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CHAPTER|. THE COFFEE POT

B S I B B B N B B B B B B B S I I SRV RN

|F FRED BLANDING hadn't logt himsdlf in Greenwich Village that rainy night, it would be hard to guess
how far The Shadow would have gotten in his effortsto crack theriddle of the Black Circle. Until the
evening when it al began, Fred had never even heard of The Shadow or the Black Circle and Greenwich
Village was aname he only associated vaguely with New Y ork City.

Nor had Fred ever dreamed that such peculiar byways and cul-de-sacs as Gay Street, Milligan Place
and MacDougdll Alley existed in the maze of that so-called Village. Certainly, he would never have
believed that he would find himself at the corner of Fourth Street and Tenth Street, at least not in an area
so well regulated as Manhattan. But Fred unknowingly visited dl those spots and others, during the
meanderings that eventudly brought him to Jim's Coffee Pot.

Most of all, Fred Blanding would have liked to forget that he was ever in im's Coffee pot. This should
have been easy because it didn't exist, but somehow it only made it harder to forget.

It al began when Fred |eft the Parkview Hotdl in the vicinity of Washington Square and started out to
find the Seventh Avenue Subway. As Fred wanted to go to Radio City, he would have done better to
take the Sixth Avenue Line, but since it ran beneath the Avenue of the Americas, Fred didn't know
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where he was when he saw the street Sign, the last Sign he remembered noticing. Confused by this
misnomer, Fred crossed the avenue and found himsdlf going along streets that angled into one another.
He discovered adiagond avenue which he thought was Seventh but was actualy Greenwich, decided he
waswrong and eventudly twisted himself back into the maze of dleys.

Fred didn't mind the drizzle. He was used to alot of it in San Francisco, where he came from. It was
rather exciting trying to find hisway back into New Y ork from the very midst of it. But Fred wanted to
get to Times Square, among other places, and he knew that the Seventh Avenue Subway would take him
there. So the only intelligent thing to do was to stop somewhere and inquire the way.

Greenwich Village, around midnight, can prove to be quiet and dmost desolate, once anyoneis out of
sght of itsmain drag, which is Eighth Street. In histour of the dley, Fred found himsdf banked by old
houses which had been converted into apartments, where the lights were dim. There was not asign of
any public place until Fred turned a corner and spied the sign of Jm's Coffee Pot. The place had a
basement entry under a set of stone steps which looked about like al the other stone stepsthat Fred had
been tripping over while he stalked the Village.

So Fred entered the Coffee Pot, intending to spare himsalf adime for acup of coffee and add atip of the
same amount in return for directions to the Seventh Avenue Subway.

Thetiny lunch room had four tables and a short counter that was set dightly at an angle. At one of the
tables sat two men in tuxedos who were arguing with agirl across from them. Fred couldn't seethe men's
facesfor they were turned away from him but he saw the girl's quite plainly. She was good-looking and
quite drunk. She was on the brunette side and her features were cute and perky. She had languid, dark
eyes, which she kept closing, as the men talked.

Behind the counter, his elbows propped between the cash register and the telephone, was Jm, abland
character with around face that had aflat, fish look, asthough it had met too many punches. Thiswas
explainable as he gppeared to be of the inquisitive type, too inquisitive from Fred's viewpoint, judging by
the sharp, unfriendly glance that Jm threw hisway. It certainly wasn't the sort of expression that the
well-trained restaurant proprietor should wear, if he expected to Say in business.

"Sorry, miger," was Jm's greeting. "The placeis closing up. No more service tonight.”

Before Fred could say that he only wanted directions to Seventh Avenue, one of the men spoke from the
table.

"More coffee, Jm," the man said. "Weve got to give her another cup if we expect to get her out of
here."

"Better makeit two cups," chimed in the other man. "Two cupsfor thegirl, | mean."

Pouring two cups from alarge coffee pot, Jm threw asurly glance a Fred. Then, deciding hed set a
precedent, Jm turned to another pot and poured acup for Fred, too. Jm shifted as he served Fred's
coffee, hence Fred didn't get alook at the man from the table, as he came over to pick up the girl'stwo
cups from the counter. Fred had good ears though and he caught the conversation that followed, though
the men spoke in undertones.

"Let'squit arguing, Kay," said one man. "Y ou say you've quit, so dl right. Y ou've quit. Give usyour
marker."

"Can't give you the marker." Kay'svoice carried atired tone. "Told you | threw it away."



"We thought you werekidding," put in the other man. "Quit the sdl, if you are. Weve got to have that
marker."

"Can't haveit," returned Kay. "Haven't got it."

"Y ou should have kept it," declared the first man. ™Y ou know what may happen, don't you, because you
got rid of it?"

Kay'sanswer was ableary laugh. Then:

"What happens?' the girl asked. "What happens that wouldn't happen anyway?' She paused to gulp half
acup of coffee, then added, "Only nothing's going to happen - not to me. I'm not talking, not to

Eyes shut, the girl tilted back her head, swalowed the rest of the coffee. A moment later, shelet herself
tilt forward and would have struck the table if the men hadn't caught her. Together, they lifted Kay up,
gave her the other cup of coffee, which shetook in short, quick swallows. Then, limply, the girl settledin
their arms and together they raised her from the table.

Though amuch interested observer, Fred tried to appear otherwise. The men were bringing the girl past
the end of the counter, practically carrying her. She wasn't helping them at dl. In fact, she kept dumping
down between the men who gripped her. From appearances, she might have weighed about one hundred
and twenty, but from the way she dragged, Fred decided she must be heavier. Jm noticed the trouble the
men were having and came around from behind the counter, giving anervous glance a an old clock
which hung from a partitioned wall at the back of the room. Then, Jm waslending a helping hand to get
the girl outside and as he raised her, Kay's handsflipped forward, dropping apurse and a pair of black
glovesfrom her limp grasp.

Fred stooped and picked the things up from beneath the feet of the men. He handed the purse and the
glovesto Jm, who gave a blunt nod and moved the procession onward. Then, they were out the door
and practically dragging their burden up the steps to the sidewal k, while Fred, donein the Coffee Pot,
found himsdf mulling over the thingsthat he had heard.

That business about a"marker” puzzled Fred. The word had a sinister tang, the way the men had spoken
it. Fred wondered how well Jm knew the pair; and if heknew the girl at al. Getting information from the
flat-faced proprietor would be an unlikely thing, though Fred wasn't too sure on that score. Maybe the
fellow would prove garrulous when he returned, now that the annoying customers had |eft. Perhaps his
talk of having to close up wasjust abluff to get rid of the people he had shown out.

Thinking interms of closing time, Fred glanced &t the clock, noted that it registered five minutes of
twelve. Checking by hiswatch, Fred saw that the clock was dow, for hiswatch, which he had set when
he arrived in Penn Station, pointed to exactly twelve o'clock. Maybe midnight was Jm's closing hour, so
Fred decided to leave some money for the coffee, mind his own business and continue trying to find
Seventh Avenue on his own. With that thought, Fred pulled some change from hisvest pocket. A nicke
dipped from hisfingers, struck the floor and rolled to astop.

Stooping to reclaim the coin, Fred halted, hishand at the very spot where the girl had dropped her
gloves. There on the floor lay Fred's nickel; beside it another coin of the same size, except that it wasn't a
coin a all. It was abrass token, with ashiny center and rim. Between those circles was another, a
jet-black circle of somedloy other than brass.

Pocketing his nickel, Fred picked up the strange token and examined it in the light. 1t was the same on
both sides and the black circle was dightly raised. The token gave apeculiarly dull plunk when Fred



tested it on the counter. Then, spinning the token with thumb and finger, Fred struck upon a sudden
thought. He felt certain that the brass token had fallen from the girl's gloves when she dropped them.
Therefore Fred felt equally sure that this was the "marker” which Kay claimed she had thrown away.

What could this marker mean?

It certainly meant something to Kay and the men who had been with her. What it might mean to Jm was
now the question. The less Fred asked Jim on that subject, the better; thinking in such terms, Fred
dropped the brass token in his vest pocket. But Fred still wanted the answer and while he was
wondering how he might find out, the telephone began to ring on the lunch counter beside him.

On asudden hunch, Fred lifted the recelver and gave a"Hello" a the same time watching the door to
make sure that Jm did not return.

More peculiar than anything that had so far occurred, was the voice that spoke over the wireto Fred
Blanding.

"Itismidnight,” said thevoice, in adow, precisetone that emphasized each syllable. "Timeisup. You
must leave a once."

Fred grunted, "I know," in astyle that could have been mistaken for Im's, or anybody el se's.

"If any strangers are present,” continued the voice, "check on them thoroughly and report in full
tomorrow. Unlessit is urgent that you report now."

"Nothing urgent,” gruffed Fred.
"State facts about the girl," spoke the voice, each word stressed in that dow style. "Was al O.K?"
"O.K."

Repeating those two | etters, which the voice had said as though spelling aword and with no note of
query initstone, Fred hung up, rather than get involved beyond his depth. Then, half-aloud, Fred said:

"Oh, Kay! That'safunny one. Oh, Kay isright. | wonder though" - Fred's fingers sought the brass token
in hispocket -"I wonder if sheisdl right."

Hewasredlizing now that he might be mixed up in something which might prove not too healthy for him.
The sooner he got clear of it, the better, and the same might apply to the girl Kay. Undoubtedly, the
phone cal had been meant for IJm, whose clock had now crept dmost to the midnight mark, thetime
he'd be getting back if he'd intended to receive the call. Fred promptly decided that hisown time
shouldn't be wasted.

Without further hesitation, Fred |eft the Coffee Pot. He took rapid steps up to the street and |ooked
around to make sure Jm wasn't in sight. Crossing the street through the increasing drizzle, he reached a
doorway that showed dimly and paused there for alook back. Good judgment and bad had been tilting
in the balance, for as Fred turned, he saw Jm come from a passageway between two buildings on the
opposite side of the street. If im had arrived afew moments sooner, he would have seen Fred diding for
cover; in which case, Fred's smart move would not have been smart at al.

However, since he now rated as smart, Fred decided to play another hunch. He waited in his doorway
until IJm had gone down into the Coffee Pot; then let afull minutetick by. During that minute, Fred heard
acar pull away from what might have been aback street behind the Coffee Pot, but it was difficult to
judge the exact directions of soundsin thisarea of twisting streets.



Fred guessed, though, that the two tuxedoed men were taking Kay away in their car, unlessthey'd
managed to hail ataxi, which was unlikely, since he himself hadn't even seen one during hisfoot tour.
Then, at the minute's end, Fred's speculations switched suddenly to his own dilemma

The lightsin the Coffee Pot blanked out; then they flashed on again, gave afew blinks, asthough Jm
couldn't make up his mind whether to close the place or not. Before Fred could add this up, the lights
repeated their blinking process and Fred had gained the sum tota, without the aid of arithmetic.

Those flasheswereasignal!

They repeated again, the flashes, as Fred left his doorway and dodged rapidly along his side of the Strest,
intending to turn thefirst corner that he found. Back over his shoulder, he was sure that he saw adark
figure move from adoorway of itsown and copy his darting tactics. A corner wasin sight now and
caticornered across the street beyond it, Fred saw a strolling man turn and move back out of sight. That
man too could have spotted the blinks of Jm'slights.

Fred Blanding had summed those flashed sgndsin terms of himself. Jm must have seen the clock,
discovered that it was wrong and redlized that his one last customer might have intercepted the peculiar,
monotoned phone call. The voice's reference to strangers and urgent measures regarding them, was
something that Jim could be putting into practice on his own accord, with Fred asthe case in point.

Turning into the next street, Fred glanced across his shoulder and was sure he caught aflashlight's blink
from adrizzle-swept doorway. Looking ahead, he glimpsed what could have been an answering flash
from beyond some house steps up ahead. From that Fred Blanding gained the positive conviction that he
was being stalked in this odd neighborhood where he had never been before and now wished that he had
never come!

CHAPTER I1. AMONG THE SHADOWS

LIGHTS like bobbing fireflies kept flecking the misty rain as Fred continued his zigzag course. How
many there were, Fred couldn't estimate, but he was willing to concede that there were lessthan he
would ordinarily suppose. The reason was that Fred was turning every corner that he reached and the
corners were numerous. Unquestionably he was doubling back toward the Coffee Pot, hence the lights
were probably repeaters, whose path he had recrossed.

Nevertheess, Fred preferred these doubling tactics. They were the only device that might throw
followers off histrail. Fred had used such measures when prowling through Jap-infested jungles during
the War, and being hunted wasn't new to him. But Fred was tense because the circumstances were
strange; more S0, indeed, than they had been in strange lands.

What the consequences would beif these hunters caught up with him; how he should combat them if they
did - these were puzzling factors to Fred Blanding. Of one thing aone Fred was certain; from the very
nature of the hunt, the relay method the men were using, they would use swift slent attack, when they
caught up with him. Therefore, Fred was avoiding doorways and steps where watchers might be
concealed, for it was from such placesthat attack would come. The hunters weren't attempting to guard
the flashes of their lights; by that they could be goading Fred to seek, asrefuge, the very type of place
wheretheir pals might be waiting in ambush.

As herounded acorner, Fred saw alight truck swing into another street and he wished fervently that it
had continued in hisown direction. In that case, he could have flagged it down, jJumped in and urged the
driver to speed ahead. Reaching the corner where the truck had turned, Fred saw no sign of itstaillights
aong the street and therefore knew it must have sivung into aside aley, but he couldn't risk boxing



himsalf by trying to locate the truck. Instead, he kept along his own Street, made asudden turn at a
corner he encountered shortly, trusting to luck that he would encounter another car.

It was there that luck came squarely Fred'sway, such luck that he gave alight laugh at the expense of the
unknown men who were stalking him.

Coming along a street much like the one where Fred had stumbled into Jm's Coffee Pot, was a
patrolman, going his rounds, checking doorwaysin a habitua manner. Changing his gait to an easy strall,
Fred crossed the street openly, intending to meet the policeman when he turned from a doorway and
make some inquiries which could be turned into an excuse to accompany the cop along his best.

Fred timed it neatly, too neatly. He picked an innocent looking doorway, one that appeared to be the
deep entry of asmall gpartment building, up two steps. Fred had reached the curb when the patrolman
came turning from that doorway, stumbled for some unknown reason and pitched headlong toward the
sdewak, where Fred, with along dive, was able to partidly break hisfal. Rolling down the steps behind
him came the officer'shat. A moment later, Fred heard the clatter of metal, saw ashiny revolver bounce
down the steps. Then, came the dam of adoor that Fred couldn't see in the darkness as he looked up
from beside the sensdl ess patrolman.

Ingtinctively, Fred grabbed up the revolver, whedled about with it. The gun wasn't the cop's, hiswasin
his holster. Somebody had sugged the patrolman; that was apparent from the fact that he was hatless
when he pitched down the steps. That same somebody had al so tossed the revolver along and Fred, with
the gunin hisfist, wasredlizing that he was playing right into the trgp. Standing above the proneformin
blue, anybody would take Fred for the man who had dugged the officer.

Just then, with amogt perfect timing, the lights of acar svung down the street, catching Fred in their glare
asthey came from the corner. If Fred tried to stop that car, it would probably run him down, for the
evidencewas dl againgt him. It would look bad too, if he ducked for cover somewhere, but that was
about the only course open to him. At least he would keep hisidentity unknown and with the gun, he
would have a chanceto shoot it out with those other unknowns who were hunting for him. The thought
occurred to Fred that he might even be mistaken for one of them, which would be al the better.

Then, as Fred took aquick glance for adirection in which to dart, he was confronted by afigure cloaked
in black that seemed for dl the world to have materidized from the very shadows that were so thick
along thisrain-drenched street.

The Shadow!

Odd that the name should have sprung to Fred's lips, even though he did not utter it. For that wasthe
dread title by which this amazing personage was known to the very class of murderous gentry who had
been trying to close a cordon around Fred. Above the cloak that flowed from the limber, swift-moving
form, was adouch hat with downturned brim that concealed The Shadow's features except for his
burning eyes. Backing the sharpness of that challenging gaze were the blunt noses of two .45 automatics,
bulging from The Shadow's black-gloved figts.

Hewaswhirling in Fred's direction, The Shadow was, and his sweeping shoulder would have jolted Fred
headlong to the sdewalk, but for Fred's unlucky turn. Seeing The Shadow, Fred didn't redize the
cloaked fighter's purpose. Though appearances were al against Fred; The Shadow based his judgment
more on aman's actions. Anticipating immediate combat, it was The Shadow's plan to put Fred out of it
briefly, then appraise him later. But Fred didn't seeit that way. Taking The Shadow for one of his
enemies, perhapsthe leader of the gang, Fred lunged straight for him, dugging with the gift gun.

Fred's clout never reached The Shadow's head. A gloved fist found Fred's jaw with a back-hand



uppercut. With the added weight of an automatic, the blow lifted Fred clear acrossthe prostrate
patrolman, landing him beside the steps. Then, with the same whirl, The Shadow jabbed shots at the car
asitsdriver gaveit asudden, lurching spurt. Delayed by Fred's interference, The Shadow's shots were
too late to clip either the driver or aman beside him; but in their turn, they were unableto find The
Shadow when they returned hisfire. Spinning away, The Shadow ddivered aweird, taunting laugh that
he accompanied with echoing gun-shots as the car madly turned the corner.

Now, men with guns were springing from doorways, the same men who had been hounding Fred
Blanding, so shortly before. On hisfeet again, Fred didn't even see them, nor think about them. They
were flashing revolvers, aming them for The Shadow, whose big guns again spoke first. But The Shadow
was aso the object of Fred's mad attack and he was determined to Sug down the menace in black.

Not only did Fred ruin The Shadow's aim; he gave their mutua enemies adouble target. Even worse,
Fred branded himsdlf as one of The Shadow's foemen and was treated accordingly, though without
severe result. The Shadow didn't bother to waste bullets on agrappler. He performed a double-jointed
twigt, caught Fred's gun hand with a cross-stroke as it was swinging past him, and drove Fred's weapon
aswel ashisown back down upon Fred's head. With along stagger, Fred brought up against an iron
gate that gave as he encountered it, pitching him beyond a picket fence into somebody's abbreviated
front yard.

Wild shots barked from aong the street while The Shadow was settling Fred, but none found amark.
The Shadow's reverse spin, Fred's sudden redl, saved them from becoming targets. What was more,
those hasty gunners were something in the nature of apprentices, afact which The Shadow certified with
agniger, derisive laugh, as he swung to ded with them anew. Their amateur status was the thing that
saved them, for they didn't wait to blast it out with The Shadow. Satisfied that their bullets couldn't reach
him, they had fled for the corner after their first volley and were turning it when The Shadow took up
pursuit.

Only one man dared to defy The Shadow; that was Fred Blanding. Hisfall broken by the gate, Fred was
up again. Though groggy and with black spots swimming before his eyes, Fred had enough of what he
thought was presence of mind to aim at the largest of those floating patches. Even though his shotswould
probably be wild, Fred tugged at the gun trigger. The only result was aseries of clicks. The man who had
framed him by tossng him agun, had delivered Fred an empty.

Coming out through the gate, Fred found himsalf donein the street. From somewherein the distance
camethe bark of guns, the shriek of car brakes, theroar of starting motors. The Shadow was evidently
clearing the vicinity of trouble-makers, but that didn't occur to Fred. Out of hisjolted thoughts was
coming one recollection, that of adoorway from which adugged patrolman had sscumbled. Fred
recognized the door by the blot of blue that was sprawled in front of it. Stumbling there, he climbed the
steps, tried the door he found in the darkness.

The door gave. Fred shoved through and was promptly dugged by ahard blow on the head. A burly
man gathered him up, dragged him out through aback door into an aley that ended in awall. There, two
men had just finished loading atruck with an odd assortment of crates. Giving ahand to the man who had
brought Fred aong, they tossed their unconscious prisoner into the back of the truck and climbed in with
him while the burly man took the whed!.

The Shadow heard the rumble of that departing truck as he returned to the street where the patrolman
lay. He listened intently to the sound, traced it to the next corner, then heard it grow fainter, proving that it
had turned the other way. There was something reflective in The Shadow's whispered laugh as he
cloaked the brace of gunsthat he was holding in hisfists. Evidently his prime purpose here had been to
find that mystery truck. Now, with the quest ended, The Shadow brought the stunned patrolman to his



feet, worked him into a condition in which he could walk aong, though groggily, and steered him afew
blocks to the corner of an avenue. There, The Shadow literdly evaporated into darkness, dlong with a
fleeting laugh that attracted the attention of the driver of aprowl car. Stopping, the police car disgorged
two officersfrom its green body. They found the patrolman in a dazed condition stting on the steps of an
antique shop and took him dong with them.

Meanwhile, Fred Blanding, whose own mistaken notions had caused him to be forgotten by The
Shadow, was experiencing arougher ride in the truck asit reached the broad street that followed the
Hudson River waterfront. It wasn't bothering Fred at dl, for he was still unconscious from the doorway
wallop. Thetwo men in the back of the truck were bothered, however.

From their faces, that pair looked keen rather than tough and they weren't too well acquainted with this
territory. They were leaving the next move to the husky dugger who drove the truck. Pulling up besdea
deserted pier, the truck driver came from his seat, pushed hisway through past acrate and studied
Fred'sface with aflashlight.

"Still out,” said the driver. "That makesit easier. Load him with some of that junk metal and well dump
him. Makeit fast though, before the mob that worksthis part of the waterfront finds out we're pinning
something on them.”

The flashlight showed the faces of the other two men. Any nervousnessthey betrayed was on their own
account, not Fred's. They were something like the pair who had escorted the girl named Kay from Jm's
Coffee Pot. Their chief difference was that although they were well-dressed, they weren't wearing
tuxedoes.

"Theresonly onething,” oneman said. "Y ou're surethisisthe chap Jm said to get?'

"Who else could he be?' returned the truck driver. "He was coming over to talk to the copper that |
dugged.”

"Y ou are probably right," decided the other member of the well-dressed pair. "Anyway, it won't matter
too much if you arewrong. Thisfellow may know more than isgood for him and us. Take whatever isin
his pockets before we pitch him. That's the way a mob would work."

In the light, they went through Fred's pockets and one man came up with something that caused him to
givealow, short whigtle. In his pam, as he extended it, the fellow showed the disk with the black circle
that Fred had picked up from the floor of the Coffee Pot.

"What amistake we might have made!" the man said. "Check through hiswallet and find out who heis
and where he belongs. Maybe we can ddiver him there. WEll report the full story through to the Voice."

They not only learned Fred's name from the cardsin hiswallet; among other thingsin his pocket, they
found the key to hisroom at the Parkview Hotel. The truck headed in that direction while thetwo menin
back were replacing al theitemsin Fred's pockets including the peculiar black disk which marked him as
one of their number.

Thetides of fortune, good and bad, had toyed with Fred Blanding this night, eventualy bringing him back
to hisown port instead of sinking him at the bottom of the Hudson. Onetwist of circumstance had lost
Fred the aid which he should rightfully have gained from The Shadow; another had brought him

ass gance from the very group that intended to destroy him, the men who mistook him for amember of
their own band, the Black Circle.

CHAPTER I11. ONE MAN MISSING



FRED BLANDING awakened in the morning with athree-way headache. The worst of histriple pangs
came when he pressed his hand againgt hisjaw. The mere stroke of his fingers sent anguished messages
clear up to histemples, and he kept gritting his teeth while he shaved his chin. Fred didn't find it difficult to
recal how he had gotten that particular ache.

Somebody that Fred till vaguely termed The Shadow had met Fred chin first with aheavy fig. It must
have been asolid blow rather than a sharp jolt, otherwise it might have broken Fred'sjaw. Fred
remembered that the blow had made his head fed like amass of rivets, jarring loose. Something certainly
had gone loose, probably Fred's wits, or he wouldn't have acted as stupidly as he had.

The stupid part was his second attack on The Shadow. His recollection of that event came from an
incessant throb located about three inches above hisright eye. From the way that The Shadow had
ripped gunfire at their enemies dong the street, Fred should have redized that he had been treated rather
tenderly by the fighter in the black cloak. In coming back for more, Fred had gotten what he deserved,
but he was willing to concede that the clout that had sent him through the gate, was enough to make him
groggy. Trying to shoot The Shadow with an empty gun was another mark of stupidity and Fred was
now very glad that the gun had been empty.

The pinnacle of Fred'sfolly was hisinvasion of the darkened doorway. Right now, he couldn't remember
athing that happened after that, but the third ache, in the back of his head, was proof enough that
something had happened. Asfor any doubts that Fred might now be holding asto The Shadow's
sincerity, that last experience abolished them. The Shadow had gone before Fred entered the doorway,
s0 he couldn't have played apart in the fina episode.

Fred next began to wonder who had brought him back to the hotel and how. Looking at hiswatch he
saw that it was nine o'clock, so he decided to go down to breakfast and inquire on the way. At the desk,
Fred nodded affably to the clerk, then broke theice by saying:

"Funny thing, last night. Guess | was celebrating too heavily after my trip into New Y ork. | don't
remember how | got back here. Hope | didn't make any trouble when | camein.”

The clerk favored Fred with an indulgent smile.

"The night man would have reported it if you had,” the clerk said. "Probably some of your friends brought
you in and took you up to the room. They usudly do."

Buying anewspaper, Fred went into breakfast, trying to picture what it would have been likeif The
Shadow had shown up and brought him back to the hotel. That certainly would been something for the
night man to report.

The newspaper hadn't aword to say about any shootings in Greenwich Village. It didn't occur to Fred
that the news wouldn't have made the columns of a morning newspaper unlessit had been sensationd
enough to prove stop-press stuff. So Fred finished his ham and eggs with the notion that sncethiswasa
nice morning, some fresh air would do him good, particularly in the general areawhere he had been the
night before. A return tour by daylight, certainly could not prove very sinister.

It didn't take long for Fred to find the spot where he had first ventured into the maze of darkened Streets.
Threading hisway through the same area, he now noticed the street Signs and was intrigued by the way
they confused theissue. At places one street seemed to run into another while othersturned cornersin a
most curious fashion. Fred was studying the streets too, and though by day they |ooked somewhat
different, their amilarity was such asto leave them practicdly indistinguishable by night.

There were half a dozen basement stores that resembled Jm's Coffee Pot, but none of them were lunch



rooms. They weretailor shops, laundriesor thelike. Asfor iron fences with pint-sized yards behind
them, there were too many for Fred even to guess which gate he had jarred loose. The same applied to
apartment doorways, up two or three steps.

In this daylight tour, Fred kept coming out at Sheridan Square, which wasn't surprising because more
than half a dozen Streets converged there. It was very close to the corner of Fourth and Tenth Streets, so
Fred couldn't quite calculate the exact position of the Square. The other streets had names instead of
numbers and Fred discovered that although the Seventh Avenue Subway had a station at Sheridan
Square, it answered to the name of Christopher Street, while the avenue above the subway was cdled
Seventh Avenue South. This having nothing to do with what he was after, Fred went into a drug store
and looked in the telephone Red Book for the listing of Jim's Coffee Pot. No such name was there.

There were some cabs parked near the subway station. Fred got into one and told the driver that he
wanted to find Jm's Coffee Pot. They rode around through al the streets that Fred had paced on foot,
but neither Fred nor the driver could spot Jm's place. They finally stopped to inquire of apassing letter
carrier. Themail man just shook hishead and said:

"Never heard of the place.

Fred dipped his thumb and finger into hisvest pocket to bring out the brass disk with the black circle. He
had carefully put it in that pocket so it wouldn't get mixed with his change. The pocket proved empty,
even when Fred turned it inside out. So that settled the question. The whole thing was just a crazy dream.
Fred didn't doubt that he'd cracked his head against something, while walking around in the dark, but it
was odd that it should have produced such a peculiar pattern of recollections.

"If you want," the cabby was suggesting, "we can ask acop if he'sever heard of this Coffee Pot. Those
places kind of come and go, herein the Village. How long ago was it you were there?'

"A long while ago," replied Fred. "Longer than | thought, | suppose. Don't bother looking any more.
Drive me over to the Parkview."

At the hotd, Fred saw that the meter was close to the two dollar mark, so he decided to add some
change to acouple of hills. Bringing coins from his change pocket, he began to sort them, then stopped
abruptly. Among the nickelsthat he was about to give the cab driver was a brass token with ablack
circleasits centra band.

Clutching the token tightly in hishand, Fred went into the hotdl, histhoughtsin an utter whirl. That token
of the Black Circle couldn't possibly have gotten in with hismoney, unless some person had transferred it
there. Thrusting the token away, Fred pulled out hiswallet, began looking through his cards. Always,
Fred kept those cardsin regular order; now they were disarranged. It was dawning on Fred that
somebody had been through al his pockets and had put everything back.

Only onething could account for such courtesy. That wasthe disk with the black circle. Themeninthe
vanished Coffee Pot had spoken of Kay's "marker" asimportant. The watchers who had spotted Fred at
Jm'ssigna must have been in league with the tuxedoed pair. Kay had admitted that she was quitting
something and the marker was connected with it. Therefore it struck home to Fred that the brass token
must be the identifying emblem of some secret organization.

TheBlack Circlel

That very name was logical and appropriate, considering Fred's adventures. Now, through asmple
piecing together of the facts, Fred Blanding could understand the matter of his safe return to the hotel.
Members of the Black Circle had found the token on him; had mistaken him for one of their own. Luck



had come Fred's way; the question now was how long it would last.

Warily, Fred glanced about the hotel |obby, wondering if a secret cordon had again begun to form about
him. A man was ddivering astack of evening newspapers and Fred gave the fdlow a careful survey,
wondering if he might be aspy. For Fred hadn't forgotten the peculiarly mechanical words of the voice
that he had heard across the telephone at the now mysterious Coffee Pot.

"If any strangers are present,” the V oice had said, " check on them thoroughly and report in full
tomorrow."

Thiswas tomorrow and by now the reportswould al bein. Dawdling near the newsstand, Fred watched
the ddlivery man leave, then glanced at the papers as an excuse for staying where he was. Then, Fred
was dectrified by apicture on the front page of the evening sheet that seemed to loom right out of the
columns and jump up to hiseyes.

It was aportrait of the girl Fred had seen in Jim's Coffee Pot!

Above the picture was a heading: "Deeth Believed Suicide.” Below was a caption bearing the name:
"Kay Kemore." Tossng anickel on the stand, Fred thrust the newspaper under hisarm, gave aworried
glance about and hurried up to hisroom. There he ran through the details of the girl's death.

It wasthe usua sort of story. Kay Kelmore had been despondent according to her friends. Thismorning
she had been found dead in her gpartment with a haf-empty bottle of deeping tablets beside her. Wl
known in society circles, Kay had played an active part in swanky parties and her death was quoted asa
"shock" to al personsthat the newspaper had interviewed.

It was ashock to Fred, too. It established asfact dl of last night's adventures aong with the menace that
lay behind them. Now the thought that was throbbing through Fred's headaches was the manner of Kay's
departure from the Coffee Pot. The way she had sagged between the two men had reminded Fred of
dead weight. No wonder the girl had gone heavy. She was dead when they dragged her out!

