TEAR- DROPS OF BUDDHA
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," My 1945.

A fantastic snuggling scherme involves The Shadow i n his nost dangerous
assignment - to solve the secret of twelve, glow ng tears!

CHAPTER |

THE clerk at the Hotel Argonne shook his head.

"Sorry, no nore roons."

Ted Trent turned and | ooked at the triple |line of bags that flooded the
center of the |obby. Then he took another | ook for Cecil Grenshaw. No matter
how much the clerk mght nmean it, G enshaw was the sort who could make him
change hi s nind.

Fi xi ng such matters had been G enshaw s specialty in the Oient; he
certainly shouldn't have |l ost his touch in New York.

Just then Ted saw Grenshaw, turning fromthe hat-check room just outside
the entrance to the cafe lounge - Grenshaw, with his florid face, his
pi nce- nez
gl asses with their gold chain, and the gray hat and coat that Ted had | ast
seen
hi mwearing in Sydney, Australi a.

Grenshaw - except that his manner was hasty and nervous, which didn't fit

with G enshaw at all. He was sliding something into an envel ope, which he
seal ed as he came toward Ted, and with every step, the florid man darted
qui ck,

furtive gl ances back and forth across the | obby.

In fact, Grenshaw didn't see Ted at all until he bunped right into him
then, in response to the shoul der-clap that Ted gave him G enshaw al npost
caved. Hi s face took on an apoplectic expression that caused Ted to grab him
with a pair of brawny, steadying hands.

"You're all right, M. G enshaw?"

Then, as the man steadi ed, Ted added:

"You renenber me, don't you? Ted Trent, the second nmate on the Bohem a?
I"'mthe fell ow who hel ped get the crew together and unload that shipnment, down
in Sydney."

Grenshaw s wits were com ng back. He recogni zed Ted's broad, tanned face
with the friendly grin that made those features rugged rather than rough;
handsome in a weat herbeaten way. Ted's eyes, too, had an honest | ook that
G enshaw recal | ed.

"Yes, | renmenber you," said Genshaw. "Only you were in the nerchant
mari ne when | saw you |l ast. Now that you aren't in uniform-"

He hesitated, only to see Ted's snile remain.

"I"'monly waiting ny chance for a skipper's berth," explained Ted.

" Thi ngs

broke my way faster than | expected, including nmy getting back to old New

Yor k.

Remenmber how | | aughed when you said I'd find you at the Hotel Argonne - and |
sai d when, about five years from now?"

It was Grenshaw s turn to snmile.

"Well, here | am" continued Ted, "all inside a couple of nonths. But
there's sonmething el se" - Ted's face went serious, but with a dash of pretence
- "and that's the promi se you made. You said if there was anything | really
needed, | could always call on you."

Hol ding the letter in one hand, G enshaw reached for his wallet with the
other. Ted snmiled and shook his head.



"I have money," Ted said. "I want sonething it won't buy. | want a hotel
room if your influence can get one for ne."

A strangely cal cul ati ng expressi on crept over Grenshaw s face. He began
to
chuckle in that rich, but easy style which had nade Ted |i ke hi mwhen they
first
met. Drawi ng Ted asi de, G enshaw gave another quick | ook around. Then

"They won't let you transfer rooms,"” confided Grenshaw. "Not with all the
reservations they've taken. It happens, though, that |'ve been called out of

town. This letter" - he gestured the envelope - "is to a friend of mne
explaining it. Nowif you'd like nmy room-"

“"Would I!'"

"Only you'll have to keep it in my name," continued G enshaw, riding over

Ted's interruption. "Don't let the hotel know the difference. Now here's the
key -"

Produci ng the key, G enshaw started toward the elevator with Ted; then he
apparently decided that the subterfuge m ght be detected if he and his
substitute appeared too openly together. Again, those furtive glances that Ted
didn't quite understand. Then G enshaw | ooked eagerly at the mail-chute which
was too conspicuously near the el evator

Li ke a man maki ng a noment ous deci sion, Grenshaw thrust the letter into
Ted's hand with the room key, and put urgency into his tone:

"Be sure to mail this letter i mediately when you get off at the fourth
floor. You'll find the mail-chute right by the elevator. It's highly
i mportant,
so don't neglect it. By the way, |'mleaving nost of my |luggage in 408 but
don' t
worry; |I'Il let you know where to send it."

Wth that, G enshaw was on his way out through the |obby, dodging the
stacked suitcases as he hurried toward the door. Puzzling over G enshaw s
haste, Ted entered a waiting el evator and rode up to the fourth floor. There
he
renenmbered to mail the letter and in |looking to see if Grenshaw had applied a
stanp Ted saw that the envel ope was addressed to one N | es Naseby, Val demar
Apartments, New York City.

VWho Naseby was, Ted neither knew or cared. He was nore interested in the
rare gift he had received, a hotel roomin visitor-packed Manhattan. \Wen he
put the key in the lock it wouldn't turn the proper direction

It was unl ocked.

So quickly did Ted open the door that he caught the girl flat-footed on
the threshold. Evidently she'd intended to hurry fromthe room then hearing a
key in the lock, had turned to hide somewhere. At |east that was Ted's first
i npression. Then the girl smled.

"Ch, I'msorry," she exclaimed. Then, her eyes large and frank with
inquiry: "You're M. Genshaw?"

Ted nodded slowy, so the girl wouldn't grasp the fact that he had
hesi t at ed.

"I knocked, but no one answered," the girl continued. "So |I came in,
thinking | could | eave these tickets on the witing desk." Funbling, the girl
brought a small envel ope from her hand-bag. "They're for the Masked Ball down
inthe Village. A friend of yours sent them™

The girl stepped back into the Iights of the room She changed the
subj ect
with a quick gesture.

"When | saw the room" she added, "I was afraid you m ght blanme nme. So |
just thought I'd | eave -"

Ted had forgotten the room because of the girl. He found that he |iked
bl ondes, though he hadn't known it. This one was different, because of her
eyes. Like nost blondes, and |ike Ted hinmself, she had blue eyes. Probably it
was the way bl ondes stared that had caused Ted's prejudi ce against them Bl ue



eyes didn't have the soul ful touch that tapped Ted' s responsive chord. They

needed sonething else - like the frankness of Ted's own gaze - and this girl's
eyes had it.

"About the room" Still gesturing, the girl was watching Ted. "It was
li ke
this when | found it. Who disturbed it, | don't know Only they - well, 1'd
say
they -"

"I'd say they did a good job," supplied Ted coolly, as he studied the
room
for the first time. The luggage that G enshaw had nmentioned was plentiful, and
its contents strewn everywhere. "Yes," added Ted, "a very good job."

Shirts, suits, socks and shoes weren't all that had been tossed around.
Papers were flung all over the floor; books were |ying about w de open, with
no
regard for their expensive bindings. Nor had they stopped with Grenshaw s
bel ongi ngs; cushions were m ssing fromchairs; drawers had been yanked from
bur eaus; sheets, blankets, pillows ripped off the bed where they bel onged.

Ted | ooked at the girl, who had stepped between himand the door. She
placed the little ticket envelope in his hand, watching himw th those sane
frank eyes. Wth the light still on her face, Ted was liking it still nore. It
was a round face, with the slightly saucy upturn of the nose discounted by the
earnest |ips above the firmchin.

"Honestly, M. Genshaw -"

"Honestly, I'mnot M. Genshaw, " interposed Ted, deciding that one dash
of truth mght lead to nore. "I'mTed Trent, a friend of his. And your nane is

Ted put a questioning rise to his tone in hope it would bring a
spont aneous result. It did, though not the sort he expected. Cutching Ted's
arm suddenly, the girl pointed past himand excl ai med:

"Look out, behind you, M. Trent!"

VWeeling, Ted saw a rustle of wi ndow curtains in the far corner of the
room Though the light wasn't too strong there, he could have sworn he caught
the glint of a revolver nmuzzle pulling instantly from sight.

Ted circled the room following a wall that the rmuzzle couldn't cover. He
pi cked up a light chair that the ransackers had carelessly | eft undisturbed
and
flipped it so the legs extended in front of him It was an old animal tamer's
stunt, but it could be used for repelling boarders as Ted proved when he
st abbed the chair-1egs through the curtain.

Any hapl ess gunner woul d have found his hands full keeping hinself from
goi ng out the open w ndow, but there wasn't any gunner. A warm drizzly breeze
swept Ted's face as he lurched hal f through the wi ndow, chair first.

Ted haul ed back and | ooked al ong the outside |ledge. It was very dark at
t he corner, enough to have hidden anyone who might be rounding it. Only a
fl oor
bel ow was a roof to which an intruder could have dropped and with a chi mey
and
some ventilators formng di mbut huddl ed objects in the gloom Ted realized it
woul d be inpossible to pick out a human figure.

And fromthe way the wind flipped the drapes as Ted drew back, he began
to
t hi nk the whole thing m ght have been imagi nati on. The wind blew draftily. Ted
heard a door sl am behind himand turned quickly.

The bl onde, who had started Ted after an imagi nary intruder, was gone. So
neat and pronpt was her departure that Ted was sure she'd conpl etely hoaxed
hi m

But it was the wind, not the girl who had slamed the door, for when Ted
Trent reached the corridor, he heard the distant clang of a closing el evator



CHAPTER |

| F Ted Trent had wanted to take up an adventurous trail, he should have
foll owed Cecil G enshaw, who was unquestionably the focal factor in the whole
si tuation.

How far Ted could have carried such a trail was another question. OQhers
were already having trouble with it.

Two nmuffled nmen, dressed in turned-up raincoats and dark hats, were hard
on Genshaw s heels as soon as he left the Hotel Argonne. All the while that
t hi ngs were happening up in room 408, G enshaw and those unwanted hangers-on
were skirting the adjacent bl ocks.

Grenshaw was | ooking for a cab, but on a night like this, they were
al nost
as scarce as hotel roons.

A cab woul d have been a boon to G enshaw, for with quick work and a cl ean
take-of f, he coul d have shaken his trailers.

Bundling his coat, the hunted man tightened his grip on a walking stick
and took to an alleyway. Wth surprising agility, he made a sharp turn to the
| eft and ducked into the shelter of some ol d-fashi oned steps where he waited
with lifted cane.

The two nmen arrived on the quick, took a | ook toward the nearby corner
and
headed that direction. Qut fromthe steps, G enshaw reversed his course
t hr ough
the alley and reached the original street. By then his pursuers were coning
back along their street, searching w thout success. After a brief conference
held in low, guttural tones, they took a route leading to a building in back
of
t he Hotel Argonne.

There, a figure dropped suddenly to neet them He was a man in a dark
jersey, a cap pulled down over his eyes; a type of character who many years
ago
was the reason why people never went to the Bowery. But fromhis talk, it was
plain that far frombeing a throwback to the bad old days, this individual's
appear ance was purely coincidental

Hi s garb, in a sense, had nore of the Al pine touch, considering that he
had just completed a descent froma hotel |edge to a roof and thence downward
by wi ndows. Hi s accent, too, was European, though its exact nationality was
snot her ed.

"Grenshaw i s gone,"'
nanmed Trent."

"You searched the roon?"

"I did not have to. A girl was there - she did not nane herself and
wat ched her | ook all."

The other men took it that she hadn't found anything. They nmuttered sone
unki nd words about G enshaw, then separated and went their way, after the man
in the jersey slipped a revolver to one of his |ess suspicious-Iooking
friends.

That gun nuzzle at the wi ndow curtain hadn't been a product of Ted
Trent's
i magi nation

A few bl ocks away, Cecil G enshaw had luckily found a cab. Riding to
anot her part of town, he alighted in front of a small restaurant that included
a dozen tables, a bar, and a | arge back room where G enshaw didn't go.

This place, called The Cave, was a front for a horse parlor which
occupi ed
t he back room Nodding to the bartender, he casually ordered a drink and
gl anced
around as though he knew the place quite well.

the man reported. "He has given the roomto a friend



There were very few custoners, so few that the one waiter took tine out
to
make a phone call froma booth at the rear. After the booth was vacat ed,
Grenshaw went there and pondered a few nonents; then he let his florid face
relax into a smle.

Grenshaw s own experience with Ted; the chance neeting with a former
acquai nt ance who had | ooked hi mup, gave himthe idea that he could do the
sane.

Di aling the nunmber of the exclusive Cobalt C ub, G enshaw asked for a
menber named Lanmont Cranston and soon had himon the phone.

"Hell o, M. Cranston," drawl ed Grenshaw. "I don't suppose you'd renenber
Cecil Grenshaw, from Calcutta... What's that? You recogni ze ny voice? Wll,
well..."

Going off into his nost affable chuckle, Genshaw finally rallied and
becane serious.

"I"'mfinding a bit of trouble, you know," G enshaw confided. "A silly

noti on, perhaps, but I fancy I'mbeing followed... Wat's that? No, no... |'ve
gotten all over those jitters | had at the tinme of the Calcutta riots..
"Been through worse things since... Burnma... Singapore... \Wuat's that?"
In
the peculiar light of the phone booth, G enshaw s face becane a distinct
pur pl e.
Then, forced through his teeth, came that indul gent chuckle of his: "Did you
say
Bi | dapore? No, |'ve been staying quite away fromthose troubl esone native
states. ..
"Yes, quite a nmess, the death of the ex-rajah... If he could be called
t he
rajah at all... No, | was down in Ceylon when it happened... Gemtradi ng?"
Agai n
that chuckle, but less forced. "Inpossible in these times, old chap..."

Wth that dismssal, Grenshaw again | owered his voice in confidential
style, reverting to his original thene:

"About this bit of trouble... I'min alittle pub called The Cave... Hate
to | eave here al one, you know' - Grenshaw gave a tap with his heavy-headed
wal ki ng stick - "even though |I'mcarrying ny Penang Lawyer... The police?

Vel |,
yes, | mght informthem only -"
Halting with a trace of reticence over what might nmerely be a fal se
al arm
Grenshaw i medi ately regi stered pleasure. His old acquai ntance Cranston was
announcing in calmstyle, that he would drop by at The Cave within the next
quarter hour. Ebullient with thanks, G enshaw finished the call and hung up
Scarcely out of the phone booth, G enshaw becane a changed man. Swel |l ing
with fresh bonbast, he gazed contenptuously at the few seedy custoners, rapped
the bar with his big-headed cane, and called for another double brandy.
I mredi ately after swallowi ng the drink, G enshaw s expression becane shrewd,
and he revealed his full mod with an artful glance toward the phone boot h.
Grenshaw was wonderi ng now why be had told so much to Cranston; or
rat her,
why he had | et Cranston put those |eading questions to which answers woul d be
expected in return for coming favors.
Grenshaw was cunning at playing a gane two ways. He'd denmonstrated it
with
Ted Trent; he could do the same with Lanont Cranston, nore conservatively of
course. Things | ooked safe here at The Cave, with no followers in sight. Since
he expected Cranston shortly, why couldn't he use this obliging friend as a
sort of rear guard agai nst possible trouble?
Such was the question obviously in Grenshaw s mi nd when he scraw ed
somet hing on a slip of paper, sumopned the sad | ooki ng waiter and gave himthe



nmessage along with a dollar bill

"If somebody asks for M. Grenshaw, give himthis," ordered G enshaw.
"Only first nmake sure his nane is M. Cranston. Keep an eye for him"

The waiter nodded as he watched Grenshaw stride pompously fromthe little
cafe. He kept watching in case the man canme hurrying back. But G enshaw
evidently found the drizzle to his liking, for he didn't return and when a few
m nut es had passed, the waiter sidled into the phone booth, as he had when
G enshaw first arrived.

From hi s pocket the waiter drew two slips of paper; one bore the phone
nunber that he had called before; he was using the slip for reference again.

By
the tine a gruff voice answered, the waiter had Grenshaw s slip open and
ready.
"I't"s Johnny,"

the waiter informed, "Over at The Cave. The guy just went
out."

"Yeah?" The gruff voice becanme sharp. "Where?"

"To the Black Star Pier," inforned Johnny, reading from G enshaw s slip.
"Entrance D."

"He told you?"

"Gave nme a note for a friend who's com ng here -

"How soon?"

"I'n about ten mnutes."”

A laugh as confident as it was ugly, was the only response to Johnny's
words. It term nated the conversation for there was a sharp click of the other
recei ver. Johnny's sad eyes went blank; then turned troubled. He resolved to
say nothing further, as his tight |ips indicated.

Johnny the waiter hadn't yet seen the man who was going to make himtal k.

At ten minutes to the dot, a tall stranger sauntered into The Cave and
gl anced casual |y about. Johnny guessed that this was M. Cranston and
i medi ately busied hinself at clearing off a corner table, hoping the arrival
woul d sit down el sewhere or patronize the bar

It happened that G enshaw s absence was sonet hi ng demandi ng i medi at e
expl anati on where Cranston was concerned. Though placid in their gaze,
Cranston's eyes were the sort that |ooked for clues automatically and Johnny's
turn-away was therefore conmparable to the hiding tactics of an ostrich

Before the waiter could sidle toward the kitchen, a hand tapped his
shoul der; turning, Johnny was face to face with the inmpassive features of
Cranst on.

Those nmaskli ke features accentuated the steady eyes that covered the
waiter with a hypnotic punch. As calmas Cranston's face was the even tone
t hat
cane fromhis straight |ips:

"You have a nessage for ne -

@ul pi ng, Johnny fished for it, found the wong pocket, and made a quick
shift to give Cranston G enshaw s paper. Unfolding the sheet with one hand,
lifting it to eye level, Cranston read it wi thout apparently taking his eyes
from Johnny. Then:

"The ot her paper."

Johnny gave. He'd betrayed hinmself by that fumble. An odd burn cane to
Cranston's eyes as he read the phone nunber. He spoke again, his words
accusi ng, even though they showed no change of tone.

"You called this nunber -"

"Yeah." Johnny gave a nervous nod. "They said the guy owed noney, that

was
all. He'd been here and | was to pass the word if he showed again. They didn't
say nothing nore -

Wenching his eyes fromthe terrifying gaze, Johnny spilled dishes with
hi s nervous hands. Trying to gather his wits as he funbled with the tabl eware,
the waiter protested hoarsely:

"I wouldn't have told them where Grenshaw was going if I'd figured it



meant trouble for him | said he'd left a nessage, only | didn't say who for
The guy at the other end hung up on nme and | didn't like the way he did it. |
won't say no nore, not to nobody -"

The few patrons in the place were staring at Johnny, wondering why the
waiter was talking to hinself. Johnny | ooked up, net their stares with
bl i nki ng
eyes. It wasn't that Johnny was talking to hinmself; he was sinply talking to
thin air. Johnny's listener had gone.

Qut si de The Cave, Lanont Cranston slid his arns into a black cloak; then
he pulled a flexible slouch hat on his head and nerged with the darkness of
t he
drizzle.

Lanmont Cranston had beconme his other self, The Shadow

CHAPTER 1 |

IF that old feeling of confidence hadn't so stirred Cecil G enshaw, he
woul dn't have wal ked head on into disaster

Picking the Black Star Pier as a place for a neeting that he didn't
i ntend
to keep, was Grenshaw s notion of an inspiration. Fundanentally, G enshaw
shoul dn't even have heard of the Black Star Pier, |let alone know where it was
| ocat ed.

It happened, however, that G enshaw did know about this pier; that he'd
seen it froma cab while riding the express highway. He'd also noted its
di | api dated condition, the deserted status of the nei ghborhood, which wasn't
surprising since only a few ships had used this pier in the |ast half-dozen
years.

One ship in particular that wasn't naned the Bohemia, a fact that brought
anot her short laugh from Genshaw s scoffing |ips.

It was just another exanple of this man's liking for the double tw st;
never just a single arrow for the bow, nor a |one wing for the bird.

Here, in sheltering darkness, G enshaw could watch the patchy, gray, pier
front. If figures appeared there, which was totally unlikely, he'd sinply stay
where he was and |l et Cranston walk into trouble.

Not too nmuch trouble, of course, because Grenshaw wasn't entirely the
cad.

He'd just love to strike about with the big head of his cane, provided the
opposition wasn't too form dable. Menories of places |ike Rangoon, Macao and
Madras were sweeping Genshaw s m nd as he weighed the big stick that he'd
bought in Penang where it was ternmed a 'l awer' because it was used for
settling all arguments.

Yes, G enshaw had been in tougher spots than any New York could furnish -
or so he thought.

Ten minutes nore and Grenshaw would drift away fromthis forlorn pier
letting Cranston arrive to survey so vacant a scene that he'd think he had
been
hoaxed. That would be all the better, because it would cover up G enshaw s
bri ef
i ndiscretion in nentioning certain facts over the tel ephone.

Fear could | oose nmen's tongues, and G enshaw, egotist though he was,
reluctantly admitted that he was no exception. Fear, he assured hinmsel f, was
the twin of caution, and with that bit of phil osophy, G enshaw stepped back
deeper into the sheltering doorway he had chosen as a tenporary observation
post .

There, Grenshaw s terrors were realized beyond his inmagination

An arm crooked savagely around his neck; hands snatched the Penang | awyer
fromhis grip. He was pulled roughly through a creaking door and planted in a
chair so hard that it cracked under him The door slanmed sharply, a rusted



bolt grated, and Grenshaw was isolated in an office of the old pier, under the
control of three captors who neant business.

They were the same three who had | ost G enshaw s trail before he headed
for The Cavel

From behind the flashlight that | ocked Genshaw s face and showed every
detail that registered there, there came a raspy voice that summarized the
prisoner's plight.

"You wal ked into it, Genshaw," the voice said. "You couldn't have picked
a better spot. The boss gets two calls and we check in right after the second.
W were nearer to this pier than you were. Get it?"

Grenshaw got it and nodded as far as the choking armwould all ow him

"They aren't in your hotel room" the voice continued. "So either you've
got them or you gave themto sonebody. Which?"

The armrel axed so that Grenshaw could answer. H's words canme in gul ps:

"CGave - what?"

