SI LVER SKULL
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," January 1, 1939.

Little silver tokens that neant death! Could The Shadow uncover the
w cked
schene?

CHAPTER |
DOOM S TCOKEN

THERE was sonething in the night air that Mldred Wlbin did not like.
Perhaps it was the fog, a rmuggy m st not usual during this mld season. But
M1l dred had driven through such fogs before, when she went to her uncle's hone
on Long Isl and.

As she swung her trim canary-hued roadster al ong the road beside Long
I sl and Sound, M| dred brushed back the stray |ocks of |ight-brown hair that
had
settled toward her eyebrows. Wth the same sweep, she seened to take the
troubled furrows fromher forehead. Her attractive lips lost their solemm
dr oop
and favored her with a smle fromthe rear-view mrror

She was worried about her uncle, that was all; and with very little
reason. The fog had suggested a danger, but the nenace was too renote to be
gi ven further consideration

Tonight, Mldred s uncle, Herbert WIbin, was taking a transport plane
for
Los Angeles. Wthin the past nmonth, two such ships had crashed anong the Rocky
Mount ai ns. Therefore, MIldred had |ogically been worried when her uncle had
nmentioned that he was going West by air.

Logic of a different sort had ended the girl's qual ns. Herbert WI bin had
argued that the planes were flying higher, taking nore precautions, because of
the recent disasters. That had satisfied MIldred, until this fog had cone
along. Wth it, her sense of an existing nenace had returned.

But she was reasoning that nenace out of mnd. This fog was | ocal
confined to Long Island alone. It couldn't bother pilots of a westbound pl ane.
As if in answer to that bit of common sense, the fog began to clear before the
roadster's headlights.

M|l dred had reached the rise of ground outside her uncle's estate. She
turned the car in between two stone gates and drove slowy along the curved
drive that led to the mansion.

There was a light beneath the portico that fronted the great stone house.
By the glow, MIldred saw a |inousine parked there. A gray-haired man - Herbert
Wl bin - was standing beside the car, talking to someone within it. Rather
t han
i nterrupt her uncle's conversation with a parting guest, MIdred cut through a
side drive that led to a circle in back of the huge house.

The fog was very slight where MIdred parked, but pitch-blackness settled
in the noment that she turned off the roadster's lights. The circular drive
was
fl anked by cedar trees that hid the | ower wi ndows of the house. Mldred had to
grope past those screening trees, to sight the dimlight fromthe house door
t hat opened onto the rear drive.

She had a key to that door, and while she used it, she felt nervous. She
was worried again, not by thought of the fog, but by something that she
couldn't explain. There was no breeze in the fog-stilled darkness, yet the



cedar trees seened to whisper

Mldred' s lips were tight, when the door finally unlocked. She felt very
grateful for the lights in the rear hall. Gateful even when she saw Fortner
al t hough she didn't like the fell ow.

Fortner was her uncle's secretary, a smug, niddl e-aged man whose hair was
prematurely gray.

Per haps Herbert WI bin found Fortner indispensable as a secretary; but
that, in Mldred's opinion, didn't make up for the man's sneaki ness.

For once, she had noticed Fortner before the secretary spied her. He was
on his way to Wlbin's study, and it was al nost |aughable, the sudden junp
t hat
Fortner gave when he heard M| dred speak. A nmonent |ater, he was stammering -
somet hing that M| dred had never known himto do before.

"Why... why, you startled ne, Mss WIbin!" the secretary wheezed. "I
thought... well, you said good-by to your uncle, awhile ago. But... but -"

"But |1'm back again," interposed Mldred, with a snmle. "I happened to
forget my suitcase. It's upstairs in my room Wuld you get it for ne,

Fort ner ?"

The secretary hesitated; he | ooked toward the study door, as though duty
cal l ed himthere.

"It's very heavy," added MIdred, "and besides, | left some books in the
l[ibrary. If you bring the suitcase while I'mgetting the books, it will save
nme
alot of time."

Fortner nodded. He gl anced toward the front of the house. Noting no signs
of Herbert WIbin's imrediate return, Fortner decided to get the suitcase. But
he spoke a reninder before he started upstairs.

"M. WIbin has sone inmportant letters to dictate," said Fortner. "He
can't afford much tine, or he will miss his plane. It's a long trip to the
airport.”

"I"ve already said good-by to Uncle Herbert," smled MIldred. "You won't
even have to tell himthat | canme back."

Quite relieved, Fortner headed for the stairway, while MIldred went into
the Iibrary. She was picking out the books, when she heard the smooth purr of
the departing |inmousine out front. She glinpsed her uncle when he cane in from
the portico, but she did not call to himas he went past the library door

HERBERT W LBIN was smiling as he strolled into the study. He was
remenbering some quip that he had exchanged with the visitor who had just
left.

They had chatted previously in the study, for on Wl bin's desk was an ash tray
contai ning cigar stunps, and tall glasses enpty except for remaining fragnments
of ice.

Sitting down at his desk, WIlbin stiffened suddenly, with a slight
instinctive recoil. His eyes had encountered a strange object that glimrered
dully fromthe desk: a thing that seemed alive, although it synbolized death.

The object was a silver skull remarkably |ike an actual death's-head,
though it was small enough to have rested within the pal mof WIbin's hand.

Gstensibly, the skull was nothing nore than a paper weight, for it rested
upon sone papers that were on the desk. Nevertheless, WIbin reached for the
skull as though he feared it would burn his fingers. Laying it gingerly aside,
he began to paw t hrough the papers beneat h.

A chill gripped Herbert WIlbin; his breath hissed between his gritted
teeth. There should have been an envel ope anong. that bundl e; one containing a
paper nore inportant than any in the stack

The envel ope was gone, its contents with it.

Hands cl anped upon the desk edge, WIlbin eyed the silver skull. This
tine,
his lips hissed words that he spoke as though they were a nane:



"Silver Skull!"

The title fitted a certain person, for a reason that Herbert WIbin knew
A man who should be trustworthy, yet who, by this token on the desk, was
otherwi se. A flood of thoughts rushed through WIbin's brain, began to |ink
t hemsel ves into connected ideas.

So intent was WIbin upon his theories, that he did not hear the sound of
a nmotor in the rear drive. It was MIldred, departing in her roadster; but
W bi n knew nothing of his niece's brief return.

In the stillness of the study, he was sliding open a desk drawer; his

eyes
fi xed upon the door of the room he reached for a revolver. Herbert WIbin was
quite sure that he could solve the riddle of the silver skull. Not once did
hi s

eyes waver fromthe door that he so grimy watched.

Soon, the door opened. Into the room stepped Fortner. The smug secretary
cl osed the door behind himand turned toward the desk. The | ook that he gave
was as startled as the one that MIdred had previously w tnessed.

Herbert W/ bin spoke in a tone as level as the steady aimof his
revol ver.

"Tonight, | received a guest,'

he told Fortner. "A man who presumably
knew
nothing of my affairs. A man, therefore, who could be Ileft alone in this room
where a nost inportant docunent was within his reach

"He found that paper, Fortner, and took it. In its place" - WIlbin

gestured with his free hand - "he left this skull! A curious token, because it
fits with his identity."

Fortner said nothing. H's eyes were gazing at the skull, his lips giving
a
twitch that tried to express ignorance, but failed.

"As | analyze it, Fortner," added WIlbin, "my visitor - let us call him
Silver Skull - could have left this token for one purpose only: to notify

someone that his task was done. Since you and | are alone in the house; you
are
t he person for whomthe informati on was nmeant!"

"NO, no!" Fortner was advanci ng, shaking his head, raising his hands
pitifully. "I know nothing!"

"You know everything," corrected Wlbin. "Halt where you are, Fortner
and
tell me what Silver Skull expects to gain. Tell me what you were supposed to
do,
after you found his token; what measures you were to take to cover the theft
of
t he envel ope.

"Unl ess you speak, Fortner, your plight will be as bad as that of the man
who hired you. | shall call the police" - WIbin's free hand was novi ng toward
t he tel ephone - "and denounce you, too, when | tell themthat Silver Skull is

Wlbin failed to add the nane. He had sonething el se to occupy him
Fortner was | eaping for the desk. The man's pretense of innocence was gone;
hence, WIbin did not hesitate.

Cool ly, WIbin aimed point-blank and pressed the gun trigger

The click did nothing to halt Fortner. The gun was enpty. Fortner
hi nsel f, had seen to that earlier; it explained why he was willing to take a
chance. Viciously, he sprang across the desk and | ocked with Wl bin before the
latter could recover fromhis surprise.

In the tussle that foll owed, Fortner fought with the frantic instinct of
a
cornered rat. He managed to twi st away froma choking clutch WIlbin got on his



neck, and with each spell of freedom he supplied wild nmeasures to beat off
t he
next attack. At last, luck served the secretary.

Hal f across the desk, Fortner wiggled free fromWIbin and tried to grab
for the swivel chair. He landed in it at an angle and the chair |evered
backward. Fortner's feet went up into the air, straight toward WI bin.

Partly through sheer inability to halt his backward plunge, partly
t hr ough
his ability to grasp quick opportunities, Fortner let his left foot fly high
in
a sideward Kkick that took WI bin underneath the chin.

The stroke had nore power than Fortner coul d possibly have put into a
punch. Its chance accuracy gave it a knockout force. Wen Fortner crawl ed from
the chair, he saw Herbert WIbin |ying stunned beside him

Panting, the secretary went to a wi ndow, raised the shade, then the sash.
Reachi ng back to the desk, he picked up the silver skull and showed it at the
wi ndow. There was a stir fromthe cedars; hard-1ooking men came through the
open wi ndow, and grinned their understandi ng when they viewed WIlbin's
prostrate form

They took the unconscious victimout through the wi ndow. Locking the sash
and drawi ng the shade, Fortner picked up the tel ephone and ordered a taxicab
He was tidying the room when the tel ephone bell rang. Answering it, Fortner
heard a chuckl e, as his tone was recogni zed.

The voice at the other end spoke a single word:

"Silver -"

"Skull," replied Fortner. Then, in panting tone: "It's done! Everything
wor ked out -"

A drop of the distant receiver cut off any further report. Silver Skul
was satisfied with the news. Fortner gave a shrug, then grinned. There was
nor e
work for himto do, but it would be easy; very easy.

VWen the taxi arrived at the WIbin mansi on, Fortner was standi ng beneath
t he darkened portico, a heavy suitcase resting beside him Wen he and his
| uggage were inside the cab, Fortner gave the brisk order

"Newark Airport!"

CHAPTER |
LI NKS FROM THE PAST

ON the day follow ng the stroke against Herbert WIbin, runors of another
air tragedy swept suddenly upon the public. A cross-country plane had vani shed
somewhere in the Rockies, exactly like the two that had been | ost before.

Among t he passengers listed was Herbert WIlbin, mllionaire manufacturer
from Long Isl and.

There was little doubt as to the plane's fate. By this tine, the public
had | earned what to expect when such ships were | ast reported over the
mount ai ns. A few days would bring the discovery of scattered weckage, in
whi ch
no person woul d be found alive.

Until that tine, searchers were expressing the usual hopes that they
t hemsel ves invari ably ended.

M daft ernoon found two men di scussing the mssing ship in surroundi ngs
quite remote fromthe Rocky Muuntains. The two were in a sunptuous hotel suite
in New York City, and though they presented a marked contrast in appearance
both were experienced in the sanme subject - aviation

One was Kent Allard, an aviator with a singular career. Years ago, he had
had a forced | anding in Guatenal a, where he had beconme the white god of a
tribe



of Xinca Indians. Returned to New York, Allard lived at this hotel, with two
faithful Xincas as his servants

Al l ard' s appearance was as remarkable as his career. Hi s face was
hawkl i ke
i n expression, as solem and as firmnol ded as the features of an Aztec idol
H s speech, cal mand even-toned, was as |lacking in enption as his countenance.
The only expression that m ght have betrayed his thoughts, came fromhis keen
eyes. But there was sonmething in that gaze that left all viewers baffled.

The ot her man was Norwood Parridge, a wealthy sportsman whose chi ef hobby
was flying. He was tall, like Allard; but his shoulders had a forward tilt, as
t hough they carried sone constant burden. Parridge's face was handsone but
haggard, and the lines that creased his forehead had the | ook of grooves.

