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CHAPTERI. THE MARK OF DEATH

B I S I B B B B N N B S I N B B R S B B R I S VAN

THE MOUNTAIN LIMITED was clicking dowly over therailsthat trail through the highest and wildest
land in America- the western dope of the Rockies. Speed was cut down as the big special labored
toward the highest point onitsline - nearly seven thousand feet above sealevel.

Midnight had struck.

Outside, the gloomy mountains hung over the track; seemed about to closein on it, and wipe out thetrain
and dl its passengers.

Within the club car of thetrain, only ahandful of men remained in the comfortable chairs.

All of these were dozing away, with the exception of one who sat at the end of the car, puffing furioudy
at apipethat was no longer aight. Hislipstwitched, hiseyes blinked furioudy, and every time one of his
dozing companions gtirred, he whirled around quickly, as though the sound had some hideous portent.

Pulling awatch from his pocket, he gave it ahurried glance, then alowed his eyesto wander around the
car. Satisfied that no one was observing him, he crossed quickly to the writing desk.

His hand shook, partly from nervousness and partly from the swaying of the train. Making no effort to
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control the blotching of the pen, he pushed it rapidly across the paper. There was something furtivein his
haste.

Findly he signed his name - Stephen Laird - and blotted the letter. Just then one of the other menin the
car mumbled something drowsily, and Laird thrust the letter into his pocket. He leaned back and
assumed an air of nonchaance that was obvioudy fase.

For aminute he sat there, tensely posed in an attitude of ease. Then, he took the sheet of |etter paper
from his pocket, and laid it on the desk.

Rapidly Laird addressed an envelope, blotted it, put the letter in, and stamped it. The glue from the stamp
smeared over hislower lip as he licked it with sharp, uncertain movements.

Stephen Laird jumped up from the desk, and started to walk forward in the car. Suddenly he stopped,
went back to the writing desk, and, picking up the blotter that he had used, thrust it into his pocket.

It was anew sheet of white blotting paper, and had retained an amost perfect reproduction of what
Laird had written. Drops of sweat appeared upon his forehead, as though in horror at anear escape.

The sweat made amark on the man's forehead stand out in relief. It wasared mark - amost asred as
blood. There was something awe-striking about it.

LAIRD garted toward the front end of the car again. As he neared the corridor, the porter appeared,
blinking drowsily. Laird handed the Negro adollar hill.

"How soon can you mail aletter for me?"' he asked in alow, nervous, voice.
"Next stop is Truckee, suh," answered the porter.

"How soon?' was the sharp retort.

"Bout fo'ty minutes, suh. Train goes downhill pretty soon, now."

Laird hesitated. His hand moved toward the pocket where he had put the letter.
"Come and see mein twenty minutes, then. I'll have alletter for you.”

"Yes, suh.”

"Or, no, wait aminute." Laird took the letter from his pocket, and held it tentatively for aminute. He
studied the porter through narrowed eydids.

The porter gazed back timidly. He noticed that the passenger's eyes were close together. They seemed
like two threstening knife points to the superdtitious Pullman hand.

Laird seemed satisfied with his scrutiny. He relaxed dightly, and handed the porter the letter. Thelatter
gazed at it dyly, and sad:

"I'll sho' mall this, Migteh Laird. | won't forget now!"
Laird jumped.
"How did you know my name?' He shot the question at the terrified porter vicioudy.

"Fum the envelope, suh. Jus fum the corner of the envelope.”



Again Laird rdlaxed. The porter tried to pull himself together, but just as he was on the point of regaining
his composure, he noticed the little red mark on Laird's forehead.

It seemed to strike terror to the Negro's soul, though he could not explain why. There was something
gnister about the bloodlike mark.

Laird laughed, hdlf inrelief a having gotten the letter off his hands, half in amusement at the porter's
obviousterror. Then he turned and walked unconcernedly back toward the rear of thetrain.

After the passenger had gone, the porter stood still amoment, trying to connect the red mark with
something esein his experience. Finally he shook his head, and walked to the |etter rack in the rear of
the car.

Into the open rack he dropped the letter. There were already a half dozen envelopesthere, ready to be
mailed at Truckee.

The porter disgppeared into the linen closet. Immediately one of the dozing men legped to hisfeet. He
gprang to the letter rack, threw a quick glance around the car, and withdrew the letter the porter had just
placed there. Then he hurried from the car.

THE train was dowing down till further asit reached the pass through the mountains. Asthe man who
had just stolen the | etter hastened in the same direction Stephen Laird had taken, he noticed that there
was hardly any sdeward motion at al.

The letter thief quickly reached the observation car. It was deserted. The man walked to the glass door
at therear of the car, hesitated afew moments, and then stepped out onto the platform.

Although it was now past one o'clock, there was aman sitting in the darkness on the left Sde of thelittle
platform. He glanced up sharply asthe thief appeared; but the newcomer paid no attention to him.
Instead, he dusted off the unoccupied chair, and sat down on the right side of the gallery.

After afew minutes of slence, the man on the left lighted acigarette. The glare of the match in his cupped
hands reved ed the sallow, nervous features of Stephen Laird. The crimson mark stood out over the
blinking, furtive eyes.

The match went out. Laird's head was facing forward, looking straight back aong the dropping tracks
that stretched to the coast.

Thetrain rattled as it bumped over a switch point and onto the double-tracked roadbed that indicated a
bypass. A signal post appeared.

It carried asingle green light. Laird's eyesfocused on that glare. His body shook with anirresistible
shudder. That singledisk of brilliant green had awakened some horrible memory in hismind!

He mumbled: "Green! Green! Like those other lights - like those awful eyes!™

The words were not loud enough for the man who had stolen the speaker's | etter to distinguish. Hissde
of the platform was wrapped in ablanket of clickings and grumblingsasalong line of darkened deepers
passed by, bound west.

Brakes ground as the eastbound limited dowed. A crying gasp sounded on the observation platform. It
rose to a crescendo that was completely obscured by the noise of the brakes and the passing train.
Finaly it sank to a gasping moan.



The observation platform was dark. The brakeman who climbed over the rear railing noticed nothing as
he swung hislantern over the right side of the platform for an increase in speed.

Thelimited picked up speed on the easy down grade to Truckee. The brakeman, hiswork done, turned
to go into the car. Hisred lantern swung within afoot of the chair that Laird had been occupying. The
light showed the huddled, motionlessform of aman. His head was forward on his chest. His breath was
coming in short, audible gasps.

The brakeman set down the lantern and shook the huddled body. There was no response. Quickly the
train hand swung the helpless man into the closed part of the car, and dropped him on along couch.

Thelight in the car showed a horrible sight. Stephen Laird's chest was covered with blood. His coat and
vest were ripped to shreds. He had been brutaly stabbed!

The brakeman dropped to his knees to support the gory victim, and shouted for the porter. The latter
brought the conductor, who tried to force water between Laird'slips.

Both the brakeman and the conductor focused their eyes on the crimson sign that stood out like a beacon
againg the deathly pdlor of Laird'sforehead.

The porter ran to try and find adoctor. It wasimmediately apparent that without medical assistance,
Laird would not live the few minutes it would take the train to get to Truckee and ahospitd.

Laird'slipswere moving. The conductor bent over, trying to catch something that would give aclew to
the attack.

"Eyes" sad the dying man. " Green eyedl”

The conductor reached for adip of paper. He urged Laird to speak further.
"Inthe box," wasdl he could distinguish.

"Yes" said the conductor. "In the box. What box?

"See-" The wordswere cut off by agurgle of blood issuing from Laird's paelips.
The dying man said something indistinguishable. The conductor crouched closer.

"T-A-G-"A pause, and then: "A -" The padelips and dimming brain were trying to say something of
such importance that it had to be spelled. The conductor wrote down the | etters.

They werethe last that Stephen Laird ever said. His mouth opened, and more blood gushed forth. His
fingerstwitched twice, and then stiffened.

A physician, hastily aroused by the observation-car porter, hurried in, dressed in trousers over pgames.
He bent over Laird amoment, and then straightened.

"He'sdead," he said. "Murdered!”

THE conductor went through Laird's pocket, looking for arailroad check. He found it, in an envelope
marked Stephen Laird. He wrote the name on a sheet of paper, and then copied his notes. He read them
to the doctor:

"'Seeinthebox. Tag A.' Hetried to spell it. 'T - A - G' - then, he managed to gasp out the letter ‘A’
That was al hewas ableto say.”



The brakeman went out on the platform where he had found Laird's body. He called to the conductor,
pointed to the blood-stained corner of the platform, and held up a piece of white paper.

"Right here, where| found - found him, there wasthis."

The conductor took the fragment. It was part of the blotter that Laird had thrust into his pocket in the
club car. This scrap bore only two letters: R and D, in reverse, the last letters of the murdered man's
sgnature.

The conductor did not redize this. He searched for the rest of the blotter, in vain.

"Go up ahead," he said to the brakeman, "and bring back the porter from the club car. Maybe helll know
something. Thislookslike one of thelingsblotters.”

The porter, brought in by the brakeman, eyed the body cautioudly.

"Yes, suh," hesaid. "That'sthe one, suh. He give me aletter, suh, jus ali'l whileago. | got it heah, Misteh
Conductuh, right heah in the mail foh Truckee."

While he spoke, he had been searching through the mail for Truckee. There was no envelope with
Stephen Laird's name on the corner.

Meanwhile the observation-car porter and the brakeman had been having trouble keeping curious
passengers out of the car. The brakeman called to the conductor.

"Here's agentleman who says he's from the newspapers, conductor. Shdl | et himin?”

The conductor nodded his assent. A man bustled forward, dressed, like the doctor, in pgjamas and
trousers. He showed the conductor his credentials. He was a correspondent from one of the newspaper
gyndicates, returning from aWestern story.

The conductor told this man what he knew about the murder. Thelatter's eyes glistened. Thiswasafine
story. "Murder on the Mountain Limited.” He could dready see the headlines.

He made a specid note of the mysteriouslast words of Stephen Laird.

"Laird said something, too, about eyes," remarked the conductor thoughtfully. "Green eyes, as|
remember it. But that waswhen | firgt got there. Thisisal | have written down: 'In the box," and then
'see,’ and then thisabout Tag A, that he tried to spell.”

Up ahead, the whigtle blasted through the night. The train was coming into Truckee, where the authorities
would take over the body and the mystery.

The little group of men around the dead man dropped into silence. The correspondent was sitting down
scribbling off atelegram to file at the Sation.

But he said nothing about the red mark on Stephen Laird's forehead, because no one had thought to
mention it.

That mark was scarcely noticeable now. It was nothing more than afaint blur.

Living, the red mark on Laird's forehead had impressed three men: the porter, the conductor, and the
brakeman.

Now that Laird was dead, the mark was dying, too, as though it were connected with his soul, rather



than with hisbody. In the excitement, the mark was forgotten.

The porter had been sent back to his car. All that the newspapers and the authorities were told was that
aman had been found stabbed on the observation platform; afragment of blotter had been found beside
him; he had uttered certain vague words and | etters before his desth; and aletter which he had written
had been stolen.

But of dl the details marking the murder of Stephen Laird, that vanished crimson mark was most
ggnificant. For it was that sign that brought him to his doom!

That spot that shone like blood was the mark of desth! Now, desth had struck; and its mark - no longer
needed - was gone!

CHAPTER Il. THE FACE FROM THE DARK

SEVERAL days had passed since the strange death of Stephen Laird, passenger on the Mountain
Limited. The case had created awide sensation at first. Now, with no solution toward the mystery, it had
dropped into prompt oblivion.

It was evening, in San Francisco. A tall, well-dressed man entered the lobby of the Aldebaran Hotdl,
carrying alight suitcase. He stepped up to the desk to register. The clerk noted the name which the writer
fashioned in aclear, sweeping hand.

The new guest's name was Henry Arnaud.
"What kind of aroom would you like, Mr. Arnaud?' questioned the clerk.
"| should prefer one on the top floor,” wasthereply.

The clerk looked over the list of vacant rooms. The Aldebaran was a second-rate hostelry, and was
never filled with guests. But dueto itslocation on one of the noisy streets that angle northward from
Market, the rooms on the upper floors were always occupied. At present, there was just one vacancy on
the eighth floor, the highest story in the house. The clerk passed it by.

"| can give you something on the seventh -"

"No," said Arnaud, shaking his head emphaticaly. "I want to be ashigh up aspossble. If | can't get a
room on thetop floor, | shall go somewheredse.”

"Wait amoment!" The clerk pretended to make a sudden discovery. "Here you are, Sir - Room 806. A
very niceroom, Mr. Arnaud.”

The guest seemed highly pleased, and turned his bag over to the waiting bell boy. The clerk caled out the
number of the room, and Henry Arnaud started to the elevator. The clerk shrugged his shoulders.

Therewas avery definite reason why Room 806 was vacant. Until afew nightsago, it had been
occupied by Stephen Laird. That guest had | eft the Aldebaran one evening to take the Mountain Limited
for Chicago.

The police at Truckee had discovered an envelope in Laird's pocket, marked with the number of the
room and the name of the hotel at which he had stopped in San Francisco.

So, on the following morning, the police of the coast city had called at the Aldebaran to search the room
for clewsthat might lead to a solution of the murder of Stephen Laird. The room had been bare of



evidence, and the clerk had been instructed to keep it vacant for afew days.

There was no ban now; but 806 was not to be offered to a guest without good excuse for so doing. The
excuse had worked excedllently tonight. Henry Arnaud had insisted upon an eighth-story room; he had
received the only one available.

The clerk's eyes scanned the lobby. He wanted to be sure that the issuing of Room 806 had caused no
comments. Many of the guests at the Aldebaran were permanents who might talk about the fact that
Laird had lived there dmost until the time of his murder.

One man who had been reading a newspaper was strolling from the lobby; no others showed any sign of
activity.

MEANWHILE, Henry Arnaud had reached Room 806. The room occupied a corner of the hotel. One
window opened on the front street; the other covered avacant lot.

Theroom was smdl. It had no bath. A large wardrobe stood in the corner, in lieu of acloset. Theonly
modern touch to thisroom was a reading lamp on asmall table beside the single bed.

Y et Arnaud did not appear dissatisfied with his quarters. He tipped the bell boy and carefully locked the
door after the attendant had |eft the room. He seated himsalf in a chair beside the bed. He took an old
newspaper from the pocket of hislight overcoat.

As Arnaud spread the paper, his eyes rested upon a paragraph relating to the death of Stephen Laird. It
was an exact account of the man's demise, and gave the conductor's version of everything he had heard

the dying man say.

What was the meaning of the statement, "Tag A," the last message that Laird had tried to give? That was
amystery. The newspaper paragraph also stated that the envelope scrawled with 806, Aldebaran Hotdl,
had been found in the dead man's pocket.

Henry Arnaud smiled as he scanned that notice. It explained his presence here tonight. He had chosen
thisroom by design, not by accident.

Thelight that shone upon Henry Arnaud's face reved ed a countenance that was both distinctive and
unusua. Henry Arnaud was possessed of firmly molded festures that appeared dmost asif they had been
chisdled by ahuman hand. They gave aquiet, motionless expression to his countenance.

One could not have told the age of this man. Forty years might have been afair estimate, but its accuracy
could not have been more than speculétive.

He was a being with a human mask, whose face became more inscrutable as it was examined closer. In
the proximity of thelight, it was even moreimpressive than in the poorly illuminated lobby. Arnaud's eyes
were an amazing factor. They sparkled with aglow that boded mystery.

Sowly, Henry Arnaud raised his hand and extinguished the light beside the bed. The room wasnow in
total darkness. No sign existed of its human occupant.

Henry Arnaud had not stirred from his chair. But now, his eyes were turned toward the window.

Blocks away, they saw the glow of anilluminated district. Henry Arnaud waslooking toward the
strangest and most fascinating district of America- San Francisco's Chinatown.

The lightsfrom that cluster of steep-pitched streets betokened amerging of Occidental invention with the



glamour of the Orient. There, within sight of thishotel, dwelt the largest settlement of Chinese outside of
Chinaitsdf.

Electric 9gns glowed with Chinese characters. These were accompanied by English words. It was upon
one such sign that Henry Arnaud's eyes were focused. Thissign bore the large words:

MUKDEN THEATER.

The sgnitsdf wasabizarre Oriental creation. Rows of colored lights crawled dragonlike from the lower
corners until they reached aglittering bal of resplendent incandescents near the top of the sign.

Abovethesewasasmdl circle of yelow lightsthat did not move. From the center of the circle shonetwo
lights of green, placed sde by side. They seemed a chdlenge to the man who watched them from the
window of the hotel.

An imaginative person - had Henry Arnaud been such - might have sworn that those lights were staring
back at him.

Click! Thelamp came on in the room. Henry Arnaud arose from his chair and walked about. He doffed
his coat and vest. He removed his collar and necktie. He went to the telephone and ordered ice water.

When the bell boy arrived, Arnaud opened the door and stepped into the hall to receive the pitcher. He
yawned as he tipped the servitor.

"Leaveacall at thedesk for me," hesaid. "Tell them seven thirty - and to keep on ringing until | wake up.
I'm dead tired. I'll be deeping soundly ten minutes from now, and it takes lots of noiseto arouse me.”

"Yes, dr," responded the bell boy.

The door closed. Thelock clicked. The bell boy returned to the e evator and stood waiting in the deep
slence of the hall.

The Aldebaran was a gloomy hotel. When the bell boy had gone down in the elevator, the place was as
gtill and as morbid asamorgue.

ACROSS the hall from Arnaud's room, adoor was gar. Eyes were peering through the crack of that
door - eyesthat stared with asinister purpose. They were glued upon the single exit from Arnaud's room.
They were waiting and watching, making sure that the guest in 806 did not leave.

Now afigure appeared from the door. It was a grotesque, crouching figure that crept dowly forward,
making no noise asit advanced. The clothes that it wore were dark; but the face above them bore a

ydlow tinge.

In action, athough not in guise, this creature bore the semblance of a Chinaman. His hands were close
againgt hisbreedt.

He listened outside the door of 806, his face now hidden from the light. This was a secluded portion of
the hall. Y et the crouched man seemed ready to dide back to the other room at thefirst sign of an

approaching person.

Within the room, Henry Arnaud again stood in darkness. The only indications of his presence that
reached the man outside were the sounds that he made.

The clagps of the bag clicked as Arnaud undid them. He coughed dightly as he removed articles of



apparel from the bag. The door of the wardrobe banged dully as he pushed it shut. Then the bed creaked
asArnaud flung himsdf uponit.

The noise of his breathing was interrupted occasondly by adight cough. Then those sounds decreased,
and there were steady minutes of prolonged silence.

The man outside the door was listening intently. With the subsidence of al sound, he moved, surely, but
cautioudy.

One hand came from his body. Deftly, he inserted a pass key in the lock of the door. The key turned.
The other hand was upon the knob.

Softly, steadily, the door of Henry Arnaud's room opened until it was gjar like that of the room acrossthe
way.

Inthisend of the hdl, the light was dim and obscure. Even so, thefiltering rays might have attracted the
attention of aman awake upon the bed. But there was no sign to show that Henry Arnaud had stirred.

The sinister gpproacher took this as agood sign. He stepped softly into the room, and closed the door
behind him.

He crept around the foot of the bed, and passed dowly by the half-opened window. He was close to the
floor; the dim, reflected glow from Chinatown was not sufficient to betray the presence of the sneaking
native who had come from that section of the city, to be here tonight.

But those vague rays of light did tell something of the man's purpose. Something gleamed in one of the
creeper's hands. It was the blade of along, vicious knife - the silent weapon of anoisaless assassin.

The crawling Chinaman stopped at the table by the head of the bed. He listened there; then loomed
upward. Hisbody extended over the bed. His knifewasin hisright hand, ready to deliver awell-aimed
thrust. Hisleft hand gripped the cord of the table lamp.

The hovering creature was one who planned his purpose well. He was ready to perform two operations
smultaneoudy. That hand toying with the cord was prepared for its duty.

When the light came on, the knife blade would descend swiftly toward avita spot before the degping
victim could become cognizant of danger.

Click! Thelight was on. Its sudden glare reveded the face from the dark - the yellow, leering face whose
peering eyes were seeking the helplessform of the man in the bed.

The knife blade gleamed beside that sinister countenance. But it remained suspended - motionless.
The bed was empty! Not only empty, but the covers were unturned.
Henry Arnaud was not there!

THE lean, leering face of the Chinaman became a hideous, glaring mongtrosity. The stooping man
whesled quickly, looking for his prey.

With the lamp il lighted, he dropped beside the bed, and his peering eyes glared beneath. Arnaud was
not hiding there,

Writhing serpentlike dong the floor, the man approached the wardrobe - the only spot in the lighted
room that afforded a hiding place.



The big door of the upright chest was latched - asign that no one could be within. But the Chinaman
intended to make sure. He was willing to rely upon his blade, even though hisintended victim might be on
thedert.

His clawlike hand clutched the little knob of the wardrobe. 1t drew the door open, and the Chinaman
legped into the space behind it, his knife blade launching for athrust.

That deadly arm stopped midway. The wardrobe, like the bed, was empty!

Revolting though the yelow face had become, the look of perplexity now upon it was ludicrous. The man
stood momentarily thwarted, but his bewilderment did not last. He sprang back across the room and
extinguished the table lamp.

The sinigter face from the dark had returned to the dark. But those insidious eyes were still searching.
They peered from the front window of the room.

The head extended through the opening, and turned downward toward the street below, adrop of sixty
feet. It appeared again at the side window. Here, too, it ingpected a sheer drop of more than sixty feet.

The wicked face turned its gaze toward the distant glow of Chinatown. There, the sign of the Mukden
Theater il displayed its roving change of lights. But the luminous circle at the top now presented ablank
center. The two glaring spots of green had disappeared.

The Chinaman turned his eyes back into the room. His hands were buried againgt hisbody. The knife
wasthere, waiting.

Ten minutes went by; then the crouching figure went back across the room and tiptoed to the other side
of the hall. The door of 806 was closed and locked. But the tricked n waited, wondering.

Within the room, the dim glare of the distant lights was totally obscured by ablack shadow in the
window. Henry Arnaud had returned. He went noiselessly to his suitcase and took it with him to the
window. He affixed the handle of the bag to athin, suspended rope.

Hisbody - virtudly invisble - swung from the window. Long arms, reaching upward gripped aprotruding
row of bricks below the roof. With amazing agility, the man ascended and drew himsdlf to safety. Hisbag
came, up as he pulled the dender rope.

Acrosstheroof he strode, toward the rear of the hotel. He did down awall to alower building. Hisform
seemed to dwindle away and disappear. His further descent was an action unseen.

Henry Arnaud had gone. He did not regppear. But in his stead, atdl, black-clad man arrived at the end
of anarrow street, ablock from the Aldebaran Hotel.

Stooping in the gloom, he compressed his suitcase into asmall, compact bundle that disappeared beneath
the flowing cloak that he wore. From benesth his douch hat, this man peered forward with shrewd,
gleaming eyes.

There, in the sllence, hidden lips laughed, and their low, throbbing mockery made an eerie sound on the
night ar.

In the guise of Henry Arnaud, The Shadow had come to San Francisco! The Shadow - dread avenger,
who menaced evildoers of the East - had come to the Pacific coast!

Wheat was his purpose here? Did it concern the strange death of Stephen Laird? Had that event declared



the existence of crimina hands whose actions could be ended only by the power of this one man who
waged relentlesswar on evil?

Only The Shadow knew! Tonight he had thwarted the first of his hidden enemies. He had walked into a
trap. He had tricked the assassin, the man whose hideous face had come from the dark.

Back in the hotdl, that evil face was still on watch - itswicked eyes staring across the hall toward aroom
that was deserted.

The Shadow, strange wizard of the night, had learned why Stephen Laird had occupied that room. With
that knowledge gained, The Shadow was gone. Only the echo of aweird, mocking laugh remained.

CHAPTER II1. A MIDNIGHT CONFERENCE

TWO men were seated in the living room of an elegantly furnished gpartment. One, the hogt, was attired
in evening clothes. He was aman about fifty years of age.

Hisgray hair gave him afirm dignity. Hiseyes, mild and kindly, showed passivity, but with it, human
understanding.

Thevidtor, plainly dressed, was about fifteen years younger. He had an air of assurance, and hischin
portrayed the man of action. But now he possessed a patient attitude that seemed at odds with his natural
inclinations.

It was he who was speaking; and he was choosing his words as he uttered them.

"I have cometo you, Mr. Darley," he said, "because you are a man who keeps confidence. Y ou may be
surprised by my vigit. Y ou may wonder what it is about. But you will quickly understand.

" told you that my work concerned the Civilian Committee of San Francisco, of which you are the head;
but | must explain thet it isaso of anature that will make it aprivate matter between you and mysdf.”

Joseph Darley nodded dowly. He knew that thiswas an important meeting. He had recelved atelephone
cdl that afternoon, from this man, who called himsdf Cleve Branch. Darley had arranged the appointment
for midnight.

As chairman of the Civilian Committee, Darley held amost important executive position, and specid
meetings of thistype were not foreign to hiswork. Therefore, he was definitein hisreply.

"Whatever your purpose,” he said, "you can rely fully upon my keeping it confidential, Mr. Branch. |
understand that you seek my cooperation in a certain enterprise. Whether or not | can give that
cooperation, you have my absolute promise that whatever you may tell me shal reach no other person.”

"Very well," said Branch. "My work, Mr. Darley, isin behdf of the Bureau of Investigation, Department
of Justice of the United States government.

Darley leaned forward in his chair. He redlized now the prime importance of thisvist. On former
occasions, Darley had supplied valuable datato the government. Now, he understood, his services were
to be sought.

"l have cometo San Francisco,” continued Branch, "to make athorough investigation of the activities of
the Wu-Fan - and to learn more about its organizer, the Chinaman, Ling So0."

DARLEY leaned back in his chair. He consdered the celling thoughtfully. When he spoke, it wasplain



that his mind was reverting to facts which he knew well, and was seeking to give in detail.
"Do you know Ling Soo?" inquired Branch.

"Yes," said Darley. "'l do. Morethan thet; | know him well. Heisaman with acomplex brain. A Chinese
idedist; and being such, heisdifficult for usto understand.”

"What of the Wu-Fan?' asked Branch.

"Before | answer that question,” replied Darley, with athoughtful smile, "1 should like to know what
impression you have aready formed of the Wu-Fan. | ask that, because you are probably acquainted
withitsactivities outsde of San Francisco.

"In other words, you may have seen something of the effects; while | believe mysdlf to be acquainted with
the cause. Shal we work back from effect to cause? Or from cause to effect?!

"l cantell youwhat | know," said Branch. "That is not difficult. When wefirst encountered the
organization, we supposed it to be an offshoot of some Chinese tong. But we soon discovered that it was
adifferent propogtion.

"Our agents began to report that in virtually every city where Chinese lived, there were men of that race
who appeared to be identified with the order. They are chiefly Chinese of the more enterprising class -
restaurant owners rather than laundrymen.

"All wear an emblem likethis' - from his pocket, Branch drew awhite button that bore a golden dragon
head - "and these are of different colors. We have seen many variations, and we have learned that there
are certain roversin the outfit - Chinese who move from one city to another.

"We have observed, aso, that payments have been made by stationary membersto the travelers.
Questioning of members has produced only vague answers. There's no one in the world who can tell you
less than a Chinaman when he doesn't fed like being questioned.

"But we have learned, from isolated cases, that some of these Chinamen have a pretty big idea of their
importance. But more than that" - Branch extended his forefinger as he spoke - "it gppears that there are
afew Americanstied up with the outfit. They might spesk - if we could locate them. But, though we hear
of them, we never see them.”

"Americans" said Darley thoughtfully. "Y es, Ling Soo knows anumber of Americans, but | did not know
that they were actively interested in his picturesque plans.”

"Onewas," declared Branch shortly, "but heisn't any more. That'sthe reason why | am here.”
"Y ou knew one?"'

"I knew of him. He knew of me. He was to communicate with me. | was waiting. But he happened to die
very suddenly.”

"How?'
"He was murdered. Not so many nights ago. Stabbed to death on the Mountain Limited, going East.”

"Y ou mean the man Laird?' questioned Darley, in asurprised voice. "The man who was found dying on
the observation platform?”

"THAT'Stheone," declared Branch. "If you read the newspaper reports, you may have learned that



Laird wrote aletter shortly before hewaskilled. | rather suspect that the letter was addressed to me."

"Remarkable!l" exclaimed Darley. "Thisis somewhat amazing to me. Y ou are sure that his desth was
caused by the Wu-Fan?'

"Not at al," replied Branch. "l believe that his death was connected with the Wu-Fan; but how, | cannot
tdl.”

"Ah," said Darley, nodding. "That isan important point. It brings up other eements. | may be able to offer
apossible solution. Nevertheless, thistheory comes asasurprise to me. Tell me, have you seen any other
cases that resemblethat of Laird?"

"No," said Branch.
"Y ou know nothing more about the Wu-Fan?"
"Nothing of importance.”

"Then," said Darley, tapping the arm of hischair, "itistimethat | told you what | know. Y ou have seen
only the confusing angles of the Wu-Fan Stuation.

"If you understand the Chinese nature, you will know that every individua hasahabit of interpreting al
important mattersin hisown way. That is one reason why centralized government has never been highly
effectivein China. It isthe reason why aclear idea of the Wu-Fan and its purposes can be gained only by
astudy of Ling Soo himsdif."

"And you know Ling Soo?'

"I do. The Wu-Fan, Mr. Branch, is primarily a San Francisco problem. It began here; it took hold here;
and the Civilian Committee looked into it. | made the acquaintance of Ling Soo himself."

"What did you find out about him?"

"| found him to be a cultured Chinese gentleman, an Oriental idealist, whose plans are as astounding as
they are absurd.

"The Wu-Fan, Branch, isa curious paradox. It is both an imaginative dream of usdaless ceremony, and at
the same time a gigantic scheme to make Ling Soo's own race the dominating power in Americal™

"Y ou mean that Ling Soo thinks he can -"

"l mean that Ling Soo prides himself as being the emperor of acolossa domain that tekesin dl the
United States; that when he saysthe word, hisfaithful followerswill rule dl! But a the sametime, heis
too wise to ever say the word.”

"But these men who work for him -"

"Ah! They are believers. He has divided the whole of this country into imaginary provinces. He has
gppointed viceroys and prefects. From them he collects tribute. In true Chinese fashion, he sdlls his great
officesto the highest bidders."

