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CHAPTER I. DOOM'SLIMIT
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THERE was menacein the quiet dong Manhattan'swater front. The foggy, brine-laden air seemed
gtirring with whispersthat crept amid the darkness, though the words remained unheard. 1t would have
taken a person long accustomed to that digtrict to sense that trouble was afoot; nevertheless, the subtle
sgnswere present.

Furtive shamblers veered from gloomy spots near deserted piersthat rose, ominous and formidable, into
the haze-thickened darkness. Others, nervous without knowing why, were lured by the smudgy lights of
Ricky's Café, the only place that showed aglow inthat entire block. A night like thisinvariably made
passers form ataste for fish and chips, the speciaty served at Ricky's. Customers were therein plenty.

Even the occupants of arandom touring car were influenced by that urge. Parked near acorner, they
held brief conference while sneaky figures gpproached, lingered afew seconds, and sidled away again.
The vidts of those prowlers had its effect upon the men in the car. Four in number, they stepped to the
sdewak and into Ricky's.

With their entry, it was obvious that one man was the leader. He stepped ahead of his companions,
letting them shift to tables of their own. Chunky, broad-shouldered, the man swaggered through the
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egting place, turning his beefy face toward different groups. To some, he gave acurt nod of greeting; to
others, a contemptuous stare which worried them.

Only afew strangers were puzzled by the scene. The regular patrons al knew Spike Hegley and what he
represented.

Ruler aong this sector, Spike boasted a horde of tough followers. When trouble started aong the water
front, Spike and his mob were dwaysin the thick of it, except when paid to stay out: on which
occasions, Spike madeit aruleto collect from both warring factions.

Spike's appearance in Ricky's Café placed anew interpretation on the recent scene outside. The
menacing gtir that existed aong the river tonight could be blamed upon one person only:

Spike Hegley.

PASSING through the main room of the café, Spike entered a doorway at the rear. He stepped into a
barren room, where chairs and tables were stacked along the wall. This room was always dark, except
when dock wallopers used it for conferences. But in the far corner it had what Spike wanted: atelephone
booth.

A light came on as soon as Spike had closed the booth door. Fumbling through his pockets, the chunky
man brought out a crumpled piece of paper on which was written atelephone number. Studying his
watch, Spike decided to wait afew minutes before making hiscal.

By thistime, Spike had forgotten the patronsin the outer room. So, for that matter, had the three huskies
who were ordering fish and chips. They had given the place the"once over;" and were satisfied. No one
in the café had perturbed them; least of al atall, ill-dressed patron who was douched behind atable near
the rear doorway .

Helooked like some sweatered roustabout who had come into the place to sober up, only to collapsein
the attempt. Hishead was buried in his arms his feet had overturned an old satchd that probably
contained what little dunnage he had brought with him from his ship.

The douched customer, however, had certain points that would have interested Spike's hoodlums, had
they noticed him more closely. Hisface, despite its smudginess, had a strange, hawklike expression. His
eyes, asthey peered front above the sweater deeve, showed aburning gaze that held the unobservant
mobbies under close scrutiny.

With one hand, the hawk-visaged watcher drew black garments from his satchel. Helet adouch hat rest
inhislap, while hedid acloak hdf across his shoulders.

His next move looked like adow dump, in which he sagged below the table edge. His other hand was
busy; he melted into the blackness of the cloak, and clamped the hat upon his head. From hisangle, the
table was between Spike's doorway and the three followers of the mob leader. By keeping low, the
black-cloaked individua had no trouble easing through the door.

Once he had worked that barrier shut behind him, he stood upright in the darkness. He had become a
shadowy being, invisblein this setting. Even the burn of his piercing eyeswas|ost beneeth the
down-turned brim of his douch hat. In appearance, aswell as deed, the supposed roustabout had
become a personage that al crooks dreaded.

The Shadow!

In the telephone booth, Spike Hegley was diding anumber. He wasn't conscious that eyes had come



close enough to watch him. Through the glass pand of the phone-booth door, The Shadow made menta
note of each hole that Spike chose when he dided.

Spike's pudgy lips formed aleer, when he recognized the voice that answered. Then The Shadow was
catching the low-rasped words that made up Spike's end of the conversation.

"Yeah..." Spike'stone spoke triumph. "I planted ‘em, six of ‘em, on board the Flyaway... Yeah. | said
s, chief. They'll be enough on that cruiser. Each guy that weve got can match two that are workin' for
Mike Waybrock."

Names linked together in The Shadow's mind. The Flyaway-Mike Waybrock. Curious associations, that
formed anucleusfor more. The Flyaway was one of the speediest cabin cruisersthat plied Long Idand
Sound. A miniature yacht, she had recently been sold, due to the degth of her millionaire owner. Until
tonight, The Shadow had not considered the question of the cruiser's purchaser. He was learning that the
speedy boat now belonged to Mike Waybrock.

They didn't call Waybrock by the nickname Mike in the circleswhere he spent most of histime. He was
Michael Waybrock, gentleman adventurer, who boasted an enchanting past that thrilled the society girls
who listened to his story. For Waybrock was ingenious enough to cover over certain unsavory details of
his career.

Michael Waybrock, new owner of the Flyaway; using the ship for some crooked game. A game that had
produced the envy of some big-shot on the other end of the telephone wire; a big-shot who had hired
Spike Hegley to put afixed crew on board the cruiser.

The Shadow dropped his findings at that point, for Spike, was beginning to talk again.

"THE mob aint wise, chief.” Spike was positive in his assurance. "Theré's no way they could figure you
asthe guy that'srunnin' theracket... Y eah. | told ‘em Frenchy Brenn wasin back of it, and that made
sense. What's more, they know Frenchy ison the Albania, the same as Waybrock. That clinched it..."

Frenchy Brenn-another name familiar to The Shadow. As suave as he was dangerous, Frenchy had a
reputation as an internationa crook. Smuggling wasn't ordinarily in hisline, for he wastoo well known;
but the thing was taking on an unusud twist.

Some hidden brain was behind the smuggling racket, agamethat had grown to real proportionsin the
past few months. Enough to encourage lone wolves like Michagl Waybrock, bringing them into thefield
on their own. Which was something that no mastermind would stomach.

The big-shot was gunning for Waybrock, using Frenchy for thejob. Aboard the liner Albania, duein
New Y ork tomorrow, Frenchy was probably keeping an eye on hisfellow-passenger, Waybrock. The
rumbles from Manhattan's water front were due to reach that in-coming ship, for the hidden big-shot had
drawn Spike Hegley into the game; yet, dl the while, he was having Frenchy pose asthe "front,” for the
benefit of lesser crooks whose services he needed!

From that discovery, The Shadow formed an immediate plan. He intended to learn, by the most direct
means possible, just who was on the other end of the wiretalking to Spike Hegley.

An automatic drawn, The Shadow eased open the edge of the booth door, ready to plant anicy muzzle
upon Spike's neck the moment that the mob leader finished his call. Spike would talk-as crooks of his
sort dways did-when confronted by The Shadow.

A blotch of blackness streaked the green wall of the booth, above the telephone. It formed a hawkish



slhouette, an advance token of The Shadow. An instant later, that streak had faded. The Shadow had
drawn back because of new words spoken by Spike:

"Listen, chief. | gotta check onthe mab... Yeah, it won't take long...I'll call you again...How soon? Insde
of ten minutes, if that's 0.K. withyou..."

Apparently it was 0. K., for Spikeimmediately hung up the receiver and came from the phone booth.
The Shadow did not stop him. Circumstances had offered a more effective plan. Given five minutes, The
Shadow would be talking to the big-shot in person!

Spike'sforced rasp could be easily imitated: and The Shadow had learned enough of the Situation to
carry through the pretense. He waited until Spike had passed through the door to the café; then glided
into the phone booth.

The Shadow's first move was to loosen the dectric-light bulb at the top of the booth. That done, he
closed the door without producing aglow. In absolute darkness, his deft fingersfound the dia and made
ates.

After afew minutes, he dropped anickd into the coin dot. The did tone hummed briefly; then The
Shadow's fingerswere at work, probing the did itself, literdly plucking out the same number that Spike
had caled.

Five minutes were gone, according to The Shadow's accurate estimate. The big-shot wouldn't be
surprised by so early acal from Spike, for the latter had specified within ten minutes.

Unfortunately, the call was not going through. The Shadow could hear the steedy ringing of the bell; but
no one answered. To another, that ringing might have signified amistake in the calling of the number; but
not to The Shadow. He recognized the truth; the man at the other end had gone.

The call wasn't being answered; and that gave The Shadow an answer of another sort, one that brought a
sudden end to hiswell-formed schemes. He now redlized that Spike Hegley must have guessed that his
conversation had been overheard.

That chatter to the big-shot had been atip-off, together with astall for time, in which Spike intended to
do more than check on his mob. He had gone out to summon them!

The Shadow, intent upon balking schemes of crime, had placed himself in the center of atrap, with
doom'slimit only afew minutes awvay!

CHAPTER II. THE HAND FROM THE DARK

CALMLY, The Shadow eased the door of the phone booth open, to listen for approaching sounds. He
heard them from three places. There were creaks beyond the door to the outer café, indicating that
hoodlums were posting themselves at that outlet; but The Shadow knew that the first attack would not
come from that direction.

Trueto form, Spike's duggers would makeit look asif they had become embroiled despite their will.
Whenever any of them started things on their own, they did it with the utmost secrecy. For that reason,
The Shadow regarded other sounds as more important for the moment.

Muffled rips were audible from arear door that led into an dley. Men were working there with jimmies,
trying to make as little noise as possible. From another quarter of the room, The Shadow could hear
scratches which told that thugs were trying to open awindow. Spike's plan obvioudy, wasto supply two



thrusts from opposite directions.

Closing the door of the phone booth, The Shadow indulged in awhispered laugh, audible only in his
confined haven. He was summing matters asthey stood.

Spike Hegley unquestionably knew that he had been seen by The Shadow. The maob leader had caught
that from a single clue: the chance appearance of the blackened silhouette when it glided acrossthe
interior of the phone booth.

Quickly reaching adecision, The Shadow caled a number and spokein a brisk, important tone. His
voice was a perfect imitation of the well-known tone of Ralph Weston, New Y ork's police
commissioner. Taking to headquarters. The Shadow had hiscal put through immediately to the office of
Joe Cardona, Manhattan's ace police inspector.

Then came The Shadow's own inimitable whisper, with Inspector Cardona an eager listener. Thiswasa
real tip-off-achance to bag Spike Hegley and hismob in abattle of their own making, at Ricky's Café.
That message given, The Shadow ended the cal abruptly.

Pedling off hiscloak and hat, he draped them across the front of the telephone. Opening the booth door,
he screwed the light bulb into place. Darkness continued, for the light would not work while the booth
door was open.

During those moments, The Shadow heard the sudden crack of the rear door; dso afind clatter that told
the window was being raised. Dropping flat upon the floor, agun in each fist, he thrust afoot toward the
phone booth. With a deft toe, The Shadow pressed the door shut.

Things happened with kaleldoscopic speed. First camethe light in the booth, reveding the dummy figure.
Next, the wild shouts of converging crooks as they saw the blackened shape. Halting short, they opened
avolley with their guns; adeluge of bullets raked the phone booth.

The door wasriddled, its glass front shattered. Sugs smacked the metal coin box with dull, quivering
clangs. Hat and cloak withered downward, while crooks raised an exultant shout, only to end their cry
with snarls when they redlized that the garments were empty.

They were ready, then, to look for The Shadow; but he was no longer a hand. They hadn't seen him on
thefloor; and in the roar of gunfire, he had been making unobstructed speed straight for the door that led
into the café proper.

Coming to hisfeset, he yanked that door open, while disappointed sharpshooters were still gawking at the
telephone booth.

FLINGING himsdf through the doorway, The Shadow came upon haf adozen hoodlums who were
seated in pairs at rear tables. Fake patrons that Spike had ordered into Ricky's, these thugs formed the
crew that was to block The Shadow's ouitlet.

They had gunsready in their pockets, but they weren't prepared for The Shadow's sudden arriva. Spike
had told them to wait until they heard shots answer thefirst volley in the rear room. The mob leader had
actualy believed that the opening barrage might settle The Shadow, in which case, the front crew would
not have to show its hand.

The Shadow's surge ended that prospect. It caught the waiting crooks flat-footed. If The Shadow had
been cloaked in black, the startled toughs would have dived for cover without offering asingle shot. But
The Shadow had sacrificed hisimpressive garb to create the ruse in the telephone booth. Six crooks saw



him, not as The Shadow, but as a swestered thug no more deadly than themselves.

Relying on numbers, they sprang to bettle, drawing their guns asthey came. A fierce laugh came from
The Shadow'slips, ashivering ped of mirth that told histrue identity; but the taunt was too long delayed.
Battle was dready under way, with The Shadow asiits center.

The very measure upon which Spike depended, proved disastrous to his duggers. He had told them to
pileinto any fray that came, which was exactly what The Shadow expected. Revolving in the middle of
that gun-pulling throng, The Shadow flayed the crooks with strokes from his big automatics.

Milling fighters sprawled. Those who finaly managed to aim were met with point-blank shots before they
could tug their triggers. To startled witnesses peering from benegath tables, it seemed that one sweatered
fighter had shaken off aflood of attackers by the mere process of arapid whirl that ended with short
gabsfrom hisguns.

Had any crook held back, he would have gotten a chance to drop The Shadow; but Spike had assigned
no oneto such duty. Alone, amid a scattered group of floored opponents, The Shadow was wheeling
away from the doorway to the rear room. He was gone when shots began to blast from that direction.

Gunmen surged through, hoping to clip afleeing fighter before he could reach the street door. There
again, Spike's mobbiesfailed to guess The Shadow's strategy. He had swung to the wall beside the
doorway; he drovein upon the gunners asthey poured through. Again there was athud of hard-swung
guns, stabs of flame from big muzzles. From afresh cluster of crumpling crooks, The Shadow was gone
again, back into the darkened rear room.

Bullets had extinguished the light in the phone booth. Pausing there, The Shadow snatched up his cloak
and hat.

Fashlights were glimmering in the aleyway behind the café. There were other lights, outside the window
of the rear room. Spike's reserves had every exit covered, and they kept peppering the room that The
Shadow had chosen as his stronghold. Answering shots, in Sow fire, kept back any attack; but it was
obviousthat The Shadow was conserving ammunition.

Such tactics couldn't last much longer. Posted in the rear dley now, Spike was waiting for the right
moment to begin agenera charge, when the whine of srens swelled through the fog. The police were
here, many minutes before they had aright to be!

Before Spike could gather his sartled wits, The Shadow, too, had heard the sign of the law's approach.
He began arapid fire, straight through the doorway to the dleyway. Raked by that barrage, crooks
scattered, Spike among them.

Police were everywhere about the water front café, rounding up the running crooks who had forgotten
their feud with The Shadow, in order to make their own escape. Only Spike, hating as he reached the
next street, till had the cloaked fighter in mind. With asnarl for othersto raly around him, Spikeflicked
aflashlight back into the dley.

The glow was smothered by the deeve of ablack cloak. A gun muzzle pressed Spikestemple; hisear
heard asinister whisper. Deserted by his fleeing mob, Spike had been overtaken by The Shadow, whose
ominousvoice wasteling him to talk.

Cowering, Spikelicked his pudgy lips. He wastrying to gather breath. His gasp was wheezy; then he
was coughing words that The Shadow had heard before. Words about the Flyaway, Mike Waybrock,
Frenchy Brenn. Then:



"They're on the Albania," whined Spike. "Mike and Frenchy, both of 'em.”
"And the big-shot,” interposed The Shadow, "isherein New Y ork. State hisname.”

ASif timed to The Shadow's demand, the glare of headlights suddenly bored upon that scene. The
brilliance came from acar swinging in from a corner lessthan thirty feet away. It showed the cowering
shape of Spike; aboveit, the black-clad figure of The Shadow. Then, in aflash, only oneform wasin the
glow. The Shadow had dived into darkness, with a sharp order for Spike to do the same.

Too startled to respond, Spike remained. A gun spoke from the approaching car, ddivering a staccato of
repested shots as the motor gave a sudden rumble. From cover, The Shadow saw Spike coiling to the
ground; caught aglimpse of adeek coupé, asit shot past the mouth of the dley.

The car lights blinked off. By the time The Shadow had reached the crumpled form of Spike, the coupé
was whesdling the next corner. The Shadow's only shot did nothing more than nick afender abovea
license plate that he had no chance to read.

A tiny flashlight in The Shadow'sfist reveded the face of Spike Hegley. Bloated lips were fixed upon a
name they could not utter. The Shadow's question had been answered, not by Spike, but by the big-shot
whose name the mob leader had tried to give.

An answer by deed; not by word. A hand from the dark had settled the matter, leaving the identity of the
master crook still unreveded. Spike Hegley, the man who could have talked, had been snatched from
The Shadow's grasp by aswift delivery of desth!

Whistles sounded from the aley. The motionless pose of The Shadow ended; hisfigure made a sudden
fade into darkness. When Inspector Joe Cardona, stocky and grim-visaged, arrived at the aley's end, he
found only the huddled body of Spike Hegley.

The Shadow, onetrail lost, had departed upon another; but his quest remained the same. Other lips
bes des those of Spike Hegley could reveal the name of the hidden crime magter.

The Shadow knew!
CHAPTER III. DEATH RIDES AHEAD

IN departing from the water front battle, The Shadow had Ieft it for granted that the police would soon
round up the remnants of Spike's mob. Instead, the law became involved in a campaign that threastened
to hold over until dawn.

For the few of Spike's mob who escaped the police did not know Spike was dead, but thought himin
the hands of the law. Such wastheir fury, that they enlisted al the crooks along the water front to battle
thelaw.

An hour after The Shadow's departure, two hundred police reserves were on the scene, dedling with the
trouble-makers.

War dong the water front! That news wasimportant enough to cause certain broadcasting stations to
drop their usua programs and furnish listeners with graphic accounts of the battle. Nowhere did the radio
reports create more gpprehension than on board inbound ocean liners that were soon duein New Y ork.

Passengers on one ship, the Albania, forgot their final celebration to cluster in the lounge and discuss
events on shore. When midnight brought word that the police had conquered the Manhattan water front,
thelittle groups of chatterers began to break up.



Thelast person to leave one corner tablewas agirl of unusua charm. She was ablonde, tall and dender,
with blue eyes and the poise of a danseuse. Every move that she made was graceful, even to the way her
long fingersinsarted acigarette in athin holder and then flicked the lighter that formed the top of her
platinum cigarette case.

Her age was perhaps twenty; though it would have been difficult to estimate her exact years.

At this moment, the blonde was noting awell-groomed man who had stepped from alittle booth
equipped with a card table, where he had been playing solitaire. Odd, she thought, that he had been
alone with apack of cards, for his handsome countenance had al the requisites of a perfect poker face.

Hed noticed her before, this chap who had away of trying to look younger than he was: but thiswasthe
first time that he had attempted to introduce himsalf. Odd, again, that he should seek an acquaintance on
the last night of the voyage.

The blonde met that situation by turning with a sudden smile that |eft the bland man baffled for amoment.
Hisface showed apeculiar flicker, that shifted into a sophisticated smile. Bowing, he asked suavely:

"You are MissMyrna Elvin?'

The girl nodded. The man suggested that they St down at the card table, to which Myrnaagreed. Then,
after a cautious glance from the booth, a detail which aroused the girl's keen interest, the man introduced
himsdif.

"I am Michadl Waybrock." he said. "Perhaps you have heard of me."

"l have," replied Myrna, her blue eyes meeting blackish ones. "Though | never met you before. | seemto
recdl your name as a hold-over from my debutante days.”

Wayhbrock smiled, asthough highly complimented.
"In case you don't know it," he remarked. "it ismy honor to have you as aneighbor, Miss Elvin,"
A neighbor?’

"Yes. You have asummer cottage in Connecticut, on the shore of Long Idand Sound. Just opposite
it"-Waybrock's eyestook on afaraway stare-" isan idand called Mariner'side-"

WAY BROCK paused. Myrnas eyes were wide as he expected they would be. She, like everyone else
aong that Connecticut shore, had long wondered who owned that isolated idand which had long been a

spot of mystery.

"l own Mariner'side," resumed Waybrock, camly. "I am going there soon after | reach New Y ork. You
will dso be going to Connecticut, | presume.”

Myrna nodded.

Good!" declared Waybrock, settling back in hischair. "I can depend upon you to perform aneighborly
favor. In my stateroom, | have a package'-he was leaning forward, lowering histone-"which | cannot
take ashore. | would like you to do so for me. After you have reached Connecticut. | can call for it."

"Smuggled goods. | suppose,” mused Myrna, doud. "Probably jewes. Sorry. Mr. Waybrock. | can't
help you."

Waybrock became very earnest.



"I wouldn't ask thefavor,” he declared, "if it were not amatter upon which my life depends. | am serious
about it, Miss Elvin. Unlessyou aid me, my death may result!”

Waybrock obvioudy meant exactly what he said. Myrna's gaze became troubled.

"Tonight," the man proceeded, his voice almost awhisper, "1 have been listening to those reports of
trouble aong the New Y ork water front. | learned a so-something which you may not know-that
arrangements have just been made for an autogiro to land on this steamship in what istermed a
shore-to-sea test.

"On board the Albania are certain desperate criminds, personsthat | recognized this very afternoon. Add
al those facts together, Miss Elvin, and they mean trouble for someone.”

He sat back again, lighted a cigarette, with a stare that was almost plaintive. Myrnawas impressed; her
voice seemed hardly her own, as she asked:

"Troublefor Michad Waybrock?'

The man nodded, nervoudy puffing his cigarette, he arose, gave another of hisfurtive glances about the
amogt-deserted lounge. Then, abruptly:

"l an going to my stateroom,” hesaid. "l shall cadl a your cabin in fifteen minutes-with the box."

THREE of those fifteen minutes were gone before Myrnaroused hersaf. Waybrock's personality had
been dynamic.

Myrnas thought had drifted. She was picturing Mariner'sIde, awooded clump that seemed to float like
an ancient frigate off the Connecticut shore. A house lay lost among those trees; a house that she had
never seen. A place which well might be amodern smuggler'slair, where she would bewelcome asa
vigtor if she sided with Waybrock in his present dilemma.

Then that imaginary scene was gone. Myrnaredized that she was gill aboard the Albania, with five
minutes of the quarter hour gone. What afool she had been to believe that yarn of Waybrock's! If she
didn't get out of thisslly messright away, she would bein it too deep to amend the situation.

With sudden resolve, Myrnawent from the lounge. As she passed allittle booth just in back of the one
where she had talked with Waybrock, she glimpsed there awoman who looked vaguely familiar.
Carrying an impression of jet-black hair, olive-hued face and reddened fingernails, Myrna suddenly
remembered the woman's name as Leona Dubray.

But Myrnawasin too much of ahurry to connect the Dubray woman with Michagl Waybrock.

Going down in the devator. Myrna settled her mind with the conviction that Waybrock had lied about
everything except the matter of the box. It was probably real enough, that box she suspected to hold
smuggled jewes, that Waybrock was afraid to take ashore. He would find out, soon enough, that Myrna
was no dupe, for such agame.

Myrna had reached her cabin door. She looked back aong the passage and thought, for one startling
moment, that she saw someone peering from the turn near the devators. Perhaps it was the gloom that
made her think of dark-haired Leona Dubray. Then theillusion had passed. There was no onein the

passage.

Myrnaunlocked her door, stepped into the cabin, pleased by the fact that she still had more than five
minutesin which to block Waybrock's visit.



Seated a alittle writing desk, with nothing to disturb her other than the incessant thrumm of theliner's
engines. Myrna penned a brief note to Waybrock. In as few words as possible, she stated that she did
not care to see him; that avisit to her cabin would be usdless.

Sedling the note, Myrnarang for asteward. The steward could find out where Waybrock's stateroom
was and deliver the message for her. She wouldn't be troubled by Waybrock any longer, because he
would be glad enough to learn that she did not intend to inform the cussoms officidsthat hewasa
smuggler, afact that she had intimated in the note.

MY RNA paused for amoment, the envelope half addressed. She was disturbed by alouder hum than
that of the ship'sengines; a purr that faded curioudy as she listened. It must be the autogiro that
Waybrock had mentioned.

The arcraft waslanding on the deck of the Albania
Did the fact add weight to Waybrock's story?

Myrnadecided findly that it did not. Probably Waybrock had heard that the giro was coming and had
samply woven that thread of truth into the fabric of hisfase story. Myrnafinished addressing the envelope
just as asharp knock came from the door.

That knock meant the steward, bringing an end to her problem. So Myrnathought, until she Sarted to
open the door. Of its own accord, the barrier swung inward before she could shift her weight to stop it.
With astartled gasp, Myrnasaw aman's figure lunging in upon her; she sprang away as she recognized
the face of Michael Waybrock.

