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I
THE CRYSTAL SKULL

WHEN Lanont Cranston entered the | obby of the Hotel Harbison, he found it
filled with Magigals. They were of many shapes and sizes, they all wore big
badges with red ribbons that said "Magigals" in gold letters, and they were
hol di ng t he nost unusual convention in the history of Chicago.

The Magigals are a society of wonmen magicians with chapters all over the
country. They had picked Chicago for their convention because it was centrally
| ocated and the attendance had exceeded all expectations. Although this was
only the opening day, the convention was already rated as a huge success,
except by a line-up of dour-faced hotel guests who were checking out as fast
as
nore Magi gal s arrived.

Because of the unexpected turnout, the Magigals had not been able to find
enough hotel rooms for all their extra del egates. Being magici ans, they had
tackled that problemin a characteristic way. Staid guests of the Hote
Har bi son had been disturbed by |oud raps on their doors. Upon opening their
doors, they had been terrified by collapsing skel etons that floundered across
the thresholds, only to rise, bow, and dance away.

The electric lights were also acting tenperanental. The doors in the
Har bi son had special |ocks that put out the roomlights when the key was
turned
fromthe outside by a departing guest. The Mgi gals had found sonme way to get
at
this device, because roonms were suddenly goi ng black while the guests were
still
i nside. That wasn't all; every time an outraged guest funbled in the dark for
a
tel ephone, a lighted electric light bulb floated in through the transom
circled the roomand fl oated out again.

Lights weren't all that were floating around the Hotel Harbison, however.
Doves were flying up and down the corridors, rabbits were hopping in and out
of
el evators, and every tine a bel eaguered guest answered a ringing tel ephone, he
heard ducks quacking across the wire. It was easier for one guest to check out
than try to have five hundred Magigals thrown out, so guests were checking
out,
one by one.

Lanont Cranston heard them exchangi ng tal es of woe as he passed the |line
of people leaving the hotel. OF course, the Mgigals were being very nice
about
it. They were parading all along the line, showing their victinms card tricks,
cutting ribbons and restoring them shaking silk handkerchiefs and maki ng t hem
change col or. But invariably, they would reach into a victims inside pocket
and bring out a string of sausages, a cabbage, or even a live alligator. After
t hat, nobody mi nded nuch about |eaving the Hotel Harbison

At the nmessage desk in the spacious | obby, Cranston gave his name and
inquired for any tel egrans. There were none, so he left word that he woul d be
waiting in the | obby. Then Cranston el bowed his way through a group of
Magi gal s
who were offering to burn his necktie and restore it, along with a few odd



mracles such as making his cuff |inks disappear or transporting his watch
into

the center of a loaf of bread. Wth a suave smle, Cranston dism ssed these
entreaties and continued over to the news stand.

There, newspaper headlines marked a weakness in the Magi gals Convention
Such a gathering shoul d have gained notice on the front page, but it hadn't.
The headl i nes were devoted to nore shocki ng news. Chicago was experiencing a
sui ci de wave, tallying eight cases in a nmere three days. In ratio to the
city's
popul ation, this was small, but considering the type of suicides, it was
unpr ecedent ed.

These were not suicides of the type brought on by poverty, despondency,
or
any of the usual contributory causes. Every suicide was a nan of mneans,
reputedly in good health. Nor were they suicides of the prosaic gas-pipe
variety. Instead, the victins went in for the spectacul ar. One man had
deliberately wheeled a hired automobile in front of a streamlined flyer,

M | waukee- bound. Another had flavored a mint julep with a powdery poi son and
tossed off the drink in one of Chicago's nobst exclusive bars. A third had
rammed a speedboat head-on into one of the massive intake cribs of the Chicago
wat er system a tower-shaped structure rearing fromthe waters of Lake

M chi gan, two mles off shore.

Most startling of all was the man who had risen with the curtain in the
Civic Opera House, finishing his trip with a plunge to the stage in the
presence of two thousand w tnesses. Considering that the stage of the opera
house was thirteen stories high, it was not remarkable that the man failed to
survive the fall.

Al the victims were fromout of town. They cane from such cities as
Dubuque, Zanesville, Tanpa, Spokane, and Wchita, all of which had practically
nothing in conmon. They were registered at fine hotels or visiting at swanky
apartments. Al had come to Chicago on business or for a good time. None of
t hem had gone broke, for noney had been found in their pockets as well as bank
books in their suitcases. Yet all had clinmaxed their Chicago stay by seeking
death in some spectacul ar manner

The psychiatrists had the answer, according to a newspaper which Cranston
pi cked up and began to read. It was a form of auto-suggestion, each suicide
copying the exanple of another. If traced back, the case histories of these
i ndi vidual s woul d show that all had psychopathic trends. Such a suicide
epidemc could growinto a formof mass hysteria. It behooved the public at
large to remain calm

The Chicago police were taking this theory seriously. Plain-clothes nen
were stationed in all public nmeeting places to discourage suicide attenpts.
This applied to the Harbi son | obby where the Magigals were in conclave and
Cranston was hearing grunmbles fromthe regul ar guests on that score.

According to the regulars who had isolated thensel ves by the news stand,
it would be very jolly if the Magigals caught the mass hysteria and nmade front
page news by elininating thenselves, their magic and all, in one whol esal e
sui ci de pact.

"Look at those dizzy danes,"” one man was sayi ng. "They're nobbing that
poor soul who runs the perfume counter. Only they aren't buying perfune,
they're probably showing himcard tricks and getting ready to pull a pet skunk
out of the back of his coat collar."

Cranston | ooked toward the perfume counter and observed a cluster of
Magigal s. But if they were houndi ng the dapper clerk behind the counter, it
wasn't by dint of card tricks. On the contrary, they seened to be pl eading
with
him but his only response was a continued head shake.

Sauntering over, Cranston watched fromthe fringe of a dozen Magigals and
saw that the clerk was ready to capitulate.

"Al'l right, girls," the dapper clerk was saying wearily. "I'll show you



the crystal skull. It's been on display for a week, though, so why couldn't
you
cone around to see it earlier?"

"Because the convention didn't begin until today," piped a stylish
Magigal, "and we didn't hear about the skull until we arrived."

"This is a magical convention," put in another. "That's why we're al
interested in the crystal skull and it's all the nore reason why you ought to
keep it on display."

"It's been sold, | tell you,
for delivery."

That brought a series of sallies fromthe Magigals.

"Sol d? For how nuch?"

"Who bought it and why?"

"Maybe we'll give you a better offer!”

Spreadi ng his hands hel pl essly, the clerk | ooked around for nora
support.

He saw Cranston and was encouraged by the latter's cal m demeanor. Lanont
Cranston was a man who never became excited. His features, which seened cast
froma fixed nold, were inmobile, except when his thin |ips betrayed a
suggestion of a smle which in itself was cryptic. Hi s eyes, though steady,
had

a friendly mldness on occasions such as this. The perfume clerk, nuch

befl ustered by the congregated Magigals, felt that he coul d depend upon
Cranston as an ally.

Rel i eved, the clerk gl anced away and saw another man on the border of the
circling Magigals. This chap, too, was handsone, but in a silkier way than
Cranston. Indeed, he was over-handsone and his pose of confidence could well
have been defined as conceit. Fromhis wavy hair down to the pointed nustache
above his indulgently snmling lips, he showed suavity in every facial line. He
was dawdling with a cigarette in a |ong anmber hol der and the |ight |augh that
he delivered caused the Magigals to glance in his direction

| mredi ately, half the Magigals forgot the crystal skull and began to buzz
anong t hensel ves.

"That's John Halifax! He rmust have flown in from Hol | ywood!"

"They said he might be here for the convention, but we thought it was

the clerk pleaded. "I was just packing it

only
a press stunt!"

"Somebody cl ai med he was working in pictures -"

"That was only talk. He's really planning to go out with his big show.
They say he intends to carry ten tons of illusions and twenty girls."

"Maybe he will hire some of us! 1'd rather be with the Halifax show than
pl ay ki ddi e dates around departnent stores.”

The attenti on showered upon Halifax was hel pful to the perfune clerk. It
gave hima chance to exhibit the crystal skull while sone of the excitenent
was
di verted el sewhere. Opening a | arge package behind the counter, the clerk
brought out the crystal skull and set it on display.

The crystal skull was quite a remarkabl e device.

It was life size, assuning that the term"life" could be applied to a
skull. It was nade entirely of a transparent substance resenbling gl ass,
rendering the skull both unbreakable and light in weight. One indication of
this was the skull's articulated jaw. It was hinged to the skull proper, yet
with no trace of the joining. If of glass, the jaw would necessarily have been
nol ded and, therefore, beconme an i nmovable part of the skull itself. This jaw,
however, wagged up and down, as the clerk brought the skull toward the
counter.

The clerk was not handling the skull itself. He was lifting a square
base,
like a small platforma foot square and three or four inches thick, on which
t he



skull was fixed. The skull's nmounting consisted of oversized vertebrae,
transparent like the skull. The base, too, was of that sane cl ear substance,
with four small legs at the corners, so that when the square pl atform was

pl aced upon the counter, it stood conpletely isol ated.

Set deep in the holl ow eye-sockets of the skull were two huge rhinestones
that glittered with the brilliancy of dianonds. Oherw se, the skull was
undecor at ed, though the platformwas ornamented with circular lines that
forned
an intriguing criss-cross, like engraved filigree, or lacework. The brilliants
gave the skull a certain senblance of life, enabling it to stare directly back
at any human eyes whi ch might focus upon it.

Such eyes were neeting the skull's right now

The human eyes bel onged to a Magi gal whose badge procl ai med her home town
as Seattle. She was an intriguing girl, so intriguing that Cranston found
hi nsel f spending nore tine on her than on the skull. Her oval face was finely
formed, its features accentuated in a setting of black hair which parted in
t he
center and fell to the girl's shoul ders. She | ooked pale, but that was due
partly to the darkness of her jet-black hair. The slightness of her make-up
could al so have accounted for her pallid appearance, but Cranston attributed
it
largely to the girl's intensity.

For the girl's nerves seemed taut, her whole interest riveted upon the
eyes of the skull. Her lips, so drawmn that their color seened that of a wilted
rose, were moving, were delivering a sing-song undertone. Cranston was cl ose
enough to catch the girl's words

"Listen, skull,"” the girl was saying. "Listen and remenber. My nane is
Verity Joyce. | came from Seattle to Chicago. | amstaying at the Hote
Har bi son and am attendi ng the Mgigals Convention."

As Verity concluded her nonotone, the skull began to nod as though
understanding all that the girl had said. Yet the skull, of crystalline
construction, seemngly |lacked all capability of containing any hidden
mechani sm The sane applied to the platformon which the skull was resting.

As the skull's nod ended, Verity proceeded.

"Speak, skull," the girl urged. "Tell me all you know. Repeat whatever
you
have heard."

The skull swiveled fromside to side in a slow but decisive head shake.
Verity watched and waited, with pursed lips and puzzled frown; then
di sappointed, the girl turned away. The clerk, prowing restlessly behind the
counter, decided that it was tinme to end the denonstration

"It's a crazy thing, that skull," the clerk said, speaking to Cranston,
who was now standing alone. "You say things to it and it nods or shakes its
head, only the answers don't nake sense. You hold some fingers in front of its
eyes though, and it always counts themright."

By way of evidence, the clerk held three fingers beyond the skull's eyes
and the skull obliged by clicking its jaws three tinmes. Lifting the platform

skull and all, the clerk put it down beneath the counter

"Back you go into your box, Bosco," said the clerk. "You' re safe now. |'m
putting you where the Magigals won't get you."

Even before this, the Magigals had lost all enthusiasmfor the skull; in

fact, Verity Joyce alone had remained to test the mysterious contraption. The
ot her Magi gal s had concentrated on John Halifax and were bonbardi ng the suave
young man with questions and demands for autographs. Halifax was giving thema
standard Hol | ywood snile as he scrawl ed his signature and the only girl he
really noticed was Verity Joyce.

Di scounting the fact that Verity was probably as attractive as any
Magi gal
in the group, Halifax's interest in the raven-haired girl was probably due to
the fact that she was giving himno notice. Verity's thoughts were el sewhere



and her sol emm expression showed it. But whether she was broodi ng over the
conpar atively poor showi ng of the crystal skull, or sinply trying to outsmart
the other Magigals in their play for Halifax, was sonething of a question

As for Lanmont Cranston, he no longer had tine to analyze either form of
skul I duggery. A bell boy was paradi ng the Harbi son | obby waving a tel egram and
calling for M. Cranston. Leaving the perfume counter, Cranston acknow edged
the call and tore open the telegram It was the very sort of telegramthat he
had expected, but it pronised Cranston results sooner than he had anti ci pated.

Thrusting the telegraminto his pocket, Cranston started for a phone
booth, inpervious to the mlling Magigals about him They and their curious
convention could go their way, along with John Halifax, Verity Joyce and the
puzzling if not amazing crystal skull which sonme ingenious nechanic had
evidently fashioned to serve as an advertising device.

Lanont Cranston had gained a m ssion in Chicago, a nission that he had
hoped to find. From now on he would be investigating the strange suicide wave
that had swept the | ake shore city. Already Cranston held a theory regarding
t hat singul ar epidemc; now he was to put it to the test.

The question in Cranston's mnd was this: Wether or not the chain of
so-cal | ed suicides was a veil for sonething known as rmurder. From Cranston's
imMmobile lips canme a weird, whispered |augh, so uncanny that it night well
have
crept fromthe jaws of the crystal skull he had so recently viewed. That mrth
procl ai med Cranston's adequacy for the test he was to undertake. It was the
| augh of the world's npst celebrated crine-hunter: The Shadow.

Il
DEATH GCES BERSERK

TELEPHONES were ringing right and | eft around I nspector Rick Smedl ey.
Never in his years of experience on the Chicago police, had R ck encountered
anything so hectic as this. Half a dozen assistants were busy answering the
calls, but they couldn't keep up with them Mre help woul d be needed, but by
t hen | nspector Snedl ey woul d be a nadnman.

Big, bluff, brawny and with a face as purple as Lake M chi gan under one
of
its sweetest sumer sunsets, Rick Snmedley didn't |ook Iike a man who ever had
a
weak nmorment. But he'd had one when he'd agreed to use his office as a clearing
house for phone calls relating to the suicide wave. That had been day before
yest erday; by now, the deluge was overwhel ming, yet Rick was inclined to
believe it a nere trickle, conpared with what was still to cone.

At least Rick had finally prom sed hinmself some relief. Originally, he
had
i ntended to answer each call personally. Later, he'd left that to assistants
who
weeded out the calls and passed the nore inportant on to Rick. Now, the
i nspector had decided that even the nost intelligent calls could be handl ed by
subordi nates, his capacity being solely that of a director. But it stil
wasn' t
the answer. Wat Rick had to do was get away fromall this for a while and he
i ntended to do just that. ding-a-ling-a-Iingggggg-

Si x phones were jangling at once. Fromthe jargon of answers that his men
gave, Inspector Snedl ey could gather what was comi ng over the wire. Sonme crank
was sitting with a gun pressed to his head, asking the police to wait and hear
the shot. Another caller was asking if bay rumwere a poi son, having just seen
a bearded man purchase a bottle in a drugstore. Sonebody was saying that a pet
dog had just junped off the end of a Lake M chigan pier, indicating that
ani mal s were succunbing to the suicide nmania. Qut of all this, one of



Smedl ey’ s
men was wavi ng a tel ephone at Rick hinself.

"It's for you, inspector. It's Lester Tyburn."

"Lester Tyburn?" echoed Smedl ey. "You nean sonebody says he's Lester
Tyburn, the soap manufacturer?"

"That's right."
"Tell himto snother hinself in his own suds," advised Snedley. "W can't
di scrimnate where suicide is concerned. Anyway, Tyburn will find it cheaper

to
| eave his noney to his wife than keep on paying her all that alinony."

Smedl ey' s nman gave a weary snile

"It's really Tyburn, inspector. He isn't talking about committing
sui ci de.

He wants to find sone way to prevent it."

"That's a hel p," decided Snedley. "G ve ne the phone."

Over the phone, Smedley heard a man's crisp voi ce announci ng hi nsel f as
Lester Tyburn. Then, after Smedley stated his own identity, Tyburn proceeded:

"I"d like to see you, inspector. It's only a small favor, but npst
inmportant to ne. |'mworried about the way people are conmitting suicide in
conspi cuous pl aces. "

"You're worried?" demanded Snedl ey. "Wat do you think I am and everybody
el se in Chi cago?"

"That's just ny point," declared Tyburn. "You nust take preventative
nmeasures, inspector."”

"I'f you don't read the papers,"” snapped Smedl ey, "why don't you listen to
the radi 0? W' ve posted nmen in every el station, theater, hotel |obby,
department store, nmuseum tap room and children's playground. What el se do you
ask?"

"You shoul d be checking on all special events," argued Tyburn. "I read
t he
newspapers and so do these suicides or they wouldn't know there was a suicide
wave. But we're wasting time, inspector. If you can cone and see ne, | m ght
gi ve you a suggestion that will prove a useful weapon to you. How soon could

you make it?"

That last line was a wel come punch-line to Snedley's tired ears.

"Right now" rejoined the inspector. "Were can | see you?"

"At ny apartnent in the Arnmistead Arns,"” replied Tyburn. "It's quarter of
nine and you can easily make it in fifteen mnutes. May | expect you at nine
o' cl ock?"

"Nine on the dot, if not sooner."

As soon as Smedl ey hung up, a new sound greeted him It was the clicking
of a teletype, and fromacross the office, a detective was giving Snedl ey a
hurried beckon. Going to the tel etype machine, the inspector read the nessage
t hat was comning through

NEW YORK. OFFCL GX33. TO I NSPEC. SMEDLEY CHI. PCLI CE. REQUEST
CONFI DENTI AL
I NFO RE SUI Cl DE WAVE PREVENTI ON METHODS AND POSSI BLE CRI ME CONNECTI ON.  EXPECT
PERSONAL CONTACT L. CRANSTON TO RECEI VE SAME | MMEDI ATE. R WESTON COW
POLI CE
N. Y. REPLY OFFCL WB2QX5.

Snatching the tape fromthe tel etype machi ne, |nspector Smedl ey broke
into
a tirade.

"We' ve had enough crack-pot local calls,’
havi ng
the New York police go goofy on us. Wat's this stuff about a possible crine
connection? And who is this Cranston the New York conm ssioner has authorized
to contact us?"

Snedl ey storned, "w thout



An answer came from one of the hel pers who was hol ding a tel ephone.

"Call for you, inspector. M. Cranston at the Hotel Harbison. Sounds I|ike
there's been a suicide there.”

Snat ching up the tel ephone, Snedl ey heard only bedl am over the wire. He
shouted a "Hell 0" and a cal mvoi ce spoke out of the confusion

"Hell o, Inspector Snedley." The tone was Cranston's. "No trouble here at
t he Harbi son. Nothing but a Magigals convention. Did you receive a wire from
Conmm ssi oner Weston in New York?"

"I did," returned Snedl ey, "and what does he nean by these suicides
havi ng
a possible crime connection?"

"That was ny suggestion,” Cranston replied. "It occurred to me that what
| ooks |ike suicide often turns out to be nurder.”

"And you think the Chicago police m ght be covering up murder?"

"I think you could possibly be unaware of it."

From anyone ot her than such a quiet-toned speaker, such a suggestion
woul d
have elicited a verbal blast fromInspector Snedley. But there was sonething
authentic in that cal mvoice, a note that offered a solution to the confusion
that reigned in Snedley's own m nd. Renenbering his appointment with Lester
Tyburn, another man of status who held opinions pertaining to the suicide
vwave,
Ri ck Snedl ey decided that he could | ose nothing by bringing Cranston into the
interview Indeed, for the first time in forty-eight hours, Rick let his bluff
face relax into a smle at the thought of letting a couple of anmateur
sher| ocks
have their say.

"You have sonething, M. Cranston," decided Rick, politely. "I"Il tell

you
what to do. Get in a cab and go to the Armistead Arns. It's right across the
river fromthe Hotel Harbison. Ask for M. Lester Tyburn and tell him]l sent
you. I'Il meet you there in about fifteen mnutes."

Ri ngi ng tel ephones renai ned unanswered while the menbers of Snedley's
staff stared in profound amazenent. Never had they dreaned that the
t enpest uous
i nspector could adopt such an appeasi ng nood. But they were disillusioned the
nmonent that Rick hung up

"Answer those tel ephones!” howed Rick. "If any nore yaps bother you, cut
themoff! G ve nme paper and a pencil and let nme at that teletype! 1'll send
that stuffed shirt of a New York comm ssioner a nessage that will bumup the

tape at the other end!"

VWhat Rick Snedley sent was printable only on a police teletype. It took
three mnutes for Rick to get the message off and he paced the office five
mnutes nore, waiting for a reply. Wen it cane, it was couched in terns that
made Rick's message sound |ike sonmething out of Emily Post's Book of
Etiquette.

Ri ck thought he had gone the limt in telling the New York police to m nd
their

own busi ness, but Conmi ssioner Wston had topped himand in anything but
stuffed-shirt style. Translated, Wston had suggested that the whol e Chicago
force jump into the Chicago River, Lake M chigan being far too good for them

In two minutes, Rick Snedley consigned Manhattan |Island to an unnaned
destinati on and advi sed Weston to take the voyage with it. Sending that across
the teletype, Rick departed to keep his appointnent with Lester Tyburn
meanwhi |l e fram ng choice statements as a greeting for Lanont Cranston.

Havi ng l ost nore than ten mnutes of the scheduled fifteen that he had
allotted for the trip to the Armistead Arms, Rick Smedley tried to make up
tinme
by having the chauffeur of the police car siren his way through traffic. But
ti me-saving nethods failed when the car neared the Chicago R ver, which Rick



like Cranston, had to cross to reach the Arm stead Arns.

A bridge across the narrow river was rising to allow a ship to pass
t hrough. Along the river other such bridges were rising in succession, lifting
i n hinged fashion fromthe shore ends. Fumi ng, Snedley glared through the
wi ndshield of the car until his armwas grabbed by the police chauffeur beside
hi m

"Look, inspector!"

Qut of a small group of pedestrians who were halted by the rising bridge,
sprang a man who was screanming wildly as he flung aside his hat and the coat
whi ch other men were gripping to restrain him Onto the rising bridge he
dashed, up its inclining walk, which increased its slope so steadily that
frantic followers lost their footing when they tried to overtake him But the
| one man, inspired by frenzy and the speed he had picked up in his early dash,
managed to reach the towering end of the hoisted bridge. There, high above the
crowmd, he gave a crazy twi st and plunged to the river in a headl ong dive.

By then, I|nspector Snmedl ey was out of the police car and dashi ng through
the throng. Passing nen who were sliding down fromthe tilted wal k, Rick
reached the river just as a wheezy tugboat cane sl oshing beneath the upraised
bri dge. The skipper of the craft had seen the madman's dive; bells were
clanging to put the tug's engine in reverse and its squealy whistle was
shrilling an alarm Menbers of the crew were peeling off their jerseys and
di ving overboard in a hurried effort to find the crazed man who had nade the
sui ci dal pl unge

Al ong the shore, other witnesses were trying to point out the spot where
the man had di sappeared. Fromthe river, small boats were coning to the scene.
Fl ashl i ghts, automobile headlights, finally searchlights, played along the
murky waters of the river, but all in vain. The nenbers of the tugboat crew
were clinbing on board their craft again, shaking their heads, and pointing
out
where they thought the man had gone under, but there was no sign of the
victim

Police were arriving to aid the search. They were questioning w tnesses
and exam ning the hat and coat that the man had thrown away. The tugboat was
waved on through, so that the bridge could be | owered. The police were
wat chi ng
the river in case the body reappeared; after that, they would begin to drag
for
the victim the customary procedure.

Joining the police, Rick Smedl ey showed his inspector's badge, asked to
see the contents of the coat. No papers of any consequence were in the
pocket s;
nerely a pack of cigarettes and sone natches which bore an advertisenent for
t he
Chi cago and Eastern Illinois Railroad. The matches might prove a clue to the
man's identity; Smedley returned themto one of the officers and | ooked at the
hat .

The hat | abel showed it had been purchased in a Chicago store and it was
a
new hat. It bore the initials W B. But Smedley wasn't in a nmood to pursue
this
i nvestigation further. He was off duty, he had an appoi ntment, and besi des, he
was sick of the suicide business. Leaving the police to continue with their
routine, Snedley returned to his car, told the chauffeur to drive himon to
t he
Arm stead Arms. They crossed the river, reached their destination, and Smedl ey
went up to Tyburn's apartnent.

There, Lester Tyburn, a tall, rugged-faced man with grizzled hair,
greeted
Ri ck Snedl ey and introduced himto Lanont Cranston, the other man Snedl ey
want ed



to neet. Judging froma pair of enpty drinking glasses, Cranston had arrived
about the tine that Smedley hinmself was expected, a half hour ago. Wth a
gruf f

comment, "l guess | need it,
hi m

Smedl ey accepted a drink that Tyburn offered

Then, wheeling to Cranston, whose manner was as calmas his voice on the
t el ephone had indicated, R ck Snmedl ey decl ared brusquely:

"I'f you're wondering why I'mlate, 1'll tell you. 1've been watching the
sui ci de wave at first hand. If you want to know if there are any new cases,

t he

answer is yes. | know, because | saw the | atest one happen. So don't tell ne
it's nurder. W haven't been having nmurders in Chicago and won't be, unless
somebody asks for it."

From Smedl ey's nmood it seenmed that Lanont Cranston m ght be that
"sonmebody," so Cranston nerely smled and did not ask for details. Those woul d
cone |later, of that he was sure. Gesturing to Tyburn, who apparently hadn't
grasped the point at issue, Cranston spoke in calmng tone to Snedley.

"M . Tyburn has a problem inspector," said Cranston. "He was telling ne
about it and I'msure that you can help him Wy not let himstate it, while
you sit down and rel ax?"

I nspector Rick Snedl ey decided that this was the best advice he had been
given in all of three days.

11
CROSSED PATHS

LESTER TYBURN cane directly to the point. He was inpatient to get at it,
so inpatient that he kept glancing at his wist watch, which registered
approximately nine fifteen

"Briefly, it's this, inspector," declared Tyburn. "There's no telling
where suicide will strike next, but we can be pretty sure that the nen who
intend it will go out of their way to make a public show of it. Maybe they
steel their nerves that way."

Ri ck Smedl ey nodded. He had just w tnessed a case that supported Tyburn's
opi nion, which in turn was based upon the nmanner of the previous suicides.

"Here's sonething then, that mght attract them" continued Tyburn. He
pi cked up the society page of the Sunday paper, spread it in front of Snedley.
"My wife is giving a big charity affair up at Longwood, our North Shore
estate.

It's listed as one of the big social events of the year, but it won't be
difficult for anyone to get intoit. | don't want crazy people diving into
lily

ponds or inpaling thenselves on picket fences. But they're likely to be, if
this

sui ci de wave continues."

"Your place is twenty mles north," objected Snmedl ey, |ooking up fromthe
newspaper. "That puts it outside of our jurisdiction."

"Al'l the nore reason to worry," returned Tyburn. "The way you are
cl anpi ng
down on suicides, sone of these fanatics may figure that a trip up the | ake
woul d be a healthy way to start out to die."

"But you have a local police force at Longwood."

"About enough to count on the fingers of one hand. They'll be on duty. O
course | have Regan - he's a private detective - and sone hired nmen on the
estate. But | want sonething resenbling official protection."

Ri ck Smedl ey shook his head.

"If I come there," stated Rick, "it won't be official."

Tyburn pronmptly took Rick's words as a pronise.



"You'll conme then," said Tyburn. "That will be excellent. You have
relieved nmy mnd, inspector. In fact, you have relieved it so far, that I
shal |
allow the charity event to proceed. | was about to order it canceled, the
entertai nment, bazaar, everything, rather than run the risk of sone
unfortunate
incident. As it now stands, should sone fanatic go berserk during the [ awn
party, you would be there, to prevent a suicide attenpt."

The i dea appeal ed to Snedl ey and he was noddi ng that he thought as much,
until he recalled his own experience of fifteen nmnutes earlier, when he had
proven quite inept at halting a suicide in the Chicago River. Neverthel ess,
that case had only sharpened Rick's desire to crack the suicide wave i n what
m ght be ternmed its buddi ng stages.

"You've laid out nmy future pattern, M. Tyburn," decl ared Snedl ey,

t appi ng
t he newspaper. "I'Il have men covering all these society events, including
weddi ngs. That's where the cranks will show up next."

"Then you'll positively be at Longwood, the night of the lawn party,"”
sai d
Tyburn, stepping to an alcove to pick up a tel ephone. "Please excuse nme while
I
phone the estate and tell the caretakers that the party will be held as
schedul ed. "

VWil e Tyburn was telling the switchboard to get the Longwood nunber,
Snedl ey scanned the soap-king's sunptuous apartnent. The |iving room where
Snedl ey and Cranston were seated represented only a small portion of the
pl ace,
but it was probably typical of the rest. Spacious, yet well-filled with
furniture, its rental probably approached a thousand dollars monthly, while
t he
expensi ve furnishings, which included rmagnificent tapestries and drapes,
represented a small fortune in thensel ves.

Conspi cuous upon an ornate side table was a large gold picture frane; in
it, the colored portrait of a beautiful blonde with dreany eyes who | ooked
li ke
a "cover" girl. Cranston noticed Snedley eye the portrait and deliver a slight
knowi ng nod. That bl onde's picture had been in the news fairly frequently, for
she was Gail Tyburn, wife of the mllionaire.

Tyburn saw Snedl ey studying the portrait and briefly, Tyburn's
gray-mottled eyebrows bristled into a frown. Then, getting an answer to his
phone call, Tyburn began booming in an authoritative tone that demanded al
attention, including Snmedley's.

Tyburn was tal king to somebody naned Webster, who fromthe conversation
turned out to be the gate-keeper at the Longwood estate. Next, Tyburn asked
for
Morse, the gardener, who pronmptly came on the tel ephone. Finally, with a
narrowed gl ance across the roomtoward Gail's picture, Tyburn asked where
Chaffin was. Chaffin was right there at the other end of the Iine and so
Tyburn
asked that he be put on. The questions that Tyburn put to Chaffin were quite
poi nted. He wanted to know whether Ms. Tyburn had been using the big car and
if not, why not. Apparently, Chaffin was very pronpt with his answers, for
Tyburn ended the call a few minutes later. Pacing across the roomhe halted
abruptly at the table where Gail's portrait stood. He | ooked fromthe picture
to his visitors. Then:

"There's no secret about it," declared Tyburn, in a testy tone. "My wife
and | have been separated for the past few nonths and whether it's to be
tenmporary or permanent depends on her. O you might say that it depends on
Regan, the private detective. I've hired himto check on Gail."

Smedl ey accepted this with a bluff nod, as though such things were bound



to happen. Cranston's reaction was entirely inpassive. This encouraged Tyburn
to give further details.

"I told Gail she could have the Longwood place for herself,"” said Tyburn,
hi s voi ce becom ng confidential, "but she hasn't been out there in weeks. You
just heard me talking with Webster, the gatekeeper and Mrse, the gardener
They're in charge of what is practically an enpty house. That's all right;
it's
Gail's privilege to stay in town.

"But Chaffin, the chauffeur, is out there, too. Hs only job is to drive
my wife's car and he tells ne he's been idle for a week. Yet Gail has been
seen
constantly around Chicago - read some of those society colums if you don't
beli eve ne - and how she's been getting about without a car is a mystery.

Unl ess" - Tyburn threw strong enphasis on the word - "unl ess Regan cones up
with a solution.”

Ri ck Smedl ey was busy with pencil and notebook, his purpose partly to
di vert Tyburn from unl oading his matrinonial problens.

"Webster - Mdirse - Chaffin,"” jotted Rick. "All out at Longwood. They'l

be
there the night of the party, too?"

"There and at your service," replied Tyburn. "That will include Chaffin,
because even if ny wife decides to use her own car for a change, the | awn
party
is her idea, so she'll be there and have the car handy. You can depend on Gai
showi ng up at any place where she's in the lime light."

The phone rang as Tyburn finished. The grizzled man answered the call
spoke in short, choppy phrases and hung up. Turning to Smedl ey, Tyburn said:
"That was Hagathorn, so you'd better add his nane to the list. Skip
Hagat horn, we call him He pilots nmy cabin cruiser. |I've been trying to reach

hi mat Holland, M chigan, across the | ake, where he took the boat for an
overhauling. Skip will be at the party and you'll find himuseful. Like the
ot hers, he knows the grounds at Longwood and will help you check on any
suspi ci ous characters that may show up there.™

It was close to nine thirty and Tyburn had covered all the needed
detail s.

Deci ding that he had better return to headquarters, Smedley invited Cranston
to

join himand the two |eft together. As soon as they were in the police car
Snedl ey gave Cranston a sharp gl ance and remarked:

"That shows how this suicide stuff is getting on people's nerves. Tyburn
hasn't caught the nmania hinself, but he's imagining that everybody el se has.
From the way he insisted on my comng to Longwood, you'd think he was sure
t hat
somet hi ng was goi ng to happen out there."

"Perhaps Tyburn has come to ny own concl usion,"” rejoined Cranston,
"nanel y
that rmurder, not suicide, is the answer to these deaths. | can't imagine a
better setting for a nurder than a nillionaire's estate after dark
particularly with a lot of strangers on the premses. It would be very
enbarrassing, too, on a night when the nillionaire and his wife were neeting
for the first time in nonths, possibly for a reconciliation.”

Smedl ey answered that with a snort, which he followed by giving a
sweepi ng
gesture fromthe car. They were crossing the Chicago River, which the police
had
started to drag.

"Wwuld you call this murder?" R ck demanded. "I saw the crazy guy junp,
nmysel f. There wasn't a chance for anybody to get at himor even near him
Ve'll
find the body by norning and you can conme around and have a look at it. If you



still think it's nurder, try and convince me. Then we can work back from
there."”

The police car pulled up beside the Hotel Harbison and Cranston took it
that this was Smedl ey's way of saying good night. Affably, Cranston left the
car and went into the hotel, while Snedl ey kept on to headquarters.

It took sonebody as efficient as The Shadow to get a roomin the Hote
Har bi son, consi dering how t horoughly the Magi gals had taken over that
est abl i shnent. However, Cranston had al ready maneuvered it and when he reached
his room he pronptly took a black cloak and sl ouch hat froma secret
conpartnent in one of his suitcases. Then he went down by the fire tower, to
reach the back passage | eadi ng behind the shops that |ined the hotel | obby.

There, clad in the black garnents, Cranston became a nysterious gliding
figure that no chance passer woul d have noticed. He was The Shadow, master of
bl ackness, bound upon a quest. Finding the rear door of the perfume shop
Cranston opened it with a pointed, probing pick and entered a small store
room
cl osing the door so softly behind himthat not the slightest sound occurred.
Wth a tiny flashlight, The Shadow pi cked out the box he wanted, the one that
contai ned the crystal skull. It had a baggage check attached and was narked
"For Delivery" but it bore no name. The shape of the box itself was nore
i nportant than the label, for it was the only one of the right formto contain
the crystal skull.

