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CHAPTERI.CRIME'S GOAL

DUSK had dulled Manhattan. Shaded skyscrapers stood bleak against the darkening sky. Where lights
appeared in windows, they were scarcely noticeable, for daylight had not fully faded. Most windows,
though, were dark; it was after five o'clock and many offices had closed for the day.
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Street |lamps shone from the ground below the buildings; blinking eectric sgnswere flashing early
messages to homeward-wending workers. Darkness, however, had not yet gained full reign; man-made
lightslacked the setting that they required as background for their nightly brilliance.

It was that hour of trangition that comes daily to New Y ork—when sunlight no longer shimmerson
reflecting spires, yet the sky isstill too clear to reflect the feeble, budding glow of the metropolis. Soon
observers from high towers would watch the growing sparkle of increasing light; for the present,
Manhattan lay beneath apall.

Near the window of afortieth-story office, atypist was busy at her desk. The machinewas clicking
Seadily; the girl had no interest in watching the outdoor scene. Finishing along day's work, shewas
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looking forward to aspeedy subway ride at the end of the traffic rush.

The office lights were on; the typist was attentive to her work. So engrossed was she that the opening of
the door from the corridor did not disturb her. It was not until aman's voice spoke that the girl redized
that some one had entered. She siwung about with a startled gasp; then smiled sheepishly as she
recognized her employer.

"Working late, Miss Chapwe|?' came the pleasant query.

"Yes, Mr. Parrin,” replied thetypist. "The other girls|eft at five; | told them that | would remain until you
camein.

"In case of important messages?"
"Yes, gr. There are dso somelettersfor you to sign.”

The girl finished the last few lines of the sheet that she wastyping and placed it with othersin abasket on
the desk. Parrin glanced rapidly over theletters, signing each in turn. The girl sealed them in slamped
envelopes, ready for the mail.

"A telephone cdl at five-twenty,” stated Miss Chapwell. "The speaker refused to give hisname. Smply
hung up when he learned that you were not here, Mr. Parrin.”

"Wasit along-distance cal?’
"| don't think so. Morelikealocd cdl."

Parrin shrugged his shoulders, as though the matter were one of little consequence. The typist had
gathered up hat and coat; she was starting for the door with the letters. Suddenly she stopped.

"I dmogt forgot about Mr. Carning,” she stated. "Heishere, sir. He camein at half-past five. | told himto
wait inyour office"

"Very wdl. Good night, Miss Chapwell."

The girl went out through the door to the hal. The glass pand showed its | ettered statement; then, asthe
door closed behind the departing typist, those words appeared in dull reverse. They were dill legibleto
Parrin, however. He chuckled as he noted them:

| NTERSTATE SALES CORPCRATI ON

Ri ckard Parrin

Manager

SWINGING about, Parrin crossed the outer office and entered adoor marked "Private." The office
within was lighted; a man seated by the window waved ahand in silent greeting. It was Carning, the
arrival whom the typist had mentioned.



Parrin seemed to take the visitor's presence as something he had expected, for he seated himsdlf at the
desk and lighted a cigar while he surveyed Carning without comment.

Rickard Parrin looked the part of a sales executive. He was ddliberate in manner, yet possessed of
forceful expression. His build was bulky; hisface long-jawed and firm-set. Hook-nosed, with an
outthrust lower lip, Parrin looked like a chalenger. He formed a contrast to hisvisitor.

For Carning was adry, dull-faced fellow whose whole manner denoted laziness. The cigarette that he
was smoking hung loose from his pasty lips. His expression was one of weariness, accentuated by
half-closed eyelids. But Carning was not so indolent as he appeared. From between his ditted eyelids, he
peered shrewdly; thisfact indicated that hisindolence was purely apose.

"l didn't expect you, Carning," stated Parrin, abruptly. "Still, it'sdl right, snce you're here. Nothing
suspicious about members of my salesforce blowing in after five o'clock.”

"Y ou told me you wanted to talk to me, Rick," returned Carning. "When | didn't hear from you over at
theroom, | thought maybe you'd forgotten me. That'swhy | came over here.”

"I don't forget anything, Carning. | was detained a an advertising office. | haveto ded with those fellows
to keep up afront; and they're tough to get away from. But | should have been back hereat five. A call
camein.”

"Not since I've been here, Rick."
"It was before you camein; and | ought to have been on hand to answer it."
"It wasfrom -"

"From The Creeper." Rick spokein alow tone, following Carning's pause. "That's his way—he aways
hangs up if I'm not on hand to answer."

"Hell cdl again, won't he?"
"Sure. That is, maybe. On the other hand, he may come here."

Carning's eyes opened wide. Rick grinned as he saw the felow shift uneasily. With ashake of his head,
the hook-nosed man gestured with one hand. His motion indicated that Carning was to remain where he
sat.

"Don't worry," assured Rick. "The Cregper won't mind you being here. He knows you're on the pay
roll.”

"But if hewantsto talk to you -"

"Hewon't. Hell leave amessage. | have ahunch that telephone call was just to tell methat 1'd better stay
around. He probably hasalot to say to-day. Something big is coming, Carning.”

THE man by the window nodded. Rick Parrin noticed the pasty face against the darkened pane.
Outside, dusk had degpened. Sparkles of light were plainly evident from distant buildings. The very
atmosphere had become foreboding.

"I picked an office herein the Dolban Building," remarked Rick, "just because they don't bother you with
red tape until after nine o'clock. That gives The Creeper achance to comein and out when I'm here late.
Some things can't be told over the telephone, Carning.



"Particularly what's coming to-night. | think were about due for the pay-off. Not dl at once; therell bea
build-up to it, like there dwaysis. But thisisthe date that The Cregper's been waiting for. He dipped me
that news not so long ago.”

"Heletsyouinonalot, Rick?'

"No. That'sthe funny part about it, Carning. Figureit for yoursdf and you'll seethat I'm only one card in
his hand. What have | got? A front, to make melook like abig sales executive. Half adozen
salesmen—Iike you—on the road, working for me. Sure, we get wind of soft pickings, and we do some
heavy work, too, when The Cregper needs us. But were just one of hisbets, Carning. That'sal.”

"It soundslikely, Rick. | guessthere's no racket The Creeper will passup. Not if therésdoughinit.”

"Big dough! Con games, blackmail, robbery—they're al the same to The Cregper. Say—remember that
time Guswas out a the millionaire's homein Cleveland? Gus wasjugt avisting advertisng delegate, who
heard afew things said there, dong with others. He dipped the word to me; it was mest for The

Creeper. Blackmail that trip."

"And burglary down in Miami, Rick. Thetimethat Tyler sold the carload of metdware. He spotted the
layout of the jewelry department in the store, didn't he?!

"Y eah. But none of us had anything to do with the job that came afterward. The Creeper put somebody
elseonit. That'shisway, Carning. But it's not wiseto talk too much about -"

RICK broke off. His face became tense as he held up his hand for silence. Carning strained forward in
hischair. Thelull of outside blackness seemed a gripping force about thisroom.

Carning was looking beyond Parrin, toward adoor that opened into aside corridor. Rick swung in his
swivel chair, to stare at the same spot.

Both had heard a strange sound. The noise was coming from the hall. It sgnified the gpproach of some
one, yet neither listener could have made aguess as to the appearance of the person whose footfals they
so dimly heard. The sound was a cregping; dow, yet unhesitating. It was like an audible mask, amode of
progress that made its author unrecognizable.

Moreover, the exact location of the sound was amystery. It might have been coming from far down the
corridor; it might dmaost have been outside the door. Though it continued, indicating steady motion, its
intengty remained the same. It was not until the scuffled sound suddenly ceased that Rick and Carning
realized that The Creeper had reached hisgoal.

Ingtinctively, the two rogues knew that their expected visitor was directly outside the glass-paneled door
that led from this office into the sde corridor. They waited tensdly, listening for some new token. Then a
white hand appeared against the darkness of the pandl.

Carning repressed agasp as he saw atight fist, doubled like aclaw. A hand that held the fate of
henchmen in the baance, it remained there through long moments. Then fingers moved; like athing
detached, the claw crept up the pand; its clicking nails reproduced in miniature that same creeping sound
that had been heard before.

Rick Parrin leaned back. He placed his own fist upon the glass top of his mahogany desk. Asthe hand
on the door stopped its motion, Rick performed a crawling action with his own fingers. His scratching
was an answer to "The Creeper's’ signal. The white fist moved from view beyond the glass pandl.

Theflap of abrass|etter chute clicked inward. An envelope swished through the air and did dong the



floor, to wind up with alazy flutter at Rick Parrin'sfeet.

The hook-nosed man did not pick it up at once; instead, he sat listening, and Carning copied his example.
From outside the door they heard new sounds of disguised footsteps. The Creegper was departing.

Oddly, the sound again retained its same intensity. When close, The Cregper moved more softly; when
far away, he made his motion create alouder noise. Theilluson was perfect; Rick and Carning could not
even guess which direction The Creeper had taken. Suddenly the baffling sound faded.

Had The Creeper gone? Or had he faked a departure, to remain outside the door of this private office?
Two minds asked the same question as Rick turned about and met Carning's puzzled stare. Theinsidious
influence of The Creeper seemed strangely present. Neither man dared speak.

Mechanicdly, Rick picked up the envelope. He opened it and withdrew atypewritten message. He
scanned the lines; then tore the paper into shreds. He burned the piecesin an ash tray; then picked up an
evening newspaper that was lying on the desk.

Carning watched him turn to a page. Rick read; then spoke in aharsh whisper.

"THE jobisfor you, Carning," heinformed. "To-night, at eight o'clock. Call a the home of Tobias
Clavelock, the lawyer." Rick paused to write an address. "Tell him you've comein place of Richard
Batedy."

"WhoisRichard Batedy?" inquired Carning.

"A court stenographer,” replied Rick. "Fellow who does work for old Clavelock. Batedy likesthe races,
he went there to-day and won't be back. You'reto tell Clavelock that he was taken ill and that you came
inhisplace.”

"What about afterward? When Batedy sees Clavelock?"

"Dont worry. Batedy will have the same excuse for himself. Clavelock would fire him if he knew the
fellow played the ponies. | guess Batedy picked some winnersto-day; and he's met some friendswho
have detained him. Cedlebrating—that's something el se Clavelock wouldn' like."

Rick chuckled. Histone was significant. Carning recognized that other agents of The Creegper must have
been a work—men whom even Rick did not know. Their job had been to see that Batedy forgot his
appointment to work for Clavelock this evening. Then Carning ceased speculation as Rick handed the
newspaper to him.

"Read that, Carning."

"Say!" The pasty-faced man's eyes popped. "Clavel ock's the lawyer for the Doyd heirs! The bunch that's
supposed to be coming into millions when the estate is settled! ™

"That'sright," nodded Rick. "The get-together isto-night; that's when the lucky relationslearn the news
about the dough. Clavelock will have alot to say. Some one will have to take it down in shorthand.”

"Meaning me, Rick?"
"Meaning you, Carning."

Rick chuckled as herose. Heled Carning to the door into the side hall. He opened the barrier dmost
gingerly and peered out. No one was there.



Rick turned off the light switch; the room darkened, save for amellow glow at the window. Night had
gained its grip; Manhattan'slightswere at last a gparkling gaaxy.

"Scram, Carning,” whispered Rick. "I'll follow later. Remember: bring your notes along with you. Y ou're
good enough at shorthand to pinch hit for thisfellow Batedly. Don't dip on adetail .

Carning nodded and departed. Rick Parrin returned and sat in the darkened office, to wait five minutes
before making his own departure. The window chair was the post that Rick had taken. Surveying the
brilliance of the city, the fake sdes executive chuckled.

Millions of lights—millions of dollars. Such was the connection of Rick Parrin'sthoughts. For he knew
the gamethat lay at stake. Lucky heirswere to share avast fortune, as legatees of Bigelow Doyd, the
soap king, recently deceased.

They would be lucky if they held the wealth that would be their gain. For some one €l se was planning to
gain his share of the spoils. The goa would be abig one, for it was sought by aman of supercrime: the
evil chief whom Rick Parrin knew only as The Creeper.

CHAPTER II. THE SHADOW OBSERVES

EVENING had degpened. It was eight o'clock, the time when Carning, as Rick Parrin'stool, was due at
the home of Tobias Clavelock. In obedience to The Creeper's order, Carning would soon be engaged in
his temporary task as secretary to the old lawyer who represented the estate of Bigelow Doyd.

Traffic-thronged streets were blaring with the sounds of raucous horns. The approach of the theater hour
had brought jammed confusion to Manhattan. There were spots, however, that the noise of tumult did not
reach. One such place was the reading room of the exclusive Cobalt Club.

Within that room, sour-faced old gentlemen were reading copies of Punch and the London Graphic, amid
slence that was tomblike. Noise was forbidden in the reading room of the Cobalt Club. None defied that
order; not even the one individua who seemed out of place with such elderly companions. Hewas a
hawk-nosed personage, whose age—though difficult to guess—must have been many yearsless than that
of the fossil-faced habitues about him.

This member of the Cobdt Club was known as Lamont Cranston; he was amillionaire globe-trotter who
frequented the Cobdt Club whenever he wasin New Y ork.

To-night, Cranston was seated benesth the glare of areading lamp. The rays of the light showed his
countenance to be chisded and inflexible of expresson—amost masklike. A curious study, that firmly
molded visage, had any chosen to observeit. But the members of the Cobalt Club were too concerned
with their own reading to pay attention to the presence of others.

Keen eyes peered from the visage of Lamont Cranston. They were centered upon a newspaper, held
between long-fingered hands. Those eyes were reading a brief news report; a statement that a meeting
would be held this very evening, at the home of Bigelow Doyd, deceased. The heirs of the Doyd estate
wereto learn of the various legacies which the dead millionaire had | eft.

An attendant entered the reading room. He gpproached the seated figure of Lamont Cranston; that
worthy laid aside his newspaper. The attendant spoke in awhisper: Mr. Cranston was wanted on the
telephone.

With anod, the hawk-faced personage arose and strolled from the reading room. He arrived a a
telephone booth where areceiver was off the book. Entering, he closed the door of the booth and spoke



acam hello. A quiet voice responded:
"Burbank spesking.”
"Report.”

The tone was no longer Cranston's. It was a strange, eerie whisper that carried a strong command. It
was the voice of The Shadow, master of mystery, who used the disguise of Lamont Cranston as a cover
for histrue identity. Foe of crime, The Shadow was gaining word from his contact agent, Burbank.

"Report from Burke," came Burbank's methodica statement. "Heisleaving for the Doyd mansion.
Clavelock findly agreed to make an exception in Burke's case. His story to be subject to Clavelock's
gpprovd.”

"Report received.”

REVERTING to the languid manner of Lamont Cranston, The Shadow hung up and strolled from the
telephone booth. He did not return to the reading room; instead, he stopped at the cloakroom, where he
donned a hat and tossed a coat over hisarm.

After that, he strolled from the club and nodded to the doorman who stood benegath the outside canopy.

The doorman signded. A big limousine wheeled from across the street. The Shadow stepped aboard and
spoke an order through the speaking tube. The car rolled away with its passenger; the chauffeur headed
cross-town to a broad avenue, then drove northward.

While the limousine was traveling, The Shadow opened a suitcase that lay on the back seet. Discarding
his hat and overcoat, he donned black garments from the bag. Histdl figure faded into obscurity, just as
the limousine turned right into a one-way street and came to astop in a chance parking space by the
curb.

The rear door opened. From it emerged a blackened form. Silently, the door closed. Unseen by the
chauffeur, The Shadow reached the sidewalk and traced a path back toward the avenue.

A dreet lamp glimmered momentarily upon his passing figure; it showed a shrouded shape, cloaked in
black. Face and eyes were hidden benesth the broad brim of adouch hat. Then the flegting image had
passed. Again obscured by darkness, The Shadow reached the avenue.

Buildings on the near sde were dark. Silently, The Shadow discovered agloomy doorway. His shape
edged into blackness. His keen eyes gazed streetward. Across the avenue, The Shadow saw the front of
ahuge mansion. A rdic of the nineteenth century, that building was the pretentious home that had once
been the residence of Bigelow Doyd.

The Doyd mansion was aready occupied. Lightsfrom the interior proved that fact. As The Shadow
watched, new arrivals appeared. First came an old-fashioned automobile, alandaulet. An old lady
stepped from the car; the chauffeur helped her up the steps. She was admitted to the house; the chauffeur
returned to the car and parked further down the street.

A coupe arrived afew minutes later. From it stepped ayoung man, who wore atuxedo and carried a
coat over one arm, walking stick in the other hand. He nodded to the driver; the coupe rolled away. The
young man entered the house.

Almost immediately, ataxicab pulled into the emptied space. Two men dighted. Onewas an old fellow,
stooped and dry-faced. A light above the front steps revedled him as plainly asit had the others. The



Shadow knew that this must be Tobias Clave ock, the lawyer. Clavel ock's companion was evidently the
lawyer's secretary, for he was carrying alarge briefcase under hisarm. The Shadow did not glimpse this
man'sface, for thefelow merely followed the lawyer up the steps.

Three minutes passed after this pair had been admitted. Then another taxicab arrived; ayoung man
jumped out and hurriedly paid the driver.

The Shadow caught sight of akeen, wise face above awiry body. He watched the new arrival ascend
the steps of the house. Like the others, the wiry man was admitted by aliveried servant. The Shadow
waited; minutes passed. The young man did not reappesr.

SOFTLY, The Shadow whispered alaugh. That last arrival was Clyde Burke, reporter of the New Y ork
Classic.

Secretly, Clyde was an agent of The Shadow. Keenly interested in the affairs of the Doyd estate, The
Shadow had himsdlf planned to witnessto-night's meeting if other aternativesfalled. Clyde Burke,
however, had managed to arrange matters with Tobias Clavel ock.

Arriving later than Clavelock, Clyde had gained admittance through the lawyer's intercesson. The taboo
againg reporters had been lifted in his case. The fact that Clyde had not resppeared was proof that he
was going to stay. As an agent of The Shadow, Clyde would bring back areport of al that happened
within the portals of that ancient resdence.

Therewasalull in traffic on the avenue. Ghostlike, The Shadow moved from his hiding spot and glided
across the broad thoroughfare. He edged away from the lighted front of the Doyd house, found a
passage at the side of the building and entered it. He passed benesth the gloom of dully-lighted
windows.

Near the back of the house, The Shadow paused; he noted aside door that led into the old mansion.

Satisfied with his survey, The Shadow retraced his course. He clung to the darkness at the front of the
passage until there was another break in the intermittent traffic of the avenue. Then The Shadow crossed,
picked the darkness of building fronts and made hisway back to the limousine.

The chauffeur, dozing at the whed, did not sense his return until The Shadow used the speaking tube to
giveingructionsin the quiet tone of Cranston.

"New Jersey, Stanley."

The chauffeur nodded. That was the order to return home, viathe Holland Tube, for Lamont Cranston
maintained a pretentious residence in New Jersey.

The car pulled away; Stanley did not even speculate on why his master had ordered this brief stop ona
side Street of New Y ork. Stanley had long since ceased to wonder about the eccentricities of his
millionaire master.

A soft laugh crept through the interior of the big limousine asthe car rolled southward. That whispered
mirth denoted The Shadow's satisfaction. He knew that certain heirs were aready present; two had
arrived while he was watching. Then Clavelock, with his secretary; after that, Clyde Burke. With the
reporter there, The Shadow had decided that no preliminary survey of his own would be necessary. He
could rely on Clyde Burke.

For once The Shadow was mistaken. Strange facts were due to break to-night. Clyde wasto learn of
surface troubles and bring back hisversion of them. But dready, events were brewing beneath the



surface, events which only The Shadow himself could have discerned.

A dilemmawas dueto perplex the heirs of Bigelow Doyd. The smple settlement of an estate was
destined to become atroublesome problem. So Clyde Burke would learn; and through him, The Shadow
would gain important facts with which to begin acampaign of adventure. The Shadow had foreseen that
the affairs of the Doyd estate might lead to cross-purposes; he had been wisein hisdecison to gain
firsthand facts.

But just as Carning, posing as Clavelock's secretary, had managed to dip The Shadow's notice, so
would The Creeper, hidden master of crime, keep his devices under cover, so far as Clyde Burke was
concerned. Already the menace of that supercrook hovered above the affairs of the Doyd heirs.

The Shadow had foreseen complications that were actualy due. To The Shadow, those complexities
would offer opportunity for keen solution, awork that intrigued The Shadow always. But those same
complicationswould give The Creeper opportunity aso. The eventua result would be a conflict of two
mighty brains. The Shadow versus The Creeper!

CHAPTER I1I.LOST LEGACIES

HAD Clyde Burke gained immediate recognition upon his entry to the Doyd mansion, he might have
gleaned some interesting facts prior to the meeting of the heirs. Asit was, the liveried servant who
admitted him showed suspicion the moment that he learned Clyde was areporter.

Clyde mentioned Tobias Clavelock by name; that introduction enabled him to stay. But the servant,
instead of taking Clyde to the family reception room, decided to put the reporter in an obscure parlor.
There Clyde wasforced to Sit in solitary state until the servant spoke to Tobias Clavelock.

From the parlor, Clyde could see across a halway. Beyond, at an angle, were closed doors. They
indicated the reception room; and Clyde speculated on what might lie beyond. After afew minutes of
wondering, the reporter decided to wait patiently. Hefelt sure that Clavel ock would keep his promise
and admit him to the meeting. There was nothing to gain by impatience.

Meanwhile, another man was waiting aone. Thiswas the tuxedoed chap whom The Shadow had seen
enter the house. Light-haired, somewhat curious in expresson, thisvisitor was in the reception room,
beyond those very doorsthat Clyde had observed.

He was strolling about, gazing at various objects. an ancient grandfather's clock had finaly intrigued him.
He was facing the corner where the clock stood when arear door of the room opened suddenly. The
young man swung about to face adark-haired girl whose black mourning attire gave her asingular

beaty.
"THERESA!" exclamed thelight-haired man. "Theresa Doyd! | never would have known you!™
The girl advanced with outstretched hand; the young man received her clasp. The girl smiled.

"Y ou have not changed much, Mr. Shiloh," she remarked. Then, with awinsome smile: "'l suppose, now
that | am grown up, | can cdl you Dondd?"

"That'sright," recalled the man, with a pleasant laugh. "1'd forgotten al about that problem of ten years
ago. Let me see: you were about twelve years old, weren't you? And | was twenty-five."

"Which made you Mr. Shiloh," smiled the girl. "Because you were grown up and | was not; and sSince you
bel onged to another branch of the family, | could not call you Cousin Donald.”



"I remember it. Y our grandmother was agtickler for form, wasn't she?’

"Just like grandfather. Well, Donald, ever since I've grown up, | have wanted to meet you again. More
than any other member of the family.”

"More than any other?"

"Of course. But that is no compliment, Donald. Wait until you see the other members of the clan who are

here dready."

"Some have arrived, Theresa?'

"Yes. Three. Aunt Mehitabel Doyd—grandfather's s ster—arrived just alittle while ago. Then thereis
Uncle Egbert Doyd, who has been living here amonth. He is about sixty years old—my father's brother,
you know."

