen bouncer with low-toned profanity.

"Youfool! | told Deegan to come here tonight. What the hell's the matter with you? Coked up or
something?'

"l don't likethe smdl of things," Pike muttered defiantly. "I got atrouble hunch.”

Deegan laughed briefly. "That hunch may cometrue - if | don't get the gambling concession on this sucker
scow of yours, Turner. Or have you forgotten?”

"I haven't forgotten,” Turner said. Hisvoicewaslikeslk. "If you'll come forward, well go into
conferenceright away."

A nod sent Pike ahead, walking a step or two in advance of the others. It was grim mobster politeness
on the part of Turner. He was giving Deegan the opportunity to shoot down Pike from therear, if he saw
anything that resembled treachery. Deegan understood perfectly.

"Thanks" hesaid dryly. "It'sapleasure to ded with guysthat know therules.”
Thetrio vanished below decks. After abrief wait, Cranston followed.

The stairsled to an open foyer, beyond which was the bar. Men and women in evening dress were
perched on high stools drinking expensive liquor. A trio of girl entertainers dressed as Hawaiians, were
playing stedl guitars on araised platform opposite the bar.

There was no sign of Turner and his two companions. Nor did Cranston expect to see them. He had
noted a door at the opposite side of the passage. A muscular-looking sailor stood before the door.

The Shadow waited. The guard at the door was craning his neck hopefully toward the bartender.
Presently, awink passed between the two. The guard dipped across the corridor and hurried to the bar
for afree drink. In that interval, Lamont Cranston dipped unseen through the door.

Hewasin anarrow, dimly lighted passage that led toward the fo'c'sle of the showboat. No patrons were
alowed here; the cabins were private. Moving noisalessy, Cranston soon |ocated the cabin he was
seeking. He could hear Blue Chip Deegan's cold voice.

"The hdl withahighbal! Let'sget down to business.”
"A little drink won't hurt any of us" Turner replied.

Cranston sped swiftly to the far end of the corridor. Stairs led aoft to the dark bow deck. Cranston



knew now that Turner's cabin was on the starboard side of the ship, the unlighted side that faced the
Palisades of New Jersey.

Squirming past piles of gear and coiled rope, The Shadow did cautioudy over the bulwark and lowered
himsdlf to the outside hull of the ship, using thethick chain of the sunken anchor asalifeline.

His goal was anarrow ledge of creosote-smeared timber that ran the length of the black hull. It provided
adippery thoroughfare toward the lighted porthole of Turner's cabin.

THE figure that moved gingerly adong that dangerous two-inch ledge was no longer Lamont Cranston.
The black robe of The Shadow covered hiswell-taillored clothing. His hands were gloved. His piercing
eyeswere like glints of flame under the brim of ablack douch hat.

This disguise had come from an innocent-looking brief case carried aboard the showboat by Lamont
Crangton; asif he had come directly to the showboat from a business conference.

The porthole of Turner's cabin had been partly swung open. The Shadow could see and hear everything
that went on inside. He himsdlf was shrouded in darkness.

For thefirst time, he was aware of the real motive of the bloody raid aboard the Equator. He learned that
priceless gems had been stolen from the liner. More than that, Turner's vicious grow! told him that the
gems had since been stolen from the bookshop fence, John Brodly.

Turner coolly accused Deegan of being the smart bookshop thief. Deegan laughed. He replied, not to
Turner, but to the sullen Pike.

"Don't let meworry you, Pike. But my guessisthat you and Brody are the suckersin this game. Why the
hell should | want the gems? My businessisgambling. | can makedl | want from roulette. My bet isthat
Ned Turner pulled the stunt to double-cross adumb gun-dinger named Pike and a greedy fence named
John Brody. It'sthe old army game. One cut is better than three!

"Nutd" Pike growled. But he looked uneasy as he studied the face of his suave employer.
Deegan gave Turner no chance to reassure his henchman.

"Let's get back to my business. What about sdlling me the gambling concession to fleece some of those
wedlthy apesyou got aboard here?'

Turner's face was flushed. He hedged. He promised Deegan held give him a definite answer after the
stage performance was over. The whole thing was done so neatly that, without committing himsdif,
Turner convinced Deegan the gambling arrangement wasin the bag for him.

The two even shook hands before Blue Chip |eft the cabin.

The moment they were aone, Turner's whole manner toward Pike changed. He leaned closer, hisvoice
s0 low that the listening Shadow could barely make out the whispered words.

Hetold Pike the red reason for hisvelvet handling of Deegan. A new gem theft wasto be pulled this very
night!

"l had expected to wait another week for thingsto quiet down,” Turner said, "but something has
happened to force our hand. The ship with the stuff concedled aboard is leaving port sooner than |
expected. She's sailing tomorrow morning.”



"Why the sudden speed in sailing?" Pike asked.

"Because she secured her cargo sooner than the line officias expected. Some kind of aquick dea was
made with an exporter. The Slver Knave -"

"Silver Knave?' Pike uttered a startled oath. "Is that the name of the ship?'
"Yes"

"Then| think | know now who heidl It'sgottabe him!"

"What are you talking about?"

"I'm talking about Roy Hollister! | got some straight dope on him only this afternoon. Hollister and a
couple of river rats have been snooping around the Silver Knave for the past two days!”

"Holligter, en?' Therewasaqueer smile on Turner'sface. "He might fit it."

"He doesfit," Pikereplied, quickly. "All those guysin the bookstore had clean hands, didn't they? Saxon.
And Deegan. You, too, if it comesto that! Y et Davy Jones had blue dye splashed all over hishands. He
couldn't have washed it off. Suppose Hallister had snooped around the bookshop and had found out that
the-"

OUTSIDE the partly opened porthole, The Shadow quivered suddenly asif he had been shot.

For an ingant, blinding white light bathed him in daylight brilliance. Thelight threw an accurate slhouette
of hislistening head through the porthole. It showed like avivid black picture on theinner wall of the
cabin.

Thelight came from the searchlight of aHudson River night boat moving up the river toward Albany.
Pikeydled with darm. He darted toward the porthole the moment he recovered from his amazement.

His stunned heditation gave The Shadow his opportunity. The searchlight had shifted toward the opposite
shore. The Shadow fled in darkness a ong the narrow ledge toward the bow.

Pike'sface peered into the night. A gun gleamed in hisrigid hand. He saw nothing.

The Shadow was only afoot or so above the black surface of theriver. He had did swiftly down the taut
anchor chain. He hung with arms and legs coiled about it. His face was turned downward. Protected by
his black cloak and the glovesthat covered his hands, he wasinvisibleto the light-blinded eyes of Pike.

But the searchlight beam of the night liner was racing playfully back and forth over the showboat. If it
swept across the motionless body of The Shadow, he would be reveaed like a spider hanging on the end
of athread.

The white beam flicked aside at dmost the last moment. It jerked clear of the invisible anchor lineand
focused on the hull of the showboat. It legped from porthole to porthole, halting motionless asit picked
out of darknessthe blur of Pike's peering face.

With an oath, Pike jerked his head insde the cabin. The porthole dammed shut.

Minute after minute passed in pitch-darkness. The Shadow used the delay to let strength flood back into
his aching muscles. Then he began the difficult task of climbing up the dippery links of the chain.

It was greasy, ticklish work. He had to avoid making the least bit of noise. His gloved hand dipped.



Wildly, he dlutched -
CHAPTER IX. A DANGEROUSWOMAN

FLIPWILEY eyed hersdf inthetdl dressng-room mirror with complacent satisfaction. She leaned
playfully forward and tapped her lovely reflection with adim forefinger.

"Boo!" shewhigpered, smilingly.

Flip's creamy skin had been tinted a pal e sea-green hue. There was seaweed tangled in her golden hair.
The hair had been combed out loosdaly. When she danced on the stage in an artificia undersea setting, her
hair would stream smoothly behind her asif floating under water. Actudly, hidden eectric fanswould do
thetrick.

The costume that Hip wore was adaring one. She had afish-net brassiere. A girdle of clamshdll beads,
grung on silver chains, tinkled musically when she moved before the mirror.

A green fishtall, blazing with imitation emerald, conceded her limbs. A clever opening in it permitted her
to walk without disclosing her shapely bare feet.

Turning from the mirror, FHip swayed slently into abrief practice dance. Shelooked likeamermaid
undulating gracefully across the sunken bed of an ocean.

A cautious rgp on the door of her dressing room halted her brief dance. She straightened rigidly. Her
eyes veered toward the locked door.

The cautious knocks were repeated - in asignd Flip knew. Ordinarily, she was not afraid of the man
whom she was aware stood outside in the dark corridor. Tonight, however, she was uneasy.

She dared not refuse to answer the summons. Picking up a silken dressing gown, she clutched itsfolds
hastily together over her skimpy costume. She unlocked the door and aman glided quietly and swiftly
ingde.

It was Roy Halligter.

Therewas asmile on his handsome face, but he was obvioudy under agrim tenson. The glazed smile

made Hallister look somewhat like a cautious banker advancing aloan to adepositor. His actions
increased the resemblance. He handed Flip Wiley a package of bank notes.

She counted them coolly. There were ten billsin the packet, each of one-hundred-dollar denomination.
Hollister smiled, handed her another one-hundred-dollar bill.

"That makesit an even eleven hundred," he whispered. "The thousand bucksiswhat | dready owe you
for past performances. The extra hundred is abonusfor the tip that enabled me to make arrangements
for the Silver Knave."

"Fair enough,” Hip said softly. "I'm aga who aways needs dough. Y ou're the sort of guy it'sapleasure
towork for."

Shelaid acaressing hand on Hollister's as she glided past him toward alocked cabinet. Hollister flushed,
but said nothing. Flip continued to the cabinet and locked up in one of the drawers the money she had
received from him.

"Y ou better be careful about coming to see me,”" she breathed. "Blue Chip has been acting queer latdly. |



think he suspectsI'm having dedlings with you.”
"Itsjust abusinessrelationship,” Hollister muttered.

"Y eah. But would Deegan believe that, if he saw you done here with me - | mean, in acostume like
this?'

With asultry look in her eyes, Flip alowed her silken robe to sway apart for an instant. Again, Hollister
flushed.

"Deegan knows I'm interested in Edith Turner," he muttered.
"That skinny little nincompoop! "

There was jedous venom in Hip's sugary voice. Again, she swayed closeto Hollister. Thistime, there
was no pretense of her fedlings about him. For an instant, Hollister held her in aquick, passionate
embrace. But his anxiety was stronger than his emotion. He released her avkwardly and stepped back.

Flip pouted. "Anyone would think | was ahag! What kind of aman -"
She hated with agasp. Hollister's face paled. Someone was rapping gently on the locked cabin door!

THERE was dead slence insde the dressing room. Hallister looked desperately about him for aplaceto
escape. In the silence, Blue Chip Deegan's suspicious voice was dimly audible outside.

"What'stheideaof the big delay, Hip? Open up! I'minahurry!”
"Just asecond, swestie pie," she called quickly. "I'm getting ready for my act. Wait'll | find my robe."

Hollister wastiptoeing to a connecting door that gave access to an adjoining cabin. But Flip hated him
with afrowning shake of her head.

Her lips at his ear warned him that the door led to the dressing room occupied by her dancing partner -
the man who enacted the role of adrowned sailor in the underwater ballet.

She showed Hallister a curtained exit that led to the stage. Hollister nodded, and vanished discreetly.

Deegan was scowling with rage when he was findly admitted by the smiling Hip. He shoved away her
caressing hands.

"Cut out the bluff! Y ou had aman in here with you! Who was he?!
"You're crazy inthe head, darling!"
"Dont lietome! | heard the guy whispering.”

Hip's nimble brain groped desperately for aconvincing dibi. But fate pulled her out of her dangerous
spot. There were sudden footsteps on the stage beyond the curtained exit. A man strode smilingly into
the dressing room.

"Ligten, Flip. About that change in the dance | suggested. | think - Oh, hello, Deegan!™

The man was Anthony Saxon, the theatrical producer. It was Saxon who had conceived and staged the
lovely underwater ballet that had made Ned Turner's "Hoating Follies' such ahit. He looked puzzled and
adarmed a the threatening scowl he got from the gambler.



"Wereyou in here aminute ago, talking to Hip?' Deegan growled.

Flip had dropped back a step or two. Her face was behind the shoulder of the angry gambler. She
nodded a desperate and silent "yes' to the puzzled producer.