"Then thereis danger that Chinese outbursts may occur throughout the country?”

"A danger?' Darley laughed. "Theoretically, yes. Practicdly, no. Ling Soo's empireisadream of the
future.



"He estimates that the Chinese population isincreasing more rapidly in Americathan the white. Today,
the Chinese occupy what may be termed a subservient position, because they are such asmall minority.
But in yearsto come, they will increase until they congtitute a powerful minority.

"Ling Soo foreseesthat, at that time, they will encounter persecution. They will be restrained by laws
directed againgt them.

"Then - and then only - will the ruler of theinvisible empire of these Chinese give the word. His viceroys
will cal upon their subjectsto arise.

"Thewhole scheme of Ling Soo's well-planned government will - according to his beliefs - go into effect.
It will replace the existing government. Quickly and speedily.”

"The man must be crazy," declared Branch. "1t will take hundreds of years-"
"The Chinesethink in terms of centuries - not in terms of years."
"But the man's schemes are treasonablel”

"If taken serioudly, yes. But Ling Soo istoo cagy for that. His organization cannot be considered as more
than a harmless order with scattered members.

"On the surface, it is so vague and theoreticd that to attack it would meanridicule. Ling Soois
accumulating wealth, which he intends to pass to his successor, that the great cause may go on.

"Those traveling representatives of his are like the collectors whom the ancient Chinese emperors used to
send into their provinces to gather funds for the support of theimperia Peking government.

"But in actud practice, these disciples of Ling Soo are the most law-abiding of al Chinesein America. As
aresult, our Civilian Committee organization felt that they needed our friendship rather than our

oppogtion.”
"Because they behaved themselves?’

"Y es; and because they have incurred the enmity of lawless Chinese. The members of the Wu-Fan;
peaceful and idedlidtic, fed that the tongs, with their wranglings, are detrimental to the progress of the
great cause. They try to keep clear of the secret societies known as the tongs.

"In turn, the tongs see loss of power threatening them. So they are hostile, and the only thing that has
prevented an outburst has been the fact that the Wu-Fan islarge enough in San Francisco to protect itself
if openly attacked.

"So, when you speak of death from the Wu-Fan, | know that you are mistaken. There have been deaths
because of the Wu-Fan, but the Wu-Fan itself isfree from blame.”

"I'm getting the point of it now," said Branch. "Thisfelow Laird, who was undoubtedly doing somework
for the Wu-Fan, may have crossed some tong leaders.”

"Exactly," declared Darley. "If | had known more about the traveling activities of the Wu-Fan, | would
have informed the government long ago - just as | have donein certain other matters.

"But | should state emphaticaly that if the Wu-Fan can be consdered asamenace, dl that liesinthe
distant future, and to opposeit at the present would be making great oaks out of newly planted acorns.”

"WELL, Mr. Darley," said the Bureau of Investigation agent, "you've given me ared dant on thisaffair.



Y ou seem to know the inside workings; and from what you say, the Wu-Fan won't cause us any worry.

"However, I'm here for one important purpose - to get areport at first hand. | want to see how the
Wu-Fan works. | want to know all | can about Ling Soo. | want to get the real lowdown on Stephen
Laird's desth.

"That's a State affair - not agovernment proposition - unlessit's directly traceable to awidely working
organization. | can use acomplete report from your committee. But | won't need it until after I've made

my own.

"That'swhat I'm out to get now - facts on the Wu-Fan. | want to know the best way to go at it. You've
done your hit, but you can probably suggest the way for meto proceed.”

"By seeing Ling Soo," responded Darley. "That takes you right to the source. Heis quite willing to talk.
Why not see him?"

"In what capacity?'

"Asmy friend - he never questionsthem. | have dways taken members of the Civilian Committee with
mewhen | have visited Ling Soo. Y our name will mean nothing to him. Infact, | do not even haveto
introduce you, other than as an associate from my office.

"The membership of our committee undergoes constant changes as the members - outside of executives
like mysdlf - serve as volunteers without fee. We investigate affairs of the community and report them to
the authoritiesif we deem it necessary.”

"And you have never reported the Wu-Fan?'

"Never - outsde of stating that such an order happened to be in existence.”
"Then you have sanctioned it?"

"Practicdly. We have not censored it.”

Cleve Branch arose and walked in short paces, hands in pockets. He swung toward Joseph Darley and
extended his hand.

"Thanks, Mr. Darley," he said. "'| have come to the right man. I'm leaving now - and when you're readly -
soon - I'll count on you taking meto seethis chap Ling Soo."

"That will betomorrow," responded Darley, with an agreeable amile.
"Great!" said Branch. "I'll phoneyou at your office."

With that declaration, the government operative made his departure. Joseph Darley was done, smiling to
himsdlf, as he recdled the interview. How vague, he thought, were the idea's of those who saw things
from the outside.

If the visit were to be made tomorrow, Darley redlized, it must be planned at once. For the Chinese liked
to arrangether affairswell in advance.

So Joseph Darley sat down at the telephone table in his apartment and called the Chinaman, Ling Soo, to
tell him that he could expect visitors on the morrow.

CHAPTER IV.LING SOO



CHINATOWN was a plash of light the following evening, when Joseph Darley and Cleve Branch
arrived there in the committeeman'slimousine. To Darley, avist to thisdigtrict was scarcely morethan a
matter of routine.

Cleve Branch, dthough familiar with portions of the Chinese settlement, till found it unusud. His
observant eyes wandered here and there, peering toward the yellow faces of passing Celegtids; noting
carefully the appearance of Americanswho were passing through the district.

Darley had purposdly |eft the limousine on the border of Chinatown. Now, he led the way along anarrow
thoroughfare that was comparatively leve for thishilly portion of the city.

The two men passed by lighted Chinese shops. They turned a corner, and encountered agay scene. On
the right was the bizarre Mukden Thester, a playhouse which presented stars from the Orient. Branch
noted the billings - in English and Chinese - that announced the arrival of popular actors from Shanghai
and Canton.

They were on the opposite Side of the street from the theater, and Branch, glancing across, noted
personsidling by the entrance to the playhouse. Some were Chinese; others Americans.

Time moved dowly herein Chinatown, in this spot of the Orient dropped from its native soil.

Joseph Darley stopped at adoor that lay diagonally across the street from the Mukden Thester. It
formed an unpretentious entrance between two shops.

The committeeman led the way into this entrance. They passed through aplain, lighted hal. They reached
asmall elevator at the end of the passage.

Darley opened the door, and the men ascended in the lift. It was an automatic elevator that movedina
solid shat.

They reached a spot that Cleve Branch estimated as two stories above the street. The elevator stopped.
They made their exit into asmall anteroom. The atmosphere was atogether Oriental now. Thisslent spot
seemed miles away from the street below. For here, with the eevator behind them, both men sensed the
exotic setting of Chinaitsdf.

Darley - aman who was atraveler - remarked upon it as he drew atasseled cord which hung from the
door at the other side of the anteroom.

"You arein China, now, Branch," hesaid. "Y ou will meet aman whose mind dwellsin China. Not
content with keeping aloof from the redlities about him, he desires to spread the customs and traditions of
hisnativeland."

THE door opened as Darley ceased speaking. A crouching servant, garbed in Chinese robes, stepped
back that the visitors might enter. Cleve Branch eyed the man suspicioudly.

A casud observer might have mistaken the man's stooped position for abow. Cleve redlized that it was
the Chinaman's natural posture.

Hefdt arevulsion toward this servant of Ling Soo. The man seemed treacherous. Those half-closed,
dit-like eyesreturned Cleve's glance.

If the impression of the servant was any forecast of the master, Ling Soo would be aman to watch.

The stooped Chinaman was gliding dong asplendid halway, with thetwo vistorstraveling in hiswake.



Hereached apair of doors faced with hammered brass. Fantastic dragons writhed in bas-relief upon the
pandls.

The servant, as though performing a ceremony, bent low and touched his forehead with hisfingertips. The
doors swung inward of their own accord. The Americans walked through.

They werein alarge, sumptuous reception room - large enough to be ameeting place. It wasfurnished in
pure Chinese style. Oddly carved chairs were stationed about the room.

Cleve did not notice the decorations closely. He was interested in the figure a the end of the room.
There, in athronelike chair, rested a placid Chinaman.

The man'sface was like fine yellow parchment. He might have been fifty years old. He might have been a
hundred. To estimate the antiquity of this blinking personage wasimpossible.

A living jossgod, he sat in solemn State, while curls of strangely scented incense smoke rose languidly
beside him from dragon-headed burners.

Theface of thisman - Ling Soo - was cryptic. It had akindly expression, yet was Sphinxlikein its
solemnity. The man'seyes- amost gentle - blinked mildly through large-rimmed spectacles.

Hewaslike acharacter in aplay, Ling Soo; yet Cleve, as he approached him, realized that thiswas dl a
natural and subtle personality.

In fact, the government man was somewhat at aloss. He wondered how one began to treat with so
unusud acharacter as Ling Soo.

Darley, asan act of courtesy, raised one forefinger and tapped his forehead. Ling Soo responded with
the same motion. Now the Chinaman's eyes were upon Cleve, gently questioning.

Cleve responded in the manner that Darley had done. The Chinaman returned the friendly saute.

This ceremony ended, Darley became businesdike. He drew one of the near-by chairstoward Ling
Soo's low throne, and motioned to Cleve to do the same.

LING SOO wasthefirst to speak. Cleve, despite his previous contact with intellectual Chinese, rather
expected Ling Soo to talk in pidgin English, for the man, Cleve knew, was one who upheld Chinese
customs.

But here Cleve was surprised. Ling Soo, when he talked, displayed amarvel ousfacility with the English
language.

"Greetings, gentlemen,” he said, in calm, easily enunciated words. "Greetings, to my friend, Joseph Darley
- and greetingsto hisfriend - who shal be my friend."

"Good evening, Ling Soo," said Darley politely. "Thisis Mr. Branch, one of my associates. | deemed it
wise to see you tonight, and Mr. Branch kindly consented to accompany me.”

"His kindness does me honor," commented Ling Soo. "He shall be welcome here whenever he may
chooseto come. Y our friends, Mr. Darley, are pleasant ones to meet. They are what you say” - he
paused only momentarily - "regular fellows. Am | not right?"

Darley laughed, and Branch joined in. Ling Soo beamed with pleasure. He seemed to pride himsalf upon
his knowledge of American expressions.



"I shdl tel you why | have come herethisevening,” said Darley briskly. "I want to talk with you about the
Wu-Fan. Changestake place in affairs everywhere - even herein the Chinese settlement. You know it is
my task to observe al that happens.

"Tel me, Ling Soo. Has there been any new development in the policy of your order?!

"The Wu-Fan never changes" said Ling Soo solemnly. "It isthe same dways. It shall be the same
aways. The Wu-Fan isthe spirit of my native land. It continues the ancient and honorable customs that
lived through so many ages.”

"l understand that," replied Darley. "But | haveto look at it from adifferent standpoint than you, Ling
Soo. | can't forget that Chinaitsalf has undergone some radica changes during recent years.

"Chinatown isamicrocosm of Chinaitsdf. There can be changes here - aswell asin your native land.”
"Thereisno changein the Wu-Fan," reaffirmed Ling Soo solemnly.
"But there may have been changes in those who opposeit,” declared Darley.

Themild eyesflashed. Ling Soo's passvity vanished, for an instant. Then it returned. Cleve wondered at
the change. It had been in the dark eyes aone. The face had given no different expression.

But with the return of Ling Soo's normal character, thethin, yellow lips parted in abroad smile, and from
them came along, cackling laugh. Ling Soo was amused.

"Would one question thelion,”" he asked, "to learn what the jackal seeksto accomplish?”’
"Hardly," smiled Darley.

"The Wu-Fan," cackled Ling Soo, "ismightier than an lion." Hisvoice and expression became solemn.
"The symbol of the Wu-Fan isthe ancient dragon - greater than the lion. But the enemies of the Wu-Fan
- they arelower even than the jacka ."

"Then," said Darley, "you believe that what | aready know about the Wu-Fan is complete - that my
previous report may remain unchanged?'

"Absolutely,” said Ling Soo, with an odd emphasis on the word.

"Tel me" resumed Darley, "isthe progress of the Wu-Fan continuing uninterrupted? |s your membership
increasng? Arethe new initiates responding as the old have done?’

"All who join the Wu-Fan respond the same," declared Ling Soo. "What | have told you of the Wu-Fan,
| shall repeat. It istheliving spirit of old China- the Wu-Fan. It seeks not to do harm. It seeksonly to do
good.

"Thosewho believein it are trustworthy. They rise higher in the order asthey provethear worth. They are
digtinguished by the different badges of membership.”

"One must not judge the Wu-Fan by a single member any more than one should judge arace by an
individua. There aretraitorsin the Wu-Fan, asthere are traitors everywhere.”

"Y ou punish them?"

"What does one mean by punishment? That is a question. We have no form of punishment embodied in
our code. We place aban upon the traitor. He is no longer allowed to minglein the affairs of the



Wu-Fan. We makeit impossible for him to continuein our service. That isal.”

CLEVE BRANCH was studying Ling Soo. He knew ingtinctively that the ancient Mongol was spesking
the absolute truth. But he sensed a subtle something in Ling Soo's phraseology.

While Cleve was considering the statement that had just been made, Joseph Darley asked another
question, and Cleveforgot dl esein hisinterest in this new subject.

"Does the Wu-Fan,” asked Darley, "intend to be aruling power here or el sewhere?’
Cleve knew that Ling Soo's reply would be important.

"The Wu-Fan," said the Chinaman blandly, "isanided. It conssts of those who think and believein
common.

"Y ou Americans have your orders - your lodges, asyou cal them. They have swayed the minds of those
who belong to them - many working toward the common good. Such isthe Wu-Fan; but it is Chinese,
not American.”

"That isjust my point,” declared Darley. "The Chinese are different from Americans.”

"Exactly," said Ling Soo, in aprecisetone. "The Chinese are more peaceful than your race. We bide our
time. We are not on the rush. The Wu-Fan seeks no quick results. It is patient.”

"Then," prompted Darley, "your attitude toward American customs and government is-"
He |eft the statement for Ling Soo to fill. The Chinaman did not hesitate.

"Itisfriendly," he declared. "Friendly, because it protects the Wu-Fan. In China, the Wu-Fan would be
impossible now, because our native land is ruled by those who conflict, who will not alow those who
believe in the past to have their say.

"Thejackas, there, have found the dragon weary. The jackals, here, are afraid to attack the young and
healthy dragon. For if they so do, they shdl find themsalves departing from the law of thisland, which
dlowsto dl theright to think and act with peace.”

Darley threw asidelong glance toward Cleve. The description that he had given of Ling Soo was being
proven. It was evident that the Chinaman himsalf had vague ideas regarding the present purpose of the
Wu-Fan, and that the society congtituted no menace.

Y et there was asuavity in Ling Soo's bearing that placed Cleve on his guard. He felt that it would be
necessary for him to know more of this order before passing find judgment.

Joseph Darley was akeen individua, but it was quite possible that he had been deceived by Ling Soo's
honeyed expressions.

There was one important question that had not been answered. What was the attitude of Ling Soo's
underlingstoward their chief? That, Cleve was determined to discover.

Astheinterview drew toward its close, the Bureau of Investigation agent was aready |ooking toward the
future. He was vaguely planning an independent course of action.

"We of the Wu-Fan have ahighided," Ling Soo wasreiterating. "Y ou have seen the Wu-Fan here, Mr.
Darley. It exists beyond San Francisco.



"Throughout this country, we have many followerswho fed it their duty to contribute liberdly toward the
future of our cause. | have my representatives who travel here and there on their mission of friendship.

"Some day" - Ling Soo swelled with pride - "the Wu-Fan will be known. It will bring to this country a
new era. Perhapsthat day will be distant. It has not yet come. But when it is here, my friends, the
Wu-Fan will be ready."

Ling Soo'svoiceretained its placidity, but it carried ahidden chalenge. The mogul of the Wu-Fan was
lost in hisdream of future glory. Here, in his own environment, he sat in the state of an emperor. Washis
dream purely amad one? Reason said yes.

Reflecting, Cleve redlized that he was viewing the genius who might some day bring the much discussed
ydllow peril into redity. At the sametime, he knew that it would be difficult, now, to bring the action of
the government againgt Ling Soo and the Wu-Fan.

Unless this man and his organization had aready embarked upon overt crime, there could be no charge.

JOSEPH DARLEY wasrising to leave. Cleve Branch did the same. It was then that the stooped servant
entered and approached the throne at the command of Ling Soo.

The crouching man spoke in Chinese to hismaster. Ling Soo, in return, gave an order. Cleve was
watching, and he observed amarked change.

Ling Soo's suavity was gone when he dedlt with his countryman. He was stern-visaged, and his quiet
eyestook on agartling glare. The servant responded in aplaintive voice, and Ling Soo, forgetful of the
presence of his guests, spat harsh, fierce words.

The servant started toward the door. Ling Soo's eyes till flashed - until they met Cleve's stare. Then their
anger dwindled. They became placid and retiring; a gentle smile replaced the angry frown on Ling Soo's
countenance.

"My servant, Wu Foy," he said. "Heisfaithful, but very stupid; or, as you Americans might say - dumb."
Ling Soo cackled as he used the dang expression. "1 must tell him many timeswhen | spesk to him.
Many timesis many timestoo often. Onetimeis sufficient.”

Darley bowed and touched hisfinger to hisforehead. Cleve did the same. Thevistors turned and | eft
through the brass doors, which lay open before them.

Asthey neared the door to the anteroom, Cleve managed to glance behind him. The doors were till
open. Ling Soo, enthroned, was staring straight ahead.

Silent and motionless, his distant figure seemed sinister and menacing to Cleve.

Foy appeared and opened the door to the anteroom. The brass doors were closing now. The form of
Ling Soo was hidden from view. The servant accompanied them into the anteroom, and pressed the
button for the devator.

Thelight was vague here, and the forms of the standing men cast long shadows on thefloor. Cleve was
glancing toward those shadows. To his surprise, he saw four instead of three!

Helooked up in surprise; then toward the floor again. The fourth shadow was dipping away. Dwindling,
it drew itsalf toward the door to the anteroom. It vanished while Cleve was staring at it.

Looking up quickly, the government agent saw the door that led into Ling Soo's abode closing slently.



What was that he glimpsed through the crack of the closing door? It seemed like amass of black - a
huge, living shadow! What could it mean? Had Ling Soo followed them?

No, that was hardly likely. It ssemed more that someone had dipped from the anteroom into the hall
toward Ling Soo's reception room - someone who had been waiting here, haf hidden in the gloom!

A sudden recollection came to Cleve Branch. He remembered that when he and Darley had passed the
Mukden Theater, he had seen such a shadow on the sidewak in front of the playhouse. It had caught his
attention then, but he had forgotten it in hisinterest to reach Ling Soo's.

The elevator was here. Mechanicaly, Cleve followed Darley into the car and felt the descent begin. He
was wrapped in thought.

Cleve pictured Ling Soo, the suave Chinaman whose courtesy was lulling. He recalled Foy, the crouching
servant of the Mongol magter.

But more than that, he visioned the black form that he had seen upon the floor - the rising shadow that
had become athing of life,

There were three occupants of that apartment which he had just |eft; and of the three, the one whose
shadow Cleve had seen, was the most mysterious.

Even more astounding and impressive than the parchment-faced Ling Soo and sinister Foy, wastheliving
form that had appeared only as a shadow!

CHAPTER V.CLEVE WORKSALONE

TWENTY -FOUR HOURS &fter hisjourney to the sanctum of Ling Soo, Cleve Branch paid another
visit to Chinatown. Thistime he went aone. No one - not even Joseph Darley - knew of thistrip.

Cleve amiled to himsdlf as he wended hisway through the bizarre streets of the Chinese quarter. Hewas
thinking of Darley and of Ling Soo.

Perhaps the chairman of the Civilian Committee wasright, in that Ling Soo's organization was scarcely
more than afantagtic idea. But Cleve was determined to learn if Darley wasright.

The Bureau of Investigation, he reflected, was different from the Civilian Committee of San Francisco.
The agents of the government must be thorough in their methods.

Here, in his pocket now, Cleve had areport given him by Darley at the office of the committee, that
afternoon. The report covered al that Darley knew about the Wu-Fan.

Cleve had accepted the report with thanks. He had remarked upon its conciseness. When Darley had
asked him his plans, Cleve had told him exactly what they wereto be.

"l shdl stay in San Francisco for awhile," Cleve had said. "In and out of Chinatown, | may uncover facts
that refer to the Wu-Fan. My report, Mr. Darley, can not be made until | have investigated on my own.”

"Excdlent,” Darley had agreed.

The head of the Civilian Committee had been useful. Cleve knew that he could count on him later on, if
necessary. But tonight, the Bureau of Investigation agent was out to tap another source of information
that might be even more vauable than Joseph Darley.



Therewas nothing in his action to indicate that Cleve Branch was bound toward a definite destination.
Hisfootsteps were carrying him aong the well known channels of Chinatown.

He was scarcely more than asightseer. He stopped before Orienta shops and admired their waresin the
lighted windows. He looked at curious doors as though wondering what lay behind them.

Y et dl thetime, Cleve was cautious. He traced his stepsin varying directions, doubling suddenly on his
tracksto noteif he were being followed. For Cleve knew the ways of subtle Chinamen, and of dl that he
had ever met, Ling Soo had appeared most crafty.

The lighted lobby of the Mukden Thester attracted Cleve. He stopped there and viewed the placardsin
the lobby. Foo Y at, the Cantonese tenor, was playing there.

The man must have been aheadliner in his native land, Cleve decided, for a steady throng of patronswas
entering the playhouse. As he watched the flow of bland-faced Chinese, Cleve was on the lookout for
Wu-Fan badges. He saw none. If any had them, they were keeping them conceal ed.

TURNING toward the sidewalk, Cleve stopped suddenly. Before him, he observed a splotch of
blackness. It wasthe tall, silhouetted shadow of aman. The same shadow that had been on the floor of
Ling Soo's anteroom!

Once again, Cleve wastoo late when he looked up. The shadowy surface was uncanny. For the moment
that Cleve's gaze found it, the blackness started to glide swiftly away. Searching for its owner, Cleve
barely caught aglimpse of atal man stepping off into the darkness.

With no attempt at haste, Cleve moved to the sdewalk and stared in the direction that the figure had
gone. But the dusive phantom had vanished into the gloom beyond.

What did that shadow mean?

Threetimes, now, Cleve had seen it. Did it indicate that aman was on histrail? If so, who was the man?
What was his purpose? Was he amember of the Wu-Fan?

Lacking aname for this man whom he knew existed, Cleve supplied one - The Shadow!

That name sounded familiar to Cleve. He recalled certain reports which had included mention of aperson
known as The Shadow. A certain man had been instrumental in thwarting the plans of a counterfeiting
ring. Again, this unknown had balked the schemes of Red agents who had been activein America

The Shadow - aman who moved by night. Could this be the same personage?

Future events might tell. Meanwhile, Cleve decided to be on the watch, not only for visible members of
the Wu-Fan, but for thisinvisible being whom heidentified, in his own mind, as The Shadow.

Inal hisactivities as agovernment agent, Cleve Branch had followed one sure formula, when no other
seemed available. He knew that those who looked for trouble would surely find it.

Lagt night, Cleve had visited Ling Soo. If the leader of the Wu-Fan had nothing to concedl, Cleve'svisit
would have meant nothing to him. Hence, Cleve would now be anonentity.

But if Ling Soo chanced to he a dangerous plotter, it was a sure bet that the visit had aroused his
suspicions. Therefore, he would be on the lookout for Cleve Branch.

Here, in Chinatown, Cleve wasin the enemy'sterritory. He knew well that Ling Soo would know of his



presence. Being aware of it, Ling Soo would be sure to have his henchmen on thetrail.

That was what Cleve wanted. For he had an uncanny ability when it came to spotting hidden watchers.
He had proven this tonight, when he had seen that shadow. Only a shadow - but a shadow meant aman
in the background.

Cleve was thoughtful as he again wended hisway aong adanting thoroughfare of Chinatown. Hisregular
formulacalled for anew step now. It wastime to turn the tables on those who were watching him - to
watch them instead.

Ordinarily, Cleve would have waited longer, in hopes of gaining acomplete knowledge of unknown
watchers. But here, in Chinatown, the streets seemed peopled with unseen eyes. L atticed windows were
suspicious. Alleyways seemed made for lurkers. Even the smiling shopkeepers must be taken into
congderation.

So Cleve decided to lose no time. He would investigate the Wu-Fan; and before he began, he would
gain the additiond information he required, from one quaified to know.

TURNING into aside street, as though at random, Cleve Branch strolled by alittle restaurant. He gazed
curioudy at the sign above the doorway. There, surrounded by Chinese characters, he read the words:

HOANG-HO CAFE.

The place seemed picturesgque. Cleve entered. He ascended aflight of stairs, and found himsdf in alittle
room that had entrancesin each of itsfour walls. Patrons could enter it from al quarters.

Cleve glanced at the menu. He chose an item that suited histaste. When awaiter gpproached, Cleve
indicated his choice, with the point of alead pencil that he had taken from his pocket.

Beneath the printed item, Cleve cardlesdy traced alittle wavy line. The waiter bowed and | eft to get the
order.

In leisurely fashion, Cleve consumed the Chinese dish. He looked about the restaurant as he ate. There
were only Chinese here, and none of them appeared to pay any attention to the American.

Cleve's eyeswere not only on the patrons. At times, his gaze roamed aong the floors and up thewalls.
For Cleve had hopes that here, as before, he might observe a shadow.

Hiswily search wasin vain. The waiter came with a check. Cleve drew some coins from his pocket, and
dropped them with a clink. The waiter made change; then walked toward the doorway at the right.

Cleve waited until the man was out of sight. Then he strolled from histable, and followed the same path
that the waiter had taken.

Hereached alittle entry at the head of aflight of stairs. A quick glance showed him an open doorway at
theleft. Cleve stepped through the opening, and the door did shut behind him.

Simultaneoudy, alight appeared in the darkness. It disclosed a short passageway, with a closed door a
the end. Cleve stopped before the door, and tapped softly. The door did open, and he stepped into a
room that was furnished like an office.

The room had no windows. A Chinaman attired in American clothes was seated by a desk.

Approaching thisindividual, Cleve Branch drew back his coat and showed the glimmer of hisbadge. The



Chinaman pointed to a chair on the other side of the desk. In another moment, Cleve was segted there.

He had never before seen this Chinaman, but Cleve knew who he was. Moy Chen, Chinese merchant,
was the secret undercover man to whom al Bureau of Investigation agents could look for assistance
when in San Francisco.

"Branch," said Cleve quietly, by way of introduction. "Investigating the Wu-Fan and its heed, Ling Soo."
Moy Chen nodded solemnly.

"Met Ling Soo last night,” continued Cleve. "Received report on him from Joseph Darley of the Civilian
Committee”

Drawing the report from his pocket, Cleve passed it across the table to Moy Chen. The Chinaman
studied the papers, dowly and solemnly, hisbrow wrinkling as he read.

It was severa minutes before he had completed his survey. Then he passed the report back to its owner
and nodded, while he blinked in owl fashion.

"Canyou addtoit?' questioned Cleve.

Moy Chen shook his head as solemnly as he had nodded it. Then, for the first time, he spoke.
"THISisquite complete,” he declared, in dow, short syllables. "1 can tell you nothing more.”
"Y ou know of the Wu-Fan?'

"Of course. | have been told of it."

"But you have never sought to join?"

"No. The tongs would not permit. | must not oppose the tongs. | learn much through them.”

"l undergtand,” said Cleve. "Well, Moy Chen, I'm not satisfied with thisreport. | want to see the Wu-Fan
at first hand, you understand? It's spreading al over the country, and I'm here to take agood look at its
headquarters. How would you suggest | go about it?"

Moy Chen consdered the question thoughtfully. His blinking eyes and round face showed perplexity.
Cleve offered asuggestion.

"A man named Stephen Laird waskilled,” he said. "He was an American. He was so amember of the
Wu-Fan. Can you explain that?"

"Yes" sad Moy Chen smply. "Asyou have said, Ling Soo has men who travel far. They go many places
for him. They see many people who are Chinese, and who are with the Wu-Fan. Americans may travel
with more ease than may Chinese. That iswhy Ling Soo can use Americans.”

"What arethe qudifications?'

"I do not know; but | can make asuppose”’ - Moy Chen was dipping into atrace of pidgin English. "If an
American man should seek to be with the Wu-Fan, he could do so. | think | could tell him how."

"Give meyour idea, Moy Chen."

"There are certain Chinese who are easy friends for an American man to make. If that American man



should befull of interest in wheat they say, he would hear from them in the Wu-Fan. If he should listen
well, and speak high of it, they would want him to be with the Wu-Fan, too."

"Great!" exclamed Cleve. "That's my ticket, Moy Chen. If | join the Wu-Fan, I'll havethered dant on
the whole crew. But | won't be Branch when | meet that outfit.”

"Y ou must be someone else," agreed Moy Chen.

"And you are the man to seethat | am,” returned Cleve, knowingly.
"When do you wish to do this?" asked Moy Chen.

"Assoon aspossible” answered Cleve.

"Assoon aspossible" mused the Chinaman. "As soon as possible. That isnow. Y ou shall be someone
ese- now."

Rising dowly, he went across the room with short, toddling steps. He beckoned to Cleve to follow.

Through adoor they went, into aside room. From alarge chest, Moy Chen removed well-pressed
clothes and abox of make-up materids.

The transformation began. Cleve submitted himsdlf to Moy Chen's art. The Chinese undercover man was
amaster in the creation of disguise. With subtle touches here and there, he seemed to change the contour
of hissubject'sface.

When Cleve had donned the other clothes, he examined himsalf in the mirror at the sde of the room.

Hefound himsdlf staring at aface that he could never have recognized as hisown. It had tekenon a
swarthy hue. The cheeks seemed lessfull. Even the square chin had lost its challenge. Deftly, Moy Chen
had added patches of eyebrows that had effected the most noticeable change.

Rubbing his hand over hisface, Cleve was pleased to find that his new visage would stand the test. He
had heard of Moy Chen's ahility in forming new features. He had witnessed it now, in himsdif.

