THE WHI TE SKULLS
by Maxwel | G ant

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

A dangerous gang of men terrorizing everyone they met - their weird
skel eton garb prophesying their wake of destruction. Could The Shadow i dentify
hi s unknown foes - or would it be conplete obliteration?

CHAPTER |

SARK' S picture glowered up fromthe desk and Jud Mayhew gl owered down at
it.

There was a difference, though, in those glowers, as Philo Brenz studied
them from across the desk.

The phot ograph of Al ban Sark wore a fixed expression. The face was dark
and
sinister, with a straight-1lipped smle that had a creepy effect when closely
scrutini zed.

As for Jud Mayhew, he was goi ng through the usual reactions that
acconpani ed a survey of Sark's portrait. Finding the features difficult to
di stingui sh, Jud had begun to frown, first in an annoyed fashion; then
angrily.

Maybe Sark's | ooks had suffered fromthe enl argenent of the photograph
whi ch had originally been a small snapshot. The present background, a |ight
gray, helped etch it. Sark's face bel onged i n shadows, had probably been
[ urking
t here when the canera had caught it. Maybe Sark had scow ed because his
pi cture
was being taken, but at any rate his expression fitted him

Chief of Sark's features were his bulging forehead; his hard, square
chin.

Bad lighting couldn't distort them because they were fixed feature. A forward
tilt of his head, habitual probably, would account for that bul gi ng forehead.
An

outward shove of the | ower jaw, another customary nmannerism could explain the
heavy chin.

VWhat the canera had really caught were Sark's eyes, his teeth, and a
pat ch
of nose between. From his own know edge of photography, Jud decided that a
l'i ght
nmust have been gl owi ng down upon Sark's face when the picture was shot. The
eyes
were white and glisteny, their pupils no nore than bl ack dots. The nose,
projecting into the light, had caught a whiteness too. The teeth gl eaned from
the widened lips that forned what could be called a cold snile

In any event, Sark's face was the sort that would be remenbered fromthis
pi cture. Such was Jud's opinion. He | ooked up fromthe desk and stared at the
wal | beyond the chair fromwhich Philo Brenz watched pl acidly.

Jud's long stare at the photograph bothered his eyes. He blinked, slowy
at
first, then rapidly, to finish with a wi de, amazed gaze.

Phil o Brenz spoke quietly.

"You see it?" he queried. "The Wite Skull?"

There was a nod fromJud. He gave it w thout moving his eyes.

"I noticed it nyself," remarked Brenz. "It rather startled nme. An optica
illusion of course, but very appropriate.”

Brenz's tone seened distant to Jud, as renote as the subnerged traffic



noi ses of the street, half a hundred stories bel ow. Everything was
subor di nat ed

by that image on the wall, the white shape of a death's head, projected in
huge

size as the after-imge of Jud's long | ook at Sark's picture.

Forehead, chin and cheeks. All the darkish features of the picture now
wer e
white, while the eyes, nose and teeth had becone bl ackened hol | ows, conpleting
the | eering physiognomy of an ugly skull

Cl osing his eyes, Jud brushed away the illusion, brought hinmself back to
reality by opening his eyes again and | ooki ng straight at Brenz.

"What about Sark?" inquired Jud. "Have you ever net him M. Brenz?"

"Only formally," replied Brenz. "At |uncheons, conventions, and affairs
of
that sort."

"He | ooks Iike his photograph?"

"Exactly, except that it accentuates features that woul d not be noticed
normal l'y. Poor though the picture is, the camera seens to have gotten
sonet hi ng
that the eye nissed."

"You mean sonet hi ng accur ate?"

"I would say very accurate. If ny suspicions are correct, it probed to
Sark's heart, if he has one."

Jud sat back in his chair to listen further. It was strange to be
happeni ng
in Arerica. Jud had been accustoned to hearing reports about insidious
characters while he had been trekking through the heart of Nazidom helping to
bl ock of f war crimnals fromflight to what they called their Nationa
Redoubt .

But right now, Jud wasn't gazing froma peak anmpbng the Bavarian
nount ai ns,
where gorges and wi nding roads |ay below. He was staring froma man- nade
altitude, the top floor of a New York skyscraper. In place of crags, he saw
ot her buildings; instead of gorges, the canyons of downtown Manhattan, where
there were paved streets in plenty, instead of a few dirt roads.

Yet Sark's picture, the after-inmage of the White Skull, were factors that
brought back the past with sudden, stark realism

"I have told you about the construction contracts,

spoke Brenz. "The

ones
that our conpanies lost to | ower bidders."

Still looking fromthe wi ndow, Jud nodded to show that he was |istening.
He
preferred to gaze out at the cloudy sky, rather than bothering his eyes with a
repetition of that skull which still haunted the office wall, every time Jud

| ooked at it.

"As you know, " continued Brenz, "the construction of highways, factories,
and the conversion of plants to wartime producti on was a staggering
undert aki ng.

It took a firmlike Brenz, Incorporated to handl e such projects at |ow profit,
along with the necessary financing."

"Of course," agreed Jud. "l wasn't surprised when | heard you'd absorbed
ny
ol d conpany. Tristate Engineering was an efficient outfit, but small. | m ght
say very small."

"And you might add very good," conplinented Brenz. "The records of its

techni cal men who joined the armed services were proof of that. | hope that
nor e

men |ike yourself will soon be back with us, as the real assets that we
acquired

fromthe Tristate Engi neering Conpany. | only wi sh that you could have



returned
to us sooner."

Brenz enphasized that final statement with a thud of his fist upon the
desk
top. Jud swung his gaze fromthe wi ndow to see that Brenz's broad face,
usual |y
m | d, had become very grim That fist of his was planted squarely on a sheaf
of
papers.

"There was sonething wong with these," announced Brenz. "Wen a
conmi ssi on

cromd |ike Universal Contractors, run by an old fossil |ike Townsend Nort h,
could underbid us all along the line, | sinply don't understand it. How they
managed it | don't know' - Brenz was |eaning forward on the desk - "unl ess
Al ban

Sark was the answer."
Jud' s eyes opened again. He pushed Sark's picture further away, so it

woul dn't start clouding himwth another skull image.
"You nmean Sark was in with North?"
"I don't know," returned Brenz, slowmy. "It would be hard to prove, since

North's jobs always went to subcontractors. Wth rush jobs on war plants,
sudden

shortages on essential materials that would allow the use of substitutes, a
| ot

of very questionabl e deals could have been arranged."

Brenz's fingers were strumm ng the desk. Hi s broad face was as serious as
the distant stare that had come to the gray eyes which strikingly matched his
hair. In a sense, the contrast was not great between Philo Brenz and Jud
Mayhew,
for the younger man showed an equal ly sober expression

In Jud's features though, there was a drive that Brenz now | acked. Jud's
yout hful face was nore than firm it was rugged, weather-beaten. It should be,
consi deri ng how he had acconpani ed airborne troops to acconplish engi neering
mssions. In only a few such exciting nmonths, Jud had gai ned experience that
woul d cost another man years.

Centering on Jud, Brenz's eyes saw that fact. His ears could al nost hear
t he unspoken word "Go" from Jud's motionless lips. Jud' s steady, dark-eyed
stare
brought a steely flash fromBrenz's gray gaze. The ol der man spoke with the
authority that belonged to the president of Brenz, Incorporated, with the

wei ght
of mllions of dollars behind it.

"It is your task, Mayhew," announced Brenz, solemly. "As inportant to
future progress as was the work you did abroad. Already" - Brenz gestured
again
to the papers - "we have received inquiries from Wshi ngton aski ng why our
bi ds

for post-war construction should be so high in proportion to prices
est abl i shed
by Uni versal Contractors.”

Jud nodded, showi ng he'd expected conmrent of that sort.

"It reflects on our integrity," added Brenz, "and if we denand an

i nvestigation of Universal, it will tip our hand to either North or Sark, nore
specifically the latter."
That made still nore sense to Jud. He pictured Sark as a nman who woul d be

awai ting investigation and prepared for it. Folding his hands, Brenz rested
hi s
chin on them as he propped his el bows on the desk. Then

"Sark has an uncanny faculty for spotting private detectives," Brenz
decl ared. "He disappears like an earthworm the nmonent they begin to track



hi m

Here are sone of their reports."” Reaching to a desk drawer, Brenz pulled out a
stack of papers bigger than the pile that lay in front of him "Every man we
have hired has failed

"Besides, what if they did gain a ook into Sark's business affairs? None
of them have the technical know edge needed to bring in a proper report.
That's
why | want you to take over the case, Mayhew. If you can gain access to any of
Sark's records - in the right way of course - so much the better."

The idea appeal ed to Jud. He asked:

"Where can | find Sark now?"

“I'n the town of Stanwi ch," replied Brenz, referring to his notes.
"Fortunately we have just gained another lucky lead to him As a stranger
deci dedly not of the detective type, you are not likely to arouse his
suspi ci ons. "

"Where is Sark stopping?"

"At the Stanwich Arnms, the one good hotel in the town. Incidentally,
Stanwi ch is a place where North's conpany handl ed quite a variety of contracts
and may be planning to do nore business. The sooner you get there, the
better."

Jud Mayhew t hought the sane. Rising fromthe desk, he gave a short nod to
Philo Brenz. Then, enphatically, Jud reached for Sark's photograph, took
anot her
steady | ook at it and tossed it back anong Bren's papers. Wth that, Jud
strode
fromthe president's office

Eyes glittering their approval, Philo Brenz watched the technical man's
departure, then gathered the photo with the papers and put them back in their
proper drawer. For the work that he wanted done, Brenz could not have picked a
better confidential agent than Jud Mayhew.

One thing was certain: Jud would recogni ze Sark once he saw him Such at
| east was Brenz's inpression

It was Jud's inpression too, but in a reverse way. Riding down fromthe
fiftieth floor, Jud was staring at the blank wall of the el evator and seeing
t hi ngs agai n.

Et ched before Jud's eyes was the visual reflex that | ooked |ike the
negative print of Sark's photograph, enlarged to nore than human size. It was
a
sinister visage, that thing of imagination brought to realism the White Skul
that | eered an omi nous wel cone to this man who was seeking Al ban Sark

CHAPTER |

ITwasn't a long trip to Stanwi ch, but by the time Jud Mayhew arrived
there, his plans were fully nade. That was easy enough because the pl ans
practically made thensel ves. Wen a stranger arrived in Stanw ch, there was
only
one pl ace where he would normally go and that was to the Stanw ch Arns.

The question was whether he'd find a roomat that hotel and the chances
were about a hundred to one that he wouldn't. Neverthel ess there was no harm
in
trying, and it fitted with Jud's role as a casual stranger in the town.

At |least visitors were scarce this afternoon, as Jud | earned when he took
a
cab fromthe station. There were only three cabs waiting there and this one
al one had a driver; the others were shooting pool across fromthe depot,
apparently just waiting in reserve.

The cab had a conspi cuous | ocal license bearing a facsimle picture of
t he



driver and giving his name as Leo Trobin. So Jud tossed a few queries to Leo
as
they rode to the Stanw ch Arns.

"What's happened to Stanwi ch?" queried Jud. "Looks to me as though the
t own
were dead. "

“Yup," returned Leo froma chew of tobacco. "Looks that way, only
"t'aint.

Stanwich is a live burg.”

"You nmean was."

"Don't fool yourself mister. It's only the holiday that makes things | ook
asl eep. "

Jud couldn't renmenber that today was a holiday and said so. Leo
obligingly
supplied the information that the holiday ruled locally in Stanwi ch and
nowher e
el se.

"They' re dedi cating the monunent to Mayor Fitzler," explained Leo the
cabby. "Did a lot for Stanwich, the old mayor did. Fine monunent too, and it
ain't costing the town a penny."

Jud asked why.

"Public subscriptions," Leo told him "An outfit called Universa
Contractors supplied the material and |abor. They're planning to do a | ot of
post-war building here. Got to take care of housing when Stanwi ch converts to
peace tine industry."

Leo was darting quick | ooks across his shoulder to note the effect of
this
on Jud. The cabby's shifty eyes matched those of his picture and Jud could
guess
that the fellow knew a | ot that was going on in Stanwich. After all, a man who
hacked visitors to and fromthe station ought to learn a lot, and Leo Trobin
was
t he garrul ous sort.

Just to prove that he could turn his talkative ability to smart use, the
cabby suddenly inquired:

"What's your line, mster?"

"Manuf acturer's representative,"” returned Jud pronmptly. "Looking for good
factories that m ght be vacant. | heard there were some in Stanwi ch.”

Leo chuckl ed.

"I"1l show you just your ticket, mster. It's kind of out of the way, but
we got to make a detour anyhow, considering that the main street is roped off
on
account of the parade.”

The cab swung around through side streets that had once been pl easant but
no |l onger were. All along these streets were ol d-fashioned houses that either
shoul d have been kept in their pristine state or torn down and repl aced by
nodern honmes. |nstead, they had been turned into room ng houses and the
owner s,
anxious to capitalize on the rental boom hadn't wasted a cent on decorative
i mprovenents. Watever paint jobs had been done were cheap, while all visible
construction was in the formof w ngs or extensions that made the houses | ook
gr ot esque.

"Used to be pretty, this neighborhood,"” conmented Leo. "Quess maybe it
wil |
again when they get to fixing it. These streets feed right into the
super hi ghway
which will be getting a lot of traffic once there's a ot of new cars with
enough gas to run them"

Swi nging into the superhi ghway, Leo turned the cab across a broad
concrete



bridge that excited Jud's imredi ate attention. The bridge was of pre-war nold
and it crossed an underpass which nust have been conpl eted at the sane tineg,
for

Jud could tell by the contour of the ground that the | ower road had been built
over a creek bed.

Further proof of the creek's existence was evidenced by an old brick
building, its foundations reinforced with concrete, that jutted froma steep
rise of ground close to the far end of the bridge.

"There she is," announced Leo, with a wave of his hand. "T'ain't a big
factory, but it's a good one. Trucks can come in fromeither |level and there's
a
railroad siding out to the back."

Jud's practiced eye was studying the structure, but nore fromthe
engi neer's standpoint than that of a manufacturer's representative. However,
he
spoke in the latter terns.

"It hasn't been used as a factory."

"Not unl ess you count when it was an old paper mll," admtted Leo. "They
rigged it for a war plant though, only it wasn't big enough. So it got used as
a
war ehouse. Has a | ot of confiscated enenmy goods in it, they tell ne, including
Jap fireworks."

Jud was | ooking back to complete his appraisal of the brick building
whil e
he wondered if Universal had done the construction work. Then Leo was sw ngi ng
the cab fromthe hi ghway, down toward the |l ower road in order to avoid the
nai n
part of town. As they joined the other road, Jud saw where the creek energed
froma huge culvert, trickling through nushy ground that served as an
aut onobi | e
j unkyar d.

Those ol d graveyards had been rather depleted of late, but this one had a
stock of fairly conmplete junkers. Probably the factory hands had run sone of
their old cars so ragged that they weren't good enough to repair. Then
SWi ngi ng
t hrough a stretch of rocky, wooded | and, the cab crossed a bridge bel ow a bend
where the creek forned a prettier stream and pulled up at the Stanwi ch Arns.

Qutside the hotel, Leo handed Jud a card, giving an appropriate smrk

"I'f you're pulling out of town tonight, call the Apex Cab Service,"
suggested Leo. "There's our garage nunber on the car. W'll get you to your
trainintime."

VWhat Leo nmeant was plain, when Jud went into the hotel. Though conmodi ous
inrelation to a normal town the size of Stanwi ch, the Arms just couldn't hold
its present applicants. The sizable | obby was stacked with dozens of
Sui t cases,
their owners seated on them awaiting their assignment to roons.

Promptly Jud decided that he wouldn't have to stay all night. H's job
woul d
be to locate Sark first. The easiest and nost inpersonal way was to go to the
cashier's wi ndow and make an inquiry, so Jud did. Casually Jud asked the man
behi nd the w ndow:

"Has M. Sark checked out?"

The nane didn't register with the cashier

"M. Alban Sark," specified Jud. "He's been here the past few days."

Apparently Sark hadn't registered either, for the cashier couldn't
uncover
a bit of data that concerned him He kept repeating the nane though, which
didn't please Jud because other persons were crowding up to the wi ndow to pay
their bills, and Jud was afraid that sonebody m ght overhear. Jud turned away
abruptly to stare across the | obby.



There was a man standi ng several feet away. If he had shifted, Jud would
have noticed him but the nman did not budge. C ose enough to hear what passed
between Jud and the cashier, this witness made it his business to remain
indifferent. Hs only reaction was to tilt his head slightly forward so that
hi s
heavy brow dom nated his appearance, except for the challenging thrust of his
chin.

H s eyes however were sharp and whitish; his teeth gleamed froma fixed,
hard smile as Jud | ooked his way. The man was avoi di ng argunent, but ready for
it if it came. The result was that Jud stared right past the man, conscious of
his presence without defining him Jud' s gaze was focused further across the
| obby, watching the people who were passing there.

Then, with a shrug, Jud stepped in another direction only to stop in his
tracks.

Agai nst the pastel shade of the blank | obby wall, Jud was seeing
sonet hi ng
too fresh to be an after-inmage of the past, sonething that cold logic told him
nmust have cone from a recent observation

Growi ng uncannily, a huge, vague skull inpressed itself upon that wall

The answer flashed home. Jud renenbered a man whose face he had hardly
noticed in the sem -gloom al ong past the cashier's window Only one face could
have produced that reflex effect of a Wite Skull as vivid as if alive. It
bel onged to Al ban Sark

Acting on inpulse, Jud wheeled to | ook for the man again. Sark was gone,
and he could only have turned the corner leading to the elevators. Starting in
that direction, Jud was ready to discard discretion and openly chall enge Sark
except that he couldn't find the fellow

The i medi ate clue to Sark's di sappearance was an elevator with its dial
pointing to the figure one. The door was closed but if Sark had boarded the
car,
there would still be a chance to overtake him Springing forward, Jud pounded
t he door, hoping to add hinmself to the passenger list.

The door cl anged open but before Jud could board the car, he realized
t hat
it had just come down. Passengers were getting off it and the first that Jud
encountered was a girl with reddi sh hair who was only nmomentarily taken aback
by
Jud' s precipitous advent. Then, with an armthat had consi derable drive, the
girl brushed Jud aside.

Too intent even to nutter apologies, Jud stared into the el evator. Sark
wasn't there. The girl, in her turn, paused to watch the pantonine with eyes
that were as keen as they were narrowed. She was nore than just aggressive,
this
redhead, she was smart, for she recognized the intensity of Jud's hurried
man- hunt .

Coolly, the girl opened a hand-bag that was dangling from her arm and
reached within to draw out sonething that would have glittered in the light if
she hadn't kept it artfully fromview That object was a conpact revolver that
the girl trained in Jud' s direction

Then Jud had wheel ed around again, giving the girl no nore than a passing
gl ance. He didn't see what her eyes had noticed; the dial of another elevator
stopping at the seventh floor. Instead, Jud was nore interested in a door at
t he
end of the short corridor, an exit that Sark m ght have used.

Abruptly, Jud headed through that door and found hinself out in the
street,
am d the gathering dusk. The girl let the revolver drop back into the bag and
turned away serenely. From somewhere in the distance cane the fanfare of
trunpets, announcing the assenbl age of the parade that was to open this
evening's events in Stanw ch.



Much was due tonight and it had only just begun

CHAPTER 1 |

As the crowmd in the | obby thinned itself, partly because roons had
finally
been assigned to prospective guests and al so because people were starting out
to
see the parade, a young man cane into sight, largely because the throng had
cleared itself fromaround him

He was standing beside a marble pillar, and it had given hima peculiar
vantage point. A few paces in any direction not only enabled himto see al
parts of the |obby; such procedure could also put himout of sight from any
angl e that he chose.

Not that he needed to keep out of sight. He was of a keen yet easy
manner ed
type, the sort who could efface himself by sinply mnding his own business.
Thi s
was quite inportant, considering the nature of his business.

This man was Harry Vincent, star performer in a continuous show produced
by
a certain person styled The Shadow. Harry was the ace anong the agents who
served a nysterious chief whose main purpose was to conbat crine.

It wouldn't have taken a second guess to cover the fact that Harry's
busi ness here in some way concerned Sark, except that no guessers were
bot heri ng
about Harry. In turn this proved that no one knew how many others night be in
town on simlar business; at |east no one except The Shadow and those who
served
hi m

In watching for sonmebody, Harry hadn't long to wait. As an el evator
reached
the ground floor, Harry's expectant eye saw a tall figure step fromit, that
of
a man in inmracul ate evening attire. It was as if by coincidence that both
Harry
and the new arrival reached the cigar stand at about the sanme noment.

Coi ncidental, too, that the clerk had to | eave the counter to find the
particular cigars that the tall custoner wanted.

That gave Harry Vincent a chance for a few quiet words with Lanont
Cranston, the tall man in evening cl ot hes.

As an inportant visitor to Stanwi ch, Cranston was to hel p occupy the
reviewi ng stand when the parade went by and | ater make a speech at the banquet
to be held in honor of the |late mayor. Cranston was a nman of many parts; a
not ed
traveler, a wealthy art collector, a New York clubman in the spare time of
whi ch
he seem ngly had plenty.

Al that, however, was quite deceptive. Mich of the tine Cranston was
very
busy in a totally different identity, that of The Shadow.

Ri ght now, Cranston was thinking definitely in The Shadow s terms as his
cal m voi ce gave the order

"Report."

"Sark went up to his roomfive mnutes ago," stated Harry. "There was a
chap looking for him"

"As Sark?"

"As Sark. He evidently didn't know that Sark is regi stered here as Hubert
Rudl and. He knows Sark by sight though, because he recognized him"



Cranston's keen eyes put a query that Harry understood, but could only
answer in part. It concerned the man who had been | ooking for Sark

"A young chap," expressed Harry, describing Jud Mayhew. "Looks ol der than
he is and is probably an ex-service man. | don't know his nane though."

"Neither does Sark," returned Cranston in his even tone. "He's stil
trying
to find out."

It startled Harry for the noment; then he remenbered having seen the
el evator dial stop at nunmber seven, which wasn't Cranston's floor. Qite
obviously Cranston had | ooked in on Sark after the latter returned upstairs.
In
fact, right now Cranston was carrying a brief case, probably containing
testinmonials to be presented at the banquet, but Harry knew from | ong
experi ence
that it could also hold the regalia of The Shadow.

"Sark phoned the desk and the bell Captain," Cranston conmented. "He
asked
if there had been any inquiries for him"

"By his own name?" Harry excl ai ned

"Of course,"” returned Cranston. "Since he is known here as Rudl and, he
m ght be | ooking for Sark too. But he was nore interested in finding out who
el se was, which he didn't. | take it that Gail North didn't know the stranger
either."”

Mention of Gail North brought a puzzled stare fromHarry. Gail was the
daught er of Townsend North, the contractor, and she happened al so to be the
red- head who had bunped into Jud Mayhew when coming fromthe el evator. How
Cranston al ready knew about that encounter was a puzzle.

