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CHAPTER |. THE IVORY BOXES

THERE were five men gathered around the table; five whose faces were intent as they gazed at the
object tha rested in the center—an ivory box, its surface carved in an intricate pattern of harmonious
design. The box was a perfect cube, measuring nearly a foot on each side, and it seemed to invite the
grasp of eager hands.

However, such hands were restraining themselves. Four of the men present were leaving dl handling of
the box to Alexander Talbor, the man who could daim its ownership by right of present possession.

He was an odd creature, Tabor. His deep-lined face, his thin gray har and stooped shoulders,
evidenced the weight of age. In contrast, Tabor, by action, showed himsdf spry and energetic.
Experience had aged him, but with it Alexander Talbor had lost none of the driving force that had carried
him through strange adventuresin distant lands.

Not the least of those adventures was the one that had resulted in Talbor's acquisition of the ivory box
and its contents, which dl the rest were so eager to see. Tabor recognized their impatience, when he
looked about the group.
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"Hveivory boxes" chuckled Talbor. "One for each of us. Rare boxes, obtained a a high price—that of
many lived"

The ligteners stared. Tabor was gpeaking of five boxes, whereas they saw only one. Thelr curiogty about
the other four was soon to be satisfied. Picking up the box between his quick, nervous hands, Tabor
probed deftly among the many squares that formed its pattern. Quite suddenly, the lid of the cube sprang

open.

Ingde was a second box, that Talbor removed. It was smilar to the fird, except in Sze, being about two
inches smdler. Removing the second box, Tabor played his fingers dong its surface. In the same
aurprisng fashion, the second box came open.

A third box was within. Again, Talbor operated it deftly, to open it and produce a fourth. Therewith, his
action was repeated, until the fourth box, soringing wide, disgorged a fifth, which, according to Tabor's
own tabulation, must be the find one.

It was the fifth box, amdl enough to be cupped between his loose-spread hands, that Talbor handled
with the grestest care.

Tabor's eyes were quick and darty as they roved the group, seeking to capture other gazes. When he
was sdtisfied on that point, Tabor pressed a hidden spring; the fifth box came wide, and its owner
chuckled as he placed it on the table, beside the others that he had taken from the nest.

No wonder Talbor chuckled.

Gleaming from the find box was a great ruby, so glorious a gem that no one could have migtaken it for
anything but genuine. This was the prize that dl had expected, an object s0 rare and vaudble that
Tabor's comment on the ivory boxes amounted to no more than idle banter.

"The pride of the Orient!" gloated Talbor. "The grest Samese ruby that once graced an emperor's
crown! Our ruby, gentlemen!” Shrewdly, his eyes roved the group. "I should say ‘'mine,’ until you have
paid me the stipulated price of fifty thousand dollars each, toward joint ownership.”

There was a buzz of indignation from the group, rigng to individud voices, dl expressing the same
protest. The price was not fifty thousand apiece. Before his trip to the Orient, Tabor had agreed to
acquire and deliver the matchless ruby for the sum totd of fifty thousand dollars. His present dam was a
false one, an outright misrepresentation of the facts.

Todl this Tabor listened, his face set in an adamant amile that told he would not yidd the point at issue.
Only Tabor's eyes moved, as he checked upon the indignant faces that confronted him.

These partnersin Tabor's venture were behaving in the individud gyle that he expected.

HRST: Wilbur Glenlake. His tone had a rumble that suited his glowering, bulldog face, with its
underdung jaw. Glenlake was a successful man of business, who had retired after a career in which he
hed congantly forced hisindomitable will upon lesser associates. He was trying such tactics with Talbor,
a present, but they wouldn't work.

A contrast was Laird Trevose. He was the professond type, a aimind lawyer who had matched wits
with the best of prosecutors. His eyes were sharp, his voice persuasive, though his features, thin and dry,
retained a poker-faced attitude. He thought he could outwit Talbor, but he would learn that he couldn't.

The third man, Jonathan Philmont, had been a professor in histime. His face was roundish, both studious
and reflective. His eyes had a kindly, puzzled gaze through the beribboned glasses that adorned his nose.



But Philmont was neither generous nor bewildered. He was out for dl that he could get, and Tabor knew
it.

Lagt of the lot was Peter Harlingen, the noted scientis whose experiments with X rays had won him
awards as a humanitarian. But if Harlingen had any regard for the humaen race, it was embodied dl in
himsdf. He was as sdfish as the rest, perhaps more so.

With these four, it was one for dl and dl for one, each with the desire to be the find one. If anyone could
find an easy way of diminating dl the others, Tabor included, thet individud would do it. Each men
wanted the magnificent Siamese ruby for his own prize; they were willing to share, however, only
because there was no other way.

"My price dill stands, gentlemen,” announced Tdabor blandly. "At that, | am offering you a bargain. This
long-sought ruby is worth hdf a million dollars, to the right purchaser, with no questions asked. By
pooling your resources, you will stand in line for a Szable profit. My only purpose is to get my proper
ghae”

Closing the ruby within the smallest box, Tabor began to put the nest together, watching the other men as
he did, and noting their typica reactions.

Glowering, Glenlake was thinking only of the ruby. Trevose, eyes dert, was sudying the way the boxes
fitted. Philmont's gaze was distant, through his spectacles. As for Harlingen, he waited urtil the largest
box had clicked shut, then observed the fitted nest as a whole, as though an idea had struck him.

"You can't get away with this, Tabor!" boomed Glenlake. "Can he, Trevose?"

"Impossble” responded Trevose, in the dry style of a conaulting atorney. "We happen to know the
lengths to which Tabor went to acquire the ruby.”

"One word from any of us" announced Philmont, in an important tone, "and your game is up, Tabor!"
"And we shdl speak that word,” reminded Harlingen, "if you ingst upon forcing the issug!”

Risng, Tabor picked up the five nested boxes with a stisfied amile. He stepped to a corner of the room,
removed a picture from the wdl and disclosed a smdl safe behind it. Speaking while he turned the did,
Tdbor gave hisfind verdict.

"We share a common secret,” he declared. "One that none of you would dare to reved. Admitting that
we were partners in our venture, each of you can be hdd liable for the bribery, and resulting crimes—
induding murder—that my effort to gain the ruby required.”

Opening the safe as he finished, Tabor looked across his shoulder. One pair of eyes shifted hedlily; they
belonged to Wilbur Glenlake.

From his angle, Glenlake had been watching Tabor turn the safe knob— something that had not
interested the rest; partly because they lacked Glenlake's advantage, partly because their minds turned to
ubtler plans.

Putting the nested boxes in the safe, Tabor closed the door and twirled the knob. He reiterated his
intentions, with the precise satement:

"Thefiveivory boxes will remain here, gentlemen, until you meet my price. That stone, the ruby, will be
yours to share. Asfor the ivory boxes, we shdl each keep one as a memento of a profitable partnership.”



AS the other four arose, Tabor opened the door to another room and gestured them through. On the
threshold, Glenlake paused, to boom a question.

"What about that servant of yours, Talbor? Does he know anything about the boxes or their contents?’

"Absolutdy nothing!" replied Tabor. "In fact, | have dismissed Channing from my service. So, good
evening, gentlemen, and be careful about going out. Use the back exit, at the bottom of the Stairway.”

The other men nodded as Tabor conducted them through the connecting room to a hdlway where stairs
showed ahead. He watched them start down, then closed the door. They heard it shut, but said nothing
until they had descended afull floor. Then whispers began among them.

"Theruby is ours, whatever Tabor says -"

"Hesinit deeper than we are, so hell have to come to terms -
"Hell come to terms, dl right, when his money runs out -"
"That's right. Timeisto our advantage!™

There were three flights down to the lobby. Near the bottom, the four men paused by mutud agreement.
One by one, they sneaked down the find series of steps, to an obscure passage that led out to a rear
street. There, before taking separate courses, they waited in the offing, to make sure that the rest had
come aong.

None of the four trusted each other. Nor did Alexander Tabor trust any of his partners. That fact was
evidenced, a few minutes later, when Tabor's stooped figure appeared a the rear exit that the rest had
left. His chin buried in his overcoat collar, hat pulled down upon his head, Tabor sdled dong the strest,
checking the cars that pulled away from various spots dong the curb.

Glenlake's car fird; then one belonging to Trevose. Philmont picked up a cab, a block away, and Tabor
was close enough to witness his departure. That |eft only Harlingen, and Talbor snooped craftily in search
of the fourth man. He findly spied Harlingen, three blocks from the hotel, entering a subway entrance.

Waiting a few minutes, until he heard a subway train arrive and rumble away, Alexander Tabor chuckled
to himsdf and stalked toward a little lunchroom, to get a midnight snack. He'd fared wdl in the
conference, Tabor had, but he was thinking of the future, not the past.

How long Tabor's finances would enable him to hold out againgt the wedthy combine, was only part of
his problem. The rest involved the Siamese ruby itsf.

Possession of that much-prized gem was in itsdf a ligbility. In centuries past, the stone had brought
disaster not only to those who owned it, but to those who sought it.

Of course, no one but Talbor and his associates would suspect that such a jewd was locked within the
fiveivory boxes so sefdy stowed in the hotel room safe. But a secret shared by five men belonged to far
too many. Particularly when each of the five fdt that he was entitled to the ruby, quite as much as was its
present owner.

Fveivory boxes!

They boded doom for any man who held them, and Alexander Tabor, the present owner of those boxes,
stood firg in line for tragedy, unless the wits that had served him so wel in the past could preserve him
through the future!



CHAPTER IIl. CREEPS IN THE NIGHT

IT was only a few minutes after midnight, when Harry Vincent sauntered into the lobby of the Hotel
Tdleyrand and glanced about the place. It was just the sort of hotd where Harry would expect to find
Alexander Tdbor, the man whose trall he had been seeking for the past few days.

Not that Harry knew much about Tabor. In fact, Harry had never even seen the felow. It was The
Shadow who wanted data on Talbor, and Harry Vincent had been assgned to the prdiminary work of
locating the man in question.

So it often happened in the service of The Shadow. Usudly, however, Harry's surveys concerned
persons much more sniger than Alexander Tabor. Indeed, there was nothing of the Snister about
Tdbor. The man was notable only as a lecturer who had traveled to remote quarters of the globe while
acquiring materid for his public appearances.

Tdbor, like his lectures, belonged digtinctly to the past. Harry, for one, recadled him only as a boyhood
memory, when Tabor had toured Michigan, Harry's home State, speaking on the world of today as it
hed been then.

Tha tour had probably been Tabor's last, though the man's name had stayed before the public in
connection with movie shorts on travel subjects. Tabor photographed those reds himsdf, and they were
voiced by the studios to which he shipped them.

Hence, finding Alexander Talbor wasn't easy, snce no one knew what he looked like, taked like, or
whet his habits were, except, of course, those persons to whom he happened to disclose himsdlf.

Nevertheless, Harry Vincent was usng a very good system in tracking Alexander Talbor.
The sygem wasthis

Since Tabor had probably reserved rooms ahead of him, at some New Y ork hotel, hismall would be on
hand at the desk, dong with letters for other unregistered persons. All that Harry had to do was ask if
any mall had come for himsdlf, and the clerk would sort through the letters to see.

Sometimes, such mall was aphabeticdly arranged; if so, dl the better. Vincent would be under "V," near
the very bottom, which meant a trip through the whole pile.

By watching the sorting, Harry kept alookout for "Tabor" while the search was under way. As an asset
to this system, Harry had practiced reading names upside down, from right to left, and was dl set to spot
Alexander Tdbor's nameif it appeared.

Harry's request for mail brought the same barren result at the Hotel Tdleyrand. The clerk found no letter
for anyone named Vincent, and Harry saw that there was none for Tabor. Then came the clerk’s usud
inquiry: did Harry intend to register? As usud, Harry was about to shake his head, when a diverson
occurred.

The features of the man who supplied it were well muffled in overcoat collar and hat pulled down upon
hisgraying hair. He walked with a stoop. He came in from the street and headed directly for the elevator,
where he nodded aoruptly when the operator sad:

"Good evening, Mr. Tdbor."

The clerk was watching Talbor, as though the man congtituted a living curiogity. Perhaps he thought that
such a guest was a sal€e's point in the hotel's favor. Noting Harry's interest, the clerk leaned across the



desk and confided:

"An interegting gentleman, that Mr. Tabor. Camein two days ago. Been around the world a dozen times,
or more. He picked this hotel, and he likes it so much that he's going to stay right on.”

The did showed tha the devator was stopping at the fourth floor. Turning to the clerk, Harry acted as
though convinced of the merits of the Hotdl Taleyrand. He decided that he would take a room, provided
that it wasn't too expendive, and thereby he reduced the choice to the lower floors. The clerk gave Harry
aroom on thefifth.

ON the way to the elevator, Harry observed a rear passage leading from the lobby and noticed that it
turned a corner past a staircase that could be seen from only one angle. Since the Hotel Tdleyrand had
no other specid merit, Harry judged that the obscure stairs might be a reason why Alexander Tabor had
chosen it as residence. It certainly fitted Talbor's reputation as a mystery man, this place where a person
could dide in or out unobserved. True, Harry had seen Tabor enter by the lobby, but that didn't mean
that he aways used the recognized route. Nor did it gpply to any clandestine guests who might cal on
Tabor.

Mentdly, Harry was getting close to the exiding state of things, though there was an added point that the
clerk had not mentioned. A very important point, rdative to Tabor's choice of the Tdleyrand, in
preference to Smilar gpartment hotels in Manhattan.

The point was this Tabor's gpartment had once been occupied by the hotel manager; on that account, its
wdl had abuilt-in safe. That one item had sold Talbor on stopping at the Tdleyrand; the stairway, with its
easy access to the street, was just an added attraction.

Before the elevator could start Harry on his upward journey, the clerk received a cdl at the desk phone,
and the devator operator waited to hear what it was about. Obvioudy, Mr. Tabor was on the wire, for
the clerk kept repesting the name earnestly, gpologeticaly, and at the end, bessechingly.

At lagt, the clerk turned, started to say something, but finished by beckoning to the eevator man, who |eft
the car and met the clerk hafway to the desk.

Ther buzzed tones carried, and Harry caught the gigt of things. For some reason that the clerk couldn't
understand, their prize guest, Mr. Talbor, was checking out. The clerk finished with a despairing spread
of hisarms.

"His servant has dready packed the bags sad the clerk. "Mr. Tdbor sent hm to look for other
quarters, and he found them. He's coming back here in a cab to pick them up.”

The eevator man stared blankly. "What servant?' he queried. "Does Mr. Tabor have one?’
The clerk nodded.

"A man named Channing,”" he stated. "He's been in and out a few times, but he usudly stays close to the
gpartment. Anyway, Channing is gone, and Mr. Tabor isleaving, too. So bring the bags when you come
down."

Harry pretended that he hadn't heard a word. The eevator man took him to the fifth floor and showed
the room assgned to him, but Harry didn't stay there long. Instead, he hurried dong the hdl, found the
darway and crept down to the fourth floor.

There, peering around the corner, Harry saw the eevator man picking up some suitcases that were
stacked outside a door. Evidently, Tabor had Smply put them outside where the elevator man could take



them.

What Harry didn't learn was that Tabor's suite had two doors; one opening toward the devators, the
other close to the very sairs that Harry had used for his own ingpection trip. Going up those gtairs again,
Harry reached his room and made a prompt phone cal, which was answered by a quiet voice:

"Burbank spesking.”

Burbank was The Shadow's contact man, through whom Harry could dways reach his chief. As prompt
as he was methodicd, Burbank aso had a quiet way of producing confidence, one which Harry had
found most hepful when phoning under stress.

And Harry, at present, fdt heavy stress, though he couldn't andyze the reason. The mere fact that Tabor
was checking out was not enough to produce a tense sensation.

So, curbing his growing imagination, Harry told Burbank that the bird was about to fly for parts
unknown, and Burbank, as a matter of course, indructed Harry to keep watch a short while longer. In
keeping with that order, Harry left the room again and took his position at the sair top.

He was sure that he would hear the eevator, if it came to the fourth floor again. Should Tabor intend to
go down by the stairs, now that his bags were in the lobby, Harry should certainly hear him. The fact that
Harry could hear things that happened on the gairs, was demonstrated suddenly, and in a fashion that
gave a prophetic qudity to Harry's earlier quams.

FOOTSTEPS came cregping from the stairway.

Sow, creaky footsteps, that couldnt belong to Tabor, for these were coming upward. They were
somewhere below the fourth floor and, as Harry listened, they reached the floor itsdlf.

It was then that Harry, on the fifth, redized that he ought to invedtigate the owner of those dedthy
creeps, S0 he started a downward sneak. Then, on an afterthought, Harry halted.

The creaks were going in the wrong direction. Instead of approaching the door where Harry had seen the
bags, they stole in the opposite direction. Listening, Harry heard a door come open, then a soft thud as it
closed. Deciding that some prowling guest had smply tucked himsdf away for the night, Harry judged
that the man had no connection with Talbor.

The case was quite the opposite. The door that Harry had heard come open and go shut chanced to be
the other entrance to Tdbor's suite, the route through the connecting room, by which four vistors had
come and gone earlier this evening!

Getting back to thefifth floor, Harry decided to close his own door, which he had Ieft gjar. Hand on the
knob, he was feding in his pocket to make sure he had his key, when a whispered laugh reached his ear.

As he looked up, Harry fdt a gloved hand damp his own, its pressure urging silence. Then Harry was
daing into burning eyes, the only visble features of a face that was obscured by the brim of a douch hat.
Beow those eyes were black-cloaked shoulders.

The Shadow!

Harry's chief had made a rapid journey to the Hotd Tdleyrand. His remarkable arrivd in Harry's room
was explained by a breeze that swayed the folds of The Shadow's cloak. The breeze came from the
window, by which The Shadow had entered, after scding the outside ledges of the old-fashioned building
wadl.



To Harry's ears came the whispered word:

"Report!"

Briefly, Harry added what little he had learned since phoning Burbank. When he mentioned the cregping
footsteps, he caught a sharp glow from The Shadow's eyes. The Shadow asked the exact location of
Tdabor's suite, in reference to Harry's. When Harry gave it, The Shadow responded:

"Waich the stairway. Let no one leavel”

Then, with a whisk of his cloak, The Shadow was gone. Across Harry's room, he merged with the
blackness of the window. When darkness unclouded and Harry saw the blinks of an dectric 9gn, coming
through the night, he knew that The Shadow was off on a trip dong the outsde ledge, to a spot that
would give him access to Tabor's room, on the floor below.

Sill wondering how little, or how much, the creeps from the sairway might have meant, Harry moved
back to his post. He was hardly there before he heard the cregping sound again.

Tightening his hand on an autométic in his pocket, Harry decided that whoever it might be, Tabor or the
unknown man, he would follow the prowler down the dairs.

Right then, he learned that the sysem wouldn't work. Whoever those cregping steps denoted, they
belonged to anew factor in the case. Two men had dready come to the fourth floor: one by the devator,
another by the stairway. They were soon to be joined by athird.

These new footsteps, dmogt at the fourth floor when Harry heard them from a story above, were dso
coming up from the darkened stairs below!

CHAPTER lll. DOUBLE CRIME

A RING of light glowed upon the did of the safe that was set in Talbor's wall. Within thet circle, a steady
hand was turning the combination to the exact numbers that Talbor, himsdf, had used a short while
before.

The hand stopped; its mation was eager asiit gripped the knob and tugged. The safe came open.

The light glistened upon a cube of creamy white, the outer of the five ivory boxes that contained the
golen ruby from Siam. As eager as the hand that held the light, was the face that pushed into the glow.

It was the face of Wilbur Glenlake.

A little thing like robbery couldn't faze the retired business magnate with the bulldog profile, not where the
ivory boxes were concerned. Glenlake dready regarded himsdf as part owner in the Samese ruby, snce
he had helped finance Talbor's trip to gain it. However, Glenlake aso recognized the rights of ownership
as dtated by Tabor.

Those rights had become Glenlake's. His chuckle was a deep basso gloat, as he withdrew the largest box
from the safe and his face from the light. Clutching the ivory prize with the arm that held the flaghlight,
Glenlake used his other hand to shut the safe door and then smear away dl fingerprints with a
handkerchief.

Not that Glenlake feared the law. He was sure that Talbor would never report this robbery. Glenlake
was worried about his other associates. They would believe that one man of four had stolen the boxes
and the ruby, dl for hisown. It would be Glenlake's business to play dumb, and act grieved like the rest



of them. He couldnt afford to leave traces of his crime, even though it was no crime, to his warped mind.

Clogng the safe was Glenlake's mistake.

So far, he hadn't made too much noise, not even with his booming chuckle. But the metdlic thud of the
dodng safe door was a heavy sound that carried.

As Glenlake turned from the safe, a door popped open in a corner of the room. It was the door of
Tabor's bedroom, and Glenlake knew it. Extinguishing his flashlight, Glenlake broke for the other door
that |led through the connecting room to the outlet afforded by the stairs.

At that moment awindow shattered, as afigurein black precipitated itsdf through with a swing from the
ledge above. Landing on the floor, The Shadow saw two figures swing as they grappled; one, a bravny
man, who was dutching a squarish object under hisarm and swinging at an opponent, with a flashlight as
a cudgd; the other, a stoop-shouldered fighter, in shirt deeves, whose thin, white hair made a bobbing
beacon in the darkness.

The Shadow did not wait to identify the strugglers. So far, he knew nothing about Glenlake; while Tabor
was something of a mystery figure, whose return to New Y ork had accompanied certain rumors from the
Orient. What they were fighting over, was aso doubtful, though it looked very much like a square white
box, thet rattled dightly as they grappled.

They saw The Shadow as he landed, for he was againg the background of the window, where flickered
the dectric 9gn from across the way. As if in concert, the two lunged through the connecting door,
damming it behind them, cutting off the challenging laugh that came from The Shadow's hidden lips.

The mutud action was logical.

It wouldn't be palicy for Glenlake to stay around, having acquired the ivory boxes. In Tabor's case, dl
invaders could be classed as enemies. To redlam the stolen prize, the man in shirt deeves would prefer to
ded with opponents Sngly; hence, he went dong with Glenlake.

Reeching the connecting door, The Shadow wrenched it open to lunge upon the strugglers. Hafway
through his drive, The Shadow turned it into a sideward sprawl that landed him shoulder firgt upon the
floor. The Shadow hadn't sumbled; held seen something that forced him to take the sudden spill.

Across the room, in the shdlter of the far doorway leading to the hdl, was a crouching man who hed a
glittering gun.

Thiswas the unidentified newcomer that Harry had heard coming up the stairs. He was waiting, with his
svaying revolver, to shoot a the pair who druggled for the ivory boxes!

CATCHING firg 9ght of the lurking assassin, thanks to the reveding gun gleam, The Shadow had flung
himsdf aside with double mative.

Firgt, he could gain nothing by gtaying in the path of fire and meking himsdf a target for stray bullets,
should the gunner prove quick-triggered. Again, by raling to a different angle, The Shadow, dill unseen
inthe darkened room, could insert atimey shot if the lurker happened to be deliberate.

Déliberate, this gunner was. Unfortunately, another man was dready teking advantage of tha fact. The
new factor was The Shadow's own agent, Harry Vincent. Coming down from the fifth floor, Harry had
spotted the open door, and upon reaching it, caught indant Sght of the revolver that shone from a waiting
hand.



Harry lunged for the assassin, blocking the am that The Shadow was taking with an automatic. Quick as
awhippet, the crouched man dapped the door Harry's way. The Shadow's agent took it head-on. Then
two grapplers were blundering straight upon the n, cutting off The Shadow's am entirdly.

A gun spoke, muffled, and the grapplers broke. One sprawled, and his weight met Harry's receiving
arms. Through the connecting doorway, the flashes of the dectric Sgn played upon the dying face of the
shirt-deeved victim, as Harry voiced the name:

"Tebor!"

The others were not waiting. They were out through the doorway, racing down the hdl, Glenlake
carying the ivory boxes, trying to outrace the killer behind him. It wasn't a race for life on Glenlake's
part; it was a dash for wedth. He hadn't seen the assassin's face, but he could picture it as belonging to
one of three: Trevose, Philmont or Harlingen.

Glenlake preferred to keep his own identity unknown. He wanted the nest of ivory boxes and their
pricdess ruby dl for himsdf. Not hearing shots behind him, Glenlake was sure that his pursuer preferred
to overtake him and learn who he was. So he used that fact to his own advantage.

Reeching the stairway, he plunged downward recklesdy, on the chance tha he could shake the man
behind him.

The Shadow, meanwhile, was on his feet again and wrenching Harry from the doorway, out into the hdl.
There was no time to ligen while Talbor phrased dying gasps. Whatever Tabor could tell, so could the
two men who had fled. Nor did The Shadow want Harry to become involved in the investigation of
Tabor's death.