Then, before she could thrust the note into Waybrock's hand and spring past him, hislunge had become
agprawl. It wasacrazy fal, an actud collgpse, that made him seem digointed when he struck the floor.
One shoulder heaved, asif impelled by a hidden spring, and the jolt turned the man's face upward.

Myrnas next gasp would have been a scream, had she found voice to go with it. Shewas saring at a
different Michael Waybrock than the one who had talked with her in the lounge. The handsomeness had
gonefrom hisface, dong with his suave smile.

Instead of the latter, he wore a hideous grin, that was accentuated by the bulge of grotesque eyes, white
orbs surrounding tiny beads of black. Below that horrible face was a bloodstained shirt front; from the
center of the crimson blob a knife handle projected, silent proof that a blade was deep inthe victim's
heart,

Michagl Waybrock had come to Myrnas cabin, in keeping with his promise. He had come, not asa
living man, but as a corpse. And the leer that showed his glistening white teeth seemed fixed there, to
chide Myrna Elvin because she had doubted his story of impending doom!

CHAPTER IV. DARKENED WATERS

IT was fortunate for Myrnathat she had managed to repress a scream at sight of Waybrock's body.
From a side passage, cater-cornered to her cabin door, two watchers were noting everything she did.

One of those watchers was Leona Dubray. Her companion, awiry man with sallow face and
gray-streaked mustache, was the notorious crook who had been the cause of Waybrock's fears-
Frenchy Brenn.

"Weéll wait," Frenchy was saying in an undertone, "until we find out how much the dame knows. If she



knows too much, shelll get what Waybrock got."
"Hedidn't tell her much,” ingsted Leona. "Our best bet isto St tight, Frenchy.”

From the harshness of Leona'swhisper, it was plain that she felt no sympathy for Myrna. In fact, Leona's
watchful glare was catlike; her ruddy fingernails had thelook of clawsthat would eagerly have scraiched
such prey asMyrna.

Leonawas smply reminding Frenchy of aplan which suited them both. They had agreed that by placing
Waybrock's body on Myrna's doorstep, asit were, they would shift the burden of explaining mattersto
the girl who had talked with Waybrock.

If Myrnaknew aslittle as Leonaclaimed, her testimony would cause no difficulty for the crooks. But
Frenchy Brenn wasn't anxious to leave too much to chance. It was hisknife that lay buried in
Waybrock's heart. He was amurderer, while Leona had played no part in the actud crime.

Moreover, Frenchy was a known criminal, who could not afford to be on the Albaniawhen the ship
reached port.

He had dready formed his plan for leaving the ship, and the time for the move was very near. A gunin
hand Frenchy felt much inclined to settle the Myrna question before he made his bresk.

Frenchy's gun was nudging forward. Leonarestrained his hand. Myrna had turned and was camly
moving into her cabin, and Frenchy thereupon decided to lower his gun. He turned to Leonawith the
comment:

"I'll sneak across and listen. From what she says over the telephone, I'll know what to do. Leaveit to me,
Leona"

"I will," granted Leona. "But go light. Remember, you may be putting the rest of usin atight spot. We
figure this Elvin dame will be more use dive than deed.”

Frenchy nodded. He started to shift across the passage. He hadn't gone five steps before he heard a
warning hissfrom Leona. Frenchy whedled about too late. Bounding upon him was a steward, the man
summoned by Myrna. Coming into the main passage, the fellow had spied Frenchy and had seen the gun
in the crook's hand.

The steward landed before Frenchy could aim. They hit the floor together, Frenchy's gun popping wildly.
The steward had gained awrist clutch that made the revolver shots usdless. But he wasn't looking for
trouble from anyone but Frenchy.

A gun spoke from the passage opposite. The shot was Leonas. Her black eyeswere cold, her finger
expert initstrigger squeeze. The steward's back doubled like a contortionist's. He rolled to the floor,
with Frenchy risng above him.

There was a scampering sound as L eonafled aong the passage a Frenchy's nod. Thrusting hisfree hand
through shocky hair, that was gray-streaked like his mustache, Frenchy turned toward Myrna's cabin. He
saw the blonde fishing rapidly in atrunk drawer. Upon hearing the shots, Myrnahad decided to find a
.22 that she carried for emergencieslikethis.

Guessing the girl's move, Frenchy gave amurderous snarl. Ready to tug the trigger of hisgun, he was
suddenly interrupted by achalenge that froze hisfinger.

It came from the end of the passage, aburst of chilling mirth that made Frenchy forget Myrna. The crook



knew the mocking tone that signified disaster to al who dedlt in crime. The laugh of The Shadow!

SWINGING about, Frenchy found himsdlf confronted by the muzzle of an automatic. Behind the big .45
was its owner-a black-cloaked being whose burning eyes showed a merciless bore. A sinister tone
throbbed through the passage; awhisper that Frenchy wastoo helplessto ignore.

The Shadow was sparing the murderer'slife for one reason only. He knew that Frenchy Brenn could
supply the information that Spike Hegley had failed to give: the name of the crimina overlord whose
schemes Frenchy served.

The Shadow had ways to make tight lips open. All that he lacked was time to use such measures. As his
gun muzzle was pressing close to Frenchy's forehead, asif to freeze the sweat that formed there, sudden
shouts came from the passage.

Members of the ship's crew had arrived in time to witness this strange drama; and from their excited
cries, it was plain that they took The Shadow for afoe.

Whesling, The Shadow swept into the side passage that L eona had deserted. He saw Frenchy make a
frantic dive in the other direction and took cool aim to clip the fleeing crook. The Shadow's finger was
actudly on the hair-trigger, when he halted his shot with amazing skill.

Myrnahad bobbed out from the cabin. The girl had found her gun. She was starting to fire after Frenchy,
and in so0 doing she shifted into The Shadow's path of am. He was forced to leave Frenchy's fate to the

girl.

Cutting through the side passages The Shadow could hear the .22 delivering its pops. He hoped that it
would cripple Frenchy, but not too serioudly.

Then The Shadow's thoughts had shifted to problems of his own. Catching a glimpse of ablack shape
diving out to the deck, hastily assembled crew membersfired a salvo from ill-assorted weapons. All that
they damaged were the decorations aong the passage walls, but they kept up the chase; their yells
produced other pursuers.

Up through a companionway, The Shadow reached a higher deck, where awingless autogiro loomed
like athin-boned skeleton. That ship had brought The Shadow here, but it was destined to leave without
him. He had been a passenger, not the pilot, for his purpose had been to dide from the giro unnoticed; a
feat which he had easily managed.

Hot though the chase had become, The Shadow was determined to dedl with Frenchy Brenn at any cost.
He wasn't worrying about giving those at present chasing him the dip. That would be easy, when the
chance came. The Shadow's redl problem was to manage another meeting with Frenchy Brenn.

Doubling down to alower deck, The Shadow performed a sudden fade into the shelter of a stateroom
doorway. Clumsy pursuers blundered past him, while he listened for some sound that would aid his next
move. It came- the faint report of agun. Gauging the direction of the sound, The Shadow started
sernward.

Asheran, he saw the blink of lightsamile or so at sea. These flashes meant the Flyaway-merely a
passing ship to most persons aboard tire Albania. To Michael Waybrock, the lights would have offered
escape. With Waybrock dead, they could offer the same to Frenchy Brenn, for reasonsthat The
Shadow knew.

Had Frenchy spied the distant glow?



THE SHADOW received his answer when he tuned past arow of cabin windows. Across the deck,
poised by therail, was Frenchy, flinging an empty gun toward someone out of The Shadow's Sight.

With Frenchy's throw came the bark of a gun-the shot that emptied Myrnas wegpon; for, with that last
attempt to down the lucky crook, the girl herself came bounding into sight.

During her mad chase, Myrna had been unable to take ca culating aim until she had trapped Frenchy by
therail. The quick hurl of hisown gun had caused the blonde to jerk the trigger of the .22, missing on the
final shot. But Myrnawasn't giving up. She wrenched the wiry crook back from therail, answering his
puncheswith hard swings of her tiny gun.

The Shadow had dmost reached the pair, when Myrnawas flung suddenly in his direction. Catching the
girl with one arm, The Shadow swung her aside and aimed for Frenchy. The crook was dready rolling
acrosstherail. He gave one arm an upward toss, just as The Shadow fired. The Shadow's bullet pinged
the sted rail, adding another link to Frenchy's chain of luck.

He was gone from sight, into the ocean's darkness, the only token of his departure being arounded
object that he had hurled high in the air with that |ast fling. The thing was abomb, that burst in ablaze of
fiery colorsbeforeit struck the weter.

Myrna, seeing the bomb's spurt, wondered what it meant. The Shadow could have given her the answer;
theflarewasasigna to the distant Flyaway, one that Waybrock had intended to give. It meant that
Frenchy would be picked up, in place of theriva that he had murdered.

A bold chance, but along one, that Frenchy had taken through sheer desperation in order to escape
pursuers. Perhaps he would not have risked it, if The Shadow had not been among those who sought
him. But if Frenchy thought that folly, even to the point of madness, could thwart The Shadow, he was
quite mistaken.

Myrna could testify to that, for she witnessed the event that followed.

She saw The Shadow spring to therail and vault it with one hand. His cloaked figure disappeared like a
blackened arrow into the darkness of the sea below. With agasp, Myrnamadefor therail, to stare into
deep blackness. She saw white streaks of foam gtirred by the liner's wake; but that was al.

Frenchy Brenn, the man who had tried to murder Myrna, was gone. So was The Shadow, the being who
had rescued her from death. Both were lost, miles from shore, in a pitiless seathat threatened to wipe out
their feud with its own erasing power.

Myrnas lips were quivering, when her eyes saw the distant lights. She recognized suddenly what
Frenchy's flare had meant; and the sight gave her hope-for The Shadow! Then, as minutes passed, those
lights disappeared from view below the horizon, far to the stern of the Albania.

Though her eyeswere moist, Myrnaslips held asmile when searching men found her by therail.
Recognizing her asthe girl who had aided in the chase, they plied her with many questions. Myrna
answered dl that concerned Frenchy Brenn.

But her gaze went blank when they questioned her about afighter clad in black, who, according to some
members or the crew, could have been aghost and nothing else. Myrna couldn't help them with that
problem.

Apparently, Myrna Elvin had never seen The Shadow. Actudly, she was hoping fervently that she would
someday seehim again!



CHAPTER V. MEN FROM THE DEEP

A SEARCHLIGHT skimmed the ocean's heaving surface, touched upon a blackened object that |ooked
like worthless flotsam, and kept on until its glare reveded afigure struggling in the weter. That light came
from the Flyaway; the swimmer was Frenchy Brenn.

Tilted low, the searchlight maintained a path for Frenchy to follow. Men were ready at the cabin cruiser's
rall, in case the swimmer's sirength gave out. But Frenchy, ingpired by new hope, made excellent
progress toward the cruiser'sside.

All that while, the floating thing was forgotten. Away from the searchlight's glow, its shape had changed.
No longer motionless, it had become aswimmer, more powerful than Frenchy at hisbest. Silent, swift of
stroke, this stranger from the deep was like a black torpedo, driving for the cruiser's bow.

Now, while men were pulling Frenchy over the side, The Shadow reached hisgod, farther forward. The
Hyaway was anchored; the links of the anchor chain made ataut line that The Shadow climbed with
ease. Across the darkened prow he rolled, unobserved, into blackness fronting the cabin.

That resting place sufficed for only afew minutes. Soon, The Shadow was moving aft dong the cabin's
sde, inspired by two purposes. The first was to avoid men coming to the bow to hoist the anchor; the
second, to get acloser look at the midship section, where Frenchy was talking to the crew who had
brought him from the sea.

The drip of The Shadow's brine-soaked cloak was drowned by the clatter of the raising anchor chain.
The Shadow glimpsed an open hatchway, below it ashalow hold strewn with coils of rope. With that
glimpse; hewas gone, worming hisway &ft.

Fedling the edge of the cabin roof, he found that it was constructed of stedl; the windows, below, werein
al probability, bulletproof.

Motors thrumming, the Hyaway was off for shore. She was cleaving the long swells at steedlily increasing
speed, when The Shadow stretched in the shelter of the cabin, to hear the yarn that Frenchy told the
cruiser's crew.

SURROUNDED by hard-faced listeners, Frenchy was suavely claiming friendship with Michael
Waybrock. He stated that Waybrock had told him al about the Flyaway; how she was standing by, in
case Waybrock found it wise to leave the Albania.

Findly, deciding to stay aboard the steamer, Waybrock had suggested that Frenchy do the overboard
dive, to inform the crew of the Flyaway that they could head back to shore.

There were flimsy pointsto Frenchy's story, but he avoided questions by chattering histeeth and ingsting
that he couldn't tell the rest until he had dried off. He was shown to the cabin, while the men on deck
formed little clustersto discuss what they had heard.

It didn't satisfy them. The Shadow learned that while the cruiser was cleaving shoreward at a speed of
thirty knots. Waybrock's men had expected their chief; no one ese. From their mutters, it was plain that
they intended to quiz Frenchy when he had rested from his swim.

They showed no suspicion, though, of the new crew memberswith them. They had no ideathat thugs
supplied by Spike Hegley were serving the same master as Frenchy Brenn. Down in the cabin, Frenchy
was probably chuckling over the surprise that he intended to spring later.



By thistime, The Shadow was fully rested, though his swim had been longer and much more arduous
than Frenchy's. With him, The Shadow had brought a brace of automatics, and though their combined
weight was no more than five pounds, they had seemed an ever-increasing burden.

Reasoning that Frenchy should no longer betired, The Shadow calculated why the crook still kept to the
cabin.

Frenchy wanted to wait until the cruiser was near the Long Idand shore. Probably Waybrock's crew
intended to round theidand and enter the Sound, where they would eventually reach some smuggler's
lair. But Frenchy wouldn't linger thet long.

Far off above the horizon, The Shadow could see the flickers of adistant lighthouse. He decided that
Frenchy was watching for such abeacon, and would soon regppear.

The Shadow was right. Dressed in dry clothes that were much too large for him, Frenchy suddenly
stepped from the cabin into the glow of lanterns. He beckoned for men to gather about him. He was
ready for their questions, not because he intended to answer them, but because he could supply better
arguments than words.

One snap of Frenchy'sfingers, and the new crew members would turn upon the others. Frenchy hadn't a
doubt regarding the outcome of such a surprise attack. All he awaited was the most opportune moment
to begin battle.

The Shadow's thought was precisely the same.

When gtrife began, heintended to take over the cruiser himsalf. His process would be smpleand
effective. From shelter outside the sted-waled cabin, he could insert timely shots that would swing the
fight againgt elther faction that began to get the upper hand.

Crooks would daughter one another, until they had whittled down their totd to avery exhausted few.
Those men would suddenly find themselves controlled by The Shadow, and their mood would be one of
complete submission.

Seldom had The Shadow arranged amore certain plan. It was the sort that seemed devoid of any flaw.
Y et chance wasto play havoc with that crafty idea. Chance gtirred into being by Frenchy Brenn.

The murderer, suave as ever, was trying to bluff hislisteners. Someone suddenly asked why Waybrock
had needed Frenchy's services, and the murderer saw a chance to supply a startling reply. One to which
he gavethering of actua truth.

"Do you know who was on board the Albania?* he purred. "The guy who redly started al the trouble?
The Shadow!"

Surprised mutters followed Frenchy's words. The crook gave achuckle. "We hove him overboard," he
continued. "Mike and me. That's when Mike said I'd better dive. He didn't want The Shadow climbing in
onyou felows."

Listeners shifted uneasily. They saw merit in Frenchy's argument. Matters had ripened well for Frenchy;
ready to snap asigna to hisfollowers, he saw achance to throw the rest entirely off guard. Staring
toward the whiteness of the cabin, Frenchy faked afrantic gulp. With awild point of hisfinger, he
blurted:

"The Shadow!"



MOBBIESwhedled, flashlights burning in their fists. The sudden bore of many lights revedled blackness
looming above the cabin roof, the outline of a silhouette that showed hawkish beneath adouch hat brim.
Below, the crooks saw cloaked shoulders, afist swinging abig automatic.

Not one of those viewers was half so startled as Frenchy Brenn. He had pointed them to atarget that he
hadn't bothered to imagine as amenace aboard the Flyaway!

Nor had The Shadow expected to be pointed out by Frenchy. On aledge beyond the cabin, he had no
chanceto duck from sight. His plan of inserted battle was ended in that instant. His only chancefor life
was to beat crooks to the opening shots, and he did it.

Blasting shots purely for his own protection, The Shadow managed to get from the unsafe ledge. He
reached the front of the cabin, where he had a chance to find cover; but by that time, gunmen were hot in
pursuit.

One gun dready emptied, The Shadow wasin the glare of flashlights. He still had a chance to wither the
nearest opponents; but hisfresh .45 didn't contain enough bullets to see him through the fray that would
follow.

For once, The Shadow seemed confused. He was wavering, holding his gun motionless, when Frenchy
spied him over the top of the cabin. Then, hard upon the barks of afew revolvers, came aquicker finish
than any Frenchy had expected. The Shadow crumpled when those shots were fired.

With along sprawl, he hit the deck, gave a convulsive writhe and toppled through the open hatchway into
the shalow hold.

L eering from above the cabin, Frenchy took a quick look at the outspread mobsters. While some were
exultantly making for the hatchway, others were halted, looking Frenchy'sway. They were the planted
thugs, ready for the order that Frenchy promptly gave. Thiswas the perfect time to wipe out Waybrock's
mob, while the fools were howling their glee over The Shadow'sfinish.

Gunsdrilled. Men sprawled before they reached the hatchway. Others wheeled, amazed, to be greeted
by more shots. They saw Frenchy leading thefire; ingtantly, they knew how they had been tricked.
Though haf the crew had fallen, the rest returned the fire with aquick rally that Frenchy had not
anticipated.

His own men were taking bullets. Dropping back, Frenchy shouted for them to make toward the stern of

the speeding FHlyaway, where asmall boat hung from davits. They retreated, keeping up afire asthey
went. Maddened pursuers over-stretched their zeal, and began to hit the deck.

Thinking that he wouldn't need the small boat after al, Frenchy started a triumphant shout, that was
drowned by a sudden interruption. Another gun had begun to boom. It was coming from above the
forward hatchway. There, rising up to grip the cabin roof, was The Shadow, asdive as ever!

He had faked that dive into the hold as his only chance for safety. Lying low while crooks engaged in
battle, The Shadow had produced the very twist that he had origindly intended. He was replacing the
thinned crew of the Flyaway, to deal with Frenchy's mob, trapped with their |eader near the open stern.

The Shadow was not handicapped by lack of ammunition. All along the deck were strewn revolvers,
dropped by fdlen fighters.

Again, luck stayed with Frenchy Brenn. The Flyaway took a sudden jolt, as someone below cut off the
motors. The sounds of battle had been heard by the men who served as engineers; they were coming to



see what the trouble was about.

The cruiser'slurch sent The Shadow into a sprawl, from which herolled to cover; but by thetime he
could aim again, Frenchy's men had profited by the dackening speed.

They had the small boat over the stern, and Frenchy wasin it with them. Two of them were working
franticaly at alittle motor, while Frenchy and another, the last of the doublecrossng mob, weretrying to
find The Shadow with their fire.

Thelittle boat was a hundred feet away, when a cloaked figure appeared at the stern of the Flyaway.
Frenchy was gleful, asthetiny motor began to chug; then came awhining bullet that dropped the
mobbie beside him. Frenchy dived; another shot picked off one of the crooks who had started the
motor.

One more such blast, and Frenchy would be aone. Hed have no chance under The Shadow'sfireto
handle the small boat. Frenchy's face was very pale when he peered above the gunwale, watching The
Shadow take precise aim. Then, as Frenchy stared, the cloaked marksman took a crazy upward jolt.

At the same ingtant, the Flyaway ripped apart, flung to pieces by a mighty blast that came from
amidships. Therewas aburst of crimson flame; aroar that quivered the sea about the vanishing cruiser.
Againg that flare of fiercelight, Frenchy saw ablack-cloaked shape flinging outward, like adoll tossed
from atower.

Some dying crew member had fired abullet into the cruiser's well-filled gasoline tank. The explosion had
literally torn the Flyaway to shreds. Blackness, closing in again upon the boiling sea, blotted The Shadow
along with the mass of scattered wreckage.

ECHOES ended. Only the chug of the small boat's motor could be heard; until it, too, had faded. Deep
slence lay upon the seabeyond the reach of the beam from the distant lighthouse. Frenchy Brenn and his
oneremaining pa were gone, believing themsalves the sole survivors from the Flyaway.

They were wrong. Swvimming weekly in the dark swell was afigure that till fought to keep afloat. Feeble
hands fastened upon a chunk of drifting wood that had been hurled from the ruined Flyaway. Those
hands tightened; a head raised itself above cloaked shoulders.

A sound dtirred the breeze that was whipping shoreward; a strange, uncanny whisper, that faded long
before it reached the white foam that marked the surf upon abeach, no more than amile away. A
whisper that spoke of returning strength; of a determination to live, and settle scores with Frenchy Brenn.

That whisper was the laugh of The Shadow!
CHAPTER VI. EVENTS ASHORE.

THE Albania docked before noon the next day, and by that time, Myrna Elvin wasin amost
uncomfortable mood. She had told her story time and again to listening officers of the Albania, and with
al her sncerity, they had not been entirely impressed.

They granted that she had not participated in murder. That crime was definitely attributed to Frenchy
Brenn, the man who had gone overboard. What the listeners doubted was Myrnas story of how Michael
Waybrock had approached her, to ask her aid in saving hislife.

Her admission that Waybrock had mentioned a box to be taken ashore, and her failure to report the
matter immediately to the ship's officers, were taken as proof that she was the smuggler's accomplice.



The fact that she was wedthy, and knew many influential personsin New Y ork, were thingsto be
disregarded.

Michael Waybrock was noted for his power over women, particularly blondes.
Moreover, the ladies of his choice were dways wedthy ones.

Myrnas story, it seemed, was lessimportant than the test it would receive when she reached New Y ork.
What that test was, she didn't guess, until she was introduced to customs officers when she landed.

Thaose gentlemen calmly opened her trunk and strewed her belongings all over the place. When they
found they couldn't conveniently break the trunks apart, they X-rayed them. Finding no smuggled goods,
they turned Myrnaover to apair of efficient matrons, who disrobed her and searched every squareinch
of her clothesfrom the hedls of her shoesto the lining of her hat.

When she had dressed again, Myrnawent out on the pier, her temper quite asrumpled as her attire. She
expected gpologies from the customs officias, but received none. Since Myrnas date was clean, they
were busy picking other passengers who might have smuggled goodsin their possession.

Most of the suspects were men; but among the few women, Myrna saw Leona Dubray. She wondered,
suddenly, how much the dark-haired woman might know about the murder of Michael Waybrock; but
Myrnadecided to say nothing to anyone. If Leona chanced to be in the game, it would be the business of
the customs officialsto find out about it.

Starting from the pier, Myrna saw ataxicab and beckoned to the driver. He gave her a shrewd-faced
look, then shook his head. He said that his cab was taken, afact that Myrna doubted and would have
argued about, had not someone called her name. Sheturned, to see atal, important-looking man
standing with derby hat in hand.

The man'sface was very long and oval-shaped; hisforehead seemed unusually high because his head
was quite bald, except for thin streaks of grayish hair just above his ears. He wore gold-rimmed,
beribboned eyeglasses, that gave him an air of dignity ong with his serious expression.

"Y ou may remember me, Miss Elvin," said the bald, man, in aprecisetone. "I an Raymond Kendler."
"Of course!" said Myrna, with asmile. "Mr. Kendler, the jeweler. | have been in your store often.”

Kendler nodded, asif accepting the final statement as a matter of course. Kendler'swas ajewdry store
that boasted many wesalthy patrons. His face, though, still seemed troubled.

"I should have arrived earlier,” he declared. "I am surethat | could have helped you, Miss Elvin. It wasn't
necessary for them to search you. A person of your socia standing can be trusted.”

"Which isexactly what | told them,” smiled Myrna. "Sincethey didn't believe me, | let them find out that |
wasright."

Kendler nodded his agreement, then turned to gesture toward alarge limousine. It was his car, he said,
and hewould gladly take Myrnawherever she wanted to go. Asfor her luggage, he would have his
chauffeur arrange abot it.

With atriumphant look at the listening taxi driver who had refused her as a passenger, Myrna accepted
Kendler'sinvitation.

While they were waiting in the car, Myrnatold Kendler about Waybrock's death. The jeweler seemed



very wdl informed on dl the details.

