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CHAPTERI. CIGAM SPELLSMAGIC
From the street the Sign read:
CIGAM SPELLSMAGIC

Cigam was aneat name for amagic shop, even though it wasn't the name of the man who ran the place.
Spelling Magic backward to form the word Cigam, was an old gag, perhaps, but it was new to the
generd public.

And Cigam was making aplay for the generd trade, even to demondtrating tricks in his second floor front
window, which drew attention - and customers - from the street. He wasrather clever, thisdrab
proprietor who caled himsdf Cigam.

Only today, Cigam wasn't working in the window.

It was six o'clock and the shop was packed because this was a Saturday afternoon. Usually though, the
crowd began to thin before six, which was the closing hour, but today Cigam couldn't get rid of the
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customers.

Maybe it was because this Saturday fell on thefull of the moon, or possibly it was on account of the
show that the Universa Wizards Association had scheduled for tomorrow night. Some of Cigam's
customerswere a least buying ticketsfor the show, even though they weren't purchasing any of the
magica gpparatus with which his shelves and counters were full.

Y es, Saturday was just abig headache for amagic deder.

Y oungstersin short pants were gawking into the glass-topped counters trying to guess the purposes of
the gimmicksthey saw displayed there. Others, afew years older, were dropping billiard balls and
thimbles asthey tried to show each other their pet deights.

Over inacorner, Va Varno was performing deft one-hand cuts with a pack of cards, winning
enthusiastic acclaim from an adolescent galery whose quick-change voi ces tempted Cigam to sl them
ventriloquist dummiesingtead of magica gpparatus.

What bothered Cigam even more was the private conference between Glanville Frost and Zed Zito.
Suave and persuasive, Frost was a manufacturer of magica apparatus who looked as though he could
sl anything. Blunt, challenging Zito was a performer who didn't want to be sold. Nevertheless, Cigam
didn't like to have other people doing business in a shop where he paid the rent.

Then Cigam forgot hislesser troubles because of Wade Wingtrom.

Big, imposing, firm of eye and jaw, Winstrom looked like the business magnate that he was. Brushing
through the juvenile customers as hewould aflock of office boys, Winstrom arrived at the counter, laid
down abundle of currency, and gave Cigam a steady stare.

"Sorry, Mr. Winstrom," Cigam apologized. "1 haven't had achance to pack the stuff you want. If you can
only giveme until Monday -"

Winstrom looked around the shop and its confusion caused a sympathetic smile to appear on his broad
lips. Waving for Cigam to keep the money, Winstrom gave an obliging nod, and turned toward the door.
He was blocked off by a squad of whipper-snappers who were pouncing for the counter telephone, only
to have Cigam intervene.

"No phone calls, boys!" declared Cigam. "The shop isclosing right away."
That brought an argument.

"Wereonly cdling Demo Sharpe-"

"So we can try the new phonetrick you sold us-"

"Theingdruction sheet saysto cal him any time after Sx o'clock -"

"And hell name any card we think of -"

Cigam ended dl that by banging the counter.

"If it'ssix o'clock, thisshopisclosed,” he asserted, "and that's officid. Use the phone in the lunch room
acrossthe gtreet. | charge anickd for al cals you make here anyway."

Acrossthe street acalm-faced gentleman was Sitting in the window of the lunch room finishing a cup of
coffeewhile heidly studied Cigam's second floor shop, or as much of it as could be seen through the



upstairs show window.

The gentleman’s name was Lamont Cranston and he could easily have learned dl that was happening in
Cigam's by going up there, but in that case he would have missed something €l se that was happening in
the lunch room.

Two rather obnoxious characters were a so keeping their eyes on Cigam'swithout redlizing that Cranston
had them under observation.

Familiarly, these two characters were known as L ouie the Grift and Side-face Sam and they represented
what might have been termed in better circles arenaissance of the gangster epoch in American history.

Louiethe Grift saw Mr. Winstrom come out the street door beneath Cigam's shop and get into a
chauffeured limousine that promptly drove away.

"There goesthe big dough customer.” It wasthe Grift who said it. "I'll bet he left asheaf of moolawith
Cigam for some of the junk the guy peddles.”

"Ped an eye updairs,” suggested Side-face, speaking from the side of his mouth that he wasn't feeding
with aham sandwich, "and you'll win your own money."

The upstairs window showed Cigam opening an old-fashioned safe which had adoor that unfortunately
opened in the other direction. Cigam was equaly unfortunate in counting his cash dowly and twice before
putting it away. The long-distance witnesses could see that it was plenty.

Having seen dl they wanted in Cigam'swindow, neither Side-face nor the Grift bothered to watch the
lights go out. It was the astute Mr. Cranston who studied that procedure and later saw Cigam come out
the street door with three of his professiona patrons.

Those three were recognizable at adistance, even in the dusk. From |eft to right they were:

Va Varno, master manipulator, whose offer of five thousand dollars to anyone who could duplicate his
skill at deight of hand had never been chalenged, chiefly because it was known that Varno didn't have
the money.

Glanville Frog, creator and manufacturer of more magica tricks and illusionsthan any other inventive
genius, including al persons whose ideas he had appropriated.

Zed Zito, hypnotist, mentaist and manager of the famed Miss Librawhose uncanny faculty had baffled
every stientist who had witnessed her amazing performances which by apeculiar coincidence had never
excited scientific investigation.

Crangton didn't blame Cigam for locking the street door. Only Cigam should have had more judgment
than to use atype of padlock that anybody could open with one of the gadgets that Cigam himself sold
for fifty cents.

These masters of mystery, Cigam included, didn't bother to come across the street and learn how
Demo's telephone trick was working. They smply parted and stalked away in their various directions.

Maybe they took it for granted that Demo was naming the cards that people caled for. In fact Demo
was, much to the annoyance of two lunch room customers.

"If them punkswould lam," side-mouthed Side-face, "we could start working on that joint across the
way."



"Give'emtime" returned Louie. "It ought to be alittle darker anyhow."
"It'sdark enough now. For me, anyway, providing you stick here to flash copper if one comesdong.”
"Okay, only let'swait until the dead-pan guy fills up on Java. I'd rather see new faces before we move.”

The "dead-pan guy" was Cranston and he became obliging afew minutes later. Maybe held just been
waiting until Cigam's younger customers had finished letting Demo baffle them with histelephone mysery.
Whatever the case as soon as the cluster had gone from around the tel ephone, Cranston strolled out too
and moved lelsurely away aong the d most-deserted street.

Only Crangton didn't walk far.

Haf way down the block, he stepped into a darkened doorway and opened the bottom of a specia
briefcase that he carried. From between the inverted V of the two partitions, Cranston brought out a
tight-packed black cloak and aflattened douch hat.

As Cranston put on those garments, he adjusted a brace of automatics that he aready packed beneath
his business suit in their well-designed holsters. Then, agliding shape of blackness, this transformed
personage edged forth into the thickened dusk.

It was rather magical, the way Lamont Cranston became The Shadow.

CHAPTER I1. Louiethe Grift didn't have one of Cigam's fifty-cent gadgets.

What he had was arevolver and one whack of the butt did a complete job with the street door padlock.
Turning around, Louie blocked dl sight of that damage and looked over at the lunch room.

Side-face Sam kept working on another sandwich. He saw nothing to worry him and neither did Louie.
The grunt Louie gave meant that if the stireet had become dark enough for Side-face, it was dark enough
for Louietoo.

Only it happened to be too dark for both of them.

Close enough to touch Louie with aten foot pole and have three yards to spare was afigure so black
that it passed as part of the wall against which it stood. With asimple reach of hisgloved fist The
Shadow could have stopped Loui€'s first move toward burglary.

Only it wasn't The Shadow's palicy to frustrate people like the Grift until they neared their ultimate
objective. Crime was coming back and The Shadow recognized it; therefore he needed afew examples
to prove properly that crime did not pay. Tonight was an excellent opportunity for such an object lesson.

Totrap Louie actualy at Cigam's safe and phone the police to round up Side-face as a prdiminary would
be afeather in The Shadow's cap. But he would prefer to divide the festher between a police inspector
named Joe Cardona and areporter, Clyde Burke, who would give theincident due publicity and thereby
discourage smilar endeavors by lawless characters.

So when Louie opened the street door, The Shadow |et the Grift enter unmolested. In fact he gave Louie
considerable leeway. The Shadow was timing his own entry until he saw Side-face begin to look upward
at Cigam'swindow. However smdl Sam's chance of glimpsing The Shadow, it wasn't worth the taking
whileamora issue was at stake.

That waswhy Louiethe Grift had little trouble reaching Cigam's upstairs door and not much morein
cracking that second barrier. For the door that said CIGAM - MAGIC had aglass panel and by



cracking achunk from the corner, Louie was able to reach through and turn the knob on theinside.

Closing the door behind him, Louie looked around atrifle warily. Street lamps that didn't show the lower
doorway did manage to give the shop aglow and Louie had never seen any more of this shop than the
areavigble through the show window.

And amagic shop was arather uncanny place to anyone unused to it.

The counters weren't so bad. They contained small itemslike silk handkerchiefs, packs of cards, smdll
canigters, miniature billiard balls, glasses, odd-looking coinsthat weren't money, and smal nickd-plated
tubes and boxes.

What impressed the Grift were the shelves behind the counter. There he saw boxes big enough for
rabbits, portable tables with fancy drapes, big dice that would hdf fill ahat, fancy trays, bowls, and
clusters of peculiar looking flowers.

Onerack in particular commanded full attention. It formed asort of wall beside adoor |leading to aback
room and on its shelves were exhibits of magic asit used to be.

At theleft of onetdl shef hung acurious clock did made entirely of glass and furnished with along flat
pointer like asingle hand. Over at the right, past apyramid of small square bird cages was an upright
metal rod set in apedestal. On thisrod was alarge ball, pierced through the center to alow the passage
of therod. The surface of the globe was studded with fancy stars.

It was thelarge clock dial that captured Louie's eye and with good reason, for the pointer suddenly
began to spin as though actuated by some invisible hand. Creeping toward the counter, Louie planted his
hands there, forgetful of such minor things asfingerprints, and smply gawked.

That whirring pointer was making Louie's own witswhirl. He hadn't expected Cigam's shop to go magic
onhim!

Outside the shop door, blackness was looming up the stairs from below, its approach asymbol of
coming trouble for Louie the Grift. But Louie was too busy wondering about Cigam's mysteriesto be
thinking in terms of The Shadow.

It wasn't just the clock did that was behaving oddly now. The big ball was starting to move up and down
on therod finishing each drop with asharp click asthough counting off the seconds that the one-hand
clock wasn't registering.

In the hallway The Shadow halted, his cloaked form barely outlined against the thicker blackness of the
wall. The Shadow could hear those clacks from the spirit bal and for the moment was at alossto define
them.

The Shadow wasn't expecting Louie to be watching magic. Right now, the Grift should have been
working a Cigam's safe. Not only were the sounds coming from the wrong direction; they weren't the
sort that a safe-cracker would make. The Shadow paused to reconcile those noises with the
circumstances.

And now The Shadow was missing the feature of the show.

Between the spirit clock and the mystic ball, alarger piece of antique magic towered above the pint-sized
bird cages. It was abig grinning mask with hornsthat made Louie mistake it for adevil though actudly it
represented a satyr. The thing was mounted on asingle pedestal and it was of more than human size,
grotesquely lifdikewith its bulging eyes and grinning mouth.



The satyr was coming to lifel

Firg the head rolled its eyes as though looking L ouie over and the huddied crook shied away. Then,
classing the eyes as mechanicd, Louie reared haf across the counter and snarled at the satyr's head. At
that moment the satyr wiggled its horns and Louie, suddenly infuriated, decided to throw something at the
mechanica heed.

All that was lying handy on the counter was a pack of cards, but Louie decided it might be enough to
stop the works of this salf-acting gadget.

AsLouie'sarm went back for the throw, the gloved hand of The Shadow was coming through the
broken corner of the door to turn the inside knob, but L ouie wasn't looking around behind him. Instead,
Louie wasthrowing the pack of cards directly at the satyr'sface.

Theflying pack splashed dl over the big head and the eyes stopped their contortions. The horns were
frozen too, but Louie hadn't put an end to the magic. Instead, held actualy played stooge to the climax.

From among the flutter of descending cards, four stood out. They were the aces from the pack, standing
balanced in adightly curving row on top of the weird head, directly between the horng!

The outer door had opened silently, but Louie hadn't turned to seeit. The crook's face was asrigid asthe
satyr's until, amoment later, Louie'sjaw sagged of its own accord as atoken of sheer amazement.

At that moment, Louie was half across the counter, balanced on both handsin the exact position that had
marked the finish of hisfling. The bulge of the satyr's eyes seemed a copy of Louiesown. To make it
perfect, the leering face had only to drop its own jaw, which it did.

Though inside the shop, The Shadow hadn't a chance to stop the thing that happened even if held
expected it.

From the satyr's opening mouth came atongue of flame accompanied by the sharp report of agun. The
stab was downward, straight toward the chest of Louie the Grift.

With ashriek the crook reared upward, staggered back and lost his balance, flattening supine on the
floor!

Even before L ouie landed, The Shadow was clearing the counter at the I eft, dropping there with acrouch
that turned into aforward drive. He was out of sight behind the diding doorsthat lined the rear of the
counter and therefore as good as out of range.

His drive however was a quest for aclose-range meeting for whomever stood behind the satyr, for The
Shadow's route was straight past the display rack where the clock hand was dowly ending its spin, the
meta bal having earlier ceased itsriseand fall.

Through the doorway, The Shadow reached Cigam's back room, adimly lighted place stacked with filing
cabinets, assorted boxes, desk and shipping bench. There was nothing large enough to hide ahuman
being, so dl indications were that the murderer had gone through the window at the rear, which furnished
the back room with what light it had.

Reaching the window, The Shadow established that theory when he found that the sash was unclamped.
It cameflying up with thewhip of hishands and in the same gesture The Shadow was through the
window and out across aledge from which he made atwirling drop to the ground behind the building.

Thiswas one way to take up amurderer'strail, except that it proved too precipitous for The Shadow to



concedl his presence.

Even as The Shadow landed, a chunky figure came flinging upon him, swinging something that had the
glint of arevolver. Only The Shadow, even during hisrapid drop, had been thinking in just such terms.

The gloved hands that swept upward from the folds of The Shadow's cloak carried the dark bulk of a
gun-metal automatic that stopped the descending revolver in mid-air. Sparks flashed from the clashing
weapons, preliminary to the more spectacular fireworksthat were to follow.

For as The Shadow whedled one way, his antagonist the other, the man with the revolver let [oose with
the wild sort of shotsthat The Shadow expected. In return came The Shadow's taunting laugh, asthough
commending such wasted fire. With his mirth, The Shadow whirled gill further in the dark to gain the
vantage of an dley that he knew led to the front street. Another foolhardy stab from his opponent's gun
and The Shadow would wing him with asingle.

Only the man with the revolver didn't chooseto useit.

He knew this backyard better than The Shadow and he made the most of it. All that The Shadow heard
wasthe wild clatter of footsteps making off through another passage to aside street. By thetime The
Shadow cut across the yard, found the narrow cleft and probed it with two shots to discourage any
return fire, the passage was empty. The fugitive, whoever he was, had reached the street and was away.

Windows were clattering al around. Shouts were accompanying the cautious sweep of flashlights. From
somewhere apolice whistle shrilled and a siren responded not too far away.

It wasn't The Shadow's palicy to stay around and take the blame for somebody €l se's crime. Speeding
back to the aley that he preferred, he continued through it and seemed to evaporate somewherein its
gloom.

When Lamont Cranston, acam stroller who carried abriefcase, scopped in front of alittle lunch room to
join the curious throng that watched the police going up to Cigam'sit was only naturd that he should
glanceinto the lunch room too.

There was no sign of Side-face Sam.

In desth, Louiethe Grift had lost the services of the sde-kick who had been willing to help him out in life,
Like an unknown murderer, Side-face had decided to become scarce, leaving the riddle to the police -
and the Shadow.

Chapter 111
"Y es, my nameis Demo Sharpe.”

Pete Noland said it over the telephone in the ha f-sepulchral tone that so fitted Demo's style that it had
taken Pete along whileto rehearseit.

Somebody put aquery over the wire and Pete answered without changing voice:
"l know you are thinking of acard. Y ou havethat card in your hand, of course.”

The person didn't have the card so Pete told him to get it and concentrate, then write the name of the
card upon a sheet of paper. All this was done without the person stating the card aloud; that part was up
to Demo, or rather Pete.



"Y ou have concentrated enough,” announced Pete in that same impressve tone. "Y our card wasthefive
of clubs.”

There was an amazed gasp from the telephone receiver but Pete was used to all that. Besides, somebody
was knuckling at the window pane, so there wasn't time to waste listening to a customer's reaction to the
phonetrick.

Pete smply hung up the phone and opened the window. It was Demo of course, since he wasthe only
person who entered his own apartment by that route. For the first time, Demo seemed unnerved by his
crawl dong the twelfth story ledge.

Demo went to pour himsdf adrink, which was unusud.

"Why don't you quit thisfool stuff?' queried Petein the frank style that went with hislooks. "This
steeplgack act will throw you, if you don't throw yoursdlf. Taking adrink isbad, if you'reintending to go
out again -"

"Only I'm not going out again." Demo shoved his face up from the chunky shouldersthat supported it, His
face had the same squarish look. "Not tonight, | mean.”

"Thenwhy goout & al?'
The phone bell interrupted and Demo gave ajerky gesture.
"Answer it, Pete”

It was somebody else wanting to know acard so Pete went through the usua routine and named it. Eyes
eager, Demo listened to Pete's copy of his style and nodded approval.

"I'mfed up, Demo," argued Pete, in his own tone, as he clamped down the receiver. "'If we're going to be
partnersin thistelephone gag, let me be mysdf at least.”

Demo shook his head.

"It won't work that way, Pete. I've been sdlling those instruction sheets under thetitle of Demo's Own
Mystery. Nobody's going to buy them if | make it common.”

"Then handle the works yourself." Pete went to the closet to get hishat and coat. "I'm leaving and not by
the window. Good luck, Demo."

Frantically Demo threw his hunched form across the door to block Pete's departure. Demo looked redlly
wild with hisgasping lips, his blinking eyes, and the tangled hair that strewed down across his forehead.

"You can't walk out on me, Pete."

"I'm doing it." Pete's handsome face had clouded, though not in atoo unfriendly way. " Sorry, Demo."
The telephonerang.

"Answer it, Pete. Just once more. I'm still shaky.”

"All right, Demo, for the lagt time."

Pete dmost botched Demo's tone, because his mind wasn't on the telephone mystery. Vague thoughts
and troubled ones were cluttering Pete's mind regarding the in-and-out act that Demo had been staging



every evening, leaving Pete to doublefor himin the gpartment. So when hefinished thislast call, Pete
wheded and demanded:

"Out with it, Demo."
Demo nodded and took the telephone off its hook. To Pete, Demo said:

"That will cut off those callsfor awhile. Shed your hat and coat so you can listen. Remember, | said wed
go fifty-fifty. That goesfor more than just the take on the telephone trick.”

Demo wasn't forgetting the phone trick, though, because he made his story rapid and brief, so asnot to
keep too many customers waiting. Besides, Demo was thinking of an dibi.

"Here'sthewhole story, Pete," declared Demo earnestly. "I asked you to stay up here evenings and fake
like you were me answering cals on the phone trick I've been peddling at two bucks athrow. My
sneaking in and out by the ledge to the roof next door may have struck you as kind of eccentric, but you
knew | was that sort of aguy.”

"Until now | thought that wasit, Demo."

"Well, I'm till eccentric,” admitted Demo, "but in away that may pay off for both of us. Look at this
stuff.” Pawing through adesk drawer, Demo brought out some yellowed newspaper clippings, and afew
old frayed playhills. "These will give you the generd idea”

As Pete began to study the exhibits, Demo glanced at the stifled telephone and became impatient.

"I'll explain them, Pete," said Demo rapidly. "The clippings are about the treasures belonging to the Sultan
of Makarathat disappeared from his paace during arevolt of the populace, agood many years ago."

Pete nodded. He'd gotten that far with the clippings.
"The chief harem beauty disappeared a the sametime," he added. "Kwana, her name was."

"And later dl the stuff showed up,” declared Demo, gesturing to the clippings. "Here, there and
everywhere, with one important exception. None of the sultan's crown jewels ever showed - not

anywhere"
That brought ashrug from Pete.

"Perhaps the rabble got them.”
"I don't think so," argued Demo. "L ook, Pete. How would you guess Kwanagot out of Malkara?'
Pete couldn't answer.