As The Shadow stooped to open the well-tied box, footsteps sounded at the
front door of the store room Whipping back into the darkness, The Shadow
became part of the general background as the door swung open and two bel | boys
entered. One was hol ding a baggage check; the other pointed to the box with
t he
crystal skull. They tallied the two checks and nodded.

"This is the box," one said. "Bring it along. That dizzy danme is in an
awful hurry."

"Yeah," said the other, "and she was pulling a five-dollar bill from her
pocket book. Let's get back before she finds anything smaller.”

The bel | boys took the box that The Shadow had hoped to exanine. Hardly
had
they left by the front, before The Shadow made his exit by the back way.

Taki ng

of f cloak and hat, he was carrying themover his arm when he skirted the

| obby,

just as bell boys reached the street door with their burden. There they were
nmet

by a trim well-dressed wonan who gave thema five-dollar bill as they put the
box into a waiting cab.

By the hotel lights, The Shadow, now in the guise of Lanmont Cranston,
recogni zed the lady who had called to get the crystal skull. He recognized her

froma photograph that he had seen at the Arnmistead Arms. The woman was Gai
Tyburn.

Even before the cab pulled away, Cranston was | ooking for other observers
and saw one. A squatty nman in a tan coat with a brown felt hat was lighting a
cigar over by the hotel wall and making a bad job of it because he was trying
to watch the woman at the sane tine. As Gail's cab started, the squatty man
cut
out to the street, hoping to flag a cab for himself. As for Cranston, he took
a
shorter way to pick up Gail's trail. Traffic at the next street turned right
and the red light hadn't yet changed. This gave Cranston time to strol
rapidly
back t hrough the | obby and down a side passage to another door that fronted on
the other street, where he was sure a cab woul d be parked, as that street had
a
hack stand.



Gail's cab came along just as Cranston reached the side door, but there
the trail ended without need for Cranston to take a cab of his own. Gail's cab
halted and was net by a brawny but handsonme man, who scooped out the box the
nmonent that the cab door opened. Waving the cab along, he tossed a departing
kiss to the lady in the rear seat. He turned, entered the hotel carrying the
box, and wearing his perpetual snile, the snile that bel onged to John Halifax.

Hal i fax had hardly got inside the hotel before the squatty man with the
tan coat canme hurrying around the corner and stopped. There were a coupl e of
cabs handy, but they could do himno good now The cab containing Gail Tyburn
was gone

Going into the hotel, Cranston saw Halifax entering one of the elevators
that flanked this side of the |obby. Stopping at the desk, Cranston asked for
Hal i fax's room nunber. The roomwas 1412, on the same floor as Cranston's.

Only a few minutes later, the transom of Room 1412 inched i nwards,
silently. A keen eye, obscured by the bl ackness of a slouch hat above it,
peered into the roomwhere Halifax was taking the final cords fromthe

pr eci ous

box. At |east The Shadow was here to see what Halifax did with the crystal
skul I, which was the next best alternative to The Shadow i nspecting it on his
own.

Hal i fax was eager as the package cane w de open. Then, a | ow nmutter
escaped him Instead of the crystal skull, the package contained bottles of
cheap perfume, that went sliding helter-skelter on the bed where Halifax had
opened t he package.

The wat chi ng eye vani shed; the transominched shut. A whispered |augh
trailed softly fromthe corner of the corridor, marking The Shadow s
departure.

When the cl oaked figure reappeared again, it was at the rear door of the
per f umre
shop.

Studyi ng the Iock closely under the direct glare of his tiny but powerful
flashlight, The Shadow now detected scratches on the nmetal. His pick hadn't
made t hose scratches; his job had been too neat for that. The marks mneant that
someone had picked the Iock earlier, soneone who had taken the crystal skul
and filled its box with perfunme bottles to give it the necessary wei ght.

Renovi ng hat and cl oak, The Shadow strolled out through the |obby as
Lamont Cranston and |ingered beside a phone booth where a squatty man in a tan

coat and brown hat was naking a phone call. Cranston caught the man's nanme as
he gave it over the phone and wasn't at all surprised to hear it.
"Hello," the squatty man was saying, "Yeah, this is Regan... Yeah,

spotted your wife, M. Tyburn...Right after | gave you that routine call at
just nine thirty... No, nobody was with her, but she picked up a big package
and took it along... Not in a car, she went in a cab that she had waiting..
No, nobody was with her... Yeah, 1'll find out all | can.”

There was a | ot that Regan wasn't going to find out, particularly that
Gai |l Tyburn had made off with the wrong package, or nore specifically the
wWr ong
contents. The question now was who had taken the crystal skull and Lanont
Cranston could readily recall a person who had taken special interest in that
skull at the very tine when Halifax, too, had seen it.

Goi ng over to the desk, Cranston stopped at a w ndow marked " Magi gal
Convention Registration"” and inquired for Mss Verity Joyce of Seattle. The
registration clerk nmade a thorough check of the list.

"There is no Mss Joyce stopping at the Hotel Harbison," the clerk said.
"In fact, | can't even find the nane on the registration list. There must be
sone mi stake, sir."

There wasn't any nistake, though Lamont Cranston didn't say so. The whol e
t hi ng obvi ously had been well planned in advance and it bore the el enents of
nmystery that appealed to Cranston's other self, The Shadow.

Lester Tyburn, the harried nillionaire; his wife Gail, the blond



gadabout ;

John Halifax, the heart crusher who let |adies do his skull shopping for him -
Al three dropped somewhat into insignificance when conpared with a

bl ack-hai red beauty with soul ful eyes whose nanme mi ght not even be Verity
Joyce

and whose skill at picking |ocks rated close to The Shadow s own.

A slight smile showed on Cranston's lips as he thought of two sleuths
naned Snedl ey and Regan and wondered what they would think of all this. Yet
there was sonething grimabout Cranston's snile

I f nmurder |ay behind Chicago's suicide wave, Cranston was now sure that
the crystal skull had some connection with it and that the di sappearance of
that particular piece of evidence m ght prove the forerunner of further crine.

IV
MAG C SPELLS MJURDER

AT ten o' clock the next norning, Lanont Cranston received a phone cal
fromlnspector Smedl ey. Rick announced that the body of the bridge suicide had
been found and that water-soaked papers in a wallet had identified himas
WIlliamBrett of Evansville, Indiana.

The wal |l et al so contained a parcel check bearing the nanme of the Dearborn
Station. Snedl ey had gone to the depot and clained a suitcase which proved by
its contents to be Brett's. At present, Snedley was tabulating the articles
fromthe case and would be quite pleased to have Cranston cone over and hel p
him if only it would put an end to the unrequested tel etype nessages fromhis
New York friend, Police Conmi ssioner Weston

Cranston went pronptly to police headquarters and found Snedl ey at a
tabl e
where Brett's bel ongi ngs were on display. They consi sted of wearing apparel
some magazi nes, cigarettes, witing paper and a pack of playing cards. To
t hese, Smedl ey had added Brett's hat and coat, plus the pack of cigarettes and
t he mat ch-pack that had been found in the coat pocket.

"It's obvious," declared Snedley, "that Brett was on his way back to
Evansvill e when the suicide bug got him Now we've got to find out where he
was
stoppi ng in Chicago, who he saw while he was here. Probably he was in town a
coupl e of days at least, in order to catch the suicide fever.

"He may have said sonething to sonebody that woul d have given an
i ndi cation of the trend his mnd was taking."

"Hardly, inspector,"” said Cranston, "unless he confided in the clerk at
the store where he bought this new hat. | doubt that Brett arrived in Chicago
bef ore yesterday afternoon. He nmust have left the suitcase at the Dearborn
Station when he got off the train."

Smedl ey gave a heavy frown as an invitation for Cranston to clarify his
deduction with a bill of particulars.

"Thi s mat ch-pack covers that situation," stated Cranston, opening the

pack

to show it half-filled with matches. "It bears an advertisenent of the Chicago
and Eastern Illinois Railway and is the sort of pack that Brett woul d have
picked up in a club car on that Iine. The C. and E.l1. is the only road that
cones in fromEvansville and if Brett had been in Chicago nuch | onger than an
aft ernoon, he woul d have used up all the matches in his only pack. You'll find

that Brett came to Chicago only yesterday."
Qut of the jangle of phones that persisted in Snedley's office cane a
cal
for the inspector. Answering it, Rick found hinself talking to Evansville. The
data that Rick was getting corresponded with Cranston's statenent.
"Yes, this is Inspector Smedley," Rick was saying. "Facts on WIIliam



Brett... Yes, |I'mready... Canme to Chicago yesterday, you say... Wasn't sure

about staying over... Said he mght come back on the sleeper... Wuld wire
famly as to intentions... Prosperous hardware manufacturer... No indications
of mental depression... Sinply a routine business trip... Mde them

occasionally -"

"Ask about Brett's mnedals," suggested Cranston, catching Snedley's eye.
"Find out if he ever tried for an Aynpic team"

Thi nki ng that Cranston was playing some sort of hunch, Smedley put
guestions along that Iine and finally hung up the receiver savagely.

"What kind of steer were you giving me?" R ck asked Cranston. "This Brett
wasn't ever an athlete. Hs age is fifty-six and he only took up golf five
years ago. He even gave up bow i ng duck pins because he thought it too
strenuous. "

"I wanted to know if Brett happened to be a sw nmrer," explai ned Cranston.
"Experienced swimers don't usually try suicide by junping into water. But at
that, they've under-rated Brett down in Evansville. He nust have been
sonet hi ng
of an athlete.”

"And who gave you that idea?"

"You did, inspector, fromyour description of Brett's death plunge. You
sai d he shook | oose sone nen who tried to hold himback and went up that
rising
bridge |li ke a nmonkey while the people who tried to chase himall canme sliding
down. "

Smedl ey' s bluff face took on one of its purplish tinges. Then

"The guy was berserk," gruffed Rick. "lI've seen plenty of cases where
people like that outdid thenmselves. Still" - Rick's face sober in the manner
of
a judge's - "you put a fair question and it warrants a fitting answer. It's
over
at the norgue, the answer: Brett's body. Do you want to see it?"

"Not right now, " replied Cranston. "I don't doubt it's Brett's body. I'm

simply questioning whether it was Brett who junped off the bridge."

"You nean naybe sonebody el se junped?”

"Exactly."

"Then what becane of the fellow who did junp?"

"He coul d have clinbed on board the tug with the crew that dived off to
| ook for Brett."

Smedl ey began a specul ative frown that turned into a di sparagi ng gl ower.

"That woul d nean the whole thing was a plant," Rick argued. "W saw a guy
junp and we found a body. If the fellow that junped was picked up, the body
nmust have been dunped by the same bunch that covered for the junper."

"Whi ch neans the tugboat crew," put in Cranston. "How far fromthe bridge
was the body found?"

"Pretty far," admitted Snmedley. "In the direction that the tug was coning
from too. But there wasn't anything hooked to it. In fact, the body was
floating when they finally found it."

"I'"ve heard of bodies being weighted with salt,” remarked Cranston.
"Enough of it, inside the clothes, will sink the body and hold it until the
salt nmelts.”

"But the Chicago River isn't salt water," rem nded Snedl ey. "The brine
woul d have left stains, so salt is out. Guess again, M. Cranston."

"Very well. My guess is sugar."”

Ri ck began another of his glowers, then gave an indul gent |augh

"We'|l look into it,"” Rick promsed. "lI've got to admt you're on the
ball, M. Cranston. But there still isn't any connection between this case and

t hose other suicides. Look at the stuff in Brett's suitcase. According to your
theory, it wouldn't have been touched if he'd left it at the Dearborn Station
comng into town. Yet what do you see that's out of the ordinary?"

Cranston found one thing anbng Brett's bel ongi ngs that m ght be an answer



to Snedl ey's query, nanely the pack of playing cards. Opening the pack
Cranston studied the cards rather intently, even counting themto nake sure
t he

pack was conpl ete.

"Pre-war manufacture," defined Cranston. "Standard design, but obsolete.
Yet this pack has been very little used. Brett nmay have had it for years."

As he spoke, Cranston was holding the cards to the light, studying them
fromevery angle.

"Maybe Brett played solitaire," suggested Snmedl ey. "That woul d be enough
to make anybody want to junp off a bridge."

"He m ght have perfornmed card tricks," remarked Cranston, spreading the
pack. "Take a card, inspector. Hold it right in front of your eyes and
concentrate upon it."

Cranston shifted his position while Snmedl ey was taking the card, but,
ot herwi se, there was nothing unusual in his action. Looking at the card,
Snedl ey gave a nod

"Al'l right. I"'mlooking at it. Want me to tell you what it is?"

"That won't be necessary," returned Cranston. "I can tell you that the
card is the six of hearts."”

"Say!" Rick's tone was startled. "Do you nmean this pack is marked and
you' ve spotted the systemat one try? Maybe Brett was a card sharp, on the
side. "

"Hardly, with this pack," said Cranston. "It isn't marked. It's nore
unusual than a marked deck. In fact, it is practically unique. Turn toward
t hat
strong sunlight, inspector, and | ook at the back of the card."

Doi ng exactly as Cranston told him Snedley delivered another and nore
pr of ound excl amati on.

"Wy, the whole card beconmes transparent!" Rick grabbed for another card,
gave it a simlar test. "Against the light, the faces show right through.
didn't know they made cards like this!"

"They don't," was Cranston's verdict. "I never saw a pack exactly I|ike
this. It would be useless at a ganbling table, but it's perfect for card
tricks, particularly with people spread out around a room | amsure we can

class WlliamBrett as an amateur nagician of sorts."
"What do you nean of sorts?"
"He can't belong to the usual run, or he would have a | ot of the gadgets
they sell around nagi c shops. Instead, he shows up with a trick that a
pr of essi onal nagi ci an woul d envy. \Wat about sone of those other suicides,
i nspector? Did you find any packs of cards on them or anything in the sane
[ine?"
Ri ck Smedl ey went to a special file cabinet and brought out boxes | abel ed
with the nanes of previous victins. Looking through the effects of Jerone
Al ton, from Dubuque, Cranston found a cigarette case and opened it. Studying
it
intently, he finally closed the case and scrutinized it fromthe outside.
"That case was enpty when we found it," stated Snedley, referring to a
record sheet. "There were no cigarettes found among Al ton's bel ongi ngs."
"Alton didn't need to carry them" said Cranston. "Not while he owned
this
case. Have a cigarette, inspector."
Openi ng the case, Cranston extended it to Smedl ey who found hinself
t aki ng
a cigarette. Rick's eyes opened wi de; he stared sharply at Cranston, who
nerely
sm | ed and snapped the case shut.
"A cigarette for you," remarked Cranston, "and one for ne.
Openi ng the case again, Cranston renoved a cigarette for hinmself. Then he
was snappi ng the case, opening it, and with each action a cigarette appeared
within. Conpletely baffled, R ck Smedl ey sat back and shook his head.



"What goes on?" demanded Rick. "Were do those cigarettes cone fron? If
it
isn'"t magic, 1'd say that case was a pocket cigarette factory!"

"As good a definition as any," returned Cranston. "I've caught the secret
of it; nowlet's get a |look at the nmechanism?"”

Wth the delicacy of a watchmaker, Cranston patiently probed the
cigarette
case until it came apart in two sections, revealing its secret. The ends of
t he
cigarette case were thick and formed hol |l ow conpartments contai ni ng fl aky
tobacco, tightly packed. Between the outside of the case and an inner |ining
was a pleated sheet of very thin paper. The closing of the case flipped a
strip
of metal that rel eased sufficient tobacco into an approachi ng segnent of
paper ,
with a rotary action. The rolling of the cigarette was conpl eted as the case
opened, the netal strip going into place again.

"Very neat," was Cranston's verdict, "It works fromeither end, according
to how you turn the cigarette case. That gives it double capacity. It should
wor k about a dozen times before needing a refill.”

Ri ck Smedl ey began pawi ng through file boxes to find nore oddities. He
had
luck with every attenpt, though in each case it was Cranston who identified
t he
tricky objects.

One suicide victim Lloyd Stelton, from Zanesville, had carried a | ot of
Chi nese coins. Rick had regarded these as trivial souvenirs until Cranston
tested one by ringing it, weighing it, spinning it, and finally tasting it.
Then, filling a drinking cup with water, Cranston dropped the Chinese coin
into
the cup. In about six seconds, the coin dissolved until nothing was |eft of
it.

"W' || have one of these anal yzed," said Cranston. "I'Il need sonme of the
others, inspector. Now let's have a | ook at those two pencils which bel onged
to
Ward Bronson, of Tanpa. They | ook quite ordinary, but they aren't a standard
make. It's odd that one should be green, the other red."

It was indeed odd, as Cranston denonstrated after he finally probed the

secret of the pencils. Wien Cranston held the red pencil in his right hand,
and

the green in his left, and rubbed one lightly across the other, a strange
t hi ng

happened. The green pencil turned out to be in Cranston's right hand, while
hi s
left now held the red. Repeating the transposition a few tines, Cranston
handed
the pencils to Smedl ey, but Rick, nmore baffled than ever, couldn't begin to
fathomtheir secret.

Among the effects of George Krugg, of Spokane, Cranston found a match box
that was very wonderful. Wen you opened it, you drew out a lighted match; at
| east, that was the way Cranston did it. But when Rick Snedley tried it, his
match wasn't lighted; in fact, it wouldn't light at all when Rick tried to
strike it on the box.

Cranston's experinments and the resultant discoveries occupied a
consi derable Il ength of tine. He would have liked to have continued with other
articles that were filed under the names of further suicide victins, but
Cranston felt that his point was proven and he was anxious to put his findings
to a nore practical test. Briefly, Cranston sumed it all up for Snedley's
benefit.

"Every one of these tricks is unique,"” Cranston told Rick. "I doubt that



the magical fraternity at |arge has even heard of them That would indicate
some connection between the nen who owned them each the possessor of sone
nmyst eri ous devi ce which, so far as we can guess, was his exclusive and

i ndi vi dual property. Do you foll ow ne?"

"Foll ow you!" retorted Rick. "I'mfar enough ahead to figure that any
bunch as nuts as this crowd woul d have gone in for a suicide pact. You've made
sense where the suicide wave is concerned, but you're still a long way from
nmur der . "

"I'f I could uncover some outside influence,"” continued Cranston, quite
unruffled, "some focal point, let us say, that concerns these victins and
their
tricks, | believe that you would agree it was worthy of investigation."

"Of course |'d agree."

"And if it were strong enough to indicate a rmurder notive -

"You're junping the question, M. Cranston. |I'd have to find evidence of
nmur der . "

"I'n every case?"

"No, I'll grant you a point there. If you link up the lot and I find
evidence in two cases or nore, I'll agree that the notive could point entirely
to nurder. But you'll have to chase all over the country, to all the towns
these victinms came from before you'll establish what you want."

Cranst on shook his head.

"Not necessarily," he said. "The victins all died in Chicago, therefore
the reason may be right here. But you'll have to let me borrow all these
gadgets, so that | can nake the rounds."

"Make the rounds?" echoed Snedl ey. "What rounds?"

"The rounds of the places where magicians neet," replied Cranston.

"Chi cago has several such places. My term'rounds' is particularly

appropri ate,

because the first place | intend to visit is called the Mgicians' Round
Tabl e.

I would like to see what happens there when | deliver a few mnor mracles.”

Ri ck Smedl ey was quite agreeable. He gestured for Cranston to take
what ever tricks he wanted and depart upon his self-appointed m ssion
Pocketi ng
the various articles, Cranston rose and Rick politely escorted himto the
door.

There, Cranston inserted a reninder.

“I"l1l check for clues fromthese tricks," Cranston told Smedl ey, "but,
meanwhi | e, inspector, |I'mcounting upon you to go back over the details of
t hese suicides and see what new evi dence you can find, pointing to sonething
nore serious than suicide.”

"Leave it to me," assured Smedl ey, with one of his indulgent |aughs. "You
handl e the magic, M. Cranston, and |I'lIl take care of the nurder."

Vv
ARCUND THE ROUND TABLE

THE MAGQ Cl ANS' ROUND TABLE had begun its daily session when Lanont
Cranston arrived.

A Chicago institution for nore than twenty years, the Round Tabl e had
under gone some gradual changes during that period. Oiginally a daily | uncheon
cl ub where magi cal hobbyi sts hobnobbed with visiting professionals, this
i nformal group now went into all-afternoon sessions. Its gathering place was
Drake's Restaurant and there the magicians occupied their own corner, not at a
round table, which they had | ong since outgrown, but at a series of regular
restaurant tables set together |ike a banquet table to which extensions could
be added as needed.



Lanont Cranston was al ready passingly acquainted with sone of the Chicago
magi ¢ fans. Recogni zed by a few he knew, Cranston was given an inmedi ate
wel cone. Taking his place at a table, he was introduced to the nmen nearest him
with the promi se that he woul d neet nore before the session ended.

I ntroducti ons were gradual around the Round Tabl e, because the various
clusters
were so busy discussing diverse phases of magic.

None of the Magigals were present. They were holding their own | uncheon
and afternoon business session behind | ocked doors at the Hotel Harbison
Nevert hel ess, the Magigals Convention had swelled the Round Tabl e attendance,
because of the out-of-towners who had cone to be present at a big show which
t he Magi gal s had schedul ed for the general public, male magicians included.

Cranston was | earning about all this froma chap on his right named Chick
Schoke, who was one of the Round Tabl e regul ars and knew everybody, |ocal or
out of town.

"That's Dorny Dornfield at the end of the table," identified Chick. "He
was one of the founders of this outfit. He's an enctee as well as a nmgician
and
he stars at all the magical conventions. He's tal king to Monk Watson, the nost
versatile character in magic. The fellowwith themis Larry Arcuri; he's in
from New York, where he organi zed a get-together group patterned after this
one, which now neets daily at the Hotel Dixie.

"The energetic chap across the way is Doc Tarbell, who prepared a whol e
correspondence course in magi c and now goes on |lecture tours. Two places to
t he
right is MIbourne Christopher who did magic in the front lines when he was a
G 1. and has witten up his own experiences along with those of other
magi ci ans. Between themis Theo Banberg who toured the world under the
prof essi onal name of Ckito. He's giving thema whole hatfull of tricks and
anecdot es.

"That boi sterous group at the other end are nore serious than they | ook
They're all editors of mmgi cal magazines: Al Plough of the Linking Ring, Walt
G bson of Conjurors', Mel Ml son of Tops and Bill Sachs, who handl es the magic
colum in the Billboard. They're expecting John Mil holland of the Sphinx; but
CGerry Larsen, who edits the Genii won't be around because she's one of the
Magigals. In fact, she started that organization

"Right over there is Rufus Steele, who probably knows nore about ganbling
devi ces than anybody since Erdnase, who wote a book on the subject and then
nmysteriously di sappeared right here in Chicago. He's talking with Johnny Pl att
and Dai Vernon, who is a past master at card technique. Speaking of cards, if
you have a pack handy, 1'Il show you a neat ace trick."

This was exactly what Cranston had wanted, though he hadn't said so.
Produci ng the pack that he had gotten at Snedley's office, he handed it to
Schoke, who imredi ately denonstrated a very nifty trick in which tw pairs of
aces, placed back to back, red and bl ack respectively, changed their positions
in some unaccount abl e fashion

Denonstrati ons of magic, oddly enough, were purely secondary proceedi ngs
at the Round Table; in fact, anything in the way of strictly ordinary trickery
was al nost taboo. This was where connoi sseurs of the art gathered and they
preferred to discuss the lore and intricacies of magic to watching stereotyped
performances. However, anything subtle, deft or novel was al ways appreci ated.
Aware of this, Cranston was ready when the pack was returned to him
| mredi ately he went into an inpronptu act.

Asking that the pack be shuffled, Cranston brought out a Hotel Harbison
meno pad, tore two slips of paper fromit and passed each to persons across
t he
tabl e, handing pencils along with them He had soneone spread the pack so that
the men with the pencils could each take a card at random The cards taken
each person, at Cranston's request, wote the name of his chosen card on a
slip



and folded it.

Next, Cranston had each man pass his card to the other, so that each
woul d
know t he other's choice. Thereby, he |l earned the faces of the cards, seeing
t hem
t hrough the backs, against the light. Wth a fountain pen, Cranston wote two
nanes on other paper slips, tossed them across the table. Wen the papers were
opened, the names that Cranston had witten proved identical with those that
the card choosers had witten in pencil.

Neatly done, that trick, but Cranston followed it with another startling
nunber. Taki ng back the pencils, he called attention to the fact that one was
red, the other green. Rubbing one across the other, Cranston caused themto
change pl aces fromhand to hand, while the Round Tabl e habitues left their
pl aces to cluster closer about the source of this baffling nystery.

Tossing the pencils for exam nation, Cranston opened the cigarette case
that he had borrowed from Snedley. Showing it enpty, he closed it and produced
a cigarette within. Asking someone to take the cigarette, Cranston closed the
case and produced another, then another, and another. This went on until a

dozen men were holding cigarettes, for Cranston had remenbered to refill the
amazing cigarette case while on his way to the Round Tabl e.
To top it all, Cranston began furnishing lights for those cigarettes by

drawi ng |ighted matches from what |ooked |like a perfectly ordinary match box
and proved to be just such when he tossed the box on the table so that others
could try the trick without success. That ended the nobst amazi ng display of

i mpronptu nysteries that the Round Tabl e had ever w tnessed.

There were at least thirty people at the Round Tabl e and Cranston was
studying their faces without finding the one he wanted to see. The handsone
count enance of John Halifax was missing fromthe throng. So Cranston deci ded
to
bide his time a while, in case the Holl ywood nystic arrived and heard echoes
of
the chatter that was going on about the inpronmptu niracles.

From across the table, Rufus Steele handed Cranston his pack of cards.
Steele, the expert, had given the pack a few deft riffles to see if little
dot s
danced back and forth across the backs, this being the sure way of detecting a
mar ked pack. This pack, however, stood the test.

Now the magic editors were politely nonopolizing Cranston to learn if he
woul d furnish any of his tricks for the pages of their magazi nes. No one had
seen any of those tricks before, which was exactly what Cranston wanted to
know.

A waitress cane to the table saying there was a phone call for M.
Cranston. Taking his props with him Cranston went to the tel ephone, | earned
that the call was from police headquarters and that |nspector Snedley wanted
himto come to the Hotel Royal at once. Inportant though it sounded, this
urgent call would have spoiled Cranston's day, if he hadn't found two nen
waiting for himas he left the tel ephone.

The pair consisted of Rufus Steele, the man who knew cards so thoroughly,
and M | bourne Christopher who specialized in nagical research

"I'f that pack of yours is the only thing it can be," declared Steele,
"it's something that certain manufacturers have tried to produce for years,
wi t hout | uck."

"I'n Arerica, yes," agreed Christopher, "but | have seen European packs
that met those specifications."”

Quite aware of what both speakers neant, Cranston gave a mld display of
i nterest.

"I"ve heard of one man who mi ght have had such a pack," said Steele.
"They
cal I ed hi m Professor Mrsh."

"Prof essor Sedl ey Marsh," el aborated Christopher. "I1've crossed his



trail,
too, but this is the first time | ever linked himw th card work. Those ot her
specialties were typical of Mrsh."

"In that case," suggested Cranston, "you might tell me sonething about
Prof essor Marsh."

Briefly, the story was this:

The annal s of nodern magic held many nanes to conjure with: Charlier
Er dnase, Joseffy, Jordan, Malini, Ansbach. These were nen whose careers, at
| east in part, had been as mysterious as their methods and creations. Sone had
passed along their secrets, sometinmes at great prices, or occasionally to
chosen pupils who were sworn to preserve such secrecy as in the days when
magi ¢
had been a heritage frommaster to apprentice.

One man belonging in this ultra category was Professor Sedl ey Marsh. That
nane, however, was not to be found in any record whatever. Reputedly, Marsh
was
as elusive as his nethods. Only one word could define him that word was
"untraceable." In fact, Marsh could have been charged off as a nyth, but for
one runor that persisted; nanely, that Marsh had confided his nmethods in
certain trusted pupils who were sworn to absolute secrecy both as to the
tricks
and their source.

None of this favored group were amateur magi ci ans nor menbers of magica
organi zations. They were all weal thy men whom Marsh had personal |y approached,
stirred their interest with his wizardry and finally had sold themon the idea
of buying sone of his exclusives at fabulous prices. Only rarely sonmeone who
nm ght be a Marsh pupil had performed one or nore of these exclusives in the
presence of magicians. Doubtless, this was in accord with some agreenent set
by
Mar sh hi nsel f.

Runor went that Marsh had prom sed an amazing | egacy to his unknown
pupils; that secrets and devices which he was guarding until death would be
theirs after his dem se. Wen that tinme came, the pupils could identify
t hensel ves, each to the other, by their know edge of Marsh Magic. WId though
this rumor mght be, it gained credence by the fact that Marsh's pupils were
as
secretive as their master, all apparently holding back their own pet feats of
Wi zardry until some appointed tine when they woul d need t hem

Cranston listened to this quite inpassively as though anal yzi ng every
statement. The whole story told, he gave an obliging nod, said good-by and
left. That was the perfect departure, the sort that a bona fide Marsh pupi
woul d have nade. This was inportant, too, because fromthe suppositions that
he
had heard regardi ng such people, Cranston could have vouched for their
exi stence. They were represented by the alleged suicide victins whose tricks
Cranston had di spl ayed.

Murder, not suicide, was behind those Chicago deaths. O that, Cranston
was now certain; the next step was to prove it to the satisfaction of
| nspect or
Rick Snedley. Prelimnary to that, Cranston was trying to prove it to his own
sati sfaction; perhaps too nuch so.

Logically, the man behind nurder would be a Marsh pupil, too. H's
pur pose,
judging fromhis whol esal e neasures to date, nust be to elinmnate all others
of
the clan. Since all were secretive as to their identity, the killer nust have
found some way to uncover them Fromindications already at hand, this would
depend on the victinms. They would have to decl are thensel ves.

Unwitting victims could do just that by performing their pet tricks in
public and thus identifying thenmsel ves as Marsh nen. Granted that they avoi ded



t he conpany of other magicians, such a rule night no longer apply if sonething
i nportant were at stake, such as Marsh's legacy. Nor might it apply at all to
the potential nurderer who sought to ferret out Marsh's pupils. Hunters often
bel onged to a different brood than the hunted. Assuming that a master mind was
pl ayi ng every angle, he night be watching all places where magi ci ans gat hered
on the chance that a man equi pped with Marsh net hods shoul d appear there and
be

in a nood to display his nmarvels.

That expl ai ned why Lament Cranston had gone to the Round Table in the
first place, though at that tine, his theory had been nore general than
specific. Now the theory had becone a substantial thing, provided that the
specul ations whi ch Cranston had just heard regardi ng Professor Marsh had any
substance to them At |east, it encouraged Cranston to play the game further

Cranston played it by strolling through Chicago's central area, the Loop
in a manner cal culated to encourage followers. He del ayed his course by
pi cki ng
the wwong tinme to cross streets, then altering his route according to the
traffic lights. This was a systemthat would force awkward noves on the part
of
anyone who had taken up his trail. But by the time Cranston reached the Hote
Royal , this policy had brought himno results.

| nspector Snedl ey, the perfect portrait of inpatience, was waiting in the
| obby when Cranston reached the Royal. Hi s greeting was on the sarcastic side.

"l hope you' ve had a good tine with those tricks," declared Snedley. "D d
anyone try to murder you?"

"Sorry," replied Cranston. "Nobody tried."

"Did you feel any urge to commt suicide?"

"None at all."

"Then come up to the fifteenth floor," invited Rick, "and I'll show you
the apartnent of a man who not only felt the suicide urge but followed it. He
hasn't any tricks in his suitcase and there's no way anyone coul d have got
into
his place to murder him"

Unquestionably, Rick Smedley was in a gloating nmood at havi ng
successful ly
spi ked the theory built by Lanmpbnt Cranston

Vi
MJURDER PLAYS WARY

THE | atest victi mwas named Edward Fleer. He cane from New London
Connecticut, and his body | ooked about the size of a beetle, when Snedl ey
pointed it out to Cranston fromthe courtyard wi ndow of Suite 1420 in the
Hot e
Royal . Fleer was lying on the roof of a one-story extension, twelve floors
bel ow. One from fourteen subtracted to twelve at the Hotel Royal, because it
had no thirteenth floor, not wanting to shy away superstitious guests.

The kitchen occupied the | ow extension and the cooks and kitchen hel p had
heard Fl eer's body thunp when it |anded, so the report of this new suicide had
cone quite pronptly to the police. Fleer had been wearing a dressing gown when
he junped and no personal effects had been found on his body, which would
shortly be rempved to the norgue.

Smedl ey conducted Cranston about the hotel suite, which was |arge enough
to be called an apartnment, except that it had only one entrance. The |arge
living roomhad wi ndows fronting toward the |ake, |ooking across sone
i ntervening buil dings, one a warehouse, while the bedroom from which Fl eer
had
pl unged, had wi ndows only on the courtyard. The hotel was eighteen stories



hi gh

and Smedl ey pointed out that for anyone to fly in and out at such a |level,
expressly to toss Fleer froma wi ndow, would be just about too unlikely to be
considered in anything nore intelligent than idiotic circles.

"That door was really |ocked," added Rick, pointing to a heavy door that
had been snmashed | oose at the hinges. "The regular bolt and the chain bolt
wer e
both thrown. We had to bash the door down. But take a | ook at Fleer's effects.
If you can find any tricks in the lot, 1'll eat themand | won't ask for
mayonnai se. "

VWil e Cranston was | ooki ng over an array of rather ordinary articles,
Snedl ey phoned headquarters and found that a call was waiting from Longwood.
Snedl ey had the call put through and soon was talking with Lester Tyburn. At
mention of Tyburn's name, Cranston listened intently on the chance that Gai
m ght enter the conversation. Smedley's replies were too brief to get nuch
from
them but Rick elaborated, after finishing his chat with Tyburn

"Tyburn was calling frompolice headquarters," informed Rick. "The
Longwood police headquarters, | nean. | talked to the chief and they're
counting on ne to be at that clam bake that Ms. Tyburn intends to throw
After
all, Tyburn owns the premi ses, so his wife can't very well object."

"Has M's. Tyburn been out there today?" asked Cranston

"No sign of her," replied Rick. "Tyburn just cane fromthe place and was
talking to the three men who work there, the sane ones he phoned | ast night,

i ncluding Ms. Tyburn's chauffeur. They haven't even heard from her."

"And when is Tyburn coming into town?"

"Right away. Hi s cabin cruiser is waiting at the Longwood dock. That
fell ow Ski p Hagat horn brought it over from M chigan. Tyburn says it wll take
hi m an hour or nore to conme into Chicago, as the notor has new pistons and he
doesn't want to push it too hard. But how are you making out with Fleer's
stuf f?"

"There's nothing special in the suitcase," conceded Cranston. "But what
about these articles on the dresser?"