Saxon took the cue. He nodded promptly.
"Sure, | wasin here. We were talking about a change in Hip's dance routine. What about it?"
"Nothing,” Deegan said. "l just wondered.”

Saxon sensed danger, but he didn't know exactly what. He had backed up the dancer's lie because he
didn't know what else to do. He could see that Flip was terrified under the mask of her gay amile. He
took her by thearm.

"Come out on the draped stage and I'll show you what | mean, FHip. In that first scene, where you rise
dowly out of that big oyster shell and turn to face the audience -"

Deegan made no effort to stop them as they vanished through the curtained exit. He looked tigerish ashe
stood perfectly till in the empty dressing room. His cold eyes veered about him, froze asthey noticed
that the draped dip cover of a sofaseemed to be dightly disarranged.

Deegan dropped to his knees and lifted the dip cover. Hidden benegath the sofa, he found aman's hat
which Hip had kicked swiftly out of sght. Deegan's laughter was barely audible as he noted theinitidsin
the swesatband.

"R.H.," hemuttered under his breeth. "Roy Hollister, damn him!™

He placed the hat carefully back where he had found it. He didn't want Flip to redize that her schemeto
hoodwink him had failed.

Theveiled ook in his eyeswould have made FHip Wiley scream with horror, had she seen it. He turned
and |eft the dressing room. The corridor exit closed softly behind him.

WORKING with dow, methodica care, The Shadow inched himsdlf higher and higher on the
showboat's taut anchor chain. The mishap that had amost tumbled him with anoisy splash into the dark
river below was not repesated. Stealth and silence were now absolutely essentia to The Shadow.

Hewas aware that a pirate raid was planned for tonight by the same thugs who had boarded the
Equator. The name of the new steamship to be victimized wasthe Silver Knave.

The Shadow intended to foil that raid and capture the conspirators. He planned to get quietly ashore
from the showboat and notify Joe Cardona. As aways, The Shadow would remain in the background,
merely making sure that the criminas did not dip through the fingers of the police.

Fate, however, was moving swiftly to discount The Shadow's prudent intent.

He had reached the narrow wooden ledge that ran lengthwise along the black hull of the showboat.
Above his head stretched afew yards more of greasy anchor chain. But The Shadow remained where he
was. Hisearstold him it would be impossible to gain the deck without being observed.

Husky voices were talking beyond the dark bulwark. One of the voices sounded like Pike's. The
Shadow inched sideways aong the dippery ledge, returning toward the porthole of Ned Turner's cabin.

The porthole was no longer open. Pike had snapped the glass cover into place and dogged it.



Farther amidships, considerably closer to the stern of the showboat, was an open porthole through which
light poured. The Shadow's feet were numb by the time he reached hisnew goal. But his eyes, rising
benesath the open porthole, gave him aswift visoninsde.

The room was empty.

In another moment. The Shadow began to squirm head foremost through the opening. The portholes on
the old brigantine had been enlarged to permit added ventilation to the interior of the ship. Except for
that, The Shadow's task would have been impossible.

Onceingde, herealized that he wasin Hip Wiley'sdressing room. A photograph of the dancer in her
mermaid costume drew The Shadow's calm gaze for only an instant. He began to glide toward the door
that led to the corridor.

He was passing a deep closet when hiswhole plan changed again. From the curtained doorway of the
stage, The Shadow heard voices. Flip was returning swiftly to her dressing room, accompanied by a
man.

Their appearance cut off The Shadow from the corridor. He vanished into the closet, hid there behind
hanging garments.

By thistime, Hip appeared in the room, followed by Anthony Saxon. The Shadow cautioudy pushed
asde garmentsto view them.

They were talking about the change in the dance routine which the stage producer had recommended.
Flip agreed with Saxon's suggestion. She turned toward the connecting door that led to the cabin of her
dance partner, to discuss the change with him. Saxon, however, took her by the arm, halting her. His
voicewasfriendly, yet grim.

"Why did you make melieto Deegan alittle while ago? Did you have aman hidden in here?'
"Doesit matter?' Flip said, with acareless laugh.

"Y ou're playing with fire, Flip! | know Deegan'stype. He's akiller! Take my advice and be very careful
how you handle him!™

Hip shrugged.

"I've been handling men al my life. I'm not afraid of Blue Chip Deegan or anyone else. Comeon! Let's
straighten out the new dance routine with my ballet partner.”

The two vanished into the adjoining cabin, closing the door behind them.

A MOMENT later, The Shadow dipped from the closeat. Quietly, helet himsdf into the corridor and
melted toward the stairs that gave access to the open deck.

Not long afterward, it was Cranston who appeared on deck and mingled with the customers. He had | eft
the outer shell of The Shadow behind him in adark nook between decks, where no one but he could find
it. Helistened gravely as a sailor in awhite-and-gold jacket gpproached him.

"Beg pardon, sir. Areyou Lamont Cranston? If so, | have amessage for you."
"l am. What isit?'

"A Mr. Roy Hollister is extremely anxiousto have aword with you, in private. He saysit concerns alady



who isin deep trouble. He requests that you see him for amoment before the show begins.”

Crangton felt aquick surge of eagerness. He was certain that the lady in trouble was Flip Wiley. But why
should Hollister want to see Cranston? It seemed to indicate till another lady - Edith Turner! Events
must be moving to aswift pitch of danger, if Edith was suggesting that Hollister confer with Lamont
Crangton. It meant she was afraid to trust her own father!

The sailor led Cranston down a staircase to alower deck. A door swung open.
"Mr. Crangonishere, Mr. Hollister," the sailor said, in arespectful murmur.

Cranston stepped forward. As he did so, he gave aquick exclamation and tried to turn. The cabininto
which he was stepping was empty!

The next ingtant something struck vicioudy againgt Cranston's head. He tumbled forward acrossthe
doordll. Histrailing legswere dung indde by the sailor who had dugged him.

The door dammed and was locked on the outside.

CHAPTER X. THE ISLAND OF MUD

WHEN The Shadow emerged from unconsciousness, the cabin in which he had been trapped was empty
except for himsdlf. The dim light that burned in the ceiling showed no exits other than the locked door.
The cabin was an insgde one, on adark corridor that ran down the middle of the ship.

The Shadow was inclined to doubt Hollister had sent the message to trap him. Why should Hollister tip
hisidentity in so foolish afashion - especialy if he was Davy Jones, as Pike seemed to think? Ned Turner
seemed amore likely suspect. Or the dangerous Blue Chip Deegan.

Theinference was clear. Someone had suspicioned Cranston's presence aboard and had made grimly
surethat he would not interfere with aswiftly moving crimind plot.

Peril pointed most definitely to the dancer, Flip Wiley. The Shadow knew she had placed hersdf ina
gtuation of frightful risk. Hemust aid her. Hisface was grim as he set himsdlf to the task of picking the
lock of his prison.

It was not adifficulty task. His lant had made no effort to search Crangton's limp body before he
fled. That wasamistake. A tiny pointed stedl pick hidden within Cranston's clothes made short work of
the lock.

The Shadow glided noisdlesdy down the dim corridor. No figure appeared to challenge him. He could
hear from the aft deck the pulsing music of an orchestra. It was the overture to the "Hoating Follies.”

Hefound his cloak and hat in the dark nook where he had secreted it. Soon, he crossed the Saircase
foyer and glided past the bar without being observed. The bar was closed during the progress of the
stage show.

The music of the overture sounded louder as The Shadow cautioudy tried the knob of Hip's
dressing-room door. The door was not locked.

Cautious pressure allowed The Shadow a quick glimpse into the room. What he saw brought apiercing
gleamto hiseyes. He stepped lightly insde, closing and locking the door behind him.

Hip Wiley lay huddled on thefloor.



Her body was twisted grotesquely, the head close to the marble base of awash basin. Her dead face
wasamask of terror. Hip had fought fiercely for her life; that was pitifully clear. Her silken robe was
torn. A bareleg protruded from arip in the green silk fish tail.

Evenin death, Flip Wiley's beauty was superb.

THE SHADOW gtared at her hair, her face, her throat. There were ghastly bluish marks on her neck.
They had come from thetight clutch of aman'sfingers.

Strangulation, however, had not killed the dancer. Her dripping wet face, the soaked tangle of her blond
hair, were evidence of amore ghastly method of murder.

The Shadow stared a the wash basin. The rubber stopper was till inthe drain. The basin filled with
water. The man who had choked Hip into silence had held her face under the water until she drowned!

The crime must have taken place only afew moments before The Shadow's arriva. Theroomwasin
much disorder. The murderer had fled swiftly to prepare for the disposa of the corpse. The unlocked
door of the dressing room proved that. So did the drowned dancer's forehead.

Therewas no disfiguring mark on it. Davy Jones had not had time to brand his victim with the sedl of
vengeance.

The Shadow peered swiftly about the desth chamber. Not an item in the disordered room escaped his
chdlenging scrutiny. A mirthless amile parted hislips briefly. Something he saw under the sofatightened
hislipsinto acompressed line.

He began to glide swiftly toward the door, to make his exit.

The Shadow's gloved hand reached to unlock the door. Suddenly, he froze. From the corridor outside,
he heard adow creaking, uneven sound.

In aflash, he divined two men were creeping stedlthily toward Flip's cabin!

The Shadow unlocked the door in the same ingtant the disturbing knowledge flashed through his mind.
He didn't want the approaching criminas to suspect that avisitor had entered the death chamber in their
absence. Thelocked door would have told them that ingtantly.

Then The Shadow backed desperately across the room, seeking an avenue of escape. The stage exit
was out, for the show was on. So he left the cabin by the same unconventiona method he had entered.
Hisbody squirmed through the large porthole in the hull.

Again tiptoeing on the narrow, dippery ledge between the dark sky and the darker water of the Hudson,
The Shadow drew a soundless breath. His gloved hands clung to the outside hull of the ship. His cupped
palms and the pressure of histoes on the narrow ledge benegth his feet were dl that kept him from
plunging backward into theriver.

Peering across the lower rim of the porthole, hisface shielded by the black brim of hisdouch hat, The
Shadow observed the two men who crept into Flip's cabin.

One of them was Ned Turner. His partner was the sullen-faced bouncer, Pike.

Pike pulled the rubber stopper out of the lavatory basin; the water ran down the drain. Then he began
restoring the room to some semblance of order.



Turner, meanwhile, was busy wrapping the gleaming body of Flip in the sllken dressing gown which had
been nearly torn from her during her losing battle for life. From around hiswaist he uncoiled along length
of rope.

The Shadow began to retreat along his dangeroudy narrow ledge. He interpreted correctly the purpose
in the minds of Pike and Turner. They were going to lower the dancer's body through the porthole. The
Shadow moved carefully toward the anchor chain.

Behind histurned head, the music and singing from the showboat's stage made noisy rhythm. The
Shadow heard nothing from the muffled oars of arowboat. But he saw it with aquick thud of his heart. It
was coming directly toward his staring face.

THE boat contained two of Pike's thugs. They saw the spread-eagled figure of The Shadow on the
narrow ledge adong the ship'shull a the same ingtant he saw them.

Gunslifted. Bullets whizzed toward The Shadow. But no sound accompanied the firing, except afaint
plop-plop. The guns were silenced.

Slugs crashed into the wooden hull of the brigantine dongside The Shadow's head. One nipped his ear
like the dash of ared-hot knife. The other passed under his outstretched arms.

Herisked afdl from hisdizzy perch by swiftly withdrawing one of his cupped pamsfrom the hull and
darting it underneath his cloak. When it withdrew, an automatic glittered dully in the darkness.

A quick gasp came from the open porthole behind The Shadow's head. Ned Turner was reaching
outward with a clubbed wegpon in his muscular grip. He had heard the dull impact of bullets against the
hull of the showboat.

Hisfirst blow was glancing and knocked off The Shadow's hat. Before The Shadow could turn without
losing his precarious bal ance, a second smash of the clubbed wegpon landed with stunning impact against
hisskull.

He tumbled backward, turning over in midair like an awkward diver. He was too dazed to twist hisfaling
body into avertica plunge. He struck the black waters of the Hudson on his stomach.

The rowboat darted to the black ripples where The Shadow's body had gone under. Except for the light
shining from Hip's cabin, the starboard side of the brigantine wastotaly dark.

