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CHAPTER |

HARRY VINCENT swung from the subway exit and turned southward toward Columbus Circle.
Blocks ahead he saw adistant electric Sgn that was spelling aword in running letters. Thesign said:

HURRY!

Walking briskly, Harry kept watching the sign. Another word unraveled itself across the broad strip. It
was arepetition of the first, but exclamation points rendered it more emphatic.

Thistimethedgn sad:
HURRY!!

Ingtinctively, Harry quickened his pace. Somehow, the message seemed intended for him. He had taken
the subway because be hadn't been able to find an empty cab and besides, there had been atraffic jam
around Times Square. And now the el ectric Sgn was delivering another silent shout.
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There, in running lettersthat fairly screamed its brightness, appeared athird word:
HURRY !

Now Harry was doing adog-trot He was really taking this message literally.

And why not?

Often, Harry Vincent had recelved strange messages from his chief, The Shadow; orders that had come
at unexpected times, in unexpected places, and from unexpected sources. Perhaps Burbank, The
Shadow's contact man, had found some way to rig the wording of that sign and flash through alast
minute command.

It was Burbank who had started Harry on this mission to the Alvara Apartments, the big building just
around the next corner. Maybe Burbank had found it necessary to speed up Harry's arrival there.

Suddenly, the whole notion dispdlled itsdf. The sign was explaining itself. Riding acrossit were other
words, suggesting the customers order their post-war automobiles before the supply was exhausted. That
waswhy the sign had first given triple emphasisto the word "Hurry!"

Harry dackened pace.

He wanted the next block to think over why he had come here and what he was going to do about it.
Badcdly, hisstuation was very smple, assmpleas A B C, except that those letters weren't assmple as
they sounded.

A, B and C stood for Albersham, Barstow and Curvin, three gentlemen who had taken advantage of
their initidsto form a corporation called the ABC Industries, which had suddenly loomed into
importance. Only this afternoon, the ABC Industries had become front page newsin the New Y ork
journasfor amost remarkable reason.

According to report, ABC was ready to produce anew form of aloy that was so ancient that it was
redly new. Ther product was the sort to rouse the jealousy of modern metalurgists. Through an
eccentric professor named Rufus Parrish, the ABC syndicate had acquired the greatest secret of
legendary Egypt, that of annedling bronze so it would have ahardness superior to the finest stedl.

Nor could this story be considered fanciful.

Authorities agreed that the ancient Egyptians had possessed such aprocess. Of dl the menin America
who might have uncovered that secret, Professor Parrish rated tops. Time after time, Parrish had probed
into the secrets of the Pharaohs, violating the tombs of the high priests of the Nile, defying the curses of
the whole Egyptian pantheon.

If Professor Parrish owned such a secret, he would be afool to part with it for anything under haf a
million dollars. It happened that haf amillion dollars was the price that Albersham, Barstow and Curvin
had paid for the professor's secret.

There was more to the story, however; more money behind it, to be specific.

So anxious were the members of ABC to acquire al data covering their precious purchase, that they had
offered to pay cash in plenty to anyone furnishing them with data that they could add to Parrish's
information. Whoever e se held theredl riddle of the Sphinx would also be in the money.

There were certain men who qualified. One such man was Hugo Zerland who lived & the Alvara



Apartments. Unquestionably Zerland would take up the offer, which waswhy Harry Vincent had been
deputed to interview him. For behind this business of reviving an old Egyptian secret for modern use, lay
influences snister and baeful - should anyone admit their existence.

HURRY!
HURRY!!
HURRY!!!

The sign flashed itstriple shout again, as Harry turned the corner, areminder, even though amere
coincidence, that weird influences from the Land of the Nile might still be at large, even in this mechanized
age. Hand in coat pocket, Harry fingered an envel ope containing clippings that related to the subject and
despite himsdlf, he began to wonder.

Harry was waking with long, rapid strides, a compromise between his brief jog, and anatura gait. Then,
amogt at the door of the Alvara, a sudden thought struck him. If there was no need to hurry, this sort of
pace was foolish. Should haste be necessary, it would be equally unwise to give away the fact.

If danger lurked, it would be human; of that, Harry felt certain. So when he strolled nonchaantly into the
lobby of the Alvara Apartments, he took a satisfactory glance across the street. No furtive figures lurked
in the darknessthere, so far as Harry could see; till, he wouldn't have sworn that there were none. It
was very dark across the street.

To get anywherein the Alvara Apartments, it was necessary to stop at acombination office and
switchboard that was under the control of a dapper young man who at the moment was very busy
operating switchboard plugs beyond awindow that bore the statement:

MAKE INQUIRIESHERE

Thiswas emphasized by ablocky eevator man standing at the open door of hiscar. Harry'sfirst steps
were toward the elevator and the operator responded by gesturing toward the office, with an upward
thumb motion that indicated the sign.

Therewas agirl already waiting at the office wicket. Her back was turned toward Harry and was mostly
fur, inthe form of amink coat. Apparently she was negotiating with the dapper chap behind the window,
s0 Harry took histurnin line with no show of impatience, knowing too well how such symptoms could
gtart an argument around New Y ork and thus delay matters further.

They moved fast in Manhattan if you didn't block them; if you did, they'd take their own time and yours
withit.

The switchboard character manipulated afew plugs, tangled himsdf with some insulated wires, then
announced as though that settled it:

"Mr. Zerland isn't seeing anyone this evening.”

It couldn't be meant for Harry, because he hadn't yet mentioned Zerland. So Harry took it that it was
meant for the girl. She pivoted away from the wicket on apair of high hedss, taking aturn in the opposite
direction so that Harry didn't see her face. All Harry did was crowd half through the wicket window and
put the confidential query:

"Just who isMr. Zerland seeing?’



The fellow at the switchboard tried to swell into importance, but it didn't work with a keen-eyed
guestioner like Harry. Through the window, Harry added:

"Just who is up there with him now?"
The clerk hesitated, then gave ady look at a sheet of paper beyond his opposite elbow.

"A couple of men seeing him on business,” the clerk admitted. "Their names are Barstow and Curvin.
Guess| can tell you that much. Nobody said | couldn't.”

"That's being civil," approved Harry. "Now take aside-dant at thet list and seeif you don't see my name
topping it, as one of the privileged few. The nameis Albersham.”

The fellow looked, turned his head up toward the wicket, and nodded.

"That settlesit from A to Z," acknowledged Harry. "Mr. Albersham seesMr. Zerland. Give methe
gpartment number and a pass or whatever else that elevator man needs to make him act human.”

"It's6B," the switchboard tender supplied. Then, rising to gesture through the window: "It'sal right,
Kirky," hecalled. "Mr. Albersham can go up.”

Keeping a poker-face to hide histriumph, Harry Vincent turned about as he entered the elevator. The
switchboard man had gone back to duty, but Harry's expression wasn't entirely lost, where awitnesswas
concerned. If anything, that witness had something of an edge on Harry.

Said witness was the fur-wearing lady who had preceded Harry at the window. She had started from the
lobby, but she hadn't gone beyond the door. She had turned too, to learn what avisitor to Zerland's
looked like.

It wasn't easy to guess afur coat's contents from the back, but Harry had rather suspected that the girl in
the mink was of lithe construction. She wasindeed, as he saw her now with the coat spread loose; she
was dender, tall, but stately rather than willowy. But it was the expression of her face that riveted Harry.

The features were truly exotic, as though sculptured from softened marble. Their complexion was
creamy, but reminiscent of cream lying thick upon the surface of coffee. The girl's eyes, peering from
beside a high-bridged nose, caught the light and showed a sparkle of a color that represented the exact
shade of Nile green.

A lovely face, yet as haunting as something from adream, and fixed in mold. It was aface that could
have come from afar, either in terms of space or time. Not asemblance of asmile, not even aflicker of
an eydlash disturbed the serenity of that countenance.

But it wasn't until the door of the elevator shaft had clanged and the car was starting upward, that Harry
Vincent redlized he'd been looking at somebody as straight from Egypt asif she had been the Sphinx
itsdlf!

CHAPTERI I

BY thetime Harry Vincent reached the door of 6B, he was shaking off thoughts of Little Egypt, down
therein thelobby. Harry had other things to think about, as was aways the case when he handled a
gpeciad mission for The Shadow, and particularly when he was staging a bluff, as at present.

Thefirst factor was Kirky, the elevator man. Though the fellow had taken orders directly from the
information booth, he till considered that he had afew duties other than smply hoisting the elevator to



the sixth floor. For onething, Kirky gave Harry acontinuous scrutiny, al the way up; for another, he kept
the devator at the sixth floor when he reached there, to seeto it that the pretended Mr. Albersham went
to 6B and nowhereelse.

Thiswasn't exactly what Harry wanted; in fact, it was something far fromit.

Seeing the door marked 6B down at one end of the corridor, Harry purposaly started in the opposite
direction, only to have Kirky boom after him:

"Apartment 6B isthe other way, migter!"

So Harry turned the other way and past the elevator noted a side corridor which obvioudy led to some
rear gpartments. Hoping Kirky had given up, Harry took to the side passage only to hear the same
booming voice carry after him.

"Not around that way, mister! Keep straight aong to the end of the hal!"

Further staling wouldn't have helped, so Harry turned back to 6B, at the same time regretting that he
hadn't been able to complete the survey. Getting the genera layout of a strange building was dwaysa
good beginning, but it wasn't wise to incur the disfavor of the hired help.

Onething, Harry did find out. The fire tower wasin the center of the building, around in back of the
elevator, which was something rather unusua. The Alvara Apartments conssted of a structure which
could betermed al wings, Apartments A and B in one direction; C and D the other; with an unknown
quantity of other lettered doors back in the rear wings of the same building.

Right now, the only apartment that mattered was 6B. It had abdll button, so Harry gave it an imperious
ring and waited. The door was opened by a bowing man who looked like a secretary. Thefdlow said:
"Step right in, Mr. Albersham’ and as Harry did, he heard Kirky close the door of the elevator. A
moment later the gpartment door too was closed and Zerland's secretary was bowing Harry into a
sumptuous living room of avery szable apartment.

Two men were seated there and Harry could have been blindfolded and still made the correct guess that
neither was Hugo Zerland. The secretary didn't introduce Harry to them, but just took it for granted that
he knew them. What was more, the secretary continued on through the living room, apparently to spesk
to someone else who could only be Zerland. Besides, from the surprised mutters the two men gave when
they looked at Harry, it was obvious that they must be Albersham's partners, Barstow and Curvin.

"Good evening, gentlemen,” declared Harry. "l take it that you must be Mr. Barstow and Mr. Curvin."

"I'm Geoffrey Barstow.” The man who spoke cameto hisfeet. "Y ou areright; my friend here” - he gave
asdeward gesture - "is Arnold Curvin. But you aren't Edwin Albersham!™

Barstow was ablunt man, tall when he reared himself as he did now, though his shoulders had a natura
droop that hunched him into a rather portly appearance when seated. Barstow's face was broad and he
probably preferred to keep it bland, but this business of dealing with an impostor was pulling Barstow out
of character.

The broad face was flushed with a show of indignation that carried its ruddy touch clear up to the
exaggerated forehead that was partly a bad head, the bal dness beginning where the wrinkles ended.

Curvin too was coming to hisfeet, but more ddiberately, atrifle painfully. His hunch wasn't naturd, his
shoulders looked as though he wanted to straighten them, but couldn't. Curvin was a man with peaked
face and small eyes, that seemed sharp despite the droop of their lids. He kept his head tilted as though



to favor one shoulder and though he smiled, his expression wasn't too pleased.

However, Curvin didn't speak. He left that to Barstow, whose tone was sharp. But Harry sensed that
Barstow was merdy forcing himsdf to a superficia show of outrage.

"Coming here and cdling yoursdf Edwin Albersham!” sormed Barstow. "May | ask the meaning of this,
aswel asinquiring who you redly are?"

"My nameisHarry Vincent," acknowledged Harry, coally. " And speaking of asking, | merely asked for
Mr. Albersham. Cdl the switchboard, if you don't believe me."

While Barstow's flush faded, Curvin let his smile spread and be come more pleasant. Inadry drawl,
Curvininquired:

"Y ou mean that fool sent you up here to see Albersham?”

"That about szesit," returned Harry, "though he may have gotten it wrong. He looked dumb enough and
besides, hewas dl goggle-eyed over the latest thing in mink linings. | believe she wasinquiring for
Zerland's gpartment too, though | didn't hear her give her name.”

Harry's remark brought an exchange of glances between Barstow and Curvin and they both |ooked
worried. That scored one for Harry; he made the mentd note that these men were bothered by the
Egyptian angle of their business. It aso paved the way for Harry's next shot, but he waited, knowing the
opportunity would soon come.

Getting back to his bland manner, Barstow asked:
"Just why do you want to talk to Albersham?’

"I might say that was Albersham's business,” put Harry, bluntly, "but it isn't, entirely. It's your business just
asmuch. Here" - Harry brought the envelope from his pocket - "these clippingswill explain it.”

Harry spread the clippings on the living room table. They made astory in themselves. One was the front
page item declaring that Albersham, Barstow and Curvin, asthe ABC Industries, intended to produce a
super-metd in the form of hardened bronze. That, of course, was common knowledge.

Other items, however, were somewhat obscure, except when studied closely and together. Here were

smal ads bearing theinitids A B C asking for information regarding Egyptian tombs and hieroglyphics.

Also little announcements of tests being made in order to develop awonder metal, by certain interested
but unnamed parties.

Findly, Harry spread a sizable sheet of paper in the form of atabloid newspaper page. It was adorned
with photographs of the sphinx and pyramids, aong with those of rifled Egyptian tombs. It showed a
couple of bearded men, famous Egyptian explorers, who had died suddenly after completing
excavetions.

Dominating the page was afanciful drawing of those same bearded men, backing away in horror from a
weird creature in Egyptian robe wearing amask like a bird's head, the cresture in question holding ahuge
dagger, poised asthough to strike at the bearded pair. In the background was amummy case, showing
the figure of an Egyptian princess, haf-unwrapped, while the story bore the provocativetitle:

WILL THE CURSE OF THOTH STRIKE AGAIN?

Looking up, Harry saw disdainful smiles creep across the faces of Barstow and Curvin, but he wondered



how genuine those expressonswere. To find out, Harry plucked alittle clipping from the rest and
showed it to his companions. The story related to Professor Rufus Parrish, mentioning that he had long
been absent from New Y ork and raising a query asto hiswhereabouts. It added pointedly that Professor
Parrish had become afitting subject of investigation for the Bureau of Missing Persons.

Contrary to Harry's expectations, that story brought a bland laugh from Barstow and adry chuckle from
Curvin, who extended a shaky hand to indicate the date on the clipping.

"Old stuff," cackled Curvin. "Of course Parrish had disappeared at that time. He wanted to tuck himself
away while he worked on the bronze formula.”

"Secret experiments,” explained Barstow. "He had to decipher alot of Egyptian hieroglyphics along with
other things. He didn't want to be disturbed.”

"L ook at today's story," argued Curvin, hisforefinger quivering above. "It states plainly that ABC
Industries has acquired the Parrish formula.”

"And that accounts for Professor Parrish,” summed Barstow. "We hear from the professor regularly, so
that should satisfy you, Mr. Vincent" - Barstow's tone became terse - "whatever your interest is.”

Gathering the clippings, Harry put them back in the envelope. Then, pointedly, he asked:
"It couldn't be that Professor Parrish istrying to dodge the Curse of Thoth?!
Barstow and Curvin tried to laugh that off, but their manner was rather feeble.

"I'd ask Parrish himsdlf," added Harry, "if | could find him. Since | can't, would you mind if | talked to
Hugo Zerland - or would it spoil some ded of yours?'

There was amoment of hesitancy, then Barstow broke theice.

"Tak to Zerland if you want," Barstow decided. "We don't mind if you discuss this Thoth-and-nonsense
with him."

"Wed be bringing it up anyway," avowed Curvin. "We wouldn't want to do businesswith Zerland if he
believes such rot. We can't talk business until Albersham arrives, so we can clear the Thoth question first.
Y ourewelcometo bein on the discussion, Mr. Vincent, if you'll bow out when we begin to talk

bronze."

Harry gave anod that was quite timely, for at that moment, the secretary returned to the room. Not yet
acquainted with the fact that Harry wasn't Albersham, the secretary spoke to the group as though al
three represented ABC.

"Mr. Zerland will see you now," the secretary announced. " Thisway, gentlemen.”

Asthe secretary turned, Barstow gestured for Harry to come along. Curvin emphasized thisby placing a
trembling hand on Harry's arm, though whether Curvin intended to urge Harry or smply steady himsdlf,
was aquestion, since Curvin's palsy was an allment that made it difficult for him to get in locomation.

Intent upon meeting Zerland, Harry didn't think of looking out the front window that they passed. If he
had, he would have spotted hisold friend, the dectric Sgn, blazing above Columbus Circle.

That sgn was no longer declaiming arunning message. It had stopped on the last of three repeated
words and was holding that dogan, as though for Harry's express benefit:



HURRY!!!
CHAPTER 111
ZERLAND'S study was as surprising a place as the man himself.

Theroomwas large - dl of this apartment was on an ample scale - and the walls were covered with
enlarged photographs depicting al parts of the world, with Hugo Zerland prominent in every scene.

Zerland predominated the photographs because he was atall, rangy man whose height accentuated his
thinness. He bel onged to the beanpol e classification and in one picture, where Zerland wasriding a
mountain burro, it looked as though he were walking, with the cresture trying to crowd its way benesth
him.

For asteed, Hugo Zerland needed an elephant or a camd to reduce his six feet seveninchesto

something resembling norma sze. There were photos of him on both and Harry Vincent was particularly
interested in the camel because it savored - at least pictorialy - of the Egyptian desert.

Mixed among the photographs were actua weapons, such as African spears, Austraian boomerangs,
and Orienta swords. The room was furnished with taborets, e ephant tables, teak wood chairs, and
pedestal couches. There were booksin odd shelves and racks, but al of them were curious old volumes
bound in vellum, parchment, or even metal.

Zerland himsdlf lived up to the photographs except that he looked older and more haggard. Hisface was
as bony as hisform and seemed as much parchment as some of the book bindings. His eyes, however,
were very much alive; they were awatery gray, that seemed to flow wherever he turned his gaze.

At present, Zerland was seated on one of the couches; he wasn't reclining, held smply chosen the couch
instead of achair because it was more ample. Asaresult, his proportions were easily gauged and if
anything, looked more exaggerated than the photographs.

Apparently Zerland gill thought that Harry was Albersham, for he included him in the quick, flowing
survey that he gave dl three visitors. Odd, Zerland'sway of looking at people. That flowing glance of his
seemed to freezelikeice, but only momentarily. Then it would swim further dong.

Barstow began negotiationswith Zerland.

"Weare here, Mr. Zerland," declared Barstow, "to discuss certain findings that you made in Egypt,
during your extensive tours of the globe. But first -"

"But fird," interrupted Zerland, sharply, "suppose you introduce yourselves. Which of you iswhich?'

"I'm Barstow," the speaker acknowledged. "This" - heindicated the man beside him - "isMr. Curvin. We
are expecting our partner Albersham -"

Before Barstow could go further, Zerland was up from the couch, suddenly and nervoudy, waving his
hand at Harry.

"Thenwhoisthis?'
Harry stepped forward and introduced himsdlf. Then:

"| came here a the request of amutua friend,” Harry stated, deciding that thiswasthetimeto play a
trump card. "A gentleman who hastraveled as extensvely asyou have, Mr. Zerland. In fact, | am quite



sure that you must have met him during the course of your travels, aswell asherein New York. | refer to
Mr. Lamont Crangton.”

It was something of a shot in the dark, for Harry's instructions had been smply to see Zerland, warn him
about some unknown peril, and keep him under something resembling surveillance until The Shadow
could take over in person.

Of coursein naming Lamont Cranston, Harry actudly signified The Shadow, because Cranston wasthe
name and persondlity that The Shadow usually operated under when he appeared publicly. Thelink
between The Shadow and Lamont Cranston waswell covered, therefore was no give-away. But that
was not the reason why Harry had played the Cranston bet.

Noted as a globe-trotter, Cranston was dmost certainly an acquaintance of Zerland's, if only an
acquaintance of apassing sort. The name certainly registered with Zerland but not in away that Harry
expected. Folding back on the couch, Zerland turned quite pale and his odd eyes became shifty. When
Zerland recovered composure, his tone was hoarse:

"What did Cranston want to tell me?'
Again, Harry played what he thought was a good shot.
"| think he wanted to talk about the Curse of Thoth."

Instead of producing darm, Harry's words caused Zerland's lipsto bare histeeth in agrin that would
have done credit to a skeleton. The ungainly man gave a hard laugh that carried agenuine note. For some
reason, he was pleased because that was all Cranston wanted.

"A foolishlegend,” sneered Zerland land, rising again from the couch. "The myth that anyone who violates
the tomb of ahigh priest of Thoth will suffer deaeth from the hand of the ibis-god himsdlf. Tl me" - he
whedled to Barstow and Curvin, letting hisicy gaze fix on each - "has anyone e se given credenceto this
folly? 1 mean anyone e se familiar with the data that you want?"

Both Barstow and Curvin shook their heads. Then Barstow spoke.