"It can't happen again," Parridge was saying, as he paced the fl oor
Then,
bitterly: "That's what | said before, Allard. But it has happened!"

Al lard' s eyes had a synpathetic gaze. Parridge noted it; his shoul ders
strai ghtened as he stroked a hand through his runpl ed dark hair.

"I't's not the noney in it," he declared. "I'mnot worrying about the cash
that |1've invested in Federated Airways. It's aviation that counts, and that
applies to both of us."

"Quite," agreed Allard.

"I"'mgoing to join the search again," asserted Parridge, grimy. "Like
did when they hunted for those other ships. Thanks for your offer to pinch-hit
for me, but |'ve got to go through with it myself.

"Yet what will it bring? Nothing, except the finding of tw sted netal
human bodi es charred beyond all recognition. There will be talk of further
saf ety measures, but nothing can conme of it. Federated Airways already have
every possible safety device upon their planes.

"I't's the human elenment, Allard; the nmental hazard that hits every pilot,
no matter how experienced he is. That's why these crack-ups al ways conme in
cycles. All we can hope is that this particular one is ended."

AFTER Parridge had gone, Kent Allard stood at the w ndow of the spaci ous
living roomwatching the millionaire's car drive fromthe hotel. Fixed lips
nmoved; fromthem canme the tone of a whispered |laugh. Mrthless, it was a grim
echo to the matters that Allard and Parridge had di scussed.

Though Norwood Parridge did not know it, his fellow aviator, Kent Allard,
had nmore than an airman's interest in those tragedi es anong the Rockies. For
behi nd the cal mpersonality of Kent Allard lay a strange identity.

Kent Allard was The Shadow.

Master fighter who battled crime, The Shadow had cone face to face with a
chain of nystery that carried himinto the field of aviation which he, as
Allard, knew so well.

To date, The Shadow had accepted these air tragedies as the accidents
t hat
t hey appeared to be; but the third crash, only a few hours old, had produced
features that linked with the past.

Stepping to a witing desk, Allard drew typewitten sheets froma drawer
and studied themintently.

The first was a report on a man named Carter Qurry, a wealthy Californian
who had died in the first crash. @rry had been planning to place nost of his
fortune in a notion-picture enterprise, when death had intervened. H s wealth
had gone to a cousin in California, who had pronptly set out for Australia.

Next on the list was Roy Breck, a victimin the second crash. Breck, it
seened, had been traveling West to marry a girl in Arizona. H's death had
pl aced his entire fortune, the Breck lunber millions, in the hands of a
br ot her
who had al ready squandered his own inheritance

Breck's brother, like @Gurry's cousin, had pronptly faded fromthe public



eye.

Today, close upon the third plane disaster, agents of The Shadow had
supplied pronpt data regarding a new victim- Herbert WIlbin. There were two
possible heirs to Wlbin's wealth: one, a niece, MIldred; the other a nephew,
Roger. They were brother and sister

The two presented an absolute contrast. MIdred' s affection for her uncle
was marked; and fromall reports, WIlbin had cared for his niece. But Roger
had
shown no regard whatever for his uncle. In fact, Roger WIbin was at present
in
South Anerica, for a reason known to The Shadow, although it had not been
revealed to the | aw

The reason was that Roger had forged his uncle's name to checks totaling
some twenty thousand dollars, and Herbert W/ bin had stood the | oss.

Nevert hel ess, The Shadow s report sheets showed that Wl bin's | awers,
believing his death a certainty, had searched anong their client's papers and
had | earned that two thirds of the fortune was to go to the renegade nephew,
with only one third to the faithful niece.

As yet, The Shadow had not |earned the date of the will in question; but
he was sure upon one point - nanely, that the will must have been nade prior
to
Roger's crooked work. Likew se, The Shadow was positive that a later will, as

yet unfound, nmust have been extracted from anong WI bin's papers.

Those two points added up to one conclusion: that last night's plane
crash
had been somet hi ng other than an accident. Traci ng back, the sanme could
properly
apply to the previous disasters that had harried Federated Airways.

The Shadow fol ded the report sheets. H's hand was reaching for a
t el ephone, when the bell rang. Answering it in Allard s tone, The Shadow
| earned that a visitor had arrived to see him A nonment later, the visitor's
name was announced across the wire:

"Mss Mldred WIbin."

THERE was no snmile on Allard s Iips as he gravely received the caller
Not hing told MIldred that she, of all persons, was the one that Kent Allard
had
been nbst anxious to neet at this particular noment. She was conscious,

t hough,
of a keen gaze that seened to sweep her

In Mldred WI bin, The Shadow observed a girl of rare charm Her face had
a beauty that strain could not mar.

The girl was not wearing nourning clothes. Until she | earned the positive
news that the | ost plane had crashed, MIdred WIbin would refuse to believe
that her uncle was dead.

Wthin a few minutes, MIldred was tal king of the very subject that she
had
cone to discuss: her uncle. Mire than that, she was telling Kent Al ard why
she
had chosen to confide in him although she had never before nmet him

"You are a fanous aviator," said MIldred, her tone as sincere as her
gaze.

"More than that, you have undergone hardshi ps. They say that you are wealthy,
yet care little for wealth. That is why | believe that you will do what |
request, and understand fully why | ask it.

"My uncle may be dead. If he is dead, his death was designed. Therefore
you, in the interest of aviation, should investigate the cause."

Al'lard's nod showed interest. Then:

"What proof can you offer?" he asked. "There nust be sone reason -



"There is a reason," interposed Mldred. "I have heard fromnmy uncle's
lawers. His will leaves two thirds of his estate to ny brother. | assure you,
M. Allard, that nmy uncle nust have nmade a later wll.

"He intended to | eave everything to me. But ny feeling in the matter is
not selfish. | would give every cent" - her eyes were flashing - "to charity,
rather than have the slightest share go to Roger!"

"Then you believe that your uncle's wish -"

"Was precisely the sanme as nmine. There are reasons, M. Allard, that
cannot reveal, because ny uncle, hinmself, chose to keep them secret."

It was plain that MIdred was hol di ng back any statenent of Roger's
forgeries, which proved the sincerity of her story. Sensing that Allard was
i npressed, the girl pressed her cause with facts that she felt she could
properly reveal

"Fortner could be the man responsible,"” she declared. "He was my uncle's
secretary."

"Tell me about him"

M| dred described the smug secretary, and detail ed her inpression of
Fortner's soft-footed ways. Though Allard listened placidly, his eyes al nost
shut, MIldred thought she detected a flicker of interest on his part when she
mentioned the grayness of Fortner's hair.

"What you have told ne may be quite inportant,"” decided Allard. "However"
- his lips showed the senblance of a smile - "it is a problemfor a detective,
rather than an aviator. You will pardon ny absence for a few m nutes, Mss
W | bi n?"

M1 dred nodded. Allard strolled fromthe living room when he returned, a
few mnutes later, he again displayed his slight snile.

"The matter is in conpetent hands," he told Mldred, "and | can promi se
ny
own cooperation, so far as the aviation angle is concerned. Meanwhile, | nust
ask one question. Has anyone foll owed you since | ast night?"

M | dred shook her head. She was enphatic on that point. Fromthe w ndow,
she pointed out the yell ow roadster parked near the hotel. From his own
scrutiny, Allard seened assured that the car was unwat ched.

"I have sone excellent advice for you," he told MIldred. "You are to take
a vacation. Forget everything, until you hear fromnme. Everything, including
your uncle."

"Do you mean" - MIldred' s eyes were wide with hope - "that Uncle Herbert
may still be alive?"

"Anyt hi ng may be possible," assured Allard. He was watching a taxicab
par k
across the street fromMIldred s car

"But where aml| to go?"

ALLARD gave M Idred the name of a | odge on a Connecticut |ake, with
instructions howto reach it. He added that she was to use another nanme while
there, so that she could be reached only by persons who were supposed to know
that she was at the | odge.

Such precautions, instead of dismaying MIldred, served to intrigue her
She felt sure that the person contacted by Kent Allard nust be an investigator
of high repute. Confidence gripped her, as she walked with Allard to the door

"Do not worry about followers," remarked Allard, in parting. "Your trai
will be protected.”

From his wi ndow, Kent Allard watched MIdred | eave the hotel. The girl's
white attire, with its trimmng of brown, nmade her quite conspicuous as she
entered the canary-yellow roadster. The car, too, was easy to observe, as it
roll ed away through traffic. Those points, as affairs stood, were in Mldred's
favor.

A soft laugh canme fromthe |lips of Kent Allard. Again, the sibilant tone
was the mirth of The Shadow. This tinme, it carried a note of satisfaction



Wth
Mldred WIbin safe, available if needed for future information, The Shadow
was
ready to take up a trail of crime. For he was the investigator whose advice
Kent Allard had seem ngly sought by tel ephone.

There were tinmes, however, when chance could mar even The Shadow s pl ans.
In the case of MIdred WIbin, The Shadow had | aughed too soon

CHAPTER 1 |
SERVERS OF THE SKULL

WHEN M I dred WIlbin drove away fromAllard's hotel, a taxi took up her
trail. It was the sanme cab that had parked across the street and it was driven
by one of The Shadow s agents, summoned by that tel ephone call.

After a dozen blocks, Mldred turned into a side street and nade a stop
at
a jewelry store, where she had left her watch to be repaired. The cab was
wai ting there when she canme out; behind it was a coupe, driven by another of
The Shadow s agents.

The coupe took over the trail. MIldred was bei ng watched by Harry
Vi ncent,
nost capabl e of The Shadow s aids. Wth his coupe, it was Harry's task to
convoy
the girl beyond the limts of Manhattan

M | dred nade anot her stop, at a drug-store. From his coupe, Harry watched
t he doorway and satisfied hinself that no one had trailed the girl. In fact,
at
that nmoment, MIdred WIbin was entirely safe, forgotten even by the hidden
crimnal who had plotted agai nst her uncle. There was no way for Harry Vincent
to guess the part that chance was about to play.

Maki ng a purchase, M| dred opened her handbag and drew out a change
pur se.

Among the coins, she saw a folded slip of paper and opened it. She recognized
the slip as a shopping list that she had used a few days before. About to tear
t he paper, she saw a notation on the back

It was a tel ephone number, Hyacinth 4-9328, and it was witten in a
meticul ous hand that Mldred identified as Fortner's. She renmenbered instantly
that she had found the slip of paper on the tel ephone table in the hallway of
her uncle's home, but not until this noment had she noted the witing on the
under side.

Prompted by an inmedi ate i npul se, MIldred entered a phone booth in the
drugstore. For a nonment, she thought of calling Allard first; but she had
forgotten the number of his hotel. Dropping a nickel in the pay box, she
di al ed
t he Hyaci nt h nunber.

A voice answered pronptly; a voice that said "Hello!" in a great hurry.

Ml dred repeated the greeting; the voice evidently expected a wonman's call.
Across the wire, Mldred heard a snoot h-voi ced statenent:

"John Lenville will be next. Al is arranged; but be ready, in case you
are needed. "

There was sonething insidious in that smooth tone, that made MIdred' s
t houghts flash to her uncle's fate. Her fears of crine were not idle; nor was
crime ended. She stood at the tel ephone, too stunned to speak. The voice was
repeating the nanme of John Lenville. Finding her own voice, MIdred asked
cool ly:

"And after Lenville - will there be others?"

The question was not inmredi ately answered. MIldred found tinme to scraw
t he nane of John Lenville on the envel ope on which she had witten the address



of the Connecticut |odge. Then cane the voice across the wire, speaking a

singl e word:
"Silver -
The word neant nothing to MIldred. She supposed that her question had

been

m sunderstood. Calmy as before, she asked if there would be others after

Lenville. This time, after a nmoment of hesitation, the voice replied:
"Yes," it said, briskly. "There will be another. Dr. George Sleed!"

THERE was a click of a receiver. Hanging up, MIldred hurriedly consulted
a
tel ephone directory. She couldn't find the name of John Lenville, but she
di scovered a listing for Dr. George Sleed. H s address was in the Eighties,

t he
very direction in which Mldred intended to drive.

Going out to her car, MIdred drove north. Renenbering her interview wth
Kent Allard, she decided that before she called him it would be best to
gat her
all the information avail able. That could best be acquired by calling upon Dr.
Sl eed, a man who, |ike the unknown John Lenville, was |iving under sone
threat.