"You said there were three, Theresa"

"Yes." Thegirl'sface looked troubled. "The other isa second cousin of mine. HisnameisMark Lundig.
He arrived two days ago."

"Mark Lundig," mused Shiloh. "I recall him. An odd sort, Mark. About forty-five, isn't he? Lundig was
livingin Cdifornia, thelast | knew."

"He says heisfrom Chicago," remarked Theresa. "But every statement he makes has anote of suspicion
toit. Mark Lundig arrived here two days ago, Donad. He claimsto have taken aroom at some hotdl;
but he has stayed herefor two nights.”

"What is his business, Theresa?"

"Hedid not say. But his presence has worried me, Donad. That is one reason why | am glad that you
have arrived. Y ou will stay here, won't you?'

"Hardly, Theresa. | have an apartment of my own, you know, herein New Y ork, athough | amintown
but seldom. | have money of my own; | livein Miami most of the winter, and go north in the summer. But
snce | have the gpartment, and my vaet Jeffrey, who drove the car here to-night, | naturally expect to
use my own residence. But tell me more about Lundig. Has the fellow acted oddly?”

The girl looked about before replying, apparently to make sure that no one was eavesdropping. Then, in
atense whisper, she spoke.

"LAST night," she confided, "I heard footsteps. Strange footsteps, Donald —creeping footsteps—that
seemed remote. | stole about, trying to locate them. It was impossible. First they seemed to be
downgtairs; then they were on the second floor -"

"At what hour wasthis, Theresa?"

"Shortly after midnight. Finally | was sure the footsteps were on the ground floor. | came down here just
asthey ceased. Then | saw alight inthelibrary. | entered and found Mark Lundig there.”

"Didyour arriva surprisshim?”

"Yes. Particularly because he was looking through the drawers of the old corner desk. | wondered to
find him herein the house; he had spoken about going back to hishotel.”



"What excuse did he offer?"

"He said that he had decided to stay. He had spoken to Wilfred— our one servant—and Wilfred had
made up aroom for him. So | said nothing, except to bid him good-night.”

"Too bad that | was not here, Theresa. | should have liked to give challenge to the bounder.
Unfortunately, Jeffrey and | did not arrivein New Y ork until thismorning. But tell me more: did you hear
the footstepslater?'

"No. Mark Lundig decided to go upstairs, he walked along with me and went to hisroom. | listened for a
while, but hedid not leave.”

"Where was your Uncle Egbert?’

"Adeep, | suppose. He dwaysretires early. Of course, the footsteps could have been his; but Uncle
Egbert has been here along while, and | never heard him prowl about. There was something terrible
about those footsteps, Donadd! They were creaky, amost ghostly -"

The girl stopped abruptly. The diding doors from the halway were coming open. Theresaand Shiloh
looked about to see Wilfred bowing from the doorway. The servant's face was solemn.

"Mr. Clavelock awaitsyou," announced Wilfred. "Heisin thelibrary, with the others."

THERESA and Shiloh followed Wilfred through the hall. The servant ushered them into alarge rear
room, which was lined with books. Then he went back through the hall and brought Clyde Burke from
the parlor.

The reporter entered after Theresa Doyd and Donad Shiloh had seated themselves. Hewasjust intime
to see Shiloh acknowledging the greetings of others who were present.

Tobias Clavel ock, stoop-shouldered and dry-faced, was seated behind alarge table. Besde himwas a
weary, dull-faced fellow—Carning— whom Clyde dismissed at aglance. He knew that thisindividud
was merely some secretary of the lawyer's. Moreover, Clyde wasimmediately occupied; for Clavelock
waswaving a hand in introduction.

"ThisisMr. Burke," announced the old lawyer. "Heisareporter, here by my specia permisson. These,
Mr. Burke, are the Doyd heirs. First, Mr. Egbert Doyd."

Clyde bowed to a hunched-shouldered, sickly-faced man who was huddled in alarge chair. Egbert
Doyd looked more than sixty. IlIness had apparently sapped his strength, for Clyde gained theimpression
that the manwasan invaid.

"Miss Mehitabel Doyd, sister of the deceased Bigelow Doyd -"

At Clavelock'swords, Clyde bowed to an old lady who wasin her eighties. Then he turned to meet two
others.

"Miss Theresa Doyd; and Mr. Dondd Shiloh -*

Clavelock paused. Theresa had arisen to shake hands with the reporter. Clyde bowed, impressed by the
girl's beauty and her gracious manner. Shiloh had risen aso; he followed with a handshake. Clyde was
about to st down when Clavel ock added another introduction:

"ThisisMr. Mark Lundig, another heir."



Clyde turned to face a shrewd, sharp-faced man who was sitting on the edge of achair. He detected a
foxlike expression beneath a shock of gray-streaked hair.

Mark Lundig peered through large spectacles, to give the reporter a curt nod. There was suspicion in the
man's gaze. Clyde returned the nod and sat down.

"Ahem!" Clavelock cleared histhroat and turned to Carning. "L et me have that sealed envelope from the
briefcase. Come, my man, cease fumbling. Find it!"

Carning produced the envel ope. Clavel ock adjusted apair of pince-nez spectacles; then spoke again.
"Theligts" he ordered. "Those typewritten lists. There are severd copies of them.”

Carning found the lists and laid them on the table. Meanwhile, Clavelock was holding up the envel ope.
He waited until Carning produced a shorthand notebook; then, with agrumble at his substitute
stenographer's downess, the lawyer began to speak.

"ACCORDING to theterms of Bigelow Doyd's last testament,” announced the old attorney, "the bulk of
his estate isto be divided equally among al eigible heirs. Thisrefersto every one present— with the
possible exception of Mr. Donald Shiloh, who isarelative of Bigelow Doyd'sfirst wife. A descendant,
you understand, of another branch of the family.

"Nevertheless, | requested Mr. Shiloh to be present. His statusisthat of apossble heir; he may be
awarded a share of the estate. That can be decided later. Our present business is to determine the extent
of the estateitsdlf. A matter, | may say, of considerable importance.

"Much of Bigelow Doyd'swedlth lay in his collections of valuable gems and art treasures; together with
certain assets which he had stored in some place of safety. Only Bigelow Doyd knew the place where
these v uables were stored. Only he knew the extent of his own wedlth."

The lawyer paused, shaking the sedled envelope with hisright hand. The observers could see a huge dab
of red sealing wax that kept the envelope intact. With hisleft hand, the lawyer picked up the lists that
Carning had given him. There were five of these; Clavel ock passed them about the group.

"My word!" exclamed Egbert Doyd, straightening up to hold alist under alamp light. "What doesthis
mean, Mr. Clavelock? A whole procession of Latin words, with English words following them.”

"But they are not trandations,” put in Mark Lundig, in asharp tone. "Look: hereisthe word adsum; after
it, the English word ‘jewds. Here is bdlum; it isfollowed by the English word ‘inspect.' And here -"

"That isenough,” interposed Clavelock. "These lists serve as a code book. Bigelow Doyd prepared a
Latin inscription; then he formed a statement in English, using exactly the same number of words. He
prepared this code for trandation of that inscription; but he added a great many words that have no
bearing on the matter.

"His purpose was to make the coded lists usdless, without the inscription. That iswhy | am alowing you
to examinetheligs. They are vaudessin themsaves, Bigelow Doyd explained that fact when he placed

theminmy keeping."
"But what of the Latin inscription?” inquired Theresa. "Isit in the envelope, Mr. Clavelock?

"Weghal see" returned the lawyer, with adry smile. "At thismeeting, | am privileged to open the
envelope and read its contents. Only two men knew that this envel ope existed: one was Bigelow Doyd,
the other mysdlf. But Bigelow Doyd aone knew its contents.”



Solemnly, Clavel ock tore open the envelope. Carning had been taking notes; now the fake secretary
leaned over to peer past Clavelock's shoulder. Seeing that the lawyer was adjusting his glasses, Carning
realized that he intended to read the statement from the envelope.

Quickly, Carning shifted back, so artfully that Clyde Burke did not notice his move. That was a point on
which Clydefailed; had he been as keen as The Shadow, the reporter would have noticed Carning's
move.

"Humph!" Clavelock's tone denoted surprise, as his eyes viewed the unfolded paper. "Thisisno Latin
inscription. It gives usinformation, however. It Satesthat we shal find the scroll within the bottom of the
ebony casket. That indicates a search of some sort. Bigelow Doyd said nothing at all to me concerning an
ebony casket -"

"I know what it meand!" interrupted Theresa, excitedly. "The ebony casket isin grandfather's old room.
Locked in there with other of his persona possessions. | have seen it often; it isablack box, flat, and
about onefoot square. With theinitials'B. D., setin Slver -"

"Y ou have the key to your grandfather's room?" inquired Clavelock, with hasty interruption. " So that we
can obtain the casket at once?'

"Certainly," replied Theresa. "Thekey isin my purse, up in my own room. Shal | bring it here, Mr.
Clavelock?'

"Bring it to your grandfather'sroom,” decided the lawyer. "We shal complete our meeting there.”

THERESA had risen. She was starting from the room. The others followed, forgetting Clyde Burke. The
reporter took up thetrail of the procession. He reached the long hallway and saw the group ascending
the stairs. Hefollowed, to find himsdlf beside Wilfred. The liveried servant had decided to join the throng.
Wilfred made no comment when he saw Clyde.

The course led to afront room on the second floor. A dim hallway light showed the group waiting for
Theresa. The girl appeared afew moments|ater, carrying akey. She gaveit to Clavel ock; the lawyer
unlocked the closed door of the front room.

Musty blackness was the greeting when the door swung inward. Clavelock grumbled; Theresafound a
light switch and pressed it.

Lightsblinked on to revea ahuge, old-fashioned room. A massive four-poster bed was the chief item of
furniture; opposite it stood an antique table, with aheavy center drawer. Theresa pointed to the table.

"The casket isin the drawer,” announced the girl. "That is where grandfather always kept it. Perhaps you
had better openit, Mr. Clavelock.”

The lawvyer nodded. He motioned back the persons who were crowding forward, chief among them
Mark Lundig, whose long chin wasthrust against Clavel ock's shoulder.

Striding to the table, Clavelock tugged at the drawer. It failed to open. Asthe lawyer looked about,
annoyed, aquaver came from old Mehitabel Doyd. The elderly lady had hobbled upstairs, aided by
Donad Shiloh.

"Thereisahidden spring, Mr. Clavelock," informed the old lady. "Undernesth the table, at the left Sde.
My brother Bigelow once showed me how to operateit.”

Clavelock found the spring and pressed it. The drawer jolted open, hafway. The lawyer seized it and



pulled it fully open; then uttered a harsh gasp, that was echoed by those who peered forward with him.

The drawer in the table was entirely empty! There was no sign of the ebony casket mentioned in Bigelow
Doyd's message, the box that Theresa had so carefully described. A gloomy hush followed those sartled
exclamations as the truth of the loss dawned upon al concerned.

The casket that contained the secret of Bigelow Doyd's wedlth had disappeared. Hidden, stolen,
vanished—whatever the case might be, the box which contained the Latin scroll was gonel

CHAPTER IV. THE SEARCH BEGINS

HALF an hour had passed. Old Tobias Clavelock, solemn and keen-eyed, was seated behind the big
table in the downdairslibrary. Acting as presiding officer of anew meeting, he had threshed out details
concerning the missing ebony casket.

"We have heard two theories," announced the lawyer, while Carning, seated beside him, proceeded to
take down notesin shorthand. " The first, advanced by Miss Mehitabel Doyd, concerns aman named
Montague Rayne. As| understand it, M ontague Rayne was once the friend and confidant of Bigelow
Doyd."

"Hewas," quavered old Miss Mehitabel. "Montague and Bigelow were greet friendsin their younger
days. Dashing young rascdsthey were, fifty years ago. But Montague was a scoundrel—a deceiver. |
learned that to my sorrow, after he jilted me and left me broken-hearted, only aweek before the day we
were to be married.”

"Fifty yearsago," remarked Clavelock. "That isalong while. Where has Montague Rayne been since
then?'

"He went abroad," explained Egbert Doyd, in atired tone. "He and Bigelow corresponded for some
time. | believe that Bigelow received aletter from Rayne as recently asten years ago. Or maybe fifteen.”

"What do you think, then, Egbert?' demanded Clavel ock. " Could Montague Rayne have known of this
box? Could he have come hereto stedl it?”

"Hardly," returned Egbert, wearily. "My word! The old codger should have been dead by thistime! Still,
he may be dive, and spry enough to be plotting mischief -"

"Hewasarogue," put in old Miss Mehitabdl. "Mark my words! The man was adeceiving Lothario. Very
cunning, very crafty. He knew too much of Bigedow's busness™”

"But that was years ago,” reminded Clavelock. "Ah, what isthis?' He received a picture that the old lady
passed to him; then smiled and passed it around the group. "Here is the rogue himsa f—M ontague
Rayne, inhisprime

The old-fashioned portrait reached Clyde Burke. It showed along-faced man of distinguished
appearance, with prominent, beakish nose and outthrust lower lip. Shocky hair and long sdeburns
completed the picture.

"Montague gained apost with aforeign legation,” remarked old Miss Mehitabel. "That waswhy he
journeyed abroad. Later, he married a prominent Englishwoman. She died afterward; Montague went to
Indiaand -"

Clavel ock was gesturing for silence. Clyde passed the photograph to the old lady; as he did so, hewas
making note of what she had said. It would be possible, Clyde knew, to dig up some other photograph



of Montague Rayne. One that would probably be of much later date than the one which Mehitabel Doyd
dtill cherished.

"OUR other theory," declared Clavelock, "concerns a servant who was dismissed from this household
shortly after the death of Bigelow Doyd. | refer to Myram, the butler. Y ou mentioned his name, Theresa.
Do you bdlieve that Myram could have been the thief?"

"I do," replied the girl. "Absolutdly, Mr. Clavelock! | know that grandfather missed many articlesthat he
had about the house—pieces of odd jewe ry and souvenirsthat he had put away. But grandfather was
tooill to search for them. | suspected Myram, and after grandfather's death | was sure that the man was
guilty. So did Wilfred."

The servant nodded solemnly from the corner. Clavel ock paused; then pushed the quiz:
"Y ou questioned Myram?"

"| discharged him," replied Theresa. "After al grandfather had no rare possessons herein the house.
Once hewas dead, those trifling curios of his seemed of but little value. Myram had been in grandfather's
sarvicefor nearly twenty years. He had been faithful once.”

"l understand,” nodded Clavelock. "Apparently, then, Myram stole the ebony casket aong with other
trinkets. He must have known the secret of the table drawer; it isunlikely, though, that he knew theat the
casket contained a hidden scroll. What has become of Myram? Do you know, Theresa?”'

"l havenoidea

As Theresashook her head. Miss Mehitabel began aprotest, again asserting that Montague Rayne must
bethethief. Thistimeit was Egbert who interrupted. The sickly faced man spokein an annoyed tone.

"Come, come, Mehitabe!" he interjected. "Y our statement is preposterous! | am inclined to agree with
Theresa. Myram is the man who probably stole the ebony casket. Dashit! | never did like that dy-faced
butler.”

"Weshal find Myram,” decided Clavelock. "1 shal inform the police that we want the man for theft. |
shall dso sart acareful quest for the ebony casket, in case Myram has digposed of it."

"Why employ the police?" The querulous question came from Mark Lundig, who was glaring through his
gpectacles. "Thisisamatter for private investigation. We should employ detectives of our own."”

"| prefer the police,” returned Clavelock. "My decisonisfind.”

"Not sofar as| am concerned,” inssted Lundig. "1 shal hire detectives mysdlf. Competent operatives.
What ismore'- he rose and wagged hisfinger, agleam on hisfoxlike face—"what ismore, | shdl dso
consider Montague Rayne as a poss ble factor in this case. Perhaps Rayne visited here within the past
dozen years. Perhaps he knew Myram and conspired with the fellow.”

"One moment, Mark." Donald Shiloh had arisen. "Do you redize that you may be interfering with Mr.
Clavelock's plans? That it is not your part to handlethis affair?”

"Who are you to object?' sneered Lundig. "Bah! Y ou are not even alegal heir. Y our statusis il
doubtful, Shiloh. Y ou are an upgtart -"

SHILOH'Sfigts clenched ingtinctively. Theresa gripped hisarm; Shiloh subsided. Dropping back into his
chair, hewatched Lundig leave the room.



"Never mind him, Donald,” whispered Theresa. "He aways was atrouble-maker. Mr. Clavelock can
handlehim.”

Claveock was smiling dryly as Theresaand Shiloh turned to view him. Carning had jotted down Lundig's
words aong with his other notes. Clavelock nodded approvingly.

"Let Mark Lundig do as he pleases,” decided the lawyer. "He has probably gone to telephone some
detective agency. If he wants to waste money on such incompetent investigators, heiswelcometo do
0.

"| shal employ the law to locate Myram. If wefind the fellow, hewill willingly part with the casket—or
tell uswhat has become of it - if we agreeto drop the charges againgt him. Come, Carning, gather us
thosefiveligsand let me have them.”

Carning finished notations and picked up the lists, which people had dropped on the table. He began to
count them, while Clavel ock watched. Carning looked puzzled.

"Thereareonly four listshere, sir,” heinformed. " Are you sure that there were five?"

"| thought there werefive." Clavelock looked around as he replied. Then, with ashake of hisheed, he
added: "Perhaps | waswrong. If Batedy were here, he would know; for he copied them. But it does not
meatter. Thelists are usdless without the scroll. Come, Carning, put away the four lists. We are going to
my home; you can type your notes on the machinethat | have there.”

While Carning was packing up, Clavelock turned to Clyde Burke and nodded that he wanted the
reporter to comewith him. A few minutes later, the trio departed, leaving Egbert Doyd and Miss
Mehitabel drowsing intheir chairs. Mark Lundig had not returned. Donald Shiloh and Theresa Doyd
accompanied Clavel ock to the door; there, Shiloh bade the girl good-night.

Clyde Burke overheard their brief conversation. It was terse—a question from Shiloh regarding Lundig;
Theresas response that she did not mind the man being in the house, aslong as Wilfred was there.

Clyde followed Clavel ock and Carning down the steps. Shiloh joined them, chatted for amoment, then
hailed a cab and departed. He had not kept his coupe waiting while he had been at the meeting in the old
manson.

Clavelock ordered Carning to hail a cab. While Carning was doing so, the lawyer spoke to Clyde Burke.
He offered to take the reporter in the taxi asfar as Times Square; then he added an admonition:

"No word about thisin the newspapers, Burke. Remember, | allowed you to be present on condition that
you would print only whatever | permit -"

"l understand,” interposed Clyde. "All | ask isthat you keep me posted about the casket. It will be afine
gory whenyou findit."

"Keep in touch with me, Burke. Y ou will be the only reporter to know of this matter.”

Clyde nodded histhanks. A cab was arriving; he boarded it with Clavelock and Carning. At Times
Square, the reporter dropped off. Instead of heading for the Classic office, he made for his own lodgings.
For Clyde Burke had work to do to-night—along report to prepare for The Shadow. To-morrow, he
would have some early businesslooking through old files a the Classic.

I'T was nine o'clock the next morning when Rick Parrin looked up from his desk to greet avisitor. The
man who had entered the private office was Carning. Rick motioned for the fellow to close the door; that



done, he motioned Carning to the segt by the window.

Carning handed Rick asheaf of typewritten papers. The fake sales manager began to read them in detail,
chewing at the end of acigar that he was smoking. It was afull fifteen minutes before he finished his
perusa. Then he made comment.

"Looks like you've bagged something, Carning!" chuckled Rick. "Thiswill suit The Creeper grest. I've
got ahunch that he was hoping for something like this. With that estate tied up because of old Bigelow
Doyd's foolishness, The Creeper will have achance to beat the heirsto the swag.”

"Surething,” agreed Carning. "But the trouble will be finding that bloke Myram. How's The Creeper
goingtodoit, Rick?'

"Hell manage. Give him time. Just one guy to look for; it won't take long."
"What about this bird Montague Rayne?’
Rick snorted.

"Eighty yearsplus," heremarked. "That's how old the guy would beif he'sstill dive. Say, that old lady
Mehitabe probably thinksthey're il building the Brooklyn Bridge. She and Uncle Egbert.”

"He's not such an old fossil, Rick. Kind of asappy bird, though. Looked sort of sick last night. But listen,
Rick, there's one thing bothering me; | put it in my notes—didn't you seeit?’

"What was that?'

"About those lists. There were five of them to begin with. But only four at the finish. Clavelock forgot
about it; but | didn't. Somebody snagged one of them.”

"Who wasit?"'

"I don't know. It might have been anybody, except this young fellow Shiloh. He waswith the girl,
Theresa, and he wouldn't have had a chance. Of course, old Mehitabel is out—and Egbert, too, | guess,
because he looked half adeep.”

"Thenthat leavesonly Lundig?'

"Lundig and the servant—the flunky they caled Wilfred. But he wasn't around when Clavelock passed
out theligs. Lundig was|ooking a one of them; he could have smouched it."

"A wise guy, maybe. With histalk about detectives. Y eah, Carning, | guess Lundig snaiched that list.
Unless the reporter took it."

Carning shook hishead dowly.

"I don't think Burke would have taken the chance," he decided. "He didn't want to run any risk of getting
in bad with Clavelock. Say— I'd have yanked one of those lists mysdlf, if | hadn't been worried about
Clavelock wising up.”

"The Creeper could use one of thelists," mused Rick. "Wel, hélll get one when hewantsit. Out of
Clavelock's safe.”

"It looks like atough box to crack, that safe. | took agood look at it, Rick. When | was typing those
shorthand notes -"



"Don't worry. When The Creeper hasajob, he getstheright guy to doiit. It'sjust aswell thelistsare
wherethey are. How long would it take to copy one?'

"An hour, maybe, in longhand. Less on atypewriter."

"Wadll, that means one can be taken out and put back afterward. Without Clavelock ever getting wise. All
right, Carning—timefor you to scram. | don't spend too long in my sales conferences.”

Rick chuckled as he made the statement. Carning arose while Rick tucked the typewritten sheetsinto a
desk drawer. The two walked out through the outer office; they were chatting about sales promotion
when they passed the typists who were working there.

LESS than an hour after Carning's visit to Rick Parrin, an event occurred elsewherein Manhattan. A
click sounded in adarkened room. A blue light glimmered upon a polished table. White hands came
beneath ashaded glow. The Shadow wasin his sanctum, the secluded room that he kept as hisown
headquarters.

A sheaf of papers came from an envel ope. The Shadow began to read Clyde Burke's report. Detail for
detail, it corresponded with that which Carning had ddlivered to Rick Parrin. It told of the vanished
ebony casket; it added the factor of the missing list.

Clyde, in his speculation on who might havethelig, diminated Carning, just as Carning had eliminated
Clyde. The reporter had taken Carning for a genuine secretary who had come with Tobias Clave ock;
and his added point was that Carning had been the one to mention that alist was missing.