He gestured to a watch and a ring lying near it. The watch was of a
standard nake, the ring sinply a heavy signet bearing the initials E.F., which
logically identified it as Fleer's.

"The watch was on the dresser," stated Rick. "The ring was on the
washstand in the bathroom Fleer evidently had left it there while he was
washi ng his hands."

"And t he watch was stopped when you found it?"

"No. It was running when | found it." Rick took a | ook at the watch and
stroked his chin. "That's funny. It stopped just ten minutes ago, when | went
downstairs to wait for you. | guess it was just about run down."

Pi cking up the watch, Cranston began to wind it, halting after a few
turns
of the stem

"It was just about fully wound, inspector.”

Pi cking up the watch, Rick shook it. The watch started, but as R ck
replaced it on the table, it stopped again. Mre puzzled than ever, R ck
| ooked
at Cranston, who asked:

"Did you ever swallow a signet ring?"

"No," gruffed Rick. "Wy?"

Cranston picked up Fleer's ring and put it on. He brought his hand over
to
a bunch of keys that were Iying on the far side of the dresser. The keys made
a
sudden junp in the air and hit the ring with a cl ang.

"A magnetic ring," defined Cranston. "Conmposed of one of those new all oys



t hat absorb magnetic power nost phenonenally and retain it. Nobody woul d
suspect that a sinple ring could be so magnetic. Let's see what might go with
it."

There was a box of golf balls in a dresser drawer. \Wen Cranston opened
it, three golf balls came up with his hand, hanging there |like a daisy chain.

"Metal cores," declared Cranston. "I won't let you eat them Rick
because
| want to take themalong with the ring. They'll go well w th those other
tricks. Now will you think in ternms of nurder?"

"Not right yet," returned Rick. "You ve linked this case with the others,
but it still could be suicide. This is even a wilder theory than the one you
had about Brett's death, last night. Well, you've found your trick, so keep it
and let's go."

As they left the Hotel Royal, Cranston suggested that they wal k by the
| ake side. Rick obliged and as they passed the hotel, Cranston pointed upward.

"Painters at work," remarked Cranston. "A pretty daring job, hanging down
fromthat roof on a scaffold. Wirking their way fromthe top down. So far
they've only reached the sixteenth floor."

Ri ck stared upward, his nouth saying things that his voice didn't utter.
Suddenly he found words:

"They coul d have done it!"

"But they probably didn't," said Cranston. "When you check, inspector
you
will find that those painters were out to lunch at the tine Fleer began a
one-way trip fromhis bedroomw ndow. That |eft the scaffold very handy for
anot her crew that wanted it. Al they needed was to dress |like painters, |let
t hensel ves down to Fleer's living roomw ndow, enter and gang up on him
Natural ly, they'd have pitched himinto the courtyard. They needed tine to get
up to the roof again, on the other side of the building. Maybe they threw that
extra chain bolt, inspector, just to nake it harder for you."

"I"ll see you later,"” returned Smedley. "I'm going back to the hotel and
see what | can uncover there. You stick to the magic angle. I'll get whatever
I
can on nurder."

Soon after that, Cranston put in a call to a nman named Burbank, who
served
as The Shadow s contact to certain agents long in his service. Cranston had
brought his own investigating squad to Chicago for special duty of the sort
t hat had devel oped.

So far, all reports were negative.

A neatly handl ed inquiry at the Harbi son perfune counter had proved that
the clerk knew no nore than he claimed and the sane applied to the proprietor
The crystal skull had been delivered there a week before, bearing the |abel of
a wholesale jewelry firmin New York and acconpani ed by a card which stated
"For Display." The stub of a package check had al so come with the skull and a
printed sheet announced that a representative would call for the display unit
on a date that was filled in with a rubber stanp.

Perfuners had been testing the value of displays in recent nonths,
handling themin routine fashion. So the crystal skull had been accepted on
its
own nerit and the Harbison perfumer hadn't bothered to contact the New York
whol esal er.

Instructing Burbank to check the New York end, Cranston also detailed
dat a
concerni ng Professor Marsh. This was to be followed through, but nmeanwhile,
Cranston wanted any facts on John Halifax, Gail Tyburn and Verity Joyce.

Hal i fax and Gail were easy. They'd been lunching that day with friends at
a very swanky cafe and it woul d probably be nentioned by a Chicago col umi st
who was al so present. They had gone their separate ways afterward. But as for
Verity Joyce, nothing had been | earned concerni ng her



That left Cranston to his own devices, which wasn't a hard assi gnnent
consi dering that he had a pocketful of them

That evening, Lanont Cranston dined at the Punp Roomin the Anbassador
East. There, recognizing a few acquai ntances fromthe Round Tabl e, he soon
found himself in their conpany and next they were joined by Bert Allerton
presi ding genius of the Punp Room Allerton was a professional magician, one
of
the nobst unusual in the business. In a nild, alnost benign fashion, he would
chat with guests while a flower mysteriously left his buttonhole and travel ed
over to his opposite lapel, only to return to its starting point. Reaching
beneat h the dinner table, he brought out a bird cage that he found there and
asked Cranston to hold it. Before Cranston could take it, the bird cage
vani shed in a sudden style that would have done credit to The Shadow.

Those were only a few of Allerton's wonders. He had a whol e gal axy of
cl ose-up marvels. But while he performed them he admtted that he wouldn't be
averse to seeing a few things which he had unfortunately m ssed by being
unabl e
to attend the Round Tabl e that day.

Cranston did the business with the cigarette case and followed it with
t he
lighted matches fromthe box. Then, as an encore, he handed out a Chinese
coi n,
| et someone place it beneath a napkin and drop it in a glass of water. Wth a
wave of his hands, Cranston suggested that the glass be uncovered and the
wat er
poured out. This was done, |eaving everyone quite anmazed to find the coin
vani shed. Napkin and gl ass were subjected to thorough inspection; never had
either left the hands of the spectators. That was the really baffling part of
it.

| f anyone had been at the Punmp Room watching for sonething strictly
unusual , this would have been it. On that account, when Cranston |eft he
insisted on going in a cab alone. He picked up a package that he had checked
and in the cab, he opened it. The contents proved to be the black garb of The
Shadow, conplete to a brace of guns. Cranston had purposely mxed his
directions to the cabby so that retracing his route woul d be necessary. This
was in case sonething resenbling a suicide squad happened to be on his trail.
Only they weren't.

Cranston's next stop was in G cero at a rendezvous inhabited by a nost
capabl e gentl| eman naned Johnny Paul. From behind the bar, Johnny perforned
somne
very unusual marvels and in plenty. One of his best was an unfathomabl e stunt
of
causing a genui ne ice-cube to vani sh when he tossed it fromhis right hand and
land in a glass that he was holding in his left, with the top covered so that
the cube couldn't possibly arrive there, except that it did.

Johnny Paul liked to watch tricks as well as do them and he was quite
i ntrigued when Cranston produced a cigarette froman enpty case. Before
Cranston could supply a lighted match from his match box, Johnny drew one
lighted fromhis pocket, a clever bit of business that Professor Marsh nust
have m ssed. So Cranston passed up the match box and brought out the golf
bal I s.

No gol f balls ever before behaved |ike those.

Cranston made them nove back and forth across the table at the nere snap
of his fingers. They rolled in circles around drinking glasses. Wen Cranston
inverted a glass over a golf ball and snapped his fingers above the glass, the
ball junped up inside it. Mst surprising of all was Cranston's three bal
bal ance where he held a golf ball in his right hand, two others set upon it,
with his left hand ready to catch the balls if they dropped - which they
didn't.

In testing the nmerits of the wonderful ring, Cranston had di scovered that



its magnetic field was sufficient to control three balls thus bal anced,
hol di ng

themto the bal ance point as with an invisible glue. People were so busy
wat ching the golf balls that they never got around to noticing the signet
ring.

Hence no one wondered how the initials E-F. fitted with the nane Lanont
Cranst on.

VWen Cranston left, Johnny Paul was entertaining the customers with his
version of the fampus Cups and Balls, a denonstration so remarkable that it
captured attention even after Cranston's near-mracles. People were so
intrigued at watching little rubber balls pass to, fro and through solid netal
cups that Cranston was able to slip away unnoti ced.

Unnoti ced, that was, except by any person who mi ght have been wat ching
hi m
purposely, intending to stalk himdown as one of the nmarked pupils of
Pr of essor
Sedl ey Marsh. Again, however, Cranston was due for disappointnment. Once nore
The Shadow, riding unseen in the gloomnmy interior of a taxicab, Cranston found
the trip back to Chicago definitely nonotonous.

The nonotony ended at Matt Schulien's.

This was a restaurant on Hal sted Street, run by the Schulien Brothers.
Matt, portly and genial, nmade a specialty of serving magic to the custoners.
He
could do card tricks by the hour and he performed them at an actual round
tabl e,

a big one, while the crowd gathered all about.

Matt was at work when Cranston arrived. Noticing a few magi cal faces in
the throng, Cranston was recognized in turn and soon found a place. Buzzes
reached Matt regarding Cranston's wi zardry and soon the two were introduced.
Fol  owi ng that introduction Cranston did the Chinese coin trick and again
scored a hit with it. Then they were back to cards again. After Matt uncannily
restored a card that a spectator had torn to pieces, Cranston suggested that
they do a two pack trick. This brought the Marsh-nade pack into the game and
very soon Cranston was nam ng anybody's card as soon as it was taken.

VWhen Cranston left the restaurant an hour l|ater, he enpl oyed his Shadow
tactics again. He was hoping that a car would overtake his cab, that faces
woul d peer into the cab only to find it apparently enpty. After that, things
woul d happen to The Shadow s liking. But nothing did happen. The cab arrived
serenely at the Hotel Harbison and it was Lanont Cranston who alighted, a
package under his arm

Up in his room Cranston switched i nmediately to The Shadow s garb, then
eased hinmself out the wi ndow and al ong a | edge whi ch was anythi ng but w de.
Entering a darkened room he nmoved out to the corridor and nerged with a
gl oony
stretch of the hallway that was made to order for his black garb. Even a
keen-eyed interl oper could have blundered right into The Shadow, w thout
noticing himthere.

For half an hour, The Shadow pl ayed this one-man gane of hide-and-seek to
no avail. Nothi ng happening, he returned to his room becane Cranston again
and
decided to call it a night. Wat he'd established tonight was all on the
negative side. It fitted, though, with the story that the pupils of Professor
Marsh abhorred the conpany of all other magicians. Woever was houndi ng t hem
simply wasn't |looking for victinms in the places that Cranston had visited.

There was a chance that stories mght reach the man behi nd nurder,
stories
of a weal thy New Yorker naned Lampont Cranston who was perform ng Marsh nagic
everywhere he went. This was Cranston's only hope of dividends for the tine
that he had invested.

Agai nst these was the possibility that there wasn't a Professor Marsh;



t hat perhaps there never had been. It could be just a name, coined as a gag,
to
explain the origin of tricks that couldn't be traced. In that case, nobody was
conmitting a chain of well-planned murders in Chicago. People were just
succunbi ng to a suicide wave, the way Inspector Snedley figured it and the
epi dem ¢ was spreadi ng nost rapidly anmong persons with the quirked mnds of
amateur tricksters

Such dour thoughts disturbed Lanont Cranston as he stared from his w ndow
at the city lights. Never before had he advertised hinself as target for
nur der
wi t hout getting pronpt results. That this should happen in Chicago of al
cities, was discouraging, indeed.

Yes, life had its disappointnents. It was becom ng too safe for Lanpnt
Cranston and that applied equally to The Shadow.

Vi
EAST COMVES WEST

THE next day, Chicago was serene. The suicide wave was over, ended as
suddenly as it had begun. By m d-afternoon, not a single suicide had been
reported during the past twenty-four hours. This was highly encouraging from
the statistical standpoint.

On a national basis, suicide cases annually struck a ratio of one to ten

t housand, or one case to every million of population. Wth a popul ati on of
somne
three and a half nmillion, Chicago's quota should therefore, have averaged one

sui cide a day. This, of course, included the nore prosaic cases as well as the
spect acul ar kind that had been nmaki ng headlines |ately.

Hence Chicago was now back to better than nornmal and everybody was
breathing nore easily, particularly Inspector R ck Smedl ey. Al so, Rick was
breat hi ng easily because he was enjoying the pleasant air of Lake M chigan. He
was visiting Lester Tyburn on the latter's el egant cabin cruiser the Cerberus,
whi ch was nmoored off Navy Pier. Lanmont Cranston was al so visiting on board the
craft and they were chatting pleasantly with Tyburn, while Skip Hagathorn
pil ot of the Cerberus, was serving drinks fromthe cruiser's galley.

Skip was a linber, tawny-faced chap, who | ooked as though he enjoyed
outdoor life. As a direct contrast, a squatty man with a tan coat and a brown
hat was perched unconfortably in a deck chair, his moon-face | ooking
year ni ngly
toward | and. This was Regan, the private detective assigned to Gail Tyburn
Regan was waiting for Tyburn to read his | atest report, which consisted of a
dozen thin paper pages, typed single space.

"I"'mglad the suicide wave is over," Tyburn was telling Smedl ey. "That
is,
| hope it's over. Frankly, | feel you deserve the credit, the way you' ve had
t he
police keep watching all the places where sone frustrated character m ght just
decide to put hinmself out in a big way."

"This |l ast case wasn't like that," renm nded Snedley, glumy. "Fleer
didn't
kill himself in front of a crowd. | only wish he had."

The gl ance that R ck gave Cranston was expressive. It meant that Rick
hadn't got very far with the clue of the lunching painters at the Hotel Royal.
Then, snapping fromhis | ow nobod, Rick continued:

"We're getting results, though, M. Tyburn. What's nore we're going to
stay right with it. Conplinments hel p, especially when they come from peopl e
i ke yoursel f."

Tyburn bowed an acknow edgnent. Then



"Tell me, Snedley," he asked. "When do you go off duty today?"

"At seven o'clock this evening."

"Too late," said Tyburn. "I want to get this cruiser up to Longwood
before
dark. But here's a suggestion, Smedley: Wiy don't you drive up there? You
coul d
make it by eight o' clock. |I never take nmore than an hour, even with traffic.
It's only about twenty-five niles."

"You nean to your estate in Longwood?"

"No, no. You wouldn't be able to find the place w thout an |Indian guide.

I

nmean t he police headquarters. 1'Il get over there at eight and be waiting for
you. Then we can make the arrangenents for the Fiesta N ght or whatever Gai
intends to call that oversized society picnic. Fromwhat you' ve just told ne,
how your vigilance has halted this suicide craze, |I'm nore anxious than ever
to

have your services."

Ri ck agreed to be in Longwood at eight that evening. Therew th, Regan
found a chance to get in a few words.

"I'f you'll read my report, M. Tyburn," said the private op, in a gruff,

i npatient tone, "I'lIl go back on duty. You're paying ne to find out facts. |
want to earn ny noney."

"You're earning it," conceded Tyburn, "but don't expect me to read al
this drivel. Wiy, if Gl stops for a mlk-shake, you have to specify whether
she ordered chocolate or vanilla. You even worry about the kind of flowers she
wears. "

"That's all inportant," argued Regan. "Suppose | |ose her somewhere? | go
into a drugstore or a flower shop and ask if a lady was just in there. They
renmenber ml k-shakes or flowers better than they do faces. Besides, when it
cones to cocktails, those details are nore inportant. Maybe you won't believe
it, but about half the danmes around the ritzy bars are always letting sone guy
switch themto sone different brand of drink. That's how you know when they' ve
been swi tching boy friends."

Interested, Tyburn thunbed through the report.

"Al exanders and nore Al exanders," remarked Tyburn. "That's all Gai
drinks. | suppose that an Al exander is Halifax's favorite drink."

"That's right," acknowl edged Regan, "except when he takes
br andy- and- soda.

Then it's always Martell's brandy. You'll find it in nmy reports.”

Tyburn gave an indul gent smle

"Very well, Regan. You know your business; stick to it. But why be in a
hurry to go ashore? Your report says that Gail is meeting Halifax at the
Mrror
Gill at five thirty. Your work won't begin until then."

Regan had tilted his head and was |istening uneasily to the lap of waves
agai nst the cruiser. A breeze was spanking up the [ ake and a slight roll of
t he
ship was becom ng nore noticeabl e.

"I mght run across one of themearlier," argued Regan. "Frankly, 1'm
trying to check on Halifax in his spare tinme. It nmay be inportant.”

"Very well," decided Tyburn. "Skip will take you ashore.™

Hagat horn beckoned Regan to a little outboard tender that was hitched to
t he Cerberus. Renenbering sonething, Regan pulled a big manila envel ope from
hi s pocket, began opening it to show the contents to Tyburn

"Here are the exhibits," explained Regan. "They go with the report.
Thi ngs
| picked up during ny investigation."

"You mean theater programs, wilted flowers, hat-checks, match-packs,
cocktail nmenus, and all that sort of truck, | suppose." Tyburn gave a
depreciating | augh. "Your reports tell everything, Regan. Wy waste tine



col l ecti ng rubbi sh?"
"But |'ve given you nmeno sheets w th phone nunbers -
"Al'l mentioned in your reports.”
"But when | find envelopes or letters in sonme person's handwiting -"

"Look, Regan," interrupted Tyburn. "I'mnot criticizing your work. On the
contrary, | amcomending it. From now on" - Tyburn's tone was very patient -
"be as neticul ous as you want; in fact, nore so than ever. Only try to
classify

these exhibits as you call themaccording to their inportance. Understand?"

Regan nodded.

"And when you phone ne," added Tyburn, "don't pour out everything in one
blue streak. Be brief and if there's anything that particularly interests ne,
"Il ask for details. The rest can go in your reports; but even in that case,
give me a condensation. The remai nder can be supplementary, purely for the
record. If it means nmore work to do it that way, I1'Il pay for the overtine."

Tyburn di sm ssed Regan with a wave and Skip hel ped the private detective
into the tender. Then the outboard was whi zzi ng shoreward and Regan, hangi ng
onto his hat, was bobbing Iike a jack-in-the-box at the bow They could see
hi m
waving frantically to Skip, who sinply responded by veering the tender into
t he
wake of speedboats that were roaring along the Iake front. In fact the
speedboats got into the ganme thenselves as if they had been loitering around,
just for the fun of tornmenting Regan. They whi zzed across the tender's path so
that Skip could get the benefit of sudden waves, which he took in expert
style.

After what ampounted to a pretzel-shaped tour, the tender finally dropped Regan
off at the pier.

"l guess Regan annoys Skip, too," Tyburn was saying. "I'Il tell Skip
t hough, to stop his fooling when he takes you two ashore. Regan is a good man,
but a fool. If that silly wife of mne sails off to Reno on account of a G ade
B novie actor, | just want the facts, that's all. | won't fight a divorce, but
I will fight alinony. I"mnot in the soap business to buy sw mi ng pools for
Hal i f ax.

"Regan has found out all nmy lawers will need, but | can't fire the
fell ow

because he's done an honest job and | may need himagain. Gail and Halifax are
pal sy-wal sy; that's beyond dispute. If Gail takes it seriously enough to start
a divorce nove, |I'll have ny lawers throw a scare into Halifax. He'll drop
Gil like the hot-potato she is, and she'll come running hone."

Ri ck Smedl ey inserted a dry opinion. "Maybe they've figured you to be a
Foxy Grandpa," suggested Rick. "They m ght be playing house right now, w thout
you knowing it."

"The only house Gail has,
Longwood.

That's why |'m paying three nen to stay there on a twenty-four hour basis:
Morse, Webster and Chaffin. O course, Chaffin is on call when Gail needs the
car, but she hasn't called him Skip Hagathorn has full charge of this ship so
that Gail can't decide on a Geat Lakes cruise with John Halifax as a

st onavay.

All Gl can do is stay in town and run up hotel bills, at hotels where | have
credit.”

"You've covered it well,’
what about Halifax?"

"He stays with friends," replied Tyburn. "Wth one friend until he wears
out his wel come, then he sponges on another. Regan has a list of all of them
The only way he's getting by, is by borrowing Gail's pin noney. He hasn't a
chance of establishing a Chicago residence of his own. He doesn't have a
shekel
to rub against a ducat."

rem nded Tyburn, "is the place out at

agreed Cranston, "from your side, Tyburn. But



Fi ni shing his harangue with a | augh of real anusement, Tyburn took tine
out to chide Skip, who had just returned.

"Lay off the porpoise stunts, Skip," ordered Tyburn. "You're captain of a
cabin cruiser, renenber? Bring us another round of drinks; then you can take
ny
friends ashore and we'll put off for Longwood."

It was when Cranston and Smedl ey were | eaving that Tyburn added the fina
note to his conversation

"My problens may only be trivial," adnmtted Tyburn, "but they concern two
peopl e who may think otherwi se. One or the other may feel frustrated, or even
persecuted. Those are conpl exes which psychiatrists have linked with the
recent
sui ci de wave." Wth that, Tyburn | ooked directly at Smedl ey and added, "You
nmay
realize now, inspector, why |I feel it's inmportant for you to handl e the
Longwood proposition.™”

Ashore, Cranston acconpani ed Snedl ey to headquarters where Ri ck checked
over recent reports. Nobody had yet checked the nane of the tug that had been
passi ng through the Chicago River at the tinme of Brett's junp, nor had any
wi tnesses testified to the presence of strange painters at the Hotel Royal.
Fleer's alleged junp had taken place when the regular painters were at |unch
that rmuch had been established, nothing nore.

"Not much in the murder line," decided Snedley. "How are you naking out
with magic, M. Cranston?"

"It's a bit barren, too," admtted Cranston. "I haven't nmet up with
anyone
| really wanted to fool. 1'll phone you when you get back from Longwood,
i nspector."

St oppi ng by at the Round Tabl e, which was just breaking up for the
aft ernoon, Cranston shook hands with the few magi ci ans he found there and
remarked that he had forgotten to sign the guest book of the day before. Wile
doi ng that, he | ooked over the names of the other guests, on the chance that a
few strangers had dropped in after his departure and heard about his tricks.
There was one name Cranston was | ooking for but didn't expect to find. He
didn't find it. That name was John Hali fax.

In fact, John Halifax hadn't been seen at any nmgical rendezvous the day
before. That, however, didn't mean that Halifax was hard to find. Know ng the
right place to go, Cranston went there: the Mrror Gill.

A brand- new ni ght-spot in Chicago, the Mrror Gill lived up to its nane.
It was encl osed conpletely by mrrors, which gave the guests the privil ege of
seei ng thensel ves as others saw them which in npst instances meant double.
There, Cranston ran into i mediate |luck. John Halifax and Gail Tyburn were at
a
large table with half a dozen other people, anong thema man Cranston knew.
Chanci ng by, Cranston was recogni zed, invited to join the group and was
promptly introduced all around.

The Mrror Gill was well filled, which seemed rather surprising for this
hour, until Cranston learned that it was featuring an innovation, a Cocktai
Hour Show. An orchestra began to appear on a mrror-backed platform and
i medi ately the voice of Gail Tyburn became peevishly evident above the buzz
of
general conversation

"But | tell you, Johnny," Gail was protesting, "I don't want to see this
show. '

Halifax tilted his head to make his fixed snile | ook indul gent.

“"It's only a short show, pretty."

"Johnny!" Gail's eyes flashed. "I told you not to call ne things like
that, at |east not -"

Gai |l caught herself before adding "in public" to her statenent. Halifax

by



then was covering his own slip.

"I said that it was only a pretty short show, " Halifax decl ared. "Now
tel
us why you don't want to see it. Is it because there is a magician in the
show,
or is it because there is a magician in the show?"

"Both!" snapped Gail, seeing no hunor in Halifax's query. "You know how
hate magic -"

"Except when | performit," inserted Halifax. Then, to the rest of the
group he added, "Gail appreciates talent, that's all. You can't blanme her. She
wants the best."

Snapping his fingers for a waiter, Halifax ordered Gail another
Al exander .

That was enough for Gail; she was the sort who woul dn't take orders, even
indirectly. Inpetuously, Gail cane to her feet while Halifax, rising slowy,
showed her a printed programthat was standing like a little easel on the
tabl e.

"But you've never seen this magician,'
wi zard, named Chung Loo."

"I don't care what he is!" storned Gail. "I'"mnot going to watch him nor
do | intend to see those Magigals performtonight. Magigals! They nust be a
fine-1ooking lot! How could they wear evening gowns and do their nagic w thout
sl eeves? I'mleaving, M. Halifax, and when you get this magic off your mind
you can | ook me up."

Gail was tearing up the program as she strode away. Foll ow ng her
Hal i f ax
turned to call back to the group, above the rising rmusic of the orchestra.

“"I"l1l be back in time to catch Chung Loo's act. There's no use in letting
Gail go away nmd."

By the time she reached the door, Gail had torn the programinto pieces
and was throwi ng them away. Cranston saw a chunky nman stoop forward froma
tabl e near the door to gather up the pieces. The nan was Regan; he was
pocketing this new "exhibit" as Halifax hurried by to overtake Gail outside.
Then, in a sidling manner which he evidently felt a private detective should
use, Regan also hurried out.

Remar ki ng that he had friends at another table, Cranston followed. Wen

began Halifax. "He's a Chinese

he
reached a foyer filled with potted palnms and little side doorways, he saw Gai
t hrough an outer door, getting into a cab. Regan was standing in the entrance,
hand on hip, apparently looking for Halifax. But Cranston, know ng that
Hal i f ax
i ntended to return, was no | onger concerned with The Smle, not for the
present.

A girl had captured Cranston's eye, a girl who was hurrying in through
t he
entrance, right past Regan, who didn't even notice her, not knowi ng who she
was.
The girl's face formed a perfect oval; her features, though finely fornmed,
wer e
pal e, perhaps through worry. Again, it could have been the background of
flowi ng bl ack hair that produced that pallor by contrast.

The girl was Verity Joyce.

Cranston |l ost hinmself anong the palnms while Verity hurried by into the

Mrror Gill. A few nmonents |ater, Cranston followed her. Scarcely had
Cranston

seen Verity settle at a corner table, before the orchestra hit a di scordant
Oiental beat and every light in the Mrror Gill and the outside foyer was

ext i ngui shed.
Then, a single spot of light thrust itself upon the stage and probed
there, searchingly. The orchestra hit a strange jangle, replete with bells.



Druns beat as the light noved; suddenly, a weird face appeared in the gl ow
Cynbal s crashed, the whole stage lighted and there stood a bowi ng Chinese in a
Mandarin robe, surrounded by a curious array of Oriental paraphernalia, with
tapestries and screens as a background, covering the mrrored walls.

Such was Chung Loo's introduction to his public and they liked it. The
whol e thing was bizarre and authentic. Sonething fromthe East had been
transported to the West as though the magician hinself had arrived at the rub
of an Al addin's | anp.

Al eyes but Cranston's were fixed on that brilliant stage. H s eyes were
| ooking for Verity Joyce but could not find her. Even the eyes of The Shadow
could not penetrate the conpl ete darkness that persisted everywhere save on
t he
stage itself.

Lanont Cranston decided to watch Chung Loo.

Vi
AMONG THE MAGQ GALS

CHUNG LOO was worth wat chi ng.

Hi s act was a series of dazzling surprises, all in Chinese style. Froma
curious table shaped Iike a dragon's head with flashing eyes, Chung Loo picked
up a pair of bows, showed them enpty and handed themto a girl in Chinese
cost une.

Spreading his hands in air, Chung Loo caught fistfuls of rice, flung the
grains clattering into a bow until it was filled. Snatching the bows, he
poured the rice fromone into the other, clapped the nouths of the bow s
t oget her. Wi pping the bowl s apart, Chung Loo showed that the rice had turned
to water, which he poured frombow to bow. Again he inverted one bow upon
the other, turned them horizontally and swng them apart, mnouths upward.

Each bow was now filled with fire, its flames flaring fiercely as high
as
Chung Loo's shoul ders. As the audi ence gasped, Chung Loo tossed the fire bow s
in md-air where they turned to huge bouquets of flowers, which the magician
caught and flung to his assistant. There was only one slip; the girl nearly
nmuf fed the flowers but the audi ence hardly noticed this. Chung Loo saw it,
gave
his assistant a glare as he went into his next trick

This was the instantaneous transformati on of several silk handkerchiefs
into a huge banner bearing a silver dragon. Chung Loo threw the banner to the
girl who nearly tangled herself in it, but by then, Chung Loo was picking up
three taborets and tossing the ornamental stools in the air, where he handl ed
themlike a juggler. This was a stunt, indeed, juggling three articles of
furniture and Chung Loo prolonged it because of the applause, which was
fortunate, for the girl was slowin com ng on again. She was bringing three
|arge cloths, of the style called foulards. As the girl arrived, Chung Loo
neatly finished his juggling by planting the taborets one, two, three in a
r Ow.

Then, whi pping the cloths one by one, Chung Loo spread each above a
taboret; snatching the cloths away, he reveal ed stacks of fish bows three
f eet
hi gh. Not content with this, the magician met the girl hal fway across the
st age,
where she was tardily returning with the dragon cloth. Sonersaulting toward
t he
audi ence, Chung Loo canme up to his feet, flinging the cloth to display a fish
bowl two feet w de that he had captured from nowhere during his acrobatic
stunt.

From then on, Chung Loo was like a whirling dervish with his rapid-fire



act. He transformed fish bows to bird cages, produced a lighted lanp on a
tray. He planted a pane of glass on a bow filled with goldfish, inverted
anot her bowl on the glass, turned both over and caused the fish to drop

t hr ough

t he gl ass sheet, water and all

Most amazing were the magic butterflies, which Chung Loo tore deftly and
swiftly fromsheets of col ored paper. They becane alive, flitted through hoops
and finally circled over the audi ence. By then, the spectators were convi nced
t hat Chung Loo could do about everything except vanish in a cloud of snoke, so
the wi zard proved that he could do that, too. Inpatiently grabbing a |arge
cloth fromthe slownoving girl, Chung Loo flung it over himwth a wave of
hi s
arms. There was a great burst of flane, a cloud of snobke, and as it cl eared,

t he

girl was bow ng cerenoniously toward the spot where Chung Loo had been. Then
as

t he snoke thinned away, the girl hesitantly turned, spread a |large fan and
waved

it as she pointed above the heads of the audience.

Every stage light went off. In the utter blackness, tiny points of Iight
appeared, like nultitudes of fireflies which for aught anyone knew, m ght be
t he reincarnation of Chung Loo. There were gasps, awed exclamations, finally
t he cl apping of hands. The fireflies danced fantastically, changed colors in
kal ei doscopi c style, then suddenly vanished in little puffs of flane. That was
all. It was enough

On came the lights of the Mrror Gill, showi ng a blinking, gaping
audi ence that the wi zardry of the vani shed Chung Loo had thoroughly
capti vat ed.

Three things had definitely inpressed Lanont Cranston and he was wei ghi ng
t hem now. Those three were the opening bow routine, the goldfish through the
gl ass sheet, and finally the fantastic fireflies. They had points of novelty
that some of the other tricks missed; all in all, a distinct touch of the
i ncredi bl e.

And the incredible, where Lamont Cranston was concerned, had begun to
l'i nk
with the name of Professor Marsh.

Mere thought of that name snapped Cranston fromhis reverie. He turned to
| ook for Verity Joyce. For once, the usually alert M. Cranston was too |ate.
During those entrancing m nutes when all had been bl ackness except for the
alluring sparkle of the varicolored fireflies, the girl with the black hair
and
soul ful face had slipped fromthe Mrror Room

d anci ng about, Cranston saw John Halifax. The Smile was over by a wall,
an ideal place, since a mirrored panel gave his reflection and thus produced
two i mages for the world to admre. But vanity wasn't the cause of Halifax
being there. In the darkness that had persisted throughout Chung Loo's act,
Halifax, trying to regain his table, could only have found his way al ong the
wal . Now that he could see the table, he was working his way there, to resune
his seat beside the enpty chair that Gail Tyburn had |eft.

Cranston wangl ed his way to the sane objective and sat down with the
group
intinme to hear Halifax answer queries regarding his authoritative opinion of
Chung Loo's act.

"Mddling," was Halifax's easy-toned conment. "O perhaps | shoul d say
m ddling to nmuddling. Good magic, but Chung Loo out-raced his assistant. That
wasn't her fault, it was his for hiring her. If he knows his business, he'l
get a newgirl. Then, if | see the act again, | mght give it a better
apprai sal. The tricks look new, but that's because they're old and, therefore,
you haven't ever seen them"

Cranston didn't agree with Halifax's last remark, but he didn't dispute



the point. It was the stock answer that many professionals would give rather
than admt there were tricks of their trade they didn't know.

"Well, ny good people," said Halifax, rising fromhis chair. "I have an
i mportant engagenent in the near soon. The Magi gals are hol ding sway and
nust

be there. After all, they represent at |least a portion of ny public."
Wth that, Halifax sauntered fromthe Mrror Gill, past a group of
peopl e

who had entered after the lights cane on. Anong the group was Regan, who gave
Hal i fax a steady, but puzzled stare, the last part evidenced by the way the
private dick scratched his head. Then, abruptly, Regan cl anped his brown hat
on

his head and started on Halifax's trail.

Peopl e were tal king about staying for Chung Loo's next show, but it
turned
out that it wasn't scheduled until ten o' clock. As the group broke up
Cranston
went with them He was realizing that he hadn't anything to do until ten, if
t hen. Inspector Snedley was due at Longwood to neet Lester Tyburn at eight
o' clock; if Rick stayed there an hour, he wouldn't be leaving until nine and
therefore, wouldn't be back until ten. But there would be nothing that
Cranston
could learn fromRick's prelimnary visit to the Longwood police headquarters.

Lanont Cranston decided to see the Magigals' show

Decorum was the keynote at the Hotel Harbison when Cranston arrived
there.

No pranking toni ght anong the Magigals; instead they were prinking to | ook
their

very best. Since the organization was unique, it had decided to nake the show
the sane. The bill had several schedul ed acts, but between them surprise
nunbers were slated. In fact, any Magigal was privileged to do fromthree to
five mnutes if she could convince the committee that her work was
sufficiently

good to grace this show

Al so, there were to be two interm ssions and during these informal groups
were to gather around tables at which all comers, guests included, could toss
i mpronptu trickery.

The first act was under way when Cranston arrived. He watched Magi gal s
performall sorts of magic fromsleights to illusions. Then came the
interm ssion and the infornmalities began. Mochi ng around, taking copious
notes, was the indefatigable Regan. He was particularly interested in a table
where John Halifax was showi ng sonme very expert card deal s.

So was Lanont Cranston

There was a special reason on Cranston's part. Qut of the crowd of
Magi gal s who had swarmed about Halifax, like flowers enfolding a bee, had cone
the nystery face that Cranston wanted to see again.

Verity Joyce

The girl's face had col or, now, her eyes were sharp, with a vivid
spar kl e.

She was peering over Halifax's shoul der, but wasn't watching his sleights.
Instead, Verity was scanning the crowd, apparently |ooking for soneone el se.

Per haps she was expecting a crystal skull to come popping out of nowhere.

