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CHAPTER I. DANGER STALKS

"HELLO... Hello... Detective headquarters?!

A gray-haired man was asking the question as he spoke into the mouthpiece of atelephone. A look of
relief appeared upon his strained lips as he received an affirmative answer.

"Towhom am | speaking?' heinquired, in an even tone. "Ah! Detective Cardona... Very good; you are
the man | wanted. My nameis Varden... Y es, Worth Varden, theimporter... Here, a my home."

The gray-haired man paused. His face became tense. His voice lowered as he again took up the

conversation.


G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
http://www.blackmask.com

"It isimportant that | see you, Cardona,”" declared Varden. "Highly important... To-night... That iswhy |
cdled againto learn if you had returned. | was afraid that you had not received my message this
afternoon...

"l can't talk now—not until | seeyou... Yes, | shall be here. Cometo the side door of my home. Bring
men with you. Thereisdanger... Mysdf? Certainly, | amin danger. | shal leave here with you, after you
arive.."

Varden's face seemed to pale beneath the light that came from a desk lamp beside him. For a moment,
sark fear flickered over hisfeatures. Finaly, anger mingled with terror.

"A hoax?' Varden's question was blurted into the mouthpiece. "Thisisno hoax! Can't you take my word
that danger threatens me? Listen, Cardond'—V arden's voice was lowering tensaly—"1 can tell you one
fact right now... Yes, regarding this danger... It involves Seth Cowry, the missing racketeer... No, | don't
know where heis, but | can tell you who hesworking for -"

An exclamation came across the wire. It was Cardona's statement that he would cometo Varden's. The
gray-haired man smiled wanly as he hung the receiver on the hook. Despite the strain which held him,
Varden could not repress asmile at the quickness with which his statement had aroused Cardonas
interest.

SEATED at aheavy desk, in the center of awell-furnished study, Worth Varden wasin a setting that
denoted wedlth. His room was adorned with chairs of fine mahogany; the floor and walls were bedecked
with Orienta rugs of gpparent vaue. Y et the man, himsdf, despite the dignity of his gppearance, seemed
miserable. His eyeswere glassy, his shoulders were bowed as though they bore the burden of aninvisble
weight.

At the side of the room, adoor stood gjar. There was blackness beyond. The partly opened barrier
indicated that Varden was apprehensive about what might occur from that direction. Hisfurtive eyes
looked toward the door; his ears were listening.

Tap—tap—tap—

The rhythmic beat made Varden start. Some one was knocking for entrance, at a spot beyond the partly
opened door. The gray-haired importer arose and moved cautioudy toward the door. He pushed it
dightly; dipped through and closed the door behind him. He wasin ashort halway, which wastotaly
dark. The taps—they seemed as cautious as did V arden—were coming from another door at the end of
thelittle corridor.

Varden advanced. Locks clicked as he unfastened them. His trembling hand turned the knob. Asthe
door opened dightly under Varden's pull, aquiet voice spoke from outside.

"Ruggles Preston.”

Varden opened the door quickly when he heard this announcement. A gust of chill arr camefrom thelittle
courtyard outside of the house. A man stepped in from the darkness. Varden closed the door and locked
it.

Silently, the two men made their way to the sudy. When they had reached the lighted room, Varden,
with asigh of rdlief, closed the door to the hall. He turned to face hisvisitor.

Ruggles Preston eyed him quizzicdly.
Ruggles Preston was a younger man than Worth Varden. Although atrifle portly, he possessed a strong



physique and adomineering gaze that was amost challenging. There was something in Preston's manner
that betokened confidence, and Varden sensed it. He waved his visitor to a seat opposite the desk.
Varden paced about; then sat down suddenly.

"Pregton,” hesaid, "'l want to talk to you."
"To measan atorney?' questioned Preston, with asmile. "Or to me asafriend?’

"Asboth,” returned Varden. "I don't need alawyer's advice, Preston, because | have aready taken care
of affairswhich might haveinvolved mewith the law. Nevertheless, asalawyer, you will beinterested in
hearing what | haveto say to you asafriend.”

"Something istroubling you, Varden," decided Preston, in a sympathetic tone.

"Y ou speak the truth, Preston,” stated the gray-haired importer. "I had not expected you so soon, this
evening. Had you arrived later, you would not have found me in such an apprehensive mood. However,
my troubles, though not ended, have been eased. Until thismoment, | have feared to talk.”

"But now?"'
"l fed free"

Ruggles Preston nodded. There was sympathy, aswell as keennessin hisaction. It brought an instant
response from his companion. Leaning forward on the desk, Worth Varden spokein a serious tone.

"Preston,” hesad, "I have just freed mysdf from the power of afiend.”
"A fiend?'

"Yes. A fiend who would stop at nothing. A supercrimina whose schemes are but in the making. One
whose terrible power | intend to thwart to-night.”

THERE was tenseness. Ruggles Preston seemed startled by the statement. Had it not been for the
determined look upon Varden's face, Preston could have taken the words as the utterance of a madman.
Asit was, the lawyer smply nodded; with this encouragement, V arden continued.

"Monthsago," hesad, "'l was visited by an agent of the fiend. My visitor introduced himsdlf as Seth
Cowry. He admitted that he had been aracketeer.

"Cowry began to talk about my business. He pointed out certain connections which | had made. He told
me that my holdingsin the San Salvador Importing Corporation made meliableto arrest, inasmuch as
that company had been heavily engaged in many illegal practices.

"It was newsto me, Preston. Nevertheless, | wasforced to hear Cowry through. | expected him to
demand money; instead, he proposed what seemed to be easier termsin return for his silence. Hetold
methat all would bewdl if | would take orders from his master—aman whom he cdled Gray Fig."

"Gray Fig!" gaculated Preston. "Who is he?'

"l do not know," answered Varden. "But from that time on, | found myself in the control of onewhom |
dreaded. There were no more calsfrom Cowry. Instead, | received messageslikethis.”

Opening adrawer in hisdesk, Varden pulled out a sheet of gray paper, which he passed acrossto
Preston. The lawyer examined it in a puzzled manner.



"It'sblank,” he said.
"Hold it tothelight," suggested Varden.

Preston did so0. A surprised exclamation escaped hislips. The sheet of paper was double. Between its
surfaces was inscribed a coded message which showed plainly in black.

"What does this mean?' asked Preston.

"| received it to-day,” returned Varden quietly. "It isan order for meto arrange the importation of a
quantity of slk from China. The negotiations must be made with the Kow Tan Exporting Company in
Shanghai. | never dealt with the concern before; but | can imagine its connectionsin China-"

"DOFE?I

"Probably. Thisisthefirst order that | have received from Gray Fist. | can seethat it isthe forerunner of
others on the same order."

Preston nodded. Hisfingers beat arhythmical tattoo on the polished surface of the desk.

"l seethegame," he said, in ameditative tone. "This man caled Gray Fist isaspider in the center of the
web. Y ou are one of the flieswhom he has snared.”

"Exactly,” declared Varden, in atensetone, "and, like every fly in the spider'sweb, | have one pendty to
fear"

"Degth?'

"Death. The sentence hovers above me now—for in speaking to you, Preston, | have violated the first
law imposed by Gray Fist. In preserving this coded message, | have aso gone againgt his order.”

ALARM flickered upon Ruggles Preston'sface. The attorney seemed filled with anxiety regarding the
safety of hisfriend. Worth Varden gave asteady smilein return.

"Do not worry, Preston,” he stated. "I have freed mysdlf from Gray Fist'ssnare. This, as| have
mentioned, isthefirst order which has come from him. Should | follow it, there would be no escaping
from theweb. But | do not intend to follow it. | intend to take my freedom.”

"But your holdingsin the San Salvador Corporation -"

"No longer exist," interposed Varden. "1 anticipated this menace. | disposed of my holdings. | no longer
have any respongbilitiesin the affairs of that corporation. Hence | am freeto expose Gray Fist."

"But you do not know hisidentity,” reminded Preston.

"Agreed," answered Varden. "Nevertheess, | have proof of hisgame. | cantell the policedl that | know.
| can name Seth Cowry—for whom the police have been searching, by the way—and thus give them an
inkling to agame which they have never suspected.”

"Y ou are sure of your own safety?

Another smile from Varden was the response to Preston's question. From the desk drawer, the importer
lifted astack of paperswhich were girdled with arubber band.

"These documents," he remarked, "prove that | am out of the San Salvador Corporation. | intend to turn



them over to the police dong with the other evidencethat | have gained. | have not been nonobservart,
Preston. | do not know theidentity of the Gray Fist, but | fed surethat | can point out traces of hiswork.
There are certain big business men who may also be beneath his sway. When the police arrive, Preston,
youwill learndl that | know."

"When the police arrivel™

"Yes. | have cdled detective headquarters. One of the best investigatorsis coming here this
evening—Detective Joe Cardona. | shdl placethis case entirely in hishands.”

Ruggles Preston said nothing, but Worth Varden'swords had gained their effect. The lawyer redlized that
events of magnitude were brewing.

"I havetold Cardona," added Varden, "that | can give him information regarding Seth Cowry. That
impressed him the moment that he heard it over the telephone. He knows that the caseis urgent. He will
surely stop in hereto-night.”

"l am glad you told methis, Varden," said Preston thoughtfully. "It enables me to suggest a plan whereby
| may beof aid."

"In the breaking of Gray Fist'sgame?’

"Yes. Itiswisethat you should be aone when Detective Cardona arrives.”

"“Why?"

"Because you should certainly tell him that you have reveded your factsto no one.”
Varden nodded thoughtfully.

"Furthermore," continued Preston, "it is not wise that you should discuss matters here. Y ou havetold
Cardonathat danger threatens. Y ou should insist that he leave this danger spot before you speak.”

"But where would we go?'

"Tothemost logica place under the circumstances. To see an attorney whom you know. 1t would not be
wise for meto come here; it would be preferable for you to bring the detective—and the documents - to
my home."

"You'reright, Preston!" exclamed Varden. "I'm glad you arrived early. If you leave now, you will be
home by the timethat Cardonaarrives. | can call you there."

"Y ou can comethere," returned Preston. "Y ou can tell Cardonathat you are sure | am a home. Forget
that you have told me anything regarding Gray Fist. From what you say, the man must be amenacing
fiend. Explain your story when you reach my home. Let me show the amazement that | would naturaly
fed."

Worth Varden was till nodding. He arose from his chair, walked about the desk, and gripped Ruggles
Preston's hand. The lawyer received the clasp warmly.

"Y ou give me confidence, Preston,” declared Varden. ™Y ou must leave here at once—and be cautious
when you go. Though I have no evidence of thefact, | fear that Gray Fist may have watchers spying on
thishouse"

Walking back to his seat, Varden threw the documents and the gray paper into the desk drawer. He



locked the drawer, then held up awarning hand as Preston arose to go.

"Let melook firgt," said theimporter, in acautioustone. "I can peer from the sde door to make sure that
al isclear. You can go assoon as| return.”

Varden sdled from the room and closed the door behind him so that the light of the study would not
invade the hall. Preston was standing by the chair at the desk. A bitter smile crept over hislips.

From his pocket, Ruggles Preston withdrew an opened envelope. Out of it, he took afolded sheet of
paper. He spread it rapidly, and held it to the light. The paper was gray!

PRESTON read linesthat lay between the double surface. His smile remained as his hands replaced the
paper in his pocket; then, as the door was opening, the lawyer resumed his steady demeanor.

Worth Varden was beckoning from the door. In response to his host, Ruggles Preston went to the hall.
Together, the two men reached the outer porta. Varden opened the barrier and whispered words of
caution.

"Theway isclear,” hesaid. "Be careful, however. Thereisdanger, but | fed confident. Whatever his
suspicions, | fed surethat Gray Fist has not as yet placed watchers close enough to harm me.”

Preston stepped into the outer darkness. Varden closed the door. He returned through the corridor, and
gtood smiling in the light when he reached his study. The arrival and departure of Ruggles Preston had
dlayed hisfears; the visit of the lawyer had been a comfortable interlude during the fateful period that was
preceding the arrival of Detective Joe Cardona

Gray Fig!

Worth Varden shuddered as he whispered the name. Gray Fist was powerful; Gray Fist had minions
everywhere. Y e, with the police to aid him, Worth VVarden was prepared to thwart Gray Fist.

The police were not dl. Worth VVarden had gained new confidence. He was sure that he could rely upon
Ruggles Preston, the keen-eyed, fearl ess attorney who had come here as afriend.

Not for an ingtant did Worth Varden suspect that the man who had |ft this study was, like himsdlf, within
thetoils of a superfiend!

Ruggles Preston, supposedly the best friend whom Varden knew, had secretly revealed himsdf asa
minion of Gray Fist!

CHAPTER II. WORD TO THE SHADOW

DARKNESS had enshrouded the house where Worth Varden, salf-freed minion of a superfiend,
awaited the arrival of Joe Cardona, ace detective of the New Y ork force. Between Varden'slighted
study and the outer door lay a corridor of darkness.

Y et the gloom of that little halway could not compare with the Stygian inkiness that existed in another
spot located in Manhattan. Somewhere, lost amid the furore of the huge metropolis, lay aroom where
blackness and silence vied with one another for supremacy.

Solid, chunky darkness; such was the atmosphere in this mysterious room. Apart from the world,
inclosed in secrecy, this unique chamber was a veritable vault that gave no token of aliving presence.
Such was the strange abode which served as The Shadow's sanctum.



Timedid not seem to exist within this darkness-shrouded room. Y et silence and gloom dike could cease
when The Shadow made his presence known. The signd which marked their disappearance was adight
click that sounded amid blackness. The flickering rays of a bluish lamp were focused upon the polished
surface of atable.

The Shadow's hands were busy. Into the light came an envelope. Thelong white fingers opened it. A
sheet of paper was quickly spread; hidden eyes from the dark perused its written lines, which were
inscribed invivid blue.

The letter wasin code. The Shadow read it rapidly, and as he finished, the inky lines began to disappear.
The paper became atota blank. Such was the procedure with al of the messages that passed between
The Shadow and his agents. Prepared with aspecia chemical, theink was designed to vanish after its
perusal.

A whispered laugh sounded in the gloom. It was The Shadow's token of keen interest in amatter which
hed attracted his attention. This message was from Cliff Mardand, one of The Shadow's active agents. It
had come through Rutledge Mann, a contact man who posed as a conservative investment broker.

Cliff Mardand was quartered in the underworld. There, reputed to be a mobster of prowess, Cliff had
the faculty of learning when crime impended. His messagesto The Shadow frequently carried information
that enabled the master fighter to spring from nowhere and attack dangerous crooks unaware.

To-night, however, Cliff had reported tota failure. He was engaged upon amission in The Shadow's
behalf, and so far he had gained no results. The job to which Cliff had been deputed wasthat of learning
the whereabouts of Seth Cowry, amissing racketeer.

THERE was areason why The Shadow wanted to know what had become of Cowry. Unitil afew
months ago, the man had been engaged in various enterprises that had branded him as a shady customer.
Y et no one had ever been able to pin the goods on Cowry. The police had been watching him. So had
The Shadow. Now, for no apparent cause, the man had disappeared.

Had Seth Cowry been put on the spot?

Cliff Mardand suspected so. Nevertheless, Cliff's coded report had given no assurance. Cliff had learned
amply that Cowry was missng. Any one of adozen mob leaders might have arranged for him to get the
works. At the same time, Cowry's underworld connections had al been in perfect order.

It was unusual for aracketeer of Cowry'swater to leave New Y ork. Cowry's record had been getting
better and better. If he had been planning some clever scheme, Cowry should certainly not have
departed from Manhattan. That action, initself, would be sufficient to bring the police upon histrail.

To The Shadow, thiswas obvious. Seth Cowry, dead or dive, must certainly have been engaged in some
peculiar enterprise. To traceit, The Shadow sought news regarding Seth Cowry. More than that, The
Shadow knew that Detective Joe Cardonawas interested in what might have become of the missing
racketeer. That, too, was of significance.

Thefailure of hisagent, Cliff Mardand, had been the cause of The Shadow's hollow laugh. When Cliff
encountered difficulties, it was asure Sgn that mystery lay within the confines of the bad lands. The
Shadow's hand, resting upon the polished table, raised a pen and inscribed the namein bright-blue
writing on a sheet of white paper.

Seth Cowry.



The name faded from view. The memory of it remained with The Shadow's brain. It foreboded action on
The Shadow's part. Until now, the master deuth had entrusted the work to an agent. With mystery ill
enshrouding Cowry's disappearance, it was time for The Shadow, himsdlf, to vigt the hauntswhich the
missing racketeer had frequented.

A tiny light gleamed from blackness across the table. A white hand reached forward and produced a pair
of ear phones. The instruments disappeared into the darkness on the nearer sde of thelight. The
Shadow's voice was an uncanny whisper. It brought a quiet response over the wire.

"Burbank spesking.”
"Report," came The Shadow's whispered order.

"Report from Burke," came Burbank's steady-toned response. " At detective headquarters. Cardonaiis
leaving to visit aman named Worth Varden. It concerns the disappearance of Seth Cowry."

"Report received.”

Silence. The ear phones did across the table. Then, from darkness crept an eerielaugh. Mocking tones
resounded through the blackened room.

THROUGH Clyde Burke, another agent, The Shadow, had gained a clew which Cliff Mardand had
failed to obtain. Clyde was a newspaper reporter, on the staff of the New Y ork Classic. He spent much
time at detective headquarters, and was on the best of terms with Joe Cardona.

Evidently Cardonahad received acal from aman named Worth Varden. The informant must have
mentioned the name of Seth Cowry. Cardona, perhaps inadvertently, had let these factsdip in Clyde
Burke's presence. The newspaper reporter had put through acall to Burbank.

Thiswasin linewith hisduty to The Shadow. At night, when Rutledge Mann was not in his office, or on
occasions when emergency commanded, the active agents put in their callsto Burbank, who had a
gpecia room not far from The Shadow's sanctum. Over a private wire, connected with the sanctum,
Burbank relayed such messages.

"Cadonaisleaving -"

Such had been the word from Burke. 1t meant that the detective was probably on hisway to keep an
gppointment with Worth Varden. Thiswas The Shadow's opportunity. That meeting was one which he
desired to witness.