Along with Clyde's report was a photograph which the reporter had found in the newspaper "morgue” at
the Classic. It was apicture of Montague Rayne, taken at the time of the consul's wedding, some forty
years ago. The photograph had come from London; with it, Clyde had gleaned brief facts regarding the
career of Montague Rayne. Nothing had been heard of Rayne during the past ten years. He had come
back from India; reentered the consular service, then retired. Hislast resdence had been atown in

Spain.
The Shadow studied the photograph of the high-nosed, long-lipped face; then placed it aside. He began
to make notations on a sheet of paper—his written comments concerned the missing butler, Myram.

Finally, The Shadow inked coded notes that he sealed in envelopes: ingtructions to be forwarded to
various agents, Clyde Burke included.

Enve opes sedled, The Shadow delivered awhispered laugh of prophecy. His hand clicked off the light.

The Shadow, not yet knowing of The Creeper's entry into the game, had followed the course of picking
Myram asthefirst man to find. Smilarly, The Creeper, ignorant of The Shadow's quest, wasto learn
facts by cdling Rick Parrin; and those facts would start The Creeper on the sametrail.

While the law was being informed of Myram's petty thievery, these powerful antagonists would both be
moving independently. Their quarry would be a petty thief, Myram, who had unquestionably stolen the
ebony casket without redlizing itstrue vaue.

But where The Creeper would employ many workersin the hunt, The Shadow would use but few.
Despite that fact, The Shadow would hold the advantage. His laugh had betokened that important point.
For The Shadow had analyzed the mentdl caliber of the sneak-thief Myram, who had posed as an honest
servant.

Already The Shadow had devised a plan. He was confident that his method; hisingructionsto his agents,



would enable him to trace the missing Myram before this day had ended.
CHAPTER V. THE SHADOW'STRAIL

AT half-past four that afternoon, a young man entered an old office building on Forty-ninth Street. He
noted the names on the index boards and checked one that bore the legend: "Triborough Employment

Agency."

That done, the visitor ascended by eevator to the fourth floor; he found Room 408, office of the
employment agency, and entered.

A man swiveled from his desk to greet the newcomer. The visitor nodded, introduced himself as Mr.
Vincent and sat down at the side of the desk. With aquiet smile, he stated his purpose.

"I am looking for abutler named Myram," he stated. "He gpplied for a position with me; but | did not
require his services at the time. Afterward, he wrote me, stating that he was registered with this agency

The man at the desk nodded. Thiswas not an unusua request. He opened the drawer of afiling cabinet
and looked through the letter "M." He gave his head a negative shake.

"Not listed,” he stated. "Wait aminute, though; | have some old cardsin another drawer. His may be
there, Mr. Vincent."

After ashort search, the employment man uttered a pleased exclamation. He brought out acard and
showed it to hisvisitor. Mr. Vincent read the name Jonathan Myram, with the address 813 Roscoe
Boulevard.

"Myram livesin the Bronx," explained the employment man. "He placed his name with us severd months
ago; then canceled it. Fortunately, | happened to have hisold card. Heis off our register, Mr. Vincent;
therefore, you can communicate with him directly, if you wish. But if you prefer -"

"Thank you," interposed the vigitor, rising. "I havethe address. | shdl writeto Myram and seeif he ill
wishes employment.”

Leaving the Triborough Agency, the young man headed southward. His gait was brisk; his clean-cut face
wore apleased smile. For to Harry Vincent, agent of The Shadow, thisvisgt to the employment agency
had marked the end of aday's quest. Harry had gained the result that he wanted.

SHORTLY beforefive o'clock, Harry Vincent entered an office high in the towering Badger Building,
near Times Square. Thiswas the office of Rutledge Mann, an investment broker.

Thegirl & the desk recognized Harry Vincent and ushered him into Mann's private office. There Harry
found a pleasant, chubby-faced individual, who was seated at a mahogany desk.

"Any luck?' inquired Mann, eagerly, as soon as Harry had closed the door. "I guessthat wasafoolish
question, Vincent. Y ou certainly look as though you had brought some news.”

"I have," acknowledged Harry. "But | went to twelve places before | landed it. Myram was registered;
but later withdrew his card. His addressis 813 Roscoe Boulevard, in the Bronx."

Mann picked up the telephone and put in acal to Burbank. Harry heard him give the information. Mann
hung up and swung about in his chair. Hisface showed abroad grin.



"Wait for indructions,” he sated. "The otherswill be reporting soon, sinceit is after five o'clock.”

The telephone bell rang amost while Mann was speaking. The investment broker answered; Harry heard
him talk to Clyde Burke, stating that the work was done and adding that Clyde wasto call Burbank for
new ingructions. That call ended, Mann smiled again.

"When | cdled you thismorning, Vincent," he stated, "the only instructionsthat | had received were
smply that you should look for aman named Myram, formerly abutler.”

Harry nodded. He remembered the terse orders.

"Sincethen,” continued Mann, "I have learned more about the fellow. Myram had been employed in one
place for about twenty years. During the last months of his service, he had become addicted to petty
thievery. Naturdly, Myram redlized that he wasin atough spot.”

"And wanted agood out,” smiled Harry.

"Exactly," resumed Mann. "So hislogica course wasto register himsalf with an employment bureau. If a
new opportunity offered, he could take it, with arecommendation from his old employers. Such acourse
would have covered histhievery."

"But hisnew job falled to materidize?'
"Precisely. Myram was discharged on suspicion. He promptly canceled hisregistration.”
"Because he could no longer hope for arecommendation?’

Mann nodded, smiling. To Harry, the explanation wasilluminating. He knew who had guessed the course
that Myram had followed. It sounded smple, once Mann had stated the facts; but the origina analysis
have been amatter of keen reasoning.

The Shadow, knowing of Myram's dismissal, had figured out the picayune mental processwhich the
ex-butler had used. Harry, like other agents, had been deputed to visit employment bureaus, inquiring for
Myram. Harry had at last found one that till had thefellow'snameinitsold files.

The telephone bell wasringing. Again, Mann answered. Harry could tell that he was talking to Burbank.
Like Burbank, Mann was a contact agent; occasionaly, asto-day, their duties overlapped. His cdll
ended, Mann swung about and spoke.

"Cover the Bronx address," he stated. "Wait for an opportunity to inquire. Then ask concerning Myram;
als0"- Mann'stone became emphatic - "ask concerning any other persons who may have asked about
thefdlow."

Harry nodded. He l€eft the office and descended to the street. The quickest way to reach the Bronx was
by subway. Harry chose that method, estimating that it would take him fully forty minutesto arrive a the
address on Roscoe Boulevard.

THIRTY minutes later, atall, stoop-shouldered man stepped from ataxicab on Roscoe Boulevard. His
face was old and wizened; a shaggy mop of white hair edged from beneath hisgray felt hat. Spry, despite
the fact that he hobbled with alarge, thick cane, this old codger took up a quick course to a house that
bore the number 813. With spectacles poised on high-bridged nose, with outthrust lower lip, the arrival
showed odd eagerness as he hastened toward his chosen destination.

Ascending stone steps, the old visitor pressed the doorbell at 813. Half aminute later, the door opened;



afat-faced woman appeared to stare at the odd visitor. The old man grimaced; then spokeina
high-pitched tone.

"DoesMr. Myram live here?' he questioned.

"He used to," returned the fat woman. "But he don't no longer. What did you want to see him about?
Employment?’

The old man nodded. The woman shook her head.

"He don't want none," she stated. "He's got ajob, Myram has. Nothin' doin', mister. | don't know where
he'sgoneto -"

A withered hand extended. Trembling fingers exhibited aten-dollar bill. The woman paused, shaking her
head; then finaly she took the money.

"If you don't mean Myram no harm," she confided, "I guess| cantell you where he'slivin' a. Yourea
friend of his?"

The old man nodded.

"He's gone out of here," said the woman. "Paid me extra not to tell nobody where heé's at. Guess|
oughtn't to tell you, mister. Maybeif | knowed more about you -"

"My nameis Montague Rayne," crackled the old visitor. "I knew Myram long ago. | wishtodohima
red service. It would bewisefor you to tell me where helives at present.”

Convinced, the woman whispered an address. The old man nodded as he heard it. The location wasin
Manhattan, on the East Side.

With a courteous bow, Montague Rayne hobbled down the steps. The fat landlady watched his
departure; then closed the front door.

That doubled form was not inconspicuous. Hardly had M ontague Rayne reached the sdewalk before
another person spied him. Harry Vincent, approaching afoot, stopped short to watch the visitor who was
leaving 813. Lamplight showed the high-nosed, sharp-lipped face of the old man. Harry gained as clear
an impression as had Clyde Burke, when the reporter had seen the photograph of Raynein his palmy

days.
Harry waited until Rayne reached the corner. Then he crossed the street and ascended the steps.

HARRY had taken it for granted that M ontague Rayne had gone on hisway; but Harry was wrong.
Stopped just past the corner, the old man was peering back along the street. A cackled laugh came from
his withered lips as he saw Harry go up to the door of 813.

Leaning on his cane, the keen-eyed hobbler started on hisway. He stopped again as a taxicab whisked
past. He noted the face of the driver, a shrewd-visaged fellow who appeared to have some purposein
coming to thisdistrict. Watching, crouched above his cane, the observer saw the cab pull up acrossthe
street from the house that bore the number 813.

Again, keen eyes had spied an agent of The Shadow. The driver of that taxi was Moe Shrevnitz, ahackie
who worked in The Shadow's service. Moe's independent cab was actualy owned by The Shadow; like
Harry Vincent, Moe had been ordered to cover thislocation. Harry had thought that M ontague Rayne
was gone; Moe had not even seen the stooped form of the old man. Both agents had given themselves



away.

Hobbling rapidly, the wizened-faced observer was making for the subway. Harry Vincent had chosen
that mode of transportation to beat Moe Shrevnitz to Roscoe Boulevard. Soon Montague Rayne would
be aboard an express, speeding southward, to reach the East Side minutes ahead of these men who had
arrived at Myram's old abode.

BUT meanwhile, Harry Vincent had rung the doorbell of the house. The fat-faced woman opened the
barrier, to stare suspicioudy at this new vistor. Harry doffed his hat and delivered a pleasant smile.

"DoesMr. Myram live here?' heinquired.

"Don't know nothin' about him," retorted the woman. ""The name don't sound familiar, mister.”
"That'sodd," remarked Harry. " The employment agency told methat -"

"Myram don't want no employment,” interrupted the landlady. "He's gotten ajob, he has.”
"Then hedid live here?'

"Yes. But hedon't nolonger. | ain't tdlin' nobody nothin' about him."

"I see. The old gentleman paid you not to talk."

The shot hit home. The woman became confused. Harry calmly drew awallet from his pocket.
"How much did he give you?" inquired The Shadow's agent.

"He give meten bucks," admitted the landlady. "But that ain't the whole of it, mister -"

"Here's another ten spot,” interposed Harry. "1'm covering his bet. Who was he? What did you tell him?”

The woman pondered; then accepted the money with a shrug of her shoulders. Her attitude indicated that
she thought Harry asreliable asthe visitor who had preceded him. Mechanicaly, she gave Myram's new
address; then added further information.

"The old gent told me hisname," she stated. "Said it was Montague Rayne. Said he used to know
Myram; that'swhy | talked to him. Y ou look honest, young man; that'swhy I'm tellin’ you the same.

"Thanks"
HARRY smiled and descended the steps. Again the door closed.

Harry sgnaled to Moe; then strolled down the street and put in acal to Burbank. He explained al that
had happened; Burbank gave prompt instructions. Harry was to remain on duty, watching for any further
vistors, Moe wasto drive back to Manhattan and cover the East Side address.

Harry |eft the store. He reached Mo€'s cab. He gave the taximan the news, M oe shoved the cab into
gear and sped away. Harry found a secluded spot across the street from 813 and went on watch.

Hefdlt keen disappointment because he had not arrived ahead of Montague Rayne; at the sametime,
Harry was convinced that he had done the most that he could under the circumstances.

He was positive, for one thing, that no one had come here ahead of the elderly visitor. Whoever ese
might be in the game, that person had not gained the trail. Harry had never heard of The Creeper;



nevertheless, his guesswas correct. Only The Shadow had used the proper method of tracing Myram
through a consultation of employment agencies.

The sudden advent of Montague Rayne had been produced by other circumstances. Harry recognized
that much, even though he could not guess the causes that had led to the old visitor's arriva. To offset
that, however, Harry was sure that his own prompt report would serve The Shadow. Even if Montague
Rayne had chosen to visit Myram's new abode, The Shadow—if contacted immediately by
Burbank—could be there as soon.

So Harry reasoned; and with that thought, he gained ease of mind as he settled for hislondy vigil. To
Harry, aquick quest had brought prompt solution. Whatever The Shadow's purpose in seeking Myram,
the result would soon be gained. So Harry believed; and with good cause.

To-day, however, Harry's guess was wrong. Not through poor reasoning, for The Shadow had actually
gained the results he wanted, despite the surprising entry of Montague Rayne. The Shadow's only
dangerous adversary was The Creeper; and, for the present, The Shadow was far ahead of his
unsuspected foe.

Chance, alone, wasto balk The Shadow. Chance that was dready in the making; chance that was due to
move with surprising swiftness, to change thetrail before the cloaked master could gain success. That
chance which wasto stay The Shadow would work double harm. For where The Shadow lost, The
Creeper would gain!

CHAPTER VI. DEATH INTERRUPTS

IT was after sx o'clock when Harry Vincent began hislonely vigil on Roscoe Boulevard. A clouded day
had brought early dusk. The Bronx streets had darkened to such extent that Harry had needed the aid of
the Street light to fully note the festures of Montague Rayne.

In Manhattan, the gloom was even thicker, particularly upon an East Side avenue where the high sted!
sructure of an elevated railway obscured the last glow of the darkening sky. Grimy street lamps were
feeblein theincreasing haze of blackness. All seemed disma on this squalid thoroughfare.

A pale-faced man was waking down the street, his eyes furtive as he looked about him. He stopped at
the entrance of a dilapidated pawnshop. There he paused to stare at a darkened doorway a dozen yards
below. His cautious glance ended, the pale-faced man entered the hockshop.

Hardly had he done so before agrimy, sweatered figure shifted from the near-by doorway. A
pasty-faced, evil-eyed rogue came shambling up to the pawnshop window. Pausing there, the fellow
peered around the edge of the opened door to see the pale-faced man engaged in conversation with the
proprietor of the pawnshop.

A transaction was completed; the pale-faced man came out. Again he failed to see the sweatered figure,
for the evil-eyed observer had shifted back into the doorway. It was not until the furtive man turned a
corner that the ugly spy decided to enter the pawnshop himsalf. He shambled through the doorway and
nodded to the sallow man behind the counter.

"Hello, Soaker," greeted the siweatered man, with an unpleasant grin. "Old pa eface was in to see you
again, en? What did he soak thistime?"

The man behind the counter blinked uneasily; then he held up agold Sgnet ring that glittered in the light.
"Thisisdl, Dopey," hereplied. "Ten bucksisal | gave himfor it."



"Yeah? Lookslike you skun the guy.” "Dopey™ leaned over the counter. "Listen, Soaker. Y ou been
gdlin' metoo much. Thisbird isunloadin' hot Suff, ain't he?"

"Whet if heis?'

"Wadl, you're takin' chances when you freeze it. Why be asap? If you want to fence uff, take it from
guysthat you know. Likeme."

"| do that, don't 1?"

"Sure. But you don't give no breaksin return. Listen—that mug's been in here half adozen times, dways
soakin' somethin' new. Why wait until the bulls grab him? Why not give me thelay? Who isthe mug?
Where does he bunk?'

"Soaker" rubbed his chin meditatively; then nodded. He had caught Dopey's drift. He was deciding that it
was policy to play in with this small-fry crook who knew too much.

"All right, Dopey," informed Soaker, coming from behind the counter. "'I'm closing up to-night. Go aheed,
do your dirty work while I'm not around. The suff's hat, dl right. Y ou might aswell haveit asthe guy
that's got it. HE's a sap, anyway. Too dumb even to keep histrap shut.”

"Tdked toyou, did he?'

"Sure. His name's Myram. He lives around the corner, third floor back, in the first house past the butcher
shop. He used to be abutler for some millionaire.”

"That'swho helifted the suff from?"

"Y eah. But he don't admit it's hot. Says his old master gave him alot of jewels and other junk before he
died. Sayshée'safraid the family wouldn't believeit. That'swhy he's got to hock the stuff quietlike.”

Dopey snarled a contemptuous laugh. Soaker motioned him to the door; the sweatered crook sidled out
and watched the pawnshop proprietor lock up.

"Thisguy Myram," confided Soaker, "isliving off of what he grabbed. How much more of it he'sgat, |
don't know. That ain't my business, Dopey."

"I'll make it mine, Soaker. An' don't worry about no squawk if | bring it here. From what you say about
thisguy Myram, he ain't nobody that's goin’ to squed to the bulls.™

SOAKER shrugged his shoulders and sauntered down the street. Dopey shifted off in the opposite
direction. He reached the corner and stopped there. A passing rowdy paused to jab himin theribs,

"Hello, Dopey," grinned the tough. "Still stickin' around here, an't you? Well, | don't blameyou. The
harness bull on this beat don't bother nobody much.”

"Hello, Buck," returned Dopey, grinning sourly. "Ain't seen you in along time. Y eah, you're right about
the flatfoot. HE's not such adumb copper, though. | just keep out of sight when he goes by. | know when
he'sdue.”

"Buck" moved away. Dopey shifted past the corner; then sneaked toward the butcher shop. The place
was closed; but through the window Dopey could see adim clock face that registered half-past six.

Dopey went up the steps of the house next door; he found the front door open and entered a gloomy,
gasit hal.



No one was about; Dopey saw opportunity. He snaked up the stairs, passed the gloomy second floor
and went up to the third. He found the room that he supposed was Myram's. Light showed through the
keyhole and beneath the door.

Dopey tried the knob. The door opened.

Swinging into the lighted room, the pasty-faced crook yanked arevolver from his pocket. Hisface was
asevil asarat's as he shot aquick glance toward the far sde of the room, where atall man was closing a
bureau drawer.

The fellow turned with astartled cry; then his gasp faded. Dopey grinned and closed the door behind
him. He had found the man he wanted: the pale-faced individua who had visited Soaker's pawnshaop.

"Y OUR name's Myram?"' quizzed Dopey.

The pale man nodded as he raised his hands. Dopey saw him tremble and decided that his prey was an
easy mark. With an evil grin, the pasty-faced crook flourished hisrevolver as he advanced. Myram
backed against thewadll, near the half-opened door of a closet.

"I'madick," announced Dopey. " Sent hereto pinch you, Myram. Y ou got hot stuff; been freezin' it
aroun' the corner at the hockshop, ain't you? Come on— don't lie about it. I've been watchin' you."

Dopey's bluff wasludicrous; but it passed with Myram. The former butler was frightened enough to
believe that thisfatty intruder was actually from headquarters. Myram began to beg.

"|—I didn't redly stedl anything," he declared. "Redlly, it was - it was the old master who gave methe
trinketsthat | have been pawning. I—I am no thief.

"Canthedadl," snarled Dopey. "Listen, mug, I'm hereto get the goods! That'sal. I'm goin' to let you off,
just because I'm kind of soft at times. Y ou keep quiet about it. Savvy? An' to-morrow you duck out of
here. Because there ain't many dicks as easy on aguy as| am. Wherésthe svag? In this drawer?”’

Dopey opened the drawer with one hand, as he spoke. The glitter of gold and silver caught hiseye. Still
covering Myram, he used hiseft hand to pocket the objectsthat lay in view. Hetook apair of huge gold
cuff links, each studded with asmall diamond. Next, aslver satuette, part of an ornamenta desk set.

Myram watched him pocket a heavy gold watch chain, an antique bracelet of the same metd; thena
golden scarab that Bigelow Doyd had once brought back from Egypt. Trinkets followed; these spoils had
all been clustered in a corner of the drawer. Then, fishing beneath a shirt, Dopey brought out a square,
flat box of ebony.

For amoment, he was about to replace the casket, particularly because it did not rattle when he shook it.
Then the silver initials on the cover caught his eye. Dopey decided to keep the box.

"No, no!" gasped Myram. "Don't—don't take the casket! |—I want to keep it. Redlly, it isworth
nothing."

"What do you want it for then?' demanded Dopey. "It don't belong to you, doesit?"
"The old master valued it. Mogt highly -"

Myram paused abruptly as Dopey grinned. The pale-faced butler had redlized his mistake. So had
Dopey.



"Thought you'd dip one past me, en?" sneered the crook. Hisrat face wasvicious. "Well, if your boss
thought it was worth more than thisjoolry, you ought to have thought the same. Isthat it?"

"Yes, ar. | must admit that such was my impression. The casket is made of ebony. A highly prized wood,
gr. But | thought -"

"Quit thinkin'. I'm here to grab this swag, without no squawk from you."

MY RAM'S eyes narrowed. Thistime it was Dopey who had made the dip. Hisflimsy bluff had failed;
for thefirg time, Myram redlized that thisintruder was a crook. Sharply, the former servant put a
question.

"Do you have abadge?’
"A what?'
"A badge. All detectives wear them."

Dopey delivered a snarled chuckle. He had not believed that his bluff had continued to pass. He thought
Myram's question a huge joke; it increased his contempt for aman whom he regarded as easy prey.

Dopey's guffaw, however, had an unexpected effect upon Myram. The servant straightened suddenly;
then, with ahiss of anger, hurled himsdlf upon the man with the gun.

The attack caught the crook flatfooted. For amoment, Dopey crumpled beneath the ondaught. The
ebony box clattered to the carpet; Dopey tried vainly to grapple with the victim who had so suddenly
become aformidable foe. Hewas afraid to fire, for the revolver shot might be heard below; but he did
have the sudden impulse to wrest away and jab the muzzle of hisgun againg Myram'sribs.

The move made Myram wilt. Fedling the gun point, Myram uttered a tightened gasp and ceased his
resistance. Dopey straightened and pressed the pal e-faced fellow back toward the wall; then edged him
into the closet.

A sudden fright seized Myram. He thrust his hands for Dopey's throat. Thistime, the crook was too
quick.

Lurching forward, Dopey hurled Myram into the closet and pulled the door behind him. In total darkness,
he pressed the trigger of hisrevolver, shifting the muzzle vicioudy, back and forth againg hisvictim's

body. Myram dumped with afina gasp.

The reek of powder became stifling. Dopey emerged coughing; he closed the door to hide the body of
his victim. Snatching up the ebony box, he closed the bureau drawer; then darted toward the door of the
room. Hejoggled asmall table as he passed; akey fdl to the floor. Dopey stopped to pick it up; agrin
showed on hisrattish countenance.

Gaining fase nerve, the crook moved more dowly. Heredlized at |ast that the muffled shots could not
have been heard. The closet door had fully covered the sharp sounds. Sneaking out into the hall, Dopey
closed the door behind him and tried the key. It fitted.

Dopey locked the door and pocketed the key. He sneaked down the stairs and reached the street,
unnoticed. He glanced through the butcher shop window as he passed. The clock showed fifteen minutes
of saven.

Pocketsfilled with swag, the ebony box buried benegth his coat, Dopey had accomplished theft and



murder within the span of fifteen minutes. Crime committed, he went dinking off beyond the shelter of the
elevated Structure.

