MOTHER GOOSE MURDERS
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne,"” March 1946

In a series of startling robberies, murderous nen hold a beautiful
host age, and a clever code of nursery rhymes spells gun play instead of
child's
pl ay! Can The Shadow smash the intricate web and bring a halt to terror?

EVERYBODY on the crowded subway train seemed to be readi ng newspapers:
their own or other people's. That was what bothered D ane Marl ow, the fact
t hat
somebody was | ooki ng over her shoul der, scanning the very headlines that held
her own eyes.

The headl i nes read:

POLI CE LI NK BOND AND JEVWEL ROBBERI ES
Prom se | medi ate Arrest
d RL Al DED GEM GRAB

The first two headlines didn't worry Diane; it was the third that
bot her ed
her, because she happened to be the girl it meant. That in turn cast doubt
upon
t he second headline, which didn't specify who was to be arrested, the robber
or
his fem ni ne acconpli ce.

Silly, this whole thing, but frightening. Diane's gloved hand cl utched
tighter on the subway strap and she found herself gripping the newspaper so
hard that it crunpled in her other hand. Hastily rel axing, she opened the
paper
and lifted it to hide her face.

Fortunately, this attracted no attention because of the lurch of the
train. They were coming to a station and D ane deci ded she coul d hang on for
one stop nore - her stop. She was feeling faint, but that didn't matter. You
just couldn't collapse in a subway car jamred as this one.

Besi des, Diane was realizing that she had nore to learn and no tinme to
waste in doing so. She needed to know what details the newspaper contained,
whet her they were facts or not, so she steeled herself to the effort during
t he
hop to the next station

Maybe the facts were right about the robber, but they didn't apply to the
girl, as Diane could vouch if anyone woul d believe her

According to the newspaper, the police defined the robber as the sane
masked man who had entered a brokerage office two days ago and forced the
owner
to hand over a batch of securities that were in his desk drawer.

O course the robber had backed the operation with a gun, and this very
aft ernoon he had repeated the process by stalking into a jeweler's private
of fice and demanding a very special jewel case, with its contents, which had
been delivered only a short tine before.

In each instance, this daring character had made a very hurried
departure,
pi cking up a taxicab by flourishing the gun in the driver's face. Qutside the
br okerage, however, he'd been forced to run half a block in order to



conmandeer
the cab, and he had evidently renmenbered that experience when he tackled the
jewel job.

A cab had been waiting outside the jewelry shop. It was waiting because
it
had arrived with a passenger, a girl who had offered the cabby a ten-dollar
bi |
whi ch he couldn't change. The girl was holding the cab while she funbled in
her
bag to find smaller nmoney. The cabby hadn't suspected that the girl was
stalling until the masked man appeared, hopped into the cab with the girl and
said to get going.

They' d dropped of f together, those two passengers, which made the cabby's
theory valid. Except that the cabby hadn't waited to see that the girl and the
masked man hurried away in opposite directions, the gun spurring the girl's
flight. That part wasn't nentioned in the newspapers.

The girl was described as a fluffy-haired blonde attired in a fancy bl ue
sport suit. At |east none of the subway passengers would tag Di ane fromt hat
description, for it was raining outdoors and her hair had lost its fluff;
furthernmore, Di ane had changed from her sport outfit to an ol der, dark-brown
dress that she reserved for bad weat her

Besi des, Diane wasn't smiling and jolly as she'd been early that
afternoon. Right now, in the last mnutes of the rush hour, she wore a serious
frown that gave her the tired |l ook that only Iong office work can produce. In
fact, Diane was nore than tired; she was grim very grimindeed, as she |left
the train at her station, tucked the newspaper under her arm and started up
the steps to the street.

This couldn't really be called Diane's station; it just happened to be
t he
nearest stop to the address of Joey's Shoe Parlor, the name on the card that
Di ane had scooped into her bag along with other things that were lying on the
cab seat. Since Diane had never before heard of Joey's Shoe Parlor, she was
pl ayi ng the hunch that the slip of cardboard had dropped fromthe nasked man's
pocket .

And right now, the stakes had doubl ed where D ane Marl ow was concer ned.
She'd started on this journey hoping to gain sone first-hand infornmation
before
notifying the police regarding the jewel robber. Now she wanted those sane
facts
in order to clear her status as the unknown woman in the case.

The shoe parlor was the sort of basenent establishment that D ane
expect ed
it to be. Joey also came up to specifications; he was busy at his task and
munbl ed because his mouth was full of hob-nails. Diane was trying to snmooth
her
hai r and bending her head so the rain would drip fromher hat; hence Joey
didn't
see her face. Besides, all that interested Joey was the receipt that D ane
showed hi m

"Not ready yet," declained Joey. "I said tomorrow | deliver. M, |'m
al ways pronpt, | never kid a custoner. Besides, | say | deliver and that neans
| deliver. My boy Marcus, he'll be around tonmorrow after school with those

shoes all fixed."

To prove his point, Joey not only gestured to the shoes but picked up the
stub that was with them Before Diane could figure howto phrase the question
she wanted to ask, Joey answered it.

"Apartment Nunmber Two, Letter D, the Cedarcroft," announced Joey,
referring to his scrawl on the stub. "I keep good check on all repair jobs and



satisfied customers will tell you sane. New custoners get good service too -
you see?"

The thunmp of the closing door and the jangle of the ol d-fashioned bel
above it were the only answers that Joey received. D ane was on her way,
hopi ng
to find the Cedarcroft within the next few bl ocks, which she did. The
apart nent
house consi sted of two old residences converted into apartnents and as Di ane
hoped, the front door wasn't | ocked.

Taki ng the wal k-up to the second fl oor, Diane found Apartnent 2-D at the
back of the building, its number show ng under the nediocre glow of a light in
the hallway ceiling. Firmer than ever, Diane tightened her hand on the knob
and
slowy tried it, only to find that the door was | ocked.

There was a transom above, but no light showing fromit. The wild notion
of wiggling through that transom crossed Diane's nind, but didn't nmake a
dent.

She' d been silly enough in the taxicab today, in an involuntary way. No use of
getting into trouble purposely. Visions of being stuck half way through the
transom were sonething Diane didn't |ike.

Still, it seemed foolish to have conme here all for nothing. On that
t hought Di ane deci ded that maybe the downstairs vestibule would hold the
answer. She hadn't | ooked for the nane pl ates when she hurried through the
door; now it would be a good idea to go down and study them But as Di ane
turned reluctantly toward the stairs, she threw back a glance at the door of
Apartnment 2-D and what she saw there halted her.

A bit of white was projecting fromunder the door and it | ooked like the
corner of an envel ope. Diane pounced for the object, drewit her way and found
that it actually was an envelope. In fact it was a letter that the obliging
janitor must have put under the door as part of the Cedarcroft service and it
gave Diane her first good clue as to the masked man's identity.

The envel ope was addressed to one Lee Quade and it was specifically
mar ked
Apartnment 2-D. Hesitating only briefly, Diane tore open the envel ope, blew
into
it, and extracted its thin contents.

Thi n, because the envelope didn't contain a letter; what it held was a
slip of paper that Diane thought at first must be a newspaper clipping unti
she discovered instead that it was part of a page cut froma child s book
Even
in the poor light, Diane could easily read the large-print words that were
common to nost editions of "Mther CGoose."

The rhyme was a familiar one that Diane found hersel f readi ng half-al oud,
as a flash-back to one of her own childhood habits.

This was the verse:

ad King Cole

Was a nerry old sou

And a nerry old soul was he.

He called for his pipe

And he called for his bow

And he called for his fiddlers three.

Smiling as she finished the rhyne, Diane realized that this wasn't the
time for smles. Wiatever he was, other than a masked robber, Lee Quade wasn't
the sort to be receiving nursery rhynes except as a gag; and anyone who knew
hi mwel |l enough to joke with him mght well be the next stop along the trai
that Di ane had started.

Staring with distant eyes bel ow her furrowed forehead, Di ane spoke
sl ow y:



"dd King Cole! It may nean the next person on the list! The next person
that Quade is supposed to rob -"

If Diane's eyes had been as busy as her thoughts, she would have noticed
t he darkness that was gradually noving across the slip of paper that she held
upon t he opened envel ope. But she saw nothi ng, heard nothing, not even the
slight creak beneath the frayed carpeting of the hallway floor, as a figure
| oomed behi nd that spreadi ng darkness.

Then came the sudden swoop of a hand, the clanp of a fist upon Diane's
wist. Before the girl could give nore than a startled gasp, a | ow snarl
ordered silence.

There was nore than a snarl to support the order. Turning, Diane stared
into hard eyes and recogni zed their cold glisten as sonething she'd seen
through the slits of a mask, that very afternoon. Even col der than the eyes
was
the nore potent silencer that Lee Quade had previously handl ed.

That silencer was the nuzzle of a .38 revolver, ained squarely between
t he
eyes of Diane Marl ow

CHI LLED quite out of her wits, Diane couldn't even quiver at sight of the
gun. She went numb all over and Quade wasn't slow to recognize it.

Di sdainfully, the fellow dropped the girl's Iinp wist and caught the envel ope
with its attendant slip of paper, before the objects could drop from Di ane's
falling hand.

In professional style, Quade stepped back, keeping his gun trained on
Di ane, but at the same tinme he made a half turn so that he could read the slip
of paper. Evidently Quade understood the significance of the verse and gave it
a crimnal interpretation, for he gave an unpl easant | augh

In her turn, Diane interpreting Quade, her stressed mnd going in heavily
for detail, curiously enough. He was |ike sonething all off-key, this man
Quade. He was handsone, but with just a brutal touch; dark, but with a trace
of
the sallow His eyes, though keen, were suspicious, while his snle had a
bitter
curl.

Those features were still evident, even when Quade turned his back to the
light to focus fully on Diane. G ly though the man's speech becane. D ane
still
caught the hard note in it.

"How did you find ne?" queried Quade. "And why?"

After a few lip notions, Diane found her voice. It came in whispery
blurt.

"You dropped a stub - a shoe receipt - | read the name on it. It was - it

was -
"Joey's Shoe Parlor,"” interrupted Quade. "You don't have to cover up for
him - unless you told hi msonething."

Enmphati cal |y, Di ane shook her head.

"I haven't told anybody - anything."

It was the truth and it seened the safest thing to say, for Diane could
pi cture Quade's gun punping away so often that she'd no | onger hear it, if he
even suspected that she had bl abbed. Quade's satisfied snmile relieved D ane
somewhat, until he asked sharply:

"Where did you find this?"

Di ane pointed feebly to the bottom of the door

"Do you know what it neans?"

To that, D ane shook her head, but Quade nust have caught sone hesitancy,
for he snarled, |ow



"Qut with it! What are you thinking?"

"The only thing," replied D ane, surprised at her automatic answer. "It
nmeans sonebody el se you're supposed to rob, like the broker and the jeweler."

Quade's smile had nuch of the | eer as he nodded his agreenent.

"You're a cute guesser," confirned Quade, as he thrust the envel ope and
the printed paper into his pocket. Wth his sane hand he brought out a key.
"Only don't worry, kid. You're ny acconplice - or didn't you know?"

"I know. "

"Then let's go in the apartnment." Quade was unl ocki ng the door, but
keeping the gun well in hand. "W can talk it over there. After all, you're in
ajamlike | am even if it doesn't apply.”

Wy Di ane hesitated on the threshold, she didn't quite yet realize.
However, hesitation didn't help, for Quade's gun nuzzle found the m ddl e of
D ane's back with a nudge so earnest that she stumbled hastily across the
threshol d. Next, Diane was in a corner where Quade gestured her as he nudged
t he door shut with his el bow Pocketing his key, he deftly transferred the gun
fromhis right hand to his left and sat down at a tel ephone, which had its
di a
turned away from Di ane's view.

Juggling the gun lightly with his left, Quade dialed a nunber with his
right. Then:

"This is Lee..." Quade evidently recognized the voice across the wire.
"I"mback at my place... Yeah, I'"'mall right, but the dame is here... The dane
that was in the cab this afternoon... Yeah, she found out who | was...

"No, she says she hasn't blabbed... | guess if she had, the coppers would
have shown here instead of her... O course she knows | pulled the jewel job,
but she found out something else... That's right, she found the letter with
t he
King Col e verse..."

There, Quade paused to let the other speaker have a chance. Diane could
see the pleased glitter that swept the man's hard eyes, in the light fromthe
table lamp. At last, Quade's spreading grin seened to set itself in ugly
style.

"You know, " said Quade, into the tel ephone, "you hit it right on the
nose... That's right, the dame figured it neant the next job I'mto do... Let
the other boys handle it? Sure | will... A cinch, because the dame hasn't any
i dea who King Cole is... But she knows who I am.."

Quade's final tone nmade Di ane very uneasy, particularly when he hung up
with a slam Switching his gun again, Quade gestured to the tel ephone with his
[ eft hand.

"You know what he sai d?" demanded Quade. "He said it didn't matter, your

finding that letter. The boys will clean up the next job before you can even
tell the police to start guessing about King Cole. As for nme, I'Il have tine
to

| am before you can tell them about nme either. They're likely to have ne tagged
pretty soon, anyhow.

"So all I'mgoing to do is tie you up, nice and tight. That dress you're
weari ng | ooks strong enough to do for rope and your scarf will make a good
gag.

Maybe you can work | oose by norning and neanwhil e you can thank yourself for
not
talking to the coppers. Ot herwi se -

There was no reason for Quade to continue. Diane not only understood but
realized now why she had faltered when he started to shove her into the
apartment. In here, shots would be nmuffled, which they wouldn't be in the
hal I .
Al Quade would have to do would be to close one wi ndow whi ch Di ane had
noti ced
was open.

Quade' s | ast words across the tel ephone fitted. The phrase, "But she



knows

who | am' could well have been Diane's death warrant. It wasn't mercy on
Quade' s

part that Di ane was going to live, but just sinple comobn sense, plus

ef fici ency.

"I"'mto use ny own judgnent," stated Quade. "That's what | was told over
the tel ephone. Since nmy own judgment says it's quieter to tie you up than
shoot
you, I"'mletting you live. Only renmenber, screans make nore noi se than
gunshots. "

This time, Diane was observing the blackness that acconpani ed Quade's
approach. His back was toward the | anp, blocking off its light and the whol e
room seened to darken, including the open wi ndow. Mybe Quade had forgotten
that the wi ndow was open, but it wouldn't help if he had. Diane didn't care if
peopl e heard gun-shots, because by the tinme they did, she would be full of
bul | ets.

There was sonet hi ng nonstrous, grotesque about Quade as his hand
stretched
out in the darkness that his bul king form produced. Just managing to repress a
scream Di ane wenched away instinctively as that hand cl utched the neck of
her
dress. The result was that Quade's grip produced a ripping tug and he snarl ed
again as he pounced forward to nake sure that Diane didn't tear herself free.

It was then that the shriek cane.

Not from Di ane, but from sonmewhere in the outer darkness, a screech that
transformed itself into the long, troubled wail of a police car's siren

Di ane cane full about at that, horrified and rigid, with her arnms spread
against the wall. Quade saw her as a figure hung with tattered sl eeves, then
lifted his gun toward the girl's wi de, frozen eyes that |ooked like a double
target calling for a shot nidway between.

Quade' s judgnent now was death, for that approaching wail synbolized that
Di ane had |ied when she said she hadn't told; and having told too much too
soon, she could tell something more - and al so too soon - should she live. A
spurt of flame was due fromthat gun nuzzle that barely glittered as it thrust
forward fromthe darkness.

A death spurt would have flashed if the surroundi ng bl ackness hadn't
hurled itself nore swiftly. To Di ane, what happened seenmed the result of her
own nental whirl.

Quade's aimended with a jolt that sent himflying upward, backward, gun
first. By the time he tugged the trigger, his gun nerely spouted, for its
target was the ceiling. Withing, flaying madly at nothi ngness, Quade seened a
portion of Diane's distorted notions until he finished with a sideward ree
that took himfromthe path of the lanplight.

Then Di ane saw that bl ackness was alive. It had transforned itself into a
cl oaked figure of a tall, linber fighter who wore a slouch hat, and who was
swi nging a heavy automatic with a gloved fist, to nmeet the wild downward sl ash
of Quade's revol ver.

Loud canme the wail of the approaching siren, |like the how of sone
wanderi ng banshee, announcing that the inpossible had become real. Such was
Di ane's inmpression of her first neeting with this rescuer known as The Shadow

GROTESQUE agai nst the lamplight, Quade and his hal f-visible antagoni st
gave the slow, dreamike effect of figures cavorting in the glare of a
bl i nki ng
spotlight. The Shadow s turns and twi sts were responsible for the blinker
illusion, but the process operated in reverse.

Every time The Shadow cane in front of Quade, the |latter disappeared,



only

to come in sight again, like sonething disgorged by space, whenever The Shadow
conpl eted the roundabout. O course then The Shadow vani shed so that Quade
seened to be struggling with thin air.

Thus it was from Di ane's outl ook and with her distorted view cane the
equal ly fantastic acconpani nent of arriving wails that no | onger seened |ike
police sirens, but rather the cries of ghouls, penetrating to what had becone
Diane's own little world.

Sirens they were, however, and Quade knew it, which was why he kept
punctuating his struggle with gun-shots that The Shadow constantly diverted
toward the ceiling. Along with the low, taunting |augh that The Shadow used as
aretort for every shot, the figure in black was beconi ng snowy.

The reason was the plaster that showered fromthe ceiling under the urge
of Quade's wasted bullets. It was indeed odd, the way The Shadow was becom ng
a
living statue, growi ng out of nothingness. Quade seenmed to be struggling with

a
granite bust that |aughed.

Shrill whistles now, and shouts. The pound of footsteps conming up into
t he

apartment house. Quade's shots had been heard, the police weren't losing tine
in

getting to their goal. True to Quade's own fear, as expressed to Diane, the

| aw

had found the crimnal

And Quade was desperate.

Sl uggi ng hard with his now enpty gun, Quade m ssed The Shadow conpl etely.
In fact, The Shadow wasn't there at all; the object that stopped Quade's |unge
was the table with the lanp. Both crashed and as the |ight vanished, the
clatter in the roomwas drowned by a | ouder smashing at the door

The police were here.

In that last fleeting nonment, D ane saw a huge mass of bl ackness grow in
her direction. It |ooned to vast proportions, only to be suddenly absorbed by
the conpl ete darkness that filled the room Diane forgot that The Shadow was a
friend and began the |long-restrai ned screamthat Quade had warned agai nst.

The scream was snot hered and Di ane was whirled by swift, powerful hands,
over to the wi ndow, where, suddenly rel eased, she found herself teetered on
t he
sill, aimed for a forward pitch into the drizzly darkness of the courtyard
bel ow. Sonet hing vaul ted past her, but Diane didn't realize it in her nad
effort to halt her topple.

Di ane fail ed. Overbal anced, she went headl ong, del ayed but briefly as her
torn dress caught on a wi ndow catch and then gave. She | anded squarely in the
same strong arns that had hauled her to the window, for it was The Shadow who
had gone past her, to be ready bel ow. Then, l|ike sonmething she seened to be
| eavi ng behi nd her, Diane could hear the clicks of her own high heels as The
Shadow rushed her out through a narrow passage which he seem ngly di scovered
t hrough some radar sense that was peculiarly his own.

As if on schedule, a taxicab rolled up, took Di ane as a passenger under
The Shadow s rapid urge, and whi sked away, picking a zigzag course through the
next few bl ocks, to avoid converging police cars. Al during that nmad race,

Di ane t hought she could hear the echoes of The Shadow s parting | augh, a tone
so encouragi ng, that the girl supposed her rescuer had acconpani ed her

Amazenment was Di ane's when the cab reached a |ighted avenue and she
| ooked
for the nysterious personage called The Shadow but the seat was vacant beside
her.

There was still work for The Shadow, back at Quade's. This was one of
t hose instances where the police, gaining a lead to a suspected crimnal, had
started on their quest only to be preceded by The Shadow. In rescuing Di ane,



The Shadow had | et the | aw catch up; now his purpose was to bl ock of f Quade
should the fellowtry to escape by the route al ong which The Shadow had

pi | ot ed

Di ane.

Except that escape was no | onger Quade's idea. dinmbing fromthe w eckage
of the table, he was gripping the heavy nmetal lanp that his hand had found in
t he darkness. The door was crashing under the ramm ng efforts of the police
and
Quade' s mad, vengeful mind was concentrated on repelling those invaders.

As the door burst, hurtling men inward with it, Quade sprang into the
light that poured dimy fromthe hall and swung the lanmp like a great

bl udgeon,
intending to brain a few adversaries before they could stop him C oaked
shoul ders were com ng up above the windowsill and with his timely return The

Shadow despatched an equally tinely shot that jolted Quade's armin md-air,
di verting the downsweep of the |anp.

The invading police were tinmely too; their shots came a few split seconds
after The Shadow s. But as the persons nenaced, the police didn't draw a line
at nmerely stopping Quade's swing. They stopped himwith it, riddling himwith
cl ose-range fire that crunpled himupon the floor

The Shadow eased down into the darkness, listening intently to what
foll owed. The police were draggi ng Quade into the light; in searching himfor
a
reserve gun, they found the envelope and its printed slip pertaining to King
Cole. His head half-lifted, Quade stared with gl azed eyes and coughed

spasnodi ¢
wor ds.

