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CHAPTER |

FROM the lounge car of the Shore Express, Lamont Cranston watched the meadows dither by asthe
Speedy streamliner ate up the last few miles of its run to Seaview City. Ahead, jagged in the afternoon
haze that was cregping in from the ocean, the skyline of the resort hotel was growing like aschool of
leviathans rearing from the deep.

Perhaps the scene fascinated Cranston, but Margo Lane wasn't watching it at al. Rather annoyed by the
proximity of Seaview City, Margo was staring steedlily at Lamont to remind him of a promisethat hed
gpparently forgotten.

Except that Cranston seldom forgot anything and never apromise. How he was to keep this one rather
puzzled Margo, since shefdt sure he had alot to tell within avery few minutes.

It never helped to rush Lamont Crangton. Hisface, impassve and cam, was the very symbol of
deliberation. Odd features, Cranston's, the sort that might be classed as those of arugged mystic. Caught
now inthe glint of the setting sun, Crangton's visage was singularly masklike, asimpenetrable asthe
thoughts that Margo was waiting so eagerly for him to express.
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Whether Cranston was gauging the distance to Seaview City or the limit of Margo's patience, wasa
debatable question. Perhaps both factors were the answer, for he timed it to perfection. An annoyed
frown was forming under Margo's wealth of brunette hair as she opened her lipsto deliver an
exclamation. Shewas at her prettiest that way, though obliviousto the fact, as Cranston noted with a
camturn of hiseyes.

Then, in an even tone that interrupted Margo before she managed to speak, Cranston announced:

"l shdl tell you why we are coming to Seaview City. A dead man sent us”

Margo's unddlivered exclamation transformed itsdlf into a gasp.

"A dead man!" Margo heard hersdf saying it. "Then - you mean there's been murder in Seaview City?"
"| said adead man sent us,” Cranston reminded, "not that one brought us.”

To Margo, that detail was more astounding than the statement that produced it, at least until Cranston
specified the person.

"Odd that you should have forgotten so soon," remarked Cranston, casualy. "Hugo Trenkler died only
thismorning.”

It wasn't that Margo had forgotten Hugo Trenkler; shejust hadn't imagined the connection. She started to
say 0, then decided to let Lamont do the talking, since the train was now haf way across the Meadows
and minutes were becoming few.

"Nothing ominous about Trenkler's death,” declared Cranston. " The doctors expected it, but they hadn't
broken the news. He was just alittle ahead of schedule, likethistrain.”

As he spoke, Cranston produced hiswatch to show that there were afew more minutes than Margo
expected. Asif timed to the action, the streamliner dackened speed. Relaxing with asmile, Margo shook
her head. Sheld never known Cranston to miss with adisplay of casua dramétics.

"Go on about Trenkler," suggested Margo. "1 know you went over to his house to make sure hiscurio
collection was safe, but that was after he had died. So Trenkler couldn't have told you anything.”

"Neither did his collection,” added Crangton. "It isgone - like Trenkler."
"Y ou mean - dolen?’

"Sold, to the last item, with the money deposited in the bank. Trenkler did fairly well disposing of it. He
took in better than one hundred thousand dollars.”

Margo's new frown was of the recollective type. She wastrying to think of Hugo Trenkler minusacurio
collection. It just didn't fit, for Trenkler had been amiser when it cameto curios. Margo could picture his
place as she had last seen it, averitable potpourri of odditiesthat old Trenkler had gathered from al over
the world.

"Asacurio," defined Crangton, "Trenkler was probably the best in his collection. He was the hook that
gathered things by crook, or vice versa."

"Y ou mean hishouse wasfull of stolen goods?’

"Practicdly,” nodded Cranston, " considering the way he swapped bad items for good. 1'd been watching
Trenkler for quite sometime, expecting him to step too far out of line."



"So he wound up with alegitimate sale," said Margo, sadly. "Too bad, Lamont. If only he'd left afew
odd itemsthat could have reveded his past, especialy the sort that you might have returned to their redl
owners.”

"He did leave atrifling collection of that type," declared Cranston. He was watching from the window as
the train snailed across the drawbridge that brought it into Seaview City. "It conssted entirely of hotel
keys."

"Hotd keyd" exclamed Margo. "Why did Trenkler stedl those?"

"He didn't exactly stedl them. His housekeeper said he intended to return them, but the jackdaw in him
made him forgetful. That is, Trenkler planned to return dl his hotel keys except this one.”

From hisvest pocket Cranston brought a sizeable key that bore the number 608. Staring at it, Margo
didn't notice that the porter was gathering the luggage as asign that the train was practicaly at the depot.

"Returning ahotd key isasmple maiter,” explained Crangton. "Y ou smply drop it in the mail-box. But
this one was posted in alittle package.”

"That'sodd," remarked Margo. "Do you know why it was mailed that way?"

"Certainly,” replied Cranston. "Because it was sent to Trenkler. That's odd, too, having ahotel key come
to aperson instead of the other way about.”

Margo was looking closgly at the key, noticing that it bore no tag to identify the name of the hotel. Before
she could question Cranston on that point, he was motioning her to her feet, sncethetrain had cometo a
stop.

"The package was postmarked Seaview City," undertoned Cranston, as they moved toward the line of
passengers waiting a the door. " So it seemed worthwhile coming here, since the long distance call was
from Seaview City too."

"Wheat long, distance cal?"

"Onethat the housekeeper received last night. She said that Mr. Trenkler wasn't feding well, but she
didn't specify how well he wasn't feding.”

"Who madethecal?'

"Some man who didn't give hisname. He said for Trenkler to come tomorrow - that meant today - or to
send somebody. Today would be hislast chance.”

The line was through the doorway now, but Margo paused to ask another question.
"How will you find out where the call wasfrom?"

"The man said something e se," replied Crangton. "He told the housekeeper to remind Trenkler to take
theblue green cab."

"The blue green cab!"

Margo was repesting the words as Cranston gestured her from the platform down the steps where the
porter was waiting to take her arm. Somehow the combination didn't make sense, but Cranston took it at
face value, whatever that was worth. Beckoning ared-cap to take Margo's bag, Cranston gestured to a
row of station wagonsthat bore the names of Seaview City'sleading hotels,



"Takeyour choice," said Crangton with asmile. "I'll phone you later, Margo. I'm going to look for that
odd cab."

"If youfindit," came Margo's parting shat, "you'll have something crazier than any of the items Trenkler
collected.”

After watching Margo pick her hotdl by its station wagon, Cranston sauntered along to aline-up of cabs.
From thewindow of her own vehicle, Margo watched histdl figure, saw Cranston thread hisway out
from acluster of train passengers and take his stance beside awaiting cab. Margo hoped the cab would
stay until the station wagon pulled out, and it did. In fact it was the last cab left, with Cranston il
lounging besideit, when the hotel car began itstrip and rolled by.

Meanwhile, Margo hadn't been obliviousto the other cabs. They were dl of regulation pattern, bearing
the names of two different companies; one caled the Black and White, the other the Green.
Appropriately, dl the cabs were of the colors that their names represented.

All except Crangton's.

Driverless, the cab was standing with Lamont waiting patiently by when Margo saw it closdly. Inthe
sunset the cab showed its color plainly and its huewas avivid blue. But on its door, Margo saw the
painted emblem that bel onged to one of the regular cab companies.

Emblazoned in ayellow diamond were the words:
GREEN CAB COMPANY

The message to a dead man had brought results herein Seaview City. Subgtituting for Hugo Trenkler,
deceased, Lamont Cranston had found the blue Green Cab!

CHAPTER I

ATTACHED to the Seaview City depot was alunch room that Cranston watched with acasual but
expectant gaze. It wasalogica place from which adriver would arrive, should the blue Green Cab bein
operation.

Other persons, however, came from the lunchroom first. Two looked like workmen, athird was a crisp
faced old gentleman who was mostly wing-tipped collar and polka-dot necktie. The workmen saw the
cab, decided they could useit, and went back to rap on the window of the lunchroom. While the old
gentleman was looking from the cab to Cranston and back again, amiddle aged lady with a shopping bag
and umbrellawas attracted to the scene. It was then that the cab driver put in an appearance. He was
shirt-deeved with the deeves cut off to show apair of brawvny arms, as freckled as the broad face that
showed beneath the warped visor of his cabby's hat. He looked over the prospective passengers and
grunted.

"I was supposed to haul this back into the garage,” the cabby affirmed. "But since theresaload of you, |
guess| can make ddiveries. Only room for four though. Who'sfirg?'

The cabby put that question straight at Cranston as though expecting him to answer it, which Cranston
didn't. The gentleman with the wing-tip collar began to clear histhroat, but hadn't finished when one of
the workmen spoke.

"Thisgent was," the workmen said, with anudge toward Cranston. "He was waiting when we came
adong.”



"Thelady herewasladt," vouchsafed the other workman, "only what's this you're telling us about an
overload? Y ou can ride two of usin front, me and my pa here."

The cabby decided that he could, since two passengers asked for it. So Cranston found himsdlf inthe
rear seet, between the umbrellalady and the polka-dot gentleman, riding toward the Main Boulevard,
which was the name of Seaview City's principa Street that paraleled the ocean. But before reaching that
thoroughfare, the cab driver asked for destinations.

All gave them except Cranston. He wasn't sure where he intended to go. He said drily that he'd expected
afriend to meet him at the gation, but without result. Having no hotdl reservation - hed expected the
missing friend to attend to that - he would be glad to accept the cabby's recommendation.

"I'll seewhat | can figure, mister," the cab driver declared. "It's the summer season and the hotelsare
pretty full. Maybe weéll hit luck, though, only | ought to drop these other faresfirg.”

Cranston acquiesced and the cab headed to itsfirst stop which was aside street rooming house between
the Boulevard and the Boardwalk. Thiswas the address given by the gentleman with the wing-tip collar
and the procedure brought an argument from the umbrellalady.

" told you the City Market!" the lady reminded the cabby. "Y ou've taken meright past it! | haveto do
some shopping and it's getting late! ™

"Better |ate than never, lady," retorted the cabby. "The Market's on the other side of the Boulevard, ain't
it?Well, if | drop thisgentleman firgt, | can hit the Market coming back and you won't have to go walking
acrossthe Boulevard through dl thetraffic. | figured you askind of careful and foresighted, seeing how
you had an umbrellawith you and now it'sraining.” It wasn't exactly raining, but the mist was bringing
what amounted to adrizzle. A bit mallified by the cabby's flattery, the lady reduced her grumble.

"Slippery, too," the cabby added. "That makes it even worse, walking across streets. Guess we're both
of ussmart at looking ahead, lady."

The cabby emphasized thiswith ajerk of the steering wheel as he veered toward the curb beside the
rooming house and the blue cab responded with adight skid. The man with the polka-dot tie stepped out
but Crangton's eyes weren't following him.

What Cranston was studying happened to be the net result of the cab's dight skid. The sun-flap above
the windshield gave adight flip, reveading what should have been on constant display, the cabby's license
card.

Only part of the card showed, enough to disclose the name " Jerry” but no more. Quickly, Jerry pushed
the flap up again and reached out to receive the fare from the passenger who had just alighted.

Oneof theworkmen riding in the front seet said: " Slong, Colond” to the departing gentleman with the
wing-tip collar. Benign until this moment, the "Colond™ turned to throw back an angry glare that was
something more than mere annoyance. A muttered apology from the workman soothed the face above
the fancy collar, but Cranston's eyes, idling in the Colone's direction, didn't missthe incident.

Apparently Mr. Wing-tip redly styled himself "Colonel" and for some reason didn't like the reference. At
any rate, Cranston gained agood index to the Colond's nature. Until now, the Colond's face had been
drab, dmost expressonless, but the purpling of hisfeatures, the narrowing dart of his eyes beneath a
broad, high forehead, were the sort of characteristics to be remembered. So too was the tremble of the
Colond'slips, which rendered them puffy and naturally o, rather than tight and compressed, the way he
hed hitherto retained them.



Continuing, the cab dropped the umbrellalady at the City Market where Jerry suggested that one of the
front-seat passengers get in back, rather than have an argument with any of theloca law and order, since
the copsdidn't like three in the front, especialy aong the Boulevard.

But the cab didn't do much rolling aong the Main Boulevard. Instead, Jerry wangled it in and out of side
streets, up to beach front hotels and around again, pausing at each hostelry to get out and talk with door
men. Always, Jerry returned with a head-shake, meaning that the hotdl in question wasfilled.

Just why the two work-men didn't object to atour of Seaview City was something that might have
puzzled aless astute analyst than Cranston. Hisface retained the constant cam that to personswho knew
him indicated alot of keen thought behind it, but these workmen didn't know Cranston. If they had, they
wouldn't have been so careless. The onein front kept talking in an undertone to Jerry, which was rather
surprising on so short an acquaintance. Thefelow in back kept his arms folded with one hand under his
coat. right where it ought to beif he wanted to grip ahidden gun and keep it secretly trained on

Cranston.

This had the makings of aone-way ride if Cranston started to act nervous, which he didn't. Should the
Stuation be more than imaginary, the time to worry would be when Jerry gave up trying the hotelsand
decided to take his passenger elsawhere, but Cranston wouldn't worry even then. The trip wouldn't get
that far with Crangton, even if Jerry so intended it; but Cranston doubted that such would be the plan at
al.

The runaround was nothing but agtall, in Cranston's estimate. For some reason it wasn't time to deliver
the very specia passenger to the hotel where he was expected. So Cranston maintained the patient
manner that properly should be adopted by an appointed representative of Hugo Trenkler.

It worked out as Cranston expected.

Pulling to astop in front of afairly pretentious hotel called the Neptune, Jerry gave anod to adoor man
who wasn't looking. Acting asthough held received asimilar response, Jerry turned in the driver's seet,
and announced:

"Thisisit. One buck."

It was dusk now, thanksto the increasing fog, but the lights of the hotel portico gave Cranston agood
look at Jerry'sfreckly face, just asalast taly. Paying the dollar, Cranston aighted, carrying a briefcase
that condtituted his entire luggage. Instead of handing the briefcase to the door man, Cranston walked
into the Hotel Neptune as though he belonged there, which was quite the thing to do. Scarcely through
the revolving door, Cranston heard the rumble of the cab motor as Jerry jockeyed away.

So far so good. Cranston had passed muster with Jerry and the cabby's gun-bearing associates, which
the hard-faced workmen unquestionably were. That deferred future events until Cranston reached room
608 which was his - or Trenkler's - appointed destination.

Entering awaiting elevator Cranston turned to the operator and said: " Seventh.”

Wdll-timed, that order for the wrong floor, Cranston didn't give it until he'd turned around and viewed the
lobby to make sure that no one was close enough to be checking on him. By going one floor above the
sixth, Cranston could approach the latter from a proper vantage and besides, there were some
preliminaries before he visited room 608.

Those preliminaries took place while Cranston was coming down one flight of deserted stairs. Witha
twigt of one hand heinverted his briefcase while the other automaticaly drew ahidden zipper inthe



bottom. A V-compartment opened between the regular divisions of the briefcase and fromit,
compressed garments literaly disgorged themselves. With asingle sweep, Cranston did ablack cloak
over his shoulders and topped his head with adouch hat that accompanied it. A pair of thin gloves
completed hisnew regalia, while the briefcase, aflexible contrivance, disappeared beneath his cloak.

Thefringing gloom of the stairway literdly swalowed Lamont Cranston, or in another sensg, it became
the unseen route for his other salf, The Shadow. The same applied to the sixth floor corridor when The
Shadow reached it. He knew exactly where 608 would be and how to get there without encroaching too
much in the light. Hed smply made aquick survey of the seventh floor halway, knowing that the sixth
would be practicaly identical.

In fact the sixth floor corridor was made to The Shadow's order, specifically the door of 608. It was set
between two pillars marking the connection of the origina hotel and an additional section; hence anyone
stopping at that door could step completely from sight.

Apparently room 608 had been selected for the benefit of clandestine visitors, to give confidence to
strangers such as Hugo Trenkler. All that anyone had to do was unhook the door quickly and spring into
the room.

So The Shadow did neither.

Silently, as smoothly as though engaged in a piece of fine precision work, which indeed thiswas, The
Shadow inserted his key and unlocked the door without aclick. His gloved hand squeezed the knob,
turning it as noiselessy. The door seemed to open of its own accord as The Shadow released the knob
and applied pressure of asingle thumb at the hinged side.

Theinterior of the room was dim, thefloor being entirely obscured because the only illumination came
from the fog-laden dusk above the window leve. Without asound, to al practical purposesaninvisible
entity, The Shadow entered and closed the door with the same care.

Probing the wall, gloved fingers found alight switch and pressed it. Lightsflashed from wall brackets, but
their mild illumination till did not reved The Shadow, motionless and well-nigh spectra in the gloom just
within the door.

It was by voicethat The Shadow signified hisarriva and histone was awhispered laugh, grimly
sgnificant. Perhapsthat laugh should have been given an hour ago, when Margo Lane, misinterpreting a
remark by Lamont Cranston, had asked if there had been amurder in Seaview City.

Grimin turn was the Sight that brought that mirthless laugh. From what The Shadow saw upon thefloor,
he knew that he hadn't just reached the threshold of anew adventure.

The Shadow had crossed that threshold.
CHAPTER |11

THE thing upon the floor was a body, sprawled in the half-writhed fashion that represented violent desth.
The victim wasaman of frail gppearance, which gave an inkling to the mode of murder. Past middle age,
he wasn't the sort who could have put up much of astruggle; therefore The Shadow judged that the man

had been strangled.

Over toward the corner was an easy chair in which the man had probably been seated. The chair had a
broad back, wide enough to hide alurker. Looking at the victim's throat, The Shadow saw no traces of
finger marks nor the impression of arope, so he began a search for some other form of lethal instrument



and promptly found one.

From abureau drawer poked the corner of asilk scarf that had been poked there hurriedly. Down
through the dight opening, The Shadow saw that the scarf was twisted and its strands showed signs of
grain. It could have sufficed for murder and probably had.

On awriting table lay aruler dong with some pencils. Aninteresting exhibit the ruler, snceit could have
completed atourniquet if thrust through the knotted ends of the silk. Apparently some murderer knew the
methods of his caling, athough crudein modes of covering up.

Now for other clues.

The victim waswell dressed, but hisface had the droop of dissipation that went with failure. The Shadow
classed him as some boardwalk character who probably traded on old acquaintance or chisded hisway
as a better-class panhandler. In giving the man this broken-down status, The Shadow alowed for the
changes that death had brought to the scrawny face.

Carefully searching the man's pockets, The Shadow came across some pawn tickets, an employee's pass
to the Long Pier, ahotd key for thisvery room, but with a hotdl tag attached, and findly severd dollarsin
smdll bills. The pass bore the name of Peter Klurg and had a passable picture of the dead man.

Theseitemswere not dl that The Shadow found. Beside Klurg's chair, half covered with afootstool in
which the man had apparently tangled during his forward sprawl, was a newspaper open at theracing
page. Thisedition of the Seaview City Evening Breeze, had probably been printed about two hours
before.

What intrigued The Shadow, however, was a chance item on the page opposite. It linked with other
mattersin such fashion that awhole menta chain seemed to clank.

It was a death notice, covering aformer resident of Seaview City, awedthy collector named Hugo
Trenkler.

Again, The Shadow'slaugh came with grim softness.

Here was something that The Shadow hadn't checked, the fact that Trenkler once had lived in Seaview
City. A resort of this size was the sort where one would make acquaintances merely asavisitor, hence
The Shadow had thought the fact applied in Trenkler's case. The housekeeper hadn't mentioned any
connection between Trenkler and Seaview City, but the newsitem itself explained why.

It stated that Trenkler had moved to New Y ork more than thirty years before. The housekeeper, The
Shadow now recalled, had been in Trenkler's employ only during past few years.

At any rate, the news of Trenkler's death had reached Seaview City ahead of The Shadow's arrival as
Lamont Cranston. The Shadow had |eft such a possibility out of his caculations, since Trenkler wasn't
important enough to rate an obit except in his home town. It was just bad luck that the home town
happened to be Seaview City, though The Shadow could see other connections.

Something was afoot in Seaview City that called for outside contact. Somebody must have remembered
Trenkler for the doubtful character he was, or kept in touch with him during the years between.

What Trenkler's name may have meant to Klurg was a wide-open question. Perhaps it meant less than
the names of certain race horses, because Klurg had checked afew of those on the sporting page. The
newspaper, however, wasn't al that served Klurg in the way of literature. Lying over beside the chair
was afolder that The Shadow promptly picked up and spread out to haf the size of a newspaper.



The folder bore the photograph of aman who wore aturban and abushy black beard and in large typeit
Sated:

DOCTOR DEE
HETELLS

YOUR LUCKY STARS
AND NUMBERS

Pictured on the chart was afigure with bow and arrow, entitled " Sagittarius, The Archer” and benegth it
wasthelegend: "A Reading for Those Born Under ThisSign.”

Thereading waslargely stock stuff, but Cranston's eye was quickly caught with certain paragraphs
marked in pencil, which Klurg appropriately would have checked.

One paragraph referred to "Business and Speculation” and gave alist of lucky days where such were
concerned. One of the dates was the tenth, which happened to be this day, and there was a penciled ring
around it.

Further along was a paragraph with amuch more vita sgnificance. Since it was dso marked, Cranston
read it closdly. It Sated:

"Dueto the unfavorable position of Saturn, Sagittarians are at present subject to serious accidents during
this period. They should therefore guard well their actions as they may meet with untimely and perhaps
fata misfortune often due to highly unexpected causes.”

A voice spoke suddenly at The Shadow's elbow; it might have startled another person, but heingtantly
defined itstone. It was coming from theradio, asmall set half hidden among astack of old newspapers,
and an announcer was giving the results of the day's races.

Dee's chart hadn't been wrong in naming the tenth as one of Klurg'slucky days, where speculaions were
concerned. Asthe announcer redled off the names of winning horses, The Shadow heard the names of
two that Klurg had picked.

