THE CHEST OF CHU CHAN
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," Septenber 1944.

Mad rmurder! And a body in a | ocked chest pierced by the pricel ess Burnese
katar! Can a nmere statue of a beautiful Sianmese dancer conme to life? A
pul si ng,
dramatic climax gives The Shadow his startling answer.

CHAPTER |

JARED SHEBLEY | eaned back in his teak-wood chair and toyed with the
Bur nese
katar. His crisp smle, slicing across his parchnent face, would have suited
an
Oiental potentate nore than a New York curio collector

Shebl ey' s surroundi ngs were in keeping with his appearance.

This was his curio room the pride of his Manhattan penthouse. Its walls
were adorned with tall, narrow tapestries, woven nostly in gold and silver,
set
alternately between the glass-fronted cabinets that housed the rarities
conpri sing Shebley's collection

It would have required a sizable panphlet to describe those itenms. In
fact,
such a panphl et was already in the making; the proof sheets were scattered al
over the chess table which Shebley used as a desk. The table itself, a bul ky
and
el aborate affair inlaid with squares of black and white nother-of-pearl, was
one
of Shebley's chief prizes. It was supposed to be the table on which a Persian
prince had been maneuvering his nen when he was captured, along with his royal
tent, by Hul agu, the Mongolian invader operating under the banner of Genghis
Khan.

As with nost of Shebley's curios, the authenticity of this number was a
matter of some doubt, but not to Shebley. He believed it to be the genuine
article, and the only thing that bothered hi mwas what Hul agu had done with
t he
chessmen that belonged with it. Shebley would be very unhappy if some day that
anci ent chess set showed up in the possession of another eccentric collector

VWhat bot hered Professor Gles Frescott was the way in which Shebley toyed
with the Burnese katar

No weapon nore insidious could have been imagi ned, | et al one fashi oned,
than this royal katar or Oriental thrusting dagger. As he studied it across
t he
chess table, Professor Frescott |ost sone of the benign expression that
usual |y
characterized his broad, elderly features. H's eyes narrowed under his thin
gray
brows, though whether through suspicion or envy, he didn't declare.

Wth all his genial ways, Frescott mstrusted collectors as a whole,
per haps because he recogni zed that he, too, had the basic urge to lay his
hands
upon rare itens and hold them But as curator of the Miuseum of Antiquities,

t he
not ed professor had managed to curb his secret desires.

Shebl ey noticed Frescott's gaze and broadened his peculiar smle

"I was about to discuss the chest of Chu Chan," renmarked Shebley, dryly,
"but | see that you are nore interested in the katar of Pagan Mn."



Frescott's eyes wi dened i nredi ately.

"You nmean Pagan M n, the Burmese king?"

"Precisely,"” replied Shebley. "Pagan M n, the son of Tharawaddy, ruler of
Burma, until deposed by his brother M ndon Mn, who proved to be the only
humane
king in the entire line of Al onpra.”

Prof essor Frescott gave a know ng nod.

"That was the curse of Alonpra,"” he recalled. "Beginning with a warrior
chieftain, the dynasty degenerated and finally perished through descendants
who
were the victins of a homcidal mania."

"A fratricidal nania, too," added Shebley. "One of their greatest
pasti mes
was killing off their brothers - and all their famlies were large."

Agai n Frescott nodded.

"I'"ve often wondered about Pagan M n," continued Shebley. "He nust have
hated his brother M ndon, and why he let himlive, | cannot understand. Wy,

i f
M ndon had ever come wi thin Pagan's reach -

Wth a sudden pause, Shebley studied Frescott's gaze as though trying to
guess what |ay behind the narrowed eyes. Then, crisply, Shebley asked:

"You are interested, professor?"

"Very much," assured Frescott in a dispassionate tone. "You appear to be
versed in Oriental custons, and anything Oriental intrigues ne."

It was so frankly put that Shebley decided his actions would not be
m sunderstood. Rising fromthe table, he stepped around it, the twelve inch
dagger lying flat across his hands so that Frescott could study it nore
cl osel y.

The professor had seen many katars before, but none like this.

"Uni que. "

Shebl ey voiced the word in matter-of-fact tone. It was his favorite
expression, for it applied to every itemin his well stocked cases. As a
coll ector, Shebley valued curios only if they were quite unmatched, and he had
reason to prize this katar as such

The silver blade was six inches long, and ran wide fromthe hilt,

t aperi ng

to a dull point. Having no sharpened edges, it appeared to be a cerenoni al
weapon, as was further evidenced by the hilt. In fact, the hilt was the
distinctive feature that caused a katar to differ from other styles of
daggers.

Instead of a nmere handle, the hilt was shaped like a letter H so that the
cross-bar could be gripped by the fist, the knuckles resting in the
stirrup-shaped space between the cross-bar and the dagger bl ade. The upper
extensions of the hilt were protective wings for the hand and wist and were
conposed of gold, highly ornanented.

It was the cross-bar, however, that fascinated Frescott, as Shebl ey knew

it

woul d. I nstead of being nere gold as was customary with the finest hand-grips,
the center of the bar was a gl eam ng, blood-red stone set between two

cup- shaped

hol ders. As large as a marble and as round, that magnificent gem seened filled
with the blood for which the dagger's bl ade unquestionably thirsted.

At first glance, Frescott mstook the jewel for a genuine ruby, worth a
fortune in itself, but Shebley, catching his visitor's questioning glance,
shook
hi s head.

"A Bal as ruby!" defined Shebley. "Merely a formof spinel, though this is
a
fine specimen, which | doubt that anyone could match. It probably cane from
Thar awaddy' s crown, so he could furnish his bloodthirsty son with a weapon



befitting a nmurderous prince."
Openi ng one button of his vest, Shebley thrust the dagger through the
space
so that the silver blade projected below and the gold hilt, with its bl ood-red
eye appeared above. There was something rakish in the slant of the weapon
whi ch
brought a happy chuckl e from Shebl ey.
"This is the way Pagan M n nmust have worn it," decided Shebley. "Mre as
an
ornanent than a weapon, judging by its appearance. But M ndon M n nust have
known its purpose, for if he had let his evil brother cone close enough -"
Shebl ey gave anot her of his abrupt pauses, though he could well have
added
"this woul d have happened!" Instead, he denbnstrated the deed in question
Wth a stride toward Frescott, as though the latter represented M ndon M n,
Shebl ey gripped the cross-hilt of the katar and whi pped the dagger fromhis
i mprovi sed belt. Pulling back, his armdrove forward |ike a piston, stopping
hal fway in its thrust.
The jab was confortably short of Frescott and it was lucky that it was.

For
with it, Shebley illustrated the automatic action of the deadly katar.
Act uat ed

by the pressure of Shebley's knuckles, the silver blade opened into two
sections, scissors-fashion. Those splitting hal ves were |ike spreading flower
petals, but what they disclosed was by no nmeans pretty.

The silver blade, as dull as it was ornanmental, was nothing nore than a
cunningly fitted sheath for a blade of steel conceal ed wi thin. Needl e-pointed,
razor-edged, the deadly prong jabbed into sight Iike a cobra's fang |ashing
from
a wi dened nout h!

Prof essor Frescott m ght have been expecting something of the sort, for
he
didn't budge a nuscle. Shebley's nmock thrust could have scared his visitor
into
i Mmobility, but Frescott's broad face reveal ed nothing resenbling fear. Rather
casual ly, the professor held out his hand, silently requesting the privilege
of
exam ni ng the weapon. Shebley gave a reverse flip that cl osed the outer bl ade;
t hen handed over the katar.

"I admre your sangfroid, professor,’
have been nore inpressed.”

"Who for exanple?"

"Lionel Gaff," naned Shebley. "Wich proves that G aff does not know as
much about Oriental antiques as he clains."

"Graff is nerely a speculator."” There was a tone of contenpt from
Frescott.

"Surely you do not take his word on anything" - the professor was tilting his
head to study Shebley's face - "or do you?"

"On specul ative propositions, yes," returned Shebl ey, "because that is
Graff's business. There, professor!" Shebley became suddenly enthusiastic.
"You' ve got the hang of it already!"

Shebl ey was referring to the katar, which was performng its scissors
trick
under the persuasion of Frescott's knuckles. Wth a style that m ght have been
ternmed professional, the nuseum curator was causing the hidden blade to show
and
di sappear by movenents forward and back that were al nost inperceptible.

Then, closing the katar, Frescott took it by the harm ess outer blade and
held it so he could exam ne the | arge Bal as ruby that showed a deepening tint
in

Shebl ey commented. "Qther visitors



the gl ow of sunset that was streaming in from Shebley's well-barred wi ndow.

"A magnificent specinen,"” nused Frescott, half al oud, w thout specifying
whet her he neant the katar or the gem which ornanented it. "Yes, | believe
t hat
I would class it as unique."

Shebl ey was quick to take advantage of those words. Eager-eyed, he
dermanded:

"Uni que? Li ke the chest of Chu Chan?"

Monentarily, Frescott's eyes matched the ruby's glitter. Then, rel axing
hi s
gaze, he slid the katar anong the proof sheets on the chess table and | eaned
back, folding his hands across his vest. Frescott's |augh was pl easant, but
t he
el derly professor had a habit of covering his real sentinments with opposite
t ones.

"You invited nme here to discuss the chest of Chu Chan," declared Frescott
blandly, "so tell ne what you already know about it and I shall supply the
rest.

W may as well cone directly to the point instead of trying to conceal it."

A subtle listener mght have suspected that Frescott's final sentence
referred to the Burnmese katar rather than the chest of Chu Chan, but Shebl ey
was
not inclined to be subtle. Seating hinself, he began to pour the facts that
Frescott wanted.

Al the while, the ruby handl e of the Burnmese katar kept deepening its

gl ow
in the dying sunset, |like the watchful eye of sone evil nobnster awaiting the
chance to deliver a fatal thrust!

CHAPTER |

IT was an interesting tale that Jared Shebley told while Gles Frescott
listened with half cl osed eyes.

The chest of Chu Chan had bel onged to a Chinese of the sane name who
resided in Hanoi, capital of Tonkin, in the north of French Indo-China. For
many
years Chu Chan had |ived there undisturbed until the Japanese began to nove
into
I ndo- Chi na, taking whatever they wanted, particularly from Chi nese nationals.

Chu Chan had managed, however, to keep a few junps ahead of the wly
Japs,
where his treasures were concer ned.

First, Chu Chan's bel ongi ngs had been shi pped sout hwest across the Mekong
Ri ver to Bangkok, the capital of Siam By the time the N pponese arrived
t here,

t he shipment was on its way to Singapore, where it cleared again for India
before the Japs controlled the Mal ayan Straits.

At | ast the goods had arrived in America, there to be auctioned to raise
funds for the cause of China, in keeping with instructions given by Chu Chan
when | ast heard from

"Dariel Talcott bought the antique chest," concluded Shebley. "You mnust
know him professor. He owns the Talcott Antique Galleries.”

Frescott nodded as though half asleep

"A very reliable dealer, Talcott."

"So reliable," assured Shebley, "that he wouldn't guarantee that the

chest

of Chu Chan was unique, as he did with the katar of Pagan M n. Talcott said
t hat

I would do well to check its history personally."



"Quite wise of Talcott."

"He has al ways been nore than fair," affirned Shebley. "For instance, he
woul dn't even think of selling me the Bangkok dancer statue."”

Frescott's eyes opened.

"What statue was that?"

"One that cane with the chest of Chu Chan," expl ained Shebley. "It was
i nside the chest, so the two were sold as a lot. Only | doubt that it even
bel onged to Chu Chan. Probably it was put into the chest to get it away from
Si am before the Japs arrived there.”

"A logical theory, but why didn't you want the dancer statue?"

"Because Tal cott says there are dozens like it in Siam all life-sized
figures in a seated pose. As | said before, Talcott only sells nme itens that
he
knows are uni que."

Frescott began to nod i n understandi ng fashion, then paused as though

puzzl ed.

"This chest of Chu Chan," he remarked. "It nust be quite large to hold so
sizable a statue.”

"That's right," returned Shebley. "It is a large chest. Built ruch like a
cabi net."

Frescott gave a disparagi ng shrug.

"Then it isn't unique," he declared. "It may be antique, but not unique."

Chuckling at his play on words, the professor added: "There is a difference,
Shebl ey, as you shoul d know. "

"Only | don't know." Shebley stroked his chin. "Sinon Benisette bought
t he
dancer statue and now he is interested in the chest. He's a sharp buyer,
Beni sette.”

"But he doesn't specialize in the unique."

"He specializes in anything that promises a profit," argued Shebl ey.
"That's why |I'm beginning to believe what G aff said. You see, Gaff told ne"

Shebl ey halted, then decided to out with it - "well, he told ne that there
m ght

be a fortune in the chest of Chu Chan. So I'mof a mnd to let Gaff bid for
ne

agai nst Beni sette."

Though Shebley didn't notice it, Professor Frescott had becone suddenly
alert. H's eyes by their very sharpness, could have been likened to the hidden
bl ade in Shebley's katar, but they, too, were conceal ed as Frescott pronptly
closed his eyelids over themlike fol ding sheaths.

Tilting his head back, Frescott gave a mld, though significant chuckle
that puzzl ed Shebley just enough to take himtotally off guard.

"Nobody will bid on that chest," |aughed Frescott, "at |east not at
Tal cott's Antique Galleries."
"And why not ?"
"Because Tal cott has already sold it," informed Frescott. "It went to a

deal er in Washi ngton."

There was sonet hing of savagery in Shebley's gesture as he reached for
t he
t el ephone. Frescott waved hi s hand.

"Don't call Talcott," warned Frescott. "You won't have tine. You' d better
phone the airport for a reservation on the next plane to Washington. You'l
j ust
have tinme to nake it."

Taki ng Frescott's advice, Shebley dialed the airport, but his gaze
carried
a query which Frescott answered with a question of his own.

"Did you ever hear of Lanobnt Cranston?"

Shebl ey nodded.



"I happen to know that Cranston will be taking that plane to Washington,"
assured Frescott. "Like yourself, he is interested in the chest of Chu Chan."

Shebl ey had the nunber. Finding that plane seats were still available, he
ordered one. As Shebley hung up, Frescott reached for the tel ephone.

"May | call the museun?" asked Frescott. "They nay be wondering where
am"

"OfF course,"” replied Shebley. "Only I'lIl have to say good-bye right now,
if
| want to catch the plane. If you want, you can wait and talk to G aff,
because
he's due here shortly. But it won't matter. |I'Il have my servant tell Gaff
I've
gone out of town."

Noddi ng toward Shebl ey, Frescott funbled the dial in what seened
acci dent al
fashi on. Repeating the process slowy, the professor took pains to keep from
getting his number before Shebley went, which wasn't difficult, because
Shebl ey
was already starting fromthe room calling for his valet.

Wth a smle that marked hi m capabl e of conniving practices, Frescott
conpl eted the connection. Alone in Shebley's curio room Frescott asked to be
connected with his own office in the Museum of Antiquities. There were a few
rings fromthe line; then came a voice that Frescott recognized.

"Hell o, Cranston." Frescott's tone was both affable and confidenti al
"Sorry to keep you waiting, but | have sone |ast mnute news. You know Jared
Shebl ey, of course?"

Apparently Lanont Cranston did, and said so. Fromthen on, Professor
Frescott was very precise.

"Shebl ey has heard on what he regards as good authority," stated
Frescott,

"that the chest of Chu Chan has gone to a Washi ngton dealer. So Shebley is
taki ng the next plane to Washington. You will just about have tinme to do the
same. "

The abrupt click of the receiver at the other end told that Cranston
wasn' t
losing a noment in acting on Frescott's advice. Wth a subdued chuckl e, the
old
prof essor arose fromhis chair and rustled the proof sheets on the chess table
as he funmbled for his hat that was |lying there.

Leavi ng t he dusk-shrouded room Frescott went out through the hallway;
hi s
hat still in hand, he bowed to Shebley's servant as he left. Taking the
el evat or
down to the ground floor, the professor went out to the street.

There was sonething crablike in Frescott's rapid gait toward the nearest
corner. Over his shoul der, the benign-faced nman | ooked back with a conniving
snmle. Soneone was entering the rather nodest apartment house that was
not ewort hy only because of Shebley's |avish penthouse; somebody whose face
Frescott recogni zed.

The arrival, sallow of face and worried, was Lionel Gaff, the specul ator
who had come to convince Jared Shebl ey that he ought to buy the chest of Chu
Chan. Graff would be sadly di sappoi nted when he | earned of Shebl ey's sudden
departure, and that fact gl addened Professor Frescott.

If he hadn't been watching G aff, Frescott m ght have noticed sonething
t hat happened on the far side of the street. There, a figure stirred froma
dusk-fronted buil ding and kept pace with Frescott as he turned the corner
Possi bly the professor woul dn't have seen the shape that trailed him for its
manner was decidedly furtive.

Though its height was uncertain, the figure was lithe, if not slender
@iding fromone dusk-patch to another, it gave the effect of being clad in a



dark cape. It dwindled into gl oomnear the corner, thus adding a nysterious
aftermath to the canny gane that Frescott had pl ayed.

In manner, at least, the nmystery figure resenbl ed The Shadow, the fanpus
per sonage who roved Manhattan's streets at dusk in search of crine to conquer
But there were two good reasons why The Shadow coul d not be hereabouts this
eveni ng.

First, The Shadow had been too far from Shebley's apartment house to
reach
there before Frescott |eft; again, The Shadow had deci ded upon anot her
destination. Whether wittingly or otherw se, Professor Frescott had personally
tricked The Shadow with a neat but sinple ruse.

The Shadow, in the person of Lamont Cranston, had |eft for Washi ngton on
a
blind quest. He and Jared Shebl ey woul d be watching each other with nutua
suspi ci on concerning an anti que Chi nese chest which Professor Frescott wanted
neither of themto buy!

CHAPTER 1 |

MARGO LANE hurried fromthe cab as it stopped in front of the Talcott
Antique Galleries. Wth the delay of rush hour traffic, Margo had hardly hoped
to arrive before the place closed, but it was still open

This trip was the result of a call from Lanmont Cranston. He'd phoned from
the airport, saying he was |eaving for Washi ngton and wanted Margo to visit
t he
Galleries for him Still, the trip didn't seemvery inportant.

Al Margo needed to do was | earn the name of the Washi ngton deal er who
had
bought the chest of Chu Chan from Talcott. That |earned, she was to call a
Washi ngt on hotel by Iong distance and | eave word for Cranston. The reason it
wasn't very inportant was because Cranston had bl andly said that he woul d
probably have that information by the tine he reached the capital
Nevert hel ess,
he wanted Margo to check the New York end.

There was no reason for Margo to keep the cab, so she dismissed it.
Entering the lighted doorway of the Antique Galleries, Margo went up a broad
flight of stairs to the second floor which constituted the Galleries proper

The place was really sonething to take one's breath away, w thout
assistance fromthe stairs. Though Margo had been to Talcott's before, the
Galleries never failed to intrigue her

You cane into a row of roons that could have been called an indoor
espl anade. The whol e second floor, fromfront to back, a distance of nearly
hal f
a bl ock, was a succession of wonders. Only in Talcott's could a person gain a
proper appreciation of the ingenuity displayed by the human race during
centuries past.

Pai ntings, pottery, statues, nusical instrunents, tapestries, furniture -
the list ran like the spiel of a department store el evator operator. Only
Talcott's itens differed fromany that you would see in a nodern depart nment
store. The things he sold were products of forgotten imagination and
handi craft.

Literally wading through a mass of antiques, Margo reached a niche that
Tal cott called his office only to find it enpty. Continuing further back, she
passed a side stairway and cane to the sliding door of the final room which
was
the I ongest of the lot. There Margo saw Dariel Talcott, a tall,
st oop- shoul der ed
man with a drab, tired face. Beside the antique dealer was a burly, bearded
man



whom Margo remenbered as Sinon Beni sette.

I ndeed, once seen, Sinmon Benisette was nearly inmpossible to forget.

Beni sette's face was so long that it had a horsey | ook. People rmust have
mar ked on that resenbl ance, otherw se Benisette had no excuse for grow ng the
red beard that adorned his equi ne countenance. Hi s style of beard was badly
chosen, however, for he had nurtured the old fashioned kind that spread around
fromear to ear, nostly under the chin. If anything, the beard gave him
further
claimto his nicknane of "Horse Face."

More than "Horse Face" the term"friends" was a stretch of the
i magi nation
Techni cal | y speaking, Benisette had no friends; merely an assortnent of
passi ng
acquai ntances. Being a nman who |ived much to hinself, Benisette had cone to be
all for hinself, especially when purchasing antiques. He delighted in making
"finds" before other buyers discovered them and the bearded nman was doi ng
t hat
ri ght now.

Si non Beni sette was inspecting the chest of Chu Chan

The fact bordered on the incredible, where Margo Lane was concerned. She
couldn't imagi ne how Cranston had nmanaged to let this prize slip, if he really
wanted it. Yet this was the chest all right, for Margo had seen pictures of
it.

Judgi ng from Beni sette's nmanner, he already classed hinself as its owner

Standi ng nearly six feet high, the chest of Chu Chan | ooked like an
ol d- f ashi oned war drobe cabinet, or nore correctly, it |ooked |ike the thing
t hat
war dr obe cabi nets had been patterned after. It was nounted on six bul ky | egs,
whi ch might better have been terned feet, since they were shaped |Iike dragon's
cl aws.

The bottom of the chest was very thick, finely carved and ornanented wth
brass work. About four feet in width and three in depth, it had a fairly thick
top, decorated like the bottom Brass fittings predonm nated, particularly
wher e
t he doors were concerned. Wen closed, as they were at present, they made the
chest a veritable strong box.

Noddi ng curtly to Margo as she approached, Benisette paused suddenly to
note the girl's expression. Apparently Benisette didn't know that Margo
expect ed
the chest to be el sewhere; as a result, he m stook her puzzlement for
admiration
of the chest itself.

"Your friend Cranston was too |late," boomed Benisette, ending with a
chuckl e muffl ed deep in his beard. Then, with eyes w deni ng suspi ci ously,

Beni sette added: "Unless he sent you here to bid against ne, Mss Lane."

"Sorry, but he didn't," returned Margo. "Or maybe |I'mnot so sorry. If

this
is the famous chest of Chu Chan, it's better that Lanont didn't buy it."

Beni sette's wide eyes glared. H s brawny hands noved upward, tightening
into fists, as though he resented this slur against the antique that he
admi r ed.

Rapi dly, Talcott noved into the situation. H's bent shoul ders | ooned
bet ween Beni sette and Margo, his hands came upward to spread with pl eading
gesture. His tired face winkling with worry, Tal cott wheedl ed:

"Pl ease, please do not dispute about the chest. I'msure that Mss Lane
did
not intend to disparage its merits -"

"Not at all,"” interrupted Margo. Then, tactfully: "I was thinking only of

its size. Wiy, Lanont has cluttered his house with so many curios, you can
scarcely nove around. | don't nean" - Margo turned hastily to Talcott - "that



is, I"'mnot criticizing these Galleries, just because they're so packed wth
antiques. But Lamont is a collector -"

"I understand, quite," interposed Talcott, his worried winkles fading
with
his smle. "A dealer like nyself is forced to display all his wares."