S0 he hauled his agent with him, and as they reached the stairway, The Shadow gave Harry an upward
shove and an order to get back to his room. Then The Shadow, persondly, would take up the chase of
the men whose footsteps were pounding the stairs below.

It was too late for such strategy. The dang of an devator door announced arivas who had heard the
shots. From the corner appeared the excited clerk and the elevator operator, both soon enough to see
The Shadow thrugting Harry away. Waving a cheap revolver, the clerk shouted:

"There they arel”

Right then, The Shadow did a surprisng thing. He grabbed at Harry, hauled his agent full about in a tight
grip that swayed them hdf across the hdl. Out of that grapple, The Shadow's arm appeared; his hand
drove its heavy automatic hard for Harry's skulll.

Harry fdt the blow enough to daze him, but no more, for The Shadow pulled it deftly. Then, pitching
Harry into the clerk's path, The Shadow was away, loping for the stairs, bound upon his origind quest of
overtaking two men of crime who had separately indulged in robbery and murder.

Shots blasted after the evasve shape in black. Wild shots, from the clerk’s gun. They missed The
Shadow literdly by yards, for the clerk was sumbling over Harry while aming for The Shadow.

A drange laugh floated back, and Harry, hearing it, not only knew that his chief was in the clear, but
recognized the part that he, persondly, was to play.

AT the bottom of the stairs, The Shadow cut through the deserted passage to the rear Street, where he
caught a view of a corner, hdf a block away. There, by the flitting glow of the eectric Sgn, he saw
Wilbur Glenlake. Though the burly man was too digtant for his face to be digtinguished, his actions were



plan.

Under one am, Glenlake was dutching something white and square. With his other hand, he was
brandishing agun at a cab driver, who, very naturdly, was ligening to Glenlake's arguments.

A few moments later, Glenlake was in the cab and it was scooting away. Thereupon, The Shadow sdled
off through darkness. He ill remembered that, of two men involved in crime, Glenlake was the lesser.

Fnding the other man was a tricky problem. As The Shadow reached a corner, a car pulled rapidly
away. Farther on was a parked cab, and The Shadow hurried over to commandeer it, when, like the car,
it went into quick motion. Then, reaching the next corner, The Shadow spied another man, darting down
into a subway entrance. Conddering him as likdy a quarry as the others, The Shadow hurried in that
direction.

Only a deserted platform greeted The Shadow when he reached the bottom of the subway steps.
Whether a disant rumble meant that a train had come and gone, taking an unknown passenger with it,
was something of a question.

There was an exit, leading to another street, a the far end of the platform. Any one of three suspicious
men might be an innocent bystander, rather than the killer that The Shadow sought.

Asfor the man who wasn't akiller, The Shadow reverted to his case with a low-toned laugh—a token of
mirth that Wilbur Glenlake would not have relished, had he been around to hear it. For Glenlake, though
not a killer, was ddfinitdly a key-man in crime, a lead to any others who might be concerned.

Hisidentity, it SO happened, was as good as known to The Shadow. For Glenlake, in his haste to seize
the firg available cab, had made a most grievous mistake, from the arimind standpoint. The cab that he
hed taken happened to be The Shadow's own; it had brought the cloaked fighter to the scene of crime.
Its driver, Moe Shrevnitz, was long-trained in The Shadow's service, which meant that he used his wits
without waiting for specia orders. Glenlake waan't the fird fugitive that Moe had helped to a getaway,
under persuasion.

Such, getaways had a boomerang effect, when Moe was employed. The cabby had helped The Shadow
more by taking Glenlake on board than he could have by trying to oppose the flight.

So The Shadow, to while away the time until Mo€'s report came through, moved out from the subway
dation and started back to the Hotd Tdleyrand, to see how Harry might be making out. Again, The
Shadow's laugh was low-toned mirth unheard, from a gliding figure that was invisble in the gloom.

If that laugh portended a future meeting with the fugitive who happened to be Wilbur Glenlake, The
Shadow should have reconsidered it.

Deeth had dready struck one man who had tried to ding to the ivory boxes. Such doom, once started,
could become a chain, its links so swiftly forged that even The Shadow could not afford to ddly while
following their ever-moving trall!

CHAPTER IV. A MURDERER'S RETURN

STARING at the body lying in the hdlway, Harry Vincent was giving his verson of the victim's death,
without stating that he knew the manin question to be Alexander Tabor. For Harry was tdling his story
not just to the hotd clerk and the eevator man. Two others had joined them, officers from a passng

police patrol car.
Harry's story stood.



Summed up briefly, he had checked in at the Hotdl Taleyrand and gone to his room, on the fifth floor,
only to be darmed by the same shots that others had heard in the lobby. Being closer to the fourth floor,
where the shooting occurred, Harry had arrived there by the stairs, quicker than the others who had
come up on the elevator.

Of his mygterious assailant, Harry remembered very little. He let the others describe The Shadow, though
their sketch was very meager. Thething that redly counted was ther substantiation of Harry's story. Both
witnesses agreed that Harry had done his best to hat Tabor's dayer.

Naturdly, Harry did not dispute their blaming of The Shadow. It wasn't necessary. The Shadow might
have been anything from a banshee to a puff of smoke, from ther verson of the matter. The red killer
would be found soon enough, Harry believed, considering that The Shadow was so close behind him.

So far, Harry hadn't learned of the divided trail, wherein The Shadow had obligingly let a robber make
off in Mo€'s cab, in order to sak a murderer, ingead. As for the killer dividing into three, each with his
own means of conveyance and with suffident head start, Harry could hardly have imagined it, let done
bdieveit.

Sddom did one man manage to decamp from a battleground quick enough to dude The Shadow. Hence
Harry, in his ignorance, was expecting to see a any moment The Shadow, Suspect Number One in
Tabor's death, appear with a cringing murderer in his clutch.

While Harry was awaiting the dimax that did not come, the hotd employees were identifying Tabor's
body and tdling the police dl that they knew about their star boarder, which was redly very little That
Tdbor might have been crimé's target, was apparent from the fact that he had demanded a room with a
private safe. That his fears were actual, were evidenced by his checking out after midnight.

This brought mention of Talbor's servant, Channing, which interested the police. They learned tha the
cab had come and taken Talbor's luggage as soon as it arived downgairs. Channing had been in the
cab, while the elevator man helped the cabby put the luggage in the back, hence the servant couldn't have
been involved in Tabor's death.

But the description of Channing was very meager. Neither clerk nor devator man had seen hm dosay
during his stay & the hotel with Talbor.

Having reported Talbor's death, the patrolmen were awaiting the arivd of a police inspector and a
physdan to makeit officid. To dl appearances, Tabor was quite dead, for his dying gasps had ceased
and he did not seem to bresthe.

They were dill looking at the body when the telephone rang in Tabor's suite. The clerk had connected it
through the switchboard, in order for the police to cal headquarters. Therefore, the cdl was probably
from outsde.

Both patrolmen started off to answer it, and the others followed them. Then, the cops did an Alphonse
and Gagton act, each gesturing politey to the other, until they compromised by letting the clerk answer.
He spoke a few moments, then looked about in puzzled fashion.

"Therés no one on the wire" said the clerk. "It sounds like afake cdl. Unless'—the clerk’s tone became
worried—"unless it's the murderer, making sure that Talbor isredly dead!”

One cop grabbed the telephone, and the other crowded close. Clerk and eevator man were both intert,
leaving only Harry to take it cdmly. Standing by the connecting door, Harry was taking it very cadmly
indeed, until something occurred to discompose him utterly.



It was a grim reminder of the past—so grotesque that, for the moment, Harry thought hisimagination was
tricking him. Then the thing struck home with forceful redlity, for it was coming closer: a repetition of
those creaky creeps that had announced two secret vigtors, both men of crimel

S0 tense was Harry that he didn't snap to action until the cregping sound hated. When it did, it wasin the
far hdl, just beyond the doorway where Tabor's body lay. Bresking in upon the men who were toying
with the dead telephone, Harry diverted ther attention through the other room.

Asthey swung, they stared, which rather puzzled Harry, since the cregping steps had ended; but when he
turned, his surprise ended. The thing that Harry was pointing out was far more agonishing than mere
sounds from the dark. Past the shoulders of the others, Harry saw the figure of a dead men rigng in the
doorway.

Alexandar Tdbor, cometo lifd

IN the dimness of the little-used hdl, Tabot's shirt-deeved figure looked thin and frall, its stoop more
pronounced then ever. In fact, Tabor seemed to droop, so noticeably, that it was hard to understand
how he supported himsdf in the doorway.

Even odder was Tabor's action. Instead of coming forward, toward welcoming voices, he was backing
away across the hdl, toward a window that was one of three forming a row dong a narrow outsde
ba cony.

Like aliving dead man was this victim of recent crime, so much a corpse, despite his motion, that his very
appearance threw a warning chill into Harry Vincent. As the others started forward to ad the reviving
vicim, Harry threw himsdf madly among them, shoving them right and eft.

Harry was jusintime.

A withery hand came up bearing a gleaming gun. The men who thought they were rescuing Tabor were
placed in ingant jeopardy when the revolver opened fire. But for Harry's scettering tactics, new victims
would have strewn the floor.

Tdbor, a dead man, dive and shooting at friends, instead of foemen! The thing was horribly fantastic, and
the men who dodged away from that dow-aming gun were too dartled to appreciate the full
impossihility. Only Harry reckoned the point that brought a glimmer of the truth.

There had been no gun on the body lyingin the doorway. A dead hand that could pluck a weapon from
nowhere was something more than ghodly. It could only mean the action of a hidden hand more
dangerous than any fantasy that desth could supply!

Cutting over to the sde of the doorway, Harry lunged through just as Tdbor's figure made a backward
topple through the low-dlled window, its head tilting lifdesdy as it went. As the head flopped, Harry saw
what was behind it—the crouched form of another man, answering the huddled description of the killer
who had indulged in earlier crime.

His was the unknown hand that redly clutched the gun, for Harry saw a dead fig dipping from the
support benegth it. The assassin had returned, explaining the creep that Harry heard. Plucking a dead
body from the floor, the killer was covering his own retreat with the form of his own victim.

Harry shouted back to the others. "It isnt Tabor!" he cdled. "It's the killer, back again! Hurry, and well
get him!"

The gun poked Harry's way, but it was coming from a difficult angle around the body of the dead man.



Harry lacked a gun, snce The Shadow had taken his aong, rather than have his agent compromised by
possession of a weapon.

But a gun wasn't needed, for Harry had the advantage of mohility againgt a killer encumbered with the
weight of a sagging bodly.

Hurling himsdlf through the window, Harry grabbed for the man beyond Tabor. He knew the supporter
could not be The Shadow, for the cloaked form would have been invishble againg the outer blackness.
Harry was after the red killer, whose capture would dispel any doubts concerning The Shadow. Driving
hard, Harry made along, strong grab.

Until then, the witnesses did not understand. They 4ill thought that Harry was trying to seize a reviving
dead man. Curioudy, it was Harry's turn to become bewildered.

A grappler met him, and Harry went hdf across the bacony rail, doubling to twist from his adversary's
grasp. The weght of alunging figure threatened to carry Harry from his position. Senang that it would be
himsdf or the other, Harry tried to hurl hisfoe across therall.

It was thus that The Shadow saw them from the darkness below. Scouring the Street on the chance that a
killer had returned, The Shadow had heard the shots and the cdl that Harry gave. He saw his agent,
tugging away from a figure that had swung both arms across Harry's neck, yet which, itsdf, was
precarioudy balanced.

Up from below, The Shadow jabbed timdy shots, missng Harry by inches and dipping the form with
which he struggled. Jolted by those bullets, the other man rolled sideward and took a headlong tumble to
the cement sdewak. Even while the figure dived, The Shadow saw what Harry had faled to notice.

This wasn't the murderer! It was the body aready identified as Tabor's. To offsst Harry's thrug, the
killer had hurled the dead man upon him. From below, The Shadow, not having witnessed the amazing
revivd attributed to Tabor, had been unable to discern the difference until the dead form was on its way.

Now, however, The Shadow saw the red killer, ducking in through the window next to Harry's.
Wheding away as the body crashed headlong beside him, The Shadow whedled in through the rear
entrance and up the stairway, to join the chase on the fourth floor.

THE chase had dready begun. Crowding to the window where Harry was, patrolmen and hotd hdp
turned as they heard a rapid dash behind them. They were just in time to see the red killer, in from the
other window, dodging from sight around the corner of the hdl. Ther glimpse wasn't suffident to take
stock of him, but they expected a better ook when they rounded the corner.

Instead, they found themselves frusirated further. The running man had reached the devator and dammed
its door before they could see him. A rumble told that the car was garting down. Blocked by the closed
door, the whole group turned and hurried for the stairs, where Harry joined them.

Hafway up, The Shadow heard the noise from the eevator and the scurry that followed it. He, too,
mede for the ground floor, confident that he had time to cut off the fugitive killer from the passage leading
to the rear.

But the murderer did not take that route. The lobby was deserted, so he sped across it. The Shadow
arrived only in time to witness the find whirl of the revolving door, its dowing speed a token that the
murderer had dashed through.

When The Shadow reached the street, blinking taillights were twinkling out of sght around the corner,



proof thet the vanishing assassin had either found a cab, or had kept one waiting for him. He probably
hadn't needed to threaten the driver, so smoothly had he managed his escape. For those shots, heard at
the rear of the building, could hardly have carried out to the front Street.

Cars were coming from another direction, police cars ariving from headquarters, unaware that new drife
hed happened at the Hotd Tdleyrand.

Glandng back through the glass pandls of the revolving door, The Shadow saw the fird figures from the
dairs, those of the grim patrolmen who 4ill thought they had a chance to overtake the myderious
murderer.

By the time the two groups converged, The Shadow was gone in the darkness. Only a flitting shape was
vigble, as it merged with the darkness of a passage between two buildings opposite. No one heard the
low, trailing laugh that betokened the departure of The Shadow.

His own ways those of darkness, The Shadow was leaving this scene of a murderer's return, confident
that some other evidence would enable him to cross the path of the unknown man he intended to find.

Often had The Shadow dedt with masters of crime, but none so angular as this unknown who had
returned, not for hope of profit but to settle some score with a dead man!

Behind that riddle mugt lie an answer that would prove a due to crime itsdf.
The Shadow knew!

CHAPTER V. FOUR MINUS ONE

IN the carefully tilted mirror of his cab, Moe Shrevnitz was shrewdly watching the passenger in back. In
asense, the passenger was watching Moe, too, for he was ready with a gun in case the cabby showed
any 9gns of rebelion.

But Moe was acting like a men who didnt care to take chances. Huddled above the whed, driving
draight ahead, he was risking only those mirror peeks that his passenger didn't notice.

There were times when the man in back dmog forgot he had a gun. Those were the times when he
fondled a square white box; smooth and glossy, except for the squares that were marked off on its
aurface. Always, the fondling ended with a show of savagery. Wilbur Glenlake would raise the box, as
though he intended to pound it on the floor of the cab.

When those fits seized him, Glenlake would remember Moe. His hand would drop the box and reach for
the gun. It was becoming such a habit that Moe knew exactly when to expect Glenlakess fits of temper.
Then Moe would busy himsdf at the whed and nod his willingness to obey the basso snarl that issued
from the rear sest.

Atintervas Moe turned into other streets, dl in compliance with Glenlake's orders. How long the fugitive
intended to play hide-and-seek with himsdf, Moe couldnt guess—until they neared a corner where
another cab was parked. Glenlake pushed his gun through the window, pressed it againg Moe€'s neck
and ordered a prompt stop.

"And now," gruffed Glenlake, "you're going to drive sraight ahead and keep going, like the devil was
after you! Now dart!”

Thelong pause came when Glenlake dammed the cab door from the curb. Obediently, Moe whizzed off
toward the corner, but he was usng his wits faster than the accelerator. It was easy to guess Glenlake's



plan.

The man intended to hurry to the corner on foot and hop into the parked cab, the moment that Moe was
out of Sght. Consdering the length of empty street ahead, that would give Glenlake considerable leaway.

It would aso mean that Moe would lose the trall of the man who carried the curious ivory box, and that
was something Moe didn't intend to do. So he used those quick wits of his to completdy symie
Glenlake's scheme.

Roaring past the parked cab, Moe gave a Sdeward lean, lifted hisleft hand from the whed, waved a little
circle, and jabbed histhumb sraight ahead. The driver of the other cab saw the gesture and interpreted it
inasngleword: "Scram!™

A great dan, these hackies. Veterans in the business fdt themsdves digned againg the world. Wl did
they know the vicisstudes of thar profession, and dl were ready to extend the helping hand.

The other hackie didn't know what had produced Mog's warning Sgnd. It could mean things other then
the approach of an undesirable passenger. It might be that the cab was parked where it shouldn't be and
atroublesome cop on hisway to see about it.

Whatever it was, the cabby didn't wait to learn. He pulled away from the curb and followed Moe, leaving
Glenlake flat-footed at the corner.

Having the other cab behind him was another help to Moe. He swung right at the next corner, and as he
did, he gestured the fallowing cab ahead. Still ignorant of the game, the other cabby obeyed blindly and
kept draight on.

Thus Glenlake, farther back, was 4ill saring at the rear of a dwindling cab and didn't know that Mo€'s
had cut off the Sraight course.

A quick cirde of a few blocks brought Moe back to Glenlakés corner. There, he parked where the
other cab had been, but showed himsdf even more openly. In parking, Moe preferred to come under the
glare of lights from the window of a drugstore. The glow gave his cab a benefit that would disavow dl
doubts.

A vey specid cab, this vehidle that Moe piloted for its owner, The Shadow. It was painted maroon, a
color possessing unusud advantages. By night, when Moe drove mogt, that deep-red color became
black, except when the cab came into bright lights Then its red hue became conspicuous.

Glenlake would certainly remember the cab as a black one. Seeing it again, he would take it for a
different vehidle. Since Glenlake wanted a cab to replace the one that had left hm a the post, Mo€'s
would certanly suit him. Moe merdly hoped that Glenlake was ill around to take the bait.

GLENLAKE was around.

He came from a little Sde door of the drugstore, carrying two bundles with him. One was square and
wrapped in a newspaper that Glenlake had bought in the store. The other was a long, flat package,
evidently some other purchase made by Glenlake. It was done up in heavy wrapping paper and tied with

gring.

Having surveyed the cab from the drugstore window, Glenlake took it without question, unaware of its
chamdeon qudities. This time, Glenlake didn't display a gun; once in the cab, he ordered Moe to take
hm to Grand Centrd Station. As they started, Glenlake gave a careful look at the cab driver's license
framed on the rear of the front seat. That license card showed a different name and photograph then



those that Glenlake had previoudy noted. Moe aways carried a supply of printed diases, to be used on
excursonsin The Shadow's service.

They reached Grand Centra by the Vanderbilt Avenue cab entrance. All during the ride, Moe heard
rusling sounds in back, which were explained when Glenlake dighted.

Instead of carrying two packages, Glenlake had only one, and it had changed in appearance. He hdd the
square bundle; no longer wrapped in newspaper, it was inclosed in the wrapping of the flat package that
he had purchased in the drugstore.

Seaing Glenlake dride into the termind, Moe took a good look a him and checked the bulldog face for
future reference, though that didnt fully satisfy him. Moe wanted to follow Glenlake farther, which was
difficult, consdering thet it was impossble for a cabby to leave his cab in the termind entrance.

Even to delay there would produce an argument, but a dight traffic tangle gave M oe the opportunity for a
short wait. Leaning from the cab, he looked for an dly, and saw onein the person of a porter. Beckoning
to the redcap, Moe gestured to the rear sedt.

"My fare forgot something," said Moe. "Take it dong to him, will you? You won't have any trouble
finding him at one of the train gates. He's carying a package—a square one, about this 9ze" Moe
gestured with his hands to describe Glenlake's bundle; then added: "Meet me later, over on the Lexington
Avenue front, o I'll know how you made out.”

Nodding, the redcap leaned into the cab to take the thing thet the passenger had left. Moe grinned when
he saw wha it was. Glenlake hadn't bothered to wrap his drugstore purchase in the discarded
newspaper. The flat object that Glenlake had bought was a thirty-nine-cent game, with a lithographed
cover entitled: "Cops and Robbers."”

Driving around to the Lexington Avenue entrance, Moe ranked behind some other cabs and looked
dong a ation corridor, hoping that the porter would reappear and give hm some information on the
train that Glenlake had taken.

At lagt, a redcap bobbed from a sairway that came up from the lower leve, but when the porter came
fuly into sght, Moe saw that he 4ill was carrying the "Cops and Robbers' trophy. Which meant that
Glenlake couldn't have taken a suburban train, as M oe supposed.

Shoving the cab into gear, Moe made ready to pull out, rather than waste time receiving the redcap's
negative report. Being in gear proved hdpful, for at that very moment another cab started from the front
of the rank. Lights were plentiful, hereabouts, and by them Moe saw the face that peered back from the
rear window.

The bulldog face again!

WHETHER Glenlake dill had his square bundle, Moe couldnt determine. He recognized only that
Glenlake was dill pulling the dodge of changing cabs. Maybe held gained some pointers from the "Cops
and Robbers' game. An old trick, this, of leaving a cab at one station entrance and picking up a fresh one
a another.

Though Moe hadn't expected it, he had done the right thing, getting around the block to Lexington
Avenue. However, he didn't fed proud abouit it, congdering how nearly Glenlake had dipped him.

Tralling the present cab was easy amid the thick traffic, and its dedtination was not far away. Turning in
among the Thirties, Glenlake's cab rolled into asmdl public garage that the passenger indicated from the



window.

Passing the garage, Moe saw that it ran through to the next street, so he went around the block to
foresdl any new tricks by Glenlake.

The cab came out fird, empty. Moe waited, parked in darkness, until a big sedan followed. Quite sure
that it must be Glenlake's own car, Moe waited until it turned the corner, then trailed it.

The course led eastward, toward an East River bridge, and when it veered into the lights Moe saw thet it
had two occupants. a chauffeur in front, and a rear-seat passenger who looked very much like Glenlake.

This meant the homestretch; of that, Moe was sure. The shrewd cabby could picture himsdf in the near
future reporting to his chief, The Shadow, giving both the identity and residence of the fugitive who had
supplied atricky, zigzag tral from the vidnity of the Hotel Tdleyrand.

In thinking that this would mean trall's end, Moe, however, was very far from right. The seekers of the
ivory boxes numbered four, and of that group, Wilbur Glenlake was but the firs. Three others yet
remained, and until their parts were learned, the riddle of the ivory boxes was to stay unsolved!

CHAPTER VI. THREE PARTNERS MEET

CALMEST of Glenlake's three partners was Laird Trevose, the retired attorney. He had dways enjoyed
a reputation as a cool thinker, particularly in courtrooms. At present, Trevose was in an environment
meade to his order: the sudy of his sumptuous Manhattan apartment.

Trevose was a man with a sngle hobby, which happened to be chess. He loved the game because of the
problems it produced, but he carried his love to an extreme. Not only did Trevose play chess, he
collected chessmen, boards and dl, and his sudy was filled with sets of every description, with more
stored in the closet.

Muling over an ancient chessboard with squares of inlad tile, Trevose heard a knock at the study door.
It was his servant, announcing a visitor in the person of Jonathan Philmont.

Trevose told the servant to admit the vigtor, but, during the interim, the lawyer stepped over to a corner
and turned on alittle radio. He had just tuned its music low, when Philmont entered.

"Glad to see you, Philmont,” spoke Trevose blandly. "I was hoping that someone would drop by for a
chess game. Wait until | put this board away and bring out a more practica one. Odd-looking chessmen
are sometimes a didraction.”

Through his glasses, Philmont watched Trevose go to the closet to exchange the chess sets. There was
more than a reflective expresson upon Philmont's rounded features. The one-time professor had not
forgotten his classroom experience. He knew when people hedged, though, in the case of Trevosg, it was
difficult to determineit.

When the lawyer returned with a smple chess set, Philmont shook his head.
"I'm not thinking of chess, Trevose" he declared. "My mind isturning to a deeper game.”

"No game is deeper than chess" returned Trevose, with a dry smile "Come, Philmont; if anything is
troubling you, it will be forgotten during the play.”

When Philmont ill shook his head, it was Trevose who became reflective.

"Harlingen likes chess" spoke Trevose. "I've played hm many times. As for Glenlake'—the lawyer



shrugged—"he doesn't even know the game. There is nothing subtle about Glenlake.™
"What about Tabor?' demanded Philmont, very suddenly. "Did you ever play chess with him?'

"Not since he returned from Thailand,” smiled Trevose, "the country which Tabor dways insdsted upon
cdling by its old name, Sam." Then, the amile fading, Trevose shook his head. "Poor Tdbor," he added.
"Hewill never return to Thailand, otherwise Sam.”