Those last two cups of coffee had done the work too soon. Fred remembered now how Jim had served
him from another pot. Naturally Jm hadn't wanted a stranger to go to deep on the premises. HEd given
Fred ordinary coffee, rather than furnish aclueto the fact that Kay's cups were doped. True, the Black
Circle had tried to digpose of Fred moreforcibly, later on; but that was after he had | eft the Coffee Pot,
the place that had vanished as thoroughly as though someone had rubbed an Aladdin’'s Lamp!

Thumbing through the newspaper, Fred tried to find something that would link with Kay's degth. He
discovered that the police were till investigating the thefts of valuable bonds, prized antiques and even
some rare postage stamps, al from the homes of weslthy people. But that was too usua to interest Fred;
such things were dways in the news. It was when he came back to the front page that Fred discovered
what he wanted.

Under the head " Police Hunt Gun-Toting Sluggers,” Fred discovered that some typica waterfront
quarrels had dopped inward asfar as Greenwich Village. Apparently some hunted member of a dock
mob had been pursued from hisusua haunts until friendsintervened in hisbehdf. Early inthefray, a
patrolman had been dugged and had been found later by a police car that was investigating the running
gunfire. All of the participants had fled, however, before the law arrived.

Two front page stories and both were wrong. Kay Kelmore wasn't asuicide; she had been murdered.
Those weren't dock fighters who had staged the battle; they were friends of avery respectable looking
pair of men who wore tuxedoes and a fake lunch room owner who called himself Jm. All were under
ordersfrom aV oice who spoke as though giving English lessonsto foreigners. Kay's death linked with



the other story and the link wasin the form of abrass disk with ablack ring that stood for aBlack Circle
which the Voice controlled.

All thisrevolved around Fred Blanding and the sooner he became the missing factor in the case, the
better. Tossing the newspaper in his suitcase, Fred began to pack, listening as he did. He thought that he
heard sounds outside his door; stealing there, he opened the door suddenly, took a quick look down the
hall. Fred was sure that he saw another door shut across the way. Finding that his own door closed
dowly, because of amechanica retarder, Fred gave it a hedlthy dam, then returned to his packing.

Almost immediatdly, Fred overheard guarded footstepsin the hal. He finished his packing, picked up the
bag and strode to the door, opening it with asudden clatter. Again, Fred spotted the shutting door across
the way and thistime, he played smart. Holding his own door wide, Fred released it. A big spring began
to swing it shut, but dowly, because of the retarder. Keeping to the hallway carpet, Fred gained aturnin
the corridor by the time his door had dammed, then stole down the tower stairway to the floor below.
Taking an eevator, hetold the operator to send his bag out to the door; that he was stopping in the

bal cony writing room. Coming down to the lobby afew minuteslater, Fred checked out and paid his bill
without attracting much attention, since he didn't have his bag with him.

Riding uptown in acab, Fred was confident that he had stolen amarch on the Black Circle, though it
probably wouldn't be long before they discovered that they were watching an empty room. But when
Fred consdered informing the police, his thoughts were very brief on that score. Any story that Fred
might have to tell would evaporate like Jim's Coffee Pot. Fred couldn't expect anyoneto beieve that he
had seen Kay Kemorein aplace that didn't exist. That wasthe vicious part of the scheme that had been
maneuvered by the equally vicious Black Circle. Any suspicion that Kay's death was murder, could not
be traced back to the place where it happened. Asfor the token in Fred's pocket and the Voice that he
had heard across the telephone, they too would mean nothing without the Coffee Pot to prove their
story.

Fred's only plan now wasto class himsdf among the missing, which he was sure the Black Circle had
intended him to be until they had mistaken him for amember of their clan. To be missing in New Y ork,
the best ideawould be to use another name and stay where the most people were dways coming and
going. That would aso enable Fred to learn what he could regarding murder and be ready to tell his story
when he knew that he could back it up.

For hisnew resdence, Fred took the largest hotdl that he could find in the vicinity of Times Square.
There, he looked like any of ahundred other guests: ayoung man in histwenties, of dightly handsome
appearance, stocky in build and salf-possessed in manner. As such, Fred felt that he could carry the
burden of being the only personin New Y ork who even suspected the existence of the Black Circleand
might therefore be able to search out its secret.

Onthat point, Fred Blanding flattered himself. He might be the only outsider who carried one of the
mysterious brass tokens, but he hadn't probed into the ways of the Black Circleitself, except by
accident. There was someone e se who had progressed further and might well outrace Fred in his quest,
even to establishing the death of Kay Kelmore as murder.

That person was actudly in Fred's mind, but only as an unknown factor in the case. At least Fred was
promising himself that should they meet again, he would make sure that they were on the same side.

Fred Blanding was thinking in terms of The Shadow.

CHAPTER IV. THE SHADOW'STHEORY



WHEN The Shadow traveled by day, he usudly preferred the identity of Lamont Cranston, acomplete
contrast to hisnocturna self. As Cranston, he was anything but the swift, phantomesque shape that glided
in and out of murderous affairs, striking down those who would do traffic in such. For Lamont Cranston,
wedthy New Y ork club man, was agentleman who made an art of leisure, claiming that the only reason
hisfamily crest lacked the motto "Do-Nothing" was because he wastoo lazy to haveit inscribed there.

There were times when Cranston could be prodded into activity, provided he did not consider it work,
and his chief prodder was Police Commissioner Ralph Weston. For years, Weston had been amember
of the exclusive Cobalt Club, whose members reminded him of alot of dried mummiesrattling around in
an oversized sarcophagus, purely because Cranston belonged there, preferring it as aplace where
nobody ever bothered him. Hence Weston, whenever puzzled by a peculiarly non-crackable case, could
awaysfind Crangton at the Cobdt Club and whet his curiogty into suggesting some solution to crime's
current riddle.

Not that Weston credited Cranston with being amaster of deduction; far from it. The commissioner
smply termed hisfriend aman with an uncluttered mind, which enabled him to give acasua and often
vauable dant on some complex Stuation.

This noon, Weston was harping upon what had lately become hisfavorite theme, a series of Sartling
robberies that had been engineered with lightning speed, leaving thunderous rumbles from the victims,
nothing more. At each meeting with Cranston, Weston had another of these outrages to report, but
Cranston had shrugged them off in hisidle fashion. Weston had gathered though, that what Cranston
wanted was tangible evidence, so today the commissioner was summing the casesto make them
impressive.

"In every instance," Weston was saying, "the criminals moved straight to their objective. They stole the
portraitsthat Roya Croft was sending to the Municipa Gallery, the very day he wasto ship them, though
he'd only bought them at auction aweek before. They waked right into the offices of Pettigrew,
Montague and Tremont, the day the vice-presdent of the Independent Shipping Lineswas delivering a
hundred thousand dollars worth of negotiable bonds that he had taken from the vault that very morning.

"The crimina s were wearing masks on that occason and they disguised themsdvesin the same fashion
when they raided the North I and Beach Club and made the guests give up their jewels. The big haul
there was the collection of rubies and sapphires brought over by the Rgjah of Baapore. They were being
displayed to raise fundsto help hisindependent state fight for freedom against United India. But they
didn't need masks, the time they stole the murals from the new Video Building, the day before it

opened.”
Cranston gave aweary nod.

"I know dl about the murals, commissioner,” he said. "They were supposed to be removed because they
were controversia. Juan de Vegas, who painted them, gave them thetitle of ‘One World' but made the
mistake of putting Moscow in the center and painting the names of al the countriesin red. Only they
weren't supposed to go out until the next morning. The crooks came early and posed as the moving men.
But those muras were arocious from an artistic standpoint, anyway. That annoyed me more than their

imaginary symbolism.”

"They were vaued at better than a hundred thousand dollars," declared Weston, "and that iswhat
matters most. We a so have another unsolved crime on our books. | refer to the theft of the postage
sampsthat Audrey Cartwright bought up at auction. They were the finest collection of inverted centersin
exisence and they were stolen from his penthouse the very day he was to show them to the committee
from the Philatelic Society.”



Pausing, Weston watched for Cranston's reaction. Upon the straight lipsthat fitted Cranston's masklike
features, the commissioner saw the dight waver of asmile. Whether it expressed Crangton's disregard for
postage stamps, or some secret pleasure a the commissioner's dilemma, Weston didn't know. Hoping
that at least he could ruffle Cranston, Weston delivered the brusque verdict:

"It's probably beyond your thinking faculties, Crangton. | have heard you claim that deductive measures
are superior to the hit and miss methods of the law. Here is your chance to prove your point, before we
prove ours. Put on your thinking cap for awhile. | have some business with Inspector Cardona.”

Weston was referring to a stocky, swarthy man who had just entered the grill room of the Cobalt Club.
Inspector Cardona gave Cranston a poker-faced glance, accompanying it with anod; then sat down to
chat with the commissioner. Comparing Joe Cardonawith Ralph Weston, Cranston continued to smile,
as he aways did when he studied this pair.

They were an utter contrast, those two. Cardona, with his haf-lowered eyelids and constant dead pan,
gave theimpresson that he was watching al that happened and weighing it along with secret knowledge
that he aready possessed. Weston, firm-jawed, pompous, brusque to the tips of his short-clipped
mustache, aways acted as though bluster could accomplish things. Both could get resultsin their own
way, but anyone who tried to copy their tactics would swing like a pendulum, arriving nowhere, Cranston
felt that it would be better to remain at a dead center than to waver between such extremes.

"Let's haveit, ingpector," opened Weston. "Which of those robberies have you cracked and how does it
link up with the rest?"

"I'm on another case," returned Cardona, bluntly. "Y ou'll haveto cal headquartersfor reports on those
others. I've been checking on this Kelmore suicide.”

Weston shrugged asthoughit didn't interest him.
"It waskind of unusud,”" perdsted Cardona. "'For one thing, the girl didn't leave any note."
"Why should she?' demanded Weston. "Thereisn't any rulerequiring it."

" She was the sort who should have," Joe declared. "I've been talking to six peoplewho all say they were
her best friend. They base their claims on the | etters she sent them. Kay Kemore was dways dashing of f
|etters to suit every mood. She never could make up her mind whether she waslliterary or dramatic.”

"What hasthat to do with a suicide note?'
"Shewouldn't have let her last chanceride,” replied Cardona. "1 know thetype. But dl sheleft wasthis.”

Cardona plunked asmal round bottle on the table. It wasfilled half way with deeping tablets that formed
agtack inddetheglass.

"So she becametired of life," decided Weston, "and tried away out to seeif it would work. She wasn't
thinking about letters.”

"Shewrote those letters,” said Cardona, "whenever shefelt despondent and particularly when she
couldn't deep. She said so in them; even called them her cure. None of those best friends know of
anything that would have caused her to change so suddenly.”

Weston picked up the bottle; tapped it on the table.

"What was the medical examiner'sreport?' he queried. "Did he attribute desth to an over-dose of



these?'
Cardona nodded.

"Then, that settlesit,” was Weston's decision. ™Y ou'd better get back on those robberies, ingpector. |
don't care much for your hunches, but you're welcome to play them there, snce nobody else has any
theories - not even Cranston.”

As he spoke, Weston laid the bottle aside. Cranston picked it up, glanced casually at the label. Then:

"Thisisanew brand, commissioner,” Cranston said. "1 understood they would soon be on the market.
They've decreased the opiate in these tablets by about fifty percent.”

Weston's eyebrows gave an inquiring raise.

"A medical society recommendation,” stated Cranston. "It was too easy to take an over-dose. Two or
three pills wouldn't produce a quick enough effect, so somebody would swallow a couple more and have
ahard time coming out of it."

"Kay Kemore must have taken adozen," decided Weston, gauging the half-filled bottle. "That ought to
be enough to kill anybody, even with the lighter dose.”

"No doubt,"” said Crangton, camly. Then, turning to Cardona: "Do you have the examiner's report,
ingpector?’

"Not with me," replied Cardona, "but | can get it."

"Givehisofficeacdl," suggested Cranston. "Seeif you can get an estimate asto the total dosage of the
opiate taken by Kay Kelmore, in terms of grams.”

Cardonareturned in afew minutes, bringing adip of paper on which he had noted the figures. He handed
it to Cranston who compared it with the label on the bottle.

"That settlesit,” affirmed Crangton. "There aren't enough pillsin this entire bottle to account for the total
of gramsin the medical report. Kay Kelmore was murdered.”

Cardona grabbed for the bottle as though he expected to find the murderer's signature on the label. Then,
Joe asked:

"Y ou mean this bottlewas ablind?'

"That ismy opinion,” replied Cranston. "1've had my suspicions on these deeping tablet desthsfor along
time. It would be al too easy to feed a person an over-dose of opiate found in them, then plant a
half-empty bottle to mark the case as suicide. Thistime the mark wasn't overshot by far. They gave Kay
Kemore about the amount of dope found in adozen old-style pills. Only they bought the wrong sort of
bottle to go with their game. They got the new kind."

Cardona gave Weston ablunt stare.
"Y ou want meto give this out, commissoner?'

"Why not?' returned Weston. " The more people who know it, the less chance that anyone will try this
style of murder. Killersdon' like to frame a suicide scene that may be questioned. Maybe some of Kay
Kedmoresfriendswill do aquick scramble out of town when the news strikes. Then, you'll have your

suspects, inspector.”



That brought anod of agreement from Cardona.

"And besides," added Weston, with aknowing smile, "it will spread alot of print on the front pages, all
giving the law due credit. That will allow Cranston awhile longer to ponder over the mysterious robberies
that seem to have nonplussed him."

"I'm through pondering, commissioner,” put in Crangton. "I believe | dready havethe key."

"Quite remarkable, Cranston,” returned Weston, "considering that you were analyzing an entirely different
subject, the murder of Kay Kelmore.™

"That murder,”" said Cranston significantly, "happens to be the exact key | mean.”
Weston's stare went blank, but Cardona's narrowed eyes showed understanding.

"The key may fit," agreed Joe. "The thing that was bothering me about the suicide anglewasthe girl's
own motive. People who take out their moodsiin | etters, don't take things out on themsalves. Besides,
Kay Kelmore had alot to livefor."

"Or diefor."

Cranston's eyes were steady as he made that calm reply. Puzzled, Cardonatried to cover his quandary
by becoming explicit.

"Kay was getting agood time out of life," Cardonasaid. "Her friendsare al agreed on that. Shewasin
with the right people, dways getting invitations to house parties, yacht cruises, dinner dances, and other
fancy afars”

"Y ou might check on those," suggested Crangton, "and find out, specificaly, if Kay Kelmore happened to
be at some of those places where the robberies occurred. Before the robberies were pulled off, | mean.”

Cardonas eyes narrowed in their receptive style. From their ook, Joe was redlly absorbing what
Cranston had said. It was Weston who bowled into the theme, in hisusud brisk way.

"Y ou have something, Crangton!" the commissioner exclaimed. "I takeit that you believe Kay Kelmore
could have been the inside person who paved the way for those robberies?'

"They must have had somebody on theinside,” replied Cranston. " Such people sometimes begin to know
too much, or refuse to play adong with the dangerous game in which they are too deeply involved. That's
when something islikely to happen to them.”

Pausing, Cranston arose, gave aleisurely sweep of hisarm, asthough dismissing the subject and leaving it
in the hands of the law. As his parting words, Cranston added:

"We know that something happened to Kay Kemore."

"There's only one thing more, Crangton,” called Weston. " Suppose Kay Kelmore was mixed up in the
robberies. What has happened to dl the stolen goods?”

"You'l find that out,” Cranston called back, "after you find the person who stole them. Kay Kelmore's
deeth may have given you the lead. Why not follow it?’

Commissioner Weston spent the next haf hour in conference with Inspector Cardona. Asthey were
leaving through the foyer of the Cobalt Club, Weston glanced into the library and saw Cranston there,
Sitting across a chessboard from an owl-faced man who answered to the name of Rutledge Mann. In



businesslife, Mann was an investment broker, who handled Cranston's Wall Street dedlings. Why
Crangton should be wasting time playing such asilly game as chess with such a stodgy chap, was beyond
Weston's comprehension.

What Weston didn't know - or guess - was that Mann served as Cranston's contact with agroup of very
capable men who acted as agents for amysterious personage known as The Shadow. The conference
that Weston had held with Cardona, was being outmatched by an undertoned conversation that was
passing across the chess board.

Lamont Cranston was e aborating his theory to Rutledge Mann, so that it could be sent ong to others
who could follow through with the essential detail work that would either provethe case or causeit to be
abandoned. Theweight of past experience was strongly initsfavor. For the theory that Cranston had
voiced, belonged to The Shadow.

Usudly such theories stood the test.
CHAPTER V. PAWNSIN THE GAME

PINNING crime on the right people was difficult in Manhattan, because often the right people were very
wrong. That rule gpplied in particular to Speed Devlin and his closest group of friends. Many people
knew Speed Devlin, but few knew him well. Those who did were wrong guys, like Speed himself.

Speed Devlin lived in avery modern gpartment afew steps from Park Avenue. He had acquired the

gpartment by flashing abig bank roll a the proper time, but had proven rather stingy when it cameto
peeling money from that roll. However, Speed's supply of cabbage was never limited. He dways had
ways of replenishing it, such as selling phoney ticketsto the Irish Sweepstakes, or taking over

out-of -towners by working modern derivations of the old gold brick game.

Such measures, however, were rather painful to Speed Devlin. He preferred direct methods with quick
results. Speed's mind ran to primitive devices like stick-ups and bank robberies, but he preferred to give
them atouch of elegance. There was nothing crude about Speed Devlin, ever. Show him how to cover
up acrime and he would go through with it. Speed was aways on the lookout for such assgnments and
lately he had been getting more than his share of them.

Nevertheless, Speed Devlin didn't look happy. His sharp featured face showed the wrong sort of asmile,
the kind that curled his upper lip too much and gave histeeth thelook of hungry fangs. For another thing,
Speed's face |ooked too sallow, but that might have been blamed on daylight, to which hewas but little
accustomed. Noon was too early an hour for Speed to rise, which was probably why his marcelled hair
gppeared unkempt, lacking its smooth-flowing wave.

Attired in a purple dressing gown, Speed was pacing the living room of his gpartment between sipsof a
Whiskey Sour. Meanwhile he was pouring out his anger and the principal recipient of it was Stick
Stickney. He was a blunt-faced gentleman who looked several degrees tougher than the other visitors
who were draped on chairs and couches, though they were by no means soft in appearance.

"A whole string of perfect crimes,” snarled Speed, "and what do we have to show for it? Nothing, except
what we got from the odd lot of sparklers that we grabbed when we were after the big stuff at the North
Idand Beach Club. Those rubies and sapphires that the rgjah sent there might just aswell have been a
bag of agate marbles belonging to some kid. They weren't worth their weight in glass.”

Speed's eyes were digplaying something of aglassy stare as he fixed them on Stick, who gave a shrug of
his broad shoulders,



"Don't blameit on me," said Stick. "I didn't say to go after those rocks. The Voicedid.”

"Y ou were supposed to fence them," stated Speed. "Maybe that's the trouble. Probably you're dedling
with alot of smdl fry who are afraid to peddle anything that calsfor big dough.”

"Ask some of the boys." Stick winked. "They'll tell you | went to the right places.”
Muitters of confirmation came from the group that surrounded Stick. Thus encouraged, Stick added:
"I never had no trouble fencing stuff before.”

"Y ou were handling rather unusua goods,” reminded Speed. Y ou may have picked good places, but
maybe the people who run them don't know how to judge that kind of stuff.”

"Yeah?' gruffed Stick. "Take those portraits, to start with." Stick tapped a blunt thumb with his other
forefinger. "1 can get rid of dl you get me, provided they ain't phoney - but thislot was. Asfor the bonds’
- he tapped ablocky finger - "they're what they cdl negligible -"

"Negotiable," corrected Speed. "Yes, I'll admit the securities were counterfeit.”

"Good," sad Stick, moving aong to another finger. "The same goesfor the rubies. | peddied the other
sparklersthat you snatched with them, didn't 1? That proves the fence knows real rocks when he sees
them. Those muriels' - disdainfully, Stick flipped histhird finger - "they were copiestoo and lousy at thet.
Any kid could have faked them. But the postage slamps' - Stick cameto hisfind finger - "they were

"What do you mean by nest?"

"They were supposed to be printed wrong,” explained Stick. "One color around the outside, the border,
they cdl it; in the middle, apicture of an airplanein adifferent color, but printed upside down by
accident. | took them to a stamp dealer who got in wrong once for handling fake stuff, so | thought he'd
be glad to peddle the McCoy for a change.

"Y ou know what he did? He put those stamps up against an ultra-violet light, the way the Feds do with
evidence. It showed they were phoney; | saw it for myself. Somebody had cut the centers out of ordinary
stamps and pasted them back upside down. It'sthe kind of work that has to be done under a
microscope because they make the cut at adant and they use white of egg for the paste-up. 1t won't
show, unlessyou use the specid light.”

Convinced by Stick's summary, Speed stepped over to the radio, which was ddlivering classicd music,
and twisted the did angrily. He tuned in on a newscast which was discussing boxing bouts of the night
before. As his companions listened attentively, Speed interrupted the radio with adightly pleasant snarl.

"Onething we can give oursaves credit for," declared Speed. "We were dl at the fightslast night,
dumming around with alot of headquarters flycops and some precinct lieutenants. So they won't be
including usin any roundup over that shooting down in the Village. That will leave usfreeto operate as

"Yeah," put in Stick. "If we've got anything to operate for. But | suppose if anything does come dong, it
will be another of those bum steers.”

"Maybe they're not so bum," snapped Speed. "Y ou've got to admit the jobs are easy. The Voice,
whoever heis, sure gets the dope on where and how to make the hauls. These bad breaks can't last
forever. Besides-"



"Hash!" The word came sharply from the news commentator and Speed swung toward the radio. "The
police have uncovered amystery in the death of society girl Kay Kelmore! Latest report hasit that she
was amurder victim; not asuicide. Seegping pills were planted to cover up the crime. Where was Kay
Kemore before she was brought home to her gpartment last night? What could she have told that would
disclose the reason behind her death?’

Noting that his companions were quite agog, Speed reached over and snapped off theradio. Then:

"Our dibis il stland," announced Speed. "Right now they're better than ever. I'm beginning to guesswhy
the Voice said wed like the fights last night and told me to make sure that plenty of people saw us
there”

The faces around Speed showed surprise.

"Yes, it was on account of the Voice that we went," continued Speed. "When | read about that gun stuff
inthe Village, | figured it was the reason why. The V oice had something he wanted settled and told his
under-cover boysto handleit. Meanwhile he wanted usto be safely out of the way."

"You mean," queried Stick, "that the VVoice has his own crew of hoods?"

"Operatives would be a better term," returned Speed. "He must have them, or how would we find the
route cleared for every job we pull? It's been like clock-work so far, which meansthat the VV oice must
have some deluxe gents working on hisside. Maybe afew glamour girls, too, like thisKay Kelmore. It's
kind of a coincidence that she should get written off right after that shooting last night. Or am | wrong?”

Stick replied with anod which the other men copied. Then, Stick voiced an opinion in hisblunt style.

"l getit,” said Stick. "The Kelmore dame was trying to quit. But she couldn't have blabbed to the
coppers, or they'd have known it was murder in the first place. Maybe there's somebody else mixed up
intheded."

"If thereis," assured Speed, "the VVoice will know -"

A telephone jangled an interruption and the whole group became tense. Three rings of the phone bell;
then abrief pause, after which the ringing began again. As Speed stepped over to the telephone, his

companions exchanged whispers:
"TheVoica"

Over the wire came a precise tone, so clearly enunciated that Speed's companions, gathering close,
could catch the words dmost as plainly as Speed himsdif.

"Congratulations,”" spokethe Voice. "l said to keep in the clear and | am pleased that my instructions
were followed. | am ready now for an accounting.”

"You won' get any,” retorted Speed, "'s0 you can take back those congratul ations. Those postage
stamps were the phonus balonus, like the other stuff we grabbed.”

"That istoo bad," came the mechanicd tone. "l shdl investigate the Situation.”
"Y ou'd better do more than investigate,” argued Speed. "We're not sticking our necks out much longer.”

"That would aso be too bad," spoke the VVoice. "It would be unwise to cease the work that we have
begun. We have both invested too much time and trouble to quit this enterprise before we show an actua



profit.”
"That's what you think," challenged Speed, "but suppose we think different? What would happen then?"
"I would not know," wasthe Voicesreply. "Why not ask the police what they would do about it."

The monotone sounded more like an assertion than a question. Taking it asaveiled threat, Speed made a
savage gesture asif to dash the telephone onits cradle and end the conversation. Thinking better of it, he
eased his voice into a smooth tone.

"Y ou wouldn't gain anything by letting ustake arap,” declared Speed. "Y ou need us, or you wouldn't
have tipped me off about staging the dibi Stuff last night. | takeit that something special was going on.”

"That iscorrect.”

"Something maybe that might have to do with these jobs going sour?”
"Such could be the case.”

"Y ou wouldn't be naming names,” urged Speed. "Or would you?!

A pause. Then, in dowly enunciated words, the voice stated:

"Thereisaman to watch for. If he can befound, hold him until | decide what shall be donewith him. |
shdl spell out hisname: F-R-E-D B-L-A-N-D-I-N-G."

Speed was writing down the name. Ashedid, he put theinquiry:
"What about this Blanding guy? How does he figure?"

There was a pause, so long that Speed thought the V oice had |eft the other end of the wire. Then, came
thetone again, totaly emotionless asit stated:

"He may be working for The Shadow."

Freezing at the telephone, Speed saw petrified looks register on the faces of his crew. Slowly, Speed's
hand was drifting downward; the telephone was a the level of his shoulder when the Voicefinished.

"Remember, we are partners,” the Voice declared. "'If one should forget; the other would have right to
any sort of redress he might choose." There was a pause, alowing those words to sink home. Then:
"Another enterpriseisin readiness,” the VVoice added. "Full detailswill be given by tomorrow.”

Therewasthe click of areceiver, proving that the V oice had finished the cal. Dropping the telephone,
Speed forced alaugh as he turned to his companions.

"Wadll, that explainsit,”" declared Speed. "The Shadow has been mooching in on these dedls, planting
phoney stuff instead of real. That's why we've been getting stuck.”

"And maybe well get stuck worse" put in Stick, "if The Shadow ever catches up with us.™
That brought mutters of agreement from the rest of the group, to which Speed gave asilencing snarl.

"The Shadow hasn't caught up with the Voice," argued Speed. "What's more, it's a safe bet hesworrying
about the Voice - not us. The Shadow knows these jobs are fixed so they move like clock-work and he
wants to know what makes them tick. How do we count?" Speed gave areasonably convincing shrug.



"Were only thefall guyswho are getting away with the junk The Shadow has unloaded on us.”

Speed Devlin could be a persuasive speaker when he warmed to atheme and he was warming to one
right now. Stick Stickney and the rest were still too upset to see through the coating of bravado that
spurred Speed's arguments. Working on the rule of salling himsalf to sell others, Speed added point to
point without andyzing his own theory; hence by the time he was finished, it would stand asfact in his
ownmind.

"ThisKelmore girl knew what was going on," stated Speed. "' She belonged to the Voice's smart set. She
was |etting it out to somebody and the Voice findly tagged her. Now he knowswho the link was: this
fellow named Fred Blanding. So hetells usto watch for the guy and that'sfair enough.

"Meanwhile, without the Kelmore girl being around to spot the next dedl, the Voiceisgiving us quick
service, so we can beat The Shadow to the haul. That means real dough for a change, so why should you
guysworry? If it's on account of The Shadow, forget it. Weve got the Voice on our side - aslong aswe
Say on his”

In substance, Speed was practicaly repegting the same threst that the Voice had uttered, where the
subject of partners was concerned. Coming from Speed, the listenerstook it with gpproving nods.
Particularly Stick, when Speed's sharp glance sivung in hisdirection.

"Speed isright,” nodded Stick. "One thousand percent. The Voice is aways a couple of jumps ahead.
The way he dways pdlls out names shows how careful heisto get things straight. So let's scram and
leaveit to Speed to tell uswhen the Voiceisready for the next job."

Speed'sfollowersfiled out, leaving him gazing from the window, the sunlight glistening on his gorgeous
dressing gown. Speed could afford to let hislips betray ascoffing smile, for high noon was not thetime
when he might expect to receive The Shadow asacaler.

Perhaps that smile would have widened, had Speed Devlin redlized that The Shadow, far from having
intercepted the genuine treasures, as yet knew nothing regarding the bogus goods that had replaced them.
Speed might have relished the humor of The Shadow being on atrail so fasethat it was practically no
tral at all.

Contrarily, such knowledge might have sobered Speed Devlin, for it would have proven hisown
ignorance. The truth stood that Speed was avery smdl pawn in the game devel oping between The
Shadow and the unknown Voice.

CHAPTER VI. TRAILSABOUT TOWN

LAMONT CRANSTON and Rutledge Mann were in conference again, but not over a chess-board.
Thiswas another get-together, held in Mann's office, the day after their meeting at the Cobalt Club.
Ostensibly hereto go over investments, Cranston was actually going over stacks of disconnected facts
regarding recent crimes.

"It dl adds up to the same thing, Mann," Cranston declared. " These crimes are being staged as smoothly
asif they had been rehearsed, so swiftly that the crooks are gone without atrace. That pointsto a
thorough planning of each crime.”

Mann accepted thiswith an owlish nod.

"Any of adozen fast-working mobs could beinvolved," continued Cranston. " Should one be bagged,
another would replaceit. Therefore | am interested in the game behind the game - or, more properly, the



gamethat goes ahead.”
Going through some papers, Mann began to pick out those which were relevant to the casein point.

"Until yesterday,” stated Cranston, "we were working on one chance clue. Before the robbery at the
North Idand Beach Club, somebody reported some trifling trouble at alunch room ablock away from
the club. The police passed it up, because thereis no lunch room in thet vicinity.

"However, in making a check-up of our own, we learned from the proprietor of aservice station that a
truck had been loading in back of an empty building in that block. From his description, we traced the
truck to Manhattan. It showed up in Greenwich Village two nights ago, but later managed to get avay
beforeit could be tracked.”

Though it was Cranston speaking, he was reciting from the experience of The Shadow at the time when
Jm's Coffee Pot had done a disappearing act, shortly after midnight.

"Kay Kelmore was at the Beach Club before the robbery," added Cranston, "and according to police
reports, she was seen in Greenwich Village the evening before she died. Kay links up with asociety
crowd that has accessto all the other places and functions where robberies occurred, but the chain ends
there.”

Mann brought out the report sheet that he wanted and handing it to Cranston, he asked:
"What about Quentin Langley?"

"A good choice," replied Cranston, "as aman who might link up with that chain. He catersto society like
an octopus, arranging everything from charity affairsto the handling of aspecia employment agency.
Langley should have some data on Kay Kelmore. Instruct Burketo interview him."

Mann made anote to that effect.

"Now asto the disappearance of the solen articles,” said Crangton, "which includes everything from
postage stamps to muras. There appear to be discrepancies in the descriptions of these objects. They
should be checked.”

"Hereisthe person for that," stated Mann, drawing a sheet of paper from another pile. "Milton Grayle,
curator of the Cleghorn Private Museum. One of histasksisto keegp arunning catalog of al collector's
items, which should even include rubies, sapphires and postage stamps. Such items- if above a specified
vaue - arelisted with their current owners.”