"Y ou say that Ling Soo has seen you," declared Moy Chen. "He has seen the man named Branch. He
has not seen thisman. Y ou may go to see Ling Soo. He will not know. That | can say - and | mean -
sure”

Clevereached in the pocket of hisvest and produced awallet. It was aspecia onethat he dways
carried with him. It contained cards and other identifying articles that bore the name of Hugo Barnes. He
showed these to Moy Chen. The Chinaman nodded.

MQY CHEN led the way through a series of passages and down two short flights of stairs. They arrived
in alittle ground-floor office, coming through a door that did back to form a portion of thewall.

Seating himself at adesk, Moy Chen carefully wrote out alist of names. These were Chinese
businessmen whom Cleve - as Hugo Barnes - wasto visit.

"Y ou must have money," declared Moy Chen. ™Y ou must show much money to those who are theright
people. The Wu-Fan likes those who have much money.”

The Chinaman produced a stack of billsfrom adesk drawer, and tendered them to the newly created
Hugo Barnes.



"It isfrom here you must go," declared Moy Chen. "It isto here you must come back, while you are
Barnes. When you should wish to be Branch again, you must go away by the door through which you
came when you did see mefirg.”

"| undergtand.”

"Y ou come here, when you wish," added Moy Chen, "because you have found greet interest in those
goodswhich | sl. It isbecause of that | bring you in thisroom. Here | bring those who mean good
business”

So saying, the Chinaman opened the door of the room and brought Cleve into the back of alarge store
stocked with Orienta wares.

With calm demeanor, Moy Chen led his companion to the front of the shop, stopping now and then to
point out some attractive piece of merchandise. At the door to the street, the Chinaman became silent
and stood blinking, as though expecting a statement from the man beside him.

"Thanks," said Hugo Barnes, in avoicethat varied greatly from the tones of Cleve Branch. "1 like your
shop. Best place I've seen in Chinatown. I've got my eye on acouple of things | want. I'll come back ina
few daysto buy them."

Moy Chen bowed, silently and with courtesy. He watched with approving eyes as Hugo Barnes shuffled
from the shop with adow, indifferent gait, no longer Cleve Branch.

THE man who cdled himsdf Hugo Barnes smiled in apeculiar manner as he sauntered along the Street.
Cleve Branch was eiminated for the present. This new identity would mean new lodgings a another
hotel. The abode of Cleve Branch would temporarily be unoccupied.

Hugo Barnes affected indifference as he passed the Mukden Theater. Thefirst part of the game was
ended. Hidden watchers could stare in vain. Keen eyes could not detect the presence of this disguise.
The watched had become the watcher.

Tomorrow, Cleve Branch, in anew identity, would meet in person members of the Wu-Fan. But inthe
meantime, Hugo Barnes was on the lookout for a mysterious shadow. Now, he felt sure, that shadow
would not move away asit had gone before.

There was a patch of darkness on the sidewak beyond the Mukden Thesater.

No shadow could have been visible there. Perhaps that was why the aert eyes of Hugo Barnesfailed to
seeatall, dark figure that stood motionlessin a blackened doorway.

But the watching form saw Hugo Barnes. When the disguised man rambled by, the silent figure moved.

Hitting invisibly, it followed a adistance. A jet-black cloak and low-brimmed hat concealed the peering
eyesthat watched the man called Hugo Barnes.

From unseen lips came alow - dmost inaudible laugh - asound that was eeriein itstone.

The disguise prepared by Moy Chen had failed initsfirst test. Beneath the semblance of Hugo Barnes
was the concealed personage of Cleve Branch.

The Shadow had seen - and The Shadow knew!
CHAPTER VI. THE WU-FAN MEETS



ANOTHER evening had arrived in Chinatown. Tonight, odd Orienta buildings were aglow, evento their
pagoda-shaped roofs.

A Chinese parade was moving aong the narrow street beside the Mukden Thesater. The eyes of viewing
throngs were watching it. No one paid attention to those who jostled their way aong the narrow
sidewalks behind the pageant crowd.

Among the few who were pressing past the standing hordes was Cleve Branch - in his disguised
personality of Hugo Barnes. He was on hisway to something more important than amotorized version of
an Orienta pageant. He was bound to ameeting of the Wu-Fan.

Moy Chen had served him well. Without even mentioning the name of the undercover Chinaman, Cleve
had made the acquai ntance of the men whom Moy Chen had suggested.

A roll of paper money, tactfully displayed in a Chinese shop, will work wonders. With Cleve - or Hugo,
as he preferred to call himsdlf - it had proven a perfect passport.

He had made friends with three Americanized Chinese. From one of them, he had heard of the Wu-Fan.
He had mentioned the subject to another. The third had discussed it of his own accord.

Through his expression of admiration for Chinese customs, Hugo Barnes had received an unexpected
invitation to be present at the meeting of the order. He had accepted. The place had been named. It was
Ling Soo's.

Cleve paused before the entrance to Ling Soo's abode, and waited while a Chinaman detached himsalf
from the crowd that lined the curb.

The Celedtid entered Ling Soo's. Cleve gave him time to reach the elevator; then went in done. He
waited for thelift to descend, and rode up to the floor where Ling Soo lived.

He drew the cord at the anteroom door. Thiswasin accordance with instructions. Foy appeared and
glared suspicioudy. Clevelost no timein declaring hisfase identity.

"My nameis Hugo Barnes" he said. "Y ou savvy? Go tdllee boss that Melican man is here.”

The words had their effect upon Foy. The stoop-shouldered man evidently recognized the name of Hugo
Barnes. He hesitated no longer. He opened the door and dlowed Cleveto enter.

There were more than two dozen personsin Ling Soo's reception room. Cleve stood uncertainly for a
moment; then one of his Chinese friends came forward and drew him toward the large chair where Ling
So00 st in state.

Awkwardly following his companion's gesture, Cleve touched hisforehead with hisforefinger and
received Ling Soo's salute.

The leader's eyes were mild, but quizzicdl, asthey rested upon the American. There seemed to be some
purposein Ling Soo's study. Americans were rare converts to the Wu-Fan, Cleve fancied. There were
none here tonight besides himself. Perhaps they were much desired. From what Moy Chen had said,
Ling Soo adways required capable traveling delegeates.

"Itisapleasure, Mr. Barnes," said Ling Soo, with afriendly smile. "A pleasure, indeed, to have you with
usthisevening. | have heard about you from my friends. They say that they have told you the purpose of
the Wu-Fan."



"They have," replied Cleve, in the voice he used for Hugo Barnes. "1 was very interested in what they had
to say about your order."

"They have suggested,” continued Ling Soo, "that you be named a member of the Wu-Fan. Isthat your
wish?'

"] should congider it an honor," said Cleve.
"Soit shdl be," declared Ling Soo.

HE clapped his hands. There was silence in the room. Foy crept forward, and stood beside his master's
throne. Ling Soo, in the singsong words of the Chinese language, made an announcement to the others. A
response of gpproval camein reply.

At Ling Soo's command, Foy thrust forward asmall box. Fromit, Ling Soo produced asmal blue badge
that bore the head of a golden dragon. He tendered it to Cleve.

"My comrade," he said, in dowly enunciated English, "you are now an associate of the Wu-Fan. Those
you see here tonight are men high in our order. All who wear the badge of the Wu-Fan shdl be your
friends. Y ou have received the first honor; the otherswill be yours, in the future.”

Foy had gone away while his master was speaking. Now the man returned and held a brass dragon head
between Ling Soo and the new member.

Solemnly, the leader of the Wu-Fan touched the dragon's head with hisforefinger, and then pressed the
finger to hisforehead. He nodded to Cleve. Acting the part of Hugo Barnes, the government operative
placed his own forefinger upon the dragon's head and pressed it to his forehead.

The members of the Wu-Fan sauted, and Cleve stepped back. The men who had introduced him were
extending their congratul ations. Cleve fastened his badge upon his coat. It seemed to be the practice,
here at the meeting, to keep the badgesin view.

Cleve noticed that the emblems were of different colors; but al were dikein that they bore the dragon's
head.

Ling Soo was speaking in Chinese. Between the sentences, one of Cleve's Orientd friendswastrying to
interpret the remarks.

Ling Soo was discoursing upon the glory of the Wu-Fan. All werelistening in awed slence. When Ling
Soo had finished, some of the Chinamen approached him one by one. Each individua appeared to have
some request. Ling Soo responded gravely to each in turn.

To Cleve, the meeting was both assuring and disappointing. He was confident that Ling Soo had no idea
of hisidentity; that the enthroned Chinaman had accepted him as Hugo Barnes. But at the sametime, he
had hoped that he might learn important secrets here tonight. This hope was unfulfilled.

It became apparent that there were no rites or mysteries conferred upon one who had just joined the
Wu-Fan.

Unconscioudy, Cleve found his thoughts turning to other matters than the mesting.

What would Joseph Darley say if he knew the character which Cleve had assumed! Cleve had called
Darley tonight; but had learned that the committeeman had left by airplanefor Los Angeles.



Cleve's call had been in response to amessage sent to the hotel where he had been stopping. After three
days as Hugo Barnes, Cleve had made a phone cadl to hisold hotd. In his natura voice he had
announced himself as Cleve Branch.

He had learned that acall had come from the Civilian Committee two days before. Hence, Cleve had
cdled Darley at hishome, only to learn that he was out of town.

What had Darley wanted? Did he have new information on the Wu-Fan and its activities?

Cleve smiled in the style of Hugo Barnes. Right now, astranger in San Francisco, he wasin a better
position to learn facts pertaining to the Wu-Fan than was Darley.

LING SOO'sfirm tones cameto Cleve and interrupted his thoughts. The leader was speaking forcefully
to one of his subordinates. The man was bowing in gpology. Cleve could seethefiery flashin Ling Soo's

eyes.

There was sllence as Ling Soo's voice raised, and he addressed the assembled group. Cleve could not
understand the flow of Chinese words. His blank |ook attracted the attention of a sour-faced Chinaman
who happened to be standing beside him.

"Y ou hearee?" asked the Chinaman, in alow voice. "Y ou no savwy? Metdlee you. He say hehasgo to
the Sun Kew. He showee this' - the speaker thumbed his dragon-headed badge - "and tonight he sayee
he not go.

"Ling Soo velee angry, him not go. He sayee he send someone e se, mlaybee. Tonight blig talkee down at
Sun Kew. Veeeimportant one go. Mlaybee more go. They keepee dlagon here. They showee him!*

The man's action was explanatory. He pointed again to his emblem; then indicated benegth his coat.
Cleve understood.

Something was happening at the Sun Kew. The badge of the Wu-Fan would serve asamark of identity.

Ling Soo's anger had subsided. One by one, the members were approaching him, and each listened for a
few moments; then received asign of dismissal. Soon dl but Cleve had departed. He approached the
Chinaman'sthrone.

Responding to Cleve's salute, Ling Soo spoke.

"You will learn of our next meeting, Mr. Barnes," he said, in apleasant voice. "Before then, you may
come here when you wish. | should liketo see you - often. | shal havetimeto talk with you in English. |
understand” - Ling So0's voice was dmost questioning - "that you are a gentleman who spends much
timeinleisure”

"That'sright,” returned Cleve, in hisaffected voice.

"| shal discussthat matter with you," smiled Ling Soo. "In the meantime, remember that wherever the
Wu-Fan iswelcome, you are welcome. All privileges are yours. None shal question them.

"I may state that | confer specid duties upon al our American members when they desire them. These,
a0, we may discuss when you visit me done.”

Ling Soo made the sign of the Wu-Fan. Cleve returned it and stood as though at alossfor what to do
next. Hewas playing the part of thefictitious Hugo Barnesto perfection.



Foy was approaching. Ling Soo indicated the servant. Understanding at last, Cleve followed the leering
creature to the anteroom.

WHEN he reached the street, Cleve found that the passing pageant had ended. The mesting at Ling
Soo's had lasted longer than he had supposed.

But the evening was not yet over. Cleve still saw work that he could do.
The Sun Kew!

That wasto be his next destination. From what his Chinese informant had said, something wastaking
place there tonight. Whatever it might be, the Wu-Fan was concerned, and the badge which Cleve had
received would be atoken of recognition.

Cleve dipped the badge from his coat and surreptitioudy fastened it to hisvest.

Ling Soo, so Cleve understood, had delegated aman to be present at the Sun Kew. That man, for some
reason, had presented an excuse. It was assumed that Ling Soo had sent one - or more - of the followers
in his stead.

Who was to know which ones had received the order? Ling Soo had talked privately with each
departing member. Could he not have told Hugo Barnesto go, also? That seemed likely enough; but
another thought occurred to Cleve.

Ling Soo had assured him that all privilegeswere his. Ling Soo could not become angry if his new
follower took advantage of this one and appeared at the Sun Kew, tonight.

Toincense Ling Soo would, of course, be to jeopardize his newly gained standing. Cleve redlized that;
but he saw no risk. Everything appeared advantageous.

Cleve's mind was settled. Hugo Barnes would be avisitor to the Sun Kew.

Cleve had not been idle during the past three days. As Hugo Barnes, he had been gaining awide
acquantance with the ins and outs of Chinatown. Many portions of that labyrinthic region were il
unknown to him; but he had seen the Sun Kew more than once.

It was a dilapidated place that appeared to be a decadent Chinese restaurant. Ten minuteswould take
him to that obscure portion of Chinatown where the building that housed the Sun Kew was |located.

Wending hisway aong the street, Cleve so guided his course that he had opportunity to glance behind
him.

Once again, he might be followed. He knew but little, so far, of the Wu-Fan and its methods. It might be
customary to trail new members.

His second vidit to Ling Soo's had brought Cleve once more into the field of survelllance - but now he
was anew person, introduced by Chinese membersin good standing, instead of Joseph Darley.

Y es, Hugo Barnes was safe! There was no sign of afollower tonight - not even aglimpse of an elusve
shadow. The Shadow! Cleve thought of the unknown man, and indulged in the smile that was
characteristic of Hugo Barnes.

He had seen no trace of The Shadow, since he had come - anew man - from the shop of Moy Chen.

But while Cleve Branch was congratul ating himself upon that very point, avague blot upon the curbing



did phantomlike acrossthe street behind him.

It escaped Cleve'svision for that moment. Then it was obliterated by the darkness of the Side street into
which Cleve Branch had turned.

The Shadow had not been deceived! The Shadow knew!
CHAPTER VII.CLEVE SEESTHE SHADOW

THE entrance to the Sun Kew was unimpressive. Only an old, dimly illuminated sign betokened the
place. Cleve Branch entered warily, moving lightly up the cracked wooden steps, abandoning, for the
moment, the shuffling gait of Hugo Barnes.

Theinterior was as uninviting as the outsde. Cleve's supposition was right. The Sun Kew wasa
restaurant - or, rather, it had been arestaurant, and still preserved a shred of the resemblance. The place
was populated by approximately adozen Chinese, who sat at old tablesin the large room.

Most of the men were drinking, and Cleve suspected that their beverage wasthericeliquor relished by
Chinese of the lower class. Some of those present were villainous-looking. One glance assured Cleve
that none of the men who had attended the Wu-Fan meeting were here now.

Cleve had entered the room from anarrow hall. He did not know what lay up that darkened passage. He
obsarved the doors of other, smaller rooms. But his chief attention was turned to the men about him.

Slipping into achair at a corner table, Cleve avoided close ingpection. He kept hiseyesdert, turning his
gaze occasiondly to the door through which he had arrived.

It was severa minutes before atawdry waiter noted that an American had entered. He approached and
addressed afew wordsin Chinese.

Cleve, responding with ashrug of his shoulders, indicated that he did not understand the language. The
waiter retired. Cleve decided that the man had gone to inform someone who spoke English.

Under his coat, Cleve had packed a short-muzzled .38. It was his favorite weapon, that revolver. It had
served him well on more than one occasion.

He had carried it to Ling Soo's. He had brought it here; and now his fingers sought it. There might be
troublein thisplace. Still, the gun must be the last resort.

Thewaiter wasreturning. Hisface did not appear friendly. Again, the Chinaman spoke in his native
tongue. A shoulder shrug was Cleve's second answer.

The waiter signaled, and a man arose from atable close by. He came over and asked a question also.
Cleve, hdf rising from his chair, now found himsdlf in the center of agroup of inquisitive Chinese.

They regarded him as an intruder.
Y et they werenot maiciousin their actions.

Not one of the crowd seemed to be able to talk English. It began to impress Cleve asridiculous. They
were trying to urge him toward the door.

Asthe explanation dawned on Cleve, he smiled and let hisrevolver glide from hishand.

These men must be lesser members of the Wu-Fan. Here they were holding aspecia mesting, awaiting



the arrival of more important members. So Cleve believed, and his assumption was alogica one.

None of the men from Ling Soo's had appeared. These Chinese did not identify the strange American
with their organization. That wasal.

Cleve thought of the emblem beneath his coat. He had put it there, because it was to be worn conceded
inthisplace - so hisinformant had said.

Right now, Cleve decided, that emblem would settle matters much more effectively than his government
badge!

Quietly and impressively, Cleve drew back his coat and showed the sign of the Wu-Fan. He stepped
back ashedid so, in order that al might see.

THE result was entirely opposite from what Cleve had anticipated. Before he could move another step
away, aknife gleamed asthe nearest Chinaman legped toward him. A wild, angry shout arose, and with
it camethe cry, "Wu-Fan!"

In another ingtant, the mad assailant was flinging himsdlf upon the amazed American. Cleve legped
inginctively to oneside.

The charging man was none too accurate. His blade diced Cleve's deeve. But this momentary escape
was no salvation. As Clevelook up, he saw two new attackers spring from hisright.

The door was behind him, but there was no escape now. With the bright blades descending, Cleve saw
death, and dropped to the floor.

That action made him helpless. His hand had no time to gain the gun from the hidden pocket. Y et Cleve's
futile effort to ude the knife thrusts actual ly contributed to the unexpected happening that thwarted the
murderous attackers.

Two sharp shots cracked from the blackened doorway. The well-aimed missives found their marks. The
first smashed the wrist of the one attacker, the other reached the shoulder of aknife-swinging Chinaman.

Both were upon Cleve now. One knife was poised above his head, but the hand that held it was guided
by adeadened arm. The thrust was futile, and as Cleve struck the threatening hand, the blade flew free
adongthefloor.

Asheralled free from his crippled antagonists, Cleve encountered agrester menace. The Chinaman who
had made the first thrust was back again, determined not to miss, asecond time.

A huge, surly fighter, he pounced upon his prey with upraised arm, and the broad-bladed dirk seemed
certain of itsvictim. For Cleve was hdf lying on thefloor.

Again an automatic spoke from the door. The Chinese assassin dropped his blade. It clattered beside
Cleve.

Once again, the hidden marksman had prevailed. The Chinaman was shot in the hand. He dropped to the
floor, pressing hiswounded fingers againgt his body.

The man's actionsindicated that he was no longer in the fray. He was writhing, asthough in pain. Butin
that action lay histreachery.

Seeking to deceive his hidden foe, the big Chinaman huddled on the floor, and his left hand, out of sight



from the doorway, obtained the knife that the right had dropped.

Cleve was crawling to hisfeet, hisback turned toward the huge Chinaman. Up came that hidden left
hand. Swinging into play, it drove the wicked blade straight for the center of Cleve's back.

The action was deft and swift. Those firmly clenched fingersformed afigt that even abullet might not
loosen on the ingtant.

Quick though the nwas, the hidden sharpshooter was swifter. His fourth shot sounded. The bullt,
skimming afew inches away from Cleve's back, reached its chosen mark - not the hand that held the
knife, but the blade itsdlf!

There was a sharp clack asthe leaden missive clipped the blade. The knife was wrested from the hand
that held it, as though plucked away by aninvishble being.

Cleve Branch, staggering to hisfeet and drawing hisrevolver, found himsdf facing atrio of sartled,
bewildered Chinamen, whose desth thrusts had been thwarted.

Who was this mysterious rescuer? Cleve did not know. He redlized only that he had been saved from
certain death; that he had found enemies where he had expected friends.

The attack had been frustrated by an unseen hand, and one lone comrade was ready to assst against a
new ondaught.

THE menace of the first encounter had been its suddenness. Cleve had warning of the danger that was
coming now - and he saw that he had much to fear.

Hewasin the midst of an Orientd nightmare. Thisroom was dimly lighted by swaying Chinese lanterns.
The three Chinamen, writhing on the floor, seemed grotesque in their odd garbs. Cleve had no dread of
them now.

His eyes were staring about the dim room, peering at chalenging ydlow faces.

A singsong cry was passing back and forth. The name "Wu-Fan" was uttered in aweird, hostile tone.
The pause seemed minuteslong - yet it could not have been more than several seconds.

Strange eyes were peering from openingsin the oppositewall. A chattered gabble wastelling what had
happened. Amidst the lull, Cleve raised hisrevolver as athreat, and began to back toward the door
where he knew that safety lay.

The effect of hisaction was sartling. It was the spark that kindled the fire of rage among the foeman.
One purpose dominated the entire throng of Chinese: that their victim should not depart dive.

If Cleve had supposed that his enemies were armed only with long, wicked knives, he now learned his
mistake. Asthough by given sgnal, adozen revolversflashed into view.

Clevedid not wait for thefiring to start. He blazed away with hisrevolver, straight at the nearest group of
opponents. One Chinaman fell. The others dropped behind the shelter of the tables.

Likerats, these Mongols had dipped out of sight, and opened fire from their ambuscades.

As he sought the protection of atable, Clevefired at spots where his enemies had been. He amed well,
but his plan could never have succeeded.

He was one againgt many, and the odds were impossible. His one lone revolver might account for afew



of the attackers; but doom was inevitable. Cleve could never make that short dash to the door and
expect to arrive dive.

Burdgts of flame were coming from all quarters now. The room was ablaze with revolver shots. Cleve
Branch was the target, and bullets smashed againgt the table which he had chosen for abuffer. Cleve's
answering shotswere pitifully smal and few.

But he ill had help. The man at the door was fighting with him. There, from an angle, the hidden
marksman could see dl portions of the room. He had a dozen targets, and he chose them well.

Y ellow hands spread and dropped their weapons. Fingers that were pressed to triggers suddenly lost
their purpose. The sharp, staccato barks of the automatic were tokens of unerring aim.

A grange slence dominated the room as the echoes of gunfire died away. Cleve, bewildered, gradually
redlized the explanation.

Hisrevolver was empty and uselessin his hand. He had brought no reserve supply of cartridges. He
knew that his weapon had done little damage. Those shots from the door had turned the tide!

Prone, hel pless Chinese were sprawled about the room. Those who till remained active were too wary.
They were crouching, fearfully, in corners; or they were back behind the refuge of the doorways.

They knew too well that their own shots would betray their presence. They had seen the havoc wrought.
Not one dared risk encounter with that superman whose aim was everywhere!

TO Cleve, the silence became asign that dl hisenemieswere fallen or had fled. In that he was wrong.
Hisknowledge of the Chinese nature was at faullt.

These men were snipers at heart. They had attacked openly because they were many against one. Now,
redlizing their error, those who remained uninjured were lying low, awaiting afase move by the man
whose life they sought.

The blackened door wasrefuge, in Cleve's mind. The bursts of flame that had emerged from it were Sgns
of sure protection. With gunfire ended, he felt that escape was the only course. Escape, before fresh
atackersmight arrive,

Springing from behind the table, Cleve legped straight toward the door. His dash carried him no farther
than five feet. The shots came from hidden Chinamen. A bullet winged Cleve in the shoulder, and he
sprawled headlong on the floor.

The hidden friend was answering. Shots rang from his reloaded automatics. But now the task was
superhuman. Cleve'sfase move had placed his helpless body where it was atarget for the aim of
merciless snipers.

These Chinese would not be content to et that body lie. Dead or alive, the form of Cleve Branch was
dueto recalve afull quotaof revengeful lead.

Cleve's eyes, upraised toward the door, were staring with both misery and amazement. For before him
gppeared a strange, unaccountable form. Sweeping in from the darkened halway came aliving shadow!

It was The Shadow!

No longer amere fleeting phantom, The Shadow appeared as aman garbed in black - aflowing cloak
upon his shoulders, adouch hat pulled low over hisinscrutable visage. Two black-gloved hands were



clutching their autométics.
The Shadow was coming to the rescue!

Hisfirs move was aswift one. Like aliving form of darkness, The Shadow swept forward, and histall
shape blotted out the form of Cleve Branch. Willfully, The Shadow had made himself the target for those
hidden enemies.

His challenge was answered.

No longer was Cleve the victim that the murderers sought. Their fire turned toward this new menace - the
man who had spoiled their schemes - the hidden marksman who had sent their comrades sprawling with
hiswondrousam.

Swaying evasively, The Shadow made asrange target. Histall form, moving with amystic rhythm,
seemed to dude thefire of hisfoeman. A bullet clipped the top of the douch hat. Another zimmed
through the flowing border of the black cloak.

From hidden lips came amocking laugh - amerciless mirth that boded no good for the relentless enemy.
A living target, The Shadow had played the Chinamen's own game. He had caused their eagernessto
prevail over their caution.

Unscathed by the shots that had greeted his appearance, he had surveyed the scene with piercing eyes.
He had marked the spots from which betraying spurts of flame had told the presence of the snipers.

Now his automatics came into sudden action. They burst forth with roars that sounded like cannon in that
low-ceilinged room. They formed aswift barrage - adeadly hail of uncanny fire that rained destruction on
those who had unwisdly found The Shadow's wrath!

One bullet caught ayellow-visaged sniper as he dodged behind a door. The man toppled sidewise and
gprawled into the room, hisrevolver striking the floor four feet beyond hisbody. A sneking form,
dipping down behind a corner table, plumped suddenly and did not rise again.

The Shadow's | eft hand, with quickly moving forefinger, turned the path of an automatic acrossa
blackened opening at the far sde of the room.

Somewhere in that darkness lay aman whose revolver was pointed, ready to deliver afata bullet. The
shot never came. The Shadow's remedy had worked. Another Chinaman became motionless,

THOSE deadly automatics brought another silence to the den of death. Down to asingle shot that
remained in hisright-hand gun, The Shadow had dedlt destruction to the hidden murderers. Not one
Chinaman remained capable of action - either in that room or in the hidden passageways beyond.

A prone man in acorner wastrying to rise and deliver alast shot; but his effort failed. He sank back
helpless, and hisrevolver dropped from hisgrip.

There was an open window across the room. It opened on anarrow crevice between this building and
the next. Through it, ayellow face was peering. This single assassin had crawled to his perch from the
floor below.

The Shadow did not see that face, for his gaze was turning to the floor. There, a crippled knife-wielder
was writhing upward a The Shadow's side. His blade was poised in hisleft hand. Seeking to attack at
close range, he had approached The Shadow while the automatics were barking.



The Shadow saw hisfoe. Hisright hand swung wide with along, forceful blow. It struck the Chinaman's
raised wrist, and hurled the n sidewise. The knife, loosened from the grasp which held it, clicked
harmlesdy away.

A ydlow hand was beside the face at thewindow. A gleaming revolver shone. Its muzzle was pointed
directly a the form in black. The Shadow's cloak was spreading, and its crimson lining formed a
background for the man within that cloak. The revolver moved upward at the window.

The Shadow, turning suddenly, saw the threatening gleam. Hislowered automatic swung upward. Itslast
shot sped on itsway, just as the poised enemy prepared to loose hisfire.

The Shadow's bullet found its mark. It whizzed past the extended arm, amost clicking the gleaming gun.
It struck the body behind the revolver.

Theleering ydlow face dropped backward. A hand waved wildly as the hel pless Chinaman toppled from
his perch. A moment of impressive silence; then, from the crevice below the window came adull crash,
asthe victim reached the bottom of hisfall.

The Shadow was hel ping Cleve to hisfeet. Dazed and bewildered, the disguised government man
clutched hiswounded shoulder and staggered forward under his rescuer's guidance.

They reached the wall beside the doorway. A clatter sounded in the passage. The Shadow's protecting
grip was rdeased. Cleve managed to support himsdf against thewall.

He saw the man in black leap to the other side of the doorway. Three Chinamen dashed in; two carrying
revolvers, one holding agleaming blade.

They had come, as reinforcements, from the street. Attracted here by the sound of gunfire, they paused
and stood blinking at the sgns of carnage.

The man with the knife saw Cleve. With acry, he legped toward the crippled American. The men with
the revolversturned as they heard his shout.

Like an avenging demon, The Shadow was upon them! With mighty force, he clutched the Chinaman
who held the upraised knife. He siwung the man's body as though it had been aform of straw!

Upward, backward, that body went. It was hurled, dirk and al, upon the gun-armed Chinese who were
behind their comrade!

One man evaded the hurtling form and grappled with The Shadow. The other wriggled free, and fired
wildly a the man in black. But as he pressed the trigger, The Shadow, twisting with amazing skill,
precipitated himsdlf and his opponent upon the man with the gun.

Of the two grapplers, it was the Chinaman - not The Shadow - who received the shots. The wrestler's
grip dropped loose. Hefell dead, avictim of hiscomrade'sfire.

The Shadow, never fatering, seized the Chinaman who held the revolver. He plucked the gun from the
Mongol's grasp as one would wrest atoy from atiny child.

Sweeping toward the door, The Shadow gripped Cleve and swung him to the passage. The
black-gloved hand delivered two quick shots back into the room.

These reports from the captured revolver sounded asawarning to al who might chooseto follow. They
were accompanied by ataunting, gibing laugh. The challenge was not answered. Few could have



followed, had they wished!

Police whistles sounded in the distance, as Cleve Branch fatered aong the narrow street, supported by
the man who had rescued him. The fresh air was reviving. Cleve's wound ached dully now.

They were threading through dim, obscure streets. The man in black had become an obscure being. The
only sign of his presence was the clutch of that guiding hand. Then, suddenly, the hand was gone. Cleve
was aone.

He stood bewildered for amoment; then, with astart, he recognized his surroundings. The dleyway in
which he stood opened on alighted thoroughfare. Cleve hastened toward the street ahead. Arrived there,
he turned sharply to hisright, and dipped into an open doorway into the shop of Moy Chen!

Cleve Branch had been rescued from the dive caled the Sun Kew. His phantom rescuer had brought him
to aspot of safety. Amidst ahorde of enemies, he had been aided by afriend.

These thoughts were amazing; but more startling was the knowledge that the strange shadow that had
crossed his path was red and not imaginary.

Cleve Branch had seen The Shadow - seen, him and met him asaliving man!