Philmont's arms spread wide, so that his hands could grip the corners of the table where the chesshoard
lay. His own poise was gone when he questioned, hoarsdly:

"You know about Tdbor?' Trevose nodded.
"Supid of Tabor," he said, "to let Glenlake kill hm and take the ivory boxes."

"You were therel" blurted Philmont. ™Y ou mus have seen it dl! Perhaps it was you—not Glenlake—who
murdered Tabor!"

LEANING back in his chair, Trevose |&t his eydids narrow, as he gestured to the soft-toned radio in the
corner.

"I was ligening to the chess hour,” he said codlly, "when the news reports came through. Learning that
Tabor had been murdered, | logicdly blamed the crime on Glenlake.”

Rdaxing his grip on the table, Philmont eased back in his chair and flattened his hands againg the arms.
He hadn't committed himsdf too far. It was histurn to seek an out.

"1, too, heard the radio,” said Philmont. "That iswhy | came here. Tdl me why do you attribute the crime
to Glenlake?!

"I was watching him during the conference,”" explained Trevose. "l saw the avaricious gleam in his eye
when he checked Tabor's action at the safe. Glenlake stole that combination, Philmont, under our very
noses!”

Philmont's features formed a rounded smile

"Quite right, Trevose," he agreed. "l saw it, too. | suppose My reactions were the same as yours. It was
best to let Glenlake get away with robbery, should hetry.”

"But not with murder, however, Philmont -"
"No, not with murder. | guess we were both mistaken there. We didn't think that Glenlake had it in him."

"There is much that Glenlake lacks" Trevose's fingers were drumming the chair arm. "I am wondering,
Philmont, if we were ever wise to take him into our little corporation. Perhaps it would be better if he
were out of it -"

Trevose's satement came to an abrupt ending—something quite unusud, for it was his way to terminate
dl sentences in conclusive fashion. Philmont noted the deficiency, and his eyes flashed behind his glasses.
The very words that Trevose decided not to add had sprung to Philmont's mind. Those two words were:

"Like Tabor."

Had Trevose finished the statement, it would have implied that he considered desth the proper cure for
Glenlake, who had definitdy marked himsdf a double-crosser. Having noted Trevose's near dip,



Philmont fdt that he had practicaly coaxed his partner into a reveding statement—until it suddenly
occurred to him that Trevose might have made the dip purposely. In that case, Trevose was the prober,
with Philmont the man who might betray himsdlf!

Smugly, Philmont dropped his amiling attitude and turned toward the radio as the music ended. He hoped
that the next program would supply a diverting point, and it did. The program was a news broadcast.

Jugt asit began, there was a knock at the door, the servant announcing that Peter Harlingen had arrived.
Trevose said to show himin; then, both Trevose and Philmont glued themselves to the broadcast.

A newscaster was giving the detalls of the Tabor murder, induding the sensational sequel of a killer
returning to the scene of crime. Trevose and Philmont were not naticing each other, as they listened, but a
third man was eyeing both.

That third was Harlingen, who had stepped in quietly from the door. His was the fird comment after
Trevose shut the radio off.

"What horrible newd" exdamed Harlingen. "Poor Tabor, murdered!” Like his eyes, Halingen's face
appeared grayish, as he looked from man to man. "It couldnt be that you consder Glenlake
responsble?’

Both Trevose and Philmont nodded.

"That ismy opinion,” replied Trevose dryly. "I formed it immediady after hearing the earlier broadcast.”
"Asdid I," coincided Philmont. "Thet iswhy | came here to see Trevose."

A gedy dlint featured Harlingen's gaze.

"There was no earlier broadcast,” he asserted. "l have been home ligening to the radio ever ance | left
Tabor's hotd. | would have heard the news before this™

SEPARATELY, Trevose and Philmont might have taken Harlingen's words as an accusation. Together,
they bluffed, each confident of the other's support. Trevose suggested that Harlingen had been ligening to
the wrong station. Philmont opined that Harlingen had been mistaken regarding the newscast schedules.

Harlingen looked about for a newspaper, to find the radio column, which would certainly stle the
dispute. Catching a quick glance from Philmont, Trevose rdlied to the Stuation.

"And now, Harlingen," requested Trevose, "let me ask just why you came here at this very late hour. To
play chess, | suppose?"

Harlingen caught the sarcasm, and matched it. Siroking his long chin, he looked & the chessboard and
nodded.

"That was it," sad Harlingen. "I wanted to play chess. Since more important business is afoot, let us
discussit, instead.”

Cards were on the table. All three knew that they were bluffing no longer, though none admitted it. From
the way the trio eyed one another, something else was plain. None credited Glenlake with anything more
then robbery.

He might have shot down Tabor, in connection with that crime, but he certainly would not have returned
to the scene to make sure that the vicim was dead, to the extreme of pitching Tabor's body from a



window, rather than risk the chance that the man might actudly revive.

Asthey hinted a such points, each man watched the other two, as though expecting one to weaken and
admit having murdered Talbor. Not one of the three gave way to such fally. Whichever might be covering
up, was doing so to perfection. At length, Trevose, being on his home ground, took it upon himsdf to
decide the future policy.

"We mug talk to Glenlake," Trevose concluded, "and make him ddliver the ivory boxes with the Samese
ruby. After al, they were actudly our property.”

There were nods of agreement from Philmont and Harlingen, so Trevose reached for the telephone and
cdled Glenlakes Long Idand number. Finished with a brief talk, Trevose hung up.

"Glenlake int homeyet," Trevose informed. "He's had time to get there, an hour or more, since Tabor
died."

"Enough time to get there and back," asserted Philmont. "Wouldn't you say so, Harlingen?'

There was a sharp note to Philmont's words, an indictment that Harlingen couldn't fal to miss But
Harlingen was too clever to dam bluntly that he hadn't been to Glenlake's before he arrived here.

"Trevose could answer that better than |," said Harlingen to Philmont. "He has gone out to see Glenlake.
Quite often, | believe.”

Thething was being pitched at Trevose, and the lawyer accepted it quite gracefully. Looking at a clock
that was perched amid sets of chessmen, Trevose nodded.

"Yes, | could have gone to Glenlake's and back,” he declared. "Ingtead, | was here, working out chess
problems—until Philmont arrived.”

It was Philmont, now, who was taking the burden of the impeachment that he, himsdf, had Started.
Having gone the rounds, the subject was dismissed. Risng from his char, Trevose picked up the
standard chess set and carried it to the closet, to put with the others there.

"No need of bothering Glenleke again tonight” sad Trevose. "He has probably been chasng
everywhere, thinking the law is after him. Hell settle down after a night's rest. Tomorrow, we shdl hear
from him."

"Glenlake is the sort who likes to share his burdens. Held like the ivory boxes dl for himsdf, but he'd
prefer to have companionship in crime. His price, to us, will be our agreement that we acted in his behalf.
Wait and see”

HOW much Trevose bdieved hisown words, was a question. Whether he intended to wait and see, as
he advised, was aso a matter of doubt. For, after he had ushered Philmont and Harlingen from the
gpartment, Trevose turned out the study lights and watched from the darkened window, to see the two
arive on the street below and take their separate routes.

The dry chuckle that Laird Trevose gave was proof, sufficient, that he knew what was in the minds of
others, aswdl asin his own. Glenlake, in hisdumsy robbery, had set the precedent.

From now on, partnership was nil, and the men who had talked of mutud gain would prefer the whole
prize, done. Individud effort was the best. Glendae had proved it, tonight; with dl his blunders, he had
managed to outrace the law.



It didn't occur to Lard Trevose that, on the side of justice, there might be someone who could ded in
individud tactics quite as effectively as those who preferred crime. There was actudly such a person. He
was cdled The Shadow, and at this very moment he was closer to hisgod than any of the schemers who
sought the ivory caskets as their own!

CHAPTER VII. DEATH MOVES AHEAD

STEPPING from his sedan, Wilbur Glenlake thrust his chauffeur aside and closed the car door for
himsdf. Looking around the garage, he said he would lock it persondly. This puzzled the chauffeur, until
Glenlake condescended to explain this purpose.

"There are prowlers heregbouts” reminded Glenlake. "The servants have reported them on severd
occasions. | want you to look around the grounds, very thoroughly. And make suré'—he emphasized
this point— "that there are no strange cars, parked anywhere near!”

The chauffeur set out to his task, willing enough to humor Glenlake's whim. He'd been lax this evening,
the chauffeur had, when Glenlake had come to the garage in town.

Updairs, playing pinochle with the garage men, the chauffeur was late in answering his employer's cdl.
Glenlake didnt tolerate idlers in his household, so the chauffeur had been worrying about his job dl the
way home.

There was something e se that worried him. Cars had dogged the sedan at intervals, even in the exdusive
suburb where the Glenlake residence was located. The chauffeur had spotted the lights in the mirror, but
hadn't mentioned it to Glenlake. Nor did he now, for Glenlake had amply specified that the chauffeur
was to look for cars parked near the grounds. If there were any of those, the chauffeur intended to
unearth them.

None was around. Thetrailing cars had actudly been only one— Mo€'s cab, snaking on and off the trall
that the sedan furnished. Having seen the sedan pull into a large, well-shrubbed grounds, Moe hed
foreseen no trouble learning the name of the owner, so he had sped away to report to The Shadow,
through Burbank.

It took the chauffeur fifteen minutes to inspect the grounds in the thorough fashion that Glenlake wanted.
Before that period was hdf gone, Glenlake I€ft the garage. It was fortunate that the chauffeur's flaghlight
was out of Sght; otherwise, it would have revealed asngular thing.

A huddled figure was cregping from the garage, snesking across the driveway as though fearful of the
fant crunches that came from the gravel.

That figure was Wilbur Glenlake. Like a thief in the night, he was seeking his own mangon. His steps
were as those that had taken him to Talbor's hotd suite. It seemed that Glenlake was more worried, now
that crime had been accomplished, than he had been before he undertook the deed.

Perhaps Glenlake was no longer thinking in terms of the victim, Talbor, but in those of his other three
asociates: Trevose, Philmont and Harlingen. Certainly, they were persons with whom to reckon, as their
own prompt conference had proven.

On the steps outside a side door, Glenlake sumbled and made a dight clatter as he fdl. Sill huddled, he
scrambled for the bushes, and was there when the door opened.

On the threshold, Glenlake saw his butler, Ferguson, and heard him cdll to Kingdey, the chauffeur. When
aflashlight twinkled off behind the garage, Ferguson hurried out to mest it.



That was Glenlake's opportunity. Still the furtive figure, he did through the doorway. Only his crouched
shoulders were visble as he closed the door behind him. Then Ferguson and Kingdey were coming that
direction, to stop rather blankly when they saw the closed door.

It was latched, so Ferguson pounded on it rgpidly. Shortly, the door swung open, but instead of another
servant, Ferguson and Kingdey viewed Glenlake.

No longer wearing hat and overcoat, Glenlake seemed thoroughly & home; indeed, he was in his testiest
mood. When he learned the trouble, he pronounced a"Bah!" and stated that he had closed the sde door
himsdlf, because there was too much draft.

"I came in through the front door, as usud,” stated Glenlake. "I found this door open, and | closed it.
You, Ferguson, and your tak of prowlers! If there were any such about, Kingdey would have found
them!"

It didn't quite make sense to Kingdey, for the chauffeur had witnessed Glenlake's earlier, and much less
confident, mood. However, snce he was recaving commendation, Kingdey raised no objection. He
amply asked if Mr. Glenlake wanted anything from the car.

"I brought nothing with mel" snapped Glenlake. "Lock the garage, Kingdey, and take another look
about, s0 that Ferguson can deep comfortably... Come, Ferguson, we are going indoors."

WHEN Kingdey went back to the garage, he took alook into the car to make sure that Glenlake, often
absent-minded, had forgotten nothing.

The car was empty, so Kingdey looked around the garage itsdlf, redizing that it could prove an excelent
harbor for prowlers of the sort that Glenlake had forgotten, but whose possible presence now worried
Ferguson.

The chauffeur found nothing amiss. A few tools were absent from their chest, but the servants often
borrowed them for odd jobs of carpentry. Some rags were scattered on a work table, but Kingdey
remembered that he had used a few himsdf, that afternoon, while polishing a windshield. So the earnest
chauffeur decided to make another patrol of the hedge-bordered grounds, and cdl it a night.

Ingde the house, Glenlake was interviewing Ferguson in a little room cdled the den, just off the living
room. The den was on the sde of the house where the ground doped, hence its windows, three in
number, were nearly eght feet above the outside levd. No one could reach this room except by ladder,
and Glenlake noticed with satisfaction that the windows were locked.

He ordered Ferguson to draw the shades. While the butler was so engaged, Glendde inquired:
"Did anyone cdl this evening, Ferguson?"

"No one cdled persondly, sr," the butler replied. "There was a phone cdl, however."

"How long ago?’

"Not more then a haf-hour. It was Mr. Trevose."

A sudden change came to Glenlake's features. Momentarily, they showed a hunted expression, which
Glenlake hid from Ferguson. Controlling his voice, Glenlake demanded:

"You are sure that Trevose waan't here, earlier?”



"He said nothing about it, gr," returned Ferguson. "Therefore, | should hardly think -"

"You hardly ever think!" interrupted Glenlake. "So go, and leave me done!’ No, | don't want any coffee.
Itistoo late; | wouldn't deep.”

Glenlake's hat and overcoat were lying on a chair. The butler reached to pick them up, but Glenlake
brushed him toward the door.

"Congdering how chilly the room is™ Glenlake chided, "I may be needing the overcoat. | shdl certainly
need itif | go out for fresh air, later. Meanwhile | think | shdl light afire. | see that you have built one.”

Ferguson turned from the doorway to supply a maich, but Glenlake didn't let him approach the fireplace.
Thrugting the butler from the den, Glenlake dammed the door shut after him.

A key grated as Glenlake turned the lock; then, Ferguson heard the scratch of the maich, as Glenlake
gruck it on the hearth. Muttering to himsdf, the butler went back to the Sde door to confer with

Kingdey.

All Glenlakés tak of chilly weather did not hold, for the night was very mild. On the outside steps, butler
and chauffeur discussed the curious mood that their master had displayed. It wasn't like Glenlake to act
fidgety; indeed, the only thing that made sense was his query regarding Trevose.

The atorney 4ill acted as a conaultant in Glenlake's legd matters, and there were occasion—both
Ferguson and Kingdey remembered—when Trevose had come to the house, late in the evening, with
documents requiring Glenlake's signature.

The low-toned conversation was interrupted by a muffled sound, that was repeated while Ferguson and
Kingdey ligened. As near as they could guess, it came from the corner of the house; whether indde or
outsde, was a question. It was then that Ferguson remembered Glenlake's worry about the windows of
the den.

"It might be a ladder!" whispered the butler. "Someone could be jarring it againg the outside wdl by Mr.
Glenlake's den!™

"I don't think s0," returned the chauffeur. "I'll have alook, though. Stay here, Ferguson.”
DESPITE the admonition, the butler took a few steps to the ground, to watch the chauffeur's departure.

With the flashlight turned the other way, thick blackness settled on the door sll. Behind Ferguson's back,
that blackness tirred. More than that, it grew. Like a gathering cloud, it encroached upon the lighted
space that represented the open doorway.

Then blackness shaped into a figure clad in cloak and hat—the snister being of the night who had aready
shown his hand againgt men of crime.

With ghostly glide, The Shadow entered the doorway and went from sight, as he moved dong the hdl
toward Glenlake's den. Having gathered enough from the conversation between Ferguson and Kingdey,
The Shadow was on hisway to learn the rest of it.

Outsde, the gleam of the flashlight marked the chauffeur's return. Kingdey thought thet he had heard the
muffled thumps again, but they had been lower, and had ceased as suddenly as they began. As for a
ladder, there wasn't asgn of any.

Tuming the flashlight upward, Kingdey looked for aloose shutter, only to have Ferguson remind him that



there was not enough wind to bang it.

A fant breeze did gtir, and it was like a breeth of doom. Eerie was the slence of this suburban setting at
S0 late an hour. Straining for sounds that they could no longer hear, the butler and the chauffeur caught
others, more foreboding. Throbs of motors somewhere, that might mean persons ariving home late, as
hed Glenlake, except that the distant murmurs choked off suddenly.

A light, moving dowly beyond a hedge, was scarcely more than a dim, passng flicker before it
disappeared. Whether it had gone, or blacked itsdf out, was impossble to say. But the vague sounds
and the momentary glimmer put Kingdey in amood as taut as Ferguson's.

"Mr. Glenlake wasn't thinking just of prowlers" voiced the chauffeur. "Like the one you thought you saw,
Ferguson. He said to watch for suspicious cars."

"We dhdl inform him about them,” the butler decided. "That will be the smplest course.™

In the darkened hdl outside of Glenlake's den, The Shadow was dready crouched at the door, ligening
for tokens from within. He heard the crackle of the fire that Glenlake had lighted, plus basso mutters that
were unquestionably Glenlake's own. The man was annoyed about something; just what it was, The
Shadow could learn only by opening the door and having a look insde.

With gloved hand, The Shadow produced a specid pick. Tweezers in miniature, with narrow, pointed
ends, they probed the keyhole to engage the key adready within the lock on the other side. Gripping, the
tweezers twisted.

Ingde, the key was turning dowly, though probably Glenlake couldn't natice it, for sounds told that he
was a the fireplace, moving poker and tongs asif to ir the fire.

A dozen seconds more, and The Shadow would have been opening that door and peering through the
narrow crack. Within thet time space, intervention came.

Firg, the click of alight switch somewhere back dong the hdl. Then, as The Shadow twisted away from
the door, carrying the pick beneeth his cloak, he saw two men lunging savagely in his direction.

Chauffeur and butler had discovered The Shadow, ending his opportunity to accost Glenlake unawares.
Though barehanded, they were driving with determination, intent upon overpowering an intruder who, in
their opinion, was threatening their master's life

They wanted to save Glenlake. Instead, they saved The Shadow. Had the cloaked investigator crossed
the threshold, doom would have been his. For, a that crudd indant, a thing happened in Glenlake's den
- athing so tremendous, that it dwarfed dl previous events.

A sharp crackle from the fire was drowned in aterrific roar. Door, windows, even walls, burst asunder in
ahuge blast that spewed a mass of flame a thousandfold more brilliant than firdight. With that explosion,
the whole house rocked, proof of the devastating force that swept the room of doom.

Wilbur Glenlake was gone with the blast, which, but for the intervention of the servants, would have
carried The Shadow to destruction with it!

CHAPTER VIII. VANISHED BY NIGHT

WITH the rip of the explosion, The Shadow was turning to meet the combined drive of Ferguson and
Kingdey. The Shadow had his own system of meeting such attackers. It was to swoop in swiftly and saill
the opposition before it had a chance to even parry. Often had The Shadow used such tactics, even



agang men with guns. Two unarmed opponents looked easy, and they were.
Eader by far than The Shadow expected, for this was one time when the cloaked fighter outdid himsdf.

He came so fadt, The Shadow, tha his lunging hands seemed to dStretch yards ahead of his feet. So far
ahead, that his arms threatened to lose ther sockets. Nor did The Shadow come unarmed. He had
started empty-handed, but on the way, he was provided with a wegpon in the shape of a missle bulkier
than himsdif.

Tha missle was the mgor section of the door. Split asunder by the blast that daughtered Glenlake, the
chunk of heavy woodwork overtook The Shadow, beat down his shoulders, and tangled with the cloak
deeves of his dretching arms, while his hands sought to ward it off.

To Ferguson and Kingdey, hurled back by the concussion, The Shadow seemed a demon incarnate, a
men of might who was swinging hdf a door as eeslly asif it were a toothpick. On their backs, they rolled
frantically away to escape the mammoth bludgeon that the cloaked terror wielded.

Ther impressons were dill erroneous when they saw The Shadow lurch between them. They thought the
fury of his drive was carrying him past them; that his hands, jerking forward, were supplying the sweep to
the huge cudgel that he seemed to clutch.

Actudly, The Shadow's predicament was worse than theirs. He wasn't even gripping the flattish war club
that the exploson had hewn from the door. When The Shadow sprawled, it wasn't because he tripped.
He was fdled by the blow that the door chunk gave his head, despite the warding efforts of his hands.

Coming to hands and knees, chauffeur and butler saw The Shadow ralling on ahead. He came up dowly,
dutching the piece of timber only because, to his groggy mind, it was something that might support his
rise. Thinking that the black-cloaked Titan intended to take another swipe a them, Ferguson and
Kingdey, with one accord, stampeded into Glenlake's den.

There, the pair sumbled over Glenlake's body, amid a pile of debris. It wasn't a pleasant sght, had they
taken time to look. Glenlake had taken the full force of the blast. Not only were his arms and legs askew
and his head twisted completely about; his body had been nearly sundered, forming a right angle on the
floor.

Every window was completdy shattered. Pictures had fdlen and smashed, dong with chunks from the
wdls. The caling was a wreck; from its gaps were dropping bits of white tile from the floor of a
bathroom above, while a chanddier was hanging precarioudy by one wire.

What Ferguson and Kingdey wanted were weapons to serve them againg The Shadow. The butler
grabbed the fire tongs, only to have them fdl gpart in his grasp. The chauffeur saw a hammer lying under
a shattered table and grabbed it up.

Ferguson discarded a large screwdriver that had been on the same table, and turned to the hearth. There,
upon the shattered stonework, he saw the poker, twisted and lacking its handle. Burning embers were dl
about, some eating holes in the rug. Stamping out those smolders, Ferguson grabbed the poker, or what
was |eft of it, and joined Kingdey.

Out in the hdlway, they saw The Shadow and thought that he was groping toward them, until they
looked again. Then it became apparent that his Stagger was carrying him the other way. For the fird time,
Glenlake's servants redized thet their formidable foe was a a loss.

They'd saved The Shadow from death by their interruption of hisvist to the den, but held taken the brunt



of the burgting door. Neither Ferguson nor Kingdey stopped to consider that The Shadow's proximity to
the blast indicated his ignorance that it was due.

To the two excited men, The Shadow was Smply the embodiment of dl the dread that Glenlake had
earlier expressed, and which had grown upon the servants themsdves.

SO they went for The Shadow, hammer and poker, as he reded toward the sde door that formed the
nearest exit. They overtook him, swinging hard, and only their intendty gave The Shadow respite.

His arms were taking the blows, painfully, and had ether attacker waited to swing past such tardy guard,
asngle stroke would have fdled The Shadow. Asit was, he kept diverting their dashes and pulling from
their grabs, until he reached the outside doorway.

There, braced by an insweep of fresh air, The Shadow showed a flash of his old form. The laugh that
trickled from his hidden lips carried a hollow note of chalenge, as he drove Ferguson back with a
shoulder lunge and jabbed afig at Kingdey, to stop a swing that the latter was making with the hammer.

Then, with a sudden twist, The Shadow was through the doorway as the pair lashed back at him. His
laugh carried a parting tone, that was more than a mere token. From his sweep, his adversaries guessed
that The Shadow was darting a long legp outdoors, but they didnt expect him to jump right off to
nowhere. Nevertheess, The Shadow accomplished just such an amazing vanish.

Saringing out through the door and down the steps, The Shadow's two pursuers found—nathing! There
wasn't even a whispered echo from the night. Kingdey ill had the flashlight; he spread the beams in a
wide, reveding sweep that covered a semicirde of fifty feet. In dl that range, there wasn't a Sgn of The
Shadow!

Nothing, except shrubs that fringed the flashlight's lick; lurking spots that even The Shadow could not
have reached in the brief time dlowed. That point didn't occur to the chauffeur or the butler. They headed
off to scour the shrubs, rgecting a smpler explanation of The Shadow's disappearance.

All during the flashlight's probe, The Shadow had been dmog at the ebows of the men who sought him.
His lurch into the outer darkness had been a blind effort, with very naturd consegquences. The Shadow
had missed the edge of the steps; going over, hed folded like a jackknife on the ground below.

In their hurry to find The Shadow, Glenlake's servants hadn't thought of looking beside the steps from
which they scoured the farther terrain with their light.

Now The Shadow, rigng diffly, was feding dong the house wall, seeking to be gone before the
searchers returned. He was quite willing to leave the scene to Glenlake's servants, since their master no
longer lived to answer the pertinent questions that The Shadow would have puit.

Shaky though he was, his ears dill ringing from the blast and his shoulders aching from the smash of the
door, The Shadow was able to navigate, and gill had some sense of direction.

At a front corner of the house, The Shadow paused and listened. He was sure he heard sounds
resembling the cresk of a door, the raitle of a window. He looked for the flashlight and saw it, dill amid
the shrubbery. The hunters had gone farther from the house, instead of returning toward it. The Shadow
pressed a numbed hand beneeth his cloak, fdt the cold, familiar handle of an automatic, and gripped it.