Among The Shadow's unusud faculties, one wasthis: his off momentswere hisbest. In short, The
Shadow never adlowed anything to distract him. His survey of thisroom where Klurg lay dead had been
intengve, therefore it had commanded considerable concentration. But while listening to aradio newscast
and merely making mentd tally of some minor item in the case, The Shadow wasn't otherwiseidle,
because he couldn't be.

The Shadow's eyes were noting the haf-open window, with an old-fashioned cast-iron balustrade that
lay beyond, about dl that even his keen gaze could discern, considering that darkness had settled
completely outdoors.

Even the ba cony with its old wrought rail wasn't anew discovery to The Shadow. He'd noted awhole
tier of such bal conieswhen he had entered the main door of the hotel which lay on a plumb-line benesth
this room. But now The Shadow was noting something else.

That something was areflected flicker from somewhere off in the lower darkness. With swift, sweeping
paces, The Shadow reached the window and spotted the cause.

Those repeated flickers were the lights of acar, parked over on aside street away from the hotel. They



came from about the only patch of darkness where a car could be stationed and till seen from this
room.

Instantly The Shadow thought of the blue Green Cab and his mind completed a deductive process.

The car hadn't parked so he could seeit. Jerry's purpose had been to put it where Jerry himself could
view the window of 608. Having seen the lights come on in that room. Jerry was becoming nervous
because something hadn't happened; therefore, he was repeating asignal blink for other people to see.

How long this had been going on, The Shadow didn't know, but it was the sort of thing that might nullify
his clever job of entering 608 unseen. The thing now was to maneuver an equdly invisble exit. Acting on
that plan, The Shadow whedled toward the door.

Sounds greeted The Shadow before he could reach his goal. Fists were hammering against the door, and
hard, accompanied by a gruff, powerful voice that ordered:

"Open! Openin The name of the law!™

So that wasiit: aframe. Somebody had tipped off the police that matters weren't too right in room 608 at
the Hotel Neptune. At least somebody was to have sprung the tip-off, but hadn't, until Jerry'slights began
telling them that they were missing out on an important detail. With aquick turn, The Shadow stirode
across the room. Behind him, the door redlly echoed with the newer and harder pounding of gun butts.
Too much of that hammering and the door would come crashing through. Time was getting short, even
for The Shadow.

Not too short, though.

The balustrades were the answer. In the darkness they would serve as asimple ladder. Dropping from
one ornate contraption to another wasn't even atask for an acrobat, let a one The Shadow. Something of
alaugh was on The Shadow's lipswhen he cut it short, dong with his stride.

Getting out of here was too easy. Those gunners who had posed as workmen could handily be down
below. Not having seen theinterior of the blue cab's trunk rack, The Shadow couldn't swear that it hadn't
contained avery modern machine gun. If Jerry's comrades wanted to dispose of awrong visitor to room
608, they could certainly do it with such aweapon. Even The Shadow couldn't help but darken the
window, target fashion, unless he turned the room lights off. At that, it would be best to test the outside
and for that The Shadow's quick mind promptly found away.

With aswift swirl, The Shadow hoisted Klurg's body from the floor, finding the task easy despite the
dead weight of the corpse. With aforward motion that gave the body afantagticaly lifelike motion, The
Shadow sent Klurg's remains on a s ow topple against the bal cony rail so that it would pause there,
leaning, like afigure of someone taking stock of the route below.

That would bring aresponse from itchy fingers on machine gun triggers, if there were such over by the
cab. But there was more for The Shadow to do, and hurriedly.

Lights out, next; then aquick spurt to the window before the police crashed through the door. Provided
of course that machine guns didn't begin atattoo.

No machine gunsrattled. Instead, the door crashed open before The Shadow could even reach the light
switch. Hisonly chance was aquick swerveto get behind the incoming door before the invading police
gpotted him and The Shadow madeit by inches.

Even then, the chance was dim, for the police might readily have guessed that the rebound of the door



indicated a hidden buffer behind it. But the police didn't guess, not one of the three who came surging into
the lighted room, al in the khaki uniforms of Seaview City'sfines.

The police had seen the decoy, Klurg's body, just finishing the dow, amost |aborious topple that The
Shadow had skillfully given it. They thought that the man at the window was dive and trying agetaway,
s0 they charged through to overtake him. The Shadow hadn't counted on that ruse working so well that it
would fool persons seeing it from this close range, but it did that and more.

Indeed, what Klurg's body did, even surprised The Shadow, though only briefly.

Before the police could reach the decoy al of Klurg's dead weight was on the balustrade, but it didn't
halt there. With ahuman shriek that hearers attributed to Klurg, the old iron work gave, pitching the dead
man's body headlong toward the masonry of the portico, six floors below!

All three of the police stopped to stare from the void that the window now represented. Before they
could think of turning to gaze back at the shattered doorway, it too represented void.

The Shadow had taken thistimely advantage to be on hisway e sewhere!
CHAPTER IV

GETTING in out of the rain seemed to be the chief industry of boardwalk pedestrians on anight likethis,
and Margo Lane was no exception. At least Margo's mind was not encumbered with notions about
Jerry, the Colond, apair of unidentified workmen, and somebody named Peter Klurg.

Even Hugo Trenkler was merely aname to Margo Lane and the evening drizzle had washed out
practicaly al Margo'srecollections of it, considering how many other names had impressed themselves
upon her.

Names on windows under hel pful canopies where Margo paused aong the boardwalk; names even on
the canopies themsalves. Other names on the fronts of arcade shops, closed this evening because of the
nasty weather.

What Margo wanted was somewhere to dry out, before starting back to her hotel, the Coral House. The
only havens seemed to be movie houses but Margo didn't want to take time to see a picture, because she
might missLamont if he caled.

Stopping a adimly lighted doorway, Margo saw asign that promised something. Emblazoned in big
letters, its gilt announced:

LET THE STARSGUIDE YOU
DOCTOR DEE KNOWSALL AND
TELLS

FREE LECTURE INSIDE

It wasdl very well, except that there wasn't any freelecture. The only sign of Doctor Dee was his heavily
turbanned and bewhiskered image, plastered above a blackboard aongside the door. All but
washed-out, the chalked |etters read:

NEXT LECTURE AT NINE



O'CLOCK

It wastoo long to wait until nine o'clock, so Margo wangled aong her way. Severa dull blocks of races
between canopies brought her to alighted store front where awide open door invited al within. Here
was another sign that told its own story:

THE HOUSE OF BANKHILL

AUCTIONEERS

IN BUSINESSTWENTY YEARS

Here too was a subsidiary placard that was less necessary than the one at Deg's. It stated:
SALE NOW GOING ON

Since the door was open and severa people were seated among rows of chairswithin, the fact that a
sdewas under way was obvious, particularly as Margo saw the auctioneer waving pairs of nylonsin
front of hisdisinterested audience. At least his blatant voice was proclaiming the hosiery to be nylonsand
Margo was reedy to believe anything on anight like this.

What was more, a bland-faced man at the door hel ped Margo make up her mind. Hiswaving hands
beckoned her into the commodious auction room and gestured her to a chair. Sitting down, Margo began
to gppraise the House of Bankhill while the ingstent auctioneer kept declaiming on the merits of the
nylons.

As purveyors of gee-gaws, the House of Bankhill outdistanced anything that Margo could have possibly
imagined. Coming into town on the streamliner, she'd talked with Cranston about the famous curio
collection owned by Hugo Trenkler, asthough it had been something unique; but the stock carried by
Bankhill was a greater, though drictly different assortment of junk de luxe.

Trenkler's curios would have excited the haute monde, whoever they were; smilarly, Bankhill's goods
were aimed to attract the rabble.

Herewasthe difference;

Thelamented Hugo Trenkler had gonein for oddities, like music boxes, spinning whedls, penny banks,
ships whed's, wampum shells and what-have-you. His collection had consisted of the old and the
authentic, though it trended to the curiosarather than the more recognized branches of collecting.

But Montague Bankhill, whose name appeared as proprietor on abusiness card that the attendant
handed Margo, was alaw unto himsdlf. Everything his place displayed was designed to catch the eye, but
none of it appeded to taste.

The so-called Orientd rugs that hung about the walls were glossy with a sheen that would wear off once
the rugs were used on the floor, and the rugs would probably wear out with it. There were tea sets
smeared with agaudy gold leaf which judtified a placard Sating "' Genuine Twenty-two Karat" asthough
the chinaware were made of precious metal. A "solid silver” table service lacked the labd " Sterling.”

Gaudy lamps with ornate shades, fancy vases with pictures termed "hand painted” but which looked like
stencils, pieces of crockery and chinaclocks that seemed the products of anightmare, al went into the
genera hodge-podge of the auction gdlery.

If Bankhill's could properly be called an auction galery. Margo was beginning to doubt that point asthe



sde proceeded. Certainly it wasn't following the pattern of any regulation auction that Margo had ever
before attended.

Having disposed of the nylons, the auctioneer was now holding a square cardboard box, while he
demanded: "How many people here would bid on an empty box? Mind you, | say thisbox isempty, just
to learn if you arein amood to buy. On everything we sdll, we give our guarantee and we have never had
adissatisfied customer. Everybody leaves here happy, that is our motto. They go away happy, because
they have our confidence. It isto create that confidence that | ask again: Who will bid on the contents of
thisempty box?"

L ooking around. the auctioneer began to check raised hands.

"One over there - another here - the lady near the back? No? Very well, there is a gentleman who makes
number three.”

The gentleman in question gave adignified bow that befitted him. He was elderly and looked like more of
aperiod piece than anything in the auction room. Margo noted hisface with its high forehead, crisp
expression and tight-pursed lips above awing-tip collar and polka-dot necktie that the gentleman
probably termed acravat.

"Three bidders on an empty box," continued the auctioneer. "But how much will anybody bid? One dollar
- two dallars - there you are, Colond!"

With that, the glib auctioneer passed the box to the dignified gentleman and asked him to open it, while
collecting the two dollars. Opened, the box proved empty, much to Margo's surprise, for she had
expected thisto be acome on.

It was exactly such, but in adifferent way.
Smiling drily, the auctioneer took back the box and returned the two dollars.

"Thiswasjust to prove that every statement is exactly as represented,” he declared, "including the fact
that we refund al money if the customer is not satisfied. Y ou wouldn't want an empty box, would you,
ar?' Thisto the Colonel, who shook his head. "Y ou'd rather have your two dollars, wouldn't you?' That
query brought anod. "Very well, sir" - the auctioneer had completely dropped the title Colond - "and
hereisasouvenir for your trouble.”

The auctioneer gave the Colond asmall box that might have contained anything from a pack of
cigarettes, to agold watch, then began to assure the other half-dozen customers that they too could

expect gifts.

"This our method of advertising,” the glib man stated. "We want you dl to remember us, because satisfied
customers are our motto. Now, while | am getting the other souvenirs, | shal turn over thesdeto Mr. F,
my asociate.”

Mr. F proved to be the man who had beckoned Margo in the door. Stepping up to the auctioneer's
stand, he nodded and said "Thank you, Mr. L." Asthough timed to the occas on, another man came from
adoorway at the back of the auction room, bearing atray of watches.

"Hereisour buyer, Mr. S;" introduced Mr. F, in a style more convincing than that of his predecessor,
Mr. L. "Heisbringing some fine watches which he specidly recommends, having purchased them
personaly. Correct meif | anwrong, Mr. S, but | believe these watches came from Chicago, where -"

Two people, aman and awoman, were rising to leave the auction room together. Mr. F interrupted



himsdlf with aquick glanceat Mr. L, asthough caling upon him to hurry the free souvenirs. Caught
flatfooted, Mr. L could only shrug, and by the time the two people had gone out the door, the whole
auction was on the point of collapse.

Thethree|letter men went into a huddle, from which Margo saw them sending sharp glances directly her
way, which made her fed quite salf-conscious. In fact, Margo was dmost ready to spring to her feet and
dash out of the place when another man saw her plight and eased it.

This man appeared from the same doorway that Mr. S had used. He was an imposing man, much more
so than the auctioneers, and he was wiping apair of pince-nez glasseswith a handkerchief, as he looked
over the dim batch of customers. His eyeswere keen, hisface long but square-jawed, and his
close-cropped gray hair formed a striking contrast to his tawny complexion.

"Allow meto introduce mysdlf," announced the newcomer, in aterse, authoritative tone. "I an Montague
Bankhill, proprietor of thisauction galery. | am pleased that o many clients should have braved this
harsh weather to attend our sale.

"Neverthdess, it is uselessto continue, considering that we can expect no further bidders. | thank you
oneand al" - oddly, Bankhill too seemed to be singling out Margo, asthe others had - "but may |
suggest that it would be advisable for you to return to your hotel s before the night becomesworse.”

Thus dismissing class, Bankhill passed his handkerchief across hisforehead and under his square chin;
then, finding it damp as he began to fold it, he smply stuffed the kerchief into his sde pocket. Starting for
the door, Margo reached it just as the colond arrived there and the elderly man opened it for her, witha
courteous bow. It was nice of amere customer, thought Margo, to be as palite as though he belonged to
the auction house,

The barren reaches of the deserted, drizzle-swept Boardwalk were singularly ominous as Margo hurried
the remainder of theway to her hotel, and the clatter of her own hedlswas more disheartening than
helpful. Her sigh of rdlief at reaching the comfortable lobby of the Coral House became aglad one when
she saw Crangton risng from achair to greet her.

"It'sredly terrible out, Lamont," Margo began. "I only hope you don't have far to go back to your own
hotdl -"

"Except that I'm not going back there," interposed Cranston, quietly. "1 think | shal try somewhere else
tonight. I'm not anxious to be seen where | was before. Listen.”

Crangton's keen ears had caught some distant sound that he indicated by an uplift of hishand. Listening,
Margo heard it too, the passing siren of apolice car, speeding down the Main Boulevard.

Margo's eyes were as startled as her query:
"For you, Lamont?"
"Not exactly," returned Cranston, camly. "It would be better to say on my account.”

Blinking the remnants of the drizzle from her eyes, Margo brushed the dampness from her forehead, then
stared as though she didn't understand.

"Read tomorrow's newspaper,” suggested Cranston, "and whatever you don't understand, I'll explain.
Good-night, Margo, and don't let it worry you."

CHAPTERYV



AT breskfast, Margo read the Seaview City Morning Sun while enjoying the appropriate sunlight that
flooded the Deck Cafe of the pretentious Coral House. The bad weather had passed with the night and
here, in apleasant dining room that overlooked the Boardwalk, Margo found the day delightful.

Shewas glad too that she hadn't worried, because the news seemed only dightly aarming.

The police cal the night before was in answer to a case of suicide, not murder. A man had plunged from
the sixth floor of the Hotel Neptune, probably in afit of despondency. At least so his circumstances
indicated, snce the dead man was identified as one Peter Klurg, who had recently resigned from the staff
of the Long Pier because of ill-hed th.

Reading further dong, Margo discovered that Klurg's position hadn't been avery important one, because
he was smply listed as a night attendant, which probably meant watchman. Then, as Margo waslaying
the newspaper aside, she heard Cranston's voice from near her elbow, suggesting that she might invite
him to have a cup of coffee.

"So that wasit," said Margo, referring to the Klurg story. "From the way you acted last night, I'd have
thought it was murder, not just suicide!”

"And what would you think now. Margo?"

"Why, the newspaper coversit,” Margo replied. "Newspapers dways prefer amurder story, so they'd
have printed oneif they had it."

"Not in Seaview City," returned Cranston. "It wouldn't help businessfor the Hotel Neptune if the truth
cameout.”

"Y ou mean murder?"
Cranston's reply was a hod.
"But the policel" exclaimed Margo. "Surdly, they would insgst on the facts. What istheir position?”

"More ddicate than that of the hotd," explained Crangton. "Officidly they were after Klurg when he
jumped. They would only hurt businessworseif they admitted their own inefficiency.”

"Why were they after Klurg?'
"Because they had atip-off that someone had been murdered in room 608 at the Hotel Neptune:'

Very suddenly the number 608 flashed home to Margo, for it had stuck in her mind ever since Cranston
showed her the mysterious key that had been mailed to Trenkler.

"Y ou mean the blue Green Cab took you to the Hotel Neptune, Lamont?"
"Precisdly,” replied Crangton. "Now listen carefully whilel go on from that point.”

Detail for detail, Cranston outlined what had happened in room 608, while Margo listened breathless.
Cransgton didn't mention that he had gone there as The Shadow; hence the ruse of planting Klurg's body
at thewindow was dl the more graphic to Margo, since Crangton's dilemma sounded highly seriousin
terms of hisown sdif.

"Then the police mistook Klurg for amurderer instead of avictim,” decided Margo. "Now they probably
think the tip-off was completely fase, al because the balcony rail gave way by accident.”



Cranston was nodding up to the last two words. At the term by accident” he shook his head.
"That rail wasfixed," Cranston stated. "It broke because the murderer planned it.”
"But the murderer couldn't have known that you would put Klurg's body there."

"Of course not,” said Cranston. "He expected that 1'd go over the bal cony, taking therail dong, when |
tried to escape the police.”

Horror mingled with Margo's puzzlement.

"Somebody expected Trenkler here," detailed Cranston. "That was, either Trenkler or an authorized
subgtitute. News of Trenkler's death proved that he couldn't have sent anyonein his place. Therefore
whoever took the blue cab would be someone who knew too much.”

"l seeit now," expressed Margo. " So the thing was turned into atrap for you. But where does Klurg
fit?"

"He must have been someone who aready knew too much,” decided Cranston. "The murderer lured him
to the room, killed him, and fixed mattersto put the blame on me."

"But how could the murderer have been sure that you would go out by the balcony?’

"He wasn't sure,” was Cranston's dry reply, "because as ameatter of fact, | didn't. But in that case, the
killer thought the police would trap me and put the blame of Klurg's murder on me."

Admiration glowed from Margo's dark eyes as she redlized how cleverly Cranston had eluded a
two-way trap without leaving any evidence that he had even been there. Then the girl asked:

"What about the cab after it flashed thelights?*
"It was gone when | reached the Street,” explained Cranston. " Probably the murderer was gone too.”
"The murderer?’

"Y es. He must have been in the hotel somewhere to see the signd and give the police the quick tip-off.
He'd been watching for me to go into room 608 but evidently he didn't see me.”

Margo's forehead furrowed, but not because she was puzzling over how Cranston had managed to enter
the hotel room unseen. Margo was thinking in other terms.

"If you find the murderer then,” said Margo at length, "he will be someone who won't have an dibi
covering thetime you werein the Hotel Neptune."

"Well put,” commended Cranston, "but that proviso might fit agreat many people.”

"It fits Doctor Dee," recalled Margo. "Hewasn't in his place at that time. | happened to stop by therejust
about then."

"Another good point,”" agreed Cranston. "1 think that Doctor Dee will be due for some questioning by the
police, since Klurg had one of Deg's astrological charts. But there are two other persons - in fact four -
who may prove excellent leads. For the present | prefer to confineit to two."

Margo was all agog.



"Oneisafreckled cab driver," specified Cranston, "who answersto the name of Jerry. Another isa
quaint old character whose friends cal him Colond."

Now Margo was redly enthused.

"A dignified old gentleman?’, she queried eagerly. "With abroad forehead and sharp eyes? Doeshegoin
for apolka-dot tie and awing-tip collar?"

"An excdllent description,” returned Crangton. "Where did you run into him?"

"At the House of Bankhill," Margo stated. "It's an auction gdlery down the Boardwalk, stocked with the
most impossiblelot of worthless goods you've ever seen. | went in there to get out of therain.”

"Tdl memore, Margo.”

Margo told more, infact al she knew. Weighing every detail, Cranston gave a verdict that rather
surprised Margo.

"Regarding Montague Bankhill," said Crangton. "He didn't appear until he terminated the auction.
Therefore we can class him right with Doctor Dee as someone unaccounted for at the time of that
tip-off."

"Why, that's s0!" redlized Margo. "1 hadn't thought of that. But what about the Colond? He was there dl
thewhile

"Hiswork was done," Cranston anayzed. "Jerry dropped him off first, so he could phone the murderer
and tell him the wrong man was coming to the Hotel Neptune. Then the Colonel went to the auction
patly todibi himsdf."

"Why only partly?'
"Because he had other business there, such as buying empty boxes.”
"What had that to do with murder?’

"Nothing at al. It was just another job. One of the auctioneers- Mr. L, didn't you say - madeadipin
cdling the Colonel by histitle, just as one of Jerry's passengersdid.”

"But what was the Colond's business?"

"Hewaswhat istermed ashill," explained Cranston, "or in more recent parlance, astick. That iswhat
they call people who make fake bids at jam auctions.”

"What do you mean by jam auctions?"

"The kind that aren't even auctions, like the one you attended last night. They're sheer hokum, abuild up
to swindleindividua dupes. After those two customers walked out, you were the only one left.”

"But there were half adozen people-"

"All sticks, like the Colond. That'swhy Bankhill called the auction off. Hisworkers were dready
deciding that it wasn't worth wasting time on asingle dupe like you. They dwayslike to have other
customers around, just to make everything look fair. Red customers| mean.”

Understanding matters better, Margo found hersdlf thinking of Bankhill.



"I'm sure Bankhill had just comein," she decided. "He was wiping off his glasses and hisforehead. | had
the same trouble with the drizzle when | arrived back here. Remember?”

Cranston remembered and credited Margo with another point. Then came his summing up.

"You've donenicely so far," Cranston commended, "'so I'm going to let you continue, Margo. Firdt, |
want you to consult Doctor Dee; then attend another of Bankhill's auctions. Learn al you can about Dee
and Bankhill without giving yoursdf avay.”

Nodding, Margo decided on another task.
"I'll watch for the Colond -"

"Only you won't see him," interposed Cranston. "He knows by now that I'm il dive. Hell keep avay
from placeslikejam auctions. Leaveit to meto find him."

"But whet if hefindsyou firg?'
"Hewon't." Crangton gave one of hiscryptic smiles. "I hgppen to be leaving Seaview City."

To anyone unacquainted with Crangton's ways, that wouldn't have made sense, but Margo Lane
understood. She had seen evidence of Cranston's versatility at being places where he wasn't.