A snarl acconpanied the armthat tightened cruelly at Grenshaw s efforts
to stall. Then other hands were digging into Grenshaw s pockets, probing the
lining of his coat, tapping the heels of his shoes to see if they were solid.
One hand cane into the light, carrying Grenshaw s thick, old-fashioned watch.
A
smash and the time-piece broke apart, scattering its works. G enshaw s purple
face paled. These fell ows knew what they were after

"Bi g enough to hold the jewels," a voice sneered, referring to the watch
case. "Only they aren't in it. W has them G enshaw?"

"Has - what?"

This time the stall didn't even bring a laugh. A finger noved forward in
the Iight, reached Grenshaw s forehead and began to flick away the beads of
sweat that were swelling on Grenshaw s brow

"Kind of like tear-drops, Grenshaw," scoffed the voice. "That's what
we're
| ooking for: tear-drops, twelve of them That's all. W're not hurting
anybody,
provi ded that we get them™

So pointed was the statement that Grenshaw took it at face value. He
gl anced shrewdly at his captors. If they'd known his proclivity for playing a
gane within a game, these nen m ght have doubted G enshaw s spont aneous
response. Instead, they took himat his word.

"Naseby has them" Genshaw gul ped. "Ni|les Naseby has the teardrops. If
you don't know who Naseby is -"

"We know, all right,"” came the sharp interruption, "and if you didn't
nmean
it, you wouldn't have nmentioned Naseby. Or would you?"

Bef ore Grenshaw could reply, he was interrupted. At a gesture of one
man' s
hand, another swung Grenshaw s own cane agai nst the base of the prisoner's

skulI. The power of the Penang Lawyer denonstrated itself with that inpact.
Prosecutor, judge, jury, all in one, it decreed death and executed the
sent ence

si mul t aneousl y.

Forward, backward, then Grenshaw s head was flopping fromside to side as
the three men gathered their lifeless burden and |ugged it out through another
door, leading to the pier itself.

Nor did they stop when they reached the pier end.

Three nmen of murder shoved off in a clunmsy row boat that was waiting
there, taking their victimwith them There were nuffled, clanky sounds of
| ead
and iron weights, as they were hitched to Grenshaw s body. Then, from
sonewher e
past the pier end cane a splash that was barely | ouder than that of an oar

Silence after that. The boat was drifting, not down stream but up, for



t he

tide was coming in fromthe bay. Qut in the drizzly bl ackness, the boat and
its

| oad of killers was blotted as effectively as the corpse that they had
consi gned to the Hudson

It was fortunate for that ghoulish crew that the night was pitch-black
and
that the tide was carrying them Genshaw s time limt had passed, the
difference that he had allotted for Cranston's arrival at the pier. If
G enshaw
had either stalled | onger or doubted the word of the nen who cl aimed they were
seeki ng twel ve mysterious tear-drops, but without intent to kill

Nei t her by sight nor sound could a cloaked arrival called The Shadow gain
an imredi ate clue to those departing slayers, but his technique at picking up
| eads was rapid. Snudges on a grinmy pane indicated that soneone had used the
of fice door as a peephole; a flashlight, which The Shadow poi nted through the
gl ass, produced a glitter fromthe scattered works of Genshaw s snashed
wat ch.

The door on the far side, unbolted, gave the route by which G enshaw s
assassins had left the office. By sinply breaking the griny pane of the near
door, The Shadow coul d have drawn the bolt and found a clear course through
but that wasn't necessary. diding away, the cl oaked figure nmade a rapid
det our
around the bul ky building and out on the pier itself.

It was The Shadow s foresight that caused himto | eave certain evidence
as
it was, on the chance that such evidence would be proper for the police to
i nvestigate. H s foresight was proved when The Shadow reached the pier end.
There, the slap-slap fromthe incomng tide was broken only by a rattly
scr ape,
so slight that it would have escaped ears less tuned to trifling sounds.

Li cki ng downward, The Shadow s flashlight found the offending object that
was clattering against the pilings. It was the very object that The Shadow
expected to see and fromhis unseen |ips cane a sol em, whispered | augh
mrthless inits regret for a man whose death was his own fault, yet whose
life
The Shadow had hoped to save: Cecil G enshaw.

The thing that was bobbing in the water was a bul bous- headed cane, the
type termed a Penang Lawyer.

CHAPTER | V

TED TRENT signed his nane to the fancy guest card that bore the title
"Casi no Monaco" and decided it would do. The card was about the only thing
t hat
Ted had found that might prove a lead to Cecil G enshaw, the man who hadn't
ret ur ned.

Not that Ted expected Genshaw to return - as yet.

It was only about twenty-four hours since Grenshaw had invited Ted to
t ake
over his roomand the man from Sydney and ot her points East had specified that
he m ght not be back for a while. But considering how G enshaw s room had been
ransacked and adding to that the presence - and departure - of the very
nmysterious blonde, Ted felt definitely that he ought to have sonme sort of a
report for his benefactor.

Besi des, Ted hadn't forgotten the waving curtain and the distinct
i mpression of a gun nuzzle sliding behind it. If enem es were gunning for
Grenshaw, it mght be Ted's general business to find out who they were.

So the blank card, all numbered but |acking a name, seened |like a good



bet

for Ted's initial quest. If it didn't work out, he could use the tickets to

t he

Masked Ball. Ted still had the envelope that the girl had given himand on it
was a printed advertisenment of the Kit-Kat Costune Shop, offering suitable
outfits for the Bal Masque, with the added i nformation that the shop stayed
open until eight o'clock

And besides, there was that letter that Ted had mailed. He renenbered the
nane of the addressee: Niles Naseby, Valdemar Apartnents. If it becanme too
tough, pinch-hitting for Grenshaw, Ted could take up the matter with M.
Naseby.

At the present, which was six o' clock, a trip to the Casino Monaco was in
order.

Fi ndi ng the Casi no Monaco proved easy. The place was sinply another joint
al ong Night Cdub Row, but apparently sonething of a newcomer. Fromthe noment
that he entered its rococo preserves, Ted sensed that the place was aptly
naned. It rem nded himof a place he'd visited while in the merchant narine:
the casino at Mnte Carlo.

Not that the Casino Monaco | ooked |like a ganbling hall, but neither had
the preserves at Monte Carlo, until you entered the gam ng room They | ooked
like a "front" and so did this, with a peculiar and al nost nostalgic
simlarity.

The peopl e hel ped the anal ogy, not just in the polite way that they bowed
around the bar, but by their foreign appearance. The waiters were really too
polite, giving that hush-hush effect of sonething upstairs that everyone was
supposed to know about and visit before departure.

Here, however, people didn't chat about their wins and | osses, whereas at
Monte Carlo, they did.

There was a little talk, though, about a certain gentleman known as Count
Zurich. At intervals, Ted caught the first name 'Bela' and took it to be the
Count's. Not that Ted was any master at the art of deduction; he was sinply
checking the signature on his guest card, a very inposing scrawm with
el aborately exaggerated letters that under repeated study and the aid of a few
brandi es, withed thenselves into sonmething that could be spelled 'Bela
Zurich'.

Meeting Count Bela Zurich was the next step. How to manage it was the
pr obl em

Ted's guest card had stood the test so far, but it mght not do to strain
it. If you rendered yourself too conspi cuous about the gaudy Casino Monaco,
with its gilt walls and | avish dining roonms, you night get bounced without
benefit of neeting the proprietor

Count Zurich was probably on the second floor, somewhere past the doorway
that barred the top of the inposing marble stairs that Ted kept watching unti
he began to fear that he might be attracting notice by that very process.

Ted went to a table and ordered dinner, forgetting the stairway except at
t hose occasional intervals when sonmebody went up or down.

Ted woul d have profited by | ooking el sewhere.

Straight across fromTed' s table was a man with a calm steady face that
scarcely flickered a change of expression. He happened to be an acquai ntance
of
Grenshaw, but one who knew far nore than Ted, regardi ng what ni ght have
happened
to their nutual friend

The man at the other table was Lanont Cranston

Sonehow, Cranston had a way of not being noticed when he so chose. This
was one of those tines; for in gazing at Cranston, Ted practically |ooked
ri ght
t hrough him

O course, Ted had other matters on his mnd. But when they dispelled, it
wasn't Cranston who scattered them



It happened when the door opened at the head of the stairs and a suave
man, powerful for all his sleek appearance, came bowing into sight in a
fashi on
whi ch caused Ted to identify himimediately as Count Zurich. Then, before Ted
had an opportunity to really size the sophisticated proprietor, Zurich was put
i n the background.

The lady in red took over.

Specifically, the color was a rich maroon, with the deep tint of a fine
wi ne. Her dress was one of those remarkable creations that ranked with a court
costume. It curved inward to give the nmere suggestion of a waspish wai st;

t hen,

spreadi ng nost remarkably, the skirt formed a trailing wealth of velvet that
eddied like a mild ocean current, as its occupant cane down the stairs, with
the lavish hemtrailing behind her.

Ted had only one criticisn the gown should have been spotted, black and
yellow If it had, this creature woul d have been the perfect |eopard |ady. Her
hair, dark as jet, gave the proper contrast to a conpl exi on which matched the
delicate tint of old ivory and such a conbination was beautifully in keeping
with the lithe figure that actually stalked its course down the marble stairs.

If gentlemen preferred bl ondes, Ted was suddenly convinced that he was no
gent | eman.

Anyt hi ng coul d happen at the Casino Monaco - and did.

Opposite Ted's table, the lady in red paused; her dark eyes lighted as
t hough actuated by the Iips that were pressed apart by perfect teeth that
seened to smle all on their own. Then, addressing the young man who t hought
t he merchant marine had been going to take himto adventure instead of
bri ngi ng
himback to it, this ravishing nunmber w g-wagged a cigarette with its
acconpanyi ng hol der and i nquired:

"Alight, nmsieu?"

Ted' s hands cane from his pockets full of match packs. By the tinme he had
the necessary light, the exotic brunette was seated across from him | ooking
over the flanme with those sane sparkling eyes, and asking, froma drift of
cigarette snoke

"We have nmet before - have we not?"

"Way, |" - Ted caught hinmself. You couldn't say 'suppose so' to a
realized
dreamlike this. "Wy, yes - of course. | renmenber you - but not the place."

"I am conplinented." The brunette gave a trifling nod. "Then you renmenber
my nane. O course, everyone does, because it is unusual." Here, her bare
shoul ders furni shed a depreciating shrug. "In this country, a nane |like Mata
Safi is odd."

She was | eaning back now, letting the cigarette snmoke curl tantalizingly
toward Ted. Then, in that same soft contralto:

"Where we have net does not matter. | seemto renenber a friend of ours,
however. Was it" - the eyes becane reflective with the pause - "could it have
been Ni | es Naseby?"

The nane didn't register with Ted. If it had, the spotless |eopard | ady
woul d have spotted it. She had that way of |ooking for answers when she put
guestions, though Ted hadn't |earned the fact - not vyet.

Quite unnoticed, as he preferred to be, a gentleman named Cranston was
taking in all phases of this scene, since the sound of voices reached him
plainly. He al nost anticipated the next words that cane.

"No, we couldn't have nmet here in New York." Again, Mata Safi supplied a
delightful shrug that reduced Manhattan to absol ute uni nportance. "You have
traveled" - she rolled the 'I' instead of the 'r' - "as | can very easily
observe. Perhaps in India - or Australia?"

Mar vel ous techni que, that pause between India and Australia. Mata Safi
had
covered a few thousand niles in the space of a single second and within that



i nterval |earned what she wanted. Ted's face, renaining blank on 'India',
showed interest with the nention of 'Australia which was quite enough. Al
Mata Safi had to do was press hone the name that she connected with both, to
make sure that Ted only linked it with the latter

"Qur nutual friend!" exclainmed Mata Safi. "I renmenber now Ceci
Grenshaw " Then, her eyes displaying a coquettish tw nkle, she added: "But why
have you not brought himalong this evening? Is it that he is not in town?"

"It is not," returned Ted, "or he is not, if that explains it better
Vére
you expecting Gren - | nean Cecil ?"

"I do not know " Again the shoul ders shrugged. "He was al ways the w cked
di sappointer. It was tonight that we were to go to the masquerade -"

"And that's why I'mhere,” put in Ted, fishing in his pockets for the
envel ope that held the tickets. "Cecil couldn't make it, so | came al ong
instead. "

Mata' s eyes becane dubi ous.

"But you are not in costune."

"Neither are you," parried Ted, as he found the envel ope.

"Al'l but except the mask," returned Mata, naking a hand-sweep toward her
shi mery gown, and finishing by drawi ng her hands across her eyes. "Wth this"
- she spread the skirt of the red gown - "I can be Queen |sabella."

"Whi ch nakes nme Ki ng Ferdi nand," |aughed Ted, "if | can get to the
costune
shop before it closes.’
advertisenment printed there. "OfF course you rmust have dinner first -

"I have already dined," interposed Mata. "Wth ny friend the Count,
upstairs in the private dining room Ah, Conte Zurich" - she gave anot her
nmeani ng shrug - "he is a bore, so frightful!"

Fi ni shing her cigarette, or all she wanted of it, Mata Safi tanped the
rest daintily in an ash-tray as she | ooked around and i nquired:

"And what is keeping us here?"

Not hi ng was keeping them at the Casino Monaco, not even Ted's fleeting
recol | ection of another girl who had plunged himinto this alluring adventure,
t he bl onde of undeclared identity who had been at the Hotel Argonne.

So Ted was on his way fromthe Casino Monaco, with Mata Safi sweeping
al ong beside him her shoulders buried in a fur evening wap that a waiter
hurriedly produced the nmonment that she waved her finger

Only Lanont Cranston coul d have stopped the departure, but he didn't.

He passed the envel ope to Mata, so she could read the

Thi s
double link to Grenshaw s past would wait until later. Finding this couple at
the Vill age Masquerade woul d be quite sinple at the proper tine.

Cranston had another call before then

CHAPTER V

NI LES NASEBY |ived in the penthouse at the Val demar Apartments and prided
hi nsel f on the fact that he could be reached only by search warrant or
hel i copt er.

Great, therefore, was the surprise of Naseby when he | ooked up fromhis
overstuffed chair to see a cal mfaced gentleman facing himfromthe other side
of the living room

Naseby was as overstuffed as his chair. Shoving hinself to his feet he
| unged his unwi el dy bul k toward the unwel cone visitor, bellow ng an angry
chal | enge. Naseby stopped when the intruder brought a gun in sight from behind
t he back of an undersized secretary naned Honer and | et the nuzzle yawn in
Naseby's own face.

Sliding his weak chin down into his collar, Naseby |ooked upward under
hi s
dom nating brow and inquired rather weakly:



"Who are you?"

"Lanmont Cranston is the nane," announced the visitor. "Don't blame your
secretary because |'mhere. | net himdown in the | obby and persuaded himto
bring ne up."

Cranston's gesture with the gun defined the persuader that had influenced
Hormer. Naseby decided not to blane the secretary. Still uneasy, Naseby
i nqui red:

"What do you want ?"

"Perhaps we shoul dn't discuss matters with Honer here," returned
Cranst on.

"He may not know about the tear-drops."

"So that's it!" Naseby blurted. "Then Honer told you -"

"Only Homer didn't tell me," supplied Cranston as Naseby halted. "Thanks
for doing so yourself, Naseby."

Big pudgy fists withed as though they would have liked to wap
t hensel ves
around Cranston's neck. That being quite inpossible, Naseby subsided.

"The tear-drops," said Naseby, uneasily. "Wat should |I know about
t ear - dr ops?"

"I am asking you," renminded Cranston. "To narrow the subject, let ne
state
that | refer to the Twelve Tear-drops of Buddha, fornerly owned by the forner
Raj ah of Bil dapore."

Naseby's hope of bluffing on the question faded when he | ooked at Hormer,
who was obviously qualified to give sone details on the subject that
i nterested

Cranston. Still, Naseby was just nasty enough to hope that he could blane his
plight on someone el se.
"So Welk told you," Naseby sneered. "I should have known | couldn't trust

the fellow Like all artists, Sheridan Welk is too conceited to know how dunb
he is."

"We're piecing this nicely, Naseby," observed Cranston, in his casua
tone. "Since Welk was in the deal, it obviously concerns 'Bonbay Mon' which
is
anot her interesting point."

The writhe of Naseby's hands indicated that nore than ever he would Iike
to lay them around Cranston's neck

"A smart producer doesn't lose his shirt on a single flop |ike Bonbay
Moon, " continued Cranston. "Certainly not a big producer |ike yourself" - he
paused, gave an appraising eye to Naseby's towering bulk - "or should | say a
very big producer?"

It was just the right way to bait Naseby, as the gl owering man proved.

"Al'l right, | lost sonebody else's shirt," stornmed Naseby. "So what does
t hat prove?"

"It proves that sending a showto Australia is the best way to | ose sone
nore noney," returned Cranston, "especially in these tinmes."

"W wanted the show to play the arny canps," argued Naseby. "There was a
call for talent in Burma -"

"But not a whole nusical show, " interposed Cranston, "w th enough stage
sets for a dozen scenes. The conpany couldn't stand the trip, as they proved
by
the tine they reached Australia."

"So we brought the show back," retorted Naseby, "and took the |oss
oursel ves. W were being patriotic, all of us."

"I ncl udi ng Sheridan Wl k?"

"Leave Wl k out of this. Al he did was design the stage sets. He knows
not hi ng about -"

"Not hi ng about Cecil G enshaw?"

Cranston's interruption was as tinmely as the others but by now, Naseby
was



taki ng things nore coolly. Folding his arns the big nan stood erect, lifted
hi s
abbreviated chin defiantly and demanded:

"What do you know about G enshaw?"

Just to deflate Naseby, Cranston told him

"Grenshaw operated from Calcutta,” reviewed Cranston. "He handl ed vari ous
transactions - let us say of a highly speculative sort - with the rulers of
certain native states, including Bil dapore.™

Naseby's lip tw sted.

"Of course Grenshaw did very little business in Bildapore," resuned
Cranston, "which was why he was chosen for big business when it cane al ong.
You
probably remenber when Thangra, the self-styled Rajah of Bildapore, was
denounced as an i nmposter."

"Everybody renenbers it,"’
the tine."

"Thangra must have believed it,"
Abdul | ah, eventually won his throne."

"Only because Thangra conmitted suicide -

"Whi ch was the only way out," completed Cranston. "But there is still the
guesti on of what happened to the Twel ve Tear-drops of Buddha, the finest gens
inall India."

"They never belonged to the Rajah of Bildapore," insisted Naseby. "You
can't produce a scrap of evidence to prove it."

"Twel ve Tear-drops." The gun nuzzle was nmoving closer, Cranston with it.
"Four rubies, four eneralds, and four dianonds - any single gemin the | ot
worth the ransomof a legitimate ruler, which | eaves out Thangra."

"There's nothing to prove -"

"Not hing to prove the existence of those tear-drops? Nothing except the
gens themsel ves. | want them Naseby."

The gun rmuzzl e noved mere inches from Naseby's chest. The big man
cower ed.

Naseby's final argunent was hoarse with fear

"You'd nurder me to get those genms, wouldn't you?"

"Somebody nurdered Grenshaw to get them" was Cranston's calmreply. "
woul d prefer to take them out of circulation and place them where they
rightfully belong - for your protection, Naseby."

That point went home. Mention of nurder brought a horrified, goggle-eyed
stare from Naseby. However, Cranston was neither deceived nor convinced by the
expression. Among ot her things, Naseby fancied hinself an actor and woul d be
apt to register an artificial nmood. At |east he was trying to hide certain
traces of guilt, but how deep they went was anot her question

Per haps Naseby could only blane hinself for oversight where G enshaw s
affairs were concerned. Yet with a stake |like Buddha's Twel ve Tear-drops, this
man of greed could readily have fancied hinmself a master of nmurder

Possi bl y Naseby sensed that Cranston thought just that. Under the
per suasi on of the gun muzzle, the bul ky man showed synptons |ike those of
Johnny the waiter. Right or wong, Naseby was anxious to alibi hinself wth
this cool, cal mmannered gentleman who acted like a sel f-appointed instrunent
of vengeance working in behalf of G enshaw. Then, with a nervous wench
Naseby
halted the hand that he was noving toward his inside pocket.

"Grenshaw isn't dead," argued Naseby, "or if he is, maybe you' re the nman
to blane. O course that's your business" - Naseby was hasty to curb any show
of aninmosity - "and where business is concerned, | always mnd ny owmn and | et
others do the sane."

Cranston's gun poi nt nudged toward Naseby's pocket. Wth a grimace at his
own stupidity, Naseby shoved his hand into the pocket, produced the envel ope
and handed it to Cranston. Wth one deft hand, the tall visitor drew out the
contents, which proved to be a coat check fromthe cl oak room of the Hote

argued Naseby, "but they didn't believe it at

said Cranston. "because the real rajah,



Ar gonne.

Cranston gave the slightest of nods.

"From Grenshaw, of course."”

"l suppose so," gruffed Naseby. "G enshaw was staying at the Argonne.
Maybe it has sonmething to do with those gens you nentioned. Never having heard
of Buddha's Tear-drops before tonight, |I naturally wouldn't know "

Cranston's appraising eye surveyed the penthouse wi ndows. Their very
structure proved that this living roomwas a citadel. Small panes, divided by
heavy metal franes, were definitely bullet proof, judging fromthe color and
t hi ckness of their glass. The clanps that held those casenents shut, were as
strong as the bars on prison cells.

The question of Naseby's protection was thereby settled. He needed none
where Cranston was concerned; at |east none beyond the | owering of Cranston's
gun, in case it should go off accidentally. Cranston obligingly put the
automatic in one pocket, the coat check in the other

Hands still in his pockets, Cranston strolled to the door and paused
there.

"Atrifle theatrical, all this," conceded Cranston, calmy, "but you seem
to prefer the dramatic. Suppose we drop the curtain until the next act, when |
return, bringing the package that G enshaw expected you to collect.