A sudden dir happened in the shrubs. Ferguson came up into the light, pointing toward the house,
shouting to Kingdey:

"Look!"



The chauffeur turned, swinging his flaghlight, only to cut off its glow when a gun spoke from within the
sde door. Ferguson had spotted someone snegking past that doorway, but it was Kingdey who was
smart enough to extinguish the light when the unknown started shooting.

Then The Shadow saw the gun spurts. They were coming from an open window. Steadying his hand
agang the wdl, The Shadow answered with blasts from his autométic.

A difficult target, a mere gun hand, digtinguishable only by the flashes from the gun itsdf. Too difficult for
The Shadow in his present unsteady state. His bullets either went wide or grazed the wall too closdly, but
they accomplished one purpose: the other man's fire stopped abruptly.

THE trouble lay with Ferguson and Kingdey. Almog to the house, they saw the flashes of The Shadow's
gun and mistook them for aflank fire, meant for them. They turned The Shadow's way, and to avoid ther
rush, he regled out across the lawvn. Hoping to bring the servants to their senses, The Shadow took a pot
shaot at the dim window.

A man dropped down to the ground, a man whaose hands were dutching a gun as they dung momentarily
to the sll. A gun and nothing more. His head was turned, and The Shadow couldn't see his face. Nor
was there time to try another shot, as the fdlow fled.

Sense dill hadn't gotten to Ferguson and Kingdey. They were piling The Shadow's way, guiding by his
last gunshat.

Agan, The Shadow showed a return of form, as he reversed his course and took the only avenue that
offered—toward the front of the house. He ran sraight into a bush, took a long oill across it, and came
up again with Glenlake's servants after him, for they had heard his sprawl.

Around the corner, The Shadow would have gotten clear, if the front door hadn't suddenly opened to
disgorge a man as hurried as the one who had fled by the window. He was waving a revolver in one hand
and spreading his other am across his face, as he loped for darkness off beyond the house. In tha
darkness, he fired afew shots that, in his haste, meant nothing.

There was no chance for The Shadow to respond. Againg the glow of the doorway, the cloaked fighter
was spotted again by Glenlake's servants, and they persisted in seeking their origind quarry. So The
Shadow was on the dodge again, away from the light, to the tune of sarting motors, which meant that
other, unknown fugitives were making good their flight.

Hdfway across the lawn, The Shadow met another bush dump and stopped short. He began to work
around it, for Kingdey's flashlight was sweeping anew and coming much too close. Then The Shadow's
edging shoulder struck something solid in the dark.

With a twigt, he came about, to swing his gun a a lunging antagonis whose hands made a quick and
lucky grip & The Shadow's throat!

It was a hard, swift grapple. Despite his numbed condition, The Shadow could have finished it in his own
dyle, but for those pesky servants who were ill on the rove. They heard the struggle and came dashing
over, leaving The Shadow no choice but to fling his adversary hard and turn to ded with them.

At lagt, things broke The Shadow's way. Glenlake's servants didn't even see The Shadow. Instead, they
took after a man who sprang to his feet and fled off through a cluster of trees so fadt that the flashlight
only showed his hedls. Left behind in that maddened chase, The Shadow decided to cal it anight.

Going in the other direction, he reached a hedge and worked through to where Mo€'s cab was parked in



adead-end lane. A blocking fence had prevented Moe from taking after the cars that had dready gone.

Tdling Moe to wait, The Shadow watched through the hedge until he saw the flashlight returning to the
house. The servants had ended another futile chase. As soon as they were in the house, The Shadow
entered the cab and Moe backed it from the lane. As he did, Moe heard a whispered laugh from the rear
Seet.

Often, The Shadow voiced that mirth after vanishing by night. This time, it was more than appropriate,
gnce other strangers had vanished aso—three men who, like The Shadow, had sought something a
Glenlake's. Something that wasn't there, snce dl had left empty handed.

Already, The Shadow was thinking back into the past, congdering Glenlake's actions after his flight from
Tabor's. Where and how Wilbur Glenlake had disposed of the mysterious box that he had carried, was
amysery to be solved.

In solving thet riddle, The Shadow hoped to trace the hand that had somehow planted degth for Glenlake
upon hisariva home. A death which would certainly link with the earlier murder of Alexander Tabor!

Theriddle of fiveivory boxes, vanished by night, like The Shadow!

CHAPTER IX. LINK TO THE PAST

DURING the interludes between his battles with men of crime, The Shadow appeared publidy in another
guise. His favorite role was that of Lamont Cranston, prominent member of the exdusve Cobat Club.
To dl appearances, Cranston was a nonchdant gentleman whose indifference resembled boredom; a
vay effective pose, Snce it contrasted so greetly with the reputed manner of Cranston's other sdf, The
Shadow. There were occas ons when Cranston was actudly and thoroughly bored, and this happened to
be one of them.

It was the day after the deaths of Tdbor and Glenlake. Lounging at the club, Cranston was in the
company of his friend, Police Commissoner Raph Weston, who was reviewing reports brought by his
ace ingpector, Joe Cardona. Singular that Cranston should be redly bored when these two were on
hand, for he had especidly sought the cdlub to learn the opinions of Weston and Cardona.

Thetrouble lay in those very opinions. The police hadn't learned a thing, and they were meking it worse
by trying to sound out Cranston's views on the subject.

Two subjects, to be exact, for the law considered the deaths of Tabor and Glenlake to be things apart.
Asaworld traveler, Cranston had known Tabor years ago; as aman of finance, he was acquainted with
Glenlake. Hence it was difficult to tdl whether his weary headshakes referred to one, the other, or both.
Convinced at lagt that Cranston lacked dl views, Weston and Cardona reverted to their own. Through
politeness and policy, Cranston was forced to ligten, though he wished he could go dsewhere. He
intended to go elsewhere at Sx o'clock. Anticipating a know-nothing sesson with Weston, Cranston had
ealier remarked that he had a dinner date with a gil named Margo Lane. Cranston's acquaintance with
Margo was dways a good excuse for getting away from Weston.

The law summarized the Tdbor case thus

Somewhere in histravels, Alexander Talbor mugt have made dangerous enemies. At present, New Y ork
was recaving an influx of Americans who had hitherto lived in the Orient. Probably Tabor's most
dreaded enemy belonged to that group. Learning that Tabor was back in New York, sad enemy had
popped out of obscurity and avenged himsdf on the man he hated.



Finding the suspect was a large problem: learning his underlying motive, even greater. Chief support to
the police theory was the murderer's return to the scene of crime. He'd wanted to make sure that Tabor
was dead, but a few bullets would have settled that question. But to pitch Talbor headlong from a
window, thereby bashing him beyond further recognition, was a vicious act smacking of Orientd
vengeance.

It reminded Weston of things he had read about: how, in India, they put men to death by letting elephants
step on their skulls. When Weston asked if Cranston had ever witnessed such executions, his friend
nodded, yawned, and inquired what Weston thought about Talbor's servant, Channing.

The commissioner reviewed tha propostion briefly. The police had diminated Channing. The servant
would have had better opportunities to digpose of his master. Moreover, Channing was outside the hotdl,
taking Tabor's luggage away in a cab, at the time his master went upstairs, not more than ten minutes
before the tragedy.

So far, nothing had been heard from Channing, which was not at dl surprisng. The servant had held
Tdbor's full trust; that much was certain. It followed that Channing would therefore fear that he might
share his master's fate, and would be staying out of sght until a killer was brought to justice.

The Glenlake murder was of another variety.

Behind it, the lav saw attempted robbery maneuvered by a aimind band. Somehow, an explosive
substance had been planted in Glenlake's fireplace. Crooks wanted to blow up the corner of the house,
and Wilbur Glenlake with it. In the confuson, they had intended to invade the manson and rifle it of
vauables known to bein Glenlake's possession.

Glenlakes servants had thwarted the robbery. Persons known to be on the ground had fled,
unfortunately unidentified. If there was any connection at al between the tragedies of Alexander Tabor
and Wilbur Glenlake, it was the presence of The Shadow at both scenes—a point which Commissioner
Weston did not care to recognize.

Cffiddly, The Shadow was regarded as a myth. Unoffiddly, it was known tha he intervened againgt
ciminds of every sort. Reports of The Shadow at Tabor's hotel, and later a Glenlake's house, indicated
that he was working on two separate cases. Thwarted on one, held gone to see about the other.

Out of dl this drive, the impassve Mr. Cranston heard but one thing of vaue the police agreed that
Harry Vincent had played no part in crime. They were counting on him only as a witness who might help
identify the murderer, if found. So Lamont Cranston, otherwise The Shadow, indulged in an inward smile
After tonight, he could put his star agent back on the case. For the present, he had assgned Harry's
duties to another.

ELSEWHERE, men were discussng the desths of Talbor and Glenlake in connected terms, though dl
were very cautious in their opinions. Again, Laird Trevose was having vistors at his apartment; two of
them, who weren't interested in playing chess. In fact, to avoid any digtraction, Trevose went to the pains
of putting away a very fine set of hand-carved chessmen with which he had been tesing out some
problems. Trevose's vigtors, of course, were Jonathan Philmont and Peter Harlingen. Since they had
come here on their own, Trevose preferred to let them express their opinions firdt.

"Regarding lagt night," began Philmont, as he dangled his glasses from their ribbon. "We were dl quite
agreed that Glenlake could have murdered Tabor."

"We said more then that," corrected Harlingen, whose face had an expression as sharp as his eyes. "We
agreed that Glenlake might have murdered Tabor."



Studying the faces of the other two, Trevose hed his own expressionless. In his driest tone, he voiced the
product of their thoughts, when he said:

"Let us dispense with modifications, gentlemen. Put it amply that Glenlake murdered Tabor. Our next
question is Who killed Glenlake?"

In response, the other two became as poker-faced as Trevose. Agan, there was a three-way deadlock.
Each pair of eyes showed accusation that gauged itsdf by the others. Any of the three could have been
udng that stare as a shell to preserve his own composure.

It was a Stuaion far more tense than the night before. Then, a burden thrust on any man's shoulders
could have been shrugged away and blamed on Glenlake, who had certainly been in a podtion to murder
Tdbor. But Glenlake's death, with Tabor gone, came sraight home to the three who now discussed it.

Most men would have found it difficult to remain indifferent to the presence of a murderer. Not these.
Two of them, mogt certainly, were maintaining their composure despite the sang-froid of the third. Again,
it was Trevose who—whether a murderer or not—fdt it incumbent to clear the issue.

"We three are partners,” stated Trevose dryly. "We each own an equd share in five ivory boxes, with a
ruby nested in their center. Our only interest is to reclaim our property.”

"Right!" agreed Philmont. "But where are the boxes? Glenlake took them from Talbor's hotdl, but he did
not carry them to his house."

"Thanks for the information, Philmont,” put in Harlingen. "Not having gone to Glenlake's, | wouldn't know
whether the boxes were there or not.”

Philmont took time out to put on his glasses and give Harlingen avery fidy stare.

"If you intimate that | was a Glenlake's™" declared Philmont, "it could only be because you were there,
Harlingen, and saw someone ese, whom you mistook for me!"

As he finished, Philmont turned and directed the same cold stare a Trevose, who ralied nedily to the
gtuation.

"Why should any of us have been at Glenlakeés?' asked Trevose. "The newspaper reports speak of an
attempted robbery, in which nothing was actudly stolen. Since there was no mention of the ivory boxes,
we can assume that Glenlake did not have them with him. Obvioudy, he left them somewhere on the

way.
"At his office, perhaps," suggested Philmont. "Unless the police have been there dready.”

"Which they have," informed Harlingen. "They went there immediaidy after leaving the house, to make
sure that another bomb wasn't planted. No, | didn't go to Glenlake's office'—Harlingen raised his hand
before Philmont could speak—"because it wasn't necessary. | read about it in the newspapers.”

With awave of dismissd, Trevose ended the conference, as though he chose the only course.

"We mugt wait," he declared, "and learn whatever we can. | was Glenlake's adviser in certain legd
matters. | shal probably be thefirg to learn about the ivory boxes, if they reappear. If | hear anything, |
ghdl inform you."

So convindng were those words, tha both Philmont and Harlingen doubted them. When they saw
Trevose step to the closet to bring out another set of fancy chessmen, ther doubts increased.



Accustomed to contralling more potent emotions, neither Philmont nor Harlingen had any trouble
conceding mere disbdief in their partner, particularly because it was a thing that had existed dl dong.

Teking Trevose's hint, Philmont and Harlingen left; once outsde the gpartment, each went his separate
way, as Trevose, himsdf, observed when he looked from the curtained window of his sudy. Philmont
rode away in a car, while Harlingen started on foot toward the subway.

Whereupon, Laird Trevose chuckled. He went to the closet, but ingtead of choosing from among the
many chess sets, he took out hat, overcoat, and cane. Then, leaving the lights burning, he went out to the
eevator, tdling his servant that should visitors stop by, they were to be told that Mr. Trevose was a
home but not receiving calers.

Most people phrased the thing the other way about; but not Laird Trevose. With him, bluntness was a
habit. When he wanted to be left done, he said so. The practice was proving of use on this occasion. For
Trevose, venturing forth upon amisson of hisown choice, preferred to have the fact unknown.

Dusk received Trevose as he l€ft the back door of the gpartment house. Ignoring his car, which was
parked across the way, he took a cab, instead. For Lard Trevose was bound upon a very specid
misson, one that only the presence of his vistors had postponed.

That misson involved alink to the past, through which Trevose hoped to dam the five ivory boxes as his
own!

CHAPTER X. REPORT UNFINISHED

LOUNGING by a window in the third-floor hdlway, Clyde Burke lighted another cigarette, while he
kept a wary eye on an office down the corridor. Inesmuch as Clyde was dso waiching the dairs, the
elevator, and the sdewalk in front of the Norwood Building, he had a pretty Szable assgnment.

Clyde was used to doing two things a once. As areporter for the New York Classc, he covered plenty
of important stories, and was noted for the ingde angles that he unearthed. But no one knew the red
indde of those indde angles Far deeper than the job he did for the Classc were Clydes
accomplishmentsin the service of The Shadow.

It wasn't a case of letting the Classic down. For every time that he had denied his newspaper a scoop,
Clyde could count two or three that had meant sensationa news, which The Shadow had ordered Clyde
to release. The two jobs clicked like clockwork, just as they were doing today.

The Norwood Building was smdl and rather obscure, not the sort where one would expect to find
important offices. However, it happened to belong to Wilbur Glenlake, or rather, had belonged to him,
up to the time of his demise. That was why the office down the hdl bore Glenlake's name upon the door.

Though retired from active business, Glenlake had ill kept his hands in many enterprises, enough to
necessitate an office and a gaff. Since the Norwood Building was only partly rented, he had moved into
it. From the time the police had searched the office for a bomb that wasn't there, reporters had been in
and out, Clyde among them.

Apparently, Clyde was the only one who thought that he could get a story from any of the clerks and
stenographers who soutly ingsted that they knew nothing about Glenlake's persond affairs. The rest of
the news hawks had gone, leaving Clyde to smoke his cigarettes and wait.

As a replacement for Harry Vincent, Clyde Burke was the naturd choice. As soon as Glenlake's degth
hit the headlines, it was to be expected that reporters would be about. So The Shadow had assigned



Clyde to full-time duty, and the longer he went without results, the more Clyde expected them.

Knowing of Glenlake's strange flight of the night before, and the fact that the murder victim had carried a
missng prize obtained through crime, Clyde was quite sure that something would develop before the day
was done.

And the day was amog over.

It was after hdf past five. A few of the hired help were dill engaged in sraightening out Glenlake's many
busness threads, and it looked as if they intended to work dl evening, for the lights were burning in the
office. Most everyone ese had left the floor; perhaps everyone, for the only offices that hadn't disgorged
their quota looked like empties. Maybe it was about time for someone else to show up and reieve the
monotony for Clyde. Such was the reporter's thought, as he looked hopefully from the window and saw
acab pull upinfront.

It wasn't the firg cab that had stopped during Clyde's brief watch. There was another across the way,
but Clyde couldn't tel whether or not it had an occupant. Maybe the man who liked doorways had been
inthat firg cab.

By the man who liked doorways, Clyde meant a dralling individud who moved up and down the street,
keeping his back turned most of the time, except when he turned around, aways in the shdter of a
doorway .

For the present, the newly arrived cab monopolized Clyde's attention. It dropped a passenger and drove
away. The passenger not only remained; he came directly into the Norwood Building. The eevator had
closed down, so Clyde listened for footsteps on the sairs.

They came, bringing the vigtor with them. He was a tal man, with a thin, dry face and appraising eyes,
that took in Clyde with a Sngle glance, then turned away.

The man went directly into Glenlakes office. Clyde paused to flick his finished cigarette from the
window. As he did, he fancied he saw a head dip back into the parked cab across the Street.

Looking adong the house fronts, Clyde saw another figure in a doorway. Which meant there were two
watchers, after dl, both interested in the third man who had entered the building. Good points to
remember, though Clyde wished he could gan more. That, however, was impossble, consdering how
the dusk had deepened.

The next best step was to check on the man who had entered Glenlake's office,

RELYING on the power of the press, Clyde walked dong the hal, opened the door and stepped insde.
He found the thin-faced man taking to the office help, who were getting their hats and coats. When he
heard Clyde enter, the man turned and asked dryly:

"Wdl?'
Clyde explained that he was a reporter, whereat the thin-faced man amiled.

"My nameis Trevose" he stated. "I was Mr. Glenlake's atorney. He used to ask my advice on various
meatters, anong them, what to say to reporters who wanted an interview. My advice on tha question
was— nothing! | am one man who aways follows my own advice. Good day, Mr. Burke."

Tuming on his hed, Trevose entered a door marked "Private” One of the clerks followed, buzzing in his
ear. Clyde caught the phrase: "Persona correspondence,” and saw Trevose nod.



Then, nating that the other clerks had gone out, leaving him quite done, Clyde looked about, saw another
door that bore no mark at dl; so he opened it and found himsdf in asmal closet.

Clyde closed the door and waited indde.

It was dark in the closet, but Clyde felt the nudge of another doorknob, so he tried it. Located a the
back of the closet, the knob indicated a door that led into another suite of offices, but it was locked from
the other side.

Ligening a his own door, Clyde heard dight footsteps, and peeked out. He was jugt in time to see
Trevose snesking into the halway.

Emerging from the closet, Clyde reached the outer door and took a further look. Trevose was peering in
and around the hdlway, trying other office doors. Very probably he was making sure tha Clyde was

gone.

Clyde decided to make the most of his present opportunity. He did a snegk of his own into Glenlake's
private office, and there on the desk found the persond correspondence that the clerk had mentioned.

All |etters bore the postmark of the present day, and every one was addressed to Glenlake. Some
envelopes had been opened, but there was one dill sealed. It was a plan envelope with no return
address in the corner. It bore Glenlake's name and office address, typewritten, and in capitd letters,
lower left, it said: "PERSONAL."

Clyde held the envelope to the light. Inside was a sngle sheet of folded paper that looked plan, but it
contained something e se between the paper folds. Something that was iff, like cardboard; too large for
acdling card, too andl to be a playing card. Before Clyde could figure out what it was, he heard
Trevose coming back.

There wasn't time to get through the outer office and into the closet. However, Clyde saw an digible
hiding place. Trevose had hung his hat and coat on a stand in the corner, and there was space behind it.
That, plus the fact that only the desk lamp was burning, decided Clyde. He did in back of the coat stand,
and fdt comfortably out of Sght when Trevose entered.

Evidently the attorney had made only a cursory ingpection, for he left the private door open and kept
ligening intently for any sounds from the hall. Meanwhile, he was sorting through the letters, and when his
eye struck the one which had attracted Clyde, it showed an interested gleam. Keeping his head tilted, as
though ligening, Trevose opened the envelope and drew out the contents. Clyde saw the piece of
cardboard, and this time recognized it. It was manila colored, and could only be one thing: a package
receipt from the parcel room of aralway dation!

Ingantly, Clyde linked the thing with Glenlake. Clyde knew dl the details of Glenlake's flight; how the
men had left Moe's cab and cut through the Grand Centrd Termind. Moe had sent a porter after him,
but had supposed that the redcap hadn't been able to overtake Glenlake when the latter went on through
to Lexington Avenue.

But Clyde was gaining a new and better theory. Glenlake must have stopped at the parcel room in Grand
Centrd and checked his bundle there. No wonder the porter hadn't been able to identify him! No
wonder, ether, that the mysterious box had disappeared!

TREVOSE was pocketing the parcel receipt with one hand, crumpling the envelope with the other. To
Clydés rdidf, the lawyer turned off the desk lamp and came to get his hat and coat in the dark.



Then Trevose was seding out of the office, evidently in quite a hurry, which didn't puzzle Clyde at dl.
Ohbvioudy, Trevose wanted to reach Grand Central as soon as possible, to pick up that prize package.

Clyde didn't follow. Instead, he pounced for the telephone as soon as Trevose was gone. This office was
in the west Twenties, and Grand Central was a Forty-second, on the other sde of town. It would be
easer to have someone intercept Trevose at his dedtination: any one of severa agents who wouldn't be
recognized by Trevose.

Tilting the telephone toward the window, Clyde had just enough light to use the did. He wasn't worried
by the clatter the did made, for he was sure that it couldn't be heard outside the office. The sound didn't
meatter any more than the ticking of a little luminous-did clock on the desk, the hands showing a few
minutes past Six.

At least, Clyde thought that no sounds mattered. Perhaps that was why he didn't notice sounds himsdlf.
Creeping sounds that would have been detected by Harry Vincent, had he been the agent on this job.

For those creaks, coming through the outer office, were much like the ominous tokens that Harry had
heard, more than once, dong the hdlway at the Hotd Taleyrand. They stood for dedthy footfdls that
carried doom in ther ingdious stride!

Clyde heard a sound he did notice—a methodica voice from the receiver of the telephone:
"Burbank gpesking.”

"Thisis Burke" informed Clyde. "I've got something. I'm cdlling from Glenlake's office. A lawyer named
Trevose was here. He opened aletter marked 'Persond,’ and init was -"

From that point, Clyde's report remained unfinished. Two hands dithered through the darkness, came
around Clyde's neck and took him tightly by the throat, changing his next words into an inaticulate

gagle.

The dartling speed with which those hands arrived, the srength with which ther fingers dug, was proof
condusive to Clyde Burke that he wasin a murderer's dlutch!

CHAPTER XI. CROSSED BATTLE

FOR a few horrendous moments, the world whirled for Clyde Burke. What little light there was,
vanished completely, and he wasin aredm of pitch darkness. The rattlein his ears resembled a plague of
locugts. Clyde's hands, acting on their own, seemed miles away as they clawed at the murderous hands
thet throttled him.

If ever Clyde had fought for life, it was now. Burbank, of course, knew that something was wrong, but
Burbank wasn't near, nor could he summon ad in time to save Clyde. The only factor in Clyde's favor
was the killer'swish to ddliver slent death; which, a least, would be a dow process.

Though his efforts would lessen as the choking continued, Clyde ill had a longer time to live, and
intended to make the mogt of it.

Back and forth, Clyde writhed, seeking vdiantly to wrench away from that dooming grip. He twisted,
though not in an effort to see his opponent's face. He fdt certain enough that the man was Trevose, for
Clyde hadn't forgotten the lawyer's snoop dong the hdl. It would to be like Trevose to come back and
ligen at the door, just on a mere whim.

It would be like Trevose, too, to go the limit with this deadly attack. Clyde dready suspected the lawvyer



of having killed Glenlake, which, judged by known facts, would brand him as Tabor's murderer, too. A
double killer after a third victim? The thought was pounding through Clyde's brain, dong with the whirling
blackness and the roaring sound. It added to his frenzy and made him fight the harder.

How Clyde managed it, he never did know, but of a sudden he was free of that torturing grip, guping a
great whiff of ar that seemed a magic tonic. Clawing the air, Clyde's hands struck the desk, and as he fdt
his antagonist pounce anew, he took a frantic action.

He grabbed for the telephone, found it, and tried to articulate the name "Trevose!" for Burbank to hear. It
would be enough, that name, to guide The Shadow on a course of vengeance, should Clyde succumb to
the grip that his attacker was renewing. But the grip came too soon for Clyde to cry the name. Tighter
then ever, those crud hands were pressng Clyde into oblivion.

The taste of that one happy breaeth made Clyde want another, a any cost. He yearned for a weapon, and
inhiswishing redized that he had one, the telephone. With alash that carried him hdf about, even though
it didn't loose the killer's grip, Clyde struck out, wide but hard.