"Thesetdl how." Demo brandished the long, old-fashioned playbills. "Y ou've heard of Savanti, the
Magician of Many Lands. Look where he was playing, right at the time Kwana disappeared dong with
the sultan's treasures!”

Staring at the playhill, Pete exclamed:
"In Grandoq, the capital of Makaral"

"Right," confirmed Demo, "and here's something more. Look at thisbilling ayear later." Hewas
spreading the other playbill. "Where did Savanti get Mysteria, the Maid of the HimalayaMigts, exotic



cregture of the higher atmosphere, who floatsin mid-air?’
The playbill made Pete amile.

"Y ou mean where did Savanti get the levitation act,” he laughed. "Swiped it, | suppose, like he did with
mogt everything in his show. Savanti was notoriousfor that -"

Stopping short, Pete stared at the playbill, then at Demo.
"Y ou mean Savanti was behind that palace robbery?’

"If youwant to call it arobbery,” returned Demo blandly. "1 wouldn't say that Savanti would go in for
that, though. Maybe Kwana had aright to her share of the sultan'swedth. Her deal with Savanti could
have been just to get her out of Malkara."

"And Savanti's cut was the crown jewels!™
"That'swhat | think, Pete."

Chin buried in hand, Pete watched Demo hang the receiver on its hook to resume the answering of card
cdls. It fitted except for one thing, on which Pete commented.

"Only Savanti died broke, Demo."

"Hedied on hislast world tour," corrected Demo, "before he could get back home where he had stored
most of hisold apparatus.” Demo's eyes narrowed Pete'sway. "A lot of Savanti's props have been
junked off latdy."

"Then you mean the sultan's jewels may be hidden in one of Savanti's old tricks?"

"I couldn't think of anywhere better," returned Demo. "Nobody would steal magic apparatus, and if they
did, they wouldn't know what it was al about."

The phone was ringing. Demo answered it persondly and by his peculiar system of queriestold some
lady that she had picked the jack of spades, which proved correct. Then, hanging up:

"There are some smart characters who may have guessed what | have,” Demo told Pete. "That'swhy |
don't want them to know that I'm checking on al old apparatus that may once have belonged to Savanti.
The best way to keep them from knowing isto make them think I'm herein the gpartment every
evening.”

Now the whole business of the telephone tie-up was clearing itsdf in Pete's mind, along with Demo's
procedure of using the window route instead of the gpartment house elevator. No wonder Pete had been
caled upon to rehearse the part of Demo!

"There's only one man who makes a specidty of buying old apparatus,” expressed Pete. "That's Wade
Wingtrom. He must have aton of it dong with his thousand books."

"And hismillion bucks," added Demo. "Winstrom loves to waste dough on junk that nobody else wants -
or let'scall it stuff nobody else wanted until now."

Another phone call gave Petetimeto think over that analysis. Then, after Demo had floored somebody
who took the two of diamonds, Pete suggested:

"Why not let Winstrom keep buying up old apparatus? Then go around to his place and ask to look it



over just for curiosity? He's an obliging sort, Winstrom.”

"| thought of that,” said Demo. "But | finally decided that | wouldn't be soon enough, going through stuff
after it reached Winstrom. Tonight | found out | wasright."

Remembering Demo'sjittery mood at the time of his return through the window, Pete waited for his
eccentric friend to say more.

"Cigam dug out alot of old apparatus,” declared Demo, "and sold it all to Winstrom asalot. | figured it
wouldn't be shipped until Monday so | decided to break into Cigam's and give the stuff a proper
preview. Only somebody got there ahead of me.”

"Who?'

"I don't know, except that there was some shooting, and | met somebody coming out. | don't know who
it wasand | haven't an ideawhat happened in Cigam's shop. | only hope you'll believe me, Pete.”

The telephone rang just as Demao's tone became an ardent plea. Degpening his voice to the sepulchral,
Demo went into his customary act as heinformed some stranger that the queen of spades wasthe
selected card.

By then, Pete Noland had decided to believe Demo Sharpe where tonight's adventure was concerned. A
lot of odd things were possible in the world of magic.

After al, Pete hadn't believed that the telephone mystery would work until Demo had demondtrated it
and explained the system. Since then Pete had played apersona part in the seemingly incredible.

Pete Noland was only on mystery'sthreshold. As yet he had never met The Shadow!
CHAPTER IV

Unacquainted with the secret history of the Great Savanti, Lamont Cranston actualy spent a brief portion
of Sunday morning weighing the police theory regarding the deeth of Louie the Grift.

The man who voiced the theory was Inspector Joe Cardona; and it was avidly received by Clyde Burke,
the reporter whom The Shadow had hoped to provide with a scoop while supplying Cardonawith a
living safe-cracker instead of amurder victim.

Herein the magic shop, opened specidly for the occasion, Cardonawas putting the quiz on Cigam and
doing it emphatically. Cardonas theory was that Cigam had been in the shop, plugged the prospective
burglar and gone out by his own back window. Joe kept telling Cigam that the law would be tolerant with
aman who had ressted invasion of hisown premises, but Cigam seemed to doulbt it.

Cranston flashed alook at Burke.

"Say, Joe," put in the reporter suddenly. "Wasn't Louie the Grift agreat pa of Side-face Sam?"
A furrowed forehead became Cardona's answey.

"Maybe you've got something, Burke -"

"Y ou might have something if you picked up Side-face," suggested Clyde. "Particularly if you got himto
talk out the right Sde of hismouth.”

Of course Crangton had relayed that suggestion through Burke smply to get the law working aong the



right track, only now the law was beginning to do it anyway. For certain of Cigam'sfriends and
customers, reached by telephone, were beginning to arrive. They'd found it rather difficult getting up this
early on Sunday morning, about eleven o'clock.

First was Zed Zito, the blunt-faced, rather ruddy man who looked like anything but amagician. There
was the showman's air about Zed, though, his dead pan and cold but precise tone giving an effect of
authority to everything he said. Zed's hands, though blocky, were the sort that could be deft; moreover
they were big enough to hide things. Cranston could tell that when he looked a them, and he particularly
noted the purposely dow way in which Zed Zito moved those hands.

Next cameVa Varno.

Here was awizard who looked as clever as he was, maybe more so. Or perhaps Va wasn't too clever,
putting up that sort of front. While he listened to proceedings, this sallow, undersized deceptionist kept
doing things with his hands, which were aslong as Zito's but not aswide.

Varno'sleft wasworking the coin roll, making ahdf dollar run somersaulting across hisknucklesina
smooth, uncanny fashion. Hisright was smply taking his cigarette from hislips between the short, rapid
puffswhich was Va'sway of enjoying asmoke.

Only Vd Varno couldn't even take a cigarette from his mouth as the norma human would. He invariably
raised his hand palm frontward so that the backs of hisfingers pressed hislips when he removed the
cigarette. Then by some peculiar flip he made the cigarette do a complete turn-over, so that when he put
it back in hismouth his hand was asit should be, the backs of the fingers away from hisface.

Just about the time an onlooker was hoping to catch on to thisintricacy, Varno's cigarette would get too
short for further manipulation, so he would stop the coin roll, pocket the haf dollar, and bring out a
handkerchief which he laid over hisleft hand. Poking down some cloth with hisright thumb, Varno would
drop the cigarette butt into the pocket thus formed, then suddenly spread the handkerchief, showing the
cloth unburned, the cigarette butt gone.

Replacing the handkerchief, Varno would reach in the air, pluck afresh cigarette dready lighted and sart
another smoke, while his other hand came out with the half dollar to resume the coin roll. Only thistime,
Vd varied the process by ending the roll with a spreading movement of his hand which multiplied the coin
to two, edgeways between his finger tips. Then each hand took a coin and both were starting that
tantalizing roll when Cardonainserted agrowled interruption.

"Cut that trick stuff!" ordered the inspector. "All right, Varno, what have you got to say?"

"The sameas Zito," returned Vd, briefly.

"But you weren't here when Zito testified,” argued Cardona. " So how do you know what he said?"
"Because | was here yesterday afternoon when Zito was. That's what you're asking him about, isn't it?"
Cardonagrowled that it was.

"All right." Varno resumed the double coinroll. "That wasdl."

"What wasdl?'

"Wedl went out together. Cigam, Zito, mysdlf" - Varno clinked the coinsinto hisleft hand, vanished
them by assimple rub and showed hisright hand empty as he gestured it to the door - “and our good
friend here, Glanville Frogt."



Maybe those polished coins served Varno as mirrors,; otherwise Cardona couldn't guess how Val had
seen the suave Mr. Frost enter. What Cardona hadn't observed was that two fancy caskets on Cigam's
shelf of antique apparatus were polished even more brightly than Varno's coins.

From where Varno stood, one nickeled casket reflected the other and the second mirrored the door.
Cransgton done detected VVarno's upward glance that gave him that double reflection. But the view wasn't
good enough for Varno to see beyond Frogt, to the arrival who followed him.

The other man was Wade Winstrom, the extravagant collector who had purchased Cigam's entire | ot of
antique stuff to add to his dready oversized aggregation of obsolete magicana.

Frost had evidently caught Varno's statement for the suave man announced in silky tone:

"Whatever Varno and Zito agree upon, ingpector, | can confirm. | was present, as Va says. | presume
that Mr. Winstrom will corroborate their statements too."

It was rather subtle of Frost to put it that way, since he would prove either Zito or Varno aliar if thetwo
didn't agree. Particularly subtle since Frogt's reputation in the magical fraternity wasthat of a promiser,
which was a politeway of saying he wasn't exactly trustworthy.

Asfor Frost's added touch, that of involving aman of substance like Winstrom, thiswasjust another
evidence of the smooth gentlemen's subtlety. Frost was the sort who could have sold magicians palming
oil if hed wanted.

Thisdidn't go with Cigam.

"Don't count Mr. Winstrom in this," Cigam protested in defense of hisbest customer. "Heleft before the
rest of usdid, by ten minutes at least.”

Frost only smiled.

"Cam yoursdlf, Cigam," he suggested. "I'm not hurting your business. Mr. Wingrom merely stopped off
at my factory to look at an old cabinet illuson which | regarded as a collector'sitem, That shouldn't
annoy you, Cigam. You don't ded inlargeillusions.”

"Neither do |1, commented Winstrom, drily. "They take up too much storage room and you can't show
them to your friends. Nevertheess| like to see them demonstrated.”

"Y ou'll seethe Golden Pagodatonight,” promised Frogt, in the emphatic tone that meant this was one
promise he intended to keep. "I'm doing it at the U.W.A. show." He smiled at Cardona. "Maybe you
ought to buy aticket, ingpector. Cigam sdlsthem.”

"I'm not thinking of magic shows," grumbled Cardona "1'm thinking of magic shops and thisone
especidly. When amagic shop gets turned into ashooting gdlery, | want to know why."

Winsgtrom gave Cigam an anxious glance.
"My apparatus,” he queried, "isit dl right?"

"Except that somebody wasfooling with it," returned Cigam. "They had the clock working and the ball.
The samewith the big head.”

Looking toward the shelf, Winstrom saw the satyr's head with the aces roosting between its horns and
the mouth wide in a horrified gape.



"If anything was damaged,” began Winstrom, "1 won't buy it. If you had shipped that apparatus earlier -"
"I'm shipping it right now," interrupted Cigam, "if the ingpector herewill let me."

Cardona nodded that he would and turned the same nod into asign of dismissal for al present. So they
filed out with the exception of Cigam, who stayed because he owned the shop, and Cranston who, asa
friend of the police commissioner, could claim some specid privilege.

In fact Cardonawas glad that Cranston stayed.

Asthey stood in the back room watching Cigam take the antique apparatus through openings behind the
shelves, Cardonatried out his theory an Cranston.

"If the clock dia and the rising ball wereworking," declared Cardona, "somebody must have been back
here, wouldn't you say?"

Studying the appliances mentioned, Cranston nodded, so Cardona added:

"And the same with the big head. And for one specia reason. Look here." He stopped Cigam from
turning the satyr's head edgeways to bring it through the space behind the shelf. "The only way the killer
could have plugged L ouie the Grift, was by shoving arevolver through the satyr's mouth from the back.
What's more, held have to wait until the mouth opened, whichisthelast thing it does." Joe turned to
Cigam.

"AmI right?’

Cigam nodded soberly, but only Cardona saw him do so. Cranston was |ooking elsewhere, among
spaces between the back room packing boxes and a cranny where the sides of two filing cabinets didn't
quite mest.

That gap was right behind the satyr's head. Something glittered from the floor and Cranston shoved afile
cabinet aside to pick up the object. It proved to be a black wand with nickel-plated tips.

"Somebody must have put that wand on afile cabinet,” said Cigam, "and it rolled down between.
Magicians have alot of trouble with wandsrolling off their tables. Sometimes they use square wands so
they won't rall.”

"Thiswand didn't rall," commented Cranston. "It couldn't. Look at it."

Looking, Cigam saw alittle knob on the side of the wand, set in adlit which actuated a plunger. Amazed,
he exdamed:

"A firing wand!"
"A firing wand?' queried Cardona. "What's that?"

"An improvement over amagician's pistol,” explained Cranston. He pressed the knob and there wasthe
sharp click of ahammer. "A wave of thiswand, you hear a shot and see a spurt of fire. Now suppose -"

Pausing, Cranston inserted the wand through the back of the satyr's head so that the wand's open tip
extended out from the mouth of the big false face. Reaching around, Crangton lifted the satyr'sjaw so
that the wand stayed in the closed mouth.

"Thishead is practicaly an automaton,” explained Cranston. " Start its mechanism and it goes through a
whole routine of contortions, opening its mouth for afinde.”



As Crangton let thejaw drop to illustrate his point, there was another sharp click from the wand.

"A hair-trigger,” commented Cranston. "Rather odd for afiring wand. This one can shoot bullets; it's
practicaly apistol composed entirely of barrel. But it doesn't have the weight of agun, so the recoil
would send it some distance.”" His hand supporting the wand behind the satyr's head, Cranston gaveit a
sraight, deft backward toss. "Likethis."

The wand arrowed into the space between the file cabinets. Cardona pounced after it, exclaming:
"So that'swhat killed Louie the Grift!"

Cigam'swits were coming back. Hoarsely he protested that the firing wand wasn't his, that he'd never
seen it until the present moment. In fact there hadn't been afiring wand around Cigam's shop during the
dozen yearsthat he had owned it, not even among the lot of old apparatus that he had excavated. Firing
wands were very rare.

So ardent was Cigam's pleathat Cardonawas inclined to believe him. Joe looked at Cranston hoping the
commissioner's friend would have some more idess.

Cranston had one. He amiled ashe gaveit.

"Good-bye ingpector,” said Cranston. "I'll be seeing you at the magic show."
CHAPTER YV

The late editions of the Sunday morning newspapers carried asmall item about the death of Louiethe
Grift, but the details were meager. Nevertheless, Demo Sharpe took great pains to show the story to
Pete Noland asthey sat in Demo's apartment along about the middle of the afternoon.

Such frank procedure gave Demo the opportunity to interpret the case his own way.

"You seewhat | mean." ingsted Demo. " Somebody must have guessed that | was going to crack into
Cigam's, only they expected me to use the front way."

It sounded logical to Pete, who nodded. Then:

"Only how would they be expecting you?' Pete inquired. "Everybody knows you're supposed to be up
here, answering phone cals on the telephone trick.”

"Thekiller wasn't necessarily thinking in terms of me," expressed Demo. Then, with an odd Sare that he
used in working out mysterieslike his telephone stunt, he continued: "1t's known, though, that somebody
isgoing around to al sorts of junk shops, hunting up old magic gpparatus. That's what I've been doing

evenings”

Things were adding up in Pete's mind. He could picture Demo diding in and out of obscure Sores,
keeping himsdf well muffled as he looked over anything resembling old gpparatus that might have
bel onged to Savanti.

"I've been caling up old timerstoo," added Demo. "Magicians that most everybody has forgotten. |
haven't told them who | was. I've made my voice different just like you've been faking mine. But anyone
whoison thetrall of Savanti's stuff may have learned about those calls.”

Aloud, Pete began to check the names of personswho might prove to be Demo'sriva bidder. Naturaly
he picked individuas whom he had at some time seen at Cigam's shop.



"TherésVa Varno," began Pete, "but he goesin for deights, so apparatus wouldn't bein hisline. Take
Glanville Frogt, he manufactures apparatus, but mostly he makesillusonsfor night clubs or sage acts.
Zed Zito hasalot of smaller equipment, but his stuff isn't strictly magic. Let's see now - who else-"

IIWI,N?I
Demo put the query so abruptly that it stopped Pete short.
"Y ou mean that's enough of alist?" demanded Pete. "If that'sthe case, it's my turn to ask why."

"Because those fellowsfit my case" explained Demo, smply. "I don't bother with gpparatus either. I'm a
mentalist, doing mysteries of the mind." He gestured to astack of typewritten papers on adesk.
"Daytimes I'm working on my new book caled 'Menta Marvels and evenings I'm servicing customers
who bought my telephone miracle. If I'm smart enough to cover my red interest, soisthefdlow whoiis
trying to beat meto it."

Demo'singenious argument won Pete completely. Pete gave aworried shrug, then reverted to hisfrank
policy.

"I didn't ask for asplit on this Savanti proposition,” put in Pete. "Why don't you take my share asyours
and sound these chaps out, offering afifty-fifty basis?"

"And put three of them in the market?' retorted Demo. "Not a chance. Where they're concerned, my
motto is'All for one and nothing for anybody else' - because that's the way they work."

Again, Demo had nailed his point home.

"Let'skeegp on playing it my way," Demo ingsted. "Y ou stick around and handle the phone trick for me,
30| can dide out again tonight.”

"Youresureit's safe, Demo?’
"I'm only going to buzz old Professor Ddl Weird over at the Universal Wizards show.”
"But you can't let anybody see you therel”

"I'll get in the back way and talk to the Prof in his dressing room. He just came into town and he doesn't
know about my phone mystery. Hewon't care, either. He doesn't think atrick isany good until it's been
tested fifty years.”

"Del Weird doesn't use much apparatus.”
"He may have stowed some away in years gone by and some of it could have been Savanti's.”
Pete's smooth forehead furrowed. He was worrying over Demao's dilemmamore than hisfriend was.

"Wade Wingtrom isthrowing a buffet supper,” reminded Pete. "Dd Weird will be there of course. Why
don't you go there to him before the show?"

"And try to outbid Winstrom on buying apparatus?’ snorted Demo. "No, I'll have to see Del Weird
privately and get him to hold out on any tricks that may have been Savanti's. | can top Winstrom on a
few items, particularly if Dd Weird hasn't given himthelist.

"Besides' - Demo shook his head reminiscently - "it's hard to break away from Winstrom when he getsin
achatty mood. The last time | wasthere, six o'clock was dipping by before | redlized it. Lucky | had you



planted over here. What's more, the supper isonly for U.W.A. members. Y ou know what that means:
'Usualy Were Amateurs.”

Pete smiled at the quip involving the U.W.A.. initids. Of the professona magicians appearing in tonight's
show, only Del Weird belonged to the Universal Wizards Association; the rest, like Varno, Frost and
Zito, had been hired to bolster the bill. So Pete acquiesced to Demo's plan regarding a clandestine
interview with Del Weird, Pete's part being to miss the show, which was no hardship, and continue to
play Demo'srole of the master mind across the telephone.

There were others, however, who considered Winstrom's supper to be arather important occasion. One
such person was Lamont Cranston, who at present was riding by cab to Winstrom's hotel, accompanied
by agirl named Margo Lane. Quite intrigued by the thought of meeting a group of magicians, Margo
suddenly exdlaimed:

"But Lamont! If only magicians areinvited to this supper, how can you get in there?!

Crangton smiled. As The Shadow he had ways of getting into placesthat would have mydtified even a
magician, but that wasn't the chief reason for hissmile.

"It isn't exactly amagicians party,” Cranston explained. "1t's being given for the members of the Universa
Wizards Association, which happensto be amagica society.”

"But they must dl be magicians-"

"Not al of them." Still smiling, Cranston brought out a card and showed it to Margo. Bearing Cranston's
name, it was amembership card in the Universa Wizards Association. "1 joined the U.W.A. this
afternoon and paid my five dollarsfor ayear's dues."

"Y ou mean dl you need isfive dollarsto belong to amagicd society?!

"They're the ones who need the five dollars," replied Cranston. "The U.W.A. is having amembership
drive. Wade Winstrom saw me down at Cigam's, thought | must be interested in magic, so he phoned me
at the Cobdt Club."