CHAPTER VIII. DARLEY OFFERSADVICE

CLEVE BRANCH glanced at hiswatch. It wasfivein the afternoon. One could not gauge time without a
watch, herein Moy Chen's upper office, for the little room was windowless. Cleve Branch was himself
now. The disguise of Hugo Barnes had been discarded.

Moy Chen smiled placidly as he saw Cleve rubbing his shoulder. The wound had been anasty one; but
Moy Chen had shown himself equd to the task of mending it.

Cleve had been living here since that eventful night a the Sun Kew, and now he was ready to sdly forth
inhisnormd guise.

"l shal be back, Moy Chen," he said, as he arose from his chair. "'l intend to visit Ling Soo, when the
Wu-Fan holdsits next meeting.”

"Vigt Ling Soo," said Moy Chen quietly. "But do not go to that place where you did go - to the Sun
Kew."

"No, thanks," grinned Cleve.

Moy Chen had explained that the Sun Kew was a gathering place for members of the Tiger Tong - a
secret society that had often wreaked havoc in Chinatown. For some years, now, the Tiger Tong had
been quiet; but its members did not relish intrusion by Americans, at any time. That, to Moy Chen, was
the probable explanation of the trouble Cleve had encountered.

Cleve had mentioned that he had shown the badge of the Wu-Fan. That, Moy Chen presumed, had
caused the Chinese ruffiansto class him as an impostor.

Moy Chen, Cleve had discovered, played avery passive part in the affairs of Chinatown, and seldom
paid attention to the business of his neighbors. As an undercover man, it was wisefor the Chinese
merchant to avoid al conflicts.

Since Cleve had sgnified his readiness to depart, Moy Chen guided him. They went into the passage,



and at the end, Cleve found the open door that took him to the head of the obscure stairway. He did not
enter the Hoang-Ho Cafe. Instead, he made hisway to the side street.

While recovering from hiswound Cleve had lost al contact with outside affairs. He had resumed his
normal persondity for the definite purpose of visiting Joseph Darley. He knew that the chairman of the
Civilian Committee was congtantly feding the pulse-beats of Chinatown; and through Darley, Cleve might
learn new facts now.

HE arrived a Darley's gpartment shortly before six o'clock. Cleve found Darley at home. The
committeerman welcomed him.

"Well, wdl," said Darley. "I've been looking for you. Tried to communicate with you before | went to Los
Angeles. Where have you been?’

"Inand out of Chinatown," replied Cleve, with asmile. "Browsing about the district.”

"I'm going there tonight,” said Darley. "Why don't you come dong? Well have dinner & the St. Thomas
Hotel; then we can head for Chinatown. Well see ashow at the Mukden Thesater."

"All right," agreed Cleve.

Thiswas convenient. As Cleve Branch, the government agent could visit the Chinese district with Joseph
Darley. AsHugo Barnes, he could go aone and attend the meetings of the Wu-Fan. So the invitation for
tonight was a good one to accept.

"Y ou have been out of town?" inquired Cleve.

"Yes" sad Darley. "I just arrived home this afternoon. | called you at your hotel. | wanted you to go with
me - if you had been able to spare thetime. | had amost enjoyable trip; down to Los Angelesby air,
back by private yacht."

"Anenjoyabletrip?'

"Wonderful! Leo Frane, the movie magnate, isthe owner of the yacht. Heis East at present, and he
ordered it up hereto Frisco to meet him on his return. We had deightful wegther from the time we left
San Pedro.”

"Franeisafriend of yours?'

"Yes. | have cruised with him occasiondly. He knew that | was coming to Los Angeles, so he had the
yacht held there until | arrived. | may go back to Los Angeles with him when he comes West - and if you
have businessin Southern California, | know that you would be awelcome passenger.”

They |€eft the apartment for the hotel. Darley found a secluded table in the corner, and ordered a
sumptuous repast for himsdf and his guest.

To Cleve, after hisrecent adventures, the luxurious hotel seemed a strange contrast to Chinatown.

Within walking distance of thisfine hostelry, where wedlthy guests appeared in evening dress, lay the
region cut by bizarre streets, where the intrigue of the Orient lay deep. It seemed incredible that these
two contrasting districts did not overlap.

Chinatown, true enough, had adopted the mechanica inventions of America. Had social San Francisco,
inturn, succumbed at dl to the intrigue of the Chinese quarter?



As Cleve's thoughts dwelt on Chinatown, Joseph Darley's conversation turned to that very subject.
Leaning across the table, he spokein alow voice.

"I had dmogt forgottenit,” he said. "'l had information for you - that time | phoned to your hotel.
Something that | had learned shortly after | gave you my report on the Wu-Fan.”

"Which was-"

"That the Wu-Fan has encountered the open enmity of the Tiger Tong - an organi zation that has caused a
great dedl of troublein the past. It isrumored that the Tiger Tong has been active against members of the
Wu-Fan."

Darley's satement was intensdly interesting. It explained something that Cleve had found perplexing. He
realized now why the displaying of the Wu-Fan emblem at the Sun Kew had brought on the sudden
attack.

But the Bureau of Investigation agent carefully refrained from giving indication of hisextremeinterest. He
had his own plansto follow.

THERE were matters which Darley should know and matters which he need not know. Facts about Moy
Chen belonged in the latter class. So far as any one except Moy Chen was concerned, the connection
between Cleve Branch and Hugo Barnes must remain unknown.

"That wasadl | had to tell you before | left,” continued Darley. "Today, at the office, | found another
report on the Wu-Fan and the Tiger Tong. With it was aletter from Ling Soo."

"What did he haveto say?'

"l only glanced over the papers. Tomorrow | can let you see them. | think, however, that | can giveyou
the generd facts, right now, from memory."

"I'd like to hear them."

"It gppears,” said Darley, "that the Tiger Tong made it known in no uncertain termsthat it did not like the
Wu-Fan. So Ling Soo sent a delegate to talk with aleader of the Tiger Tong, who makes his
headquarters at adive caled the Sun Kew."

Thiswasilluminating! The delegate must have been the man who said he would not go again!

"The delegate," continued Darley, "encountered some sort of trouble. So Ling Soo ordered three men to
gothereinstead.”

"They waited until late at night, because theriff-raff of the Tiger Tong are usualy around the Sun Kew in
the evening. When the del egates arrived there, they found the police in possession. There had been ariot
at the Sun Kew."

"What caused it?' asked Cleve.

"The police could not find out,” declared Darley. "But it wasin reference to that riot that Ling Soo wrote
to me. He bdievesthat the Tiger Tong lured afew members of the Wu-Fan to the place and attacked
them.

"Whether or not Ling Soo's followers rendered agood accounting and escaped, is amatter of
speculation. It seems evident, however, that the disturbance was made by the members of the Tiger Tong



themsdves”
"It happened in their bailiwick," agreed Cleve.

"Yes," resumed Darley, "and it would be extremey unlikely that Ling Soo would have ordered an attack
at that place. The Wu-Fan is not admired by the other tongs. If the Wu-Fan should start trouble with the
Tiger Tong, it would placeitsdf in avery dangerous position.”

"Thismay beimportant,” said Cleve.
"Itisimportant,” declared Darley. "Important to you aswell asto me."
"Why to me, particularly?'

"Because it proves that any member of the Wu-Fan isin danger. It settles - in my mind - the question of
Stephen Laird's death on the Mountain Limited."

"Y ou believe that he was murdered by Chinese opposed to the Wu-Fan?"
"Without adoubt."

Clevereflected. Joseph Darley's theory appeared correct. Stephen Laird had died from aknife thrust.
The members of the Tiger Tong had been knife-wielders. They had attacked Cleve - an American and a
member of the Wu-Fan.

IT waslogicd that Stephen Laird - also an American affiliated with the Wu-Fan - had been avictim of
the Tiger Tong. If thisweretrue, it meant that Cleve'sinvestigation of this case was ended.

The Chinese tongs were dready under surveillance. The Bureau of Investigation wasinterested in the
Wu-Fan only because it was anew organization. Laird's deasth had appeared as a smirch upon its record.
With the Wu-Fan exonerated, Cleve could make hisfinal report and leave San Francisco.

He put one question to Joseph Darley, because he knew that the answer would have an important
bearing on the Stuation.

"We must remember,” he said, "that Stephen Laird was not killed in San Francisco. He was murdered
whiletraveling. Isthat in accord, with tong practice?"

"Yes" sad Darley emphatically. "At least to the degree that it affectsthis case. Had Laird been killed far
away from San Francisco - or in some smdll city - we could hardly blame the tong. This city and New
Y ork are the strongholds of the tongs. But Laird was lessthan anight's journey on histrip eastward.

"Some member of the Tiger Tong may have been gppointed to kill Laird. Failing, the assassin took the
chance of following him on the train. It goes badly with tong members, you know, if they fail in adefinitely
appointed task.”

Cleve wasthinking. He was recdling the dying words of Stephen Laird, asthey had been emblazoned in
the newspaper reports. "Tag A - seein the box.”

These statements and a vague reference to someone with green eyes were the only message that Laird
had given. After dl, they sounded trivid.

Perhaps, somewhere, Laird had left areport. A tag marked "A™ might have been a bit of evidence that
would lead to the man who had murdered him - aman with green eyes.



Green eyed Cleve had noticed none asyet. Ling Soo's eyes were usudly dull. They flashed at times, but
they were dark - not green. So were the eyes of his crouching servant, Foy. Dark eyes- dl dark eyes.

Cleve smiled as he looked at Joseph Darley. Thinking of eyes, he encountered those of the
committeeman. Mild, kindly eyes, of alight grayish-blue. Like Darley's countenance, and the man's gray
hair, they expressed sympathy and understanding.

"| think that you areright,” declared Cleve. "While | remain in San Francisco, it would probably be best
for meto learn facts about the Tiger Tong instead of the Wu-Fan. Can you aid mein that?'

"| shal do asmuch aspossible” said Darley. "The police can dso give you information. They know of
men who are reputed to be killers.”

"Tomorrow, then," said Cleve, "I shdl prepare to finish my report.”

The decison seemed agood one. It obviated further necessity of being Hugo Barnes. With complete
dataon the Tiger Tong - evidence, perhaps, of attempted killings or actua desths of Wu-Fan members -
Cleve could terminate this adventurous stay in San Francisco.

With thoughts along these lines, Cleve dined with Joseph Darley. But as he ate, Cleve had new thoughts -
impress ons which meant that he must stay awhile before hiswork was ended.

Cleve wasthinking of The Shadow.
The invisble man who had chosen to appear on one occasion still remained amystery!

Why was The Shadow here? Why had he been at Ling Soo's? Why had he followed Cleve? Why had he
made the rescue?

Important questions - dl. But there was another redization that brought afurrow to Cleve's brow as he
consdered it.

The Shadow had followed him while he was Cleve Branch, and aso while he was Hugo Barnes. Could it
be possible that this man of the dark knew the existence of both identities?

Cleve recdled that he had been Ieft close by Moy Chen's shop. Evidently, The Shadow knew that Hugo
Barnes had contact there. Where was the explanation of the riddle?

Ingtinctively, Cleve glanced about him. His eyes sought the floor. They saw a shadow there! But there
was no mystery to this shadow. It belonged to a gentleman who was dining done a atable close by -
scarcely within earshot of Cleve Branch and Joseph Darley.

Cleve waiched as the gentleman arose and strolled from the dining room, his shadow moving with him. A
waliter was bowing as the man went by.

Evidently aguest at the hotel - not a person whom one could connect with darkened aleyways and
gniger divesin Chinatown.

The departing guest was spesking to the head waiter at the door of the dining room. That wasa
considerable distance away, and Cleve lost his passing interest. He turned to dinner and continued with
the course that he was egting.

Y et histhoughts were still of The Shadow. That man of mystery was one whom Cleve could not forget.
Although he did not mention it to Darley, Cleve intended to remain in San Francisco.



He was determined to learn the secret of The Shadow!
CHAPTER IX. THE SHADOW LAUGHS

THE gentleman left the dining room and walked dowly across the spacious lobby of the St. Thomas
Hotel. He stopped at the desk, and spoke to the clerk. He received a key that bore the number 1216.

"No messages, Mr. Arnaud,” said the clerk.

Henry Arnaud nodded pleasantly and went to the elevator. He rode upstairsin silence. Hisface was
inscrutable - as calm asit had been the night when its owner had first arrived in San Francisco.

Henry Arnaud's shadow moved aong the twelfth floor beside the man who cast it. Cleve Branch had
noted that shadow in the dining room. A difficult thing to recognize - a person’'s shadow. No wonder that
Cleve had failed to identify the shadow with the one that had flitted through Chinatown.

Cam, ddiberate, Henry Arnaud was not the type of person whom one might expect to seegarbedina
black cloak and douch hat, with smoking automeaticslooming in his hands. The Shadow, as Cleve had
seen him, was a personage who had answered the last named description.

Y et Henry Arnaud was The Shadow!

The artifices of Moy Chen - the dabs whereby the Chinese merchant had transformed the visage of
Cleve Branch into that of Hugo Barnes - these were childlike when compared to the craft of The
Shadow.

Asamaster of disguise, The Shadow had no equd. His persondity of Henry Arnaud was assumed. So
were a hundred others - each as effective as this one. The Shadow was aman of changing countenance,
and headonein dl theworld knew histrueidentity.

The only guise to which he congtantly resorted was that of afigure clad in black - asinister, menacing
figure, that brooked no opposition. Many had seen the man in black, but the countenance benegth the
brimmed hat had remained unviewed by them.

The flash of piercing eyes - that was al that ever showed, between the turned-down brim and the
upraised collar of thelong black cloak.

One man had seen The Shadow's face - seen it against The Shadow'swill. That man had sought to
thwart The Shadow, and for atime his schemes had availed.

But that man no longer lived! Like other foemen of The Shadow, he had gone to deserved oblivion.

For The Shadow, whether in his customary black or in the guise of some adopted personality, wasthe
sworn enemy of those who plotted crime. With law and lawlessness swinging in the balance, The
Shadow was the factor who turned the scalesin favor of justice.

A master of detection, aman with vast resources, a swift-moving phantom of the dark, The Shadow
sought the source of crime and obliterated it.

Of all hisamazing abilities, his greatest was his power of action. No odds were too grest for The
Shadow. Hisrescue of Cleve Branch, at the Sun Kew, was proof positive of that fact.

AS Henry Arnaud, this man of the dark was now entering hisroom on the twelfth floor of the hotel. The
room contrasted greatly with that room in the Aldebaran Hotel, where Henry Arnaud had disappeared so



Srangdly.

This apartment was aluxurious one - asmal suitein itself. One of the most expensiveroomsin the .
Thomeas, it wasfurnished in completely modern style. Y et it had one factor in common with Henry
Arnaud's former abode; afactor that was apparent to Henry Arnaud aone.

Thetall, dignified man extinguished the light after he had entered the room. He was silent in the darkness.
No noisetold of his presence, until aclick sounded in acorner of the room.

A smadll light shone above a glass-topped mahogany writing desk. Itsrays, covered by a green shade,
were spread upon the surface of the desk.

Thelight gave no sign of Henry Arnaud. That individua had vanished with the darkness. Another
persondity had replaced him. It was The Shadow who now occupied this room.

Two long, white hands appeared within the glow of light. They were hands that moved as of their own
accord - hands that belonged to no visble wrigts. For the arms beyond the hands were masked within
black deeves.

The hands, though dender and perfectly shaped, were hands of strength. Buried muscles vibrated
beneath their skin. They were the hands which, encased within black gloves, had loosed destruction upon
the hordes of the Tiger Tong.

There was adifference in the hands, as they now appeared. One was unadorned but on the other - the
|eft - agleaming gem shone from the base of the third finger.

A strange, weird stone, it glowed with many changing colors. From deep crimson, its flashes turned to
darkish purple. It was ararejewe - agirasol, or fire opa - this stone that The Shadow wore. Itsvery
appearance betokened mystery - the symbol of The Shadow's mysterious existence.

The handswere busy. A paper and pencil were brought into the light. A clipping lay upon thetable. The
right hand took the pencil and marked acircle around wordsin the clipping. Then those words were
transcribed to the sheet of paper.

The dying statements of Stephen Laird had been copied by The Shadow. There they stood, in tabul ated
form.

In the box. See.
TagA. T-A-G-A-
Green Eyes.

Cryptic, unexplainable statements. Perhaps the ravings of afevered mind. The Shadow's pencil paused
above them. The hand crossed out the top line. At theright it inscribed, in capitals:

IN BOX C.

Moving to the second tabulation, the hand crossed out the statement " Tag A™; but the letters till
remained. Now, awhispered voi ce spoke softly in the gloom of the room.

"T-A-G-A" Theletterswererepeated. "T-A-G-A. T-A-G-A.."

The pencil poised. It wrote as the voice spoke:



"T-A-G-A.."

Once more the voice pronounced the letters that the dying man had uttered. But thistime, the hand made
amost important change.

"T-A-G-A.." camethe whisper!
"T-H-E-A.." wrote the hand!

Phoneticaly, both spellings were the same! Spoken doud, the letters™T - H - E - A" sounded identically
with those which the newspaper account contai ned!

"Tag A" was amyth. Stephen Laird had not talked of it. He had uttered aword which the conductor
could not catch. To makeit plain, the dying man had tried to spell. What hehad ssidwas. "T - H - E -
A"; what the conductor had heard was. "T - A -G-A."

Perhaps it was the pause, the gasping pause that Laird had made before the findl letter that had caused
the deception. The result had been an error by the listening conductor. His ears had caught the syllables
exactly; but hismind had misinterpreted them.

The Shadow had divined the meaning. The completion of the unfinished task required the addition of only
afew letters. The pencil madeits marks.

After theletters T - H - E - A appeared theletters T - E - R. The message was complete. Stephen
Laird's misinterpreted statement had been understood.

"In box C. Theater."

The only remaining tabulation was the bottom one.
GREEN EYES.

The Shadow had capitalized these words.

Were they aname?

The light went out above the desk. Its click signified that The Shadow's task had been completed. But
nothing had been written to explain that last notation!

A FORM was moving slently in the darkened room. It stood, lost in blackness, beside the open
window. It was from this spot that the smilarity between Room 806 in the Aldebaran Hotel, and Room
1216 in the St. Thomas became apparent.

From thiswindow, an observer commanded the same view of the city that one gained from the window
in the Aldebaran Hotd. The Shadow, now, was gazing straight toward Chinatown, exactly as he had
gazed on the night when he had come to San Francisco!

In the distance, the watcher saw the crawling lights of the sign that topped the Mukden Thesater. The
luminous ring of stationary lights was aglow above the moving lines. From the center of that circle glowed
two green spots, side by side.

Green eyed

They sent a message - amessage meant for others, not for The Shadow! But he received their message.



Thaose luminous spots were aglow for thefirgt time since that other night. Like focused eyes, they seemed
to glareinto the blackness.

Green eyes of Chinatown, peering forth across the city!
What was the message that they sent?
That might be learned tonight. The Shadow knew that fact.

The man of the dark was preparing to accept the challenge. Those spots of green were the instruments of
some unknown personage. Like The Shadow, that man had avelled identity. He, too, possessed a
strange, descriptive name.

Green Eyed

Amid the darkness of the hotel room, awhispered sound arose. It shuddered softly. It reverberated from
thewalls. It mocked and taunted asits eerie tones were carried forth into the night.

It was the answer to achdlenge. The distant spotsthat shone like glowing emeralds were the visble
symbol of Green Eyes. The sardonic laugh that issued from this silent room was the audible reply of The
Shadow!

The echoes of the sardonic laugh died away. The sinister mirth was ended. Silence, aone, prevailed. The
Shadow was gone. The Shadow had laughed!

CHAPTER X. THE CHINESE THEATER

IT was gdanight at the Mukden Thesater. All the elite of Chinatown had turned out. The reason wasthe
return to Americaof Foo Chow, one of Chinas most celebrated dramatic actors. Since the days of the
dowager empress, this famous impersonator had dominated the theaters of old China.

The pricesrivaled those of a"Follies’ premiere. Chinese firs-nighters were entering the playhouse so
eagerly that it was difficult to distinguish individuasin the throng. Americanswerethere, displaying
advance reservations.

Joseph Darley and Cleve Branch arrived afoot. Darley had discharged hislimousine. He had picked up
two friends on the way, and with four seats reserved, there would be room for al the party.

Within, the Mukden Thesater resembled alarge American playhouse. In fact, it was more American than
Chinese, for inits construction, the builders had adopted the most modern plans. The seatswhich Darley
had obtained were on aside aide. Cleve noticed that there were boxes on both sides, but only the
upstairs ones were occupied.

Thiswas probably due to the narrowness of the stage. The aides converged sharply, And the entire stage
was not fully visible even from the spot where Cleve was located. The upper boxes, projecting over the
audience, might be satisfactory; but the lower ones were practicaly useless.

The downgtairs portion of the theater was not entirely filled. Darley explained that thiswas dueto the high
prices asked for sedts. Later in Foo Chow's engagement, prices would be lower, Then the less wedthy
Chinese would throng the playhouse.

The show began. It was Cleve's first experience in a Chinese theater, and the costumes and gestures of
the actors were interesting at the beginning.



Gorgeoudy dressed women gppeared upon the stage. Darley explained that they were impersonators.
For years there had been ataboo on actresses in China, and that custom wasin force here.

Tragic gesticulations and chanting singsong voi ces became monotonous. Cleve looked over the sea of
facesin the theater. He could just distinguish solemn yellow countenances.

Hewondered if Ling Soo had fared here tonight. Probably not. Lost in hisfantastic dream of aY dlow
Empire, the leader of the Wu-Fan would probably have no time for theaters.

The body of the theater was bathed in gloom. The sSide aides by the walswere black. All eyeswere
toward the stage. Hence neither Cleve nor any one else in the vast throng observed amotion there.

A tdl, black figurewas gliding along thewall. It reached the curtain that marked the entrance to the side
boxes, It moved through.

A phantomlike shape stood beside the individual entrance to Box C. Then it passed the last curtain, and
good in the box itself.

Box C was adeep recess, with ahigh, solid railing. Its black interior wasimpenetrable while the
performance was going on. The black form stationed itsdlf in acorner of the box, and waited there,
motionless.

The Shadow wasin the Mukden Thester - in the very place that Stephen Laird had tried to designate!

Shrouded in blackness, the invisible man of the darkness was prepared for al who might come thisway.
A slent, unseen form, he was seeking hidden facts.

What did thisvisit presage? Only The Shadow knew!

THE performance continued on the stage. Foo Chow made his appearance, garbed in amandarin
costume. He was atall, well-built Chinaman, whose very appearance excited the approval of the
audience.

Hiswork was more interesting than that of the other actors; but, to Cleve Branch, it grew monotonous,
and he was pleased when Foo Chow's part had ended.

Joseph Darley seemed to share Cleve's restlessness. He spoke to his companionsin alow voice.
"Would you like to meet this celebrated actor?' he questioned.
Hisfriendsreplied in the affirmative. Darley stated that he could arrangeit.

"Foo Chow's part is ended now," he explained. "I met him once before. I'll go back stage and arrange an
interview with him. Y ou can expect me back shortly."

He left his sest, gained the aide, and followed the wall until he reached the curtainsthat led to the
downstairs boxes.

Cleve watched Darley go, and saw him disappear behind the curtains. Then Cleve studied the stage
indifferently, and settled himsalf back in his seat. Thisevening was awasted one, he decided.

The performance was nearly ended when Darley returned. He motioned from the end of the row, and
they arose and joined him at the Sde aide.

"Come on back," he said. "Thisway - through the entrance by the boxes."



They pushed through the thick curtain. Cleve wasthe last of the four. He noticed the inner entrancesto
the unoccupied boxes, as he passed. Then they reached the diding door to the wings of the stage. Darley
conducted the party to a dressing room, where he introduced his friends to Foo Chow.

The Chinese actor was amogt interesting specimen of hisrace. He was much older than he had appeared
when on stage. He shook handsin American style, and beamed pleasantly.

"l likethesevidtsto America" he said, in perfect English. "There is an appreciation here that one does
not find in my own land. There, they are used to my work. Here, it is new to those who witnessit."

To Cleve, the brief visit was as uninteresting as the performance had proved to be; but he made no
comment. He saw no possible connection between Foo Chow and the affairs of Chinatown.

Ling Soo - the Wu-Fan - the Tiger Tong. These were matters that seemed of more importance than a
visit back stage at the Mukden Thester.

Such thoughts brought Cleve's mind to The Shadow. He was il thinking of the mysterious man in black
when heleft the dressing room with his companions.

They followed the narrow passage beside the boxes, Cleve again at the rear. Asthey cameto the curtain,
the man ahead of Cleve dropped the hanging, and Cleve stood adonein the darkness.

Something prompted him to look in the nearest box. It was Box C, dthough Cleve did not know it, and
would have thought nothing of the fact. He stepped past the curtain of the box. He saw the outlines of
sedts, by the high, built-up rail.

A board creaked under Cleve's foot as he approached a chair and stood there, watching the stage.

The Chinese play was drawing to its close. Cleve Branch viewed it mechanicdly. He had avague
impression that someone was here, close beside him, in thisbox. Heturned ingtinctively and stared at the
shadowy corner.

It was nothing but a mass of blackness. Theimpression still persisted.

Cleve shrugged his shoulders and |eft the box. He felt that hisimagination was getting the better of him.
Chinatown was strange enough, without giving way to fancies and odd qualms.

Y et as Cleve walked up the side aide, beside thewall, he could not help but glance back at times. He
seemed to sense someone gliding behind him. Y et each quick inspection revesled no one.

DARLEY and the others were waiting at the entrance of the theater. They waked dowly through the
lobby, one man stopping to point to a picture of Foo Chow, whom they had just met. It was afull-length
likeness of the Chinese actor.

Cleve's eyes, moving to the right, stopped suddenly. There, on the marble pandl of thelobby, wasalong,
mysterious shadow. It bore astriking resemblance to a man - to the man whom Cleve had seen that night
at the Sun Kew!

It was the shadow of The Shadow!

A grotesque, silhouetted face - ablack portion that was shaped like alarge douch hat - in every detail,
Cleve saw the replica of the man whom he was seeking.

Asthough it possessed eyes that sensed Cleve's gaze, the substancel ess shape melted away. Cleve



whirled, and wasin timeto glimpse atal figure moving into the dark. The cloak - the hat - both
betokened the departure of The Shadow!

For an ingtant, Cleve was about to spring in wild pursuit. Long had he sought The Shadow. Thistime, he
must trail the strange man of the dark.

But Darley's hand was upon hisarm, and redlizing that the committeeman was watching him, Cleve
abandoned his desire. The matter of The Shadow was one that he chose to discuss with no one - not
even Joseph Darley.

"Come," suggested Darley. "My limousine is waiting. We can go up to my gpartment and enjoy ourselves
for awhile. These Chinesethesetricals are dl right - for the Chinese. But they |eave the evening rather
tagtelessfor me."

There was nothing to do but accept the invitation. Cleve went dong with Darley and hisfriends. He was
slent asthey rode away from Chinatown.

Why was The Shadow at the Mukden Theater tonight? Cleve wondered over the perplexing question.
Then he remembered the thoughts that he had experienced while he had been standing in the box. He had
felt sure that someone was there; that someone had followed him up theaide.

That someone could only be - The Shadow!

The more Cleve Branch pondered, the less he knew. He sought for a hidden connection, but could not
find one. Joseph Darley - Foo Chow - the two Americans he had met tonight - these could hardly
interest The Shadow.

In the past, The Shadow had shown an interest in Cleve's affairs. Tonight, there could be no reason for
suchinterest.

Amid these scattered thoughts, Cleve redized one important fact. He must remain in San Francisco. He
must spend his future time in Chinatown. Somehow, he felt that the interests of The Shadow were
identical with hisown.

Behind the Wu-Fan - in spite of Darley's opinion to the contrary - there might lay the key to amighty
schemethat carried athreat of danger. Cleve's duty was to uncover such aplot.

This mysterious man he had termed The Shadow must know facts that were important. It would be
imperative to meet him and find out what he knew. Tomorrow would be soon enough. Tonight, the best
plan would be to assert that hiswork in San Francisco was ended. The identity of Cleve Branch must go;
once again, Hugo Barnes must rove the streets of Chinatown.

That box in the Mukden Theater! Wasit The Shadow's hiding place? That was athought, but like all
others, it led to no conclusion.

While Cleve was cogitating thus, asmple event was taking place at the St. Thomas Hotd . Gentlemanly
Henry Arnaud was asking the clerk for the key to 1216.

Arriving in hisroom, Arnaud looked about and smiled. He extinguished the light and walked softly
toward the window. He stood there, staring out across the city.

Once again, the eyes of The Shadow were upon the glittering lights that topped the Mukden Thester.
Crawling lines, varicolored flickerings, and the ring of gtationary lights were glowing as before.



But no longer did two lurid spots of green stare forth into the darkness, like glowing, Promethean eyes.
The mygterious lights had vanished.

Green Eyes had sent hismessage. The cal had been answered.

Strange events had happened tonight. Cleve Branch had been where he could have learned them, had he
known. But only The Shadow knew!

The Shadow laughed, as he had laughed before. His laugh was one of hidden understanding.
For The Shadow had learned what he wanted to know!

CHAPTER XI.CLEVE PLAYSTHE SPY

CLEVE BRANCH had left San Francisco. He had departed on the morning after hisvisit to the Mukden
Thesater. He had gone with areport received from Joseph Darley; the final report that concerned the
Wu-Fan and its persecution by the Tiger Tong.

But Cleve had |eft the city only asapersondity. In his place, another man remained.

Once again, Hugo Barnes was on the watch in Chinatown. Moy Chen had replaced hisformer
workmanship. Theidentity of Cleve Branch was obscured by the features of Hugo Barnes.

There were two spots in Chinatown that Cleve decided were worth watching.

One was the Mukden Theeter; for there, he had encountered the presence of The Shadow. The other
was the abode of Ling Soo. It was possible that The Shadow might appear there.

The place was a so the headquarters of the Wu-Fan. And, it could be watched smultaneoudy with the
Mukden Thester.

Fifty feet away from the entrance to the theater, Cleve lounged idly at the doorway of a Chinese auction
house. The place was busy tonight, and the figure of Hugo Barnes was inconspicuous.

Cleve rubbed his hand across hisface. He could dmost fed the swarthiness of his complexion. He
touched his overhanging eyebrows. They, more than any other feature, had changed his countenance.

