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CHAPTER I. CANDID CRIME

IT was a strange seiting for crime. From the second-floor veranda of his Spanish stucco home, Glenn
Bdmar could survey the entire scene, thanks to the hillock upon which his house stood. He had studied
that viga often, a this hour when day was fading into dusk, but never before had thoughts of an
impending menace loomed heavily upon his mind.

The panorama was one of pam-lined driveways and lazy lanes, broken by the blue Stretches of hdf a
dozen lakes, which seemed like one larger body of water exhibiting its sheen from many angles.

In a sense, the lakes could be regarded as one, for they were connected by cands, tracesble because
they were lined with a wilder growth than the cultivated pams that adorned the roadways.

There were other spaces among the trees, and from them reared many mansons, with traces of green
lawns surmounted by great oak trees draped with Spanish moss.

Those houses were the red pride of PAm Park, which, in its turn, was the pride of Lakedale. Famed as a
resort city of inland FHorida, Lakedale needed a showplace, and had it in PAm Park, where dwelt the
wedthiest of winter vistors, induding Glenn Bemar.
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It was around those fancy residences that crime's menace dung. A red threat, for it had dready struck,
and could be expected soon again. The menace was robbery, of a specific sort. Clever thieves were
Seadily rifling PAm Park residents of their chief commodity, jewels.

Three such robberies in a week, yet no whisper had reached the public. PAm Park residents preferred to
keep such doings to themsdlves and the police, who, in turn, were urwilling to let it loose until they had a
clue

Since a due, in the estimate of the locd constabulary, meant lodging the perpetrators in jail, with their
signed confessions lying on the police chief's desk, the solution of these crimes seemed very unlikely.

So far, no one had walked into the city hal to give himsdf up. Instead, the crooks were 4ill walking into
houses and out again, with jewes as thar trophies. Yet dl the resdents of PAm Park were keeping very
mum, on the theory that they musin't |et the perpetrators even know that their crimes had been suspected.

Such was the way in PAm Park, exdusive suburb of thriving Lakedde.

Glenn Bemar had decided that he mugt do something about it. That, in itsdf, proved how pressing the
gtuaion was, because Bdmar sefdom did anything that required unusud exertion, with the exception of

playing polo.

This evening, however, he was forgoing his usud trip to the dog track, to hunt crime instead. His long
wait for darkness was at lagt fulfilled.

With a determined air, Bmar stepped from the sun porch into his updtairs living room and cdled for
Brock, who promptly appeared.

Master and servant formed a didtinct contrast. Both were of average height, but Belmar was indined to
the portly side, whereas Brock was underweight. Belmar's face was broad; Brock's quite thin. The
master was brusgue a times; the servant aways diffident. One had made it a habit of giving orders; the
other, of accepting them.

"My camera, Brock," ordered Bemar. "l am ready to cal on the Wilkinhams."
"Itis here, ar." Brock supplied the camera. "The flash bulbs, dso. Two dozen—a dozen in each box."
Bdmar gave a cross between a chuckle and a snort.

"Candid-camera nights are a thing of the past,” he sad reprovingly. "Why | indulged in such a dlly
pastime, | haven't yet understood, Brock. Tonight, | shdl be lucky to get afew good shots, let done two
dozen."

Brock gave an understanding nod and placed a box of flash bulbs on the table, carefully setting the other
box on the mantd. From the box on the table, Bdmar took three bulbs and placed them in his pockets.

"I only ordered one dozen, gr," sad Brock, "but they sent two. | shdl return the other box tomorrow.
You use them so sedom -"

"Never mind the details, Brock," inserted Belmar. "You know how | hate details. Go get me the evening
newspaper. | must look at it before we leave”

BROCK hurried downgtairs, and Bdmar was following dowly, when he paused with a worried ar and
tapped the pockets of his tuxedo jacket. It annoyed him, having two flash bulbs in one pocket, a angle



bulb in the other.

Tuming back, he stopped at the mantdl, because it was nearer, and took another bulb from the box that
lay there. Hardly had he dropped the bulb into a pocket, when he remembered that Brock was sending
the extra box back.

So Bdmar dug a hand into a pocket again, brought out a bulb and put it in the mantd box. Going over to
the table, he supplied himsdf with the required bulb from the origind box.

It took Bdmar a mere three minutes to scan through the flimsy Lakedae newspaper. Not a word in it
about jewe robberies. The reception that the Wilkinhams were giving rated hdf a page—quite judifiably,
too, since the Countess del Rondo was to be a guest.

A gmile played upon Bemar's lips, as he tossed the newspaper aside. The Countess dd Rondo meant
jewds. She was, to use a term which Bdmar thought very descriptive, "lousy with them." Naturaly, no
one would have told the countess that jewe thieves were prevaent in PAm Park; otherwise, she would
have flown to Miami and the Wilkinham reception would be off. So the countess would certainly appear
indl her jeweled splendor.

Glenn Bdmar intended to watch the Countess dd Rondo.

It was a three-mile drive to the Wilkinham mansion, though a duck could have svum or flown it in a third
the distance, for it was draght across the nearest 1ake.

Bdmar et Brock do the driving, so that he could expend his own exertions upon the camera. When they
drove into the grounds, other cars had aready arrived, but Bemar was quite sure that the countess
would not be among the early guests.

"Park in a convenient place" he told Brock. "We shdl await developments.”

During the wait, Belmar observed a few important facts. Guests, as they arrived, passed through a porta
flanked by two loca detectives. It didnt perturb the guests in the least, for none of the Lakedale
detectives looked the part. They reminded Bemar more of the Wilkinham servants, who were present in
abundance both ingde and outside the mansion.

The servants were like the members of an ant hill, engaged in tasks that had no seeming rhyme or reason.
They came out to see that cars were properly parked, though there was plenty of avallable space. They
ingpected the hibiscus bushes and the hedges with flashlights, the latter very unnecessary, because the
glow from the house was more than sufficient.

Of course, the servants were cooperating with the police, which was very nice. But it didn't hdp Bemar,
because he wanted to stow himsdlf in a vantage spot from which he could better witness the arrivd of the
countess.

Knowing his master's problem, Block put a suggestion.

"If you want, Sr," said the servant, "I can pace dong theline of cars and choose a suitable space between
them. Time s quite short. Mr. Haudlin will be here soon.”

Bdmar gave a nod. Brock had reference to Richard Haudlin, founder of PAdm Park and its most
important resdent. Haudlin would be bringing the countess, of course, unless Wayne Medrith had

usurped the privilege.
As Brock dighted from the car, Bemar stroked his chin and thought over the probabilities. Richard



Haudlin was getting older, though he didn't show it. Sooner or later, he would have to rdinquish his
control of affairsin PAm Park, perhaps to Wayne Medrith.

Haudlin, a retired manufacturer, represented the staid days when the exdusve colony was formed.
Medrith, a comparatively youthful adventurer, wasin kegping with the modern trend. A change from the
old to the new might shake Pdm Park to its foundations, a serious problem for everyone, induding Glenn
Bdmar.

CARS were coming into the driveway. By the glare from their headlights, Belmar saw Brock beckoning.
Climbing from the car, Bdmar performed his idea of a furtive sneak over to the space where Brock
awaited, and summarily ordered the servant back to the car.

By then, the lights were close, so Brock had to take a roundabout way behind the parked cars. Nicdy
Stuated, Bedmar made ready with his camera.

Thefird car stopped. From it stepped Richard Haudlin, tal but heavy-buiilt, to extend his hand to another
passenger, who was probably the countess. There wasn't any question, when the resplendent glitter of
gems came into the light of the car that stood behind Haudlin's. Bemar was close enough to see how
heavily the middle-aged countess was loaded with the precious freight.

Her fingers were massed with rubies and sapphires. She had "heedlights' of her own, in the diamond
bracelet on her left wrist. From her neck dangled the famous Dd Rondo emerdd, its huge green brilliance
aufficent to start traffic coming her direction.

In fact, the emerad proved to be a"go"' sgnd.

From somewhere in the shrubbery, two men appeared with aleap. One shoved Haudlin back againg his
limousne the other grabbed the countess. They were robbers, these, for both wore handkerchiefs as
masks.

Glegfully, Belmar took a camera shot of the attack. Then, while he was discarding one bulb and putting in
another, Bdmar saw a man jump out of the second car. He recognized Wayne Medrith, lithe and limber,

coming top speed to join the fray.

Medrith grabbed the masked man who clutched the countess, but the fdlow who had settled Haudlin
came upon Medrith from behind and sent him sprawling.

By then, a third masked entry was in it. He was stripping the countess rings from her fingers, like
huckleberries from a high bush. The countess gave a horrified scream; as soon as her hands were |oose,
she clapped her right upon her left wrigt to save the diamond bracel et.

The robber who was holding the countess gripped the famed emerad pendant with one hand and gave
the lady a shove with the other. He kept the pendant, and the countess landed upon Medrith, who was
getting up. Belmar popped out from between the cars to get an excdlent flaghlight picture of that scene.

Then, since the masked men were dashing across the driveway, Bemar went the same direction, putting
athird flash bulb in its socket. He heard shouts from dl about him, voiced by the Wilkinham servants.

But the men who grabbed Belmar didn't shout. They were the Lakedale detectives. They'd seen the flare
of the flash bulbs, accompanying the screams from the countess.

As Bdmar landed on the turf beside the driveway, he warded off the blows of the two detectives. Bemar
was intact, and so was his camera; held taken enough polo spills to choose his landings properly.



Up ahead, one man had met the surge of two of the masked robbers, and was doing quite nobly. The
lone man was Brock.

A big bulk heaved into the struggle. Haudlin had recovered and was coming to Brock's aid. He arrived
too late; by then, Brock was spilled and Haudlin received the return drive of the bandits. He should have
been helped by Medrith, but the younger man had taken another spill while garting to the chase.

Punched back by the masked robbers, Haudlin saw the detectives turned toward Bdmar. Angrily,
Haudlin ydled:

"You foold He isn't one of the robbers! There go your men!” The detectives dropped Belmar and started
after the pair who were disgppearing in the shrubs. His elbows perched in a bougainvillea bush, Belmar
took a candid flash of the scene. He had a glimpse of Brock as the detective shoved the man aside.
Then, on his feet Bmar was insating his lagt flash bulb. All about was chaos. Servants gaore had
rushed from the mangion to join the detectives. People were getting into cars, to skirt the grounds and
round up the three daring robbers. Two had gone together; the third had managed a lone escape.

Bdmar thought a picture of the excitement would be excdlent, until Brock reached hm and gave a
perfect suggestion:

"If you can only find the masked men, gr -"

Bdmar nodded. Brock took the whed, and Bemar joined him in the car. They sped out from the
grounds, aong with the other pursuers, Belmar holding his camera tightly and guarding the last bulb as
though it were as priceless as the solen gems.

His mind reverting to the candid-camera nights which he had once so greetly relished, he was highly
pleased. He fdt that this was one night when he had taken the full show for his own.

But Belmar was wrong. He and his one-man camera act were not the main attraction.

Crooks had gtolen the show with candid crimel

CHAPTER II. A FRIEND IN NEED

FOR nearly an hour, cars roved the byways of PAm Park, meeting each other so often that it became
both troublesome and monotonous. Men in tuxedos were congtantly jumping out of cars to question
other drivers who wore the same dttire. At times, there were near-accidents, paticulaly at the narrow
bridges that crossed the winding canals.

One close mishgp worried Glenn Bemar.

"Wed better go home™ Bemar told Brock. "I'm thinking of the camera, not mysdf. | have important
evidence recorded on thisfilm."

Brock drove back to Bemar's house. The servant dropped his master by the front door and put the car
into the garage. Standing on the lower porch, Belmar listened to the hue and cry.

Occasiond shouts came through the darkness, when hunters thought they'd found some traces of the
hunted. The spurting sounds of automobiles were drowned by the louder roars of speedboats, Sarting
out to scour the lakes.

A light came from Belmar's sun porch. Brock had put away the car and was in the house. Bdmar
decided to go ingde. He thought that it was time he had refreshments, having missed them a the



short-lived reception. The thing that hated him at the front door was the approach of cars that came right
into his drive.

Thinking that the chase had reached his front yard, Bemar tried another flash picture, but it didn't work.
Evidently, he hadn't screwed the flash bulb tight enough.

Before Bdmar could adjust the matter, men approached him. They included Haudlin, Medrith, and other
important PAm Park residents. The Lakedae detectives were with them, and they pointed toward
Bdmar quite accusingly. It suddenly struck him that the camera was the reason.

It was Medrith who explained the Stuation, while Haudlin was motioning the detectives back.
"Helo, Belmar," greeted Medrith in an easy way, "These chaps want to ask you a few questions.”
"Veay wdl," returned Belmar, with a sober nod. " Suppose we go upgars.”

They reached the second-floor living room, and the two detectives included Brock in thelr suspicious
gtares. Then, one said to Haudlin:

"We want to search both these men."

Haudlin didn't congder it necessary; nor did Medrith. Bemar, himsdlf, supplied the solution. Redizing
that he and Brock were under suspicion, he favored the search. So it began.

As a prdiminary, the detectives wanted to examine the camera. Bdmar stopped them, until he could
remove the film.

"These pictures may be evidence" he declared. "Keep the film and have it developed yourselves™

The detectives complied. They searched Bemar and Brock; then proceeded to scour the house, omitting
nothing. Meanwhile, Bemar slenced the protests of Haudlin, Medrith and the rest, by inviting them to
have adrink.

He learned, during the period fallowing the accepted invitation, that the masked robbers had completely
disappeared, which was why the detectives had inssted upon tregting Bemar as a suspect.

FINISHED with a thorough search of the house, the detectives reappeared long enough to state that they
were going to scour the garage, and Bdmar's car, as well. When they had gone, Belmar poured another
round of drinks.

"Slly of them," he said indulgently. “If Brock and | had taken those jewels, we could have disposed of
them by thistime"

"Of course!” agreed Haudlin in his booming style. "Y ou two were searching with the rest of us™

"And | didn't see Brock throw anything from the car,” declared Bemar. "Nor did Brock see me perform
such an action. Did you, Brock?"

"You threw out the dead flash bulbs, Sr," reminded Brock. "But they were dl."
Medrith gave alaugh.

"So those were the shots some people thought they heard” he sad to Haudlin. "No wonder the
wild-goose chase continued!”



"No wonder!"

Haudlin stared hard as he spoke, and his gaze was toward Medrith, who returned it seedily, lifting his
glass as he did. Swinging to Belmar, Haudlin gave him the same sraight look.

"Adhere to fact, Bdmar," advised Haudlin, "and advance no theories. We know that you are above
suspicion, and your servant, likewise, since you can vouch for him. But these Lakedde detectives are
anxious to arrest someone. Neither Medrith nor | would care to have you put to such inconvenience.”

The detectives reappeared, both sullen. They'd found nothing in the garage or in the car. Haudlin and
Medrith said good night, and the detectives went with them.

Brock began to grumble about having to tidy up the place, whereupon Belmar gave a headshake.

"I hope those pictures develop,” said Bemar. "If they don't, we may both be accused of duplicity, Brock.
This matter is getting beyond me; very much beyond me."

"What can you do about it, Sr?'

"I can send atelegram,” replied Bemar, "to my friend Lamont Cranston. Y ou remember him, of course?'
Brock shook his head.

"I forgot,” said Bdmar. "I didn't hire you until I came here. Crangton is an old friend of mine we belong
to the same dub in New Y ork City. And Cranston"—Bemar gave a wise nod—"is very wel acquainted
with the New Y ork police commissoner.”

Brock stared, rather puzzled.

"Don't you undersand?' queried Belmar. "Crangton has a fird-hand acquaintance with the methods of
police investigetion. If | invite him here, tdling him his presence is imperative, he will certainly come. So
cdl the telegraph office, Brock."

When Brock made the call, Bdmar worded the telegram, staing that he would need Cranston's advice
tomorrow night; not later. That done, Belmar declared in satisfied tone:

"Actudly, Brock, | bdieve that | sl vaue Cranston's advice more than that of the commissioner's,
himsdf!"

Bdmar was spesking more wisdy than he knew. He was sending an urgent cal to someone who could
prove more than a friend with advice. To PAm Park, where crime was as serious as it was unheraded,
Bdmar was summoning the magter crime-hunter of dl time: The Shadow!

Never could Belmar have guessed that the man who called himsdf Lamont Cranston was actudly the
famed champion of justice who fared forth, cloaked in black, to conquer every branch of evil that he
could uncover.

Not only did The Shadow conced hisidentity with such garb, but his very presence, as wdl, which made
him a double terror to dl who dedt in crime.

WITH morning, Glenn Bdmar awoke feding that he had never dept better in his life. Perhaps he had
received some impressons of Cranston that his waking sdf could not recognize,

Reading the morning newspaper, Bemar amiled a the society news, which mentioned the very successful
reception held in honor of the Countess dd Rondo. The newspaper didn't add that the countess was in



the locd hospital, battling a nervous breakdown caused by the loss of jewes vaued a a quarter million
dollars.

At leadt, the countess dill had her diamond bracelet; otherwise, the nervous breakdown might have
ended in heart fallure Bdmar learned those details from Haudlin, by telephone. He dso learned that
Haudlin and Medrith would be stopping by some time that afternoon, dong with the police and the
developed photographs.

There was a tdlegram from Cranston, later. It stated that he would arrive by plane late that afternoon.
Bdmar showed the tlegram to Brock, so that the servant would remember to drive over to the airport at
theright time.

The arport was on the other Sde of Lakedae, but it could be reached in hdf an hour by avoiding the city
traffic. An old highway that skirted the town was the route that PAm Park residents preferred.

Meanwhile, Bdmar busied himsdf by voicing theories on crime, with Brock as a patient listener. Seated
inhis favorite asamchair, Bemar scanned the landscape visble from his sun porch, and tried to reconstruct
last night's crime. Though histalk lasted for hours, it summed into a Sngle statement.

"Plague take it, Brock!" expressed Bemar. "The thing happened like clockwork! Those masked men
vanished from the midst of us, and the Dl Rondo jewds with them. We were dl tearing about like the
wind of a hurricane, and the culprits floated bamily away in the ssorm center.”

"But the storm came our way, gr," reminded Brock. "Though it was late getting here.”

"Late because they questioned the Wilkinham servants firg," explained Bdmar. "Haudlin told me abouit it
when he phoned today. They even searched the servants, and ransacked the house, to make sure that
none was working with the criminas. All proved innocent. Well, we shdl see what Cranston has to think
of it."

Brock reminded Bemar that there were some errands to be done before his guest arrived. So Bemar
told the servant to drive into town and attend to them. Brock left, and Belmar continued his reflections for
another hour, until the sound of arriving cars disturbed him.

One car contained Richard Haudlin and the locd palice chief; the other hedd Wayne Medrith and a very
dazzling young lady, whaose reddish har caught a gartling burnish from the setting sun.

Bdmar recognized her, from the sun porch. She was Arlene Hamil, daughter of a wedthy Pdm Park
resident, Augustus Hamil.

Bdmar met the vigtors and brought them to the sun porch, where the police chief displayed prints of the
developed photographs. All three pictures had come out well, which pleased Bdmar, particularly when
the police chief said:

"These clear you, Mr. Bddmar. Y ou couldn't have been shooting pictures and helping those robbers at the
sametime The only trouble is, none of these photos gives us a good enough view of the crooks.”

The chief was right; they didn't. The firg two pictures showed Haudlin and the countess, plainly. The
second included Medrith, gtting on the grave, a very surprised look on his face. Viewing it, the chief
turned to Medrith with a snort:

"Seems to me you were dow getting into it, Mr. Medrith, and mighty fast getting out. If you hadn't been
the last person to arive at the reception, the crooks wouldn't have spotted the countess like they did.
Your car lights helped them.”



"Sorry, chief," said Medrith blandly. "I was late because | drove over to get Miss Hamil, only to learn
that she was not coming to the reception... Right, Arlene?!

Bdmar was dready looking toward Arlene when Medrith and the others turned her way. Thus Bdmar
caught a preview of her face, quite like a candid-camera flash.

For the moment, her expression was defiant, her lips firmly closed, unready to speak. Then, before eyes
met hers, Arlene relaxed. She compromised with a nod; then, dowly, steadily, she said:

"Yes. It was my fault that Mr. Medrith was late"

PERHAPS the dmming daylight prevented others from noting the traces of restrained emotion that
Arlene displayed. Another interruption helped. Brock was returning with the car, and men turned to look
from the window as he drove into the garage.

Brock came updairs, loaded with packages, and Bedmar showed him the photographs. Brock was
naurdly interested in the third picture, which showed him being shoved aside by the detectives.

"Now, Mr. Bemar," declared the police chief, "I want your entire story, to go with these pictures. Or,
perhaps, your servant can give a better running account, Snce you were busy taking the photographs.”

Bdmar turned to his servant and amilingly said:
"Your privilege, Brock."

"Perhaps you should give your statement firgt, gr,” said Brock. "Y ou wanted me to meet Mr. Cranston a
the airport. It is about time | started.”

"Quite right,” agreed Bdmar. "l can give my account while you are gone, and be free to entertain
Cranston when he arrives™

"Suppose we go over to my house" suggested Haudlin. "Brock can bring your friend there, Bdmar.”

Brock left, and the others started out, cdling to Medrith to come dong. He was over in a corner of the
aun porch, saring reflectively at Belmar's Sde lawn, when he heard them.

Downgairs, Haudlin smung his car about and picked up Bemar and the police chief. Medrith promptly
followed with Arlene.

Looking back as they Ieft the grounds, Belmar observed that Brock hadn't brought the car from the
garage. Probably he was taking the new coupe instead of the old sedan. Trouble, possibly, finding the
right keys, or maybe he was wating for the other cars to leave the driveway.

It didn't matter. Brock would get started soon enough. If he had trouble with the coupe, he could use the
sedan.

Brock wasn't having car trouble. His problem was more serious, though very brief. In the garage, he was
ganding between the cars, his arms sheking as he held them hdf lifted.

Three men, their faces obscured in the semidarkness, were prodding Brock with guns. Belmar's servant
was trying to splutter words, but couldnt.

The fading sounds of departing motors proved the signd. One gun left Brock's back, was lifted behind
his head, and came down with a skull-cracking force that crumpled him upon the concrete floor. The man
who had been facing Brock spoke approvingly to the felow who had delivered the blow.



"Good work!" he declared. Then, to the other thug: "See, Raiford? That's the way Redsville handles
them. Get himin the car, you two. I'll do the rest.”

Asthe par complied, the thug caled Raiford questioned:
"What about us, Tony? Want us to come dong?'

"Not a chance!" declared the leader. "You might have to show your mugs, and that wouldn't do around
here. You duck back where you belong. I've got two other guys waiting for me.”

Bdmar's coupe nosed itsdf from the garage with Tony at the whed, the mationless form of Brock beside
him. Brock wasnt merdy stunned; the hard blow, smashed behind his ear, had killed hm. To Al
appearances, crime's murderous job was done.

Such was not the case. Crime's job, in this ingance of Brock, had just begun—as events were soon to
prove!

CHAPTER IIl. DEAD MAN'S CROSSING

THE inbound plane had reached the airport early. Hence, Lamont Cranston was not surprised when he
found no one wating for him.

In very lesurdy fashion, he produced a cigarette case, opened it, and extended it to his companion,
Margo Lane, who shook her head. Margo wasn't in any mood for a quiet smoke.

"Why don't you cdl your friend Bdmar?' she queried. "Perhaps he hasn't started here, yet."
Crangton's cdm face showed dight traces of a amile.

"Anxious to get on to Miami, aren't you, Margo?"

"Why not?' queried Margo.

"You knew I'd been planning a Miami trip, Lamont. | was glad enough to come by way of Lakedae in
order to have your company on the trip, though why, | don't know, for you were hdf adeep dl the way."

"Youll enjoy Lakedale, Margo -"

"Maybe you will, Lamont, if it's as dead as I've heard it is. One evening will be enough for me. So the
sooner we reach Belmar's, the better, since I'll have to get back here and catch the late plane for Miami."

"Veay wdl. I'll phone Bemar."

The phone cdl brought no results. Lack of areply indicated that Belmar might have started, but when
Cranston returned to state the case, Margo had aready scouted up a taxicab. The driver spoke about a
short route to PAm Park, and said he would flag Bddmar's car if they met it on the way. So Cranston
obligingly agreed to go by cab; wearing hisdight smile dl the while

Actudly, Cranston was quite as eager as Margo to reach Bemar's early. He had caught deep inferences
in Belmar's telegram. Margo hadn't—yet.

"What's bothering Bemar?' she questioned as they rode dong. "Has he dipped a few gods in his polo
rating? Or is he getting bored, with no one to tak to after nine o'clock at night?'



"You have the wrong impresson of PAm Park, Margo," returned Cranston. "Lakedale may deserve its
reputation as a haven for superannuated winter vistors who rall up the sdewaks every night, so that
those who ignore the evening curfew will not sumble. But PAm Perk is didtinctly different -"

How different it was, Cranston didn't specify. At that moment, the cab driver applied the brakes so hard
as to send the passengers bumping againg the front seat, with their baggage.

"Sorry," said the cabby. "I'd just remembered we were coming to Dead Man's Crossing. Only, | was
kind of soon. It's dill a piece ahead.”

Poking his head up from behind the front seat, Cranston saw what the driver meant. A hundred yards
ahead this old road, paved with brick, crossed a wider concrete highway at what could have been
termed a "bloody angle

It was worse on the other Sde, than here, for the brick made adight upward dope beyond the concrete.
Besides, the corner had an old abandoned filling station that cut off vighility.