"I't wouldn't do for you to go to the Argonne yoursel f. Like Genshaw, you
bear the mark of a hunted man. Those wi ndows for instance" - w th one hand,
Cranston gestured, but that hand came fromthe pocket with the coat check -
"coul d be your insurance agai nst enemes. O they mght be just part of the
false front that goes with your personality.”

At Cranston's gesture, Naseby had turned to fake a horrified look in the
direction of the wi ndows. Now, he was swi nging around again to challenge his
visitor's concluding statement. This time, Naseby's glare was conpletely
wast ed.

Only the closed door faced Naseby. Lanmpont Cranston had departed on the
next stage of his self-appointed nmssion

CHAPTER VI

THE anger that swept N |les Naseby stirred himto i medi ate action
Pounci ng across the room the big man reached a corner table, snatched open
t he
drawer, scattered papers right and left, and brought out a revol ver.

Br andi shing the gun, Naseby started for the door, brushing Honer aside.
Yanki ng the door open, he halted in a little ante room In front of himwas
t he
cl osed door of the elevator shaft; fromit canme the runble of a descendi ng
car.

Naseby now realized that Cranston had listened all the while he was here;
that hearing no sound of the elevator, the calmvisitor had known it awaited
hi m Savagely, Naseby sl amed the penthouse door, charged back across the
living roomand reached the tel ephone.

There would be a way to intercept Cranston yet! The ni ght watchman was on
the switchboard and Naseby intended to have himflag the passenger fromthe
automati c el evator.

A few joggl es of the phone hook and the watchman's voi ce responded.

"Li sten, Dorgan," snarled Naseby. "There's a man named Cranston coning
down the elevator. You know what he | ooks |ike, don't you?"

"Yes, sir," replied Dorgan. "I saw him go upstairs with Honer."

"Al'l right," continued Naseby. "Now whatever you do, don't let himleave
here. Understand? Cranston has a gun, so it may be difficult to stop him but

Qdd clicks interrupted Naseby. Then

"It's all right, Naseby." The cal mtone was Cranston's. "Dorgan has a



gun,
too, so you can depend on both of us."

"Wy, you -"

The rest of Naseby's utterances were lost in furious incoherence, which
Cranston calmy interpreted for Dorgan's benefit.

"Ni ce of you, Naseby," Cranston continued, "to call the switchboard and
tell Dorgan to | ook out for ne. I'mglad | arrived in time to take over for
him But really, Naseby, you shouldn't be so disturbed on ny account.”

Naseby was doi ng everything to the tel ephone except bite it. Cranston's
tone, though still even, becanme a trifle |ouder so that Dorgan, standing by
t he
swi t chboard, woul dn't hear the disturbances across the wre.

"Il stay right here," added Cranston, "watching the sw tchboard while
Dorgan goes around the bl ock and hunts those enemes of yours - if any. It's
really his job you know, since he's the watchman here. Meanwhil e keep your
door

and wi ndows | ocked and you won't have any trouble. 1'Il call ny friend the
pol i ce comm ssi oner and have hi m send over sone detectives to work with
Dor gan. "

Naseby heard nost of it, even though Cranston intended the words for
Dorgan. The finish was the yank of Naseby's line fromthe downstairs
swi tchboard. Flinging the tel ephone aside, Naseby turned vehenently to Honer:
"He's bl ocked us! He's too smart, this Cranston. He tal ked Dorgan into
| ooki ng for somebody |urking around the nei ghborhood and the fool fell for
it
The worried expression that cane over Homer's weak face produced a snort

from Naseby.

"You're as bad a fool as Dorgan, Homer. You | ook as though you suspected
troubl e yoursel f" - Naseby's eyes narrowed - "or do you?"

"No, no," replied Honer, hastily. "I'msorry, sir. If | hadn't gone out,
wel |, Cranston wouldn't have nmet up with ne -"

"Just why did you go out, Homer?"

"Only to get sone cigarettes. That was all. But if Cranston sent Dorgan

around the bl ock, who's on the swi tchboard now?"

"Cranston says he is." Angrily, Naseby clicked the phone hook with no
response. "But it's obvious he isn't. He's on his way to the Hotel Argonne and
he'll be there before Dorgan gets back to the sw tchboard."

"Perhaps if | went downstairs, sir -"

Honer was on the way to the door as he spoke, only to be recalled by
Naseby' s snarl

"And wal k into another trap?" demanded Naseby. "How do we know Cranston
hasn't posted soneone el se on the switchboard - or even cut the wires? A man
woul d do anything with those gens at stake -"

Pausi ng, Naseby noted an unusual glint in Homer's eye. It was easy to
under st and.

"I didn't tell you about Grenshaw s letter,'
Hormer ?"

A head-shake from Honer.

"You' ve been opening too much of nmy mail lately," continued Naseby, his
voi ce becoming snooth. "That's why | didn't let you see it. Tell nme, Homer,
how
much do you know about the Twel ve Tear-drops of Buddha?"

"Not very nmuch, sir. Only -"

"Only what, Homer?"

Naseby's handling of his revolver was as smooth as his tone. Perhaps he'd
| earned sone of that technique by watching Cranston, for his manner was deft
as
he pressed the gun toward Homer's chest, stopping it a few inches short.

"Maybe you' ve been tal king out of turn. Perhaps you net Cranston
pur posel y

observed Naseby. "Did I,



and hel ped himfrane his gane -

VWhat interrupted Naseby wasn't anything from Homer, for the frai
secretary was too disturbed to speak. What Naseby heard was a clatter fromthe
wi ndow, with it, he felt a sweep of incom ng air. Turning, he found hinself
covered by a dark-faced man who was swi nging across the sill.

In contrast to Cranston's easy calm this intruder had a certain dash.
Hs
gray hat was rakish, tilted at a slant, so that he gave Naseby a one-eyed
gl ance. About all that Naseby could tell of the man's face was that it was
dar ki sh and nust ached.

More inmportant was the man's gun as he came through the wi ndow. The
gl eam ng revol ver pointed squarely at Naseby. Naseby didn't understand the
epithet the man delivered, for it cane in a foreign tongue, but it evidently
meant that Naseby was to drop his gun, which he did with very ill grace.

The man with the gray hat waved for Homer to pick up Naseby's weapon,
whi ch Homer did. Then

"You have | earned about the Tear-drops?" inquired the man, his tone
foreign in accent. "\Were Naseby has put thenP"

"Naseby didn't even get them" blurted Honmer. "All G enshaw sent hi mwas
a
package check."

"A package check?"

"Yes. Fromthe cloak roomat the Argonne."

"Very good. The gens nust be in the package.

"I"'mafraid they are, boss," admtted Homer. "Only it won't do us nuch
good. A man nanmed Cranston made Naseby give over the check."

Hope was flushing Naseby's puffy face as he darted glances from Honer to
the man who answered to the title of "boss." Even in his present stress,
Naseby
found it easy to piece the details of Homer's treachery. He'd gone out
toni ght,

Homer had, to neet this chief of his; in fact he'd probably steered him
upstairs, while Dorgan was busy at the switchboard. Only Honer had then net
Cranston, who had taken over pro temw t hout knowi ng about the other intruder
in the house.

But that Gray Hat wasn't exactly in the house. He'd stationed hinself on
the roof to await a signal from Homer, a sinple signal, the opening of one of
t hose form dabl e casenment wi ndows. Homer's chance to give both the signal and
nmeans of entry had been del ayed until after Cranston's departure. He'd managed
it while Naseby was shouting over the tel ephone with Cranston at the
swi t chboar d.

And the reason that Naseby hoped was this:

However angry Naseby hinmself had felt toward Homer, the rage of Gray Hat
shoul d be far greater. Naseby expected the man to raise his gun with Homer the
target, which would force the traitor to hasty sel f-defense. Then woul d be
Naseby' s chance for a break

Only it didn't happen that way.

The nustached man's chuckl e was suave. He seenmed quite pleased by the

turn
of events. Naseby coul dn't understand why until the fell ow produced a
fl ashl i ght

and proffered it to Homer in exchange for Naseby's gun

"Use this, Homer," ordered Gray Hat. "Signal to our friend Rouge, who is
across the way. He will then tel ephone to Noir, who is at the Hotel Argonne.”

"You nmean waiting for G enshaw?"

"Waiting for anyone who may be | ooking for Grenshaw. " The reply was
suave;
t he speaker fingered his nustache. "G enshaw has gone away, you know. But send
the signal, Honer. There will still be tine."

Honer | eaned fromthe wi ndow and coded the necessary blinks which were



tallied back by tiny flashes fromthe street. By then, the suave nan had

seat ed

hi nsel f in Naseby's nost confortable chair, to watch the bul ky man from under
the tilt of the gray hat.

So idly was Gay Hat toying with his gun, that Naseby felt he could storm
sone nore.

"You'll gain nothing fromthose Tear-drops," insisted Naseby, boldly.
"You
won't even be able to sell them They're worth far nore to ne than they are to
you. "

Gray Hat shrugged.

"You think so?"

"I knowit," retorted Naseby. "If you're going on what Wl k told you,
you're taking the word of a worse doubl e-crosser than Honer."

"You may be right about Welk." The man with the gun lifted his face to
study Naseby closer, but at the same tinme, he pressed his mustache with thunb
and forefinger, thus hiding nuch of his face. "Yes, you may be very right. W
must call on Welk, Rouge and |."

Naseby was straining forward, hoping to learn his visitor's identity.

That

thunb and forefinger kept baiting him draw ng himcloser. The other hand,
whi ch

now hel d Naseby's gun, the intruder having pocketed his own, was idle, alnpst
l[inp in the way it held the weapon.

Naseby | unged.

Li ke a snake's head, the gun nuzzle reared. The flane that spurted from
it
had the sharp dart of a poison fang. Naseby took the stab right in the heart
and
his body slunmped to the floor heavily. Rising, Gay Hat pushed the spraw ed
form
aside with his foot and turned to Honer.

The traitor was standing horrified.

"Don't worry, Homer." The nurderer's tone had all its former suavity.
"Naseby knew too much, |ike G enshaw "

"Li ke Grenshaw?" Homer's horror increased. "Then you nean -

"Soon they will be dragging the river for Genshaw s body, and they will
find it. But it does not matter now. "

There were clicking sounds fromthe tel ephone receiver which was |ying

of f
its hook. Dorgan was back at the sw tchboard.

"Answer it," ordered the nmurderer. "Say that Cranston has just killed
Naseby - with Naseby's own gun.”

Pi cking up the tel ephone, Homer gul ped that very information to Dorgan
then clattered the receiver on the hook. Hs dilemma at that nmonent was
conpl et e.

"Dorgan is coming up," expressed Homer. "Coming right up. I've got to
thi nk of sonmething to tell him Maybe you can help."

Gray Hat hel ped, with Naseby's gun

This time the revol ver coughed tw ce, both stabs punching the center of
Homer's back at close range. As the traitor coiled with a sinking groan, the
doubl e nurderer w ped the gun handle with a handkerchi ef and tossed the weapon
bet ween the two bodi es.

Swi ngi ng across the sill, the man with the gray hat used his handkerchi ef
to push the casenment shut. Then he was gone, |eaving the scene in the living
roomto tell its own fal se story!

CHAPTER VI |



ENTERI NG t he | obby of the Argonne, Lanobnt Cranston heard the distant wail
of an approaching siren and smled. Coincidences of this sort were comon in
Manhat t an

There wasn't one chance in a million or nore that Ni|les Naseby woul d
despatch the police to this scene. Al Cranston had needed was enough | eeway
to
reach the Argonne first and the Tear-drops of Buddha would be his.

Peopl e li ke Naseby didn't publicize their claimon stolen gens. They
usual ly tried other ways to get back sonething that someone el se had | ost.

Over his arm Cranston was carrying a cloak and hat that he didn't intend
to check. Being black, they were inconspicuous agai nst Cranston's eveni ng
cl othes, those regalia that forned the habit of The Shadow. That arm was
turned
away when Cranston stopped at the cloak room counter and tapped with a coin
t hat
he hel d together with G enshaw s package check

Service was very poor, here at the Argonne cl oak room Nobody answered
Cranston's sumons and | ooking for the reason, he saw it.

It was sel domthat people checked shoes in a hotel cloak room Wen they
did, they didn't leave themwi th their toes pointed upward in a corner under
some coats.

Unhi t chi ng the hinged counter, Cranston slapped it upward and stepped
through, letting it fall behind him Brushing coats aside, he saw the man who
served the check room sitting with his hands tied behind him The fellow s
face was pale, what little Cranston could see of it. The nan was heavily
gagged
with a muffler.

Pulling the gag free, Cranston flourished the package check in front of
the man's eyes. Wth sirens how ing outside and police whistles blowing in the
| obby, it was evident that sonething was am ss at the Hotel Argonne. It would
be much better to explain things to this attendant and learn his story, here
in
the solitude of the cloak room than to get nmixed in the hubbub of the | obby.

Apparently the bound man coul dn't see the check number in the gl oom so
Cranston pulled himto his feet. Wthout waiting to be unbound, the fell ow
| owered his head and butted forward, letting out a wild how :

"Help - police - there's a thief here -"

Two brawny cops came chargi ng through where the counter should have been
They too were shouting.

"It's the nurderer!”

"That fellow Cranston!”

This was no tine for that fell ow Cranston to hesitate. How or why the
police were on his trail could be discussed later with the proper parties.

Ri ght now the cops were thinking that to shoot first and ask questions |ater
woul d be their best policy. Their only trouble was that they had to spread in
order to avoid the bound attendant who came toppling between them

Wth one hand, then the other, Cranston swept packages fromthe shel ves
at
each side of the cloak room A few of those packages were the size of
sui t cases
and as heavy. The two patrol nen took the mniature aval anche and ducked while
Cranston was twirling back anmong the coats.

Qdd how a ninor detail could inpress a photographic mind in the mdst of
all that action.

This was the detail:

On the shelf at the |left, where packages were neatly arranged in
numnerica
order, there had been a small but noticeable gap corresponding with the nunber
of the check that Cranston had acquired from Naseby!

Sonebody had cone and gone, within the past few m nutes, taking the



preci ous package and | eaving the attendant bound and gagged in the process.
The

i nterval could not have been | ong, otherwi se the attendant woul dn't have

m st aken Cranston for the person who had grabbed him

M st aki ng Cranston for hinmself would be difficult right now In that
tw st
into the recesses of the cloak room he had slid his arnms into the black cl oak
and cl anped the slouch hat on his head. Finding The Shadow woul d be difficult,
vi sual Iy speaking, but if the police began whacki ng around wi th canes - of
whi ch there were several in the cloak room- or shooting up coats at random
it
woul dn't take them | ong.

VWhat The Shadow wanted was a qui ck way out and he played a hunch to find
one.

VWoever had wayl aid the cl oak room attendant must have maneuvered it from
t hese depths. How the lurker had gotten in here was the question, particularly
on what The Shadow was sure nust have been very short notice. Shoving his
hands
high in the deepest darkness, The Shadow found what he hoped would be there, a
smal | grating, which served as a ventilator

The thing was cl anped from above, that was the trouble, and to shove it
| oose The Shadow needed hel p. Fortunately, assistance cane in the person of
t he
attendant who was now free of his bonds and was shouting that he knew where
t he
mar auder had gone.

As the fellow lunged ahead to blaze the trail for the police, The Shadow
hooked the grating and haul ed hinself up to it. Then, down cane The Shadow s
feet, squarely on the shoul ders of the astonished man who arrived anong the
coats; using this inprovised springboard, The Shadow drove his own shoul ders
hard upward, knocking the light clanmps free. Then, with a spin of his feet, he
turned his human springboard into a living mssile that came reeling out from
the coats to block the charging police

By the tinme the blundering was over and guns were shooting up through the
narrow shaft, The Shadow was out of it and out of the Hotel Argonne too.
Dropping into an alley, he nerged with the customary bl ackness that so often
shrouded his rapid and nysterious departures.

It was sonme twenty-odd bl ocks fromthe Hotel Argonne to G eenw ch
Vil | age.

The Shadow was forced to nake something of a detour in the waiting cab that
t ook

hi mthere, because police cars were cluttering the Argonne's nei ghbor hood.
However, Shrevvy, The Shadow s practiced driver, was used to such vehicul ar
obst acl es and knew how to dodge them Toni ght, however, The Shadow made

Shr evvy

cut those tactics to a mni mum

There was no tinme to lose in reaching the next destination, the studio of
an artist naned Sheridan Wl k.

It wouldn't have hel ped to stop and phone the police. The time |ost would
be enough for The Shadow to reach there first. Finding Wlk's studio was easy,
for it was well-known in the village. N cely stocked with skylights, it reared
a full floor above the adjacent buildings, with side windows toward the flat,
chi meyed roofs of those ol der houses.

The entrance to Wl k's studio was just two doors froma place called the
Kit-Kat Costume Shop. Next to Welk's, on the other side, stood a simlar
studi o, but older, vacant, and not so well equipped with skylights. However,
the two forned the only twin job of their particular type, which nade them al
the easier to pick out.

Lights were visible fromWIlk's frosted wi ndows when The Shadow literally
twi sted fromthe passing cab. It was anmazing, the way his cl oaked figure could



whirl froma car door, skimthe curb, and finish its spin into a designated
doorway. Playing the side-pockets was what Shrevvy termed it, although the
cabby never needed to | ook back to |l earn how his chief had made out.

This trip, The Shadow not only went straight through the doorway, but
turned his drive into a clinmb up the steep stairs, two steps at a tine. There
were three such flights to go, each with a | andi ng, and The Shadow was maki ng
such short work of themthat it seened certain that the precious seconds woul d
add up in his favor.

Until The Shadow arrived at the last turn. At that point, he heard a hand
give a final rap on the door of Welk's studio, and with it, the clattering of
t he openi ng door.

Anot her instant and a sharp-pitched voice told that Sheridan Wl k had
adnmtted the wong visitors, just too soon

CHAPTER VI I |

THI NGS happened as rapidly as The Shadow hoped they woul dn't.

Coming up the last stretch of stairs, The Shadow saw Wl k' s head and
shoul ders, a bearded face above an artist's snock, reeling back into the
studio
under the surge of two opponents, one a man with a gray hat; the other heavy,
st oop- shoul dered, and shaggy- haired.

A few steps nore and The Shadow coul d have picked the right targets with
his ready automatic, but by then, the trio had reeled into the studio. The
Shadow saw Wel k twist and fling a hand toward the wall; with it, the lights
went out as Wl k pressed the switch.

Then, fromthe bl ackened studio came two sharp gun-shots; drowning their
echoes, The Shadow heard a girl's wild scream As he reached the top of the
stairs, there was the clatter of a wi ndow, indicating that sonmeone had
escaped.

Just to certify that question, The Shadow delivered a taunting |augh that
invited Welk's nurderers to come back and deal with himinstead of sone
hel pl ess fugitive.

The two nmen took the chall enge.

Piling out into the path of The Shadow s gun, they were asking The Shadow
for one of his mathematical denonstrations proving that odds of two to one
al ways worked in strict reverse. But before they even showed their faces, |et
al one their guns, The Shadow heard footsteps cone up to the |anding just bel ow
hi m

Fl atteni ng agai nst the stairs, The Shadow |l et a knife sizzle past him It
buried itself in the top step, just a few inches above his head, and he was
rolling over as it burrowed there. The old Kentucky riflemen used to have a
trick of lying back against a tree and propping a |long gun between their feet;
and The Shadow coul d duplicate it very nicely with an automatic, taking care
of
course that his feet weren't where the imagi nary barrel would have been

He did the stunt right now, but the man on the |landing had recoiled with
the knife throw and was | opi ng down the steps again, his cap pulled over his
eyes. The Shadow s bullet just skinmred the fellow s sweatered shoul der

The sweater was bl ack, worn by the same man who had | ooked into
G enshaw s
hotel room the tinme Ted Trent net the blonde. He was the nman who answered to
the nane of Noir, a point on which The Shadow was not yet i nforned

Upstairs, Noir's running mate, the shaggy-haired man call ed Rouge, was
thrusting a big red face from Wl k's studio. A quick snarl came from behind
hi m
and a man in a gray hat pulled Rouge back into the dark. The door slamred and
its bolt clattered hone as The Shadow conpleted his roll and punped two shots
fromthe head of the stairs.



The Shadow s shots splintered the door but not where it counted. He
supplied that detail when he reached the door itself, shooting the bolt away
wi th the woodwork. Wheeling into the room The Shadow crossed to the dimlight
of the big side windows and let his automatic rove the next door roof.

I f Rouge and Gray Hat had gone that direction, The Shadow coul d have
stopped them before they reached the | ow roof door in the second house away.
But there were no signs of the two fugitives, nor the one who had taken the
roof route earlier.

Turni ng, The Shadow saw fromthis new angle that the | owest skylight in
the studi o was dangling. Reaching it, he thrust his head through and saw only
the cl osed panes of the twin studio. Welk's nurderers had gone that direction
cl anpi ng the next door skylight behind them Wth the start that they had
gai ned, tracing them by clues would be better than pursuit.

Besi des, there might not be too nuch time to pick up clues around Wl k's
st udi o.

Turning on the lights, The Shadow studi ed Wl k' s body. They'd made qui ck
wor k of the bearded artist, those nmurderers who had reached their goal so
shortly ahead of The Shadow. The third man was obvi ously the one who had
stol en
Grenshaw s package fromthe Argonne cloak roomand had evidently left it
somewhere on the way here. At |east The Shadow had outraced that nenber of the
mur der clan

As for Welk's death, it mattered little nore than Naseby's. O than what
had happened to G enshaw.

Crooks to the core, all three had paid the penalty. It was inportant now
to |l ocate ot hers whose concern was crine before they concentrated on
undeserving victins.

Fi ndi ng nothing nore than a pack of cigarettes in the pockets of Wlk's
snock, The Shadow stepped to a rack that bore a coat and vest. In those he
found a wall et containing sone noney and the usual identification papers.
Not hi ng, though, that |inked with Grenshaw or jewels.