"Mark down Graylefor aninterview."
Picking up asheaf of papers, Cranston ran through them, making brief notes of their contents.

"Thevictims" said Crangton, with adight smile. "'l shall check on them mysalf and even cdl on afew this
afternoon. The police have questioned them aready, but may have missed some essentia details. | don't
think the police have been thinking in terms of blackmail.”

Mann gave apuzzled sare.

"It just might be," explained Cranston, "that certain victims hel ped set the stage themsalves, under threst.
It would be easier to lose afew portraits or some precious gems, than to have damaging facts made
public. The police might have missed that point.”



"The Three-Eyewouldn't have."

"Y ou mean Insurance Investigators Incorporated,” nodded Cranston. "That's agood lead, Mann. Have
you looked into it?"

"Yes. Their specid representative came around this morning. Hisnameis Terry Trent, and he'son all
these cases. He came to see me, because one of the robberies concerned bonds. The Three-Eye gets
opinionsfrom al sources and | gathered, from the way Trent spoke, that he is checking on dl the clients
of member organizations who carry heavy insurance on theft or burglary policies.”

"So Terry Trent might be ahead of the game,” remarked Cranston, rising and pocketing his notes. "Push
that contact, Mann. Tell Trent you're worried about a careless client of yours named Lamont Cranston,
who might let anything get stolen. Keep calling Trent and if he goes on an important job, tip off Burke
and notify me."

From the conference between Cranston, and Mann, it was obvious that trails about town were the order
of the day. The man who learned that very promptly was Clyde Burke, star reporter of the New Y ork
Classic. A cocky chap of wiry build, Clyde had the air that suited his professon. Though youthful in
appearance, he was enough of a veteran to command the respect of a hard-boiled city editor. Hence
when Clyde received ingtructions from hisred boss, The Shadow, by way of Rutledge Mann, he was
ableto trandate them in terms of his newspaper.

"I've got agood tie-in on the Kelmore case," Clydetold the city editor. "High society iswondering what
to expect next: murder, robbery, or both. Y ou know, these robberies that were in the news. They're due
for another whirl and thisisit."

"Good stuff,” said the city editor, "but who will you interview?'

"Two peopleto start with," replied Clyde. "Quentin Langley, who throws all the society brawls. Hewas
pretty closeto al the people concerned. Then, theres Milton Grayle, up at the Cleghorn Museum. He
can give usthe history on most of the stolen stuff.”

"Gotoit."

In aForty-second Street office, Clyde found Quentin Langley doing asincere imitation of a stuffed shirt.
As solid as the mahogany desk behind which he sat, Langley looked nearly astawny, dueto what he
described as a Fl orida sun-tan, which Clyde decided was another name for a sun-lamp that Langley had
probably ingtaled in hisfavorite bar and grill. Preliminary cordidities over, Langley let the smilefade from
his broad, smooth face, the moment Clyde mentioned the purpose of hisinterview.

"May | ask," demanded Langley, in abooming basso, "who sent you here on this outrageous errand?!
"Thecity editor,” replied Clyde. "Want his name?"

"It won't matter,” retorted Langley. "Y ou'll find anew man on the job when you get back. I'll have that
fool fired."

"But what about my interview?"

"You'l befired too, when you get back, young man. If you want to know about Kay Kelmore, consult
your own society editor. Miss Kelmore was listed in the Socia Register and any eventsthat she may
have attended recently were covered by your newspaper, probably with due mention of her name.”

"I'm specificdly interested in the parties that you threw."



"l intend to throw one party right out of this office,” announced Langley, risng to atowering sSx-foot Six.
"That party happensto be you."

"My, my, what built-up shoesyou are wearing!" returned Clyde, heading for the door. " So you won't
tak?'

"I'll talk and plenty!" threstened Langley, acrossthe desk. "And don't go referring to me as aprofessonal
playboy or asocid sunbeam asyou have in the past. | run legitimate businesses, severd of them, for
clients of discrimination. Look at the door when you go out - from the outside.”

Clyde took alook from the outside and was reasonably impressed. Langley was listed, among other
things, asapublisher, editor, travel agent, educator, business counsdllor and advertising advisor, which all
added up to promoter, in Clyde's language. Downgtairs, Clyde put in aroutine call to Mann, then headed
for hisnext assgnment.

The Cleghorn Private Museum stood on a quiet avenue that seemed tumultuousin contrast to the silence
within the museum itsdlf. Attendantsin the livery of Old English flunkies bowed to Clyde as he entered
and ushered him into an office where athin, quizzical face studied Clyde from above awing-tip collar that
was strung with ashoe-lace necktie. All that Milton Grayle needed to complete that outfit was afrock
coat and apair of striped trousers. When he rose from behind his desk, Clyde saw that he was wearing
them.

Grayl€e's handshake, though bony, carried more pressure than Langley's big-fisted grasp. In aquiet, but
dightly crackly voice, Grayle announced that he was indeed privileged to meet arepresentative of the
press, to which Clyde replied that he was equaly delighted at meeting the curator of the Cleghorn Private
Musaum.

"Thank you, Mr. Burke," responded Grayle, with abow. "We shdl not be hearing that much longer."
"Y ou mean you intend to retire?'

"Mysdf and the museum both,” replied Grayle. "It becomes the Cleghorn Public Museum next month.”
"Texes?'

"Y es. Beyond the limits of the endowment fund. However, it will be agood thing for both of us. | shdl
retire to acountry estate on apension larger than my saary, since the specifications of the endowment
will be dtered. The museum will receive agreat many vauable giftswhich otherwise it would not

acquire.”
That gave Clyde his chance to come right to the point.

"I'd like to see your famous catalog,” hetold Grayle. "Particularly, | am interested in descriptions of items
that can not at present be located.”

Grayle's eyebrowsllifted, drawing hisfaceinto adight smile.

"If you mean the objects recently stolen,” he said, "you can learn al about them here. | have color
photographs of everything, portraits, muras, gems, and even specimens of some of the sampsthet arein
Mr. Cleghorn's own collection, one of our grestly prized possessons.”

"What about the bonds?"

"We have varieties of those, t00," replied Grayle, lifting his smile another notch. "They are not catal oged,



however. They are smply listed as part of our endowment fund.”

This portion of Clyde's assignment proved aproject initself. The cata og was fascinating, a veritable
storehouse of information regarding articles vauable and even priceless. Not only did Clyde gain menta
impressons of dl the stolen trophies; he came across amultitude of othersthat he redlized might prove
game for future robberies, should opportunity present itself. What was more, old Grayle proved a
gtorehouse of information on other subjects, including Quentin Langley.

"An educator,”" laughed Grayle, when Clyde mentioned that phase of Langley'sclams. "Langley probably
thinks of himsdlf as one, because of hisVVoca Dictionary. Hetried to raise money from Mr. Cleghorn to
completeit.”

"TheVocd Dictionary?'

"A great clumsy contrivance," described Grayle, "that housed hundreds of phonograph records. Theidea
wasto find aword, press a button, and the word itself would be spoken. | witnessed a demonstration of
it once and it wasterribly artificid. Langley had hired alot of old Shakespearean actorsto enunciate
words that sounded like ateacher reading Robinson Crusoe in words of one syllable, with the longer
words divided."

"What became of it?"

"What becomes of any of Langley's promotions? The backers|ose out and everything is sold off chegply.
For awhile, Langley was encouraging people to back Broadway shows. | understand that some of them
broke dl records for short runs.”

Clyde recalled that he had not heard of that phase of Langley's career. It had dipped him because the
term "producer” had not appeared on Langley's door. It was evidently one thing that Langley had
decided to forget.

"So much for Langley," declared Grayle, as he closed the heavily bound catal ogs that now strewed his
desk. "I doubt that he would have even apassing interest in art objects or collector'sitems; not even
enough to digtinguish the genuine from imitations. Money is Langley'saim and heis awayslooking for
quick waysto get it. Heissuch afraud that | am really sorry for him and dl hisbluster issmply adevice
to hide his colossd ignorance.

"If you want facts on art objects or rare jewelry, go to the owners of such treasures, but aways be sure
to come back to me, so that | can check with your findings. In cases where such items are lost, strayed
or stolen, | shal be very anxiousto hear your reports and can even pay you for your trouble. These
catalogs' - he gestured to the big books - "must be kept accurate, otherwise false items may creep into
the market, supplanting genuine. | intend to supervise the cata og work, even after | have retired.”

Courteous flunkies bowed Clyde from the museum and he found himsdlf back in the bustling world.
Hours having passed, Clyde hurried to atelephone and called Rutledge Mann. Hewasjust intimeto
receive another assgnment and an important one.

"I had about given you up, Burke," said Mann, "but you gtill may have a chance. Go over to the store of
Martingde and Company, the jewelers. Terry Trent has gone there, so it must be something important.
Martingae's handle some of the most costly gemsin New Y ork."

"Ingtructionsreceived,” returned Clyde. "Will report on museum interview later.”

"Very good,” said Mann, "and if you see Margo Lane a Martingae's, work with her asfar aspossible. |



assigned her to duty there when | was unable to locate you.”

His pocket stuffed with notes, Clyde hailed acab to speed him on his new assgnment, hopeful that he
would gather more factsfrom Terry Trent. These trails about town were ddmost becoming more than he
could handle. Asareporter, Clyde always kept three words in mind as the fundamentals of a story.
Those words were: Who, What, Where.

Who was behind these robberies, was something that Quentin Langley might be ableto tell, despite his
anger at mention of the subject. What might be stolen, could be found in the catalog that Milton Grayle
had displayed. Where crime would strike next wasthe finad question and to it, Terry Trent might provide
the answer, with or without knowingit.

Perhaps the notes in Clyde's pocket would provide important clues by the time these trails had reached
their dimax!

CHAPTER VII. THE DIAMOND TIARA

IT was dusk when Clyde reached Martinga€'s, but he had no trouble finding the place, even though the
name Martingale Co. appeared in letters of small and conservative size, beside the door. In contrast was
the glitter from the windows, ahaf amillion dollar'sworth of sparkle, given off by Martingde's
merchandise, jewelry of al descriptions.

The store was getting ready to close, but there were still afew customersinside and among them Clyde
saw Margo Lane, astriking brunette, attired in asmartly tailored sheer-wool dresswith brown
accessories and a cocoa ermine cape, the very type of shopping garb to impressthe clerks at
Martingae's. Margo was wearing pearlswith this outfit, but she preferred other gemsfor evening wesr,
hence she was |ooking over the contents of a counter at the rear of the store, near a door marked
"Private.”

Clyde gave Margo agrin as he went past; then nudged toward the door, with aquizzicd lift of his
eye-brows.

"Just try and crash it," undertoned Margo. "I couldn't, so I'll tell you who'sin there with Hubert
Martingde and Terry Trent. Ever hear of Mrs. Elsa Worthingham?"

Clyde paused to nod.

"What she's buying, | don't know," continued Margo, "but she's one of the patronesses of the Charity
Bdl they're holding tonight in the Gold Room of the Hotel Metrolite."

"That soundslike one of Langley'sdeds," remarked Clyde. "Stand by while find out al about it."

Rapping the private door, Clyde was admitted to an ante room where he was blocked by afrock-coated
secretary. Clyde displayed areporter's card, but it wasn't enough.

"Sorry, Sr," the secretary said. "'l can't admit you to Mr. Martinga €'s office without anote from him."”
"He gave me one," returned Clyde. "Here, read it.”

Opening the note which Clyde handed him, the secretary discovered that it was arequest for an overdue
payment from Clyde'stailor shop. By that time, the reporter had gone through an inner door to
Martingaes office. There, Clyde was introducing himself to Hubert Martingae, Terry Trent, and alady
of dowager specifications who was obvioudy Mrs. ElsaWorthingham.



Hubert Martingale, short but pompous, with afive-inch part in the middle of his carefully combed hair,
gave Clyde the angry eyethrough apair of gold-chained spectacles. Terry Trent, aman with aheavy
chin, stubby nose and deep-set eyes|ooked equally annoyed by thisintrusion of the press. Mrs.
Worthingham was dl aflutter, but not sure which way to light. Apparently sheloved publicity, but wasn't
quite sure that thiswasthe occasion for it.

There was avery good reason why visitors were being barred from Martinga €s office. The reason
rested on avelvet dab, surmounting a glass-topped table in the center of the room. The object that Clyde
viewed there was a magnificent tiara, encrusted with gleaming diamonds interspersed by other precious

gems.
"Quiteajob," approved Clyde. "It looks like somebody'sroya crown.”

"It was gpproximately that,” stated Martingae, in adignified tone. "Thistiara- aterm we usefor alesser
crown - was once the property of the Empress Josephine. Now that you have interrupted our business, |
must ask you to retire."

"That won't be necessary,” put in Trent. "l think it isto our interest that Mr. Burke should remain.”
Martingal€'s face became either troubled or nervous; Clyde couldn't decide just which.

"There have been so many clamson stolen jewery lately,” Trent explained, "that insurance companies
have begun to question the va ue of the stolen goods and in some cases have questioned the authenticity
of the claimsthemsalves. There even seemsto be apublic feding that certain robberies have been faked,
which casts discredit on everyone concerned. Therefore, | fed that Mr. Burke should be present at this
transaction, so he can print the detailsin his newspaper.”

"And | cantell him the history of the Josephinetiaral” exclamed Mrs. Worthingham. " Perhaps you can
arrange a photograph of me wearing it!"

"I'll arrange an interview and picture later,” said Clyde. "Go on, Mr. Trent. What's the story?"
"Mr. Matingdewill tdl you."
At Trent'swords, Martingale cleared histhroat and made a brief declamation.

"The Josephine tiara has been appraised at fifty thousand dollars,” said Martingale. "We have expected to
obtain that price by placing the piece at auction. However, it seemed unworthy to allow such atreasure
to passinto the hands of any indiscriminate buyer” - he picked up thetiara, handled it fondly, as he turned
itinthelight - "so we decided to sacrificeit a amere forty thousand, should wefind an immediate
customer. Mrs. Worthingham had seen the tiaraand admired it, so we informed her of the offer. She
came here at once.”

"And with a certified check," added Mrs. Worthingham, waving the dip of paper. "Look at those
diamondsin dl their brilliance. How they sparkle when the light moves about them! Poor me, | shall be
wearing it, so | can not feast my eyes uponit!"

"You can gill buy mirrors" reminded Clyde. "Are you taking the tiarawith you, Mrs. Worthingham?"
"Of course," replied Mrs. Worthingham. "1 intend to weer it at the Charity Bdl tonight.”

"| shdl accompany Mrs. Worthingham to her home," stated Trent. "The house will be guarded from the
moment she arrives. Also, she will be strongly escorted to and from the ball. We want to be positive that
nobody has been tipped off regarding thissde."



"No one could have been," avowed Martingale, haughtily. "We regard sdes of this sort as gtrictly
confidential. The record of Martingale and Company provesit."

Bowing apologies with his acknowledgment, Trent showed Clyde a batch of notarized appraisas, dong
with descriptions of secret marks identifying the Josephinetiara. He let Clyde examine the marks
themsaves with ajeweler's glass that Martingde handed him. Having thus established the tiaraas
genuine, Clyde made notesto that effect and bowed himself to the door. There, Mrs. Worthingham
overtook him.

"About that interview," gushed portly Elsa. "How soon can you arrange it?"

"Assoon as| can scare up aphotographer,” promised Clyde. "I'll be at your house soon after you get
there. The Classic dwayslikes exclusve pictures. One of Mrs. Worthingham leaving for the ball, or even
better, trying on her new tiara, might make the front page of the bull-dog edition.” Clyde turned to Trent
and added, "1t won't hit the street until after Mrs. Worthingham is at the ball. By then, plenty of people
will know about the tiara anyway."

Margo had left when Clyde strolled from Martinga €'s office and out through the pretentious jewel ry
store. Clyde's plan from now on was smple: A report to Mann, acal to a photographer, and Clyde
would follow thetrail of thetiaraon to Mrs. Worthingham's home. Not only would he be ahead of crime,
should it be dueto strike; thistime, Clyde would be ahead of al the other agents of The Shadow on this
particular quest.

In that surmise, Clyde had reckoned without Margo Lane. More than dightly piqued by the way that
Clyde had bowled through ahead of her, the enterprising brunette had taken a course of her own.
Doubting that either Trent or Martingale would tell their businessto Clyde, Margo had resolved to
question the third party in the case, Mrs. ElsaWorthingham.

That couldn't be done at Martinga€'s. Whatever Mrs. Worthingham might buy, she would probably take
home. Happening to know the location of the Worthingham town house only a short distance from
Gramercy Park, Margo had gone there rather than wait around Martinga€'s.

The house was aremodeed brownstone between two newer buildings, which were apartments. It had
three stories, not counting the ground-floor basement, which interested Margo most. The street looked
practically deserted in the dusk, so Margo stepped down from the sidewalk, tried the basement entrance
and found it unlocked. Soon she was wandering through the gloom of an eaborate rumpusroomto a
stairway leading up to thefirgt floor.

The kitchen and pantry were at the rear of the basement, but Margo heard no sounds from that quarter.
Onthefirgt floor, she saw parlor, dining room and library, but till no servantsin sght, so she decided to
try another flight up. Servants were evidently about, for the house wasfairly wdll lighted, but Margo
decided that they must al be on the third floor. That supposition would help out asan dibi, should
anyone confront Margo. After al, she had met Mrs. Worthingham at enough occasiond partiesto cdll
her Elsa. Margo would just say she was stopping by, had failed to get a response when she rang the bell,
and had found the front door gjar. Asafriend, shed entered intending to find Elsaand report this
oversght. That should make the servants quail.

Meanwhile, whatever Margo might find out regarding Elsas jewdry purchase would prove very helpful
to the cause. So when Margo wandered into afluffy, softly-lighted room that was evidently Mrs.
Worthingham's boudoir, it seemed just the place to look around. The room was at the back of the house;
one of itswindows was raised along with the blind. So Margo stayed away from that corner of the room
while she snooped.



Among papers on the dressing table, Margo saw none that bore the name of Martingale, nor wasthe
jeweer's number listed on the memo pad beside the telephone. Some rather valuable thingswere
scattered about, proof enough that no petty thieves had taken advantage of the unlocked door ahead of
Margo. Having drawn a blank, Margo decided that her best course would be to dide outdoors again and
drop in as soon as Mrs. Worthingham returned. With thisin mind, she was sarting for the hal, when the
telephone bell began to ring beside the dressing table.

Listening from the doorway, Margo noted that the ring was not duplicated €l sewhere. Hence the boudoir
phone was probably an unlisted number, intended for Elsa's persond calls. Nor did Margo hear remote
footstepsin the house, indicating that any servants had heard the ringing of this phone bell. If it kept on,
they might, and would then come here. So it was with amingling of caution and daring that Margo went
to the phone and answered the call itsdlf.

That took care of the servant question. Now the problem was to handle the telephone caller, who might
prove easy to bluff. A precise tone spoke "hello" and Margo answered with the same word. Then, the
voicesad:

"Isthis Celeste. | would like to spesk to her."

Thetone camein sangle syllables, the name " Cdeste" sounding liketwo words, "sdll" and "lest.” It
sounded like the name of a French maid and Margo took it for granted that Elsa Worthingham had one.
Faking a French accent of her own, Margo replied:

"Ah, oui. | an Celeste. What do you wish?'

"Leavea once," camethe carefully enunciated order. "Tell the servantsthat it is urgent. Try not to be
there at the time of Mrs. Worthingham's return. Understand.”

Strangely mechanicd, that VVoice. So much so, that in Margo's mind it had no persondity of itsown. It
wasjust aVoice; that would be the only way to describeit. All itswords were clearly uttered, with one
exception; that was the name Worthingham. The V oice pronounced it worth-in-ham.

"Yes" said Margo, suddenly. Then, correcting hersdf: "Ah, oui, | understand. But should Mrs.
Worthingham come back too soon and find me, what then?”

Smart girl, Margo Lane. Playing the game as atrue agent of The Shadow should. Figuring that the
unknown V oice was behind some coming crime, Celeste must be hisingde worker here. Thus, in
pretending to be Celeste, Margo was probing every possible angle that she could.

"In case Mrs. Worthingham should return” - again the Voice durred the second syllable of the name - "be
careful not to be done with her, particularly if sheiscarrying the jeweswhich shejust purchased.
Arrangeto leave and tell her so. Then, learn the future" - there was a short pause - "from Fortuna.”

"From Fortuna,” repeated Margo. The Voice had pronounced it "for-tune-ah™ and Margo wanted to be
sure of the name. Then, remembering that she was supposed to be Celeste, Margo broke into her best
French: "Ah, oui, M'seu, je compris. Cest tout?"

"That isdl," theVVoice spoke. "Act a once. Timeisshort.”

Timeindeed was short. Even asthe V oice ended the call abruptly, Margo could hear footsteps coming
upstairs; then voices. Mrs. Worthingham was back from Martinga €'s and Margo didn't want dear Elsato
find her here of dl places. Downstairswould be dl right, but there wasn't time to get there now. Besides,
it would be better not to be found at dl, as Margo now held ambitions to check further on the maid



named Cdeste.

In the mirror of the dressing table, Margo saw a closet door, dightly gar. It looked like a deep clost,
judging from the shape of the room, so it should prove an excdlent hiding place. Taking quick steps
there, Margo opened the door, found that the closet was not only deep, but plentifully filled with Elsas
wardrobe, including fluffy dressing gowns and eegant fur wraps. Closing the door, Margo burrowed
through to find ample space in the pitch-darkness at the back of the closet.

There, Margo turned; as she did, she brushed something solid that seemed to shift dightly at her touch.
Worried, Margo probed the darkness further, trying not to be alarmed. What she gripped felt like acoat,
but it didn't seem to be hanging from ahook; nor did the hands, which crept in from the darkness, finding
Margo's own shoulders.

They were redl, those hands, but Margo realized it too |ate. Before she could gather her stampeded wits
and try to escape from the closet, the hands were around her neck, choking Margo's horrified gasps with
asgtrong, tightening grip. Writhing, clawing, Margo managed to force one hand |oose, but the other only
choked her harder. Then, the first hand was back again, clapping a cloth drenched with chloroform
across Margo'sface.

That ended the struggle. Total darkness swallowed Margo and her frantic thoughts as she sank to the
closet floor, completely overpowered by her unknown captor!

CHAPTER VIII. THE CIRCLE MOVES

DURING the muffled struggle in the closet, Mrs. Worthingham had entered the boudoir, accompanied
by her maid Celeste, who had met her when she cameinto the house. Portly Elsa couldn't possibly have
heard any sounds of Margo's brief struggle, for she was too busy gushing about the marveloustiara that
she had bought at Martingale's.

"lsn't it just gorgeous, Celeste?' Mrs. Worthingham was asking, as she brought the tiarafrom the velvet
box inwhich it had been packed. "See! How the diamonds sparklein the light. Thisway - that way -"

Elsawas placing thetiaraon her head, tilting it from left to right; but she wasn't admiring the scintillation of
the gems done. She was following Clyde's suggestion getting agood look at her own face benegath the
tiara, imagining that if not aqueen, she at least rated the rank of duchess.

"Quelebdleshijoux!" exclaimed Elsa. "That ishow you would say ‘what beautiful jewels in French,
n'est-ce-pas?"

"Oui, madame." Celeste wasn't noticing the tiara. She was watching the telephone. "Now for this evening,
what would you like to wear?'

Mrs. Worthingham couldn't make up her mind, which worried Celeste dl the more. The telephone began
to ring and the maid pounced on it hurriedly, only to turn it over to Elsawith the statement:

"ItisM'seu Martingae."

While Elsawas talking on the telephone, Celeste's face showed relief, since her own call couldn't be
coming through. She was cute, rather than pretty, thismaid, particularly in the fluffy maid's dress she was
wearing. The style was definitely French, in fact it was an exaggeration of aParisan maid's attire. This
fact explained itsalf when Celeste turned her face into the bright lights that fronted the mirror. The glare
showed that her makeup was exaggerated, too. Celeste's eyebrows, lashes, were strongly blackened;
her hair, plastered beneath her maid's cap and knotted in the back, was done that way to giveit a



brunette gppearance and, hide the dightly reddish tinge which the light reved ed.

A keen observer would have recognized that the maid wasn't French at al and would therefore have
concluded that her name was probably not Cdeste. But Mrs. Worthingham, twittering acrossthe
telephone to Mr. Martingale, wasn't looking in the maid's direction and therefore failed to discover the
imposture which had so far deceived her.

"Of course | am safely homel" exclaimed Elsa. "' So thoughtful of you, Mr. Martingde, to call... Yes. Mr.
Trent took good care of me... HE's downstairs now, posting his men... It makes me fedl so precious! But
of courseit'sdl on account of thetiara... Indeed it ismagnificent. | redized it dl the more after | tried it
on... You should seeit now" - across the telephone, Elsa began bobbing her head and watching the effect
inthemirror - "and you would redly believe that it had been designed for little me and not the grest
Empress Josephing!”

Stepping back from the light, the maid now studied the tiarawith more than envious eyes. Her amile
raised itsdf to the pattern of her cleverly painted lips. However, thisgirl who called herself Celeste,
showed her worried expression again, the moment that Elsa hung up the telephone. Then:

"l shal let you choose my gown, Celeste," decided Elsa, rising from the dressing table. "This cdl from
Mr. Martingae reminded methat | am to have an interview with the press. | am expecting areporter and
aphotographer at any minute, so | must go downgtairsto receive them. | shdl take the tiarawith me and
put it in the wall-safe after they have made apicture of it."

Wearing thetiara, Mrs. Worthingham strode imperioudy from the room and the maid gave her shoulders
ashrug of relief. Going to the closet, she began to pick out gowns, very rapidly, so that she would not be
too far from the telephoneif it rang. The maid was turning to make her third trip, when she stopped, a
dartled flash in her dark eyes.

A young man was stepping from the closet, one hand raised in silent warning. He had the powerful build
of an athlete; hisface, though definitely handsome, showed a diss pated expression which he probably
regarded as the true mark of asophisticate. For the man's manner, at least, was one of complete
self-assurance. Recognizing the man, the maid poured out his name in dmost asingle breath:

"Randy Royce!"

"Surprised to see me, Babs?' asked Randy, with an indulgent smile. ™Y ou shouldn't be more surprised
than | am, to find Babs Marland masguerading as a French maid and answering to the name of Celeste. |
thought you were working at modeling jobs.”

"l am, between times," Babs replied, in an accent quite different from her pretended French. "I happen to
be on amore important job right now, asyou are.”

From a pocket in her tiny maid's gpron, Babs was bringing abrass disk with ablack circle, to match an
identical token that Randy was displaying in hispalm.

"l knew somebody was working theinside," said Randy, with anod, "or the back door wouldn't have
been |eft open, the way | wastold it would be."

"| left the front door open, too," returned Babs. "They're locked now, though. | saw to that as soon as
the time limit was past. But | can let you out, easly enough.”

"That won't be necessary. |'ve picked my route aready.” Randy gestured to the window. "Y ou're the one
who hasthered problem. Y ou shouldn't have come upstairs with Mrs. Worthingham; in fact, right now,



you should be out of here.”

From beneath one arm, Randy brought a box which he opened and showed its contents to Babs, whose
eyes widened in amazement. The box contained aremarkabl e replica of the Josephine tiara, studded with
polished rhinestones that glistened dmost as brilliantly as the genuine diamonds. Evenin that light, Babs
couldn't have told the false tiarafrom the redl, for she was dowly shaking her head, as she studied the
imitation with narrowed eyes.

"I'd hoped to make the switch right here," explained Randy, "but now I'll have to work it after Mrs.
Worthingham putsthetiarain the wall-safe. | have the combination, so | suppose you're the person who
spotted it and sent it along. It hasn't been changed, hasit?"

Babs shook her head and gave aworried glance toward the telephone.
"Don't worry about your cal,” said Randy. "Y ou missed it. Step over hereand I'll show you why."

Beckoning Babsto the closet, Randy shoved aside awedth of fur pieces and gestured toward Margo
Lane who was bound and gagged with various of Mrs. Worthingham's sundries. Propped against a back
corner of the closet, Margo was seated a a dant, her eyes closed. Babs sniffed; caught the strong odor
of chloroform and gave Randy aquestioning look.

"No, sheisn't dead,” assured Randy. "I wouldn't have bound and gagged her if she was. Shelll il be
adeep by thetimel cdl to take Mrs. Worthingham to the bal. By then, I'll have sent word through. The
Voicewill seetoit that she's removed, probably by the same chaps who handled Kay Kelmore, and |
suspect with the same result.”

Babs nodded; then remarked:
"But Kay belonged to the Black Circle."

"What's the difference?" laughed Randy. "Y ou don't have to be amember to be diminated if you intend
to talk about certain things you happen to know. The differenceisthat Kay was supposed to know about
certain things, whilethis girl wasn't.”

"Who isshe?'

"Her nameisMargo Lane. | remembered her face after | |looked over some cardsin her bag. I'm leaving
everything asit was. Maybe shell be lucky; the V oice might want to question her, instead of disposing of
her. So don't get to feding soft.”

As he spoke, Randy threw a sharp, hard glance toward Babs to note the effect. In that one look, Randy
was quite sure that Babs would never share the fate of Kay Kelmore. The dark eyesthat wore the
well-faked lashes were merciless as they gazed toward Margo Lane. In addition, Randy could see Babs
Marland fix her lipsin agtraight, crud line benesth their winsome paint job.

"Y ou'd better make your excusesto Mrs. Worthingham," Randy told Babs. "That'swhat | gathered from
the call the Lane girl answered, pretending she was someone named Celeste. Say you got acable from
Bordeaux or Casablanca, or wherever your home is supposed to be."

"That'sall been arranged,” replied Babs, "but | didn't expect it to happen so soon. I've aready primed
Mrs. Worthingham, so leave the rest to me."

"Y ou'd better put areport through.”



"Don't worry. I'll send the detailsto the VVoice. Fortunawill have my next ordersready.”
Randy nodded.

"I heard Margo Lane mention Fortuna," he said. "' So maybe your orders will be different after the Voice
learnsthat his call wasintercepted. Anyway, good luck, and maybe I'll be seeing you." Randy gave Babs
an gppraising gaze. "1 don't think 1'd mind."

Turning, Babs went from the room on tiptoe; then beckoned that the way was clear. As Randy followed,
the maid turned toward the stairs leading to the third floor, while Randy took the steps going down.

In the reception hal below, Clyde Burke had aready arrived and was interviewing Mrs. Worthingham
while a photographer readied his camerato get agood shot of the lady with thetiara. Terry Trent was
standing by, his chunky face expressing indifference, while a private detective watched the proceedings
from the front door.

Looking up suddenly from his notes, Clyde gestured to the camera man and gave anod.
"That'sdl for theinterview,” said Clyde. "Now the picture, Mrs. Worthingham.”

Clyde was looking beyond Elsa Worthingham as he spoke, and the reporter's keen eye caught atrail of
blackness that weaved upon the stairway landing. There, the steps divided, one short flight leading down
into the halway, the other half turning in the opposite direction.

What Clyde saw was ablackish shadow that might have shaped itself into a silhouette had it paused upon
the landings. Ingtead, the black streak faded, indicating that its owner had gone the other way, down the
short flight that was hidden from the hallway. Asthe patch dwindled, Clyde pulledin asmile.