"We have only talked to Professor Parrish," he declared. "Of course the professor is eccentric and might
believe anything. But you are the first of three others, besides Parrish -"

"I know," interrupted Zerland. "We dl have information that you regard as vauable, whichit is. My prize
isapapyrus, direct from the tomb of the high priest El-Tagb. It was trandated for me by aman now
dead" - again, Zerland's lips spread in asmile as happy asit was ugly - "and you can have the trandation
verified, after we have arranged the price.”

Both Barstow and Curvin nodded eagerly. Then Barstow curbed himsdlf with the comment:
"Perhaps we had better wait for Albersham. | can't understand why heisso late.”

"It's because we are so early," inserted Curvin, crisply. "Albersham isadways punctud, but we arrived
ahead of time. My suggestion isthat Zerland show us the papyrus so that we can be discussing terms
when Albersham joinsus.”

Curvin looked at Harry as he spoke, indicating that thiswas the right time to get rid of the unwanted
visitor who had concluded his discussion of the Thoth Curse with Zerland. Catching the idea, Barstow
nodded and Harry decided to accept the hint. He strolled toward the living room and Zerland's
ever-ready secretary bustled over to conduct him out.



At the door, however, Harry paused in well-faked style. He was taking a cigarette from his case, but he
couldn't find amatch and was glancing, about for one. The secretary saw Harry's dilemma and produced
afancy lighter in the shape of alittle bronze statuette that was on a corner taboret. A cute lighter, but it
didn't work, which pleased Harry al the more.

Waiting for the lighter to click, Harry was watching Zerland open apair of brass gatesthat Harry had so
far mistaken for the back wall of the study. Stepping into asmall rear room which wasfurnished in
Chinese style with garish tapestries, Zerland stepped to one side wall and opened alarge Oriental
cabinet, where he stooped forward to produce the papyrus that he had mentioned.

At the opposite sde of the room stood alarge Chinese screen, the sort guaranteed to block the route of
wandering demons. The guarantee either didn't hold, or it wasn't applicable to devil-creatures of a
nationaity other than Chinese.

For at that moment, the screen toppled forward to disgorge amost hideous creature wearing an ancient
Egyptian robe, topped by a bird-mask covering its entire head. The thing was a perfect replicaof the
famed ibis-god Thoth, whose mythical Curse had awakened Zerland's sneer.

In one upraised hand, covered with aglove that resembled abird's claw, the horrendous figure clutched a
long bronze dirk that glistened in the light. Clearing the screen before it even struck the floor, this
incarnation of Thoth reached Zerland before anyone - Harry included - could make amoveto help the
victim.

For Hugo Zerland was avictim amost upon the instant. With stretching arm and driving hand that
seemed a continuation of itsleap, the robed thing called Thoth buried the thin bronze blade deep in the
back of the man who had scoffed that such things could not happen!

CHAPTER IV
IT waslike aweird dream, the maddened sequence that followed.

Unable to halt murder, Harry Vincent stood rooted, watching events unravel in dow-motion style,
wondering why he wasn't hurling himsdlf to Zerland's aid, no matter how belated. The least that Harry
could do would be to grab the killer and he was puzzled by hisdelay at that task too.

It was the sort of riddle that would clear itsdf |ater. Actudly, Harry wastightening for an ingtinctive
spring, but his eyes were taking in events faster than his muscles could respond. Those events seemed
dow, because they were packed into instants that made a pair of seconds seem like that many minutes -
amogt hours.

Zerland's body doubled backward the moment the blade pierced it, as though the knife had struck a
hidden spring. Thoth's other hand made a clawing sweep to clutch the papyrusthat Zerland's hand
automatically flung back across his shoulder. The robed figure was twisting away, prizein hand, as
Zerland's body telescoped toward the cabinet into which his hands plunged, as though seeking something
tofill their death grasp.

Those detail s were close to smultaneous and before they completed themselves, Harry Vincent had
begun hisforward lunge. How swiftly he really came to action was proven by the fact that Zerland's body
had not flattened by the time Harry reached the brass gates.

Y et dl during those moments, Zerland was sprawling, though in asow, corkscrew style. From the
drawer inthe old Orienta cabinet, he had clutched and brought along an antique pistol made of heavy
brass with amouth like a blunderbuss. Whether the thing was |oaded didn't reglly matter at this moment,



for Zerland'sfinger had lost sufficient strength to tug the trigger.

As Zerland finished his spird sag, the brass wegpon dipped from hisloosening fist and jounced across
thefloor, where Harry scooped it, a about the center of thislittle room that formed an extenson of the

study.

Other men were surging forward: Barstow and Curvin. Harry amost passed them in hisrush, but they
forged ahead when he stooped to gain the brass gun. Thus Barstow and Curvin were the firgt to reach
that living terror known as Thoth. Simultaneoudy they began a grapple with the masked monstrosity.

Thoth wasted little time on these attackers. He flung his claw-gloved hands at Barstow's throat,
half-choked him with asingle clutch, then flung him back to the middle of the room. Barstow made awild
grab for Thoth's neck, but all he caught was aloop of beads, one of severa adorning the Thoth costume.
Then Barstow landed on hands and kneesin very cumbersome style.

Such fling-about tactics on the part of Thoth proved too great a handicap for Curvin. Clutching for the
murderer's neck, Curvin's shaky hands couldn't do better than grip the collar of the Thoth robe. Now
Curvin's hands were dipping as Thoth whedled hard about, but they held frantically to arobe deeve, near
the elbow. Then, as Thoth completed hiswhirl, Curvin was flung like the last man in agame of
crack-the-whip, rolling acrossthe floor as Thoth reached the window.

Harry had to sdestep Barstow and hurdle Curvin asthey cluttered up the scene. By then, theliving Thoth
had flung open the casement window and was perched on the sill like abird preparing for atake-off. But
Harry wasn't gullible enough to credit thisimpostor with the ability to take to wing.

For one thing, the Thoth costume hadn't any wings, nor was there such athing as afour-footed bird,
which Thoth to a degree resembled, since Harry could see that the costume included soft shoes that were
fashioned like bird-claws in the manner of Thoth's gloves. The hands were more important, for they were
grabbing at something on thewindow sl and amoment later Thoth gave aflip that took him backward
and outward.

It was Smple enough.

The killer was hooking his handsto a cable with alittle trolley, to take a swift, short ride acrossto the
rear extension of the gpartment building. 1t would have to be at about the same leve, that other window,
or Thoth wouldn't have been able to coast here by the same route. But there wasn't any usein dedlingin
ceremonies or theories where amurderer was concerned. Having three withesses who would testify in his
own behaf, Harry Vincent decided to end the killer'sflight and discuss the technicalities | ater.

So as Thoth's head and shoulders swung over and beyond the sill, asthey had to do so that the man
could gtart hisdangling ride, Harry reached the window with afind lunge, shoved the big-muzzled pistol
through in an exact copy of Thoth'sdip, and pulled the trigger hoping the gun was |oaded.

Thegunwasloaded dl right.

It went off with areport like a thunder-clap and the charge ricocheted from the wall below the opposite
window, bringing aclatter of brick and plaster with it. Then Harry was staring at the void beyond.

Thefigure of Thoth had vanished!
Where?

Harry stared downward and listened for acrash. He didn't expect atrailing scream, because if Thoth had
taken that full load, he wouldn't have been able to give one.



But there was no crash from below; and if Thoth had been riddled by the gunshot, why had the same
charge taken such devadtating effect on the brick wall?

With those questions popping through his brain, Harry looked for the cable, saw it, and redized how he
had guessed wrong. That wire line didn't go straight acrossto the rear extension; it was set at asharp
angle, leading inward, to the center of the building which waslike the body of aletter “1," with Zerland's
gpartment and the rear extension placed like the ends of the letter's bars.

Even now, Harry could see awindow dapping shut in the middie of the building and he couldn't do a
thing about it, the blunderbuss pistol being gtrictly aone-shot wegpon. Turning quickly back into the
room, Harry ralied Barstow and Curvin who were coming dumbly to their feet and told them to come

aong.

"Thoth ismaking for the firetower!" Harry didn't go into further detail. "Come aong and maybe we can
overteke him!"

Barstow was numbly fingering the beads that he had snatched from Thoth's robe, while Curvin's hand
was gripping achunk of cloth torn from the killer's deeve. Harry told them to place those exhibits with
Zerland's secretary who was gtill standing rooted, his goggling eyes fixed on the bronze knife handle that
projected from Zerland's back.

Out through the apartment and around to the interior fire tower, Harry was thefirst to hear arumbling
sound of an elevator which couldn't be the smooth-working lift that Kirky handled. Turning to Barstow
and Curvin, Harry gestured toward a diding door adjacent to the fire tower.

"It must be aservice devator!" exclamed Harry. "Thoth has gone down init! Hell be going out the back
way! Comeon!"

By "comeon" Harry meant to use thefire-tower, so they did. Again Harry wasin the lead when they
reached the bottom, but Barstow wasn't far behind. Curvin, though, had been unable to maintain the
pace, even on the downgrade. Rather than wait for him, Harry and Barstow rushed outdoors to look for
Thoth.

Harry was armed with the big pistol, brandishing it asif it were reloaded, and Barstow was carrying abig
canethat he had picked up in Zerland's vestibule. Boldly they both began to look for Thoth, but to no
avail. Nor was there much mystery in the fact they couldn't find thekiller.

In the time that he had gained, Thoth could have reached either corner of the block before his pursuers
arrived. Furthermore, there were passages between buildings through which he might have ducked.
Whether or not Thoth had chucked his regalia somewhere became the next question, or would have
taken precedence, if Curvin hadn't raised another proposition, the moment he arrived.

Summing the Situation with a quick though wide glance that took in the whole block, Curvin steadied his
wobbly knees by gripping the arms of the other two men; then turned to Barstow and wheezed:

"Thoth may have goneto murder Ydvin!"
The name of Y evin registered to Harry, but remotely, until Barstow explained.

"Curvin means Roger Yelvin," stated Barstow. " The famous engineer who made so many surveys of the
pyramids, hoping to solve the secret of their construction. He was the next man that we intended to see.”

Harry put the prompt query:



"WhereisY dvin now?"

"Living in an old house off West Side Avenue,” replied Barstow. "There's no telephone, but | have the
address."

"And you have your car," added Curvin, pointing to an automobile parked a short way down the Strest.
"Y ou had better get to Y dvin'sand warn him right away, while Vincent and | handle matters here.”

Hesitating, Barstow findly nodded. Pulling his keysfrom his pocket, he hurried to his car, clambered into
it and got started. But neither Harry nor Curvin waited to wave Barstow on hisway. By that time, they
were back in the Alvara Apartments, working their way through to the lobby, to spread the news of
Zerland's death among the switchboard tender and the elevator operator.

An argument was dready in progressthere, but it had nothing to do with the Thoth question. It centered
about an imperious man who was drawn up with salf-importance as though he fancied himsdlf a
commanding officer. Histhin face, long and drawn, was flushed to his gray-stresked hair as he stormed
with righteous anger:

"I tell you, | am Edwin Albersham! | demand that you cadl Hugo Zerland at once and tell himthat | am
herel"

The switchboard operator was gesturing through hiswindow and Kirky, the elevator man, had begun to
shove himsdf into the argument.

"Leaveit to me, Homer," boomed Kirky. "And listen you" - thiswasfor Albersham - "we know you ain't
Mr. Albersham, because he's upstairs - see?’

"And if it wasn't Mr. Albersham who went upgtairs, why ain't they chased him down again? Thought
you'd be smart, didn't you, to come walking in here, saying you were Mr. Albersham, not knowing he
was here already.”

Albersham wagged afist Kirky'sway.

"Phone Zerland's gpartment!” insisted Albersham. "L et metalk to my associates, Barstow and Curvin.
They will know my voice' - he paused, abruptly, with astare - "why, here's Curvin now!"

"And there's Albersham!" put in Homer, pointing through the window a Harry. Then, in answer to abuzz
from the switchboard, Homer popped back there, plugged in awire and announced:

"AlvaraApartments... Mr. Zerland? Who is calling please?... Sorry, I'll have to know your name, or |
can't connect you..."

Harry was at the window, wig-wagging through to Homer, offering to help the fellow from his dilemma.
"Switch it to the house phone," suggested Harry. "I'll take it and find out what it's about.”
"All right, Mr. Albersham.”

Hurrying to the booth before Homer could find out who wasredlly Albersham, Harry picked up the
telephone that was | ocated there and announced:

"Harry Vincent gpesking.”

There was apause; abrief click across the wire and a voice came through.



Harry Vincent wastaking to his chief, The Shadow!
CHAPTER YV

IT wasn't the weird, sinister voice of The Shadow that came acrossthe wire, but the calm, precise tone
of agentleman who caled himsdf Lamont Cranston. What Harry had to say in reply would have ruffled
the cam of anyone but Cranston.

Briefly, but rapidly, with the skill acquired through yearsin The Shadow's service, Harry detailed how
Hugo Zerland had been murdered by akiller disguised as Thoth. Following those facts, Harry stated that
Albersham had arrived to join Curvin while Barstow had |eft to warn another potentia victim named
Roger Ydvin.

Thename Y dvin registered distinctly with The Shadow. Then came Cranston's even tone;

"Interesting news, Vincent, to hear that Y evinisliving herein town. Ask Curvin for Yevin's addressand
let me haveit immediatdy.”

Harry didn't haveto go far to talk to Curvin, for at that moment, the shaky man was rapping at the door
of the phone booth. Holding the receiver, Harry opened the door.

"Weve sttled matters, Vincent," explained Curvin. "About your posing as Albersham, | mean. |
explained everything and Albersham is quite satisfied.”

"For the present, yes." It was Albersham who spoke testily, thrusting hislong face over Curvin's hunched
shoulder. "Right now it ismore important to find out who posed as Thoth and murdered Zerland; since
Curvin hastold us of that matter too. Later” - Albersham was glaring - "we can take up the question of
your lesser imposture, Mr. Vincent. Am | right, Curvin?”

"Yes, of course," began Curvin, trying to be tactful. "But Vincent was agreat help, agreat help. He hasn't
done anything suspiciousat dl, not at al."

"Not at dl?" repeated Albersham. "Would he mind telling uswhom that phone call isfrom?”

So sharp was Albersham'’s query that Curvin's suspicions were roused. From his genia pose, the shaky
man gave Harry anarrowed stare, with tiny eyesthat verged upon accusation.

"A far question, Vincent," clucked Curvin. "Who is on the phone?'
"Thepalice" rgoined Harry, promptly. "They want to know about the Zerland case.”
"The police?" echoed Curvin. "But how did they find out about Zerland's desth so soon?”

"Because | told them,” returned Harry. "Y ou see, they were calling to find out if | had arrived yet. They
knew | wasworking for Zerland as a private op."

"A private - what?'

"Op for operative," explained Harry. "Detective to you. Y ou see” - Harry was fabricating negtly, but was
careful not to let it sound too glib - "Zerland wasn't the sort to trust anybody too far, not even your ABC
Industries. When anybody comes around offering ahaf amillion dollars for some ancient secret, it'snot a
bad ideato find out something about them - or isn't it?'

"Wedidn't intend to offer Zerland ahaf million,” snapped Albersham, across Curvin's shoulder. "Weve



aready bought what we wanted from Professor Parrish. We felt that Zerland's supplementary data might
be worth afair price - say fifty thousand dollars."

"Or ahundred thousand," corrected Curvin, turning his head toward Albersham. "We don't haveto
bargain about the matter, Albersham, now that Zerland is dead.”

"Yedvinisn't dead," reminded Albersham. "Wewill haveto bargain with him or any otherswho can gl us
what we want to buy. So there you go, Curvin, giving facts away too soon.”

Curvin winced at that one and Harry took advantage of the fact.

"Zerland was my client,”" remarked Harry, "and right now I'm only interested in finding out who murdered
him. I won't be bothering Y elvin or anybody &se you may have busnesswith. Right now it'sthe police
who want to find Y elvin, so they can put him safely in camphor until you have achanceto talk to him.
They don't think Barstow is good enough protection for Y elvin. What's that address over by West Side
Avenue?'

Curvin's shaky hand fumbled in hisinside pocket for an address book. Meanwhile, Albersham put
another objection.

"Before you give Vincent the address, Curvin," argued Albersham, "make him prove that he'sa private
detective.”

Harry's hand went to his own inside pocket and brought out awallet before Curvin could produce the
address book. The wallet had interior flgps containing cards that showed through cellophane and Harry
flicked afew in front of Curvin'seyes.

There wasn't aprivate detective'slicensein thelot, but Curvin didn't find that out. Harry kept the wallet
tilted so the cards weren't readable in the dim light. Also, be moved his hand so Albersham, thereally
keen man of the pair, couldn't seethe cards at al. However, the array was imposing enough to convince
Curvin and as soon as the shaky man began to nod, Harry pocketed the wallet.

Then Curvin read the address from hislittle book and Harry repeated the location of Y évin's residence
across the phone. It brought adight, restrained chuckle that distantly resembled The Shadow's laugh;
then came Cranston's monotone:

"Excelent work, Vincent. Tdl them that Inspector Cardonais dready on hisway."

The other receiver clicked, leaving Harry wondering how a police ingpector could be coming here
without knowing that thereld been a crime committed. Indeed, Harry was quite as puzzled over that as
Curvin had been a short while earlier.

However, Harry announced the fact to his companions and while they were riding up in the elevator to
Zerland's gpartment, the Smple answer dawned.

During Harry's palaver with Albersham and Curvin, The Shadow kind smply buzzed Burbank, his
contact agent, and ordered him to phone police headquarters regarding Zerland's death. With murder
done at the Alvara A partments, there was no doubt that the ace police inspector, Joe Cardona, would be
coming therein one great hurry.

Cardonadid hurry.

Within ten minutes after Harry had reoccupied Zerland's gpartment along with Albersham and Curvin, a
summary ring was answered by Zerland's secretary, who had now recovered enough of hiswitsto



answer to hisname aswell as answering adoor bell. The secretary's name happened to be Roscoe and
he ssammered it to the swarthy, stocky man who entered, who in turn happened to be Inspector Joe
Cardona.

Before studying Zerland's body, Joe Cardona gave anod to Harry Vincent, who in turn threw a
triumphant glance at two gentlemen named Albersham and Curvin, respectively. It looked asthough
Cardonawas certifying Harry to he the private detective that he wasn't. Actually, Cardonawas
recognizing Harry asafriend of Lamont Cranston, who in turn was afriend and confidant of the police
commissioner, Ralph Weston.

It was from Harry that Cardonatook the details of Zerland's death and jotted them in a notebook. Then,
after talying the testimony of Curvin and the secretary, Roscoe, Cardonainquired:

"Y ou say Barstow went to warn another man named Roger Y elvin who might be in danger like Zerland
was. Where doesthis Y dvin fdlow live?"

"Curvin hasthe address" replied Harry. "1 phoned it to headquarters after you'd left.”
Cardona put the blunt query:
"Why not before | 1ft?’

"Because | objected,” inserted Albersham, crisply, not giving Harry time to answer for himsdlf. "Mr.
Vincent came here representing himsdlf to be me, although he now claims there was some mistake about
it. While he was using the telephone, | had no proof that he was calling the police. In fact, | regarded him
as aquestionable character.”

"l see," snapped Cardona. "Maybe you even thought that Vincent had come climbing through awindow
wearing abird mask and calling himsdlf Thoth."

"That would have been impossible,” returned Albersham, spreading his hands. "I have Curvin'sword for
that much. Barstow was here too, when the murder happened -"

"But you weren't,” interjected Cardona. "Only you showed up mighty quickly, so | hear. Perhapsyou
were staging the Thoth act.”

Albersham's face went pained.

"How preposterous” he exclamed. "Why, my partners were waiting here for me to join them and
conclude our transaction with Zerland. Would you accuse me of double-crossing my own partners?”

"A few people have doneit,” retorted Cardona. "In fact, in some circles, it seemsto be the common
thing. So don't betoo criticd of others, Albersham, while your name still topsmy list of possible

suspects.”

"Thisisan outrage!” Albersham's face wasfurious. "Why, anyone who wasn't here might have been the
murderer! To put mefirst onthelist -"

"Y ou'rethere dphabeticaly,” Cardonainterrupted. "A for Albersham. A standsfor dibi, too. If you have
onethat's good enough, I'll crossyou off."

Albersham's erect shoulders delivered a hopeless shrug.

"l was keeping an gppointment,” he declared, his rage completely subsided. "I was practicaly ontime,



but just unfortunate enough to arrive right after amurderer left. Should that incriminate me?"

"It shouldn't," admitted Cardona, "but unless Thoth shows up somewhere e se, you're fill acandidate,
Albersham. Of courseif somebody stowed that Egyptian costume somewhere around this building, youll
have more explaining to do. If it was stowed, well find it, because it would be tough to hide that bird
head very deep. | brought asquad along and they're scouring the neighborhood right now.”

Harry observed that Albersham looked quite uneasy, in fact actudly pae, but the latter factor could
samply be the contrast with the angry flush that had so recently governed the man'slong face.
Nevertheess, Albersham braced himself and managed a deprecating laugh.

"Meanwhile Thoth may have goneto Yedvin's™" argued Albersham. "What if he plansto do murder
there?’