The cab was stopping at the paatial Hotel Chianti where Winstrom lived and where the Wizards were
holding their show in the grand ball room, a coincidence indicating that Winstrom probably had alarge
say regarding the policy of the U.W.A.

Cranston and Margo rode up to Winstrom's penthouse and found aflock of Wizards there. None of
them wore goatees, they werelargely alot of tired-looking business men mostly in their portly forties.
Their wives were present in abundance and Margo was promptly swalowed by the ladies auxiliary
whose chief topic of conversation was the amount of time their husbands were wasting on that most
detestable of hobbies, magic.

In glimpses that she obtained between the shoulders of the broadaxes, Margo was dmost inclined to
agree. Thewizards were fumblers when it came to doing impromptu tricks, turning their backsto arrange
special packs of cards when they tried to fool each other. Maybe they found it fun, but it didn't look like
magic.

Wade Winstrom, though, was different. For al his austere looks, Winstrom was quite genia and enjoyed
it when hisfawning guests admired the array of magicd gpparatus that stocked his spacious living room.
Margo joined the group that followed Winstrom into hislibrary where there were shelves upon shelves of
magic books that appeared to be in the immaculate condition of jobs fresh from the bindery.



Finding Lamont nearby, Margo remarked upon the fine condition of Winstrom's volumes.

"They should be in good shape," was Cranston's comment. "I've heard that Winstrom never unlocksthe
book cases, |et done read the books themselves. But you still have alot to see. Come thisway, Margo.”

Thisway led into awindowless room where Winstrom kept his exhibit of play bills. There wereafew
hundred of them, dl intall narrow frames and many of the specimens were more than a century old,
extalling the merits of such historical magicians asthe Chevalier Pinetti, Professor Anderson, and Signor
Blitz

However, Winstrom dismissed the play billswith a cardesswave of hisimperious hand and ended the
gesture by introducing awizened gentleman who looked like the living relic of the conjurors described in
the posters.

"Professor Del Weird," boomed Winstrom. "1 know you'll be glad to meet him, those of you who haven't
dready.”

Old Ddl Weird bobbed atoothless smile from beside a table where he was unpacking alot of fancy
glassware from an old battered suitcase.

"The professor does the wine and water act,” announced Winstrom. "Thetrick bafflesme every time
seeit. | know it will makeabig hit tonight.”

Absent-mindedly, Dl Weird was reaching in the various pockets of his over-sized frock coat. In
plaintive tone he spoke to Winstrom:

"I must have left that package in my overcoat. Where would my overcoat be, Mr. Winstrom?”

"I'll ask one of the servants," replied Winstrom. "He'd know. But don't worry yoursdlf, professor. It'stwo
hours yet before show time."

Quiterdieved, Dd Weird regained his senile smile. Then, noting alady present, the professor bowed
profoundly. Plucking an embroidered cloth from histable, Del Weird showed it back and front and from
itsfolds suddenly produced a glass of red wine which he tendered in Margo's direction.

Asthe girl gasped at this quick surprise, Del Weird withdrew the glass and holding it in one hand swept
the cloth acrossit. In the brief time that the glass was covered, its contents changed from wine to water.

Margo was still speechless when Del Weird bowed, raised the glass and drank it as atoast, al without a
word. Staring at the others, Margo met Winstrom's beaming gaze.

"Why - why -" Margo paused to hat her sammers. "Why, it'sthe most amazing thing | ever saw!™
"Youll seealot greater surprisestonight,” promised Wingrom. "I think you'll like magic, MissLane."

Crangton too was smiling at Margo's reaction, but the rest of the Wizards|ooked bored. They had seen
Del Weird's tricks too often to be impressed.

Neverthel ess, Winstrom's prediction stood. People were going to have ared surprise before tonight's
show ended.

CHAPTER VI

The Chianti ball room was on the ground floor of the hotel and it had a stage that turned it into an



excdlent auditorium. Only no onewasin the auditorium at curtain time; instead, people generaly were
flooding the large foyer. The same people usualy bought tickets to amagic show and they knew that
none of the performances began on time.

Besides, the U.W.A. show was being stolen before it even started. To pass the time, somebody had tried
Demo'stelephone mystery and now everybody was &t it.

Therewasadgtring of half adozen phone boothsin the foyer and people were using al of them, dl trying
to get the same number. This bothered Margo so she asked Lamont about it. Looking up from the fancy
program he was studying, Cranston said:

"Think of acard, Margo. Got one?"
"Why, yes. The ace of diamonds."

"Grab one of those phone booths,”" instructed Cranston. " Cadll the same number asthe rest of the people,
Anaconda 4-8601. Better write it down before you forget it, because you may be awhile putting a call

through."
"And then?"

"Ask for Demo Sharpe, tell him who you are and that afriend said for you to cal him. Helll tell you what
card you took."

"If thisisagag -"

Margo halted, deciding that even asagag, it would be agood one. She went to a booth, was lucky to
get aquick cal through. A voice mysterioudy responded and heard what Margo had to say. Then the
V0ice announced:

"Y ou took the ace of diamonds."

Margo just stood there, flabbergasted. She didn't even redize that she/d hung up the receiver until the
phone bell began to jangleit. Margo answered, wondering if the amazing Demo was caling back to read
some more of her mind. It was only the switchboard operator saying there wasacall for Professor Del
Weird.

At that moment the professor came waddling by, carrying his suitcase flat in front of him so asnot to
damage the glassware set ingde. Margo beckoned him to the phone booth, and finding the call wasfor
him, Del Weird handed her the suitcase, saying to hold it carefully.

So there was Margo standing outside the booth with the professor insde. Still very puzzled, Margo
looked up suddenly as she heard Del Weird say, through the half-open door:

"Oh, hdllo, Demo."
Could it be that Demo wasredly cdling back?

Margo was sure sheld heard right, but Del Weird didn't repeat Demo's name again. Instead, he affirmed
that he'd sold dl his old apparatus and that he couldn't be bothered until after the show. Findly he
conceded that he could be reached in his dressing room after he finished his act.

With that, Del Weird came from the booth and without even athank you, took his suitcase from Margo
and blundered off through adoor marked " Stage.”



Going over to where Cranston was, Margo said:
"Lamont, thisisdl very puzzling, but -

"But don't talk about it now," supplied Cranston. " The telephone trick awaysworksand | know it's
wonderful. But right now I'm looking for somebody who ought to be here but isn't.”

"And I'm telling you about somebody who ought to be somewhere else, but isn't,” perssted Margo. "'l
mean Demo Sharpe.”

Crangton's eyeswent quizzical.

"Demo caled back," explained Margo, "and hetalked to Del Weird. But al the while peoplewerein
those phone booths talking to Demo. Of course maybe they were just getting the busy signal.”

Perhaps that was the answer, but Cranston wasn't letting it pass that smply. Instead, he said something
that was very unusud for him.

"l wonder!”
Then, showing Margo the program, Cranston explained what he had found.

"Herésalist of the reception committeg," said Cranston. "Y ou'd think they'd dl be here; they aren't. A
chap named Pete Noland ismissing.”

"Maybe he couldn't get here."

"There's another reason Noland ought to be around,” continued Cranston. "He reviews these showsfor a
magicd paper called The Wivern under the name of Paracel sus Junior. He certainly shouldn't be missing
this present function.”

"But what has that to do with Demo Sharpe?’

"A lot. I'm not restricting the list of murder suspectsjust to personswho were at Cigam's yesterday and
who happen to be working in tonight's show."

"Y ou mean it was murder at Cigam's?"

"Somebody certainly planted that firing wand too nestly. Whoever did wasn't expecting Louie the Grift.
Crooks don't advertise robberiesin advance.”

"Then the murderer mistook Louie for somebody €se?!

"Very probably. Loui€'s back wasto the light. His face couldn't have been seen through that space
behind the satyr's head.”

Crangton spoke impassively asthough he had learned dl thistoday. He wasn't even suggesting to Margo
that he'd been in Cigam's at the very moment when murder struck. In analyzing this case of murder by
magic, Cranston was not neglecting any magica clues and Demo's telephone trick was looming as one of
them.

Checking some time notes that he had made on the margin of his program, Cranston decided on his
course.

"I'm going over to Demao'snow," he confided to Margo. "I'll have just time enough to get back before Del



Weird finisheshisact. I'll seeyou later, Margo.”

Crangton went through the door marked " Stage' carrying his briefcase with him. Remembering something
else sheld wanted to ask, Margo started after. Past the door she saw agroup of dressing rooms, off at
another angle awing of the stage where severa performers were arguing because each intended to do
the other'stricks.

None of them noticed the further door, past the dressing rooms, that Margo saw closing. It was very
dark beyond that door, but as the blackness suddenly cleared, Margo saw the glimmer of dley lights.

Then did Margo Lane redlize that she'd witnessed one of The Shadow's strange evaporations. Too late
with her question, she went back and around into the auditorium which by now wasfilled with people.

Asfor Lamont Cranston, now become The Shadow, he took arapid ride in his own cab, the same cab
that had brought him here with Margo, its driver the speediest hackiein New Y ork. The driver's name
was Shrevvy and he clipped about five minutes off The Shadow's estimated timein getting to the
Albuquerque Arms, the apartment house where Demo Sharpe lived.

This gave The Shadow extra minutes to gauge the location of Demo's gpartment. The Armswas a swank
gpartment with doorman, clerk and elevator operators, agamut that The Shadow didn't careto run as
Crangton. What intrigued The Shadow was the much less pretentious apartment building next door,
which nestled up against the Arms as though the two were apair of love birds.

There was aledge that looked too narrow to be even a cat-walk, but The Shadow knew hisledges and
could gauge their proper size from the street. So he glided into the adjoining building, took the automatic
elevator to the top floor and found an exit to the roof.

Then, navigating the ledge of the Albuquerque Arms, The Shadow moved like an unseen wraith around
the corner and followed hisample path to the lighted window that represented Demo's gpartment.

The telephone mystery was still doing steady business, which proved that plenty of magiciansdidnt
attend the U.W.A. shows. But it wasn't Demo Sharpe on the receiving end. The man handling the
gpartment's private line was Pete Noland.

One pleasant feature of investigating a magical murder was the ease with which anyone could recognize
whichever magicians might beinvolved. Onewal of Cigam's shop, opposite thelonger display shelves,
was completely covered with autographed pictures of the local magic. The Shadow hadn't missed aface
in that prospective rogue's galery while he had been a Cigam'stoday. The accompanying names had
likewiseimpressed themsel ves upon hismind.

If The Shadow had wanted to go into the magic business he could have prepared a memory training
system that would have outsold the popular brand that Cigam peddled at five dollars.

Though Demo's system of telephone telepathy was just atrick, constant concentration upon it seemed to
have stimulated Pete's extra-sensory perceptions. As he finished naming the nine of clubsfor someone,
Pete turned suddenly and stared straight at The Shadow's window.

Or perhapsit was a peculiar darkening of the window, which though ever so dight, had caught Pete's
tense attention. Now, Pete saw the blackness unblur and he frowned at the familiar glimmer of the city
lights beyond. Like Margo he had witnessed The Shadow's process of what could be styled
evaporation.

Coming over to the window, Pete pulled it open, stared aong the blackened ledge. He couldn't see The



Shadow now, the cloaked shape was so close to the wall. In a hoarse, anxious whisper, Pete voiced -
"Demo!" and then stared downward.

Thetingling telephone broke into Pete's fear that hisfriend had plunged below. Mechanicdly, Pete went
back to answer what might be hislast call. Hisvoice came gladly: "Demo!™

Through the open window, The Shadow heard Pete's end of the conversation.

"Guess | was getting jittery, Demo." Pete gave a hdf-laugh, "Thought you were outs de the window just
now... What's that? Maybe there is something in telepathy? Y ou might beright... Yes, it wasfunny I'd
think you were here just when you phoned...

"You're seeing Dd Weird? Kind of risky, Demo... Well, maybe you can make him stay mum... Only, I'm
worrying what if anybody €lse seesyou... A good stunt for the book? | get it - how to be two places at
the sametime... But that's one secret you'd better not give away... Good luck, Demo... Better hang up
now. Customersarewaiting..."

When, after acouple of more card cals, Pete went over and closed the window, the outside ledge was
actualy unoccupied. The Shadow had learned al he needed at Demo's, at least for the present.

Histheory established, The Shadow was on hisway back to the Hotel Chianti and further ong thetrail
of magica murder aswdll.

Only sometimestrails moved faster than the person who followed them. That was something The
Shadow knew but he hadn't applied the rulein this case.

At least not yet.
CHAPTER VII
Margo Lane was getting her first impression of amagic show.

The bill was opened by a dapper amateur who tore some strips of tissue paper and turned them into a
fancy party hat. Next he fanned whole packs of playing cardsin clever syle. Finaly he did the
well-known trick of clanging alot of big rings and making them link and unlink.

Next on the bill wasVa Varno. He did his short act: just the card fans. Va added afew flourishes that
the amateur either hadn't learned or couldn't do.

Another amateur followed with arapid act in which only three out of adozen tricks went wrong, Two
that went al right were the paper hat and the linking rings.

By then people were beginning to look around the audience instead of at the show. They received amiles,
austere ones, from Wade Winstrom, who would have shaken hands, too, if hisreach had been long
enough. All theway down from the penthouse and during the haf hour that people were around the
foyer, Winstrom had been smiling and shaking hands. That seemed to be hisidea of amagic show.

The bill spruced up when Zed Zito appeared. He introduced a very attractive blonde whom he called
Miss Libra. She could change her weight under Zito's hypnotic power, so Zito said. While Zed was
getting acommittee on the stage, he had Miss Librado atrick, since thiswas a magic show.

Miss Libradid the paper hat.

Margo saw some people sneak out from the audience. They were going to have a smokein the foyer and



try the telephone to see if Demo could still name cardsin his uncanny way. Demo'strick could stand
repetition that others could not.

Deciding to gt through Zito's act, Margo was well-rewarded. The act was redly good. When Zito sad
"Heavy!" strong men found themselves unableto lift Miss Libra When hesaid "Light" she became asa
feather. To proveit redly happened, Zito had Miss Librastand on ascales. Her weight went down to
twenty-five pounds at his command of "Light" and rose to two hundred and fifty when he thundered

"Heavy!"

For thefinish, Zito hitched Miss Librato arope which ran up over abig pulley above the stage. Three
men took the other end of the rope and with no effort hauled the girl a dozen feet above the stage. Zito
commanded "Heavy!" and Miss Libra came straight down while the surprised committee men went up on
their end of the rope, all three of them at once.

It wasredlly very good and the audience remained patient even when Glanville Frost, suave and deek,
appeared and started his act with card fans. Quite smooth, Frost won real applause which faded
suddenly when an assistant brought him a stock of linking rings.

Frost talked the audience down. He said that his version of the rings was the correct Chinese edition,
taught to him by Ching Ling Foo. Even Winstrom seemed to swallow that, though his own play hills
upstairs would have proven that Ching went back to Chinawhen Frost was only three years old. But
Frogt, the clever showman, held his audience by adding that the rings were a necessary introduction to his
finde, the famous Golden Pagoda, now to be shown for thefirst time.

Under his bregth Frost might have added "in fifty years," but if he did, nobody heard him.

Frost was bowing from an armor of tangled rings when the curtain rose disclosing the famous pagoda. It
was a miniature pagoda measuring about four feet every direction and it tood on alittle platform so that
people could see benegth it. Shaking himself free of the rings, Frost opened the whole front of the
pagoda and showed it empty; then he and the assistant wheeled it around.

Closing the pagoda, Frogt recited something in Chinese; there was a puff of smoke and flame, the
pagoda sprang open, top and al, and agirl in Chinese costume rose to take abow. It was aredly
gartling illuson and everybody applauded heavily, particularly when they saw that the girl was MissLibra
and that Frost had been forced to do the other tricks to give her time to change costume.

Then Professor Del Weird came on and Margo Lane gave up. If after fifty years of wand wielding, Del
Weird hadn't learned a better opening than the paper hat trick, Margo didn't want to watch him. Besides,
those were the inevitable linking rings hanging over a T-stand behind the table where a pitcher and arow
of glasses were st for the wine and water specidty.

Margo wanted more than a smoke, she wanted adrink if the cocktail lounge was still open, and she was
s0 sick of magic she didn't even care about testing Demo's telephone mystery. So she started out to the
foyer only to find herself stopped by a man who wore abadge that said "Committee."

"Y ou can't interrupt Professor Del Weird -"

"That 07" queried Margo. "Wdll, if heturnstorn papersinto ahat, I'll scream and that will redly interrupt
him."

Another committee man decided in Margo'sfavor. Already she had drawn considerable attention at the
back of the house and among the persons who stared her way was Inspector Joe Cardona. He had an
expression that resembled the Great Stone Face and was obvioudy annoyed because he had come here



at Crangton's suggestion only to find Cranston himself absent.

Seeing Cardona brought Margo's mind back to stark redlity. When she reached the foyer, shethrew a
look at the door marked " Stage'" and saw amuffled man entering it. He had rapid striding legs under a
coat that was hunched over his shoulders and his hand was across his mouth holding a cigarette from
which he blew aheavy cloud to hide hisface.

That was hardly necessary, considering that his hat wastipped down over his eyes, but he could till see
well enough to notice Margo looking hisway. Increasing his dready rapid pace, the man went through
the door, damming it behind him.

Margo gathered a very good hunch that this was Demo. She went through the stage door, too, and saw
the muffled man bob out of Sght into adressing room. A girl's voice gave an excited protest and the man
cameout again.

"I'm sorry,” Margo heard him muitter. "I was just looking for Professor Del Weird.”
A girl'sarm pointed from the doorway.
"That's his dressng room over therel"

Thegirl was Miss Libradraped in ahagtily arranged towel. Two doors closed as Margo neared them,
one admitting Demo Sharpe to Ddl Weird's dressing room, the other declaring that Miss Librawanted no
more unannounced vistors,

Now Margo knew that the man was really Demo. Hisvoice, losing dl disguise, had been identica with
the tone across the telephone!

On stage, Del Weird was doing the wine and water. Margo stopped for aview from the wings. It was
much more el aborate than the smpletrick the professor had done earlier. He was pouring glasses from
the pitcher, some wine, some water; then pouring them back into the pitcher, which suddenly becamedl
water.

Y et that same pitcher was pouring wine and water again, aternately. Mixed, the various liquids turned to
wine. Y et from apitcher full of wine, Dl Weird poured only water, haf adozen glasses of it!

Thiswas so amazing that Margo stood enthralled, forgetting al about Demo. And now agreet, hollow
buzz came from the audience. Professor Del Weird was about to prove that his demonstration had been
truly magica. As Del Weird picked up the linking rings, he pretended to remember the thing he hadn't
forgotten. With abland smile, he turned, picked up thelast glassin thelineand raised it to hislips.

Del Weird was going to drink the result of dl histransformationsto prove that it wastruly harmless
water. Margo could hear thewords "He drinks it!" repeated by various persons amid the stir of voices.

The professor drank it.
That audience was spared another demonstration of the ring trick.

Knees caving ingtantly, Professor Del Weird hit the stage so flat and hard that everybody knew he must
be dead.

CHAPTER VIII

To say merdly that pandemonium reigned would not have been doing justice to what pandemonium redlly



could make of itsdf.

The audience went wild with screams that were drowned by the clatter of the folding chairs used to turn
the ball room into an auditorium. Nobody had to ask if there was a doctor in the house because there
were plenty, all amateur magicians. They flooded the stage asfast as the performers from the wings.

It was Glanville Frost however who reached the spot first and seeing the rush of arrivas, Frost had the
presence of mind to pick up the table beside which Del Weird lay and start to carry it off stage before
anyone could upset it and ruin the precious glassware.

Frost was coming directly toward the wing where Margo stood when Zed Zito, arriving from an angle,
blocked himin rather bulky style.

"Where are you taking that table?' Zito demanded. "Better put it over there by your pagodaand leave it
done"

To prove hispoint, Zito practically scooped the table from Frost's hands, since the latter wasn't in any
position to interfere. Momentarily it looked as though Frost intended to use his hands to punch Zito, but
the blunt-faced hypnotist balked him by swinging around, thus blocking him off with the table itself.

For some reason this registered oddly with Margo and shelooked around as though asking the advice of
other witnesses. There was only one and that was Va Varno, who had sauntered from a dressing room
and was watching proceedings with a casud eye while practicing his coin roll with hisleft hand.