FVE minuteswent by. A taxicab hated on the avenue, near the corner. A tall, scooped figure dighted; a
cane clicked on the sdewalk. A corner light showed the hobbling form of Montague Rayne. Traveling by
subway; then by cab, this searcher had arrived near his new destination.

Rayne followed the side street; his keen eyes sighted the number above the door of the lodging house
wherein Myram had been murdered.

Montague Rayne approached and rang the doorbell. There was no response; he rang again and waited.
After athird attempt, he was rewarded by an answer. A salow man in shirtdeeves opened the door and
dtared at the withered face of the visitor.

"Who do you want?" quizzed the lodger. "Thisain't no private home. Theresroomers here.”
"So | understand,” crackled Rayne. "'l wish to see agentleman named Myram. Where can | find him?”

"Third floor, back." The salow-faced man noted the visitor's cane. "Maybe it would be tough for you,
going up them steep dairs. If it'sworth two bits, I'll roust the guy out for you."

"Two hits?'
"Yeah. A quarter. To go up and tell Myram you're here."
"Hereisonedollar. But | shal come up aso. Y ou may summon Myram while | am on the way."

The sdlow lodger took the dollar bill eagerly. He hurried up the stairs and reached the third floor. He
was rapping at Myram's door when he heard Rayne's cane clicking on the gairs. The old man had made
good progress following.

"Myram don't answer," informed the lodger. " Guess you wasjust too late to catch him. Hislight's ill
burning. He must have just went out."

"Y et heleft thelight on,” quavered Rayne. "That should mean thet heisin.”

"Maybe he's used up pretty near two-bits worth of gas. Sometimes fellowsleave it burning when it's
about through. Then they sock another quarter in the meter when they come back. Say—do you want
meto tell Myram you were here?"

"No. That isunnecessary. | shall return to-morrow morning.”

Rayne descended, with the lodger following. The old man hobbled from the house, back toward the
avenue, gpparently on hisway to an elevated station. The lodger lounged back into the house; it was
another man who noticed Rayne upon the Strest.

MOE SHREVNITZ had arrived at the corner of the avenue. Driving at swift speed, the hackie had made
arecord trip from the Bronx. Leaning into the back of his cab, Moe spoke to a hunched passenger who
was seated on the floor.

"There goes Rayne," informed the cab driver. "Slide after him, Hawkeye. I'll stick here.”

A crafty-faced little man sidied from the cab. He was "Hawkeye," another of The Shadow's agents, who
had met Moe a this spot. A clever trailer, Hawvkeye had few equas a the art of sticking to atrail, once
given.



He spotted M ontague Rayne hafway down the block. With agrin, he decided to give the old fellow
more leeway.

When Hawkeyefindly did off in pursuit, he spotted Rayne ascending the steps of an elevated Sation on
the downtown side. Looking over his shoulder, the little spotter spied the lights of atrain afew blocks
back. An gpproaching rumble warned him that Rayne would bein timeto catch the arriving local.

Hawkeye jogged swiftly on hisway. He dashed up the steps, reached the upstairs Sation asthe train was
coming in and shoved anicke in theturnstile. He reached the platform and took aquick look for Rayne.
The old man was nowherein sight.

Asthetrain pulled out, an uptown local stopped on the other track. A sudden light dawned on Hawkeye.
He hurried out through the station and down a dozen steps, to arrive at alow bridge that crossed the
Street just beneath the tracks. He realized then that the old man must have been going uptown; he had
come up the steps, crossed the bridge and reached the opposite platform in timeto catch the other train.

Chagrined, Hawkeye hunched his shoulder and started back toward Mo€'s corner.

BEFORE Hawkeye reached the parked cab, another figure had arrived there. From darkness, Moe had
heard awhispered voice: the tone of The Shadow, requesting areport. Though he could not see his
guestioner in the gloom beside the cab, Moe spoke, knowing positively that it was his chief. He told of
seeing Rayne; and added that Hawkeye was on the trail. The Shadow moved away.

Therewas an aleyway in back of the old lodging house. Severa minuteslater, amotion occurred in the
darkness of that narrow passage. Keen eyes|ooked upward from the depths. They spied alight burning
inthe rear room of the third floor. The Shadow paused to study that unceasing glow.

Then he began an upward course. Histask was not difficult, for the rear wall of the crumbling building
offered easy holds. Past darkened windows, gripping projecting ledges, The Shadow neared hisgod. At
last he arrived at Myram'swindow. The sash was|oose; easing it upward, The Shadow swung into the
lighted room.

Tdll, spectra in hiscloak, the weird arrival moved to the corner near the closet. His keen gazetold him
that there had been commotion here. The bed pushed back—the table askew—the bureau drawer
jammed shut at an angle— these were the only indications that The Shadow needed.

He spied the closet door, approached and opened it. The glow of the gadight showed a huddled form
within.

Stepping back, The Shadow stooped and studied the face of the murdered man. He recognized that the
victim must be Myram. The Shadow studied the bloodstained, bullet-riddled vest. He saw athin bit of
green cardboard projecting from the dead man's pocket.

Drawing the card into view, The Shadow found it to be a pawn ticket, bearing the address of the place
around the corner.

Further inspection gained nothing. Myram had eleven dollarsin his pocket; money that Dopey had been
too excited to think about. The Shadow |ooked elsewhere for evidence of robbery: namely, in the bureau
drawer. He saw the vacant corner, the rumpled shirt. Examining the shirt beneath, he saw a square mark
onitssurface.

The Shadow had found where Myram had hidden the ebony box. That casket gone, he had no reason to
linger further. Moving to the door of the room, he unlocked it softly with a pick; then stepped out into the



hall and locked the door behind him.

Gliding down the stairs, The Shadow reached the front door and went out to the darkened street. With
him, he had brought one clue: that pawn ticket that he had found in Myram'’s pocket. There had been no
others, evidently Myram had destroyed al that he had gained in the past. Any vauableswith which that
servant had parted would surely have been goodsthat he did not care to reclaim.

Reaching Mo€'s cab, The Shadow gave awhispered order. Thetaxi pulled away, with Hawkeye again
huddled in the back seat. He had aready reported hisfailure to Burbank. The Shadow had ordered Moe
to move at once; Hawkeye had gained no chanceto tell of hislogt trail.

DOUBLING to the street in back of the lodging house, The Shadow reached Lamont Cranston's parked
limousine. The big car had been parked there since quarter past six; for Stanley had received acall to
comethere. It was shortly after sx when Stanley had gained the order; he had come prompitly, and had
been waiting patiently for his master to arrive.

Stanley had fancied that his master had approached the car a dozen minutes ago; but he had waited
vainly for an order to leave, hence he had imagined that his guess was incorrect. Thistime, however,
Stanley's sudden hunch that the car had an occupant proved true. The voice of Lamont Cranston came
through the speaking tube, giving the chauffeur an order to depart.

The big car rolled away; it turned up the avenue and passed the darkened pawnshop. A whispered laugh
sounded within the rear of the car. Again that repressed mirth carried prophecy. The Shadow had been
balked to-night, thwarted —he knew—~by chance crime. But he had gained a clue that would lead him to
Myram's murderer.

Keen inintuition, The Shadow had guessed the truth; that the stolen casket had reached the hands of
another who did not know its secret. A new trail had opened; one that The Shadow would follow on the
MOITow.

CHAPTER VII. THE CREEPER MOVES

NOON the next day. Two men were standing in the city morgue. One was Tobias Clavel ock, dry-faced
and solemn; the other a stocky, swarthy-faced man from headquarters. Thiswas Acting Inspector Joe
Cardona, long recognized as the ace of New Y ork detectives.

The two were viewing the dead body of Myram, stretched on adiding dab. Clavelock was nodding as
he studied the rigid face, distorted from the pangs of sudden death. The lawyer was sure of the murdered
man'sidentity.

"That isMyram," he announced. "He was the servant who was dismissed from the Doyd household. |
should like to know who murdered him, inspector.”

"Sowould 1," grunted Cardona. "WEll get atrail on thekiller, now that you've assured us that robbery
was the motive. It didn't look like robbery when we found the body this morning. Money in the dead
man's pocket—a cheap, poorly furnished room -"

"But no sign of the ebony casket.”

"None. Of course, there's still achancethat Myram may have gotten rid of it sometime ago; or even a
chance that he never did have it. Just the same, the odds are that robbery was the game. Myram may
have sold some stuff he stole from old Mr. Doyd. Anybody seeing it might have thought he had more.
Maybe he was flush with dough at times. If you could describe any of the missing articles, outside of that



casket, it would help us."

"Perhaps | shdl be able to do so, inspector. | shdl talk to Miss TheresaDoyd, when | visit the house this
afternoon. Y ou may expect ateephone cal from me later.”

IT was after three o'clock when Clavel ock arrived at the Doyd mansion. The day was cloudy and dull;
the front of the old building looked like the bulwarks of agloomy fortress. Wilfred admitted the lawyer;
Clavelock stepped into ahallway that was aready lighted, so somber was the interior of the mansion.
Architects had been stingy with windows during the decade when this house had been built.

Clavelock asked for Theresa. Wilfred ushered the lawyer into the reception room; then departed. Some
minutes later, Theresaentered to greet the visitor. Clavelock came abruptly to the business that had
brought him here.

"Myramisdead," he announced. "Found, murdered, on the third floor of a cheap rooming house on the
East Side. | have seen the body; no one el se will be required to identify it."

The girl stared aghast. The thought of Myram's death made her pity the dishonest servant. She made no
comment; it was Clavel ock who brought up the subject of the ebony casket.

"There was nothing of vaue found in Myram'sroom,” stated the lawyer. "No sign of the ebony casket. |
talked with a police ingpector; he wants a description of any other articles Myram may have stolen. Can
you recdl any of them, Theresa?'

Thegirl shook her head.

"No," shereplied, dowly. "Grandfather kept most of those trifling curioslocked away in hisroom. |
seldom saw them; | merdly knew that he owned them. Odd cuff links, antique bracel ets—other trinkets
of that sort. | believe he had some silver statuettes; but | do not know what they represented.”

"Would Wilfred know about those objects?’

"No. | asked him. Like mysdf, he seldom saw them. Myram must have found the key to grandfather's
closet; and aso learned how to open the drawer of the large table.”

"Too bad, Theresa, that we can give the police no further information. However, they intend to search for
Myram's murderer; and they may be successful in finding him. | am going out of town this afternoon, so |
caled that reporter chap, Burke. He has promised to write a story about Myram's death; of course, it
will be mentioned that the fellow was once a servant here, but Burke will seeto it that Myram'sthefts are
not mentioned in the newspapers.”

Clavelock bowed himsdlf from the room. Theresafollowed to the front door. As Clavelock started down
the steps a coupe pulled up to the curb. A horn honked; the lawyer looked about to see Donald Shiloh
dighting fromthe car.

The two men joined Theresa at the front door. After brief greetings, Clavelock told Shiloh the facts that
he had mentioned to Theresa. The lawyer went hisway; Shiloh and Theresa entered the house and went
into the reception room. The girl stared about as she entered; then pressed her finger to her lipsand
motioned for Shiloh to close the diding doors. That done, Theresa pointed to the door at the back of the
room. It was gjar. Shiloh closed it.

"YOU werein herewith Clavelock?' he questioned, in awhisper. "Do you think that some one could
have been eavesdropping?”



Thegirl nodded.

"Yes" shesaid. "I do not recollect that door being partly open. Some one could have been listening,
Donald. | may be mistaken; but— but -"

She buried her facein her hands and tried to restrain convulsive sobs. It was plain that Theresas nerves
were on edge. Shiloh approached and spoke quietly, histone comforting.

"Y ou heard the footsteps again?' he inquired softly.

"Last night," nodded Theresa. "Creeping, dl about the house. They stopped abruptly, Donald. After that,
| did not hear them again.”

"Mark Lundig was here?'

"Yes, but heretired early. Uncle Egbert was adeep, dso. That is, both of them may have been adeep; on
the contrary, either one may have been awvake."

"Wherewas Wilfred?"
"On thethird floor."
"Has he heard the footsteps?”

"I have not asked him. | think he would have mentioned the cregping to me, though, if he had heard it.
But Wilfred is somewhat desf.”

"Y et you depend upon him? With his deafness?

"Of course. Wilfred hearsloud sounds quite easily. He dways answers the doorbell promptly; and | can
summon him &t any time by pressing any of the bell-buttons that connect with hisroom. There are severa
of them, you know."

"WhereisLundig, a present?’

"He went out somewhere. Probably to meet those detectives whom he has hired. He has been very
mysteriouslately; acting wisdy, asif he thought himsdf to beadeuth.”

"And Uncle Egbert?’
"Heis somewhere about the house."

Shiloh paused, just as he was about to make another statement. He raised his hand for silence. Theresa
ligtened. To their ears came a creaking sound, from somewhere in the hallway.

"Isthat the cregping?’ whispered Shiloh.
Theresawasintent; for amoment she hesitated. Then she shook her head as the sound came closer.

"l—I don't know," she gasped. "No—it sounds different from the cregping that | heard last night. This
noiseiscoming closer. Listen, Donad! It sounds asthoughiitison the stairdl”

Shiloh sprang to the diding doors and shoved one open. He stepped out into the lighted hall, to seea
figure on the stairway. It was Egbert Doyd; the sickly-looking uncle turned about and stared at Shiloh.

"HELLO, Egbert," greeted Shiloh. "We thought we heard you going by. Just wanted to tell you that



Clavelock had been here. With news about Myram. The fellow was murdered.”
"Has the ebony casket been found?' inquired Egbert, sharply.

"No sgn of it, uncle,”" replied Theresa, coming from the reception room. "I am sorry you were not about
when Mr. Clavelock was here."

"l was adeep in thelibrary," snapped Egbert. "Y ou should have called me. Bah! No one thinks of me
about this house.”

With that, Egbert turned and made hisway upstairs. His gait wasfairly rapid; if he had been responsible
for those dower footsteps, it must have been asign that he had moved dowly past the reception room
door, perhapsto listen there.

As Egbert Doyd reached the top steps, he passed Wilfred. The servant had been standing there
unnoticed. Both men disappeared from sight. Theresa spoke to Shiloh; the young man followed her back
into thelibrary.

"Those were not the footsteps,” assured Theresa. "But | fed sure, Donald, that the creeping is ddliberate.
The same person could easily make shuffling soundsinstead. But there is something elsethat | must tell
you. Come—Ilook herein thistiny desk drawer."

The girl went to an old-fashioned secretary desk and opened adrawer. She brought out folded sheets of
paper. Shiloh stared as he saw the typewritten lines.

"Themissing code ligt!" he exclaimed. "The one that Clavelock could not find! Who put it here, Theresa?
How did you discover it?"

"Y esterday evening,” explained thegirl, "Mark Lundig wasin here donewhen | entered. | saw him hadtily
closethisdrawer. He did not redlize that | had seen him. After he had gone updtairs, | investigated. |
found thelig."

"So Lundig filched it. Hm-m-m. Look, Theresa. He has marked it. Evidently trying to figure out some
answer for himsdf.”

"What shdl | do about it?"

"Say nothing. Leavetheligt here. If you have any trouble with Lundig, cal my apartment. If | am not
there, Jeffrey will be. One or the other of uswill come at once."

Theresareplaced the list. She and Shiloh went out into the hal. They passed the reception room and
arrived at the front parlor. Suddenly Theresa stopped short and stared into the front room. A man was
seated there, reading. It was Mark Lundig.

THE fellow looked up, pretending surprise; but it was evident from the suspiciouslook in hiseyesthat he
had heard the two approaching.

Helaid the book aside and nodded to Theresa as he arose. Then he shook hands affably with Shiloh.

"l just camein,” remarked Lundig. "Wilfred admitted me, and | stopped in here to look through thisold
art portfolio. A mogt interesting volume. Mogt interesting! Well, Theresa, | shall seeyou later. | am going
into thelibrary."

Lundig went back through the hall. Shiloh opened the front door. Theresafollowed him to the steps;



there, the girl expressed new suspicions.

"He has goneto thelibrary,” she whispered, "to make surethat hispreciouslist isgill there. What is
more, Dondd, | do not believe that Wilfred admitted Mark. We would have heard the ring of the
doorbdll.”

"Then how did Lundig get into the house?*
"Through the side door, in back of the hall. It leads off beyond the library.”
"Isit unlocked?"

"No. But there are several keysto it. What ismore, thelock is an old-fashioned one. There used to be a
bolt; but it became so rusty that Wilfred removed it. The bolt has never been replaced.”

Shiloh pondered. Theresalooked quizzical. Seeing the girl's expression, the man smiled.

"l waswondering,”" he stated, "just when Lundig did comein. It was probably while Uncle Egbert was
dill inthelibrary. That iswhy Lundig went toward the parlor.”

"Then it was he whom we heard passng?’

"Perhaps. Or he may have passed too softly for usto hear hisfootsteps. He must have watched from the
parlor.”

"To seeusgo into thelibrary?'
"Yes. That iswhy he waited longer in the front room."”

The matter settled, at least to partial satisfaction, Shiloh went hisway. Before departing, he again assured
Theresathat he would be ready in time of need. The girl watched the coupe roll from the curb; then went
back into the house.

She went firgt to the library. Mark Lundig was no longer there; the girl decided that he must have goneto
his room. Theresa went to her own room on the second floor, found a book and began to read.

Two hours passed. It was nearly six o'clock and the cloudy afternoon had darkened into dusk. The girl
heard some one coming down the stairs from the third floor. She looked out of her room to see Wilfred
passing. The servant was going to the kitchen to prepare dinner, for Wilfred was a competent chef, as
well asacapable serving man.

Wilfred did not see Theresa. The girl watched him descend to the ground floor. She heard hisfootsteps
fade. A somber silence pervaded the old house; then, from below, the girl detected anew sound. It was
the cregping again, faint, dmost inaudible; impossibleto locate.

Theresashuddered. The cregping ended abruptly. The girl listened tensdly for afull five minutes; then
went back into her room, closed the door and tried to resume her reading.

But she could not forget the ominous sound that she had heard. Through her mind kept flashing a
name—the only title by which she could identify the person with those strange footsteps. The Creeper.
Theresa repeated the name aloud. Her own voice made her shudder as she said the name:

"The Creeper!"
AT lagt, Theresa settled down to read her book. She became engrossed; she forgot the passage of time,



until the closing of adoor on the second floor suddenly aroused her. The girl glanced at a clock on the
bureau. It was nearly seven. That was the dinner hour.

Leaving her room, Theresawent to the stairway. Halfway down, she paused. Again she heard the
creeping, more distinctly than before. An hour had lapsed since she had heard the sound before. The
Creeper had moved about; then stopped somewhere. Again, he was prowling below.

Where was he? Theresa could not guess. The uncanny footsteps might have been anywhere on the
ground floor—anywhere except near the parlor, for the girl could see the entrance to that room. She
decided that the sound must bein thelibrary, or in the hal that led beyond it. Then, as suddenly asit had
begun, the creeping ended.

Gathering nerve, Theresawent downgtairs. She passed the doors of the reception room. They were shut
tight. She went on through the rear hall; she reached the side door and tried it, to find the barrier locked.
Oppressed by the gloom, Theresa hurried back and entered the library. The room was lighted; it was
aso empty.

A sound made Theresaturn. The girl repressed a gasp as she saw Mark Lundig standing in the doorway
of the library. The fox-faced man amiled. His expression indicated that he had not noticed the girl's
urprise.

"Dinner nearly ready?" inquired Lundig.
"|—I guess s0," stlammered Theresa. "When did—I mean, did you just come downstairs?"
"Jugt this minute. My watch said seven, so | left my room. Ah! Thereisthe dinner gong.”

Meél odious chimes were sounding from across the hall. Theresaand Lundig lft the library, to enter the
dining room, which was the room located directly in back of the reception room. Asthey crossed the
hall, Theresa stopped, noting that one of the reception room doors was dightly opened. Lundig saw the
direction of the girl's gaze and spoke promptly.

"I looked in there for Egbert,” he remarked. " Sometimes the old chap dropsin there for adoze. | noticed
that the door was dightly open; but | did not see Egbert.”

Footsteps came from the stairway. Egbert appeared; the old uncle smiled as he saw Theresa. Hissickly
facelooked lessydlow than usud; in fact, it wastinted with adight flush.

"My nap did me good,” chuckled Egbert. "But | was deeping likeacat al the while. The dinner gong
awakened me. Well, well! For oncel redly fed like eating.”

They entered the dining room. Wilfred appeared as soon asthey sat down and solemnly began to serve
them. Both Mark Lundig and Egbert Doyd ate with rdlish; but Theresa had little taste for food. She was
troubled, wondering about the insidious mystery that dominated this old house.

The Creeper!

AGAIN the name flashed through Theresa's brain. The girl glanced toward Mark Lundig. He could be
The Creeper. He could have visited the library an hour ago, worked on his stolen list, then started back
upstairs. Hearing Theresa coming down, he could have gone into the reception room and waited there
until she had passed; then cometo join her after she had entered the library.

Theresa gazed at her Uncle Egbert. He was oddly active to-night, more so than Theresa had ever
believed he could be. He could be The Creeper. He might have come down; goneinto the reception



room; then returned upstairs—silently —before L undig had come down.

Theresarealized suddenly that she might not have heard new footsteps had they occurred while shewas
intherear hdl.

Wilfred was moving noiselesdy about. He was awd|-trained serving man, dways quiet when occasion
demanded. A new suspicion startled Theresa. Had Wilfred been The Creeper?

He had gone downdtairs a six. He could have prowled then; and later, shortly before seven, when
Theresa had heard the strange footsteps for the second time. Wilfred could have gone through the dining
room to the kitchen. That would account for the sudden finish of The Creeper'sfootsteps.

Baffled, the girl felt troubled. One lone determination gripped her. The next time she heard The Creeper's
footsteps, she would cal for promised aid. From the telephone in her own room, Theresawould summon
Donald Shiloh, bringing him here at once to help her solve the weird and terrifying mystery.

CHAPTER VIII. THE SHADOW MOVES

THE CREEPER had moved. Not unheard—but unseen, aswas his chosen way. The
Creeper—whoever he might be—was a master of peculiar craft. He knew theillusion that sound

created; the difficulty that listening earswould find in locating it. By magnifying or decreasing the shuffle of
hisfootsteps, he baffled listeners and carried them from his actud trail. Such tactics made The Creeper
more ominousthan if he had been totaly unheard.

Six o'clock had been the time when Theresa Doyd had first heard The Creeper in the old mansion, on
this particular evening. The girl had not guessed the purpose of his prowling, athough she suspected that
he might be searching the house in hope that the black ebony casket had not been taken by Myram.

For Theresawas sure that The Creeper knew the value of that casket; and by that time—six
o'clock—the news of Myram's death was known to al New Y ork. Clyde Burke had followed Tobias
Clavelock'stip. He had told reporters on the evening newspapers that they would find astory at the
morgue.

Down in the vicinity where Myram had lived, murder talk was rife. Neighbors were discussing the former
butler's degth; the sallow lodger a the rooming house had mentioned the visit of an old man with acane.
His description of Montague Rayne had been a poor one, however. The elderly stranger had been
gtanding in the darkness when the sdllow lodger had first viewed him; and the light in the third floor hall
had been too dim for close scrutiny.