In the rowboat, the thugs watched for The Shadow's dazed body to rise. A quick clutch at hisdripping
hair and he was hauled quietly aboard. Helay in apuddie of river water under one of the thwarts. Tight
cords were looped about hiswrists and ankles. A gag wasthrust in his mouth.

Hiswet scap dripped blood, and he lay like adead man. The rowboat maneuvered closer to the hull of
the showboat.

The body of FHip Wiley appeared through the dark porthole. The light insde the cabin had gone out. The
corpse was lowered on arope to The Shadow's captors. Turner and Pike followed the dancer's body
down the rope. The rowboat veered slently toward the black middle of theriver, impelled by the
cautious dips of muffled oars.

Another boat was waiting for it in the concedling darkness. Thiswas asmal motorboat. Thetwo menin
it had cork-blackened faces. The Shadow and the dead dancer were swiftly transferred. Pike went with
them. The rowboat took Turner stealthily back toward the showboat.



The goal of the motorboat was a shelving mud bank on the Jersey side of the river, covered with athick
growth of reeds. A path wound through the mud to aspot invisible from either river or shore. No lights
were used by Pike's men. Evidently they had been here many times at night.

Flip's body was thrown calloudy down in the oozy mud; The Shadow was flung alongside her. Pike
laughed grimly. The Shadow was till unconscious.

That was what Pike assumed. The truth, however, was different. The Shadow had recovered from his
daze. His closed eyes were a camouflage to save him from death. But his hands and feet were till tightly
bound. The gag distended his aching jaws.

The small motorboat departed from the muddy idet. Its engine was throttled to amere murmur. It
vanished dowly down the river, carrying Pike and histwo black-faced thugs.

INSTANTLY  The Shadow began to act. Squirming in hisbonds, hisfingersfelt under his cloak,
touched stedl. The touch satisfied him. He lay back again, knowing a hidden knife was there. He was not
yet ready to release himsdlf.

The Shadow waited for the return of Pike and his men, confident that this time they would appear ina
fast, black speedboat - the same high-powered craft that had raided the Equator.

His guesswas correct. There were now three men with Pike, dl of them disguised with burnt cork.

The Shadow permitted hislimp body to be transferred to the speedboat. An ironic purpose was behind
the bold risk he was taking on hislife. Hewas going, if possible, to make these crooks take him to the
steamship he knew they were planning to raid - the Silver Knave. However, they didn't carry The
Shadow very far before the speedboat dowed. The river was very wide at this point. Darkness shrouded
it from shore to shore.

Flip Wiley's body was dumped overboard. Farther down the river, the mermaid's costume they had
stripped from her body would be disposed of. The killers were taking no chances on quick identification

of her body.

It was The Shadow's turn next.

"Over with thelouse!" Pike snarled jubilantly. " Give The Shadow adose of Davy Jones medicine,
Turk!"

Turk fastened arope under The Shadow's armpits. He was lowered over the stern. The speedboat
shuddered into quick speed. The line attached to The Shadow's body straightened with ajerk. Hewas
towed swiftly down the river like a sodden bundle under foaming black water. Pike and his cold-gutted
paswere cdloudy drowning aliving prisoner.

But The Shadow had other plansin mind. Thelong fingers of his bound wrists reached for the
keen-edged knife, dashed it across his bonds. He tore out the gag. Another swift cut, and the rope that
attached him to the racing speedboat parted with atwang.

The mobsters discovered their lossingtantly. Turk, at the boiling stern, shouted a shrill oath of warning.
The black craft turned in aquick circle of foam. It began to race back to the spot where The Shadow
was swvimming desperately through the darkness.

The beam of aflashlight cut the darknesslike the bright spoke of awhed!. It centered on the dripping
face of The Shadow. His head lifted for an instant, as he tried to turn over and dive benesth the surface.



Pikefired. The flame of hisgun made bright stabs of scarlet. But there was no echoing report; he was
using asilenced weapon.

He saw the black water kick into spray al around the face of The Shadow. A crimson spot appeared in
the center of The Shadow's forehead. He threw up his hands in adespairing gesture.

With his mouth wide open in agony, The Shadow sank benesth the black surface of theriver!
CHAPTER XI. THE COVERED PIER

THE SHADOW'S mind worked grimly as he siwam benesth the murky surface of the Hudson. He had
tricked Pike and his crew into thinking him dead. The bullet hole on hisforehead he had smulated with a
red stick of make-up he carried on his person.

Letting his nose break the surface, he took a deep breath; saw that Pike, thinking him dead, had gone on
to the Silver Knave to perpetrate his holdup. The Shadow must get there as quickly as possible.

He swam ashore with strong strokes, pulled out dripping on the Manhattan shore.

It was astrange figure that hailed a cab afew minuteslater and by the gleam of his piercing eyes done
cowed the reluctant driver into taking him on asafare.

Soon the cab was flying down the West Side Express Highway. The Silver Knave's pier was near where
the Equator's had been.

When thetaxi findly pulled up to the desired dock. The Shadow leaped out. He knew the pier would be
locked. And he hesitated to ring for the watchman.

Faced by the dripping figure of The Shadow, the watchman would undoubtedly open fire. To his startled
brain, The Shadow would seem to be a desperate water-front criminal.

With alegp, The Shadow dove from the Street into the waters of the dip on the opposite side of the pier
from the Silver Knave.

He knew there was no way to get insde the locked pier except from the river end. A few strokes took
him to apiling, and he hauled himself up the dippery timber, studded with rusted spikes.

A narrow planked passage ran along the outside of the long covered structure. The Shadow darted at
top speed toward theriver end of the pier.

As he had anticipated, he had no trouble entering the pier from the river end. He raced under the shadow
of high, gloomy rafters to the watchman's shack, drew an automatic as he gpproached slently.

The watchman, however, made no movement. His eyes were closed. Hewaslying in ahuddle on the
floor. The Shadow could smell the strong odor of chloroform on him.

Clever criminals had taken no chances on the watchman's hearing noises on the Silver Knave.

Leaping across the prostrate body, The Shadow grabbed the phone. It was his usual method to alow the
police the actua apprehension and capture of crooks, The Shadow remaining in the background. He was
going to notify the harbor police.

But the line was dead. The telephone wire had been cut!
The Shadow dropped the usdlessinstrument. Sibilant laughter hissed from hislips as he darted through



the doorway of the shack. He darted across the pier toward the black hulk of the Silver Knave.

He could see the ship through the opening of one of the pier's huge freight gang ways. The heavy
corrugated metal door had been hoisted high on steel chains operated by eectrica power. The freight
gangplank between ship and pier was till in place. Everything had been |eft in readiness for evedoresto
complete alast-minute stowing of cargo a dawn.

The Shadow melted aboard the ship like amoving patch of darkness.

Hewas dtill grimly determined to transmit aquick darm to the harbor police a Pier A. Hehad asmple
plan in mind. It occurred to him the moment he had found the telephone wire cut.

Not a sound came from any part of the ship. The dlow drip of water from The Shadow's soaked
garments was the only evidence of his stealthy progress across the deck.

Suddenly, afaint bark hated The Shadow. It sounded like a deep, hollow cough from somewhere below
decks. The Shadow, however, was not deceived. He knew the sound was a pistol shot, muffled by the
inclosed space where it had occurred!

Ingtantly, he atered his plan of warning the policein favor of amore immediate maneuver.

THE SHADOW knew that Pike and his henchman Turk had probably boarded the ship from adangling
rope ladder, leaving the other two crooks to keep lookout in the speedboat. Somewhere below in the
bowels of the steamship, they had run into trouble! If The Shadow could bottle up their exit, he could
trap two thugs, aswell asthe cunning steward who was in league with them. It would give him abold
chance to battle with the armed |ookouts floating a ongside the liner in the black speedboat.

There would be time enough later to use his clever scheme to summon the harbor police.

Rounding a corner, The Shadow emerged on the starboard deck - only to hat with agrim exclamation.
He saw the limp figure of Turk, lying unconscious. Trouble must have started on deck, for close
ingpection showed The Shadow Turk had been choked.

The next instant, a dark head appeared over the railing of the ship. One of the lookouts had heard that
muffled shot from below and had climbed up the rope ladder to investigate. He yelled as he saw the
crouched figure of The Shadow bending over Turk, and fired.

That foolish shot sealed hisfate. The Shadow had to protect himsalf. A stab of flame from The Shadow's
gloved hand sent theriver pirate tumbling backward off the rope ladder. There was anoisy splash from
theriver and acry of larm from the second lookout in the speedboat. Seizing a Tommy gun, the thug
began to race up the swaying ladder.

The Shadow's veering eye saw the partly opened door that led to Section 3 of the ship'shold. He
surmised that this was where Pike and the treacherous steward had vanished, probably leaving Turk to
keep watch on deck. Slamming the heavy door, The Shadow bolted it againgt their regppearance.

Ashedid so he threw himself flat to the deck. Behind him sounded the grim stuttering of a Tommy gun.
But the dugs ripped harmlesdy over the prone Shadow and flattened themselves againgt the stedl surface
of the bolted cargo door.

The Shadow retreated with a headlong dive toward a bregk in the ship's superstructure. It was a narrow
corridor that ran between the port and starboard decks of the liner.

Hereached it just asahall of bullets came from a spot farther aft. Two men had gppeared from another



exit in the hold. One of them was Pike. The other was the hatchetlike countenance of the crooked
steward.

When they had gone below to get the gems the steward had secreted in the hold, they had been attacked
by acrew member, whom the steward had thought ashore with the rest of the crew. The crew member
had choked Turk into unconsciousness when attacked by him, then had gone to the hold to investigate.
There, Pike shot him to death: the shot The Shadow had heard.

The foxy steward had heard the metallic clang as The Shadow dammed and bolted No. 3 door. He had
redlized ingtantly that someone aoft wastrying to trap him and Pike. With Pikeracing noisdlesdy at his
hedls, the wily seward had found an emergency opening from the hold.

Their sudden appearance placed The Shadow between two streams of lead. He darted through the
narrow passage that led to the port deck. After him came Pike and the steward. The thug with the
Tommy gun raced forward in an effort to head off The Shadow. That was amistake. He found himself
forced forward dmost beyond the bridge, in order to find a clear way across deck.

The Shadow, meanwhile, wasracing for the steps that led doft to the bridge. Reaching them, he turned
and flung himsdlf flat. His gunfire sent Pike and the steward scuttling backward out of sight.

Pike had recognized the black figure of The Shadow. He knew now that The Shadow had escaped
degth from bullets and drowning in the upper reaches of the Hudson. He was burning with the lust to kill
thisgrim nemesisof crimindsonceand for al.

But the aim of The Shadow was dangeroudy accurate. A dug ripped the hedl from Pikes shoeashe
scuttled behind cover. The steward was no help to Pike at al. Whimpering with fright, hewasa
hindrance. His clawing hand on Pike's d eeve gave The Shadow the precious seconds he needed to climb
to the bridge and race toward hisgod.

He did the thing he had intended to do ever since he had discovered the dashed telephone wire on the
pier. He grabbed the ship's whistle cord and yanked it.

Brrrrrrnnnnnnnnnnph!

Theroar of that deep-throated blast was like the thunderous shout of a giant. It reverberated through the
darkness of the sllent water front. The Shadow kept it howling without astop, by tying down the cord.

It made faint the stabbing reports of The Shadow's gun as he replied to the fire of Pike and the steward.
From the other side of the bridge came the vague pap-pap-pap-pap of the Tommy gun. Thick plate glass
crashed a The Shadow's elbow. A chunk struck himin the cheek, spilling athin trickle of blood into his
mouth.

Down on one knee, he prepared to make alast grim defense.

SUDDENLY, The Shadow heard ashrill scream from the man with the Tommy gun. It was hardly
audible through the tumult of the roaring whistle. So wasthe blast of a police sren that echoed from the
darkness of West Street.

The whistle had done the trick. Help was coming from ashore. From the water, too, judging from the
adarmed gestures of the killer on the other side of the bridge.

He leaped out of sight. Pike and the steward had vanished, too. Pursuing, The Shadow was just in time
to see aghastly example of the honor that is supposed to exist between thieves.



Clawing a therail in his eagerness to escape to the speedboat below, was the fleeing steward. His mouth
was wide open. Pike thrust the muzzle of his gun into those open jaws and pulled the trigger.

The Shadow wastoo far away to prevent the murder. Nor did his hasty shot savethelife of the
unconscious Turk, who till lay motionless on the deck. Pike killed his henchman as swiftly as he had
murdered the steward.