At any rate, she was a trifle disappointed, for her gaze began to droop
She wasn't noticing Regan, apparently didn't know him though he had el bowed
close to Halifax in order to jot down everything The Smile was doing.

Finished with his card work, Halifax gave a broad gesture of his arns,
practically took a bow as he smled his way backward. Sonebody el se was due to
follow, so Cranston eased into Halifax's place. Cranston did just three tricks
for the Magigals, the cigarette case, the lighted matches from box, and the
di ssolving coin. It was just a case of playing policy, a going through of the



nmoti ons. Havi ng worked these Marsh effects at so many ot her places w thout the
result he wanted, Cranston nerely felt that the Magigals at |east were
entitled

to witness them

There wasn't time for any nmore, much though the Magigals were amazed by
Cranston's miracles. The interm ssion was over, so Cranston gathered up his
props, el bowed Regan out of the way, alnost knocking the pencil fromthe
detective's hand. Cranston noticed that Halifax was standing with fol ded arns,
i npressed at |east by the tricks that he had just seen. But Verity Joyce,

t hough she had been watching a few nonments before, had slipped away agai n.

She was getting very adept at that, Verity was. Leaving Cranston at | oose
ends, every time. This time, he had nothing to do but watch the first
specialty
act on the second part of the bill. Indifference |eft Cranston when he saw the
girl who wal ked on as one of the surprises. She was a real surprise from
Cranston's standpoint:

Verity Joyce

A soft laugh canme from Cranston's |ips. What he had taken for a
di sappearance on Verity's part was nerely a matter of her getting ready for an
act she was to do. Then the act began and with it, Cranston's interest reached
intensity.

The girl could do astounding magic. Into a transparent plastic bag,
Verity
t hrust her hand, showed it back and front, then closed it. Opening her hand,

t he

girl reveal ed an egg, which she renbved and placed in a glass. Back into the
bag

went her hand; the result, another egg. This continued until Verity had

pr oduced

hal f a dozen eggs.

Next, over all six glasses, Verity placed circular sheets of paper
Catching two cigarettes fromthe air, one with each hand, she passed them
above
the glasses. Instantly, the paper cylinders disappeared in a quick flash of
flame. Five of the six glasses were enpty; in the sixth were all the eggs,
form ng a zigzag stack up to the very top of the glass and even above it.

That was all.

It was enough for Cranston. The enthusiastic spectators knew they were
appl audi ng good magi ¢, but they couldn't have named the particul ar brand.
Cranston could, for he recognized the touch that made it different.

Verity Joyce, the nysterious Magigal, had done two tricks that bore the
exclusive and inventive touch of Professor Marsh. O this Cranston was
certain,
for his own performance of such had given hima definite insight as to the
basi c
phases of Marsh magic. Putting the rule in reverse, Verity could have
recogni zed
the origin of Cranston's tricks. Important though that point might be, it was
secondary to anot her prospect.

If death threatened Cranston as a possessor of genuine Marsh secrets,
Verity woul d al so be venturing along that sane trail which led to what was so
far called suicide

The optim stic note was that no death thrusts had cone Cranston's way;
therefore, Verity might not be in danger. But Cranston was inclined to be
pessimstic. He still felt that bad luck or wong timng could be the reason
why he had been ignored. There was still a chance that he could be spotted,
perhaps right here. Since the sane applied to Verity, Cranston decided to
wat ch
the girl, making sure that this time she did not slip away.

Movi ng away, Cranston | ooked for Halifax; saw the handsone Hol | ywood



wi zard wat chi ng the show. Not know ng that he was bei ng watched, Halifax had
rel axed his snmle into one of genuine interest at Verity's performance. The
credit that Halifax had refused to give Chung Loo vocally, he was extending
silently to Verity.

In a phone booth at the side of the room Regan was making a call
readi ng
fromhis notes as he glanced fromthe booth. Cranston saw himthere, observed
that the detective was watching Halifax. It was now about nine thirty, the
usual tinme for Regan to report to Tyburn. The phone booths were in an al cove,
hence Regan had a good observation spot where he wouldn't ordinarily be
noticed. In his hand, Regan was hol di ng a notebook, from which he was readi ng,
| eavi ng Tyburn the privilege of questioning himon any specific points.

As he answered queries that doubtless canme from Tyburn, Regan kept
wat ching Halifax and also tilted his head to | ook toward the stage, because
Hal i fax was | ooking at the show Thus, in a sense, Tyburn was getting
Hal i fax's
observations at second hand through Regan. But all that ended as Cranston,
strolling past the al cove, reached the exit fromthe inprovised platform which
formed a stage.

Hal i fax, watching a full stage act which was followi ng Verity's turn, had
suddenly tired of the show and had started el sewhere. O all places, Halifax
was headi ng straight for the al cove where the phone booths were | ocat ed.
Cranston could no | onger see Regan, but he correctly pictured the fellow s
reactions. As Halifax neared the al cove, Regan cane out, head bowed while he
lighted a cigarette so that Halifax would not see his face, while with his
ot her hand, Regan was stuffing notes into his pocket.

This room was actually a banquet hall converted to an auditoriumwith
built-up platformand folding chairs. Hence Cranston wasn't sure that Verity
woul d | eave by the particular stage exit that he had chosen, for there m ght
be
anot her on the opposite side. So Cranston went back stage, where severa
Magi gal s were bustling about, getting their acts ready.

Movi ng around behi nd the back drop, Cranston saw Verity Joyce in the
ot her
wi ng. The girl was tal king on a back stage tel ephone, just finishing the cal
when Cranston spied her. Hurriedly, Verity came behind the back drop, heading
directly toward Cranston who pronmptly di sappeared. He didn't need The Shadow s
regalia to acconplish this. Al Cranston did was grip the edge of the back
drop
and roll hinmself within it. Verity went past and as her footsteps faded,
Cranston unfol ded hinself fromthe curtain to take up the trail

That trail led directly to the street, where the doorman bowed Verity
into
a cab as it pulled up. There was another cab behind and Cranston not only
hai | ed
it, but was on board by the time Verity's cab pulled away. Telling the driver
that he had a friend in the other cab who was guiding himto his destination,
Cranston stayed right on Verity's trail. In nethodical fashion, he | ooked back
toward the doorway of the Hotel Harbison and saw Regan poundi ng al ong the
street, waving his arnms at the doorman.

It was another of those quaint situations that fitted Regan so aptly.
Apparently, he'd seen Halifax take a cab and had rushed up to the corner to
find one for hinmself. By then, Verity and Cranston in turn had cone fromthe
hotel and taken cabs; now, Regan was rushing back too late, with papers
flapping fromhis overstuffed pockets, only to find that he was still left at
t he post.

Luck favored Regan, however, for as Cranston | ooked back, he saw the
doorman flag another cab and gesture the gumshoe into it. Next, Regan's cab
was trailing Cranston's, which Regan m ght just have been dunb enough to
m stake for the cab that Halifax had taken



Thi ngs at | east were on the nove, though all this nmight prove a blind

trail. Regan's call had been a routine report to Tyburn; of that, Cranston was
certain, though he could check it later. As for Halifax, whatever the purpose
of his phone call, he had nade it after w tnessing two persons - Lanpnt

Cranston and Verity Joyce - performmagic of the type identified with
Pr of essor
Marsh. That in itself mght produce i mediate results.

The final factor was Verity Joyce herself. Had she planned to perform her
magi ¢ before she saw Cranston do his? Had she purposely done those Marsh
tricks
so that Cranston could w tness then? Wiy had she been tal king to sonmeone on
t he
tel ephone i medi ately afterward? D d she know that Halifax had left the show
bef ore she cane from back stage? Was she hoping that someone would pick up her
trail, and if so, whon?

Lanont Cranston answered his own barrage of questions with a softly
whi spered | augh, the sort of mirth that usually preceded the advent of The
Shadow into the business that was to cone.

I X
THE LAST BET

VERITY' S trail led right back to the Mrror Gill.

That wasn't too pleasing to Cranston, who felt that he was playing his
| ast bet in the gane of making hinself a target for rmurder. Neverthel ess, he
kept on the trail

So did Regan.

At first, Regan's cab dogged Cranston's as persistently as Cranston's
driver kept tagging the cab in which Verity rode. Later, Regan's cab turned
of f
somewhere, but by the time the others neared the Mrror Gill, it shot into
sight again. Then the cabs were halting in succession, dropping off their
passengers.

Nobody seened interested in anybody el se. Verity was heading directly
into
the Mrror Gill itself. Cranston was following in leisurely fashion, as if
nerely a chance arrival. Regan was ignoring Verity entirely and overl ooki ng
Cranston. Cagily, the private detective was trying to spot soneone el se,
doubt| ess Halifax. He was just stubborn enough, Regan, to suppose that Halifax
had pulled out in one of those two cabs just ahead of his own. But Cranston
was
di sm ssing Regan from present consideration

Verity Joyce demanded full attention

So Cranston thought, until he entered the Mrror Gill. There he saw
anot her | ady who | ooked as though she needed attention and wasn't getting it.
A
bl onde with an upsweep hair-do topped by a hat that |ooked Iike a pint-sized
snow pl ough taking a banked curve on a roller coaster. She was the subject of
Tyburn's one-woman photo gallery, the same dreany-eyed charmer who had been
nmonopol i zi ng John Halifax, Gail Tyburn.

Maybe Gail had got over her cocktail hour pout. Perhaps she'd decided it
was tinme for himto be forgiven; or for her to be. \Watever the case, she had
returned to the scene of their |ast rendezvous and she was | ooking for
somebody. Probably Halifax.

Cranston decided to let Gail |ook while he watched Verity, who was a
qui cker hand at slipping out of sight. Verity wasn't at a table near the
doorway, as she had been at cocktail tine. Instead, she had found a seat at a
very poor table, to one side of the mirrored room a place that nobody el se



want ed because a pillar with big mrrors blocked the view of the stage. Before
Cranston coul d wonder too much why Verity had taken that |ocation, he |earned
t he reason.

Thi nki ng hersel f unobserved, the dark-haired girl reached for the nearest
wall mrror, pressed it inward |like a panel and slipped right through from
si ght.

A ni ce di sappearance and done with mrrors, too. For that, Verity
deserved
a bl ue Magi gal badge instead of just a red one. Perhaps Cranston would rate an
honorary menbership if he did the sanme trick. Smling at the thought, he
wor ked
his way around the tables, took the vacant seat, picked the noment when the
orchestra began to arrive, and pressed the mirror just as Verity had.

The panel wasn't bolted fromthe other side. It gave quite freely and
Cranston stepped through, letting it hinge shut behind him He was in a
passage
that |l ed behind the wall, sinply a short route that obviously went back stage.
Fol lowi ng along it, Cranston came to the stage itself, paused where steps
turned to go up, and listened to voices that he heard above.

Verity Joyce was speaking to a man who spoke in short-clipped sentences.
Moving to a cl oser vantage point, Cranston saw that the man was Chung Loo.

"And since your phone call interested nme," Verity was saying, "l cane
here. You say you can use nme in the act. Wy?"

"Because of egg trick," replied Chung Loo. "Very good."

"How do you know it's good?" denmanded Verity. "I didn't see you there.
Anyway, you called ne right after my turn.”
"Luck, maybe," said Chung Loo. "I ask Magigals: Tell ne, who does what

tricks tonight. When | hear Mss Joyce, egg trick, | decide to call you."

"I don't intend to sell the egg trick -"

"I don't buy anyway. | know plenty tricks already."

"Then what do you want ?"

"An assistant. Good one. Anybody handl e eggs, sure to be good. | tel
Magi gal s | want assistant bad. | don't mean bad assistant. Good assistant."

Verity was noddi ng; she paused to study Chung Loo closely. From | onger
range, Cranston could fairly well analyze Verity's inpressions. Chung Loo
| ooked the part of a nagician, the sort who was wrapped closely in the art.
Hs
face was cryptic; only his nouth was expressive. The little nustachi os that
drooped to the sides of his chin gave his features a denoniac touch, but that
fitted the magi cal character he strove to represent. Apart fromthe fact that
he, too, was a specialist in Marsh magi c, Chung Loo | ooked sincere and
subst anti al .

Mor eover, Chung Loo did need an assistant badly. Having seen the show,
Verity knewit. Still, she wanted to probe a trifle further

"You told the Magigals you had an opening for an assistant?"

Chung Loo bowed acknow edgnent .

"But why didn't they announce it?" queried Verity. "Half those Mgigals
would like to go with a show. "

"Comm ttee | ady say sanme," returned Chung Loo, blandly. "But she say no
use to announce. They all want to go with Halifax."

"They can all go to Halifax," said Verity, "if that's the way they feel
Every picture | ever saw of Halifax was franed thick with girls. Wat chance
woul d just one have?"

Chung Loo nerely shrugged.

"You take job, |ady?"

"I"1l take it," agreed Verity. "How soon?"

"Begi nni ng next show," replied Chung Loo. "You watch this one back here.
You see enough to be better than girl | have now She say she quit, anyway."

Drum beats were coming fromthe orchestra. It was alnost tine for Chung
Loo to start his act. Myving back al ong the passage, Cranston went through the



mrror and found a better seat than the one at the special table. Lights
bl i nked; the show was on

Only once during Chung Loo's act did the lights go up enough for Cranston
to spot other people about him That was when Chung Loo was juggling the three

taborets. During that spell, Cranston spied Gail at a table, Regan at another
Then things went dark and stayed that way until the finish of the firefly
nunber. Gail and Regan were still there; Verity would probably be comnmi ng out

soon. So Cranston strolled out through the foyer, carrying a small portfolio
under his arm It would do just as well to wait outside. Then he could check
on

peopl e as they cane al ong.

VWhen Cranston stepped to the sidewal k, he stepped into adventure. The
Mrror Gill was near a corner and hardly had Cranston appeared beside the
curb, before a big truck runbled around the corner. It was swerving fast, but
| ooked as though it were going to hit the sidewal k near where Cranston stood.

Cranston did the natural thing. He nmade a quick dart in the other
direction, so the truck would pass him Then, in one quick flash, he saw t hat
the truck had a trailer, a big one. The truck was under control, but the
trailer wasn't. It was making a wi de sidesw pe, about to clinb the curb at the
very spot where Cranston expected to find a zone of safety.

Wth an amazing twi st, Cranston canme about, grabbed for the truck and
caught a hanging chain with one hand. The wrench on his armwas terrific, but
t he chain snatched Cranston up and out of disaster's path. Hitting the curb
with its wheels, the trailer not only toppled; it snapped its hitch. As
Cranston swung fromthe chain like a trapeze junper, he saw a few tons of
trailer smack the sidewal k in conclusive style, covering about every inch of
area where Cranston woul d have been

Landing in the street a hundred feet ahead, Cranston saw the truck take
the next corner, its driver totally unconcerned by the | oss of such a mnor
itemas a trailer. There was a taxicab parked across the way, its driver
sitting petrified. In three bounds, Cranston was inside the cab, speaking
persuasively to the driver.

"Let's go, chum" suggested Cranston. "W'll say we didn't see it happen
I f anybody was mashed under that go-cart, we can't help them Wy stick around
and waste tinme being w tnesses?"

The cabby caught the idea and started. But there wasn't any copyright on
Cranston's notion. A car parked further down the street was doing the sane
thing and a few ot her cabs began showi ng skittish tendencies, as though
want i ng
passengers as an excuse to get away fromthis particul ar scene.

Cranston's cab rounded a few corners at his suggestion. The car that
followed did the sane. Farther back, Cranston could see other lights turning a
corner. Al Cranston did was sit back and relax with a whi spered | augh

He could afford that |augh, being no |onger Cranston

On the cab seat, Cranston's portfolio was |ying wi de open and enpty. He
was now wearing a black cloak and hat, while he stowed a brace of heavy
automatics in special holsters neant for them The portfolio cane |ast;
Cranston sinply spread it and placed it around his body, beneath the bl ack
cloak. Until then, he could still have regarded hinself as Cranston; fully
gi rded, equipped for the action he had so | ong awaited, he was The Shadow.

None of this was noticed by the driver of The Shadow s cab. The hackie
was
pretty much perturbed, talking to his passenger spasnodically in reference to
the recent trailer crash. Meanwhile, in Cranston's tone, The Shadow was
inserting directions to the driver

"Cheez, if that trailer hadda swng the other way!" the driver was
sayi ng.

"I't woulda clipped this buggy for sure!"

"Speaking of turns," cane Cranston's tone, "take the next corner to the

left.”



"Whatta smash-up that woul da been," continued the cabby. "More' n a
smash-up. It woul da been a mash-up, with ne the mash."

"Next corner, right."

"Flatter'n a pancake, that's what this hack would be right nowif that
trailer hadda hit it."

"Take another right at the next corner."

"And the way that truck kept right on going! The goon that was driving it
acted |ike nothing had happened!"

"Another right turn,” Cranston's voice ordered quietly. "Take it a little
faster."

As the cabby conplied, he becane a trifle argunentative.

"Hey, mister." The cabby darted a glance back to the rear street. "Not to
be too inquisitive, but who's driving this cab? | don't nmind you telling ne
when to turn and where, but howl'mto do it is nmy business, see?"

The cabby was | ooking for his passenger but couldn't |ocate himin the
back seat. He heard the voice, though, that replied, nore inperturbably than
ever:

"Very well, driver. Take the next street right and drive as slowy as you
i ke. Just don't block traffic, that's all."

"Next right," began the cabby. "Here goes - hey!" He was darting | onger
| ooks into the rear seat now. "What's the idea? W're going in a circle. And
what's this stuff about not bl ocking traffic?"

Still unable to | ocate the mysterious passenger who spoke in the quiet
tone, the cab driver tried to clinch his final argument by | ooking back
t hr ough
the rear window He didn't like that crack about not blocking traffic in a
street where there probably wasn't any.

But the cabby changed his mind as he heard the shriek of brakes, saw a
raki sh car take the corner behind himon practically two wheels and foll ow
with
a sudden spurt. He renmenbered now, the cabby, that he'd seen lights turning
corners in his mrror and he recalled that rakish car as it outlined itself in
the gl ow of a corner street light.

It was one of the cars that had been parked across fromthe Mrror Gill
before the trailer crash. The cabby had been studying its long, |ow lines,
figuring it to be an old buggy, but a fast one. The kind of car that rmade him
think of the old hijacking days in Chicago, except that it was a | ot newer
t han
the cars used then. Neverthel ess, that rem nder was sufficient.

The cabby knew now why his passenger had wanted himto drive in circles.
The man in the back seat had been wanting to learn if they were being tail ed.

They were.

That, too, was enough. The cabby gave his hack the gun. It |aunched
forward like a diver froma springboard. If he couldn't beat pursuers on the
turns, he'd try it on the strai ghtaway. Poor judgnent, for the long-lined car
was probably much faster than the cab, but it was exactly what The Shadow
want ed, at |east for the present.

Subtly, The Shadow had suggested danger to the cabby and the nan had
t aken
the hint. That proved the cabby was desperate; now he'd do whatever The Shadow
told him Al during his driving about Chicago, The Shadow had pictured a
situation such as this, hence he had | ong ago resol ved what his course would
be. He had even been studying the cab drivers, their inmpul ses and responses,
SO
that if he happened to get a skittish specinmen, he could plan accordingly.

Three bl ocks nore before another turn; that was The Shadow s plan, on the
theory it would bluff the pursuing car. But before the cab reached the next
corner, The Shadow changed his strategy. From around a corner, just two bl ocks
ahead, cane a big truck that identified itself the noment it hove into sight.
It was riding Iight and carefree, having dropped plenty of weight in the form



of a trailer.

It was the death-truck, back in the gane agai n!

The way the truck veered, its short squatty build, were the features that
identified it. That truck, bound on rmurder once, would logically be sticking
to
its task. It was com ng head on toward The Shadow s racing cab and the driver
of
the truck could see the pursuing car which proved that the cab nust contain
Lamont Cranston, the man slated for quick death.

The Shadow had made a | ast bet to make hinself nurder's target and it was
payi ng off in the formof a daily doubl el

X
ALONG THE LAKE FRONT

"TURN left."

It was the whispered voice of The Shadow t hat gave the conmand; no | onger
the qui et tone of Cranston.

The effect on the cab driver was electric. He, too, had recognized the
truck; knew that he was boxed between it and the pursuing car. He hadn't an
i dea that he was near a corner; for all he knew, he m ght be aimng straight
for the wall of a building when he made that swerve. But the conmand of The
Shadow s voice was all-conpelling. The cabby swung the cab

Tires screeching, the cab threatened to topple as its right wheels grazed
the far curb of an intersecting street. It was |ike the mad swing that the
truck had made when it flung the | oosened trailer at Cranston. So sudden was
the cab's change of direction that the pursuing car overshot the mark and had
to haul back. Further down the street, however, the driver of the approaching
truck saw the cab's veer in tine to swing into a cross-street a bl ock away.

That did not perturb The Shadow, quite the opposite. H s whispered | augh
cane as an encouragenent to the harried cab driver. The cab had gai ned enough
| eeway to shake the car that was chasing it. The truck, though a fast one,
couldn't overtake the cab if it nade another turn left.

This was a time when The Shadow | aughed t oo soon

He repeated the order, "Turn left" as the cab reached the next corner
The
cabby started to obey, braked the car, and yanked it into reverse. The street
into which he tried to turn was bl ocked off for repairs. Beyond a barrier with
red lights lay a great gaping stretch, totally devoid of paving. The trip
woul d
have conme to a sudden end right there, had the cabby attenpted to navigate
t hat
gap.

Now t hey were racing along the same street that they had tried to | eave.
The car behind them had gai ned, not lost by the cab's delay. The next
cross-street was topped by an el evated structure and the pursuing car was
cutting over to the cab's left, hoping either to get abreast of it, or to ram
it when it tried to take another turn to the left.

The Shadow s next command took care of that:

"Turn right."

The cabby did it on two wheels, those on the left. Daring though his
swerve was, it rated as trivial, conpared to The Shadow s own maneuver. The
door on the left flung open and The Shadow | aunched outward with it. As he
went, he caught the handl e of the front door beside the cabby and yanked it
open, too.

Startled, the driver could only clutch the steering wheel to hold hinself
in place as the door flew wi de beside him He couldn't watch what was
happeni ng, for he was conpleting the cab's swing into the street where the



elevated railway ran. Nor did the nen in the car behind see what happened, for
The Shadow and the flying doors were out of their sight.

First, The Shadow grazed an el evated pillar. \Wat prevented himfrom
really bashing it, was his quick grab at the cab's front door. However, that
was not his only purpose in pulling the front door wi de. Perform ng an amazi ng
twirl on the running board of the cab, handling the two doors as an acrobat
woul d twi st between a pair of gymasiumrings, The Shadow literally w enched
hinself fromthe rear of the cab into the front, just as the cab hit the
straight stretch down the street beneath the el evated.

In a trice, The Shadow had turned hinself froma passenger into a driver.

As the cab righted itself, the doors cane slaming shut and The Shadow
al so flung hinmself the sane direction, jouncing the cabby out from beneath the
wheel. An instant later, The Shadow hi nsel f was handling the helmand in an
unprecedented style. The pursuing car was right behind him cutting over to
t he
left, while the truck, which had been gaining all the tine, had swng into
this
street fromthe next corner and was taking the wong side of the street, to
neet the cab head on.

Neat business, this, the swift car boxing the cab so that the truck could
bash it. Except that The Shadow didn't give it time to work the trick. He
swerved the cab to the left, just beyond an elevated pillar, to get there
ahead
of the rakish car. The truck saw the maneuver, swung pronptly across the
street
to meet the cab on that side.

Agai n, The Shadow was guessing a junp ahead. Instead of continuing that
swerve to the left, he whipped the cab to the right. He sinmply snaked hinsel f
out of the trap, leaving the other car to neet the truck point blank, if it
were so inclined.

The car didn't take the bait. It cane after the cab, and the truck, about
a hundred feet ahead, angled itself across the street to close a new and fatal
box. But The Shadow was still giving the cab an undul ati ng course. Wi pping
around an el pillar, he cut left, all the way across the street, zigzagging
right past the truck before its driver could counter the maneuver.

Even then The Shadow s neat tactics had not ended. He cane right again,
around another pillar, clear over to the proper side of the street, where he
swung in back of the fast noving car that had been trying to overtake him The
driver of that car and his compani ons were still |ooking for the cab, because
the truck in passing had obscured it They expected to see it |loping on the
left, but it wasn't there. Before they could guess that it had pull ed behind
them the car passed the next corner. There, The Shadow sinply turned to the
ri ght and took another street.

It had been in and out, around and between the el posts, a nad flirt with
death that left the cabby sitting nunbed besi de The Shadow, glad that his
amazi ng passenger had taken over the wheel. This, however, was not the end of
t he danger trail. Sonehow, the cab seened to have lost its speed. The car
behi nd was resumning the chase.

There was a reason for this. The Shadow had not forgotten his origina
pur pose, not even after that wild experience beneath the el evated. He wanted
followers to keep along his trail, so that he could trick them H s only
probl em now was the safety of the cab driver and The Shadow had a way to
settle
t hat .

Ai ming straight for M chigan Boul evard, The Shadow crossed that | akeside
t horoughfare and spurted the cab into G ant Park, which formed the centra
l'i nk
in Chicago's chain of |ake front parks. There, he nade a sudden turn to the
left, threw his weight against the cabby on his right and pulled the handl e of
the door on that ride. The Shadow gunned the cab as the door went w de.



Qut went the cabby with the flying door. Lacking The Shadow s acrobatic
ability, the cabby couldn't find anything to grab except sonme flowers of a
huge
bush that flanked the corner and found a bristly but happy |anding place. The
Shadow s parting | augh ended with the slamof the door as it slapped back into
pl ace. Then the cab was gone and before the dunfounded cabby could find wits
enough to crawl fromhis nest, the pursuing car had swng past al so, w thout
noticing the reclining figure in the bush

Up ahead, the cab was coning to a halt. The rakish car haul ed up beside
it, dropping two nmen, one of whom approached the cab in crouching style from
the near side, while the other circled it to cover the opposite doors. In
t hrough the wi ndows, they suddenly shoved guns and fl ashlights.

Al they found was an enpty cab. The Shadow had already filtered fromthe
vehicle in his own shadowy fashion

The nmen were puzzled, but they didn't stand around and advertise the

fact.
I nstead, they extinguished their flashlights, dodged back to their car and
started away. To all intents, they m ght have been police in a prow car,

taking a |l ook into an abandoned taxi cab. They had good reason to be cautious,
for other cars were comng along this driveway and a doubl e bl ockade woul d
cause too nmuch notice, particularly if a real police car showed upon the
scene.

Nevert hel ess, these unknowns weren't giving up their hunt.

Sonewhere further down the driveway, they pulled off the road and
extingui shed the lights of the car. They probably thought that the cab driver,
and perhaps his passenger, had ducked for cover of the bushes and would return
to the cab now that the way | ooked clear. In fact, the car had pulled far
enough al ong to fool anybody who m ght be hiding in the shrubbery.

That didn't apply to The Shadow.

The cl oaked investigator was already on the rove, preparing to turn the
hunters into the hunted. H s keen ears sensing the cessation of the car's
nmot or, The Shadow was able to locate it fairly accurately in the dark. He had
noved sonewhat ahead, playing the hunch that the other men woul d do the sane
with their car. The hunch was paying of f.

I ndeed, The Shadow had reached the crux of this expedition, perhaps of
hi s
whol e investigation in Chicago. The very nmethod of this conpact gang fitted
with
his theory, the sane theory which he had thrown at Inspector Rick Snedley as
an
argunent that rnurder, not suicide, was the thing to be investigated

The list of strange deaths all savored of strong-armtactics, with
W Iliam
Brett and Edward Fl eer, the cases which The Shadow had personally studied as
Cranston, representing two illustrations of that point. In those cases, too,
The Shadow had figured the handiwork of an extra nman, or even a crew, whose
pur pose was to pave the way to nmurder and do the cover-up work.

Sonebody must have done the junp fromthe bridge into the Chicago River,
while the others were operating on the tugboat, after knocking off Brett and
dunping his body. Simlarly, unless sonmeone had checked on Fleer, or even
rigged the business of the scaffold, the trick of the substitute painters
woul d
not have been possible.

That man of daredevil quality had been in the game again tonight, for
only
such a hand coul d have | aunched a huge trailer as a | ethal weapon wth
Cranston
as its target. The bunch in the waiting car in this case had resenbl ed
cover-uppers until the deed of nurder had been passed along to them Now they
were stal king Cranston as they had gone after Fleer, Brett and previous



victimns.

There were differences, however. They didn't have their reckless
conpani on
handy; at |east, not yet. He had been |l eft sonewhere back along the line with
his truck. This was a tine, though, when they wouldn't ordinarily need him
The
pl an to di spose of Cranston was anything but subtle; it was brutal, as w tness
the business with the trailer.

An acci dental death woul d be better than a faked suicide, for it wouldn't
be linked with the other cases. Besides, Cranston was too full of life and
magi c to be the sort who would do away with hinmself. He might becone norbid,
but not until after the Magigals had finished their convention and the killers
couldn't wait that long. They couldn't wait because their boss wouldn't |et
t hem whoever that boss might be. Even now The Shadow was specul ati ng on the
identity of the mind behind the gane of death and he had a variety of guesses,
whi ch included wonen al ong with nen.

The way to settle the present party and gain a direct lead to | ead direct
to the source. That was to take out the nmurder crew one by one. This was
exactly what The Shadow i ntended to do and even if he only managed to bag the
first of three prospects, his task would be acconplished. One would
unquestionably be a lead to all and, therefore, to the whol e gane.

From cl ose to where he gauged the car was parked, The Shadow caught the
bl i nk of guarded fl ashlights, which gradually diverged, then di sappeared. They
were prowl i ng separately, the three men fromthe car, which was made to The
Shadow s order. Not that he ordinarily mnded handling three killers at a
clip;
there were times when he preferred it. On this occasion, however, The Shadow
did
not want to produce a situation wherein he mght have to deal themtheir own
medi ci ne. A captured killer would be better than a dead one, because he could
be made to talk.

There were creeping sounds al ong the grass and anong the shrubs. The
prow ers were skirting The Shadow i nstead of finding him partly because of
hi s
own shifting tactics, which went unheard. They were | ooking for Cranston and a
taxi driver, not The Shadow, that was where the creeping nen were making a
grave m st ake.

They woul d converge again as they neared the enpty cab, tightening their
circle slowy, surely. They'd pause though before they came too close to each
other, so they could listen for sounds ahead and learn if anyone had tried to
sneak back to the cab. Now The Shadow was gliding along the rimof the
i maginary circle, just outside it, ready to decide which killer he should
overpower first. One of the three was al nost sure to lag; he would be the
| ogi cal choice

The creepers were sl ackening sooner than The Shadow expected. The reason
was that other cars had stopped briefly along the driveway, then gone on
agai n.

Apparently, the abandoned cab was exciting some curiosity. This m ght work
even

nore to The Shadow s advantage. It could nmean that the rmurder crew would
post pone their hunt. Their gane was to do away with Cranston in such a way

t hat

his death would | ook like the work of typical park prow ers engaged in a
standard hol d-up. It wouldn't do for the whole crew to cone bounding up on a
victimin sight of witnesses. If they decided to give up this present job,

t hey

woul d retreat, bringing thenselves back into The Shadow s own bailiw ck.

The Shadow wai ted, on that very chance.

Suddenly, a flashlight blinked, not fromalong the three-man circle, but
froma darkened space across the driveway. |nmediately, the creeping nmen



flashed signals of their own. The result brought a quick finish to The
Shadow s

wel | -fornmed plan. Instead of a slowretreat, the three pronptly began to draw
toget her and start a rapid sideward departure along the line of the driveway.

The Shadow took inmedi ate bearings on his present position. Of obliquely
to the right, he could see the great white shape of the Chicago Natural
H story
Miseum its marble nmass |looning in ghostly fashion in the darkness. Beyond it
t he skyline of Chicago was etched against the night, revealed by the city's
own
illumnation. The Shadow was facing inward fromthe |ake; therefore, he knew
that the crooks were headi ng northward.

Going in that direction, The Shadow spotted dimfigures cutting across
hi s
path. They weren't going back to their car, those three, they were heading for
t he causeway | eading to Northern Island, where the Planetarium occupied the
northeast corner. Just as they had tried to box The Shadow earlier, so were
t hey boxi ng thensel ves now.

Al'l that The Shadow had to do was follow, catch up with the trio after
t hey becane carel ess, which they would, now that they had given up their hunt
for Cranston. He might not even have to nab them one by one; a quick surprise
when they | east suspected it, might result in the bagging of all three.

A whi spered | augh that vanished in the sigh of the | ake breeze was The
Shadow s prophecy of trouble for those three. It wasn't a bad prediction, but
he m ght have included hinmself along with it.

Surprises night be due for anyone, even The Shadow.

Xl
THE STARS RULE ALL

THE espl anade approachi ng the Planetarium was divided by a series of
twel ve pools, all inalong line, with a | edge along the sides. Those pools
represented the signs of the zodiac, whose synbols since ancient tinmes have
been regarded as a ruling agency in the affairs of nankind.

Inits turn, the espl anade was fl anked by separated hedgerows, while
strai ght ahead, the Planetarium|loomed |ike a m ghty cheese-box topped with a
squatty turret that supported a huge done. It was along this route that three
men were hurrying, keeping well apart as if they did not know each other and
showi ng preference for the darkish shelter of the hedges.

There were ot her people wal king al ong the espl anade, but they were few

and
far between. Conmparatively speaking, the concourse was deserted except for the
three nen and the cl oaked figure that was on their trail. If he had personally

conjured up this situation, The Shadow couldn't have had it nore to order

In the darkness, the three nen fitted the term of nondescript. They
di ffered somewhat in gait and size, but they were all wearing dark clothes. As
for The Shadow, he couldn't even be seen, |et alone described. Gaining ground
al ong besi de a hedge, The Shadow was represented only by a fleeting patch of
bl ack, his own shadow glidi ng agai nst the white paving of the espl anade.

There was only one thing certain about those three men up ahead, and that
was their own uncertainty. They had evidenced it previously, now they were to
show the trait again. Just as The Shadow was silently overtaking the | ast nman
of the lot, the fellow broke into a rapid jog. Sinmultaneously, the middle nan
halted in his tracks. The man up front wheel ed about and came hurryi ng back
toward the others.

They coul dn't have suspected that The Shadow was cl ose upon them
certainly not all three. The only nan who m ght have guessed it was the one
who



had suddenly sprung forward al nost from The Shadow s grasp. But he hadn't
gi ven

any signal, not even a blink of his flashlight, so his action could not
account

for those of the nmen ahead.

That was why The Shadow decided to play the role of a one-man cl ean-up
squad. Wi pping his brace of automatics from beneath his cl oak, he flung
hinself directly upon the trio as they came together. Wth his drive, he
delivered an uncanny | augh, which carried a chill that even the w nter |ake
wi nds had never matched when they raked this espl anade.

A bit sporting of The Shadow, to announce hinmself so lustily, but the
three nen didn't take it in that light. Instead of a warning, The Shadow s
sardonic | augh was a threat and nore. It had thrown shivers into hardened
killers in the past and it did the sane on this occasion. Instead of uniting
The Shadow s three foenen, it threwtheminto confusion. It was each man for
hi nsel f and no two thought alike.