Not as The Shadow, for the ways of that mysterious being were hidden and untraceable. But Cranston
could shed his personadlity without benefit of black cloak and douch hat. A past master of disguise, he
could adopt other faces than his own, so capably that Margo had long since come to the correct
conclusion that thisfriend of herswas redly someone other than Lamont Cranston.

Crime at Seaview City was due for arude awakening from The Shadow, the master investigator who
might turn out to be anybody!

CHAPTER VI

EARLY that afternoon ayoung man arrived at the office of the Green Cab Company to make an inquiry
about a package lost the day before. The man's name was Harry Vincent, he was older than he looked,
and he hadn't been in Seaview City yesterday. However he found it unnecessary to establish any of those
facts.

Long in The Shadow's service, Harry had come to town aong with certain other agentsto set up shop
for what might prove an extended campaign. In degling with criminals whose very motives were obscure,
who unquestionably had an organi zation to further those secret purposes, The Shadow had decided to
utilize retdiatory tectics.

Harry Vincent was the sort of chap who made complex things easy. He had an honest appearance that
made words unnecessary; when he made statements, they were frank and briefly spoken. It wasHarry's
way to say something that would make the other man do the talking.

Asking for alost package was a ssimple matter; it became complicated when such apackage didn't exi<,
aswas the present case. That sort of thing was Harry's speciaty however.

It was a package, so Harry affirmed, that he couldn't very well identify, since his aunt remembered only
that she'd been carrying it with her umbrela. It wouldn't help to describe the contents, because the
package was an unopened souvenir that Harry's aunt had been given at an auction. In fact, Harry felt
apol ogetic where his aunt was concerned, because he was sure she must have ridden in some other



company's cab, unless she happened to be color blind and didn't know it. The Green Cab company
certainly wouldn't be one to have blue cabs on the Strest.

Hearing that, the man at the inquiry desk became singularly interested.

"A blue cab, you say?' he demanded. "Y ou're sure that your aunt rodein it yesterday?"
"I'm not sure about anything,” admitted Harry, "but | think s0."

"What time of day wasit?"

"Latein the afternoon, just before the City Market closed.”

The man at the desk drew his chin across his hand and then reached for the telephone. Harry checked
the number as he dialed it. The number was 2-0386.

"Hello... Mr. Glook?" Pausing a moment, the company man talked louder. "Thisisthe Green Cab
Company, Mr. Glook... It's about that repaint job. Didn't you get it yesterday morning? Not until
today?... Who brought it in there... Hmm, you don't know... Just |eft outside, you say... | thought so..."

Slapping down the receiver, the company man turned to Harry.

"That cab was aused car we'd bought,” the man explained. "We send dl those jobs down to Marvin
Glook, who has apaint shop near the old lighthouse. They have to wait their turn so naturaly we use
them meanwhile. Only that cab should have gone there yesterday."

Harry showed a puzzled expression that verged on the disturbed.

"Somewild-cat driver must have worked aside-rake," explained the company man. "They do it every
time. They pick up the odd cars out at our lot and say they weretold to drive them. If they're questioned,
they've got their hack cardsto show.

"Of coursethen they just say it'samistake, so they won't get fired. But if they don't get caught, they keep
the day's dough. | don't know what your lineis, mister, but you ought to be glad you aren't in the cab
business. It'sfull of alot of hustlerswho are dwaysthinking up new angles.”

Harry might have pressed the inquiry further, evento claiming that his"aunt" remembered that the cabby's
first name was Jarry. But at that moment, a hobbly old gentleman with a cane and a crackly voice pushed
into the office and crowded Harry aside.

Thiswas Harry's cue to depart, according to instructions from The Shadow.

"My nameis|saac Twambley," clucked the old man. "I want to hire acar with achauffeur, while | am
here in Seaview City. Not acar that looks like acab and | must know al about the driver.”

"Certainly, Mr. Twambley." The company man opened awicket to usher the customer into a private
office. "We shadl be able to accommodate you."

Since Harry was on hisway out, the matter of the missing package was dropped. Harry had handled it
well, that fake inquiry, usng datagained by Cranston and Margo: firg, that an umbrellalady had riddenin
the blue Green Cab; second that people did pick up free souvenir packages from local auction houses.

But when it cameto finishing aflock of things with asingle soneflip, The Shadow rated tops. In the guise
of old Isaac Twambley, the erstwhile Mr. Cranston was picking right up where Harry had left off. He
was not only on hand to learn if Harry'sinquiry had crested any suspicion in the cab company office; The



Shadow was a'so learning what other available cars the company had, along with facts concerning the
past merits or doubtful qualities of certain drivers.

In any event, atrip to Glook's paint shop near the old lighthouse would soon bein order. It afforded a
chanceto pick up cluesregarding the discarded blue cab.

Other clueswere dready being followed, with Margo Lane doing the active work. Visiting Doctor De€'s
place on the boardwalk, Margo was striking luck of a sort that Dee didn't promise his customers.

Dee's bushy beard came up to expectations and the brush looked genuindy solid as Dee wagged hischin
while he boomed a convincing lecture on the zodiac and its Signs. But Dee didn't limit himself to astrology
among the occult sciences. PAmistry, Numerology, ahost of other things were among his specidties.

Like other persons, Margo had given her birthday and received an astrologica chart for the current price.
But when the crowd thinned, she decided to wait for apam reading and very politely, Margo let others
take their places ahead of her. This gave her achance to remain longer at Dee's occult parlor and lecture
hall.

It was just getting to be Margo's turn when two stocky men entered the place and walked right past her
to the little room where Dee did Palm readings. Half hopeful, haf fearful, Margo thought for the moment
that they might be the two aleged workmen who had taken the cab trip with Cranston, but when they
flashed badges on Dee, she knew differently.

These were members of the local detective force and they wanted to hold their own consultation with
Doctor Dee. Thewalls of the private room weren't thick enough to cut off their argumentative voices, o
Margo, seated outside, overheard everything as she pretended to read her astrological forecast.

"It'sabout Klurg," informed one dick. "He had one of your astrologica chartsup in hishotel room.”
"Klurg?' queried Dee. "WhoisKlurg?'

"The guy that jumped from the Neptune,” put in the other fly-cop. ™Y ou ought to know him, being hewas
one of your customers.”

"Names are not necessary ininterpreting ones stars," asserted Dee, pompoudy. "I know my clients only
by their birth sgns”

"Y ou ought to know Klurg for another reason,” argued thefirst dick. "He used to be aprofessona shill.”
"A ghill?" queried Dee. "What isashill?

"A dtick toyou," said thedick. "A booster, who starts the biz moving. Y ou got 'em out front buying those
charts of yours so the suckerswill start coughing.”

Therewas abrief pause during which Margo could picture Dee drawing himself up to the full dignity of
his beard and turban. Then:

"Such practice!™ boomed the astrologer. "Far from even consdering it, | wouldn't know of its existence.”

"Y ou know about it now, Doc,” put the detective, curtly, "and you're not making us believe you don't use
shills. The gyp joints dong the boardwalk couldn't operate without them.”

"Gypjoints" stormed Dee. "Y ou classmein that category! What month were you born in?"
"Why - May."



"And the date?"
"Theeghteenth.”

"| thought s0." Dee's voice came triumphant. ™Y our sign is Taurus, which proves you are bull-headed.
Y ou can never be taught anything, but you can be shown, because you are in the cusp of Gemini, the
Twins, which indicates adouble nature. Now listen carefully -"

From thereon, Doctor Dee went into hisregular spiel but he was concentrating upon an audience of one,
instead of agroup. He hadn't forgotten the other detective, though, because soon he wasinquiring that
man's birthday and from then on Dee was discussing the Sign of Pisces, the Fishes.

Deewasright; he didn't need shills.

When the two dicks walked out, each was carrying an astrologica chart, while the bowing Doctor Dee
was smiling through his beard as hefolded apair of dollar bills.

Having sold such difficult customers, Dee gpparently felt he'd done enough work for the time. Seeing
Margo, the bearded Doctor spread his hands apologetically.

"Sorry, young lady," said Dee, "but | have another appointment. If you could come back this evening, or
tomorrow, | shdl give you amuch better palm reading than | could now."

Leaving Dee's, Margo started up the Boardwal k toward Bankhill's, only to change her mind and decide
to go bathing instead. Bankhill's would be too tame, Margo decided, after the way Dee had
high-pressured the detectives into buying horoscopes. Maybe later Margo wouldn't mind sitting through
another auction, just to turn in aroutine report.

Postponement was an inspiration in thisinstance. That later auction wasto produce results for which even
The Shadow hadn't bargained!

CHAPTER VII

OLD Isaac Twambley liked the view from the end of the Long Pier. A long hobble out here, but it was
worthiit, for it seemed like going to sea. It was a popular place, the outer end of the Long Pier.

The main attraction was the miniature submarine that was hooked to two short extensions of the pier. The
sub was more than amodd!; it was big enough to accommodate a dozen passengers atrip.

For twenty-five cents people went down steps and entered the moored boat. Then the hatch was
clamped, the ship submerged and for ten minutes the inmates had alot of fun looking at fishes through the
water-tight port holes that lined the Sdes of the sub.

Old Twambley didn't take one of those trips; he just sat on abench and mulled over matters. He didn't
look like a man who was trying to solve amurder, but he was. Findly, he remembered that he had an
appointment ashore, so after aglance at hiswatch, Twambley got up from the bench and started back
adongthepier.

Being an old man, Twambley stopped at intervalsto rest. It was along trek past the pavilions and other
sructures that dominated the Long Pier. At the half way mark, Twambley paused to study a cut-out
section in the center of the pier where wooden steps led down into the water.

This was where the wave motors were once located. A wonderful invention, the wave motor, but it
hadn't paid. It took awhole day's waves to make the blades produce enough dectricity to light asingle



room, so the wave motors had been junked asimpractical .

Disappearing into the water where the wave motors had been, the old steps received the swash and
pound of the surf, but the noise of the ocean was drowned by a closer roar that attracted Twambley's
attention.

The caged lions of the Pier Menagerie were acting up because they were annoyed with their cramped
quarters. Walking shoreward, Twambley passed the line of cages and felt rather sorry for thelions. Sea
lions would have been more appropriate exhibits on an ocean pier.

Maybe it was that thought that caused Twambley to ook toward the water. Roving the beach, hiseyes
became keen as they surveyed the day's crop of disporting beauties. Old Twambley provided a chuckle
as he singled out a brunette who was putting on ared bathing cap to match the rest of her rather trivia
Svimming costume.

Rather humorous, catching Margo Lane playing hooky from an auction sale. Twambley would have to
put ablack mark on her report for that. Right now, though, hisrolling chair was waiting on the
Boardwalk and it was time to be getting back to the Hotel Neptune where Twambley was expecting a
hired car with areliable chauffeur named Jerry Lanthrop who worked for the Green Cab Company.

It happened that Jerry Lanthrop too was playing hooky in his own style. Down at the depot a
commodious but old-fashioned car was nosing in among the taxicabs that were waiting for the Shore
Expressto arrive. A couple of cabbies came over to view the reconditioned relic.

"How come, Jerry?"' queried one. "What did the boss do, put you on probation?*
"I've been promoted,” retorted Jerry. "A private chauffeur iswhat am now."
"Y eeh? Then why are you hacking here?!

"Orders," announced Jerry bluntly. "I was sent to meet agentleman who's coming in on the streamliner. A
friend of Mr. Twambley."

Cab driversweren't the only personswho heard that statement. Lounging nearby was a shambly,
stoop-shouldered man who looked like something washed from the ocean, except that hisill-fitting
clothes and frayed cap were dry. This derelict happened to know that Jerry's statement was a
fabrication.

The shambly man was named Hawkeye and like Harry Vincent, he was one of The Shadow's agents.
Hawkeye had been deputed to watch the depot just for something like this. Already Hawkeye was
informed that Jerry had been immobilized, but thisdidn't ook likeit. By now, Jerry should be a the Hotel
Neptune, reporting to Mr. Twambley. Apparently he was going to attend to something else before taking
up that job.

Now the Shore Express was arriving and soon itsflood of passengers was overwhelming the line of cabs.
Nobody invaded Jerry's car, because it wasn't for hire, but Jerry himself was on the anxious lookout for a
passenger who wasn't coming to see Twambley. At last atall, stoop-shouldered man detached himself
from the throng and darted |ooks dong the line while balancing himsdf between two oversized suit

Cases.

Jerry happened to be handling this Situation very neeatly. He was parked where a private car had no right
to be, but he was using his prerogative as a cab driver to stay there. A clever devicethis, even though the
order had come from someone higher up than Jerry. It fitted too with a message that had gone out to



someone, specificaly the stoop-shouldered stranger with the suit cases.

That man, whoever he was, had been instructed to look for acar parked among the cabs. This car hadn't
been particularly selected; Jerry had just been told to bring any car that he could borrow, provided that it
didn't bear the trade mark of acab company. So Jerry had sped matters by bringing the car which had
been assigned to Twambley.

Likewise, Jerry was on the watch for aman with two suit cases who would be looking for just such a
car. Mutual recognition was rapid and the intended passenger climbed into the old-fashioned hulk, ready
for aride.

Hawkeye too was ready.

Inthat brief interva, the hunchy little man had summed the stranger's face, noting it to be pasty and
droopy, the way hard faces usualy got when the years caught up with them. The face |ooked somewhat
familiar to Hawkeye, but he didn't bother about that.

The car being commodious, Jerry had put the suit cases right in with the passenger, which left plenty of
room in the trunk for Hawkeye. With aquick dart from the curb, The Shadow's little man reached the
rear of the car, tried the trunk handle, found it unlocked, and deftly whipped himsdf inside, just asthe car
was about to pull away.

Thistrip was bumpy but brief. When the big car came to what seemed afina stop, Hawkeye peered out
from the trunk rack and saw adoor man lifting the bagsto lug them into a very fancy hotel which
Hawkeye recognized as the Waterloo.

Rolling out, Hawkeye made a quick shamble to some shrubbery that flanked the pretentious hotel
entrance. So far inconspicuous, Hawkeye knew held become otherwiseif he forayed into the glittering
lobby, so he decided to find another way of entry. He lingered though, long enough to learn something.

Hawkeye heard the stoop-shoul dered man speak to the attendant.

"Hold my bags here," said he of the droopy face. "I want to check my reservation. The cab can go
though. I'll call another if | need one.”

Next Hawkeye saw something that the door man didn't. In entering the hotel, Mr. Droop Face pulled a
key from his pocket. Apparently, this stranger already had aroom at the Hotel Waterloo.

The number of the key was 512 and the stranger used it as soon as he reached the room that bore that
number. The room was quite empty and the newcomer paced it impatiently for afew minutes, then
paused at the window to look out toward the ocean.

Next, the stranger reached into his pocket, produced awallet, and counted out alarge bundle of money.
That bundle waslarge in two respects, there were forty-nine billsin it and each bore the denomination of
onethousand dollars.

Asthe droopy man pocketed the cash, the telephone jangled and he pounced for it, pronto. Recognizing
the voice that spoke, the stranger gave aharsh chuckle.

"Yes, thisis Seth Gaudry," he announced. "I thought 1'd be hearing from you... The money? Certainly |
brought it... Yes, the extrathousand in smaller hills, too.”

Gaudry paused a that moment to plant his hand againgt his trouser's pocket where another wad of bills
buffered histhwack. Then:



"At the next auction,” repeated Gaudry in response to words across the phone. "Thethird statuette... I'm
to buy it... Electra, yes| can remember the name... Certainly. I'll have the extra cash ready..."

Another pause, then Gaudry gave one of his short harsh laughs.

"Naturally, not a your place... You'reright, it would be bad to pay over the big dough there... Maybel
ought to know what I'm buying too... Y ou'll convince me? Good... Back here then, right after the
auction... Yes, I'll have my bags brought up. Y ou'll find them waiting here..."

The speaker on the wire must have mentioned something about the time, because Gaudry didn't waste
any. Fishing for the room key, he brought it from his pocket and tossed it on the writing desk, knowing
he wouldn't need it because hisvisitor would be herefirst.

Two minutes after the devator went down with Gaudry, Hawkeye poked into sight from afire tower and
scanned the fifth floor corridor. Seeing no one, Hawkeye was about to be on hisway when another
elevator door flung open. Out stepped a bell-boy carrying two suitcases that Hawkeye recognized.

The bell-boy used a pass key to open the door of 512 which was enough to tell Hawkeye that the man
he was tagging had |eft the hotel. Dodging out by the fire tower, Hawkeye was on hisway again.

Scanty though the facts were that Hawkeye had acquired, they were the sort that must reach The
Shadow asfast asthey could be gotten there!

CHAPTER VIII
MARGO LANE wasin ahurry too.
If she missed this next auction, Lamont would never forgive her.

Back in her hotel room, Margo had maneuvered a quick change from bathing garb to Boardwalk attire
and now shewas practicaly racing along the Boardwalk itself. In fact, Margo was traveling so fast that
she dmost missed the House of Bankhill.

Beckoning hands were what halted Margo. They were pulling them in asusud at Bankhill'sand again it
was Mr. F who was on the door. He smiled when he saw Margo, Mr. F did, because he recognized her
from the evening before. Then, his bland face becoming very serious, the front man produced a card.

"Youll likethissde, miss" he said in aconfidentia tone. "If thereés any specid questions, just ask me,
Persondized service, that's our motto.”

The card said "Elwood Ferth" and Margo was rather surprised to find that "F* was the man's actual
initia, snce she thought that the courtesies between the auctioneers was just a matter of bluff. So Margo
gave Ferth asmile that he returned as he ushered her to achair, well front.

Thisafternoon's auction wasfairly well attended and Montague Bankhill himsdlf was surveying the
stuation from the door of the back room. The business was being handled by the convincing Mr. L, with
Mr. S standing by to display the goods, while Mr. F, now known as Ferth, kept watch from the outer
door.

Somehow these people didn't seem as sinister to Margo asthey had previoudy. If the term applied to
anybody, the customers deserved it. There were some queer looking ducks, both male and female, and
the dignified Colonel wasn't gracing the scene today.

But try as hard as she could, Margo couldn't decide which were the shills or sticks, astheloca



detectives termed the business boosters. Margo's choice as a sure-shot was a droop-faced man who sat
by himsdlf saying nothing, but her one bet was wrong.

That man happened to be Seth Gaudry, one person who was here definitely as a buyer.

Today's preliminary offering conssted of aseries of framed landscape paintings which the auctioneer
extolled as high as the clouded skies depicted on the canvases. They were the works of famous but
obscure artists, Mr. L inssted, that had been acquired in very unexpected places.

Margo had her own opinion of those places.

Oftenin chain stores, Margo had seen rapid fire painters doing such jobsin ten minutes and selling them
for adollar or two apiece. If these marvelous offerings hadn't come from such sources, Margo would
never make another guess a anything.

A good enough bet, since thistime Margo was guessing right.

Convincingly, Mr. L disposed of the streamlined chromos at prices ranging from twenty-five to fifty
dollarseach, dl the while bewailing that he was giving them away. Judging from the people who bought
them, Margo decided that about half were sticks and the other half suckers, which shetook it was the
proper name for customersin these environs.

So far, Margo hadn't said aword, even when the auctioneer pressed her. In that pinch, she looked
toward the door and caught a headshake from Ferth. Maybe Ferth wasredlly afriend, perhaps he was
just priming Margo for acoming trim. Wondering what Mr. Bankhill would think about it, Margo looked
for him, but found that he'd | eft.

That didn't surprise Margo. If any customer recognized the type of paintings that were being peddled and
gave out the word, Bankhill wouldn't want to be around. 1t would be better for him to show up later and
blame the whole swindle on hisinitialed auctioneers.

Just asthelast chromo was going on the block, a portly dowager came bulking through the doorway to
pause and give arebuking stare at Ferth.

"Y ou should have told me!" Thelady wasredly angry. "Those marvelous paintings, sold for asongin al
probability. If | had only been herel”

"Sorry, Mrs. Tarleton,” gpologized Ferth. "I phoned your hotel and they said that you had gone.”

"Thefoold" snorted Mrs. Tarleton. "It was my sster-in-law who |eft, the very person who has objected
to my spending money at auctions! They would tell you about the wrong Mrs. Tarleton!”

Ferth was planting Mrs. Tarleton in achair beside Margo, who was dmost dazzled by the flock of
jewdry that graced the dowager'sarms, At first glance, all those diamondslooked like the very sort of
junk the House of Bankhill peddied and at closer study, even more o.

Mrs. Tarleton's rings were of the same category, as were the over-sized earrings that she sported. Now
Ferth was giving her a persuasive purr, which Margo was close enough to hear, aswas probably
intended.

"Y ou wouldn't have wanted those paintings,” insisted Ferth, gesturing toward the brilliant monstrosities
that were being tagged for their buyers. "They aren't colorful enough. We have others coming in shortly
that aretruly vivid. You're staying in Seaview City awhile longer?”



"Anacther week," replied Mrs. Tarleton. Then, eagerly: "They'll bein by then?’

"WEIl seetoit that they are," answered Ferth. Then, turning so that Margo would aso hear officidly
what he had to say: "Don't pass up the Satuettes that are being offered now. They areredly unique
items”

There were seven of the Satuettes, each about twelve inches high. They were made of china, gaudily
painted, and they were standing on ashelf that stood out like atray. Bringing the statuetteswas ajob for
Mr. S, but instead of drawing out the shelf, he decided to take down the statuettes singly, since they were
breakable.

Deserting Margo and the Tarleton lady, Ferth hurried over to hel p with the handling of the statues. He
preferred to handle the whole shelf asatray, stating that the statuettes should be kept in their proper
order. Winning his point, Ferth helped bring the trayload to the auction table.

The auctioneer took over.

" Seven magnificent Satuettes,” he reded off. "They represent the famous sgters, the Pleiades. Mind you,
these statuettes were known in the days of ancient Rome. They graced the homes of the patricians and
werevaued at their weight in gold.