At this hour, with the haze of dusk upon the scene, the danger was at its greatest point, for only
occasond cars were udng lights The cabby was turning his on, but ther glare, fdling short of the
crossing, made the stretch beyond look darker.

Theglow did catch the glitter of a glass-studded stop-sign, which was obvioudy duplicated on the other
gde of the through highway.

Crangton's eyes, however, were roving the man road, and they took in the widespread events tha
happened.

A CAR coming up the superhighway blinked its lights as though the driver couldn't tdl whether he
wanted them bright or dim. The car crossed the brick road and kept dong its way, but the sound of its
moderate motor was drowned by a roar from the other direction.

Ancther car, without lights, was coming down the highway at an increesing speed; but even before it
reached Dead Man's Crossing, a third machine appeared. Likewise without lights, it was nosing down
from the dight dope beyond the filling station, which, in turn, cut off the view of the driver who was
roaring in dong the superhighway.

Right into the open poked the car from the side road; the cab's lights gave a glimpse of its driver, tilted
besde the whed, as though trying to peer around the edge of the service dtation.

He might have been looking, but he certainly wasn't ligening, for the dight sound of the motor in his new
coupe couldn't have drowned the uproar of the outmoded sedan that was coming like a flying juggernaut
toward the blind crossing.

The cab driver jammed his brakes agan. From a hundred feet, his headlamps bathed the dimax like
spotlights focused upon a stage.

Veering when its driver saw the coupe in his path, the onrushing sedan performed a series of gyrations.
Its brakes were on agan, off again, diding it into a zigzag that required the ful width of the concrete
highway.

Cranston could fed Margo's fingers digging into his arm, as she watched the speedy preiminaries of the
threstening collison. A rdieved gasp started from her lips as the sedan took a swerve away from the
coupe.



Then, like a whiplash, the swerve recoiled and the sedan did a spin. But for that mischance, it could have
whisked in back of the doomed coupe; instead, it smashed the luckless car amidships.

Over went the coupe in a long, bouncing rall, that finished, wheds upward, off the highway. The other
car, hdf wrecked by the impact, cavorted to its left, across the path of the oncoming headlights, and
turned on its Sde away from approaching vehicles.

Though they sprang immediatdy from their cab, Cranston and Margo were not the fird to reach the
scene. Others were there, from cars that had stopped on the concrete highway, and more were coming
up. The coupe being nearer, Cranston stopped beside it and saw the driver pinned beneeth the whed.

There wasn't a question that the man was dead. His head had pounded againg the interior of the car dl
during those rolls. Even his face was no longer in a recognizable state.

Cranston motioned Margo away. Leaving their cabby gawking at the mess, they crossed the road to the
wrecked sedan. Its driver wasn't so badly hurt, though one leg doubled under him as people helped him
from his car. He had one hand pressed to the Side of his face, and he was gasping out words:

"Couldn't seeiit... don't know how it got there. All of a sudden... there it was. Thought | wasn't going to
hit it... but | did. Hope... nobody was hurt -"

From what could be seen of the fdlow's face, it was blunt and square-jawed. Cranston saw that much in
aglimpse, but Margo dill was gazing at him when people loaded the man into a car and started for the
Lakedd e hospitd. Margo could hear comments from other witnesses.

"Lucky, the way he came through that crash.”

"He deserved some luck. It wasn't hisfault.”

"Absolutdy not! He had the right of way, a hundred percent! The other man was to blame.”
"He won' be taking the blame; he's dead!™

"Thefifthin three months No wonder they cdl this 'Dead Man's Crossng'!"

The term was more apropos than the speaker redized. This was a dead man's crossing. The "driver” of
the other car was dead even before he took his last ride! The mishgp at the crossroad merdly added to
the damaged condition of his skull.

CRANSTON had not seen Bddmar's new coupe before; nor had he ever met Brock, the servant hired by
Bdmar in Horida. He'd expected Belmar to meet himin a sedan driven by a chauffeur, as Bdmar usudly
did. Hence, he didn't link his friend directly with the accident. But there were phases of that "accident”
that impressed the agtute Mr. Cranston, otherwise The Shadow.

Though he had never met a certain crook caled Tony, The Shadow could see the probability of the
fdlow's hand. The wrecked coupe had come across the road much as if someone had let it start into a
coast, and then abandoned it; someone other than the driver, who had peered so oddly from behind the
whed, yet who mus have been stone deaf not to hear the approach of the old sedan.

Odd, too, that it should dl have happened just after a passing car had blinked its lights, much like a
sgnd. Looking up the road, The Shadow saw a car parked a the next bend, its tallights visble. There
was dill enough daylight for his keen eyes to spy the man who did out from the side of the road, to join
persons in the waiting car.



Thefdlow was Tony. HEd cut across from the Side road. He thought that the dusk was thick enough to
hide him. So it was, where dl eyes were concerned except those of The Shadow!

Margo suddenly found Cranston whisking her back to the cab. On the way, Cranston wrenched the cab
driver from the group that was viewing Brock's remains.

Onceinthe cab, Cranston was ordering the driver to whed up the concrete highway and stop beside the
car that was parked there. The firm note in Crangton's tone thrilled Margo. He was going to sngp from
hisindolent pose and become The Shadow!

Already, he was opening a suitcase, and Margo was expecting him to whip out black cloak and hat,
adong with a brace of automatics, when, suddenly, his manner changed. All that he produced was a smdl
flashlight, which he juggled dightly as he settled back into the sest, to say quite camly:

"It's going to be along chase, Margo.

Saing ahead, Margo saw that the other car had started, quickening its speed as its driver saw the cab
behind him. It was taking a road to the right, and the cab driver, falowing Cranston's order, was turning
after it—proof to the fugitives that they were being trailed.

A long chase, during which Cranston could afford to maintain his ordinary guise. But Margo was quite
aure that when the chase closed in, the black garb would be out of the bag and her companion's
transformation complete.

Thelaugh that came from Cranston's lips carried traces of a strange whisper that backed Margo's belief.
An audible echo of the past, a pronouncement of the future, the mirth symbolized its author.

It was the laugh of The Shadow!

CHAPTER IV. TRAIL TO CRIME

THE car ahead was ganing despite the cabby's effort to overtake it. Both cars were whining dong a
road of brick that echoed louder than the motors, under the Zmming tread of the tires. The very roadway
hed a hollow sound, an obligatio to the whispered laugh that Margo heard again.

Reather than risk a hdlt amid the traffic of Lakedae, the fugitive car was heading for the reaches of PAm
Park. Maybe its occupants thought they could shake off the pursuit amid the tricky byways. If so, they
were wrong. The Shadow had visted PAm Park before. He could even tdl the cabby a few things about
its short cuts.

The fleeing car veered again, bounced over a ralway grade crossing and tore through a forgotten
sub-divison, where the whed's howled louder than ever on the brick paving. Long weeds were sprouting
up between the bricks, and the other car mowed right through them. It tried some turns, but the cab
ganed by them, so the fugitives cut into PAm Park.

Reeching a fork, they took to the left. In Cranston's cam tone, The Shadow told his driver to bear right.

Margo didn't understand it, until she saw that they were whizzing dong the shore of a pam-flanked lake.
Away across, she saw other speeding lights. While she was garing at them, Cranston reached in his bag
and brought out an automatic. Margo didn' redize that he had the gun in hand until they reached what
she thought was the end of the lake.

It turned out to be a jutting point that made a narrows of the lake. Straight across was the other
driveway, with the fugitive car gpeeding past less than a hundred yards distant.



The Shadow's .45 began to talk. Unable to overtake the other automobile, he was flaying it with a
broadside firel

But for the cabby, The Shadow would have stopped that flight. His firg two shots found the range; the
next were due to dip tires and gasoline tank. His cab was hdted on the point, giving hm a redl chance a
excdlent marksmanship; but it didn't last long enough.

With the second shot, the frightened cabby dammed the cab in reverse, ruining The Shadow's am with
the next shot; then, yanking the car forward, he spoiled the remainder of the fire.

Thered result of The Shadow's shooting was that it brought return shots from the other car. Fired on the
run, the am of the answering revolvers was wide, high, and horrible. All the fugitives did was establish the
fact that they were exactly what The Shadow believed them to be: crooks.

Margo again heard traces of The Shadow's laugh, in Cranston's tone, as he replaced his smoking gunin
the bag.

By then, the cab was cutting through the nearest route that it could find, other than the lake. It was
following a driveway opening among the palms, that led up to a pretentious manson, where the cabby
became bewildered, particularly when he saw servants on the lighted porch. He stopped the cab and
sank back behind the whed, as though trapped.

Cranston was quite equd to the dtuation. He stepped from the cab, helped Margo out, and beckoned
for the servants to remove the luggage. As camly as though nothing had happened, he paid the driver and
sent him on hisway.

AS Crangton and Margo turned toward the house steps, a bulky, gray-haired man met them.

"Hdlo, Haudlin," spoke Cranston. "I thought this was your house, when | saw it. We logt our way to
Bdmar's, so | told the cabby to drop us here” He turned to Margo. "Miss Lane, | should like to present
Mr. Haudlin, the founder of PAm Park.”

Haudlin gave a pleased amile "Bdmear is dready here" he said. "We thought that Brock, his chauffeur,
would be bringing you over. My servants thought they just heard some shooting down by the lake. Did
you hear any, Crangton?"

"Yes | heard some from the other Sde”

Haudlin looked quite rlieved. He ushered the arrivas into the mangon. There, Margo experienced a red
surprise at finding Arlene Hamil, whom she had met oftenin New Y ork. Recelving a warm greeting from
Bdmar, Cranston next shook hands with Medrith. They, too, had met in the past.

"We were discussing diamonds, Crangton,” declared Medrith in an important tone. "I dam tha the
stones found in Brazl are quite the equa of the famous Kimberley diamonds of South Africa Haudlin
disputes me”

"Nothing of the sort," objected Haudlin. "I merdly said that you were chegpening the diamond market,
Medrith, by importing stones from Brazil. If they are better diamonds, why do you and your associates
persst in dling them at lower prices?!

"To best the diamond trugt,” chuckled Medrith. "They've maintained an atificdd vauation too long. With
world conditions favoring the importation of diamonds from Brazil, were going to fix prices for a

change”



"And ruin things entirdly,” warned Haudlin. "The influx of Brazlian stoneswill cause people to unload their
diamonds when the market begins to fdl. They will buy other gems, ingtead. Diamonds will lose their
Satus.”

Medrith gave another laugh.

"What other gems?' he queried. "Rubies or emerdds? Why, they're making those syntheticdly! How
could such stones dominate the market when there is no tdling the red from the manufactured?”

"You're entirdy wrong," returned Haudlin. "There are excdlent synthetic rubies, and sapphires, too, but
they do not stand minute ingpection. They show a variance of structure lines not found in the red; they
contain minute gas bubbles, easly detected.

"As for synthetic emerdds, they have too many flavs To make them perfect would prove more
expensve than the mining of the actud gems. They've even coined a name for them; they cdl them
igmerdds.’ They're afraid to sdl them —as emerdds.”

Medrith ill stood up for diamonds. He did it in arather ironicad manner.

"Whenever you use those arguments, Haudlin," he said, "just remember that diamonds are out of it. You
don't have to compare red diamonds to synthetic ones. No one has ever made a synthetic diamond
worthy of account. A diamond is dways a diamond; nothing dse."

"I that's the case," put in Arlene, her own tone pointed, "why did the Countess del Rondo lose dl her
gems except diamonds, lagt night?!

"Because she hung on to the bracelet with a death grip,” snapped Medrith. "Which proves that she vaued
diamonds more than any other jewels, even that traffic light she called a pendant.”

"You mean the emerdd?' returned Arlene. "You do like treffic lights, don't you, Wayne? Especidly when
they're green!”

"If you mean I'm gaga about the countess -"

Haudlin's gestures interrupted Medrith, ending the spat that Arlenes jedousy had begun. Bemar
understood the gestures and ended Haudlin's worriment.

"We can trugt Crangton fully," Belmar assured. "He may as wdl know about the robberies here in PAm
Park. Hell find out soon enough, because here comes our friend the police chief. | presume he didnt
learn anything about the shooting.”

Margo threw a look toward Cranston, who amiled. His prediction that she would find PAm Park livdy
was dready being fulfilled.

Arlene was asking Margo if she would like to stay a her house for a vigt. The Shadow saw Margo's
dark hair shake, as the brunette nodded an acceptance of the redhead's invitation.

INTRODUCED to Crangton, the police chief learned that he rated as a PAm Park resident, and
therewith talked about the matters of the moment.

"If those masked men did that shooting weve just heard,” declared the chief, "they've disappeared just
like they did before. So, now -" He stopped suddenly, as he heard a distant sound resembling a muffled
cannon. "What was thet?"



"Blading in the limestone quarry,” replied Haudlin. "They've been working nights, chief, and you can
occasondly hear the blasts from here”

The chief remembered. He nodded.

"S0 now"—he turned to Belma—"bring in your servant. Well hear hisverson of last night's robbery."
As Bdmar turned to the door, Haudlin stopped him.

"Brock isn't here," he said. "Cranston and Miss Lane came from your house by cab.”

"Not from Belmar's," put in Cranston. "From the airport.”

Both Belmar and Haudlin looked surprised. When Cranston happened to mention that they had been
ddayed by an accident a Dead Man's Crossing, surprise turned to darm.

It was Bdmar who hurried to the telephone and called the Lakedde hospitd. He returned with a very
solemn face.

"It was Brock,” said Bemar. "Only, he's not at the hospitd. He's a the morgue! I'm to go there and
identify the body. Poor Brock! He won't be here to hep usidentify those criminds, when we catch them.
However, I'm sure he dready told usdl he could.”

The others apparently agreed, even the police chief. Oddly, there was a doubter present, who held his
suspicion, though he had heard no more than mention of lagt night's crime. That doubter was Lamont
Crangton. As The Shadow, he knew the ways of crooks.

Tonight, as The Shadow, he had gained a trail to crooks unknown; one that they had managed to shake
off. Instead of that trail, The Shadow now had a path to crime itsdlf.

Brock's degth was the answer.

The Shadow knew!

CHAPTER V. CROOKS PREFER DIAMONDS

IT was afternoon; Margo Lane had dropped in & Bemar's for a short cdl. Arlene was coming back to
get her, and Margo had much to tdl in the meantime. The trouble was, she couldnt get a word in,
because of Bemar.

At Cranston's suggestion, Bemar was recounting his experiences againg crime.

Crangton had heard the story a dozen times, each description garting farther back and carrying more
detalls. That was why he wanted Margo to hear it, though she didn't appreciate the favor. She didn't
know, just yet, that Cranston had andyzed the tale with the keen ingght that characterized The Shadow.

He was toying with a cardboard box when Bemar finished. The box contained Brock's belongings, that
Bdmar had brought from the morgue. Cranston most admired a watch charm that was studded with a
fair-9zed diamond. Belmar mentioned that Brock had purchased it, on atime bas's, when given araise in

day.

"Getting back to the beginning, Belmar," The Shadow remarked. "You say that you had two dozen flash
bulbs, but you only used four."

"I took four, Cranston, but | only used three."



"Three that worked," reminded Cranston. "The fourth was a dud.”
"That'sright. | said so, didn't 17"

Crangton nodded. Margo decided they were getting nowhere fast. Cranston's meticulous ways were
annoying her as much as Bemar's. However, The Shadow promptly pushed the subject severa notches
forward.

"The way those masked men disgppeared,” he said, "may meen they did not disappear at dl. |
undergand that masks were found around the premises. Perhaps they were worn by some of the
Wilkinham servants, who later discarded them. There might be three bad eggsin a dozen, Bdmar."

"Quite true," agreed Bemar, "particularly as hdf of the servants Ieft the next day; the Wilkinhams were
only keeping them urtil after the reception. But you forget, Crangton"—Bemar amiled indulgently— "thet
the servants were searched, and so was the house"

"Perhaps they passed the Dd Rondo gems to an accomplice,” The Shadow suggested. "Let us say to
some other person's servant.”

"That's what the police thought,” returned Bemar. "They suspected Brock. But he was searched, too,
and s0 was this house. | assure you, Cranston, that Brock could not have taken the gems.”

For answer, Cranston picked up Bdmar's camera and removed the dud bulb. Examining it carefully, he
found what he suspected. Deftly, he unscrewed the glass part of the bulb from the metd. Then, to
Bdmar's horror, he set his cigarette tip againg the sivery paper that the peculiar bulb contained.

"Dont Cranston!" exdamed Belmar. "That contains magnesum. It will go off in a flash!™

It didn't go off, and The Shadow showed why when he spread the slvery suff. It was nothing but tin foll
ina dummy flash bulb. Though Margo knew it was The Shadow speaking, Belmar didn't, when his friend
Cranston cadmly suggested:

"Now show me the box of extra flash bulbs that you didn't use, Belmar.”
Looking to the mantel, Belmar saw that the box wasn't there.

"Why, the detectives looked through that box night before lagt,” he said. "I remember weatching them. But
the box is gone today. Of course! Brock took it back to the camera shop.”

"Cdl them, and make sure.

Bdmar followed Cranston's suggestion, only to learn that Brock had neither bought nor returned the
extra box of bulbs.

MEANWHILE, Cranston was showing Margo what those bulbs redly meant. He was usng Brock's
diamond-studded watch charm for demongtration purposes. He wrapped it in the tin fal and put the
dlvery materid back in the trick bulb.

"It can't rattlein that Suff,” said Cranston. "So we know what Brock did with the Dd Rondo gems. He
packed them dl in phony flash bulbs, the last place anyone would look for them. He dedivered the box
somewhere yesterday."

"But what about this odd bulb?' queried Margo. "The one that Bemar tried to use?"
Bdmar, himsdf, explained it. He had taken a bulb from the extra box and, later, put one back; but it



hadn't been the same bulb. Inadvertently, he had acquired one of the fase bulbs.
"Youve solved theriddle, Crangton,” he said. "But why didn't Brock learn what happened?”

"Because he only needed hdf of the fake bulbs to plant the solen gems,” replied The Shadow. "He didn't
come across the red one. But we can be sure the gentlemen who received the gems did find the red bulb
inthe lot. That's why they murdered Brock."

Bdmar stared aghast. His words came, digointed:
"Murdered... Brock!"

"Exactly! Because they feared he wouldn't stand the gtrain of questioning, if you found the evidence
agang him. Brock was probably dead, Bemar, before your car began its coast across the through

highway."
Bdmar gave another exclamation. The Shadow's dbility a noting trivid details was producing dividends.
"I wondered why Block stopped inthe garage!” he gaculated. "That's where they seized him, Cranston.

But that watch charm"—he pointed to the diamond as The Shadow brought it from the tin foil— "how
did Brock get it?'

"As an advance payment for joining up with crime™ The Shadow explained. " Crooks prefer diamonds in
return for their services. At leadt, the lesser crooks do, particularly when the big loot happens to be other
gems. We must find the man higher up, who iswilling to hold stolen jewels as a future asset.”

Like Bemar, Margo thought back to the argument of the night before, when Medrith had denied
Haudlin's dam that the diamond market would soon take a fdl, to the benfit of other gems. If Medrith
actudly believed the fact thet he disputed, he would be the logica man to unload diamonds, of which he
hed plenty, in return for other jewels.

Margo snapped from her reflection ahead of Belmar. The trend of conversation had come to the very
subject that was on her mind. Eagerly, she turned to Cranston.

"Arlene let something out today,” said Margo. "It started when she was taking to Wayne Medrith on the
telephone. | happened to be there, so she told me more of it, later.”

"Let's hear it, Margo."

"Medrith didn't stop for her the other night," declared Margo. "He intended to take the countess to the
reception, and Arlene knew it. That's why she wasn't going.”

"But Arlene said that Medrith stopped for her!” exdaimed Bemar. "I heard her!”
"That's what she's mad about,” returned Margo. "Medrith put her on the spot.”

THE SHADOW could dready picture the whole angle, but Margo had to explain it for Belmar's benefit.
It appeared that Medrith hadn't brought the countess, because Haudlin had reached her hotd ahead of
him.

Rather than admit hed come out second best, Medrith had persuaded Arlene to support his fase story
that be had been late because he stopped for her, instead.

"I know hisred reason,” put in Bemar. "The police chief blamed him for the robbery because Medrith's
car lights helped the crooks. What's more, if hed managed to bring the countess, the robbery would have



been even easier, because crooks could have stopped them earlier. Medrith is the man behind thigd"

"Medrith told Arlene that people would think just thet,” declared Margo sweetly. "That's why she helped
him out."

"Even though he dropped her for the countess,” was Cranston's observation, "Arlene mugt be quite crazy
about Medrith."

"Sheis" agreed Margo, "but not that crazy. He sold her another hill of goods, besides. He told her he
wanted to bring the countess to the reception just to boost his prestige in PAm Park. It means a lat to
Medrith."

The Shadow looked toward Bemar, who nodded.

"Quiteright,” said Belmar. "Pdm Park isredly a one-man proposition. Haudlin has had his fun running it,
and will soon yidd the crown. The people here just love it whenever a celebrity pays avist.”

"Bringing the Countess del Rondo to the reception would have added greaily to Medrith's chances of
succeeding Haudlin. | understand why Arlenefindly believed his reason.”

Margo was going to say that Arlene only hdf beieved it, when she suddenly redized that Bemar did the
same, but that his balance swayed in Medrith's favor. She saw Cranston amile as he brought an end to
the discusson.

"Here's Arleneg" he said, glancing from the window. "Well see you later, Margo. Bemar and | have to go
to the inquest. They're holding the man who went to the hospitd. What was the chap's name, Bdmar?"

"James Garver," replied Belmar, who was dill thinking about other matters. "They will release him. He
wasn't a dl to blame. My lawyer saw him today, and made out very wdl. Garver Sgned a release, in
return for hospital expenses.”

They rode to the inquest in Bemar's old sedan. Having logt his short-lived grief upon learning that Brock
was crooked, Belmar began to moan over the loss of hisfine new coupe.

It didn't occur to him that he was getting off very lightly; that Garver, the driver of the other car, had a
dam for much more compensation than he had demanded.

The Shadow understood why Garver hadn't pressed that dlaim. It would have meant a prolonged day in
Lakedae while dickering with lawyers and insurance companies. Garver didn't want to stay, and with
good reason. The highway smash was definitdy an aftermath to Brock's desth in Bemar's garage.
Therefore, Garver must have had a planned hand iniit.

Arrived a the county courthouse, Cranston and Belmar heard the prompt exoneration that the coroner's
jury gave Garver. At thefinish, Garver waked diffly from the courtroom. Most people noticed his limp,
but The Shadow's keen eyes were upon the man's much-bandaged face.

The man's name wasn't Garver. The Shadow had a recollection of those flattish features, what he saw of
them. Perhaps "Garver" fdt the gaze, for he lifted a hand to hide his squarish chin. The Shadow saw a
brilliant sparkle from the man's finger. The fdlow was wearing a diamond ring, too flashy to have escaped
notice when he was hauled from the car, the night before, had he worn it then.

Suddenly conscious of the diamond's sparkle, the man thrugt his hand into his coat pocket. Outside the
courthouse, he forgot hislimpin his anxiety to leave the vidnity.



By then, Belmar had decided to take alook at some new cars in a showroom nearby, to replace his lost
coupe. He was surprised when Crangton didn't care to come aong.

"There's something on your mind, Cranston?”
"Only onething," replied The Shadow camly. " Crooks prefer diamonds.”

Bdmar stood puzzled. Then: "Il see you laer,” he sad. "Don't forget: the chess dub meets a eght
o'clock over a Towndey's house."

WITH that, Bdmar was gone on foot, and Cranston was stopping at the parking lot, where he opened
the door of the sedan that had brought them to the courthouse.

Keeping "Garver" in Sght, Cranston reached for garments of black that he had stowed in the rear seet,
earlier. Unrdlling his cloak, he took its contents in the shape of two automatics, which he stowed in
holsters under his coat. Siding his arms into the cloak, he added a douch hat to his head.

Lamont Cranston had merged into The Shadow.

Thickened dusk shrouded the cloaked form as it glided toward the street. The man who cdled himsdf
"Garver™" was tuning a corner to avoid the brighter section of Lakedae. What suited "Garver," suited The
Shadow. A soft laugh came from hidden lips.

Two men who preferred diamonds. One, Brock, was dead. The other, whose name wasn't Garver, was
dill dive. Crooks by any name were the same to The Shadow. They would tak when properly
persuaded, so long as they were dill dive.

The Shadow was a master of persuasion!

CHAPTER VI. THE CHASE REVERSED
THE Lakedde ralway station was on the outskirts of the town. It had been built there during the Horida
boom, in the expectation that the town would soon grow out to it.
So far, the town hadn't; hence the station's location was inconvenient to everyone except The Shadow.

He liked it because he had no trouble trailing the so-called Garver dong the sparsely built streets to the
gation. Having made sure that the felow intended to take the seven o'clock train, The Shadow Ieft that
vidnity on an errand, which meant a brief return to hisguise of Cranston.

Back agan before train time, The Shadow arrived in arattly car that he had bought from a used-car lot.
It was quite suitable for his present purpose; and "Garver," pacing the platform, didn't notice the car
when it parked close by. Other people were dso ariving at the station.

The blare of a distant whigtle announced the seven-o'clock express. The shifty Mr. Garver moved farther
down the platform and stepped back between some pillars, so he wouldn't be too conspicuous.

He saw two men down the platform and waved his arm in ther direction; but he didn't spot the mass of
humen blackness that moved up behind him, lost in the gloom of a pillar.

The fdlow was suddenly frozen by the chill of a gun muzde that pressed his neck. Even more
spine-chilling was the whisper, in hisvery ear:

"Y ou're coming adong with me, Chance!"