"I have dready taked with government men.” he stated, "telling them what little | knew about Waybrock.
The fdlow often cameinto my store, athough | seldom talked with him.

"Perhapsit would bewell if you came with me to my penthouse. The government men are till thereand
would probably like to hear your story.

Oncetold, you would probably be free from later visits, when they investigate the case.

THE invitation suited Myrna. They arrived at the penthouse, where she was introduced to a swarthy,
mustached man named Vic Marquette, who turned out to be a Federal operative. She dso met astocky
police ingpector whose name was Joe Cardona, and found, to her surprise, that both men sympathized
with her recent trias.

Perhaps that was because they had heard from the customs officers, to the effect that she was free of any
smuggling charges. Nevertheless, Myrna was quite pleased to meet persons who accepted her story as
shetold it, without quizzing her regarding detailsthat she did not care to mention.

One of those details was the fact that Michael Waybrock had claimed ownership of Mariner's1de; the
other, that Myrnas rescuer on board the Albania had not been a heroic steward who had died from
bulletsfired by Frenchy Brenn, but a stranger cloaked in black, who had whirled in from nowhere to put
an end to further murder.

Other vistorsarrived at Kendler's, anong them atall man whose featuresimmediately impressed Myrna
They were masklike, those features, with a strangely hawkish expresson.

The newcomer's name was Lamont Cranston; he was a celebrated globetrotter, who had arrived in New
Y ork that morning, after along planetrip from South America.

Somehow, when she glanced a Cranston. Myrnafound hersdlf thinking of The Shadow. In privatelife,
that cloaked fighter might readily be aman like Cranston. The more that Myrna considered that notion,
the better it pleased her. Cranston's presence somehow lulled her into fedling sure that The Shadow was
dill dive.

Myrnasuddenly awakened to the importance of a conversation that was going on about her. Raymond
Kendler was standing at atable opening jewe boxes, to show acollection of gemsthat were small, yet
unusudly fine

"These are the sort of stonesthat have come to me from many sources," he declared, "and at prices so
low that | cannot refuseto buy. In every instance, | have made sure that the gems were not stolen
aticles.

"And yet"-he shrugged hopeesdy- "I know that they must have been stolen. These gems, gentlemen,
have been cut from larger stones smuggled into this country by such adventurers as Michag Waybrock."

There were nods of agreement. Marquette, Cardona and the rest all understood Kendler's position.
Recut jewel s were nothing new, although the present game had reached unprecedented proportions.
Other large jewelers were facing the same problem as Kendler: that of purchasing gems of this doubtful
sort.

AsKendler expressed it, matters had reached a state where it wasimpossible to draw aline. To turn
down gems like those he had on exhibit, would mean that he would have to retire from the jewelry
business.



Vic Marquette heard Kendler out, then brought up one angle that the jeweler had mentioned.

"Waybrock wasn't the man in back of thisracket,” declared the Fed. "He was muscling in on it; that's
why he was chopped down last night. Well still haveto find the big-shot.”

"Frenchy Brenn?'

"Someone bigger. For al we know, Frenchy may be at the bottom of the Atlantic, after that overboard
hop he took last night. His reason for being on the Albaniawas to take over the goods that Waybrock
wastrying to smugglein.”

He produced alist, handed it to Kendler. It detailed gems recently purchased abroad, presumably by
Michael Waybrock. Kendler's ova face showed amazement.

"The Jangapoor rubies!” he exclaimed. "Why, they once paid argah'sransom! And these famous
Spanish emerdds, thereis no telling how vauable they may be! Asfor these sapphires, once the property
of the Turkish sultan-"

He was shaking his head, bewildered. Marquette pressed him with amost important question.
"Could anyoneidentify those gems, once they are recut?’

"Never!" returned Kendler, gloomily. " Sold piecemed,, they would have meant an enormous profit even
to Waybrock, had he kept them. If these stones have come ashore, we shdl know it only when aflood
of lesser rubies, emeralds, and sapphires appear on the market.”

"ONEthingiscertain,” said Marquette. "Whoever isrunning this million-dollar racket knows his gems.
Y ou agree with that, don't you, Mr. Kendler?"

"Pogtively,” replied Kendler. Then, hisvoice hesitant: "But | am sure that no reputable jeweler would-"
"Perhaps you could name one who isn't reputable.”

Kendler's hesitation was more evident than before. It was quite understandable, his unwillingnessto
blacklist anyone in his own profession. It was Joe Cardonawho put the probing question:

"What about old Amos Marle?!
Momentarily, Kendler compressed hislips; then, facing his questioners, he said frankly:
"| believe that Marle should be watched."

Marquette and Cardona exchanged significant looks, as though they had depended upon Kendler's
opinion to settle that particular matter. Myrnanoticed, too, that Cranston was keenly interested. Even
that, however, did not rouse Myrnas enthusiasm. She had never heard of Amos Marle, nor did she care
to learn more about him.

Her blue eyes had taken on afaraway stare, produced by anew ideathat had occurred to her. An
important idea, in her opinion, because it might concern the safety of The Shadow.

More questions were being put to Kendler, al concerning the man called Marle. Myrnainterrupted the
discussion to announce that she had remembered an appointment and would have to leave at once.
Kendler bowed her to the door, then went back to his conference.

There was another person absent when Kendler returned. Lamont Cranston had stepped to a telephone



inalittle halway, and was putting in acal. His message given, he returned amost unnoticed to the
penthouse living room. Stopping by a deep window, he gazed to the street below.

He saw Myrna, atiny figure, when she stepped to the sdewalk. He watched her wave to a cab, then
hurry into the taxi as soon asit had stopped. Gazing across the street, Cranston studied a parked coupé
asthough expecting some move from itsdirection.

Almost immediately, aman hurried from alittle restaurant and entered the parked car. Myrnas cab was
dtill in Sight when the coupé whedled dongitstrail.

Imperceptibly, Cranston's lips closed to repress a softened sound-a curious echo of aweird mirth that
had last been heard amid floating wreckage off the Long Idand shore.

That tone, audible only to the personage who uttered it, was the laugh of The Shadow!
CHAPTER VII. MARINER'SISLE

DURING the next few hours The Shadow, otherwise Lamont Cranston, heard much concerning Amos
Marle. It was curious that a man suspected of managing a huge smuggling ring should have escaped The
Shadow's previous notice, while the law was working on the case.

The situation was explained by the fact that the law had but recently heard of Amos Marle. Last night,
right after the battle on the water front, Inspector Cardona had received atelephone cdl from aman who
had sounded like awhiny stool pigeon.

The cdler had said that "Marle isthe guy who is out to snatch the sparklers'-a statement that had been
Greek to Joe Cardona, until reports arrived concerning battle on the liner Albania.

Thismorning, Vic Marquette had received smilar information, aso by telephone, from a gruff-voiced
informant, to the effect that if he, Marquette, wanted Frenchy Brenn, Amos Marle could tell whereto find
him; which was enough to set Marquette in action.

Bound on the same mission, Cardona and Marquette had met each other outside a cheap jewelry store
near the lower East Side. They had entered the place together, to inquire for the proprietor, Amos Marle.
They had learned from a pasty-faced clerk that Marle was away on business, and hadn't stated when he
would return.

Though he sold cheap jewdry, Amos Marle was aman well known in the trade. The investigators had
learned that before they came to Kendler's. Gravely, Raymond Kendler agreed with Cardona and
Marquette when they said that Marle was noted for his ability a buying up collections of vauable gems.

"I have made purchases from Marle," declared Kendler, "at prices that were very reasonable. But none
of thesg"'-he gestured to the gems on histable-"came from Marle. Curioudly, that fact is something that
has made me wonder."

The Shadow wasthe first to catch the significance of Kendler's statement, although he did not show it.
He left that to the others. Cardona snapped to it more quickly than Marquette.

"l get you, Mr. Kendler," announced the inspector. "Y ou've been wondering why Marle didn't get hold of
these bargains, since he's usudly Johnny on the spot. In other words, it lookslike Marle had this stuff to
begin with, and peddled it around before it got to you."

Kendler nodded.



"Good enough,” put in Marquette. "Let's get down to business. Maybe Marle had double-crossed some
of hispals, or fixed other chaps, like he did with Waybrock. That would account for the tip-off. Our job
isto decide what we're going to do about it."

They did decide, after aprolonged discussion. It was agreed that the right system would be to watch
Marle, with two purposes. Firgt, to learn if stolen jewelswere delivered at hisdingy store; second, to find
out what happened to such gems, if they were received. Cardona and Marquette agreed to split the
assgnment, using picked men for the job.

An hour later, they had finished with their plans. On Kendler'stable lay abig map, showing the streets
near Marle's place of business. Pinswith heads of various colors showed where the picked men would
be posted when Amos Marle returned.

A lamp was lighted on the table, for dusk was settling by the time the plans were completed. The glow
showed Lamont Cranston shaking hands with Raymond Kendler. Leaving the penthouse, The Shadow
descended in an eevator, and during the downward trip hislips showed afaint smile.

The Shadow had linked certain facts that interested him. The number that Spike Hegley had called last
night had merely been another pay station, but it waslocated on the East Side and it happened to be
within ablock of Marle'sjewery store. The map showed a convenient parking ot within the next half
block, where Marle could have kept a car.

Findly, the parking lot was within aquarter hour's drive from Ricky's Café. The hand that had fired the
death shot from the window of the passing coupé could easily have belonged to Amos Marle.

THE gloom that greeted The Shadow when he reached the street was a so welcomed by Myrna Elvin.
Miles away from New Y ork; the girl was speeding along in a high-powered roadster, bound for her
cottage on the Connecticut shore. Glancing frequently in the mirror, she had noticed asmall car following
her; but it had dropped back awhile ago.

It didn't occur to Myrnathat she had reached aroad that led to one place only: the shore district where
her cottage was located. If the other car happened to be following her, its driver had merely worked a
bluff by dropping out of sight. He could come aong later and look for Myrnas roadster.

The reason for Myrna's mental 1apse could be blamed on the single thought that gripped her. She
suspected that Michael Waybrock had expected to board aboat at sea and head in to a hidden base.
Frenchy Brenn had blocked that, and taken over Waybrock's scheme; and when he had gone
overboard, The Shadow had followed.

Either one, or both, might have reached Waybrock's waiting boat. That granted, Myrnareasoned that
they would have arrived later at the base. She knew where the base was, for Waybrock had told her. It
was the wooded clump of land called Mariner'side.

By secretly visting that idand, Myrna hoped that she might aid The Shadow, if he happened bea
prisoner. She was intrigued by the possible opportunity of repaying her own rescue through performance
of asgmilar favor for The Shadow.

Shortly, the headlights illuminated the front of a high-porched cottage built upon adope. Swinging past,
Myrnareached a parking space on the far side.

Waking back to the front of the house, she passed a small side window and reached a padl ocked door
directly beneath therail of the broad porch. The basement that she entered was an improvised
boathouse, containing asmall canoe. There were stairsleading up into the house and Myrnafollowed



them into a square living room, where she turned on an electric lamp.

Stepping into aconnecting closet, she found old garments that suited her coming journey: dark dacks,
blue jersey, and canvas snegkers. Removing her town clothes, she hung them in the closet and clad
hersdf in the camping garb.

The season was early, but there was a chance that someone had seen the light in the cottage. Myrna
decided to leaveit on, and she aso unlocked the front door, to make it look as though she had just
stepped out but would soon return.

Going down into the boat cellar, she tested two flashlights on a corner shelf. Both were till usable, but
one produced a better glow, so she tucked it beneath her belt.

After dragging the light canoe from the boat cellar, Myrna replaced the padlock on the door and clamped
it. Using the flashlight, she hauled the canoe along a crooked path until she reached the water's edge.

BULKY, black, Mariner's Ide showed dimly. The night was moonless, and clouds rendered the starlight
feeble. Thewater, itsdlf, wasinky, which pleased Myrna perfectly. The light from her cottage faded
among the trees, as she paddled cautioudy in the direction of theide.

Soon, the idand loomed above her. Working the canoe againgt its shore, Myrna stepped on sandy
ground and pulled the craft toward aclump of bushes. She crept in among the trees, then began a search
for apath, keegping the flashlight close to the ground.

Within five minutes, Myrna stumbled upon abrambly pathway. It twisted, snakelike, toward the center of
theidand and Myrnafollowed it. Every step seemed to engulf her in blacker gloom, until shefdt hersdf
within atiny world consigting of nothing but the blackness that was dmost apart of Mariner'side.

Ordinarily, Myrnawould have experienced an increase of dread; but she was steeled by her adventures
of the night before.

The path widened into aclearing. Myrnasflashlight glimmered on theivied walls of an old stone house
that dated back at least a hundred years. The place looked entirely deserted; it wasn't the sort of
residence that Myrna had pictured as belonging to Michael Waybrock.

Shedecided, at last, that Waybrock had merdly used the place for staying overnight, probably bringing
camping equipment with him. The stone steps were in good condition; so was the front door, which
Myrnafound unlocked. She entered the house, expecting the floor to creak; but it proved quite solid.

She was beginning to understand why Waybrock had chosen ahouse of stone.

The place was averitable fortress. Its windows had heavy sted shutters, dl clamped tight. Doors,
whether closed or open, were heavy and strong and mounted on stout hinges. Some had bars that could
be swung across them, and Myrna guessed that they were intended as prison cells.

There was a stairway |eading upward; on one side, adeep hdl, on the other, adoor that stood gar.
Myrnaflashed her light in one direction, then the other. Satisfied that al was safe, she began to climb the
gtairs. On thefirst step, she heard a creak.

Curious, that sound. The step seemed solid enough. Myrnatested it again; the creak was repesated,
louder than before, but in amore puzzling fashion, it seemed to come while she wasllifting her foot,
ingtead of pressing it.

Next, the creak came clearly while she was standing stock-till, and Myrna suddenly redized that it



wasn't from the step at dl. It came from the doorway just beside the stairs. Quickly, Myrnawheded
about, turning her light into a yawning space. Out from the opened doorway came a chunky driving
figure.

Myrna sprang away, toward the hallway on the other side. Another man rose up to meet her. Leathery
hands clamped her arms behind her, flapped themselves across her mouth, preventing her from making
uselessoutcry.

Struggling frantically, Myrnawas shoved to the steps, where the same hands began to bind her with short
lengths of stout rope.

Myrnaslast effort at resistance came when her silent captorstried to dap awide strip of adhesive plaster
across her mouth. Then afigt lifted itsdlf to the girl'sjaw with a, short, deft motion. Myrna scarcely felt the
shock. Her closed eyes saw a starry flash; then sudden blackness.

Slumped upon the old tairway, Myrna Elvin made no more trouble for her captors.
CHAPTER VIII. SMUGGLERSMEET

BACK in New York, atal, weary-looking panhandler was shambling aong an East Side thoroughfare.
Near a corner, he stopped to accost aman who was standing in adoorway, then shied off, asif he had
received an dectric shock.

Twitching his pasty lips, the panhandler muttered an apology and sidied aong the street. Once clear of
the doorway, his mutters turned to a soft, whispered laugh.

The Shadow, posing as a Bowery bum, had walked into a member of Cardona's headquarters squad
and had done it purposdly. Knowing where the detective was to be stationed, he had found little difficulty
in picking out the doorway.

He had given the dick agood ook at hisface, knowing that it would serve as a passport, letting him
continue farther down the block. For the detective had seen nothing hawklike nor distinguished in those
well-disguised features. He had taken The Shadow for just another bum, the sort who couldn't get past
the doorway of Marl€'s jewelry store, and therefore didn't need to be watched.

Nearing the store, The Shadow paused. He let hisface press againgt the lighted window, for the benefit
of other hidden observers. He was doing what any derdlict might do. He was taking in an envious view of
Marle's display window, where dozens of gaudy |ow-priced items attracted the eyes of passers.

Through the window, The Shadow saw a counter that ran dong the side wall and the back. At one
corner was alarge safe, built into thewadll. In the other The Shadow saw a curtained doorway leading
into arear room. There were deepy-eyed clerks talking with shabby customers, but none of them
interested The Shadow.

His keen eyes had picked out Amos Marle. The jeweler was back from hisbusinesstrip.

In appearance, Marle suited his peculiar reputation. Bent above a counter, his shoulders showed afixed
stoop. He appeared to be of medium height, and hisface, like his shoulders, bore signs of increasing age.
Marle's features were drawn and withery; the color of old parchment.

His eyesight, too, seemed feeble. He was wearing large horn-rimmed spectacl es, through which he
peered with squinty gaze while he examined atrayful of cheap finger rings. Clamped on hishead was a
tight-fitting skullcap from which long locks of white hair projected, to form ashocky circle.



He had amiserly look, old Marle, and if economy was his motto, his hair suited it. From all appearances,
Marle hadn't visited a barber shop within the past three months.

The Shadow's gaze went back to the display. He saw snake rings, old-fashioned stickpins, bracel ets that
looked like chunks of glass set in gilded tin. Of the few genuine gemsin Marleéswindow not one
resembled any of thefindly cut stonesthat The Shadow had seen at Kendler's penthouse.

Timewas up. If The Shadow gawked any longer, posted watchers would begin to think that he was
sgnaling to Marle. The Shadow did not want to confuse the issue by starting the law on thetrail of a
pretended panhandler. Nor did he care to go to the trouble of giving followersthe dip. The Shadow had
other work ahead.

SHAMBLING aong the block, The Shadow passed another hidden watcher. He cut through the
parking lot, looking for adeek coupé that could be identified as the one that had passed the aley in back
of Ricky's. No such car was on the premises.

Reaching the next street, The Shadow paused in front of a deserted building. Five seconds later, that
gpace was empty.

The disappearance of the shambly panhandler was rather baffling. The only clueto the riddle wasthe fact
that alimousine adozen yards ahead suddenly pulled away from the curb. Quite as odd asthefact that a
panhandler had vanished, was the fact that a ten thousand dollar automobile had been parked in this

forsaken block. It would have seemed preposterous, however, to consider the two events as connected.

For that very reason, The Shadow had arranged the two in sequence. In the back seat of the departing
car, hewas peding away his bum's makeup.

Tugging zippersin the Sdes of his shabby coat and trousers, he removed those garments and stuffed them
into a space beneath the seat.

He was Cranston again; but from the same hiding place he was bringing out acloak and hat-the garb of
The Shadow. Laying those jet-black clothes in readiness, The Shadow produced a pair of earphones.
Clamping them on his head, he turned adia that completed the short-wave hookup.

Taking into atiny microphone, The Shadow was sending his voice through aspecia mixer that madeit
unintelligible to any listener except the designated receiver. Hiswhisper, heard by anyone else, would
have sounded like the blur of gtatic.

A steady voice came through the earphones; atone that would be choppy, broken into digointed
gyllables, if caught by an outsider. The Shadow was talking to his contact man, Burbank, who took
telephoned reports from various agents.

The Shadow asked if Vincent had reported. He received a negative reply. Then came areport that he
received with interest. It concerned ataxi driver named Moe Shrevnitz.

Signing off, The Shadow put away the radio equipment, spoke an order through the tube that led to the
chauffeur's seat. His tone was the calm voice of Lamont Cranston, stating that he had decided not to
return to the club. Instead, he gave an address quite unfamiliar to the chauffeur.

Asthey rodein that direction, The Shadow put on his cloak and hat. His whispered laugh was audible in
the confines of the limousine's rear seat. The Shadow had learned facts of vital importance. Facts so
useful that he could let Joe Cardonaand Vic Marquette worry about Amos Marle, for the present.

When the limousine halted in a secluded West Side block, The Shadow dismissed it for the night. While



gpesking in Cranston's tone, he was gliding from the half-opened door in afashion that would have
amazed the chauffeur, had he turned around to look.

Entering adark aley between two houses, The Shadow studied the building on theright. 1t was barren,
black, with boarded-up windows, quite as deserted-looking as the house that Myrna Elvin had
discovered on Mariner'side.

Besides the boards, the basement windows were provided with stedl gratings. Noting that with atiny
flashlight, The Shadow decided to try the floor above. Prodding a cracked board with the muzzle of an
automatic, he worked the wood loose. Then his deft fingers were in action, tugging with the strength of
stedl.

Silently ripping anarrow space, The Shadow pulled himsdf through the first floor window, then replaced
the boards that covered hisimprovised entrance. His flashlight blinked through empty roomsand hdls,
until he discovered a stairway leading downward.

At the bottom, The Shadow encountered a thick door with a solid lock. He went to work with a set of
oddly shaped picks, that included atweezer-like instrument that had the strength of pliers. The door
yielded and The Shadow moved across adark tiny room, guided solely by aminute beam of light that
had the exact shape of akeyhole.

Reaching the far door, he inserted a peculiar skeleton key that ddlivered drops of oil from its hollow
interior.

Probing thelock, The Shadow turned it silently. Opening the door a scant haf inch, helooked in upon a
scene that he was due to long remember.

FRENCHY BRENN was seated in the corner of alavishly furnished room. He was facing three
companions. One of them was Leona Dubray, attired in awhite sharkskin sports dress. Her shoes were
yelow-hued sandd's, and her hat, a creation of the same color, was a coarse straw trimmed with a
clugter of artificia cherries

The other two were men; one, a pasty-faced chap who looked like a playboy. He waslounging in a deep
chair, hisfeet stretched to the top of awooden case that contained two dozen liquor bottles. Thelast
member of the group was a middle-aged man, whose long-jawed face showed a big-toothed grin.

"Sorry | kept you waiting," announced Frenchy, stroking his hand through hishair "1 had alot of thingsto
do before | got here."

"SodidI" putin Leona. "1 spent about fifteen bucksriding in adozen different cabs.”

Leonawaswrong. She had been riding in one cab dl afternoon. Its driver Was Moe Shrevnitz, the very
hackie who had refused Myrna as afare at the steamship pier. It had been Moe'sjob to pick out amost
likely customer, and he had chosen Leona. Always around when she needed another cab, Moe had
findly left Leonaat this hidden meeting place.

Frenchy turned to the long-jawed man, said, "All right, Buck. Let'sseeem”.

Obligingly, Buck began to remove histeeth. They weren't afalse s&t, they were single teeth, wedged in
between genuine ones, and each tooth was hollow. From half adozen false molars of unusua size, Buck
tapped out Sx emerads.

"All I could carry," he announced, "but | got by easy. Corky here hasthe rest, ong with sapphires.”



The younger man was Corky, and he widened his grin as he leaned toward the liquor case. He didn't
remove the bottles; he smply broke the sedls and removed the corks. Taking a cork between top and
center, hetwisted it apart. Embedded in the center was a smuggled emerald.

Soon, severd of the large gems were on the table. The sapphires proved of even greater size, when
Corky came to them. He kept up adrawling speech, as he proceeded to disgorge the jewels.

"They went through meright," he declared, "and they were even suspicious of the bottles. Boy, you
should have seen those monkeys shake 'em up and hold 'em to the light! But they passed up the works,
Said | could take the booze ashoreif | paid the right amount of duty. So | did.”

Leonawas removing her hat. Asshelaid it on her lap, she voiced in harsh contrato:

"I'll bet that Elvin dame got ared going over. She was the one they had their eye on. But | didn't have
any cinch of it. 1 raised a squawk when they were turning this chapeau insde out. Told 'em it had cost
me fifty smackersin Paree. So they got softhearted, the matrons did, and let the cherriesride.”

L eonawas cutting those cherries open with atiny penknife. Out of the cotton-wadded centers, she
poked big rubies, the last of the many gemsthat Frenchy had stolen from Waybrock's stateroom before
murdering the man himsaif.

Frenchy was again the possessor of the much-prized swag. He poured the glittering gemsinto achamois
bag, where the emeralds and rubles formed a contrast of green and red, sprinkled with the purple sparkle
of the sgpphires.

"I'll start these on their way, chuckled Frenchy. "I phoned the chief just before | got here, and he told
rTE—"

FRENCHY'S eyes dwindled to tiny, fear-fixed beads that matched the glitter of the gems. Hewas
gtaring across the room toward an opening door. The others shifted their gaze along with his. Like
Frenchy, they were petrified.

The Shadow was on the threshold, advancing with abrace of leveled automatics, each .45 moving back
and forth between apair of startled crooks. Not a hand moved except Leonas, as her fingers spread to
drop the penknife into her open handbag.

A strange tone shivered the tillness of that room: the mirth of The Shadow, sibilant in its whisper.
Crooks cowed away, rising shakily to their feet at The Shadow's command. They knew the cloaked
invader'sintent. He was going to march them, in helpless singlefile, out from this basement lair.

Of the four, the one who seemed most nervous was Leona. She couldn't rise, at first. Even her hands
were sagging; the fingers of one dipped farther into the handbag, which showed such harmless contents
as achange purse and afountain pen.