Thebluish light clicked out. A swish sounded in the darkness. Then came the tones of an eerie, risng
scale of mockery that broke with shuddering merriment. Gibing echoes came back with ghoulish taunts.
Blackened walls seemed to hide ahorde of gnomesthat cried in answer to their master's mirth.

When the sobbing reverberations had died to feeble, fading whispers, complete silence again pervaded
the inkiness of The Shadow's sanctum. The room was empty.

The Shadow had departed on his quest.
CHAPTER I1I.MEN IN THE DARK

SPLOTCHES of lamplight glow were visble on the street in front of Worth Varden'shome. The
entrance to the sde aleyway beside the importer's house was blank and black. Though not far from the
heart of Manhattan, thislocation formed a silent spot. On avenues, the current of New Y ork'straffic



flooded; but little of it floated down thislone side street.

The figure of aman appeared close to alamp. The stroller moved onward and stopped just past the
glare. A spot of light—the cigar that he was smoking—seemed to give amomentary trace of hisidentity.
The man was Ruggles Preston.

Not more than a dozen minutes had elapsed since the lawyer had walked away aong thisvery street. His
prompt return could mean only that he had performed asimple but definite mission. Preston had goneto
adrug store on the avenue to make atelephone call. That done, he had returned.

Preston moved back into the fronting darkness of a building across the street. He was watching the
aleyway beside Varden'shome. His cigar tip moved nervoudy downward; then upward. It glowed as
the lawyer puffed.

Minutes passed. The arrival of Detective Joe Cardonawas becoming imminent. Why was Preston lurking
here? He had told Varden that he would be at his home. It was obvious that Preston had some purpose
al his own, otherwise he would not have returned to this spot.

An automobile swished down the Side street. It came to a sudden stop beside the entrance to the
aleyway. Ruggles Preston strained his eyes. He watched as he saw the faint outline of aman who was
leaving the car. He thought he caught the murmur of subdued voices. Preston waited.

A man had stepped from that car. He was walking into the aleyway, heading for the obscure door at the
sdeof Varden's house. The token of hisarrival camein guarded knocks that tattooed on the barrier
which Varden had told Joe Cardonato enter.

In his study, Varden, seated at his desk, became suddenly aert. He caught the sound of the raps. He
arose from his desk and went through the corridor. He softly opened the outer door. He noted that a
man was standing there.

"Detective Joe Cardona?’ questioned Varden cautioudly.
"Yeah," camethelow response. "Areyou Worth Varden?”'
"Yes. Comein."

The door closed after the visitor had entered. The two men went to the study. There, Varden closed the
door and turned to meet the man who had come to his home.

HE saw a stocky, firm-faced individua who was watching him with steady eyes. The detective's
appearance gave some confidence to the importer. He had expected Cardonato be a man of action; but
not one of such challenging aspect asthisfellow. Until now, Varden had held doubts regarding the course
that he had taken. Here, however, was arepresentative of the law who looked as hard-boiled as any
mob |eader.

It was the vigitor who opened the conversation while Worth Varden eyed him. The man's voice, though
dominating, carried aquestion.

"Wdl?Herel am. What's the dope on Seth Cowry?"

"l have agreat ded to tdll you," returned Varden. "But first, | must ask you questions. Are there others
withyou?'

"Sure," came the prompt response. "Y ou didn't give me any details. | brought a couple of men along. |



didn't know what to expect when | got here.”
"Good," commented Varden. "Areyou in apolice car?"

" Say"—alaugh came with the answer—"you don't see mein auniform, do you? Y ou said there might be
people watching here. So | camein aregular cai—a sedan that we had at headquarters.”

"Excellent,” decided Varden. "One point more. | have papers here." He opened the desk drawer. "They
arevita towhat | haveto tell you. | should like to place them in your possession after we have discussed
them. Therefore, to be surethat | am right, | suggest that we visit my lawyer, Ruggles Preston.”

Varden saw aquestioning expression on the detective's face. The importer hastened to explain that this
would not mean along delay.

"l can go with you and your men," he said. "Preston's home is less than amile from here. We shdl be
undisturbed there—particularly snce you have given no indication that you are connected with the

police”

The papersin Varden's hand were convincing. Theimporter smiled as he saw the man from headquarters
begin to nod. There was no use in further delay. Varden walked directly toward the door to the corridor,
carrying the papers with him. He beckoned hisvistor to follow.

Varden wasthefirst to reach the aleyway. His companion was crowding close behind him asthe
importer turned to lock the door. The detective growled an order.

"Side down to the car,” he said. "I'll seethat the locks catch. Y ou've got me worried. Maybe there's
trouble around here."

Varden grunted his agreement, and moved toward the car, which he could see a the end of the alleyway.
When he reached it, his companion had overtaken him.

"That you, Joe?' came a question from the car.
"Sure" wasthe detective'sresponse. "Thisfellow iscoming with us. HEsO.K."

The rear door of the sedan opened. Varden entered and sat down beside a man on the back seat. He
edged over to let Cardonatake a place beside him. The car Sarted forward as the driver shifted into
second on the dope.

The sedan rolled toward the avenue. It crossed that thoroughfare, and itstail-light twinkled into the
distance. It wasthen that Ruggles Preston, hiscigar still between histeeth, stepped into the dim light of
the street lamp.

THE lawyer was smiling wickedly. He stepped quickly acrossthe street, and reached the darkened
aleyway. He threw his cigar butt away as he neared the sde door which gave accessto Worth Varden's

study.

The door yielded to Preston's push. Evidently Cardonahad not pulled it tightly enough to spring the
locks. Preston hurried through the corridor and into the study. He found the drawer of Varden's desk
unlocked.

There were papersthere; Preston examined them quickly. He placed afolded note upon them, chuckling
ashedid so. From his pocket he drew asheet of gray paper. He held it thoughtfully; then dropped it into
the drawer. Turning, he went out through the corridor, and closed the side door behind him. Again, the



barrier remained unlocked.

Ruggles Preston hastened through the aley and walked rapidly toward an avenue. Each light that he
passed beneath showed awicked smile upon his shrewd face. On the avenue, Preston halled ataxi and
ordered the driver to take him to Times Square.

Evidently the lawyer was not going back to his home to keep his appointment with Worth Varden and
Detective Joe Cardona

Why not?

The answer to this question was taking place in the sedan that had Worth Varden as an occupant. The
automobile was rolling westward aong aside street, while Ruggles Preston was riding southward in his
taxicab.

SEATED between two men, Worth Varden was giving adirection as he gestured toward the | eft.
"Weturn here, Cardona," he began. "Preston’'s house is two blocks south -"

There was no response from the man beside Varden. The sedan swept forward across an avenue,
passing through the heavy traffic.

"l said left -"
A growl came from the man whom he had addressed as Cardona.

"Were going straight ahead,” the man said, in an ugly tone. " Straight ahead—and you're coming with us.
Savwy!"

An astonished gasp came from Worth Varden'slips. It ended as something cold was jammed againgt his
neck. In onefeverish ingant, VVarden realized that the man on the other side had pressed the muzzle of a
revolver againg hisflesh.

"I've got him, Ruff," came asnarling voice from the man who held the gun.
"O.K., Snakes," laughed the man whom Varden had addressed as Cardona. "Keep him covered.”

Worth Varden collapsed between his captors. The truth dawned upon him. These men were not
detectives. They were mobsters, minions of Gray Fist! Somehow, the superfiend had learned that Varden
had communi cated with detective headquarters. He had sent his underling to anticipate Joe Cardonas
vigt!

The man caled "Ruff*"—the false Joe Cardona—was plucking the papers from Worth Varden's hand.

That was the action that brought fina understanding to the importer's frenzied brain. Ruggles Preston! He
wasthetraitor! He, too, belonged to Gray Figt, for only he could have brought about this terrible climax.

Preston had seen the papers. Preston had |earned that Cardona was coming. Preston had suggested the
trip to hishome for a conference. Then Preston had gone—to summon the trappers. They had arrived
ahead of Joe Cardona. They now held the evidence that could thwart Gray Fist; and with it, they had the
only man who could—or would—tell the truth of Gray Fist's game!

Fiercely, Worth Varden came back to life. The sedan was turning an obscure corner. With ashriek, the
importer legped from his seat and tried to reach the door of the car. The effort wasfutile.

"Snakes' swung hisgun. The barrel caught the gray-haired importer behind the ear. Stunned by the



sudden blow, Varden crumpled. Ruff—the hard-faced mob leader who had introduced himsdlf as Joe
Cardona— uttered a nasty chuckle as he caught the importer's body and thrust it back into the sest.

The sedan rolled on, its stolid driver at the whed, its two hardened men on the back seat. Between the
captors was the helpless form of the man whose escape they had foiled.

These minions of a supercrook were men who gave no mercy. They were carrying ahelplessvictimto a
spot of doom. The career of Worth Varden would soon be ended.

Thus had Gray Fist ordained!
CHAPTER IV. CARDONA DECIDES

THE sreet in front of Worth Varden's home held atilly touch after Ruggles Preston had departed.
Traffic seemed to shun the thoroughfare as though the past menace had left an ectric touch of warning.

The eerie atmosphere continued, awaiting amore sepulchra climax. It came. Like abeing from another
world, aweird vistant made his presence known.

Benegth the light where Ruggles Preston had waited while smoking his cigar, a patch of moving blackness
flitted into view. Thetraveling splotch lay on the sdewalk. It formed astrange slhouette that denoted a
living person. Y et there was no sSign of human presence.

The splotch merged with the black asphalt paving. From then on, its course was untraceable. Only the
soft swish of ajet-black cloak told that The Shadow had reached his destination. He, the stranger of the
night, had arrived at the place which Clyde Burke had mentioned in hisreport to Burbank.

The darkness of the alleyway formed a perfect shroud for The Shadow. He became a part of that
blackness, and not a sound told of his progressinward until The Shadow paused. Then, frominvisble
lips came awhispered laugh, amelody of mirth that mingled with the passing breeze and died as strangdly
asit had come. Upon the paving of the dleyway, The Shadow had spied thetiny glow of Ruggles
Preston's discarded cigar.

Suddenly, The Shadow's cloak swished in the darkness. Though completely hidden, the black-garbed
phantom sought a projecting portion of the house wall. In characteristic style, The Shadow had
anticipated the arrival of new vistors.

A few seconds later, acar did up to the entrance of the aleyway and cameto a stop. Low voices
murmured. Two men dighted. A flashlight glimmered asthe arrivals picked their way into the dley.

"Want meto go in with you, Joe?"
The low voice was overheard by The Shadow as the men were passing.

"Surething, Markham,” came agrowled reply. "Thisguy may be pulling something, for dl | know. If he
hadn't talked about Seth Cowry, | wouldn't have come.”

The Shadow knew the identity of the vistors. Detective Joe Cardona had arrived; with him, Detective
Sergeant Markham. Together, they were entering to hold an interview with Worth Varden.

Neither Cardona nor Markham observed the cigar butt on the paving. Its glow had dwindled. Had they
seen it, Cardonamight have decided there was additiona cause for company when entering Varden's
home. For that cigar butt told its story; namely, that some one had been in thisaleyway, not many
minutes before.



CARDONA turned the rays of hisflashlight upon the side door of Varden'shome. Heflicked off the
switch and rapped cautioudy. There was no response. Cardona knocked more loudly. He growled low
to Markham.

"| figured that VVarden would be listening for us," he said. "'l don't want to knock too loud -"
"Try the door,” suggested Markham.

Cardonadid. The barrier yielded. Together, the detectives entered the gloomy corridor. Cardonas
flashlight flickered on the door at the end. The detective turned to his companion.

"L eavethe outer door open, Markham," he said. "Then we can hear if anybody isoutsde.”

Cardona's suggestion was agood one; yet it was futile. No human ear could have detected the swishing
sound that had taken up thetrail of the detectives. The Shadow had emerged from hishiding place,
where he had taken security to avoid the glare of Cardonaslight. By the time that Cardonaand
Markham had reached the door of Varden's study, The Shadow had arrived within the corridor.

A gleam of light issued forth as Cardona opened the study door. Its glare reveded a disappearing shade
of darknessin the corridor as The Shadow, backing to the wall, avoided the direct beam. Neither
Cardonanor Markham noted the phenomenon which had occurred behind them. Both were looking into
the room which they had invaded.

Cardona seemed surprised to find the place empty. He had expected to find Worth Varden here. He
shook his head as he stood beside the deserted desk.

"Wheat's the matter, Joe?' queried Markham.

"Funny," returned Cardona. "Thisisn't what | expected. The way that Varden talked over the phone, |
thought sure held be here waiting for me—all excited—unless-"

"Unless?'

"Unless he had decided to do away with himsdf. Y ou know, Markham, when | didn't get any reply to my
knock, | figured we might be coming in to find a.corpse.”

"Did Varden talk that bad, Joe?'

"He talked rather vaguely. That was what bothered me. Guysthat are going to commit suicide sometimes
call up headquarters before they take the bump. Sort of givesthem nerves, | suppose.”

The two men were standing by the desk. Joe Cardona, swarthy of face and stocky of build, wore a
troubled look that emphasized the squareness of his heavy jaw. Markham, aman of |ess aggressiveness,
appeared to be abit puzzled.

EY ES were peering in upon this scene, eyes that glowed from the darkness beyond the door that
Cardonahad |eft gar. Y et neither detective noted them. The presence of The Shadow remained
unknown.

"Worth Varden caled me pretty nearly an hour ago,” mused Cardona. "Wanted me to come up here
to-night. Talked about danger; then mentioned the name of Seth Cowry. That was what brought me.”

"You didn't sart right away, though.”

"No. | had to report to Inspector Klein about that job | was out on this afternoon. Burke was in—you



know, the Classic reporter—and after that | started. | figured that if Varden really had something on his
mind, a police car wouldn't be agood bet. That'swhy | picked up the coupe.”

"And stopped back at headquarters.”
"Right. To get some oneto go dong.”

A pause. Cardonafumbled with the desk drawer; it came open. The detective noted afolded sheet of
white paper. He opened it and scanned written lines.

"Ligtento thid" he exclaimed. " Say—I know why the place isempty. Varden best it!"
"Where?'

"He doesn't say."

Holding the message to the light, Joe Cardonaread its words aoud.

"Towhom it may concern. |, Worth VVarden, have decided to leave New Y ork because of the
incriminating circumstances which | have encountered through my connection with the San Savador
Importing Company. Signed,

WORTH VARDEN."

Markham took the message from Cardona's hand. Joe plucked the gray sheet of paper that also lay in
the drawer. He looked at both sides of it, held it to the light, and let it flutter to the desk. The gray paper
was blank.

From the drawer, Cardonaremoved a packet of papers. Thiswas bound with a rubber band. Removing
the eastic, the detective spread documents upon the desk. They consisted of old data pertaining to the
San Savador Importing Company.

"Let'sseethat note," ordered Cardona. He took the sheet which Markham held and compared it with
written notations that he had discovered. "Y esh—it's Varden's writing sure enough—and his signature,
too. It fitswith this San Salvador stuff.”

" Say"—Markham's tone was expressive of surprise—"this guy Varden must be a crook -*

"That's something we've got to learn,” Joe declared. "But |'ve made abig jump aready. Put one and one
together, and you get two, don't you?"

"Y ou mean that Varden -"

"Was hooked up with Seth Cowry. He said so over the telephone. All right. 1've been trying to figure
Cowry'sracket for along time; and I've been wondering why he did out of New Y ork. It lookslike
we've got the answer.

"Something must be phony with thisimporting company. Cowry may have found it out—and tried a
racketeering job on Varden. Then Cowry saw the bust coming—maybe held got his hush money,
too—and took it on the lam. That |eft VVarden wondering what was going to happen when the San
Savador Importing Company hit the rocks.”

"So Varden called you -"

"To give away Cowry's game. He was excited. When | didn't come quick, he got cold feet, wrote this



note, and beat it. Maybe he's a crook—maybe heisn't. That al depends on what we learn about the San
Sdvador Importing Company.”

Cardona paused emphaticaly. The puzzled ook disappeared from Markham's face. The detective
sergeant voiced his approvd of Cardonastheory.

"Say, Joe!" he exclamed admiringly. ™Y ou sure get to things quick. I've got it now. Vardenis probably a
big shot with the importing company. Hell bein ajamif it's phony.”

"These papers proveit,” returned Cardona. "There's | etters here, showing Varden's connection with the
outfit."

"Y ou should have gotten here sooner,” decided Markham. "Then you could have grabbed this guy
Varden."

"I know it," grunted Cardona. "Well—I couldn't have pinched him anyhow. He'd have taked about Seth
Cowry, maybe, but | wouldn't have had any evidenceto arrest Varden. Well haveto look into this San
Savador proposition first. An importing company. Lookslike it may be ajob for the department of
judtice.”

CARDONA began to gather up the scattered documents. Helaid them in astack on the table. To them,
he added the note that bore Worth Varden's signature.

"Well take this stuff down to headquarters,” announced Cardona. "Well hold it there. If Varden comes
back, he can cdll usabout it. In the meantime, I'm going to make sure of onething."

"What'sthat?' queried Detective Sergeant Markham.

"That Varden isn't somewherein thishouse," returned Cardona. " Shut that door and lock it. Then wecan
look around a bit. If we don't find anything, well pick up this stuff and take it with us."

Asthough to secure the papers, Cardona replaced them in the drawer. He closed the drawer, saw the
sheet of gray paper on the desk, and brushed it to one side. Markham had turned to close the door that
led to the corridor. There were no eyes watching now. The Shadow had returned to gloom.

The door went shut. Markham turned the key. Cardona went to an opposite door. It was locked and
held akey. The detective turned it and opened the door, to find that it led into aliving room.

"Comedong," said Joeto Markham. "Well give the place the once-over. But I'll bet we won't find
Worth Varden."

The detectives went into the darkened living room. Silence pervaded the lighted study. There, in the desk
drawer, lay the documents which Joe Cardona had accepted as proof positive that Worth Varden had
fled the city, because of complicationsinvolving him with the San Salvador Importing Company.

Onthe desk lay agray sheet of paper. Cardona had rejected it as of no consequence. Little did the ace
detective redize that he had overlooked the onered clew that might haveled himto thetrail of a
superfiend!