Nor did Cranston's expression answer the riddle. Hi s features nerely
i ncreased the enigma as they always did. Calm inpassive, definitely nmasklike
when a certain light struck it, Cranston's face remnai ned constantly unchanged,
except when he purposely nolded it into soneone el se's. Anong other arts, that
of skillful disguise was often used by this man whose other self was The
Shadow.

How Cranston could have spotted Gail and still kept tabs on Sark was the
thing that baffled Harry until his chief gave the slightest of gestures.

"Look over toward the |ounge," suggested Cranston, "and you will see
Mar go
Lane doi ng everything but wi gwag a nmessage."

Looki ng, Harry saw an attractive but anxious brunette peering fromjust
within the door of the cafe | ounge. Cranston was right; it was Margo and she
was
trying to catch his eye

"Gail went into the |ounge,"” called Harry, "but | don't see her now"

"Margo does," explained Cranston. "That's what she is trying to tell us.
But your report is sufficient, Vincent. | can check with Margo | ater.
Meanwhi | e,
this chap you saw -"

Cranston's break-off was a cue for a quick response, so Harry gave it

"He went out through the door past the el evators. Maybe he's stil
| ooki ng
for Sark" - Harry paused, not quite sure - "but perhaps he just went to see
t he
par ade. "

"You should certainly see the parade." Cranston's voice rose fromthe
undertone that he had automatically adopted earlier, yet it lost none of its

even tenor. "It is to be a fine affair | understand. Tanks and other mlitary
vehicles will be anong the local floats. This is a great night for Stanw ch.
Ah!'" Cranston's eyes were turning as he spoke. "My panatelas. | knew you woul d

have ny brand."
This last comment was to the cigar clerk, who had just returned w thout



Harry realizing it. Buying himself a quota of thin cigars, Cranston turned and
gave Harry a nod as if to enphasize that the parade should not be m ssed.

That was sonmething with which Harry quite agreed, since it offered
anot her
chance of running into Jud, whose nane Harry didn't yet know. So Harry left by
t he door beyond the elevators while Cranston went out through the main door,

t he
shortest route to the revi ewi ng stand.

One thing was certain: Alban Sark woul dn't |eave the hotel unnoticed.

As he passed the | ounge, Harry saw Margo rel ax dejectedly at her table
and
a gl ance beyond showed him Gail. Though at a distant table, the red-haired
girl
had a perfect view of the elevators and the stairway near them

Fi nding Jud might prove difficult, but the procedure was quite definite.
Harry's plan was to take a short-cut up to the broad bridge and neet the
par ade
when it came across. By keeping ahead of it all along the route, he would
stand
a fair chance of discovering Jud somewhere al ong the way.

VWhat Harry didn't expect were the rapid results he got. Cutting through a
narrow street to the near end of the bridge, Harry picked his man right out of
the crowd. The main street was brilliantly lighted, even at this end, and Jud
had picked hinself a rather conspi cuous observation spot behind the ropes that
hel d back the crowd.

Qddly though, Jud wasn't interested in the approach of the brass band
t hat
was marchi ng across the bridge. He was studying a building on the other side,
a
red brick structure that was a white el ephant. Harry knew about the old mll
and its history; how plenty of noney had been spent to convert it into a war
pl ant that was never used as such

Wy it interested Jud was the question and Harry pushed close to see if
he
coul d guess the reason. Hi s shoul der brushed Jud's and the young man turned
suddenly only to see Harry staring blandly toward the oncom ng parade. In
turn,

Jud forgot the brick building briefly and | ooked toward the bridge too.

Blaring full blast, the band came down the ranp with the feature
attraction, the big arny tanks, creeping along just in back of it. The runble
of
t he nechani zed arnor drowned the martial nusic and the bridge seened to
vi brate
like the eager crowd.

Then, as though such sights were comonplace to him Jud let his eyes
rove
fromthe roaring tanks. Hi s gaze went back to the brick building that now
served
as a war ehouse.

Harry kept watching Jud's expression, but not for |ong.

Jud's face froze suddenly. Instinctively, Harry | ooked for the reason
but
by then, Jud was over the ropes, lunging through the marching band, flinging
nmusi ci ans asi de as he waved his arns in wild warning to people on the far side
of the street.

They must have caught Jud's neaning for they turned and | ooked above
t hem
then scranbled out into the street as if their lives depended on it.

Their lives did.

Looki ng up, Harry Vincent found his own eyes frozen upon the thing that



had
| aunched Jud Mayhew into that frenzied warning.

Li ke a dying nonster saggi ng under its own sheer weight, the nmassed red
brick of the bul ky warehouse was beginning to tunble forward as though hopi ng
to
engul f the pygny figures that were racing madly to escape the crash of its
p! ungi ng hul k!

CHAPTER | V

I N stupendous, slow notion fashion, the toppling building literally fel
apart. The crowd was running madly. Jud's tinely warning was the factor. Like
a
musi ¢ maestro he was taking over with signals that people instinctively
understood, literally guiding themaway fromthe flood of debris that was
com ng
hard their way.

Now Harry was beyond the rope, seizing stragglers, flinging them away
from
harm A few of the brightly garbed nusicians were doing the same, all in those
scant seconds while the cornice of the collapsing building was stil
descendi ng
like the cress of a mighty, crashing wave.

A sweep of Jud's arm his own long | eap away fromthat breaker formed of
masonry, marked the last instant of safety. Then, into the fringe of the space
where frantic people had stanmpeded nonents before, cane the heavy tanks,
sweeping to the very curb, ready to receive the brick bonbardment.

The wave smashed and the bricks hurtled everywhere, |ike chunks of a
solidified surf. The tanks were swall owed by the flood, but they cane sl ashing
out of it undaunted. Their veteran crews had thrown themin as a buffer to
protect the fleeing citizenry. A few bricks, bouncing fromthe steel nonsters,
flayed the remants of the crowd, but few persons were badly hurt.

To Jud Mayhew bel onged first credit; to the tank-nen next, but Harry
Vi ncent had by no nmeans been dilatory. The man who recognized it was Jud and
rather than be congratulated as a hero at a tinme he wanted to remain
anonynous,

Jud | ooked around for Harry, hoping to talk that other stranger into accepting
the public acclaim

To Jud's amazenent, he saw Harry breaki ng through the crowd nore madly
t han
some of the excited persons he had hel ped to rescue!

Thought s snapped fast through Jud' s brain.

Maybe this stranger just didn't want to be thanked; if so, he was taking

a
good way out, an excellent course for Jud to follow On the contrary, the
conplete and untinely collapse of the old brick m!|l was something that
smacked

of the nysterious.

Havi ng no notion of Harry's real purpose here, Jud was struck by its
i nsi di ous aspect. An innocent bystander woul dn't have good reason to flee the
scene so swiftly. Wiere Harry was going and why, were two things that
i ntrigued
Jud, so he broke through the crowd, intent upon pursuit.

Jud Mayhew was getting hinself in for nmore than he supposed.

VWhat Harry had seen was a beckoning arm from above the heads of the
crowd.
The man who was wavi ng the signal was at the top of some house steps, well
down
the street. He had a good reason to be there, for he was a reporter from New



Yor k, assigned to cover the big events in the town of Stanw ch.

The reporter's nane was Cyde Burke and in his spare tine, of which he
had
pl enty, he was an agent of The Shadow. What O yde was doing right now, was
calling all agents, also with good reason

By the time Harry neared those house steps another man was shoul dering
t hrough the crowd fromthe opposite direction. He was diff Marsland, also a
capabl e menber of The Shadow s corps. Together Harry and diff followed O yde
as
he sprang fromthe steps and headed down the slant that |led toward the old
junkyard that Jud had seen that afternoon

There, the guiding influence was a little man named Hawkeye, who hadn't
been bot heri ng about the parade. It was Hawkeye's business to spot uncouth
happenings in vicinities like Stanwi ch and he'd been doing it. The junkyard
had
i nci ted Hawkeye's suspi ci ons because too many of its relics | ooked too good.

Ri ght now, sone of those old wecked cars were conming to life. Into them
were piling men who had arrived with | arge and wei ghty bundl es, appearing from
of all places - that anple culvert that accomobdated the old creek bed. A
dozen
unknown nmen were beginning a getaway in half as nany vehicles, anong them
trucks, bearing a quantity of goods that represented merely the |ast |oad.

The entire shipnment, whatever it was, had been rifled fromthe old brick
bui | di ng whi ch had served as a warehouse until its very recent coll apse!

Hardly had The Shadow s agents joi ned Hawkeye before two cars wheel ed up
to
receive them Each was driven by a speed king in his own right: one, Mles
Crofton, fornerly a nenber of a flying circus; the other, Chance Lebrue, whose
pre-war hobby had been to weck hinself, car and all, as a free attraction at
county fairs.

Crofton's car took in Harry and C yde; Lebrue's gathered up diff and
Hawkeye. It was inpolite of course, but Jud Mayhew tried to add hinself to the
latter crew, hoping to argue the question later. Only Jud didn't manage it,
because Jericho Druke was around.

Jericho Druke was a huge African whose proportions, |arge though they
ver e,
gave but a slight intimation of the strength that went with them Jericho was
very ami abl e, even when he took Jud by the back of the neck and lifted him
about
four feet off the ground.

It was rather difficult for Jericho to take people by the back of the
neck,
because his hand was big enough to go all the way around. Therefore Jericho
nmade
it a policy to drop people very pronptly and gently.

Four feet being the height of the concrete rail that |lined the sloping
roadway, Jericho sinply dropped Jud across the rail. It was a very easy
I andi ng
for Jud because the ground was soft and sandy on the other side. O course the
ground sl oped downward too, so it was Jud's fault as much as Jericho's that
t he
landing didn't mark a stopping place.

VWhat Jud did was coast about eighty feet down into the junkyard. Kkicking
up
pl enty of dust ahead of him which hel ped sl acken his slide. But by the tine
Jud
arrived there, the men in the old cars were gone and The Shadow s agents were
speeding to the chase along the road that |ed through the woods on the other
side of the ravine.



Back at the reviewing stand, all this made an interesting panorama for a
gent| eman naned Lanont Cranston who was henmed between a congressman and a
county judge and therefore couldn't |eave. Everybody was excited about the
strange catastrophe that had occurred up by the concrete bridge; that was,
everybody except Cranston

Wth the cal culating eye that was The Shadow s, Cranston was giving his
agents about four miles in which to overtake the junkyard fugitives and
usual |y
The Shadow s cal cul ati ons were correct.

This time they weren't.

The caravan had taken a twi sty route through those oddly arranged back
streets of Stanwich. The drivers knew the route by rote and were naking the
nost
of it. Apparently they expected pursuit and were acting accordingly. They had
gai ned ground when they reached the superhi ghway and headed away fromthe
t own.

Those battered | ooking trucks and cars were anything but junkers. Their
tires had no treads, but they were stout enough to stand the gaff. The caravan
opened up to a speed that was really high, but it couldn't outdistance its
pursuers. The Shadow s agents were riding in cars that were really geared to
speed and the drivers were the sort who were inclined to bash their
accel erator
pedal s right through the fl oorboards.

Only by dint of a considerable head-start did the fugitive caravan nmanage
to reach the only goal within a dozen nmiles, a place where the big
super hi ghway
converged with another in an el aborate clover-1leaf pattern involving
under passes, ranps, circles, bridges and all the other nightmares that
confront
the nodern notori st.

Apparently the fugitives had sonme artful plan of dodging all around these
runways to shake off pursuers, for they went up an incline, veered the wong
direction, cut across a bridge and down the other side. Crofton and Labrue
kept
right after themuntil it became obvious that this gane of hide-and-seek
wasn' t
| eadi ng anywhere. Coming to a fork in the clover-1leaf fashion, The Shadow s
drivers split their paths and took different directions.

The passengers in The Shadow s cars were ready with drawn guns for the
climax that seened sure to come. Around one of these bends, perhaps down in an
under pass, the caravan was going to find itself boxed. Then woul d conme quick
battle that should result in a solid nop-up

The nonent arrived. Two pairs of powerful headlights gl eaned eye to eye
as
they swng in fromthe curve of an incline. One car was whi ppi ng down from a
fork, the other scooting up from beneath an underpass. Then, as suddenly as
t hey
had met, the drivers gave the brakes.

Screeches acconpani ed swerves as two cars literally tw sted al ongsi de
each
other. Fromthose two cars stepped nmen who eyed one another in what could only
be termed stolid astoni shnment. Separate courses had led to a reunion of The
Shadow s own agents.

The nissing caravan had vani shed as though its vehicles were conposed of
thin air. Sonmehow, somewhere in the maze of the el aborate clover-leaf, the
fugitive cars had sped away in sone fresh direction, |eaving the pursuers
nonpl used.

A strange singular ending to that mad chase fromthe town of Stanw ch.

Sonet hing that even The Shadow m ght doubt when it was told him



CHAPTER V

COWOTI ON had qui eted in Stanwi ch. The parade had gone its way and
conpleted its appointed route with the ruins of the old brick warehouse far in
its wake. Along with other dignitaries, Lanont Cranston had revi ewed the
affair
and heard tal k of the near catastrophe that had al nbst marked its progress.
However, that hadn't spoiled the revelry in Stanw ch.

There woul d be investigations and all that, but the |loss of the old
war ehouse didn't matter, considering that its contents were all confiscated
goods that m ght have been junked anyway. Nobody had been seriously hurt and
al ready a theory was being voiced to explain the occurrence. It was the old
busi ness of rhythmic vibration. Probably the runble of the tanks had been
timed
to the old building's sway and was therefore responsible for its crash.

They were tal king about it, though, in Stanwi ch, after the parade was
over.

One nman who was vol ubl e on the subject was Leo Trobin, the cab driver who had
brought Jud Mayhew from the station

Leo was working the night shift and was therefore on hand at the Apex
garage, talking to a couple of other cabbies and a few odd | oungers.

"Funny thing," opined Leo. "I drove a guy up fromthe depot just tonight
and he was tal king about buying over that old building. Cane here special just
to look at it. Kind of funny too that there weren't any explosions after the
thing caved. There was supposed to be a lot of fireworks stored there. Quess
they just got snothered.”

A stolid-faced foreman was answering a phone call for a cab. He turned
toward the group and Leo noved out of sight behind a pillar, beckoning a
drab-faced | ounger to follow him

"Stick here, Jeff," Leo told the lounger. "I don't want Kromer to shove
ne
out on a job - not yet. He goes off duty in about ten minutes, Kroner does. It
won't matter after that."

Anot her cabby was anxi ous enough for the job that Kromer, the foreman
of fered. Staring stolidly, Kromer seemed to be wondering where Leo was; then
with a shrug, he went back to his regular duties.

Watching this, Jeff gave a short nod in Leo's direction, neaning that
Kroner was none the w ser. Nobody el se counted with Leo and Jeff, which was
why
they didn't notice a little nman standi ng nearby.

To all appearances, this fellow was just one of the |ocal hangers-on, but
he happened to be an out-of-towner. He was Hawkeye, the keen-eyed spotter who
had put The Shadow s agents on the track of the cars that fled the junkyard.
Havi ng acconpani ed his conrades on their futile chase, Hawkeye was back in
St anwi ch hopi ng to make amends.

Hawkeye was | ooki ng for sonmeone who mi ght be conversant with the junkyard
situation and Jeff filled the bill. The drab-faced | ounger didn't spend mnuch
of
his time at the Apex Garage. Hawkeye had seen himdriving to and fromthe
junkyard in a ranshackl e car, on several occasions.

This liaison between Jeff and Leo was all the nore pointed, considering
Leo's nention of a fare who had | ooked over the old brick warehouse. Havi ng
checked facts with Harry Vincent, Hawkeye had an idea that Leo's passenger was
the very man who had inquired for Sark and had | ater encountered Jericho;
nanely, Jud Mayhew.

Five m nutes and another cab call again found Leo | acki ng when Kroner
gave
a brief ook for him The stolid foreman was begi nning to show annoyance on
hi s



chunky face; in fact, he was so annoyed that he stayed on duty after the next
five mnutes were gone. Then cane another cab call and this time Leo pronptly
stepped into sight.

"CQuess it's ny turn, Kromer,'
passi ng ne up?"

G owering, Kromer said gruffly

"Didn't see you anywhere around.”

"Yeah?" Leo's tone was sarcastic. "l've been here all along. Ask Jeff if

spoke Leo, cheerily. "How cone you were

I
haven't."

Jeff supplied a corroborating nod.

"What's it for?" queried Jeff. "Sonebody taking the last train out?"

"What el se would it be?" Kroner denanded. "Hop over to the hotel right
away; the guy says he's got a lot of luggage. Only the next tinme stay in
si ght.

Then | can go out and eat when |'m supposed to."

Wthout waiting for apol ogies, Kromer stal ked out, which was exactly what
Leo wanted. Junping to the wheel, Leo backed his cab out through a door where
Jeff's jalopy was waiting. Kroner not being around to witness that procedure,
Hawkeye was the only observer. Keeping neatly behind the doorway, Hawkeye saw
Leo and Jeff enpty the contents of a five gallon can into the cab's gas tank

"That's good for seventy-five mles that Kromer won't know about,"
chuckl ed
Leo. "He's too dunb to know that 1've rigged the neter."

"Don't forget nmy cut," rem nded Jeff, "or there won't be any nore com ng
fromwhere that came from"

Pi ker stuff, this, but Hawkeye decided to report it to The Shadow. The
fact
that Jeff was bootl eggi ng gasoline that came into the junkyard m ght have sone
slight bearing on larger matters.

More important, though, was the call that Leo was answering. Over at the
Stanwi ch Arnms, Al ban Sark was standing in his seventh floor room staring out
across the lighted town toward the bl ackened vacancy that marked the site of
t he
m ssi ng war ehouse.

On a table beside Sark was an ash-tray filled with snoldering cigarette
butts. Sark could have rigged themas an alibi, but he hadn't. The man with
t he
heavy forehead had not been at |arge when the warehouse crashed. Sark had
stayed
in his roomall evening.

Ri ght now, Sark's face, white against the darkened w ndow pane, | ooked
li ke
a death's head in its own right. How worried Sark night be, he al one knew, but
his pallor was to sone degree artificial, for his lips, when they noved,
sinply
phrased a scornful sneer. Bulging forehead, jutting chin, eyes that |ooked as
holl ow as his grin, gave Sark an expression that resenbled a nmask, which it
was
so far as any human sentinents were concerned.

VWhen Sark's mind worked, it was in an inhuman way, as his cold, hard
stare
reveal ed. Then, suddenly those features darkened with a pained | ook that was
partial evidence of some hidden fear, for Sark hinmself wheel ed quickly around.

Sark didn't like the way his expression clouded. It was as if some ot her
figure had approached behind himto block off the roomlights that caused the
reflection in the w ndow.

For the nonent, Sark saw bl ackness, like that of a fading figure. Perhaps
his own eyes, with their whitish glisten, were subject to peculiar optica
effects |ike those of persons who studied his picture too | ong. Sark's hand



went

to his pocket; the flex of his wist nuscles told that his fist was gripping a
gun. But before Sark could draw the weapon and aimit toward the gl oom near

t he

doorway, the door itself flung open

In contrast to bl ackness, Sark saw green, the uniform of a bell-boy.
Letting his hand relax, Sark drew it fromhis pocket and gestured toward a
st ack
of suitcases near the door

"Take them down to the | obby," ordered Sark, in a short-clipped tone.
"Have
t hem ready when the cab comes. Page ne as soon as it arrives."

The bel | -boy nodded. then asked:

"What nane?"

Sark's lips straightened, which was their nethod of formng a smle
Squarely in the light, his cold face revealed its peculiar contours. H's
forehead bulged as he tilted his head forward; then came the thrust of his
chin,
to match it.

Instead of giving the nane of Hubert Rudland, this nman of devi ous ways
announced his own:

"Al ban Sark."

As he pronounced the name, Sark ushered the bell-hop fromthe room bags
and all, tucking a dollar bill into the pocket of the green uniform Sark
added

a smle, free of charge, but the bell-boy didn't see it. The snmile was not at
all a nice one.

In his turn, Sark didn't see what happened in the room behind him From
t he
space behind the open door energed a figure cloaked in black, the living
enbodi ment of the shape that Sark had half attributed to his own inmagination

That figure was The Shadow.

Silently, swiftly, The Shadow noved across the room and reached a
connecting door. When Sark turned fromthe hallway, there wasn't a visible
trace
of his cloaked visitor. That didn't entirely satisfy Sark; hand to gun pocket,
he cl osed the door to the hall, as though expecting to find someone | urking
behind it.

Al Sark found was vacancy, which proved the wi sdom of The Shadow s
opportune shift.

Satisfied that he was quite alone, Sark was in no hurry to | eave. Looking
at his watch, he saw that there was anple tine before the cab arrived, so he
took a chair beside the tel ephone table. Sark's eyes now were on the tel ephone
as though he expected it to ring, which it did, quite suddenly.

Sark made a qui ck pounce for the instrunent, but when he answered the
cal |,
his tone was steady.

"Ah, Ludar," spoke Sark, reprovingly, "you are calling a trifle late..
Yes, | should have left by this tine... Wat? You have just found out? That is
singular. You should have known all along that they would do it..."

There was a pause, while Ludar's voice cane earnestly across the wire,

t hough it was heard by Sark al one. Then

"I stayed here to watch," Sark infornmed, "and | saw what happened... Yes,
exactly as | expected it... O course they are fools. Wiat else could | do but
agree?"

Anot her pause, with Ludar doing the tal king, after which, Sark gave a
short, hard | augh

"You are telling me ny turn is next,'
Ludar,
very funny... O course | guessed. Wy not?... Yes, | have nade the proper

decl ared Sark. "That is funny,



arrangenents. | have a suitable substitute... No, Ludar, do not worry. | am
saf e
and so are all ny documents..."

Two doors were doing tricks behind Sark's back. One was the door to the
connecting room which Sark did not suspect at all. It was closing, proof that
The Shadow was | eavi ng on sone other mssion. The door to the hallway,
however,
was doing just the opposite. Sark hadn't | ocked it when he closed it; now that
door was coni ng open

“"Later, Ludar, | shall call you,"’

Sark was saying. "Yes, when | am back
in

New York... O course you can reach me if you cone there at the right tine..
But now, tine is short. Good-bye, Ludar..."

The hal | way door went shut and its click was drowned by the clatter of
t he
tel ephone as Sark replaced it. Al that Sark gave the door was a slight
gl ance,
along with a shrug. He noved in that direction, but only to press the light
swi tch, envel oping the roomin darkness. Then Sark returned to his post beside
the w ndow.

Qutside Sark's door, a figure was noving away rapidly, headed toward the
el evators. But it wasn't the figure of The Shadow. This |istener who had
caught
the cl osing nonents of Sark's conversation with Ludar, was the trimred-haired
girl who answered to the name of Gail North!

CHAPTER VI

"PAG NG M. Sark!"

Gail North heard the call as she stepped fromthe el evator and
i medi atel y
she was alert. Wien Gail went alert, she was rem ni scent of a cocker spani el
of
t he reddi sh variety.

At | east such was the opinion of Margo Lane, whether it was flattering or
not. All evening, Margo had been watching Gail go quivery whenever anyone
faintly resenbling Sark appeared fromthe el evator. Now as before, Gai
suddenl y
rel axed.