Since the old man had given no name; since hisidentity remained unguessed, the police had not profited
greatly by his description. Joe Cardona, in his hunt for Myram's murderer, was depending upon stoolies
for information. Detectives and policemen had been heregbout dl day; but with the arrival of evening,
none remained.

It was eight o'clock, by the timepiece in the window of the mesat store on the side street. Around the
corner, thelights of the little pawnshop glimmered benegth the gloomy bulk of the eevated.

The man behind the counter, however, was not Soaker. The proprietor had not been hereto-day. A
subgtitute had opened the shop; he was alanky, gum-chewing youth who sat on ahigh stool and stared
out toward the gloom of the avenue.

A man cameinto the pawnshop, moving quickly. The substitute bobbed from his stool as he recognized
the sallow, nervous face of Soaker. The proprietor swung around the counter and put a quick question.



"Been trouble around the neighborhood, Bill?"

"Sure," responded the youth. " Some dub was bumped off. He lived in arooming house around the
corner.”

"Any coppers been in here?'
The youth shook his head.
"All right, Bill," decided Soaker. "Herésyour pay. Slideaong; I'll run the place thisevening.”

The subgtitute departed. As soon as he was gone, Soaker began preparations to close for the night. He
intended to close the pawnshop in a hurry; he had kept it open during the day only to avoid suspicion.

WHILE Soaker was engaged behind the counter, he heard some one enter. He turned quickly, then
expressed relief as he saw afurtive-looking customer, alittle man with awise face above swestered
shoulders.

Thiswas Hawkeye. The Shadow's spotter had been on watch outs de the pawnshop, waiting for
Soaker's return. Hawkeye had put in a prompt call to Burbank; at present, he was following further
instructions. From beneath his swester, he pulled out agreen card and passed it across the counter.

"How much isowin' on this?' inquired Hawkeye, eyeing Soaker sharply.

The proprietor looked at the card. Hislipstwitched. It was the ticket that he had given Myram last night.
Hawkeye grinned wisdly. He had expected this effect, ever since he had received the card from The
Shadow.

"Where—whered you get this?' demanded Soaker.

"Fromapa of mine" responded Hawkeye. "He told meto bring it around here. Said you'd know about
it."

Soaker shoved the card back across the counter, getting rid of it as he would a burning object.
"| don't know nothing about it -"

"It'sthe McCoy, ain't it?" grimaced Hawkeye, picking up the card. "One of your hock tickets, with the
name of thisjoint onit?'

Soaker nodded reluctantly; then, rubbing his chin, he asked:
"Did Dopey send you here?'

"Sure," returned Hawkeye. "Who el se would have?’
"Going back to seehim?'

"Maybe. Got anything you want meto tell him?"

"Only to stay away. | don't want to see him. That'sal."

Hawkeye had shifted to an inner corner of the pawnshop. Soaker was watching him; hence the
proprietor did not see the opening door. A new figure was entering; one cloaked in black.

Silently, The Shadow edged toward the side wall, away from outside observation. The door closed



behind him.

"Dopey wantsto tak with you," Hawkeye wastelling Soaker. "If you don't want him to come here,
maybe he can -"

He broke off suddenly and turned in feigned darm. Soaker followed suit; but hisfright wasred. Both
men Sared into the muzzle of an autométic, held in agloved fist. Burning eyeswere fixed upon the pair.

"The Shadow!"

It was Soaker who blurted recognition. He had heard of The Shadow; he knew the dread that the
cloaked master inspired throughout the underworld. Grim fear gripped Soaker, for he had dedlt with
crooks, even though he was not actudly one of their number. He believed Hawkeye to be afriend of
Dopey's, that was sufficient to make Soaker sure that he had incurred The Shadow's wrath.

SILENTLY, the black-garbed intruder stepped forward. A gloved left hand stretched forth and plucked
the incriminating pawn ticket from Hawkeye's hand. The little spotter winced; he spokein hoarse
protest.

"Itant ming!" heexclamed. "Honest! It ain't my ticket. It belongsto Dopey -

Hawkeye broke off, dmost defiantly. Soaker, trembling, saw the fierce blaze of The Shadow's eyes. He
was quick to add statements of his own, hoping to gain mercy for himself.

"That'sright,” he quavered. "It—it was Dopey who stole the ticket. Dopey Delvin; hetook it off of aguy
he bumped. It was Myram who soaked the signet ring. Dopey seen him here and went around to bump
him."

Fumbling, Soaker yanked open a drawer and tossed the signet on the table. He followed with odd pieces
of jewdry: ascarfpin with asmall emerad, a heavy antique bracelet of beaten gold.

"That'sal that's here," he explained. "It was Myram brought them. Dopey's the guy who bumped him.
Dopey Ddlvin—he lives down near the Bowery, somewhere around the Mukden Cafe—the old Chinese
restaurant -"

The Shadow had plucked up the items on the counter. Soaker's gasping tones ended; the fellow was
stifled with fear. Then came awhispered laugh from hidden lips; aburst of suppressed mockery that
brought new shudders to the cowering proprietor of the pawnshop.

The Shadow whedled; with swift stride, he left by the front door.

Soaker sagged to the stool behind the counter. He stared at Hawkeye; the little spotter was crouching in
the corner.

A full minute passed; then Hawkeye cringed forward. Without aword to Soaker, he sneaked toward the
door and peered out. Seeing no one, he shambled out to the avenue.

Still trembling, Soaker finished closing up the shop. With lipstightly compressed, he went out and locked
the door behind him. Shaky as he looked about him, he started away from his darkened shop for the
corner.

He passed a parked taxi; from its front seat, Moe Shrevnitz eyed Soaker and grinned. That fellow would
do no talking; of that fact, Moe was sure.



Using Hawkeye as afoil, The Shadow had worked a quick confession from Soaker's quivering lips. A
new name had been learned. Dopey Delvin was marked as the murderer of Myram. Soaker had told of
the locdity where Dopey lived. The Shadow had gained anew trail.

Moe, watching asafina cover-up man, had seen Soaker leave. Thetaxi driver jerked hiscab into gear.

Ashe pulled into traffic, Moe no longer watched the sidewalk. Hence, as he neared the corner, he did
not see afigure that had arrived there. Leaning upon his heavy cane was old Montague Rayne. His keen
eyeswere gleaming from hiswithered face. Those optics recognized the taxi driver whom they had noted
in the Bronx, the day before.

Chortling to himsdlf, Rayne hobbled away toward the elevated station. He used his cane with hisright
hand while his|eft clutched along cardboard box, bound with heavy cord. It was plain from Rayne's
manner that his keen eyes had seen more than Moe's cab. How much el se he knew, he aone could have
told.

TWENTY minutes later, agents of The Shadow were assembling for new vigil. Ther location was near
the Bowery, in the vicinity of the old Mukden Cafe. Hawkeye, ever aert, was on the watch for Dopey
Delvin; for Hawkeye knew the sweatered crook by sight. Moe Shrevnitz had arrived near by; hiscab
was parked just away from the corner of the Bowery.

A third agent was present—a squarefaced, husky fellow who kept up solitary patrol. Thiswas Cliff
Mardand, one of The Shadow's most capable workers. Cliff knew the badlands as well as Hawkeye. A
cool fighter, he could serve The Shadow well, when the pinch arrived.

Asyet, none of these agents had gained atracer. They were waiting, ready to pass the word should they
spot Dopey. Such had been The Shadow's order; for he knew that the crook would be too restlessto
remain perpetudly in hishide-out. Sooner or later, Dopey would show his nose. Meanwhile, The
Shadow had another task to perform.

Clyde Burke had reported to Burbank. He had passed the word that Tobias Clavel ock was going out of
town—afact that the old lawyer had mentioned over the telephone. Clavelock lived in an old housein
the Seventies, The Shadow had posted Harry Vincent there to watch for the lawyer's departure. Harry
had reported that Clavelock had left.

AT precisdly nine o'clock, afigure appeared near the front of Clavel ock’s house. Harry, stationed across
the street, was not keen enough to spy that shape; for it was the cloaked form of The Shadow.

Edging into a darkened space that led hafway to the back of the house, The Shadow raised himself to
thelevel of abay window. There he wedged athin piece of steel between the portions of the sash.

Thelock yielded. The window opened. The Shadow eased into a stuffy room, afirgt-floor parlor.
Blinking atiny flashlight, he made hisway through ahdl and up aflight of stairs. He stopped on alanding;
the second-floor hall was lighted and The Shadow could hear the heavy footsteps of some approaching

person.

A stocky, broad-shouldered man paced by, then went into aroom at the rear of the floor. Evidently the
fellow was some servant whom Clavelock had |eft on duty, to act as watchman during his absence.

The Shadow heard a door close; he moved upward from the landing and headed forward to the front
room that the man had just |eft.

Another glimmer of the flashlight. Thisroom looked like an office. There was abulky safe at the far wall.



The Shadow approached it and glimmered hislight on the dia. Peding away ablack glove, heused his
left hand to manipulate the did. A fire opa gleamed as The Shadow worked; that stone—a precious
girasol—was The Shadow's talisman.

Tumblers dropped. The Shadow's sensitive touch was winning. Three minutes after he had begun his
task, the door of the safe swung open.

The contents of theinterior congsted of small bundles of legd envelopes. The Shadow found one that
bore the name "Doyd." He opened it to discover the lists, with their code of Latin words.

Taking the papers of onelist, The Shadow carefully separated them and set them upright dong aledge at
the back of the safe. There were severa papersin thelist; to copy them word for word would have been
along task—one that would have meant taking alist away and returning it later. For The Shadow did not
intend to keep one of the lists. Clavelock had, by now, assured himsdlf of the exact number. A missing
list would tell the lawyer that some one had opened the sefe.

From beneath his cloak, The Shadow produced along, flat object, which proved to be a camera. He
propped it just within the door; then brought out acoil of wire with aswitch at its center. He plugged one
end of the cail into afloor plug; into the socket at the other end, he screwed aflash bulb, of the sort used
by photographers. He placed this end of the coil inside the safe; then pressed the lever of the camera.

The Shadow'stiny flashlight was out. The camerawas ready for the exposure. The Shadow closed the
door of the safe; only the insulated wire prevented it from shutting tightly. He clicked the wire switch; the
bulb flashed ingde the safe; only amomentary glimmer showed at the edge of the metal door.

Opening the safe, The Shadow again clicked the camera Using hisflashlight, he gathered the sheets that
formed the code list and replaced them where they belonged. Gathering camera, coil and bulb, he placed
them beneath his cloak and locked the safe. Emerging from the room, he reached the Stairway.

WITHIN three minutes after he had opened the safe, The Shadow had gained his copy of thelist. He
had used the camerafor the purpose. The plate, when developed, would give him al the printsthat he
required. Through this photostatic process, The Shadow had found a prompt and rapid system of gaining
the code list without leaving any clueto hisbrief vist.

Nor had The Shadow's speed been unnecessary. Scarcely had he reached the bottom of the stairs when
Clavelock's servant came from the rear room, to again prowl about the second floor.

The Shadow, aready below, gained the window in the parlor. Heleft as he had arrived, remaining long
enough to lock the catch with the same sted instrument that had served him in opening it.

Leaving Harry Vincent at his post, The Shadow moved away. He had assigned Harry to thisnew duty in
case others might choose to visit Clavelock’s. For athough The Shadow had not yet encountered The
Creeper, he had decided to take no chances while Myram's murderer was till at large.

It was possible—The Shadow knew—that Dopey Delvin might be the tool of some bigger crook. Often,
in the past, the deeds of small-fry had been indications of bigger hands behind the game.

Like The Creeper, The Shadow had moved. Once again, he had gained valuable results. He owned a
copy of the Latin code; could he acquire the ebony casket and its hidden scroll, he would have the secret
of Bigelow Doyd's hidden wedlth. As representative of right, The Shadow could gain the heritage for
those to whom it belonged.

The Shadow's net was out for Dopey Delvin, the killer who in dl probability still held the missing casket.



Heading for his sanctum, The Shadow would await word from his agents. Once Dopey was spotted,
successwould be at hand. Luck had tricked The Shadow in the case of Myram; he was ready to offset
chance, so far as Dopey was concerned.

Once again, however, The Shadow was due for complications. Thistime, more than luck was conspiring
againg him. For aready The Creeper, hidden magter of crime, was moving anew. Before this night was
ended, The Shadow would have full-knowledge of The Creeper's existence. A smple gamewas
destined to develop into aformidablefray.

Master of right and master of crime: The Shadow and The Creeper. Soon those giants of hidden craft
would be matching witsin fierce, unyidding strife!

CHAPTER I X. AIDSOF EVIL

WHILE The Shadow was engaged a Clavelock's, a group of men were holding conferencein Rick
Parrin's private office. Carning and five other listeners were intent asthey heard the words of the fake
sales promoter. Elbow on his glass-topped desk, Rick was handing out cold details.

"It'sthe biggest job yet," he announced. "A clean-up, if we spring it! That'swhy I've yanked dl of youin
from theroad. Y ou're dl there but Gus and Eddie; they'll be in to-morrow. The Creeper may need the lot
of us before he'sthrough.”

Rick paused. Carning leaned forward to interject a comment.

"Clavelock's gone out of town, Rick," he volunteered. "I caled him to-day —to ask if hed need me
again—and he said that he was going away. Now would be the time to nail one of those liststhat he's got
inhissafe”

"Don't worry about that,” chuckled Rick. "The Creeper's got one of those lists already—or a copy of it,
anyway. Hetold me that when he caled up this evening, when | asked him about it."

"Y ou mean he sent somebody into Clavelock's? While the old guy was there?"

"I guessthat was his stunt. Clavelock doesn't St up dl night, does he? I've told you that we're just one
part of The Creeper's outfit. We're sdlesmen.” Rick chuckled. " Saesmen who learn plenty; and who can
pull strong-arm stuff, if needed. When you fellows go on the road, you look for chancesthat offer easy
dough. But you're supposed to be ready for the heavy work, if you're needed.

"Wl that's the Situation right now. The Creeper doesn't need any new opportunities. He landed one that
may mean millions. It's been tough, though, and it may get tougher. The police are looking for afellow
who bumped off adub named Myram. We want to find the murderer ahead of the cops—that is, The
Creeper does.

"He's put men on the job, trying to guesswho the murderer is. There's no telling what may happen later.
That'swhy we're being held in reserve. All right; that'sthefinish for to-night. It's after nine o'clock, so
well al go out together. I'll tell the watchmen that you are dl my sdlesmen. Late conference up here.”

The fake sdlesmen followed Rick from the office. They formed an assorted group; some keen and active,
others more leisurdly, like Carning. All, however, had been impressed by Rick'swords. Hisreferenceto
other squadrons under The Creeper's command had given them something to think about.

IN fact, while these henchmen of The Creeper were departing from their conference, another council was
getting under way. This meeting wastaking placein alarge, three-room suite of an gpartment hotel, the



Parkview.

A hard-jawed, dark-faced man was the centra figure; he was glowering from beneath bushy eyebrows
that were topped by a bulging forehead. Many persons knew that countenance; this man was Zimmer
Funson, awell-known figure among race-track bookmakers.

Zimmer was segted in abig chair, eyeing half adozen flashily dressed loungers who stood about the
room. Some were holding half-emptied glasses; others were helping themsel ves to sandwiches and other
food that stood upon a buffet table. All, however, seemed uneasy asthey listened to Zimmer'stirade.

"Palookas, dl of you!" sneered the dark-faced man. "Passyou abig job, you fal flat. Sure—you're good
around arace track, picking suckers with bank rolls and lining them up for trimmings. Y ou've done alot
of that in the past. But what does that make you? Nothing but a crew of touts!"

"Don't go too heavy on us, Zimmer," protested atall listener, whose lips showed awry twist. "How about
the other day, when Wally and | pulled that dick job you wanted? K eeping that fellow Batedy out at the
track when he was supposed to be back at Clavelock's?”

"Sure," agreed a stocky man by the buffet table, evidently Wally. " Steve'sright, Zimmer. Heand | had
Batedy playing the ponies until he was goofy. Then we gave him abum plug for afinish. He played the
old nag on the nose and it ran fifth. Remember that, Steve?"

Wally paused to jab ateaspoon into ahuge jar of caviar. He spread himsdlf a sandwich and stared at
Zimmer.,

"l don't see where you've got a squawk coming, boss," added Wally. "We do what you tell usto. That's
enough, isn't it? After dl, I'm not making any fortune working for you. Nobody has seen medriving abig
twin-gx."

"Y ou're suffing yoursdlf with fish eggs, aren't you?' growled Zimmer, as Wally devoured ahuge mouthful
of caviar. "You haveit soft, Wally, just like the rest of the bunch. Y ou would be broke, if you weren't
working for me. Listen—all of you; you heard that crack Wally just made about not driving atwin-six.
Wel, I'll tell you something.

"Find the fdlow who bumped off Myram and you'll al beriding in limousineswith chauffeurs. That's what
The Creeper told me. Do you know what it will mean if we find that bird ahead of the cops? About five
million bucks, or upward—maybe as high asten million!"

FACES became eager. Conversation buzzed. Wally, chewing mechanically, looked dazed as he stared
at Steve. The latter was staring at Zimmer, hardly believing the words that he had heard.

"Some chegp small-fry murdered Myram," declared Zimmer. "Just the kind of a sneaky worker that you
fellows ought to get aline on, around the pool rooms and the gambling joints on the East Side. Y et thelot
of you have breezed in hereto bum, dl reporting nothing. That'swhy I'm sore.”

Steve nodded to the others. They cameto life; glasses were laid aside as the touts decided to fare forth
on anew search.

Just as Steve reached the door, some one rapped on the other side. Steve opened the door to admit a
deek, black-haired fellow whose gold teeth glistened as he ddlivered awide grin toward Zimmer.

"Hello, Hdl," greeted Steve. "We're just breaking up—going out again -"

Ha brushed Steve aside. Thetal fellow closed the door and watched the new arrival stride up to Zimmer



Funson, who had risen from his chair.

"l got it, Zimmer!" announced Hal. " A line on the guy who bumped Myram! Landed it straight from aguy
named Buck Sangree. He dipped metheinsde news. Get aload of this, Zimmer."

Ha paused triumphantly, while the others gathered around. With another grin, the gold-toothed tout
delivered hisstory.

"Buck was going past the corner of the avenue,”" he stated, "near where Myram lives. See? Well, he sees
aguy he knows—ahed named Dopey Devin. Buck wisesthat Dopey's out to stage something, so he
decides to watch, just wondering what the racket is.

"Dopey goesin the rooming house just past the butcher shop. Buck sees him, mind you, and waits. Pretty
soon he sees Dopey come out again, hugging something beneath his coat. Dopey doesasnesk in ahurry,
looking around plenty. Buck knows he's pulled something.

"To-day, Buck reads the newspapers. He doesn't need to be alightning calculator to figure who finished
Myram. It was Dopey Delvin who staged the rubout. What's more, Buck mentions to me where Dopey
flops. He's got aroom in the second floor back of atenement five doors west of the Mukden Cafe, that
old Chinese hash-house near the Bowery. Livesthere done—using the place as a hide-out—with a soft
set-up for anybody who wantsto go after him. Theresarear door from the aley into the place, and -"

HAL paused. Thetelephone bell was ringing. Zimmer was picking up the instrument; the others were
crowding about to clap Hal on the back.

Theinformant looked puzzled; he had not yet learned how much lay at stake. Then came Zimmer's
growl, ordering silence.

Thetouts quieted. They listened while Zimmer spoke across the wire, repeating dmost word for word
what Ha had told him. They knew who was on the telephone: The Cregper. Anxioudy they awaited the
conclusion of Zimmer'scal. They saw their chief hang up.

"Who's going on the job?" inquired Wally, eagerly. "How about me and Steve, boss? We can bump that
mug Dopey and bring back whatever you want."

"Sure, Zimmer," agreed Steve. "With dl that kale waiting, we'd take a chance on anything -"

"Never mind," growled Zimmer. "None of you are going. The Creeper'staking care of it. When | need
any of you to start some rough stuff, I'll call on you.”

"But what about the cut?' queried Wdly. "WEell comein onit, won't we?'

"Everybody gets hiscut,” assured Zimmer. "That's the way The Creegper works. But he puts the right man
on theright job. That's always his system. Our part isfinished; maybe ther€lll be moreto do later. Right
now, the thing to do is keep mum. Leave it to The Creeper.”

Zimmer Funson had spoken wisdly. Like Rick Parrin, the bookie knew that he was but one of The
Creeper'slieutenants. Zimmer knew that this band of his could be tough if occasion warranted; but their
regular jobs were to act as come-on men. Others, more competent, would be used for such practices as
murder.

SEVEN blocks from the Parkview Hotdl was alow, squatty building only three stories high. The blue
glare of sun-ray lamps shone from the windows of the third floor. The place was agymnasium, favored
asatraining headquarters for free-lance boxers and wrestlers.



On thisnight, a dozen such were present. A few were skipping rope; others were watching two huskies
who were sparring in acorner ring.

Within alittle office, Nick Curlin, the proprietor of the gymnasium, wastalking to awell-dressed vigitor.
Nick, fat-faced and greasy-haired, formed a contrast to his aristocratic guest. The man on the other side
of the desk was none other than Reggie Spaylor, prominent amateur sportsman, well-known as a polo

player.

A man of thirty-five, Reggie had the physique of an athlete; and his rugged face was ahandsome one,
marred only by asharp down turn of hislips and deep wrinklesin hisforehead.

It was not surprising that aman of Spaylor's standing should frequent this gymnasium. The place was
conveniently located; it served asagood spot for the amateur sportsman to limber up when engagements
kept him in this part of the city. But it was evident, from conversation between Spaylor and Curlin, that
this gymnasium had aspecia purpose other than that of training quarters.

"How about starting astable?’ Nick wasinquiring. " That ought to make a better blind, Spaylor, than just
having agym. Thered be more pugs around, to cover-up the ones that are working for us.”

"It wouldn't do," decided Reggie. "We don't want too many palookas hanging around. A stable would
attract too much attention; and we'd have to promote some fights. The Creeper wouldn't want it. Not at

present, anyway.

"Something big isdue, Nick. A clean-up. Well al bein the money if The Creeper managesit. It may
cometo-night; that iswhy | intend to stay here until | hear from The Creeper. If he-"

A ring of the telephone. Nick answered; then handed the instrument to Reggie. Nick listened keenly; he
knew who was on the wire. The Creeper, himsdf, with the news that Reggie Spaylor wanted.

Finished with his cal—in which he did little more than acknowledge instructions—Reggie hung up and
turned to Nick.

"GO out and get Slugger Haskew," hetold Nick. "Bring him in here. The Creeper hasajob that Sugger
can handle”

Nick arose and waddled from the office. Reggie watched him head for the corner where the sparring
men were resting. With an evil grin upon his sour lips, the gportsman moved out of Sight within the office.
He lighted a cork-tipped cigarette and sat down to await "Slugger's’ arrival.

Soon Nick returned with the huskier of the two boxers. Sugger Haskew, huge and vicious-looking, was
attired in shoes and boxing trunks. He was drawing off his gloves as he entered the office; he showed a
grin on his swesty face when he spied Reggie Spaylor seated there.