Gray Fist! The gray sheet was atoken of amaster crook's evil tails. Y et to Joe Cardonait was no more
than a scrap of useless paper.

Joe Cardona had missed the beginning of thetrail. In so doing, however, he had |eft its discovery to
another. Invisible eyes had seen Cardonas actions; listening ears had heard Cardonas comments.



Waiting and watching, The Shadow was ready to examine clews which the ace detective had rgjected!
CHAPTER V. THE GRAY PAPER

SHORTLY after Cardona and Markham had left Worth Varden's study, a motion occurred at the door
which led to the corridor through which the detectives had entered.

The key began to turn in the lock. It was operating under the pressure of some instrument that had been
inserted from the other side. Uncannily, the key completed itstwist, without the dightest click. The knob
of the door turned noiselessly. The door opened.

Blackness projected itsdlf into the lighted room. From this mass materiaized aliving form. Like aghost
from spectra regions, atall figure assumed the shape of abeing clad in black.

The Shadow had entered.

Thefolds of ablack cloak draped The Shadow's body. Asthetal stranger moved across the floor, the
cloak swished and showed aflash of crimson lining. The face of The Shadow remained unseen. The
upturned collar of the cloak; the broad brim of the black douch hat which The Shadow wore—these hid
all except apair of burning eyesthat turned directly toward the desk in the center of the room.

Minutes were a the disposal of The Shadow. While Cardona and Markham were looking through the
house, the master investigator had his opportunity to form theories of his own. Would they be different
from the ideathat Cardona had expressed? Only The Shadow knew!

Like Cardona, The Shadow went to the drawer of Worth Varden's desk. A gloved hand opened the
drawer. It plucked forth the papers that Cardona had examined. Standing beside the desk, atall blot that
loomed beneath the light, The Shadow began an examination of the documents.

The papers which pertained to the San Savador Importing Company were bonafide. A quick inspection
proved that fact. The Shadow, like Cardona, compared the note that was with the papers. Thiswas the
message, with Varden's signature, which stated that the importer had fled.

A soft laugh escaped The Shadow's hidden lips. A gloved hand began to open other drawers. All were
empty except one—this held some sheets of blank white paper. The Shadow withdrew one. He picked
up afountain pen that lay upon Varden's desk, and wrote afew words.

Another comparison; again the laugh. The Shadow had detected something wrong with Varden's
supposed confession. Although the importer had evidently written it in this study—at least, so Cardona
had supposed—there were two factors which made The Shadow doubt the fact.

The paper on which the message appeared was of different quality than the paper in Varden's desk
drawer. Theink used in the message was of differing hue from the ink which wasin Varden'sfountain
pen. The Shadow knew at once that the note could not have been written by Worth Varden after the
importer's telephone call to Joe Cardona.

The deduction was masterful because of its smplicity. It showed the keen directness of The Shadow's
methods. It gave The Shadow a prompt inkling to the fact that the note might be aforgery.

KEEN eyes studied the writing on the suspected note. A tiny glass, of microscopic qualities, appeared
between The Shadow's thumb and forefinger. The eye that studied the writing through that lens saw the
inscribed lettersraised to great Sze. The eye of The Shadow detected proof of forgery.

The edges of theinked lineswere blurred. They proved that the writer of this note had worked dowly;



that he had copied some actual writing of Worth Varden. The forgery was an excellent one—when not
subjected to microscopic examination. Y et the forger had unwittingly left the tell-tale marks through the
very care which he had exercised.

The Shadow laughed softly. He crumpled the sheet of paper on which he had sampled Varden'sink. It
disappeared beneath his cloak. Burning eyes surveyed the room, while agloved hand replaced the
examined papersin the desk drawer.

The Shadow was working out histheory. He had discovered facts of vital importance. He noted aticking
clock upon asidetable; his keen brain began to take in the time eement involved, in this mysterious and
peculiar case.

Worth Varden had called Joe Cardona nearly one hour ago. At that time, the importer had probably
been alone. He had desired Joe Cardona’s presence here. The detective had promised to come. Varden
had stated that he had facts to show regarding aracketeer named Seth Cowry.

No such evidence was present now. All that Cardona had found were documents that incriminated
Worth Varden, without mention of Seth Cowry. The Shadow knew that events during the past hour had
brought about an important change.

Some one must have visited Worth Varden. That visitor had talked with the importer. Somehow, he had
managed to get Varden away. Then the visitor had reentered. Either Varden or he had carried away the
evidence which the importer had intended for Joe Cardona.

The visitor must have come back after Varden's departure. The presence of the forged note was proof of
that. The unlocked door from the alleyway was assurance that something had gone amiss. Cardona had
pushed the door open; yet the detective had seen nothing important in the fact that it was unlocked. The
Shadow, however, had seen Cardona's action. The Shadow knew.

Added was the evidence of the cigar butt that had been dropped outside. It indicated that some one had
been lurking here. The ash tray at the Side of Varden's desk showed cigarette butts only. The importer,
evidently not a cigar smoker, would not have dropped a discarded cigar outside the door of his house.

A link between Worth Varden and Seth Cowry was asurety. The Shadow was seeking some trace of
that connection. His keen eyes observed the blank sheet of gray paper. The Shadow lifted it from the
dek.

Here was paper unlike any other in Varden's study. Cardona had found it with Varden's papers. That
indicated that this sheet wasintended as part of the false evidence that would go against Varden.

The Shadow held the paper to the light. No trace of any writing wasvisible. Y et The Shadow, ashe
keenly studied the gray paper, saw afact which Cardona had not noticed. The sheet of gray paper was
double!

DESPITE the thin glovesthat covered them, The Shadow's fingers were deft. They peeled the paper; it
came loose and separated into two individua sheets. The gum which held them was present only at the
edges.

Once more The Shadow laughed. He saw the purpose of this doubled sheet. Between the portions, a
message could be written—yet the inscription would be invisible until one held the paper to the light.
Nevertheless, the gray paper was blank. Why?

The Shadow had the answer. His whispered laugh gave sibilant tone to his thoughts. Worth Varden had



called Joe Cardona, and had mentioned that he possessed data which concerned Seth Cowry. Later, a
visitor had caled on Varden; and the importer had probably told him of the call to Cardona.

Varden must have possessed a message inscribed between two sheets of gray paper. The visitor must
have redized that Varden could have told Cardona something regarding such amessage. Hence the
visitor, returning to Varden's, had deliberately |eft ablank sheet of double gray paper to replace the one
that had held amessage to Varden.

Such was The Shadow's deduction. The Shadow knew, from Cardona's rejection of the gray paper, that
the detective knew nothing of a mysterious note. Probably Varden had not mentioned it to Cardona. But
The Shadow was picturing the menta state of the man who had come here to plant aforged confession.

Asyet, The Shadow had found nothing that gave him adirect lead to Ruggles Preston, pretended friend
of Worth Varden. Y et The Shadow had pictured Preston as an existing person. Furthermore, he had
made avery close analysis of Preston’s actions on this night, even to the mental processesin which
Preston had indulged.

Footsteps were approaching. Cardonaand Markham were returning. Carrying the discarded gray paper
with him, The Shadow swept quickly from the room. The door closed softly. When Cardonaand
Markham entered the study, the key was turning in the lock, mani pulated from the opposite Sde of the
door.

Neither Cardona nor Markham saw the turning key. Cardona opened the desk drawer; took out the San
Salvador documents, and the forged note. He unlocked the door which The Shadow had just closed.
With Markham following, Cardona sirode out into the night.

When the coupe had pulled away, a splotch of blackness moved beneath a street lamp. A soft whisper
sounded in the night. The Shadow moved through darkness.

Joe Cardona had completed hisinvestigation at Worth Varden's. So had The Shadow. The detective had
formed histheory. The Shadow, too, had formed atheory. But where Cardona had merdly falen into the
channel set for him, and had been deceived by Ruggles Preston's work, The Shadow had used keen
deduction to learn the truth of matters that had occurred at Worth VVarden's home.

LATER, the bluish light appeared within The Shadow's black-walled sanctum. White hands appeared
upon the polished table. The girasol glimmered while The Shadow inscribed ordersin his specia code.

One order wasto Cliff Mardand. It ingtructed The Shadow's agent in the underworld to continue his
investigation of Seth Cowry's affairs.

The other order wasto Harry Vincent. The Shadow was instructing that young man to make a
preliminary investigation that would involve the friends and business associates of Worth Varden.

The orders were completed. The Shadow folded the sheets before the vivid blueink had timeto
disappear. Each message went into a separate envelope. The Shadow addressed each one, and placed
both together in alarger envelope.

This container was addressed to Rutledge Mann, in the Badger Building, New Y ork City. Itslegend was
inink that would not fade. To-morrow, Mann would give the coded ordersto Mardand and Vincent,
respectively, when they called at his office.

The white hands moved. Something appeared between them. It wasthe gray paper—the doubled sheet
that had separated into two. The hidden eyes of The Shadow considered it; a soft laugh rippled from The



Shadow'slips.

In thisgray paper, The Shadow saw the hidden hand of amaster-schemer. He knew that Worth Varden
had been handled only by minions; that behind the disappearance of the importer lay the craft of a
supercrook.

The bluelight flicked out. The laugh of The Shadow roseto its crescendo and died away. It was a
presaging laugh. The Shadow knew that ways of crime must soon be met; that stirring episodes lay
ahead.

Asyet, The Shadow had not learned the identity of the enemy whom he must meet; nevertheless, he had
seen the evidence of fiendish craftsmanship. The Shadow had sensed the hidden power of Gray Fist.

Deep silence pervaded the blackened sanctum. Mystery held sway. The Shadow had fared forthin
search of an enemy who dedlt in crime. When The Shadow set out on such adventure, fierce conflict was
intended.

The might of The Shadow was nearing a clash with the power of asuperfiend. Soon, Gray Fist would
find himself compelled to meet the master fighter who was coming from the dark to put an end to crime!

CHAPTER VI. MINIONS AT WORK

IN deputing duties to his agents, The Shadow had chosen wisdly. All those who served him were men of
capability, well suited to the tasks to which they had been assigned.

The disappearance of Worth Varden, following the prolonged absence of Seth Cowry, showed adirect
link between a man of supposed respectability and aracketeer whose habitat was the underworld. Thus,
while Cliff Mardand sill worked upon the Cowry case, Harry Vincent had been ordered to study
matters from the other angle, through an investigation of Varden's affairs.

On the morning following The Shadow's visit to Worth VVarden's home, Harry Vincent called at the office
of Rutledge Mann, in response to atelephone call from the investment broker. There he received his
ingtructions. He started at once upon his assigned task.

No news of Varden's disappearance had reached the newspapers. Joe Cardonawas looking into the
matter of the San Salvador Importing Company. Nothing had broken from that angle. Hence, when
Harry Vincent visited the office of Worth Varden, he wasinformed only that the importer was out of
town.

Harry possessed the manner of a prosperous young business man. He stated that he would call again
within afew days, and athough he decided to keep his business for discusson with Worth VVarden aone,
he did condescend to enter into conversation with a bespectacled secretary who worked in Varden's
office.

Thetak turned to the importing business; from that, it swung to Varden himsdf. By tactful conversation,
Harry began to learn facts regarding the associates of Worth Varden. He heard the names of men with
whom the importer had been engaged in business enterprises, and he also learned of certain professiona
men who agppeared to be close persond friends of Worth Varden.

During the afternoon, Harry worked on the list which he had thus compiled. He made severd telephone
calswhich brought him further information concerning the men with whom Worth VVarden had had
associions.



When he returned to the Metrolite Hotel, his stopping place whilein New Y ork, Harry went to the
restaurant and ordered dinner. At thetable, he studied hislist to see what work he could do in the
evening.

Harry noted one namein particular. It was that of Ruggles Preston. He had heard Varden's secretary
mention that the lawvyer was aclose friend of Varden's. Y et from what Harry had gathered, Preston did
not represent Varden as an attorney.

One of Harry's specidties was his ability to vist lawyers. Harry's home was in Michigan. Hehad a
mythical interest in property which contained gravel. It was an easy matter for himto cal upon aNew
Y ork attorney to discuss the handling of legd affairs pertaining to the property.

Moreover, Harry could create the impression that he was about to leave for Michigan, and therefore
desired apreiminary interview without delay. He saw where he could use this plan with Ruggles
Preston.

The lawyer's name was in the telephone book. Immediately after dinner, Harry called Preston's home. He
talked in urgent fashion, and arranged to call upon the lawyer that evening. It was eight o'clock when
Harry started from Times Square in ataxicab.

TWENTY minuteslater, the cab rolled dong aside street toward alarge apartment house. Harry,
looking from the window, failed to notice a sedan that was waiting by the curb, in the darkness. He
alighted from the cab, entered the apartment building, and took an automeatic elevator up to Preston's
floor.

Back along the street, men were seated in the sedan that Harry's cab had passed. They had seen the
young man aight at the gpartment building. A low voice growled in the darkness. It wasthe same voice
that Worth Varden had heard the night before, from the man who had introduced himself as Joe
Cardona.

"Do you think that's the mug we're after?”

"Dont ask me, Ruff,” came asnarled reply. "If itis, well know it."
"How, Snakes?" questioned thefirst speaker.

"Hell be marked,” was the answer. "I got the dope over the telephone.”
"Who from? The same bird that tipped you off to Varden?"

"That's my business, Ruff. Y ou know where | stand. Y ou know that everything | tel you comesfrom
Gray Figt. You stick to that. Y ou're getting paid for it."

"Yeah. I'm getting paid. But I'm not going to quit, whether | get paid or not. Gray Fist has got the goods
on me—like he has on everybody else, | guess.”

The two men were Sitting donein the parked car. The driver had left; Ruff and Snakeswerein the rear
seet. They siwung their conversation to alessimportant topic. Suddenly Ruff silenced his companion asa
head appeared by the opened window.

"Who'sthat?' questioned Ruff.

"Gowdy," came the low answer. It was the man who had driven the car the night before. "Listen, Ruff.
There was afelow snooping around here aminute ago. He went up along the street.”



"Whereto?'

"I don't know. | tipped Caulkey and Jake to follow him. It looked like he wastrying to listen in on what
you were saying.”

"Stick around, Gowdy. If he comes back, Caulkey and Jake will be on histrail. Give them theword to
grab himif he snoopsagain.”

"OK., Ruff."

"Gowdy" sdled away from the car. He took his post benesth the steps of an old-fashioned house. He
looked adong the street toward alighted corner. He saw two figuresthere; they looked like " Caulkey"
and Jake.

GOWDY'S speculation was correct. Two rough-faced characters were standing at the corner toward
which the car driver had started. They were waiting by the door of adrug store. The man whom they had
followed had entered the place.

Neither Jake nor Caulkey could see the man at present. He had sauntered to afar corner, and was
loitering there. The gangsters were wisdly kegping out of sight, until the man should return.

The man within the store was watching toward the door. At last, convinced that no one was observing
him, helooked about for atelephone booth. He saw one, against the side window of the store. He
entered it, and closed the door. An automatic light appeared.

The man who was telephoning was ahusky chap with afirm, square chin. He was wearing old clothes,
which took away the clean-cut appearance which should have been his natural possession. He dropped a
nickel in the phone box, lifted the receiver, and paused amoment before diaing his number.

Coincidentally, Jake and Caulkey, the waiting gangsters, had moved down the side street afew paces.
The street was dark at the spot where they stood. They could not be seen from within the drug store. As
chance would have it, however, the man in the tel ephone booth was partly visible to the two outside.

Jake gripped Caulkey's arm. The first mobster had happened to glance toward the window where the
phone booth was located. He growled quick sentencesto Caulkey.

"Say!" uttered Jake. "There'sthe guy! Look! In the phone booth. HE's goin' to make acall.”

Drawing Caulkey, Jake edged close to the window. Both mobsters watched with avid eyeswhile the
man within began to usethe did.

" Say"—Caulkey's voice denoted recognition—"1 know that bird. It's Cliff Mardand. | wonder what he's
doin’ around here."

"Ps-st!"

The dight hiss came from beside the two mobsters. Both turned. They saw aman beside them. He
identified himsdf with ashort growl. It was the gangster called Snakes.

"Get along, you guys," ordered Snakes. "I'm watching here. | came up from the car. Get down there and
lay for this guy when he comes back. Stay out of sight with Gowdy."

As Caulkey and Jake moved away, Snakes pressed closer to the window. His form was stooped and
hunched. He watched with sharp, beady eyes. Hisvoice camein alow mumble that ended with a



chuckle.

While the two mobsters had been identifying Cliff Mardand, Snakes had been observing the actions of
the man in the telephone booth. Something that he had noted seemed to please him. He was watching
Cliff'slips—as much as he could see of them. He could not catch the conversation, dthough hedid
manage to pick up disconnected words.

CLIFF MARSLAND wastaking to Burbank. Completely ignorant of the fact that a man was watching
from without, The Shadow's agent was giving information to the contact man.

"I'mfollowing Ruff Shefflin," Cliff was saying. "He's a pretty tough guy. Big mob leader. I've got ahunch
he may have made trouble for Seth Cowry."

"Whereishe now?' came Burbank's question over the wire.

"Parked in a sedan near the Mandrilla Apartments,” informed Cliff. "There's abad egg with him—a
fellow named Snakes Blakey. That'swhat gave me the hunch. Snakesis supposed to be the neatest
traller in the busness”

"Have you been observed?' questioned Burbank.

"No." Cliff'stonewas podgitive. "I'm going back to listenin again. I'll call later when I've found out
whether this means anything or not."

Hanging up the receiver, Cliff rose to leave the booth. He threw a glance toward the Street as he did o,
but noticed no one outside the window. Snakes Blakey, wary sneak of the underworld, had wisely eased

away to escape notice.

When Cliff reached the sireet, there was no sign of Snakes. The stoop-shouldered gangster was keeping
out of sight behind arow of parked cars. He took up Cliff'strail after The Shadow's agent had started
aong the Sde street toward the apartment building near which Ruff Shefflin's car waslocated.