He was taking no chances of a captured crook squealing to the cops. He went down the rope ladder in a
trice. The man with the Tommy gun followed his resolute leader. The Shadow raced toward therall.

Before he reached it, the motor of the speedboat was roaring. Pike and the surviving thug were fleeing
just in time to escape detection from a police boat that was churning upstream under forced draft.

It was The Shadow that the police boat's searchlight outlined on therail of the Silver Knave. His dripping
black figure drew ahail of police bullets. The cops made anatura blunder. They thought that the man at
therail wasthe mysteriousfigure of Davy Jones!

Flight was dl that remained to The Shadow.

He had barely vanished across the spidery length of the ship's bridge when cops began to pour aboard
the liner. They swarmed up the rope ladder |eft by the thieves. Two of them reached the bridge and
searched every inch of it, gun in hand.

They found no one.

Other cops raced across the cargo gangplank to the pier. They were equaly mydtified. They found the
drugged watchman gtill lying in his shack, but they found no trace of The Shadow. The strong metal gates
that closed off the shore end of the pier were il locked on theinside.

Where had The Shadow fled?

The answer was smple: Hewas gill on the pier! From where helay hidden, the darting figures of the
searching policemen looked like pygmies.

What The Shadow had done wasto swing by afeat of muscular strength from the projecting edge of the
ship's bridge to atimber-end of the pier's danting roof. He hung, swaying for a perilousingtant, then his
strong forearms drew him upward and inside out of Sight.

In the bewildering tangle of braces and supports, his god was asquare opening cut in the peak of the
roof - asmoke-grimed air vent.

None of the excited copsfar below him on the floor of the pier had sense enough to crane their necks
aoft. Evenif they had, The Shadow wastoo high to be more than adowly moving dot of blackness
among the girders.

He did stedthily through the smoke vent. Straddling the pesk of the roof, he approached the street end
of thelong structure.

A quick glance downward showed him that he was still in peril. The endless roaring of the Slver Knave's
whistle had drawn acrowd of spectators, nighthawk taxis, police cars. But The Shadow had to get to the
street to make his escape.

A rain-water drain pipe was the solution.



THE SHADOW went down the pipe hand over hand. A jutting angle of masonry protected him from the
sight of those in the street. The masonry was a bit of architectural swank, put there by the buildersto hide
the ugly length of the drain pipe and keep it from spoiling the lovely facade of the pier entrance.

It made perfect cover for the Slow descent of The Shadow.

A few moments later, one of the many taxi drivers seemed confused and rattled. He kept his bare head
lowered over thewhed. But in spite of his confusion, he maneuvered the taxi with quick skill. It crossed
West Street and vanished toward the dark blur of the Ninth Avenue elevated.

On thefloor inside that cab was the huddled figure of aman. It wasthe redl driver of thetaxi. The dark
figure that had did close to the cab from the side facing away from the pier had made no sound. The
blow of the pistol butt had been mercifully softened by the wrapped folds of a handkerchief.

Asthevictim crumpled, The Shadow shoved him inside the door he had aready opened.

When The Shadow finally parked the cab and | &ft it, he leaned for an instant over the quiet form of the
man in the rear. Something fluttered down into the dack hand of the unconscious hacker. It was il in his
fingers when he recovered his senses, afew minutes|ater. He took one look at the crinkly piece of paper

and gasped.
It was afifty-dollar bill!

CHAPTER XII. THE SHADOW'S GEOMETRY

THE SHADOW wasin his sanctum - a hidden room in an old building in the heart of New Y ork City.
Thisslent and secret retreat was unknown to police and crooks dike. It was a place seemingly without
entrance or exit. Darkness shrouded it, except for the glow of abluelight that threw a pool of radiance
on apolished desk.

The camly aert face of The Shadow wasin profile above the desk. The light accentuated his beaked
nose, the deeply socketed eyesin which flame seemed to writhe like the legpings of cold fire. The
sengtive fingers of The Shadow held asheaf of newspaper clippings.

The newspapers had plenty to say and to surmise about the murderous happenings the night before at the
waterfront berth of the Silver Knave.

The body of acrew member had been found, shot through the heart, in the cargo hold of the raided
vessel. Near therail of the ship, the dmost headless body of the steward had been discovered in a pool
of blood.

It added horror to the mystery. The testimony of the police medica examiner showed that a bullet had
been fired through the man's open mouth. Mistakenly, the papers printed the treacherous steward's
picture as a hero. It was supposed that he had tried to stop the fleeing gang of river pirates and had been
horribly dain asheyelled for help.

The sbilant laughter of The Shadow sounded as he read further mid eading accounts presented to the
public by deluded reporters.

Two dead thugs of the Davy Jones gang had been found. One of them, identified as a crook named
Turk, had been shot through the heart, asthe first mate had been. The other thug had died from abullet
through the lungs. His body wasfloating in the dip water beside the Siver Knave. Neither would ever
add aword to the dender store of information possessed by the police.



The Shadow read athird clipping with grim attention.

This one noted the finding of the unclothed body of Flip Wiley floating in the salt water of New Y ork
Harbor. The identification had been made by Ned Turner!

Summoned by the police to explain the coincidence of his"Davy Jones locker” balet and the fact that the
dead Turk had been employed asawaiter aboard his showboat, the wily Turner had visited the morgue
and identified the drowned girl as hismissing dancer.

Hetaked freely to the police. He dismissed the "Davy Jones locker" act as pure coincidence. Why, he
asked suavely, should aman run the risk of drawing attention to himsdlf by so foolish aname, if hewere
in any way connected with the dread Davy Jones?

Turner said he had been about to discharge Flip Wiley because of her friendship for a crooked gambler
named Blue Chip Deegan. He told about Deegan's effort to install acrooked gambling whed aboard the
showboat. He asserted he had promptly told Deegan to go to hell.

A police search for Deegan disclosed that he was no longer in hisusua haunts. He had apparently fled
town. A warning was flashed al over the country to apprehend Blue Chip Deegan for the murder of Fip
Wiley.

Acting Inspector Cardonaissued aveiled statement to the newspapers hinting that the man who had
dipped through the fingers of the police a the Silver Knave's pier was actually Deegan!

THE SHADOW'S lean fingerslaid aside the worthless newspaper clippings. A sheet of blank paper was
drawn into the poal of light on the surface of his desk. Using a pen, The Shadow began to write with
methodical care.

Hefirst drew atriangle. At one angle of the figure, he wrote the name of Ned Turner. At the second he
wrote Pike's. The third angle was marked with Brody's name. Inside the triangle, The Shadow wrote
"bookshop,” completing his grim geometry of identification.

The Shadow had dready made a secret visit to the bookshop of the cunning John Brody, after
discovering hisnamein the flyleaf of the morocco-bound book at Turner's apartment. He was also aware
of the secret of the brownstone house that was perpetudly offered for sale, but never sold.

Taking another sheet of blank paper, the steady hand of The Shadow drew another grim triangle. It was
exactly likethefirgt, except that different names marked the three equal angles of the geometrica figures:
Hip Wiley, Blue Chip Deegan, Roy Hollister. Insde was the word " showboat.”

Fip Wiley linked the persondities of two very different men - one cold and ruthless; the other warm,
handsome, suave. What had been the redl relationship of the shapely Flip to these two sharply opposed
boy friends? Which of them, Hollister or Deegan, had drowned Fip by holding her lovely face under
water in the wash basin of her dressng room?

The Shadow didn't answer that question - perhaps becauseit didn't contain in itsalf the proper reply.

Instead, his pen drew alargefigure"2," indicating that he suspected two forces of evil in thismost tangled
intrigue of degth in hisentire career.

Lastly, he wrote the name that had thrown the New Y ork police into utter confusion - aname that meant
no more now than when it had first appeared in headlines after the raid on the Equator:

DAVY JONES?



To the question mark that followed the name of that unknown supercriminal, The Shadow knew the
amazing answer. But he didn't voice his thoughts. Knowledge was no good without evidence,

It was now the grim business of The Shadow to obtain proof.

The blue light in his sanctum suddenly faded. It left the chamber black and silent. No sounds of footsteps
were audible as The Shadow |eft that strange room hidden away in the heart of Manhattan.

His goa was the dingy bookstore of John Brodly.
ANTHONY SAXON was angry.

He had just received a disturbing telephone call from John Brody. Brody had camly informed the stage
producer that the magnificent solitaire diamond, for which Saxon had paid a deposit of one thousand
dollars, was missing! Worse, he refused to return Saxon's money. He assured Saxon that the debt would
be adjusted satisfactorily later.

Saxon'sreaction was grimly swift. He called up his bank and asked them to stop payment on the check
he had given Brody. To hisdismay, helearned that the check had aready been cashed.

Sensing Saxon'swaorry, the cashier said anxioudy: "I'm sorry. Naturally | had no way of knowing that you
didn't want payment made on the check. Is anything serioudy wrong, Sr?'

"No." Saxon covered his anger with aforced laugh. "It'sjust asmal misunderstanding between mysdlf
and the payee. I'll straighten it out personaly.”

Again he put through acal for Brody's bookshop. Thistime, he minced no words. He threatened to
squed to the police concerning the nature of Brody's undercover businessin jewels, unless his money
was promptly refunded.

"Don't get tough,” Brody said curtly. "No oneistrying to gyp you! | expect to receive very shortly
another interesting shipment of - ahem - rare objects. I'll merely transfer your one-thousand-dollar
deposit to something elsethat -"

"Youwill like hd!" Saxon barked. Y ou'll give mewhat | bought, or my money back! If you don't, I'll lay
the whole matter before the didtrict attorney! Y ou've been lying to me about those gems being dipped
quietly on the market by impoverished collectors who didn't want their bankruptcy to become known to
the public. | believe those gems were stolen!™

Brody's voice on the wire became ingantly icy.

"Ligten, sap! If you try to rat on meto the cops, your body will be fished from theriver like alot of other
fools! Think it over!”

The booksdller hung up with a bang. But there was a deep crease of worry between hisdy eyes. He got
in telephone touch with Ned Turner and told him the imminent peril that threatened both of them.

Turner'sfaceflushed. Then it paled. He was Sitting in the ornate library of his expensive Manhattan
gpartment. He lowered his voice as he leaned closer to the tranamitter, but every syllable was crysta
clear with the threat of murder.

"Put a couple of gunners on Saxon'stail. Follow him wherever he goes. No - wait aminute! Don't do
that! Go over to Saxon's gpartment yourself. Kid him dong; tel him that you've changed your mind, that
you'l return hismoney. Anything to keep him quiet for ashort time.”



"Y eah - but suppose he stays tough?”'

"If hedoes, I'll give him somered pirate trestment. I'll make the fool walk the plank! Before | get through
with -"

Turner's voice choked off suddenly. He added, huskily: "That's swell, Mr. Saxon. | think the act will go
over big. I'm counting on you to handle the stage production. See you soon.”

He hung up and turned to face his daughter. Edith Turner had just entered the room. There was a puzzled
look on her pretty face.

"Who's going to walk the plank, father?* she smiled. "It sounds positively bloodthirsty!"

Turner reassured her with aglib lie. Hetold Edith he had just been talking to Anthony Saxon concerning
anew ballet dance for the "Hoating Follies." Because of the strange deeth of Hip Wiley, Turner was
anxiousto avoid unfavorable publicity about the "Davy Jones locker” act in his show.

"The new act will be an old-fashioned pirate set," he grinned, "with abevy of beautiful chorusgirls
dressed in cute little boots, gold earrings - and not much e se. The customerswill loveit. Saxonisgoing
to gageit for me."

EDITH nodded without much interest. She was completely fooled. Her father left the room to get his hat
and coat. Hetold Edith he was going to have atalk with Saxon. That was the grim truth. Turner was
going to assist the cunning John Brody to put the heat on the unfortunate stage producer.

He had scarcely |eft the library for an inner room of the gpartment, when a servant came to the door. The
servant announced avisitor for Miss Edith. Her heart lesped with pleasure a sight of the handsome
cdler.

It was Roy Halligter.

There was a mysterious smile on Hollister's lips. He drew Edith into aquick embrace and kissed her. He
whispered something into her ear that brought a delighted sparkle to her blue eyes.

"A surprise? For me? What isit?' The sght of the gift sunned the girl into ingtant silence. Hollister had
laid in her palm the largest and most gorgeoudy perfect diamond solitaire ring she had ever beheld.