"Hewon't get very far withit," stated Cardona. "Since Vincent caled headquarters, you can be sure
they've sent patrol carsthere. And now, Albersham, if you'd redly liketo help thelaw, tdll usthis.

"IsYdvin likely to be a that house off West Side Avenue?'

"I wouldn't really know." Albersham gave his head a serious shake. "Heislikely to be out of town - isn't
he, Curvin?'

A nod from Curvin, whose eyes, narrowed and tiny, were regarding Albersham with something like
suspicion.

"Wehaveadl of Yevin's correspondence at our office," continued Albersham, "and I'm sure he sated he
would see us by tomorrow. If you want to see the |etters -"

"Do any of them mention Zerland?' demanded Cardona, quick with hisinterruption. "Or anyone el'se who
might be menaced by this Thoth Curse?"

"Not specificaly,” recaled Albersham, "but | am sure there are some indirect references that might help.”

"WEll go there then," asserted Cardona. He picked up the broken beads and the piece of cloth that had
been ripped from the murderer'srobe. "'If we meet up with Thoth, well ask him to match these for us."

Nobody appreciated Cardona's quip, Harry Vincent least of al. Asthey |eft the gpartment, Harry felt
redlly worried, even though he saw the big ectric Sign streaming anew message that didn't include the
word "Hurry."

A vist to the office of the ABC Industries seemed atame thing indeed, compared for instance to ahouse
near West Side Avenue. If Thoth had started there to find Roger Y elvin, hewould certainly arrive ahead
of hislone and rather incapable pursuer, one Geoffrey Barstow.

But in Harry's estimate, founded on personal observation, Barstow just didn't count.
What worried Harry was whether Thoth would reach Y elvin's ahead of The Shadow!
CHAPTER VI

WHILE Inspector Cardonawas convoying a suspect and apair of witnesses to the downtown office of
ABC Industries, an old house near West Side Avenue was taking on the aspects of avast dark
mausoleum, just waiting for avisit from someliving symbol of the dead, such as Thath.



The windows of the old brownstone were lighted and that made it al the worse. So deep-set were the
lights, so inadequate for the large interior, that they looked like the flicker of those peculiar lights called
corpse candles, often seen in marshy land.

Infact, the house itsdlf seemed symbolic of aquagmire, for it looked like a place that would swallow all
arivasand never givethem up.

One person could appreciate the ingdious aspect of that house. She had been watching it for sometime
from adoorway across the street. Occasionaly a cab would swing the corner from West Side Avenue
and flick its headlightsinto that doorway. On those occasions, the girl withdrew deeper, but not so deep
that the reflection from the side of the doorway failed to show her face.

It was the same face that Harry Vincent had noted when he entered the Alvara Apartments but had
temporarily forgotten during the excitement that came later. A face of beautiful mold, exquisiteinits
deep-cream complexion, but as cryptic and unsmiling as the features of the sphinx itself.

A singular setting this, like astrange, uninhabited idand in the sea of Manhattan, for the girl wastoo much
adatue to be regarded as an inhabitant. The setting was most singular, because the bright lights of West
Side Avenue were so close by.

A perfect place for a perfect crime, this deceptive side street where a person might step unwittingly from
the brilliance of the avenue and be swallowed, never to return. The house, curioudy, looked like athing
with eyes and mouth, as represented by those dim windows, but a house couldn't be expected to gulp
wayfarers despite their wish.

Or perhapsit could!

All that house might need was a presiding demon and from adark passage beside it was coming afigure
that answered to the specification, asit turned toward the gloomy steps of the house itsdlf.

Thefigure of Thoth!

Helooked intact, robe and dl, this bird monster, for there wasn't sufficient light to reveal amissing bead
string from the group about his neck, nor to show the gap in one of those robed deeveswhichin color
resembled the very papyrusthat bulged dightly beneath Thoth's costume.

A quick trip by car or cab could have brought Thoth to thisrather remote addressin the time that had
elgpsad snce hisflight from Zerland's gpartment. Good riding time, but it might have been clipped by
some three minutes, if traffic had broken nicdly.

The question was: how many such minutes could Geoffrey Barstow have clipped, granting Thoth about
the same amount of leeway? Certainly Barstow could not have overtaken Thoth and it was dubious what
good he could accomplish if he gppeared on the scene any later than the monstrous murderer.

These factors did not seem to concern the silent girl who stood across the Street; perhaps she wastotaly
ignorant of them. Her sphinx poise remained unruffled, even a the sight of Thoth, even though shedid
draw deeper into the doorway. But that could have been because of a cab'slights that were veering from
the avenue, rather than that this Lady of the Nile had any fear of Thoth incarnate.

The house had swalowed Thoth when the cab completed the swing. It had swallowed the bird-god so
suddenly that any observer - except perhaps the Egyptian girl - would have thought that Thoth had
walked straight through the closed door. Perhaps Miss Sphinx took it for granted that he had, since
Thoth was reputed to move in and out of tombs without so much as disturbing a cobweb.



Remarkable enough, Thoth's entry to the brownstone house, but it was trifling when compared to what
was happening on the side street. That veering cab had opened and closed a door, with no more than the
dight dackening of speed that was customary with acab that had made a sudden swerve and needed to
straighten out before jouncing the curb or bending afire plug.

With the maneuver of the door, the cab had disgorged aliving figure more evanescent than Thoth if not
so fantastic. What had come from the cab was alithe form cloaked in black, with adouch hat to match,
ashape s0 swift and sure of time and action that it didn't need an oversized house to swallow it from
sght.

Thisnew arriva, The Shadow, required only patchy darkness with which to merge from view and there
was plenty of such stuff along this sSide street. Once he became part of surrounding blackness, The
Shadow remained 0, giving himself the equivaent of invisbility. Not even the sphinx itsdf - let donethe
girl who played the part - could have traced the course that The Shadow therewith followed unseen.

Keeping to the darkness that spread across the street, The Shadow made his silent way to the very
brownstone steps that Thoth had taken. Blended with the gloom of the great front door, he turned the
knob of that barrier, a the same time stretching a cloaked arm upward to cut off any light that might filter
through above his head.

The door was unlocked, which explained how Thoth had entered so easily and rapidly. The Shadow's
arm lift was unnecessary because there was no light in the vestibule just inside. The door itsdf was dark
enough to give no trace of its closing after The Shadow's cloaked form had twisted through a space so
narrow that nobody would have believed it if they'd seenit.

Past the inner door of the vestibule, however, the house was dightly brighter and even dive, in adreary
sort of way. It was il illuminated by gadight, this ancient manson, which accounted for the deep-set
lights away from windows where a breeze might extinguish the jets. Asfor life, therewas an old lady
dozing as sherocked in aparlor chair, the locomotion kept continuous by acat that kept clawing at the
lady's skirt in an effort to reach aball of wool that waslying in her |ap.

There was an old manservant who was waking around with along rod with which he could turn off some
of the higher gas-jets sprouting from the chanddiers, while ayounger man in uniform was coming from
the kitchen, his particular brand of regaiamarking him as a chauffeur.

These two might have observed The Shadow, but they didn't. They were just atrifle too late, something
rather customary when The Shadow prowled.

The Shadow waswell in from the lighted fringe of the halway when both men began to turn and so
rapidly that the action seemed ingtinctive, the cloaked form whisked to the deeper recess of the halway.

Anyone other than The Shadow would have retreated back to the door, rather than be boxed in the
cramped area of darkness that The Shadow chose beside the airs. But it was dways The Shadow's
way to adopt the unexpected, on the theory that it was also the unsuspected. What he gained in this
instance, was consderable.

The brief conversation that The Shadow overheard between the servant and the chauffeur could also
have been heard from near the vestibule. The servant smply said that Mr. Y elvin hadn't yet phoned, at
which the chauffeur grumbled and retorted that he wasn't paid to wait dl night. The servant suggested that
the chauffeur go in thelibrary and read awhile, and when the chauffeur questioned if MissY evin wouldn't
object, the servant said she wouldn't, because she was adeep.

Thissmdl talk indicated plainly thet Roger Y evin was not & home and therefore might have given The



Shadow theideathat hisvisit was usdess, if held heard the conversation from back beside the vestibule.
But at his present vantage spot The Shadow was hearing something e se that didn't jibe with the
Statements of the hired help.

Didtinctly, creaking sounds were coming from above the stairs, sounds that indicated someone moving
about with stealthy footsteps that the carpet muffled, but which old joists and floorboards failed to
concedl.

Next, The Shadow was following those footsteps but on a different level. The servants had turned away,
so they didn't see the cloaked figure that moved boldly across the hal and toward the kitchen. Above the
kitchen celling, The Shadow heard the creaks take another turn, move along and pause. Keen eyes,
gazing up from beneath the brim of the douch hat, traced the exact line that the footsteps had taken on
the floor above.

With awhispered laugh, The Shadow turned, picked a stairway door by the fact that it opened one step
abovethefloor level, and made a back-stairs trip to the floor above, where he found adim hall taking the
exact line that the creaks had gone aong.

At the end of that door was a closed door. The Shadow approached it, eased the knob imperceptibly
and found that the door yielded.

A bad habit of Thoth's, not locking doors behind him. It was bringing the masguerader who represented
murder to ameeting with crime's Nemesis, The Shadow!

CHAPTER VII

JUST inside that door, The Shadow arrived amid brilliant light and for amost curious reason. Hewasin
aroom that could hardly be called aroom at al, but rather acramped closet, barely large enough for a
person to turn around.

The closet had asingle gas-jet on one wall; that jet was lighted and turned on to the full, thus producing
the strong illumination. The reason for such an arrangement was plain enough; the other wall of the closet
was banked with shelves that had been turned into drawers, dl marked as containing plans of Yéevin's
engineering projects.

Therewas afar door to thetiny closet, obvioudy leading into alarger room. Thus the closet had been
converted into a sort of ante-room, which in turn served as afiling department for Yelvin'sold - and less
important - documents.

Not just the time-yellowed labels of the drawers convinced The Shadow that the fileswere old stuff.

Y dvin certainly wouldn't have kept them hereif they were valuable, because he had a strong room for
anything of vaue. Where wasthat strong room? Beyond the next door, and the proof lay in the doors
themsalves.

Two doors, each with acombination lock if needed. The Shadow had noted one on the outer door; the
inner door was similarly equipped. They were old doors, but very stout, the kind they used to build back
in the nineties, when this house was probably in its prime. The doors had old fashioned keyholes, larger
ones, as evidence of their age; but now the combinations had supplanted these.

Why had Y elvin gone away and left the double door of his strong room unlocked? It must be, asthe man
who had preceded The Shadow had disappeared beyond the inner door.

Therewereavariety of answers, one being that Y elvin trusted his servants. But there was another



guestion more of the moment. It was:
Why had the man who entered Y elvin's strong room |eft the gas-jet burning full blast?
That could be answered too.

If anyone opened the door into the strong room, the find door at the inner wall of the closet, the stronger
glow from that little ante-chamber would ingtantly reveal thefact.

It brought awhispered laugh from The Shadow, that evidence of the scheming mind of the person who
represented his opposition. Though the laugh was amost inaudible, its quivering echoes brought awaver
from the gas flame, so confined were The Shadow's present quarters.

Schemers usudly were stupid. This case offered no exception.

Tofail thelittle game, The Shadow had only to turn down the gas-jet or extinguish it entirdly. Then the
light from the ante-room would not play tattle-tae if The Shadow opened the inner door.

So The Shadow did not even touch the gas+jet. In dealing with astupid opponent it was good judgment
not to let him know that he was encountering someone smarter than himself. The Shadow preferred to
play hisformer trick of chinking the door with his cloaked form while opening it. Soin hisusua
imperceptible fashion, he tried the door ahead.

The Shadow was right; the door led into astrong room. It was a sizable room, its ceiling high, unlike the
little closet that served as ante-room. In the strong room were metal filing cabinets, locked ones, but not
as strong as they had been advertised. Those cabinets were ripped open and all over the carpeted floor
lay agtrew of papers, showing in the milder light of agas chanddier. All thework of only afew minutes,
and fruitless.

In the midst of the chaos stood the masked mongter, Thoth, surveying his unlovely handiwork and
redlizing that he hadn't found the papersthat he'd come to get. Beyond Thoth were barred windows with
great metal shutters closed outside them, more proof that thiswas areal strong room and thereby adding
to the anger that Thoth must fed at completing a dead-end quest.

Under the glow of the chandelier, Thoth's costume looked weird, but tawdry, obvioudy a masquerade.
His bird mask was dmost ludicrousin too much light and the whole costumefitted him badly, in fact a
little tightly. The Shadow observed abroken string of beads, ajagged gap in one deeve, asfurther
defectsin the costume.

It was chance alone that caused Thoth to look up toward the door that The Shadow was just entering;
chance, too, that made the ibis man redlize that a chalenger was present.

The Shadow hadn't entirely obscured the light from the closet that connected with the hallway. 1t wasn't
necessary, because the very dight glow that filtered past The Shadow's form was no greater than the
glow within the strong room. But there was one difference, a difference upon which The Shadow for
once had not caculated, since even he could not be expected to discount dl the remnants from the

gadight era

From the breeze created by The Shadow's cloak, swaying as he negotiated the doorway, the light behind
him flickered.

Thoth saw that waver. Either he was gifted with foresight as uncanny as hislooks, or his nerveswere as
taut as ahair-edge. Sensng amenace, he swung upward from his crouch, whipping hisfist into an
underhand sweep, dl in the same motion. From Thoth's hand sped a bronze blade, the mate of the



wespon that the same claw-glove had | eft between the shoulders of Hugo Zerland.
Hed taken it right from hisjeweled belt, Thoth had, and the dirk was whizzing straight for The Shadow!

All The Shadow did wasturn. He had no time to fade from the weapon's path and a mere shift wouldn't
do. The Shadow had seen the thing called bad luck work too often, to put himsdlf in linefor adose of it.
Thoth'stricky fling was hasty, likely to go wide. If The Shadow veered the wrong direction, held be
putting himsdlf in the blade's very path.

So The Shadow turned, merely to be edgewise rather than expose hisfull breadth to the arriving knife.
The bronze missve skimmed so close that it took atuck in the back of The Shadow's cloak, pinning it to
the doorway.

By then Thoth recognized hisformidable adversary. Grabbing thefirst missile handy, heflungit ashe
charged. The object was acandle in a china candlestick, common in houses of the gadight period, since
gas+jets couldn't be carried on extension cords, like dectric bulbs.

The Shadow dodged the candlestick while wrenching his cloak free. The chinaware crashed the doorway
and the candle bounced across the floor. But Thoth still had awegpon; his path was blocked by asmall,
sngle-legged table that he gathered up as he came. Arm swinging hard and high, Thoth drove the table
like amammoth bludgeon toward The Shadow's head.

Like Thoth, The Shadow was adept a drawing weapons with asingle sweep. Hiswas an automatic,
gathered from his cloak, and it spurted an upward shot. The tug from The Shadow's cloak shortened his
am, but the bullet a least curtailed Thoth'sweapon, for it literaly blasted the top from the swinging
table.

Thoth's stroke went short, but he kept on coming, back-swinging with the table leg. The Shadow faded
and made a sudden swerve from anew direction, to grapple with the phony Egyptian myth. Thoth was
grabbing to reclaim his bronze knife from the woodwork, trying at the sametime to beat away The
Shadow with the clumsy club. Thoth was making himsdlf a set-up for the Shadow at that moment.

Except for onefactor: flight.

That was the thing paramount in Thoth'smind and it caused him to do the unexpected. With the knife
blade only partly free, heredized it was yielding and abandoned his other weapon by flinging it. A wild
gesture that The Shadow hadn't quite anticipated and thistime Thoth was very lucky.

Spinning from the side fling that he gaveit, coming at an odd angle due to its unbalanced weight, the table
leg flipped around in air and its flying legs hooked The Shadow's neck. All that The Shadow could
manage was apartid ward with his gun hand, then he was sprawling along thewall, rolling groggily to
elude Thoth's knife and bring his automatic around and into play.

Just to stave Thoth off, The Shadow fired afew shotsthat came surprisingly close to the doorway, but
Thoth was no longer there. His knife regained, he had dived through to the ante-room where with one
claw-gloved hand he snuffed the flame from the gas-jet, then wheeled about and grabbed the door to pull
it shut.

On hisfeet, The Shadow reached the closed door just as Thoth shot the combination lock from the other
sde. Whiletrying the knob, The Shadow heard the far door dam and knew that Thoth would turnits
combination too. Thoth had turned the trap on The Shadow, and neetly, for the only man who knew
those combinations was Roger Yéelvin.



What Y elvin would think when he returned and brought the police to help investigate his premiseswas
onething; what the police would say was another, but they would coincidein dl their important details.

Those detailswouldn't be helpful to The Shadow. To befound in this ransacked room would incriminate
him and even worse would delay his pursuit of Thoth. Thiswas one time when The Shadow did not care
to be delayed, since murder in the shape of Thoth, might again be on the wing.

Grim came The Shadow's laugh, with asibilant trace resembling ahiss. An actua hiss responded, more
than an echo, it was prolonged. The Shadow tilted his head and listened, then laughed again.

No longer grim, The Shadow's laugh carried a note of prophecy, signifying that this strong room would
soon lack its cloaked prisoner!

Not only did The Shadow know; he was about to prove his knowledge!
CHAPTER VIII

MAD though hisflight, Thoth had begun to include The Shadow in his plans. Coming down the great
front stairs, the bird-masked fugitive was stowing his knife away. Instead of lunging at the servant who
appeared below, Thoth paused near the bottom of the stairway, beckoned, and pointed upward.

The gesture was graphic. It conveyed the idea that something worse than Thoth was till upstairs; which
was enough to frighten anyone. Seeing atelephone, Thoth grabbed it, extending it toward the stupefied
servant in pleading fashion, teling him in dumb show to cdl the police.

At that moment, the chauffeur came from the library and seeing Thoth in such afrightened mood, decided
to capture the nightmarish creature. One claw-glove went to Thoth's knife-hilt; then, on smarter thought,
Thoth dropped the telephone from his other fist and darted out the back way.

All that the chauffeur saw from then on was a succession of damming doors, the last one, the back door,
mesting him squarely in the face. When the chauffeur cameto hisfeet half-dazed, he found that the old
servant was hel ping him up and furnishing advice with the good deed.

"Wed better phone the police," the servant inssted. "There's someone e se upstairs, more dangerous
than the man who fled. Didn't you hear the shooting?’

The chauffeur nodded, dumbly.

"I heard the doors dam too," the servant persisted. "The doors of the strong room, | mean. That odd
creature must have locked hisenemy in there!”

That was enough for the chauffeur.
"All right,” he agreed. "Cdl the police.”

It wasn't necessary to use the telephone. Already apatrol siren could be heard outside. The servant
hurried for the front door to seeif he could flag that car. All of which certainly wasn't helping The
Shadow, though it was advantageous to Thoth.

Outside the house, the thing that appeared a combination bird and man was cregting consternation near a
lighted corner of the rear street. People spotted him and shouted as Thoth doubled back for shelter. In
the great outdoors, the Thoth costume handicapped its owner, for it branded him acuriogty rather than a
menace, & least at first glimpse.



Hearing the police siren, the corner loungers of West Side Avenue decided they'd better square
themselves beforehand with the law. Maybe the police were after that bird thing; anyway, it was a safe
bet to play. So the hue and cry was about to start, when a car hauled up to the corner, coming from the
Sde street, and an anxious man thrust out his broad faceto inquire:

"Have you seen him? Thoth, | mean?”

The man was Geoffrey Barstow, as excited as when he had |eft the Alvara A partments. Perhaps he had
calmed during hisride, but the proximity of hisgoa had certainly stirred him to hisformer mood. Barstow
was taking about anything for granted, even that the bystanders knew what the term Thoth meant, which
they didn't. Therefore they stared blankly.

"I mean the bird man,” explained Barstow. He brushed his hat from his head as he pushed his face further
through the window. "He wearsamask asbig asthis' - Barstow displayed a pudgy pair of hands and
spread them as if describing someone afflicted with mumps - "and it has a beak aslong asthat.”

Here Barstow pushed a hand forward and made a curving gesture; then reached for his hat, smoothed
what hair was on his head and planted the hat onit.

"That describes Thoth," Barstow added, "except that he wears arobe too, abrown robe, with alot of
beadwork, but part of itisgone. | mean part of the beadwork - and part of the robe too."

Mention of the mask and robe brought responses from the listeners.

"Surewe seenthe guy.”

"What did you say hisnamewas - Tooth?"

"We figured maybe held busted out of anut house.”

"Unless he was advertisng something.”

"Y ou saw himthen," affirmed Barstow. "But where did he go?'

The loungers gestured aong the rear street in the genera direction of Y elvin'shouse.
"Back where he came from," stated one, "wherever that was."

"The old house, maybe," put in another. "The big one, alittle way down the block."

Barstow recognized whose house they meant. From awallet, he produced business cards that he began
handing out like ticketsto astrawberry festival.

"That'swhere Roger Ydvin lived" exclamed Barstow. "Don't et Thoth go in there! Find him - seize him
- I'll pay athousand dollars reward to anyone who captures him! There's my name, down in the corner of
those business carddl™

The corner big-shots studied the cards eagerly. Those cards bore the name of ABC Industries, with
Barstow's full name, Geoffrey Albertus Barstow, engraved in the lower |eft corner. Barstow looked like a
man who might have an odd thousand dollar bill in one of hisvest pockets. That was enough for the
COrner crew.