"Why, asingle satuette of Roman antiquity would bring a price as high asaking'sransom! Here you see
the genuine replicas of the famous household gods of the ancients. In the ruins of Pompeli, not asingle
statue of this sort was found intact. Think of what you are buying when you acquire one of these rare and

perfect specimend”

Margo could think al right. Somebody would be acquiring a piece of firgt-classjunk. Not asingle
statement that the auctioneer had made could prove that any of these statuettes were worth more than an
ordinary chinaornament.

"We shdl auction themin order," the speaker continued. "Alcyone, Celaeno, Electra, Maia, Merope,
Agterope, and Taygeta, the Seven Pleiades worth their weight in gold!”

"Maybe," humphed Mrs. Tarleton to Margo, "if they were made of gold. | prefer paintings. They endure
and the fame of their creatorsincreases.”

Apparently Mrs. Tarleton wasn't being sold the proper bill of goods, but by now the bids were starting.
Ten dollars, twenty, then twenty-five. It paused there until Margo heard Ferth'swhisper close beside
her:

"Say thirty."

Margo said "Thirty," though she didn't quite know why. Somebody jumped the bid to forty and Ferth
gave another whisper:

"Makeit fifty."

Just on the chance that Ferth wasright, Margo called "Fifty." With it, the bidding stopped, leaving Margo
wondering how she was going to buy the atuette of Alcyone, considering that she had a mereten
dollarswith her. Indeed, Margo felt very much abashed, as though guilty of some more than minor crime.
Shelooked toward Ferth, saw him smile and gesture to mean that everything was adl right. Somehow his
Suave way reassured her.

The auctioneer put Celaeno on the block.



At least Margo's spontaneity had helped mattersfor the bidding became quite spirited, getting away from
the shillsthat boosted it. Even Mrs. Tarleton was drawn into the thing, and suddenly jumped the offer up
to ahundred dollars, which brought aprompt "Sold" from the auctioneer.

Electra came next.

While Mr. L was starting his spid, Mr. S picked up thefirst two statuettes and told Margo and Mrs.
Tarleton that they could pay for them in the back room, Ferth raised an objecting hand and undertoned:

"Wait.

"Two of theserare prizesgone," the auctioneer was saying. "Don't you redize, ladies and gentlemen, that
with each sdle there are lessleft and therefore they are worth more? And now Electra, most famous of
these ssters who adorn the heavens as the stars called the Pleiades.

"Y ou can see them on every wintry night, just as over your mantel you can look at one of the famous
sgtersif you do not alow this opportunity to escape you. Electra, the third of the Pleiades. What's that?
Fifty dollarsbid?

"Now a hundred - who will say ahundred and fifty? A hundred and a quarter - now one and ahalf - one
fifty - five? | shouldn't take such abid, but I must. Two hundred - two fifty -"

The sticks were really working now, like the pistons of awell-regulated machine. For thefirst time,
Gaudry wasin the bidding, hel ping push it too. To Margo's sheer amazement, amood which Mrs.
Tarleton shared, the statuette of Electrawent for afull five hundred dollars.

A whisper from Ferth:
"Now."

They went to the back room, where Mr. Swas carrying thefirst two statuettes, while Ferth picked up
the one of Electraand brought it dong personally. Gaudry followed and Margo was rather astonished at
the look of smug satisfaction that firmed hisface.

While Mr. Swaswrapping the first two packages and saying that they'd be delivered, Ferth bundled the
third and leaned over to whisper to Margo:

"Never mind thefifty. It'son the house."

Though she till couldn't understand. Margo redized this was no time to put questions, so shejust stood
by. A ddivery boy was standing by too, and Ferth, finishing the wrapping of hissingle packagefirs,
placed it in the boy's hands and turned to Gaudry with the question:

"Your hotd, sr, and the room number?"
Only briefly did Gaudry hestate. Then:

"The Cord House," he said. "Room 920. Send it over there right away. I'll be going there as soon asthe
remaining statuettes are sold.”

Ferth dispatched the delivery boy before Margo could think to tell him that she too was staying &t the
Cora House. She mentioned that later, while she watched the other buyers pay for their statuettes. Ferth
smply nodded and said that the messenger would make another trip.

Bankhill was definitely absent from the back room. Margo took note of that as she walked to the auction



gdlery, trying to look like somebody who had just paid out fifty dollarsfor awonderful bargain.

Maiaand Merope had been peddied at five hundred dollars each, but Margo was sure from the
auctioneer's expression that shills had bought them and that he was stdling in hope that the former buyers,
particularly Mrs. Tarleton and the droopy Mr. Gaudry would go heavy for thelast remaining pair of
Pleiades. But they didn't, so the auctioneer let the regular boosters take them at six and seven hundred

respectively.

Mrs. Tarleton seemed quite satisfied, so Margo looked around to see how Gaudry felt, only to discover
that he had left. Not knowing his name, Margo wondered who the man might be and what his business
was, only to decide that she could find out when she reached the hotel, Since he was stopping there too.

So Margo Laneleft the auction house, little realizing how much she would hear about Seth Gaudry and
how soon!

CHAPTER IX

DUSK was settling over Seaview City as Margo Laneleft the House of Bankhill. Glancing down the
Boardwak, Margo failed to see any light in Dee's place and decided that the Doctor of Astrology must
have gone out to dinner.

Included in the dusk was the Hotel Waterloo and room 512 held its share of gloom as a shadowy hand
opened the door with a special skeleton key to admit acloaked figure.

Here on Hawkey€'stip-off, The Shadow wasn't surprised to find that Gaudry was absent, since he knew
that the man had gone out. What did intrigue The Shadow was the fact that Gaudry had left his own key
lying on the writing desk. Stepping over there, The Shadow picked up the key, carried it to the window,
and examined it in what remained of daylight.

Letting the key rest in his gloved pam, The Shadow weighed it asif it were some priceless object. Then,
sngularly, alow-toned, comprehending laugh quivered from his hidden lips. In that sudden but smooth
style that characterized him, The Shadow planted the key on the desk where he had found it and moved
swiftly from the room, closing the door behind him.

Not for amoment had The Shadow concerned himsdlf with Gaudry's suit cases. Maybe the reason why
he didn't was because Gaudry himsalf wasn't bothered about them, nor for that matter did Gaudry
particularly care about the room in the Hotel Neptune.

Right now, Gaudry was entering another room in adifferent hotel. He didn't have to unlock it, for while
he was inserting his key, the door opened. For amoment, Gaudry hesitated on the threshold, disturbed
by seeing alighted desk lamp within. Then, abrisk bell-hop turned to meet him. The boy asked:

"Thisisyour room, Sir?"

Gaudry nodded.

"And the nameis Mr. Kramer?"'

"That'sright," responded Gaudry. "Worthington Kramer. | reserved thisroom."
"There was a package just arrived, Sir -"

"From the House of Bankhill. It's something | just purchased there." Stepping deeper into the room,
Gaudry saw the package on atable. "That'sit," he added. "Here, thisisfor your trouble.”



From asizeablerall of billsin histrousers pocket, Gaudry peded off afive, the smdlest that he had. The
bell-boy received it with much thanks, but his face changed as he was leaving the room.

"It was too bad about the messenger,” he said. "'l suppose they weretoo late to inform him at the auction
house."

"Inform him of what?" demanded Gaudry.

"About the accident to hisfamily," said the bell-boy. "Their car wasin abad smash. They aredl a the
Municipa Hospitd ."

Quickly Gaudry relaxed hisfacia musclesto wipe off the suspicion that grew upon hisfesatures. Then, a
bit gruffly, besad:

"Too bad. I'll have to do something to help the boy. Very sorry, very sorry."
The bell-hop Ieft with the impression that Gaudry, otherwise Kramer, was visibly shaken, which hewas.

The moment that the door closed, Gaudry pounced for the package and ripped its wrapping open. He
found the statuette of Electrainsde, gave it afrantic examination, testing itsweight aswell as measuring
itssize, ashe carried it close to the light, so asto make sure it was the proper goddess.

Much though he seemed to prize this purchase, Gaudry thumped it rather heavily on thetable ashe
turned his attention to the telephone. Hands trembling, he went through the pages of the phone book,
found thelisting for the House of Bankhill and made acdll there.

It was Ferth's voice that answered promptly.
"Hdlo," began Gaudry. "Thisis-"
Breaking off before giving his right name or hiswrong one, Gaudry steadied.

"Thisisthe man that bought the statuette of Electra," hesaid. "It'shere a the hotel dl right, but |
understand that the ddlivery boy had trouble -"

"Troublein ddivery?' interrupted Ferth. "But if it'sthere -"

"No, no," brokein Gaudry. "It's about the accident.”

"Something happened to the Satuette?!

"No, to the boy's family. An automobile crash. Weren't you the people who sent word to the hotel ?*

"Why, nol" exclaimed Ferth. "I've been wondering why the boy didn't come back. There are other
ordersto deliver, you know."

"l know."

Planting the receiver on the hook. Gaudry drew adeep, worried breath. Turning to the window, he
stared out at the ocean and gradudly became relieved. After dl, the scene was placid. Looking at the
ocean made people fed better, otherwise they wouldn't cometo Seaview City.

There was aland breeze blowing and as aresult the waves were small, the surf close to the beach. The
sunset il shone upon the scintillating sand and afew remaining bathers seemed reluctant to call it aday.



More than a hundred yards above the beach fronting the Coral House, the long bulk of the Long Pier
carved itsway to sea. It wasn't quite time for lightsto appear dong the pier, but when they did, it would
have the appearance of a huge ocean liner about to sail.

It was the beach though, that really lulled Gaudry. The sunlight seemed to be plucking at the deep green
waves, drawing the smal white-caps from them. White too were the boats that life-guards were hauling
from the surf, one a short way toward the Long Pier, the other further down the beach.

Three girlsweretossing abig rubber ball among them and thair figures were gaining the effect of lithe
slhouettes againgt the background of the ocean. In their snug bathing costumes, they reminded Gaudry of
the unadorned statuette of Electrathat stood so prettily upon histable. His thoughts thus diverted,
Gaudry turned to reach for the dender image of decorated china.

A knock at the door halted him.

Tightening, Gaudry cdled hoarsdly:

"Who's there?"

"Evening paper, Sr," came avoice from outsde. "Ddivered to dl guestswhen they arrive.”

Gaudry went to the door and opened it to pick up the newspaper that the boy had left. He was unfolding
it as he stepped back into the room, but he turned again, more startled than before, as he heard a creak
of the door hinge.

It wasn't the door of the room. Thiswas the door of a clothes closet. Asafigure moved forward, Gaudry
heard a cold voice speak and he froze with it.

Gaudry knew that tone, forced though it was. Itswords were a calculated accusation.
"We have met at the time we planned,” the voice said, crisply, "but not at the place where we planned.”
No answer came from Gaudry. He couldn't have spoken if held tried.

"Perhaps our plans differed.” The speaker was moving forward as Gaudry retreated. "If so, one of us
should havetold the other."

Now words came from Gaudry'slips.

"l - I wasn't trying to double-cross you," he ssammered. "Nothing - absolutely nothing - could have been
further from my mind. | only wanted to be sure-"

"To besure." There was asneer to the crisp tone that interrupted. "To be sure; you wanted to be sure.”
"That'sit." Gaudry was over besde thetable. "I wanted to be sure about the statuette.”

"Then why did you come here?' The chalenger had become vicious as Gaudry could tell by the face that
he now saw and recognized. "Y ou had everything ready at the right hotel. We were to meet at the
Waterl oo, Gaudry, not at the Cora House. Do you remember?’

"| thought we could go therelater,” argued Gaudry, his own manner becoming glib, though with adight
touch of thefrantic. "l wasn't just sure that everything would be safe. | was afraid that somebody -"

“Somebody like mysdf?"



"Like anybody. Like whoever was responsiblefor last night's murder, might be after me.”

That brought a chuckle from the man who confronted Gaudry. His figure was plain now,
stoop-shouldered, as though ready to lunge, arobed form, clad in something of gray.

"Y ou know," gulped Gaudry. "Like Klurg was murdered.”

"I know why Klurg died," spoke the man in gray. "He was a double-crosser. Y ou were safe enough,
Gaudry, until you became the same. Only Klurg's desth was not termed murder. Read your newspaper,
Gaudry, if you don't believe me."

Numbly, Gaudry's fingers plucked the newspaper from the table. The room was now too dusky for
Gaudry to hopeto read anything; he was smply trying to play along with this man who accused him of
the double-cross. As he unfolded the newspaper, Gaudry felt something dip fromiit, but such aminor
matter did not bother him. He'd started to talk fast, Gaudry had, now he was thinking fast, too.
Pretending to read the newspaper, Gaudry spoke.

"I'll go through with the deal,” Gaudry promised. "After dl, it's cheap enough. Why should | argue?’

Gaudry's hands were dive now and they were working the newspaper toward the statuette that stood on
thetable. All he wanted were afew moments more, but they were to be denied him.

"Y ou shouldn't argue, Gaudry," declared the man in gray. "It wouldn't matter. Whatever you do now is
too late.”

Up came Gaudry's face, Sartled to the point where its droop was ghastly. Hisfeatures were frozen like a
desth mask, hiseyes as glassy asice. Cold too was the sight that chilled him, colder than the gray man
who was the cause.

Gaudry could have cried out the name of that man who confronted him, but it was useless. The gun was
al that mattered; it was the chilling sght. Trained straight upon Gaudry, arevolver muzzle was ready to
gpeak thefind word in this discussion of degth!

CHAPTER X
TIME islifés greatest factor.

From yearsto hours, from hoursto seconds, with dl the intermediate divisons, timeruleslife and with it
holds sway over death.

Y et time itsdlf isindeterminable. Shaded to the finest degree, it becomes split-seconds, and such fractions
areimpossbletotaly.

Thethings that suddenly began to happen in thisroom at the Coral House came in aseries of flashesthat
were S0 closely knit that they seemed ingtantaneous. Y et they were in a certain order, otherwise they
wouldn't have occurred precisaly asthey did.

Gaudry's hand grabbed the statuette of Electra. The door from the hdlway flung wide. The gray man
pulled thetrigger of his sted-gray gun. A flash of flame darted from the revolver muzzle.

Blackness, in cloaked form, flung itself upon afigure robed in gray. A newspaper fluttered to the floor,
gparks coming from the hole that the heat of apunching bullet had set aflame. A flying arm, Gaudry'sarm,
sent the china Satuette scaling through the air.



Thaose things happened all asone.

Another series of packed eventstook over. The gray robe dodged. The flying statuette reached the figure
in black and acloaked arm came up toward it. A fierce cry spat from Gaudry'slips. Its echo wasthe
crash of crockery as the deflected statuette struck the wall.

Whesdling, The Shadow flung himself upon the dodging man in gray, despite the revolver shotsthat the
would-be murderer jabbed at this black-clad foe. The Shadow escaped those shots, not miraculoudy
though it seemed 0, but because he lunged with aswirl that carried him around his antagonist'saim.

Here again, fate played atricky hand.

If thefirst shot had been atrifle more accurate, it would have staggered Gaudry sufficiently to put him out
of action. The gray-robed man had expected it to do just that; so had the black-cloaked Shadow.
Instead, Gaudry wasn't dackened by the bullet; if anything, it increased his speed. With dl the fervor of a
wounded beast, Gaudry came hurtling forward.

In reward, Gaudry received the shots meant for The Shadow, by coming right into a path of fire that he
would have escaped, had he stayed where he was.

Jolted by theimpact of the bullets, Gaudry veered and blindly clutched The Shadow. Victim and rescuer
reeled across the room in aclinch that The Shadow recognized as a prelude to a death clutch. No mere
nerve, but only sheer abandon, could have given Gaudry the power that he now displayed.

It couldn't last long, this blind fight that Gaudry displayed, but even haf a dozen seconds could be too
many. That waswhy The Shadow did not try to fight off his attacker; instead, The Shadow turned the
grappleinto along, hard plunge.

That dive was straight in the direction of the robed man who had fired the fatal shots. If he could be
brought into thistusde, his part would be finished. Either Gaudry's death grip would be transferred to the
man who deserved it or The Shadow would provide the clincher. But the man with the revolver didn't
stay to meet the twisting figures that came towering at him.

Scooping something from the floor, the man in the gray robe huddled it dong with his gun and loped out
through the doorway to the hall. There was a double thud as The Shadow and Gaudry hit the floor
together and the jar broke them apart. One figure done arose; the cloaked form of The Shadow.

Gaudry's struggle was over; he lay motionlessin death. The Shadow was after amurderer, area one,
not the intended variety.

The chase halted suddenly.

Out herein the corridor there wasn't atrace of the fugitive that The Shadow sought. He couldn't have
taken an devator; they were so close that The Shadow would have heard the door clang. The stairway
was at the other end of the corridor; too far away for the murderer to have gained it in such short time.

The Shadow wasredly balked.

Then, in this dilemma where moments were so vita, luck came The Shadow's way, abetted by Margo
Lane. It was double luck that Margo should aso have aroom on thisfloor and that she had arrived there
just before the shooting started. The rest was quick thinking on Margo's part.

From her door, which she had opened in a panic, Margo saw The Shadow halted in the corridor. She
guessed that he was after someone and in one glance, Margo sized the Situation. Remembering



something, thegirl dhrilledit:
"The bather's devators! Down the corridor and to the left!"

Taking the cue, The Shadow took to the trail. Margo's hooky party of the afternoon was bringing
dividends, otherwise she wouldn't have known that this hotel had specia € evatorsthat bathers used to
go directly to the basement. At that, The Shadow was still too many paces behind, because when he
reached the elevatorsin question, the door of one was clanging shut.

Gaudry's murderer had reached the route that he was sure meant safety. He had parked the elevator here
for usein ahasty getaway.

Clever business, but the murderer hadn't allowed for al contingencies. There were two of these eevators
and he had smply taken the one that wasn't being operated at this hour. The other elevator was ill in
use and dmost asif The Shadow had ordered it, the car arrived at thisfloor.

Asit opened, the evator disgorged three girlsin bathing suits. They screeched as a cloaked figure
whirled between them into the elevator where an astonished operator tried to grab the strange intruder.
Then the operator cameflying after the girlsasthey dived in dl directions, letting their beach ball bound
acrossthefloor.

From the corridor, Margo saw the sequel. Astonished mermaids were draped here and there, staring
wide-mouthed at a clanging door, while ahaf-dazed devator boy was picking himsdf up, wondering
what it was al about. Knowing that The Shadow had resumed the pursuit, Margo rushed back to her
own room to look for what happened next.

The murderer had gained considerable distance, but down in the basement, The Shadow spotted him
going out through a door that led beneath the Boardwalk and directly to the beach. For some reason, the
gray-robed fugitive had let himsalf ose ground, but he had accomplished something in the process.

The way to the outer door was blocked by al sorts of debris such as beach chairs and umbrella stands
that the fugitive had flung behind him. The last obstacle that The Shadow encountered was alarge
cylindrica tank that the gray man had overturned in flight. Half-tripping over the tank, The Shadow
regained hisfooting and reached the door, only to find it clamped from the outside. Hard heaves from
The Shadow's shoulder broke the barrier, but by then he had lost more precioustime.

It was Margo Lane who had the best vantage point from which to view the mystery that followed,
something that gpproached the truly incredible.

From her high room, Margo saw a gray-clad figure spurt across the beach from beneath the Boardwalk.
The hue and cry of murder must have been sent bel ow, because persons were aready rushing from the
hotdl. They were pointing after the obscure gray figure and shouting to the life guards to stop him.

All Margo could tell wasthat the fugitive was wearing agray bathrobe and that his form was a stooped
one. His posture however could be attributed to the fact that he wasin a hurry and that he seemed to be
carrying something huddled closeto hisbreast. Details were quite vague from this distance, but despite
the degpening dusk, Margo could view the generd result.

A score of witnesses saw the same and The Shadow was one of them. Halting beneath the Boardwalk,
he saw the life guards starting after the murderer and |eft the capture to them.

Only there wasn't to be any capture.
With the speed of afrightened crab, the man in the gray robe dashed out into the surf and through the



short line of breskers. His robe |eft his shoulders as he went beyond his depth and only his bobbing head
was seen, out beyond the white-topped sector of the surf.

By then thelife guards were changing tactics. Only one or two were racing after the hunted man; the rest
were getting to their boats and putting out through the surf. Coming in from two sides, they were sureto
box their quarry. The breakers were so mild that launching the boats and putting out in them was amatter
of mereroutine.

Apparently the killer knew that he was trapped. A few hundred feet out from the shore he stopped his
swim and began treading water. Swimming life guards were about to reach him, the boats were
converging upon the bobbing head when it suddenly disappeared benesth the water.

The murderer might quite aswel have played ogtrich and buried his head in the sand adong the beach.
Two minutes at most were dl that he could hope to stay under the heaving swell. Swimming life guards
had reached the spot where the man had disappeared, while the boats were halted a dozen yards on
either sde, marking about the average distance of an under water swim, if the hunted man expected to
bob up somewhere el se.

It took five minutesto prove that the incredible could occur. At the end of that time, the man hadn't
regppeared. The life guards were completely baffled as they scanned the darkening water at close range.
Asfor Margo, she wasready to believe that she couldn't have seen the man dash out there and vanish,
except that agray bathing robe was floating in among the breakers.

Five minutes grew to ten. Twilight settled, blackening dl the water, except for the white plumes of the
breakers. Darkness was absol ute beneath the Boardwalk, the spot from which The Shadow gazed.

A low, strange laugh whispered from that spot and drifted weirdly toward the foam into which the
murderer had vanished. The grim tone of that mirth Signified The Shadow's knowledge that acrimina had
somehow maneuvered an impossible escape.

When and how thistrail might be regained had become asingular problem, even for The Shadow!
CHAPTER XI

OLD ISAAC TWAMBLEY gave awithering glance a his new chauffeur and delivered one querulous
word:

"Wdl?

"Sorry. Mr. Twambley." In the light from the hotel portico, the freckled face of Jerry Lanthrop |ooked
quite sincere. "l've been parked here outside the hotel for the last couple of hours or more. Ask the door
man - ask anybody -"

Old Twambley gave a peculiar wince that might have been meant for a sneer. He didn't have to ask
anybody, though he didn't say so. Hed dready heard from Hawkeye, about the last person in Seaview
City that anyone would ever connect with an old blatherskite like Twambley.