There were other clothes hanging in a dressing room anong them a bl ue
dress belonging to the girl who had fled with a scream On a table rested a
hand- bag; going through its contents, The Shadow found only one item of
identification. It was a card that bore the nanme and address:

SUSAN BI GELOW
14 Mayhew Pl ace

So far The Shadow had followed the practice of |leaving all clues on each
scene of crine.

Here, however, the policy was unw se.

Per sons unknown were intent on rmurdering all persons known who had any
inkling as to the presence in Anerica of certain rare gens called the Twel ve
Tear-drops of Buddha. To attach an innocent party to that business m ght be
t he
equi val ent of signing a death warrant.

Though an ol d hand at stopping nurder, The Shadow coul dn't point with
pride to his recent box-score. At |east he could insure the future by covering
the identity of potential victins. The | ess clues the better concerning Susan
Bi gel ow, the nodel who had nade a rapid escape while nurderers were busy
killing WelKk.

So The Shadow bundl ed the blue dress and its acconmpanying garnents into
an
ol d suitcase that was |arge enough to acconmodate the purse as well. The
suitcase bore Wlk's initials, but it was uninportant.

Havi ng | earned the nane of Susan Bi gel ow, The Shadow wanted to know what
she | ooked like. Stepping out into the studio, he stopped at a canvas that had
toppled face down fromits easel when the nodel had run into it during her
dash



fromthe platformwhere she had been posing.

Sirens were how i ng outdoors as The Shadow lifted the |arge painting.

VWhat ever Wl k's faults, he rated as an exacting artist and this painting,
practically conpleted, forned as accurate a description of the m ssing node
as
the eye could demand. To The Shadow, the girl represented a newconer in the
case, but Ted Trent could have told himdifferently.

Those vivid blue eyes, peering froma rounded face beneath a weal th of
fluffy hair, belonged to the very blonde who had net Ted in the doorway of
G enshaw s nuch naul ed hotel room

Maybe Ted woul dn't have recogni zed Susan with her hair down, but that was
al so outside The Shadow s present range of cal cul ation, since he |linked Ted
with a brunette named Mata Safi. To The Shadow, the painting was just another
clue that might divert the police fromtheir quest of finding mssing
nmurderers, so he rolled the canvas and thrust it through the handle of the
sui t case

Then, hearing heavy | aboring footsteps on the stairs bel ow, The Shadow
crossed the studi o and stepped out through the wi ndow whi ch had accepted Susan
into the bal nmy night. Reaching the second roof, he found the open door and
descended creaky stairs that |ed past some store rooms until it reached the
door of the costume shop on the ground fl oor

There, The Shadow paused with his hand on the knob. Wthout even turning
it, he could hear the sound, though faintly. It cane from another door at the
rear of the Kit-Kat Shop. Turning his own knob silently, The Shadow entered a
grotesque place where devil nasks, cat's heads and other weird contrivances
could be seen on the high shelves that caught the Iight froma transom

Swiftly, smoothly, The Shadow noved between the counters and reached the
back door. As he opened it in his previous silent fashion, he heard nuffled
police whistles, rapping clubs, and other sounds relating to | aw and order.

Al

were renote, because this door opened on a narrow rear passage, tucked between
buil dings, that led to a side street well away fromthe front of Welk's studio
bui I di ng.

Though t he passage was pitch-dark, The Shadow coul d trace soneone novi ng
through it, for he caught the click of high heels that reached the street and
turned there. Since Susan's own shoes were anong the appurtenances of the
sui tcase, The Shadow coul d account for her stopover in the Kit-Kat Shop. She
had sinmply supplied the deficiencies of costune that Welk required with his
nodel s, and since the Kit-Kat Shop specialized i n nasquerade costunes, Susan's
next stop would logically be the Masked Ball that was being flung in this very
nei ghbor hood, according to the small talk that The Shadow, as Cranston, had
heard between Ted Trent and Mata Safi.

Crashing that affair appealed to The Shadow too, since everyone el se was
going to be there.

Reaching the side street, The Shadow paused only to toss the suitcase and
the rolled painting into Shrevvy's cab as it cruised past; then, striding
boldly to the entrance of a lighted building, he becane the last |late-coner to
buy the only remaining ticket to the Bal Masque.

The orchestra was stopping as The Shadow j oi ned the fringe of
masquer ader s
in the ground-floor dance hall. \Wat stopped it was a whistle that the
cust oners
m st ook for the start of an ol d-fashi oned Paul Jones, until they saw that a
uni formed patrol man was on the bl owi ng end.

"Everybody stays indoors!" the policeman ordered. "Nobody on the street
until further notice. There's been a serious crinme commtted in this
nei ghbor hood and we're | ooking for the culprits. W don't need help from
nobody, and that neans you!"

The cop gave a general gesture as he turned and it was by sheer
coi nci dence that his hand finished its wave directly toward the | ast person



who
had entered: a man dressed in black cloak and slouch hat. Imrediately a sweep
of
| aughter stirred the ball room acconpanied by a round of jests.
"So the police don't need anyone - not even The Shadow "
"Whoever that fellowis, he picked the right outfit for the right night."
“I"1l bet the cops are passing up their best bet."
"Say, M. Shadow, what crine is this they' re tal king about ?"
"Only The Shadow knows!"
The [ ast statenent was nearly right. Only The Shadow did know, with the
exception of a masked bl onde who had reached the Masked Ball just before him

CHAPTER | X

If the demure girl in the Quaker costune hadn't raised her nmask, Ted
Trent
woul dn't have recogni zed her. He'd been | ooking for her nost of the evening,
and
maybe she knew it, for she was |ooking his way when she gave the mask a lift.
Above the snmile that was forced for the occasion, the girl showed those bl ue
eyes that Ted had not forgotten; then he noticed that tendrils of blonde hair
wer e peeking fromthe Quaker bonnet.

At that noment, the chap with the black cloak and hat cut in and relieved
Ted of Mata Safi, his present partner. Equipped with a red mask that matched
t he maroon gown and wearing a tinsel crown, Mata was an excellent I|sabella. As
Ki ng Ferdi nand, Ted hadn't nade out so well at the Kit-Kat Shop. Hi s costune
was too big and the crown kept sliding down and pushing his mask bel ow his
eyes, which was why the Quaker Lady had recogni zed him

"I thought you'd be here," the blonde said, sweetly, as Ted cut in and
took her froman irate partner. "Only why didn't you phone me? You had two
tickets."

"Phone you?" exclaimed Ted. "Wy, | don't even know your nane!"

"How stupid of ne to forget to tell you. It's Susan Bigel ow You'l
remenber it, won't you?"

"And t he phone nunber?"

"The address is easier to renenber. Nunber Fourteen, Mayhew Pl ace."

"Far from here?"

"Not very." Changi ng the subject abruptly, the bl onde asked: "Wy didn't
you notice ne when | smled at you earlier?"

"Why - why, | guess | didn't -"

"Don't say you didn't see ne! | |ooked your way at |east a dozen tinmes. |
hope you haven't forgotten nme because of that Lady in Red. W is she, by the
way ?"

"Her nane is Mata Safi. I'll introduce you to her later."

"How t hought ful of you!"

The bl onde's sarcasm was purposely mld; since she was dependi ng upon Ted
for an alibi, she didn't want to antagoni ze him Then, anxiously, she
i nqui red:

"You haven't told anyone that you net me at G enshaw s?"

"I"'mnot supposed to be at Grenshaw s," returned Ted, with a snmile. "The
roomis still his and we don't want any argunment with the hotel. So we can
bot h
consider this our first neeting.”

That suited the blonde perfectly. But it wasn't quite to the liking of a
lady in red, who was watching the conversation froma distance. Mata Safi was
much nore interested in the "first" meeting between Ferdi nand and the Quaker
| ady than she was in talking to her bl ack-cl oaked danci ng partner, who seened
to prefer silence.

As the dance ended, Mata was quick to find a phone booth, where she



hastily dialed a nunber. Wien a voice answered at the other end, she spoke
qui ckly in French

"Rouge et Noir."

Very apropos, those words, signifying "red and bl ack." They could apply
to
Mata and her recent partner where the colors of their costunes were concerned;
but that wasn't all.

The nunber that Mata had di al ed was the same unlisted nunber that Johnny
the waiter had called from The Cave. In tracing it, The Shadow had found that
it was |located in a house next door to the Casino Mnaco.

Agai n, the passwords that Mata had spoken were appropriate. The terns
"rouge" and "noir" applied specifically to the red and bl ack nunbers on a
roul ette wheel, the gami ng device with which the name Casi no Mbonaco was
associ at ed.

The Shadow had cal |l ed that number today, but the receiver had hung up
when
he said "Hello." That was because he hadn't known the countersign, but he was
learning it now, for in the darkness beside the corner phone booth the cl oaked
masquer ader was |listening to all that Mata Safi said.

Just to check on listeners, the Red Lady had | eft the booth door open
but
she wasn't expecting an eavesdropper to be al nost at her el bow. Wen she
drifted
gl ances fromthe phone booth, Mata directed themout to the dance fl oor

"So, you are back already, Bela?" There was purred query in Mata's tone.
Then: "You say you did not |eave at all?... Good, that makes it rnuch the
better... | then have sonething to tell you. There has been crime here in the
vill age, near the masquerade. .

"What sort of crime? I do not know... The young man, this Ted Trent? He
knows nothing... But the girl, the blonde one, she may know... Yes, she is
here
too, but | did not see her until the police told us to stay...

"About fifteen minutes ago, it was... The police? They are gone now.. .
No,
| do not suppose that they will worry about any of the masqueraders... Yes,
Bel a" - Mata's voice reduced to a hiss as she | eaned close to the tel ephone
and
her eyes glittered through the mask slits - "whatever it is you wish to know,
I
think the girl can tell you... To find her? It is very easy; she is wearing
pl ain gray, a Quaker |ady costune."

As she spoke, Mata was watching the girl in question, who was just
begi nni ng the next dance with Ted. It was plain that the blonde inspired the
snake's sparkle from Mata's eyes, as well as her verbal suggestions to Bel a.
And then:

"The pierrot and the cavalier," said Mata, repeating sonething that she
heard fromthe tel ephone. "Good, | shall watch for them.. Only renenber, this
Ted knows nothing... Should he be inportant, I will find out..."

There was sonething quite alluring in that final sentence, which m ght
have intrigued Ted had he heard it. Apparently, Mata Safi believed that she
could swing Ted's sentinents to the brunette side of the | edger when new
occasi on of f ered.

An hour after Mata nade that phone call, the masquerade ended.

Peopl e were taking off their nmasks and getting their first full views of
faces that had bothered themall evening, which applied particularly to Mata
Safi and Susan Bigel ow. Brunette and bl onde were crossing swords with gl ances
whil e Ted stood by, wondering why he was forgotten. In Ted' s experience,
peopl e
who liked himinvariably Iiked each other, but the rule didn't hold tonight.

A growi ng buzz anong the unnmasked patrons suddenly ended t he daggery



| ooks
that the two girls were tossing. Like Ted, the ladies in red and gray turned
to
learn the stir. The custonmers were annoyed because one of their nunber had
departed without the courtesy of unmasking.

He happened to be the masquerader who had appeared in the costume of that
fanous crine hunter, The Shadow

Maybe it was just part of his act, whoever he happened to be. But the
runors that were buzzing linked back to the talk of crime an hour earlier
Such
talk worried another patron, the bl onde who wore the Quaker costune. Then
sensi ng that The Shadow s departure had been a smart precedent, the girl
cal |l ed
Susan Bi gel ow decided to copy it.

Spotting the blonde just before she reached the door, Mata Safi gripped
Ted's arm and sai d:

"Come qui ckly!™"
Mat a gave a gesture as she spoke and it was nmeant for two new patrons who
had shifted in fromthe door, their masks still covering their faces. Only

MVat a

recogni zed them as newconers who had joined the throng: one, heavy and

st oop- shoul dered, wore a harlequin costunme that answered to the term of
pierrot; the other, thin and |inber, was in cavalier attire that fitted him
worse than Ted's regal robes.

The finish of Mata's hand sweep indicated Susan, the girl in gray, while
under her breath, Mita spoke, the phrase:

"Rouge et Noir!"

"What's that?" asked Ted. Then, a bit puzzled: "Wy, where's Susan?"

"This way -"

There was firmess in the slender hand clanp that Mata laid on Ted's arm
but her fingernails, long, tigerish though they were, couldn't penetrate the
thick velvet of the kingly costume. Mata was trying to draw Ted toward anot her
exit, but by then, he saw Susan, pressing toward the door

"There she goes! Come al ong!"

In the swirl of departing patrons things happened fast.

A badly matched pair of joynmakers, pierrot and cavalier, suddenly
gat hered
Susan fromeither side and started her into a waiting cab. Spreading a path
t hrough ot her nmasqueraders, Ted Trent came lunging fists first, in the fashion
of a dock fighter. Ted's only trouble was he cane too fast.

As he reached the pierrot and harlequin, they net himon the recoil
hurling Ted back involuntarily. The reason was that Susan was already in the
grip of the m ssing masquerader, The Shadow

He'd whirled in from nowhere, hooking Rouge and Noir with well-planted
punches that would have laid themon their haunches if Ted hadn't stopped them
by arriving too soon. But Ted, in his hot-headed effort to stage a rescue,

t hought that Rouge and Noir were attacking himby design, and at The Shadow s
say- so.

Ted made a break through and let his fist ride at the fighter in black

Qut of sight, out of mind were Rouge and Noir, but that was only Ted's
opi nion. Behind himflashed two weapons, a pierrot's revolver and a cavalier's
dirk. They were ained for Ted's back, to hew himdown and clear the path to
The
Shadow.

Fortunately, The Shadow was swifter

A gun-wei ghted fist ascended with a backhand uppercut that lifted Ted
chin
first, scaling himback between those convergi ng weapons. The pierrot tripped
across Ted's landing form and stunbl ed headl ong into the cab, but the snarling
cavalier turned to conplete his knife thrust toward Ted's prone figure.



Twisting in its gloved fist, The Shadow s gun rel eased a well-ainmed spurt.

Luck was Noir's this tine.

The cavalier's scrawny knife-hand was literally wenched fromthe
bullet's
path by a tigerish fenmale clad in red, who had followed after Ted. The snarl
that Mata Safi gave was venonous as her fingernails went for Noir's throat.
Just ahead of The Shadow s gun-jab, Mata had saved Noir's knife-hand, if not
his life.

Mata wasn't getting thanked for it. Noir was trying to fling this flamng
hell-cat into the taxicab, so that he could get back at The Shadow, foolish
t hough that was. Rouge, however, was smart enough to yank his conrade into the
cab, which pronptly whi pped away with sl ammi ng door. Then came an engul fing
horde of neutral masqueraders, suddenly inbued with the notion that sonething
ought to be done about somet hing.

Since they'd seen The Shadow use his gun, they took it that he was in the
wrong, this mere masquerader who had usurped the title of crime's Nenmesis. In
the m dst of disorganized braw ers, The Shadow di srupted them further, by a
rapid whirl wherein every startled opponent could have sworn that the
brandi shed gun was neant just for him

The crowd stanpeded so conpletely that the street was cleared |ike magic.
Into a cab that halted with shrieking brakes, The Shadow shoved Ted's groggy
formand foll owed. Shivery mirth halted costunmed folk in their tracks, stunned
by the conviction that this had really been The Shadow

There were two persons, however, who hadn't waited for that denouenent.
Seeing that Ted was safe, they had streaked in opposite directions, rather
t han
be questioned later. One streak was gray, the other red. The bl onde and
brunette
who vied for Ted's favor, were postponing their rivalry until sone future
occasi on.

At present, the bl onde predom nated; for when Ted woke up and found
hinself in a speeding cab, all he said was: "Susan!"

A voi ce spoke beside Ted, a cal mvoice froma nman who introduced hinsel f
as Lamont Cranston. Disclaiming all heroism Cranston sinmply stated that Ted
had bl undered into his cab, out of a free-for-all that was injuring the
reputation of a dance hall known as the Village MII.

Ted acknowl edged all that with a nod; then, his recollections clearing,
he
excl ai med:

"But 1've got to find her! Susan Bigelow | know her address - Fourteen
Mayhew Pl ace. "

Cranston repeated the address to the driver

A quiet street, Mayhew Pl ace. Seeing the nunber twelve on a lighted
entrance, Ted sprang fromthe cab expecting to find fourteen next door. It
was,
but it wasn't nunbered because there wasn't any house.

There was merely a triangul ar | andmark, wedged between two ol d-fashi oned
bui | di ngs, and fronted by a picket fence upon which Ted | eaned as he stared at
this quietest spot in a very quiet neighborhood.

Nunber Fourteen was an old Colonial cenmetery, with a dull bronze plate
stating that it had been preserved by the Society of Revolutionary Danes. But
what Ted Trent stared at was the nearest tonb-stone, with its flat surface
t hat
caught the light fromthe house next door, revealing the inscription

In Menmory OF
Susan Bi gel ow
Who Passed to dory
A. D. 1769



CHAPTER X

TED TRENT had to hand it to Lanont Cranston

The best that Ted had nanaged in New York was to borrow a hotel room -
and
on a snide basis at that - whereas Lanmont Cranston had pronoted a whole suite
and a | arge one.

Nor was this five-roomjob in a tourist-packed hostelry |ike the Argonne.
Cranston had promoted it at the Hotel Rampbrez, a swank spot that overl ooked
Central Park.

As a hide-out, the Ranprez suite was ultra de |uxe. The term "hi deout"
appl i ed, because Cranston was badly wanted by the [aw and could afford to take
Ted into confidence only because his friend was close to the sane dil emma.

The newspapers told it this way: Two nights ago, Lanont Cranston had
entered the penthouse of one Ni|les Naseby, noted theatrical producer and
recent
sponsor of the quarter-mllion flop 'Bonbay Moon.' Backing his threat with a
| ethal weapon in the formof an automatic pistol, Cranston had forced Naseby
to
yi el d a package check covering an itemleft in the cloak roomat the Hote
Ar gonne.

Leavi ng the penthouse, Cranston had despat ched Dorgan, the night
wat chman,
on a fool's errand in order to nullify the switchboard. Returning to the
pent house, he had deprived Naseby of his own revolver; had then wantonly slain
himwi th that same weapon, and had followed this crime by shooting one Homer
Bel | fi nger, Naseby's secretary, in the back

Al this had been pieced from Dorgan's testinmony, plus the accusation
t hat
Homer had made across the tel ephone, inmmediately foll owi ng Naseby's rmurder

There was another factor. Honer had lived | ong enough to talk - but not
t oo much.

If the actual nurderer had planned it that way, he couldn't have struck
better luck. \Wile coughing facts to Dorgan, Homer hadn't gotten past the
Cranston thene before he succunbed.

O it mght be - this notion was Cranston's - that Honer, not know ng he
was through, had purposely shipped the burden onto Cranston on the chance that
a murderous lurker was waiting with a few nore shots for Homer and Dorgan
bot h,
in case the right tale wasn't told.

Anyway, it was Honmer's dying testinony that had sent the police to the
Hotel Argonne in tine to discover Cranston in the very act of robbery for
whi ch
he had al |l egedly gone there.

The cl oak room attendant, one Elliott Bruce, was thoroughly reliable
except in one particular. Having been throttled by hands energing fromthe
overcoats; then bound and gagged by those sane hands, he supposed that the man
who next cane into sight was the crim nal

That man answered to the exact description of Lanmont Cranston, wealthy
club-man, friend of the police comr ssioner, noted world traveler, and a | ot
of
other things that could make life such a bore that turning to crine would be
t he
only way to relieve the distressing nonotony.

VWere Cranston had gone next, nobody knew, so the police traced things
backwar d

And what they found out!

The cl oak room attendant renmenbered that the package had been checked by
Cecil Grenshaw, an exporter from Cal cutta, whose business of shipping Chutney



and ot her products of India had fallen off because of the war. G enshaw hadn't
been seen since the night he left the package, but his room had been occupi ed
by a younger nman whose friendly habit of smiling i nnocently at chanmbermai ds
had

caused themto remenber him

The description of the false M. Grenshaw tallied so perfectly with Ted
Trent that he was afraid to ook at hinself in any of the mrrors in the
Ranorez suite, on the chance that he would scream "You're wanted!"

That wasn't all.

In checking on Grenshaw, the police had | earned that he had left a note
at
his favorite bar, The Cave, advising Cranston to neet himat the Black Star
Pier. The finding of Grenshaw s broken watch in the office of that pier had
| ed
to a dragging of the river. Too heavily weighted to be hauled far by the tide,
Grenshaw s body had eventual |y been brought up with the grappling hooks.

This made it look all the worse for Cranston and certainly didn't favor
Ted, the unknown, whose occupancy of Room 408 at the Argonne had all the
ear-marks of an attenpt to cover the facts, as well as the tine, of G enshaw s
deat h.

How Cranston could snmile about all this, Ted didn't know. He was smling
right now, as he showed a newspaper to Ted.

"Well, fellow acconplice," declared Cranston, "they haven't |inked either
of us with Welk's nurder even though we were right in the vicinity."

Ted gave a grunt.

"At least that's a help."

"I"'mnot so sure." Folding his arnms, Cranston gazed fromthe w ndow.
"Since every accusation has a flaw, the nore flaws the better. Unfortunately,
Wl k knew so many eccentric characters who didn't like him that the police
will be along time tying his case in where it belongs. It would be best to
give thema tip-off, except -"

"Except for Susan, or whoever she is?"

"That's one reason. The mmin reason, in fact, is she can only give us a
lead to the Twel ve Tear-drops of Buddha."

Anot her grunt from Ted.

"What about Mata Safi ?" Ted demanded. "O that phoney Count Zurich who
runs the Casi no Monaco?"

"They are being watched,"” assured Cranston, quietly, "but neither one has
made a nove. Zurich never | eaves the Casino Monaco. Mata is there part of the
tinme, the rest at her hotel."

"And what hotel is that?"

"The Ranorez."

"You mean - right here?"

"Two floors above," replied Cranston with a nod. "But she never makes
phone calls except when she orders flowers - or drinks."