Despite the fdlow's efforts to the contrary, The Shadow had recognized him as Chance Lebrue, veteran
automobile wrecker, who dedt in such thrills as crashing through brick walls and flaming wooden
buildings

Those feats had gone out of syle; hence Chance's barnstorming days were over. It wasn't surprisng that
he'd taken on any job that came hisway.

The train was pounding into the gation, its mammoth searchlight burnishing the tracks and lighting the
whole platform. But the blaze didn't reveal Chance Lebrue. He had moved back into darkness with The
Shadow.

While cars were détering past, The Shadow pushed Chance into the second-hand car and told him to
take the whed. They started avay a a moderate speed, The Shadow's gun controlling the pace and
fordng Chance to take the roads, as indicated. A short drive out into the country was likdy to do
Chance aworld of good.

It proved so, before they'd gone a mile Chance had heard of The Shadow's prowess. He didnt mind
atifigd hazards, but this human one worried him. He talked as soon as he could find his tongue.

"I didn't know what | was getting in for," protested Chance. "Honedt! | got a letter with a hundred bucks,
sying it would be doubled if | came to Lakedde on ajob."

"The man who sent the letter -"

"l wish | knew," declared Chance ruefully. "He talked to me over the telephone at the hotd. | know what
I'm going to tdl you sounds whacky, but it's the truth, so hep mel He said he represented the chamber of
commerce; that they wanted me to wreck an empty car out & Dead Man's Crossing.”

Chance heard awhispered laugh. It registered neither bdief nor doubt. Chance took it that The Shadow
was reserving his decison. A gun prod meant for Chance to keep on driving, somewhét faster.

"He said they'd been trying to get that road closed,” ingsted Chance. "Ordinary accidents wouldn't do it,
50 they figured a mystery smash would help. | was to park way up the road and wait until a car came the
other way, blinking its lights Then | was to come down the road like blazes."

"That's just what | did. | saw whet 1'd been told I'd see—a car that came coasting out from behind the
old filling ation. If I'd had on my lights, 1'd have seen it was a new buggy, with aguy init.

"But | wasn't supposed to be usng lights That was part of the lesson for the public. So | smacked into
it—and believe me, it wasn't easy!"

Agan, The Shadow laughed, with a dightly reminiscent tone. Hed noted how the oncoming car had
swerved to find its victim. Last night's "accident” had shown more than the earmarks of design.

CHANCE took the whispered mirth as an order to tadk more. The rest of his story sounded draight.
He'd gone to the hospitdl, faking worse hurts than he had, for the Smple reason that he'd heard people
mention that the man in the other car was killed.

Until that moment, so Chance declared, he hadn't an idea of the red game. His only hope was to play
dumb until the coroner released him.

"Asif | didn't know it!" added Chance. "They came to see me at the hospital, two guys tougher than
rallroad spikes. Neither of them was the one that caled me at the hotel. They couldn't have faked his
smooath voice between them.”



"They gave their names -"

"Nicknames, that was dl. One cdled himsdf Dannemora; the other Joliet. Those were the pens they
busted out of last."

"And they told you -"

"They told me not to dng, or s Chance asserted. "They said I'd stand for the murder rap, if | did.
They gave me a hundred bucks and | took it. They handed me this ring as a bonus, and told me to wear
it for luck. Said | could hock it anywhere for afew hundred more.”

Chance lifted his hand to display the diamond that The Shadow had dready seen. As an afterthought, he
added:

"They told me to hop out of town by train. | saw them on the platform, so | gave them awave to let them
know | was there. Flashed this sparkler at them -"

The Shadow wasn't ligening to Chance, nor weatching the gesture of the wrecker's hand. Catching the
hum of another motor, The Shadow was peering through the rear window. A car was coming around the
bend, making rapid time,

"They were the guys that gave the blinks a Dead Man's Crossing,” Chance was saying. "Dannemora and
Joliet; that's dl 1 know them by. I'd know them, or ther car, | think -"

"No need to think," interposed The Shadow. "They're right behind us. Show some speed, Chance.”

The burden of crime he hadn't committed dipped ingantly from Chance's shoulders. He began to show
The Shadow speed, as much as the old car could supply.

Tonight's chase was in reverse. The Shadow was hounded by men of crime. They didnt happen to
know, however, that such a superfighter was in the car ahead. They thought they were after Chance
done.

It was good business to make them show their hand fird. Policy, too, to let Chance redeem himsdf. He
was hitting seventy, a terrific speed for the bargain car, and he was cutting corners in a fashion that fitted
his reputation as a thrill driver. But the pursuers, equipped with a better vehide, were managing to gain.

The hegp took a huge legp across a branch linerailway crossing. It gobbled an upward dope and svung
into along sraightaway that formed an undulating path before the wavery heedlights. An old road, but a
good one, that stretched across ground of choppy hills much like aroller coaster.

It surprised Chance, who evidently thought that dl of Forida was flat. He took the downgrades with the
accelerator agang the floor board, hitting the bottoms with a rush that made the wheded junk pile
quiver.

Tough though they were, the men in the pursuing car couldnt stand that geff; but they made up lost
ground on the upgrades.

Off to the l€ft, the risng moon showed a constant dope. This road was falowing an irregular hill crest
thet occasondly cut downward like a diff. Chance was darting quick looks at the irregular terrain, while
The Shadow, leaning from the other window, was watching back.

There was a steep rise just ahead; the other car was sure to make a gain. Chance knew what would
come with it.



So did The Shadow.

Asthe second car crept closer, it opened fire. Not with the barks of revolvers, such men as Dannemora
and Joliet merdly reserved those guns for town use. The thing that came from the pursuing car was the
chatter of a Tommy-gun, searing its bligtery flames through the darkness.

The Shadow answered with an autometic. The recoils of his gun seemed to give the retty car an urge.
Chance was actudly bending the floor board with the accelerator pedal. He was watching the brow of
the rise, to see what lay beyond.

ACTUALLY, this was an even dud. Puny revolver shots couldnt have maiched The Shadow's
automatic. Crooks needed their submachine gun to equd things. Getting the range at this high speed
would be luck on their part. Whereas The Shadow, at any time, might insart a sure bullet into a front tire
of the pursuing car.

He was firing steadily, camly, ready to employ a second .45 when he exhausted the first. Chance didnt
know The Shadow had two guns. He only remembered one. Chance was counting The Shadow's shots.

The last came as they topped the rise. Ahead, the road was dmost level. None of those undulaing
vdleys where downgrades gave Chance his opportunity to gain. Here was where the pursing car would
gan, in plenty; but not if Chance found away to avoid it.

He saw the way.

Anold road curved sharply from the highway, off to the left among the scrubby trees. It wasn't much of a
road, not more than a few sandy ruts, but it suited Chance Lebrue. He hit the brake pedd for the firg
time as he swerved the car into the ruts.

The Shadow's firg shot from the fresh gun, perfectly amed a the car in back, was spoiled. Bounced by
the swerve, The Shadow ralled inward from the window. Hooking the sde of the door, he came up
agan for alook through the back. Chance was dill doing forty, and the other car was bettering it as it
whirled in dong the curving ruts. The Shadow started to twist toward the window; Chance caught him by
thearm.

"Take atight grip around my neck.” Chance was leaning toward The Shadow. "Grab under the dash with
your other mitt. I've got awhed; you haven't."

The Shadow was dropping his automatic as Chance spoke. He took the holds that his companion
advised, and he was just about in time. Chance was adding the admonition:

"Hang tight, and double like abdl -"

The curving ruts had ended, chopped off short. Straight ahead and a hundred feet below, the whaole of
Horida seemed stretched out, awaiting two foolhardy men who could only be bent on suicide.

With the roar of the pursuing car dmost upon them, mingled with the rattle of a machine gun resuming its
valleys through the trees, the crux came.

A bird without wings, the old car took off in midair, launching itsdf out into space from the edge of a diff,
into the enguifing darkness of awating degath!

CHAPTER VII. DEATH FOR TWO
IT was anazing, the twig that the car took in space. Though hurling itsdf downward, it seemed



guided—as, in a sensg, it was. Chance had given the whed a jerk a the moment of the take-off—an
expert touch that dtered the wild course.

True, the car was dropping at full force, but it was ralling as it went, and Chance was playing for what lay
below. He and The Shadow were locked in what seemed a desth grapple, but which happened to be the
exact reverse. Both were doubled tight together when the first smash came.

It was more of a thump than a crash. Steep though it was, the rocky dope had an outward angle that
fitted Chance's hope. Hitting on its Side, the car took a ralling bound. A quarter soin and it was griking
onits top. Another hdf rall, and the wheds hit with a terrific jolt that nearly ruined them.

Chance even played that shot. He jerked, the steering whed, bringing The Shadow hdf across it; then
gave alunge the other way, doubling himsdf over on The Shadow's side. The bounces had threatened to
gpail the car's rall, but Chance had it right back where he wanted it again with that deft maneuver. The
bounces were longer; the smashes harder, but the sideward rall prevailed until the bottom.

Then came the smash that broke the car gpart. On ther backs amid the wreckage, The Shadow and
Chance Lebrue were saring upward toward a menace greater than ther plunge; one that they could not

possbly hdlt.

The other car had roared across the diff edge, but it wasn't taking rolls. It was traveling end over end,
each blow againg the rocks a tdling one. One smash jammed the radiator clear back to the windshidd,
amid the rip of flying fenders.

Somersauliting, the car hit hard enough to caveinits turret top. It was bulging straight down on the wreck
below, a mass of flying junk, when it hit a last projecting ledge across which The Shadow's car had
rolled.

Thet find bound sent the metd tangle on its longest leap. It cleared The Shadow's car by twenty feet, and
actudly shattered the limestone that it struck. The impact echoed with a jangle that perssted while The
Shadow and his companion were dimbing numbly from their own wreckage.

Both were more dazed than hurt. For once, The Shadow had found a man who could recuperate more
reedily than himsdf. Under these conditions it held true, for stunts like this were Chance's line of business.
Reaching out a hand to steady his black-cloaked companion, Chance indicated the remains of The
Shadow's recent purchase.

"You know," said Chance, "these old-time wheders kind of help you, when you treat ‘em right. They fdl
gpart dl around you and leave you gtting pretty, the way we were. The only thing that worried me was
the safety glass. When it cracked up, you knew it wasn't what it was cracked up to be."

The double-talk was unintentional. Chance was redly very serious. By way of proving his point, he
gestured toward the other car.

"Of course," said Chance, "those new babies are safer. Its fun ralling them over the edge. I'd try it on
anything short of the Grand Canyon. You can dent 'em, but youll never split 'em. Only, youve got to
heave 'em into arall and hold it. Maybe youll wrench an am yanking the whed, but that's better than
bresking every bone you've got.

"Maybe those fdlows didn't know what was coming, or ese they didn't use therr heads. You can't handle
acar the way they did and come out, dive. They didn't just dent it; they caved it. All we can doislook a
what's |eft of them.”



The occupants of the other car were very, very dead. Ther faces didn't look as bad as Brock's,
however, because Chance had no trouble identifying them. He recognized one as the man who caled
himsdf Dannemora; the other as Joliet.

The Shadow studied the dead faces for future reference, so he could check them in his private rogues
gdley.

LEAVING the battered submachine gun with its murder-minded owners, The Shadow and Chance went
thar way. They followed the bottom of the dope, which showed evidence of quarrying activity.

During the walk, while both were limping honestly, The Shadow told Chance some facts concerning
Brock. Learning that the fdlow was a crook, and a dead one, a that, before Chance's car hit him, the
gunt driver was more then relieved.

Chance was voicing full dlegiance to The Shadow, begging for the opportunity to help his cloaked friend
hunt down the men responsible for crime. Chance didn't have to be told that Dannemora and Joliet were
but a pair of many underlings, serving the higher-ups. He'd know the voice of the men who taked by
telephone; of that, Chance was sure.

All of Chance's tak was redly usdless. He didn't have to prove his worth to The Shadow. The request
was as good as granted, but The Shadow didn't announce it until Chance had finished his ardent verba
outpour.

Then, with Chance sworn in as a worker, The Shadow indicated a sharp clearage in the limestone hill. It
was a draght diff, roughly hewn, with a building nestling in front of it.

"Lucky we didn't find that onel" voiced Chance. "1'd have had trouble with the old roll."

"It's lucky weve found it now," returned The Shadow. "I've heard about this quarry. Stay here, while |
approach it. Men may be working there.”

It was the quarry that Haudlin had mentioned, but the night shift wasn't operating this evening. The only
men around was a watchman, and The Shadow should have had an easy chance to enter his shack and
seeif it had a telephone. The trouble was, the quarry had no shack.

The building The Shadow saw was constructed of quarried rock, with a heavy sted door that had a
combination lock. To attack the door would be ridiculous, with the watchman present; and the building
had no windows at al. The Shadow regjoined Chance.

"We can walk the rest of the way," The Shadow decided. "'l know the direction, and a road is very neer.
It may take us hdf of the evening, but that won't matter. | have an engagement, but it isn't very
important.”

The Shadow had reference to the meeting of the chess club, where Belmar expected his friend Cranston.
Consdering how occupied chess fiends could become at their favorite sport, it wasn't likdy that Belmar
would worry greetly over Cranston's absence.

IN fact, a that moment, Bdmar was worrying whether he should sacrifice a bishop for a knight. The
chess fans, a dozen of them, were immersed in their play on the huge, screened veranda beonging to the
hogt of the evening, Thomas Towndey.

Bdmar was playing with a difficult opponent named Queby. Chess was a game that knew no caste;
hence, Quelby, though not of the eect in PAm Park, was dways invited to the chess-club meetings



By day, Qudby ran a bookstore; or, rather, he let someone run it for him. Judging from the man's careful
play, Bdmar inferred that Quelby spent most of his waking hours browsing over chess problems.

Qudby was the sort who took his chess very serioudy. Bowed above the board, he was watching
Bdmar's moves as though he, himsdf, were playing them. His wizened face had a happy gleam when
Bdmar dected to ignore the exchange of pieces. Running his hand through shaggy hair that streamed his
forehead, Quelby was garting to make his move when he was interrupted.

Looking up, annoyed, he saw Towndey. Since Towndey was the host, Quelby had to nod agreeably. It
turned out that the interruption was a reasonable one. Some new players had arrived, and needed
chessmen to begin thar game. Regulars like Queby aways brought their own sets, and had them in
reserve. Towndey wanted to borrow Quelby's set.

"I think it's dready being used,” said Quelby, taking off his glasses to peer around the extensive veranda.
"But there should be some sets available™

"I brought an extra s&t," stated Belmar. "Y ou will find it on the table in the corner.”

Towndey found the chessmen. A servant had laid them aside to use the table as a sarving stand. The
night was warm and drinks were being served; even Quelby forgot his game long enough to take a few
spsin between.

But Bdmar was forgetting his game, right dong, while wondering why Cranston had not arrived. Quelby
opened a powerful campaign with his knights, reduced Bemar's men, and soon gained a checkmate.

Players changed about, with short waits in between. In the course of an hour, Belmar's play improved, as
he convinced himsdf that Cranston's absence was smply a polite way of refusing the invitation to the
chess party. Why anyone should want to miss a wonderful evening like this, was something that Belmar
couldn't redly understand.

Sill, people like Haudlin and Medrith did not care for chess, Bmar had to admit the fact. It didn't occur
to him that chess, with dl its intengty, represented dow mation to the absolute degree. Some people
amply couldn't dow down amid the turmail of this streamlined age.

Bdmar liked dow motion. Towndey's big veranda flocked with chess players, was hisidea of perfection.
Even Pdlew, the serving man, understood the mood of the guests.

Cat-footed, he moved in and out among the tables, taking up empty glasses and replacing them with full
ones without even a tinkle of the ice. It was thoughtful of Towndey to dlow only Pdlew to serve the
chess players.

At other houses, Bdmar had noted that two servants dways blundered things. They blocked each other
a doorways, held low-voiced disputes anong themsalves. Even quiet talking bothered chess players.

There was none of it from Pellew; moving in and out of the house, he was as dlent as the Sphinx, and
sometimes his return to the veranda was observable only when afull glass surprisngly replaced an empty
one beside a chess player's elbow.

Finding that Quelby had finished a game with someone ese, Bdmar invited him to a return bout. Queby
glanced a his watch and said he would have to be leaving shortly, as he dways opened the bookshop
early, thus needed a good night's deep.

Snce Bdmar was persstent; Quelby findly agreed to play another game, so they sat down a an
avalable board.



Bdmar had the whites, and began with the Ruy Lopez opening. Quelby used the conventiona defense,
and the moves went like clockwork. Then Bdmar was approaching the revenge he wanted, luring
Qudby into a groove that would mean eventud disaster for black.

Usudly, Quelby broke away from routines that did not suit his style of play; this time, he stayed cramped
too long. Bemar's zed was at its highest pitch when Quelby suddenly sat back, removed his glasses and
gave a dour amile, to announce that he was resgning the game.

A chap named Andrews was leaving and he obligingly agreed to drop Quelby off at the bookshop,
sving him the price of a cab. Queby peered a the tables, to discover that no one was usng his
chessmen. He findly found them on a window sl beside the serving table; the box that contained them
lay beneath his hat.

Poking the box under his arm, dong with his chessboard, Queby put on the hat and shook hands with
Bdmar, promising to hold a playoff with him at the next chess session.

BELMAR turned to see Pdlew, who politdy handed him a drink. Bedmar fdt that he deserved it,
conddering his quick conquest of the expert Quelby at the latter's favorite sport of chess. Cranston not
being present to hear of the triumph, Belmar amiled to himsdf and raised the glass to hislips.

There, his action hdted. Chairs began to topple, chessmen scattered on their boards, as excited men
Sorang to thearr feet, changing the dow-mation setting to one of sudden darm. The thing that caused the
transformation was a woman's shriek from within the house.

The scream was loud and agonized, its high pitch carrying far. Something most startling had happened
within the house. To Belmar, jolted from his lethargy, it could mean but one thing—a thought that the
others promptly shared.

Crime's curse was agan upon Pam Park, driking from the dark as suddenly as it had before. Crime that
could transform a placid setting into one of complete commotion.

Crime without The Shadow present to offset. Tonight, The Shadow had met with rgpid events,
cuminating in death for two men of crime. Perhaps a vigl a a chessboard would have proven boring to
The Shadow after his mad, catgpulting ride with Chance Lebrue.

But the dimax of the peaceful chess sesson had dl the dements that suited The Shadow; dl except the
immediate presence of the black-clad fighter who could so ably handle crime!

CHAPTER VIII. FIGHT BRINGS FLIGHT

THE fird man to reach the house door was Thomas Towndey; he recognized the scream as his wife's,
Pdlew was gtarting to the door, too, but Towndey pushed the servant aside.

Sure that his wifes shrieks meant that murder threatened her, Towndey was determined that not even
friends should dow himin his effort to reach his spouse.

Towndey was stopped, however, before he could reach a doorway on the far sde of his living room. He
was stopped by Mrs. Towndey, hersdf, as she came dashing from the other direction, clad in a
dreaming negligee. Mrs. Towndey didn't favor diets. Her avoirdupois flattened her startled husband as
he encountered her.

The woman's voice turned to a high-pitched babble, which Towndey understood. Staring into the other
room, he looked where his wife pointed, toward a ggping section of the wall. A heavy mirror stood on
the floor beside the spot; the opening was due to a hinged panel, swvung wide.



Thiswas thefird time that Belmar and the rest had seen Towndey's wdl safe. The guests knew that the
family owned vauable gems, worn by Mrs. Towndey on specia occasions, but they supposed that the
jewes had been sent to a safe-deposit box long ago. The fact that Towndey had a wal safe was quite a
surprise to Belmar.

Certainly, the safe had been rifled. There was no trace of the two huge necklaces, one of topaz, the other
turquoise, that Mrs. Towndey wore on dternate occasions. Nor could anyone spy the milky-white opas
which the lady had aso favored as adornments. All were gone, dong with the green-hued collection of
rare jade that Towndey himsdf prized.

It didn't take alightning caculator to redlize that crooks had acquired new loot thet rivaled, or perhaps
exceeded, the loss sustained by the Countess del Rondo.

Towndey's big voice was drowning out his wifes babble. He was shouting at his friends, as though
accusing them and asking their aid in one breath.

"Stop everyone!" he bawled. "No one leaves this house, you understand? Go after any who have gone!
Well find those thieves, wherever they went!"

Nobody moved for the moment, dl fearing that it would mean self-accusation. Out front, Andrews was
darting his car to take Quelby home. Evidently the noise of the motor had prevented him from hearing the
cries within the house.

Two men decided to go after Andrews and cdl him back. They stepped out to the veranda and turned
toward its front door.

It was then that Pdllew, the servant, paved the way to action. He was near the rear of the veranda, and
he gave a quick cdl that brought men in his direction. Pelew was pointing out through the screen; his
eyes mud have had the power of aferret's, to discern the things he dlamed were in the darkness.

"There they are" Pdlew shouted. "Look, they are getting into a car out back! Two of them, both
masked! They musgt have robbed the wall safe and gone out the other way!"

Other men, Bdmar induded, were a the screen, trying to spot the scene that Pelew mentioned.
Vdiantly, the servant flung himsdf upon the guests, shoving them deeper in the veranda as he screeched:

"They've got gund Look out, they're going to shoot!"”

Shooat, they did, in a Syle that supported the charges made by Pellew, the man who had spied them. Two
guns blazed from behind the house; bullets chopped the veranda screen above the heads of the
scrambling guests.

Hard upon the zing of ther bullets, the crooks scrambled for the car that Pdlew had mentioned. No one
saw them, for the veranda occupants were on hands and knees; but everyone could hear the clatter of
the car doors.

Towndey had reached the porch. He was shouting, waving his arms.
"After them!" he ordered. "You dl have carsl Come through my gun room, and I'll give you weapons.”

Men scrambled to the chase. This was a better game than chess. Some were dashing to their cars, others
going to get weapons.

Meanwhile, a roaring was going on out back, where crooks, boxed in by the narrow space they had



entered from the rear drive, were trying to turn their car around.

They were atough pair, those. They worked for Tony, the man who handied crime on the outside. In
fact, they were the two who had helped Tony dispose of Brock. They were the two who cdled
themsdlves Raiford and Reidsville.

Like Dannemora and Joliet, they chose their nicknames from the inditutions where they had served time.
Since they had broken out of Southern penitentiaries, they might be recognized in Lakedale.

Neither Raiford nor Reidsville had any intention of going back to the places where they belonged. Hence
their anxiety to get thelr car away. They were sure they could outdistance any of Towndey's guests, but
they weren't counting upon trouble from new arrivals.

Two such arivas were a hand. They were dashing in from the roadway in front of Towndey's, two
figuresin the moonlight. Or, rather, one figure that of Chance Lebrue. For the shape that accompanied
the daredevil driver was s0lid, yet scarcely vishle

It was like a shadow cast by Chance himsdf; a streak of darkness in the patchy moonlight. Even its swift
mation was a glide, that helped the strange illuson. But Chance's companion was extremdy red. He was
The Shadow. Chance knew it, for he could fed the grip of a strong hand on hisarm.

"Somebody is getting away from the other side of the house" The Shadow told Chance. "Cut over to the
garage. You ought to find one of Towndey's extra cars. Meet me out back. I'll be there as soon as tha
crowd from the front."

Chance sped for the garage, forgetting the limp that was his souvenir from the rall over the diff. He
wondered how The Shadow was going to reach the other sde of the house so quickly. The only way, in
Chance's estimate, would be for The Shadow to jump it; something that didnt seem impossible to
Chance, now that he was acquainted with The Shadow.

It happened that The Shadow had a smpler, easier way. He went right through the house.

Yanking open the veranda door, he dashed through the living room and then to the room beyond it,
which looked like a reception room. The receiving line consisted of one person only: Mrs. Towndey.

She was by the rifled wdl safe, moaning over the few jewels that it ill contained. They conssted of a
brooch, a pair of earrings, and afinger ring, dl studded with diamonds only.

Though crooks wanted diamonds for themsealves, those weren't the sort of gems they stole at Tony's
bidding. Whoever backed this game wanted everything but diamonds. He let vicims keep thers, and
used diamonds of his own to pay off the crooks who served him.

The Shadow didn't waste time congdering facts that he aready knew. He sped through the reception
room so swiftly, that Mrs. Towndey saw him only as a streak of blackness. She stopped her moans to
gape a the blackness that swallowed the cloaked figure as he reached a hdl beyond.

Then she saw the swing of the door that led to the pantry. Only the backswing of that door remained as
evidence that The Shadow had gone through.

Reaching the kitchen, The Shadow didn't bother with the back door. He went out through an open
window, carrying its screen with him, meking a three-point landing in the darkness. Two feet and one
hand stopped him; the other hand was whipping an automatic from its holster.

All that The Shadow wanted was a few shots a two men who were tearing away dong the back drive,



He didn't get them.

THE rear drive curved beyond the corner of the overszed garage, and the fleang car had swung the
angle when The Shadow aimed. Other cars were getting started from out in front of the house, Belmar's

among them.

By the light of appearing headlights, The Shadow saw a high brick fence at the rear of Towndey's
grounds. Cutting through a gate, the fugitive robbers had turned dong a lane in the rear, but the wal was
30 high that only the top of the getaway car was vishle. There was no way of stopping it.

That wasn't dl The Shadow saw. Two men on foot were nearing the garage corner: Towndey and his
servant, Pellew. Both had shotguns, and Pdlew was bounding ahead of his master.

Suddenly, a great glare hit Pelew. It came from a car that was passing dong the lane. The driver had
turned a searchlight into the Towndey grounds.