Cliff was wary as he reached the automobile. He approached cautioudly, straining his earsto catch any
conversation that might be passing between Ruff and Snakes. As Cliff'scall to Burbank had indicated,
The Shadow's agent had not overheard the preliminary talk between the gangsters. Nevertheless, Cliff
knew that two such ruffians as Ruff Shefflin and Snakes Blakey could not bein thisvicinity for other than
adoubtful purpose.

A low whistle sounded near the sedan. Cliff Mardand barely caught its sound. He looked about, straining
his eyestoward the street.

Inthat glance, Cliff glimpsed Snakes Blakey. Then, in answer to the sneaky mobster's cal, three men
legped from the cover of a house beyond the sdewak. They caught Cliff Mardand unaware. The
Shadow's redoubtable agent went down under unexpected odds that were too great for him.

The quickness of the encounter was fortunate. These attackers were armed. They would not have
hesitated to use their gunsif necessary. Cliff wasanaturd fighter, who would sooner risk death than
surrender to such foemen. A swinging hand, however, clipped Cliff asddong blow with arevolver.
Stunned, The Shadow's agent offered no res stance. He was shoved, unconscious, into the waiting
automoabile.

GOWDY clambered to the whed, expecting Ruff Shefflin to order him to drive away. It was then that an
interruption came. Snakes Blakey appeared beside the car and spoke in alow tone to the gang leader.



"Stick here, Gowdy," ordered Ruff, after he had heard what Snakes had to say. Y ou Jake—and
Caulkey—wait back where you were. There's aguy coming out of the gpartment building. Get him.
Know thesgn?'

"A gray mark on hisdeave”
"Y ou can seeit when hereachesthe light," declared Ruff. "Bring him dong, too—with thisbird.”

So saying, the gang leader clambered out of the sedan. He joined Snakes. The two walked away.
Gowdy remained at the whedl; Jake and Caulkey moved back to the house where they had watched for
Cliff Mardand, and had responded to the signa given by Snakes.

At the corner, Snakes motioned Ruff into awaiting taxi. He gave an order to the driver. Asthe car rolled
downtown, Ruff began to speak inquiringly to his companion. Important though Ruff Shefflinwasasa
gang leader, he took orders from this sneaky mobster, Snakes Blakey, who represented Gray Fist.

"Where arewe going?' questioned Ruff.

"Y ou're going to scare up the mob,” chuckled Snakes. ™Y ou remember those emergency orders| told
you to be ready for? Well—I think you're going to get them to-night.”

"Y ou mean on account of this guy we grablbed?’

"On his account—and maybe more. Listen, Ruff—I watched the guy telephoning, aong with Jake and
Caulkey. They didn't seewhat | saw.”

"What was that?"'

"Maybe you'll know later." Snakeswas cryptic in his snarl. "Maybe - later; I've got work to do, for Gray
Figt. Youll have plenty, too, | figure. Y ou be down at the hide-out in the Tenth Avenue garage, where
you've got Varden. Y ou'll hear from methere.”

"O.K.," returned Ruff somewnhet reluctantly.

Snakes ordered the cab to stop. He stepped out on the sidewalk, near the corner of Fifty-eighth and
Seventh Avenue. Ruff Shefflin barked anew destination to the driver. The cab rolled dong.

Asaminion of Gray Fist, Ruff Shefflin could make no protest to Snakes Blakey's guarded statements.
The gang leader shrugged his shoulders as he rode southward. His mind reverted to facts that he knew;
that one prisoner was dready in the sedan up by the Mandrilla; that another might soon bein the bag.

Perhapsit wasthe actua passage of eventsthat gave Ruff Shefflin such ideas. For while the mob leader
was dill riding in his cab, Harry Vincent was coming from the automeatic e evator in the gpartment house
where Ruggles Preston lived.

HARRY had learned nothing in hisvigt to the lawyer. He had discussed legd matters, had artfully turned
thetalk to tariffs, and thusto importing. He had heard Ruggles Preston mention that he had afriend
named Worth Varden who was an importer.

Nevertheless, Harry, when he reached the lobby, decided to put in acall to Burbank. He saw a
telephone booth in an isolated corner. He entered it and made his call. In response to Burbank's quiet
query, Harry Vincent reported no results.

Something prompted him, however, to give abrief list of Varden's friends. He also mentioned that he was



at the Mandrilla Apartments, and that he would prepare acomplete report for Rutledge Mann when he
reached the Metrolite Hotel.

Thisduty done, Harry sauntered through the lobby. As he went into the revolving door, he caught the
reflection of hisovercoat in one of the glass panels. He noticed a mark upon his deeve, near the
shoulder.

It looked like chalk—a grayish chak—when Harry examined the mark in the light beneath the marquee
of the gpartment house. Harry brushed at it as he walked aong. He wondered where the mark had come
from. He remembered that he had given his hat and coat to Ruggles Preston; that the lawyer had placed
both in acloset, and had later brought them out.

Harry was till brushing at the mark as he neared a parked and darkened sedan by the curb. He stopped
amoment by alight just beyond the car, and brushed vigoroudy at the mark on his overcoat. Then,
indinctively, Harry turned.

Two men were legping from the steps of a house, less than a dozen feet away. AsHarry swung to meet
the oncomers, he threw himself off guard. The pair of thugs landed upon him with one accord.

Down went Harry Vincent. His swinging fist caught one ruffian in the face. Then Harry's head whacked
againg the lamp-post. With agroan, the young man lost a hold that he had gained upon the second

enemy.

Jake and Caulkey pounced upon the man whom luck had aided them to overpower. With speed, they
tumbled Harry Vincent's body into the door of the sedan, which Gowdy opened for them. Jake and
Caulkey clambered into the car. Gowdy started the motor.

The gangstersin the rear leaned with drawn revolvers above the forms of the two men whom they had
captured from ambush, under the orders received from Ruff Shefflin and Snakes Blakey. Cliff Mardand
ill lay motionless, Harry Vincent was groggy.

The sedan headed westward toward Tenth Avenue. Jake and Caulkey growled and chuckled, while
Gowdy drovein silence. The two gorillas were proud of their work to-night. They had captured apair of
men whom they had been st to get.

Y et neither Jake nor Caulkey knew that these prisoners were agents of The Shadow. For that matter,
Ruff Shefflin, their leader, was not cognizant of the fact.

There was only one, to-night, who had been shrewd enough to even guessin whose service Cliff
Mardand and Harry Vincent might be working. That one was Snakes Blakey, the crafty mobster who
acted as Gray Fist's agent in the underworld.

Through Snakes Blakey, Gray Fist had struck thefirst blow against The Shadow's cause!
CHAPTER VII. THE HOME THRUST

A FEW hours &fter the capture of The Shadow's agents, alarge limousine pulled up in front of a
Manhattan night club. A tall, dignified man spied the car from the doorway of the club. A smile gppeared
upon hislips—thin lips beneath an aquiline nose. Sharp eyes sparkled as the gentleman stepped out to
the car.

The chauffeur had reached the curb. He opened the door of the limousine, and allowed the waiting
person to step in. As he closed the door, the chauffeur questioned the destination.



"Twenty-third Street,” the passenger replied. "Y ou can take the car home from there, Stanley. | expect to
remain intown to-night.”

"Very wdl, Mr. Crangton.”

Stanley climbed into the front seat. He swung the limousine around a corner, and headed for the
destination which his master had given.

To Stanley, hisemployer, Lamont Cranston, was amost unusual personage. Cranston was reputed to be
amultimillionaire. Helived in alarge home in New Jersey. He camein and out of New Y ork frequently,
when hewasliving a home.

Hisusua destination was the Cobalt Club; on other occasions, Cranston smply ordered Stanley to let
him off a Twenty-third Street. Sometimes, however, Cranston chose most remarkable places. The night
club, for instance, was an unusua one. It was a spot where the dlite of the underworld were gpt to be
found—scarcely aplace which agentleman of Lamont Cranston's discrimination would frequent.

Little did Stanley redize that the persondity of Lamont Cranston was merely one which his master chose
to adopt asamask for hisred identity. Thisquiet, leisurely multimillionaire was one who lived amuch
more exciting life than Stanley supposed. The personage who posed as Lamont Cranston; the being who
was at thismoment riding in the darkness of the limousine was none other than The Shadow!

While Stanley's eyes were watching ahead, a sillent motion was going on in the back seat. From a
suitcase which had been | eft there, black garments were coming forth, drawn by swift-moving hands. As
the limousine neared Twenty-third Street, those garments were donned. A spectral, black-garbed being
sat shrouded in the rear of the car. Lamont Cranston had become The Shadow.

The Shadow had been investigating on his own to-night. He had chosen the glittering night club asaplace
where much might be secretly learned concerning doings in the underworld. He had sought to listenin on
any takswhich might refer to the missing racketeer, Seth Cowry.

The Shadow's work had brought no results. Hence The Shadow was on hisway to tap other sources of
information. A secluded office in adilapidated Twenty-third Street building served as a spot where
Rutledge Mann put in reports from The Shadow's agents. That was to be the first stopping point.

THE limousine dowed on Twenty-third Street. Stanley was not quite sure where his master wished to
leave the car. While the chauffeur waited some word from the rear seet, the door of the limousine opened
softly. A mass of darkness poised upon the step; then dropped from the car while the door silently
closed.

Stanley continued for half ablock; then stopped. He looked into the rear seet, switched on the light, and
stared blankly. His master had |eft the car! Shaking his head, Stanley drove on. He headed homeward,
wondering.

Heredized that he had seen the result of another of his master's eccentricities. The employer whom
Stanley knew as Lamont Cranston had a habit of appearing and disappearing in mysterious fashion.

Passing blackness on the sidewalk was the only token of The Shadow's presence after the master of
darkness had stepped from the limousine. The blackness faded. The Shadow had merged with the front
surface of ascarred-walled building. After that, the passage of the mysterious traveler was untraceable.

Such wasthe way of The Shadow. His destination was the unknown sanctum wherein helaid his plans
for fighting crime. His course to that point could not be followed. Half an hour after his disappearance,



The Shadow manifested his presence within the walls of his secret room.

The click of aswitch sounded amid darkness. Bluish light glared upon The Shadow's polished table.
White hands—one with its sparkling girasol—appeared and opened an envelope. A report fell upon the
table.

The Shadow scanned the lines. The writing faded. Thisreport had come from Clyde Burke, through
Rutledge Mann. The Classic reporter had been keeping tabs on Joe Cardona. So far, the detective had
made no new move.

Reportsfrom Cliff Mardand and Harry Vincent were absent. They, like Clyde Burke, had evidently
learned nothing concerning Worth Varden, who had vanished as completely as Seth Cowry. The hand of
The Shadow stretched forth and grasped the ear phones.

No light glowed upon the wall. There was no voice across the wire. For thefirst timein The Shadow's
weird career, communication had been broken over thisline. There was no response from Burbank!

A chilly dtillnessfollowed. The bluelight clicked off. Shrouded in complete darkness, The Shadow was
asdlent as death. Keen ears were listening in response to an amazing emergency. Long, tense minutes
passed undisturbed.

A soft laugh sounded in the gloom. The laugh lacked mockery, yet it carried abold chalenge. Eveniits
echoes seemed absent, as though The Shadow expected human voicesto cry back an answer in place of
the ghoulish reverberations which so often legped from those pitch-black walls.

Still slence. The Shadow moved unheard within the darkness. The swish of his cloak wasinaudible. The
touch of his hand against a spot upon the wall was an action which no eye could have seen, nor any ear
have heard.

A dight click came. Instead of the bluish light above the table, an indirect glow cameinto being. A
gpectral, bluish illumination pervaded the entire sanctum, casting its rays from shaded spots about the
blackened walsand ceiling.

The Shadow, standing silent upon atufted carpet of inky hue, appeared asatall, supernaturd cregture
amid this strange setting. His very presence would have chilled the hearts of hardened foemen. Here, in
his sanctum, The Shadow had created amellow glow which showed him as aterror-dealing power.

It was The Shadow's chdlengeto dl who might dare his might. It was the action of asuperbeing who
feared nothing. It proved The Shadow's readiness to meet all who might seek to cross his purpose. It
wasaso asigna of The Shadow's knowledge that some one sought to defy his strength.

The Shadow was seeking the answer to his thoughts. The answer lay before him. There, upon the floor of
The Shadow's unknown sanctum, was a sight that brought the instant glare of The Shadow's burning

eyes.

A figure of aman lay flattened on the floor. A white face was staring upward from the tufted blackness.
A gaping mouth was open. Glassy eyeswerefixed in Sghtless death.

Here, in The Shadow's secret abode, was the corpse of amurdered man!

THE creepy, whispered laugh that echoed from The Shadow's lips was one that betokened
understanding. Despite the unexpectedness of this discovery, despite the amazing fact that some one had
penetrated to this secret sanctum, The Shadow's keen eyes were studying the man who lay dead before
him.



Theidentity of the victim was certain. That pale visage, with itsthin gray hair, could be the face of no one
but the man whom The Shadow and his agents had been seeking.

The man on the floor was Worth Varden. The importer had met death because he had sought to betray
the fiend who held him under sway. He had met his end through deliberate murder, the very means of
which was viewed by The Shadow's eyes.

For the glassy stare of Worth Varden was that of a doomed person who had seen the approach of
desth. Driven deep into the heart of the dead importer was a knife blade, its upper portion gleaming dully
under the strange light that pervaded The Shadow's sanctum.

The handle of the knife projected like a pointer—areminder of some fierce hand that had dedlt the death
stroke. So had death come to Worth VVarden; yet in the very deed of doom, the enemy who had
ordained that desth had meant it as a token to The Shadow.

Below the handle of the knife, pressed against Worth Varden's bosom, and pierced by the blade itsdlf,
was a sheet of paper that showed its grayish color even in the weird glow of the sanctum.

Upon the dull surface of the paper were written words that stood in black inscription. The paper which
had been skewered above Worth Varden's heart was a message.

Such was Gray Fist's challenge to The Shadow!
CHAPTER VIII. THE SHADOW COMPLIES

GRAY FIST had ddlivered ahome thrust to the heart of Worth Varden. That stroke had also been a
home thrust to The Shadow. Gray Fist, the unknown fiend who planned greeat crime, had accomplished
the seemingly impossible. He had |eft the evidence of hisvillainy—the corpse of Worth Varden—in the
most inaccessible of dl places. The Shadow's sanctum!

Thelaugh had died from The Shadow'slips. Silently, the black-clad warrior moved forward acrossthe
tufted carpeting. Like an unrea specter, he stood within the walls of his secret room—the chamber which
was secret no longer.

Despite the fact that his sanctum had been invaded, The Shadow showed no trepidation. Well did he
know that those who had brought Worth Varden's body hither would not have dared to stay within these
gloomy walls. The unreal atmosphere made the sanctum seem atrap. The Shadow feared no attack while
he was here.

Hisinterest lay in the note pinned to Worth Varden's body. The hand that wore the girasol stretched forth
and plucked the paper. The projecting portion of the knife blade diced the gray sheet as The Shadow
drew the paper sidewise. The Shadow raised the note and read itswritten lines.

Thiswas not adoubled shest. It was asingle piece of gray paper, and itswordswerein acipher. The
Shadow's eyesroved dong thelines. A soft laugh came from the whispering lips. The writer of the note
had anticipated that the reader would quickly solve the smple code.

The message, as The Shadow deciphered it, was direct and concise. Itslegend showed that the writer
had guessed the identity of the personage who would receive it. The message was asfollows:

TO THE SHADOW:

Y ou are seeking to block my plans. Such effort will befutile. Y ou have sought Worth Varden. Helies
dead before you. Othersarein my power. If you seek them, they, too, will die.



Thisismy warning. Y ou must leave New Y ork. Y ou must not return. Y ou must give surety that you have
gone. Unless you voluntarily accept my terms, you will die.

A car will await you a midnight. It will be one block south of the Black Ship. Y ou may enter it in any
character you choose. That car will take you from New Y ork.

Thosewho convey you need not know your true identity. That is known to me aone. If you show your
willingnessto avoid interference with my plans, no harm will befal you or those who serve you.

My identity isas closay guarded as your own. | have strength beside which yoursis nothing. The choice
isyours. Theverdictismine. GRAY HST.

His burning eyes upon the gray paper, The Shadow, for thefirst time, read the name by which his
formidable enemy was known. Gray Fist! Thiswasthetitle of the superfiend whom The Shadow knew
had brought death to Worth Varden—and probably to the missing racketeer, Seth Cowry.

I'T was not the threatening tenor of the note that caused The Shadow to study the cryptic lines. The
measterful brain was at work, thinking out the causes which had produced this message. The Shadow was
summing up the menacing of Gray Figt's threstening message.

Thefact that his sanctum had been discovered was the basi's of The Shadow's reasoning. Tracing
backward, The Shadow sought to learn how Gray Fist had penetrated to this hidden abode. There was
only one possible way in which it could have been uncovered.

Some one, working for Gray Fist, had managed to follow the specid wire that led into The Shadow's
sanctum. That wire came from the place where Burbank had been posted; Burbank, had he been given
the opportunity, would have destroyed the connection. The deadened wire indicated that he had
attempted to do so.

Therefore, Burbank's work had been disturbed. Either the contact man had been captured, or had been
forced to flee. But how had Burbank been discovered?

That was another question which The Shadow could answer. Either Cliff Mardand or Harry
Vincent—perhaps both—had been discovered in the act of calling Burbank to give the contact man a
report. Some prying eyes had learned the number of the telephone at which Burbank could be reached.

Therefore ether Cliff Mardand, Harry Vincent, or both, might bein Gray Fist's power. Thefiend's note
indicated that they were. His statement, "you or those who serve you," meant plainly that Gray Fist knew
of the existence of The Shadow's agents.

SO far as Rutledge Mann and Clyde Burke were concerned, The Shadow held no apprehensions. Those
two were safe. Vincent, Mardand, and Burbank were the trio whose safety must be considered along
with The Shadow's own.

It was evident to The Shadow that Gray Fist must have a powerful group of mobsters under his control.
They had figured in the capture of The Shadow's agents. No amount of torture would force any of The
Shadow's men to admit a connection with their mysterious chief, but Gray Fist had evidently divined the
identity of the master whom they served.