His foeman mus have dodged, for Clyde fet a sideward tug from the hands. Another swing; this time,
the telephone thumped a shoulder. Then the dutching hands did a strange thing. They drew back and
gave a hurl, as though they intended to throw Clyde into the hereafter, instead of squeezing him to that
degtination.

Throw Clyde, the hands did, but only across the room, telephone and al. Hitting the wal, Clyde came
saggering to hisfeet. Blackness about him, a roaring in his ears—those illusons perssted. But he could
see something vagudy in the blackness, hear the roar changing into other sounds.

Driving forward, Clyde was bound toward the door to the outer office, and as he neared it he swvung the
telephone hard, to meet his foeman. The stroke landed. Whether the foe was coming in again, or taking
to flight, Clyde didn't know. He only knew that the blow went home, though with an odd recoil that
Clyde couldn't understand. Tightly though he gripped it, the phone went flying from Clyde's hand, but he
fdt his opponent dump. Barehanded, Clyde flung himsdf upon his humen prey.

There was the sound of a damming door amid the dying roar. Forgetting the man on the floor, Clyde
found his feet. He tripped over the telephone cord, but couldn't locate the ingrument itself. He needed
that missle it was his only weapon. So Clyde groped medly for the desk, blundered into the lamp, and
turned it on.

Seaing the phone cord, he ran his hands dong it and found the telephone around the corner of the desk.
Up with his bludgeon, Clyde swung about, ready to meet dl comers.

He saw only one: The Shadow!

SLOWLY, the cloaked fighter was rigng from the floor, just within the doorway. Noting the tilted
postion of the douch hat, Clyde stared a the telephone in his hand and suddenly understood. That
stroke ddlivered in the dark had felled a friend, not a foe!

Now it dl cleared in Clyde's horrified mind. Remembering the roar in his ears, he could identify the other
sounds that had disturbed him. One sound, in particular: the tone of asniger laugh.

The Shadow's chdlenge, hurled at Clyde's attacker—that was why the killer had flung Clyde aside. Hed
gone after The Shadow, instead, and the cloaked fighter had gone to grips with him, only to have Clyde
intervene—the wrong way!



Jugt to top off dl his blunders, Clyde had felled The Shadow, and their mutua foeman had taken the
opportunity to escape. The dam of the outer door had marked a departure, not another arrival!

As The Shadow steadied on hisfeet, he looked a Clyde and gave a shilant laugh. Wavering dightly, the
cloaked fighter stepped forward and took the telephone, as though to measure the cord. Then Clyde saw
the reason for the telephone's recail.

It had reached the end of its cord when it struck The Shadow, and that, to some extent, had |essened the
force of the swing. Otherwise, Clyde might il be trying to revive his chief.

A whispered laugh issued from The Shadow's hidden lips. It brought a voice from the receiver:
"Burbank spesking.”

The Shadow spoke in turn; his whisper was steady. Finishing with Burbank, he turned to Clyde, but kept
the phone in hand because Burbank was standing by. Clyde picked up where he had left off.

"Trevose found a parcel check," Clyde explained. He threw a quick look at the clock. "He's hdfway to
Grand Centrd by thistime, maybe farther.”

The Shadow gestured to a phone book, and ordered:
"Fnd Trevose's number and address.”

Clyde looked, but without result. Trevose's number was unlisted. Then came Burbank's voice from the
recaiver, gving the needed information. Among other items, Burbank kept a handy index of unlisted
phone numbers. Trevose's address was on Park Avenue, in the Thirties. It was no farther from
Glenlake's office than it was from Grand Centrd.

The Shadow told Burbank to try Trevose's number. There was a short wait while Burbank put in the call.
But he couldn't get areply.

Clyde couldn't understand The Shadow's purpose, until an odd fact dawned. It seemed that The Shadow
wasn't convinced that Clyde's attacker was Trevose.

It must be that The Shadow was playing hunches. One hunch had brought him directly here from the
Cobat Club, and it had saved Clydes life, so it was litle wonder that The Shadow was taking
cognizance of another. In the dark, The Shadow hadn't been gble to identify Clyde's attacker any more
then had Clyde himsdlf. Y &t, there was logic in rgjecting Trevose.

Not long ago, Wilbur Glenlake had fled, carrying a mysterious package, which had disappeared. Having
located that package, Laird Trevose had set out to get it. Assuming that he hadn't lingered long enough to
hear Clyde did the telephone, Trevose would ill be on his way. In that case, Clyde's attacker was
another man.

Ancther man, indined to murder. That viewpoint changed the status of Trevose, putting him somewhat in
Glenlake's class. Where lives were a stake, The Shadow was taking no more chances. Clyde heard the
indructions that his chief gave to Burbank: namdy, that Burbank was to put in a cdl to Inspector
Cardona, a tip-off that would send the ace inspector sraight to Trevose's gpartment.

Hanging up, The Shadow handed the telephone to Clyde and told him to cdl the Classic office, give his
gtory, and then set out to Trevose's gpartment to learn the Stuation there.

Clyde made the cdl, though while he did, he wondered why The Shadow was leaving SO much to others.



Clyde began to worry, thinking that the jolt he handed his chief had been harder than The Shadow would
admit.

Clyde's quams ended with his phone cdl. As he turned to speak to The Shadow, Clyde found theat he
was done. Swiftly, mysterioudy, The Shadow had departed, in that fleging Syle that resembled a weird
vanish. Grimly, Clyde Burke smiled. The Shadow wasn't leaving things to others.

When crime threatened, The Shadow preferred to be the firg person on the scene, even though he might
cdl in auxiliaries. If any person could forestdl impending doom, that being was The Shadow!

CHAPTER XIl. LURK OF DEATH

TREVOSE'S dapper servant unlocked the door of his gpartment and closed it behind him with a satisfied
amile He looked dong the hdlway to the study, then stared, much perturbed, when the door opened and
Lard Trevose appeared. The lawyer spoke, inadry, crigp tone:

"I was ligening for you, Rolfe. Why did you go out?'
"Why... why -" Rolfe hdted his sammer. "I only stepped out for afew minutes, Sr. You see -"

"l seel" Trevose gave testy interruption. "'l was out, and | didn't want to see anyone. So you fdt you were
privileged to cdl on some of your friends among the servants in the apartment house. | expected you to
be here, Rolfe"

The servant nodded, rather weakly. This wasn't the firg time that Trevose had cdled him to task for his
one falling—thet of leaving the apartment without permisson. This time, Rolfe feared that his job was at
stake, particularly when Trevose added:

"The telephone was ringing. | heard it outsde; but | was too late to answer it. | am particular about such
things Rolfe"

Asif in response to Trevose's statement, the phone began to tinkle again. The servant hurried over to
answer it, but Trevose waved him back.

"Never mind," said the lawyer. "It may be the same person who cdled before. | should prefer to have
hmthink that | am out, rather than know that | have just come in. | shdl natify you when to answer any
cdls”

Trevose picked up abook of chess problems, opened it to the one he wanted, and returned diffly to the
sudy. He closed the door, and Rolfe heard him throw the bolt, as was usud when Trevose busied
himsdf with chess problems. When Trevose didn't bolt the door, it generdly meant that he expected
vigtors.

Again, the telephone began itsjangle. Rolfe hesitated, and findly went down the hdl, intending to knock
a the door in case Trevose did nat hear the bell.

Outside the door, Rolfe paused. He heard the click of chessmen on a board; then along, steady sgh, the
sort that Trevose often gave when settling down to his favorite work. The servant decided that it wouldn't
be good palicy to disturb Trevose for the present.

Five minutes must have passed before Rolfe heard a knock & the door of the gpartment. Remembering
the admonition regarding visitors, Rolfe began to speak as he opened the door.

"Vay sorry," sad the servant, "but Mr. Trevose is not seeing vigtors -"



There, the servant hdted, frozen. Rolfe wasn't exactly seeing visitors himsdf. For the shape that filled the
doorway loomed like nothing earthly. Certainly, it wasn't one of Trevose's so-cdled friends, for neither
Philmont nor Harlingen could have masqueraded in this outlandish fashion.

Rolfe saw an intruder clad entirdly in black. His head was topped by a douch hat; his shoulders wore a
flowing cloak, with deeves that gave a nebulous effect, as the figure swished Rolfes way. So fantastic
was the Sght, that Rolfe was gripped by theilluson that he could see right through the vistor.

Y et the servant did not class the black-clad stranger as a ghost; not even Glenlake's ghost, which might
have been in a wandering mood, where Trevose was concerned. This shape had too much substance to
belong to an ethered redm. His fird fright dispelled, Rolfe took The Shadow for the solid figure that he
was, and he decided to block out the intruder.

By then, it was too late.

Before the servant could dam the door, a sinister laugh reached his ears. Rolfe was pressed back by a
gloved hand as The Shadow wedged a shoulder through the door. The servant's announcement satisfied
The Shadow. If Trevose had aready returned home, the cloaked intruder intended to see him without
delay, and could therefore waste no time explaining things to Rolfe.

THRUST back, the servant landed in a corner by the telephone. There, by chance, he encountered one
of Trevose's walking sticks. Gripping the cane, Rolfe started an attack that was smothered ingantly.

The Shadow caught the fellow's wridt, twisted it, so that the hand released the cane. From the black
cloak came afig that clenched an automatic and pressed the wegpon againg Rolfe's chest.

"Show me to your master! At oncel”

Those hissed ingructions were enough. Immediatdy, the quaking servant found himsdf conducting The
Shadow down the hall. Outside the study, Rolfe gestured feebly and gasped weskly:

"Mr. Trevose... he'sin there"

The Shadow gestured for Rolfe to knock. The servant did so, timidly, until the gun pressed harder. It was
like the touch of a hidden button, that increased Rolfés knock to a rgpid pounding. Beads of sweat
gligening on the servant's brow were proof that Rolfe Sncerdly wished that Trevose would answer.

"He'sin therel" The servant gulped. "He went in only five minutes ago. He ought to answer, Mr. Trevose
should."

The Shadow's hand was trying the door, to find it locked. Carefully, he pressed his gun againgt the lock
itsdf. He wanted Rolfe to see exactly what happened, for the tesimony might prove important later.

Rolfe saw, dl right, but misunderstood. His distorted impresson was that The Shadow intended to
deliver death to Trevose through the keyhole.

Vdiantly, Rolfe hurled himsdf upon the cloaked intruder, and frenzy strengthened the servant's attack.
The Shadow was forced to fling Rolfe dong the hdlway, where the servant landed with a thumping roll
that upset the little telephone table.

The clatter brought a dash from the hdlway; in through the door that The Shadow had left open came a
stocky, swarthy man, Inspector Joe Cardona

It didn't take Cardona long to Sze up the Stuation. He'd received Burbank's tip-off just as he was leaving



the Cobdt Club. Cardona hadn't even waited for Commissioner Weston, but had smply sent back word
to his superior.

When tip-offs were rdayed from The Shadow, they had to be followed without ddlay. So, when
Cardona spied The Shadow, he ignored Rolfe completely. Eagerly, Joe queried:

"Where's Trevose?'

The Shadow gestured to the study door. Cardona reached it on the run. Finding that it wouldnt yield,
Cardona began to bash againg the door, until The Shadow drew up beside him and pressed him away.
Then, for Cardona's benefit, The Shadow gave the demondiration that he had tried to display to Rolfe.

Pacing the muzze of the .45 againg the lock, The Shadow pulled the trigger. The sngle blast blew the
lock into junk. The door yidded, and Cardona shouldered through.

On the floor lay Laird Trevose. The lawvyer was dead; Cardona saw tha a a glance, as did The
Shadow, looking across the ingpector's shoulder. Near Trevose was a low table bearing a large
chessboard, with scattered pieces dl about it, except for a few that had rolled to the floor dong with
Trevose.

The evidence showed that Trevose, in dumping sideward from his chair, had made a grab at the table,
upsatting the chess pieces but faling to stop hisfdl.

As to the proof that Trevose was dead, the man's face showed it. Sddom had Cardona seen a face more
distorted then the learing one that looked up toward the door. Already, those features wore an ashen
gray, as though Trevose had felt the horror of sudden desth as he met it.

CARDONA took dow paces forward, so intent upon the Sght ahead of him that he falled to hear sounds
in back. The Shadow noted them, those quick-driving footsteps that meant that Rolfe was in again. The
servant was coming with the cane. Swinging for The Shadow, Rolfe hoped to beat down the cloaked
intruder and then get at Cardona, for he mistrusted the new arrivd, too.

The thing that Cardona did hear was the hard sound of a fig meeting a jaw. Joe turned, to see Rolfe
sgging after recaiving the force of The Shadow's gun-weighted fist. Staring, Cardona forgot Trevose's
body for the moment, to wonder what The Shadow was about.

With a swoop, The Shadow caught Rolfe before the servant doubled to the floor, reded the fdlow's
dumping form to a corner, and propped it there so that it couldn't fall.

Cardona had to concede that Rolfe did look funny, standing there with drooping arms and tilted head, a
look of surprise upon his sensdess face. But this was no time for horseplay, even by The Shadow.
Cardona didn' like it, but rather than dispute the point, Joe turned on his hed and stooped to examine
Trevose's body.

Something took Cardona by the neck, so fast that he thought héd encountered the same invisble
assassin who had done away with Trevose. Whatever it was, it hooked Joe tightly and hauled him
upright. Gargling, Joe grabbed at the thing and found that it formed aring around his neck.

Cardona was spilling backward when The Shadow caught him; thereupon, the throttling gadget left Joe's
throat and clattered to the floor.

It was Trevose's cane, which The Shadow had plucked from Rolfe. For the same reason that he had
propped the servant in the corner, The Shadow had hauled Cardona upright before Joe's stoop was
completed. The reach of the cane had enabled The Shadow to speed the process at a time when inches



might have counted.

For, while Cardona dung to his throat and stared, unable yet to express his indignation, The Shadow
coolly demonstrated the reason for his action. Ficking up a cigarette lighter from a higher table, The
Shadow flicked it and lowered the flame toward Trevose's body, keeping his own head lifted as he did.

Various things might have happened with that flame. It could have produced an exploson, but The
Shadow was quite confident that it wouldn't do more than flare. However, nothing of the sort occurred.

Agan, the flame might have died suddenly, which it didn't. Instead, it acted in a third way. Its color
changed to a didtinct green, that gave off alittle trall of smoke dyed with the same hue.

Hipping off the lighter, The Shadow turned to Cardona and gave a Sgnificant laugh. The low-toned mirth
caused Cardona to loosen his hands from his neck and nod solemnly in return.

The Shadow had divined the cause of Trevose's death. The lawyer had succumbed to the effects of a
deadly gas. Heavier than air, that vapor had settled to the floor dong with the victim, thus assuring the
completion of its heinous work.

Forced to dug Rolfe, The Shadow had caught the servant and propped him up where he couldn't inhde
the gas. Smilaly, the cloaked rescuer had wrenched Cardona from the deedly levd where doom
awaited.

In the room where murder had dready daimed a victim, The Shadow had saved two others from the
possibility of death!

CHAPTER XIlIl. TRAILS ROUND ABOUT

WHILE the facts of death were driving home to Joe Cardona, The Shadow stepped over to the window
of the study. There, hdf obscured by the curtains, he extended a gloved hand to test the window
fagening; at the same time, The Shadow caled Cardona's atention in his direction.

The Shadow was pointing out that the window was ddfinitdy clamped. It was a hinged window, with
metd framework, the sort that could be pushed open to the required distance by means of a metd rod
that followed the line of the sll. The dlamp, in turn, was used to tighten the rod in place.

This damp was very tight, and the window fully shut. No one could possbly have left or entered
Trevose's sudy by the window route, any more than by the door. True, someone might have entered the
sudy beforehand, and waited there for Trevose. If so, the killer might il be about. Unless he had Smply
planted the death device, and then gone. In that case, the gas container, not the killer, would be the
exiding evidence.

With a gesture, The Shadow indicated that Cardona was to begin the search, thus rendering it officid.
Meanwhile, The Shadow unloosened the window and opened it, producing a gust of ar that breezed
through the hdlway because of the draft from the outer door.

The process effectivdly digposed of any remnants of the deadly gas. It wasn't a case of digposng of
needed evidence, because traces of the murderous vapor would certainly be found in Trevose's lungs.

Forgetting that the gas had cleared, Cardona made a quick grab for Rolfe as the servant girred in his
corner. It wasn't necessary to hep Rolfe, for the fdlow caught himsdf before he fell. The same fresh air
that cleared away the gas served to revive Rolfe from the effects of The Shadow's punch.

While Cardona was flashing a badge before the servant's blinking eyes, The Shadow kept close watch



upon the door of Trevose's closat. If the killer dill lurked on the murder scene, the closet must be his only
hiding place. The Shadow doubted, however, that the murderer was il about; people didn't usudly stay
close, cooped up, when they released alethd ges.

Having roused Rolfe and ordered the servant to work with him, Cardona drew a revolver and opened
the closet door. Trevose's hat and coat were hanging on a hook, dong with another cane. Aside from
those, the closet contained nothing but a tier of shelves, which were racked with the many sets of
chessmen that Trevose had collected as a hobby.

There was no Sgn of any device that might have contained the poison gas, though The Shadow knew that
it probably would not have required a very large container. It was possble to compress a vey
considerable quantity of harmful vapor into a very smal compass, as witness tear-gas bombs.

Maybe that point occurred to Cardona, as he rummaged about the closet, dattering chessboards and
knocking over chessmen. The Shadow, meanwhile, was glanding dsewhere. Specificdly, he was looking
for a mysterious package tha Trevose had gone to get—a package, which, according to Clyde's
elaboration of Mo€'s report, must have been checked in the parcel room at Grand Centrd Termind.

Glenlake had unquestionably wrapped that package before leaving it in the parce room. There was no
dgn of any wrapping about Trevose's sudy. But it was quite likdy that Trevose, to make sure of the
contents, would have unwrapped the package while bringing it home.

Therefore, The Shadow was actudly looking for an ivory box some ten to twelve inches square. There
wasn't asgn of any such thing in Trevose's study. Which, of course, led The Shadow to consider other
factors.

FIRST, the time dement.

The Shadow had expected to get here as soon as Trevose, consdering that the lawyer had to take a trip
up to Forty-second Street and back, while The Shadow was crossing town in the lower Thirties. But The
Shadow wasn't positive about the time factor.

It was based on Clyde's mention of the clock on Glenlake's desk. Clyde had glanced a the clock in the
dark; besides, the clock could have been severa minutes off. So The Shadow conceded that Trevose
might have gone to Grand Centrd, to pick up the package.

Allowing that, why weren't the ivory boxes here?

One point: Trevose could have changed hismind. In that case, the parcel check would 4ill be the clue. If
in Trevose's pocket, Cardona would find it. If not, it might be that Trevose, for some reason, had done
something ese with it, such as Glenlake's sysem of mailing it to himsdif.

Or, if the parcel check faled to show up, it could dso mean that Trevose had actudly damed the
package containing the ivory boxes, but had I€ft it somewhere dong the line, as Glenlake aso had done
during hisflight from Tabor's to Long Idand.

Only one thing could have inspired Trevose to ignore, or temporarily dispose of, the prize he had sought:
the fear that someone had trailed him from Glenlake's office when he took the parcel check.

Already, The Shadow suspected that there were two other persons who sought the ivory boxes. There
hed been indications of three men outside of Tabor's, and later, three had been in the neighborhood of
Glenlake's home.

Today, Clyde Burke had encountered a marauder in Glenlake's office - the man who had escaped



despite The Shadow. By then, Trevose had left, but there was dill another person who might have trailed
him. Had Trevose guessed that he was being tagged, he would have made other plans for the ivory boxes
rather then bringing them back to his apartment.

Thinking in terms of two, The Shadow |ooked from the study window down to the street below. Asif in
response to his anadyss, he saw the very stuation that Clyde had earlier noted outside of the Norwood
Building.

Two watchers were here, outside of Trevose's agpartment house. One was the doorway lurker, but he
was dipping from sght in his favorite fashion when The Shadow spotted him. The reason the fdlow was
taking to a doorway was to escape the observation of a second man, whose head was poking very
waily from a cab that was stopping farther down the street.

Street lights were too feeble for The Shadow to get more than fleding glimpses of the rivd pair.
However, he was sure that they hadn't observed him, for The Shadow was keeping close to the window
curtains. The longer they watched, the better, and it wouldn't have to be very long.

For The Shadow turned immediatdy from the window and performed a long, rapid glide behind the
backs of Cardona and Rolfe, who were looking dong the mantepiece at Trevose's other chess sets.

When Cardona turned to favor The Shadow with a shrug, to indicate a lack of evidence, Joe stared
blankly instead. The inspector would have sworn that The Shadow hadn't budged from his location by
the window, yet the cloaked investigaetor was gone. To Cardona, it was another of The Shadow's strange

disappearances.

MEANWHILE, The Shadow was meking rapid progress to the ground floor. His only obstacle was the
lighted entry, but he expected little trouble edging past it and getting out to the street. Once there, he
would be able to movein upon the two unknown watchers across the way.

But The Shadow did not get thet far. Il luck, of his own making, prevented him.

An offiad police car came around the corner, followed by motorcycles with whining srens. The cops
didn't notice the cab across the way, for they saw another stopping in front of the gpartment house. As
they dismounted and hurried to the cab, Clyde Burke stepped out and waved a greding to
Commissoner Weston, who was getting out of the officd car.

Immediady, the parked cab eased from the opposite curb and moved toward the next corner.
Smultaneoudy, the doorway lurker did from well dong the street and headed in the opposite direction. It
was bad enough to have two birds flown, but The Shadow was further handicapped.

Accompanied by Clyde, Weston was driding in through the entry, with the motorcycle cops behind
them. There wasn't a chance for The Shadow to use that outlet, without a lot of complications. So he
reversed his course, found a sairway to the basement, and descended it. Below, he uncovered a back
door thet led to arear dley.

It meant a roundabout trip for The Shadow, so out of the way that he wouldn't have taken it if both men
had gone by cab. Moe wasn't avallable, for The Shadow had sent him back for Clyde, who apparently
hedn't waited a Glenlake's office but had taken another cab instead. However, The Shadow ill hoped
to pick up one of the two trals. His plan was to find the man who had left on foot.

Reeching the avenue where the man had headed, The Shadow looked dong it, but saw no sgn of his
quary. Keeping to the building wdl, The Shadow made a swift trip to the next street, crossed a
blackened sector of the avenue and continued the blind trail. One block dong the street, The Shadow



sghted for another corner, and the trall was blind no longer.

Less than two short blocks away, The Shadow saw a man who was waking hurriedly, yet trying to keep
himsdf unnoticed. His back didn't define him as the man who had left the doorway when the police
arrived, but his stride did. Both hasty and furtive, the man was marking himsdf as the person wanted by
The Shadow.

Swift was The Shadow's own gtride, though it did not show it. Rather, it was the gait of a lithe panther
gaking prey. A black panther, to whom the darkened walls of buildings were as complete a cover as an
archway of thick-limbed tropical trees.

Through the jungle that was Manhattan, The Shadow, master of darkness, was dosng the space
between himsdf and the man who could tdl him the mative behind the death of Laird Trevose!

CHAPTER XIV. A QUESTION OF KILLERS

THERE were two men who could wel have guessed the schemes of Lard Trevose, and gone to
extremes to block them. Those two were Jonathan Philmont and Peter Harlingen, their identities as yet
unknown to The Shadow. Each, however, had dready reveded a certain individudity when on the move.

Philmont preferred to ride in cabs, or use his own car. Harlingen was more a home on foot, particularly
when subway dtations were handy. It followed, therefore, that Philmont was the man who had sped away
by cab, while Harlingen, the pedestrian, was the one whose trail The Shadow had picked up.

From the way his prey veered suddenly and crossed the street with quickened step, The Shadow knew
that the trall was taking another turn. True to form, Harlingen had spotted a subway dation and was
meking for it. Spying the same entrance, The Shadow chose it as his own godl.

It was a locd dation, little used at this hour, and suited perfectly to The Shadow's purpose. Unless
Harlingen should catch a tran immediady, his efforts to hide his identity would be ended, for The
Shadow intended to trap him on the subway platform.

Often, bad luck could produce good. Harlingen was due for that experience. As he reached the subway
kiosk, Harlingen hdted; then, instead of going down the steps, he darted past the little Structure and
dodged from sght.

The Shadow didn't get alook at the darting man's face. Instead, he looked for the explanation of the
fugitive's sudden shift, and saw it. A cab was stopping near the corner; the very cab that had pulled away
from the gpartment house!

It was Philmont's cab, though The Shadow knew as little about its occupant as he did regarding
Harlingen. The important point was that the cab contained another wanted man, who, so far, had been
the more dippery of the pair. So The Shadow dropped his pursuit of Harlingen and went after Philmont,
ingtead.

Reeching the near door of the cab, The Shadow mounted the step. The glow of a street light came full
upon him, but that did not matter.