Reaching Sleed's address, Mldred found it to be a pretentious brownstone
house that had been converted into a store and apartments. Leaving her car
she
ascended the high steps; in the | obby, she found a bell button that bore the
nane of Dr. Ceorge Sleed, with the listing 2B. She rang the bell; there was a
prompt buzz fromthe automatic door. MIdred entered.

At the top of the stairs, a door had opened; in the waning afternoon
light, Mldred saw a uni formed nurse, who greeted her with a slight bow She
inquired MIldred' s nane; receiving it, the nurse ushered the visitor into a
tiny waiting room then asked:

"Does Dr. Sleed expect you?"

"No," replied Mldred. "But it is very inmportant that | see him"

"Very well, Mss WIlbin. | shall informhimthat you are here."

M | dred began wondering what to say to Dr. Sleed, when she net him
W apped in thought, she scarcely noticed that the little waiting roomwas very
stuffy. She was roused suddenly by the opening of an inner door. Against the
light froman office, she saw a bearded nan standing on the threshold.

"Dr. Sleed?" MIldred was rising as she spoke. "I've come to see you
because -"

The room was whirling suddenly. MIdred would have fallen, except for
Sl eed' s qui ckness in catching her arm He hel ped her into the office, calling
excitedly for Mss Royce. The nurse arrived to find MIldred sagged in a chair,
| aughi ng hysterically.

"This patient is very ill, Mss Royce," announced Sl eed, reprovingly.

" She
must be kept quiet. Put her to bed at once!"

Mldred tried to protest, but her voice only choked. The nurse hel ped her
to her feet; instantly, Mldred felt a return of dizziness. She let Mss Royce
hel p her along a hallway, into a white-walled room furnished with a hospita
bed and a few chairs. Froma chair beside the bed, MI|dred watched the nurse
cl ose the door, then bring a nightgown froma closet. Placing the garnment on
the bed, the nurse nmethodically turned down the covers.

“I'mall right," began Mldred. "Really -"

She gasped, hysterically. She realized that she wasn't all right. Then
t he
nurse was beside her, hel ping her renmove her cl ot hes.

The soft nightie felt very confortable when it slid over Mldred's
shoul ders. The bed was confortable, too. MIldred gave a sigh; nestling her



cheek agai nst the deep pillow, she watched M ss Royce gather scattered clothes
fromthe floor and pile the discarded garnents neatly on the chair.

"You must rest," advised the nurse, soothingly. "C ose your eyes. The
di zzi ness will pass.”

M LDRED cl osed her eyes. Confortable nonents passed until she heard a
sharp sound, like the closing of a door; next, a subdued, persistent hiss.
Coming upright in bed, MIldred was puzzled by the sight of daylight through
cl ear panes above a frosted wi ndow. Her fingers plucking the nightgown, she
wonder ed why she was wearing it instead of her own cl ot hes.

It struck her that she should be in her car driving to Connecticut,
instead of in this room Springing fromthe bed, she hurried to the w ndow

Through the cl ear panes above the frosted ones, MIdred | ooked out on the
front street and saw her yellow roadster parked there. She nmust get to it.

Going to the roomdoor, MIdred found that the knob would not turn. She
pounded for a few noments, then decided that she could save time by getting
dressed, while she waited for the nurse. MIldred was slipping the nightgown
from her shoul ders, when she turned toward the chair beside the bed. A surge
of
conpl et e hopel essness rendered her i mobile.

Her clothes were gone fromthe chair. M ss Royce had taken them
MIldred s
face went pale with despair; a chill seemed to sweep her, as she understood
how
capably her plight had been pl anned.

She had wal ked into a trap the noment that she entered that outer office.
Her hysteria had cone from | aughing gas, piped into the waiting room She
coul d
have been overpowered then and there; but these crooks, Dr. Sleed and the
nur se,

M ss Royce, would have had a nore difficult charge on their hands. They hadn't
want ed a chance visitor unconscious in the waiting room where soneone el se
m ght arrive.

Instead, they had let Mldred add to her own dil emma. She had becone a
patient, and had willingly let Mss Royce put her to bed. As she now stood,
Ml dred hadn't a single possession by which she could identify herself, for
her

handbag, with all its contents, had gone with her clothes.
Qut of a blur of thoughts, MIdred caught the reason why she had thought
of laughing gas. The hissing sound, still persistent in this room had given

her the explanation. Mre gas; but this dose was not of the sanme variety.
Before MIdred could start a frantic dash toward the wi ndow, a bl ackness swept
over her.

Wth a sudden sigh, the girl sank softly to the floor.

In the hallway outside, the bearded man who called hinmself Dr. George
Sl eed was watching a dial attached to the wall. The indicator had reached the
required point; with a snile that parted his beard, Sleed turned off the gas.

Coi ng back into his office, Sleed picked up Mldred' s handbag fromthe
desk. He was interested in the | arge amount of noney that it contained; also
in
t he aut onobil e keys and the licenses that went with them But he w dened his
overlarge grin when he found the slip of paper that stated MIdred' s
destination and the name she was to use in Connecticut.

Sl eed rapped on a door, gave the quick adrmonition: "Hurry, Thelma!"

The door opened. Qut stepped the Royce wonan, attired as a nurse no
longer. Fromtan-tri med shoes to brown-ribboned white hat, her clothes were
t hose that had bel onged to MIdred WI bin.

"How do you like me, doc?" asked Thel ma, her voice no | onger nodul at ed.
"Do | look as classy as the Wl bin danme did, when she wal ked in here? | ought



to, because everything she was wearing fits ne perfect!"”

"You're about her build," agreed Sleed. "Only, your hair is darker. Tilt
that hat a bit."

Thel ma obl i ged. She wal ked across the room in excellent initation of
Mldred s style. Sleed beckoned her to the desk

"More luck," he said. "The WIbin dame pulled a boner, calling Silver
Skul | ; and anot her, coming here. This medico racket proved better than I
figured it would. But this is the real break. Do you know what the danme has up
her sl eeve?"

"Not hi ng!" snorted Thelnma. "N ghties don't have sl eeves!™

"I mean what she did have up her sleeve. She was going to slide out of
sight. This is where she was going." Sleed pointed to the address on the slip.
"So that's where you start; but shake the trail before you get there.™

Thel ma Royce nodded her under st andi ng.

"That's settled," said Sleed. "So let's hurry and stow the girl away, so
she can be shipped out with the equi pnent."”

ENTERING the little bedroom Sleed stripped the blankets fromthe bed and
spread themon the floor. Thel nma hel ped himwap MIdred s nightgowned formin
the bl ankets. The girl | ooked like a mumm fied figure, when they placed her in
a | ongi sh padded box that Sleed had kept here in case a human shi pnent shoul d
be required.

Hurrying downstairs, Thelma strolled out into the gathering dusk. From
across the street, Harry Vincent recogni zed the brown-and-white clothing that
she wore and mistook her for MIdred.

Thel ma drove away in the roadster. Harry followed. As the ride
pr ogr essed,
he had | ess and | ess cause to suspect that an inpostor was in the car ahead.
He
had cl ocked Mldred's stay in the brownstone house, but the interval had been
too slight to provide a due to the m sadventure that she had net.

Reaching a main highway in Connecticut, Thel ma Royce gl anced into the
roadster's mrror, to notice a coupe that dropped her trail. Thelma's |augh
was
harsh. It told that servers of Silver Skull found their chief delight in
addi ng
new victinms, like Mldred Wlbin, to those already in the power of an
i nsi di ous
mast er !

CHAPTER | V
WORD TO THE SHADOW

THE sane darkness that marked Thelma's final departure in the attire of
MIldred WIbin, was a useful cover for The Shadow. No | onger in his hotel
suite, he was garbed in a cloak of black, shrouded by night itself. He was a
strange visitor to a place where callers had been conming all day - the Long
I sland hone of Herbert W] bin.

The call ers had been the m ssing nan's attorneys. Like The Shadow, they
had been surprised at the terns of Wlbin's will. So they had cone to the
mansi on, bringing assistants with them to nmake a thorough search of the
prem ses, hoping to find a later will.

VWen the bl ack-cl oaked figure of The Shadow glided up beside a hedge that
fl anked the house portico, the | awers' hunt was al nost over. Scarcely a
rustle
mar ked The Shadow s course; he paused just beyond the fringe of light that
showed beneath the portico.



A final car was waiting out front, a chauffeur at the wheel. Two nen
stepped fromthe house; one a | awer, the other a servant. They were waiting
for a third man - obviously, another servant - who was | ocking up the house.

The awer, a man with a troubled face, began to ask sone qui et
guesti ons.

Dar kness encroached fromthe gl oom of the hedge, as though a tree had
| eaned to stretch its shadow into the sphere of Iight. That shadow was a
l'iving
one - The Shadow He was catching a conversation that he did not want to m ss.

Al tallied with certain facts that MIdred WIbin had nmentioned, plus
| ater details that The Shadow had hoped to | earn

Herbert W/ bin had intended to make a long trip, hence had decided to
cl ose the house. That was why MIdred, |like the servants, had departed,
| eavi ng
only Fortner, the secretary. A trusted nan, Fortner, in the servant's
esti nat e.

One fact that the servant nentioned did not seemodd to the |lawer. It
concerned Fortner. The secretary, ending his term of enploynment with WI bin,
had received a sizable bonus and was going on a long vacation. Just where, the
servant did not know, but he recalled that Fortner had tal ked about taking a
crui se, or going somewhere away fromall work

To The Shadow, the news signified that Fortner had found very good
reasons
to di sappear conpletely.

The Iight above the portico was suddenly extingui shed. The |ast servant
canme fromthe house and in the darkness | ocked the big front door. The fina
words that The Shadow heard the | awer say were indication that there would be
no further search.

Al of WIbin's papers had been found in order inside a | ocked safe; with
them a duplicate copy of a glowi ng recormendation that he had witten for
Fortner, to assure the secretary of another job. It didn't seem possible that
Herbert Wl bin could have lost or mislaid a neww ll; not with so conpetent a
man as Fortner in his enploy.

The case, as MIdred had suspected, rested squarely upon Fortner; and the
very steps that the secretary had used to establish hinself, were opposite
evi dence to The Shadow. Particularly, that duplicate recomendati on. Perhaps
it
was actually an original that Fortner had typed with the word
left
in the safe, where it could be found.

But Fortner, no matter how clever he m ght be, could rate no higher than

copy," then

a

tool in schenes of supercrime. He could not have had a hand in arranging the
pl ane crashes that had di sposed of Carter Gurry and Roy Breck. The thrust
agai nst Herbert WIbin was but the third episode in a chain of heinous deeds.

ENTERI NG t he | ocked house was a sinple matter to The Shadow. Using a
rough
stone corner that offered toe holds, he ascended to a second-story roof and
soon
wor ked open a window. His flashlight blinked a path that took hi mdownstairs,
ending in WIbin's study.

There, lighting the desk | amp, The Shadow began a survey of some records
that he had brought with him

Al pertained to nmen who answered Fortner's description; not the sort
nmuch
want ed as crooks, but those who had travel ed the border lines of crinme. They
were conparatively few, for MIdred' s description of Fortner had included a
nost val uabl e point: namely, that the man, though conparatively young, had



gray
hai r.

Extingui shing the |light, The Shadow began a probe with his tiny flash. He
needed envel opi ng darkness, because he was raising the shades to begin an
exam nation of the wi ndows. As yet, he had not pictured those w ndows as a
pl ace of needed entry, for there was no evidence of any trouble at Wlbin's
horre.

The Shadow s conjecture was that Fortner might have recently opened and
cl osed one of those wi ndows, merely for ventilation. If so, the pane m ght
show
the clue that The Shadow want ed.

It wasn't long before The Shadow s flashlight was glued to the bottom of
t he wi ndow sash, where his free hand was brushing a bl ack powder upon a
telltale spot. A fingerprint grewinto sight; a |low | augh toned from The
Shadow s lips. Stepping to the desk, he ran the flashlight along a row of
papers that |ooked |ike | eaves froma rogue's gallery.

Fi ndi ng the sheet he wanted, he took it to the wi ndow and made a cl ose
conparison. The print tallied; The Shadow had identified Fortner. Drawi ng the
shade, he returned to the desk and studied the record.

Fortner's real name was Janmes F. Eylan; the middle initial probably
represented his alias, although none was listed as habitual with him He had
been the secretary of a fake oil conpany operating from Texas but had covered
hi nsel f well enough to be whitewashed by the | aw.