Then, with a suddenness, Leona's manner changed. She launched forward to her feet; her fingers shot
from the bag, the fountain pen between them. Her thumb, lucky initsrapid flip, released the pen dlip.
Before The Shadow could whedl, a puff of tear gas sprinkled toward hisface.

Crooks dived, as The Shadow flung his cloaked deeve upward; too late. Eyes blinded, he wasfiring
ingtinctively, but he had spun too far to keep his proper sense of direction. He wanted to keep crooks at
bay until hisvision cleared; for his eyes, shutting rapidly, had suffered nothing more than temporary harm.

In the midst of his shots, The Shadow heard an answering report that told him his bullets were taking no
effect. Thinking he had located the sound, he emptied hisgunsinitsgenerd direction, for he knew that



Frenchy was the marksman. The murderer once settled, the rest might wesken; for chances were that
only Frenchy had agun.

Again, The Shadow'sfire was scattered. Echoes from the basement walls had decelved him. The
Shadow'sfina shots brought plaster from those walls, as Frenchy fired again. With aforward topple, The
Shadow sprawled inert upon the floor.

"That got him!" chuckled Frenchy. He stepped forward, whipped The Shadow's hat away and stared at
the face of Crangton. Then, after a closer look, he added: " Cripes, no! It only creased him! That dug did
aong hisskull likeit had hit achunk of armor platel™

"Try again. Frenchy," suggested Leona, coldly. "Thistime, shove the muzzleright againgt his dome.”
Frenchy gave hisrevolver atricky juggle and shoved it into his pocket.
"Last night," hereminded, "you said to take it easy. That's still good advice, Leona."

Going through The Shadow's pockets, Frenchy removed everything that he could find, including a
reserve supply of cartridges. Examining the automeatics, he found them empty. Jestingly, he shoved the
useless guns back into the holsters beneath The Shadow's cloak. Turning to the men beside him, Frenchy
ordered:

"Tiethe guy up, and do it right! Use wire; there's plenty of it around here. Then take him away-you know
where."

Leonawas protesting frantically. She preferred to see The Shadow dead. Frenchy shoved her aside, to
prevent her from getting the revolver that he had tucked into his pocket.

"Lay off!" hesnarled. "Y ou'll get your chanceto croak The Shadow later, if you want. But do you think
I'm sap enough to bump him without asking the chief ?*

"Y ou know what the chief will say," retorted Leona. "What's the good of asking?'

"Nobody knowswhat helll say, except himsdf. Well be hearing from him after the swag isdong its
way."

LEONA subsided. She watched Buck and Corky finish the binding of The Shadow to Frenchy's
satisfaction. The pair lugged their cloaked prisoner out through arear door. Frenchy followed with
Leona; they listened, until they heard acar pull away from the rear street. Then, with the jewelsbulging
from Frenchy's other coat pocket, the pair took their own route through the darkness.

"Takeit fromme," confided Frenchy. "If The Shadow ever does wake up, he won't know what
happened to him!"

Frenchy was dmost right. A long while later, The Shadow did wake up, to sense himsdlf floating through
blackness. A jolt of the car in which he wasriding threw his aching head against a door and sentenced
him to another period of oblivion.

He awoke again when Corky and Buck were dragging him from the car, but in the brief respite The
Shadow sensed nothing more than aflicker of vague light; which vanished suddenly, when he felt himself
pitched backward into gloom.

How long that tumble lasted was another fact unknown; for thefirst jar that The Shadow's head received
sent him into another spell of complete unconsciousness.



Blackness, it seemed, had reached up to take The Shadow, clutching that master of darknessinagrip
that could only be aforetaste of degath itself!

CHAPTER IX. TRAILS CROSS

HOURS had passed; how many, Myrnawas unable to estimate. There were two reasons why she
couldn't see her wrist watch: first, because her hands were bound behind her; again, because the room
where she lay was pitch-dark.

Her captors had dumped her in one of the rooms that reminded her of prison cells, and had clamped the
big door from the other side. Long ago, she had given up trying to open her mouth, for the adhesive tape
wasfirmly affixed to her lips.

Thefirst break in the monotony came when Myrnaheard a scraping sound at the door. Someone was
lifting the bar on the other side, and in a very few seconds the door itself swung open.

Even though it signified areturn to her captors, Myrnawas somewhat pleased. All along, she had been
wondering what would happen to her next, and had decided that the sooner it occurred, the better.

Dim light from the hallway showed Myrnain the corner. Immediatdly, the door went shut; and the girl
saw the glare of aflashlight. Someone was crossing the room toward her corner, and from his actions, he
could not be one of the men who had taken her aprisoner. Thisvisitor ssemed very anxiousto keep his
entry a secret.

Theflashlight glimmered upward when it reached the corner. Myrna saw aman's profilein the glow. He
looked young, rather handsome, and quite earnest of expression. Whoever he might be, he could not
belong to aband of thugs. Such was Myrnasimmediate and emphatic opinion.

Rapidly, the young man disposed of Myrnas bonds. He helped the girl to her feet, quietly told her to
follow him. He did not add that she was to avoid making any noise. That admonition was unnecessary,
congdering that Myrna's mouth was il taped.

Upon reaching the hallway, Myrna's rescuer piloted her toward the front door. He remained, to close the
door of the cell room and replace the clamp.

Overtaking the blonde, he guided her away from the house, until they struck the very path that Myrna
had used when she came from the beach.

At the shore, the man suggested that Myrna remove the adhesive tape by using salt water to moisten it.
She managed to loosen the sticky gag, then gave it asharp tug, that pulled it entirely away. After rubbing
her lips and finding them 4ill intact, Myrnaturned to her new rescuer.

"l owe you many thanks," shesaidin alow tone; "I suppose the next thing isto introduce myself. My
nameisMyrnaElvin."

"MineisHarry Vincent," returned the young man, quietly. "1 have seen you before, MissElvin. Infact, |
followed your car from New Y ork thisevening."

Momentarily, Myrnawas bewildered; then a sudden thought struck her. "Tell me," she questioned, "did
you come of your own accord-or did someone order you to follow me?’

"l was acting under orders.”

"Ordersfrom-"



Myrnahalted, not knowing what name to supply. Harry knew the reason for her hesitation. He
completed the statement:

"Ordersfrom The Shadow."

The name dectrified Myrna. How well it fitted her cloaked rescuer of the night before! She didn't haveto
ask Harry if The Shadow had avoided degth after his dive from the Albania. From the fact that Harry
was following his cloaked chief's orders, Myrna divined that The Shadow must till be dive.

Inthe midst of agrateful Sgh, Myrnaredized that Harry was speaking again, discussing matters
important to them both. Myrnalistened, intently.

"Y ou were gone when | reached your cottage,”" explained Harry. "'l knew that you might have goneto the
idand, so | found arowboat and came here. Noticing lights among the trees, | decided to land on the
other side.

"| found the house: 1ts occupants were outside. Thinking that you might be a prisoner, | tried severa
rooms and finaly found you. | had come across this path earlier, and it seemed the best oneto take. If
you wait here, I'll crosstheidand and bring my boat around.”

Myrnashook her head.
"That won't be necessary,” shetold him. "I have a canoe right near here, in the bushes.”

The news pleased Harry. It meant that they could work another plan. While they were looking for the
canoe, he suggested that Myrna paddie to the mainland and get to atelephone. She could cdl acertain
number-one that Harry gave her-and thereby get word to The Shadow.

"If othersare on their way," concluded Harry, "we can still trap the crookswho are here on theidand. I'll
stay and watch them, while you do therest.”

The idea sounded perfect, but it struck a snag when they failed to find Myrna's canoe. Whether it had
drifted away, or had been found by the mobsters mattered very little. The point was that Harry and
Myrna, were now dependent upon a single boat, which happened to be on the other sde of Mariner's
Ide, afull mileaway.

"Well go across the idand together,” decided Harry. "That's dl we can do. It will bealong walk
around-"

He stopped as Myrna began to press objectsin his hand. The itemswere awrist watch, apair of finger
rings and abracelet.

"Keep these," she whispered. "Y ou can return them later. | don't want to lose them.”
"Y ou can't mean-"

"That I'm going to swim ashore? Why not ? Myrnalaughed softly. "It'sonly ahaf mile. I've often taken a
swim of twicethat distance, even with ahandicep.”

Harry was puzzled, as he repeated: handicap?’

"Yes" replied Myrna. "1 mean abathing suit. | won't need one tonight, in al this pitch-darkness. You'd
better gather up my clothes, though, after I've started. We wouldn't want the crooksto find them.”

But you'll need clothes when you get ashore ! "There are plenty in the cottage. | won't have any trouble



finding it, because | |&ft the light on in the living room. So wait right here, Mr. Vincent, and make sure that
everythingissafe”

While Harry waited, Myrnawent beyond the bushes dong the shore. Soon, Harry heard alight splash,
then arippling sound that soon faded. Creeping shoreward, he found Myrna's clothes and promptly
gathered them into abundle, rolling the silk stockings and undergarments inside the darker camp attire
that Myrna had worn.

THROUGH dark waters, Myrnawas swimming smoothly, steadily, watching for the light ahead. She
saw it after afew minutes, asparkle among the trees. She was glad, for the water had proven colder than
she expected. But the swim was merdy troublesome; not difficult.

Myrna came ashore, beneath silent, brooding trees that cut off the twinkles of the few faint stars. She
found the twisty path that led to her cottage, but she was forced to proceed adong it very dowly.

The ground was damp from recent rains, and her bare feet could not gain the grip that she had managed
with her rubber-soled sneakers. There were brambles, too aong the path, that scratched her arms and
bare body.

At last shewas at the porch steps, ready to, scurry indoors. Sounds suddenly deterred her; those sounds
were men's voices, coming from the cottage itself!

Invaders had come here ahead of her, cutting Myrna off from agod that had become tremendoudy
important, consdering her unclad state. Frantically, she was prompted to return to the shore and swim
back to the idand; then, she remembered that Harry Vincent would be gone where she couldn't reach
him, and that he would have her discarded clotheswith him.

Moving sidelong from the cottage steps, Myrnaremembered the door into the boat cellar. Shefelt for it
and found it; then her fingers encountered the padlock. It waslocked, as she had lft it, and the key was
in apocket of the dacksthat she had left on Mariner'side!

At that moment, Myrna thought that she had reached the bounds of her predicament. She waswrong.
Her dilemmawas soon to call for haste, dong with headwork. A sound disturbed the stillness of the
woods. Turning about, her back againgt the padlocked door, she stared at the headlights of an
automobile that was moving dowly through the trees.

Those lights began along, dow swing. The car was coming to this cottage! When the lights rounded the
find bend, their glare would be focused full upon the spot where Myrna stood. Against the darkness of
the green-painted cellar door, her white dender figure would be ingtantly reveaed!

Myrnastood as motionless asif the chill water of the Sound had frozen her. She watched the swinging
lightslike abird fascinated by a cregping serpent. It wasn't until the lights were making their fina turn that
Myrnacameto life. Sheer desire for salf-preservation caused her to scramble away from the sweeping
glow, toward the corner of the cottage most remote from the lights.

Her hands found that corner in the darkness. She stumbled aong the sde wall and sank to the ground.
Lights cameinto view, but they were not turned in her direction. Myrnas new fear wasthat these arriving
crooks might discover her after they had parked beside the cottage.

Somehow, she felt conspicuous, even in the darkness. Crouching as close as possible to thewall, she
found a space where her knee nudged a pane of glass. It was atiny window, one that opened into the
boat cdlar. Myrnawas ddlighted, when she found that the window was |oose.



Regardless of the noise she made, the girl thrust her feet against the pane.

Hinged at the top, the window flapped inward, and before Myrna could fling her arms wide enough to
stop the sudden momentum, she was diding into the cdllar itsdlf.

She struck the damp cement floor with ajolt thet |eft her haf-bewildered; but throughout her menta whirl
she recognized that she was safe, for the present, at least.

CRUNCHING footsteps sounded on gravel outside the window, five feet above her head. Myrna heard
them pound upon the steps that 1ed up to the porch. Thought of these new intruders on the floor above
made her feel more helplessthan ever.

Apparently; crooksintended to occupy the cottage al night, which wasn't a pleasant outlook for Myrna
as she shivered in the cellar. She had put hersdlf in aspot that might prove even worse than her prison
room in the old house on Mariner'side.

She couldn't go upstairs, for the door opened directly into the living room, which was occupied by her
sdf-invited guests. Nor could she leave by the large door at the front of the boat cedllar, for it was
padlocked on the other sde. An exit by thelittle window was the only route, and it would prove more
difficult than her swift entrance.

Looking up, Myrna could not see the window in the darkness. She would haveto usealight to find it;
fortunately, therewas aflashlight in this cdlar, the one with fegble batteries that Myrna had rejected
before setting out to Mariner'side.

Theflashlight lay on ashelf against the opposite wall. Since the cellar no longer contained the canoe,
there should belittle difficulty in crossing the dark floor that 1ay between. With that thought, Myrna came
to her feet and started in the right direction.

She tripped unexpectedly at the center of the cdllar, ssumbling over something in the middle of the floor.
Catching her balance, Myrna gtifled a startled gasp and scampered the remaining distance. Franticaly,
she pawed aong the shelf, found the flashlight and turned about.

Her hand at arm's length, Myrnaflicked acircle of light toward the place where she had ssumbled. She
intended to risk no more than afew blinks from the flashlight; but when she pressed the on switch, she
was too amazed to turn off the light.

The thing that had tripped Myrnawas the sprawled, motionless figure of aman whaose torn, rumpled
clothes were partly obscured by ablack cloak that lay across him like ashroud. Hisface was turned
away, hidden by adouch hat that was tilted between his head and shoulder.

Aitiful though that inert form gppeared, it sirred Myrnas recollections to a scene that was vivid and
impressive. She remembered the moments when asimilar being, very much dive, had battled with a
desperate murderer.

Theimaginary quest that had taken her to Mariner's Ide had ended with aredity, herein the cdlar of the
girl'sown cottege.

Myrna Elvin had found The Shadow!
CHAPTER X. THE SHADOW'S RETURN

DURING the next haf dozen minutes, Myrnas own plight was gone entirely from her mind. Shewas
concerned only with the welfare of The Shadow, whose sensel ess condition she first mistook for desth.



Approaching with the dull flashlight, Myrnaknelt beside the silent figure, lifted the douch hat and looked
a The Shadow's face.

That action produced a discovery which amazed her. She recognized the features of Lamont Cranston,
hawkish despite their palor. Cranston was The Shadow-something that reason had told her was
impossible. Nevertheless, once known, the fact revealed much to Myrna,

It fitted with the fact that Harry Vincent had been sent to guard her. Cranston, aguest at Kendler's
penthouse, had been in an admirable position to arrange such a matter. Immediately after her arriva
ashore, Myrna had again been under the protection of The Shadow.

How could The Shadow have come here?

Myrnaanswered that menta question promptly. He was avictim of the mob that had invaded the main
floor of the cottage, the very onesresponsble for Myrnas own dilemma. The Shadow was il dive;
Myrnalearned that when her fingersfdt his heartbegts. But his enemies probably didn't intend to let him
livemuch longer.

He was bound with twisted wires that would hold him helpless, even if he revived. Myrnaknew acure
for that Stuation. Returning to the shelf, shefound a pair of pliers. With them, she untwisted the wire
bonds.

Freed of that grip, The Shadow's figure dumped; gave ahdf roll on the floor. Myrnathought that she
could hear afaint sigh from The Shadow'slips.

Something dipped within the folds of The Shadow's cloak, making amuffled thud asit struck the floor.
Drawing away the cloak. Myrnafound an automatic that had did from its holster. Holding the gunin one
hand, she arose. The cloak came with her. Myrnarealized that she was still grasping the black garment,
and that it had gone free of The Shadow's shoulders when herolled.

Myrna had found the answer to her own need. The cloak, at present, was usdless to The Shadow; but it
was exactly what Myrnawanted. Eagerly, she dipped her armsinto the cloak deeves and wrapped the
garment tightly around her bodly.

Though Myrnawastall, the cloak wastoo long for her. Shefelt asif she had put on an oversized
bathrobe. Her hands were lost in the deeves; the hem of the cloak dragged the floor. Those details were
fortunate in asense, for Myrnarealized that she was clothed in complete blackness, except for her hair.
She could not risk aventure into the night with her blond locksin sight.

Picking up the douch hat, she combed her bobbed hair upward and clamped the headgear in place. The
transformation was complete. She felt asurge of confidence. The Shadow used these garmentsto blend
with the darkness of night. Myrna could do the same.

Then dread returned. Myrnawasn't fearing for hersalf. She wasthinking of The Shadow.

With crooks upgtairs, engaged perhapsin discussing the fate that they intended for The Shadow, it would
befally to leave him here. One aternative was to remain on guard; but that would be usdless, if acriss
came.

From thelittle she knew of guns, Myrnawas sure that The Shadow's weapons were empty, particularly
as mobsters would hardly be foolish enough to leave him armed for battle, once they had captured him.
Pinch-hitting for The Shadow, Myrnawould never have achanceto fight it out with men of crime.

Not unless she forced the issue, catching her enemies unaware.



What if crooks were suddenly confronted by The Shadow at a moment when they till believed they held
him helplesst Sight of a cloaked foeman, ready with agun, might drive them to frantic flight. Frenchy
Brenn, adouble murderer, had fled when faced by The Shadow.

The opportunity might pass, if Myrnawaited for The Shadow to regain full consciousness. Therewasa
smpler way to work the ruse. One which occurred to Myrna because of the two garments, black cloak
and douch hat, which at present congtituted her entire apparel. She could masquerade as The Shadow!

CAREFULLY, Myrnaadjusted the cloak deeves so that her hands were nearly free, yet did not quite
show. Through the right deeve she gripped the automatic, holding it asif she wore aglove. She e bowed
the douch hat more evenly on her head. Crossing her left armin front of her, she kept the cloak tightly
wrapped about her.

Myrnawasn't dry from her swim; hence the cloak clung to her as she stole up the stairs. Reaching the
door that opened into the living room, the girl took a deep breath. Uncrossing the fingers of her hidden
left hand, she turned the doorknob, then gave the door a sudden fling.

The gun ahead of her, Myrnathrust hersdlf into the room. Her entrance was drameétic, for the table lamp
cast just the proper glow upon the open doorway. She saw two men swing from the table, where they
had been drinking from aliquor bottle that had awadded chunk of paper for a cork.

Those two were Buck and Corky. Myrnadid not recognize them as passengers from the Albania. She
was interested only in their reaction, and it was astartled one. Half drunk, they took Myrnafor The
Shadow, and uttered fearful grunts asthey lifted their hands above their heads.

Across the room, Myrna saw two other persons, who must have come in the car that arrived a short
while before. She recognized that pair: Frenchy Brenn and Leona Dubray.

They were almost as startled as Buck and Corky. With good reason, too, for Frenchy had been
questioning his two accomplices just before Myrna appeared. He had doubted that the pair could have
kept proper watch over The Shadow and the liquor bottle at the same time. Thus Frenchy, and Leona
aso, could readily believe that Myrnawas The Shadow.

All would have gone well for Myrna, had she chosen her next move properly. She should have
concentrated upon the men near the table, motioning them toward the door with her gun. If they had
started aretreat, Frenchy and Leonawould have bolted.

But Myrnaknew that Frenchy was the most dangerous enemy. She decided to bluff him with adirect
threat. Remembering the quick methods of The Shadow, Myrnatook three side steps from the doorway.
Hardly had she shifted, before Leona Dubray uttered a triumphant shouit.

The dark woman pointed to the spot that Myrna had |eft. Frenchy stared; he saw what Leona had
noticed, the marks of smal bare feet imprinted on thefloor.

"It'sthe dame!" shrieked Leonawild with glee. " She must have swum over from theidand and found The
Shadow's outfit! Il bet &l she'sgot on her isthat cloak and hat-and an empty gat, that she thinks can
scare ugs!”

BEFORE Myrnacould spring away, Leona pounced across the room and plucked the automatic from
the girl'shand.

Frenchy was next; he snatched away the douch hat, letting Myrnas blond hair tumble around her pale,
determined face. Raucous in their laughter, the two dropped back with their trophies.



Freefor the moment, Myrnathought of flight. She turned toward the door that led through the dressing
closet, but before she could reach it Corky sprang after her. He caught the cloak, gave it aterrific yank,
that completely whipped it from Myrna's back.

Her arms flung high, Myrnamissed the doorway when she grabbed for it. Actualy staggered by theloss
of the cloak, she finished her twist with a backward tumble.

She was sprawling toward a corner near the table, her last chance of escape ended. But as shefell,
Myrna could hear astrident laugh that drowned the jeers of her enemies. As shelanded in the corner, her
elbows struck the walls, saving her head from ahard jolt asit tilted back.

Eyes opened wide, Myrna saw a sight that restored her faded hope. Not one of the crooks was faced in
her direction. All had turned toward the doorway from the cellar. There stood The Shadow. Cloakless,
he had the appearance of Crangton, but the Sinister mirth that came from hislips gave proof of his
identity.

His chalenge held crooks riveted. They |ooked askance when they saw an automatic in hisfigt, the big
gun raised, ready to dedge down the first attacker. Then abetraying quiver of The Shadow'slaugh told
that hewas till half dazed. Encouraged, the crooks sprang to battle. Buck wasthefirst. Nearest to The
Shadow, the big-toothed man yanked arevolver and drove in beneath The Shadow's descending arm.
Redling back, The Shadow shoved hisfree hand forward, making an ingtinctive clutch for Buck'sgun
wrist. The grab succeeded. Buck's hand twisted full about just as he pulled the trigger.

The mobster, not The Shadow's was the man who dumped to the floor. The revolver skidded from
Buck's opening hand and bounced across toward Myrnas corner. Again The Shadows laugh rang out,
thistime with confidence and vigor.

Frenchy was springing toward the door to the porch. He wanted a safe place, before he opened fire, and
he thrust Leona ahead of him as he went.

He was counting upon Corky to occupy The Shadow for the next few seconds, which Corky did.

Waving the cloak that he had yanked from Myrna's shoulders, Corky charged forward and flung the
garment over The Shadow's head like amatador flagging abull. While The Shadow wastrying to pull
away thefolds, Corky scrambled toward the porch door and pulled agun of hisown.

By that time, Myrnawas no longer bewildered. On hands and knees, she reached the revolver that Buck
had lost, aimed it and took a quick shot at Corky. The dapper crook gave a howl; clutching his shoulder,
he let his gun hit the floor. The Shadow, his regained cloak streaming from his shoulders, made arapid
divefor thelost revolver.

Frenchy was shooting from the doorway. Myrna could not stop him, for Corky was between. Two shots
werewide; as Frenchy aimed the third, The Shadow's figure was aso eclipsed from hissight. Corky,
reding, had comein front of Frenchy's gun muzzle.

Furioudy, Frenchy fired twice again, burning the bulletsinto the body of his own accomplice. Before he
could shoot Corky from the path, The Shadow had picked up the redling crook’s gun.

Diving through the doorway, Frenchy shoved L eonato the porch steps, with The Shadow in pursuit.
Myrnasprang to the front window, hoping that she could add timely shots. She saw Frenchy and Leona
running for their car; coming bel ow the porch edge, they were where she couldn't reach them with
gunfire.



Nor were The Shadow's shots effective. His strength had findly failed. He was dumping on the steps
bel ow the porch, when another gun began to talk from near the shore. Myrnagave aglad cry, for she
knew that the marksman must be Harry, back from theidand.

A car was whedling away, carrying Frenchy and Leona. Harry fired after it; so did Myrna, but the range
was too distant. The last two crooks were away, leaving Buck and Corky dead on the scene of battle.

MY RNA redlized that Harry would soon need her help in reviving The Shadow. She waswasting time,
standing around without any clothes on, when plenty were at last within her reach.

Hurrying into the connecting closet, she gathered the dress and shoes that she had worn from New Y ork.
Going through to a darkened room, she opened a bureau drawer, to find stockings and other garments.

She must have dressed very rapidly, for shewasfully clothed when she heard Harry'slow call from the
porch:

"Myrna-are you safe?"

Myrna came through the closet, to meet Harry with a smile. Gathering up the Shadow's hat and
automatics, Harry beckoned the girl out to the porch. At the bottom of the steps, they reached The
Shadow; relgpsed into the unconscious state wherein Myrnahad first found him.

"He must have ssumbled on the steps,” declared Harry. "Hell bedl right, soon. Well take him in your
car, Myrna."

Reaching the girl's roadster, they placed The Shadow in the middie of the front seat. Myrnatook the
whed; Harry sat on the right, supporting their unconscious passenger, to ease the jolts along the wood
road. Asthe roadster neared the paved highway, Myrna asked about the men on Mariner'side.

"They are dtill there," said Harry. "After | had brought the boat around, | decided to come over to the
cottage, to be there when you returned.”