"That's right," nodded Margo. "As for the chest of Chu Chan" - she turned
to Benisette - "I must conpliment you on your choice, M. Benisette. | only
hope
t hat you have roomfor it."

Begrudgi ngly, Benisette relaxed. It struck Margo then and there that
Red-Beard |iked argunments and coul d becone violent in the heat of them
Certainly she could understand why Benisette |acked friends, if a nere quip
could rouse his anger. Just when she thought that she had hunored Benisette
with
a winsone smile, his violent nmood returned. Under the glare of the man's nmad
eyes, Margo shrank back, only to realize that his attention was directed
beyond
her .

A sallow, slinky man had suddenly arrived wthin Benisette's range of
vi sion. Turning, Margo recogni zed the newconer as Lionel Gaff. She couldn't
exactly bl ame Benisette for disliking Graff, since the fell ow was notorious as
an antique buyer, always trying to forestall other bids, often with prom ses
that he later repudiated. Still, the rage that Benisette exhibited was nore
t han
this meeting warranted.

"More of your tricky dealing!" stormed Benisette, shoving his hands
t oward
Gaff's throat. "I've warned you to stay out of my business and this tine
nean
it

Consi dering that Benisette's face had reddened to a point that nmade his
beard | ook pale, he showed adm rable self-control at the last monent. Hi s
fingers lost their clutching itch as his hand suddenly drew apart and cl anped,
not on Gaff's neck, but on his shoulders. Then, roughly, Benisette tried to
spin Graff about and shove himfromthe gallery.

Wth a snarl, Gaff twisted free. Com ng around he struck Benisette's
hands
asi de and bounded back agai nst a squatly Buddha that was seated on a taboret
against the far wall. Beside the cal mfaced Buddha was a bow from which
extended an incense ladle. Clutching the latter, Gaff started to raise it in
a
pose of self defense.

Beni sette quieted with a sneer. Brushing his sleeves as though the touch

of
G aff's hands had contami nated them Benisette turned to Talcott.
"Excuse my tenper," apol ogi zed Benisette in his boom ng way. "I forgot
t hat
you were keeping open until Gaff arrived. Very well, if he wants to bid, let
him"

Graff gave his lips an eager lick. Like Benisette, he spoke only to
Tal cot t.
"How nuch did Benisette bid for the chest?"
"Five thousand dollars,"” replied Talcott. "It is a low price, | know, but

"Low " exclaimed Graff. "It's ridiculous! Wy, it's absolute robbery!"
Tal cott spread his hands pleadingly, as though fearing that Gaff's term
woul d enrage Benisette, but the latter had |lost his fever pitch. He was
st andi ng
now with fol ded arns, a contenptuous curve upon his bearded |lips. The flush
was



gone from Beni sette's face, but sonehow Margo felt that his col or now
represented white heat instead of red.

"It's a fair price," began Talcott, addressing G aff, "because after all,
M. Benisette purchased the Bangkok dancer statue -"

"Whi ch has nothing to do with it," interrupted Gaff. "One sal e does not
govern anot her. You have said that yourself, Talcott."

Before Tal cott could reply, Benisette stepped forward, striding slowy as
t hough in haughty self-restraint. H s tone was hard, icy, as he queried:

"Just how nuch can you offer for the chest, Gaff?"

"More than five thousand," retorted Gaff. "In fact, |'ll double the bid.
I'"l'l make it ten thousand dollars -"
"I n cash?"

"Yes, in cash!"

"You have it with you?"

"OfF course not. Wiy should | carry so nmuch noney?"

"I do." Fromhis coat pocket, Benisette produced a roll too thick to
carry
in his trousers. "This is the way | clinch ny deals, Gaff."

Beni sette's hand tightened on the noney, but there was too nmuch of it to
encircle, even though his nuscles strained thenselves. |gnoring Benisette,

G aff
turned to Tal cott.

"I"ve just come from Shebley's," declared Graff. "He'll buy that chest.
He
really wants it."

"You'd better get Shebley's word for it," taunted Benisette. "Wy not
phone
him Talcott?"

"Shebley isn't honme," admitted Gaff. "He left town unexpectedly and his
servant doesn't know where he went."

Slow y, Talcott shook his head.

"No noney, no sale," stated Talcott. "Sorry, Gaff, but it's ny rule - in
your case."

"But by tonorrow -"

"I told Benisette | would close the bids tonight."

"You must give ne tine!" Gaff was very earnest. "It - well, it mght be
a
matter of life and death to ne."

Beni sette provided anot her sneer.

"Are your creditors that close on your heels, Gaff?"

Margo expected Graff to challenge Benisette's taunt. Instead, G aff
nearly
wilted. He darted | ooks across his shoul ders as though expecting sone of those
very creditors to appear. Then, anxiously, Gaff pleaded:

"Let me use your phone, Talcott. If |I can't reach Shebley, 1'Il try other
peopl e. Maybe they'll believe me when | tell themthis deal is worth their
while. "

"Wirth your while, you nean," scoffed Benisette. "Like all the deals on
whi ch ot her people |ose.™

The sudden flush that came to Gaff's face was |ike a reflection of
Beni sette's earlier nmood. Margo wondered, al nost fearfully, what reaction it
woul d bring from Beni sette, so she turned to | ook

If there was hatred in Graff's glare, Benisette certainly returned it in
full measure, but with the same control that had become his policy. Round,
livid
balls, in centers of white, Benisette's eyes had a cold ferocity that said:
"Beware!"

Tal cott was nodding in Gaff's direction. Plucking the sallow man's arm
Tal cott gestured himtoward the little office. Turning suddenly, Gaff started
there to nmake his phone calls, his fists clenched tightly at his sides.



Margo felt ready to collapse with relief. The strain seened gone all at
once, now that Graff was no |longer within Benisette's reach. Sonehow, Margo
felt
that she had just w tnessed a scene wherein nurder had been in the making.
Tal cott, too, had noticed it, for his shoul ders gave a wearied sag. Talcott,
too, was very much relieved

The tension of those past few m nutes produced an effect that Margo
didn't
realize at present. Linp as a rag, the girl was too relieved to think in
future
ternms. That was why Margo didn't recogni ze that murder-in-the-naking wasn't
apt
to halt until it reached conpl etion

Margo Lane was standing on the very threshold of coming crine, wthout
realizing it

CHAPTER | V

THE next ten minutes seemed very uneventful. During that period, Sinon
Beni sette kept nmuttering to hinself as he inspected the interior of the
Chi nese
chest, rubbing the woodwork and noddi ng his appreciation

VWhen he began to exam ne the outside, Benisette admired the brass work
and
the carving. Then, abruptly, he turned with a smle so genial that Mrgo
stared
in total amazenent.

"A fine chest," conplinmented Benisette. "Wrth the five thousand dollars,
Tal cott. And you are right, Mss Lane" - he gave an appreciative bow - "when
you
say that a place should never become cluttered. My living roomis small and
this
chest will take up considerable space. But | have an idea!"

H s smle broadening, Benisette turned to Talcott and gave a gesture
t oward
t he open chest.

"I shall keep the dancer statue in it!"

"An excellent idea," said Talcott, with a routine nod. "After all, the
statue arrived in the chest."

"Even though it didn't belong there," chuckl ed Benisette, deeply. Then
waggi ng a big finger: "You rascal, Talcott! To nmake a double sale froma
singl e
pur chase. "

"Two sales at half price," renminded Talcott. "You heard what G aff
offered.”

A hissing tone came from Benisette's lips; his old glare returned,
directed
toward the office

"What ' s keeping Graff?" denanded Benisette. "He can't be talking to
anyone
who trusts him because no one does. He is trying to trick ne, Talcott -

"Easy, M. Benisette," interposed Talcott. "By the way, do you have t hat
color picture of the dancer statue?"

Beni sette nodded w thout |essening his glare or its direction.

"Why not show it to Mss Lane?" queried Talcott. "I know she'd like to

see
it."

Bringi ng an envel ope fromhis inside pocket, Benisette drew a picture
from



it. Receiving the photograph, Margo was duly inpressed. The statue indeed was
very |ovely.

Fromits colors, the statue was conposed entirely of ivory and jade. It
represented a Sianmese dancing girl, seated with crossed | egs, her arns fol ded
in
front of her with hands stretched strai ght agai nst her shoul ders. The ivory,
an
old yellow, forned the girl, while the jade, nore precious and therefore
sparingly used, composed her garments.

Jade girdle, anklets and bracelets fornmed the costume, while the realism
of
the figure was obtained by black ivory, probably a vegetable variety, that
represented the dancer's hair and eyes. Indeed, if Margo had been shown the
pi cture w thout knowi ng what it was, she would have supposed that it was a
phot ograph of a l|iving nodel .

"How | ovel y!" excl ai med Margo. "Why fromthe tint of that old ivory, it
must have been aged for years!"

"And so will | be," snapped Benisette, taking back the photograph, "if
Graff doesn't stop meking those usel ess phone calls. You' ve given himlong
enough, Talcott!"

Snappi ng his fingers, Talcott call ed:

"Honer!"

The man who appeared | ooked |ike Talcott's echo. Stoop-shoul dered,
bowi ng,

Homer fitted the termin voice as well as manner.

"It's time to close up," said Talcott. "Get busy right away, Honer."

"Time to close up," echoed Honmer. "I1'Il get busy right away, sir."

"And bar all the w ndows."

"Bar all the w ndows."

As Homer went about his duty, Talcott turned toward the office, saying he
woul d hurry Graff. Arns fol ded, Benisette kept staring at the chest of Chu
Chan
until suddenly, he wheeled toward Margo, with sharp query:

"Wul d G aff be phoning Cranston?"

"I don't think he could be," replied Margo. "I'm sure Lanmont went out of
town, too."

"Then why are you here?"

"Only because - well because Lanont was interested in the chest."

"You nmean he's coming here to bid against ne?"

"Well, hardly, sinceit's so late."
Beni sette's eyes narrowed in fierce style.
"Maybe you're the one who is keeping this place open," he declared. "If |

t hought you were -
Honer was | eaving, having bolted all the nmetal -shuttered w ndows t hat
turned this roominto the equivalent of a vault. The glare in Benisette's eyes

was just too much for Margo to face al one.
"Il talk to M. Talcott," she said, hurriedly. "Maybe he can rush

t hi ngs.
Good evening, M. Benisette."

Reaching the office, Margo | ooked back to see Benisette still staring
after

her. Wth a flaunt of his folded arms, M. Red-Beard turned toward the open
chest of Chu Chan, just by way of ignoring the girl's gl ance.

In the little office, Margo found Gaff setting the tel ephone on its
stand
wi th one hand whil e he nopped his forehead with the other. Talcott was
st andi ng
by, registering inpatience.

"No luck," declared Gaff. "If I could only reach Shebley -"

"It's too late," put in Talcott. "W can't keep Benisette waiting any



| onger. "

"But |1'm sure Shebley will pay ten thousand! If he'd only left a note for
ne!"

"You're sure he didn't?"

"I | ooked around for one, but there wasn't any. Now listen, Talcott -

Tal cott listened, but not to Graff. Instead, he and the others heard an
enornous bellow that could only have cone fromthe rear room It was
Beni sett e,
howling the limt of his patience in terns unconplinmentary to Gaff.

"Sold for five thousand dollars,"” announced Talcott. "If you want to buy
the chest, talk to its present owner, Sinmon Benisette."

Consi dering the trouble to which Tal cott had been put, Margo coul d pardon
his rather bitter jest at Gaff's expense. Qddly, though, Gaff didn't
consi der
it inalight vein.

"Talk to Benisette!" he repeated. "Say, that's really an idea, Talcott."

"l thought you'd appreciate it."

Again, Talcott was ironical, but Gaff's nobod didn't change.

"Money would talk with Benisette!" he exclained. "Just as with anybody
elsel I'll close the deal with himright now, pending Shebley's future
deci sion."

"CGo right ahead." Talcott gestured to the door. "Good luck, Gaff."

As Graff went out, Talcott notioned Margo to a chair and took another for
hinself. Wiile they waited, Talcott tal ked wearily of the problens of an
anti que
deal er, w shing sincerely that Cranston had decided to buy the Chu Chan chest
before Benisette ever sawit.

"I could have sold it to Shebley," added Talcott, "only | couldn't
guarantee that it was unique. He wanted to talk it over with old Professor
Frescott up at the Museum of Antiquities. | suppose Frescott was honest with
him too."

Margo wasn't listening closely. She was expecting sounds of chaos from

t he
rear room but apparently Benisette and Graff had curbed thensel ves
sufficiently
to hold a quiet conference.
"OfF course Graff would say anything," continued Talcott, after a
consi derabl e pause. "But that doesn't nmean that Shebley would listen -
Now Margo was listening hard and Tal cott paused to watch her. He caught

t he
sound too, heavy footsteps approaching the door. Both stared as the door
opened
and in stepped Benisette. The bearded man's face wore its cold | ook of
sati sfaction.

"Now | ' ve experienced everything,'

decl ared Benisette, with a deep

chuckl e.
"Imagine Graff trying to do business with ne! By the way" - he reached into
hi s
pocket - "here's your five thousand, Talcott."

"It can wait until tomorrow," said Talcott, "when you send the truck to
get
it. I'lIl have the bill of sale made out by then. Watever profit you nmake is

your own business. "
"You mean profit from Gaff?" Leaning his head back, Benisette roared a

[ augh. "Way, | told that rascal | wouldn't sell the chest at any price.
Frankly,

Tal cott" - Benisette lowered his head as well as his tone - "I think that
G af f

i s desperate."
Tal cott gave a hal f convi nced nod.



"Hi s swindles have caught up with him" added Benisette. "If we don't

hear

from hi magain, good riddance. If he clears town tonight and never comes back
you'll have me to thank for it. I'lIl make the rounds of the deal ers tonorrow
with twice as nmuch as this" - Benisette produced his bankroll - "and nore.
From

the way Graff left, he won't be back to tag nme and up ny bids with other
peopl e' s nmoney! "

"I'f you're in a buying nood," returned Talcott, with a profound bow, "be
sure to stop here first."

"I"lIl stop to pick up the chest, anyway," prom sed Benisette, "but
there's
not much el se in your stock that interests ne."

Tal cott took that comment as a matter of course. From his desk, he

pr oduced
a large, intricate key which he handed to Benisette.
"Here's the key to Chu Chan's chest," stated Talcott. "I'd better give it

to you before |I forget it. The lock is automatic, the one nmodern thing about
t he
chest."

Noddi ng, Benisette left the office and strode down the front stairway.
Despite the bearded man's am abl e nood, Margo wasn't anxious to follow She
waited while Talcott called for Homer who arrived fromthe side stairway and
slid a door shut to close and | ock the rear room when Tal cott announced t hat
both visitors had gone. Noting Margo's glance toward the side stairway,

Tal cot t
announced that the door below was still open and bowed a courteous good night.

Margo breathed better when she reached the side street. Meeting Benisette
had been an ordeal, to say nothing of Graff. Margo only hoped that neither was
in the taxicab that she saw parked near the corner, so when she reached it,
she
paused | ong enough to | ook inside.

There, fromthe glow of the dimstreet |anp against the cab wi ndow, Margo
saw a face and started back, only to | augh when she realized it nust be the
reflection of her owmn. Only the mirrored i mage didn't |augh, and that was when
Margo real ly gasped

It was a girl's face in the window, but it wasn't Margo's. To her utter
amazement, the sort that approached horror, Margo was staring at features that
she had seen pictured only a short while before. Lovely features, but not to
Margo' s di straught mind.

VWhat ©Margo saw - or thought she saw - was the |life-sized face of the
Si amese dancing girl who existed only as a statue that bel onged to Sinon
Beni sett e!

As Margo Lane recoiled, the saffron countenance di sappeared. Tripping
back
across the curb, Margo was caught by the strong armof a cab driver, who had
seen her from a neighboring Iunch roomand was coning to claimher as a fare.

"Not feeling good, |ady?" queried the cabby. "Here, get inside and |'I
t ake you horme. "

Was the far door closing as the cab driver opened the near one, or was
t hat
just another strained thread in the fabric of Margo's inmagi nati on?

At | east the cab was enpty when Margo plunped into the seat. Then the
driver was at the wheel, speeding away fromthis area where curious
recol l ections built thenmselves into inaginary realities, if such things could
be.

Rel axi ng, Margo Lane decided she'd tell Lanmont Cranston all about it when
he returned from Washi ngton



CHAPTER V

LAMONT CRANSTON smi | ed across the breakfast table.

Sel dom did Cranston smile; alnobst never was he seen at a breakfast table.
Today was one of the rare exceptions, because he had hopped in from Washi ngt on
on an early plane instead of rising at the crack of noon

"So Benisette is calling for the chest as soon as Tal cott opens shop,"
remarked Cranston. "WAs that the understandi ng, Margo?"

Mar go nodded, rather sleepily. Cranston had wakened her with a phone cal
from LaGuardia Airport and she'd just about had time to reach the restaurant
where he said he would neet her. Having reported what occurred at the Tal cott
Antique Galleries on the previous evening, Margo was | apsing back to the dream
st age.

"Wake up!" spoke Cranston. "You're half asleep, Margo."

It was odd, the way Margo's thoughts uncl ouded. One nonent she was
Vi ewi ng
t he dark-eyed face of a yellow ivory statue that smled; the next that inmage
was
gone, and she was staring at Lanont across the breakfast table.

There was sonething very calmin Cranston's countenance. At times, it was
like a statue too. Only it was the other way about: Cranston wasn't a statue
that came to life; he was a living man who coul d become singularly inmobile
when
he chose. At present, his eyes carried a restful gaze as they studi ed Margo
from
a face that was vaguely hawklike

"Have anot her cup of coffee," suggested Cranston. "If it doesn't wake
you,
you' d better go back to bed. Meanwhile tell me anything el se of interest.”

Margo couldn't think of anything else. She didn't consider the face in
t he
cab wi ndow i nportant enough, because Margo was charging that incident to
i magi nati on. Her waking dream confused itself with | ast night and since the
face
bel onged to both, it would be silly to even nention it. Besides, Lanbnt wasn't
interested in the Sianese dancer statue. He wanted to know nore about the
chest
of Chu Chan.

"The deal is closed,"” assured Margo. "Benisette is paying five thousand
dollars for the chest and Talcott has already given himthe key. But Benisette
will have to send a truck for the chest! It's too big to put in a cab.”

"Too big," nmused Cranston, "and perhaps too heavy?"

"Very probably," replied Margo. "Nobody tried to lift it while I was
t here,
but it looked like a three man job."

Cranston's nood was specul ative. Margo knew that he was visualizing the
nmyst eri ous chest of Chu Chan.

"Only five thousand doll ars,

cal cul ated Cranston, slowy. "If the chest
is
worth anything, it's worth nore than that - perhaps far nore."

"Graff offered ten thousand -"

"Of Shebley's noney," Cranston's slight smle was remniscent. "Only
Shebl ey wasn't around to back it up."

"If he had been," opined Margo, "Benisette m ght have boosted the bid.
Wy,
he had a bank roll of nore than fifty thousand dollars and he said that today
he'd be carrying doubl e that anount."

"Beni sette always deals in cash," nodded Cranston, "but | don't think
he' d
bi d hi gher on the chest."



"And why not ?"

"Because | don't think he knows how much it is really worth."

"How rnuch is that?"

"I don't know." Again Cranston gave a rare smile. "That's why | don't
t hi nk
that Benisette knows."

That statement cleared Margo's mind, so far as Beni sette was concerned.
Qovi ously the bearded buyer wanted the chest purely as a desirable antique. In
contrast, G aff the specul ator probably rated the chest on the basis of sone
secret value. So Margo put the question

"Does Graff know?"

"Do you mean does he know what the chest is really worth?" asked
Cranst on.

"I don't think so, although he may. He nmanaged to convi nce Shebl ey that the
chest was worth plenty, but he wouldn't have told everything if he knew all
I't

woul dn't be Gaff's way."

Having met Graff, Margo agreed with Cranston's verdict. Cranston
anplified
it a noment |ater.

"Graff is playing a hunch, a long shot, or both," declared Cranston. "His
creditors are so close on his heels it isn't funny. He needs cash or he can't
afford to stay around, and that's literal. Being desperate, he'd sell a bil
of
bad goods to Shebley - or anybody.

"So on the face of it, I'd say that any mystery involving the chest of
Chu
Chan coul d be classed as a hoax, pure and sinple. Strange things cone floating
in fromthe Orient nowadays, but that would be just part of Gaff's build up
But |I'm considering the opinion of someone nore reliable than Gaff."

"And who is that?"

Cranston's eyes fixed steadily on Margo as he pronounced the nane:

"Professor Gles Frescott, curator of the Museum of Antiquities."

Margo was very much awake and highly intrigued. Swallow ng sone nore
bl ack
cof fee, she nodded that she wanted to hear nore.

"The esteened professor is anything but a practical joker," continued
Cranston, "yet it was his subtle strategy that sent Shebley and nyself to

Washi ngton to play hide-and-seek with each other. 1'm back, but for all I
know,
Shebley is still down there |ooking for me, hoping I'll lead himto the chest
of
Chu Chan. Frescott doesn't want either of us to acquire it."

"And why not ?"

"Because Shebl ey knows G aff," explained Cranston, "and therefore Shebl ey
may have | earned sonmething. | know the Orient and therefore | may al ready know
somet hi ng. "

"But Beni sette knows not hing!"

"Precisely. Therefore Professor Frescott cleared the way for Benisette to
buy the chest."

"Couldn't Frescott have nade a bid for it hinself?"

"And given his hand away?" Cranston shook his head. "Never. A curator of
a
museum doesn't go bi ddi ng around antique galleries. But you can be quite sure
t hat Professor Frescott is somewhere in the offing."

"How far is that offing?"

"That's for you to find out." R sing, Cranston gestured to a cab outside
the restaurant w ndow. "Suppose you go down to Talcott's Galleries and be
there
when he opens shop. Tell himlI'Ill be along a little later; that I'd Iike at



| east to see the chest of Chu Chan."

"You' re stopping off sonewhere?"

"Yes, at the Cobalt Cub," replied Cranston. "I want to have a chat with
Conmi ssi oner Weston. You know, Margo" - the steady eyes took a far away stare
"there may be somet hing deep behind this chest of Chu Chan. The slightest
cl ue,
perhaps in the formof sonme trifling nystery that has baffled the police, may
be
a lead to sone inpending crine."

They were going out of the restaurant during Cranston's speech and Margo
was actually in the cab and on her way to Talcott's, before the very thing
popped into her m nd again.

Sone trifling mystery!