He'd seen such shadows before, Clyde had, but not often. Rarely did even The Shadow's agents sight
such atoken as an indication that their chief might be around. However, Clyde had haf been expecting it,
for it was after dusk when he had reported the doings at Martingal €s to Rutledge Mann. Assuming that
by then The Shadow had completed his own rounds, Clyde's chief could easily have reached the
Worthingham home while Clyde was digging up the photographer.

The picturestaken, Terry Trent stepped forward.

"And now, Mrs. Worthingham," the Three-Eye man suggested, "'l think you can put thetiaraaway in
your safe.”

Removing thetiara, Mrs. Worthingham started toward the rear of the hal and Clydetold the
photographer to come along. They followed Elsaand Trent into the library and stood at a respectful
distance while Mrs. Worthingham worked the combination of her wall-safe. Then, when the safe was
opened and she was putting the tiara away, Clyde had the camera man take another picture.

Large brass screens flanked the corners of the library, on each side of abig fire-place. Looking toward
one screen, Clyde saw a stretch of blackness again, coming from the screen edge. Another token of The
Shadow, for it formed a silhouette, but before Clyde had achance to study the profile, the
photographer's bulb flashed with blinding effect and from then on, Clyde was seeing black spots
everywhere. Mrs. Worthingham locked the safe, Trent ushered Clyde and the photographer out to the
front door.

It wasjudt at thetime of Clyde's departure that aminor aftermath occurred. A girl came down the
stairway, carrying a suitcase and wearing a hat with alarge brim. From her coy manner, the winsome
expression of her face, Clyde had a notion that the girl was French, but he didn't get agood ook &t her,



for she turned so that her features were hidden by the brim of thetilted hat. Clyde caught the girl'swords,
but only in part. She wastelling Mrs. Worthingham that she was |eaving and she was sprinkling that
gtatement with French.

"Ah, poor Ceestel” Mrs. Worthingham replied. "The bad news has come at |ast. But bad newsis not
aways bad. Maybe your return home may bring you some good. Bon voyage, Celeste, and remember
meto Paree. Ah, labdle France! Soon you will be seeing her shores again. That should make you

heppy!*

The girl went out the back way, hence Clyde did not see her face again, though he felt sure he would
remember her. It wasn't until after Clyde had left and Mrs. Worthingham had gone into the parlor with
Terry Trent, that another figure put in an gppearance.

Again, blackness stresked the stairs, but thistimeit paused. Randy Royce eased into sight, carrying the
box that he had shown Babs, but handling it much more carefully. Smiling as he viewed the empty
reception hal, Randy continued upstairs and took the route through Mrs. Worthingham's boudoir. Taking
alook in the closet where Margo still dumbered, Randy opened the box and tilted it toward Margo.

"Thisisthered article, sweetie-pie," undertoned Randy, referring to atiarathat glittered from the box.
"Sorry you can't takealook at it. Thismay be your last chance."

Even in the haf-gloom of the closet, the tiara was resplendent, proving that Randy had made the switch,
for the rhinestone imitation glittered only in full light. Closing the box, Randy turned off thelightsin the
boudoir and eased from the window, finding hisfooting on an outsde ledge. Resting the box on the sl
he made along stretch; caught therail of abacony next door. Reaching back, Randy gathered up the
box and half swung to the bal cony, planting the box there. Then, in the darkness, Randy cleared therail
and entered a deserted gpartment that opened on the balcony.

Guards posted in front of the Worthingham house weren't particularly noticing people who came from an
apartment doorway down the street and Randy's departure passed unobserved. Later, the handsome
man with the dightly weathered |ook stepped from ataxicab near Times Square and sauntered aong an
avenue, carrying aparcel wrapped in anewspaper beneath hisarm.

Merging with a crowd, Randy paused at the entrance of a penny arcade, then sauntered inside asthough
he were just apassing stroller with alot of time but very little money to spend. But hislipswore the
condescending smile of aman who knew much.

After dl, Randy Royce had maneuvered the theft of the famous Josephine tiara so nestly that no one as
yet suspected the crime, not even The Shadow!

CHAPTER IX. BETWEEN TWO FIRES

IN his old-fashioned officein the Cleghorn Private Museum, Martin Grayle was receiving vistors. There
were three of them, Commissioner Ralph Weston, his friend Lamont Cranston, and Inspector Joe
Cardona. Their subject of discussion was astory dated to appear in the nine p.m. edition of the New

Y ork Classic, under the byline of Clyde Burke.

Upon Grayle's desk lay the ponderous volumes that congtituted the Cleghorn catalog of current art and
collections, which Grayle had gladly and proudly brought out for hisvistorsto view. It wasto those
volumes that Weston gestured when he declared:

"I wouldn't have believed this, Crangton, if | hadn't seenit! | don't wonder that the managing editor of the
Classic phoned me after he received Burke's story. Why, this fund of information would be invauableto



anyone planning to stedl art treasures and other rarities!”

"And equdly valuable to anyone tracking down articles dready stolen,” was Cranston's rejoinder. "Mr.
Grayle may be putting you on thetrail of many missing items.”

Ingpector Cardona confirmed that statement with anod that Commissioner Weston caught.
"Then, you would advise," asked Weston, "that we approve Burke's story?"

"The sooner the better,” replied Cranston. Y ou made the Kelmore murder public. Why not make every
man hisown art expert, so that haf the city will betrying to spot stolen goods for you?”

"Well do just that," decided Weston. " Suppose we go over to the club, Cranston, and have some dinner
before we attend the ball at the Metrolite. That chap Quentin Langley is going to be there and he's mixed
in so many society affairsthat | want to question him about Kay Kelmore.”

They went to the Cobalt Club where Lamont Cranston was promptly flagged down by Rutledge Mann.
Noting Weston's annoyance, Cranston smiled.

"It's not chess this evening, commissioner,” said Cranston. "Mann wantsto talk about investments. Sorry.
I'll have to meet you at the bdl.”

In asecluded corner, Mann produced reports from Clyde Burke; not the public sort intended for the
columns of the Classic, but those meant for The Shadow aone. In such reports, Clyde never let adetall
dip him and one comment brought a brief smile from Cranston; a smile which promptly faded.

That detail was areferenceto the "shadow™ that Clyde had twice seen; first on the landing and then in the
Worthingham library. Crangton talied it promptly with another minor mention, that of Mrs. Worthingham
losing her French maid.

"Something may not be right a Worthingham's," Crangton told Mann. "Whereis Margo's report,
Mann?'

"Thereisnt any."
"Y ou told her to check independently of Burke?'
"Of course."

"Martingale wouldn't have talked to her," mused Cranston. "Neither would Terry Trent. Therésonly one
answer. She must have gone to see Elsa Worthingham.”

"Then, why no report?' queried Mann. "It would be easy enough from there.”

"Not with mysterious prowlers and disappearing French maids," declared Cranston. "Ingtruct agentsto
cover the grand ball. | may be detained a Worthingham's."

Outs de the Worthingham mansion, Clyde Burke was waiting with the photographer to get another shot
of Elsaleaving for the ball. They saw acab pull up; from it stepped Randy Royce, immaculatdly attired in
evening clothes. Randy rang the door bell and was admitted by Terry Trent. Soon, Randy resppeared,
escorting Elsa, with Terry bringing up the rear. The photographer shoved forward, took a picture of Mrs.
Worthingham and her escort. Conspicuousin the cameras eye was the tiara on Elsas head. While Clyde
was learning Randy's name, to print it with the photograph, alimousine pulled up with a private detective
seated bes de the Worthingham chauffeur. Elsa entered the car with Randy and Terry and the limousine



drove away.

All thiswas quite intriguing to two men stationed in adoorway a convenient distance down the street.
One spoke and his voice was the habitual growl that went with Stick Stickney, chief lieutenant of Speed
Devlin, mob leader deluxe,

"Off tothebal," gruffed Stick, "and what they're sticking their necksinto, will be plenty, after Speed gets
into action. The V oice gave Speed the whole set-up. That old jane will lose that crown so fadt, that
probably her wig will go dong with it."

"If it'sthat easy,” put in Stick's companion, "what are we hanging around here for?!

"It's Speed'sidea,” replied Stick. "Y ou should've been listening closer, Marty. He wanted to know for
sure that Mrs. Worthingham was wearing that head-load of rocks. Thered be no usetrying astick-up if
shewasn't."

"Let'sgo, then."
AsMarty shoved from the doorway; Stick hauled him back, and roughly.

"Wait!" Speed told him. "Weve got to watch until al the private dicks have |eft. They're leaving now -
the bunch that was on the front. Well dide around and have alook in back of the house."

A car pulled away, carrying areserve supply of private detectives, al bound for the Hotel Metrolite.
Stick guided Marty around to aback alley and soon they were sneaking toward the rear of the
Worthingham mansion. Suddenly, Stick halted Marty again.

"L ook there, Marty!"
"Atwha?'

"Guessit was nothing." Stick undertoned an unpleasant laugh. "Thought | saw somebody moving up
ahead."

"Somebody like The Shadow?"

"Nah. Werejust doing what the coppers cdll routine, Marty. On account of al that junk we've been
grabbing, Speed figured we ought to look around for snoopers. If The Shadow isin this, he'd be over at
the Metrolite by now."

Marty didn't sense the bravado in Stick's statement. Actualy, Stick had seen a gliding shape that he had
momentarily thought might be The Shadow, until it melted too swiftly to be redl. It happened though that
Stick'sfirst guesswasright. The back door guards had departed from the alley and The Shadow,
probing with a pick, had unlocked the back door of the Worthingham house just as Stick and Marty
approached.

Now, within the house, The Shadow was retracing atrail that Clyde Burke had mistaken for The
Shadow's own. Moving into the first floor library, he sudied the wall safein the glow of afew lighted
floor lamps; then ingpected the screen that Clyde had mentioned. Moving behind the screen, The
Shadow studied the way in which his own silhouette cast itsdlf into the light. Finally he looked toward the
wall-safe,

No intruder could have spotted Elsa's handling of the combination from thisrange. A softly whispered
laugh told that The Shadow hed tied in the French maid with any scheme that might have involved the



combination. That doubled the reason why The Shadow's route should take him upgtairs.

Most of the second floor was dark, but asmall lamp was burning in the corner of Elsa's boudoir. In that
fluffy room, The Shadow became aweirdly wavering figure, like something produced by flickering
firdight. Moving here and there, he was checking for clues but finding none, until he opened the closet
door. There, the sckening traces of chloroform greeted him and using atiny but powerful flashlight to
probe the closet's depths, he uncovered Margo behind the rack of furs.

Thegirl had awakened but she was feeble and her eyes blinked wegrily asthey met the flashlight's glow.
Ripping away the bonds and gag, The Shadow brought Margo to her feet, steadied her out into the room
and over by the open window, wheretheinflux of cool night air revived her. Weskly, Margo tried to
stammer her story, but The Shadow quieted her.

"Let'sget out of herefirgt,” The Shadow whispered. " Steady now and welll start toward the door.”

They were practicdly there when Margo, fumbling in her bag, failed to find her gloves. She didn't know
that Randy had buried them deeper than usua when he went through the bag. What worried Margo was
that her visit here might be discovered, but instead of telling that to The Shadow, she acted on her own.

"My gloves-"

With that, Margo broke away and with a surge of returning strength, had dashed to the closet before The
Shadow could stop her. There, Margo wavered, caught hersalf and turned around, clutching the closet
doorway. From the door of the room The Shadow watched the scene indulgently until he heard agasp
from Margo'slips. The girl was staring toward the window, visible only from where she stood, but The
Shadow heard enough to understand Margo'sworry.

Margo saw two masked men launching in from the window. One was clear of the sill, the other crossing
it. They were wdll dressed, but masked, probably againgt the chance that they might be spotted by a
servant. For these were men of the sort that had met up with Kay Kelmore - possibly even the same pair
- members of that inner group known asthe Black Circle. They were hereto carry out what Randy
Royce had told Babs Marland about, removing Margo Lane.

Without aword, the pair heeded for Margo, guessing correctly who shewas. They were pulling
revolvers hoping to cower her into silence, when an avaanche of blackness roared their way.
Accompanied by afiercely whispered laugh, The Shadow was purposely drawing the attack hisway;
swinging a brace of automatics, he intended to dedge down the masked men before they could stab a
sngleshat.

That was The Shadow's specidty, luring the opposition into afal se position, making them think that they
held an edge. It would have worked in this case, except that Margo, frantically seeking The Shadow's
protection, came stumbling across his path. Without an instant's hesitation, The Shadow cued hisdrive to
solvethat problem. Whirling, he caught Margo with one sweeping arm, sent her headlong through the
doorway to the hall. Continuing his spin, The Shadow came about in full stride to combat the masked
men.

Thetimelost in that spinner was just enough to give The Shadow's foemen the edge they thought was
theirs. That fact, however, wasin The Shadow's own calculations. Instead of spinning full, he changed the
direction of hisdrive, then cut in a an angle to flank his enemies. In swinging to counter the attack, they
blundered into each other, much as Margo had stymied The Shadow.

Guns clashed as dl three met in alunge. The masked men reeled back as The Shadow wheeled away.
From the doorway, he jabbed shots that caused the pair to dive instead of aming. Then, overtaking



Margo in the hallway, The Shadow literaly swept her down the stairsto the floor below. Those masked
men would follow him, for now they had no other course. Not only was The Shadow carrying away the
girl they had been ordered to bring in, but the shots from his gun were enough to bring out the neighbors.
Thiswould makeit tough going for the masked men, if they tried to swing back from the window ledgeto
the next door balcony.

In the downgtairs reception hal, The Shadow dropped Margo in abig cushioned chair and faded away
to receive the masked customers when they arrived. He picked alighted spot near arear doorway,
because it was practically out of sight from the gairs. But hardly had The Shadow wheedled there before
Margo was on her feet again, pointing as she gave acry of darm. Turning, The Shadow wasjust intime
to meet another pair of challengers, Stick Stickney and his companion, Marty.

These were tough customers, who preferred to shoot first and dug afterward, on the theory that crippled
enemieswere easer to beat down. The Shadow recognized this before they tugged their triggers. Hewas
laughing as he whirled away, his strident taunt sounding amid the futile blasts of two revolvers. Then, not
forgetting the men from upstairs, The Shadow jabbed quick shots asthey came down but they were dert
enough to dive apart, each taking a separate pair of steps down from the landing.

About again, The Shadow met Stick and Marty, asthey bobbed up from the shelter of abig couch that
they had chosen as abarricade. They ducked, overturning the couch ahead of them, as The Shadow
blazed shotstheir way. Luck was with The Shadow's opposition in that they had so far escaped his
usualy scathing fire. Smdl luck wasturning into greeter, for now they had The Shadow trapped between
them, should they be smart enough to use the opportunity.

They were smart, dl four. To aman, they were ready to hazard their own safety on the chance of
clinching victory over The Shadow. They surged, shoving their guns ahead of them, to fire close-range
and point blank. The Shadow would have to drive one way or the other, they thought but they were
wrong. Wheeling, The Shadow turned his eccentric spin into a headlong dive from the very midst of his
attackers, each of whom thought himsalf the man who wasto receive the brunt of The Shadow's drive.
All four pulled up asthey fired, only to find The Shadow gone. They heard the whine of their own bullets
whizzing past their ears and were forced to hdt their shooting, rather than chop themsalves down with
their own crossfire.

There was only one direction that The Shadow could have dived and that was toward the front of the
halway. Though they had caught but afleeting glimpse of him, dl four gunners swung in that direction. By
then, The Shadow could have reversed his spin and given them a solid dose of bullets, but again Margo
had become the problem. Rather than have the girl clipped by stray shots, The Shadow scooped her
from the chair and carried her clear into the front vestibule, in acontinuation of hislong, amazing dive.
There, while Margo was fumbling at the locks of the front door, The Shadow turned and blazed shots
from hisimprovised pillbox.

Neither the two Black Circlers nor Speed's pair of gunners could curve bullets around the corner of the
vestibule. They hadn't time to reach the center of the hal, where by direct aim they could have trapped
The Shadow in his own stronghold and blasted him there. The Shadow's bullets were whizzing aleaden
barrage right through the hallway, a path that would have meant doom for anyone who tried to crossit.

Again, both pairs of foemen gained the sameidea. The masked Circlerstook to the sairsthat led down
into the basement. Stick and Marty cut back through the library to seek exit by rear windows. Just as
they had joined forces, so were they glad to separate. To each pair, the mocking laugh that followed
them meant that they were the onesthat The Shadow had chosen to pursue.

Both factions were wrong. Pursuit was the last thing The Shadow intended, for he knew that he had



thwarted these enemiesin the purposes that had brought them here. Their fight was adelaying action
where The Shadow was concerned, for knowing now that crime was on the loose tonight, his business
wasto be at the main event. In al probability, that would be the Charity Bal at the Hotel Metrolite,
where Mrs. Worthingham's tiara - whether red or false - would have sufficient glitter to encourage
crooksto seek it.

With Margo in tow, The Shadow had reached the front street before his recent rivals gained the back
aley. Out front, acab whedled up asif by magic, piloted by a canny, sharp-eyed hackie who answered
to the name of Shrevvy. Thrusting Margo into the cab, The Shadow followed and Shrevvy was off
before the door dammed.

A whispered laugh, strange echo of the mirth that had quivered amid the gunfirein the Worthingham
reception hall, announced the departure of The Shadow upon a new and more pressing errand.

CHAPTER X. CRIME IN THE DARK

Thefoyer outside the Gold Room at the Hotdl Metrolite was teeming with society folk. Dominating the
scene was Quentin Langley, by sheer height, if nothing se. Hewasfull of importance, though very much
harassed. People were dl about him, wanting tickets which were impossible to get, because the Gold
Room'slimit had been reached.

What worried Langley most was that right now he was supposed to be at the committee dinner, held in
the smaller Silver Room beyond the Gold Room. At least that appeared to be Langley's greatest worry,
but Inspector Cardonawasn't so sure. Swarthy-faced Joe, acomplimentary ticket in his pocket, was
studying the foyer for faces that belonged to Rogue's Gallery portraits and he was particularly careful to
scrutinize every man who did get aticket from Langley.

Among those present, Cardona noticed Randy Royce. He knew Randy's name because he had asked it
of Terry Trent, after Randy had appeared with Mrs. Worthingham. Not rating an invitation to the
committee dinner, Randy was smply lounging around, looking bored. He had aticket to the ball, for
Cardonahad seen him show one. All Joe wished was that people like Randy would move out of the way
and give him a better chance to look for suspicious characters.

There was another young man whose face Cardona practically by-passed. He acted as though he had a
ticket, but he didn't have. His name was Fred Blanding and he was wearing awel|-fitted tuxedo which he
had bought on the assumption that he would be attending events like this quite frequently. For Fred
intended to crack the mystery of Kay Kelmore on his own and he felt that the best field of operations
would be among the crowd in which the murdered girl had moved.

Although Fred had no reason to suspect Quentin Langley of being the Voice, he kept wondering about
the fellow. All the while he was refusing peopletickets, Langley kept looking around with an air of
seeking other persons he couldn't seem to find. He had abunch of ticketsin his hand, but wasn't giving
them out. At last, Langley went into a phone booth and began making calls. Apparently, he wastrying to
learn if certain people were coming for their tickets.

Randy, too, was watching Langley even after he entered the phone booth. 1t was Randy who heard the
ring of abell in another booth and spotted a hotd attendant who answered it. As the attendant came from
the booth, Randy asked:

"Isthecdl for Mr. Langley?'

"Hell do," the attendant replied, "if | can't find Mrs. Worthingham. The cdl isfrom her home. They want



The attendant wasn't even looking at Randy as he spoke. He was gazing around for alady with a
diamond tiara, Since everyone saw her grand entrance. So while the attendant went hisway, Randy
stepped over to the phone booth and gave aquiet "Hello." An excited voice answered. Randy
recognized it as belonging to one of the Worthingham servants. In histhird floor quarters, the fellow had
been darmed by gunfire which he described as running through the whole house. He kept saying that
Mrs. Worthingham must be informed at once and Randy assured him that she would be.

Stepping from the booth, Randy resolved upon a prompt procedure. From one pocket, he produced a
smdll blue card which he read carefully. From another, he brought out aticket and abadge with ared
ribbon marked "Judge." Putting the two in an envelope, Randy went over to the hat-check booth and
gavethe girl acheck for hishat and coat. As he wasturning away, he passed the girl the envelope,

sying:
"Thisisfor afriend of mine. Hell ask for it."

Strolling back Randy saw the attendant knocking at the booth where Langley was making his cals.
Langley came out, went to the other booth and answered the Worthingham call. By then the linewas
dead, so Langley came out somewhat ruffled, to be surrounded immediately by people who wanted
tickets. Apparently they could now get some since Langley had learned that certain invited guests did not
intend to come.

Among those seeking tickets was Fred Blanding. He was eager, yet polite, hence wasn't shoving hisway
through. Appraising Fred at a glance, Randy picked him as the perfect candidate. Stopping the same
attendant who had told him of the phone call, Randy pointed out Fred.

"Tdl that chap hisenvelope iswaiting a the check room," said Randy. "The committee wants him to
report at once."

It was nest, the way Randy spoke in the attendant's ear while directing his attention elsewhere. Randy
was gone by the time the attendant carried the message to Fred. By then, Langley had aso given out
what spare tickets he could and had returned to a phone booth to make more calls. So Fred was more
than surprised when the attendant tapped him and gave the message. Fred was pleased.

After opening the envelope, Fred knew it was obvioudy amistake, but it wasthe very sort of break he
wanted. Pinning on the badge, he went to the entrance of the Gold Room, handed in histicket and asked
where hewould find the committee. He was pointed acrossto the Silver Room at the far end of the
Gold.

Randy Royce meanwhile was establishing an ironclad dibi againgt thingsto come. Hed waited long
enough at the head of agrand stairway, to see Fred take the bait. Now, Randy was going out to the
dreet, chuckling to himself, never realizing that held chosen for his dupe a man much closer to the Black
Circle and its affairs than anyone suspected. On the sdewalk, Randy looked at hiswatch, told the
doorman that he would have to have a cab at once, since he had just ten minutesto catch atrain at Penn
Station. The cab came and Randy irritably repeated the fact to the driver. When Randy acted that way,
people seldom forgot him. He was making sure that they didn't thistime.

It was nearly timefor the bdl to start and Inspector Cardona was becoming impatient. Deciding to hunt
up Terry Trent, Cardonaworked his way through roundabout passages to the serving quarters behind
the Silver Room. There he met two of Terry's men along with acouple of his own from headquarters.
The rest, Joe knew, were sprinkled through the Gold Room. Asking for Terry, Cardonalearned that the
Three-Eye man was making some phone cals.

Meanwhile, waiters were parading through from the kitchen. They had been thoroughly checked as



speciads hired for this occason. There was something curious about waiters, something which Joe
Cardona himsdf knew. They were the last persons that anyone would notice when they were on the job.
Cardonahimsalf had often tabbed on known crooks by posing as awaiter and serving them while they
ae.

Ordinarily, Cardona remembered such rules and applied them both straight and in reverse, but he wasn't
thinking about waiters any longer. He wanted to find Trent and ask why Langley was fussing around so
much out front. So instead of going into the kitchen, Joe went to hunt up Terry.

Things were happening in the kitchen. There, awaiter had paused to answer acall on atelephone.
Hanging up, he went hisway, pausing briefly to speak to another waiter as he passed. Again, the
telephone rang; awaiter answered it and received the same word to pass aong. Thiswas repeated |ater,
obvioudy so theword could be spread fast. With three or more waiters picking up the instructions hardly
amotion waslost among them.

It was peculiar, however, the way the waiters spoke to one another. Each held a cupped hand ready and
unless another waiter responded in kind, he didn't get the word. For in those hands, each waiter
displayed abrass disk with ablack band. Among the servers who were going in and out of the Silver
Room, afair percentage belonged to the Black Circlel!

Now, one by one, the waiters thus informed began halting to set down trays beside afire exit just insde
the kitchen. From there, they continued through and out another door, whilein from the fire tower came
men to replace them. They were aharder lot but that was truein looks only, asthey didn't rate
membership in the Black Circle. This new batch of waiters were Speed Devlin's crew who had met with
him in his gpartmen.

In the Silver Room, Fred Blanding hadn't observed the shift among the waiters. He was waiting for the
committeeto finish dinner, aswere severa other judges who formed alittle group. About the only odd
thing that Fred noticed was that the other judges wore badges with blue ribbons, while hiswas red. If
that made Fred something super-special, heldd probably find out when the time came.

That time had aready arrived.

A waiter had stopped to arrange chairs for the judges. Fred was taking a chair when the waiter grasped
his elbow and steered him to another in acorner. Then, as Fred sat down, the waiter fidgeted with a
half-cupped hand studying Fred's face along with his red badge. In the waiter's hand, Fred caught the
shine of brass, broken by a strip of black.

TheBlack Circle

Apparently, thewaiter didn't require Fred to flash atoken in return, for the waiter waslooking away
noting that al other badges were blue. But Fred wasn't going to missthis opportunity, not while hetoo
had atoken in his pocket. Fishing it out, Fred let the waiter seeit, studying the man'sface closdly. Then,
the waiter went hisway and Fred kept watching for hisreturn.

Except that the waiter didn't return. Hed made his change-over, the last of the lot, as soon as he went
through to the kitchen. And Fred, expecting other waiters to flash tokens, was completely disappointed.
Speed's outfit had taken over and there wasn't a Black Circle member among them.

All this had happened in avery short while from the time when Fred had been lounging hopelesdy around
the foyer. Now camethelongest wait of al, though it couldn't have been more than several minutes, just
enough for the last of the Black Circlersto clear the hotel and establish his presence e'sewhere. The
dinner was over and when the waiters had finished cleaning up, Mrs. Worthingham and the other



committee members would give ingructions to the meek judges. They would award the costume prizes
later on.

Then, it happened.

One waiter upset aglass of water near Mrs. Worthingham. As she drew back with adight exclamation,
another waiter just behind her plucked the tiarafrom her head and passed it to a third who was going by.
If thetiarahad been alittle lighter, Elsawould not have missed it, and none of the surrounding guests saw
the quick grab. But as sheraised her head in darm, Mrs. Worthingham saw hersalf in amirror acrossthe
room at the very moment her hands were rising to her head. Her scream became ahowl when she
redlized she was crownless.

Fred Blanding, comparatively close by in his corner, instantly guessed what had happened. While
committee men and judges were gaping about in confusion, Fred caught aflash of thetiarain awaiter's
hands over by a serving table and raised a shout of hisown. At the sametime, Fred sprang from his chair
and ashedid so, he heard aclick from the corner just behind him.

Randy Royce couldn't have faked the action better than Fred Blanding's | egitimate performance.

The click came from atrick light switch. Ingtantly the Silver Room was plunged into blackness, broken
only by akaedoscopic effect produced by blinks of light from the door to the serving room asthe last
waiter scudded through. During those blinks, Fred tripped headlong, as did other guests, for the fake
waiters were seeing to that asthey ran. As Fred found hisfeet and reached the door, it proved to be
jammed from the other sde. Fred hit it shoulder first and other men did the same.

Near the kitchen Joe Cardonawas taking with Terry Trent, who had findly returned. Hearing loud
thumps, they swung about to see adoor come crashing through pouring aflock of tuxedoed men withiit.
Fred Blanding among them. With the last of thelot came Quentin Langley, who had just arrived in the
Silver Room by way of the big Gold Room to announce that the ball was about to begin.

The men in tuxedoes were grabbing waiters right and left and the waiters were very much astonished, for
they were the original ones. All of Speed's men had stacked their trays and dipped out through the fire
exit, with one exception. Thiswas awaiter who had purposdy let himsalf be cornered there. Hewas
carrying atray which held aplate with alarge sllver serving cover.

Fred saw the waiter lower thet tray, ease it toward the door. Instantly eager hands came through; one
pair lifted the cover, another plucked the tasty dish that was beneath it. That tasty dish was Mrs.
Worthingham'stiaral

Cardona saw the thing happen as Fred shouted. The fake waiter flung the tray Joe's way and dived
through the doorway after his companions. Then, Cardona swung about to stop the nearest men who
wanted to start pursuit. Cardona knew what was coming and he guessed right.

Revolvers blazed from thefire tower. Speed's men were throwing aleaden curtain to discourage the
chase. With the volley, Cardonaflattened and rolled aside, everyone el se copying his example and
wisdaly. How long the gunfire would last and whether it would be repested were questions that left
everyone powerless, with one exception.

Amid the volley, a black-cloaked figure sprang through the doorway from the Silver Room. With a
challenging laugh, this black-clad master drowned and defied the bark of the revolvers. Asif at his
command, the fire ceased, for the crooks behind those guns knew who that challenger must be: The
Shadow!



Never pausing in hisdrive, The Shadow cleared the prone forms of Cardonaand the othersin his path.
He appeared to reach the fire exit at the very ingtant the volley ended, but the echoes were deceiving; the
shooting had stopped sooner. Then, The Shadow's strident laugh brought echoes of its own, for hetoo
had reached the fire tower, to start aone man chase of an entire mob.

The Shadow's example was enough. Coming to hisfeet, Joe Cardonafollowed the cloaked battler to the
chase and behind him came a dozen other men, Fred Blanding among them.

CHAPTER XI. THE BROKEN TRAIL

If the architect who designed the Hotel Metrolite hadn't earned abonus by squeezing in an extratier of
rooms, The Shadow would have broken crimestrail this night. The rooms had been added at the
expense of the fire tower, which, though it met the requirements of the building laws, wasjust about as
narrow asthese laws alowed.

Thetower airsreversed themsalves at every turn and to make everything all the more compact, each
series of sepswas short, making the turns frequent. Though the last members of Speed's fleeing tribe had
agart of only adozen seconds, it was enough to keep them aturn ahead of The Shadow, dl the way
down to the Street.

There the crooks scattered between parked cars and cruising taxicabs. They had waiting cars of their
own, around convenient corners, and they fled to those cars, efficiently, despite their helter-skelter
tactics. Speed Devlin was aleader who lived up to his name and expected hisfollowersto do the same.

Nevertheless, the chase was by no means ended. Inspector Cardona had ordered a supply of squad cars
to bein thisvicinity and they were on thejob. Rapidly, Cardonathrew aloose cordon around the area,
while plain clothes men, also present in large numbers, began stopping and inspecting dl cars. It wasn't
long before they flushed the cars containing the fake waiters from the Metrolite and anew chase beganin
earnest.

Meanwhile, The Shadow had disappeared. This was Cardonas party and Joe could have it. Contacting
Shrevvy's cab, The Shadow put his black regaliain a secret compartment benesth the rear seat and as
Lamont Cranston, strolled into the hotel as alate comer. He found Commissioner Weston aso just
arriving on the scene. There, Terry Trent had taken temporary charge and was shrugging off the indignant
criticisms that Quentin Langley hegped upon him because he had failed to prevent the theft of Mrs.
Worthingham's new tiara.

One man decided not to go back into the Hotel Metralite. That man was Fred Blanding. Thrusting his
red-ribboned badge deep in an insde pocket, Fred tried to look innocent as well as respectable ashe
headed back to his own hotdl. For though he had only avagueideaof al the details, Fred felt that his

own part would be too difficult to explain.