"WEell find himfor you, miger."

"Don't worry about him going in that house. Well bein therefirg.”



"Do we get the dough if we grab him separate from that uniform he'swearing?'
"Surewewill. Well gick himinitif we haveto.”

More anxious than ever, Barstow was staring down the avenue toward which the nose of his car
projected. He saw a cab starting haf ablock avay and caught a passing glimpse of the figure that was
closing the door.

"There goes Thoth now!" bawled Barstow. "I'll follow him, but if he comes back, the reward till stands.
Remember - athousand dollarsfor the capture of Thoth - dead or divel"

Theterm "dead or aive" gpplied to afew pedestrians who were starting to cross the street as Barstow
bucked the traffic light. Barstow missed them by awide swerve and then took to the avenue. Again, he
was speeding aong the elusive trail that represented Thoth, but as Barstow had said, his offer gill stood.

That fact till impressed the nelghborhood boys. Among them they agreed that Barstow's business cards
were sufficient passport to the old brownstone house where aman named Y elvin lived, though they'd
never heard his name before. Besides, more sirens were whining their way and the locals decided they
needed a good excuse for their presence here.

So they started for Y evin's house, keeping a continued lookout for anyone resembling Thoth. Spotting a
cruising cab, a couple of them flagged it, but the cab proved to be empty. By way of explanation they
showed the driver one of Barstow's cards.

"Thisgent islooking for aguy named Thoth," stated one of the Avenue boys. "He'swearing afunny outfit
with adummy heead that has abig beak. | mean Thoth, not this guy Barstow. If you find this Thoth
character, haul him around and well pay you acentury for the job.”

Thedriver, awise-faced hackie, nodded; then shifted his cab into gear. Just as he started, he called
back:

"So long, reefers. Y ou'd better go easy on the marijuana Old birdie-pusswill get you yet!"

That |eft the corner boysin doubt. The implication didn't apply to them, but they began to wonder about
Barstow, the chap who had talked about something called Thoth. Still, they couldn't deny that they'd seen
something answering to the exact description. So they started for Y dvin'sto find out more,

Thoth was gone; Barstow was gone; only The Shadow remained. Upin Y elvin's strong room, he could
hear the shrill sirenstoo, despite the thickness of the barred and shuttered windows. But there was
something else The Shadow il heard; that continuous hissing that came from thetiny closet that served
as an ante-room between the two strong doors.

The Shadow was busy. He was shaving the candle that had bounced when the china candlestick broke
gpart. He's shaved it down until it had awick about four inchesin length. Lighting the end of the wick,
The Shadow approached the inner door and very carefully pushed the wick through the old key-hole,
flaneand dl.

Noting that the light till burned, The Shadow pushed the remainder of the candle againgt his sde of the
keyhole so that it stuck there. Then, moving to acorner nicely away from the door, he awaited results.
They wouldn't take long, those results, but time was growing preciousto The Shadow - timein terms of
Thoth.

Muffled by the candle, the hissing sound from the tiny ante-room could no longer be heard. Its cause was
obvious enough; the sound came from the gas that was escaping from the jet that Thoth had snuffed ouit.



By now the ante-room should be very nearly filled with gas. So The Shadow waited, ticking the seconds
until they neared aminute and ahdf.

That was enough.

A great chug sounded and with it the house shook on its old foundations. The ante-room opened up and
the doors blew with it. Chunks of the inner door littered the debris aready strewn over the strong room
floor. The outer door went the opposite direction and The Shadow could hear its relics rattling down the
front Sairs.

The candle flame had ignited the gas that choked the ante-room and this was the result. The Shadow
arose from his corner and walked through the open passage that now lacked anything resembling doors
and their combination locks. From the head of the stairs, he saw four patrolmen in conference with the
servant and the chauffeur, al of them looking quite dazed.

So The Shadow went down the back way to find a quota of neighborhood characters sitting around the
kitchen which was asfar asthey had gotten before the house bounced their legs from under them. Going
out through the back door; The Shadow reached the rear street and blinked signalswith atiny flashlight.

A cab pulled to astop, the same cab whose driver had made the wisecrack about marijuana. The
driver's name was Shrevvy; held brought The Shadow here and had been cruising around, knowing he
was going to take his chief away again.

"l figured you'd be showing up, boss,” informed Shrevvy, speaking to the invisible passenger who wasin
the darkness of the rear seat. "The way everything went ‘pow’ al of asudden, like in the comic books, |
said to mysdf That'sit!" - and wasright.

"No sign of this Thoth guy, boss, but there was a gent named Barstow trailing him. This Barstow was
handing out cards and offering agrand to anybody who could find Mr. Thoth. | got Barstow's address
and if youwant, I'll take you there, only it'sgoing to be tough.”

When Shrevvy said "tough" he meant it! Nor was he lingering to prove the point. Spurting the car down
the avenue, Shrevvy had already attracted the interest of new patrol cars whose urge for a chase had
been stimulated by the sound of an explosion in the neighborhood.

"Regarding Barstow's card," spoke The Shadow as Shrevvy sped dong. "It must have given his business
address-"

"It did," returned Shrevvy, taking his chief's pause for aquery. "It had the name of acompany caled
ABC."

"Takemethere"

That was an order, so Shrevvy followed it, hoping it would prove assmpleas A B C, which it would, if
he could only shake off those patrol cars.

If hed been done, Shrevvy wouldn't have believed that he could do it, but somehow he aways did when
The Shadow was a passenger!

CHAPTER IX

IN the office of the ABC Industries, Inspector Cardonawas going over the correspondence from Roger
Ydvinand finding it very vague. Y elvin seemed to have ahabit of writing lettersthat said little and
promised nothing. Somewhat annoyed, Cardona bundled the |etters on the corner desk where he had



studied them and turned to his companions.

"Sowhat?" demanded Cardona. "Y elvin buys nothing, sdlls nothing, says nothing. How do you expect to
do busnesswith aguy like that?'

Edwin Albersham stroked hislong chin and said nothing in return. Arnold Curvin gave adroopy Sare
and shook hishead. Asfor Harry Vincent, thiswas none of his business, so he smply stayed in the
background.

Cardonatook Albersham ashisfoca point.
"All right, Albersham,” snapped Joe. "At least you can tdl mewhat it'sal about.”

"Of course," acknowledged Albersham. "'l suppose | am free to speak, even without Barstow here.
Curvin and mysdf represent aquorum.”

"Go ahead," urged Cardona.

"Weve dready told you much of it," indgsted Albersham, "and it'sdl been in the newspapers. ABC has
bought the secret of manufacturing ancient bronze from a professor named Rufus Parrish.”

"And whereis Parrish now?'

"Wed liketo find out,” admitted Albersham. "Parrish hasaway of disappearing every now and then, to
escape the Curse of Thoth."

"He believesthereissuch athing?’

"Implicitly. Having given usthe secret formulafor the manufacture of such bronze, Parrish fedsthat the
curseisfull upon him."

"Then it ought to be coming your way too - or shouldn't it?"

"It shouldn't,” asserted Albersham, decisively. "The curse has nothing to do with knowledge of the ancient
formula. It gpplies only to those who have violated the tombs of high priests who were under the
protection of Thoth."

"And those were the tombs that contained the hieroglyphs,” put in Curvin. "In giving us histrandation of
the formula, Parrish had to admit that he had removed the sacred dab from the sarcophagus of Amrok,
high priest of Thoth during the reign of Rameses the Second.”

Thinking that over, Cardona queried:
"Wheredo Zerland and Y dvinfit into it?"

"They have similar formulas," explained Albersham. "Possibly better than Parrish's, or suited for purposes
that hisdoes not fulfill. Then thereis another man named Louis Rendorff -"

"WEélII get to himin duetime," inserted Cardona Then, grimly, he added: "If Thoth doesn't get to him firg.
But regarding Zerland and Y dvin. Why were they willing to admit they'd been breaking into those tombs,
too?'

"Because Parrish admitted what hed done," stated Albersham. "It made the Curse of Thoth seem silly,
until tonight. After dl, any desths of archeologistsin the past might just have been by accident. Or -"



"Or what?'

"Being under suspicion,” returned Albersham, frankly, "1 do not think it right that | should state as fact
something which may be no morethan idle rumor."

"What Albersham means," piped Curvin, "isthat the Thoth Curse may be the work of modern Egyptians
who are trading on ancient superstition. A secret society, for example, originating in Egypt, but having
agents many places, including New York."

Cardona gave an gpproving nod.

"For thefirgt time," he decided, "you two gentlemen are hinting at something which makes sensein my
language. | suppose | should start agenera round-up of al Egyptianslivingin New York."

Curvin looked at Albersham, who promptly declared:
"It wouldn't be abad ides, inspector.”

Reaching for the telephone, Cardona conveyed the impression that he intended to order the round-up
then and there. But when he talked to headquarters, Cardonamerely inquired if there had been any
report from Y evin's neighborhood. What Cardona heard about that neighborhood redlly startled him.

"Thoth showed up at Y dvin's" exclaimed Cardona as he clattered the phone on its stand. "He didn't just
tear up the place, he blew it gpart - and maybe Y dvin with it, though the servants claim that Y elvin wasn't
therel”

A hush followed Cardona's announcement. All became tense, with the exception of one man, Albersham.
For thefirgt time, Albersham'slong face relaxed, for this newswas his vindication. Then:

"This Thoth guy getsaround,” Cardonasaid gruffly. "For dl we know, he might be coming here next -"

Joe broke off as though the words had choked him. He'd heard an interrupting sound, the click of alatch,
the groan of an old door that was the entrance to this office, the best office that the ABC company had
been ableto find, because of the renta shortage.

"Don't worry," declared Albersham, camly. "It's probably Barstow. When he didn't find us back at
Zerland's, | suppose he came here.”

It wasn't Barstow.

The man who stepped into the office was of blocky build which made him look squatly, though he was
farly tal. Evenintheartificid light, hisface showed atan that could only be attributed to the work of the
desert sun. He had astrong jaw and tight lips that smiled when he saw looks of haf-recognition flicker on
the faces of Albersham and Curvin.

"I think you are guessing right,” the man announced in adeep tone. "'l an Roger Yéevin."

Albersham and Curvin promptly introduced themsdlves, stating that they'd recognized Y elvin from old
photographs. Then, after being introduced to Harry and Cardona, Y elvin looked around and inquired:

"Whereisyour partner Barstow?"

Neither Albersham nor Curvin replied. Instead they looked at each other and their faces were troubled.
Cardona, whose businessit was to be blunt, began to speak for them, only to receive hasty objections
before aword came from his mouth.



"Can't wewait, inspector?' pleaded Albersham. "Don't you think Barstow can give the details better?!
"Mr. Yevinishereon business,” inssted Curvin. "I think it should take precedence over other matters.”
Evidently Yéevin didn't think so, for he turned abruptly to Cardona.

"Y ou said you were apolice ingpector,” stated Yelvin. "That fact would indicate that some crime has
occurred. What wasit?"

"Hugo Zerland has been murdered,” returned Cardona, steadily, "by akiller described as the ancient
ibis-god, Thoth. Theingtrument of death was abronze knife, apparently from an old Egyptian tomb."

AsYdvin stared, Albersham and Curvin began their protests, reveding for the first time why they hadn't
wanted Cardona to speak.

"It was an imposture,” began Albersham. "'l wasn't there to seeit, but from al descriptions-"

"l saw it," brokein Curvin, "and so did Barstow. He went to warn you that a crazy masguerader was
loose"

"Probably some persond enemy of Zerland's," added Albersham, "using the costume to disguise
himsdf."

"It couldn’t have been the Curse of Thoth," ingsted Curvin. "Such athing isal superdtition!”

By then, Y elvin was smiling broadly, but in the hard-set style of aman who has been around without
being pushed. His smilewas so forceful that both Albersham and Curvin silenced.

"| gppreciate your solicitude, gentlemen,” asserted Y elvin in adeep but easy tone. "It istrue solicitude -
toward yoursaves. Y ou think that | believein the Curse of Thoth and would therefore be unwilling to go
through with our business. Am | right?'

Sheepish stares from Albersham and Curvin, followed by their dow nods, proved that Y evin wasright.
The blocky man retained his hard, fixed smile.

"I do believein the Curse of Thoth," announced Y dvin, histone serious despite hissmile. Then, inacold,
decisive voice he added:

"But | am il ready to do business!™
CHAPTER X

ALBERSHAM and Curvin lost no timein bowing Y evin into the seet of honor, which happened to be
the swivel chair behind the corner desk on which werelying Y dvin's own letters dong with other
correspondence.

All thewhile, Y elvin smiled asthough he liked the little surprise that his decision had produced. He drew
alarge pipe from his pocket and began to stuff it with abrand of very flaky tobacco that he poured from
awd| worn pouch.

From ether Sde of the desk, Albersham and Curvin were sorting the letters, telling Y elvin that they
would like to know more about his background, as surety that he could provide them with the data that
they wished. Meanwhile Harry Vincent was watching Roger Yelvin closdy.

Either Y elvin was very wise and self-sufficient, or he was staging some very clever bluff. Of which, Harry



was not yet sure.
Nor was Inspector Cardona.

To sound out Y evin, Cardona picked up the telephone, paused with ahand above the dia, then
inquired:

"What's your home number, Y elvin - or do you have one?’

"I have one," replied Yevin, "but it isn't listed in my name. We only moved back into the house amonth
ago."

llWel?l
"My sgter and mysdlf and of coursethe servants.”

Y dvin finished scrawling the phone number on apad and tossed it to Cardona. Then, keenly, Yelvin
asked:

"Why do you want to cal my home?’

"Because Thoth wasthere," rgjoined Cardona, bluntly. "He must have headed there Sraight from
Zerland's. He ransacked your strong room, blew its doors gpart with agas explosion, and fled the place
about twenty minutes ago.”

If Cardonaexpected Y elvin to wilt with consternation, he had along wait coming. Instead of being
harrowed, Y evin leaned back in the swivel and gave voice to asteady, metdlic laugh.

Cardona's face clouded.
"What's so funny about it, Yevin?'

"The twenty minutes,” chuckled Yelvin. "I couldn't possibly have gotten here that quickly, could 1? No, it
would have taken me ahaf hour at least.”

Cardona pondered over that nicelittle problem. He wastrying to find flawsin it. First, whether it would
be possible to clip ahaf hour trip to twenty minutes, from around West Side Avenue to this downtown
office. Second, Cardonawas wondering if the time element had been correctly stated. Maybe Thoth had
fled from Y evin's manson sooner than had been reported.

"I've started you thinking, haven't |, inspector?' queried Y dvin, in ahaf-mocking tone. "Or were you
thinking aready? Thinking that maybe | personally played the part of Thoth?!

Despite himsdlf, Cardona nodded. Having mentally crossed Albersham off hislist of suspects, Cardona
was looking for another and had logicaly considered the next man to crowd into the scene, namely
Ydvin.

"I'd have been very cute,” conceded Yelvin, "if I'd murdered Zerland, then gone to my own place and
made afussthere, wearing that Thoth regdia. Except that | didn't.”

"No?" sngpped Joe. "Funny you |eft the place wide open for somebody e se then.”

"I left it asatrap,” acknowledged Y dvin, "hoping that my servants would be smart enough to clamp
those combination locks on anybody who snesked in there.”



"Y ou told your servantsthat?"

"No. They'd have beenjittery if | had. | preferred to let them act their best in an unexpected emergency,
asmost men do. Besides' - Y dvin gave adeprecating shrug - "it didn't much meatter.”

"Why not?'

"Because | brought aong all the documentsthat counted.” From his pocket, Y élvin produced alarge
envelope and from it spread some typewritten pages on the desk. "Here is everything that hasto do with
the formulafor ancient annealed bronze."

Albersham and Curvin were anxious to see those papers, but Y evin spread his hands upon them.

"Wait until your partner Barstow arrives," hetold the two. Then, looking straight at Cardona, Y elvin held
his hard smile and suggested: "Meanwhile we can talk about murder.”

Cardona's nod meant that Y elvin could begin.

"Firdt, forget the Curse of Thoth,” said Yelvin. "Likedl that stuff, it's nonsense. But don't forget that there
are modern Egyptianswho do resent the stedling of ancient relics from their homeland.

"Such people would consider any measures legal to reclaim what they regard astheir property, but why
they should dedl in vengeance dso is another question. They might dedl in death, mysterious and sudden,
to deter people from invading tombsin the future, but that is more likely to happen in Egypt than here.”

Therewaslogic inwhat Y evin said, but Cardonawasn't too impressed. Thismight all be acover-up for
something else. Before Cardona could say o, Y elvin expressed it for him.

"Itisacrimeto rob an ancient tomb,” declared Y elvin, his smile belying his solemn tone. "A man guilty of
such acrimein Egypt might be guilty of another crime herein America- even murder.

"Take any of us. Professor Parrish, Hugo Zerland, myself - or another man I've heard of, Louis Rendorff.
We, each of us, uncovered amillion dollar secret whilein Egypt. Naturaly, someonewould like to kill us
togetatit.”

Pausing as though that explained everything, Y elvin received a stolid stare from Cardona

"Nobody would do any killing for something he couldn't use," objected Joe. "Y our theory would make
the murderer somebody who aready had the secret and didn't want to shareit.”

"Quitetrue," agreed Y elvin. "That'swhy Parrish disappears so often; it'swhy I'm hard to find; it explains
why nobody ever sees Rendorff. We were al afraid of somebody."

"Of whom?'
"Hugo Zerland."

That was too much for Cardona, to hear Y dlvin fling an accusation againgt the one man who had aready
become amurder victim. For the moment, Joe acted as though he intended to take Y elvin into custody.
Then:

"Of course we werewrong,” conceded Y elvin. "What we were redlly doing was dodging each other
without realizing it. We dl thought Zerland dangerous because he was once aNazi agent. HEd goneto
Egypt before the War to help plant secret bases for a German invasion. That's when he uncovered the
tomb containing the papyrus relaing to ancient bronze.”



To Harry, andyzing while he listened, this made sense. Because of his past, Zerland had been thelogical
man for the othersto avoid. Harry was wondering though, about the continued rivalry between the
various men who held the secret until Y elvin explained further.

"l ssid amillion dollar secret,” repeated Y elvin. "Wewere | holding out until Parrish broke the market
by sdlling for haf price. Of coursetherest of us could only bargain from then on, offering what we knew
to ABC, just to let them have the thing exclusively. That should be worth something, shouldn't it?!

Y dvin was turning his head from Albersham to Curvin, then back again. Darting asharp look toward
Harry, Albersham centered on Y dvin again and offered:

"Fifty thousand dollars.”

"Come now," laughed Y dvin, lifting his hands and gesturing to the papers. Y ou'd better make ared ded
before Thoth comes popping out of nowhere to run off with these." He turned to Curvin thistime: "What

sy?'

"I'd say one hundred thousand,” replied Curvin, "only | don't think Barstow would agree. We redly ought
towait for him"

"A quarter millionisthepricel” brokein Ydvin. "l ought to get half as much as Parrish. Bresking the
market was nothing to his credit and it certainly shouldn't reduce the value of my data, gauged on a
million dollar scale. Of courseif you don't want to buy -"

Y elvin was beginning the old bargainer's routine of picking up hisgoodsto put them away, when a
sudden knocking began at the office door, accompanied by amuffled voice that Harry recognized as
Barstow's.

"Albersham! Curvin! Let mein-"

Curvin was dready on hisway to the door, in that shaky style of histhat could be rather rapid when it got
under way. Barstow's summons was rather excited, but it didn't yet broach the notion of any menacein
the offing. Maybe though, that was because the scene between Albersham and Y evin was demanding full
attention.

Angrily, Albersham wastdling Y elvin to be reasonable, ingsting that fifty thousand dollars was more than
afair price. Albersham wanted to see the papers before Y evin put them away and Y elvin was sneering
a any such idea.

Then the rattling at the door had ended and Curvin was loping back, making shaky gestures as he came.

"Something iswrong with thelock!" Curvin exclaimed. "1 can't get it open from our Side and Barstow
can't from his. Hes goneto look for the janitor, but he saysfor usto watch out for Thoth! Barstow
trailed him from Y elvin's house down here and he thinks he managed to pull ahead of Thoth, but not by
much.”

Albersham cameto hisfeet with an oath and started toward the door, looking for some object that would
serve as a handy weapon and finadly choosing asmall, weighted ash-stand. Cardona drew a stubby
revolver and pushed Albersham aside. About to follow, Harry paused in the middle of the room, deciding
that thiswas Cardonas party and that if Joe wanted assistance, hedd call for it.

Back at the desk, Y dvin was fumbling with his precious formula sheets, trying to stuff them in their
envelope. Hewas nervous, rather than fearful, this man who had first given credit to the existence of a
being called Thoth, then had laughed it off.



Atleast Yevin could fed safe here, sncethe law wasin charge and adoor with ajammed lock was
better than one with no lock at al. Except that the troublesome door wasn't the only one in the room.

There was another, just back of Y elvin's elbow, adoor he hadn't noticed because the light was turned
away from it. The door connected to somebody e se's office and it should have been locked, but wasn't.