Gray Fist had made hisfirst stroke to balk The Shadow. He had ordered the death of Worth Varden.
That had come—so The Shadow supposed—after the discovery of the sanctum. Then Gray Fist had
ordered Varden's body to be placed within the confines of the black-walled room.

Why had Gray Fist inscribed his message in code?



A soft laugh was The Shadow's answer to this question. Evidently Gray Fist's mobsmen—the ones
deputed to bring Varden's body here— had not suspected the identity of the owner of the sanctum. Had
Gray Fist written an uncoded threat to The Shadow, it would have been read by those who had brought
Varden's body.

Asit was, the gangsters had smply carried a corpse to astrange place, and had |ft it there. Perhaps one
or more of Gray Figt's closest henchmen were in the know; but certainly the rank and filewerein
ignorance. That was proof of Gray Fist's cunning. The menace of The Shadow rested heavily upon the
small fry of the bad lands. The scheming fiend did not careto let consternation seize hislesser followers.

The order that The Shadow should appear in any character he chose was added proof that Gray Fist's
henchmen did not know that The Shadow was ready to meet their leader. The location of the place
where The Shadow was to appear—the underworld dive known as the Black Ship— was definite
evidence that Gray Fist had hordes of gangdom at hishedls.

Here, within his sanctum, The Shadow was safe. He knew that Gray Fist would not have left menin this
vicinity. Indeed, The Shadow had numerous artifices at his command, when hewas in his sanctum. Gray
Fist had acted wisdly when he had decided to make no invasion while The Shadow was present.

Y e, in asense, The Shadow was confined. He could not act from his sanctum. This place was usdaless,
s0 long as Gray Fist and others knew itslocation.

THE SHADOW'S roving eyes looked about the room. A soft laugh rippled from The Shadow'slips. The
appurtenances of the sanctum had been untouched. Secret wall safes which contained The Shadow's
archives had been carefully avoided. Well wasit for the invaders that they had not ventured deeply into
the secrets of this grim abode! Unseen mechanica devices would have brought them doom, had they so
dared!

By leaving his sanctum, The Shadow could begin a strategic campaign to meet Gray Fit. Yetif The
Shadow sought darkness and tried to act through stedlth, Gray Fist might underestimate his power. The
Shadow knew that the safety of his agents was at stake. He knew that if Gray Fist regarded him asno
threat, those men would surely die.

Gray Fist must know The Shadow as amenace; or ese he must know that The Shadow was willing to
accept histerms. There could be no middle course. Either Gray Figt, through fear, must continue to hold
his prisoners until The Shadow was eliminated; or Gray Fit, through knowledge that The Shadow had
accepted defeat, must be persuaded to release The Shadow's men.

Thiswas the problem that The Shadow faced. Minutes were passng— minutes that brought midnight
closer. A great decision was burning within The Shadow's brain. Never before had the superfighter been
faced with adilemmasuch asthis.

The Shadow must strike or yield. His step must be made before the hour of midnight. The solemn laugh
that The Shadow uttered showed plainly that he redlized the urgency of thistremendous case.

The laugh ended with swift action. The Shadow moved to thewall. Thelight went out. A cloak swished
in the darkness. A grim laugh rippled through the room, then died. Silence reigned; then came dulll
metallic clicksthat seemed to creep mysterioudy through heavy walls.

The Shadow had Ieft his sanctum. For the first time, he was sedling this secret room o effectively that
entrance would be doom to any who might attempt it. Should failure greet The Shadow in his encounter
with Gray Fit's minions, the secrets of the sanctum would be permanently preserved. Hidden bombs
would utterly destroy The Shadow's abode—with it, the body of Worth Varden.



Should The Shadow gain freedom from the toils which gripped him, he, with his own knowledge of the
traps that he had set, could reopen the sanctum and gain new accessto it. Whether or not The Shadow
would ever return to this place depended upon his ability to cope with the vast dangersthat lay across his
immediate path.

Midnight was approaching when a strange shaft of darkness showed upon the lighted paving of alower
Manhattan street. The black patch moved along. It disappeared in darkness. It flitted beneath anew light,
then merged with gloom once more.

The direction of the moving splotch indicated The Shadow's destination. For once, The Shadow had
complied with an enemy's order. He was taking the only course which offered. He wastraveling to the
appointed spot, to the place, one block from the Black Ship, where Gray Fist's minions would be waiting
at the preordained hour of midnight!

Voluntarily, The Shadow was going into the very heart of the region where hisenemieslay. Hewas
facing the most desperate issue that he had ever encountered.

The Shadow was obeying the order of Gray Fis!
CHAPTER IX. THE SHADOW SPEAKS

THE street on which the Black Ship waslocated formed one of the most somber of thoroughfaresin
Manhattan. Dingy buildings lined both sdes of the narrow way. Dirty aleys vied with deserted buildings
in offering shelter to prowling denizens of the underworld.

Y et it was seldom that trouble started in thisimmediate vicinity. The Black Ship rested in adigtrict which
served as an oasisin the bad lands. Gangsters congregated here only to get away from the strife and
turmoail that prevailed throughout the underworld.

Gray Fig's ultimatum to The Shadow had taken thisinto account. The plotter knew that The Shadow
must be acquainted with the ways of the underworld. Hence he had given The Shadow the opportunity to
enter an areawhich was quiet, yet which aso would place The Shadow under the bond of preserving any
pact that might be formed.

Asin hisdiscovered sanctum, The Shadow would be forced to maintain astrict defensive. The safety of
the sanctum would be denied him; yet he would possess a comparative security in this blind spot of the
underworld.

So the situation appeared upon the surface. Events, however, dong the street by the Black Ship,
produced a different atmosphere as the hour of twelve neared. Peering faces were looking forth from
obscure dleys. Watchers were at the windows of the empty houses.

A stoop-shouldered ruffian, Sdling dong the street, went by a parked sedan and continued on to enter an
aley some hundred yards ahead. He emitted alow whistle. A whispery growl answered from the dark.

"That you, Snakes?'
"Yeah," responded the arriva. "Lay low, Ruff."

"What do you think I'm doing?" came the gang leader's growl. "Y ou haven't seen anybody snooping
around, have you?"'

"No," returned Snakes, as he crouched beside Ruff in the shelter of the dley. "Thingslook O.K. Were
going to keep them that way. Y ou've got everybody set?'



"Surething. But what 1'd like to know iswhy thisguy is so important. The guy Gray Fist wantsto get.”

"We don't know who heis." Snakeswas cautiousin histone. "He might be anybody, Ruff. Besides
that—he might have some other bimboeswith him."

"Hed have to have aregiment,” growled Ruff, "the way you've ordered things. Say—maybe you've
forgotten how big those emergency orderswere.”

"l havent forgotten.”

"Well, then you're sure of one thing. There won't be no cops butting in. Boney's up ahead with his mob.
Woody has a crew ingde the Black Ship. Farther out, we've got -"

"Never mind, Ruff. | know thelay."
"Itsupto Gray Fist to pay thefreight.”
"Don't worry about that, Ruff."

"| figure he wants to see how the emergency orderswork. Well, helll get what he wants. Stick around,
Snakes. Theonly troubleisthat it will al be over so quick -"

Snakes Blakey shot out a hand in interruption. Crouched near the entrance of the dley, the sneaky
gangster was watching toward the parked sedan. The rear of the car was close to one of the few
dimly-lighted portions of the narrow street.

SOME one had stepped into the sphere of light. A tall man, dressed in evening clothes, had made a
rather sudden appearance by the parked car. It wasimpossible to discern the stranger's features. His
attire, however, seemed incongruousin this locdlity. Tucked beneath hisarm, the arrival held abriefcase.
He paused to stare inquiringly at the sedan. He was apparently noting that the car was empty.

With deliberate action, the stranger opened the door of the car, and stepped within. The door closed
after him. Snakes Blakey, sensing that Ruff Shefflin was watching beside him, spokein alow whisper.

"That'sthe guy,” said Snakes.

"Y ou've seen him before?' questioned Ruff.

"No," returned Snakes, "but it'shim dl right."

"He might have got somebody elseto comeinstead -"

"Y eah? Down here? Not a chance. | was wondering whether held have the nerve to come himself.
Say—it's pretty closeto midnight, ain't it?'

There was the flicker of amatch as Ruff edged back into the dley to consult the did of hiswatch. The
gang leader grunted his corroboration.

"Only two minutesto go."
"What about the men for the car?' quizzed Snakes.

"They'll bedong,” replied Ruff, as he returned to his post beside Snakes. "I put Jake and Caulkey on the
job. Jake'staking the whed. Caulkey will be beside him."



Severd moments passed, then, asif in proof of Ruff's statement, two men appeared upon the street.
They approached the parked sedan smultaneoudly, one from the sdewalk, the other from the opposite
Sde of the thoroughfare.

Jake and Caulkey had arrived. They were entering the car where the stranger was seated. Ruff growled a
laugh as he saw the gleam of arevolver in Jakesright hand.

"There won't be any fooling," he decided. " See how nesat those boys handled it? Woody's got agorilla
watching from the Black Ship. He's seen Jake and Caulkey sure enough. That means the sharpshooters
will bedosnginfromuptheline”

Snakes snarled his understanding. Already, the sharp-eyed watcher could detect a movement far up the
dreet. Hiding hordes were moving out from aleys and from empty buildings. They wereforming a
blocking group at the rear.

But these meant nothing, compared to the crowd ahead. "Boney" and his mob, though not in view, were
waliting there until the sedan might appear. Ruff knew what Snakes was thinking. He added a comment.

"Maybe Boney won't get achance," laughed Ruff. " Jakell be driving dow when he comesthisway.
These birds with me'—he was nudging his hand back toward the dley—"are handy with therods. I've
got some other sharpshooters across the way, too."

"It'stime the car was starting,” observed Snakes.
"Givethemtime" growled Ruff. "Givethem time."

Snakes was staring. He fancied that he had seen amotion at the side of the sedan. Was some one
lingering there, in the darkness of the car? The stoop-shouldered watcher growled his disgpprova of the
dday. Ruff came back with alaugh.

"I'vefixed that dl right," he remarked. "If the car don't sart, well know why, quick enough. See—there's
aguy looking in now!"

A tough-looking rowdy had arrived dongside of the sedan. He had crept up from the sidewal k. Another
was approaching from the opposite side of the street. One was reaching for one front door of the sedan,
the other for the door opposite.

The doors opened smultaneoudy. A startled growl came from Ruff Shefflin. Out of one door tumbled the
gprawling form of aman. A smilar figure dropped from the other. Jake and Caulkey, Ruff'stwo
watchdogs. Both had met with disaster the moment that they had entered the sedan!

What was the answer? Only that the stranger had not trusted the two men sent to drive him away.
Despite the caution of Ruff Shefflin's henchmen, the two had been knocked unconscious by unseen blows
dedlt them in the darkness of the car!

ANOTHER advancing gangster had leaped forward with the two who had opened the doorsto let Jake
and Caulkey drop out. This man wasthe gang leader, "Woody," who was serving as Ruff Shefflin's
lieutenant. Ruff and Snakes saw Woody yank open the rear door of the sedan, and throw theraysof a
flashlight inward while he held arevolver in hisother fist.

Even from the distance of the aley where they watched, Ruff and Snakes could see the answer. The
glare of theflashlight showed theinterior of the sedan in dl completeness. The car was empty!

Snakes Blakey redlized the truth. The person who had entered the sedan had dlipped out the other door



after knocking out Jake and Caulkey. He was hiding there now, in the darkness a the side of the car. If
Woody would only throw the flashlight's beam to the street side of the sedan!

In answer to the thought, Woody performed the action. The farther door of the sedan swung outward.
Theglare of the flashlight hit the street; with it came other rays from new torches that approaching
gangsters threw toward the focal point.

Of asudden, the left Side of the sedan wasilluminated. It was then that a cry came from Ruff Shefflin's
harsh lips—acry that was echoed from other spots along the silent strest.

Moving swiftly from the car, swinging straight into the center of the focused lights, was aweaving formin
black. Like a hideous specter of the night, this strange creature had comeinto view.

For one brief ingtant, amazing suspense hung over al. It was upon that ingtant that Ruff Shefflin shouted
forth hisredization of identity—the name of the being whom he had been st to trap. The gang leader's
cry wasfilled with fury, yet the venom of his recognition was tinged with the note of uncontrollable fear.

For the name which Ruff was uttering was one which the underworld held in awe.

"The Shadow!"
CHAPTER X. THE SHADOW'SFLIGHT

RUFF SHEFFLIN had recognized The Shadow. So had the others who now thronged the street. All
these men of mobland were amazed, with one exception—Snakes Blakey.

The sneaky gangster who served as Gray Figt's emissary had known the identity of the stranger who had
entered the car. Snakes, however, had wisdly refrained from mentioning it. He knew the reason why
Gray Fist had ordered out the hordes of gangdom. It would take many to battle with thisone—The
Shadow.

Snakes had |ooked for the unexpected. He had not believed that The Shadow's Strategy would come so
soon. Indeed, Snakes had believed that The Shadow had cometo yield to Gray Fist's ultimatum. Snakes
had expected the trouble later—when The Shadow would find himsalf completely trapped.

The Shadow had done the unexpected. He had anticipated treachery on the part of Gray Fist. He had
known that the pretended offer of safety had been afake. Snakesrealized this; at the same time Snakes
was elated. For athough The Shadow had met Gray Fist's subterfuge, Gray Figt, in return, had prepared
for The Shadow's counterstroke.

Mobsmen, human wolves, fight in packs. Lone combatants would have feared The Shadow's wrath.
Gray Figt had foreseen the fact, and had not trusted to amere handful of gorillas. He had turned loose the
hordes of gangland. He had known that stark terror would change to fiendish rage once ahost of
mobsters redlized that they had the opportunity to defeat their greatest enemy!

So had Gray Fist reckoned. So had Snakes Blakey known. But the first reaction of the surrounding
mobsterswas one of individud terror. Startled eyesthat saw The Shadow produced the naturd
response. Despite their numbers, the gangsters who had uncovered The Shadow dropped away.
Skulking rats, they looked for cover as quickly as possible.

The Shadow acted. Amid the glare of the receding flashlights, his gloved hands swung. Huge automatics
thundered the first shotsin the battle. One straight-aimed bullet sped through the door of the sedan. A
wild cry sounded. Woody, the gang leader, who had dropped back at sight of The Shadow, came



tumbling rearward to the sdewalk through the door which he had first entered.

The mobster who had previoudy opened the front door of the sedan, was the recipient of The Shadow's
other bullet. With apiercing shriek, thismobster crumpled, and hisflashlight clattered usdesdy to the
paving of the Stret.

Flashlights clicked out. From the darkness blazed new bursts of flame. The Shadow, weaving hisway
across the sreet, was picking his enemies from amid the gloom. Snarling gangsters werefiring wildly with
revolvers, aming at the spots where they could see The Shadow's automatics blaze. But The Shadow,
moving weirdly, was merging with the darkness of the houses. Revolver shots were wild. The bulletsfrom
the automati cs were shooting true.

RUFF SHEFFLIN cried an order. Out from the aley behind him piled four mobsters. From acrossthe
way, another four gppeared. Dropping close to the sdewalk, they fired in vain at an unseen target. Ruff,
commander of theseforces, clung to the safety of the aley, with Snakes crouching beside him.

"Look!"

Snakes snarled the word to Ruff in exultation. From the doorway of the Black Ship, a squad of mobsters
was Spreading across the street. These men were dashing forward, forming aliving wall which no one
could penetrate.

"They'll get him!" growled Ruff.

Then came the bark of automatics. From the temporary shelter of anichein an oppostewal, The
Shadow had spied the advancing squad. The thundering cannonade of his automatics camein swift
staccato. One mobster sprawled forward. Another paused, swayed, and collapsed. A third and fourth
went down like nine-pins.

The squad broke for shelter. Leaping for aleys, for the steps of houses, they sought safety pointsfrom
which they could resst the weird atack. Then came a cessation of The Shadow'sfire. Thislull was
cleverly induced.

The mobsters, asthey raised their guns, looked in vain for new bursts of flame. The Shadow had downed
his adversaries when they were in the open. He foiled them now that they had taken to ambush.

The next episodein the fray was forced by consequences. Hardly had the lull begun before an
automobile came whirling up the street from a point ahead. The sound of battle had reached Boney, the
lieutenant who blocked the path. A rakish touring car was swinging into action to aid the mobsterswho
crouched aong the narrow street.

A searchlight swept its beams along the wall on theright. Asthe nearing car gpproached an unexpected
spot, acry rose from adozen lips.

Boldly, atal form had appeared within that light. One hand—the |eft—was holding an automatic. The
other had tossed a gun aside, and was drawing forth a new weapon from the folds of the black cloak.
Thisaction, however, did not disturb the left.

The automatic spat its message. A perfectly driven bullet smashed the searchlight. The car came
sweeping up with headlights glaring, but The Shadow was again in darkness!

From their spot of safety, Snakes and Ruff could see the glimmer of amachine gun. That would mean
The Shadow's doom. They waited for the typewriter rattle that would spray the walls of houseswith a
deluge of lead. The sound never came.



Instead, two automatics roared, an instant before the machine-gunner was ready to unlimber. A terrific
volley of The Shadow's making was hurled into the touring car. Cries, groans, and shrieks echoed with
one accord. The driver whirled the touring car to theleft. He lost control asabullet clipped him at the
whed. Hurtling, the touring car smashed squardly into the parked sedan. It raised oddly on its outer
whedls, and turned upon its side. Plunging forms of wounded mobsters shot from the wrecked car.

Amid amomentary lull, Ruff Shefflin cried out with all hismight. His shout wasacall for battle to the end.
Mobsters, filled with frenzy that banished fear, came legping from everywhere, and opened charge upon
the spot where they knew The Shadow must be.

ROARING automatics answered. Forward-dashing gangsters fired as they sprawled. Bullets smashed
againgt house walls. Shots ricocheted from the sidewalk. The Shadow was dropping his attackers with
uncanny precision, but the very size of the odds against him seemed sureto seal his doom.

At the crucial moment, The Shadow changed histactics. Histal form wasvisble asit swept acrossthe
street toward the smashed automobiles. Mobsters shouted as they paused to change their aims. Ruff
Shefflin, snarling as he legped from his pot of observation, fired rapid shots after the flying figure.