"Try and help King Cole." The broken tone still carried Quade's
characteristic snarl. "It won't do any good - not even if you find him Not
now, it won't - it wasn't ny job - not this one -"

A sturdy police inspector was hauling Quade's ashen face up into the
light. Fromthe wi ndow, The Shadow recogni zed t he swarthy, dead-pan
count enance
of Joe Cardona, top man anong i nspectors.

"You're going to live, Quade," Cardona enphasized. "So whatever you tel
us now may be used for you, instead of against you. We figured there were
others beside you. If they're aimng to rob sonebody tonight, tell us who he
is. If we stop them it goes to your credit."

Quade's curling lips set tightly; then relaxed. H s eyes went shut and
hi s
voi ce came with a wheeze

"You're lying, Joe," gasped Quade. "Lying - and you know it. |'mthrough
so it won't help ne - whatever | tell you. But it won't hurt - won't hurt ny
pals - if | tell you -"

"Go on," pronpted Cardona. "I want to know about the job. Wo's this King
Col e that's being robbed tonight?"

Quade's lips opened for the last time. Al they said was:

"Wuldn't - wouldn't you just like to know "

Letting Quade's stiffening body thunp the floor, Cardona pounced for the
t el ephone and cal | ed headquarters. He began giving orders and brisk ones.

"Instruct all patrol cars," announced Cardona. "Tell themto check al
nei ghbor hoods for clues to a robbery that may be under way right now, if it
isn't already done. Particularly wealthy nei ghborhoods - and another thing -
check on apartment houses and hotels, in case the crine is happening there.

"Pay special attention to any phone calls that come in, even if they do
sound screwy. Sonmebody may spot something and try to informus. Let nme know of
any devel oprments. 1'll give you the nunber where you can reach ne."

Readi ng off the nunber of Quade's phone, Cardona hung up and gave a
stolid



stare at the dead nan. Quade wouldn't have liked that look if he'd been alive
to
see it. Mechanically, Cardona flipped the paper that bore the printed verse.

"Li ke finding a needle in a haystack," gruffed Joe, "and the only nan who
can tell us what it's good for, can't talk." Weeling to the surroundi ng cops,
Cardona snapped the order: "Search the place! Look for the stolen stuff if
it's
still here. But nore inportant, see what you can find that will give us a |ead
to the next job!"

The police were ransacking the roomw th no success when the phone bel
jangl ed. Cardona caught it at the end of the first ring. The call was from
headquarters and what Cardona heard put himinto pronpt action

"Let's go!" Joe told the officers. "They just got word of the robbery
t hat
links with the King Cole nessage. A d Artenus Hapwood, the chain store owner
found bound and gagged in his house off Park Avenue. H's safe was rifled" -
Cardona stared again at Quade - "and 1'll bet it traces to this guy and his
crowd! "

By the time the police were on their way, the courtyard was as vacant as
t he wi ndow above it. As before, The Shadow was profiting by infornmation that
had reached the | aw

Crine's |atest scene was due to receive a visit from The Shadow

IV

THE Hapwood resi dence was abl aze with |ight when I nspector Cardona
reached
it and outside was standing a big official car which belonged to Police
Conmi ssi oner Weston. Swarthy-faced Joe wasn't pleased when he saw t he
Conmi ssioner's car, but he contented hinself with the thought that he woul d
have his innings later.

Entering the house, Cardona reached the living roomand found
Conmmi ssi oner
Weston already in conference with Artenus Hapwood. The living roomwas anple
and
so was Hapwood, but Cardona was nore interested in the circunstances of the
recent robbery.

That pl eased the comni ssioner, because he had expected it. A man of
efficiency to the points of his mlitary nustache, Comm ssioner Weston |iked
his subordinates to be thorough in their work and Cardona wasn't di sappointing
him Eyes roving the room Cardona took in everything and finally settled on
t he chair where Hapwood was seated.

"Very good, inspector," approved Weston, briskly. "I expected you here,
SO
| preserved the scene intact. M. Hapwood was right where you see hi m now when
we rel eased him" Big and portly, Hapwood was occupying the only chair that
was
really large enough to hold him It was a heavy chair and well uphol stered,
but
the arns were separate, not part of the chair proper. Noting trunk straps
lying
besi de the chair, Cardona recognized that they nust have been used to bind
Hapwood's arms and | egs, while a large silk handkerchief, tightly knotted, had
obvi ously served as a gag.

Beside the chair was a table with a tel ephone, but that didn't interest
Cardona as much as a lowbuilt serving stand on which stood a bottle with a
huge brandy gl ass and an oversi zed nmeerschaum pi pe beside it, plus a tobacco
hum dor .

West on seenmed annoyed when Cardona negl ected the tel ephone. To Hapwood,



t he conmi ssi oner said:
"Tell the inspector everything that happened and how you managed to cal
for help."
"The bounders caught ne unaware,'

boomed Hapwood, lifting his double

chin.
"There were two of them brawny brutes, both wearing nasks."

Cardona nodded, still staring at the serving stand.

"I"d just finished a phone call,"” announced Hapwood. "Not here, but
upstairs. Tal ked to a couple of business associates, you know, like | often
do.

| came downstairs wanting a drink and a snoke, never thinking the servants had
all gone out."

Cardona put a pronpt query.

"How many servants?"

"Three," replied Hapwood. "They'll all have excuses, |'m careless that
way. However, while | was shouting that | wanted a snmoke and a drink, who
answered but these masked chaps. | |ooked up and there they were."

To illustrate, Hapwood | ooked toward the door and fixed his gaze there.
Weston turned to see a tall nan who had just entered.

"Hell o, Cranston!" exclaimed the comm ssioner. "I was sure you woul d get
the nessage that | left at the club. A very interesting case, this."

Hapwood |ifted his heavy eyebrows and queri ed:

"Lanmont Cranston?"

Wth a nod of acknow edgnent, Weston conpleted the introduction. Hapwood,
a man of big business, had naturally heard of Cranston, the gentl enman about
town who had a singular ability for investing in curious enterprises that
al ways paid off. But Hapwood and Cranston formed a striking contrast.

Bi g of neck, paunch, face and hands; Hapwood had all the makings of a
jolly fat man, except that he was very serious at present, though he did allow
a smle to spread across his massive face at the rare privil ege of being
i ntroduced to the famous M. Cranston

In his turn, Cranston was tall, with a cal mface that was as inpassive as
a mask. He | ooked positively thin at the present nmoment, but that was only
because of the contrast w th Hapwood. When Hapwood extended his hand like a
seal's flipper to receive Cranston's long, thin-fingered shake, Cardona wasn't
surprised to see the fat man wince. There was plenty of steel in that grip of
Cranston's, as Cardona knew from experi ence.

Since Weston often called Cranston in on cases like this, Cardona didn't
connect the commi ssioner's friend with events at Quade's. There was a |link
however, in the formof a long stretch of blackness on the floor, ending in a
hawki sh sil houette. But Cardona wasn't thinking of Cranston's shadow in terns
of a personage called The Shadow, who - so far as Cardona knew - hadn't
figured
in connection with the recent robberies.

Cardona didn't know that when he'd phoned Weston very recently regarding
the lead to Quade, that Cranston had just been | eaving the comm ssioner's
of fice. The | ead had cone froma stool pigeon and Cranston often checked such
i nformati on when it was relayed to Weston, but on that point too Cardona was
i gnor ant .

Hi s introduction to Cranston conpl ete, Hapwood continued with his story.

"There's the snoke and the drink" - Hapwood pointed to the pipe and the
brandy - "but | wasn't to get them The nasked nmen threatened nme with guns as
soon as | shouted for ny three servants. Then they bound ne in ny chair and
gagged re.

"After that, they broke open ny safe" - Hapwood gave a depreciating
gesture to the itemthat he named - "and took everything that was in it.
Not hi ng of val ue, however, because ny business associates hadn't delivered the
cash that went with our deal."

Cardona studi ed the safe and understood why Hapwood didn't rate it
hi ghl y.



The thing | ooked nore |ike a phonograph cabinet than a safe, and it conforned
to
the furniture in the room Three good prods with a jimy had been enough to
settle it.

"They took a | ot of papers,’
price
lists - but nostly old stuff. They cleared out, those big fellows, and left ne
wondering how | could help nyself."

Pausi ng, Hapwood | eaned fromhis chair and thunped the tel ephone angrily.

"The ol d-fashi oned kind were better,"” he argued. "The type w thout dials.
| lifted the phone off the hook with nmy teeth and in the old days, I'd have
gotten the operator. This time | had to dial

"I didit, though." Hapwood swelled with pride. "I did it with ny nose.
The silk gag is thin, otherwise | wouldn't have been able to use ny teeth to
lift the phone, and being thin, the gag was sonmething | could mutter through
I
kept saying 'Police - police -' until the operator understood."

Wth that, Hapwood relaxed in his chair, picked up the silk gag and
rubbed
his forehead with it. Reaching for the brandy, the big man poured hinself a
drink which, though sizeable, |ooked pitifully tiny in the manmot h brandy
gl ass.

Cardona was maki ng notes.

"At what time did this happen, M. Hapwood?"

"I made the call upstairs at eight o' clock," stated Hapwood. "Tarval and

remar ked Hapwood - "Letters, estimates,

Al cott - they're my associates - were at the Hotel Metrolite. | told themto
keep the noney until tonorrow. Wien | canme downstairs it was about ten m nutes
after eight. | guess | was all trussed up by quarter-past and those robbers

couldn't have stayed nore than five mnutes after that. Anyway, it was
hal f - past ei ght when | put the call through."

"The operator checked the tine," put in Wston. "You can make a note of
that, Inspector.”

Jotting with his pencil, Cardona was wat chi ng Hapwood fini sh his brandy.
Wth his other fat hand, the big nman was reaching for his pipe. Then, |aying
t he gl ass aside, Hapwood opened the hum dor and stuffed tobacco into the
nmeer schaum Lighting the pipe, he drew a good supply of smoke and sat back
qui te content ed.

"All's well that ends well," decided Hapwood. "I'Il |eave the capture of
those crimnals to the law. Only there's one thing" - he tilted his head and
narrowed his eyes to a twinkle - "don't try to connect this case with those

ot her robberies you' re tracking down, those stolen bonds and jewels. There
wasn't just one nasked man here tonight; there were two. Wat's nore, they
didn't get what they came after.”

"I get it, M. Hapwood," returned Cardona, displaying a rare thing for
him a grin. "lIt's funny, isn't it, the way we police always follow the sane
old line."

"Yes, very funny."

"And we never think we're wong, do we?"

Cardona was actual Iy | aughi ng now and Hapwood was catching the nood. Once
Hapwood started to | augh, he couldn't stop, as he denobnstrated.

"Nobody ever thinks they're wong." Hapwood was shaki ng, undul ating from
his fat paunch up to his heavy jow . "That rem nds nme of a very funny story,

i f
you want to hear it. It's about a king who could do no wong -"

"Not King Cole," interposed Cardona. "You' ve heard of him haven't you?"

"This wasn't King Cole -"

"The merry old soul,"” broke in Cardona. "He called for his pipe" - Joe
pointed to the neerschaum- "and he called for his bow" - here Cardona
gestured to the brandy glass - "and how many servants do you have, Hapwood?"

"Three." Hapwood began to control his laughter. "Wy do you ask?"



"Because they're the Fiddlers Three," returned Cardona. "You called for
themlike you did for your meerschaum and your brandy gl ass.”

It was Weston's turn to interrupt.

"Look here, inspector," began the conmi ssioner, "when you start anal yzing
crime in terms of nursery rhynes -"

"Only | didn't start it," returned Cardona. "Sonebody el se did, the man
behi nd these robberies, in other words, the brain. Here's the message that he
mail ed to Lee Quade, covering tonight's job, conmm ssioner."

A full mnute later, Wston was still staring at the clipped page of the
Mot her Goose book, while Lanont Cranston, calmand inpassive as ever, was
gazing at Cardona, who stood with arms triunphantly fol ded.

There was approval in Cranston's eyes, those eyes that were really The
Shadow s, a commendati on of the work that |nspector Cardona had so far
acconpl i shed.

\Y

LATE the next afternoon, Diane Marlow had a date with a gentl eman naned
Lamont Cranston. It was a very inportant date, as Di ane had | earned through
devi ous channels. Technically, Diane was still a fugitive fromjustice, which
had a great deal to do with her acceptance of certain ternms now in force.

As she sat with Cranston over cocktails in the | ounge at the Hote
Metrolite, Diane briefly reviewed events since her departure from Quade's | ast
ni ght .

Di ane wasn't stopping at the Metrolite. The cab had taken her to another
and quieter hotel, where the cabby had told her she was expected. In the room
reserved for her, Diane had received a nysterious phone call stating that "our
man" woul d phone her before noon the next day and would hel p her with her
pr obl ens.

Today the call had come from "our man" who had turned out to be a
gentl eman naned R. Mann, the initial standing for Rutledge. He was an
i nvest ment broker who told Diane that he could recommend "certain securities”
whi ch was anot her statenment that could be taken two ways. So Di ane had gone to
Mann's office, found himto be a nethodical, owlish person who talked in
encouraging terns and finally arranged her appointnent with Cranston.

Al this, Diane was sure, had been engineered by the nysterious rescuer
known as The Shadow, a descriptive termthat D ane automatically applied to
him D ane had proven so willing to accept guarded advice, that by now
Cranston
was coning straight to the point.

"Three robberies,"” reviewed Cranston. "The police found the inportant
[ink
and broke it; Lee Quade."

Noddi ng, Di ane furnished a whinsical snile

"You don't think I'man inmportant |ink?"

"You mght do as a tenporary," replied Cranston, blandly. "You don't |ink
with crine, but you do link with Quade. Perhaps that will bridge the gap."

" How?"

"Because Quade knew too much. The police did his associates a favor by
elimnating him But for all Quade's associates know, you may have been his
actual acconplice."

"But they don't know who | am™

"Then they should find out," analyzed Cranston. "That wi |l make them show
their hands. You will then prove instrunental in bringing themto justice and
that will clear you of any suspicion of complicity, in the mnd of the [aw"

Thi s made excel l ent sense to Diane.

"How do | go about it?"

"Very simply," Cranston replied. "Forget the first two robberies for the
present. Somebody's bonds were stolen froma broker's office; sonebody el se's



gens taken froma jeweler. There's a bit of a nystery in both cases; the
owner s

of the stolen goods claimQade didn't take nuch of value. Description of the
| oot is vague and Quade didn't have any of it at his place. Therefore we can
assune that he passed it to his two confederates."

"The pair who robbed King Col e?"

"That's right," smled Cranston. "But let us refer to himas Artenus
Hapwood, since the Mther Goose angle is still unknown to the public. | was
just fortunate enough to hear about it through ny friend, the police
conmi ssi oner . "

The reference to the comm ssioner pleased Diane. It nade her feel that
her
future task woul d be senmi-official at |east and that Cranston would vouch for
what ever she did, should the |aw prove quizzical

"Robbery failed at Hapwood's," continued Cranston, "because two men had
not yet delivered certain funds that they owed him The nanes of those two nen
are Roy Tarvel and Oscar Alcott. They are staying here at the Hote
Metrolite.'

"Then the noney is here too?"

"Possibly. Tarvel and Al cott are buying up sone of Hapwood's chain
st ores,
since he has decided to retire fromthat business. Only | amnot too sure that
Tarvel and Alcott intend to go into that business thenselves."

"No?" inquired D ane. "Wy not?"

"Look over there," responded Cranston, "and you will see why."

Di ane | ooked in the direction that Cranston indicated with an ash-flick
of
his thin cigar. She saw two nmen chatting at a table; one m ddl e-aged, the
ot her
yout hful . They were distinctly different, for the older nan was serious,
bushy-browed and gl owery, while the younger | ooked genial, handsonme and
carefree

Nevert hel ess, they had one quality in conmon. Both were brawny of build.
The ol der man | ooked like a football coach who had been a star fullback in his
day, talking to a protege who rated as a nodern gridiron ace. Diane's mind was
running to such ternms when Cranston interrupted her thoughts.

"The ol der man," stated Cranston, "is Wnslow Thorne, who hopes to build
up a chain store enpire larger than Hapwood's ever was. He is worth a few
mllion dollars and that is why he | ooks so grouchy.™

That brought a smile from D ane as she nodded.

"The younger man," added Cranston, "is Rex Cardiff, the black sheep who
squandered his share of a very large famly fortune. He is broke and therefore
| ooks happy. "

Laughing lightly, Diane halted suddenly, realizing that this m ght be
nmuch
nore serious than she supposed.

"It has been hinted," continued Cranston, "that Tarvel and Al cott, the
nen
who bought sone of Hapwood's chain store holdings, are nmerely mddle-nmen - or
nore crudely, speculators - who intended to unload at a profit."

That rang hone to Diane. Her eyes drifted in the direction of the glowery
man, while Cranston, his words in keeping with Diane's thoughts, calmy
conti nued:

"W nsl ow Thorne woul d be a | ogical buyer, since he has always envied the
Hapwood chain. But we nustn't forget that Artenus Hapwood is a rather cagey
gentl eman hinself. He certainly didn't build his enterprises for Thorne's
benefit."

"I see," said Diane slowy. "He may have sold those few stores just to
see
where they eventually wind up."



"Exactly," agreed Cranston, "and if they landed with Rex Cardiff, nenber
of a very wealthy famly, it mght |ook as though Cardiff's relatives were
financing the deal ."

"Then Rex Cardiff is sinply fronting for Wnslow Thorne!"

"Somet hing of the sort is in the wind. | can't see any other reason why
t hose two shoul d be together."

Nei ther could Diane, the nore she | ooked at them Thorne was al
busi ness,
vehemently so, as he | eaned across his table and pounded a healthy fi st
agai nst
the flat of his other palm Cardiff, in contrast, |ooked carefree and
indifferent, wearing a snile that rem nded D ane of the Jack of Hearts, the
sort of smle that was polite but enpty.

"Concl usi ons are dangerous things," came Cranston's cal mtoned opinion
"There coul d be another reason behind that curious association of Thorne and
Cardi ff, something el se that they might be trying to cover up. In any case, it
brings us back to Tarvel and Alcott" - there was a slight pause in Cranston's
voice - "and their noney."

Bef ore Di ane coul d begi n new cal cul ati ons, Cranston carried his own thene
further.

"They are hol ding a dinner tonight,'

stated Cranston. "Tarvel and Al cott.

It will be your opportunity to neet them?"
"You nmean |'minvited?" exclainmed D ane.
"You will be," assured Cranston. "They're inportant people now, those
t wo.
You'll realize it when you see them At least they'll look inportant; that's

part of their business."
"WII Thorne and Cardiff be there?"
"OfF course. They represent noney - either their own or sonmeone else's -
and those are the kind of guests who are wanted."
"I ncl udi ng yoursel f?"
Di ane's query brought a slight smle from Cranston. Hi s response
si nul at ed
i ndi f f erence.

"I have anot her engagenent,"” he declared. "A very inportant one; | m ght
even termit a mission. However | have del egated a certain gentleman to neet
you at the party. He will introduce hinself."

"But how will he recognize nme?"

"By the flowers you will be wearing. They are waiting at this shop" -
Cranston handed Diane a florist's card - "and you can stop by for them or

have
them delivered to your hotel, as you prefer.”

They were | eaving now, Diane and Cranston at the latter's gesture, and it
seened good policy, since so far neither Thorne nor Cardiff had | ooked their
way and it would be better that they should not recall D ane as sonebody they
had seen, when they came to nmeet her at the party. As they reached the street,
where Cranston turned to hail a cab for Diane, the girl asked:

"That m ssion you nentioned, is it very inmportant? | think you said it

was

"And it is," interposed Cranston. "Very inportant."”

"More so than the party?"

"Of course, otherwise | would be there. It is inportant to you, by the
way. "

"I'f you mean you're investigating those robberies" - Diane's tone was
breathl ess - "you certainly should tell ne where you intend to start."”

"At the public library."

Di ane's eyes wi dened as Cranston hel ped her in the cab that he had just
capt ur ed.

"Looki ng through ol d docurments?" she queried in parting. "The sort that



m ght provide a new cl ue?"

"The very sort," assured Cranston. Then, closing the cab door, he added
t hrough the window "If you need ne, | can be reached in the children's
section, |ooking over the various editions of Mther Goose."

To anyone el se, that mi ght have seened a jest, but Diane heard it with a
shudder. It was a renminder that crime still night be near at hand, ready to
stri ke again tonight.

If crime did strike, Diane could only hope that she woul d have anot her
nmeeting with The Shadow

Vi

THE attractive brunette who entered the florist's shop gave a pl eased
gl ance at the corsage of violets that was Iying on a certain shelf. The
brunette's nane was Margo Lane and she was very fond of Lanmont Cranston,
except
at intervals.

This was one of those intervals.

Not having seen Lanont all day, Margo had heard about himfromfriends
who
had seen him Those friends had nade slight nmention of a blonde in Cranston's
conpany, hoping no doubt to stir Margo's jeal ousy.

They had succeeded, but in a way they didn't recognize.

Wth robberies ranpant, Margo knew that Cranston would be on the trail
When it came to adding the fem nine touch to crinme hunting, Margo felt the
privilege was hers. It |ooked as though she had been shelved, just like a
bunch
of violets; therefore, something should he done about it.

Margo took the violets.