The door proved that when it creaked. Y elvin heard the sound and turned too late. Above him loomed
the ominousfigure of the bird god, Thoth, bronze knifein claw fig.

AsRoger Y elvin gave ahoarse scream, the hand of Thoth struck!
CHAPTER XI

IT waslike astrange game, the way the figuresin that room responded in rapid progression. Thoth, of
course, was the one who started it and his deed was short, but swift and deadly. HeEd started the knife
for Yelvin's back and needed only an added hook to land it there before the victim could whedl around.

Y elvin did come around, but it was the force of the knife that lurched him the rest of the way, heaving him
Sdeways over the edge of the desk where he flattened face downward, the knife handle bulging from
between his shoulders.

AsYevinrolled avay, Thoth plucked the envelope and the papers with it, thrusting them under his
brownish robe, but by that time the other figureswere in action, bobbing dl dong theline.

Harry Vincent had launched himsalf at Thoth once before tonight. He did it again, with greater speed and
fury. Harry literally dove across the desk from which Y elvin's body had been swept and caught Thoth's
robe near the shoulder with atight, two-fisted grab.

Further toward the main door than Harry, Albersham at least had the benefit of ashorter angle and he
took advantage of it. Perhaps the fact that hed been under suspicion earlier urged Albersham; at any
rate, he proved faster, more efficient than either Barstow or Curvin had been at Zerland's.

Picking the space beside the desk, Albersham cleared Y elvin's body and started a hard grapple with
Thoth, beating aside the murderer's swinging arm. Further toward the door, Cardona swung about with
his gun, but couldn't fire at Thoth because other figuresintervened. At the office door itsdlf, Curvin was
again at the key, trying to get thelock open while shouting for Barstow to help outside.

Cardonareached the desk and gave it a hard shove away from Y elvin's body, to clear a path to Thoth.
The man with the ibis mask lashed furioudy about, trying to shake off Harry and Albersham at once. His
swing pinned Harry between the wall and the desk, while Albersham came around to block Cardona.
The Stuation was momentarily in Thoth's favor and he made the most of it.

A wrench brought him free of Harry's clutch, the tough robe dipping through Harry's fingers. Thoth was
luckier thistime than at Zerland's, where he had lost a chunk of deeveto Curvin, ajagged gap il
testifying to that fact.

Body swinging with hisfigt, Thoth cuffed Albersham before the latter could grab the strings of hanging
beads and keep a sample, the way Barstow had managed earlier this evening. What Albersham did grab
was Thoth'sarm, as it whipped away. On each arm, Thoth wore a broad, gem-studded bracelet, a
division between the claw-glove and the deeve aboveit. As Thoth'sarm dipped away, Albersham
caught the jeweled band on that particular deeve and kept it.

Thoth didn't worry about the loss. He was free and Albersham was welcome to the bracelet. Having his



hand free, Thoth was able to grab the desk lamp and fling it a Cardona, who for the first time was taking
clear amwith hisgun.

Cardona dodged the lamp as he tugged the trigger. His police positive spoke with the short bark peculiar
to that type of revolver. The lamp blanked off as Cardonafired. Joe thought hed smashed it with a bullet.
He was wrong, because there was no clatter until a quarter-second later.

The lamp had reached the end of the cord, otherwise it would have hit Cardona. The tug of the cord had
extinguished the light. Thoth's throw had missed, but Cardonas aim had been wide, which |eft the score
even.

There was only one place where Thoth could have gone, through the connecting door to the next office,
which opened out into another halway. As quickly as his gun had stabbed, Cardona sprang in pursuit of
the man who wore the bird mask, confident he could find the connecting door, despite the darkness.

Cardonafound the door, head on.

Thoth had dammed it and was thrusting home a bolt from the other side when Cardonamet the barrier.
Retiring groggily, the inspector blundered into Harry and Albersham and they pauised to steedy him on his
feet. Then, seeing the light from the hallway, to which Curvin had finaly opened the door, Cardonatook
anew grip on hisgun and started that way, shouting for the othersto follow him.

There was shouting from the halway too, dong with sounds of ascuffle. Two voices were howling:
"Weve got him!" One was Barstow's stormy tone; the other Curvin's higher pitch.

Then camethecdls
"L ook out, Curvin!"
"Help me, Barstow!"

A man came sprawling toward the doorway as Cardonaswung out into the hall, Harry and Albersham
close behind. The man was Barstow; he crawled to hands and knees, to wave excitedly toward a corner
from around which scuffling sounds could still be heard.

"He grabbed Curvin!" panted Barstow. "Thoth did - | tried to help - | wastoo late -"

Evidently Thoth had handed Barstow some of the usua Thoth treatment, but that didn't deter Cardona.
All Joe wanted was a crack at Thoth and he'd welcome a grapple as a starter. Cardona had grappled
with the toughest of them and aways his stubby gun had decided theissue. Y ou could do alot of close
work with a police positive. Here was just another chanceto proveit.

Around the corner were the elevators and the door of one wasin motion when Cardonasaw it. The car
itself was dark; maybe Thoth was trying to kid Cardonainto thinking that this was an empty shaft. Joe
knew differently, however, for you couldn't keep opening an elevator door if the car wasn't there.

Without ado, Cardona plunged into the elevator, swinging his gun hard, but high. He wanted to clout that
bird head that belonged to Thoth, knowing that Curvin wasin the murderer's clutch, Joe wasn't taking
any chances on socking the captive instead.

The high swing was too high. A hand stopped it in mid-air. Cardonatackled his adversary hard and
received atwisty grapplein return. Then, powerlessin the clutch of afoe who swayed him helplessly,
Cardona came redling from the e evator, his opponent with him.,



Harry Vincent stopped short.

Here was atransformation indeed. Cardona had gone into the elevator after Thoth. He had come out
with The Shadow!

The thing was quickly explained. There were two devators. Thoth must have carried Curvin downin
one, while The Shadow was coming up in the other. But Cardonawasn't analyzing matters that way.
Battling blindly, he didn't yet redlize who his opponent was.

Cardona dternately vanished and regppeared as The Shadow carried him away in awhirl, for with every
revolution, The Shadow's cloaked form obscured the man beyond. Sooner or later, The Shadow would
jounce Cardona back to his senses, making Joe redlize that he'd grabbed someone other than Thoth.

Meanwhile, Harry was springing to the chase of the murderousibis-god. Harry hopped into the elevator
and as he was closing the door, both Albersham and Barstow crowded in after him, anxiousto rescue
their partner, Curvin.

Thiswas an old office building, with its door on aside street. When the pursuers emerged, they found the
street empty. Again, Thoth had gained too good a start and carrying Curvin as a hostage could not have
proven any handicap. Of al three members of the firm of ABC, the oneincapable of putting up astruggle
wasArnold Curvin.

Though Curvin had twice attacked Thoth, his efforts had been spasmodic and the pasied man was
unquestionably incapable of sustained resistance. However, Harry was hoping that Thoth had flung his
human burden somewhere by the wayside, but thisdidn't prove to be the case. AsHarry, Albersham and
Barstow spread to look for Thoth, they found no trace of Curvin either.

Thewild hunt was under way when The Shadow arrived from the front door of the building, having
planted Cardonain the middle of the ABC office and left him there. Listening intently, The Shadow
caught sounds of muffled traffic which included the rumble of anot-too-distant truck. Starting swiftly
around a corner, The Shadow contacted Shrevvy's cab with another flashlight signal and started off on a
chance search.

That quest wasto provetoo late. Even the Shadow would be needing other measuresto crossthetrail of
Thoth again tonight.

CHAPTER Xl

LAMONT CRANSTON was at the Cobalt Club.

Thiswasn't surprising, consdering that Cranston rated as one of the leading members of that very
exclusve organization.

In fact, the Cobat Club seemed to have lost something on evenings when Cranston failed to appear
there. Crangton's calm face, immobile and reserved; histall form, dwaysimmaculady attired; hisquiet,
sef-sufficient manner, were al representative of what the perfect club member should be.

Tonight, however, Cranston wouldn't have been at the Cobalt Club if hisfriend the police commissioner
had not caled him and asked him to come there. A phone call to Cranston's New Jersey home had
finaly been rdlayed to him somewhere in Manhattan and he had complied with the commissoner's
request.

There were two reasons why Commissioner Weston needed Cranston. First, Weston was violating the



club rules, and badly; therefore Cranston's presence was the thing that would square him. Again, Weston
wastangled in the midst of asingular crime case involving murder, robbery, arson, explorers, engineers,
archeologists, financiers, ancient legends, and a kidnapping to boot.

It dl had to do with Egypt and since Cranston had been to that country, his advice might prove most
timely.

Fregquently, Commissioner Weston used the grill room of the Cobalt Club for conferences concerning
crime. Naturdly, he never brought uncouth charactersthere for aquiz. But when dealing with persons of
respectability and refinement, the Cobalt Club was a proper place.

Tonight, Weston was dedling with such parties. Two of them were named Albersham and Barstow,
members of the ABC corporation, whilein place of Curvin, the missing member of that group, wasa
chap named Vincent who happened to be one of Cranston'sfriends.

Of course Ingpector Cardona was present too. He had brought along a collection of very unusua
exhibits, the sort that would interest Cranston. So Commissioner Weston felt that he wasjudtified in
bending the club's rules against too many visitors.

Armsfolded, Crangton listened intently to the details of two murders wherein Thoth had diminated Hugo
Zerland and Roger Yéelvininturn. Theibis-god's sidetrip to Y evin's home was an added factor that had
abearing on the case.

Asfor the witnesses of murder, only Harry Vincent had witnessed both desths. Barstow, however, had
seen Zerland dain and could therefore taly histestimony with Harry's. Similarly, Albersham was akey
witnessin the Ydvin case and gave avery exact description of itsdetalls.

Zerland's secretary, Roscoe, had been brought to this conference as awitness of his master's desth.
Cardona, of course, was present and could tell about the Y elvin murder.

Y et ahuman void ill existed.

That void was Arnold Curvin. The shaky man's prolonged absence was more than a source of worry; it
was acause for darm. At the present moment, police were scouring the city in search of anyone
answering to Curvin's description. Train gates, ferry dips were being watched; cars were being stopped
on every bridge or tunnd leading from Manhattan; bus stations and air terminals were under Strict
survelllance.

Thiswas areason why The Shadow had abandoned his own hunt and had come to the Cobalt Club as
Lamont Cranston. In Shrevvy's cab, The Shadow hadn't been able to trace the truck that he had heard
depart from somewhere near the building where the ABC office was |ocated. The police could do al that
onamuch larger scale, particularly asthey were questioning al truckers. Meanwhile, though, The
Shadow had put Shrevvy and severa capable agents on the job of tracing the truck’s course, if possible.

Timewould certainly bring results. So far, it was not yet midnight on this night when Thoth and his Curse
were rampant. In fact there was more than an hour to go before midnight arrived. With two murders
dready to hisdiscredit, Thoth might even be contemplating athird, or more!

These were the points that impressed The Shadow behind his cam frontage of Cranston!

It explained why Cranston was going through sheaves of correspondence and records that had been
brought from the ABC office, instead of paying attention to what Inspector Cardonawas saying. For
Crangton, though he had unfolded his armsto reach for the papersidly, was actualy becoming very busy.



Hewasleaving it to Harry Vincent to hear what Cardonasaid.
Cardona's discourse concerned exhibits of murder lying on the table.

"Who Thoth is, we don't know," Cardona conceded. "But we do know that he started at Zerland's, went
to Yelvin's, and arrived & ABC. I've checked the time element and it fits, but that isn't al. Thesethings
fit, too."

Cardonallifted astring of broken beads with one hand, achunk of a coarse cloth deeve with the other.

"Barstow and Curvin ripped these from Thoth'srobe," announced Cardona. "The servantsup a Y evin's
house saw enough of Thoth to notice that his beads were broken and his deeve torn. Hisrobe wasin the
same condition when he showed in the ABC office.”

Placing the beads and the cloth back on the table, Cardona picked up the curious, ancient bangle that
had served as one of Thoth's bracelets.

" Albersham added thisto the collection," declared Cardona, "when he grabbed Thoth after Y evin was
murdered. If we find Thoth and fit these pieces to his costume, well incriminate him one hundred

Replacing the bracelet with the other Items, Cardona introduced some new exhibits.
First was aparlor car stub, bearing today's date, on atrain from New Haven, Connecticuit.

"This stub was found near the window at the back of Zerland's study," asserted Cardona. "Thoth must
have dropped it there. Roscoe found it afterward.”

Next came another stub, the seat check to amatinee that afternoon, at aplay caled "White Blossoms'
which was a current Broadway hit.

"Thiswasin the strew of papersin Y dvin's strong room," continued Cardona. "Some of them caught fire,
but the servants werein time to save therest. Y evin was at home this afternoon; hence were quite sure
that thisbelonged to Thoth."

Findly, Cardona produced areservation card bearing the name of the L otus Restaurant. The card,
however, was not filled out.

"| picked thisup myself,” declared Cardona. "1t wasin the office next to ABC, the one past the
connecting door. Thoth must havelogt it inhisrush. It'sthe kind of thing that would have fallen from his
pocket, the way we'd been yanking him around.”

Maybe Cardona had forgotten that Harry and Albersham had done the red yanking; that Joe's business
had been dodging aflying lamp and getting a door dammed in hisface. However, the three clues offered
something inthe way of atangibletrail, except that it hadn't yet jelled.

"We're checking with the Pullman Company,” declared Cardona, "and the same with the theater and the
restaurant, but we haven't received any reports yet. Meanwhile, there's one man | want to find. His name
is-"

For thefirst time, Cranston seemed to catch what Cardonawas saying. Looking up from his papers,
Crangton calmly inserted the name:

"Louis Rendorff."



That brought a stare from Cardona. Then:
"How did you guessthat, Mr. Cranston?"

"From these papers,” replied Crangton. "They don't state much, but they do tell enough to prove that
Rendorff isanother man who knows as much about Egyptian secrets as either Zerland or Yevin."

"That'sright," nodded Cardona, "and that tags Rendorff as Thoth, the murderer.”
"Or as Thoth'snext victim.”

It hadn't struck Cardonathat way, but now it did. Cranston's words were bringing another stare from
Cardona, who promptly rallied to the Situation.

"That's two reasonsinstead of onel" expressed Cardona. " Two reasons why we have to find Rendorff!"

"Then find him!" stormed Weston. "Why are you mulling over this, inspector, instead of locating the key
man in the case, asit now stands?'

Thistimeit was the commissioner who received one of Cardonas stolid 1ooks.
"Weve been trying to locate him," declared Cardona. "'If we hadnt, | wouldn't be mentioning him."

That made sense, considering Cardona's methodical ways. Cranston had recognized it al along, for he
knew that Cardona, too, had gone through this batch of |ettersin which Rendorff had warily hinted at his
knowledge of ancient Egyptian bronze.

"Weve checked every hotel in New York," added Cardona, "but there's nobody checked in anywhere
who answersto the name of Louis Rendorff. We don't even know what he looks like, because we can't
find apicture of him, nor anybody who has seen him. If we could only get alead to somebody who knew
him!"

The same thought could have been in the mind of Lamont Cranston, at least so Harry Vincent judged,
when he glanced at the man he called chief. Foolish though it seemed, Harry wastrying to conjure up a
picture of some face that would logicaly answer to the description of aman named Rendorff, when a
person'simage did cometo hismind.

Harry wasn't asgood at hiding his sudden impulses aswas Crangton. His chief must have caught Harry's
change of expression for Cranston rose and gave adight beckoning gesture, before Harry had timeto
wonder how he was going to pass along the idea that had struck him.

Leaving hischair, Harry reached the foyer afew moments after Cranston. There, Harry exclaimed in
undertone:

"The Egyptian girl™
Crangton's eyebrowsraised in dight inquiry.

"| forgot | hadn't mentioned her," said Harry. " She was outside of Zerland's apartment house. For al |
know" - thiswas a guess, but agood one - "she may have gone up to Y evin's house, to watch there,
too. Anyway, if we could find her, we might locate Rendorff."

"Describe her "

AsHarry gave avery vague description, from which only Cranston could have formed areasonably



accurate picture, the club radio kept coming in with anewscaster's voice, detailing two mysterious
murdersinvolving akiller disguised as an Egyptian god called Thoth. Combined with what Harry had to
say, the broadcast gave Cranston an idea.

"If Rendorff is hearing that" - Cranston gestured toward the radio - "he won't stay long in town. It's nearly
midnight, so hesmore likely to leave by train than any other way. If the girl iswatching for him -"

"She might be at the sation!" brokein Harry. "Or she might follow him there! But which ation?”

"| shal take Grand Centra," decided Cranston, "while you cover the Pennsylvania Station. Heresthe
number where you can reach meif you seethegirl.”

Cranston was jotting the phone number on adip of paper as he drew Harry toward the street door,
where awaiting limousine was ready to take them to their respective destinations.

A dight trail, so dight asto be scarcely atrail at al, but the best that present opportunity could offer, even
to The Shadow!

CHAPTER XI11

THE newscaster was still pieling about crime when Crangton's limousine was pulling away from the
Cobalt Club. The news of murder done by Thoth was being broadcast throughout New Y ork and plenty
of people were hearing it.

One listener was aman who was packing a suitcase in a hotel room. He was aman with amassive face
with an undershot jaw. Helooked like abulldog and he liked bulldogs, for one was squetting beside the
door listening to the broadcast too.

When the man gave a deep, gruff laugh, the bulldog responded with agrowl. The man seemed pleased; it
showed that his pet understood his moods.

"You'reright, Rex," the man said to the dog. "It's meant for us, that broadcast.”
He pulled out the radio plug and closed his packed suitcase.

"Zerland firg, then Yelvin," theman said gruffly. "They'll belooking for Rendorff next, but they won't find
him, will they, Rex?'

From hisgrowl, Rex seemed to think they wouldn't, but the growl could be interpreted asthrest to
anyone who did find Rendorff. The man reached out and gave the dog a pet, then drew awallet from his
pocket.

There were cards in the wallet, that the man carefully transferred to an inner fold. All the cardsthat he
selected for that specia hiding place bore the same name:

LOUIS RENDORFF

"Just to be on the safe Side, Rex," Rendorff told the dog. "I they questioned me and found out who |
was, they'd think we were getting out of town, wouldn't they?

"Wadl, we are getting out of town" - the man gave abasso chuckle - "but it'sal according to schedule. |
said I'd wait no longer than midnight tonight. What | know will keep, because I'm the man to keep it."

Hooking aleash to the bulldog's collar, Rendorff &ft the hotel room, taking Rex dong. When he reached



the elevator, he told the operator to send the porter to hisroom for the bags. Arriving in the lobby,
Rendorff hitched Rex to a post beside the cashier's office and paid the bill.

Thebill, however, was not made out in the name of Louis Rendorff.

The name that Rendorff gave was Robert Elgin; he had acaling card to go with it, bearing an addressin
Chicago, which heleft in case any mail would need to be forwarded. Rex's growl told that the porter had
arrived with the bags and Rendorff grabbed the |eash from beside the cashier'swindow just intimeto
keep the bulldog from tearing it loose, window post and dl.

It happened that the porter had stepped atrifle too close to Rendorff to suit Rex. That suited Rendorff,
however, and won Rex another pat when they reached the cab, where the porter dumped the bagsin the
front seat, rather than get too near Rex again.

"Penn Station," ordered Rendorff. Then as the cab started, he said to Rex: "Nobody's going to sneak up
on mewhileyou're around, are they? Well, that'swhat | carry you dong for. They'll keep their distance,
orese”

With that, Rendorff looked back from the cab to seeif any enemieswere about, but by then the cab had
swung the corner. Rendorff didn't see another cab that was pulling up in front of the hotel, nor the person
who was getting into it.

That person was the same Egyptian girl who had been outside of the Alvara Apartments and later across
the street from Y elvin's brownstone residence!

Reaching Penn Station, Rendorff began having complicationswith Rex. There were too many people that
the bulldog didn't like, and he would have sunk histeeth into afew if Rendorff hadn't kept him under full
control. When Rendorff told a station porter he was going on the Southern Specid, the red-cap furnished
asuggestion.

"If you're taking that bullpup,” the red-cap said, "youll need amuzzle for him, migter. Hell be wanting a
chain, too, or they won't have him in the baggage car. That leash don't look strong enough to hold him
very permanent.”

Rendorff gruffed that he had both muzzle and chain. He produced them when he neared the train gate
and rigged Rex with both. Then the porter took Rendorff down a specid flight of stairs, to reach the
baggage car. Meanwhile, passengers were pushing through the regular train gate, where the sgn stated
that the Southern Specid was dueto leave at 11:45.

The big clock in Pennsylvania Station registered twenty-five minutes after twelve. Rendorff had made his
train with acomfortable twenty minutesto spare, but he hadn't passed unnoticed. Two men who were
obvioudy dtation detectives were giving the eye to everybody who went through the gate and they
spotted Rendorff when the red-cap took him down the other stairs.

But they were on watch for astooped man who had the shakes and who would be taking the train
againg hiswill, probably urged by somebody with a pocketed gun; such wasthe plight in which they
expected to see Arnold Curvin. Hence a burly man with a bulldog was something they didn't connect
with the Thoth murders, past or future.