One bullet clipped the edge of The Shadow's hat. Another must have dealt a minor wound, for the
phantom figure swerved, changed course, and then kept on. Ruff paused and swung his hand
deliberately. The Shadow passed behind the sedan just asthe mob leader fired.

Againg thewall on the nearer sde of the street, The Shadow, catching afriendly place of darkness,
paused to ddiver afina volley. Firing gangsters dropped ingtinctively. Then they caught another glimpse
of their enemy. The Shadow was making back up the street toward the entrance of an dley.

Whilewild shots echoed, two gangsters leaped suddenly into view. Their revolvers gleamed; they were
blotted from sight as The Shadow, with agiant forward plunge, hurled himself squarely upon his pair of
enemies. It was an amazing piece of strategy. The one mobster who fired, missed The Shadow by a
scant inch. The other never pressed the trigger of hisgun.

The Shadow's right hand descended with aswing. His heavy automatic laid the gangster flat. The one
who had missed his shot swung to fire again. The Shadow caught him with aSideswipe, and sent him
orawling along the Ssdewalk.

From phantom lips came the sound of a bursting taunt of mockery. The black-garbed figure precipitated
itsdf into darkness. Despite the bullets that had swept about him, despite the scratches that he had
received in the fray, The Shadow was the victor in this combat.

Onefactor, only, had driven him from the fray. In the course of the running fight, he had exhausted the
bulletsin dl four automatics. He had used his empty weapons to down apair of well-armed men who
blocked his path to safety.

The Shadow was in flight—but not as a vanquished fighter. His departure was a move of Srategy—alure
to bring his enemiesto anew battle-ground, where he could display further deeds of prowess.

The Shadow had met Gray Figt's chalenge. He had kept his appointment. He had proven the perfidy of
thefiend. He had let Gray Fist know that so long as he, The Shadow, remained alive, hewould be a
menace to the supercrook.

But in his seeking of anew battlefield, The Shadow had no easy task ahead. Wild shouts and roaring fire
followed his swift escape. These vicious sounds were echoed from blocks around.



The Shadow was heading into the heart of the underworld. He was dashing into agang land that had
been aroused. Like wildfire, the news had traveled amost from the moment that the fray had begun.

Ferce lipseverywherein this dangerous district were fuming the one cry:

"Death to The Shadow!"
CHAPTER XI. THE SHADOW'S STRONGHOLD

AMONG the enemieswho had beset The Shadow, there was one whose craftiness was more dangerous
than the abandon of those who had fought against the black-clad warrior. That single foeman was Snakes
Blakey, thewily lookout who served Gray Fist.

To-night, Snakes had engineered the coup that had turned out hordes of gangdom to wage war with The
Shadow. Through Ruff Shefflin and the lesser gang leaders, Snakes had created astir that was increasing
to afever pitch.

From thisfoca point deep in the bad lands, the cry had gone forth. Gangsters and ruffians of dl types
had responded to asingle urge. They were out to get The Shadow, to end the career of theintrepid
battler who had so persistently defeated the schemes of supercrooks.

Snakes had foreseen The Shadow's move. From the edge of the aleyway, where he waited, the
stoop-shouldered sneak had redlized that The Shadow might break through the ring of mobsters that had
surrounded him. Snakes could do nothing to augment the forces that were fighting in the Street by the
Black Ship, but he knew that his services might be required elsawhere.

When The Shadow crashed hisway past the two mobsters who sought to stop him, Snakes Blakey was
acting also. With frantic speed, Snakes hurried down hisown dley, in amead effort to beat The Shadow
to the street beyond.

Ahead, Snakes saw men waiting. The glare of aflashlight shoneinto his eyes. Knowing that only
mobsters could be hereabouts, Snakes shouted out an order which he knew would be heeded.

"The Shadow!" was hiscry. "Get him! In the next dley. He's coming through!™

The flashlight swung. Deep-throated voices passed dong the cry. Scurrying mobsters were arriving. With
one accord, they gavethe signd to their fellows.

"The Shadow! Get him! Get The Shadow!"

A huge mobster legped in the direction that Snakes had indicated. He was the firgt to reach the opening
where The Shadow was expected. Holding abig revolver in hisright hand, he used hisleft to turn the
rays of aflashlight dong the next dley.

The gleam of the torch was blackened in atrice. Like aliving avaanche, amass of darkness precipitated
itsdf forward in solidified form. A long black arm swung downward.

The Shadow had arrived. With one swift stroke, he had met his adversary. The huge mobster was
flattened by aterrific blow from an emptied autometic.

Mobsters saw their pal fall. They caught only afleeting glimpse of the fighter who had struck down the
gunman. The Shadow, with amazing agility, swung back into the darkness of the dleyway. Stooping, he
plucked the mobster's .45 from the paving whereiit lay.



"Desath to The Shadow!"

AS the cry resounded, hurried bullets were discharged toward the wall by the aley. Shots were plastered
flat against the bricks. M obsters were converging to a spot opposite, from which they could gauge the
range.

Then came The Shadow's answer. His stern hand opened fire with the seized revolver. The borrowed
weapon found its targets. Two gangstersfell. The rest dropped for cover.

The Shadow did not tarry. Already a horde was on histrail. Shots were coming from the back end of the
aley, where thwarted gangsters were entering to take up the chase. The Shadow sprang from the spot
which was no longer secure. With incredible speed, he hurtled along the street, choosing the direction
where mobsters were the fewest.

Shotsfollowed. They could not find that fleeting form, which gppeared but momentarily when it entered
patches of light. A gangster leaped from cover to block The Shadow's path. Hisfinger was trembling on
thetrigger of hisgun; it never managed to discharge the wegpon.

A burst from the .45 settled the blocking mobster. As hisbody sprawled, The Shadow cleared it with a
leap. His keen eyes spied approaching men ahead. With sudden intuition, The Shadow doubled on his
trail, shot acrossthe street, and sprang into an opening on the other side.

"Get him! Get The Shadow!"

Ruffians were leaping to the cry. They thought that they had trapped their daring foeman. The opening
which The Shadow had chosen wasablind dley, with ahigh wall at the end. Fearlessin their frenzy, men
of the underworld piled on The Shadow'strail. The thought of death was forgotten in the individua urge
to bethefirst to deliver afatal shot to the common enemy.

Three gangstersreached their god. One shot alight into the dleyway. All had guns pointed toward the
wall at the end of the cul-de-sac. A cry came from the first mobster as he turned hislantern upward.

The Shadow, by a superhuman effort, had gained the top of the high wall. The gangsters were aiming
toward alower level. Before they could raise their wegpons, The Shadow gave them the remaining
contents of the gun that he had seized.

Roars from the .45 reechoed through the short area as zipping bullets found their marksin human flesh.
Two gangstersfell. Thethird pressed thetrigger of hisgun. His shot Sizzled past The Shadow's shoulder
just as the black-garbed master fired another shot. The mobster dropped prone as two more arrived to
adhim.

Another shot—the last that The Shadow could deliver. Then, with dl the force that a powerful arm could
giveit, the glistening .45 came whirling through the air, straight & the head of thefina enemy. For that
mobster stood aone; his companion had crumpled with The Shadow's fina bullet in his heart.

Aiming, the last man ducked as he saw the empty revolver hurtling toward him. He wastoo late. The
massive wegpon thudded againgt his skull. The gangster sprawled and rolled over in the short aleyway.

From atop the high wall came the strident tone of The Shadow'slaugh. A rising burst of merriment, it
mocked those who had sought to day him. Here, in the heart of gangdom, The Shadow flung forth his
chdlengeto dl who might seek to stay hiswrath!

More men were coming to the scene. They were scattered shooters from the ranks which The Shadow
had thinned in the neighborhood of the Black Ship. Lights glimmered into the dleyway of degth. They



showed onefinal glimpse of afleeting, dropping form. The Shadow had gained the other side of thewall.

ONCE again a quick-thinking enemy wasin the game. Snakes Blakey had taken nothing for granted. He
had seen the power of The Shadow. Even while shots had resounded from the cul-de-sac, Snakeswas
screaming exhortations for the ears of skulking mobsters.

The Shadow wasin the midst of thefoe. Gangsterswere diding into every aleyway around the entire
block where The Shadow had disappeared. One sight of the being in black would be the signal for a
mass attack.

A car was coming down the street. From it came Ruff Shefflin's growl. Snakes Blakey |egped aboard.
He heard Ruff's sullen order to the driver.

"Cruise around!" The gang leader wasfierce in speech. "Well get The Shadow! Spread the word!"

The car encircled the block. Ruff's order was repeated. Snakes Blakey, peering from within the car, was
on the lookout for the phantom being whose desth he had ordered for to-night.

There was no sign of The Shadow. Somewhere, amid the labyrinth of narrow streets and hidden dleysin
this section the weird lone wolf had found atemporary refuge. Other cars were circling the digtrict. From
al camethe same order:

"Get The Shadow!"

All sound of conflict had ceased. The origina battle-ground had been abandoned, athough watching eyes
were back in the old buildings near the Black Ship. The police had been caled to the scene; al that they
would find were bodies of those who had failed in their conflict with The Shadow.

Seething turmoil lay suppressed throughout the underworld. Gang rivaries had been forgotten. One quest
alone excited all. That was the desire to meet and defeat The Shadow. Degth to a brave fighter whose
shots had done mighty work, yet whose arsena was now exhausted: such was the wish of gangdom.

Ruff's car had circled blocks from the spot where The Shadow had disappeared. Asit swung acorner,
the headlights threw their gleam upon awindowlesswall. Snakes Blakey, his sharp eyes on the lookout,
gaveasudden cry.

In bas-relief againgt thewall, the sneaky gangster had seen the figure that al were seeking. Inthe
momentary flash of the headlights, he had viewed The Shadow!

The car came to a sudden stop. Mobsters sprang from its doors. Others along the street heard their cry.
All caught one short glance of The Shadow as the hunted warrior sprang from the spot where he had
been standing.

Directly into the area of illumination beneath a street lamp legped The Shadow. Guns barked asthe black
form disappeared beyond. Then came afleeting glimpse of thetal shape asit shot into the doorway of an
old three-story building. With fierce shouts, the gathering mobsters took up the chase.

THE SHADOW had arrived at some destination which he had evidently sought. Here, near the outskirts
of the underworld, he had gained the entrance to a stronghold which he must have reserved for just this
gtuation.

Ruff Shefflin was at the head of the pursuing mobsters. As he reached the doorway, the gang leader saw
The Shadow disappearing at the top of adimly-lighted stairway. Ruff fired—afraction of a second too
late. There was no answering shot.



With mobsters at his hedl's, Ruff dashed up the stairs. He made aturn to another flight. Again, he saw
sgnsof The Shadow; thistime asplotch of blacknessthat showed againgt thewall. Ruff fired foolishly as
he headed for the third floor.

A door was closing at the end of ahall asthe gang leader reached the top. With acry to hisfollowers,
Ruff dashed forward and threw himself against the wooden barrier. It held. Other mobsters were with
their leader. Two stalwarts plunged into the locked door. It shook from the shock.

Another cooperative burst ended the barrier. With acrash, the door smashed inward from its hinges. The
gangsters sprawled and raised themselves to their feet as others flashed loaded revolvers. Ruff found a
wall switch and pressediit.

A snglelight came on. The invaders—haf a dozen—were standing in an empty room. The poorly
painted walls were divided into pandlings. On the opposite Side, however, was the spot which showed
where The Shadow must have gone.

A sted door blocked farther passage. It was a huge, formidable barrier, with triple locks. Ruff Shefflin
mingled hisanger with curses. This portal stood between the mobsters and The Shadow. Beyond, The
Shadow might be in astronghold. Nevertheless, Ruff was not willing to give up the chase.

Gangsters were stamping into the hallway. Ruff stopped them asthey neared the little room in front of the
stedl door. He barked his ordersto this horde that was ready to obey hisbidding.

"The Shadow isin back of that door!" growled Ruff. "We're going to blow him out. Scout up some guy
that can hurry aload of soup. When the door goes down, there's two grand waiting for the bird that bags
The Shadow!"

Snarls of approval greeted Ruff's decision. The gang leader wore a sullen smile, as he surveyed the
stuation. There could be no other entrance to the stronghold beyond the steel door. Perhaps The
Shadow had new weaponsthere; perhaps he had plenty of ammunition. But the offer of two thousand
dollarsfor The Shadow had doneitswork. Ruff knew that the score of mobsters who had arrived would
risk their livesto get The Shadow.

Thiswas one time when force of numberswould prevail! Already scurrying mobsters had sdlied out on
the mission which Ruff had ordered. The Shadow was trapped. Five armed gunmen were watching the
stedl door.

Gangsters were moving in and out. None paid attention to their fellows. The halway was cluttered with
the eager throng. Some were breaking open doors of empty side rooms. These unoccupied spots were
forming placesfor the overflow.

Ten minutes passed. Ruff was getting impatient. Snakes was moving in and out, studying the gethered
throng with beady eyes. He, too, was anxious for thefinish.

"Here comes the soup!”

MOBSTERS moved aside and entered the rooms at the Sde of the hadlway. Ruff Shefflin recognized two
expert safe-blowers who had arrived with their equipment. He ordered them into the room where the
steel door was located and watched them prepare their job.

Gangsters edged back into the halway. The safe-crackers hurried with them. The hallway cleared as
every one, Ruff included, sought the security of side rooms. Momentary silence reigned—the lull before
the crash.



Then cametheroar of the explosive. The old building shuddered. A terrific clamor arrived asthe stedl
door crashed. The soup had done its work. Asfumes billowed down the hallway, gangsters broke
forward through the smoke.

Ruff was with the mob. He was one of those who stopped short as they reached the spot where the stedl
door had crashed. He was the firgt to voice his cursing amazement when he saw the result that had been
obtained.

The stedl door was down. But there was no room beyond it. Instead of an empty space, the gangsters
saw asolid brick wall—the end wall of the building.

The stedl door was adummy. It had been planted as a blind. The Shadow had placed it here to deceive
any who might follow him to his pretended stronghold. With that formidable barrier in view, dl had
thought that it must indicate the way which The Shadow had gone.

Instead, The Shadow had chosen some other exit. With wild imprecations, gangsters leaped to the side
door. One of the panels broke loose as hands ripped at it. Beyond was asmall closet. A doorway at the
Sde opened into one of the abandoned rooms that adjoined the hallway.

Snakes Blakey, who had joined the invaders, was the fird to realize The Shadow's strategy. The
Shadow, when he had entered the first room, had gone through the pandl. In the closet, he had doffed his
cloak and hat. A full dress coat, shirt, and collar were hanging in the closet; but the cloak and hat were
gone.

"l seen aguy in ablack sweater!" The cry came from one of the mobsters. "He was herein the side
room. He was wearin' black trousers-"

"Yeah," interrupted another voice. "His swester was bulgy, too."
"What became of him?' demanded Ruff.

"l seen him go out," informed awheedling gangster. " Some of the guys scrammed when the soup come
in. He was dong with them -"

"Dat was de Shadow, right enough,” added a pasty-faced mobsmen. "Dat was him, al right.”

"Well get him!" snarled Ruff, as he pushed men aside and headed for the sairs. "Come dong, you guys!
Spread out before the bulls get here. We're not through yet!”

MOBSTERS were on the street below. Again, patrolling carstook up their quest. With so many abroad,
the odds still indicated that The Shadow must be within the confines of the bad lands. But Ruff Shefflin
knew that the search had been foiled for to-night. Snakes Blakey held the same opinion, though he, like
Ruff, falled to voiceit.

The Shadow's stronghold had been ablind. By using it, The Shadow had drawn the most relentless of his
pursuersto auseless task. While they had been engaged upon what they considered a sure effort, The
Shadow, in the guise of alesser mobsman, had walked out through the midst of those who thought him

trapped.

Somewhere in the underworld The Shadow might be found. It was probable that he was lurking near the
spots where gangsters sought him. Since he had afake stronghold, it was naturd that he would have a
hide-out dso. To find it would require anew and difficult search.

Single-handed, The Shadow had battled the massed hordes of gangdom. By a stroke of prearranged



drategy he had escaped. The Shadow had shown his strength, both in fight and flight.

A menaceto Gray Fist, The Shadow was gtill a large! He had foiled the superplotter's plansto day him.
He had returned the home thrust that Gray Fist had ddlivered. The Shadow, athough he had taken on an
adventure which had brought opposition far greater than he had expected, wasthe victor in the conflict.

So long as The Shadow remained at large, Gray Fist would be forced to play awaiting game. For Gray
Fist, like the underworld, would dread The Shadow's might!

CHAPTER XlIl. GRAY FIST SPEAKS

THE SHADOW had chalenged gangdom. He had fought an indomitable battle to show that he intended
toremainin New Y ork despite Gray Fist'sthreat. In so doing, he had chosen to meet the termsimposed
by Gray Fist; and had then turned his compliance into amocking derision of Gray Fist's power. With
gibing mirth, punctuated by bursting gunfire, The Shadow had sent his answer to the hidden crimind.

The Shadow's actions were destined to have their effect. The echoes of his booming shots were carried
to Gray Fist. A new result wasin the making and it concerned two men whom The Shadow had aided in
the only way that had been possible. Those two were Cliff Mardand and Harry Vincent.

Both Cliff and Harry had been beaten down by the ruffianswho had captured them. Cliff had been the
first to meet with that experience. He wasthe first to regain the consciousnessthat he had lost.
Awakening from agrogginess, The Shadow's agent found himself stretched helplesdy upon asmal cotin
astone-walled room.

A dull light greeted Cliff's blinking eyes. It came from asingle incandescent in the ceiling of the room. Cliff
looked about him. His surroundings were not cheerful. There were no windows in the room. The only
means of exit was a heavy door which Cliff knew must be locked.

A dozen feet away, Cliff saw another cot. A man was stretched upon it. Cliff knew that thismust bea
second prisoner. As Cliff managed to rise to one elbow, he stared toward the other man'sface. He
recognized the features of afriend. The other captive was Harry Vincent.

Sow minutes moved by. Cliff felt adazed whirl sweeping through his brain. He redlized that his period of
unconsciousness had been extensive. He had dim recollections of apartid awakening; then new oblivion.
Cliff knew that he had been doped by those who held him prisoner.