Myrnasmiled. She knew that Harry's real worry concerned her swim; that he had wanted to make sure
that she had reached the shore. It was fortunate that he had let such worry master him; otherwise, he
would not have been on hand at the timely moment when he had taken over for The Shadow.

Despite the misadventures that had marred this night, Myrnafdt that she had made up for her various
blunders. Crooks had at least been beaten off, their numbers thinned; and Myrnahad started The
Shadow aong the path to self-rescue.

Besdes, Myrnahad met Harry Vincent. From the brief time that they had been together, she could think
of no one more desirable as acompanion in the work that lay aheed.

For Myrna Elvin knew, without being told, that she would be assigned further tasksin the service of The
Shadow.

CHAPTER XI. THE LAW'SREPORT

LATE that next afternoon, Lamont Cranston called at the penthouse of Raymond Kendler. He came
there by specia request of his friend Ralph Weston, the New Y ork police commissioner. Vic Marquette
and Joe Cardonawere aso present, and they listened knowingly while Weston explained why he had
invited Crangton.

"Matters went badly last night," declared Weston. "Y ou were here, Cranston, when arrangements were



made to cover aman named Amos Marle. Therefore, we thought it best to tell you how those plans
miscarried.”

The Shadow showed only dight interest. That was the way with Lamont Cranston. He seldom let any
matters disturb him. On this occasion his blase pose was very helpful, for he actudly did lack energy. He
had spent most of the day in bed recovering from last night's ordedls.

"At half pagt eight last night”- Weston was referring to a police report-"Amos Marle returned from histrip
and appeared a hisEast Side store.”

As he spoke the commissioner looked at Crangton, asif telling him remarkable news. The Shadow's
disguised face gave no change of expression. The report, however, did not surprise him, for he had been
near Marle's store soon after the time stated by Weston.

"At ten o'clock," resumed the commissioner, "amessenger arrived at Marlesand ddlivered afair-sized
package. Our men closed in, to intercept the messenger when he came out. They watched Marle through
the show window, and saw him open the package.

"It contained smaller parcels, which Marle placed in his safe. After he had locked the safe, he began to
close the shop. Federal operatives and police detectives entered, showed him warrants and demanded
that he open the safe.”

Weston paused, hisface so grouchy that the tips of his military mustache seemed to bristle. In Cranston's
quiet tone, The Shadow calmly asked:

"Did he?'

"Hedid," returned Weston, "and they found the parcels, a ong with afew dozen others, so much dike
that it wasimpossible to tell which waswhich. So they opened al of them-"

"And found the smuggled jewd s?'

"No!" Weston fairly roared at the interruption. "Hear me out, Cranston! Or, if you prefer, seefor
yourself? Show him what was in those boxes, inspector!”

Cardona opened asmall satchdl. A glittering flood of junk jewery rattled on Kendler'stable. Weston
pawed among the rings, bracelets, necklaces, separating them into groups. He wasn't watching Cranston,
or hewould have seen thin lipsform afaint smile.

All the so-cdled jewdry upon the table was the sort of stuff that Marle kept in his display window
marked with sales tags that ranged from 49 centsto $19.98.

The whole lot wasn't worth more than afew hundred dollars.

"Marlewas shrewd," declared Weston. "He knew what the law wanted. He let Inspector Cardona take
thisstuff, but first helisted dl theitems."

"So we wouldn't plant any red stuff withiit," put in Cardona. "From the way Marle talked, he made out
that weld probably try to frame him. If he hadn't been wearing those big specs, I'd have poked him one
when he sprang that lingl™

Hewas asarcadtic buzzard,” added Vic Marquette. "'That wheezy voice of hisgot my goat. Plenty of
biteto it, too. Every time he said 'my dear gentlemen’, you know he was thinking 'skunks, or something
worse."



RAYMOND KENDLER was helping the police commissoner sort the junk jewery. To Kendler, who
loved to handle red gems, these tawdry imitations felt like scum. He gave adistasteful grimace after he
hed finished.

"Put these things away," he pleaded.

"I hate the sight of them!™ Then, shifting his gaze from Cardonato Marquette, the bald-headed jeweler
questioned: "Why did you let Marle pass you these wretched atrocities? Why didn't you search his safe
and find out what ese he had there?'

"Wedid," returned Marquette. "But there wasn't anything else, except hisledgers and other books. My
men took charge of them. They've been going over Marlesfiguresdl day, but there's nothing wrong with
them. I'm taking the books back tonight."

"Ingpector Cardonawill go with you," announced the police commissoner. "Hewill return Marl€'s satchel
and dl its contents. Make sure'-Weston turned to Cardona-"that Marleslist talies with yours."

Again, The Shadow was making good use of his Cranston pose. It enabled him to let histhoughts drift
far. He was recdling the gems that he had seen last night: rubies, emeralds, sapphires, some of which had
looked as large as humming-birds eggs.

Nothing junky about those jewels. They were the very stones that Waybrock had purchased abroad,
only to lose. Frenchy Brenn, in turn, had passed them aong, last night, to his unknown chief. He had
done that during the interval between the capture of The Shadow and Frenchy's resppearance at Myrnas
Connecticut cottage.

Tak of amessenger arriving a Marl€'s, fitted with Frenchy's own action. From reports that Weston had
begun to read aloud, The Shadow learned that the messenger had been summoned to an office, where he
had found the package waiting outside the door. The package had been marked for delivery to Marle.

Today, the police had investigated that office, only to find it empty. The Shadow could easily picture
Frenchy ingde the office watching to make sure that the messenger took the package. That far, al was
good. But from al reports the package hadn't contained the smuggled gems that The Shadow had seen.

The case brought up many questions.

Had a package of junk been sent to Marle, merely to mock the law? If so, had the wizened old jeweler
received the red gems elsewhere? Or was Marle merely ablind? Had those tip-offs to the police been
givento creste an entirdy fasetrail?

All those questions were interlocked. Somewhere among them was an answer. Looking ahead, The
Shadow could see that the law's find procedure would be to forget Marle entirely; in fact, both Cardona
and Marquette were dready showing such inclination.

For that very reason, The Shadow refused to reject Amos Marle as the big-shot of the smuggling ring. It
would be acunning stunt for ameaster mind to first bring suspicion upon himsalf, then shakeit off. Amos
Marle might be playing that very game.

Commissioner Weston was referring to other reports. His comments again aroused The Shadow's keen,
but well-disguised, interest. While Marle had been at his store last night, Feds and police had visited his

apartment.

Marlelived in avery chesp gpartment; an old converted house that was flanked by larger buildings. The
furnishings were few, and a complete search of the premises had been an easy matter. No smuggled



gems had been found in the apartment; nor had anyone come there, except Marle, after he had closed his
store.

EYES half closed, The Shadow was considering the merits of both places- store and apartment. There
were reasons, good ones, why the store would have been the place where Marle would want the gems
to come, assuming that he was actudly the big brain.

Was the fact that his safe contained nothing but junk afina proof that the gems had not been ddlivered?
The Shadow was not willing to concede that point.

His one regret was that he had gone to Marle's too soon. Histrip to, Frenchy'slair had been superfluous;
the cause of many misadventures which had produced no worth-while gain, except to prove the courage
of Myrna Elvin, which The Shadow had aready recognized.

True, Buck and Corky were dead; but they had never been very dangerous. Today, The Shadow's
agents had removed their bodiesto Mariner's Ide, from which other crooks had fled. Once owned by
Waybrock, the ide was agood place for dead crooks to be found.

It would have been better if Frenchy had been captured dive. He was the one man who could talk, and
lift the cloud of mystery surrounding Amaos Marle. Finding Frenchy was going to be ahard job. The law,
infact, was ready to believe him dead.

"That explosion off Long Idand," Weston was saying, "may be the answer to our problems. Shewasa
cruiser owned by Waybrock, called the Fyaway, and Frenchy Brenn may have been aboard her.”

"Do you think," inquired Kendler, "that Frenchy had the smuggled gems?’

"Who else could have carried them?' demanded Weston. " The customs officers searched al suspicious
parties who were passengers on the Albania."

The commissioner's speculations were going very far astray. Instead of correcting them, The Shadow
arose, extended hishand in Cranston'sleisurely style.

"Thank you for inviting me here" he said to Weston. "Unless you had a certain reason for the invitation, it
might be-a smile was showing on Crangton's lips-"that my presence here yesterday placed me under
some suspicion.”

"You can't mean-"
"That | could have carried word of the plansto Marle? Why not? | knew everything in advance.”

Weston was wringing Crangton's hand with both of his own. The commissioner's voice showed red
emotion, when heingsted:

"| trust you, Cranston! | couldn't doubt you for amoment! No morethan | could doubt Mr. Kendler,
who wants the smuggling ring broken. Nor more than | could doubt our loya friend, Inspector
Cardona-or Marquette-or mysalf!"

"Thank you, commissioner,” expressed The Shadow, serioudy. "I understand, fully.”

Perhaps The Shadow understood more than Weston supposed. Going down in the elevator, hiseyes
showed their keen flash and his straight lips were definitely enigmatic. Past crime was beyond recall.
There would be no chance to reclaim the gems that Frenchy Brenn had sent dong the way.



But the dudl with amaster crook was not ended. Past crime would lead to future. When that time
came-and it would be very soon-crime's perpetrators would find The Shadow ready!

CHAPTER XII. CRIME FORESEEN

DURING the daysthat followed, Commissioner Weston kept in close touch with hisfriend, Lamont
Crangton. His habit of taking everything serioudy, caused Weston great anxiety; for the commissioner
had not forgotten that he had technically placed Cranston under suspicion.

Those get-togethers with Weston were very helpful to The Shadow. They kept him posted on dl new
developments that concerned the smuggling ring. The New Y ork authorities, like the government
operatives, had lifted the clamps from Amos Marle. They intended to tighten them again, though, if
occas on demanded.

Such occasion would arise when news of more jewel sales arrived from abroad. Meanwhile, of course,
the law was keeping alookout for any of the gemsthat Waybrock had tried to smuggle; but it was
conceded that there would be little chance of tracing the source of such gems, even if they did appear.

Privately, The Shadow was following acampaign of hisown. Hewastrying to find Frenchy Brenn, or
Leona Dubray, for the two were so well teamed that discovery of one would lead to the other. He had
assigned Harry Vincent to that task, and Myrna Elvin was giving her assistance. But Frenchy and Leona
had vanished completely since that night on the Connecticut shore.

Asfor Amos Marle, The Shadow decided to leave the jeweler strictly alone, until the time came when
there would be good reason to watch him. That time came at last, thanks to a meeting that occurred
between Lamont Cranston and Commissioner Weston.

The two were together at the exclusive Cobalt Club, when Weston, very importantly, displayed histrust
in Cranston. From alarge brief case, the commissioner extracted a sheaf of reports and announced:

"Thering isat work again, Cranston. We have learned, on reliable information, that the famous Lamballe
necklace hasjust disappeared in Paris. It was purchased at alow figure by some anonymous buyer;
hence we bdievethat it ison itsway to this country.”

Crangton, it seemed, had never heard of the Lamballe necklace. Weston began to discussitsvalue; and
to the commissioner's credit, he did not exaggerate. The necklace, composed entirely of diamonds, had
been bought for amerefifty thousand dallars; but it was worth ten times that amount.

"These diamonds," declared Weston, "could be recut and sold in Americafor haf amillion dollars. I've
talked to Raymond Kendler and heis highly reliable. In fact, he believes that the recut stoneswould be
the easiest to market.

"We are confident that if the gems are smuggled, they will be brought to New Y ork by someone on the
French liner Corse, due here the day after tomorrow. Thistime'-Weston was grimly hopeful-"we hope
that the customs officerswill do their part. If not-"

Weston ended with ashrug. He didn't want to promise anything. He remembered, only too well, how
everything had vanished, crooks aswdll asjewe s, when the smuggling ring had staged its previous
triumph.

Apparently, Cranston'sinterest was aroused. He wanted to know more about the Lambal le necklace.
Weston gave a description of the diamonds from the report sheet, then said:



"Why don't you drop in on Raymond Kendler? He knows all about those particular jewels. Cometo
think of it, he may have a photograph of the Lamballe necklace. It was once on display in hisjewelry
sore."

ACTING on that suggestion, The Shadow left the Cobalt Club. Soon, Cranston's big limousine was
rolling toward Kendler's Fifth Avenue store. The place was an imposing one, itswindows filled with gems
of red vaue. Onceingde, The Shadow saw long rows of counters; behind them, attendants attired in
frock coats.

Asking to see Kendler, he was conducted to amagnificent private office; where the bald-headed jeweler
sat behind alarge mahogany desk. Kendler came to hisfeet the moment saw Cranston, and proffered a
hearty handshake.

Then, before The Shadow could mention the Lambal le necklace, Kendler became very serious. He
opened adesk drawer and brought out ajewe case. Lifting thelid, he said:

"Look at these."

The gemswere emerads and sapphires, small but of excellent color. The Shadow recognized them but
did not mention the fact. Instead, he examined them with amild curiogity that was characteritic of
Crangton.

"I am very, much afraid," declared Kendler, with a headshake, "that these gems were cut from those that
Waybrock tried to smuggle; the stones which were later in the possession of Frenchy Brenn."

Kendler wasright, and The Shadow knew it. After Sudying the jewels, he inquired how Kendler had
happened to obtain them.

"They camein alarge shipment from the Middle West," declared Kendler. "'l bought them, on
description, from areliable jewe merchant. But these are not the gems he sent; nor has he received the
money that we paid his agent.

"The man who came here was obvioudy an impostor, but my clerks are very vague in their description of
him. They wereinterested chiefly in examining the gems. Finding them of the proper qudlity, they paid for
theminfull”

It was a curious Situation. Kendler had paid out fifty thousand dollars, and the gemswere worth it. He
had lost nothing, because he merely suspected, but could not prove, that the stones were smuggled
goods. Even the Middle West merchant was not to be disappointed, for Kendler intended to buy his
jewdsanyway. The nub of the matter was the fact that the smuggling ring had profited to the extent of
fifty thousand dollars.

I've been trying to communicate with Commissioner Weston," said Kendler, "but heisnot &t his office."

"Y ou can reach him at the Cobat Club,” returned The Shadow, "but before you cal him, Mr. Kendler, |
would like to see a photograph of the famous Lamballe necklace."

Kendler stared, hisface surprised. When he heard Cranston explain that the necklace was onitsway to
New Y ork, the jeweer became horrified.

"Diamondd" he exclaimed. "They are better than gold! They can be sold on sight. Once cut, there would
be no chance of tracing them, even by guess-work!"

Excitedly seeking through his big desk Kendler at |ast found a batch of photographs that depicted the



Lamballe necklace. Five years ago, aformer owner had brought it to New Y ork, and Kendler had paid
ahandsome sum for the privilege of displaying it over atwo-week period.

"Show that photograph to Commissioner Weston." suggested Kendler "Tell him that | shal supply prints
to the customs officers. If they uncover the Lamballe necklace, or any of its stones, they should be able
to identify it. "Of course, aphotograph cannot give an accurate impression; but it is close enough.
Particularly, because it showsthe diamondsin their actud sze. If such aset of gems should be
discovered they could only be the Lamballe necklace.”

LEAVING Kendler's store, The Shadow rode many blocksto an old office building. Still Cranston, he
entered an office where agenid man of middle age greeted him with an gppreciative bow.

The man was Timothy Noyes, awholesale merchant, who offered advice to many wedthy persons,
Cranston among them. Noyes smiled, when hisvisitor. showed him the photograph of the Lamballe
necklace.

"If you want that, Mr. Cranston," he said, "you will have to buy the origind. Those stones could not be
duplicated.”

"This photograph,” remarked The Shadow, "happensto show areplica.”

"I meantheoriginds," indsted Noyes. "'l could try for years, yet fail to assemble such well-matched
diamonds. It would be impossible!"

"With zircons?"

Noyes cocked his head. This was something different. Cranston was proposing a compromise between
genuine stones and imitations.

"That would be comparatively smple,” Noyes said, finaly. "Yes, | can supply the zircons. A peculiar
stone, the zircon; some people regard it as amystery among gems. Twenty-four zircons'-he was counting
the stones shown in the photograph-"will make a marvelous show, at a comparatively smal cost.

"But | warn you, Mr. Cranston"-he gave a chuckle-"they will not deceive anyone who really knows
diamonds. They will look better than paste, of course; but any capable jewder can tell azirconfroma
diamond, the moment he placesit beneath a magnifying glass.”

If Noyes had expected to lessen Cranston's enthusiasm, he was badly disappointed. In Cranston'stone,
The Shadow camly questioned:

"How soon can you have the zircons 7

Noyes promised them within two days. The Shadow |eft him studying the photograph of the Lamballe
necklace, counting aong the chain of pictured gems, making notations of their szes and weights. From
the photo, Noyes could tell that he would have very little trouble in assembling matched zircons with the
proper number of facets.

But he kept shaking his head after Cranston had gone. Hefdlt that his wedlthy customer was wasting
money on afoolish whim. If he wanted areplica of the Lamballe necklace, he would do much better by
having one made of paste gems, in the opinion of Timothy Noyes.

Paste imitations would cost only afew dollars, while zircons, an actud species of gem, would run to
severa hundred. Perhaps Cranston liked zircons; some collectors favored them. After dl, they would be
worth the money he paid for them. Nevertheless, the zircons were not diamonds, as anyone familiar with



gems could testify.
Still, Cranston was an old customer. He would have to be satisfied.

Lamont Cranston was satisfied. His smile showed it, when he reached the street and got into hisbig
limousine. He was very pleased, too, by the fact that the afternoon was almost ended. An early supper at
the Cobalt Club; after that, The Shadow would have the benefit of darkness.

He was planning an important route for this evening-one that would begin with an old trail and end with a
new. From it, he hoped to uncover facts that would stand him in future stead. Through secret, devious
methods, The Shadow might find away to bak the smuggling ring's next stroke.

If al went well, this night could end with The Shadow's hidden finger pointing straight toward the
ingdious big-shot who controlled the entire game of crime.

CHAPTER XIIl. THE UNSEEN SHADOW

DARKNESS. The next night. Again The Shadow was roaming the East Side areawhere Marle's tawdry
jewery store was located. Tonight, if any Feds or detectives were on watch, they were not at their fixed
posts. That possibility, however, made no difference to The Shadow.

He had discarded his previous disguise, that of ashifty panhandler. Thisvisit was a secret one; hence he
was wearing his cloak of black, that blended with doorways and dark walls asif it were a part of them.

No eyes, no matter how watchful, could have glimpsed the figure that glided through aleyways and other
gpaces, seeking a secluded destination. The byways of this district were made to order for The Shadow.

A block of solid blackness|oomed in hazy gloom. It was alow brick wall that The Shadow scaled with
smooth and silent precision, as capably asif it had been no obstacle at al. Moving through a cement
courtyard, The Shadow preserved the same silence. Thetread of his soft-soled shoes resembled Myrnas
barefooted progress, on that night when she had masqueraded in The Shadow's cloak.

To avoid the use of aflashlight, The Shadow looked upward and picked a certain building by the fact
that it was much lower than the two Structures that flanked it. An easy task, for the glow of distant lights
cadt their reflection from the cloudy sky.

The Shadow was at the rear of Marle's cheap jewdry store. The Structures on each side were gloomy
loft buildings, closed for the night.

Hands probing the darkness, The Shadow found a barred window. It was strong enough to keep out
prying thieves, but it would have been easy picking for aband of competent burglars. Amos Marle
evidently considered aformidable barrier unnecessary. His cheap stock wouldn't interest crooks of real
cdiber.

Within a short while, The Shadow had removed the bars. He used a thin wedge of metd to unlatch the
window. The sash was metd; it made no creak as he worked it upward. Over the sill, The Shadow
closed the window behind him and began guarded operations with aflashlight.

Hewasin alittle storeroom stacked with odds and ends. After abrief ingpection, The Shadow cameto a
door at thefront of the room. It was locked, but his Skeleton key settled that difficulty. Through the door,
The Shadow reached atiny office. Itstrifling light camein trickles through the edges of adoorway

curtain.

Thiswasthelittle rear room that The Shadow had noticed from the street some nights ago. The fact that



acurtain was al that separated him from the storeitself, made very little difference to The Shadow. His
moveswere naurdly slent; the glints of histiny flashlight remained well muffled by the folds of his cloak.

Marl€e's office was an easy placeto search. It was small, poorly furnished, and the desk drawers were
empty. Any papersthat Marie considered valuable, he kept in his safe; dl others, he threw away.

After severd minutes, The Shadow had finished with the office. Moving to the curtained doorway, he
peered out into the store.

The showroom was wider than the rear office. Itswidth alowed for the counters that ran dong the side
wall on the left. From a danted position, The Shadow took alook behind the rear counter. He could
barely see the knobs of Marlesbig safe, over in the rear corner. It was set in the rear wall, at the end of
the passage behind the side counter.

Amos Marle wasn't about. Sleepy-eyed clerks were lounging behind the counter, and there was no
telling, from their manner, whether or not they expected their bossto return. They had a habit of loafing,
even when Marle was present.

Once again, The Shadow had arrived at Marle's store too early; but on this occasion, he patiently bided
histime.

TEN minutes passed; The Shadow was rewarded by sight of a car that dackened speed asit went by
thejewdry store. That automobile had afamiliar look when The Shadow glimpsed it. He watched the
front door keenly.

Very soon, abrisk figure appeared there. The visitor was Commissioner Weston. About to enter the
store, he stepped aside and gave a polite bow. Myrna Elvin entered the store.

A moment later, The Shadow learned the reason for the blonde's appearance here. When Weston
entered, he was accompanied by Raymond Kendler. The Shadow had instructed all agentsto keep
posted on matters concerning gems.

It was obvious that Myrna must have dropped in to see Kendler after The Shadow had left. Weston,
arriving later, had probably invited both of them to dinner.

The Shadow was interested in learning why the trio had decided to come to Marl€'s. Developments
proved that theideawas Kendler's; for the jeweler, after removing his derby and mopping his bald
forehead, became the spokesman.

He asked one of Marle's clerks where his employer was. The clerk shrugged, finally said that Marle was
out of town and hadn't stated when he would be back. Kendler flashed atriumphant look toward
Weston and the commissioner nodded. They had probably agreed that such newswould be of
conseguence.

Marle had been away when previous shipments of smuggled jewels had reached New Y ork. Thefact
that he was again absent might have some significance in the matter of the Lamballe necklace.

Assuming a pompous pose, Kendler began a contemptuous inspection of Marle's showcase. Hisoval
face registered his scorn of the junk jewelry on display. Weston and Myrnaredlized that he was saling
about; and they did the same on the chance that Marle might happen to return. They could picture
Kendler, an expert on gems, asking Marle some very pointed questions regarding such jewels asthe
Lamballe diamonds.

Kendler's tactics were soon exhausted. With areluctant shrug, he turned to Weston, and the two went



out accompanied by Myrna. As soon as they were gone, Marl€'s clerks began to smirk. Thisvist of
Kendler and the police commissioner had been nothing more than afeeble echo of the law's previous
invasion.

LINGERING behind the curtained doorway, The Shadow waited until the clerks had lapsed into their
indifferent poses. Moving over to the office desk, he plucked up atelephone, carried it into the rear
storeroom and closed the door so that the extension cord ran benegth it.

Diding police headquarters, he talked to Cardonas office, using the brisk tone of Commissioner Weston.
Heleft ingtructions for Cardonato drop in at Marl€'s store and wait there, in case the old jeweler arrived.
If Marle came, Cardonawas to question him on every angle that pertained to smuggled jewels.

After that, The Shadow called the Cobdt Club. Using Cranston'stone, he learned that Commissioner
Weston had arrived. Chatting with the commissioner, The Shadow heard the details of the recent trip to
Marle's and learned that Myrna had returned to her apartment, Kendler to his penthouse.

Resuming his post a the curtained doorway, The Shadow witnessed the arrival of Joe Cardona. The ace
ingpector must have called his office and was given the instructions that had supposedly come from
Weston. He decided to wait in the store, in case Marle came there; and Cardona fared well with such

policy.

He had been waiting | ess than twenty minutes, when a cab halted out front. Amos Marle appeared, his
crooked body almost doubled as he hobbled on a stout cane. Through his big-rimmed spectacles, the
withery jeweler recognized Cardonaand gave awry smile.

Marle was wearing a shabby overcoat, an old felt hat that looked asif it had shrunk; but that was
because he still needed ahaircut. Carrying asatchel, he limped straight past Cardonatoward the
curtained doorway to the office. By the time Marle had entered the little room, The Shadow was gone.

The cloaked intruder didn't stop in the rear storeroom; for he assumed that Marle might take alook
there, on the hunch that one of Cardona's men could be hidden in the place. The Shadow was out in the
courtyard, holding the window barsin position, when Marle came and took a quick glance around the
storeroom.