Margo herself could have furnished Lanont with such. That business of the
statue face, alive and staring fromthe cab wi ndow, was the very sort of |ead
that woul d have intrigued Cranston in his present nood. But it was too late to
tell himnow so Margo resolved to wait until Cranston arrived at the antique
gal l eri es.

The cab pulled up in front of Talcott's Galleries. The place was al ready
open and Margo saw Homer staring fromthe doorway. As the cab stopped,

Tal cott's

echo started to duck like a scared rabbit, but when he recogni zed Margo

st eppi ng

fromthe cab he halted. Hardly had Margo paid the driver before Honer was
gripping her by the arm hurrying her inside the building and up the broad
front

stairs to the second floor galleries.

"I"'mglad you came, Mss Lane!" Honer was breathl ess, worried. "W've
been
calling your apartnent, but you weren't there."

"I was having breakfast -"

"It's about last night." Homer wasn't interrupting; he was nerely
continuing his thenme after taking time out for a breath. "You're a witness to
what happened, like M. Talcott and myself. That is you're a witness to what
happened, before it happened."

"Bef ore what happened?"

"Here's M. Talcott," panted Honer. "He'll explain everything."

They had passed the side stairway and were at the doorway of the rear

room
The door itself was open and Dariel Talcott, his worried face drooping to its
l[imt, was standing on the threshold. Peering up from between his bowed
shoul ders, Tal cott gave his hands a plaintive spread that ended with a gesture
toward the chest of Chu Chan

"I"1l tell you what's happened, M ss Lane!" expressed Tal cott, hoarsely.
"There's been nurder!"

"Murder?" echoed Margo. "You nean here?"

A sudden horror of her own words made Margo stare about in quest of a
body
she didn't see. Then her eyes were back upon the object of Talcott's gesture,
the chest of Chu Chan, with its heavy, brass-bound door om nously shut and
| ocked.

"But how," began Margo, "and who -"

"Lionel Graff has been m ssing since last night," declared Talcott in a
solemm tone, "and the last man to see himalive was Sinmon Benisette when they
wer e standi ng here beside the chest of Chu Chan!"

CHAPTER VI



THE t el ephone bell was jangling from Talcott's office, but Margo Lane
scarcely heard it. Through her head was ringing a multitude of other thoughts
that were lining up in strictly accountable fashion

There had been fierce rivalry between Graff and Benisette the evening
before, rivalry to the pitch of violence. Then Gaff, nmpbst unwi sely as Margo
now
reviewed it, had gone into the rear room al one to nmake peace wi th Benisette.

Staring at Talcott, Margo could tell that he shared her thought.

Toget her they had waited in the office, expecting another altercation
but
t here had been none. Later they had seen Benisette go out al one.

Al one.

That single word sumed the suspicion that Margo now shared with Tal cott.
Margo was picturing that neeting in this rear roomas short and swift. A nere
hint of sarcasmin Gaff's speech and Benisette's anger would surely have
unl eashed itself again. A fatal blow would have automatically tunbled G aff
into
the wi de open chest of Chu Chan

The chest that now stood cl osed and | ocked with the key in Benisette's
possessi on!

Noting Margo's horrified stare toward the bottom of the chest's | ocked
door, Talcott shook his head.

"The front is norticed," declared Talcott, "and that door is practically
airtight. Blood couldn't flow out under it."

Margo was shuddering as Honer returned. The pal e-faced assistant had
answered the tel ephone and was reporting to Tal cott.

"Sonmebody el se asking about G aff," stated Honer, shakily. "They've been
trying to trace himbut he hasn't been heard from since he came here
yest er day.

This was his last call."

"The phone was ringi ng when we opened shop," expl ained Tal cott to Margo.
"One of Graff's creditors was calling saying be couldn't find him Then
anot her
phoned and anot her -

Breaki ng of f abruptly, Talcott turned to Honer.

"You're sure you didn't see G aff |eave here last night?"

"No, sir," replied Honer. "I was down at the side door. |I'd have seen him
if he'd gone that way."

"And you'd have seen him M. Talcott," added Margo, "if he'd gone out

t he
front. You were facing the door of the office while we were in there; while
you
wer e sayi ng you wi shed Lanont had bought the chest, renenber?"

Renenbering, Tal cott nodded; then shook his head.

"But Graff didn't go out," he enphasized. "It was Benisette who finally
cane along. That's why | thought G aff had gone out the side door."

"Beni sette said he'd gone out," reninded Margo. "That was when you gave
Beni sette the key."

Anot her nod from Tal cott. Then

"When we unl ocked this roomthis norning," said Talcott, "Homer and
noti ced that the chest was shut. It didn't occur to us that Benisette had
| ocked
it to hide sonething until we received nore calls regarding Graff -

Agai n, the tel ephone was ringing. Homer went to answer it and canme back
very pronptly.

"It's the truckers," the assistant reported. "They are coming for the

chest
in half an hour."

"That means Benisette will be here first!" exclaimed Talcott. "He's going
to nove the chest right out, Gaff's body going along with it!"



Margo turned toward the office

"l ought to call Lanmont -"

"Not here!" interrupted Talcott. "Use the phone across the street. 'l
use
nmy phone to call police headquarters and ask themwhat to do. You stay here,
Homer" - pausing, Talcott studied his assistant's frightened face - "no, that
woul dn't do, you'd give yourself entirely away. I'Il have to talk to Benisette
nmysel f."

Tal cott was tightening hinself as he spoke, in preparation for the
difficult task of chatting casually with a suspected murderer. He was forced
to
speed the process because of heavy footsteps conming up the front way.

Those footsteps were announci ng Beni sette!

"Down this way, both of you!" Talcott's whisper was hurried as he started
Homer and Margo down the side stairs. "Homer, you find the patrol man on the
beat
and bring himhere, but keep him down below M ss Lane, after you' ve called
M.

Cranston, cone back up by the front stairs and wait in ny office. Understand?"

Honer was starting down the stairs when he received his order. Margo was
follow ng as Tal cott gave the final word, but she paused so Benisette woul dn't
hear her, for his footsteps were comng close. Then, drawn to the side of the
stairs, Margo heard Benisette's boom ng greeting:

"Hell o, Talcott! I've brought the cash for the Chu Chan chest. Let's
settle
up so | can go about ny business. The truck will be here any tine."

Margo couldn't quite catch Talcott's reply, for by then she was stealing
down the stairs. Hurrying across to the lunch room Margo phoned the Cobalt
C ub
only to learn that Cranston had just left. That nmeant at |east that he was on
his way here, which was a great relief to Margo. Then, in accordance with
Tal cott's instructions, Margo canme around by the front way, sneaked up to the
galleries and into Talcott's office.

Tal cott was already there. He gestured for silence as Margo entered and
frantically notioned for her to close the door, adding a slow nove of his hand
that meant to do it quietly. Talcott was hol ding the phone with his other hand
and as Margo approached on tiptoe, he spoke in a | ow tone.

"It's alright, inspector," said Talcott. "M ss Lane just canme in, |ike
told her... Wat's that? I'll ask her..."

Turning to Margo, Talcott queried:

"Did you reach M. Cranston? |Inspector Cardona wants to know. "

Mar go whi spered that Cranston had already left the club for the auction
galleries and Tal cott relayed that news to Cardona. Then

"Well, Inspector," undertoned Talcott, "I guess that covers it. Benisette
isin the rear room neasuring the chest... Yes, so as to see if it will fit
t he
corner of the living room.. No, he didn't nmention a word about unl ocking
it...

"Yes, he paid nme the five thousand" - Tal cott was tapping his vest pocket
as he spoke - "and he asked ne for the bill of sale... No, | hadn't nmade it
out,
so he said I'd better, right away... Yes, he's in the rear roomalone with the
chest, but there's nothing he could do... No, there's no other way he could
renove the body, except in that chest..

"It's to go to Benisette's apartment... Yes, |'msure, because he told ne
to give the bill of sale to the truckers when they arrived... Yes, so they'd

know where to take the chest and woul d know t he shiprment was really his..."
Pausi ng, Talcott did some extensive listening and Margo could see his

face

change. Apparently Cardona had picked up sonething fromthose instructions



t hat
hadn't occurred to the art deal er

"Why, that's so!" exclaimed Talcott. "Maybe Benisette doesn't intend to
wait!" He gave an inquiring | ook at Margo and pointed in the general direction
of the front stairs, only to have Margo shake her head. "No, M ss Lane didn't
see himgo out the front way, but he may have used the side stairs... Yes,
11
have her look... Wiat's that? On, yes, if he's still here, we'll try to hold
him.. Wat's that?"

Margo didn't hear the final click from Cardona's end of the line. She was
stealing out fromthe office, working her way toward the rear room Gaining a
| ook past a cluster of heavy chairs, Margo saw in one view that the fina
gallery was enpty. Cardona was right, Benisette had left!

Turni ng, Margo gave a signifying gesture to Talcott as he poked
cautiously
fromthe office. Arriving around some of the intervening antiques, Talcott
i kewi se stared into the enpty room Despairingly, Talcott turned toward the
side stairway and muttered unkind things about Honer's failure to return with
t he nei ghborhood cop

"Smart of Benisette to walk right out on us!" expressed Talcott, finally.
"He showed his nerve coning here in the first place to learn if we suspected
hi m
of nurder."

"At |least he thinks we didn't," supplied Margo. "What do we do now?"

"Wait for Inspector Cardona," returned Talcott. "The last thing he said

was
that he'd start here right away. But we can be sure of one thing" - Talcott
threw a grimlook at the tight |ocked chest - "we still hold the evidence!"

That rmuch was certain, too certain to please Margo Lane, who coul dn't
forbear a shudder as she glanced at the ghastly chest that needed only a tag
to
mark it as the last resting place of Lionel Gaff.

To Margo Lane, this wait was |like a death watch for a victimwhose
nur der er
had come to gl oat over an acconplished crime, only to depart in unnol ested
tri unph!

The only hope was that retribution would eventually reach Sinon
Beni sett e,
man of secret murder. If the |aw could not deliver it, Margo Lane was
confi dent
that The Shadow woul d!

CHAPTER VI |

PEOPLE were arriving at the antique galleries, alnmost in a group. First,
Homer to announce that he'd given up | ooking for the nei ghborhood patrol man
because he'd seen the truckers comng along the rear street, so he'd steered
themto the side door where they were at present.

Next, Lanont Cranston, who strolled in by the front way just as Honer was
finishing his report. Before Cranston had tine to lift his eyebrows at Margo's
story of Graff's di sappearance and how it traced back to his last talk with
Beni sette, a full twelve hours ago, |Inspector Cardona put in an appearance.

He was a poker-faced chap, this inspector and a past master at the art of
hunches. Fromthe look - or lack of it - upon his swarthy countenance, it was
plain that Joe Cardona had anal yzed Tal cott's data down to the last iota and
had
found it thoroughly concl usive.

Nevert hel ess, Cardona believed in testing theories wherever possible. H's
procedure in this instance was sinple but effective. Mtioning Cranston to one



end of the Chinese chest, Cardona set his own stocky format the other. Wen
he

found the chest too heavy to heft, he beckoned for Talcott and Honer to help,
whi ch they did.

As the chest was tilted and set down again, Margo sensed the sickly but
muf fl ed thud of the body it contained. The others noted it; in fact they could
al nrost feel it through the thick woodwork.

Hardly had the chest settled back to | evel before | oud voices echoed up
t he
si de stairway.

"Hey - what about that shipnent?"

"The guy said the | oad woul d be ready when we got here."

"What do we do? Cone up or forget it?"

The calls were fromthe truckmen and Cardona settled their problem
pronptly.

"Bring themup," ordered Cardona. "Benisette wants this job shipped to
hi s
pl ace, so we'll let himhave it."

Tal cott blinked, rather puzzled, and Honer copied his enployer's manner

"An excel l ent suggestion, inspector,”" comented Cranston in his calm
t oned
style. "Benisette mght even be watchi ng somewhere in the nei ghborhood to see
that the chest is taken away."

"Al'l the better," affirned Cardona. "Only thanks for the suggestion. |
was
going to follow the truck personally, only nowl'mleaving it to you."

"I n case Benisette should recogni ze you -"

"That's right, M. Cranston. Since you wanted to buy the chest, he won't
be
scared off if he sees you heading over to his place. In fact it ought to bring
himthere all the quicker so he can tell you it's no sale and send you on your
way. "

Tal cott was sending Honer to summon the truckers. As an added precaution
Cardona decided to step out of sight before they arrived, so he asked the way
to
Talcott's office.

"Rather than lose tine," decided the efficient inspector, "I'Il phone the
conmi ssi oner while the chest is going out."

"And | can call Shebley," added Talcott. "He's the man G aff said would
want to buy the chest."

"Does he know about the nurder?"

"No. | tried to reach him by tel ephone, but his servant said he was out

of
town. "

"When is he due back?"

"I don't know," replied Talcott. "Maybe 1'd better go over to his

pent house. If he's there, | can bring himto Benisette's apartnent."”

Cardona gave an approving grunt as he disappeared into the office, with
Tal cott behind him Then the tranmping feet of the truckmen were heard arriving
fromthe side stairway. Wien Honer showed themthe chest and offered to help
themw th it, they brushed him aside. These three huski es were confident they
could handl e the burden and they did.

By the tinme the chest was | oaded and the truck was pulling away, Cranston
and Margo were in a cab out front. Fromthen on the trail was constant and
deftly handl ed. This was The Shadow s own cab, piloted by a hackle named Me
Shrevnitz who knew how to tag along at well-regul ated di stances.

As they rode, Margo regretted only that Shrevvy had been busy taking
Cranston to the airport the night before. If Shrevvy had been waiting outside
the antique galleries, Margo m ght have had sonme answer to the nystery of the
Si anese face that she had seen in the cab window. If it had been nore than



i magi nati on, Shrevvy would certainly have known it.

However that trifling riddl e seened nore i nconsequential than ever, now
that Graff's nmurder was an issue. True, Gaff's death could hardly be terned
an
unsol ved crime, since only Benisette could be responsible, but placing it upon
the nmurderer mght be difficult unless nmore than circunstantial evidence could
be found.

Al during that ride, Margo kept glancing at Cranston, trying to inbue
herself with sone of his customary calm She'd have to be on hand to identify
Graff's body and it wasn't pleasant to anticipate.

VWen the truck stopped in front of the ol d-fashi oned apartnment house
wher e
Beni sette lived, the cab pulled right behind it. A few nmonents | ater, Cranston
was shaking hands with a very surprised but benign old gentl eman who was
standi ng on the sidewal k.

"This is Professor Frescott,'
nmention
him Margo, and not always in conplinmentary ternms. By the way, just what did
say about the professor after | arrived back from Washi ngton this norni ng?"

"I"msorry about that, Cranston,” put in Frescott, his tone carrying a
wel | -practiced note of sincerity. "I amafraid that Jared Shebley was
m si nformed about the chest of Chu Chan." Wth a beaming smle, the professor
gestured to the chest itself. "You see? It was here in New York all the
while."

"And now it belongs to Sinon Benisette,” remarked Cranston. "Well, |
don' t
suppose he'd mind our looking at it. Let's go inside, professor.”

They followed the truckers into Benisette's ground floor apartnent where
the janitor took themto be friends of the occupant and let themremain. Wile
the trucknen were still placing the chest in its assigned corner, Margo found
herself staring in alnost fearful admiration at the Siamese statue which
rested
on a taboret on the other side of the room

The statue was lifelike, strikingly so, until Margo touched the arnms and
face and found themsolid ivory. Even then, the solemm stare of the
count enance
i mpressed her, so closely did it resenble the imginary features that mnust
have
been Margo's own reflection in the cab w ndow.

There nust have been sonething of the hypnotic in those black eyes, so
powerful that it seemed to have pervaded the carver's art. Margo's own eyes
wer e
riveted by the coal black beads and she was believing that even the nere
phot ograph m ght have stimul ated her imagi nati on, when the sound of voices
brought her from her trance.

Conmi ssi oner Weston had arrived and was questioning his friend Cranston
regarding the trip fromTalcott's. In a firmbut cal mtone, Cranston was
assuring the conm ssioner that at no tine had the chest of Chu Chan left his
sight while riding on the open truck, a fact which Margo coul d have confirned
had Weston chosen to ask her

Cranston's word was good enough for Weston, a point which inpressed
Prof essor Frescott, whose shrewd eyes were |ooking fromone to the other. That
Frescott was both qui ck and keen was denonstrated when he shot a sudden gl ance
to the door, just as it opened to adnit Tal cott. The antique deal er blinked
hi s
surprise at seeing Frescott, and the professor smiled snugly in return

It was Cranston who put the query:

"Any word from Shebl ey?"

"He isn't hone yet," replied Talcott. Then, with a mstrustful glance at
Frescott, the wan man inquired: "You haven't seen Benisette?"

i ntroduced Cranston. "You' ve heard ne



"I doubt that we shall," put in Conmi ssioner Weston, in the blunt style
he
al ways used when taking full authority. "I told Cardona to remain at your
pl ace,

Tal cott, in case Benisette returned there. But | don't propose to give a
nmur derer nore | eeway on the slimchance that he may return to the scene of his
crime.

"W nust view Graff's body to establish the fact of nmurder. Since
Beni sette
has the only key to this Chinese chest, we shall be catering to his whimif we
wait |onger. Qur proper course is to break the | ock, which Cranston believes
that he can do with a m ni nrum of damage."

Turning to Cranston, the comm ssioner gave the order: "Proceed!"

Usi ng sone tools that he had borrowed fromthe janitor, Cranston set to
work. Hi s process |ooked deft to all except Margo, who was sure that Lanont
could have picked the intricate | ock had he chosen to use the tools and skil
that bel onged to his other self, The Shadow. At that, the job was rapid,

j udged

in ordinary terms. From hamer and chisel, Cranston reverted to pliers and
with

a final twist the lock plunked to the floor

Uncanni ly the doubl e door began to open of its own accord. The sight
chilled Margo, until she realized that the body had probably tilted forward
and
was toppling in inert fashion. Such proved the case, for as the others dropped
back behind Cranston's spreading arns, the dead formliterally pitched itself
froma huddl e and struck the floor at a sprawly angle, to roll over on one
shoul der.

This was the horrifying occasion for which Margo had been steeling
her sel f
during the past hour. She was braver by far than Tal cott, the other person who
was here to identify Gaff, for Talcott was clear behind the group, blinking
worried across their shoul ders, while Margo was actual ly stepping forward.

One look at Gaff's sallow, narrow face was all that Margo wanted. No
matter how distorted those features m ght be, she'd recognize them speak the
nanme "Lionel Gaff" and be over with this distasteful business. But as the
dead
face came rolling upward, all reason flung itself from Margo's brain. Despite
herself, she recoiled with a wild, unrestrained shriek

It wasn't the death twist on the victinms features that produced Margo's
reaction; it was the face itself. The horror of the utterly incredible was
overwhelming in its own right.

The dead man wasn't Lionel Gaff, the sallow victimeveryone expected.

@ aring upward with deat h-gl azed eyes was the bearded face of Sinmon Benisette,
the all eged nurderer!

CHAPTER VI I'|

HERE was mystery to tax The Shadow s brain.

That brain was working rapidly, snoothly, behind the placid countenance
of
Lanmont Cranston.

Hi s keen eyes revealed the fact, eyes that burned with a sudden gl ow,
l'i ke
t hose of a connoi sseur exam ning a masterpiece. Though relentless in his
efforts
agai nst crime, Cranston never discounted the work of an evil craftsman and he
was viewi ng an unparal |l el ed exanpl e of such warped geni us.

No one saw that burning gaze, for Cranston was the forenost of the group



If seen, it would have been mi staken for amazing insight, which it wasn't.
Cranston's eyes sel dom gave way automatically to the gaze that nmarked him as
The

Shadow. It was his policy not to mx those personalities.

The sinple fact was that Cranston, for once, was the nost astoni shed of
al l
persons who viewed a nurderer's handi work; doubly astoni shed, being both
Cranston and The Shadow. O this group, only Cranston had not accepted the
absol ute notion that the body of Lionel Gaff was in the chest of Chu Chan
Cranston had been prepared to see anything or anybody roll out of that nystery
cabinet - with the sole exception of Sinmon Benisette.

Then, as quickly as it had arrived, The Shadow s surprise was ended. He
was
Cranston again, the cool, cal manalyst who prodded others into expressing the
findings that fornulated in The Shadow s hi dden brain.

Movi ng slowy, enphatically toward Benisette's body, Cranston's hand
carried all eyes with it until his forefinger stopped, pointing straight
t oward
the dead man's heart. O in a nore literal sense, to the object that already
pointed into the victims heart.

Burning |ike a Pronethean eye was a crinson bulb that jutted from
Beni sette's red-stained shirt front. Not blood, but its replica in solid form
a
thing that m ght have crystallized fromthe final palpitation of the dead
man' s
heart. Catching the gleam of the sunlight fromthe w ndow, that carnm ne object
glistened as a nurderer's token.

It | ooked like a ruby, huge in conparison to nmost gems of its sort. Not
only did it mark Benisette's heart; the brilliant stone formed the exact
center
of a singular weapon that had fully denonstrated its insidious possibilities.

It was Professor Frescott who identified the instrunent of death. In awed
tone he procl ai ned:

"The katar of Pagan Mn!"

Pressing forward, Dariel Talcott pressed his way between Cranston and
Weston to view the weapon in question. Nodding, Talcott licked his dry,
qui vering lips.

"That's right," he agreed. "It's the very dagger that | sold to Jared
Shebl ey. There is no other like it or Shebley wouldn't have bought it."

"Unquesti onably unique," affirmed Frescott. "A nost deadly instrunent,

t hat
thrusting dagger. | said so yesterday" - blandly, Frescott turned to face his
conpanions - "when | exanmined it at Shebley's."

Nobody | ooked at Frescott; they were all studying the katar. One thing
was
certain; to identify that weapon was as easy as both Talcott and Frescott
sai d.
For in delivering death, a katar was forced to reveal its curious mechani sm
and
leave it on full display.

The gl eaming Bal as ruby naturally attracted nost attention, centered in
t he
gold mountings that forned the cross-bar of the stirrup handle. The
hand- guar ds
projecting upward, were conspicuous to a degree, but nore inportant were the
silver segments of the false blade that actually forned a sheath for the
deadl y
spi ke within the tricky weapon.

Spread wi de, those silver sectors lay like wings across Benisette's
br east,



each forced up to the horizontal, the limt to which they could be raised.
That

limt, however was enough for it had allowed the hidden blade to bury itself
full length into the victinm s body.

Wth a katar, a killer didn't exactly stab. Rather, he punched the death
t hrust hone, as was obvious in this case. The stony expression of Benisette's
face seemed to hold the moment of surprise that rmust have petrified himat the
brief but fatal nonent.

St oopi ng, Conmi ssi oner Weston went through the dead man's pockets. As he
did, Weston heard Tal cott's anxi ous but pronpting tone:

"Look for his nmoney, conm ssioner. He had a bundle of it; how rmuch, |
have
no i dea, but he peeled five thousand dollars fromit when he paid ne for the
chest."