"Doyou likeit, sweetheart?' he asked, unevenly.
"Oh, Roy! It'smarveoud! It lookslike afamily heirloom.”

"Itis. It has been in my family for generations. That'swhy | delayed buying your engagement ring. |
wanted you to have thisone.”

"I'm absolutely thrilled! Come on, let's show it to dad!”
Holligter'sface paed.

"Ishe here? Darling - wait! | - I'd rather keep the surprise a secret until | can change this old-fashioned
etting for something more modern. That yellow gold ought to be platinum. And the setting itself isso
heavy and awkward. Let me haveit. Please!”

He clutched for it as he heard aheavy step approaching the library door. Edith playfully resisted. She
demanded akiss before sherelinquished her "surprise.” She was amazed a the roughness with which
Hollister snatched thering from her.



Hewastoo lateto dip it out of sight into his pocket. Ned Turner had seen the sparkle of the gorgeous
stone. He stopped short, staring at it. For an instant, there was adreadful rigidity on hisface. On
Hollister's, too. Then both men managed to smile and shake hands.

Turner examined the ring with politeinterest.

Holligter told Edith's father the same story he had told the daughter. Turner congratul ated the young man
on his possession of o lovely afamily heirloom.

Actudly, Turner wasicily aware that the sparkling stone in Hollister's possession was part of the loot
gtolen from the bookshop by the figure of Davy Jones! It was the same gem over which the gypped
Anthony Saxon was making such athrestening squedl.

Turner promptly got rid of his daughter with asuave excuse. He told Edith the time had come when he
and her future husband must talk about the necessary financia arrangements for the coming marriage.

AS soon as Edith | eft the room, Turner whirled grimly on Hollister. He demanded to know where he had
obtained the ring.

Holligter'slaugh was mirthless; hislipswere athin line. He refused to explain.

"Y ou damned scoundrel!" Turner growled. "I know now exactly who and what you are. Y ou fooled me
for along time; now it'sashowdown. Y ou raided Brody's bookshop and stole those gems! You'rethe
wise guy who's been taking advantage of al this Davy Jones publicity to pull acunning hijack game!
Well, let metdl you right now -"

He backed up astep as he saw Hollister's hand flash toward his hip. Turner's own gesture was like
lightning. His wegpon was haf drawn before Hollister could pull agun.

The patter of eager feet was dl that averted agun duel between the two glaring men. Hollister let go of
the butt of his wegpon and mopped his pae face with ahandkerchief. Turner averted his body and
pretended to be fumbling for acigarette.

They both smiled tremuloudly at the flushed face of Edith. She was tremendoudy excited. She wanted
Roy to take her out and celebrate. A quick glance at arigid grin of Turner's made the young man shake
his head. Suavely, he explained that he had only dropped in for aminute. He was terrible busy. Hed see
Edith later; probably that evening?

Before the girl rightly understood what was going on, Hollister bowed and took his departure. He went
straight to the bookshop of John Brody, having made grimly sure that he was not followed.

He entered, after noting that the shop was empty except for Brody's stupid-looking femae clerk. To
Holligter's satisfaction, Pauline informed him that Mr. Brody was away on business connected with anew
shipment of books.

This pleased Hollister. Brody was the last man he wanted to see &t this particular moment. He'told
Pauline his call was not important, and not to bother informing Brodly if he returned soon.

He left the bookshop and took a cab down the avenue. But thiswas only abluff. Returning to the
neighborhood on foot. Hollister rounded the corner and waked quietly up the Sde street toward adark
and rather dingy-looking brownstone house.

Thiswas the house which contained no tenants and which was dways "for sde." Hallister grinned coldly
as he passed dong on the other side of the street. His gaze was not directed toward the brownstone



house. He was alot more interested in a sedan that was parked at the curb.

It was growing dim and shadowy in the rather narrow Side street. The afternoon was waning into dusk.
Not many pedestrians were visible. Hollister walked onward to the next corner and loitered in front of a
cigar store until he saw that the coast was clear. Then he returned rapidly on the same sde asthe
brownstone house and the quietly parked car at the curb.

It was not quite dark enough yet for the street lampsto be on. But it was dark enough to blur Hollister's
figure and afford some measure of concealment for his down-tilted face. The shades on the dusty
windows of the brownstone house were al drawn.

Hollister paused, asif admiring the sedan at the curb. He was ashrewd, cool man. His hand that lifted the
trunk lid at the back of the car was dow, dmost casud. But his disappearance was made with lightning

Speed.

One moment he was crouched alertly, staring up and down the deserted Street. The next, the street was
deserted except for the parked car.

Crouched out of sght in his self-selected prison. Hollister congratulated himsdlf. He chuckled at the
thought that no one had observed his quick fade out.

Hewaswrong, however. An dert figure hidden in adoorway acrossthe street, was completely aware of
what had happened.

The Shadow had been waiting patiently. He had not been idle since his discovery that the bookshop of
John Brody was afence for an organized gang of jewed smugglers. He knew the secret of the dingy
brownstone house. He was aware of the tunnd that connected it with a secret chamber under the rear of
Brody's store.

THE SHADOW retreated into the house where he had posted himsalf. He climbed the deserted stairsto
aroom he had hired. There was atelephone in this room. The Shadow called anumber that rang a bell
ingde a phone booth in the cigar store on the corner.

A man was lounging near that booth. At thering of the bell, he closed himsdlf inside the glassed door and
answered thecall.

Five minuteslater, a car driven by this same young man, rounded the corner and parked. The driver
seemed weary. He douched over the whed and appeared to go to deep.

His name was Clyde Burke, reporter on the Classic, and atrusted agent of The Shadow. The Shadow
had chosen Clyde because the reporter was an excellent marksman with a pistol; and The Shadow

expected gunplay tonight!

Meanwhile, the missing John Brody had not been idle. Obeying the shrewd orders of Ned Turner, he had
paid ahasty visit to the office of Anthony Saxon. Brody was as smooth as honey. He apologized for his
gruff talk over the phone, and sang a sweet and completely different tune. He promised to repay Saxon's
one-thousand-dollar deposit immediately.

Saxon logt hisire. Smilingly, he got his hat and coat and accompanied the wily Brody back to the
bookshop.

They entered - but they did not emerge. A long time passed. The darkness grew thicker outside. The
dtreet lamps had long since sprung into yellow brilliance by the time Anthony Saxon resppeared in
public.



He came out of the brownstone house midway up the side street. Saxon appeared to be drunk. Hisfeet
dragged and his body swayed duggishly.

He was supported by two men who hustled the wavering "drunk™ toward the closed car at the curb. One
of these solicitous friends was John Brody, the other Ned Turner.

Onceinsdethe car. Saxon's figure was dumped on the floor and covered with athick laprobe. The car
rolled a adow speed toward the corner. Turning, it vanished up the avenue. Its speed increased.

Another car got quietly into motion. Thiswasthe onein which Clyde Burke had sat dozing so long after
histelephone talk in the cigar store.

The Shadow rode with Clyde. He issued no orders. None were necessary. Clyde'sjob wasto follow the
abductors of Anthony Saxon to their destination.

It was The Shadow's intention to rip away the mystery that shrouded the underwater disappearance of a
black speedboat in the upper Hudson. The Shadow suspected that "Davy Jones locker” wasavery red,
and not a al ghostly, hiding place.

Heknew definitdy the actud identity of Davy Jones!

Shilant laughter echoed eerily in Clyde Burké's ears, as he drove histrailing car northward through the
twinkling darkness of Manhattan.

CHAPTER XIII. THE INNER LOCK

THE trail of Anthony Saxon's kidnapers|ed to the diagond dash of brilliantly lighted Broadway. The
crooks were taking a swift route northwest through Manhattan. Evidently they were heading for the more
sparsely settled regionsto the north of the city.

The Shadow suspected that their goa would be a spot somewhere along the Hudson. Probably, about a
mile south of where Ned Turner's swanky showboat lay anchored.

This opinion was based on the movements of Pike and his men the night they had carried The Shadow to
the muddy idet before their unsuccessful attempt to drown him. The black speedboat had apparently
reached the idet from a spot about amile below Ned Turner's"Hoating Follies."

The pursuit of the unsuspecting criminas continued beyond the city line. Riverdale was passed. Through
patches of trees, the dark sheen of the Hudson was occasiondly visible. Heavy traffic a ong the motor
highway helped to conced thetralling car.

The crooks reached an intersection finally, and hated. A dirt lane led toward theriver, through athick
grove of pine and spruce. Turner got out of the car, ostensibly to examine histires. He glanced backward
along the motor highway. The Shadow's car was hidden by abend in the road.

Satisfied, Turner got back in the sedan. It vanished dong the dirt lane.

The Shadow and Clyde Burke followed on foot. It was dower, but infinitely safer if they wished to avoid
detection.

Screened by athick clump of trees, The Shadow watched. The fugitive car was parked in asmall
clearing not far from the river. The water was invisible behind atangled growth of underbrush and scrub
pine. A narrow footpath led onward to theriver. Turner disappeared down the path. Brody remained in
the car with Saxon.



Clyde started to move in pursuit of Turner, but the quick pressure of The Shadow's hand restrained the
impetuous newspaper man. A moment later, the reason for his prudence was disclosed. Thetrunk in the
rear of Brody's car was gently lifting!

Hollister's cleverness was superb. Not asound betrayed him to Brody. All the lights of the car had been
extinguished. In the darkness, thelifting trunk lid wasinvisble fromin front. The creaking of the wind
through the trees masked any faint sound Hollister made.

He dipped bellywise dong the black earth until he reached conceament. Then he followed Turner - not,
however, along the path Turner had used.

The Shadow was equdly prudent. Accompanied by Clyde, he skirted to the left and crawled noisdlesdy
forward. A small wooden jetty was disclosed at the edge of the murky river. Hollister was nowherein
sght. Turner was staring straight at the jetty. He coughed warningly.

A man's head appeared over the end of the jetty. It seemed to rise miraculoudy from the waters of the
Hudson. The Shadow recognized that lumpy, brutal face.

It was Pike.

THE reason for Pike's mysterious appearance from the water was swiftly explained. Hetugged at a
hidden line and the dim graceful hull of ablack speedboat drifted from under the jetty.

There was a smothered laugh from Turner, agrunt from Pike. The two men hurried back to where Brody
waited with the kidnapped prisoner.

They had hardly vanished when a patch of darkness did swiftly into sight. Crouched close to the ground,
Roy Hollister darted toward the moored speedboat. He boarded it without sound, stowed himsealf out of
sight aboard the black pirate craft.

Something cool and |eather-covered was thrust quietly into Clyde'shand. It wasapair of binoculars.
Clyde nodded, as The Shadow's lips brushed his ear with abrief order. He remained where he was. The
Shadow |eft the covert; his vanishing figure made no sound.

Presently, Turner and Brody approached thejetty. They lugged between them the dazed figure of
Anthony Saxon. Pike, with them, started the boat's engine. The streamlined craft moved quietly into the
darkness of the Hudson, gathering power as it sped farther from shore.

Clyde watched through hisbinoculars. The boeat adtered its course in midstream, danting southward in a
dark tangent. It curved inward toward the shaggy shape of the Palisades on the Jersey side.

Then, without warning, the speedboat vanished!

Clyde uttered a gasp of awe. The thing smacked of witchcraft! Moving his high-powered glassesin wider
circles along the black water, he was unable to detect any sign of the vanished boat.

Hedid asengblething, under the circumstances. Lifting hisline of vison, he examined the Palisades
above the spot where he had last seen the pirate craft.

A scar inthe black cliff showed where something resembling an earth dide had occurred. Clyde used this
faintly visble gash asamarker to insure the correctness of his memory. Then he obeyed the orders of
The Shadow and hurried up the shore closeto theriver.

THE SHADOW, meanwhile, had devoted his attention to alarge boathouse he had observed before he



left Clyde. The boathouse was dark and seemingly deserted, but The Shadow was taking no chances on
disclosing his presence to a possible watchman inside.

A diamond cutter removed a pane of glass from awindow. The Shadow entered the dark interior
without sound.

He could see vaguely the graceful shapes of canoes, piled neatly on rows of timbered racks. But his
glance was a brief one. He heard the quick patter of investigating feet. Through an open door, he saw the
approaching glimmer of alantern.

Thewind blowing in through the hole left by the removed pane of glass had crested a strong, cold draft
of ar. Thishad excited the suspicion of the watchman. He came hurrying in, hislantern held high, agunin
hisleft hand.