O course Margo didn't know why. Since leaving his |listening post at
Sark's, Cranston had been quite too busy to inform Margo regarding details
t hat
he hinself could handl e as The Shadow. So Margo was not only puzzled, but due
to
be nore so.

"M. Al ban Sark!" bellowed the bell-hop. "Cab is ready for M. Al ban
Sark! "

Rat her than |l ose nore tine, the bell-boy picked up Sark's bags and
started
out to the street. Gil strolled nonchalantly across the | obby and took an
obscure chair, thus puzzling Margo all the further. Along with being puzzled,
Margo was bothered by the fact that neither Harry nor any of The Shadow s
ot her
agents was anywhere around.

But if Harry Vincent wasn't handy, Jud Mayhew was. All nicely brushed,
Jud
showed no signs of the slide that Jericho had given him Popping to his feet,
he
| ooked |i ke any other guest at the Stanw ch Arns.



Jud was thinking very swiftly, not just in terms of Sark, but of those
bags
t hat were goi ng out.

Sark wasn't any nore inportant than the contents of those bags, if as
i mportant. Jud was wondering just what Sark would do if those bags di sappeared
intheir entirety. More than that, he was wondering what Sark could do, which
certainly could not be very nuch, particularly if he mssed the train on which
t he bags went.

So Jud strode straight out through the |obby, follow ng the route of the
bags. Finding the bell-boy out front, Jud gave him an inperious gesture; then
recogni zing the cab as Leo's, Jud added | oudly:

"Cet those bags into that cab! One of us will take the train. In any
case,
we want the bags to be there.™

It sounded | ogical enough to the bell-hop and spurred himinto putting
t he
bags into the cab. Jud waited on the deserted hotel steps, watch in hand, and
gestured for Leo to pull further ahead, in order not to interfere with any
ot her
cabs that mght arrive

This was hardly necessary but it proved good shownanship. Leo responded
and
t he bell-boy went back into the hotel, thinking that Jud, whoever he was, had
been invested with full authority by Al ban Sark

| mredi ately Jud decided to take advantage of that usurped authority. He
cane down the steps, intending to enter the cab. To do so, he had to stride
t hrough a pl ot of darkness. That was as far as Jud went.

Qut of bl ackness cane a solid figure that whisked Jud off his feet and
hal f
precipitated hi mthrough the air into the waiting clutches of a pair of nen
who
sidled in fromdarkness to receive him That pair consisted of Harry Vincent
and
diff Marsland. They rushed Jud clear across the street and into the powerful
paws of Jericho who dunped himinto a car that had Chance Lebrue at the wheel

It was all so swift that Jud hardly knew what happened, while Leo in his
cab knew nothing at all about it. The man who took in the nost of that fast
nmovi ng picture was Al ban Sark

From his seventh floor wi ndow, Sark was staring straight down to the
si dewal k. He saw Jud step into the darkness beside the waiting cab; then
wi tnessed his flying recoil, the way he was snagged by a pair who hustled him
across the way to the darkness that obscured another car

This was sonething that Sark had expected, for his chuckle cane in a
| ower ed basso. Leaving the window, Sark strolled fromthe room out to the
el evat or.

Downstairs, Gail North had captured a considerabl e eyel oad of the
di saster
t hat had overwhel ned Jud. Meddling into business that didn't entirely concern
her seened to be one of Gail's specialties, for she came full tilt fromthe
| obby door, intent upon tracking down Jud's captors. Dashing around the
cor ner,

Gail watched the car turn a corner further down the street, but she hadn't any
car of her own in which to foll ow.

After running a block or nore, Gail turned back dejectedly, realizing how
silly she had been. Woever Jud was, he hadn't gone away wi th those precious
bags bel onging to Sark; they were still in the waiting cab outside of the
hot el .

Except that the cab was no | onger waiting when Gail arrived back. Its
driver had instructions to get to the station at a certain time and he was
followi ng those orders. All Gail saw was the side of the cab as it swung the



corner. By the street |lanmp she read the nane "Apex Cab Conpany" and not hi ng
nor e.

It wasn't much, but it was all that Gail could use, so she nade the nost
of
it. Spying another cab that was returning froma trip, Gail sawthat it bore
t he
same name, "Apex", so she hailed it

"Take me to your garage," Gail ordered. "I left sonething in a cab -
somet hing very inportant. 1'd like to speak to the manager about it."

The Apex Garage was quite deserted when Gail arrived there. Qutside was
an
ol d ni ght watchman, who | ooked too |azy and decrepit to make his rounds. Gai
alighted to talk to himwhile her cabby was putting his cab up for the night.

"I dropped a cigarette case in the cushions of a cab," Gail told the old
wat chman. "1 don't know which cab it was. Maybe it hasn't come in for the
ni ght."

The wat chman renpoved a corn-cob pipe fromhis |lips and spoke through a
trickl e of snoke.

"Go inside and | ook, lady," he suggested. "If it ain't in one of them
cabs,
it will be in Leo's. He's t'only one who hadn't checked in yet."

Gai |l 's cabby was | eaving the garage, which nmade the situation perfect.
Al

the girl had to do was go into the garage, fake a search ampong the cabs that
were already there and say she couldn't find the cigarette case. That would
gi ve

her an excuse to question Leo when he arrived. That way, she mght |earn
somet hi ng about those bags that Sark had sent away.

It would nmean stalling for time, though, since by Gail's cal culation, Leo
couldn't have reached the station yet, since it was much further fromthe
hot el
than was this garage. So Gail entered the garage and started | ooking in the
cabs.

In the very first, Gail received a startling surprise. In the rear seat,
bound and gagged, was a young man whose face Gail recognized despite the way
it
was muffled. The prisoner was Jud Mayhew

There was an appealing |l ook in Jud's eyes and fromthe direction in which
they turned, Gail saw what was in his mnd. This particular cab had its keys
dangling fromthe ignition |lock, so there was nothing to stop Jud fromdriving
away in it, except that he was bound.

That didn't apply to Gail, though, as Jud's eyes plainly told. True to
t he
formshe'd shown so far, Gail didn't hesitate. Getting into the front seat of
the cab, the girl turned on the ignition, pressed the starter, and shot the
cab
right out through the garage door

Al that the watchman got was a whiff of gas fromthe exhaust as he
sprang
to his feet shouting after Gail. Then the cab was around the corner and Gai
was
speeding it off toward the superhighway.

From somewhere cane a whistle blast, announcing the train that Jud wasn't
going to take. Leo's cab was probably nearing the station now, but Gl was no
| onger worrying about Sark's bags and whatever they contained. O her people
could concern thenselves with that proposition. Gail's business was to get
away
from Stanwi ch with the cab she had just borrowed and then find out what Jud
had
to tell her.



O hers definitely were concerning thenselves with Leo's cab. A speedy
car,
cleaving in froma rough street that formed a short-cut to the station
swer ved
to begin a burst of speed that would enable it to overhaul that cab that Sark
had summoned. This cab was piloted by Mles Crofton and in the back seat was
The
Shadow. Hi s agents were giving himspecial service, as amends for letting the
caravan slip themearlier

Leo's cab wasn't going to do the same. Ahead were the lights of the depot
and there wasn't any avenue of escape for the cab. R ght now anot her car,
driven
by Chance Lebrue, was coning in to block off any trick stuff if Leo tried it.
Qui ck work on Chance's part, swi nging around by the Apex Garage, so that Jud
could be deposited there; then he continued on to the station to help round up
Leo' s cab.

Perhaps it was Chance's sudden appearance in the picture that caused The
Shadow to intone an order to Crofton, an order which called for slackened
speed.

Logi cal enough that since both The Shadow s cars were present, they should
converge at once. Again, it mght be that The Shadow wanted Leo to unload at
t he

station before the cars closed in.

There could be still another reason, fantastic though it seened. In a
vicinity where solid buildings could crunple at a nmonment's notice, where an
entire caravan of cars and trucks coul d di sappear within a dozen seconds,
anyt hi ng m ght happen.

Possi bly The Shadow just wanted to convince hinself regarding the status
of
Leo's cab and any tricks it mght perform If so, he called the proper turn

The t hing happened as the cab cane to a stop at a traffic light just
out side the parking plaza beside the station. It was Leo's first stop since
| eaving the hotel and also his last. Fortunately The Shadow s cars were far
enough away to have the vantage point of w tnesses, not of victinms. For Leo's
cab vanished itself in a style far nore spectacul ar than anythi ng previous.

There was just a sudden cough, a burst of flame as brilliant as a
magnesi um
light. The air snapped together with an explosive "Pow " that sounded I|ike
f our
tires bl owing simultaneously. Wth that flash, there wasn't a fragment |eft of
the cab nor any of its contents.

The great searchlight of the Mdnight Limted, drilling fromthe
| oconot i ve
that was veering froma sw tch, showed charred and bl ackened cobbl est ones at
t he
entrance to the parking yard.

That was al |'!

CHAPTER VI |

NOON i n Manhat t an.

In a quiet side-street cafe in the Geenwich Village area, Jud Mayhew and
Gail North were reading over the newspaper accounts that related but a
f ragnent
of their adventures.

"It looks like I'"'mtwo people,” conmented Jud. "The unknown hero who
war ned
the crowd about the warehouse coll apse, and the unidentified man who left the
hotel to take a fatal cab ride. Luckily they haven't |inked one with the other



yet - or should | say luckily?"

Gai |l shook her head. She didn't know. Then, brushing back sonme of her
stray
red tresses, Gail faced Jud seriously.

"I"'mthe one who ought to worry," Gail argued. "If they find out | was
t he
nmystery girl who stole that cab out of the Apex Garage, what will happen
next ?"

"Not hing," returned Jud. "I'Il take the blame for it."
"Then we'll both be arrested.”
"Hardly." Jud tapped the newspaper. "There is still some doubt as to

whi ch
cab exploded. It m ght have been ours, not Leo's."

"But when they don't find Leo?"

"Then they may think he scanpered on his own. Things are very mixed up in
Stanwi ch. For one thing, that half-blind watchman at the garage didn't know

you
had red hair."
Gail's eyes w dened.
"He didn't?"
"Nope." Jud exhibited the newspaper as proof. "I wonder why he didn't. |

should think it was sonething always to be remenbered, that |ovely hair of
yours."

It was lovely, all right, as Jud now viewed it, but the watchman hadn't
had
the benefit of the noon-time sunlight that gave the scintillating burnish to
Gail's present hairdo. As for Jud's reaction, Gail preferred to keep matters
on
a strictly business basis.

"This is no tinme for sentinent, if that's what you call it," rebuked
Gai |,
across the table. A frown rose above her snub nose as she avoided Jud's eyes
by
studyi ng the newspaper. Then, laughing in spite of herself, Gail passed the
paper back to Jud, as she added. "Read that!"

Jud read it and laughed too. It was the garage watchman's testinony given
in detail. He described Gail as having dark hair and dark eyes, which

certainly
didn't fit with either auburn or bl ue.

"I"1l tell you who it does describe," stated Gail. "It fits that catty
creature who was watching ne at the hotel. | hope they found out her nane was
Margo Lane. |If they do, she'll have to explain what she was doing in
St anwi ch. "

Never having heard of Margo Lane by name or otherw se, Jud' s expression
becane qui zzi cal

"She's a friend of Lanpbnt Cranston,” explained Gail, "but Margo doesn't
know that 1'd seen her around town."

"Around Stanw ch?"

"Of course not," returned Gail. "Around New York. She bel ongs here too."

"And Cranston?"

"He's a New Yorker too. He was up in Stanwich with the other bigw gs who
were review ng the parade.”

"What woul d Cranston know about Sark?"

As Jud put that question, Gil's face becane troubled. Its sudden flush
gave her conpl exion a color resenbling her hair, despite the way Gail's |ips
ti ghtened as she bit them Then, in a low tone, the girl declared:

"l don't believe that Cranston is concerned with Sark. | am afraid he was
thinking in terns of my father."

Gail put it so frankly that Jud was forced to nod. That cleared the
situation considerably. Wthout the slightest reserve, Gail inquired:



"You are thinking in ternms of my father, too?"

"To some degree," admtted Jud. "You see | work for Philo Brenz."

I f Jud expected Gail to denounce himas a cad, or anything like it, he
was
happi | y di sappoi nted. There was nothing of the ogre about Brenz, where Gai
was

concer ned.

"Brenz has a right to doubt ny father," conceded Gail in her sane frank
tone. "After all, his conmpany |ost some very good contracts which ny father
not

only adm tted, but w shed, had gone his way. Was that why Brenz sent you to
St anwi ch?"

"He sent me there to check on Sark."

"Of course,"” nodded Gail, "because Sark was the man who arranged those
contracts through smaller conpanies. That's just the trouble, Jud."

Until now it had been "M . Mayhew," whenever Gail addressed Jud. But now
the girl was |eaning forward, her hand appealingly clutching Jud's arm That
Gail was nore than serious, Jud could tell fromthe way her fingers trenbled.

"The accounts are all wong, Jud," Gail undertoned. "It isn't just a case
of checking on sonme of those little conpanies. He can't even prove that the
conpani es exi sted. Wiere sone of the materials cane fromis a nystery; there
were supposed to be priorities, but all the evidence is mssing."

Jud's teeth gave a grit.

"In Sark's suitcases, |I'll bet! That's why he got rid of them and hi nsel f
along with them"

Gai | shook her head.

"I"'mnot so sure about either," she declared. "Sark may just be trying to
make us think that he di sappeared in a puff of snoke, taking those docunents
with him"

"At least he tried to coax me into being the fall-guy," conceded Jud,

" but
| still don't see why he woul d keep evidence agai nst hinsel f."

"The evidence points to nmy father," explained Gail. "That's why Sark
want ed

to preserve it. Besides, Sark has enem es of his own."

That truth canme right home to Jud as he renmenbered how he had been
snat ched
from what woul d ot herwi se have becone a fatal cab ride. Wo Jud's brief
captors
m ght have been, he couldn't even guess, and the perplexity that registered on
his face made itself understood to Gail,

“I'f I tell you nore," said Gail, "you'll keep it to yourself, won't you?
I
mean you won't give facts away - not even to Brenz - until | say you can?"

"Not if you tell me sonmething | don't already know. "

"Al'l right then." Gail drew a deep breath of relief. "Did you ever hear
of
a man called Tanjor Zune?"

"No," admitted Jud. "In fact | never heard a nanme like it."

"Does the nane Ludar nean anything to you?"

"Anot her bl ank."

"Very well then," decided Gail. "Since you're not to nention either, I'lI
tell you what little nore | know about them Zune is Sark's chief eneny; Ludar
is the go-between."

"You nmean just sort of a nutual em ssary?"

"No. | nean that Ludar works for Zune but tells Sark whatever happens.
But
I"mnot sure that Ludar doesn't tell it all right back to Zune."

"What gives you that idea?"

"Listening in on Sark's tel ephone chats with Ludar. Sonmehow it seens |ike



a
doubl e-cross all around."

"What sort of people are Zune and Ludar?"

"I"ve never seen them" admitted Gail. "l've only heard Sark talk to
Ludar
about Zune. But you won't nention this to anybody."

Jud smiled at Gail's tone, which carried command nore than request. That
expl ained itself by what foll owed.

"Because if you do nmention it," stated Gail quite positively, "I won't
show
you where Sark lived. If | don't do that, we won't be able to go into the
pl ace

together and find Sark's papers, if they still are there."

"An excell ent proposal," returned Jud, "except that it would anount to
burglary."

"Why not?" queried Gail. "W stole a cab last night, didn't we? By the
way,

Jud" - Gail put nock toughness in her tone - "where did you stash the hack?"
"I'n one of Brenz's garages,"” replied Jud with a smle. "Nobody is going

to

find it, stuck in back of a |lot of concrete m xers, unless -
Gail's hand interrupted with a warning clutch. At the same nonent, Jud

was

consci ous that sonebody had just come in the door. Then Gail eased her grip.
"It's all right," she confided. "I thought for the nmonent it was that

Lane

job wandering on ny trail. | recognized the blue ensenble. It cones fromFifth

Avenue in the Fifties. Margo doesn't have a nmonopoly on those styles though
This one has a blonde init."

Jud was smiling at the coment, when Gail added:

"Don't | ook now, but | know that blonde too. She has an odd nane: Il ga
Wx." @il pronounced the "y" like "i" and then continued: "I don't think
she's
a friend of Margo's. At |east she won't be, if each sees the other copying
their
patterns. Suppose | run along; then you can watch M ss VWx and make sure she
isn't too interested.”

That suited Jud, so Gail left. Paying the lunch check gave Jud anple tine
to stall and finally, when it was his turn to | eave, he gained his first |ook
at
Ilga Wx. She was rather a startling blonde and of a definitely foreign type,
with eyes that noved dream |y and becane bl ank when they fixed on anything
such
as Jud.

VWhat inpressed Jud chiefly about Ilga's get-up was the broad, circul ar
hat
she wore, tilted well back on her head. Full front, the hat accentuated her
bl onde hair, but when Jud | ooked back fromthe door, he saw that the hat
conpl etely conceal ed the bl onde evidence, which explained why Gail, sighting
Ilga fromthe back, had m staken her for Mrgo

If Ilga Wx had sonme connection with this case, it wouldn't surprise Jud
Mayhew at all. Wth a red-head and a brunette already mxed in it, there was
certainly roomfor a blonde. But that had nothing to do with Jud' s next
m ssi on,
which was to turn in a report to Philo Brenz.

Taking a cab to Brenz's building, Jud went directly to his enployer's
private office. The president of Brenz, Incorporated received his star
i nvestigator with a warm hand-cl asp, then turned to introduce himto a calm
faced visitor who was seated beside the desk

"A friend of mne," announced Brenz, "who is very anxious to hear your



report on what happened in Stanwi ch |ast night Jud, | want you to nmeet Lanont
Cranston. "

CHAPTER VI I |

THERE was not hing for Jud to do but give an honest report, sonething
whi ch
he had planned to deliver anyway. But any tenptation to let slip with nanes
such
as Zune or Ludar was imediately ruled out.

That Gail North was sincere, was sonething Jud Mayhew did not question
Maybe she was blind in her loyalty to her father, Townsend North, whose
pecul i ar
practices had played hob with Brenz's contracting business, but that could be
determned | ater.

Ri ght now, Jud felt that he could concentrate on Al ban Sark and the
vari ous
happeni ngs that Jud hinmself had wi tnessed in Stanwi ch, w thout committing
hi msel f too far.

So Jud began it very sinply. He stated:

"I located Al ban Sark."

"Excel l ent!" exclaimed Brenz, rubbing his hands warmy. Then, his tone
turning troubled: "But did he suspect that you were | ooking for hin®"

"I"'mafraid he did." As he replied, Jud | ooked strai ght at Cranston who
nmet
himwi th an inpassive gaze. "I may have nade a m stake in asking for Sark. He
was regi stered under another nane."

"What nanme?" interrupted Brenz.

"I don't know," replied Jud. "I ran into him by accident."

"The ot her name was Hubert Rudland,” put in Cranston, placidly. "The room
nunber was 720."

W enching his eyes from Cranston's sonmewhat hypnotic stare, Jud | ooked to
Brenz for an explanation and was rewarded with a beaning smnile.

"Cranston has been | ooking into those North contracts,"” Brenz expl ai ned.
"That was one reason why he was in Stanwi ch. When he found out that North had
gai ned them t hrough unusually | ow bids, he naturally wanted to tally with
ot her
conpani es. That is why he is here."

"And meanwhile," put in Cranston in an even tone, "l was interested in
| earni ng nore about Al ban Sark. He is sonething of a nystery in his own right,
this man Sark; but the mystery that concerns us nore is the collapse of the
war ehouse in Stanwich." Cranston's eyes were steadying on Jud, as he added:
"Perhaps you can tell us nore about it."

Jud could and did. In fact he was eager to cover that question rather
t han

ot hers.

"I saw the warehouse fold," asserted Jud, "and the present theory is al
wr ong. "

"You mean it wasn't due to the vibration?" queried Brenz in surprise.
"Wy,
t he experts said -"

"The experts weren't there," interrupted Jud, "unless you count ne as
one;

| saw the Remagen Bridge collapse after our arny had used it to cross the
Rhi ne
It wasn't vibration that did it. The bridge was weakened."

Brenz lifted his gray eyebrows.

"You think the Stanw ch warehouse was structurally weak?" he queried.
Then,



turning to Cranston, Brenz answered his own question. "That would account for
one of North's cheap contracts. Poor materials, insufficient |abor, perhaps

other contributing causes. Still, the experts may be right" - slowy, Brenz
shook his head, as though to banish Jud's claim- "because the warehouse did
col | apse just as the parade went by."

"Before the parade went by," corrected Jud. "The tanks were still on the

concrete bridge when the crash came. That's the key to the whole situation, if
people would only see it. If anything had cracked fromthe vibration it would
have been the bridge."

"But the bridge was concrete," argued Brenz. "I recall the contract for
t hat superhi ghway, even though it was North who handled it."

"The war ehouse had concrete foundations too," returned Jud, "and if North
had ski nped on one job, he would have done the same with the other. But you're
m ssing the main point, M. Brenz. Any sway fromthose vibrations would have
been confined to the bridge itself. They couldn't have carried to the solid
ground and then to the warehouse. In ny opinion, the collapse of the
war ehouse,
occurring at the time it did, was purely a coincidence."

Cranston's tone cane evenly, repeating those very words:

"Purely a coinci dence?"

"Unl ess sonebody franed it," Jud declared, "which is quite possible. It
woul d have been a snmart stunt, even though they did beat the gun.”

Brenz was keenly interested.

"What makes you think that?" he inquired. "It would have been suicide for
men to enter that building and bring it down upon thensel ves."

"Not while they had an outlet," explained Jud, "and they had one. | think
that buil di ng was sabotaged and the nen who did it escaped through a cul vert
leading to an old junkyard. A batch of cars and trucks pulled out fromthere."

"You saw t henP"

"Yes, but | couldn't stop them Wat's nore sonmebody stopped nme first.
The
same thi ng happened over again when | tried to take Sark's cab and find out
what
was in his bags."

Strunmm ng the desk in his reflective style, Brenz decided that Jud had
rendered a report both thorough and satisfactory. He ended the interview by
maki ng an appoi ntnent for the next day, which pleased Jud doubly.

Going down in the elevator, Jud was glad that he hadn't needed to go into
details involving Gail North. He was sure that by tonorrow he woul d have nore
facts for Philo Brenz. The prospect of raiding Sark's own preserves, wherever
they m ght be, rather appealed to Jud right now.

Except that there was now an unknown factor: Lanmont Cranston.

How heavily Cranston figured, Jud couldn't guess, but he was forced to
t he
conclusion that Cranston's path at least ran parallel to his own. Maybe
Cranston
knew a | ot nmore than he had told; he was the sort who probably would. So it
behooved Jud for the present to | ook closer into the Cranston situation

Jud was deternmined on that policy by the tinme he conpleted the el evator
ride. Qut on the street, Jud began to study the possibilities of obtaining a
cab, if he needed one in a hurry. This being Manhattan, not Stanw ch, Jud
preferred a nore conservative nmethod than borrowi ng a cab outright.