"Sorry, Mss Lane!" The fussy florist was there in a jiffy. "Those
weren't
left for you. Soneone is stopping by -"

"For violets?" Margo gave a surprised stare. "You nust be m staken."

"No, M. Cranston said -"

The florist halted, very nuch confused. Margo straightened everything
with
a light |augh.

"I know all about it," she said. "The girl is a friend of nine. | told
Lamont to order some flowers for her, but never violets! Those mniature roses
woul d be much better. She really | oves roses, but of course Lanont woul dn't
know. "

So the miniature roses went on the shelf where Cranston's orders were
al ways pl aced, but Margo didn't wait to nmeet her friend. |Instead she stayed
across the street, watching for the first blonde customer who came out wearing
a corsage of roses.

Thus Margo took up Diane's trail, right to the Hotel Metrolite and up to
the private dining roomwhere Messrs. Tarvel and Al cott were giving their
party.

It wasn't difficult to crash the gate, not for anyone |like Margo. In
fact,
she was pronptly wel coned by a dapper gentlenman who introduced hinsel f as Roy
Tarvel and took it for granted that Margo was one of the invited guests.

Margo wasn't greatly inpressed. Tarvel was a flinsy |ightweight with a
pussy-cat nustache that accentuated his silly smrk. Brushing himoff, Mrgo
t hought she had acconpli shed sonmething until she net Gscar Alcott.

This gentl eman was as short as Tarvel but | ooked nore so because of his
stubby build. He was bul bous, bulging fromhis tuxedo vest and wing-tip
col | ar,
whi ch | ooked as though he hadn't worn them for years. Alcott specialized in



what

was technically called an ogle and Margo |iked neither his gaze nor his grin.
Resi sting the notion of patting Alcott on his bald head and telling himto run
al ong, Margo deci ded she wanted no part of the party.

Gentl eren preferred bl ondes and if Diane, the unknown bl onde, thought
t hese were gentl enen, she was welconme to them In fact, Margo wi shed she'd | et
D ane have her violets until, outside the dining room Margo happened to neet
Harry Vi ncent.

He was a friend of Cranston, this young nman, which neant he al so was an
agent of The Shadow. Where Harry went things often happened, which pleased
Margo that nuch nore, particularly when Harry drew her aside, with one eye on
the violets.

"So it's you," observed Harry. "I thought | was going to neet a
stranger."

"“I'"mconparatively such,” returned Margo, "considering howlong it's been
since |I've seen you."

"Let's get acquainted again," suggested Harry, "while we go in and
i ntroduce ourselves."

"I have already," said Margo. "What's nore, |'ve been | ooking at the
pl ace-cards on the table. There are none there for us."

This was literally true. What Margo didn't add was that she had seen a
pl ace-card bearing Cranston's nane. She felt sure that Lanmont had arranged for
Harry to take his place, but there was no use pressing that opinion. The
regul ar dining roomwas just across the corridor and Margo was quite sure that
she and Harry coul d keep excellent tabs on persons who attended the private
party, particularly those who cane late or left early.

She pronptly sold Harry on that idea, playing on his ignorance of the
situation and neanwhil e thinking what fun she woul d have at Lanont's expense
| ater.

In the private dining room D ane had found her place card. It was a cute
contrivance bearing her nane and with it a pasted clipping froma newspaper
comc that bore a sketch of a blonde girl. Al the place-cards were pasted up
wi th qui ps, though who had arranged this, Diane didn't know. Certainly neither
Tarvel nor Alcott was responsible; not only did they |ack imagination and
hunor, they were paying for the party and expected the hired help to do the
br ai n-wor k.

To Diane's right was the card with Cranston's name, bearing the
caricature
that went with a brand of cigarettes, showing a gentlenman in high silk-hat and
nmonocle. On the left, Diane saw a card that nmade her |augh: it bore the
pi cture
of a boy scout and carried the name of Rex Cardiff.

A laugh responded and | ooki ng up, Diane saw Cardiff hinself. He was
taller
t han Di ane had supposed and brawny in proportion. Cardiff was handsone too,

t hough at cl ose range, his face showed the sag of dissipation. Cardiff
corrected that when he sniled, even though Diane still thought of the Jack of
Hearts. "That's ne," chuckled Cardiff, "just the perennial boy scout. A good
deed a day is nmy notto. Cone to think of it" - he snapped his fingers - "I'm
still short today's good deed. Any suggestions?"

Di ane | ooked bl ank and shook her head.

"Maybe we can think up one later,"” Cardiff decided. "You' ve done yours,
just by neeting ne. Don't go away, wll you?"

Di ane shook her head. @ ancing past her, Cardiff saw a waiter renoving
Cranston's place card. He gave another of his habitual smles.

"That rmakes it official," Cardiff declared. "I'myour escort for the
evening. So come along, Mss Rose Petals, and we'll neet a few people.”

That facetious reference to Diane's flowers was just the touch that
convinced her that Cardiff was the man she was supposed to neet. Cranston had
speci fied neither who the man woul d be, nor what flowers D ane woul d wear as



t oken of recognition. Apparently, Cranston liked to spring surprises and this
was really one, Diane gaining Cardiff as an escort.

Still, it fitted with Diane's notions, when she considered it. Cranston
wanted to get at the heart of things and certainly Cardiff was a lead to
W nsl ow Thorne, the nman who rated as Artenus Hapwood's rival.

They met Thorne as they strolled around the table and Cardiff, having
| earned Diane's real nane by that time, introduced her casually to the chain
store magnate. As with Cardiff, Diane was inpressed by Thorne's brawn,
particul arly because Thorne was ol der. \When Thorne turned to chat with Tarvel
and Al cott, he really towered in conparison. |If measured by cubic standards,
Thorne's bul k probably exceeded the conbi ned proportions of those two
shorties.

Since Cardiff was still on the rove, Diane thought it polite to foll ow
al ong. Having finished introductions, Cardiff began gl ancing at place-cards
where chairs were still vacant. He | ooked at one; then suddenly his eyes roved

toward the door. A nmonment |later, Cardiff gripped Di ane's el bow

"I won't say don't | ook now," undertoned Cardiff, "since everybody el se
is
| ooki ng. But in case you don't know, that's Mary Brandom the movie actress.”

Foll owing Cardiff's gaze, Diane saw the celebrity in question. A star of
too many years ago, the fampbus M ss Brandom was still beautiful, away from
strong light, which she had a trick of avoiding. The trick lay in her jewels;
they fairly scintillated. Atrifle on the plunp side, Mss Brandom counted on
the jewels to discount that also.

"She's stopping here at the Metrolite," Cardiff told Diane. "OF course
she'd be invited to this party and you can be sure she woul dn't refuse.
Brandom
still tries to please her public - what's left of it."

M ss Brandom was swi shing around the end to reach her side of the table,
whi ch was opposite where Cardi ff and Di ane bel onged. Cardiff nudged D ane as a
hint they' d better be going, but Diane couldn't resist a |look at the
pl ace-card
bel onging to the actress.

D ane's stare becane a | ong one.

Attached to the card that bore the nanme M ss Brandomwas a clipping of an
unusual sort, though D ane had seen its |ike before. Not froma newspaper, but
froma book, that clipping. It was in rhyne, the famliar doggerel of Mbther
CGoose.

The verse ran:

Mary, Mary, quite contrary,

How does your garden grow?

Wth silver bells and cockl e-shells
And tulips all to a row.

Those words were still running through Diane's thoughts when Cardiff
piloted her around to her chair. Once seated, Diane could only stare at M ss
Brandom or nore specifically at the great, jeweled brooch that forned the
principal itemin the actress's arsenal of dazzling gens.

The brooch was platinumand the setting was accentuated by sparkling
di anonds. But dianonds weren't all; the brooch bore pearls, |arge handsone
ones. Finally, it was studded with rubies, that added a glowing red to the
gal axy.

D ane's m nd kept strunm ng:

"Silver bells and cockle-shells and tulips all in a row"

Di amonds for silver bells, pearls for cockle-shells, and rubies for
tulips!

Al in a row

Cardi ff's voice undertoned into Diane's ear as he passed the celery and
ol ives.



"I'f I think what you think," that |ow voice said, "there's sonebody's
target for tonight. And | mean sonebody who has been pl ucki ng bonds and jewels
- even if they did miss out on cash."

Di ane found hersel f begi nning a nod.

"I"d be doing ny good deed," added Cardiff, his tone still suppressed,
"if
| told you to stop staring before people credit you with too many ideas. But
"Il save that deed for Mss Brandom provided you want to help. W'Il convoy
her back where she belongs, after this soiree is over."

W enchi ng her gaze fromthe glitter, Diane concentrated on a plate of
turtle soup, but sidled a nod to Cardiff, between spoonfuls. Wth Cardiff,

Di ane felt sure she could help stop crime if it struck tonight.

Sonehow, it all seenmed to fit with a plan devised by The Shadow

Vi

DI NNER was over and with its courses, Diane Marlow felt that she had
fully
digested the facts of crinme. Fromher summary, Diane felt sure that a new
robber
was to strike.

It was all so very obvious.

Behind crine, of course, was a brain belonging to some person of
i mportance who knew enough about various prominent people to | earn where their
val uabl es were going to be at specified tines.

This brain used a conpact organi zation, and at first the man assigned to
actual robbery had been Lee Quade. Bold, daring and speedy, Quade had whi sked
away a batch of bonds and a stack of jewels on two separate occasions, only to
pass them al ong to ot her hands.

Doubt | ess there had been Mt her Goose nmessages on those two occasi ons,
but
neither had turned up. The first evidence of such had cone when two ot her
wor kers had been assigned in Quade's stead to rob Artenus Hapwood, jocularly
descri bed as King Cole.

Now crime was due again tonight, of that D ane was |ikew se positive, for
a new Mot her Goose order was on hand specifying Mary Brandom under the thin
gui se of Mary Quite Contrary.

But who were to be the perpetrators?

D ane was thoroughly stunped.

Starting with Roy Tarvel and Oscar Alcott, Diane inmediately marked those
puny nen as ineligibles. She had read the newspaper accounts of the Hapwood
robbery and remenbered that Hapwood had been talking to those two custoners by
t el ephone just before nasked nmen invaded his home and that Tarvel and Al cott
had been right here at the Hotel Metrolite.

Di ane had noted specially that Hapwood testified that he was the person
who made the call. Diane prided herself on checking that point, for it proved
that Tarvel and Alcott mnmust have been at the Metrolite. Even a pair of clever
crooks couldn't have faked an incom ng call.

To even think of drab characters like Tarvel and Alcott as cl ever was
worth a smle. As for regarding them as crooks, that was doubly ridicul ous,
since it was their undelivered noney that robbers had sought at Hapwood's and
again their physical proportions could not conpare with Hapwood's description
of the two brawni es who had overpowered him

Looki ng over the other guests, Diane naturally thought in terns of pairs,
whi ch brought back recollections of Wnslow Thorne and Rex Cardiff in
conference that afternoon. Here again was a stickler

Thorne inpressed Diane by his self-inportance and Cardi ff was squared by
the fact that he had fulfilled specifications as the man Di ane was to neet. As
Cranston's friend, Cardiff had a clean bill that naturally reflected to



Thorne's credit, since the two were friendly.

It just happened that as yet Diane didn't know she was supposed to be
wearing violets instead of mniature roses.

I ndeed, Di ane had forgotten all about the corsage, so intrigued was she
with the Brandom jewels. Inspired by chanpagne, the actress began to sparkle
with the gens and Di ane soon forgot the other guests. They were too
standardi zed a | ot, those guests, to pick out the ones who m ght be thieves.

Sonehow, Di ane's judgnent was convincing her that whoever intended to rob
M ss Brandom nust be some outsider not present in this well-behaved conpany.

Having left the table, the guests were now standing in groups and Di ane
approached a little cluster consisting of Tarvel, Alcott and Thorne. It was
obvious that the first two were talking to the third in ternms of chain stores.

"W mght sell," Diane heard Tarvel say, "but frankly, M. Thorne, we
haven't reached that point."

"Absolutely not," put in Alcott. "In fact we haven't paid Hapwood for our
first buy."

"Because we want to buy nore," added Tarvel. "I told Oscar here" - he
waved a glass at Alcott - "that if Hapwood would sell a few, he'd sell a lot."

"And | said to Roy" - Alcott bowed to Tarvel - "that he ought to take up
the matter tonight."

"I'"'mgoing over there now," decided Tarvel. "You take care of the party,
GCscar."

"Certainly, Roy," Alcott acquiesced. "You'd better hurry, because old
Hapwood turns in at nine o' clock. You'll just have time to nake it."

A grunt came from W nsl ow Thor ne.

"Handle it your own way," the big nan said, "and remenber I'min the
mar ket . "

Both Tarvel and Al cott nodded.

"Only don't tell Hapwood." Thorne's voice carried a suppressed boom and

was particularly nmeant for Tarvel. "I don't want himto get a wong
i mpression
| buy from anybody who has what | want and will sell at a fair price. I'd even

buy from Hapwood, if he would let ne in that nausol eum he calls a house."

Tarvel left and Alcott ended the conference with Thorne in order to
m ngl e
anong the guests. Probably ten m nutes had passed before Di ane found Cardiff
at
her el bow. He had something inportant to say.

"M ss Brandomis |eaving," undertoned Cardiff. "We'd better start the
convoy work."

""How?" inquired Diane.

“"I"ll go up to her suite," explained Cardiff. "I think I can get in by
t he
out si de bal cony. You follow her and find sonme excuse to go in with her."

"What sort of an excuse?"

"Ask her for an autograph, or anything. Just make sure that nobody el se
is
in the place."

"And suppose they are?"

"Then yell for ne."

That sounded fair enough, but as Cardiff was |eaving, Di ane overtook him
and asked:

"What if you have troubl e?"

"Why do you think I'm asking you to get chumy wi th Brandon®?" returned
Cardiff, with one of his playing card smles. "To square nme, of course, if

anybody challenges nme. 1'll explain that we were trying to prevent a robbery
and you can testify for ne."
That satisfied Diane until it was just too late for her to overtake

Cardi ff again. Then Di ane had the sinking sensation that maybe she woul dn't be
believed if the pinch cane. Unfortunately, she couldn't tell Cardiff that, so



there was nothing to do but play his gane.

A safe enough gane it seenmed, however, since Diane was sure that Cranston
was behind it, which meant The Shadow was in the background!

The departure of Mary Brandom brought good-night bows fromall the
guests,
and Thorne, in his big way, shoved forward to act in the capacity of host,

t hough the duty belong to Alcott. Thorne nade quite a figure as he clasped the
hand of the actress and touched it with his lips. During that drama, Diane
sidl ed past and was at the el evator when M ss Brandom arrived there.

Quite aglow fromthe party, Mss Brandom hardly noticed D ane. They rode
in the elevator together, a mere two flights up. Follow ng the actress from
t he
el evator, Diane lingered until M ss Brandom had unl ocked the door of her
apartment; then she approached:

"You're M ss Brandom aren't you?" inquired Di ane, enthusiastically. "I
was sure | recognized you."

M ss Brandom acknow edged herself with a bow.

"I"d just love to have your autograph,” added Diane. "In ink, of course -
on this."

VWat Di ane produced from her purse was the Contrary Mary place card that
had been on the table, but D ane had folded it the wong way, so M ss Brandom
woul dn't recognize it.

Al ways kind to her remaining public, Mss Brandom asked Di ane into the
suite and began turning on lights. She hadn't recognized D ane as soneone from
the dinner party and in the intermttent |light, scarcely noticed the face of
this admrer. Remenbering that she had a fountain pen on her dressing table,
M ss Brandom went there; then, sensing the burden of her jewels, she renoved
t hem before | ooking for the pen.

Meanwhi | e, Di ane was | ooking toward a cl osed wi ndow, where a bal cony rail
showed outside the | arge pane, hoping that Rex Cardi ff was in readi ness there.

Cardi ff was, as events were to prove; but first there was an
i nterruption,
in fact, several.

The first was the ringing of the tel ephone bell. Mss Brandom answered
it,
held a short chat and smiled at Diane in passing style.

"An old adnirer," declared Mss Brandom "I net himagain this evening.
It
is nice to neet old admrers."

D ane agreed that it was. Then:

"M ght | use your tel ephone?" she inquired. "Only for a nmonent. | have
someone that | ought to call.”

"An admirer?" queried Mss Brandom turning toward the dressing table,
whi ch was across the room "Certainly, ny dear. Never neglect them"

The tel ephone had a | ong extension cord, so Diane was able to take it
t hrough the doorway into the other room The nunber she called was the public
library; she'd | ooked up that nunber earlier. Asking for the children's
departrment, Diane got it, and said she wanted to speak to M. Cranston.

The wait that foll owed was painful to Diane. It was to be a | onger wait
than she supposed; in fact, she wasn't going to talk to Cranston until
tomorrow. There were other things that were to enliven the present.

At this noment, there were certain other factors that were to bear out
their inmportance. Not just that Rex Cardiff was out on the bal cony; that was
somet hi ng al ready pl anned. Mdre inportant was the fact that the Brandomjewels
were still on the dressing table; in |ooking for her fountain pen, Mry
Brandom
was actually pushing the gens aide, therefore she knew that they were still
there.

But nost inportant was the closing of the outer door, the one that led in
fromthe corridor. Diane heard it and was a trifle startled; but she couldn't



see the door itself, because it was beyond a little anteroom The person who
saw t he door close was Margo Lane, as she cane up the stairway leading to this
floor, with Harry Vincent just behind her

Harry didn't see the door close because he was | ooking down the stairs,
under the inpression that someone was followi ng them But Margo turned Harry's
attention to the Brandom apart nent.

"Look!" exclainmed Margo. "That's the Brandom apartnent and soneone j ust
went in there! It couldn't be Mary Brandom she'd be in the place by now,
because we saw her go up in the elevator, wearing all her jewels. |I'msure
she's the person they're going to rob, so we'd better get in there right
away!"

Harry reached the door and began to rattle the knob, only to find it
| atched. The idea of naking a nmore forcible entry didn't occur to himuntil a
few seconds later. Then, anything was justified.

For, through the door cane a wild, excited scream in the voice of Mary
Brandom a screech that was echoed in nore restrained style, by Diane at the
t el ephone.

At that instant, every light in the Brandom suite had been suddenly
ext i ngui shed!

Vi

THI NGS happened rapidly in that pitch-bl ackness.

Si nce her experience with Quade, Di ane had practically outgrown the
scream ng habit, but hearing the insane yell that Mary Brandom gave was enough
to make anyone respond.

Monentarily petrified. Diane heard a voice cone over the wre:

"M. Cranston is busy. This is M. Mann speaking for him-"

Di ane cl anked the receiver on that one. She didn't care what m ght be
happening in the children's departnent at the public library. Anyway, Cranston
couldn't help even if Mann brought himto the tel ephone. It was up to D ane
Marlow to hel p Mary Brandom nothing el se.

Di ane thought she heard soneone rush past her in the darkness, but that
sound was dispelled by a terrific crash that cane fromthe bal cony wi ndow. In
her turn, Diane started for the dressing table, only to hear M ss Brandom cone
shrieking in her direction. The shrieks ended with a tunbling thud.

For the nonent, Diane couldn't understand what had tripped the actress.
Then Di ane realized that she'd forgotten to drop the tel ephone before rushing
to aid Mss Brandon. As a result, Diane had stretched the cord right across
t he
ot her woman's pat h.

Strong arms were gripping D ane, whipping her over by the window In the
slight light fromoutdoors, Diane's face showed pale and startled. Then
Cardiff's face came into the Iight; Diane could see his hands, because they
were full of sparkle.

"Take these" Cardiff was pouring the Brandom gens into Di ane's open
hand- bag. "Take these and get out! I'll handle matters herel™

Cardi ff gave Diane a shove that |anded her half across a chair in the
other room Still gripping the hand bag, D ane wondered where she was unti
t he
door cane crashing through, smashed with the sane zeal that Cardiff had
appl i ed
to the wi ndow.

In with the light fromthe hallway came Harry Vincent, with Margo Lane
right behind him Diane's eyes followed those figures into the darkness, where
a sudden comotion took place. Wo Harry was, Diane didn't know, but she was
sure he had tangled with Cardiff.

At | east the door was Diane's proper exit. Retaining her senses,

i ncl udi ng



her bal ance, she started for it. The light fromthe hallway rmade Di ane happy
when she reached it, but only briefly. As she still heard the sounds of the
slugfest back in the darkness, Diane was stopped by a hand that cl anped hard
upon her shoul der.

That hand cane fromw thin the apartnent and as Diane turned to see what
bel onged to it, she was confronted by eyes glaring through a slitted nask,
with
a glittering gun nmuzzl e acconpanyi ng t hem

Ri ght then, Diane was nore terrified than nost people ever could be.
Fearful enough in its own right, this encounter stirred Di ane's recollections
and made her think that the masked man was Quade, cone to |ife!

Logic didn't hel p because Di ane wasn't thinking in such terns. The fact
t hat ot her masked men had suppl anted the unl amented Quade was sonet hing very
far fromDbDiane's mind. All D ane wanted was to wench free fromthis creature
that could well be a solidified ghost and wench away she did, by yielding the
prize she carried, the jewel -stuffed bag that glinted its valuable contents
fromits open depths.

Hard and nercil ess was the [ augh that cane from behind the nask. As D ane
staggered across the corridor, she heard a pounci ng sound behind her; at the
stairs, the masked man overtook her and twisted the girl about w th another of
t hose deft, quick grips. Two steps down, Di ane was |ooking into a gun nmuzzle
| oomi ng from above her, with the nmasked face right behind it.