One fellow funbled for a gun, while backing in his tracks. A second
turned
to dive for a safety that didn't exist. The third made a wild spring in the
direction of the |laugh, hoping to grab The Shadow bare-handed and hold him
until the others hel ped.

It was a perfect setup for The Shadow.

Sl ashing crosswise with a black gloved fist, The Shadow reel ed the man
who
was springing at him It was powerful, that back-hand blow, for in his fist,
The
Shadow carried the added wei ght of an automatic. Wth a twi st, The Shadow
hooked
t he staggered man under the arm pitching himbodily upon the fell ow who was
trying to draw a gun. As the pair flattened, The Shadow was spi nning away to
overtake the coward who had started to run

That task was ridicul ously easy.

True to type, the man had tried to dive for a hiding place. The nearest
was the hedge, so he had ploughed right into it, tangling hinmself worse than
t he cabby whom The Shadow had hel pfully pitched into a bush, back along the
di stant driveway. C oaking one automatic, The Shadow used his free hand to
haul
the fugitive fromthe hedge with a terrific roundabout sweep that should have
added himto the pair already piled upon the paving. Wth that The Shadow
coul d
have subdued the three as easily as one.

It was the fourth man who nade the trouble.

The Shadow hadn't counted himat all, but he was to prove the nost
form dable of the lot. He cane vaulting over the hedge, sw nging a weapon
ahead
of him That weapon was a flashlight which the fell ow had been blinking as a
signal to the others that this was to be their neeting spot. The Shadow hadn't
seen the flashes, for they were hal f-snothered by the hedge.

Full force, the flashlight found The Shadow s head as he hoisted his gun
hand to ward away the bl ow. He warded too |ate, but he bobbed his head at the
same time, which deflected the flashlight as it |anded. The Shadow s sl ouch
hat
al so took sone of the brunt, but if the flashlight had been heavier, the bl ow
woul d have stunned The Shadow.

As it was, the flashlight barrel cracked apart, scattering the batteries.
St aggered by the blow, The Shadow | ost his grip on the nan he had started to
fling. Coming around blindly, he grappled with the fell ow who had sprung
acr oss
the hedge and tried to lay home a gunstroke in retaliation for the blow from
t he



flashlight.

The Shadow s adversary whi pped out a revolver in time to neet the
sl edgi ng
automatic. The guns clanked and the pair wheeled apart, to drive in for
anot her
clash. By then, the nen The Shadow had first flattened were on their feet and
grabbing himfromin back. Twi sting out of their clutch, The Shadow wheel ed
theminto the path of the big man, who halted his gun swing just in time to
avoi d knocki ng out one of his conpanions.

Fromthen on it was a whirling fray, in which The Shadow, though
hal f - groggy, proved his prowess at dealing with nen of crine. Hs twists were
sudden, often in reverse, the sort that made it inpossible to hold him Never,
t hough, did he wheel away. Always he came in for further conbat, so rapidly
that no one could bring a gun into play. Al ways, The Shadow was usi ng one nan
as a shield against the others, generally disappearing from behind such a
human
buffer to come in at an angl e upon another fighter

Wth it, The Shadow had an uncanny faculty for spotting a revolver's
glint. Hs reach was so long that he invariably could whack anot her weapon or
the hand that held it with his own automatic. Al during the brief, tw sty
fray, The Shadow was carrying his adversaries out into the open so they
couldn't box himup agai nst the hedge.

The finish occurred at the center of the esplanade, not far fromthe
Pl anetariumitsel f. There, one man nmanaged a qui ck aimat The Shadow, but
before he could pull his revolver trigger, The Shadow s automatic cane
whi ppi ng
straight up to nmeet the fellow s gun hand and carry clear up to his chin.

There was a how as the revolver scaled fromthe man's hand, a splash as
he took a flying back dive into one of the zodiac pools. Coming full around,
The Shadow grappl ed wi th anot her eneny whose revol ver stabbed wildly twi ce as
he and The Shadow clinbed the | edge besi de another pool. Twisting free, The
Shadow tripped this fellow into the water, thus tenporarily elimnating two
f oenen.

There were two others, one the big man. As The Shadow sprang for them
t he
other fled for the hedge. Alone, the big man grappled madly with The Shadow.
Meanwhile the first pair were clanbering fromthe pools, drenching the paving
with their dripping clothes, as they, too, took to flight. Here was The
Shadow s chance to nmake a capture, the biggest nan of the lot. But as The
Shadow twi sted to drive a solid stroke with his automatic, he slipped on the
wet paving and | ost his grip.

The big man dashed for the hedge and cleared it before The Shadow coul d
prop up an el bow and overtake himw th a shot. Coming to his feet, The Shadow
started in pursuit anong the hedges and finally came into the clear. Though he
had used a flashlight along the hedgerows, The Shadow hadn't found a sign of
the four.

Only the lake lay in this direction, so The Shadow doubl ed back al ong the
trail. He saw figures beyond the hedges, noving into the entrance of the
Pl anetarium but they were too distant to be identified. Nevertheless, there
was a chance that the scattered thugs were taking refuge in the building,
per haps individually, so The Shadow headed there. Inside the entrance, he saw
that a show was about to start in the Planetariumroom One of the attendants
was about to close the door

VWi ppi ng of f his cloak and hat, The Shadow packed themin the
sel f-fol ding
portfolio, along with his gloves and automatics. As Lanmont Cranston, he
reached
the Planetariumroomijust in time for the show The lights were already
di nmi ng
when this |last custoner joined the audi ence.



Li ke some nonstrous Martian creature, the huge projection instrunent

tower ed above the circles of chairs which held the scattered spectators.

Taki ng

a seat, Cranston | ooked over the audience, hoping to identify certain unworthy
menbers before they recognized him In the dimchanber, that was difficult,

yet

t he advantage was Cranston's. He was sure that the two with the soaked cl ot hes
hadn't entered; the other pair, if present, would be huddling in their chairs
to avoid notice.

Pi cki ng out such prospects, Cranston changed his seat a few tinmes to get
a
cl oser look at them always approaching fromin back. At close range, none of
t hem appeared to be the men he wanted and by then, the chanmber was too dark to
continue the hunt. The | ecturer was speaking, calling attention to the horizon
of the great doned room There, the fading |light showed a representation of
Chi cago's skyline, so realistically proportioned that the walls of the room
coul d have vani shed, placing the audi ence outdoors.

Except that this was Chicago's skyline of some hours ago, when dusk was
settling over the city. Gradually, the silhouetted buildings were w ped out,

i ndi cating that night had fallen. That night would pass in terns of mnutes
rather than hours, here in the Planetarium until artificial dawn woul d again
bring the skyline into a gradually increasing |ight.

Stars were studdi ng the sky, as represented by the great donme. Leaning
back in his chair, Cranston smled to hinself. This was, indeed, an
i nteresting
sequel to the battle that he had waged as The Shadow. It was getting back to
nature in a safe way. Nice to | ook at the starry heavens above Chi cago, here
i ndoors. Better than out of doors, where anything m ght happen, particularly
in
G ant Park.

The stars were nmoving on their speeded up routine. Cranston's head was
swimmng slightly, too, fromthe effects of that jarring flashlight blow He'd
forgotten it in the heat of the fray, but perhaps it accounted for a few
oversights. The battle could be marked as a victory for The Shadow, but it had
fallen bel ow his own exacting specifications. At |east one nmenber of that
nmur derous tribe should have been bagged as a trophy. Lanmont Cranston felt nore
than slightly disappointed in The Shadow.

That made it The Shadow s turn to be di sappointed in Lanont Cranston and
the turn was com ng very soon

There was a slight stir behind Cranston's chair, as though soneone had
taken a seat there. Then, as Cranston raised his head slightly, something cold
and round planted itself squarely in the back of his neck. Above the
| ecturer's
droning spiel, Cranston heard a firmcontralto tone announce:

"Stay right where you are. The slightest nmove may be your last.”

Cranston stayed notionless. But the voice hadn't adnoni shed himnot to
t hi nk. How this had happened was a puzzle that didn't link with the crooks
t hat
Cranston was hunting. The voi ce was unquestionably a wonman's; how | ong she
i ntended to keep Cranston at this gun point was the next question

That questi on needed an answer and Cranston decided to provide it. He
could hear another stir in the row behind him indicating that sonmeone el se
was
creeping into the invisible scene. Perhaps the voice had been faked; if so,
Cranston mght be really on the spot. It would be folly though, for anyone to
fire a shot. The lecturer's talk, the buzz of the star projector, wouldn't be
enough to cover the report of a gun

Cranston nmoved his neck, alnost |ess than slightly. Gadually, he was
easing the pressure there, getting his shoul der and one hand around. Then he
twi sted, carrying his neck clear and thrusting his hand not for the gun, but



for the wist above it. Cranston heard a sharp gasp, a wonan's gasp with a
twi nge nmore of surprise than terror. That cane as he caught the wist and
shoved it high. Then, with his other hand, Cranston nmade a snatch for the gun,
but too | ate.

The gun was gone and in the darkness, Cranston's fingers brushed a man's
hand, the very hand that had tugged away the gun a split-second ahead of his
grasp!

Launchi ng over the back of his chair, Cranston grabbed for the man who
had
snatched the gun. Cranston wanted that gun and he found it, but not the way he
want ed. Unl ess he wanted it in the worst way. The result certainly fitted that
speci fication.

Down out of the blackness came the gun, swung full force by the hand that
had taken it. It found a head that no | onger wore a slouch hat and found it
squarely. As Cranston took the blow, the whole great room about himseened to
light with a sudden burst of shooting stars that shamed the pitiful show that
the projector was etching on the interior of the done.

Lanont Cranston saw the light, nothing nmore. Sliding down between the

r ows
of chairs he flattened upon his portfolio as it struck the floor ahead of him
Ni ght was still noving at its geared-up pace and the | ecturer was announci ng

t he approach of dawn in those artificial heavens; but Lanmont Cranston neither
heard nor saw

The Shadow was noted for noving swifter than the night. This was a pl ace
where ni ght nmoved swifter than The Shadow. Either that, or this just wasn't
The
Shadow s ni ght .

X1
REGAN REPORTS

SHOOTI NG stars were throbbing into mghty sunbursts and with them Lanont
Cranston could feel his head swell, then contract, tinme and again all in
nmonot onous rhythm Then, through his aching brain, cane a slow recollection of
what had happened.

Cranston opened his eyes. He saw the sil houette of Chicago's skyline
creeping back to life again, in a light Iike a dimdawn. Cranston was |ying
with his head propped on an armand the portion of the skyline that he saw was
so set that it seened to be within a frane.

There was sonething wong with that painted picture. It wasn't
illuminating fast enough. Time m ght be passing slowy to Cranston's nunbed
senses and hazy vision, but he still could gauge it sonewhat by his head
throbs. Painfully, he counted ten of them but the |light showed no increase.

I f something had gone wong with the Planetariumshow, it was all the
better. For now Cranston was renmenbering what had happened in the mdst of it,
as well as he could renmenber. Something had conme out of sonewhere, probably
t he
constellation of Orion the warrior, and had cl outed Cranston properly. Now he
recalled what it was that hit him the butt end of a gun.

Cranston coul d vaguely recollect the stroke as he stared at the dim
panor ama whi ch represented dawn. Woever gave the bl ow must have | ost the gun
with it, for it had been practically flung at Cranston's head. Just a wild
chance in the darkness, but it was no |onger dark here. If Cranston could find
that gun, or his own portfolio which contained a brace of automatics!

Hal f rising, Cranston began to paw around on the chance of finding the
mssing gun, if nmissing it were. Realizing that some other person m ght be
pl anning a sinmilar search, Cranston raised his head wearily. Between hinsel f
and skylined |ight he saw a huddl ed man sl ouched in a chair at the next |ower



level . Sonmething in the fellow s crouch indicated that he m ght be planning a
surge as soon as the light increased sufficiently. So Cranston decided not to
concede that chance.

Wth a lunge, Cranston reached the huddl ed man and tried to clanp himin
the chair thinking that like all the seats in the auditorium it would be
fixed
solidly to the floor. Instead, it was |oose. Cranston bowed it over, man and
all. They hit the floor together, canme up against a wall. By then, the other
man was roused and grappling, while Cranston's senses swam anew. Then they
wer e
at grips by the frame through which the skyline showed and a breeze, whipping
Cranston's face, brought back his scattered wits as he | ooked at the man with
whom he struggl ed.

That man was Regan, the private detective.

This wasn't the planetariumchanber with its circles of seats. It was
Cranston's own room at the Hotel Harbison. That skyline and the dawn that
etched it weren't artificial; they were real. What Cranston had been | ooki ng
at
was actual |y Chicago.

Rel axi ng, Cranston |l et Regan get his breath. Turning on a table | anp,
Cranston set the chair upright, then went over and sat down on the bed, which
was where he had been Iying when he cane back to his senses. Now it was

Regan' s
turn.

"Whew! " expressed Regan, as he sat down in the chair. "You sure cane back
fast. | should have figured maybe you'd be surprised to find yourself back
here.”

"I wasn't, precisely," rejoined Cranston. "I thought | was finding nmyself
back over in the Adler Planetarium | take it that you hel ped nme out of
there."”

"Lugged is the word for it," said Regan. "You were lying there |ike
somet hing had really hit you. They were going to call for an anbul ance, unti
I
showed them ny credentials and said |I'd be responsible.”

"Whom do you nean by they?"

"The professors or whatever they are that run that shooting star gallery.
| told theml'd net you out on Tyburn's cruiser, that you' d been having dizzy
spel s and the doctor had said you ought to take a lake trip. They listened."

That brought a smile from Cranston. Regan, of all people to be
recommendi ng | ake cruises, after the way he'd bal ked at a speedboat ride with
Ski p Hagat horn

"I found your brief case and brought it along." Regan gestured to the
bureau and Cranston saw the portfolio lying there. "And then," added Regan, "I
took a | ook under those seats, while the professors were carrying you out to a
cab. | found your gun."

Reaching into his pocket, Regan brought out an automatic that | ooked to
be
of .32 caliber and tossed it on the bed where it clattered slightly as it
| anded. He asked cagily, "Yours?"

Cranst on nodded, watchi ng Regan from beneath | owered brows. He was
convi nced now that Regan hadn't opened the portfolio, which would, indeed,
have
been difficult as it had a very tricky catch. Therefore, the detective
coul dn't
know t hat Cranston was The Shadow. By claimng the | oose gun to be his own,
Cranston was diverting Regan's thoughts fromthe portfolio, which he probably
t hought contai ned not hing nore than papers pertinent to the suicide cases that
Cranston had been studying with Smedl ey.

"Kind of risky toting a rod around,"” observed Regan. "They're fussy about
that, even here in Chicago."



Cranston said nothing. He had picked up the gun and was beginning to
st udy
it.

"Of course knowi ng | nspector Smedley |like you do," continued Regan, with
a
shrug, "it shouldn't matter much. O course, he likes to handle things his own
way and didn't like the New York conm ssioner butting in on it. Maybe Snedl ey
would Iike to get that out of his hair."

"Tell me, Regan," asked Cranston, suddenly, "aren't you worKking
exclusively for Lester Tyburn?"

"Why, yes." Regan hesitated. "Well, not exactly on an exclusive basis."

"But you were covering a job for himlast night -"

"Of course. Wy are you asking?"

"Just to learn what you are after,"” retorted Cranston. "If this is a
shakedown, Regan, forget it. You re a wong guy and you picked up a wong gun.
You can see for yourself that this trigger is jamred so the gun won't fire
even
t hough it's | oaded. "

By way of illustration, Cranston was approaching Regan with the gun,
tugging at the trigger. The nuzzl e was pointed strai ght at Regan's stonach and
the dick was waving his hands excitedly as he cane to his feet, kicking over
the chair behind him

"Take that thing away!" cried Regan. "Forget what | said. |I'mnot asking
for anything. Take it away!"

"Don't worry," assured Cranston. "This gun won't pitch any slugs your

way. "

"I"1l work with you!" screeched Regan. "I'll tell you my business without
asking yours. Only lay off that trigger!"

Regan was in the corner now and Cranston, his face showi ng surprise, had
finally managed to rel ease the janmmed trigger. He gave it a tug and Regan
sagged in the corner with a how, only to sit there staring at what he saw

The automatic had gone off, but not in orthodox fashion. Nothing had |eft
the nmuzzle; instead a section of the barrel had popped up on a spring, just
above the handl e. Poked in sight were half a dozen cigarettes, standing
upright.

"Have one, Regan," suggested Cranston proffering the dumry gun. "Haven't
you seen these before? They're novelty cigarette cases, sold at magi c shops
and
such places. This one doesn't happen to be mne. Sonebody slugged me with it
and
dropped it. I'd like to find out who did it and why."

Cranston coul d have answered his own question in part, but he wanted to
hear what Regan had to say. He knew that some wonman had been using the gun to
bluff him that when he grabbed for it, a nan who was working closer in the
dar kness had snatched it first and used it as a bludgeon. It was fortunate
t hat
the gun wasn't a real one for it would have been nuch heavier than this. Maybe
Cranston woul d have sl ept through the real dawn as well as the artificial one,
in that case.

"There's only two people who night have been carrying it," declared
Regan.

"Halifax or the Joyce dane."

Cranston's eyebrows rai sed as though asking Regan to give the particul ars
of his deduction

"You ought to know," gruffed Regan. "You were over there at the Mrror
Gill, too.'

"I remenber being at the Planetarium™ rejoined Cranston, with a snile
"I"m asking who el se was there."

"All right."

Wth a resigned shrug, Regan set his chair upright again and sat down.



Then he went into his spiel.

"I was over watching the Magigals, see?" Regan began. "I'mtailing
Hal i f ax
for a change. It's as good as shadowi ng Gail Tyburn anyway, because what the
old
man wants to know is how often his frau gets together with her smling boy
friend.

"I call up Tyburn and report to him He's with Rick Snedl ey having a

conference with the | ocal coppers out at Longwood. |I'mreporting like he
asked,

giving it brief, except when he wants certain particulars. |I'mjust w nding up
when this Halifax comes to nake a phone call, so | duck outside and wait, see?

"Next, Halifax shows outside, grabs a cab and says to get to the Mrror
Gill and hurry. That being the place where he left Gail Tyburn, | figured
she'd be back there, and she was. Only Halifax wasn't. That's the part that
gets me. Maybe he thought that | was tailing himand told the cabby outside
t he
Har bi son to take himto the Mrror Gill as a blind. He could have changed the
address after he got in the cab.”

As he concl uded, Regan gave Cranston a very sharp | ook. Probably Regan
ei t her knew or suspected that Cranston had been both at the Harbi son and the
Mrror Grill. Still, he m ght have seen himat only one of those places or
perhaps not at all. In any case, it was Cranston's purpose to keep Regan
tal king, so he followed that policy.

"So you saw Gail Tyburn," stated Cranston. "Then she should be the wonan
in the case. But who is this Joyce girl you nmentioned? How does she enter?"

"She was on the bill at the Mgigal show " explained Regan. "It was right
after her act that Halifax left. Maybe he coul d have been phoning her. [|'ve
got
to check downstairs here and find out if there's a back stage tel ephone in the
bal | room Anyway, she headed for the Mrror Gill, too."

"You saw her |eave the Harbison?"

"There were a couple of cabs that pulled out before I could grab one. |
saw a dame going into the Mrror Gill right after I got there, but didn't
noti ce her close enough to be sure who she was. | was too busy trying to spot
Hal i fax. Then, when | got inside the place, | saw Gail Tyburn. She was | ooki ng
for Halifax, too, | guess. Only he wasn't around."

"And you didn't see this Joyce girl?"

"Not a sign of her, at |east not then."

"What did you say her first name was?"

"I didn't say," replied Regan, cagily. "I know what it is though, because
it was on the bill at the Magigals. Her first nane is Verity and she does

tricks with eggs."

Cranst on nodded, as though tricks were of only slight consequence in his
life. Then he said to Regan, "Go on."

Regan went on

"Just then a Chinese magic act gets started,” said Regan. "At the Mrror
Gill, 1 nmean. Sone guy called Chung Loo was working there and his act wound
up
with a blackout. Then on cane the lights and I'mgetting a | ook at Gai
Tyburn,
but no sign of M. John Q Halifax. Then who goes sailing out of the place all
of a sudden but the Joyce dane. She nust have been in there all along."

"So you followed her?"

"Sure. By then | was putting one and one together and getting three.
Hal i fax ditches Gail and winds up at the Magi gal show. There he sees this
Verity Joyce and it's a cinch she saw him too. On account of she was around
when Halifax was doing card tricks -"

As Regan cut off suddenly, Cranston gave a slight laugh. Regan's first
answer was a shrug. Then



"Yeah, | saw you doing tricks there, too,’
not telling you too nmuch that you don't know. "

"I"'minterested in what happened at the Mrror Gill,"'
calmy, "so let's have it."

"I'f you were there, | didn't see you," declared Regan, defensively, "but
I've already told you | was trying to spot Halifax. Anyway, right after the
show, this Verity Joyce goes piling out like she's trying to catch up with
somebody. See?"

Cranston saw and nodded.

"That's the first tine | spotted her," continued Regan. "It |ooked |ike
Hal i fax had sonehow got word to Verity to nmeet him sonme other place, since
Gai |
was around. So | cane outside, too. There's a trailer piled up on the
si dewal k;
been an accident, | guess. But there's a cab pulling out across the street and
a car starting right after it."

"And where was Verity?"

"Cetting into another cab. She joined right up with the caravan, so | did

Regan admitted. "So maybe |'m

sai d Cranston,

the sane. Wien | | ooked behind, another cab was starting. It was com ng al ong,
too."

"Did any nore follow?"

"They mght have. Only it was a coincidence, maybe. After all, it was
show break at the Mrror Gill and that is when a | ot of people yell for

cabs. "

"Naturally. Go on, Regan."

"Well, the first cab and the car got out of sight somewhere, but finally,
| spot another cab, the one with Verity init, |I think, and | notice it's
pi cked up the sane two cars, one of thema cab. W were all heading out of the
Loop by that time, over across M chigan Boul evard. Next thing, we're in G ant
Park and there's a cab haul ed up beside the driveway, but the car that was
chasing it has disappeared. All | could do was follow Verity's cab and it was
hers all right, because | saw her get out of it. So | did the sane."

"And there were other cabs behind you?"

"One that stopped sonewhere. Who was in it, | don't know"
"I't couldn't have been Halifax?"
"I'f he'd come fromthe Mrror Gill, yes," decided Regan. "But |'ve told

you | didn't see himaround there. Maybe he went out in that first cab. Still,
he coul d have been at the Planetarium and waiting there. Maybe you can guess.
You were over there."

Regan put the final statement bluntly. Cranston gave hima calmreply.

"I like Planetariuns," stated Cranston, "or perhaps | should termthem

Pl anetaria. | had been to the Fels Planetariumin Phil adel phia, the Hayden in
New York. | felt that a visit to Chicago would be wasted unless | visited the
Adl er Planetarium Now that | have seen all three, | feel that | have achieved

somet hing. Life should never be too nundane. It is inspiring to travel anong
the cel estial spheres and view the heavens in their orbits."

The | anguage brought puzzled blinks from Regan. Then the detective cane
back to his thene.

"There was a fight going on along the esplanade," said Regan. "A bunch of
guys were in it and sonmebody knocked a couple of theminto those pools."

"The zodi ac pool s?" queried Cranston, quite interested. "You woul dn't
know
whi ch ones?"

"One guy got clouted into Virgo," inforned Regan, referring to sone notes
that he pulled fromhis pocket, "and the other |anded in Libra. Then they al
beat it and | chased after them"

"Where did they go?"

"Over toward the | ake. Since they couldn't have gone any further,
figured they'd ducked back into the Planetarium So that's where | went. | got
there just as the show was starting, if you want to call it a show"



"I didn't see nmuch of it," conceded Cranston, rubbing the part of his
head
that still ached. "You'll have to tell nme the rest, Regan."

"When the lights cane on," said Regan, "they showed dawn" - he gestured
toward the wi ndow, where the Chicago skyscrapers were now plainly visible in
the rosy light - "and it |ooked just like it does now |'mright inside the
door, see, casing the whole joint. 1'mlooking for guys to cone out,
particularly a couple that need dry suits.

"Only who cones out but John Halifax with that big smle of his. How he
kept his teeth grinning after watching that bumshowis nore than | can
figure.

Then who el se conmes along but Verity Joyce, with that worried pan of hers. It
wasn't just an expression; she was really worried. They weren't together. In
fact, they didn't notice each other. Mybe, though, they were just acting |like
they were each there al one.

"I'f they'd figured on neeting up though, they couldn't have picked a
better spot than that Planetarium for nore than a ot of reasons.” Regan

paused with a wi se nod. Then: "But |I'mstill wondering what happened to that
bunch that was fighting outside. | figure maybe some of themare hiding in
anong the seats. So | start |ooking around and | conme across you. | call the

prof essors and you know the rest."

Regan rel axed, his story finished. The roomwas now bathed in strong
dayl i ght. Dawn had conme nore slowy here than in the Planetarium but Regan's
report had unquestionably been nore entertaining than the wi nd-up of the
Pl anetarium | ecture.

Ri si ng, Lanont Cranston went over and turned off the table | anp. Regan's
attitude becane quizzical

"Al'l right, M. Cranston," suggested Regan. "It's your say. \Wat cones
next ?"

"Next," replied Cranston in his nost casual tone, "we go down to the
br eakfast room and order ham and eggs. Remind nme, Regan, to tell the waitress
that | Iike ny eggs over easy."

Xl
MJURDER MUST QUT

DURI NG br eakfast, Cranston hoped to get nore information out of Regan, so
he went at the proposition systematically but tactfully. Cranston's way was to
specul ate at first, bringing up questions indirectly. He chose a good subject
for a starter: Verity Joyce.

"I remenber the Joyce girl," said Cranston. "A very neat nunber. | mean
her magi c, of course. Just why did those egg tricks particularly intrigue you,
Regan?"

"They didn't," replied Regan. "I just wasn't nissing anything, that was
all. It's the way | work, like I told M. Tyburn. | always see that people get
their noney's worth."

"Even when you offer to sell back guns?"

"Let's forget that, M. Cranston. You've got to adnmit that | wasn't
passi ng up anything out at the Planetarium or | wouldn't have found you lvying
there. Let's forget the egg tricks, too, and tal k about the dane."

"You have her address?"

"No, but I wouldn't mind getting it."

"How about asking Halifax for it?"

"A good idea." Regan rubbed his chin. "I'"mnot exactly chumry wth
Hal i fax, though. | wi sh you'd ask Halifax for ne."

"So you can nmake a date with Verity Joyce?"

"I wsh 1l could," returned Regan, glumy. "Anything to get her away from
Halifax. Don't think I'ma fellow who is always trying to snag a few extra



bucks, just because | thought it would be worth sonmething to you, bringing you
back fromthe Pl anetarium and picking up the | oose gun | thought was yours. If
| do favors on a cash basis, it's because | deserve a little extra. There's
plenty of times | have to hand over dough for favors done to ne."

Cranston was thi nki ng ahead on that one.

"You mean you'd pay the Joyce girl to drop Halifax," said Cranston with a
nod. "Naturally, you would, since you want to keep Tyburn as a custoner. He
won't need your services any longer if he learns that Halifax has dropped Gai
and is taking up with Verity."

"That's right," adnmitted Regan. "It proves |'m honest. The only way
Tyburn
could find out, would be through me. 1'll put it through on ny report if it
turns out to be a fact. Everything goes on ny report if it belongs there. But
if I offer sonebody like the Joyce dane a free trip to Bernmuda and she takes
it, that's ny own business."

Perhaps it was. At any rate, Cranston was inpressed by the way Regan
bal anced his own code of ethics. Switching the subject, Cranston remarked:

"Qdd, the way that nob di sappeared near the Planetarium If | didn't have
your word for it, Regan, | could hardly believe it ever happened."”

"I't happened all right."

"They couldn't very well have doubl ed back. Dodgi ng you woul d be pretty
difficult, Regan."

Regan swelled at the conplinent, never guessing what was in Cranston's
m nd. Cranston's logic was this: As The Shadow, he, too, had pursued the four
men of f beyond the Planetarium For all four to escape The Shadow woul d have
been highly artful on their part, since he had covered nost avenues of escape.
The only way they could have el uded The Shadow was to cut back between hi m and
the Planetariumitself.

In the course of events, Cranston hadn't seen Regan at all. He was taking
Regan's own cl ai m of having been on the spot, for it tallied satisfactorily.

It

was natural that Regan hadn't seen The Shadow. The question was: Wy hadn't
The

Shadow seen Regan?

The answer was obvi ous.

Regan must have been coming toward the | ake by the one route that The
Shadow had been forced to neglect, along which four nen of rmurder woul d have
had to doubl e back. Regan coul dn't possibly have missed all four, or putting
it
the other way, all four couldn't have m ssed Regan. The fact that Regan was
around to tell the tale, was proof that he hadn't been anywhere near the thugs
when they finally escaped. They woul d have taken himas an eneny and it would
have been short shrift for Regan

O course, Regan didn't know all that. He was sinply accepting his own
over-val uation as a sleuth when he deci ded:

"There's only one place they coul d have gone. They nust have ducked into
the I ake. Two of them were wet anyway, so why should they care? And if they
didn't care, why should the others? That made themall wet." Regan chuckl ed.
"That's a good one, huh? Al wet!"

"I believe you have it, Regan," asserted Cranston. "Of course, you intend
to include this in your report to Tyburn."

"I put everything in nmy reports,” bragged Regan. "I don't even miss a
trick." He |l aughed again, but not as heartily. "I sprang that gag on Tyburn
hi nsel f [ ast night, when | was phoning himat nine thirty. | didn't nmss a
trick, get it? | nean the tricks that | was watching at the Mgigals show. |
noted themall down and all | had to do was read themoff. 1've still got ny
notes here" - Regan flipped the papers that were sticking fromhis coat
pocket s

"and as soon as | get over to ny office, I'll start typing themout."
Anot her voice pronptly intervened. "Better get over to your office soon



then, Regan," it said. "You ve got a lot to do. So have |, but | won't be
needi ng you. "

The voi ce belonged to Inspector Snedley, who had strolled into the
Har bi son breakfast room Regan gave Rick an affable nod, gul ped what was |eft
of his coffee, nouthed a "So Iong" to Cranston, and was on his way.

"Little ears have big pitchers," said Rick to Cranston, "and by that |
mean Regan. He'd like to work along with nme, but | don't believe in the pot
and
the kettle washing each other. If he heard nme say that the suicide wave is
really over, he'd go around taking sone of the credit for it."

"He m ght," agreed Cranston, "considering that you were out of town |ast
ni ght and coul dn't have been doing nuch to stop it."

"I wasn't away all night," returned Rick. "But I'lIl admit | was gone nost
of the evening. That place at Longwood took some | ooking over."

"You were out at Tyburn's estate? | thought you were only going to the
Longwood pol i ce headquarters.™

"That was the original idea," said Rick, snapping his fingers for a cup
of
coffee. "But when | saw what Tyburn was up against, | decided he and I would
have to plan things right."

"You nmean the Longwood force is inadequate?"

"Totally. Their headquarters needs a new roof, their squad car is about
the speed of a Model T, they're carrying guns that were left over fromthe
Spani sh War, and their badges | ook |like give-away prizes at a firenen's
carnival. That covers the Longwood police in a thunb-nose sketch."

Smiling at Rick's summary, Cranston asked:

"They don't mnd your taking charge at Tyburn's place?"

"M nd?" echoed Rick. "They'd have elected ne chief if I'd wanted the job.
They couldn't begin to handle it." Rick took a | ook fromthe counter where
t hey
were seated, then said, "Let's go over to that corner table. It has a
tabl ecl ot h
and | can draw you a di agram

They went to the table and Rick drew the diagram It took up nost of the
tabl ecl ot h because Tyburn's estate was a big one.

"The place is just in fromthe | ake," explained Rick. "This is a
barb-wire
fence running along the front road. Here's the gate, way down here, with a
house
where the three hired hands stay, except when they're out working on the
grounds. Webster, the gate keeper, Mrse, the gardener, Chaffin, the
chauffeur."”

"Ms. Tyburn's chauffeur," nodded Cranston. "He was out there?"

"He was," replied Rick. "Wy do you ask?"

"Because | saw Gail Tyburn and John Halifax wasn't with her. She left him
and said maybe she'd see himlater, maybe not. | thought that would be one
tinme
when she woul d want her car."

"She didn't phone for it while | was there. In fact, she hasn't used the
car since Tyburn brought the subject up."

"What tinme were you there, inspector?”

Ri ck cal cul at ed.

"I left at seven pronpt,"” he stated. "Traffic was light and | nmade it in
just about forty-five minutes driving pretty fast. Tyburn was at the police
headquarters, but he took ne right over to the place. Thought | ought to see
the estate before it got too dark. | got a general |ook at the pren ses and
nmet
the three hired hands. It was getting dark by then, so we went back to the
Longwood headquarters."

"At what tine was that?"



"Eight twenty. We got to the headquarters at exactly half past and the
ride took just ten mnutes. Tyburn was clocking it, so we would know how | ong
it would take the local force to get there, in case they were ever needed. W
stalled there until nine o' clock. That's when | got a |line on the inadequacy,
as you politely termit, of the Longwood police."

"Then you came back to the city?"

"No. Tyburn wanted nme to see the mansion. W drove back to the estate.
Webst er had | ocked the gates for the night, but we rang and he showed up and
let us in. We scared up Morse and Chaffin. They brought flashlights and | anps,
so they could take us into the big house."

"The electricity is cut off?"

"Sure. Ms. Tyburn is supposed to pay the bills out of her househol d
al  owance. So she disconnected the electricity, the gas, even the tel ephones.
Downstairs, the furniture is all covered over, in the reception roons and
such.

On the second floor, sone of the roons are | ocked, on the top floor, all of
them No heat, no nothing. Gail Tyburn needs all her spare pennies so that
Smile-face Halifax can catch noney out of the air."

"You nean that's Tyburn's opinion."

"It's everybody's, except maybe yours. One swall ow doesn't make a drink
Cranston, and just because you saw Gail Tyburn doing the town al one for once
doesn't mean that Halifax isn't her steady. You might catch her sone tine with
her hair down, but that would be unusual, too. Cenerally, she wouldn't be seen
wi t hout Halifax any nore than she woul d wi thout a permanent.”

Cranst on nodded to show that he accepted Rick's opinion. The inspector
made nore markings on the cloth.

Then:

"Here's the house," said Rick, "set way back. Qut front is the | awn,
trees
set all around it. Over here is the Oiental garden, with pools and a stream
that runs under bridges and then goes out of bounds to the | ake. That's about

all, except that Gail regards the house as hers and has all the keys. Wbster
keeps one to the back door, probably in case of fire. Wth all the shrubbery,
trees and what-not, it will take good covering, that lawn picnic will, to make

sure that nobody goes sneaki ng off somewhere to commit suicide in pleasant
surroundi ngs. "

"Tyburn still thinks that may happen?”