Across the way, Jud saw a likely opportunity. A cab was parked at a
little
[ unch roomand in the wi ndow was a cab driver specializing in coffee and
doughnuts. So Jud crossed the street, tapped the wi ndow, and gestured to the
cab
wi th one hand whil e brandi shing a batch of dollar bills with the other.

The cab driver was a peakfaced character who gave Jud a shrewd and
poi nt ed



stare. At |last he nodded as though he understood. Jud wanted to hire his cab
on
a continuous basis, which was a rather attractive idea.

But it wasn't just Jud's offer that brought the cabby's nod. Behind Jud's
back, a little, stoop-shoul dered man had sidled fromthe shelter of a
news- st and
and was poking his w zened face past Jud's shoulder. The nod that the little
man
gave in passing, was the thing that brought a simlar response fromthe cab
driver in the w ndow

Jud didn't even have a chance to see the little passer-by, let alone
recogni ze him The man in question was Hawkeye, the able spotter who had
served
The Shadow in Stanw ch.

As for the cab driver in the lunch room he was another of The Shadow s
agents, Shrevvy by name. Not having net Jud, Shrevvy couldn't identify him and
was t herefore dependent upon Hawkeye. And now, Shrevvy, about to gulp his
coffee, received another tip that Jud was the right man.

The tip came from Jud hinmsel f. He gestured for Shrevvy to take his tine.
Lighting a cigarette, Jud idled by the w ndow, |ooking across the street;

t hen,
when he saw Cranston energe from Brenz's buil ding, Jud turned and gave Shrevvy
an inpatient gesture.

By the time a big linmousine was rolling up to take Cranston on board,
Shrevvy appeared fromthe [unch roomand took the hel mof his own cab, with
Jud
as a passenger. Wien Shrevvy asked "Were to, mister?" Jud wasn't tactless
enough to say "Follow that |inmpusine"” and no nore. |Instead, Jud took Shrevvy
into confidence. This being in the Wll Street area, Jud had a take that
sounded
good.

"See that |inousine?" queried Jud. "There's a customer in it and |'ma
customer's man. In case you don't know, that neans | work for a stock broker
and
try to keep his clients in line. So tag after that |inmousine for ne.

Shrevvy nodded and obeyed, spurred by a few dollars on account which Jud
thrust through the front wi ndow. Up ahead, Lanont Cranston | ooked back from
hi s
I i nousi ne and gave the slightest of smles.

G ving Jud Mayhew a chance to run up an expense account w th Brenz,

I ncorporated was quite to Cranston's liking, since it was just another thing
that Jud woul d sonehow have to explain. Cranston was interested in Jud's
expl anations - or lack of 'em

O course Cranston's interest was The Shadow s; but there were others who
held simlar notions, as events were soon to prove.

CHAPTER | X

MARGO LANE bl ew a cl oud of cigarette snoke that nade her |ook like Ilga
Wx. Which nmeant that the snmoke sinmply curled up and around her face,
obscuri ng
the dark hair that forned a foreground to her halo hat. Margo was wearing her
favorite blue outfit, quite oblivious to the fact that Ilga was at present
sporting a duplicate array.

It was early evening and despite herself, Margo was a trifle piqued at
t he
way she and Lanont weren't getting anywhere. They had just drifted from one
pl ace to another and were at present in a little cafe having coffee, with no
pl ans as yet for dinner or further functions. But if anybody deserved bl ane,



it
was Jud Mayhew.

Having trailed along fromone spot to another, Jud was at present playing
ostrich behind an eveni ng newspaper at the far side of the little restaurant.

"What's he doi ng?" Margo asked Cranston. "Still trying to find out how
nmuch
t he newspaper didn't find out about what went on in Stanw ch?"

"Probably," agreed Cranston, "but he's stalling, too. Those occasi onal
phone calls that he's nmade aren't just reports to sonmebody. They've been too
short. 1'd say that he's been calling a nunber w thout getting an answer."

"And the nunber is Gail North," asserted Margo. Then, abruptly, she
queried: "Wat did go on in Stanwich? | still don't know the half of it."

"Nor do I," conceded Cranston. "It was rather uncanny the way that
caravan
di sappeared fromthe superhi ghway. Quite as amazing as the collapse of the
war ehouse. "

Margo smiled at Cranston's use of the words "uncanny" and "amazing," two
adj ectives which were usually applicable to his own activities. Then the very
t hought sobered her, for when Lanont becane confronted with the inpossible, it
nmust nean that singular things were stirring.

"Vincent covered the terrain today," Cranston resuned, "and couldn't find

a
trace. He |l earned, though, that some trucks resenbling those from Stanw ch had
gone through a couple of small ham ets, several mles away from where the
caravan vani shed."

"And fromthere?"

"No trace," replied Cranston. "W are right back where we started, if
t hat
far. Unless we count the deduction that | nmade fromwhat Marsland | earned at
t he
Apex Garage today."

| mredi ately, Margo was agog, for the garage angle with the subsequent
obliteration of Leo's cab, was inportant in itself.

"Marsl and traced a chap naned Jeff," explained Cranston. "This Jeff had
been boot| eggi ng gasoline that was left at the junkyard and Leo was one of his
customers. (ddly, Jeff couldn't provide a single clue, even under pressure.”

Realizing that diff Marsland was the dynam ¢ sort who knew the neani ng
of
appl yi ng pressure, Margo thought the matter closed. But she hadn't heard
Cranston's deduction yet.

"The fact still stands," analyzed Cranston, "that Leo's cab was supplied
with fuel brought fromthe junkyard that the warehouse raiders had left. Since
we know that they carried a |large |oad, those raiders, we may assune that
Leo's
gasoline was part of it."

Margo' s eyes opened wi de.

"You mean sone super-expl osive!"

"Exactly," nodded Cranston. "Self-acting under certain conditions, after

a
given tinme interval."

"And the stuff was in the warehouse!"

"Yes, until the raiders took it. Undoubtedly they used sonme of it to
destroy the foundations of the building, which were probably already weak.
Therefore | would class the stuff as a powerful disintegrating fluid,
expl osi ve
under certain conditions."

Margo sat fully awed.

"Leo didn't go to pick up Sark by accident,"’
" Somebody
arranged it and since Jeff didn't; the blane hinges on the | ast man that

conti nued Cranston.



anyone
woul d normal Iy suspect. He was the garage foreman, Kroner by nane."

"Did Marsland talk to hinP"

"No. Kromer has di sappeared too. He had an excellent record and was due
for
a vacation, which they think he has taken. By an odd coinci dence, Kromer used
to
work for a construction conpany, now defunct -

Cranston paused | ong enough only to watch a question start to formon
Margo's lips. Then:

"And that conpany," Cranston added, "supplied the materials used to
convert
the old brick mlIl into a factory. It was just another of those puzzling
sub-contracts |l et out by Townsend North, as head of Universal Contractors."

"Then Sark nust have known all about it?"

"Naturally, since he was the chief instigator. But matters went beyond
Sark, as we learned |last night."

"Yes, his friends were certainly out to get him"

"And Sark knew it," rem nded Cranston. "That's why he tried to decoy Jud
Mayhew into the cab. Fortunately, we intervened."

Mar go began to specul ate.

"If Sark saw what happened to Jud," she said, "he m ght have taken that

cab

hinsel f. Unfortunately |I didn't see whether he went out or not. | was trying
to

trace Gail. Besides" - Margo pursed her forehead - "I didn't get a good | ook
at

Sark in the first place, so maybe | wouldn't have recogni zed him"

For answer, Cranston placed a photograph upon the table. It showed the
dar ki sh face of Al ban Sark, with all the insidious glitter of eyes and teeth
that went with that insidious countenance.

"That is Al ban Sark," declared Cranston. "Philo Brenz gave ne the

phot ograph today. Study that face cl osely, because you will be seeing it
agai n;
perhaps this very evening."

Margo's eyes were startled as she raised them That Sark might still be

alive was bad enough; that he m ght be seeking Margo, was sonething strictly
horri bl e.

"Don't worry," soothed Cranston. "Sark won't be | ooking for you. | want
you
to go and find him™"

Instead of calnming, Margo's eyes fairly bulged with terror. She was
staring
strai ght past Lanmont toward the wall, and her hands shook so badly that the
phot ograph fluttered fromher fingers to the floor. Stooping to regain the
picture, Cranston allowed Margo a better view of what she thought she saw

"Don't let that White Skull bother you," spoke Cranston. "It's just a
symbol. It comes as an after-effect of |ooking at Sark's picture. | have an
i dea
t hat the photograph was specially posed."

From across the cafe, Jud was watchi ng everything; his own experience was
an index that told himwhat Margo's horror was all about. Jud saw Cranston
repl ace the photo on the table and lean forward to talk to Margo, who answered
wi t h under st andi ng nods. That was about all that Jud needed to conjecture that
one or the other - or perhaps both - were thinking in inmediate terns of Al ban
Sark. Edging fromhis chair, Jud went to the pay tel ephone to put in another
phone call to Gail North.

Jud' s guess was right.

"Sark is now a hunted man," Cranston was telling Margo. "Don't ask ne al
the details, because they're what |'mtrying to learn and theories are too



plentiful to keep adding nore. But being hunted, Sark will not be dangerous if
approached i nnocently or mldly.

"Sark's chief eneny is a man naned Tanjor Zune, who uses an internediary
naned Ludar to reach Sark. Just where Ludar stands is a question; the phone
calls that | overheard between himand Sark still |eave the issue in doubt. W
now know that Kromer is also in the game, definitely on Zune's side. You can
nmention these facts as seens fit."

Margo began to stammer.

"But how - but - but why -"

"How are you going to see Sark?" queried Cranston. "Sinply enough, by
calling on himat this address." Cranston placed a card in Margo's hand. "Wy
shoul d you go to see hinf? Because you are suspicious of Gail North. She's
wor ki ng for her father, so you think, to help himcover up a |lot of shady
busi ness which he intends to bl ane on people who trusted him- like nyself."

Mar go was noddi ng now and with assurance. A man as canny and nysterious

as

Sark woul d doubtl ess know that Gail was checking on himand that in turn
Cranston had been watching Gail. What was nore |ogical than that Cranston's
girl

friend, Margo Lane, would nove into a picture where anot her wonman was
i nvol ved?

From hi s phone booth, Jud was watching Cranston and Margo | eave the cafe.
He was talking to Gail now, for she had finally arrived home. Any doubts that
Jud had so far cherished about visiting Sark's prenises, were herewith
vani shed.

"CGet into your hat and hurry," Jud was telling Gail. "I'Il be around in
t he
cab right away... No, not the one you stole, this is alocal job | hired for
t he
evening... Yes, we're going to Sark's, that's why | need you to show the
way. . .
O course we'll crack into the place. W want to be there when sonebody el se
arrives..."

Leaving Gail to worry over that one, Jud hurried fromthe restaurant,
t ook

a |l ook to make sure that Cranston and Margo were really gone, then clinbed
into
Shrevvy's waiting cab
Jud Mayhew t hought that he was stealing a march on everyone tonight,
i ncl udi ng The Shadow

CHAPTER X

SARK' S house | ooked like a skull inits own right. Yawning froma row of
forgotten brownstone residences, it was one of those architectura
nonstrosities
that had characterized Manhattan at the turn of the century.

Built to stay, the building had, and it was unquestionably the best in an
otherw se dil apidated block. It's skull effect was due to the grilled w ndows
on
the ground floor, their bars giving the effect of leering teeth; while the
hol | ow nose was a second fl oor bal cony; the eyes, tall, gloomy w ndows
bel ongi ng
to the higher stories.

The commodi ous |inbusine that rolled past Sark's paused only slightly as
t hough its chauffeur were taking precautions against bad paving in this
anci ent
bl ock. That sl ackeni ng speed however narked the advent of The Shadow, creature
of bl ackness who preferred such shrouded surroundi ngs.



From the nmonment that he reached the darkened sidewal k, The Shadow was
literally swall owed by the night.

Next, The Shadow was noving up the building wall, the grillwork serving
hi m
as a | adder. Another clinber m ght have been noticed; but not The Shadow. Even
the men who were noving into the block in the wake of the departed |inousine,
were unable to discern him They of all people should have, for they were the
agents who formed The Shadow s own cl an

Reaching the jutting bal cony, The Shadow paused there; then, continuing
hi gher, he skirted the di mw ndows that night have barely revealed him H s
goa
was the roof, on the chance that it afforded a trapdoor entry. If not, The
Shadow could return to one of the tall w ndows and nmake an entrance there.

Thi s night's business was hazardous, risking not only The Shadow s life
but
those of his agents, by a margin which night exist only in The Shadow s
i magi nation

I f The Shadow was right, all was right. If wong, this expedition could
nmean conpl ete obliteration

As a mass proposition, the issue |ay between The Shadow and an unknown
f oe
naned Tanj or Zune. Just as The Shadow had his crew of conpetent agents, so did
Zune, whoever he m ght be. Mystery shrouded The Shadow, but the sanme was true
of
Zune. Wen it came to action, The Shadow s agents, though capabl e agai nst
gr eat
odds, were faced with an opposition that even their chief could not outweigh.

| f Tanjor Zune unl eashed the forces that he had used in Stanwich, this
entire bl ock mght crunble or explode, elininating everybody in it. But in
calcul ating that fact, The Shadow had come to the conclusion that the
resi dence
of Al ban Sark was free of such danger

To liquidate Sark in his own hone, or to weck the place itself, would
gi ve
away Zune's game. Zune wanted to be rid of Sark, but he could only try it in
settings such as Stanwi ch. Zune might attenpt to capture Sark, should the
latter
still be alive, in these prenises that were Sark's own. But Zune woul dn't
unl eash total destruction - or at |east so The Shadow hoped.

Five mnutes after the passing |inmousine had disgorged the fleeting

figure

of The Shadow, a cab pulled into the block and dropped two passengers. That
done, the cab went around the corner to remain on call. It was Shrevvy's cab
and

the persons fromit were Jud Mayhew and Gail North.

Jud and Gail hadn't stopped at Sark's front door for a very good reason
They didn't intend to use that door. In fact, one | ook at the place decided
Jud

that they wouldn't be able to enter at all, but Gail drew himinto a little
passage that forned a blind alley beside the brownstone house. There Gai
whi sper ed:

"Look!"

Jud | ooked back toward the street, and didn't |ike what he saw. There
wer e
lurking places in the formof house steps across the way and Jud thought he
saw
figures shifting there, as though prow ers were getting a vantage spot to
wat ch
what happened in the blind alley.

"Not out there, silly!" undertoned Gail. "Here, above this brick wall.



The
l[ittle window. | think we can squeeze through it, don't you?"

Staring upward, Jud saw the wi ndow that Gail neant. It was directly above
the six foot wall that blocked off the alley and it wasn't barred. It |ooked
like a stairway wi ndow, which had been classed as inaccessible, because
sonmeone
had forgotten about the brick wall being just belowit.

Feeling that retreat to the street had been bl ocked off, Jud decided that
t he wi ndow was a good bet. Cupping his hands, he extended themto Gail and
deci ded:

"Let's try it! Up!"

Inserting her foot in the step that Jud provided, Gail reached the top of
the wall with her other knee. Standing up, she couldn't quite reach the little
wi ndow, but she was able to give Jud a hel ping hand that sped his own progress
to the wall-top. In his turn, Jud reached the w ndow, worked it open, and
haul ed
hi nsel f up through. Wthin he found a stair way | anding and reachi ng out, he
prepared to help Gail follow

Ri ght then, Gail gave a warni ng whisper

Sudden alarmfilled Jud, not for hinself, but for Gail. As she stood
t here,
the girl formed a tense, rigid target, had anyone started shooting fromthe
street. True, Gail was wearing a dark gray dress, which reduced visibility,
but
her red hair wasn't fully conceal ed by her tam o-shanter hat, while her trim
| egs, encased in sun-tan stockings, mght have been seen from a di stance.
Besides, Gail's face showed very white in the darkness.

Then, the reason for her strain became evident. Jud felt relieved as Gai
expressed it.

"It's a car!" The girl told Jud. "Stopping in front of the house!"

"Al'l the nore reason to hurry,"” returned Jud, gripping Gail's elbows to
hoi st her upward. "It's probably just Sark."

"But |'msure Sark is dead -"

"And I'msure he isn't. Not that fox. He knew they were after him- say,
| ook out! You'll be breaking your neck if you aren't careful!"”

Jud added this as Gail cane headl ong through the little wi ndow. Her dress
catching on a hook, Gail tried to wench it free and as a result peel ed her
shoul ders right out of it. Her arns entangling in sleeves, Gil couldn't ward
her fall with her hands and she went spraw i ng backward, her head ainmed for
t he
st eps.

Fortunately, the steps went downward, otherwi se Gail would have bashed
her
head at floor level. Jud was able to catch her shoul ders and turn her spraw
into a half somersault which finally ended when Gail's flying feet hooked the
bani ster posts. There was plenty of clatter in all this, but it was drowned by
the dull clangor of the front door bell, ringing |long and inpatiently.

"That's a break," declared Jud. "Sit down and catch your breath."

Shaki ng back her ruffled hair, Gail sat on the steps and fished the torn
back of her dress up to her neck, where she pinned it with a brooch that she
was

weari ng.

"Lucky | wore this brooch," decided Gail, "but don't worry about the
noi se
we nmade, Jud. There's nobody hone."

The bell lulled at that nmonment and from bel ow, Jud heard the slow tread
of
footsteps. He | ooked at Gail and said:

"No?"

In the dull gloomof that stairway, Gail turned very pale. In her



dayl i ght

trips past this house, she had cone to the conclusion that Sark lived al one
here. Since last night, Gail had felt equally sure that Al ban Sark was dead.
Now, the sound of those footsteps, slow, ominous with their drag, made her

t hi nk

of sonet hing ghostly.

"It can't be Sark," whispered Jud, w thout understanding Gail's pallor
"It's probably just some old servant who works for him But that may be Sark
at
the door. Let's sneak down and take a | ook."

A dimlight appeared in the hallway bel ow and di spelled nost of Gail's
ghost theory; therefore she was willing to accept Jud's plan, particularly as
he
noti oned for her to be cautious as they descended the stairs.

In fact, the appearance of the light was better received by Gail than it
was by anot her young | ady who had been ringing the door-bell. Qut on the front
steps, Margo Lane had been hoping her ring wouldn't be answered.

Now t he drawi ng of big bolts was a worri some sound and Margo | ooked
hopel essly toward the street. Cranston's |inpusine hadn't waited after
bri ngi ng
her here on its second trip and Margo felt very nuch deserted. Maybe that was
good psychol ogy, for it caused her to face the door as it opened.

I nside stood an old, tired-faced servant, who bowed quite scrapingly.

"CGood evening, nma'am" he said, in quavery style. "I amsorry, but no one
is at hone."

Mar go becane enphati c.

"But | want to see M. Sark."

"Sorry, he isn't here, mss -

The servant changed fromone title to another because he could see Margo
nore clearly now and she | ooked younger in the light. The reason she was in
t he
light was because she was pressing her way into the hallway. To the servant,
Margo said bol dly:

"And who are you, to tell nme M. Sark isn't in when I'mso sure he is?"

"My nanme is Tobias, miss," the servant explained. "I wouldn't be here if
M. Sark was, because I"'mjust a hired caretaker. I'monly here when M. Sark
is
away. "

Margo was | ooking toward the stairs, thinking she saw notion there. |f
she
had seen such, it withdrew fromthe |ight before she could identify it.
Thi nki ng

in terms of The Shadow, Margo was a trifle worried, know ng that he woul dn't
have shown hi nsel f unl ess purposely.

"M. Sark won't like it," began Tobias. "To have people conming in
unannounced i s somet hing he woul dn't approve -"

"Are you sure?"

The question canme in a short, clipped tone that nmade Tobi as wheel. There,
standing at the lighted door of what was evidently a study, was Al ban Sark
Head
bowed toward the light, his chin thrust forward in its challenging style, the
man's features matched his photograph to the dot.

Margo had never seen a face so frozen, so artificial in expression. |f
Cranston's face had often inpressed her as masklike, Sark's could be described
as having no mask at all, not even a human one.

Sark lifted his head and his face caught some light, but its cold, gray
resenbl ance to a skull worried Margo all the nore. Then, dismi ssing Tobias
with
a wave, Sark gestured Margo across the threshold of the study. Timdly, the
girl



advanced; once inside, she waited, ready to run out through the door again if
Sark started to close it.

Hand on the door, Sark closed it, but only part way. Through his teeth,
whi ch seemed to smile only because his |lips were spread |like an oval around
them Sark gritted a laugh. Yet the laugh itself was not unpleasant. Sark's
character, like his picture and its after-inmage, seened to run in positive and
negati ve.

Bowi ng the girl to a chair, Sark turned to a corner of the ol d-fashioned
but well furnished room Riveted, Margo sat there, her eyes glued to the
figure
that rem nded her of some nonstrous raven, a logical sinle, because Al ban
Sar k
was unquestionably a creature of prey.

So strained was Margo Lane that she didn't hear the slight creaks from
t he
hal | way, announcing interlopers who intended to view her neeting with Al ban
Sar k.

Jud Mayhew and Gail North too had their interest in the affairs of the
strange man who lived in this strange house!

CHAPTER Xl

| F Al ban Sark had any virtue, it was patience. The reason he had stepped
to
the corner was to open a |arge, ol d-fashioned safe that stood there.
Apparently
the safe was bal ky, as was often the case with old worn conbi nations, for Sark
had to begin over half a dozen times. Yet Margo, in her turn, felt that this
m ght sinply be a stall.

Per haps Sark was expecting someone el se!

That thought turned Margo's attention to the hall and she was briefly
consci ous of the creaks, which ceased inmedi ately. The door was opened in
Margo's direction, hence she couldn't see beyond it, but she gained an
i ncreasing inpression that sone one was peering in fromthe hall

Then the safe clattered open and Sark, rising frombeside it, brought a
stack of docunments that he laid on the desk near Margo.

"M. Cranston would |ike these," announced Sark, in his choppy tone. "You
will take themto him M ss Lane."

Margo stared, quite anmazed

"You will tell himthat | amin danger," continued Sark. "There was a
pl ot
against my life in Stanwi ch. Fortunately | foiled it."

Agai n, Margo nodded, but now it was dawni ng on her that Sark was nerely
com ng up to expectations. If able to cope with such enem es as the nysterious
Tanj or Zune and the band which served him Al ban Sark should certainly be
capabl e of checking on others who noved into his affairs.

"I shall remain here," declared Sark, bluntly, "but | want no further
visitors. Things mght happen to themfor which I could not be held
responsi bl e.

Now you nust | eave, Mss Lane."

As he spoke, Sark rolled the papers and affixed a rubber band around
t hem
Politely, he stepped toward the door, as if to open it further for Margo's
departure. His stride at that noment was exceptionally silent and swift, for a
reason which evidenced itself a nmonent |ater

So rapidly that Margo blinked, Sark whi pped the door w de, wheel ed around
it, and snapped a revolver fromhis pocket. An instant |ater he was covering
two
startl ed people who stood flat-footed on the threshold: Jud Mayhew and Gai



North

That forced grin of Sark's evidenced itself and with it his face cl ouded.
Recogni zing the intruders, his eyes held an ugly glisten that boded no good
for
them Sark's gun nade a quick, inpatient beckon and Jud nudged Gail into the
room since he could think of no better course.