At that time, as recently, Fortner had nmerely been a tool. Hi s face,
pi ctured on the sheet, indicated his caliber. Snugness was witten all over
t he
features of the youngi sh gray-haired crook

Fi ndi ng Fortner would have to be a future step, even though the trai
m ght begin fromhere. There was a point, though, that The Shadow enphasi zed,
by witing it in blue ink on the margin of the record:

"Gray hair."

A soft laugh quivered through the room as it faded, so did the ink that
conposed The Shadow s witten thought. That gray hair was a link - an
out | andi sh 1ink, perhaps between Fortner and his enployer, Herbert WI bin.

If it meant what The Shadow knew that it coul d mean, strange adventures
| ay ahead with persons to be sought other than Fortner, or the master crook
who
had enpl oyed the fellow. The Shadow could picture huge crime with a double
purpose; the sort that seened inpossible to fail

But, should it fail, The Shadow would reap a m ghty reward; not only in
di sposi ng of crooks, but through reclaimng the Iives of innocent victins.

The t hought offered other moves. The Shadow s bl ack-gl oved hand pi cked up
the tel ephone, for a call fromhere would not be am ss, since persons had just
left the house. He dialed a nunber; a quiet voice answered:

" Bur bank speaking."

"Report!" ordered The Shadow, in |owtoned whisper

Bur bank, the nan who contacted all The Shadow s agents for him was
nmet hodi cal . He reported that the m ssing plane had just been found, wecked in
the Rockies. Al on board had died; their bodies were unrecogni zabl e. Herbert
W bin, therefore, was officially dead, for he had been checked as a passenger

on the ship.
That early discovery of the lost plane would be a bl ow to Norwood
Parri dge, for The Shadow knew that the millionaire aviator had hoped to uphold

Federated Airways by finding the ship hinself. Parridge, however, had |left New
York only a few hours ago and coul d not possibly have aided in the search

Bur bank was begi nni ng anot her report; one that suddenly snapped The
Shadow s reveri e.

"Report from Vincent,'
directly to Connecticut. She stopped at this address -

The Shadow was writing down the address as Burbank gave it. He knew,

stated the contact man. "M Ildred Wlbin did not go



despite the evenness of Burbank's voice, that the statenent was prelinmnary to
bad news. The words cane.

"l have call ed Connecticut," announced Burbank. "MIldred Wlbin is not at
the | odge, either under her own name or the one she was to use."

"Report received!"

W TH t hat announcenent, The Shadow becane a bei ng of speed as well as
stealth. He shaded the speed regul ations as he whirled toward Manhattan, for
every second coul d be precious.

From Harry's reported position when the agent had dropped the roadster's
trail, MIldred should have reached the | odge a half hour ago. \Whatever her
purpose in stopping in the Eighties; whether or not she had actually |eft
there, as Harry positively believed, the house could hold sone answer to her
subsequent di sappear ance.

The brownst one buil di ng was dark when The Shadow arrived there. A gliding
shape as evanescent as a bl acki sh snmoke, he reached the top of the steps and
bl i nked his flashlight on the nane plates in the darkened vesti bul e.

One listing was vacant. It went with the suit that had the nunber "2B."

Wth deft jiggles of the | oose-hinged front door, The Shadow rel eased the
automatic latch. Upstairs, he found the door of 2B unlocked. Hi s probing
flashlight showed the arrangement of the roons to be very much like a doctor's
of fices, except that all furniture was gone.

Lack of dust was proof that the noving had been very recent. Entering the
tiny bedroom The Shadow cl osed the door behind himand made a flashli ght
survey that brought an unusual discovery. There was a light switch, so
attached
to the wall that it had an open space behind it. The wall was made of thin
partition board.

Renovi ng the switch, The Shadow found a two-inch hole, evidently designed
to receive a pipe.

Reaching for the doorknob, The Shadow found it would not turn. He was
locked in the little roomby an automatic door |ock, as MIldred had been. The
Shadow was anxious to return to the hallway wi thout the I ong waste of tine
needed with this tricky sort of lock. He wanted a trail, too, that would | ead
himto MIdred s abductors.

Suddenly, a solution was prom sed to both problems. A muffled click cane
fromthe hallway; with it, The Shadow saw a dimlight through the two-inch
hol e. Soneone was coming al ong the hall unguardedly.

The footsteps halted at the door. Waiting with a drawn automatic, The
Shadow was ready for it to open

Then the footsteps shifted farther - toward the hole that had once
contai ned a gas pi pe. The person had decided not to enter the little room
That
change of intent could have ended opportunity for anyone but The Shadow. He,
however, turned it pronptly to a new advant age.

Wth a quick whip of his gun, The Shadow prodded the ruzzle through the
wall hole just intime to jab the ribs of the shuffler who was starting past.
That jab of steel told the man outside that he had encountered a gun nouth.
The
Shadow s fierce conmand, comi ng sibilant through the inprovised | oophole,
acconplished the rest.

"Stretch!" ordered The Shadow. "Not for the ceiling, but for the door
Open it! You have three seconds -"

One of those seconds produced a gulp fromthe hapl ess man outside; the
next, a hurried funble for the doorknob. Wth the third second cane the
awai t ed
click that brought the door inward.

Through a tiny | oophole in a solid wall, The Shadow had gotten the
pri soner he wanted, with a strategy so sudden that the man had obeyed every



term of capture.

And fromthat capture, The Shadow was to gain a trail straight to the
crooks who served the master whose title, as yet, The Shadow had never heard:
Silver Skull!

CHAPTER V
DEATH RI DES ANEW

IN a stone-wal | ed, wi ndowl ess room the man called Dr. Sleed was w ping
| ather fromhis cheeks as he stared into a nmirror propped on a | arge box.
Sl eed
paused to grin at a face that he hadn't seen in a long while - his own.

Hi s part as a false nedico ended, Sleed had divested hinself of the beard
that went with it. The nove was a useful one, for his appearance had becone so
different that none of his recent acquai ntances woul d have recogni zed him

The beard had given Sleed' s face a fullness that it lacked in its present
state. H's cheeks were actually hollow, their color, too, was conspicuous.

Sl eed' s conpl exi on was al nost olive. Mst noticeable of all, however, was his
chin. It, alone, was sufficient reason for the beard that he had worn.

Zigzagging fromthe right of his lips dowm to the left of his neck, was a
faint scar that showed a thin white Iine every tine Sleed tilted his head into
the Iight that gl owed from above the nirror

Too old to prevent the growing of a beard, the scar was al so faint enough
to be hidden by a sinple process of make-up. But Sleed, at present, had no
equi prent for facial inmprovenent except his razor and the soap and brush that
went with it. He rubbed the scar with a fingertip, shrugged, and decided to
| et
it remain that way awhile.

A buzzer sounded from beside the wall. Sleed |listened, heard a repetition
of the sound. He pressed a button; there was the noi se of an openi ng door
above. Hi gh-heel ed shoes clicked froma passage outside. Sleed opened the door
of the roomto adnit Thel ma Royce.

The dark-haired woman was still wearing Mldred' s clothes - a fact which
brought a frown from Sl eed

"Why don't you change that outfit?" he demanded. "Sonmebody may spot you
and |link up what's happened!"

Thel ma delivered a snmle with her over-rouged lips.

"I saw this same ensenble in a Fifth Avenue wi ndow," she told Sleed. "The
W bin dane didn't have any copyright on the idea. What's the matter, doc -
got
the jitters? | didn't have, driving out to Connecticut."

"What did you do with the car?"

"I left it at the right place, when |I doubled back to town. | told them
it
was hot; they said they knew howto freeze it."

Sl eed was rubbing his chin; his face | ooked worried. Thel ma opened
Ml dred s bag, took out a powder conpact and tossed it to him

"Dab that scar," she said, "and you'll lose it. | know what's the natter
with you. It makes you feel funny, not having your whiskers."

Sl eed shook his head.

"It's those truckers,'

he grow ed. "They were supposed to bring all of
t he
stuff here in one trip, but they took two. Even then, they sent a guy back to
make sure they didn't forget anything. | don't like it!"
"They didn't get wise to anything, did they?"
Sl eed shook his head negatively. Thel ma, meanwhile, was gl anci ng about
t he
room she smiled when she noted that a certain box was absent.



"Anyway, you've shipped baby doll," chortled Thel ma. "What did you do -
| abel the box 'Handle Wth Care' and let the nob take it away?"

Sl eed nodded.

"Where they took it," he declared, "nobody will find it. | didn't tell
them what was in it, though. Headquarters will know, when it gets there."

"And all this junk of yours?"

"It can stay here. We're ducking for a new hide-out. Things are going to
pop fast. John Lenville is already on his way."

Thel ma whi stl ed i ncredul ously.

"You mean," she asked, "that tonight's plane is going to do a dive, so
soon after the other one?"

Sl eed nodded. It was his turn to show confidence. The designs of Silver
Skull seened to satisfy him Soothed by his recollections of his insidious
chief, Sleed turned to the mrror and began to dab his chin with Mldred's
powder puff.

"Better go get the car," he told Thelma. "Have it out back. I'Il join you
in about ten mnutes."

AS the door closed behind Thel ma, Sleed snoothed his chin. The scar stil
showed; angrily, he plastered it with another bl ot of powder. He was mnuttering
hi s annoyance because M Idred' s clear conplexion did not require the dark
make- up that was needed for his olive skin, when sonething, reflected in the
mrror, caused his eyes to give a squint.

It was gl oony by the door, as Sleed saw in the glass; but he had gotten a
peculiar illusion of nelting darkness. No waver of the light could have caused
it. Actually, it seemed that some human figure had shifted from Sl eed' s range
of vision.

Sl eed spun about, his hand going to his hip. He was greeted with a

whi spered | augh, weird, chilling, cold as the sight of the gun muzzle |evel ed
straight in his direction. He saw the shape in black; this time, there was no
i I1usion.

The figure was cl oaked. Burning eyes gl eaned from beneath the brimof a
sl ouch hat, steady as the .45 that was gripped by the gl oved hand bel ow.
Sl eed's own hands cane up, as his |ips gasped a nane in one |ong breath:

"The Shadow "

Sl ow y; The Shadow noved toward the terrified crook. The silence that
foll owed the whispered taunt chilled Sl eed as effectively as the | augh. He
knew
t hat The Shadow had recogni zed himby the scar, which, though hidden
pr ocl ai med
its presence by the unspread dabs of powder.

Known as Ji gsaw Randl ey, CGeorge Sl eed had dabbled in many rackets al ong
with his fake nedical gane. Murder had been a part of them and The Shadow
knew
it. Sleed, in his turn, knew the punishment that The Shadow could nmete to
killers.

His terror was greater than that of the innocent truck driver who had
rel eased The Shadow back at the brownstone house. That fellow had babbl ed all
he knew, told where he had taken the doctor's packi ng cases, thinking that he
had met a ghost. But Sleed, a crook by profession, wuld have faced a hundred
ghosts rather than neet The Shadow.

Sleed tried to plead, but couldn't find the words. Mnentarily
enbol dened,
he tried to change his cringe into a sideward sneak anong the boxes. The
Shadow
et himget halfway to the door, then stopped himwi th a menaci ng | augh

Turning, with his own back toward a cl oset door, The Shadow ni pped
Sleed's
shift with such sudden aimthat the crook dropped to his knees, raising his



hands to hide sight of the gun muzzle.

"Il talk!" gulped Sleed. "W took the dane, but she's not hurt! She's
saf e enough... like -"

Hi s voice ending, Sleed nade a violent fling to one side. Before The
Shadow s hand could swing, his cloaked formwas jarred by a sw ngi ng obj ect
that carried himhalf across a packing box. The thing that had t hwacked him
was
the cl oset door, flung open with a lusty heave.

Pounci ng across the threshold of the closet was Thel ma Royce, aimng a
glittering revolver. The top of the closet had an opening in the shape of a
trapdoor. Returning because Sl eed had not joined her, Thel ma had stopped to
listen on the floor above.

She had opened the trap and let herself through, with a skillful silence
t hat had deceived even The Shadow. In her swing of the door, she had again
shown nerve. As a marksman, she began to denonstrate that she was the equal of
any crook in the service of Silver Skull

ONLY The Shadow s amazing side twi st saved himfromthe bullets that
peppered the packing box, coming in a hot streamfrom Thelma's gun. H s jerky
writhe carried himover the box and beyond it, down anong ot her boxes.