Ted was incredul ous.

"How do you know all that?"

"My man is on the switchboard,"” smiled Cranston, "and his nane isn't
Dorgan. It's very easy to place conpetent help these days" - he paused as Ted
gave a startl ed | ook when soneone rapped at the door - "including waiters."

Cranston was right. It was a waiter, bringing dinner, and | ooking at the
fellow, Ted realized that he was far nore intelligent in appearance than the
usual hotel servant. The waiter delivered a sizeable package along with the
tray and Cranston gave hima simlar bundle in return. This wasn't the first
exchange of the sort, as Ted now renenbered.

The flat package contai ned phot ographs, and Cranston began to study them
as soon as the waiter had left. Cranston invariably glanced through such
collections while he ate, but Ted hadn't inquired why. Now, he was to |earn.

Cranston's eye stopped on one photograph, and he laid it aside. Stepping
to the closet, he drew out a canvas and began to unroll it. The canvas



reveal ed

a rounded face with blue eyes, saucy nose and solemm lips, along with a wealth
of blonde hair that streaned down over very |ovely shoul ders. Pausing there,
Cranston turned the canvas into the light.

"Recogni ze her?"

"Way, it's -"

"A. D. 1769," said Cranston, with a nod. "But wi thout the Quaker costune.
Conpare it with the nodern version, the photograph.™

Ted | ooked at the photo. It was the portrait of a blonde wearing an
eveni ng gown cut to about the distance at which Cranston had stopped unrolling
the painting. The two were identical; in fact, the photograph m ght have been
a
canera shot of the painting rather than the girl who had posed for both.

Rol l'ing the canvas, Cranston pointed it toward the photograph

"Turn it over," he told Ted. "Find out who she is."

On the other side, Ted found a typewitten paper pasted to the
phot ogr aph.

It gave the girl's nane as Janice Mreland, daughter of Heywood Mbrel and,
retired banker, who lived on Central Park West. It |isted other data,

i ncl udi ng

the coll ege that Janice had attended, along with her favorite sports, which
i ncl uded tennis and yachti ng.

Ted's admiration of the photograph was exceeded by a ki ndred sentinment
toward Cranston's ingenuity in acquiring the picture and its acconpanyi ng
information. Al Ted could say was:

"How di d you ever nmanage it?"

"Sinmply enough," returned Cranston. "Nobody with all those |ooks could
have been a regular fugitive froma photographer. So | sent people to the
better photo studios, asking for pictures of stand-out blondes. It was to be
an
advertising contest and all that, requiring perm ssion to use file
phot ogr aphs,
of course. That meant including nanes with the pictures.”

Looki ng at the other photographs, Ted saw that all were bl ondes.
Recal l'i ng
t he ot her packages, Ted decided that Cranston nust have | ooked over about five
hundred before uncovering the proper candidate in this game of Find the Lady.

"Jani ce Morel and," nmused Cranston. "I begin to understand why ol d Heywood
Morel and had his |ast stroke."

"You nmean his life was threatened?" asked Ted.

"No, | nean his fortune," replied Cranston. "I have an idea that he was
one of the backers of Bonbay Mon."

"I thought the show was Naseby's."

"I't was, but Naseby never l[ost his own nbney on anything. An ex-banker is
just the sort of backer he could take over. Now with Welk as the link -"

"Way Vel k?"

"Somebody of his caliber nmust have done the el aborate stage sets that
wer e
used i n Bonbay Mon, even though the show fol ded so quickly that nobody took
credit. But there is no use specul ati ng, when we can probably get the right
answer . "

" From whon?®"

Gazing fromthe wi ndow, Cranston studied the dusk that was settling over
the Park, as though appraising its quality. The sky was cl oudy, prom sing the
sort of dark night when nmurderers - real or alleged - could safely be at
| ar ge.

It was when he had finished that survey that Cranston answered Ted's
query
with the sinple but conclusive statenent:

"From Jani ce Morel and. "



CHAPTER Xl

VWho could pass up a half-price chance to buy a yacht with a quick re-sale
val ue?

Certainly not Janice Mrrel and, when she heard the offer over the
tel ephone. But half an hour later, when the yacht-owners wal ked into the
Morel and |iving room Janice forgot all about boats.

Meeting Ted Trent, the girl began to stanmer excuses that ended abruptly
when he introduced Lanont Cranston

Then the girl really froze.

Thi nki ng of the nmurders, Janice was |ooking at the tel ephone, wondering
how she could reach it, when Cranston calmy intervened:

"You should thank ne, Mss Mreland, for saving you the trouble where
Ni | es Naseby was concerned."

Those bl ue eyes showed i ndi gnation; then softened suddenly. But the
girl's
tone was cold and hard.

"You are right," Janice adnmitted. "I could have murdered Naseby."
"And Vel k?"
"Not Wel k." Janice shook her head. "He was only Naseby's tool. | think

you
shoul d know, considering how cl ose you were to the case."

Cranston's steady gaze said neither yes nor no. As if to prove her point,
Jani ce produced a set of col ored photographs from a cabi net and spread them on
the table.

"The stage sets from Bonbay Mon," she said. "OfF course you recognize
them™

"I didn't see the show," replied Cranston. "it cl osed too soon."

"Noti ce anything unusual about the stage sets?"

"Yes." Cranston nodded. "They aren't stage sets.”

Staring over Cranston's shoul der, Ted began to understand. Sonehow, the
proportions were wong. These magnificent contraptions: a Hi ndu throne, fine
screens conposed entirely of gold filigree; huge vases fornmed of precious
nosai cs; tapestries of woven silver adorned with jewelled henms - all gave the
i npression of an art collection rather than the trappings of a theatrica
show.

O her photographs were simlarly out of Iine. They showed suits of
jewel | ed armor; decorative tables with inlaid tops; incense burners and
decorative table-ware. No stage props needed the fine design that showed in
t hese cl ose-up phot ographs.

"I found these at Wl k's," explained Janice. "They are the originals; he
made the copies that matched them"

Cranst on nodded as though he understood. Janice went on

"I't was his | oss on Bonbay Moon that broke nmy father," explained Janice,
"but he couldn't blane Niles Naseby. It had all been pure speculation, with
al l
expenses accounted for. Backing a show takes noney; dad knew t hat when he went
into it.

"There was one thing, though, that kept preying on his mnd before we
sent
himto the sanitarium He kept muttering that he and Naseby never shoul d have
listened to Wlk. He said artists never could be anything but extravagant.
Sonehow it inpressed nme that Naseby nust have worked his crooked business
t hr ough Vel k.

"So | decided to find out what | could about Welk. | heard he needed a
new
nodel, so | applied, without telling himwho I was. | needed a name and
addr ess”



- the girl's frowm |lessened to a half snile -
with Wl k."

As Janice finished, Cranston gestured to the photographs.

"You found out why he copied these?"

"They had sonething to do with sendi ng Bombay Mbon on tour to the
Oient,"”

so | found them | took the job

replied Janice. "That's all | know "

"But the stage sets matched them perfectly.™

"Yes. | saw the show on its last night in New York. Everything was
arranged differently, but the props were the sane.”

"Undoubt edly," agreed Cranston. "l can understand why Naseby wanted Wl k

to duplicate the private furnishings fromthe palace in Bil dapore.™

Ted stared at the nane.

"Bi | dapore! Say, that's where those nunitions came from"

Cranston's inquiring eyes turned Ted' s way.

"I't was in Sydney," explained Ted. "There was a shipnent from Bil dapore,
where they have a native munitions factory. Grenshaw was in charge of it and
wanted it unloaded in a hurry. | hel ped himout."

"That's odd," put in Janice. "It was in Sydney that Bombay Moon coul dn't
even find a theater. They shipped the show back fromthere."

"Maybe it was Grenshaw s | oad that came instead,” remarked Cranston. "His
muni ti ons or what - have-you."

"Coul d be," decided Ted. "One canme into Sydney, just before the other
went
out."

"What happened to the scenery fromthe show?" inquired Cranston, turning
to Janice. "Has it been heard from since?"

"It was sold in San Francisco," replied Janice. "Not for ruch, but Naseby
said an outright sale was better than paying an auctioneer's conm ssion."

Cranston gave a casual nod. He was | ooking at other photographs that
showed jewell ed chests teem ng with queerly shaped coins.

"I't would have been a | arge comm ssion," he agreed. "Twenty percent on
something close to ten nmillion dollars.”

At nmere nmention of the sum the others stared amazed. Then Ted forced a
doubt i ng | augh

"Real treasures couldn't have come through the custons -

"Why not?" inserted Cranston. "Everything was accounted for, probably to
an exacting degree. G It screens, brass coins, plated ornanents, tinse
tapestries with glass bead trimrmngs. Al those props went out of the country
so they had a right to cone back. Very probably the same customs nen checked
t hem goi ng and com ng. G enshaw woul d have seen to that."

"Then you nean that G enshaw sw ndl ed the new Raj ah of Bil dapore?"

"Grenshaw at | east had a hand in it before the present rajah took over.
But that in turn nmeans that the fal se rajah, Thangra, arranged it al
bef orehand. Naseby's show, Bonbay Mon, was designed to his order, through
Grenshaw. Now | know why Naseby coul d expect a present as fine as the Twel ve
Tear-drops of Buddha. Al he did was hel p Thangra | oot the pal ace before
Abdul I ah inherited what was left of it."

Ted offered an objection.

"But Abdul  ah woul d certainly have known -

"I'n Bildapore,” interposed Cranston, "the rajah is suprenme. He renders no
one an accounting of his personal bel ongi ngs which technically includes
everything. Thangra coul d have eradi cated conpletely all records of the prized
bel ongi ngs that he secretly shipped from Bi |l dapore.”

"But what about those Twel ve Tear-drops?"

"They were different. Thangra had once boasted that he owned them Later
it was reported that he sold them but the buyer was never naned."

"So they were Naseby's commi ssion," said Ted, with a head-shake. "A
mllion dollar clean-up and he was too cheap to sink his own dough in the dea
that made it possiblel™



Al during this talk, Janice had been trying to weave in a few words. Now
she had her chance.

"Those nust be the jewels that Wl k was after!" the bl onde excl ai med.
"The
ones he tal ked about over the phone."

Cranston was pronpt with the query:

"To whon?"

"I don't know," adnmitted Janice, "but | did hear where they were to go if
anybody managed to get them To sonebody named Schorner."

The name rang home to Cranston

"Carl Schorner, the jewel appraiser,” he defined. "The chap who buys
estates | ow, buys themout, then sells them high. The last man to be |inked
with a job like this and therefore the best."

"Why the best?" asked Ted.

"Because Naseby woul d never expect to find the Tear-drops with Schorner,"
expl ai ned Cranston, "nor would anybody else. It fits, though, because one of
Schorner's noney- maki ng dodges is having antique jewelry recut or reset in
nodern style. He'd know how to disguise those Tear-drops as well as how to
di spose of them"

Ted's teeth gritted.

“"I'f we'd only known this sooner!"”

"There may still be tinme," declared Cranston, quietly. "Wait until | call
t he Casino Monaco."
Maki ng the call, Cranston didn't give his own nane, but nerely asked for

someone named Vincent. After a brief chat with the man in question, Cranston
hung up with a satisfied nod.

"Count Zurich is in his office," stated Cranston, "and Mata Safi is
pl aying the roul ette wheel. Perhaps those Tear-drops are still at Schorner's.
I
won't be long."

Wth that, Cranston bowed hinmself fromthe living room |eaving Janice
staring until she heard the outer door go shut. A bit worried by the girl's
gri mexpression, Ted put in some good words.

"Don't worry about Cranston," said Ted. "I'msure he didn't nurder either
Grenshaw or Naseby. "

"Who woul d | be to accuse hinP" Janice faced Ted solemmly. "Wy, it's
only
sheer luck that the police aren't accusing nme of killing Welk!"

"You nmean you were in the studio when Wl k was nurdered?"

"Certainly. I went across the roof and down through the Kit-Kat Shop
That's where | found the Quaker costune."

"So you were working me for an alibi,"” smled Ted. "I don't blane you;

i ke one nysel f."

"We don't need alibis yet," returned Janice seriously. "The person we
ought to worry about is your friend, M. Cranston.”

Ted cane to his feet.

"What fools we were!" be exclained. "W shouldn't have let Cranston go to
Schorner's! Suppose he gets into trouble there! Wiy, the police would mark him
for a nurderer, the noment they showed up!"

Noddi ng, Jani ce asked:

"What are you going to do about it?"

"I"'mgoing to Schorner's nyself," returned Ted, bluntly. "Wuldn't you?"

"I'f you make it 'will' you," replied Janice, "the answer is 'yes."'"

The girl neant it; otherwi se Ted wouldn't have given the nod. A few
mnutes later, these allies in a new cause were on their way to back up
Cranston in his | one and dangerous nission

CHAPTER Xl



HARRY VI NCENT gat hered up his chips and stepped fromthe roulette table
to
t he door of Count Zurich's office, only to be intercepted by a bowi ng man who
stood there.

"Count Zurich is busy,
later."

"But | have to | eave," explained Harry. "I wanted to cash in these
chips."

"Over there." The bowi ng man gestured to a counter near the strong door
that barred the route downstairs. "The cashier will pay you for them™

Still playing the roulette wheel, Mata Safi didn't even glance Harry's

the man infornmed him "You can see hima little

way
as he left. But that had nothing to do with the thing that bothered Harry. Wy
hadn't he been allowed to see Count Zurich?

Once out of the Casino Monaco, Harry wal ked around the corner to find
Shrevvy's cab. Getting in, Harry played a hunch

"Anybody come out of a house on this street, Shrevvy?"

The cabby gestured to a house that flanked the rear of the Casino Monaco.

"Over there," said Shrevvy. "About ten mnutes ago. Don't know who he
was,
but it's funny though. | thought that was the house the chief said was enpty."

That was enough for Harry. He told Shrevvy to take himto a tel ephone and
fast. There was still a chance that The Shadow woul d phone Burbank, the
cont act
man who rel ayed nessages from various agents. He might call the Hotel Ranorez,
wher e Burbank was at present tending swi tchboard.

Perhaps Harry's last mnute tactics had sonmething to do with the fact
t hat
Schorner's jewelry store was so quiet when Ted and Janice arrived there. The
pl ace was open, but in sole charge of a weary-Ilooking clerk, who certainly
couldn't be Schorner. In fact, the store itself |ooked very pitiful. The only
gens on sal e were ol d-fashi oned ones, priced cheaply, to keep up the pretence
that Schorner sold whatever he bought for only a trifle nore than what he
pai d.

Ted wanted to see Schorner and said so. In his turn, the clerk gave the
wrong reply. Instead of saying that Schorner was out, he stated that he was in
the office but didn't want to be disturbed. Ted sinply gestured Jani ce ahead
of
hi m and gave the clerk a shove when he tried to block the way. Opening the
of fice door, Ted bowed Janice through and foll owed. Then he wi shed he hadn't.

Carl Schorner was definitely busy. The trouble was he had visitors who
weren't. One was a nan who wore a tilted gray hat, along with a tuxedo. As he
turned his face, he didn't quite obscure it fromthe |light and Ted was
startled
to see the suave, nustached face of Count Bela Zurich

There were two other men here with Zurich. One was heavy, powerful,
st ooped of shoul der, which made his shocky red hair the nost conspi cuous thing
about him The other was a |linber nman who wore baggy trousers and a bl ack
jersey, with a cap pulled down over one eye.

Their nanmes flashed honme to Ted:

Rouge and Noi r!

Just where he'd heard those nanes, he didn't renenber, but there was also
somet hi ng about the nen that renmi nded himof the pierrot and cavalier who had
ki cked trouble outside the Village MI1.

As for Janice, her eyes were startled as she recogni zed Count Zurich and
the big man, Rouge.

Zurich's smooth laugh had an ugly sound. The Count didn't nind being
recogni zed by persons whose exi stence he regarded as superfluous after they
had



wal ked right into a trap. Wherever Zurich went, he carried his trap with him
in
t he persons of Rouge and Noir.

They were already crowdi ng Ted and Janice. It was Rouge who planted a gun
agai nst Ted's back while Noir pointed a revolver at Janice. Evidently Zurich
had overrul ed Noir's preference for knives because of the linber man's
i nefficiency with such weapons during his two encounters with The Shadow.

Under the persuasion of those guns, there was nothing for Ted and Janice
to do but stand by. The thrust of Ted's strong jaw, the worried expression in
Jani ce's blue eyes, showed that they shared the same apprehensi on. Death m ght
not be an imedi ate threat, because Zurich wouldn't want to conmt mnurder on
these prem ses; but it would certainly be an incident of the future.

Count Bela Zurich just couldn't afford to spare the lives of these two
peopl e who had laid the finger squarely on the pul se-beat of his crinmes.

In plain sight, twinkling their story of cruelty, bribery and greed, |ay
twel ve magni ficent gens that answered the description of those baubl es of
nmur der, the Tear-drops of Buddha!

Four bl ood-red rubies; four glorious green emneral ds; four dianonds that
flashed fire of nyriad hues. Lustrous stones matched in size, so large that
t he
average thunb and forefinger could just about have circled each fabul ous gem

The Tear-drops were lying on a bench that seemed part of a miniature
| aboratory, presided over by Schorner, a burly, bitter-faced nan who | ooked
quite in keeping with his conrades. Only there was sonmething in Schorner's
attitude that didn't entirely smack of friendship with the suave Count Zurich

Arms folded, the Count tilted his head toward Schorner. He'd been playing
possumrecently, but he saw no reason to keep up the game for the benefit of
Ted and Jani ce. Indeed, there was a triunphant gleamon the Count's sall ow
features, as though this situation struck himas the perfect finale for the
drama he had pl ayed.

"Proceed, Schorner," ordered Zurich, in a smooth but foreign accent. "You
were appraising these gens to give us their true worth. W should like to know
how wel | Naseby bargained with the former Rajah of Bil dapore.”

Wth a sidelong glance, Zurich was watching Ted and Jani ce to gauge how
much they already knew. Their cal m acceptance of the facts brought a hard | ook
to Zurich's eyes. Wiat these prisoners knew, soneone rnust have told them This
meant that further murder |ay ahead for Count Bela and his inported assassins.

VWhat Zurich didn't notice was the glum expression that grew on Schorner's
bi g, coarse face

"Come, Schorner!" purred Zurich. "The val ue!"

"Not as much as you woul d expect," returned Schorner, bluntly. "
woul dn' t
say that Naseby bargai ned well."

"And why not ?"

"Al'l that trouble that Wl k spoke about, for several thousand dollars -

Zurich whirled as he interrupted:

"Did you say thousand, Schorner? You nean mllion!"

Schor ner shook his big head.

"I have tested these Tear-drops,"” he stated. "They are deceptive, very
much so. But they are not what they are clainmed to be."

A snarl now dom nated Zurich's tone.

"You fool, Schorner! To treat me as you do your custoners! Wy, those
rubi es alone are worth a ransom "

"They are not rubies," returned Schorner. "They are garnets. Their color
is excellent, | nmight say perfect, but | have studied themin the dichroscope
and found themisoprenic."

This made perfect Greek to Ted and Janice, but Zurich seened to
under st and
it. Fromthe bench, he picked up an object resenbling a m croscope, set
hori zontal |l y above a handl e, nuch |like an ol d-fashi oned stereoscope. Setting



one of the red gens in place, Zurich studied it through the gl ass.

"You will see two inmmges," stated Schorner. "Their rays are polarized at
right angles to each other and in rubies the shades of red should differ. Wth
garnets they do not."

Scow i ng as he tested the remaining red gens, Zurich found that Schorner
was right concerning all of them Buddha's crinson tear-drops were garnets,
not
rubi es.

| mredi ately Zurich pounced upon the four green gens, only to hear
Schor ner
say:

"Those are tournalines, not emeralds. | would not have suspected them
ordinarily. In fact, | might still believe themto be eneralds if their
hardness were seven and one-half, the top rating for a tournaline, and the
| owest for an enmerald; that is the dividing |line.

"But whoever chose these remarkabl e speci mens was forced to sacrifice
hardness at the expense of color, the thing nost needed to perpetrate the
fraud. Those tournalines have a hardness of only seven, | should say a trifle
under, for a fine steel file will bite them Mke the test yourself, but put
the scratches on the girdles of the stones. It would be a shame to mar such
fine speci nens of tourmaline.”

Zurich didn't share Schorner's adm ration of sem -preci ous stones, but he
followed instructions with the file and di scovered that Schorner was right
agai n. That brought up the question of the alleged di anonds.

Here, Schorner's adnmiration was overwhel m ng.

"Such wonderful zircons!" he exclaimed. "They have given them sone heat
treatment that is worth a fortune in itself! They have acquired col or, unusua
optical properties, and even a surprising hardness. Wy, with this secret we
could go into business as dianond nerchants, with only a stock of zircons,
provided we did not sell specimens too large to invite suspicion

"There is only one thing they lack, the right specific gravity. The pure
di anond shoul d be three decimal fifty-two, which is |less than the Rohrbach's
Solution."” Schorner gestured to a liquid in a tall glass cylinder. "These
zircons have a higher specific gravity, at |least four deciml zero. | shal
show you wi th the Westphal Bal ance. ™

The instrument in question |looked like a mniature scales with an
extension armwi th a thin cord to which Schorner attached one of the
scintillating gems and lowered it like a sinker into the glass cylinder. Ted
gat hered that a dianond, having a | ower specific gravity than the sol ution
shoul d not have sunk bel ow the hal f-way point, but this gemdid. Still
scow i ng, Zurich eyed the bal ance closely while Schorner repeated the tests
wi th the remaining zircons.

At the concl usion, Schorner shrugged.

"You see?" he said glumy. "Wt have been swi ndl ed, and outright."

As cold as the zircons yet as fiery in their sparkle, Zurich's eyes fixed
on Schor ner.

"You nmean that | have been swi ndled, Schorner - by you!"

Schorner's face took on the startled expression of a fish, then grimced
i nto what he thought was a snile.