The person who checked on Rendorff was the same girl who had followed him by cab. Her sphinx
features and her exotic complexion passed unnoticed among the crowd, as did her sharp eyes with their
jewel-gleam. Y et anyone looking for just such aface would have picked it from the throng on sght.



That was proven when the girl turned away from the gate and started toward the main waiting room. A
young man caught sight of her and followed. The Egyptian girl would have recognized him if she had
looked back, for they had seen each other earlier this evening.

Harry Vincent had found the chancetrail. How brief it wasto be, he didn't guess.

The girl stopped at the telephone desk, gave anumber that Harry didn't catch and went into a booth.
Harry followed, faked acal in the next booth, long enough to overhear the girl'sfirst words before she
fully closed her door.

"ThisisThelba..." Thegirl spoke with an odd but precise accent. "' have watched Rendorff take the
train... Yes, he had the dog with him... They have gone on atrain caled the Southern Specid... No, |
saw nobody de<e..."

The girl switched suddenly to alanguage that Harry decided was Egyptian and amoment later tightened
the booth door. What Harry didn't realize was the reason for her use of another tongue. It lay in the fact
that the little windowsin a phone booth door reflected angles like amirror, when the door was not fully

closed.

That waswhy Thelba hadn't closed the door at first. Sheld gained a neat backward glance at Harry's
face, peering from the edge of the next booth.

Now Harry was gone, to make aquick cal of hisown. He used the number that Cranston had given him,
which happened to be the number of apay booth in Grand Central Termind. Cranston must have
finished atour of thetrain gatesthere, for he answered immediately.

Harry's rapid report brought Cranston's prompt instructions:
"Contact Rendorff. Have him leave the train at Newark. Meet me there."

A nest plan, consdering that Cranston couldn't reach Penn Station in time to take the Southern Specia
too. Getting Rendorff off the train in Newark would frustrate any murderous designs that might be
scheduled further along theline. It wouldn't take Cranston long to reach Newark, either by car or another
train, and arrange for Rendorff's protection from that time on.

Unless Rendorff happened to be Thoth!

That thought was striking Harry as he left the phone booth, but he dropped it. Thelbas booth was empty
and Harry was no longer willing to give the Egyptian girl the benefit of the doubt. He felt sure now that
the man she had called was Thoth, but that at least meant that Thoth couldn't be on thetrain.

Perhaps the call had been to Newark, where Thoth in histurn could pick up Rendorff'strail!

It would be Harry'sjob to find Rendorff and convince him of such prospects. Since Rendorff had a dog
with him - according to what Thelbasaid - Harry was sure he could trace the man by inquiry in the
baggage car. There would still be time before the train started; or so Harry thought as he was hurrying
through the train gate.

Then the gateman's arm stopped him and Harry heard the blunt inquiry:
"Ticket?"

"I'll beright back," replied Harry, glibly. "1 have to give amessage to afriend, who'sleaving on thistrain.
Very important.”



It would have worked ordinarily but not on this occasion. Two men closed on Harry and looking at their
faces, he realized they must be gtation dicks. Before Harry could redly protest, they'd hauled him around
so that ared-cap could stare at him.

Onedick asked:
"Isthisthefdlow?'

"Must be," nodded the red-cap. "Brown hat, brown suit, no bags, kind of good looking; that's what the
lady said. Shefigured he didn't have aticket.”

Thelbaswork! She'd spotted Harry after al and had told the red-cap to give amessage to the station
detectives. And what amessage it was!

"So you're Thoth," declared one of the detectives. "What did you do with Curvin?'
"Don't start reaching for another knife," the second dick warned. "We're ready for you."

Harry merely tried to wrench away but the detectives thought he was planning more. The man who had
said hewasready, redly was. A short, weighted billy tapped Harry alongside the head and he faded out.
Sagged in the armsthat gripped him, Harry heard a confusion of sound that included afaint voice caling
"All aboard!" and avery distant clang that could have been the closing train gate.

It wasthetrain gate.

Some distance away, agirl with asphinx facelet it relax into asmile as sheturned to lose hersdlf inthe
throngs of the huge depot.

Louis Rendorff was started on his journey without the protection of either The Shadow or his proxy,
Harry Vincent!

CHAPTER X1V

THE Southern Specia was an dl-Pullman train that began with a combination baggage-club car and
ended with an observation lounge, with about a dozen deepersin between. Some of the passengers had
gone back to the observation, but Louis Rendorff was heading toward the club.

Rendorff had left Rex in the baggage section; then had gone back to see that his bags were put in the
proper berth of the proper car. Now, with the train hardly under way, he wanted to see how Rex was
making out.

For onething, Rex was askittish dog, who didiked trainsintensay and was particularly annoyed by
tunndls. Right now, the train was dipping through the tube beneath the Hudson River, which wasthe
worst possible start of arailroad trip for Rex.

What was more, the baggage man didn't like Rex, which pleased Rendorff immensdly. Infact, hed
trained Rex to be particularly nasty to baggage men. The tunnel would make Rex even nastier and
therefore Rendorff was further pleased, though he sympathized with Rex's aversion for tunnels.

What Rendorff planned was a deal with the baggage man. For five dollars, Rendorff might be ableto
smuggle Rex back to hisown car. Of course he'd say later that he'd taken the dog therein the first place,
if the conductor came across Rex. But Rex would be very quiet in Rendorff's berth; at least héld stay
quiet unless anyone shoved in there by mistake.



It would be very tough for any such person, because Rendorff never kept Rex muzzled.

Even with amuzzle, Rex could be quite tough. He was hel ping Rendorff's prospective ded with the
baggage man by proving it at this very moment.

Above the hollow roar that accompanied the train's swift passage through the tunndl, the baggage car
echoed Rex'sfierce growls and the clanging of his chain. Already the baggage man wasworried.

"Easy now, old boy!" he caled. "Y our bossis coming dong any minute. That's right, he said he'd be here.
He wantsto feed you; that's what he said.”

Rex acted asthough he intended to feed himsalf with the baggage man asfodder. Clawing his muzzle with
his paws, he loosened it, then gave alunge that nearly snapped the chain.

"Easy now!"

The baggage man was backing away, up againgt two wardrobe trunks that were in a corner of the car.
He'd be climbing over those trunksif Rendorff didn't show up soon. Rex was chewing the muzzle ashe
pawed it, and now his growl became aferocious bark as he gave the chain another yank.

Reaching for the top of the trunk, the baggage man clutched it. The effect was very odd, asif thetwo
trunks had some connection. For as the baggage man pressed down on one trunk, the lid of the other
came upward.

Finding that the chain wouldn't snap, Rex squatted on the floor of the car and concentrated on the
muzzle. The rushing roar ended as the train whizzed out of the tunnel and the baggage man fdlt relieved.
He leaned back in anew direction and his head jarred therising trunk lid. Surprised, the man started to
turn around.

Out from the trunk came a gloved hand fashioned like a claw. It brushed past the baggage man's eyes
and glued them with terror. The curious gauntlet clamped the fellow's neck and as he struggled,
something thwacked out of the trunk and felled him. It was the same trestment that Harry had received
from the gtation detectives, only harder.

The train was speeding smoothly now, with Newark only afew miles across the Meadows; but Rex, his
muzzle chewed away, was barking furioudy. Despite his disregard for baggage men, Rex didn't like what
had happened to this particular specimen. Maybe the bulldog thought he had a priority in putting a quietus

on baggage men.

Up on dl four feet, Rex gave the chain another jolt as the door from the club car opened; then squatted
back with awhine. It was Rendorff and as usual, he was sympathetic. He came over and petted Rex,
then turned to impress the baggage man.

"See?' said Rendorff. "When the dog iswith me, he's quiet. Now if | took him back to my car -"

Rendorff broke off. There wasn't any baggage man, at least Rendorff didn't think so until he looked
again. Then, sight of the man sprawled in front of the trunks gave Rendorff quite astart. He looked at
Rex and the dog growled; gauging the trunks, Rendorff thought he knew what had happened.

"You overplayedit, Rex," gruffed Rendorff, with ashort laugh. " Scaring that fellow so hetried to climb
those trunks. But why didn't he makeit?' Puzzled, Rendorff frowned. "Maybe the pressure of the tunnel

The thought worried Rendorff. Tunnel pressure, plus aweak heart, wouldn't be too good. Forgetting



Rex, he came back and stooped above the baggage man, his frown increasing when he found the fellow
sensdess. Coming hdf to hisfeet, Rendorff gave an annoyed grunt.

An unseen listener couldn't have wanted a better signd. Thetop of the trunk lifted again, but the figure
that rose from it was obscured by Rendorff'sform, for he wasrising, too, to deliver asavage order at
Rex, who was barking at the trunk lid.

"Quiet, Rex!" stormed Rendorff.

Then, asthe dog's bark became mingled with awhine: "What do you want to do - bring somebody here?
Y oull have us both put off the train if anybody finds this out!"

Blackness became Rendorff's background, ominous blackness that might have been The Shadow's, but
wasn't. For the figure that was rising from the open trunk represented a personage who dedlt in crime;
not one who fought it. The proof was the silhouetted hand that traced a pattern high on the car wall.

With that hand was the outline of aknife; ahand whaose silhouette was so bulky when clenched that the
tracing of the knifelooked needle-thin in comparison. But there was nothing clumsy in that hand asit
cameinto actua sight, dightly out and above Rendorff's shoulder.

The hand looked large because it was encased in along gauntlet, resembling a claw; the knife seemed
thin because its blade was of unusua length. It glittered dully, that blade, because it was fashioned of old
bronze.

Rex ripped at the chain so hard and furious that even his master was startled. Rendorff drew back
despite himself and smply shortened the stroke that was coming hisway, rendering it swifter and more
certain - if such terms could apply to the hand of Thoth!

Rendorff went back clear to the dagger hilt, then plunged forward, across the prone form of the senseless
baggage man. With him, Rendorff carried a bronze trophy, another of those Thoth knives, extending up
from hisback as atoken of amost instantaneous desth.

The only witnessto the things that followed was Rex, the bulldog, who was the sort of witnesswho could
never give verba evidence. Rex saw thefigure that came from the opened trunk to stoop above
Rendorff's body and make sure that the victim was dead. The dog made a super-canine effort to break
the chain, but failed, athough hisferocious lunge carried him amost to the stooping murderer.

What Rex received in return was hard cuff from the same gloved hand that had driven the bronze knife
into Rendorff. The dog snapped at that glove and got histeeth into it, but the hand whipped safely away.
Then the dog was worrying a gauntlet with jagged edges of the deeves from which it had been ripped.

Whatever other sounds occurred in the baggage car were drowned by the train'sloud clatter asit
dackened while crossing the huge steel draw bridge over the Passaic River, just short of Newark Station.
The great superstructure of the bridge clanged the hideoudly echoed message that Thoth, Master of
Doom, had won again!

CHAPTER XV

TEN minutes after itsarriva a Newark, the Southern Specid was till stalled there. A group of men
were gathered at the platform beside the baggage car, agroup that included members of the train crew,
station personne, and railroad detectives.

Some weretrying to revive the still stupefied baggage man, others were studying Rendorff's body, while



al were staying arespectful distance from agrowling bulldog, who was crouched at the full length of his
chain, hisforepaws pressing an object that looked roughly like aragged glove.

A few of thetrain crew were further back, chasing away curious passengers who had come out on the
gtation platform. During that business, aman strolled past. Hewas atal man, calm of manner, who
would probably have convinced the train crew of hisimportance, if they'd chalenged him.

But they didn't challenge him, because they didn't notice him. Even with The Shadow's cloak folded in
disguised fashion across hisarm, Lamont Cranston had away of rendering himsalf inconspicuous when
he chose. One brakeman who was arguing with some passengers thought he heard footsteps pass on the
concrete platform; but when the brakeman looked, there was nobody there.

The brakeman should have turned to ook further, though it might have made no differenceif he had. It
could bethat Cranston's secret - and The Shadow's - was based upon Tibetan training, for Cranston had
often visited that land. Maybe people could turn themsdvesinvisblein L'Hassa, the greatest city in Tibet
and if someone knew thetrick, there was no reason why he couldn't work it in Newark, the largest city in
New Jersey.

However, Cranston wasn't invisible when he arrived at the baggage car. There, he appeared in the front
rank of the human cluster and his quiet but important air marked him as someone who belonged. The
baggage man had come from his comaand was beginning to recall what had happened.

"He clouted me," declared the baggage man, rubbing the back of his head. " Clouted me hard - right
here"

"Who did?" A railway dick put the query, then gestured a Rendorff's body. "That guy?'

The baggage man stared. He didn't see the bronze knife because Rendorff's body had rolled dightly the
other way. What he saw was the bulldog face, turned into the light, with its massive jaw that looked like a
large edition of Rex's.

"Not him!" exclaimed the baggage man. "He's the guy that ownsthe bull. He went back to his car before
we pulled out of Penn Station. Said he was coming front to see about the dog, though. Only he wasn't
around when | got clouted.”

"Who clouted you then?!

"Somebody with abig mitt, and when | say mitt, | mean it waslike amitten. It wasaglove, only it was
griped likeaclaw -"

The baggage man broke off as he heard Rex growl. Stepping forward, pointing to the floor, he added;
"That'sit! Thething the dog has!"

At the baggage man's approach, Rex retired, but only to gain dack in the chain. His subsequent lunge
was intended as a prelude to mayhem, but fortunately the chain held, before he could reach the baggage
man. Rex's barks, however, were truly vociferous and brought an exchange of glances among persons
present.

Maybe the dog was going berserk because he had recognized the murderer of his master!

Such suspicion of the baggage man lasted very briefly. Rex was quite as violent when acouple of the
station employees approached him. One found an umbrelain the car, shoved the point at Rex, and
opened the umbrella very suddenly. That backed Rex away, long enough for the other man to snatch up
the gauntlet.



"Say!" exclaimed adetective. "That looks like it belonged to that killer they cal Thoth, the onethey were
mentioning on the air tonight." He turned to the baggage man. "Where did he come from before he
grabbed you?'

The baggage man gestured to one of the big trunks. The dick found that it was open, gave it aquick pull
forward. Thetrunk came tumbling to the floor, itslid flying wide.

Empty!

Therewas areply to the detective's exclamation. It camein the form of agroan, rather weird until it was
located. What located the source of the groan was the fact that it was repeated twice in gasping fashion.

"Somebody in that other trunk!" exclaimed the baggage man. "Y ank it open!”

The trunk wouldn't yank open; it was locked. Now, muffled taps were coming from itsinterior; hasty,
nervous thumps. Some men were moving forward to break the trunk open, when the baggage man
produced alarge set of stock keys.

"Oneof theseought todo it,” he said. "Try them.”

Thefifth key did it. While Rex snarled and chafed at his chain, the trunk was unlocked and tipped
forward with gunstrained, ready for its occupant's surge. Only the occupant didn't surge. He flopped like
afish out of water, gasping through ahandkerchief that gagged him, wrenching at ropesthat he had
managed to work off, at least partidly.

They helped this prisoner to hisfeet, but even when his hands were released, they proved too shaky to
hold the arms that supported him. The gag removed, hisface looked very pesked; his eyes, drooped
amost shut, seemed unable to open while he panted for the air he needed so badly.

Although Cranston had never seen this man, he recognized him from his description. Camly, Cranston
spoke the name:

"Arnold Curvin."

Those words e ectrified the group. They recognized the name as bel onging to the kidnap victim for whom
al Manhattan had been searching. Curvin corroborated it with aweak nod; then gasped:

"Thoth - he put methere - in the trunk - on the truck - later it wason atrain -"
Painfully, Curvin opened his eyes as he paused and managed to query:
"Wheream | now?"'

Before anyone could answer, Curvin'stilting head had brought his eyes on aline with Rendorff's body.
From hisside, Curvin could see the dull gleam of the knife handle. His voice rose dmost to ashriek:

"Thoth'swork! The Curse of Thoth - again - athird time!"

Rex was beginning to bark anew, as though recognizing that the reference related to his master. Looking
first at the dog, then at the victim, Curvin exclamed:

"Louis Rendorff!"

Then Curvin was explaining, as best he could, how Rendorff had been checked asthe most likely victim
to follow Zerland and Y elvin. He wanted to get back to New Y ork to join Albersham and Barstow, so



they could urge the police to resumethetrail of Thoth. Other matters were important, though; for one
thing, Rendorff's bags. Somebody was dispatched back to look for them.

But most important was the disagppearance of Thoth, the killer whose glove had now been added to the
list of itemstorn from his Egyptian robe. A search of the baggage car reveded no sign of thekiller, the
only clue being a cardboard dip, representing a garage receipt for aparked car. The garage was located
in Harrison, the town on the east side of the Passaic River.

Rendorff certainly hadn't dropped that dip and Curvin, with his shaky, feeble hands, didn't even drivea
car. Theticket didn't belong to the baggage man, so there was only one conclusion; it had been dropped
by theinfamous Thoth himself. Thus was another link added to the chain of cluesthat might provethe
undoing of that monsirous murderer!

Now it was obvious that Thoth must have dropped from the train beforeit crossed the Passaic, an easy
drop-off, since dl trains dowed when coming across the draw. The ground was dark and neglected on
the Harrison bank of the river, with an open field through which the killer could easily have scurried
unseen.

Word was given to start the pursuit of Thoth from there. Meanwhile, Crangton introduced himself asa
friend of the New Y ork police commissioner and arranged to take Curvin back to Manhattan. With
Newark detectives accompanying them, they rode in on atrain to Pennsylvania Station.

Already, lights were bobbing al over thefidd that lay beside the tracks on the Harrison side of theriver.
Other lights were gleaming when the train passed through the Jersey Meadow, big searchlights, probing
for suspicious cars, or hiding places where afugitive might have gone.

The hunt was on for Thoth, that master of ancient murder, but the ibis-god had dipped away as utterly as
if he had stepped back into forgotten centuries from which he had emerged!

CHAPTER XVI
THREE days had brought an end to thetrail; adead end.
Theriddle of Thoth il remained.

Thiswas being proven in the grill room of the Cobat Club where Commissioner Weston had invited a
group of gueststo witness the private showing of aspecid movie.

The picture showed a squad of men with tommy-guns approaching an old house out in the country. One
suddenly arose and called awarning; when it gpparently was unheeded, the rest drove for the house,
riddling itswindows with ahail of lead that their repeating wegpons spurted ahead of them.

It was aslent film and the effect waslike a pantomime. Any audience would have mistaken thefilm for a
cutting-room reject of arehearsa for aGrade-B thriller. But thiswhole scenewas very redl.

The sequence showed the men entering the bullet-riddlied house. Then there were pictures of various
rooms, dl empty. Thefilmflickered to afinish.

"And that," announced Commissioner Weston, "isdl the F.B.I. found out about the old housein
Connecticut. The place was empty.”

At least, Weston had a guess as to whose house it was.

"One man now hasfull control of the most famous of Egyptian secrets,” declared Weston. "That secret is



the formulafor hardening bronze to the extent of steel. The man who holdsthat secret is Professor Rufus
Parrish. The house shown in the picture was rented by a man who answers to the description of
Professor Parrish.”

The lights were turned on while the commissioner spoke and he was facing three men: Edwin Albersham,
Geoffrey Barstow and Arnold Curvin. Upon these three depended the corroboration of Weston's
Satement.

"You areright, commissioner,” stated Albersham, in his crigp fashion. "Right insofar as Parrishisthe one
man who plucked the secret from an Egyptian tomb and il livesto prove thefact.”

"But he sold the formulato us," reminded Barstow, his booming tone emphatic. "We have full rightsto it,
where Parrish is concerned. We paid haf amillion dollarsto Parrish for that formula.”

"We offered afull million for exclusverights," added Curvin. "But there were otherswho knew the same
secret. We were negotiating with them when they unfortunately passed beyond our reach.”

Beyond reach was correct.

Hugo Zerland, Roger Y dvin, Louis Rendorff, had al vanished from the scene, wiped out by the
murderous hand of Thoth.

"As| undersand it,” stated Weston, "' Professor Parrish could now claim another haf million onthebass
of exclusve ownership?'

There were nods from the members of ABC Industries. Then Albersham spoke for the group.

"Parrish would haveto prove the fact, of course,” said Albersham. "We know that Zerland had a papyrus
which told the full secret. Y elvin showed us papers that amounted to the same. Rendorff apparently was
trusting to hismemory of something that he had deciphered in an ancient Egyptian tomb. But al are gone
except Parrish.”

"Let Parrish try to clam their shares," decided Weston, grimly. "First hewill haveto state his
whereabouts. When he does, we shdl question him regarding the Thoth murders.”

Exchanging glances, the members of ABC findly shook their heads. Again, it was Albersham who acted
as spokesman for thetrio.

"We are not sure that Parrish wasthe murderer,” declared Albersham. After dl, he did not invent the
story regarding the Curse of Thoth. There may be someonein New Y ork who came from Egypt -"

"And I'm looking for someone who came from Connecticut,” interrupted Weston. "I mean Professor
Parrish. He was seen at that house of hisuntil the day before the Thoth murders and he hasn't been seen
snce”

Summarily Weston waved for the room lights to be turned off. That done, the projector was focused on

the screen and a dtill picture was projected there. It was a close-up of aface that would have been
cadaverous, except for itsthick, bushy beard.

"Professor Parrish,” identified Weston. "WEéIl know him even if he shaved hisbeard. Hereis another
portrait of him, taken afew yearsagoin Cairo."