The Shadow was blocking off the street's glare from the interior of the cab. Philmont's outlook would
prove one of blackness, only.

Blackness that lived, and was dready giving a low, shilant laugh, intended for the cab passenger aone.
The driver, douched at the whed, hadn't an idea that anyone was on the cab step. Whoever Philmont



might be, whatever his part in past crime, The Shadow was arranging a sartling surprise for his benfit.

The trouble was that Philmont wasn't there to receive it. To a degree, the surprise recoiled upon The
Shadow. The Shadow was actudly pointing a gun muzze into the darkened cab before his keen eyes
learned that it was empty!

Then, before The Shadow could draw away, his own postion revealed him. It reveded him to a man
who lunged from in back of the cab and hurled himsdf full tilt upon the fighter in black. The attacker was
Philmont, and he was swinging a revolver as he came.

He'd ducked around the cab, Philmont had, in order to start staking Harlingen. Spying The Shadow,
Philmont decided to ded with him first, snce he was an unknown factor in the game. To shoot The
Shadow point-blank might have been to Philmont's preference, but he had reason to use the dugging
tactics that he introduced instead.

Philmont didn't care to rouse the neighborhood with unnecessary gunfire, that would aso have warned
Harlingen of trouble. Furthermore, The Shadow was perfectly set to receive the swing of Philmont's
revolver. The cloaked victim, as Philmont already seemed to class him, couldn't possbly get his head
clear of the door before the gun stroke landed.

PHILMONT made just one mistake. To ad his downward swing, he sprang upon the cab step. Hearing
the creak as the step yielded, The Shadow didn't even try to swing his head away. It was easer for him
to get hisgun hand free, which he did in effective fashion.

Like along, black piston transformed into a flying bludgeon, The Shadow's am came swooping upward,
outward, in a hard, dl-indusve backward swing. The fig on the end of that aam was literdly hurling an
automatic without releasing it, and had the gun met Philmont's skull, it would have rendered the attacker
totaly insensible.

Philmont's lunge was jug a trifle high, and a little short of the arc that the automatic followed. What
Philmont received was the thickness of The Shadow's forearm, which landed underneath his chin. The
wadlop lifted Philmont clear from his feet and placed him squarely on his back, in the middle of the street.

His other arm anchored to the cab window, The Shadow completed his backward turn and saw the
Sorawled attacker. Philmont's arms were across his face, hiding it from The Shadow's view. The sprawl
hadn' jolted Philmont badly; he was trying to rall over and regain his feet. Letting go the cab door, The
Shadow started to pounce toward him—alunge that proved ill-timed.

An extra factor wasin the game, in the person of the cab driver. Hearing the clatter of Philmont's sprawl,
the cabby had looked across his shoulder. What was happening, and why, the cabby didnt know. He
gill thought his passenger was in the cab, and when people began dropping from nowhere into the middle
of the street, this cabby didn't want to stay around. He shot his hack into gear in sudden fashion.

That gtart dmost finished The Shadow. The cab went right out from under him and turned the cloaked
fighter into a human whirligig that performed a somersaulting dive far more sensationd than Philmont's.

The Shadow's whirl wasn't appreciated by Philmont, for at that moment the man in the street was garting
afrantic scramble from the path of a huge, rattling truck, that gave a great blast of its horn asit veered.

Odd that Philmont should have helped The Shadow, but he did. Eyes glued on Philmont, the truck driver
did not see The Shadow, and therefore would have run over him unwittingly if Philmont had gotten clear.
The fact that Philmont wasn't clear was the reason for the truck's swerve to the far sdewak, a course
which carried it a foot wide of The Shadow.



Hearing the grind of the truck’s brakes, the cab driver made a sharp swing around the corner, dodged the
swerve of another car, and ran with two wheds high on the curb, urtil it stopped. Brakes were shrieking
dl about the crossing, as other traffic sought to avoid the tangle. A sudden quiet followed, to be broken
by the angry shouts of many voices.

Men were dashing up to the tilted truck, to find a flabby-handed driver gesturing weakly across the way.
He was saying something about a man who had managed to reach the curb by a scant margin of safety.
The trucker meant Philmont, but when witnesses looked, they couldn't see the man in question. That was
because they looked at the sidewak only, not toward a doorway neer it.

Philmont, lacking a cab, had chosen Harlingen's door-dodging system. In contrast, farther down the
avenue, a rather befuddled cab driver was learning that he had a passenger again, a sharp-toned man
who was advisng him to pull out from the curb and get going before people began to blame him for the
trouble at the corner.

That passenger was Harlingen; he, too, was acting in reverse, by choosing a cab for a change.

As the crowd grew near the truck, it spread amost to Philmont's doorway. Easng out from hiding,
Philmont joined the throng; then, as people departed nervoudy a sounds of a police whigle, Philmont
went with them.

Whether he was one of the few that went down into the subway, or a member of the mgority, that
hurried off dong the streets, it was impossible to tdl, for he didn't render himsdf conspicuous. As for
Harlingen, by then his cab was out of Sght, taking a one-way Street that carried it back in the direction of
Trevose's gpartment house.

Briskly, police were ordering people and vehides to get moving, since the accident had produced no
crashes or serious results. Everything cleared away except the truck, the driver leaning from itstilted side,
taking to a pair of traffic cops who were standing warily back because of the truck's top-heavy dant.

ALL the while, a cloaked figure lay under the very shelter that everyone ese was so anxious to avoid.
The truck, cutting off the lights from the corner, concealed The Shadow as effectively as a hand-picked
hiding place. Quite as hdpful was the truck driver's downess in deciding that he could safdy back the
lumbering vehicle from its present roost.

By the time the fdlow had made up his mind, the darkness beneeth the canted truck began to dir. A
gloved hand, lifting, found a grip upon the truck itsdf; another hand, propping itsdf on the asphalt, fdt the
autométic that was lying there and gathered in the weapon.

Then, on hands and knees, The Shadow crawled beneeth the truck, negotiated the curb and came to his
feet. He sought the nearest wall, partly to steady himsdf, more to gan new shelter. From the darkness of
thet wall came alow, whispered laugh.

The Shadow was quite himsdf again, despite the bruisng bash that he had taken. His only regret was the
fact that he had logt the crossed tral of two unknown persons who had shown far too much interest in
events at Trevose's gpartment.

It was dill a question of killers, that could not be settled until The Shadow obtained a further lead. Three
deaths formed a chan of riddles, and whether they were the work of one murderer, or two, was a
ddfinite part of the problem.

Perhaps by ddving into past events, The Shadow could make up for a future that had been temporarily
thwarted. This wasn't the firg time that The Shadow had logt trails he wanted, only to find them anew.



Nevertheless, hislaugh was low and grim as he moved into the darkness of the side street. One question
more remained unsettled: that of murder itsalf. Whether its run was finished, gill remained a thing of
doulbt.

For the very source of crime itsdlf—the quest of the five ivory boxes— was dill a clouded issue, the sort
that could sponsor doom until its fact was fully disclosed.

The Shadow knew!

CHAPTER XV. CRIME WITHOUT FRUIT

QUITE unaware that The Shadow had set out upon another quest, Inspector Joe Cardona was summing
up events at Trevose's apartment in what he considered to be a very ample style. Ample because it had
the gpprova of Commissoner Weston, and pleesng Weston was Cardona's chief business.

Cardona was bearing down on Trevose's servant, Rolfe. He wasn't giving the felow the third-degree, not
openly, but he was making it quite evident that the more Rolfe talked, the better.

When Joe Cardona began to punch short, blunt questions, he was like a tennis player banging shots from
the net, keeping his opponent on the run. All through Cardona's jabbing quiz, Rolfe overreached himsdf
ingiving answers.

The servant moaned when he admitted that held |eft the gpartment shortly before Trevose's return. He'd
left the door latched, so that no one could get into the apartment. Trevose, had entered, of course,
because he had a duplicate key, but it didnt seem that anyone dse could have done the same. Ralfe
described how Trevose had appeared from the study, and mentioned the unanswered ringing of the
telephone bell.

Then, when Cardona probed further back, the servant told about the earlier vigtors, Philmont and
Harlingen. He described one as a professor, the other as a stientis, but he didn't know why they had
cdled on Trevose. In fact, Rolfe knew practicaly nothing about his employer's busness—which was a
point in the servant's favor.

It boiled down to the fact that Philmont and Harlingen had come and gone together; that, afterward,
Trevose had left on some business of his own. Returning done, Trevose had been dive and wel when
Rolfe saw him; more then that, he had suffered no ill effects by sojourning in his study—not until he
closed the door for the last time.

When Cardona asked who ese had vidted Trevose, Rolfe said many persons, but none recently. He
knew the names of very few, for mogt of them were chess players, whose acquaintance Trevose had
made and brought them home with him. Of late, however, Trevose had been too occupied with other
meatters to devote time to chess.

Fnding that the servant's story carried the full ring of truth, Cardona stared gumly a the fancy
chessboard on Trevoses little table. There, on display, lay a collection of items from the dead man's
pockets, and there wasn't a thing among them that might be a clue to crime.

Joe Cardona was not the only person who held that opinion. Clyde Burke shared it, very definitely. For
the hegp contained nothing that in any way resembled the parcel check that Trevose had taken from
Glenlake's office.

His mind unencumbered over a parce check that he knew nothing about, Cardona was able to devote
his thoughts to murder, rather than its motive. What Joe couldn't understand was how Trevose had died



from gasin a completdy locked room, which had been quite safe at the time he entered it.

Such murder, in Joe's opinion, would depend upon the planting of a death device, mogt logicdly one that
was fitted with a time mechanism. Such an infernd machine would have to be large enough to contain
about a cubic foot of poison gas, and the time device would probably resemble the works of an darm
clock.

But there wasn't a trace of any container, nor its necessary mechanism. Indeed, Rolfe was able to identify
evarything in the place as bdonging to Trevose. Desk drawers were innocent; a tobacco humidor was
tightly shut. When Cardona removed pictures from the walls, he failed to find anything hidden behind
them.

When Joe rummaged dong the mantel and through the closet shelves, he found only flat chessboards, of
various sorts and Szes Those, and chessmen by the multitude; chessmen that proved solid when
Cardona tapped them.

The only remaining course was to tak to people like Philmont and Harlingen and find out what hdpful
informetion they could give. So Joe phoned ther respective homes, to learn that both were out. Thet
gave the ace ingpector a chance to postpone further investigetion of Trevose's death, and when he
expressed his desire to do so, Commissoner Weston gave agreement.

OUTSIDE the gpartment house, the group waited while Trevose's body was being loaded into a dead
wagon for atrip to the morgue. Cardona was taking to a police surgeon, and Weston was an interested
ligener. Only Clyde Burke was unoccupied when Lamont Cranston appeared, stepping from an ariving
limousne

As Cranston, The Shadow gave an affable nod to Clyde, then opened conversation with the reporter.

Since Crangton was the commissoner's friend, Clyde saw no harm in giving him details of the Trevose
case and itsinvestigation. Thus Clyde, as an agent of The Shadow, was actudly reporting to his chief.

After learning that Cardona had uncovered no new evidence, Cranston aso heard that Joe had decided
not to hold Rolfe in custody. Trevose's servant was dill upgtairs, in the gpartment. Clyde had hardly
voiced that fact, before he caught a warning gesture from Cranston, who turned away and strolled back
to his car.

Clyde knew exactly what was coming next. He didn't watch for a black-cloaked shape to glide from the
limoudne. It was his business to turn atention other directions when The Shadow was on the rove. So
Clyde stepped over to speak to Weston. As luck had it, the commissoner spoke fird.

"Where's Cranston?' demanded Weston. "I saw him here, aminute ago. Ah— there's his car. | suppose
he's gone back to it."

Weston started toward the limousine which The Shadow had so recently left. Mentdly, Clyde was trying
to find excuses for Cranston's absence before Weston discovered it, when, another interruption came.
Cardona supplied it, by gedticulating upward and exdaming:

"Look!"

Weston looked, dong with Clyde. Cardona was pointing to the window of Trevose's sudy. They'd put
out the lights when they left; hence the study should have been dark. Instead, its window was emitting
dight blinks, indicating that a prowler was in the room, busy with a flashlight! The Shadow!

Before Clyde could even wonder how his chief had made such a quick trip up to the gpartment, Cardona



was balting into the house with a drawn revolver. Flat-footed on the sdewak, Clyde could only stare,
dong with Weston, perturbed over the consequences that might be due. Sddom was The Shadow 0
unwary with a flaghlight, and the thing baffled Clyde.

It didn't occur to the reporter that the flashlight might represent some prowler other than The Shadow.
Such, it happened, was the case.

Already gliding into Trevose's apartment, The Shadow, looking into a side room, saw Roalfe, gloomily
packing a bagful of belongings. Then, tuning toward the shattered door of the study, The Shadow
spotted the same blinks that others had observed from the sdewalk.

Ingantly, The Shadow was staking toward the darkened room, drawing an automatic with one hand, his
own flashlight with the other.

The blinking ended as The Shadow reached the doorway. For one brief indant, the cloaked investigator
drew back into the hadlway; then, upon quick impulse, he lunged into the room itsdf, knowing that its
occupant was probably coming out and might have spotted the dmming of the hdlway light, as The
Shadow's own form blocked it off.

It was aright guess on The Shadow's part.

IN hislunge, The Shadow met a lurking figure, a man whose face was indiginguishable in the dark. But
The Shadow wasn't worrying about faces—not yet. More important was the gleam that met his keen eye:
the sparkle of a revolver. The Shadow drove his hand for the arm behind the weapon, and found it just

as atrigger finger tugged.

Loud was the report in The Shadow's ear. He could fed the hot breath of the gun muzze as its flame
scorched past his face. Clutching his opponent's arm, The Shadow thrust it higher, wider, as they reded
across the floor.

Ancther shot spurted harmlesdy, sraight upward, like the spout of a volcano. Then The Shadow was
hauling his foe toward the floor as they tumbled across Trevose's low chess table.

A thing like the dull edge of an ax chopped hard againg The Shadow's neck. It was the sde of the
chessboard, dashed vicioudy by the man who so far had been unlucky with his gunfire. The improvised
wegpon was momentarily pardyzing inits stroke, as a neck blow like that could be.

It was asif The Shadow had banged his elbow, except that the numbing effect traveled through his entire
body, instead of just his am. His hand ill clutched his gun, but he couldn't bring the automatic about.
The next best course was to resort to darkness, urtil the brief jolt wore off.

Teking a sprawl was easy enough, so The Shadow didnt try to hdt it. In fact, he put more heave into it
then he expected.

To The Shadow, the floor seemed soft when his numbed frame struck it. His roll was smply a revolving
drift, punctuated by the blast of a gun fired wildly by a foe who hadn't an idea tha The Shadow had
purposaly tumbled. The shot struck the wal, five feet above The Shadow's head.

The Shadow fdt the hot burn of the smashed bullet when it landed on his shoulder and seared through the
cloak folds. The token was a good one, for it proved that The Shadow's brief numbness was past.

With a chdlenging laugh, The Shadow invited another shot from his adversary, for the cloaked
marksman's own gun was coming upward, ready to pick any revolver spurt as a target. But the other
men didn't fire. Instead, he bolted for the door. Coally, The Shadow's hand aimed its .45 toward the



fugitive as his darting figure showed againg the doorway.

Then The Shadow's finger restrained its pull. There were two targets, not just one. In through the
doorway flayed another fighter: Rolfe. Like The Shadow, the servant was meding the man who was
coming out. Ralfe couldnt know who the prowler was, for hed encountered him within the fringe of
darkness, but the servant didn't intend to lose thisfray.

Asthe two men battled back and forth, dapping the chessboard between them, Rolfe kept shouting for
help, hoping that hisydlswould carry to the street below. Meanwhile, The Shadow wasrisng to his feet,
about to lunge into the midst of the fray.

Rescue for Rolfe, capture for the unknown battler were The Shadow's two purposes. He was waiting
only until the pair reeled into the hallway, where the light would enable him to tdl them apart.

Help was closer than even The Shadow supposed. A shout came aong the hdlway, and the voice was
Cardona's. Joe struck the fighters squarely in the doorway, and they sprawled apart, one pitching back
into the room, the other landing in the lighted hdlway.

Hdlting his own drive, The Shadow watched Cardona's action, saw Joe dart a look out to the hdl, then
spring about and lunge for the man within the room.

Ohbvioudy, Cardona was coming to Rolfe's aid, and would therefore be after the other man. It followed
that Joe had identified the hdlway fighter as the servant; hence he was seeking the men 4ill in the
darkened room. Knowing that the man in question il had bulletsin his gun, The Shadow saw immediate
menace for Cardona

Without an ingant's wait, The Shadow flung himsdf through darkness, struck the risng figure that he
found there and spilled the man before he could possbly am Cardonas way. Met by the sprawling
figure, Cardona hurled himsdf downward, and found The Shadow dong with his prey.

Thething developed into a three-way tangle, that might have been anybody's fight if The Shadow hadn't
whispered an identifying laugh. Hearing that mirth, Cardona wrenched free, leaving the capture to The
Shadow.

The scuffle ended, afew seconds later, when Cardona heard a head thump the floor. Next, a figure was
rigang limply; not of its own valition, however. It was the foom of the wanted man, hoisted by The
Shadow. With a flabby topple, the prisoner landed squarely in Cardonas arms, and Joe dragged him
triumphently to the doorway.

IN the light, Cardona stared, aghast. His prisoner was Rolfe Joe had picked the wrong man, and to
make it worse, The Shadow had trusted in his judgment.

Franticdly, Cardona looked aong the hdl, hoping to see the man he redly wanted; but by that time, the
unknown had made a successful flight. The only persons who appeared as Cardona Stared were
Commissoner Weston and Clyde Burke.

Deectedly, Cardona explained his mistake to his superior.

"I heard Rolfe shouting,” stated Joe, "and when | got here, | saw a couple of guys batting each other with
the chessboard. One fdlow landed right theré'— Cardona pointed across the hdl—"and he had a
chessboard with him.

"Come to think of it"—there was a rueful note to Cardona's gruffness— "1 didn't see his face, on account
of the chessboard. What he was doing was pointing his hand into the room, waving for me to hurry.



That's why |, like a dumb cluck, thought thet he was Rolfel So to make it even dumber, | went after
Roalfe, which was just what the guy wanted!"

Cardona didn't add that he had mided The Shadow, dso giving a fugitive ful opportunity to get
downgtairs and out the back of the building before Weston and Clyde camein from the front and hurried
up. It was better for Joe to keep The Shadow out of his Sory, rather than to admit another blunder.

But it seemed that The Shadow was going to be included, anyway, when Weston shoved into the study
and fumbled dong the wal for the light switch.

"I wouldn't turn on the lights, commissioner,” began Cardona. "You see -"
"See what?'

Weston put the query as he clicked the switch, and Cardona, saring blankly, saw nothing. There wasn't
aggn of The Shadow anywhere in the room. Suddenly nating the open window, Cardona decided that
his cloaked dly must have used that exit.

Joe was wrong.

In the hdlway, Clyde was supporting Rolfe, trying to rouse the groggy servant, when a hand tapped him
on the shoulder. Clyde turned to see Lamont Cranston, whose hawkish features wore just the traces of a
amile

"Il take him, Burke," spoke Cranston camly, "and you take these - down to the car.”

By "these™ Cranston referred to a bundled hat and cloak that he had just siwept from his shoulders. Hed
stepped from the dark study while Weston and Cardona were arguing about the light switch. Cranston
was no longer The Shadow; that part was over for this evening.

Inasmuch as Weston and Cardona planned to find and question certain friends of Laird Trevose, it would
be palicy for The Shadow to go dong, as Crangton. There were two friends of Trevose that Rolfe had
named: Jonathan Philmont and Peter Harlingen.

Two friends. Two men whose paths had crossed while The Shadow trailed them. Friends and fugitives
might be identicd. Smilarly, ether of those men could be the prowler who had returned to Trevose's
sudy, to make a private search, after the police had gone.

From those facts and possibilities, The Shadow intended to learn more!

CHAPTER XVI. TWO OF A KIND

JONATHAN PHILMONT lived on the ground floor of a brownstone house. The building belonged to
him, but he rented the upper stories as gpartments, and from the proceeds hired a serving man, who aso
acted as janitor of the house and was termed such.

It was the janitor who had answered the phone when Cardona cdled, and when Joe arrived on officd
business, the janitor Imply said again that Philmont hadn't returned.

Poding a detective to wait for Philmont, Cardona suggested atrip to Harlingen's hotel. It proved to be a
grdl place, like the Taleyrand where Tabor had lived. A clerk downgtairs checked on everyone who
entered or |eft the place, and when he said that Harlingen was il out, he meant it.

It was then that the cam-mannered Mr. Cranston supplied a suggestion. He'd heard of Harlingen, as an
experimenter in the X-ray fidd. Since Halingen wouldnt keep his machines around the hote, he



probably had them esawhere. So Cardona questioned the clerk, who phoned the manager and a few
other people, findly getting results.

"Halingen has aplace he cdls a'lab," informed the clerk. "Here's the address'—the clerk wrote it on a
sheet of paper—"but they say he doesn't have a phone, there.”

Harlingen's |aboratory proved to be the upper floor of a very shabby East Side garage. It was reached
by a little stairway between the garage and a dilapidated house next door. Lights in the laboratory
windows indicated that Harlingen was in the place, and when Commissoner Weston rapped imperioudy,
hisknock was findly answered.

The man who answered was obvioudy Harlingen. He was wearing awhite coat and a pair of gloves, that
looked heavy when he took them off. Those gloves were probably coated with a lead compound that
Harlingen used when working with his X-ray devices.

At firg, Harlingen's eyes were sharply suspicious of his vigitors, but when Weston introduced himsdf, the
scientist gave a casua nod and gestured for the group to enter. He led the way through a little anteroom,
to the lab proper, where a battery of odd-looking X-ray machines was lined dong the wall.

A man was examining them. He was a polite-looking sort, a man with roundish face and eyes that
beamed through a pair of spectacles that had a ribbon attached to them. With utmost complacency,
Harlingen introduced his friend, Sating:

"Gentlemen, | would like you to meet Professor Philmont.”

It was like winging two birds with a Sngle stone, only to have both flip the missle with ther feathers.
Beang friends of Trevose, it was naturd that Philmont and Harlingen should be friends of each other.

Thar presence a the lab gave every indication that they had come here directly after leaving Trevose,
and that Philmont was much interested in a scientific demonstration by his good friend Harlingen.

Weston let Cardona break the news about Trevose. Both Philmont and Harlingen took it with horrified
surprise, but in no sense did they overdo the act. That is; if it could be cdled an act, a dl.

The keen eyes of Cranston were upon the pair, and behind that gaze lay dl the probing prowess of The
Shadow. Y et, even that gaze could not detect betraya on the part of ether man. In professng ignorance
of Trevose's untimdy fate, Philmont and Harlingen seemed genuine.

Such an act required practice, and The Shadow had an idea as to how it could have been done. One
men could have tried it on the other. Assuming that one of these two had murdered Trevose, his
companion ill might prove to be entirdy innocent. If either had wanted to reman quite cool when the
pinch came, his best plan was to seek the other's company for awhile. As a poker-faced pair, those two
were tops.

PHILMONT'S amiles had ended; Harlingen's display of suspicion was gone. Both looked moody over
Trevose's death, and they answered questions fredy. In that matter, however, the two varied. Philmont
was verbose, dmost absent-minded, when he gave his tesimony, as a professor would be. Harlingen
spoke precisdy, wadting very few words. Both lied to perfection.

They had Ieft Trevose's apartment together, so they claimed, and had come directly to the laboratory.
Thisdidn't fit a dl with The Shadow's conclusions, for each passng minute made hm more postive that
these were the pair whose trails had crossed.

There was just enough in Philmont's manner—easy, idle, yet at moments catlike—to mark him as the



man who had been in the cab. As for Harlingen, there were moments when he paused near the X-ray
machines, as though ready to draw back between them, in the fashion of the doorway lurker whom The
Shadow had trailed on foot.

Sifting these indications, The Shadow was looking for another. He wanted to identify one of these two as
the man who had come back to prowl Trevose's sudy with a flashlight. However, the lighted laboratory
was no fit scene in which to uncover such a trace. Never did The Shadow's mentd pointer veer enough
to mark Philmont or Harlingen, at the expense of the other.

Both Philmont and Harlingen had known Trevose, so they said, because they, too, were interested in
chess.

When Cardona bluntly remarked that Trevose hadn't been playing chess of late, quoting Rolfe as his
authority, the two men shook their heads at the servant's ignorance.

"We never played chess with Trevose," explained Philmont. "We helped him with his problems.”

"Supplied him with chess problems would be a better term,” put in Harlingen. "Poor Trevose! He would
spend hours a the board, unravding problems that we worked up offhand.”