Some minutes later, The Shadow saw Marle again. From ataxi, rolling dowly past the front of the
jewdry store, he spied the old man behind the counter, near the big safe. Marle had taken off his
overcoat, and he was wearing his skullcap instead of the felt hat. The Shadow could see hiswhitelocks
sway asthe old jeweler shook his head in answer to Cardona's questions.

Theinspector probably wouldn't learn much from Marle, but that suited The Shadow perfectly. Cardona
was persistent, and therefore wouldn't quit. Which meant that Marle would be in the store for the next
hour, at least. That paved The Shadow's way to another visit: the new portion of histrail. He was going
to Marl€'s gpartment.

Leaving the cab ablock from his destination, The Shadow had no trouble finding the place he wanted.
The gpartment housg, like Marl€e's place of business, stood between two taler buildings.

Coming from a space at the rear, The Shadow found afire escape and began an upward trip to the third
floor back; which was where Marle lived

A window opened amost on the platform of the fire escape. The window was not latched; the room
insgdewastotaly black. With an easy swing, The Shadow crossed the Sl and settled on thefloor. The
only sound that betokened his entry was a creak of the window sill, which was very old and warped.



Warned by that, The Shadow took care not to produce similar squeaks from the ancient board floor.

MOVING from room to room, he found the gpartment as thinly furnished as Marle's office. It conssted
of living room, bedroom, bath and kitchenette. There were windows only in the living room and the
bedroom; but the kitchenette was the best portion of the apartment. The owners of the building had
supplied it with modern equipment, including an excellent stove and alarge ectric icebox.

It would seem that Marle had little reason to thank them for such furnishings. Lack of any dishes proved
that the old jeweer never cooked mesals here; and the icebox was far larger than his needs required.
Opening the big chest, The Shadow stared into an empty interior which could have held food enough for
afamily of five

Marle evidently paid hisown eectric bills. In kegping with his miserly methods, he had disconnected the
icebox. Bulking against the wdll, it reminded The Shadow of the huge safein Marlés store.

That comparison was an interesting one, but The Shadow did not go further with it. He had caught a
sound from outside the kitchenette; silently closing theice chest door, he glided into the living room, to
investigate.

One sound became two. The Shadow heard a click from the main door of the gpartment; also, adight
clang from the platform of the fire escape. Neither of those sounds could signify Marl€sreturn, for the
old jeweler wouldn't have had time to get rid of Joe Cardona.

They meant that lurkers had learned of The Shadow's visit. Knowing that someonewasin Marle's
gpartment, men were coming from two directionsto cut off any departure. They were working together,
for the sounds, from door and window, were timed almost to the exact second.

Thiswas something that The Shadow had not expected, but it was an emergency for which hewas
always prepared. Invaders, whoever they were, would be due for asurprise when they learned the
identity of the person they had snared.

Taking the door to the kitchenette as the best spot. The Shadow drew his automatics and waited. He
was ready to make aforward surge or afade back into a darkened room, which would serve him asa
sronghold, if he needed it.

Crooks were moving into new battle with The Shadow; and thistime, the cloaked fighter was determined
upon victory, swift and complete, no matter what surprises came hisway!

CHAPTER XIV. THE HIDDEN WAY

IMPORTANT to The Shadow's plan of meeting stealth with stedth, was the question of how the lurking
foeman had learned of his presence in Marle's gpartment. A quick flash of recollection gave him the
answer to that riddle: the creaky window gl

Purposaly loose, the sill had made contact with hidden wires when The Shadow pressed it. In some
remote hiding place, crooks had caught the signd: their cueto close thetrap.

The evidence pointed to Amos Marle asthe designer of the snare, with the invaders asfightersin his
employ. There was a chance, however, that the trap could have been laid without Marle's knowledge,
particularly if the old jeweler actualy made long tripsfrom New Y ork, as he claimed.

Such probabilities could be debated later. The Shadow's present problem concerned himsdlf, not Marle.
He was positive on one point: namely, that the invaders did not know the identity of the person that they



had trapped. They might suspect that they were moving in against The Shadow, but they had no way of
being sure. Therefore, The Shadow had a definite course of Strategy.

His game was to delude these foemen into thinking they had trapped an easy prey. They would then
show their hand and do so over-boldly. No longer expecting The Shadow as an adversary, their surprise
would be doubled when they learned the truth.

The Shadow remembered atelephone stand, six feet from the kitchenette door. Stretching in that
direction he did the telephone to the far end of the stand. Shifting back, helaid flat on the floor, gave the
near leg of the stand an upward lift. Aninstant later he had whisked back to his doorway.

There was athud as the telephone struck the floor three feet beyond the stand. The thud was followed by
aclang-an even better break, on which The Shadow had not counted. Bouncing, the telephone had hit a
radiator in the corner, leaving no doubt regarding the direction of the sound.

Prowlersended al caution. There was ascurry from the halway door, a clatter at the window. Someone
pressed alight switch; the glow that flooded the living room showed four thuggish men with knives
pounding in the direction of theradiator.

They looked like a picked crew of bantam weights from Spike Hegley's old mob. Wharf ratswho had
the speed of whippets; killerstrained to ddiver knife thrusts in the back. Chosen ns, ingructed to
kill with sllence before avictim could blest. But thistime, they lacked ahuman target.

If thekillerswanted silence, so did The Shadow. He showed them how he could battle under such
conditions. Before the bewildered mobsters could do more than blink at the blank wall, The Shadow was
among them, hislong arms dedging hard strokes that drove gun-laden fists to human skulls.

One thug sprawled, then another. The other pair had time to turn and make passes with their knives. Had
The Shadow raised hisarm for other strokes he would have laid himsalf open to stabs. Instead; he made
cross dasheswith hisguns.

One wegpon hooked an assassin'swrig, drove it back past his head, while the gun stopped squarely
upon the thug's chin.

That crook was flattening on his back when The Shadow's other hand attended to the fourth opponent.
Thistime, agun clanged aknife blade; close to the hilt. The numbing stroke snapped the dirk from its
owner'sfidt.

Madly, the crook grappled. There was awhirl of blackness, the bantam struggling in the midst of it.
Dropping one gun, The Shadow took a neck hold upon hiswiry adversary and flung him with ajujitsu
throw, clear acrossthe room. It wasthe wall that gave that thug the thump that |eft him groggy.

IN hiswhirl, The Shadow had not forgotten his base; the doorway to the kitchenette. He overstepped i,
amost to acloset door, then hated. Hisright hand free, agun in hisleft, The Shadow was faced by a
prospect of no return.

At the doorway to the hal stood afifth foe, the crook who had pressed the light switch. Hisarm was
back, starting the swing that threatened to put a knife point squarely in The Shadow's heart.

The Shadow dropped back. It was the only direction he could take, after his sudden stop. Sheer fally, it
seemed, for the knife hurler had calculated upon that very move. But The Shadows right hand had made
aquick pluck near thewal, to grab the knob of the closet door.

With hisquick step, he brought the door swinging with him, abulwark between his body and the scaling



blade. The knife hit the door's thin pand, cleaved it like cardboard; but the hilt couldn't travel through the
narrow dit that the blade had diced. The knife was quivering in the woodwork, as The Shadow's lft
hand poked past the door edge.

The foiled assassin was bounding toward the window, yanking another knife as he went. He turned,
hoping deliver a deft cross-arm throw. The Shadow, abandoning his game of silence; delivered a prompt
shot from hisautomatic.

Jabbing flame flashed straight for the flying crook, and the stab it gave was deadlier than any knife. The
Shadow's bullet crumpled the legping crook in mid-air; he landed, his knife beside him in crazy,
telescoping fashion.

Instantly, The Shadow scooped for his other gun. If reserve crooks were outside, covering for the dinky
crew, that shot would surely bring them. The Shadow's hunch was backed by what followed. Faces
thrust in from door and window, gunswith them.

Sight of The Shadow brought hurried shots, which he answered before hasty gunners could gauge their
am. One crook staggered in the doorway; with a half- spin, The Shadow clipped another a the window.
Others, few in number, dived from sight.

The wounded man at thewindow let hisgun fdl acrossthesill, as herolled to the safety of thefire
escape. From the floor, a scrawny hand snatched the lost weapon; the man who grabbed it was one of
the undersized thugs that The Shadow had dugged earlier.

Sowly rising to take careful aim, the fellow would have been asmple target; but The Shadow, at that
moment, had another objective. His purpose was to reach the windowless kitchenette, there to be ready
if crooks attempted ared raly. Whedling full about, he was far ahead of the dow-moving marksman;
when he saw areal menace straight before his eyes.

Out of the darkness of the kitchenette appeared agrimy hand, thet lifted arevolver muzzleinto The
Shadow's path!

The dive that The Shadow took was more than alunging fall; it was atwigt, that carried him away from
the gun, aswell asbelow it. He was to wonder, afterward, how he had managed that ingtinctive
maneuver o successfully; for when the gun roared, The Shadow actualy filled two thirds of the door

space, yet escaped unscathed.

That hand from nowhere had fired through emptiness, thanks to an over-ca culated aim. When the hand
shifted, it wastoo late. There was no sign of The Shadow. He was diding along the linoleum, toward the
rear of the kitchenette.

What the second shot produced was ayowl! from the bantam crook across the living room. He had taken
amorta wound and was dumping forward; but in hisfinal waver, he wastrying to tug hisgun trigger. He
wanted revenge and he got it, through The Shadow's aid.

With alash of hisright foot, The Shadow ended his dide by hooking the door of the eectric ice chest.
That door had opened three inches, and The Shadow's toe hauled it wide. Out from the chest tumbled a
crouched gunner, who made amad scramble when he hit the floor. As he came about, the crook heard a
taunting laugh; saw The Shadow raised on one ebow, aiming a.45 straight toward him.

Here was afoe that The Shadow would have preferred to take alive; but his wish remained without
fulfillment. A spurt of agun from the hand of the dying crook out in the living room sent The Shadow's
prisoner into aslump. Crook had shot crook and the favor had been returned. When The Shadow came



to hisfeet, he saw another corpse stretched before him.

THE living room was empty, save for formsthat were dead or stunned. The Shadow extinguished the
light, dragged the body from the kitchenette and laid it near the dead thug who had engaged in the duel
that sent both crooksto death. That done, The Shadow used hisflashlight to probe the mystery of
Marie'sicebox.

A deep cavity showed in the glow. The back of the icebox was open like the wall behind it. Creeping
into the icebox, The Shadow pulled the door shut, then crawled through the wall. The thing he entered
wasn't ahidden room; it was an elevator!

The arrangement was as clever asit was smple. Thisdevator didn't belong in the old building where
Marle lived. It was an elevator in the big apartment house next door. The man who had tried to cut off
The Shadow's retreat had stopped the elevator between floors, then opened apand initswall.

Carefully, The Shadow closed the rear of theice chest. It clicked into place, making a perfect fit. Next,
The Shadow sealed a connecting door in the building wall, which was a so neat enough to pass ordinary
observation. Closing the rear of the elevator, he sarted the car downward.

The elevator was an automatic one, and The Shadow pressed the button that bore the letter "B," for
basement. He felt sure that mobsters must have held their rendezvous there, waiting for the signal from
Marl€e's gpartment.

Hardly had The Shadow stepped from the elevator, when he heard sneaky footsteps from somewherein
the cdlar. Blending into darkness beyond a pile of crates, he watched two thuggish individuas approach
the elevator.

Somewhat surprised to find the elevator empty, the pair held conference, during which The Shadow
heard them mention the name "Gus’. It gppeared that Gus should have been on the elevator. Since he
was missing, and the car was at the basement leve, they decided that Gus must have gone with the crew
that had invaded the gpartment from indoors.

That conclusion proved that these two crooks had been with the group on the fire escape.
"The Shadow must have busted through,” growled one, "and made a getaway out the front.”

"Thenit'sjakefor usto take agander,” said the other. "Maybe we can drag out the guys he knocked off,
and makeit look better for the chief.”

"Yeah. I'll bet well find that Gus got his. How about putting some dough on it?!

"Not achance! I'm betting the same. Gus dways was amug that would shove himsdlf into afight too
soon. He'slucky he wasn't croaked long ago!™

The Shadow made no effort to stop the pair from using the elevator. When the door had closed, he
dipped from his hiding place, picked a path through the big cellar of the gpartment house, and reached
the open air ahalf block from the building where Marle lived.

He could hear the distant wail of approaching sirens, which meant that the police had received reports of
gunfirein this neighborhood. By the time patrol cars arrived, things would probably ook quite different
up in Marle's gpartment.

That prospect suited The Shadow. With the question of Gus settled by the crooks themselves, the pair
would be working for The Shadow, aswell as Amos Marle. The Shadow's plans, newly formed, would



be helped if Marle escaped too much suspicion.

For The Shadow had learned a secret known only to Marle's henchmen; that of the hidden way by which
the shaggy-haired jeweler could leave his apartment whenever he chose. Knowing the icebox route, The
Shadow could put it to his own advantage in the future.

Moreover, there was another reason why The Shadow's whispered laugh throbbed the night air. In
learning one secret, The Shadow had found alikely answer to another riddle; one that was even more
important.

The future promised The Shadow the exact opportunity that he had hoped to gain: achanceto insert a
balking hand into the crafty schemes of Amos Marle. The Shadow, in histurn, would find a hidden way
to outguess the master mind who ruled the smuggling ring.

CHAPTER XV.DOUBLE TRAIL

DEFEATED crooks managed a skillful retreat, asthe next day's newspapers proved. Before searching
police had reached Marl€'s apartment, that battlefield was clear. Dead thugs were found in carsin dleys,
severd blocksaway. Any effort to connect old Amos Marle with warfare would have been very feeble
indeed.

Marle, inturn, had no suspicion that The Shadow had found the secret way from the apartment. The old
jewder used that exit himsdf, after he came home from his store. He was trailed some distance by a
hunch-shoul dered little spotter named Hawkeye, who worked for The Shadow as one of his secret
agents. But Marle was dippery, and Hawkeye over-cautious, for he had been warned to keep from sight
at any cost.

It seemed that the ultimate trailing of Marle would be amatter of installments on Hawkeye's part, unless
The Shadow took over the job himsalf. At present, however, The Shadow had other matters on his
mind.

Onetask concerned the zircons, which Noyes delivered to Cranston in keeping with his promised
schedule. The Shadow promptly took those cheap gemsto his sanctum, a black-walled room that
formed his secret headquarters. Attached to the sanctum was another room of black, where furnishings
of metal and ename had the smooth polish of fine ebony.

In that laboratory, The Shadow examined his purchase. Noyes had matched the zirconswell. All were of
the yellow variety, abit smoky, but excdlently cut. No one could have possibly mistaken them for
diamonds, but there was one virtue that zircons possessed: they could stand intense hest.

Placing the yellowish stonesin asmadl crucible, The Shadow |eft them under-going a heating process.

Reports from agents, relayed through Burbank, were received by The Shadow on later visitsto his
sanctum. One call, however, was more of areminder, though it pertained to amatter that The Shadow
had not forgotten. It caused him to leave the pitch-black sanctum; when he arrived on the sireet as
Crangton, he wasin the broad daylight of early afternoon.

Riding by cab, Lamont Cranston arrived at the penthouse where Raymond Kendler lived. Commissioner
Weston was there; he and Kendler were just leaving for aNorth River pier, to meet the French liner
Corse. The Shadow went with them.

THE scene on the dock outrivaed the confusion that had greeted the arriva of the Albania. Determined
to intercept the celebrated Lamballe necklace, the customs men had added an extra crew and widened



thelist of suspects.

Passengers had been required to turn over al jewelry, and reclaim it afterward, with the result that the
chief ingpector's office looked like a cross between Kendler's store and Marle's.

Gems of dl descriptions were on display, marked with namesinstead of price tags; but among that
accumul ated mass were none that resembled the Lamballe diamonds.

Kendler, caled upon to examine various gems, looked as morose as a customs officer. He was shaking
his head glumly, when someone told him that he was wanted on the telephone.

Kendler showed a startled expression when he answered the call. He looked toward Weston and
Cranston, began to beckon franticaly. He was spluttering into the telephone, too angry to tak plainly; a
few momentslater, he was joggling the hook. With a grimace, he let the receiver fall in place.

"It was Marlel" exclamed Kendler. The purplethat tinted hisirate face traveled to the glistening surface
of hisbald brow. "He caled up smply to taunt me!"

"From where?"' asked \Weston.

"From Batimore,” replied Kendler. "He said held be back in town tonight. The old scoundrel wished me
better luck herethan | had at his store the other night. Said he was sorry he hadn't been there when |
cdled”

"Ingpector Cardona saw him that night,” recalled Weston. "He sent me aroutine report the next day, but
it contained nothing of vaue."

"Marlejust mentioned Cardona. Heinvited meto cdl again tonight and bring the ingpector with me."

"Well take care of that, Kendler. If Marle wants visitors, well arrange for them. I'll call Cardonaand
have him get in touch with Vic Marquette.”

Weston was obvioudy planning another raid. Perhaps that accounted for the fact that Cranston strolled
away. There was something €l se, however, that interested him. Passengers were entering the office to
clamther possessons.

A doll-faced girl with staring brown eyes approached and gave her name as Janet Frayne. Whatever
expression she had was due to her heavy makeup, for her features were a blank otherwise. The Shadow
expected the customs officer to give her asurly look; instead, the fellow smiled.

"l remember you, Miss Frayne," he said. "Y ou were the one person who misunderstood our instructions.
We asked for jewdry, not for junk.”

He picked up an atrocious necklace made of big beads, colored to resemble pearls. Even as an imitation,
the thing was hopeless. Looking at the necklace, the customs man gave another grin, and muttered
something about "adime adozen.” Thegirl pouted her ruddy lips.

"I think it's pretty,” sheinssted, as she fastened the cheap trophy around her neck. "It's a souvenir of
Paree. Why, | pad fifty francsfor it!"

With francs exchanging for afew cents each, the cost of the necklace had been amatter of about two
dollars; but even that inggnificant price made the ingpector grunt.

"They ill trimmed you," hetold the girl. "But that's none of my business. Goodbye, Miss Frayne."



"l wasonly trying to help you," argued the girl. "Everybody was talking about a necklace, saying it was
wanted, and thisis a necklace-"

"Youwin! | haven't timeto argueit any further."

THE customsingpector turned away, to talk with other persons who were clamoring for their valuables.
Staring blankly, Janet Frayne waked from the office toying with the necklace that she wore.

Commissioner Weston was looking around for Lamont Cranston. Hisfriend had strolled somewhere,
which was away with Cranston. Maybe it was just aswdll to discuss planswith Kendler while Cranston
was gone. Weston reverted to the subject of Amos Marle.

Upon leaving the pier, Janet Frayne looked for ataxicab. Onedid in to take her as a passenger, for its
shrewd-faced driver had spotted asigna from atall stroller who was close behind the girl. The cab
pulled away, rolling dowly in thetraffic, while Lamont Cranston stepped into a coupé, where Harry
Vincent sat behind the whesd!.

From then on, events repeated themsdlves. Janet Frayne went on a shopping tour, very much like the one
that Leona Dubray had taken when she had arrived in New Y ork. Every timethe girl came out from a
store and looked for acab, Mo€e'staxi was on the job. Wherever that cab went, Harry's coupé

followed.

Coming from adress shop with a package, the girl took the same cab again. Moe's face was turned
away; he started the cab promptly. But thistime, The Shadows hand gripped Harry'sarm. To hisown
driver, The Shadow spoke asingle word:

"Walt!"

Although it was growing dark, The Shadow had noticed that Janet was no longer wearing the necklace.
She had been carrying the package against her shoulder, to hide the fact that she lacked the string of
pearl-colored beads.

Within five minutes, another woman came from the little tore. Harry suppressed alow whistle.

The woman was Leona Dubray. Around her neck was the cheap souvenir that Janet Frayne had brought
from Paris.

Leonaglanced sharply about, then chose acab. Not until the vehicle had rounded the next corner did
The Shadow tdll Harry to follow. He used similar tactics dong the entire trail; when the taxi finaly turned
into a secluded dusk-laden street, Harry's car sneaked after it without lights.

From a spot by the curb, The Shadow saw L eona dismiss the cab. From then on, he took thetrail on
foot. The woman went between two houses, through to the next street. Stopping near a cab stand, she
hesitated and looked back.

Had she suspected that she was being trailed, Leonawould have used another cab to shake of f
followers. But her eyes, sharp though they were, detected no sign of The Shadow. He was no longer
Crangton; from a suitcase in Harry's coupé he had donned black garments during thefind ride.

Reversing her course, Leonawaked straight past stone house steps where The Shadow lurked. She
took a devious route, through streets and alleyways, pausing a every turn to look back. Again, The
Shadow was delaying at each corner. When he came to a passage beside an ancient brownstone house,
L eona had disappeared.



The place had lights, except for the ground floor, which looked like adoctor's office. Upstairswere
gpartments, but none of their windows looked suspicious.

Close to the house wdll, The Shadow found aside door, that looked asif it were no longer in use. Such a
door should logically have been bolted on the inside; but when The Shadow had probed the lock with his
skeleton key, the door gave.

Thiswas L eonas entrance to a new hideout. Inside, The Shadow found an obscure door and opened it.
Passing through a musty cob-webbed room, he reached another door, that gave a crack of light the
moment The Shadow inched it inward.

Again, The Shadow was looking in upon arendezvous of crooks, dominated by the very man that he
expected to find: the vanished Frenchy Brenn.

IN thelight from atable lamp, Frenchy's mustached face had alook of satanic expectation that was
matched by the wise smirk on Leonaslips.

In the same room were two other crooks; replacements, probably, for the lamented Buck and Corky.
The pair were here for guard duty, but they had forgotten it on Leonas arrival. Something important was
due, and they wanted to seeit.

L eona spoke.

" told you the Frayne kid would come through,” declared the woman. " She's dumb as they make'em,
and that's just what we wanted. The stupe handed this bunch of beads to those monkeys at the dock and
got it back, just like | said shewould.

"And do you know what? She likes these glass pearls so much, she didn't want to hand 'em over! Said
she couldn't get another string that looked as good. | findly argued her into sdlling 'em at a profit; and did
| have ajob convincing her that ten bucks was more than fifty francs™

Frenchy wasn't listening to Leona. He had laid the junky necklace on the table, was poising asmall
hammer in hisfist. Like axylophone player running the scale, Frenchy delivered a series of rapid taps,
from one end of the necklace to the other.

Each stroke broke its quota of glass beads. The atrociousimitations that Janet had termed "pearls” fell in
thin, minute fragments on the table. Those huge beads were hollow shells; when shattered, they reveded
their solid contents.

On thetable, sparkling with adazzling magnificence, lay the famous chain of diamonds known asthe
Lamballe necklace!

CHAPTER XVI. WAY OF THE SHADOW

|F ever the stage was set to The Shadow'sliking, it was at that moment. In hisfist, he gripped an
automatic; amere shove of the door would have brought him in upon the clustered crooks. A duplication
of histhrust at the other hideout, but thistime, with foreknowledge of which person to watch most
closy.

Leona Dubray would never find another opportunity to trick The Shadow; and she would have redized
it, had he moved in upon the scene. But The Shadow, despite this perfect Situation, did not intend to
make athrust.

He had found out many facts since his previousinvasion of asmuggling lair. To those, he had added



theories, upon which he had based certain preparations. These crooks could keep. There was another
who camefirst: AmosMarle.

Keeping his gun drawn only for emergency, The Shadow watched the routine that Frenchy and Leona
followed. They brought out a dozen cardboard boxes, which, when opened, showed batches of chesp
imitation jewelry of the sort sold in Marle's store. With the exception of one box, which was empty.

Separating the diamonds that formed the Lamba le necklace, the two crooks dropped them into the
empty box. Despite the long while that they had teamed together, Frenchy and Leona each counted the
diamonds, to make sure that the other had not pilfered afew.

"All there," chuckled Frenchy. "Y ou won't be hearing from the chief, Leona, asking you to check up. You
never have"

"Therésdwaysafirst time" returned Leona. "If it's due, it would come after thisjob-thelast and the
biggest that we've pulled.”

Frenchy didn't comment further. He put a pencil mark on the box that contained the diamonds, then
packed it with the othersinto one bundle. That done, he glanced at hiswatch.

"I'm heading out," hetold hispals. "Clear theroute, while| call the chief and get the dope on when to
shove the swag through.”

The Shadow's door had closed by the time Frenchy's bodyguards reached it. Well ahead, The Shadow
made the outer door and deftly locked it with his skeleton key. He was gliding dong the front street,
when flashlights blinked in the passage that lay beside the house.