Worst of dl, it would be bad no matter who questioned him.

Apparently some member of the Black Circle had been assigned to wear the red judge's badge and
thereby be seated in the chair connected with the specia light switch. A nest coverup for themanin
guestion, because the mere act of springing to Mrs. Worthingham's aid was the thing that had blacked
out the lights. At present, Fred didn't connect Randy Royce with the scheme, for he had merely seen
Randy and didn't even know him by name. But whoever it was, the man had decided to dibi himself
completely by picking Fred as a stooge.

True, Fred had luckily been ableto identify himsdf asamember of the Black Circleto aninquisitive
waiter. But that particular waiter himself had disappeared, a ong with others of the Circle clan. Fred had



been too earnest in his follow-up; hence the second batch of fake waiterswould remember him. All this
was bad, so bad that Fred was very anxiousto switch from his tuxedo into some attire that wouldn't
identify him to the wrong people.

Compared to Fred's plight, however, Speed Devlin and his men were having double trouble. In one of
three pick-up cars that had gathered in his band, Speed was | etting his sharp eyesferret out pursuing
headlights, while hislips, very tight for once, showed nothing of the fangish leer that marked him asthe
leader of ahuman wolf-pack. Y et Speed, as sharp in thought as he was of eye, wasn't criticizing himself
for having been around to join hismen in their flight.

Speed Devlin was getting ideas, chance ideas that had come from reading an early edition of tomorrow's
Classc while he had been waiting in arestaurant near the Hotel Metrolite. Spotting the section of town to
which thisflight had carried him, Speed gave an order to hisdriver:

"Swing back the way we came.”

Mutters came from the rear seat asthe driver obeyed. Nevertheless, Speed's word was law. Not only
did hisdriver obey, threetrailing cars copied the maneuver. Rounding ablock, it seemed at first that the
gang was going into the jaws of atrap. Then, as police cars were shaken from the trail, Speed's men
began to voice approval.

At that, Speed grinned in hisnaturd style. They wouldn't be happy long, nor werethey. Wailing srens
began to sound from neighboring blocks. The ruse had been discovered; soon Speed and his men would
be hemmed in for keeps. Heads and gun hands began to poke through windows, ready for asuicida
stand. Then, asthe caravan swerved into aquiet avenue, Speed gave the word:

"Stop here. Everybody out.”

Cars hdted, men sprang to the street bewildered, taking clumsily to doorways when Speed waved them
there. A nudge of Speed's hand and the cars were off, separating as rapidly as possible. One man began
to mutter at Speed's e bow.

"It'sno use, Speed,” the thug complained. "The cops won't give those empties aclean bill until they've
made sure we weren't dumped aong theline. They'll keep closing in until they find us.”

"Not where we're going, they won't," declared Speed. "Come dong and make it fast.”

As Speed led his men out into the open, they felt sure thiswastheir finish. He passed dong the order:
"Masks!" and they obeyed it by pulling bandanna handkerchiefs acrosstheir faces. But the very act
seemed stupid, something that would mark them even more when the police arrived. Then, assirenswas
ghrieking lustily from around the nearest comer, Speed waved his men up the marble steps of an old
brick building that occupied a quarter of the block. Next they were going through big grilled gatesthat
looked ready to clang behind them.

Two gartled menin livery met the masked invaders. Speed brandished arevolver and gestured toward
the door.

"It'snear enough to closing time," he snarled. " Get those gates shut and the doors too.”

Astheliveried men obeyed, Speed pulled the early Classic from his pocket and opened it to the third
page.

"Know where we are?' he asked his crew. "I'll tell you. In the Cleghorn Private Museum. | was reading
al about it in thisearly shedt. It gave me an ideawhen | saw we were in the neighborhood. A guy named



Burkewrote it up and he even mentioned the hours it was open. We were just in time before it closed
and the cops won't expect to find it open, anyway."

With the story was a picture of a serious-faced man with wise eyes and a big forehead, who worea
wing-tipped collar with ashoe-string tie under his gpologetic chin.

"That'sMilton Grayle," explained Speed. "He bosses thejoint. They cdl him the curator, in case you
don't know. We don't want to scare him, so welll have those flunkies introduce us nicely.”

The attendants had closed the doors under the threat of guns, so Speed urged them toward a door that
bore the word: CURATOR. Sending the attendants ahead, Speed |et them announce that visitorswere
present and then, adjusting his mask, Speed entered with his gun. From behind his desk, Grayle stared
quizzicdly at Speed and the masked men who followed him. Sowly, hisface became startled; then, on
the verge of fear, it stiffened. Importantly, Grayle rose behind his desk and smoothed his old-fashioned
wai stcodt.

"So you're old man Grayle," snorted Speed, through his mask. "Y ou've shrunk alot since this picture was
taken." Speed dapped the newspaper on the desk. "Here, read dl about yoursdlf.”

Steadying his shaky hands, Grayle adjusted apair of pince-nez glasses and glanced at the Classic story.
He gave anervous laugh, then spoke in quavering tone:

"Yes, itisan old photograph, but it was the only one | could find. Apparently my fame has spread quite
rapidly” - Grayleforced adry chuckle - "but you have exaggerated my importance. If you are seeking
vauable art treasures, they are stowed deep in our vaults. | do not even have the keys, the directors
keep them."

"We wouldn't be robbing this nice museum,” bantered Speed. "When it comes to va uable stuff, we bring
our own. Wait there" - Speed shoved forward with his gun - "bring up those mitts! That's handsto you,
Mr. Grayle."

Grayle's hands came up from the edge of a desk drawer where Speed had seen him fumble. Coming
around the desk, Speed pulled the drawer wide, found an old-fashioned revolver buried among some

papers. Ingpecting the gun, Speed laughed.

"Not even loaded,” said Speed. "Here" - he flung the revolver a one of the attendants, who missed it and
went scrambling to pick it up - "put that out in aglass case with the rest of the antiques. Asfor you,
Grayle, no more funny stuff, or well plant youin acasetoo - and it won't be aglassone.”

Grayle spread his hands gpologeticaly.

"I wasn't even thinking of opening the drawer," he pleaded. "Now if you gentlemen will sit down and
remove those ungghtly masks-"

"Cut it,” snorted Speed. "We're here to talk about athing called the Josephinetiara. Ever hear of it?"
Grayle nodded.

"It'sliged in the third volume, fifth section.” Grayle pointed to ashdf. "That's the top book of the current
catalog; that isthe top one on that shelf. Bring it down, Hector."

One of the attendants obeyed. While Grayle was thumbing through the catal og pages, Speed quizzed:

"Ever seethe Josephinetiara?’



Grayle shook hishead.

"You'll seeit now," promised Speed. He beckoned to a masked man who stepped forward and laid a
rough paper bundle on the desk. Opening the paper, Speed reveded the tiara. "What do you think of
it?"

Eagerly, Grayle picked up thetiara, held it into the light, then began bobbing his wizened face toward the
book. He started to reach for the desk drawer, hated and asked plaintively:

"May 17"

Speed nodded. Grayle brought out a large microscope and an object that looked like an oversized
flashlight, with acord atached. Speaking to the other attendant, he said: "Connect it, Baldwin.” Then,
after examining the tiaraunder the glass, Grayle shook his head.

"I'msorry," Grayle declared. "It isn't the Josephinetiara”

"You'redadling!" stormed Speed. "What do you think we're going to do? Leave the thing here with
you?'

"I'm il sorry. Do you happen to have a genuine diamond on your person?”

"Sure." Speed thrust hisleft hand forward and displayed afinger ring with alarge sparkling stone.
IIWI,.V?I

"Obsarveitintheultraviolet light." Grayle turned on the oversized flashlight, which promptly gave out
purplish rays. "Hmm" - Grayle shook his head as he studied the diamond's changing glitter. "How much
did you pay for this stone?"

"Haf agrand,” returned Speed. "That's five hundred bucks, your language. If you tell meit's phoney, |
know ajeweler who'll get it rammed down histhroat and afew teeth withit."

"It'sgenuine,” stated Grayle, "but it has abad flaw. The price was about right, if you can tolerate
imperfect gems™

"It'senough of aheadlight to suit me," argued Speed, "only it don't touch thoserocksin thetiara. I'm
saying forty grand for that job would be peanuts.”

"A low price," conceded Grayle, "If they were genuine, which they are not.”

He sprayed the ultra-violet on the tiaraand Speed saw the difference ingtantly. Under the rays, the gems
inthetiarawere dull, dmost blackish.

"Give methat phone," ordered Speed. "I'm going to check on this."

Speed dialed, recognized the voice that replied. Grayle was leaning close to the desk, his hands on the
edge above the drawer, when Speed noticed hisinterest and shoved him back:

"Keep out of this, Grayle," ordered Speed. "I'm naming nobody and | don't want you to hear my name
from the other end." Then, into the phone, Speed said: ™Y ou know who thisis. Find anything?"

"Yeah." It was Stick's voice that replied. "We found The Shadow.”

It was good that Speed's bandanna mask was draped across his mouth. The cloth served to filter the
unprintable termsthat formed his next comment. Then:



"Y ou think the guy could have got at the rocks and switched them?"

"I'd say s0," replied Stick. "Thewall safelooked pretty tough, but maybe it wasn't much more than atoy
for The Shadow. If he wasn't too busy."

"What do you mean busy?'
"He had adame with him, alooker too. And there were acouple of guys after him, with maskson."
"Sure they weren't his own bunch?’

"Not achance. They wanted to clip him as much aswe did. If it hadn't been for them, The Shadow
would have got us."

"OK. That'sdl."
Dropping the phone on its cradle, Speed handed the false tiarato one of his men.

"Weretaking it,” Speed told Grayle, "just in case that light of yoursis phoney. Unless you want to keep
it

"Not I," returned Grayle. "We have no usefor replicasin this museum.”
"All right," chuckled Speed. "Call usreplicasthen. In other words, show us out of here, the back way."

Grayle led the masked men from the office, the attendants coming aong, when Speed waved hisgun.
Faintly, the sound of sirens could be heard and Speed cal culated that they were in the surrounding block.
Camly, Grayleled theway to therear of the big floor, then unlocked a door leading to apair of airs.
The procession moved down to a deep basement, where Speed saw the doors of the vaultsthat Grayle
had mentioned. Using aflashlight, Grayle conducted the masked men through along passage that finaly
ended at apile of crates. Gesturing for his attendants to remove the crates, Grayle opened a door
beyond and bowed the vigitors through an even longer passage, low and narrow, like atunndl.

"You'l find steps at the end and a door above,” promised Grayle. "Now, gentlemen, we shall leave you.”

"Not yet," argued Speed. "Y ou'll stay right here until were out. 1t's going to be tough for you if thisisa
trick."

Speed and his men used their own flashlights from then on, some retreating, keeping their lights back on
the passage entrance where Grayle and the attendants dwindled to pygmy size. At the end, Speed found
the steps, with the door above. He and his men came out through a basement door on aside street. As
they listened, they heard Sirens, somewhat in the distance.

"They're out front of the museum,” decided Speed. "Thisisour chance. If we get through that aley" - he
pointed across the narrow street - "well be till another block on our way. It's a cinch to shake the
coppers now."

The darkness of the opposite dley swalowed Speed and his companions asthey carried dong the
imitation tiarato add to the collection of fake treasures that Speed Devlin now regarded as a continuous
contribution from crime's old enemy, The Shadow.

CHAPTER XII. A JOB FOR THE SHADOW

It was nearly midnight and agroup of men were seated in Grayl€'s office, where the museum curator had



summoned them. Along with Cranston, Weston and Cardona, the group included Quentin Langley and
Terry Trent.

"And that isthe story," stated Grayle, "as Hector and Baldwin will testify. Now would you like to hear
the proof of dl that | havetold you?'

Nods werethe reply. Reaching to the edge of his desk drawer, Grayle smiled thinly and said:
"Then, ligen to the play-back."

It came, abit crackly, for the automatic recorder in Grayle's desk was something of amuseum pieceinits
own right. Word for word, detail for detail, the listeners heard the conversation that Grayle had held with
his masked visitors. Speed's voice, sullen, boastful, according to his moods, would be difficult to identify
from thisrecord, but the listeners hoped that somewhere areveding statement would dipin.

None came. The nearest to adip was when Speed had dided the number at which Stick answered.
There, the record dwindled to amere scratch, until Speed's voice came very sharply: "Keep out of this,
Grayle!" From then on, the words were clearer than before and even Grayl€'s tone was more distinct.

"We were getting acquainted,” said Grayle, during alull in the recording. He shook his head with asmile
of recollection. "l was hoping that | could trick my masked friend into some betraya of hisidentity. Of
course, | had won his confidence, more or less, by telling him thet the tiarawas only areplica.”

"Which wasamigtake," declared Commissioner Weston. "It will be hard to guess what they will do with
it now."

"But it actudly was an imitation!" exclaimed Grayle. "Hector and Baldwin both saw metest it with the
ultrarviolet light. Besides, | checked it against the catalog description.”

"It couldn't have been phoney,” put in Terry Trent, bluntly. "1 stayed with theredl tiarafrom thetimeit left
Martingal€s until it was stolen from Mrs. Worthingham."

"Perhaps the criminals themsalves exchanged it." This came from Quentin Langley. "They might have
come here just to throw everyone off ther trail.”

Trent whedled, meeting Langley eyeto eye.

"You seem to have alot of ideas," snapped Trent. "Maybe you should have, consdering that al these
robberies happen at parties you throw, or among people you know."

"I manage many functions,” retorted Langley, haughtily, "and | have awide range of acquaintances. Itis
my business to promote charity functions and provide entertainment. | was attending to my business
tonight. How were you doing with yours, Mr. Trent?'

Trent couldn't answer that one. It was Cranston's turn to provide afew opinions.

"Mr. Graylewasin adilemma,” declared Crangton, "and a statement of fact was his best way out. The
same should apply where the public is concerned.” Looking toward Weston, Cranston added: "Crooks
may be discouraged from further robberies when this news gets about.”

"Exactly," agreed Langley. "Why there must be a dozen bands of such rascals running rampant. It will put
me out of business, if this keeps on. People like Mrs. Worthingham will refuse even to attend the
functions| manage!™



"And that will hit you in anumber of ways," remarked Trent. " Perhaps with the employment agency you
run asasde-line. Y ou provided the waiters for that committee dinner in the Silver Room, didn't you?"

"Certainly," began Langley. "l aways handle such concessons-"

He hdted abruptly, hislong, haughty face purpling. Then, rearing to full height, Langley thrust hishands
toward Trent's throat, which was below Langley's own shoulder level. Brushing the thrust asde with an
arm swing and alunge of his stocky body, Trent gave ashort laugh.

"I just wanted to know," said Trent, "or | should say, | made it my businessto find out. After dl, I've got
to learn when and why insurance companies get gypped on clams.”

By then, Langley had subsided into his cooler self.

"Y ou don't seem to be minding your business, Trent,” said Langley. "When Mr. Grayle heretold you that
the stolen tiarawas an imitation, you still argued that it was genuine to start. What are you trying to do -
make your own company pay off on abad clam?"’

Trent's deep-set eyes were steady; hislips very firm. Coally, he ated:

"I've taked to Mrs. Worthingham. | asked her where she hired her own help. It seemsthat she got a
French maid named Cdeste Rochdlle through that agency of yours. The maid quit this afternoon, right
after Mrs. Worthingham came home with the genuinetiara.”

"Y ou can't hold meresponsible” blustered Langley. "My employment agency is managed aswell asany
intown."

From the corner of hiseye, Terry Trent observed that Joe Cardona was taking notes. The police
ingpector was finding the insurance investigator avery helpful source of information. To help their mutua
cause, Trent turned to Cardona

"Make anote of thisone," suggested Terry. "Therewas agun fight at the Worthingham house about half
an hour after Mrs. Worthingham left.”

"I know dal abouit it," gruffed Cardona. "I'm not taking notes' - Cardona bluffed with a poker-faced stare
- "I'mjust checking yours."

"Check thisthen," offered Terry. "One of the servants - an honest one - phoned the hotel to tell Mrs.
Worthingham about the battle. He said held talk to Mr. Langley if she wasn't available. When Langley
came to the phone, the servant told him about the shooting. Only Langley didn't report it, at least not to
me. Did hetdl you anything, inspector?'

Before Cardona could reply, Langley was blurting into the discussion.

"l didn't get any such call!" Langley argued. "l was busy on the telephone, yes, talking to people about
tickets, that wasdl."

"Except for one call you answered,” reminded Cardona. 1 saw you come out of one booth and go into
another."

"So | did," admitted Langley, "but theline was dead. | guessthat wasit." He swung to Trent. "Where
wereyou dl that time?'

"Making some phone calls of my own," replied Terry, with aside-glance toward Cardona. "After al, my



men were posted and the police werein charge. | was checking on some other casesthat 1'd neglected
on account of looking after Mrs. Worthingham."

Langley decided to switch the subject; he needed alogica excuse, and found one.

"Speaking of phone calls," said Langley, "it'stoo bad, Grayle, that your recorder wasn't good enough to
pick up the sound of your own phone dia. A modern Sherlock like our friend Trent here, could figure out
what number your masked visitor called, if the diaing had registered better.”

"I should have a better recorder,” admitted Grayle, in an abject tone. "Perhaps’ - the curator's dry face
brightened - "perhaps you could supply mewith one, Mr. Langley. Don't you have some very fine
equipment that you usein preparing that VVoca Dictionary of yours?'

Terry Trent supplied another short laugh.

"That wasatypica Langley project,” said Terry. "Another flopperdoo. I've been checking on the way
you handle the sucker trade, Langley. A lot of people put money into that dictionary job, but you never

got anywherewithiit."

"We got clear through the letter W," returned Langley, "before we ran out of funds. Since the company
was bankrupt, everything was sold off for what little it would bring. That's the way business goes,
nowadays."

All thistalk was getting them nowhere, in the opinion of Commissioner Weston. Becoming more and
more irked, Weston wasn't watching Cranston, as he so often did. Otherwise he would have seen that his
friend with the "uncluttered mind" was absorbing al this chit-chat with the same keen interest that he
displayed across achess-board. From trividities as well as the more serious topicsin which these
speakersindulged, certain clues could be gained to matters elsawhere.

Matters that could provide keysto crime.

Today's events, beginning with the preliminaries at Martinga €s store, running through the episodes at the
Worthingham home to the robbery at the Hotel Metrolite and finally, the stop-off that masked criminds
had made here at the museum - all these represented nothing more than anew round of crime.

The theft of the Croft portraits, the shipping company's bonds, the jewel robbery at the Beach Club, the
disappearance of the Juan de V egas muras and the Cartwright stamp collection, congtituted the earlier
rounds in which crime had had the edge. The fact that none of the stolen goods had cometo light, proved
that there were whedlswithin wheds. The problem wasto find the inner cogs and from them, the
maingoring.

Quentin Langley, with his society connections, was akey to the victims. Milton Grayle, through his
catalog activities, could provide data on every stolen item. Terry Trent, who specidized inthe
investigation of such cases, was aman most gpt to pick up loose and forgotten links. Important leads
might be gained from any of these three; perhaps without the man in question knowing it.

Hence Crangston wasn't missing apoint in any of their conflicting opinions. To Weston, however, dl this
was superficid. It was certain that the stolen tiarawas an imitation. The same could therefore apply to the
results of previous robberies. So Weston concluded the conference with this statement:

"The criminas have been duped al aong,” the commissioner decided. "They found it out tonight,
immediately after the robbery they committed. From accounts of their flight from the Hotel Metrolite, we
know that The Shadow was close upon their trail. Whatever the mystery of the genuine itemsthat were



golen, it isevident that The Shadow has the answer. He has apparently deprived criminals of the fruits of
their crimes, by intercepting the genuine items and | etting them have thefase.”

That brought immediate interruptions.

"What if The Shadow isacrook himsdf?' demanded Langley. "Maybe you'd better start checking on
him."

"Whoever The Shadow is," argued Grayle, "he must be well acquainted with the victims, in order to get in
ahead of thecriminals.”

"Hed have to be keegping close tabs on the crooks too," asserted Trent, "or he wouldn't know what
they'd be coming after next.”

Whatever the implications of these varying opinions, Weston brushed them off as unimportant.

"The Shadow iswaiting until the criminals are trgpped,” the commissioner decided. "His own efforts
tonight, prove that point. Once they are caught, The Shadow will produce the genuine itemsthat he now
holds. That will judtify hiswhole procedure.”

Lamont Crangton wasn't smiling as he left the Cleghorn Museum with the other visitors. He was thinking
over what Commissioner Weston had said. A tal order even for The Shadow, to produce half amillion
dollar'sworth of rare trophiesthat he had never even seen, except for abrief glimpse of the Josephine
tiaral

CHAPTER XIIl. TRAILSCROSSAGAIN

A blue light was glowing in astrange, black-walled room where sllence lay absolute. That glow was
reflected on the surface of a polished table, where long, thin hands moved in from the surrounding
blackness, like detached creatures operating on their own. From the third finger of the left-hand gleamed
ajewd that fluctuated in the light, itsrays running the gamut of the spectrum, from deep maroon to vivid
purple, with al the hues between; a moments, its color blazed like aliving flame.

That gem was The Shadow's girasol, ararefire-opa that betokened his own mysterious ways. It dways
displayed itsfiery sparkle when The Shadow was working in the blue light of his sanctum.

On thetable lay reports which The Shadow consulted while his hand made notationsin blue ink, which
faded mysterioudy, soon after the ink had dried. That was the way with The Shadow's thoughts, he
expressed them as tangible things, then absorbed them, as needed. They then remained in The Shadow's
memory aone.

The Shadow's hand inscribed two blue-inked words: The Voice. It wasn't the first time that he had
written that title; he frequently kept coming back to it. Through Margo Lane, The Shadow had gained his
knowledge of amysterious, mechanical Voice that ruled over crime. Around the name, The Shadow
inscribed ablue circle. It should have been in black for it represented the Black Circle, the inner group
that served the Voice. Asyet, however, The Shadow had never seen the black-banded token that gave
the group its name. Nevertheless, The Shadow had gathered how it functioned.

Beside the circle, The Shadow inscribed names. The first was Kay Kelmore and through it, The Shadow
drew aline. Next he wrote Celeste Rochelle, beneath it, the name Fortuna. Important names, though they
offered no trail. One represented Mrs. Worthingham's vanished maid, the other was aname that the
Voice had spoken to Margo Lane. Briefly, The Shadow delved among reports upon the table; then, to
thelist of names he added another: Randy Royce.



Herewas adtrike, indeed. Randy had accompanied Mrs. Worthingham to the ball but he had | eft
suddenly, even though dated as one of the judges who were to award the costume prizes. Exactly when
Randy had left, The Shadow wasn't certain, but it was probably coincident with the phone cdl from the
Worthingham home, the one that Quentin Langley claimed he hadn't answered. According to society
news, Randy Royce had gone to Florida, to join ayachting cruise to the Caribbean, but there was no
proof that he had done so.

Asthe other names faded, The Shadow underscored Randy's with a series of lines. Those stood for
other members of theinner circle that the Voice controlled. The problem now wasto uncover morelike
Randy, such as the men who had roamed the Village and battled The Shadow there, or the pair who had
cometo carry Margo away from Mrs. Worthingham's. The same would apply to the origind waiterswho
had mooched into the dinner party at the Hotel Metrolite, but The Shadow as yet knew nothing of those
Black Circlerswho had worked the changeover with Speed's crew. The names of waiters supplied by
Langley's employment agency had proven to be false and that trail had ended there.

Three days had passed since the theft of thetiara, and thiswas as far as The Shadow'strail had led. As
the paper went blank, The Shadow wrote new names: Croft - Cartwright - Worthingham - then helet
those namesfade. All victimswho knew nothing. Their stories had tallied when told to Cranston,
Cardonaand Trent. Y et somehow, they - like other victims - had acted on what seemed a schedule
made to crime's order. Something lay behind this, some power or threst belonging to that master criminal
operating asthe Voice. Y et The Shadow was positive that the V oice had not forced the victims
themsalvesto set the stagesfor crime.

Now The Shadow's hand drew amuch larger circle and in it, he wrote more than adozen names. They
represented either known criminals or characters on the shady side, and the name of Speed Devlin was
among them. Asthose names faded The Shadow's whispered laugh stirred the sanctum, absorbing itself
among the black curtains that shrouded the secret room.

It scarcely mattered which name counted. Whichever mob was working for the VVoice, would smply lead
adongablindtrail. Even if somebody like Speed Devlin had direct contact with the Voice, it would be
completely covered. Naturaly, the VVoice wouldn't et his own dupe find him out. Nevertheless, The
Shadow wanted to trace the dupe in question. Wheel s within wheels meant that cogs must meet at times.
But The Shadow was leaving that hunt to some of hisroving agents.

That point brought The Shadow back to hisorigina starting point. He reached acrossthe table, took a
pair of earphonesfrom thewal, and atiny sgnd light glowed. A voice came over thewire:

"Burbank spesking.”
"Report on truck,” ordered The Shadow. "All new details.”

"Truck last seen a Ninety-ninth Street garage,” came Burbank's reply. "Now carrying Jersey license
plates.”

"Givethe numbers”

Burbank gave them and The Shadow wrote them down, etching them in hismind before they faded. As
he did so, The Shadow said: "Report received,” and that ended the call from Burbank, who served as
The Shadow's contact with agents when Mann was not on duty.

That truck was still important, the truck that had been in back of an imaginary lunch room near the North
Idand Beach Club and which had later led The Shadow into arunning fight with the Black Circle, when
he trailed the truck to Greenwich Village, the night Kay Kelmore died. If The Shadow could force some



issue that would bring the truck into the scene again, he might crack the riddle of the inner circle and from
it reach the VVoice himsdif.

Oneissue done presented itsdlf.

The Shadow began to sketch aface, partly from abrief recollection of hisown, partly from descriptions
given by people who had been in the Silver Room when Mrs. Worthingham lost theimitation tiara. The
Shadow remembered that face from the fracasin the village; he had glimpsed it again, when he had
chased the fake waiters down the Metrolite fire tower. It talied with that of a young man whom witnesses
said had been thefirgt to go after the jewe snatchers, just before the Silver Room was plunged in
darkness. The Shadow's recollection was dim and the descriptions vague. Nevertheless, the features that
he drew bore a marked resemblance toward Fred Blanding.

Around the sketch, The Shadow drew a question mark. Here was a man whose actions didn't quite fit
the requirements of the Black Circle, even though he seemingly belonged to that group which The
Shadow knew only asthe Voice's specid workers. Thiswas a man The Shadow hoped to find. Asthe
sketch faded, the blue light clicked off and the sanctum was plunged in absolute darkness. Al that
remained was the fading shivers of awhispered laugh, marking The Shadow's departure.

Finding Fred Blanding would be quite a problem, congdering that there were probably afew thousand
young men in Manhattan who looked enough like The Shadow's sketch to passfor it. Searching for a
face was not on The Shadow's schedule, since he felt that sooner or later, circumstance might bring that
face hisway. But Fred Blanding didn't hold to that opinion. He aso wanted to find aface and he was
looking for it.

Not the face of Randy Royce. Fred had recognized that handsome countenance the moment he saw it in
the Classc, samiling in blase style beside Mrs. Worthingham and her wonderful tiara, on the way to the
Grand Ball. The face Fred wanted was one held seen in the Silver Room, the face of awaiter who had
met him eye to eye before the fellow had shown a black-ringed token in his cupped hand.

It was a sharp face, with a pointed nose and cleft chin; straight black eyebrows below avertica
forehead. Fred remembered the eyestoo, the way they had peered up benesth the brows. Herecalled
that the man's hair was black, smooth like patent leather. Thefellow had alook like afox terrier, shifty in
reverse. His eyes were the sort Fred wouldn't miss, if he saw them again.

So Fred, each evening as he moved among the Times Square crowds, kept noting faces and bearing that
onein mind. He wanted alead to the Black Circle and the man might provideit, but that wasn't the only
reason for Fred's quest. He fdt that if any member of the Black Circle was around looking for him, it
would be the black-haired man with the quick eyes. They must know by now that Fred had nearly ruined
the raid the crooks had made later in the Silver Room. At least, Fred credited them with knowing that
much, though it didn't necessarily follow because the Circle members had moved out before Speed's
crew took over.

The business of the red badge, too, made Fred uncomfortable. He didn't know that Randy had chosen
him by chance. Fred thought he had been spotted even then. And if the Black Circle suspected that he
was staying around Times Square, the presence of multitudes wouldn't necessarily hide him. Fred saw

many people meeting each other along Broadway and hisfedling of self-preservation behooved him to

look for enemies before they saw him.

Stll, it might be only one chance in athousand that Fred would meet the quick-eyed man who could
recognize him, perhaps onein amillion. It was adifferent sort of coincidence that paved Fred's meeting
to the man in question, avery smple one. Turning a corner off Broadway, Fred saw asmall blue card



lying on the sdewak. He remembered immediately having seen such a card before. Randy Royce had
been reading one in the foyer outside the Gold Room.

Turning the corner, Fred saw another blue card; further on, agreen one of the same size. Perplexed, he
kept watching the sdewalk until he saw another blue, lying beside ared. Stooping, Fred picked up the
blue card and upon reading it, he laughed. The card wastitled: "Y our Fortune For Today" and in smdll
print, it delivered advice pertaining to love, money, business matters, and a nickel'sworth of other
subjects.

There was plenty of light to read the card by, because Fred was standing in the entrance of a Penny
Arcade which also specidized in higher-priced amusements costing as much asanicke or adime. The
grains of juke box music reached Fred, aong with the clatter of dot-machines, the tat-tat-tat of imitation
anti-aircraft guns, the rumble of skee-bals, and the barks of rifles from ashooting gdlery.

Over thefront of the Arcade was abig sign that said: GAMELAND. Theterm was apt, as Fred
discovered when he entered. There were change booths where small coins were supplied; spreading off
into al coves were the machinesin which such money could be used. There were basketball games,
football, baseball, even tennis, dl with mechanica men operated by handles. There were rows of penny
moving-picture devices, shooting games, and even autometic photograph booths and miniature recording
studios, with asign saying: "Tak-a-Phone - Record Y our Voice."

Wandering about the place, Fred tried afew games and decided to forget histroubles. Maybe by now
the Black Circle had forgotten him, and perhaps its affairs weren't any of his business. Such wasthe
mood that Fred was getting himsdf into when he came face to face with Madame Fortuna.

She was parked in alarge glass case, the mechanica figure that bore the name"FORTUNA" inlarge gilt
|etters on an arch above her head. The figure was life-size and of waxwork, representing agypsy, seated
behind anarrow table on which severa playing cards were spread in arow.

Fortunawas wearing ayellow hat, a plaid dress of brown and green. Her left hand rested beside a
crysta bal and had a pearl bracelet wound around itswrist, while her right rested on the counter, with
onefinger extended. The figure'sloose-fitting blouse was held together by alarge brooch with adull
green ornament of glass. In front of the casewasasign reading: "Learn Y our Future - Five Cents."