Cleve had no fear of recognition, but he waswary in hisactions. For athough the persondity of Cleve
Branch was safe from detection, he remembered well that Hugo Barnes was now a budding member of
the Wu-Fan.

The badge of membership was fastened to Cleve's vest; and, recollecting his experience at the Sun Kew,
hewisdly kept it hidden.

Bright lights began to flash. Long rows of bulbs showed on the sdes of buildings. Strange music blared
from up the Stredt.

Small crowds were forming aong the sdewaks - solemn, aged Chinamen, dainty Chinese flappers, old
and young were gathering to witness another of the many paradesthat cleaved their way dong this
teeming thoroughfare.

The crowd was not aslarge asit had been on the last pageant night. Nevertheless, it obscured the view
of Ling Soo's entrance. The lobby of the Mukden Theater was on ahigher levd, for the street doped
upward in that direction.



Cleve pushed hisway to the curb, and moved across the street ahead of the approaching procession. He
sationed himself a a new spot, and was pleased to note that here he could observe both Ling Soo's
door and the front of the theater.

Someone jostled against Cleve. He turned and stared squarely into the face of Joseph Darley!

An exclamation stopped on Cleve'slips. His features formed a pleased grin. As Hugo Barnes, Cleve had
escaped recognition. Darley had viewed him as atotd stranger!

CLEVE watched the committeeman work hisway aong the street. What was Darley's mission here
tonight? A vigt to Ling Soo?

Y es - the surmise was correct. The man had turned into thelittle entrance.

Knowing the comparative frequency of Darley'svisitsto Ling Soo, Cleve redlized that the meeting of the
two men might be of small sgnificance. Whatever might be discussed in relation to the Wu-Fan could be
learned from Darley afterward.

But there was avery definite reason why Cleve could not communicate with Darley. That very morning,
Cleve had announced that he was through with hisinvestigation. Right now, he was supposed to be
traveling east, away from San Francisco.

Bannerswerewaving in the lighted streets. Exotic music was sounding with rhythmic best. But Cleve
scarcely saw or heard. A brilliant plan was forming in hismind.

Ling Soo had said that Hugo Barnes, as anew member of the Wu-Fan, would be welcome at
headquarters any time. Cleve had never accepted the standing invitation.

Now wasthetimeto do so! Perhaps, by visiting Ling Soo, he might be introduced to Darley and hear
what the Chinaman wastdlling the chairman of the Civilian Committee!

A great idea, especidly as Cleve's disguise had proven itsworth aready, so far as Joseph Darley was
concerned.

Acting upon theimpulse, Cleve threaded hisway past solemn Chinamen who were watching the parade.
He reached the door to Ling Soo's quarters and entered. The elevator came to the ground floor when he
pushed the control button. Two minutes later, Cleve Branch was standing in Ling Soo's anteroom.

A pull of the tassaled cord beside the door would summon Foy. But Cleve hesitated before performing
the action. He noted that the door was gar. Foy must have failed to closeit tightly.

Softly, Cleve opened the door and stepped into Ling Soo's halway. The place was deserted.

It gave Cleve an ideafor an excuse, should he be discovered. He could claim that he received no
response to hisring - that he supposed it would be al right to enter. In character with Hugo Barnes, such
an explanaion might easly satisfy Ling Soo.

Cleve went forward to the brass-faced doors that bore the Chinese dragons. These portdss, too, were
dightly open. Not enough for Cleveto peer through, but sufficient for him to listen.

Pressing his ear to the crack, Cleve scanned the sde wall and noted ahanging curtain in the hallway. It
would afford ahiding place, should he need it.

The buzz of conversation reached his cars. English words were distinguishable. As Cleve listened, they



became clearer, and he caught snatches of the talk.
"Itiswisetowait," came Ling Soo'svoice. "But it is not wise to wait too long -"

The words became inaudible. Perhaps the man was speaking in alower voice. Cleve thought he heard
thewords"Wu-Fan" and "Tiger Tong."

Then came Darley's response.

"LosAngeles... next week..." These were thewordsthat Cleve heard plainly.

"Last night..." Thiswas only asnatch of Ling Soo's statement "1t has been ettled... Green Eyes”
There was an impressive sound to the final words. They were uttered as one would speak aname.
Green Eyes

Dying, Stephen Laird had spoken of green eyes. Had he been telling of aliving person? Of his murderer?
The thought was gartling!

WHY did Ling Soo name Green Eyes? There was something sinister in thetitle. It brought achain of
wild, fantastic idess.

Joseph Darley had said nothing of any one called Green Eyes. Was he hearing the name for thefirgt time
tonight?

"They areready,” Ling Soo was saying, in atone that made Cleve realize the men were just within the
doors. "Green Eyes must speak again and name the exact hour. Then you will be ready. The men will
cometome.”

"Good," sad Darley.
"But you must have the paper,” came the tones of Ling Soo. "1t will be the symbol that they shall accept.”
"It issafe at my gpartment.”

The doors began to tremble. Quickly, Cleve dipped toward the hanging curtain. He did behind it and
found himself backed against a depressed door.

For afew moments, nothing happened. Then, the crouched form of Foy appeared from the inner room.

Peering from acorner of the curtain, Cleve saw the evil, stooping Chinaman wend hisway toward the
outer door that opened into the anteroom.

Ling Soo appeared, walking dowly with Joseph Darley.

Until now, Cleve had never seen the Chinaman standing. On both previous occasions, Ling Soo had
remained seated on histhrone that betokened his high office in the Wu-Fan. Tonight, he saw Ling Soo as
asquat, chunky figure.

The Chinaman was short, but heavy. He was attired in a black robe. Emblazoned on the back was a
large golden dragon, the sign of the Wu-Fan. Words were being spoken by Ling Soo and Cleve heard
themplainly.

"You aresurethat it issafe," Ling Soo was saying. "It must not be seen.”



"It isburied in abottom table drawer,” declared Darley, in return. "Nothing of vaue liesthere. No one
would know its purpose. Do not worry, Ling Soo."

"Y ou are going back to your gpartment now?"
"No. | shal not return until late.”

"Since no onewill bethere-" Therest of Ling Soo's statement was | ogt. It died away as the men reached
the entrance to the anteroom.

A buzz was dl that Cleve could hear now. Ling Soo was gesticulating. Darley was shaking his head; then
nodding as though in agreement. Cleve ducked as Ling Soo turned and came waddling back toward his
inner room. He heard the door of the anteroom close. Then came a cackling laugh - the harsh chuckle
that Ling Soo used when he was pleased.

Hiding, Cleverdied only on hisears. He heard talk close by; probably at the dragon doors. The words
were uttered in Chinese, by Ling Soo. A short response in the same language came from the lips of Foy.
The brass doors clanged shut.

A dight, scarcely audible movement now told that Foy alone wasin the halway. Cleve peered forth to
see the Chinese servant headed toward the anteroom. He went through the door. 1t closed behind him.
Clevewasaone.

What should he do now? Intuitively, Cleve waited, and, while he remained, he reflected.

Something important had taken place tonight. Ling Soo had discussed unusud affairswith Joseph
Darley.

Whatever the meaning might be, it was certain that the presence of an intruder was something that Ling
Soo would doubtless resent. For Cleve to burst in now as Hugo Barnes would be agrave mistake. It
would be preferable to reserve avisit with Ling Soo for alater occasion.

Joseph Darley was gone. Foy wasin the anteroom. That indicated that the servant had also made his
departure.

Foy had been present during the discussion between Ling Soo and Darley. That meant nothing, for Foy
could not talk Engllish.

It was imperative that Cleve should |learn the facts regarding this unexpected conference between Ling
Soo and Joseph Darley,

AsHugo Barnes, Cleve could meet Ling Soo, but it was certain that he could learn nothing from the
impassive Chinamen.

To question Darley - say tomorrow - would mean areversion to the character of Cleve Branch. How
could that be avoided? A sudden thought cameto Cleve.

A paper - an expected symbol - safely hidden - in the bottom drawer of atable - at Joseph Darley's
gpartment - where no one would be tonight -

THESE digointed thoughts burst upon Cleve Branch. They were the answer to his problem!

Darley had evidently received the paper from Ling Soo. It probably referred to something that concerned
the Wu-Fan.



Groping for an explanation, Cleve thought that perhaps peace was to be declared between the Wu-Fan
and the Tiger Tong.

But what was the use of such wasted speculation? The paper itsalf would tell the story.

There was one sure way to seeit. That wasto go to Joseph Darley's. Cleve was acquainted with the
gpartment and its location. If he could find that paper, he might learn dll.

What if Darley should return and discover him?What of it? In an emergency, Cleve could revea hisdua
identity to Darley.

Y es, that was the solution! He would go to Darley's and find the paper. Go there now. Acting
responsively to histhought, Cleve moved sidewise from the curtain and strode cautioudy to the door of
the anteroom. He found the catch of the door and opened it.

As he had fdlt certain, the anteroom was empty. Foy had gone, aswell as Joseph Darley.

Cleve descended in the elevator and breathed freely when he reached the street. The pageant had gone
by now, and Cleve quietly joined the passing throng of pedestrians.

He reflected now on the safety of his position. As Hugo Barnes, he would not be suspected if any
Wu-Fan men had seen him coming from the entrance to Ling Soo's. For Cleve was amember of the
Wu-Fan himsdif.

He could risk the visit to Darley's - and be sure that in a pinch he could explain al to satisfaction.

In the fashion of Hugo Barnes, Cleve shuffled along the street, and cast awary eye toward the Mukden
Theater as he passed by. Only one factor had been omitted from his calculations until now. That factor
was The Shadow.

But tonight, Cleve saw nothing that indicated the presence of the man in black. The Shadow could not be
everywhere. Furthermore, Cleve had never seen actual traces of his presence outside of Chinatown.
Traveing into the city proper, hefet sure that he would free himsdlf from the realm of The Shadow's
observance.

Past the outskirts of Chinatown, Cleve hailed a passing cab and gave an address near the apartment
house where Joseph Darley lived. Reaching his destination, he dighted, paid the driver, and waited until
thetail light of the departing cab had faded in the distance.

Here, Clevefdt safe. He amiled the peculiar smile of Hugo Barnes, as he stepped into the shuffling
sride.

Hugo Barnes would enter Joseph Darley's home tonight. There, Hugo Barneswould make afind that
would be of interest to Cleve Branch.

And The Shadow would not know!
CHAPTER XII. A SHOT FROM THE DARK

TO enter the apartment house, Cleve Branch took the smplest and most effective method. Hewaked in
the front door.

He knew that an attendant was sometimes on duty. If the man happened to be there, Cleve intended to
make afdseinquiry, usang afictitious name. But the attendant was not on hand, and Cleve camly



sauntered up the flight of stairs a the Sde of the quiet lobby.

He used this course because he did not wish to wait for the automatic elevator, which might be on an
upper story. The gpartment which Darley occupied was on the third floor. Cleve arrived there aminute
after he had left the lobby.

The question of forcible entrance was one that proved perplexing for atime. The agpartment house, like
S0 many San Francisco buildings, was on ahill, and Darley's apartment faced the upper side. Entrance by
awindow would have meant aclimb of nearly twenty feet. The door was the better plan - if Cleve could
get inthisway. But the specid lock offered adifficult barrier.

Recaling what he had seen of the gpartment on hisviststo Darley, Cleve remembered that the place had
an unused kitchenette. That would be at the back. Cleve spied the entrance to afire escape down the
hall, and went in that direction. He stepped out on arailed platform.

There he saw awindow - the only window at the end of the apartment. He could dmost reach it from the
fire escape. Climbing over theralil, Cleve reached out and tried the window with one hand. It appeared
to be locked, but it rattled loosdly.

Therewas no fear of detection, for this new apartment house was isolated from neighboring buildings.
No lights showed from the window above or from the window below.

Clevejarred the window of the kitchenette. He pushed inward and upward, with hisright hand, while his
left clung to therail of the fire-escape platform.

Thewindow yielded suddenly. Only Clevesfirm grip upon therail prevented him from faling.

He clambered through the open window and made hisway through to the front of the apartment. There,
he reached the living room. He turned on alamp and looked about him.

Cleve had noticed severa tablesin thisroom; and now the question arose as to which would be the
proper oneto search first.

The drawers of one table were unlocked. He rummaged there, but found that they contained few articles
and no papers. The second table had locked drawers; this, Cleve decided, must be the one.

He could handle locks after afashion; but something prompted him to try the third table before he
proceeded with the picking.

Here were unlocked drawers, and the first bottom drawer that Cleve opened brought him his reward.
The drawer contained two stacks of papers. Lifting them, Cleve discovered others strewn benesath.

DARLEY had been wise, heredized. An unlocked drawer, filled with useless papers, would not
command athorough search by aburglar.

Clevewithheld his haste, for he redized that it would be wise to replace these papers as he found them.
So helaid the stacks upon the table, exactly as they had been in the drawer. One by one, he began to
examine each of the odd papers.

He stopped at odd momentsto listen. There was a tensenessto thiswork, and Cleve redlized that he
must proceed with caution for the task might prove to be most important.

Once, fancying that hidden eyes might be watching him, Cleve stared toward the window, but saw
nothing except the jet-black pane, because of the reflected light of the lamp.



Again, helistened, wondering if he had heard the door of the gpartment open. He laid these quamsto his
fancy.

Ordinarily, Cleve was cool and indifferent to danger; but the Snister atmosphere of Chinatown had made
him susceptible to sudden suspicions.

He reflected that the job of burglary which he was now performing was by far the smplest and least
dangerous task that he had undertaken since his advent in San Francisco. Here, at least, he was safe
from the unseen menaces that hovered over Chinatown.

Clevereached the last paper in the drawer. He unfolded it in expectation. It must be the one he sought.
He could see markings through the sheet as he unfolded it. Then, with the paper spread before him, he
stared perplexed.

It was, without doubt, the paper that Ling Soo had mentioned. But it did not contain aword of English. It
was inscribed with a series of Chinese characters!

What could this message mean?

Darley, Clevefdt sure, had no extensive knowledge of the Chinese language. The only solution was that
Ling Soo had given certain information to Darley, and had included this paper as evidence. But to Cleve,
the paper was no more enlightening than alaundry ticket!

Cleve hesitated, wondering what to do. He could take the paper with him, but he felt that such a course
would be an error. The only man whom he could trust to trandate it was the undercover agent, Moy
Chen.

That would mean atrip to Chinatown; time lost there; and areturn journey, to get the paper back into the
drawer. In the meantime, Darley might return.

If possible, Cleve did not want Darley to find the paper missing. That might lead to difficultiesand
complications. A safe course would be to copy the Chinese characters on another sheet of paper.

But they were numerous and intricate. Cleve knew well that any inaccuraciesin the transcription might
ruin the import of the message.

Seeking an answer to thisdilemma, Cleve stood staring at the paper, forgetful of dl about him. Thelight
was dim, for thefloor light which he had turned on wasin a corner at the opposite side of the room.

Then came asudden end to hisreflections.

Cleve, fancying he heard afootfdl, turned. His mind, working with lightning speed, flashed the thought
that it must be Joseph Darley, and that explanationswould be in order. At that instant, a man legped
upon him. Cleve had not seen the face of the attacker; nor could the man have seen his, for an arm swung
fiercely asit wrapped itsdlf about Cleve's head.

Backward went Cleve, wrested by a powerful opponent. His hands clutched wildly inthinair. Twisted
sdewise by the arm that lay across hisface, Cleve's eyes had just enough space to peer upward and
catch the gleam of ashining, pointed knife!

Hislegs gave way beneath him. Cleve landed flat on hisback, haf beneath the table, hisface saring
upward as the knife descended.

Half stunned by the blow against the back of his head, Cleve saw and heard everything in digointed



fashion.

Like aportrait in aframe, he recognized the evil face of Foy, the servant of Ling Soo. Descending with
arrowlike am cametheflash of thefaling dagger asthe ydlow hand aimed it for the victim's heart.

Then, from the direction of the window came a sharp report accompanied by aflash of flame. Likea
dummy figure, Foy's form sprawled sdewise and rolled upon the floor, the knife il extending from the
tight-clenched fist.

Thelamp went out. Lying in darkness, his head throbbing, Cleve wondered what would happen next.
Silencefollowed. Then camethe sparkle of atiny flashlight.

It moved about the room, while Cleve, prone and helpless, felt himself incapable of motion. Thelight
flickered on hisface.

Almost wearily, Cleve closed his eyes. He opened them again to see the paper with the Chinese
characters, held suspended in air by an invisible hand.

Eyesin the dark were reading that message! They were the eyes of The Shadow!
The light was turned upon the drawer. The paper seemed to fold itsalf and drop back initshiding place.
Other papers rustled. Thelight moved away; then went out.

Cleve's senseswere returning; still he lay motionless. He knew that The Shadow wasin action. Once
again, the man of the dark had saved hislife. The best course now wasto wait until he could divine The
Shadow's purpose.

All noise had ceased, and Cleve wondered what was happening. The eventsthat had just taken place
began to seem like an incredible dream.

Gripping theleg of the table, Cleve drew himsdlf to hisfeet. He stood swaying in the darkness. Hisears
detected no sound. Cleve groped hisway toward the lamp in the corner. He found it. He drew the cord.

Amazement followed. Hewas donein theroom!

The table drawer, its papers replaced, was closed. The Shadow was nowhere to be seen. But, most
astonishing of dl, Foy had disappeared!

Cleve rubbed the back of hishead. Thiswasincrediblel

Foy had sought to kill. The Shadow had shot Foy. They must be enemies; yet both had left. It was
possible that one had been instrumenta in the departure of the other; till Cleve wondered that he had not
heard them going.

Then heredlized that his own deadened senses must have betrayed him. He had lost dl knowledge of the
passing of time. Even now, he was unsteady on hisfeet.

He pieced it dl together. The Shadow had shot Foy from the window. The wounded assassn must have
fled by the door. The Shadow, making no effort to follow, had remained a short while; then had departed
by the window.

Cleve went to the window, and found it closed, but unlocked. He opened the window and inhaled fresh
air. He closed the window and stole across the room to the hallway; there, he found the door of the
gpartment. It was closed, and the latch was turned.



What next?
The paper! He must go back to it; take it away if necessary.

Cleve was turning toward the living room when he heard a sound outside the door. He dipped adong the
hall toward the kitchenette. He heard the clicking of akey inthelock, and gained hisrefugejust asa
flood of light appeared in the hallway.

Peering from darkness, Cleve saw Joseph Darley enter and turn toward the living room. Thelight there
must have attracted his attention, for Cleve had | eft the lamp burning.

Darley's momentary departure served Cleve well. He dipped through the window of the kitchenette, and
gained the fire escape, making very little noise as he went.

Hetraveled softly down the iron steps and reached the darkness at the bottom of the building. Hismind
was pondering dully as he made hisway toward the street.

Why had The Shadow let Foy escape?

That was but one problem. More important was the matter of the paper which Cleve had been forced to
leave neglected.

What was the import of its Chinese message?

The thought of that paper hovering before the glimmer of atiny light made Cleve redize that another
besdes himsdf had viewed it!

The message was amystery to Cleve, but perhaps The Shadow knew its meaning!
CHAPTER XIIl. GREEN EYES SPEAKS

ONCE again, the green spots shone from the sign above the Mukden Thesater. But tonight, no eyeswere
watching them from the twelfth floor of the St. Thomas Hotel. Henry Arnaud had checked out the night
before.

Thelights were not visible to Ling Soo, across the street from the theater. For he was seated on his
throne in the windowless room, where he dwelt in state. His placid countenance was more inscrutable
than ever.

Ling Soo clapped his hands. Foy came skulking into the room. Ling Soo addressed the servant ina
sngsong voice. Foy replied.

The master arose from his throne and waddled across the room, with Foy at his hedls. Pressing a spot
upon thewall, Ling Soo operated a panel that dowly opened. He ordered Foy to go first. The servant
entered; Ling Soo followed, and the pand closed.

The two passed down aspird stairway that was hidden in the darkness. They seemed familiar with the
pathway, for they moved steadily toward the bottom. When they were far below the level of Ling Soo's
apartment, they stopped before a solid barrier, which, like the panel, opened a Ling Soo's touch.

Thisrevedled adim corridor. Ling Soo stepped by his servant and took the lead ad ong the narrow
passage. There was aturn, and then another passage.

The men were passing through atunnel laid beneath the Street. They cameto afind barrier. Thisdid



away and closed after both had made their exit. They were at the entrance of aroom.

Ling Soo rapped once. He paused and rapped again. A door did up into the ceiling. The leader of the
Wu-Fan entered, followed by hisminion.

A small group of men were seated about the room. Their formswere barely visible, for the room was
shrouded in gloom.

These persons were awaiting the arrival of others. Ling Soo and Foy joined the group.

Here, Ling Soo was no chieftain. He was one of aselect few. That wasal. A rap at the door. Another
man was admitted. The circle was complete.

A light came on at the top of the room. It was a peculiar, flickering glow that cast an odd hue over the
assembled men.

It showed them clad in long robes, much like the black attire that Ling Soo wore. But it made faces
difficult to digtinguish. Y ellow and white, dike, were toned with astrange, colorlesspdlor.

One member of the group spoke asingleword in the Chinese language. All turned in hisdirection. At first
glance, he was no different from the rest. But as the combined gaze was focused upon him, astrange
oddity asserted itsdlf.

The man's eyes shone a brilliant green!

There was mystery in their glare - astrange, unaccountable mystery. The glow from those eyes sparkled
inthelight. It seemed to be aflashing, living flame! It disappeared at moments; then returned.

Green Eyes

He was the amazing member of this assemblage. No greater than any other - for dl were equd - he
seemed to dominate through that uncanny individuaity which he possessed. No one could meet the
glance of those green eyes without feeling an impression of their power.

THE slence which followed was broken by the voice of Ling Soo. The leader of the Wu-Fan spokein
English. It wasthe use of this language that revealed the personnd of the assemblage.

Most were Chinese, of culture and with command of English. A few were Americans, unfamiliar with the
Chinese tongue. The English words were understandable by all.

"Our plans are made," declared Ling Soo. "We were prepared last night. We have now discovered

He paused to let the words make their impression.

"We have discussed this one man who hastroubled us," continued Ling Soo. "Welet him join the
Wu-Fan to midead him. | purposely let him hear of the Sun Kew. He went there, but escaped. How, we
do not know. But he did not suspect me of planning his degth.

"| told dl thistwo nights ago. Last night, | supposed that al was safe. But he has appeared again - this
man from the government - and heis seeking to uncover us.”

A low murmur of suppressed rage came from members of the circle. Ling Soo silenced it with upraised
hand.



"l sent Foy, The Sayer,” declared Ling Soo. "Last night, Foy did not kill. Foy has not spoken. He does
not need to speak. The man has escaped. That isal. He must not escape again!™

Another member spoke. His voice, though quiet, was less ddliberate than that of Ling Soo. This man was
evidently an American, from his speech.

"An agent of the government,” he said, "is dangerous, even though he may know but little. It waswiseto
let him go hisway. But now heisadanger. If he knows-"

"He does not know," interposed Ling Soo, "but he may learn. Should he learn now, the danger would be
great.”

"What do you propose?' came a question.

"l have mided him once," replied Ling Soo camly. "He became amember of the Wu-Fan. He expectsto
learn more of the Wu-Fan. | can promise him more. | can midead him again.”

A murmur of gpprova greeted the plan. Then came Ling Soo's next statement - uttered with quiet
composure.

"Let him see Green Eyes," said the leader of the Wu-Fan.
"Let him see Green Eyedl”
The echo came from the other men, asthey spoke dmost in unison.

"Thetimeisnear," said asolemn voice. Green Eyeswas speaking. "Until now, it waswiseto wait. But
we cannot act with this danger present. Let usrely on Ling Soo. Let him bring our enemy here. Here, he
ghdl find desth.”

"Green Eyes has spoken,” declared Ling Soo, as he blinked in owlish fashion.
"Green Eyes has spoken,” echoed amurmur.

ALL seemed satisfied with the verdict. Silence gripped the group of plotters. The most important
business had been settled. Still, they waited. Ling Soo spoke, addressing Green Eyes.

"Shall the death be that of torture?' he questioned. "Or shal it be by the hand of Foy?"
"Thetortureis not needed,” replied Green Eyes. "The hand of Foy has been known to fail."
"It cannot fail uswhen the man isour prisoner.”

"You areright," declared Green Eyes. "Foy shdl have his opportunity to correct hiserror. Our enemy
ghdl dieat the hand of Foy."

"Green Eyes has spoken,” said Ling Soo.
"Who shall bethewitness?' cameavoice.

"Let our brother from China be the witness," pronounced Green Eyes. "He shdll see the hand of Foy, The
Saye .

"Green Eyes has spoken,” declared Ling Soo.

"We await the action of Ling So0," asserted the man called Green Eyes. "When heisready, | shall know.



My call shdl tell that the time has come. It shal bethe last. After it, our work must be done.”
"Green Eyes has spoken,” came alow response.

There was a motion in the subterranean room as the members of the insidious group began to retire, one
by one. Those who remained, spoke to each other in low voices.

Ling Soo, with Foy standing at his Sde, became engaged in conversation with aman in the corner. Thelr
discourse was in the Chinese language:

They formed an odd trio.

Ling Soo, squat, heavy, and owl-eyed; Foy, stooped, silent, and leering; the third man, aged but
well-featured. He was listening intently, this stranger, and his face could be seen by both Ling Soo and
Foy. The man was Foo Chow, the Chinese actor appearing at the Mukden Thegter.

"QOur brother from Chinashal see” Thiswastheimport of Ling Soo'swords. "He shall seethe hand of
Foy. When that hand strikes, itswork is quick and sure. When Foy hasfailed - as you have heard Green
Eyessay - it isonly because he has not found the opportunity to strike.”

"Foy dedls death to traitors?"

"Yes," declared Ling Soo. "There was one who died not long ago, but by another hand. It was Green
Eyes, himsdlf, who dedlt death then. It is seldom that Green Eyes strikes. Hishand isfirm, but not so
certain asthe hand of Foy. For Foy isThe Sayer.”

The pridein Ling Soo's voice indicated that Foy was his protege. Foo Chow nodded solemnly.

"Wedl have work," declared Ling Soo. "Green Eyes has spoken. It isfor meto watch and act; that the
time may come when Foy shdl strike. Y ou, brother from China, have your work there."

Foo Chow nodded approvingly.

The room was amost deserted. Foo Chow observed the fact and bowed to Ling Soo. Then the actor
|eft by the door.

When he had gone, Ling Soo spoke to Foy. Followed by hissilent servant, the leader of the Wu-Fan
made his exit.

One man aone remained. He was seated in his chair, thoughtful and till. He was asinister figurein that
flickering light. He was looking straight ahead and, as he gazed, his eyes glowed and flashed their
gparkles of green light. They were eyesthat held adominating sway.

Thelight in the room went out. But in the semigloom that till remained, the dull glow of two green spots
was visible. Those spots moved upward and across the room. They marked the progress of Green Eyes,
as he, too, made his departure from the meeting place.

The members of the inner shrine had made their plan. The dragonmen, who controlled the Wu-Fan as
their pawn, had plotted death tonight.

Green Eyes had spoken!

The slent, secret room was devoid of occupants. Far aboveit, on theroof of the Mukden Thester, a
huge, illuminated sgn flashed forth into the night. The uppermost circle of light upon that Sgn was ablank
space now. Two glowing bulbs of green had been extinguished.



No longer did the cal of Green Eyes beckon to the few who knew its meaning. When next it sent its
message through the night, itswords would be the call of degth!

Death by the hand of Foy, "The Sayer"!
So Green Eyes had spoken!
CHAPTER XIV. THE SUBTLETY OF LING SOO

WHEN Ling Soo planned, he employed an uncanny craftiness that showed amingling of Oriental
wisdom and Occidentd efficiency. Behind those bespectacled eyes of hislay abrain that prepared
schemesfar more practica than the fantastic visions of afuture Chinese Empire.

Ling Soo sdldom disclosed the workings of his mind. When he did indulge in reminiscent talk, he used the
Chinese language, and the man to whom he expressed his views was Foy - the snister servant whom
Ling mildly dubbed The Sayer.

Ling Soo could be stern with Foy. He dominated the man, and thereby assured himself of Foy'slasting
loydlty.

When Foy incurred Ling Soo's displeasure, the master spoke harshly. But between these occasional
outbursts, Ling Soo usualy choseto treat his servant as a confidant - although even then, he was careful
not to say too much.

Back in Ling Soo's abode, the squat Chinaman was seated on his picturesque throne. He had adopted
his favorite pose - that of leader of the Wu-Fan. Foy, hovering near, awaited his master's bidding. No
orders came. Instead, Ling Soo began to express hisinner thoughts.

"Lasgt night, Foy," he said, in his native tongue, "you failed. Tonight you shdl seethat Ling Soo never fails.
Youwill learn, tonight, Foy. Y ou will learn much that you should know."

The crouching servant leered as his master spoke. Hiswicked face seemed to expressinterest in what
Ling Soo had to say. The master went on.

"It istime that you should prove your strength, again,” resumed Ling Soo. "Y ou have been lacking, Foy.
Y ou have not lived up to the name that | have given you - the name of Slayer. | am disappointed, Foy.

"I had marked the traitor - the man caled Laird - for your knife. But Green Eyes spoke, and said that he
would do that deed. Green Eyes can strike, Foy, but he cannot day with the skill that you have shown.
When Green Eyeskills - desth may be dow. When you kill - death is swift."

Foy, although unspeaking, seemed to agree with what Ling Soo had said. The master's voice became
more stern as he went on.

"l sent you to theroominthe hotdl," he said. "To the room in which thetraitor Laird had lived. A new
man had come there. His actions showed that he was an enemy. | ordered you to day. You did not

day."
"The man was not there," responded Foy, in asullen voice.
"Y ou said that he went in," declared Ling Soo. ™Y ou did not see him come out.”

"He was not there," repeated Foy.



"We may forget that man,” resumed Ling Soo, ignoring Foy's protest. "He has not appeared since then. It
may bewd| that you did not day him. But last night, Foy, you failed again.

"I sent you to watch the home of Joseph Darley; to watch while Darley was not there. To come and tell
when he had returned. Y ou say to methat you entered there and saw the man whom we call Barnes. Y et
you failed to strike.”

"Hewent away," growled Foy. "'l was not soon enough to strike him."

"That isno excuse, Foy." Ling Soo eyed the servant coldly. "It isnot like Foy to say that one went away
before Foy could strike. This has happened twice, Foy. It shal not happen again.”