There wasn't any trace of the noney. The nurderer must have taken it. The
only thing of consequence that Wston found was the key to the Chi nese chest,
which fell from Benisette's pocket during the search. Picking up the key,

Vst on
arose and faced Tal cott.

"So you thought that Benisette |left your galleries after he talked to you
thi s nmorni ng?"

Tal cott nodded and Margo did the sanme. In line with Weston's eyes, she
t hought she ought to add her silent testinony.

"But you didn't see himgo out, did you Tal cott?"

"Of course not," replied Talcott. "Otherwi se he wouldn't be |lying here
dead. "

"I was thinking in terms of a possible inposture," stated Weston. "People
someti nes wear fal se beards, you know. "

"But it must have been Benisette who arrived this norning," argued
Tal cot t,

"because we saw him | eave last night. So he nust certainly have returned."

Agai n Margo nodded.

"I"'msure it was Benisette who |left last night," the girl declared, "and
though I only glinpsed himthis nmorning, | heard his voice and recogni zed it."

"Coul d anyone el se have cone into the galleries?" demanded Weston. "This
nmorni ng, | nean?"

"Quite possibly,"” replied Talcott, slowy. "But it would have to have
happened while Mss Lane and | were in the office. How |l ong were we there,
M ss
Lane?"

"At least five mnutes," decided Margo. "Maybe |onger."

"It was while | was talking to Inspector Cardona."

"Maybe he can estinmate how | ong that conversation took."

Tal cott nodded, then queried:

"You cane in by the front door, didn't you Mss Lane?"

"Yes, as you requested."

"But did you notice the side door while you were coning by it?"

"Only with a glance."

"Honmer wasn't there?"

"No, he'd gone to | ook for the patrol man."

"Then tell me, Mss Lane," continued Talcott. "In your opinion could -

“I"1l do the questioning!" storned Weston in inpatient interruption
"Here's sonething for you to answer, Talcott. You say you sold this death
dagger

to Shebl ey?"
"Yes, comm ssioner."
"Then you thought it was still in his possession?"
"No, sir. | was sure it wasn't."

Tal cott's reply set Weston aback
"Just when did you begin to doubt the fact, Talcott?"



"Only this norning," replied Talcott. "You see | stopped at Shebley's
com ng over here fromny galleries. Shebley always kept the Burnese katar on
t he
table in his curio room Only it wasn't there this norning."

West on wheel ed on Frescott.

"But you saw it yesterday, professor,"’

Weston remi nded. "Wat did you do"
sharp suspicion flashed fromthe comri ssioner's eyes - "take it with you?"

"OfF course not," retorted Frescott. "But | can tell you who could have:
Lionel Graff. He was going into Shebley's just after | cane out." Before
Vst on
could make a rejoinder, a tone sharper than his own spoke fromthe doorway.

"My servant can vouch for that, conm ssioner."

The speaker was Jared Shebl ey, his expression as crisp as ever. Wth him
was | nspector Cardona; behind them a police surgeon. Shebley gestured to the
others as he explained his arrival here.

"I just returned home," stated Shebley, "and found the Burnese katar
m ssing. Wien nmy servant told me Graff had called last night, I had an idea he
must be the thief. So | went to Talcott's and found | nspector Cardona. He told
nme that Benisette had nmurdered Graff. So we cane over here -"

"And brought the nmedico," added Cardona. "I see you've opened the chest,
conmi ssioner. Wll, suppose we have a | ook at Gaff's body!"

Even on this scene of tragedy, what happened was funny. Apparently
Car dona
knew what G aff and Benisette | ooked |like, as did Shebley. As they stepped
forward to look at Gaff's face and saw Beni sette's instead, they behaved |ike
a
conedy teamwi th their sudden back-step. Then the others present were getting
an
i dea of what their own faces nust have | ooked |ike when they saw a suspected
mur derer |ying dead instead of a supposed victim

Wi | e Cardona and Shebl ey gaped astoni shed, the police surgeon, know ng
not hi ng of the mstaken identity, stooped calmy and wi thdraw the dagger from
Beni sette's heart. The surgeon's surprise came when he saw the hal ves of the
silver casing blade click together so snugly that they left no trace of their
j oi ni ng.

As Commi ssi oner Weston reached for the weapon, his hand came just above
t he
dead eyes of Sinobn Benisette. The bearded man's frozen face wore appropriate
puzzl ement, as for the first time his sightless gaze was trai ned upon the
nmyst eri ous weapon that had slain him But Benisette's features were gradually
setting into a leer, as though he had cause to gloat over the law s inability
to
crack this inmpossible crine.

Perhaps that was the factor that caused Lanont Cranston to gaze toward
t he
real origin of the riddle, the chest of Chu Chan. Wth that gaze, Cranston
caught a glimer.

Only when the chest was open coul d anyone have detected what Cranston
di d.

Until Benisette's body had sprawled fromit, the chest had not been open since
[ ast night. Now Cranston was the first to give it close attention

Wthout a word, Cranston stepped around Beni sette's body and reached one
end of the chest, notioning for soneone to take the opposite end. Cardona was
the first to respond and together he and Cranston began to slide it toward the
center of the room Seeing that Cranston wanted the chest to be in the ful
sunlight, others helped to lift it there.

Poised at a tilt, the chest of Chu Chan revealed its oddity to al
Vi ewers.

The inside of its back and sides bore the pock-nmarks of tiny holes, a few



dozen

of them that weren't visible externally, because of the carved surface. That
t hese hol es were of recent manufacture was evident when Cranston pointed to
slight tracings of sawdust in the bottom of the cabinet.

"Air holes!" exclainmed Comi ssioner Weston. "They nust have been drilled
last night." He wheeled to Talcott. "Are there any tools in that rear gallery
of
your s?"

As Tal cott nodded, Cardona put in his say-so.

"I"ll say there are,"” affirmed Joe. "I was | ooking themover, to see if |
could find anything that Benisette might have used to slug Gaff."

"Good hunting, inspector." Weston was rather testy. "But that was before
you | earned that things were the other way around."

Maybe Cardona picked up his next idea fromWston's words. O possibly it
was Cranston who did so and flashed the hunch to Cardona with a glance. At any
rate, the ace inspector played it right to the bull's eye.

"The ot her way around," agreed Cardona. "That sums it, conmm ssioner
V' ve
found the wong man as the victimand that makes the wong man the killer
[
tell you who drilled those air-holes: Lionel Gaff!"

Then, before Weston could quite conplete the chain that Cardona dangl ed
mentally before him the swarthy inspector did it on his own.

"That's how G aff stayed in the chest all night," conpleted Cardona,
"putting hinmself anobng the missing. He was waiting for his chance to nurder
Beni sette with that Burmese dagger. And Graff found it!"

There wasn't a single objection to Cardona's finding anong the silent
listeners. Rather, faces showed their full approval of the theory, making it
unani nous.

Even a dead man cast his ballot in the affirmative. Stiffening into the
first throes of rigor nortis, the bearded face of Sinobn Benisette gleaned with
happy hatred. In life, Benisette had detested Graff nore than any ot her nan.

It had only needed proper evidence to prove that Lionel Gaff had
nmur der ed
Si non Beni sette.

That evi dence had been uncovered by Lanont Cranston, the nan who was The
Shadow

CHAPTER | X

THE hunt was on for Lionel Gaff. Like all quests for a murderer, it
began
locally and spread itself wi de. Unfortunately, finding pictures of M. Gaff
was
quite inpossible.

Al ways a slippery character, Gaff proved to have been underesti mated
when
the facts began stacking up agai nst him Everyone knew he'd been in financial
wat er, but no one had guessed how deep

Creditors gal ore began pestering the police with details of tricks that
Graff had played on them The stack of pronissory notes he'd handed to these
dupes was so large it had to be arranged al phabetically. Estimtes were
putting
Gaff nmore than fifty thousand dollars in the red, provided he'd ever intended
to pay up.

Among Graff's defaults were bank checks that had bounced so often they
hadn't any rubber left. Threatened with [ egal action, G aff had been right
agai nst the wall that evening he'd come to Talcott's to bid on the chest of
Chu



Chan.

O course, dealers like Talcott had known enough not to trust Gaff and
they had even warned their customers against him Talcott personally provided
some data on the subject when he called at the conmi ssioner's office a few
days
after Graff's di sappearance.

Cranston was there and so was Cardona. On the conm ssioner's desk were
sone
of the exhibits fromthe Benisette case; having discussed themw th others,
Weston wanted to do the sane with Tal cott. Neverthel ess, the conm ssioner
willingly took time out to let the antique dealer recall a few facts
concerni ng
Gaff.

"Al'l the deal ers wondered how |l ong Graff woul d keep ahead of trouble,"

i nforned Tal cott. "So did shrewd buyers |ike Benisette. They could insult
Gaff,

but we couldn't afford to do so. Not while he still had contacts |ike
Shebl ey. "

"Graff had only Shebley,"” put in Weston, dryly, "and even Shebl ey was
wary
of the fellow "

"I found that out," returned Talcott with a nod, "the night that Gaff
tried to buy the chest. He pulled every string or I mght say he used every
phone wire, there in ny office. Wenever he called a nman, he began with a
prom se to pay a long-standing debt if only they'd help himon one nore deal."

"And they all cut himshort?"

"Very, very short." Talcott blinked solemly. "That's when | realized how
desperate G aff was. Wien people began calling ne the next nmorning, | wasn't
surprised, because | didn't think he could afford to be around. But when I
| earned that all trace of himhad ended at ny place -"

Tal cott broke off with a recollective head-shake as though to chide
hi nmsel f
for his false theories. Rising, Wston clapped the anti que deal er on the
st ooped
shoul ders.

"You did good work," conplinmented the comm ssioner. "You spotted murder
even though you had it in reverse. Now let's go over the exhibits."

The conm ssi oner opened an obl ong box to disclose a set of fine finishing
tool s that Cardona had brought fromthe rear roomof Talcott's Galleries.
Anmong
the tools was a special bradawl with a threaded point. Holding the awl beneath
a
m croscope, Weston invited Talcott to have a | ook

Among the threads, Talcott could see tiny fragnents of wood fromthe
chest
of Chu Chan. This was the instrunent that had been used to bore the air-holes.

"No finger prints," stated Weston. "G aff was snmart enough to w pe the
handl e. However, he forgot that the boring point might carry evidence. W' ve
t aken phot ographs of all these tools, Talcott, so we'll let you have them back
shortly. 1'lIl let you know | ater when and where to pick themup."

Tal cott expressed his thanks with a nod.

"Now, " said Weston. "this!"

He picked up the Burnmese katar, gave it a knuckle nudge that sprang the
outer bl ade apart and displayed the pointed steel. Talcott recoiled at the
action, only to have Weston sm | e and beckon himclose. Letting the silver
casing spring shut, Weston used the dagger to point out a set of photographs
whi ch showed the katar full size, open and shut.

"We are keeping these too," said Weston, referring to the photograph
"Shebl ey can have his precious souvenir again, when we return the various
exhibits. So I want you to check the photographs, Talcott, in case we need



your

testimony."
"They fully represent the katar of Pagan Mn," assured Talcott. "I am
willing to nake an affidavit to that effect.”

"Very good. It nmay save us a lot of trouble later. In the affidavit you
can
i ncl ude the dagger's history."

"I know it thoroughly, because | amvery particular on such matters. As |
told Shebley when | sold himthe item it is positively unique -"

Weston interrupted with a hand wave that neant for Talcott to put such
statenments in the affidavit. Taking the gesture for disnissal, Talcott bowed
hinmself to the door; then turned to ask

"Any traces yet of G aff?"

"None that count," returned Weston, glumy. "The only reports of anyone
answering his description cane fromplaces too renote for Gaff to reach in
t he
time allowed. Cranston is |ooking at the reports right now' - \Wston gestured
across the desk - "and he'll show themto you if you wish."

"Never mind," returned Talcott. "There's sonmething else |I'd rather know
about. Wat's happened to the chest of Chu Chan?"

"It's still at Benisette's,"” replied Weston. "W have it under |ock and
key. "

"I mean what's going to happen to it?"

"Haven't you heard?" Weston | aughed indul gently. "You'd better get back
to
busi ness, Talcott. | supposed that every dealer in town would know by this
tine.

Shebl ey i s buying Benisette's entire collection.”

"But many of Benisette's items aren't unique."

"Some are, and since his estate will only sell as entire lot, Shebley is
buyi ng everything to get what he wants. W're shipping it all to his place
toni ght."

Wth the stare of a bew | dered antique deal er, Talcott went out, closing
t he door behind him Talcott's departure was so typical of a man who had | ost
a
real opportunity that Weston lost his snile

"Poor chap," conmented Weston. "He'd have probably liked to buy that | ot
hi msel f."

"Those antique deal ers have a tough tinme," put in Cardona. "They don't
only
| ose a sale but a customer, when sone collector picks up a load of junk
direct."”

Tossing the report sheets on Wston's desk, Cranston gave Cardona a
poker-faced stare that rivaled Joe's own.

"I"d hardly call Benisette's collection junk," remarked Cranston. "It
contains sone nice itens."

"My m stake," apol ogi zed Cardona. "Not being a collector, it's all junk
to
me, particularly that chest of Chu Chan. There woul dn't have been a nurder if
it
hadn't been around, because there wasn't anything else at Talcott's big enough
for Gaff to hide in and stow the body."

"A good point," agreed Cranston. "You said the shipment was going to

Shebl ey' s toni ght, comm ssioner” - Cranston was | ooking across the desk - "but
does that include the chest of Chu Chan?"

"I't will have to stay at Benisette's," replied Weston, "until we return
t he

other exhibits. As an exhibit, the chest is the nost inmportant of all. W'l
t ake some photographs of it tonight after the rest of Benisette's stuff has
been



shi pped. W'd be glad to have you cone al ong, Cranston.”

"I'l'l be there, comm ssioner."

Cranston was goi ng sonewhere else first. That becane plain as soon as he
left Weston's office. First he made a quick phone call froma drug-store phone
boot h, then summoned a cab and sped uptown, to a favorite restaurant, where he
nmet ©Margo Lane, the person he had phoned. Though it was early, Cranston
i nsi sted
upon havi ng di nner.

"This soon?" queried Margo. "Wy, we'll be finished before dark!"

"That's the best of all reasons,"” replied Cranston, "because we're going
to
be busy after dark."

"For how | ong?"

"W don't know, because it depends on soneone el se."

"Upon whom for instance?"

Cranston met Margo's inpatient question with a bland gaze; then, calmy,
he
asked:

"Did you ever hear of a murderer returning to the scene of his crine?"

Intrigued, Margo nodded.

"And where," inquired Cranston, "was Sinon Benisette nurdered?"

"Why, in Talcott's Auction Galleries -"

Cranston's head-shake cane in interruption

"I think we can limt the scene of crine," decided Cranston. "Let's class
it interms of where the body was found."

"I'n the chest of Chu Chan!"

Mar go' s excl amation brought Cranston's approving nod. At the sane tinme he
passed her the dinner menu, which she eagerly received. As nmuch as Cranston,
Margo was anxious to be on their way by dark on the chance that she could
share
in the unraveling of the nystery.

CHAPTER X

IT was in Shrevvy's cab that Lanmont Cranston sumred up the riddl e of
Benisette's death in terns of past and future.

"Beni sette was nurdered for his money," stated Cranston. "At |east that
made the proposition profitable, considering that he had at least fifty
t housand
dollars on him"

"More nearly a hundred thousand,"” cal cul ated Margo. "Anyway, nore than
Li onel Gaff needed to pay off his debts.”

"Whi ch he woul dn't then, and couldn't now, even if he wanted." Pausi ng,
Cranston pondered; then: "It's an odd trail that Gaff left, Margo."

"Odd? How?"

"The police tried to spread the mesh faster than he could travel, but
G aff
outraced them Only he couldn't have gone as fast as statistics show. W know
when he nust have wal ked out of Talcott's place, here in New York; yet a man
answering his description was seen in Chicago only one hour later and in St
Louis four hours after that."

"But Graff couldn't have reached either city so soon!"

"Naturally not. Wich proves that Gaff either planted a false trail, or
else -"

VWat else, Cranston didn't specify right then. They were getting close to
Beni sette's place and Cranston wanted to di scuss the chest of Chu Chan

"There's sonet hing inportant about that chest," assured Cranston

and
t he
secret was |earned by two nen."



"The two that wanted it,
Shebl ey. "

"Doubl e zero," scored Cranston. "The two nmen were Professor Gles
Frescott
and Lionel Gaff."

"But Benisette was buying it -

"As any collector would. Frescott wanted Benisette to get it, so it would
fall into the hands of sonebody who knew nothing about its real secret.”

The theory was startling, but it had the ring of accuracy. Since Margo's
slow nod was visible in the dusk, Cranston proceeded:

"Graff's only bet was to get it into other hands. So he worked on
Shebl ey,
telling himthe chest of Chu Chan was uni que. Once Shebl ey owned the chest,
G aff woul d have access to it."

"OfF course," agreed Margo, "but Frescott bl ocked the deal."

"Tenporarily, yes," declared Cranston, "but G aff becanme too eager. |
have
an idea he stimulated Shebley's interest nore than we suppose. Since Shebl ey
is
buying the entire Benisette collection in order to acquire the chest, we may
regard himas a very potent factor."

"Then the secret of the chest, whatever it is, concerns three men."

"Make it four," conpleted Cranston. "You can count me in on it."

"Shebl ey is buying the chest," countered Margo. "He is getting it wi thout
Gaff's help -"

Eyes wi de open, Margo paused to exclaim

"That's why Graff nay come to Benisette's tonight! To get at the chest
before it goes to Shebley's! Wy, it will be Gaff's |last chance -"

"Say rather his best chance," interposed Cranston. "But we're getting
cl ose
to Benisette's. I'll be seeing you later, Margo."

As the cab sl ackened, a curious thing occurred. One door seened to open

agreed Margo. "Sinmon Benisette and Jared

of

its own accord, the door on Cranston's side. A blot of blackness covered it;

then faded. As the door gave a del ayed sl am Margo reached besi de her and

spoke

breat hl essl y:
"Lanmont -
It was usel ess. Cranston was gone and Margo shoul d have known it.

Mysteriously, w thout Margo even suspecting it, he had bl ended into that other

self of his, The Shadow. H's way of sliding into black cloak and sl ouch hat

was

so amazing in itself that it seemed nore incredible every tine it happened.
Sonmewhere in that dusk, a strange weird figure was on the glide, unseen

by
even the craftiest eyes. How any ordinary rival would have a chance agai nst
The
Shadow, Margo couldn't understand. In fact, experience had shown that the
average man of crinme wilted the monent he net the Nenmesis in black

But The Shadow wasn't dealing with anybody ordi nary right now Lione
G aff
rated as the nost sensational murderer in a decade or nore, while Professor
Frescott had al ready shown his crafty nmake-up by sendi ng The Shadow, as
Cranston, off on a blind trail. As for Jared Shebley, he could be classed as a
potent factor because he had bought the chest of Chu Chan

Skillfully, Shrevvy parked the cab at a spot where no |ight reached the
back seat. This gave Margo a perfect opportunity to watch Benisette's
apart ment
house w t hout being seen. The place was across the street at an angle and nen
were bringing out the various antiques to place themin a truck



Apparently Shebl ey, the purchaser, was particular, for the work was being
done with care. Everything was either wapped or crated, so it was inpossible
to
identify the various art objects. At |east one thing was certain: the chest of
Chu Chan wasn't coning out, because nothing of its bulky size put in an
appearance. Nor was it to cone out, because a uniforned policeman was on duty
and Margo renenbered that the chest was supposed to stay.

Mar go' s own purpose here was inmportant. The Shadow expected cross
conplications; therefore he would need cooperation. If he flashed a signal, it
m ght be Margo's duty to drop fromthe cab and put in a phone call either to
certain agents of The Shadow or the police.

Shrevvy, of course, would drop her near a tel ephone and be ready on his
own
to take up any trail The Shadow ordered. These things had worked out before,
but
Margo didn't expect the same tonight. Watever happened woul d invol ve the
chest
of Chu Chan, which was still indoors and would remain there.

So Margo felt nore than a trifle annoyed when she saw that the truck was
al nrost | oaded. It wasn't until the policeman stepped toward the curb that
Mar go
spotted somet hing of consequence. A figure was gliding across the street,
keeping to the darkened patches. Thin and bl ack garbed, that shape woul dn't
have
been noticed by anyone not on the | ookout.

Bol d of The Shadow, thought Margo, to cone so nearly into the open
Per haps
he was doing it just so she would notice and know that he was entering
Beni sette's. For at the finish, the figure took to the darkness of the wall,
paused there, then whisked right through the doorway behind the backs of the
nmen
at the truck.

A sudden i nmpul se swept Margo. |If The Shadow s action hadn't been a
si gnal
she could at least interpret it as such. Opening the door on her side of the
street, Margo | eaned toward Shrevvy and spoke briefly:

"Follow the truck. Orders.”

Margo was out and waiting in a darkened doorway when Shrevvy, taking her
at
her word, started after the truck. Then, as soon as the policeman went
i ndoors,

Margo crossed to the apartment house, wondering how she was going to get into
Beni sette's apartnment with a cop on duty there.

Hardly had she reached the house before the officer came out. Stepping
away
fromthe door, Margo let the cop go past and saw himturn in the direction of
a
corner drug store. O course he'd probably | ocked the door of Benisette's
apartment, but having come this far, Margo decided to try it.

Reachi ng the door, Margo found herself in luck

The door was unl at ched!

Entering, Margo cl osed the door behind her. The living roomwas dimy
lighted, and strangely different, now that nost of Benisette's curios were
gone.

In the corner, Margo saw the chest of Chu Chan; its | ock had been repaired,

but

t he door was w de open, so the Chinese cabinet wasn't onmi nous. Then, as Margo
turned about, she saw that the chest wasn't the only one of Benisette's curios
that had been |l eft. Perched on a piano bench, instead of its accustoned

t abor et



was the ivory statue of the Siamese dancer

Sight of that old friend rather startled Margo; then, approaching the
i mge, she | aughed. Yellow ivory, jet eyes, and jade trappi ngs made an
attractive conbination, but they certainly weren't as lifelike as Margo had
once
i magi ned.

Si amese dancers should cultivate graceful poses instead of sitting
sol eml y
with artificial faces staring between the spread hands of crossed arns.
Whoever
had carved this mass of ivory and added its paucity of jade was thinking in
terms of scul pture, rather than realism

Even the bl ack eyes | ooked dull in this Iight. Looking right into them
Margo realized that the glinmrer of sunlight must have caused her forner
i mpression; that, plus her tense feeling when she had been waiting for a body
to
pop fromthe closed chest of Chu Chan. O course, the foolish dream could have
hel ped; but Margo had | ong since wi ped away the silly recollection of this
sane
ivory face peering at her froma cab

The jet eyes were no | onger hypnotic.

O were they?