Dropping close to the floor behind the curved shape of a canoe, The Shadow dipped aslver coin from
his pocket. He tossed it lightly through the air, heard it strike against a canoe on the opposite side of the
chamber.

The watchman whirled with an oath and pointed his gun. The Shadow darted slently behind him. There
was athump asthelantern fell. A gasp came from the watchman, then silence.

When The Shadow moved again, the watchman was tied and helplessin a corner. The attack had been
quickly made, the capture an dmost painless one. Jujitsu had enabled The Shadow to put out of the way
temporarily aman innocent of any wrongdoing.

Failure to seize him might have spoiled awell-planned campaign againgt adangerous crimina, smart
enough to baffle the entire police force of New Y ork City.

The Shadow went back to the open window. A moment later, the hurrying figure of Clyde Burkejoined
him inside the boathouse. Clyde reported what he had seen through the binoculars. The Shadow did not
seem surprised at the magical disappearance of the speedboat acrosstheriver.

Hurrying through the boathouse, he reached the flat wooden float that fronted the Hudson. His gloved
finger pointed silently to arowboat tied up at the edge. Clyde took apair of oarsfrom arack near the
runway leading to the float, rowed himself and The Shadow out into the black Hudson.

It was adow method of crossing theriver, but stealth and secrecy were more precious to The Shadow
than the time lost. Presently, the rowboat approached the spot under the Palisades which Clyde had
noticed through hisbinoculars.

It was not anatural gash in the hillside. The scar dong the steep dope had been caused by workmen
scooping out traprock and gravel. The quarry, however, had been long since abandoned.

Fronting the river was awarehouse and awharf, where barges formerly had tied up at the water's edge
to receive their loads of materia. The warehouse rested on a concrete foundation that rose solidly out of
the water. It had been built thusto make it easier for barges to approach the adjoining wharf.

A sign was painted on the ancient concrete wall close to the water:
Cable Crossing
Do Not Anchor!

The Shadow was eyeing asingle letter in that faded sign when there was a strange bubbling afew yards



back of the rowboat. It seemed like a subterranean disturbance on the bed of theriver. A patch of foam
on the surface indicated that a current of water was bubbling upward from below.

AT aquick order from The Shadow, Clyde removed most of his clothing. Clad only in socks and
underwear, he dived expertly near the spot where water was still bubbling upward. He was gone dmost
afull minute

When he appeared findly, gasping for breath, the muscular grasp of The Shadow hauled him swiftly back
into the boat.

While he dressed, Clyde gave an amazing report. He had located a horizontal pipe lying on the bottom of
theriver. The pipe was of large diameter, and it apparently came from the concrete warehouse at the
water's edge. The bubbling had been caused by a stream of water emerging from the pipe under terrific
pressure!

Theinformation confirmed something The Shadow had dreedy divined. The sign about the cable crossing
was adevice to keep boats from dropping anchor too near the warehouse and discovering the presence
of the hidden pipe. The water, which was now dowly ceasing to bubble upward, must come from the
interior of that abandoned warehouse.

Rowing the boat closeto the concrete wall fronting the river. The Shadow examined more closely the
letter of the painted sign which had firgt attracted his attention. 1t wasthe letter "A" in " Anchor.” It had
been very recently repainted. The extra blackness of the letter was a device to hide aterationsin the
concrete that had been made under the shape of the letter.

The Shadow found, after a painstaking examination, that the short bar between the two vertical strokes
of the"A," wasalever. It did outward and down when hejerked it. Ingtantly, awhole section of the
concrete wall began to move aside. A dark opening at the surface of the river was disclosed.

Clyde pushed the rowboat through with an oar. The Shadow's el ectric torch shone briefly. The chamber
within seemed to be abasin for mooring boats under the cdllar of the old gravel warehouse. It was
empty. There was no sign of the black speedboat.

Had the criminals sunk their craft? The Shadow thought not. He had a more daring theory to account for
the speedboat's disappearance.

He ordered Clyde to row toward the inner concrete wall of the hidden basin. Asthe boat scraped along
thelength of thewall, The Shadow examined every inch of its sained and moldy surface. Hefound, ashe
had expected, aduplicate of the lever device he had uncovered on the outer wall. He jerked it outward
and down with a steady pull.

Nothing seemed to happen to thewall in front of him. But acry from Clyde brought his head turning
quickly. The outer wal, the one behind them, was closing! Swiftly, the exit to the river vanished. They
were trapped inside.

Clyde was scared. But a sihilant whisper of laughter suddenly came from The Shadow. Torch in hand, he
was watching theinner wall. The wal remained unchanged - but something was happening to the water.
Itslevel wasdropping rapidly! The stain from the tide mark on thewall was dready afoot higher than the
surface.

The nature of the chamber was now apparent. It was awater lock. A mechanism had closed the lock
and was busly pumping water out through the exit-pi pe concealed on the bed of the river. The rowboat
began to drop lower.



When it had sunk nearly ten feet, alock gate was exposed in the inner wall. Shoving the boat through,
The Shadow found himsdf in asmaller chamber, ten feet under the actua surface of the Hudson River!

The Shadow had found Davy Jones locker!

MEANWHILE, the automatic action of the lever had closed thelock of the basin. A strange, rushing
noise was audible through the thickness of the concrete wall. Water was now filling the outside chamber
againto theleve of thetide mark. Ten feet under the surface of theriver, The Shadow's rowboat floated,
cunningly hidden.

Alongsideit was another craft: the black speedboat.

It was moored to aringbolt in the wall. There was no sign of Turner, Brody, or the ugly-faced Pike. They
had vanished somewhere with the kidnapped Anthony Saxon.

Nor was there any sign of Roy Hollister. Evidently he had left his hiding place soon &fter the others had
abandoned the boat.

His probable method of escape from the inner lock was no mystery to The Shadow, after theray of his
torch flashed dong the ceiling of the inclosed chamber. The square outline of a closed trapdoor was
visible dmost directly above the black speedboat.

The Shadow motioned curtly to Clyde Burke. The two men stepped into the speedboat. Reaching
backward, The Shadow removed a plug from the leaky hull of their own craft. It was adangerous clue to
their presence, if spotted by Turner or any of hismen. The rowboat sank out of sght with afaint gurgle.

Clyde understood what he had to do next, when he saw The Shadow spread hisfeet apart and brace
them solidly on the planked floor of the black pirate craft. Clyde scrambled to The Shadow's shoulders.
Hewas able to lean outward and fumble at the crack of the trapdoor in the ceiling with nervoudy eager

fingers
He was too nervous, too eeger. Before heredlized it, he had leaned too far. He tried to save himself by
clutching a The Shadow, missed, and plunged with a splash into the water.

Instantly, The Shadow went off the boat in aclean dive. Unlike Clyde, he made no splash. Hisfingers
caught the reporter's shoulder in agrim clutch. To Clyde's horror, he found himself being drawn
downward, instead of being pulled to the surface!

The rush of rapidly racing footsteps was audible above the celling of thelock. Clyde's awkward splash
had been heard. There was asqueak asthe trap lifted. Dim light flooded through. The pale blur of aface
peered.

But the face was exposed for so brief an ingtant that it was indistinguishable. Theflashlight in the crook's
hand was held in such away that it afforded no chance to identify hisface. In his other hand, agun
glittered ominoudy in agloved fig.

He stared for a breathlessinstant at the speedboat beneath the partly opened trapdoor. Boat and water
alike appeared empty. Clyde had not reappeared on the surface, nor had The Shadow.

That was the reason why The Shadow had dived overboard. Clutching Clyde's shoulder, he had drawn
him downward instead of up. The two passed like squirming fish benesth the kedl of the speedboat, their
heads to emerge on the other side of the craft.

A space of only afew inches was open between this side of the boat and the concrete wall of the lock.



The craft's overhang hid the dmost submerged heads of the two men.

But the splash which had been made by Clyde's body was not so easily camouflaged. It wasthat sound
which had drawn the evil figure above the trapdoor.

The Shadow deceived the man by deceiving his mind. He presented afa se senseimpresson to him,
hoping the man would accept the explanation autometicaly.

The submerged palms of The Shadow began to wave back and forth. The motion set up aquick current.
Waves began to roll againgt the concrete wall and splash. They moved rhythmicaly, one after another.

Above, the unseen man uttered a hoarse laugh. His mind acted as The Shadow intended it should. He
thought that the ripples were caused by the wash of ariver sleamer going down the Hudson outside.
Those boats produced a strong wash aong the shorein the rlatively shalow weter. The agitation of the
water would penetrate even to the interior of thelock. It wasalogical explanation to the man above.

The trapdoor dropped with abang; his footsteps receded.

Cautioudy, the dripping body of The Shadow emerged quietly from the water. Flame seemed to writhein
the depths of his eyes, as he lifted them toward the trapdoor.

His presence in the headquarters of Davy Jones remained unguessed. The way to the unmasking and
capture of a supercrimina was now open!

CHAPTER XI1V. THE SUPREME FOE

NED TURNER sat in the center. The silken packet lay on the table before him. To theright of Turner
wasfaintly smiling John Brody. Pike sat on the | ft.

Ned Turner had changed this abandoned gravel warehouse to suit his own purposes. The cost had been
considerable, but Turner had already received a princely profit on hisinvestment.

He chuckled with ddight as hisitching fingers opened the packet that lay before him on the table. Gems
gpilled out in rich profusion. It wasthe loot that had been successfully stolen from the Siiver Knave by
Pike, in spite of the deadly ondaught of The Shadow.

Turner played greedily with the jewels. "What about the prisoners?”

Pike grinned, said: "They're O.K. Saxon was acinch to handle. Blue Chip Deegan was a bit tougher. But
we don't have to worry about either of those babies any more. They're ready for the works, as soon as
you say the word."

Brody spokefor thefirg time.

"Too bad about Deegan. A smart guy! If he wasn't such adamned lone wolf, he might have made himsdlf
alot of dough. Come on! Why waste time? Let's put the dug on him."

Turner smiled.
"I'm not sure that thisis the proper timeto kill either Deegan or Saxon.”

"The hell you say!" Pike growled. Helooked like atiger from whom ajuicy morsdl of meet has been
suddenly withdrawn. "What's the idea?"

"I'musing my brains. I'm waiting for abigger victim. Time enough to get rid of Deegan and Saxon after



we've captured the man who's been posing as Davy Jones!™
There was agasp from Pike, afaint sigh from the more quiet Brody. Both gazed at Turner.

"I'vefound out who thishijacker redly is," Turner continued. "He's the man who nearly ruined our raid on
the Silver Knave. In other words, he's The Shadow!"

"What good doesthat news do us," Brody commented quietly, "if we don't know who The Shadow is-
and have no way of capturing him?"

"Tonight will answer both those questions,” Turner replied. "In thefirg, place, | know aready who The
Shadow redlly is. HE'sthe very handsome gentleman who plansto marry my daughter. In other words,
Mr. Roy Holligter!"

"Hollister - The Shadow? Why, | thought -"
"Gee, boss, are you sure that you -"
Turner's gesture silenced the remarks of his henchmen.

"In the second place, Hollister iswaking into atrap tonight. | didn't tell you what was going on before
this, because | didn't want to risk a premature move. Hollister was outs de the bookshop tonight when
we kidnapped Saxon! More than that, he rode with us up the Hudson, concedled in the trunk of my
ca!"

Again Turner checked the exclamations of the other two.

" let thefool do it. Unless1'm completely wrong, he sneaked from the car to the speedboat and rode
acrossthe river with us as astowaway. He's very obligingly cometo us- to bekilled!"

Pike legped to hisfeet. "Where the hell ishe now?"
"I expect him to sneak up through the trgpdoor from the inner water lock - Wait!"

His hand stopped the impetuous thug. From the drawer of the desk where Turner sat came aloop of
tightly woven cord. It was agarrote cord, used to strangle avictim murderoudy from behind.

"Takethis, it's better than agun. It hasthe virtue of silence. And make sure you don't get too enthusiastic
and kill thefooal. | want the pleasure of watching him die abit more dowly than from strangulation. Y ou
understand?'

"l getit," Pike croaked.

Hetook the garrote cord and tiptoed from the conference room.

"Very, very nicel" Brody whispered, gloatingly.

Ned Turner began to play covetoudy with the heap of sparkling gems piled before him on the table.