"White to mate in three moves™ nodded Philmont. "That was the one we gave him this evening.”
"With only arook and a pawn," added Harlingen, "againg a knight and a bishop.”

A point occurred to Cranston. If such a problem had actudly intrigued Trevose, he certainly hadn't been
working on it at the time he died. On the chesshoard that a prowler had later carried as a weapon, The
Shadow had seen afull set of men, except for the few that Trevose had knocked over in hisfdl.

Counting the necessary kings, there were only Sx pieces needed in the problem mentioned, a good many
less than the thirty-two that made up a complete chess set.

Thusit happened that when Lamont Cranston left the |aboratory with the other vigtors, he declined a ride
in Weston's offidd car, and took his limousne, instead. More than that, Cranston, in his casud dyle,
invited Clyde Burke to ride aong with Weston and Cardona. Thus lofted into such high company, Clyde
understood the reason.

The Shadow wanted his agent to keep the commissoner and the ace ingpector fully occupied when their
officd car pulled away. By so doing, Clyde could prevent them from naticing that Cranston's limousine
was leaving empty.

The scheme worked, not only with Weston and Cardona but with a par much sharper than they.
Philmont and Harlingen had come downgtairs to see the vistors off. Eyes on Weston's big car, they didnt
notice Crangton's car, nor the gliding shape that Ieft it. When Philmont and Harlingen turned around, a
shrouded, unseen shape was near them, dmogt a arm's reach from their doorway.

That same drange figure, the cloaked form of The Shadow, stalked them up the dm dairs to the
laboratory. When Harlingen closed the outer door, it didn't latch, as he supposed, for the reason that a
thick hem of black cloth was jamming in between.

Ligening until he heard the two go through to the lab, The Shadow did a thin wedge of metd in with the
fold of doth and pressed the door catch open. Entering slently, he closed the door behind him and glided
toward the laboratory.

There, he found the connecting door unlocked. Inching it open without the dightest creak, The Shadow



looked in on Philmont and Harlingen.
THE two were halding a post-mortem that included more than Trevose's degth.

"Y our testimony was atrifle erroneous, Harlingen," Philmont was saying, in indulgent fashion, "when you
sad that you came directly here from Trevose's gpartment. Of course, | did not seefit to dispute your -

"Naturdly not," interrupted Harlingen. "It would have ruined your own dibi, Philmont.”
"But | did come directly here, to wait for you."

"S0 you stated, but the only reason they believed it was because | damed that 1 was with you. As for
mysdf'—Harlingen gave his chin arub—"1 didn't beieve you, Philmont."

Weagging his dangling glasses, Philmont studied Harlingen a short while then dropped the question in
favor of amore pointed subject.

"Do you think that Trevose picked up the ivory boxes somewhere, Harlingen?
"Frankly, I wouldn't know," responded Harlingen. "1 was expecting you to tdl me, Philmont.”

"Hveivory boxes," mused Philmont. "A lovely nest of them, with a very fine ruby in the center. The gem
belongs to both of us, Harlingen."

"S0 do the boxes," reminded Harlingen. "Tabor sad so. With Glenlake and Trevose both dead, like
Tdbor, the boxes are ours—if we can find them.”

Philmont put on his glasses, to look straight and steedily at Harlingen.
"If Glenlake killed Tabor," asserted Philmont, "and Trevose disposed of Glenlake -"

"Then someone mus have murdered Trevose," broke in Harlingen, his own eyes sharper than Philmont's.
"Someone who aso wanted that ruby, very badly. It's curious, how quickly murderers breed.”

Harlingen's tone carried accusation, as though he defied Philmont to go him better. So Philmont did.

"There might be only one killer," suggested Philmont coldly. "One man, who has dready diminated three,
and might go 4ill further. Have you thought of that?' Harlingen started to nod, then caught himsdf.
Philmont arose and turned toward the door.

"I've been thinking of it,” said Philmont, his tone very sober; "and it worries me, Harlingen. That's why I'm
going to hire someone to help me with those articles I'm writing. Someone like that young chap, Burke,
who was dong with the commissoner. An aert man, who would prove handy in a pinch.”

"Exadtly my sentiments” agreed Harlingen shrewdly. "I need a laboratory assstant. Not one who can
only catalogue X-ray plates; that will be only part of his duty. | want someone to accompany me, back
and forth from my hotel, through this dangerous neighborhood.”

Seaing Philmont nod, Harlingen removed his white coat and suggested that they leave together, for their
mutua security. Philmont's only choice was to agree, so he did.

When the par emerged from the steps beside the old garage, and waked away together, a
black-cloaked figure stalked them. In throwing nervous glances back dong the street, neither noticed the
weird shape that followed them. Not that The Shadow was invisble on the contrary, he moved so
openly at times that Philmont and Harlingen each should have seen him.



But they weren't looking for anyone like The Shadow. Each was thinking soldly of the other, in terms of
murder. It was palicy for each man to appear as if on guard, hence it was impossble to judge what was
redly going on in the separate minds of those two men; but there was one point of Smilarity.

However much ther purposes differed, as might ther pasts, both summed up the present Stuation in the
same fashion. It was this a murderer and his prospective vicim were waking aong the street together;
friends for the present, they were ignoring the future.

It was easy to understand why a murderer should enjoy the company of a coming victim. The problem
was why ether Philmont or Harlingen should like it the other way about. To that, The Shadow had a very
ample answer.

Death would not strike ether of the pair until one, a least, learned what had become of the five ivory
boxes and the gem that the nest contained. When that happened, the impending menace would fdl upon
ahapless victim.

Sddom had The Shadow encountered a Stuation more bizarre than this. It was a problem to which very
few minds could find a prompt solution. The Shadow's keen brain belonged among those few.

Already, the master genius had made his plans, for whichever man deserved it—Philmont or Harlingen.
Like a ghogt of the night, The Shadow dropped the trall and made his slent departure, letting the two
wak on together.

No laugh stirred the darkness into which The Shadow faded. The cloaked avenger was reserving his
gniger mirth for the moment of hisfind triumph over crime!

CHAPTER XVII. LOST AND FOUND
CLYDE BURKE liked his new job.

You could like a job without liking the man you worked for, as Clyde had learned in two brief days.
Thaose two days were enough for Clyde to fully appraise Jonathan Philmont and mark him on the wrong
sde of the ledger.

If Clyde had been asked for an opinion, he would have classed the professor as a killer. For never had
Clyde seen a man more coldly cdculding than Philmont, in the task that the fish-eyed man had
undertaken.

It seemed a coincidence, Clyde's job with Philmont. On the day after Trevose's death, Clyde had gone
around to Philmont's to get a human-interest story on the career of the professor's dead friend. Philmont
hed dodged the Trevose subject, and in the course of things had offered Clyde an opportunity to ad him
in preparing a book on Orienta customs.

Quite in keegping with his comments to Harlingen, that offer to Clyde, for the professor had specificaly
mentioned the reporter as an digible assstant. Maybe Philmont was just showing off for Harlingen's
benefit; on the contrary, he might have been sincere, in dating that he needed someone dways on hand to
hdp ward off hidden danger.

At any rate, The Shadow hadn't forgotten Philmont's sentiments, so he had sent Clyde around to test
them. And Clyde, at present, was busy filing stacks of dlippings with which Philmont supplied hiny; dl of
them newspaper items that had to do with anything Orientd.

Clyde didn't regard it odd that Philmont was chiefly interested in recent dippings. The professor
explained that he was trying to be up-to-date, and Clyde accepted the statement.



Philmont was being up-to-date, dl right, but his interest in Orientd matters did not indude quaint
customs. He was hoping to find something that might give him some dlue to the fate of the Samese ruby
thet had vanished with its fivefold nest of ivory boxes.

The ground floor of Philmont's house formed one greet library, arranged with many crannies. Most of
these were waled only by shelves of books, but there was one that formed a room in itsdf. Philmont
cdled the room his "nook,” and he frequently retired there, leaving Clyde in the library proper. Always,
when he went there, Philmont took some newspapers with him.

It was dusk, this day, when Philmont came from the nook and found Clyde in an acove, sorting a huge
pile of printed items that had arrived by specid messenger from a dipping bureau. In kindy tone,
Philmont suggested that Clyde go out to dinner, and finish his work later.

Clyde was suspicious of Philmont's kindly tones, for a glance at the professor's eyes showed that the
words weren't meant. Nevertheless, Clyde took the hint and went to get his hat and coat.

So naturd was the action, thet it stisfied Philmont. From the hdlway, Clyde heard the professor going
back to the nook, and caught the sound of the dosing door. Easing into the big library, Clyde chose a
darkened dcove, and waited. His guess was that Philmont had an gppointment with someone.

MEANWHILE, another agent of The Shadow was trying hishand at a new job. Those newspapers that
S0 intrigued Philmont had carried an advertissment for a laboratory assistant in X-ray work, experience
not needed. Harry had applied for the job, among the early candidates.

From what he had learned from The Shadow, Harry had known that the job would be his, the moment
that he scanned the other gpplicants. Of the dozen, Harry was the huskiest, and the advertiser, Peter
Harlingen, had picked The Shadow's agent ingantly.

Unlike Clyde, Harry didnt like the job. Rling stacks of X-ray plates was rather dumb work, especidly
because Harlingen was aways changing his mind about them and tdling Harry to redassfy the lot.

A different assstant might not have redized it, but Harry knew that Harlingen was keeping him busy for
some specid reason, that had nothing to do with X-ray plates. Nevertheless, Harry—again in contrast to
Clyde—rather liked Harlingen.

At leadt, he was getting to like Harlingen, until a certain thing happened, shortly after dusk.

That afternoon, Harry had tried to open a rear window in the laboratory, only to find its catch tightly
jammed. Harlingen had told Harry to leave it as it was, that the window never had been opened. So
Harry was blithdy stacking plates in the anteroom, and figuring on another hour to go, when he came
across a plate that lacked alabd.

Knocking on the lab door, Harry received no answer. Entering, he found the place empty. Immediady
thinking in terms of the rear window, Harry went there and examined it. He found that Harlingen had
gotten there firgt. The damp was loose, and on the gl lay a par of tdltae pliers, left by Halingen for
future use when he returned.

Lulled by the thought that Harlingen had actudly hired hm as a bodyguard, Harry overlooked another
posshbility. Harlingen was redly usng him for dibi purposes, counting upon Harry's future tesimony to
cover certain secret excursons. For Harry, opening the window for the firg time, discovered that a
narrow ledge lay just below it, and beneeth the ledge was a low wall, behind the garage. Ledge and wall
formed a pair of stepping-stones to and from the ground.



Thiscaled for areport to Burbank, and lacking a telephone, Harry couldn't make the call. Deciding that,
with Harlingen gone, his own absence wouldn't be noticed, Harry closed the window and went
downdairs.

Once there, it struck him that a trip to Harlingen's hotel, by way of Philmont's house, would be quite in
order. But Harry decided fird to put in acdl to Burbank from the nearest pay station.

Thetrip by way of Philmont's was appropriate, for things were dready girring there. Clyde, parked in his
acove, heard thering of Philmont's doorbell. The professor answered it, and came back with his vigtor.
Between open shelves of books, Clyde watched the two go into the room that Philmont termed the
nook.

Since Philmont left the door open, probably to ligen for any other vistors, Clyde could see dl tha
happened, particularly because afire was burning in the fireplace on the opposite sde of the close-walled
nook. Philmont dways had a fire there when the nights were chilly, as they had been ever since Clyde
took the job.

What interested him much was Philmont's vidtor. The fdlow was a taxicab driver, who wore a
much-frayed uniform. He looked like an independent cab owner, which was proved in the course of
conversation, which dso produced the fact that the cabby's name was Marsha

"ABOUT the advertisement in the newspaper,” said Philmont, after a prdiminary chat. "The one in the
‘found' column. Y ou have brought the cigarette case that was l€ft in your cab?”

Marsha nodded, and said: "Yeah."

Philmont reached for the cigarette case, and the vidtor produced it, but fdt that he should offer
explanaions while he did.

"It wasthisway," said Marsha. "I found the thing, see? Wedged down behind the rear seat, so there was
no way of tdling how long it had been there. I'm an honest guy, Mr. Philmont, so | kept looking in the
papers to seeif the thing was advertised as log."

Philmont nodded. He was examining the cigarette case closdly. Even a his distance, Clyde could see the
cold, caculaing glint of Philmont's eyes againg the firdight, looking at Marsha, as though interested in the
gtory, Philmont began to weigh the cigarette case in his hand.

"Wl professor,” continued Marsha, "alot of guys had lost cigarette cases, but this wasn't theirs. | wish
I'd got paid for dl the detours | made, looking them up. One old guy thought it was his, a fird. Then he
sad that his was only slver, but this was platinum, because it was so heavy. An honest old gent.”

"Veay honest," agreed Philmont dryly. "Because this case is platinum." He turned it over as he continued
toweigh it. "l wouldn't have wanted to lose it.”

Marsha showed pleased surprise.

"It's yours, then!" he exclaimed. "I'm glad | did what the old gent suggested. He said to put an ad in the
found' column. Maybe you won't bdieve me, Mr. Philmont, but | didnt know there was a ‘found
column, until he told me™"

"I believe you," declared Philmont. "I think that this should prove it."

Drawing a twenty-dollar hill from his pocket, Philmont handed it to Marsha. The cabby protested that it
was too much money, but Philmont didn't agree. He ushered Marsha out through the library into the hall.



Sill in the dcove, Clyde waited for Philmont's return. When the professor faled to appear, Clyde
sneaked around to the next cranny.

From that vantage point, he saw Philmont. Alone in the hdlway, the professor was prying into the
cigarette case with a knife. For the firg time, Clyde redlized why Philmont had prolonged the weghing
process.

The professor had discovered that the cigarette case was heavier on one Sde than the other, something
that wasn't apparent when the case was shut, but which Philmont had ascertained when he opened it.

There was a dick as the prodding knife lifted a tight-fitting flgp from the ingde of the cigarette case.
Clyde had heard of trick cases, with specid compartments to hold vauables, and this proved one of
them. The thing that dropped from the hidden cache into Philmont's waiting hand, was aflat metd key.

For at least three minutes, Philmont examined the key, while Clyde watched. Then, with a deep-throated
chuckle, the professor turned, picked up his hat and coat and Ieft the house so suddenly, that Clyde was
caught flat-footed. The dam of the door jarred Clyde into rapid action.

There wasn't time to call Burbank; Clyde would be lucky if he caught up with Philmont, considering the
speed of the professor's stride. So Clyde headed for the front door, not forgetting that wariness would be
wise when he reached the front steps.

Peering as he opened the door, Clyde saw Philmont getting into a cab across the way. He was saying
something to the driver, but Clyde wasn't close enough to hear it. What Clyde wanted was a cab of his
own, and he saw one father down the street, parked in front of a little lunchroom next door to a
bookshop that Philmont patronized.

Descending the steps casudly, Clyde reached the other cab, only to find it didn't have a driver. A quick
look into the lunchroom revedled the missing cabby, none other than Marsha.

Evidently the lucky cabby had decided to eat on the strength of the twenty-dollar reward, but he was ill
garing a the menu. So Clyde shoved open the lunchroom door and cdled: "Cab!"

Marsha responded, as Clyde hoped he would. Siding from his stool, he hurried to the door & Clyde's
gesture. As they were both getting into the cab, Clyde explained matters, in suitable terms. A friend of his
had started off in another cab, Clyde said, and he wanted to catch up with him. Naturdly, Clyde didn't
specify that Philmont was in the other cab. He didn't regard the cold-eyed professor as a friend, even
though Marsha might.

INTENT upon spotting the cab ahead, Clyde didn't note what was hgppening dong the street. From a
doorway, very close to the place where Philmont had found the ready cab, a man stepped into sght and
turned in the opposite direction. Whether that lurker had paid particular atention to Clyde, was dill a
question. Certain it was that he had noted Philmont.

For this man, too, was in a hurry, even though he didn't choose to ride in a cab. He was bound in the
direction of the nearest subway Station, and his stride seemed confident. Evidently he fdt that his chosen
means of locomotion would prove as effident as Philmont's.

By the time he rounded the corner, the man was meking no further effort to hide his identity. His face
showed in the light, the face of Peter Harlingen. Sharp was the ook on those even sharper fegtures. Peter
Harlingen was wearing the same expression as he had on that night when he and Jonathan Philmont had
walked together.



On this occasion, both were traveing done, but from Harlingen's keen amile, it seemed that their trails
might cross, as they had on a certain occasion when both had taken flight.

But flight was not the game this evening. Something se was in the cards.

Another man had found a clue to the five ivory boxes. That man was Philmont, and he was on the way to
get them. In turn, Harlingen had guessed his riva's mative and was bound on the misson of daming his
share, and more, of the prize that both desired.

The Shadow had assigned two agents to the task of watching that tricky pair, while he investigated
elsawhere. Whether or not Clyde and Harry would accomplish ther assgned duties, the future aone
could provel

CHAPTER XVIIl. WHERE RIVALS MET

BY the end of severd blocks, Marsha had picked up the tral of Philmont's cab and was anxious to
overtake it. But Clyde, leaning through to the front seet, told him there wasn't any hurry, so long as they
kept the other cab in Sght. Clyde merdly wanted to know where his friend was going, and meet him at his
destination.

They were ralling dong Seventh Avenue, when Marsha leaned back and gave the opinion:
"Looks like thet friend of yoursisgoing on alonger trip. His cab is stopping over by the Pennsy Station.”

So it was, and Clyde decided to stop, too. He shoved a dollar bill in Marsha's hand, told the cabby to
keep the change, and suggested that they swing the corner, so that Clyde could get out more
conveniently.

Marsha obliged, though it struck him as odd that Clyde was letting the other cab get out of Sght. It didn't
occur to Marsha, even yet, that Clyde's so-caled friend was Philmont, and that Clyde didnt want
Marshato see him.

Rounding the corner on foot, Clyde encountered his own problem of lost and found. Hed found
Philmont, only to lose him, cab and dl. Sure that Philmont had dighted, and then dismissed his cab,
Clyde looked for the most logicd place where the professor might have gone.

It wasn't the entrance to the Pennsylvania Station; the nearest spot consisted of a flight of steps leading
down into the subway. Descending the staircase, Clyde reached the bottom, but saw no sgn of Philmont.
After amoment's hesitation, Clyde went through the turndtile to the locd platform.

Far up ahead, Clyde saw aman who could be Philmont. Hurrying closer, Clyde identified the professor.
The roar of an ariving express drowned Clyde's footsteps; as for kegping out of dght, that was easy.
Philmont had stopped in front of a tier of lockers, so Clyde hdted & the end of the bank and peered
around the corner.

Philmont was gill moving from locker to locker, looking at their numbers, when the express pulled away
from the other platform. Then Clyde caught the gleam of Philmont's eyes, as the professor, looking
through his glasses, saw a number that he wanted.

From his pocket, Philmont produced the thin key, shoved it in the locker and turned it.

Even before Philmont's eager hands were drawing out the thing he found within the locker, Clyde had
pieced the al-important answer. This locker must be where Trevose had parked the ivory boxes, after
daming them with Glenlake's parcel check!



Suspecting trouble, Trevose hadn't wanted to carry his prize home, but he had been equaly unwilling to
leave the boxes in the parcel room. He'd wanted them in a safer place; one where he could pick them up
less noticegbly, and where there was no chance for any careless clerk to tamper with the vaugble prize.

So Trevose, coming by subway to Thirty-fourth Street, had used one of the autométic lockers to hold the
thing that he had gained. He'd put the locker key into his cigarette case, hiding it in the trick compartment.

Something must have been worrying Trevose badly, or he wouldn't have logt the case in Marsha's cab,
which he had obvioudy used to get to his gpartment. Such thoughts, however, belonged to the past, and
Clyde was thinking of the future, and it concerned Philmornt.

From the locker, the bespectacled professor was taking a square package, done in wrapping paper and
tied with string. One look at it, and Philmont was on his way again, carrying the square bundle under his
am.

Clyde, following promptly, saw Philmont tear away a bit of wrgpping, to note what was ingde. Philmont's
eyes showed a cold stisfaction.

Out by a subway entrance, Philmont turned a corner and looked for a cab. He was on a Sde strest,
under the looming pillars of the giant Pennsylvania Station. The spot was inconspicuous, which suited
Philmont, except for one thing: there were no cabs parked here. To hal one, Philmont had to step to the
curb, which he did. One cab came dong and stopped, but there wasn't another in Sght.

So Clyde played a hunch. Quite coally, he stepped up to tap Philmont on the shoulder.

CLYDE might just as well have tossed a batch of bombshells right into his own Iap. Things happened in
such a hurry that they left the reporter dazed.

There was a shout, as a man came Sringing from the subway exit tha Philmont and Clyde had so
recently left. The arivd was Harlingen, and he was drawing a revolver. Philmont didn't stop to look
Harlingen's way; he dimbed right into the cab and shouted for the driver to get started. In his turn, Clyde
grabbed the door as Philmont dammed it.

Harlingen's gun talked. Its shots couldn't have clipped Philmont, safdy in the cab. Clyde was the only
target, and an easy one, should Harlingen find the range. But Harlingen only fired one shot, and it whined
high above Clyde's head. Another man had lunged from the subway exit, and had tackled Harlingen.

The tackler was Harry Vincent. In oilling Harlingen, Harry was extending timdy aid to his fdlow agent,
Clyde Burke. But the menace from Harlingen was smdl, compared to the next that came Clyde's way.

From the window of the cab, Philmont thrust a gun point-blank, preceding his trigger action with a
venomous snarl that promised sure desth.

With the ivory boxes in his possession, Philmont was no longer the man who indulged in menta |apses.
He was the quick, catlike creature that could prove deadly when it found its prey. To Philmont, Clyde
was proper prey. Having followed Philmont from the house, it seemed obvious that Clyde had reverted
to hiscdling as a news-getter. He had learned so much, that Philmont could not afford to let him live,

Harry spied Philmont before Clyde could turn to view the close-up menace. Forgetting Harlingen, Harry
drove madly to Clyde's ad, pulling an automatic as he came. Harry's attempt was belated; he hadn't a
chance to foresdl Philmont's point-blank shot. It took another hand to rescue Clyde, a hand that
seamingly arrived from nowhere.



A long path of light swept the curb, coming from the headlamps of another cab that had just rounded the
corner. With that sweeping glare came a weird, chdlenging laugh, sartling Philmont with its fierce
crescendo. The rise of vengeful mirth was broken by a gun burgt that skimmed a bullet past the very
window of Philmont's cab and ricocheted from the metd post that flanked the windshidd.

The Shadow was the sponsor of that distant gun jab, a shot amazingly close, considering the long range.
The next shot from The Shadow's gun would have been closer, so close that it would have found
Philmont as a target, had his postion stayed the same. What saved Philmont was the action of his cab
driver. Thefdlow didn't have the foolhardy indinetion of his passenger.

In response to The Shadow's shot, the cab spurted away. Savagdy, Philmont was pouring gunfire from
the window as he went, and he meant the dduge for Clyde. As the cab skirted the corner, Philmont saw
Clyde sorawling from the curb, with The Shadow's cab stopping beside him. Philmont was confident that
some of his shots had driven home.

Fortunatdly, they hadn't. Thanks to The Shadow's intervention, Harry had reached Clyde in time to bowl
him from the sidewak. His own wits sngpping to action, Clyde had thrown himsdf into a long sprawl,
while Harry rolled the other way. Intent upon winging Clyde, Philmont hadn't seen Harry's low,
hard-hitting drive, for Moe Shrevnitz had blinked off the headlights of The Shadow's cab.

Satisfied that he had disposed of Clyde, Philmont turned to the cab driver. The fdlow had been too busy
getting Started to observe that Philmont had figured in the shooting. Hence Philmont, cagey as ever,
camly put away hisgun and told the cabby where to take him. Naturaly, he didn't give his own address;
he gave another in the neighborhood.

Back at the scene of battle, Harry was looking for Harlingen. He thought that the fdlow mugt have
ducked back into the subway, until The Shadow gave a warning laugh and wheded the other way. A
sweep of The Shadow's warding am and Harry was ralling from the curb, dong with Clyde, while The
Shadow blazed a rapid answer to shots that came from somewhere among the pillars of the Pennsylvania
Station.

Shots ended as suddenly as they had begun. Sweeping to the pillars, The Shadow found the space
behind them empty. There wasn't time to begin a random chase, because police sSrens were whining from
everywhere. Whipping back to the cab, The Shadow shoved Clyde and Harry aboard, then joined them.
As Moe whizzed the corner, dmost under the headlights of arriving patrol cars, agents of The Shadow
heard a strange, understanding laugh from the hidden lips of their cloaked chief.