The sharp crackles of a revolver accompanied the glare. Pellew sprawled, riddled by the passng savo.
A cover-up car was on the job. From it, a sharpshooter was digposing of Pdlew, the man who had
started the hue and cry that put crooks to flight. Then tha car, like the firgt, was dithering beyond the
brick wall.

The Shadow hadn't gotten a shot at it. The open gate was blocked by the garage angle, and even The
Shadow's famous .45 couldn't shoot around corners.

Into the onrush of pursuing cars whipped another, that swerved as if on a pivot. Chance Lebrue was
hendiing it; he'd brought the car from Towndey's garage. Men in other cars blinked, like their heedlights
seemed to do, when a smear of living blackness cut across the path. It was The Shadow, soringing to
join Chance and head the chase.

Out through the gate, hard to the right, Chance was showing what he could do a the whed of a
smooth-running machine. They fairly zimmed aong the curving lanes, chopping down the distance to
those fugitive cars ahead. If Chance had been handling the cab the other night, crooks would never have
made thelr getaway. Tonight, their cause looked very dim.

Two cars ahead. One, the cover-up car, was gaining on the other. Though The Shadow hadn't heard of a
crook named Tony, he knew that the man in the cover-up vehide was the leader of the fleang band.
Tony's car was swifter; he was getting ahead to point the way.

Side by sde, the fleaing cars took to a road that was just ther combined width. They were taking risks,
for if they met a car coming the other way, the wreck would be total. Maybe Tony had guessed that only
The Shadow could be on the trall; hence the urge for speed despite the hazard. However, crooks were

lucky.

At a crossing, Tony whipped left and the companion car copied the swerve. The Shadow had begun to
shoot, but the cars jerked from gght in time to dude hisfire.

As Chance made the corner, The Shadow saw the two machinesin anglefile They were spurting across
alittle bridge, and just beyond it they twisted Ieft again into what could only be a short sand road, for The
Shadow saw ther hdting lights.

Almog at the bridge, The Shadow nudged Chance and thumbed to the left. His whisper was a command:
"Takeit herel”

Chance "took" it. He threw the borrowed car into a mass of junglelike growth, where it came to a



crackling stop. The door was open as the car finished its careen; The Shadow was out and plunging
through thick brush that bordered a narrow cand. He hoped to spot the crooks from his sde of the
watery ditch and give them a barrage before they expected it.

The jungle shrubs dowed The Shadow's drides. Across the cand, the looming wal of a boathouse
blocked his am, for the crooks had fled beyond it, abandoning both ther cars. A new motor roared,
whirling off in the opposite direction. The Shadow fired at a little light that twinkled its reflection on the
cand's surface. The range was long, the target poor; like the roadways, the cand had a curve.

Racing ahead of The Shadow's fire, the crooks were off in a speedboat, thus ending the chase by land.
Off to a gart that promised safety, for the cand led to a broad lake, where they might head anywhere
they chose.

Finger hdted on its trigger, The Shadow hurled them a defiance that was better than wasted bullets.
Forceful, chdlenging, his laugh rose weirdly through the night, so crooks could hear it above ther motor's
roar. The mirth carried a Snister note that they would understand.

It was The Shadow's declaration that he was in the game; a prediction that crooks could wel remember.
It told them that The Shadow would rdax no effort until he gained another meeting with these men of
crime, on terms of his own choice!

CHAPTER IX. FRIENDS MEET AGAIN

THE SHADOW'S laugh was fading when other cars flashed into sght. Belmar's sedan was in the fore
and, like the others, he passed the spot where Chance had driven the car into the jungle growth a The
Shadow's bidding.

Tropica foliage surrounded the spot. In hdting, Chance had flicked off the lights The car was perfectly
hidden from the road. So was The Shadow; in fact, he was quite hidden from Chance's sght, thanks to
the dense darkness cast by huge drapes of Spanish moss that hung from the tree branches just above.

Sill in his whispered tone, The Shadow spoke to Chance, who extended his hands and recelved a
bundled cloak and hat. Then, after abrief use of atiny flashlight that gave no Sght of The Shadow's face,
Chance recelved afolded sheet of paper. Again, The Shadow spoke:

"Takethis car back to Towndey's. Go to the lake and fallow it to the firg road. Haf amile will bring you
to asde lane leading into a Spanish house. Wait there until the owner, Glenn Bdmar, returns. Give him
this note."

Other cars had crossed the bridge and were turning in beside the boathouse, for some had heard the
departure of the speedboat. While Chance was carefully backing the borrowed car out to the road, The
Shadow reached it on foot. Crossing the bridge, he strolled up to join the group of men who were
congregated near the abandoned cars.

They were thinking in terms of one car; not two. They were looking a an old, but servicesble sedan; the
car tha had pulled out from Towndey's grounds bearing Raford and Reidsville The other car was
farther ahead, dmog past the boathouse. 1t looked as though it had been parked there along time.

Men started to chdlenge The Shadow as he stepped into the glow of headlights. They saw him plainly
enough, for he was no longer clad in black. Nor was he The Shadow. He had resumed the guise of
Lamont Cranston. Recognizing his friend, Belmar sprang forward to introduce Cranston to the others.

Then, from severd lips, Cranston was hearing dl that had happened. All, a leaest, that these men knew



about, though Cranston himsdf could have given them some pointers. They had seen two cars, but were
aure that one must have kept dong the road as a decoy; in fact, some of ther number had kept on
chaang it.

Odd, in a way, that with the murder car sanding in full view, they should ignore it; but it happened that

they knew who owned the car. It was a very sporty roadster bdonging to Wayne Medrith, and this
happened to be his boathouse.

Having chosen to dock ther boat a this convenient spot, there was a chance that the crooks had
encountered Medrith. If so, he might have met with harm. Men resolved to search the boathouse to see if
they could find him there.

The brief hunt was fruitless. It had hardly ended, when a motorboat came chugging dowly through the
cand. Men turned about, ready with weapons. It was Belmar who cautioned them not to fire.

"That can't be the boat the crooks used,” he said. "It's coming under the bridge, o it's from the other
lake"

"Maybe they're just trying to fool us" voiced another man. "One of them could have doubled back dong
the cand and gotten into another boat.”

The argument was settled as the boat arrived. From it, into the glare of lights, stepped Wayne Medrith.
His youthful face was highly quizzicd, especidly when he saw the bridle of guns He wanted an
explanation, and received it in detall, just as Cranston had.

"l guess | was lucky to be away," decided Medrith. "I left here nearly an hour ago and went across the
other lake. | was cdling on Miss Hamil -"

Medrith paused as he noted the entering headlights of another car. His sideward glance enabled him to
recognize it before the others did.

"That is, | went to see Arlene” added Medrith suavely, "but she happened to be out, so | came back
here"

Theariving car had stopped, and The Shadow saw why Medrith had so smoothly changed his tune. The
car was Arlene's, and the redhead was dighting from it, accompanied by Margo Lane. Medrith hadn't
forgotten the tiff that had followed when he used Arlene to support a doubtful story, once before. He
evidently decided not to make the same mistake again.

WHILE the girls were learning what had happened, Medrith turned to Belmar. His face anxious, Medrith
fumbled in his pockets, and findly smiled in relief.

"Thought I'd forgotten to lock my car,” he said, "but it's dl right. | have the keys here in my pocket. I'm
gad | locked it; otherwise, those crooks might have used it."

He stepped to his car, drawing his hand from his pocket. Bemar thought that Medrith was teking out his
keys, but Cranston, watching from another angle, saw fakery in the maneuver.

His hand 4ill doubled tight, Medrith dipped behind the whed and reached his hand to the dash. After
about the time it would take to insart a key, he turned on the ignition and pressed the starter.

"They didn't even touch it," said Medrith, from the car window. "I guess they knew it couldn't chase
them, when they left by boat. I'm redly lucky, because this is a new car. By the way"—he looked at
Bdma—"I'm redly sorry about that servant of yours, Belmar. He was an honest fellow, Brock."



Backing the car out, Medrith paused as Arlene stepped up to the window. Her eyes held a chdlenging
sparkle.

"I hear you were over visting me" snapped Arlene. "We had a good time, didn't we, Wayne? Or did
we?'

"I sad | took the speedboat over to your house, but that you weren't there. Ask Bemar, if you don't
bdieve me"

Arlene turned to Bemar, who nodded.
"Who told you | wasn't there?' she questioned, spesking to Medrith again. "Which one of the servants?'

Medrith must have remembered it was Thursday night, when most of the servants in PAm Park took the
evening off.

"The house looked dark,” he declared, "so | decided you weren't a home. Sorry | can't take you home
right now."

"And why can't you?"

"Because you have your own car."

"Margo can driveit," Arlene decided. "Il go with you, Wayne."

Seaing that Arlene had gotten over her peeve a Medrith, Margo smiled.

"Thanks alot, Arleng" she said. "I'll take Lamont in your car. | can drop him off a Belmar's.”

Since Crangton was getting a lift, Belmar returned to his car. He was among the firg to drive out; Margo
came later with Arlene's car, Cranston riding beside her. They both saw a police car arrive, to ingpect the
abandoned automobile the crooks had |eft.

Then, driving dowly dong moonlit byways, Margo was ligening, thrilled, to The Shadow's account of his
earlier ride with Chance Lebrue. Giving the whole story in the easy tone of Cranston, The Shadow added
the points that the episode had made clear.

Outsde crooks were operating with the indde crowd, as represented by Brock and the missng
Wilkinham servants. But those ingde workers, dead and missng, were but part of the set-up. PAm Park,
it seemed, was honeycombed with such persons, as witness crime's recent stroke at Towndey's. Margo
was just about to question Cranston regarding the latest jewery robbery, when they arrived & Bemar's.

Something was happening insde the house, for they could hear Bdmar's excited voice. Springing from
the car, Cranston dashed into the house, with Margo close behind him. They found Bdmar shekily
oripping a revolver, which he was usng to cover a blunt-faced man who was patiently holding his hands
raised.

"I found this chap prowling the premises,” declared Bdmar. "Search him, Crangton. | was holding him
until you came dong.”

Frisking the felow's pockets, Cranston shrugged and turned to Belmar.
"He hasn't agun. Let him put his arms down. Then we can question him."

As Bdmar was giving the order, Cranston undertoned to Margo: "It's Chance Lebrue. Watch what



happens next."

RELIEVED of the gun threat, Chance produced the folded note and handed it to Belmar. With Cranston
looking over his shoulder, Belmar scanned the lines and saw their ink fade, one by one.

"From The Shadow!" exclamed Bdmar. "He says this man is to be trusted. Can we believe him,
Crangon?'

"Suppose we hear his story, Belmar, and then decide.”

Invited to St down, Chance did so, and began his story, rdaing it exactly as The Shadow had heard it
before. Prompted by occasiond glances from Cranston, Belmar became fully sympathetic. When Chance
hed finished, Belmar queried:

"What can this chap do now, Cranston? We need him here to help identify the criminds. But he must stay
somewhere."

"Why not here?' was Cranston's questioning reply. "You need a man to replace Brock. This time,
Bedmar, you should choose an honest one. | would say that Lebrue is a proper candidate.”

It was done. Bdmar hired Chance on the spot, confident that he was getting a competent chauffeur,
whatever other qudifications Lebrue lacked. Then, taking it for granted that Chance was to be included
infuture conferences, Belmar turned to Cranston and asked smply:

"What about the robbery at Towndey's? Have you any theories, Cranston— as with the Del Rondo
caxe?'

"I think 1 shdl have" returned Cranston, with a dight amile, "once you give me dl the detalls, right from
the start. Let's hear about the chess party. It must have been redly intriguing.”

Bdmar swelled, while Margo sat back hopelesdy. Chance stedled his face for a long orded. Only
Crangton retained interest when Bdmar began to tak of the problems that the chesshoard had presented.
It seemed so foolish to talk of chess when crime was the red issue. To dl, perhaps, except The Shadow.

Out of Belmar's meticulous details The Shadow expected to glean crime's red answer. No detail could
be amdl enough to overlook. From one of Bedmar's hobbies, photography, The Shadow had obtained
the proper clue to previous crime.

From this other hobby, chess, The Shadow might trace the riddle of the robbery a Towndey's, a crime
S0 recent, that there was dill a chance of finding its participants before this night was ended!

CHAPTER X. CREDIT TO RUY LOPEZ

GLENN BELMAR was a man who admitted his own mistakes. HEd made some serious ones this
evening; SO serious, that he could not forget them. They had happened during thet firs game he played
with the chess wizard, Queby.

It wasn't easy to explain them, so Bemar brought out a chesshoard, set up the men, and went through
the game as he remembered it.

Margo found some interest in the demondration, but it was dl a blank to Chance, who began to look a
megazines, instead.

To The Shadow, it was another ingtance of Bemar's remarkable memory for detal, something upon



which The Shadow heavily depended. It meant time, letting Bemar go into such lengthy description, but
the greater the detail, the more likdlihood of aclue.

"Qudby beat mewith hisknights™ inadsted Belmar at the end of twenty minutes. "See, Cranston, the way
he handled them? This move, for ingance’—he shifted pieces on the board—"was a crud one. Umph!"
Bdmar's tone was disgruntled. "If I'd only forced him to exchange that knight for a bishop early in the

game
Cranston inserted a quiet comment while Bemar was rearranging the chessmen.
"Maybe your mind wasn't on the game, Bdmar.”

"Frankly, it wasnt," declared Bdmar, "and you were to blame, Cranston. | kept wondering why you
hadn't come."

"Why blame me?' queried Cranston. "Towndey was serving drinks, wasn't he?'
"Veay mild drinks," indsted Belmar, "and remember, this was only the firs game."
"Tdl me more about it. Anything you remember, outside of the actud play.”

Bdmar remembered Towndey's interruption when he asked Quelby if he had brought his chessmen. The
mention of drinks aso reminded him how capably Pellew had served them throughout the evening.

"Poor Pdlew," said Bdmar. "Towndey will find it difficult to replace him. Such an unobtrusive servant!
He'd go to and come from the kitchen before you redized it. He spied the crooks, too, and started the
pursuit. Too bad he was so close behind them. That marksman in the cover-up car couldn't have had an
eader target.”

Cranston suggested that they return to the subject of chess. Bmar nodded, gave brief details of the
other games he had played, until the find one. Then, his tone ringing happily, he declared:

"How | revenged mysdf on Quelby! | will show you, Cranston. | had the whites, Quelby the blacks -"

He began to move the pieces rather rapidly, and Margo was redly amazed at Bemar's memory, until she
saw Cranston nod and say:

"The Ruy Lopez opening. | see why you chose it, Bdmar."

"Perhaps you do," chuckled Bdmar, "but Quelby didnt. Here, on the seventh move, | exchanged a
bishop for aknight.”

"Quite the conventiond thing, of course. The two pieces are vaued equdly.”

"Yed" enthused Bdmar. "But not with a player like Quelby, who is deadly with his knights. He fdl into
the trap, Cranston, giving me a knight for a bishop!"

Continuing the moves, Bdmar came to the twdfth. He pushed a white bishop into black territory. Then,
representing Quelby, he took the white bishop with a black knight.

"Qudby took my second bishop,” he declared. "And, now"— triumphantly, he supplied the next
move—"| take his second knight in return! Another fair exchange, Cranston, according to the book. But
you see what happened to Quelby? Both his knights were gone. The game wasin my favor, for Quelby's
gyle depends upon his knightd"



Piece by piece, Bdmar showed how he had completely devastated Queby after that. Happily, he added:

"And was Quelby peeved! He found his hat and his box of chessmen under it. They were on the window
gll by the sarving table. He shook hands when he Ieft, but he didn't mean it. Yet, why should Qudby be
S0 irked?' Bdmar added another chuckle. "I gave him a fair exchange twice over, and a far exchange is

no robbery."
Cranston shook his head. His eyes had a distant gaze. They were the eyes of The Shadow.

"Inthis case, Bemar," said Cranston, "afar exchange had much to do with robbery."
Bdmar couldn't understand. Rising, Cranston clapped a hand upon his shoulder.

"Sorry to spoil your triumph,” he declared, "but Quelby strikes me as too clever, not to guess what you
were after when you started the Ruy Lopez opening. He could have broken away from it. Instead, he
played right into your hands in order to wind up the game as soon as possible.”

GREATER puzzlement showed on Bemar's face. Then, with Margo and Chance aso attentive, he was
ligening to Cranston's recongtruction of the Towndey robbery. Cranston began with the "how of it.

How was the crime accomplished? Obvioudy by an ingder. Only someone who knew the house could
have opened the wal safe and removed the gems. The ingde angle fitted with previous robberies in PAm
Park.

Who was the ingde man?

There was only one answer: Pdlew. The taditurn servant had been going back and forth between the
kitchen and the veranda with no one watching him. He could even have worked the combination of the
grdl safe atwid a atime, with each passing.

What did the servant do with the gems?

The question was eadly answered. Just as servants had passed the Dd Rondo jewes to Brock, so had
Pdlew sent the Towndey treasures on their way. He hadn't handed them to anyone; he had planted them
where they would be sure to be taken away.

Busy at the sarving table, unobserved by the concentrated chess players, Pelew had stowed the gems
with Quelby's chessmen!

The whole case was cracking itsdf wide open. Even Bemar had to admit it. Honest with himsdlf, he
redlized that Quelby must have thrown that last game, as Cranston daimed. For Quelby, like Brock, was
playing the go-between on this occasion. Once the gems were ready for remova, Quelby didnt want to
wait around.

"Youve solved it, Crangton,” affirmed Belmar soberly. "Y ou deserve aworld of credit!”

"Give the credit to Ruy Lopez," suggested The Shadow, with one of Crangton's amiles. "If you hadn't
used that opening, Belmar, the case wouldn't have made itsdf so plain.”

There was a pause while other thoughts were coming to the minds of listeners. Cranston summed them
when he spoke again. He had covered the matters of how, who, and what. There was ill a "why" to be
discussed.



Why had outside crooks been present?

The answer fdl inline. Pellew had to cover his crime. The only way was to fake it as a later event. With
Queby gone, Pdlew was probably supposed to Sgnd lurking men, who could then come in, plant a
chargeinthe wal safe, closeit, and go ther way.

A blag, like the muffled thumps from the limestone quarry, would have announced the robbery long after
it had redly happened. Cars would have roared away, to be logt in the night.

Something had ruined the scheme. The something was Mrs. Towndey's chance vist to the wdl safe. She
hed found the jewds missing, the wall safe open. Her screams had definitely put Pellew on the spot, even
though Quelby was on the way out with the stolen gems.

Then Towndey had shouted to hdt everyone, which meant tha Queby might be brought back.
Remembering the outside crew, Pelew had pointed to them, even though he couldn't see them. These
facts were plain, from Bemar's meticulous description of every incident that happened.

Naturdly, the crooks had fled. Pelew, hoping to bolster his own cause, had been mogst ardent in the
chase. In fact, it was possible that he had hoped to ride away with them, rather then face a questioning
later. Evidently Pellew hadn't known about the cover-up car.

From that car, a hidden marksman had made a hero out of Pellew for the same reason that gpplied to
Brock. A man who knew too much, but who had dipped in the performance of a crooked duty, wasn't
the sort to leave dive for the law to quiz. Instead of recalving diamonds as a reward, Pellew had taken
bullets.

The Shadow's summary was solid. But he dill was Cranston, the man who didn't care to exert himsdf
too much. He was resting back in his chair, reaching for a cigarette, when Margo put a question,
drowning one on Belmar's lips.

"That other car was Medrith's" declared Margo. "If he wasn't shooting, he was certainly driving. What
will you do about Medrith, Lamont?"

Cranston spoke to Bemar.

"You know him quite well, Glenn,” stated Cranston. "I want you to go and see him. Take Margo with
you."

"WEell cdl that bluff of hid" put in Margo. "He sent the crooks away in one boat, and went back adong
the cand to get the other -"

Crangton inserted a polite interruption.

"I am not referring to Medrith,” he told Margo. "Bdmar was asking me about Quelby. Medrith can
adhere to an dibi, whether it is true or fase. Queby isthe man for you to see”

BELMAR needed no further persuasion. He started downdtairs, and Margo followed him. Cranston
looked at Chance, indicating that the newly hired servant should see his master to the front door. So
Chance hurried down to perform the duty.

Hardly had he |€ft the room, before Cranston started swiftly to the back dairs.

Chance Lebrue was sanding at the front door, watching the departing car, when a firm hand cutched his
am. He turned, to see The Shadow gtanding beside him. The Shadow beckoned into darkness, and



Chance followed. In whispered tone, The Shadow asked where the others had gone. Chance told him.

The others had gone in Arlene's car, so The Shadow started Belmar's car toward Quelby's bookstore,
which was on the fringe of PAm Park, ligening to further details as they rode dong. Chance had the
crime angle wd| defined, but was weak on the subject of chess.

"Crangton figured it out perfect!” declared Chance admiringly. "But theré's one guy | can't place. A fdlow
named Ruy Lopez."

The Shadow's whispered laugh merdly added to the puzzle that was bothering Chance Lebrue.

CHAPTER XI. FOUR CASTLES

QUELBY, the man who liked his chess, had not been spending a very happy hour since leaving
Towndey's. Quelby's trouble was his friend Andrews, the man who had taken him home. Though they
were gone before excitement reached its pitch, sounds of commotion reached them and had Andrews
worried.

Naturdly, such worry was transferred to Quelby. Complaning that his heart was bothering him, he
induced Andrews to keep driving. At the bookshop, Andrews had to hdp Queby to his updairs

apartment.

There, after svdlowing a few specid pills Quelby had fdt better and persuaded Andrews to play a
game of chess.

They were 4ill at it, usng Quelby's chessmen, an ornate wooden set with dumsy oversized pieces. At
mogt chess parties they passed up Quelby's chess st, for the men were heavy as wel as cumbersome.
Usudly, Queby was glad when no one played with them, for the chessmen were his specid pride.

Now, these men were on the chessboard, and the box that normaly held them was redting close by. The
game was nearly over, with Quelby on the loang end. While he waited for Andrews to move, Quelby
became fidgety.

He picked up chessmen that had been taken in the play and laid them in the box. Though the box was
lined with thin tissue paper, Andrews heard the clatter and became annoyed.

Qudby arose, went into another room and took a few pills from a bottle. Pouring a glass of water, he
swalowed the pillswith it, then came back to look at the move Andrews had made. It was the next thing
to a checkmate, so Quelby smply went through the formdities of completing the game.

"Veay nice chessmen,” observed Andrews, as he helped put them in the box. "You wouldn't think of
sling them, would you, Quelby?'

"Mog people think they're too dumsy."

"I don't,” ingsted Andrews. "I'd like to keep them in a corner of my den, dl arranged for a game. So if
you're sling them -"

"But I'm not, Andrews.” Immediately, Quelby regretted the statement. He modified it while he was
showing Andrews to the door. Taking off his heavy-rimmed glasses, Queby gave the other man a darting
look.

"It'sthisway, Andrews," he said. "There's aman comes into the bookshop who redly wants this set. If |
&l it, | ought to give him fird say. Hell be in tomorrow, and if he offers the right price, I'll et m have



the chessmen. Otherwise, I'l talk terms with you, later.”

Andrews left, quite pleased. Standing at the top of the Sairway that led down to a Sde street, Queby
was pleased when he heard the man's car drive away. Then, turning about, Quelby spoke, haf doud:

"I think | shdll sl those chessmen to Andrews -"
"A good idea, Quelby," interrupted a tone that was smooth, emphétic. "I approve it!"

Quelby's face popped upward. He was looking a a man who had come up through the bookshop, a
men whose face was sdlow despite its traces of tan; whose dark eyes were shrewd, in contrast to the
friendly amile that was visble on hislips. In one breath, Quelby voiced the name:

"Tony Breckett!"

"SURPRISED to see me, Quelby?' Tony's voice was aily. "You shouldn't be, you know."
"But—ooming in through the store while it's closed. It's dangerous, isnt it, Tony?'

“Jugt why?"

"Suppose someone had seen you from the street!™

"I'm your landlord, Quelby,” Tony laughed. "At least, | rented you this place. | could say that | came to
collect the month's rent."

Sowly, Quelby nodded. Tony was right.

"Of course," added Tony, hisvoice lowered to a sharp, edge, "we both know that | came to collect the
night's take."

Queby gestured to the chess box. Then, anxioudy:
"Why tonight, Tony? | thought you were coming tomorrow to buy the chess s&t."
"Tonight is better.”

Leaving Queby to wonder why, Tony Breckett fished among the chessmen and brought out four pieces
that were dl dike, except that two were white, the other pair black. The chessmen were heavy; shaped
like miniature turrets.

"You cdl these castles, don't you, Qudby?'

"Yes" replied Quelby, "though they are sometimes termed rooks. Next to the queen, the cadtle is the
mogt vaugble piece on the board.”

"Not these castles," declared Breckett. "Quit thinking about chess, Quelby, and be sensble”

Working with one castle, Breckett unscrewed the base. The chessman was hallow, its interior space
quite large. Breckett removed a amdl wad of tissue paper, inverting the castle, to let other contents
clatter down into his hand.

His padm shone with the milky beauty of heaped opals, pebbles that meant a smdl fortune in themsdves.

From the second castle, Breckett brought specimens of jade that varied in Sze. None was large, but dl
were exquiste, both in carving and in color. Some were wedged fairly tight, and Breckett had to pick



them out like the contents of a Brazl nut.

Meanwhile, Quelby's face showed anxiety, his voice carried a tremolo:
"Something went wrong, Tony? Something with Pellew?"

"Bverything isfinewith Pellew,” countered Breckett. "He's dead.”
"Dead! But how -"

"We saw to it!" Breckett's tone was boagtful, though he wasn't taking persona credit for the kill. "You
see, Qudby, it had to be that way. Pdlew muffed things. How, we don't know yet; but he muffed. It was
better for im to die a hero, than go to jal in disgrace. Besides, he might have talked -"

Breckett paused, eyeing Quedby until the latter nodded; it was then that the smooth-talking Tony added:
"- like Brock would have."