"A very funny thing to say, Zurich," began Schorner, "after | have been
SO
honest with you."

"G ve over." Zurich's tone was hard. "I want the real gems, Schorner."

For a monent real amazement gripped Schorner; then, glancing at Rouge and
Noi r, he gave way to resignation. Opening a drawer bequeath his table, he
reached for something that Janice actually thought mght be a box containing
t he genui ne Tear-drops. Instead, Schorner's hand whi pped out with a revol ver,
poi nted straight at Zurich.

It took speed to be quicker than Count Zurich. The suave nman's arns had
unf ol ded. Schorner's gun was nmatched by another revolver in Zurich's fist.



Muzzl e for muzzle, these former partners in crime were halted neck to
neck
in a race where death was to mark the finish line!

CHAPTER XI I'|

TED TRENT found his breath com ng back after a prol onged absence. One
gl ance at Janice Mreland, and he saw a face so tense that it told hi mwhat
hi s
own nust | ook like. They had forgotten their own plight to becone spectators
awaiting the result of a hair-trigger duel that hadn't quite expl oded.

Now Ted was thinking what could happen if it did. It mght prove a chance
in favor of Janice and hinself, but they would have to act fast. Once shooting
started here in Schorner's back room Rouge and Noir would accept it as a
signal to dispose of their prisoners.

Unl ess Schorner shoul d wi n!

Then Rouge and Noir would think first of avenging Zurich, a break indeed
for Ted and Jani ce.

Maybe Zurich calculated all that.

Alnmost indifferently, Count Bela | owered his gun with an apol ogetic
smile.

Schorner, still mstrustful, kept his own revol ver |evel ed.

"I was hasty, Schorner," explained Zurich. "For a nonent | thought you
had
perpetrated this swi ndle yourself."

Schorner gave a short | augh

"That woul d have been smart, wouldn't it?"

"Yes, very smart," replied Zurich, "and quite easy."

"Easy?" questioned Schorner. "How?"

"These inferior gens" - Zurich gestured at the glittering dozen with his
gun - "coul d be bought al nost anywhere."

Schorner gave his head an enphatic shake.

"It would take a long tine."

"But you had a long time," rem nded Zurich. "Wl k knew about the Twel ve
Tear-drops fromthe start.”

"Perhaps. But neither of us had ever seen them"

"That woul dn't have been necessary. The description of the gens could
have been obtained. My man Noir didn't have rmuch opportunity to | ook at the
ori ginal s when he brought themfromthe Argonne."

Noir was staring at the genms now. Turning to Zurich, the |inber man spoke
rapidly but in an odd foreign tongue that made Schorner | ook worried as he
ti ghtened his hand on his gun

"It's all right, Schorner," stated Zurich. "Noir says they | ook to be the
same. O course if you had arranged things with Grenshaw -"

"I never knew Grenshaw. "

"Wel k must have told you about him But | don't think it would have
mattered. Do you know, Schorner" - Zurich stared, then nodded slowy - "I
really believe you have been honest all along!"

That comrendation really relieved Schorner. In return, he | owered his
revol ver.

"And being honest is a virtue," added Zurich. "The sort of virtue that
deserves a reward - like this!"

It happened in the pause before those last two words. Zurich's gun cane

up

so fast that it looked like a silvery blur. The nuzzl e nouthed a scorching
message straight for Schorner's heart before the big-faced man could bring his
own gun into nmotion. But Count Bela wasn't |eaving anything to chance. He'd
read the newspapers with their account of Homer's statement and wasn't going
to



make the same mistake of |eaving a dying victiminstead of a dead one,
particul arly when such a victimstill held a gun

Literally, Zurich riddl ed Schorner clear down to the floor, using every
bullet in his six-chanbered revol ver

Al ong about the fourth shot, Ted Trent found hinself. Letting all caution
ri de, he swung about, grabbed Janice Mreland, and flung her toward the door

Rouge and Noir had done the expected. Wth Zurich's shots they had shoved
their own guns forward, both thinking that Schorner night require solid
treatment. Before they could whip around again, Ted and Jani ce were away, but
with no nore chance of escaping through that closed door than they had of
scooting off through the fourth di nension

Maybe there was a fourth di nension

The laugh that filled this rear room seened to cone from nowhere. \Wat it
did was drown the crash that acconpanied it, the snmash of a back w ndow. Into
this scene where nurder again held sway, |aunched the cloaked figure of The
Shadow

He'd taken his own tine about getting here, this fighter whose other self
was Cranston, particularly after contacting Burbank on the way and getting the
report from Vincent. The Shadow cal cul ated everythi ng, except that Ted and
Jani ce would commit the indiscretion of putting thenmselves in line for nurder

There was one thing Ted Trent had | earned, not to nmeddle with the human
buzz-saw in bl ack. The Shadow had denonstrated that his one-man prowess
br ooked
no interference, even fromfriends, that night outside the Village MII.
Havi ng
| ost Janice once by mixing in The Shadow s business. Ted wasn't chancing it
again. He ripped the door open and flung Jani ce through, confident that The
Shadow coul d handl e Rouge and Noir - as he had before - now that Zurich's gun

was enpty.
It would have worked that way if Zurich hadn't renenbered a trick worked
by Wel k.

Too late had the artist clicked off the lights in his studio, to gain a
respite against attackers. But quick as Zurich had been with his trigger, here
at Schorner's, he was equally fast with the back roomlight swtch, which
happened to be right over Schorner's bench

A snap, and the light was off. A sweep, and Zurich heaved the bench
equi prent and all, in the general direction of where he had | ast seen The
Shadow.

Zurich al nost scored a knockout with that lucky fling. As the bench
struck
hi s shoul der, The Shadow s arm canme up automatically and he let hinself spraw
away to a corner while he was warding the heavy missile. Tripping over sone
obstacl e, The Shadow | anded anmpbng sone shelves that came clattering down upon
him but he turned his sprawl into a dive in the direction of the door, hoping
to block it off.

This took tinme that Zurich and his nmen were using to other advantage.
Count Bela couldn't pause to load his revolver in the dark, while Rouge and
Noi r had no intention of battling The Shadow without the sturdy backing of
their chief. So closely that they crowded one another, the three went out
t hrough the wi ndow that The Shadow had used to crash in upon them

By the time The Shadow stepped across Schorner's body and reached t hat
same wi ndow, rapid footfalls were fading out of ear-shot.

Pausi ng at the wi ndow, The Shadow focused a flashlight around the room A
| augh whi spered fromhis |lips as he saw the scattered jewels, for fromthe
di stance The Shadow could hear the wails of arriving police cars. They were
com ng because The Shadow had ordered Burbank to put in a call to Police
Conmi ssi oner Weston, advising himto cone here in person. It all would have
fitted with The Shadow s plans, trapping Schorner with a hoard of gens of
i ncredi bl e val ue.

Perhaps it still would, even though Schorner |ay dead and the gens were



nerely cheap substitutes.

But The Shadow didn't intend to stay. He had a better plan. As the police
cars arrived, he noved out through the window He waited in the alley, unti
he
saw the light go on in the back roomand heard the calls of the police.

It was then The Shadow | aughed agai n.

To punctuate that mirth fromthe dark, The Shadow used a few gunshots.
Weston' s voi ce shouted an order and police came out through the wi ndow and in
fromthe side alley.

VWat they saw was a cab, scudding away as though it had just picked up a
passenger. That was all they needed for a reason to follow along a trail by
whi ch The Shadow i ntended to lead themto a surprising goal, the Casino
Monaco,
headquarters of Count Bel a Zurich.

It didn't matter that Zurich had gained a start and that The Shadow
intended to |l ead the police a roundabout way. The Shadow was pl anning a
surprise at the end of it.

Count Bela liked surprises too.

Only half a dozen bl ocks away, the suave master of murder was making a
call fromthe only booth in a lonely drug store while Rouge and Noir waited
and
worried in a car out front.

"Hell 0?" Bela's inquiring tone was oily, but quite different fromhis

own.

"I nspector Cardona? Good... | have a conplaint to nake, but you must attend to
it imediately... It concerns the Casino Mnaco. | have just |ost noney
there... You ask how? How el se except by ganbling..

"Yes, ganmbling upstairs... On a roulette table and a big one, with many
pl ayers... But you must hurry, because in fifteen m nutes the ganbling room
will close... Early? OF course. But it is only during the dinner hour that
roulette is played there... Yes, because that is a tine that nobody woul d

suspect... CGood-bye..."

Fifteen minutes was a very short order for Inspector Joe Cardona; he'd be
lucky if he reached the Casino Mnaco in that tine. Wiich in turn allowed tine
for Count Bela to be back there, conpleting his own little schene.

A smart fellow, Count Bela Zurich! He was still confident that he could
outwit the Shadow

CHAPTER XI 'V

IT was as calmas ever in the ganbling roomupstairs in the Casino
Monaco,
the only sound the clack of the roulette ball against the metal pockets of the
snoot hly revol ving wheel. Across the board, Harry Vincent kept watching Mta
Safi .

The alluring lady with the gaze of a Bengal ese tiger was quite cogni zant
t hat she was under observation by the handsone, self-contained young man who
stood opposite. Mata Safi |iked that. Experience had taught her to be
suspi cious only of those nen who ignored the captivating charnms that Mata had
built into her unconscious noods.

Harry was noticing Mata's eyes. The exotic brunette had a way of letting
her gaze stray, just when she had gained a man's fixed attention. She was
playing that game with Harry, not realizing that he was topping it with a gane
of his own.

Mata's eyes invariably ended on Zurich's door as though Mata, too, had
begun to wonder over the prol onged absence of Count Bel a.

And now Harry was wondering if Mata had begun to suspect what he was
quite
sure existed: that Count Bela had another way out fromhis office, through the



next door house where he had received phone calls with the passwords "Rouge et
Noir."

In fact, the sumof Mata Safi's know edge was a subject for specul ation
in
itself, a matter which The Shadow had del egated Harry Vincent to investigate.
This Oriental Tiger Lily hadn't bl ossoned into the general scenery until after
the Hudson River had swall owed the unfortunate M. G enshaw, hence her
connection with the case of the Twelve Tear-drops featured the second act in
this drama of deat h.

Maybe the second act was nearly over; if so, Mata Safi mght play a
surprising part in the finale.

Harry snapped fromthose specul ati ons suddenly, as he caught the gleamin
Mata's eyes. They were fixed on Zurich's door. Wth a casual half-turn, Harry
saw the reason

Never more polite, the Count had stepped fromthe office to mngle with
the patrons, at the sane tinme inform ng themcourteously that the gani ng
peri od
was al nbst ended. Maybe it was just a hunch on Harry's part; perhaps he was
gauging matters from much that had gone before, but he could have sworn that
Bel a' s whol e purpose was the building of an alibi

And why not ?

Here were a few dozen wi tnesses who woul d swear on oath that Zurich could
have been nowhere other than his office during the last full hour

The only thing that puzzled Harry was Zurich's peculiar anxiety to greet
the custoners all at once. Around the roulette table he was passing from
pl ayer
to player, inpressing his presence with a snooth rapidity. The expl anati on of
this came by the tine the suave proprietor had conpleted his round trip.

So suddenly that the effect was startling, the lights in the gam ng room
began to blink!

Before the custoners could nove, Count Bela was at the head of the table,
raising his arms. Then, turning toward the door, he shook his head at the
attendants who were starting to bar it.

"W want no violence," stated Zurich. "If it is the police, we nust |et
t hem ent er peaceably."

It was the police.

The raid squad was headed by a stocky, swarthy man, |nspector Joe
Car dona.

As the patrons drew away fromthe table, Cardona and his nen took over,
sei zi ng

the roul ette wheel as evidence, clanmping handcuffs on the croupiers and ot her
attendants. Meanwhil e, Count Bel a had stepped to the office door and cl osed
it;

he was standing in front of the door with folded arnms, snmiling too calmy.

Sonet hi ng was due to happen very soon and Zurich was hoping it would turn
out exactly as he pl anned.

Unbeknownst to | nspector Cardona, another raiding crew was arriving
out si de the Casino Monaco. Comm ssioner Weston and the police who had
acconpani ed himfrom Schorner's were hard on the rear wheels of the cab that
bore The Shadow

That cab, piloted by the able Shrevvy, swing past the front of the
ganbl i ng club and careened around the corner. Seeing other cabs parked at the
Casi no Monaco, the drivers of the police cars thought that the fugitive cab
was
anong them Hopping out at Weston's order, the police piled into the building
and up the stairs to the gam ng room

Which in turn suited The Shadow - so far.

Cl ear around on the rear street, The Shadow was whi sking fromthe cab and
into the enpty house which he was sure forned Zurich's private exit fromthe
ganbling club. Under the stress of a police raid, the Count would logically



dash for freedomby his secret route. The Shadow expected to neet the manifold
nmurderer on the stairs and cut off his escape in final fashion

It didn't happen that way.

Still standing in front of his office door, Zurich was watching the big
clock in the gaming roomas its mnute hand reached the exact spot he wanted.
Then, as Cardona strode in his direction, the suave man unfol ded his arms and
sai d:

II\Mit!ll
There was sonething sinister enough in that command to halt even an
experienced official like Cardona. For with it, Zurich gave a warning smle

that indicated he was speaking for Cardona's benefit.

Zurich heard Weston's crew on the stairs. The clever Count had tined
things right to the dot on the basis of The Shadow s own activities. As
Car dona
halted, trying to guess what was conming, it cane.

A dull but heavy expl osion sounded within Zurich's office. The door

heavy

though it was, literally bulged outward fromthe blast. The gam ng room rocked
to the shrieks of the excited patrons and in another instant, darkness bl anked
the scene. Al lights, except those | eading down the front stairs, had been

ext i ngui shed by the expl osion.

In fromthe stairway door surged a group of di munrecognizabl es that
Cardona took to be Zurich's reserves. The ace inspector bawl ed an order to his
men and they wheeled to neet the invaders. Two groups of police | aunched at
each other, sw nging clubs and guns, intending to beat down all resistance.
The
brawl was the perfect break that Zurich wanted.

Calling all patrons, Count Bela |l ed a dash down the front stairs, which
now were clear. Very few followed, for nost were tangled in the police nelee,
but Harry Vincent nmanaged to skirt the throng. He gripped a full fistful of
vel vet and hauled it along with him down the stairs and out.

Count Zurich, recognized by the downstairs patron, was away in a waiting
car, adding another notch to his alibi. Looking for Shrevvy's cab, Harry
couldn't see it, but he found another and bundled Mata Safi into it.

Upstairs, the rival police squads were learning their identity through a
process of elimnation. Bawl i ng nutual commands, Weston and Cardona put a stop
to the melee and ordered their nen to break down the office door

They found what they expected, a conplete ruin. Count Zurich had set off
a
time bomb, actuated by the closing of the door, to demolish the office and
obliterate all records of his friends and patrons. Quite the customary thing
to
do, on the part of a man who ran a ganbling establishnent.

Only Zurich had gone the usual ganme one better

The bl ast had caved the wall of his office, carrying through to the house
next door. A huge pile of debris showed a gap that | ooked |ike the caving of a
normal wall, leaving no trace of the secret doorway that had exi sted.

Zurich had really built hinmself an alibi. He hadn't left a trace of
evi dence to show that he could have gone in and out of the Casino Monaco. H s
flight by the front route was the final touch

VWho, now, woul d believe that there had been another way out, considering
that Zurich hadn't used it in the very sort of emergency for which it should
have been intended?

Only The Shadow.

Al nost at the head of the stairs, he had been net by the full force of
t he
bl ast. The Shadow had taken the stairs in one |ong plunge.

Ahead of the aval anching bricks, The Shadow had rolled into a vacant
front
room There, groggily, he wenched open a wi ndow and tunbl ed through, al npst



into the arms of Shrevvy, who was out of the cab the noment that he heard the
powerful blast. Into the cab and away, The Shadow was again at |arge, though
too dazed to hunt up Zurich's trail

The laugh that trailed fromthe cab w ndow | acked The Shadow s usual
chal l enge, but it served as a rem nder that Count Bela Zurich would still find
a contender in the quest for the real genms that were known as Buddha's
Tear - dr ops!

CHAPTER XV

COW SSI ONER VEESTON sat in his office studying a mass of photographs
whi ch
all pertained to the sane subject: Lanont Cranston. The conm ssioner was
i nt ent
upon hounding his forner friend to the absolute Iimt, for he was convinced
that Cranston was the cause of everything, including mnurder

On the commissioner's big desk glistened the baubles that had nmade
Cranston go wong; twelve gens that had turned out to be only sem precious
stones of conparatively small value. The nyth of Buddha's Tear-drops which
Cranston, who knew India and its fabled tales, had been foolish enough to
bel i eve, was dispelled, and Cranston had wecked his | ong and estimabl e
career.

Such people as Bela Zurich meant little to Weston in conparison and as
for
Mata Safi, the conmissioner had never heard of her. The commi ssioner was
turni ng
one name over in his mnd. Savagely, Weston repeated it as he glared fromhis
wi ndow i nto the gathering dusk:

"Cranston!"

"Well, well, conm ssioner." The voice was calm but cheery. "It's quite a
relief to know that you can't forget a friend!"

"Cranston!"

This time Weston's epithet was fierce. Weeling in his swivel chair, the
conmi ssi oner grabbed for a revolver that was Iying in his open desk drawer.

But across the desk, Cranston was pointing the same fanpbus automatic at
t he conmi ssioner that had allegedly threatened Naseby before the latter was
murdered with his own gun. This, too, was the weapon that Weston believed
responsi ble for the deaths of G enshaw, Wl k, and Schorner

There was nothing to do but |et Cranston speak

"You have done nicely, comm ssioner," approved Cranston, coolly. "As a
press agent, | couldn't have chosen anyone better."

Weston's only answer was a gl ower.

"Come, conmissioner," continued Cranston. "You can't really believe I
mur der ed Grenshaw and Naseby?"

"And why not ?"

"Because in both cases you have witnesses to the contrary."

"What witnesses?"

"In Genshaw s case, a waiter," explained Cranston. "Hi s name is Johnny
and he works at The Cave. You just didn't question hi menough."

"What should | have asked hi nP"

"About the phone call that he nmade, telling someone where to neet him

Cet
his story and make himtell the nunber; you will find that it belonged to the
house next door to the Casino Mnaco."

Enlightennment reluctantly started to spread over Weston's face.

"As for Naseby's death," continued Cranston, "talk to Dorgan again, and
that chap who operated the cloak roomat the Argonne. You'll find them both
reliable.”

"I already have," retorted Weston crisply. "They both identified you



absol utely."

"I was depending on that," spoke the ever-calm Cranston. "Wat you
conpl etely overl ooked was the time element. Check it, comm ssioner, and you'l
find that I couldn't possibly have reached the Argonne so soon after Naseby's
deat h. "

These were vital points, if true, and with them Wston's specul ation
t hat
Cranston stood responsible for the nmurders of Wl k and Schorner would fall of
its own weight. Whoever had committed the first two crimes would be the
| ogi cal

suspect in the last two. Still, Wston wasn't to be too easily persuaded.
"What brings you here, Cranston?" queried the conm ssioner drily. "If you
want these" - he gestured to the second-rate genms - "I might as well tell you

that they aren't what you think they are."

"Not Buddha's Tear-drops?" Cranston gave an expression of nock surprise.
"Have you really found that out, comm ssioner?"

"I have," retorted Weston, "and so has everybody el se -

"I'ncluding Count Zurich." Cranston's interruption carried firmess. "G ve
that office of his a going-over, commissioner. Count the bricks that he bl ew
apart last night. You'll find a whole door-load m ssing; enough to account for
the way out that Zurich no |onger wanted."

West on was suddenly seeing a | ot of things, though he didn't say so. He
wasn't going to trust Cranston until after these facts were checked and
proved.

"Here's the deal, conm ssioner,’

put in Cranston bluntly. "\Werever

Zurich

is, you won't find him but he's still after the real Tear-drops. |I can find
hi m

if you give nme | eeway, which neans easing up this man-hunt. | don't want a

cl ear

bill, because it's better to keep Zurich bluffed; but active interference wll

only handi cap ne."

West on was noddi ng, but very doubtfully, his eyes on the gun in
Cranston's
hand. Wth a generous gesture, Cranston drew the nmagazi ne fromthe handl e of
hi s
automatic and dunped its cartridges on the desk. Then, with a wave to show t he
weapon was usel ess, he arose, turned to the door, and paused as he reached it.

"This is all | did at Naseby's," insisted Cranston. "I went out, and for
all he knew, | held an enpty gun. You'll be hearing fromme, conm ssioner" -
Cranston's eyes were fixed toward Weston, but their gaze seened nore distant.
Then, in a parting tone be added: "Later."

Bef ore the door had really closed, Weston was grabbing the tel ephone with
one hand, his revolver with the other. He wasn't going to I et Cranston get
away
with this bluff; he'd have hi mstopped before he reached the downstairs door.

But Weston was forgetting wi ndows. One was rising right behind himand in
fromthe dusk that franed it cane a | ean brown man with soft shoes and baggy
cl ot hes, whose tiny eyes had a glint as ferocious as his big bulging teeth. In
hi s hands, the invader held a |l ength of whip-cord. Wth a forward spring he
| ashed the murderous string over Weston's neck, tightening it with one deft
hand, while the other made a wi de sweep to pick up the Tear-drops lying on the
desk!

West on was choki ng hel pl essly when the door hurled itself open and in
from
the corridor sprang Cranston, gun in hand!

An enmpty gun, unloaded in the comnissioner's presence, and w tnessed by
the brown face at the w ndow

Cont empt uousl y, the assassin forgot the jewels and reached for a knife,
but his hand stopped in midair.



A spurt fromthat unl oaded automatic laid a bullet right to the brown
wist!

Wth a how like a jaguar, the grinning creature forgot noose, gens and
kni fe. dutching that damaged wist, he bounced across the room out through
the wi ndow, and lurched to a | edge bel ow. Landing |ike sonething of rubber
t he
brown man reached a waiting car and sped away by the time Cranston arrived at
the w ndow.