Ling Soo paused reflectively and changed the subject with athoughtful, even tone.

"The man whom we call Barnes," he said. "He has another name. He is the man who came here before,
with Darley. He thinksthat heiswise; but heisnot so wise as Ling Soo.

"I have been told that heisin these streetstonight. So | have sent two of the Wu-Fan who know him, to
bring him hither.

"I wish to speak with him, Foy. But we must remember that you sought to day him last night. He may
have known your wish. He may be suspicious tonight. Do nothing, Foy, to make him view you asan

SCARCELY had Ling Soo finished speaking, before abell rang softly close by. Ling Soo nodded to
Foy. The servant left the inner room toward the halway.

Ling Soo sat serendy on histhrone.

He was blinking mildly when the door opened and Foy entered, followed by the man who caled himsalf
Hugo Barnes.

To Cleve Branch, firm-faced in spite of hisdisguise, this meeting was an important one. Since that event
a Joseph Darley'slast night, he had been wondering whether it would be wise to again visit Ling Soo.
For there, he knew, he might encounter Foy, the insidious dayer who had so mysteriously escaped after
The Shadow had wounded him.

Prowling through Chinatown, pondering on thisimportant question, Cleve had encountered one of the
Chinese acquaintances who had arranged his entrance into the Wu-Fan. The man had been glad to see
him. In alow voice, he had told Cleve that Ling Soo desired to see his American friend as soon as
convenient.

So Cleve was here; and the first man he had met was Foy!

The servant's face was as ugly as before; but it showed no deep-set malice. It seemed evident that Foy
must have failed to recogni ze the man whom he had tried to knife a Darley's. Nevertheless, Cleve had
clutched the handle of his stub-nosed pocket revolver as he had crossed the hallway toward the sanctum
of Ling Soo.

The staid leader of the Wu-Fan smiled placidly as Cleve awkwardly raised hisforefinger to hisforehead.
Ling Soo returned the salute.

Cleve sat down in achair indicated by the Wu-Fan chieftain. He fdlt relieved when he saw the crouching
Foy retireto acorner of the room, where he stood in plain view, hisditted eyelids nearly closed.



Clevefelt at ease as he reflected on the circumstances of thisvigt. Ling Soo had no knowledge of the
spying which Cleve had done. The most that the Chinaman could know was that Cleve had entered
Joseph Darley's partment, in search of a paper which Ling Soo had given to the head of the Civilian
Committee.

Foy had gone there, in anticipation of an intruder. The fact that Cleve was the man who had entered
could not have given Ling Soo ared inkling of the part that Cleve was playing, in the disguise of Hugo
Barnes.

Perhaps - as Cleve had thought before - Foy had not recognized him. If that were true, Cleve's position
here was as strong as ever.

Cleve studied Ling Soo carefully, asthe Chinese leader began to speak. There was nothing in the squat
man's bearing, or in his speech, that betokened menace. On the contrary, Ling Soo wasfriendly. In fact,
he seemed dmodt chiding; and it was that manner that lulled Cleve into believing that all waswell.

"Y OU have been here once," remarked Ling Soo. "Once is not often. That iswhy | have sought you,
tonight. It iswell that we are friends. It would be better if our friendship should increase.

Cleve nodded in agreement.

"Thereisareason," declared Ling Soo, "why | seek the better acquaintance of my American friendswho
have seen the light of the Wu-Fan.

"Our great order needs the advice of such friends. For, though the Wu-Fan is of China, its purposeliesin
America Great power will come to those who believe with the Wu-Fan. Would you like to share that

power?'

The proposition was suggested in amild, friendly tone. Cleve, thinking keenly, believed that he
understood Ling Soo'sinference.

It was a positive fact that Stephen Laird had been an agent of the Wu-Fan. Laird had been dain - and
Cleveinclined, from experience, to the theory that the Tiger Tong had been responsible.

Despite the fact that Snister Foy had wielded a knife with which he had sought Cleveslife, the
government agent discounted any murderous intentions on the part of the Wu-Fan.

It waslogical that Ling Soo needed someone to take the place that death had caused Stephen Laird to
vacate. If so, it would be to Cleve's advantage to seize the opportunity. He put forward aquestion,
which, if answered, would give him aclew to Ling Soo's design.

"Does danger accompany that power?' Cleve asked.

"Yes" responded Ling Soo quietly. "Danger threatens dl who learn the inner secrets of the Wu-Fan. One
can not expect power without danger.

"We of the Wu-Fan have enemies. We must guard against them. Hence those who are the chosen few of
our great number are the ones who know the most cherished secrets.”

Ling Soo'simpersona speech carried a subtlety which was not detected by Cleve Branch. Keen though
the investigator was, his urge to learn more overcame his natural rel uctance to accept such luring
Statements as these.

He saw his opportunity. Established as an inner member of the secret order, he could quickly learn the



truth concerning the desth of Stephen Laird. Not only that; he could gain important information of the
Wu-Fan's secret methods.

"My American friends" commented Ling Soo sadly, "aredl too few. | must have more of them. Thereis
work ahead - great work.

"Think well before you accept my offer, friend Barnes, for | warn you that many dutieswill beimposed
upon you. But if you choose to accept, | can assure you that agreat power will be yours."

Ling Soo's change of tack - his unwillingnessto force Hugo Barnesinto the inner circle of the Wu-Fan -
was the subtle note that brought Cleve's prompt decision.

He made a definite reply as he stared squarely into the owl eyesthat were large and kindly behind the
thick lenses of the spectacles.

"I accept your offer," said Cleve, in the tone of Hugo Barnes. "What do you wish meto do?'

"You must promise, first," declared Ling Soo softly. "Promise by your oath in the Wu-Fan to keep your
new knowledge a complete secret.”

"l promise,” replied Cleve.

He caught Ling Soo's gesture, and followed the statement by making the sign of the Wu-Fan, to which
Ling Soo solemnly responded.

"Y ou have promised,” said Ling Soo, with atouch of sternnessin hisvoice. "Tomorrow night, you may
mest, for the first time, the members of our inner shrine.

"Be cautiousin your actions until then. Await the hour of ten. Come, then, to the Mukden Thester, which
lies across the street from the doorway to my home. There you will see aman with folded arms. Upon his
finger aring - such asthis”

Ling Soo displayed hisleft hand. Upon it was aring, fashioned with the head of the golden dragon. Cleve
noted that the eyes of thelittle dragon were two tiny emerads. It brought a sudden meaning to hismind.

Green Eyed

Could this be an inner secret of the Wu-Fan? Those were words which Stephen Laird had uttered.
Green Eyes

"Approach that man," continued Ling Soo, gpparently obliviousto the fact that his vistor was il staring
at the dragon ring. "When you see him face to face, make the secret sgn of the Wu-Fan.”

The sguat Chinaman solemnly raised hisfinger to hisforehead, and Cleve duplicated the action.

"That man will lead you to the meeting place," declared Ling Soo, in afind tone. "Thereyou will learn the
secrets of the inner shrine - the highest secrets of the Wu-Fan.

"Remember” - the voice spoke more ddiberately than usua - "until then, you must tell no one of your
purpose. Y our promise has been made. Y our secrecy begins now."

"] undersand,” said Cleve.

Ling Soo clgpped his hands. Foy came gliding forward, carrying the brassimage of the dragon. He held it
between the other men.



Ling Soo placed hisfinger upon the dragon's head; then raised it to hisforeheed, and held it there. Cleve,
in response, pressed his finger to the metal image, and placed it to hisforehead. He held that position until
Ling Soo lowered his hand.

The ceremony was ended.

LING SOO dipped down from histhrone. It was his act of specia courtesy to accompany an honored
guest to the outer door of the abode.

Foy going ahead to open the doors, Cleve and Ling Soo waked out to the anteroom. With Foy, they
formed a group beside the door of the elevator.

Cleve, softly repesting the instructions he had received, stepped into the lift. It was then that he saw
something which startled him. A shadow on the floor, beside the two Chinese - along, mysterious
shadow!

The Shadow!
Could he be here? Cleve looked up quickly. Except for Ling Soo and Foy, the anteroom was empty .

Quickly seeking to cover up his mistake, Cleve closed the door of the elevator and began the descent.
But as he traveled downward, he was wondering about the presence of that shadow!

Up above, Ling Soo was returning toward hisinner room. Behind him stalked the form of Foy. The
servant's hands were doubled against his body. Ling Soo noticed it asthey entered theinner room. The
leader of the Wu-Fan cackled.

"Foy!" hesad. "Foy. Hishand isready" - the words were in Chinese - "ready to strike tomorrow night!
Foy, The Sayer, isready!"

A murderous grin came over the leering features of Foy. The man'syellow skin waslividin thedull light
of the room. The brass dragon image was lying on ataboret. Ling Soo drew asilk cloth from beneath his
robe. With it he stroked his hands, then hisforehead, and finally the brassimage.

"Ling Soo has planned,” he said solemnly, in Chinese. "Foy shdl strike. Hisvictim shal be the manwho
bears the mark of death! Green Eyes has spoken!”

Grinning, Foy stared at his master. Ling Soo cackled again as he tapped his forehead knowingly.

Handing the brassimage to Foy, the leader of the Wu-Fan, plodded toward histhrone, with his servant
advancing, crouched, beside him.

A strange, insidious pair! One had planned death. The other wasto dedl it.

Y et more sinister than these living men was the long shadow that lay acrossthe floor in front of Ling
Soo'sthrone-like chair. 1t was aliving shadow - a phantom shade that was foreboding!

Foy retired to the outer room. Ling Soo rested on histhrone. He was staring toward the floor. The
gnigter blotch wasthere no longer.

Keen, though hewas, Ling Soo had not sensed the presence of The Shadow!
CHAPTER XV.GREEN LIGHTS GLOW

IT was late the next afternoon. Cleve Branch was Sitting in ahotel room. He was himself again; but



tonight he would assume the persondity of Hugo Barnes - perhapsfor the last time.
Cleve was confident that hiswork in San Francisco was nearing its completion.

Ling Soo had told Hugo Barnesto be cautious in his actions until the meeting time. Cleve had taken those
ingructionsto heart.

With Ling Soo, he had secretly agreed that the less seen of Hugo Barnes the better. So immediately upon
leaving the abode of Ling Soo, he had shambled away in Hugo Barnes style, and had stolen into the shop
of Moy Chen.

Cleve had not required the services of Moy Chen to remove the traces of Hugo Barnes. Cleve had done
that himsdlf, wiping away the make-up with athorough gpplication of cold cream. Himsdlf, again, he had
sauntered from the side entrance of the Hoang-Ho Cafe.

Indifference had gripped Cleve on hisway to the hotdl. As Cleve Branch he could not be identified with
Hugo Barnes, member of the Wu-Fan. Cleve had decided to rest and to forget. He had dept late in the
morning; he had esten his measin hisroom. Now, with dinnertime approaching, he was ready to go
forth.

Heglanced a himsdlf in the mirror. Due to the dimness of the room, Cleve saw only the outline of his
face - not its details. He chuckled to himsdlf. With this game of Branch and Barnes, it was sometimes
difficult to remember which he was.

Had the lights been on in the room, Cleve might have noticed something unusua about hisface. But, asit
was, Cleve had not seen his mirrored reflection closaly since he had |eft Ling Soo's the night before!

A door was gar acrossthe hall. Cleve did not notice it as he left the room. When he reached the lobby,
he left hiskey at the desk and strolled to the barber shop.

He did not observe the man who peered at him over the top of a newspaper. That man was dressed like
an American; but hisface had aydlowish hue.

In the barber shop, Cleve dipped into a chair and ordered ashave. In glancing at Cleve'sface, the
barber paused and leaned over, as though wondering about something he saw there.

But the man made no comment; and Cleve did not encourage conversation. He was thinking of his plans
for tonight. Hewas still in ameditative mood when he left the barber shop, and dined in asmall restaurant
near the hotel.

There, as before, Cleve paid no attention to the persons about him. He did not see the sidelong glances
of aman who was seated at atablein the corner. For Cleve, while he ate, was considering an important
visit before he set forth to change his character at Moy Chen's.

CLEVE wasthinking about Joseph Darley. So far as he knew, the committeeman till had the paper with
the Chineseinscription. Darley had received the paper from Ling Soo. In their discussion, both Darley
and Ling Soo had regarded the paper asimportant.

After dl, Cleve fdt that he had adopted the wrong course when he had entered Darley's home, like a
burglar. He would have been to blame had he falen at the hand of Foy.

Cleve was positive now that the Chinese assassin had not recognized him as Hugo Barnes. All during the
fray, Foy'sarm had been across Cleve's face. Then had come the shot - the extinguishing of the lamp -
the gppearance of The Shadow - the disappearance of Foy.



Ling Soo, last night, had sounded genuinein histak. So far as the Wu-Fan was concerned, Cleve felt
safe; and he smiled as he thought of an additional precaution that would render him secure. That would
be adopted tonight.

But why had Foy been a Joseph Darley's?
There were two answers to the question.

Firg: Ling Soo might have feared that the paper would be molested, and had therefore sent Foy to watch
the gpartment. The vicious Chinese servant must have been listening outside, while Clevewasin the

apartment.
Second: Ling Soo may have wanted to steal the paper back from Darley!

There might have been reasons for this. Perhaps Ling Soo had thought that he had made amistakein
letting Darley have the paper. Ling Soo's suggestion to Darley - that the paper might be stolen - had dll
the semblance of asubtledibi.

These perplexities had been bothering Cleve dl day; and for that reason, he had decided to follow the
very course that he should have adopted in thefirst place.

The best way to learn the import of the paper wasto visit Darley and seeif the man mentioned it. That
waswhat Cleve intended to do tonight.

It was after seven o'clock when he left the restaurant and rode in a cab to Darley's apartment. The
doorman was on duty when Cleve entered. He rang up Darley, and announced the visitor. Cleve was
ushered upstairs. He found Darley in hisliving room. The man seemed agreeably surprised to see him.

Asthey shook hands, Clevefdt fully at ease. He had planned to give areason for his unexpected return
to San Francisco; and he redized that Joseph Darley could know nothing of his adventures in the guise of
Hugo Barnes. Cleve's private investigations in disguise need not be mentioned.

"Back to San Francisco,” said Cleve, with asmile. "Thistime - | am pleased to say - it has nothing to do
with the Wu-Fan."

"Ah!" exclamed Darley. ™Y ou completed your report on that subject?”

"l did," said Cleve, "and now | am virtualy on leave for the next few weeks. | haveto report at San
Diego, later. So, with nothing to do, | remembered your invitation to join you on the yacht cruiseto Los
Angdes™

"Grand!" exclamed Darley, with enthusasm. "Leo Franeis due here at the end of the week. Keepiin
touch with me. Wewould like to have you sail dong with us.”

"All right," said Cleve. "I just dropped in to say 'howdy." I'm running over to Sausdito tonight on the
ferry. Leaving pretty soon, so | can't stay long.”

"By theway" - Darley's face became serious - "if you have not fully closed that case of the Wu-Fan, |
advise you to wait ashort while. There have been new developments that may affect the Wu-Fan."

"Y ou have discovered something?' inquired Cleve, with interest.

"l have received information,” returned Darley. "It came from Ling Soo. It refersto the activities of the
Tiger Tong. It proves, more conclusively than ever, that the tong - not the Wu-Fan - isresponsible for



any difficultiesthat may occur. In fact, | may say that this new information completely exoneratesthe
Wu-Fan of dl crimesthat may at first glance seem to be of Chinese origin.”

"What isthe nature of the information?"
"I haveit here"

DARLEY went directly to the drawer where Cleve had looked two nights ago. He brought out the very
paper that Cleve had seen. He spread it out and showed the Chinese inscriptions.

"This" said Darley, "refersto certain activities aboard the Pung-Shoon - a Chinese junk which came
through the Golden Gate afew days ago. The Pung-Shoon now lies at anchor in San Francisco Bay.

"This paper, from the trandation that Ling Soo gave me, indicates that certain members of the Tiger
Tong, now sought by the police, intend to sail on the Pung-Shoon tomorrow. They are going back to
Ching, Ling Soo claims, to induce certain of their countrymen - members of the tong - to cometo San
Francisco.”

"For what purpose?’

"Asnew recruitsfor the Tiger Tong's warlike campaign against the Wu-Fan. At leadt, that isLing Soo's
theory."

"Haveyou investigated it?"

"l am investigating tonight. | expect to go aboard the junk in behdf of the Civilian Committee. Therel
shall conduct asearch.

"If | seeany sgnsof Tiger Tong men, | shall report it to the authorities. The Pung-Shoon will not receive
clearance papersfrom this port until 1 giveit my approva.”

"A very good idea”

"| should be glad to have you accompany me," said Darley. "Not as agovernment agent - for this matter
isno morethan acivil affair asyet - but asafriend.”

"What time are you going there?"' asked Cleve.

"At ten-o'clock," answered Darley. "'l have adinner engagement, now; after that | shall meet other
members of the Civilian Committee. We cannot get Started until after ten.”

"l don't think | can makeit," said, Cleve, knowing that the time Darley mentioned wasidentical with the
hour of the Wu-Fan meseting. "I am very tired tonight. Came in from Denver on the Canyon Specid, and
| expect to turnin early. But | would like to talk with you tomorrow - to learn what you may have
found."

"Very good," agreed Darley. "Incidentdly, | understand that Ling Soo is caling aspecid meeting of those
high in the Wu-Fan. He, too, may have more information tomorrow. Cal at my office about noon. Wil
that be suitable?’

"Very," declared Cleve,

Darley's mention of agpecia Wu-Fan meeting tonight was illuminating. This must be the very meeting that
Cleve wasto attend. With the existence of the meeting known to Darley, Clevefelt fully assured thet all
would bewell when hejoined Ling Soo tonight.



"If you're going downtown," suggested Darley, "why don't you come dong with me? My car iswaiting
outsde."

Cleve accepted the invitation. He sat in achair by the window and waited, while Darley went to get his
coat and hat.

Thiswindow, Cleve reflected, had played avery important part in his career. It was from thisvery spot
that The Shadow had fired a Foy.

All was ahazy recollection to Cleve. He remembered Foy and the knife, rolling away. Probably the bullet
had only grazed the man. That seemed the logica explanation of Foy's quick escape.

Cleve had seen men fall, virtualy unhurt, under smilar circumstances. He had often seen wounded men
rise and run. Foy must have escaped almost unscathed, for the crouching, sneaky Chinaman was back at
Ling Soo's as capable as ever.

Cleve'seyeslooked over the city. There he saw aflashing light that shone above adull glow. He
recognized it by its crawling lines - the sign over the Mukden Theater. That was where Cleve would be
tonight - in the lobby of that very thester.

Darley was back. He was speaking as he stood beside Cleve, so gazing toward the lights of distant
Chinatown.

"Eight o'dlock,” said Darley.

Two tiny green specks appeared in the luminous circle above the Mukden Theeter sign. Only Darley
noticed them, for Cleve wasrising from his chair. Those specks were shining globes of light, showing
from the distance like the pupils of two emerad eyes.

"I should be downtown now," remarked Darley. "Let usgo."

The two men chatted as they rode through the night. Cleve dlighted at a corner near his hotel. Beneath
the glare of astreet light, he stood beside the door and waved good-by to Darley.

Clevesfacewasin full view - plainin the light. Every festure was visibleto Darley. There, on the center
of Cleve'sforehead, Darley noted atiny spot of red. It flared in vivid crimson, like ablot of blood.

The limousine drew away. Cleve stood alone. Darley had not mentioned the spot that he had seen; so
Cleve was still unconscious of it.

He did not know that hisforehead bore the same mark that Stephen Laird had carried that night on the
Mountain Limited.

That mark was the mark of death!

CHAPTER XVI. MOY CHEN FAILS

ACCUSTOMED, as Cleve Branch was, to the atmosphere of Chinatown, he felt uneasy tonight as he
trod hisway aong the narrow, hilly street. This district seemed more sinister than ever.

Perhapsthe chill air from the bay was responsible. That air betokened an approaching fog, that would be
thick when morning dawned. Already avague mist seemed to be sttling through Chinatown.

Each dley that Cleve passed was gloomy - aplace for hidden eyes. The very doors between the lighted



shops were lurking spots.

As Cleve waked by a placid Chinaman, pipe-smoking at the door of astore, he fancied that he saw the
fdlow watching him.

Why thisthought of prying eyes? If they were watching Cleve Branch, they would gain nothing; for soon
Cleve Branch would be alost identity, replaced by Hugo Barnes. Y et dl Chinatown seemed dert tonight,
Cleve thought as he walked along.

The explanation, had Cleve known it, was on his own forehead. There, beneath the glow of every light he
passed, gleamed a spot that told astory.

It was a secret of the Wu-Fan - known to the most trusted Chinese members only. The mark of desth -
the mark that meant its bearer should be watched!

No matter what guise he might assume, Cleve would not be able to avoid those stedthy looks from
amond eyes, unless he covered up the telltale spot.

Cleve Branch and Hugo Barneswould be dike tonight. Both, men who would be watched!

This had begun the night before. When Cleve had touched the brass dragon and placed hisfinger on his
forehead, he had applied the secret charm.

It was the method of Ling Soo, the crafty leader of the Wu-Fan. So did he mark the men whose liveshe
sought.

Aninvisible paste, spread upon the surface of the metal dragon, had reached the forehead of Hugo
Barnes. Within an hour after its gpplication, the bloodlike spot had come there. It had shown on Cleve
Branch, too, when he had appeared as himsdlf instead of Hugo Barnes!

Since then, members of the Wu-Fan had been watching. Clever, shrewd and stealthy, they had not
missed a single move which Cleve Branch had made!

The sight of that mark meant that quick reports must be given of every place the marked man went. All
with whom he communicated, likewise, must be named.

Reports were even now on the way to Ling Soo, that the leader might issue ordersto his secret
followers. The eyes of Ling Soo were everywherel

It was strange, Cleve thought, as he strode aong, that with al these impressions of concealed observers,
he saw no traces of The Shadow. He had fancied, last night, that the mysterious man had beenin Ling
Soo's anteroom. But he had been mistaken. Only Ling Soo and Foy had been there.

CLEVE was approaching the Hoang-Ho Cafe. He reached the side entrance. There he paused. Despite
the creepy fedling of watchers from the darkness, he hurried up the stairs and gained the door to Moy
Chen's hidden room.

Cleve knew the secret of that door, now - a certain lightly tapped signa, amoment of waiting, and the
way would be clear.

Eagerly waiting by the door, he listened for &l sounds. He fancied that someone might be cresping up the
stairs by which he had come. Cleve was about to return and look. Then the door did open, and he
stepped to the passage. A few moments later he had reached the security of Moy Chen's windowless
sanctum.



It was nearly nine o'clock now. An hour before the meseting time!

To Moy Chen, seated at hisdesk, Cleve signified that he intended to assume his disguise. The two men
went into the other room.

As Moy Chen applied the make-up to Cleve'sface, he remarked upon the tiny spot he saw on the
agent'sforehead. Cleve surveyed itinamirror.

"Wonder where | got that?' he said. "Blot it out, Moy Chen, when you put on the eyebrows.”

But, somehow, the mark would not blot. All gpplicationsthat Moy Chen made failed to cover it
effectually. Moy Chen arranged the heavy eyebrows, and found that he could diminish the mark, even
though he could not obliterate it.

Cleve, looking in the mirror, decided that the makeshift would do. It was better than too much disguise.

"Tonight, Moy Chen," explained Cleve, "I atend ameeting of the inner group of the Wu-Fan. | may
encounter danger, dthough | now bdievethat suchisunlikely."

Moy Chen nodded.

"| am to be taken to the meeting place. | will not find the man who isto lead me until ten o'clock. You
have been nearly fifteen minuteswith my make-up. | will be out of here before hdf past nine.”

"That will leave one haf hour," said Moy Chen solemnly.

"A hdf an hour for you, Moy Chen," declared Cleve. "I know your connection here. | wastold that if |
needed immediate assistance, you could arrange for it."

"l can."

"Very well," said Cleve. "Have two men a the Mukden Theater by ten o'clock. Two men who can trail
meto the meeting place.

"| shdl arrangethat,” said Moy Chen.

"I have been working done," said Cleve, "with thisvery purpose in mind. The other men will not be
linked with Hugo Barnes. They will have no difficulty intralling me.”

Cleve dipped into the suit he wore when acting the part of Barnes. He drew his stub-nosed revolver from
his pocket and examined the loaded chambers.

"If | encounter trouble" hesaid grimly, "I'll give those fellows something to think about. A shot will bethe
sgnd for the men who aretrailing me. That's understood?’

"Yes," said Moy Chen.
Cleve had spoken in his own voice. Now he dropped into the character of Hugo Barnes.

Accompanied by Moy Chen, he made hisway to the shop. He talked with the merchant, as they stood
by the door. Then Cleve was on hisway, confident that no one could penetrate his disguise.

MQY CHEN watched him from the door. Keen though the Chinaman's vison was, he did not seethe
lurking form that spotted Hugo Barnes as the departing man went by an dley.



Had Moy Chen continued to watch, he might have seen asnesking Celestia pick up thetrail. For the
mark on the forehead of Cleve Branch was now visible on Hugo Barnes, whenever he walked by a
lighted spot along the street.

Moy Chen, however, did not wait. He had remembered Cleve's last admonition. In gpproximately a half
hour, Hugo Barnes would be at the entrance to the Mukden Theater. Others must be there, too.

Upgtairs ambled Moy Chen. His thoughts, somehow, reverted to that blood-red spot on the forehead of
Cleve Branch.

Ashe considered it now, Moy Chen felt sure that spot meant danger. For though, because of his
undercover work, Moy Chen had avoided close contact with the Wu-Fan, the pretended merchant at
least knew the sinister ways of Chinatown. People did not appear adorned with crimson spots unless
there was areason. That was Moy Chen's sound conclusion.

Reaching hiswindowless room, Moy Chen went to the desk and unlocked adrawer. Fromiit, he
produced asmadll telephone. It was connected with a specia, outsde wire.

By this phone, Moy Chen communicated with Bureau of Investigation agents. One or more could always
be reached, at a specia addressin San Francisco. Time and again, the undercover man had brought
government agents, seemingly from nowhere, to spoil the well-laid plans of the Chinese tongs.

For thefirst time, now, Moy Chen was using hisinformative wegpon againg the Wu-Fan. Tong leaders
had never learned this secret. Ling Soo, whom Moy Chen had never thwarted, could not possibly know
it.

So thought Moy Chen. But Moy Chen did not know the meaning of that mark on the forehead of Cleve
Branch!

Moy Chen clicked the receiver. He leaned close to the telephone in order to speak clearly when the
operator responded.

This message was important. There would be just time for men to reach the Mukden Theater. The
headquarters which Moy Chen was caling was | ess than ten minutes from the border of Chinatown,
where the Mukden Thester was Situated.

The operator's voice sounded. Moy Chen was about to speak. But the number never left hislips.

A yelow-faced man had sprung across the room. His bands were at Moy Chen'sthroat. Another man
waswith him. ThisMongol caught the telephone asit fell from Moy Chen's grasp.

While one was choking Moy Chen, the other was camly placing the receiver on the hook and putting the
telephone back into the desk drawer.

The hands on Moy Chen's neck were merciless. They were hands that worked for Ling Soo.

A quick report, flashed to the leader of the Wu-Fan, had told that Cleve Branch - the man who bore the
mark of death - had entered through a secret door at the Hoang-Ho Cafe.

Theminionsof Ling Soo werekillersal - when the occasion demanded it.

Whoever lived in that secret room must be watched. That was the word from Ling Soo. The choking
fingersthat gripped Moy Chen maintained their relentless hold.



The Chinese merchant struggled, but in vain. Histhroat wasrattling. His eyes were staring. Hisvain
resistance became weaker. His struggles ceased. Then, only, did the fingersloose their hold.

Padded footsteps sounded softly as two men traced their way toward the passage that led back to the
Hoang-Ho. An inert form remained in the windowless room.

Cleve Branch, unknowing, was on his own tonight. There would be no deuths on hand to witnessthe
meeting between Hugo Barnes and Ling Soo's agent in the Mukden Thesater!

No word would reach the ears of the Bureau of Investigation field office in San Francisco. No longer did
the government possess an undercover man in Chinatown.

For the sprawled, pitiful form upon the floor of the windowless room would never move again.
Moy Chen was dead!
CHAPTER XVII. THE FATE OF A TRAITOR

CLEVE BRANCH was cautious as he approached the entrance of the Mukden Thesater. He passed the
lobby, walking on the other side of the Street, and stared at the display boards, which were the only
objectsinview.

The lobby was deserted, for the performance was now going on in the theater.

The fact that no one was waiting there was not surprising, for it was not quite ten o'clock, Cleve did not
expect the messenger from Ling Soo until that time. He crossed the street and shambled by the lobby, in
planview.

By thistime, the men summoned by Moy Chen should bein the vicinity. Moy Chen, dways exact, would
have given them aclose description of Hugo Barnes. Cleve knew he could rely on that, for the features of
Hugo Barnes were themsdlves a creation of Moy Chen's artful hands.

Cleve stopped suddenly when he had passed the lobby. He fancied that he had heard ahissing whistlein
the dark, close by. He listened intently, but the sound was not repested.

Its Sgnificance puzzled Cleve. He did not know that it was asignal used by the secret minions of the
Wu-Fan - that it meant that no one should now molest the man who bore the mark of death.

Passing the lobby once again, Cleve made a close inspection from this close range. Seeing no person, he
looked aong the floor and up thewalls.

Perhaps that phantom shade that indicated The Shadow would be here tonight. No, it was absent. Cleve
wondered. Had something happened to that mysterious man, whose vigilance had twice saved Cleve
from death?

Cleve pulled awatch from his pocket. The timepiece registered exactly ten o'clock.
The appointed hour was here. He must enter the lobby.

Cleve shuffled past the deserted box office, closed now that the evening's business was done. He stood
aoneinthelight, where he could easily be seen by the men whom Moy Chen had summoned.

They were keeping under cover well, Cleve decided. That wastheir job. Cleve gave no sign that might
betray hisinterest in their presence. He had often worked thisway before. It was histask to play his



affected part.

With dl the characteristics of Hugo Barnes, he went farther into the lobby,. There, aman stepped into
view from theinnermost corner.