She' d hoped this nonster would have | et her get away once she had given
up
the jewels, but he hadn't. The hard | augh fromthe mask, as cold as the gun
muzzl e that acconpanied it, nmeant death!

Then came a harsher, |ouder sound, even nore netallic. The gripping hand
hooked Di ane up fromthe stairs and flung her full around. The man who
i nt ended
nmur der had del ayed it for the monent, until he checked on a new opposition
t hat
woul d ot herwi se have caught him at a di sadvant age.

That | oud cl angor was the opening of the el evator door, down at the end
of
the corridor.

Again a harsh [ augh cane and with good reason. It would be easy enough
for
this masked robber to serve Diane a few bullets and send the rest at any
rescuers who m ght be comi ng fromthe el evator

Except that the idea of any rescuer didn't quite apply.

The harsh | augh died.

Smal | wonder, considering that it was drowned by a titanic taunt that
only
one living being could author. Living blackness was surging fromthat
el evat or,
in the cloaked form of The Shadow

Wldly, the masked nan took pot shots at The Shadow first. Thrice the gun
muzzl e spat flane past Di ane's shoul der and The Shadow didn't stop. Dragging
Diane with himas a living shield, the masked nman made a headl ong rush down
t he
stairs, to escape that |iving vengeance cl oaked in bl ack

Al Diane remenbered after that was a tripping plunge that carried her
across the corridor of the floor bel ow. Conpletely dazed, she knew that she
had
been rel eased, until she felt the grip of strong hands hauling her up fromthe
floor. Then Di ane's eyes opened.

The man who had perforned this service was Wnston Thorne. How he had
arrived here, Diane didn't know, but she tried to beat himoff until she
realized that he had no gun

Then, as Di ane subsi ded, Thorne |let her ease back against the wall, while



he stood there, hands in coat pockets, waiting while she made up her m nd
whet her she wanted to continue the fight or not.

D ane didn't fight.

Looki ng straight up the steps, she saw bl ackness at the | andi ng, half way
up to the next floor. It seemed to hover there, |ike some protecting presence.
Then, any menace that Thorne m ght have offered was ended, for fromthe stairs
bel ow cane the left-overs of the dinner party, a group of excited guests
headed
by OGscar Alcott.

VWen Di ane agai n | ooked for the shrouding bl ackness that represented The
Shadow, it was gone.

The persons who encountered that blackness were Harry Vincent and Margo
Lane. They were at the door of the Brandom apartment, Harry a bit groggy from
a
blind slugfest with somebody in the darkness; Margo trying to steer him out
into

the |ight.

Fromw thin the apartnent came noans, uttered by Mary Brandom but they
were all in ternms of mssing jewels, not of physical hurt. Recognizing that
t he

actress was safe for the present, The Shadow pronptly gui ded Harry and Margo
to
the el evator.

This was a broth with too many cooks. There was no reason to involve
others in it. What The Shadow wanted to do was reduce the cooks, then study
t he
i ngredients.

Shifting Harry and Margo fromthe scene was therefore a very good idea.

Returning after the el evator went down, The Shadow used a tiny flashlight
to probe the Brandom apartment. He found a switch box in the closet of the
ante
room and saw a pulled switch that sonebody had yanked to plunge the suite
into
dar kness.

The Shadow |l eft the switch as it was. Continuing his course, he went
t hrough the inner room where Mary Brandom was back at the dressing table,
nmoani ng as she pawed hel plessly in the darkness for the gems that were no
| onger there.

Fl ashl i ght extingui shed, The Shadow gli ded through the ruined wi ndow to
t he outsi de bal cony. Going along the bal cony, he found that he could sw ng
easily over the end and down to the bal cony bel ow, one being wthin reach of
the other. Here on the | ower bal cony The Shadow found a w ndow | eading into
t he
corridor, a w ndow whi ch sonmeone had cl osed; but had been in too great a hurry
to latch.

Who that sonebody was, The Shadow not only guessed, but pronptly proved
his conjecture.

Comi ng around a corner of the corridor. The Shadow clung to bl ackness as
he studied a group that had assenbl ed by the stairway. There, Thorne was
supporting Di ane and expl ai ning how he'd found her tunmbling down the stairs.
The listeners were Alcott and the others who had come up one floor fromthe
private dining room

Except for one man.

That man was Rex Cardiff. Hands in pockets, in copy of Thorne's style,
Cardi ff was joining the group without anyone noticing it, so concerned were
t hey about Diane. Cardiff was easing into the picture from The Shadow s own
direction, which proved that Cardi ff was the man who had doubl ed down and
around by the bal cony route.

Neat, the way Cardiff nmaneuvered it.

By the time people were wondering what to do next, Cardiff had circled



around so that he was standing at the head of the stairs fromthe [ower floor
Just as if he had been the last to arrive fromthe dining room Cardiff gave
an
upward gesture and suggest ed:

"Suppose we go and see if everything is all right with Mss Brandom She
i ves sonewhere above here, doesn't she?"

It was Wnslow Thorne who gave Rex Cardiff a slow, steady stare in
answer ,
but Thorne didn't interpret it, except with a blunt nod.

Then the group was on its way upstairs, Diane Marlow with them Again,
bl ackness was in the offing - trailing blackness which synbolized The Shadow

I X

THE lights were on again in the Brandom suite, for someone had found the
swi tch. The managenent had been notified of the robbery and the police were on
their way. Al this within five mnutes tinme, while Mss Brandomstill npaned
about mssing jewels and ferocious thugs who had seized her in the darkness
and
tri pped her when she tried to flee.

It was just nine o' clock and Al cott decided to call Hapwood's and talk to
Tarvel, who nust have arrived there by this tinme. Getting Hapwood on the wire
Al cott expl ai ned what had happened and Hapwood i medi ately said he could talk
to Tarvel, who had been there all of ten mnutes. Alcott's chat with Tarvel
was
brief; ending it, Alcott handed the phone to Thorne.

"Hapwood, " stated Alcott. "He wants to talk to you."

Thorne took the tel ephone and began an affable conversation, as one chain
store magnate to another. Only Hapwood wasn't so affable. His voice fairly
crackled fromthe receiver, so sharply that others besides Thorne heard it.

"I mght have known you'd be there, Thorne!" cane Hapwood' s accusati ons,
"You'd go to any lengths to get what you want. You'd steal anything if you
could cover up -"

d anpi ng down the tel ephone, Thorne not only cut off Hapwood, but handl ed
the situation splendidly. Ignoring the others present, Thorne spoke blandly to
Al cott:

"Your good friend Tarvel must have told Hapwood that | was at the dinner
Hapwood thinks I'mtrying to buy up those stores he sold to you. He says it's
practically stealing his business away fromhim You' d better set him straight
tomorrow, Alcott. Assure himthat | don't intend to expand ny chain.”

H s eyes idling away from Al cott, Thorne net Cardiff's gaze and D ane was
sure that she saw a flash of understandi ng pass between them Then, Thorne's
gl ance was taking in the others and he became inperious.

"Come now, everyone!" ordered Thorne. "The Brandom jewels are mi ssing and
we nust give the police a clear story when they arrive. If anyone here has
t hose gens, say so now "

As an exampl e, Thorne turned his pockets inside out and spread his tuxedo
jacket wide. Cardiff pronptly copied the exanple and others hastily began to
show that they weren't burdened with the m ssing valuables. It was Al cott who
relieved the tension.

"This is quite unnecessary," objected Alcott. "There were so nany gemns
besi de the Brandom brooch that they would be too bul ky for anyone to concea

upon their person. In fact" - Al cott smirked at sone | adies who | ooked nervous
in their | ownecked evening gowns - "I amsure the police will prefer to
sear ch
the prem ses, rather than the persons present.
"And besides" - Alcott added this with assurance - "we were al

downstairs
in the private dining roomwhen the robbery happened. If the | adies would care



to return there; | shall willingly be responsible, since | can see no reason
why the | adi es shoul d have come up here at all."

The ladies didn't see it that way. Reassured by Alcott's prelimnary
statenment, they wanted to stay around and w tness the fanmous M ss Brandom
acting her scene with the police. Renenbering how the gens had bul ged her hand
bag, which was a fairly large one, Diane silently agreed that a search would
be
trivial, where the people present were concerned.

VWat really bothered D ane was the com ng police quiz and she could
foresee that it m ght bother someone el se, nuch nore than herself. As Cardiff
| ooked Di ane's way and gestured that she should go downstairs, the girl gave
hi ma defiant | ook

A moment | ater, Cardiff had stepped over beside Diane. No taller than
Cardiff's shoul der, Diane |ooked up at his tired snile and waited until his
firmhand had eased her well toward the door. Then, planting herself solidly,
the girl spoke.

"You had those gens," rem nded Di ane. "Wy don't you say so?"

"If I did," retorted Cardiff, "I'd have to testify that | gave themto
you. "

"But sonebody snatched them away from ne!"

"He did? Who was he?"

"A man with a mask," began Diane. "Like -"

She was going to say "like Quade" but caught herself. Cardiff returned
one

of his pasteboard sniles.

"So you don't know who he was," Cardiff declared. "Therefore nobody woul d
bel i eve your story."

"But | don't have the gens -

"You m ght have given themto the nasked man,'
haven't any wi tnesses to prove you didn't."

"But | wouldn't have!"

"Why not?" Cardiff was very bland. "Some of those previous robberies were
handl ed i n pass-along style. O course if Thorne saw the masked nman, he could
testify for you."

"I don't think Thorne did see him" Diane said slowy. "Maybe he coul dn't
have, because Thorne m ght -"

Again Diane halted. It wouldn't do to suggest the wild notion that
gri pped
her at this nmoment, that Thorne hinself night have been the masked man, since
D ane had come out of her daze to find herself alone with Thorne. Considering
how convi nci ngly Thorne had handl ed hinmself, Diane felt herself quite at a
| oss.

Cardi ff enphasi zed. "You

"The best we can do is say nothing," decided Cardiff. "I didn't see the
Brandom gens and neither did you! How could we have, considering that
everything went dark? That is, if we want to adnit that we were up here, which
we won't! So you'd better go downstairs and wait."

"I'"mstaying right herel™

Di ane' s defiance was ignored by Cardiff as he turned to stroll back to
t he
group. A noment later, the girl was following Cardiff's advice and very
suddenly. Fromthe door of the ante room where she was standing, gloved hands
cane from bl ackness and literally plucked her out of sight, while a | ow,
conmandi ng tone ordered sil ence.

The Shadow agai n!

He was hurrying Diane through the corridor, to the sane el evator that he
had used to send Harry and Margo on their way. During that quick trip, The
Shadow was giving Diane explicit instructions to get back to her hotel and
st ay
there, while he handled this situation.

Qut of her confusion, Di ane nodded. Previously she'd thought of Lanobnt



Cranston and The Shadow as one; now she classed them as different people.
Because Di ane had been practically speaking to Cranston at the library at the
very time The Shadow had arrived here at the hotel

It didn't occur to Diane that Mann m ght have been building an alibi for
Cranston, whose peregrinations as The Shadow were sonething that had to be
covered on occasion. At any rate it was The Shadow that Di ane was neeting now,
t hough briefly, for Diane was pronptly on her way, as ordained.

And it was Lanmont Cranston who made a casual appearance in the Brandom
suite a short while later, just after Conm ssioner Weston and | nspector
Car dona
arrived to take over proceedings.

The police quiz, the search of the premi ses, becane the routine matters
that Oscar Alcott had anticipated, though everything was done thoroughly. In
fact, Inspector Cardona ordered everyone downstairs anyway, so he woul d have
nmore roomin which to operate. Cranston renmai ned, of course, as a friend of
t he
conmi ssi oner, and Cardona's efficiency won his approval, even though it
prom sed
subsequent conpli cations.

For one thing, Cardona made sense of Mss Brandonmis story, narrowing it
down to the fact that the actress had actually encountered but one person in
t he darkness and adnmitted that she m ght have tripped over the tel ephone cord.
Unfortunately, though, that stirred a recollection which Mss Brandom had
temporarily lost during the chaos.

"There was a girl here!" The actress suddenly exclaimed. "I don't know
who
she was, but she wanted an autograph. She was using the tel ephone while
| ooked
for ny fountain pen."

M ss Brandom gestured to the dressing table where the fountain pen was
t he
only thing of value that remained. Beside the pen was the fol ded card, turned
wrong- si de out, on which the autograph was to have been witten.

"The girl gave ne that card -"

As M ss Brandom spoke, Cardona picked up the card and folded it the right
way. The actress gave a surprised exclamation

"Why, that's ny place-card fromthe dinner!™

"Fam liar lines," observed Cranston, studying the card over Cardona's
shoul der. Then, to Weston: "I just came fromthe public library. |I've been
| ooking into that sort of literature, in the children's departnent."”

West on gave an annoyed bristle at what he thought was Cranston's jest.
The
conmi ssi oner changed tone, the noment he read the card hinsel f.

"Mbt her CGoose!" Weston exclainmed. "First Add King Cole and now Mary Quite
Contrary, with a robbery to go along with each! This nonsense nust be
st opped! "

Lanont Cranston quite agreed; but how far this was nonsense and what
coul d
be done toward stopping it, he did not specify.

Those were matters for The Shadow.

X

DI ANE MARLOW shoul d have worn violets, instead she had worn roses, now
she
was tal ki ng about tulips.

This was the day after the Brandom robbery and D ane was really a
fugitive
fromjustice. In quizzing the guests at the Tarvel -Alcott party, the police



had
found an odd place card on the table and it tallied with Diane

Only Lanont Cranston didn't want to tal k about Diane's place card as he
[ unched with the girl. He was nore interested in the Brandom pl ace card with
its reference to tulips.

"The different versions of Mdther Goose show a great many di screpancies,"”
asserted Cranston in an authoritative tone. "Only a few specify tulips in the
Contrary Mary rhyne, just as there are sone that refer to King Cole's gl ass
i nstead of his bow ."

"Tulips were to the point," put in D ane, "because those Brandom rubies
were the sane red color. But how does that help ne - or us?"

"I't mght help us," declared Cranston, "because if | can find the

particul ar edition of Mther Goose that these crooks are using, | mght learn
where they bought their copies.”

" Copi es?"

"Yes, copies. It may be that the man who engi neers these crines is
sendi ng
t he sane nessage to several people. Therefore he woul d have bought severa
copies of the edition he uses. Besides" - there was sonmething reflective in
Cranston's gaze - "a copy of the proper book m ght give us sonme inkling to the

com ng crimes."

Cranston said that so calmy that Di ane couldn't help but shudder. To
think that nmen of Quade's ilk were still at large and ready for another nove
was sonething that really disconcerted D ane.

"You are safe for the present," declared Cranston, correctly interpreting
D ane's shiver, "even if the police are |linking you up as Quade's acconplice
in
that other robbery. However, let's stay with the Brandom case. Check the facts
as | call themoff."

Froma list he had conpiled, Cranston read what he considered the salient
factors in the case. A nunber of items remmined unlisted because Cranston
consi dered them i nconsequenti al

"First the lights went off," tallied Cranston, "then Brandom screaned and
someone went past you in the darkness - or at |east so you thought."

" Check. "

"Ri ght then the wi ndow crashed, Cardiff cane through, and next thing he
was handi ng you the gens."

"Check again."

"On the way out you net a masked man who snatched the hand bag in which
you had the gens, slung you down the stairs, and you woke up with Thorne

hol di ng you. "
"I didn't exactly wake up," said Diane. "I was only dizzy. But | wasn't
keepi ng good track of things right then, so all | remenber is com ng out of a

blur to find Thorne there. So check again."

Cranston ran through the list and anal yzed it.

"Cardi ff couldn't have turned out the lights and gotten back to the
bal cony in tine to crash through the w ndow," declared Cranston. "Nor could he
have overtaken you and grabbed the gens back. Cardiff was in a scuffle with
Vi ncent . "

"Wth Vincent?" queried D ane. "Wwo is he?"

"Harry Vincent," specified Cranston. "The nan you were supposed to team
with instead of Rex Cardiff."

D ane's eyes popped.

"Then Cardiff wasn't -"

"No, Cardiff wasn't," interposed Cranston. "Now |l et's consider Thorne. He
m ght have cone upstairs, turned off those lights, chased after you and
gr abbed
you, taken the hand bag, flung you downstairs, and hel ped you afterward.
Understand, | said Thorne m ght have -"

"Because it would all have been a pretty large order," put in Diane, with



a nod. "Only what right had Thorne conming up to Brandom s anyway?"

"She invited him" replied Cranston, calmy. "That cane out today.
Remenber the phone call Brandomreceived froman old admrer?"

Di ane nodded, then said:

"Thor ne?"

"Right," returned Cranston. "He phoned fromthe roomwhere the party was.
M nd you, it mght have been a smart bit of business on Thorne's part, but it
doesn't answer one question."

"You nean what becane of the gens?"

"Exactly. There wasn't any opportunity for Thorne to get rid of them
Cardiff, yes - if he'd kept them or even if Thorne could have tossed them
back. But that was inpossible too."

D ane thought that over and nodded.

"There nust have been anot her person,” she decided. "Sonebody worKking
with
Cardi ff or Thorne - or both."

"Not necessarily," rejoined Cranston. "The reason | am checking details
SO
carefully is because when dealing with persons |like Cardiff and Thorne -
ei t her
i ndividually or together - we mnmust realize that sone essential incident may
have been covered. W know however that there was a masked man. He had
opportunities, brief but tinmely, to enter the picture and leave it, taking the
gens with him

"Whi ch makes himthe third person.”

"Or just the first person," corrected Cranston. "W haven't yet proven a
connection between such an individual and either Cardiff or Thorne."

Di ane gave her head a puzzl ed shake, then said:

" Check. "

"Let's return to the dinner party," suggested Cranston. "Wen the crowd
cane dashing up to find you and Thorne, Alcott was wth then®"

" Check. "
"That fits with what several people testified," declared Cranston, making
a check mark with his pencil. "W can confirmit as reliable. Now about

Tar vel
He went to see Hapwood?"

"Check," said Diane. "He left a little before nine."”

"And he was there when Al cott call ed Hapwood's home from Brandom s
sui te?"

"He was. Hapwood put himon the phone to talk with Alcott. Then Hapwood
tal ked to Thorne -"

"I know." Cranston finished a rapid calculation with his pencil. "W're
consi dering Tarvel right now. He left the Metrolite ten mnutes before the
robbery and reached Hapwood's ten mnutes after it. Twenty mnutes fromthe
Metrolite to Hapwood's. Tarvel couldn't have made it in anything el se. That
takes care of Tarvel."

"Tarvel was already taken care of," said Diane, wearily, "just like
Al cott. They conme in the class of victinms, not robbers. So does about everyone
el se who was at the dinner party. You ought to start |ooking for rank
outsiders, |ike Quade."

"I"ve been letting the police do that," stated Cranston with one of his
slight smles. "You d be surprised how many suspects they've rounded up."

"Did any of them have some Mot her Goose cli ppings?”

"None. Sonme of themdidn't have enough intelligence to appreciate even
such verse. The police made the rounds of Quade's acquai ntances and it seens
Quade didn't associate with the intelligentsia."

"Well | wish you luck with Mther Goose," said Diane, rising. "But 'l
need nore than wishes if I'mto be lucky."

"Don't worry," returned Cranston. "The police don't have your picture and
we'll see that you're cleared before they find one. So you may as well go



shopping this afternoon. I'll phone your hotel before dinner."
D ane went shoppi ng.

It seened strange, indeed thrilling, to be traveling around Manhattan as
a
want ed woman. Only Di ane hoped the thrill wouldn't |ast too | ong, because it
was
the sort of thing that m ght explode soon. In one departnment store, D ane
passed

t he book section and shied away in horror at sight of some people poring over
copi es of Mt her Coose.

One thing: Diane was strictly allergic to Mother Goose. It just woul dn't
be smart to think of those old nursery rhynes, for fear she'd start nuttering
them out | oud and have the armof the |law clanp down. Diane was still holding
that idea, and seriously, when she reached her hotel, the Everest, and went up
to her room

It was dusk outdoors, so Diane turned on the lights. Her eye, by nerest
chance, was attracted to a very trifling object, an envelope lying in an
ot herwi se enpty waste basket, which was close by the door. It disturbed D ane
and for a particular reason

Today, Diane had nade sure that she had left nothing in that waste
basket .

Consi dering her present status, she didn't want to | eave a single clue to her
right identity. Diane had found that she was expected by another nanme when she
regi stered here at the Everest, and to cooperate with The Shadow, she was
keepi ng up that pretext.

Pl ucki ng the envel ope fromthe waste basket, D ane was both puzzled and
horrified to find her own name typed on it. The address was Hotel Everest,
with
this room nunber, and there was something vaguely faniliar about both the
envel ope and the typing.

Keyed to the quick, Diane |ooked frantically about the roomfor other
cl ues and saw one that she might normally have overl ooked a slip of paper
poked
out frombeneath a small stack of nagazi nes which | ooked slightly out of
pl ace.
VWhi pping the slip clear, Diane saw that it was a portion of a page clipped
from
a book.

The paper bore a verse that read:

Baa, baa, Bl ack Sheep,
Have you any wool ?

Yes, sir, yes, sir,

Three bags full.