CHAPTER XIX. DEATH'S DESTINATION

HAVING put a curb to battle, The Shadow was up againg a Stuation that he had often met before. Last
to leave the ground, he, and not his foemen, had become the object of a police pursuit. It didn't bother
The Shadow, not with Moe at the whed. Moe could take that cab through places that looked
impossible. He could turn on a dime, leaving a nickd change. He had a way of dodging through traffic
that looked as s0lid as a stone wall. And Moe would try those things, and do them, when The Shadow
was riding with him.

The cloaked passenger could spot such opportunities blocks ahead, and point them out so camly and
accurately that Moe never missed them. At present, The Shadow was doing it, with Harry as an
interested witness. Clyde didn't exactly notice the process. Held taken a hard header from the curb, and
was dill trying to shake off his daze.

Clyde's condition prevented him from mentioning a very important fact: that Philmont had acquired the
package that contained the ivory boxes. Hary hadn't emerged from the subway until Philmont was



actudly in the cab, box and al, whereas The Shadow had not arrived until even later.

Those points were important—more so than Clyde supposed. Clyde didn't redize that Moe€'s efforts to
dodge the palice cars were carrying them in the wrong direction. It wasn't until Moe had redly shaken off
the chase, by weaving among the twisted streets of Greenwich Village, that Clyde muttered something
about Philmont and the boxes.

Ingantly, The Shadow was dert. Gripping Clyde, he cdled for a quick, complete report. Jarred from his
daze, Clyde gave it. Spesking to Moe, The Shadow ordered a stop a the next corner. There, The
Shadow gestured Harry from the cab, tdling him to take Clyde with him.

Harry was to contact Burbank and order another tip-off to Cardona. Word that would start the lawv on a
new, quick trail to Philmont's, where The Shadow intended to go persondly, as fast as Moe could take
him. For once, The Shadow hoped that mere minutes would prove vitd, because, in that case, such
minutes would ill exig.

If Philmont had aready arrived home—as he could have, by this time, even with some minor detours—it
might be too late for either The Shadow or the law to handle his pressing case.

NOT long after The Shadow had begun his lone trip to Philmont's, the phone bell jangled in the hdlway
of the professor's house. Philmont didn't answer it, as he sometimes did. When the bl kept on ringing,
the dow-moving janitor findly came up from the basement and answered it. An officious voice declared
that it belonged to the police commissioner, who wanted to talk to Philmont. So the janitor went through
the library and knocked at the closed door of the nook. Hearing nothing but a sharp, crackly sound that
he took for the noise of thefire, the janitor turned away. Hafway across the library, he hdted, thinking he
hed heard Philmont cal.

But it was only the fire again; this time, its sound was the hiss of damp logs, that the janitor could hear
quite cdlearly from outside the locked door. Going back to the phone, the janitor told the impatient
commissoner that Professor Philmont wasn't home.

Weston's response was brief and blunt. The janitor wasn't to admit a person to the house until the police
arived, and they would be there very shortly. Even while the janitor was hanging up, the dren of a patrol
car sounded out front. Opening the door, the janitor admitted a pair of officers and told them about the
commissioner's cal.

Thar only ingructions being to hold Philmont when they found him, the policemen came into the library.
Both cops were standing about, with the janitor watching them, when Inspector Cardona arrived only a
few minutes later. When he learned that Philmont wasn't home, Cardona glanced suspicioudy at the door
of the professor's nook.

"You're sure the professor isn't in there?"

The janitor shook his head warily, in response to Cardona’s question. Thinking to be on the safe sde, the
men admitted that Philmont might be. That was quite enough for Cardona.

Knocking loudly, and getting no response, Joe drove his shoulder hard againgt the door. The cops joined
hmin the effort; the door gave and dl three went through, Cardona landing firdt.

Professor Philmont was a home.

He was lying prone upon the floor, books strewn about him. Beside him was a shattered reading lamp. A
few feet closer to the fireplace was a amdl mahogany table, overturned, with its surface aready blistered



from the scorching heet of the fire.

Siffing the ar, Cardona could smdl the odor of burning varnish. Joe looked a Philmont. Not for a
moment did he doubt that the man was dead. Philmont's face was hideous, more so than Trevose's had
been. Maybe it was the firdight that gave those features a coppery tinge, but that didn't account for the
fact that Philmont's face looked bl oated.

This was death's destination, as The Shadow, somehow, had foreseen!

ABOUT to stoop beside the body, Cardona remembered the menace that had been at Trevose's. In this
case, the fire was burning normally, on aleve with the dead body, but it might be that Philmont had been
poisoned by some noninflammable gas. So Cardona compromised by shoving his foot againg the prone
figure, to seeif a prod would make Philmont dtir.

Something ese stirred, close by Cardona's ankle. Joe didn't seeit, but he heard the hissit gave. A sharp
hiss that might have been mistaken for a spuittering log, if it hadn't been so close. But the men behind
Cardona spotted the motion that the ingpector did not see.

Soringing forward, two patrolmen were ydling a futile warning, as they saw a serpent's head rear up and
lash a Cardonas leg. Againg thefirdight, every detall was completely etched, even to the licking jab of
the snake's gpproaching fangs. There wasn't a chance for either man to stop that deadly thrust, nor did
Cardona have a chance to spring away.

What saved Cardona was the sharp blast of a gun, from the doorway. It wasn't a tremble of Cardona's
knee that made his trousers leg quiver. The thing that caused it was the passage of a skimming bullet.
Like magic, the darting head of the serpent vanished, leaving only the cails of a writhing body. From the
fireplace came the thud of a bullet's wallop, followed by the clatter of chipped stone.

The doorway itsdf supplied the strange, solemn laugh that could have been a kndl for Philmont. But
Cardona took it as a message for himsdf, a reminder that The Shadow's hand was ever at the disposal of
his friends. Turning about, Cardona could have sworn that he saw a cloaked shape in the doorway,
retiring to the dimmer library.

Then blackness cleared itsdf. Too late to hat Philmont's desth, but in time to save Cardonas life, The
Shadow had accomplished dl that was possible for the present. His departure tokened that dl was safe
for Cardona to begin the investigation of another murder, as ssemingly impossible as that of Trevose.

Impossible it did seem, when Cardona reviewed the detals for Commissoner Weston and Lamont
Crangton, after they arrived. Like the gas & Trevose's, the deadly snake seemingly could not have been
stowed in the room where death occurred. The snake had been identified as an asp, of an Orientd
varigy, a viper whose bite produced dmost ingant death.

But there wasn't a possible way whereby the creature could have been stowed in Philmont's nook, a
room that had no windows and which was dways locked. The fireplace was no answer, for after
amothering its fire, Cardona found that the damper was constructed like a grate, its holes too narrow for
the short, fat-bellied snake to have wiggled through, if dropped down the chimney.

Wha added to the riddle was the fact that Philmont mugt have been in the nook for severd minutes
before the snake attacked him. Evidence showed that hed bolted the door, as wel as locked it, and the
books on the floor indicated that Philmont had spent some time ddving into his favorite sudy of Orientd
cusoms. These volumes, particularly, dedt with Orientd art, the congruction of inlad ornaments and
cabinets.



Though others regarded the context of the books as unimportant, the point did not escape Cranston. He
understood that Philmont had been specificaly interested in the intricate workings of trick boxes, that
could only be operated by those who knew the secret.

Perhaps that was why Cranston's fixed lips delivered a soft, whispered laugh when he Ieft Philmont's
house, done. Yet that initsdf was hardly enough to have produced the mirth that was The Shadow's.

A ligtener, had there been one, might have assumed that The Shadow was actudly pleased because the
evidence showed that Philmont, like others before him, had dropped the ivory boxes somewhere, before
returning home to study the subject of their hidden mechaniam.

There was a reason why The Shadow could be pleased. Though desth had moved ahead of him, the trall
of the ivory boxes dill existed. A trall which, found again, could place the blame of four murders upon the
evil plotter who had engineered those amazing crimes!

CHAPTER XX. CRIME'S ULTIMATE

DURING the next few days, Harry Vincent had much to think about while he worked ploddingly in
Harlingen's laboratory. A marked change had come over Peter Harlingen, dating from the night when
Jonathan Philmont perished.

For the firg time, Harlingen showed moods. At moments, he seemed actudly troubled, even saddened.
There were other intervals when Harlingen displayed dation, but it was usudly short-lived. He had the ar
of aman who had embarked upon an enterprise, only to regret the cost.

Such, a least, was Harry's impresson, though he had to admit that it was prgudiced. Such admisson
was far enough, considering how open and shut the case had become.

FHve men had shared a mammoth ruby, nested in five ivory boxes. Four of those men were dead, and the
boxes remained to be found. To Harry, it was obvious that Harlingen mus regret the absence of the
boxes, not the men.

The other night, Harry had gotten back to the lab ahead of Harlingen, who had returned through the
window route, to be there when Commissioner Weston paid a vist to break the news of Philmont's
desth.

Harlingen had coolly stated that he hadn't eft the |aboratory, phrasing it so that Harry would support such
testimony. All Harry had to say was that he had not seen Harlingen go out, so Harry made the statement.

Conddering the close friendship between Harlingen and Philmont, the police pressed the matter no
further, so Harlingen's dibi stood. And now Harlingen wasn't bothering about dibis any longer. He left
the laboratory often, after assgning Harry to some task, and from the way things were drifting, Harry had
an idea his job wouldn't last much longer. It was late on this particular afternoon, when Harlingen gave
Harry a stack of new X-ray plates and then went out, not stating when he would be back.

In the dusk, Harlingen glanced casualy about before getting farther on his way. His look dong the street
faled to indude a cloaked figure that glided from a doorway and moved after him.

Harlingen had indeed changed; he was no longer usng doorways on his trips. Since he was neglecting
such hiding places, The Shadow was usng them instead.

Harlingen's trip took him to the bookshop near Philmont's house. Perhaps Harlingen had thought about
the bookshop before; if so, he had preferred to say away from the neighborhood urtil talk of Philmont's
deeth had dwindled. It was safe, at this late date, to mention Philmont without rousng suspicion, so



Harlingen did.

The booksdller had much to say about Philmont, who had been a steady customer, dways in and out,
inquiring about the oddest of books. Smiling reminiscently, the booksdller recaled how often Philmont
hed walked out with books, forgetting to pay for them but aways remembering it afterward.

"The shop was practicaly his" declared the booksdler. "In this business, it is best to give some
customers certain privileges. | only wish that | had more like Professor Philmont.”

Very caaudly, Harlingen inquired if Philmont had ordered any books, that hadn't been ddivered. Shaking
his head at fird, the booksdller findly went to a deep shdf at the rear of the shop and looked among
some bundles. He brought out a square package, which he studied in surprise.

"Why, thisis marked for Philmont!" he exclaimed. "I wonder how it came herel"

Before Harlingen could stop him, the booksdller was opening the package. Partly to Harlingen's relief,
and somewhat to his disgppointment, the package contained only books. There were five of them,
uniformin binding, boxed in a set. About to draw one out, the booksdller found that it was tightly wedged
inthe cardboard box.

"Il send them back as they are," the booksdller decided. "I don't suppose there is much cdl for a set of
books dedling with the customs of Sam and Indo-China.”

"A rather timdy subject,” observed Harlingen. "How much isthe set?'

The books proved expensive, but Harlingen purchased them. He'd been holding the boxed set, and its
weght impressed him. Moreover, he was sure that he could hear a dight click every time he tilted the
volumes. The amile that Harlingen restrained, except for the corners of his lips, told much that he didnt
mention.

He was quite sure that Philmont had persondly wrapped these books and put them on the rear shelf. He
could aso guess the time when it had happened. Harlingen placed it right after the last ride that Philmont
hed taken in a cab.

THINKING in terms of cabs, Harlingen picked up one as soon as he Ift the bookshop. It happened to
be Moe Shrevnitz's and its driver caught asgnd from a black-cloaked figure just outside the store.

Harlingen didn't glimpse The Shadow, who was only &t the fringe of the lighted window. Harlingen was
too interested in books, or, rather, in his purchase, for he did not regard the two things as the same.

All during the ride, Moe kept watching Harlingen in the mirror, noting the impeatient gestures that the man
made when he handled the tight-packed books. Once this ride was over, Moe would be going back to
get The Shadow, and he had a lot to tdl his chief. Moe had just spent an hour with another cab driver,
named Marsha, who had been tdling him some interesting things.

Harry wasin the anteroom when Harlingen entered. Setting the books cardesdy aside, Harlingen looked
a the plates that his assistant had filed and gave an approving nod.

"That's enough for this evening, Vincent," decided Harlingen. "I'd rather subdivide the groups, before you
continue further. So you can leave as soon as you want.”

Harry took the hint and left—as far as the bottom of the stairs. There was one thing that Harlingen had
forgotten; held provided his new assgtant with duplicate keys to the laboratory. Probably, Harry's
ampliaty in the matter of the dibi had made Harlingen trust him. Whatever the case, Harry decided to



meake the most of thet trust, in away that Harlingen wouldn't expect.

Returning upstairs, Harry unlocked the door and entered softly. Both Harlingen and the books were gone
from the anteroom, so Harry proceeded to the lab. He didn't have to worry about Harlingen hearing him,
for one of the X-ray machines was providing a steady buzz.

Through the half-opened door, Harry saw Harlingen glefully dutching a cubicd ivory box, its sdes made
up of symmetricd patterns. On the floor lay the remains of dummy book covers, that Harlingen had torn
gpart to get a the prize ingde. But Harlingen didn't intend to use rough tactics with the nest of ivory
boxes.

Instead, he placed his prize on a stand, to whed it in front of the X-ray machine. Clever of Harlingen,
this By X-raying the nest of boxes, he would be able to locate the hidden metd catches that made it so
difficult to open the nest.

Pushing the door quite wide, Harry moved steedily toward Harlingen. Despite the buzz of the machine,
the man detected the approach and spun about, a glare on his sharp face. He was reaching for a gun,
only to find that he was facing one. Harry's automatic bulged straight between those glaring eyes.

Coolly, Harry frisked Harlingen, and found that he didnt have a gun, a dl. Redizing it for himsdf,
Harlingen scowled, as though regretting the oversight.

"Naurdly you wouldn't need a gun,” gibed Harry. "You thought you were on the homestretch. All of
your friends were dead, so further murder wasn't necessary!"

Harlingen started to growl a protest, but Harry cut him short. He ordered the scientist to turn around and
proceed with his work.

"I'd like to look at those X rays, too," stated Harry. "Maybe they will explain a lot of things. Remember,
too, that | have—thid"

SHOVING his gun forward, Harry jabbed it againg Harlingen's back, and the hepless man began to
push the stand in front of the buzzing machine. Then, so quickly that Harry couldn't understand it, his gun
was flying through the air and he was fallowing it.

Harlingen heard the clatter and turned about. He saw Harry in the grip of a cloaked arivd, who was
sailling him across the room. Recognizing The Shadow, Harlingen blinked, bewildered, for held supposed
that Harry was working for the cloaked investigator, once Harry had declared himsdif.

Then, as Hary sprawled, The Shadow whirled in Harlingen's direction. Franticdly, Harlingen tried to
dive away, shoving the ralling stand with its ivory box right in front of the X-ray machine. Harlingen was
going that way, too, when The Shadow overtook him.

Gloved hands plucked Halingen as they had taken Harry, and carried the fdlow in a great back
somersault, away from the X-ray machine. As Harlingen flattened, The Shadow landed with him, both
close to where Harry was lying sprawled. If ever The Shadow had superprowess on split-second order,
thiswas the time,

With a resounding crackle that rose to an actud roar, a great sheet of flame enveloped the laboratory.
White flame that enveloped the ivory box and the X-ray machines about it. Hame so terific in its
dresking heat that metal melted under its devadtating flare.

Away from the circle of that deadly spurt came a strange laugh, as the volcanic orgy faded. The laugh of
The Shadow!



CHAPTER XXI. THE FIVE BOXES

NEVER had Harry Vincent seen aman more dazed than Peter Harlingen, when the X-ray experimenter
was brought to his feet. Harlingen had played a lot with those rays, but had never seen them produce
such devastating results. Had he been near the flame, it would have burned him hideoudy, with death an
immediate result.

Redlizing that, Harlingen looked a Harry, who was somewhat bewildered on his own. He hadnt
expected this thing to happen, either. Only The Shadow had foreseen it, a the moment when it was
about to happen. So sudden had it dl been, that the vanished blaze seemed dmost a product of vivid
imaginations— until The Shadow pointed.

Theivory box was gone; inits place lay nothing but a blistered lump of grayish materid atop a stand that
was tilted on its hdf-mdted legs.

Then The Shadow spoke.

"A fdse box," he stated, "made to look like ivory. It contained a thermite unit, set to ignite under X rays.
You behaved true to form, Harlingen, when you decided to X-ray your prize."

Harlingen was even more bewildered.

"Philmont also did the expected thing with his box," The Shadow added. "He st it by the fireplace, while
he referred to books on Oriental boxes. His box was obvioudy of cdluloid composition, containing the
deadly asp. The heet of thefire disposed of the box in asngle puff, and the snake, dready irred by the
warmth, struck ingantly.”

It was dawning on Harlingen that his experience wasn't the only mystery. The Shadow had explained the
source of Philmont's death, and now, to Harlingen's further amazement, The Shadow was deving dill

deeper into the padt.

"Trevose picked up afake box, t0o," explaned The Shadow. "Trevose liked problems; he was the sort
who would probe the box until he found the hidden catch. He found it, and the box opened wide. It
flattened, dong with interior flaps, to form a chessboard.

"There was a set of chessmen, too, indde the box, but they were not dl. The artight box that became a
chesshoard was aso loaded with the gas that killed Trevose."

Staring, Harlingen asked in hollow voice:
"What about Glenlake?'

"A very smple case," defined The Shadow. "He was the sort who would pry a the box crudely, and
findly try to smash it open. His box was filled with an explosve, and provided with percussion caps.
When Glenlake became impetient, he pounded the box and blew himsdf apart, dong with it."

The Shadow motioned toward the door, and Harry steered Harlingen in that direction. All the way to the
street, Harlingen kept muttering about four boxes, dl fakes, desgned for death. Hed amog forgotten
thet there werefivered ivory boxes, a nest with a Siamese ruby in their midst. The Shadow was soon to
remind Harlingen on that point.

They rodein Moe's cab to an obscure, old-fashioned house, where The Shadow gave ingructions to his
fdlow passengers. Alighting, they went to the front door, where Harry rang the bel, though Harlingen
thought it useless, for the windows dl were boarded over and the house seemed empty.



During a lul in the ringing, Moe tooted the cab horn. After Harry rang the bell again, results came. The
door opened, very dightly, and stopped againg a chain bolt. A voice spoke, quickly:

"Istha your cab, Marsha?'

A drange laugh followed, coming from within the house itsdlf. A gloved hand came in front of the startled
eye that peered from the door crack and drew the chain bolt. There was a sudden scuffle indoors; it was
ending as Harry and Harlingen entered.

In the light of a gloomy hdl, they saw a stooped man, with thin gray hair and drawn face, helplessin The
Shadow's clutch. With a thrust, The Shadow sent his prisoner into a char, where the stooped man
stared, totdly surprised by The Shadow's smple stratagem of entering by prying loose a boarded-up
window while others had been attracting attention at the front door.

It was Harlingen's turn, at last. With a hollow gulp, that showed his own surprise, Harlingen exclamed,
"Alexander Tabor!"

THIS was indeed a novety, a dead man coming back to life after areign of murder. But Harry hadn't any
hope that the same would apply to Glenlake, Trevose, and Philmont. For this man wasn't Tdbor, as
Harry had seen him.

There had been fakery in Tabor's death, but not through the use of ingenious boxes. The Shadow
prompted Tabor to disclose the truth, by voicng in weird whisper:

"Come, Tabor, tdl us about your servant, Channing."
Anugly leer widened on Tabor's lips

"Why not?' he snarled. "Y ou've learned too much, so more won't hurt. | wanted the Siamese ruby for my
own, and knew that | would have to kill to get it."

"Tokill," prompted The Shadow, "beginning with yoursdf, so far as others knew."

"Of course" agreed Tdbor. "They'd have suspected me, if | hadn't been the fird to die. So | had
Channing register for me at the Hotel Taleyrand. Channing thought it was just a maiter of convenience,
but it established him as mysdf."

"Except with four of us" broke in Harlingen, "your partners, who knew you."

"That's why | went back to make sure I'd redly killed Channing," gloated Tabor. "I made more than
sure, by pitching him from the window. He'd aready been identified as mysdf, by people who didn't
know the imposture. | wanted to make sure that no one who might know— those like you,
Harlingen—would ever see the body in recognizable shape.”

From then on, Talbor's story fdl into a perfect line. HE'd let Glenlake note the safe combination, so he
would ged the firg fase box. The red nest of ivory boxes had left with Talbor's luggage, to where
Tdbor was waiting, while Channing was upstairs podng as his master, not guessng that Talbor would
soon return and kill him, when Glenlake took the robbery bait.

It was Tabor who had mailed that parcel check to Glenlake's office, where he knew that Trevose, as the
dead man's attorney, would find it. But the package had been checked, not a Grand Centra but in the
Pennsylvania Station, where Glenlake would normdly have taken atrain to Long Idand.

There was a gleam from The Shadow's eyes as Tabor's sory reached that stage. Trevose could have



reached the Pennsylvania Station easly from Glenlake's office, but not from Grand Centrd. The Shadow
hed aready checked the error, in that case. It was one of the incidents that had enabled him to crack the
case.

"You and Philmont were both around,” said Tabor to Harlingen. "I thought one of you might have trailed
Trevose to the gation. That'swhy | parked another box in a parcel locker in the nearest subway ation.”

Tdbor didn't have to explain how Philmont had gone for the deadly box. It was Tdbor, of course, who
hed "log" a cigarette case in order to influence Marsha, the honest cabby, into hunting for its owner.
Tdbor had advertised the case as lost. When Marsha had brought the case, Tabor had switched it for
the one containing the locker key, and had advised the cabby to advertise it as found.

But his use of Marsha had proven Tdbor's undoing. Worried by Philmont's later death, Marsha had
asked Mo€'s advice, as one cabby to another, and Moe had learned where Tabor lived.

To watch the progress of his schemes, Tabor had often been around. He'd dodged into Trevose's study,
to snatch the chessboard that had once looked like an ivory box, because he didnt want anyone to
examineits under surface. It was Tabor who had fired those shots a The Shadow from the pillars of the
Pennsylvania Station.

With Philmont gone one direction and Harlingen the other, The Shadow had known that another hand
was in the case, thus confirming his earlier conclusions.

Asfor the fake box a the bookshop, Tabor had known Philmont's habits well enough to plant it there as
bait for Harlingen.

His gory fully told, dl that remained was for Tabor to produce the five ivory boxes, which he
volunteered to do. Risng wearily, he moved into a Sde room, under the point of The Shadow's gun.
From a window sedt, he brought the nest of boxes. At The Shadow's order, Tabor clicked the hidden
springs of each box in turn.

Out of the innermaost box, Tabor dumped the great Siamese ruby into the gloved hand of The Shadow.
Then, with apitiful expression of resgnation, he gathered up the loose boxes as though to nest them once

again.

THIS was Tdbor's moment. A blaze of defiance swept him. Hurling himsdf about with frantic speed; he
flung the boxes at The Shadow, who raised an arm to ward off their battering hall.

Then Tabor was off for the front door, beginning a flight that would have proven futile, had he been
dedling only with The Shadow. But there were others— Harry and Harlingen—who thoughtlesdy gave
Tdbor ad.

Taking up the chase, they blocked The Shadow, but only as far as the front door. There, the cloaked
fighter overtook them, flinging them both aside. From the sdewak, Tabor heard The Shadow's laugh
and turned, firing the firgt shot from a gun that he whipped from his pocket.

A wild shot, that hasty one. The next would have been The Shadow's, had there been time. But other
men were on the scene—Inspector Cardona and a crew of detectives, brought here by a find tip-off that
The Shadow had ordered. They were guringing from dl sdes, to surround the frantic murderer, and
Tdbor, in his madness, thought that he could fight them dl.

There wasn't time to argue. Guns blasted before Tabor could change hisam from the unseen Shadow to



the visble foemen. Under that fudllade, Alexander Tabor, man of fivefold crime, wilted and sprawled
dead.

Hve ivory boxes—five dead men. Ftting it was that the last of that chain should be Talbor, the murderer,
and not Harlingen, his intended victim. Of those who had been partners, one, at lesdt, remained to
witness the triumph of The Shadow's judtice.

Strange was the laugh that dtirred the darkness, as it issued from the doorway of the old, grim house that
was no longer a killer's lair. Mirth that promised doom to dl who dedt in crime, as had Alexander
Tabor. The laugh of The Shadow!

THE END