THE SHADOW and Clyde Burke stood perfectly sill in the midst of pitch-blackness. They had
emerged quietly through the trapdoor above the water lock.

With speech, the lips of The Shadow moved closeto Clyde's ear. Clyde pressed The Shadow's wet arm
twiceto indicate that he understood and would obey. He remained where he was. The Shadow vanished
from hissde.



The extent and nature of thisinvisible room was unknown to The Shadow. He began to pace dowly
forward in the darkness, planting each foot carefully before him. Hisintent was to measure the chamber's
areaand survey thefour wallsfor possble exits.

He had taken barely twenty short steps, when he suddenly halted. A faint sound hissed quietly inthe
blackness.

It was hardly loud enough to be called a sound. It seemed more like the sigh of atired man. It didn't
come from the spot where The Shadow had |eft Clyde Burke waiting. It seemed to come somewhere
fromtheleft.

The Shadow remained perfectly <till. He didn't want to betray his presence to afoe he was sure was now
insde the chamber. He hoped to hear arepetition of that faint, sghing whisper. In about thirty seconds, it
was repested. It resembled the hiss of compressed air carefully controlled by some muffling device.

Silently, The Shadow retraced his steps toward the spot where he had |eft Clyde. He had no need of
eyes. Hismovements from and toward his agent were guided by mathematics. At the twentieth dow step,
he reached out his gloved hand to touch Clyde. Hefdt only thin air.

Quickly, hisarm began to describe wider and wider circlesin empty darkness. Clyde was gone!

A less competent investigator would have flashed on alight or rushed heedlesdy into peril. The Shadow
did neither. Hisdert brain told him asimpler and more perfect method of following thetrail of his
vanished agent.

Helowered himsdlf to his knees on the stone floor of the pitch-black chamber. His pamsfelt moisture on
the stone. It was water from the drip of Clyde's soaked clothing. Circling cautioudy, The Shadow
located atrail of damp drops. It led toward the |eft - the direction where The Shadow had heard the
strange sighing whisper.

His hand soon touched a vertical object. He knew from its smoothness and coldness that he wasfacing a
masonry wall. A blank wall! No sign of door, window or aperture of any kind was evident to the
exploring fingers of The Shadow.

An exit had closed on acunning kidnaper and hisvictim. The criminal, unaware that two men were
hidden by concedling darkness, had struck silently and vanished with the helpless reporter.

There was no longer any need for caution. The Shadow'stiny electric torch glowed. It showed athick
sonewadl. The damp trail left by Clyde ended directly in front of that solid surface.

The Shadow's flash circled the chamber in which he stood. He saw aroom about forty feet square. The
only perceptible break in its stone paving was the outline of the trapdoor in the floor.

Again the light torch returned to thewall. The wet drops|eft by Clyde made the location of the exit panel
asmpleone. But how did it work?

The Shadow began to search with grim swiftnessfor the device that controlled the mechanism.

AT that very ingtant, the murderous Pike was standing on the other side of thewall. He had no
knowledge that he had made abad blunder in his selection of avictim. Thethick wall hid the gleam of
The Shadow's torch. Pike chuckled as he stared at the prisoner he had successfully captured.

Pike thought he had seized The Shadow!



Therewas aburlap sack over Clyde's head. It had been drawn swiftly over him and tightened with a
draw string, after the garrote cord had bit into the flesh of Clyde's throat from behind.

Clydelay flat on thefloor, twitching feebly. He wasin agony from the pressure of the strangulation cord.
But he was in no immediate danger of desth. Pike had obeyed the order of Ned Turner. He had drawn
theloop just tight enough, and not too tight.

Picking up the muffled figure of Clyde. Pike tossed him over his shoulder. Using asmdl torch to guide
him, he began to hurry dong a narrow passage.

He came, findlly, to a spot where the passage ahead of him forked. A narrow stone-paved corridor led
to theleft; another branched off to theright.

Pike took the left passage.

It brought him back to the conference room where Turner and Brody waited. For once, Brody had lost
his sneering calm. He legped excitedly to hisfeet as Pike dumped the muffled victim to the stone floor.
Hisvoice was awhiplash.

"Rip that sack off his head!"

Clyde's face was bluish from the pressure of the garrote cord about histhroat. Hisfingers plucked
ineffectudly at it.

A medley of oaths greeted the exposure of his agonized face. Thetrio of criminals stared at one another
in agtonishment. The prisoner wasn't Roy Hollister! They had never seen this man before.

It was John Brody who flung himsdlf at the captive. Hisfingers dived into Clyde's pockets, exploring
them with swift thoroughness. Suddenly, he uttered acry.

"We're apack of damned fools, Ned!" he shrilled fiercely. "Thisfellow isn't The Shadow! He's areporter
for the Classic! Look at thigl"

Hewas holding a scrap of pasteboard in his shaking fingers. It was Clyde's press card.
Pike wastoo startled to utter a sound. Turner swung vicioudy toward him.

"Wherethe hdll isHollister? Did you let him get away from you? There must have been two of them
down below!™

Pike shook his dazed head. "There was only one, I'm telling you! How the hell did areporter get in
through those water locks? What does it mean?”

"It meansthe copsare wiseto us," Brody said in hiscold, silky voice. "I've heard about this Clyde
Burke. He's the ace reporter of the Classic. He has police contacts - Acting Inspector Cardonaishis
best friend. If Burkeis here, it meansthat Cardona and his cops are somewhere nearby, either ashore or
ontheriver."

"Maybethisguy isastooge for The Shadow,” Pike snarled.
"Well find out,” Turner said.

HE whipped the cord from Clyde's throat. Liquor was poured into his open mouth. The reporter gasped
asthewhiskey burned with reviving strength in his ssomach.



Brody did the questioning. Therewas akind of inner joy behind his eyes.

"O.K., Mr. Clyde Burke, you're on the spot! We want the right answers. Arethe copsin on thislittle
rad of yours?"

"No," Clyde sad, feebly. "If you'l give meachanceto-"

Hewastrying to gain time. But Brody gave him no chance to temporize.
"Were you aone when Pike grabbed you?'

Clydedidn't reply.

"Were you with The Shadow?"

Agan Clydewasslent.

"Takehim, Pikel" Turner, bresking in, snarled.

The husky mobster threw himsdlf at the reporter, sent the dazed Clyde crashing to the floor from a
powerful blow. Having tied Clyde's wrists and ankles, he removed hiswet shoes and socks. Lifting the
barefooted victim, he carried him to atable. Turner had legped toward a dusty cupboard. He removed
something and handed it to Pike. It looked like a plumber's blowtorch. Under Pike's expert touch, flame
jetted from the thing in ahissing blur. Pike held it closeto the soles of Clyde's bare fedt.

"How about answering those questions, sweetheart?" Pike crooned.
The curl of the flame mushroomed flat on the bare flesh of Clydesfoot.

THE secret of the wall mechanism did not delay The Shadow very long. Fear speeded his groping fingers
- fear for the missing Clyde Burke. The Shadow had avivid idea of what would happen to Clyde if
rescue wastoo latein arriving.

Having passed the barrier in the dark masonry, The Shadow began to advance at a swift, though
noisdless, pace. He raced along the narrow passage that had aready swallowed up the figures of Clyde
and his captor.

In afew moments, The Shadow came to the dead end that had halted Pike briefly. He saw the forked
tunnelsthat led to left and right. Pike had gone to the left. But The Shadow chose the corridor to the
right.

His choice was dictated by afaint groan he head. Hurrying forward, he came soon to asmall,
earth-paved chamber in which two men lay helplesdy fettered.

One of them was the kidnapped, Anthony Saxon. The other was Blue Chip Deegan.

It was Saxon who had groaned. Deegan's lips were taut; his eyes were narrowed in the glare of The
Shadow's torch.

"Help!" Saxon whispered.

Deegan said nothing. He waited until The Shadow leaned over him - then his muscular hands shot out
and grappled with his deliverer! Saxon sprang up too. Both prisoners were not as helpless asthey
pretended. They had managed to |oosen their bonds. The groans were trickery.



They thought that The Shadow was one of Turner's men.

A pistal in Deegan's hand cracked as The Shadow swayed backward. His own gun legped into view.
But before he could defend himsdlf, the Single dectric bulb in the ceiling went suddenly ouit.

The Shadow had dropped historch. He snatched it up again and whirled as ashot smashed at him from
the room's doorway.

The ugly figure of Pike was reveded. He had heard the crash of Deegan's shot. Racing aong the narrow
passage, he was just in timeto break up the battle between The Shadow and the two then he had sought
torelease.

Saxon and Deegan fled through an inner doorway. The Shadow, driven toward the sdewall by the
charging figure of Pike, was unable to follow the fugitives. His automatic barked.

But he had been wounded by Pike'sfirst shot. The dug had creased hisribs, stunning him by the red-hot
impact and twisting him to hisknees. Before he could writhe out of danger, the onrushing Pike leaned
over him and ddlivered aterrific blow with the butt of hisweapon.

Before The Shadow could recover from that stunning impact on his skull, he was a prisoner in the
conference room where Clyde Burke lay groaning with agony on atable.

PIKE was confident that thistime he had captured the elusve Roy Hallister. But a quick examination of
the prisoner changed hisjoy to dismay.

It was obviousto all three crooksthat Roy Hollister and The Shadow were not the same personality.
Hollister was a younger man. But there was no doulbt that they had at last caught The Shadow! His
beaked nose, the piercing flame that seemed to writhe in the depths of his deep-socketed eyes,
proclaimed hisidentity.

Questions were spat at him.

His head hung weskly on his heaving chest. Blood welled from the bullet dash that had creased hisribs.
Helooked like aman mortaly hurt. But he laughed as he straightened suddenly. He tore himsalf
backward from his captors, and his hand sei zed the flaming blowtorch that had been set carelesdy aside
by Pike.

Its agonized heat blasted the staring eyes of the thug, singeing his lashes and brows into a sooty smudge.
Blinded, the crook tumbled backward.

As he did so, the diving Shadow withdrew a hidden automatic from beneath his cloak. He went under the
stab of crimson from Turner's weapon like aman doing a degp-knee bend. His own bullet caught the
showboat owner squarely in the ssomach. Turner went down with a scream, clutching his body.

Brody, in hishagteto fire at The Shadow, fell over hiswrithing companion. The Shadow felt pain from
Brody's dug lick dong hiswrist. But the crash of hiswegpon was even swifter than the stab of hot pain.
Brody spun dizzily and went down.

Pike had clawed the blindness from his singed eyes. He came at The Shadow, like amadman, gun
leveled to kill. Therewas only one way to stop him. The Shadow's bullet snuffed out Pike's life a scant
instant before the mobster's clenched finger could squeeze the trigger that would have killed The
Shadow.

Silencefilled the chamber. The acrid odor of burned cordite was like a sharp bitein The Shadow's



quivering nostrils. He saw that Brody and Pike were dead. Turner, badly wounded, was threshing of the
floor, uttering animal-like whimpers. His clenched fingers pressed againgt the oozing wound in his
someach.

The Shadow cloaked his automatic, then released Clyde Burke. He dashed the bonds from his ankles
and wrists and hel ped him from the torture table. Clyde's lips were gray. He was bent over like an old
man.

About to lean over the table where the jewels stolen from the Silver Knave lay in asparkle of colored
glory, The Shadow was stayed by avoice:

"L et go of those gems, please!”
The voice came from the doorway behind The Shadow. There was death in its clipped politeness.

"Don't move, gentlemen! Hands up hight... Thank you." A faint chuckle followed. "Now you may turn
about, if you careto.”

It wasimpossible to tell whether he was young or old. His face was the horrible visage of adead man - a
drowned man!

Wet hair hung in dank streaks over thelivid face. Sea-green trousers and smock clung to the apparition's
body in moldy folds. A crimson mark was visible on the wet forehead. It was the same device that John
Brody had seen in the cellar of the bookshop when the gems from the Equator had been hijacked: a
trident.

The Shadow was facing his supreme foe: Davy Jones!
CHAPTER XV.BEHIND THE MASK

THE gun in the gloved hand of Davy Jones menaced The Shadow and the pain-racked figure of Clyde
Burke. Clyde leaned weekly againgt The Shadow. Theflesh of his bare feet was bleeding from the flame
of the blowtorch that had been used to torture him.

A groan came from Clyde; but he dared not lower his tiffly upraised arms. Nor did The Shadow.