Those words knifed home. Pellew's death worried Quelby enough, but not too much, for the crooked
servant was an indde man, who had to take long risks. Brock, however, belonged to the same category
as Queby; both had joined the crooked tribe as go-betweens. What had happened to Brock might
happen to Quelby. Such was Breckett's direct intimation.

INVERTING the other castles, Breckett unscrewed them and drew out the necklaces, turquoise and
topaz. As the topaz gring uncoiled, its mation reminded Quelby of a snake; its glitter, too, had the
semblance of areptile's eyes. Sunk in a chair, Quelby began a hoarse-voiced plea

"Nobody can make metak, Tony. | even bluffed Andrews. | had him playing chess with the set, and he
didn't know the difference. He even wanted to buy these chessmen.”

"Good!" returned Breckett. "Sdl them to him. But don't give him the phony castles” As he spoke,
Breckett was dropping the hollow piecesin his pocket. "He can have these with the set.”

Producing four solid castles from his other pocket, Breckett put them in the box. He was sweeping the
jewdsinto a chamois bag. As he finished, he hed afew of the opals into the light, noting their ova shape
and tranducent whiteness. He gave a glance a Quelby.

"These remind me of those pills you take," said Breckett. "For your heart, aren't they?'
Queby nodded.
"Better take some," advised Breckett. ™Y ou need bucking up.”

"I've dready taken two," began Quelby. Then, horrified because Breckett had observed his weak-kneed
manner: "Yes, Tony, another dose will do me good. The doctor said to take four on occasion. It's just
my heart that worries me, that's al.”

He was getting from the chair, but Tony pushed him back. He didn't want Quelby to exert himsdf.
"Il get the pills" said Breckett. "Four, you say?"

Congdering the pills he'd taken earlier, Qudby fdt that four would be a heavy dose, but he fdt it policy
not to refuse. Breckett returned bringing the pill bottle and a glass of water.

While Quelby was swdlowing four of the medicind pellets, Breckett produced another type of pill, one



that attracted Quelby's eyes more than the opas had.

It was a diamond, sizable and brilliant, mounted in a stickpin. Breckett gave Quelby a brief sght of it,
then placed the pin in the chess player's necktie.

"Kind of old-fashioned,” remarked Breckett, "but you're old-fashioned, too, Quelby. So | thought you'd
like the sparkler mounted this way. Wear it for luck, and St tight. Youll be surprised, when you hock that
baby, how much youll get for it. Only, don't unload it around Lakedae."

Up from his chair, Quelby began to admire the diamond in a mirror. He didn't notice that Breckett was
keeping the pill bottle. Sgpping Quelby on the back, Breckett went down through the bookshop,
pocketing the bottle on the way.

Locking the door behind him with a key of his own, Breckett took a look dong the short building block.
Seaing the way clear, he skirted around to the other side.

Updtairs, Quelby had finished admiring the diamond. He suddenly clutched it with his hand and darted a
look away from the mirror. He was thinking of his chessmen, nating them in their box, and a sudden idea
struck him.

He hurried down to the bookshop, found a telephone in the dark. He needed a light to consult the
directory, so he turned on asmdl one.

His breath was coming hard, as though the exertion had been too much. His finger was so shaky, he
could scarcdly did. As a voice responded, findly, Queby wheezed:

"l... 1 mugt talk to Mr. Haudlin... quickly! It's important. | need hisadvice... hishdp -"

Outside, Breckett had joined Raiford and Reidsvillein an old car that was parked wel out of Sght among
some trees behind the bookshop. Their hard, thuggish faces showed ugly pleasure as Breckett, sad:

"I've fixed that fellow, the way | said | would. He's yelow, clear through, the sort that would blab sure -"

BRECKETT cut off suddenly. He noticed a fant glow from a andl downstairs window: the light that
Qudby had turned on. With snarls, Raiford and Redsville drew guns. They were for getting out and
sdttling Quelby promptly. Breckett told them to stay where they were.

"He can't lagt," assured Breckett. "Those pills | gave him from my bottle were enough to kill a horse! |
ought to know. | got them from a horse doctor. Same suff asin Queby's pills, | saw both formulas. The
kind of dope that makes an old plug stretch its legs, and then cave after it wins the race. Quelby can't
legt.”

To back his dam, Breckett decided to wat and watch for a few minutes. Those minutes passed, and
Tony was about to put his foot on the starter, when a car pulled up beside the bookshop.

Two persons stepped from it Bdmar and Margo Lane. Breckett couldn't recognize them at that
distance.

Then, before Breckett could decide what to do about it, he heard another car stop somewhere nearby. It
contained The Shadow and Chance Lebrue. They were stopping where Belmar and Margo couldn't hear
them. Breckett started to mutter oaths.

"Qudby couldn't have brought them herel” he told his companions. "He may have made a phone cdl, but
it wouldn't bring results so soon. Maybe Andrews suspected something and sent these people over!”



His companions muttered something about "getting started,” but Breckett said that they would wait. So,
crouched in ther car, they waited, watching for developments on Queby's premises. They were
confident, Tony Breckett and his thuggish companions, that should anyone come ther way, they would
know it.

It didn't occur to them that their hidden car, if discovered, would be found by a shrouded searcher whose
cloaked figure moved so gedthily that they could never naotice his approach until he was upon them.

Thar arch-foe, The Shadow!

CHAPTER XlI. ROUTES REVERSED

MOVING through the darkness, The Shadow did not immediaiely approach Breckett's car. He hadn't
yet learned of its presence, and he was more interested in noting how Bemar and Margo fared, before
beginning what might prove to be a usdess survey of the surrounding area.

Bdmar was ringing the bell at the Sde door that led up to Queby's gpartment, where lights indicated that
the chess fiend was il awvake. Since Belmar was getting no results, Margo went around to the front and
saw thelight in the bookshop. Belmar joined her.

At tha moment, The Shadow was quite close at hand. Senang that matters weren't right, he chose the
short route to the apartment, up by a darkened roof. Finding an obscure window, he opened it and did
ingde.

Even when he crossed Quelby'sliving room, The Shadow wasn't observed by watchers outside. He kept

away from the lights, avoiding positions where they would cast a shade againgt the wal when he passed
them.

The Shadow reached the door leading to the Sde gtairs and found it bolted on the indde. Obvioudy, no
one could have gone out by that way without Queby's knowledge and co-operation. Thus, the
bookshop was the logicd route; the place where Quelby probably was, at present. The Shadow started
down the gairs to the shop.

Bdmar was pounding intermittently at the front door. Despite the knocks, The Shadow detected other
sounds outside, and paused. The sounds were car motors, but they were approaching, not legping, so
The Shadow waited.

Bdmar's banging stopped; evidently he was medting people who had just arrived. So The Shadow glided
quickly toward the light in the bookshop.

There, he saw Quelby for the firg time.

The man fitted the descriptions of him. His face had a shrewd look. The Shadow recdled a quotation
regarding the "scheming minds' of chess players.

Y es, Quelby could have been a schemer, the sort who would line up with crooks, as Brock had. He dso
looked the type who would talk under pressure. If Brock's lips had needed sedling, so had Quelby's.

That was probably why they had been sealed.

Sprawled by a table, the recaiver in his clutch, Quelby was stone-dead. Deeth had struck him in the
middt of the call. He had talked to someone, though, for the furious pounding that began at the front door
indicated that summoned hep had arrived. The pounding ended in a crash as the door came through.



It wasn't sengble for The Shadow to be found in company with the dead body. Nevertheless, he turned
directly toward the men who entered. His purpose was to reach the dtairs again, and he gained them in
the darkness, though he nearly elbowed the arrivas as he made the turn.

On the dairs, The Shadow paused.

People were heading toward the light where Bemar lay. The Shadow recognized their voices when they
found the body. Bemar's, of course, and Haudlin's, dong with some others.

Sartled a fird, the tones changed. The Shadow heard Haudlin question:
"Did he cdl you, too, Bdmar?'
Bdmar hesitated, only momentarily. Then he replied:

"Why, no. You see, he and | had another maich to play. Quelby sad to drop around any time. When
Miss Lane and | were driving by, a few minutes ago, | saw the lights upgtairs so | rang the bell. But
Qudby didn't answer."

"He couldnt have" decided Haudlin grimly. "He was dead! | feared it when his phone cdl ended so
abruptly.”

"Quelby cdled you, Haudin?"

"Yes He darted to tdl me that he needed my help. What for; | couldnt understand, until he gasped
something about his heart. Evidently, he wasn't able to reach his physician, so he phoned me, instead. We
cameove.

By "we" Haudlin referred to friends who had accompanied him. There was a doctor anong them, and
The Shadow heard him declare Quelby to be dead. Ancther voice suggested thet it would be wise to go
updairs.

The Shadow liked the idea. He went firs. He was gone, out through the window, when the crowd
arived.

REACHING the ground, The Shadow actudly veered in the direction of Breckett's car. He paused
agan, as another car arrived in front of Quelby's. He recognized the car; it was Medrith's roadster.

Postponing a search around the place, The Shadow moved close to the fancy car and saw Medrith step
out with Arlene Hamil. Margo appeared from the bookshop and met Arlene.

"We heard that everyone was coming over here" said Arlene. "Tdl us what happened, Margo."
Margo explained about Quelby's cdl to Haudlin, and added that Quelby was dead. Then:

"It may have been a heart attack,” said Margo, "but they're not quite sure. They found a bottle of pills and
think that Quelby may have taken an overdose. It might be suicide. Here comes Mr. Haudlin. He can tdl
usmore.”

As Margo turned away, The Shadow caught the words that Medrith spoke to Arlene.
"Too bad if it proves suicide™" said Medrith. "It ought to be murder.”
"Murder?' echoed Arlene. "Why 07



"In that case," returned Medrith, in a chiding tone, "it would be one crime in which my dibi would suit
you, Arlene. | happened to be with you at the time of Quelby's death.”

Evidently, Arlene had been quizzing Medrith regarding his boat ride, just as she had questioned his trip to
the hotel where the Countess dd Rondo had stopped. A retort was on her lips, but she restrained it as
the others arrived. Among them were Haudlin and Belmar.

"I have phoned the police chief," declared Haudlin. "We can leave the matter in his hands. Quelby may
have taken an overdose of medicine without redizing it, until he fdt the effects. That would account for
hisfrantic cal, as much as an ordinary heart attack would have."

The group was moving into alight near the corner of the bookshop. The Shadow would have had to do
the same to hear further comments. It wasn't necessary, snce Bdmar and Margo were present to hear dl
that was said. Besides, The Shadow had other work. He knew that Quelby's desth was nether accident
nor suicide.

Some skilled hand was responsible, and the perpetrator of the crime gill might be close by. Hence, The

Shadow glided away to have a look around. He was bound in the right direction, but he wasn't close
enough to hear the voicesin Breckett's car.

There, men were watching the group by the bookshop. Breckett saw Medrith give a nod and turn away
from Haudlin. Medrith was returning to his car with Arlene. Others, too, were leaving.

"That settlesit,” chuckled Breckett. "Qudby didn't squawk. Well get the whole low-down later. Now is
our time to ease out.”

Other cars were starting, and amid the hubbub Breckett pressed his own starter. Easing the car into gear,
he nosed it out from hiding, intending to use his lights later. One car, more or less, wouldn't be noted in
the generd departure.

So Breckett thought. He was reckoning without The Shadow. Locating the sound of Breckett's car, The
Shadow turned toward it; then paused. Reverang his course, he reached Belmar's car, which was dso
parked obscurdy, with Chance at the whedl. The Shadow told Lebrue to start the car and pick his way
without lights.

Chance obliged, in deft fashion, while The Shadow, tracing the strange car by its sounds, kept tdling him
the way to go.

When Breckett's lights blinked on, The Shadow was right behind him. Guided by the lights of the other
car, Chance didn't have to use hisown, at dl.

It was a strange trall in the darkness, The Shadow on the very heds of the crooks he wanted to meet,
while they were in blissful ignorance of the fact.

Then came the wrong break.

IT happened a a corner only afew blocks away. Breckett was beginning a spurt; he ended it with a dab
of the brakes. Another car swerved from the next street and skewed about to avoid a collison. The car
was Medrith's.

The two autos began to back away, to resume their courses, and Breckett was keeping his mouth shut
while Medrith was tdling him off from the other car, perhaps to impress Arlene. In the midgt of it, Raiford
inserted a hoarse shout:



"Get going, Tony!"

Thanks to aswing of Medrith's lights, Raiford had spotted a third car near the scene; one entirdy without
lights More than that, he glimpsed the figure that was stepping from the darkened car. A cloaked shape
thet could only be The Shadow!

Breckett roared his car away. The Shadow's big gun spoke, but its shots were wide. He had to divert his
am because of Medrith's car, as it made a sudden swing. Springing back with Chance, The Shadow
ordered an immediae chase. Medrith had the same idea, and shoved his car infird.

The pace was mad, but not enough so to suit Chance Lebrue. Maybe Medrith was trying to overtake the
crooks, but in Chance's estimate, Medrith was running interference for them.

Evey time Medrith closed in, Breckett ether zigzagged or his companions jabbed a few shots back.
Always, Medrith was swinging wide, so that Chance was ungble to pass him.

Meanwhile, The Shadow was insarting shots as best he could; but Medrith's roadster was an obstacle.
He was counting upon Medrith finding the chase too hot for anyone in between. Whether Medrith
favored the crooks, or was againg them, the Stuation was the same. If their shots didn't worry him, The
Shadow's would.

Medrith's chance came. There was a road to the Ieft that led to alake. Going to the left Side, he prepared
to takeit.

Suddenly, Medrith's car shrieked as its brakes took full hold. By the lights that Chance had turned on,
The Shadow saw both Medrith and Arlene bouncing about inSde the roadster asit gyrated.

The sudden stop was necessary. Just ahead, Breckett had swerved left. He was taking that same road; in
doing s0, he was chopping right across Medrith's path.

Maybe Medrith didn't want to dent his nice roadster; possibly he didn't want to injure Arlene. Whatever
the case, he managed to cut his speed in time for Breckett to swerve across. But Medrith's car was

dented anyway.

Trying to make the turn, he missed and banged up againg a tree. The crash wasn't serious, but it put his
car right across the narrow sde road.

The Shadow was out before Chance stopped. His strides were rapid, but not swift enough to get the
crooksin range before they reached the lake, where the roar of a motorboat told that they were taking to
the water route again.

Faying a hunch, The Shadow sped back to his car, told Chance where and how to go.

It was along way around to the cand that ran by Medrith's boathouse. Mobsters could make it faster in
their speedboat, and they did. Lebrue ill had a quarter mile to go when The Shadow saw a car whip out
from beside the boathouse. Revolver shots were popping from in back of it, but they didn't hdt the car.

Tony Breckett and his hardened pas had reversed their former route. They had abandoned ther second
car for thefird. A pair of locd police had been assigned to watch the origind car, but evidently they were
lounging in the boathouse when the crooks arived by cand. If the cops had taken the keys to the
abandoned car, Tony mugt have had another key. Anyway, the thugs had daringly snatched ther prize
back from the hands of the law, and were on their way again.

This time, there was no overtaking them. The quarter-mile start enabled them to dig through twisy



byways before The Shadow was close enough to observe the turns they made.

Ten minutes proved the hunt to be usdess. Chance Lebrue was so convinced and was about to state his
opinion, when he heard The Shadow's whispered laugh.

If crooks had reversed thar route, so could The Shadow, but in a different style. Clues could serve to
uncover the men who had disappeared. The Shadow knew where such clues might be found.

"Back to Quelby's," ordered The Shadow. "Park where no one will see us, Chance, while | look into the
meatter of Quelby's death.”

Lebrue gave a nod. One evening in company with The Shadow had convinced him that wherever clues
were to be found, the cloaked investigator would find them!

CHAPTER XIll. THE TRAIL AHEAD

THE police chief had come and gone from Quelby's. He would have stayed there longer, but he couldn't
be in three places a once. He was needed at Medrith's boathouse to investigate the case of living crooks
who had returned and gone again.

Also, the sheiff wanted him out near Haudlin's quarry, to look a a couple of dead crooks who had
dived to doom from a doping diff. The police chief was too busy to bother about Quelby's case any
longer. The coroner could handleit.

At leadt, the chief took the precaution of shipping Quelby's body to the morgue. The way crooks were
picking up cars and laying them down, they wouldn' think twice about showing up and running away with
Queby's body, just for the fun of it.

The only thing that Quelby had worth taking was a vduable diamond gtickpin, but if thugs wanted it,
they'd probably take the corpse, too, just to cloud the issue.

Consequently, Quelby's apartment was deserted when The Shadow entered for the second time. In most
towns, the police would have taken aong a great many exhibits, thus mudding worth-while clues, but the
Lakedae force didn't operate in that fashion. The Shadow's tiny flaghlight showed everything as he had
previoudy seenit.

Looking for the pill bottle firg, The Shadow found it. Enough pills were gone to account for Quelby's
death. Just enough; that was the interesting part. The bottle was dated; Queby had purchased it three
days ago. If he had taken pills previoudy, he couldnt have swalowed a desth dosage tonight without
emptying the bottle.

The point pleased The Shadow, since he was dready sure that Quelby's death was murder.

Returning to the living room, The Shadow looked a once for Quelby's chess set. He examined the men,
one by one, and found them dl quite ordinary. The castles, though, impressed him by ther polish. They
looked newer than the other men, which wasn't at dl surprising, because they were not the cagtles that
Queby had been usng regularly.

Bdancing the castles one by one, sudying their Sze, The Shadow could picture four castles with hollow
interiors, large enough to contain the olen Towndey gems.

Y e those other castles had necessarily been used in chess play, so The Shadow looked for further clues.
He found wadded tissue paper in the box, and under the tissue sheet that served as lining he discovered
objects even more important. The objects were amdl fishing-line sinkers, four in number.



Chess players could be fishermen, too, and might absent-mindedly leave sinkersin with chessmen. But, in
terms of hollow castles and paper wadding, the weights explained themsdves.

Queby had kept them wadded in the hollow pieces so players would not notice the lightness. Even if
somebody had used the chessmen a Towndey's, the trick would not have been discovered.

Qudby had laid the box benegth his hat for another reason. Those men needed to be where Pdlew could
sneak the cadtles from the box, load them with the jewds from the wall safe, and replace them. A very
easy task for the servant, going in and out, aways stopping & the serving table near which the box of
chessmen lay.

Having packed the castles with gems, Pellew had replaced the sinkers in the box, expecting Quelby to
dispose of them later.

The Shadow considered something else.

He had heard the name "Tony" shouted in the darkness. Whoever Tony was, The Shadow conjectured
him as Quelby's murderer.

He doubted that Tony had left by the little window; certainly, the man had not departed by the bolted
door, if his vist had been a surprise one. He could have used the bookshop for both entrance and exit,
particularly if he had a duplicate key.

Such speculations were too doubtful to be classfied as a clue, but they at least produced as a clue other
research. The Shadow looked through Quelby's belongings to see what dse he could discover. Finding
nothing of consequence, he descended to the bookshop and investigated a desk near the tel ephone.

In a drawer, The Shadow found receipted bills. Queby, it seemed, was tardy in paying debts, judging
from the dates on the hills when compared to the receipt ssamps. One group of bills however, were
receipted before the due dates. They were the rent bills Quelby had paid his rent through a Lakedde
real-estate agent named A. J. Breckett.

If the initid "A" stood for Anthony, Breckett could be "Tony." As red-estate agent, he would be the
logicd man to have another key to the bookshop. There were other evidences of Breckett in the desk
drawer folders liging the real-estate properties Breckett had for sde. Studying them carefully, The
Shadow concluded hisinvestigation by deciding upon afuture course.

LEAVING by his favorite upgtairs window, The Shadow rgoined Lebrue and had him drive back to
Bemar's. The others had not returned; evidently Belmar had taken Margo to Arlenes. Bemar would
naturdly have stayed there awhile to hear dl about Arlene's adventurous ride with Medrith.

So The Shadow suggested that Chance go to the Hamil resdence and get Belmar. Chance had only one
objection; he voiced it while The Shadow was stepping out into darkness.

"I might stop in the house," said Chance, "and ask Mr. Cranston if Mr. Bemar cdled up.”

"No use, Chanceg" returned The Shadow. "I've heard that Crangton is even lazier than Bedmar. He's
probably adeep by thistime, and wouldn't thank you for disturbing him."

The Shadow faded into the darkness. Deciding thet The Shadow was right on everything, Chance drove
to Hamil's and found Belmar there. When they returned to Belmar's, Chance found that The Shadow was
dill right.

Crangton was adeep in the amchar where they had left hm. He appeared annoyed when Bdmar



awakened him, and merdly shrugged when he heard about Quelby's death and the brief reappearance of
the crooks who had been at Towndey's.

"Why spoil my vacation, Bdma?' Cranston's tone was irritable. "I've been dreaming about |akes. Lovdy
lakes, with pam trees dl around them.

"Wouldnt it be niceif | could buy alittle Iake, dl my own, right here in Florida? | don't suppose it could
be done."

"It can, quite reedily," assured Bdmar. "Horida tracts are sold with water as wel as land. If you buy an
acreage with a lake in the middle of it, you naturdly acquire the lake, t00."

"Arethey dl bought up?'

"No, indeed! There are thousands of such lakes in this State. There is a red-estate agent here in
L akedd e who specidizesin Hling lake tracts. His name is Breckett."

"You have dedt with Breckett?"

"No," replied Belmar, "but Medrith has. He wanted Breckett to get him some ranch land. They were dill
negatiating, the last | heard. | believe, too, that Haudlin had to arrange the purchase of his quarry partly
through Breckett. Either of them could introduce you to him."

"Remind me about it tomorrow," suggested Crangton. "I should like to meet Breckett."

The Shadow could have met Breckett before the morrow, had he chosen to go into Lakedale. Breckett's
redl-estate office was located on the main street. It showed no lights, but there was one turned on in the
back room.

There, by an open safe, his actions hidden by tight-drawn window shades, Breckett was opening a safe
to put away the stolen gems.

Raiford and Redsville were present. Ther eyes gleamed greedily; not a the Towndey jewels, for they
cared little for the topaz necklace, the gimmering opas, and the rest. They were pleased by other gems
that Breckett produced to pay them for their services. Payment was to be made in the usud currency:
diamonds.

Breckett gave Raford an antique brooch sat with three stones. He handed Redsville two larger
diamonds, both loose.

"Those are honeys," assured Breckett. "Worth a grand to each of you, wherever you hock them. Hold
out for what they're worth. None of those sparklers are hot. We had the three mounted in the brooch just
S0 they'd look right.

"Those sngles, Reidsville, are a matched pair. You can say they belonged in old cuff links"

Both thugs nodded. They'd had previous experience in cashing the diamonds that Breckett gave them in
lieu of currency. They knew how saable the gems were.

"ONLY one thing bothers me, Tony," said Raiford. "l suppose it ant my busness, but when Medrith
brings these rocks in from Brazil, why don't he unload them himsdlf, instead of going after other Suff?"

"Yeeh," agreed Redsville. "'l can see why he lays off grabbing diamonds, on those jobs we pull for him,
because he's got to stay dean in that line. But it's going to be a long while before he cashes in on



emerads and such. Diamonds will dways be good.”
Breckett chuckled.

"Not dways" he said. "When Medrith hits the regular market with his South American goods, he will
knock the bottom right out of it, if he isnt careful. He knows it, but won't say so. These jobs are his
insurance.

"If diamonds go down and other gems up, a couple of years from now, Medrith will have the hot suff
ready to unload. It will be cool by then." The ligening thugs nodded.

"Smart guy, Medrith," approved Raiford. "I get the idea, now."
"Yesh," added Reidsville "He knows how to cover up.”

"He takes chances, though,” reminded Breckett. "He was driving his car tonight when | gave the works to
Pdlew. Handling it later, too, when he blocked off The Shadow from chasng us. So, remember"—
Breckett's tone was hard—"keep your lips buttoned. Nether of you have ever heard of Medrith.”

The pair nodded.

"The going may be getting tough,” added Breckett, as he started his companions toward the door.
"Medrith and | have been gdling on our ranch dedl, so he can come here whenever he wants and hand
me diamonds when he takes the hot suff. People have begun to notice it, particularly Haudlin. He comes
here too much."

"A couple of times, I've thought of giving Haudlin the extra quarry property at the price he wants to pay.
Butif | did, hed andl arat. | taked to Medrith about it, and he agrees. So it's dill a case of biuffing
Haudlin."

Breckett showed the others out, and they snesked off into the darkness— ther regular policy in
Lakedde, where thar faces might be recognized.

Breckett gave ardieved grunt, after they had gone. Raiford and Reidsville worried him. He didn't worry
about Dannemora and Joliet. They hadn't come back as he expected, but he would hear from them
tomorrow, probably.

Quite satisfied on that point, Breckett closed his safe and turned out the light.

Wha worries he had, he was saving for tomorrow, not redizing that they would be red worries, then.
For Tony Breckett wasn't going to hear from Dannemora and Joliet tomorrow.

That would be bad enough when Breckett found out why. Even worse, was something dse that he
wouldn't find out. Tony Breckett was going to hear from The Shadow!

CHAPTER XIV. CRIME TO COME

EARLY the next afternoon, a limousne stopped in front of Breckett's red-estate office and Richard
Haudlin stepped out with Lamont Cranston. Haudlin gave his chauffeur a twenty-dollar bill and told him
to get it changed, so he would have a nickd for the parking meter.