One for ny master

One for ny dane,

And one for the little boy
Wio cries in the |ane.

I f Diane Marl ow had pronounced the fearful name of some dread denmon who
t hreat ened doomto anyone who uttered it, she couldn't have put nore terror
into the title that she did declare al oud:

" Mot her Goose! "

Crime was on the march again; this tine it had announced Di ane as an
acconplice in advance.

Here was qui ck need for The Shadow

Xl



IT was too late now to reach Rutl edge Mann at his office with a phone
cal
but there was another nunber that Di ane had been given in case of energency.
In
this energency she couldn't renenber the number to save her
VWiile Diane tried to recall it, the phone bell rang. Know ng that
Cranston
was to call her, Diane hurriedly folded the Bl ack Sheep nmessage, tucked it in
a
new purse that she'd bought that afternoon, and grabbed for the tel ephone.
It wasn't Lanmont Cranston
I nstead, Di ane heard the unexpected voice of Rex Cardiff!

"Hell o, beautiful," bantered Cardiff, a bit thickly. "I got your
nmessage. "

"My - ny nessage?"

"Sure. Don't worry." Cardiff spoke with a consoling note. "I can fix
everything. I'Il be right over."

"But | was going out."

"Then don't. Just wait ten minutes. | have to talk to you."

When Cardiff ended the call, Diane didn't wait one mnute. Instead, she

opened the door while putting on her hat, flicked off the Iights, and hurried
to the elevator, carrying her precious new purse with her. Wen she reached

t he

| obby, Diane ignored the front door. Qutside, a cab would be waiting, piloted
by

a chap called Shrevvy, the sanme cabby who had brought Di ane here from Quade's
that first night.

But with all her trust for anyone who shared The Shadow s confi dence,

Di ane couldn't take a chance on going out the front way for fear Cardiff would
arrive too soon. Avoiding the bright |obby, D ane sped out through a dark side
passage past the tel ephone booths, to another street, where she was fortunate
to find a cab parked.

Good fortune ended as Diane |anded in the cab. Another voice told the
driver where to go. A powerful hand kept Diane from clinbing out the door
whi | e anot her hand suppressed her outcry.

The voice was Cardiff's and as Diane heard its short |augh, she subsided.

Cardi ff's snothering hand rel axed and Di ane spoke glunly:

"Al'l right, take nme to the police."

"To the police?" Cardiff |aughed again, nore pleasantly. "Nothing could

be

farther fromny mnd. | knew you would think that was ny intention, so | had
to

use subterfuge to neet you. | guessed you would scurry out the nmonment that |
called."”

"But who gave you ny nunber in the first place?"

"You did." Cardiff wore one of those snmiles of his and held it. "O
didn't
you?"

D ane shook her head, enphatically.

"There was a nessage for me at the Metrolite," stated Cardiff. "That's
where |I'm stopping now, |like the other inportant people. You'll find out why
when we arrive there. But that nessage - you didn't send it?"

Anot her head-shake from D ane.

"I wasn't sure," Cardiff admitted. He was eying D ane's new hand bag as
he
spoke. "That's why | took precautions in case you ducked out of the Everest.
But
if you didn't, who did?"

Maybe it was the direction of Cardiff's eyes; perhaps D ane just had a
flash of intuition. She turned, met Cardiff's gaze with bl azing eyes and



st or ned:

"Whoever took nmy hand bag found out where | was! | had a receipt init
fromthe Hotel Everest, with my room nunber!"”
Cardi ff kept that smile of his, as if still wondering whether or not to

bel i eve Diane. He was doubting - or so it seened - even when they reached the
Metrolite, but as they wal ked t hrough the | obby, Cardiff became indul gent.
Powerful as he was, towering over Diane as he did, Cardiff wasn't the person
to

worry much.

I f Diane had been urged by a gun nuzzle, she couldn't have felt nore
hel pl ess than she did now Her elbow was in the grip of Cardiff's hand and
t hough |ight enough, that grip, Diane realized it would tighten on
provocati on.

There was an index to that prospect in the way Cardi ff used his hand to steady
hi nsel f at nonents, for he was wal king with a wabbl e.

That fact and the thickness of his voice told D ane that Cardiff had been
drinki ng, but how nmuch, Diane couldn't estimate. Cardiff m ght be faking a
hal f-jag for sonme reason; contrarily, he could be carrying hinself well
despite
hi s over-i ndul gence.

VWi chever the case, Cardiff's smle kept telling Diane that she'd better
put up with his gane, for a while at |least. As they reached the news stand,
Cardi ff stopped to buy an early edition of a tabl oid newspaper, dated the next
nmor ni ng, which had just been delivered at the stand.

"There's a story in this that will interest you," Cardiff told D ane.
"Let's go up to nmy office so you can read it."

Knowi ng that the Hotel Metrolite did not specialize in offices, D ane was
loath to comply, but Cardiff put reassurance into his jackish smle and added
a
f ew persuasi ve sentences.

"You woul dn't want nme to have a bell hop page you, would you?" queried
Cardi ff. "Sone of the guests here not only renenber you by nane, but would
recogni ze you. What's nore, they wouldn't mind telling the [aw "

Di ane's eyes flashed angrily. They had a violet sparkle that would have
gone very nicely with the flowers D ane should have worn the night before

"I see!" Diane conpressed the words fromher tightened lips. "You're
goi ng
to sell me out to Mss Brandom I|f you do -

"Ridiculous!" interrupted Cardiff. "Don't worry about Brandom She's
sulking in her suite."

"I'f you do," resumed Diane, "I'll tell about you giving nme the gens. You
woul dn't want that!"

"OfF course | wouldn't," Cardiff agreed genially. "That's why | don't want
you recogni zed. Tarvel lives here and so does Alcott. Either one would give
you
away, just because you spoiled their party."

It began to strike Diane that Cardiff actually m ght be on her side.

"Tarvel and Alcott are out," added Cardiff, "because there is Thorne
waiting for them They are over at Hapwood's no doubt, otherw se Thorne
woul dn't be so inpatient."

Di ane gai ned a | ook at Thorne across the | obby and saw himat what could
be termed either his best or worst. Hands in coat pockets. Thorne was
gl oweri ng
around the hotel as if he owned it, which possibly he did, considering his
nuner ous i nvest nments.

There was sonet hing haughty in the big bluff face that went with its
over beari ng owner, Wnslow Thorne. His iron-gray hair was a proper
acconpani nent to his steely eyes, which glinted in Diane's direction and made
the girl prefer Cardiff's conpany.

Only Thorne didn't notice D ane. He was | ooki ng past her and D ane saw



why, inmmediately after she willingly let Cardiff sidle her into an el evator.

"You can | ook now," undertoned Cardiff. "I don't think you know the man
that Thorne just noticed - or do you?"

Noting first that Thorne hinself had turned away, Di ane | ooked the other
direction and shook her head as she saw a stocky, tawny-faced man who had j ust
entered the hotel and was studying the |obby in a professional style that
D ane
didn't like. The man rem nded Di ane of Quade, which in a way was not
surpri sing,
considering that this newconmer had sonething to do with crine.

The difference was that the stocky man dealt with crime instead of
deal i ng
init.

"I nspector Cardona," identified Cardiff, as the el evator door went shut.
"Looki ng for clues to recent robberies, human clues no doubt, and letting the
best of the lot slide out of his sight."

O course the "best of the lot" neant Diane, but if the termwere taken
in
a plural sense, it could include Cardiff. That thought gave Di ane a certain
trust in Cardiff and when they reached his floor, the sixteenth, the girl felt
quite at ease

To her surprise, Diane found that Cardiff did have an office, when he
unl ocked a corner door marked 1612. Wth a trace of sincerity in his snile
Cardi ff bowed Diane into the place and gave a sweepi ng gesture that included a
cl osed door in the corner

"Office here, living quarters there," explained Cardiff. "They used to

use

these as display roonms. I'monly going to need an office for a few days, so a
hotel seemed the best place to have one. An interesting business, mne"
Cardi ff was unfol ding the newspaper as he spoke - "here, you can read about

it."
Di ane | ooked at the headline that Cardiff tapped. It stated:

PLAYBOY GOES MAGNATE
Under that was the sub-head:
FI NDS WEAK LI NK I N CHAI N STORE SYSTEM

That wasn't all. The paragraphs that followed were even nore revealing to
D ane. As she read, she wondered, yet began to understand. Here was news about
com ng crime!

News that Di ane could only hope had al ready reached The Shadow

X1

ANY of Diane's doubts were rapidly dispelled by the way Cardiff verbally
interpreted the story as she perused it. The whole thing nmeant that Cardiff
was
a very smart young man - or perhaps not.

It dealt with a group of stores known as The Anmal gamated Chai n, which
hadn't been doing too well lately. In fact, Analgamated had been due for a
reor gani zati on whi ch had suddenly becone a fact.

Only now Amal ganat ed was going to have a new nane. It was to be called
Cardi ff Stores Incorporated and the president of this new organization was to
be none other than Rex Cardiff.

"Funny, isn't it?" laughed Cardiff. "The black sheep of the famly
becom ng the white-haired boy."

The term "bl ack sheep” didn't startle Diane. She had been thinking of it



fromwhat the newspaper said. Wiile the account didn't use the phrase, it
intimted that Rex had sonething of a black sheep rating anong the Cardiffs.

"It took one hundred and fifty thousand dollars to spring it," chuckl ed
Cardiff, "and ny dear, dear relatives pitched in with it. Three of them at
fifty thousand bucks apiece. Here's what they get for it!"

From hi s inside pocket, Cardiff brought three seal ed envel opes and spread
themin front of Diane's eyes. She scarcely saw them for her mnd was
occupi ed
with the verse:

"Baa, baa, Bl ack Sheep
Have you any wool ?
Yes, sir, yes, sir,
Three bags full."

Here stood Rex Cardiff, the black sheep, and in his hand the three bags
of
wool !

"Uncl e Hugh chipped in a share,"” continued Cardiff. "He thinks he's the
head of the famly, that's why. | told that to ny great-aunt Mthilda and she
bought a part just to show Uncle Hugh. My cousin Bill cane in for the third.
They call himBill now, the big stuffed shirt, but | renenber when he was
Willie. | used to call himWeping WIllie, because when the other kids shoved
hi m around, he al ways bawl ed and ran home down the |ane."

The second verse was shouting itself through Diane's nind

"One for ny master

One for ny dane,

And one for the little boy
Who cries in the lane."

Those terns fitted Cardiff's uncle, great-aunt, and cousin, each of whom
rated as a recipient of a bag of black sheep's wool, as represented by the
contents of those envel opes!

"Preferred stock," announced Cardiff, flaunting the envel opes. "Fifty
t housand dollars worth for each of ny precious relatives. Enough to contro
t he
Amal gamated chain with a voting majority. W'l expand the conpany and ||
get
nmy share, unless sonmebody wants to buy up this interest and pay us a handsone
profit."

Cardi ff eyed Diane and particul arly her new handbag as he spoke. Diane
could only shrug and say:

"No noney. "
"Maybe Artenus Hapwood woul d buy,” nused Cardiff. "I'mgoing to see him
anyway. Still, they say he's in a selling npbod, not a buying one. O course

there is Wnslow Thorne, but he hasn't shown any inclination to do either."

Diane didn't like Cardiff's eyes. They were fixed in a cold, hard manner
that belied that perpetual smle of his.

"There's Roy Tarvel," rem nded Di ane, "and Oscar Alcott. They both bought
into chain stores. Maybe you could sell to one of them"

The cold stare was becomng a glare as Cardi ff stal ked forward, his free
hand creeping slowy toward his coat pocket.

"Anything to change the subject,"” Cardiff sneered. "You want to get it
away from Thorne, don't you?"

"Way - why, no!"

"I say yes." Cardiff was close now, his hand alnbst in his pocket. "And
I"'mthe one to ask why!"
"I'f you really want to know why," retorted Diane, defiantly, "it's

because



| don't trust Thorne any nore than | do you. For all | know, you're planning
this together!™"

Real i zi ng now that Cardiff probably had a gun in his pocket D ane grabbed
for the knob of the door against which she was backed. At |east she del ayed
t he
gun threat, for Cardiff's hand couldn't wait to draw. |Instead, he nade a quick
| ash, clanping his brawny fist over Diane's tiny hand, pressing it against the
door knob until the girl's face solidified in a wi nce.

"No you don't!" storned Cardiff. "I'"mnot giving you a chance to bring in
that masked friend of yours again.”

Di ane's face remai ni ng pai ned, Cardiff relaxed his grip just enough for
her expression to change to indignation

"I gave you ny offer," Cardiff added. Again he flipped the envel opes in
D ane's face. "Buy these options if you want. How rmuch do you bid?"

"I told you I have no noney!"

"Cenms will do," nocked Cardiff, "unless you've already hocked them You
woul dn't have given them back to M ss Brandom "
"Wy, you -"

Di ane didn't conplete what she ought to have called Cardiff. She'd stood
enough of his insolence and now she was annoyed by his added i npudence in
fl appi ng those envel opes right in her face. D ane had a free hand too, so she
used it to snatch the envelopes in a batch from Cardiff's grasp

Surprised by Diane's sudden flare, Cardiff nmade a sweeping grab to regain
the famly fortune. He not only swng wi de, he pulled hinmself off bal ance and
his other hand relayed its grip. During her own dodge, Diane tw sted the door
knob automatically and as the door cane inward, the girl pivoted around it,
hopi ng to begin a dash to freedom

VWhat stopped Di ane was sonething as terrifying as it was unexpected.

Shoving in fromthe doorway, blocking Diane's path with one form dable
| unge, was the very nmenace that Cardiff had antici pated and whi ch D ane had
deni ed, a masked invader!

He seened trenendous to Diane, this newconer, in the few nonents that she
saw him but that could have been due to her inmagination. How tall he was, it
was i npossible to estimate, for he was com ng froma crouch. Being small,

D ane
t hought the man huge and nonstrous and the hand that canme slashing at her was
like a great paw

The hand wanted the envel opes and it grabbed them as the nman swung
around,
flinging D ane aside. Then Cardiff came lunging into the fray with a nmad snarl
that fairly reeked of trouble, a warning that the masked nan heeded on the
i nstant .

Instead of trying to spring out through the door, the invader slapped the
[ight switch, plunging the roominto darkness, except for the glow fromthe
corridor. Then that gl eam was gone as the door slanmed hard, propelled by
Cardiff, as he tried to block off the other man's escape.

Reaching her feet, Diane was caught in the furious struggle and anmid that
mael strom she beat off sw nging hands. Envel opes crinkled, came flapping in
her face again and she snatched them as she had before, but this tinme in the
dark. That brought fierce snarls fromboth conbatants, as if they regarded
Di ane their common prey, and the girl reeled away madly, but gladly.

Then, in the half-light froma courtyard wi ndow toward whi ch she whirl ed,
Di ane | ooked back to see revolvers glittering as hands at |ast whipped them
into action. She thought for the nonment that both guns were aimng her way and
a pretty target she nade, against the wi ndow. As though in answer to a frantic
prayer, the loom ng guns faded from sight as though somet hi ng had snot hered
them in fact, the battling nen were |ikew se |ost from view.

It was only that the wi ndow |ight had blurred, as noonlight woul d when
captured by a passing cloud. But it was sonething nore than a cloud that
blotted this scene so suddenly. As at Brandom s, the w ndow crashed inward,



l aunching a figure with it.

This time the arrival was The Shadow.

Hi s laugh proclainmed that The Shadow was the provider of the blackout,
whi ch ended when the light followed his surge. In such di mglow, however, The
Shadow was untraceabl e after he made a sideswipe with his arm that sent Diane
clear of harm

The Shadow didn't wait for guns to talk. He was anong t hem when they
started to spurt. From where she | anded, hal f-spraw ed besi de the w ndow,

D ane

saw t he upward jabs of flame and heard The Shadow s taunting |augh tuning
anmong

t he barks of guns, as though he felt hinself at honme in such conpany.

VWho was trying to shoot whom Diane didn't know, but she felt sure The
Shadow woul d be the main target, if the others could find him Failing that,
they' d seek Di ane, because she had the precious envel opes.

Al of which neant that a quick exit would be Diane's best resort,
particularly as she couldn't help The Shadow. Wat was nore, he had provided
the short route, the broken w ndow.

Still clinging to the envel opes, Diane was hal f-thrust through the w ndow
when she realized it just wouldn't do. That realization came with a freezing
sense of horror. Unlike the Brandomsuite, this one didn't have an outside
bal cony.

There was space, sheer space down the courtyard nore than a dizzy dozen
floors bel ow, beneath this w ndow where The Shadow had made his surprise
entry!

Li ke an echo to silencing gun-shots came The Shadow s | augh as though its
grimjest was a warning for Diane's benefit.

Recoiling fromthe wi ndow as though she expected the courtyard to cone
| eapi ng up at her, D ane wheel ed and saw anot her reason for The Shadow s
significant |augh. The door to the corridor was wi de open now, offering a
cl ear
path for D ane.

Over in a corner, Diane made out The Shadow | ashi ng back and forth with
one stubborn fighter, but the other nman was gone. Diane didn't wait to learn
who was the remaining opposition, Cardiff or the masked man.

Qut through the door sped D ane Marl ow, obeying what she took for The
Shadow s command and carrying with her the three envel opes that signified a
fortune!

Xl

AN el evator disgorged Diane Marlow into the | obby of the Hotel Metrolite,
along with a parcel of passengers who were puzzled at the girl's excitenent.
Wthin the walls of a great hotel, news of such commtion as a gun fray takes
a
while to percol ate; hence nobody else in the el evator knew why Di ane had
bol t ed
into the car when it stopped at the sixteenth floor

The bl onde had been in a rush to get out of Cardiff's suite; now she was
as anxious to |leave the hotel. For one thing, Diane didn't want to run into
t he
stocky man whom Cardiff had identified as a police inspector

Di ane was doing just that, though she didn't realize it, until she
reached
the door. There, inpatiently pacing outside, was Joe Cardona. Hastily, D ane
turned back, to stop even shorter

Above the large | obby of the Metrolite was a mezzanine floor, a spacious
bal cony stocked with witing desks and | ounges reserved exclusively for
guests.



Fromthe balcony rail, quite near the |obby clock, towered a man who not only
poi nt ed downward but raised an accusi ng bell ow

"There she is! That girl is D ane Marlow "

The man was W nsl ow Thor ne!

Staring upward, Diane couldn't believe she saw the face she did. The
doubl e notion was in her mnd that Thorne's face should be hidden by a mask
and
that he ought to be in the mddle of a tussle on the sixteenth floor. Mybe it
was because she'd seen Thorne here in the hotel that made her think of himin
masked terns; perhaps Cardiff had convinced her wongly when he professed an
ennmty toward Thorne.

Then, while Thorne was still voicing accusations and jabbing his big hand
Diane's direction, the girl realized that it nmust be Cardiff who was
struggling

wi th The Shadow upstairs. In that case, Thorne's head start could have brought
hi m down to the nezzani ne well before Diane herself reached the | obby.

"She's the missing girl in those robberies!" Thorne has broadcasti ng.
"That's Di ane Marl ow who di sappeared right after the Brandom gens were stol en
Stop her, | say, stop her! Don't let her get away!"

Sincere of Thorne to be thinking of reclaining the Brandom gens which
Di ane didn't have - or was it? A crinkle fromDi ane's own snmall but
tight-fisted hand snapped her back to her former theory. Ri ght now, D ane was
carryi ng somet hing perhaps as val uabl e as those m ssing gens, as valuable to
Thorne for one person, and something that Thorne probably knew about and the
masked man certainly did, which Iinked the two and perhaps established them as
one.

The Amal gamat ed Preferred!

Why shoul d Thorne be letting Diane get away with that triple prize? The
answer was, he wasn't. People were comng Diane's direction and seeing that
t he
rush had started, Thorne hinself was personally heading for the stairs that
| ed
down from the nezzani ne.

About the only friendly face that Di ane saw was that of the big clock
above the desk, its hands indicating exactly half past seven. Then, shaking
herself from her bew | dernment, Diane was gifted with one thought only, to
escape before Thorne arrived. Turning, the girl fled out into the street.

Thorne's bell ows hadn't reached the sidewal k where Cardona was. Sonethi ng
had diverted the inspector's attention, at the time D ane popped into sight
bef ore. That sonething was a taxicab that had just pulled up; its passengers
were Roy Tarvel and Oscar Al cott.

The cab was standing by, because the driver was waiting for the door man
to change a ten dollar bill and meanwhile, Cardona was soundi ng Tarvel and
Al cott on some minor facts regarding the Brandom case.

"I haven't seen M ss Brandomtoday," Tarvel was saying. "Alcott and
have
been over at Hapwood's nost of the afternoon.”

"We just came fromthere," added Alcott. "W had an early dinner and | eft
ol d Happy with his pipe and brandy."

The door man was handi ng Tarvel his change and he was passing a coupl e of
dollars to the cab driver when Diane clattered past the group and into the
cab.

Nei t her Tarvel nor Alcott saw her face, but |ike Cardona they heard the shout
that canme fromthe hotel.

"Stop her!"

Cardona made a qui ck dash and boarded the noving cab like a trick rider
junping on a horse's back. He had the door open and was rolling inside,
flashing his badge for both benefit of passenger and driver when D ane pressed
two warm hands on his arm and pl eaded earnestly:

"Don't stop! Don't let himcatch nme! | can explain everything."