Thel ma shifted to get a new ai m before The Shadow coul d change position.
By her qui ckness, she retained the odds - or would have, if it hadn't been for
Sl eed. He thought that Thelma had clipped The Shadow. Boundi ng forward,
swi nging a drawn gun, Sleed hoped to supply the finishing touches.

Hi s charge carried himacross Thelm's path. H s guess was bad as to The
Shadow s | ocation. Halting suddenly, Sleed found hinmself directly between a
ri sing shape in black and his only ally, Thel na.

A gun was swinging straight toward Sleed. Shifting, The Shadow i nt ended
to
shoot himfromthe path, then settle scores with Thel ma. Sleed flung hinself
across an obl ong box standing on one end, to take a futile gun swing at The
Shadow s fading form The box went over with a crash

In the split-seconds while Sleed was falling with the box, The Shadow
changed his tactics. He dropped to pick an opening that woul d of fer shots at
Thel ma, intending to handle Sleed |later. The choice was a smart one, but it
didn't allow for the contents of the box that Sl eed had overturned.

The box cracked open; a big gas tank struck the floor. The cap of the
cylinder bashed | oose; with a furious hiss, a deluge of the vapor swept over
The Shadow. Sleed, rolling in the opposite direction; Thel ma, diving across
fromthe cl oset door - both escaped before the gas reached them

They were at the front door, ainming toward The Shadow, who had sonehow
cone to his feet amid a yellow sh cloud. They could hear his |augh, strangely
maddened. They saw himaimhis gun and fire. The shots were w de, as the bl ack
figure wavered. Sleed shoved Thel na through the door and slanmmed it.

Gas trickled beneath the barrier; they could snell it when they reached
the stair top. It seened to carry echoes of The Shadow s insane |augh, that
faded while they |listened. Sleed drew Thel ma out through the front door of the
storehouse and locked it with a key.

"We'll double around to the back," he told Thelma. "W can | ock the rear
door when we get there."

"But what about The Shadow?" Thel ma demanded. "W can't give hima chance
to stay alive."

"He hasn't a chance!" chuckled Sl eed. "I shut the door, didn't |1? That
settles him There's twi ce enough gas in that tank to saturate the room Which
nmeans there's twi ce enough to kill anybody, even The Shadow "

The scene in the |ighted room bel ow t he ground woul d have added wei ght to
Sl eed's argunent. There, flat on the floor, his | augh ended, The Shadow | ay
anong billows of the yellow gas still pouring fromthe broken tank

Crime still ruled. Death was to ride the air again. Tonight, and in the



future - so it seemed - Silver Skull would fear no interference froma being
once known as The Shadow

CHAPTER VI
CRI ME'S NEW TRAI L

DAWN was streaking Manhattan's skyline, bringing an end to a night that
had been di sastrous for The Shadow s cause. Day's approach prom sed not hing
but
ill news; for with darkness gone and no word from The Shadow, it was a
certainty
that the cl oaked fighter nust have cone to grief.

Such was the firmopinion of a man who sat stolidly in front of a
swi t chboard, his back toward the dimlight that illunminated a small room
Bur bank, The Shadow s untiring contact man, was still on duty, patiently
awaiting a call fromhis chief.

Bur bank's figure gal vani zed suddenly at sight of a |ight that was now
twi nkling fromthe sw tchboard. His hand inserted a plug into the sw tchboard;
hi s voi ce announced autonmatically:

" Bur bank speaking."

The tone across the wire woul d have been incoherent to any listener other
t han Bur bank. Yet Burbank recognized it as The Shadow s, and fromthe blurry
statenments gai ned facts that he repeated.

"John Lenville" - Burbank spoke the nanme nethodically - "in danger..
Passenger... aboard a westbound transport plane... Warni ng needed -"

The voi ce of The Shadow kept repeating the warning nessage.

"“Your own nunber," said Burbank, breaking in. "Needed for return call.
Your nunber... Return call. Your nunber -"

That drill of words ended The Shadow s repetition. A pause, then a voi ce,
keyed to a |l ast effort, coughed the nunmber that Burbank wanted.

The call was ended, and fromthe forced tone that issued from The
Shadow s
t hroat, Burbank could only conjecture that his chief had subsided into
sensel essness.

As quickly as he coul d, Burbank contacted Newark Airport, calmy
announced
t hat danger threatened a westbound plane that had | eft Newark the evening
before. The news electrified those who heard it, for Burbank's tone was too
busi nesslike to neet with argunent.

The Shadow s nmessage had gone through. Excited voices were pronmising to
warn the planes by radio. Then, as Burbank opened a directory that |isted New
Yor k phones by their nunbers, he contacted Harry Vincent.

Checki ng fromthe tel ephone nunber, Burbank gave Harry the address from
whi ch The Shadow had called. He stated that other agents would cover Harry's
search for The Shadow. The noment that Harry's receiver clicked, Burbank began
to call other nunbers.

DESPI TE t he dawn, the streets were still gl oony when Harry Vi ncent
reached
his destination, twenty nminutes later. He saw an ol d squatly buil ding once
used
for offices, but which had evidently been turned into a very poor warehouse.
There couldn't be much of value in the place, for the | ocked doors | ooked
unprotected by any alarmsystem Harry, aided by other Shadow agents who were
gat hering, broke in the rear alley door
They waited to make sure that the sound had not been heard, and while
t hey



tarried, they scented the nauseating odor of a sickly gas. Then, with nostrils
muf f1 ed i n handkerchi efs, the rescue squad invaded the prem ses that Sleed and
Thel ma had abandoned.

In a tiny office on the ground floor, they found The Shadow. He was
noti onl ess, but his breathing was steady. Wiile the others carried the cl oaked
victimout to the cab, Harry made a rapid i nvestigation

He found that The Shadow had crawl ed up froma cellar room where the gas
was stronger than anywhere else. It was there that he had been overcone; and
Harry wondered, at first, how The Shadow coul d possi bly have recuperated while
in that cellar chanber.

Then Harry saw the cl oset door, w de open, with the gaping hol e above it.
In his hurry, Sleed had forgotten about that outlet. Through it, nuch of the
gas had gone to the fl oor above, and dissipated. The Shadow s recovery had
fol | oned.

He had made that trip to the fl oor above nmuch sooner than any ordi nary
person coul d have nanaged it; which accounted for his collapse, after he had
cal l ed Burbank. Harry was sure, however, that The Shadow woul d rapidly get
over
his rel apse.

SEVERAL hours later, Harry's belief was realized. The Shadow awoke to
find
hinself in alittle hospital room which he pronptly recognized, because he
had
been there before.

Unli ke the prem ses maintained by the faker, Sleed, this was part of a
bona fide physician's office. It belonged to Dr. Rupert Sayre, a persona
friend of The Shadow.

Sayre knew The Shadow as Lanont Cranston, a wealthy New York cl ubman and
worl d travel er, for The Shadow usually donned the Cranston nake-up whenever he
ventured forth in black. Resting in bed, with eyes half closed, The Shadow
heard the door open softly. He | ooked up to see Sayre.

Noting that his patient had recovered, Sayre solemly produced a
newspaper, with the conment:

"This may interest you, Cranston.”

The headlines told another harrow ng story. Again, a westbound transport
pl ane had crashed in the Western nmountains, this tinme under circunstances that
were nore tragic than ever.

A nysterious warning had been received regardi ng that very plane. Wo had
sent it, and why, no one knew. The airports had radioed the plane to turn
back,
but it had already reached the fatal zone. Radio replies had suddenly ended,;
not hi ng nore had been heard fromthe dooned ship.

Searchers expected to locate the weckage within the next few hours, for
they had reports of the plane's last |ocation. Among those already in the
vicinity was Norwood Parridge, who had started West the previous afternoon
Mention of Parridge interested The Shadow, but there was another nane that
seenmed nore inportant at the nonent.

That was the name of John Lenville. Listed as a passenger on the crashed
pl ane, Lenville was reputed to be the wealthiest of all the victinms. He was
not
a New Yorker; he canme from Chi cago, but he had been in Manhattan the day
bef ore.

Lenville, it seened, was a man of many enterprises, who often visited New
York on business. His best friend in town was a man named Louis Harreck, who
had seen himjust before plane tinme, yesterday evening.

As Cranston, The Shadow coul d definitely place Harreck. Like Cranston,

t he
chap was a nmenber of the exclusive Cobalt C ub.



Doctor Sayre saw Cranston roll shakily frombed, heard himcall for his
cl ot hes. Though he tried to recomrend nore rest, Sayre knew it was no use.
Lamont Cranston, otherw se The Shadow, was one patient who decreed his own
orders.

Wthin the next hour, Lanont Cranston strolled into the el aborate foyer
of
the Cobalt Cub, with only a slight pallor visible upon his masklike face. It
was the |uncheon hour; as he expected, he found Louis Harreck in the
grillroom
Harreck | ooked very gl oony.

Then he was hearing words of cal mtoned synpathy. To his surprise,
Har r eck
| earned that Cranston had al so known Lenville. He didn't realize that all the
details that Cranston supplied came fromthe newspaper report.

"Poor Lenville," groaned Harreck, for the tenth tine. "If he had only
m ssed that plane, as he nearly did!"

Cranston's eyes showed an interest that produced further details.

"Lenville was stopping at the Hotel d adnere," expl ained Harreck. "Just
why, | don't know, for he had never stayed there before. | suppose he liked to
try new places. Anyway, | knew he was in town, and |'d called two dozen hotels
to find him

"They said he was leaving when | finally tried the G adnere, so | hurried
over there. The clerk told me he was in the |obby, but |I didn't see him unti
the clerk said he'd just spotted himgoing out the door

"I headed after him but Lenville was in his cab pulling away, before
could overtake him Hi s back was turned, so he didn't have a chance to see ne.
and | suppose he didn't hear ne call. The doorman said he was in a hurry to
reach the airport, but I found that out too late to follow "

W THOUT knowi ng it, Harreck was revealing a remarkable fact. It was
possi bl e that the man he had run after was not John Lenville at all. That
hadn't occurred to Harreck; but it did to Cranston

It fitted with a theory that The Shadow had al ready consi dered; and this
case mght strengthen that very theory to a high degree.

"Have you been to the d adnere today?" asked Cranston, quietly. "Possibly
Lenville left sone bel ongi ngs there, or maybe sone nessages."

The suggestion appealed to Harreck. He decided to visit the hotel, and
invited Cranston to cone al ong.

Everyone proved nost obliging at the d adnmere. The nanager produced
everything that pertained to Lenville, including the card on which the Chicago
man had regi stered. That card particularly interested The Shadow.

It resenbled other cards that lay on the manager's desk, bearing the
imprint of the Hotel d adnere. But when The Shadow casually handl ed the card
he noted a slight thickness that differed fromthe others.

Harreck identified the signature as that of John Lenville; and Cranston
of fered no dispute. The signature could be Lenville's, but it was possible
t hat
he had been induced to put it on that card in sone place other than the Hote
d adnere.

It would have been easy, also, for sonmeone to have posed as Lenville, by
sinmply sliding that card on the hotel desk already signed. Subtly, The Shadow
used Cranston's casual nethods to sound out the clerk who had | ast seen
Lenville

His description tallied with Harreck's, but only roughly. He renenbered
Lenville as tall, rather nervous of manner, and very choppy in everything he
said. A man whose face was rather roundi sh, but conspicuous chiefly because of
t he heavy gold-rimred spectacles that he wore.

By the time they went up to Lenville's room The Shadow was nore than
ever



convi nced that the guest had not been John Lenville. In these crinmes, crooks
had

a clever way of taking persons out of circulation and letting others carry a
false trail - as in the case of MIdred WIbin and Thel ma Royce.

The evidence in Lenville's roomconvinced Harreck that his friend had
been
there. On a table were sone fol ded meno sheets, printed with the nane of one
of
Lenvill e's conpanies. In the wastebasket were two envel opes addressed to
Lenvill e, which had been torn open

VWen the group left the hotel roomthose objects, again consigned to the
wast ebasket, were in Cranston's pocket. Also the nenp sheets. Gddly, he was
t he
only person who had handl ed them and he was wearing gloves. It was after he
had
| eft Harreck that The Shadow nade use of those finds.