"Hello, Sugger,” greeted the sour-lipped sportsman. "1 want to talk to you. Close the door, Nick. Listen
carefully, Sugger. Thereésajob on for you to-night. Y ou know the old Mukden Cafe, near the
Bowery?'

Slugger nodded.

"Five doorswest," stated Reggie, "is an old tenement. The place has arear entrance, from an dley. That's
the way you are to enter. Go to the room on the second floor back. Y ou will find aman there named
Dopey Ddvin."

"How'll I know him?" queried Sugger. "Is he workin' wid us?'



"Not achance," sneered Reggie. "Heisthe man you are to get! Hand him ahaymaker as soon asyou see
him."

"Wot if hean't theright gazebo?"

"Y ou can think about that later. Look through the room. Find aflat black box, made of wood, with the
initias'B. D.,' in slver. Crack it open; take what you find in the bottom.”

"Dough?'
"No. A scroll—a piece of paper. Hand it to The Creeper.”
"Héell be dere?'

"Yes. Outsdethe door. Hewill reachin for it. After The Creeper isgone, finish Dopey. Y ou'll know
who heis, right enough, after you have found the black box.”

Slugger nodded. He was about to start for the door when Reggie stopped him. There were further
indructions.

"If anything goeswrong," stated Reggie, "hang on to the scroll. Go to the old AlcadiaHotd near the
Bowery and take aroom there. Call here and tll Nick that you arethere. I'll come mysdif, to get the
scroll from you.

"But nothing islikely to go wrong. Not with The Cregper on hand. If you give him the scroll, keep right
on going. Takeit on the lam, Sugger; don't stop until you reach Louisville. Y ou have friends there; stick
withthem."

"I'll hear from youse after | get dere?’

"Absolutdy! Thiswill mean anice piece of jack for you, Sugger. Ten grand, anyway—maybe alot
more. Y ou have done jobslike this before you joined up with me. It will be just one more rub-out, so far
asyou are concerned.”

"Sureting.”

SLUGGER I€ft the office; Nick followed and began to chat with the men in the gym. Reggie Spaylor
flattened his cigarette in an ash tray on the desk; donning apair of gloves and picking up acane, he
strolled from the office and went through an outer door.

When he arrived on the street, he entered a cab and ordered the driver to take him to a fashionable hotel
near Central Park. That address was where Reggie Spaylor lived.

Aids of The Creeper had played their part. The stage was set for coming crime, waiting only for Sugger
Haskew to dress and travel to the tenement where Dopey Delvin, present possessor of the ebony casket,
wasin hiding.

Rick Parrin and hisforce of fake sdesmen; Zimmer Funson, the bookie with his coterie of touts;, Reggie
Spaylor, slent partner in the gymnasium where boxers and wrestlers were on hand to serve as
thugs—such were the lieutenants of The Creeper. A supercrook who dedlt in smooth, camouflaged
crime, that hidden menace had made his plansto gain the ebony casket and its precious contents.

But The Creeper did not depend entirely upon histhree lieutenants, who— unknown to each
other—were ever ready to pick out henchmen who would serve their evil chief. To-night, The Creeper



himsdlf intended to be present at the scene of crime, ready to grasp the telltale scroll the moment that
Sugger Haskew had gained it.

CHAPTER X. FOESIN THE DARK

AGENTS of The Shadow were on patrol. Cliff and Hawkeye, circuiting the block that housed the
Mukden Cafe, were keeping up the search for Dopey; while Moe, posted near the Bowery, wasthe
lookout at the front. The taxi driver had watched half a dozen personswho had at first struck him as
suspicious; but he had decided that none could be Dopey.

The tenement building, five doors below the Chinese restaurant, was under Moe's surveillance. To the
lookout, however, that decrepit structure was Ssmply one of a dozen that needed watching.

Severd people entered or |eft it while Moe was watching. One was alimping peddier; another, a
flanndl-shirted |aborer. Besides these, Moe had observed a hunched fellow who looked like a cripple; an
organ grinder with amonkey; and findly an over-dze newsboy, with abagful of newspapers under his
am.

Faces had been too distant to observe. Moe had studied the gaits of these people, instead. He saw none
who moved with the shuffling pace that Hawkeye had said wastypical of Dopey Delvin.

Around the corner, Hawkeye had passed a battered lunch wagon. He was beyond it when he heard the
door dide open; turning to look over his shoulder, thelittle spotter spied adinking form that dodged into
view. He watched the man shamble across the street and head for an dleyway. A street lamp showed a

pasty face.

Dopey Ddvin's. Promptly, Hawkeye took up thetrail. He followed into the lley. Dopey turned into the
rear of the tenement house. Close behind, Hawkeye heard him shuffling up the back stairs. Still following,
the spotter caught the gleam from agasjet as some onelighted it. A door closed; abolt creaked rudtily.

Hawkeye reached the threshold of the closed door, just at the top of the stairs on the second floor. This
was the room where Dopey had gone.

Darkened stairs led upward. An unlighted corridor formed a passage to the front. Hawkeye followed it,
reached other stairs where one glimmering gasjet furnished illumination. He descended and went out by
the front door. Peering toward the Bowery, Hawkeye saw Moe's cab; then spied Cliff near the corner.

Moving quickly, Hawkeye met Cliff at a secluded spot. He whispered the news of his discovery. Cliff
started off to call Burbank, while Hawkeye rounded the block and continued until he reached the dley.
Sliding into darkness, he chose a spot from which he could watch the lighted window that showed on the
second floor. Dopey had drawn atattered blind; Hawkeye could note nothing but the gleam of the gas
light.

Ten minutes passed. Hawkeye edged back as he heard some one coming into the aley. Some big fellow,
Hawkeye judged, from the sound of the man's cumbersome footsteps.

The arrival paused near the rear of the tenement house; then entered. Hawkeye listened; he could hear
footsteps on the rear gairs.

About to follow, Hawkeye was restrained by awhisper that came from several feet away. Someoneese
had arrived in the dley; just too late to spy the big man who had entered the building. It was The
Shadow; despite the darkness, he had sensed Hawkeye's presence.



In response to The Shadow's sinister whisper, Hawkeye gave aquick report. He heard adight swishin
the gloom. The Shadow was entering the tenement house.

ON the second floor, Sugger Haskew was standing outside Dopey's door. He had cautioudly tried the
knob, only to find that the door was bolted. Slugger was deciding the best way to deal with the barrier.
He required only afew seconds to make his choice. Backing againgt the far wall, the big bruiser drove
forward in the darkness.

The flimsy door gave way like cardboard. Slugger's powerful shoulder ripped bolt from door frame; the
hinges held and the door sivung inward. Slugger floundered haf across the room; he drew up to find
himsdlf face to face with Dopey. The pasty-faced crook had popped up from arickety couch in the
corner.

Dopey's hand shot to his pocket. Before he could pull hisrevolver, Sugger swung a hard punch up from
thefloor. Hisbig fist caught Dopey's chin. The pasty-faced crook jolted upward; then flopped on his
back, out cold.

Slugger swung the door shut. He drew abig revolver from the pocket of his own coat. He looked about
the room; saw nothing but the bed and the chair. He yanked away the mattress. Beneath it lay the prize
he wanted.

With agloating chuckle, the mauler snatched the ebony casket from itsresting place. Heflung it to the
floor and shattered it with one terrific impact of his huge, heavy-soled foot. Breaking the box apart, he
drew forth aflattened sheet of parchment, ascroll that bore an inscription that he could not read. With a
grunt, Sugger thrust the prize benegth his coat.

The whole process had required less than aminute and a half; yet before Sugger had completed his
work, anew arrival had reached the darkened hall at the head of the stairs. Obscured by darkness, The
Shadow had stopped; he had heard the splintering of the ebony casket.

Automatic in hisright hand, hisleft hand reaching for the door, The Shadow was moving forward. He
stopped with suddenness as his ears detected a new sound. It was coming from the stairway above,
descending from the third floor. An odd sound, surely descending, yet not increasing initsloudness. No

footsteps—only aghostly creeping.

THAT sound which had terrified other listeners was not impressive to The Shadow. For thefirst time,
this cloaked master had heard The Creeper; but The Shadow's reaction was to analyze the strange tread
of that hidden approacher. He knew at once that the man in the dark must be afoe; he reasoned a so that
the odd illusion of the cregping was a subterfuge to puzzle listeners.

The big man who had cracked into Dopey's room was an underling, working for thiswatchful chief who
had chosen to wait above. The Shadow was in darkness, between the two; yet his position was the best
for the moment. The Shadow knew that his own presence was unknown by either the cregping man or
the husky who had smashed into Dopey's hide-out.

The Shadow waited slently; his chance would soon be due.

It was then that afresk of circumstance intervened. Within the lighted room, Slugger was aso listening to
that cautious, creeping sound. He was gazing toward the door, his ugly head cocked to one side. He had
no thought for Dopey; he believed that the fellow had been knocked out to stay. But Sugger waswrong
inthat guess.

Dopey had cometo life. Blinking from the wall, he saw the mattressthat Sugger had yanked from the



cot. He spied the shattered box; looking up, he saw Slugger gazing at the door.

A venomous expression came over Dopey's groggy features. Reaching in his pocket, the man who had
murdered Myram drew his revolver and came unsteadily to his knees, ready to am for the big pug who
hed dedlt him the haymaker.

Dopey wavered. Sugger heard him shift. Turning about, the big man saw the pointing gun sheking in
Dopey'sfist. Sugger hissed a snarl; he aimed his .38 and fired four quick shots, Sraight for Dopey's

body.

The pasty-faced killer sprawled face forward. Sugger grabbed the knob of the door and yanked the
barrier inward. He sprang out into the hall.

The light from the room revedled The Shadow. In an ingtant, the odds had changed—even while
Sugger's shots were till echoing, while smoke il coiled from the revolver in hisfist. But the glare did
not pierce the darkness of the stairs.

The Shadow was till between two foes; and both were aware of his presence: Sugger, visbleto The
Shadow; The Creeper, still safein darkness!

Had The Shadow hesitated for one instant, he would have been an open target for The Creeper. It wasa
Stuation that would have been hopelessfor any but that cloaked avenger. Well had The Shadow guessed
that the man on the stairs would prove aformidable enemy.

In this emergency, The Shadow acted with incredible speed. He chose the man whom he knew must be
theless brainy of histwo antagonigts; the one, aso, whom he could see. Springing forward, The
Shadowy grappled with Slugger Haskew.

SHOT Sripped from the darkness of the airs. The Creeper had opened fire; but his bullets were too
late. The Shadow, flinging his arms about Sugger, had yanked the big bruiser sdewise. With atwigt, he
hed turned the mauler's bulk to serve him asashield.

The Creeper'sfire ceased; he could not afford to shoot down Slugger, hisonly aid on thisfield of battle.

Sugger fought wildly. His swinging arms were seeking to batter down The Shadow's clutching arms. But
Slugger, despite his bulk, was staggering willy-nilly. The Shadow, fierce in combat, was heaving him
backward toward the rear Stairway.

The grapplers tumbled over the top step. Whirling downward together, they rolled fighting to the bottom,
out of that glare wherein The Shadow might again have become The Creeper'starget!

The Shadow had taken along chance. Even as he spun downward, still grappling, he knew that
misfortune might arrive a the bottom of thefall. Twigting with afina effort, hetried to bresk hisplunge,
just asthe crash arrived.

He was partidly successful. Though the impact was terrific, The Shadow gtill retained hissensesashe
rolled from Sugger's grip. Though haf dazed, he redlized what was going on about him. A fierce snarl in
the darknesstold him that Sugger had survived thefal.

A thrusting revolver muzzle jabbed The Shadow's ribs. Mechanically, The Shadow responded. His
automatic was dill in hisgrasp; he swung it hard againgt the pressing arm and fired. While Sugger had
momentarily hesitated; The Shadow had gained the drop. A vicious cry sounded in the blackness as
Sugger rolled away.



The Shadow fired again—blindly; but his shot larmed hiswounded foe. Sugger was on hisfest, diving
for the rear door of the tenement house. A figure leaped in to meet him. It was Hawkeye.

Encountering the spotter, Sugger ddivered aswing with one good arm and sent the little man sprawling.
When Hawkeye cameto hisfeet, he heard Sugger clambering down the dley.

Hawkeye's thought was of The Shadow. Dashing into the building, the spotter sumbled over the figure of
his chief. Hawkeye had drawn a gun; it was good that he had done so. A flashlight gleamed from the top
of the stairs. The Creeper was using it to locate histumbled foe.

Quickly, Hawkeye opened fire. The flashlight disappeared. Bullets, whistling up from below, were
something for which The Creeper had not bargained.

He was off along the second floor corridor, that foe in the dark. Off to safety, once he had descended
thefront stairs; for neither Cliff nor Moe was there to intercept him. As Hawkeye aided The Shadow to
the alley, Moe's cab drew up beyond it, and Cliff came hurrying from it. He and Moe had heard the
muffled shotsthat had sounded within the building.

Cliff heard Hawkeye's call and joined the little spotter. Then both heard awhispered order. The Shadow
had steadied; drawing away from Hawkeye's supporting grasp, he was ddivering quick ingructions. Cliff
hurried back to the taxi; Hawkeye sped into the tenement building and dashed up to the second floor.

Three minutes later, both agents arrived near the entrance of the dley. Moe's cab had circuited the block,
with Cliff aboard; Hawkeye had entered Dopey's room, made a quick ingpection and returned.

Reports were given; Cliff told that patrolmen were entering the front of the tenement house. Hawkeye
stated that Dopey was dead, the ebony box shattered and devoid of contents.

Wailing srensfrom the Bowery were proof that more police were arriving. The darm had been sounded.
The Creeper, like Sugger, had |eft thisterrain. It was unwise for The Shadow's agentsto remain.
Speaking from darkness, he ordered them to travel away in Mo€e's cab. Cliff and Hawkeye obeyed,
knowing that their chief had revived.

JUST within the aleyway, pressed close againgt the darkened wall, The Shadow watched the taxi leave.
He heard shouts from within the tenement building; he knew that the law had arrived. The Sde street was
devoid of treffic; it offered away of departure for The Shadow himsdf. But there was areason why he
had remained.

His keen eyes were focused upon the sdewalk just outside the dley. There, The Shadow had spied a
blob upon the paving—a mark that showed dark-red beneath the street light.

Moving forward, The Shadow looked beyond. Just past the curb was another crimson blot, obscure
againgt the asphdt. Acrossthe street, past the lunch wagon, was the entrance of another alleyway.
Gliding swiftly, The Shadow headed for that god.

He reached the dley; histiny flashlight glimmered upon cobblestones. The searching gleam reveded
another moist spot of crimson.

It was blood—Iife blood, shed by a departing murderer. It showed the course that Slugger Haskew had
taken. Though The Shadow did not know the identity of the big-fisted killer, he was certain that Sugger
must be the one who had gained the scroll from within the ebony casket.

The flashlight's glimmer moved ahead—through the aleyway, to an obscure street beyond. New blobs of
blood showed benegth the blinking gleam. The Shadow turned | eft, till on the track of the wounded



killer. He had passed the closing cordon of the law. Hisway was clear to follow Sugger Haskew.

For The Shadow had found atrail of blood; one that would show more vividly, the further he progressed.
The Creeper did not matter; he had eluded The Shadow's tailsfor the present, and could wait until later.
For the present, The Shadow had a more important quest. Slugger Haskew, the murderous henchman,
was the quarry that he wanted.

For Sugger held what men of crime needed—that missing scroll thet told the secret of Bigelow Doyd's
wedth. Could The Shadow gain it, the purposes of evil workers would be balked. Wherever Sugger
Haskew might be, there would The Shadow find him. That blobby trail of dripped blood had become a
guiding lineto serve the cloaked avenger of the night!

CHAPTER XI. THE NEXT LINK

SEVEN blocks from The Bowery stood an old house that had once been a pretentious residence. This
building had been converted into a second-rate gpartment house. Thefirst floor consisted of tiny suites
that had been fashioned from larger rooms.

In one of thesetiny gpartments aweary-faced man was Sitting a aplain table, picking out the keyson a
tiny, old-style portable typewriter.

Severd pages of finished manuscript lay at one side of the typewriter; on the other, asheaf of blank
sheets. Except for chair and table, the room was devoid of furnishings. There were afew dishes stacked
in the corner kitchenette; beside them, abox of crackers and afew opened sardine cans. Within the
adjoining bedroom was aramshackle couch, topped by aragged overcoat and flabby felt hat.

Apparently, the occupant of this gpartment lived in extreme smplicity; but his surroundings did not seem
to trouble him. He was fully concentrated upon hiswork at the typewriter. If he held any contact with the
outsde world, it could only have been by means of a tel ephone which was perched upon a stack of
directoriesin the corner.

A bell buzzed. Not the telephone; this signal indicated some one at the front door. The weary-faced man
looked up, hisface alarmed. He hesitated; the buzz was repeated.

Going to the door, he pressed a button to admit the visitor through the front door. Then he opened the
door of the apartment and peered out into the hall.

An angle of thewall blocked the weary man's view. But he could hear some one approaching. Clumsy,
fatering footsteps were punctuated by heavy groans. Wondering, the weary man waited.

A huge, bulky figure bulged into view. The man at the apartment door saw an ugly face that showed
distorted agony; he observed that the arrival was pressing hisleft hand against a spot below hisright
shoulder. Big, grimy fingers were stained with blood that dripped with every ooze.

"Sugger!" gasped the weary-faced man. "Sugger Haskew!"

"You—you're Jerry Koba." Sugger stared groggily as he spoke. " Jerry Kobal. Thought—thought 1'd
find you here. Lemmein, Jarry. | got somethin' dat | got to tell youse.”

Jarry hestated. Hislipstwitched; then, pitiful of the big mauler's plight, he decided to let Slugger enter.
He stepped aside; Sugger staggered through the doorway.

Jerry closed the door and tried to guide the crippled killer to the couch in the bedroom. Slugger pushed
him aside with hisfree right hand. He chose the chair instead. Jerry produced a glass of water from the



kitchenette. Slugger gulped theliquid. It revived him for the moment.

"Ligten, Jerry," he growled, "I'm t'rough! 1 got mine! I'm t'rough! Y ouse was de only guy | could get to,
see? Beef told me onct dat you waslivin' here—widout no name on de door—just dat you waslivin'in
dis gpartment -"

SLUGGER sank wesrily; then, with an ugly snarl, he straightened up and glared toward Jerry. Shoving
his big right hand beneath his coat, the mauler pulled out a crumpled parchment. It wasthe Latin scroll.
One corner of the document was smeared with blood; but none of the wording had been obliterated.

"You gottatake dis, see?" Sugger was harsh as he spoke. " Scram outta here. I'm gonna croak, so dat
don't matter. Don't leave nothin' dat will put de copswise. Dey'll tink disismy hide-out. Get it?!

Jerry began to shake his head.

"Can'tdoit, Sugger," he sated. "I've gone straight. No more dirty work for me. Right now, I'm writing
out my own story. I've got enough cash to see me through until | sdll it. All about the racketsthat I'm
through with—what | went through while | wasin the Big House -"

"Can dat mush!" growled Slugger. "Y ouseiswid me. Savvy? If you tink you ain't -"

The big man came hdf up from the chair. He ill had staminafor combat. Jerry winced as he saw the
mauler raise abludgeonlike fist. Even though wounded, Sugger would be aformidable antagonist.

"I'll get you to asawbones, Sugger,” pleaded Jerry. "Thistelephoneis still connected, even thoughitisn't
mine. I'm through with crooked stuff; but I'm willing to call adoc who isn't too particular about his
patients. If -"

"Lay off,” growled Sugger. "I don't want to see no croaker. I'm t'rough, | tell you! Kickin'in! You're
doin' what | tell you, Jerry." With athrust, Slugger shoved hisright hand in his pocket and yanked out his
.38, to aim the wegpon at his companion.

"You'redoin what | tell you—an' if you ain't, disgat goes off! Dat will bring de cops here'- Sugger's
distorted grin was vicious— "bring de cops here, dat'swhat it'll do."

Jerry's eyes gleamed suddenly. The fellow nodded and motioned for Slugger to lower the revolver.

"I'm with you, Slugger,” announced Jerry, hisface betraying awise look that the dying mauler did not
notice. "Give methat paper. While I'm packing up, you tell mewhat I'm to do."

He clutched the scroll, rolled it and thrust it in his pocket. He hurriedly shoved the typewriter inits case
and began to gather up the pages of his manuscript, with the blank sheets aswell. He rolled them, bound
them with arubber band and thrust them in his other pocket.

Slugger was speaking, his eyes half closed, hisvoice amost agroan. Hiswords, however, were plain.

"Go to dat old hotel—you know de joint—de place dey call de Alcadia. Stick dere, Jerry. Wait until
some guy comesto seeyou. A guy caled De Creeper -"

"The Creeper?’
"Dat'sit. Give him de paper dat | handed you."

"How will he know I'm there, Sugger?"



"Don't worry about dat. Leave dat to me. Scram outta here, in ahurry. Got dat paper, Jerry?'

"I'vegot it." Jerry wasin the bedroom, donning hat and overcoat. "Hotel Alcadia. Wait therefor The
Creeper. How'll I know him, though, Sugger?'

"When youse hear him," replied Slugger, groaning. ™Y ou'll know it'shim. Deway he walks—wid a
creep—dat'swhy dey call him De Creeper. He's abig shot—dat'swhat heis-"

JERRY KOBAL had gathered hisfew belongings. With asad shake of his head, he clapped Slugger on
the back. Pockets bulging, typewriter case in hand, he hurried from the gpartment. In his haste to reach
the front door, he did not notice thetrail of bloodstains on the floor of the dim hall.

Outside, Jerry hastened to the nearest corner. Turning it, he kept on, getting away from this dangerous
vicinity. Hisweary face was serious as he headed for the subway. For Jerry had gained sudden fear of
the consequences that might follow, had he remained with Sugger Haskew. He was confident that the big
mauler had been engaged in murderous activities.

One minute after Jerry Kobal had turned the corner, aform appeared benegath the lamplight of the street
above. The glow showed afleeting trace of a cloaked figure. Keen eyes spied another blood mark on the
sdewak. The Shadow was closing in on Slugger'strail.

Blending with darkness, he crossed the street. Hisflashlight glimmered to locate adull red spot near the
front of the old building that was now an gpartment house.

In Jerry Kobd's untidy agpartment, Slugger Haskew was still seated in the chair. His breathing, coming in
long heaves, stopped tensaly. His eyes opened; the murderer looked about. He saw that Jerry was
gone.

Haf snarling, haf groaning, Sugger twisted himsdlf from the chair. He saggered to the corner, dumped
to the floor; then grasped the telephone with hisright fist. He withdrew hisleft hand from hiswound,
changed his grip on the telephone and clumsly diaed anumber with hisright forefinger.

A voice responded over the wire. It was Nick Curlin. Groggily, Sugger spoke, coughing his harsh words
into the mouthpiece of the telephone.

"Disis Sugger," heinformed. "I—I got clipped! I'm t'rough, Nicky... Yeah. T'rough... Sure, | got de
paper. Off of Dopey... Yeah, | bumped de mug... No, | ain't got de paper here...

"| dipped it to anodder guy... Wot's his name? Ishe wise? Sure disguy is. Jerry Kobal. Dat'swho |
dipped de paper to... Yeah, Jerry Kobal... Yeah, | told him to be at de Alcadia. To wait for De
Creeper...