But fromthat w ndow, Cranston saw the face that | ooked back fromthe
fl eeing car and under his breath, the conmm ssioner's friend breathed a
whi spered | augh that forned an echo of The Shadow s.

By the time Cranston returned to the desk, Weston was able to pant three
wor ds:

"What - was - it?"

"A dacoit," specified Cranston, "otherwise a H ndu strangler. |1'd better
take al ong these souvenirs" - Cranston was sweeping up the fal se Tear-drops of
Buddha - "in case they mght tenpt others of his breed. I think I know how to

handl e them conmi ssioner."

"Did - did Zurich send that fellow?"

"OfF course not. Zurich would have kept these gens if he'd wanted them
This | ooks |ike a new devel opment, conmi ssioner, and a deeper one."

Wth that, Cranston began to reload his automatic. Weston watched, while
dangling the cord that he had freed fromhis neck. As Cranston pressed the
magazine up into the gun handl e, he said:

"Hear that, conmi ssioner?"

Whet her or not Weston heard it, he nodded. He remenbered now that when an
automatic was | oaded, the first shell dropped into the breech. In renoving the
| oad, Cranston hadn't w thdrawn that nunber one cartridge; instead, it had
remai ned where it could save Wston's life.

"Somebody nust think those are the genuine Tear-drops,"” declared Wston
gesturing to Cranston's pocket which held the disputed gens. "OQtherw se the
dacoit wouldn't have been sent here."

"Anyone who enpl oys dacoits," returned Cranston, "would know all about

t he
Tear-drops. The real answer is that these imtations have sone value of their
own whi ch we have not yet recognized."

That was all. Wth a parting wave, Cranston strode to the door, pocketing
his automatic as he went. Pausing there, he turned to state:

"I"1l handle the Tear-drops, conm ssioner, along with the rest of the
deal. I'mreally leaving this time, so you'll have to watch the w ndow for
yoursel f. | would suggest that you reverse your previous procedure. Pick up
your revolver first; then the tel ephone."

The advice suited Weston. As Cranston left, the conm ssioner picked up
his revolver and swi velled around to nake sure no brown faces were grinning
fromthe w ndow.

As for the tel ephone, Conmi ssioner Weston just forgot that he had one.

CHAPTER XVI

LI STENING to the report that Harry Vincent gave, Lanont Cranston turned
fromthe wi ndow overl ooking Central Park and gave an enphatic nod.

"It was Mata Safi."

Jani ce Morel and gave a grimsnmile at Cranston's words; the snile was
neant
for Ted Trent.

"But | can't believe it!" exclaimed Ted. "Mata hadn't any hand in those
ot her murders. Wy should she unl eash a dacoit on the conm ssioner?"

"We can ask her when we find her," replied Cranston. "Neverthel ess, she
was in the car outside the comrissioner's office. | glinpsed her face and now



Vincent reports that he trailed her there after she'd left himin the cocktai
| ounge downstairs."

"And she's missed our dinner date," added Harry, "because she checked out
as soon as she arrived back here."

At | east Harry was no | onger susceptible to Mata's superior allure, which
made Janice all the nmerrier because the raven-haired beauty had departed.
Wthout Harry in the field, Ted m ght be considering a renewal of what Janice
regarded as nore than an acquai ntance with Mata Safi. At this nmonent, however,
Ted's mind was reverting to business.

"Whet her the dacoit intended to nurder \Wston or not,'

argued Ted, "he
was
after the phoney Tear-drops. It doesn't add up."

"The trouble is, it does,"” put in Cranston. "I would say it adds up to
t oo
nmuch. "

Ted' s eyes becane really puzzl ed.
"What ever Naseby's services," explained Cranston, "he could hardly have
expected the Tear-drops in return. Their value is too great in proportion.”

"I don't know," said Ted. "To begin with, it neant sinking a quarter
mllion in Bonbay Mbon to work the other valuables into Amrerica.”

"But not of Naseby's mpney," rem nded Cranston, in a tone that Janice
hi ghl y approved. "Naseby didn't risk a dollar. What's nmore, it was too
dangerous for Grenshaw to bring them al one; the real Tear-drops, | nean."

"Then why -"

"Then why the fal se ones? To cover the very situation that occurred,
their
falling into the wong hands. It couldn't have been an effort to deceive
Naseby,
because he knew enough inside facts to retaliate. No, sonebody was playing
square with Naseby, but in a singular way."

Crossing the room Cranston stopped at a table and opened a | arge square
box. Fromit he produced an object that resenbled a mniature nmovie projector

"Fromthe sal e of Naseby's bel ongi ngs," explained Cranston. "I picked
this
up because it was different."

It was different, that projector. It had a large face like a clock dial
consi sting of twelve openings. Wat it | ooked |like was the nmodel for sone new
theatrical device, intended to throw a dozen spot-lights all at once. Naseby
was al ways interested in such gadgets; plenty nore had been around his
pent house.

Why Cranston had chosen this particular contraption was i nmedi ately
expl ai ned.

"Twel ve spots,"” stated Cranston. "Twelve Tear-drops, or their equivalent.
Let's see how they are for size."

Their size was just right. Every one of the stones that Cranston had
acquired in Weston's office fitted perfectly in a hole of the curious
pr oj ect or!

Even odder was the fact that the cut of those gens was such that there
was
only one way in which they could be fitted. Though |l ow in val ue, these
imtations of twelve priceless gens were taking on an unusual significance.

Placing four red garnets in the first batch of sockets, Cranston set the
colorless zircons in the next four, and finally, the green tournmalines as a
[ ast group. Plugging in the projector, he pressed the switch and the |ight
cast
itself in the formof twelve circles on the far wall of the living room

Four circles in clusters of three: red, white and green.

But the feature of the spot lights lay in the synbols that appeared.
Every
one of those lum nous circles contained a large letter of the al phabet!



The red spots showed the letters L HI A

The letters in the white spots spelled a word: Ol LY

The green circles contained: L DHL

VWat ever these letters mght mean, the imtation Tear-drops had reveal ed
their basic secret. On a single facet of each gem some skilled hand had
engraved a microscopic letter, too tiny to appear as nore than a scratch even
under a jeweler's glass. The only way to bring these letters into being was to
use the gens as projector |lenses and thus raise the letters to a visible size
by centering themin spotlights that were vast in proportion to the gens
t hensel ves.

The very ingenuity of the thing was inpressive; this nmode of slipping a
coded message right through the hands that held it in their grasp. Meant for
Naseby and no one el se, the very existence of such a nmessage had el uded
crimnal mnds and escaped di scovery by the |aw

Only the logic of The Shadow was sufficient to track down this riddle. On
the prem se that Mata Safi, of all people, would not have taken the chance she
had unl ess sone vital secret lay at stake, The Shadow had sifted out that very
secret.

A study of these gens and their significance by The Shadow was exactly
what Mata Safi had been ordered to prevent. Sonme mighty m nd had given The
Shadow credit for an ability to guess the existence of the riddl e and had
therefore betrayed the fact in an effort to forestall the thing that had not
even been in process!

For in that visit to Weston's office, Cranston had not originally cared
about the imtation Tear-drops. He'd been interested in finding that man of
mur der, Count Bela Zurich.

Here was a nut within a nut, the sort of thing that always intrigued The
Shadow. It was to alter his course fromthis nonent on, though the calm M.
Cranston did not say so.

What coul d the coded nessage nean?

That again was Cranston's question, the answer to be provided by his
ot her
sel f, The Shadow.

For several minutes Cranston studied the witing on the wall, then nade
thi s cal manal ysis:

"Those letters pronmise a multitude of conbinations,"” declared Cranston.
"There seens to be no index to their sequence unless it can be found in the
gens themsel ves. Though their girdles are cut to an identical size, there nust
be a difference in their weight.

"It is a question of karats, which can readily be determ ned." Wth that,
Cranston unplugged the projector and turned on the roomlights. "So | shal
wei gh these seni-preci ous stones and proceed fromthere" - he paused and then
delivered the proviso "provided my theory proves correct."

Taki ng the baubles fromtheir |odging places, Cranston wei ghed t hem
thoughtfully in his hand, and finally added:

"Count Zurich nmust still be found and nmade to answer for his crines.
have persuaded ny friend, the police comrissioner, to give me a free path to
that objective. After |I have reached it, you will hear fromne again."

Pouring the code-bearing mnerals into a chanois bag, Lanont Cranston
pocketed the latter and bowed his departure, which marked the begi nning of the
strangest trail in the whole career of The Shadow

CHAPTER XVI |

JANI CE MORELAND gave one of her prettiest frowns and asked:

"How many L's are there in the word 'holiday' ?"

Looki ng up fromthe newspaper, Ted Trent shook his head. Mich though he
regarded Janice as the exception, he was sonetimes willing to accept the
argunent he'd often heard, that all bl ondes were dunb.



Ted and Janice were in their favorite restaurant, chosen because it had
boot hs that were properly secluded; thus Ted could really voice his
senti ments.

"Here I'mtrying to get sone | ead on Cranston" - Ted sl apped the
newspaper
as he spoke - "just on the chance that | can help himeven if he doesn't want
it. And you start tal king about a holiday!"

"I"mtal king about a word," retorted Janice. "It's only a question of

spel I ing. Besides, you know what Cranston is doing. Vincent told us."

"What Vincent has told us during the past week," declared Ted with a
smle, "could be added on one finger of one hand. Cranston is still hunting
for
Zurich, that's all."

"But Vincent told us how he was hunting,"” rem nded Janice. "He's going to
every known ganbling resort within a hundred mles of New York, hoping to find
Zurich's men."

"You mean Cranston is hoping they'Il find him" corrected Ted, "because
i f
they do, they' |l tell Zurich. Then if Zurich decides to put the clanmp on
Cranston, he'll have to show hinself. And then the law will bag Zurich" - Ted
snapped his fingers - "just as easy as that."

Jani ce nodded to agree it was just that easy.

"But suppose Zurich doesn't care about Cranston," suggested Ted, |eaning
forward and adopting a confidential air. "Wat if he's satisfied to let the
pol i ce keep hunting Cranston, which they're supposed to be doing anyway? It
keeps the heat off Zurich, doesn't it, and saves hima lot of trouble."

"Eventual ly, though, he'll have to settle Cranston.™

"Yes, eventually, but why now? If | were Zurich" - Ted sat back let his
rugged features forma conniving scow - "I'd let Cranston keep on playing
hi de- and-seek until | found the real Twelve Tear-drops, if they' re anywhere

around. "

Jani ce hadn't thought of that angle, but she could see its possibilities.
Her bl ue eyes were admiring as she said:

"You know so nuch, Ted -"

"I just use judgment," interrupted Ted, nodestly, "and |I nust admt
| earned a lot from Cranston. But after all, | know a few things on nmy own."

"Li ke the number of L's in 'holiday'?"

This time Ted couldn't hel p | aughing. For persistence, you couldn't equa
Jani ce and there was sonething cute in her way of being stubborn

"You win," chuckled Ted. "The word 'holiday' has just one 'L' and no

nor e.
"Then I'Il have to start all over,"
real ly
thought | had it!"
"Had what ?"
"The message on those Tear-drops that weren't Buddha's. See?"
Jani ce handed Ted a sheet of paper which was all scribbled with letters

and little check-marks. At the bottom Janice had inscribed her final finding:

nmour ned Jani ce. "Do you know, |

HCOLLI DAY HI LL

"Where did you get these?" queried Ted. "You coul dn't have renenbered
them™

"I copied themwhile Cranston was talking in the dark," explained Janice,
"and see? | marked them according to colors; one, two, three, for red, white
and green. Then | began to think that maybe that was their right order, so
put themthat way -"

"And got this!"

"Not right away, but after | tried words. The first | used was "Hill"’
because it | ooked so easy. And then along cane 'Holliday' which was the only



way to work in 'Day', but nowl!l find it's wong!"

A sudden idea struck Ted. He said:

"Come on."

VWere Ted took Janice proved to be a book store only a half block from
t he
restaurant. There Ted found a big road atlas and began checki ng the names of
towns in the states that nei ghbored New York City.

"Here it is!" exclained Ted suddenly. "Holliday H Il and with two 'L's
just like you needed, Janice! Now for one of those conprehensive guide-books
on
that shelf over there!"

The gui de proved really conprehensive.

It told all about the town of Holliday and what was better, the fanous
HI1l a few niles outside. Fromaway back, a wealthy Col onial settler naned
Hubert Hol liday had built his house upon a hill, so he could watch for |ndians
in all directions. Rock being plentiful in that area, the farsighted M.
Hol I i day had constructed his home of stone, so flaming arrows could not ignite
it.

The buil ding had grown into a clunsy castle, |ong since abandoned, but
still a notable landmark. It was worth a visit because it was in a fanous
cavern district, about m dway between the Golden Grotto (adm ssion $.50, |ong
tour $1) and Dunkel kopfer's Cave (adm ssion free but donations accepted) where
a hermt of that nanme had | angui shed for a brief span of sixty-three years,
| earning bird-calls and transcribing the |anguage of all species to an
i llum nated parchrment now harbored under glass in the State Miseum

"From CGol den Grotto to Dunkel kopfer's Cave," read Janice, "mleage
twenty-three point six. Fromjunction with paved hi ghway Nunber Sixty-eight,
turn two point three mles north to dirt road leading up to Holliday HilIl. At
one point four, a sign points to path which may be followed on foot, point
seven, to the castle originally constructed in 1713 -"

"When Susan Bi gel ow was probably a very little girl,"” interrupted Ted,
taki ng the gui de book and putting it back on the shelf. "So transcribing the
past to the present, | would suggest, M ss Bigelow, that we pay an i mediate
visit to our esteemed friend Hubert Holliday."

"Sumon the conveyance," returned Janice, "and don't forget to bring the
bird whistles, Friend Dunkel kopfer."

"Costumes first," suggested Ted. "I'll go back to the hotel and clinb

into
some dungarees. You can stop at the apartnent and pick one of your sporting
outfits."

"Tenni s or yachting?"

"W're going to clinb a big hill," said Ted, patiently, "where there are
rocks and branbl es. Those sort of clothes wouldn't stand the gaff. | know
you' ve managed with |l ess, but there won't be a handy costume shop waiting at
the end of this crime-hunting excursion."

"I took up riding once," remarked Janice, brightly, "and in sonme ways
there's nothing rougher, as | found out. | still have the outfit that made ne
| ook the perfect horsewonman that | wasn't. How would that do?"

"Fine," assured Ted, "but don't include the spurs. We're going by car and
the sooner we get there the better."

Less than an hour later, Ted hauled a coupe to a stop outside of Janice's
apartment to find the girl awaiting him It was well into the evening and with
a hundred-odd mles ahead, some of it over secondary hi ghways, the expedition
prom sed to be an all-night job.

How t angi bl e the clue that Jani ce had uncovered, Ted wasn't certain; but
i ncongruous though it seemed, the discovery of the words "Holliday HII"
engraved on the spurious Tear-drops of Buddha, was too remarkable to be a nere
coi nci dence.

Only briefly did Ted Trent feel doubts toward undertaking this enterprise
which in a sense was a privil ege belonging to Lanont Cranston. Then Ted argued



that if Cranston wanted others to stay under waps, he should at |east inform
them how to reach him should they have ideas of their own.

At | east Janice Mrel and had gained the clue to Holliday Hill quite on
her
own and therefore she and Ted had a right to nake the nost of it. \Wat made
Ted
snmle was the notion that if Janice had been a better speller, she m ght have
passed up the clue entirely.

Maybe Ted Trent could inmprove his own spelling somewhat. Fromthe jaunty

way he drove the car, he apparently thought that Holliday H Il still had sone
connection with a holiday.
It didn't.

There was one man who knew, but Ted hadn't asked The Shadow.

CHAPTER XVI | |

LI KE sonme nythical nonster, the crunbling gray castle bul ked onminously in
t he pal e noonlight, | oom ng across one's shoul der from whatever angle it was
vi ewed.

The t hing gave Jani ce Mirel and the shudders as she craw ed anong the
gaunt, dull rocks, hoping to find sonething worthy of this search. Ted was
right, there were plenty of branble bushes, but the whip-cord riding habit was
good protection, and its dark tone made her invisible.

Yet Jani ce would have traded this slownotion ordeal with its suspense of
t he approachi ng unknown, for a dozen incidents Iike her quick flight from
Vel k' s studio. Sonehow, the city itself resenbled a great enfol ding cloak that
carried protection in its folds; but the |loneliness of the vast, bleak
countryside created terrors of its own.

Startled, as the bough of a scrub pine brushed her shoul der, Janice
stunbl ed forward, caught her boot in a rocky crevice and spraw ed into a thick
bush that seened like a horde of invisible claws, plucking at her as some hawk
woul d snatch a hapl ess pi geon

Then Ted was on the scene with blinking flashlight, undertoning for
Jani ce

to hush.

"They've found this place too," informed Ted, "whoever they are. W've
got
to get away fromthis hill before they find us. It will soon be dawn; we've
wasted nore tine than | thought."

Not Jani ce.

She'd lived through years during the past few hours that they had spent
in
probi ng stone-cl ogged cellars and other portions of the ruin once known as
Hol | i day Castle. This business of searching around the buil ding had been
anot her of Ted's bright ideas that was | eading to nowhere except trouble.

Getting out of it was Ted's job, so Janice left it to him
Characteristically, Ted chose the toughest way.

Slight blinks of guarded flashlights proved Ted's contention that

prow ers
were about, during the circuit that he made to bring Janice to the one part of
the hill-top that they had neticul ously avoided until now It was the brow of

what ampunted to a cliff, though Ted regarded it as just a rugged sl ope.
Maybe that was because Ted was rugged in his own right. Janice certainly
knew she wasn't when Ted hel ped her right over the brow into what seened a
ride
down a roller coaster without the roller coaster. Ted's armgri pped Janice,
breaking the tunble, until a shaggy bunch of brush ended the mad descent.
Al Ted said was:
"That was getting out of it."



"Intoit, 1'd call it!" enphasized Janice. "What are we going to do now?"
"Wrk down the slope. It will be easy fromhere on."
"And what's your idea of easy?"
Ted gave a brief |augh.
"W coul d have worked down sl owy,
hurry.
Now we can afford to take our tinme."
"You think so?" Pointing through the scraggly brush, Janice indicated
lights that were already working down the slope but in a fashion nore
conservative and round-about. "Are we going to have conpany, or aren't we?"
"They can't be searching for us," argued Ted, "at |east not this soon.

he expl ai ned, "but we were in a

wonder -"

He paused, weighed it a nonment, then

"That message read 'Holliday Hill' but it didn't say Hill-top, or
Castle."

"How could it?" queried Janice. "There weren't enough stones."
Ted didn't dispute the point; he nerely stuck to his thene.

"This is really the hill, this rugged side," he said. "The rest is just a
back sl ope. Here's where we should have hunted in the first place."
"For what ?"

"For whatever we're supposed to find. R ght now, our best bet is to
bur r ow

deeper into this brush, which is about the heaviest on the hill and the npst
difficult to reach. W can hope those fellows with the lights find what
they're

| ooking for before they reach us."

The argurment was sensible so Janice followed Ted's |lead in seeking the
best hiding place. They found a space nicely hollowed in the rock, its front
conpl etely obscured by the brush. It couldn't have been a better nook if made
to order. Then Ted suddenly found that such was its very fault.

"Look, Janice!"

There was enough noonlight to reveal the steel glint at the back of the
tapering hollow, visible only from behind the bushes that otherw se obscured
it
fromoutside eyes. A flat nmetal surface, set upright in the chiseled rock
Ted's
di scovery represented a sizeable door, irregularly shaped yet |arge enough for
three or nore people to enter

At no spot, however, was there anything resenbling a crack or opening by
which this barrier could be noved!

"It's a cave," established Ted. "W shoul d have expected one in this
linestone region with its golden grotto and hermt's hang-out. Right under the
castle, too, which probably neans that it's the only outlet, since the other
way i s blocked. Only sonebody has al ready converted it to their own use.”

"And now others are looking for it," rem nded Janice, "and since they
nust
know it's around, they won't stop until they find it. That neans they'l
uncover
us first."

"Not if we get into the cave -

"But how? This isn't one of those Al addin caves where magi ¢ words nake it

open.

"Aladdin didn't have a cave."

"OfF course he did. That's where he found the wonderful |anp."

"I guess that's right," adnmtted Ted, "but it was Ali Baba who opened the
cave by speaking words."

"So it was," recalled Janice. "Only he couldn't renenber them™

"He remenbered them It was his cousin or sonebody who didn't. That story
never convi nced ne, though."

"Well, here's a sealed cave. You ought to be convinced now. "



"I don't mean about the cave," argued Ted. "I mean | never believed that
anybody could forget two sinple little words Iike ' Open Sesane'."

Ted was | ooking right at the steel door as he spoke that magic couplet. A
nmonent | ater he was staring at something el se, a deeper space beyond. For with
t he pronouncing of those words fromthe Arabian N ghts, the smooth steel door
slithered into the stony hillside, opening a path to safety fromthe hunters
on
t he sl ope.

Al'i Baba had nothing on Ted Trent!

CHAPTER XI X

| F Janice hadn't jogged Ted forward, they'd never have gotten through the
door before it closed. Ted was too stupefied to take advantage of the
situation
if his companion hadn't cone to his aid.

As they shoved past the barrier that al nost brushed themas it closed,
they saw the apparatus responsible for the double action. It was a short wave
j ob, hooked to the mechani smof the door, tuned to pickup and respond to the
famous phrase that was reputed to control the entrance of a fabled cave.

And this cavern surpassed fable.

At the end of a short passage, Ted and Janice cane into a |lighted chanber
hung with stalactites, stunped with stalagnmtes, and flowing with rock
crystal .

Yet the gorgeous gifts of nature that filled this wonderland were nild
conpar ed
with the luxuries that human hands had | avi shed.