What redlly mattered was Jarry'salibi.

The chap had fixed himself agood one. The Shadow knew that Jerry had brought Seth Gaudry to the
Hotel Waterloo. After leaving Gaudry, Jerry had gone directly to the Hotel Neptune where | saac
Twambley was aguest. By that time, Twambley wasn't around the Neptune. As The Shadow, he had set
out on Gaudry'strail. Unfortunately for Gaudry, held finished his quick buy a the House of Bankhill and



had gone on to the Coral House to keep arendezvous with death, before The Shadow was able to
overtake him.

Meanwhile, Jerry's dibi had built itself solidly, smply because Twambley's new chauffeur had stayed put,
outside the Hotel Neptune.

Getting into the car, Twambley spoke an order in adryish crackle:
"Take me down to the old lighthouse.”

If that demand puzzled Jerry, he didn't show it. The chauffeur smply took the whedl and drove toward
the destination given. If anything, he showed concern for his new employer, for Jerry spoke back from
the front seet:

"I'd better take it dowly. sir. Theroad isn't very good and | need to get used to this car. If anything
proves unsatisfactory, be sureto say s0."

Plenty was unsatisfactory, but Twambley didn't say so. During the snail'strip toward the point of land
where the old lighthouse stood, the keen mind of The Shadow was at work, analyzing Jerry's status.

It might not be a question of how much Jerry knew. It might be a case of how little.

So far the fellow had played the perfect stooge. His connection with murder in Seaview City could bean
unconscious one, originating from nothing more than an effort to pick up some easy money driving
company carson hisown time.

Though Jerry had brought along a brace of thugs when he took Cranston as a passenger in the blue cab,
no threat had resulted during that trip. Maybe Jerry had been in on the frame when those car-lights had
blinked asigna outside the Hotel Neptune, but The Shadow wasn't entirely certain that Jerry's vehicle
wasthe oneinvolved.

Today, Jerry had brought Gaudry from the depot, but again his part was minor and could be considered
such until The Shadow knew definitely that Jerry had heard of Gaudry's degth.

In any event, Jerry was afuture prospect where The Shadow was concerned and it would be unwiseto
spoil him now. However much Jerry knew - or how little - The Shadow could use him as effectively as
someone else. And someone ese was definitely using Jerry, whether the cabby-chauffeur understood dl
the details.

That someone was adouble murderer.

So far, two names stood out in The Shadow's mind. One was that of Doctor Dee, bearded master of the
occult, whose ways were as mysterious as the arts in which he specidized. The other was Montague
Bankhill, head of the House that bore his name. There was a solid reason why The Shadow gave them
precedence over others.

That reason was the game.

Something huge was at stake, involving vast sums, otherwise unscrupulous but penurious personslike
Trenkler and Gaudry wouldn't have received invitesto come to Seaview City and lay fifty thousand
dollars on the line. Having known Trenkler and having heard of Gaudry, The Shadow knew that both
were personswho in life had expected adollar to do adime's work.

Silence was The Shadow's speciaty. When he utilized it, even as Twambley, other minds became



restless, anxiousto break the pa| of quiet. Jerry was no exception; he felt he had to talk. While the things
he said were commonplace, it was agood sign, having Jerry become voluble.

Halting the car on the Boulevard, Jerry gestured at alarge, streamlined trolley that dicked acrosson a
track that occupied across-street. Thetrolley was headed away from the beach.

"One of the Interurbans,” explained Jerry. "They call that line the Surf Route. Cuts back acrossthe
Meadows and then down the coast to other resorts.”

Twambley said nothing, which bothered Jerry dl the more. Asthey drove along the Boulevard, Jerry
continued:

"Y ou wouldn't have noticed the Surf Route, coming in on the train, because they don't get close until
they'reright in town. Thetrolleys don't stop at the depot, they go up to the Boardwalk."

More slence from Twambley. Jerry wondered what he/d said to offend the old fool.

"Fast babies, those Interurbs,” informed Jerry, just to keep up conversation. "Y ou can pretty near hear
them whistle when they whizz across the M eadows. Somebody said they were built to do two milesa
minute, but | guess nobody ever opened them up to that."

Twambley didn't seem interested in Interurbans. Jerry was wondering if the old man had goneto deep.
Therewasaway of finding out.

"Say, Mr. Twambley." Jerry'stone became apologetic. "I didn't mean to be butting into your business
when | took it for granted you came into town by train. Most everybody comesin on the streamliner, you
know.

"Besdes the Upper Causaway was washed out during the Hurricane and they haven't fixed it yet. So the
only way to driveinto town isby the Lower Causeway. Hereit isright now."

Stopping for abig traffic light, Jerry indicated astraight, broad expanse of concrete that arrowed out
across the Meadows.

"Goes straight back to the Mainland," described Jerry. "Not atraffic light for five miles. Then you come
to where the Interurban cuts across. Makes its first stop there, the Surf Route does, at a station called
Seaview Heights. Only theré's no heights and there's no town. Just a hunk of ground cut up into building
lots that nobody has been sucker enough to buy.”

The light changed and the car continued its course. Soon they were past the outlying cottages that
represented the lower outskirts of Seaview City, but they were till on the Boulevard, though it had
narrowed somewhat.

Then the Boulevard itself ended to become an even narrower road, paved but rather badly. To the left,
beyond some sand dunes, Jerry indicated some forlorn pilings that reared in the moonlight.

"What's|eft of the boardwalk," Jerry explained. "It used to end down here; now it ends alot further up.
The Hurricane did that too. Over there" - Jerry gestured to hisright - "isthe Channd. That'swhat all the
drawbridges cross, likefor therailroad, the trolley, and the Causeways.”

They were closer to the ocean than the channd, though both showed the moonlight's glint. The land here
was scarcely aquarter milein width and becoming narrower. The channel view was clearer, though more
distant, because it was unobstructed, whereas sand dunes marred the outlook toward the ocean.



Confident that Twambley - if still awake - had observed how the land narrowed, Jerry ventured more
data

"Weredmost to the Point," he explained. "It isn't exactly apoint, because there's sort of acreek caled
the Narrowsthat cutsit off. Too shallow, though, for boats, the Narrows. They have to go around the
Point to get to the Channd.”

For thefirg time, Twambley spoke, just when Jerry had fully decided he was adegp; hencethe
two-timing cabby was more or lessjolted.

"All very interesting,” remarked Twambley, crisply, "and how, may | ask, do we go acrossthe Narrows
that you mention?

"Why, therésabridge there," returned Jerry. "At least there should be abridge” - he hesitated, as though
worried that he was talking too much. "Wdll, hereit is, the bridge, you can seeit for yourself.”

Asthe automobile stopped, Twambley saw the bridge or what there was of it. The structure had
evidently suffered from the hurricane of the year before, but that didn't fully account for its present
condition. Apparently the bridge had been repaired; now it was going to pieces again, because agroup
of workmen were busy fixingiit.

"Guess we can't get across,” gpologized Jerry. "Maybe | should have remembered that they were putting
inthe new planking. Still, it ought to have been done by now."

Why it wasn't done was explained by sight of an old coupe that had apparently started acrossthe
planking that Jerry mentioned. The result was that the woodwork had caved and the car was half sunk in
the debris. A brawny foreman came up to the big car to make sure Jerry didn't make the same mistake.

"It'sgoing to take us half the night to haul that buggy out,” the foreman grouched. "Buit if you don't make
the same mistake, and just it tight, we'll have atemporary job ready for you. Ought to be ready now" -
the man increased his grumble - "except for those two clucks who don't know how to set planksina
ling"

By "clucks' the foreman meant two workersin overalswho weretoiling in the light of strong lanternsand
from the window of his car, The Shadow recognized them. They were the pair of riders who had
accompanied Jerry when he drove the blue Green Cab!

Jerry didn't seem to notice hisformer pals, nor blow his horn to make them hurry up. But the discovery
of these two men who fitted into The Shadow's pattern of crime analysis, was only a prelude to the next
find.

It happened just after araucous horn began to squawk impatiently from the other side of the Narrows,
the horn incidentaly serving as atonic to the dow men who were probably better in abrawl than a
building abridge. They solved the riddle of the planks and set them straight so rapidly that the foreman
amog forgot something.

He remembered it as Jerry was nosing the big car forward.

"Hey, wait!" cdled the foreman. "Her€'s the gent who bogged his car through the bridge. He's been
waiting acouple of hoursto get acrossand | told him I'd ask the first car to take him. Y ou have room,
haven't you?'

Looking back at Twambley to seeif the latter thought there was room, Jerry received anod from his
crisp-faced employer. So the big car paused and the extra passenger stepped into it, profuse with



thanks.

Polite aswell as profuse, this gentleman, for it wasin his nature to act gentedl. Even his narrowed eyes
were as pleasant as his broad face, as he spoke to Isaac Twambley.

"Allow meto introduce mysdf, ar," the new passenger said. "1 am Colond Colgan, long aresident of
Seaview City."

Whether Colgan rated thetitle of Colondl was unimportant. The redl factor was that The Shadow,
switched to the guise of Twambley instead of Cranston, had met up with an old acquaintance who didn't
recognize him.

Thiswas the gentleman with the wing-tip collar and the polka-dot necktie, who had shared the ride with
Crangton and later figured in Margo'sfirgt visit to the House of Bankhill!

CHAPTER XI|I

AFTER giving hisown name in response to Colgan'sintroduction, |ssac Twambley cackled nervoudy as
the big car shimmied itsway across the bridge. Immediately the colonel reassured him.

"The bridge is safe enough,” he declared. "My mishap came about because | inadvertently disobeyed
instructions not to cross. There's no cause for darm now, none at al."

The Shadow knew therewasn', even if it had been his habit to fed alarm. Whilethe car wastesting the
bridge, he was doing the same with Twambley's guise and both were proving solid enough for future use.

At thefar sde of the bridge they met the car that had used the horn so noisily. It wasalight truck that
evidently hauled suppliesto and from the point. Jerry paused to hold a brief argument with the truck
driver, asking him why he had to be so impatient, and the trucker told Jerry that if he'd been waiting a
couple of hours, he'd have done the same.

Of coursethey just didn't say it in those words, but that wasthe gist of it. Old Twambley seemed quite
unperturbed by his chauffeur's exchange of profanities with the trucker. He was more interested in why
Colgan had needed a car to take him over to the Point.

There were acouple of small rowboats hitched to the shore on this sde of the bridge and there were
people about who could have rowed them. A car wasn't necessary to go anywhere on the Point because
it wasn't more than a dozen acresin size and its only buildings were within a stone's throw of the bridge.

One building was an oversized cottage that served as an undersized hotel, which was pretty well
deserted, consdering the lack of lightsin itswindows. Around it were tourist cabins, while off to the
flank, Twambley saw alarge, rambling structure that bore asmaller but equally rambling sign, with the

legend:

COMMUNITY CONTRACTORS
HARDWARE, GROCERIES
BOATS, PAINTS STORAGE
MARVIN GLOOK, PROP.

Glook hadn't wasted any of his paint either on the store or the sign, for the building was the grayish hue of
dried boards and the | etters on the Sgn were scarcely legible in the glow of the bare eectric light bulbs



that ran dongit.

Neverthdess, there were samples of hisworkmanship in the form of some freshly painted automobiles
standing outside what looked like a garage. Beyond was aragged boathouse built over an equadly frayed
pier that jutted into the Channel. Hauled up beside the pier were some squatty cabin cruisers of the
stocky, plugger type used by fishermen and these were undergoing a paint treatment too.

The blue Green Cab wasn't among the cars, but it was probably in the garage, getting apreliminary
scrape.

Towering above this batch of shoddy buildings was the Point's famed landmark, the old lighthouse. It was
atal, hollow structure, the kind that had once sent its gleam far to sea, warning navigators against a
hazard that was now sufficiently protected by modern buoys off shore. Beyond that, the Point had its
quotaof sand dunes, that gaveit anirregular appearance. These hillockslooked like the bunkers of agolf
course, except that their setting was green, not gray.

The contours of the dunes showed that they were shifty and their present leaning, inward from the Point
proper, was obvioudy arelic of the hurricane which had struck from that direction. The duneswere
useful aswell as picturesgque; unquestionably they had buffered Glook's ramshackle buildings againgt the
fury of last year's scorm, otherwise the buildings would not have survived.

Alighting from his car, Isaac Twambley entered the generd store and looked around. Over in one corner
was a door marked OFFICE and in response to the dingle of abell, aman came from that door and
leaned promptly on a counter to learn what the visitor wanted.

Thisman was Marvin Glook and he looked as weather-beaten as his premises, as crablikein action as
the crustaceans that crawled the banks of the Channel, and quite as stoopish as the leaning dunes that
were his congtant panorama.

Glook'sface was gray, like hisdeek hair, but his eyes had a quick, bluish flash that belonged to the man
who tended store as aregular routine.

"Anything you'd liketo buy, Sr?' wheezed Glook. "We're dways glad to please a customer - when we
get one! Heh!"

The"Heh" that Glook added was a cross between a chuckle and a cough.

"l would liketo buy aboat," specified Twambley. "A large boat, with al the necessary fittings. Something
more ample than those | saw outside. | would want something closer to the size of ayacht.”

Glook's eyes exhibited an increasing gleam as Twambley built up these specifications. Then, witha
gesture of one hand, the other being necessary to support him against the counter, Glook spoke

depreciatingly.
"I have nothing suitable here," said Glook. "Nor could | build anything of the sort you want.”
Twambley started to turn away and Glook's tune changed hastily.

"Of course | might find ayacht,” he declared. "and convert it to your requirements. | could ouitfit it
completely.”

Now Twambley was becoming hard to convince.

"| doubt that you have the facilities," said Twambley, his crisp tone becoming blunt. "I am sorry thét |



bothered you. | shal have to make other inquiries.”

"Other inquiries?' Glook's tone wastroubled. "Where?"

"In Seaview City. People there seemed to think you wanted to do business.”
"Which | do!"

"So | understood. | heard that you painted taxicabs, that you repaired and stored antiques. Some of the
amusement places have bought equipment from you."

Glook was nodding, very eagerly sinceit seemed the best way to impressthistype of customer.

"I buy and sl anything,” declared Glook, "providing | can put into better shape thethings| buy, before |
sl them. | work onasmdl profit margin, but why not?' Glook unlimbered himsdf to deliver anarm
gesture that included the premises. "I have very little overhead here.”

"That iswhy | came," acknowledged Twambley, cannily. " Suppose you show me around, so | can judge
for myself how much you might accomplish for me."

More eager than ever, Glook showed Twambley around. They went through the various sections of his
old buildings, Glook turning on lights as they went along. It didn't take long to prove why Glook had
become a sort of genera supply man for variousindustriesin Seaview City.

Glook's place was like a glorified junk shop. In one room was a herd of merry-go-round animals that
Glook said he had bought from an amusement park. Maybe one of the piers would need acarousel some
day. If s0, Glook would provide the steeds.

Inalarger and much higher room hung curtains, suitable for theaters, along with side-show banners that
Glook had bought from some defunct carniva. These too were waiting until some concession might want
them in Seaview City.

What interested Twambley chiefly were the store rooms. One of these held old and junky furniture,
another wasfilled with alot that looked much better. Glook termed both brands"antiques’ and added
that the improved variety had undergone atrestment in hisrepair shop.

Similarly, there was a storage room contai ning gee-gaws, bric-a-brac, and garish tapestries. Glook was
very proud of certain glossy hangings and some stacks of chinaware that had agold finish.

"Wedo dl that in the shop," explained Glook. "It gives the stuff flash and that'swhat sellsit. The auction
houses cdl for alot of it."

"Good business,”" complimented Twambley. "At least you must make an excellent profit on such goods.”

"Not much,” returned Glook, glumly. "They know the cost price too. They're close buyers because they
pay high rentds and their license feeisfive thousand dollarsayear. | have no overhead, no license."

Glook sounded as though he was sorry for himsalf. He conducted Twambley through the repair and
manufacturing department where afew men were doing night work. In addition, Glook had asmal
printing press, which he used only for job work, turning out posters, priceligts, and similar work.

They cameto the dock beside the boat house and there, in the dark, Glook pointed out the white shapes
of the squatty fishing boats.

"Come around any day," insisted Glook, "and you'll see for yourself what afinejob I've done on those.



Yes, Mr. Twambley, if you want ayacht bought, refinished, and equipped, Glook isyour man.”

Somebody was calling Glook from the main store. As Glook turned to call back, Twambley spoke into
the darkness between two of the fishing boats. Only histone was no longer Twambley's; it wasthe
whisper of The Shadow, that strange, concentrated voice that could confineitself in agiven quarter.

Thevoicesad:
"Report.”

"You werethefirs arrivd,” came alow reply. The tone belonged to Harry Vincent. "A car went out just
before the road men closed the bridge. It didn't come back.”

"Whowasinit -"

"I don't know. Probably one of Glook's customers. | was over by the sand dunesthen. | waited until
dusk to come here."

"Y ou saw no boats arrive -"

"None. Not even arow boat. The blue cabisinthe garage, but if anybody isworrying about it, they
haven't shown their hand today."

"Y ou talked to Glook -"

"No. | kept away from the store. | didn't want to even see Glook until the bridge was clear. 1'd rather
have him think I'd just arrived.”

A good enough notion on Harry's part, but it was getting too late for that now. Seeing Glook turning to
come toward the boats, The Shadow gave alow-toned order.

"Meet meat the car,” hetold Harry. "Act like astranger asking for aride back to town."

Ten minutes later, Twambley had said good-night to Glook and was about to get into his hired car, when
ayoung man stepped from the darkness and asked for alift. Much to the surprise of Jerry, Twambley
granted the request. After crossing the bridge, Twambley waved to Colone Colgan, who waswaiting for
his coupe to be hauled up from the broken planking. The colonel called a cheery good-night in return.

There were two slent passengers during the ride back to Seaview City; old Twambley and the young
man he had befriended. Sincethey didn't talk, Jerry did alot of thinking, which was precisdy what The
Shadow wanted.

Aslsaac Twambley, The Shadow was progressing nicdly in hisanalysis of crime, but he was planning to
make crooks show their hand again, and morefully.

By tomorrow, perhaps The Shadow might have added evidence that would enable him to begin thrusts of
hisown!

CHAPTER XII1
THE light of anew day, far from clearing the riddle of the Gaudry murder, only served to degpenit.
There were findings though, that intrigued The Shadow.

Very conveniently, The Shadow received an invitation to a specia reconstruction of the scene of crime,



but he did not appear there as | saac Twambley. Instead, he was forced to resume the guise of Lamont
Crangton.

The reason wasthe arrival of Inspector Joe Cardona, from New Y ork. Cardona was an important cog in
the Manhattan force and knew Cranston personally, asafriend of New Y ork's police commissioner.
Therefore it was only natural that Cranston should drop around and welcome Cardonato Seaview City
or vice versa.

Why Cardona had been summoned to Seaview City was rapidly made plain and Joe was glad to have
Cranston hear about it.

"Seth Gaudry was asmart apple,” defined Cardona. "He handled the sale of art treasures and on abig
scale, only he never advertised the fact. Bought here and there, then sold to individua collectors. Did he
ever try to sdl you anything, Mr. Cranston”?”'

Pondering, Cranston gave a headshake.
"I'm not surprised,” said Cardona. "Y ou wouldn't be the type.”

"| takeit then," returned Crangton, blandly, "that you credit me with sufficient judgment to recognize
spurious art objects.”

"That isn't it," stated Cardona. "Gaudry didn't peddle phoney stuff. | wasn't complimenting you on being
smart, Mr. Cranston, though | don't deny you are. | was meaning you were honest.”

Cranston acknowledged the better compliment with abow.

"Now that fellow Trenkler, who died afew days back," added Cardona, "he was the sort who would
have played at Gaudry's game. | wouldn't have been surprised to see him show up somewhere with fifty
grand, aming to drive abargain with it."

Cardonamight have been surprised if he'd known that Cranston had come to Seaview City as Trenkler's
proxy, hoping to uncover the mechanics of just such aded.

They werein room 920 at the Coral House and Margo Lane was among the persons present. Others
included the local police chief and the two detectives who had quizzed Doctor Dee the day before.

All around was evidence of murder which Cardona was about to anayze with due appreciation from the
locdl representatives of the law, for Joe had madeit plain that he'd let credit go to the Seaview City
force. Maybe Cardona had |earned such courtesy from The Shadow, that mysterious crime solver who
had so often dropped evidenceinto Joe's own | ap.

"When Gaudry arrived in town," related Cardona, "'he checked in at the Hotel Waterl0o. He stopped off
at aphony auction, bought himsalf achunk of junk, and then switched to thisroom that held reserved in
another name, here at the Cora House."

Crangton's eyebrows lifted in query, whereat Cardona smiled.

"Y ou're asking how those facts came out?' queried Joe. " Simple enough. Gaudry forgot himsalf and
brought the wrong hotdl key here. It'sthere on the table.”

Seeing the key, Cranston examined it. The key bore the number 512 and aletter W, which evidently
meant Waterloo, the only Seaview City hotd that had a name beginning with that |etter.



"The murderer must have gone to the Waterloo," explained Cardona, "and found thiskey." Joe showed a
key with the number 920 above a crest with theinitids C.H. for Coral House. "That's how he tracked
Gaudry down."

Margo amost said something, but Cranston's keen gaze stopped her. It wasn't the murderer, but The
Shadow, who had gone to the Waterloo and there learned Gaudry's whereabouts from the clue of the
wrong key!

"There was somewhere el se Gaudry stopped off," resumed Cardona, emphatically. "Maybe he was
looking for luck; anyway, he picked up an astrological chart from acertain Doctor Dee. It waslying on
the floor beside the body. Certain paragraphs were marked, and they were appropriate.”

Cardona passed Cranston the chart in question. It covered persons born under the sign of "Libra, the
Scales," and the eleventh was listed as an unlucky day. There was aring around that number, penciled
there asawarning to Gaudry, but it was modified by the statement appearing later.