"Y ou better close dat gym of yours, Nick... Better take it on delam... De Shadow'sin dis. HE's de guy
dat plugged me..."

The receiver clicked at the other end of the wire. Slugger did not heer it. His eyes were glazed and
garing. He had dumped back againgt thewall, still gripping the telephone. Taking, he managed to make
his voice coherent as he numbly repeated detalls.

As Slugger gasped, the door of the apartment opened. A blackened form appeared upon the threshold.
The Shadow had reached the end of thetrail that Sugger's blood had Ieft for him.

"I RUBBED out Dopey," Slugger was repesting. "Rubbed out de guy. But De Shadow got me—got me
before | could dip de paper to De Creeper. Yeah. You hear me? It was De Shadow -"



Sugger paused, gpparently expecting areply through the receiver. Then, with none coming, he resumed
hisfina repetition.

"I dipped de paper to Jerry. Y eah, to Jerry Koba. He—he'sholdin' it for De Creeper. Dat's wot Jerry's
doin—like I told him. He—hell be dere at de hotel—dat's where hélll be. | told Jerry to go dere-"

Sugger's voice ended with a hoarse sigh. His head sank back againgt the wall with athud. The telephone
fdl from his clutch and tumbled to the floor.

The Shadow swished forward and plucked up the rolling instrument. He spoke, his voice asmulation of
Slugger's gasp. There was no response; the line was dead.

Gasping, Slugger had opened his eyes at the sound of a voice that seemed to be his own. His glazed
optics spied The Shadow; his bloated lips spat asnarl as hetried to raise his body. Fists clenching,
Slugger wanted to begin anew fray. His effort was tremendous; but it carried him no distance. Slugger's
head rose a dozen inches from the wall; then thudded back.

Blood gushed from the killer's wound. The snarling murderer rolled sidewise, his hoarse chalenge ending.
Big arms sprawled hel plessy. The bruiser's form became motionless. Sugger Haskew was dead. A
murderer had paid the pendlty for crime.

THE SHADOW sudied the dead form. Calmly, he hung up the receiver of the telephone; then made a
brief search of Sugger's body, to make certain that the killer had actually passed dong the scrall, ashe
had orated in those fina, maudlin words. That done, The Shadow |eft the apartment and headed out into
the night.

A whispered laugh sounded in outer darkness. It carried no mirth; but again itstone was prophetic. A
new trail led ahead; one that would be beset with the presence of an ingdious foeman, bound for the
same goa—an enemy whosetitle The Shadow had heard from Slugger'sdying lips.

The Creeper, worker of evil; he was the antagonist with whom The Shadow must dedl. Hishand, The
Shadow redlized, had come early into the game. The Creegper had sought the same spoils: that scroll
within the ebony casket, the precious document that had created achain of violent degth.

Myram first; then Dopey. Both murdered. Both had been thieves; but Dopey had proven vicious enough
tokill, aswell as stedl. Next, Sugger, amurderer. He had killed Dopey; he had sought to day The
Shadow; instead he had received a crippling wound. Slugger's subsequent efforts to evade pursuit had
cost him hislife. He, too, was dead.

Threetrails, al ended. Again, ahunt must be begun. A fourth man had gained the lost scroll—an
ex-crook named Jerry Kobal. Hiswasthetrail that The Shadow must next gain. Somewherein
Manhattan—at some hotel, the name not mentioned in Sugger's repested statements over the dead
wire—there Jerry Kobd might be found.

New movesfor The Shadow and his agents. A scouring search for Jerry Kobd, in hope that he could be
discovered before The Creeper found him. Well did The Shadow know that Slugger must have passed
his message through before the line went dead. Thekiller had been talking to some one who had hung up,
once he had gained the facts he needed.

The Creeper would know where to ook for Jerry Kobal. This time the odds were with the master of
crime. Y et The Shadow would search, unceasingly. Sometimes circumstances changed the odds, asthey
had to-night, when the cloaked fighter had been trapped between Slugger and The Creeper.



Such was The Shadow's hope; and it had chance for redlization. For Jerry Koba, the new factor in the
chase, wasto have his say before this game was through.

CHAPTER XII. THE SHADOW'SVISIT

IT was early the next evening. Donald Shiloh was seeted by the window of asmall but sumptuous
apartment, overlooking Centra Park. On the table beside him lay a newspaper; its scareheads told of
murder in atenement house near the Bowery, with added details of adead dayer, found in a deserted
gpartment, seven blocks from the scene of crime.

The police had linked the death of Dopey Delvin with the dead killer, Sugger Haskew. They had
examined Sugger'srevolver; the bulletsin Dopey's body matched those of the .38 in the murderer's
pocket. But the newspaper accounts carried no mention of the shattered ebony casket. That explained
why Shiloh had tossed the paper aside after glancing through the columnsthat told of crime.

Twinkling lights of the park did not attract Shiloh's meditative gaze. He was staring beyond them; the
direction of hisvison wastoward the region where the Doyd mansion was located. Shiloh was thinking
of Theresa, wondering whether he should cal and learn if new developments had occurred within the
ancient mangon.

The telephone bell rang. Jeffrey, asolemn vaet with fishlike face, cameinto the room to answer the cal.
He spokein solemn tones; then held the telephone toward Shiloh, with the low-toned statement:

"ItisMiss TheresaDoyd, sir."
Shiloh sprang from his chair and seized the telephone. Hetalked in brief, serious tones:

"Héllo, Theresa... Yes, | can cometo the house... Certainly, at once... Yes, my coupeisout front. It will
take meless than twenty minutes.”

Jeffrey brought hat and coat. Briskly, Shiloh |eft the sumptuous gpartment. Histime estimate had been
correct. Just twenty minutes later, his svelte, dark-green coupe rolled to astop in front of the gloomy
Doyd residence.

Wilfred admitted Shiloh and showed him to the library, where Theresaawaited. The girl closed the door;
it was evident that she had something important to say and wanted to be sure that no listenerswere
about. Tensaly, aimogt terrified, she waited before speaking.

Shiloh guessed that she was listening in dread of creeping footsteps. With asmile at the girl'salarm,
Shiloh opened the door and peered out into the hallway. He returned.

"No one about," he informed.

SHILOH was wrong. Although he had gazed straight toward the blackness of the rear hall and had seen
nothing, aliving form was there. This house had gained asilent, unseen listener, dmost a the moment
when Wilfred had admitted Shiloh.

When the living room door closed for the second time, a shape moved forward. Dim light from the front
hal furnished ahazy, dmos indistinguishable outline of The Shadow.

While his agents still searched for Jerry Kobal, The Shadow had decided to visit thisold mansion, to
discover if news of the shattered ebony casket had reached the Doyd heirs. The Shadow had
remembered the door at the side of the house. He had chosen it as a means of entry. Obscured by the
blackness of the rear hall, he had seen Wilfred announce Shiloh.



The servant had lingered afew moments; then had gone upstairs. The Shadow, coming from gloom, had
dropped back when Shiloh reopened the door. Thistime, however, he did not stay his advance. He
reached the library door, turned the knob and pressed the barrier inward, just the fraction of aninch.

The sound of voices cameto hisears; he pressed the door no further. He preferred to listen only, rather
than run chances of attracting attention should he push the door far enough open to peer within the room.

"What isthe trouble, Theresa?* Shiloh wasinquiring. "More footsteps? Creeping about to frighten you?"

"No," replied Theresa. "That is, | have not heard the sounds to-day. Other things have happened, though,
Donald. Firgt, | must tell you about Mr. Clavelock's telephone call.”

"Clavdock isback intown?'

"Yes. Apparently histrip was abrief one. To-day, he heard from the police. He talked with an inspector
named Cardona."

"Have they traced the casket that Myram stole?"

"Y es. But the scroll ismissing. Did you read to-day's newspapers, with their account of amurder ina
tenement near the Bowery?"

"I noticed the story. Do you mean that the casket was concerned in that affair?”

"Yes. So Mr. Clavelock was told by the inspector. The casket was found, smashed open, in the room
with the murdered man. It showed traces of a hidden compartment in athin double-bottom; but the scroll
ismissing.”

Shiloh whigtled. Histrill carried aserious note. The girl continued with further details.

"The police have identified both the dead man and hisdayer,” she explained. "The murderer wasa
pugilist, | understand, who used to train in a downtown gymnasium; but the placeis closed.”

"Don't they know any of the fellow's friends?'

"Mr. Clavelock thinks that they may; but apparently the police have not made much progressin their
investigation. We can only hope that they may be lucky enough to find the person who hasthe scroll.”

SHILOH had no comment. He was thinking over what Theresahad said. A minute passed; then the girl
spoke again; thistime she delivered other information.

"Mark Lundig went out an hour ago,” stated Theresa. "He said that he was going to his hotel; that he
might stay there to-night. We are not to expect him back."

"Did he mention the name of hishotd?" inquired Shiloh.

"No," returned the girl. "But | am sure that he took the code list with him. It isno longer in the drawer of
the old desk.”

"Wasit there earlier?"

"Y es—thismorning. | looked, to make sure. Before Mark was up. He stayed here last night. He came
down at ten o'clock this morning, made some tel ephone calls and went out.”

"Just when did he return?”



"Before dinner. Meanwhile, amessenger boy had arrived. He had an envelope addressed to Mark
Lundig; Wilfred gave the message to Mark when he entered.”

"Did Mark read it?"

"He must have. After he had gone, Donadd, | came in here and found the note in the wastebasket. It is
very brief, and was written on atypewriter.”

"Youread it, Theresa?'

"It amply said: 'Still watching hotels. No luck yet'—and it bore no signature. Simply theinitia ‘N, typed
inacapitd letter."

"What did you do with the note?"
"I put it back in the wastebasket.”

The Shadow heard Shiloh step across the room. Therewas arustling of paper; then the man dowly
repested the message doud, obvioudy reading it from the origindl.

"Who do you think N could be?" asked Theresa. "A detective? Mark mentioned that he had hired some
private operatives.”

"Y ou can't trust anything Lundig says," replied Shiloh. "The chap looks like afox. Perhapsheisone. I'll
remember this message, Theresa. Here it goes, back in the wastebasket in case Lundig returnsto look
for it. If any others come, try to seethem; and if Lundig makes phone callswhile heshere, liseninon
them if you can.

"It may seem cheap, this eavesdropping. But remember: Lundig would stoop to such a practice; and one
hasto use smilar tacticsin dealing with such afellow. Whoever these persons are, you may be sure
they're working for Lundig— not for us."

"Y ou mean, Dondd, that Lundig would not tell us about the scroll if he should find it?!
"Exactly that, Theresa. Don't forget: he has a copy of thelist and could make atrandation of hisown.”
"Should wetdl Mr. Clavelock?!

"I think s0. Not yet, though. If the list were dill here, it would be dl right to inform Clavelock and let him
demand an explanation from Lundig. But without the list as evidence, Lundig would merely deny our
charge; and we would have no proof.

"Try to learn the name of the hotdl where heis stopping on those nightsthat heis away from here. When
we know that, it will betimeto talk to Clavelock.”

THE discussion ended. Theresa and Shiloh came toward the library door.

Coolly, The Shadow eased it shut and let the knob twist into place. He had reached the back of the hall
when the two arrived at the door. The Shadow saw them walk toward the front door, where Shiloh bade
Theresagood-night.

The Shadow saw some one else, aswell. A face peeked from the diding doors of the reception room.
The Shadow sighted the sickly features of Egbert Doyd.

Seeing that Theresa's back was turned, the elderly uncle sauntered out into the hall. He was standing by



thefoot of the stairway when Theresaturned about and returned. The girl thought that he had just come
down from the second floor.

"Going out again, to-night, Uncle Egbert?' sheinquired with asmile.

"Perhaps, perhaps." Egbert chuckled as he made repetition. "Yes, | may go for another stroll. It did me
good—thewalk | had last night. | camein early, though, last night. Earlier than Mark Lundig.”

"Did he go out, uncle?| thought he wasin thelibrary dl evening.”

"No. He came and rang the doorbell while | was retiring. So he must have been out awhile. | came
downgtairs and admitted him."

"Where was Wilfred? Why didn't he answer?"
"I don't know, Theresa. Perhaps he went out also."

Chuckling to himsdlf, Egbert ascended the airs. Other footsteps sounded downward. Wilfred arrived in
the hall. Theresa questioned the servant; solemnly, Wilfred replied that he had been in hisroom the night
before.

"I must have been deeping heavily, Miss Theresa," heinssted. "I seldom fail to hear the doorbell ring.
Probably if Mr. Egbert had not answered it, | would have heard it later. | am sorry, Miss Theresa -"

"That'sdl right, Wilfred. Forget the matter.”
THE girl went upstairs. Wilfred continued through the hdl; then into the dining room.

The Shadow emerged from the dark recess. He glided to the library and entered. The room was ill
lighted; The Shadow's cloaked form made a grotesque silhouette againgt thewall. Reaching the
wastebasket, The Shadow found the crumpled note.

He scanned its poorly typed lines. Evidently the man who had pounded out the brief message was no
typist. Some letters were heavy; otherslight. There was no space between two of the words; but at
another spot, the machine had skipped. The note was no more than atorn strip of paper.

Tossing the crumpled message back into the wastebasket, The Shadow started his departure. He paused
within the library door, edging partidly behind the barrier as Wilfred walked through the hall, going

upstairsagain.

As soon asthe servant's footsteps creaked on the stairway, The Shadow went out into the hall and
moved to the rear passage. He |eft by the obscure side door that he had entered.

He had not seen Mark Lundig on thisvisit; nor had he heard manifestations of The Creeper, whose
sniger footfals Theresahad mentioned to Donald Shiloh. But The Shadow had profited by thisvisi;
apparently he had guessed something regarding that note that bore the typed signature N.

SOON afterward, alight clicked in The Shadow's sanctum. A white hand came benegth the glare. With
apen, it inscribed that short message which The Shadow, like Shiloh, had memorized. A weird laugh
rippled in the darkness: atoken of The Shadow's understanding. The mirth was one of whispered
mockery, that carried satisfaction rather than foreboding. It ended abruptly asatiny light glowed from the
wall beyond thelight.

The Shadow reached for earphones. Gaining them, he whispered. A voice answered:



"Burbank spesking.”
"Report.”

"Report from Mardand. Man answering description of Jerry Kobal isregistered at the Hotel Santiago,
just off the Bowery. Under the name of John Kane. Mardand covering.”

"Thereport recaived. Instructions. Other available agentsto cover and await further orders.”
"Ingtructionsreceived.”

Earphones clicked in the darkness. Again came The Shadow's mirth, thistime with adifferent tone. The
new trail had opened; soon, perhaps, The Shadow would be close upon the man who had gained the
missng scroll.

Thelight clicked off; the black walls of the sanctum throbbed with the fading echoes of The Shadow's
departing laugh.

CHAPTER XII1. A CASH DEAL

FIFTEEN minutes after The Shadow had given ordersto Burbank, ataxi pulled up across the street
from the old Hotel Santiago. The driver of the cab was Moe Shrevnitz. Caled from his usud uptown
stand, the hackie had been ordered here by Burbank. M oe had made the trip in ten minutes of swift
travel.

Hisarriva was expected. A man stepped around from the curb. 1t was Cliff Mardand; in terse tones,
Cliff gaveinformation while Moe lisgtened.

"Hawkeye's not here yet," he said, "but he's due. When he arrives, tell him to cover the back of thisold
joint. Therésaway in from the back.”

While Cliff was speaking, another cab stopped a short distance behind Moe's. From it stepped a
stooped figure; that of aman with acane, who carried afat portfolio beneath hisarm.

The keen eyes of Montague Rayne glistened asthey spied Moe's cab. Paying hisown driver, Rayne
hobbled forward with remarkable spryness. He reached the side of Moe's cab and listened.

Neither Cliff nor Moe saw theintruder. Cliff was on the street Side of the taxi; Mo€e's attention was
directed to that point. Though The Shadow's agents were speaking in guarded tones, their words were
overheard.

"It'sJerry Kobdl, dl right," Cliff was saying. "He'sin Room 508, registered as John Kane. I'll mosey
around the lobby awhile, to give Hawkeye time to get here.”

"I'll be watching for him," returned Moe. "I'll send him to cover the back door."

Cliff strolled away; Moe settled back behind the whed. At the same moment, M ontague Rayne swung
away from view. Muffling the clicks of his cane, he headed for the Bowery. Looking off to theright he
could see thefront of the old hotdl, with its grimy lightsinterspersed with burned-out bulbs. A pleased

cackle cameto Rayne'swithered lips.

Though Moe Shrevnitz did not know it, his cab had been spied quite often lately by those same sharp
eyes. Moe had aregular parking place near Times Square; any one who had seen his cab elsewhere
might easly have had the luck to spot it at its usud stand.



Moe had figured in the quest for Myram; a proof that he was connected with the search for the scroll.
Moreover, Moe was sometimes lax in watching backward to seeif his cab happened to have ancther on
itstrail. On thisquick trip, he had not once glanced behind to look for followers.

Montague Rayne was hobbling to the rear of the old Hotel Santiago. Once there, he found an obscure
entrance. He used it and came to the rear of the lobby.

Cliff Mardand was gtralling about, killing time. While Rayne waited, Cliff went on. Rayne hobbled into
the lobby, passed a deepy clerk behind the desk and continued, unnoticed, up a stairway.

IN Room 508, Jerry Koba was seated at atable, histypewriter set before him. The weary-faced man
was working on his story; but the twitching of his face showed that he could not keep hismind to the
task. Jerry was troubled, nervous, when arap sounded at the door, he sprang about with ajolt.

"Who'sthere?'

A quavering tone responded to Jerry's sharp question. It was akindly, friendly voice, that formed a
query.

"Mr. Kane? Could | see you for afew minutes?'
"All right.”

Jerry went over and unlocked the door. He saw the bent form of Montague Rayne; he stared, puzzled,
as he viewed the withered face. Then the old visitor hobbled forward. Smiling, he delivered atired smile
ashe sat downinachair and laid his portfolio on the floor beside him.

"Sorry, gir," remarked Jerry. "l guess|'m not the Mr. Kane you cameto see.”

"No?' Rayne chortled the question. "Did | say that | had come here to see Mr. Kane?"'
"That'swhat you sad, Sr.”

"l waswrong. | cameto find Mr. Kobal. Jerry Kobal."

At mention of hisown name, Jarry twitched nervoudy. A hunted expression showed on hisface; then
faded as he heard another senile cackle come from the lips of his doddering visitor. Thisfellow could
offer no trouble, Jerry decided. The ex-crook closed the door and locked it.

"All right," he acknowledged gruffly. "I'm Jerry Kobal. What's on your mind, grandpop?"

"Sit down." Raynée'stone, though high-pitched, showed firmness. "I have a proposition that may interest
you, Kobd. Tell me: what about the parchment scroll you have in your possession? How did you acquire
it?'

Jerry stared, startled; then shook his head.

"You'renot adick,” he decided, "and you don't look like acrook. An old chap like you ought to be on
thelevd. Say—who are you, anyway?"

"My nameis Rayne. Montague Rayne. | have only recently arrived in New Y ork. Come, come, Kobd;
tell me about the scroll. Be honest with me.”

"Y ou want the whole story?"



"From the beginning.”

"All right." Jerry's face showed determination. "'I'll come clean. I've been wishing that | could find
somebody who might believe what I've got to say; and you look like you might be the man, Mr. Rayne."

"I shdl believeyou, Kobd. | can dwaystdl when aman spesksthetruth.”
Jerry paced the room. He paused and faced hisvisitor; then spoke frankly.

"I WAS acrook once," hesaid. "l wasin stir; now that I'm clear of the Big House, | don't want to go
back. | wasliving in alittle gpartment, Mr. Rayne, writing out some of my experiences. | felt my own
story might do good work—might steer other fellows away from crime—help them to keep Straight.”

Rayne nodded. His face showed abeaming smile. Jerry felt more at ease. He resumed.

"Last night," he detailed, "who barged in on me but Slugger Haskew, a crook | used to know. He was
wounded—amost dying—and he told meif | didn't work with him, hed bring the copsin on us. That
would have implicated mein whatever job Sugger had been doing.

"| pretended that 1'd work with him. He gave methe scrall. It'sin Latin—I could recognize some of the
words, even though | couldn't trandate them— and it must be important. Because Sugger wanted meto
passit onto acrook caled The Creeper.

"Hetold meto head for ahotdl called the Alcadia, an old joint north of here. He said I'd know The
Creeper when | heard him—»by the fellow's footsteps. Slugger wasto cal, after 1'd gone, and put The
Creeper wiseto where | was."

Jerry stopped. For amoment, he eyed Rayne suspicioudy, wondering if thisvisitor might be The
Creeper, despite the fact that he had come without making that strange tread of which Slugger had
spoken. Then, disarmed by Rayne'sfriendliness, Jerry continued.

"I didn't go to the Alcadia," he affirmed. "1 didn't want anything to do with murderers. I've gone straight,
Mr. Rayne, and I'm going to stay straight. | came here instead—here to the Santiago. |'ve been
wondering what to do ever snce—whether | should call the police or not. Honestly, I've been in a stew!
| don't think the copswould believe me, evenif | did hand over the scroll. If | could only -"

"Let me seethe scroll,”" crackled the seated viditor. "'l should like to examineit.”

Jerry nodded. He produced the bloodstained document from histypewriter case. Rayne received it and
studied the inscription closely. His smile betokened satisfaction; then his eyes narrowed as he asked:

"Did you make acopy of this?

Jerry produced atypewritten sheet and gave it promptly to hisvigtor. Hisvoice was frank as he
explained:

"That'sthe only copy, Mr. Rayne. | smply made it for my own protection, in case of emergency. | hit it
off on the machine to-day; but | made no carbon. What's more, | don't remember half of it. Just alot of
Latintome"

RAY NE reached for his portfolio. Opening it, he dipped his hand inside and produced an envel ope.
From this, he removed astack of bank notes. Jerry stared, goggle-eyed, at sight of the currency. Rayne
counted off asheaf of notes and held them in hisright hand.



"Hereisfivethousand dollars," he declared. "My price for the purchase of the scroll. Will you accept it?"
Jerry reached for the money; then stopped.

"Only if youreon thelevel," he decided, grasping the scroll that Rayne had placed on the arm of the
chair. "No crooked businessfor me, Mr. Rayne, no matter how much jack you're willing to ante.”

"You are honest,” commended Rayne, with asatisfied nod. "Very well, Kobal; | can assure you that this
is honest money. This scroll belonged to afriend of mine'- quietly, Rayne reached out and took the
parchment from Jerry's hand—"to an old friend, who trusted me. He is dead, poor Bigelow." Sadly,
Rayne's head shook, while his mild quaver softened. "Heis dead; and the scroll was stolen from him.

"Gladly would he have placed it in my hands. Y ou have done anoble service, Kobd, in reclaming the
scroll from thieves. | am wedlthy; it isasareward for your honesty that | am offering you this money."

The hand with the bills stretched forward, trembling. Jerry Koba wasimpressed with the belief that
Rayne's offer was genuine. The ex-crook's hesitation ended. He clutched the money gladly.