Entering the real-estate office, Haudlin introduced Cranston to Breckett and told him his friend wanted to
buy alake.

Breckett produced a huge dbum filled with photographs of suitable properties. While Cranston was



gudying it, Haudlin brought up the matter of the quarry land.

"I dill need the corner of that triangle” inssted Haudlin. "Only the corner; the rest is worthless. Some
day, a big blast will bring down rock from the adjoining property, so | fed that | should own it. It's
merey a protection, Breckett. You should take that into consequence and meet my price.”

"I'd like to do something about it," began Breckett. "But the owner won't listen -"
"Let's go over the chart again,” interrupted Haudlin, "and see exactly how the matter stands.”

He turned toward the rear room, and Breckett gave a nervous glance that The Shadow observed across
the top of the dbum. From the door toward which Haudlin turned stepped Wayne Medrith, wearing a
suave smile

"Helo, Haudlin!" greeted Medrith. "Don't let me disturb you. My business can wait."
"Sill after that ranch land, are you?' queried Haudlin. "W, | hope Breckett will give you a bargain.”

"He hasn't yet, Haudlin. So we dropped the ranch business. Weve been taking baseball. The training
Season is under way. How about going out with us to see the Blue Sox play, this afternoon?’

Haudlin's answer was a contemptuous stare. Basebal wasn't one of his passions. He had protested when
the Lakeda e ity fathersinvited a big-league bl dub to train in their town, daiming that it would attract
the cheaper type of tourists. But Haudlin, though supreme in PAm Park, could not control the affairs of
Lakedae; hence had logt his point.

Seaing Cranston, Medrith sat down to chat with him, while Haudlin was busy with Breckett. Medrith was
in a jolly mood, and described his adventures of the previous evening as though they had been passng
sport. He was finishing his account when Haudlin came from the rear office and joined them.

"I'm going to the bal game, Medrith,” decided Haudlin, in a superior manner. "l think it is advisable to
learn, firg hand, regarding dl activities thet interest the generd public.”

"Putting it another way," smiled Medrith, "you have found that Breckett is crazy about baseball and you
might use it as a wedge to talk himinto a better ded on the quarry property.”

For amoment, Haudlin's dignity was ruffled; then he relaxed and laughed.

"Snceyou are doing it to help your ranch buy,” he told Medrith, "you can hardly criticize my use of the
same palicy."

From the picture that Haudlin and Medrith produced, The Shadow could wel have visudized Breckett,
inthe inner office, deep in a newspaper, reading the porting section.

In fact, Breckett was reading a newspaper, but he was concerned with something else. He was reading
about the finding of two men, reputedly known criminds, below a diff in the quarry digtrict.

In letting that news out, the police had at the same time suppressed the facts of robbery a Towndey's.
The newspaper, of course, had been in full accord. It didn't hep the tourit trade to mention crime, until
the culprits were dead or captured.

Breckett was folding the newspaper when he heard a tap from the dley door. He opened it to face
Raford and Reidsville. From ther faces, he understood whet they wanted to know.

"YOU guessd it," snapped Breckett. "Those two dead guys are Dannemora and Joliet! But don't let it



throw you. I've figured it dl out. They bumped off Chance Lebrue -"
"Yeeh?" interrupted Raiford. "Looks to melike he rubbed them out, instead.”

"He couldn't have" argued Breckett. "Hed have been killed, too. They bumped him and took his car,
that's the 9ze of it. Chance's body isin a cypress swamp, probably. Anyway, they were poking his bum
car off the diff, when the bumpers must have locked and hooked them aong, too."

Raiford looked at Reidsville, who nodded. The theory sounded so smple, that both were willing to
believe it, dong with Breckett.

"I've been talking to Medrith," resumed Breckett. "The job is set for tonight. Get the Suff and dip it to
me, because I'll be right there. We aren't usng any indde guys or any go-between. But remember this

don't go after anything but pearls.”

Breckett's ligeners were puzzled, and said so. He merdy repeated the admonition regarding the pearls,
then decided to add another warning.

"Wait until | flash the highrsgn,” he said. "I've dill got to think of a way to get dong without a
go-between. | can't risk being found with any pearls on me, after you two grab them. Il find a way,
probably. Meanwhile, keep low until this evening.”

The pair departed, and Breckett went out to join better company. Pleased to learn that Haudlin was a
basebdl fan, like Medrith, Breckett was ill further enthused when Cranston said he would go to the bal

game, too.
They rode to the park in Haudlin's car, and found sests in the ramshackle grandstand of the playing fidd.

It was a poor bdl game. This being the training season, none of the players particularly cared, except the
rookies, who were trying to make good. Nor was it much of abdl park.

Instead of aright-fidd fence, it had aline of shrubs, and when a bdl landed in them, it was lost. Ground
rules held the batter to two bases on such hits

During the game, Haudlin and Medrith chatted about a big event scheduled for that evening. It was
known as the PAm Park Parade and was a combination dance and reception, to be hed at the Dilworthy
residence, one of the suburb's showplaces.

This was the one socid event to which outsiders were invited, though the privilege was granted to
comparativey few.

Breckett was the lucky holder of aticket to the affair. He couldnt wel be Ieft out, consdering that he
rented and sold property in PAm Park.

Though Haudlin and Medrith talked of the event as though it were unimportant in their lives, Breckett
seemed to be counting upon having a good time & the party.

When the bdl game ended, the group walked across the fidd, the short way to Haudlin's car. They
passed the shrubbery, where boys were crawling around hunting for the two-base-hit bdls. Finding
basebd|sin the bushes was quite difficult, as the passers noticed.

Reeching Haudlin's car, the four men had some trouble of their own. The chauffeur had moved it under
an oak tree so the sun wouldn't bligter the paint, and when he opened the door, it tangled with the
Spanish moss that draped from a tree bough.



The moss was thicker than seaweed and just as tough. Medrith tangled with a batch of it and wound up
laughing, with a huge drape hooked to his neck, hanging like a beard. Haudlin pulled some from the car
door, and when they were insde, he gave his opinion of Spanish moss.

"The uff is more than a nuisance" he declared. "It is a parasite that smothers the trees. I've seen men
toss rakes to haul it down, and the rakes stay up in the trees, the moss is s0 thick. | am going to
recommend a campaign in PAm Park to rid the trees of Spanish moss. | dhdl mention it in my speech a
the Parade, this evening.”

THEY dropped Breckett a his office in Lakedale, and continued on to PAm Park. Neither Haudlin nor
Medrith regarded the afternoon as profitable. The Shadow's opinion differed, though he did not mention
the fact.

As Crangton, he had studied Breckett quite closely, and was no longer doubtful as to the meaning of the
fird initid in the man's name.

Breckett was unquestionably the Tony of the night before. His whole manner betrayed him, under The
Shadow's unweatched scrutiny.

Through asmdl sde window at the redl-estate office, The Shadow had seen the car that pulled from the
rear dley, bearing Tony's companions of the night before. This evening would produce the crux The
Shadow wanted. Breckett and his comrades wouldn't pass up the opportunity for further crime. The
Shadow would be on watch for it. He wanted them to make the try. They werent the only men he
sought. There were ill ingde men, located in PAm Park. Moreover, there was someone higher up, the
red brain of the ring, aman whose name The Shadow could very nearly declare, having had a chance to
gudy him, this afternoon, adong with Breckett.

Medrith was stopping off to see Arlene, so Crangton decided to do the same, in order to see Margo.
Haudlin dropped them &t the Hamil residence, where they found the girls on the veranda

Medrith's mention of the basebal game brought a puzzled look from Arlene, who thought his only sport
was polo. Then, hearing Margo mention the Parade to Cranston, Arlene launched into the subject of the

evening's party.

"Youve heard dready, Wayne" said Arlene, "but perhaps Lamont hasn't. Everyone will be weearing
jewes tonight, but most of us will have imitations. Of course, nobody will know which is which. Those
who wish can wear red gems, if they choose.

"However, it will fool the robbers to perfection, if they try their game again. Paste gems are o redlidtic,
you can't tdl them from the real, except by close ingpection.”

"Fancy it"—Arlene laughed merrily—"crooks taking thousands of dollars in gems, to find they aren't
worth hundreds of cents! | actudly hope that they will try robbery again tonight!"

The Shadow hoped likewise, though he didn't doubt that Breckett had aready heard that imitation
jewelry would prevail in PAm Park, this evening. He glanced at Medrith, as the latter spoke.

"If people didn't put their money into jewels™ said Medrith, "these robberies wouldn't happen. That's
between oursalves, however, snce my busness is sdling diamonds. | prefer to put my own money into
red estate, which is something no one can sted "

Mention of red estate reawakened The Shadow's thoughts of Tony Breckett. Confident that Breckett
dedt in crime, The Shadow would have had further evidence, could he have seen Breckett at that



moment; though, superficidly, the man's actions seemed very trivid.

Across the street from his real-estate office, Breckett was glancing in the window of a candy store, noting
adigplay of imitation basebdlls. They were hollow, and opened a the center, to serve as candy boxes.

Close by was a sporting-goods shop, where red basebdls were sold. People were coming out and
hurrying to the hotel, not far away, where basebdl players, returning from the ball park, were abligingly
autographing basebdls.

Crime was dill on Breckett's mind, and he had an answer to the problems that would be his this evening.
His sdlow lips framed a amile that served insteed of words.

Tony Breckett was no longer worrying about being caught with the goods. He wouldn't be caught—not
even by The Shadow!

CHAPTER XV. VANISHED PEARLS

THE Dilworthy mansion was indeed a showplace. It was s0 large it seemed to bulge from the property
that held it. The hedges that flanked the sides of the manson were so close that people had to lean out of
windows to see them.

For years, old Dilworthy had been trying to acquire more ground on each side. One neighbor was willing
to sl some, but the other wasn't. The other neighbor was Miss Genevieve Ebbling, an dderly spinger
who had more money than she could count, more land than she could measure.

Miss Genevieve could readily have obliged old Dilworthy by sdling hm a few adjoining acres, but she
wouldnt. Dilworthy had tried every persuasion, even hiring Breckett, at intervas, to use his glib talk. But
Miss Genevieve was obdurate, for a specific reason.

Her estate was cdled Nine Oaks, because of its nine huge oak trees. One of those oaks grew very close
to Dilworthy's hedge, and if Genevieve sold that piece of property, she would only have eight oak trees
on her land.

Almog dally, old Dilworthy would step to his upstairs veranda and glare angrily at the ninth oak, hoping it
would die. Some tree experts told him that it would, because of the Spanish moss which covered it like
ornaments on an overly decorated Christmas tree.

Those dreaming masses cut off ar from the leaves and could turn a live oak into a dead one. So far,
however, the ninth oak Hill survived, and even threstened to outlive old Dilworthy.

There were more than a hundred guedts at the PAm Park Parade. They filled reception rooms downstairs
and upgtairs. Dilworthy had hired a lot of extra help for the occasion, and among the many waiters who
were moving everywhere, sarving the refreshments, were two who didn't redly belong.

They were Breckett's specia helpers: Reidsville and Raiford. The outsde crew composed the insde men
tonight. It wasn't so very risky, for Raiford and Reidsville were shirking their duty as waiters. When they
saw Breckett, they looked for his high-sgn and he gave it. Crime was on the move again.

All that postponed it was Haudlin's speech, which he delivered in the downgtairs reception room. Seeing
Crangton and Medrith, Breckett joined them and ligened to Haudlin's edicts on the wefare of Pdm
Park, which included mention of the Spanish moss and the way it menaced the beautiful old trees.

Across the room, old Dilworthy glowered a such comment, while Miss Ebbling, near the doorway,
showed the utmogt interest, Since she was the chief tree fancier in PAm Park.



Haudlin came over to receive congratulations on his speech. A dance was about to start downdairs,
bingo game upgtairs. Breckett cdled a servant, told him to bring a box that he would find in the hdl. The
servant brought it, and Breckett began to remove new basebdls from the box, handing them to Haudlin,
one by one.

"Why not raffle these, dong with the bingo game?' queried Breckett. "They've dl been autographed by
Blue Sox players. Keep one for yoursdf, Haudlin, and you, too, Medrith"—Breckett gave each a
basebal—"and I'll hold one for mysdf." He dropped it in his pocket. "Reffle the rest, and the money can
go as a bonusin the bingo pot."

Breckett would have given a souvenir baseball to Cranston, too; but, a that moment, Cranston wasn't
present. Margo Lane was stlanding by impeatiently, for she had the firgt dance with Medrith. Arlene, in her
turn, had corraled Cranston and they were dready on the floor.

From among the drifting dancers, The Shadow witnessed the baseba | business and decided that he could
ask Margo about its detalls, later.

Buging with basebdls, Haudlin started upstairs. Medrith and Margo joined the dance. Breckett looked
about; seeing no available dancing partner, he went upgtairs, too. The Shadow observed that Bmar was
going in the same direction, which was a help.

Few details could escape Bdmar's photographic mind. At the end of this dance, The Shadow would be
updtairs, too, for he had the next dance with Margo and she would be willing to forgo it and have a look
a the bingo game instead.

THERE was a specid reason why Breckett went upstairs. Miss Genevieve Ebbling had headed for the
bingo game. Next to trees, she loved bingo. In fact, she often threw fashionable bingo parties in the
afternoons, aways outdoors, under one of the nine oaks.

But that wasn't the main reason why Breckett followed Miss Genevieve. The red reason was tha the
lady was wearing pearls.

The party was resplendent with jewels, mogt of them imitation. The conspiring guests had overdone the
thing; some were wearing jewdry that was manifestly junk. There were clever touches, however.

Breckett saw flashy braceets tha he thought were studded with zircons, instead of diamonds, but
couldnt be sure. Garnets were passing as rubies; tourmdines as emerads.

Amethyss and aguamarines looked genuine enough, but for dl Breckett could tel, they might be colored
glass. Many residents of PAm Park owned cheap replicas that matched their vauable gems, so the whole
scene was a delusion to the eye and a snare for crooks.

In fact, for dl the impositions present, Miss Genevieve's pearls appeared the most palpable.

The pearls formed a necklace of remarkable proportions. The largest beads were as huge as marbles,
and they tapered gradudly to tiny Szes at the clasp in back of Miss Genevieve's amnple neck.

There were close to a hundred pearls in the gtring, and dl had the same fant blue hue. Tha necklace, if
redl, couldn't be duplicated for less than a hundred thousand dollars.

People smiled, however, when they saw the pearls. They'd heard about cultured pearls, the kind the
Japanese produced by annoying captive oysters in ther shells. Cultured pearls were actudly the red
atice they amply came from tamed oysters rather than wild ones. So Miss Genevieve might be weering
anecklace of cultured pearls that matched a much more vaugble one.



But Breckett thought differently, as he watched the bingo game from a vantage spot near the door to the
updtairs veranda. He was conscious that men were moving about benesth the veranda, for he could hear
them near the hedge. He knew who they were: local detectives, amplified by deputy police. Dilworthy's
grounds were solidly surrounded.

Sill, Breckett was not troubled. Smoking a cigarette, he listened to the dance musc wafting up from the
floor below. The music wasn't dl that wafted up.

Some waiters arrived, carying trays with glasses. Redsville and Raiford were among them. Breckett
didn't have to point out the Ebbling pearls. The two crooks spotted them at once.

Good men for the coming job, in Breckett's estimate. Together, they behaved like clockwork. Reidsville,
sopping with his tray, took a glance over Miss Genevieve's shoulder, then ebowed in beside her, to
point to her bingo card.

"Youve got a bingo, lady!" Haughty Miss Genevieve couldn't ordinarily tolerate an upstart waiter, but
one who offered her atip that would add a few dollars to her millions was entitled to a hearing.

She couldn't see how her card made bingo, so she indsted that Reidsville point it out. To touch the card,
Redsville had to hold the tray in front of the pearl necklace.

Raiford, passing with an empty tray, stopped to look at the conference. His fingers plucked the clasp
behind Miss Genevieve's neck; he snaked the necklace his direction while his pa, accidentdly jostling the
tray, bumped the lady with it.

The necklace was gone without Miss Genevieve's knowledge, and her bingo was gone, too. Redsville
found he/d made a mistake about the winning number.

ALL thistook place under the eyes of the other bingo players, though not one caught a flash of the swiftly
vanishing pearls. Miss Genevieve, however, was conscious of the gazes and let her hands rove for the
necklace, as she dways did under such circumstances.

When her fingers didn't find the pearls, Miss Genevieve came to her feet with a shriek. She didn't have to
cry that the pearls were gone. Everyone redized it by that time,

Redsville was dill ganding by, flourishing his tray. He purposely upset the glasses, to add to the
excitement. It diverted attention from Raiford, who had neared the veranda door, gathering the necklace
inhis hand under cover of the empty tray.

Breckett's hand caught Raiford's elbow and turned him about. His other hand did below Raiford's fist
and received the necklace.

"Back to the table," ordered Breckett. "Bluff it through with Reidsville. Insst thet they search you, too."

Then, with a quick turn, Breckett was gone to the veranda, while Raiford, heading toward the bingo
table, mixed with a group of other servants, pretending to be as surprised as they were.

From the other end of the room, Haudlin was bawling orders, tdling men to watch the doors and see that
no one left. Prominent members of the PAm Park colony promptly responded.

Breckett, of course, was cut off from farther flight, for there was only one doorway to the veranda, while
beyond itsrall men were caling up from the hedges, wanting to know what the uproar meant.

For the moment, Breckett didn't tdl them. In the darkness of the veranda, he was packing the huge



necklace into a tight space, wadding it with some crinkly tissue paper. Then, Sghting off into the
darkness, he saw a mongtrous object dead ahead, waiting like a massive, slent sentind.

Drawing hisarm back, Breckett took a quick, forward pace, hurling an object off into the night as hard
and far as he could throw it.

Hisfling carried him to the verandarrail. Over the edge, Breckeit shouted to the men below:
"Hurry up, dl of you! There's been a robbery!™

Men came up by the trelis, and Breckett actudly helped them over the ral. When they reached the
guarded door, they halted. Looking across to another door, Breckett saw persons stopping there, too—
people who had come up from the dance to have a look at the bingo game. He saw Lamont Cranston,
accompanied by Margo Lane.

Order was gathering from chaos. Haudlin was taking charge, and he was segregeting dl persons who
might possibly have taken the pearls. Miss Genevieve was walling that the pearls were red, her voice so
anguished that the truth was certain. Assuring her that the missng necklace would be found, Haudlin
ordered a search of the suspects.

They indluded two men who had been playing bingo on each sde of Miss Genevieve, dso, dl servants,
fivein number, who were in the room a the time the necklace disappeared. Haudlin added that if others
cared to be searched, they could volunteer.

A few men accepted the invitation; among them Breckett. He was stepping in from the veranda as he
spoke, dong with the men who had come up from the ground.

Haudlin remarked that Breckett could hardly be regarded as a suspect; nevertheess, he had the right to
be searched if he wanted.

When Margo looked around for Cranston, he was gone. She wondered what clue he could have ganed
to arobbery he hadn't witnessed. Margo didn't know that The Shadow had dready labeled Breckett as
the man to be watched.

Leaving the house, Cranston became The Shadow. No men remained at the hedge below the veranda.
Probing there with a tiny flashlight, The Shadow looked for pearls, but found none hanging from the
hedge.

Usng the trdllis route, he reached the upper veranda and continued the search.

The bingo game was over; everyone had gone downgtairs, except those who were being searched. They
were coming, one by one, from a room across the way. Haudlin was checking them as they came, and
The Shadow noted that Medrith had come up to join him.

Breckett appeared, and turned toward the gtairs with Haudlin and Medrith. He was shaking his head,
indicating that the search had falled. Through the door that Breckett left open, The Shadow saw the last
two men of those who had been searched.

They were servants, hired for the evening, and their faces had a familiar look. Gliding across the deserted
hdl, The Shadow eased through the door and drew it shuit.

THE dlick of the latch brought Raiford and Redsville full about. In the fully lighted room, they saw their
nemess, The Shadow.



If ever two crooks showed scared faces, that pair did. Though The Shadow held only one autométic,
each man thought the muzze was meant for him.

"We didn't snag those pearls,” protested Reidsville. "They just got through searching us"
"And they frisked usright,” inasted Raiford. "Ask 'em, if you don't think they did.”

The Shadow's low laugh responded as he approached. His whispered mirth, the bore of his burning eyes,
mede the thugs tremble. They redized that their use of the words "we' and "us' had betrayed the fact that
they were in colluson. They had satidfied the men who searched them, but not The Shadow. He knew
they could tdl him where the pearls had gone. They would have told him, under the menace of tha gun,
but for the sudden opening of the door. In from the hdlway lunged a man who drove draight for The
Shadow.

It was Breckett, and, to dl intents, he had every right to saize this cloaked stranger who had so sngulaly
arrived in amangon where crime was rife,

Wheding, The Shadow caught Breckett in a swift hold and sent him reding againg two others who
followed him: Haudlin and Medrith. The search had proved that Breckett wasn't carrying a gun, and the
same gpplied to Raford and Reidsville.

They were soringing for The Shadow, but he met them when he came around, hurling one upon the other.
Inatrice, it seemed, The Shadow was capturing three mobstersin asngle stroke.

Right then, the lights went off.

Ingantly, The Shadow made a dive of his own, and just intime. A revolver spurted in the darkness and
its shots were amed for him. The Shadow couldn't afford return shots; they might dip the wrong man.
Instead, he drove in from an angle, to grab the spurting gun. There, he encountered two men, insteed of
one. Another was &fter the same gun.

Next, everyone was tangled in the brawl, and The Shadow was the center of the thing, until a hand
grabbed the door and yanked it wide. Two men broke and fled through the hdl. Raiford and Reidsville
weren't taking chances with The Shadow.

Twiging from the others, The Shadow followed. He fired after the phony servants, but they were diving
down the back dtairs. The Shadow saw Breckett at the door of the room he had left, ydling for Haudlin
and Medrith to come dong. They came; Haudlin firgt, then Medrith.

The latter had the gun, and he stabbed a shot The Shadow's way, far too late to wing the figure in black.
By then, The Shadow was on hisway downgtairsin pursuit of Raiford and Reidsville.

As the phony servants tore through the kitchen, rea servants sprang to their feet. Migtaking The Shadow
for a foe, the loyd servants tried to stop him. He scattered them severd directions, but the deay
prevented him from overtaking the crooks. Raiford and Reidsville were speeding away in a car when The
Shadow arrived outside.

People were rushing from the house, and lights were showing everywhere. No one spotted The Shadow
as he crossed to the shelter of a hedge and followed it to a rear space where Bdmar's car was parked.

There, he whisked off cloak and hat and stowed them under the rear seat. He was out through the other
door when people arrived to search among the cars.

The hunters sprang into cars and turned on headlights. The whole parking space was promptly flooded



for the bendfit of the ardent searchers who were looking for an unknown mean in black. Among the
searchers was Glenn Bemar; between two cars, Bemar ran into Lamont Cranston, ading in the search.

It didn't occur to Bemar, nor to anyone dse, that the esteemed Mr. Cranston, in searching for The
Shadow, was actudly looking for himsdf!

CHAPTER XVI. CRIME'S CONSEQUENCE

IT was late afternoon and the day was brilliant, yet mystery enshrouded PAm Park. The mysery involved
Miss Genevieve Ebblings pearls, and tak of it was on every tongue. In fact, the news was so
widespread, that the loca newspapers were not able to suppress it any longer; which was very serious,
indeed.

The problem was a deep one. Two crooks had fled, thus declaring that they had taken part in crime. The
Shadow, unknown figure in the case, now stood reveded as a champion of right.

It hadn't been apparent, when people discovered him holding two servants trapped in the Dilworthy
mangon. That pair, in declaring their own guilt by flight, had automaticaly put The Shadow in the proper
light.

Ye those very men who betrayed ther fdse colors, were members of the group that had been so
thoroughly searched. They couldn't have carried the pearls away with them. So the question dill
remained: what had become of the Ebbling pearls?

All day, searchers scoured the Dilworthy manson and the narrow grounds around it. They dug deep into
the hedges, and even ingpected the adjoining grounds for a short distance.

Meanwhile, Miss Genevieve Ebbling remained in a state of near collgpse. The only way to humor her
was to ligen to her moans, so Miss Genevieve, seated beneath the most convenient oak tree, was
congtant host to sympathetic vigtors who came and went.

Of course, Bemar fdt it necessary to pay his proper respects, so he and Cranston drove over to see
Miss Genevieve. They found Margo and Arlene chatting with her. For the fifteenth time, Miss Genevieve
was explaning why she had worn her red pearls, ingtead of afase st.

"I've owned those pearls for forty years” she declared, "and their luder is as beautiful as ever. The
reason isthat | never faled to wear them whenever occasion offered. Pearls become dead and colorless
if lad away and never worn. It mars their beauty forever.”

Nether Margo nor Arlene had heard that fact before. The one ligener who knew it was the slent Mr.
Cranston. Without redizing it, Miss Genevieve was dso ging the very reason why crooks had chosen
pearls, lagt night, instead of other gems. Breckett must have learned the ways of pearls from someone,
and acted accordingly.

"People who prize pearls dways wear them,” inadsted Miss Genevieve. "Some people—I, for one—are
specidly gifted at preserving the luster of those wonderful gems. How | cherished those pearld™ Her
voice became awail. "Only to lose them!"

Two new vigtors had just arrived: Haudlin and Medrith. After heping condole with Miss Genevieve on
her loss, they drew to one Side, requesting Cranston to join them.

"Ancther friendly dispute, Cranston,” said Haudlin. "Perhaps you can sHtle it for us. | dam that the
robbers made a vauable haul last night. Medrith thinks otherwise.”