The projector clicked and Parrish's picture was reveaed without the beard. Unbushed, the professor
was ady-looking customer, the thinness of his features giving asharp, shrewd look to hiseyes.



After everyone had seen enough of Parrish to remember him with or without the whiskers, Weston called
for the room lights again. Lights on, he summarized the evidence a hand, beginning with the cluesto
Parrish's progress during the round of crime, as maneuvered by Thoth.

"A bearded man occupied this seat on the train from New Haven," announced Weston, showing the
Pullman stub. "Theticket to the theater matinee" - Weston picked up the seat check - "was caled for by
abearded man and it wasin the name of Parrish.

"Nobody used the restaurant reservation,” Weston continued, "which wasn't surprising consdering that
Thoth had then begun his rampage. Reservation cards of thistype are mailed to out-of-town customers
and we find that the name of Rufus Parrish was on the restaurant'slist.

"And findly" - Weston was displaying the garage ticket from Harrison - "the car that was left was driven
by abearded man, who never cadled for it. Parrish must have redlized that he dropped the garage receipt
in the baggage car. He was too smart to pick up his automobile.”

Having thusidentified Parrish with the chain of Thoth murders, Weston reviewed the exhibitsin each
case. First the beads and the chunk of deeve that had been ripped from Thoth when he murdered
Zerland; next, the bracelet grabbed when Y dvin waskilled; findly, the claw-glove that Rex, the bulldog,
had acquired over the dead body of Rendorff, his magter.

There was one more exhibit that \Weston regarded as highly consequentid. It wasthetrunk in which
Curvin had been found helpless, locked insde by Thoth.

"Thistrunk was purchased by Professor Parrish,” asserted Weston. "It was delivered to an address only
afew blocks from the ABC office, about aweek ago. It was|eft in aroom where there aready was an
older trunk, the one in which Parrish later traveled as Thoth.

"Obvioudy thistrunk wasintended to carry some victim. Our theory isthat Parrish origindly planned to
stow Rendorff's body init, after murdering him in the baggage car. Then, Parrish - | suppose that
technically we should il refer to him as Thoth - could have continued hisjourney in the other trunk.

"Planswere changed because of Curvin. Obvioudy Parrish could not have left him in that place so near
the ABC office. A truck was supposed to pick up the trunks and did. The truckmen might have seen
Curvin or we might have found him while searching the neighborhood. So Parrish took Curvin aong.”

From atable, Weston took a candle, lighted it, and used it to show theinterior of the trunk. Why the
commissioner preferred acandle to aflashlight was to be demonstrated | ater. For the present he was
using the candle to prove that the trunk was of standard pattern and entirely solid. Itsinterior hingeswere
strong; itslock was bolted to the trunk in the usua fashion.

Lowering the candle, Weston used itswax to tick it upright in the bottom of the trunk. Leaving the
candle lighted, he closed the trunk lid. Then Weston announced:

"We have checked the time at which that trunk was delivered at the Pennsylvania Station for shipment on
the Southern Specia. From that time it was not opened until it reached Newark. Within that period the
candle flamewill be extinguished for lack of oxygen, sincethistrunk isair-tight.

"My demongtration will therefore prove that Parrish intended to dispose of Curvin asruthlesdy ashis
other victims, that only through good fortune did Curvin survive. It will go far, thistest, to support our
camthat dl of Thoth's crimeswere premeditated.”

Stepping to another table, Weston pointed to the three bronze knives of Thoth, lying in arow, each



labeled with the name of the victim it had dain. Beside the knife marked Zerland lay the beads and
portion of deeve cloth torn from Thoth's costume. With the knife that showed Y elvin'slabe wasthe
bracelet that Thoth had logt. Findly, the knife that had killed Rendorff was accompanied by the
claw-decorated glove that Rex had worried.

The knives, however, concerned Weston more than their companion exhibits.

"These daggers,” declared Weston, "are al fashioned from ancient Egyptian bronze, of aqudity ashard
asgded. That is, they are composed of the very aloy with which Professor Parrish experimented and they
were manufactured by the process which he discovered. We need only to compare them with samples of
ancient bronze which were actudly supplied by Parrish and our caseis complete.

Albersham, Barstow and Curvin had such samples, brought from the ABC safe.

There were cups, bowls, curious coins and medallions, even a bronze hand mirror that gave an excdlent
reflection fromiits polished surface.

"The mirror was not given to us by Professor Parrish,” stated Albersham. "It was loaned by Doctor
Tabrok of the Egyptian Museum. We went to the museum with Parrish and asked for some sample of
ancient bronze, for purposes of comparison. Y ou have heard of Nilgon Tabrok, of course. Heis curator
of the museum and an authority on Egyptian antiquities.”

While Weston was nodding, hisfriend Cranston took the mirror and turned it over. On thereverse,
Cranston saw a hieroglyphic inscription. Cranston'sinterest in the symbolsintrigued the others.

It was Barstow who asked:
"Can you decipher it?"

"Something about the wisdom of 1S trandated Crangton. "It states that the wisdom of Isiswill be
spoken to Thoth on the night when the moon is banished from the Nile; thet, asin thismirror, dl truth will
be seen and told.”

"If it hasto do with Thoth," decided Weston, "we should talk to Doctor Tabrok about it. How lateisthe
museum open?"

"Until nine o'clock," recalled Barstow, "but Doctor Tabrok will probably be there later.”

"We can go to the museum after we complete the candle test,” decided Weston, looking at the trunk and
consulting hiswatch. "We should arrive there just about nine."

Cranston was out of the conversation now and his eyes had taken on areflective stare, though not
toward the bronze mirror. His gaze was far away.

Only one person present observed that distant stare. That person was Harry Vincent. A moment later,
Harry's eyes met those of Lamont Cranston.

While Commissioner Weston continued his harangue on crime and the way it could be solved, the
members of the ABC corporation listened patiently and respectfully, as did Inspector Joe Cardona.

But now the commissioner had two lesslisteners. Lamont Cranston and Harry Vincent were gone.

CHAPTER XVII



OUTSIDE the Cobalt Club, Lamont Cranston gave an idle gesture toward the corner and Harry Vincent
sauntered that direction with him. Thiswas unusud. Generaly upon leaving the Cobalt Club, they either
took Cranston's limousine or Shrevvy's cab and sometimes one took each.

Both vehicles were handy tonight, but Cranston wanted neither. He undertoned why, asthey walked
adong.

"Y our intuition is reasonably keen, Vincent," commended Crangton. "Have you noticed yourself being
watched or followed during the past three days?’

Harry dmost stopped short.

"Why, no."

"If you haven't been," decided Crangton, "you should have.”
"But why?' queried Harry. "And by whom?"

"Because you were more or lesson thetrail of the Thoth murders,”" explained Crangton, taking the
questionsin turn, "and the person who once put you into temporary trouble might want to know what you
intend to do about it."

Harry's thoughts shot back to his dtercation with the station detectives a the Pennsy train gate, a matter
which had been straightened eventually, but too late for Harry to board the Southern Special and save
Louis Rendorff from the fate that awaited him.

"Y ou mean the Egyptian girl, Thelbal™

"Don't look now," undertoned Cranston. "In fact, don't look at al, but Thelbaistrailing us from across
the street. Specificdly, sheistralling you."

That redly sartled Harry.

"At the corner light," continued Cranston, "stop and pretend to give me something from your pocket. Act
warily when you do. Then start back to the club.”

Harry nodded.

"Thelba should then switch thetrail to me," Cranston added. "I want you to check to seeif she does. You
cantrall her yoursdf, aslong as you are sure she doesn't notice.”

"But suppose she doesntt trail you?"

"Inthat case, go back to the club and report to Burbank, telling him that Thelbais still outside, watching
for you. | shdl contact Burbank later."

They were at the corner now and Harry was making the pretence of dipping some object to Cranston.
Of course conversation was helpful to thelittle game, so Cranston supplied some.

"And if you do go back to the club,” commented Cranston, "you might look through the morning
newspapersto check an item regarding tonight's lunar eclipse.”

"An eclipse of themoon?' queried Harry. "1 didn't read anything about one."

"It won't beseenin New York," explained Crangton. "That'swhy it was only dightly mentioned. Thefull



eclipse will bevisblein the Mediterranean area, about the longitude of Cairo, Egypt."

With that, Cranston strolled away, and Harry turning back aong the street, could still hear Cranston's
earlier wordsringing in hisears. The words that Cranston had spoken when he deciphered the
hieroglyphs on the back of the ancient bronze mirror.

"Thewisdom of 1siswill be spoken to Thoth on the night when the moon is banished from the Nile-"
Thiswasthat night!

What it all meant, Harry didn't know, but it dmaost made him forget about Thelba. Maybe Cranston had
intended it that way, for when Harry turned around and took another look at the corner, he found he'd
timed it just right. A girl wasturning the corner around which Cranston had gone and she wasn't
bothering to take another glance in Harry's direction, so sure was she that he was really returning to the
Cobat Club.

One glance on Harry's part was sufficient to identify Thelba, even though he couldn't distinguish her ivory
face at thisdistance.

There was something beautifully graceful inthe girl's carriage and gait, something that didnt fit with the
modern clothes she wore, even though her trim, well-molded dress, shoes with dashaway hedls, and
beret-style hat were considered chic dong Fifth Avenue.

Such attire handicapped Theba, ruffling her natura flow, like rocks turning asmooth, swift stream into
rapids. At any rate, it made her easy to pick out. Harry had spotted her at Penn Station and was sure he
could now identify her in acrowd at arange of half ablock.

So Harry trailed dong, and away up ahead he saw Cranston, whose stroll too was conspicuous, but
rapid initsown right, for Thelbawas needing al her dinky speed to keep up with his pace.

Thiswent on for severd zigzag blocks until Crangton finaly turned acorner.
Or did heturnit?

Cransgton could have turned just short of the corner, but Thelbadidn't realizeit until she, herself, had
taken the turn and come out upon alighted avenue. Then the girl was scurrying back to the Side Street
again and Harry was glad that he had nearly ahaf block's distance in this comparatively dim setting.
Harry did behind abig pair of convenient steps and watched.

Thelbawas|ooking into alittle basement entry where Cranston must have gone, but she saw no signs of
him there. Where she didn't look was across the street where she might have caught afleeting trace of the
vanishing figure that had been Cranston.

Blackness was fading like vapor. Its only visible evidence was the way it streaked the sdewak wherea
dreet lamp glared. A silhouette, roughly resembling a cloaked figure with ahawkish profile, literdly
trickled off into darkness and merged with the blackness of ahouse wall.

Lamont Cranston had become The Shadow.

Baffled, Thelbadecided to cross the avenue and make a phone call from adrug store. From darkness,
The Shadow watched and saw Harry Vincent follow her, ill handling thetrail cautioudy.

A whispered laugh sounded in the gloom, when its echoes faded, The Shadow was gone. No need for
him to contact Burbank; The Shadow knew that his agent, Harry Vincent, would be keeping on Thelbas



tral.

Returning ablock, The Shadow contacted Shrevvy's cab which had come dong. A few moments later
the cab was bearing its cloaked passenger to anew and intriguing destination. The cab finadly stopped in
front of agranite building that was bulky, massive, though not overlarge. The place looked like amuseum
and was.

It was the Egyptian Museum, A few minutes |ater, The Shadow was moving silent and unseen through a
corridor of the museum, passing afew lazy attendants who were getting ready to close the place for the
night.

Like human smoke, The Shadow'sfigure blurred the glass front of alighted door that bore the word:
CURATOR

Buzzing voices could be heard from within. They would have drowned the sound of the opening door, if
necessary, but The Shadow opened the door in drictly silent fashion. From beneath his douch hat, The
Shadow's burning eyes surveyed the scene within the office.

Two men were seated opposite each other at the curator's big desk. One was the curator himself,
Doctor Nilgon Tabrok. From his darkish face and full black eyes, Tabrok looked to be an Egyptian, but
his nationality would have been difficult to distinguish, had hisface not been so closeto the light.

At that, not al of hisface wasvisible, for Tabrok was bearded, and heavily, his beard matching his black
hair. When he spoke, Tabrok used atone that was low, precise, with only adight trace of foreign
accent.

The man across from Tabrok was bearded too, but his bushy adornment approached the ruddy. What
was more, hisbeard did not hide the outline of hisface, which showed thin, cadaverous, particularly
when hetilted his head so that the light shone through his beard.

There was no doubt asto the identity of Tabrok'svisitor. The Shadow, as Cranston, had seen this
caler's picture, enlarged to reved every detail, projected on ascreen, only a short while ago.

The man with the ruddy beard was Professor Rufus Parrish, the man who had discovered the formulafor
ancient Egyptian bronze and until this moment, Candidate Number One for the unenviabletitle of the
murderer, Thoth.

Perhaps Parrish was here to bestow that title upon Tabrok. Whether the latter would accept it was il
an open question.

Whatever the answer, there would be one witness to the dedl.

That witness was The Shadow!
CHAPTER XVI1I

WHATEVER the objectives of this museum conference, the participants were at present mingling their
discourse with accusations. Tabrok made one, accompanying hiswordswith a side gesture of his hand.

"| received the Thoth costume," he declared. "It was nice of you to send it back. Y ou will find it hanging
inthat clost.”

"From which you took it," rasped Parrish, "woreit, used it, and put it back. | could not have sent you



anything which | never had."

"Someone stole it from the costume room,” argued Tabrok. ™Y ou said you wanted to weer it, so | gave
you the benefit of supposing you had borrowed it."

"I did not want to wear it until tonight,” retorted Parrish. "l told you that origindly, Tabrok. Y ou promised
methe privilege"

"And | shal keegp my promise.”

"No wonder, considering that you have persondly given that costume a stigma even worse than the
Curse of Thoth."

Tabrok gave adight shrug.

"After dl," he decided, "it isthe only authentic Thoth costume in America. Someone must wear it during
theritua of the banished moon.”

Parrish fairly leered through his beard.
"Why don't you wear it, Tabrok?'

"I shdl," declared Tabrok, in precise fashion, "if you do not hold meto your promise. Then | shdl bethe
Thoth who questions ISis regarding ancient science, that | may apply the knowledge that she givesmeto
the benefit of mankind."

This brought ascowl! from Parrish.
"Suppose | play the part of Thoth," demanded Parrish. "How do | know that Isiswill tell al she knows?!

"Itispart of theritua," returned Tabrok, solemnly, "but let me assure you, Parrish, thisisritua only.
Humans who play the parts of deities do not necessarily share the secrets of the gods they represent.”

"Thenif I9scan not give me theformula, | can be sure she does not know it?"
"You can besure.”
"But does she know it?' demanded Parrish. "Y ou should be able to tell methat, Tabrok."

"If I could, I would not. No onewho ever played the part of Thoth in theritual of the banished moon can
revedl the questions that he asked nor the answers that he heard.”

Parrish drove a heavy hand upon the desk. He was becoming impatient.

"I know your rea game, Tabrok," Parrish ssormed. ™Y ou came to America and took thisjob here purely
a theingigation of agroup in Egypt that wanted you to reclaim lost treasures from that land.”

Tabrok bowed his acknowledgment and rather proudly.

"Believing in the curse of Thoth," continued Parrish, "you put it into practice, murdering three men who
had delved too deeply into the hidden tombs of Egypt.”

At that accusation, Tabrok's eyes opened until they glistened; but his speech remained cam.

"If such werethe case," declared Tabrok, "I would have been wearing the robe of Thoth tonight, waiting
with abronze dagger to strike you down, Parrish. Y ou, too, probed into places where you should not



have gone. If you believed me to be amurderer, you would not have dared come here tonight.”

"Why not?" sneered Parrish. "Considering how thoroughly you framed me, the very day after | |eft
Connecticut. You can't afford to kill me, Tabrok. | am what in every ancient ritua was cdled the
scapegoat, the man who takes the blame for another's evil. | am to be your scapegoat wherethelaw is
concerned.”

Thistime, Tabrok accepted the outburst quite mildly, amost philosophicaly.

"At least your argument isvalid, Parrish," conceded Tabrok. "'l must admit that | did not fear your vist
here, because | felt that despite your previous murders, you could not afford to kill me. In order to clear
yourself of your crimes, you would have to place the blame on someone. | wasto be your scapegoat; in
fact, | fill am.”

Parrish's head tilted very wisdly.

"If you think you can prove my guilt,” asked Parrish, "why haven't you told the law you expected me
here?"

"Because you wouldn't have come if the museum had been watched,” returned Tabrok. "Besides, |
aready promisad you the privilege of playing Thoth in tonight'sritual. | can not denounce you until I have
fulfilled my promise.”

Rising from the desk, Parrish went to the closet that Tabrok had indicated. Opening the door, he found
the regalia of Thoth, the damaged costume with its missing beads, torn deeve, lost bracelet and glove.
Hauling it out, ibis mask and all, Parrish stared hard at Tabrok.

"It isworth the chance," decided Parrish. "As Thoth - and mark you, thisisthe only timethat | have ever
played the part - | shall speak to Isis. | know you will keep your word, Tabrok, because your loyalty to
ancient Egypt congtitutes your only law of justice.”

"My first law," corrected Tabrok, stiffly. "I recognize my modern obligations, but only after my pledgeto
ancient tradition has been fulfilled.”

There were otherswho believed as Doctor Tabrok did and one such person was the Egyptian girl,
Thelba Still onthetrail, Harry Vincent had observed that Thelbasinterest in trying to trace Cranston had
been postponed, that the girl, keeping to arapid pace, was obviousy on her way to some more
important gppointment.

And now she had reached that destination. Without glancing back, Thelbaglided up apair of granite
gepsinto agreat bulking building that swallowed her withinits gray walls. Without hesitation, Harry
followed, and in acorridor that passed an exhibit room, he redized that he was insde the Egyptian
Musaum.

The question was, which way had Thelba gone?

Eliminating the exhibit rooms, Harry took a side corridor, chose another turn that looked logical, paused
a acorner while he watched an attendant go the other way. Proceeding further, Harry found himsdf in
front of apair of brass gates which represented the entrance of a miniature Egyptian temple.

The gatesfailed to budge when Harry tried them and |ooking € sawhere, he saw anarrow flight of stone
gairsthat led downward. Deciding that Thelba might have gone that way, Harry followed, reaizing
however that the girl had now gained afew minutes start.



Thetime Thelba had gained was increased after Harry found himsalf in agtretch of cdllar at the bottom of
the steps. The place was a dead end and it was apparently a storage room, but the only object large
enough to possibly hide Thelbawas an upright mummy case standing against onewall.

Producing an automatic that he had been carrying since the night of the Thoth murders, Harry tried the
mummy case. It was locked and trickily, but Harry had learned some of The Shadow's methods of
probing for hidden catches. He found one at last and asthe door of the mummy case groaned open,
Harry sprang back, covering the interior with hisgun.

Harry haf-expected to find Thelbalurking there, but if amummy had toppled out, he wouldn't have been
surprised. What he did discover |eft him rather baffled. Harry had guessed right about Thelba entering the
mummy case but once insde, she had completely vanished.

The proof was that Thelba had disappeared right out of her modern attire, for hanging in the mummy case
Harry saw the deek blue dress, the pert hat, the dashaway shoes and other accouterments that
represented a complete modern garb, no matter what the nationdity of the feminine wearer, nor her
antiquity.

If Thelbahad whisked away on atimetrip back through the ages, Harry was as wishing her ahappy
landing in the wardrobe closet of some ancient Egyptian princess. Then the very incongruity of that menta
opinion produced amore tangible idea.

That was what this mummy case was, awardrobe closet. Now that Thelbawasidentified with the
Egyptian Museum, it waslogical that she would have some place where she could hang spare clothes.
But why she was sparing these, Harry couldn't understand, since so far she'd been connected with
matters entirely outside the museum.

Maybe Thelmahad decided to wrap herself inamummy shroud and go around the museum scaring out
the patrons, but that seemed ridiculous to Harry on second thought and, besides, Thelbawouldn't have
had timeto do herself up in mummy trappings. In fact, Harry was beginning to wonder if shed had time
to get out of these modern thingslet done climb into something dse.

Then Harry was sure he had it. Thiswas Thelba's wardrobe closet, dl right, but the clotheswerejust an
extraoutfit, smilar enough to deceive anyone who discovered them. Thelbamust have known that Harry
was following her and had purposely decoyed him down to this dead-end, after diding away somewhere
aong theroute. Theideawasto leave him redly mystified and in the slence of the museum, Harry
redlized that the sense of the uncanny was prevalent enough to impress the average person into believing
theimpossible.

Infact, Harry's own first thoughts had been fantadtic, dong the lines that Thelbamight be aliving mummy
who had crumbled away to dust in this gppropriate mummy case. Harry took hold of the door to close
the mummy case; then he noticed something odd.

The mummy case hadn't tilted an inch. It didn't even sway when the door was moved. The mummy case
couldn't because it wasfixed firmly to the wall; in fact, consdering its depth, the back of the mummy case
might be part of the wal!

Removing the dress, Harry tossed it over the case and began to probe the interior. Along the back wall,
he found another catch that gave and the wall began to turn like apand. It was quite wide, the mummy
case, though rather low for Harry, but he went through the space quite easily, stooping to make faster

progress.
The pand finished afull revolution as Harry reached the other side. Immediately he was engulfed in



complete darkness. Striking amatch, Harry found himself in a stone-walled room, with apair of narrow
brass doors opening at the other side.