Ri di ng by cab, Lanont Cranston reached a rather dingy nei ghborhood, where
he di sappeared in broad daylight. He reappeared in a bl ack-walled room where
only a single light gl owed blue upon a corner table. The room was The Shadow s
sanctum sonewhere in the heart of New York City and known only to hinself. He
kept his conplete file of records here.

From t he envel opes and meno sheets, The Shadow obt ai ned an excel | ent
collection of fingerprints, which appeared to belong to one man. Fromtheir
general classifications, The Shadow reduced the search to a few hundred file
cards, that he placed in a sorting machi ne.

Automatically, cards were rejected, until only one dropped into a speci al
conpartnent. That card bore the nane and photograph of a crook nanmed Nick
Del t,
who bore a fair resenblance to John Lenville.

Delt wore no glasses in the photo. By appearing with conspi cuous
spectacles in a hotel where Lenville had never previously been, the crook had
passed as the Chicago man; but only by dodging Lenville's friend Harreck. The
m ssing John Lenville, supposedly a victimin a plane crash, had not gone to
the Hotel d adnere at all

Like Wlbin's secretary Fortner, Nick Delt had perforned a fade-out. H's
part as a tool was ended. \Wat The Shadow wanted to know was where Lenville
had
actual ly disappeared to, before Delt had taken his place. Somewhere in New
Yor k
Lenville must have net a false friend, just as MIdred WIbin had encountered
the all eged Doctor Sl eed.

The cl ock on the sanctumtable showed three p.m A soft laugh issued from
The Shadow s lips. There was still time in which he, as Cranston, could solve
the riddle of Lenville's di sappearance, by visits to offices where the Chicago
man had been. The bluish light clicked off. Conplete stillness came with the
ensui ng dar kness. The Shadow had | eft that gloom to begin a hunt by daylight.

CHAPTER VI |
WORD TO THE SKULL

DURI NG t he next few hours, The Shadow was covering a route that had taken
John Lenville an entire day. During that course, he net bankers, brokers,
busi ness nmen, who were pleased to neet a friend of Lenville's. There wasn't a
doubt that the real John Lenville had net these men, a day ago.

By dusk, it seenmed that The Shadow s trail was due to be a barren one. He
stopped at an insurance office, which everyone believed was the |ast place
t hat
Lenvill e had gone. There, talking with the nan who had interviewed Lenville,



The
Shadow struck a fortunate clue.

"Lenvill e was goi ng somewhere el se," recalled the insurance nmen. "Cone to
think of it, | renenber where. Did you ever hear of a pronoter naned Al fred
Zur man?"

There was a negative headshake from Lanmont Cranston

"Neither did |I," said the insurance nman, "but Lenville asked ne about
hi m
He said that the fell ow had sone stock that m ght prove valuable. Let's | ook
up
the nane Al fred Zurman."

The nane was listed in the tel ephone book, with the address an old office
buil ding far fromthe beaten track. Riding to that objective, The Shadow felt
no doubt that Alfred Zurman could supply facts concerning Lenville. Zurman's
pl ace of business had an obscurity simlar to the offices of the pretended Dr.
Sl eed.

Zurman's office was on the third floor, with a Iight show ng through the
transom and it opened into a courtyard. Wth Cranston's usual calm The
Shadow
entered, to find a man rising startled from behind an ol d desk.

Sal l ow, sharp of feature, Alfred Zurman | ooked like a crimnal and a very
worried one. He wasn't happy to receive a visitor, and began to nmutter
somet hi ng about "closing up the office."” The Shadow, meanwhile, placidly
pl aced
a briefcase on a chair and sat down on the other side of the desk.

I ntroduci ng hinsel f as Lanmpbnt Cranston, The Shadow brought up the name of
John Lenville. Apparently not noticing the twitch that cane to Zurman's face,
he told the man that he was interested in acquiring any stocks that Lenville
had wanted to buy.

"I never met Lenville," objected Zurman, sourly, "so | don't know what
stuff he wanted. Cone around tomorrow, M. Cranston, and naybe we can do
busi ness. "

To Zurman's relief, his visitor bowed agreeably and went fromthe office.
Li stening at the door, Zurman heard footsteps descend the stairway. Finally,
he
| at ched the door and started pacing back and forth, eyeing the tel ephone al
t he
whi | e.

VWen, at the end of ten minutes, the tel ephone bell began to ring, it
brought a grateful gasp from Zurman's |ips as he answered it.

There wasn't any need for Zurman to identify hinself; his hoarse voice
told who he was. In fact, Zurman was so frantic that he actually began to
chi de
his master, Silver Skull

"You should have called nme earlier," he said. "I've got the jitters,
waiting here!... No, nothing bad has happened... No, nobody has been asking
after Lenville. Except -"

Zurman's voi ce broke suddenly. During his hoarse conversation, he hadn't
noticed that the door had opened. A skillful hand had settled the |atch
silently, alnobst while Zurman had wat ched. The personage who had entered had
advanced to the desk entirely w thout Zurman's know edge. But he was
mani festing his arrival at this nonent, in a fashion that brought a chill to
Zur man.

The round muzzl e of an automatic was freezing the back of Zurman's neck
while a tone, |owwhispered in the fellow s ear, added further enphasis.

A full-fledged crook, Zurman knew the intruder's identity, but he didn't
voi ce it. The whi sper was warni ng himagainst that deed, and it was in the
t one
of The Shadow



ZURMAN mi ght have been a ventriloquist's figure, the way his nouth began
to open and shut. Wen he finally spoke, his words were the ones The Shadow
ordered - words that reached Zurman's ear in a sibilant whisper, and seened to
pop fromhis nouth but in Zurman's own voice.

"Nobody has been asking after Lenville," repeated Zurman. "l was j ust
trying to say that it worries ne, staying here, with nothing to do -"

The receiver was |eaving Zurman's hand, plucked away by The Shadow.

Zur man

caught the words that came fromit, but The Shadow heard nothing but the slam
of

the receiver.

VWhat ever the voice had said, Zurman woul d know. The Shadow s gun left the
crook's neck, to bob suddenly between his eyes. Zurman knew what The Shadow
want ed and gul ped the information.

"He said | could lam" declared the crook. "That's all he said. Then he
must have hung up."

The Shadow did not inquire who had spoken. That could be wangled from
Zurman |l ater; for the present, it was sound policy to let the crook think that
The Shadow knew all about his naster. Reaching his free hand to the desk | anp,
The Shadow extingui shed it. The room was dark, save for a dull glow fromthe
courtyard.

In that di mess, The Shadow becane an invisible shape; but Zurman's face,
pal e despite its normal sall owness, showed white and terrified. In a sense,
The
Shadow had increased the crimnal's disadvantage; and the effect on Zurman was
vi si bl e.

"I didn't snatch Lenville,

the fellow protested. "It was the others -
t he
ones who cane here!"

"State at whose order!”

Totally unwitting, Zurman woul d have spoken the name that The Shadow
want ed, except for a nost startling interruption

So suddenly that it left Zurman breathless, a blinding light glared from
across the courtyard, flooding all but the nost renote corners of the little
of fice!

I nst ant aneous t hough the occurrence was, it failed in its inmrediate
pur pose. Before any eye coul d have benefited by that probing light, The Shadow
swept Zurman to a corner and dropped beside him away fromthe gl ow

To all appearances, the office was enpty. There wasn't a living target in
sight for any gunners to nmow down.

ZURMAN S qui very voice was grateful. He was suddenly accepting The Shadow
was his protector. He thought that Silver Skull had doubl e-crossed him for
Zurman hadn't known that his chief had a headquarters in this very building,
that it was fromthere that the tel ephone call had cone.

Unfortunately, Zurman didn't say the name of his master; nor did The
Shadow question himfurther. Zurman was so cowed that The Shadow coul d forget
hi m whil e ot her business needed attention.

That |ight, for instance.

Close to the floor, The Shadow reached the wi ndow. Below the | evel of the
sill, he poked his automatic straight for the glowi ng spot of light. Unseen
The Shadow was prepared to shatter the brilliant floodlight - not only as a
challenge to its owner, but to produce an added effect upon Zurman.

Bef ore The Shadow coul d press the gun trigger, the light flickered. It
was
a small light, not rmuch larger than a notion-picture projection, and the thing
that had caused it to flicker was a slide.

His attention centered upon gaining a perfect aim The Shadow still gazed



across the courtyard. It was Zurman who took a | ook toward the inner wall of
the office. There, pictured upon the whitish surface, the crook saw the
gigantic outline of a silver skull!

To Zurman, that was a prom se fromhis fornmer master: a pl edge that
Silver
Skull would still stand by him It was a call for Zurman to rally, with future
reward his claimif he did. Granting Silver Skull an insight that could nmatch
The Shadow s, Zurman believed that the naster crook knew all

Perhaps Silver Skull did. At |east, his stratagem brought results. Cowed
no | onger, Zurman | eaped fromhis corner, flung hinself toward The Shadow. The
crook was yanking a revolver as he cane. His wild, defiant cry was a shriek
that penetrated to the office beyond the courtyard.

The slide dropped fromthe light. Again, the spotting glare ruled. It
showed Zurman driving toward the wi ndow, his revol ver pointing downward

The Shadow, warned by Zurman's cry, to protect hinself jabbed a shot that
cli pped Zur man.

Faltering sideward, the crook collapsed half across the window sill, as
The Shadow twi sted away.

Even in that nove, The Shadow showed keen cal cul ati on. The corner that he
took was toward the door. He was aimng when the door crashed i nward bringing
two marksnen into sight. The Shadow nmet themw th gun blasts that jolted one,
then the other, out into the hallway.

There were shouts, as other crooks haul ed away their overbold conrades.
Wth a stairway near, they were stunbling toward safety when The Shadow
arrived. The Shadow i gnored them to seek a corridor to that other office
across the courtyard.

There was none. The Shadow encountered an intervening wall. From a
wi ndow,
he saw that the Iight was gone. Hi s superfoe, whoever he was, had finished the
thrust and made a hurried departure. The only possible clue that m ght remain
still rested with Zurman.

Returning to the office, The Shadow saw the crimnal make a dying
gesture.

Zurman had dropped his gun, but he was pulling his fist fromhis pocket as if
trying to draw a weapon. Before The Shadow coul d reach him Zurman sagged. Hi s
fingers | oosened, as his hand stretched across the w ndow sill.

He was dead. The Shadow departed by the stairway route that gunman had
used, to find it totally deserted.

Back in the office, the body of Alfred Zurman lay with downward-tilted
face. The crook's sightless eyes were bulging toward the courtyard. There
beneath a grating, where it would be unnoticed ani d accunul ated rubbish, |ay
an
obj ect that The Shadow had failed to see when it fell from Zurman's hand.

That object was a tiny silver skull, a token that Zurman had carried to
identify hinmself as the server of an insidious master, whose title, Silver
Skull, was still unknown to The Shadow

CHAPTER VI |

THE DELAYED CLUE

BY the next afternoon, The Shadow had good cause to regret the too-early
death of Alfred Zurman. The facts that the cornered crimnal could have
supplied were becom ng nore inportant that ever, in The Shadow s search for
sonme unknown crine chief.

Every | ead of The Shadow s had reached a dead end.

To begin with, there were such nen as Wlbin, Lenville, and the other
victinms who had gone before them The |aw had given themup as dead; and their
past affairs were practically a bl ank



Crooks like Fortner and Delt had vani shed as conpletely as the victinms -

a
fact that hel ped The Shadow s theory, that sonme of the supposed dead nmen m ght
still be alive. But the theory did nothing to create a trail.

There were other tools, |esser ones; but only Zurman had cone into the
linelight, and he was gone. As for "Dr." Sleed and his slimfigured conpani on
Thel ma Royce, though The Shadow knew that they had captured MIldred WI bin, he
had not | earned how she had been lured into the predicament that had resulted
in Thelma's acquisition of Mldred' s clothes and car

According to Sleed's interrupted testinony, MIldred was alive and
unhar ned; but how | ong she woul d remain so, was anot her question; which neant
that a trail was inperative, even though it night prove costly to The Shadow.

Late in the afternoon, The Shadow, as Cranston made a stop at the Cobalt
Club, intending to |l ook up Harreck, on the flinmsy chance that the fellow m ght
recall some odd clue regarding Lenville. Harreck wasn't at the club, but
anot her man was there, waiting especially to see Lamont Cranston.