Thisindividua was a placid-faced Chinaman dressed in American clothes. He did not look at Cleve; in
fact, he seemed totally disinterested in Cleve's presence. But the man's arms were folded, and upon his
finger was aring that bore a dragon's head!

Even a thisdistance, Cleve could catch the sparkle of thetiny emerad eyes set in the gold design.
Approaching the man, Cleve bent his head atrifle and made the sgn of the Wu-Fan. The Chinaman
responded with the same salute.

While Cleve stood waiting, the Chinaman turned dowly. With arms gtill folded, he walked into the
thester.

The action meant that Cleve wasto follow. He did so, but controlled his shuffling gait to dlow time for
any concedled agents to take up the trail.

The man looked back impatiently. Cleve sensed that it would be unwise to delay too long. He dipped his
handsin his coat pockets - apose that went with the character of Hugo Barnes - and sauntered leisurely
after hisguide.

THE Chinaman turned to the left, and slently strode down the blackened aide. Cleve was close behind
him.

He suspected that the Chinaman was going back stage, and thence out into the night; for thiswasthe
pathway which Cleve had taken the night he had met Foo Chow, with Joseph Darley.

They reached the curtain at the entrance to the boxes. There, the Chinaman stopped. He motioned for
Cleveto step through the curtain.

Clevedid so, boldly. He knew well that a false step now might loose unexpected dangers. He must play
his part - that of a neophytein the order of the Wu-Fan, seeking admission to ahigher order.

He might be watched every step of the way; and this part of the journey might be only ablind to test him
Out.

Cleve was experienced in hiswork. He knew how to play his part. He obeyed the Chinaman's gesture;
but his hand closed within his pocket as he gripped the butt of his short revolver.

Through the curtain, Cleve was shuffling toward the door to the stage when he felt the Chinaman's hand
pluck hisdeeve.

"Sh-h!" warned the guide.
The man opened the curtain of the nearest box. He gripped Cleve's arm firmly and guided him forward.

Cleve was momentarily astonished to find hisfoot poised over empty space, where there should have
been asolid floor. He was advancing toward the seats by therail of the box, but he was moving
downward, and his guide wasfollowing him!

Staring upward, Cleve caught alast vague glimpse of the dome of the thester. Then, dmost before he
redized it, his head was below the levd of the floor!



There was adight noise above. Cleve kept boldly on, and hisfoot struck the level. The passage was
broad here. The Chinaman was beside him. The guide pressed against a barrier ahead; a door opened

into adim passageway.
They were nearing the meeting place - and it was here, benegth the pit of the theeter!

A recollection cameto Cleve. Herecalled that night when he had stood in the box above; how he had
sensed a hidden presence.

He had been at the entrance to the inner shrine of the Wu-Fan - dmost at the top step of the concedled
stairway - and he had not known it!

He must have been observed, then, by some watcher in the dark. If so, he had been close to death. For
the Wu-Fan - no matter how friendly it might seek to be - was, after al, an Orienta scheme.

Theways of the Chinese were dark, reflected Cleve, and he knew that intruders to this secret spot would
encounter grave risks.

They were at adoor now. The guide tapped once. Then again. The barrier did upward. The passage had
inclined downward, since the stairs and the room which Cleve now saw were far beneath the theater.

While he wondered how effective arevolver shot might proveif used asasgnd, Cleve glanced about
him to study the men that occupied the room.

The drange, flickering light made him blink. Its peculiar glow was troublesome. He could not distinguish
faces; but as his vision swept about the circle, he recognized two men.

Onewas Ling Soo. Cleve could tell it by the squatness of the man's form. The other, crouched on astool
beside his master, was Foy.

Cleve noted his guide was making the sign of the Wu-Fan. He, too, performed the salute. It was returned
by members of the group.

Again, Cleve'seyeswere roving, past Ling Soo. There he saw asight that made him pause, aghast.

Two brilliant eyes sparkled in the light. Their green hue sent long flashes, that seemed like livid tongues of
flame.

Green Eyes
The name echoed through Cleve'sbrain.
Who wasthisbeing? A higher power than Ling Soo0?

CLEVE'S guide urged him to avacant chair. He sat there and waited. The group appeared to be
awaiting another arrival.

Cleve assumed the indifferent attitude of Hugo Barnes. The strangeness of this room was menacing; yet
he felt asecurity in hisfaseidentity. He believed that calmness and silence would serve him well.

The door did up, and another man entered. Cleve could not recognize him in the light. Although the man
sat close beside him, he was unable to distinguish the features of Foo Chow.

The barrier had closed again. The hush was expectant.



Ling Soo began to speak, in English. Hiswords, though low, were friendly in their tone.

"Tonight,"” said Ling Soo, "we have anew friend who seeksto be with the Wu-Fan. Isit right that we
should have him here?'

"He has promised to be loyd ?!

The question came from Green Eyes. Cleve could see the glowing optics sparkle asthey stared in his
direction.

"He has made his promise,” declared Ling Soo.

"He may bewith us" said Green Eyes.

Clevefdt anudge besde him. It was from the man who had guided him here.
"Thesgn," came the Chinaman's whisper, in oddly spoken tones. "The sign of Wu-Fan."

Cleve understood. Deliberately he arose and stood in the center of the group. Hefelt no fear, whatever.
With thisformality passed, he believed he would gain the recognition he desired.

He raised hisright hand and placed the forefinger to his forehead.

Although he did not redlize thefact, Cleve'sfinger rested exactly upon that reddish spot - the mark of
desth. That spot had shown clearly in this shimmering light.

It was hidden now, by the finger that had made it. Cleve, who had made the mark unwittingly, was now
indicating it, himsdif!

It was toward Green Eyesthat Cleve wasfacing; and the glowing raysthat sparkled in the light had
ganed hiswhole attention.

He did not redlize what was happening behind him. Hisright hand, absent from his pocket, no longer
controlled his hidden gun.

The attack came on the instant. The two men nearest Cleve bounded forward. Each seized an arm.

Struggling madly, Cleve was borne backward. Other members of theinsdious crew were thronging
forward. Their massed attack was overpowering. Cleve'sarms and legs were held as he lay prone upon
thefloor.

There was no use struggling. Cleve redlized that as his wrists were pinioned behind his back. He félt the
cutting pressure of |leather thongs as his assail ants bound him hand and foot. The gag that was pressed
between histeeth proved tight and merciless. The helpless man could barely gasp for breath.

Clevefdt himsdf raised; then hewaslaid in the center of theroom amid the circle, likeahuman
scrifice

Staring upward, he could see only those sparkling green eyes; and to Cleve's cars came the cold words
of Green Eyes, himsdlf.

"Y ou swore to support the Wu-Fan,” cametheingdious voice. "Instead, you were atraitor! There were
matters which you wished to learn. Y ou had no right to learn them.”

"The work of the Wu-Fan will go on. Y ou can never siop them. Once death was planned for you at



hands other than those of the Wu-Fan. Y ou escaped it.
"Again, death was meant for you, by the hand of Foy. Y ou uded it. Tonight, no effort can avail you.

"Foal! Y ou were not content to believe what you were told about the Wu-Fan. Y our life was spared
only because the Wu-Fan was wise. But now, the decree of wisdom has been changed. Thereisonefate
for you.

"Death!”

THE room seemed to echo with the sinister word. Caught up by thelips of the others, it washissedina
low, startling note that brought a shudder to the prisoner.

A momentary silence. Then camethetone of Ling Soo's voice:

"Green Eyes has spoken!™

The others echoed the statement. Green Eyes was silent; but Ling Soo took up the burden.
"The Sayer,” he declared.

Foy arose and stood crouching by his chair, as sinister afigure asany in that room.
"Thewitness," came Ling Soo's solemn voice,

Foo Chow arose.

Each took his stand beside the hel pless body of Cleve Branch; Foy on one side - Foo Chow on the
other.

A word in the Chinese language was uttered by Green Eyes. One by one, the members of the fiendish
gang began to depart.

Ling Soo leaned forward to stare gloatingly into the face of the man whom he had betrayed. Then he was
gone.

Green Eyes- that strange, unknown mongter, stood before the victim. The flashing optics sparkled as
though kindled by the fury of ademon.

Two hands gpproached Cleve'sface. The green eyes flashed close before him. The hands, with roughly
sweeping touch, pulled away the disguising eyebrows and the other tokens of Moy Chen's
craftsmanship.

There, inthe uncertain light, the face of Hugo Barnes had been destroyed, and in its place were the
features of Cleve Branch.

It was Cleve Branch who had sought to thwart the vile schemes of the Wu-Fan. It was Cleve Branch,
now, who wasto die.

Unableto send acry for help; not even knowing the purpose that lay behind the secret mission of the
Wu-Fan, theintruder wasto fed the knife that killed.

The menace of the startling eyes was gone; but it brought no comfort to Cleve Branch. Green Eyes, too,
had departed. Turning his head, Cleve saw the heavy door descend.



Thefina thud of that barrier was like aknéll of doom. The last hope faded from Cleve's closing eyes.
Two men remained. Foy, The Sayer; and Foo Chow, the witness.

Thiswas to be the room of death! A traitor to the Wu-Fan wasto diel

CHAPTER XVIII. THE HAND OF FOY

FOY was gloating fiendishly as he stooped above the prosirate form of Cleve Branch. The sight of a
helpless victim was one that thisingdious monster relished.

Foo Chow, cold and observant, was a menace ao. In neither of those glaring faces could Cleve seea
sgn of mercy.

Foy'sright hand came from hisrobe. It held awicked-looking knife, sharp-pointed and long of blade,

Speaking in his native tongue, the Chinese dayer addressed Foo Chow. He passed the knife to Foo
Chow, and the actor examined it. He returned the knife to Foy.

The dayer seemed in no hurry to do hiswork. Usudly slent, he wasloquacious now. His quaintly
intonated voice was explaining to Foo Chow that the art of the death thrust was aswell known in
Americaasin China- by those who had studied it so cunningly as had Foy.

Cleve could not understand the meaning of the words; but there was something in their inflection that
made him redlize their malice. Foo Chow listened, unmoved.

Foy crouched low. He placed his hand above Cleve's heart, and seemed to be choosing the exact place
for thisthrust - aperfect thrust that Foo Chow would long remember. This, Foy had said, wasto bea
model stroke - one which Foo Chow would be proud to witness.

The pointed blade poised motionless, afoot above Cleve's breast. Cleve could not seeit, but he sensed
its presence.

He had divined, from Foy's attitude, that the dayer intended to perform aquick, effective murder. That,
at least, would be better than a death by torture.

Onelone, wild thought came into Cleve's maddened brain. That thought was of The Shadow - the
strange man from the dark, who twice had saved him from deseth.

Seeking to forget the knife above, Cleve rolled his head and stared in each direction.

There were no shadowsin thisroom. The queer, flickering illumination came from some hidden source.
All the floor was the same dull hue. The walls were straight and barren. Only the door offered hope.

Cleve stared toward it, hopelesdly. If that barrier could only move upward to admit the only man who
could make arescue herel

But the door did not move. Low, sinister whispers made Cleve stare upward. He saw the gloating face of
Foy, with its crud lips uttering words to the witness. Foo Chow stooped and looked at Cleve's body, to
note the exact spot where Foy said the deadly knife would go.

Up came the hand of Foy. The blade glimmered its message of death. The hand lowered and swung
upward again.

Cleve's bulging eyes were amazed as they saw the knife fly backward from Foy's hand, asthe dayer's



amwas & the top of itsswing.

With aswift, incredible legp, Foy flung himself across Cleve's body. The hands of the dayer seized the
throat of Foo Chow and hurled the actor writhing on the floor.

Cleve could not understand. Foo Chow had not spoken; yet Foy was attacking him!

The struggle was swiftly ended. Foo Chow was motionless. Foy crouched above the body of thisvictim,
whom he had taken before he chose to deal with Cleve.

What was the purpose of this odd attack?

Had Foy gone mad? Had he chosen to be aone when he dedlt the death thrust that would end Cleve's
life?

The sinister dayer was picking up his knife; he was coming back to Cleve. The helplessman closed his
eyesin agony. He could not bear to see that glittering blade rise again.

There was pressure at his feet. Clevefdt hisbody being rolled over. He moved hisfeet, and found that
the thongs were gone from his ankles - although their cutting pressure still could befdlt.

Now the knife dashed the thongs that bound hiswrists. Another cut; the gag wasloose. Firm armswere
helping Cleveto hisfedt.

Bewildered, he tottered, scarcely able to stand, and he stared at the face of Foy. The man was no longer
crouching. Hisfigure had enlarged. Tal, dender, and erect, he was Foy no longer. Only hisface
appeared to be the face of Foy!

The Shadow!
LIKE aflash, the explanation cameto Cleve. It al went back to that night at Darley's.

He remembered the certain shot that had felled Foy - ashot fired by The Shadow. Why had Cleve
doubted the marksmanship of that firm hand that had aimed so often and so perfectly at the Sun Kew!

The single shot at Darley's had killed Foy. The evil Chinaman had not escaped. His dead body had been
removed - by The Shadow!

Last night at Ling Soo'sl That shadow on the floor. A shadow, long and weird, with no one there but
Ling Soo and Foy.

That shadow had belonged to Foy - not to Foy himself, but to the man posing as Foy!

Incredible though it seemed, thiswas the truth. The Shadow had played the part of Foy so perfectly that
he had even decelved Ling Soo.

Harbored in the very haunt of Ling Soo, The Shadow, as Foy, had been admitted to the inner circle of
the Wu-Fan!

Perhaps he had |earned the secrets of the order; perhaps he knew the insidious schemesthat brewed
tonight; perhaps he knew the identity of Green Eyed!

But The Shadow did not speak. Dwindling, he again became the sinister, crouching Foy, so red in his
posethat Cleve could not believe hiseyes.



With grimaces, this stooping man signaed Cleve toward the door. Faltering, Cleve went in that direction.

The false Foy stood by thewall. The barrier moved upward. Cleve wasin the passage, with the form of
Foy behind him; and the barrier had closed.

Cleve moved toward the door that led to the exit through the box in the theater. His companion stopped
him.

Clevelooked down at the crouching form. On the floor he saw its shadow - long and amazing. This,
alone, wasthe only proof that the man beside him was not Foy.

The crouching man drew Cleve through an opening that had appeared inthewall. There, inadim,
narrow passage, Cleve heard whispered instructions.

"Through the passage - up the steps - then to the right - through the curtained door - into the hallway
outsde of Ling Soo'sinner room -"

Therest was plain. Cleve saw the way to safety. A firm hand thrust him forward.

From the end of the passage, Cleve turned to glance behind him. He caught one last glimpse of Foy
through the closing door.

There were barriers ahead, but Cleve could passthem. A smple movement of The Shadow's hand had
shown Cleve the way to find the secret catches.

Cleve reached the head of the stairs. He wasin total darkness. He felt abarrier ahead, but an opening to
theright.

Knowing hislocation, he was sure that the hidden door before him led into the inner room where Ling
Soo might be. To the right, the passage would lead to that door behind the curtain - the very door against
which Cleve had huddled, the night that he had spied on Ling Soo and Joseph Darley.

Thiswas hisway to the hdlway; then the anteroom; and findly the elevator. This roundabout exit from
the secret den could not be watched.

The Shadow might be following; or he might have left by the theater. Perhaps he had assumed his garb of
black!

These were problems upon which it was useless to ponder. For Cleve could only remember his
ingtructions and another whispered phrase which had been The Shadow'sfind utterance:

"Pung-Shoon - tonight!"
The words meant worlds to Cleve. They were the one inkling to what the Wu-Fan might be doing.

Once away from here, lost in the belated crowds of the street, Cleve could summon aid, and raid the
junk that lay anchored in the harbor.

But first he must escapel
GROPING, he found the door. The secret catch was the same as the others. The door did aside.

Cleve peered from the curtain. The brass doorsto Ling Soo'sinner room were closed. The hal itsalf was
empty.



Cleve moved forward, and as he did, he tripped stupidly upon the bottom of the curtain. Seeking to
regain hisfooting, he sprawled across the center of the hdll.

Asheregained hisfeet, Cleve heard a sound beyond those brass doors. He looked behind him as he
reached the door to the anteroom.

Turning, Cleve saw the brass doors opening. Peering between them was the spectacled face of Ling Soo.
Clevesrevolver wasin his hand.

The sght of that hated visage maddened him. He pressed the trigger, and fired toward the opening. His
first shots made in haste, were wild. The brass doors clanged, and Cleve's bullets smashed against the
emblazoned dragons.

Stll firing, with vengeance dominating him, Cleve suddenly redlized that he was clicking empty cartridges.
His senses returned on the instant.

He had been seen by Ling Soo! The fiend knew that the prisoner had escaped!

Hastening, Cleve gained the elevator and reached the passage to the street. He knew that Ling Soo's
warning was on itsway. He must hurry - hurry away from Chinatown, where grim death lurked.

He reached the street and pressed through the throng. In hismad desire, Cleveforgot al ese but that one
thought - escape!

Away from here, he would be free to act. Within the range of the Wu-Fan, death was a constant danger.

Stolid Chinamen stepped out of the way as Cleve dashed down the street. One man, blocking his path,
stood firm. The eyesthat peered through yellow lids saw the mark of death upon Cleve'sforehead!

The Chinaman was amember of the Wu-Fan. He saized Cleve, and grappled with him. Cleve swung a
him with hisempty revolver, but missed hisaim. He struggled free and ssumbled forward, with hisenemy
in pursuit.

They were a the edge of Chinatown. Another yellow man had joined in the chase. Cleve'slegswere
weekening. He staggered toward the wall and fell, his shouting enemies upon him.

Clutching claws began to beat Cleve's head against thewall. On the verge of safety, he was facing deeth
again. But otherswere coming to hisaid. Three passing Americans, seeing the menaceto their
countryman, threw themsalves upon the attackers.

Scudding like rats, the two Wu-Fan men dropped their victim and fled for shelter. They scurried into the
first dleyway that they saw, but their swift pursuers caught them and laid them flat with well-placed
blows.

Cleve, limp and helpless, was carried to adrug store to await the arrival of an ambulance.
He mumbled words as he recovered consciousness. But hiswords were scarcely audible.
"Pung-Shoon. Tonight."

Cleve Branch had been saved from the hand of Foy - for the hand of Foy was dead. It was the hand of
The Shadow, who lived as Foy, that had saved him.

But Cleve was helpless, now. He could not tell that he had been seen, dive and free, by Ling Soo, leader
of the Wu-Fan. Shrewd and cunning, Ling Soo could not fail to realize that the cause had been betrayed



by Foy.
The law of the Wu-Fan was desth to traitors!
Danger awaited The Shadow!
CHAPTER XIX. THE CHINESE JUNK

THE Pung-Shoon, squat and square rigged, lay at anchor in San Francisco Bay. Solemn, yellow-faced
Chinamen, paced its high-set decks. A little motor boat lay beside the wooden ship.

Americans were visiting the Pung-Shoon. One was Joseph Darley. Two others were members of the
Civilian Committee. With them were revenue agents.

Standing in thelight that came from a.cabin, Darley looked questioningly &t his companions. They had
timed thisvigt late, for the express purpose of finding if men had been smuggled aboard.

"Thereésno one here, Mr. Darley," said one of the revenue men. "We searched this ship from stemto
gtern, the moment she hit the harbor. A crazy ship - with lots of crannies.”

"And that framework in the hold," reminded another officidl.

"Yeah," sadthefirgt. "You saw it, Mr. Darley. Can't figure what it'sfor. The men won't spill aword
about it. Let them keep their secret if they want to. We've got plenty to do besides trying to solve
Chinesepuzzles.”

"Well," said Darley, "theré's no use watching the boat al night. Y ou know its arrangement, now. Take
another look before she sailstomorrow.”

"Righto," agreed the agent.
Asthe others moved across the deck, this man drew Darley aside assuringly.

"If any Chinesetry to make the dip on thisjunk, well nab 'em," he said. "We'velabeled the crew, and we
can tag any sowaways."

"Y ou saw below. All loaded up with secret cupboards and what not. I'm giving you astraight line, Mr.
Darley. Thisold scow'san opium ship!”

"Anopium ship!" exclamed Darley.

"That'swhat it is," reaffirmed the officer. "We got wind that it was headed thisway, with a cargo of dope.
Y ou could pack amillion dollars worth of that stuff without abit of it to show. So we were watching for
thisjunk; and we went through it right. Not a pipeful of the stuff on board.”

"How do you explain that?' asked Darley.

"Simple enough,” said the revenue man. "Thisvoyage was ablind. They've pulled that gag before. Let 'em
comeinto port afew times- to get the lay. Then they'll bewise, and dip over afast one on the next trip."

"How long does it take aship of thistype to crossthe Pacific?!

"Plenty long," declared the agent, "We won't hear from thistub again for months. But shelll be back - you
wait and see! Therell be trouble from the Pung-Shoon, some day.”



Darley shrugged his shoulders.

"It'strouble enough tonight," was his comment. "Well, we can go in afew minutes, as soon as some of
these Chinese watchers come aboard.”

"Who arethey?"

"Ones whom we know. They gave usthetip-off. So we came down to look around. Wanted them here
to identify any suspects. I've decided to let them stay and keep watch.”

"Good idea," said the revenue man.

"Yes" explained Darley. "We haven't bothered the police with this, because it may al beafdsedarm.
That's the Civilian Committee'swork - to look into matters before they become serious.”

Asthey reached the center of the deck, Darley turned to see a crouching Chinaman advancing from the
side. He recognized the face of Foy. He knew that Ling Soo0's servant was to be here tonight, as chief of
the watchers.

As Foy spoke no English, and Joseph Darley did not discourse in Chinese, Darley merely acknowledged
his presence with adight nod.

"We can go, now," he said to the revenue man. "Thisfelow knowswhom to let on the ship.”

THE Americanswent over the side. Darley was following when he saw the squat form of Ling Soo
coming in hisdirection.

The presence of the chief of the Wu-Fan wasimportant. It had been arranged that Ling Soo would come
only if he chose. Darley stopped and called to the boat below:

"Wait afew minutes. I'll come aong. | want to speak to aman who hasjust arrived.”

There was aresponse from beneath. Darley turned to Ling Soo. The Chinaman's face was serene. He
spied Foy, and beckoned to the servant. He spoke afew wordsin Chinese, and Foy responded.

Ling Soo's question was pertaining the desth of Cleve Branch. He wanted to know if al had gone well.
Foy had replied in the affirmative. Ling Soo beamed pleasantly.

He spoke now in English.

"A manwaskilled tonight,” he said. "A man named Moy Chen. Thereis something | wishto tell you
about hisdegth. It isimportant.”

Indicating that he wished Foy to follow, Ling Soo waddled toward a cabin. He and Joseph Darley seated
themselvesbesde atable.

Foy, a Ling Soo's bidding, remained a short distance away, huddled with hands before his breast. He
watched the speakers through his nearly closed eyelids.

"Itisthis," said Ling Soo, his eyes upon Darley. "The man Moy Chen was a prominent Chinese
merchant, who lived -"

AsLing Soo spoke, hisright hand was resting upon amolding at the side of the cabin. With scarcely
more than agesture, he drew his chair away, but till retained his hold upon the molding. It came with his
hand. The floor of the cabin opened. The form of Foy straightened asit plunged into the hold below!



"Come!" exclaimed Ling Soo, releasing his hold so that the trap would spring back into place.

He and Darley hurried down asteep flight of steps, Ling Soo showing amazing speed for his odd bulk.
The Chinaman did open adoor. A flashlight gleamed in his hand. It reveded the unconscious form of
Foy.

"What have you done!" exclaimed Darley.

"Foy isatraitor!" declared Ling Soo. "I have tricked him. He knew that I might come here. He does not
know that | have discovered him. He let the man Branch escape!™

"Branch! Whereishe?' There was excitement in Darley's voice.

"Men of the Wu-Fan seized him," said Ling Soo placidly. "They tried to kill. He was carried away,
seemingly dead. He cannot do any harm to ustonight.

Ling Soo was bending over the form of Foy. Assisted by Darley, he dragged the prostrate body toward
afarther door. Ling Soo opened the barrier. He found alantern and lighted it.

The glow showed a square room near the bow of the ship. Inits center stood a heavy upright frame -
two vertica rods, with ahorizontal crosspiece at their top.

"Foy must tell," declared Ling Soo solemnly.
Joseph Darley nodded.

Ling Soo took a piece of stout rope. He crossed the wrists of the man who passed for Foy. Hetied them
tightly. He twisted a piece of wireto hold the knots firm. Pushing the end of the rope through aholein the
top of therack, he drew it downward.

Darley, asssting, raised Foy's body upright. He held it in that position, while Ling Soo pulled the rope
taut.

Foy'sform, grotesquely lengthened, was hanging by itswridts, the toes just tipping the floor.
"Here" said Ling Soo, "he shall tell!"

"He shdl tell," agreed Darley. "Then he shdl die”

"If he does not tell?"

"Heghdl diewithout tdling!"

LING SOO bowed in acknowledgment. He seemed to accept the statement as an order. He listened
placidly while Darley spoke, in abrutal tone,

"Keegp him here" hetold Ling Soo. "L et him hang until he gainshis senses - if he does.”

Darley'slast phrase was a sound one; for the hanging form seemed devoid of life. It had dropped a
distance of more than twenty-five feet when Ling Soo had drawn the tragp in the cabin, high above!

"Should Foy seem ableto spesk," continued Darley, "thresten him with the full torture unlesshetells. He
will know its meaning. Each hour on that rack growslonger. No man can withstand itspain.”

Ling Soo beamed pleasantly. This cruety was something he seemed to relish. His own eyes blinked as



they surveyed the form of Foy, with its head bent forward, hanging askew.

"If he does not speak,” declared Darley, "you must wait until the others are here. Come again, to this
spot, and offer him one more opportunity.

"Whether he speaks or does not speak, he must die then by your hand. Y our killing shot will bethe first
sgnd. When it isheard from above, thefiring will begin.

"Then for the shore - you with the oneswho havefired. Let the sallorslight the flares. Meanwhile the
otherswill -"

Darley said no more. Ling Soo understood. He asked a single question, athough it was unnecessary.
"Y ou have the paper?"

"Yes," said Darley. "l shdl show it to each one. To each shdl go hisown alotment. Y ou need not worry,
Ling Soo. Y our work ishere. Instead of being in your secluded apartment, you can perform the task
assigned to Foy."

With that, Darley was gone. Ling Soo was aone, blinking stolidly at the form of the man who looked like
Foy. A hateful look cameinto Ling Soo's eyes. He gpproached the hanging form, and from a hidden
pocket in the front of the prisoner's black robe, Ling Soo whisked forth agleaming knife.

Cackling, Ling Soo placed the blade beneath his own robe. The knife of Foy - The Slayer'sonly
wegpon! Theknife that hed failed again tonight!

Foy was atraitor. That waswhy he had failed. Tonight, hewasto die!

Explanations had been unnecessary. Darley had accepted Ling Soo's word of Foy's perfidy. From the
moment that Ling Soo had glimpsed the fleeing form of Cleve Branch, the snister Chinaman had known
that Foy was atraitor.

He had noted Cleve's attire. He had known that only Foy could have pointed the way to escape.
Sneaking through the underground passageway, Ling Soo had reached the meeting room, where he had
found the still body of Foo Chow, the witness.

Ling Soo had played his cards craftily. Knowing that Foy would be at the Chinese ship, he had hurried to
the junk and had done his part there. That secret trap - an artful device that Ling Soo had seen used
before.

Y et, despite the fact that Ling Soo was a master of craftiness, despite the fact that he knew Foy wasa
traitor, he did not understand that this hanging prisoner was not the real Foy!

The disguise of The Shadow was too perfect even for the shrewd eyes of Ling Soo!

BUT that could not save The Shadow, now. Ling Soo, cold and deliberate, was at work, cackling ashe
used hisefforts.

He had attached the end of the rope to a stout hook on thewall. It went there at an angle from the top of
the frame. The Shadow - false Foy - was bound in the Chinese torture rack!

This, the most formidable of al contrivances for dow degth, was adevice that utterly defied escape.
Those hands - bound and wired - could do nothing more than claw the empty air. Well did Ling Soo
know the prisoner's hel plessness, for he had seen othersin thisrack before.



Thetoes of the prisoner, barely touching the floor, could not support afraction of hisweight. All strain
was on the wrigts. Arms and shoulders must take the burden that would increase with each succeeding
minute.

Foy, thetraitor, was doomed. Hisfate would be a bullet through his heart. Just how soon hislife would
pass away depended upon how soon Ling Soo would be ready to kill.

Tomorrow, thought the cackling Ling Soo, this body would be found, before the ship cleared the harbor.
Those who discovered it would see the evidence of afiendish Chinese plot. That plot would be attributed
tothe Tiger Tong.

Let the American authorities|earn the identity of Foy! 1t would beto Ling Soo'sliking.

For it would prove beyond a doubt that the Wu-Fan had been attacked by enemies. Foy - servant of
Ling Soo, the leader - found tortured and dain! Nothing could be better.

It added the perfect touch that Ling Soo desired. Members of the Wu-Fan were coming peacefully to his
ship. Here, a short outburst would take place. The members of the Wu-Fan would flee, Ling Soo among
them.

That brief attack would be attributed to the Tiger Tong. It was to serve another purpose. For whiledl
attention of harbor patrols would be centered on the Chinese junk, other members of the Wu-Fan would
be créaftily at work elsewherel

Shots- lights - flares - dl were ready for a short, quickly finished outburst. It would &l be over before
investigators arrived. But with this, there would be afinishing touch later - thefinding of Foy, no longer

living.
Ling Soo cackled in exuberance. He took the lantern in his hand. He reached up and tipped back the

head of Foy. The face, streaked with blood from a gash above the forehead, was grotesque and brutal. It
shonewith yelow palor.

Foy was il living, Ling Soo could see.

The squat Chinaman waited. He thought that Foy was regaining consciousness. The ditlike eyelidswere
moving. Ling Soo cackled again, and hisingdious chuckle wasloud in that hollowed spacein the heart of
the wooden ship.

Foy would have his chance to speak. If he would not speak, Ling Soo would wait and give him an
opportunity. Then - whether or not he spoke - Foy would die! That was the verdict.

Ling Soo, asthough in ceremony, uttered words aoud - designing, perhaps, that they would reach the
ears of the man who was recovering his senses.

"It isdeath! Green Eyes has spoken!™

These were the words which Ling Soo uttered, in the language of his native land.