"They were foold" put in Medrith. "Pearls are out of date. Cultured pearls are cheaper, and can be
classed as genuine”

"Until you put them under the X ray," argued Haudlin. "A red pearl shows a circular structure. The
cultured ones have draight linesin the center. That's because a cultured pearl has an atifica nucleus.
Come, Medrith, you must know that much about pearld™

Apparently, Medrith did, but had forgotten it. He recaled that in producing cultured pearls, bits of shdll
were forced into the captive oysters, so that they would build around it as a core. However, Medrith
now shrugged as he queried:

"But where can anyone dispose of those red pearls?'

"In South America, | would say," retorted Haudlin archly. "Diamonds are so pletiful there, that wedthy
persons would be eager to purchase other gems, specificaly genuine pearls, perfectly matched. You are
familiar with South America, Medrith. Am | right?

Asif in reply to the question came a muffled boom, carrying from far away. Blasing was going on in
Haudlin's quarry. It gave Haudlin an idea for another question.

"Perhaps you have forgotten diamonds, Medrith," he said. "So you would neturdly forget other gems,
too. lan't ranching your mainday, at present?”

"ltwill be," returned Medrith, "if | can ever buy that land from Breckett. | hope to become a cattleman -

"Of course" interposed Haudlin. "I hoped to develop a quarry business, too, and | have. There is a
difference, Medrith, between having an idea and going through with it."

MISS GENEVIEVE was cdling, so the testy remarks ended. As they approached the lady, they saw
that she was amiling. Something had made her forget her pearls.

She pointed across the lawn, where a procession of workmen were passing with whedlbarrows laden
with Spanish moss.

"You see, Mr. Haudlin?' she queried. "I'm getting rid of dl that Spanish moss to save those wonderful
oaks of mine. Best of dl, it is not costing me a penny!”

Haudlin stared, a surprised expression on his face.

"They're taking the moss to a mattress factory,” stated Miss Genevieve. "All day, the men have been
raking it down in great clusters and carrying it away in trucks."

Arlene picked up a cluster of mass that had fdlen from the oak above. The uff looked like a mass of
spinach, that would hardly do as quffing for mattresses.

Teking the moss, Miss Genevieve scraped one of the long thin tendrils with her fingernal. The surface
peded away, reveding a core conssting of along, threadlike hair.

"They dry the moss and put it through a scraper,” she explained. "The hair is used in manufacturing the
mattresses. If you want to see how lovely an oak looks when the Spanish moss is gone, look &t the tree
over next to Dilworthy's. The workmen cleared it fir."

Margo and Arlene decided to look &t the tree in question, so Cranston strolled dong. He was teking a
ladt cigarette from his pack, and as he passed a moss-laden tree, he wadded the empty pack and gave it



ahigh toss over his shoulder.

The paper wad never reached the ground. Encountering a huge beard of Spanish moss, it went out of
Sght and stayed there.

Thick, pliant, the weedlike strands had the clutch of living tentacles. What went up did not come down,
when Spanish moss took a grip upon it. The Shadow decided that a trip to the ninth oak would be

unnecessary.

Instead, he went back and borrowed Bemar's car. When the last truckload of Spanish moss pulled out,
Crangton followed it.

THE mattress factory was only a amdl building, flanked by a very large shed. There, the workers were
pilling the gathered moss in great heaps. Beyond were the drying racks, dready hung with strands of
moss, like clothes on aline.

Saidfied that the truckmen would be busy until dark, Cranston drove away. It was after dusk when he
reached Belmar's house and gave the horn adight tap.

Bdmar hadn't returned. It was Lebrue who appeared, expecting to find Cranston in the car. Instead, he
saw The Shadow, diginguishable only as a cloak-shrouded being who gave a whispered command.

Lebrue took the whed and followed the directions The Shadow gave. They retraced the route to the
mattress factory, where Chance stopped some distance away.

Watching after The Shadow had glided into the darkness, Chance was surprised to see the flicker of a
flaghlight near the shed. Previoudy, The Shadow had handled his light in such guarded fashion, that
Chance had never spotted more than the tiniest ray. In fact, though Chance did not redize it, The
Shadow was handling hislight in typica style on this occasion.

The glow that Chance saw came from ancother flaghlight. A man was holding it, to help two others search
through the mound of Spanish maoss that occupied the shed.

From darkness, The Shadow watched and waited. He saw the faces of Raiford and Reidsville, knew that
the man with the light must be Breckett.

At lag, it came.

Finding something in the moss, Raiford dug deep and twisted the object free. He brought it out and held
it to the light. Superficidly, it was a baseball. Breckett chuckled at Raiford's puzzlement. Then Breckett

spoke:
"Open it!"

Raford suddenly discovered that the basebdl was an imitation made of cardboard; though stout and
subgtantid, it redlly had a genuine fed. He cracked it apart, finding it to be nothing more than a hinged
box. Pulling out a wad of tissue paper, Raiford saw something white and lifted it. Tony laughed anew.

Hanging from Raiford's fingers was the Ebbling necklace, uncailed to itsfull length.

"I told you there wouldnt be a go-between," gloated Breckett. "I knew old lady Ebbling would be
wearing redl pearls, so the grab was easy enough. Getting rid of the necklace bothered me, until | went to
the bdl game. The way the two-base hits got logt in the bushes made me think of Spanish moss being
even better.



"I saw this phony bdl in a candy shop and bought it. Y ou saw those red basebdls | brought to the party?
| had them dong for a blind. When you dipped me the necklace, Raiford, | stepped to the veranda,
packed it in this candy bal and let wing.

"It was easer than hitting a barn door, that big oak tree over in old lady Ebbling's yard. | just couldnt
miss The bal couldn't hdp gicking in the Spanish moss, there was so much of it.

"Today, | caled the mattress people and told them | was old man Dilworthy; that | wanted the moss
cleared off Miss Ebbling's nearest oak tree because it was an eyesore.

"I told them to tdl her they'd do the job for nothing. Then, | said: 'Send the hill to my real-estate agent,
Mr. Breckett. | shdl ingtruct him to pay it." Faking Dilworthy's voice was a cinch, and there won't be any
comeback, because when | get the bill, I'll take care of it and Dilworthy won't know athing about it."

WHILE Breckett talked, a Sngular thing was hgppening; so strange, that it ssemingly passed bdief.
Dangling from Raiford's fingers, the Ebbling necklace was disappearing, inch by inch, from the bottom

up!

Asif darkness itsdf possessed some acid srength that could devour pearls, the amazing phenomenon
continued until most complete. By then, the process was closer to the sphere of Breckett's flaghlight,
and the cause of it was vagudy visble.

It wasn't just darkness that was swalowing the pearls. A hand was responsible, a living hand that wore a
thin black glove, the edge of which emerged with a projecting cloak deeve.

The hand of The Shadow!

Nearing Raiford's fingers, The Shadow's digits performed more nimbly then the crooks had on the
previous night. With a twigt, the gloved fingers took the necklace from Raiford's grip without the man
redizing it.

Operating done, The Shadow outdid the system with which the pearls had been lifted from the neck of
Miss Ebbling. The Shadow didn't even lift them; he just let them fdll, and they were gone from Sght.

It was mere coincidence that brought discovery. Having finished his spidl, Breckett happened to want the
necklace & that particular moment.

"Give me those oyster eggs. Raiford -"

As he spoke, Breckett svung the flashlight. Instead of the opalescent pearls, he saw vacancy. He stared
down at the Spanish moss, thinking that Raiford might have dropped the pearls into the heap.

He couldn't even see the moss. Receding blackness blotted it; but Breckett was quick enough to notice
thet the blackness faded. He swung the flashlight wide.

Upon the three mobsters lunged a living hurricane, an autometic shoving out ahead of it, clutched in The
Shadow's other fid. The crooks grabbed for the arm, were lucky enough to hoist it as the big gun spoke.

A dug ripped a chunk from the shed roof. Then The Shadow's gun-weighted fis was dedging
downward, and the thugs were dodging, trying to ward the blow.

The pearls didn't handicap The Shadow; they were hooked within his glove. He grabbed the flashlight
from Breckett, scaled it through the air, clear over the squatty building that adjoined the shed.



Hislaugh was throbbing, taunting in the ears of the men who struggled with him. Resuming the struggle of
the night before, The Shadow was sprawling them on long, hard spills.

All that saved them was the Spanish moss, for it made thar landings soft. Strewn with the suff, crooks
went Saggering from the shed, dashing for a car that was parked nearby. The Shadow heard the spurt of
a motor before crooks reached their god. He knew that Chance was shoving across, to block their
getaway.

Sarting into the darkness, The Shadow planned to trap Breckett and his thuggish companions right in
ther own car.

Suddenly, a brilliant path of light gleamed toward the shed, fully outlining The Shadow inits glow. It came
from an gpproaching car, and the power of the searchlight could not be mistaken. The car was Medrith's
roadster, again covering a crooked getaway.

Whirling about, The Shadow found the shelter of the shed as arevolver barked in his direction.

Those shots were wide, and The Shadow, past the shed edge, intended to blot the searchlight and the
hidden gunner beyond it. The Shadow wasn't on the spot; his rivd occupied that position, though the
circumstances did seem the other way about.

Thinking The Shadow to be in jeopardy, Chance Lebrue swung his car toward the roadster, flashing on
hislights to counteract the searchlight's glare.

Lebrue's act briefly eclipsed The Shadow's path of fire long enough for the roadster to whed to flight,
aong with the car that Breckett drove.

With The Shadow back in the car with him, Chance did his best to make amends, but he had boxed
himsdf in a corner and it took too long to pull about. Fugitive cars had taken separate courses and were
too digant to overtake when Chance findly was under way. The Shadow told him to drive back to
Bdmar's.

AT Bdmar's, while Chance was putting the car away, Cranston drolled indoors to find Margo and
Bdmar playing cribbage. He learned that Arlene had a date with Medrith that evening. Casudly,
Cranston asked if they were going somewhere in Medrith's car.

"Why, no," sad Margo. "I believe they're usng Arlengs. | think that Wayne sent his roadster to the
repair shop to have the searchlight fixed. A short circuit, | believe.”

"And how did you leave Miss Ebbling?'

"Slly as ever," replied Margo. "She and some friends are stting around a table in a dim room, hoping the
spiritswill tip it and spdll out some facts about the necklace.”

Crangton decided that he would go out for a moonlight stroll. He was rigng lazly from his chair as
Chance entered, and from Cranston's manner, Chance thought that Belmar's guest mus have been
drowsing indoors dl the evening.

Once outsgde, Cranston regained his cloak and hat from the rear of Bedmar's car. He became The
Shadow, but he left on foot. He didn't need a car for the short trip he planned.

In the gloom of her huge dining room, Genevieve Ebbling was seated at a large table with a cirdle of a
dozen friends around her. They were skeptica about the table tilting, and so far, it hadn't performed.



Miss Genevieve daimed that the table was too heavy; they had better try another. She cdled for lights,
which pleased her guests, for some of them had fdt a strange impresson of mation in the darkness
around them.

Light, when it came, produced a sensation more sartling than darkness. Gasps and shrieks mingled about
the table. A dozen pairs of eyes were riveted upon Miss Genevieve.

Puzzled, she performed her old habit of plucking for her necklace. Her hands stopped, numbed, her stare
more profoundly awed than any of the rest.

The spirits, it seemed, had done more than speak. They had found the lost, and delivered it. The amazed
Miss Genevieve was wearing her fabulous pearl necklace!

The dtillness that followed was strangdly gtirred by the trail of a distant, parting laugh that crept in from the
whigpering oaks, as though some flegting ghost had uttered it. Those who heard it were wrong when they
attributed the macabre tone to ther strained imaginations.

It was the laugh of The Shadow!

CHAPTER XVII. EVERYBODY HAPPY

NEARLY everybody in Lakedde was very, very happy. The police chief was happy because the
Ebbling necklace had been recovered, and the locd newspaper gave him full credit for restoring it to its
owner, even though he hadn'.

One resident, Tony Breckett, shouldn't have been happy, but he was. Tony was living in new quarters,
above one of the many juke joints on the outside of the city. In cramped but comfortable quarters, he
was entertaining two visitors, while a juke organ ground out music from downgtairs.

It was midnight, and the musc had been going dl evening. Tony's vistors had come into the joint as
customers, then sneaked upgtairs. They were the usud pair: Raiford and Reidsville.

Breckett explained why he was happy.

"Loang the pearls won't matter," he assured. "They were the worst bet of everything we grabbed. Some
of the early jobs were better. The pearls were plenty valuable, but even afdlow like Medrith would have
trouble unloading them. Anyway, losng them paves the way to another job, now that everybody thinks

evaything is quiet.”
Breckett's companions gave unessy looks. They didn't regard matters as quiet.
"Quiet in PAm Park, | mean," said Breckett. "Don't worry about the big job. Medrith will handle that

himsdf, dl done. I've closed my office, and I'm supposed to be on a trip. | know where | can sl out,
without anybody knowing until the felow who buys it shows up in Lakedale, to take over.

"I'm sck of the red-estate busness, anyway. It's too legitimate. So I'm going my way, and you can go
yours. All you're worried about is the payoff due you for the pearl job. W, you're getting it, in full.”

From asmdl chamois bag, Breckett did a Sngle diamond, as magnificent a stone as the viewers had ever
seen. To the eyes of Raford and Reidsville, the gem rated at least a dozen carats, though ther estimate
was probably exaggerated. It was cut in lozenge shape, something of a diamond in itsdf.

"I could give you some smdler ones” declared Breckett, digdlaying some other stones, "but they
wouldn't divide equdly. Why not solit that one?"



"Salit it?" inquired Raiford. "Y ou meean the sparkler or the dough?'

"Both," replied Breckett. "You know old Jolger, who lives down & that flop house where you've been
daying?'

The two crooks nodded.

"He's arefugee from Holland," explained Breckett. "He used to be a diamond cutter. He has tools here
with him. | brought him to Lakedae, in case we needed him. He owes me dough and wants to make it
up. A conscientious guy, and you know wheat trouble they can be.

"Take him that rock and tel him you want it split right across the center. 1t will make two swdl pieces,
both triangle cuts. You can hock them separately, easier than you could the big one. Stick right with
Jolger, until he gets it done."

Both men agreed that they would stay with Jolger. They even argued as to which should have custody of
the diamond until they reached the cheap hotel where Jolger was. They findly maiched for the privilege,
and Raiford won.

Noting thelr faces as they left, Breckett was pleased. They were as happy as he was, which counted
heavily with Tony Breckett. Satisfied henchmen never squesled.

PEOPLE were satidfied, too, in PAm Park. The Ebbling pearls had been returned and crime had
goparently met its magter, in the person of a cloaked fighter whose entry upon the scene had marked the
end of robbery.

But there were certain people whose interests il had to be considered.

They were meting a Haudlin's house, a group that included Countess dd Rondo, returned from Miami,
and other individuds who had suffered from earlier robberies. Towndey, of course, was present, with his
wife, and Haudlin was computing the totals of their lossesin round figures.

The figures approached hdf a million dollars, and Haudlin knew that something must be done about it.
These people had rights equd to those of Genevieve Ebbling. Unless some effort was made to redam
ther lost jewds, they would break the story wide. The policy of suppressng news was over, snce the
Ebhling case had been made public through the press.

"If you give us time" assured Haudlin, "we can surdy apprehend the criminds. | know that everyone
agrees on that point."

He looked around, seeking nods. He recelved one from Bdmar; thought that Cranston's cam expression
was the equivadent of an affirmative. Medrith, however, did not agree & dl.

"The birds have flown,” declared Medrith. "Why not admit the fact, Haudlin? The only chance to get
back the stolen gems would be to capture the crooks in an act of crime and make them confess where
they have placed the solen goods. In fact, a confesson might not be necessary, if the men themsdves
were caught.”

"Wha would you have us do?' demanded Haudlin surlily. "Bait them into a trap?”"
Medrith shrugged; then queried soutly:



"Veay wel," decided Haudlin. "Suppose we make some announcement regarding important jewes that
will be on digplay, now that crime has been hdted. Perhaps you would be willing to supply the gems,
Medrith."

"I specidizein diamonds, and so far, the robbers have ignored such gems. Of course, I'm willing to trade
inafew diamonds for some other gems; if it will help.”

The idea pleased Haudlin and the rest. Almost immediady, the group was discussing the matter of a pool
toward the acquigtion of the required gems Haudlin began to use the telephone, cdling up other
resdents of PAm Park. He had no trouble inducing contributors, once the plan was explained.

Finished with those cdls, Haudlin turned to Medrith with gratitude in his eyes.

"Credit for the suggedtion is yours, Medrith," declared Haudlin. "So far, a dozen persons have agreed to
contribute two thousand dollars apiece. You and | can provide Smilar amounts. | believe by tomorrow
we shdl have doubled the number of contributors. This will enable us to provide a least fifty thousand
dollars for the purchase of suitable gems. The one question is what gems are suitable”

"Dont forget,” added Medrith, "you must aso have some sengble reason for the thing."

That led to new debate, with Haudlin gpproving the various mations, though adways keeping a ready ear
to Medrith's suggestions. It was findly decided that a Sngle gem would be better than a group, since one
famous jewe, on digplay in PAm Park; would be a marked sensation. As for the purpose, Cranston
supplied a good one.

He suggested that the gem be advertised as a reward for the capture of the notorious jewd thieves. That,
initsdf, would attract the atention of the wanted men. The only objection was that such a capture would
mean handing over the gem itsdlf, as a reward; but such an objection had merit in itsdf.

The Countess dd Rondo declared that she would stand a fifth of the reward money, should it be paid;
Towndey and the others chimed in with amilar offers. So it was left to Haudlin to cdl in some important
jewders and let them show their wares. He promptly wrote out telegrams and told his secretary to send
them to New York.

Looking over the schedule of PAm Park events, Haudlin discovered that a fashion show was upon the
cdendar. It was purdy a society affar; the modds would be members of the colony.

All would be wearing jewdry, so one could be delegated to digolay the fifty-thousand-dollar gem that
was to attract the missng men of crime. It was decided that the lucky gifl would be chosen by lot.

WHILE the dite of PAm Park were thus aranging the coming trap, two men of crime had reached ther
destination. Raiford and Reidsville were at their old hotdl; tapping at the door of Jolger's room.

The old diamond cutter was 4ill awake; but he looked annoyed when he poked his head out from his
door to see who was knocking.

The vigtors entered without ceremony. Once ingde, they showed Jolger their diamond. His eyes gleamed
with immediate interest when he heard the men were from Breckett and learned the reason or thar vigt.

Sdting ajewder's glassto his eye, Jolger studied the diamond so long and ardently that Raiford became
worried.

"What's the matter?' he queried. "Aint it red?'



"Very red," replied Jolger, with athick accent. "A very goot diamond. From South America, maybe.”
The crooks exchanged worried glances that Jolger did not notice. Then Raiford demanded:
"Wha makes you think that, Jolger?'

"Thisoneisfrom river diggings,” assured Jolger. "Like in Brazl. It is a very hard diamond. Ah!" His eye
was tight againg the glass. "The grain is as we wigh it. But the dleaving, it will be difficult.”

"Isthat good or bad?’
Jolger looked up and studied Raiford with a amile

"Itisvery goot," he said, "when cleavage is difficult, because it means that the stone, it will not crack. But
for the cutter"—he tapped his chest with his hands—"it is difficult. | must make a sudy of this diamond,
S0 goot a study, before | can begin.”

The thugs agreed that he could study the gem as long as he wished, since they had rented the adjoining
room. Leaving the diamond with Jolger, they went to ther quarters and matched to see which one would
keep firg vigil. They intended that one would aways be awake as long as the diamond was in Jolger's
hands.

AT about that time, The Shadow was leaving Haudlin's, with Bemar. Outside, Margo met them. She
pointed to Arlene's car, where they saw Medrith joining the other girl.

Arlene yidded the whed to Medrith, and they saw the girl's red hair rest againgt his shoulder as the car
rode away.

"You can drop me off a Arlenes" laughed Margo. "I think those two love birds would rather be adone.”

"Apparently the tiffs are redly over,” observed Bdmar. "Arlene doesn't seem annoyed because Wayne
saw the countess this evening.”

"I think they settled dl their problems last night,” declared Margo. "Arlene says it was the most wonderful
evening that she ever spent. Of course, she dways thinksin the future when she talks of Wayne. That has
alot to dowithit."

The Shadow caught the sgnificance in Margo's tone. It meant that Medrith hadn't added new evidence to
support his dibis at the times when certain robberies had been committed. Maybe Arlene had logt her
doubts, but Margo certainly hadn't.

As for The Shadow, he had doubts of his own. He was thinking of the episode a the mattress factory,
when crooks managed to dip his tails, thanks to sudden intervention in their behdf. The Shadow, too,
was thinking of the future, but he was linking it with the past.

He liked the plan to come, the method which Haudlin had developed from Medrith's suggestion and
which promised to prove a snare for criminas. But The Shadow was no longer thinking in terms of Tony
Breckett and the thugs who worked with him. They could be gathered into the fold a a future date.

Breckett was labeled, and The Shadow had identified the others from pictures in his microphoto rogues
gdlery, which he had brought from New Y ork with him. None of them, not even Breckett, was custodian
of the solen gems.

The Shadow shared the generd satisfaction that was rife throughout PAm Park, for the future promised



success to his cause—the trgpping of the real brain who managed ways of crime,

CHAPTER XVIII. THE FASHION SHOW

RICHARD HAUDLIN sat in his study and gestured &t the row of gems upon his desk. A dozen girls
Margo and Arlene among them, were fascinated by the display.

Gems of amilar Sze, dl setinidenticad pendants and dl very beautiful. Catching the rays of the afternoon
aun, each stone sought to outdazzle its next companion.

Beckoning to a gdlid jeweder who stood by, Haudlin requested him to name the various gems. The
jewder identified them with taps, as he reded off the lig: citrine, peridot, chrysoberyl, rubdlite,
amanding, jacinth. The very names were fascinating! The jewedler cameto the lagt in line, and announced:
"Alexandritel"

Haudlin picked up the find gem and held it in his pam. It was green in hue, much like an emerald.

"Thisisthe prize jewd," he declared. "A rare dexandrite from Ceylon. The jewder tdls me that they are
seldom found so large and fine. This dexandrite represents our fifty thousand dollars. We ddl place it in
abox by itdf."

He did so; then resumed:

"The others are merdly semiprecious stones. Some worth severa hundred dollars each, but no more. Let
me see'—he began to count then—"we have more than enough, havent we? Very wel, | shdl choose
the rest mysdf.

"This evening, each will be in a separate box, and we shdl give them out a random. One lucky person
will receive the dexandrite, but in order to be far to dl, no one must mention the rare gem. At the finish
of the fashion show, we shdl announce its identity to the audience.”

Theideaintrigued the girls, as they left to make ready for the evening. Margo, in particular, could see the
method in Haudlin's plan. The newspapers were mentioning the mystery gem that would be the feature of
the fashion show, but they had not specified what sort of ajewe it would be.

Crooks would be kept guessing, and dl the while, detectives in the audience would be on the lookouit.
Not just the local detectives, but private investigators hired specidly for this occasion. By the time crooks
eased around and scented out the gem they wanted, detectives would have aline on them.

Thet, a least, was the theory, but in practice Margo wondered how it would work. She fdt that the
crooks, if they appeared, would be clever enough to bak the detectives.

Margo, however, had no worry as to the find outcome. Lamont Cranston would be & the fashion show.
The red issue would be settled by The Shadow.

It was dusk when the girls arrived a the little theater where the show was to be held. A buffet supper
was hdd, and afterward, they went to the dressng rooms to put on the gowns they were to modd.
Margo was just finishing her make-up and was ready for her gown, when she heard a car stop below her
window.

No one e wasin the little dressng room, for Margo had tarried purposely. Drawing her kimono over
her shoulders, she leaned from the window and spoke softly:

"Lamont!"



It was Chance Lebrue who answered. He had dropped Cranston and Bdmar at the front, and was to
join them. Quickly, Margo gave Chance the needed facts.

"The prize gem is an dexandrite" she said. "We don't know who will wear it, but it is a green stone. It
will be the only green onein the lot. Tdl Lamont -"

Margo had to close abruptly because a maid was ariving with her gown. But she saw Chance nod and
gart around the corner. Sure that word would reach Cranston, Margo was quite satisfied.

OUTSIDE the dressing room, Margo found the other girls dl waiting for her. Haudlin was on hand,
beaming, as he placed the dozen boxes on atable. The girls took their choice, and Haudlin remarked:

"The detectives saw the gems this afternoon. They will know which gem to watch. So the lucky girl will
have no need to worry."

He bowed and left. The girls opened the boxes. Amid the tones of disgppointment around her, Margo
found hersdf fascinated by the gem that she had chanced to pick. There it lay; vivid in the glow of the
border lights above the stage.

A gem of gimmering green!

Arlene was the fird to offer congratulations. She had picked a red stone, and appeared to be quite
pleased. She said it would go wel with her hair.

That sly brought a amile from the rest, and the tensgon was broken. They dl congratulated Margo on
picking the dexandrite. The others only wished they could remember the names of ther particular gems.

"I think thisis the rubdlite™” said Arlene, referring to the red stone that she wore. "Anyway, well find out
afterward—and here's a secret, girls Mr. Haudlin is going to let us keep the pendants. All except the
dexandrite, but I'm sure héll give Margo another instead.”

The curtain arose and the show was on. As Margo promenaded dong the runway, she was conscious
that dl eyes were fixed upon her. Certainly, the detectives were watching her, but it seemed that others
werein the know, too.

She looked for Cranston, but did not see him. She ssw Bdmar, and Chance was with him, and she
suddenly wondered if Lamont had come.