Thiswas actudly the ante-room to what was technically known as an adytum. Every ancient Egyptian
temple had an adytum, or concealed chamber beneath it, but Harry didn't know he was under the
upstairstemple. Hetried the brass doors and they yielded, pushing inward but under considerable
pressure.

AsHarry practically plunged into amuch larger stone-walled room, the brass doors clanged suddenly
behind him. Ending his ssumble, Harry stared through dim light to an dcove at the far wall of the adytum.

There, seated in avaguely outlined throne, Harry saw an ivory statuein the perfect pose of an Egyptian
goddess. Itsform waslithe, of human size and the statue's hands lay palmsflat on the low arms of the
throne at each side of the figure's tight-pressed knees.

The face looked more stone than ivory; in fact as Harry approached, he decided that the statue must be
carved from asingle block of marble because the face, staring straight ahead, had all the stony expression
of an Egyptian sphinx.

Then Harry remembered that the face of Thelba had worn a sphinx expression too!
Perhaps the statue was the girl changed to stone!

Asthough tuned to Harry's fantastic thought, the strange, dim artificid light began to waver and with it,
the whole room seemed to sway. Half way across the adytum, Harry turned and his knees kept sagging
under him as he scrambled to gain the brass doors. They had handles, those doors, but though he pulled
with al hismight, Harry couldn't budge them.

The room seemed to be revolving now - or wasit Harry's brain? He could hear afierce hissing,
seemingly from nowhere, and invisible hands seemed to be laying their clamp upon him.

Then something came out of nowhere and thwacked Harry's shoulder with aforce that would have
flattened him, if he hadn't been flat aready. Thething that hit him was the stone floor.

With that, the pressure ended. Reaching up numbly, Harry managed to grip the handles and pull them.
The doorsyielded inward, drawing him to hisfeet. As he redled from this chamber of fantasy and terror,
Harry looked back across the adytum.

Apparently, al had been ddusion. The singular statue, whether human or stone, had vanished!
CHAPTER XIX

A MUCH tattered and bedraggled Thoth stood in the center of the museum temple, gazing at the alcove
at the opposite wal, where clouds of incense were coiling from large burners and joining in fantastic
fashion to form awavering curtain.

Here the lights were stronger than in the room below and Professor Parrish, staring through the eye holes
of the bird mask, could view the scene quite clearly, except for the smoke. As Thoth, he looked like
someone whose eyes could pierce any vell, but that was merely a superficid appearance.

Out of the swirl of smoke appeared a vague figure around which the clouds of incensetrailed, clinging
thinly, likeavell. The sharp eyes behind the Thoth mask were watching for the mechanica cause of this,
and the dight jarring motion of thefigurésarriva explained the source.



A smdler inner throne had come up by eevator through the larger seat standing on the raised dcove.
Despite the velling incense, Parrish saw the figure's hands raise and move dightly to each side, to plant
themsalves on the wider arms of the larger throne.

Air currentsin the a cove kept drawing the incense clouds, so that the statue gained awavery effect from
the smoke that constantly clothed and obscured it. An average observer would have supposed that the
statue was coming to life; but Parrish knew that it lived already.

Parrish, playing the part of Thoth, was meeting Thelba, playing the part of 15s. Boldly, Thoth drew a
bronze knife from the belt of histattered costume and raised it point upward, asasign of welcome. Both
hands of I19sraised, extended forward from the weave of smoke and turned pams upward, as though
proffering gifts

The voice of Thoth spoke. It was Parrish's voice, but it came hollow and deep, due to the mask. In
return, Thelbas tone had a peculiar ring, gained from the echoing quality of the half-domed alcove. What
they said wasin Egyptian, and first these representatives of forgotten deities exchanged the formal
greetings customary when their ruling spirit, the moon, was banished from the Land of the Nile.

Then came Thoth's questions.

Hewas asking Issfor advice in the ways of ancient science and the veiled goddess answered according
to accepted rote. Quickly, Parrish came to the important question, the million dollar question.

"Tdl me, O 19s," he spoke in the language of Thoth, "how may | teach my artisansto form ameta that
will shinelike gold, reflect like silver, and be as strong and sharp as ted 7!

The mere fact that Parrish dready held a dagger made of just such meta had no bearing on the answer
that Thelbagave.

"Itisthou, O Thoth," came the words of 19s, "who must fashion such ameta for thysdlf. |, ISs, can tell
thee only that it iswithin the power of thy skill."

That was al Parrish needed to know. It meant that the secret formula of the wonder bronze had never
been written into theritud of the Egyptians. The formdities of Thoth and Isis meant nothing moreto
Parrish.

Thrusting away the bronze dagger, Parrish whedled and strode straight to the temple doors, tugging them
open as he arrived there. The sudden rush of air caused the incense smoke to sweep outward like a
waving sheet and through that thinning film, Thelba, haf risng in her astonishment, saw Parrish stop short,
confronted by agroup of men.

Instantly, the girl dropped her hands to the arms of the inner throne and pressed them. Only for an ingtant
did theinvaders glimpse the shapely vision in the a cove; then the smoke swirled back with agrest gush,
completely obscuring the throne as Thelba descended through the floor. The smoke cleared as the seat of
the larger throne closed, since the suction had ended.

The throne was empty, but about the only person who cared was Harry Vincent. He had just arrived by
the stairs from below and was learning that the happeningsin the adytum were connected with the
manifestationsin the temple aboveit.

The other arrivaswere thinking in terms of Thoth, not ISs.

Commissioner Weston and Inspector Cardona were the first to confront Thoth. With them was Doctor
Tabrok, his bearded face distressed. Behind these were the firm of Albersham, Barstow and Curvin, al



represented in person.

Already Thoth had begun to throw back his bird mask, which was attached only to the back of the robe,
like acowl. Hewastoo late to stop that action and his own face, or rather the face within the mask of
Thoth, came suddenly in sight. Everyone recognized it, the glaring visage of Professor Rufus Parrish, his
cadaverous cheeks for once showing ruddy, even through the rusty beard.

"They came here, Parrish!" asserted Tabrok. "1 did not summon them - | swear!”

Out from his bdlt, Parrish had whipped the bronze knife. Even unmasked, he fulfilled the character of the
murderous Thoth. His robe bore dl the evidence; the missing beads, the torn deeve, one bracelet gone,
hisright hand completely devoid of the gloveit should have worn.

It wasin that hand that Parrish gripped the knife and the lack of the Thoth gauntlet made the threat the
more vicious. Tabrok spread hisarmswide as though inviting a stab in the chest, should Parrish
disbelieve his claim regarding the promise he had made.

But Parrish did not choose to stab.

Instead, he gave the dagger awide sweep to ward off Weston and Cardona. Turning, he met Harry, who
was gill too wobbly to stop the swinging arm that flung him aside. As his old acquaintancesfrom ABC
tried to grab him, Parrish ripped clear away from them.

Albersham grabbed for the other bracelet, but his hands dipped from it. Barstow snatched at the
remaining strings of beads and missed. Curvin grabbed the good deeve and couldn't even get hisnallsin
it. Maybe Rex could have bagged the other glove, but the bulldog wasn't with the party.

Loping down the corridor, Parrish dapped the ibis head back over his own, rather than have it cup the
air and dow his progress. In his dash, however, he had too far to go. He was making himsdlf a perfect
target for Weston and Cardona, both of whom were drawing guns.

Then, before the commissioner and ingpector could do more than aim, the flight of Thoth was hated by a
lunging figure thet literdly appeared from nowhere. A moment later, the ibis-god was performing amead
kal el doscopic dance with a cloaked fighter who had blocked him.

Cardona's shout echoed through the corridor:
"The Shadow!"

Here was a perfect ending to the murderous reign of Thoth! The Shadow, master of vengeance, taking
thekiller alive, proving that the Curse of Thoth would no longer hold for Rufus Parrish!

They whirled around the corner, that fighting pair, into one exhibit room and through it to another. Doors
were damming, mummy cases flattening, exhibit stands crashing. More than trifles, such obstacleswere
blocking the paths of dl that followed.

When Weston and Cardona findly reached an inner exhibit room, they found itsfar door blocked with
overturned debris. The Shadow and Thoth must have whirled on out through another passage, or upstairs
to the floor above. There was nothing to do but go and hunt for them.

So Weston and Cardona thought, but others were gaining a better impression of how the fighters had
fared. Around the corner of another corridor, Albersham suddenly raised a shout as he saw the figure of
Thoth loping for another corner.



Barstow and Curvin responded promptly. Asthey rounded the corner behind Albersham, they saw
Harry Vincent cutting in from another passage. Harry was the first to see Thoth take adive down aflight
of narrow steps. Harry shouted quickly to the others.

"Thisway! It's adead-end down there. Well trap Parrish surel”

Harry had forgotten that it wasn't quite a dead-end. He remembered the difference when he heard

Thelba scream. Having finished theritud, the girl had returned to the outer cellar to resume her modern
garb. Sheld put on the clothes that were in the mummy case and shewasjust diding into the dress that
she had found lying acrossit, when Thoth, who belonged to antiquity, came barging into Thelbals modern
life

Sight of Thoth, bronze knife waving, nearly petrified the girl who was no longer 1SS, but shetried to dide
back through the mummy case. Too late, Thelbawas overtaken just as she clicked the pandl open and
Thoth's hand caught the dangling dress and whipped it from the mummy case, Thelbacoming withiit,
before the dress could rip from her shoulders.

Finging himsdlf into the struggle, Harry wrested Thelbaaway from Thoth and sent the girl spinningto a
corner, where she landed safely, just in time to see Harry receive aflattening jolt from the door of the
mummy case as Thoth flung it outward.

Then Thoth was through the pand leading to the little room outside the adytum, while Harry, sagged by
the wallop of the door, was groggily watching Albersham, Barstow and Curvin continue the chase that he
had initiated.

Echoes of the chase floated out through the mummy case, then were silenced by the clang of the bronze
doors beyond the little ante-room. Three pursuers had followed Thoth into the adytum.

There, inthe dim light, the strangest of al struggles was under way. Three men were pouncing upon the
fugitive Thoth. Albersham had a gun, borrowed from Cardona. Barstow was carrying one on a permit
that Weston had given him. Curvin had gained alucky weapon, Thoth's bronze knife, for three hands had
wrenched Thoth'sarm dl at once, causing him to drop the blade.

Y et out of thetriple clutch, Thoth vanished!
Amazing, yet ample.

The big mask dipping forward, Thoth's costume had been over-weighed under the haul of hisfoemen.
They'd peded the costume right off him, mask and all. Asthe regdia collgpsed, three men looked madly
about, but saw no sign of Parrish in the dimness.

A peculiar hissing began to pervade the chamber. Anxioudy, Curvin let his partners look about while he
went back to open the brass doors, hoping to summon other searchers.

Curvin met with Harry's experience; the doors wouldn't open. He tugged harder, vicioudy, until
Albersham and Barstow turned to look. There was nothing feeble now about Curvin, the man whose
hands were usualy so shaky, but neither Albersham nor Barstow seemed surprised by the fact.

Nor did the other occupant of the strange room.

Amid the hissing came asinister laugh that rose and quivered from the echoing walls of that ancient
adytum. Three men turned to face the alcove where the throne stood. Instead of the white figure of ISis,
they saw ablack shape, which by itslack of motion gradualy developed into the figure of aman who
wore ablack cloak and douch hat.



It wasn't Parrish who had been wearing the Thoth costume on thefina leg of the flight. The professor had
been divested of that outfit somewhere back aong the whirling path.

The person who had findly dipped the costume was The Shadow. From the lesser throne of 19s, hewas
prepared to solve the riddle behind the Curse of Thoth!

CHAPTER XX

THREE men faced the secret throne, two with guns, one with aknife. Albersham, Barstow and Curvin
were hearing the judgment of The Shadow, whose voice was carrying, by an ancient system of acoustics,
to the strange temple just above.

So would other voices carry, though their owners did not know it.

"Thetrail of Thothisended," spoke The Shadow. "Y ou came here, hoping to overwhem Parrish and
give him amurderer's death. Y ou were confident that the world would justify you, because the world
would believe that you had found Thoth.

"On the contrary, | am the one who has found Thoth. The costume that lies before you isthe symboal of
triple perfidy, which each of you hasworn in turn. Y ou sought to divide the blame between two men:
Doctor Tabrok, who believed in the Curse of Thoth, and Professor Parrish, who has discovered the
secret of ancient bronze and was naturdly jedlous of it.

"Y et neither Tabrok nor Parrish would deal in murder. Each merely thought the other would. That fact,
known to al of you, madeit smplefor you to build afasetrail that would lead to one or the other and
increasetheir mutud distrust.”

There was apause. Not one of the three listeners had budged. They were spread, with Albersham and
Barstow at the flanks, each with adrawn gun; Curvin was standing in the center, fronting the brass doors,
clutching the only Thoth knife that had not yet done murder.

Perhaps that was why Curvin felt he should become spokesman for the three.

"Parrish has proven hisown guilt," sneered Curvin. "After dl, he wasthe only person who could gain by
eliminating otherswho knew his secret. Once he could prove it was exclusive, we were ready to double
his price. Hiswasthe chief interest.”

The Shadow's laugh had a sinister tone that was meant for al three listeners.

"Yourswasthe chief interest," corrected The Shadow. "The other men who held the secret could
demand any price, or ese sdl out to your competitors. The question of who eliminated those menisas
smpleasA B C.

"Asfor Parrish, he could never collect hisdouble price if he became afugitive or was brought to justice.
Better till, you saw your opportunity to treat him asafugitive killer and dispose of him yourselves™

All thiswas gtriking home to the three murderers, but they ill felt strong through numbers. It was
Albersham who demanded:

"How could anyone accuse me of murder?”

"Someone already has," reminded The Shadow. "Ingpector Cardona suspected you of killing Zerland,
which you did. Can you supply an dibi, Albersham, for the exact time when Hugo Zerland was murdered



It wasn't aquery, that last phrase of The Shadow's. It came with the tone of an accusation. Barstow
quickly picked up the argument.

"I was there when Zerland died,” began Barstow. "I helped hunt for the murderer -"

"Y ou became the murderer,” interposed The Shadow. ™Y our car wasin back of the gpartment house so
Albersham could plant the Thoth costume in it; you took the car and became Thoth yourself. Y ou went
to Yevin'sand ransacked his papers, to make sure he had left no vital information there.

"Then you sped to your own office, after showing yourself as Thoth. Y ou knew that Y elvin had an
gppointment, something which al of you concealed. Y ou hammered at your office door and while Curvin
faked trouble with the lock, you doubled around and murdered Roger Ydvin."

So smply did The Shadow state the case that other factors dropped in line, such asthe fact that
Albersham and Curvin had seated Y elvin right where he would be ready for Barstow's knife. But The
Shadow had another clincher that would settle Barstow.

"It was odd, Barstow," declared The Shadow, “that Thoth should out-race you to Y elvin's home, yet you
outdistanced him from there to your office. Y our own running timewasjust nicely better than average,
which only emphasizes the discrepancy in Thoth's. When both are checked again, yourswill reved its
flaws, once you are considered in terms of Thoth.”

Curvin's snarl came straight to the throne.
"Examinemy case," chalenged Curvin. "Youwill find it air tight."

"You mean thetrunk isair tight,” spoke The Shadow. "That alone condemnsyou, Curvin. Even acandle
failed to burn out the time you were supposed to be in that trunk and you would have consumed more
ar.

"Barstow passed the Thoth costume dong to you, there outside your office. Y ou had two trunksin a
waiting truck and one of them wasfor yoursdlf - as Troth. That was the trunk you opened when you
murdered Louis Rendorff. That trunk was never locked; whilein it, you could get air whenever you
needed it."

"But the other trunk was locked,” scoffed Curvin. "That was where they found me at the finish. How
could | have gotten into that?'

"Quite eadly," returned The Shadow. "The lock was fitted to the trunk with a bolt, as with most trunks.
Y ou had taken the nut from the end of the bolt inside the trunk. That enabled you to open the lock, bolt
andal.

"Onceingde, you closed the trunk lid, drew the bolt through with a shoel ace dready attached, and
screwed the nut in place. Y ou pretended to revive at amost timely moment, when people were around to
unlock the trunk. But persons stuffed in trunks don't begin to revive until they are taken out. Y ou forgot
that, Curvin. Y our sham alibi was the weakest of dl three.”

Curvin'sfists were clenching, one around the knife handle. Mention of weakness reminded him of another
part that he had played, that businesswith the palsied hands. HEd done it to make himsalf ook incapable
of murder.

Now The Shadow was mocking at Curvin's device.

"Strong hands, Curvin," approved The Shadow, "but not strong enough to rip the deeve of Thoth's



costume. Vincent failed, when hetried. Y ou faked that costume nicely” - The Shadow's sweeping gaze
wastaking in dl three culprits - "after you stoleit from this museum.

"Beads were loosened, deeve was cut, bracel et was broken, all beforehand. But the smartest trick was
when Curvin hid the costume without even wearing it. First, though, he ripped off one gauntlet, to take
aong for Rex, knowing that the dog would be in the baggage car, where Rendorff aways visted him."

The Shadow didn't have to add that murderers three had ssmply shipped the costume back to the
museum later, knowing that Tabrok would think that Parrish had boldly sent it there. In fact, The Shadow
seemed tired from his summary of the case, for his voice was coming dower.

That roused the three to action. They, too, were fedling the oppressive atmosphere of thisancient vaullt.
Now, to aman, they were thinking in terms of murdering The Shadow and packing him back in the Thoth
costume, so their story would still stand.

With one accord they launched themsalves at The Shadow, Albersham and Barstow veering wideto gain
the vantage of the acove edge, before blasting shots at close range; while Curvin, stooped low, started a
Sraight dart toward the cloaked figure in the throne.

The Shadow did not reach for agun. It wasn't necessary. He watched while invisible hands seemed to
stop the drive of his attackers, rearing them back, so they staggered, clawing the air wildly asthey
panted, going dizzy like men overpowered by the bendsin acompression chamber.

For that was what this adytum was, acompression chamber. Harry Vincent had met with the same
experience when he had moved too rapidly under pressure of the packing air. Now three murderers had
exerted themselves more vehemently at atime when The Shadow had purposely |et the pressure grow
even gregter.

Like Thelba, The Shadow had remained immobile, gauging his breeth carefully, while the air compressed
through holes leading in from the wals and celling. Common to al ancient temples, those holeswere
sometimes used as speaking tubes to carry voices through the temple, but this place had a separate
acoudtical arrangement.

Here, the compression in the adytum was used to operate the mechanism, showing that the Egyptians
redlly were inventors. The Shadow released the mechanism now, by pressing the two arms of the throne.

The Shadow did not arrive dowly amid the temple smoke asIsis had. Under the punch of that gresater
pressure, he literally scaled from the large fixed throne when the smaller one encountered it and stopped
short. Landing on hisfeet, The Shadow saw figures rushing from the temple.

Commissioner Weston and Inspector Cardona had heard al. With them was Doctor Tabrok, who was
showing them the way to the stairs, so that they could gather in the murderers. Only there was no need
for rush. The three murderers would be along time recuperating from the trestment The Shadow had so
artfully given them; in fact, there was a chance that one or more might succumb.

At the stairs, The Shadow met Harry and Thelba coming up. He gestured them along a passage to an
exhibit room, where he opened the door. They stood outside of the debris which had blocked Weston
and Cardona during their rush. There, benesth an arch formed by two mummy cases, was Professor
Parrish, stroking his beard and wondering what had hit the jaw beneath it.

While Thelbawas telling Parrish that hisinnocence had been established, The Shadow concluded afew
ingructionsto Harry.



"Suggest acomplete search of the ABC office,” The Shadow ordered. "I think the commissioner will find
some extra correspondence, proving that the murderers had gone further than they told us, in negotiations
with Y evin and particularly with Rendorff.

"With Zerland, they only had to rig the cable to his apartment, but they unquestionably had an
gppointment with Y elvin and they must have known Rendorff's whereabouts aswell asthetime he
intended to leave New Y ork.

"And in the safe, you may even find the fal se beards that they used when they framed that too-perfect
trail leading al the way from Connecticut to New Jersey. Even if Parrish could have proved thetrail was
planted, the blame would have falen on Tabrok. He has abeard too."

With that, The Shadow was gone and Harry was reminded of the beards when Doctor Tabrok arrived a
moment later to extend a congratul atory hand to Professor Parrish, asthe latter crawled up from beneath
the debris where The Shadow, by atimely punch, had settled him until he could safely return to
circulation.

Parrish was grateful toward The Shadow now and so was Doctor Tabrok. Both paused and tilted their
bearded faces with smiles, as a strange laugh echoed back through the museum.

Weston and Cardona heard the weird mirth too, as they were dragging three feeble, helpless murderers
up from the museum cdllar. If Albersham, Barstow or Curvin heard it, they probably mistook it for some
uncanny echo from the past.

Inasenseit was from the pagt, that parting laugh of The Shadow. For it dispelled bief in athing which
had never existed and which The Shadow had discredited from the start, but had needed timeto
disprove.

That was the Curse of Thoth, amyth that The Shadow's might had banished forever!
THE END