Margo must have lost a few nonents, at least, in realizing that a sharp
click had cone fromthe door of the apartment, which was directly behind her
It
couldn't be The Shadow, for he would have entered silently. So Margo made up
for
the tine loss with quick action

In her coat pocket she had a snmall automatic that she always carried on
danger ous excursions. Pulling the weapon, Margo wheel ed around and pointed it
straight toward the door. Her back toward the Sianese statue, she saw a man
who
was cl osing the door behind himand though he drew one arm across his face,
Margo was qui ck enough to recogni ze Professor Frescott.

"Hands up, both of them" ordered Margo. Then, deciding to keep Frescott
guessi ng, she added: "And nake it quick, whoever you are."

Frescott brought his other armup, trenbling, the action nonentarily
covering his face still further. Then, before Margo could gain a good | ook at
him he spoke in a forced voice that didn't sound |ike his own.

Al the professor said was a single word that sounded |ike a nane:

" Ankhea! "

Two twining things |like snakes wrapped t hensel ves around Margo's neck so
suddenly that her breath choked off as her head went back. Taken from her
feet,

Margo flung her arms frantically and | ost the gun as she tried to fight the
strangling cl utch.

Li ke something out of a nightmare, she saw the face of the Sianese
st at ue,
alive and active, but with its sol erm expression unchanged. Its eyes were
staring down into Margo's own, but the face was upside down as Margo saw it.

Maybe the case was the other way about, for Margo certainly was in whirl
when she struck the floor. She had an inpression of Frescott pouncing forward
to
aid the creature that had staged the initial stroke.

Then everything went black, so very black that Margo Lane could not have
seen The Shadow, if he had arrived to save her fromthe plight that she bad
br ought upon hersel f!

CHAPTER Xl



PATROLMAN CASSI DY, returning fromthe corner drug store, stopped short of
Beni sette's door and stared.

VWhat Cassidy stared at was bl ackness, too rmuch of it. The bl ackness
forned
a cloud that blocked out the light fromthe back of the hall, which wasn't
sensi bl e because the |ight had been burning when Cassidy |eft.

Maybe the bul b had burned out. To find out whether or why, Cassidy began
ducking his head left and right, only to have the blackness swirl with him So
Cassidy drew his revolver, ainmed it at the blackness and halted in
ast oni shnent .

He was pointing his gun right at the mssing hall light, burning as
bri ght
as ever!

It didn't occur to Cassidy that the blackness could have dwindled in
crouchi ng fashion. The fadeout had decei ved hi m because the light, again
unvei |l ed, had caught his eye. Wat the patrol man had actually seen was The
Shadow, approaching Benisette's apartment fromthe rear hall, only to retire
at
Cassidy's return.

Al this was in curious contrast to Margo's inpression of The Shadow
entering by the front door. It was possible that The Shadow coul d have
conti nued
t hrough to the back, though why was a debatabl e proposition. However at this
present nonent, Margo Lane was in a place where the consideration of such
probl ems woul dn't interest her

Back in the rear gloom of the hallway, The Shadow watched Cassidy try the
door of Benisette's apartnent only to find it |locked. Bringing the key from
hi s
pocket the patrol man opened the door and entered. As he did, blackness noved
toward himagain, sidling past the glow of the hall light in case Cassidy
turned
to look. But Cassidy didn't turn to | ook

I nside Benisette's apartnent, Cassidy was staring at a piano bench. He
renoved his cap to scratch his head, though why a bl ank bench shoul d have
per pl exed hi mwas somnet hing el se again. Cassidy night better have studied the
chest of Chu Chan, standing |ocked in the corner, but he didn't. |ndeed,

Cassi dy
was so puzzled that he failed to hear the slight sound of a wi ndow sash bei ng
| owered into place, somewhere at the rear of the apartnent.

The Shadow heard it and was away, out through the back hall. He was on a
trail that he had picked up earlier in back of the apartment house; that of
Prof essor Frescott. The Shadow had spotted the benign worthy sneaking in
t hr ough
an all eyway, but in keeping with his plan of |earning other people's secrets,
he'd |l et Frescott go ahead.

Now the situation was different. Wth Frescott departing, it m ght be
policy to follow him el sewhere. So The Shadow reasoned until he reached the
back
door and pressed it open. The door creaked; not enough for Frescott to hear
for
The Shadow coul d see the professor sneaking al ong beside a fence; but there
was
someone cl oser who caught the sound.

Froma trellis beside the doorway, two powerful tendrils energed |like
segnents of a powerful, living vine, and w apped thensel ves around The
Shadow s
neck with the tightening force of a boa constrictor

This wasn't the way to treat The Shadow. He proved it by his |unging
tw st.



It was like a jungle conbat between a python and a tiger with the verdict
goi ng

to the latter. Ending his roundabout lurch with a mghty fling, The Shadow
crashed his opponent right through the trellis, sending both on a scaling

flight
that ended with a splintering thud agai nst the fence.
There was an oddity about the flying figure. One nonment it was dark, |ike

The Shadow, as if clad in an envel oping cape. Next it was all a dullish white,
a
lithe thing twisting in the darkness. It seenmed to roll into the folds of the
garment it regained and it was gone again with a fading process that al npst
mat ched The Shadow s.

Anot her crash sounded.

Cassidy was responsible. He'd heard the bashing sound fromthe back yard
and had taken the shortest line toward it, right through to the rear of
Beni sette's apartnment. Such a trifle as a window didn't bar Cassidy when he
was
in a hurry. The burly patrol man smashed right through the pane and showed his
head and shoul ders, one hand wavi ng a revol ver

Shots came from Frescott's corner of the fence. Bullets bashed the house
wal | between Cassidy and The Shadow. In reply, an automatic boomed fromthe
rear
porch, whining its | eaden nessages above the spot where Frescott crouched.
There
was a wild scranble as the professor darted out through the rear passage, wth
a
smal | |inmber shape scudding after him The Shadow didn't see that figure go,
for
Cassi dy was bot hering him

Strictly a short-range marksman, the patrol man decided to settle the
shar pshooter on the back porch, particularly because there was an advantage in

aimng along the line of the house wall. It gave Cassidy a chance of ducking
back into the wi ndow, which was hel pful, but The Shadow had a sinilar
advant age

and therefore took it. The Shadow sinply went back into the door and waited
there while the patrol nan wasted bullets. But by the time the shooting ended,
it

was too late to follow Frescott.

Hi s gun enpty, Cassidy tilted his head and deci ded that his adversary
m ght
have doubl ed around through the hallway. So Cassidy took a simlar course and
rushed frontward through the living room At the open door of the apartnment,
he
ran squarely into a cal mfaced man who paused in apparent surprise.

A few nonents later, this gentleman was introduci ng hinself as Lanont
Cranston, a friend of the police comm ssioner. Cassidy gave a knowi ng nod and
pocketed his gun.

"The conmi ssioner said to be expecting you," recalled the patrol man. "I

was
just calling himdown fromthe drug store, the |line being disconnected here. A
bit of some shooting had me busy out back, but |I've chased them | have.

"It's here where | belong; them s the conmi ssioner's orders, so |I'm
following them But there's a bit of a nystery bothering nme, unless ny
i magination is at fault. Look over there, M. Cranston, and tell me what you
see. "

Cassidy gestured to the vacant piano bench. After a glance, Cranston
shook
hi s head.

"I don't see anything."

"And that's just the trouble, M. Cranston. There was a statue sitting



there" - Cassidy rubbed his chin - "or did they take it?"

"They must have," returned Cranston, "because the comni ssioner said that
everything was to go except the chest of Chu Chan. O course soneone could
have
put the statue in the chest, only the chest is |ocked."

"It was open, | thought," said Cassidy, staring at the chest. "It's a
funny
pl ace, this apartnment, but maybe it was just the noving nen closed the chest.
Anyway, we'll leave it until the conm ssioner gets here."

Cranston lifted his hand for silence. H s keen ear caught a sound so
feebl e
that it entirely escaped Cassidy's attention. In fact, the patrol man woul d
never
have detected it, for the weak scraping di m ni shed and ceased al t oget her as
Cranston listened. Cranston's order to Cassidy was quick, but cal mtoned:

"The key, right away!"

"The key to the apartnent?"

"No, to the Chinese chest, if you have it!"

Cassidy had it and produced it. A quick twi st of the key in the I ock and
t he doubl e door canme open. Qut rolled a linp, gasping figure that collapsed in
Cranston's arms. It was Margo, her breath gone alnost to the suffocation
poi nt .

"Cet sone water," Cranston told Cassidy. "Maybe we can bring her back to
life."

Bri ngi ng Margo back was easy, now that she had air again. What Cranston
wanted was a chance to talk to her alone. Wthout waiting for Margo's story,
Cranston told her what she was to say and the girl nodded, only to let her
head
fall back in a pretended faint as Cassidy reappeared.

Shortly Conmi ssioner Weston arrived upon the scene with his inevitable
conpani on, |nspector Cardona. Cranston |et Cassidy give the first details,

t hen:

"I told Margo to nmeet me here," declared Cranston, calmy. "She arrived
first and sonebody flung her into the chest of Chu Chan. They nust have

ski pped

out the back way because Cassidy says he heard sonme shooting."

"They coul dn't have been here long," assured Cassidy, "because | was only
gone five mnutes. But it's ny belief they stole the statue, if it was here."

"That Siamese thing?" queried Cardona. "It should have gone to Shebley's
with the rest of the goods. 1'll phone himand find out."

Weston had finished an inspection of the shattered rear w ndow when
Car dona
ret ur ned.

"Unl at ched, " stated the conm ssioner, bluntly. "That's how the thieves
got
in and stole the statue.”

"Only they didn't steal the statue,"” returned Cardona. "Shebley says he's
al ready unpacked it and it's on a taboret in his curio room"

Weston threw an accusi ng gl ance at Cassidy, who | ooked quite sheepish.
That
was sufficient rebuke for the patrolman's |ack of nmenmory; Weston softened the
i npeachnment by comendi ng hi m upon his pronpt dispatch of the unsuccessful
burgl ars and further congratul ated Cassidy for remaining at his post.

Cardona sunmoned t he phot ographers to take pictures of the chest, both
shut
and open; then arranged for the repair of the broken wi ndow. Weston deci ded
t hat
t he sooner the chest of Chu Chan was shipped to Shebley's, the better, but
meanwhi | e Beni sette's apartnent would renmai n under constant guard.

It wasn't until she left with Cranston that Margo told the story of her



nmeeting with Professor Frescott and its singular sequel. Even in the safety of
Shrevvy's cab, Margo shuddered as she added:

"The statue had sonething to do with it, Lanmont! Somehow it seens to cone
alive. 1'd charged it to ny imagination, but I'msure | saw that statue's face
peering at me froma cab outside of Talcott's Galleries.”

Cranston gave a sl ow nod.

"You say Frescott spoke some word?"

"It sounded |i ke Ankhea," recalled Margo. Then, in awed tone, she
queri ed;

"Do you think it could be sone strange Oriental charm- a nystic word?"

"More probably it is a name," replied Cranston. "The nane of the living
statue, to be precise. It was foolish of you to go in there, Margo, but at
| east
you' ve proven one thing."

"That the nurderer didn't return?"

"I'f you mean Lionel Gaff, no," replied Cranston, firnmy, "because you
proved that Graff didn't nmurder Sinmon Benisette.”

Amazenment swept Margo's face.

"Suspicion of Graff is based on the assunption that he waited overni ght
in
the chest of Chu Chan," stated Cranston, "in order to nurder Benisette |ater
I
am now sure that Gaff left New York that night and that reports of persons
seeing himin the Mddl e Wst are correct.”

"But why?"

"Sinmply because Graff couldn't have stayed in the chest overnight. How
| ong
were you inside it, Margo?"

"About ten minutes, | suppose. | was blotto at first, but when |I woke up
I
was al nost suffocated. Wiy!" Enlightennent dawned on Margo. "That nust nean -

"That the air-holes were drilled in the chest as a bluff," supplied
Cranston, "to make it |l ook as though Gaff had stayed there. You tested them
for
us, Margo, even though you didn't intend to do so. The holes weren't big
enough
to supply the air that G aff would have needed."

"Then who nurdered Benisette? Professor Frescott?"

"He m ght be," replied Cranston, cryptically, "but he's not the only man
who is interested in the chest of Chu Chan."

Cranston ended with that statement, but it was plain that he nust have

had
in mnd the name of Jared Shebl ey.

CHAPTER Xl

A STRANGE blue light glowing fromthe nmidst of startling blackness.

Such was the token of The Shadow s sanctum a hidden roomin the heart of
Manhattan whi ch served as base for the master crine hunter's operations.

On a polished surface beneath the gl owi ng blue were spread docunents of
every description from newspaper clippings to |large scale global maps. As his
keen eyes studied the data before him The Shadow s hand made notations on a
pad
that |ay nearby.

Not merely words, those notations. The Shadow was draw ng di agrans,
cal cul ati ng di stances, even sketching fromnmenory a life sized Sianese statue
of
old ivory adorned with beads of jet and jade.

Per haps The Shadow woul d have sketched the chest of Chu Chan and the



kat ar

of Pagan M n, had such drawi ngs been necessary. They weren't needed, however,
because they were pictured in police photographs |ying anong The Shadow s

ot her

papers.

Conmi ssi oner Weston was very cooperative toward The Shadow, without
knowi ng
it. Weston had the notion that his friend Cranston really possessed a keen
brain, if he'd only use it, hence the conm ssioner was always stirring his
friend to apply his talents to crine investigation

Cranston encouraged this through an attitude of indifference, the surest
way to make Weston persist with something. As a result the conmm ssioner was
constantly loading his friend with crinme reports and phot ographs, which
Cranston
usual ly returned later with apol ogi es for having neglected them

It really annoyed Weston, the way that Cranston ignored things that
shoul d
have interested him It never occurred to the conmi ssioner that the data he
furni shed was invariably "borrowed" by The Shadow whil e Cranston was supposed
to
be studying it.

O course it was all one and the same, but that was a very speci al
secret.

The | ess that Lanmont Cranston appeared to know about a current crime, the nore
credit The Shadow coul d take for cracking it.

Not that The Shadow wanted credit.

VWhat The Shadow wanted was results and he was working toward them right
Now.

The basic problemin The Shadow s survey was still the nurder of Sinon
Beni sette. That crine had created plenty of surprise purely because of the
original theory that Lionel G aff was the likely victimin the chest of Chu
Chan. The theory had sounded pl ausi bl e enough when put by Dariel Talcott,
because G aff had been known to be nissing since the night before.

After recovering fromthe shock of finding Benisette a victiminstead of
Gaff, the law had formed its own theory and a | ogical one indeed. The
busi ness
of boring holes in the chest and staying there overnight to nurder Benisette
was
quite in keeping with Graff's character - or lack of it.

Now The Shadow had spi ked the [ aw s theory!

The air-holes weren't sufficient, as Margo's experience had proven. They
were a bluff, a blind; in fact a canard, since they weren't air holes at all.
Graff couldn't have stayed in the chest overnight; hence he couldn't have been
in Talcott's strong room since the place offered no object other than the
chest
as a suitable hiding place.

Reaching to a sheet of paper that bore a list of nanes, The Shadow drew a
line through the one that topped the colum: Lionel Gaff.

The Shadow was marking G aff off the list of possible nurderers.

Now it was true that G aff nmight have picked up Benisette's trail in the
nmorni ng, followed himto Talcott's and sneaked in by the side door. There had
been tinme for a nurderer to go upstairs, make quick work of Benisette, stow
hi m
in the Chinese chest and hurry out again.

Just about tinme enough, by The Shadow s precise cal culation of the tine
el ement, based on a conparison of estimates given by Talcott, Mrgo, and
Cardona. But with the doubt in Gaff's favor, The Shadow had good reason to
elimnate himas a suspect.

Under the blue light were those reports that the New York police had
di sregarded because they didn't fit with the accepted theory. Those were the



reports from Chicago and St. Louis stating that Graff - or soneone like him -
had been seen there sooner than he could have arrived foll owing Benisette's
deat h.

The Shadow was interpreting those reports soundly.

A handy airpl ane schedul e proved that Graff could have gone from Chi cago
to
St. Louis fast enough to be seen in both cities as reported. Traci ng back, The
Shadow considered it obvious that Graff had ski pped for Chicago the night
before, after leaving Talcott's Auction Galleries as Benisette hinself had
decl ared, which was another point in Gaff's favor.

Wy, then, hadn't G aff been seen since St. Louis?

The answer was |ying anong The Shadow s exhibits in the formof a
newspaper
clipping fromthat city. Marked with the hour as well as the day it had been
printed, the clipping proved that the newspaper had been on sale shortly after
G aff was |ast seen.

This clipping told of Benisette's death and naned Graff as the nurderer.
Al ready wanted by the law for fraudulent activities, Gaff had done the
| ogi cal
thing for a man of his ilk in his position; that was, he'd ducked from sight.

The hunt was still on, which pleased The Shadow, therefore he hadn't
announced his findings. Gaff's apprehensi on was necessary in order to obtain
hi s val uabl e testinony and The Shadow knew t hat police throughout the country
woul d be nmore ardent in hunting down a nmurderer than a | ess spectacul ar
crimnal.

VWhat The Shadow wanted to learn from Gaff were any facts that the
m ssi ng
man m ght know about the nysterious chest of Chu Chan, which still | oonmed as a
potential for murder. Benisette's noney had been stolen, but that was a
nat ur al
consequence. The nurderer woul dn't have left it even if he hadn't wanted it,
because his oversi ght woul d have pointed to another notive.

Hi s pencil poised, The Shadow paused.

In this strange case, The Shadow wasn't rushing to conclusions. He wanted
to check every item doubly and even then, he'd be ready to accept revision.
Once
nore, he traced over the floor plan of the Talcott Art Galleries and nade sure
that the time el ement would have allowed a nman to nurder, enter, and |eave
j ust
within the brief span.

As he checked that tally, The Shadow | aughed.

The laugh, in that curtained sanctum carried a strange, significant
shudder. The walls had a habit of tossing back the mirth in the form of
si ni ster
nockery. Wthal it gave the inpression of omniscience on the part of The
Shadow.

Anyone hearing that |augh woul d be convinced that The Shadow knew al I .
But
no one could have heard it; therefore no one of The Shadow s findings coul d
have
reached either of the two nen whose names he now tapped with the pencil:

G les Frescott

Jared Shebl ey.

Though Frescott pretended that the chest didn't interest him he had
deliberately plotted to keep Shebley frombuying it on Gaff's advice.
Frescott
knew t hat Shebl ey m ght have | earned sonme secret regarding the chest from
Gaff,
who rated as a very fancy snooper.

Letting the chest go to Benisette, the man who knew nothing, was a smart



nmove on Frescott's part. In fact he had shown his hand by his daring trip to
Beni sette's apartnment the last night the chest had remai ned there. Cbviously
Frescott had intended all along to get at the chest when it reached Benisette,
who had purchased it in total ignorance.

Even under the difficulties which |ater arose, Benisette's apartnent had
proved a nmuch easier place to enter than Shebley's ironclad penthouse.
Nevert hel ess, the chest of Chu Chan was going to Shebley's after all, which
nmay
heave been the reason The Shadow s pencil passed the name of Frescott and
paused
above that of Shebl ey.

Agai n The Shadow toned a laugh, this tinme a reflective taunt that
shi ver ed
back in echoi ng whi spers.

There was good reason not to cross off either of those nanes. One man's
guilt would of course prove the other's innocence, but with Gaff's
el i m nati on,
suspi cion rested equally between G les Frescott and Jared Shebl ey.

The chest of Chu Chan rated only as an objective so far as either of
t hose
men m ght be concerned. There was an itemnore inportant in their lives - and
in
the death of Sinon Benisette.

That item was the Burnmese dagger, the unique katar that had once bel onged
to Pagan M n. Except for Graff, no longer a factor in The Shadow s | anguage,
only two nen had been favored with an opportunity to carry that insidious
weapon
fromthe penthouse curio roomand use it as an instrument of nmurder

One man had been a lingering visitor, Gles Frescott; the other was the
dagger's owner, Jared Shebl ey!

CHAPTER XI I |

"WELL, Cranston! How unexpected!"

G les Frescott | ooked over the top of his reading gl asses and beaned as
only he could. He was a happy sort, this elderly professor, particularly in
hi s
chosen surroundi ngs.

As on a previous afternoon, Lanont Cranston had dropped by at the Miseum
of
Antiquities hoping to find the curator there. This time Cranston was in | uck,
for Frescott was in his office

"I was thinking about you, Cranston," continued Frescott, cheerily. Then
as his face clouded: "I'mafraid though that the thought was sponsored by ny
reflections on the unfortunate business of Gaff and Benisette."

"To put it nore briefly," suggested Cranston in a casual tone, "you m ght
call it the business of the Chinese chest."

Frescott gave his head a sol etm shake.

"I doubt that the chest of Chu Chan was really involved."

"Except as a convenient coffin,” rem nded Cranston. "You were sonewhat
responsi ble for that, professor. If either Shebley or | had bought the chest
of
Chu Chan, Benisette wouldn't have cone hone in it."

Frescott shrugged away the inpeachnent.

"It was all a mistake," he clained. "I nentioned an idle runmor to Shebl ey
and he took it literally. Wen he started off to Washington, | assuned that ny
remark nmust have confirnmed sonething he already knew. So of course | phoned
you
at once to tell you where Shebl ey had gone.™



"Of course," Cranston nodded. "You were very pronpt, professor. You mnust
have called nme right from Shebley's, just after he left."

A sharp flash cane to Frescott's frequently keen eyes. Did he suspect the
deeper inmpeachnent that Cranston's conment coul d have carried?

Not hi ng in Cranston's cal m deneanor could have verified any such
suspi ci on,
but the remark stood. It neant, in substance, that Cranston knew that Frescott
coul d have picked up the Burnese thrusting dagger between the time of
Shebl ey’ s
departure and Graff's arrival in the penthouse.

It would have been obvious rather than smart for Frescott to harp back to
Graff, the man already branded as a nurderer. |If Cranston thought that he was
bei ng subtle, Frescott could be the sane.

"At |least you arrived back early from Washington," recalled Frescott. "I
mean early the next nmorning. | wonder if Shebley did the sane?"

A cunning touch, this, an intimation that Shebley coul d have stopped back
at his apartnent and picked up the Burnmese dagger if G aff had not taken it
t he
ni ght before. Wat Frescott was doing was accepting the possible elimnation
of
Graff as nurderer only to throw suspicion on Shebley as the nost likely
alternate.

It was as if Frescott had guessed the very findings made by The Shadow in
his sanctum the hidden place wherein he had sw tched back to his guise of
Cranston only a short while ago. Perhaps Frescott was actually connecting
Cranston with a mysterious cloaked figure that had appeared at Benisette's
whil e
the professor hinmself was trying to exam ne the chest of Chu Chan

As Cranston, The Shadow s best policy was to divert the thene fromthe
guestion of the Burnmese dagger. So in Cranston's style he foll owed anot her
track.