It wasworth anickd, so Fred tried it. The figure cameto life, heaved its bosom mechanicdly, and the
pointing hand began to move back and forth acrossthe line of cards, very dowly. The head moved too,
and Fred studied the waxwork face. It wasinteresting, though not beautiful, the features more of a
classica sort. Evidently, though, it had been modeled by someone suited to the part. The expression was
naturd, the dark eyesfollowed the cards with downward gaze. The lips beneath the well-angled nose
were cryptic.

Findly, the hand stopped, pointing to aface-up playing card. A printed card, orangein color, poked out
from adit in front of the machine. Fortunas hand moved back to its origina position and rested there.

Reading the card, Fred found it much like the one that he had picked up on the sdewalk. It told him to
beware of chance meetings with strangers, which was good advice, and added that though he could
expect disgppointment in love, good news would be coming hisway in aletter. Thrusting the card in his
pocket, Fred rambled about the Arcade, playing afew of the games, but dl the while, hismind reverted
to the fortune-telling waxwork.

Maybe Fred had merely mistaken Randy's card for one of the sort that Fortuna dealt out. He couldn't
understand why a chap like Randy would take such stuff serioudy. The thought kept Fred looking back
toward the mechanica fortune-teller from time to time, to see what sort of customers patronized the



device.

Severd peopletried it, mostly young couples. The colors of the cards were haphazard, as Fred noticed
them from adistance. Fred was strolling over to see what kind of card he would get if he made another
try, when aman in coverdls cameinto the Arcade, carrying asmall saichel. Stopping beside the Fortuna
machine, the man unlocked it, poured alot of nickelsinto asack which he took from the satchdl. Waiting
for the collector to finish, Fred was standing by, rather interested in the size of the take, when he saw the
man look up from the bag and dart swift looks toward passers-by.

Fortunately, the collector's eyes paused on other faces before they reached Fred's. That was why Fred
recognized him first. Frozen for amoment, Fred recovered hiswits, whedled about and fumbled for a
nickel to drop into a basebal game. Fred'strail to the Fortune Lady had brought him to the meeting he
was seeking yet trying to avoid.

The man who was collecting cash from the machine was the fake waiter who had shown Fred the brass
token of the Black Circlejust prior to crime's stroke at the Hotel Metrolite!

CHAPTER XI1V. THE TRAP CLOSES

The next few minutes were tense for Fred Blanding. As he cracked away at the basebd | game, he
expected the man with the terrier expression to come pouncing hisway any moment. However, that
worry soon faded, and when Fred risked alook over hisleft shoulder, he saw that the fellow had gone.

Strolling over to the change booth, Fred spoke to the tired-faced woman in charge.

"I meant to speek to the fellow over there at the fortune machine," said Fred. "I think thething is out of
order. Who is he - the fellow who handlesit?

"Hisname's Jerry Stolle," the woman said. "He's probably till around, if you want to find him.”

Fred didn't want to find him, but couldn't say so. Muittering histhanks, he moved away, looking for a
good spot from which to make observations. Fred was going to enter one of the miniature recording
studios, which were somewhat larger than telephone booths, when he decided that he'd only be boxing
himsalf. Neverthe ess, he was glancing toward them, when one of the doors opened and Fred promptly
stepped back behind a skee-ball game.

He'd recognized another face, Fred had, that of the man who had just come from the recording booth. It
was Fred's pagt, not his future, that was beginning to pay dividends of adangerous kind. The man coming
from the booth was the fellow who had started him on his present road of misfortune. He was Jm, the
flat-faced proprietor of the vanished lunch room in Greenwich Village!

Moving farther away, Fred paused to watch two men who were clattering away at abig footbal gamein
which two teams of eleven mechanicd players kicked soccer with asted ball. One of the men scored a
god and the other said: "Wevetimeto try it once more." Fred watched the fellow pull acoin out of his
pocket and insert it in the dot.

That coin wasn't anickd. It was abrass disk with ablack band!

Inwent the dide, out it came again, bringing the brass disk with it. Despite the return of the token, the
game went into operation and the players began to kick awvay again. Looking at the two men, Fred
recognized them now. They were the pair that had escorted Kay Kelmore from Jim's Coffee Pot!

Fred hadn't seen their faces closely that night, but he recogni zed their mannerisms. Stepping away, Fred



saw other customers playing nickel machines and wondered how many of them might be members of the
Black Circle. Those specia disks must have some magnetic quality that caused them to return, but they
couldn't have been designed just for the purpose of playing amusementsfor free. Puzzled, Fred looked
toward the Fortuna case and saw the answer.

Jm had gone over to the fortune-teller and was buying himself alucky card. From hisaction, Fred
noticed that Im's coin was returned; therefore it must have been one of the brass disks. im was reading
the card as he | ft the Arcade and anew notion gripped Fred. The Fortuna machine was probably
double action. When the disks were used, it delivered specia cards, with which Jerry had just loaded it.
That was why these members of the tribe were |oitering around.

Paying his hunch, Fred went over and dropped his own disk in the dot. Fortunawent through her
mechanical motions and a green card came out. Stepping off to a corner, Fred read the card. He found
that his hunch wasright. The card Sated:

"Tomorrow at 5:30... Bein the lounge of the Tour Des Artes... Watch for any strangers who might be
police or specid investigators... Remain until 6 o'clock unless such persons appear... In that case, go
outsde and talk to the girl with the Scottie dog who will bewalking by."

Fred pocketed the card and went over by the recording booths, which he now felt were the safest place,
snce Jm had |eft there. He didn't even waich the fortune machine a present, which wasamistake, The
two men who had finished their football game had gone over to pay their respectsto Fortunawith brass
tokens and one was right now drawing out ared card.

"Say!" Thefdlow turned to his companion. "I'm supposed to get a green. What's your color?’
"Red," said the other. "L ooks like you received my card. But you're one number ahead of me."
"Correct, and | follow Jm. Didn't some fellow come over hereright after Im left?!

"Y es, but he looked like a customer with an ordinary nicke."

"He couldn't have been. Here, take your card. | till have timeto report.”

Hurrying over to the recording booths, the man went right past Fred and entered one. Fred stepped
away; as hedid, the man who had stayed at the fortune machine saw him, and gave agesture. Themanin
the booth took a quick look at Fred's face, nodded, and began to talk into the recorder.

Meanwhile Fred was strolling to remote parts of Gameland, hoping not to run into Jerry, should the
collector still be around. He suddenly spotted the man, taking money from the backs of the recording
booths. Fred noticed that aong with the cash, Jerry brought out some records aswell. It occurred to him
that those might be specid records, carrying reports for the Voice. Fred'sideawas correct, but he didn't
redlize that the latest of those reports concerned himsalf and the green fortune card that he had
intercepted.

Outside of Gameland, passers-by were meeting on the street, showing each other brass tokens with
black bands, gesturing toward the Arcade. Newcomers were being told to watch for ayoung man
answering to Fred's description and to keep tabs on him. Fred, meanwhile, decided to stay in the Arcade
and watch for any new customers who might approach Fortunawith brass disks.

Things were moving quite speedily. Usudly, Black Circle memberswere delayed in their reports, which
were dependent upon Jm's collections. But this evening, one had gone through at the last minute, hence it
reached its destination quickly. About half an hour after Fred had grabbed off somebody else's green



card, Speed Devlin received aphone call in his apartment.
TheVoicewas on thewire.

"Go to Gameland,” the VVoice ordered. "L ook for the man we want. F-R-E-D B-L-A-N-D-1-N-G. Hold
him until further orders. Do not question him. To identify this man, put nickelsin the machine cdled
Fortuna’ - the Voice gave the name a precise syllabic pronunciation - "and watch the man who seems
interested.”

Hanging up, Speed Devlin turned to Stick Stickney, who wasin the gpartment with him.
"TheVoiceagan," said Speed. "Get the boys."

"For another bum steer?’ demanded Stick. "If you want my advice, 1'd say to grab old Grayle and bring
him aong on thejob. Then, he can tell you whether the stuff is phoney or not, before you haul it away."

"Thisisdifferent,” informed Speed. "The Voice has got aline on that Blanding guy. If it's Blanding who
loused up those jobsfor us, our troubles are over. The Voice saysto bring himin."

"Y ou think Blanding is The Shadow?'

"Not a chance. The Voice wants this handled with gloves. For The Shadow, it would be the works, and
fast. But The Shadow has been getting histip-offs from somebody and it sounds like Blanding. So let's

go.

Fred was still hanging around Gameland when Speed and his boys arrived there. It was Speed who went
over and played the fortune machine, while Stick tried his hand at basketball, missing al the baskets he
tried to flip, because he was watching elsewhere. Stick spotted Fred moving from one machineto
another, pretending to be making a choice, but actualy seeking a close look at Speed.

All Stick did was give anudge that Speed's men saw. Others observed it too, afew tarrying members of
the Black Circle, who promptly disappeared from the Arcade. They'd stayed to make sure the job was
under way; now, the work belonged to Speed Devlin and his deluded crew. Never did the Black
Circlers show their hand in public. They were crimeland's dlite.

Finding the game that suited him, Fred discovered that he had an audience. A couple of rather tough but
friendly customers admired Fred's style of play and suggested that he join them in skee-bal. A trifle
suspicious, Fred decided to seem willing, then dip them later. He learned his mistake too late. They were
passing the shooting gdlery when guns nudged Fred's ribs through the coat pockets of the men who now
flanked him.

"Kegp right onwaking," oneman said, "or you'l get jolted both wayswith alot of dugs.”

"Yeah," added the other, "and don't think we won't. With all thoseriflestalking, nobody isgoing to hear a
couple of extrashots."

Therewas plenty of clatter from the shooting gdlery because Stick and the rest of the boysweretrying
their marksmanship there. The pair who escorted Fred brought him up in front of an €ectric machine and
pointed to its handles.

"Grab them," one ordered with agun nudge. "Pull them dl theway out."

AsFred did, the other man dropped a coin in the dot. Fred received the full supply of juice that was
supposed to come gradualy. Glued to the handles, he was writhing madly when Speed Devlin, stepping



up behind him, supplied ashort back-hand flip with a blackjack. Taking the blow above the neck, Fred
subsided. The two men moved him out between them, while Speed spoke to a couple of atendants who
came hurrying up.

"A finejoker, that machine," snarled Speed. "Our pa Frankietried it to help hiswesk heart and it gave
him too big awallop. Better junk the thing. Y ou want to get sued?'

Following his helpers out to the street, Speed had them put Fred into acab. Later, he was transferred to
acar, which eventualy took him to Speed's apartment. When Fred awoke there, he found himself nicely
trussed and gagged, with severa men eying him, none at dl friendly. Out of hazy faces, Fred gradualy
began to recognize afew of the waiters who had been handling the businessin the Silver Room at the
timewhen the lights went off.

The phone bell rang and Speed ordered Stick to answer it.

"If the Voice does any spdlling,” said Speed, "takeit down carefully. Y ou don't aways remember it
right.”"

Stick took the cal, responded with afew grunts, and then hung up.

"The biggest word he spelled was Jm," stated Stick. "He's some guy that runsajoint called the Coffee
Pot, up near West End Avenue. I'll steer you to the dump, becauseit's where we're to take this Blanding

aguy.

Fred's hopes sank when he heard the news. Having seen what could happen in Jm's Coffee Pot at itslast
location, Fred felt that his adventures were due to end where they began - and end permanently. Then,
dimly, Fred remembered one last hope, though he wasn't counting on it.

That hope was called The Shadow.
CHAPTER XV. THE SHADOW'S PRISONER

Two men who looked like mechanics were loafing in front of the Ninety-ninth Street Garage, when a
truck with aNew Jersey license arrived there. Flagging the truck, they gestured it down the Street, then
joined the driver on the front sedt.

"You'relate" said one, "and weve got aquick job waiting. After this, we aren't using the Ninety-ninth
Street. It's getting hot like the other places.”

"Sowhat do | do?' gruffed the driver. "Move back to Connecticut?’

"Probably. The more you hop around, the better the VVoice likesit. But right now, you drive us down to
West End Avenue. Werre taking over ashoe-shine parlor for tonight.”

"Last timeit wasatailor shop. What's the matter with an empty, like we used out on Long Idand?!

"It may be agive-away, if somebody looksfor it afterward. It's better they should find some other kind
of business where they thought the lunch room was. It helps, too, when theré's ajerk proprietor who
doesn't know what it'sall about.”

Asthetruck rumbled toward its destination, ataxicab picked up thetrail. It did anesat job, that cab,
taking corners one behind the truck, but swinging in again to resume the chase. That was atrick of

Shrevvy's taught him by The Shadow, who was awaiting acall, as soon asthetrail ended. Shrevvy's
present passengers were a couple of The Shadow's agents who had been watching the Ninety-ninth



Street Garage in anticipation of the mystery truck's return.

Pulling into an aley off West End Avenue, the truck stopped, and its occupants were met by three men,
including Jm. Rapidly they unloaded the truck's portable properties: alightweight counter, stools, tables,
chairs, griddle, table utensils, cash register and findly aclock. These were taken through a back door
where the fixings of a shoe-shine parlor had al been moved away from the front. The last itemsto come
from the truck were a partition that worked on extension bars, to hide the equipment of the shoe-shine
parlor, and asign which bore the name of Jim's Coffee Pot. Then, the place was open for business.

The business came promptly. Scarcely had the other members of the Black Circle moved out, leaving Jm
alone, before acar pulled up and three men entered, bringing a prisoner with them. The leader of the
group was Speed Devlin; the prisoner, Fred Blanding. The car, piloted by Stick Stickney, pulled around
the corner, while another car, containing three of Speed's reserves, remained on the front street.

Shoving Fred in achair a atable, Speed suggested that he try some coffee, which Jm promptly poured
and Fred refused. At that Jm shrugged and then, asif acting a part, he gruffed to Speed:

"Leaveyour friend here and et him sober up. Well look out for him."

Jm'suse of the plurd "we" satisfied Speed. He motioned for his men to come aong, which they did. In
the outside darkness, they encountered two men, muffled in overcoats, who were coming into the Coffee
Pot. After they had passed, Speed halted his own men part way down the street.

"Wait acouple of minutes," suggested Speed. "Just in case. Then, well go around and pick up Stick.”

The two men who had entered the Coffee Pot went directly to Fred'stable, hauled him to hisfeet. Fred
didn't recognize their faces, but listened to what one told him.

"We'retaking you out," the man undertoned. "Act like you don't want to go dong. Well haveto hurry
before the others get here.”

These men weren't members of the Black Circle; of that, Fred was suddenly sure. At least he hadn't
anything to lose, by doing asthey said. The other, his back turned to the counter, was speaking gruffly to
Jm.

"Well take care of thisfellow," the second man said. "Hang on to your skillet, Jm, and watch the cash
register. Well seeyou later.”

At that, Fred put up a protest, which brought him some rough handling, neatly faked, from histwo
unknown friends. Seeing that Jm was going to take ahand init, Fred relaxed, letting himsalf be hauled
through the door. But they had hardly reached the short steps up to the Street, when another pair of men
loomed suddenly from above. Jm saw the newcomers over the shoulders of the departing group and
shouted:

"Get them!”

The shout was meant for the two new arrivals. Im was suddenly redlizing that the men whosefaceshe
hadn't seen were spiriting Fred away. He was quite right, because they were The Shadow's agents, the
pair that had trailed the truck in Shrevvy's cab. Taking the initiative, they drove forward, up the steps,
catching the newcomers scomach first and flattening them on the sdewalk.

That |eft Fred the opportunity he wanted. Wheeling about, Fred drove back into the Coffee Pot and met
Jmwith afly of fiststhat bounced him against the counter before he could pull arevolver. AsJm dived
away, fumbling for the gun, Fred grabbed up achair and hurled it after him. Fred's next missilewasa



table; hewas swinging it, when he redlized that guns were blasting out in the front street.

Speed and his crew were opening fire on The Shadow's men, who were returning the compliment.
Unfortunately, that left two othersfree for action; the pair that Jm expected. Diving for the shelter of the
Coffee Pot, the two cameright on through, pulling gunsto dug down Fred before he could settle Jm.

It was then that the fake partition flattened forward, carrying the clock with it. Clearing the dummy wall
came The Shadow, big automatics bulging from his gloved fists, amocking laugh rising from his hidden
lips, ashe hurdled to Fred'said. Asthe Voice's men turned with their guns, Jm grabbed the table that
Fred was swinging and flung it for the single hanging light. There was a crash of glass, with it, blackness.

The Shadow's laugh rose strident.

Darkness was The Shadow's choice. He proved it with the blaze of his guns. Here, there, everywhere -
The Shadow was nowhere, when revolvers barked replies. Jm and his companions were diving for
whatever cover they could find. Asthey cowered, The Shadow found Fred in the darkness, hustled him
through the front door and up to the street. The Shadow wanted Fred out of the fray; then held return to
ruin Jm's Coffee Pot for keeps.

On the sidewak, The Shadow found himsdf in the thick of another fray. His own men had bargained for
too much, for Speed's reserves had come into the fray, putting them under fire from two directions. The
Shadow settled that in rapid style. With hisusua whirl, he supplied atwo-way fire that scattered Speed
and his crew. They recognized the mighty laugh that came with The Shadow's gunfire. Arriving in the
midst of thefight, it proclaimed him master of the fray, because it stood for the unexpected. But The
Shadow knew quite well that Speed's crew were the sort of rats who could find cover anywherein
alleys, passages, behind steps, even up fire escapes or down through man-holes. His policy wasto keep
such enemies on the run, rather than give them chanceto rdly.

Hence thefray poured off between buildings, the scattered gunfire fading into another block, alwayswith
the staccato sounds of The Shadow's automatics coming instantly after aflurry of enemy gun-shots,
proving that he was picking human targets by the flashes of their own revolvers. Meanwhile, The
Shadow's agents had bounded from their own shelter across the street and had driven hard at Speed's
reserves, who were coming up the block.

Already halted by shotsthat The Shadow had aimed their way, the reserves couldn't meet the test. They
were retresting the other way, and rapidly, hoping to regain their car, which they did. Backing it madly to
the avenue, they swung the car about and sped away while The Shadow's agents zipped bullets after
them, hoping to puncture the gas tank or explode atire. Time was too brief to accomplish this and the car
got Clear.

In the Coffee Pot, Jm and his companions were madly hustling their portable properties out back to the
truck. Huddled in adoorway adong the street, Fred wondered why they weren't coming after him. He
didn't quite redlize that the Black Circle didn't mix with the outer ring that served the VVoice, hencethe
two groups couldn't very well combine, even to fight The Shadow. Just the same, Fred felt he was il
the mgor issue and that when the battle had carried well away, Jm and the Coffee Potters would come
rushing out to grab him. To forestall that, Fred moved rapidly but warily along the block, in the direction
opposite that which The Shadow's agents had taken.

This brought Fred around the corner where Stick's car waited. Pausing there, in the open, Fred listened.
A few revolver shots sounded, from far away, and aso distant from each other. It sounded as though
Speed's men were shooting at imaginary shadows. With alaugh, Fred turned; then found he had nothing
to laugh about.



A blocky man with a blunt face had stepped up to plant a gun muzzle between Fred's shoulder blades.
Fred didn't see the face, but the rough voice sounded familiar, as belonging to one of the men who had
brought him to the Coffee Pot. The man with the gun was Stick Stickney.

"Over tothe car, lug," ordered Stick. "Don't get happy about Speed being on the run. Hell meet up with
the other boys and get away dl right. | figured you might be on the loose. So climb in the car and welll
take alittle ride together."

Fred knew what the formulawould be. Once he got into the front sest, Stick would dug him down. Fred
foresaw that as he opened the door at Stick's order. Thiswasthe only chance to act, and the last. Half
into the car, Fred came around, made a savage grab for Stick. Already the fellow had whipped hisgun
upward and was starting the swing that would crash it down to Fred's skull. Fred was ssmply asking for a
clout on the top of the head instead of at the back.

Then, the glittering gun seemed to jolt in mid-air and Stick did a backward heave with it. Before Fred
could even grab Stick, the fellow had spun around. A low, fierce laugh stirred the darkness; Fred heard
the thud of agun againgt ahead. The gun wasn't Stick's but the head was. Hisrevolver dropping from his
limp hand, Stick sagged squardly into Fred's forward shoving ams.

Againgt dim lights from across the street, Fred saw the silhouetted head and shoulders of The Shadow.
He caught the glint of burning eyes as unseen lips spoke alow, even tone, telling Fred to take the whed
while The Shadow himself rolled Stick into the car. Thistime, at last, Fred was on The Shadow's side.

Heliked it.

Circling through neighboring blocks, Fred picked up The Shadow's agents, who reported that the
Voicestruck had just pulled away from behind the shop where the Coffee Pot had been set up. One of
the agents took the whesl, the other occupied the front seet beside him. That put Fred in back with The
Shadow, the dumped figure of Stick between them.

In response to probing questions from The Shadow, Fred told his story from the start: How he had seen
Kay Kemore taken from the Coffee Pot when it wasin the Village and had found the disk with the black
band. He detailed the part that he had played at the Hotel Metrolite and named the cluesthat had taken
him to Gameland, where he discovered the secret of Fortunaand ultimately was captured for his pains.
Asevidence, Fred gave The Shadow the brass disk with the black circle, the red judge's badge, and
findly histwo fortune cards - one ordinary, the other aspecia intended for some member of the Black
Circle.

Examining these with atiny flashlight, The Shadow toned awhispered laugh. The car pulled up inthe
neighborhood of Twenty-third Street and there, The Shadow's agents removed Stick who by now was
half awake and muttering. When Fred turned to speak to The Shadow, his cloaked companion was
gone. Fred saw fleeting blackness at the door which the agents had entered; then, the agents themselves
returned. They introduced themselves to Fred. One was named Harry Vincent, the other Cliff Mardand.
They told Fred to wait with them.

In aroom that looked like an old and little-used office, The Shadow was shaking Stick Stickney out of
his haf-dazed state. The burning eyesthat Stick saw in the light, the whispered voice that ordered him to
talk, brought terror to Stick's tough face in contrast to the confidence they had induced in Fred.

The Shadow recognized Stick, knew him as Speed's lieutenant. From statements that The Shadow
made, Stick thought his cloaked inquisitor was familiar with the entire game as Stick himsdlf knew it - and
probably more. Sweat streaked Stick's unsightly face as The Shadow continued his probe. Soon, Stick
was soilling his entire story. Next, The Shadow was thrusting atelephone into Stick's hand.



"Call Speed Devlin," The Shadow ordered in acold, even tonethat gave Stick shivers. "Listen carefully
to what you areto tel him."

Stick listened, then fumbled with the did, finally managing to get Speed's number. Speed'svoice
answered.

"Listen, Speed,” began Stick. "Thisis Stick and I've got to talk fast... Yeah, | caught up with Blanding.
Hewas atough guy to take aone... Had to give him some lead poisoning and | gave him too much..."

Pausing, Stick fdt the chill of The Shadow's gun muzzle pressing his neck. Perhaps Stick would be
getting somelead poisoning himsdf, if he didn't play aong with the instructions. Speed was asking what
Stick had done with Fred's body and Stick had the answer - as ordered by The Shadow.

"I dumped the guy," declared Stick. "Into theriver, loaded with those old chains | had in back of the
car... Yeah, | found some things on him... Identification cardsthat | tore up, along with acouple of little
cards that said something about fortunes... He was carrying aleather wallet with about a hundred bucks.

| took the dough, because I'll be needing it... Wait, there was one thing else' - Stick was describing the
object now, and properly, because The Shadow's gloved hand wasin the light, showingitinhispadm-"a
round thing, like a coin, about the size of anickel, with ablack band onit... No, | guessit didn't mean
much, but | chucked it into the river anyway... Y eah, you're right, Speed. 1'd better lam out of town until
after the bullsfind the body and the whole thing coals... So long, Speed...”

Stick dumped as hefinished. A moment later, he was coming to hisfeet again, prodded by The
Shadow's gun. Next, Stick was being marched out to the car again, bound he didn't know where, except
that Stick could guess that The Shadow would keep him nicely onice, until the time cameto turn him
over to thelaw. That would be after The Shadow had rounded up Speed Devlin and histribe, dong with
cracking the riddle of the VVoice and the inner group that The Shadow now knew asthe Black Circle.

When Speed recaived his next call from the Voice, he would inform his unknown boss that Stick had
settled the little matter of Fred Blanding, and whatever evidence went with it. Crimewould move again,
on schedule, but thistime The Shadow would be ahead of it.

The Shadow knew!
CHAPTER XVI. THE HIDDEN CLUE

Quentin Langley wasn't in his pretentious office when Lamont Cranston caled there the next day.
Instead, Cranston found Inspector Joe Cardonaand a group of bookish looking men who turned out to
be accountants working for headquarters. Langley had made no objectionsto this procedure; rather he
had welcomed it, as something that might clear his name from any connection with the society robberies.
While the police worked on the books, Langley was going about town, bolstering his socia contacts
againg the rumorswhich had leaked out.

"Were going through dl of Langley's stuff," Cardonatold Cranston, "and what amessit'sin. For afellow
asparticular asLangley, 1'd say he kept his books badly on purpose.”

"A good theory," commended Cranston. " Perhaps by being careless, Langley felt he wouldn't be
connected with those society robberies.”

"Maybe," returned Cardona, "but | wouldn't go that far - not yet. Langley counted himself in for acut of
everything: employment commissions, florist supplies, decorations, entertainment” - gesturing to adozen
stacks of papers, Joe added - "well, count them for yourself and ook them over. Langley waseveninon
the hat-check dedl, every time he threw a party.”



"His employment agency was particularly important.”

"Naturdly, since they supplied Mrs. Worthingham with a French maid and hired the waiters for the dinner
in the Silver Room. Checking back, we've found that Langley supplied hired help to Croft, Cartwright,
and even the Video Building. But he had connectionsthere, so it was natural.”

"Y ou've traced the people who were working in those places?'

"No," answered Cardona. "Their cards are either phoney or missing. But as| said, the businesswas run
dipshod by acouple of clerksthat Langley cdled managers. What we're doing now is checking on other
hired help that people got through Langley. It'salong task ahead, like finding the subscribersto the
Socid Bulletin."

Crangton nodded. He knew of the Socia Bulletin, aweekly pamphlet that Langley printed and called a
megazine.
"It was Langley's sucker list," described Cardona. "Thelist of subscribers, | mean. But there were alot of

extrasthat went out - like afreelist - and Langley can't find it, S0 he says. Thejerk he calls an editor
doesn't know anything. We can't trace the subscription agents at all.”

"The subscription agents?”

"That'sright. A high-hat bunch that claimed to be society folk, who were peddling the Socid Bulletinon a
commission basis. They walked in everywhere, filled out the blanks, turned them in with the money. They
just came and went and probably alot of them were phonies, looking places over with robbery in mind.”

Thiswas an important point. It could account for spare-time activities of Kay Kelmore, Randy Royce
and ahost of others, perhapsincluding agirl who once had posed as a French maid called Celeste
Rochdle.

"Y ou are quite right, ingpector,” approved Cranston. "It leaves Langley in the balance. He's either the
head of some secret ring, covering himself by pretended carel essness, or someoneisusing himasa
champion dupe. But whereis Langley now?"

"That, I'd like to know," declared Cardona. "He's just gone. Either he's framing something very big and
crooked, or he's gotten small enough to crawl into some hole. Anyway, he's called off abig event tonight,
or it'sbeen called off for him."

"Y ou mean the opening of the new Gotham Club?"

"Yes. It's been postponed. What was more, they intended to ingtdl the Golden Venusthat a sculptor
named Eric Van Lorden hasjust finished. Van Lorden was asking a hundred thousand dollars for the
statue, but now they don't want any part of it, not even a couple of loose arms. Nobody big wants to buy
anything that Quentin Langley has promoted; not now. They've found out that he grabs too much profit
for himsdf."

Having no further lead on Langley, Cranston decided to check on the Golden Venus, though he aready
knew some facts regarding the statue and its sculptor, Van Lorden, both having been in the news.
Consderable had been printed about VVan Lorden, the craftsman, who lived in atall gpartment hotel
which bore the name of the Tour Des Artes. But Cranston didn't go to see Van Lorden. Instead, he
dropped in at the Cleghorn Private Museum.

There, Cranston found Milton Grayle in one of his most receptive moods. The dry-faced curator was
smiling over abowl of milk toast, which he seemed to regard asamost delicious lunch. He called for



Badwin and told the attendant to bring some coffee for Mr. Cranston.

"I never go out to egt,” declared Grayle. "I keep mysdlf practicaly aprisoner here, | have so much work
todo, but | enjoy it."

"If I liked milk toast,” said Cranston, "1 suppose I'd like work too."

"Work and deep," continued Grayle. " dternate them. | gpply myself to the catalog; when | tire, | catch
myself acat-ngp on that couch in the corner. That's my routine, both day and night.”

"Don't you ever go out for air?"

"Only to the front door. Then, | come back and work until | need anap. I'll be taking one soon, so | shdll
haveto ask you to leave. | dwayslock mysdf avay, herein the office, when | deep.”

"I'll beleaving soon," promised Cranston. ™Y ou haven't been visited by masked men since the other
night?'

Grayle snapped histhin fingers.

"I've forgotten them." He picked up anewspaper. "This interests me more. Have you read about the
Golden Venus?'

Cranston nodded.

"It would be agreat prizefor thismuseum,” declared Grayle, "since the Gotham Club does not intend to
takeit. The Board of Directors contacted Van Lorden, but he doesn't seem to want to sdll.”

"Why not?'

"A question of price. Sixty thousand dollars was the limit we could offer. Van Lorden clamsthat the
metal itself isworth that much. The statueis solid gold, you know. Ah, well, sculptors must live, like other
artists. We can't expect them to dedicate their art to museums, just for art's sake.”

"At least you have catal oged the Golden Venus."

"Of course." Grayle smiled. "But don't harbor the notion that those masked criminaswill try to stedl it.
The satueis nearly eight feet high and weighs more than four hundred pounds, Troy. I've been trying to
caculate the quality of thegold, in karats. | fancy it is gpproximately ten. Van Lorden has promised to
send me the appraiser's report. That investigator, Trent, came here to ask about it."

"Trent has been checking on the insurance?!

"Y es. But he said there would be no need to bother, when he learned how heavy and cumbersome the
satue was. | mean cumbersome in terms of size since the statueis most graceful in appearance.”

"| suppose Trent was interested in other itemstoo.”

"Dozens of them. He spent hours going through the catal og, listing things he thought criminas might try to
sted. A hopelesstask, | would say. Crime has too many opportunities.”

With that, Cranston did not quite agree. Considering how thoroughly the Black Circle crimes had been
arranged, with their preliminary phase of substituting false objects for the genuine, and arranging thingsfor
Speed Devlin to stage a useless robbery later, new opportunities might prove very few. In Cranston's
opinion, the Voice must now bethinking in terms of acolossal job asafina payoff.



In fact, a super-colossd job, considering that Eric Van Lorden lived at the Tour Des Artes, the very
place named on the Fortuna card that Fred Blanding had intercepted. Thinking along those lines,
Cranston went to look up Terry Trent; found him in the office of the.1.1., going over large bundles of his
own reports.