Most persons woul d have classed this a time when quick thinking was
needed,
but not Jud Mayhew. Sark held an option on rapidity; the only antidote was to
be
cool and deliberate. Even to play sluggi sh would be good, as Jud knew from
experi ence. There had been a tine when Jud had dodged | oose froma whol e squad
of krauts, over beyond the Rhine, just by playing dull until the right noment.
He could do the sane with Sark

But there was sonething else to consider, the safety of the two girls.
Jud
wasn't just including Gail, for he counted Margo on his side too. The fact
t hat
Sark had given her papers to take to Cranston didn't incrimnate Margo, nor
Cranston for that matter. It smacked nore of sone deal that Sark was planning.
Apparently Sark considered those docunents a security agai nst Tanjor Zune, to
date his one great eneny; but it followed that he woul dn't want themto fal
into the hands of Gail North.

Ri ght now, Jud's cool calculation told himthat he nust, at all costs,
keep
Sark fromgaining the false notion that Margo's visit had been just a blind
for
Jud and Gail to enter. Along with this, Jud hoped that Margo woul d be smart
enough to play the right part.

At the noment, real distress was showing on Margo's countenance and Jud
knew t hat she was concerned for himand Gail. Fortunately, Gail didn't get it;
in her turn, she was throw ng dagger |ooks Margo's way. Sark was taking al
this
in as he turned his head back and forth. Profiting while Sark's gl ance was
swi ngi ng the other way, Jud gave a qui ck head-shake that Margo caught. Then
Jud
was staring stolidly again, when Sark | ooked back at him

Rel axi ng, Margo forced a | augh which at | east sounded as genui ne as those
in which Sark specialized

"I thought you were springing, a little surprise on ne," Margo told Sark
"Bringing these people in at the wong nonent rather gave ne a jolt. They've
been neddling in too many things lately."

Sark's eyes rested nonentarily on Margo; then returned to Jud and Gail
It
was good policy for Jud to look surly, so he did; as for Gil, she needed no
prompting for she believed that Margo neant the things she said.

"Some contracts go to the | owest bidder," remarked Margo, significantly.
"That was the way Townsend North did business. But there are other people who
sell to the highest bidder. M. Cranston works that way, so | know he'l
listen
when he hears your terms, M. Sark. After all, keeping papers in a nice safe
place is a very sinple matter, isn't it?"

Gail really glared. She woul d have storned a few accusing statenents if
Jud
hadn't nudged her to be silent. He faked that, while stepping in front of Gai
as if to shield her, a nove which brought a snarl and a gun gesture from Sark

It was small wonder that Gail fumed. She thought that Margo intended to
wal k out scot-free, taking along the evidence that Jud and Gail thensel ves had
cone here to obtain. Nor did Margo seemat all worried any | onger about what
m ght happen to her rivals.



Jud's interpretation was different. Fromthe way Margo had taken his cue,
Jud was sure that she intended to contact Cranston and arrange a rescue. To do
that, she would have to get out of this house; therefore, she was playing the
best possi bl e gane.

If Jud had known that Cranston in his other |life was The Shadow, he would
have counted this game in the bag. Even now, it |ooked sure enough when Sark
stated crisply:

"Very well, Mss Lane. You may | eave. But remnd our friend Cranston that
he is not to cone here. | have other guests" - Sark turned a smile that was
really a scow upon Jud and Gail - "and | prefer them Documents are dangerous
to keep, but hostages are excellent. Ludar will have sonething to tell Tanjor
Zune when | informhimthat | am hol ding these prisoners.”

Wth that, Sark turned his back on Margo and used his gun to notion Jud
and
Gail to the corner near the safe. It was the logical corner for it fornmed a
perfect pocket. At the other deep corner was a door which Jud had been eyei ng
enviously as a possible outlet in emergency. But Sark wasn't giving his
prisoners - or hostages as he preferred to call them- anything that m ght
resenble a break or a chance for it.

In turning, Sark remained fairly close to the main door of the room
whi ch
was Margo's exit to the hall. Bundling the rolled papers under her arm Margo
started toward the hallway, feeling that she had begun a death march. What was
to prevent Sark, that nmaster of the double cross, from wheeling about and
maki ng
her a target?

The very thought was terrorizing; it made Margo turn her head and throw a
quick look in Sark's direction, only to see that he was still facing Jud and
Gail. Beyond Sark, Margo saw Jud, his face very grim but telling a story by
its
very grimess. Hi s expression neant just this: that if Sark swung to aim at
Margo; he woul d have Jud to deal with. Fromthe tense pose that Jud showed,
Margo knew such deal i ngs woul d be swift indeed.

It was better to go through with this; better for Margo to get clear and
cone back with aid as soon as she could bring it. Yet sonmehow Margo felt
uncertain, as though the very atnosphere of this old nusty house had all the
characteristics of a nmorgue. It was |like a death factory in mniature, giving
Margo doubts as to whether Jud and Gail would still be alive, once she was
beyond the outer door.

Nevert hel ess, Jud wanted her to chance it, so Margo turned toward the
hal I .

She was in the doorway when she stopped, halted by a new fright that
monentarily

seened silly. It was the death's head again, that after-inage produced by a
| ong

| ook at Sark's face and Margo had taken too long a | ook for confort.

There it was, a shifting, grinning skull, against the gl oomy background
of
the hall. Margo blinked to shake off the illusion, only to realize that it
wasn't the sane that she had gai ned before. This skull wasn't a big one,
| eering
fromthe far wall in two dinensional form It was human in size and alive!
Nor was it a single skull. Margo was seeing three of them all in a

cluster, and they weren't bodiless. They were white skulls painted on bl ack
hoods that encased hunan heads. For Margo coul d see the bodies that bel onged
to
them bodies garbed in tight fitting black costumes that were painted with the
white ribs of skeletons!

New i ntruders these, and bel ow each | eering painted face was a hand t hat
clutched a gun. Behind the sinister trio was Tobias, the old caretaker



st andi ng

at an open door that led up fromthe cellar, gesturing the three invaders
toward

Sark's study!

Though Margo stood riveted for a nere nonent, that nmoment seemed forever.
The hooded nmen with the painted skulls seemed to nock the horror that showed
S0
plainly on Margo's chal k white face, against the background of her dark hair
and
the circle of her halo hat. Conpared to such creatures as these, even Sark
seened preferable, unless he had sutmoned themas a grimjest, to cut off
Mar go' s escape.

But Margo didn't think of that. Her thoughts were a couple of junps
behi nd.

Al'l she could do was turn and fling herself back into the study, shrieking

i ncoherently of the danger that had nmenaced her fromthe hall. Simultaneously,
t he skel eton nmen sprang forward, thrusting their guns ahead of them Even
uglier

was Sark's face as he wheel ed about and Margo's brain reeled with the thought
that this was the end of everything.

It would have been the end, if Sark hadn't shown that same rapid ability
whi ch he had exhi bited before. Spinning, Sark hooked Margo with his gun hand
and
flung her toward the corner by the safe, bowing Jud fromhis feet as he
| unged
forward. Wth the same nove, Sark's other hand flicked the light swtch
dar kening the room The driving skel eton men saw hi m bound toward the ot her
deep
corner of the study, but by the tine they arrived fromthe hallway, a slam of
t he connecti ng door announced that Sark had reached another room

They went half way after him then turned. Darkness had swal |l owed t hem
now
it disgorged themas they started back into the hall, thinking that they could
use it to cut off Sark's escape. Sprawl ed over near the safe, with Jud on
hands
and knees beside her and Gail huddled further in the corner, Margo saw what
happened next.

It was |ike another illusion, that mass of solid bl ackness that | ooned
from
sonewhere to cut off the skeleton trio. At least it seened an illusion unti
it
voi ced a shivering, challenging | augh that no other fighter could begin to
imtate.

That fierce mirth stood for rescue. It was the [ augh of The Shadow

CHAPTER Xl

How The Shadow had arrived so suddenly seemed quite explainable to Margo.
He had a habit of appearing at a crucial nonent, hence this was his usua
form
What Margo coul dn't understand was why The Shadow hadn't arrived sooner. It
wasn't his normal way to | eave energency situations in the hands of doubtful
characters |ike Al ban Sark

Even now, The Shadow was handi capped by his own delay. He didn't have
tinme
to open fire with an automatic and scatter the nen in skel eton costunes. They
were upon himall at once, swinging their guns instead of firing them trying
to
beat down this adversary who had shown hinself too boldly.



On his feet, Jud was charging out into the hallway hoping to aid The
Shadow. Jud had a gun that he had been unable to draw until now, but here was
his chance to use it. Pulling the gun, Jud surged into the bl ack-garbed whirl
that was mixed with the kal ei doscopic effect of skeleton ribs and skull-faces,
all in white.

Then somet hing struck, like a living tidal wave. It was another crew of
hooded nen, coming up fromthe cellar. Reeling away from hard swung bl ows, Jud
saw The Shadow detach hinmself fromone cluster and wheel back toward the
st udy.

Cutting across the path of The Shadow s attackers, Jud was hurl ed ahead and
pi t ched headl ong through the open doorway, Just as The Shadow beat back
anot her

drive of hal f-groggy foenen.

In all that fray, not a single shot had been fired. Al ways, the nenbers
of
the death's head corps had been too close, too clustered, to risk shots
wi t hout
hitting each other. In his turn, The Shadow had preferred that close-up
fighting
as a means of beating down the opposition without wasting bullets. Now, in a
[ull which was hardly nore than an instant, The Shadow gestured his gun hand
across the study and gave the quick order:

"That way!"

Mar go understood. They were to take Sark's way out. G abbing Jud by the
arm Margo dragged himalong and Gail, rather than be left behind, hurried
after
both of them By the time Margo reached the corner door that Sark had sl amed
earlier, Gail was gripping Jud, telling himnot to trust Margo too far.

It seened that Gail couldn't quite understand.

Qut in the hallway, the lights were blinking off. The men in the skel eton
costumes wanted conpl ete darkness. Now they were dashing back down into the
cellar, The Shadow after them For the first tine, shots were heard, but they
were muffl ed, so deep bel ow the house that their reports could not have
carried
to the street where The Shadow s agents wait ed.

Margo heard them however, as she found her way through a dimy lighted
kitchen. Satisfied that The Shadow had put his enemies to rout, Margo deci ded
that the best way was out. In all this turmoil, she hadn't |ost her sense of
direction and ahead she saw a door which she knew nust |lead to the back of the
house.

Beckoning to Jud, Margo brought him al ong despite Gail's protests, which
only resulted in Jud dragging Gail along too. The precious papers tucked under
her arm Margo went through a swi nging door that led into a pantry, then
t hr ough
another into a dining room

Here, a pair of lighted candles were glowing on a |large table as though
in
preparation for sone gruesonme feast. By the dimlight, Margo saw two doors and
she picked the one which she was sure nust |lead out to the back. Her guess
wasn't entirely right; she'd mssed the back door, but what she found was a
si de
door at the end of a little hallway. It was bolted, but in the dimlight,

Mar go
coolly unbolted it and gave anot her beckon to draw Jud and Gail al ong.

Then, Margo was in the fresh air of a narrow alley that led to the front
street. She went that direction, only to drop back startled, as figures rose
to
nmeet her. Then, Margo was |aughing lightly, happily, when she realized that
t hese were The Shadow s agents, waiting on call.

Margo' s | augh becane hal f hysterical as she tried to control it. She was



turning, telling Jud and Gail that everything was all right now, except that
neither Jud nor Gail was standing there. About her, Margo saw doubtful faces,
particularly those of Cyde Burke and Ciff Marsland.

So silent had been the slugging struggle in the thick-walled nansion that
none of these watchers had heard a sound. They were wondering if Margo's talk
of
ot her people could be a product of her own inmagination. Then, Harry Vincent
decided to test the question; he went to the door from which Margo had energed
and tried to open it.

That door was now | ocked fromthe inside, indicating the inpossible;
nanely, that Margo nust have conme out through a solid barrier

There was only one way to disprove that unreality; the way was to pry
open
the door and go into the house itself. So Harry and the others began that
process, finding it difficult considering the strength of the door. Meanwhile
Margo stood by in conplete disbelief, unable to understand why Jud and Gai
hadn't foll owed her outdoors.

The answer was nore astoundi ng than the question. Jud and Gail were stil
foll owi ng Margo inside the house, at |east so they thought. In the dining
room
they' d seen her beckon, not fromthe rear door but the front. Thinking that
Margo knew her way around, they had gone that direction.

Now t hey were back in the large hall and finding it totally deserted,
though its lights had been turned on again. Totally deserted, that was, except
for Margo, until Jud and Gail |earned that they were wong on that supposition
too. For when the girl in blue turned about, she wasn't Margo Lane.

Bl onde hair now showed agai nst the halo hat; cold, steel-gray eyes
acconpani ed the hard smle that belonged to Il ga Wx. Equally steely was the

gun
muzzl e that covered the fornmer prisoners of Al ban Sark, prisoners who had
escaped one captor to fall into the hands of another clan

Fromcorners of the hall arrived two | eft-overs of the skel eton
conti ngent,

men who took i medi ate charge of Jud and Gail, starting them down by the
cel |l ar
route, with Ilga bringing up the rear. Al during that march, llga dealt in

har d-t oned gi bes.
"So Sark thought he would keep you as host ages,

declared Ilga. "It's
j ust
t he other way about. Zune will hold you and nake Sark come to terns. Those
papers of his mean very little, they don't tell the real story.
"The only thing that matters is if Sark talks. He won't tal k now, because

he needs your evidence. Besides, he will soon know that we could frame him
now
that we have the right people to serve as victins. Ludar will tell Sark that."

They reached the cellar during Ilga' s harangue and there Jud saw a sight
that he could hardly believe. In the cellar wall was a hunpy archway t hat
| ooked
as though sone nmighty force had conpressed the stone up into itself. Nor did
t he
arch stop there. It led in the shape of a long narrow tunnel, in a direction
whi ch could only be under the rear street.

"Don't think The Shadow will help you," sneered Ilga, as the
skel et on-cl ad
men thrust Jud and Gail through the tunnel. "Qur nmen |l ed himon a wld-goose
chase through the connecting cellars of the other houses. They were schedul ed
to
shake off the trail at the end of the block. By the time The Shadow i s back
we
shal | be gone."



They were gone as llga declared it. Through the tunnel, they had energed
into the cellar of an old house in the rear block, which was one pl ace that
neit her The Shadow nor his agents would | ook for them Jud was just about to
ask
how Il ga intended to cover up the evidence, when she proved how easily it
coul d
be done.

There was a peculiar machine in this old cellar, with wires |eading from
it
to the wall. Ilga pressed a | ever, the machi ne began to quiver. Like mi sshapen
cardboard, the jamed wall began to regain its shape, under the powerful
vi bration. Stonework settled down in place, all through the tunnel, marking
t he
end of the pressure that had arched it. The whole effect was silent, uncanny
in
its action.

Wth Il ga covering the astoni shed prisoners, the skeleton men packed up
their equipnent and | ed the way further through the cellar, where others net
themto aid in controlling the captives.

Back in Sark's house, The Shadow s agents had just begun to work the door
| oose when it opened. A whispered tone ordered silence, then told themto
enter.

Margo foll owed the others, still gripping those papers that Sark had given

her,

until in the hallway The Shadow t ook the bundle from her and spoke one word:
"Report."

Taking it for granted that The Shadow knew the first part of the story,
Margo nentioned the matter of the doubl e di sappearance staged by Jud and Gail
The Shadow sent his agents off to search the house; then, deciding that the
cellar required further inspection, he went down there.

At the very rear of the cellar, The Shadow studi ed the stonework. It
| ooked
solid enough, but it bore peculiar traces. It |looked as if it had been pounded
wi t h sl edgehamers, pulverizing some of its surface. Near the bottom sone of
the masonry was | oose, the conponent stones twisted a trifle askew

Yet when The Shadow tested those stones, he found that he coul dn't budge
any of them Nothing short of an earthquake shock or the force of sone
terrific
expl osi ve coul d have caused that result. This was something that even a
scientific m nd woul d doubt, or perhaps attribute it to some peculiar trenor
due
to a flawin the ground stratum The Shadow had a scientific mind, but he was
gifted with inagination too.

I nstead of doubting, The Shadow | aughed. His tone was grim mirthless, as
it echoed its strange whispers through the | owroofed cellar

Things fromthe past were explaining thensel ves by the present and from
them The Shadow was gauging the future. What that future held for Jud Mayhew
and Gail North, was a very doubtful question

Nevert hel ess, The Shadow had a way to solve it. That way was to play two
strange and singul ar personalities each against the other: Al ban Sark versus
Tanj or Zune.

The Shadow knew

CHAPTER XI I |

PH LO BRENZ strunmed his big desk and studi ed Lanont Cranston very
specul atively. H's gray eyes were troubled and Brenz was show ng the broad,
grim
expression that went with a worried nood.



"I don't like it, Cranston," Brenz insisted. "Young Mayhew woul dn't have
forgotten his appointnment today. Sonething has happened to him"

Cranston shrugged as though the matter were uninportant. That brought a
sudden out burst from Brenz.

"You were the last person to see him" rem nded Brenz in a hal f-accusing
tone. "To sone degree the responsibility is yours, Cranston.”

"No nore than yours," returned Cranston, calmy. "I was still here when
Mayhew | eft."

Thi nki ng a nmoment, Brenz nodded.

"So you were," he recalled. Then, his nood becom ng hopel ess, he added:
"What coul d have happened to Jud? Do you think" - a sparkle came suddenly to
Brenz's eyes - "could that North girl have had anything to do with Jud's
di sappear ance?"

"Very possibly,"’

declared Cranston. "It mght be a good idea to question
her .

That brought a snort fromBrenz. "Try to find her first!" he asserted.
"Here, Cranston, |ook at these reports!"”

The reports were fromvarious private detective agencies and they covered
not only Gail North but Al ban Sark. The word "covered" was hardly correct,
however, because the facts that the reports gave were too slimto be of nuch
account .

Gail had been tabbed chiefly when she went to visit her father, Townsend
North, who was at present in a private sanitariumrecuperating froma nervous
br eakdown. Sark had been checked only on those rare occasi ons when he showed
hinself in towns |ike Stanwi ch or appeared openly but briefly in New York

None of the private operatives hired by Brenz had begun to penetrate to
t he
guestion of Tanjor Zune. As for Sark's residence, scene of last night's
fantastic conbat and anot her di sappearance of the principals concerned,
Brenz's
i nvestigators hadn't even |l earned that such a place existed.

Their reports dealt with the same old matter of contracts, a subject on
whi ch Brenz knew nore than they did. There wasn't a single fact pointing to
anyt hi ng deeper, unless the general ignorance of the reports could be so
i nterpreted.

"Phone ne later this afternoon," suggested Brenz, as Cranston prepared to
| eave. "Perhaps we may have | earned sonething by then."

"Why say 'we' when Mayhew will report to you?"

"Because Jud is covering every angle of the case," explained Brenz,
you are one of the angles, Cranston.”

"I suppose | am" conceded Cranston with a slight smle. "I just hadn't
| ooked at it that way. Anbng other things, | was in Stanwi ch when things fel
apart there."

"Exactly. You are a bit of a mystery man in your own right, Cranston. Now
that |1've put the case in Jud' s hands, he may think that by checking on
soneone
like yourself, he may gain a lead to Sark if the fellow should still be alive.
Anyway, phone ne, Cranston."

Brenz shook hands and Cranston |l eft. Though he went fromthe Wall Street
section, his next stop was a place that had sone relation to it. Lanont
Cranston
called at the uptown office of an investnment broker named Rutl edge Mann

O all the serious mnded persons that Cranston knew, Mann rated tops.
That
was why Mann rated as an agent of The Shadow. Publicly, Mann was just a
roundi sh-faced gentl enan whose chubby expression was that of a sleepy ow and
whose idea of a huge adventure was a good, rousing chess gane. Privately,
however, Mann's nethodi cal mnd, his neticul ous way of w nnowi ng everything
down
to the last grain and then wi nnowi ng the chaff, made hi minval uable to The

and



Shadow where research was concerned
Mann was al so a contact agent, through whom The Shadow s active workers
reported. Right now Mann had a visitor who was goi ng over papers w th hi mwhen
Cranston arrived. The visitor was Margo Lane; the papers were those that once
bel onged to Al ban Sark
"It's all a hodgepodge, Lanont,'

expressed Margo, gesturing to the pile
of

papers. "Wth all the fuss Sark nmade about this evidence, you'd think sone of
it

woul d be inportant.”

Cranston was witing a list of names which he handed to Mann. Then

"Call these private detective agencies,” Cranston told Mann. "Find out
why
t hey bogged down on the investigations they nade for Brenz."

That took care of Mann for a while. Cranston |let Margo show hi mthrough
t he
papers.

"Maybe Sark thought the papers were nore inportant than they are," argued
Margo. "He couldn't have opened that safe for a long time, because he had a
| ot
of trouble with the conbi nati on. Maybe he was nervous, but he didn't showit,
except that he acted awfully fast when he got started.

"Why, the way Sark turned out those |lights was even speedi er than when he
trapped Jud and Gail. When those skel eton nmen chased hi m across the study, he
was through the other door before they had time to fire at him

"It was while they were trying to find Sark that they ran into The
Shadow. "

Margo paused to gaze at Cranston as though expecting himto adnit that he knew
all about it, but he sinply kept on | ooking through the papers. "So Sark

real ly

hel ped us,"
he

did."

Margo said, "though probably all he wanted was to get away, which

Sorting the various papers into piles, Cranston gestured for Margo to do
the sane. The process wasn't very hel pful, considering that the letters, nenos
and all that, were definitely inconplete and anything but incrimnating. In
fact, the contents of Sark's safe contained a |lot of immterial things, such
as
raci ng sheets, theater prograns, and receipted bills from night clubs.

It was these last that specially interested Cranston. One batch of
receipts
were stanped with dates that showed themto be a week apart. Wrking al ong
t hat
line, Cranston found the same true of sone ticket stubs that came froma |arge
novi e house.

Next, Cranston was exam ning Pull man recei pts which were sone indication
of
Sark's travel habits. Like alink to all these, was a little day book, its
pages
bl ank, except for a few printed pages that included such things as postal
rates
and a cal endar. The one page that was fairly well thunbed was the one that
bor e
t he cal endar.

"Rat her a nethodi cal chap,” commented Cranston. "Or | might say that Sark
had regul ar habits. He seened to know where he was going to be at certain
tines.

I wonder who el se knew. "

That specul ation still renmai ned unanswered, except possibly in The

Shadow s



own m nd, when Mann returned with a report on his phone calls. They were very
much of a pattern.

"Al'l the detective agencies say the sane," declared Mann. "Brenz becane
i npatient with themtoo soon for themto get results. If an operative didn't
produce a good report on Sark, Brenz said the job was poorly handled. If one
good report wasn't followed by another, Brenz decided that Sark mnust have
f ound
out that he was bei ng watched."

Cranston gave no comment, but Margo did.

"Brenz was right," declared Margo. "Sark proved | ast night that he knows
what is going on. He had nme tagged as Lanont's friend and he was expecting Jud
and Gail. | wonder" - Margo gave Cranston an anxi ous | ook - "what did becone
of
those two last night!"