"He thinks anything may happen and | don't blame him Anyway, to concl ude
my story, we |ooked the place over fromabout nine ten until half past. Then
we
heard the phone ringing fromout at the gate house, where there's a phone
still
connected and paid for personally by Tyburn."

"That rust have been Regan, phoning his routine report."

"I't was. Tyburn went and talked to him Then, having no drinks in the
house, Tyburn suggested that he and | drive out to a roadhouse. | said good
enough. | needed a drink after being in that clamy nmausol eumthat Gail Tyburn
refuses to call hone. W stayed at the roadhouse about an hour, then drove
back
to the place and said good night to the boys. After that, | drove back to the
city."

"Tyburn didn't conme in with you?"

"No. He was staying on his cruiser. Skip Hagathorn was around; at the
police station when | got there. He dropped back while we were going through
the mansion. He was waiting to pick up Tyburn at the tine we said good night."

Ri ck was studying Cranston, waiting for a query. Wen none cane, R ck
deci ded to answer what was probably in Cranston's m nd

"There's no way any of this could have a bearing on Gail Tyburn," assured
Rick. "Tyburn strictly avoids any criticismof his wife in front of the
servants, so that puts themin a neutral class. If she cane out there, they'd



know it, so that's why she never shows up. She woul dn't want to be wi thout
Hal i fax and the hired hands woul d recognize him They'd be too apt to talk. So
if you want to know where Gail Tyburn went last night, | can tell you one

pl ace

she didn't go. That place was hone."

Getting up fromthe table, R ck suggested that they go over to
headquarters and arrange for the official announcenent that the suicide wave
was finished. Rick nade the suggestion with a slight touch of sarcasm which he
probably hoped that Cranston would take back to New York, for the benefit of
Conmi ssi oner Weston

"You're welcome to stay around, of course,"” Rick told Cranston as they

neared headquarters. "I know you wouldn't want to m ss the picnic out at
Longwood. They'll have everything froma May pole to dancing on the green
Oly

there won't be any suicides, not while I'maround. The epidenic is over,
anyway. "

Ri ck changed that opinion the monent he entered his office. There, people
were busy at tel ephones again and communi cati ons were rattling over the
tel etype. Sone | ong-faced assistants nmet the inspector and handed hima report
that had just conme in. Rick crunpled the sheet angrily, chucked it into a
basket .

"It's begun again," groaned Rick to Cranston. "Another suicide, just
f ound
this nmorning. An antique dealer on the North Side, named Paul Corland. The
madness has started all over."

"Perhaps not," observed Cranston. "You can still say that Chicago is free
from suicide."

"“And how?"

"By calling it nurder, right fromscratch. This case will probably prove

the point. Murder beginning with the first of those cases that we anal yzed and
ending with this one, we can hope." Cranston's voice was snooth, even.

"Murder will out," declared Rick, "and in this case it is out, which puts
us right back on the suicide trail. |I've read the report, Cranston, but you
haven't. Come along and you'll see what suicide |ooks like, with no room for
argunent . "

As they left, Lanont Cranston found the remmants of his headache
t hr obbi ng
those words that Rick Smedl ey had spoken: "Murder will out.” O that, Cranston
was certain and he was willing to apply it to the death of Paul Corland, sight

unseen.

I f nurderers had gained their way |ast night, Lamont Cranston hinsel f
woul d have been a victim H s hunch was that the killers had not been idle
earlier. Should that hunch be right, Lanont Cranston was on his way to anot her
scene of nurder.

XV
CRI MES ANSVER

THEY rode up M chigan Avenue to Lake Shore Drive with Rick Snedley, in

t he
style of the veteran police inspector, maintaining a cryptic attitude
regar di ng

Corland's death. Lanont Cranston expected this, for he had met with many
of ficers of Smedley's type. Their way of |ooking smart was sinply to play
dunb,
letting people formtheir own concl usions.

Not that Rick Smedl ey renmained silent. To the contrary. He appeared
interested in the passing sights, giving the inpression that the only reason



Chi cago had begun to tick this early in the norning was because Ri ck Smedl ey
was on hand to supervise it. How Chicago managed to function on days when Ri ck
slept late, was something the inspector didn't care to suggest.

Fromthe flow of M chigan Avenue traffic, Rick took a careful |ook to see
if the famous ol d Chicago Water Tower was still standing after its eighty
years
of existence. He | eaned forward to study the Pal nolive Building to make sure
it
still had its beacon tower. Wen the car reached Lake Shore Drive, Rick
careful ly checked the greensward of Lincoln Park on the chance that mad dogs
m ght be running | oose there and he took a good | ook at the |lagoon in case any
dead ducks were floating on it.

About the only thing that Rick didn't watch was the traffic, because that
wasn't his departnment. Cars were charging into Chicago |ike the fanmous Light
Brigade, with violations to the left of them violations to the right of them
but Rick was watching the spaces of Lake M chigan, where speedboats were
zoom ng al ong the shore.

"Those babies are the tickets," Rick told Cranston, referring to the
speedboats. "Even an old plugger can do better than thirty and you can step up
areal job to better than sixty. | saw a |lot of them kicking around out at
Longwood. They start off smooth and easy, then all of a sudden they pick up
and
zoomoff like a shot. |I'd rather have one of those jobs than a cabin cruiser
like Tyburn's. Those things can really run rings around a cruiser."

The car turned left, away fromthe | ake, picked a diagonal street for a
few bl ocks, made a left oblique and finally pulled up in a back alley at what
| ooked like a delivery entrance. Aighting, Rick badged his way through a few
uni formed police who were guarding the place and Cranston went with him They
cane into the back of the antique shop bel onging to Paul Corland. There Rick
i ntroduced Cranston to a precinct detective and the checkup began

There wasn't much to check, however. The case was open and shut in nore
ways than one. The back door was open, but that was because the police had
broken it down, smashing the bolt and setting off the burglar alarm A big
back
roomwas filled with old and beaten-down furniture that went under the
m snoner
of antiques. Apparently, it was Corland's rule to pick out itenms fromthat
reserve and place themin the front shop, where they | ooked better, because
there was less junk with which to conpare them

Reached by a connecting door, which was nade of steel and slid open, the
front shop proved quite attractive, as it contai ned many pi eces of fine
pottery, Oriental carvings, ornate netalware, music boxes and cabinets of al
si zes from huge mahogany chests down to ivory jewel cases.

The connecting door, too, had been bolted, and fromthe front side. The
police had given it the torch, setting off another alarm Al this, however,
was preferable to cracking through the front, where | ocked bars crisscrossed
t he show wi ndows and the heavy street door was triple |locked and wired with
t he
i nevitabl e al arm system

There was an office in one corner, but its door wasn't |ocked. To lock it
woul d have been unnecessary as the little roomwas w ndow ess, nerely a
partitioned corner of the front shop. Corland' s safe was in that office. It
was
a form dabl e contrivance which an expert was at present trying to open

Consi dering that the shop was barred and bolted both front and back,
there
had to be an exit by which Corland could have left. There was such a door, in
the side wall of the shop. It was steel, too, and | ocked fromthe other side.
The police had worked through it, then found that they'd gone to a | ot of
unnecessary trouble. Beyond the steel door was a small apartnent, where



Cor | and
had |ived when in Chicago and al so where he had died, last night.

The steel door connecting fromapartnent into shop not only was wired to
the anti-burglar system it had a tine | ock on the apartnment side, hence
Corland didn't have to carry a key to it. This was a not uncommon notion. It
meant that if burglars attenpted to persuade Corland to unlock his shop and
| et
themin, he couldn't oblige, not even at gun point. The shop just couldn't be
opened until nine in the morning, even if Corland wanted and the burglary
al arm
was i ngeniously set to the time-lock on the all-inportant door

The police could have saved thensel ves a | ot of bashing if they'd waited
until nine o' clock. Trouble was, they didn't know that Corland had an

apart nment

with this private way out. At |east they'd acconplished one thing; they had
kept

the apartnent intact. As it stood, it forned sonething of a sealed room

pr obl em

taken in reverse. The police mght as well have cracked through a solid wall,
as
cone by the route that they had used.

However, there wasn't any problem The apartnment consisted of bedroom
bath and kitchenette. The bedroom coul d have been classed nore as a living
room
with a sleeping al cove, which Corland didn't use because the room had a day
bed.

The wi ndows were netal -framed, solidly | ocked fromthe inside. The door of the
apartment, on the far side of the living room was the only exit except the
steel door into the shop. The door on the far side had a | ock of the usua
spring latch type, but it was further equipped with a chain bolt, which was in
pl ace.

Thus Corl and had been safely ensconced at hone the night before, with
nothing to nmolest himother than his owmn worries and the I engths to which they
m ght prod him

Corl and must have been tornented by severe nmental prods. He had gone to
t he sl eeping al cove, which had a solidly | ocked skylight overhead. To the
net al
bar whi ch cl anped the skylight shut, the antique dealer had attached a silk
cord, taken fromone of a pair of drapes that masked the steel door to the
shop. He had | ooped the other end of the cord around his neck and had hung
hi nsel f. H s body had been dangling there in the al cove when the police found
it. Now, cut down, it was awaiting the trip to the norgue.

| nspect or Snedl ey began checking on the circunstances |leading to this
rat her pronpt discovery of a suicide. Though Corland had hung hinself the
ni ght
before, it was not yet tinme for his shop to open this nmorning. Ordinarily,

t hat
woul d have been the tine for people to wonder where Corland was.

Last night, Corland had cl osed shop at exactly eight thirty, bowing a few
|ate custoners out. He was a stickler for details always closing exactly on
t he
dot. Particularly so, last night, because Corland had been expecting a phone
call at nine o' clock, in his apartnent. It had to do with sone insurance
matters, as he was leaving for Mexico in the norning.

The insurance man had phoned; no answer. He'd even come around to the
apartment, knocked awhile, then gone around the nei ghborhood to sone stores
and
bars that Corland patroni zed. The proprietors of those places had expected to
see Corland, too, this being his last night in town.

Corl and had been scheduled for a dawn flight on a plane | eaving for



Mexi co. He hadn't shown up at the airport and that was when his friends had
begun to worry about him None of these friends were very close to Corl and;
they were nmostly persons who had come to know hi mthrough business
transactions. Corland was well |iked, but kept much to hinself, seldom
confiding in anyone.

In Corland's witing desk, in the apartment, were postcards, and on the
desk a portable typewiter. It was Corland' s practice to send out typed cards
relating to antiques. One of his customers had received such a card in the
early mail today. It described sone antiques and priced them At the finish,
Corland had typed a final line:

"I'f I am dead when you receive this card, showit to ny attorney."

Natural Iy, upon receiving such an onmi nous statement, the customer had
phoned police headquarters, adding one nore reason why the | aw should | ose no
time in finding out what had happened to Paul Corl and.

There was an old alarmclock lying on the witing desk. Its time was set
at quarter of nine, but it wasn't running. The alarmwas set for four thirty,
whi ch woul d have awakened Corl and so he could get to the airport. But neither
the tine nor the alarm had been wound. Obviously, Corland had seen no use in
wi ndi ng the cl ock when he had suddenly decided to take a trip that would carry
hi m further than Mexico.

The final evidence canme from nei ghbors whose second fl oor wi ndow opened
just over Corland s skylight. They had heard thunpi ng sounds outside their
wi ndow at quarter of nine last night, or thereabouts. Looking out, they'd seen
an outline of someone beneath the skylight, apparently trying to pound it
open.

Then the person had given up the task. Obviously, it had been Corland, fixing
his suicide cord. These w tnesses had thought nothing nore about the nmatter
not even being acquainted with Corland. After the police cane around and began
to question the nei ghborhood, the people next door had told their brief but
significant story.

Cranston learned all this as Smedl ey checked the report. Then Ri ck opened
t he apartnent door and they went out through a passage to the back alley. That
checked, Rick started to return indoors when Cranston asked:

"How far is it to the |ake, inspector?"

"About three mnutes' drive," replied Snedley, "if you came straight
over.

What's on your mnd? Do you think Corland considered junping in Lake M chi gan
or
do you figure that the noise fromthose speedboats drove himto suicide?"

The di stant buzz of the speedboats could be heard while R ck spoke. They
used the | ake as a broad boul evard, day and night, those whizzing craft. So
Rick had a right to feel that his query had a bit of humor in it. Wat made
hi m
really laugh, though, was Cranston's answer.

"Neither," said Cranston. "I'm not thinking about suicide. | deal in
terms
of nurder."

Ri ck | aughed and let it go at that.

They went through the apartment into the antique shop and there Cranston
began to | ook at sonme of the odd objects. Anong them he found a very old
drinking horn, tipped it upside down and shook it.

"Looki ng for a drink?" |aughed Rick. "Corland woul dn't have kept any in
that. He had a few bottles up in his kitchenette."

For answer, Cranston tipped the horn again and to R ck's amazenent,
liquid
flowed out, filling a glass which Cranston had pl aced bel ow

"Corland's mind apparently ran to tricks, too," observed Cranston. "Like
the minds of Fleer, Brett, and the others."

Ri ck becane a trifled ruffled.

"That's an antique," he said, referring to the drinking horn. "These



ot her
fell ows had new gadgets."

"Li ke this," suggested Cranston, picking up a square box made of chroni um
plated nmetal. "Very nodern, | would say, but it has an ancient inscription
engraved upon it."

Ri ck saw the inscription, but couldn't read it, as it was engraved in
gueer characters. Leaning toward the box, Cranston spoke two words:

"Open sesane."

To Rick's amazenment, the lid of the box opened slowy and mysteriously.
While Rick was staring to see if Cranston had pressed some secret spring,
Cranston said, "Close sesane.” The lid of the box went shut in the sane sl ow,
mechani cal style.

"How di d you dope that out?" asked Rick

"Fromthe inscription," replied Cranston. "It's in Arabic. It says this
is
the box of Ali Baba and that the nagic words will meke it open and close.”

"How di d you know what the words were?"

"From reading the Arabian N ghts."

"The only knights | ever read about," said Rick, "were King Arthur's.
That

box must have a gadget. See if you can find it."
Cranston found it, a little disc set in the top, with tiny holes so that
a
voi ce woul d reach the disc and cause it to vibrate, thus starting a cl ockwork
nmechani sm t hat opened and cl osed the top. Testing the box again, he found that
a sinple pronunciation of the letter "S'" would operate the box both ways.
"COther words beside sesane woul d do," declared Cranston, "but that is the

nost appropriate word. | think we're on the right trail, inspector. This box
rem nds ne of the crystal skull."
"The whi ch?"

"I should have nentioned it before,"” replied Cranston, in a regretful
tone. "The crystal skull was on display at the Hotel Harbison when the

Magi gal s

cane to town. When you said 'Listen, skull,' it listened. Wen you said
' Speak,

skull' it was probably supposed to speak, only it didn't."

"Where is the skull now?"

"Somebody bought it. Either John Halifax or Gail Tyburn, | think, but I
don't think either of themhas it."

"Always getting back to those two," snorted Rick. "You' ve been talking

t oo
much to Regan. That's his departnent, so let himhave it. Conme into the
apartment and we'll finish checking on this suicide case."

They went into the apartnment. Corland' s body had been renpved.

Cer enoni ously, Rick gestured about the place and reconstructed the final scene
in Corland s life.

"The door was | ocked with the chain bolt on," declared R ck. "Corland had
cone in frommailing sone postcards. He may have picked up this book and
started to read it."

Ri ck picked up a book that was lying by the day bed. It was a copy of
Ham et, with a ribbon marking a page. Rick opened at the ribbon and gave a
snort.

"Shakespeare," said Rick. "A scene about sonme grave diggers. That nmay
have
given Corland norbid ideas." Rick closed the book, tossed it back onto the
table. "Anyway, Corland decided to hang hinmself. See that big chest?" Rick
pointed to the object in question. "You can tell that it was in the al cove, by
the Iack of dust on the floor there. Corland pulled it out after he'd fixed
t he
rope. Do you follow?"



"I'"'mahead of you," returned Cranston. "Wy didn't he just |eave the
chest
there and stand on it when he hung hinsel f?"

"Because he couldn't kick it out fromunder him" expl ai ned Ri ck,
patiently. "Look over there, under the witing table. See that little red
footstool ? That's what he used to stand on, it's right inline with the
al cove.

In fact, it's the only thing he could have used."

The thing that Rick terned a footstool was a Chinese taboret, one of
several antiques that were in the apartnment. Cranston went over, picked it up
H s eyes becane reflective as he wei ghed the taboret.

"That's how Corland did it," decided Rick, "and | suppose you'll still be
telling me it's nurder."

"It definitely was nmurder," came Cranston's cal mtoned verdict. "Corland
did not take his own Iife. He was overpowered, choked, and strung up in the
al cove to make his death appear a suicide. | can prove it."

Ri ck gave anot her snort. "How?"

For answer, Cranston set the red taboret in the direct center of the
al cove, then gestured to Rick

"Suppose you were Corland," suggested Cranston. "He was about your build,
Ri ck, though probably considerably heavier. Anyway, your reach would be about

the sane. 1'd like to see just how Corl and woul d have reached for that cord
and
tied it about his neck. Wuld you show ne your idea of it?"

"Sure thing," returned Rick. "It rmust have been a cinch."

It couldn't have been a cinch for Corland. Rick Snedley found that out
bef ore he even went through the notions of preparing hinmself for an inaginary
hanging. Rick lifted one foot, placed it on the taboret, brought his other
f oot
up to join it. The nonent the taboret received Rick's full weight, it
col | apsed
in a mss of flying splinters, amd which Rick Snedley floundered to the floor
- and hard.

"In order to have kicked away that taboret," said Cranston, calmy, "Paul
Corl and woul d have had to stand on it first. You've just proved that he
couldn't have stood on it, R ck, and that w pes out your theory of suicide."

Bef ore Rick could nod while picking hinmself up fromthe fl oor, Cranston
added the positive verdict:

"Paul Corland was nurdered."

XV
THE SHADOW S PLAN

W TH nmurder proven, the next thing was to track it to its source and
I nspector Rick Snedley was only too anxious to begin. Appreciating Rick's new
nmood, Lanpbnt Cranston pronptly provided | eads. The first was the big chest
t hat
stood near the al cove.

"You were correct regarding this chest," declared Cranston. "It mnust have
been there in the al cove. Wiy not put it back there before we analyze this
case
further?"

Taki ng the suggestion, Rick started to lift the chest only to find that

he

couldn't budge it. The chest was made of teakwood and felt as heavy as iron
Cranston took the other end; together, he and Ri ck hoisted the chest back
wher e

it bel onged.



"Two points the murderers overl ooked," stated Cranston. "Not only was the
taboret too frail to support Corland s weight, the chest was too heavy for him
to nove al one.”

"Ri ght enough," agreed Rick. "But how do you explain this?"

From hi s pocket, Rick took the postcard that one of Corland s custoners
had received that norning, with the final statement that in the event of his
death, the card should be shown to his | awer as proof of an intended sal e of

anti ques.
"Take a close |l ook," said Rick, handing the card to Cranston, "and you
will see that all the typing was done on the same machine. That's it, right

over there." Rick pointed to the typewiter on the witing desk. "I know,
because |1've already conpared the type."

Cranston gave the card a close scrutiny. Then

"Check the last sentence,”" he said. "You'll see that the line is slightly
of f register and slanted a trifle, too. Mcroscopic exam nation will make it
evident that it was added later. The killers must have found this card al ready
typed and signed. There was enough space to add a death statenent above
Corland's signature.™

Studyi ng the card, R ck decided that Cranston was right.

"A smart job," conceded Rick, "but not smart enough. This is evidence we
can use agai nst the nurderers when we find them You' ve proved, too, that
there
must be nore than one killer, because it took at |east two nmen to nove that
chest. One of them nust have banged the skylight purposely to attract
attention
and nake the people next door think it was Corland. But why?"

"That's easily answered,"” inforned Cranston. "They wanted to establish
t he
time of Corland s supposedly suicide. They even set the old alarmcl ock at
quarter of nine." Picking up the clock, Cranston wound it a few turns, then
shook it without result. "Do you know, Rick, this clock is practically an
antique itself. They must have found it in the closet. It probably hasn't run
for years. It certainly won't run now "

Ri ck rubbed his chin, puzzled.

"I"ve heard of faking the tinme of sonmeone's death," Rick said, "but this
is the other way about. Suicide or nmurder, the tinme was all the sane. Corland
must have been bunped about a quarter of nine, just as we originally figured.
If the killers were here at that tine, why should they be advertising it?"

"Probably to support an alibi," said Cranston.

"But if they were here," argued Rick, "how could they have an alibi?"

Judgi ng by Cranston's distant gaze, he mght have answered that question
but he didn't. Actually, Cranston was conparing the strong-arm rurder of Paul
Corland with another attenpt that had failed. He was thinking of the death
attack on hinself, which had been a running affair starting at the Mrror
Gill
and endi ng near the Adler Planetarium

Chung Loo started his act at the Mrror Gill shortly before ten o' clock
endi ng about ten mnutes after the hour. The chase, with its rapid cul mnation
on the esplanade, had occupied sone twenty minutes, bringing the tinme to half
past ten. That, like the time of Corland' s nmurder, would need to be an ali bi
peri od, where the killers were concerned.

"Skip the alibi," suggested Rick, getting no reply from Cranston. "How
did
the nmurderers get out of here? That's nore inportant. In fact, the whole case
hi nges on it."

Met hodi cal |y, Cranston went to the door of the apartnment, opened it and
stepped outside. Cosing the door to a slight crack, he slid his fingers
through and tried to mani pulate the chain bolt. It didn't work, because
Cranston's fingers pressed the crack too wide. Cranston w thdrew his fingers,
when they returned, they held a long nail-file. Mnipulating the file deftly



with his fingertips, Cranston engaged a link of the chain, raised the bolt and
neatly flipped it so that it caught in the socket.

Through the slight crack, Cranston told Smedl ey:

"It would be nuch easier, Rick, with one of those flexible nmetal rulers.

A
little practice and anyone could do it."

Ri ck unbolted the door and came out.

"Let's get back to headquarters,” said Rick. "I'mgoing to try and tie
this case in with those other nurders. | called them suicides once, but |'ve
changed my mind about it now Only we'll let it ride along as a suicide wave

for the present.”

At headquarters, Rick had anassed a great deal of data regarding the
earlier victinms, all based on reports fromtheir respective hone towns.
Fol | owi ng the clues that Cranston had gai ned, Rick had | earned one thing at
| east; there were people who recalled that each of the victinms had
occasional ly
done a few remarkable inpronptu tricks. They had cl aimed, too, that they had
| earned their magic froma naster at the art.

"If we're getting sone place," declared Rick, "I'd say it was no pl ace.
Unl ess"” - he eyed Cranston hopefully - "unless you can tell me who this naster
could be."

"I"ve heard tell of a Professor Marsh," returned Cranston. "Sedl ey Marsh
was the full name. According to runor, he may be dead. If he is, he could have
left his remaining secrets to his pupils.™

Ri ck wote down the nane Sedl ey Marsh.

"But | still think you have two better |eads," continued Cranston. "The
tugboat and the painters. If you can find sone sinilar |ead connected with the
earlier murders, go after it."

"I will,"” prom sed Rick, "but this thing kind of gets nme. If Marsh died
here in Chicago, this is where the bunch would come to collect whatever he
prom sed them Maybe they thought it was first come, first served. Instead, it
| ooks li ke he who | aughs | ast, |aughs |ongest."

Leavi ng headquarters, Cranston went back to his hotel and contacted
Bur bank. There were still no details on Professor Marsh. Apparently, he had
kept the secret of his death as conpletely as those which he had sold to his
pupils while he was alive. And therein, Cranston saw an answer.

In all the reports that Snedl ey had received, there was nothing to show

in

the way of correspondence between the victins and their unnamed tutor. That
stood as proof that Marsh must either have given all his instructions
verbal ly,

or that anything he had ever witten had been destroyed, probably by
agreenent .

It followed, therefore, that Marsh had either nanaged to call his pupils
i ndividually before he died; or failing that, had seen to it that letters
reached themtelling themto come to Chicago. They would | ogically have
destroyed such letters if that had been the understandi ng, or such
i nstructions
cane in letters thenselves. Their nethod of identification, Cranston was
al r eady
sure, was through the tricks they performed. They woul d have had no suspicion
that nmurder awaited themin Chicago.

Yet there must be nore to it, some formality or system whereby Marsh's
pupils were to get together. That answer could lie only in the crystal skul
and it mght be known now to the person who had acquired that trophy. In al
i kelihood, that person was Verity Joyce.

Anot her point inpressed Cranston. The nurder of Paul Corland, though
Cranston had cracked it, was every bit as ingenious as any of the others,
perhaps nore so. It was one case wherein suicide had been faked to the
absol ute



limt. This wasn't because it was the latest in the list. Wth the police
classing all the nurders as suicides, the killers could have afforded to
becone

carel ess. Yet the plans, in Corland s death, had been very thorough

There was only one answer. Corland nmust have been suspicious. He had
better opportunity to gain suspicion, since he was living in Chicago while the
other victinms were fromout of town. The proof of the theory lay in the fact
that Corland had planned to | eave Chicago. He alone was willing to pass up the
| egacy from Prof essor Marsh, unquestionably because he valued his life nore.

Behi nd murder lay a sharp, keen nmind, the mind of a man who knew t hat
Corland m ght have left sonme clue. That was why the nurder crew had been told
to set the suicide stage with neticul ous detail. Their nistake was that they
had overdone it.

Wiere had that crew been in the tine between Corland' s death and the
thrust at Cranston?

The nental question brought a whispered |laugh fromthe |lips of the man
nost concerned, Cranston hinmself. It was an echo of a |augh belonging to The
Shadow, that mysterious investigator who was supposed to know all, and woul d,
before 1 ong. From approximately quarter of nine until nearly quarter past ten
an hour and a half, killers had been off duty. That tinme el enent was

i mportant,
t 0o.

Yet the inmediate | ead was still Verity Joyce, provided she could again
be

found. That night be rather easy, around cocktail tine this afternoon
Meanwhi | e, Lanmont Cranston saw no reason to be idle. Picking up the tel ephone,
he called Regan's office and received a pronpt answer.
Regan was glad to hear from Cranston. He wanted to know what had happened
with R ck Snedl ey.
"Routine stuff,’

said Cranston. "Just another crack-brained suicide.

Speaki ng of routine, | suppose you're geared to it as usual. Wat's the | atest
on John Halifax and Gail Tyburn?"
"Al'l |ovey-dovey," replied Regan. "They're lunching together at a new

pl ace on State Street called the Anchorage."

"How did you find that out?" Cranston questioned. "Did you capture one of
Halifax's carrier pigeons in flight?"

"Sinpler than that," returned Regan. "Ad Tyburn cut off all Gail's
credit. The only place she could get it on her owmn would have to be a new one.
So | called the Anchorage to learn if she had a | uncheon reservation. They
sai d
yes."

"Better check on them" said Cranston, "and keep watch for any peculiar
characters with your other eye."

It was one o' clock when Gail and Halifax net at the Anchorage. The only
person resenbling a suspicious character was an old gentl eman naned | saac
Twanbl ey, who sat at an adjacent table. He was a withery sort and very hard of
heari ng, because when a waiter told himhe was wanted on the tel ephone, the
news had to be practically shouted into old Twanbl ey's ear

Regan, seated around beyond a pillar, w shed that he could have taken
Twanbl ey' s vant age spot but Regan couldn't afford to be seen by Gail and
Hal i fax. When Twanbl ey cane back to his table, the |oving couple gave hima
brief glance and continued with a | owtoned conversation.

"Don't worry about that venerable character,” said Halifax, referring to
Twanbl ey. "He's as deaf as the post that Regan is hiding behind."

"That stupid Regan!" exclaimed Gail. "How long will Lester keep up this
silly business of having ne watched by a comon private detective."

"As long as I'min town, | suppose,” returned Halifax. "Perhaps we'd
better not be seen together so often.”

"You' ve said that before," pouted Gail, "and | don't like it. Not while

all those Magigals are in town."



"Their convention ended today, Gail, and that makes it nore difficult.
Being a magician, | had a reason to be around Chi cago while the convention was
in session."”

"That stupid convention!"

"That's just where you' re nistaken, sweet. You shoul d have pl ayed al ong
with it. If you pretended to be interested in watching magici ans work, you
could see ne whenever you want."

Gail's dreany face brightened as if she had gai ned a wonderful idea.

"Wy, of course!l" she exclainmed. "How silly | was not to stay at the
Mrror Gill yesterday."

"I couldn't tell you then, beautiful," continued Halifax, "because there
were too many people around. But why don't you go back there today? Ask to see
Chung Loo. Tell himyou know ne and that he's as wonderful as | am™

"But he isn't!"

"I mean as a mmgi cian. Actually, he does sonme very neat tricks. | wonder
where he got them"

"I really wouldn't know. "

"I know you woul dn't, but you might find out. Wiy don't you engage Chung
Loo for that |lawn party tonorrow ni ght?"

"But | thought -"

"You thought that | intended to appear there," interposed Halifax, with a
smle, "but you know, dear, that | can't. It would be too obvious."

"But Chung Loo is working at the Mrror Gill."

"He's only filling in for two days. He'll be free tomorrow. Get him out
to
Longwood and gi ve Regan sonmething to worry about. He'll come there expecting
to
see ne."

Gail laughed at that and so did Halifax. Wth another bright |ook, Gai
added:

"It will worry Lester, too. That's the part | like. He will be |ooking
everywhere el se for you. Maybe, though, you could be there."

Slowy, Halifax was shaking his head.

"But if you aren't there," Gail persisted, "I can't give you the -

Gail caught herself as Halifax put his fingers to his lips. He nust have
guessed what she was going to say, because he started the gesture fromthe
monent Gail began to speak

They had finished |Iunch and now Halifax was gl ancing at his watch.

Menti oni ng sonet hi ng about an appoi ntment, he suggested that they |eave. As
they neared the door, Halifax | ooked for Regan, saw the detective easing out
of

sight. Halifax gave a nod which nmeant for Gail to go ahead. She did and Regan
tagged al ong, in what he thought was an unnoticed style.

G ving Regan a head-start, Halifax went out to the street and there found
a conveni ent store window that attracted his attention. Keeping a watch on the
door of the Anchorage, Halifax saw old Twanbl ey cone out, hobbling on a cane.
As the old man turned in the other direction, Halifax gave a short |augh

There was a good reason why Halifax had cut Gail's statement short, back
in the restaurant. He was quite sure that the old nan was a plant, probably
some stooge of Regan's. |If so, what he had heard didn't matter. It wasn't
anyt hi ng that Regan didn't know or couldn't have figured out.

Hal i fax was half right.

A d Twanbl ey had heard everything, but he wasn't working for Regan. As he
hobbl ed around the corner, Twanbley delivered a slight laugh of his own. It
was
identical with the whispered | augh that Cranston sonetimes gave, an echo of
The
Shadow s.

VWhat little The Shadow had | earned was hel pful, nmore perhaps than John
Hal i fax supposed. It neant, for one thing, that The Shadow s task woul d be



easier around cocktail time at the Mrror Gill. Until then, The Shadow
expected no further devel opnents.

A devel opnment cane, however, when The Shadow, again guised as Cranston,
was about to |leave his roomat the Harbison, later that afternoon. Answering a

phone call, he found Rick Snedley on the wre.

"Sonet hing that may interest you, Cranston,"” the inspector said. "l've
been going over Corland's mailing list. |I found a name on it that may nean
somet hi ng. "

"M ne, | suppose,” returned Cranston. "I buy antiques and | suppose that

nearly every dealer has ne listed. They have a way of finding out each other's
custoners, you know. "

"No, not your name," laughed Rick. "Gail Tyburn's. She had an account
there and she's on a list that |ooks like active customers. Maybe it was
Corl and who sold her that crystal skull. I've called the perfume shop that

di splayed it and they're nystified thensel ves about where it cane from and
what
happened to it."

"You're going to question Gail Tyburn?"

"Not until after the party tonmorrow night. 1'Il see you then, Cranston.”

That was all, but it was enough. Better news than Cranston had expected
fromlnspector Smedl ey, especially the part that R ck was postponing the
natter
of the crystal skull. The Shadow al ready had a plan that mght involve the
crystal skull.

The Shadow s plan was set for this very afternoon.

XVI
SECRET OF THE SKULL

CHUNG LOO, the Chinese wi zard, not only could speak English, he could
read
it. He preferred Chinese newspapers, but there was also a copy of a Chicago
journal lying on his dressing table. Verity Joyce noticed this when she
st opped
in the dressing roomto tell Chung Loo that she was ready. d ancing at the
newspaper, she was sonewhat horrified to learn that the suicide wave had begun
again, the newest victima man named Paul Corl and.

Hearing a footstep, Verity turned to see Chung Loo. For a nonment the girl
was horrified by the denoni ac expression on his face, then, as a bland smle
spread upon his lips, the girl decided it was all a matter of make-up. He had
to play the devil-man, Chung Loo, to do a proper show. Hs snile itself was
intriguing, involving his lips only, never bringing even a winkle to the
remai nder of his face.

Chung Loo's snile nust have signified approval, for he was studying
Verity's own make-up. Wearing a Chinese costunme, the girl | ooked the conplete
part. She had fixed her face with saffron greasepai nt, sharpened her eyebrows
with a jet-black pencil. Her lips were perfect in their ruddy contrast, while
her hair now forned a tight topknot under her tiny hat.

"Very good," approved Chung Loo. "How long did it take?"

"Nearly an hour," replied Verity.

"Too long." Chung Loo came over to the dressing table, picked up the
Chi cago newspaper and | ooked for something underneath it. "You nust cut it to
hal f an hour at nobst. That is about the usual tinme. O course, for nyself" -

Chung Loo smiled again as he dropped the newspaper in a wastebasket - "I take
only a few mnutes. Being Chinese, | ampractically playing a straight part."
A bell was ringing the five-mnute call, so they went on stage. Verity

noticed that Chung Loo kept watching her nervously. He couldn't be bl aned,
per haps, considering that she was a new assistant, but Verity felt it should



be
the other way about. At least, that was the inpression she tried to give Chung
Loo.

This was the cocktail show, but the audience was a large one. It started
inits usual strident style and as the act progressed, Verity found no trouble
i n keeping pace with Chung Loo. But that wasn't all to Verity's credit. Chung
Loo, it seened, was slower than usual, funbling at times. Wen the |lights cane
on after the firefly illusion, Verity was happy that it was over.

A wai ter had come back with a nessage for Chung Loo, stating that a Ms.
Tyburn would like to speak with him Verity heard the nanme, tightened her
lips,
and went into her dressing room It was Verity now who was nervous with haste
as
she changed from her Chinese clothes and hurriedly took off the make-up that
had
taken so long to put on.

Then, finding her way out from back stage, Verity left the Mrror Gill
wearing strictly American clothes and trying to | ook |ike anybody but Chung
Loo's assistant. Spotting the lights of a cab, Verity hailed it, gave the
driver an address and was on her way.