The visitor was Norwood Parridge, returned fromthe West. The fact that
he
was here to see Cranston was in itself unusual, for the two had seldomnet. It
was only as Kent Allard that The Shadow had nmet Parridge frequently, and there
was no way where the man coul d have linked the two personalities.

Hence, The Shadow treated Parridge al nost as a stranger, scarcely
recogni zing the wealthy aviator until a club attendant pointed himout. Once
they were together, Parridge saw no identifying resenbl ance between the calm
maskl i ke features of Cranston and the thinner, |onger face of Allard.

Parridge tal ked as one wealthy man to another, treating aviation fromthe
conmer ci al standpoint. He stated that he had hardly reached the West to
i nvesti gate one plane crash, when he had | earned of another. The news had
brought him back to New York imrediately, to confer with the directors of
Feder at ed Airways.

"Last night," explained Parridge, seriously, "I ran into a npbst unusua
coi ncidence. | learned that one of the victins in the |atest crash had
i nt ended
to invest heavily in Federated Airways. | refer to John Lenville. Did you ever

neet the man, M. Cranston?"

Renenbering his chat with Harreck, The Shadow nodded; then stated quietly
that he and Lenville had been acquai nt ed.

"Did he ever speak to you about investnments?" persisted Parridge. "Wuld
you have known that he intended to buy half a million dollars' worth of shares
i n Federated Ai rways?"

There was a shake of Cranston's head. Parridge | ooked di sappoi nted, but
his eyes had a hopeful gleam despite his haggard expression

"W cal |l ed Chicago," declared Parridge, "and tal ked half the night. W
| earned that Lenville had actually spoken of a half mllion that he intended
to
i nvest in Federated Airways, but his associates cannot find a trace of his
funds.

"Feder at ed needs noney badly. We'll have to fight down the stigma of
t hose
horri bl e tragedi es, or go bankrupt. Like the other big stockholders, I'm
al r eady
inup to the neck. On top of it, one of our own unfortunate crashes produces
this nystery of a mssing half nillion dollars.”

THOUGH Cranston's features renained i nmobile, the brain behind them was
rapidly at work. Here, at |ast, was reason why crooks had dealt wi th John
Lenville. Unlike the cases of fornmer victins - Qurry, Breck and Wlbin - there
had been no question regarding Lenville's will. H's estate, it seenmed, had
been



i n thorough order.

The catch lay in Lenville's finances. Wiy shoul d some master crook
conni ve
to get cash after Lenville was dead, when it could be acquired before? It
seened
obvious to The Shadow that Lenville nust have sonehow been parted fromfive
hundred thousand dol | ars before he was abducted.

As with all the dealings of Silver Skull, the matter seemed outl andi sh.
Even Parridge had not picked up such a theory, while with the directors of
Federated Airways. They were distracted, those nmen, but not crazed enough to
propose the seem ngly preposterous.

Parridge, in fact, had a much different and very plausible theory, which
he advanced in a tone of confidence.

"We know that Lenville wanted to invest," he asserted, "but for sone
reason, he had postponed neeting us. W attributed it to the air crashes; but
that could not have been the reason, for Lenville, hinmself, booked passage on
one of our ships.

"W can only assunme that Lenville did not have the nmoney that he cl ai ned.
He may have found it good policy to let his associates think that he kept a
special fund of half a mllion dollars. But nobst of Lenville's wealth was al
on paper.

"This nmorning, when | stopped at ny office, | found a letter that had
evidently been del ayed, or delivered there while the place was closed. It was
fromLenville, witten before he left Chicago. It nmentions you, M. Cranston,
and it seens to fit with nmy opinions.”

Parridge produced both the letter and its envel ope. The Shadow saw t hat
the postmark was several days old, The letter itself was quite fornal,
addressed to Norwood Parridge as a director of Federated Airways.

It stated that Lenville was interested in the purchase of Federated
securities, but that he would first have to conclude another business dea
with
Lamont Cranston, a wealthy New Yorker. That failing, he m ght have to nake a
trip to the Pacific Coast; but in any event, he would see Parridge within a
week.

The situation was curious. Here was a letter fromLenville, clainmng the
very sort of acquaintance with Cranston that The Shadow, as Cranston, had
pretended with Lenville. The letter was signed with Lenville's scrawy
signature, and there was no doubt about its authenticity.

There was a chance, however, that Lenville had not witten it a few days
ago, as the date proclainmed. Renenbering the registration card at the Hotel
d adnere, The Shadow could picture Lenville signing this typewitten letter
under threat, just as he might have been forced to sign that card.

The letter could be a cover-up, to encourage the theory that Lenville was

seeking funds. His half mllion dollars could logically be regarded as a nyth,
on doctored evidence such as this. The one brightening fact was that Lenville,
t hough being used, was probably still alive, as The Shadow had hoped.

Parridge didn't seem puzzled that Lenville had mentioned Cranston in the
letter, in view of their supposed acquai ntance. The Shadow, however, was
| ooking for the reason, knowing that it nust have been the idea of a hidden
crook, not of Lenville.

The answer was plain. Through Harreck and others, it had becone runored
that Lenville and Cranston were friends. Because of Cranston's reputed wealth,
his name was the sort that woul d seem pl ausi bl e when nentioned in connection
with the turnover of a mere half mllion dollars.

From across the table, Parridge was tapping a paragraph in the letter
whi | e he conment ed:

"This is the one part that puzzles nme. The address where Lenville said he
could he reached while in New York. That isn't the address of the Hote
G adnere. "

Parridge was right. It wasn't the d adnere address. It was a number on a



side street, in a forgotten area of Manhattan. It renm nded The Shadow very
nmuch
of the hide-outs used by such crooks as Sl eed and Zurnan.

Per haps the game was to bring Parridge there, but The Shadow coul d see
that the haggard, darkish man had no intention of visiting the place; for the
sinmpl e reason that Parridge agreed with the supposition that Lenville was
dead.

Therefore, he would logically regard the trip as usel ess.

It m ght not prove useless to The Shadow. He was nore than eager to find
a
trap like the one that had di scoormoded MIldred Wlbin. In the indifferent
manner
of Cranston, he returned the letter to Parridge, with the comment that he
woul d
notify himif anything turned up concerning Lenville.

LEAVI NG t he cl ub, The Shadow cal cul ated that he had half an hour before
dark settled. Time enough to make crooks think that their snare had bait.
Though they night be trying to lure Parridge, because he m ght know too mnuch
about Lenville, they wouldn't be totally disappointed if they saw Cranston as
the nibbling fish

Al'l that The Shadow i ntended to do was ni bble. He was carrying no guns at
present, and he sinply took the first cab that came al ong. Stopping at the
corner nearest to the address in Lenville's letter, The Shadow strolled al ong
the block until he came to the house in question

He ascended the house steps and entered an open vestibule, very nuch |ike
the one at Sleed' s. Though the place seened deserted, there was a button at
t he
side of the vestibule. Wether it connected with some apartnment or with a
caretaker's room did not matter. The Shadow i ntended to tingle the bell, wait
a few moments and stroll away in the dusk, allowing hinself to be noticed as a
visitor.

But when The Shadow pressed the single button, the result was quite
unexpected. He received perhaps the nost jolting surprise of his singular
career. That contact changed the innocent-Ilooking vestibule into a
qui ck-acting
trap.

The floor slithered i nward beneath a | ocked door, sweeping right out from
under The Shadow s feet. Al npbst fromm dair, The Shadow performed an amazi ng
dive toward the outer steps; but that desperate recovery was bl ocked by a
heavy
door that slashed across the opening.

Qutwardly, the barrier |ooked |like a house door, but its inner surface
was
of steel that The Shadow s hands could not clutch. An instant later, he was
spi nning down into the basement below, and only a series of quick acrobatic
twi sts saved himfrom serious injury.

Though jarred when he | anded, The Shadow was half to his feet when he
heard the trap slide in place above his head. The dull clang told himthat the
floor of the vestibule was netal -sheeted on the under side. Once shut, it
i ncl osed The Shadow in a pit of absol ute darkness.

No | augh came from The Shadow s lips as a dull gl ow suddenly appeared,
rising painfully fromdimess to illum nate the scene about him Whatever this
plight, he intended to retain his pose of Cranston for the present.

H s face was calm his manner a trifle dazed. But despite their listless
| ook, The Shadow s eyes were keenly interested in the increase of the light.
For as that glow rose to a ghoulish, greenish gleam the trap becanme an
i nhuman
scene.



The Shadow was faci ng one of the strangest sights that his eyes had ever

seen!

CHAPTER | X

THE SKULL SPEAKS

THE roomitself was bare-wall ed, unfurnished; scarcely om nous, except
for

the fact that the walls were stone, and wi ndow ess. True, the place was

seal ed,

and its griny interior had taken on a deadly green fromthe indirect
illumination high in the corners. But The Shadow had been in worse spots than
this.

VWhat made the roominsidious was the fact that it was occupied - not by a
human master but by a thing which, though seenmingly alive, should have been
dead!

Set in a niche at the far wall of the roomwas a life-size living skul
whi ch glared at The Shadow, even with its eyel ess sockets. A skull that
gritted
its teeth to enphasi ze its unchanging grin.

Green light shinmrered fromthe death' s-head, giving it an olive tone that
| ooked like withered flesh. The thing could do nore than glare. It spoke, with
words that grated fromits tight-closed teeth.

"You are wel come here, Shadow " rasped the skull. "Wl come, even though
you have cone earlier than | hoped!"

Anot her |istener would have felt full horror at hearing the skull speak
Not so The Shadow. Those words, despite their sepulchral note, nerely

di spel | ed
the illusion that first had seized him

No |ipless mouth could have supplied the perfect pronunciation that the
skull had used. Wth all its lifelike appearance, the head was no nore than a

nmechani cal contrivance wired for sound.

The di stant speaker who was using it had no way of seeing what The Shadow
did, nor could he hear what the prisoner said. The Shadow denobnstrated that to
his satisfaction, by strolling close to the skull and addressing it in the
cool
tone of Cranston.

The thing merely spoke again, as if by prearrangenent. Its mani pul at or

in
his ignorance, displayed a false contenpt for The Shadow s cour age.

"You cringe, Shadow!" jeered the skull. "You wonder how I know your
identity; how ! learned that you call yourself Lanmont Cranston. \Wen you have
ceased to trenble, | shall tell you!"

By the time that |ast sentence cane, The Shadow, far from cringing or
trenbling, was standing close beside the skull, examining its construction
The

object glittered when viewed at close range. It was nade of silver, and only
at
a distance did the green light's reflection make it | ook alive.

"I am Silver Skull!" The tone was boastful. "I amthe one that you have
sought and failed to find, until | chose. You are but the last of my many
victims. Ot hers have lived, but you shall die!"

From t hose braggi ng words, The Shadow di vi ned that the master crook had
procl ai med the actual title by which he was known to his followers: Silver
Skull. Moreover, a quick link with a fact that The Shadow al ready knew, was
proof of who the master killer was.

In an instant, the whole gane was swept into sight. It fitted with
everything that The Shadow had surmised; and this revelation added all the



needed details. But with it came the stark realization that Silver Skull would
not have so disclosed his game, unless positive that The Shadow coul d never
escape this trap

Theref ore, escape was doubly inperative.

Through it, The Shadow could not only preserve his own life; he could
hunt
down Silver Skull. Once away from here, The Shadow coul d produce that master
crook at al nost any noment that he chosel

SILVER SKULL was gritting the details that he had proni sed; how he had
| earned that Cranston had sought facts concerning Lenville, and had therefore
been the man who visited Zurman the night before. That, according to Silver
Skull, had proven Lanont Cranston to be The Shadow.

"One thing alone remains,"” concluded the netallic voice, while The Shadow
was rapidly tapping walls to see if any one offered an outlet. "That is the
manner of your death. Your doomis already on its way. Listen!"

The Shadow |istened. From vague spots high on the walls, canme the rapid
hi ss of gas. Those pipes were too many to reach and plug. Wthin a very few
m nutes, this roomwould be completely filled with the asphyxiating vapor

"Do not console yourself," came the harsh voice of Silver Skull, "with
t he
t hought that you nay escape, as you did once before. This roomis tightly
sealed, and will remain so until the time cones to dispose of your corpse!
That
will be done automatically."