How soon Frenchy would send those diamonds to Marle was a question. Probably they couldn't go
through within the next few hours, but that was not too much time for The Shadow. He did aboard the
first cab that he saw; gave the driver hisfirst news of apassenger, by stating an addressin Cranston's

easy tone.

The degtination was ajeweer's shop in afairly presentable neighborhood, but onethat carried a
considerable supply of cheap stock. Alighting as Cranston, The Shadow had his cloak and hat bundied
over hisarm as he casudly paid thetaxi driver.

In the store, he picked out severd dollars worth of cheap jewelry; then pointed to asmall cardboard box
that he saw on ashelf.

Hetold the clerk to pack the purchase in adozen boxes of that Size. The request was unusual, but not
unreasonable; while the clerk was digging up the required boxes, The Shadow made atelephonecall. A
large limousine pulled up just as Cranston was strolling from the shop, a package under hisarm.

RIDING toward the sanctum, The Shadow opened the package. He removed the contents of one small
box, put the itemsin others and marked the empty box with a pencil, exactly as Frenchy had done. The
package was partly wrapped again, when the limousine parked on adimly lighted street. Garbed in cloak
and hat, The Shadow stepped from the car, dismissing it in Cranston's tone.

Reaching the sanctum, he found atiny light aglow. Ficking up earphones, he received areport from
Burbank, who stated that Myrna Elvin had called on Raymond Kendler. The girl had afew vauable bits
of information.

Conceding that the Lamballe necklace might have been smuggled from the Corse, the law was putting a
close watch on Amos Marle. Though Kendler had not gone into details, Myrnawas sure that the system



would be smilar to the one previoudy used.

Asfor Kendler'sown cdl from Marle, heintended to ignoreit. Kendler had important business
engagementsfor thisevening, and did not care to waste time, or make himself ridiculous, by taking
Marlésinsults serioudy.

That report received, The Shadow went into hislaboratory and worked there rapidly. He opened the
crucible and lifted an inner container that held the zircons. Sprinkling agreenish powder into atall
hydrometer jar, The Shadow filled it with water and poured the zirconsinto it.

Thewater Szzled from the heated gems, asthey sank, they scintillated, asif bursting with aliving fire. The
greenish liquid cooled the gems, but their sparkle was not lost. When The Shadow removed them, they
showed amagnificent luster beneath the light.

Histest had succeeded. In their glitter, these semiprecious stones actudly rivaled the Lamballe diamonds.
Studying afew beneath the microscope, The Shadow was further pleased. Temporarily at least, he had
caused these zircons, vaued at much less than athousand dollars, to assume an gppearance which would
lure an expert into pricing them at haf amillion.

Thiswasn't a process known to reputable jewelers like Raymond Kendler; nor even to connivers such as
Amos Marle. Both, according to their lights, dedlt with genuine stones. It was unlikely that any one had
ever sent a hest-treated zircon to Marl€s tawdry store; neverthel ess, The Shadow was not taking a
chance on Marl€'s probable ignorance of the process. Marle, himsdlf, would not see the treated zircons
until later.

In the sanctum, The Shadow opened the end of the partly wrapped package, to bring out the marked
cardboard box. Hefilled Thelater with the zircons, shoved the box into the package, leaving the end il
loose. Clicking off abluish light, the sanctum's sole illumination, The Shadow delivered astrange
whispered laugh.

Long echoed by shrouded walls, that mirth did not fade until the sanctum itself was empty.

Outside, The. Shadow was picking a swift course, to the vicinity of Marle's store, which was not many
blocks distant. He dowed his course near itsfinish, to avoid attention of watchful Feds and police, who
were by thistime stationed at their posts.

Once within the courtyard behind Marle's store, The Shadow looked up at looming buildings. Therewas
amarked resemblance between this setting and the one at Marle's gpartment: asmall structure wedged
between two larger ones; asimilarity which bore amarked significance for The Shadow.

Instead of entering Marle's store, The Shadow chose the loft building on the left. Working hisway into
the basement, he found the elevators. There were two; but only one car was at the basement level. The
other was at the top of its shaft, which was curious, consdering that the building was closed for the night.
It was a Situation, though, that pleased The Shadow immensdly.

Using the lower car to help hisclimb, The Shadow reached the first floor level insde the eevator shaft.
Finding aledge, he moved his hands along the wal until he discovered athin crack.

There, hefound a catch, precisely like the one in the gpartment house next door to Marlé's. Thewall did
open.

Therewas metal beyond: the back of Marle's safe. Probing for the catch, The Shadow found it, but
alowed only the dightest crevice to open beneath hisfingers. He wanted that stedl sheet to appear quite



closed, until theright time came.

SUCH time was near a hand. On the street in front of Marl€e's, adull-faced man was stepping from a
cab. He looked like a messenger, bringing arush delivery. From their posts, Cardona’s detectives and
Marquette's Feds were peering with eagerness that they could hardly restrain.

Thislooked like what they wanted.

Apparently, Marle wasn't trusting to an ordinary messenger tonight. Behind his counter, where he had
been for half an hour, the skullcapped jewe er took the package and signed for it. The messenger came
out, started away in his cab, only to be stopped within the next block.

Meanwhile, Marquette and Cardona had reached Marl€'s display window. They had bided their time,
knowing that if the messenger had brought the Lamballe diamonds, it would befolly to grab them until the
gemswere actudly in Marlés hands. They saw the jewe er opening the package, fumbling with little
boxesthat it contained.

Marle had lifted onelid. Through his high-powered spectacles, he was studying the Lamballe diamonds,
giving them careful scrutiny while hisfingers counted them. His head was cocked sdeward; his other eye
was watching the front of the shop. Marle saw a dtir there.

On went the box lid, as Marle swung toward the safe. He didn't have to turn the combination-something
upon which hiswatchers had not reckoned-for the safe was aready open. He shoved the twelve boxes
into the safe together, just as entering men shouted from the doorway.

Guns drawn, badges flashing, Marquette and Cardonaroared for Marle to leave the safe door asit was.

They weretoo late. Marle shouldered the door shut, spun the combination, then faced them with lifted
hands. His eye blinked pretended fright, then recognition.

"| thought . . . thought it was aholdup!" he ssammered. "I heard the shouts-saw the guns-"
"But not the badges,” snorted Marquette. "Quit the stall, Marle, and get that safe door open!”

Fumblingly, Marle began to turn the combination; Marquette and Cardona exchanged looks, both
thinking that thistime they had Marle with the goods. They didn't begin to suppose that Marle's downess
could change the status of thingsingde the safe.

Already an ateration was under way. The Shadow had noted athin edge of light when Marle had swung
the safe door wide. The moment that the chink was gone, The Shadow opened the rear of the safe,
goraying in aflashlight'srays.

Seeing aloose collection of boxes, instead of a solid package, he found the marked one and put it under
his cloak. From his own package, he pulled the little box that bore asimilar mark. Into the safe it went,
The Shadow's zircons, in return for the Lamballe diamonds.

Speed was needed. From above The Shadow's head came the dick of descending cables. Down
through its shaft, an devator was driving its solid floor toward The Shadow, coming with the crushing
power of amerciless Juggernaut. Seconds more, that blindly driven weight would trap itsvictim, if he
remained.

Cool in those ingtants that separated him from death, The Shadow closed the rear of the safe, did the
pand inthewadl. Thejerk svung himin the direction of the other shaft, where helet himself drop. Hisfal
was stopped by the top of the other elevator.



The Shadow had beaten death by the margin of asingle second, perhapsless, for when heraised his
head from the top of the empty eevator, the other car had stopped on the ground floor level. Looking
through the datted side, The Shadow saw animblelittle man with wrinkled face and forehead working
feverishly to open thewall and the safe beyond it.

The fellow had used the elevator to come down from the roof, and hisjob called for speed. The pands
opened, he pawed about among the boxesin the safe, came out with the one that bore a pencil mark. To
make surethat he wasright, helifted the lid, saw the sparkles of the zircons, brilliant in the dimly lighted
elevator.

Quickly, the nimble man locked the safe's secret pand, closed the smoothly diding wall. He started the
elevator dowly upward, to avoid too much rumble. As soon as the car was gone, The Shadow dropped
down into the empty shaft and made hisway out through the basement.

ALL that while, Vic Marquette and Joe Cardona had been surprising themsalves by their own patience.
They might have been lesslenient with Marle had they felt his staling would help him.

When the old jeweler finally manipulated the combination, and sank away with an exhausted gasp, Vic
hauled him aside, while Joe brought boxes from the safe.

Placing the boxes on Marle's own counter, they opened them one by one, confident, the longer they
proceeded, that they would find the wanted diamonds. Both were tense when they cameto the last box.
Each was ready with hisgun, if Marletried a bresk.

Off camethelid, to the tune of Marl€'s pleased cackle. The last box contained nothing but cheap trinkets,
likethe onesbeforeit.

"My compliments, gentlemen,” wheezed Marle. "A slver-plated scarf pin for each of you! Thiswatch
charm-he plucked up a chunk of green glass attached to asmdl gold-plated ring- "isfor you,
commissoner!”

Cardona and Marquette turned to see Weston, just arrived, receive the bauble that Marle offered him.

"Good night, gentlemen,” bowed Marle, his shaggy white hair shaking as hetilted his skullcapped heed,
"and give my best regardsto Mr. Kendler."

Cardona and Marquette rode with Weston to the Cobalt Club. Asthey aighted from the commissioner's
officia car, they saw Lamont Cranston, about to leave. He heard the commissioner'sglum tale, then said
good night. Hewas leaving for hisresidencein New Jersey, and he was late.

As Crangton's limousine was pulling away, Commissioner Weston muttered a question for the twentieth
time.

"What I'd like to know," he repeated, "iswho has those Lambale diamonds, how did he get them, and
what has he done with them?"

The police commissioner should have put that triple question to hisfriend, Lamont Cranston, otherwise
The Shadow, who had just left with the Lamballe diamondsin his pocket!

CHAPTER XVII. CROOKSDIVIDED

THE SHADOW did not gtart for New Jersey. As Cranston, he might have gone there but he was no
longer Cranston, from the moment that hislimousine turned the corner. His stop-off at the club had been
merely an interlude to receive reports from agents.



Hewas The Shadow again, so completely garbed in black that the big car seemed empty asit sped
northward. Reaching a chosen point, The Shadow |eft the car and glided into his next zone of action, so
gedthily that he came unheralded upon a huddled man who was watching a courtyard doorway from a
hiding place acrossthe way.

The man whipped about as The Shadow's gloved hand pressed his shoulder. A whisper stopped the
fellow's swing. Recognized, The Shadow spoke with Hawkeye, the artful spotter who was watching the
secret exit from Marl€'s gpartment.

Crooks were about, for Hawkeye had seen them; and Marle was home from his store. Hawkeye had
learned that by stedthy trips behind the buildings.

He had just come back from aquick journey, during which he had sighted lights at Marl€'s rear window.
He had glimpsed Marle's skullcapped head against the glow.

The Shadow ordered Hawkeye to go to the spot where he had last trailed Marle, to be ready to pick up
the track from that place onward. Another link in that chain might produce the final evidence that The
Shadow needed to complete an important theory regarding Marle's activities.

Soon after Hawkeye had |€ft, afigure crept into the courtyard. By the blinks of aflashlight, The Shadow
saw the wrinkled face of the nimble man who had taken the zircons from Marle's safe. Thefdlow entered
the cellar of the large gpartment house and proceeded toward the elevators, The Shadow close behind.

Choosing the right car the man started up to Marl€'s gpartment. The Shadow waited expectantly, sure
that he knew the purpose. Marl€sicebox, like his safe, had no interior catch that could openit. The
big-shot wasn't taking chances on any lucky searcher learning thetrick.

Those panels had to be opened from the outside; hence Marle, desiring an exit, was dependent upon
some helper. The Shadow expected Marle to come along with his confederate within avery few
minutes.

Trueto The Shadow's cdculation, the elevator suddenly arrived at the basement level. Marle stepped
out, beckoned the other to follow him. The Shadow trailed them to the rear Street, where they walked
rapidly eastward. Thiswasn't the route that Hawkeye covered. Marle was going somewhere with his
nimblepd.

After saverd blocks, they cameto adingy office building, so old-fashioned that it was scarcely worthy of
the name. The elevators weren't running at night, so the two men had to use the stairway.

Listening below, The Shadow gauged where they had gone, by the creaks of the stairs and the floor
boards on the second story. Following, he reached alittle office, with aglass pand that was thickly
frosted and very grimy.

The panel bore aname: HECTOR JARVIN. It told The Shadow &l he needed to know regarding
Marle's companion.

Jarvin was ajewd cutter of high reputation. His services were constantly in demand by important
jewders, hence he had not been suspected as aworker for the smuggling ring. Like many othersin his
profession, he liked an isolated spot in which to work; and had taken this office because he needed
nothing better.

Ignoring the bolted door, The Shadow opened a halway window and shifted to the one beyond it.
Through adirt-streaked pane, past the frayed edge of adrawn shade, he saw both Marle and Jarvin. His



withery face glesful, Marle was watching Jarvin work at the zircons.

Their yellow hue cleared by The Shadow process, both men accepted the stones as diamonds, until
Jarvin's cutting tool split onein half.

No diamond would have cut so readily. Marle said something to Jarvin; the man began to test another
gem. Dropping histool, he turned to Marle, mouthing aword that The Shadow recognized from the
moation of Jarvin'slips:

"Zircong"

MARLE'S hands shot for Jarvin'sthroat. They lacked the fake shakes that Marle had used on the did of
his safe. While the skullcapped jewe er was choking words from hisvictim's throat, The Shadow coolly
worked on the rickety window sash. Sliding it upward, he heard Jarvin's haf-screeched pleas.

"I didn't double-crossyou, chief! | took what was in the safe, what you put there! How could | know
you hadn't seen the diamonds? | wouldn't have switched them-"

"Oncearat, dwaysara!" interrupted Marle. "I've got plenty on you, Jarvin. That'swhy you're working
forme" .

"I couldn't have risked it, chief"- Jarvin was putting sincerity into his bleat-"with you coming here later. It
wouldn't have paid me."

Marle's hands drew away from Jarvin'sthroat. His stoop returning, the withery-faced jeweler resumed
the aged gppearance that he had temporarily lost. Something in what Jarvin said had stirred Marle's
recollection. He leaned to the table, eyed the zircons closdly.

"| did teake alook at these," he muttered. "Hand me that phone, Jarvin.”

Shakily, the jewel cutter obliged. Marle called anumber, held alow-pitched conversation. When he had
hung up, he made an announcement that not only pleased Jarvin; but suited The Shadow even more.

"The man we want," Marle snarled, "is Frenchy Brenn. He hasn't come back to the hideout, but he's got
some dough there, so chances are he won't lam before he picksit up. That'swhat Leonatold mejust
now, and she said plenty more.

" She saw those rocks when Frenchy took them, and they were real diamonds. The Frayne girl wastoo
dumb to pull adouble cross. But Frenchy went out alone with the package. That's when he could have
staged the switch.

"Leonasaid shell handle him. Were going over there to help, taking aong the crew that's moved in
downgdtairs. | was going to throw you to that mob, Jarvin, but you talked yourself out of trouble.”

With asweep of hishand, Marle scattered the zircons on the floor. Their reflectings died out when the
big-shot pressed the light switch, as he and Jarvin departed. Creaky footsteps faded below. The Shadow
swung himsdlf into Jarvin's office. In the darkness, he picked up the telephone.

FIVE minuteslater, Harry Vincent and Myrna Elvin were leaving alittle restaurant only afew blocks
from Frenchy's hideout. Asthey hurried aong. Harry explained how they could best follow the latest
ingructions from The Shadow.

"Leonaisaoneinthehideout,” said Harry. "1 can handle that side door quickly enough, from what I've
just heard abouit it. One of us hasto cover when wereinside, and it might turn out to be the tougher job.



Do you think you can handle Leona?"

Myrnareplied that she was aching for just such an opportunity. From a pocket of her dark dress, she
brought out a.32 automatic that Harry had given her. Sheéld been practicing with that gun, and was ready
for her partin battle.

Harry smiled when they stopped at the side door of the brownstone house, where he began work with a
specia key. Heliked Myrnas gameness.

Therewastime to bring Leona out before Marle and his mob arrived. The Shadow, by histelephone call,
had beaten distance. With Leonagone, Frenchy wouldn't learn that he was branded as atraitor until he
met up with Marle, in person; which was what The Shadow wanted. Nevertheless, Harry urged Myrna
to use speed in deding with Leona.

Myrnadid. She left Harry outside the darkened room, made a quick trip through, and opened the door
with atouch that was only dightly cautious. Leonawas near the table, reading amagazine. She tossed it
casudly aside, remarking:

"Hello, Frenchy | say, what kept you? I've-"

Half around, Leona saw the bulge of the gun in Myrnas hand. Biting her rouged lips, Leonathought for
the moment that she was trapped by Frenchy, who might have learned of her talk with Marle. Suddenly
sghting Myrnabehind the gun, Leona brightened.

"Why, if itisn't blondie!" she exclamed, sarcastically. "All dressed up, for achange! In your own clothes,
too! Say, kid"-she was eyeing the gun coolly-"you sure bungled things that night. We'd have fixed you
easy, if it hadn't been for The Shadow."

Myrnasforefinger eased itstrigger gently. It was atrick that Harry had advised, and it worked like a
charm upon Leona. The woman's olive face went ashen. Her asams went up asif asiring had pulled them.

"Don't shoot!" she pleaded. "I won't make trouble!”

Her hand shoving forward, Myrna poked the gun amost to Leonas ribs. The woman sank, quailing, into
acorner. Myrna stepped past her, pointed the gun just above Leonas head. A man was coming into the
room, through itsfront door. He was across the threshold, closing the door again, before he saw that he
was trapped.

It was Frenchy Brenn. He had come in the front way, the route by which Harry had not expected him.
Curious, how atrifling thing like that could upset the best made plans. But Myrna proved hersef equd to
the circumstance.

With Leona cowed, she had taken Frenchy into camp. Seeing the determined eyes above the gun,
Frenchy lost dl hestation. His arms stretched.

"Turn around!" ordered Myrna, her voice deliberate and coal. "Walk into that other room-both of you!"

The crimind pair obeyed. Asthey started their reluctant march, Myrnafelt asurge of triumph. She had
certainly learned how to dedl with this duo. She remembered how she had fled at their approach outside
her cottage, totally lacking nerve aswell as clothes; how she had later staged a bluff, in The Shadow's
attire, only to haveit fal when the pinch came.

All that was changed. Given afair gart, she had shown her ability to meet the unexpected. What to do
with the prisoners was a problem that Harry would solve when she turned them over to him. The Situation



looked quite rosy, until Frenchy and Leonareached the door.

There, they turned, asif by agreement. Though their arms were till raised, they grinned asthey looked
past Myrna.

Ingtinctively, the blonde darted a glance over her shoulder. At the front of the room were Frenchy's
bodyguards. Their guns covered Myrna, ready to rip lead when Frenchy gave the word. Leonas|ow,
harsh voice sounded in Myrnasear:

"It'sthe other way around again, blondie! Only thisisn't Connecticut, where we could take time out for a
laugh. ThisisNew Y ork, where we get things over quick!"

MY RNA's gun had lowered. Frenchy and Leonawere spinning her around, about to shove her into the
path of the aming guns. From amenta whirl, Myrna plucked the thought that desth was due and no
mistake. She was going forward, toward the guns, when the room itself took aspin.

Myrnawas sprawling toward a corner, away from the revolver, conscious that something had struck her
with amighty jolt, to begin that corkscrew twirl.

From the floor she saw a shape that could be likened only to ablack whirlwind. Striking in from the room
Myrnahad left Harry, that human avaanche had flung the girl to safety. The being in black had tangled
with Frenchy and Leona; one after the other, the crooks were launched toward the gunners at the room
front.

Revolvers barked, the spinning shape their target, but those shots were wide. In changing am to avoid
Frenchy and Leona, the gunmen at the doorway missed the human tornado aswell. Ending hisdervish
pin, Myrnas rescuer performed an amazing fade-away, from the lamplight into agloomy corner of the
room.

Spurts of flame alone reveded his new position-burning jabs that formed a quick staccato asthey
delivered bullets that clipped the marksmen at the door.

In strident obbligato to that roar of gunsrose astrain of chilling mirth- welcome to Myrna; sinister fearful
to the scattering crooks.

Crime'sraly had been ended by The Shadow.
CHAPTER XVIII. THE NEEDED LINK

By crippling the crooks at the room front, The Shadow had disposed of a pressing Situation, but not the
most dangerous one at hand. The foe who could offer strongest battle was Frenchy Brenn. Trapped, he
displayed an ability in combet that equaled his speed at flight.

Away from The Shadow, Frenchy had yanked a gun. He was coming in with it from an angle calculated
to drive The Shadow toward the front of the room. Frenchy hoped for further aid from his bodyguards.
They had staggered into alittle anteroom, which offered the darkness needed for a sniper's nest.

Infact, as Frenchy flung himself upon The Shadow, he heard shots from that direction and took it for
granted that his men had rdlied. Catching The Shadow in the midst of aspin, Frenchy thrust hisgun
graight for the black form and fired.

A matter of two inches doomed Frenchy Brenn.

That wasthe margin of hisoverthrust. The Shadow's right arm, flinging rearward, met the revolver barrel



at the moment of Frenchy'strigger tug. Nudged away, the muzzle ripped a shot that scorched The
Shadow's cloak, nothing more.

As Frenchy dropped back, swinging to anew am, The Shadow's left hand ddlivered a shot from beneath
hisright ebow. A timely bullet lodged in Frenchy's heart.

Gunfire from the anteroom had ceased. Those shots had been fired by Harry Vincent, who had doubled
through to the front of the house when The Shadow took over Myrnas battle. Harry had settled with the
bodyguards. The Shadow, standing above Frenchy's prone form, looked for the only remaining
adversary, LeonaDubray.

Shewas dready on theway out. Myrna Elvin, gun till in hand, had pounced for Leonawhile The
Shadow was settling Frenchy. All fight gone, Leonawas harmless; yet The Shadow hissed a swift
warning, that Myrna understood.

She wasto hold Leona prisoner somewhere upgtairs, for this whole floor would soon be a new
battleground. The Shadow, racing here, had arrived ahead of Marle; but by thistime, the big-shot was
probably very close.

Myrnaand her prisoner were gone. Harry, coming through from the anteroom saw The Shadow stooped
above Frenchy's body. From the dead murderer's pocket The Shadow removed a chamois bag in which
Frenchy had formerly carried gems. Into that bag, The Shadow poured the real Lamballe diamonds, and
tucked that haf-million-dollar prize into Frenchy's pocket!

Harry understood, in part. Amos Marle, when he arrived, was to find proof of histheory that Frenchy
wasthetraitor.

There were two closets in the room. The Shadow pointed Harry into one, then opened the door of the
other. Picking up the hideout telephone, he duplicated the procedure of that night-quite long ago, it
seemed-when he had met with the vanguard of the smuggling ring, under the leadership of Spike Hegley.

The Shadow knew that Joe Cardonawould be at his office, muttering over his unfinished reports; and
Joewas. A few whispered words were al The Shadow needed to give. He delivered them and ended
the cal, ignoring the police ingpector's eager questions.

Thetime limit was up. Sounds from the side doorway told that Marle and his mob had arrived.

IN dow, hobbly fashion, Amos Marle entered the lighted room. From the closet, The Shadow watched
the big-shot nod his approva when he saw Frenchy's body. Leonahad done agood job, in Marle's
estimate. Then, suspicion crept over those withery features, Marle was wondering where Leona had
gone.

Three chunky bodyguards stood close, while Marle kndlt hurriedly beside Frenchy's body. Hiswhite hair
cluttering hisface and eyes, Marle cocked his head and made a hasty search. He came upon the jewel
bag, rose with an elated cry.

Pouring the diamonds into one hand, he straightened. His expression was dmost youthful as he displayed
the gemsto Jarvin, who was crouched nervoudly at the rear door of the room.

Thejewd cutter held out his hand.
Marle laughed, poured the diamonds back into the bag and tucked it in his own pocket.

Worried no longer because of Leonas absence, Marle beckoned hisfollowersto leave. He had evidently



decided that Leona had fled in confusion, after shooting Frenchy. Remaining on these premiseswasa
risk, in Marle's estimate, even though he did not redlize how great arisk it was.

Each passing minute was bringing disaster closer to Amos Marle, and the game he represented.

Delay was ill The Shadow's policy. His plan wasto trail Marle from the hideout; to begin battle when
they reached the street. The best of schemes, since Marle was showing no intent to hurry. His departure
had al the sgns of addiberate one-when something dtered it entirely.

In from the anteroom came a crawling figure, that collgpsed when it reached the light: one of Frenchy's
bodyguards, recuperated from ablow that Harry had dedlt him. Marle saw the wounded man; staring
farther, he made out another figure beyond. It struck him that Leona could not have overwhelmed three
opponents.