"Why Shebl ey wanted the chest of Chu Chan is the real question," was
Cranston's verdict, "but now that he owns it, he ought to know somnethi ng about
its origin."

"I could tell himthat," asserted Frescott. "The chest of Chu Chan dates
fromthe Eighth Century. It bel onged to Komyo-Kogo, w dow of Shono-Temo, an
enperor of the T ang Dynasty."

Cranston was fortunately well acquainted with Chinese history.

"Komyo- Kogo was quite a patron of the arts,"” defined Cranston. "In a
sense,
she was too good a patron, for she enployed artisans to revive the crafts of
previous dynasties. It is therefore often difficult to tell whether certain
Chi nese art objects belong to the T'ang or an earlier period.”

Sl ow, approving nods formed Frescott's acconpani ment to Cranston's
di ssertation.

"That is why | amonly mldly interested in Chinese antiquities," stated
Frescott. "It is too difficult to identify themas such. Sonething copied from
an original of an earlier century is sinply a reproduction, even after the
passage of further centuries."

"There was a tine when they could have been di stingui shed, professor."

"You nmean at the time the reproductions were made? O course, but how can
we hope to probe into that distant past?"

"By examining all records relating to the period of Komyo-Kogo. An
enpr ess
who patronized the arts would | ogically have catal ogued her possessions.

Frescott shook his head.

"Such things were done," he admitted, "but often at the expense of
pr evi ous
records. For instance" - he rose fromhis desk and stepped to a cabinet in a
corner - "l can show you sone sanples of ancient palinpsests parchnents which



have been used several tinmes, the earlier witings always being erased."

"I amreferring to nore permanent records," declared Cranston in his even
tone. "The art of engraving upon netal had been devel oped in China by the tine
of Konyo- Kogo. "

Frescott lifted his eyes as though hearing this information for the first
tine.

"I magi ne what a discovery it would be," added Cranston. "A catal ogue from
the past, establishing the precise period in which many rarities were created.
Why, such a record woul d be of trenendous val ue -"

"To a collector, yes," put in Frescott, quickly, "since it would enable
hi m
to corner the market on actual antiquities.'
added: "But not to the curator of a nmuseum"™

"Why not?" insisted Cranston "You specialize in antiquities, don't you,
prof essor? You have al ready expressed your dislike for reproductions.”

Sl owi ng his tone, the professor

"Only when they are m srepresented,” interrupted Frescott. "Cone,
Cranst on”
- the professor strode briskly toward the door - "and | shall show you exactly

what ny sentinents are. W shall visit the Babyl onian crypt."

Frescott led the way along a corridor and down a flight of
hol I ow soundi ng
stairs. As he followed, Cranston probed the Chinese question with a few nore
conmment s.

"At | east sonething is known about Chu Chan," rem nded Cranston. "During
all the years he lived in Hanoi, he was recognized as an authority on ancient
Chi nese art."

Frescott didn't even nod.

"They even say that Chu Chan had intended to establish a nmuseum™
conti nued
Cranston. "First he was negotiating with the Chinese government; then with the
French in Indo-China. In turn, both were interested in Chu Chan's collection,
on
his ternms."

Still no comment from Frescott.

"Of course Chu Chan wouldn't trust the Japanese," added Cranston,
"because
nobody of intelligence woul d. Whatever Chu Chan val ued nost, would be the
t hi ng
that he would | east desire to have the Japanese acquire."

This time Frescott made response, but not regarding Chu Chan. Halting in
front of a large netal door, he raised the netal bar that formed its latch and
drew t he door w de open

"The Babyl onian crypt," stated Frescott. "You may enter first, M.
Cranston. "

Entering, Cranston kept an eye on Frescott, who i medi ately foll owed.
Turning on a light, Frescott revealed rows of |large clay tablets, standing on
shel ves around a brick-walled room The tablets |ooked Iike flat trays
st andi ng
upright and all of them bore Babyl oni an inscriptions.

At the inner wall of the crypt was a special shelf bearing a set of
tablets
t hat | ooked darker than the rest. "The original set," explained Frescott.
"CGenui ne sun-baked clay from Nai shapur. As for the rest"” - he swept his hand
around the crypt - "they are nerely replicas, manufactured at ny order. Do you
begin to understand, M. Cranston?"

Cranst on nodded.

"These reproductions will go to other rnuseuns," continued Frescott, "so
that students can study the actual Babylonian inscriptions. But there will
never
be any doubt that they are nerely imtations. | ama stickler on such matters,



M. Cranston" - the professor smiled pleasantly - "and that is why | prefer
t he
antiquities of Babylon to those of China. There is no m staking them™

Prof essor Frescott added a flourish to his gesture and the wave of his
hand
took in the open doorway. Then, with a glance at his wistwatch, Frescott
excl ai med:

"My word! | shall niss ny appointment! | must |eave at once, M.
Cranston,
but you are welconme to remain and study these Babyl onian tablets at |eisure.
You
will find smaller ones in boxes under the shelves."

Wth a nod, Cranston accepted the invitation, as a matter of policy. But
he
strolled along with Frescott as the professor went to the door of the crypt.
Nor
did Cranston turn back into the brick-walled roomuntil he heard Frescott's
rapi d footsteps clanging upward on the spiral stairway.

It was then that sonething stirred fromthe corridor side, something that
had silently approached and taken its position behind the open door, to |ook
t hrough the crack and catch that final trifling gesture given by Professor
Frescott.

The gesture had been a signal, a comand that could now be put into
execution.

Suddenl y sensing danger, Cranston turned about, too |late. Before he could
reach the netal door, it was sw nging shut under the driving weight of a
figure
frombeyond it. Though his strides toward the door were swift, Cranston was a
few feet short of the door when it clanged shut.

Qutside, the barring latch dropped automatically, trapping Lanont
Cranston
wi t hi n the Babyl oni an crypt!

The dim corridor reveal ed only a vague figure outside the crypt door, a
slender formattired in a dark gray cape. Then, stepping away, this hel per who
had come at Frescott's sumons turned into the light, revealing a face that
was
a counterpart of a certain Sianmese statue.

The Shadow s trapper was Ankhea, the girl who was aiding Professor
Frescott
in his quest for the chest of Chu Chan

CHAPTER XI 'V

COW SSI ONER VWESTON was seated in his favorite haunt, the grill-room of
t he
Cobalt C ub, when an attendant entered to announce Professor G les Frescott.
Though he hadn't expected this visitor, Wston said that he would see him so
t he professor was shown into the comi ssioner's presence.

VWhat Frescott had brought was a bundle of bulletins, panphlets, and ot her
data on Chinese and Mal aysian art. Frescott felt that these would be hel pful
to
t he conmi ssioner in deternmining the notive behind Graff's murder of Benisette.

West on showed Frescott the courtesy of thunbing through sonme of the
panphl ets and even used a table knife to open a few of the many uncut pages.
But
the i dea of reading them bored himand the conm ssi oner nust have shown it,
for
Frescott suddenly said:

"I't was Cranston who recomended that you read these. He nmentioned it up



at
t he nuseum -"

"So that's it!" interrupted Weston. "Cranston's excuse for not going
t hrough those crine reports will be that | haven't read these. Wen was
Cranston
up there, professor?"

"He was at the nuseumwhen | left."

"Didn't he say that he was supposed to neet nme here?"

"Not that | renmenber." Frescott gave an absent-m nded gaze. "As | recal
it, Cranston was chiefly interested in deciphering the clay tablets in the
Babyl oni an crypt."

West on gave a contenptuous snort; then, picking up Frescott's package of
panphl ets, the conmm ssioner gestured for the professor to follow himupstairs.
Reachi ng the desk near the foyer door, Wston placed the package beside two
others, calling Frescott's attention to the fact.

"Here are Talcott's finishing tools." Wston rattled the obl ong package
that contained the itens naned. "And this" - he lifted another bundle that was
oddly shaped and heavy for its size - "it's Shebley's precious katar. | shal
put your package with them professor. In case you need it, you can call for
it."

"That won't be for a few days,'
tinme
to read the panphlets.”

"I"'ve already said |'mleaving that to Cranston,"” rem nded Weston. "By

returned Frescott. "I want to give you

t he

way, what is the phone nunmber at the nuseumin case | want to reach hin®"
Frescott gave the nunber and added a slight |augh
"There's no extension to the crypt,"” he explained. "No phone cord woul d

go

through the air-tight door. By the way, conm ssioner" - in absent-n nded

style,

Frescott changed the subject - "has the chest of Chu Chan gone to Shebl ey' s?"
"I't went there this afternoon,” replied Weston. "Shebley is stopping here

|ater for the Burnese katar. It's odd, though”" - Weston's own tone was

reflective - "that Cranston should forget that | expected him here."

West on was wal ki ng toward a phone booth, as though intending to call the
museum anyway. Follow ng al ong, Frescott indulged in one of his nicest
chuckl es.

"I hope Cranston didn't forget to hook the door of the crypt," he
commented. "It swi ngs shut very easily and | ocks automatically. Well,
good- ni ght, conm ssioner. | nust be going hone."

In the phone booth, Weston started to call the museum intending to have
one of the attendants go to the crypt and summon Cranston. It struck himthat
it
woul d be better to have Frescott give the order, but when Weston | ooked
around,

t he professor was gone. Then Frescott's words about "going home" suddenly
jarred
Weston's recol | ection.

If Frescott was going hone, the nuseum was probably cl osed, except for a
ni ght wat chman who woul dn't be answering phone calls. Renenbering suddenly
t hat
Frescott lived nmiles out on Long Island, Weston realized that it wuld take an
hour or nore to overtake him now that he had left.

Over Weston swept the greater realization that right now Cranston m ght
actually be locked in the airtight crypt, in need of imediate rescue. The
phone
bell was ringing but producing no result fromthe nuseum Weston slamed the
recei ver and hopped fromthe boot h.

On the way out of the Cobalt C ub, the comni ssioner ran into |Inspector



Cardona who was just arriving there. G abbing Cardona's arm Wston hurried

hi m

to a big official car, intending to explain nmatters on the way to the nmuseum
There was anot her person who was wondering about the missing M.

Cranst on;

nanely, Margo Lane. At that nmoment, Margo was at Talcott's Antique Galleries,

hoping for a few words with the proprietor. Busy with custoners, Talcott left

suddenly to answer a phone call and Margo followed himto the office.
Naturally Margo wasn't inpolite enough to dash after Talcott, so he was

well into his conversation when she opened the office door. There was
sonet hi ng
very dubi ous about Talcott's tone.

"I can't see why you called ne," Talcott was saying. "Well, yes, I'mthe
one person who nmight believe you... Only what would others say if you accused
Frescott ?"

There was a pause; then

"I see," said Talcott. "Yes, Frescott did have an equal opportunity to
steal the dagger... O course, if you get down to fine points, Shebley -"

Noting Margo's arrival, Talcott cut off abruptly. He gave the girl a
qui ck
gl ance; then spoke into the tel ephone:

"Call me later. |I'mbusy right now "

There was a touch of indignation in Talcott's tired manner as he turned
toward Margo. Meeting an issue fairly was one of Margo's specialties which she
pronmptly denonstrat ed.

"Sorry, M. Talcott,"” said Margo. "I didn't nean to interrupt. But since
I
did overhear, just what would happen if Shebley did get down to fine points?"

Tal cott blinked in the questioning, nmanner of an ow .

" Shebl ey? Fi ne points?"

"That's what you were telling him" replied Margo, "right after he mnust
have sai d somet hing about Professor Frescott stealing the Burnese dagger."

Tal cott tightened his |lips as thought trying to withhold sonething; then

he
rel axed with a sheepish snile.

"Why, vyes," he admitted. "It was sort of a half-way accusation.”

"But what gave Shebley the idea?" queried Margo, wondering secretly if
Cranston's theory had spread around. "I thought it was thoroughly established

that Graff nurdered Benisette."

"It was," acknow edged Tal cott, "but you can't satisfy Shebley with
anything. He's always full of crackpot notions. | should know, because |'ve
had
himfor a customner."”

Pi cking up the tel ephone, Talcott dialed a nunber and soon was speaki ng
to
the Cobalt Cub. Asking for Weston, Talcott |earned that the conm ssioner had
left in a great hurry w thout sayi ng when he woul d be back. Resting his chin
in
his hand, Talcott stared at the wall, then turned to Margo.

"I can't talk to Shebley," declared Talcott, in a tired tone, "but you
m ght, M ss Lane."

"About what - and why?"

"About this Frescott business," replied Talcott, "because your friend M.
Cranston was deceived in the sane way that Shebley was."

"You nmean by that trip to Washi ngton?"

"That's right. | think that's what is bothering Shebley. You see Shebl ey
trusted Gaff nore or less; in fact nostly nore.”

"And he trusted Frescott nostly |ess?"

"That's the way it stands right now But Shebley will expect ne to agree
wi th himon everything, because he's one of my best custoners. | wouldn't mind



talking to him but | think sonebody el se ought to break the ice."

"Meani ng me?"

"Exactly, Mss Lane."

Margo thought it over; then realizing that if urgent business had called
Weston fromthe Cobalt Club it would have taken Cranston, too, the girl
deci ded
in favor of Talcott's plan.

"How soon should | talk to Shebl ey?" asked Margo. "And where?"

"Right away," replied Talcott. "Over at his place." Stepping to the door
Tal cott | ooked out into the galleries and returned with a pleased nod. "The

customers have gone," he added, "so I'll have Homer |ock up the place. If
there

are any calls I'Il tell himnot to answer them W' Il let Shebley wait unti
we

get there."

The plan pl eased Margo Lane i mensely. It struck her that she was j ust
t he
person to sound out Shebley's sentinments on the Frescott question. Certainly
there was much to gain and nothing to | ose.

Margo Lane had the wrong i dea of nothing. She was going to find that out!

CHAPTER XV

IT was a twenty-mnute ride to Shebley's from T Talcott's, in a direction
directly away fromthe Cobalt Club. In fact, the Antique Galleries were just
about m dway between the two places, so Margo was putting herself a good forty
m nutes from where Cranston was supposed to be.

If she'd guessed that Lanont had been foolish enough to get |ocked in a
crypt at the Museum of Antiquities, Margo could have added further mnutes to
her estimate of distance. But Margo was too busy hatching plans with Tal cott
to
think in ternms of the ridicul ous.

The plan worked out very sinmply. Wen they reached Shebley's, Mirgo was
to
go up to the penthouse while Talcott waited in the | obby. After ten m nutes,
Tal cott would either come up or call up, so Margo coul d schedul e her chat
accordi ngly.

The cab happened to be Shrevvy's, so Margo tal ked | oudly enough for the
driver to overhear and Talcott's tone was about the same. So when they
al i ghted
fromthe cab in front of Shebley's, Margo was quite sure that word of her
expedi tion would be relayed to Cranston if he could be reached.

There was not hing pretenti ous about the | obby in the apartnment house
wher e
Shebl ey lived. There was no office, no direct phone to the various apartnents,
sinmply a pay-booth in a corner of the |obby. The el evator was the automatic
type, so Margo entered it and pressed the button nmarked "Penthouse."

After the end of a rattly ride, Margo opened the door and stepped into
prem ses that flabbergasted her

The shabby appearance of the apartment house in general didn't apply to
t he
pent house. The place was magnificently furnished with soft-tufted rugs that
| ed
into a sunptuous living room Though only eight stories up, the wi ndows of the
pent house afforded a fine view toward the river, or would have except for the
settling dusk.

From anot her wi ndow, Margo saw a terrace, part of the penthouse set-up
and
realized that Shebley had chosen his |location well. This was just the sort of



place to live free fromworry; or so Margo woul d have believed if she hadn't
seen Shebl ey.

The man with the tight-drawn face sprang froma living roomchair the
nmonent that Margo entered. Hi s hand went to the pocket of the dressing gown
t hat
he was wearing; then relaxed. In the indirect Iight of the handsonme living
room
Shebley let his lips break into a smile which he probably thought was equally
handsome, but Margo didn't agree.

Shebl ey | ooked scared, so scared that he was ugly. H's peculiar nood
threw
its effect on Margo, who began to get jittery, too. Then, when Shebl ey | owered
his dry voice to a soothing tone, Margo began to feel that his whol e manner
was
a sham Maybe he thought it fun to frighten visitors; but at |east he was
courteous enough to offer an excuse.

"So it's you, Mss Lane," spoke Shebley. "I thought | was imagining
t hi ngs
again, like the elevator comng up here and stopping all by itself."

Pretty thin, thought Margo. |If Shebley wanted to have her keep the
shi vers,
talk of bats batting wi ndows would be a better type of horror stuff.

"Maybe the el evator was just acting up," suggested Margo. "They do, you
know. "

"Do they?" Shebley seenmed quite pleased. "I'll have to ask C aude about
it.
He's ny man, O aude, but this is his night off. Very reliable, Caude.”

Margo al ready knew of Claude's reliability. The police had grilled him
li ke
a hanburger when checking on the theft of the Burmese dagger. C aude's word
woul d stand on about anything. Margo felt herself wi shing that O aude and not
Shebl ey had been here to receive her

"I ought to be getting down to the Cobalt C ub," remarked Shebley. "I'm
supposed to pick up that Burnese curio of mne, the itemw th the Bal as ruby
in
the handl e.” Shebl ey seemed anxious not to refer to the katar as the weapon
t hat
it was. "But | couldn't go out, not unless Cl aude was here. On account of the
chest of Chu Chan, you know. "

Margo faked a puzzled | ook.

"Too many people are interested in that chest,’

expl ai ned Shebley, with

another of his wide-split smles. "I suppose you'd like to see it, otherw se
you
woul dn't be here. Well, you're quite welcome, Mss Lane, since Cranston is a

friend of yours.
"I'"d trust Cranston any tine.'

Shebl ey seenmed straining to put sincerity
in
his tone. "He's the one man that I'mglad is interested in the chest." Shebl ey
paused and nodded. "Really."

"Real | y?"

It was neat, that word, the way Margo put it. Just about Shebley's tone
and
style, but with a slight upward inflection. If Shebley caught the sarcasm he
didn't showit. Instead, he bowed Margo into the fampus curio room

Just across the threshold, Margo started back abruptly. It wasn't sight
of
the chest of Chu Chan that jolted her, even though she'd spent unpl easant
monents in the thing. Wat produced the real shivers was Margo's view of the
Bur mese dancer statue, seated on its taboret.

"Lifelike, isn't it?" queried Shebley. Going over to the statue, he



t apped

its arms. "Real ivory and a better itemthan |I realized, even though it isn't
uni que." Fingering the eyes, he added: "These are fine specinmens of jet, while
the jade" - he stepped back to appraise the statue - "is an excellent shade of
appl e green, which marks it as the best."

Margo was studying the roomitself. She noticed that the w ndows were
netal -framed, firmy clanped fromthe inside. In addition to the strong door
that they had entered, there was another, equally form dable, in a rear corner
of the room

"Speaki ng of jade," added Shebley, as though Margo were really
i nterested,

"I can show you sonething quite unique. Qut here, Mss Lane."

Shebl ey | ed the way out through the living room They reached the dining
room and there Margo saw a set of dinner gongs that really intrigued her
Hangi ng |i ke pendants of different sizes, the sounding bells were carved in
t he
shape of fishes, and each was made of holl ow jade.

Taking a small hanmer with a solid head of jade, Shebley began to tap the
soundi ng stones. The chimes were clear and well-toned, as musical as any that
Margo had ever heard. Like Shebl ey, Margo becane fasci nated and neither
noti ced
what took place within the living room

From a corner near the elevator entry, a figure stepped from behind a
flimsy lattice screen that was transparent but not enough so to reveal the
form
t hat had been standi ng agai nst the darkened background. It was a shape clad in
a
dark gray cape, so dark that it was al most bl ack

Sli ppered feet noved rapidly through the door to the curio room and
sever al
seconds later, the caped figure returned, bearing a burden as |large as itself.
From the cape peered a face that resenbled the statue's own, as Ankhea carried
the image to the corner where she had hidden

CGongi ng away at the fish-bells, Shebley was having so rmuch fun that Margo
gave hima genuine snmle. R ght then was when they | ost their one rea
opportunity to spot Ankhea, for when she had planted the statue behind the
screen, her hardest task was finished.

Hal f - crouched, Ankhea bl ended with the wall's dark background and al so

cut
of f view of the statue. She waited until Margo |aughi ngly suggested t hat
Shebl ey

try another tune. Then, in a single nove, Ankhea became a living version of
t he
dancer statue.

Sinply stepping fromher slippers, the Sianese girl let the cape slide

from

her own shoul ders and fall inside out upon the statue, conpletely subnerging
it.

The effect was magical, giving the illusion that the statue had bobbed up to

life in a kal ei doscopic |eap

She was sonething froma dream this creature of delicate ivory turned
human, as she stole soft-footed across the tufted fl oor. Jade beads quivered
like the tendrils of a wi nd-swayed vine with every undul ation of her w |l owy
form Her black eyes, sparkling as no jet could, were fixed upon the far side
of
the living room watching to see that neither Shebley nor Margo turned her
way.

Only Ankhea's lips were tense and they were conpressed sinply to hide
their
ruddi ness, the only touch of color which did not correspond with the



delicately

yel  owed hue of the statue that this exotic mmiden represented. Ankhea's arns
were lightly crossed so that each hand pressed the opposite wist, but not
because she was conscious of any insufficiency in her jade attire.

The girl's only concern was that chance that her wist bangles m ght
jangl e. She handl ed the anklet situation by the unique process of gliding her
feet with every step, so that she seened to literally flow along the tufted
rug.

Then, reaching the door of the curio room the ocher-tinted vision was gone, a
few nere nonents before Shebley tired of the tune that he was beating on the

fish gongs.

"Suppose | lock the curio room" said Shebley to Margo. "I'Il feel safer
i f
it isn'"t on nmy mind. Then we can chat until Cranston arrives. | don't suppose
he
will be long."

It wouldn't be Cranston, it would be Talcott, but the time el ement
woul dn' t
be long. In fact, Talcott was very nearly due, according to the schedul e that
Margo had arranged with him So Margo foll owed Shebley to the curio room
wat ched himstare into every corner to nmake sure that no one coul d be hiding
in
this chanber of treasures.

Reachi ng the doorway, Shebley turned to | ook again and let his eyes rest
upon the seated statue that gazed solemmly between the hands of its crossed
and
uprai sed arns.

"It's beautiful,’
bad it isn't unique."

Wth that, Shebley closed the door and |l ocked it, not realizing that his
curio room had i ndeed gai ned a unique treasure in the person of Ankhea, the
living counterpart of a statue from Si am

breat hed Shebley in a tone of conplete admiration. "Too

CHAPTER XVI

ANKHEA was at work again. In the darkness of the curio room she had
di scarded her statue pose and was using those slim deft hands of hers to
unbar
the wi ndows that opened on two exposures. One wi ndow was above a sheer wall
whi ch Ankhea observed when she | eaned outward. That was why she opened the
ot her, which suited her purpose better, since it was alnbost within reach of
t he
fire tower.