As proof of that future event, there were sharp crackles fromlive wires
at intervals along the ceiling. The Shadow knew exactly what they signified.
Once the roomfilled with gas, the sparks would ignite it. The Shadow woul d be
bl asted i nto not hingness, along with the masonry of this subterranean snare!

"You have entered by the only way," remnded Silver Skull. "That entrance
is closed. You will go out by the only possible exit. Aroute that will take
you fromthis world!"

The Shadow s fists tightened suddenly. His eyes burned fromthe fixed
features of Cranston as vividly as the sparks that crackled from above.

VWhy had Silver Skull so carefully enphasized those points?

Because, besides those ways that he had nentioned, there was another; one
that woul d serve both as entrance and exit. A way that Silver Skull had wanted
The Shadow to overl ook

Fol l owers of Silver Skull had planted this trap. Their work rust have
depended upon easy access to the place. Staring at the skull, The Shadow
noti ced the niche beyond it. It |ooked like an archway, but it had been
canoufl aged. It had been originally a doorway, |eading to the back of the
cel lar.

The base of the niche was masonry, but the back of the recess m ght be
wood. Stretching above the netal skull, The Shadow began to pound the plaster
It was woodwork, yes; but stout, and heavily bolted fromthe other side. Too
strong to be denolished with bare hands.

@unl ess, The Shadow had no way to blast that barred half door. Nor did he
have a single tool that would be useful in the work. He had found the way to
escape, but through his own folly in com ng unequi pped, he was still trapped.

Dr oppi ng back fromthe al cove, The Shadow could smell the strong odor of
the gas. He wavered, as he inhaled it. Soon, what strength he had would fail.
Al the while, those taunts from Silver Skull were maddening him

Qui ckly, The Shadow ripped off his coat and tie.

O a sudden, The Shadow cl amped hi s hands upon the shelf that bore that
skull of netal; the projected nask, as it were, of the person who called
hinself Silver Skull. Gitted teeth were still issuing that |laugh Silver Skul
had railed too Iong.

By forcing his taunts upon The Shadow, the master crook had suddenly



awakened his visitor to a solution of the present problemn

CLAMPI NG both hands to the nmetal skull, The Shadow ripped it fromthe
shel f. The wires that were used for the renmpte control, were broken by the
yank. Short-circuited, they added sparks to those that crackled fromthe
ceiling. But the nechanical skull no I onger transmitted | aughter

It had becone nothing but a chunk of metal, and a very heavy one, for its
size. A battering ramin nminiature, that skull; the very type of tool that The
Shadow required. Wth both hands, The Shadow bashed the skull agai nst the back
of the al cove. Wodwork crackled under the stroke.

More bl ows foll owed. Powerful ones, that splintered the stout half door.
Unm ndful of the increasing gas, The Shadow had literally pounded a path to
freedom Hurling the skull to the floor, he doubled hinself into the al cove
and
drove his full weight against the weakened wood.

The barrier split, sending The Shadow headl ong into the rear cellar
Rol i ng over, he cane to hands and knees and raised hinself, to begin a sprint
t hrough the darkness that |ay ahead.

The gas, however, was issuing fromits many pipes much nore rapidly than
The Shadow supposed. He had not gone nore than a dozen feet before the vapor
ignited. There was a terrific trenor through the whol e house, as the gas
chanmber burst with one huge expl osive puff.

A sheet of green flame roared through the space that had been The
Shadow s
outlet, overtook the fugitive as he was sprawl ed by the blast. For an instant,
The Shadow seened lost in that |icking streak; then the flame was gone.

Bl i nded by the sweep of flanme, The Shadow coul d not see the route ahead.
Deaf ened by the blast, he could not hear the crashing nasonry about him Half
paral yzed by the long hurtle that he had taken, he was unable to raise his
hands and ward off chunks of stone or falling beans that canme in steady rain.

He seemed to be staggering into endl ess space, black space, soundl ess
space, where things struck against himwth jolts that he could not feel. For
nmonents, he seenmed to stunble upward; then he took a short downward |urch that
flattened him After that, it was a crawl along the | evel

Hi s eyes saw glinmers of light, his ears caught a jargon of sounds.
hjects weren't hitting himany longer; but it mght be that he sinply didn't
noti ce them For The Shadow s strength was slipping, along with oozes of
danpness that he did not recogni ze as bl ood.

Gradual ly, all effort failed him His craw ended as his |inbs stretched
forward to flatten, helpless. H's recuperating senses left him Nearer to
deat h
than life, The Shadow could no | onger seek to escape the toils of Silver
Skul I .

CHAPTER X
CROOKS FROM THE PAST

THE nei ghbor hood about the old blasted house was filled with stirring
clangor. First-coners converged upon the street in front of the ruined house.
Fire sirens were wailing, bells clanging, above the crackle of flanmes that
weaved from the broken brick walls.

In the rear street, their faces reddened by the glare, two persons were
seated in an old two-door sedan. Their expressions had a denoni ac touch, for
they were pleased by the event that they had w tnessed. Those watchers were
Ceorge Sleed and Thel ma Royce

"Come on, doc." Thelma's voice now showed anxiety. "Let's scram There's
no percentage in sticking around. W know the guy must've got the works."



Sl eed shook his head. He was straining fromthe wi ndow, trying to nake
out
somet hing on the ground just beyond the range of the ruddy gl ow Suddenly, his
heavy lips enmtted a harsh excl amati on

"Look there!"

Thel ma | ooked. Sl eed was pointing to an alleyway that led to this rear
street. A flicker fromthe burning house showed a human shape, prone and |i np,
upon the paving. Sleed was out of the car an instant |ater, hauling Thel na
with
hi m

Together, they rolled a man's forminto the car, and while Thel ma was
still pulling the door shut, Sleed started to wheel away.

In the course of fifteen mnutes, Sleed parked in a space behind an
antiquat ed apartment house. He and Thelnma carried their inert prisoner up an
inside fire tower and laid himon a couch in a poorly furnished Iiving room

"It's Cranston, all right," declared Sleed, after poking through the
scorched pockets of the unconscious victim "The guy that Silver Skull was out
to get. | guess | told you why, didn't I?"

"Yeah," returned Thel ma. "Because he's supposed to be The Shadow "

Her tone was sonmewhat dubi ous. Sleed noticed it and rai sed an objection

"He's The Shadow, all right," declared the fake physician. "Only The
Shadow coul d have gotten out of that warehouse cellar where we left him and
only The Shadow coul d have squeezed fromthe tighter jamhe was in tonight."

"Al'l right," agreed Thel ma. "So what? The guy's croaked, and that's the
end of The Shadow. Al we've got to do is sink the body sonewhere; then you
can
carry on the phony trail, like Silver Skull told you."

Sl eed shook his head. He was eyeing very steadily the prone shape of
Cranst on.

"He isn't croaked," he decided. "He's pretty bad off from!loss of bl ood,
but he's not dead yet - and won't be!"

In professional style, Sleed brought a physician's kit froma corner
Thel ma guf f awed, when she saw hi m open the bag and take out instrunments and

bandages.
"What do you think you are?" she queried. "A doctor?"
"Why not?" returned Sleed, coolly. "I had an office once, didn't |?"

"Yeah, but no patients ever came there!"

"The Wlbin girl did. She took ne for a doctor and accepted ny advice."

"Sure! But you had to turn her over to ne. | get the credit for prying
her
out of those fancy duds that we needed in our racket."

Sl eed scarcely heard what Thel ma sai d. He was busy probi ng The Shadow s
wounds, stanching the flow of blood in expert style. He was hunm ng to hinself
when he began to apply bandages, in a fashion so rapid that Thel ma gaped.

"Say!" Thelma's voice showed admiration. "You are a nedico, after all!"

"I was one," returned Sleed, "until reasons canme along that made nme quit
the profession, just when |I'd gotten into it. By the way, Thelma, where is
t hat
nurse's outfit of yours?"

"I put it away. You told me to wear a dark outfit tonight."

"I"ve changed ny mind. Get into that nurse's dress, while |I call up
Silver
Skul 1. "

VWHI LE Thel ma was maki ng the change, she could hear Sleed on the
t el ephone.
He was giving Silver Skull a firsthand account of the explosion. Sleed made
t he
descri ption inpressive.



"I'f the guy wasn't blown into chunks," Sleed told Silver Skull, "he's
not hi ng but a mash, anyway. Because the roofs, walls, everything, was falling
down into that cellar. There's not a chance that he's still alive!"

The Shadow was stirring very feebly as Sl eed hung up. Thel ma stepped into
sight, giving a final pat to her nurse's costune. Sleed gave an approvi ng nod
as he noticed her trim spotless appearance.

"I"ve figured it out, doc," said Thelma. "You're a smart guy, and |I'm
sticking with you! You' ve got a right to | ook out for yourself. Wat Silver
Skull won't know, won't hurt him"

Sl eed raised his eyebrows, interested. Thel ma proceeded wth her
st at ement .

"Silver Skull told you to head for the Wst coast," she said, "pretending
that you're Lanont Cranston. Wen you get there, you'll pick up ten grand
that's waiting for you; then you lose the trail. Good enough

"Only, Silver Skull don't always bunp off these boobs that di sappear. He
keeps 'em alive, whenever he can use themin his business. So you're going to
try that stunt yourself. Why not?

"You' ve got The Shadow, haven't you? There's plenty of big-shots -
counting Silver Skull - who would hate to see The Shadow get back into
circulation. You' ve got a gold mne, doc -"

She stopped suddenly, staring at the pale face of Cranston. The Shadow s
eyes were open; in them Thelma saw a faint trace of the glitter that she had
observed on another occasion. She felt an instinctive fear. Even in his
pr esent
state, weakened and hel pl ess, The Shadow was a factor to dread.

Sl eed saw the reason for Thel ma's qual ns; but he noted, also, that The
Shadow still |acked strength to strike. Coolly, Sleed brought a hypodermc
syringe fromhis nedical kit. Wiile he was preparing it, he remarked:

"This will hold The Shadow for a while. It will keep himout of the
picture a lot |longer than you'll need, Thel ma. Because you won't have to | ook
out for himvery long."

He punctured the flesh bel ow The Shadow s shoul der, injected the contents
of the hypoderm c. The Shadow s eyes had al ready cl osed; he made no further
effort.

"You' ve got a good bean, Thelma," approved Sl eed, "but you don't want to
get too far ahead in your ideas. Shaking down a |lot of big-shots could becone
a
pretty tough proposition. My own idea is sonewhat different."

He stood back, to study The Shadow carefully. He decided that the patient
needed anot her coat, and Sl eed had one that would do. Thel ma brought it from
the cl oset; The Shadow was linmp in their grasp, as they put the fresh coat on
hi m

Sl eed gl anced at his watch. He had plenty of tine before his plane
started
for the West. He picked up the tel ephone and called a taxi.

"Il wait out front," he told Thelma, "with the doctor's kit. I'Il bring
the taxi driver up with me, and when he sees a swell-1ooking nurse |like you,
he'll figure I'ma real nedico, sure enough."

"And he can help us lug The Shadow," nodded Thel ma. Then, her eyes
suddenly puzzled: "But where are we taking the guy?"

Perhaps it was Sleed' s recollection of The Shadow s recent recuperation
that caused the crook to beconme suddenly secretive. At any rate, Sleed did not
reply in his usual tone. Instead, he | eaned close to Thelma's ear and
whi spered
words that caused her to | ook puzzled, until he supplied an explanation.

As that came, Thelma's face showed sharpness. She was hearing Sleed' s
tale
of a double cross that |eft her breathless; and she listened, with a
tightening
smle, to the final details that concerned it.



Wien Sl eed had hurried downstairs to await the cab, Thel ma took a | ook
around the hide-out that they were about to | eave, then gazed contenptuously
at
t he doped form of The Shadow.

"You're smart, Shadow," sneered Thel na, "but not as smart as Silver
Skul I .

Maybe Silver Skull can be outsmarted, too, but you won't be around when t hat
happens!"

By which Thel na Royce inplied that The Shadow, wherever he m ght be
i mprisoned, would find no future chance to deal with Silver Skull.

CHAPTER Xl
DEATH IN THE AIR

A HUGE airliner was wendi ng westward, away from the pursuing dawn. Bel ow
lay a sleeping