"Persons born under Libra," announced the chart, "should trust their own judgment, because they havea
faculty for weighing decisions properly. Bad luck comesto them chiefly when the forget thisrule. The
scaesareasymbol of justice, which though sometimes blind is more often right than wrong.”

Cardona noted that Cranston, whatever his own birth sign, was carefully weighing this last sentence.

"You got it," nodded Cardong, "even though Gaudry didn't. He weighed his own decision and figured
that would knock out any bad luck. He probably laughed at that stuff about justice. So he got it - and the
wrong way."

Cranston looked up from the chart.
"Y ou mean Gaudry double-crossed somebody?*

"I've practicdly said so dl dong," argued Cardona. " Somebody must have tipped him to abig art buy,
herein Seaview City. Gaudry left alot of equipment including an x-ray machine down at the Waterloo as
ablind.

"Then he switched here, probably intending to swing the deal on hisown, only his partner caught up with
him and knocked him off, just like Klurg, who was probably a guy who knew too much about something.
Anyway, there was astar forecast in Klurg's room too.

"But getting back to Gaudry. His going to the House of Bankhill was mostly bluff, snce that place
wouldn't sell the type of goods Gaudry redly wanted. Look at that broken statuette” - Cardona gestured
to the shattered pieces that were on the floor - "and figure for yoursdlf if Gaudry thought it worth

anything.

"Since the murderer didn't take Gaudry's cash, we know he killed him as a double-crosser, not for
money. That brings usto the question of the murderer. How he disappeared is still amystery, or will be
until his body washes up somewhere adong the beach.”

Striding to the window, Cardona pointed out the scene of the mystery that had featured yesterday's
dusk.

"The murderer dived under right out there," asserted Joe. "The life guards are sure they'd have spotted
him if hed come up. He couldn't have swum under water to the pier because his breath would have given
out before he'd gone half way. Some of the life guards proved it by trying it thismorning.”



Turning from the window, Cardona suggested that they follow the murderer's route down the e evator
that |ed to the bather's basement. During the ride, Cardona mused aloud upon aminor point.

"The murderer must have faked that phony cal to the ddlivery boy," decided Cardona. "Wanted to make
surethe kid didn't stick around. That's why he spread the word about an accident that didn't happen.”

If Cranston had a different opinion, he didn't sateit, but judging from his very calm expression, Margo
had a notion that something specia wasin Lamont's mind. Then they were going through the basement to
the doorway that bathers used benesth the Boardwalk. Cardona paused to point out another detail.

"The murderer must have thought somebody was after him," declared Cardona, " because he dumped
everything in sight. That big towe container, for one thing, a couple of those double lockers, the pulmotor
in the corner, and even the big oxygen tank that they've got here for emergencies.”

Having been obstructed by this very debris, which was now back in place, Cranston could have detailed
afew more items, but didn't. They reached the beach, where Cardona ruefully commented on the
inability of sand to record foot marks.

"The stuff istoo shifty for good prints," declared Cardona, "and besides, so many people tramp the
beach that there's no telling one set from another. Whoever invented the saying "Footprints on the sands
of time didn't know much about sand.”

With that, Cardonaturned to the two detectives, the strong silent men of the Seaview City force.
"Footprints on the sands of time," repeated Cardona. "Ever read that anywhere?”
Both dicks shook their heads.

"Y ou ought to look at the fancy covers on those star readings you bought,” rebuked Cardona. "That's
wherel read it, and in big type too. It's a quotation from somewhere, but maybe Doctor Dee took it
serioudy.”

Joe Cardona was a stocky, swarthy man, who could nod emphatically when he came to adecision. He
had come to a decision now and he spoke it while he nodded:

"Well go and see Doctor Dee."
CHAPTER X1V

DOCTOR DEE had just concluded a convincing lecture when the visiting delegates arrived at his occult
studio and he had sold so many of hisastrological chartsthat he wastoo tired to put the pressure on Joe
Cardona.

The office being too small for al the visitors, Dee closed the front door and gestured to acircle of chairs
inthe main room. Then, stroking his heavy beard, the master of the occult smiled pleasantly and inquired:

"What now?"

"We'relooking into the pat,” Cardonainformed him. "L et the present and the future ride awhile.
Another dead man showed up with one of your printed messages. Hereit is, al marked.”

Dee studied the Libra chart that Cardona handed him and shook his head wesrily.

"Many people mark my charts" declared Dee. "If they would only take the advice to heart!"



"Somebody elsedidif they didn't,” put in Cardona. "That appliesto the person who murdered Klurg and
Gaudry both."

"Y ou have an andyticd mind," complimented Dee. "Ordinarily that would indicate Virgo as your sign, but
snceyou are aprofessond investigator, it might be a devel oped faculty. Now if you were born under
Aries-"

"Never mind," interrupted Cardona. "What do you know about Klurg and Gaudry?"
"Nothing," replied Dee. "Absolutdy nothing.”

"Where were you the last two evenings, a the time they were murdered?”

"Having dinner. It'san off-hour.”

"Bankhill doesn't think so. He throws an auction at thet time.”

Dee's eyes glinted when Cardona mentioned Bankhill's auctions. Cannily, the bearded doctor asked:
"Does Bankhill conduct those particular auctions persondly?!

Pondering amoment, Cardonalooked to Margo for the answer. The girl shook her head.
"No, Mr. Bankhill wasn't there," said Margo. "That is, hewas only in and out."

"Very well, then," Deetold Cardona. "'l would suggest that you quiz Bankhill."
Cardonavoiced hisearlier objection.

"Bankhill dedlsin gyp stuff,” said Joe. "What we're looking into is agame involving genuine art treasures
worth big money. Bankhill's businessisan outright fake."

Thoughtfully, Dee stroked his bushy beard, then arose and turned to the rack where he kept his
astrologica charts.

"l can help you," Dee purred to Cardona, "if you will only tell meyour birth sgn. But first it will cost you
onedollar -"

"Which you won't get," interrupted Joe. "Why should | be gypped, even for abuck, by buying something
that | know isafake?"

Doctor Dee had whed ed before Cardona finished.

"Gyp suff,” repeated Dee. "An outright fake. Y ou're putting my businessin the same class as Bankhill's.
By the same token that excludes me from investigation.”

Before Cardona could answer that argument, Dee clinched it with his persuasive purr.

"But thefact fill stands," reminded Deg, "that Bankhill dealsin goodsthat go to the highest bidder,
whereas| do not. So of the two of us, your proper choice is Bankhill."

Rising, Cardonaturned to his companions and suggested that they come dong. They left, and in glancing
back at Doctor Dee, Margo Lane felt quite sure that the occult master was laughing through his beard.

The next stop was the House of Bankhill.



An auction was going on there, but the visitors didn't disturb it. They went in the back way and
interrupted Montague Bankhill in the process of talking to aman who had bought afifty dollar watch for
twenty-five. Bankhill was generoudy trying to persuade the customer to trade in his purchase as part
payment for ahundred dollar watch that he could have for fifty.

Sight of the locdl law and order caused Bankhill to drop that plan and bow the customer out. Then:

"If you want to see the guarantee on that watch," declared Bankhill, "I'll prove that the customer actualy
gained afifty dollar vauefor only twenty-five. We sdll reliable watches-"

" Speaking of reliable watches," broke in Cardona, shoving himsdlf forward, "do you carry one?!
"Why, certainly -"

"Do you use it often enough to know where you were at certain hours?'

"Of course.”

"Then where were you last night," demanded Cardona, "and the night before, at the time those murders
were committed?’

That redly wilted Bankhill.

"| swear that Klurg wasn't working for me," heinssted, "and | never expected a customer like Gaudry.
I've read the newspapers and | know only what they told me. The man you should question is Doctor
Dee"

"Weve donethat,” returned Cardona, crypticaly. "Wefind he hasan dibi. What's yours?'
"Why - Why, | go out to est -"
"That'sdl we wanted to know." Cardonaturned to the group. " Suppose we go along.”

Their last glance a Bankhill proved him to be avery troubled man and the fact suited Cardona. To the
locd crime-hunters, Cardonatherewith gave asuggestion.

"Y ou saw how Bankhill took it when he thought Dee was in the clear,” stated Cardona. "Well go back
and give Dee the same dose. I'll bet his beard curls when wetell him that we found Bankhill had an
dibi."

Good psychology on Cardonas part, but Cranston and Margo didn't go along to witnessit. Being part
way to the Cora House, they continued there. On the way, Margo asked:

"Do you think Deewill wilt like Bankhill did?"

"Probably not," replied Crangton. "Bankhill was on the spot because they caught him working the watch
switch. Heshisown fob."

"Fob?" queried Margo. "There wasn't afob on that watch.”
Crangton gave an indulgent laugh.

"In jam auction parlance,”" he explained. "afob isthe name gpplied to the switchman. That is, he'sthe
chap who remedies any errors out front in the auction room."



"Errors?'

"Y es. Sometimes they do give a customer abargain. The man we saw today redly bought afifty dollar
watch for hdf the price. Asthe fob, Bankhill was staging a switch.”

"But he was offering ahundred dollar watch for thefirst one, a atotd of only fifty dollars.”
"Right. But with the hundred dollar watch, the customer wouldn't have received aguarantee.”
"But the hundred dollar watch had the maker's name on it. Wouldn't that suffice?!

"You'd be achump yoursdlf, Margo," stated Cranston. "That second watch was arebuilt job, worth only
about twenty dollars. Such awatch isknown asa"lumpie” and afob just lovesto peddie one. Instead of
making eighty dollars, Bankhill just lost twenty-five. No wonder he was out of sangfroid.”

Margo was silent as they walked across the huge lobby of the Coral House. Asthey neared the eevator,
Cranston reminded:

" Speaking of chumps, Margo you redlly may be one.”

"I know," agreed Margo. "I'd have been gypped on that statuette if Mr. Ferth hadn't let me haveit for
nothing. By theway, why did he?'

"Because you were afuture prospect. You'l find out why, when you go back there. Just follow Ferth's
advice and see what happens next. Meanwhile, | wouldn't say you were achump.”

"And why not?'
"Because that Satuette of Alcyone may be just what the doctor ordered and | don't mean Doctor Dee.”

That wasdl, but Margo was quite sure that the next movein thisinvestigation would involve the first of
the Seven Pleiades, surnamed Alcyone.

CHAPTER XV
MARGO LANE wasjust hdf right.

When they reached the ninth floor, Lamont Cranston produced what looked like a pass key and was. He
went to 920, Gaudry's room, and undertoned for Margo to go and get her statuette and join him there.

By the time Margo brought Alcyone to 920, Cranston had done marvelswith Electra. He had assembled
the fragments of the statuette purchased by Gaudry, and in the process had left alot of pennieslying on
the floor to indicate the exact spots where the pieces had been.

Setting two large ash-trays on the ends of aruler which automaticaly enabled him to measure the
positions equally, Cranston included the broken pieces of Electrain onetray and stood Alcyone upon the
other. Bringing awire coat-hanger from the closet, he rested it upright on the table and told Margo to
hold the hook so the hanger didn't fall.

Carefully, Cranston pushed the ruler through the open space of the hanger, sending Electrals ash-tray
ahead, since the broken pieceswere in aheap low enough to pass under the bridge. The ruler was
eighteen incheslong, so Cranston set the nineinch mark directly upon the crosswire of the hanger.

When Crangton gestured for Margo to lift, she did. The ruler came up lopsided, bringing the fragments of
Electra, while the statuette of Alcyone toppled over the table edge, to be caught by Cranston before it



could crash.
"Y ou migudged that one," remarked Margo. "1 thought that was Alcyonesfinish!”

"Not yet," declared Crangton. "What's more, | didn't misgauge it. That set-up formed an excellent pair of
scaes, improvised though it was."

"Then my dtatuette was heavier than Gaudry's?"

"A great deal heavier." Taking the chunks of Electra, Cranston pieced severa of them together. "L ook at
this, Margo."

"Why, that statuette is hollow!"

"So hollow that it's not much more than ashell. Take Alcyone back to your room and break her, rather
quigtly.”

Margo left while Cranston was replacing the Electra fragments and gathering up his penniesfrom the
floor. When he reached Margo's room, Cranston heard the dull crash of Alcyone mesting thetiled
bathroom floor. Margo appeared with the remains.

"Practicaly solid," stated Margo. ™Y ou can seefor yourself. No wonder Alcyone was heavier than
Electral"

"And so were therest of the Plelades," assured Crangton. "That explainswhy the delivery boy was
hoaxed."

"So he wouldn't go back to Bankhill's?"

"That's the reason. HEd have noticed the difference in weight. The statuette that went in Gaudry's
package was so much heavier that anybody would have wondered.”

"But Electrawaslighter -"

"What's|eft of the statuette was. I'm including the origina contents. Gaudry bought something more than
just achinaware ornament. 1'd say he bought a smaller statuette of gold, studded with jewels, hiddenin a
crockery casing.”

Margo drew along breath; then queried:
"How comethejeweds?’

"Because," replied Cranston, "what Gaudry bought must have been aterrific bargain at fifty thousand
dollars”

"But he only paid five hundred.”

"At Bankhill's, yes, but the rest was to be handed over later. Gaudry brought along his x-ray to indicate
that he intended to keep the Statuette unbroken in its chinaform. In fact, that might have been part of the
dedl; if 0, the x-ray was needed.”

The truth broke on Margo, with amenta rush like the pound of the breakers outs de the window.

"Then somebody redly hasamillion dollar racket!" Margo exclamed. "Whoever the brainis, hes sdling
off pricelesstreasures camouflaged asjunk!”



"Through the best front in the world,” acknowledged Crangton. "Thefirst place any investigator would
normally pass up isthe House of Bankhill. Nobody ever heard of ajam auction giving its cusomers
anything resembling agenuine piece of art, at least never until now!"

Thefull sgnificance of thisdiscovery left Margo positively breathless. She could only wait for Cranston to
come to more conclusions, which he did.

"The sourceisobvious," declared Cranston. "Many European art treasures stolen by the Nazis il
remain untraced. It was to be expected that some would be shipped to Americato be unloaded through
unscrupulous dedlers or collectors.”

Margo found her breath.
"Intwo words," she said, "you mean men like Gaudry and Trenkler."

"And agreat many more," affirmed Crangton. "Thisgameis probably scheduled to continue throughout
the summer season. Customerslike Trenkler and Gaudry will bring in large sumsto buy even-larger
bargainsin the blackest of the black markets.”

"Can't you spot some of them before they arrive?”

"It will be eesier afterward. What's more, it won't tip off the brain behind the game. If welocate him, we
can find his hoard of treasures.”

"How do you suppose that hoard was smuggled here?"

"Probably from aNazi submarine, before the coastal blackout ended. Seaview City was the perfect
Spot."

"But it'sthe most populated place along this stretch of coast -"

"Which iswhat madeit perfect,” interposed Cranston. "It was harder to watch than a barren beach. But
the gameis drictly loca now. Thereforewell tret it from that angle.”

Staring from the window, Cranston studied the breaker-ruffled beach and findly turned to Margo.

"If I know Cardona," declared Cranston, "helll keep the see-saw going between Dee and Bankhill until
one end of the teeter bumps hard.”

"Theway oursdid,” suggested Margo, "with Alcyone and Electra playing see-saw.”

"Except that our gameisover,” reminded Cranston. "Well keep that secret to oursalves. Meanwhile you
have another auction gppointment at the House of Bankhill, to watch what goes out at those sales.”

Tightening her lips, Margo nodded.

"If another customer arrivestoday,” continued Cranston, "we may be able to identify him on arrivd. That
would prove important in case the game has changed. But if the gameis gtill young, as| believeitis, | see
No reason to expect an immediate change.”

Crangton was at the door, turning just as he was about to step into the halway.

"So don't forget the auction,” said Cransgton, in parting. " Take plenty of money, Margo; buy whatever you
want; and most of dl, keep tally of the highest bidder. But don't worry, you may have afew friends close
by



Asthe door closed, Margo Lane found hersalf hoping that one of those few friends would be The
Shadow!

CHAPTER XVI

THIS day proved itself tempestuous. By late afternoon, great storm clouds were racing over Seaview
City and the ocean was pounding high upon the beach, with a menacing might that drove away al but the
most daring bathers.

Even back in town, shop-keepers were battening down their windows against the "blow" asthey termed
it. Faint-hearted summer visitors were swarming to the depot, hoping to get away ahead of what they
thought might be another hurricane.

Such people just wouldn't be convinced that this wasn't the hurricane season and that when such tropical
sormsdid arrive, they came from the opposite direction.

At least thiswould prove abreak for more daring visitors who might arrive in Seaview City. They'd find
accommodations vacated by the others and probably would enjoy it here. For according to the weather
reports that the fainthearted wouldn't read, this scurrying storm would probably blow over before the
next morning.

Among the daring viditors expected in Seaview City was one that Harry Vincent hoped to spot when the
streamliner arrived. Harry was a the depot on the lookout for another buyer of camouflaged Nazi
goods.

So far abig car containing a gentleman named |saac Twambley hadn't put in an appearance and Harry
could understand why. Twambley's chauffeur, the shifty chap caled Jerry, was till the best lead to
strangers. Twambley was using the car this afternoon, but in keeping with The Shadow's style, he was
giving Jarry leeway for excuses. If Jerry found away of taking time off and getting to the station, Harry
would get word through Hawkeye.

Meanwhile, other agents of The Shadow were assembling in Seaview City. Clyde Burke, areporter, had
arrived from New Y ork this morning, to cover the Gaudry murder. Clyde was trooping along with Joe
Cardona, keeping tabs on devel opments that concerned Doctor Dee and Montague Bankhill.

Whichever way the balance went, The Shadow would know promptly through Clyde Burke. So for all
Harry Vincent could guess, crime's whole case might be cracking up this very instant. Dee and Bankhill
might be smart at peddling their respective wares, but in Harry's etimate, each was the type who would
be proneto play agame too strong.

Therefore, whichever proved to be the master mind, would be likely to give himsdf away, possibly
through the other's ability to efface himsdf from the picture. Clever gentlemen like Dee and Bankhill could
dedl in negatives aswdll as positives, hence the innocent side of the balance might declareitsdf, leaving
only theguilty.

Slithering suddenly from the cloud-induced dusk, the streamliner arrived to conclude Harry's
speculations. From that moment on, Harry was watching the train gate, along with the cars and cabs
parked near it.

Then luck struck.

Harry couldn't help but recognize Brewster Broy, when the big man strode muffled from the train gate.
For Broy, though he didn't redize it, was identifying himsalf in the most conspicuous of manners,



provided anyone was on the lookout for someone of his sort.

Brewster Broy was abig money man who held the modern record as adodger of indictments. Within the
past few months he'd been hauled to court so often that judges had begun to fed neglected when they
didn't see Broy around.

So many charges had been made against Broy that held just about used up the book. Fraud, extortion,
conspiracy, evasion - the list went on and on, but ended nowhere. Broy's finger wasin everything, but no
more of him. Every count had falen by the ways de where Broy was concerned.

Since Broy hated the public eye, he had ahabit of muffling hisface or covering it with his hat, every time
acameraturned hisway. Snapping Broy's picture was aroutine pastime with newspaper photographers
and they'd begun to individualize those shots. Harry had seen Broy's picture so often, depicted when
Broy was descending court house steps, that he'd come to regard Broy as afaceless man.

So right now, Harry recognized Broy more promptly than he otherwise would have; indeed, if hed seen
Broy'sface, he might not have recognized him at dl. Broy just didn't realize that he was playing ostrich,
laying himsalf open for identification, by assuming what was now his best-known pose.

Idess clicked home to Harry Vincent.

However successfully Broy had counteracted crimina charges, his shady enterprises must have suffered
huge losses. Broy was the sort who would want to recuperate financialy through even shadier and more
rapid tactics. Asmuch as Trenkler or Gaudry - perhaps even more - Broy was a customer on the
preferred list when it cameto the selling of Nazi loot.

Therefore Broy wasworth trailing.

Another thought occurred to Harry as he moved after the muffled man. There wouldn't be any murder
where Broy was concerned, for he was the sort who would go through with his end of the dedl.
Therefore, it wouldn't do just to watch some hotel room, expecting it to turn into a death trap. So Harry
clung closdly to Broy'strall.

Apparently following set instructions, Broy turned away from the throng that was heading toward parked
cars and cabs. Harry did the same, but not so quickly that he wasn't potted. In this caseit wasdl right,
for Hawkeye was the spotter; then, with awise smile, Hawkeye studied the crowd from the train again.

There were faces that Hawkeye recognized, for they belonged to The Shadow's strong-arm crew: Cliff
Mardand, Miles Crofton and Chance LeBrue, astout and formidable trio. Having recognized the extent
of crime's stakes, The Shadow was quite sure that a hidden mob would evidence itsdlf, once crime's
master needed such assistance. Therefore The Shadow had brought in his own combat crew.

That first ride of Cranston's from the depot had been the indicator. Now the journey of the blue Green
Cab was proving itsdlf amere forerunner of something more subtle. Only it was Harry Vincent who was
encountering the present experience.

Over acrossthe sde-tracks, Harry was witnessing a meeting between Brewster Broy and another man
who proved to be none other than Colond Colgan. The stuffed-shirt colonel wasinviting Broy into the
coupe that had blocked traffic at the bridge across the Narrows, the night before.

Tabbing Colgan was smple. The sdlf-styled colond was afront man for the treasure peddling ring, but
he'd been forced to play safe after the death trap had failed to bag Lamont Cranston. Now Colgan was
being delegated to ajob that Jerry couldn't handle, since Jerry was playing safe too - or thought he was -



by chauffeuring for Twambley.

These underlings like Colgan and Jerry were getting areal run-around from The Shadow, though they
didn't know it any more than did their chief. To Harry it was just a question of time before elther the
bearded Doctor Dee or pompous Montague Bankhill found that he'd been getting the run-around too.

Which would be the funnier, Harry wasn't sure, but he was confident that there would be a showdown
with the murderous big shot very soon. Being confident, Harry decided that trailing Colgan and Broy
would prove quite easy. Noting the way the couple would have to trave to leave its present parking spot,
Harry hurried back to where he had left a car of hisown.

In hishurry, Harry overlooked two things.