"Of course, the detective agencies may have been giving nme their usual
talk," continued Mann. "Actually, | don't think they could be very conpetent.
Those | called had a very poor credit rating in Dunn and Bradstreet."

"Those you call ed?" queried Cranston. "I thought you were going to call

al l
of them"

"I couldn't," returned Mann, "because sone of them are out of business.
Apparently they were nothing nore than fly-by-night concerns. | suppose Brenz
want ed cheap service; if so, he got it. You mght tell himthat it doesn't pay
to patronize cut rate companies."”

That brought a smile from Cranston, since if anyone shoul d have preached
that |l esson, the nan was Philo Brenz. In fact, Brenz's greatest criticism of
t he
ent erpri ses nmanaged by Townsend North had been their practice of underbidding.
Mann's statement, however, was a rem nder that Cranston was to phone Brenz and
learn if he had gained any further |eads to Sark.

It was now after five, so Brenz would be hone by this tinme. Cranston
promptly put in a call, only to find that the Iine was busy. This proved to be
the case with three repeats that Cranston made, but finally he managed to get
Brenz on the wre.

When Cranston informed Brenz that he was hard to reach, Brenz had a

pr onpt
answer .

"I"ve been calling |lawers," Brenz explained. "All the | awers who had
anything to do with those North contracts. |'ve insisted that they |l ook into
t he
details and they're doing it right now But neanwhile, | have found sonething
i mportant. Cone right over, Cranston; 1'd like to have an hour with you. It
nmay

do a lot to clear the question of Sark."

Li ki ng that prom se, Cranston agreed to visit Brenz. Telling Mann what
Brenz had said, Cranston renmarked:

"You may phone those sane | awers, Mann, and see what you can find out
for
me. Phone ne at Brenz's in about an hour. Any other questions?"

VWi | e Mann was shaki ng his head, Margo put one.

"We have a dinner date," she said to Cranston, "or don't we?"

"I don't recall one," replied Cranston.

"OfF course it's atrifle late," adnmitted Margo. "Just a matter of
twenty-four hours. W never did nmeet up in time to eat after | left Sark's
| ast
ni ght."

“I'"1l call you later,"
"Just be patient, Mrgo."

"How rnuch | ater?"

"An hour or so."

prom sed Cranston, as he was going out the door.



"I'f you mean an hour multiplied by twenty-four,"'
["1'l dine with soneone el se.”

"Who el se for instance?"

"For one instance," retorted Margo, "I m ght have dinner with A ban Sark
O wouldn't he do?"

"He mght if you can find him" decided Cranston. "Good hunting, Margo."

The door cl osed and Margo gave it an angry glare which Mann didn't notice
because he was busy | ooking up |l awers in the red-book. Then, with a sudden
dawn
of an idea, Margo turned to the papers on the desk, renmenbering that they
m ght
furnish some clues to dining habits.

VWhen it came to dining, Margo was seldom forgetful, though Cranston often
was. At present, Cranston wasn't thinking of dinner, at least not in specific
ternms. What Cranston was considering was the present plight of Jud Mayhew and
Gail North.

After all, the plight of hostages was not apt to be too pleasant, though
Cranston doubted that it would beconme too difficult within a single day. At
| east he could spare an hour with Brenz, who m ght furnish sone rea
i nformation, before enbarking on the one course that m ght aid two hel pl ess
pri soners.

It happened that Lanont Cranston was enbarking on a |lot nore than he
reali zed, even as The Shadow

rej oi ned Margo, "maybe

CHAPTER XI 'V

DUSK was deepeni ng over the Hudson River when Lanont Cranston turned from
t he wi ndow and wat ched Philo Brenz lay down the tel ephone with a final shrug
of
di sappointnment. In his turn, Cranston laid down the drink that Brenz had
furni shed him
"At least the visit has been enjoyable, Brenz,'

said Cranston. "You have
a

ni ce outl ook here, along Riverside Drive. It's probably worth the rent it
costs

you. "

Despite hinself, Brenz |laughed. He waited until a stolid servant had
renoved the tray with its glasses. Then Brenz said:

"The rent is nothing. What matters about this place is the nunber of the
servants | need to keep it up."

"So | noticed," nodded Cranston. "You nust have close to a dozen."

"Too close to a dozen," adnmitted Brenz. "But let's forget the servant
guestion. That phone call was fromthe |last of the |awers. |'ve kept them
wor ki ng overtine in their offices and they've found out -"

Pausi ng, Brenz waited for Cranston to supply the word and Cranston did.

The
word was:

" Not hi ng. "

"Exactly nothing," agreed Brenz. He picked up a paper that lay on a side
table. "But still, this rmay nean sonething -"

"Just a monent," interrupted Cranston, picking up the tel ephone. "This is
the first chance |I've had to call my broker and find out how we nmade out
t oday. "

Cranston's phone call was brief. He | ooked worried as he laid the phone
aside. Brenz in his turn appeared puzzl ed.

"Why call your broker so late?" queried Brenz. "The Exchange cl osed hours
ago. Surely, he would have known about the market |ong before this."

"It wasn't the market," said Cranston. "It was a couple of horses. W
wer e



both playing the sane daily double."

" And?"

"Exactly nothing," replied Cranston. "Funny, he called a | ot of places
wi t hout even getting an answer. But getting back to Sark. Wat about this
nmessage he sent you? What does it prove?"

Brenz passed the paper to Cranston. It bore a roughly typed nessage, as
t hough done in a hurry, by someone who knew as little about using a typewiter
as repairing it, for the inprint was out of Iline.

The nessage read:

| amin danger. | nust see you. | can give you information, the
very kind you want. Cone alone to Thorneau Pl ace at seven o' clock this
eveni ng.

If you think that prying into ny affairs can help you in any way,
you are welconme to try. | prefer to state nmy case in full to anyone
who is prepared to listen. Are you?

It was indeed a curious nessage, but the thing that gave it weight was
t he
signature "Al ban Sark" that was scrawl ed bol dly beneath. Cranston had seen
t hat
signature often enough, both on actual contracts and in the letters that Margo
had delivered, to know that it was genui ne.

The sinplicity of Sark's signature was its validity. Though ragged, the
man's witing of his own nanme was blunt. It was the hardest kind of signature
to
forge and Cranston was sure that this one wasn't.

Looki ng at Brenz, Cranston asked:

"Are you going there?"

In reply, Brenz gave a smile that was a cross between mld and grim He
asked a question in return

"Wul d you?"

Cranst on shook his head.

"Then add that to your collection," said Brenz, meaning the badly typed
paper. "At least it is the only thing of any consequence that | amable to
gi ve
you. "

Pocketing the paper, Cranston started to the door. Politely, Brenz showed
himthe way out fromthe el aborate apartnent. Wth all the servants in his
househol d, Brenz found none avail abl e when he needed t hem and grunbl ed over
t he
fact.

"These servants have their dinner while | wait for mne," conplained
Brenz.

"Hal f of them always seemto be taking an evening off. | have chauffeurs
enough
for three cars but only enough gasoline to run one. Wen ny lease is up, I'm

going to give up this apartment and nmove to ny club."

Cranston agreed that it would be the best thing to do. But as he spoke,
hi s
manner was reflective. Brenz's servant problemwas a m nor matter, conpared to
Cranston's specul ations. Realizing that Cranston's mind was on the nessage,
Brenz said in parting:

"At | east we know that Sark is still alive. A dangerous man, Sark, too
dangerous to tackle. It is obvious now that he nust have franmed that cab
expl osion hinself, probably by planting a high explosive charge in his own
| uggage. Personally | intend to ignore the nmessage, but if | can find Matthew,
I

m ght have Hugo drive himdown there to see if anyone is around.”
Matt hew was Brenz's butler, Hugo one of his chauffeurs. Cranston had seen



both of them anong the various servants who had been in and out during
Cranston's brief visit at the apartnment. But Cranston's own personal opinion
was

that the business at Thorneau Place, if inportant at all, would prove too

i mportant to be investigated nerely in passing fashion by sonmeone's butler and
chauf f eur.

This was proven not only by the fact that Cranston's own |inmousi ne headed
directly for Thorneau Place with hinself as passenger, but by the fact that
hi s
trail was picked up by other cars, anbng them Shrevvy's cab. Cranston had a
systemw th his |inmousine, which even its driver, Stanley by nane, did not
recogni ze, Stanley not rating as one of The Shadow s agents.

By ordering changes in route which neant odd stops or turns; by telling
Stanley to increase or slacken speed, Cranston was able to signal when he
want ed
his agents to follow and how far. Thus when the |inbusi ne neared Thorneau
Pl ace
and Cranston stopped it, ordered it further on, then alighted and finally
di smssed the big car, half a dozen of The Shadow s staunch henchmen knew
wher e
he had gone al t hough they did not see him go.

Merely stepping into sheltering darkness, Cranston envel oped hinmself in a
cl oak that he had been carrying over his arm Capping a slouch hat to his
head,
he becane his favorite character, The Shadow. Fromthen on he m ght have been
a
patch of night moving of its own volition

In that brief interval before he became The Shadow, Cranston's figure was
hi dden by his own departing car. Even if a chance observer had glinpsed the
tal
form be could not have sighted Cranston's face. It m ght have been anybody
who
stepped into that darkness and very shortly the gl oom contai ned nobody.

The Shadow had gone to keep an appoi ntnent whi ch bel onged to Al ban Sark
and
Philo Brenz, though the latter wanted no part of it. Now, even Lanont
Cranston,
sel f-appointed as a substitute for Brenz, had effaced hinmself fromthe scene.

Smal | wonder, for entering Thorneau Place was like going into a trap. The
Pl ace was shaped like a collar-button and the interior, where it w dened, was
nostly a matter of, solid walls. Warehouses and other honely structures had
repl aced the ol d-fashioned residences surrounding this courtyard which was in
effect a blind alley.

Brenz had only dimy recall ed hearing of Thorneau Place, but Cranston had
known all about it, though he hadn't expressed hinmself too volubly on the
subject. A cul-de-sac of this variety was just the sort of |ocale that The
Shadow considered in his plans. Sone day - or nore specifically sone night -
The
Shadow had anticipated that he m ght be in Thorneau Pl ace under trying
ci rcunst ances.

Toni ght was the night.

As silent as he was invisible in the gloom The Shadow passed through the
portals formed by two hul king walls. Here again, he was chancing that the
whol e
surroundi ngs m ght coll apse, but he doubted that such would be arranged on
this
occasi on. The Shadow was certain, however, that Thorneau Pl ace had been turned
into a trap.

Per haps The Shadow coul d see in the dark; maybe he possessed that uncanny
sense comon to certain creatures, of distinguishing obstacles that sight



coul d

not discover. Wi chever the case - or possibly just by some hunch - The Shadow
paused at just the proper noment. Extending his gloved hands, he felt a

wai st - hi gh object that he identified a sizable ash-can, its cover tilted

| oose.

The ash-can was heavy, but only because it was of sturdy netal
construction. It was enpty, as The Shadow ascertained by tilting it, very
slightly, upon the cobbles that formed the paving of Thorneau Place. This
obst acl e had been set here just so sonmeone would blunder into it and send it
rolling together with its clattery top.

Hal f a minute passed, with sounds so subdued that no |istening ear could
have caught them Apparently The Shadow was meking up his mnd whether to test
this trap or not; all the while he seened to be on the point of trying it.

Then The Shadow did it.

Over went the big ash-can with a clanging thunp, a roll that brought
echoes
fromthe cobbles. Instantly there was a response fromlow roof tops and high
wal I s surrounding the court. Powerful flashlights hurled their beans, sweeping
inward fromthe entrance to the courtyard, as though to conb in anyone who
m ght
have started out that way.

Wth the sweeping rays canme spasnodi c shots at clunps of darkness,
pr obi ng
those spots with bullets rather than await gunfire fromthem At |east half a
dozen marksmen were surroundi ng Thorneau Pl ace, intent upon eradicating the
fool -hardy intruder who had defied their snare!

Men of murder were acting like marionette mani pulators, their gunfire the
strings with which they were staging a dance of death, in which The Shadow was
schedul ed to play the puppet!

CHAPTER XV

SWEEPI NG | i ghts, blazing guns, both had their play but briefly. The
lights
certainly weren't uncovering The Shadow, therefore it seenmed | ogical that the
gunfire had found him Al this was happening while the overturned ash-can was
conpleting its roll to the wall fromwhich it slowy recoiled, its netallic
echoes drowned by the louder fury of the guns.

And then, as suddenly as the attack had opened, the counterattack
arrived.

O her guns spurted valiantly fromthe alley entrance, the spot that
killers
had i nmedi ately ignored. Wining bullets skimed the edges, of the roofs and
bashed against the tops of walls. Flashlights went flying from hands of owners
who realized that they were maki ng thensel ves targets.

The Shadow s agents had arrived pronptly in the wake of their chief and
were giving the opposition plenty.

Lurki ng nurderers hadn't bargai ned for such a response from an unexpect ed
quarter. They took to flight and wisely, for The Shadow s fighting crew didn't
stop at walls, or for that matter, roofs. They scaled the walls as the first
step in reaching the roofs and during the process, they seened to draw
t hensel ves up by their own gunfire. Though lacking time to chop down the
rout ed
opposition, they reduced it to an amateur status. Aces all, The Shadow s
fighters took over the roof tops in no tine, only to find that the eneny had
scattered.

There still was the question of The Shadow s fate, for in this rapid fray
he hadn't fired a single shot, which was sonethi ng nore than unusual
Anxi ousl y,



t he agents gat hered abandoned fl ashlights and turned them down into the
courtyard, hoping to find sonme sign of their chief.

The Shadow was gone, as totally as if the cobbl estones had swal | owed himn

Al'l that remmined as evidence of the cloaked invader's brief adventure
was
the overturned ash-can lying enpty with its lid beside it.

That happened to be the answer to the riddle. The ash can hadn't lost its
lid until after the counterattack. The Shadow had turned that crude device to
hi s own use.

Al'l he had done was ease hinself into the big container, drawi ng down the
lid before overturning it fromw thin. The Shadow, encased in a cylinder of
nmetal, had been rolling across Thorneau Pl ace while his enenmies were raking it
with shots that were directed at every spot but the right one, which in turn
was
the one invulnerable itemon the scene of battlel

Now t hat his agents had taken over, The Shadow was departing by the very
route that he had entered, hoping if possible to handl e other phases of this
pecul i ar situation.

Only a block from Thorneau Pl ace, a big car skirted nervously as its
front-seat occupants went into a sudden huddle. This car belonged to Brenz;
its
driver was Hugo, his conpanion, Matthew Chauffeur and butler couldn't
understand the prol onged outburst fromthe depths of Thorneau Pl ace. As they
veered around the bl ock, Matthew hoarsely urged Hugo to avoid the path of a
car
that came racing fromthe next street.

That car was followed by another, both making their getaway while distant
police sirens gave evidence that the gunfire had been reported. Hugo turned
t he
big car in the opposite direction, deternmined not to be linked with the
fugitives that had just sped past. Matthew started to commend the choice, only
to interrupt hinmself as he heard the car door slam

Then a crisp voice was delivering orders, for between the shoul ders of
Matt hew and Hugo peered a face that both recogni zed under the passing street
| anps.

It was the face of a man who had visited Philo Brenz, but not recently.
| f
the face had bel onged to Lanont Cranston, Brenz's men m ght have accepted him
as
somet hing of a friend. But the face was one that bulged, with eyes that
glistened fromtheir hollows like the teeth that forned an ugly smle

The unexpected passenger was Al ban Sark

Not only did Sark give orders; he backed themw th a gun that noved from
one man's neck to the other. Hugo took those orders and Matthew approved them
t hough silently. This car really had a back-seat driver, for Sark deserved the
term considering how his mere gestures guided their course.

Uncannily, this skull-faced man directed Hugo away fromthe paths of
converging police cars, until they were riding entirely in the clear. Then
Sar k
stated exactly where he expected to be taken

Reachi ng a nei ghborhood far renmoved from Thorneau Pl ace, Brenz's car
di sgorged Sark and then scooted off |like a boy finishing his last day of
school .

Unli ke Cranston, Sark didn't step into sheltering darkness, instead he stood
conspi cuously on the curb. H's eyes, though, probed the gl oomaround him
inviting any lurkers to cone out and fight, but none put in an appearance.
Then,

pocketing his glittering revolver with a defiant, jerky notion, Sark shifted a
squari sh package under his arm and stal ked al ong the street and around a
corner.



There, Sark walked into a little restaurant that bore the sign
CAFE UNI CORN

Above the door was a sign bearing a picture of the heraldic creature from
which the cafe was titled, but Sark paid no attention to it; |ikew se, he
i gnored the hat-check girl who snmiled and reached for his odd package.
Continuing to the rear of the cafe, which was nodel ed somewhat in the shape of
Thorneau Pl ace, Sark took a table for four and placed his package very

careful ly
upon one of the vacant chairs.
A wai ter cane over, nodded, and tendered a bill of fare, which Sark

gestured away as sonet hing unnecessary. Noddi ng again, the waiter decided that
Sark wanted his usual order. Relaxing, Sark sinply waited for sonmething to
happen. It did.

From a corner of the cafe came a girl in blue, whose bl onde hair showed
conspi cuously against the high circle of her halo hat. She stopped at Sark's
table and faced himboldly, covering a certain trend toward apprehension with
a
W se, steady stare. Receiving no invitation to sit down, the girl reached to a
chair.

"Not that one!" spoke Sark, quickly. "Around here. | have a package on
t hat
chair."”

The girl saw that there was a package and gave the chair a w de berth.
Noti ng a qui ck change of her expression, Sark gave a short | augh

"Wirried, 1l1ga?" queried Sark, soothingly. "You needn't be - at |east not
yet."

Ilga Wx set her lips firmy; then becanme quite casual, even to the
gesture
that her pliant fingers made in the direction of the package.

"Si nce when have you been carrying your own, Al ban?"

"Only recently," returned Sark. "The idea came to ne as in a dream™

Ilga's dunb stare was a pretense.

"A nightmare," specified Sark. "I saw that cab bl ow up in Stanw ch, clear
frommy hotel window | took a roomon the seventh floor just because of the
view "

Placing a cigarette in a holder, Ilga poised so Sark could provide a
light.

Wien he had, the bl onde said:

"You were very lucky, Al ban."

"More so than | realized," stated Sark. "Some people had the notion that
one of ny suitcases contained the explosive that obliterated that cab. It gave
nme the notion."

"And that is why the package?"

"That is why the package. Two can play with dynanite as well as one,
except
t hat Zune uses sonething nore than dynanite.

Il ga was rai sing one hand warni ngly.

"Maybe that package contains sonething nore than dynanmite," confided

Sar k.
"Perhaps | know nore than Zune realizes, or has he thought of that?"

"I wouldn't know "

"At | east you came here to watch for me," expressed Sark. "OF course it's
Wednesday, ny usual night at the Unicorn. But | might have changed ny habits
after what happened in Stanw ch.”

"Yes, you night have."

"I would have," assured Sark, "if | hadn't brought al ong that package. Go
tell that to Zune.'

Il ga gave a rather hopel ess shrug.



"Don't accuse nme, Alban." llga failed badly when it canme to faking a
pl eadi ng tone. "You know | never see Zune."

"I may have thought you didn't," retorted Sark, "or | may have nade you
think I thought you didn't. But after what happened at Stanwich -"

"Quit harping about Stanwi ch!"™ gritted out Ilga, savagely. "What woul d |
know about what happened t here?"

"Enough to keep you fromtaking a ride in the wong sort of taxicab,"
decl ared Sark, reducing his tone to a purr. "Being alive ends your bluff,

Ilga."
Monentarily disgruntled, Ilga finally managed a di sparagi ng shrug.
"Al'l right," she admtted, "I did see Zune. But |I'mlike Ludar. I'm
trying
to help you."

"Ludar ?" queried Sark. "The name does sound famliar -

"Ludar sent ne here tonight,"” interrupted Ilga. "I told himl'd phone him
if you were here, so he could talk to you."

"Why didn't he just phone for hinself?"

"Because he didn't want to ask for you if you weren't around. If you'l
only believe ne, Al ban -"

"Al'l right, call Ludar."

Il ga went to a phone booth in a corner of the cafe. Wen she returned,
she
nerely paused at Sark's table.

"Ludar is on the phone," undertoned Ilga. "I'Il see you later, Alban."

Sark carried his precious package with himto the phone booth, while Ilga
hurried out the nearest door, not anxious to remain in the proxinty of such a
bundl e. Over the phone, Sark | aughed when Ludar, speaking in a stolid tone,
expressed the wish to neet Sark sonewhere.

"Very well, Ludar," said Sark, at length. "Come around for ne, but be
sure
you stay in the car. W can chat while we ride, but 1'll have the package that
Il ga probably told you about. If | decide to blow nyself up, | intend to have
conmpany. "

Back at his table, Sark had less than a ten mnute wait before the door
man

entered to tell himthat a car was waiting for himoutside. Having cancel ed
hi s

di nner order, Sark was ready to | eave, but he was careful to take his package
with him The car proved to be a sizable sedan, with two nen in the front. A
third occupant, Ludar, was in back, beckoning through the open door

Stepping into the car, Sark sat down, all the while handling his package
very carefully, without tipping it nore than a few inches. Ludar reached
ar ound
hi m and across, showing a blunt, darkish face that did not reflect the
appr ehensi on which he must have felt. Hand on the door, Ludar paused.

"Al'l right, Ilga," he said, "cone along if you want."

Before Sark could turn, the girl had stepped into the car and was sitting
down beside him turning her head to adjust her overlarge hat while she cl osed
the door with her other hand. It took quite a dip to get a hat Iike that
t hr ough
the door in the first place, which was why Ludar hadn't noticed sonething that
became apparent when this new passenger turned her face toward the nmen beside
her .

Il ga had nore than a new hair-do; she had a hair-dye. At least it |ooked
as
t hough the bl onde had converted herself into a brunette, until Sark and Ludar
saw her face. Then they realized that she wasn't Ilga at all.

The girl was Margo Lane, smiling grinly above the muzzl e of a conpact
automatic that she had drawn from her purse. Al Margo had to say was one
wor d:



"Surprised?"

CHAPTER XVI

THEY weren't surprised, exactly.

The big surprise was past; the fact that Il ga Wx had decided to take
this
ride voluntarily. Ludar had credited Ilga with a sudden show of bravado, which
Sark had apparently shared; but it now seened nore |ogical that Margo Lane
should be in the car, since she didn't know about the package.

Nei t her man spoke, so Margo smled. She felt quite confident over the
fact
that she had found a trail and followed it before The Shadow.

"I was | ooking over some of your odd papers,"” Margo told Sark. "Sonehow
they seermed to fit with your calendar. You liked to see novies every MNonday
ni ght, always at the sane theater. Tuesday, you just |loved to see the races.
Wednesday, you al ways dined at the Unicorn and kept the receipts fromthe
wai ter's check."

Ludar grunted sonething that didn't sound conplinentary to Sark, but
Mar go
interpreted it differently.

"I'f you're worrying about Ilga," remarked Margo, across her gun, "She's

al l
right - or will be when she gets back fromthe cl eaners.”