Cardona spoke through the wi ndow to the driver

"Where are you taking her?"

"Ri ght back to where | came from" replied the cabby. "That's where she
said to go."

This wasn't Shrevvy's cab; Di ane knew that already. But she was sure she
caught a glimrer of other headlights following fromthe Hotel Metrolite and
could only hope that it was Shrevvy's cab, not sonme other that pursuers had
comandeer ed.

"Al'l right," spoke Cardona gruffly, as he faced D ane. "W is he and
| et's hear your explanation."

"I - 1 don't know who he is," began Di ane. "Except after that terrible

robbery at the hotel, well, | just didn't feel safe when soneone shouted at
ne."

"Why not ?"

"Because of these." Diane flourished the envelopes. "They're worth a | ot
of mnoney."

Cardona reached for the envel opes, but D ane drew them away and t hrust
themin her handbag.

"If you're a police inspector,"” argued the girl. "you ought to see ne
safely where |'mgoing and |l et nme prove |'m honest."

That brought a shrug from Cardona, his usual response to pure |ogic. For

a
while they rode in silence, which was Cardona's way; then suddenly the

i nspect or

spoke to the driver:

"Didn't you just come from Hapwood' s?"

The driver didn't know, so Cardona gave the address and the fell ow
nodded.

"So you know Hapwood," Cardona said to Diane. "What's in these envel opes
you' re taking hin"

"I can't tell you until we arrive there."

Cardona managed to stay patient. He was in a dilemua |ike Diane. To
arr est
the girl and take her back to the Metrolite would be foolish if it turned out
that she wasn't the girl that somebody had shouted after. Cardona didn't know
who the shouter was, any nore than who Di ane might be. So he granted Diane the
privileges of going where she intended. Once there, Joe could learn the
detail s.

The cabby was naking speed, feeling he was on official business with a
police inspector as a passenger. Cardona's first objection cane when the
driver
passed the entrance to a transverse that |led across Central Park. At that
nonent, Cardona had been about to ask Diane's nane; she was therefore nuch
relieved when he becane interested in sonething el se.

"Why not go through that transverse?" demanded Cardona. "It's the
short est
way to where we're going."

"They blocked it off at seven thirty," explained the cabby. "Sane the
| ast
three nights. Doing sone repair on one of the bridges that crosses over the
transverse. Wn't be open again until eleven o'clock."

Forgetting all about Di ane, Cardona settled back in the seat. D ane
gl anced at her wrist watch, which was set the same as the hotel clock. It was
quarter of eight; they'd been riding fifteen m nutes.

That was, they'd travel ed half way al ong the roundabout route. The cab
had
to go a considerable nmileage to the next transverse and after it crossed the
park, it was forced to double back to reach Hapwood's. As they pulled up in
front of the glumold house, Cardona becane efficient. He |l et Diane pay the
fare, since the trip was her idea, but he told the cabby to remain within



call.

Mor eover, Joe stayed very close to Diane as they went up the brownstone steps.
The servant who answered the bell recognized Cardona and after notifying

Hapwood, returned to usher the visitors to the living room Hapwood net them

at

t he door, snoking his big pipe and his bushy eyebrows rai sed so that he could

beam properly at Diane, to whom he gave a very jolly snile

"Young | ady to see you, M. Hapwood," informed Cardona. "She says she's
bri ngi ng sonet hi ng val uabl e, so I convoyed her here."

"Well, well!" exclai med Hapwood, chuckling so his double chin rolled down
over itself. "Very well, indeed. This is a rare pleasure. But what is it you
bring ne?"

"Some chain store stock," declared Di ane, handing himthe envel opes. "I
want you to give the inspector a receipt for it. Understand, it's not nine
nor
yours, but I'msure you will be asked to bid onit. So | felt |I should |Ieave
it
wi th you; because - well, because of certain conplications.”

Cardona eyed Di ane, then foll owed her gaze toward Hapwood, who had torn
open the envel opes and was bringing out their contents. The | ook on Hapwood's
face showed peculiar annoyance for a man of King Cole characteristics.

"You must know what it is," began Diane. "Surely you' ve heard of
Amal ganat ed Preferred.”

"Amal ganat ed Preferred!" snorted Hapwood. "This, in ny opinion, is
unadul t erated audacity!"

He handed the sheets of paper to Cardona and Di ane | ooked at themwith
amazenment. Crinkly paper, yes, but it |lacked the green ink that went with
st ock
certificates. In fact, it lacked all ink at all.

Those precious sheets of paper were entirely blank

Di ane's own gaze was bl ank, at this startling climx to her mad
advent ure.

But her sense of hearing didn't fade. A tel ephone bell was jangling; she heard
a

servant answer it from another room Cardona's ears were doing all right too,
when they heard the servant exclaim

"Di ane Marl ow? You nean the girl who stole the Brandom gens? You say she
cane here with Inspector Cardona?"

VWhat Cardona heard as he wheel ed was the clatter of high heels reaching
the front door, which slanmed before Joe could even shout a "Halt!" Madly,

D ane wanted to get away, anywhere, in what little time remained. She saw a
cab

hauling up in front of the house, thought it was the one that brought her here
and realized its driver would probably refuse to assist her in another flight.

So Diane turned to dart away fromthe stopping cab, but she turned too
| ate, which was fortunate. Qut of that cab swooped |iving bl ackness that
gat hered Diane in one swift, enveloping fold, and swng her into the cab
whi ch
spurted off Iike a whippet before the door had even cl osed.

Al that Joe Cardona saw was the blink of Shrevvy's tail-lights past the
corner, marking another rescue of Diane Marlow by her ever-present friend, The
Shadow

XV

VERY patiently, Lanmont Cranston heard Diane Marlow s story to the end. It
was quiet here, inthis little out-of-the-way restaurant where D ane had cone
fromher new hotel, to discuss last night's events. She had found it easy to
tell her story coherently.



Then Cranston spoke:

"So Rex Cardiff never showed you those stock certificates -

"I"'msure he didn't," expressed Diane. "He only said they were in the
envel opes. "

"But sonebody snatched the envel opes fromyou in the dark -

"Yea, the masked man did, but | got them back."

"Not necessarily the sane envel opes -"

"l guess not," conceded Diane. "That night have been why he let nme regain
them mghtn't it?"

"I't mght," acqui esced Cranston. "But suppose we confine ourselves to
facts. Sonebody handed you three dumry envel opes which you m stakenly believed
contai ned stock certificates."

Di ane nodded.

"Either Cardiff or the nasked man nay have enpl oyed that subterfuge,"”
continued Cranston. "Possibly it was done to frame you, in which case Cardiff
and his attacker could have been working in collusion, staging a fake fight;

t hough either m ght have worked the envel ope gane individually.

"The ot her assunption is that whichever retained the stock certificates,
wanted to divert matters to soneone el se, namely you. This could apply either
to Cardiff or his unknown antagonist."

The anal ysis covered everything, so far as Diane could see, but it didn't
crack the nystery. Hopefully, Diane produced the Black Sheep clipping that she
had found in her room and passed it to Cranston

"Why should | get one of these?" Diane asked. "I certainly don't bel ong

to
the group responsible for these Mther Goose robberies -
Di ane caught herself at Cranston's smile. A slight smle, that, and very
calm totally unlike the false face variety that was Cardiff's specialty.
The smile made Di ane exclaim
"You mean soneone planted it in my room So if the police found it later
they'd take it | was part of the gang. What with ny neeting Quade and the way
I
was involved at Brandom s -
Di ane cut short again, realizing that the case was covered. She could
under stand now that she hadn't been expected to find that clipping fromthe
Mot her Goose book. Indeed, it had been through chance al one that she did find
it.

"The Shadow nust have arrived about the tine | left the Everest," nused
D ane. "That's how he followed ne first to the Metrolite and then to
Hapwood' s.

Only who was there ahead, to plant that verse? Cardiff?"

"Not necessarily," replied Cranston. "Sonmebody coul d have phoned him as
he said. At the sane time, he may have told that story as a bluff. Wat
interests ne nost, right now, is this Black Sheep rhyne."

D ane' s eyes becane questi oni ng.

"Anot her Mt her Goose variant," explained Cranston. "Sonetinmes its the
little boy who lived in the lane, not the one who cried there. Sonetines
i nstead of getting one bag of wool, the little boy gets none."

Carefully placing the verse with previous Mdther Goose sanples that he
carried in his wallet, Cranston added:

"Speaki ng of Lanes, there's one naned Margo. She has a conveni ent
apartment where you can stay until trouble blows over. Here's the address" -
Cranston wote it as he spoke - "and don't thank her too much because she owes
you sone return for a bunch of violets that she shoul dn't have taken."

Shortly after this tete-a-tete with Di ane, Lanmpbnt Cranston becane The
Shadow. The transformation occurred in a pitch-black room which was suddenly
broken by a bluish Iight, shining down upon a polished table. Into that vivid
gl ow cane two | ong tapering hands, the hands of The Shadow.

A nystic synbol glowed fromone finger of the left hand. It was The



Shadow s girasol, a remarkable fire-opal whose strange depths ran an
ever - changi ng gamut of the rainbow s hues. There was sonething hypnotic in the
i ri descence of that unusual stone, as if inits |lesser way it had absorbed
somne

of The Shadow s own nesmeric power.

Under the blue light, The Shadow s hands unfol ded a | arge-scal e nap of
Manhattan. Wth a pencil he circled spots where crines had occurred. He placed
little cross-marks at other places of inportance and began tracing lines to
i ndi cate routes between them

On a sheet of paper, The Shadow conpiled the following list, arranged in
four colums w th acconpanyi ng notations:

LI ST OF LI ST OF PERSONS OTHERS
CRI MES RHYMES | NVOLVED PRESENT
Bond None Quade None
Robbery Found An Unknown

Jewel None Quade Di ane
Shop Found An Unknown

Hapwood Ki ng Two None
Robbery Col e Masked Men

Br andom Contrary Cardiff D ane,
Robbery Mar y Masked Man Thor ne
Cardiff Bl ack Cardiff Di ane,
St ocks Sheep Masked Man Thor ne

After giving this list a careful scrutiny, The Shadow checked its
di screpancies, or limtations. The first two cases could be elimnated since
t he unknown persons who had received the stol en goods from Quade, coul d have
been al nost anybody.

Ski ppi ng t he Hapwood robbery, The Shadow checked the two that followed
it.

Whil e he had marked Cardiff as "involved," he placed a question mark after

t hat

man's nane in each case. Merely because Cardiff had handl ed the stol en goods
in

each case, didn't prove hima crimnal any nore than D ane, of whose status
The

Shadow was sure.

However, in each instance, The Shadow drew a connecting |ine between the
term " Masked Man" and the nane "Thorne." An excellent link, but the problem
was
to prove it. There was still that perplexer in the Brandom case: \Wat had
Thor ne
done with the gens if he'd taken then? As for the Cardiff robbery - if robbery
it proved to be - The Shadow hadn't yet checked Thorne's ali bi

So The Shadow pl aced a question mark on each of the connecting |ines.
Then, concentrating on the three robberies that actually had been heral ded by
Mot her Goose nmessages, he formed the followi ng brief list.

VWHEREABOUTS OF PERSONS
THORNE CARDI FF Subst anti ated by

Hapwood Unst at ed Unst at ed No ali bi
Case



Br andom CQut si de I nsi de D ane

Case Br andoni s Br andoni s
Cardi ff Ar ound In D ane
Case Hot el Room

Thi s was somewhat enlightening. It made Thorne and Cardiff eligible as
t he
two masked nmen - big nmen - described by Hapwood as the robbers who had bound
and
gagged him They could have been partners, Thorne and Cardiff, in the Brandom
case; while the sane applied in the Cardiff robbery, provided they'd been
trying mutually to frane Diane. Interesting, though, was the possibility that
last night's brawl m ght have represented a doubl e-cross on the part of one or
t he ot her.

To make a thorough tally of the Thorne situation with its Cardiff angle,
The Shadow made another |ist covering the whereabouts of nen who had held sone
dealings - direct or indirect - with Thorne or Cardiff.

It ran as foll ows:

WHEREABOUTS OF OTHERS

HAPWOOD TARVEL ALCOTT
Hapwood At hone Both at hotel. Phoned by
Case (Victim Hapwood j ust before robbery.
Br andom At hone. On way to In
Case (Called by Hapwood' s private
phone from (Arrival di ni ng room
hotel .) reported.) with guests
Cardi ff At honme with Com ng from Hapwood's in cab
Case Tarvel and Al - Both arrived at hotel just as

cott. Then when D ane | eft.
D ane arri ved.

Conci se though these statistics were, they shed little |ight upon Thorne
or Cardiff. In the Brandom case, Tarvel had left the hotel ten minutes before
t he robbery and Al cott had phoned Hapwood's, to find Tarvel there, ten ninutes
after the episode of the stolen gens. Thus Tarvel, taking a cab trip at the
crucial time, couldn't offer any nore facts on Thorne or Cardiff than could
Al cott, who had been with his guests during the robbery.

Simlarly, on the night of the Cardiff robbery, if Tarvel and Al cott had
only arrived a little sooner they night have seen Thorne on the mezzani ne and
given himan alibi. O if they hadn't seen him or had by any chance gone up
to
Cardiff's room they might have been able to brand Thorne as sonething nore
t han
an i nnocent bystander.

Met hodi cal | y, The Shadow was running a pencil over the route fromthe
Metrolite to Hapwood's, the route Di ane had taken during her surprise trip
with
I nspect or Cardona. Perhaps the recollection of that event was what brought the
hal f - whi spered | augh from The Shadow s lips, just as a tiny light glowed from
the wall across the table.

Pi cki ng up earphones, The Shadow answered the call, which was from his
contact man, Burbank. Word had just come from Rutl edge Mann in the children's
roomat the public Iibrary. Mann had received a phone call from Wston and had



told the conmmi ssioner that Cranston was very busy anmong the books and coul dn't
be di sturbed. The commi ssioner was going to disturb himanyway, by stopping
around in half an hour, in his official car

Al'l of which nmeant that The Shadow woul d have to drop his present
research
and go back to Mother Goose. Hangi ng up the earphones, The Shadow fol ded t he
traced map along with his lists and turned off the bluish light.

A strange | augh faded in the blackness, a singular, significant |augh
that was foll owed by conplete silence in the sanctum It seened to have etched
a nessage, that peal of parting mrth.

A message that The Shadow, by sone quirk of analysis, had laid his finger
on crime's full answer.

XV

FI NDI NG Lanont Cranston in the kiddies' corner of the library was
somet hing of a novelty for Conm ssioner Weston, particularly as from al
appear ances, Cranston nust have been there for hours. Piled all around him
wer e
edi tions of Mther Goose, which brought a snort from Wston

"Still back at the starting post," commented Weston. "Were do you think
this will get you, Cranston?"

"Mann and | have found it very enlightening," assured Cranston, gesturing
to the patient-mannered broker, who was studying a bibliography of Mbther
Goose. "By the way, we've tracked down the edition from which those three
verses were clipped.”

"You nean two verses, Cranston."

"No, three. Here's another | nmeant to show you. | found it outside of
Cardiff's roomafter we were there last night."

The statenent was truthful enough, since Cranston actually had cone
acr oss
t he Bl ack Sheep clipping somewhere far outside Cardiff's roomand at a tine
nmuch
nore recent than last night. Receiving the clipping, Wston studied it and
rai sed his eyebrows.

"This does apply to the Cardiff, case!" exclainmed the comm ssioner
"Ve'l |
have to show it to himlater."

"Where is Cardiff at present?" inquired Cranston

"Trying to nollify his relatives." Weston sat down in a half-pint chair
provided for the regular patrons of this book section. "You know, Cranston”
the conmi ssioner's tone becanme confidential - "I'"ma bit dubious about that
chap. "

"How so?"

"He says he tried to trick the girl into a confession; instead, she made
away with his securities. Yet somehow she didn't get them | wonder if the two
were just framng something for publicity."”

"Possibly."

"Besi des" - Weston shifted uneasily in the undersized chair - "Cardiff
tal ked about two attackers. One was a masked man, the other answered the
description of The Shadow. Maybe there wasn't any."

"l see," nodded Cranston. "You think that Cardiff tal ked about two nmen to
make it | ook as though they cancel ed out."

"That's it. He'd have been a dub to let just one person get away. | nust
adm t, though, that Cardiff was a bit groggy when we found himin his room™

Cranston could have testified to that in first-hand style. As The Shadow,
he'd really had to put a few finishing wallops on Cardiff in order to get
started on a belated pursuit of the nasked man, a quest which he had turned
into that of trailing Diane in Shrevvy's cab



"W're going to talk to Thorne," decided Weston. "He knows quite a bit
about this fellow Cardi ff. Thorne says Cardiff was trying to talk hinself into
the chain store business all along."

Peopl e were buzzing for quiet in keeping with the "Silence" sign above
t he
children's books. Weston | ooked around, much annoyed and thereby nmade matters
wor se, when the chair cracked | oudly under his weight.

"Let's start," suggested Cranston. "Where are we neeting Thorne?"

"Over at Hapwood's," replied Weston. "I want to find out how friendly
those two are - if at all."

On the way out, Cranston paused to speak with Mann and gi ve approval to
what his friend had | earned regardi ng Mdther Goose.

"The Harlequin Edition," nodded Cranston. "Alimted printing. See what
nore you can | earn about it, Mnn."

Reachi ng Hapwood's, the visitors found no difficulty in |earning how he
felt about Thorne and vice versa. Thorne was waiting there when Cranston and
Weston arrived and he | ooked very stuffy, seated in a big chair opposite
Hapwood, who in his turn was in anything but a jolly King Col e npod.

Thorne with his haughty manner, those cold, steel-blue eyes that glinted
hard, might be the sort to make the average person quail; but all his
dom nating force was | ost on Hapwood. Big though he was, Thorne was out bul ked
by Hapwood, whose portly frame seened capabl e of absorbing all the glares that
Thorne coul d deliver, even though Hapwood's nassive face did wear a surly
expr essi on.

Now, with other persons on hand, Hapwood becane hinmsel f. He was King Cole
again, enthroned in the only chair that could support his avoirdupois, though
it had to be conceded that Thorne's weight was a strain on the second | argest
chair in the room In fact, when Hapwood put hinself in motion, Thorne
i medi ately began to swell hinself as if to prove that his size would not |ose
i n conpari son.

"Cigars and drinks!" Hapwood bell owed to a passing servant. "Whatever ny
guests want, they shall have. O course for ne" he settled back in his chair
and gestured to his neerschaum and the huge gl ass beside it - "ny choice is
al ways pi pe and brandy.

"You arrived just at the right time, gentlemen.” This was to Weston and
Cranston. "Thorne and | were discussing sone ethical questions and we find we
do not quite agree. Perhaps your opinions would hel p."

Thor ne produced a harsh objection

"It's not a matter for opinion," Thorne declaimed. "In any business, a

man
has the right to buy and sell as he deenms best. Hapwood seens to think that I
am

doing this through others, as though | were afraid to show nmy hand. If | chose

to do so, | would have the right."
"You said that before," rem nded Hapwood, "and | said you were doi ng that
very thing."
"But | amnot!" storned Thorne. "If you nmean in the case of young
Cardi ff"
- abruptly Thorne caught hinmself - "suppose | admitted that Cardiff bought
t hose

Amal gamat ed securities for ne. Wuld that please you, Hapwood?"

"The adm ssion would," rejoined Hapwood, "but not the fact."

"Al'l right, have it your way, or both ways. Cardiff may deny it, but he
was my front. Now you can see why | amworried, gentlenen" - Thorne turned a
troubl ed gaze toward the two arrivals - "because next thing, Cardiff will be
expecting ne to share his loss."

Hapwood was pouring hinmself some brandy. He stopped to deliver one of his
rolling | aughs.

"Delightful, Thorne." Hapwood sipped the brandy. "Mst delightful. | nean
you, not the brandy. So you are trying to tell us that you were the rea



victim
of last night's robbery."

"Potentially, yes," acknow edged Thorne. "Have you any objections?"

"None." Hapwood stared over his glass at Thorne. "Except that | think you
shoul d have been there with Cardiff, to help protect your mutual property.
He's
about your size, isn't he?" Hapwood eyed Thorne's bul k anew. "I should think
that the two of you would be too nuch for al nost anyone.™

Bef ore Thorne could reply to that pointed comment, two new visitors
arrived: Tarvel and Al cott. Contrasted with Thorne and Hapwood, this pair
| ooked really rabbity. Thorne was the first to bulldoze the arrivals, taking
advant age of the fact that Hapwood was still too busy |aughing.

"Hapwood t hi nks you are straw nmen," Thorne told them not realizing how
funny it sounded to address two lightweights by that title. "Just a couple of
buyers that I'musing to get at his holdings. Is that true?”

Both Tarvel and Al cott shook their heads.

"Don't be worried, you chaps," broke in Hapwood. "I don't mind if it's
t he
truth. I"'mretiring anyway and | don't care who buys me out. You see" -
Hapwood
became reflective - "I conducted my business scrupul ously during the period of
wartime shortages. | had nothing to do with black markets and hot noney."