It was then that the door of Del Weird's dressing room opened, just achink it was true, but enough to
catch that keen eye of Varno's. With anudge of hisfree hand, Varno caled to Frost:

"Better find out who's calling on Del Weird. Theré's somebody in his dressing room!™

Zito heard Varno'swords too. In fact he couldn't have heard better if Va had timedit, for Zito was just
turning from the wing where he had placed the professor's table bes de the golden pagoda. Asif neither
wanted to be the lagt, Frost and Zito came lunging from the stage while Varno stepped aside to let them

pass.

Neither got far, for by now astocky man was arriving from the foyer door. Thiswas Inspector Cardona,
taking the shortest way back stage and Joe didn't intend to let anyone get off these premises. Impartially
judged, Frost and Zito gave the impression that one was trying to get away while the other stopped him;
which waswhich could be decided | ater.

Behind Cardona came others, among them Wade Winstrom who motioned people back, then rushed
ahead to help Cardona. Smiling blandly at the commoation he created, Va Varno stepped back to aniche
inthewall and began dowly placing hand over hand so that his animated coin could continue a perpetud
waltz from one set of fingersto the other.

A horror was gripping Margo that the man in Del Weird's dressing room might not be Demo Sharpe!

If one person could fake Demo's voice, so could another. Lamont was due back by thistime and
perhaps he was trying to beat Demo at his own game, whatever that was. It could be that the mysterious
caler was actudly Cranston, for Margo had known him to try odder stunts than this.

And Margo wasnt taking any chances, not with murder again infringing upon magic!

While Varno was watching Cardonatangle with Frost and Zito, Margo took advantage of the moment to
rush for Del Weird's dressing room. If Winstrom saw her, shewouldn't care; it might be al the better,



since he'd know she hadn't started there until after the cry of suspicion had been raised.

If Margo had given athought to the dley door, she could have forgotten her needlesstrip right then. That
exit was opening, with blacknessitsimpelling force. The very blackness that meant The Shadow, if
Margo had only |ooked!

The girl who looked was Miss Libra, coming from her own dressing room in the tangles of akimono. She
saw blackness mold itsdlf into a cloaked shape that was vaguely human and thistime her screech carried
more of horror than surprise. An instant later, the cloaked figure was gone, the exit damming
automaticaly.

And people, aflock of them, were coming in Margo's direction, thinking that Miss Libras frantic gesture
wasindicating Del Weird's door.

Already in the old Professor's room, Margo was finding that sheld taken a big chance after al.

The man who had ducked back was half way through the window. He wasn't Lamont, hisform wastoo
hunchy. Besides, it wasn't Cranston's voice that came hoarsaly, savagely though witha forced in tone.

"Stand back! Stand back or I'll shoot!"

Whether it was Demo, Margo couldn't tell for the dressing room was dark except where the light from
the corridor hit it. Not dark enough though to hide the big gun that the intruder brandished in hishand, an
old-fashioned, one-shot pistol that belonged to Professor Del Weird and had the look of a blunderbuss.

Caught half off balance Margo couldn't turn about, S0 there she was, wondering if the antique gun could
be loaded and hoping that it wasn't. That kind of cannon could blow the dressing room apart at this close
rangeif the savage man let go with it. Shouts were dmost at the door and even if Margo tried to stand
back, she'd be swept off her feet.

Then the menace ended.

It ended when the man at the window went backward, outward with a snarl waving the gun as he went.
It was blackness that took him, living blacknessthat could only be The Shadow.

Now Margo was sure that the man must be Demo since The Shadow, popping into the picture, had
eliminated her slly theory about Lamont. Demo was dashing at something using the ancient pistol asa
bludgeon. A chunk of gloved blackness stopped Demo'sarm in mid-air and the pistol left his hand,
scding in through the window and landing dmost at Margo's feet. Margo jumped away, but fortunately
the gun didn't trike on itstrigger and thereforeit didn't go off.

But wasit fortunate?
That question was to become amoot one, very promptly.

Cardonaand three or four other men came piling into the dressing room as the pistol landed and saw the
open window to the courtyard where The Shadow had intercepted Demo. Shouting something about the
law and dl it stood for, Cardona rushed to the window and squeezed through. One man followed him;
the others, being bulkier, started around the other way.

That struck Margo as agood idea. On the way, however, she intended to look for Zito and Frost, who
had somehow been |eft behind in the rush. But before Margo could even glance aong the passage, every
light back stage was suddenly extinguished!



There was another deluge of excitement and somewhere from its distance, Margo had the faint
impression of thetinkle of breaking glass. Then out of the hubbub she heard Winstrom's strong voice
urging everybody to be calm, to stay where they were or walk - not run - to the nearest exit,

Probably most of the people couldn't guess where the nearest exit was, but Margo wasn't bothered by
that complication. Her nearest exit wasright at hand, the aley door, and she reached it at something
faster than awak. Closing the door behind her, Margo cut off most of the confusion; then listened to
sounds from the courtyard which formed a sizesble cul-de-sac around a corner of the building.

Sounds camefirg; then the sweep of flashlights. Evidently Cardonaand his coterie weren't faring well in
their hunt for an unknown intruder who happened to be Demo. Odd too that they didn't find him, for by
now The Shadow certainly should have overpowered the man who was leading a peculiar doublelife.

Then the thought struck home to Margo that perhaps The Shadow didn't want to capture Demo. This
was supported by the sounds that Margo heard of someone stealing out through the alley to the Street.
The Shadow wouldn't make that much noise, so it could only be Demo.

But where was The Shadow?

Peering boldly around the corner Margo watched the play of flashlightsin the courtyard. One gleam
suddenly moved upward, climbed the wall and swept dong athird floor cornice that topped alow
extenson wall. Below the cornice was an upright oblong, the black outline of awindow againgt the white
wal.

Asthe flashlight focused there, the outline spread like an increasing blot which curioudy continued
upward like grappling hooks seeking ahold. That blot was The Shadow, reaching to grasp the
overhanging cornice which gained awavering effect as the flashlight moved in an unsteady hand.

Margo would have cried out if she could. Only to cal awarning might attract the attention of eyesthat
had not yet seen the weave of that shape below the cornice. So far no one in the courtyard seemed to
have noticed it; therefore silence was the better course.

Except that there were other eyes that no one took into accounting, not even The Shadow.

From that window of Del Weird's blacked out dressing room, a big gun throated a powerful message.
The shot could only have come from Dl Weird's oversized pistal for it sounded like acannon and its
flame glared from thewdll like alightning flash in miniature.

That message was meant for The Shadow, and its potency was proved by the result. Blacknesswas
suddenly banished by atopple of something white; then, cleaving the blurred gloom below it, achunk of
cornice came crashing down and smashed the paving of the courtyard with a pulverizing force.

The window was a stern oblong once again. All traces of the spreading blot were gone!

CHAPTER IX

Inspector Cardona was after the answersto certain questions and wasn't getting them. Maybe it was
because the people he was quizzing knew too little; perhaps it was because they knew too much.

At least it was anew experience for Cardona, dealing with abatch of magicians. Every man in the group
seemed to be a past master at the art of equivoque, turning questions to suit their own purposes.

Two murders by magic in as many days convinced Cardonathat the cases were connected; therefore he
had narrowed down his quest to persons concerned in both. Cardonawas conducting hisquiz in



Winstrom's penthouse and the principal guests were three in number: Varno, Frost and Zito.

There were afew others, including Margo Lane, who had been invited too. One of these was Miss
Libra, who in private life answered to the name of Claire Meriden. However Cardonawas bearing down
upon the men who might have had some individua reasonsfor murdering Professor Del Weird, only the
problem was to find such reasons.

Like Wingrom himself, the three performers from tonight's show dl expressed the greatest admiration for
Dd Weird, asthey had known himin life and had the greatest regret for his unfortunate death.

"Del Weird was poisoned,” announced Cardona, bluntly, as though everybody didn't know it. "What I'm
after iswho did it. Who fixed that wine and water trick with the kind of chemicasthat would kill him?"

Eyes running dong arow, Cardonatook in Zed Zito and Glanville Frogt, seated stiffly ashort way apart.
He looked at Wade Winstrom standing by the fireplace and studied Claire Meriden seated near, but
Cardona gave them not much more than a passing glance.

The ingpector's gaze settled solidly on'Va Varno who was amost in acorner by himsdlf. Va had put
away his coins and was practicing atriple one-hand cut with a pack of cards. Cardonadidn't like the
half-smirk that Varno gave him above the flipping pasteboards.

"Maybe you can tell me, Varno."
"Tdl youwhat?' returned Va. "Who killed Del Weird?"
"That'sright.”

"Y ou redly want to know? All right, I'll tell you.” Varno drew himself up in his chair, squared the pack
with an emphatic clamp of his hand, and with al the manner of aman prepared to make afull confession,
delivered hisanswer: "Dd Weird!"

"That's enough, smart guy," retorted Cardona. "If you'retrying to tell meit was suicide -"

"Only I'm not," interrupted Varno. "The old prof just got absent-minded, that's al. Probably brought
aong alot of old-style chemicasforgetting he was going to do the new improved drinkable wine and
water."

"Except that somebody could have switched in the poison stuff,” reminded Cardona. "Or could they?!

Hewas leaving the question to Varno as an authority rather than a suspect, but Va wastoo smart to be
taken in by that.

"I wouldn't know," was Varno'sreply. "Wine and water isntin my line. | sick to deights’ - he began
manipulating the cards asif to proveit - "except for afew spook effects like the spirit dates. Better ask
somebody who knows magic in genera.”

Cardonaturned to Winstrom asthe find authority but the big man shook his head.

"l am acollector,” affirmed Winstrom. "Among my gpparatus | have someinvolving liquids. For instance"
- heturned to alarge old-fashioned conjuring table that fairly teemed with antique apparatus - "here are
two cylinders, two glasses and a decanter that belong to the 'Wonderful Separation of Liquids inits
improved form of sixty years ago.

"Y ou mix wine and water in the decanter" - Winstrom gestured as though performing the trick and put the



cylinders over the glasses. "Y ou run ribbons - ah, here they are - to each cylinder, white for water, red
for wine. At command the liquid leaves the decanter; the wine arrives in one glass, the water in the
other."

"Now were getting somewhere," decided Cardona. "Thisislike Dd Weird's wine and water trick."
"Nothing likeit." Winstrom shook his head. "It works on an entirely different principle.”

Speculatively Cardona's gaze roved the rest of Winstrom'slarge array of antique magic. Joefinaly settled
on anicke-plated globe mounted upon afluted pedesta. The globe had a dividing band around the
center and it was topped with an ornamenta knob.

"What kind of atrick isthat?' Cardonaasked, "Anything to do with wine and water?'
That brought asmile from Wingrom.
"It'sacannon ball globe" he said. "I'll show you."

Stepping over, Wingrom lifted the top haf of the globe and reveded afair-sized cannon bal which he
lifted, tossed in air, and replaced in the globe. Putting the top half on again, Winstrom twisted it, lifted it
again and showed them the cannon ball was gone, the globe now being filled with candy.

Even Cardonalaughed at that.

"I had one of thosein atrick box when | wasakid," said Joe, "only mine was a pocket model made of
wood. They still sall them for two bitsin the Broadway trick stores. Watch me bring back the cannon
bdl."

Cardonatried and did pretty well. When he put the top half of the globe in place, twisted it and lifted it,
the cannon ball came back, but it was somewhat awry. It was made in two hollow hemispheresthat fitted
the respective halves of the globe, but Cardona was too hasty and failed to drop the top section of the
cannon ball on graight.

"Anyway, that'stheidea," gpologized Joe. Then, getting back to the dight subject of murder, "But how
about the wine and water?"

"My books explain numerous methods," stated Winsirom, waving in the direction of hislibrary, "but |
have never bothered with the trick because it istoo messy. In fact | ssldom do tricks at al. Not even
these"

Winstrom'sweary gesture to his generd array of gpparatus was sdf-expressve. Owning so much of it,
Winstrom would hardly know where to begin and besides, the tricks themselves were mostly out of date.
Cardona decided to concentrate upon something more modern. He turned to Frost.

"Y ou make magic apparatus they tell me," asserted Cardona. "That wouldn't include awine and water
outfit, would it?"

"It would," returned Frogt, coolly, "and it does. As many as five hundred customers have bought my
ingtructions which include facts about chemicdss, the poison kind thet killed Del Weird. That givesyou a

lot of suspects, inspector.”

His amile as deek ashis smooth, glossy hair, Frost seemed to be mocking Cardona openly. Rather than
show he sensed it, Cardona turned abruptly to Zito and asked:



"Y ou wouldn't be one of Frogt's customers, would you?"
Zito's sneer was prompt.

"Do | look like asucker?' he demanded. Then, bluntly: "But it isn't a question of who knowsdl about the
wine and water. It'swho fixed Del Weird's set-up down there in the dressing room."

Cardona decided to question anew and possbly impartial witness on that point. He turned to Claire
Meriden.

"Who went into Del Weird's dressing room, Miss Meriden?”'

"If you mean before hisact," the blonde replied, "I wouldn't know. We were al back stage” - shewas
looking from Zito to Frost; then remembering sheld been in both their acts, she switched her gazeto
Varno who was too busy with his cards to notice - "so any of us might have dropped in to talk with the
professor. But after hisact was on, | saw amuffled man go into the dressing room."

"The man who wasthere later?' queried Joe.

"| suppose s0," nodded Claire. "l redlly didn't see hisface. He blundered into my dressing room first but |
was S0 busy hunting for something to wear that | hardly looked hisway.”

"I'd like to know who that chap was," grumbled Cardona, "except that he got to Del Weird's dressing
room too late to be respongble for murder.”

"l wouldn't say that exactly," put in Winstrom, drily. "From later reports, the fellow was pretty handy with
that old gun he found in Del Weird's suitcase.”

"It was somebody else who used the gun,” corrected Cardona, throwing asignificant look about the
room. "The man we were after went out through the window. Later somebody threw the light switch and
blacked out everything. If you want my opinion it was the man who threw the switch who did the
shooting later."

Cold sllence followed and Margo particularly fdt its chill. Cardonawas right; atrip from the back stage
light switch to the dressing room would have been smple and the gun was lying where anyone would
have stumbled over it. But Margo was thinking not in terms of the marksman but the target.

Half aton of cornice cracked al over asmashed stone courtyard was arather harrowing recollection,
except that no human fragments had been found amid the ruin. That at least gave Margo hopethat The
Shadow had maneuvered one of his remarkable escapes from an amost certain death. Thinking in just
such terms, Margo looked up to see a newcomer who was entering Winstrom'sliving room. She gave a

gadcry:
"Lamont!”

Casud asever, Cranston curbed Margo's over-enthusiasm with adight but sgnificant gesture. Then, in
cam style, he said to Cardona:

"I hear theré's been another murder, inspector.”
Cardona acknowledged the fact.

"When murder strikestwice," Joe asserted, "it's bad enough. But when the same three people are there
both times, it gets worse. However I'm holding nobody. I'll know where to reach them wheniit's



necessary."

Including Zito, Frost and VVarno with hisroundup gaze, Cardona gave agesture of dismissal. Asthethree
werefiling out, Frost paused to inquire about another matter.

"That pagoda of mine" hereminded. "All right if | truck it out of here?’

Cardona nodded.

"Doesthe same go for my scaes?' asked Zito. "'l have the pulley rig too."

"Takethem," growled Cardona. "Therée's nothing on the stage that counts, considering that somebody
busted Del Weird's pitcher and glasses as soon as the light went out. Only it didn't help because there
was enough trace of the liquids to prove that somebody switched in poison chemicals.”

Either Cardonas glare wasimpartial or it was meant for al three of the departing men. Varno, thelast to
leave, gave asharp, snappy rifle to the corner of his pack of cards.

"I carry my baggage with me," boasted Varno, fanning the pack as he went through the door. "Fifty-two
piecesinal. No, wait! Fifty-three, but | don't need the extra piece. Y ou can have the truck pick it up
too."

As heturned the corner, Va Varno deftly plucked the joker from the remaining fifty-two cards. Just
when Va was out of sight the card came skimming around the corner and whizzed past Cardonds chin
to lodge under the front collar of hisvest.

Cardona started toward the door only to stop as Claire Meriden blocked his path by bowing out.
Turning to Winstrom, Cardonaindignantly exhibited the joker. Winstrom took the card and nodded.

"Wonderful how that chap Varno doesit," was Winstrom's comment. He gave the joker aclumsy toss
and instead of skimming, the card merdly fluttered to thefloor. "1 wish | could be clever like that!"

What Cardonareplied failed to reach Margo's ears for she was drawing Cranston into the room where
Winstrom kept the play-hills. Cranston motioned that he didn't want areport on what had happened in
his absence; held hear it dl from Cardonalater. But Margo had something in her mind that she smply had
to get off.

"Out in the courtyard!" Margo exclaimed. " Someone was climbing past awindow and reaching for a
cornice when ashot wasfired from Del Weird's window -"

"And the cornice came down," added Cranston. "Only there wasn't anybody with it."
Margo nodded.

"It might have been that he found the cornice was aready |oose," suggested Cranston. "In that case held
have sivung down into the window instead of continuing up to the roof. Cornices don't make good
parachutes, you know."

So that wasit! The cornice had aready begun its drop before the shot wasfired. Its bulk had proven a
fdling shield againgt the spraying dugs from the blunderbuss pistol!

Leaving Margo to speculate on whether luck or rapid judgment had served The Shadow more, Lamont
Cranston strolled out to the living room to hear Ingpector Cardona summarize thisnight of crime.



CHAPTER X

Nearly six o'clock again, the hour when Demo Sharpe went on duty with histelephonetrick or at least
pretended to do so.

Only tonight, the night following the murder of Professor Del Weird, Demo wasredly planning to teke
over. He was worried though, as he looked up from the undersized portable typewriter where he was
working at his manuscript. Pete Noland caught Demo'sworried ook.

"Takeit easy, Demo," urged Pete. "If | believe your story, so will other people. Only you won't haveto
tell it, because you have aperfect dibi.”

Demo shook his head.

"Itisn't even agtory,” heargued. "I didn't get achanceto even see Del Weird. | was away from the place
before the shooting started.”

"And no oneredly saw you?'

"The girl did. The one they called Miss Libra, who Frost borrowed for the pagoda production. She might
recognize meif shesaw meagan.”

"Thendon' let her."
Pete's advice was helpful but it didn't quiet Demo much.

"I want to know what's going on," insgsted Demo. "Cigam isin the clear and he probably has heard alot.
If I went over to hisshop, he might tell mealot.”

"Only hisshop closes at sx," reminded Pete. "Remember?"
Either Demo didn't remember or he didn't care. Other things were really more important.

"Cigam sent those old tricks to Winstrom yesterday,” Demo declared, "and it'sacinch that Del Weird's
shipment camein today. When | phoned Del Weird before the show he said held crated the stuff and
expressed it to the Hotel Chianti. If I'd had a chance to see him, he might have agreed to let me have first
look at it."

"Instead the first ook will be Winstrom's," declared Pete, "if he even bothersto go through the stuff. He
must be a couple of months behind, going through that assorted junk of his."

"I wouldn't betoo sure." Demo shook his head, "Winstrom has alot of servants around and any time
they'reidle, he hasthem arrange his magic apparatus. Let's hope they don't fool much with the stuff,
unlesswhat we want is ill on the loose."

"Y ou mean more of Savanti'sorigina apparatus?’

"Yes. There'sno way of accounting for dl of it. Something else might bob up somewhere and be the very
piecethat had those Makarajewelsinit, only the one man who might know isdead.”

"De Weird?'

Nodding, Demo amplified hisreply by producing an old frayed playbill. It was of alater date than the
Makarasample, but it advertised the Great Savanti. It was an American playbill announcing Savanti's
tour across the country.



Among the big-print itemsthe playbill stated:
THE PAGODA ILLUSION

OR

THE INVISIBLE FLIGHT

Invented by the Great Savanti during his
tour of the Orient, this creation proves that
aliving person can bein two places at oncel

Pete was particularly interested in the reference to the pagoda because it was the illusion that Frost had
performed the night before, but Demo brushed that factor aside.

"If Frost had found those gems," declared Demo, "he wouldn't be bothering with making magica
apparatus. Of coursethere'sjust a chance -"

Pausing, Demo snapped hisfingers.

"I haveit!" he exclamed. "Frost stays open late. Get over to hisworkshop, Pete, and ask about the
pagoda.”

"Y ou mean buy it?"

"Why not?" inquired Demo. "Haveit shipped over here. Say you're getting up abig act, that'swhy you
haven't been around much latdly. Tell them I'm helping you rehearse.”

As Pete started out the door, Demo remembered something.

"Better be back by seven though," said Demo. "I might want an hour for mysdlf. The usud business. By
the way, have them send up something to eat from downgtairs."