"Fivethousand bucks!" he exclaimed. " Say—this gives me aswell break, Mr. Rayne! | appreciate your
generosity; and if therésanything ese-"

"Thereis," crackled the visitor, with asmile. "Oneimportant condition, Kobd. Y ou are to leave town
to-night. Travel far—so far that none of your old associates will find you. Moreover, you are to say
nothing about this transaction. It must remain an absol ute secret!”

"Trust me," grinned Jerry. "I'll be out of herein fifteen minutes. Now that you've staked me, | can get
somewhere. It'satough uphill grind for afellow after he'sbeenin stir. But with cash—honest cash—for a
dart, I've got the chance I've wanted.”

Montague Rayne wasrising. Jerry helped him to his feet. The wrinkled-faced visitor thrust the scrall into
his portfolio. He started toward the door; Jerry hurried ahead and unlocked it. Rayne offered atrembling
hand in parting; Jerry received it and returned the visitor's clasp.

Pocketing his money—cash which he felt wasfairly earned—Jerry Koba watched the huddled figure of
Montague Rayne go hobbling down the hall. He heard alast cackle of pleased satisfaction. Closing the
door, the ex-crook began to pack hisfew effects, in preparation for the distant trip that his benefactor
had ordered.

A quick transaction had been accomplished. The missing scroll had been bought, paid for and delivered;
again it had changed hands, thistime without violence. All within abrief span of time while agentsof The
Shadow, stationed outside the Hotel Santiago, were dill awaiting the arrival of their cloaked chief!

CHAPTER X1V. THE CREEPER'STHRUST

AT the very time when Jerry Koba was congratulating himself upon the acquisition of five thousand
dallars, his name was being discussed by two members of The Cregper's clan. One was Zimmer Funson;
the other, hisright bower, Hal. The two were seated in the bookie€'sliving room at the Hotel Parkview.

"No lineyet on Jerry Kobd?' was Zimmer's query. "Say, Hdl, | thought you could come through with
something. Y ou did agood job locating Dopey Ddvin."

"That was luck, Zimmer," returned Hal, with ashake of his head. "It'stougher, finding Jerry. Y ou're sure
you've got the right dope about him?'



"Straight from The Creeper. Thisguy Sugger knew him and dipped him the scroll. Jerry was supposed
to have headed for the Hotel Alcadia; but he didn't. He's pulled some doubl e cross.”

"Sure he'snot at the Alcadia?"

"It's been covered. Not by us; but by some other bunch. Well, we've got the only lead; we know that
Jerry Kobal used to play the races oncein awhile, after he came out of stir. We'd know him if we saw
him."

"That'senough, isnt it, Zimmer? Give the guy time; helll bob up. That'swhy | left Waly and Steve down
a Townley's"

"Y ou told methat Jerry Koba owes Townley some dough.”

"Surel Fifty bucks."

"So you left Wally and Steve there. That's a hot one. The guy won't blow into ajoint where he owes
dough."

"You'rewrong, Zimmer. Thisguy Kobal pays his debts. Townley told Wally that he aways shows up
when hesflush.”

"Maybeit'sagood hunch, Hal. Say—Townley doesn't know that you fellows are hooked up with me,
does he?'

"Not achance of it."
"All right. Side on down there and stick with the others.”

SO far, the henchmen of The Creeper had made no guess asto Jerry Kobal's whereabouts. It had taken
agents of The Shadow to track the crook who had gone straight. They were still arrayed about the Hotel
Santiago. Hawkeye had just arrived; he was covering the dley at the back.

Hawkeye's |lateness, however, had produced a doublefold result. Not only had Montague Rayne gained
achance to enter; the old hobbler had aso found opportunity to leave by that unwatched rear exit. Cliff,
occasiondly entering the lobby, had not spied Rayne either coming or going; nor had the clerk, till
dozing behind his desk.

Hawkeye was close beside the rear door when he heard awhisper in the darkness. It was The Shadow,
again arrived upon the field which hisaids were guarding. Hawkeye did asde; The Shadow moved
inward toward the lobby. He stopped to watch, as a man came down the stairs and walked over to the
desk.

"Checking out, Mr. Kane?"' came the voice of the awakened clerk.

A nod from Jerry Kobal, asthe ex-crook placed his typewriter on the floor. The Shadow moved back to
the exit. Hiswhisper to Hawkeye was a sharp one. The little spotter skidded away, heading around the
block to contact Moe Shrevnitz in the cab.

The Shadow waited. From the outer exit, he caught a glimpse of Jerry Kobal, strolling toward the front
door of the hotdl. Jerry's bill was paid; he was on hisway. The Shadow swiftly took the course that
Hawkeye had followed.

Arriving out front, Jerry looked about, intending to start toward the elevated. At that moment, Mo€e's cab



whedled up; the driver delivered afriendly grin at the man who had come from the hotel.
"Taxi?'

Jerry nodded. He entered the cab. He ordered M oe to take him to the Pennsylvania Station. The cab
pulled away. At the same moment, Cliff Mardand hailed a chance cab that had swung in from the
Bowery. Climbing aboard, he spoke to the driver.

"Seethat hack?" queried Cliff, pointing out Moe's cab. "Tail it, bud. | want to talk to the guy that'sriding
init. It meansafin for you, if you don't losethe guy."

"All right by me" laughed the driver.

At that moment, another figure swung aboard the cab. The door closed amost automatically. Cliff looked
up to see ablotting shape that settled down beside him. A low whisper followed. The Shadow wasriding
along with Cliff. Hawkeye had passed The Shadow's order dong to the others. No longer needed for the
present expedition, the little spotter had been left behind.

MOE'S cab proved easy to follow. Small wonder; for he was obeying The Shadow's order. Hawkeye
had given Moethetip to pick up Jerry; then to make it easy for Cliff to trail him in another cab. Usudly,
The Shadow used Moge'staxi as atrailer; to-night he had reversed the procedure. Asapassenger in
Moe's cab, Jerry was under complete surveillance.

Up ahead, M oe had reached an avenue. He was driving at comfortable speed, eyeing his passenger
through the mirror. He saw Jerry staring at the fronts of some dilapidated buildings. Suddenly, asthey
neared alighted cigar store, the passenger gave an order.

"Stop hereaminute.”

Moe gpplied the brakes. He thought that Jerry was going in for cigarettes, for the fellow, aighting, told
him to wait. But as Moe watched the front of the cigar store, he saw Jerry go through to adoor at the
rear. Looking up, Moe saw lighted windows with drawn blinds on the second floor. He knew the place.

The second cab had arrived. The Shadow emerged while Cliff was passing the driver the promised five
spot. The second taxi sped away. Cliff came up to Moe's cab; he could hear the hackie reporting to The
Shadow in the darkness.

"He went through the cigar store,” Moeinformed. "He must be going upgtairs, to ajoint run by abookie
named Townley. The saps place bets there; Townley has some dot machines -

The Shadow's hissed whisper ended Moe's wandering report. It was Cliff who promptly added more
important details.

"I know the place," said Cliff. "Maybe | can crash the gate. Theré's another way out, though, from the
house next door, in case the cops stage araid.”

Whispered ordersin the dark. Both Cliff and M oe caught a glimpse of The Shadow's weaving cloak;
then their chief waslost in the darkness of darkened store-fronts as he headed swiftly toward the corner,
to round it and reach the rear of the row of buildings.

Cliff gave obedienceto an order just received; he sauntered into the cigar store. Moe, inturn, pulled his
cab ahead and swung around the corner to park on the side street.

Passing the cigar counter, Cliff went to the door at the rear of the store. He stepped into a back room; a



sdlow-faced lookout challenged him and asked his name. Cliff gaveit.
"| better see Townley," the watcher said. "Stick here until | come back.”

He opened adoorway and clattered up aflight of stairs. Cliff waited, deciding it was best to play safe.
He had met Townley in the past; the bookie would probably grant him prompt admittance. So Townley
would have—but for events that were breaking at that very moment.

JERRY KOBAL had reached the upstairs joint. He had found Townley behind a counter and wastalking
to the bookie. Townley was awise-faced fellow; coatless, he was sporting vest and derby hat, while he
chewed the end of ablack stogy.

"l oweyou fifty, Townley," reminded Jerry, in aconfidentia tone. "Sorry | couldn't dig it up before. Here
itis, old sock. Thanksfor dlowing me credit.”

He pulled out afifty-dollar bill and thrust it across the counter. Townley nodded histhanks, he said
something that Jerry could not catch because of the clatter of dot machines. There were adozen of these
dongthewadl; dl werein use, with other playerswaiting for their turn.

Jerry leaned forward. As he did, something poked hisribs. Whedling, startled, he saw himsdlf surrounded
by atrio. They were Zimmer'stouts. Wally, looming lanky; Steve, squatty and sneering; Hdl, hisgold
teeth glistening as he ddivered an ugly leer. It was Hal who formed the center of the three. Hisfist held
the gun that was jabbed againgt Jerry's Side.

"We got something to talk about,” informed Hal. "Outside. Open that other door for us, Townley. Well
take care of thisrat!"

Jerry's face had begun a twitching; suddenly the motion stopped. He knew that these fellows, despite
their toughness, were not experienced gunmen. They might be quick on the trigger; but they lacked the
technique of those who were accustomed to inviting avictim for aone-way ride.

"Why don't you talk here?" queried Jerry. "Nobody's going to hear us, with dl that clatter.”

"All right," snarled Hal, "have it that way. What did you do with that paper Sugger dipped you? Got it on
you?’

"Easy, boys," cautioned Townley, from behind the counter. "I don't want thisjoint shot up. Y ou didn't tell
me you was going to hand aguy the works. Tak to 'em, Tom."

The last remark was addressed to the lookout who had come up to inform Townley that Cliff wanted
admittance. But before Tom could join in the protest, Hal snarled an order. Waly and Steve hoisted
bulging gunswithin their pockets. Townley and his lookout stood rigid.

"Slip methe paper,” ordered Hdl, histone venomous. "Thisrod'sgot ahair trigger. I'm yanking it, if you
don't come across! I'm giving you five seconds!”

JERRY redized ingtantly that the tout meant business. In one quick flash, he pictured himsdf on thefloor,
his body riddled with bullets from an emptied gun. When fellowslike Hal started shooting, they kept on
until the hammer clicked. Such was the way with inexperienced killers. Jerry had to talk—and talk fast.

"Thescrall,” he said, quickly, "I havent got it. | sold it to afellow to-night.”
"Sold it?" snarled Hdl.



"Yes," returned Jerry. "For five grand. | steered away from the Hotel Alcadia, figuring the bulls might be
there. Sugger looked like held been in abad jam. So | went to the Santiago instead. Sugger was
supposed to passthat aong. Guess he croaked before he had a chance.”

Thequick bluff had momentary effect. Jerry followed it up rapidly.

"The guy that came was an old gent,” he stated. "1 thought he must be the fellow Sugger told to meet me.
He put up the dough; | dipped him the scrall -*

"Yeah?' insarted HA. "And what was his name?'
"Montague Rayne."

Jarry gave the nameinvoluntarily. He had time to think of no other. Under stress, he had redlized that a
moment's hesitation would mean ingtant death. He realized, aso, that Hal might know something about
that old fellow who had brought the cash. To give the right name seemed the only out.

"Montague Rayne," repeated Hal, with asneer. "I'll remember it; but you won't. It's curtains for you, now
that you've spilled what you know. If -"

Twigting away from the revolver muzzle, Jerry made adive for Hal'sgun arm. Ashe did, hewas
conscious of afierce, terrifying sound that suddenly filled the room. It was amighty laugh, avivid
crescendo of mockery that came from afar door beyond the counter.

It was that weird mockery, not Jerry'stwidt, that threw Hal off balance. The would-be murderer swung
toward the direction of the sound. So did Steve and Wally asthey heard the fierce chdlenge that rang out
above the hubbub of the room.

Townley and Tom stared rigid; at the same ingtant, the dot machine players stopped their clatter and
swung about in wild astonishment.

Before them stood The Shadow. He had uncovered the emergency exit; he had arrived to encounter men
of crime. Histimely appearance had saved Jerry Kobal; but it had placed The Shadow himself ina
position of ingtant danger. The habitues of Townley's dive—many of them— were hardened ruffians.
Denizens of the badlands, these rogues were sworn enemies of The Shadow.

Zimmer Funson's three touts were not al with whom The Shadow had to dedl. Of two dozen players
gathered about the dot machines, fully half were thugs who had chanced to choose this hangouit. Lined
aong theinner wall of the big room, they raised a huge cry asthey dropped for cover, yanking revolvers
asthey dived.

Massed strength had offset the surprise of The Shadow's entry. Snarling thugs were ready to give battle,
glad of the chance that had brought their arch-enemy into their temporary domain.

CHAPTER XV. THE SHADOW'S RESCUE

FACED with immediate fray, The Shadow had sized the situation. Across the room was chagos; at that
spot, men were spreading with varied purposes.

Some, mere patrons of the place, were dashing toward a doorway, anxious to get clear of a space that
would soon be a battlefield. Others—those drawing guns—were vicious scoundrels who knew how to
handle their gats. A round dozen, they were the enemies whom The Shadow soon must mest.

For the present instant, he had others with whom to dedl: three who were apprentices at hand-to-hand



conflict, but murderous, nevertheless. Hal, Wally and Steve—the three had come here keyed to kill. In
the excitement, they were at fever pitch, strained to a point where they would face any foe.

They were ready with revolvers. They saw the cloaked battler, ready with his bulging automatics. They
caught the blaze of burning eyes. The three touts opened combat. Steve and Wally fired first; their hasty
shots sizzled wide of The Shadow. Hal, alone, gained an instant bead; but he found no chanceto fire.
Before he could pressthe hair trigger of hisgat, Jerry Kobd sprang forward and hurled him to the floor.

The Shadow's automatics boomed smultaneoudy. Wally and Steve were histargets. Both staggered,
their gun arms dropping. The Shadow whirled. The room roared with acannonade. Thugs were opening
firefrom behind dot machines. The Shadow was answering with booming, wide-prayed shots.

Crook-dispatched bullets whistled wide. A few of The Shadow's dugs found human targets; but others
bashed againgt the sted posts of the dot machines. These vicious fighters had overturned the gambling
devices, to use them as entrenchments. They had cut off The Shadow from the further door; they were
firing to block hisexit by the other direction.

Only by asudden reversal of his course did The Shadow trick the frenzied marksmen who sought his
life

Then, before the thugs could concentrate their aim, new shots ripped inward from the entrance at the
garway. Cliff Mardand had dashed up from below. Reaching the room, he found himsalf on alinewith
the bulwarked sharpshooters who were aiming for The Shadow.

Cliff's shots roared down the aley behind the overturned dot machines. One aiming thug sprawled; his
fdl cleared the way for Cliff to clip another. Thisenfilading fire was too much. Wildly, The Shadow's
enemies |egped from their improvised trench and went diving for adoorway that led to Townley's office.
Noncombatants had aready sought that shelter.

Haf of The Shadow's foemen remained sprawled on the floor. Between them, The Shadow and Cliff had
accounted for that number. Final blasts from The Shadow's automatics spurred on the oneswho fled,
urging them to greeter hurry. Only two remained: Townley, down behind his counter; Tom, cowering with
upraised ams.

Neither had seen Cliff; nor would they believe—later—that he had figured in the fray. Fearfully, they had
been watching The Shadow, hoping only that they would be spared from his barrage.

BUT dl the while, another conflict had been raging on the floor. A struggle between Jerry and Hal, the
two flattened below the line of zipping bullets that had whistled across the room. Jerry had fought to gain
Hal's gun; he had been succeeding until the very moment of The Shadow'svictory.

In that instant, Hal had twisted upward. Freeing his gun arm, he had driven it downward to deliver a
stunning crash againgt Jerry's skull. Catching the ex-crook's limp body, Hal swung it asashield in front of
him. With surprising skill, the tout thrust hisrevolver benegth Jerry's arm and aimed point-blank for The
Shadow.

An automatic roared. It found the only vulnerable point—the edge of Hal'sleft shoulder. The tout jolted
Sdewise as he received the searing flesh wound; but he did not lose hisaim. Hisfinger, though, faltered
for afull second. It wasin that interva that Cliff jabbed an angled shot from the doorway. Hal's turn had
given Cliff an opening which The Shadow had not gained.

The tout dumped. Jerry, limp and stunned, pitched forward on the floor. The Shadow swept in from the
far doorway, while Cliff dived for the wall near the head of the stairs. There he found light switches and



clicked them. The dive was plunged into darkness.

Automatics tongued long flashes through the smoky blackness. They were warning shots, those last stabs
from the mighty guns. Warningsto the crooksin Townley's office to stay where they were.

Asechoesdied, Cliff heard a hissed command. Hejoined The Shadow; together they hoisted Jerry
Kobal's form and headed through the door that led to the adjoining house.

Descending stairs, they reached arear passage that led to the street. Jerry'slimp body went aboard
Moe's cab. Cliff followed; the taxi sped away. The Shadow was sending the hunted man to a place of
safety, where he would have a physician's care. Then The Shadow, himsalf, strode swiftly on hisway.
Hismovewastimdly.

Clubs were pounding sidewaks on the avenue: patrolmen, signaling for aid. Radio patrol carswere
roaring into view. Officers headed into the cigar store; others, guessing at arear exit, were heading to the
sde street. New battle followed. It began when three policemen reached Townley's upstairsjoint.

Tom had crept over to turn on the lights. Thugs and scared-faced 9ot machine players had surged from
the office. Seeing the police, they made for the same exit that The Shadow had chosen. The officerswere
met by only two resisters: Wally and Steve, who had been crippled by The Shadow's first shots.

Huddled in front of the counter, the wounded touts went mad. They had been sent here to kill; kill they
would, now that their first agonies were ended. The Shadow had left them wounded, for the law to
capture. They, themselves, were the ones who changed the decision. Gripping their revolvers, both Wally
and Steve began to fire a the police.

THE bluecoats responded. Weakened, Wally and Steve fired wildly. Quick shots from police revolvers
mowed them to the floor. Keeping on, the officers took up the chase of the men who had gone out
through the emergency exit.

Gunfire from below. The fleeing customers had been trapped between two bands of police. They would
surrender; soon the officers would be back.

Townley and Tom were scrambling about, unlocking dot machines. They were hagtily unloading quarter
dollarsto hide the slver before the law took charge. They had no time to notice a huddled man who
crawled up from thefloor.

It was Hal, the last of the three touts; the one man who formed alink back to Zimmer Funson, the only
one who could send word to The Creeper. Cliff had dropped the would-be murderer; but only with a

hasty bullet. Though wounded, Hal wasin no serious plight. Gaining hisfeet, he steadied and made his
way to Townley's deserted office.

Sinking into achair, Hal picked up atelephone from the desk. He put in acall to Zimmer. Coolly, the
tout sated the facts as he remembered them. Histone was steady, although he clipped his statements
short.

"l got Jerry Kobal," declared Hal. "Y eah. He'sthrough... Maybe they lugged him away; but not till after
I'd crowned him... Who? The Shadow... Y eah, The Shadow... Sure, he was here; but he didn't keep
Koba from blabbing...

"Hegot rid of the scroll.... Yeah, Kobal did... To-night. That'swhen... Handed it to an old geezer who
gave himfive grand... Sure. | remember the name: Montague Rayne... That'sright. Montague Rayne. |
sad Rayne—not Wayne... Beginswith an R; that'sright...



"The cops? Y egh, they're here. They finished Wally and Steve... Y eah, both of them; but they won't get
me... What's that? Not achance. I'll shoot my way out of hereif | haveto... Don't worry; nobody will be
wise. They won't know you wereinit, Zimmer..."

Hal hung up. Steadily he arose, and drew arevolver from his pocket. His gold teeth glittered ashe
formed an ugly grin. He walked to the door and opened it. He stopped short at sight of a stocky,
swarthy-faced man who was standing in the center of the room, holding agun while he ordered Townley
and Tom to cease their scrambling for quarters.

Hal snarled; he knew the arrival's face: Detective Joe Cardona, acting inspector at present. Even a
race-track tout would know Joe Cardona.

JOE heard the snarl; he Sraightened on the ingtant, aming hisrevolver inginctively ashe saw Ha draw a
bead on him. The tout's finger was on the hair trigger when Joe Cardonafired. The quick shot that
jabbed from Joe's stubby gun was the only move that could have stayed Hal's murderous purpose.

Like Wadlly and Steve, Hal had come here to kill. He had been stopped before; he was stopped again.
He wavered; histrembling finger lacked even the trifling strength that was necessary to yank the hair
trigger. Knees gave way; the boastful tout floundered and sprawled upon the floor.

There were other bodies about. Those of thugs, of Wally and Steve. But thisfinal addition brought alast
hush to the fray. Townley and Tom stared with drawn faces. Joe Cardonaturned to them, after alook at
Had's dead face. The ace detective spoke soberly.

"He'sno gorilla, that fellow." Cardona shook his head. "'If he had been, held have quit. Thiswas hisfirst
try at murder. It's the new oneswho are the toughest sometimes. They're after blood; they don't
caculate. Too bad I had to shoot him; | wouldn't have had achance, if | hadn't.”

As Cardona said, it was "too bad.” Not that Hal had died; for the tout had deserved hisfate. But in
dropping him, Joe Cardona had unwittingly performed a service for The Creeper, arch-foe of the law.
He had cut off the last link between to-night's attempted crime and Zimmer Funson.

Had Ha—or his pas—remained dive to blab Zimmer's name, one of The Creeper's chief lieutenants
would have been put in abad spot. The Shadow had Ieft those possible informants aive; policemen and
Joe Cardona, to save their own lives, had been forced to finish the careers of all three.

Moreover, Hal had passed the word to Zimmer. The newswould reach The Creeper. That supercrook
would gain the name of Montague Rayne; thus he would know the person to whom Jerry Kobal had
passed the precious scroll of parchment.

The Creeper's thrust had succeeded, despite the loss of three henchmen. The Creeper would regard it as
ared success; he cared nothing for atrio of Zimmer'stouts.

New opportunity for The Creeper. A new quest—the search for Montague Rayne, the unexpected
factor who had entered the game. Y et The Creeper's path would not be smooth. There was till a power
with whom he must contend. The Shadow had rescued Jerry Kobal, despite Hal's belief to the contrary.
Whatever The Cregper had learned, The Shadow would know also.

Keen, crafty, hisvery identity unknown, The Creeper remained formidable. But there was one who
moved as cunningly as he; one whose love of justice was greater even than The Creeper's urge for evil;
one whose ways were aso hidden beneath the cloak of darkness.

That one was The Shadow, whose might had prevailed to-night; that super being whose prowess could



conquer all odds.
CHAPTER XVI. THE SHADOW KNOWS

TWENTY -FOUR hours had passed. Dinner had ended at the Doyd mansion. Only Theresaand her
Uncle Egbert had been present while Wilfred had served the medl. Theresa had conversed buit little; after
dinner, the girl had gone upstairs to her own room. Egbert had merely stated that he might go out for a
short walk.

Silence was heavy in the old house; so heavy that it seemed appalling. Theresa had fancied that she had
heard aring of the front doorbell. WWondering, she had opened the door of her room and left it atrifle
ga. Perhaps that was why she had sensed the t