Here were the gold and silver screens, the jewel ed tapestries, the other
sunmpt uous furni shings that had once bel onged to Thangra, Rajah of Bil dapore.
Their resenblance to the stage sets that Naseby had ordered Welk to duplicate
were scarcely nore than coincidental. Al these trappi ngs had purposely been
dull ed, so they would pass as the theatrical properties honeward bound. Now
install ed where they bel onged, there was no need for sham Everything had been
polished to the full, so that the jewels flashed like brilliant stars and the
delicate filigrees shone like |ace-work woven by el fin hands.

Most nmagnificent of all was the rajah's throne in the very center of this
deepl y-recessed cavern. On the throne sat a portly potentate, none other than
Thangra, ex-ruler of Bildapore, attired in bejewel ed robes and wearing a
gem st udded crown.

Besi de him as watchful guardians stood tawny nmen in | oin clothes, arned
wi th such form dabl e weapons as |ong, curved scimtars and big, funnel-nouthed
nmuskets. Al the pageantry of the Orient was here transcribed in reality,

i ncluding the languid creature that reclined on the gol den divan near the
rajah's throne.

She rose in alarmas the guards sprang forward. It was Mata Safi, truly
Oiental now, in a costume that consisted of clustered jewels, spaced
accordi ng
to propriety and connected by strands of beaded genms. Mre tigerish than ever,
this royal consort would have flung hersel f between those scimtars and at
| east one neck for which the bl ades were intended, if other intervention had
not arrived.

In a darkened corner just within the passage through which Ted and Janice
had strolled into this death trap stood an unseen figure cloaked in black. How
The Shadow had arrived here was one question; what he did and why he did it,
becane two ot hers.

Wth a quick gesture, The Shadow flung asi de both cloak and hat; spinning
to the passage proper, he lunged into the scene as Lanont Cranston, apparently
some one who had sinply come along with Ted and Janice. They of all present,
were nost surprised to see this madcap rescuer



Al that Cranston retained of his other personality was an automati c,
whi ch he used as a wardi ng bl udgeon agai nst the slashing scimtars. Deftly, he
beat off those strokes with criss-cross slashes while Ted was flinging Janice
fromharms way. By then, Mata Safi was able to place her gem studded form
between the scimtar nen and the pair that Cranston had rescued.

Away fromthe attackers, Cranston beat the blasts of the big-nouthed guns
by di ving back to the passage. The sword nen followed himwhile the gun squad
was rel oadi ng, but again Cranston had an answer for his adversaries. He
reached
the door that answered to the name of Open Sesane and pressed the switch he
found there.

Open Sesane opened wi t hout Open Sesane.

From t he branbl e-covered cavern nouth, Cranston fired quick shots back
al ong the passage. Qddly his aimwas off, for he m ssed the swordsnen
entirely,
but as Cranston, his aimwas not supposed to have The Shadow s precision

At | east the process brought results.

Those shots produced shouts fromthe outside slope. Surging to the battle
cane an ill-assorted group who plunged through the opening and bl azed shots of
their own at the rajah's retiring scintar squad.

Unnoticed as they passed him Cranston sinply followed with the surge.
Wth these new i nvaders he was trapped in the nesh that Thangra provided.
Reaching the throne room the arrivals no |longer had a chance to overtake the
swor dsnen, because they were flanked by the rel oaded musket oons held by the
rest of Thangra's bodyguards.

The invaders stopped short and Cranston with them though he was careful
to stay in the center of the cluster to have the benefit of human shiel ds
shoul d the nusketoons go off. As for Ted and Janice, they were staring,
ast oni shed, fromthe corner where Mata Safi had pressed t hem

Those nen fromthe hillside were headed by Count Zurich. Wth himwere
Rouge and Noir and a pair of secondary ruffians who | ooked quite as murderous
as Zurich's favorite killers. These were the enem es that Ted and Jani ce had
eluded, only to fall into the iron grip of Thangra, one tine Rajah of
Bi | dapor e!

It was a tense scene.

From his throne, Thangra | ooked toward Mata Safi to | earn her choice
regardi ng these trapped foenmen. A nere gesture fromthe bejewel ed consort
woul d
have neant death for all. Instead, Mata Safi pointed a slender thunb upward.

Doubt cl ouded Thangra's heavy brow. He did not approve such nmercy; if he
had, he woul d have delivered it hinself. But Mata Safi had an explanation for
her whim

Jewel s undul ating with every notion of her vibrant form this |ithesone
creature approached the rajah's throne and delivered a sparkling bow Then in
a
tone as hard as the glint of the gems that clothed her, Mata Safi queried:

"Why give swift death to those who do not deserve it?"

Such | anguage hunored the rajah. He waved for his dozen servants to
hudd! e
the prisoners toward the throne. It was then that Ted Trent realized how badly
he had again injured Cranston's well-laid plans.

If left untranmel ed, Cranston would have counted on Zurich's band to
cancel off the rajah's crew. Cranston hinmself could have acted as the fina
arbiter, with guns. That fact drove honme to Ted, although he didn't realize
how
much nore effectively Cranston could have managed it while caparisoned as The
Shadow, for Ted had not guessed the secret of such dual identity.

VWhat The Shadow had done was throw away his |leading trunp. If he'd played
his cl oaked self in drawing off Thangra's cohorts, he woul d have becone an
i medi ate target for Zurich's crew which woul d have placed himright between.



As Cranston, The Shadow was banki ng on the future, having elininated one
faction - Zurich's - by letting the bal ance swing the other way.

The Shadow, a prisoner like the rest, was trying a double gane and
counting on anot her person whose nmethod was the sane: Mata Safi.

Wl | did the cal mfaced Cranston know that Mata was indifferent to the
fate of the throng at |arge. Her purpose was to save the life of one man, Ted
Trent, if only to gloat her triunph over her blonde rival, Janice Mrel and.

To cover that purpose, the gem spangl ed brunette had decreed life for
all,
rather than arouse the rajah's jeal ousy. Even now, as she let her cold eyes
rove
t he group, Mata gave them nmonents of warnth when they met Ted's gaze.

I f Ted happened to be too strained to guess the truth, so was the rajah.
"Before we arrange your torture,” announced Thangra, addressing the
prisoners in perfect English, "you may have the privilege of stating how you

| earned of ny present residence."

Cranston did not deign a reply, but Zurich decided to play policy. Count
Bel a wasn't his usual jaunty self, for he was clad in old clothes instead of
tuxedo and gray hat. Being out of character, he could afford to act it.

"On account of Grenshaw s letters,” stated Zurich. "W found a few that
he'd sent to this nman."

Zurich's thunb nudge indicated Cranston, whose face maintained its calm
Agai n, Ted groped for the answer and found it. Cranston nust have wei ghed the
gens and placed themin the order that spelled Holliday HIl; then, after
tracing Zurich, he had faked letters that |ooked |ike G enshaw s and |let them
fall into Bela' s eager hands.

Al toward the crux of bringing two nmurderous bands into a final fray!

Thangra's eyes were fixed on Cranston. Finding that this prisoner
preferred silence, the rajah spoke instead.

"I was no fool to trust Grenshaw," affirmed Thangra, "because | had no
ot her choice. The real fool was Naseby, because he trusted nme. Twi ce a fool
to
think that | would |l et himhave the matchl ess Tear-drops of Buddha as a reward
for helping ne inport ny other wealth."

As he spoke, the rajah renmpved his crown and slowy revolved it in the
light. The sparkle fromthe gol den band was dazzling, for it was girded
alternately with rubies, dianonds and eneralds, twelve in all. The rea
Tear-drops, these, gracing the crown that Thangra wore as ruler of this
under ground domai n which he had chosen as a substitute for his |ost real mof
Bi | dapor e!

"OfF course | prom sed Naseby the Tear-drops," continued Thangra, "but I
said that first | would deliver tokens to represent them | knew how t hose
replicas with their secret nmessage woul d appeal to Naseby's avarice. Having
been told how he could read it, he would do so, and come here in good faith
expecting to exchange the spurious for the real.”

Carefully, Thangra replaced the pricel ess crown upon his head. Rising
from
his throne, he gestured for the guards to herd the prisoners to corners of the
cavern. Wth a gesture calling for Mata Safi to follow, Thangra turned away;

t hen paused | ong enough to deliver this om nous pronouncenent:

"What Naseby woul d have experienced, once he cane here, you will all
suffer in varying degrees. As ruler of Bildapore I held power over life and
death" - his broad face weathed in an evil snile, the rajah et his ugly eyes

wal low in their fatty sockets, as he added gloatingly: "And pain."

Then, acconpani ed by Mata Safi who had so thoughtfully rem nded hi m of
hi s
royal privilege, Thangra, forner tyrant of Bildapore, strode fromhis throne
cavern to plan the delight that was to be his - delight that woul d depend upon
t he angui sh that he delivered unto ot hers!



CHAPTER XX

HOUSED in a |inmestone niche that resenbled a crude cell, Lanont Cranston
was waiting steadfastly along with others who were simlarly trapped.

The jitters were creeping over Ted Trent, who was in an adj oi ni ng
conpartnent, but he was trying not to show it, hoping that his exanple would
hel p Jani ce Morel and bear the strain.

And then, into this realmof the Iost who could only wait, swayed the
creature who had suggested their ill-fate: Mata Safi.

Arms aki mbo, shoul ders erect, her head raised in a hauteur that suited
t he
di sdain her features registered, Mata Safi began a slow tour of the niches
wher e
the prisoners were segregated.

Cranston's face renmai ned i npassive; Ted's was grim Zurich registered a
sneer and turned away; his followers snarled angrily. Janice was the last to
receive the cold eye and her own glare seenmed | ost on Mata Safi .

Once a lady with a dash of |eopard, Mata Safi now seenmed all | eopard,
with
very little | ady.

From hi s stony cubicle, Cranston watched where Mata Safi went. He knew
that those cold eyes had mi ssed nothing during the tour. In the course of her
rounds, Mata Safi had spied exactly what Cranston hoped, the cl oak and hat
t hat
lay otherwi se forgotten in the gl oomnear the outer passage.

She had paused there to gather in those garnments. Bundl ed under one arm
they scarcely showed as she started what seened the begi nning of another
round.

Then, stooping slinkily along the wall, this creature of changi ng nobods
arrived

wi th a warning whisper beside the | ow stone barrier behind which Ted Trent
st ood.

Into Ted's notionl ess hands, Mata Safi thrust the garments she had found.
Her voice becane an alluring purr, actually warmng in its tone, as she
confided in the astonished prisoner

"He is here, The Shadow " spoke Mata Safi. "Where he has gone, | do not
know, but he left these. If they aid himin the darkness, they will do the
sane
for you. Watch where | go; then put these on - and follow"

Soft though those words were, they reached the real owner of the black
regalia, in his coop not too far distant. Watching Mata Safi resume her
mannequi n pose and strut in jewelled spl endor past the guards, Cranston turned
in Ted's direction just as his fell ow prisoner was about to fling away the
unrequested gift.

Low, calm but audi ble was Cranston's tone:

"Vait!"

Ted waited. He owed sone courtesy to Cranston after all those previous
m st akes. Noting an upward gesture of Cranston's hands, Ted tossed the bundle
of black. Cranston caught it with a dip that carried himfrom sight.

If Ted had watched, he would have observed that his friend did not
r eappear .

I nst ead, The Shadow ermerged fromthe linmestone niche. Only briefly did
hi s
cl oaked formflit Iike a passing swirl of snoke; then he was lost in the
dar kness al ong the cavern walls.

Lost to the sharp eyes of the rajah's servitors who paced these preni ses
with scimtars and nusketoons. If Ted had tried it, his chances woul d have
been
slim but this garb of black fitted with Cranston's skill at choosi ng darkened



pat hs, an aptitude he al ways denonstrated as The Shadow.

It was when he had reached the upper end of a |ighted passage that The
Shadow openly noved into sight. Eager hands clutched his cl oaked arm and drew
himtoward a pair of crude stone steps, |eading upward to a mass of broken
beanms that were tilted like a flock of giant jackstraws.

And Mata Safi, in the dimess that obscured the hard glint of her
clustered jewels, was soft and soulful in the tone she thought was heard by
Ted
Trent, the man whose | ove she coveted.

"There is a way up through the ruins," breathed Mata Safi. "Easy to find
fromhere, but not fromabove. It is dawn now, you can find your way out, but
be careful!

"We shall neet later, when | amfree of the rajah." Mnentarily there was
a hard significance in Mata's voice. "I never cared for hinm it was G enshaw
who persuaded ne to act as an inducenent in the schene.

"And why not?" They were on the stairs now and though she halted, Mta

still clung to The Shadow s arm "I shall see that | gain enough of this
stol en
weal th including the Twel ve Tear -drops!

"It will be mne" - Mata's words were breathless - "and yours, wherever
you await me! But wait" - the hands clutched tighter - "I know your w sh and
shall grant it before you ask it. | shall save your friends. Believe ne."

Mata Safi sent The Shadow up the route that he already knew, for it was
by
probing the enpty ruin that he had reached the secret cavern

Bl ended with bl ackness, The Shadow paused to watch Mata Safi return
soft-footed toward the passage bel ow. As her sleek formturned the corner, he
swung about and followed, his glide as silent as Mata's feline tread.

There was a doorway just past the turn. There The Shadow saw Mata pause,
her fingers clenching at her hip as though seeking a knife she wi shed were
there. Then, catlike as before, Mata glided through the doorway.

Agai n, The Shadow was wi thin observation di stance of the thing that
foll omed. The room hewn froma side cavern, contained a filigreed desk at
whi ch Thangra sat toying with tiny puppets, representing the victinms whom he
intended to torture for his own and Mata's enjoynent. Fromthe rajah's sash
extended the jewell ed handle of an Oriental dagger and Mata's fingers crept
for
t he weapon |i ke a snake approachi ng an unseei ng prey.

Bef ore the bl ade was hal f-drawn, Thangra sensed it. Swi nging about in his
chair, he saw Mata Safi whip away, carrying the dagger with her. Fromhis
ot her
hi p, the rajah haul ed an ancient pistol that |ooked like a mniature of the
bl under buss guns his followers carried.

VWi ch woul d have won, Mata's back-hand knife thrust or Thangra's rising
aim was a question never to be answered. Ahead of both cane the whirling
figure of The Shadow.

Pl ucki ng Thangra's heavy pistol with one hand, The Shadow sent the rajah
reeling with an el bow sweep of the sane arm Sinmultaneously, he caught Mata's
wist with a wench that flung the dagger one direction and shoved Mata toward
the door. The jewelled creature was nonentarily astoni shed; then, frantically,
she reached her feet and dashed down the passage to the | ower cavern

Stopping the rising rajah with a fling of the fancy table, The Shadow
wheel ed fromthe doorway carrying the borrowed pistolette. Footsteps were
comng in response to Mata's call and too well did The Shadow know why. By
bringi ng the guards, Mata hoped to di spose of The Shadow al ong with Thangra
while she tried her own hand at rescuing Ted Trent, the man she realized had
not worn The Shadow s garb

Thrusting the big pistol beneath his cloak, The Shadow seized a huge mace
that hung just inside the doorway. Instead of turning to neet arriving foenen
wi th that cunbersonme weapon, The Shadow sped for the rough-hewn stairs. The



| ong- handl ed nace had ot her advantages than that of a battle-axe; it was
suited
aptly to a test The Shadow saw for it.

Wth terrific strokes, The Shadow sl ashed the great blade into the
| owernost of the fallen tinbers, chopping huge chunks with every stroke. Then
as dark faces came glaring frombelow, he turned and flung the mace at the
lifting nmusketoons. Thangra's men dived pell-nell with their weapons and The
Shadow, following the fling that he had nmade, came headl ong after the
clattering nace

Sonet hi ng crackl ed just above and with it a heavy tinmber sagged and split
t he one The Shadow had chopped. Another great beam toppl ed sideways, releasing
two others that formed a rough arch across the narrow steps. A stone bl ock
qui vered hi gher up and overbal anced another that formed a support for nore
above it.

The very foundations of Holliday Castle were being stirred as if by a
giant's invisible hand, but there were no witnesses to the slow nmotion growth
of this gradual catastrophe. Even its sounds were drowned by the strident
I augh
that came fromthe turn below the stairs

Li ke a prophecy of a greater force to cone, The Shadow had struck into
t he
m dst of Thangra's rallying tribe. Miusketoons were swinging to flank him
before
he could pass the rising scimtars that barred his path, but The Shadow di dn't
wait. He let blast with the rajah's pistolette and the spreading hail fromits
funnel mouth cleared a path through which he drove, whirling only to fling the
one-shot weapon at Thangra, who was aiming the pistol's twin fromthe door of
the side cavern

Dodgi ng as he pulled the trigger, Thangra merely marred a few ninor
stal actites that hung like stony icicles above the |imestone passage.

They were after The Shadow, all of them but he had becone a streak of
living blackness, beyond the range of their clunmsy guns. Swirling into the
great |ower cavern, The Shadow furni shed another of his tinely |aughs, but not
as a taunt for those he had left behind him Here was new chaos that demanded
his pronpt attention

Mata Safi had freed Ted Trent by calling off Thangra's watch-dogs, but
she' d bettered matters for a clan of undesirables as well. Count Zurich and
hi s
croni es had reached a stock-pile consisting of the weapons that had been taken
fromthem Their various shooting irons lay in front of the rajah's throne and
two nmen had found their guns already: Rouge and Noir.

Turned, that pair were covering Ted and Janice, at the sane tine watching
Mata Safi as she tried to slink away. Coming up with his own gun, Zurich was
announci ng that he'd keep control of those desirable jewels and their human
suppl enent, when The Shadow s chall enge relieved the nonotony of the one-sided
i ssue.

VWeel i ng savagely to meet this new contender, Zurich and his undesirables
received the rajah's throne all at once. They built thembig and heavy in
Bi | dapore; hence The Shadow coul d have found no better missile in opening
negoti ati ons. Scattering as the overturning object bounded in their very
m dst,
none of Zurich's men saw The Shadow traveling in the throne's wake.

Up fromthe floor, a long black swooping figure scooped the automatics
that had fornmerly been Cranston's, took another whirl and with it disgorged a
round- house volley that scattered Zurich's crowd still further

They thought The Shadow woul d stay around for battle, but with one of his
el usi ve fades, he came behind Ted and Janice, and started themtoward the
| ower
passage with a command that brooked no argunent. Away agai n, The Shadow stil
remai ned el usive, even to the sharp eyes of Mata Safi, who had reached the



overturned throne and was | eaning there, staring one way, then another

A fierce shout from Zurich changed the tide of battle. Thangra's crowd
was
arriving, followed by their master, and this called for all-out action. Two
factions | aunched into a head-on fray, the |long-del ayed battle that The Shadow
had originally planned. But it lasted only until Thangra's shouts won out. A
conmandi ng presence, even to his foenen, Thangra produced concerted effort
with
his cry:

"The Shadow "

That was right. The Shadow He was the nenace to all concerned, a fact
that Zurich echoed in | oud-1unged style. They | ooked for The Shadow and heard
his strange, defiant |augh, from sonme untraceable corner of the cavern

Mata Safi had heard sonething el se.

That thunder fromthe upper passage couldn't be the arrival of sone new
human horde. Who had started it, Mata could guess, but she had | ess doubt
regarding the result. Thangra, Zurich and the rest saw a flash of
scintillating
gens taking their human carrier toward the exit that Ted and Jani ce had
al r eady
f ound.

Then, Mata's respl endence was suddenly bl acked out, not by the gl oom of
t he passage, but by a cl oaked shape that overtook her

It was The Shadow, also taking to flight!

As he spun into the passage, The Shadow | ashed back two shots to cover
hi s
swift exit, but his foemen weren't deterred by that feeble show of a once
vaunt ed prowess. They thought they had routed The Shadow and that now was the
time to go after the kill

They t hought and went too | ate.

Shouts, barks of guns were drowned by the nighty thunder that roared into

the cavern, literally splitting the walls of the w de upper passage. Al of
old

Hol I i day's Castle was arriving in a flood-tide of stone and tinbers that
spread

into a mmoth pool, as turbulent as any tidal wave. G eat chunks of stone
formed a flying barrage that cleared the heads of wildly darting nen and

| anded

with titanic crashes to block the | ower outlet fromthe cavern.

O her masses, splitting as they struck, flayed their human targets |ike
chunks of oversized shrapnel. Dodgi ng rock that was gauged not in pounds but
tonnage, was too serious a pastinme even for Thangra and Zuri ch.

Raj ah and ganester were felled and buried with their foll owers under the
debris that rose until it blocked the passage that had served it as a sluice.
A
deep silence settled in this cavern, where excavation would be necessary to
reclaimthe |l ost treasures of Bildapore.

Lost somewhere deep in the dust-clouded pile was the cause of this mighty
climax, the golden crown that contained the fabled gens known as the Twel ve
Tear -drops of Buddha.

Far down the sl ope, Lampbnt Cranston was greeting nmen who had arrived with
t he dawn, according to his schedule. They were the local authorities, with
Conmi ssi oner Weston as a visiting del egate. Nearby were Ted Trent and Janice
Morel and, staring upward like the rest, watching the grayish cloud of dust
t hat
filtered steadily fromthe brush upon the steep, like the snmoking fissure of a
new y formed vol cano

There was one ot her person

Clutching the folds of a black cloak that now envel oped her, Mata Safi
didn't even know it was The Shadow s. Hal f-dazed, she was wondering how she



had

arrived here, wondering too how far her testinony would go toward | essening
her

guilt as an acconplice in the crimes of others.

After all, she had only teaned with Zurich in order to report his actions
to Thangra. True, she had once | aunched violence in the formof a dacoit now
buried with the rest of Thangra's followers, but Conm ssioner Weston was here
and alive to prove that the attenpt hadn't clicked.

How far Mata Safi had redeened her past in relation to a future reckoning
woul d be a problem for some keen brain to decide by wei ghing fact agai nst fact
until his unerring mnd tipped the final bal ance.

Per haps that judge would be The Shadow

THE END