Stopping in the little cafe off the lobby of the Albuquerque Arms, Pete relayed Demo's order. Nodding to
clerk and doorman he went outside and was lucky enough to get acab immediately. What Pete didn't
seein the dusk was the cloaked figure close to the wall that signaled the cabby to pick up this passenger
and then moved toward the cab to hear the address that the driver repeated atrifle loudly.

The Shadow was picking up Pete'strail on the chance that it would serve as atemporary subgtitute for
Demo's.

Reaching Frost's basement workshop in about twenty minutes, Pete found the place lighted. Inside was
Zito, looking over anew guillotineillusion that Frost had just built. Nodding to Pete, Zito gestured to the
guillotine which stood waist high. It contained asort of stock where agirl could insert her head and
hands, while above was alarge cleaver setin dots.

"A nice chopper,” commented Zito. "More gruesome than most. Thisone dicesthrough the girl'sarmsas
well as her neck, except of courseit doesn't hurt her.”

"I don't likeit," returned Pete. "Any trick islikely to go wrong."

"Not thisone," put in Frogt, atrifle annoyed at Pete's criticism of hisproduct. "It'sfool proof.”



"That'swhat Del Weird said about hiswine and water,” chimed avoice from a corner. "Maybe he was
just abigger fool than he thought.”

The speaker was Val Varno. Why he was here, except to check on two suspects named Glanville Frost
and Zed Zito, Pete couldn't guess, unless Val had begun to think in terms of an dibi, like Demo.

Or maybe it was because VVa was practicing new manipulations with rhinestone-studded thimbles and
wanted to get the opinion of such connoisseurs as Frost and Zito. He was asmoothie, Va Varno, ina
way much more convincing than Frodt's, if being smooth could be styled a convincing matter.

Pete concentrated on Zito.
"Y ou're buying the guillotine?"

"That'sright,” replied Zito. "Seems out of my line, but it isn't. I'm going to present it asafeat of
hypnotism, saying it can't hurt Claire while she's under the spell.”

"Y ou're dropping the light and heavy act?'

"No, no. Thiswill just be an added feature. Useful too in case I'm held over and have to do the usual hyp
routine. By the way, how did you like the weight act last night?”

"Didnt catchit,” replied Pete. "In fact I've never seenit. By the way, who's Claire?

"Claire Meriden. She works as Miss Libra. So you missed the Golden Pagoda, too. Claire doubled in
that act.”

"I've heard it was good,” said Pete. He turned to Frost. "Want to sell the pagodaillusion, Glanville?’
Frost showed bland interest which was his equivalent of anod.

"How much?' asked Pete.

"| couldn't say,” returned Frogt. "Not until you've seenit.”

"And until I'vetried it," added Pete. "How about shipping it over to Demo's? I'm staying there, working
up my new show."

Frost picked up the telephone.

"Thetruck isdue at the hotel shortly,” said Frogt. "It would be just as easy to drop the pagoda at the
Albuquerque Arms asto bring it back here."

"Provided it isn't off the route to the Club Marimba," put in Zito. "My stuff is going there. And what about
the chopper? The truck wasto pick it up here.”

"Taketheguillotinein acab,” suggested Frogt. "It's not too big and you won't have to wait around.”

Accepting the suggestion, Zito hoisted the portable guillotine and started out with it. He expected Varno
to open the door for him but Va was no longer around. Pete made amenta note of that, calculating that
Va must have left within the last few minutes. The ways and means of Va Varno, seemed deviousand
doubtful to Pete Noland, which was dl the more reason for checking on the card man.

Completing the cdll to the hotdl, Frost made the arrangements for the shipment of the pagoda. Pete
thanked him and left, taking a cab back to Demo's apartment. Though he'd met three Class-A suspects,



Pete couldn't say that he had learned athing. However, oneitem of Savanti's old gpparatus would reach
Demo, namely the Golden Pagoda.

It was probably the worst bet of al Savanti's equipment from the standpoint of ajewd cache, but Pete
was sure that Demo would be pleased.

Demo might have been pleased if he'd been there.

Instead of Demo, Pete found the telephone ringing and answered it to handle one of the telephone trick
customers. There was anote under the telephone, reminding Pete that he should have been back by
seven.

It was now eight minutes after, so Pete caculated that Demo had been gone about five minutes.
Whatever his new mission, it must be important or Demo wouldn't have abandoned the telephone.
Despite himsdlf, Pete began to wonder about Demo. Maybe the sangfroid shown by the various suspects
in magic's double murder had forced Pete to another choice. It took him alittle while to shake off his
doubts.

The Shadow, too, was wondering about Demo Sharpe. Hed figured that Demo wouldn't leave while
Pete was absent, hence he hadn't watched the Albuquerque Arms. Now that Pete was back, The
Shadow returned to the front street, was expecting to spot afigure at a certain window and seeit sart a

snesky trip dong the high ledge.

Only Demo didn't appear; not for five minutes, ten, nor even fifteen. By then The Shadow, in histurn,
was thinking he could do better e sawhere.

There was awhispered laugh in the lower darkness as a cloaked figure glided to awaiting cab, but the
tone carried no note of prophetic confidence.

Seldom did The Shadow give such alaugh too soon.
CHAPTER XI

The Shadow hadn't missed much at Frost's. He'd been there in the darkness of the steps leading down
into the basement workshop, during the period of Pete's visit. With the door gar he'd heard enough of
what was said.

Blended with darkness, The Shadow had stepped asideto let VVarno pass when the dinky deight man
had made his surreptitious departure. He'd also seen Zito go the opposite direction, as he had that night
a Cigam's.

With Frogt closing the shop when Pete lft, dl three of the promising candidates for double murderer
now were a large. That was a definite reason why The Shadow should pick up Demo'strail as soon as
possible. Lacking a present trace of Demo, the only compromise was atrip to the Hotel Chianti.

Nearing the hotel, The Shadow saw atruck with the name UNICORN STORAGE marked
congpicuoudy on its Ssde with apicture of the fabled beast for which the name stood. Some men on the
sdewalk were gesturing to the truck driver and it wasn't good policy for Shrevvy's cab to help block
traffic. So The Shadow ordered Shrevvy around the block and there the cloaked investigator dropped
off.

When The Shadow came back around the corner, the truck had moved. It was nearer the corner and the
truckerswere just loading on Frost's pagoda and Zito's scales, which they must have found ready for



them. Seeing an open doorway, The Shadow glided into it and promptly found another thing that suited
him.

Thiswas an empty service elevator. So The Shadow took it and rode straight to Winstrom's penthouse.
Therewas just achance that Demo might have gone there, for having evidenced a sudden interest in
old-time magic apparatus, he would have areason to look over some of Winstrom's.

Like wispy black smoke, The Shadow glided through a service door and along a hallway that led him
into the big living room. Hearing voices, he could tdll that Winsirom wasin the dining room, having dinner
with some guests. Hence living room, library and poster room were al empty. The Shadow made the
rounds.

Among the playbillsframed on thewall of the living room were some pertaining to Savanti. The Shadow
noticed them because of their reference to the Pagoda Illusion and among them was one that closdly
resembled the bill Demo had shown to Pete. In scanning it, The Shadow noticed the names of the
assgantsin fine print at the bottom.

Onename was sgnificant. It was D. Elward. What theinitia "D" stood for didn't matter; The Shadow
was more interested in the entire name. It didn't take much imagination to transfer D. Elward into Del
Weird. Thisfitted with two features that were fairly common in magic.

Thefirst was that magicians ass stants quite often became performers themselves; the second that a stage
name was often adapted from an actual one. The Shadow was quite sure that some research into Del
Weird's early history would prove that he had gained histraining under the Greet Savanti.

That produced thoughts of Del Welird's apparatus. Going back to a store room off the rear hall, The
Shadow found it bulging with crates including some stacked empities. These were stenciled with the name
Dd Weird and they looked as though they had originaly held the pile of smaller boxes which werein
another corner. The boxes were heavy, when The Shadow tested them, but none had been opened.
How soon Winstrom would be getting around to them would depend upon how much time he could
gpare from his serious business enterprises.

Here would have been The Shadow's opportunity to go through Del Weird's shipment, though he could
more easly have examined the gpparatus from Cigam's which was packed loosdly in half open boxesin
this same store room. But what meant opportunity to Demo Sharpe was of little importance where The
Shadow was concerned.

Thiswasjust alot more of obsolete magica equipment which had reached its eventud level, Winstrom's
collection of forgotten mysteries. Since Winstrom had bought it in bulk and smply stored it, therewas ho
indication that the stuff might have some secret vaue.

Except that murder by magic was still to be considered; double murder that certainly must have some
motive greater than mere jeal ousy over who invented the paper hat trick or took priority in performing
thelinked rings. Still seeking Demo's relationship to that odd triangle of Varno, Frost and Zito, The
Shadow felt that there might be an answer here.

A logica assumption considering that Cigam's gpparatus, part of the setting of amurder scene, had been
transferred here; and that Del Weird's apparatus, also on hand, belonged to amurder victim!

So The Shadow stooped to sort through some of the |oose gadgets and immediately things happened. A
tiny spirit bell began to chime when The Shadow lifted it; the bottom fell from an ornamenta box
delivering haf adozen billiard balsthat clattered and rolled acrossthe floor.



Something metdlic whammed as adeluge of silk handkerchiefs shot in fountain style and cascaded dll
over The Shadow's hat and shoulders. Apparently Cigam believed in keegping hair-trigger gimmicks
well-oiled, but The Shadow didn't stay to investigate further. Instead, he swooped for the half-open
door, pulled it wide, then went back with it into darkness as one of Winstrom's servants arrived to seek
the cause of dl the clatter.

The servant was of squatty build and he intended to find the cord of an overhanging light, so being short
he was dtretching as he pawed the air. Deftly The Shadow's foot eased something the servant's way;
hearing arolling sound on the floor, the fellow turned and took afew short steps. They were enough.

The Shadow's gift consisted of afew odd billiard balls and the stocky man skidded when he stepped on
them. Then hisfeet were diding on others and he hit the floor in floundering style as The Shadow whisked
past him and out through the halway to the service devator.

Likethe risng crescendo of an orchestra came the increasing crashes from the store room. The floored
servant had rolled againgt astack of badly balanced boxes and overturned them, bringing afurther clatter
of glassware, tinware, and generd hardware that belonged to Cigam'sloosely packed shipment.

Anather servant arrived from the dining room and behind him came Winstrom, calling loudly to learn
what the trouble was about. They received an answer from the store room and when they reached there
and turned on the light, they found thefirst servant crawling from amass of nicke-plated debris.

It annoyed Winstrom to find some specia glassware broken, for Cigam's shipment included items that
would be difficult to duplicate. But Winstrom was even more incensed to find that dl this had happened
over nothing; that the servant had only thought he heard a prowler in the store room. It would seem that
some gadget of Cigam's had popped, starting the rest, except for one factor.

Black againgt the eevator door, The Shadow was easing its sections open and stepping into the darkness
beyond, as he heard the servant's plea.

"I'm sorry, Mr. Winstrom," the stocky man said. "Only | was sort of certain somebody wasin here. You
see when Frederick found the service elevator up on thisfloor and nobody init, he said 1'd better ook
around while he went down -"

The Shadow caught the warning in those wordsjust atrifle too late. Already through the elevator door
and easing it shut behind him, he redlized that there wasn't any car. His feet meeting the vacancy of the
shaft, The Shadow performed aflip in midair grabbing for whatever ledge might be within the door.

There was no ledge. The Shadow's only salvation was his cloak, which had caught in the closing door.
Ordinarily he could have pulled it free; now he was hoping desperatdly that it would stay jammed, which
it did. But those folds weren't strong enough to hold The Shadow's weight.

With adow, dooming rip, the black cloth yielded -
CHAPTER XI|I

If Wade Winstrom had turned amoment sooner, he might have seen the final closing of the eevator
door. Asit was, dl Winstrom could now have seen was something he didn't notice, asmall chunk of
black cloth, jammed between the halves of the door.

Nevertheless, the mention of the devator interested Winstrom. His broad forehead grooved with puzzled
lines, he approached with heavy gtride. It was only a dozen pacesto the elevator and as Winstrom
completed them, a sudden clang came from within the shaft.



Winstrom stepped back startled, then relaxed.

The elevator door dithered open and out stepped Frederick, a dry-faced servant of the same stocky
build that characterized the rest of Winstrom's hired help.

With Frederick was one of the hotel workers, aman named Kirk, who frequently ran the service car.
Kirk waslifting along jaw as he stared upward with deep-set eyes.

"Guessthis car needsfixing,” Kirk opined. " Getting sort of jolty.”
Winstrom responded drily.
"Jolty enough to come up here by itsef?" he queried. "Or wouldn't you know?"

"I wouldn't know," admitted Kirk. "Last time we used the car was to bring those crates up here, Mr.
Wingtrom. That was this afternoon.”

Winstrom looked at Frederick who spread hisarmsin a perplexed gesture.

"| took the car down and found Kirk," reported Frederick. "There wasn't anybody €l se around, Mr.
Wingrom."

"Whoever brought the car up could have gone down the other way," decided Winstrom, dowly. "Well
ask theregular elevator operatorsif they've seen any strangers. Y ou can go, Kirk."

Kirk went down in the service car; Frederick and the other servants returned to their respective tasks.
That |eft only Winstrom, standing at the closed door of the eevator. When Winstrom looked at the floor,
he saw something. It was ajagged triangle of black cloth.

Picking up this memento, Wingtrom studied it and tugged it between his heavy hands. Then, rolling it
between hisfigts, he drew it away, made an absent-minded wave and spread his hand. The black cloth
had vanished, but it resppeared a moment later when Winstrom clutched the air and literally plucked it
into Sght.

In his off-moments, Winstrom was amagician of sortsthough he preferred not to diplay his

comparatively meager talentsin the presence of professonds.

Pocketing the piece of cloth, Winstrom went to the living room and hunted up aflashlight. It needed a
new battery so he spent sometimein finding one. Again, Winstrom was dropping behind schedule.

Down on the ground floor, Kirk had |eft the service elevator. Now something was tirring atop the empty
car, ashape of living blackness. It rose, reached for a door above and found it. Hands that fumbled at
first finally found a catch. The shaft door of the second floor dithered open.

Laborioudy The Shadow worked himsalf through and elbowed the doors shut behind him. He rested
there, hiscloak oily and bedraggled, hiswhispered laugh abit groggy asit emerged from beneath the
tilted brim of hisdouch hat.

The Shadow wasthe jolt that Kirk had attributed to some fault of the elevator mechanism.

Frederick's return had been timely for The Shadow. Kirk had been bringing the servant up in the service
car dl the while The Shadow's cloak had been tearing itsaf away in afashion that would have dso torn
apart aheart less stout than The Shadow's.

The cloak had given just before the devator arrived. Even ashort fal could have proven fatal to The



Shadow for the upward speed of the elevator would have added to the impact. But Kirk was braking the
car asit scooped The Shadow amoment after his dangle was converted to an actud fall. Elevators
frequently jolted when stopped suddenly, so Frederick had accepted Kirk's theory.

Only Winstrom wasn't quite convinced.

Through the cracks of the second floor door, The Shadow saw the broad beam of a strong flashlight
glare downward. It stayed there fully half aminute, ample time for anyone above to study the whole top
of the devator asit rested at ground floor level.

And now thetop of that car no longer had a huddled passenger.

The ex-passenger, The Shadow, rose to hisfeet and found a stairway leading down to the ground floor.
Becoming steadier as he progressed, The Shadow reached the grand ball room. Going back stage, he
paused. By the dim light from afire exit, The Shadow saw some baggage that the truckers had | eft.

Among other things they'd forgotten Zito's ropes and pulleys. Also the apparatus of other performerswas
gtill there. Infact all they'd taken was Frost's pagoda and Zito's scales.

The Shadow moved toward the thick darkness of the aley exit as he heard the sound of footstepswith
accompanying voices, coming from the foyer. Into Sght came Zed Zito with apair of meninthe uniform
of hotdl porters. When they reached the stage, Zito gave adisgusted snarl.

"I knew Frogt would bungleit!" exclaimed Zito. "L ook, they'veleft my pulleys They should have taken
them dong with the scaes.”

One of the porters shrugged.
"Better ask the truckers," he said. "It wastheir job, not ours. Maybe they're till out back.”

The Shadow decided to go out back first. He was through the door and had closed it before Zito even
darted in that direction.

Outsde, atruck wasjust pulling away from the aley. Histime sense considerably jarred, The Shadow
did not regard it asirregular. All he wanted was Shrevvy's cab and he found it with aprobing flashlight as
soon as he reached the street.

Or rather, the cab found The Shadow.

That flashlight had a colored lensthat could ddliver red or green flashes as occasion cdled. This occason
called for green, and Shrevvy spied the blinks from the corner where he was parked. Whipping up, the
cab gathered The Shadow automaticaly, though Shrevvy was a bit surprised at the dight delay The
Shadow required. Usudly Shrevvy's chief wasinside before the brakes redlly gripped.

Thistime the cab came amost to a stop. There was alapse, too, before Shrevvy heard the command :
"Tag thet truck.”

Shrevvy could have argued the point, but didn't, because he presumed The Shadow knew what he was
about. Nevertheless, asthetrail veered off in atotaly wrong direction, Shrevvy pressed closer to the
truck hoping that his chief would seefor himsdf.

And The Shadow did see.

A corner light etched the Side of the truck asit swung the corner. It wasn't the Unicorn truck. Its size was



wrong and besdesit bore this name;
VANGUARD VANS INCORPORATED

As Shrevvy expected, The Shadow promptly pulled him off thetrail. Then Shrevvy was explaining
through the connecting window:

"The Unicorn job pulled out awhile ago, boss. This one must have come along to pick up another load
for somebody else. Or maybe it was ddlivering a shipment at the hotd. | didn't see-"

The Shadow's sibilant laugh interrupted Shrevvy's report. Then came the order:

"Go to the Albuquerque Arms.” Curious that The Shadow should be saying just that and saying it just
then. For at practically that same moment, Inspector Joe Cardonawas listening to an anonymous voice
across histelephone at headquarters.

Thevoice was saying:

"Go to the Albuquerque Arms.”

Long practice had taught Cardona how to handle cdls of thistype. Indifferently he queried.
"Y eah? What apartment?"

"Apartment 12-J" said the voice, in aforced monotone that gave no clue asto its owner. "The apartment
occupied by Demo Sharpe.”

The name seemed somewhat familiar to Cardona.

"All right, Mr. Bones," said Joe, tresting the call asagag, "and why should | go to Apartment 12-Jat the
Albuquerque Armsto find somebody named Demo Sharpe?’

There was a pause during which Cardona expected to hear areceiver click. Instead, the voice spoke
again, in that same prosaic monotone, but its words were fraught with something akin to menace.

Thevoicesad:
"Because there you will find amurderer.”

CHAPTER X111

For aplace where amurderer was supposed to be, the Albuquerque Arms was exceedingly quiet, but
perhaps that was just the cam that stood as prelude to tumult.

There was nothing sinister however about the truck that pulled up at the side entrance. It bore the name
"Unicorn Storage" and it had the type of load that the people at the Arms recognized, for they had seen
thingslikeit before.

Usudly though, Demo Sharpe and his friend Pete Noland brought home smdler gpparatus than the gilded
pagoda which required atruck to haul it. The pagoda also looked antique when compared with other
magica equipment that had been seen around the Arms.

The truckers had to weigh the pagodain order to fix the charges. They'd been told to do this, one said,
by Mr. Frost, the man who had phoned them to leave the pagoda here.



Weighing the pagoda was smple because in the truck was apair of Szable scaes, aflat typeonrollers.
The truckers planted it on the sdewalk, laid aboard up to it and pushed the pagoda up the runway. The
scaes registered exactly one hundred and eighty-three pounds.

The clerk used the house phoneto call Apartment 12-J. The voice that answered was Pete's perfect
imitation of Demo's because Demo invariably answered the house phone when at home.

The voice convinced the clerk. Hanging up, he ated:

"Mr. Sharpe says send it up. He'll have Mr. Noland pay the charges. The pagodabeongsto Mr.
Noland."

The door man hel ped the truckers roll the pagoda into the service elevator and took them up, sincethe
regular operator was busy. On the way, the truck man speculated on their gilded shipment.

"Kind of heavy," declared one, "to be lugged dl in one piece.”

"It'sbulky,” said the other. "That makesit seem heavier than it is. Funny how thingsfool you when they're
tough to handle.