The cab threaded a course to the West Side and there Verity alighted at a
present abl e room ng house. |ndoors, she went up to a second floor room and
shouted until a sl eepy-Ilooking man appeared. Verity gestured to sonme |arge

sui tcases that were already packed, took a dollar bill from her purse and
sai d:
"I"'mleaving, Ceorge. |'ve already paid Ms. Blake. She probably told
you.
"Il send ny forwarding address later."
CGeorge nodded, picked up the bags. "There's a box in the closet," added
Verity. "I want to leave it here. Ms. Blake said | could put it in Locker D."
"It's there already,” informed George. "I took it down an hour ago. I|'ll
gi ve you the key unless you want Ms. Blake to mail it. Shall | get you a cab

M ss Joyce?"
Verity nodded and foll owed George downstairs. It was then that darkness

stirred in the second floor hall, a shadowy bl ackness that had followed Verity
upstairs. In fact, that shape, for such it was, had come by cab all the way
fromthe Mrror Gill. Now, however, the trail was to be broken

As Verity went out through the front door, the shape that had foll owed
her
turned at the bottom of the stairs and noved back al ong the ground floor hall.
Now vi si bl e, had anyone been present to observe it, the figure was that of a
bei ng cl oaked in bl ack, who nmoved with silent tread. Having tracked Verity to
her | odgi ng, hearing nention of a box that mght contain the crystal skull
The
Shadow i ntended to inspect the trophy that sonehow was | oom ng | arger than
ever
before in affairs of nurder

In the cellar, The Shadow found Locker D in a renmote corner. The padl ock
gave himpractically no trouble and he opened a slat door into the | ocker
whi ch consisted of two stone walls and an adjoining partition to Locker C
There were sonme old trunks against the wall; on one of them stood a | arge
squar e wooden box, bearing the nane of Verity Joyce.

Pulling the cord of an overhead |ight, The Shadow no | onger needed his
flashlight while he pried open the box and discovered the crystal skull
platformand all. Setting the thing up on its box, The Shadow went to the sl at
door and listened. From outside, he heard the faint runble of a departing
taxi cab. Therew th, The Shadow concentrated entirely upon the skull

It was a fascinating contrivance, this crystal skull with the glittering
rhi nest one eyes that shone |ike manmmot h di anonds. The Shadow studied it from
all angles, |ooking down through the transparent base that had the



crisscrossed
circular lines as its only decorations. Then, under the glare of the large
over head bul b, The Shadow began to test the skull

VWhen The Shadow passed his bl ack-gl oved hand before the skull's eyes, the
transparent head turned fromright to left. Wen he asked it questions, the
skul I nodded or shook its head. Sometines it clicked its jaws as if counting
nunbers. In all, the denonstration was nost effective, yet not exactly
amazi ng.

Those rhi nestone eyes unquestionably conceal ed t he mechani sm whi ch was
t he equi val ent of a photo-electric cell. Perhaps the skull's inventor - in al
probability Professor Marsh - had planned to devel op the skull into sonething
that woul d exhibit nore intelligence. But when The Shadow thought in terms of
the Ali Baba box that he had tested back at Corland's, he decided that even
now
t he skull m ght show sonething nore remarkable than it had so far

Renenbering how Verity had addressed the skull, The Shadow tried the sane
system |n sibilant tone, he said:

"Listen, skull."

The skull nodded. "Speak, skull," continued The Shadow. "Tell nme all you
know. Repeat whatever you have heard."

The skull wagged its head.

That was the part that had bal ked Verity. Apparently, the girl was
following a systemthat only partly worked. This was the thing that The Shadow
had come to test and until today, he could not have tried the idea that was in
his mnd. Again, The Shadow was thinking in terms of Corland s and a book t hat
Snedl ey had picked up fromthe table beside Corland s day bed.

That book was a copy of Hamet; it was narked at the grave-digger's
scene.
That scene involved a skull and the skull had a name. The Shadow spoke t hat
nane
now, as he addressed the crystal skull

" Speak, Yorick."

The jaws of the skull opened and a voice spoke. It stated:

"Listen, skull. Listen and renenber. My nane is Jerome Alton, from
Dubuque. | shall be at the opera house this evening, wearing a |light-gray coat
and carrying a gol d-headed cane. If |I do not hear fromyou, |I shall speak to

you again tonorrow -"

A pause. A different voice came fromthe skull:

"Listen, skull, and remenber. | amLloyd Stelton from Zanesville. | am
stopping at the Lakeview Hotel, and can be reached there at any hour -"

"Listen, skull,” a third voice said. "Renenber what | say. | am Ward
Bronson. | cone from Tanpa. You will find me at the Hawt horne Cl ub, where
have a guest card -"

Next came two nore voices, giving nanes that to The Shadow seened
singularly famliar, though he had never heard them They were those of
W Iliam
Brett and Edward Fl eer. Another pause, then a voi ce announced:

"Listen, skull. I amPaul Corland. | live here in Chicago and you wil I
find me listed in the phone book -" A pause followed, then came Corland' s
Voi ce
anew, speaking in |ow but sharp conmand: "Speak, Yorick! Tell me all that you
have heard!"

It fitted perfectly. Corland not only knew how to record a statenment to
the listening skull; he had used the key-name "Yorick" to obtain an answer in
the form of everything that the others had said. To add a final check, The
Shadow | i stened closely while the skull continued. Fromthe opened jaws cane
the voice of Verity Joyce, |low, serious, stating her nane after the opening
words of "Listen, skull!"™ Then came the words with which Verity had failed to
make the skull talk.

" Speak, skull, tell me all you know -"



Verity's voice kept on, but The Shadow wasn't |istening to it. Another
sound had attracted his attention, a noise behind him It was the slight
scraping of the slat door, the sudden click of the padl ock. \Weeling about,
The
Shadow whi pped an automatic from beneath his cloak as he swung clear of the
skull with the nmoving jaws that was conpleting Verity's statement.

A revolver blazed two shots, straight for the spot where The Shadow had
been. Instead of The Shadow, the bullets found the crystal skull, cracked it
and broke it | oose fromthe platformwhich supported it. Then the gun nmuzzle
was gone, to find other slats through which to poke, that its owner night aim
again at The Shadow.

And for once, The Shadow was at the huge di sadvantage whi ch he usual |y
t hrust upon his foenen. Here in the | ocker, the light was bright, fully
reveal i ng The Shadow, despite his black garb. But the man in the cellar, wth
dar kness as hi s background, was invisible beyond the slat door

Al that could betray The Shadow s opponent was his gun nuzzle, but he no
| onger intended to shove it into view As The Shadow nade a sudden skid across
the | ocker, his arm sweeping against the flat, thick platformthat had
supported the skull, the nurderous revol ver stabbed between a pair of slats,
just too late to clip the cloaked fighter

The Shadow was literally trapped. H s dodging tactics could only prolong
the inmpossible battle. His eneny had all the cellar to rove, giving him
opportunity even to reload, clear of The Shadow s range. Realizing this, The
Shadow t ook a different course, but a mad one.

Wth a whirl, The Shadow flung hinsel f hard agai nst the slat door on the
chance that he could crash it with a single jolt. The barrier gave a few
i nches, that was all. The nan beyond it gave no nercy. As the black form of
The
Shadow bl ocked the light, the hidden marksman fired three shots point-blank
bet ween the slats, choosing The Shadow s heart as the target.

Jol ted backward with the first shot, The Shadow flung one arm upward. As
the second bullet jarred himfurther, his hand swung its automatic at the
hanging light. Wth the third burst fromthe nerciless revolver, the |ight
crashed. In the blackness, there was a tunbling, thudding sound, The Shadow s
spraw .

Then sil ence.

Hal f a minute ticked by.

Then came a grating |augh. The man of nurder had rel oaded. But he didn't
use a flashlight; he wasn't taking chances that The Shadow, dying, night stil
manage to return a shot. Instead, this canny eneny raked the floor with six
bullets, firing each frombetween a different pair of slats, confident that
one
or nore of the slugs would be added to the quota that The Shadow had al r eady
accept ed.

Sil ence, then departing footsteps. The closing of an outer door. Silence

agai n.

A whi spered | augh stirred the bl ackness of what shoul d have been a dead
man's cell. Atiny flashlight gl eamed as The Shadow warily clinbed fromin
back
of a trunk that was a few feet fromthe wall. Reaching the slat door, he
shoved
an automatic through and whacked the padl ock, breaking it. H s avenue of
escape

was open, should the frustrated murderer return.

Thi s woul d have anazed the man who had fired those point-blank bullets.
The Shadow hadn't been behind the trunk when the first three shots were fired.
He coul d have toppl ed there purposely, after knocking out the light, thus
nullifying the bullets that were delivered later. But it was incredible that
he
shoul d have survived the flaying he had taken fromthe triple blast.



There was an expl anati on, however, and The Shadow s probing flashlight
uncovered it.
On the floor lay the foot-square block of transparent plastic formng the

pl atformthat had supported the crystal skull. It was cracked now, but its
four-inch thickness had served The Shadow well. In his twi st toward the
slatted

door, The Shadow had scooped up the square slab as a shield. Unseen agai nst
t he

slats, that square of tough material had taken the bullets intended for The
Shadow s heart.

The inpact of the slugs had jolted The Shadow and so had the back dive
wi th which he had cleared the trunk after his sw nging gun had smashed the
hanging light. But the bullets thensel ves had never reached himand in
addi tion
they had solved a nost interesting problem

Cracked by the shots, the plastic square showed itself to be of three-ply
construction. Its edge had been broken, showing the interior. From between two
square | ayers, The Shadow pulled out the core of the plastic platform in the
shape of a round disk. That disk was scored with circular |ines, hidden by the
ornanental tracings on the platformtop

The di sk was a transparent phonograph record. Above it, a thin, flat arm
held a tiny needle. The whol e thing connected with a transparent nechani sm
al so of sonme special plastic, that had operated down through the neck of the
crystal skull. This was indeed, a renmarkable invention, an invisible recording
device, with automatic pl ayback, housed in a transparent container

Both delicate and intricate, the machine could be geared to operate by
t he
vibratory tones of different words. The little box at Corland' s had worked
bot h
ways fromthe sibilance of the word "Sesanme,"” but this device was twofold.
"Listen, skull!" was the conbination that nade the thing record.

"Speak, Yorick!" put the play-back into operation

The transparent disk, preserved between the cracked | ayers of steel-tough
pl astic, would serve The Shadow as future evi dence agai nst the nurderers whose
victinms could still speak for thensel ves. But The Shadow did not have to play
it now, to recall the salient differences of the various speakers.

Al the victims had been content with asking the skull to listen - with
one exception. Paul Corland had added:

"Speak, Yorick!" to learn if the skull would answer, which it had. Verity
Joyce had talked to the skull and tried to make it answer, but w thout result,
as "Speak, skull"™ had not been the key.

Apparently, no one el se had even tried to make the skull talk. That
problem still bothered The Shadow as he tucked the di sk beneath his cl oak and
padl ocked the sl at door of the | ocker where a nmurderer believed that a cl oaked
victimwas |ying dead. The shots had not been heard in the renote corner of
this house, for all was as cal mas ever when The Shadow reached the street.

Finding a corner cab with a sleepy driver, The Shadow stepped into it and
gave a downtown address in Cranston's voice. During the trip, The Shadow
switched to his guise of Cranston. His destination proved to be a music shop
H's portfolio under his arm he entered, asked to hear sone of the | atest
records, and was ushered into a soundproof room where he was given a supply.

The first record that Cranston played was the plastic disk fromthe
pl atformof the crystal skull. It came much nore clearly than fromthe jaws of
the skull. So clearly that Cranston could hear an interpolation that had not
been audi bl e when he played the record before.

Bet ween the statenents of each speaker, The Shadow heard a | ow, om nous
whi sper giving the key-words:

"Speak, Yorick!" None followed the speech of Verity Joyce, however. She
had been the | ast person either to confide in the skull or to question it.

Low, forced in tone, the tell-tale whisper proved only that soneone



acquainted with the riddle of the skull had nade the nmost of it to learn the
nane of each successive victimand where that person could be reached. Wo
t hat
person was, still remained the pressing problem To find him would be to find
a
nmur der er.

Toni ght, that nurderer had found The Shadow. O that there was no
gquestion. It would be The Shadow s business to nake sure that the next neeting
was the ot her way around.

XVI |
DI SASTER AHEAD

THAT ni ght, Lanont Cranston vani shed from Chicago. It was not until noon
the next day that he reappeared; then, the place where he arrived was
Smedl ey’ s
of fice. The brawny, bluff-faced i nspector was glad to see Cranston, but at the
same time registered indignation because his visitor hadn't shown up earlier

"I"ve been calling the Harbison all norning," storned R ck. "They said
you
hadn't checked out, but they didn't know where you were. | was thinking you'd
gone back to New York, right when this case was getting hot!"

Lanont Cranston smiled, but slightly. Rick Smredl ey didn't know how hot it
really had got. However, for the present, Cranston preferred to be a |istener
"There's a tinge of suspicion in every one of those cases we called

suicide," declared Rick. "But I can't lay a finger on any of them One nman
hired an autonobile and got struck on the MIwaukee tracks; another went to a
bar, where he'd never been before; a third for sone reason went out in a
speedboat and cracked up."

As Ri ck paused, Cranston shrugged. "Wecking a speedboat wouldn't be too
difficult,"” he said. "I was trying one out last night. They're tricky."

"Wth John Halifax?" queried Rick, with a bluff stare.

"No," replied Cranston. "Wy did you ask?"

“I"1l come to that later," returned Rick. "So you took a speedboat trip
| ast night."

"Yes, up to MIwaukee," said Cranston. "Like you said, you have the whol e
| ake for a boul evard. But when they're doing sixty, they're sensitive to every
little ripple. There's not many you can let go that fast, even if they can do
it."

"At night," agreed Rick, "it would be tougher."

"No, the moonlight was perfect," argued Cranston, "and the | ake was very

calm | clocked it to Longwood, for a sanmple. Twenty minutes flat."
"But Longwood is nore than twenty miles -"
"By road, yes, but under twenty by the | ake route. | stopped in Longwood,

by the way, to see how well that police force functioned."

"How wel |l did they?"

"Not at all. There wasn't even an officer in headquarters. They mnust have
all gone out to eat. They ought to turn the police duty over to those men who
work on Tyburn's estate. They really patrol those grounds."

Ri ck gave a wise smle.

"That's what | ordered themto do," he said. "I want themto be in
practice for tonight. You didn't stop and ask for Tyburn, did you?"

"No. "

"You woul dn't have found him He was out in his cruiser. He needed to get
away from sone new worries. You'll find out what they are, when we go over to
his apartment. Now, let's get back to those nurders. W' ve located the
t ugboat .

She was the Bluebird, ready to be junked. She was noved to another berth, but



who did it, we don't know. You're right about the painters, too. W found
extra
sets of suits, stuffed in a furnace. Sonebody had tried to burn themin a

hurry,
but it didn't work.

"Al'l this proves sonething, though" - Rick was thrumm ng the desk with
hi s
knuckl es as he spoke. "It proves that whoever is mastering these nurders has a
smal | nob, practically on call. By the way" - Rick's eyes narrowed - "what
tinme

did you cone back down the | ake?"

"At about dawn."

"It nust have been nice," observed Rick. "Seeing the Chicago skyline
brighten is a very pretty sight. Even in the Planetarium if you' re awake to
watch it."

Cranston gave a nild | ook of surprise.

"I found out that you were there," continued Ri ck. "What happened?"

"Somebody sledged ne with this,” replied Cranston, tossing the dumy
cigarette gun on the desk. "As to who it was, your guess is as good as m ne
per haps better."

"Why were you over at the Planetariun"

"Because it was the one public place you had forgotten," replied
Cranst on.

"I thought it might be a good spot for a nmurder, so | thought |I'd have a | ook
at
it before suggesting that you keep it covered."

"I't's covered now," said Rick, "but it should have been before. W m ght
have spotted a car that was abandoned in Grant Park. We found it there,
yesterday. It had been stolen froma used car ot and who do you suppose had
been | ooking for it, wanting maybe to buy it?"

"That's easy. John Halifax. He's noted for wanting to buy anything,"
replied Cranston. "Cars, airplanes, trucks. Once he even wanted to buy a
conbi nati on Pull man and baggage car to travel his show "

"You're right about the trucks," agreed Rick. "There was a job with a
trailer that was wrecked just before things happened over in Gant Park
Hal i fax had been pricing that, too. It was taken from a garage where he had
gone to see it."

"Halifax mght be interested in speedboats too," suggested Cranston, "but
| don't think he'd go for antiques."

"We' ve already checked the speedboats,” said Rick, "and you're right.
That
was what | intended to tell you. But antiques aren't in Halifax's department.
Gai |l Tyburn goes for those."

"Wwuld either be interested i n phonograph records?"

"l haven't checked. Wiy do you ask?"

"I thought," said Cranston, "that you might listen to this one."

From his portfolio, Cranston produced the transparent record. Mich
intrigued, Smedl ey decided to play it imediately on an office machi ne. \Wen
the record began its listing of murder victins in their own voices, with the
whi spered words "Speak, Yorick!" com ng after each, Rick was very nuch agog

"Where did you pick up this thing, Cranston?"

"I was looking for a girl naned Verity Joyce," stated Cranston. "Today, |
found that she'd checked out of her boardi nghouse. She'd left a box in a
cel |l ar
| ocker, so | found a chance to go down there. Sonebody had been doi ng target
practice at the box, through the slats of the | ocker door. The crystal skul
was in the box and it was knocked all apart and so was the platformon which
the skull stood. This disk had slid out of the platformand | could just reach
it through the slats. So | brought it along."

"That whisper," muttered Rick. "It might be anybody's, even a woman's.



Where did the girl live? I'll send a squad car there, right away."

"I wouldn't," said Cranston. "I'd have the place watched, but at a
reasonabl e di stance. If anybody cones to pick up what's left of the skull,
t hat
woul d be the time to pick themup with it."

Ri ck nodded that Cranston was right.

"Nor would | nmention it to anyone," added Cranston, "until after tonight.
Sonet hi ng may be brew ng out at Longwood."

"You're right," agreed Rick. "There's a magician billed to do a show
there
and Gail Tyburn won't |ook at anybody but the Great Halifax. It's her party,
SO
draw your own conclusions. |'mcounting on you to be there, because you're
mar ked as sonebody who knows those Marsh tricks. Maybe that's why you were
slugged at the Planetarium so you'd better watch yourself out at Longwood.
About this Verity Joyce" - Rick rubbed his chin - "does she do any of that
Mar sh magi c?"

"I would say yes," replied Cranston, "after watching her at the Mugi ga

show. '

"No wonder she ducked out," decided Rick, "but there's still another
angl e. Sonebody could be doing those tricks as a come-on to the suckers. By
suckers, | nmean victins, or potential victims, who didn't register their names

on this record you found. That |eaves a big question mark around Verity Joyce
or anybody el se that's strutting that Marsh stuff. Conme on, let's go to
Tyburn's. "

Cranston could have added a few facts if Snedley had paved the way, but
he
was just as glad not to. Rick had anal yzed matters rather well, regarding the
murder crew, but Cranston, as The Shadow, had carried the situation further
Last night, he'd drawn fire fromthe master's hand, in person. The reason was
that the crew hadn't been needed, just to pick up a box that Verity Joyce was
leaving in a cellar. By being first on the scene, The Shadow had forced a
mur der attenpt from someone who had until then left such work to others.

The intruder in the cellar could have been al nbst anyone, even Verity
herself, if she'd decided to double back on the chance of trappi ng soneone who
sought the crystal skull. The main point, however, was that the master hand in
this game was quite ready to do rmurder personally when hel pers were not
avai | abl e.

AT the Arm stead Arns, Cranston and Smedl ey saw Regan snoopi ng around
out si de. The reason was expl ai ned when they reached Tyburn's apartnent. Gai
Tyburn was visiting her husband and they had evidently reached a heated state
of argunent when the visitors arrived

"So you're Inspector Smedley," stormed Gail. "Very kind of you to cone
out
this evening and see that no one gets nurdered during ny |lawn party."

"Suicide is the word, Ms. Tyburn," returned Rick. "W just don't want

t he
wave to spread.”

"That's what Lester tells ne," said Gail. "So call it suicide if you
wi sh.
But since the estate will be under conplete protection, perhaps you can
convi nce

Lester that he should let me wear some of ny jewels, particularly ny dianond
neckl ace."

"You have an excellent replica," interrupted Tyburn. "Wy not wear it,
Gail, as you always do?"

"Because there are people who would know the difference," retorted Gail
"This is ny party and the necklace is still mne or is it?"



"Until we settle our personal affairs, it is yours," decided Tyburn.
"Still, that is no reason why something worth fifty thousand dollars should be
put in jeopardy."

"I'f you don't trust Inspector Snedley to protect a necklace," argued
Gai |,

"how much good can he be at preventing nurder or suicide?"

Tyburn coul dn't answer that one.

"Very well," he said, "I shall bring along the di anond neckl ace. You nmay
wear it, under my protest.”

Gail smiled sweetly as though her whole married Iife had been a career of
riding over Tyburn's protests. Turning to Smedl ey and Cranston, Gail said:

"I have my car today. Could | drop you gentl enen anywhere?"

"Yes," replied Cranston pronptly. "You can take us over to Navy Pier. W
want to try out a speedboat John Halifax once planned to buy."

It was a neat thrust, for it made Gail ill at ease. Flustered, she tried
to pretend that she'd never heard of Halifax. Tyburn pronptly picked up the
t hene.

“I"1l phone Skip Hagat horn," said Tyburn, "and have hi m nmeet you there.
He
m ght give you an opinion on the boat. Afterward, we can go to Longwood in ny
cruiser.”

"O ny car,'

put in Gail. "I prefer Chaffin as a chauffeur to Hagat horn
as
a skipper.”

"Anything for an argunent,'
see you later."

Cranston and Snedl ey went out with Gail and stepped into her | uxurious
car, which was piloted by Chaffin, a sleek, polite chap. This anmazed Regan who
st ood dunfounded as the |inmousine drove away; then decided to go into the
Arm stead Arms and deliver a package of reports and exhibits to Lester Tyburn.

VWen the big car reached Navy Pier, Skip Hagathorn was there. So was the
speedboat, with the man who had brought it fromits nooring. Skip vol unteered
to go along with Cranston and Snedley while they tried out the craft.

"Too bad you didn't bring Regan," Skip |aughed. "W'd give hima rea
thrill. But don't expect too much fromthis plugger" - he spoke fromthe side
of his nouth, behind his hand - "because it's too cheap a buy, or Halifax
woul dn't have looked at it. That's why | said we'd test it out ourselves.
want to see if the notor has been doped."

Ri ck took the wheel with Cranston beside him while Skip sat in back. As
they spurted away, Skip tilted his head to catch the notor's thrunm Finally,
he tapped Ri ck's shoul der and sai d:

"Open it up."

Gving the gun, Rick found that the boat responded well. Bow high, it was
roaring into the forties. Above the noise, Skip shouted into Rick's ear

"Go |left around that breakwater, but watch for anything coming fromthe
right."

Ri ck banked the speedboat to the left. He was swinging it at top speed,
when anot her shout cane from Ski p:

said Tyburn, wearily. "Good-bye, Gail. I'lI

"Look out!"
Even as he shouted, Skip was diving overboard, but Cranston was acting
still faster. He'd been | ooking left, not right, and he saw the hazard too, a

nmoor ed barge squarely in the speedboat's path. Wth a fling that matched
Skip's, Cranston took Rick with himand they hit the water with the barge a
full hundred feet away.

That woul d have been a ot of leeway in an ordinary crash, but in this
case it was slightly nmore than scant. Instead of nmerely crashing, the
speedboat
exploded with a terrific blast as it struck the barge and the whol e center of
t he barge di sappeared with it.

The bow of the speedboat had been filled with a high expl osive,



converting

it into a veritable warhead. Anyone who had stayed with it until the | ast
nonent

woul d have gone to oblivion along with the vani shed craft!

XV
CHI NESE MAG C

THAT narrow squeak from absol ute di saster was a nore than gentle rem nder
to Lanmont Cranston that Chicago wasn't a very safe place for himto show
hinsel f. After he had haul ed I nspector Snedl ey ashore with a sidearmrescue
stroke, Cranston went to find some dry clothes and pronptly did another
di sappearance, |leaving Rick to handle the tag ends.

Cranston reappeared in time to ride out to Longwod with Snedley in Gai
Tyburn's car. Chaffin proved to be an excellent chauffeur, while Gail made
chatty conpany. It was dusk when they rode through the big gates of Tyburn's
estate, where two rugged nen, \Webster, the gatekeeper, and Mrse, the
gar dener,
were posted like two big watch-dogs, checking on all comers.

"That trip was safe enough,"” avowed Ri ck, when he and Cranston had

alighted to stroll the great lawn. "I figured it would be. Halifax woul dn't
have planted an infernal machine in his girl friend s car."

"I'f Gail is still his girl friend," returned Cranston. "He's a great
swi tcher, you know. | suppose our ride proves that Halifax still loves Gail or

wants to pretend so. O nmaybe Chaffin is just safer to ride with than Skip
Hagat horn. "

"I wouldn't say so. It was ny fault that we alnost hit that barge. Wen
Skip said to go left around the breakwater, he neant go around the left end of
it and look to the right, which would be natural. But we were already going
toward the right end, so | turned left around it instead. Wat's nore,
| ooked
the wrong way. Skip explained ny m stake, afterward.”

Cranston was watching the guests arrive and spread about the | awn. There
were tables where bottles of soda and spring water cost a dollar and a half,
while ice was a dollar for a small cardboard bucket. Guests brought their own
liquor, for Longwood was a dry town. There were small tents and pavilions
wher e
roulette and dice wheels were in operation and the proceeds of the ganes, like
those of the refreshnents, were all going to charity.

Among t he guests, Cranston saw a considerabl e sprinkling of nmen who
| ooked
i ke Chicago plain-clothes men. There were others, a trifle on the sportier
side, who were obviously private detectives, assisting Regan, who was al
about
the place. Neither Lester Tyburn nor |nspector Snedley intended to take any
chances on crinme rearing its ugly head.

"I'"ve put a general flyer out for Halifax," Snedley told Cranston.

"There's only one place he won't be picked up and that's here. | just want to
make sure he shows, that's all. I'mnot naking any accusations until after
I've

tracked down his gang, but that won't take |ong. Wenever Halifax starts out
with a show, he hires back a lot of his old help and those are the guys I'm

| ooking for. | got lists of themfromsone theatrical agents who used to send
expense nmoney to bring themon. If any have been in Chicago lately, they wll
be the boys | want."

THE guests were walking in fromthe gate, a few hundred yards away, as



al l

cars except those bound on special business, had to be parked outside. A
cluster

of people were very interested in two new arrivals who wore Chi nese costumnes
and

were bowi ng as they wal ked al ong. One was Chung Loo, the other Verity Joyce,
in

her Chi nese make-up. Either Verity didn't want to be recognized, or she

t hought

that there would be no dressing roomfacilities at Longwood. However, that had
all been arranged. Meeting the two foreign-looking arrivals, Gail Tyburn
escorted theminto the big mansion, where the ground floor roons had been nade
ready for the party.

Lester Tyburn arrived with Skip Hagathorn. They had come up from Chi cago
in the cabin cruiser. Sending Skip to join Chaffin and help tend the gate,
Tyburn suggested a stroll in the Oriental garden, which lay just past a
speci al
stage that had been erected in one corner of the | awn.

By then, dusk had settled. Caterers were beginning to serve refreshnents
at long tables on the lawn. Lights were glowing in many colors fromwres
strung anmong the trees, formng an effect as brilliant as the firefly illusion
performed by Chung Loo. Here, however, in the garden, Chinese |lanterns were
t he
thene. They cast a nellow glow in the canal that ran beneath a quaintly curved
bri dge near a miniature gol den pagoda. Looking along the canal, Cranston could
see the curve where it joined a streamthat flowed between deep banks, out
beneath the barb-wire fence that barred the outer world.

"I"ve brought the necklace," Tyburn told Snedl ey and Cranston. He held
t he
neckl ace into the light and its dianonds magnified the dull reflection into a
t housand sparkles. "Gail was right, a replica would be recogni zed in these
surroundi ngs. After all, | bought it for her to wear on suitable occasions and
| suppose this is one of them But | only want her to wear it until after the
show, so I'll speak to her about it then. Wen the guests begin drinking and
pl ayi ng those ganes heavy - well, that's when anything rmay happen."

“I"1l be around," pronmised Rick, "and my men will be ready."

"Halifax isn't going to show, " added Tyburn. "Gail just told ne she hired
a Chinese magi cian instead. That nmeans Halifax won't be here -"

"Who says John Halifax won't be here?" came a cheery interruption
"Wherever there is magic, there you will find John Halifax."

It was Halifax in person, smart in white evening clothes. At sight of
Halifax's gleaning snmile, Tyburn renenbered the di anond neckl ace and hastily
pocketed it, but left an end in sight. Shaking hands wi th Cranston, whom he
had
met, Halifax | ooked at Rick Snedl ey as though wonderi ng who he mi ght be.

Cranston introduced the Chicago inspector

"Nice to know you, inspector," said Halifax. "I may be needing you if ny
luck gives out. Do you know, | was thinking of buying a car and a truck. Wen
I
went around yesterday, the car had been stolen and the truck was wecked wth
its trailer. Tonight, | heard that a speedboat blew up, the very one that |
i ntended to buy.

"I'f things like that happen after | buy anything, I'll ook you up,

i nspector. Right now, I'Il |eave you" - he gestured over toward the portable
stage - "because the show is about to start. | want to see this Chinese, Chung
somet hi ng-or-other, and wi sh him | uck."

The stage lights had been turned on; the orchestra was tuning up. Halifax
went around behind the stage, while Tyburn hurriedly found Gail and gave her
t he neckl ace. By then, Cranston and Snmedl ey had joined the audience. Al this
happened in some three or four minutes. Then the show began



Chung Loo had changed his routine tonight. He was working nore
deliberately, interspersing his novelties with standard Chinese magic. In
fact,
he was hol di ng back some of his best stunts for the finish, such as his
juggling
feats. More bland than ever, he rel axed occasionally to put mmcry into the
broad smle that graced his lips alone. Verity, |ooking one hundred percent
Chi nese, was assisting Chung Loo very gracefully.

Near the end of his act, Chung Loo introduced a very special nunber. He
brought on a huge brass pistol, definitely a Chinese nodel, and asked for the
| oan of sonething valuable. Gail Tyburn, playing queen bee in the front row,
promptly arose, detached her necklace and dangled it in the footlights where
everyone could get the full effect of its dazzle. Taking the necklace, Chung
Loo poured it into the gun nuzzle, added sone powder and waddi ng, then pointed
the gun at a toy pagoda that Verity was hol di ng above her head.

The gun booned, the pagoda dropped open. Inside was another, then a
t hird.

When the final pagoda was opened, Chung Loo reached into it and brought out

t he

neckl ace, which he returned to Gail with a profound bow, while the audi ence
appl auded. Taking both the gun and the little pagodas, Verity toddled off the
st age.

"Say, that was something!" said Rick to Cranston. "It | ooked about
i npossible. I've seen a lot of stalling with tricks like that, but not with
this one, there wasn't."

Cranston didn't reply. He was no |l onger around. Skirting the audience,
Cranston was going toward the car where he had left his portfolio. There,
totally unnoticed, he changed to the black garb of The Shadow. Chung Loo was
doi ng some artful jugglery, cutting an apple in the air with a tossed knife,
while Verity stood by. But even if the audi ence hadn't been watchi ng Chung
Loo,

t hey woul d not have seen The Shadow. He was doi ng an anmazing glide across a
lighted stretch beside sonme trees, his formseemngly no nore than the
waveri ng

shadow cast by the gently swayi ng boughs. Noi sel essly ascendi ng sone steps,
The

Shadow found a curtained booth that proved to be an inprovised dressing room
used by Verity Joyce.

There, beside the mirror of a dressing table, lay the dianond neckl ace.
It
could have been a duplicate, of course, because even Chung Loo, the Chinese
wi zard, couldn't actually have made one thing be in two places sinultaneously.
But The Shadow, from his own know edge of ways mmgical, felt positive that
this
was not the duplicate. Near it lay the brass pistol, and the real neckl ace had
actually gone into that gun

Pi cki ng up the necklace, The Shadow raised it to the light, watching the
mrror to note how effectively the sparkle was reflected. That look into the
mrror proved fortunate. There, The Shadow saw nore than the neckl ace. Beyond
his own reflection, he saw that of Verity Joyce, in her Chinese garb and
make- up, hand raised and hol ding the sharp knife that Chung Loo had just used
in his juggling trick

The point of the knife was poised just above The Shadow s shoul ders,

r eady
for a downward stab

Deat h could have foll owed The Shadow s slightest nmove, so strained was
Verity's pose. Slight noves, however, were not part of The Shadow s systemin
circunmstances such as this. Wthout an instant's hesitation, he whirled ful
about, speeding a clanmping fist to Verity's wist before the girl could do no
nore than recoil. If she'd intended to turn that back step into a driving



thrust, she never had the chance.
Qut fromthe light of the dressing room down the steps and to the
dar kness behind the back drop of the stage, The Shadow carried Verity as she
struggl ed. Already he had taken away the knife and now had it entangled with
t he neckl ace. He was also stifling any cries that Verity m ght have given, but

now, away frominterference, he was willing to let the girl talk.
Verity's gasp cane defiantly:
"You... you nurderer!"”

The Shadow whi spered a | augh that was anythi ng but rmnurderous.
Nevert hel ess, Verity held to her opinion

"I saw you over by the Planetarium" she said. "I know you must be
wor ki ng
with Cranston. You were around at the Hotel Harbison, too, after | took the
crystal skull that Cranston wanted. You may even be Cranston, though perhaps
you're not. Anyway, | saw the tricks he perforned, ny uncle's tricks!"

The Shadow s tone cane sibilant:

"Your uncle, then, was Professor Sedley Marsh."

"You know it as well as | do," retorted Verity. "Wy el se would you
suppose that | was perform ng some tricks of his?"

"Perhaps Cranston was performng themfor the same reason.”

"You nean to contact ny uncle's pupils?"

"That was his reason.”

Even in the gl oom The Shadow could see furrows beneath the make-up on
Verity's forehead. Then the girl said:

"But before ny uncle died, in a Canadian sanitarium he sent ne a letter,
i ke the others.”

"And the letters said -"

"Not hi ng. They were nerely enpty envel opes. That was the agreenent. But
they were mailed fromhere in Chicago."

"And that nmeant -"

"That all were to cone here. They were to find the crystal skull and
speak
toit, telling who they were and how they coul d be reached."