Firgt, he was noticed by some men who came around the Side of the extensive gation; next, after he
started his car to pick up Colgan'strail, another car eased out from an obscure parking place. If hed
seen both incidents, Harry might have connected them; seeing neither, he didn't even consider them.

Colgan'strail was as shifty asthe windy dusk which seemed to riseand fdl in ratio to the scudding of the
clouds. Maybe Colgan and Broy were having trouble figuring where they intended to go, but eventudly
the coupe headed into a short street that ended in acircle,

Readlizing suddenly that he'd been outwitted, Harry hauled his car to the Sde of the street and clicked of f
thelights. Swinging around the circle, Colgan was due to meet Harry coming back, or in other termswas
using adeviceto learn if someone happened to betrailing him.

Figuring that he might bluff it out, Harry did low behind the wheel and as his head dipped down from
sight, two others rose beside his car. Hands tugged the doors open on each side and amoment later
Harry wasflanked by two gun muzzles.

Despite the dusk, Harry recognized the surly faces behind those revolvers.
They belonged to two workmen that Harry had seen down at the Narrows Bridge.

The same pair who had accompanied Cranston on hiswelcoming ridein Seaview City, but in Harry's
case, they intended to take over, and did.

Within afew brief minutes, Harry Vincent was seated bound and gagged between this pair of captors, as
they drove his car dong behind Colgan's coupe. How long the ride would prove and where it would
lead, Harry wasn't sure. But he recognized its purpose.

Harry Vincent was scheduled to meet crime's supermind before The Shadow had that privilege. If Harry
didn't talk, there would be another murder and he would be the victim.

The Shadow'sfirst move, with Harry as the pawn, had become a play into the opposition's hands!
CHAPTER XVII

OF dl people and of dl places, only Margo Lane would have picked the end of Long Pier for asojourn
on aday likethis. Y et therewas areason for it.

Not that Margo cared for stormy weather. It was just that she/d heard so much about acalm coming
before a storm, that she hoped the role would work the other way about. Plenty of storm on Long Pier
might result in calm at Bankhill's auction, Margo hoped against hope.



Waves were hoisting high at the pier end, where Margo stood under the shelter of the projecting roof of
the outermost pavilion. The model submarine, acaptiveinits basin, wasrisng and faling with the sed's
lift, but taking it quite serendly.

A sgnwasflapping, advertising trips down in the modd sub, during daylight only, since there was nothing
subagueous observable after dark. Only the sub trips weren't being made at al today. Nobody except
Margo had found the pier end inviting.

At least the storm was abating. It had become al waves and no wind. Overhead the clouds had become
solid; maybe an dl night drizzlewould follow. To test it, Margo went to the outer rail, only to find that the
seaspray made it difficult to tell. So Margo turned away from what breeze remained and looked straight

up.
Abovethe pavilion abig light flickered.

Odd, that light. Margo had never noticed its blinks from shore, although she had looked toward the Long
Pier often. Remembering that it was time now to be getting ashore, Margo started around the pavilion,
paused when she reached the other side and looked up toward the light again.

No longer wasit vishble, yet Margo could catch adight reflection from the roof. Staring hard, she made
out what appeared to be asemicircular shidd that cut off al view of those flickersfrom the shore side.
Margo was till far enough out on the pier to trace just the edge of the glimmers.

Somebody was using that light asasignd!

Continuing shoreward, Margo stopped again. In the haze below the pier, she saw answering glints.
Another light was talking to this one, though where the message came from, Margo couldn't guess. In that
cloudy dusk, al distanceswere lost.

Perhaps somebody was flashing signals from one of the hotels, but certainly not the Coral House because
it wastoo close at hand, about a hundred yards below the Long Pier and therefore more toward shore.

The Neptune and the Waterloo were possibilities and when Margo recalled that they too had figured in
crime, she began to worry badly.

Hurrying on toward shore, Margo stopped at the half way mark and looked for the far light again. Now it
wasn't visble any longer, which made her decide that it was shielded too.

Methodicaly. Margo was trying to reason this out, when she nearly sumbled into afirg-class pitfal.

It was the cut-out sector that had once housed the wave motors. The seawas redly smashing up through
that big gap, soaking the boards on which Margo had dmost dipped through a stretch of broken rail.
Hurrying around this hazard, Margo passed the lion cages, where hungry howls now sounded tamein
contrast to the roar of the ocean.

Through the grest gates of the Long Pier, Margo reached the boardwalk and rapidly paced the hundred
yardsthat brought her to the Coral House. Instead of stopping there, she continued aong the
spray-drenched boardwak toward the House of Bankhill.

If the usud auction began early, asit might, Margo wouldn't have many minutesto spare beforeits sart.

Arriving in time, Margo found the attentive Mr. Ferth at the doorway. About to usher her to achair,
Ferth confided:



"I'm putting you beside Mrs. Tarleton. Shelikesyou, but don't let that influence your bidding. Mrs.
Tarleton enjoys competition and she will appreciate value more if she hasto pay somewhere near it."

Margo nodded, trying to accomplish it in adumb way. Thiswas anew angle, getting one customer to
stooge againgt another's bids. Ferth'sway, perhaps, of getting some of thefifty dollarsthat Margo hadn't
paid for the Alcyone Satuette.

"Of courseif you overbid," added Ferth, "don't let it worry you. Watch for my signa to stop. We
wouldn't want Mrs. Tarleton to go beyond a proper price."

Actualy, Ferth meant that he didn't want the bidding to top Mrs. Tarleton's maximum offer. Reaching the
place where Mrs. Tarleton was, Ferth bowed Margo to a seat beside the portly lady. Then, urged by the
arrival of some extracustomerswho blew in like the last vestiges of the storm, the auction was off to a
gart, with Mr. Sat the helm.

Paintings were the leaders at this sale and Mr. Sliked to sdll them. He proved it by pushing bidsas high
asthe two hundred dollar mark with sticks boosting heavily and sometimes becoming the buyers.

So far, Mrs. Tarleton hadn't offered a peep, except to sSide-tone to Margo:
"I'm waiting to see the nightscapes. They redlly should be eegant and highly valuable.”

By "nightscapes’ Mrs. Tarleton referred to pictures of night scenes, which were coming later; in fact they
were the particular type of chromo reserved for her. But just as Mr. S was about to begin with them, he
spotted alarger painting that he had overlooked and called on Mr. L to help display it.

"One of the Old Masters," declared Mr. S, "agenuine copy of an authentic Rembrandt. The priceless
originas of many of these paintings have disappeared, which will give you someideaof the vaue of these
guaranteed replicas."

To Margo, the painting looked like a remnant rather than a Rembrandt, but its scene at least was Dutch.
What marred it were the gaudy colors, the crudity of the detail. To Margo it looked like a child's attempt
to imitate something, for it had al the siffness of atracing.

But the colors, plusthe build-up, impressed Mrs. Tarleton. She thought the Dutch windmill just lovely,
the old stone-house quaint, the cand in the background thrilling, while the figuresin the painting werein
her estimate historic. Amid dl that gush, Mrs. Tarleton sarted the bidding at two hundred and fifty.

Somebody shilled the bid to three hundred before Ferth could hurry up front to hold a consultation with
Mr. Sand Mr. L, who findly called a brief recess.

"It'sout of our hands now," conceded Ferth, casting aworried look toward the door, "but the bidding
should have started at athousand dollars. This bonafide replicais unique, of that let me assure you.”

He gave amotion of his handswhich Margo took for ahigh sign and raised the bid to threefifty. Mrs.
Tarleton went to four hundred and the jumps became spirited, thanks to the "go" signals that Ferth kept
giving Margo, while on hisway back to the door.

When the bid hit an even thousand, Margo thought that Ferth would call quits, but he didn't. It was
foolish, thought Margo, because Mrs. Tarleton was probably at the limit of her budget. Then it dawned
on Margo that Ferth for some reason was trying to keep the bidding moving on and on.

The reason showed itsdlf, just when Margo forced Mrs. Tarleton to twenty-two hundred and received a
daggery look from the dowager. Looking hopelesdy toward Ferth, Margo caught onelast "up" just asa



man in amuffling coat came into the auction house.

Margo madeit twenty-five hundred and Ferth gave the signd to lay off. Mrs. Tarleton settled back
annoyed. The muffled man removed hishat and held it againgt his shoulder so it half concedled hisface;
then as the auctioneer said "Going - going -" the stranger boomed abid:

"Thirty-five hundred dollarsl”

This stranger was Brewster Broy and though Margo did not know who he was, she redlized definitely
that he must be abidder of Gaudry's class. On that basis, Broy was after something more than amere
chromo and would probably get it.

Margo hadn't guessed the effect that real competition could have on Mrs. Tarleton. If sheredly wanted a
genuine imitation of something, sheld go after it to the limit. Mrs. Tarleton did just that when she shouted:

"Hvethousand dollards™

Ten - fifteen - twenty-five - dl in thousands went the bids with Mrs. Tarleton and Brewster Broy flinging
their figures, like aconductor ringing up trolley fares. Mr. Sand Mr. V stood gaping at each other across
the broad expanse of the garish canvas that anybody but a Dutchman could have painted. At the door,
Ferth stood worried, like somebody who had touched off akeg of dynamite and was viewing the result.
Ferth's moment of relief came when Broy roared in atone of findity:

"Fifty thousand dollard™

Old Mrs. Tarleton didn't bat an eyelash. She just snapped "Fifty-five thousand" and Broy rosewith a
bellow, shoved his chair aside, to storm out through the door to the boardwalk, brushing off Ferth likea
sand-ly.

Imperioudly, Mrs. Tarleton arose and took over the proceedings. Waving her arm at Messrs. L and S,
sheincluded the painting as she ordered:

"Bring it to my hotel, you two. | shal pay you there, in cash. But | want prompt delivery, right now!"

The two auctioneers weren't in any mood to dispute such an offer. Nodding to Mrs. Tarleton, they
waved their armsto indicate that the auction was ended. The shillswere prompt to take the hint and
served as avanguard leading the rest of the customers out.

At the doorway, Margo paused, rather surprised to find that Ferth had disappeared. Probably he had
rushed after Broy, though neither wasin sight. Then came Mrs. Tarleton followed by the auctioneerswho
were lugging the big chromo which they had hastily wrapped in alarge cloth.

"| shall seeyou at my hotel, my dear," Mrs. Tarleton told Margo. "I'm stopping at the Crescent, you
know. Of course you will want to come up and admire my wonderful painting.”

Maybe Mrs. Tarleton meant it cattily, maybe not. However, Margo had to go outside, so that the
auctioneers could bring the painting through the doorway. They closed and locked the door behind them,
but after they started up the Boardwalk with Mrs. Tarleton, Margo felt herself compelled to linger.

It was while she hesitated in the darkened doorway that Margo viewed the startling sequel to the
surprising auction scene. A door opened near the back of the darkened auction house and out of it
stepped aman who walked rapidly in the other direction, yet he was not too swift for Margo to fail to
recognize him as Montague Bankhill.



Immediately, afigure stirred from another doorway across the ramp leading away from the boardwalk.
Margo couldn't see hisface, but it wasn't only the darknessthat prevented her. The man'sbig beard
hel ped obscure his visage. The man was Doctor Deel!

Which was on the other'strail, Margo wasn't certain, for both were in motion when she saw them. But,
that wasn't asimportant as the matter of where thetrail might lead.

Mrs. Tarleton wasn't the person who was supposed to buy the chromo that passed as a Rembrandt
copy. It should have gone to the legitimate bidder, the muffled man who had arrived in time only because
Ferth had stalled the auction. The muffled man had lost out, and now Ferth was gone, which could only
mean one thing, namely that he had |eft to pass dong certain information.

All of which summed itsdlf in one word, which gpplied to Mrs. Tarleton, aword which Margo gasped as
she scurried along the boardwalk toward the Hotel Crescent.

That word was;

"Murder!"

CHAPTER XVIII

THE lobby of the Hotel Crescent seemed a happy haven when Margo Lane reached it. In her last [ook
back along the Boardwalk, she wondered how she'd come safely along such asinister thoroughfare.

Torn awnings, flapping in gusts of wind; hanging shutters that creaked and swung, made the boardwa k
seem populated with fantastic creatures which lived only as streaks of blackness, but were sufficient to
firetheimagination.

Even herein the lighted hotel lobby, Margo shuddered as she heard a clang close by and turned to see
something moving at her elbow. But it was only an elevator operator, closing that particular car, Snce
otherswere in operation.

Which reminded Margo that she'd have to learn the number of Mrs. Tarleton'sroom. So Margo waited
patiently at theinformation desk, hoping that someone would soon come. Meanwhile her eyesroved to a
huge picture that adorned thewall of the lobby.

It was agreat murd, representing Seaview City as viewed from severa milesout to sea. For thefirst
time, Margo redlized that the extensive beach formed the inside of a crescent, stretching like agreat curve
down to the Point, which sheidentified by itslighthouse.

Like thevarious hotels. Long Pier wasincluded in the mammoth mura and Margo was just sudying the
outer end when aclerk inquired what she wanted.

Asking for Mrs. Tarleton's room, Margo learned that it was 608 so she started up. As an elevator door
opened, out stepped the two auctioneers on their way back to the House of Bankhill. Margo stepped
aside so they wouldn't notice her, then entered the elevator and went up.

Number 608 proved to be a suite and in the living room, Margo found Mrs. Tarleton admiring her
fifty-five thousand dollar purchase which |ooked even more atrocious when hung here by itsdf. But Mrs.
Tarleton didn't fed that way about it.

"lan't it just wonderful ?* the dowager gushed. "And what do you suppose they told me! Thisisn't just an
ordinary copy of aRembrandt. It'safacamile of acopy, just think of that! An actua facamile of an
authentic copy -"



"But you paid fifty-five thousand dollarsfor it!" Margo blurted. "That might make it valuable enough for
someone to murder you for it!"

Mrs. Tarleton'sface froze in horror and so completely that Margo felt shocked by her own words, until
she saw that they were not the reason. Mrs. Tarleton was staring across the room toward adoor which
had just opened. There on the threshold stood M ontague Bankhill, his face long and solemn above a
leveled revolver.

"You areright,” confirmed Bankhill in acrigp tone. " Somebody might be contemplating murder. Look
around and you will see precisely what | mean.”

Margo turned along with Mrs. Tarleton to face an opposite door through which protruded the bearded
visage of Doctor Dee, dso fronted by a gun. The beard was wagging as Dee spoke.

"Cleverly put, Bankhill," announced Dee. "A good speech for amurderer who finds himself trapped, your
gpeech | mean. Don't try to retire from this scene. | intend to hold you here until the law arrives.”

"A very good bluff," sneered Bankhill, "except that it won't work. The police will believe me, Dee.”

"Perhaps. Especidly when you tell them that you just swindled Mrs. Tarleton with aworthless chromo.
Did your men collect the fifty-five thousand dollars?'

Mrs. Tarleton began to say that they had, but Margo hushed her and shoved her back away from theline
of the guns. Of Bankhill and Dee one or the other was certainly not amurderer and Margo didn't want
that particular man to be impeded.

"So they did collect,” chuckled Dee. "How will you talk yoursdf out of that, Bankhill?"

"l run an auction house," retorted Bankhill. "It isthe customer's privilege to decide the worth of all
merchandise offered.”

"Quiteright," approved Mrs. Tarleton, haughtily. "My sister gave me afine birthday present last week
and | decided that | would spare no expense to give her something equally worthwhile. But how" - she
turned angrily toward Dee - "how, may | ask, did you know what | paid?"

"I heard your broadcast clear out on the boardwalk," returned Dee. "I was outside of Bankhill's, trying to
learn what went oninsdeand | did."

Tactfully, Margo was drawing Mrs. Tarleton toward the door, only to draw up suddenly as aknock
sounded there. Then came abell-boy's voice:

"Paper for you, Mrs. Tarleton. I'm leaving it."

It was Margo who opened the door and the newspaper fell from under the knob where the bell-boy had
roosted it. As Margo lifted the newspaper, it spread open and something else dropped from within. Mrs.
Tarleton scooped it and turned in surprise.

"Why, it'sone of your astrologica charts, Doctor Dee! 1t says 'Capricorn, the Goat' - but why should it
be sent to me?"

"Dee dways sendsthoseto hisvictims" put in Bankhill, tartly. " See if some specid paragraphsare
marked."

"If they are, you marked them," retorted Dee. "'Y our shills must have been buying up my readings,



Bankhill, just so you could mark appropriate forecasts and send them yourself. Anyone with any sense
would know | wasn't behind this game of murder, because -"

"Y ou mean it'sthe other way about,” interrupted Bankhill, before Dee could ligt his claims of innocence.
"I'm the man with the clean date. Why, if thiswas my racket, do you think I'd -"

Bankhill didn't finish. Things happened so suddenly and in such quantity that Margo couldn't keep themin
chronologica order. Her mind just took them in haphazard fashion.

In oneingtant it seemed, the lights of the room were suddenly extinguished while the ba cony window
overlooking the ocean crashed to the tune of two gun-shots. Both Dee and Bankhill could have fired at
once, but Margo didn't think so.

One shot came from somewhere near the door, though the other was around the window. At the same
time, the hallway lights seemed to blink half-out, then resumetheir level. Hard upon that came a
chdlenging laugh from within the room itsdlf, the strident mirth of The Shadow!

That was the reason for the dimming of the hal lights, The Shadow had swept in from that direction, his
cloaked form temporarily blocking the glow. But in entering, The Shadow must have pressed the switch
that controlled the room lights, for that switch was by the door.

The reason was The Shadow had seen murder in the making and had balked it with a sudden shot at the
would-be killer, who in turn had fired wide a whatever target he wanted. That target must have been
Mrs. Tarleton, for Margo, spilled suddenly by The Shadow's sweeping figure, found herself under the
dowager's shrieking bulk as The Shadow heaved Mrs. Tarleton in the same direction.

Gun-gtabs were illuminating the room with momentary flashes, for everybody wasin it now and Margo
decided The Shadow must be using two guns, because she counted four blastsin quick succession. The
fact that dl four jabs were well gpart in distance could have meant that The Shadow was changing

position with lightning speed.

Usdess shots dl these, because the marksmen were merely aming blindly at each other asthey dodged
about the room. The man who had started it hadn't bargained for The Shadow's instantaneous arrivdl;
therefore the thwarted killer changed tactics.

Waiting neither to find Mrs. Tarleton asavictim nor to snatch the doubtful picture that the spendthrift
lady had acquired, the murderer took off through one of the side doors and Margo could hear the pound
of other footsteps pursuing him, accompanied by The Shadow'strailing laugh.

It seemed a baance till between Dee and Bankhill, for both were gone with The Shadow and Margo
reasoned therefore that whichever was innocent intended to take a hand in trapping hisguilty riva. From
the door to the hallway, Margo heard the chase go clattering down the fire tower, accompanied by
gpasmodic gun-shots and that strange laugh that symbolized The Shadow.

Turning on the room lights, Margo helped Mrs. Tarleton to her feet, found that the dowager was as
unhurt as her precious chromo that was still hanging on thewall. Telling Mrs. Tarleton to stay where she
was, Margo raced to an devator intent on witnessing the finish down below.

If Margo Lane thought that The Shadow had reached the end of his campaign, shewasfar wrong. This
wasjust the start of what wasto prove acampaign initsaf, rapid though its sequences might prove.

All thiswas something The Shadow knew and was about to demonstrate!



CHAPTER XIX
NEVER would Seaview City forget the madness of that night.

The darm began with arunning gun fight that poured from an obscure side door of the Hotel Crescent,
zigzagged down the boardwalk and acrossto the Long Pier, which was only a short romp down from the
hotdl.

Someroller chairs were on the boardwalk, carrying passengers who had come out to enjoy a sudden
treat of scraggly but unexpected moonlight. The chairs went hither and thither, deserted by their dodging
pushers, and became a sort of traffic jam that added to the confusion.

Into this patchy picture came Inspector Cardona, with the two local detectives who were working on the
case. Accompanying them was Clyde Burke; held received amysterious phone call saying to bring
Cardonato the Hotel Crescent. The tip was proving good.

Only now Long Pier had become the foca spot. Cardona and his companions saw a path clear among
theroller chairsthat had taken refuge at the pier entrance. Figures went flying through and some
attendants tried to stop them. Guns responded, shooting up in the air.

Last to drive through the scattering attendants was The Shadow. Seeing the cloaked battler, Cardona
followed at full speed, urging his companions dong. The chase led out dong the pier where thefigures
ahead were only briefly visible. Cardonathought he could count three and mentaly added The Shadow,
on the basis that the cloaked pursuer would not bevisiblea al in that gloom.

Half way out, adeuge broke in human form. Up from unexpected places around a bulging pavilion rose
snipers whose purpose was to cover the flight of onelone man, ahunted murderer, by cutting off all
pursuers.

It was The Shadow who stopped the damage that these snipers might have done to the sizeable crowd
that was now on akiller'strail. Headlong, he flung himsdf into the hole where the wave motors once
bel onged, landed on the dimy steps and began raking the pier ahead with the skill of arevolving turret.

Snipers dodged back to shelter, dragging those that The Shadow sprawled. The Shadow's guns kept
them at bay while Cardonawas ordering back the excited but unarmed crowd that had joined in the
chase. Onething at least was accomplished; the mad crowd, in out-running itself, had grabbed both
Montague Bankhill and Doctor Dee.

Each in turn was shouting hisinnocence and gesticulating beyond the pavilion, claiming that the other had
escaped beyond him and should be pursued and captured. Since neither Bankhill nor Dee knew that the
other had been captured, each could have been playing a cute game to cover himsdlf. But the crowd
knew that both werein hand and therefore gave no heed to their arguments.

His bullets spent, The Shadow came suddenly from his watery foxhole and headed back in the direction
of the boardwalk. That was asignd for the snipersto start adrive, those that were left of them, which
happened to be too many.

From amid the milling throng that was hauling Dee and Bankhill, Cardonalooked outward dong the pier
to see the massed enemy coming in their wild, dangerous charge. Urging the crowd shoreward, Cardona
couldn't hope to get people out through the big gates before the vicious squad arrived and began an
indiscriminate daughter.