That seenmed to call for further explanation, so Margo gave it

"I saw her comi ng out the side door," Margo continued, "so | stopped her
like this." To enphasize the nethod, Margo gestured her gun at the faces which
were turned toward her. "I didn't mind ruining that blue dress of hers,
because

it really isn't a blonde's type, you know.

"Anyway, | needed chunks of it so | could tie her up and gag her. The
[ aundry wagon was waiting there, so handily, all |oaded with nice bundles.
just stacked themall around Ilga, so that if the | ot goes down a chute, she
won't get hurt.

"Il ga ought to have a nice time, since she |likes playing hide-and-seek

o

maybe it was followthe-Ieader. Anyway" - Margo's eyes noved from Sark to
Ludar

- "now | know why a couple of people didn't go out the door | tried to show
them that door in your house, Sark. Ilga must have crossed their path and

coaxed them her way."

There wasn't a sign of a response fromeither Sark or Ludar. The reason
dawned rapidly on Margo.

"I't wasn't your work then," she said enphatically to Sark. "I suppose you
were gone before it happened, Sark. As for you" - her eyes traveled on to
Ludar

"you probably don't want to admit that you knew what happened.™"

Ludar's blunt face showed a scow that made it into a darkish blur

"You must be Ludar," decided Margo. "No wonder you don't want to show
your
cards to Sark. He might guess that you' ve been double crossing himw th Zune."

It was just a shot in the dark, but it took. It wasn't the nention of the
doubl e-cross, however, that enraged Ludar, for Sark had al ready expressed
suspi cions on that point. Wat angered Ludar was that Margo was acquai nt ed
with
t he exi stence of Tanjor Zune.

He must be a mighty personage, Zune, to hold the control his nere nane
i ndicated. A snarl issuing fromhis facel ess visage, Ludar cane half to his



feet, as though to rocket across the car and lay his hands about Mrgo's neck
He didn't care any |onger whether Sark knew the two-way ganme. Al Ludar wanted
was to choke Margo, so that she could never again reveal the name of Zune.

Perhaps it was fortunate that Margo wasn't quick-triggered. |If she had
shot
Ludar, he would have jarred Sark, which m ght have proved very serious. Sark
hi nsel f indicated that prospect by a thrust of his square package; the nonment
t hat nudged Ludar, the fellow recoiled back to his corner of the car

"Look out!" panted Ludar. "That box is |oaded with explosive!l |If Sark
dr ops
it, we are finished!"

"I do not have to drop it." Leveling the box, Sark tilted his ear toward
it. "Too much of a slant would be sufficient. But | do not hear the
cl ockwor k. "

Margo's gun was wobbling in her hand.

"You nean it's going to expl ode?"

"Not yet," reassured Sark. "This is different fromnost inferna
machi nes.
They have cl ockwork that goes tick-tick and tells people what they are. Have
no
worry while this one is silent. It works in reverse."

"But if the clockwork starts, you would hear it?"

"Yes, but not for long. Now tell me" - Sark supplied one of his obnoxious

grins - "does this make any difference in your plans?"
"It neans |'m stopping the car and getting out,” Margo deci ded. "The rest
are coming along with me, but you are staying in this car, Sark, until | send

the police to get you."

Wth that, Margo threw a glance fromthe rear w ndow just on the hunch
she
woul dn't have to wait for the police. If Cranston had gone through Sark's
papers
as thoroughly as Margo hoped he had, he logically would have watched the Cafe
Uni corn too. Probably he wouldn't have entered there as Cranston; maybe he had
been del ayed as The Shadow.

But there were others, a string of agents whose names were lining up in
Margo's m nd, who m ght have been deputed individually or collectively to
check
on Sark's usual Wednesday habits. How Margo wi shed for a sight of Shrevvy's
cab,
back through that w ndow

Qccasi onal headli ghts were di stingui shabl e al ong the darkened street, but
Margo had no way of telling if any bel onged to Shrevvy's cab. Then, as if
realizing that Margo wouldn't be | ooking for a police car, and therefore mnust
be
t hi nki ng of sone quicker aid, Sark said crisply:

"W do not intend to stop."

"Sorry," began Margo, thrusting her gun firmy, "but we do."

For answer, Sark let his own hands ease fromthe box, which tilted
precariously upon his knees. Margo recoiled as Ludar had. Then, finding her
voi ce agai n:

"You'd be a fool, Sark, to let Ludar take you to Zune!" excl ai med Margo.
"Don't you realize that he intends to do just that?"

"Quite," returned Sark, straightening the box. "I should like to see
Zune. "

"But he tried to kill you once -

"And woul d probably try again, should occasion warrant. Am 1 right,
Ludar ?"

Ludar grunted sonething that sounded affirmative.

"Sul ki ng Ludar ?" sneered Sark. "You shouldn't be, considering that | am
letting this ride continue. Suppose you tell Mss Lane just how | stand with



Zune. "

A snarl neant that Ludar woul dn't, but when Sark | et the box swi ng about
until it rested on only one corner. the blunt-faced man capitul at ed.

"Sark is the Wiite Skulls," asserted Ludar, "but he is not our |eader. He
is only the custodian.”

Margo stared at Sark and asked:

"Cust odi an of what ?"

"Let Ludar tell you," returned Sark, |eaning back and draw ng the box
toward him "Only put away that gun. It makes ne nervous and it isn't right
t hat
| shoul d be nervous."

Mar go deci ded that Sark shouldn't be nervous and therefore put away the
gun, though reluctantly. Bark nodded for Ludar to proceed.

"Custodian of the treasure," stated Ludar. "After all, if you know so
nmuch,
why shoul d you not know nore? Sark came to this country before the war began
to
guard the treasures which we knew that we would send him"

By "we" Margo knew t hat Ludar must nean the bigw gs of the Nazi swarm
t hat
had spread all over Europe like a |ocust plague. Only why they should send
treasures to Anerica, Margo didn't understand until Ludar explained further

"Some fools thought they saved their treasures," sneered Ludar, "but we
had
the facts in every case. Qur agents not only posed as refugees; they
encour aged
others to put whatever they still owned in places where we wanted t hem

"I't was Sark who had charge of all that and it was his business to
arrange
everything for our conveni ence when we arrived as we did in other countries,
using the white skull as our secret synbol."

The full |ight broke on Margo. It was the gane of the Woden Horse as
pl ayed in Norway and other countries. In termng Tanjor Zune the |eader, Ludar
nmust mean that Zune had come as the head of the secret tribe of invaders.

Suddenly, Margo becane defi ant.

"But it didn't work here," she asserted. "You were stranded, all of you.
There's nobody hone in Nazi-land to receive the goods that you can't even
shi p.

You'll only give yourself away if you try to steal those treasures."

Instead of taking that to heart, Ludar responded with a snarl

"So Sark said!"

Those bi g hands of Ludar's were itchy, this tinme for a grip on Sark's
throat. Toying with the box as a rem nder that Ludar shouldn't try, Sark said
bluntly:

"After all, | amthe custodian."

"But Zune is the leader!" stormed Ludar. "He said we woul d proceed
despite
you and we did! Qur first victory gave us what we needed to gain the treasures
that are really ours!"

"And Zune did well," conplinmented Sark. "I shall tell himso. If | had
known how perfectly all would work, | would not have obstructed matters."

Ludar relaxed with an ugly laugh that fairly teened with confidence.

"Try to make Zune believe that now "

"I shall," assured Sark, "because | know the one thing that Zune needs.
He
wants a hostage. "

That made Ludar | augh again.

"Zune al ready has two host ages,’
house, Sark."

"Those two?" Sark gritted a hard chuckle. "They were scarcely nore than

sai d Ludar. "He brought them from your



strangers where The Shadow is concerned. To influence The Shadow, you must
hol d
a hostage that he values. | am bringing one as a peace offering to Zune."

Fi ni shing his cold | augh, Sark stared straight at Margo Lane. Under the
frigid glare of those glistening white eyes, the girl felt a chill that seened
to creep to every fiber. Alban Sark was right. H's was the master stroke. In
Margo Lane he had produced a human weapon that Tanjor Zune would wel cone as a
t hreat agai nst The Shadow

CHAPTER XVI |

ALONG with the chill that swept her, Margo felt a sinking, sickening
sensation that she thought was nental, |ike the blackness that cane with it.
Then, with a | ast despairing glance through the back w ndow, she saw the
reason.

This car had reached its destination, somewhere in Manhattan, but it was
entering a sort of place that Margo hadn't believed existed. Here, in an
al l eyway that squeezed between two ol d buildings, the car was bei ng swal | owed
by
the ground itsel f!

The street had di pped down |ike a hinged contrivance and | ooki ng back
Margo saw the whol e thing springing up again. There was a | ast sight of street
lights, but no sign of a pursuing cab anong them then the view was bl otted.

Bl ackness in back and not the blackness that represented The Shadow, who
somehow rmust have been diverted fromthe trail. If Margo had known of that
recent fray in Thorneau Pl ace, she night have had an expl anati on of The
Shadow s
absence. But as it was, explanations didn't matter. The Shadow wasn't here;

t hat

was all.

Di ppi ng deep into this subterranean domain, the descending car cane to a
lighted area where the ranp leveled toward a bl ocking wall. Now nore amazed
t han

frightened, Margo saw the great wall split and spread like two parting
curtains,

its steel halves sliding into buttresses of concrete. Next the car rolled

t hrough a rough-hewn tunnel to a second door, which opened like the first, the
tunnel serving as an ante-room bet ween.

St ocky nen approached and Margo heard voi ces speaking in a peculiar
| anguage whi ch was probably of an International variety. She could guess why
it
was used, as she alighted fromthe car along with the other passengers. The
nen
who occupi ed this underground real ml ooked |ike the renegades of a dozen
nati ons, hence they required a special |anguage to talk among thensel ves.

Here was first-hand evidence of pre-invasion nethods that the Nazis had
used and which still existed in this relic of their vast plans. Under Sark's
direction, a vest-pocket city had been hol |l owed deep beneath New York itself,

t he workmen being these renegades who passed as citizens of threatened
countries, not of the menacing German nation, or its satellites.

Thi s begi nning, of course, nmust have dated back to the pre-war period and
Sark, the future treasure custodian, had arranged it. Even now, sone of the
under ground dwel | ers showed respect toward himand Margo noted that Sark was
listening to catch and anal yze the words of the jargon that they uttered.

O her doors, smaller doors, were sliding open, producing a deeper route
into this strange domain. Ushered al ong as though she were an invited guest,
Margo kept watching Sark and Ludar as they acconpanied her. Al the while,
Sar k
was carrying that precious box of his with a nonchal ance that was nmaddening to



anyone informed as to its contents.

VWi |l e nost of the underground inhabitants accepted Sark's presence, there
wer e occasional nen who sprang forward angrily, ready to challenge the
skul I -faced visitor. Ludar always gestured these back, firmy and swiftly,
with
expl anatory words in that tongue which Margo was now begi nning to understand.
One word for instance that Ludar repeated was "nordo" which Margo guessed
neant
"death."

It applied to the contents of Sark's box, of course, and was sufficient
to
force bold nen back. But when Margo | ooked over her shoulder to watch the
reacti ons of such individuals, she saw each one | eer behind Sark's back

Maybe that term "nordo"” would apply in reverse after Sark nmet Zune. For
t hese nen who flashed that antagonismtoward Sark, appeared to be those who
wer e
strictly in the know. Mrgo heard Ludar address one as Kronmer and renenbered
that such was the nanme of the man who had been planted at the Apex Garage in
St anwi ch.

Fromthe grimsmle that Kromer furnished, Margo was sure that Sark had
escaped one death warrant only to invite another. Still, final decision would
rest with Zune.

Unl ess there was other intervention

Margo held no brief for Sark.

The man deserved to die as much, if not nore, than any of the dwellers in
this invisible realm Zune included. But as the target of fellow crimnals,
Sar k
was a threatened person, who should be protected just as a way of frustrating
t he plans of nurderers.

The Shadow woul d therefore prefer to keep Sark alive, in fact had al ready
denonstrated that preference. That to Margo neant that The Shadow woul d reach
this realmif possible, and as soon as he could rmanage it.

But did The Shadow know that such a pl ace existed?

Sonet hi ng i nportant nust have engaged The Shadow this evening, otherw se
he
woul d have been at the Cafe Unicorn. Perhaps as the result of some run-in with
rovi ng foenen, The Shadow had traced them here!

Looki ng back a few tines nore, Margo saw that bl ackness kept constantly
closing in behind her, in the formof dropping curtains and sliding doors,
whi ch
respectively seened like the falling of shrouds or the clanping of coffin
lids.

If only The Shadow were part of that follow ng bl ackness!

Then, what seened to be a death parade, cane to its conclusion as
curtains
parted to admit the small procession to a roomhung in purple. There, in
contrast to the regal surroundings and the gilded furniture, a plain desk was
at
the far wall.

Behi nd that desk sat a man who seened to grow in proportions as he arose
and stood with his fists doubled on his hips. Across his heavy, bloated face,
pl ayed a venonobus expression that beggared any efforts at imagination

This visage froma nightmare belonged to Tanjor Zune. It was little
wonder
that the nman who owned it stayed deep in the concrete nole hill which he rul ed
and | et others handle public relations for him Nobody who saw Zune once woul d
ever forget him

Peculiarly, Zune seened glad to see that Sark was still alive. Wen Ludar
poi nted anxiously to the square box and began to speak in terns of "nordo" and
ot her appropriate words, Zune gl owered, but not at Sark



Zune's glare was of the silencing variety and it covered Ludar. Then
letting his features withe into a |l ess ugly contour, Zune furrowed his thick
eyebrows and inquired in English

"Who is this?"

The hand that gestured from Zune's el bow i ndi cated Margo.

"A hostage from The Shadow, " explained Sark, in his crisp tone. "Better
than those you already hold. They did not cone to ny house at The Shadow s
bi ddi ng; they were intruders there."

Zune's hands performed a peculiar cross-slap that furnished a sharp sound
like that of a beaver's tail smacking the water. Instantly curtains parted and
two of Zune's bitter-faced henchmen introduced Jud Mayhew and Gail North to
t he
scene.

No fakery was needed on the part of those prisoners. The chall engi ng
contenmpt that Jud showed toward Sark; the dagger |ooks that Gail tossed at
Mar go, convinced Zune that there has been no prearrangenment where this neeting
was concer ned.

Turni ng, Zune parted a pair of curtains behind his desk and drew down a
huge roll er map. The guards were about to renmove Jud and Gail, while Ludar was
drawi ng a gun to cover Margo. Only Sark stood unnol ested, by virtue of the
package he carried. Sw nging about, Zune spoke inperiously:

"Let them stay!"

Eyei ng Sark steadily, Zune questi oned:

"You are prepared to coll aborate as before, now that | have denonstrat ed
what can be done?"

"Cooperate is the correct word," returned Sark, crisply. "I amready."

"And you are right," Zune acknow edged. "W need no Quislings any |onger
They woul d handi cap, not help us. W shall be masters of our own underworld.”

Sark supplied a bow to that.

"I shall show you ny plans,"” stated Zune. "In return | expect you to
prepare a full report, covering the information in the docunents you
destroyed. "

Agai n Sark bowed. Renenbering the paucity of evidence in the papers Sark
had sent to Cranston, Margo realized that Sark must have di sposed of anything
and everything inportant.

Satisfied, Zune turned to the big map and used a long ruler as a pointer

to
indicate its details. Here was the tine so | ong awaited, when the inner
machi nati ons of stupendous crinme were to be discl osed.

Al that was needed was one all inportant w tness for whom Margo Lane
| ooked in vain.

The Shadow

CHAPTER XVI | |

ZUNE' S | arge scale map showed a network of highways sonme mles outside of
New Yor k. The roads were marked in various colors, some stretches being nere
segnents; hence the map was very unusual, but Zune did not comrent on that
fact.

Conspi cuous on the map was the town of Stanw ch. Zune tapped that point
with his ruler.

"Qur first stroke was there," asserted Zune. "It was essential in order
to
obtain the val uable supplies that you had planted in the warehouse."

Thi s was spoken to Sark, who nodded.

"You did well, Sark," complinented Zune. "1 was truly sorry that it
seened
necessary to liquidate you later. Wen | first arrived in New York, | wondered
why these quarters were so cranped."” Zune gestured about himas he spoke.



"Considering the quantity of the disintegrating fluid that we sent you, | had
expected sonething like the huge hidden city that [ay beneath Berlin.

"When you expl ai ned your other uses of our Formula Four Hundred, | was
greatly pleased."” Though facing Sark, Zune gestured toward the map. "Even
better
was your plan of saving a surplus to store in Stanwich with the neutralizer
Ve
have enough of the N-Five to cover up all we nmay do with Formul a Four Hundred.
I
sal ute you, Sark!"

Cicking his heels, Zune was about to hoist an armin Nazi style when he
renenbered Sark's package and desisted before Sark could start to copy the
salute. Then, with a happy |eer, Zune gestured to the package:

"W can add that to our store, Sark, when you no longer need it - or
t hi nk
you need it."

Reverting to the map, Zune wangled a ruler cross-country until he came to
the area of a town marked Hartfield, sonme twenty mles from Stanw ch.

"The treasures are there,"” announced Zune. "Art treasures worth mllions,
enough to finance our future indefinitely. O should | say definitely?"

As Zune | eered fromthe map, he saw that Jud was drinking in all these
details, something which Zune could ignore. It was Sark upon whom Zune
concentr at ed.

"Your objection sounded solid, Sark," stated Zune. "Wy should we revea
our hand?" Zune shook his head. "By using Formula Four Hundred and N-Five in
conbi nati on, we would not reveal it."

Thi s made nuch sense to Jud. He renmenbered the vaulted tunnel that Zune
had
literally pried into Sark's cellar, only to close |ater by another process.
Zune
was tal ki ng about it now

"The treasures are in the old Crabtree Miseum" rem nded Zune, as though
Sark didn't know. "In and out - and we shall have them |eaving only death and
nmystery on the prem ses. That should pl ease you, nmy friend of the Wite
Skul I. "

Eyes narrowed, Zune was staring at Sark as though trying to produce the
optical illusion that Sark's face supplied, but the light was wong for it.

"I have | earned, however," continued Zune, "that the treasures nmay soon
be
renoved; in fact that plans were already made for it. Was that your idea,

Sar k?"

Sark did not answer, but he did not flinch his face in the strong |ight
whi ch Zune had purposely directed on it.

"Or could it be," demanded Zune, "that you were conforming to the plan of
sonmebody el se? O sonebody we no | onger need, for the reason we both have
stat ed?"

Trying to think who night be nmeant by "sonebody", Margo lingered on the
nane of The Shadow, but she wasn't too certain. Then came an interruption, a
sharp cracking sound, but this tine it wasn't the cross-clap of Zune's hands.
I't
was the sudden rolling of the map as Zune released it.

"We shall keep all the hostages,"” decided Zune. "I agree with you, Sark
that she is best" - Zune pointed to Margo, then gestured toward Jud and Gail -
"but these others may be valuable. As for yourself, | have this."

Scrawl i ng sonething on a slip of paper, Zune handed it to Sark, and
added:

"A pass for yourself, so that you can | eave these prenises. But | am sure
you will prefer to wait until ny full plans are made, as | would like to
di scuss
themw th you. However -



Fi ni shing with a shrug, Zune beckoned to one of his stolid retainers:

"Show our friend Sark to his own apartnment."

There was a reason why Zune did not first send away the hostages. Zune
was
the type who preferred an appreciative audi ence whenever he reveal ed hinsel f
as
a master of the double-cross. As soon as Sark had been ushered out, Zune
turned
to Ludar and Kroner.

"We start for Hartfield within the hour," announced Zune. "If Sark tries
to
| eave his quarters, eradicate him After we have gone - nyself and the nen
with
me - use your own discretion. For Sark - nordo!"

Ludar and Kroner nodded their pleased agreenent.

"At your own convenience," added Zune, "and with due discretion. That box
Sark has with him we need its contents for ourselves. Renenber too that Sark
still has a few friends anong us. Therefore it is better that only you two
shoul d know. "

G appi ng his hands, Zune produced other servitors who marched Margo away
with Jud and Gail. They arrived at a cell-block, which did not | ook too
unconfortabl e, except for its barred doors. There they were stowed in separate
cells to awmait their fate.

This wasn't to be a long wait.

El sewhere in this honeyconbed domain, Ludar and Kronmer had taken over
wat ch
outside of a fancily curtained doorway that represented the apartnment which
Al ban Sark, as the famed Wiite Skull, had provided for hinself. Having
di smi ssed
t he ot her guard, Ludar and Kroner buzzed between thensel ves.

"I't would be kom ka," stated Ludar, "yes, funny, if Sark should try to
use
that pass with us!"

"He may try," rejoined Kroner, "since he does not know that we are here."

"But how soon would he try?"

"Per haps very soon."

There was a pause; then Ludar's facel ess visage twi sted uglily.

"Maybe too soon, Kroner!"

"Too soon?"

"Yes. Perhaps already, while the other guard was here!™

At Ludar's notion, Kroner's face distorted inits own right. Then

"We are friends of Sark," rem nded Kronmer, "or we can pretend to be. W
enter and address himas ani ko, saying that Zune has sent us to ask if he has
any further request. Then we shall see if he is still there."

"And the box!" added Ludar, warm ng to Kroner's suggestion. "Perhaps -

The two sidled through the curtains and past another door beyond. There
they reached a small but confortable living room wth the half-opened door of
a
bedroom just beyond. Near that far door was a table, on it Sark's precious
package. Lying on the package was the pass that Zune had provided.

So eager were Ludar and Kromer that they didn't think of the gl oony
ant e-room t hrough which they had just passed; in fact they hadn't paused there
and certainly would not do so now. That was why they failed utterly to see the
stir of the ante-room curtains.

Qut of those drapes cane bl ackness, living bl ackness, which stole swiftly
up behind the interloping pair. It was the cl oaked form of The Shadow and his
gl oved hands shot forward fromthe end of piston arnms just as Ludar and Krormer
were about to grip that all-inmportant box which lay upon Sark's table.

Si mul t aneously The Shadow s gl oved hands took two necks and brought their
acconpanyi ng heads together with a crack as resoundi ng as Zune's beaver clap



The Shadow had to catch Ludar and Kromer by their collars and give them slight
flings at opposite angles, to keep themfrom |l anding on the table and
overturning it, box and all

Neatly done, that job, a fitting sequel to The Shadow s nysterious and
unsuspected arrival in this realm But there was nmore to foll ow

Qutside the cell block, a short while later, a patrolling guard paused to
| ook contenptuously at the hostages who peered fromtheir cells, like
creatures
in cages. A nonment after, the guard wilted, his face nuch pai ned.

It | ooked as though a pair of black tarantulas had crawl ed around his
neck
to press his throat fromeither side. But when the choked guard sagged, those
bl ack gri ppers reveal ed t hensel ves as gl oved hands bel onging to a cl oaked
owner .