The Shadow was concentrating his cam gaze on the intruder. It was obvious at close quartersthat the
dreadful appearance of Davy Jones wasthe result of clever make-up. The stiff horror of that green-hued
face came from awaxen mask. The dank, black hair was awig. The drops of seawater on the damp
forehead weren't water at all. They were drops of glycerin.

Davy Jones uttered aderisive chuckle.

"Thank you for mopping up three rather dangerousrivals. Pike and Brody seem to be quite dead. Ned
Turner won't last more than five minutes. All that remainsisto destroy The Shadow!™

Hisvoice sounded like the croak of afrog. It was obvioudy disguised. He continued in the same ugly
monotone:

"Y ou're going to be blown into pieces so smdll that it will take amicroscope to identify any part of you!
Behind you isadoor. Insde that door isachamber partly filled with loose gravel. The gravel has been
there so long that the air isimpregnated with particles of drifting dust.

"I need not tell what adust explosionislike, nor what will happen to you when adelayed dectric spark



ignitesthat finely divided dust inthe air of an inclosed chamber.”

He advanced dowly toward the table where the glittering hesp of jewe slay. The Shadow and Clyde
backed up under the menace of his gun. Davy Jones scooped up the jewe swith hisleft hand and
crammed them inside the silken packet. The packet disappeared in apocket of his green smock.

The Shadow'sarmswere dill helplesdy lifted; but he managed to swing hisface briefly toward Clyde. He
gave him an imperceptible hint of what he desired by aforward inclination of hishead.

Clyde's profile was partly turned. He was able to follow the direction of The Shadow's veiled gaze
without moving hiseyes. An added pallor in hisface was the only indication that he redlized what The
Shadow expected of him.

The dropped gun of John Brody lay on the floor, not more than three feet from where Clyde stood
groaning with the agony of histortured feet. He used his physical pain as camouflage.

Unaware of the full extent of The Shadow's plan, but obedient to the last, Clyde redled a step backward
on bleeding feet. His agony amused Davy Jones. But the chuckle of the masked apparition changed
swiftly to ascreech of alarm.

Clydeflung himsdlf suddenly backward. As he hit thefloor, hisbody squirmed over. His desperate
fingers clutched for the gun. Davy Jones whirled the muzzle of hisweapon toward an easy target. Then he
hesitated, tried to change hisaim -

The Shadow had flung himself into motion at the instant Clyde fell to the floor. He dived in adifferent
direction from that taken by Clyde, Hisgod wasthe pair of shoeswhich the murderous Pike had
removed from Clyde's feet before he had tortured him.

The Shadow scooped up a shoe and threw it with amotion so fast that hisarm wasablur. The hed
struck Davy Jonesin the eye, knocking him off balance.

As hereded back, his delayed shot raised roaring echoes in the room. The bullet, aimed not quite at
Clyde nor a The Shadow, went wild.

Again. The Shadow was on hisfeet. But he was not close enough to save himsdlf from attempted murder
on Davy Jones part. Clyde's desperate lunge did that. Unable to rise from the floor, he pivoted on his
belly and thrust out clawing fingers. His hand closed on an ankle of Davy Jones. The killer's shot roared
usdedy.

BUT hewas acunning and resourceful crimind. Eluding The Shadow's quick grapple, Davy Jones swung
hisguninavicious arc and raked the muzzle across The Shadow's forehead.

The sight on the barrd ripped a crimson furrow in The Shadow's forehead. Blood poured into The
Shadow's eyes, blinding him with itswarm deluge. Clyde seized Brody's gun, fired jerkily a Davy Jones
from acrouched angle on the floor.

But the masked phantom was aready in flight. He raced toward the open doorway through which he had
appeared; and sped out of sight along the dark passageway.

He was pursued after amoment or two by the wounded Shadow. Behind The Shadow came the
pattering bare feet of the nervy Clyde. Forgetful of hishorrible burns, forgetful of everything but the
capture of acornered criminal, Clyde raced onward with gritted teeth.

The Shadow had logt hisflashlight. He used the flickering glow of Pike's blowtorch to guide him. The



blood dripping into his eyes he wiped away with hisleft hand.

The chase led to the chamber where Saxon and Deegan had been held as prisoners. The room was
empty, but an inner door stood open. It was through thisinner door that the two prisoners had fled after
their mad attempt to kill The Shadow.

Davy Jones had raced through it, too.

Beyond was along narrow corridor leading to asmaller room. The Shadow halted cautioudy on the
threshold of this room, then stepped quickly insde. Clyde followed him. The Classic reporter took one
wondering look, then uttered ashrill cry.

A man waslying on the floor. Blood oozed from agash in his scalp. He groaned feebly and swayed to
his knees.

It was Roy Halligter!

Clyde gared at the pale face of the young marine broker who had been missing ever since he had hid
himself aboard the black pirate craft across the Hudson.

But it wasn't Hollister's pale face that drew Clyde's grim scrutiny, nor the gash in his scalp that dripped a
dow trickle of crimson. It wasthe garment Hollister wore.

Hanging loosdly to hisbody, partly unbuttoned, was the upper hdf of the sea-green costume of Davy
Jones! Nearby on thefloor, partly concealed by aheap of straw under which it had been hadtily thrugt,
was the waxen mask that had been worn afew moments earlier by the underwater apparition.

Clydéesgun lined on Hollister's heart. The voice of The Shadow was a brief monosyllable:
"Explan.”"

HOLLISTER tried to explain. His voice was shrill. He was panting with fatigue, but there was steadiness
in the gaze which he bent on the expressionless face of The Shadow. He was trying to gauge the effect of
hisdibi on The Shadow's mind.

Hoallister denied he was Davy Jones. He said he had been hiding in the lower part of the old warehouse.
Hearing the crash of gunfire, he had sneaked upward dong a dark passage and had been struck downin
the dark.

Hisvoice fatered as he tried to explain the presence on his body of the sea-green smock of Davy Jones.
The extended finger of The Shadow pointed slently toward the waxen mask that lay afew inchesfrom
Hollister's outstretched hands.

"I'm telling the truth," he snarled defiantly. "Y ou can believe me - or go to hdl! Try to hand me over to the
copsand you'l run into plenty trouble!”

Clyde'svoicewasicy. "Get up on your feet!"

A groan from adark corner of the room cut through Clyde's command. A pile of straw lay heaped high
in one corner. From under it crawled the bloody figure of aman.

It was Anthony Saxon. His mouth and his chin were smeared with gore.

The Shadow sprang to hisaid. He kicked the pile of straw flying as he listened to Saxon'sterrified
whisper. The body of another man was disclosed. It was the missing gambler, Blue Chip Deegan. He



was stone-dead.

"Don' let Hollister fool you!" Saxon gasped. "He'sadamned liar! He struck himself on the head when he
rushed in here! He ripped off the mask and tried to wriggle out of hisdisguise! But you got here too
quick for him. He's Davy Jones!"

Feebly, Saxon explained. He and Deegan had been wounded when Pike had captured The Shadow. The
two prisoners had staggered through the inner passage to the smaler chamber. Terrified, they crawled
beneath the pile of straw in the corner. Deegan, mortally hurt, died while helay there. Saxon, afraid to
move, had to stifle hisgroans. Hollister didn't suspect their presence when he had rushed in and made his
quick change.

"The caseisfinished,” Clyde crowed exultantly.

The Shadow nodded. Hisface was grim, as he uttered five strange words. They were echoed
increduloudly by Clyde.

"Holligter isnot Davy Joned™

"Thenwho -"

The Shadow wheeled about.

"Youl"

Hisfinger was pointing straight a Anthony Saxon!

FOR amoment there was stunned silence. Then The Shadow reached out. Saxon's right hand was
hanging limply, closeto histhigh. Only the back showed. Twigting it, The Shadow exposed the palm of
that hand. It was smeared with wet blood.

"Deegan's blood!" The Shadow spoke with grim knowledge.

He had observed the gory mouth and chin of the stage producer, while Saxon was trying to pin the guilt
on Hollister. Saxon was not actualy wounded. He had merely pretended to be. The blood had come
from Blue Chip Deegaen.

Saxon, trapped by the swift pursuit of The Shadow, had dipped his pam in the gambler's blood and
smeared it over hisown mouth and chin.

The Shadow continued to explain, as Saxon stood sullenly under the menace of Clyde's gun.

Hollister's story was correct. He had been dugged from behind. The waxen mask of Davy Joneswas
dropped close to hisfingers. Saxon hastily wrapped hisvictim in the green smock. Then he dived under
the straw pile beside the body of Deegan - whom he himsdlf had treacheroudly killed. It was from this
straw pile that Saxon had sneaked as Davy Jones when he had surprised The Shadow and stolen the

gems.

The Shadow proved it by lifting the silken packet of jewels from Saxon's pocket. He aso ripped the belt
loose from the theatrical producer's trousers. Under those trousers Saxon was gtill wearing the sea-green
trousers of Davy Jones!

He had made no effort to escape. He merely uttered afreezing chuckle.

"All right. You got me! But al you can proveisrobbery. Y ou can't send meto the chair. After dl, |



robbed only crooks. A smart lawyer will seetoit that | get off with afairly light sentence.”
Sibilant laughter came from The Shadow. He shook his head.
"Hip Wiley," hesaid camly - "you killed her! For that you will diein the eectric chair!”

Saxon uttered no sound. But he sprang ingtantly like aclawing cat. Hisleap carried him into a squirming
struggle with the startled Clyde. Clyde fired, missed, then helost hisgun to Saxon. Saxon struck him
down, whirled with atigerish motion toward The Shadow. The gun lifted.

An automeatic appeared suddenly in the gloved hand of The Shadow. It was pointed steadily, itstrigger
ready. Nothing but cold, impartial justice wasin the eyes of The Shadow!

Saxon didn't firefor an ingtant. Something seemed to snap in his maddened brain. He was through and he
knew it. He could see nothing but the vision of aghastly leather-strapped chair in abare-walled prison
room filled with staring witnesses.

Saxon's gun roared.

But the bullet from that swiftly turning muzzle wasfired by Saxon into hisown brain. He was dead before
he hit thefloor.

I'T was some time before the trembling Roy Hollister could speak. He had kept silent because his own
marine insurance businesswas not a strictly lega proposition. He had operated with spies adong the water
front, because the information he got from them was essentia to his business.

Hisinterest in the Silver Knave came from the fact that he was moving cargoes aboard liners at cut rates,
inviolation of marine law. He used Hip and othersto help him make contact with line officids. Hollister
and the crooked line officias split theillega profits.

It wasfrom Flip that Hollister had obtained the stolen diamond solitaire. Anthony Saxon had giveniit to
Hlip. For thefirgt timein his career, Saxon had falen victim to the charms of ashapey woman. He could
not resist giving the gem to Hip. Hip, extravagant and broke, had sold the ring to Hollister, who had no
knowledge of itssinister higtory.

Saxon, realizing he had acted foolishly, demanded the ring back from Hip. Learning what she had done,
he killed her in her dressing room, shortly after Deegan left.

Ned Turner had found Fip's body. He and Pike got rid of the dancer's corpse to keep suspicion away
from the showboat. They thought Deegan had killed the dancer. They suspected either Deegan or
Hallister of masquerading as Davy Jones.

But The Shadow knew the redl identity of Davy Jones. Only aman skilled in the arts of the theater could
have invented that amazingly clever disguise of adrowned gpparition. Saxon was familiar with every art
and contrivance of the stage. Turner was merely atheater owner, abusiness man who had turned to gem
smuggling as a profitable racket.

Saxon learned of the racket when he purchased stolen gems from Brody. He was greedy enough to want
the whole hoard.

The Shadow's revedling words ended. A nod sent Clyde Burke hobbling painfully through the passage to
the secret conference room of Ned Turner.

There was a phone there and Clyde used it to send an dectrifying message to police headquarters. It



brought a harbor patrol boat roaring up the Hudson to the abandoned warehouse. Joe Cardona was with
the excited cops. So was the soldierly figure of Police Commissioner Weston.

They found the solution of abaffling series of crimes. They listened to the trembling voice of amarine
broker who promised to turn State's evidence. The sight of the sparkling loot from the Silver Knave
made the cops eyes pop.

But no one saw The Shadow!

He had glided slently into obscurity. Somewhere dong the dark shores of the Hudson River, he had
vanished. Hewould remain in darkness, like agrim legend of justice, until some new crime brought him
back to renew his eternd warfare against crime.

THEEND