Trent was very much preoccupied and talked only in brief terms on the subject of Langley. He nodded
that he had visited Grayle, when Cranston brought up that point. Then:

"Weve been bothering too much with the past,” declared Terry, in hisblunt style, "and guessing too much
about the future. What interests meis the present. Who are those crooks who grabbed the phoney tiara
and barged into the museum wearing masks? If we knew who they are, we could find out where they
ae'

"If you knew where they came from,” suggested Cranston, "and where they intend to be next, you might
find out. But that would mean digging up the past or casting the future.”

"That's Cardonasjob. He hasto dig up old evidence and be waiting for crooks when they show up. I'm
interested in the insurance angle. If | find the fake stuff, maybe The Shadow will produce thered. Hell
haveto do it, once those masked crooks are found and tell their sory.”

A moot point that, one with which Cranston concurred as The Shadow. It explained why he was | etting
Speed Devlin remain &t large. However, Cranston wasn't taking Trent's statements at the face value
which Terry was obvioudy trying to give them; quite the reverse.

Terry Trent held aunique position. Tracking down crime did not belong in his department. It was his
businessto prove whether or not insured articles had been stolen; if they had, it then became hisbusiness
to recover them. Terry might not be above adedl with crooks themselves, provided it accomplished
ether of hisaims. Whatever his present mood, Terry wastrying to cover hisrea activities. Therefore,
Crangton discounted al of the investigator's statements.

The past and future concerned Terry more than the present on which he harped; of that, Cranston was
certain. The acid test of the case wasthis: The files of the Three-Eye doubtless contained confidentia
reports regarding Quentin Langley and such characters as Speed Devlin, compiled long before the
present wave of crime had struck.

Possibly Terry was guessing at Crangton's thoughts. Giving hisvisitor the straight eye, Terry noticed that
Crangton had glanced over to the corner, where alarge, ultra-modern recording machine stood. Terry
gave agesture there.

"l useit for interviews," remarked Terry. "It savestime. By theway" - he went over to the machine and
picked up some records - "you might be interested in these. Old Grayle let me use his machine when |
was at the museum, the old plugger he hasin hisdesk. | read off alot of the catalog items. Listen to some
of themiif youd like. I'll be back in afew minutes.

Terry arranged the records on atable that was covered with acloth, shifting alamp as he did so. Picking
up abatch of report sheets, he went into an inner office, leaving Cranston aone. Cranston began to play
the records.

There was more on those records than just catalog readings. Grayle's voice interrupted, asking Terry if
he'd like some milk toast. They spoke about the Golden Venus and Terry laughed when Grayle
mentioned itsweight. At one point, Terry asked if he could cdl his office and Graylesaid: "Yes"

Then, came asound which represented the diaing of a phone number. Cranston played it threetimes,



checking it thoroughly. He compared his estimate with the number of the phone on Terry's desk. Thetwo
tallied; obvioudy it had been an office call. The conversation that followed on the record - Terry'send of
it - wassmply aroutinecall.

There were half a dozen of the records, but Cranston only played back one. Then, he set the stack aside,
probed the cloth that covered the table and found exactly what he had expected. Terry had turned his
back when he stacked those records, but he had dawdled just abit too long. In the course of things, he
had shoved arecord benegath the cloth, setting the lamp upon it. Reclaiming the record, Cranston noticed
that its center bore the printed letters: A-AJ.

Putting the record on the machine, Cranston moved to the inner door; listened a moment, then returned.
He gstarted the record and it began to speak words in avery precise tone: "Abacus - abbatoir -" Between
the wordswas a click, caused by anotch in the grooving. Cranston lifted the needle, moving it from
notch to notch. The record delivered more words:

"Absolute - acme - adrendin - after - agree” - Cranston | et this continue and the voice said "agreed -
agreeing - agrees' - then, picking it up further on, Cranston heard the voice name acity: "Akron.” Moving
the needle, Cranston caught the words: "Also - dter - dternate -"

There, Cranston stopped the record. He knew what it represented. Somewhere, Trent had uncovered
this sample record belonging to Langley's defunct Voca Dictionary. The notchesfitted with some
mechanical overlay that would switch the record to the right word. With an el aborate enough device,
such words could be composed into sentences automeatically. Thus a conversation could be held in that
strange monotone.

Remembering Margo's description of her conversation with the VVoice, Cranston now had the redl
answer. Margo had remembered that talk in detail: How the Voice had pronounced Celeste as"sdll-lest,”
Worthingham as "worth-in-ham" and Fortuna as "for-tune-ah." 1t would have to be that way, with names
that were not on the disks. They were made up by using other words as syllables. If that could not be
handled, the V oice would have to spell names.

Fred Blanding, too, had reported a conversation with the VVoice. Both he and Margo remembered one
peculiar thing. At no time had the VVoice used suchwordsas"Yes' or "You," though in both
conversations there had been occasion to employ them. That fitted with a statement made by Langley
himsdlf, regarding hisVVocd Dictionary. Langley had said that it had been completed through the I etter W.
Thisexplained why the Voice never used aword beginning withaY. The mysterious Voicewasa
recorded job, operated with a set of disksfrom Langley's d most forgotten dictionary!

Stowing Trent's sample benesth the cloth where he had found it, Cranston turned expectantly to the inner
door, confident that by thistime, Terry would want to interrupt proceedings, thinking that Cranston
wouldn't yet have discovered the record hidden benegth the cloth. Cranston had placed the lamp
properly too, by the time he turned and afew moments | ater, the door opened.

It wasn't Trent who appeared; instead, Cranston faced a girl who worked as a secretary in the office of
the Triple-Eye.

"Mr. Trent was called away," the girl said. "He was sorry and hopes you will see him some other time."

The girl opened the outer door; taking the hint, Cranston left. As he reached the devators, hislips
whispered alow laugh that was singularly like The Shadow's. What Terry Trent would be up to next,
Crangton didn't particularly care, either as himsdlf or The Shadow. The afternoon was getting late and
there was work ahead, including ajob for Margo Lane who had been getting impatient lately, snce The
Shadow had inssted that she stay out of sight rather than encounter members of the Black Circle. A job



waswaiting for Clyde Burke, too, and this time The Shadow intended that Clyde and Margo should form
abetter team.

Their sop would be & the Tour Des Artes, to view the Golden Venus and the man who had scul ptured
it: Eric Van Lorden.

CHAPTER XVII. THE WRONG VENUS

In the duplex living room of his studio gpartment, Eric Van Lorden was making afind comparison of the
Golden Venus with the model who had posed for it. The statue was indeed a magnificent sculpture,
standing on apedestd that raised it higher than the celling of an ordinary room. Sleek, smooth, golden,
the statue could only be described as a curvaceous rhythm, gracefully poised, and counterbaanced by
the bend of its uplifted arms, with long-fingered hands that seemed about to clasp behind the flow of
sculptured hair that velled the shoulders of the figure, and those but dightly.

The same description suited the model, except the term "golden™, which gpplied only to her hair asit
caught the setting sunlight from the southwest window. The girl was accustomed to her pose, for she
stood as motionless as the statue and quite as indifferent to the sculptor's comparing eye. Therewasa
certain chdlengeto the girl's uplifted chin that formed a contrast to the distant, dreamy expression of her
eyes. Van Lorden had captured both in his sculpture.

A magnificent work, the Golden Venus. The greatest in the career of Eric Van Lorden, whose gray beard
and stooped shoulders which seemed weighted even by an artist's smock, marked him asaveteranin his
trade. Van Lorden was aman with along and checkered career, who had begun life as an artist, become
asoldier of fortune, mixed himsdf in many doubtful enterprises, and findly had taken up sculpture asthe
delight of hisfading years. There were many rumors about VVan Lorden's past, but they had died out as
theworld paid tribute to his art.

A buzzer sounded at the apartment door and Van Lorden recognized its short, quick sound.

"It'sthe letter they are sending up,” Van Lorden told the modd. "Hold your pose. | shdl be only afew
minutes longer.”

Going out to alittle ante room, Van Lorden opened the door and received the letter. Coming back, he
noticed that it bore aspecia delivery stamp, and becoming curious, he opened it. The model remained
motionless, except for her eyes, which turned to watch Van Lorden keenly. Then, her lips changed from
an innocent expression to astraight, knowing smile. Therewas asurprisefor Van Lorden in that letter
and therewas agloat in the girl's gaze as she waited to see how he would takeit.

Before Van Lorden could begin to read the letter, the door buzzed again, but differently. The modd's
gloat switched to annoyance, then quickly resumed the soulful Venus gaze as Van Lorden looked up.

"Probably the appraisers,” said Van Lorden. "Y ou may rest, Miss Marland.”

The model draped herself in adressing gown, lighted a cigarette, and was lounging on awindow sest
when Van Lorden entered with avisitor. The newcomer was a smartly dressed brunette, who was
showing Van Lorden an article in an art magazine. Stroking his beard, the sculptor studied the brunette
and nodded.

"Why, yes, MissLane," hesaid. "I did want models some time ago, when that article appeared. But that
isan old magazine. Still" - stepping back, Van Lorden eyed Margo from adistance - "1 might need
another modd shortly. Suppose you wait awhile.”



Thegirl from the window sest eyed Margo closdly, masking her interest with acloud of cigarette smoke,
Babs Marland had seen Margo Lane before, but not too clearly, for much of Margo's face had been
hidden when Randy Royce gagged her in Mrs. Worthingham's boudoir closet. Asfor Margo, she hadn't
seen Babs at all, not even as Celeste Rochelle, the pretended French maid.

Van Lorden was taking time out to read the | etter and Babs clenched both figts, including the one that
held the cigarette. She hadn't wanted anyone el se to witness Van Lorden's surprise. The reason became
apparent as the sculptor neared the end of the letter. Histhin face turned as gray as hisbeard; his
shoulders seemed to dump another three inches. Staggering forward, Van Lorden caught himself;
dumped back into achair.

Babs nearly stubbed a toe as she bounded over to the sculptor, in order to reach him ahead of Margo.
Turning to the other girl, Babs said quickly:

"It can't be more than amild attack. Get him some water from the kitchenette. It's the last door on the
right.”

AsMargo scurried away, Van Lorden looked up.

"Thank you, Miss Marland," he said. "It's nothing. Just adizzy spell from here” - he clapped ahand to the
back of hisneck - "and it probably came from looking upward too much while | was studying the
Satue.”

Recalving the water that Margo brought, VVan Lorden arose from his chair, turned dightly to finish reading
theletter. Then, hislips grim, the sculptor crumpled the letter hastily and flung it toward awaste-basket.
Striking the rim of the basket, the |etter bounced part way benesth aradiator. Van Lorden didn't seeit
land, for he had turned to ddliver asickly smilewhich his beard somewhat tempered. Nor did Babs
witnessthe letter'sfal; she was watching Margo. There was aknowing look in Margo's eyes that Babs
did not like, but it faded as VVan Lorden began to spesk in ahappy tone which only Babs recognized as
forced.

"I meant to tell you about the statue, Miss Marland,” said Van Lorden, as though referring to the past.
"Y ou knew of course that the Gotham Club did not decide to takeit. | wasglad - very glad - because |
wanted to giveit to the Cleghorn Private Museum. They have accepted it.”

"That must have been the cal that came yesterday,” returned Babs, quickly. "I remember you said
something about having good newsthen."

"That wasit," nodded Van Lorden. "Y esterday.”

More buzzes were coming from the door. Again firm of step, Van Lorden went to answer it. Babs turned
about, strolled back to the window seat and turned again. Caught off guard, her eyeswent wide.

Van Lorden's new visitor was Clyde Burke, the reporter from the Classic.

Unlike Margo, Clyde had seen Babs when she was passing under the name of Celeste, and Babs knew
that many reporters had a photographic eye. He was looking her way now and it took Babs afew
momentsto turn her face awvay. Shedid it by brushing back her hair, a the same time settling on the
window seet and gazing outdoors. Indifferent in her attitude, Babs overheard Clydesinterview with Van
Lorden.

The reporter was talking about the Golden Venus, wanting to know where Van Lorden intended to place
it. Van Lorden promptly supplied the good news regarding what he termed his"gift" to the Cleghorn



Musaum. Then:

"Of coursethey will meet my price," stated Van Lorden, asthough that were dl settled. "Naturdly,
though, | can not nameit. Such matters are confidentid.”

Behind Van Lorden's back, Margo was gesturing to Clyde. He caught the direction she meant and
walked over toward the statue, VVan Lorden following. Margo saw Babs give the pair asideward glance
and that was Margo's opportunity. With a quick stoop, Margo plucked the crumpled | etter from beneath
the radiator and stuffed it into her bag. Nobody caught the action, because Van Lorden was introducing
Clyde to Babs, who was quickly lighting afresh cigarette to hide her face as she looked up and nodded
that she was the modd for the Golden Venus.

"And now, Mr. Burke," said Van Lorden, "l must end the interview. Asfor you, Miss Lane, it would be
better if | saw you tomorrow. The appraisers are due and | must cal the museum and arrange to ship the
satuethere at once.”

Downgtairs, Clyde and Margo found a corner in the lounge and Margo brought out the crumpled note.
They looked first to make sure no members of the Black Circle were about. They saw no one who might
answer that description and assumed that the V oice had made a precautionary shift in plans, despite the
fact that Fred Blanding had presumably been put out of circulation, permanently. Then, they spread the
note and read it.

Addressed to Van Lorden, the note was typed with avarityper, which made it ook like printing. Itsink
was 0 black that it glistened, asignificant point in itself. The note Sated:

"The Cleghorn Private Museum will accept your Golden Venus and thereby bestow upon you permanent
credit and honor. Unlessyou deliver it there immediately, you can expect discredit and dishonor. A
certain man in Samoawill learn what happened to the funds that disappeared while you were there. The
third Mrs. Van Lorden will learn that thefirst Mrs. Van Lorden is <till alive and that you were never
divorced. The scanda that you escaped in Buenos Aireswill catch up with you. We shall expect the
remova of the statue from your studio before tonight.”

Instead of asignature, the letter bore alarge, black circle that looked as though it had been printed on the
page.

"Why, it'sblackmail!" exclamed Margo. "That means Mrs. Worthingham and the others must have
received the same sort of threats! No wonder they wouldn't talk."

"That isn't the answer,” said Clyde. "They were dl cross-examined and their testimony didn't have aflaw.
Besdes, their pasts were pretty much investigated.”

"Butif it isn't blackmail -"

"It isblackmail, Margo, but it goes back earlier in every case. Van Lorden is getting paid for his statue -
it he?'

"Y es, but he's probably sdlling at asacrifice.”

"So was Martingale when he sold the tiarato Mrs. Worthingham. Those other robberies will stack up the
same. The people who were blackmailed were the origind owners; not the persons who bought the art

objects and became the robbery victims. The samething is due again, but in this case, the victim will be
the Cleghorn Museum, which practicaly means Milton Grayle."

Out in the foyer, men who looked like the apprai sers were taking the elevator up to Van Lorden's.



Tdling Margo to stay where shewas, Clyde went out to telephone Mann and thus forward word to The
Shadow. Through the outer door, Clyde looked for a passing girl with a Scottie dog. Therewasnonein
sght. More proof that the V oice had switched histactics.

Margo, meanwhile, was taking the Situation quite camly. Assuming that Clyde had sized the case
correctly, crime couldn't work as usud in the case of the Golden Venus. Switching tiaras on Mrs.
Worthingham was almost as easy as with the Cartwright postage stamps. Even portraits and murals had
been understandabl e, because though they were large, they were comparatively light. But with a Golden
Venusweighing closeto aquarter of aton, it would beimpossible.

Not with the Black Circle.

Babs Marland, dressed in Street clothes was coming down in an elevator from Van Lorden'sfloor, the
sxth. There werefour elevatorsin the Tour Des Artes and only two were supposed to be operating at
this hour. Thiswas one that wasn't supposed to bein service and the operator was Jm, of the Coffee
Pot. It stopped half way between the third floor and the second, Jim gauging the spot by achalk mark on
the shaft wall. Using atiny key, Jm unlocked the back of the elevator, did a panel open and Babs
stepped through an opening into awide passage. There was adoor beyond; Babs rapped and was
admitted into an apartment with shuttered windows. Thiswasn't part of the Tour Des Artes; it wasa
converted store room above a squatty garage in back of the big apartment building.

It was Randy Royce who admitted Babs and he gave alight laugh at her disheveled appearance.

"What did you do, dress and run for the doctor after Van Lorden read hisletter?' asked Randy. Then,
histoneworried: "I hopeit didn't hit him so hard he can't go through with it."

"Hell go through with it," said Babs, "but we can't waste any time. Two peoplejust dropped into see
Van Lorden. The Lane girl and that reporter, Burke."

Randy's face clouded.
"Did Burke recognize you?"'

"I don't think s0," replied Babs. "1'd dipped on adressing gown before he arrived, so naturaly | looked a
lot different than when | was wearing that maid's costume.”

"And your make-up was different, too," nodded Randy. "How long ago did Burke leave?!

"About fifteen minutes ago. Then, Van Lorden tried to act as though nothing had happened. Heinsisted
that | pose again, for afina check-up of the statue. It was getting dark outdoors, and | was expecting
The Shadow to come barging in a any moment. When somebody rattled the door, | nearly went out the
window."

"Who wasit?'

"The gppraisers. Van Lorden was expecting them. Hetold me | could go, so | dressed in ahurry and
cameright down here. Jm answered my signal with the specia car. By now, Van Lorden has probably
phoned for the armored van."

"Well get busy then."

Randy opened adoor and he and Babs went down a stairway from their snug hideaway into the garage
below. There they went through to the basement of the Tour Des Artes. Randy tapped on the door of the
elevator next to Jm's. It opened, reveding asingular sight.



Inthe evator, which like dl in this building, was purposdly of tal design, stood a perfect imitation of the
Golden Venus. At the helm of the elevator stood Jerry, grinning at the surprise Babs showed.

"Yes, it'syou dl over,” Randy said to Babs. "But it'sthe wrong Venus - unless you prefer thet title for
yoursdf."

"We got the molds used for the original,” added Jerry. "This baby isal brass, with agold wash. We put
her together in the garage. When Jm gtarts down with the Golden Venus, | go up with the Brazen Ladly.
He comes clear down here, | stop at the ground floor and unload. They always use one of these
elevatorsfor afreight job. Nobody will notice the switch, because the same people won't be upstairs and
down."

"How doesit ook, Babs?' asked Randy.

"About right." Babsthrew a Golden Venus pose. "Y ou can judge for yoursdlf, like Van Lorden did,
except that I'm wearing clothes.”

While Randy was giving an gpproving nod, arumble from the next shaft told that Jm was on the way up.
Jerry closed hisdoor to await the coming signd. Turning to Babs, Randy said:

"Thetruck in the garage will take the real one when it comes down. WEell follow it out in another car.
Well report from the Arcade tonight and tomorrow, well get our fina orders.”

From the corner of the upgtairslounge, Clyde and Margo watched when acrew of men brought a huge
statue from an eevator, a scul ptured masterpiece which looked exactly like the Golden Venus that they
had seen in Van Lorden's studio. In areflective mood, Clyde said:

"I'm sure | saw her when she was wearing something else.”
"Y ou can't mean the Golden Venus," remarked Margo. " Sheisn't wearing anything.”

"I mean the modd. She had on adressing gown upstairs. | saw her in some other costume; but | can't
place when or where. VVan Lorden caled her Miss Marland; but that name doesn't strike anote.”

Strolling out to the sdewalk, Clyde and Margo joined a crowd that was watching the loading of the
Golden Venusinto an armored van. Clyde was till studying the statue's face when the door was locked
shut. Then, the van was away, bound for the Cleghorn Museum.

It was later when atruck rumbled from the garage on the street behind the Tour Des Artes. Its headlights
produced a curious but flegting illusion against a house wall opposite. The passing image wasthet of a
silhouetted shape, which was promptly absorbed by the darkness that flanked it. In that same darkness,
the shape became solid substance that swiftly intercepted a passing taxicab that dackened speed because
of the truck.

Both were away, truck and cab, when two cars pulled from the same garage. In one of those carswere
Randy Royce and Babs Marland, enjoying alaugh over the smpleway in which thereal Golden Venus
had been spirited out of circulation. That laugh was at the expense of Milton Grayle, who by now was
admiring a brazen statue that passed as one gppraised as gold.

Theirswas alaugh that came too soon. If the cab ahead kept to thetrail of the truck containing the real
Golden Venus, the last laugh would be The Shadow's.

CHAPTER XVIII. CRIME ON THE BOARD



BLACKNESS reigned in The Shadow's sanctum, except for the blue circle from the hanging lamp.
Under the glow lay amap of Manhattan, upon which The Shadow's hand traced routes through the city's
dreets.

One such route began in back of the Tour Des Artes and took a devious, back-tracking course that
findly terminated at aspot marked X. It showed the trip taken by the truck that carried away the redl
Golden Venus and the route was therefore the trail that The Shadow had followed in Shrevvy's cab.

Another trail began at the Penny Arcade called Gameland. It was less devious and it ended in asecond

X, only afew blocks away from the first. Only one man could have provided such atrail. He was Jerry

Stolle, who collected the Talk-a-Phone records upon which members of the Black Circle reported their
doingsfor delivery to their chief, the unknown Voice.

Apparently, Jerry had gone adong with the truck last night and later The Shadow had picked up his
individud trail. Thismeant that The Shadow was probing deep into the affairs of the Black Circle, now
that he had established its existence and discovered a portion of itsidentity. But there was something else
upon The Shadow's table which in itsway was even more potent.

Beside the crumpled letter that Margo had brought from Van Lorden's studio and given to Clyde Burke
for forwarding to The Shadow, lay the |eft-overs of astack of form letters which The Shadow himself
hed prepared. Each glistened with black ink, done on avarityper and al had a duplicate of the Black
Circlefor the sgnature. Theform letter reed:

"Y ou have met our terms and now must pay the pendty. Unless
you go to the police, admit your actions and take dl the burden
upon yourself, we shal make public everything, your fear will be
disclosed. Thisisfind: Act a once.”

THE Shadow himsalf had sent those |etters to various people, patterning them on the Black Circle
samplethat Van Lorden had received. Theterm "Thisisfina" stood in more ways than one. Morethan a
threat that would worry people who had given way to blackmail, it was The Shadow's thrust to the very
heart of the Black Circleitsdf, if it had a heart.

Extinguishing the blue light, The Shadow whispered a departing laugh. Soon afterward, The Shadow
appeared upon the street as Lamont Cranston, in the broad daylight of noon. He went directly to the
Cobalt Club, sat down to agame of chesswith Rutledge Mann, who was awaiting there.

It was a curious game, this. Neither Cranston nor Mann played in orthodox fashion; insteed, they shifted
pieces here and there, referring to them by such names as Burke, Vincent, and Blanding, while one
fast-jumping knight was designated Shrevvy. Two dow-moving castles stood for Weston and Cardona,
acouple of galoping knights represented Langley and Trent, while aking that remained in fixed position
stood for Grayle, who revelled in the fact that his present life was limited to the confines of the Cleghorn
Musaum.

The chess proceedings were interrupted when Commissioner Weston strode into the club in person and
flung abatch of papers upon the board, upsetting al the chess men. One squatty castlerolled to the floor;
Cranston picked it up and spoke to Mann.

"A useful piece, the castle," observed Cranston. "Slow to get into action, but very powerful onceit begins
to move." Sweeping his hand toward the papers, Cranston turned to Weston and asked: "What isthe



move, commissongr?"

Weston didn't redlize that Cranston was referring to both the castle and himself, since one represented
the other.

"L ook over those letterd" exclamed Weston. "They were dl mailed by an organization caled the Black
Circlethat dedsin blackmail. The people who received them have been coming to my officeall
morning!"

"What people are they?'

"The auctioneer who sold the portraits to Roya Croft. The New Y ork representative for the Rgjah of
Baapore. The collector who sold his postage ssamps to Audrey Cartwright. | don't want to give names,
but | suppose that in one case | may aswell. That's Hubert Martingale, the jeweler. He was blackmailed,
too."

Cranston stared as though he didn't understand and Mann adopted the same pose.

"Don't you get it, Cranston?' demanded Weston. "The people from whom things were stolen - Croft,
Cartwright, Mrs. Worthingham - they weren't the victims; therefore they knew nothing. It goes back to
the former owners; that's what fooled us. The Black Circle set the stage for every crime, then made their
dupesfeedintoit!"

"Aningenious system,” commented Crangton, "but if these people like Martingale kept slent so long, why
arethey dl spesking up now?"

"Because the Black Circle got too smart,” explained Weston, "Its|atest demand left the victims no
dternative. Here, read for yoursdf" - Weston pulled out asample of the Black Circle form letter which
The Shadow himsdf had sent - "and you will understand. Each victim figured that if he had to cometo the
police and claim respongibility for crimes he hadn't committed, it would be essier to Sate the true facts
about his past, and be done with it. In fact, none of them know enough about the Black Circle set-up to
tell usanything useful about it.”

"Odd that the Black Circle should send out such letters. | suppose the victims brought you al those that
they received before.”

"All that they had kept." Weston gestured to the stack. "My opinion isthat the Black Circle doesn't care,
because it intends to break up.”

Weston hit the truth that time, but didn't realize that it was his friend Cranston, as The Shadow, who had
precipitated the break-up. What The Shadow wanted now, was fast action, and he knew it would be
coming.

"Here's one case that doesn't sound plausible,” declared Weston, weeding through some notes. "Eric Van
Lorden, the sculptor, claims he was ablackmail victim, but he threw away al the letters he received. He
thinksthe Black Circle intendsto steal the Golden Venusthat he delivered yesterday to Grayle's
museum. It would be impossible; the statue weighs too much. Anyway, well go over there now and talk
to Grayle"

Asthey left the Cobdt Club, Cranston questioned:
"Y ou are telling the newspapers about the Black Circle?!

"Certainly," replied Weston, "but without mentioning any victims. I'm amply stating that the police have



exposed a notorious blackmail ring called the Black Circle. The newscasters are spreading the story
aready. By theway, well be meeting Langley and Trent at the museum. I've sent word for both to be
there”

"Perhaps one or the other can give you alead to the head of the Black Circle, commissioner.”
At that, Weston snorted.

"Langley won't for one," he said. "He has been professing ignorance of everything. He claimsthat the
muddled state of his various enterprises proves he has been victimized by somebody who took
advantage of his cardessness. Maybe when we straighten al those things out there will be nobody left to
blame but Langley. But that would take until Doomsday. \We want quicker action.”

"And Trent?"

"He sad hisbusinessisto track down stolen goods," replied Weston. "In al these cases the goods
couldn't have been stolen by the people who were blackmailed. So Trent apparently has not bothered to
check onthem.”

Both were there when Weston and Cranston arrived. Each was ignoring the other, but both were talking
to Grayle, who stood in front of the Golden Venus, which towered in the center of the museum's main
hall. They'd heard the news regarding blackmail, but Langley, sdf-important as ever, couldn't see how it
concerned him, while Trent, more noncommittal than usua, dismissed blackmail as having little to do with
insurance matters.

"You'd better keep that statue under lock and key," Weston told Grayle, referring to the Golden Venus.
"Those masked raiders may be coming hereto get it."

At tha, Grayle smiled.

"It'sone art treasure that certainly must be genuine," he declared, "because it was brought directly here
after it was appraised. What's more, it'sinsured for sixty thousand dollars.”

"Itsred value," put in Trent, with alook at Langley. "Not one hundred thousand.”

Langley'slong face winced. He was thinking of the cut he would have gotten from Van Lorden, if hed
swung the ded to sell the Golden Venusto the Gotham Club. Then:

"I have no interest in this matter, commissioner,” Langley told Weston. "If you need me later, you can
aways reach me through my office.”

Langley left and Trent followed shortly afterward, stating that he too could be reached if required. By
then, Grayle was assuring Weston that the Golden Venus would be safe, but that he would appreciate
any suggestions the commissioner might offer.

"Weareingdling new vaults downgtairs,”" stated Grayle, "and the work will be completed today. That
means that in no case will anything of vaue be left about at night - with the exception of thisstatue. Yet |
must admit that enough men could removeit, and it could even be melted down for the value of itsgold. |
would say that until thisrun of crimeisfinished” - Grayletilted his head inquiringly - "it would be
advisable to place aguard outside the museum.”

"Ingpector Cardona has arranged that," declared Weston. "Both the front of the building and the back
will be watched. If any crookstry thein and out tacticsthat they did the other night” - he glanced from
the big front door of the museum to asmall one, at the rear of the main floor - "they will be duefor a



surprise both ways."

That pleased Grayle, who retired to his office to rest, while Weston | eft for the Cobat Club with
Crangton, who resumed his chess with Mann, as soon as he arrived. Mann was puzzled over the moves
of two knights, representing Langley and Trent. Smiling, Cranston began moving them about the board in
their peculiar zigzag fashion.

"Don't worry about them," Crangton told Mann. "Knights can't travel far and sooner or later, they can be
picked off by some other piece.”

Mann promptly thought in terms of an imaginary piece called The Shadow, whose moveswere unlimited;
but he was beginning to wonder which knight would be picked off. But Cranston was concerned with
even lesser pieces now: mere pawns.

"I'll find out what's happening with Speed Devlin," Crangton told Mann, "and then contact you later.
Otherwise, thegameissat.”

To find out what was happening with Speed, Cranston became The Shadow. Garbed in hat and cloak,
he entered a basement room where Stick Stickney was living under guard, until the time arrived to turn
him over to the law. At sight of The Shadow, Stick cringed; then nodded eagerly when The Shadow
instructed him to make a phone call to Speed.

"Hello, Speed," said Stick, over thewire. "Y eah, thisis Stick... | ducked back into town, but I'm diding
out again... Tonight? Sure, | can join up when you get to Jersey... | see, thelast job and abig one...”

The call ended abruptly and Stick became frantic. He started to dia Speed's number again, but The
Shadow's gloved hand prevented him.

"Thisissufficient,” gpoke The Shadow, in ashbilant tone. "I takeit that Speed Devlin hasreceived hislast
ingructionsfrom the Voice."

"Yeah," rgoined Stick. "He got the call about noon. Says there won't be any more. Tonight'sthe big
payoff, but Speed didn't say where. He'slamming town, though.”

Thetone of The Shadow's laugh left Stick speechless. It seemed to declare that The Shadow aready
knew al and could predict the rest. With aswirl, the cloaked visitor disappeared through the door,
leaving Stick with theimpression that it would not be long before he would be looking through prison
bars.

It was dusk by thistime, and the lights of Gameland were flinging their brilliance to attract passers-by.
The Arcade's business always livened after dark, hence certain customers who had been cautious earlier,
began to move into the glittering premisesinstead of watching from adistance.

These customers were The Shadow's agents, among them Clyde Burke, who had so far been keeping in
the background, ready only to identify any personsthat the other agents might suspect as being members
of the Black Circle. For The Shadow, in precipitating a climax, had foreseen where an important
preliminary would occur. The Black Circle had played its game to the limit; tonight was when it would
disband. In disbanding, the various members would be coming to consult Fortunafor their find
indructions.

Also present in the more remote background was Fred Blanding, here for the same reason as Clyde
Burke. But now, asthe crowd thickened, it was safe for them to mingle with the Gameland patrons. So
far no members of the Black Circle had appeared, unless they had dipped into the Arcade unnoticed.



Certainly they could not come out, without being spotted by The Shadow's men.