Next, the roving creature of imtation ivory stopped at the door in the
deep corner of the room There, Ankhea drew the bolt, thus opening another
route
into the curio room Finally she went to the main door, the one by which
Shebl ey
had left, and tried to unlock it. Here, Ankhea failed, because the door had no
inside bolt as an attachnment to the |ock

Wth three routes open, Ankhea was satisfied that she had done enough
particularly as Professor Frescott would hardly choose the orthodox way of
entry
t hrough the main door. So Ankhea glided back across the room and paused in
listening attitude.

First, Ankhea thought she heard sounds fromthe direction of the fire
tower, but before she could thrust her head and shoul ders fromthe adjacent
wi ndow, another noise attracted her. This sound cane fromthe rear door, the
one



t hat Ankhea had unbolted. Turning that direction, Ankhea gave a |ow, soft
whi sper as the door opened.

The signal was answered. In his crablike style, Professor Frescott
entered
and cl osed the door behind him At Ankhea's beckon, he approached the chest of
Chu Chan, which was standi ng wi de open. There, Frescott lost no tine.

Wth a narrow beaned flashlight, the agile professor studied the thick
bottom of the chest. He ran his fingers fromone brass ornanentation to
anot her;
then reached to his coat |apel and drew out sone ordinary pins, which he
carefully inserted in tiny holes that he had di scovered at the front corners
of
the chest, only because he had been | ooking for them

Handi ng the flashlight to Ankhea, Frescott spread his arns and placed a
t hunb agai nst each pin head. He pressed, and there was a sharp click, deep
within the bottom of the chest. Then, with Ankhea supplying the light,
Frescott
slid something straight out fromthe bottom of the chest.

Only briefly did the Iight reveal a dull brown glisten fromflat objects
packed within the cache. Then the light was off, w th Ankhea whi spering
war ni ngly. The nystery girl was turned toward the w ndow near the fire tower,
i stening as before.

VWat ever Ankhea m ght have heard was drowned by a peculiar clang that
came
fromthe chest itself. Frescott was having trouble with whatever he had found
and Ankhea's rapid efforts to help himin the dark only bungled matters nore.
A
sound jarred the stillness of the room a sound like the sharp clang of
cynbal s.

It was muffled, repeated, then nuffled again. After that, Frescott and Ankhea
caught the hang of it and nanaged operations with | ess noise.

By then, Ankhea had forgotten the question of the fire tower, except for
an
occasi onal gl ance toward the wi ndow t hat opened near it. \Wat Ankhea
over | ooked
entirely was the other w ndow that opened above a sheer wall.

Ankhea' s eyes never paused when they passed by that w ndow. The gl ance
she
gai ned of solid blackness was sufficient so she thought. What Ankhea didn't
noti ce was that the bl ackness shifted.

Strangely, that mass of gl oom had taken the shape of a human head and
shoul ders, a figure clad in slouch hat and cl oak

If either Ankhea or Frescott had noted that weird shape, it would have
suppressed any notion they m ght have had concerning a dual identity of Lanont
Cranston and The Shadow. For between them these connivers had planted the
enterprising but inquisitive M. Cranston in the Babylonian crypt, which he
couldn't possibly Ieave until his friend the police comm ssioner arrived to
rel ease him

By Frescott's calcul ation, the conm ssioner was just now reaching the
museum The Shadow coul dn't possibly be here at Shebl ey's penthouse.

O could he?

Qut in the living room Margo Lane was asking herself that sanme question
when she saw Shebley give a worried stare in the direction of the curio room
| mredi ately, Margo gl anced toward the el evator, hoping that Talcott woul d
arrive
if Cranston didn't.

For Shebl ey had unquestionably detected sone sound fromthe curio room a
cl ang whi ch Margo too had caught but was hoping it stood for the el evator

"Did you hear that, Mss Lane?"

Trying to | ook unconcerned, Margo shook her head at Shebl ey's question



"It came fromthe curio room" asserted Shebley. "Soneone has entered
there!™”

Thinking in terms of The Shadow, Margo tried to allay Shebley's
suspi ci ons.

"But how coul d anyone be in there?" queried Margo. "And why?"

"Because of the chest of Chu Chan."

"It was enpty," insisted Margo. "You made sure of that yourself when you
| ooked around the room The chest was w de open, so nobody could have been
hiding init."

"You asked why woul d anyone enter,'
because
of the chest of Chu Chan."

"But who even knows that it's here?"

"Anybody coul d guess. Look at this." Shebley rustled a newspaper that was
lying on the table beside him "Here under auction news, it states that | have
just bought the entire collection that bel onged to Benisette."

The itemwas so snall that Margo could scarcely read it in the |ight.

argued Shebley, "and | told you

Wth
a shrug, she inquired:

"But who woul d notice this?"

"Everybody," returned Shebley. "That is, everybody interested in the
chest
of Chu Chan."

Ri si ng, Shebl ey beckoned for Margo to follow him On the way around the
living room Shebley turned off all the lights, darkening the entire penthouse
except for the glow of the city that showed through the wi ndows. Margo heard a
jingle as Shebl ey produced sone keys; when he stopped at the door of the curio
room she could hear himinserting one in the |lock. Hi s other hand deep in his
pocket, Shebl ey opened the door

At that nonment, Margo heard a clang, which she thought canme fromthe
el evator door. If such, it was the thing that totally destroyed Shebley's
efforts toward silence. But the answering clash, nmuch like an echo, wasn't
from
the el evator's direction.

The jarring slam of netal against metal came fromw thin the curio room
itself, right froma spot close by the open chest of Chu Chan

Bef ore Margo coul d even gasp, Lionel Shebley surged into the room to be
met by a stooped man who unlinbered up fromhis huddle in a fashion that Margo
Lane distinctly renmenbered from an encounter of her own.

In that nonmentous instant, Margo Lane woul d have sworn that Shebley's
ant agoni st was Professor Gles Frescott!

There was a flash of steel in a rising hand; then a battering sound of
nmetal meeting metal. A gun stabbed, but its fiery tongue thrust upward,
provi ng
that it had missed its mark. Then, as Margo heard a clatter froma w ndow,
bl otting bl ackness t ook human shape, cane surging inward to snother the two
battl ers.

Then cane Margo's turn for trouble.

In answer to the spontaneous shriek that Margo coul dn't quite suppress,

t he

figure of a living statue, jangling jade and sinuous ivory, cane literally
from

nowhere to clutch Margo Lane in its serpentine enbrace!

CHAPTER XVI |

I T was The Shadow who |unged in fromthe w ndow t hat Ankhea had
over | ooked.
In visiting this curio roomwhere the unique ruled, The Shadow had naturally



chosen a unique route. Yet it wasn't |ove of the spectacul ar that had urged
hi m
to scale the sheer wall in preference to some easier node.

Sinple logic indicated that if any route to Shebley's curio roomwoul d
lie
open, it would be the nost difficult one. So The Shadow had come up the hard
way, hoping to find it easy. Thanks to Ankhea's nethodical preparations it
was.

Easy entry didn't mean easy victory.

Hurling hinself into the conflict between Shebley and Frescott, The
Shadow
had the el ement of surprise in his favor. But those two fighters had been
surprised enough, by their own neeting. They were in a nood to battle with
anything within reach, and The Shadow bel onged in that category.

A gun, swi nging downward in the dark, glanced agai nst The Shadow s head
before he could throw up a warding arm Reeling, dodging as he went, The
Shadow
drove head first into what seened a wall of netal that lifted to neet him

VWet her they liked it or not, Shebley and Frescott were gangi ng up
agai nst
a mutual foe in The Shadow. However, that had nothing to do with their private
fight, so The Shadow had anot her break in his favor. Rallying fromhis first
strokes of bad luck, he was in the fray again, battling groggily, but with

pur pose.
Al'l The Shadow needed was one foeman |less. If he could settle either
Shebl ey or Frescott - and The Shadow was willing to accept one's aid agai nst
t he
other - the handling of a single eneny would be easy. But neither Shebley nor
Frescott was willing to give up. Both fought with a fury that carried The
Shadow
in their whirl.
The three were nmilling toward the deepest corner of the room Shebley

didn't care, because he thought he was trapping his antagonists; but Frescott
carried the fray in that direction purposely. As the mass spun around,
Frescott
managed to yank open the door that Ankhea had unl atched; then, sw nging hard
and
wide with the flat burdens that he carried, he literally bludgeoned Shebl ey
into
The Shadow s arns.

Next, Frescott was through the door and out into the garden, huddled | ow
as
he tried to find some spot of security. It wasn't a case of hiding his face
what doubl ed hi mwas the weight of the nmetal objects that he had taken from
t he
chest of Chu Chan. Frescott wanted to keep those trophies at all cost.

The clatter of an opening door, the quick-toned signal in a foreign
t ongue,
gave Frescott the chance he wanted. It was Ankhea who called himand opened a
doorway in through the penthouse; having quickly taken Margo out of conbat,
t he
Si amese girl was back hel ping Frescott again.

But she wasn't the sane Ankhea.

During the interval, Ankhea had regai ned her dark gray cape; though she
was
as sinuous as ever, she was no |longer visible. As Frescott turned in her
direction, she helped himw th his burden and the two di sappeared into the
dar kness of the penthouse sl anm ng the door behind them

Shoved forward by The Shadow, Shebley heard the door slam and hesitated
as



he turned about. Then, apparently assuming that the fugitives had | ocked the
barrier behind them Shebley swng further around and went back through the
curio room hoping to cut off Frescott and Ankhea before they reached the
el evat or.

The Shadow took the shorter route, through the door by which the others
had
gone. It wasn't |ocked, but The Shadow needed nore than a few seconds to get
to
it and open it. Moreover, he wasn't famliar with the penthouse, and a blind
trail took himinto the kitchenette. By the tinme The Shadow was again on the
right route, the fugitives had reached the el evator

The Shadow saw t he door of the elevator clang shut just as Shebley flung
hi nsel f against it. There was a runble, indicating that the car was going
down,
whi | e Shebl ey clawed with both hands, as though hoping to tear the door of the
shaft apart. Knowi ng how usel ess that would be, The Shadow chose the fire
t owner
i nstead, on the chance that he might reach the street before the fugitives
gai ned too good a | ead.

As the door of the fire tower slammred shut behind The Shadow, Shebl ey
turned and gave a puzzled stare. Then, with a shrug, he wal ked unsteadily into
the Iiving roomand sat down in a large chair. Reaching for a |lanp cord,

Shebl ey
tugged it and gave a | ook of amazenent.
Margo Lane was just recovering what wits she still had. Al she could

renenber was that something had whirled her into the living roomto fling her
agai nst the corner screen. Her hands to her throat, Margo was wonderi ng why

t he

creature hadn't choked her while it had the chance, for its arnms had certainly
gri pped her neck tightly enough

Then, half to her feet, Margo gasped a half shriek and shied away from
what
she thought was the enemy of a short while ago. What Margo saw was the Sianmese
dancer statue, toppling fromits corner as though it intended to clutch her
again. This time, the statue sinply |landed face down; for it was really the
ivory statue, deprived of the cape that Ankhea had so briefly lent it.

Bl i nking at the statue, Shebley turned for another |ook at Margo, then
came
to his feet, his fists half clenched. A man was stepping forward to catch
Mar go
by the shoul ders and Shebl ey thought for the noment that this was his old
rival,

Frescott. Then, as Margo gave a thankful gasp, Shebley saw that he had been
decei ved by the man's stooped shoul ders.

The man was Dariel Talcott and he was quite calm Selling antiques was a
busi ness that worried him but away from his custoners he was a nan of steady
nerve.

"It's all right, Mss Lane," soothed Talcott. "Wvoever was here has gone.
Now tell us what happened.™

Al Margo could do was point to the statue and shake her head, neani ng

t hat

the ivory i mage nust have grabbed her, though she still couldn't believe it.
"Hell o, Talcott." Shebley kept his feet by gripping the arns of the chair

behind him "I think I can tell you what it was all about. Sonebody was in the

curio room"

"So | heard," returned Talcott, with a nod. "But who was it - and how did
he get there?"

"I"'d say it was Frescott," declared Shebley, "but | couldn't take oath on
it. How he got in there - well, that's what we'll have to learn."

"Whi ch way did he go?"



"I don't know," adnitted Shebley. "The el evator door slamred shut, but so
did the door to the fire tower."

Slowy, Talcott stroked his |ong chin.

"I came up in the elevator," he said, "and sone people rushed past nme in
the dark. Then | heard M ss Lane calling fromover by the screen, so | cane to
hel p her."

"I'mglad | was able to call," put in Margo. "I thought | was conpletely
out until a noment ago. | only wish you'd arrived sooner, M. Talcott."
"I should have," admitted Talcott. Then, turning to Shebley: "I told Mss

Lane |'d be up shortly to talk to you."

"It was about that tel ephone call,"
mention it, M. Shebley."

Rubbi ng his head, Shebley gave a dazed stare.

"\What tel ephone call ?"

Before either Talcott or Margo could explain, a clang cane fromthe
el evator and they both turned in new al arm whil e Shebley pawed in the pocket
of
his dressing gown only to find he didn't have a gun. Then sight of faniliar
faces caused themto rel ax.

Two nen had arrived: Conmi ssioner Weston and | nspector Cardona.

After listening to Shebley's brief description of what had happened,
Vst on
turned to the curio roomand Cardona pronptly followed. The others went al ong
to
| earn what the | aw woul d make of the singular invasion and its consequences.
Hardly had Cardona entered the door and | ooked around, before he shrugged and
announced:

"It was an inside job, all right, comm ssioner."

"Apparently," agreed Weston, dryly, "considering that all the doors and
wi ndows were open. But who handled it?"

Cardona t hunbed across the room

"Somebody nust have been hiding in the Chinese chest."

"But the chest was w de open," objected Shebl ey, stepping forward. "M ss
Lane can testify to that."

"I't's shut now," argued Cardona, "and for all we know, sonmebody m ght

put in Margo. "I didn't have tine to

still
be inside it. Do you have the key, Shebley?"

Noddi ng, Shebl ey supplied the key. He stared at the chest, puzzled while
Cardona unl ocked it.

"I can't remenber that chest slamm ng shut,"” declared Shebley, slowy.
"What's nmore, | can't understand who would want to hide in it."

"Graff mght," rem nded Cardona. "He did once before."

Margo coul d have objected to that statenment, but she didn't. If Cardona
still wanted to think of Gaff in terns of nurder, he was welcone to do so.
From
Cranston's analysis of the case, Gaff was out of it altogether

So Margo Lane thought, and she was wong as usual. That was proven very
dramatical ly.

As Cardona opened the door of the Chu Chan chest, a figure canme toppling
fromit and struck the floor in the sane inert fashion that had characterized
Benisette's tunble. There wasn't a doubt that this nan was al so dead; nobody
had
to stare at his face to know it.

They stared for a different reason.

The police were | ooking for a nurderer and they had found him The victim
fromthe chest was Lionel Gaff!

It wasn't the drawn expression of Graff's face that caused viewers to

dr aw
back in actual horror, nor the fact that death had brought a tawny pallor to
hi s



sal l ow face

VWhat literally stunned the persons who drew back was the death weapon
t hat
projected fromGaff's heart. As with Benisette, a blood-red gem topping the
spread sections of a silver sheath, formed an enbl em upon the dead man's
shirt.

Li ke Sinmon Benisette, his supposed victim Lionel Gaff, had been stabbed
with the Burmese katar that had once bel onged to Pagan M n!

CHAPTER XVI | |

THE conmi ssioner's big car pulled up in front of the Cobalt O ub and
Dari el
Tal cott stepped out. Wien Margo Lane started to follow, Talcott gestured her
back to the seat and said soothingly:

"Wait right here, Mss Lane, and don't worry. If M. Cranston is inside,
["lI'l bring himout. Renenber, the comm ssioner said not to get excited."

"But if Lanont was |ocked in that vault," began Margo, "what can have
happened to himif he isn't there now?"

Tal cott wasn't around to reply. He was starting into the club, so al
t hat
Margo could do was wait until he returned. At l|east that was all she could do
for a few mnutes.

At the end of that time Talcott hadn't returned, so Margo sprang fromthe
car despite the chauffeur's protest and hurried into the club herself. There
she
found Tal cott standing at the desk, quite alone and very placid.

"Why don't you ring the bell?" demanded Margo, pointing at the desk. "I
know the club is short-handed; they used to always have a man on duty. But you
can always ring for an attendant -"

"I did," interposed Talcott, with one of his tired smles. "The fellowis
| ooking for Cranston right now By the way, Mss Lane" - Talcott tilted an
obl ong package that he was holding - "Here are ny tools, the ones that the

conmi ssi oner no | onger needs as evidence."

Mar go nodded wi t hout | ooking at the box. She was wondering where Lanont
coul d be.

"And there is Frescott's package on the shelf," continued Talcott. "The
one
with all the panphlets that the comm ssioner mentioned. But there is no other
package. "

"There couldn't be," rejoined Margo, "not with the Burnmese dagger show ng
up at Shebley's. Do they know who called here for it?"

"I haven't asked," said Talcott, "but | suppose anyone coul d have taken
it;
that is anyone who had tine to get to Shebley's penthouse afterward.” Looking

around the | obby, Talcott added: "I'mstill wondering what happened to
Cranston. "

That final remark worried Margo for a new reason. |If Lanmont hadn't been
in
t he museum crypt where Weston didn't find him he mght have been anywhere.
Therefore Cranston's actions, |like those of both Shebley and Frescott, were
still unaccounted for.

Tal cott m ght even be thinking that Cranston had stopped for the Burnese
dagger and used it to knife Gaff!

Anot her | ook at Talcott allayed Margo's qual ns. The man seened honestly
worried over Cranston's prol onged absence, and Tal cott's honesty certainly
st ood
unquestioned. He at |east was one person who couldn't have acquired the
Bur nese



dagger, because he had been with Margo since the time when Weston had | ast
seen

it. The only interval had been the quarter-hour of Margo's sojourn in the
pent house and Tal cott couldn't have reached the Cobalt Club in that tinme, |et
al one returned.

Al'l of which brought back the question: Where was Lanont Cranston?

Just as Margo felt ready to shout that question for all the world to
hear,

a cal mvoi ce spoke beside her

"Hel |l o, Margo. Have you been waiting here all eveni ng?"

It was Lanmont, as unperturbed as ever. He had strolled in through the
door
whil e Margo was staring everywhere else. In a torrent of words, Margo began to
tell Lamont how gl ad she was to see him then, realizing nore explanations
wer e
needed, she detailed the story of what had happened at the penthouse, wth
Tal cott adding a few supporting facts.

VWen Margo canme to the discovery of Gaff's body and the fact that Pagan
M n's katar had again been identified as the nmurder weapon, Cranston's eyes
showed a nonmentary glimer, which he promptly restrained

Here was a riddle that formed a real challenge to The Shadow,
particul arly
since it had occurred on the scene where he had been

Yet there was sonething reflective in Cranston's stare. In the darkness
of
the curio room anid the excitement of a three way battle, even The Shadow
couldn't have | earned whet her the chest of Chu Chan was open or shut. Hence it
was difficult to deterni ne whether nurder had preceded or followed The
Shadow s
actual arrival

The best plan was to view the scene again. Pausing only to pick
Frescott's
bundl e of panphlets fromthe shelf, Cranston turned toward the door of the
Cobalt Club and sai d:

"Since the conmi ssioner's car is outside, why should we wait?"

They reached Shebley's to find a huddle in the Iiving room wth Shebl ey
the center of it. Weston and Cardona were both working on one grand idea, for
whi ch they woul d probably each claimcredit later. At |east Shebley woul dn't
want credit, for he was getting the worst of it.

The idea was that Jared Shebl ey, and no one el se, had nmurdered Lione
Gaff.

"But | tell you |l didn't!" Shebley, reiterated his plea when he saw t hat
newconers had arrived. "Wy should | have nmurdered G aff?"

"For the same reason you murdered Benisette," jabbed Cardona. "Because he
was after the chest of Chu Chan."

"But | didn't nurder Benisette -

"Who el se had a better chance?"

"Tal cott for one!" Frantically, Shebley pointed an accusing finger at the
first man in sight. "Don't forget, Benisette was packed in that chest while it
was still in Talcott's place!l™

"And he was stabbed with your katar," rem nded Weston. "The only one |ike
it inthe world. It belonged to a nurderous king originally, and maybe t hat
| egend went to your head, Shebley."

"But sonebody coul d have stol en the dagger -

"Not Gaff," put in Wston. "W were wong about classing himas the
killer."

Shebl ey' s trapped expression turned to another furious | ook, again
directed
at Talcott, who pronptly countered:

"Don't try to blame ne, Shebley. | only sold you the dagger; | didn't



st eal
it. | didn't even come here the day the dagger was stolen. | stopped by the
next
norni ng, but that was after Benisette had been stabbed with the weapon."
"And today," added Margo, emphatically, "I was with Tal cott when the
dagger
was still at the Cobalt Cub. W cane directly here and Tal cott waited
downstairs."
"For only fifteen mnutes,'

rem nded Talcott. "It woul d have taken ne
hal f
an hour to go and get the katar."

CGood points, these, but Weston didn't like to see the quiz falling into
t he
hands of amateurs. Accepting the sound facts, the comm ssioner followed them
t hrough by storning at Shebl ey:

"The dagger was yours. | told you where | had left it for you, Shebley.

You

were supposed to pick it up" - Weston's tone was very terse - "and you did."
"I haven't been out of this penthouse all day!" argued Shebley. "M ss

Lane

will tell you | was here when she arrived."

"So you were," agreed Margo, "but where were you when you nade that phone
call to Talcott?"

Shebl ey stared; then demanded:

"\What phone cal |l ?"

Margo | ooked at Tal cott, who spread his hands in the fashion that he used
wi t h unreasonabl e custonmers at his antique galleries. Then:

"M ss Lane was present when you phoned ne," stated Talcott. "There's no
use
denying it, Shebley."

"You sai d sonething about Professor Frescott," Margo told Shebl ey,
"because
Tal cott repeated it wi thout knowing that | was there."

Shebl ey' s face was becom ng purple, which explai ned why he was
speechl ess.

"And then" - Margo was recalling the conversation exactly - "Talcott
sai d:

"If you get down to fine points, Shebley' - and that's where | canme in."

"So | hung up," added Tal cott sinply.

H s voi ce back, Shebl ey became sarcastic.

"It nust have been two other people,” he sneered. "But since you mention
Frescott, what about hinf? He could have taken the katar from here and he could
have picked it up at the Cobalt Cub tonight."

"Only he didn't," was Weston's verdict. "I'Il tell you why, Shebley. You
say you encountered soneone in the curio room don't you?"

Li ps tight, Shebl ey nodded.

"And we found soneone in the curio room" added Weston. "W found Lione
Gaff."