CHAPTER XX.ON THE TORTURE RACK

THE eyes of Foy opened. They were wide, and they gleamed in the light of the lantern - gleamed asLing
Soo had never seen them gleam before.

Aningant later, that flash was gone. Theydlow lidswere haf closed, in the manner of Foy.



Before him, The Shadow saw the mercilessform of Ling Soo. Then The Shadow looked upward, and
his half-closed eyestook in the strange surroundings. His keen brain, usualy dert, wasworking dowly
for the momen.

The strain upon the wrists was great. The Shadow, brought to full wakefulness by pain, began to sense
the hopelessness of his predicament. In thisterrible position, escape belonged to the realm of

imposshility.
Ling Soo's cackling laugh echoed in the gloomy compartment. The master of the Wu-Fan was gloating.
He spoke to hisfa se henchman, Foy, and hiswords werefilled with snister sgnificance.

"Why did you betray?' This question wasin Chinese. "Tell mewhy - or you shdl know the torture.”
The hanging man did not reply.

"Y our misery will belong," declared Ling Soo solemnly. " Speak! Tdl the truth of your perfidy. Then only
ghdl thetortureend.”

Thesullenlips of Foy did not move.

"You let our enemy escape,” gloated Ling Soo, "but that shal not save you. He was overpowered -
perhaps heisdead at this moment. | am to perform the duty that was to be yours. Our plans shdll prevail
- in spite of your treachery, Foy."

The words had no effect upon the prisoner.

"You will not speek?’ Ling Soo's question was mdicious. " Then know thetorture! Y our senses have
been gone. Y ou have not felt the great pain yet. Unless you speak now, | shall depart. Y ou shall suffer
whilel am away."

The eyelids of Foy were narrow and defiant.

"Y ou have had your choice," said Ling Soo camly. "I go. If you cry out - it can do you no good. Our
friends, only, are here."

He hung the lantern on the wall. He stood, squat and glaring, by the open door to the next compartment.
The shadow of Foy, long and fantastic, spread across the floor. Ling Soo had no time for shadows.

"Remember," came his cackling, Sngsong tones, "you arein therack of torture. The rack from which no
man can save himsd f!"

With that, Ling Soo was gone. Leaving the lantern so its glow would remind Foy of his hope ess position,
Ling Soo closed the door.

Asan ingrument of agony, the Chinese torture rack was one of the strangest and most formidable
devicesin dl theworld. It brought dower pain than did theinfernal creations of the Middle Ages, but its
work was sure.

Ling Soo had spoken the truth when he had praised this Oriental contrivance; but he had beenin error
when he had said that escape was impossible. Some years before, one man had managed to extricate
himself from itstoils. The American, Houdini, had alowed himsdif to be fastened in a Chinesetorture
rack and had worked his way free after long and strenuous efforts.

There had been only one Houdini - amaster of hisart. Strong and powerful, he had used his amazing



ingenuity to itsutmost in that escape. Now The Shadow, weskened from histerriblefall into the hold of
the ship, was confronted by the same problem that had taxed the skill of Houdini.

With The Shadow, it meant life or death. Unless his mighty mind could divine the only possible way of
overcoming the hold of this machine, unless hisweary muscles could respond to the efforts that were
demanded, The Shadow would perish!

Time, too, was short. The Shadow, with wired ropes about hiswrigts, had been restrained while
unconscious. He had gained no opportunity to fight against the bonds when they had been placed upon
him.

Hisarmswere aready wearied from the strain which they had undergone. For he had dangled long
before his consciousness had returned to him!

There he hung. Hisfingers could not reach the knots upon hiswrists. They were more than afoot below
the cross beam of the rack. It was humanly impossible to move upward. Nor could hisfeet avail him, for
they barely touched the floor!

Buried divein the hollow of the degp-set Chinese junk, The Shadow faced the most terrible Situation in
hislong career.

Free, he could struggle against odds that were seemingly unconquerable. Bound with ordinary restraints,
he could fight hisway free. But he was now in the grasp of the powerful devicethat wasthe greatest
machination ever designed by asubtle, Orienta mind!

Could, The Shadow meet thisformidable test - the one that Houdini & one had undergone successfully?

His motionless, hanging body, with its still shadow stretched across the floor, betokened complete
hel plessness. Thelonger that it remained in that position, the more The Shadow's strength would dwindle.
That was the most sinister factor of this horrible Chinese torture rack.

At last, The Shadow moved. In the silence of that room, broken only by a soft lapping of tiny waves
againgt the wooden sides of the Pung-Shoon, the hands of The Shadow clutched above his head. Futilely
at first, they finally succeeded in gripping the rope that led to the beam above.

BUT thefingers, done, could afford no aid. Although they worked with supernormal strength, they did
not raise the body afraction of aninch.

The fingersdid not seek that impossible task. They were twisting at the rope. The dangling form began to
sway. The toes added to the sidewise motion. Grazing the floor, they added to the swing.

The action was prolonged and tedious. The fingers, gripping, worked from above. Thefeet raised dightly
from the floor each time the body moved gently to one Side. Asit went in the opposite direction, the feet,
stretched toes downward, added an impetus.

Inch by inch, the motion increased. Each swing was longer, now. Fingers and toes, working together and
using every possible effort, were increasing the momentum.

Tedious though it seemed, The Shadow was gaining what he desired.
His body was swinging like aliving pendulum!
What was the purpose of thisamazing action?



It could not strain the stout rope. That wastoo firmly fastened. Ling Soo had left naught to chance.
Seemingly, The Shadow was expending tremendous effort - dl in vain!

Y et the pendulum swing kept on, while the grotesque shadow on the floor followed back and forth
benegth the glow of the Single lantern.

Wider - longer were the swings. Off to the right, The Shadow's foot amost touched the upright post on
that sde. Back went the swing; the | eft foot just touched the other post.

Thewild swings still increased. Then came thefina one, that served The Shadow's purpose.

Theright foot, stretching to its utmost, went barely past the upright post. The extended toes were just
beyond that spot. With uncanny skill, the tip of the foot caught the post and stopped the swing.

The body did not return across the floor between the posts. Instead, the foot made the utmost of its
momentary hold. It squirmed and worked until the ankle was beyond the post. Then, with the body
moving upward, the knee madeits grip. Theleft leg had joined in the work now.

Inch by inch, The Shadow's lower limbs were climbing to the top of the upright post!

The objective was reached. The Shadow rested. His body, doubled, was beneath the crossbeam. His
knees gripping near the joint of the upright post, were taking the strain from those tired wristsand arms.

Now The Shadow writhed in superhuman effort. Difficult though hisfirst action had been, the present
task was stupendous.

Twice hefailed; but on the third time, with amighty lunge, he urged his body to the top of the crossbeam.
Poised there, bal anced on the beam, hisbody was relieved of dl burden. His hands, coming up with him,
were pressed againgt histired form.

One obgtacle yet remained - those tightly knotted ropes, with wire bindings.

How could The Shadow work against them? His hands were hel pless. His muscles weretired to the
utmogt. The straining wrists seemed scarcely capable of further action. Ther strength was gone.

With elbows gripping the sides of the upright beam, The Shadow steadied his body. His head bent
forward. Hislipswere against those binding ropes. With histeeth, The Shadow attacked the knots!

HE did not strive to undo the twisted bits of wire. The cord, with its knots, wasthe redl force that held
thewrigts so tightly clamped together. Each tug that The Shadow made - each grip that histeeth supplied
- served to weaken the strong knots.

They loosened gradually. The wires kept them from coming further undone. But now the wristswere
aiding. The rest that they had received had afforded them new strength.

They spread and pressed, forcing the wiresto the sides of the knots. The knots tightened; but the wrists
had gained adack!

Again, the teeth worked while the wrists rested. Once more the knots were dowly loosened. Then came
the sharp tug of the straining wrists. The dack increased; but the binding wires now held with atighter

orip.

The wrists moved backward and forward. The ropes chafed them raw. They twisted and turned until
findly they rested sde by side, with ahand upon each forearm.



The Shadow'slegs were holding him now. Each time he tugged with hisarms, hisform nearly toppled
from its perch. At last, when strength seemed gone, the amazing man rested for amoment; then gavea
fina, mighty pull, his bound armstraveling in opposte directions.

Theright arm came free! Itswrist was out of the bond!

But the sudden rel ease had thrown The Shadow's body to one side - toward the front of the torture rack.
Hiskneeslogt their hold. Theright hand clutched for the crossbeam too late. With hisleft wrist il
tangled in the loop, The Shadow plunged toward the floor.

It wastheleft hand, seizing the crossbeam asit passed, that broke the fall. Momentarily, The Shadow
hung poised; then hisfingers dipped away.

The cord came taut astheleft arm fell; the wrist, now held only by alarge, loose loop, wrenched free.
The Shadow caught himsdlf as he landed on hisright sde.

Helay there, astrange figurein the guise of Foy. Hisface was streaked with blood. Hiswrists were raw.
Hislips were bleeding from contact with the binding wires. His strength seemed gone, as he bresthed
heavily and did not seek to move.

The Shadow had accomplished the seemingly impossible! He had escaped from the Chinese torture
rack! He had duplicated the feat of the great Houdini, under the most difficult of al conditions!

But what was the result?
Hisform was motionless. Was he lgpsing back into unconsciousness? Had dl his strength been spent?

Time was short. The Shadow wasin the hold of astrange ship, manned by a hostile crew! What hope
could the future hold for himif he did not act now?

Minutesticked by. Long, silent minutes, as hopeless as those that The Shadow had spent on the torture
rack. For then, The Shadow had been active. Now, he was motionless.

Thelimit of histime had come. Footsteps sounded without the closed door. Hands réttled at the barrier.
The Shadow stirred.

CHAPTER XXI. THE BATTLE ON THE JUNK

LING SOO paced the broad deck of the Pung-Shoon. He looked upward at the towering turrets of the
old-fashioned Chinese ship. There, in the gloom, he could digtinguish the forms of sailors. They were
waiting for Ling Soo'ssignd.

The ingdious Chinaman was gloating. He and four members of the Wu-Fan were aboard the junk. It had
been Ling Soo's plan to go beow and day the fase Foy himsdlf. Then he had redlized that a better
scheme of desth would do.

He had dispatched two of his men to do the work. Both were ones whom he knew that he could trust.
Onetraitor - like Foy - did not mean aflock. For the secret methods of the Wu-Fan were too insidious
to permit of plotting.

Other traitors had been discovered before - traitors like Stephen Laird - when they had begun to suggest
their schemes to men whom they thought would work with them.



Ling Soo was near the door to the oddly furnished cabin. His keen earswere set to hear adull shot from
below. That shot would mean the death of the traitor, Foy. Then Ling Soo would givethe signad. Notime
would be lost while the two men were coming from the hold.

It had been difficult for Ling Soo to waddle up those stairs from the hold. That reason, as much asany,
was why the leader of the Wu-Fan had delegated his appointed work to his trusted subordinates.

By the high-railed side of the ship, Ling Soo could see the forms of the other two Wu-Fan men. They
were ready at the ladder.

As soon asthe sgnd was given, pandemonium would bresk loose. Then Ling Soo would join his
companions, and they would escape, by the little boat, accompanied by the men who came from the
hold.

All the crew of this ship were Chinamen - members of a chapter of the Wu-Fan, which existed in China
itself. They were sworn to secrecy. They had done good work before; they would do good work
tonight!

Ling Soo grinned as he bethought himself of what would be happening e sewhere, when others of the
Wu-Fan took advantage of the furor on the junk to do awork that would mean grest profit for Ling Soo.
Profit for Ling Soo - and for Green Eyes! Millions of dollarsin good American money!

The muffled report of agun shot cameto Ling Soo's ears. Then came a second. Good!

The amile spread over Ling Soo's face, and he cackled softly. Both men had done their work. Each had
sent abullet through the black heart of Foy, thetraitor!

That made desth sure; now there would be no more trouble.

Ling Soo stared about him in the dark; toward the high decks; toward the tall, square-rigged masts. The
time had come, yet he was careful and deliberate.

From beneath hisrobe, Ling Soo produced a gleaming revolver. He pointed it off toward the bay. He
pressed the trigger. The gun barked.

It wasthe signdl for action!

Shots cracked from spots about the ship. Loud cries sounded. Ling Soo stood waiting, watching the
dairsat the other sde of the cabin. His two men would be herein amoment.

A head and shoulders appeared from the stairs; then the body of aman - a crouching, sinister form.
Ling Soo stood petrified.

Foy!

THE SLAY ER had cometo life! Somehow, he had escaped the terrible torture rack!

Had the others aided him? No - there would have been but one shat, if they had been traitors also. They
would be coming, now, with Foy.

Ling Soo knew thetruth in an instant. Those two muffled pistol shots had been from the hand of Foy. The
traitor had killed the trusted henchmen!

A flarewent up from ahigh deck. Itslurid glare showed the form of Ling Soo, on the deck beside the



cabin door.

The leader of the Wu-Fan had pointed his revolver toward the hated form of the gpproaching Foy. But
before he could fire, aflash came from the cabin.

Therevolver fell from Ling Soo's grasp. He tottered toward the side of the ship. He sprawled upon the
deck. Astheflare died away, the two men by therail came dashing to their leader's rescue.

Another flare reveded the form of Foy, now on the deck. The Shadow, il in the guise of the crouching
dayer, was brandishing two automatics as the light reveded hisfigure.

Ling Soo, lying back against supporting arms, saw hisenemy. He raised along, hideous cry that rose
above the shouts of the sailors.

It was the battle cry of the Wu-Fan - the cry that meant death when uttered by the leader! The pointing
hand of Ling Soo was directed toward that figure at the cabin!

Astheflare 9zzled away, shouts came from everywhere. Ling Soo's two companions drew revolversand
tried tofire.

Bursts of flame from the cabin door stretched them, motionless upon the deck. The sailors - whose shots
had been wild and meaningless - were firing again. The bullets from ther revolvers smashed againgt the
Sdesof the cabin.

Then came another flare. It showed anew sght. The Shadow was in the center of the deck. Swinging
rapidly, to and fro, his automatics were discharging leaden messengers of death.

The forms of maddened sailorswere visiblein the light; but their hasty shots could not seem to strike that
strange target - the crouching form that bore the semblance of Foy. From the decks, the range was too
great for ordinary revolver am.

But The Shadow's automatics mocked the distance. Bullets, coming from those tongue-flamed muzzles
found the marks toward which they were directed. Sailors with upraised revolversfel before they could
fire

Inthat brief interval, The Shadow loosed his entireload of deadly missiles. The automatics were empty.
But when another flare came from an upper deck, it revealed two gleaming revolversin those mighty
hands - weapons which The Shadow had taken from the men whom he had conquered below!

NOW the am of both those guns was directed toward asingle spot. While bullets sank into the deck
beside hisweaving body, The Shadow had seen agroup of faces peering from arail upon a high-pitched
deck. There, another flare was being lighted.

The Shadow's revolvers spoke their message. Two men, rising, toppled from therail of the high deck.
One, clutching an object on therail, fell crashing to the deck below. Beside him came ahissing, burning
flare. 1t scattered upon the deck. Its flaming portions were scattered about in all directions.

Another flare was starting from that same high rail. The man who had lighted it, dropped suddenly, as
The Shadow spotted him for death. The second flare fell like asudden meteor. Its fragments scattered
also - some bounding through the door of an open cabin.

Unable to withstand those inhuman shots, startled sailors sprang from their hiding places. Stumbling over
the bodies of their fallen comrades, they legped for the places which were farthest from the deadly
bullets.



Like monkeys, they scrambled up the masts of the towering junk, and pressed themselves upon
sall-furled rigging. A mocking laugh came from the lone man on the deck. The laugh of The Shadow, it
reached the ears of those cringing men whose only refuge had been flight.

A weird glow had replaced the flares. Smoke was pouring from a cabin.
Thejunk wason firel

Other wreaths curled upward from spots of the deck as the dried wood of the old Pung-Shoon blazed
liketinder.

Amidst the rising holocaust, the terrible man on the deck swept back toward the cabin from which he had
come. Not asingle shot defied him.

The Shadow's revolvers were empty. He tossed them away, and stooped to pick up the revolver which
Ling Soo hed let fall.

Something gleamed through the air. A knife waswhistling from the rigging, its sharp point driving Straight
for the back of the stooping man.

Wasit ingtinct that told The Shadow? Or did his keen ears sense the approach of that murderous blade,
ddivered from the mast, high above?

With his hand upon Ling Soo's gun, The Shadow dived suddenly away. The shimmering blade passed
within aninch of histwisting body. It struck the deck at the exact spot where Ling Soo's gun had lain.

With point buried deep in the wood, the blade quivered. It had missed its mark!

But The Shadow did not |et the thrust remain unanswered. Swinging upward, the muzzle of hisrevolver
seemed to follow the path dong which the knife had come. No one was visible, behind the sall wherelay
the cowering wretch whose skillful hand had sent the blade dong itsway.

A burgt of flame from the revolver. A cry from high above. The form of aman tumbled from the
darkness, clawing helplesdy, until it reached the deck, forty feet below!

That master stroke ended all resistance. Y ellow faces ducked behind the sails. Knives, dready in hand,
were thrust back in the belts from which they had been drawn. Not a single gun spoke.

The Shadow, backing toward therail, had tifled al opposition. Wherever that revolver might point, there
would it find amark - and every cringing enemy knew it!

With another ped of taunting mirth, The Shadow passed the huddled forms of Ling Soo and histwo
bodyguards. Over therail and down the ladder; yet from the sde of the junk, these gibing pedls of
laughter till told their terrible threet.

A muffled motor chugged. Thelittle boat brought by Ling Soo had |eft the Side of the big ship. Init wasa
lone, crouching figure, stooping a the whed - so low that he wasamost invisible.

Whistles were sounding. Boats were putting out from everywhere to reach the junk, which was now a
mass of smoke, tinged with spurts of rising flame. Forms were legping from the rigging, seeking the safety
of the bay.

A police boat, swinging by the burning Pung-Shoon, was capturing these miserable survivors.
All remaining on the junk were doomed. Some had missed when they had |egped for safety. Others had



falen wounded and hel pless from The Shadow's bullets.

Among these, The Shadow knew, was Ling Soo. The insdious leader of the Wu-Fan had goneto a
deserved fate. But there was another yet to be accounted for.

The little motor boat was speeding swiftly through the bay, lost against the blackened waves, far from the
glare of the blazing junk.

Within that craft, a crouching man was carefully placing hisfingersto hisface. Two tiny spots of color
glowed beneath hisfinger tips asthey pressed beneeath the eyebrows.

From thejet-black center of thetiny craft came the laugh of The Shadow!

CHAPTER XXII. GREEN EYESMEETSTHE SHADOW

THE trim yacht Sepiawas anchored in the bay, close to the Oakland side. A man was standing by the
window of alighted cabin.

It was Joseph Darley. He had come here after he had |eft the Pung-Shoon.

Darley was smiling as he looked across the bay and saw the miniature blaze that indicated the burning
Pung-Shoon. Let the old junk go up in smoke, he thought. So much the better.

The burning might have been an accident, through excitement of the crew; or it might have been by new
design of Ling Soo, the crafty Chinaman.

That did not matter. Thejunk was burning. All police boats, al other craft, would be at the sde of the
flaming ship, upon which the fire had become a holocaust. Here, in the silence of the bay, the work would
soon be over.

The Sepiawas a seaworthy craft; but its crew was small. They were trusted men, who obeyed Darley's
commands asimplicitly asthe followers of Ling Soo obeyed the leader of the Wu-Fan. Darley could rely
on them tonight.

He glanced at hiswatch. In ten minutes, the others would be here. Darley drew the list with the Chinese
characters from his pocket. Thiswould be useful, now - in case of any disagreement.

Darley suddenly received the impression that someone wasin the cabin, close besde him. He turned
quickly. Hefound himsdf staring into the face of Foy!

Darley was amazed. He had believed Foy to be dead, in the torture chamber of the Pung-Shoon. But
here was Foy, now - and in hishand gleamed arevolver, its muzzle pointed toward Darley's body!

Ingtinctively, Darley looked a Foy's eyes. They were wide open - glaring, as Darley had never seen them
before.

Small wonder that Darley quailed. He was staring into the eyes of The Shadow!

Now, Foy was speaking - not in singsong Chinese - but in English! Hisfirm, cold toneswere scarcely
more than aweird whisper, but the sound made Darley shudder.

"Joseph Darley™ - the voice carried an accusation - "I have come to settle scores with you!”

"Scoresfor what?' chdlenged Darley.



"For your misdeeds," declared The Shadow. "Y ou, pretended man of influence, aretheworst of al the
plotters! The one who shared your wickedness - Ling Soo - has met hisfate. Prepare for yours!”

"Ling Soo!"
"Ling So0 has perished in the flames of the Pung-Shoon.”

DARLEY wastoo astounded to reply. He stood, helpless, beside the cabin window, wondering &t the
strange transformation that had come over Foy. For, the crouching man was growing tal. His shadow lay
acrossthe floor, and seemed to hover over Darley like a phantom of death.

"Y ou are wondering about Foy," said The Shadow, inamaocking voice. "l am not Foy. | an The
Shadow."

Darley made no reply.

"Perhaps you have never heard of The Shadow," resumed the sardonic voice. "Little wonder - for
athough The Shadow may be everywhere, The Shadow is seldom seen.

"It was | who rescued Cleve Branch from that den, the Sun Kew, where he went as Hugo Barnes. It was
| who saved him from the knife of Foy, in your apartment.

"| found it necessary to kill Foy. | took hisbody with me. Some day it may be found. But | thought it best
that Foy should seemto live - so | took his place.

"I learned your fiendish schemeswhilel lived therein the abode of Ling Soo. | attended the meetings of
the inner group. | heard Green Eyes ddliver hisverdict of death to Cleve Branch. | saved the doomed
man from that desth.

"Y ou cannot strive againgt me longer, Joseph Darley! | have learned every step in your plotting. This
yacht isyours. Its pretended owner isablind. On the way from San Pedro, you met the Pung-Shoon,
and transferred its secret cargo to this vessd.

"While the Pung-Shoon burns, you are awaiting the Wu-Fan men who are coming to unload your
million-dollar cargo. That list in your hand tells how the packages shdl be distributed.”

Darley gasped. He knew that The Shadow had been able to learn much, in the disguise of Foy - and,
unguestionably, this amazing man had divined therest. Y et Darley was sullen and resentful.

Why should he dlow himsdlf to be overcome by onelone man - no matter who that man might claim to
be?

"A clever scheme" said The Shadow dowly. "The Wu-Fan was ablind. Small wonder you tried to make
it appear an innocent organization. The Civilian Committee was ablind - a plan whereby you could
operate as a privileged person, without any danger from the regular authorities.

"These trips of the Sepia between San Pedro and San Francisco. Y ou, Joseph Darley, aboard ayacht
engaged in a coastwise cruise!

"No wonder the revenue agents did not search for hidden compartments in the lockers and closets of this
yacht. How could they suspect opium on a ship that had not been abroad?’

"All empty talk," cried Darley, in sudden rage. ™Y ou cannot prove aword. How can you link mewith the
Wu-Fan?'



"Through Green Eyes," declared The Shadow quietly.
"Green Eyes" laughed Darley. "Where will you find Green Eyes?"

"He stands before me," said The Shadow, looking squardly at the mild face of Joseph Darley. "Green
Eyes - the dayer of Stephen Laird. The man who took vengeance in his own hands. The American who
feared betraya because Green Eyes knew too much. Green Eyes - the master mind more scheming than
Ling Soo, is-"

The Shadow paused.

"Who?' demanded Darley.

"- Josgph Darley," declared The Shadow.

"Proveit!" came Darley's chdlenge.

"l can proveit," said The Shadow, "because | know the secret of Green Eyed”

AS Darley stared, the man who looked like Foy closed hiseydlids. Y et the eyes till seemed to be open!
They were gazing, with livid, flashing green, directly at Joseph Darley!

The green eyes vanished. In their place were the eyes of The Shadow. Stern, unyielding eyes - more
powerful than those weird flashing optics of green!

"I know your smple secret,” said The Shadow. "1 learned it the first time | saw you as Green Eyes.

"Not your eyes, Darley, but your eyelids, sent those sparkles. Two flat, green stones, attached to your
eyelids. They caused that snister sparkle that has deceived your companions.

"Y our green eyes were amazing, Darley, when you looked at your followers. They did not know that
your lidswere closed, not open, when that strange gaze made them quail.”

Asif to emphasize his satement, The Shadow closed hiseydids. Again, that amazing flash of insdious
green. But to Darley, that glow meant opportunity - not menace.

The Shadow's eyeswere closed! Thiswas Darley's chancel

Like aflash, the committeeman whipped out an automatic, and aimed it squarely between those
glimmering eyes. But hisrusefailed.

The Shadow had given Darley the opportunity, so he knew what to expect. The Shadow's own fingers
pressed the trigger of Ling Soo'srevolver.

The green eyes ill shone from The Shadow's lids. Then they disappeared. The Shadow viewed the
crumpled form of Joseph Darley.

Shooting with sure aim, knowing that Darley had not moved from the cover of that upraised gun, The
Shadow hed felled Green Eyes.

A startled man was coming to the cabin. One of the crew had heard the shot. He saw Darley'sform, and
hurried toward it. The Shadow fell upon him as he passed. The man lay helpless upon the floor.

Stepping to the deck, The Shadow listened. He could hear afaint sound from the water. He went back
into the cabin. Garbing himsdlf in coat and hat that lay upon the chair, The Shadow stepped noisalesdy



upon the deck.

The other members of the crew were forward. They were standing on the deck, with long wooden boxes
at ther feet.

The precious|oad of opium had been packed. Two small boats were approaching.

By the actions of the man who approached them in the dark, the crew of the Sepia thought that he was
Darley. For asthe coat-clad figure spoke in alow tone, the voice was Darley's voice.

The boats were a the side. Men were rising from them. Looking upward through the gloom, they saw
two green eyes staring down at them.

The members of the Wu-Fan clambered over the side. They crowded about Darley, asking in low voices
that they might seethelidt.

They seemed awed and amazed to find Green Eyes here. But their surprise wasto be greater. For as
they waked toward the boxes that the coat-clad figure indicated, aped of gibing laughter burst through
the night.

It was the laugh of The Shadow!

Standing with Ling Soo'srevolver in hisleft hand, and Joseph Darley's automeatic in hisright, The Shadow
was backed againgt the pilot house, covering the crew and the members of the Wu-Fan.

Hefired one shot in the air. Thiswas not muffled, like the report in the closed cabin. It could be heard far
- acrossthe waters of the bay. It wasasignd to al who might hear that something was amiss upon the

yacht Sepia.

NO green eyes were sparkling now, from benesth the hat which The Shadow wore. The members of the
Wu-Fan redlized they weretricked. The crew of the yacht went wild with fury. With one accord, adozen
men preci pitated themselves upon thislone figure that had come upon them.

Revolvers and knives were coming into view, but not asingle weapon could avail. Quick, staccato shots
rang out, but al came from The Shadow's guns. Men were faling - some clutching a The Shadow's feet.
Otherswere groveing by therail.

Only two escaped. At the rear of the attacking horde, these men, both members of the Wu-Fan, |eaped
to therail and gained the motor boat that had brought them there. Hastily they set the motor in action.
They were chugging away to safety.

But then The Shadow acted. His shots were used; but with agun borrowed, unasked, from avictim, he
stood by therail and blazed into the night.

One man gasped and Sumped to the bottom of the boat. The second succumbed to another bullet.
Chugging onward, the motor boat continued, swerving crazily, with no hand a itswhedl.

The shots had aroused cries from other boats anchored in the distance. Lights were gleaming. Thelong
rays of searchlights were being focused on the Sepia

Dimly, from the distance, these rays reved ed the figures sprawled upon the deck. But they did not show
the form of The Shadow.

The magter of the night had returned to the night. A little motor boat was picking its eusive way back



across the bay toward San Francisco.

That boat was guided by the hand of The Shadow!
CHAPTER XXIIl. CLEVE GETSCREDIT

RIDING eastward on the Mountain Limited, Cleve Branch was reading the accounts of the great dope
ring and its exposure. All the news was there. His name was emblazoned in screaming headlines.

For Cleve Branch had played a part, after dl. Recovering his sensesin the hospital, he had answered
questions relating to the Bureau of Investigation badge that had been found beneath his coat. Then he had
lapsed back into unconsciousness.

Another agent had been summoned. At the police station, he had learned of Cleve's mumbled words. He
had started for the bay, there to find the Pung-Shoon, a smoldering derdlict.

Reports were coming from the Oakland side of the harbor - reports of the dead men on the yacht Sepia,
among them Joseph Darley. Revenue men had learned of the opium. Cutters were on their way.

Thus Cleve's part had been passive. It was believed that the schemes of the plotters- Americansand
Chinese - had been upset by quarrels that had started on the junk, and then ended on the palatia yacht.

It was the next day that Cleve had told hisilluminating story, which had gonefar to clear the mystery. A
burned body drawn from the Pung-Shoon was recognized by Cleve. It was the squat form of Ling Soo.

Badges were found upon many of the dead men at the yacht. Cleve had led the way to the secret meeting
place beneath the Mukden Theater, where the dead body of Foo Chow had been discovered.

Piece by piece, the story was unfolded.

The mystery of Green Eyes had been revedled by a strange freak. When Darley's body had been found,
the eyes were open, bulging toward the celling of the cabin. When someone forced the lids shut, gleaming
spots of green had appeared.

The Shadow - as alast mocking touch - had affixed the stonesto Darley's dead eyelids, that the man's
secret might betold in degth!

But thisfact was not mentioned. Indeed, Cleve Branch himsdlf had not dwelt upon the factor of The
Shadow. He said that aman had taken the part of Foy, and had rescued him; but be could not give any
clew to theidentity of that personage.

Darley'slist had been found in the cabin. Its Chinese characters described the distribution of the opium.
The members of the Wu-Fan had not identified Darley with Green Eyes. They had been sent to the
yacht, to find the man in charge. The paper was the order which they wereto follow, in case of difficulties
in the remova of the dope.

The end of the dopering! Its tentacles unraveled, through Cleve's account of hisinvestigation of the
Wu-Fan. It was agrest triumph for Cleve Branch, on hisway to Washington.

But though he was forced to take the credit, he knew that it justly belonged to one whom he did not
know.

The end of the Wu-Fan, the death of Ling Soo, the disclosure of Green Eyes - dl these had been
accomplished by the hidden hand of The Shadow!



THE END