The passage of time was impossible to gauge. Neverthdess, Cliff was pogitive that more than adozen
hours must have passed since the time when he had been captured. Thiswasthe day after the episode
when mobsters had overwhelmed him.

Harry Vincent stirred. Cliff watched hisfriend come dowly into consciousness. Harry's actions proved
what Cliff had conjectured. Harry was waking from a groggy deep. He, too, had been doped by his

captors.

HARRY blinked asthelight met his eyes. He stared steadily toward Cliff, and blank seconds passed
without asign of recognition. Then aweary smile began to flicker upon Harry'slips.

"Hdlo, Harry," greeted Cliff.
"Hello, Cliff," returned the second agent. " So they got you—too -"
"Yeah," grunted Cliff. "Up by the Mandrilla Apartments. A bunch that | wastrailing."



"In aparked sedan?' queried Harry, coming to life.
"That'sright," answered Cliff.
"No wonder were here together,” stated Harry. " The same maob piled on me.”

Cliff Mardand was looking about the room. His senses restored, The Shadow's agent was on the dert.
He knew that hidden ears might be stationed close by. He saw Harry Vincent about to speak, and held a
warning finger to hislips. Harry nodded as he noticed the sign.

"I'll tell youwho got us," declared Cliff. "It was Ruff Shefflin. HE's amighty tough gang leader, that fellow.
| suspected he was up to something when | saw him with a sneak named Snakes Blakey. | followed them
up to the Street near the Mandrilla.™

"That'swhere| was," explained Harry. "1 came to the apartment in ataxicab. | wanted to see alawyer
named Ruggles Preston. He was— well, he was one of alist of men whom | wanted to meet on business.
The mob grabbed me after | 1eft the place.”

Cliff was sober. He wanted to talk, yet he knew the wisdom of keeping silent. Harry understood. Both
men had a question which neither asked. Each wanted to know if the other had made atelephone cadl to
Burbank.

Cliff Mardand was piecing bits of evidence. He knew that he had uncovered the gang leader who was
responsible for whatever might have happened to Seth Cowry, the missing racketeer. Harry Vincent, too,
was thinking. He realized that he had discovered the person who had been in back of Worth Varden's

disappearance.

Ruff Shefflin was the man whom Cliff had spotted. Ruggles Preston was the one whom Harry Vincent
had uncovered. Cliff, in his naming of Snakes Blakey, had announced the identity of acrook who was
concerned with both Ruff and Preston. Harry—Ilike Cliff—now knew that Snakes Blakey wasthe
go-between.

A peculiar sense of dizziness began to weaken Cliff. Hunching upward aong the cot, Cliff managed to
prop himself against the wall. Harry Vincent began to experience the same reaction—ahangover from
the dope. He copied Cliff's example. Drearily, the captured agents of The Shadow rested, while minutes
glided by in dull monactony.

THE lock of the door clicked. Neither Cliff nor Harry became aware of the sound until the door began to
open. Thedull light of the room seemed hazy as aman entered and closed the door behind him. An evil
chuckle caused both Cliff and Harry to stare weakly toward the entrant.

The vigtor was dressed entirely in gray. To the men who looked a him, hisform wasablurred outline. A
long gray overcoat hung from his shoulders. A gray hat adorned hishead. A thick gray muffler was
wrapped about his neck and chin. Hisface, like hisform, was blurred to those who saw it.

The chuckle continued. To Cliff and Harry, the sound was threatening. They knew that this must be the
man who had ordered their capture. They redlized that they were in the presence of a superfiend.

The man came closer, yet hisform still retained its blurred appearance. He began to spesk, and the
watchers could see the gleam of teeth behind the moving lips. The words that the visitor uttered were
harsh, discordant tones.

"l am Gray Figt!" was his announcement.



With the statement, the man raised hisright arm. He thrust a clenched and threatening hand toward the
faces of his prisoners. The hand was wearing alarge gray glove. It seemed to loom larger than the man
behind it, like a photograph out of perspective. The men on the cots stared at that outstretched hand.
They saw the fingers open, then close into the clutching form of afis.

"This," declared Gray Figt, in his discordant tone, "isthe hand with which | grip my enemies. Thosewho
have felt the clutch of Gray Fist have never known it to loose!™

Cliff Mardand was studying the features of the spesker. Inthe dim light, Gray Fist seemed grotesque.
The harder Cliff stared, the more he found himsef blinking. A sense of dizzied weariness made him give
up the effort. With atired, sdelong glance, Cliff observed that Harry Vincent was leaning back against
thewall a the end of his cot. Harry's eyes were closed; yet despite hisfatigue, he too, was listening.

Cliff copied the action. He saw a purposeinit. He feared that Gray Fist would become demanding; that
this fiendish captor would want to know the identity of the master whom his prisoners served. By feigning
grogginess, Cliff realized that he might be able to escape a cross-examination &t the hands of Gray Fist.

A chuckle came from Gray Figt. It broke into a harsh strain of chortling laughter. The captor had
evidently divined the thoughtsthat hisvictims held.

"Rest yoursalves," ordered Gray Figt, inanironical tone. ™Y ou need not worry that | shdl inquireinto
your affairs. | know the partsthat you have played. Y ou are servants of that ridicul ous masquerader who
cdlshimsdf The Shadow.

"I have proven my superiority to The Shadow. My henchmen are stronger than you. The ease with which
they captured you is proof of that fact. But they did more than capture you. They learned the crude
method by which you communicated with The Shadow.

"Y ou—the pair of you—were mere toolsin the hands of a so-called master who was no more than an
apprentice. Those who serve me are crafty aswell as capable. Last night, one of you telephoned a
message to an agent of The Shadow.”

Cliff Mardand opened hiseyesinginctively. Gray Fi, hisarms now folded, was more blurred than
before. Thefiend chuckled as he saw Cliff's surprise.

"My men traced that cdll," continued Gray Fist harshly. "They found the place where The Shadow's agent
wasin hiding. From there they traced another line—to The Shadow's own abode.”

GRAY FIST'Swords ended with atantalizing chuckle. Cliff closed hiseyesand set hisjaw. Heredlized
now where his mistake had been. That telephone booth, beside the window! Snakes Blakey must have
been watching from the outside, and noted the dia numberswhen Cliff had rung up Burbank.

"There were two men whom The Shadow sought,” remarked Gray Fit, in ascornful voice. "Onewas
Seth Cowry. He is dead. He has been dead— ever since he thought himself too important because he
knew Gray Fis.

"The other was Worth Varden. He was my prisoner. Since The Shadow wanted Worth Varden, | sent
Worth Varden to The Shadow. The Shadow's wish was Varden's death warrant. Varden's corpse was
placed a my order within The Shadow's secret room."

Cliff and Harry heard these words with congternation. They gave no sign of their emotions. They listened
while Gray Fist chortled on.

"l sent amessage to The Shadow," resumed the supercrook. "I gave him my ultimatum. He must leave



New Y ork—or else you two would die. Such was my injunction—that he should depart under my
surveillance— and he, thefool, accepted it.

"The cards were et for him to die, once he had committed that absurd folly. His death would have meant
yours. Luck, however, favored your dull-witted chief. He saw the trap that | had set. He managed to
escape it by sheer good fortune.

"That iswhy the pair of you are dtill dive. Y ou are my hostages. Y ou shal remain such solong as The
Shadow lives. When he dies, however, you shall die aso. That will bethe sign of my find victory.”

Cliff Mardand felt a dazed exultation. Despite the mistake of his agent, The Shadow had escaped Gray
Fist'ssnare! A smile appeared upon Cliff'sface. His eyes opened again. He saw the receding form of the
man in gray. He heard afierce chuckle from the doorway.

"Do not exult!" warned thefiend. "The Shadow's freedom will be short-lived. He is a hunted wretch,
hiding in the midst of enemies. He has no refuge other than atemporary shelter. He can not return to his
old haunts. Y our safety will exist only during the short time that it will take to hunt him down.

"The Shadow's power has been ended. The myth has been exploded. Those who feared The Shadow
are now the keenest to take up histrail. Desth to The Shadow! That isthe cry upon thelips of every
mobster in the underworld. Soon it will be more than ashout. It will become acold redity.”

Cliff wasrisang from the wal. He thought that he could see Gray Fist's features, then the long arm raised
again, and the face was hidden by the open, gray-gloved hand that the master crook extended.

"The Shadow!" Gloating venom sounded in Gray Fist'svoice. "The Shadow cannot escape my clutch.
My gray fist isclosing about him. It will squeeze him in agrasp from which no one can escape. The
Shadow is doomed. Doomed by Gray Fist!"

As he spat these words, the man in gray clenched his hand with significant gesture. The gray fist looked
to Cliff like ahand of burnished sted. The forward thrust that Gray Fist gave caused the tightened hand
to loom with evil threst.

A wild, hilarious cry came from the man in gray. Gray Fist was amonster conjured from the reslms of
nightmare, an evil creature whose fiendish threats seemed redl. Cliff could not repressthe convulsive
shudder that came over him.

The door was opening. Gray Fist had thrust hisleft hand behind him to turn the knob. The muffled fiend
was backing out of sght. His shaking fist till projected into the room. Its clutch tightened; then, with a
sweeping gesture, the clenched hand followed its owner through the doorway.

The door closed. Locks clanked. Cliff Mardand and Harry Vincent remained as prisoners. To The
Shadow's agents, thisvigit from their captor had been afantastic dream. It fitted into the daze which held
them, but its spell persisted to the point where they knew that it could not have been unredlity.

Gray Figt had cometo tell The Shadow's agents of their plight. Gray Fist had departed, leaving the
echoes of his spoken threet. Where Gray Fist had gone, neither Cliff nor Harry could conjecture.

Thefiend's purpose, however, was a certainty. While The Shadow lived, Gray Fist could have but one
plan. He—the superfiend—had fared forth to loose new minions on acommon quest.

Death to The Shadow! Merciless death to the only being who could block his plansfor crimel

That was the purpose of Gray Fist!



CHAPTER XIIl. THE SHADOW'S CALL

EVENING had arrived again. Darkness had settled over Manhattan; with it, an invisible change was
taking place throughout the bad lands.

All day, hordes of gangsters had been patrolling the district where they knew The Shadow must be
hiding. They had moved in packs, these wolves of the underworld. To al appearances, they were
loiterers or strolling groups. Actualy, they were armed men reedy to flash their weapons at an instant's
notice.

Faces had been scanned. No unknown mobster could have passed these roving watchers. The vigil by
day had continued without interruption. There was no display of intended violence; indeed, the scumland
of Manhattan had seemed more peaceful than it had for many weeks. Thiswas because al feuds had
been forgotten. One purpose dominated al men of crime.

"Get The Shadow!"

That was the ceasd ess message from the big shots. Many had cause to fear The Shadow; others had
reason to believe that some day his hand would spoil their projects. Gangdom had needed nothing more
than a hand to touch the fuse and explode the pent-up desire to end the career of mobland's greatest
enemy. Snakes Blakey, apparently, had supplied that touch. Actudly, Gray Fist, a supercrook who did
not inhabit the underworld, was the one who had applied the match.

Dives had been scoured. Hop joints had been searched. The quest for The Shadow's hide-out had
continued. Now that dusk wasfdling, the vigil would increase. Skulking gangsters were finding new spots
which they could approach without attracting the attention of the police who controlled this didtrict.

All thewhile, the search had been awhispered campaign. Stool pigeons who would ordinarily have
carried news to the police were automatically joined with the common cause. Thiswas gang land'sown
secret. None dared betray it.

Every man who had ever dedlt in crime knew well that The Shadow was a menace. He, the lone avenger,
had never offered protection to any one concerned with crime. Squeders, like close-mouthed crooks,
dreaded the name of The Shadow.

More heady gangsters held the view that nightfal would be the time when The Shadow would reappear.
Hencethe vigil was doubling after dark. A bitter fight might lay ahead; one as desperate as the night
before. Y et dl were determined that this time The Shadow would not escape.

Snakes Blakey had disappeared during the day. Dusk, however, found him at the Black Ship, in
conference with Ruff Shefflin. Snakes had been to see Gray Fist. The results of his conference with the
supercrook were apparent in the consultation. Snakes had amission for to-night. Hewasready in case
The Shadow should attempt the unexpected - a counterstroke.

WHERE was The Shadow hiding? None knew; yet al were out to find the hide-out. The blasting of The
Shadow's stronghold had been one step toward limiting The Shadow's power. The finding of his hide-out
would cap the dedl. For if The Shadow again fled through the bad lands, but this time with no spot to
which he could return, the hordes of evil would have the opportunity they wanted to ded desth to The
Shadow!

Not far from the Black Ship wasashort row of antiquated buildings. Tramping gangsters had marched
through empty rooms and halwaysin this house. Groups of them were congtantly on the street in front of
the row. At intervals throughout the day, occasionaly now that night had fallen, they were under the



surveillance of unseen eyes.

From atiny corner on the third floor of the end house in the row, The Shadow was watching through
loopholes chiseled in the bricks. This was the spot that he had chosen for his hide-out. The place was
suited to his method of concea ment.

Theroom where The Shadow lay was anarrow rectangle, no more than eight feet in length. Itswidth
was hdf of that. Searchers had prowled through this house. They had followed a corridor to an empty
room at the front. But they had not discovered the opening in the wall of afour-foot closet. The
Shadow's hide-out was the extension of that compartment.

A tiny dectric light was gleaming in The Shadow's hiding place. Its beams were focused downward by a
shade. Here, in narrow confinement, The Shadow was a specter that stirred mysterioudy in the gloom.
The few furnishings of hisroom were dl that he required for aprolonged stay.

One object that seemed unusua was an odd receiving set that rested in the corner. Thisand the
loopholes at the front of the hide-out seemed to occupy The Shadow's sole attention. While he watched,
The Shadow neglected the ear phones of the wireless. While he listened at the set, he forgot the ook-out

spot.

How long The Shadow could retain this hide-out depended entirely upon chance. It was doubtful that
any prowling mobster would suspect the secret of the closet. At the same time, the thorough search was
not dackening. Luck might favor some prowling squad.

Automatics lay upon the recelving set. There were four—all loaded. When the emergency demanded,
The Shadow could shoot hisway from this hide-out. If he did, he would still be in the center of the
underworld, in a perfect maglstrom of furious villainswho would fight en masseto bring him to his doom.

Night had come. The Shadow waited. His delaying action indicated that he intended to remain in hiding.
On the contrary, there was one factor that seemed to indicate a possible change of The Shadow's plan.
That factor was the wireless receiving set in the corner of the windowless room.

One hour after dark, The Shadow went to the ear phones. Hidden in the complete blackness of the
corner, helistened. Thefaint call of awirdess sending station clicked through the receivers. A
black-gloved hand reached from the gloom and brought the shaded |amp to the spot where The Shadow
crouched. Thelamp, placed upon the wireless set, rested among the automatics.

An ungloved hand gppeared. The sound of afaint laugh whispered itsdf from The Shadow'slips. The
hand began to inscribe the code that was coming through the air!

The Shadow's burning eyes deciphered the swift message that his hand waswriting. Brief statements,
these, but ones for which The Shadow had been waiting.

"Escape. Unfollowed. Mardand report. Shefflin. Blakey. Possible murderers of Cowry. Vincent report.
Ruggles Preston. Lawyer. Vidt regarding Varden."

A pause; then came the fina word, a signature which The Shadow uncoded. It was the name of The
Shadow's contact man. The Shadow inscribed it:

"Burbank."

TO The Shadow, this message told all that he desired to know. The word "escape" meant that Burbank,
though surprised at hisrelay place in Manhattan, had managed to elude invaders who had tried to capture
him; The Shadow had expected that. Wherever posted, Burbank was ready for emergencies.



The second word, "unfollowed,” meant that Burbank had acted in accordance with a prearranged plan.
The contact man had hurried from Manhattan. He had reached a place that he had used before—a
secluded cottage on the far end of Long Idand, where aspecid sending station had long since been
ingaled.

To-night, at an appointed time, Burbank had flashed his terse message. His mention of Mardand's report
gave The Shadow the names of the gangsters whom Cliff had been following. His statement of Vincent's
report told where Harry had been when Burbank had last heard of him.

Unless ether Cliff or Harry had managed to send word to Rutledge Mann, by letter, thiscall from
Burbank represented the last report from either of them. The Shadow knew, from Gray Fist's note, that
at least two prisoners must be in the power of the fiend. Only Cliff and Harry could be the captives, now
that Burbank had sent through hiscall.

Cliff Mardand's word was amost usaless now. Last night, it would have indicated two gangsters whom
The Shadow could have sought as definite enemies. To-night, however, al the underworld was ready for
The Shadow! The names of Ruff Shefflin and Snakes Blakey were onesthat The Shadow could only
reservefor atime when the cry for hislife had been given up as hopeless.

The report from Harry Vincent, however, was one which meant much to The Shadow. Harry had been
dispatched to look into the affairs of men who had known Worth Varden. Harry had found one—a
lawyer named Ruggles Preston—and had visited the man. It was probable that Harry's capture had
followed shortly after the time of the visit.

Hence Ruggles Preston represented the possible beginning of atrail. Either the lawyer was a henchman of
Gray Fig, or ese aman whom Gray Fist was watching. The Shadow saw these possibilities plainly.

The light clicked out within the little room. The swish of acloak sounded softly as The Shadow headed
toward the loopholes. Back through the darkness, The Shadow reached the wireless set. The automatics
clattered dightly as his gloved hands inserted them beneath the crimson lining of the black-hued cloak.

There was amuffled sound as The Shadow pressed the end wall of the room. The barrier opened. The
Shadow stepped into the closet. From there, his phantom shape sidled to the door that led into the
darkened front room of the house.

The Shadow stopped short. He sensed that ears were listening. His hand glided beneath his cloak. It
came forth as The Shadow crept through darkness. Some one was at the door of the darkened room.
That man had heard the click from the closet. As The Shadow edged forward, aflashlight switched on. A
glare of brilliant light revealed The Shadow's spectra form.