"Thisthing cracks gpart, though," said the first man, pointing to ajoint between the pagoda and its
platform. "It would be easier in two pieces.”

That didn't appedl to the second trucker.

"Not for us," he claimed. "They'd expect usto take it apart and put it together. That's more work than
hefting it, and anyway it rollseasy.”

At the twelfth floor the Unicorn men rolled the platform and pagodato 12-Jwhere the door man
knocked. There was adday because Demo's voice was coming through the transom. He was talking to
somebody over the telephone, telling them they'd taken the three of diamonds, which caused the truckers
to look askance as though they doubted Demo's sanity.

The door finally opened and Pete gppeared in shirt deeves. He nodded when he saw the pagoda.

"I'm Mr. Noland," he announced and the truckers didn't doubt it since his voice was entirely different
from the one they'd heard. "I'll Sign for the shipment. What's the charges?'

The truckers gave the charges and Pete paid them. The apartment door was just broad enough to
accommodate the pagoda and its platform when they weretilted dightly. Insde the living room, Pete
opened the front of the pagoda and et the truckers see that the interior wasin good condition, something
on which they inssted rather than have complaints on damage they hadn't checked.

Just asthe truckers were leaving, Pete heard the police siren.

It sounded distant, but that was because the apartment windows were tight shut. They were locked too,
for Pete thought that was good policy rather than have chance visitors suspect that they were used for
more than ventilation. The telephone was ringing so Pete bowed the truck men out, the door man with
them, and closed the door.

Just for effect, Pete cdled:
"Demoa! It's probably for you!"

Door man and truckers heard Demo's voice take over the telephone, just asthey were getting in the



service elevator. By then, the police siren had ceased.
The next interva was something for later speculation.

It couldn't have been very long, for the passenger elevator had gone up when the service car reached the
ground floor. Seeing some police in the lobby, one door man went to find out why they were there while
the truckers, not wanting to get mixed in something that didn't concern them, hurried out to their truck,
loaded on the scales and started away.

Nobody stopped them because Inspector Cardona had given orders not to disturb anybody downstairs.
Still thinking that the mysterious phone call might be a hoax, Cardonawanted to start with avigt to
Apartment 12-J. By thistime, Joe had recalled what Demo's name meant. It stood for telephone tricks
and thefellow might just have the temerity to be stlaging some sort of publicity stunt to annoy the police,
something that would help him peddle hisingtruction sheets.

Just asthe passenger elevator arrived on the twelfth floor, the telephone jangled from Dema's gpartment.
Nobody answered it, which struck Cardona as odd. Motioning to the e evator man Cardona gestured for
thefellow's pass key. The man supplied it and to the tune of the ringing telephone, Cardona unlocked the
gpartment door with one hand, while gripping arevolver with the other.

Whether or not Joe expected murder, he found it. Stretched on the floor in front of the Golden Pagoda
was a body, twisted in desth. Onelook at the chunky frozen face was dll the elevator man needed. He

gulped:
"Demo Sharpel”

Whedling around with leveled gun, Cardona saw that the living room was empty. Keeping hiseyeona
far door, Cardona picked up the phone receiver and said: "Y eah.”

"l have aquestion, Mr. Sharpe," said avoice. "A friend of mine named Clinton says that you can answer
it. I've written the answer here.”

"Let's hear the question,” Cardona answered gruffly. "Only who are you?'

"Clint says| don't haveto tell you."

"He does? Well, why not?'

"Because you're supposed to tell me. What | want to know isthe name of the card | took."

Savagely, Cardona clamped down the receiver and stalked to the far door. Flinging it open, he saw a
lighted bed room, as empty asthe living room. As Cardona came back, the telephone started anew
jangle. Unhooking the receiver, Joel€eft it that way.

"Cadll thelobby," Joetold the elevator man. "Use the house phone. Say that | want one of my mento
come up in the service elevator. The other isto use the stairs. They're to be on the lookout for a
murderer.”

"You - you mean Mr. Noland?' ssammered the elevator man. "He liveswith Mr. Sharpe. Only heisnt a
murderer, | wouldn't think."

"I'll do thethinking. Makethat cal.”

Cardona flung open the doors of the pagoda, saw that it was empty. Going to the windows, he checked



them, found every window clamped. Continuing through the little apartment, Joe searched it rapidly but
thoroughly. There wasn't a place where anybody could hide.

One cop arrived in the service elevator and Cardona sent him down the stairs to meet the other.
Meanwhile the door man was staring a Demo's body and protesting that Pete must till be around. HEd
come up with the officer, the door man had.

"They were both herel" the door man testified. " Demo was on the phone when we went down. The
murder would have taken Pete so long that he couldn't have gotten away before you arrived!”

Cardonawasn't inclined to accept the door man's calculation.

"He'sgone now, Noland is," Cardona said. ™Y ou two can take those elevators down. I'll stay here and
phone the lobby for whatever | need.”

Door man and devator man left. Out in the hallway Cardonawatched them close the elevator doors.
Along with those heavy clangs, Joe thought he heard something else, but wasn't quite sure what it was.

The sound might have come from Demo's gpartment. Going back there, Cardona swung his gun around
the place, but in that broad glance he failed to see anything that was disturbed. That fact brought a sharp
grunt from the ace ingpector.

Joe Cardona had encountered the thing he didn't believe could exi<t, the perfect sedled room mystery
wherein amurderer had vanished, leaving nothing but avictim. Y et in thisinvestigation it was quite logical
that such should happen.

This case was one where murder by magic wastherule!

CHAPTER X1V

There were no police outside the Albuquerque Arms when The Shadow's cab arrived there, but the
headquarters car, parked in front, advertised the fact that something had gone wrong. Telling Shrevvy to
drive around the block, The Shadow looked for traces of the Unicorn truck but it had gone.

That left Demo's window as the next objective, so The Shadow, back in form, dropped from the cab at
the right vantage spot. This was where he could reach the next gpartment building and use its automatic
elevator to the roof, but first The Shadow wanted to see if Demo's window was lighted. Therewasa
convenient spot near the next building which permitted this.

From that spot The Shadow saw Demao's window and more.

Someone was easing aong the twefth floor ledge, someone who wasn't asfamiliar with that cat-walk as
was Demo. This man was practicaly feding hisway on hands and knees as though he dreaded the
trangit. It wouldn't take much more than adip of his own nervesto shake him from that ledge.

From somewherein the lower darkness arifle crackled. The Shadow could admost see the ping of the
bullet above the crawling man. Thefdlow hesitated, wavered, and the sniper's long range weapon spoke

again.

If smart, the hidden sniper would not try to actudly hit histarget. The man on the ledge, unquestionably
Pete Noland, would soon yield to the threat of those whimpering bullets and their leaden bashes. If his
knees gave way to his nerves, he would plunge from the ledge and his desth, would be attributed to a
fal.



They seemed distant, thoserifle shots, but they couldn't be too far away. The marksman's gun was
probably muffled in lieu of asilencer that would have either limited its accuracy or restricted the number
of itsrounds. In fact The Shadow was lucky to have heard itsreports at al, as he realized when he
darted in their genera direction.

Lost among the regtricting wals of buildings, theriflefire could only be heard from afew specia spots.
One such place had fortunately been The Shadow'slocation. In turn, that gave him aclueto where the
rifle man might be.

Coming to along narrow passage between two buildings a block from the Arms, The Shadow saw the
rifle ddiver an upward spurt and plainly heard its thudding report from straight ahead. Whether the shots
had so far taken toll, The Shadow didn't look back to see. Thefirst step was to end the menace; if that
failed, next was to take quick vengeance.

The Shadow smply let blast with his .45 automatic in the direction of the rifle spurt.

There was asudden clatter, the muffled sound of an overturning ashcan. Automatic still blazing, The
Shadow drove ahead and brought up suddenly and hard against asolid brick wall. Thisadley had a
dead-end right in the middle; the rifle had been shooting over the top of it. Therefore The Shadow's
return fire had merely warned the sniper to get going from his ash-can pedesta on the other side.

The wall wasn't too high to scale, even though The Shadow lacked an ash-can as a springboard.
Unfortunately, the top of the wall was lined with sharp-pointed pickets which had somehow been
overlooked in the scrap-meta drives. It took time for The Shadow to maneuver past those and before he
could emerge from the dley on the other side, the sound of amotor from the street announced the
departure of the rifle expert.

Shrevvy's cab arrived about aminute later. It had a habit of appearing places amost as unexpectedly as
The Shadow. But Shrevvy had come from the wrong direction; he hadn't seen the departing car and by
now it had gained too good a start to be overtaken.

There were some police whistles sounding, for The Shadow's shots, louder than the muffled rifle, had
disturbed the neighborhood. So The Shadow used the cab for a quick departure, watching from the
window for traces of Pete Noland. There was no sign of anyone on that high ledge; so if Pete hadn't
fdlen, he, by thistime, had used Demo's favorite route of the elevator in the next building.

The Shadow at least had done his part to make the latter sequel possible.

As Cranston, The Shadow arrived at the Albugquerque Arms and went right up to Demo's apartment. His
appearance there was more than a surprise to Cardona; the ingpector was amost inclined to regard it
with suspicion, now that Cranston had joined amagicians club and magic was so definitely linked to
murder.

But Cranston had an explanation, as good asit was unusua. Nodding to Cardona, he thumbed first at the
unhooked telephone receiver, next at Dema's body.

"| thought s0," said Crangton.
"Thought what?' demanded Cardona.

"That something had happened to Demo," explained Cranston. "I was working the telephone trick and
the person who called got the connection but nobody answered.”

Crangton had pictured it just right, so the explanation went with Cardona. Then:



"If you're so smart a solving riddles,” declared Joe, "riddle me this one. What's happened to the
murderer?’

"Y ou mean Demo was murdered here?"

"Where e 2?' retorted Cardona. "Ther€'s hisbody, isn't it? He was talking on the tel ephone when the
pagoda was brought up.”

"Did anybody see him?'
"No. The pagodawas for afellow named Noland. He signed for it and here's the receipt.”
"Then whereis Noland now?"

"That'swhat I'm asking," Cardonasaid glumly. "He didn't have time to lam and we've searched the dump
with afine-tooth comb. When it comesto murder by magic, this stops any yet."

Mention of magic caused Cranston to repressasmile.

"It's one of those sedled room cases,” argued Cardona. "Doors closed, windows clamped; thekiller is
here, only heisn't anywhere."

Cranston's eye roved expertly.

"Tell meonething," hesaid. "Why did you step out of the room after you'd searched the apartment?'
Cardona became sharp.

"How did you know that?'

"Step out again and then come back. | won't leave the living room. But if you want me" - Cranston'stone
sounded abit whimsical - "just call."

It sounded silly to Cardona but he'd seen one gag redlizeitself tonight, so he waswilling to take the bait
again, hoping that the result would be more pleasant.

Theresult was.
Also it proved spectacular.

Going out to the hall, Cardona stamped around and returned. Cranston wasn't anywherein sight.
Remembering that Cranston had said he'd stay in the living room, Cardona gave up. He was staring
toward the open pagoda when he called:

"All right, where are you?"

Inthe blink of an eye, Cardonawas seeing things. Cranston didn't have to shut cabinet doors when he
did magic. Out of nowhere it seemed, he appeared right insde the golden pagoda. Rising he stepped
from it theway Claire had, the night Frost worked theillusion.

From theway Cardonatoned the word, he was thinking of something else. Then, glancing at the receipt
the truckers had | eft, he shook his head.

"I was thinking Demo might have comein that pagoda,” declared Cardona. "1'd forgotten that they'd



heard him talking on the phone. Besides' - showed Cranston the receipt - "the pagoda only weighsa
hundred and eighty-three pounds. Demo himself must weigh a hundred and fifty and thirty-three wouldn't
be enough over.”

Giving ahoigt at the pagoda platform Cardona estimated that it did weigh about a hundred and
eighty-three pounds. Then, Saring at Cranston, he demanded:

"But what's this got to do with Noland's disappearance?’

"A lot," replied Crangton. "Y ou can vanish from that pagodaaswell as appear init."
"Youcan?'

"Of course. Want me to show you?"

"I'll take your word for it. So that'swhy | couldn't find Noland! He worked the illusion backward when
he heard me outside the door!"

Crangton nodded his confirmation. He knew what was coming next.

"But whereis Noland now?' demanded Cardona. "L et's say he regppeared when | was out in the hal.
What happened to him then? That pagoda can't disappear alot of people, canit?"

There was a head-shake from Cranston.

"Y ou checked the window too early,” hetold Cardona. ™Y ou should have looked at it after you came
back."

Cardonalooked and saw what Cranston meant. The window was unclamped at present. Hopping over,
Cardonahauled it up and saw the ledge outside.

"So that'swhere the guy went!" exclaimed Joe. "Wdll, if he's hiding anywhere in the neighborhood well
findhim!"

Cranston doubted that Pete would be, but he didn't say so. Furthermore, Cranston was coming to the
conclusion that it would be better to question personslike Varno, Frost and Zito regarding their evening's
whereabouts, than to ask Pete Noland.

Stll there were thingsthat Pete could tell, if he could be found, so that task would become The
Shadow's. Thisthird murder, unfortunate though it was, had at least clinched Demo'sinnocence of earlier
crime.

Thiswas one of those cases where the gradua dimination of suspectswould eventualy narrow the trail
to just one man.

But The Shadow intended to seeto it that further eliminations were not the result of more murder by
magic!

CHAPTER XV

Music was melow at the Club Marimbaand Claire Meriden wished that she didn't have to be Miss
Libra. It wasn't fun being pawed by customerswho tried to lift her when Zito commanded "Light" or
"Heavy." Neverthelessit was show business, so Claire was putting up with it.

It was time to be getting ready for the act right now, so Claire went to her dressing room and got out her



costume which was necessarily scanty to provethat it didn't have alot of hidden weights conceded init.
The closet door was open and Claire wondered why she'd I€eft it that way. She didn't redize that she
hadn't, until sheclosad it.

Then from the space that the door had hidden stepped a very grim young man whose picture had beenin
all the newspapers. Claire recognized Pete Noland, wanted for the murders of Louie the Grift, Professor
Dd Weird, Demo Sharpe, and perhaps alot of others whose bodies hadn't yet shown up.

Pete had agun, alogical accessory for amurderer's kit-bag. Only for some reason Claire wasn't scared.
It struck her that Pete was driven by despair more than desperation.

For onething, his pistol was along-barreled affair that |ooked as unprofessional as Del Weird'sold
blunderbuss modd . Obvioudy something that he had picked up a random, such agun lessened the
menace behind it.

Again, when Pete spoke, his voice carried aplea, rather than athredt.

"You'vegot to hedp me" heinssted. "Y ou're the only person who knows that Demo Sharpe was out and
around when he was supposed to be handling the telephone stunt. In giving him an dibi, | lost my own!™

Thiswas newsto Claire, but of a sort she didn't quite fathom.
"If Demo was murdering people,” the blonde said coolly, "how does it happen he became avictim?'

"Y ou don't understand.” Finding that Claire at least would listen, Pete parked the pistol on the dressing
table. "Demo was after something else, afortuneif he found it. He wasn't out to kill anybody.”

"So somebody killed him."

"Yes, but | wasn't the murderer. Look - you worked in the Golden Pagodaillusion the other night, didn't
you?'

Claire responded with anod.

"And nobody knew where you came from, did they?"

Beginning a head-shake, Claire amended it.

"They might have," she sad, "if they knew how theilluson worked."

"I know the secret,” declared Pete, "because | bought the pagoda. Thefirst thing | did wasto seeif it
wasinworking order."

"Naturdly."

"It worked dl right." Pete spoke bitterly. " Only nobody popped out alive. Instead, Demo rolled out
dead.”

Claire's face showed genuine horror. What Pete said was not only graphic but plausible. Claire was
thinking how startled she would have beeninasimilar Situation.

"By then the police were coming,” continued Pete. "1 knew | was framed, s0 | used the pagodafor a
vanish - of mysdlf. That'swhy I'm still on theromp.”

Although Pete didn't go into the further details of his sneak trip dong the ledge, Claire was quite



convinced that his story wastrue. Before the girl could voice an objection, Pete added:

"What ruins my story isthe fact that the pagoda was weighed before it was brought up to the apartment.
It only hit ahundred and eighty-three.

"Of course," said Claire brightly. "That'sjust about what it would weigh.”
"Not with Demoinit. The scales should have registered nearly double.”
Staring seadily, Claire ended with asudden exclamation:

"Zito'sscaed"

"| figured that," declared Pete triumphantly. "I've heard about the weight changing act and knew that
businesswith the scaleswould only work if they were faked."

"Of coursethey'refaked," rgoined Claire. "How could my weight be different if they weren't? I'm just
doing the old resistance act asthey used to cdll it."

Pete nodded his understanding.

"And now I'm ahead of you," continued Claire. Y ou want to know if Zito's scales were on the truck with
Frost's pagoda. They were and what's more they could have been set to show the usud weight while
Demo's body was in the pagoda.”

"Thet dinchesit," afirmed Pete. "Y our friend Zed Zito isthe murderer.”
Claire suddenly becameloyad to Zito.

"I don't think s0," she argued. "Zito'san al right person. He gave me ajob when he first met me a
Frost'sand he saysnow | can quit the Libragrind if | don't likeit and till bein linefor thelead in his
bigger show.”

"Then maybe Frost was the murderer.”

"Now youretaking," Clairetold Pete. "Frost is so deek hesdimy, if you want my unbiased opinion.”
"How did you first meet Frost?"

"When he wrote about buying the pagodaillusion. It belonged to my great uncle.”

"Great uncle!" exclaimed Pete. "Y ou don't mean the Great Savanti!"

"Of course. He left me everything; that is, what wasleft of it. A nice gilded pagodaand apair of scalesto
match. Frost bought the works and sold the scalesto Zito."

Pete was pondering deeply.

"Did you ever hear talk about somejewe s?' he queried, in that frank tone of his. "Gems from the Orient
that bel onged to your Great-uncle Savanti ?"

Eyeswider, Claire shook her head.

"They're what Demo was after,” asserted Pete, "but from what you say they'rerealy yours. Maybe well
find them a Frost's place. Let'sgo."



"But | haveto do ashow -"

Interrupting hersdlf, Claire raised ahand for silence. She was sure she heard footsteps stopping just
outside the dressing room. Eyes half closed, Pete was pondering and didn't notice Claire's gesture.

"We could get over to Frodt'sin fifteen minutes,” Pete calculated. " Of course we might have along time
hunting there. Fifteen minutes more to get back -"

Claire gripped Pete's shoulder and jogged it, motioning for silence with her other hand. She was sure
now that somebody was listening outside that door. Stepping to the door Claire wrenched it inward and
agirl camelaunching through.

The eavesdropper was Margo Lane. She came up with a pocket-sized automatic from her handbag. All
in one gesture, though along one, Margo covered Claire and told her to stay where she was. Then
Margo turned to look at Pete.

The wanted man was on hisfeet, coolly aming the long-barreled pistol at Margo. He gestured for her to
hand over her automatic to Claire. Pete told Claire to keep Margo covered, which she did with the
brunette's own gun.

And then Pete clicked hisown trigger.

Blonde and brunette both gave startled cries that ended as the pistol went off with anoiseless bang. It's
barrd clicked apart and the "Bang!" appeared in big letters on afancy silk handkerchief that unfolded
from thetrick barrel.

"It was the best thing | could find," gpologized Pete. "Besides, | would not want to carry ared gun.

Claire needed no apologies, but Margo did. She was much annoyed at having been tricked so easily.
Only it happened that Margo's troubles had just begun.

"Since you brokein here, Miss Smarty," decided Claire, "1 think I'll break you into the Miss Libraact.”
To Pete, Claire added: "Wait for me outside, I'll beright dong.” Then, tossing the Libra costumeto
Margo, Claire backed her next order with the captured gun. "Climb out of your own clothes and into
these" shetold Margo. "Make it snappy, because if thistrigger dips, a handkerchief won't drop. You
will."

Closing the door, Pete tiptoed out the back way. He heard Claire saying that sheld explain the Miss
Libraact while Margo was making the change; then, afew paces along the hdl, he could hear no more.
In what amounted to a stage aley outsde the Club Marimba, Pete had finished a couple of cigarettes
when Claire arrived.

"What about the girl?* he undertoned. "Did she agree?

"Sofar, yes," returned Clairewith asmile. "It will be up to Zito to convince her further and | think he can.
So let's get on to Frost's place.”

Just why Claire was so convinced about Margo's willingnessto play Miss Libraremained amystery, but
only briefly. In about five minutes, blackness appeared suddenly from adoor that led back stage at the
Marimba, and The Shadow materidized from his sdf-made gloom.