Hapwood' s eyes took on an accusing stare, but his eyes were distant,
rather than narrowed

"Instead, | inproved nmy properties,” continued Hapwood, "and now | can
sell out at an honest profit. That's why |I've been wondering about these
recent
robberi es. Bonds di sappeared, then jewels, but nobody seems to know their
val ue.
The Brandom gens were apprai sed surprisingly low, | hear, and now the Cardiff
stocks appear to have been bl ank paper. Maybe certain people don't want it
known, just what their |osses were.

"It doesn't apply in my case, because the noney that crooks cane after

wasn't here. But the papers that | lost" - Hapwood nudged a big thunb toward
his wall safe - "contained a great deal of correspondence on financi al
natters.

Ofers to obtain priorities, to handl e governnent contracts, even to buy
jewelry

and securities at peculiar prices. | wonder if those were what the robbers
wer e

really after!™

Commi ssi oner Weston becane alert.

"You mean they mght be clues to these Mbther CGoose crines?" he denanded.

"I'f you can find them yes," acknow edged Hapwood. "The next best plan
woul d be to go through ny office records. They m ght give some inkling to
t hese
offers that | rejected.”

Pausi ng a few nmonents, Hapwood had anot her idea and gestured affably to
Thor ne.

"Per haps Thorne could hel p you," Hapwood suggested. "He unquestionably
heard fromthe same sources. O course | amsure that Thorne conducted his
business with the sanme integrity that I showed with mne."

Thor ne acknow edged the conmplinment with a bow, then arose in leisurely
fashion. Turning to Weston, Thorne said:

"I shall |ook through nmy papers, comm ssioner. | have a niscellaneous | ot
in my penthouse. It will take me an hour or nore. Wiere will | find you then?"

Weston naned his favorite rendezvous, the Cobalt O ub, and Thorne bowed
out. It wasn't |long before Weston and Cranston foll owed, |eaving Tarvel and
Al cott to discuss their business of chain store purchases with Hapwood.
Qut si de



t he house, Weston becanme annoyed when Cranston told him

"Sorry, conmi ssioner, but | have an appointnment. | won't be going your
way. "

"Not to the club?" exclaimed Weston. "But | wanted you to go over
Thorne's
papers with me!"

"That's not for an hour yet,'
that tine."

Sonmewhat nollified, Weston pulled away in his official car, only to
renenber that he might as well have offered to drop Cranston off wherever he
wanted to go. Looking back, Weston found he was too | ate. Cranston had gone
hi s
own way, because he was no | onger in sight.

Except that when Cranston disappeared, it didn't necessarily nean that he
had gone his way.

Lanont Cranston m ght have gone The Shadow s!

rem nded Cranston. "I hope to be there by

XVI

AT the very time when The Shadow was resum ng his cloaked identity, D ane
Mar | ow was wondering just how soon she would hear from Lanont Cranston. At
present Diane was stationed very confortably in Margo's apartnent, but Diane
wasn't exactly in a mood to be confortabl e anywhere.

Too many things were at stake and every hour was increasing the tension.
Hence Di ane was very glad when she heard a buzz fromthe door bell. O course
it might only be Margo Lane, who had gone out a while before, but Diane had a
hope that the caller would prove to be Cranston.

Instead, the arrival proved to be a delivery boy, bringing a box of
flowers for Mss Margo Lane.

It was only right that D ane should put the flowers in a vase. They
proved
to be magnificent roses and while adnmiring them Diane couldn't resist the
tenptati on of |ooking at the card in the acconpanyi ng envel ope. Already, D ane
had guessed that Margo had been pi qued over what she considered a rivalry
wher e
D ane was concerned. Now that it all had been straightened, D ane's hunch was
that Cranston had sent these roses to Margo.

But Diane didn't find a card in the envel ope.

VWhat she found was a printed slip of paper cut fromthe page of a book,
whi ch bore these startling lines:

Jack and Jill

Went up the hill

To fetch a pail of water.
Jack fell down

And broke his crown

And Jill canme tunbling after.

Mot her Goose was in again!

Who coul d have sent this nessage?

Qddly, the first name that flashed to Diane's mind was Cranston's, yet
there was a reason for it. Only Cranston knew that Di ane was at this
apart ment.

How anybody el se coul d have di scovered it, was a nmystery to D ane.

If not Cranston, it could be Rex Cardiff, assumi ng that he had been
responsi ble for the precious nessage with its Bl ack Sheep reference.
Elimnating Cardiff, the next nanme that struck D ane was that of W nslow
Thor ne.

That rmade Diane grim



Di ane renenbered Thorne only too well. Kindly enough at the tinme of the

Brandom robbery, he'd turned quite the opposite after the Cardiff affair.
D ane
could picture Thorne's broad face, blatant with its shout to "Stop that girl!"

Looking in the tel ephone book, Di ane found Thorne's nunber and phoned it,
intending to thank himsweetly for the flowers, to see what reaction she woul d
get. However, the nunber didn't answer. Thorne was out.

New det erminati on gri pped D ane. She wasn't far away from where Thorne
lived. So Diane put the slip of paper on Margo's table, wote a brief note
savi ng where she'd gone, and sallied out into the dark

It was disconcerting, this trip. All the way to Thorne's, D ane had the
di sturbing sensation that sone one was follow ng her. Wen she reached the
address, Diane cut across the street, slid into a doorway and | ooked to right
and left, expecting to see furtive figures trailing her. None were in sight;
maybe they' d guessed her purpose and had al so taken to cover.

So Di ane bided her tinme and whiled it by |ooking at the apartnment house
where Thorne lived. It was a handsone building, but not a very tall one: ten
floors, with a penthouse in addition. Diane could see the penthouse | ooking
darkly like a turret mounted on a deck, as represented by the roof of the
apart ment house.

Crossing the street, Diane took quick |ooks again and spotting no one,
deci ded her imagi nation had been at fault. She entered the apartnent house,
found that it had an automatic el evator and pressed the button to bring the
car
down. As it arrived, the door opened and a man stepped out so suddenly that
Diane didn't inmediately recognize him By the tine she did, she was
recogni zi ng somet hing el se, a gun pressed agai nst her, muzzle first. A voice
gritted for Diane to enter the el evator

The man was Rex Cardiff.

Pushing a button that bore the letters P.H, Cardiff started the trip to
the top. In an ugly tone, he stated his case.

"I thought you'd be here," said Cardiff. "That's why | played a hunch and
cane down with the elevator. If it had been anybody else, | would have kept
t he
gun out of sight, that's all."

D ane gave the gun a nervous gl ance.

"A nice gane you and Thorne have played," continued Cardiff, bluntly.
"Maki ng me accessory to the robbery of the Brandom gens and pulling the
envel ope switch on the stocks nmy family bought."

Despite hersel f, Diane began to voice a denial, only to be interrupted

"Thorne is a fox," declared Cardiff. "He hooked ne at the start. That
tal k
about setting me up in business was just a blind for his real game, robbery."

"You ought to know," retorted Di ane, becom ng so angry that she forgot
t he
gun. "It took two of you to handl e Artenus Hapwood. \When the police rem nd you
of that, you won't be able to bluff off your part in the Brandom steal."

The gun nuzzl e pressed hard agai nst D ane and she gasped with fright as
she saw Cardiff's finger actually quiver on the trigger. Then, as the el evator
stopped at the penthouse level, the man's words came grimy

"Not yet. I'mgoing to need you. |If Thorne thinks he knows how to arrange
a frame, he's due for a lesson.”

Di ane was chilled. She nmoved forward nechanically fromthe el evator as
Cardi ff used the gun muzzle as a persuader. Silent, dark, the penthouse
nevert hel ess seened to shriek a word, as though plucking it fromCardiff's
t hought s.

That word was:

"Murder!"

How | ong she could stall, Diane had no idea. That depended upon Cardiff.
The best that Diane could do was play for sone favorable opportunity. At | east



there seened a chance for such as Cardiff marched Diane forward into a room he
seened to know. There, when he pulled the cord of a big floor lanp, Cardiff
announced:

"Thorne probably won't keep the | oot around here, not where anybody woul d

find it. That won't matter too much, though. | wouldn't want the hot stuff
anyway, because it will prove his guilt and I'Il get back ny share.

"What we're going to do is look for it. At |least you are, so you'll |eave
plenty of finger prints. W want to show good enough reason for Thorne to cut
| oose with a gun and a few obvious clues will help - like these."

Roughly, Cardiff plucked away Diane's hat and tossed it on a chair. The
girl was wearing a light cape that she'd borrowed from Margo's stock, so
Cardi ff whipped it fromher shoulders and flung it beside the hat. Then, as
they crossed the anple living room Cardiff halted D ane and added:

"Shoes next. Kick themover in that corner, behind the big chair. Thorne
will never find them but the police will. They'll figure you were doing a
sneak around the place."

Di ane couldn't help but obey orders and now she realized that stalling
tactics wouldn't help. In fact, stalling was part of Cardiff's own gane.
Shuffling her shoes into the corner, Diane continued with the farce that
Cardi ff demanded, prying into tables, book-cases and el sewhere, |eaving
everything in disarray.

It was becom ng horribly obvious. Cardiff intended to nurder her
i medi ately after Thorne's arrival. In fact, he said that nuch, when he spoke
inalow ugly tone:

"I"1l show Thorne what it is to make a fast getaway. No stupid business

of

giving hima chance to find a body and get rid of it. People will hear the
shots" - behind Diane's back, Cardiff reached for a casement w ndow and fl ung
it open with his free hand - "but I'Il be gone by the tine they get here.

Ri ght

down the fire tower, leaving ny enpty gun with Thorne!™"

Di ane's hands, planted on a table, seemed to glue thensel ves there. Her
head was tilting forward and she wondered if a fainting spell could possibly
hel p. She was close to such, when the breeze fromthe w ndow revived her and
she stiffened upward; just as a snarl came from Cardiff.

Then Di ane was staring in the same direction as Cardiff, not toward the
mai n door of the room but toward another that nmust have been reachable by a
side route fromthe elevator. In that doorway stood a man, whose determ ned
expression equalled Cardiff's.

The man was W nsl ow Thorne. He had a gun too and like Cardiff's, it was
| evel ed straight at D ane Marl ow

XVI |

HERE was a di |l emma i ndeed.

Bet ween two gun points, Diane felt herself the center of the situation
and
didn't like it; not at all

In fact, Cardiff wasn't too pleased, as his snarl betrayed. The person

who
relished the proposition was Thorne. It gave hi mopportunity to gloat; and
gl oat
he di d.

"A small question of murder," was Thorne's terse comment. "The question
is

not who conmmits it, but who is to take the blane."
Qut of an incoherent snarl, Cardiff nouthed the answer:
"You'll take the blanme, Thorne!"
"I"'mnot so sure," retorted Thorne. "I observed this set-up the nonent |



wal ked in. You were too busy to realize that I'd arrived hone, Cardiff. O

course, | took an unfair advantage. | saw the lights from down on the street.
However, | think | have checked your gane."

Cardi ff snapped back the answer:

"Just how?"

"One killing" - Thorne gestured his odd hand toward Di ane - "but two
guns.

It's something that our friend Hapwood woul d term unethical."

In reply, Cardiff prodded Di ane harder with his gun nuzzle. Thorne shook
hi s head.

"Very foolish," declared Thorne. "Kill the girl and | kill you. The guns
will bear out ny story. You slipped, Cardiff, giving me a chance to slide
around fromthe elevator and pick up this revolver."

The hope that filled Dane faded suddenly when Cardiff retorted:

"Al'l right, Thorne. Let's nake a deal. The girl dies anyway, because she
knows too nuch. That's settled, isn't it?"

Thorne's nod was |ike Diane's death warrant. Slowy, he |lowered his gun
yet not far enough for Diane to dare a break for freedom At |east she was
pl eased when Cardiff's gun rel axed. He too was playing wary as he si destepped
to face Thorne, yet kept his gun in D ane's general direction

Curtly, Cardiff demanded:

"Let's hear the terms, Thorne."

As Di ane watched, she noted the slightest of notions from Thorne's
revolver. It was working toward Cardiff and all the while Diane could feel the
sharp spank of the breeze fromthe broad w ndow whi ch was behi nd her and al so
behi nd Cardiff, except that Cardiff was closer to it.

Then, through Di ane's strained thoughts, the Ilines of a verse flung
t hensel ves:

"Jack and Jil
Went up the hil
To fetch a pail of water."

This was the hill, this penthouse!

The pail of water was whatever they intended to find here at Thorne's;
that was, whatever Cardiff and Diane were to find, for they here Jack and
Jill!

That was only the half of it. The rest cane plunging through D ane's
brai n:

"Jack fell down
And broke his crown
And Jill cane tunbling after.™

So that was Thorne's gane! O course he'd dispose of Cardiff first, for
this Jack - with his jack of hearts smile - was armed and dangerous. Cardiff's
death acconplished, it would be Diane's turn to play Jill and the tunble would
be like Cardiff's - out through the penthouse w ndow

To Di ane's distraught mnd there was but one prospect, that of a mad
attenpt at escape, no matter how i npl ausi bl e the chance m ght be. To junp a
gun
m ght be crazy, to try to escape two of them crazier still. But Diane could
only think of that broad door, that other door, which led out to the el evator
Beyond it, she could see the door to the fire tower, the very path that
Cardi ff
had nenti oned.

If Diane could reach either, she'd be lucky; nevertheless, it was worth
the try. In fact anything was better than remaining frozen, with death the
only
reward. O a sudden, Diane cane to life and sprang toward that w de door



Qut of nowhere, cane bl ackness to neet her. Diane couldn't say whether it
cane fromthe elevator or the fire tower, for both of their doors seened to
waver and fling in that wild nmoment. She realized that |iving bl ackness was
swarnmi ng her way until it was eclipsed by total darkness, which happened when
Thorne, right beside the floor lanp, pulled the switch.

@uns bel ched in the bl ackness.

Thorne's tongued toward Cardiff, of course, in keeping with the nursery
rhyme. Cardiff's fire spat wildly in Diane's direction. Then, the blackness
that was within blackness net Diane and whirled her, still unscathed, to a
saf e
corner of the room

The Shadow

In his drive, the cl oaked rescuer had reached D ane and was flinging her
to safety, following with a spin of his own. Those were the sort of whirls
t hat
changed The Shadow into a living gun turret, but that woul dn't happen, not in
close quarters like this, until other gunners had their play. So far The
Shadow
hadn't announced his presence, nor would he draw shots his way until a tinmely
nonent .

A few seconds were all The Shadow required; meanwhile, guns flared in the
dar kness and took their toll. As she | anded back against the wall in the
corner, Diane saw and heard the result.

One gun jabbed twi ce, toward the window It came fromthe broad doorway
toward which Di ane had fled, only to encounter The Shadow. Sharp shots those
and perfectly placed, an indication to D ane that Thorne had made a swift and
ef fecti ve change of position. The answer was a how and with it, against the
wi ndow, Di ane saw Cardiff's formreel backward, outward, to be swall owed by
t he
dar kness beyond.

That was the end of Jack. Cardiff's ten story plunge didn't bring back a

trailing wail, because if such was uttered, it was drowned by other gunfire.
One gun, of course, was probing for Jill, which meant Di ane. But t hat
wasn't all; shots seenmed to cone from everywhere, for now The Shadow was

shooting, intent upon clipping a nurderer who had wested the privil ege of
murder from an unsuccessful rival

The Shadow s shots were toward the big broad door. Oddly, they were
answered fromthe other door, which to D ane was nore proof of Thorne's
qui ck-shifting tactics. But The Shadow was whi zzi ng el sewhere, faster than
Thorne ever could have. So fast and frequent did the gun stabs ride that D ane
couldn't believe the field was limted to a mere pair of fighters.

Mai n door - side door - corner - window - fromhere, there, everywhere
cane gunfire until above all rode the strident mrth of The Shadow s nighty
| augh, like a prediction of certain triunph. Guns were popping now in the
m ddl e of the room so close that they woul d have been deadly, except that
their spurts were directed upward.

Weapons cl ashed, with hard, furious swi ngs. D ane could hear the inpact
of
powerful, smashing fighters in the dark. As at Cardiff's, it turned into a
lashing fray that simered to two fighters | ocked beside the wi ndow. This
tine,
D ane was present at the finish

The webbed bl ackness of a cl oaked armrose; the sweep of a gloved fist
laid a glancing blow to a head beneath. Mnents later, a solitary shape was
finding Diane in the darkness, steering her out toward either the elevator or
fire tower, she didn't care which

For Di ane knew t hat back beside the wi ndow | ay Thorne, stunned by the
conquer or who was conpleting Diane's own rescue; the victor called The Shadow

The el evator was The Shadow s choice, but it wasn't at this |evel.
Sonebody was using it, for Diane could hear its thrum Calnly, The Shadow



spoke

to Di ane, questioning her as to how she was. Gipped by odd recoll ections,
D ane

began stammering about her hat, her coat, her shoes.

The Shadow returned and found themfor her with a tiny flashlight, his
expert search acconpani ed by the obligato of Thorne's increasing noans, over
by
the window. By the tinme The Shadow rejoi ned Di ane, the el evator was up, so
t hey
descended in it.

Strange, that trip down.

For the first tinme, Diane really saw The Shadow, but still his identity
was conceal ed. The upturn of his cloak collar, the downtilt of his hat brim
hid his features perfectly. Wen they reached the ground floor, The Shadow
hurried D ane out and around the corner, her speed unhanpered, for she'd put
on
her shoes in the elevator

Then, Diane was in Shrevvy's cab, riding off to somewhere, while fromthe
di stance, far back, came the trail of The Shadow s strange | augh

XV

COW SSI ONER VEESTON was very wrot h i ndeed.

To prove it, H s Excellency, or whatever a police conm ssioner should be
cal l ed, kept pacing Hapwood's living roomuntil the ancient floor-boards
creaked, while a silent audience sat by.

This was the day after things at Thorne's and Wston hadn't arrived
anywhere since. He had chunks of evidence, of course, but nothing to go with
t hem

Angrily, Weston flipped a piece of paper on the table. It was the verse
that referred to Jack and Jill.

"It was the wi nd-up," storned Weston. "Thorne getting rid of his
acconplices. He brought themthere with a nmessage like this - Cardiff and the
Marlow girl - and they were too dunb to know that they were Jack and Jill. O
maybe they just picked that jingle thenmsel ves and he turned the trick on
them "

Havi ng once been A d King Cole, Hapwood took it upon hinmself to study the
clip that referred to Jack and Jill.

"You found Cardiff's body," stated Hapwood, "but what becane of the
girl?"

"She slugged Thorne and got away," explained Weston. "lnspector Cardona
nmet Thorne staggering out and let himgo, thinking he'd find the girl up in
t he

pent house. Only she was gone" - Weston turned to gl ower at Cardona, who was
sitting by - "and so was Thorne when the inspector came down to | ook for him™"
"l called the Cobalt Club first, commissioner," renminded Cardona. "You'd

told me that Thorne was to nmeet you there. | didn't want to bring himthere
under arrest. It's against the club rules.”

That shoul d have brought a snmile from Cranston who was al so present, but
his mnd was otherw se occupied at this noment.

"About that Mther Goose book, commissioner,"” Cranston began. "I have
been
doi ng consi derabl e research -"

"OfF course you have," interposed Wston. "The only place | can ever reach

you by phone is at the public library and even then, you' re always busy in the
children's corner. Just like a little nouse."
"So quiet," added Cranston, "that you don't even know |I'mthere."
"OfF course | know you're there," retorted Weston. "I'm always told so."
"And you take their word for it."



"Why not? Now listen, Cranston, put away that report on Mther Goose. |
don't want to know about the missing editions or whatever they are. W'll wait
until the big day when the school -chil dren appoint a Boy Conmi ssioner, unless
Cardona wants to play at being Boy Inspector right now "

Cardona still had an argument.

"I tried to reach you here, comm ssioner,’
al ways busy."

"Tarvel and Al cott were making |ong distance calls,"” explained Hapwood,
apol ogetically. "They still want to buy nore stores. | just went to sleep and
| et them go ahead."

"That you did," affirnmed Tarvel, froma corner chair. "W didn't know
t hat
I nspector Cardona was trying to reach you here."

"The fault was really mine," put in Alcott to Weston. "Wen the inspector
finally put a call through. | was expecting long distance. | just told himto
phone the Cobalt O ub. Perhaps | should have awakened M. Hapwood."

Weston di smissed the whole matter with an inpatient gesture.

"Al'l 1 can say is, find Thorne!" stornmed Weston. "The girl is inportant,
but Thorne takes precedent. He killed Cardiff and that's nore serious than
robbery. | want you to find a murderer!" Though Weston snapped the fina
sentence at Cardona, it was Cranston who had the answer.

“I'"l1l find the nurderer," stated Cranston. "All | need is the proper
cooperation on the subject of Mdther Goose. Only I'Il be other places than the
public library fromnowon, so I'll call you when | need your assistance,
conmi ssi oner . "

"My assistance?" demanded Weston. "How?"

"For a round-up," returned Cranston. "You're after a nurderer and at

said Joe, "but the |line was

| east
one accomplice, aren't you? | may need sonme squad cars in a hurry."

"You'll have them" prom sed Weston, "and a | ot of mounted police if you
want. 1'll even arrange for the Fire Departnent if you wish. Just call for nen
and you'll have them if you'll only talk about a nurderer instead of Mot her
CGoose! "

They | eft Hapwood's and rode away in the conm ssioner's car. This tine
Cranston was al ong and t hough the afternoon was |late, there was still enough

time for himto add sone data to his previous lists.
It was grimy sinple this time. The Shadow s two lists could be conpl eted
in combination with this brief notation

THORNE CASE

Thorne - at hone
Cardi ff - nurdered

D ane - witness

O hers all at Hapwood's

Cranston was witing that with ink of vivid blue. Wston noted the action
and inmpolitely stole a glance over his friend s shoulder. By then, the witing
had vani shed; Cranston was using the sort that The Shadow enpl oyed when
sendi ng
nmessages to his agents.