"And the skull was supposed to speak to you -"

"Yes." Verity was still responding to The Shadow s phrases, as they cane
in a conpelling nonotone. "But something nmust have gone wong. The skull would
not speak. So all | could do was try to find someone who knew what had
happened. "

"Someone |i ke Chung Loo -"

"Yes. | trusted himinstead of Cranston. Both were doing nmy uncle's
magi c,
but Chung Loo contacted ne. | felt that one might be a friend, the other a
killer. Perhaps both were friends or naybe fromwhat you tell me, | had
tw sted

t hem about. But when | saw you in the dressing room just now, taking the
neckl ace -"

"You thought that | nust be an eneny. This, however, happens to be the
real neckl ace."

"I know. Chung Loo told me he was to keep it. That made me trust him al
the nore, because he didn't have to tell ne. He said it was all arranged and
began to think that soon he would confide in ne on other matters. I'Il tell
you
nore, whatever | learn later. But now' - Verity turned a troubled gl ance
toward
the stage - "you nust let me return. Chung Loo will need ne as soon as he
finishes his juggling."

Rel easing Verity, The Shadow kept the necklace. As the girl went up the
steps to the stage, The Shadow sidled around toward the front. From a shaded
spot, half protected by a tree, he saw Chung Loo reaching the finale of his
juggling routine. The Chinese wi zard had scooped up three taborets and was



starting to toss themin the air.

Then came an interruption. Up fromthe audi ence bounded R ck Sredl ey,
pul ling a revolver as he cane.

"Stop this show " the inspector was shouting. "Stop it, in the name of
t he
lawi | want you for murder, Chung Loo!"

X X
TRAI LS REVERSED

W TH a great bound, Chung Loo sprang to the far side of the stage and
over
the footlights to the ground. Rick Snedl ey was shooting at the fleeing Chinese
wi zard, but the flying taborets acted |ike a noving target in a shooting
gallery. Rick's bullets caught themin nmd-air, splintering themin tell-tale
f ashi on.

Ri ck had recogni zed those taborets as duplicates of the frail stool that
he had broken at Corland's. There was enough of the unusual in Chung Loo's
magic to link it with the fabled methods of Professor Marsh. And now, to
support the sudden theory that Rick had formed, nanely that Chung Loo was the
spider in a web of crine, Lester Tyburn was | eaping to the other corner of the
stage, waving a necklace that didn't glitter as it should, while he shouted to
t he audi ence:

"This necklace! It's false! Chung Loo has stolen the real one. Capture
hi m
while | see if | can find the other one."

Tyburn ducked away, on his side of the stage, as though fearful that
Chung
Loo might return sone of Smedley's shots, which would have put Tyburn directly
in line. Chung Loo, however, was not pausing in flight. Skirting the |awn,
wher e Chi cago detectives and private dicks were weedi ng thensel ves from
spectators who were listed in the Social Register, Chung Loo sped for the
intricate paths of the Oriental garden. At |east a dozen pursuers inmmedi ately
formed a cordon to surround him while others threaded after Chung Loo through
the maze.

The Shadow was anong those who reached the garden, where the subdued
lights of the Chinese lanterns aided his gliding progress. Al along, The
Shadow coul d hear shouts from here and there, as Chung Loo appeared suddenly
fromsome new quarter. Unfortunately, The Shadow was bl ocked of f by a huge
ornanental Chinese gate at the tinme the climx cane.

On one of the hunped bridges, Chung Loo ran squarely into Regan; turned
and darted the other way again, as the squatty operative shouted:

"Stop himif you can, but don't worry if he gets away! | can tell you al
about him He's -"

Darting down the bridge as he shouted, Regan was stopped short by a bl ast
that sounded like a nminiature of the notorboat explosion. It cane, though, in
the formof a gun shot, with all the volune of an ancient blunderbuss. Regan
caved face forward on the bridge; as he rolled down it, the weapon itself was
flung beside him It was the brass pistol that Chung Loo had used in the
neckl ace act.

Chung Loo, hinself, was dodgi ng away fromthe shrubbery at the end of the
bridge. Springing for himwas Tyburn, who grabbed himbut |lost his grip on the
magi cian's silk robe. Stunbling, Tyburn spraw ed headl ong across the path of
Ri ck Snedl ey, who was cutting in from another direction. Chung Loo, darting
of f
at another angle, skirted a lily pond while his two pursuers were getting to
their feet. Then, as nmen headed toward himfromthe other direction, Chung Loo
sprang of f through an ornanmental Chinese archway.



The Shadow was coni ng around beside the gate. He saw three men convergi ng
on the archway, with Smedl ey and Tyburn coning through fromthe other side. In
the mdst of it all, Chung Loo was gone. There was a clunp of shrubbery near
but it was | ess than wai st high and men were cutting in between the bushes
wi t hout encountering the nissing Chinese.

It was as if Chung Loo had dissolved into nothing. They gathered around,
Tyburn, Snedley and the others, to shake their heads in baffled fashion. Anmong
the arrivals was Halifax, staring about as puzzled as the rest. Deciding that
he should be with them The Shadow took off his cloak and hat, bundl ed them
i nconspi cuously under one arm and joi ned the group

They were going back to | ook at Regan's body. One full charge fromthat
huge Chi nese gun had been enough. Regan was dead, killed instantly. Rick
Snedl ey picked up the pistol as evidence agai nst Chung Loo and shouted for nen
to keep searching the garden until they trapped the nissing Chinese. The
others, meanwhile - Cranston, Snedley and Halifax - started back across the
hunped bridge to the great |awn.

There they found Gail Tyburn, in the mdst of a circle of synpathetic
guests. But Lester Tyburn saw no point in hurmoring his wife.

"Fifty thousand dollars, that necklace cost," storned Tyburn, "and you
hand it over to a Chinese magi ci an who gives you a phony instead."

"But it was ny necklace," protested Gail. "I had a right -"

"Your necklace!" interrupted Tyburn. "It was bought with ny noney, wasn't
it? This is worse than when you ordered all those antiques that you never even
| ooked at."

"We've argued about that before," protested Gail. "I told you |I know
not hi ng about those antiques. They cane while | was away."
"They were ordered in your nane and they are still up in the attic."

"You never received any bills for the antiques. If you had, you certainly
woul d have shown themto ne."

“"I"1l get the bills, eventually," said Tyburn, in a resigned tone. "I
al ways do. Perhaps in this case, you bought that junk with some of the nobney
|'ve been giving you."

"You mean ny so-called allowance?" demanded Gail. "It isn't enough to buy
fal se whiskers for that com c opera detective that you' ve hired to keep
annoying me -"

"Don't speak of Regan that way," interrupted Tyburn, his face going
solemm. "He's lying over there in the garden dead, poor fellow All because he
was doing his duty, Gail, trying to regain your stol en necklace."

Gail began to sob and Halifax pronptly played the big-brother act so she
could rest her head on his shoulder. They started to wal k away and Cranston
could hear Gail's choky words:

"I'f he hadn't chided ne... about those antiques! I... | don't know a
t hi ng
about them They were sent here and | said to let them come and take t hem away
again, only they didn't. But they haven't cost Lester a cent -"

Soot hingly, Halifax was urging Gail to tell himall about it, right from
t he begi nni ng.

Meanwhi l e, Rick Snmedl ey had arrived to talk to Tyburn. This gave Cranston
a chance to step up to the stage and find sonething |lying by the footlights.
He
turned, displaying a sparkling object which had actually come fromhis own
pocket .

"Here's the necklace, Tyburn," called Cranston. "How it | anded here,
couldn't say, but it |ooks Iike the genuine one."

VWhen Lester Tyburn hurried over, Cranston handed hi mthe necklace so that
he could show it to Rick Snedley. That gave Cranston his chance to go around
the stage, switch back to his guise of The Shadow and find Verity Joyce. The
girl was in the inprovised dressing room hurriedly taking off her Chinese
make- up.

"What's happened?" asked Verity anxiously. "They didn't catch up with



Chung Loo?"

"They will soon," replied The Shadow, grimy,
toit."”

A shout canme fromout front and The Shadow wheel ed to peer through the
curtains. He saw a man running fromthe garden, carrying a Chinese robe, a
W g,
and an object that |ooked |ike a deflated nask. O her searchers were
fol | ow ng,
all shouting the news.

"W found these under a bayberry bush!™"

"The outfit Chung Loo was wearing, mask and all."

"The mask is a regular false face, with the mouth m ssing. The nustaches
hid the joint!"

"That's why Chung Loo could snile and nmake his face | ook real."

"He's a fake, but one thing certain, he's a magician."

"Find the Chinese girl who worked with him™"

"That's an idea. She can tell us all about him Anyway she was his
acconplice!"

Even before those final words were spoken, The Shadow knew that they were
com ng. He was back in the dressing room giving Verity a hand at getting off
her Chi nese robe, which was as tight fitting as an eveni ng gown. Foot steps
wer e
poundi ng upon the stage as Verity scranmbled into her own dress; then, while
she
was still tangled inits folds, The Shadow literally whirled her to the space
behi nd the stage and down the steps. Getting Verity into the Tyburn |inousine,
The Shadow | eft her there, bundled his cloak and hat beneath a bunperette and
stroll ed back as Cranston to the scene of the excitenent.

Ri ck Smedl ey was punpi ng questions at Lester Tyburn.

"Remenber what Regan shouted just before Chung Loo shot hin? Sonething he
could tell us about Chung Loo? Didn't Regan nention anything about it to you?"

"Regan nentioned a lot of things," replied Tyburn, patiently, "but npst

or sonmething pretty close

of
t hem meant nothing. You will recall how !l told himnot to bother with so nmuch
detail. | have his report here, though. | always file them even though I
don' t
read them"

Pul i ng out a sheaf of onion-skin paper, Tyburn began thumnbing through
its

pages. Suddenly, he stopped.

"This is odd," said Tyburn. "Tw ce, when Regan was trailing Halifax,
there
was a conplete break in the trail. He says check back to the phone call from
John Halifax to Verity Joyce." Tyburn thunbed the pages. "Now junp ahead to
Chung Loo -"

Pausi ng as he reached the proper page, Tyburn lifted his gray-streaked
eyebr ows.

"This explains it, inspector," said Tyburn, in a surprised tone. "There
wasn't any Chung Loo. That we know. But Regan says that whenever Halifax's
trail ended, Chung Loo's began. He got back stage, found a conbination wig and
mask, a zipper robe, all fixed for a quick change. John Halifax and Chung Loo
are one and the same!"

Ri ck Smedl ey had figured that already. Sonmebody nust have played Chung

Loo
and whoever did must have been a magician. That accounted for Halifax being
here, as well as his willingness to let this fancy, high-priced date go to

Chung Loo. Now all Rick had to do was find Halifax.

That wasn't easy. Wien Rick | ooked over to where Halifax had been
synmpat hi zing with Gail, he saw the blond Ms. Tyburn standi ng al one beneath a
weeping willowtree. Qut in the driveway, a caterer's truck suddenly roared



of f

down the driveway and, as it flashed past, Rick recognized Halifax at the
wheel .

Ri ck shouted madly, but not |oudly enough. Hi s voice couldn't be heard out at
the gate, where that truck would certainly be allowed to pass.

"Cet other cars!" bawled Rick. "Go after him W'Ill send out a general
al arm and cover every road for niles around. W won't let that guy get away!"

There was a brief flurry of new excitenent as sone detectives canme from
back stage bringing Verity's Chinese attire, but R ck Smedl ey was too busy
with
the Halifax matter to give attention to this |esser discovery. Cranston,
however, saw well enough ahead to know that Verity Joyce would soon be in the
fugitive class along with John Halifax. Strolling over to the big car,
Cranston
saw Chaffin nearby and beckoned for the sleek chauffeur to take the wheel.

"M's. Tyburn said we could use the car," explained Cranston, calnmy. "You
can bring it back shortly."

Chaffin drove themout through the gate and Cranston explained things to
Verity as they rode al ong.

"Halifax will be back," assured Cranston. "To begin with, he can't get
far
away. Again, he has plenty at stake here."

"You nmean M's. Tyburn's di anond neckl ace. "

"More than that. He's after a lead to your uncle's |legacy and |I'm sure he
thinks he can find it at the mansion."

"Then we must cone back here, too!"

"Exactly," said Cranston with a nod. They were past the gates now, riding
down a back road. "I'Il take you back, now that we're begi nning to understand
each other."

Cranston m ght have nentioned that The Shadow had been the person who
arranged that understanding, but he left it to Verity to formthat concl usion
for herself. They swung a corner, passing the caterer's truck, ditched beside
the road and Cranston gave a slight |augh, quite unlike The Shadow s.

"The police will think that Halifax picked up another car," remarked
Cranston. "But we can count on Johnny to outguess them It doesn't matter,
since he won't be outguessing us."

Cranston stopped the car near the half dozen buil dings that forned the
center of Longwood; told Chaffin he could return to the Tyburn estate.

St eppi ng

behi nd the Iinousine before it pulled away, Cranston recl ai ned cl oak and hat
from beneath the bunperette without letting Verity see himdo it. Keeping the
bundl e on the far side, Cranston conducted Verity down a rustic path to a
smal |

boat house. There they stepped into a rowboat and Cranston poked the bundl e
into

the bow.

To Verity's surprise, Cranston rowed away fromthe | ake, back inland
toward the Tyburn estate. They cane to a huge barbwire fence, but Verity
noticed that the banks of the stream cut deep beneath it; in fact, the fence
was a few feet above their heads as they drifted under. Then, with nuffled
oars, Cranston worked the boat into a canal that proved to be the one in
Tyburn's Oriental garden.

They coul d hear nmen patrolling the road outside the picket fence. Rick
Snedl ey had called for the state police to take over that job. But inside the
grounds, all was quiet and unwatched. Whether John Halifax had returned by the
water route, or slipped through the gate while pursuers were crowdi ng out
through it, Verity couldn't guess, but she was sure that Halifax was smart
enough to work it either way.

Softly, Cranston told Verity to steal toward the mansion, that he would
attend to the boat. Follow ng orders, Verity found a figure awaiting her



t here,

agai nst the whiteness of the mansion's pillars. Cranston had nade a rapid
short-cut to the mansion wi thout Verity realizing it. The waiting figure was
that of The Shadow.

The big front door was open, as it had been at the time of the party.
Using a flashlight guardedly, The Shadow conducted Verity to the second fl oor
There they found an unl ocked door, with a stairway to the third. At the top
anot her short flight, again unbarred, took themto the attic that Lester
Tyburn
had nenti oned.

The attic was filled with partly opened boxes and anong them a man in
shirt sleeves was working busily. The attic had no wi ndows, so he had been
free
to turn on sone electric lights. They were in operation, because Gail Tyburn
had
arranged for electricity to illumnate the grounds for the lawn party.

It wasn't difficult to recognize the man who was working at the boxes,
even though he was out of character. The face that the arrivals saw still wore
its never-failing smle.

The Shadow was right when he said that John Halifax would return. Those
boxes that he was unpacki ng contained the very things that would bring him
e
gl ance at the objects that Halifax had unpacked told that these were the
fabl ed
treasures left by Verity's uncle, Professor Sedley Marsh!

XX
CRI ME'S LAST STROKE

AMONG the itens al ready uncovered by Halifax, were curious |ooking |anps,
strangely shaped fish bow s, cages, frames and even a few cabinets, built tal
and upright, mounted on platforns. They were the stupendous ideas of
yesteryear, magical creations that had never been shown to the public and
whi ch, therefore, could still produce a sensation.

Doubt | ess, Professor Marsh had been inpressed by such magi c nmasters of

t he

past as Kellar, Thurston and Raynond, the great American magicians of their
day.

Therefore, his mnd had turned to stage illusions as well as snualler devices.

There were many of the last-naned itens, however. Halifax was at present
studying a carved hand that rested on a board, while beside himwere miniature
figures, one a H ndu holding a flute, another a Medi aeval archer gripping a
cross-bow, with a quiver of arrows at his side.

Both as Chung Loo and hinself, John Halifax preferred stage work to
cl ose-up magic, thus he was totally wapped in the prizes which he had
uncovered. It would take something equally mysterious to jolt Halifax fromhis
present nmood, so The Shadow provided it: a low, sinister |laugh that rose to a
whi spery crescendo, bringing ghoulish shivers echoing fromthe attic's
rafters.

Hal i fax raised his face, smle and all. H's right hand went toward where
his coat pocket would be, if Halifax had still been wearing his coat. Then
seei ng that The Shadow had drawn an automatic, trained full upon him Halifax
simply folded his arns and retained his snmile

One thing that put Halifax at ease was sight of Verity Joyce. Al npst
i gnoring The Shadow, the smling nmagician bowed to the girl and said:

"I amglad you are here. These are your uncle's properties. | wanted you
to claimthem™

A whi sper from The Shadow signaled that Verity was to question Halifax on



that score.

"You were one of my uncle's pupils?" queried Verity.

"No," replied Halifax. "H s pupils never took up magic professionally. In
fact, they seldom associated with magicians at all. So | wouldn't be their
type."

"How did you find out about thenf"

"Through runor, inquiry, and finally, luck."

"What sort of |uck?"

Hal i fax studied Verity narrowWy, then let his gaze flicker toward The
Shadow. Meeting a pair of burning eyes, Halifax cane right to the point.

"Everybody who tried to check on Professor Marsh thought in terms of

smal |

magi c only," declared Halifax. "I decided that anyone so inventive as Sedl ey
Marsh must have had big ideas, too. So | | ooked for persons who m ght have

bi gger stuff that |ooked like Marsh magic. | found such a man here in Chicago,

an antique deal er named Paul Corland."
Hal i fax paused to note the effect on the listeners. Verity remai ned

poker-faced; The Shadow s eyes still retained their cryptic burn.

"Corl and had sone unusual apparatus that he claimed was real Chinese,"
continued Halifax. "I knew otherw se but did not say so. When Corland finally
sold me those itens, | was sure that | had acquired sone bona fide Marsh
magi c.

One day | visited Corland and found himrepairing a crystal skull in his shop

The skull couldn't be Chinese, so | was sure about my Marsh theory.

"I stayed around Chi cago, hoping to find Professor Marsh. | figured that
his pupils wouldn't want the | arger apparatus. Corland | ooked Iike the
exception, but he had lost his interest. Meanwhile, | had net Gail Tyburn. In

fact, she | ooked ne up in Hollywod. She had | earned how wonderful | was

t hrough mutual friends and naturally | didn't try to disillusion her. She'd
| eft her husband and besides, | wasn't serious about her. | wanted a sponsor
in

Chi cago. "

"A sponsor?" echoed Verity.

"As good a nanme for it as any," replied Halifax. "I had to be financed
while | tracked down the Marsh secrets. | plan to pay back all the noney | owe
Gail. But when the suicide wave began, | becane worried."

"And why?" asked Verity.

"Corl and had shut up like a clam" answered Halifax. "Besides, | saw the
crystal skull down at the Hotel Harbison. | asked Gail to buy it and we franed
a clever way to get it by proxy. | wanted to find out how it operated and why,
but somebody grabbed it ahead of ne."

Halifax's eyes shifted to The Shadow. Though he still smiled, Halifax was

delivering what amounted to a | ook of accusation. Then
"It was wild, perhaps," said Halifax, "to hook the suicide wave with
Marsh's pupils. But | decided to performwhat Marsh magic | had, on the chance

that some of them if desperate, would contact ne. | appeared as Chung Loo to
keep ny identity secret, so | could dodge any danger. | found that a chap
named

Cranston was al so doing Marsh magi c and figured he was playing a gane simlar
to
m ne.

"Also, | saw your work, M ss Joyce. |I'd heard once that Professor Marsh
had a niece, his only living relative. | phoned you, saying | was Chung Loo.
Regan was just dumb enough to think 1'd called you as John Halifax, because he
saw ne |l eaving for the Mrror Gill, where you went later. That was why he was
the only person who guessed ny dual identity."

A whi spered | augh came from The Shadow and Halifax pronptly caught its
significance. Still smling, he bowed.

"I mean Regan was the only dunmb person who guessed that | was Chung Loo,"
corrected Halifax. "Anyway, | don't suppose you guessed, M. Shadow. Probably



you just knew. "

Then, concentrating upon Verity, Halifax said steadily:

"I followed Cranston fromthe Mrror Gill to protect him | took himfor
a Marsh pupil, who nust be in danger. You foll owed hi mbecause you m stook him
for a nurderer. That was why | snatched the gun fromyour hand in the
Pl anetarium | recognized it as a dumy after | grabbed it. | had to take a
clout at Cranston to quiet everything, because | was afraid the place was ful
of killers."

Verity's lips tightened. Halifax was correct about the opinion she had
hel d of Cranston. It gave Halifax's whole tale the ring of truth. To dispute
that point, Verity tried a few nore questions:

"Why did you try to steal Gail Tyburn's neckl ace?"

"I didn't," replied Halifax. "I needed noney and she hadn't any nore. The
neckl ace was the answer, so | told her to see Chung Loo. Wien | net her as
Chung Loo, | told her who | really was. | thought that would fool Regan
Anyway, Gail gave nme the replica and tal ked her husband into letting her wear
the original. That was so she could lend it to Chung Loo and get the imtation
back. "

"But when Regan started to spoil your ganme, you killed him™"

"Wth that brass Chi nese gun? |npossible! You' re the person who should
know t hat, M ss Joyce. You took the gun to your dressing roomon the right
si de
of the stage. When Snedley came after me, | junped fromthe left, to head for
the garden. | never had a chance to get back to the stage as Chung Loo.
Sonebody el se fired that shot, sonmebody close by me in the garden.”

That ended Verity's questions, but Halifax had nore to tell

"I bought these taborets from Corland," declared Halifax, "and they were
all he had. Sonebody must have planted another in his place to frane ne.

Toni ght, when Lester Tyburn began telling Gail about antiques she had bought,

I

realized that Corland m ght have been keeping Marsh's equi pnent and coul d have
shipped it here. | was right; here it is." Halifax turned to gesture about the

room "Some of it was already set up, like this big frame.” Wth that, Halifax
took a few side paces and stepped forward through a full-length netal frane
that was riveted to the floor. "I must admt, it puzzled ne a trifle, finding
some of the apparatus set up. Particularly a frame" - Halifax let his smle go
slightly sour - "because if anybody was framed, | was."

Sonet hi ng singul ar was occurring in back of Halifax. As he stepped
forward, his figure seenmed to forma double inmage. It couldn't be the lights
in
this room recognizing that it wasn't an illusion, The Shadow veered si deward,
then forward with his gun, too |ate.

By the time he'd got out of line with Halifax, The Shadow saw t hat the
figure behind the smling magician had risen to full height froma
fast-operating elevator in the floor. As Halifax wheeled, he sawit, too, and
so did Verity. Behind the frame, wearing a leer that made Halifax's snile seem
as mld as a Mona Lisa painting, stood Lester Tyburn, also with fol ded arns.

There was a difference, however, between the poses of Tyburn and Halif ax.
Poked from each of Tyburn's cross-draped hands was a glittering revol ver.

"Franed is right," taunted Tyburn. "You are all framed. Even | am franed
but in a way |I like. A sheet of bullet proof glass rose with ne in this netal
frame, when | came up through the floor. If you want to test it, Shadow, you
are wel cone. "

Tyburn's tone rang with a peculiar echo, proving that a glass did
partially block his voice. Instead of falling for Tyburn's invitation, The
Shadow swung full about, aimng both of his automatics toward the attic's open
door. He was just in tine to cover a group of nmen who were moving in with guns
while Tyburn tried to draw attention in the other direction.

The group consi sted of Webster, Mrse and Chaffin, the watchdogs of these
prem ses. They were backed by Skip Hagathorn. G ven a few seconds nore, they



woul d have assumed control, but The Shadow had caught them fl at-footed i n what
anmounted to a stal emate.

It was The Shadow s chal |l engi ng | augh that held them If The Shadow had
opened fire, they would have spurted bullets in return. Wth Tyburn ready to
spring to action behind him The Shadow woul d have had to wheel anong the
boxes, leaving Verity and Halifax helpless in the line of fire. As it now
stood, though the nmurder crew knew that they m ght win through force of
nunbers, none was willing to be the first to taste the | eaden slugs from The
Shadow s bi g guns.

Wth the echoes of The Shadow s | augh, there came a spasmof ugly mirth
from Tyburn.

"Suppose we hold matters in abeyance," suggested Tyburn, in his ringing
tone, "while you tell us, Shadow, how nmuch you really know. "

Sonmewhat to Tyburn's surprise, The Shadow accepted the chall enge.

"You played the alibi business too heavily, Tyburn," declared The Shadow,
still facing the nen at the door. "You phoned here to Longwood from your
apartment soon after Skip Hagathorn junped off the bridge, playing he was
WIlliamBrett, and joined these others when they faked a rescue act fromthe
tugboat Bl uebird. Nobody answered that call. You sinply faked it."

"And that," retorted Tyburn, "would be difficult to prove."

"When Fl eer died," continued The Shadow, "you were out here at Longwood,
Tyburn. You phoned stating that your hired men were al so here. There was only
your word to prove it." The Shadow paused a nonent.

"My word is still good," asserted Tyburn

"You used | nspector Snedley as a stooge," continued The Shadow, "the
ni ght
you sent this band of killers in to murder Corland. They established his death
at nine forty-five, the tine it actually happened."”

"I thought that one out carefully," came Tyburn's ringing voice.

"When they returned here," added The Shadow, "you pronptly sent them on
anot her job, directed at a man nanmed Lanont Cranston. You kept Inspector
Snedl ey out at a roadhouse until you were sure they were back honme again."

"And that," claimed Tyburn, "was the neatest touch of all."

"It was the give-away," returned The Shadow, "because it ended on the
| ake
shore. It proved conclusively that your crew was using a super speedboat to
cut
the tine of their trips in half. They couldn't have got away fromthe beach by
the Planetariumin any other fashion. The alibis are ruined, because the tine
el ement no | onger stands."

The nen at the door shifted uneasily and Tyburn saw it. Before Tyburn
coul d deci de what to say, The Shadow spoke:

"Your own predicanment is worse, Tyburn. You have no alibi at all for the
time you tried to kill me in the cellar locker with the crystal skull
Toni ght,
when you killed Regan, you were the only man who coul d have | oaded and taken
t hat Chi nese gun fromthe dressing roomwhere Verity Joyce left it."

"Unl ess you took it, Shadow -"

"But nobody saw ne go back stage, Tyburn."

"Somebody is going to find you here,” snarled Tyburn. "This tinme you
actually will be dead."

"I't's lucky Lanmont Cranston will still be alive," was The Shadow s
answer .

"You know, Tyburn, the alibis you fixed for your murder crew depend sonmewhat
on
him"

That was sonet hing Tyburn hadn't thought about, early in the ganme before
he began to identify Cranston as The Shadow. The night of Brett's death was a
particul ar case in point. The men at the door knew it and began exchangi ng
gl ances anong t hensel ves.



"You're bluffing, Shadow," declared Tyburn, savagely. "My nethods have

been too well geared. | happened to be a Marsh pupil nyself. In fact, | could
show you a fewtricks if ny hands were not so full of guns. | wanted all this
weal th of inventive genius for nyself" - Halifax and Verity watched Tyburn
unfold his arns and wave his gun-hands to indicate the paraphernalia on
di spl ay
- "and | ferreted out Corland before Halifax did.

"I discovered that Marsh was ill in Canada. | opened an account for ny
wife in Corland s antique shop. | bought sone odd itenms and stopped by one day

to tell Corland how ny wife frequently bought crates filled with anti ques and
stored themin the attic wi thout ever |ooking at them It gave himthe idea of
a good place to send the crates that Marsh had left with him | was worrying
Corland with anonynous calls that made hi mthink someone was after the
professor's stuff." Tyburn chuckl ed, harshly. "And soneone was. Mself."

The nen at the door were showi ng signs of their former bravado;
nevert hel ess The Shadow waited for Tyburn to conclude his tale.

"Corl and decided to change the keyword that would nake the skull speak,"
decl ared Tyburn. "Instead of the word 'skull' he used 'Yorick.' He mailed a
letter to Professor Marsh, telling himof the change and | intercepted it."

"That's why, my uncle never sent me word!" exclaimed Verity. "I wondered
why the skull didn't speak. But it nust have spoken for you" - she was facing
Tyburn defiantly - "you... you nurderer!™

Tyburn accepted the conpliment with a bow. Then Verity riveted as she
heard The Shadow s whi sper, so |low that no one else could catch it.

"Those little figures," said The Shadow. "The rmnusician and the archer
They have nanes -"

"Yes," undertoned Verity. "One is Hassan, the other is Athelstane.”

"Ask Tyburn if he ever heard of them™" whi spered The Shadow. "Ask him
very
loudly. He can't hear well through that glass.”

"Tell me, M. Tyburn," called Verity in a defiant tone. "Did you ever
hear
of Hassan and At hel stane?"

The little figures were beyond the big frame. Halifax had placed them
t here when he unpacked them The H ndu nusician sat near Tyburn's el bow, the
nmedi aeval archer alnost directly behind him At the name "Hassan," the
nusi ci an
figure raised its flute. When Verity spoke "Athel stane" the little archer

began
to nove.

"Those names nean not hing," declared Tyburn. "W shall end this travesty
right now. The police will hear gunfire, when they arrive they will find three

bull et-riddl ed bodies; those of Verity Joyce, John Halifax and a no | onger
nmysteri ous character who calls hinmself The Shadow. "

Tyburn finished with a nock bow that The Shadow coul d not see. Actually,
it was a nod to the nmen at the door, for The Shadow wat ched their gun-hands
ti ghten.

Verity gave a quick undertone to The Shadow.

"Tyburn is pressing the glass with his gun nuzzles,

informed the girl.
"l
think it is noving downward, fromthe way the guns wave. | can't see the top
edge, though."

As The Shadow whi spered a slight |augh as though to say he had expected
this to happen, the little figure called Hassan began to play its flute.

The bal ance between Iife and death hung thread-thin as Tyburn gave a
sharp
glance at the piping flute player. It was drawing his attention from
At hel st ane,
the archer, behind him but there was a chance that Tyburn m ght renmenber the
cr oss- bowran and | ook around.



I nstead, Tyburn pressed the floor with his foot. The figure of Hassan
jogged slightly, for it was set a trifle over the edge of the elevator trap on
whi ch Tyburn stood. Thinking that a slight jar had set it off, Tyburn | aughed.

"W have nmusic with our murders,"” said Tyburn, his voice still carrying
an
echo. "Nice nurders, these. The police will think that John Halifax killed
Verity Joyce and then shot it out with The Shadow, who was conming to the
rescue. W shall plant the right guns to prove our case."

Tyburn's guns were still pressing the glass, waiting for its invisible
edge to pass them Wile Hassan piped, the figure of Athelstane, hidden by
Tyburn's body, was busily at work. Fromthe quiver, the little archer was
taking an arrow and attaching it to the cross-bow. Slowy the nechanical hands
were raising the bowto the |evel

From his slight angle, Halifax could see all this and was on the alert.
So
was Tyburn, but his attitude was gl oating.

"Too bad, Shadow. " No longer did Tyburn's tone echo, for the bullet-proof

glass had slowy slid below his chin. "You will be found with bullets in your
back. They will be m ne unless you prefer to turn about and let ny nen provide
them™

Shadow began a sl owly whispered | augh. It was rising as Tyburn's guns
gave
an upward jog, indicating that the edge of the glass had passed. Tyburn
shout ed
two words:

"Gve it!"

A trigger-finger gave it. The nechanical finger that pressed the trigger
of a mniature cross-bow. An arrow was in flight as Tyburn shouted and the
pointed nmissile found the nurder master in the center of the back. Tyburn
jolted upward as he fired both his guns. Their bullets ripped the ceiling.

Si mul t aneously, The Shadow s .45's thundered a nore accurate nessage.
They
beat the nmen at the door to the punch, by instants. Expecting The Shadow to
whirl, alarnmed by Tyburn's sudden jolt, the menbers of the nurder crew were
belated in their fire. Their shots, too, went w de and high, for The Shadow
was
clipping themas they pulled their triggers. Flayed by repeated shots fromthe
cl oaked mar ksman, Tyburn's men spun toward the stairs and went diving,
spraw i ng downwar d

As Tyburn rallied fromthe arrow shot, Halifax met himw th a dive across
the sinking plate of glass. They spilled backward, upsetting the figure of
At hel stane, while it was placi ng another arrow on the cross-bow. Wenching
free, Tyburn rose to one knee and drilled a shot straight for the charging
figure of The Shadow, whose own gun spoke only a split-second |ater

Though Tyburn's shot was first, The Shadow s was the one that counted.
Fired froma |lower |level, Tyburn's bullet flattened just under the edge of the
si nki ng gl ass while The Shadow, aim ng downward, cleared that edge with the
slug that found Tyburn as its target. Rolling fromHalifax's grasp, Tyburn
spread- eagl ed notionl ess upon the fl oor

Now Verity and Halifax were foll ow ng The Shadow down the attic stairs,
hurdling the spraw ed men who lay there. Halifax nearly tripped over the
writhing formof Skip Hagathorn, the speedboat pilot who had tried to frane
hi m
by planting an expl osive charge in the bow of a boat that Halifax had tried
out
as a prospective buy. O course, it would have gone harder w th Lanont
Cranston
and Rick Snedley if Hagathorn's schenme had worked. Perhaps Skip would live to
confess the crine and blame its inspiration on Lester Tyburn.

Police whistles were shrilling fromthe outer gate with answering bl ares



al ong the barb-wire fence, when The Shadow and his two conpani ons reached the
Oiental garden and found a speedboat noored in the deeper part of the canal
This was the getaway craft that Tyburn and his nen had planned to use, the
sane

boat that had whizzed nurderers between Chicago and Longwood in twenty m nutes
flat. The Shadow notioned Halifax behind the wheel and thrust Verity in beside
hi m

As Halifax pressed the starter, the notor gave the quietest of purrs. The
boat noved noi sel essly down the canal, sneaking out beneath the Chinese
bri dges
and the wire fence beyond. In a matter of nere mnutes, it had reached the
br oad
wat ers of Lake M chi gan

From back al ong the stream cane the rising tone of a strange, weird |augh
that reached a strident crescendo, then broke into shivery echoes. It was the
triunmph |l augh of The Shadow, marking his victory over crine and accepting ful
credit for the scene that the police soon would find upstairs in the Tyburn
mansi on.

John Halifax gave the speedboat all that its accelerator would take. It
roared al ong the noon-bat hed waters of the |ake, followi ng the shore |ine
southward. As the dial clinbed to the sixty-nmile mark, Halifax felt a surge of
his ol d nonchal ance. He glanced at the girl beside him Her black hair flow ng
free in the wind, the |ake air bringing the flush to her cheeks, Verity Joyce
| ooked |i ke somet hing that bel onged with nmoonli ght.

For a brief instant, Halifax's foot eased the accel erator pressure; then
renmenberi ng The Shadow s final |augh, Halifax again gunned the speedboat to
t he
[imt. The Shadow had ti nmed one speedboat trip from Longwood to Chi cago. He
m ght be cl ocking this one, too.

There was no conbinati on nore fascinating than noonlight and a girl, but
for once John Halifax, of all nen, preferred speed and speed alone. Snmiling
John Halifax wasn't |ooking for an argunment over any wonman, and particularly
Verity Joyce.

At least, not with The Shadow.

THE END