Finding Clairé's door, The Shadow knocked there; getting no response he turned the knob and peered
into the dressing room. Pausing, The Shadow hung his hat and cloak in adark corner of the corridor and
entered the room as Cranston.



In acorner was Margo, attired in the chic costume of Miss Libra. She was seated at the end of the
dressing table, her head and hands through the pillories of Zito's new guillotine which Claire had kindly
placed at that convenient eevation. Margo was gagged with Claire's scarf and in front of her, where she
could read and digest it, was anote.

Strolling over, Cranston picked up the note and looked at it while he was untying Margo's gag.
Addressed to Zito, the note was signed by Claire. It said:

"Hereismy new understudy. She says shewill work as Librabut
I'm not sure. If she agreesto keep her promise let her out. Otherwise
she can stay until 1 get back. Good luck.”

Unclamping the hand and neck stocks, Cranston released Margo from the guillotine. Drawing her heed
from benegath the threatening chopper, Margo cameto her feet volubly.

"They've goneto Frost's,”" she began. "Claire and Noland. Wait for me" - Margo gestured to the door -
"and I'll beright dong. I'll only be afew minutes getting dressed.”

Cranston waved Margo back to her chair.

"Did you promiseto play MissLibra, Margo?"

"Y es, but who wouldn't with agun backing the argument?’
"Clairetold you how to work the act?"

"Certainly." Risng, Margo folded her bare arms and thrust them up toward Cranston's chin. "When Zito
says'Heavy!" | do thisand it throws anybody off balance who triesto lift me. When he says'Light!' |
relax" - Margo let her arms ease down - "and then | can belifted.”

"Y ou caught on quickly," commended Cranston. "Y ou won't have to show Zito the note. Just tell him
you're afriend who promised to take Claire's place.”

"Why of dl the nervel" exclaimed Margo indignantly. "Unlessyou're just kidding me, you're worse than
Claire. And anyway, you're wasting precioustime!”

"Not at dl," returned Crangton. "I'm saving it, because I'm not waiting for you to come dong. But
whatever you do" - histone was very serious - "don't tell Zito where Claire went."

When Lamont spoke that way, Margo listened. She redlized now that something important must be at
stake, that The Shadow's battle to thwart murder by magic was nearing a climax. Arms akimbo, Margo
watched Cranston |leave; then, when the door closed, she turned and studied hersdlf in the dressing table
mirror.

After dl, Margo made atrim Miss Libra, better perhaps than Claire. Maybe that was just a matter of
opinion, but Margo waswilling to let the public judge. Claire wouldn't be too happy if her new
understudy stole the show.

Margo Lane was smiling at that thought as she went out to introduce herself to Zed Zito.
CHAPTER XVI

Frog'scdllar was very dark except where Pete Noland pierced it with aflashlight. Finding this cdllar



beneath the basement workshop had been ared discovery in Pete's opinion. Claire Meriden felt the
same, except that none of its discarded junk looked old enough to be magic of the Savanti vintage.

"Anyway, thisshows Frost up,” claimed Claire. "He saysthat he only builds streamlined illusions. He
bought the pagoda just because it had amodern dant. But look at al thisold stuff!”

"Where sewould Frost get new ideas?' queried Pete. "It's easier to revive things that have been
forgotten than to invent something better. Take Zito and the Libra act for instance.”

"Zito can haveit," laughed Claire. Then, becoming serious. "Only | hope he did convincethat girl."

Pete didn't inquire why. He was busy poking through some old escape tricks, padlocks, handcuffs, and
other appliances.

"Mr. Wingrom will be at the club tonight,” recalled Claire, "and Zito istrying to get him to back the big
show. Soif the act flops -"

Claire broke off. She was beginning to fed sorry for letting Zito down. Pete turned the flashlight into an
old-fashioned trunk that was packed mostly with broken fish bowls.

"Nothing here,” said Pete. "Let'slook over in the other corner.”
"But that'sal new apparatus,” objected Claire. "Welooked therefirgt."

"Frost may have buried something underneeth it,” declared Pete, "except that if he did, he knew itsred
vaue. No, our best bet with Frogt isthat he doesn't know anything about those gems.”

Rather than waste the dimming battery, Pete turned off the flashlight as they moved to the deep corner.
Claire gripped hisarm very tightly.

"There's something fearful about thisplace," she breathed. "I fdt it when wefirst came down those
creaky old gtairs. Only it's more repressive now. Somehow we don't seem to be alone here!l”

Theflashlight, twinkling again, cast great siweeping silhouettes acrossthewall and Claire swallowed hard.
Maybe those were just shadows from stacks of old props but one in particular seemed very lifelike asit
faded from the dull glare.

Then came the creaks.

Not from the stairs a first, but from the floor of the workshop, directly above. It was Pete now who gave
the grip, but only to quiet Claire. The footsteps, which the creaks unquestionably represented, had now
reached the top of the cellar steps.

"If only we'd closed that door!" groaned Pete. "Still, it wouldn't help. The door was bolted on the other
Sde, so we couldn't have madeit look right.”

A horrified thought swept Claire.
" Suppose somebody boltsit now!"

The very suggestion roused Pete to action. Bringing Claire with him, he started for the sairs, making far
too much clatter on the stone floor. Creaks paused in answer, afew steps from the stair top, which was
around the rear corner of the cellar.

"Walt!"



The tone was whispered, between the strained ears of Pete and Claire. The girl wasright, someone else
waswith them, hereinthisvery cdlar!

"Keep taking," ordered the mysterious whispered tone. "Whoever it is, keep him interested. Make him
think you've found something.”

Pete knew the speaker couldn't be Claire and Claire knew it couldn't be Pete. But they both realized that
afriend had found them. They were lucky in that The Shadow had trailed them promptly from the Club
Marimba.

"How about those fish bowls?' queried Petein aloud tone. "Have you |ooked through them yet?'

Somebody rattled the trunk with the bowls and the glass responded. Pretending that she'd produced the
clatter, Claire spoke as though cdling back to Pete.”

"I think | have," she said. "Better come over and help melook."

Fish bowls weren't interesting enough to the intruder on the sairs. His creaks moved upward, signifying
that he probably intended the inevitable, the bolting of the upper door to lock the prisoners bellow. It was
astrong door too, afire door, sheathed with metd.

The Shadow's whisper was back again.
"Say you're going up." Thewhisper wasfor Pete. "Say that you have a phone cdl to make."
"I'm going upstairs,” announced Pete loudly. "I'm going to use Frost's telephone.”

By then, Claire was getting ingtructions from The Shadow. She replied to Pete in the words The Shadow
gave her.

"But you can't do that!" the girl exclaimed. "What would anybody think, getting acal from Pete
Noland?"

The Shadow was meanwhile prompting Pete, who carried the conversation according to the whisper.
"It won't matter,” declared Pete. "Nobody could trace the call. Are you getting scared, Claire?"
Clairesturn now, instructed by The Shadow.

"But if anything happened” - Claire fdtered negtly - "to me, for instance - well, they'd blame you."
"And what if anything happened to me?"

"Widll, they'd blame me - or would they?'

All thiswas as The Shadow prompted it with whispers and there was more to come.

"l guessthey would,” said Pete with a half-sneer, "if they found us dead with an empty gun. They'd think
we'd cancelled each other off."

"Don't talk that way, Pete!" Claire's voice showed horror that she didn't have to fake. "It sounds as
though it could happen.”

"Except that | haven't any gun,” retorted Pete. "Anyway, I'm going up to the workshop. Coming along?'
"Y es, but snce we haven't any flashlight,” Clairelied glibly, "you'd better use that bulb with thelong



extenson cord.”
"A good idea. It ought to reach updtairs. Let'sfind it.”

Scuffling sounds denoted a hunt for the extension light that wasn't there. Why The Shadow had imagined
that one was a puzzle to both Pete and Claire as he moved them deeper into the cellar. Anyway,
whoever was at the top of the stairs had decided to listen further.

Perhaps he had decided more!

Of asudden aglowing bulb appeared in the corner where Frost kept his extra supply of modern
gpparatus. It moved through the air so amazingly that Pete and Claire suddenly redlized it was actudly
drifting there.

Thefloating light trick!

A favoritewith magicians, thisfeat conssted in making an illuminated bulb literdly float in midair, clear
across the stage, even when the performer remained at the other sde. Now The Shadow was performing
the floating light effect in the direction of that stairway up to the workshop!

Riveted, Pete and Claire watched the bulb's peculiar action and realized, each in turn, that it could be
mistaken for alight on an extension cord, carried in ahuman hand. In darkness, it didn't look like the
floating lamp bulb at all.

Thiswaswhy The Shadow had spoken in terms of an extension cord along with what the world would
think if desth occurred involving Pete Noland!

The drifting lamp was around the corner now, and moving toward the stair top. Though they couldn't see
it, Pete and Claire knew itslocation from the way its glow diminished. They redized too that their unseen
friend The Shadow was not directly behind it, but actualy somewhere in the depth of the cellar proper,
safely away from what was soon to come.

The murderer at the top of the stairs had good reason to believe that Claire and Pete were accompanying
that ascending light bulb. Now was histimeto act.

A gun blasted down the stairway. Itsfirgt shot blotted the bulb without atinkle, for other shots stifled al
lesser sounds. Therewerefive of them, dl that the killer's gun contained and for the finish, the revolver
itself came clattering down the steps.

Those shots would have riddlied both Pete and Claire had they been on the saird!
Another gun was talking now - The Shadow's.

The murderer had no time to waste and knew it. The stabs were coming closer up the Stairway, telling
that The Shadow was surging in. The killer couldn't hope to bolt the door soon enough, even if he closed
it.

Instead, he fled through the workshop. Close on the man's hedl's, The Shadow knew that Pete and Claire
could now look out for themselves. Catching the killer was the task and no easy one.

Into awaiting car, and the murderer was away. Shrevvy's cab took The Shadow on board and the chase
continued through amaze of Streets, with Shrevvy hanging on like abulldog.

Thistime The Shadow wasredly trailing amurderer to hislair!



CHAPTER XVII

Shrieking around a corner, the fugitive car disgorged its passenger as aroulette whedl would throw a
spinning ball. Huddled over, the killer raced through aback alley to the side door of an old house.
Spinning from Shrevvy's arriving cab, The Shadow copied the action but with more speed.

Through alittle halway, into atiny back room; there, the murderer dammed the door. Out from afront
parlor sprang a stocky figure that turned as The Shadow flung inward through the darkness. Therewas a
wild, furious grapple that occupied The Shadow for one full and precious minute; then he and his new
adversary hit the door so hard they crashed it, landing in adimly lighted room.

Coming up with hisgun, The Shadow looked for the killer. He was gone! Studying the groggy man who
had blocked him and given that stout tusse, The Shadow wearily removed his hat and cloak, tossed them
in adarkened corner of the halway, and helped hislate opponent to hisfeet.

The opposition consisted of Inspector Joe Cardona.

It was severd minutes before Cardonaregained anything resembling equilibrium. From achair, he
blinked and findly focused his gaze on Crangton.

"Nice work, ingpector,” approved Cranston, calmly. "I mean by both of us.”
Cardona managed to find the obvious words.
"How did you cometo get here?!

"Going past Frodts," related Cranston, "'l saw somebody come running out. So | went after him and he
crashed in here. How did you happen to be here?’

"Another tip-off,” growled Joe. "Like the onetdling me about Demo's place. Another phony.”
Cranston raised his eyebrows.

"That's how | figureit,” nodded Cardona. "I have ahunch I'd like to talk to young Noland. He wouldn't
have murdered Demo."

"Ww rDt?l

"Too slly. None of these magic guys areredly cracked; they're just half way. Border line cases, the
psycho-what-do-you-cdl-them. I've been reading that manuscript of Demo's.”

Cranston couldn't help but smile, even after the real murderer's getaway.

"It'sgot agood stunt init," continued Cardona. " A trick where two guys each learn to talk in the same
voice. Oneturns off the lights while he'stalking; the other picks up the spiel and thefirst guy doesa
sneak. When the lights come on, everybody wonders how thefirst fellow vanished.”

"Very nice" commented Cranston.

"Morethan nice," approved Cardona. "Demo said in the manuscript that he'd tested the voice stuff with a
friend. Who e se could the friend be but Noland and what else could the test be but the telephone stunt?”

Cranston nodded. Thiswas putting Pete well into the clear. So Cranston reverted to something else.

"The vanishideawasnice" he declared, "but it wasn't the way the real murderer worked it just now.”



On hisfeet, Cardonastared al around, then began stamping the floor.
"No trap door there," said Crangton. "It'sin the ceiling. Look."

It wasin the celling dl right and it had been clamped tight. Cardonalooked at the square opening with its
barrier of good stout boards. Then:

"What was the killer'sidea of hoaxing me here?’

"To keep you watching aforgotten hideaway," andyzed Cranston. "Then, in apinch, he found it wasthe
only place that he could use. Of course it may not be a hideaway exactly. We're dealing with somebody
very clever -"

Pausing, Cranston proved the point by yanking open atable drawer where he had seen a patch of
projecting slk. He pulled out some colorful handkerchiefs of the sort magicians use, afew gimmicksof a
common type, and finaly what looked to be an ordinary date.

"Maybe we can trace the killer from these," decided Cardona. "Unless every magician ownsthis sort of
Stuff.”

"Every magician does," assured Crangton, "and so does every five dollar member of the Universal
Wizards Association. Likewise every school-boy who hasthe price after he has learned of things called

magic shops.”

Showing the date back and front, Cranston placed it in Cardona's hands and waved his fingers aboveiit.
Taking the date again, Cranston turned it over.

On the other sdethe date said.
"Nine of spades.”

Sight of the chalk written message stupefied Cardona. Clapping the inspector on the back, Cranston
turned to the door.

"Seeyou later, ingpector,” said Crangton. "If | run into young Noland I'll have him look you up.”

When Cranston arrived at the Club Marimba sometime later, he was just in time to hear aloud burst of
applause as Margo Lane bowed off quite gracefully in the panty-waist costume that she was wearing as
Miss Libra. Intercepting Margo on her way back stage, Cranston queried:

"And how did the act go?'
"Better, thistime," replied Margo. "This was the second show.”
"When wasthefirg?'

"Soon after you left. | wasagood girl and told Zito that Claire was my dearest friend. | just smply had to
come here and take her place after | heard she'd fallen down the subway steps and broken aleg.”

"Why did you tell Zito that?"

"Because | wished Claire had. Poor Zito! He's been calling every hospita in town and I'm afraid to tell
him thetruth. | wish | could do something nice for him.”

"You have," assured Cranston. "Y ou've given him the dibi he needed. Since Zito has been here dl



evening, that diminates him asthe murderer.”

Over at atable, Winstrom was gesturing for Cranston to join him. Cranston did, hauling Margo aong,
despite her proteststhat her Libra costume wasn't quite in keegping with the fashionable gownsworn by
the ladiesin Winstrom's party.

"Y ou're coming anyway," Crangton told her, "because Zito is over at the table and it'stime you admitted
the truth about Claire."

It wasn't her costume or lack of it that flustered Margo when she reached the table. It wasthe pathetic
glancethat Zito gave her and the kindly way in which he spoke.

"Miss Lane has been so nice," declared Zito, "When she heard that Claire was hurt -
"MissLanel"

It was Winstrom who interrupted, hisface quite amazed. Then, with adawn of recognition, he bowed to
Margo and said:

"Do you know, | never recognized you. Why, at thefirst show, | waswondering why you weren't a
blonde. Of course | was called to the telephone and | had to go and meet these friends of mine, so |
didn't see much of you."

Margo smiled.

"What about the second show?"

Indulgently, Winstrom gestured to hisempty glass.

"I had afew beforeit began,” he admitted. "But | can still do magic. Want to see some?”

Margo nodded and Winstrom brought out apack of cards. He dways needed afew drinksto start doing
any tricks and even then Wingtrom invariably depended upon mechanical gppliances. Margo had heard
all that, but there didn't seem to be anything mechanical about a pack of cards.

Holding the pack, Winstrom riffled the end and told Margo to take a card. Sheinserted her finger and
stopped the riffle, then drew out the card she'd found there.

"Nameit," said Wingtrom. He was turning over the menu card as he spoke.
"Thejack of diamonds," stated Margo. "Why!"

There was areason for the exclamation. In bold letters, Winstrom's menu card bore the written words:
"Jack of diamonds."

"It'suncanny,” expressed Margo. "How did you do it?"

Winstrom smiled and put the pack away. Across the table, Cranston was finishing an earnest chat with
Zito, who nodded very happily. Evidently Cranston had explained that Claire wasdl right, for rather than
have Margo spoil his story, Cranston gave awaving gesture.

Glad of the opportunity, Margo went to the dressing room and discarded the Miss Libratrappings. Just
when she had finished dressing, the door opened and Claire appeared, to stop short in surprise.

"It'sdl right,” said Margo, very nicdly, "and thanks. Only | have afriend who wantsto tell you something



beforeyou talk to Zito."

On theway down the corridor, Margo met Cranston. He nodded and went to tell Claire. Only Margo
didn't know that the conversation concerned Pete Noland more than it did Zed Zito.

Riding back to her gpartment in Shrevvy's cab, Margo was very silent until she arrived there. Then, ina
meek tone she said:

"It was very wonderful, Lamont.”

"Y ou mean Wingtrom's card trick?" inquired Cranston, as though he didn't know that Margo was
referring to agreat dedl dse. "Yes, it was good, but everybody doesit.”

Margo stared.

"It'sin every magic cata og, you know," continued Cranston, "and you can buy it in any magic shop. The
pack that makes you take the same card every time. All magicians have them, but they don't dwayswrite
the name on amenu. Sometimes it appears mysterioudy on adate. Alwaysthe same card.”

"Alwaysthejack of diamonds?'

"With Winstrom's pack, yes," replied Cranston. "But I'm looking for the magician who makes you take
the nine of spades.”

And with that cryptic statement, Cranston waved good-night.
CHAPTER XVIII

Pete Noland was till in hiding but he didn't have to be. The police were looking for him only to make
other people think they weren't being hunted.

Of the others, one was unofficidly eliminated. He was Zed Zito.

Inspector Cardonamade this officid in asense, but did it privately. Heissued the statement in
Wingtrom's living room in the presence of Wade Winstrom and Lamont Cranston, where the conference
was held at Cranston's suggestion.

"Therewasalot of shooting at Frost's place last night," explained Cardona, "and that's the sort of stuff
you can take or leave. For instance, Louie the Grift waskilled in Cigam's shop but we aren't blaming

Pausing to let that point sink, Cardonatook up the other side of the story.

"Still, Frost could have decoyed somebody there," said Joe. "It would have been asmart move on his
part. The very fact that Cigam wound up with a clean date might have given Frost the idea he could do
the same.”

Something that Cardona himself had said caused him to become meditative, which wasn't acommon
thing with Joe, at least not publicly. His voice was almost mechanica when he added:

"What weve il got to establish isamotive. That'swhat I've got to look into now."

Going down in the eevator, Cardonawas thinking of anything but a motive. What was running through
Joe's mind was his own statement about Cigam having a clean date.



That wasjust what Cardonawanted, a clean date like the one heldd found in the murderer's hideout, the
kind that produced a message when you caled for it. Working backwards, Cardona hadn't reached the
point of thinking in terms of aplaying card rather than adate.

Reaching Cigam's, Cardonatold the drab man the kind of date he wanted. Cigam asked!:
"Y ou mean you want to buy one?’
Cardona nodded.

"Don't be asucker," confided Cigam. "That single date job coststoo much. They cdl it the perfect date,
so what? With apair of ordinary spirit datesyou can get the same effect. They cost you a buck fifty, the
perfect one-date verson istwelve and ahalf.”

Cardona still wanted the single date version, no matter what the price. So Cigam fished under the counter
and found the only one he had. Dusting it off, he wrapped it dong with the ingtruction sheet.

"It works easy," assured Cigam, "only theré's not much cal for them. By the way, you'll want a Svengali
to go dong with it."

"A Svengdi?'

"Yes. That'swhat they cal thispack.” Cigam brought one from the shelf. "Try to make it give you any
other card. It won't."

Going out the door, Cardona bumped into Val Varno, who was now doing hiscoin roll in clusters. Varno
gaveawisegrin.

" Getting magic-minded, ingpector? Better drop around and see me work tonight at the S.O.S."
"Huh?" asked Cardona. "What does that mean?"
"Society of Sorcery,” replied Varno. "Cigam is saling tickets. Ak him."