It might be that he had assumed the role of The Shadow too soon. For once, Margo was redly worried.

Then she was back on the stage once more, away from the dazzle of the spotlights. The curtain was
dropping, and there was to be a five-minute intermisson before the tableau scene.

Margo looked for Arlene, saw her coming from a dressing room, crumpling a note.

"It'sfrom Wayne," said Arlene. "A message that someone received over the telephone. He wants to see
me. I'll be right outside, Margo. Cdl mein timefor the curtain.”

Margo nodded. She turned toward her own dressng room. She had hardly reached the door, before a
hand clutched her arm. Its touch was firm, yet reassuring; Margo recognized it indantly. She turned, to
see Crangton's eyes upon her. At least, she knew them for Lamont's eyes, though they looked so
different when he wore the garb that so completely concedled his other features. The hand that pressed
Margo's am was gloved in black; the same color as the cloak and hat above. Wdl though she knew
Cranston, he seemed a srangdly different personage when he became The Shadow.



"Quickly," The Shadow undertoned. "Where is Arlene?’
"She went to see Wayne Medrith," began Margo. "But she's perfectly safe. I'm wearing the dexandrite -"

MARGO couldn' finish. She had gestured toward the stage door, and The Shadow understood where
Arlene had gone. He was away with swift strides that carried him across the paths of two girls who
stopped short, blinking at the black-cloaked form that swept past them.

Then Margo was running, too, tripping over her trailing gown, until she had sense enough to bunch it. She
hed only reached the center of the stage when she heard a sartled cry from outdoors. a voice tha she
knew was Arlenes.

Reeching the stage door, Margo saw across the parking space, where Arlene, didinguishable by her
light-hued gown, was in the clutches of a man with upraised gun. Margo couldn't make out the attacker,
but she saw the glimmer of his revolver, poised to ddiver a gunning stroke into the reddish tresses that
were Arlenes.

Margo gave a scream, hersdf, hoping to divert the man's attention. Margo's cry couldn't have helped; in
fact, it wasn't heard.

The blagt of a big gun drowned it. The wegpon stabbed from darkness just below where Margo stood.
Its thrust was amed close to the man who held Arlenein his clutch. The gun stab was accompanied by a
fierce laugh that threatened prompt disaster, should the would-be murderer complete his swing.

The Shadow's shot missed the upraised arm by inches only. Arlene's captor must have heard its whine
and known that the next blast from The Shadow's gun would dip him. With a sdeward sweep, he sent
Arlene sprawling toward The Shadow; turning, the assailant bolted off among the parked cars.

Stresking after him, The Shadow had passed Arlene when Margo reached her. Arlene was dl right; she
came up gasping. Her words, too, were coherent.

“l... I don't know... who it wadl" she told Margo. "I thought it was Wayne... but | didn't see his face. No,
it couldn't have been Waynel" Arlené's voice showed plainly thet she was trying to deny something that
she didn't want to believe. "Not Wayne!"

Her voice choked with a sob.
"Look, Margo!" Arlene raised her hands helplesdy. "He took my red pendant. Why?"

Others were echoing "why," as they crowded about Arlene. Then, suddenly, they thought of Margo, who
was wearing the dl-important green gem, the one that the robber should actudly have tried to stedl. By
the time they thought of Margo, it was too late. She had dashed off between the cars.

Margo heard frantic calls behind her, but she didn't ligen. She heard the roar of motors up ahead, and
thought that she was too late. Three cars, at least, were leaving, and only one could be The Shadow's.

Margo sprang for the nearest a hand, and found it was the right one. Bemar's, of course, but The
Shadow's for the time being.

Chance Lebrue was at the whed, The Shadow beside him, as Margo made a dive into the rear seat. She
crouched there, peering between the two men in front, watching for Sgns of other cars ahead. A whole
cavacade was coming from behind, but Chance was outdigancing them. He was exhibiting the
breakneck speed for which he was famous, and the wild ride thrilled Margo.



As they cut around the end of a lake, Margo glimpsed a car that was looping ahead of them. The
moonlight struck it, and Margo gave a slent, disappointed gulp. The car was Medrith's roadster; he had
driven it to the fashion show, done, this evening.

Poor Arlene! Those dibis would certainly crash upon her head, even though the swinging gun hadntt.

But Margo was steded to such things. Time and again, she had seen The Shadow prove crime againgt
men who were likable on the surface. She had only hoped that with Wayne Medrith, the good qudities
would prove deeper.

THEN came The Shadow's voice, in an easy whisper:

"Dont huddle, Margo. We know you are with us. You can see better if you lift your head a little higher.
Since you chose to come, we are glad to have you."

"Even though I'm worth fifty thousand dollars?' queried Margo, not to be outdone. "I'm wearing the
dexandrite. Remember?'

The Shadow's quiet laugh puzzled Margo.
"You are wearing a green sone," he declared, "which is probably a peridot.”

Margo remembered tha there had been a peridot among the cheaper gems that Haudlin showed, and
that it was green. Perhaps The Shadow was right; but he was wrong on one thing.

"But Arlene's pendant had a red gem,” argued Margo, "and the dexandrite was green.”

Agan, The Shadow laughed. "Very curious” he said, "that an dexandrite should be so pecidly vaued.
It should have occurred to you, Margo, that such a gem possesses a specid qudity -"

"A specid qudity?'

"Yes. The dexandrite is unique anong gems. By day, it has the rich green of an emerad; under atificd
light, it takes the deep red of the ruby. It was fortunate you remembered the name of the gem, as well as
its color, at the timeyou saw it."

Margo sank back into the rear seat, totaly bewildered. She clutched the pendant that was dangling from
her neck, and thought of dl the worry it had given her during the fashion parade. Then Margo's atention
was riveted anew on what lay ahead.

Medrith's car had gone from sght. There wasn't a sound of a motor up ahead. Somewhere in the
darkness, the tral had been log; yet there was dill a chance of finding it.

Through the pams, Margo could see the glimmer of alake that curved in crescent fashion. At leadt, there
was a chance that The Shadow had boxed in the man he wanted.

Like an answer to Margo's hope came the whispered laugh of The Shadow.

CHAPTER XIX. CROOKS MAKE CLAIM

IN the squalid hotdl room where Jolger lived, a tense scene wasin progress. The jewd cutter was seated
a atable infront of him was a smdl wooden pedestd, only afew inchesin height. Mounted in the top of
the pedestal, which was shaped like a bowl, lay the four-sded diamond that Raiford and Reidsville had
brought him.



Straight across the middle of the diamond ran a thin groove, bardy discernible amid the sparkle. The
groove marked the divison of the diamond into two equd triangles, as the mutud owners wanted it.

Those same two owners were peering across Jolger's shoulders. Annoyed, he pressed them back.

"Thisis ddicate work," he told them. " Sometimes, with very important diamonds, | have studied carefully
for days before atempting this. It is a time when the nerves are tight; the mind has great worry. You say it
issmple, asyou wish it. | tdl you, it isdifficult. We dl should know our own work."

The argument convinced both crooks. Ther own work, too, had proven much harder than might be
supposed. They stepped back, to give Jolger the room he wanted. They watched him take a sted plate
that he cdled a deaving iron and place its sharp edge in the groove.

Jolger had done that a dozen times before; this time, he was ready. In his other hand he held a wooden
hammer, not much larger than a potato masher.

Deliberately, Jolger poised the hammer, then struck a forcible blow againg the upper edge of the sted
plate. The watching men expected the diamond to split. It didn't, and Jolger struck again.

Thistime, faint traces of dust were apparent dong the lower edge of the deaving iron. Jolger supplied a
third stroke, direct and hard.

The diamond plit, and more. As it broke, it seemed to crumble. The dust that came from it was black,
obliterating the glitter.

Jolger pulled the tools away and stared, trandfixed. He poked a finger in the diamond dust, expecting to
find the stone itsdf; but it was gone. The farther Jolger probed, the more dust he found, a grayish dugt,
with little dots of black.

Raiford shoved forward, ydled: "Say, what -"

"It isimpossble" excdlamed Jolger. "Impossible, yet no! It is like carbonado, that they find in Brazil. |
have seen it in bits that have no cleavage, but this is dust. And the black"—he moistened his finger tips
and raised some particles—"is what you cdl graphite.”

"Lay off!" snarled Raiford. "If you switched that diamond on us -* Jolger turned helpledy.

"How could I make one fase diamond here?' he queried. "Never have | seen such as this But | have
heard of ways that fdse diamonds can be made. Always with carbon, they have tried it—but in this case,
with carbonado, which is different. Ahl"—he bowed his head—"to think that | should declare one
diamond red, when it was fdse -"

Redsville was stepping forward to dutch Jolger and shake him. Raiford stopped him.

"Come dong,” said Raiford. "This dope don't know what it's dl about. There's another guy can tdl
us—and willl"

TAKING their car, the pair sped to the juke joint and entered by a side door. They didn't even waste
time dropping a nickd in the juke organ, as most customers did.

Stepping around the corner from the bar, they found the stairs and went up. They announced themsalves
outsde of Breckett's door, and he opened it.

Then Breckett was backing away, his hands lifted, under the threat of two guns. On the bed, the others



saw his half-packed suitcase. Raiford snarled:

"Taking a powder on us, huh?'

"Youre crazy!" retorted Breckett. "If 1'd wanted to run out, I'd have done it sooner. What's up?"
"Thisisup!" Raiford pocketed his gun, turned to his companion and gruffed: "Cover him, Reidy."

Then, producing a folded paper, he opened it and showed Breckett the grayish powder. Raford had
scooped it up before leaving Jolger's.

"That's what happened when Jolger tried to solit the diamond!™

Breckett's eyes glared dishdief. Then, redizing that Raiford was in earnest, he gingerly brought the
chamois bag from his vest pocket. Taking a smdl diamond, he lad it on the window sll; removing his
shoe, he smashed it on the diamond.

When Breckett lifted the shoe, dl that remained was grayish dust, with black flakes.

"Get it?' queried Raiford. "l guess you're with us, Tony. We want to see this Medrith guy and have a
showdown... Park your gat, Reidy. You won't need it until |ater.”

Sowly, Breckett stroked his chin.
"Il take you to Medrith," he said. "Only, let me do the talking. I'll show you how to handle him."

IF crooks thought they would make trouble for Medrith, they were a bit belated. Already, Medrith was
finding trouble for himsdf. He had parked his car where he had |eft it severa nights before, near his
boathouse on the cand.

A gun was pressed againgt him, a voice spesking in his ear. The voice was Haudlin's, the big man had
reached this destination ahead of Medrith.

"Thought you could fool me, Medrith," said Haudlin. "Step in Sght, where thereisalight. I'm going to get
to the bottom of these crimed”

He moved Medrith into the boathouse and turned on the light. There, the two faced each other, Haudlin
with the gun, Medrith with half-raised hands.

There was a telephone near at hand. Haudlin lifted the receiver and managed to did the operator with a
angle sweep of hisfree hand. He asked for police headquarters. Then Haudlin was tdling where he was
and requesting the chief to send a detall.

All the while, Medrith retained his pose. His handsome face wore a dight amile.

"You took a long chance, Medrith,” declared Haudlin. "Trying to stage a crime aone, when your
followersfaled to appear. | thought 1'd find you here"

"Let me compliment you on your imagination,” retorted Medrith. "If you think you can pin these crimes on
me, you are along way off!"

"Youll have a hard time proving otherwise.”

"Not when | name the man responsible. Have you thought of Breckett as the red crimind?'



Haudlin stared a Medrith closdly.
"You mean that Breckett worked with you before?!

"Only on hisown," replied Medrith. "I had my due that night a Dilworthy's, when | grabbed the gun
away from him. I'm sure that Breckett turned off the lights and fired those shots a The Shadow."

"And tonight?"

"I didn't seize Arlene" declared Medrith. "I was too far away to hep her. The Shadow handled that
matter, ingtead. | reached my car and went after the one ahead. | boxed it near here, and decided that
this was where Breckett came.”

Both men were too intense to notice the blackness that infringed from the doorway. It seemed as though
night itsdlf, or at least a portion of it, was moving in to join the conference. A hawkish slhouette traced
itsdf upon the floor, a cregping carpet of phantom blackness, coming closer by degrees.

Haudlin put a question, narrowly:
"Why should Breckett have come here?'

"He knew the place," replied Medrith coolly. "He used it as a base tha night the thieves escaped by
speedboat. | beieve he used my car, too. The keys were redly in the lock.

"Then, again, the night after the trouble at Dilworthy's, | left my car to have the wiring fixed. | noted the
mileage, and it was higher, later. I'm sure that Breckett had the car out, thet time”

Though Medrith's tone had the ring of assurance, Haudlin regarded the statements as feeble,

"Sorry, Medrith." There was atinge of sarcasm in Haudlin's tone. "I'm holding you here until the police
arrive. They can judge the merits of your story. Stand as you are; | hear them coming.”

A CAR was coming in toward the boathouse. Blackness moved away from the door. Haudlin kept
Medrith covered, as thoroughly as before, until footsteps banged upon the threshol d.

Then, noting Medrith's sudden turn of gaze, the surprise that showed upon his face, Haudlin turned, too.

The police hadn't arrived. Instead, Tony Breckett was at hand, backed by two thuggish men with drawn
guns. Medrith turned to Haudlin and queried:

"You see?'

"Welve got something to settle” spoke Breckett, advancing between the two. He had a gun in one hand,
his left was cupped, displaying a grayish powder. "These diamonds you've been usng to pay us off—
they're phony! They fdl gpart—into this suff!"

Both Medrith and Haudlin were facing Breckett as he spoke. Haudlin swung about.
"So that's your gamel" he stormed. "Fake diamonds, the kind you said no one could make -"

Haudlin had lowered his own gun, hence was no longer covering Medrith. Breckett, confident that his
thugs were backing him, was careless with hisrevolver. In their turn, Raiford and Reidsville, remembering
Breckett's admonition, were holding their weapons loosdly. It was a chance for Medrith, and he took it.

Soringing suddenly behind Haudlin, he hurled the big man about, shoving him toward Breckett. Medrith



was pulling his own revolver at the moment.

Before Breckett could take am, a gun spoke. It was Haudlin's. Coming straight a Breckett, Haudlin
blasted. His bullet caught Breckett in the chest and staggered him.

Nether Raiford nor Reidsville noticed. They thought that Breckett could surely beat Haudlin to the shot.
They were goringing to get Medrith, and they might have, if another fighter had not overtaken them. He
came with a surge, The Shadow!

Hurling himsdf upon the thugs from behind, The Shadow flattened them. His sprawl, dong with theirs,
carried him below the leve of other guns. Whedling up from between the men that he had floored, The
Shadow took am at the doorway.

Haudlin was dready through, and Medrith was legping after him. Raiford was trying to am, too, as he
shouted:

"Well get you Medrith! Giving us diamonds that go to powder -"

He ended with a Sdeward sprawl thet jarred him. For the firg time, Raiford redlized what had sprawled
him. He saw The Shadow. He tried to am, but The Shadow dugged the gun from his fig, then gave a
kick that disarmed Reidsville, who was groggily risng on hands and knees.

The Shadow had no time to waste with these smdl-fry. He was leaving them to the police, whose cars
were whining in the distance, their srens at full blast.

Nor had he time for Tony Breckett, for the man was dead. Springing across the outstretched body, The
Shadow headed after bigger game. He pressed a gun into Lebrue's hand, told him to hold the two crooks
where they were.

Then, a the whed of Bddmar's car, The Shadow was speeding away with Margo, taking the same route
that Haudlin and Medrith had followed, in succession.

As he drove, The Shadow laughed. Whether his strident tone was meant for those ahead or the men he
hed |eft behind, Margo Lane could not guess!

CHAPTER XX. THE FINAL BLAST

SHOTS sounded from the region of the boathouse as The Shadow wheded dong the curving drive.
Margo saw him tilt his head and ligen. He seemed to understand them, for he laughed, though his tone
was much like a knell.

Ohbvioudy, Raiford and Reidsville had tried to make a break for it. It wasn't Lebrue who stopped them;
The Shadow had heard too many shots. The thugs had run right into the police and taken a full dose of
bullets. As for Lebrue, The Shadow knew he could explan himsdf wel enough. His story to the police
would gain a backing later.

Theride, itsdf, was a wild one, and Margo decided that The Shadow must have been learning tricks of
speed from his daredevil chauffeur. Where it was leading, she couldn't guess, for they were vearing away
from Pam Park.

At moments, The Shadow dackened speed to choose a road, and Margo soon redized that he wasn't
fallowing a definite route, but was picking his direction.

At lagt they came to aralling road, and Margo redized where they were. This was the road that led to



Haudlin's quarry, for she had passed it one day while driving with Arlene. Why the trall was leading there,
Margo could only wait and learn.

Thefird car to reach the quarry was Haudlin's. Stepping from it, he turned it over to the watchman and
gave him brisk orders which the fellow followed, even though he didn't understand them.

"l want you to go to Medrith's boathouse," stated Haudlin, "and bring the police here. Y ou will find them
a the boathouse. But take the lower road. | think it will be safer.”

While the watchman was driving away, Haudlin produced a set of keys and unlocked the door of the
heavy-built storehouse. He listened, heard the sound of an approaching car. As it came to a stop, he
harkened for another, but did not hear a further noise.

Tuming on alight, Haudlin stepped outside again and waited in the darkness. Soon, a man approached
and gole close to the quarry house. The light from the doorway showed a tense, grim face: Medrith's.

Peering through the doorway, Medrith moved ingde. His eyes stared a what he saw; his lips began to
amile

Then Medrith's amile was gone, his gun usdess. Haudlin had stepped up in back of him and was
prodding him through the doorway. He ordered Medrith to drop his gun, which Medrith did, sullenly.
Haudlin forced him to turn around, but kept him facing the center of the little building.

"Dont worry yet, Medrith," said Haudlin, with a heavy chuckle. "You 4ill may be worth more to me
dive, rather than dead. At leadt, | should like you to view the arrangements here.”

In the center of the quarry house stood a great sted cylinder mounted upon concrete. It had a lid,
gripped tight, by huge clamps, reinforced with an added cap of metd. The whole contrivance gave the
impression of great strength.

Medrith gritted words, hdf doud: "What afool | wadl"

"Not because of this" returned Haudlin. ™Y ou were right when you said that there was no way of making
synthetic diamonds. Y ou were thinking of the past, however, not the present.”

Medrith dill gazed at the giant cylinder.
"I'd heard of thisway," he began. "It was used by Noble, years ago, but it failed.”

"Exadtly," declared Haudlin. "The method was to use a powerful explosve indde a huge sted cylinder,
thus attaining a pressure of fifty tons per square inch and a temperature, exceeding five thousand degrees
centigrade. The process liquefied a quantity of carbon included in the cylinder and turned it into diamond
crysas”

"No one was ever sure that they were diamonds -"
"l was" interrupted Haudlin.

"What dse could they have been? So | worked on the process, and improved it. Mine is a stronger
cylinder. My explosive is more powerful than cordite, which was origindly used, and a dower burning
type. Instead of ordinary carbon, | used the minerd carbonado, an opague variety of diamond.

"Yes | tried bort, and balas, but carbonado was the best, especidly with graphite added. Unfortunately,
my diamonds did not stand the absolute test.”



So gum was Haudlin at that moment, that Medrith dmost attempted another break. Hating him with a
quick gun gesture, Haudlin resumed his theme.

"You and your diamonds from South America," he sneered. "l could make diamonds that would ruin the
market entirdly! But | needed to improve my process. While thus engaged, | saw a way to fortify mysdf
when the market fell.

"I hired men to gted other gems, and | paid them off in diamonds. My diamondsl Diamonds perfect
enough to foal the experts, for the present. Diamonds that | could turn out by the bushel. You see how
nicdy it led back to you, Medrith?!

Medrith saw. All of Haudlin's talk had been designed for that purpose. His methods, too, had been a
perfect frame-up. He had put Medrith at a disadvantage, the night when the countess lost her jewels.

Breckett, done, had driven Medrith's car, borrowed from the boathouse, on the night of the Towndey
robbery. It was Haudlin who had pulled a gun at Dilworthy's, the gun that Medrith had later gotten in the
dark.

"You fooled yoursdf there;” sneered Haudin. "Tony couldint have had a gun; he had just been searched.
But you forgot it, Medrith -

The Shadow had not forgotten.

His whispered laugh crept through the quarry house with dl its sniser mockery. It came at the perfect
moment, when Haudlin, referring to a gun, had gestured his own. He wasn't covering Medrith any longer;
nor could he, for The Shadow, just within the doorway, was holding a bulge on Haudlin.

It was Haudlin's turn to be amazed. He couldn't redlize how The Shadow had arrived here so quickly, or
a dl. Then Haudlin remembered the raling road, and scowled.

At the beginning of that hilly highway, The Shadow had smply cut off his motor and ridden the rough
road right to the quarry, without a sound.

Asfor choosing the quarry, The Shadow cadmly explained that point.

"I saw your game" he told Haudlin. "Like Medrith, you were a possble suspect throughout. Your
giveaway came when you used Medrith's car to vigt the mattress factory. | happen to have learned that
Medrith's dibi was valid, that evening.

"Tonight, your game was far too strong. Y ou were the man who actudly put across the idea of a gem as
a reward, and chose the color-changing dexandrite. As for seeing Breckett, you had as many
opportunities as Medrith. Histalk of Medrith, as the man higher up, was dl for the benfit of the thugs he
hired.

"Tonight, Breckett came to have a showdown with you, not Medrith. But he was playing his cards well,
redizing that your crumbling diamonds might be the result of accident. You saw your chance and
murdered Breckett, knowing the others would go after Medrith. In one stroke, you thought you could
diminate the man who knew the truth and the man you tried to frame!™

Haudlin had only haf succeeded in that effort. His partid success was to the benefit of justice, rather than
crime, Snceit had disposed of Tony Breckett, a murderer in his own right. His falure to pave the way for
Medrith's death had been stopped by The Shadow, the master of jugtice who at this moment was placing
dl blame for crime exactly where it belonged.



Sill, Haudlin had a scheme in mind. Hed come here for a purpose: to blast his synthetic diamond plant,
now that it had failed him, and thus destroy dl evidence.

Cdculaing that Medrith might follow, Haudlin hoped to blast him with it, provided he could not make the
framed man agree to terms that might prove profitable to both, a thing which Medrith was too honest to
ever do.

The Shadow, it seemed, had come on a due gained long ago.

"I dways wanted to see this quarry house," he told Haudlin. "That is, the ingde of it. A quarry shack built
like a bank vault is as odd as a quarry where blasts occur at times when no men are working there."

IT was the find touch. The Shadow was reveding why Haudlin had gone into the quarry business. Not
jugt to have explosives handy for his diamond-making. He needed a cover-up for the huge blagts that
occurred in hismighty sted cylinder, reverberations that shook the surrounding countryside.

Blagts were Haudlin's business. He remembered it in this frantic moment. He sprang toward the sted
cylinder, shouting that he was going for explosives, a trick which faled to deceive The Shadow, who
knew that Haudlin wouldn't keep such dangerous stuff so close.

AsHaudlin reached the far Sde of the cylinder, he found The Shadow coming around to meet him.

Reversang his course, Haudlin fled for the doorway. Medrith's attempt to block him was like handling
human dynamite. Haudlin threw hiswhole bulk into the drive and sent Medrith sprawling.

In the melee, The Shadow had no chance to am. Haudlin was through the door, cutting across the quarry
to where the explosive redly was.

Cars were roaring dong the ralling road when The Shadow spotted Haudlin close beside the diff, where
hisfigure showed againg the limestone background. Haudlin's hand was up, with a gtick of explosive in
its clutch. His hand was beginning the throw, when The Shadow fired the necessary shot.

Haudlin wavered, while The Shadow was swegping Medrith back into the quarry house. As Haudlin fell,
the find blast responded. He fdl close agang the diff, and the blast which obliterated him forever
brought down chunks of rocks upon the very spot that marked his place of doom.

A bit shaken by the blast, his eyes blinded by the mighty burst of flame, Wayne Medrith findly managed
to look for The Shadow. By then, his cloaked friend was gone. Instead, police were coming down to the
quarry. They ligtened to his story readily, for Medrith had the proof a hand.

The proof was the strong-built quarry house; for the firg time, its interior was open for public view, and
the evidence, with Medrith's tesimony amplified by facts he had heard The Shadow state, was
indisputable.

While Medrith tedtified, a car rolled away from the spot where it had parked, secluded, off the side of the
road. The Shadow was the driver, and Margo Lane was with him. Ther first stop was a Arlene Hamil's
home, where The Shadow let Margo off. While he was waiting outside, The Shadow heard a voice
beside the car.

It was Chance Lebrue. Things had happened a the boathouse just as The Shadow pictured them.
Raford and Redsville were dead, like ther former pals. But Chance hadnt stayed around to
congratulate the police. HE'd eased out of the scene unnoticed, and had come to Arlene's, knowing that
The Shadow would eventudly drop Margo there.



With Chance in the car beside him, The Shadow heard the quick throb of a motor from the Hamil
garage. Then a car soun by, whipping at a speed which even Lebrue conceded was remarkable. At its
whed was a red-haired girl, bound for a distant quarry. Margo had told Arlene where she would find
Wayne Medrith.

From her own window, Margo watched the other car that moved away in the direction of Bemar's
house. She listened, intently, for the parting sound that she knew would come. At firgt, she heard only the
whigper of the pam trees; then came the tone that she expected.

A drange laugh, distant, yet vagudy close; traling, yet lingering with its echoes, as though loath to
dwindle from this setting where its author had conquered crime and won.

That mirth was mudc to Margo's ears, for she had witnessed the ddivery of the judtice that it
represented.

The Shadow's triumph laugh!
THE END