Margo Lane gasped the nane spont aneously:

"The Shadow "

A whi spered | augh as The Shadow stooped to pick up the guard's keys. Then
the cells were open, but as Jud Mayhew energed, The Shadow cl apped a hand on
hi s
shoul der and turned himinto the light. As Jud paused, wondering, The Shadow
brought a gauze nmask from beneath his cl oak

Next, he was placing that object on Jud's face, nolding it there. Though
thin, the mask had structure and could be shaped. It took The Shadow only a
few
m nutes to snmooth back the edges and tighten themw th their gumed borders.
Jud
felt his lips drawn apart by the tight gauze; he could feel a pressure, like
that of hollows, around his eyes.

In fact, Jud felt like a grinning ape and thought that Margo and Gai
ought
to be | aughing instead of giving the amazed gasps that they did. Then, The
Shadow turned Jud toward a mirror at the end of the corridor and Jud gul ped
t 00,
as well as he could.

The face that |eered at Jud Mayhew fromthe mirror was a perfect replica
of
t he skul lish countenance of Al ban Sark!

Next, Jud was pocketing an envel ope that The Shadow gave him speaking
brief, whispered instructions that went with it. Then, in Jud's hand, The
Shadow
pl aced the pass that would take himto the outer world.

Jud nodded. Then

"It's a sure bet," he said, "provided | don't meet Ludar or Kromer -

"Which you will not," interposed The Shadow. "From then on, follow the
instructions in the envel ope."

Noddi ng agai n, Jud gave an anxi ous glance toward Margo and Gail only to

see
that they weren't worried, at |east not for thenselves. In the conpany of The
Shadow, they were safe; their only concern was for Jud' s future.

Maybe that future still boded strange events. For as Jud Mayhew turned to
| eave as The Shadow s nmessenger to the outside world, he heard a weird,
whi spered | augh that seened to warn himto guard his actions well.

Strange, that |augh of The Shadow

CHAPTER XI X

ONE hour later, the invasion of Zune's underground citadel cane as swift
and as short as the explosion of a bl ockbuster, with about the sanme result,
except that there was no expl osion. These preserves, which Sark had planned as



somet hi ng i npregnabl e, proved to be anything but that.

It happened right after a string of autonobiles bearing Zune and his
followers had enmerged fromtheir secret alley. The paving | ocked behind them
but
it didn't stay that way. Deep underground, two guards that Zune had |eft
behi nd,
suddenly found thensel ves confronted by guns. Margo and Gail were taking over,
backed by The Shadow.

There was a third man present, another of Zune's henchnen. He was at the
swi tchboard that controlled the automatic doors. The Shadow was handl i ng him
personal |y, again using that gloved neck grip that had the effect of velvet
pl ated steel. Tossing the |linmp man aside, The Shadow operated the sw tches,

t hen

drew a pair of automatics and relieved Gail and Margo of the job of covering
t he

two prisoners.

Soon, cars arrived fromthe ranp, three of them headed by Shrevvy's cab
From t hem came The Shadow s agents, to learn their chief's next plans. The
Shadow unroll ed the big map from Zune's room and showed themthe route al ong
whi ch he intended to travel with them in pursuit of Zune.

Except that Margo and Gail weren't going. They were steered right into
t he
cab, and next thing, Shrevvy was whizzing themup the ranp to the outside
wor | d.

Reaching the street, Shrevvy drove a few bl ocks; then stopped at a cigar store
to make a phone call.

CGood friends now, Margo and Gail could discuss the turn of events that
had
put themin the discard. It was Gail who brought that up by asking:

"Who is the cabby calling?"

"The police, probably,"” replied Margo. "He's tipping themoff to Zune's

set-up so they can take over while Zune is away. | only hope they don't forget
to |l ook through a few |l aundries and gather Ilga Wx for a bonus."

"Tanjor Zune will have a big surprise waiting for him" deci ded Gail
"when
he gets hack fromHartfield."

"If he gets back," corrected Margo. "Meanwhile, |'m wondering what becane
of Al ban Sark. |I mean the real one."

"That's right!" exclaimed Gail.

Sark must have gotten away! | only hope nobody m stakes Jud for him now
that it's no | onger necessary.

By that tine, Shrevvy had returned and Gail, to ease her worries over
Jud,
put a hopeful question to the cabby.

"You didn't happen to nmeet a friend of mine, did you?" queried Gail. "His

nane is Jud Mayhew and he's the person who gave the word about that
under gr ound
city where you found us."

It was Shrevvy's policy to play ignorant, at |least to the degree where he
seened nmerely a chance cab driver who had been conmandeered by The Shadow s
agents wi thout knowi ng who they were.

"Don't know anything about it, Mss," rejoined Shrevvy. "But there was a
passenger | took up to Riverside Drive. He was going to see sonebody naned
Brenz, | think it was."

That meant Jud. Calling on Brenz was part of his business. It neant too
that he was out of the disguise The Shadow had fixed for him Gail couldn't
drop
around and see Brenz, but she had another idea of howto while away the tine
during the next few hours.

"Riding in a cab remnds me of something," Gail told Margo. "I ought to



take a certain cab back where it bel ongs, so people will stop saying it was
stol en instead of just borrowed. | know where it is, so let's go and get it."
The idea appeal ed to Margo. She knew the cab Gail meant; the one that
bel onged in Stanwich. If they took it there, they would be closer to Hartfield
than they were at present. Therefore they m ght get news of The Shadow s
expedi tion sooner. At Margo's nod, Gail told Shrevvy where to drive them
Meanwhi | e, Jud Mayhew was finishing an inportant interview with Philo
Brenz. His hand strumming the table, Brenz's face showed an expressi on which
carried a considerable quota of amazenent.
"Incredible, these things you tell nme." expressed Brenz. "But if they are
true, Jud, we should do sonething about them™
"About everything has been done," asserted Jud. "All we can do is sit

back
and wait."

"Not quite." Brenz shook his head. "Wait here a few minutes, while | see
if
Hugo is around. He is the chauffeur who works for me on Wednesdays."

When he returned, Brenz was shaking his head.

"No Hugo," he declared. "In fact all the servants are either out for the
eveni ng or gone honme. Well, we can use ny coupe to drive to Hartfield. Suppose
we phone the Crabtree Museumfirst and warn them"

Brenz tried the call, only to learn that the nmuseum phone had been
di sconnect ed.

"The place is probably closed,"” decided Brenz, "and they are getting
r eady
to nove the art treasures, | suppose. We'd better drive out there right away."

How Brenz and Jud were to fare in the general race for Hartfield was a
guestion, considering the head start that others had gained. But there was a
factor in their favor that did not disclose itself as they sped along in
Brenz's
fast-geared car, which really clipped the mles as soon as they were free of
t he
New Yor k environs.

The persons who were to learn that factor were Gail North and Margo Lane.
They discovered it because Gail insisted on trying a short route to Stanwi ch.
Coming over a hill, Gail halted the taxicab that bel onged to the Apex Cab
Conpany. This cab had a double seat in front, being of the small town variety.
Seated beside Gail, Margo al so saw the noonlit panoranma that |ay before them

Down the sl ope was the superhighway, dominating a small network of roads.
The question was which of two forks to take, here on the hill, in order to
reach
t he best spot on the superhighway. What confused the issue was the fact that
this was near the el aborate clover-leaf pattern of bridges and underpasses
t hat
formed a feature of the highway system near Stanw ch.

Only fromthis spot could the girls have observed the singular thing that
occurred amid the rolling valley.

Like little scooters, a row of cars whipped into sight along the
super hi ghway and suddenly spread apart to take different routes anong the
clover-leaf ranps. They seened to be playing a gane, those cars, until three
others came into view, pursuing them

"Zune's caravan!" exclaimed Margo. "And there are The Shadow s cars
catching up to them™

"But they ought to be over by Hartfield!'" expressed Gail. "Wat nmade them
head for Stanw ch instead?"

"I't nmust have been sonething on that map," deci ded Margo. "Let's see what
happens next."

They saw and pronptly. One by one, Zune's cars began to disappear. It
happened each time one swng down into the deepest underpass, a spot to which
they all purposely converged. At the sharp bend each car veered and a portion



of

a concrete buttress swng back froma framework of steel girders, swallow ng
t he

arriving cars, which cane in such quick succession that the great door hadn't
tinme to close before the next car reached it.

The cl ever feature of the systemwas the divergence of the origina
rout es.

This made differences in the distances traveled to the focal point, hence the
cars arrived at intervals and di sappeared as neatly as by cl ockwork.

There was another tricky point to the system The |ead car of The
Shadow s
pursuit party should logically have followed the tail car of Zune's caravan,
since it was the easiest to overtake. That was the way The Shadow s agents had
tried it, the night they had made a chase from Stanw ch. But on this occasion
the first pursuing car took the route that the | eader of the fleeing caravan
had
used.

Margo and Gail saw the result. Having taken the shortest course in this
blind gane, The Shadow s car, first of the pursuit party, was gaining its
objective at the expense of the last car in Zune's group. Just at the last car
made that fancy veer, The Shadow s car sighted it.

There was tinme for Zune's last car to scoot fromsight; time, too, for
t he
concrete portal to slide shut. But The Shadow had cracked the system His car
duplicated that wi de swing over toward the buttress; the barrier opened and
The
Shadow stayed on the trail.

So did the rest of The Shadow s cars. Coming by the various routes, in
t he
same order the Zune's cars had used, the pursuers saw exactly what awaited
t hem
and copi ed The Shadow s systemto the dot.

Gail drew a long breath and sai d:

"Just try to imagine that!"

"I can't," rejoined Margo. "Not even after seeing it happen!"

"Well, we did see it happen,” Gil declared, "and there's nothing to stop
us fromtrying it ourselves."

Try it they did when they reached the clover-1leaf and when the concrete
opened magically in front of them the girls found their car burrowi ng right
t hrough a tunnel beneath the superhi ghway.

Sonet hi ng struck honme to Gail

"This was one of those contracts let out by Sark!" Gail exclainmed. "W
never coul d understand what happened to sone of the materials. W were sure
t hey
were delivered, because the highway was conpleted, but it seemed just tons and
tons short of concrete!"

"It came fromhere then," returned Margo
didn't go. | have an idea where it is though."
"So have |," declared Gail with a nod. "Bol stering that underground

ci t adel
that Sark built for Zune to occupy!"

"Somehow Sark strikes me as the real genius,"” mused Margo al oud, "and
therefore the nore dangerous. This hi ghway woul d have been good for ten years
before it began to cave and by then its purpose would be served."

"There nust be a dozen others like it," said Gail, unhappily, "all places
where that Wiite Skull crowd could vanish and di sappear. My father had al
t hese
contracts and Sark figured in every job."

Comi ng out thorough a campbufl aged exit that lifted like a portcullis, the
car swung into a narrow by-road that Gail recogni zed as one leading to

or rather this is where it



Hartfield. The tunnel had carried themoff through a hill, away fromthe
super hi ghway. Then Gail renenbered sonething el se

"There's another of those clover-leafs near Hartfield," Gail told Margo.
"l
suppose we'll find the sane thing there. If we do, | can guess where it will
| ead. "

"Under the old nmuseunf"

"Either that or pretty close to it."

"I'f we do," decided Margo, "we'd better drive into the tunnel. There's
not hi ng we can do to hurt and there m ght be some way we could help."

There was good reason for the confidence in Margo's tone. She felt sure
that The Shadow s plans - |ike those of others - were coming to a climx.

When that happened, bets were best |laid on The Shadow.

CHAPTER XX

VWH PPING into the outskirts of Hartfield, a speedy coupe took the hil
| eading up to the Crabtree Museum Conming around a final turn, the car gave
quick toots of its horn and a big gate swung open

Next the coupe rolled into an inside court where men were | oading
quantities of crates and bulky franes into sone waiting trucks. The coupe
st opped and Jud Mayhew stepped from one door; Philo Brenz fromthe other

Promptly, Brenz convinced the truckers that he had a right to be here. He
was ushered into the nuseumitself to find some attendants hel pi ng pack the
art
treasures. The hired hel p at the nuseum had been expecting the trucks al nost
any
day and were glad that they had arrived so soon

So was Jud Mayhew.

Jud's only wish was that the truckers m ght have arrived sooner. Still
there was tinme for themto get everything out before Tanjor Zune arrived. At
| east Brenz thought so, for he stepped right into the position of supervisor
and
began to meke things nove.

Apparently taking it for granted that the nore inportant treasures had
been
stored away from public eye, Brenz asked where the vaults were and was shown
there. Jud went along and the truck nen followed, down to a great arched
cel |l ar
where goods were already packed.

Hardly had the truckers and attendants started to renove the nassive
crates
fromthe cellar before the dreaded stroke arrived. The whol e buil di ng seened
to
quiver as it absorbed the vibrations of a peculiar explosion that had a
fl ow ng
ef fect, as though spreading itself up through the foundations of the nuseum

The floor heaved itself apart as nen recoiled fromits upward thrust.
Then,
fromwhat seenmed a self-splitting mole hill of gigantic size, invaders
appear ed,
wearing the black costunmes that bore the painted skeleton ribs and hooded
death's heads of the Wite Skull

The truck men nust have sensed such danger while it was still on the way.
As they fell back to the corners of the great cellar, they drew revolvers to
of fset the guns that the invaders displayed. Philo Brenz did the saneg;
st eppi ng
forward, gun in hand, he was about to call for conbat when Tanjor Zune
appear ed



fromthe slanted gap in the cellar floor

Zune barked an order and his men spread to vantage spots. Gun for gun
Zune
faced Brenz while the truck nen, Jud anong them dodged for shelter of their
own. Both groups seened to cancel thenselves in pairs, leaving the field to
Brenz and Zune.

The t hing becane an i medi ate stal emate. Al around the cellar were
pillars, supporting its vaulted roof. Those pillars served as the shelter that
both fracti ons needed. Each group seened dubi ous about starting battle,
fearing
to heap reprisal on itself.

And Jud, finding hinself an ex-officio nmenber of the trucking crew,
deci ded
that he'd better stay right where he was, until sonething broke this spell

Face to face, Zune and Brenz were eyeing each other |ike creatures from
anot her world. Then Zune spoke, in that harsh, fierce tone of his.

"I should have known you woul d be here," declared Zune. "Whoever you are,
what ever your nane, you had too nuch at stake to stay away."

"The m stake was yours," retorted Brenz, abruptly. "You were a fool not
to
know when you had lost - as | did."

Staring, Jud could hardly believe what he heard.

"I have not lost," sneered Zune. "I am proceeding with a duty. | am here
to
take the treasures."

"Whi ch proves you are a fool," specified Brenz. "The thing at Stanwich is
still a nmystery, but if the contents of this nmuseum are stolen, it will be no
riddle."”

Zune eyed Brenz sharply. Then

"Speaking of riddles," queried Zune, "why are you here to steal the
treasures?"

"Only because you are," was Brenz's cool reply. "When | |earned you were
on
the way, | had no other choice."

"You forget one thing." Zune's tone was rising, angrily. "I was the man

appointed to take all this in charge!"

"I had nore than an appoi ntnent,"
control once the work was done!"

Zune's anger suddenly changed to contenpt.

"Everywhere there nust be a |l eader," he declared proudly. "But to be
successful in a country not yet conquered, that |eader nust depend upon sone
person there. A person who, to the world, is called a traitor - such as you."

"The greatest traitor," retorted Brenz, "is the man who hires one."

Knowi ng that the epithet was neant for him Zune snarled back a single
wor d
that applied to Brenz.

That word, singularly suited to the termof perfidy, carried a
cont enpt uous
sound. The nane that Zune had for Brenz was:

"Quisling!"

That utterance cleared Jud' s brain.

It neant just this and sinply. Zune was the | eader of a crimnal band,
cone
to Anerica and stranded here, no |onger able to serve the purposes of the
defunct Nazi reginme. But to prepare for his arrival, Zune had needed the
services of a man ready to betray his own country.

Such a man was Phil o Brenz.

Brenz had been approached; he had done nore than listen. It was Brenz who
had supplied the ways and neans of underbidding his own contracts and
attributing the crooked work to Townsend North. O all persons, Brenz was best

storned Brenz. "I was prom sed ful



equi pped to stage such underhanded action, while North was equally eligible as
hi s dupe.

But there was one man who had arranged both angles, a man who was the
perfect go-between: Al ban Sark

Jud' s nere thought of the nane produced the nman in question

As Zune and Brenz stood glaring at each other, a harsh |augh intervened.
There, emerged fromthe hole that Zune had hewn with Formul a Four Hundred,
st ood
Sark. How he had conme along with Zune's own crew was a slight nystery in
itself.
For the present, the inportant thing was the fact that Al ban Sark had arrived.

The grin from Sark's skullish face was nore livid than ever. He seened to
relish this scene.

"Allow ne to introduce you," spoke Sark. "Tanjor Zune, |eader of the
Wiite
Skull's, intended as the shock troops of an occupation force. Philo Brenz, the
man appointed to be Anerica's Qisling. Both di sappointments to thensel ves -
as
wel|l as to each other."

For the first tinme, Zune and Brenz found thensel ves in agreement. That
agreement was their hostility toward Sark.

"I am no disappointnment,"” argued Zune. "I amhere to take wealth as ny
own,
that is all!l"

"I have been trying to keep what | gained," declared Brenz. "I |anded

pl enty of contracts and high priced ones. Wiy should |I sacrifice my profits
for
atitle that no |l onger counts, or for treasures | could not keep?

Zune wheel ed toward Brenz.

"You were after the treasures here -

"To keep themfromyou," interrupted Brenz, "as | told you. | hoped to
get
them safely away and let you take the blane for a raid that failed. Perhaps
t hey

woul d never have found you, Zune, but they never woul d have even suspected
ne."
Zune's only answer was a glare. It was Sark who spoke and nockingly.
"Brenz is right, Zune," argued Sark. "You failed to |l earn who the

Qui sling
was -"

"Because you never told me," interposed Zune, fiercely. "You said it was
your business - not mne. Now | know why!"

"And why?"

"Because you made a deal with Brenz. You were to share his profits. Am|
ri ght?"

"Quite right." It was Brenz who gave the answer. "I made a deal with
Sar k.
| was too clever to try to kill him even if | had wanted."

That thrust deflated Zune. Brusquely, he tried to throwit off. Wth a
wave
toward the nmen who waited behind pillars on Brenz's side of the cellar, Zune
demanded:

"These nen? Wo are they?"

Sark eyed the faces that were hal f-poked in sight and answered:

"Brenz's servants. | have seen them before.”

Brenz nodded that Sark was right. Mre than once, Sark had been a secret
visitor to Brenz's apartment. Then

"I needed you again tonight, Sark," stated Brenz. "I tried to dispose of
The Shadow, but it did not work. Remenber that note you sent me once, saying
to



nmeet you at Thorneau Place? | added a threatening paragraph at the front of
it,
on that old typewiter that used to be yours."
Sark gave a grinning smle, as though he appreciated the ruse even though
it had failed. Then, Sark's drawn |lips stiffened. He turned to Zune.
"I prefer men who do not fail," announced Sark. "Perhaps you have better

claimto that, Zune. O course" - Sark swung to Brenz - "I am open for
conviction. Since all these treasures are at stake" - Sark was sweeping the
wel |

stocked cellar with his glistening gaze - "what is the use to wait?"

Cold words, but they raised the rivalry between Zune and Brenz to a
white-hot pitch. Neither waited for the other; both wheel ed and bel |l owed for
t he
attack to begin. Like unleashed hound packs, Zune's fighters surged to neet
Brenz's servants, who | aunched thensel ves with equal fury.

One man wasn't in that fray.

That man was Jud, who no | onger bel onged on Brenz's side and woul dn't
fight
on Zune's. As his target, Jud took a neutral who in Jud's estimate was the
rea
nmenace in this case. Al Jud wanted was to settle scores with Al ban Sark
ot herwi se Wiite Skull

Sark's face seened to |loomgigantically as Jud drove forward, opening
fire
with his gun. Only it wasn't Sark at all, it was that old illusion, that of a
white skull conming as an optical reflex after staring at a darkish face with
grinning teeth and glistening eyes.

It seened to float ahead of Jud, that thing that wasn't there, until Jud
found hinmself actually tripping into the pit that represented the newly hewn
tunnel. There, Jud was caught by a rising figure that enmerged as suddenly as
Sar k had di sappear ed.

The Shadow

A strident |augh sounded above the rattle of the gunfire w th which
Zune' s
men and Brenz's were chopping each other down. Reeling fighters turned to see
The Shadow brushing Jud aside with a sweep of cloaked arns that brought two
huge
automatics into a pair of gloved fists.

Fromamd their faltering foll owers, Zune and Brenz wheel ed apart, each
i ntent upon being the first to deliver a concluding treatnment to The Shadow.

Both were too |l ate. The Shadow s shots came first. Flane-tonguing
automatics drilled the rivals who had tried to salvage all they could froma
rui ned schenme, but who had each wanted all for his own and therefore had | ost.

As they sprawl ed, Tanjor Zune and Philo Brenz | ooked up with gl azing eyes
and saw the face that was beneath The Shadow s slouch hat, which he had
purposely tilted back.

It was the face of Al ban Sark!

Jud Mayhew saw it too and couldn't believe it, until The Shadow cl oaked a
gun and used his hand to wi pe that face away. On the floor he flung a gauze
mask
of that same nol ded pattern that he had given Jud for a tenporary disguise. A
tug of The Shadow s hat brimand his own face, that of Cranston, was obscured.

Zune's voice croaked fromthe fl oor

"So we did blast Sark - that night in Stanwich -"

"But you couldn't believe your luck," coughed Brenz. "Wen Sark showed up
again, you didn't guess he was The Shadow. "

"It was in the gasoline - the formula - it blew up the taxicab -"
"And Sark was in that cab - The Shadow knew - only you weren't sure -"
That was all. Zune's say was done and he hadn't heard the words that

Brenz



added for him Nor could Brenz add nore than those few phrases. Like Zune he
had

sagged conpletely. Like the living link who had once been their connection
nanely Al ban Sark, both Tanjor Zune and Philo Brenz were dead.

They, the successors of White Skull, could no | onger hope to profit from
the schenmes that his evil genius had founded.

As for the followers of Zune and Brenz, those that renained had |ikew se
conpl eted their own undoi ng. Having whittled each other down to pitiful
remant s
of their original nunbers, the few survivors were firing stupidly and wildly
at
a surge of new fighters who were literally overwhelmng themw th a clinmactic
gunfire

The newconers were The Shadow s agents, sprung fromthe great gap in the
floor, through which they had foll owed Zune's tribe to await The Shadow s
cal |,
whi ch he had finally given

Behi nd them came two others to witness the nop-up. Margo Lane and Gai
North had followed the sane route, but they didn't care to linger. Margo was
beckoni ng Gail back through the gap when Jud Mayhew glinpsed the girl whose
cause he had hel ped to vindicate.

"Gail!"

Wth that call, Jud disappeared into the tunnel where Gail was turning to
meet him As he went, Jud heard a strange, triunphant |augh that canme upon the
| ast echoes of the gunfire that conquered crine.

It could have been a knell for Zune and his men who had left their
i npregnable lair, or possibly that tone of parting mrth was in recollection
of
Al ban Sark, the notorious Wiite Skull whose death had enabl ed The Shadow to
adopt his ways and thereby put an end to his evil successors, Tanjor Zune and
Phil o Brenz.

Only The Shadow knew!

THE END