Springing to the man on thefloor, Marlelifted the fellow's head, heard him mutter the name:
"The Shadow!"

Quick cdculations gave Marle awrong answer; then aright one. He didn't suspect that The Shadow had
planted the diamonds on Frenchy; instead, he took it for granted that The Shadow had lacked timeto
search the dead man.

From that erroneous conclusion, Marle came to the positive, and correct, assumption that The Shadow
must till beat hand.

Secrecy was no longer possible. As Marle turned to stare at the closed doors of the closets, The
Shadow sprang into view. Marle made awide, |eft-hand dash with his cane, as he reached hisright fist
for agun. On the draw, he sprang spryly toward the anteroom.

Other crooks were dower, but more direct. They were hauling guns asthey piled forward, to be met by
The Shadow's point-blank fire. From the other side of the room, Harry opened with his gun. Wounded
thugs went sprawling, shooting usdlesdy toward the ceiling. The Shadow ripped aquick shot in Marl€'s
direction.

Marledidn't wait. He scrambled through the front door, while Jarvin was diving for the back one. The
Shadow took thefirst trail. Harry the second. Outside, Marle's shouts brought gunnersrising from the
sdewalks, to be met by The Shadow'sfierce challenge from the doorway.

The barrage thet followed wasterrific, but lacking in resuilt.

The big-shot himself was making for more distant safety; but he halted, to look back, when he was out of
range.

ODDLY, Marle had put himsdf in the very sort of spot The Shadow wanted. A car whedled from
around the corner, its headlights a brilliant glare of light. Marle, wheding on the sdewak, with fists that
held gun and cane, was the first person caught in that light.

The car shrieked to astop. From it pounced a pair of headquarters men, ready to collar the
shaggy-haired jeweler. All that saved Marle wasthefire of his sharp-shooters.

It sent the detectives diving for cover; but they, in turn, were preserved by The Shadow's quick shots at
murderous marksmen who had unwisgly legped into sight.

Other police carswere roaring into the street, from both directions. Marles mob was caught between



two devastating fires. Some tried to make the space between the houses, but The Shadow, doubling
through the house itsdlf, was there to stop them, with Harry's aid.

Myrna, catching asummons from The Shadow as he passed, came down the stairs, driving Leonaahead
of her.

Police, seeing crooks stagger from between the buildings, piled in that direction. The Shadow whisked
Harry and Myrnawith him, through toward the back street, leaving Leona helplesdy in the dark, until the
glare of flashlights blinded her. Detectives grabbed her as she tried to dart into the house; but they saw no
sgn of any others.

The Shadow was gone with hisloya aids; but they were not the only ones who had vanished from the
scene. Amos Marle had taken advantage of the barrage delivered in his behalf.

During that fusillade, the last that his mob had been ableto give, the big-shot had fled for the corner. He
was free from the mesh, the Lamballe diamondsin his possession.

Sending Harry and Myrna elsawhere, The Shadow took up thetrail. A blind one, it seemed, for The
Shadow had gotten amere glimpse of Marle€sflight. He was depending, however, upon intercepting the
big-shot at aknown spot: the place where Hawkeye waited. Marle was due for one of those mysterious
vanishes, that always led along aroute that The Shadow had partly learned.

FINDING Moe€'s cab, sent to this area by Burbank, The Shadow rode northward to a cross street.
Alighting, he was met by Hawkeye in a darkened doorway near a corner store. The spotter pointed
down the side Street; he and The Shadow went in that direction together.

The last time, Hawkeye had traced Marle herewhileriding an elevated local. Thistrip, Marle had come
by taxi, dismissing his cab at the corner less than two minutes before The Shadow's arriva. Watching,
Hawkeye had seen Marle disappear somewhere near the center of the block.

At that spot, The Shadow and his nimble agent found a blank basement store that <till borethe sign of a
Chineselaundry. Trying the door, The Shadow fdt it give. Marle had gone through herein too much
hurry to waste time locking the door behind him.

Out back, athin dice of light showed anarrow way to the next street. Coming through, The Shadow saw
agarage across the street. The door was diding open; pressing Hawkeye back into the darkness, The
Shadow watched. A garage attendant stepped aside, to let acar roll out into the street.

The automobile was a deek coupé-the same machine that The Shadow had seen near the water front the
night when Spike Hegley had died. Thistime, however, The Shadow saw its driver's face, and spotted
the number of thelicense plate.

Thefina link wasfitted into the chain-liketrail that The Shadow had gathered, piece by piece, with
Hawkey€esad. Thetrall of AmosMarle!

This garage was where the withery jewe er came whenever he sneaked from his gpartment. Once in that
car, hewasfreeto go hisway; an airtight route closed behind him.

As The Shadow watched, the car's twinkling taillights winked back tauntingly, for the cloaked observer
had no vehiclein which to follow.

Y et Hawkeye, crouched from sight, heard awhispered laugh from the black-clad being beside him. That
snister mirth carried atone of confident prophecy. The Shadow did not have to follow the deek car.



The Shadow knew where the master smuggler had gone; where he could be found when needed. His
keen brain was forming a surefire plan to bring Amos Marle back into circulation, the Lamballe
diamondswith him!

CHAPTER XIX. THE SHADOW'S ORDER

POLICE callswere coming over the short-wave radio set in Crangton's limousine, asthe big car rolled
eastward. The Shadow, again in Cranston's guise, was listening to repeated orders that concerned a
citywide man hunt. Police, everywhere, were combing Manhattan for the missing jeweer, Amos Marle.

The hunt was based on information supplied by two detectives, picked men that Cardona had sent to
Frenchy's hideout in response to The Shadow's call. They werethe pair in the car that had crossed
Marle's path. Their description of the man tallied so perfectly with Marl€'s appearance that
Commissioner Weston, hearing it, had put through the order for the jewder's arrest.

One hour of intensive search producing no result, The Shadow was moving in to aid. There were reasons
why he had chosen to delay; at last, they were eliminated.

Thefirg reason, arather minor one, became apparent when The Shadow stepped from his car at Marle's
store. The place was dight, and aive with scouring detectives, the latter under command of Joe Cardona.
The ace ingpector was searching the entire premises, in hope of some clue that would lead to Marle.

Cardona was quite surprised when he saw Cranston. He remarked that he had supposed the
commissioner'sfriend wasin New Jersey.

"During al thisexcitement?" inquired The Shadow, with Crangton'slight amile. "1t only takes an hour to
get back to town. The hunt has been going on longer than that, inspector.”

Cardonanodded. Cranston's statement explained his regppearance in Manhattan, but not hisarriva a
Marl€'s store.

"I've been looking for Commissioner Weston," resumed The Shadow, casualy. "1 expected to find him at
theclub."

"He'sa hisoffice," returned Cardona. "'l can see why you thought you'd find him here, though. Weve
been bearing down on thisjoint pretty heavy, lately.”

"Any new results?'
Cardona shook his head.
"None here," hesad. "Nor at Marl€'s gpartment. Marquette is handling the search up there."

The Shadow watched the working detectives. Some were prying up the flooring of Marle's store, while
others were shifting the big showcases. Something in Cranston's ease of manner made Cardonafed that
he had been atrifle surly, and much too inquisitive, when he had first ooken to the commissioner's
friend.

"Weve got the goods on Marle, right enough,” declared Joe. | was alittle leery of the first identification.
My men are rdliable, but they've had Marle on the brain, lately. We took a prisoner, though, whose
testimony helped us. A felow named Jarvin; ajewe cuitter.

"He'sin the hospital, pretty well loaded with lead. He came out of his daze long enough to admit that he
went with Marle to look up Frenchy Brenn. The joint we raided was Frenchy's hideout, and he was lying



dead inthemiddle of it."
Crangton seemed only mildly impressed. The question that he put sounded very casud.
"Did anyone dseidentify Amos Marle ?'

"No," admitted Cardona. "But Jarvin was enough. Mot of the mobbies that we grabbed didn't know
who the big-shot was. There was awoman we arrested-her name was Leona Dubray-but she swore
sheld never heard of Marle.

"Said shed talked to the big-shot over the telephone, but only Frenchy knew who he was. Sheld been
working with Frenchy, smuggling stuff through. She talked enough about that Sde of it; told usalot we
didn't know. So her claim that she never heard of Marle sounded right enough.”

Looking about the store, The Shadow asked if there was a tel ephone he could useto call the
commissioner's office. Cardona pointed him to the rear room; once there, The Shadow made acal to
Burbank. He gave indructions that certain agents were to follow.

Cardona saw Cranston come gtrolling from the rear room. While pausing to let detectivesrip up another
gretch of flooring, the commissoner's friend remarked:

"A message for you, inspector. Commissioner Weston will meet you up at Kendler's penthouse. I'm
going that way. I'll be glad to drop you off."

DURING theride. Cardona speculated on what lay ahead. He hoped that Raymond Kendler had
tapped some source that would provide new facts concerning Amos Marle. Cardona expressed that
hope to Cranston; but there was something el se that Joe kept to himsalf.

The whole thing might be what Cardona termed one of the commissioner's " crack-pot” ideas, which Joe
regarded as acommon failing with Weston. When other measuresfailed, Weston liked to sit around with
personsthat he regarded asimportant and imagine that he was getting somewhere by adiscusson of the
case.

Maybe that was why he was going to Kendler's penthouse. Weston liked places that were built high; the
reason being-in Cardona's opinion-that he liked to look out over Manhattan and imagine that he owned
it.

When he arrived at the penthouse, Cardona found that Weston wasn't there. Kendler was rather
surprised to see the police ingpector, but told him that he had talked to the commissioner lessthan an
hour before. Weston had said that he might call to see Kendler, after he had finished with pressing
matters.

Cardonahad run into something of a coincidence; one, perhaps, upon which The Shadow had depended
when giving him Weston's mythical message. The circumstance, however, was merdly helpful, not
essential, for The Shadow had other plansto kegp Cardonaanchored at the penthouse for awhile.

Soon after Cardonas arrival, other visitors were announced. Myrna Elvin entered, accompanied by
Harry Vincent. In afew minutes, Myrnawas artfully telling Cardona afew facts about Leona Dubray,
restricting them chiefly to accounts of her meetings with the woman while both were passengers on the
Albania

Harry Vincent made atelephone call during that conversation. Secluded in Kendler's hdlway, he
answered specific questions that Burbank put to him; al being important to The Shadow. One, very vitd,
concerned the radio in the penthouse.



Burbank wanted to know if it had been picking up police calls. Harry answered in the negative. Theradio
was turned off, and it was in another room from the one where the guests were chatting.

The stage was set for The Shadow's next move. While Kendler, a Cardona's urge, wastaxing hisbrain
for any detailsthat might help the search for Marle, a servant entered to announce that the inspector was
wanted on the telephone. The cdll, the servant added, was from the police commissioner.

At the telephone, Cardona heard the brisk voice that he identified as Weston's. He had been fooled by
that tone once before. The speaker on the wire was actualy The Shadow, clipping his speechin
Weston's best style.

What Cardona heard left him amazed. Recovering from his bewilderment, he glued his ear to the receiver
and listened to explanations. Gradudly, he was convinced because of avery definite reason. The
Shadow, talking to Cardonaat Marle's store, had noted points on which the inspector was doubtful.

Emphasizing those very factors, The Shadow convinced Cardona as Weston never could have. Hewas
playing through Cardona's greatest weakness: Joe's bdief in hunches. Something which Weston never
did, for he believed that hunches were the bunk. To keep within the commissioner's range, The Shadow
didn't mention the hunch angle, but smply let Cardonardish it himsdf.

COMING back to the room where Kendler and his guests were seated, Cardona shook his head, to
recover from hismental daze. Thinking things over, there were some points he didn't like; othersthat he
did. But he was certainly sold on what he heard.

"The searchisoff." Cardona ddivered that bombshdl bluntly. "Marleisn't the big-shot in the smuggling
racket."

Surprise greeted that announcement. The suspense pleased Cardona.

"Those men of mine are good,” affirmed Cardona, "but just like | thought, they had Marle on the brain.
They got kind of skittish, each thinking he had argued the other into something. Not knowing where to
get hold of me, they cdled the commissioner.

"When he found out they weren't sure they'd seen Marle, he caled the hospital, to see what Jarvin had to
say. The guy'sout of hiscomaand he's begun to talk straight. He didn't go to Frenchy's hideout with
Marle.

"Somebody caled him, told him Marle wanted to see him. It sounded funny to Jarvin, because held never
worked for Marle. Next thing he knew, hewasin the middle of alot of shooting. It was just another
attempt to pin something on Marle.”

Warmed up to his own argument, Cardonaleaned forward in his chair.

That'swhat the whole businessis-aframe-up!" he declared. "Weve never pinned athing on Amos
Marle. That'swhy the call has gone out to forget Marle. The commissioner hopes helll hear it and be
decent enough to come and talk to us.

"Marle may be able to help usfind the big-shot who has worked the frame-up. But if Marle doesn't find
him, we will. The master mind, whoever heis, let hismob in for amesstonight. Somebody shotina
tip-off that will beaclincher.

"It's about a car-a coupé that was down near the water front the night that Spike Hegley was knocked
off. The same car was spotted tonight and it belongs to the big-shot behind the smuggling racket. We've
learned the name of the garage where the car iskept, and we've got the license number.



"In about ten minutes'-Cardona sat back in his chair-"well hear from the commissioner again. Hell tell us
what every patrol car intown iswaiting to hear: the name and description of the brain behind the
smuggling ring. And it won't be Amos Marlel”

Therewas a haf minute of spellbound silence. It was broken by a sudden snap of Kendler'sfingers. The
bal dheaded jewd er cameto hisfeet with atriumphant exclamation.

"I'vegot it! | see how the whole thing fit! It hinges on Hector Jarvin. To begin with, hesajewe cutter-"

"Y ou mean he'sthe big-shot?" inserted Cardona. "He couldn't be! He's been in the hospital since the
rad."

"It hingeson Jarvin,” till insgsted Kendler. "Wait here, while | look for some correspondence that | had
with him when | offered him steady employment. The letterswere so odd that | brought them from the
office”

Kendler went from the room. Cardona began to pace the floor. He wasn't asinterested in the Jarvin
letters as he was in the expected call from Weston. Stopping by the window. Cardonalooked down to
the street, saw a patrol car roll past. Hewondered if its driver had received the latest instructions.

Another patrol car. The second in five minutes. Cardonaturned angrily, wondering if the commissoner
had forgotten him. Harry and Myrna came over to the window, began to chat with Joe. It was Myrna
who happened to glance to the street. Excitedly, she pointed as she exclaimed:

"Look!"

Staring, Harry and Cardona saw ataxi pulled to the curb. A man was standing with one foot on the
running board talking to the driver. In his hand, he wagged a cane; and even from this height, his head
was distinguishable by the skullcgp and the shaggy white locks that dangled from under it.

Joe Cardona voiced the name that sprang to every mind:
"AmosMarle"
CHAPTER XX. CRIME'SMASTER

THOUGHT S were pounding through Cardonals brain with thrumming regularity. The ace ingpector was
no longer amazed by Marles arrival on the street below. There had been ten minutes since Cardona had
listened to Weston's voice across the tel ephone.

Word was out, so Weston had said, that Marle was no longer wanted. If Marle had heard the news, he
would naturaly come out of hiding. He would want to talk to someone, and he had probably chosen
Raymond Kendler.

Any feud between Marle and Kendler had been dependent upon misunderstanding, as Cardona
reasoned it. Therefore, Marle's choice was logical. What wasn't logicd, was the fact that he was getting
into the cab instead of leaving it. Cardona straightened that one out afew seconds later.

Amos Marle might have decided that he would not be welcome here. Perhaps he was going to the
commissioner's officeingtead. That didn't particularly please Cardona. He wanted the privilege of hearing
Marlesstory fird.

The hope seemed too late. Marle wasin the cab; it was pulling away. Then came the incident that
stopped it. Another cab rolled into the one-way street, heading the wrong direction. Both cabs



zigzagged, asif disputing with each other. Brakes screeching, they locked with athump that tangled
bumpers.

Cardona saw his chanceto tak with Marle.

"Comeon!" be snapped. "Let's get down there! Where'sthat flunky? Tell him to hunt up Kendler. We
want himwith us”

Harry and Myrnafollowed Cardona out through the hall. Joe saw the servant, told him to get Kendler.

Horns were honking loudly when they reached the sdewalk. Traffic was jammed, and police carswere
threading through it by shoving their wheels over the curb. Cardonasaw Marle step from his cab and turn
toward the corner, asif looking for another.

A patrol car pulled up beside the stoop-shouldered jeweler. A policeman leaped out, clamped his hand
on Marle's shoulder asif making an arrest. Marle started an argument; another cop arrived. Marle's head
wagged back and forth, hiswhite hair shaking rapidly benesth his skullcap. Two officers were gripping
him, when his manner changed.

Wrenching free, Marle lashed sdeways with his cane. His powerful stroke was unexpected. The officers
dodged. Flinging the cane aside, Marle dashed along the sdewalk, straight toward Cardona. Officers
were pulling revolvers; to protect Marle, Cardonactried to leap between.

Harry and Myrnastopped him; it took al their combined power to halt the stocky police inspector.
Kicking at his ankles, they tripped him; dl three rolled on the sdewalk as guns began to bark above their
heads.

Not only the police were shooting; Marle had a gun out and was jabbing wild replies. New guns began to
chatter from atouring car near the corner. Mobbies were in the picture, suddenly aiding Marle.

A sedan rolled up to block Marlesflight; its driver changed course and bashed into the crook-manned
car. Out piled asquad of Feds headed by Vic Marquette. Their quick shots put afinish to the mob
attack.

On hisfeset, Joe Cardonawas shouting that it was dl abig mistake. His voice wasn't heard amid the
gunfire. Marle was getting away; with no cab in sght, he dived into a deek coupé that was parked near

by.

His stoop was gone; and hisarms were rapid as they wheedled the car out into the street. Ahead, he saw
aroute to freedom. Blocked traffic had cut off the patrol cars.

Then, asthe coupé straightened, abig car whizzed in from the opposite direction. Witnesses caught sight
of aamsthrust from windows: Marl€e's, from the coupé; another arm, cloaked in black, from therear of a
limousne

Guns spurted fire, so suddenly that only the result told the outcome of that split-second duel. Marle's car
jolted to a stop; the other kept ahead. The cloaked arm drew itsdlf into the window; from the lips of an
unseen passenger came astrange laugh That shivered the night air.

The big car was gone. The door of Marl€'s ‘coupé did open. The skullcapped man sumped to the street,
then rose. His body straight again, he rallied despite hiswound. Pulling afresh revolver, he stabbed shots
inmad hagte.

Other guns answered, from every side. Feds and police were close enough to return the maddened fire



with which Marle, againgt the world, would gladly have dropped everyonein sight. Torn by adeluge of
bullets, Marle struck the street, his gun dipping from his stilled hand.

WHILE others hated, breathless from their haste, Joe Cardona arrived beside the body. The fact that
he, alone, had sided with Marle made him want proof that he had been wrong.

Probing through the dead man's pockets, Cardona found a chamois bag-the one that had formerly
bel onged to Frenchy Brenn. From it, the police ingpector poured the conclusive evidence: the diamonds
of the Lamballe necklace. An officia car had reached the scene.

From it stepped Commissioner Weston. Shaking his head, Cardona pointed to Marquette, told Weston
to congratulate the Fed. Marquette, in turn, delivered a shrug.

"I didn't stop him." he disclaimed. "Who it was, | don't know. Anyway, weve bagged Amos Marle.”
Cardonaslips ddlivered amuitter.

"SoitwasMarle" hedeclared. Then, to Weston: "It was Marle, commissioner.”

"Of course!" clipped Weston. "Who es2-"

He stopped, recognizing a newcomer who had stepped up beside them. The arrival was Lamont
Cranston, and he was acting quite oddly. Leaning toward Marle€'s body. Cranston wastracing lines on
the dead man'sface.

"Notice the change, commissioner.” he remarked in almost casual fashion. "That dead face resembles
another-one | seem to recognize. Thismay help us.”

Cranston's hand plucked the shaggy |ocks that spread beneath Marl€'s skullcap. He gave atug; the hair
came away, skullcap with it. The whole thing was awig, fitted in asingle pieceto aid in rapid changes.
With the wig gone, there was no mistaking the face. The bald head above it wasthe clue.

Amos Marle was Raymond Kendler!

MANY thoughts sprang to the minds of those who viewed the transformation. Words were unneeded,
for Kendler'swhole game reveded itsdlf, once the truth of his double identity was known. Master of the
smuggling ring, he had protected his game, even with his own followers, by cresting the persondity of
Marle.

Boldly, he had cast suspicion on his other identity, to Strengthen his own position. It was he, Kendler,
who had openly denounced Marle. He, too, who had supplied tip-offsto the police, to liven the game.
For Kendler's plans had called for the final disappearance of Marle.

Two decelving touches had been his pretense of receiving atelephone call from his other self at the pier
where the Corse had docked. The other, hisvigt, as Kendler, to Marle's store, where he had expressed
disappointment at finding himsdf absent.

The Shadow had seen traces of that deception very early in the game. Kendler's buying of jewels, which
must have come through Marle, had been an indication; but another, strong enough to be conclusive, was
the fact that Marle had known when and how his store wasto be visited by the law.

The Shadow had actualy broached that subject to Commissioner Weston in Kendler's own penthouse,
when he had suggested that he, the commissioner's friend Cranston, might reasonably be accused of
letting the law's planslesk.



There had been alesk somewhere, and the only other man who knew the preparations was Kendler.
Excluding, of course, Marquette, Cardona and Weston himsalf. When the commissioner had expressed
horror at the thought, he had shown trust in Kendler, aswell as Cranston. From then on, The Shadow
had known that the master crook would be overconfident.

Kendler was Marle. The Shadow knew it. He wanted the law to have its proof. Somewhere dong the
trail, Marle had to become Kendler. The Shadow had found out when and where. With Hawkeye aiding,
he had learned that Marles route led through a block by way of an old Chinese laundry; thento a

garage.

But the man who drove from the garage was Kendler. His basement trip was the time when he pocketed
hiswig, whether attached to skullcap or felt hat. The garage men knew Kendler, not Marle. The car
license belonged to the man who passed as honest, not the crook.

The Shadow had let Marle take the diamonds because he knew that they would be found with Kendler.
With Marle wanted as a crook, the problem was to coax Kendler back into the personality which he had
permanently discarded, and The Shadow had solved it with the aid of Joe Cardona.

Those astounding reports that Cardona had heard and repeated to Kendler, were entirely false; but
behind them lay every element of possible truth. With Cardona convinced, Kendler was sure to believe
the story. Talk of anew man hunt for the owner of atraced coupé had struck deep.

Raymond Kendler had suddenly believed that his own persondity was the one that would get him into
trouble; that his only hope of safety lay in shifting back to Amos Marle. On aquick pretext, he had left his
guests; had donned the Marle disguise, which he had not found time to destroy.

He had been leaving the building when Cardona saw him from the penthouse; and by that departure,
Kendler, once more Marle, had thrust himself into the jaws of the man hunt that was till going strong.

The Shadow had added teeth to that trap. A report that Marle had been seen near Kendler's had
brought police cars and hurried Feds to the spot where they were to find the wanted crook. Moe
Shrevnitz's cab had bucked the one-way street, to block Kendler's getaway. The Shadow, himsalf, had
covered the last outlet, which Kendler had managed to gain through superhuman effort.

The hand of The Shadow had thereby been the final factor. The Shadow had mastered crime's leader,, in
that sharp duel which ended Kendler's flight and brought him to earth as Marle.

THERE were two persons who discussed those angles of the case, and many others with which they
werefamiliar; and their chat continued dmost until dawn. Those two were Harry Vincent and Myrna
Elvin, whose stout efforts had done much to aid The Shadow's cause.

One other knew much that he never intended to tell. Dawn found Joe Cardona seated in an armchair,
puffing cigar smoke toward the ceiling and repesting to himself the words that he had heard from the
telephone receiver.

Wordsin the voice of Commissioner Weston, but from the lips of The Shadow. Statements that Joe
Cardonawas glad he had accepted, because his bdief in them had enabled him to play the cards exactly
as The Shadow wanted.

After al, Cardonadecided, his part had been alarge one. It was the actua wedge by which The Shadow
had knocked the props from under Kendler's game.

Hiseyes haf closed, Cardonahad awhimsica thought inspired by his recollection of that voice so much



like Weston's that the commissioner's own tone might well be termed the imitation.

Cardonas thought was this: If Ralph Weston should ever resign his office asNew Y ork's police
commissioner, Joe Cardonawould like to name the person to fill the place.

Joe's choice would be The Shadow!
THE END