VWhat Weston thought was that Cranston had turned the paper over to fold
the witing inside, for Cranston was creasing the paper downward. So Weston
saw
not hi ng, nor did he hear anything.

The | augh that Cranston gave was conpletely repressed by his tightened
lips. If alaugh at all, it was of an inward sort.

Yet it stood for the | augh of The Shadow



X X

DARKNESS had just replaced dusk when Inspector Joe Cardona arrived at a
little store called the Book Wormin response to a tel ephone call. It was
rather a surprise call, for it came from Lanont Cranston, who had been riding
with Cardona in the conm ssioner's car, only an hour before.

At | east Cardona wasn't surprised to find that the Book Wrmwas a book
store. Its title rather defined it as such

The shop specialized in old books and remmi nders, the latter terns
signi fyi ng surplus copies of books that publishers no | onger planned to |ist
and which were therefore sold in bargain |lots.

Cardona found Cranston anmpong the remai nders. Swarthy Joe | ost sonethi ng
of
hi s poker-faced attitude when he saw the book that Cranston showed him It was
a
copy of Modther Goose, the sort of thing that Conm ssioner Weston didn't want
to
hear about.

It was a conplinment to Cardona that Cranston had considered that he m ght
be interested. After all, Wston hadn't said that people couldn't talk about
Mot her Goose on the side.

"Here's luck," Cranston told Cardona, displaying the book and its
fancy-col ored jacket. "The only copy of the Harlequin Edition of Mther Goose
in any New York book store.”

"How cone?" asked Cardona

"Because this shop bought the whol e remnai nder," explained Cranston, "and
they sold all except one copy, which they purposely kept. They like to have
samples of all the remminders they handle, just for conparison.”

Car dona nodded.

"I've talked with the clerk," Cranston continued, "and he tells ne that a
few weeks ago, he sold a half a dozen of these books to one custoner."

"Does he renenber the customer?”

"No, except that he was a rather big man. The light is dimover there by
the counter” - Cranston gestured that way - "and the clerk was very busy. But
he remenbered a sale of six and also that the man said he wanted themfor his
grandchi l dren. "

Cardona began to nmake a note of it.

"Check on Thorne's grandchildren," stated Joe. "Find out if he has six -
or nore -"

"Or less,"” put in Cranston, "or any. That was just an excuse. Wiit, here
cones the clerk. Perhaps he has sone nore information."

The clerk had it, and in a tangi ble way. He was unw apping a flat package
and as he finished, he triunphantly displayed another copy of the Harlequin
Edition.

"This just came in by messenger,
say, if you want to buy a copy. It's in fine shape -

Thunmbi ng the pages as he spoke, the clerk gave a dunb-faced stare. Anobng
t he pages were | arge square gaps, where portions of the book had been cli pped
with scissors. But Cardona didn't take it dunbly.

"I't's one of Thorne's books!" exclainmed the inspector, seizing the
vol une.

"Look, M. Cranston, these are m ssing rhynes. The only question is which
rhynmes. "

"Easy enough to check them" returned Cranston, taking the nmutil ated

the clerk announced. "Very tinely, I'd

book.
"Here, 1'll call the page nunbers and you tally by the sanple copy that we
j ust
| ooked at."
Tally they did. One by one, Cranston discovered that King Cole. Contrary
Mary, Black Sheep, Jack and Jill, were the mssing jingles. Each told a story



initself, by its jagged absence. But those weren't all. As Cranston flipped
anot her page, he was greeted by a further gap - and nore.

From bet ween the pages fluttered the m ssing verse that had been cut from
this additional page. Cranston picked it up and showed it to Cardona. The
verse
read:

Hunpty Dunpty sat on a wall
Hunpty Dunpty had a great fall
Al'l the King' s horses

And all the King' s nen

Coul dn't put Hunpty Dunpty
Toget her agai n.

Muttering the jingle, Cardona tried to guess its inplication. Then:

"Thorne sends these to the crooks who work with him" stated Joe. "I'd
like to know who this one was for, and what's nore |1'd |ike to know who's
neant
by Hunpty Dunpty."

Cranston's reply was a slight gesture along the book store aisle;
t ur ni ng,
Cardona saw Di ane Marl ow approachi ng. Reaching one hand for his revol ver, the
other for a pair of handcuffs, Cardona was about to nake a quick arrest when
Cranston stopped him

"I don't think the girl is involved," said Cranston calmy. "She woul dn't
have cone here if she were. You see, | happened to know how to reach her and I
sent for her."

"But she received nessages -

"And so did I, right now," interposed Cranston, gesturing to the Hunpty

Dumpty clipping. "lIt's a nice way of planting crinme on soneone who isn't
concerned with it."
"Unl ess that nmessage was for this girl," began Cardona; then, as Diane

arrived, Joe decided to follow Cranston's plan. "Al'l right, M. Cranston,
what's the next step?"

As he said this, Cardona gave Diane a cordial bow, or at |east as cordial
a bow as he was capabl e of maki ng. The bl onde gave the inspector a grateful
smle. It seemed good to be getting sone cooperation fromthe | aw.

"Perhaps we shoul d see the conm ssioner," suggested Cranston, "now that
we
can show himthis cut-up version of Mther Goose."

"He'd accuse you of being the cut-up," returned Cardona. "You know what
he
wants. We're supposed to find the nmurderer in back of all these crines and
t hat
nmeans Thorne."

Toying with the Hunmpty Dunpty slip, Cranston nodded. Then:

"There's no way of producing Thorne," said Cranston, "but we night drop
around and see Hapwood."

"Why go to Hapwood's? W were there only a few hours ago."

"Hapwood was King Cole," rem nded Cranston. "He might be able to identify
Hurmpty Dumpty for us. If he could remenber sonme of that correspondence of his,
he m ght give us a |l ead. The comm ssioner certainly would be interested in
forestalling sone new crine."

That convi nced Cardona. They took a cab outside the Book Wrm and rode
straight to Hapwood's, with Diane as a nenber of their party. Though silent,
the girl was thinking intently, wondering what Hapwood's reacti on woul d be
when
he renenbered her as the person who had delivered envel opes stuffed with bl ank
paper instead of stock.

Di ane' s wonder was wast ed.



The nonent they rang Hapwood's door bell, a servant admitted them and
hastily beckoned Cardona upstairs. He hurried there, with Cranston and Di ane
cl ose behind him On the way, the servant buzzed qui ck words to Cardona and
t he
i nspector had his gun out as he strode between the curtains into Hapwood's big
[iving room

There, seated in his heavy chair, was Hapwood, his hands half raised.
Confronting himwas Thorne, gripping a revolver to keep Hapwood covered. As
Cardona entered, Thorne turned and let his own gun fall when he saw Cardona's
weapon.

Reaching for Diane's arm Cardona drew the girl into the light as he
decl ar ed:

"You're wanted for murder, Thorne! Here is the wi tness who can prove your
guilt!"

From t he doorway, Lanont Cranston watched, silent as he stood between the
curtains. It seemed that crine's game had cracked wi de, w thout the services
of
The Shadow

XX

W NSLOW THORNE was still defiant in his big bluff style. Anything to
brazen it out seenmed his notto, or so Diane Marlow t hought. The accusation of
mur der brought a sneer from Thor ne:

"Whose nurder?"

"You killed Rex Cardiff," denounced Cardona. "Don't try to deny it,
Thorne. This girl was a wtness."

Thorne stared hard at Di ane.

"She was nore than a witness," he affirnmed. "She was to be a victim
Cardiff's victim not mne. Ask her."

Starting a nod, Diane halted it.

"Yes, Cardiff intended to kill ne," Diane declared. "He wanted to pl ant
the crime on Thorne -"

"So | came in and planted it on myself,"” interrupted Thorne. "Ridicul ous!
Why should | do that?"

"Because Cardiff was Jack," explained Diane, "and | was Jill."

Now Thorne real ly stared.

"What nonsense is this?" he demanded. "First | come here to square
natters

wi t h Hapwood; now people are talking in riddles. Al | did was save this
girl's
life" - he made a despairing gesture toward Di ane - "and now see how she
t hanks
ne!"

Qddly, Diane couldn't help but concede that Thorne had saved her life, or
at least had prolonged it. If he hadn't seen the Jack and Jill nessage, if
he' d

had no part init, his words could be taken at face value. Noting Diane's
hesi tancy. Thorne decl ar ed:

"Matters are badly mixed. If this girl can claimshe was franed, so can
.
She came rushing out of Brandomis when | was on the way there. | wasn't even
near Cardiff's hotel suite when she dashed out through the |obby. At ny place,
| sinmply exerted the right of any householder to protect ny property. | had to
handl e Cardiff tactfully; the man was murderous. At that | didn't shoot him"

It was Hapwood who bl ared a | oud objection as he bul ked hinself to his
feet.

"You lie, Thorne! Wo else could have been there?"

Thor ne rubbed his chin, puzzled.



"You'll be accusing ne next!" Hapwood storned. "Or you'll try to lay the
bl ame on chaps like Tarvel and Alcott. Fortunately, they have alibis, just as
I

have. If you want to be totally preposterous" - Hapwood turned, inspired by an
after thought - "why don't you accuse the comissioner's friend, M.
Cranst on?"

As Hapwood gestured toward the doorway, Cranston, speaking from between
t he darkness of the curtains, volunteered a dry reply.

"I't wouldn't be too preposterous,” stated Cranston. "After all, ny alibi
m ght not hold. | doubt that even Inspector Cardona can say where | was
yest erday afternoon.”

"I can answer that one," returned Cardona, figuring that Cranston wanted
an answer. "You were at the public library."

"You' re sure, inspector?"

"You were there when the comm ssioner phoned. In fact you were so busy
studyi ng Mot her Goose that somebody had to answer the phone for you."

"In other words, inspector,"” returned Cranston, "I might not have been
there at all."

Cardona hadn't thought of it that way.

"l guess you're right," he conceded. "You could have been somewhere
el se.™

"Li ke Tarvel and Alcott," suggested Cranston, "the night they were
supposed to be at the Hotel Metrolite, the tinme Hapwood cl ai ns he phoned t hem
there."”

That brought a snort from Hapwood.

"Where el se could they have been?"

"Right here,"” returned Cranston. "Ready to tie you up when you | earned
that the police were com ng here. They still had tine to hurry out and go back
to the hotel, at your order, Hapwood."

Hapwood stared as though he didn't understand.

"dd King Cole," defined Cranston. "He called for his pipe and his bow .
Per haps the pipe represented the bonds from Quade's first robbery, |oot that
he
passed to Tarvel. The bowl could have been the jewelry from Quade's second
j ob,
that he passed along to Alcott."

A di sdai nful expression spread itself over Hapwood' s massive face to show
his depreciation of Cranston's theory.

"Fiddl ers Three," added Cranston. "Quade, Tarvel and Alcott. They al
recei ved the sane nessage, clipped from Mother Goose books. Not nessages
pertaining to conming crinme, but a sumons to cone to crine's headquarters,
from
their chief, who represented King Cole."

"A nost entertaining theory," acknow edged Hapwood. "So you believe that
I
m srepresented facts in stating that ny attackers were big nmen and brawny."

"Wth purpose too," put in Cranston. "The description fitted a pair |ike
Thorne and Cardiff."

Fol ding his arms, Hapwood sniled broadly and waited for Cranston to go
on.

"Once the police msjudged the purport of the King Cole nmessage,”
continued Cranston, calmy, "it was smart for you to send another before each
succeedi ng crine. The night of the Brandom robbery you used Contrary Mary.
Tarvel left ten minutes early to come over here, while Alcott fixed hinself a
perfect alibi."

"Tarvel did conme here!" snapped Hapwood. "He tal ked to Thorne on the
phone, ten minutes after the crine!"

"No he didn't!" put in Thorne, excitedly. "He talked only to Alcott. I'm
sure of it."

"Tarvel didn't talk to anyone," assured Cranston, coolly, "because he



couldn't have gotten here in twenty mnutes. The transverse was cl osed off
across Central Park, so the trip would have taken thirty mnutes. The only man
who tal ked to Al cott was Hapwood, covering up for Tarvel."

The statenent was a clincher, but Hapwood didn't take it that way. He

even
put on a jolly snile and waited for Cranston to conti nue.

"You | earned Diane's address" - Cranston was directly accusi ng Hapwood
now

- "and planted a Black Sheep nessage there as prelimnary to the Cardiff
robbery. You were the masked man in that instance, Hapwood; not Thorne. You
| eft here ahead of Tarvel and Alcott, staged the robbery, and nade a hasty
return.

"Nicely tinmed, that job. Tarvel and Alcott reached the hotel just too
| ate
to be inmplicated and gave you an alibi by saying that they'd left you here.
You
were the person who switched those envel opes in the dark and made off with the
ones contai ni ng the Amal ganmated stock. "

Cardona stepped forward, bringing out his handcuff's, hoping they would
be
| arge enough to encircle Hapwood's thick wists. Meanwhile Cranston was
delivering the final accusation

"You murdered Cardiff," Cranston told Hapwood. "You went to Thorne's,
| eavi ng your stooges, Alcott and Thorne, right here, making |ong distance
calls. When the conmi ssioner managed to put a call through, they told himyou
were asleep. He believed it, but there was someone who did not.

"That person” - Cranston paused dramatically - "calls hinmself The Shadow.
He was outside this house, Hapwood, and he followed you, straight to Thorne's.
If need be, he can testify that you were a third party in that fray, and that
your shots killed Cardiff!"

It rang honme to Diane, just as the shots had punched away on that fata
ni ght. Di ane renmenbered now that a gun had blasted fromthe w de door and that
she' d wondered how Thorne coul d have shifted over there so rapidly. There
hadn't been time for The Shadow to prevent Cardiff's death, because the victim
hinsel f was trying to conmit nurder and The Shadow s first duty was to prevent
that deed. In fact, Cardiff's death was in no way undeserved.

Hapwood, however, was ready to debate that point.

"Quite remarkable," declared Hapwood. "You will say next that | sent
Cardiff up to Thorne's."

"It was Cardiff's own idea," returned Cranston, "but the obvious one.
Your
part was sending Di ane the Jack and Jill nessage to lure her there too. You'd
heard that she wore flowers on the night of the dinner party and you nanaged
to
| earn what florist supplied them"

The handcuffs were circling Hapwood's pudgy wists. He was half turned
about and the light that came fromthe flanmes in a large fireplace threw a
denoni ac gl eam upon his face. In the glare, Hapwood's features showed a ruddy
gl oat .

The tinme for argunent was past and Hapwood knew it. No use for himto
wai t
and hear Cranston explain the final machination, how Hapwood had sent the
Mot her
Goose book with its Hunpty Dunpty clipping to the Book Worm as a trap for
Cranston hinself. Right now, the trap was in reverse.

Hapwood gave it a doubl e reverse.

Hooki ng Cardona's own wists with his huge fists, Hapwood showed hi nsel f
a
man of power as well as bulk, by hauling the stocky inspector full about. Half
lifting Cardona fromhis feet, Hapwood gave hima m ghty heave, alnost to



Cranston's doorway.

At the same nmonent, Hapwood raised a tremendous bellow that fairly shook
two ornamental screens flanking each side of the fireplace. Those screens
toppl ed forward and across them sprang Al cott and Tarvel, Hapwood's partners
in
crime, each with a gun

Cranston woul d have been their first target if he'd been anywhere to
find.

But in that interim Hapwood' s accuser had dropped back through the curtains,
letting themclose in front of him A nmonent |ater, those curtains were
parting

and fromtheir folds, a black-clad figure launched in a |Iow, arrowike drive,
past the persons in the foreground.

The Shadow had suppl anted Lanont Cranston

Reachi ng Hapwood before the bul ky man could grab up Thorne's | ost gun
The
Shadow hoi sted the huge murderer and flung hi mhard agai nst Tarvel and Al cott.
In the confusion, Cardona heard The Shadow s quick, sharp order, uttered as he
went past. Joe acted in accordance. What Cardona did was rush Thorne and Di ane
right out of this roomwhere battle was to rage.

Bef ore Tarvel and Al cott could find The Shadow with their guns, he was at
the fireplace, flinging new nissiles their way. The Shadow was using flam ng
| ogs that hurled nmasses of sparks wherever they struck. Dazzled, startled, the
stooges were recoiling, |leaving only Hapwood to hurl hinself upon The Shadow.

Reel i ng about w th Hapwood, The Shadow kept the man's big bulk toward his
ot her adversaries. Meanwhile those | ogs were doing swift, devastating work.
Their flanes had reached the screens, the fancy hangi ngs, and were junmping to
t he curtai ned doorways.

The Shadow had begun a hol ocaust that was turni ng Hapwood's domain into a
hell i sh scene that suited its Satanic naster

Ami d the crackle and the snoke, Tarvel and Al cott fled choking fromthe
room and staggered down the stairs right into the waiting hands of Cardona and
Thorne, who were backed by Hapwood's servants, honest nen, who had been in
i gnorance of Hapwood's crimnal ways.

Wth snoke pouring down the stairs, Cardona thrust the prisoners to the
street, shoving Diane and Thorne along to safety. The open air offered the
only
safety now, for when Cardona turned to be back upstairs, the snmoke had becone
too thick to penetrate.

The conflagration was vivid at the upstairs windows. Its very rapidity
had
attracted the attention of the nei ghborhood, for along with far away whi ne of
a
patrol car's siren cane the greater how and the clangor of approaching fire
engi ne.

As everything seenmed to converge upon this scene, Diane kept staring
anxi ously at those bl azing wi ndows, hoping to see The Shadow. Then great
streans of water were neeting the flames and steam domi nated the scene, unti
above a pl aying hose, Diane saw two figures gain the roof. Lighted by the gl ow
of the still active fire, they could be identified as The Shadow and Artemnus
Hapwood.

The fighters parted suddenly, The Shadow wheeling toward a wall dividing
Hapwood' s roof fromthat next door, while Hapwood gai ned t he vantage point of
a
cornice at the front of the house. The Shadow stunbl ed as he gained the
par apet,

t hen swung hinsel f about to | ook for Hapwood.

Horribly the neaning of the final Mther Goose nmessage swept home to
D ane
Mar | ow:



"Hunpty Dunpty sat on a wall
Hunpty Dunmpty had a great fall -"

They meant The Shadow, those |ines! Having taken a worse choking than
Hapwood from the snoke, he was exactly where the nurderer wanted him on a
wall, ready for a fall!

Only to Diane, Hapwood | ooked nore |ike Hunpty Dunpty as he squatted on
the wall that topped the front cornice. But even at this distance, Di ane could
see Hapwood gl oat as he aimed his gun for The Shadow.

Cardona was haul i ng D ane out past the curb. The clatter of horse's hoofs
announced nounted police, who were arriving to fling back the crowmd. Al that
significance was | ost on Di ane as she saw two guns spurt: Hapwood's, then The
Shadow s!

Hapwood had fired first, but he had m ssed, for he was tilting away as he
ai red. Hapwood's strategy worked, however, for his | ean caused The Shadow s
shot to go wide too. The next opportunity was Hapwood's, but to Diane's
amazement, he | eaned further instead of straightening; in fact, Hapwood | eaned
so far that his shot went up into the air.

The Shadow didn't respond with gunfire. Instead, he |aughed, and grinly.

Then Di ane saw why.

The front wall was responsible for Hapwood's lean. It was toppling
forward, downward, cornice and all, toward the cleared sidewal k bel ow. The
fire
was practically out, but that wall top hadn't stood the strain of |oosening
masonry, sprung by weakeni ng tinbers.

Artemus Hapwood had beconme his own Hunpty Dunpty.

Li ke D ane, Cardona realized that fact as they both heard the bel |l owed
shriek that cane fromthe bul ky figure, plunging earthward with the cornice.
The hiss of water, the clatter of bricks, drowned that death cry from
Hapwood' s
lips as he was lost in the mass of debris that reached the sidewalk with him

Stunned li ke the other observers, Diane could only stare at the pyramd
of
bricks that had become a nmurderer's temporary tonb. Then, staring at the squad
of notionless firemen and the nmounted police on their quivering horses, D ane
could feel the finish of the verse clash through her brain:

"Al'l the King's horses

And all the King' s nen
Coul dn't put Hunpty Dunpty
Toget her again."

That was right, they couldn't. The | aw was king now, for Artenus Hapwood
was no longer King Cole. He was just Hunpty Dunpty and he had found his proper
fate.

Briefly, a beckoning figure in black rose upon the low wall, then dropped
lightly and easily to the adjoining roof. The connecting parapet had remai ned
intact and with it, The Shadow had done |ikew se. Cardona understood t hat
parting beckon; it meant that the house was safe enough to enter and begin the
search for the wealth that Hapwood and his hel pers had stol en

As for The Shadow, he was off again into the darkness that veiled his
nmysteri ous way. No | onger exhausted, he trailed back a peal of mirth that al
coul d hear and conprehend.

A weird | augh, that blended into persisting echoes, The Shadow s
pronouncenent of a final triunph over crinel

THE END