One factor had increased the Times Square crowd tonight. According to anewsitem, agroup of
Hollywood cdebritiesintended to vist Broadway this evening. While the story was as yet unconfirmed, it
was bringing out curiosity seekers. Asaresult, the police had stationed an over-supply of plain-clothes
men inthe area. All thiswas just another instance of The Shadow's careful planning in such matters.

Hitherto, the Black Circle had always set the stage. Tonight, it had become The Shadow's turn.
CHAPTER XIX. FORTUNA SPEAKSAGAIN

Elbow to ebow, patrons were playing the machinesin Gameland, occasiondly wrangling for the next
turn. Strange elbows rubbed from time to time, those of The Shadow's agents and members of the Black
Circle. Now and then, aCircler declared himsalf without knowing it. None of them could resist the habit
of playing the gamesfor free, by using those black-banded disks of brassthat always were returned.

Clyde and Fred had found themselves a soccer game where the glass front caught the light and produced
amirror reflection. By means of this, they were giving the nod to men like Vincent and Mardand, helping
to identify the Circlers who had aready shown up. Jm wasn't here yet, nor Randy; but Fred had spotted
the pair who had first taken Kay Kelmore from the Coffee Pot and had later tried to do the same with
Fred himsdf.

All thewhile, the Fortunafigure gazed in itswaxwork style upon the row of cardsthat held the future.
Customers had been few so far, and none of them were Circle members. But at last the time for results
was a hand. Fred gave Clyde a nudge as a man in coveralls appeared from the back of the Arcade and
went to the Fortuna booth to collect cash and place fresh cards.

"Jerry Stolle," undertoned Fred to Clyde. "The rush is about to sart.”

"It should,” agreed Clyde, with aquick glance over his shoulder. "Theré's Randy Royce, at last, starting
to play that skee-ball game. He's the sort who would wait until the last minute. How many tokens would
you say have been flashed so far?'

"About adozen. That may bedl."

"Probably. Lend methat token of yours, Fred. | have an idea. Randy's the only one of the bunch who
could redlly recognize me on sight. I'm going to move ahead, before he finishes his skee game.”

"Y ou mean you want to grab off afortune card - one of the specials? That will knock the whole
rotetion.”

"Whichisjust what wewant," decided Clyde. "As soon asthey're fuddled, we go after them.”

It wasto be assmple asdl that. A near-riot in Gameland would bring aflock of plain-clothesmen. The
Shadow's agents could then afford to quit the fray, but the Circle members couldn't. A neat system, luring
these wanted men into serious trouble. Anyone belonging to the Black Circle could have spotted
headquarters detectivesin the Arcade; that was why The Shadow's agents were here instead.

Fred'stoken in hand, Clyde went over to the Fortuna case and covered the brassdisk asheinserted it in
thedot. Trivid, this, Clyde thought, compared to the bigger job that concerned The Shadow. Watching
the gypsy waxwork, Clyde saw its dark eyes glisten toward the playing cards as the figure in plaid moved
its pointing finger dowly along the line. He was impressed, as Fred had been, by the lifdikeway inwhich
the figure swayed its body aong with its shoulders.



Still, The Shadow'sjob was bigger. So big that it involved the fate of agreat statue called the Golden
Venus. As Clydesfortune card came out through the front of the machine, he reached for it
mechanically, for his eyes were haf-closed, visualizing the face of the statue as he had last seenit.

Suddenly, Clyde pictured the entire statue. In a series of spontaneous mental flashes, it cametolife,
Hardly aningant did it remain adeek, primordid cresture in Clyde's mind's eye. The gestures of the
arms clothed it in the garb of a French maid, with the face of Celeste Rochelle. That costume became a
dressing gown, enveloping the deek figure of aflaunting mode named Babs Marland, whose face was
amog the same as Celeste's. Then, in athrice, Clyde was picturing agypsy queen, whose sway wasthe
same, asghing effect from hipsto neck, benesath a plaid costume, with dmost the same face: Fortunal

Looking up, Clyde met that very face, eyeto eye. The glare that he received was the sort no waxwork
could supply. Lipswere parted, but not in the innocent way that went with afar-away statue. In spite and
hatred, those lips matched the glare of the eyes above them and it was the very venom of the mood that
made Clyde remember the pointing finger, which was the symbol of hisfortune. It was no longer in sight,
for the real-fife Fortuna had thrust her hand beneath the counter. Before the hand could whip into sight
again, Clyde spun about and made along dive for the shelter of the game machines that stood opposite.

Savagdy, Babsflung the crystal ball with her left hand, crashing the glassthat framed the front of the
case. By then, her right hand was up from the counter, bringing arevolver with it. The wild, quick stabs
that came from that gun were the Ssgnd for battle to begin.

Fred Blanding helped the cause by springing toward the Fortuna machine to grab the gun away from
Babs. Dropping the weapon on the counter, Babs sprang out through adoor behind her, leaving Fred's
fatein the hands of the Black Circle. Recognizing Fred, adozen men were converging upon him, Randy
and Jerry among them, al drawing guns asthey came. But the attack melted as The Shadow's agents
flanked that pint-sized horde, taking them completely by surprise.

Revolvers clattered to the floor. A few shotswerefired in the melee, but al were high and wide. They
smply served to complete the debacle which had fallen upon the Black Circle. Asthey brokefor the
door, Randy and his companions were confronted by headquarters men, shoving through the Broadway
crowd to find the source of gunfire. Turning, the men of the Black Circle dashed back into the Arcade,
while The Shadow's agents again drove in from the flanks, dugging down the Circlerswith their own
guns

The running fray carried to the deepest part of the Arcade, where the V oice's men staged a sudden and
surprising raly. Snatching the rifles from the shooting gallery, they turned to open fire, while Jerry Stolle,
coming from another corner, pointed to arear door through which they could retreat. Babs Marland had
reached that door; she yanked it inward as the rifles began their crackle. The way lay open to escape
through this emergency route which formed a part of the Black Circlés plans.

Then, from the outer darkness of that yawning door came a strange, sardonic laugh that blotted out the
burgt of guns. With it, darkness seemed to launch aportion of itself, in the shape of a cloaked figure that
surged upon the men who turned to meet it. Actudly, therifle fire had halted, because the men behind it
knew the author of that laugh: The Shadow. He was the foe with whom they must dedl if they hoped to
escape. They had stopped their fire only to turn and ddliver it hisway.

That brief halt was enough. Encountering Babs as he came through the doorway, The Shadow sent her in
aheadlong fling among the aming riflemen. Then, with aspinning Sde twist, he cleared the counter of the

shooting gdlery, whirled about and opened fire with apair of automatics. The men with the rifles dropped
back, firing wildly, in thismost singular of scenes. The Shadow was jabbing shots from the darkness

bel ow the targets and it looked as though the shooting gallery had begun to back-fire on its customers.



Rifle shots, aimed high, were knocking ducks from racks and ringing meta bells, but nonefound The
Shadow. Hislaugh, rising above the discordant chorus, invited wilder fire. Then, the mad fray ended as
rapidly asit had begun. Rifles were snatched from the men who fired them by a squad of detectiveswho
took them from therear.

The Shadow's agents had done their part, dugging down a sizeable percentage of the Black Circle
crowd. Now their job was smply to gather up the strays, which they did. Randy Royce was punched
into the arms of the law as he started an artful dart toward the front street. Babs Marland was caught
before she could dash through the alley door. Most important was the capture of Jerry Stolle, who tried
to dip away unnoticed, but was overhauled by Clyde and Fred. He was the one member of the Black
Circle who knew the way to the V oice's headquarters, which happened to be The Shadow's next god.

Out from behind the counter, The Shadow merged with the darkness beyond the alley door. Reaching
the Street, he contacted Shrevvy's cab and began arapid trip dong the route that Jerry usudly followed,
thetrail which The Shadow had picked up from Jerry himself, the night before. Crossing an avenue
wheretraffic waslight, the cab stopped on a secluded street. There, The Shadow dighted and glided into
alittle court, where he reached the door of a darkened antique shop, which bore the sign: "Closed.”

Probing the door with a skeleton key, The Shadow opened it, worked his way through stacks of crated
goodsto the door of aback room. There, The Shadow paused, noting alight through the crack of the
door. Inching the back door open, The Shadow |ooked into what should have been a store room, but
wasn't. The front of the closed shop was used for storage; this room served a more important purpose.

Set around the room was a haf-circle of machinesthat looked like phonographs. In the center wasa
table; at it, sat a man who was testing a device that |ooked like a cross between a switchboard and a
huge typewriter, or linotype machine. From that machine were connecting wires leading to the
phonographic devices. Above was atraveling microphone, operating on an extenson rod. Asthe man
pressed different keys on the big board, the mike swung from one phonograph to another. Facing the
board, the man's back was toward The Shadow; apparently histest was completed, for he pressed a
switch beside the board and alow hum began. Turning to hisright, the man worked atelephone dia that
was at the side of the board. It was then that The Shadow saw hisface for the first time.

Themanwas Terry Trent.

Promptly, there was an answer to the phone call. A voice that Cranston recognized asthat of aclerk at
the Cobat Club, spoke from an amplifier with adignified: "Hello." Trent immediately busied himsdf with
the keys on the mammoth board. As he punched them, the traveling mike jockeyed swiftly from one
phonograph to another, catching the words that each machine spoke between dight clicks which were
not audible enough to carry over the telephone wire.

"Hello. | would like to spesk to Commissioner Weston." The mechanica voice pronounced the name
‘westton' in itsdow, precise gyle. "Ishethere.”

"Whoiscdling him?'

"It isnot necessary to say, as he expectsthisimportant cal.” Terry punched that nestly on the keys. "I
mugt talk to himin person.”

"Very well"

Terry sat back to wait. He didn't hear the dight cresk that came from an opening door. Not The
Shadow's door; his methods were too careful. The creak came from another door, at the back of the
room. The Shadow heard it for his ears were trained to catch the dightest sound. Looking acrossthe



room, he saw a stooped figure enter; that of amuffled man, whose right hand was benesth his coat.
Moving toward the light, the stooped man was dmost there, when Weston's voice came from the
amplifier:

"Hdlol Whoisit?'

"Thisisthe Black Circle," keyed Terry. "1 am speaking for the head of that organization, though he does
not know it. It will be best to cometo -"

Before he could complete the address, Terry was cut off. The stooped man shot along arm past him,
clicking off the switch that controlled the mechanica voice. Straightening, the intruder swung about,
looming above Terry, gunin hand.

Despite the sudden surprise, Terry reacted in swift style. Kicking back his chair, he not only cameto his
feet, crouching againgt the switch-board; he was as quick on the draw asthetaler man. Shifting, they
confronted each other gun to gun and the tall man's face was now revealed.

The man was Quentin Langley.

The Shadow hadn't been idle dl thiswhile. He seemed to pour through his door like liquid blackness,
arriving & the very fringe of the lighted areajust as Trent and Langley were meeting with their guns.

"So you are speaking for the head of the Black Circle," spoke Langley, in abiting tone. Y ou wouldn't be
spesking for yoursdf, would you?

"That wouldn't be necessary,” retorted Trent, "with you so close a hand.”

Langley eased back, toying with his gun. Keeping his own revolver aimed, with his hand closeto hiship,
Trent gestured to the array of machinery.

"You said thisVoca Dictionary of yours had been junked,” declared Trent. "It's till in mighty nice shape
for junk. I'd been wondering, Langley, about those companies of yours that went bust. | began looking
into the question and found that you had a cute way of buying up the left-overs from projects you had
ruined.”

"Y ou probably refer to some of my theatrica enterprises,” returned Langley, coldly. "There were times,
yes, when | promoted new shows, and gave the backers an opportunity to buy up scenery and costumes
that came from others. But | wasn't responsible for the shows that failed. All Broadway shows can't be
hits"

"None can, if they're Langley productions,” scoffed Trent. "But thisVoca Dictionary was adifferent
proposition. Y ou didn't junk it exactly; you sold it off piecemed. | began looking up the pieces.”
"Y ou might say picking them up,” corrected Langley. "How long ago did you sart?

"Right after the chain of robberies began; the chain in which you were so conveniently acquainted with al
thevictims - like Mrs. Worthingham."

"They weren't thered victims" reminded Langley. "We learned that today."

"Just another bluff on your part," argued Trent. "Anyway, | tracked the sections of your Vocal Dictionary
from buyer to buyer, even picking up afew spare records and odd parts on the way. Then, | began to
find where various parts had been ddivered. Oddly enough, it proved to bethis very address. | found my
way in through the back only today - and herel am.”



"Y ou're here now," conceded Langley, "and you were probably here long ago, and often. Unlessyou
came often, you couldn't have set up the machines so efficiently.”

"Let'ssttle thisright now, Langley. Y ou're the mainspring in thisracket, so I'd like the police to find you
heredive. But if -"

"If it hasto be dead,” interrupted Langley. "They may aswell find the real crook, Trent, and that happens
to beyou!"

Gunsthrust forward as though mutualy magnetized, but before either could blaze, the men who held
those weapons were frozen by alow, strange laugh, close by their very ears. Asthey turned their Sartled
faces, they met the burning gaze of The Shadow, aong with the threet it represented. From each of The
Shadow's gloved fists bulged a .45 automatic.

The other two men let their own hands open. Two revolvers clattered amost smultaneoudly to the floor.
Gesturing both men back and away from each other, The Shadow took the seat at the big board, kicking
the revolvers under the table as he did. Cloaking one automatic, The Shadow laid the other handy,
whispering alaugh as he did. Understanding grew on the faces of both Trent and Langley. They couldn't
both be the VVoice; therefore The Shadow was depending on one of them to side with him, which meant
there would be no interruption from the other.

Diding the Cobalt Club, The Shadow heard Weston's voice come over the wire. The commissioner had
been franticaly trying to regain connection dl thiswhile. As The Shadow pressed the keysthat formed
theword "Hédllo," Weston recogni zed the mechanical voice and demanded:

"Where did you say | wasto come?"
Swiftly, The Shadow's fingers found the right keys.

"To the Cleghorn Private Museum,” The Shadow keyed. He used the words 'clay’ and 'horn'’ for the
name, and they sounded close enough. "Come aone, commissioner, in order to meet the head of the
Black Circle. | shall bethere, with the man in question.”

Clicking the switch, The Shadow laughed as he turned from the switchboard and both Trent and Langley
played poker-faced as they saw what each regarded as accusation in The Shadow's coldly burning stare.
With aswooping stoop, The Shadow regained the two revolvers from the floor, buried them in his cloak
and picked up the automatic that was lying by. Wangling it from one man to the other, The Shadow
started Langley and Trent out through the back door.

CHAPTER XX. THE CIRCLE'SEND

It wasn't far from the V oice's headquarters to the Cleghorn Museum, not by the route The Shadow
chose. In the course of severa blocks, he scarcely brought histwo prisoners- if one could be called such
-intoany light at all.

A full block from the museum, The Shadow made a zigzag back and forth acrossthe street, to avoid the
dim lights of an old truck that was parked in ablind dley. Bringing Trent and Langley around a corne,
The Shadow covered the next block in the open, until the museum loomed ahead.

Here were two Streets and an avenue that were under constant patrol, so with awhisper, The Shadow
hated histwo charges by awall. Then, with expressive gun nudges, he sdled them dong, timing his
approach perfectly to avoid ameeting between apair of patrolmen.



A police car came aong the street, engaged in a continuous circuit of the block. It was playing a spotlight
inal directionsand it seemed a certainty that it would pick out the men who accompanied The Shadow,
even if he duded it. The Shadow eiminated that certainty by the smplest of expedients. Asthe prowl car
rolled past, The Shadow was marching Trent and Langley right up the marble stepsinto the gloomy light
of the musty old museum. That entrance was the one spot where the searchlight did not swing. The patrol
car was |ooking other placesfor possibleintruders.

None of the museum attendants were in Sght when thetrio entered. Distant footsteps, echoing from deep
gtairways, indicated that they were putting things away in the new vaullts, this being nearly the closing
hour. Moving Trent and Langley past the great brass statue that was supposed to be the Golden Venus,
The Shadow planted them in chairs behind exhibit cases. They watched The Shadow blend with deeper
darkness and from then on, both Trent and Langley became wary. Cdculating that The Shadow might
have moved from the scene entirely, each man was keeping close watch on the other. This could well be
The Shadow's test: to see which man tried to make a break.

Attendants now appeared from below. Without observing the planted visitors, the attendants began to
close the big gate and the front door. They halted as an officid car stopped out front; then Commissoner
Weston came gtriding into the museum, followed by apair of plain-clothes men. Finding al in perfect
order, he dismissed hismen.

Weston then asked for Milton Grayle; learned that the curator was resting. Regretfully, Weston inssted
that Grayle be disturbed, so one of the attendants knocked at the office door.

"l wasgoing to get up later,” Grayletold Weston. "I work well in the early morning hoursand | thought it
would be wise to have someone on constant duty. Perhaps you would be willing to take aturn, too?"

"l hope not," replied Weston. "I came here because | received atelephone call from the Voice.”
"TheVoice?'

"The head of the Black Circle. Weve learned that he uses a peculiar monotone, composed of single
gyllables. People like Martingde and Van Lorden said he had talked to them. They were pretty well
scared by the Voice and | can't blame them, after having heard him - or it."

"Why the choice of pronouns, commissioner?"

"Becauseitsaman'svoice," explained Weston, "but it sounds artificial. Whoever used that voice tonight
didn't claim to be the head of the Black Circle; in fact, heintimated otherwise. That, however, might be
al the more reason to mistrugt him."

"Too bad you didn't have arecorder working,” said Grayle, with a headshake. "However, suppose we
go into the office. | suppose you will have some phone callsto make."

"I dways have," remarked Weston.

They went into the office, where they chatted between the commissioner's calls, mostly on the subject of
gtolen articles that had never been recovered. The chat was broken off by an incoming cal which proved
to be for Weston. Finishing it, the commissioner turned to Grayle, much eated.

"Weve rounded up the Black Circlel" exclamed Weston. "Apparently we've captured the wholering to
aman - and woman. One of the prisoners was the model who posed for Van Lorden's Golden Venus,
the masterpiece that dominates your museum.”

"l wish it were my museum,” said Grayle, with aweary smile, "but | shal have to be content with the few



treasuresthat are really my own. | keep them in aspecid vault, downgtairs. | intend to take them with
me, when | retire next month. That iswhy | gppreciate what you've just told me.”

"Regarding the capture of the Black Circle?"

"Exactly. | was afraid that when | came to move them, criminals would learn about it. The night the
masked men raided, | wasforced to bluff them -"

An interruption came from Weston.
"What'sthat noise| hear, Grayle?'
They both went to the door of the office. The sounds were like the falling of bricks.

"Probably the attendants," said Grayle. "They are helping finish the new vaults. | suppose they arewhiling
away their time because | told them to stay on duty.”

"They aren't putting bricksin place," argued Weston. "They're dropping them.”
"A few -"
"And afew morel"

Grayle had closed the door of his office. Within that room, something unusua wasin progresswhile
Weston and Grayle discussed the peculiar sounds of the cellar bricks. The Shadow had appeared
mysterioudy in Grayl€'s office. At the desk, he was making a play-back of arecord in the curator'stop
drawer.

Apparently, The Shadow had been here earlier, while Grayle was meeting Weston at the main door. He
had started the recording then, because the play-back was a replica of Weston's recent conversation
with Grayle, including the commissioner'sinterpolated phone cals. They were registered very clearly,
including the clicks of the dial, from which The Shadow could calculate every number that Weston had
cdled.

Asthe play-back reached its conclusion, The Shadow stopped the machine. Stepping to the outer door,
he peered into the main exhibit hal. Weston and Grayle were il intent upon the sounds from below.

"It can't be your attendants," Weston was saying. "Unless they're drunk."
"They don't drink,” returned Grayle. "It might be rats."
"That's not rats!" Weston referred to asudden crash of bricks. "Come Grayle, we must investigate!”

In true police style, the commissioner descended the stairs with drawn gun, Grayle close behind him. By
then, The Shadow was back in the office, putting in aquick phone call of hisown. Scarcely had the
sound of the descending footsteps subsided, before The Shadow emerged from Grayl€e's office. Crossing
the main floor, he made a double beckon from the Golden Venus; both Trent and Langley popped from
the places where The Shadow had told them to wait.

Camly, The Shadow handed each man his own revolver. Then, in significantly whispered tone, he said:

"l can 4till trust each of you to waich the other, until the final facts are known. Go down those stairsand
witness dl that happens below, but be careful to stay out of sight.”

Side by side, the two mistrustful men descended. After they had made aturn in the sairs, The Shadow



moved swiftly into Grayles office.

Downdairs, Trent and Langley came upon agtartling sight, asthey hdted at thefind turn. Hisgun lying at
hisfeet, Commissioner Weston was standing with upraised arms, while Grayle was copying that pose.
Confronting the pair was a squad of masked men. Anyone who knew Speed Devlin's voice might have
identified him asthe leader of that crew.

Behind the masked men was agaping holein abrick wall, with debrislying about it. Beyond that was a
passage like along, low tunnel.

"Thought you could keep us out thistime, didn't you, Grayle?' Speed was saying. "'Y ou even brought his
nibs around, to show him how nice everything wasfixed. Well, you can guess what weve come dfter, the
little eight-foot lady that's worth her weight in gold. | hope we can get her down those sairs.”

Speed glanced toward the stairs as he spoke and both Trent and Langley shifted back, unnoticed. Trent
gave asde whisper:

"Still playing your bluff, Langley. Even with your friends around.”

"If you mean Weston and Grayle, you'reright,” retorted Langley. "I hope you remembered to bring your
mask, Trent. Y ou might want to leave with the other boys."

Grayle, meanwhile, was speaking coolly to Speed.

"The Golden Venuswill not come down the stairs,” declared Grayle. "Y ou will haveto takeit out the
front door or through the rear of the main floor."

"And hand it over to Cardonaand hisflatties?" retorted Speed. "Don't try to kid us. The Voice knew
they'd be around, or he wouldn't have told us to come through the way we did."

"Who isthis Voice you mention?" demanded Weston.

"Keep it confidentid,” said Speed in alow whisper. "The Voiceisacertain guy you've often heard of.
He's The Shadow."

That brought laughter, somewhat on the raucous side, from the masked men behind Speed.

"That's not the right laugh,” Speed told them. " Give the one the Voice taught us. Hisown laugh - The
Shadow's."

Catching the spirit of the game, Speed's crew ddlivered. What with the muffling masks, the echoesfrom
thewalls, their imitation carried a strong flavor of the weird. 1ts echoes seemed to persist and rise again,
after it should have ended. At that, Speed ordered:

"That's enough. Cut it."

The laugh rose gtrident, aone-tone laugh. Asits echoes quivered higher, Speed whedled to find the
offender. None of his men werelaughing.

Asthe laugh shivered to an eerie finish, avoice spoke. It was the sihilant tone of The Shadow.

"Since you have appointed me asthe Voice," declared The Shadow, "I shal do better than your former
madter. | shal show you where to find genuine treasures, Speed Devlin.”

At mention of his name, Speed pivoted with his gun, hoping to spot The Shadow in the fringing gloom. It



wasimpossible, though.

"Tdl Milton Grayleto give you the keys he carries,” continued The Shadow. "Unlock the vault you see
behind him. Itishisown."

Though fearful of The Shadow, Speed waswilling to play that game, since it would at least be a show of
bravado. Moreover, while he couldn't believe that The Shadow would pose asthe Voice, he was playing
ahunch that the V oice might be pretending to be The Shadow. But as Speed approached Grayle, the
curator became suddenly ferocious.

"Careful, Grayle!" admonished The Shadow. "No guns. We want keys. Remember, | antheVoiceas
well as The Shadow. | have you covered. | wouldn't want you to hurt Speed.”

Choking with anger at the mockery in the tone, Grayle brought out aring of keys and said to Speed:
"Stand back. I'll open the vault.”

Open thevault, Grayle did, and as the door came wide, alight shone automaticaly within. It was ahuge
vault, and high; withinit, in dl their glory, Graylestreasureswere reveded.

There, indl its deek, shiny glory, stood the genuine Golden Venus, flanked by the true Croft portraits,
backed by the famous De Vegas murds. At the feet of the statue rested a velvet box, which undoubtedly
contained the Independent Shipping bonds and the Cartwright postage stamps, because there wasn't
roominit for the Josephinetiara. That magnificent prize was resting on top of the velvet box. Beside the
tiara, in two neat clusters, shone the rubies and sapphires that had once belonged to the Rgjah of
Baapore.

Speed Devlin shoved hisgun graight a Milton Grayle.
"Y ou double-crosser, Graylel™

"I am adouble-crosser," announced Grayle, proudly, totally disregarding the snarls of Speed'sfollowers.
"That iswhy | alowed the Black Circle to be trapped tonight. They were cheap spiesand informers,
double-crossers themsalves. Only by letting them think | trusted them, could | continue to usetheir
sarvices. | had to make them believe that | was double-crossing you, Speed.

"Meanwhile, | put your skill to thetest. Y ou and your men proved loyd, despite adversity. Y our thefts
were daring and carried the trail from the actua crimeswhich | prearranged. | showed my trust in you
when | gave you safe conduct from this very museum, the first night you came here. | brought you and
your men here tonight to share in the spoilsthat you deserve. Y ou shdl help me remove these treasures” -
Grayle gestured to the open vault, while Speed drank in the lies that Grayle had just spoken - "but firgt,
we must diminate The Shadow - now. | am the Voice and | command you!"

With those stirring words, he grabbed Weston with hisleft arm, to serve him asashield. Whipping back,
carrying the struggling commissioner with him, Grayle used the open door of the vault to protect him on
the right, while he pulled a gun and pumped shots off into the darkness, hoping his bulletswould find The
Shadow.

A crazed notion, Grayl€'s, but it brought the response he wanted. As The Shadow laughed anew, till in
that unlocatable style, Speed and his crew whipped away their masks and began flaying the walswith
their own guns. There was scarcely a quarter they did not cover with that opening volley, except the front
of thevault, where Grayle was and the Stairway.

It was from the stairs however, that an answering salvo came. Trent and Langley, mutually exonerated,



were trying to outdo each other. They did well, for they had Speed's massed crew as one big target.
Speed's men were spilling over each other, sagging right and | ft, before they began to direct their fire
toward the sairs.

By then, The Shadow's big guns were pumping the shots that spelled crimeésfinish. The diverson from
the stairswas al he needed to gain the necessary edge. Not abullet had reached The Shadow and for a
very smple reason. The vantage spot to which he had earlier worked himsalf, was directly beside
Grayl€e's private vault, close to the hinges of the door. When Grayle had opened that door, he had
furnished The Shadow with a perfect shield.

Until shots had been wasted, however, The Shadow could not give away hisruse, because of Weston's
jeopardy. But now that Grayle himsalf had emptied his gun, The Shadow found new opportunity. Hurling
the vault door shut, The Shadow sent Grayle and Weston flying ong with it, Grayle taking the full force
of the blow as he landed in the vault with the commissioner. Then, The Shadow was surging lone-handed
upon Speed's much thinned ranks, dugging down afew defiant foemen who foolishly clicked away a him
with empty guns.

The rest, Speed with them, had darted out through their tunndl, only to be greeted by new gunfire, which
produced their immediate surrender. In his phone call from Grayl€'s office, The Shadow had sent a
tip-off to Cardona, telling him where he could find the tunnel entrancein ablind dley, ablock beyond the
street behind the museum. Cardona's men went upstairs to round up the museum attendants who had
been in league with Grayle, while the ingpector himsalf opened the door of the private vaullt.

There, Commissioner Weston was sitting on the pedestal of the Golden Venus, with Milton Grayle
dumped beside him. Weston had gained hisinnings after The Shadow jolted Grayle with the big door.
But when Weston |ooked for The Shadow, to thank him, al he heard was the dwindling farewell of a

departing laugh.

When Lamont Cranston appeared later at the museum, he heard Commissioner Weston piece the details
of The Shadow's work.

"It was one of three suspects,” defined Weston. "Langley, who knew the robbery victims, Grayle, who
knew the objectsto steal and had ways or meansto produce imitations; Trent, who had aninside
knowledgein certain of the cases. As| look at it now, we should have picked Grayle, the moment that
we redlized that so many fal se treasures had been substituted, but only The Shadow looked @t itin
wholesdeterms.”

Turning to Grayl€e's desk, Weston ran the play-back of the recording that The Shadow had taken without
Graylesknowledge.

"Thiswas The Shadow'stest,” affirmed Weston. "Note how clearly it recorded, even to the clicks of the
dia phone. But the record that Grayle made the night Speed visited him was purposay muddied by
Grayle himsdlf. He didn't want Speed's voiceto giveitsalf away and particularly he didn't want usto trace
the number that Speed dialed. But he wanted usto hear the play-back, to make his own stock rate high.
Stll, he couldn't afford to lose Speed, though he was redlly double-crossing him. Grayleintended to let
Speed take the false Venus away tonight. From what he's confessed, he really intended to take the
genuine articleswith himin retirement and gloat over his possessionswhile we il tried to trace the
fekes."

With adight nod, Cranston turned to Trent, who was standing by.

"Y ou played arecording in your office," reminded Cranston. "' One that you took herein the museumon
Grayle's machine, when you were going through the cataog. Didnt it include the diding of atelephone?”



"I think it did,” recalled Trent.

"Too bad neither of usthought of it then,” remarked Cranston. "We could have hel ped the commissioner
trap Grayle and saved The Shadow dl histrouble."

"l wastoo busy checking on Langley,” admitted Trent. "He was Suspect A-Onein my book. And dl the
whil€" - Trent grinned across the room at Langley, who returned the compliment - "Langley wastailing
rm"

Over inthe corner, Weston was opening acloset door, to show a spira staircase that led down from
Grayl€'s office to the vault rooms below.

"Grayle used thisto go up and down," explained the commissioner, "when he claimed to be resting. Then,
he used the tunnel to go in and out, so he could do the Voice act, over at the old antique shop. The
Shadow must have spotted these after he began checking on Grayle. Of course, by yesterday, Grayle
had walled the tunnel. He was through with the V oice act and expected it to be pinned on Langley or
Trent. He also wanted Speed to crack through awall to makeit look as though the tunnel was Speed's
jobtoo."

"We should have thought about that tunnel,” decided Cranston. "Grayle couldn't have let Speed out the
back door upgtairs, the night Speed barged in on him. Too many of your police were circling around the
museum, commissioner.”

"Maybe that gave The Shadow an ideg,” remarked Weston, asthey walked out from Grayle's office. "It
would be refreshing if you had one now and then.”

"I have oneright now," said Crangton, gesturing to the Venus atue. " This fake statue can probably be
bought quite reasonably. Why don't we donateit to the Cobdt Club?!

Cranston was flipping a coin as he went down the museum steps; at least Weston thought it was acoin,
as he watched hisfriend's departure. But Cranston was il thinking in terms of brass; thistimein the
shape of alittle disk, the object that he flipped. After al, Cranston was entitled to some minor token, to
add to The Shadow's trophies. Cranston had found this one lying on the floor beneath Grayl€'s dek,
neglected and forgotten.

A brassdisk with ablack band that represented something e se that would soon be forgotten:
The Black Circle.

THEEND