Cardona bought aticket and went back to his office. There he unwrapped the one-date miracle and
started to read its very explicit instructions. Oddly, Cardona didn't have to learn how the trick was done
todoit.

Theingructions said to lay the dateflat, turn it Sdewaysto show the other side, thenttilt it upward against
some object, call for the message and turn the date around.

Cardonadid just that and during the process he saw for himself that the date was entirely blank.

At leadt it was quite blank until the final turn around. Then, to Cardonas amazement, the date revedled a
chalk-written message.

It wasn't just the magical result that dumbfounded the ace ingpector. After al, Cardona had seen
Cranston produce a date message with the same minimum of effort. The thing that would have knocked
Joe out of hischair if the chair hadn't had arms, was what the message said.

In capitd letters, it read:
LAY OFF COPPER!

That was enough to send asquad car to bring in Cigam and start quizzing him al over again. Only



Cardonamanaged to swalow theinsult in favor of gathering more evidence. Remembering the Svengdi
pack that Cigam had sold him, Cardona decided to play withiit.

Quite convinced that no pack in the world could dways make you take the same card, Cardonasaw a
chanceto arrest Cigam for taking money under false pretenses. But that failed too, after Joe began trying
the wonderful pack. Soon hewasworking it on al the detectives around the place.

When Joe riffled the pack and a detective took acard it dways turned out to be the deuce of diamonds.

Cardonawas redlly getting magic-minded. He was thinking of going back to Cigam's and buying more of
these wonderful packs. He'd let anybody say what card they wanted and held et them haveit - from the
correct pack. Out of that menta whirl, Cardona suddenly grabbed the telephone and called the Cobalt
Club, where he asked for Lamont Cranston.

Getting the man he wanted, Cardonawasted no more time in ceremony.

"Remember that date that said the nine of spades?’ Joeinquired. "All right, | just bought a pack that
makes you take the same card dl thetime. | got adate to go with it, or maybe it was the other way
around.”

Cranston complimented Cardona and suggested that he join the Universal Wizards Association.

"Not much,” retorted Joe. "'I've heard of abetter outfit, the Society of Sorcery. I'm going to their show
tonight and I'm going to keep on going to magic shows. Do you know why? Because I'm going to find
some magician who aways does tricks with the nine of spades.

"The fellow who used that hide-away forgot his date and probably thought it didn't matter. What he redly
forgot - and what does matter - was the writing on that date. It said nine of spades and it's asafe bet that
our man has apack that hands out that card and nothing else.”

When the curtain rose on the S.O.S. show, Cranston was there with Cardona. None of thefirst three
acts performed either the paper hat trick or the linking rings. They didn't even do card fans, because of
the horrible example set by the U.W.A., where everybody had done card fans.

The S.O.S. was different. Everybody onitsbill was so anxiousto avoid the hats and the rings that they dl
did ether the milk pitcher or the Hindu sticks.

Themilk trick conssted in pouring apitcher load of milk into a paper cone from which it vanished The
stickswere apair of wands that had a cord running through holesin one end; whenever the cord was cut
it would restore itself when the performer - or more correctly performers - drew it through again.

The spectators had a good nickname for the Society of Sorcery. They smply termed it " Same Old Stuff!™
and the soubriquet fitted. The show was even given in the same place as the Wizards show, the Chianti
ball room, and the audience contained its usud quota of regulars.

One act was somewhat different: Va Varno. He did his cigarette routine and for afinish, he performed a
sngular stunt known asthe "Card and Ribbon." An empty envelope was affixed to aribbon with sedling
wax. The other end of the ribbon was hung from astand so that the envelope dangled bel ow.

Riffling apack, Va had a spectator take a card and write his name across it. Replaced in the pack, the
marked card vanished, Vd riffling the pack to show that it wasn't anong the rest. The envelope was
opened and the card with the writing found inside it. Val took the card to the person who had chosen it
and had him identify the Sgnature.



It was dl very wonderful and the whole audience appreciated it, particularly Joe Cardona.
For the chosen card that underwent those peregrinations was none other than the nine of spades!

Lamont Cranston could have written a prediction right there and then. Asthe show neared its conclusion,
Cardona left the audience, as Cranston expected. To Margo, Cranston suggested that they walk out too,
particularly asthe last performer was doing the Hindu wands again.

In the foyer they found Wade Winstrom listening to Glanville Frost trying to sdl him what Frost termed
an "exclusve." That was one of Frost's rackets, to hook a customer for afancy price on asingletrick.
Then &fter the purchaser popularized it, the trick would suddenly hit the market in quantity.

Knowing this, Winstrom was wary. He was glad when Cranston and Margo appeared for it gave him a
chance to shake off Frost. Not amember of the S.0.S., which didn't get dlong too well with the U.W.A.,
Winstrom was amagica second fiddler tonight and wastrying to liveit down.

"Open house this evening,” Winstrom reminded. " Some of the people have gone up to the penthouse
aready. | guessthey couldn't stand this show" - he was shaking his head sadly - "and | must confessit's
redly terrible. Well, I'll be seeing you dll later.”

Later wasn't the correct term.

At that moment Cardona appeared from the door that led back stage, bringing Va Varno clippedina
pair of handcuffs. Before anybody could ask why, Varno raised his manacles and shook them at Glanville
Frost.

"It'son account of the card and ribbon!" Varno practically shrieked. "Only you're the guy who sold it to
me, as one of your exclusives. You can't deny it, Frost!”

For once Frost wastoo flustered to try. In anice impartia style, Cardona clamped apair of handcuffs on
Frost's wrigts too. With Solomonic wisdom Cardona announced:

"We're going down to headquarters. Y ou fellows can saw each other in half down there."
Cranston stepped forward with a better suggestion.

"What about Winstrom's penthouse?' heinquired. Y ou held the last quiz up there. | guess Winstrom can
cdl off hislittle party."

Under the circumstances, Winstrom could. He nodded and the group went to the elevator. On the way
up to the penthouse, Margo gave adight shudder, as she found hersaf standing between Varno and
Frost.

It wasn't pleasant to bein the same eevator with amurderer, particularly the kind whose crimes were
worked by magic!

Asto which person wasthe actud killer, Margo was wondering if even The Shadow knew!
CHAPTER XIX

Severa guests were already in the penthouse looking around at Winstrom's gpparatus. Thelibrary was
locked aong with the room that held the play bills because Winstrom aways locked those rooms when
he went out.



Cranston had been up here with other guests earlier. He had seen Winstrom lock up before they all went
downgtairs to the magic show.

Now Winstrom was politely dismissing the guests, telling them to come some other time. When the
unwanted guests were gone, Cardona came right down to business. He spoke his piece to Frost and
Varno mutualy.

"All right, whichever of you knows," asserted Cardona. "The motive - and out with it."
Both suspects stared blankly.

"l can tell you the motive, ingpector,” put in Crangton, camly. "Thekiller is after some gems once va ued
at ahundred thousand dollars and probably worth more than that today. They once belonged to the
Sultan of Makaraand later became the property of the Great Savanti.”

Cardona's mouth went wide; then clamped.
"Who cooked up that story?"

"Demo Sharpe unearthed it," corrected Cranston. "Hetold it to Pete Noland who passed it dong to
rre.ll

Cardonawas really astonished.
"Y ou've seen Pete Noland?'

"I have," replied Cransgton. "I reached him through Claire Meriden, who believed his story just as | do.
Y ou were right, ingpector, in drawing your conclusions from Demo's manuscript. Pete was doubling for
Demo with the telephone test.”

Looking triumphant, Cardona suddenly went dumb.
"But how did Noland explain about Sharpe's body?"

"It was shipped up in the pagoda,” explained Cranston. "The weight was faked with Zito's scales. We
can check dl that quite easily, inspector. Now |et's get to murder's motive.”

Everybody looked interested including Varno and Frost, though their expressions never could be
accepted at face value.

Wade Winstrom made one of hisbig gesturesthat included al the antique apparatusin the living room.

"Some of this equipment belonged to the Great Savanti!" exclaimed Winstrom. "Could that have anything
to do with murder?

"It had everything to do with it," assured Crangton. "Assuming that Savanti hid the missng gemsin some
piece of apparatus, they could sill be there.”

"Let'slook!" suggested Winstrom. Then, relaxing: "No, it would take too long right now. Go on with your
story, Crangton.”

"Since you were buying up al antique apparatus,” Cranston told Winstrom, "Demo Sharpe wastrying to
examine al such items before they ever reached you." Then, turning to Frost and Varno as though one of
them at least deserved more information, Cranston added: " And somebody wastrying to get at that
gpparatus before Demo could go through it.”



Cardona snapped up that point.

"That explains what happened a Cigam's" expressed Joe. " Somebody planted the firing wand to get
Demo. Only Louiethe Grift waked into it instead.”

The theory was approved by Cranston's nod.

"But what about Ddl Weird?' queried Cardona. "He'd aready shipped his apparatus here. Why was Del
Weird murdered?’

"Because he knew too much about Savanti,” Cranston explained. "Demo Sharpe wastrying to reach
Professor Del Weird. Probably Del Weird knew nothing about the jewds, but he could have given
important cluesto them.”

Cardonanodded. Then:

"And Demo was bumped because he got too hot on thetrail." Joe looked from Varno to Frost. " Say,
that business of Zito's scales ought to lead back to one of you fellows. Didn't you own those scales once,
Frost?'

"They came with the pagoda,” admitted Frost, "but VVarno knew how they worked. Tak to him,
inspector.”

Before Cardona could quiz Varno, Cranston interrupted. He said the room was getting stuffy and asked
Winstrom to unlock the other doors. As soon as Winstrom obliged, Cranston called:

"All right! We are ready!”

Out from the library stepped Pete Noland and Claire Meriden, their arms loaded with framed play bills
and finely bound books, al from Winstrom's collection.

"Sorry, Winstrom," gpologized Cranston. "I brought these people up here earlier and dipped them into
the library while you were talking to the other guests. | wanted them to do alittle research on the Great
Savanti."

The research had been done. Pete and Claire spread the books and play bills on a couch and began to
talk about them. It was Pete who Stated:

"About the pagodaillusion -"

"Never mind about the pagodaillusion,” interrupted Winstrom. "We're trying to uncover some mysterious
gems. Have you found any traces of them?"

Pete shook his head, but Claire opened one of the books which proved to be abound set of a
long-forgotten magica magazine.

"Heresareport on Savanti's show,” Claire said. "It mentions candy and that's something like jewels. In
size and shape | mean. It mentions the wonderful vase in which candy appears and a cannon ball
vanishes”

Winstrom gave a depreciating gesture toward the cannon ball globe which was standing proudly amid the
lesser props.

"Just ahollow cannon bal," said Winstrom. "It'sfilled with candy which appears when the cannon ball
splits gpart. I'veworked it often.”



Cranston smiled as he stepped over to the big globe.

"Not often enough, perhaps,”" he remarked. "From everything I've heard about the Great Savanti, his
work was aways somewhat different. This magazine review indicatesthat.”

Staring blankly, Winstrom asked:
"How?'

"Because it saysthat the candy appeared,” recited Cranston, "and that the cannon ball vanished. Inthe
usual version, it'sthe other way about.”

"Maybe the reviewer just happened to write it up wrong."
"Possibly hewroteit right," declared Cranston. "Well see.”

Taking the cannon ball from the globe, Cranston replaced the top haf of the latter. Never before had
anyone attempted to work the trick in that condition; except of course Savanti. It didn't take Cranston
long to find the gadget he wanted.

There was the sound of a plunger, noisy because it needed oil, shooting upward in the pedestal. From
within the globe came the rattle of what seemed aminiature hail-storm. Cranston opened the globe and
poured its contentsinto aglass jar that was standing near.

They formed a cascade of living brilliance, the crown jewels of Makara, as Cranston drained the globe
to thefina gem. Wonderful candy, this, worth athousand dollars a bite and guaranteed to retain its taste
during al the yearsit had remained in Savanti's clever cache!

Extremely clever, too, because the trick wouldn't work while the cannon ball wasin the globe and
anyone who operated this apparatus - as Winstrom often had - would only have tried it while the cannon
bal wasingde.

Now Winstrom was coming forward, his hands eager as though he wanted to rinse them in that glittering
bath of solidified color. Stepping asde, Cranston's swung the jewd -filled jar past Winstrom's grasp and
tendered it to Claire Meriden.

"Your legacy,” Crangton told Claire with asmile. "From your great-uncle, the Great Savanti!”
CHAPTER XX

If chagrin had ever overwhelmed any man, that man was Wade Winstrom. Others, their eyes on the
splendor of the gems, failed to notice Winstrom's changed expression, but Cranston was watching for it.

Thiswas a pay-off so unexpected that no man could have velled histrue emotions. Certainly Winstrom
didn't, though he recovered rapidly. By then, however, his cause had suffered irrevocable damage. The
congratulations that Winstrom offered Claire over her new-found wesalth sounded as hollow asthe
cannon bal that Jay beside the nickled globe.

L etting the farce continue, Cranston turned to Pete and reminded:
"Y ou were saying something about the golden pagoda?’
"About the pagodailluson,” corrected Pete. "Y ou ought to know, because you gave me the suggestion.”

Cranston nodded dowly asthough it was | just coming back to him.



"That'sright,” hesaid. "Savanti billed the pagodailluson astheinvigbleflight. It wasn't just aproduction,
the way Frost worked it. Evidently it was something in the nature of atrangposition.”

Wingtrom tilted his head as he heard that.

"The scd es belonged with the pagoda,” continued Cranston, reflectively. "Now suppose somebody
vanished from the pagoda. It would have been a greeat effect, wouldn't it, if the weight had suddenly
dropped at the moment of that disappearance!™

Before Pete could say something, Cranston interrupted him.

"But there would have to be something equally sensational to complete the illuson. Supposetherewasa
second pagoda on the other side of the stage, resting on another set of scales. If the weight over there
suddenly raised and the girl appeared from that empty pagoda, it would be very wonderful indeed.”

Pausing, Cranston turned to the others and spoke straight to Winstrom.

"It would be so wonderful," added Crangton, "that the Great Savanti would logicaly have termed the
pagodailluson aninvisbleflight!"

"And that'swhat it was," asserted Pete. "There were two pagodas, just as you've said. None of Savanti's
play billsdisputeit. They just say "the pagodailluson™ which could mean any number of pagodas. Only
there happened to be just two."

Pete was flourishing an old book to proveit, one of Winstrom's very rare volumesthat he seldom let
people see. For what Winstrom hadn't known about the cannon ball globe, he did know about the
pagodaillusion. Angrily, Winstrom made agrab for the book, only to have Cranston block him off.

"Y ou own al sorts of odd apparatus,” remarked Cranston. "Tell me, Winstrom, did you ever have afiring
wand?'

Winstrom's only answer was asnarl.

"Of courseyou did," stated Cranston. "Y ou planted it at Cigam'sto kill Demo. Y ou were the somebody
who wanted to go through Savanti's gpparatus first. Until it reached here, you had to block Demao's
hunt."

Coldly logicd dl this, plusthe fact that Winstrom played dumb, or at least indifferent.

Only now as Cardona saw it, Winstrom as the prospective owner would have been the first man to
protect his coming interest, even with murder as the means.

Evidently Cranston had seen it that way quite awhile ago.

"Fixing Del Weird'swine and water set-up was as smple up here as downgtairs,” analyzed Cranston. "
think Margo will remember that Ddl Weird was carrying his suitcase flat when he came down, which
meant he had everything arranged insgdeit. So you can't dibi yoursalf where that murder is concerned,
Wingrom."

Wingtrom's glower proved he did not intend to try.

"Odd about Demo," continued Cranston, turning to Pete. "He must have been doing alot of searching,
those long evenings when you handled the telephone mystery for him. Where ese could Demo have
spent more time than here?"



It was Cranston now, who furnished the broad, sweeping gesture that not only included the masses of
antique magic in thisroom, but carried toward the hal. Stepping in that direction, Cranston indicated the
store room.

"You laid anicetrap there, Winstrom," Cranston stated. " Gadgets set so that they'd start working as
soon as anybody handled them. That fact finally caught Demo. Y ou'd been waiting for Del Weird's
shipment to comein with the other pagoda and the scalesbelonging with it."

So that was the answer!

Duplicate pagoda and scales had been put on the Unicorn truck by Winstrom's servants, after they had
murdered Demo Sharpe and stowed him in the pagoda. The Vanguard truck had been summoned
separately to take away Frost's pagodaand Zito's scales to some warehouse.

"Of courseif you hadn't quite caught Demo,” Cranston told Winstrom from the outer door, "hewould
have falen down the service elevator shaft. Y ou ought to have that door fixed, Winstrom. Or | might say
you dready fixed it - in your ownway."

It was Margo now who was remembering something. Shetold it right to Winstrom.

"No wonder you walked out on Zito's act at the Club Marimbal" accused Margo. "When you saw that |
was Miss Librainstead of Claire, you figured something odd was brewing, and maybe at Frost'sl Cute of
you, to pretend you didn't recognize me later, while | was dtill inthat Libra harness!”

"Y ou were cute," corrected Cardona. "Winstrom here wasjust smart. Playing two bets as usud. When
things fluked at Frost's, he headed for that phoney hideaway he'd fixed to look as though it belonged to
Varno. He had to plant the goods on somebody.

"I was dumb enough to think that Varno planted that date at Cigam's. But from the way Cigam dusted it
off, | should have known it was there from away back; probably you put it there when you fixed thefiring
wand, just as ahandy thing for the future.

"Nice stuff too, that nine of spades." Cardonaturned to Varno and Frost. "Am | guessing right, Frogt, in
thinking you tried to sdll that card and ribbon stunt to Winstrom, before letting Varno takeit, pack and
al?

Frost nodded.

"That explains how you framed Varno then," Cardonatold Winstrom. " So come along and well clean up
any odd details down at headquarters. It'sthe right place for aquiz anyway."

Winstrom didn't think so. He gave a huge bellow that brought Frederick and the other servants, dl of
whom had been snooping close enough to know that their interests were at stake along with Winstrom's.
Horrified, Margo saw that Cranston was gone from the hallway; then, asudden stir of blackness proved
that The Shadow had replaced him.

Only The Shadow wasn't needed, not just yet.

In springing for Cardona and Pete, Winstrom's servantsignored Frost and Varno because the two were
handcuffed. The ex-prisonerstook advantage of that oversight. In from the flanks they came and each
brought apair of handcuffed wrists hard against the head of a charging servant.

They were escape artists among other things, Frost and Varno. They knew the system for springing
handcuffs, namely, by striking them sharply against some hard object at just theright angle, The hard



objectsin thisingtance were the skulls of Winstrom's servants.

Handcuffs flew wide and Frost and Varno, with two knock-outsto their credit were freeto help
suppressthe rest of Winstrom'stribe, which they did.

Only Winstrom himself managed to start a getaway which carried him asfar as the store room. Passing
The Shadow behind a screen of tumbling servants, Winstrom yanked open the store room door and
wheded out with arifle. Backing toward the service elevator, he aimed the weapon down the hall.

"I nearly finished you with thisl" Wingtrom was storming at Pete, who was framed in the living room door.
"| was the sniper who wanted to shake you off that ledge and close the Demo case for good! Now I'm
redlly going to get you!"

Franticdly Clairetried to haul Peteto cover and put hersdf in therifle's path instead, just as Winstrom
fired. Only Clairedidn't fal; instead, she picked up the ends of aribbon that apparently was running right
through her. Surprised, Claire drew the ribbon back and forth.

The Shadow's laugh explained the mygtery.

Thiswasn't Wingrom'sregular rifle. The Shadow had switched it in the store room, leaving adifferent
typeinits place. Winstrom had fired aspecid rifle from his collection of magical apparatus, the one used
inaharmlesstrick caled " Shooting Through aWoman."

Thistime magic hadn't produced murder. Quite the opposite.

Along the halway, Winstrom heard the whisper of doom. He saw blackness moving toward him, living
blackness, abig gun looming from itsadvancing fist.

The Shadow was approaching, ready to deliver fina vengeance should Wade Winstrom ask for it.

Madly, Winstrom flung the usel essrifle a the black-cloaked figure and yanked open the door of the
sarvice eevator. Franticaly he jumped inside, clanging the doors behind him.

Time seemed to hang during those next few seconds until there came adull, mangling crash from far
below, echoing muffled from the elevator shaft.

Winstrom should have remembered that in times of emergency, his servants saw to it that the service
elevator was never there.

Another sound stirred from the halway. It faded with the closing of the outer door that in turn obliterated
adeparting figure cloaked in black.

The sound was a strange-toned laugh, the weird evanescent mirth of The Shadow, marking the end of the
menace called murder by magic!

THEEND