All Joe could hope was that The Shadow, even with empty guns, could find away to hat the drive.



The Shadow did.

He wasflinging wide the lion cages. The cramped beasts didn't lose the opportunity to leave their
unsavory quarters. They came out roaring and took the right direction, thanksto The Shadow. From a
concession booth that was lighted with two fancy kerosene torches, he plucked the firebrandsin question
and waved them &t thelions.

That sent the lionsin the right direction, which was outward. They met the charging gunners, who turned
about and went rushing for the far end of the pier, some legping therailsinto the raging ocean in order to
escape the bounding lions.

Lagt through the big gate, The Shadow hel ped to clang it, so asto keep the lions on the pier until the
police found timeto stalk them. With that, The Shadow disappeared uncannily.

Looking around for the cloaked master of this show. Cardona saw him one moment; the next, The
Shadow was gone. Y et it really wasn't so uncanny.

A roller chair pusher was smply responding to the impatient cackle of a passenger who occupied his
vehicle. Old Isaac Twambley, acloak draped around his kneeslike alap-robe, was ordering the pusher
to whedl him back to the Hotel Neptune.

Among the distant witnesses of the confusion that reigned around the pier was Margo Lane. Shewas
near the Cora House and odd thoughts were brooding through her brain.

Of asudden, one struck home: the memory of that picturein the Hotel Crescent.

Not Mrs. Tarleton's chromo, but the downstairs mura in the lobby that showed the whole beach asa
crescent. Now Margo redized why the light on the outermost pavilion was haf-shielded and why the
same applied to the other beam that had responded to its signals.

Dueto the concave formation of the beach, there were just two spots from which such lights could flicker
each to each, without being seen from any other spot. One was the end of Long Fier, the other the old
lighthouse far down on the Point!

Dashing up to her own room, Margo helped hersdf to her bathing suit and rushed down again, carrying
the dim outfit in what looked like aregulation hand-bag. She found ataxicab and told the driver to take
her to the Point. It was a Green Cab, but Margo first made sure it wasn't blue.

"Sorry," the driver said, "but | understand the bridge over the Narrowsis closed.”

"I'm not going clear to the Point," Margo explained. "There's abeach cottage just ashort way thisside. |
havefriendsliving there

"Funny, | never saw a cottage down there."
"It's hidden by the sand dunes. I'll tell you when we get near to it."

Impatience ruled Margo during that ride. The driver wouldn't take the bad road hurriedly and she
couldn'tingst that he did. Findly though the lights of the bridge workers cameinto sight and Margo called
for aquick halt.

"It'sright here," said Margo. Sliding two dollar bills from apocket of her dress, she pretended to take
them from her bag. "Thanks driver, and keep the change.”



It was windy among the sand dunes; they had shifted greetly from storms and were something like white
caps, the way their tops came fluffing down like foam. Losing hersdf among agroup of dunesthat came
head high, Margo began aquick change from clothes to bathing outfit, except it wasn't as quick as she
had hoped.

The wind started to pluck her clothes away asfast as Margo removed them, and her shoes were hardly
adequate as anchors so she added the weight of the bathing bag, until it came time to bring the bathing
suit out of it. Then the bag lost weight and one of Margo's stockings took off across a sand dune. Making
amad effort to recover it, Margo came head and shoul ders above a dune, then remembered that the
bathing suit was fluttery too, and she couldn't take chances on having it sail to windward.

What was more, there was no time to lose. The dunes were too close to the road and a car had been
going dowly past when Margo unwisdly started to comeinto sight over the dune. So Margo did into the
bathing suit and skirted the dunes to reach the lower end of the Narrows, hoping the rest of her clothes
would stay where she had | eft them.

At the bridge across the Narrows, Jerry Lanthrop was inquiring how long it would be before he could
chauffeur his car across. He wastold that the bridge traffic would be opened very soon, since asteedier
planking was being shoved in place.

Going back to the car, the freckle-faced chauffeur saw something fluttering againgt the rear fender of his
car. Detaching the object, Jerry discovered that it was anylon stocking. Speculatively, Jerry wondered
where that had blown from; then, keen-eyed, he began to look around, wondering if he could find the
other of the pair.

Oddly, Margo's unintended gift proved hel pful. With stockings on hismind, he didn't bother to look into
the car to see how Isaac Twambley was deeping. Therefore Jerry didn't learn that the car was empty.

Old Twambley had silent ways of going where he wanted and when he wanted; ways that could prove
invisble, too.

Down below the bridge an old row-boat was navigating the Narrows, its occupant a cloaked figure too
huddled to be seen. The boat, if spotted, would be taken for one that had smply gone adrift, the way
row-boats did after a heavy wind.

In her turn, Margo Lane was further down the Narrows, in fact around a bend, where that thoroughfare
widened and became choppy asit received the incoming surf. The swim, though, was too short to redly
be a problem and when Margo reached the other side, shefelt hersalf secure.

The Point had its share of friendly dunes and beyond them the lighthouse spired into the feeble moonlight
asamarker. Margo's god wasthat cluster of buildings belonging to Marvin Glook and specificaly the
wharf below the boat house that jutted into the channel.

For Margo had gained asolid ideathat she could learn something there that would give The Shadow the
find answer to dl his problems; but she intended to gpproach the wharf with al caution.

That resolution became imperative sooner than Margo expected. Zigzagging among the dunes, she
became suddenly conscious that other persons were about. Once she was sure a hunchy figure went
across agap; again, she was positive that aman had just turned a dune when she approached it.

Quite adevagtating effect, thisfeding of being staked by unknown prowlers!

If anyone had found those clothes on the other shore, they'd know that Margo had swum the Narrows.



That was something she hadn't thought about until now and it made her wish she was back in Seaview
City, wearing those same clothes, instead of sneaking in among the sand dunes of the Point in asoaked
bathing suit that was too scanty to protect her from the chilly wind that inssted on lashing her back with
biting sand from the dune tops.

Crawling on hands and knees, Margo picked a passage where the dunes were close together. There she
sat down and rested, because the wind had lessened. Odd, the way these dunes loomed toward each
other; and the one on the right seemed less sandy than the other, o Margo nestled close againgt its
shelter.

That was abad mistake. Before Margo could even gasp, the dune showed her how it should he done.
Opening like the mouth of Jonah's whale, the sand dune swallowed Margo Lane and closed itsjaws
again, like some mammoth that had tasted a choice morsel and enjoyed it!

CHAPTER XX

FINISHING asomersaulting sprawl, Margo found hersdlf in the grip of strong hands that bound her
arms behind her and lashed arope about her ankles. A few moments later, she was propped in a corner
to find that she had acompanion in thissort of misery.

Smilarly bound, Harry Vincent wasin the same corner. Despite himself Harry was forced to grin. Hed
figured himsdlf the world's worst sap to be bagged as he had, but he hadn't gone to the trouble of
changing to abathing suit in order to get captured.

Defiantly Margo looked around to see who her captors were. She recognized two familiar faces and one
that was closeto that category. The most familiar belonged to Ferth, the third auctioneer at Bankhill's,
which didn't surprise Margo, considering Ferth's quick run out earlier.

Next was the gentleman of the polka-dot and wingtip, who cdled himsdf Colonel Colgan. Findly, the
man whose heavy-jawed face was new to Margo, Brewster Broy made the third member of the
contingent. His features were no longer muffled but Margo was certain he was the bidder who had lost
out to Mrs. Tarleton.

Most amazing was this underground lair, which formed averitable cavern, walled with concrete and st
deep in the sand, with its false dune shaped like the dome of an Eskimo igloo. For the place was stocked
with al the European oot that The Shadow had been seeking to uncover. Paintings, statuary of al sizes,
ancient books of massive size, magnificent vases of inlaid pattern formed the chief items among such
booty.

Noting Margo's fascinated stare, Ferth spoke with a sneer:

"I suppose you cracked that crockery statuette | sold you. But Alcyone didn't matter. Electrawasthe
vauable one. What it held, the chief brought back.”

From an inlaid table with spidery golden legs. Ferth plucked asmall statuette of solid gold, beautifully
decorated with rubies and sapphires that were worth afortune in themselves.

"Y ou wouldn't want abargain for fifty thousand dollars, would you?' mocked Ferth. "Gaudry took it and
tried to stage the double-cross, but | tipped off the boss that Gaudry was having it sent to the wrong
hotel."

So that was it. Ferth had paved the murderer's path to Gaudry.



"Broy here thought he was being double-crossed,” continued Ferth with agesture. "That was because old
lady Tarleton went haywire. | wanted her to push the bid up to afew thousand, to give the House of
Bankhill abregk. Only if Broy had taken the painting for fifty grand, hed have swallowed al our profits
too."

"I'mglad | didn't takeit," boomed Broy. "Anyway, | did theright thing, coming down to the Point.”
"You'l get your painting,” promised Ferth. "The bossison hisway back withit."

Margo tightened her lips so as not to show asmile. She anticipated a surprise when the boss arrived
here.

That surprise was now due.

Up ashort runway, a portion of the false dune lifted, marking the door through which Margo had taken
her tumble. In came acrablikefigure, o swiftly that thelifting door closed dmost ingtantly behind it.
Crablike not only in gait, but in manner and features, the man'sidentity wasimmediately plain.

Hewas Marvin Glook, master of the Point, the Jack-of-all-trades who cried poor mouth. He was the
brain behind this game of stolen treasures, whose profits from years of business had been invested in the
world's biggest scheme of peddling pilfered pelf.

Glook snarled vicioudy at sight of the prisoners.

"Youll pay for this!" he spat. "Y ou'll pay like Klurg did when he threstened to tell about the crew | had
stationed on the pier, unless| came across with cash.”

Pausing, Glook turned to Ferth and Colgan.

"The pier crew cracked," hetold his henchmen. "The Shadow broke it up. But they held him off until |
reached the model submarine.”

Harry was staring now, but Margo was restraining awise expression. She'd guessed the answer; the sub
was Glook's way of getting to and from the Point, right to the center of Seaview City, when the road was
closed and the Channel watched.

Colgan's face became troubled.

"Did anybody recognize you?'

"Not even The Shadow," scoffed Glook. "He switched off the lightswhen | cracked the window of Mrs.
Tarleton'sroom. Dee and Bankhill were there, accusing each other of what they hadn't done, but | didn't
expect The Shadow.”

Bitter enough ordinarily, Glook's expression was something when hetried to make it more that way.
Then, turning to Broy, Glook added:

"| intended to bring back your Rembrandt. Don't worry; well pick it up in duetime. It'sonejob that will
never be recognized for whet it redly is”

Now Glook reared upright. Arms akimbo, he gave the prisoners what he considered a parting stare. At
the same time he couldn't restrain his sneer.

"Y our friends, The Shadow's friends," declared Glook, "are blundering dl over the Point. They've been
through my store houses but haven't found athing, sinceal that countsis here.”



A hopeful glimmer cameto Harry's eyes. Herealized that The Shadow's trouble-shooters must have
arrived and met with Hawkeye. But Glook's confidence continued.

"Well wait them out," Glook scoffed. “"Nobody could guess the nature of this hideaway, not even The
Shadow!"

There was something fierce in the sihilance with which Glook pronounced the name. 1t brought echoing
hissesfrom al around the cavern. For amoment, the hisses faded, then rose again, uncannily.

It was Harry who blinked. Hed seen what Margo hadn't, the trifling opening of the curved wall above the
runway, itsimmediate closing, with no change in the blackness. Except that there had been a change!

It was awhisper now and it rose into amirthful shudder that suddenly became a quivering crescendo, the
beginning of amighty, taunting challenge, hurled in the very midst of this secret place that Glook claimed
to be unsolvable.

Men of crime whedled with their leader, to see the figure that came lunging from the runway, two guns
swinging from hismighty figs.

The Shadow had cracked crime's riddle. He was here to apply the same treatment to the skulls that
housed the secret!

CHAPTER XXI

TWO gunsto four, but The Shadow had the jump and used it in hiswhirlwind style. It was great to see
the way he clunked down Colgan and Ferth before they could even draw their own wespons. The
Shadow used a deflected system that turned his stunning strokes toward other heads.

Broy'sturn came next. The clout he received sent him spilling with his drawn gun, his one shot nicking
cement from the false dune's dome.

But Glook, theliving crab, dodged the stroke that came hisway. With atwist that seemed to turn him
insde out, crime's master did acomplete reverse and thrust agun straight toward The Shadow.

A perfect am, but too close. The back-swing of The Shadow's gun hand brought metal against metal.

A big automatic dashed Glook's revolver aside and downward, just asthe chief crook fired. It wasthe
floor that flattened that bullet.

Another amazing turnabout and Glook transformed himsdlf from ahuman crab into an edl. Sneaking up
the runway, he tripped the door catch and was out through the crack of thelifting entrance, which
dropped to cup The Shadow's pursuing fire.

After Glook went The Shadow and thistime the door stayed open. Hawkeye came darting in to take
charge and seeing nothing but stunned foemen lying about, he took time to cut Margo and Harry loose.

Harry was needed here, but Margo wasn't. At least she so decided. Dashing out among the dunes,
Margo forgot the lashing wind and scouring sand as she looked for The Shadow's followers. Clambering
up adune, shefinaly located them, over toward the bridge.

They were hard on Glook'strail but he was smart at short-cuts. His crabby mode of navigation enabled
him to go over dunes aswell as around them. Ahead of the long range shots that tried to stop him, Glook
reached atruck parked beside the bridge.



It was the truck with the raucous horn, the one that became impatient only when Glook arrived back
home, because its businesswas to let certain workers know that bridge could then be cleared, since
Glook's dibi was .

Only tonight, Glook no longer had an dibi. His game wasog, like his stolen treasures.
Y et Glook would not give up.

Asthetruck received Glook, it started over the bridge. A couple of men planted planksto receiveit,
then drew gunsto fire afew shots at The Shadow's agents as they reached the bridge.

Bad businessto give themsalves away like this. Those men who came so swiftly to life were Glook's pet
thugs, who ordinarily were the workmen who gave the foreman the most trouble. They were showing
themselves to be phonies and their fellow-workers didn't likeit.

The honest bridge crew piled on the two renegades. Wildly, the thugs broke |oose, grabbed onto the
passing truck and took to flight with their master. Another man had the sameidea; he was Jarry, the
crooked chauffeur. But firgt, Jerry hoped to put Twambley's car out of commission.

The trouble was, he thought of putting Twambley out of commission too. Y anking open the rear door
and finding no one, Jarry lost valuable time through sheer astoundment. By the time he got back to the
car hood and raised it, hoping to mess up the motor, shots were coming from the bridge.

With bullets singing like mosquitoes a the height of their season, Jerry ducked around in back of the car
and snatched onto the truck when it came aong. Therewith, the chase was on.

The bridge repair men saw The Shadow's agents, Mardand, Crofton and LeBrue, come dashing across
to reach the big car. What they didn't see was The Shadow, close behind his crew. He was actualy
visible, though vagudly, in the moonlight, but the onlookers weren't interested.

What intrigued them was the find member of the party, agirl in astreamlined bathing suit who came
popping right out of the sand dunes to dash after the group that had crossed the bridge. If Margo had
been an actual mermaid, the men at the bridge couldn't have been much more surprised, and at that, she
was apretty fair equivalent.

Margo was in timeto catch what she thought wasthe last and only car, to find out that it wasn't. Chance
LeBrue was at the whed instead of The Shadow. Miles Crofton was beside Chance, which put Margo in
back with Cliff Mardand.

Looking out through the rear window. Margo saw another car whedl from among the sand dunes aong
theroad. It was Harry's coupe and why The Shadow had chosen to useit, Margo couldn't understand,
just yet.

Answers came after the chase reached the turn off to the Lower Causeway that led acrossthe
Meadows. Thetruck veered in that direction and Chance siwung after it. The Shadow's car kept straight
on, up the Main Boulevard.

Thetruck was gaining asit approached the draw-bridge across the Channd and initsturn, the draw was
gtarting to swing open. Giving the car full speed, Chance took a chance. He caught the bridgein time,
diced over to the other half of the roadway, climbed the foot path and sheered off the wooden rail as he
jumped the car across adozen feet of space to hook the causeway beyond.

One car at least would follow the fugitive truck, even though some stooge of Glook's had opened the
draw and would probably fix it that way. The police wouldn't be able to follow, but The Shadow's agents



should suffice.
Or would they?

That truck of Glook's was a speedy job. It was hitting close to eighty as it shot across the Meadows and
the old car that the cab company had furnished Twambley could not begin to show that speed. Chance
got it up to sixty-five, even though it strained the chassis and brought queer noises from the motor, but
that wasn't enough.

With five milesto go, the truck was due to pile up better than ahalf-mile lead before it reached the
main-land beyond the Meadows. With that margin it could lose itself among amaze of old back roads.

Settling back in the rear seet, Margo stared hopel esdy from the window, only to pluck Cliff'sarm and
exdam:

"Look!"

Overtaking the old car was about the fastest thing that they had ever seen on whedls. It wasalong, racy
Interurban trolley, unlighted, but visible in the moonlight. Sicking aong with an ease asamazing asits
speed, that Surf Route special was demongtrating that it could do close to the two miles a minute that no
one had ever tried.

The chase had gained a consderable start before The Shadow had taken over hisunusud vehicle, for it
was obvious that The Shadow was the person in charge. But the lost ground was being gained, and fast.

From the hem of the racing Interurban, the Shadow studied the Causeway and intoned alaugh. His
forecast gave him dl the margin he required and more. Chance's car dropped behind like something out
of abag and The Shadow could have made Glook's truck look as silly, if hed wanted. Instead, he let
speed dacken as he spurted ahead of the truck.

Causaway and tracks were converging. From the truck it looked possible to besat the trolley to the
crossing. The Shadow though was doing things with the brakes, things that Glook didn't guess. Hewas
releasing them, timing them, alowing little spurts between.

Closeto the crossing, thetrolley nosed into sght from thetal grasswith its brakes hitting tight. A
blockade was what The Shadow intended; he was drawing an automatic to keep the truck occupied until
Chance and the rest arrived to make the capture. Only Glook, for some mad reason, thought he could
gl make the crossing.

Hitting a big Interurban car amidships was abad idea, even though the blow was danted. To do the
speed it could, the streamlined trolley needed alow center of gravity and had it. But Glook tried to bowl
it right off the tracks, with histruck. He'd have been just about as smart if he'd attempted to knock down
hisfavorite lighthouse by the same method.

Thetruck buckled, ricocheted, and careened into a crumpling mass of junk asits smashing body was
deflected off into the Meadows where it finished with atriple somersault. When The Shadow's crew
arrived, they found they could do nothing more than pick up pieces, which gpplied to Marvin Glook and
his companions, as much asto their vehicle.

Later, back at the Hotel Crescent, the late Marvin Glook was the subject of much discussion.
Lamont Cranston was present, as was Joe Cardona, and they were talking in terms of The Shadow.

Thiswastaking placein Mrs. Tarleton's living room, where Margo Lane soon arrived, after sopping at



her own hotel to pick up another set of clothes.

"Y ou say those astrological charts eiminated Doctor Dee," declared Cardona. "How do you figure The
Shadow decided that?'

"Because they were the wrong birth Sgns," replied Crangton. "I checked them myself from the police
reports. Ask Mrs. Tarleton. She received a chart for Capricorn, awinter month, and her birthday was
only last week. Dee wouldn't have been that dumb.”

Cardona guessed that Dee wouldn't have, condidering that astrology was his business. Then:
"But what about Montague Bankhill ?*

"| suppose The Shadow diminated him from the start,” decided Cranston. "If held been behind the game,
he could have collected the full cash right in his own auction house, instead of meeting the buyersand
demanding the big take later."

That too made sense to Cardona.
"But when did The Shadow figure out the submarine business?" asked Joe.

"Right after Glook disappeared in the surf," calculated Cranston. "Immediately following the Gaudry
murder. He must have known that the murderer swvam to the pier.”

"But that wasimpossible-"

"Not if you remember what wasin the hotd cdllar,” interposed Cranston. Do you recall the oxygen
tank?"

Cardona nodded.

"A long whiff of pure oxygen," stated Cranston. "will double the time aman can stay under water, or
more. Glook used that system and the method, as well asthe result, were both leads to the model
submarine at theend of Long Pier.”

Right then, Margo Lane decided she was rather usdless. Her clue of the blinking lights hadn't been
necessary a al. By the time sheld gotten it, The Shadow had aready picked Marvin Glook as the master
mind.

One more thing and an important one, puzzled Joe Cardona. He gestured to Mrs. Tarleton's prize
chromo.

"Weve used Gaudry's x-ray onit," declared Cardona, "and it doesn't show athing. Where'sthe
Rembrandt?"

Cranston decided to find that for himself. He took down the picture, studied both sides, and began to
remove the frame. That done, the picture literaly peeled into two parts.

The chromo, the front layer, was atracing, asit appeared to be. It was smply a garish, dap-dash outline
of afine old painting that appeared on the second sheet of canvas.

"The x-ray wouldn't show theidentical lines" explained Cranston, "but if you'll examine the canvases
you'll have the clue that Glook Ieft without knowing it. The grain of the front canvasis crosswise; that of
the back canvas, up and down."



Leaving Cardonato ponder over the fact that things could be smpler than they looked, Cranston strolled
out with Margo. Impatiently, Margo waited until they reached the lobby before propounding her great
question.

"Since you know so much,” said Margo, "tell methis, Lamont. How did The Shadow pick out that
cleverly faked sand dune down on the Point?"

"Hewaslucky," returned Crangton, indulgently. "The storm helped him."
"The sorm? How?"'

"Because Glook faked that dune to conform to the way last year's hurricane had piled the others. The big
wind from the other direction twisted them around, or let us say, brought them back toward normal. That
one dune stood out as congpicuoudy asthe lighthouse, if you thought about it."

Margo hadn't thought about it until now. She fdt very glad that The Shadow had thought of it before.

Thus did Lamont Cranston, as spokesman for The Shadow, clear the last vestige of mystery surrounding
hissingular dud with another forgotten man of crime, Marvin Glook.

THEEND