"Al'l tucked away in the Chinese chest," defined Cardona. "Were only you
coul d have put him Shebley."

That was enough. The | aw had found a man who coul d be properly charged
with
doubl e nurder. Handcuffs clicked on Shebley's wists when Cardona applied
t hem
still fum ng, the suspect was |led fromhis |uxurious penthouse. Since the
police
had taken over, the others were invited to renain.

Lanont Cranston accepted the invitation. He wanted to have anot her | ook
at
the chest of Chu Chan, the nysterious source of all this trouble.



CHAPTER XI X

Two days in jail hadn't weakened Jared Shebley in the |least, but that was
a
thing to be expected. In his position, his best plan was to deny everything,
whet her he was innocent or guilty. O course meanwhile the police were
supposed
to be piling up evidence on both counts, only they weren't.
Lanont Cranston stated so, rather snmilingly, when he called on Dariel
Tal cott. The chat took place in the rear roomof the Talcott Antique
Gl leries,
the spot where crime had technically begun. Margo Lane was there, too, though
she couldn't see why this discussion was inportant.
However, it soon becane so.
"The conmi ssioner actually asked ne what to do next,'
"So | told him"
"And what was that?" queried Talcott.

concl uded Cranston.

"I told himto rel ease Shebley," replied Cranston. "In fact, | even
suggested that all charges be dropped - on one proviso."

"Wich is?"

"That Shebl ey should voluntarily join us in a visit to the Museum of
Antiquities, which I think he will. Shebley would certainly like to see

certain
of his prized curios."

It was Margo who excl ai ned

"You nean they've been shipped to the museun®?”

"A few have," expl ai ned Cranston. "The chest of Chu Chan, the katar of
Pagan M n, and the Sianese dancer statue. They're all inportant exhibits."

Tal cott shook his head.

"l don't see why the statue is."

"Because it was found outside the curio room" stated Cranston, with only
the slightest side glance at Margo. "How it arrived there is sonmething of a
nmystery, unless Shebley purposely flung it there, just to add another puzzle."

"But tell nme," queried Talcott. "What good will it do to take Shebley to
t he nmuseun®”

"Plenty," replied Cranston. "Professor Frescott happens to know a great
many things about Oriental art, things that Shebley doesn't. If we get the two
of themtal ki ng together, something may devel op."

"You said 'we.'" This came from Margo. "I think you are the only person
who
could start a chat between those two, Lanont."

"I"'mrelying on Talcott." Cranston gave a polite bow. "He knows art, too.
By the way, Talcott, some of Frescott's panphlets would interest you. He has
one
that is very rare, in fact unique."

"That should interest Shebley," returned Tal cott, dryly, "unless he has
lost his collector's urge.™

"This one is on Burma," specified Cranston, "and it tells all about our
old
friend Pagan M n. Unfortunately, | didn't read it; some of the pages were
uncut
so | didn't open them Frescott says that | can borrow it again, but now that
he's interested, he intends to read it first."

@ ancing at his watch, Cranston noted that it was nearly tinme for the
appoi ntnent. He didn't have to suggest that Talcott come along. The art deal er
said that he would follow as soon as he could; it was too early now to cl ose
up
shop, but after a few phone calls, he'd be able to | et Honer take over for the



rest of the day.

Al the way to the nuseum Margo was wondering about Frescott. It had
occurred to her nore and nore that the professor was getting off very lightly.
Al'l counts considered, he was a nore |ikely suspect than Shebley. Wen the
squat
museum cane in sight, Margo suddenly blurted her opinions.

"\What about Frescott?" she demanded. "Wy don't you out with it, Lanont,
and say he did those nurders?"

"Why, Margo!" Cranston's tone carried genuine rebuke. "I never say that
anyone ever nmurdered anybody."
"Well, in Shebley's case -"

"The opinion was Weston's - or perhaps Cardona's. Each is now blamng it
on
the other, though at first they had it the other way about."

"But Frescott entered Benisette's apartnent,” began Margo, "and he may
have
cone to Shebl ey's penthouse. ™"

"Not necessarily for mnurder,

argued Cranston. "W mnust learn his notive

and how far it nmay have carried him | think we may uncover sonething very
soon. "

West on, Cardona, Shebley were all in Frescott's office. As soon as
Cranston

appear ed, Shebl ey cane over to shake hands earnestly, at the sane tine sidling
a

| ook of denunciation at Frescott. Beam ng from behind his desk, the benign
prof essor purposely misinterpreted Shebley's glare.

"Don't worry about your curios." Frescott gave a sweeping gesture. "The
museum does not want them They will be returned when - and if - you are where
you can receive them Shebley."

The chest of Chu Chan was in one corner of the room the Sianese statue
in
another. On the desk lay the Burmese katar as a final exhibit. But Shebley
wasn't thinking of his curios, except possibly the dagger. Fromthe increase
in
his glare, he might have been contenpl ating using that weapon on Frescott.

"It's likely to be your turn!" stormed Shebley. "I mean it, Frescott,
when
| say you'd do anything to acquire what you want."

"But | want none of these," repeated Frescott. "My interest lies in
Babyl oni an antiquities, such as these ancient tablets." He pointed to a row of
the clay plaques that were standi ng agai nst the wall behind him "I brought
t hem
here especially for Cranston to see.™

Cranston bowed his acknow edgnent and with it continued a glance toward
t he
door. Tal cott was entering, having hurried along as soon as he could. Since
everyone in any way concerned with the case was present, Cranston was ready to
open his attack on Frescott.

"The Babyl oni an tablets," repeated Cranston. "N ce of you, Frescott, not
to
send me down to the crypt again in order to see them | spent an unpl easant
tinme
there."”

Frescott raised his eyebrows, as though puzzled. Mving his chair closer
Cranston found the chest of Chu Chan in the way and started to nove it.

Car dona
stepped over to help him but it wasn't necessary. Using his knee, Cranston
j ust
managed to lift the chest al one.
An odd flicker canme to Frescott's eves, but he said nothing.



"Maybe | too need an alibi in this case," remarked Cranston. "So,

professor, if you will admt you locked ne in the crypt, it might help."
The flicker gained the proportions of a glare.
"After all," added Cranston, "if | was in the crypt, | couldn't have gone

to Shebley's as you did - or could I ?"
Frescott canme to his feet, slamming a big fist on the desk.
"I'f you were locked in the crypt, it was a m stake!" he roared. "Anyway,
I
stopped to see the conmmi ssioner and gave himthe hint that you mi ght be there
"So | would survive?"
"OfF course not," retorted Frescott. "There was enough air in that crypt
to
| ast you all night!"
"Just as there was enough air in the Chinese chest,
ast Margo when you put her there."
"The chest had air-holes."
Frescott caught hinself. It wasn't that he knew t he i nadequacy of the
air-holes; if he had, he probably woul dn't have mentioned them Frescott was
chewi ng at his tongue because he had gone far enough off guard to be tricked
into admtting that he was responsible for Margo's plight that night at
Beni sette's.
"We supposed the air-holes supplied Gaff overnight,'

suggest ed Cranston,

to

sai d Frescott,

suddenly, "if that's what you nean. Anyway, Cranston" - smartly, the professor
was trying to parry - "if you were |ocked in that crypt, how could you get
out ?"

"The way | did get out," replied Cranston. "Wth a razor blade. It's the
best of wedges, professor, to get at a latch through a crack that's hair-thin.
That |atch works very smoothly, by the way -"

"Wth a razor blade!" interrupted Frescott inpatiently. "You don't expect
us to believe that!"

"Why not? You expected the comm ssioner to believe he was conmi ng here to
rescue ne, when your actual purpose was to keep himfromgoing to Shebley's."

"What's that, Cranston?" Weston was on his feet. "You mean Frescott was
pl ayi ng a doubl e gane?"

Cranst on nodded.

"A doubl e ganme," he replied, "with these."

Hands moving fromthe | apels of his coat, Cranston produced a pair of
bl ack
pi ns. Eyeing them Wston snorted.

"What's this, Cranston, a joke?"

"No nore than the razor bl ade was. Professor Frescott uses even sinpler
equi prent that | do. | found these on the floor in Shebley's curio room |
finally figured their purpose.”

Turning to the chest of Chu Chan, Cranston asked Cardona to nove it
cl oser,
whi ch the inspector did.

"It took three nen to lift that chest when there was a body init,"
recalled Cranston. "Wth the body gone, two men could Iift it. Now only one
can,
whi ch neans that it has |ost nore weight."

Probi ng al ong the brass nountings, Cranston found the pin-holes in the
bottom corners of the chest. It was al ready dawning on others that the |oss of
wei ght could only have conme fromthe thick bottom hence Cranston's discovery
was logical. In went the pins; nmuffled clicks sounded.

The bottom of the chest slid out like a drawer. The hi dden conpart nment
was
enpty, but it revealed crossbraces and little pegs, which had obviously been
put
there to hold sonmething tightly in place.



"Fromthe size of those spaces,’
this
secret drawer contained engraved plates of the T ang period, unquestionably of
bronze, which would allow for the mssing weight."

Turning toward Frescott, Cranston demanded:

"Where are those plates, professor?”

"You can search this whole nmuseum" retorted Frescott, "and you won't
find
them because there are none."

"You're sure? Suppose | begin right here.”

Cranston was stepping past the desk. Wth a roar like a bull, Frescott
sprang to stop him Wen Cranston shoved the professor hack in his chair,
Frescott grabbed for a desk drawer and pawed anong hi s panphl ets, shouting:

"l warn you, Cranston -"

The warni ng wasn't needed. Cranston was qui cker; his own hand, driving
past
Frescott's, found the gun before the professor could. To the amazenment of all,
it was Cranston who was glaring now, and nmurderously. Half rolling fromhis
chair, Frescott |ooked frantically about for refuge; trapped, with Cranston
beari ng down on him the professor grabbed one of the Babyl onian tablets and
twisted it in front of him

On hands and knees, with nothing but a shield of baked clay to protect
hi m
Frescott | ooked so pitiful and hel pl ess that everyone expected Cranston to
I augh
and toss away the revol ver

I nst ead, Lanont Cranston ained toward the heart of the cowering
pr of essor,
ti ghtened the gun trigger nercilessly, and fired!

observed Cranston, "I would say that

CHAPTER XX

As the bullet smashed the hardened clay, Frescott sagged back toward the
wal I, flinging his hands upward. There was no time for Cranston to fire
anot her

shot; half a dozen hands were gripping him However, another shot wasn't
needed.

Instead of a body thudding the floor, sonething was cl angi ng there.
Frescott wasn't hurt; all that had perished was a clay tablet, one of the fine
dark colored type, but the loss wasn't inportant. The clay tablet was nerely a
replica, darkened to pass as one of the priceless originals.

A special replica that Frescott had baked very recently, for it contained
anot her object, alnpbst the same size, the bronze plate that was cl angi ng; on
t he
floor. Engraved with Chinese characters, that plate was one of the very sort
that Cranston had pictured as the secret contents of the chest of Chu Chan

Seeing it, Shebley kicked another of the clay tablets and it broke as the
first had. Qut of it came another of the Chinese plaques. Then Wston and
Cardona were breaking the Babyl oni an fakes apart to discover nore Chi nese
genui nes.

From besi de the desk, Cranston spoke pleasantly.

"You gave it away, professor," he said. "Even in fright, you woul dn't
have
used a clay shield, not a man of your keen caliber. | fired because | knew
t hat
the bronze interior would deflect the bullet."”

Conming to his feet, Frescott stood with bowed head. Then, with a sl ow
nod,
he decided to state his case.



"Chu Chan sent those engravings," declared Frescott. "You analyzed it
correctly the other day, Cranston. Al along, | was afraid that you would, you
wi th your keen know edge of Chinese art. Yes, the plates are a catal og of the
treasures of the Enpress Komyo-Kogo. Chu Chan was trying to buy up the true
wor ks of ancient art and bring them back to China.

"He sent me the plates when he feared he could not | onger keep them
Their
very exi stence was unknown and should remain so. In the hands of unscrupul ous
dealers or collectors, this informati on would enable themto buy up many
little-valued itens at |ow prices; then reveal their true worth and reap huge
profit.

"Graf f knew sonething of the secret and was trying to make a deal with
Shebl ey. That's why | wanted Benisette to get the plates. He knew not hing, so
I
was sure | could obtain the precious plates later. So | went to Benisette's
first; then to Shebley's -"

Hal ting, Frescott raised his head and faced all eyes squarely. He had
told
hi s purpose; the plates stood as his proof. Apparently he saw no reason to
decl are nore.

Shebl ey stepped forward, his hand extended.

"My apol ogi es, professor,” declared Shebley. "If | had known about the
plates, | would have given themto you. Surely | could - and would - have
renoved them as soon as the chest reached ny curio room But Gaff told ne
not hi ng; he only hinted that the chest had sone special value in itself."

A strange | augh suddenly chilled the room It literally could have been
described as mrth from nowhere, for when persons turned, they saw no one who
m ght have uttered it. True, everyone |ooked in a different direction, which
proved that all ears had been deceived.

The [ augh of The Shadow, brief but sinister, a whisper that rose to a
sharp
crescendo, then cut off to let echoes carry its shuddery taunt; such was the
tone that was gone before it could be traced!

Even Lanmont Cranston was | ooking around with a puzzled expression. He
turned as he felt Weston grip his arm

"The Shadow s | augh!" voiced the conmm ssioner, hoarsely. "VWat could it
mean, Cranston?"

"Only that we rmust still find a murderer,” replied Cranston, in a slow,
even tone. Hi s eyes were upon those hand-shakers, Shebley and Frescott. "Yes,
that would be it. Someone did nurder Benisette and G aff."

Hi s arms folded, Cranston let his eyes wander all around the room
passi ng
t he people and studying such items as the Chinese chest and the Sianese
st at ue.

Then, his gaze ending on the desk, Cranston gave a | ook of real surprise.

"It's gone, comm ssioner!"

"What's gone?" demanded Weston. "If you mean The Shadow, he wasn't even
in
here!"

"I mean the Burnese dagger." Cranston was staring at the blank desk top
"I'n all this confusion, soneone nmust have taken it. Yes" - Cranston's eyes
studi ed faces, now - "sonmeone - anyone of you - could have taken that deadly
instrument. | would suggest that everyone be searched, conmm ssioner. Only on
t he
nmurderer will you find the katar of Pagan M n!"

It was cold, hard logic, a nurderer seeing his gane go wong as facts
cane

out, would certainly be the man to snatch away the nost inportant piece of
evi dence against him No one had left this office; therefore, Cranston's
proposal of a search was proper



"W can elinmnate Margo," remarked Cranston, casually, "since we know she
must be innocent. Let us proceed with the others, conm ssioner."
Cranston rai sed one hand slightly and gestured in the direction of

Shebl ey
and Frescott. Weston stepped over to search Frescott, while Cardona took
Shebl ey. Both nmen raised their arms willingly and it seened that the search

woul d not be difficult, since a weapon so |large as a one-foot katar would not
be
easy to conceal

As though to conplete a purely technical procedure, Lanont Cranston
st epped
around the desk, past the statue, and toward the door, to reach the |ast man:
Dariel Talcott.

Then it happened:

Wth a nove that he must have practiced |ong, Talcott whi pped his hand
beneath his coat, brought out a silver bladed knife and thrust it, by its
stirrup handle, straight for Cranston's heart!

To reach its mark, the dagger would have to pass those folded arnms. That
it
could slither through was proven, when the silver blade clicked apart under
t he
jab of Talcott's skilled knuckl es, unsheathing the vicious steel thrusting
bl ade
wi t hin.

Cranston's hand was qui cker. Tucked under his coat, it already gripped
t he
count er-weapon. Qut canme a flash, a click of spreading silver, and the bared
bl ade of another katar net Talcott's with a cross slash

A master duel began

No one dared to intervene. One weapon alone could vie with a katar, and
that was anot her katar. Thrust after thrust proved that ordinary stabs or
sl ashes woul d be too sl ow agai nst steel-pointed punching like this. Now the
reason for the hand-guards becane apparent. These weapons were neant for duels
as well as for assassination.

Only the guards were stopping the furious jabs in as fast a fray as could
be wi tnessed; but the blood that was occasionally marring the duel cane from
Tal cott. Cranston's blade was getting its point past his rival's protected
wi st
and scoring valuable hits.

Twi sting as they parried in their ever-thrusting style, the duelists were
covering considerable ground. Talcott's free hand slid behind him unnoticed
by
the watchers, it gripped a chair. H's next nove was to swi ng, around past the
corner of the desk, and with the twirl, Talcott sent the chair skidding
strai ght
for Cranston.

The whirl that Cranston gave made Talcott | ook clumsy. Cranston hadn't
been
decei ved; he was ready for the chair when it cane. Spinning twi ce about, he
was
away and in again, while the chair was clattering onward to bash agai nst the
Chi nese chest across the room And with the finish of his double pivot,
Cranston
was giving a piston stroke to his katar, intending to |lay the point agai nst
Tal cott's unguarded body.

Cranston's poi nted punch stopped short.

No | onger was it needed. The part of Frescott's story that hadn't been
told
revealed itself voluntarily. The Siamese statue cane to life. Unfol ding, hands
of living ivory swooped down and caught Talcott's neck, while a lithe figure



added its weight to the fling that foll owed.

There was skilled power in that form of Ankhea. Jade beads rippled in
tune
with straining nmuscles, as the girl's whole body seenmed to press its force
into
the strangling tension of her fingers.

The katar clanked from Tal cott's hand as he withed to the floor; then
as
Cranston, stooping, placed the point of his own dagger right where it
bel onged,

Ankhea rel axed and drew away. Choking, Talcott couldn't even gasp for the
nercy
that Cranston gave, now that the nurderer was hel pl ess.

Prompt with the handcuffs, Cardona clanped them on Tal cott and drew the
slunped man to his feet, while Frescott politely introduced Ankhea, the ivory
girl in jade.

"She cane along with the chest," explained Frescott. "It was Chu Chan's
idea to send a guardian. In the chest he sent a matched statue, hoping the two
woul d be kept together if they reached the wong hands. That was so Ankhea
woul d
be able to take the statue's place if needed - which she was."

Even Margo coul d forgi ve Ankhea when the bl ack eyed Siamese girl smled.
After all, their two encounters had been al ong Ankhea's line of duty. \Wat
Ankhea needed now was sone Anerican attire and Margo would be only too glad to
hel p her choose. Needing her jade no | onger, Ankhea m ght swap some in return
for nore capaci ous cl ot hes.

Cranston's voi ce roused Margo from comrercial ideas. Calmy, Cranston was
expl ai ning the nystery of the Burnese katars and how t hey concerned Tal cott.

"It was obvious that there nmust have been two such daggers," stated
Cranston. "Frescott wouldn't have killed Benisette because he wanted himto
have
the chest. Shebley didn't know the secret of the chest so he had no reason for
nmur der .

"Money was the notive. Frescott wasn't after it, Shebley had enough of
it.

Gaff wanted it and so did Talcott. Gaff's death left only Talcott and there
t he obvi ous declared itself. Since Talcott couldn't have picked up the katar
before each nurder, | knew there nust have been an extra.

"Note this clue: After each nurder, Talcott had his opportunity. He had
to
pick up a katar after the crine in order to make it appear that soneone had
stol en the weapon before. W had only one man's word that the death weapon was
uni que. That man happened to be Tal cott."

It fitted perfectly. Talcott's visit to Shebley's after Benisette was
al ready being shipped to his apartnent; his later trip to the Cobalt Club to
pi ck up his own package and the one that Shebley hadn't - after G aff's body
had
been found.

"l knew that one katar could counteract another,

added Cranston, "so
when
| checked on the history of Pagan Mn, | realized that his brother and
successor, M ndon Mn, probably survived himby keeping hinmself equally arned.
Their father, King Tharawaddy, was just the sort to provide each princeling
with
a royal weapon and let themfind their owmn way in life - or death."

Cranston had picked up the katars. He was hol ding one in each hand,
studying their identical features, even to the magnificence of the matched
Bal as
rubi es.

"Pagan M n" - Cranston wei ghed one dagger - "and M ndon Mn." He | ooked



straight at Talcott, who was huddl ed above his handcuffs. "I bluffed you
t oday,
Tal cott, with the talk of Frescott's Burnmese panphlet. | wanted to see if ny
theory would work out - and it did.

"You cane here armed as usual with your extra dagger, thinking you m ght
have to nurder Frescott and blame it on Shebley, all over the hundred thousand

dollars you stole fromBenisette. | was the person who picked up the dagger
t hat
was |lying on Frescott's desk. | suggested that everyone be searched, know ng

that when the mate was found on you, the dilemma woul d be perfect.

"You could neither admt that you had snatched the dagger fromthe desk,
nor that the one in your possession was a duplicate. That was just the
situation
to swell the nmurderer in you and nake you show your hand.

"And by the way, Shebley?" - Cranston called this through the door as
Cardona was | eading the nmurderer out - "your job on the air-holes clinches the
case. You wanted to prove crinme against Gaff, but you branded yourself. Not
just because Graff couldn't have stayed in the chest overnight.

"Someone el se could have sneaked up in the norning, killed Benisette in

your rear room and packed himaway. There would still have been tine for such
a

nmurderer to sneak out again, but not to drill the dozens of air-holes that
wer e

too tiny to be useful. You were the only man who coul d have found such tine,
G aff, there on your own prem ses."

Later, when they were riding away fromthe nuseum a question struck homne
to Margo Lane.

"The night | went to the penthouse,"” exclainmed Margo. "Wy did Shebl ey
say
he didn't phone Tal cott?"

"Because he didn't," replied Cranston. "The man who did phone was G aff;
he
t hought that Talcott mght help himout."

"But Graff said he was Shebley -"

"No he didn't. He nentioned Shebley and then Talcott said: 'If you get
down
to fine points, Shebley - "and he stopped there because he saw you."

"Why, that's so!l" expressed Margo. "Just before that, Talcott nentioned
Frescott. He was starting to conpare Shebley's case.”

"What Tal cott was going to say," stated Cranston, "was this: 'If you get
down to fine points, Shebley could have used the dagger hinself."

"Then Tal cott murdered Graff to cover up?"

"Yes. He expected Graff to cone to Shebley's and he did, up the fire
t ower
and in the other wi ndow that Ankhea |eft open. Coming up by the el evator
Tal cott saw his chance and used it. Wth Shebley tangling with Frescott,

Tal cot t
saw that Graff's death would point to one or the other."

There was a note of finality in Cranston's tone, but it didn't quite
conplete the theme. Margo and Shrevvy were chilled by a strange |augh that
rose
suddenly within the cab. A laugh that came from Cranston's |ips, unseen in the
dusk. The same mirth that had stirred within the nuseum back to which it now
floated fromthe departing cab. Louder, longer, nore strident than before, it
nmust have reached Professor Frescott and Ankhea.

Though weird, the tone was heartening to those who deserved The Shadow s
confidence. As the laugh faded, its echoes clung, as though night itself was
cherishing The Shadow s triunph over crinel



THE END