THE SHADOW wasin motion asthe flashlight clicked. Histall form wasarising, plunging shape that
camein an amazing leap. A long black arm was swinging toward the man who had reached the door of
the room. A sharp cry blurted from amobster'slips. It ended as an automatic cracked against ahuman
skulll.

A moaning man lay a The Shadow's feet. Hisflashlight had dropped from his grasp. The Shadow picked
it up and turned the glare downward upon a bloated face. Thisfellow had come to make a new search of
these premises. He had paid for hisrashnessin seeking The Shadow without others of hisilk behind him.

Theflashlight clicked out as The Shadow laid it on the floor. Swiftly the black-clad victor hurried into the
hallway. He paused therein tota darkness, ready to return and hide the body of hisvictim. It wasthen
that The Shadow heard callsfrom below.



Other mobsters were shouting to the one who had gone above. The Shadow knew what thiswould
mean. Whether or not the other men found their companion missing, they would give aswift darm. In
fact, the discovery of the body on the floor would do more to delay them than would the absence of their
friend.

Moments were precious to The Shadow. He was starting on a quest, outside the realm of gang land.
Therewas no timeto lose. The Shadow'stal form reached upward. Long fingers clutched the sides of a
trap-door opening in the celling.

Wedging the trap-door upward, The Shadow gained apowerful hold. His head and shoulders pushed
the trapdoor free. Twisting Sidewise as he emerged, The Shadow lay flat upon theroof. Rising, he
crouched and replaced the barricade.

At the edge of the roof, The Shadow quickly removed flat, pliable objects from beneath his cloak. He
pressed two concave disks to hisfeet; he gripped two others with his gloved hands.

Thetall shape flattened itsdlf against the pargpet. Over the Side it went; asqudgy sound announced the
application of the rubber suction cupsto the brick wall at the side of the building. Down a blackened
surface descended The Shadow. Like a mammoth fly, he moved with consummate ease.

Each twist of hand or foot released a suction cup. Each heavy direct pressure made a new attachment.
With rhythmically timed motion, The Shadow moved downward toward the shelter of an open space
between two blackened buildings.

Cries were coming from the front street as The Shadow reached the ground. Gangsters had found the
man whom The Shadow had struck down. They were summoning al evil-doerswho might be within
hearing range.

The Shadow had left his hide-out. Whether or not its actual |ocation would be discovered, the house
itsalf would surely resound to the tramp of mobsters. The last place of security in the underworld waslost
to The Shadow.

Y et in hisown ability to merge with night, The Shadow had a present safety that sufficed. He was ablock
away before the mobstersin the neighborhood had answered to the cry. Hosts were converging toward
the building where The Shadow had been. Scattered gangsters were forming aliving network toward that
one definite spot.

Meanwhile, The Shadow had reached the outer portions of the mesh. Swift enough to pass the inner
section before it tightened, he was speeding through wider portions of the web. Seeking alleyways and
bypaths; dropping into convenient niches against crumpling walls, The Shadow was|letting frantic
mobsters passhim by.

In turn, with open spaces a hisintuitive disposa, The Shadow was heading for the outskirts of the bad
lands. His path was clearing while enemies hurried to the vortex where he no longer lingered.

By swift drategy; by an amazing descent through darkness, The Shadow had freed himsdf from waiting
toils. He was garting toward a new destination—the gpartment where Ruggles Preston lived.

There The Shadow could deliver hisbold counterstroke against Gray Fist!
CHAPTER XI1V. PRESTON GIVESADVICE

RUGGLES PRESTON was seated in the living room of his gpartment. The place was not commodious,



for the Mandrillawas arather antiquated building of cramped proportions. The apartment, however, was
comfortable, and gave an impression of affluence.

Thelawyer was a asmall desk in the corner. Paperslay before him. At one sdewasalist of names. A
dozenin dl, they included personswho had gained successin worldly affairs. Among them was the name
of Worth Varden. This had been crossed by a blue-penciled stroke.

Preston was consulting notations that he had made. He took his notes, tore them into fragments, and
applied amatch to the cluster of tiny sheets. He dropped the burning papersinto a metal wastebasket,
and went back to his desk, where only the list remained.

From a desk drawer, Preston produced a sheet of gray paper that spread into two portions as he
pressed it between thumb and forefinger. Referring to hislist of names, reverting to memory of the
notations that he had just made, Preston inscribed a coded message. This completed, he moistened the
edges of the gray sheets, and pressed them together so that they formed what appeared to beasingle
piece of paper.

Preston folded this. Heinserted it in an envelope. He drew a dide from the desk and dipped hislist of
namesinto apair of tiny groovesthat lay beneath it. The dide went back into the desk. Preston'slist was
effectively out of sght.

The envel ope that contained the message was another matter. Preston glanced at a clock on the desk. It
registered five minutes of eight. The lawyer tucked the envelope in his pocket and strolled from his
apartment. When he reached the street, he walked along until he spied a parked coupe.

The car was empty; the window by the sdewalk was open at the top— just the fraction of an inch.
L ooking about, Preston made sure that no one was watching. He drew out his envelope and dropped it
through the dit at the top of the window.

The lawyer had ddlivered hisletter in an odd sort of mailing box. That task done, Preston returned to the
gpartment building. It was severd minutes before a man came strolling dong the street to stop &t the
coupe. Thisindividua unlocked the car, entered it, and drove away.

A passing light showed the face of the man who had come to get Ruggles Preston's message. It wasa
face that belonged in the underworld, yet which had frequently been seen el sewhere. The letter collector
was Snakes Blakey.

BACK in his gpartment, Ruggles Preston douched idly in alarge chair and lighted acigar. The aroma of
heavy smoke pervaded the atmaosphere of the room. The attorney seemed comfortably pleased with life.
Hisface took on agleaming smile of happy satisfaction.

Preston sobered as he heard the ring of the gpartment telephone. A puzzled look appeared upon the
lawyer'sface. Striding to a corner of the living room, Preston picked up the telephone and lifted the
recaiver.

"Hello." Preston'stone was cautious. "Y es, thisis Mr. Preston... Who?... What'sthat?... Ah, you are
downdtairs... Yes, | can seeyou...”

As Preston paused to listen, hisface showed tenseness. This cal from the lobby had given him ashock.
He was recovering, however, and he had controlled hisvoice effectively. By thetimeit was histurn to
speak again, Preston had regained his suave smile. His tone was purring as he concluded the
conversation.



"Certainly, Detective Cardona," he remarked. "1 shall be pleased to talk with you... Yes, | am done...
Y es, come up at once."

Preston hung up the receiver. With hands behind his back, he paced across the living room. He reached
the window and drew aside adraped curtain. All was black outside. Thisroom was at the side of the
gpartment building. The roofs of lower houses loomed near by.

Turning back into the room, Preston displayed signs of craftiness. Evidently, from something that had
been said over the wire, he did not expect difficulties from the surprise visit which he was receiving.

A man who was working againg the law, Preston had naturdly felt visible confusion when he had heard
the voice of aman from detective headquarters. At present, however, the lawyer seemed to fed himself
in good fortune because he had not encountered Joe Cardona face to face.

With thefirst surprise ended, Preston felt himsalf quite capable of dedling with the visitor. Infact, hisface
took on an eager glance as aknock occurred beyond the door of the living room. Preston strode
forward to admit detective Joe Cardona.

THE swarthy deuth was sober-faced, friendly, as he stepped into the light of Preston'sliving room. The
lawyer waved him to a chair and brought forward abox of cigars. Cardona accepted one with thanks.

"What can | do for you?' questioned Preston, while Cardonawas lighting the perfecto. "I gathered from
your conversation that you believe | can give you some important information.”

"You can," returned Cardona.
"Regarding what?' asked Preston.

"Regarding aman named Worth Varden," stated Cardona. "He is an importer who has disappeared from
New York."

"Varden?' Preston'stone wasincredulous. "Disappeared? When?'
"Two nightsago,” returned Cardona.
"Amazing!" gasped Preston. "Areyou sure of it?'

"I have complete evidence of his disappearance,” declared Cardona. "More than that, | have facts that
point to crime.”

"Y ou mean that Varden may have met with some misfortune?"
"I mean that Varden may be involved in some mighty crooked work."

Preston stared so increduloudly that Cardona could not repress agrim smile. The detective took the
lawyer's manner for bewilderment.

"Let me giveyou the details,” explained Cardona. "I observe that you are surprised by what | have told
you. | expected that you would be."

"l am," returned Preston, in atone of admission.

"Worth Varden," stated Cardona, "was hooked up with an outfit known as the San Salvador Importing
Corporation.



"I heard him mention the concern.”
"The San Sdvador bunch is phony. Varden knew it. That'swhy he cleared out.”

Ruggles Preston sank into a chair opposite Cardona. He stared dumfoundedly at the detective. He did
not seem capable of believing Cardona's statement.

"Varden caled metwo nights ago," announced Cardona. "' went to hishome. Hewas gone. | found his
confession aong with papers that concerned the San Salvador.

"I have been investigating. | have found out that the company is shady. Varden had every reason to get
out. | made careful inquiries at his office—not letting any one know that the police were concerned. In
that way, | learned the names of certain personswhom Varden knew.

"| found out that you were afriend of Varden's. | made a check-up of your affairs, Mr. Preston. Finding
them O.K., | picked you as the man to come to see.”

"Because of Varden?' questioned Preston.

"Exactly,” returned Cardona. " The San Salvador messisagovernment job. The lid will blow off withina
few days. The Feds are working on it now. But I've got ajob of my own that's apart from the San
Savador affair. What I'm concerned with isto Varden's advantage. That'swhy | picked afriend of histo
talk to."

"Varden was scarcely more than an acquaintance of mine," remarked Preston. "1 was never his atorney.
| dwaysliked the chap. If he'sin trouble, I'd like to help him out.”

"Hemay beinred trouble" inasted Cardona. "I'll tel you why. When Varden cadlled me, hesad
something about a man named Seth Cowry. Did you ever hear of such aman?'

"The name sounds vaguely familiar.”

"Cowry isaracketeer—and a smooth one. From what VVarden said, he had dealings with Cowry. I've
been looking for Cowry because | knew the fellow might be in some big game. | figure now that he'sin
back of the San Salvador mix-up.”

"I AM glad you came to see me, Cardona,” decided Preston. "' can appreciate your cause for
apprehension. When racketeers go in for big dedls, they makered trouble.”

"Yes," returned Cardona, "and that's the time to get them. | don't want Varden. His caseisaFederd job.
But if—through Varden—I can get hold of Seth Cowry, | can pin plenty on that crook. | can turn him
over to the Feds. | may be able to smear plenty of other phony deals that he's hooked up with. That's
why | cameto see you. | want to know if there's any way you can reach Varden—or if you have heard
anything fromhim."

"If I had," smiled Preston, "it would probably have beenin alegd way, consdering the existing
circumstances. | have heard nothing from Varden. Since heisintrouble, | fed surethat any
communication from him would refer to his present plight. Should he seek my services ashisattorney, |
would have to keep confidence regarding his wheregbouts aswell ashisaffairs.”

"Certainly," agreed Cardona. "Just the same, it would be your businessto give him advice, wouldn't it?"

"Of course.”



"And you could give me any information that both VVarden and yoursdlf decided would be dl right?!
"YS"

"Well, then, if you hear from Varden, tdl himwhat | want. Let him know the lid is off. Therés going to be
trouble from the San Salvador layout, and nobody will be ableto cover it. It won't do him or hisfriends
any good to cover up Seth Cowry. The man isacrook, and abad one. If | can get him, I'll pin so much
on him that he will look mighty bad, Cowry will. That ought to help Varden and the othersin the San
Sdvador company.”

"Probably," agreed Preston. "I gppreciate your frankness, Cardona. Perhaps you have an ideathat | have
aready heard from Varden. Candidly, | wish | had. | should like to be able to inform you that | had been
gppointed to handle hislegd affairsin this matter.

"Unfortunatdly, | have not heard from him. At the sametime, itispossblethat | shal hear from him. Rest
assured that | shdl notify you at onceif Varden communicateswith me. Vardeniis, | believe, an honest
man at heart. It isterrible to redize that aracketeer like this Seth Cowry may have ruined his affairs.

" Sometimes honest men protect crooks because they fear them. | hopethat | shal hear from Varden;
because then | can be able to advise him that the force of the law ison hisside, so far as Cowry is
concerned.”

"That'sright," nodded Cardona. "'I've got ahunch, Mr. Preston, that there are other men in the same boat
asVarden. If | could find out some of the othersthat Cowry was after, | could put alot of mean work on
thefritz."

"l understand that," declared Preston. "My only regret isthat | know nothing. Cowry isevidently a
dangerous crook."

"With some bigger crook in back of him," asserted Cardona. "Believe me, Mr. Preston. Somewhere
therésaligt of other dupeslike Varden— men that Seth Cowry has gone after. I'd liketo get that list,
wherever it is. Varden may think he'sthe only onein the pickle. There are others. Beieve me."

The detective was rising as he spoke. He shook hands with the lawyer. Together, they went to the door
of the living room. Preston was assuring Cardona of his cooperation. At the sametime, the lawyer could
express no definite hope.

"l wish you luck," was Preston'sfina statement. "l knew Varden well enough to redlize that he was an
honest man. There must be othersin the same predicament. | trust that you will gain traces of Seth
Cowry and uncover the names of those whom the racketeer has held asvictims.”

Asthe door closed behind Cardona, Ruggles Preston strode back to the center of the living room. His
eyes|looked toward the desk. A smile gppeared upon the lawyer's lips. His teeth showed mdicioudy.

PRESTON'Svisitor had proven tame. The lawyer had handled Joe Cardonalike achild. Not for an
instant had the detective suspected that Preston might be implicated in the disappearance of Worth
Varden.

Ruggles Preston was thinking of the list that Cardona had guessed wasin existence. That very list was
hidden beneath the dide of Preston's desk—the list which Seth Cowry had compiled!

The victims, however, were no longer under the surveillance of Seth Cowry. The racketeer was
dead—by Gray Fist's order. It was Ruggles Preston who now served the evil purpose of the superfiend!



Cardona had intimated that there must be some one higher up than Cowry. But the detective had no
inkling regarding such a personage as Gray Fist. Ruggles Preston chuckled as he turned toward the
window.

Mirth died upon the lawyer's cackling lips. Stark terror was the expression which dominated Preston's
face. With bulging eyes, the attorney stared directly at anew visitor who had entered the living room
dlently and unseen.

Just within the opened window stood the shape of abeing in black. A tal, spectral personage, garbed
with flowing cloak; acresture of the night, whose face was masked by upturned collar, and whose
features were lost beneath the shade of a broad-brimmed hat.

The muzzle of ahuge automatic was turned toward Preston. Blazing eyes showed from the spot where
theface wasinvishble. A whining plaint came sobbing from the lips of Ruggles Preston. The lawyer who
had fooled Joe Cardona knew that he now faced a being whom he could not deceive.

Trembling, the dishonest lawyer backed pitifully away from the fearful menace of The Shadow!
CHAPTER XV. GRAY FIST'SANSWER

A SIBILANT sound whispered through the living room. Ruggles Preston cowered as he heard The
Shadow's laugh. Mere moments had transformed the crooked lawyer from a suave, persuasive
gentleman into a shaking wretch.

The nonchalance that had served Preston well during his conversation with Cardonawas a lacking factor
since The Shadow had arrived. This menace from the dark—a being who had entered from the wall
outside the window—was one with which Preston could not cope.

The blazing eyes, the soft, taunting laugh—these were the proofs that The Shadow knew the truth of
Preston's game. Where Joe Cardona had considered the lawyer as one who might aid the way of justice,
The Shadow knew Preston for what he redly was—aminion of Gray Fi<.

Preston, despite his pretense to respectability, was well acquainted with the ways of the underworld. He
knew the power of The Shadow. He had congratulated himself that he would probably never encounter
thisformidable foe. The arrival of The Shadow had reduced him to a state of terror.

The pause that followed the dying echoes of The Shadow's laugh was asimpressive as the sardonic
mockery. Then came anew manifestation of this stalwart being's power. With even, whispered tones,
The Shadow brought the accusation that Ruggles Preston expected.

"I am here," declared The Shadow, in a scoffing sneer, "to learn the facts that you know. | have cometo
hear of your dedlingswith Gray Fd."

The final words were hissed. Preston crouched back against the wall beside the desk, and raised his
hands to shut off sight of the weird avenger who stood before him. The effort wasfutile. Preston's hands
trembled. His eyes stared into the hidden space below the brim of the black hat. The blazing eyes of The
Shadow shone like luminous orbs. They held Preston captive with their spell.

The singleword was sufficient asit hissed from The Shadow's lips. Preston could not withstand the
dominating power of this master. He gagped forth his confession.

"I—I'll tell you everything." The lawyer licked his parched lips. "lt—it was Seth Cowry who made me



work for Gray Fist. Seth Cowry, the racketeer. He's dead -"

The Shadow laughed as Preston paused. The lawyer redlized that The Shadow knew Cowry had died.
That redlization prompted Preston to new haste in his confession.

"Cowry could have made trouble for me," he pleaded. "He—he offered me safety—and money—if |
would serve Gray Fist. My work was to watch the men whom Gray Fist had forced to serve him. Worth
Varden wasone."

"Go on," ordered The Shadow.

THE wordsindicated that The Shadow knew al that Preston had said. The lawyer was till stimulated to
continue with the truth.

"l went to see Varden,” he confessed. "1 brought in gangsters who pretended they were detectives. They
lured Varden away. I—I think they must have killed him. | do not know. They took his papers. | planted
aforged statement.

"lt—it was Snakes Blakey who did it. HE's the one who sees Gray Fist. Cowry used to be the
go-between. He knew too much. Snakes had him killed by mobsters. | get ordersfrom Snakes. | give
my reportsto him. He sees Gray Figt."

"WhoisGray Fig?"

The Shadow's sibilant question was timed at the moment of Preston’s greatest weakness. It brought a
pitiful, truthful gasp from the cornered lawyer.

"I don't know!" pleaded Preston. "I don't know!"

"Y ou are watching others," announced The Shadow. "They, like Varden, are dupes of Gray Fist. | want
therr names.”

For thefirst time, Preston hesitated. The Shadow followed with another order.
"Givemetheligt," he commanded. "It isin your desk.”

Preston gasped. He did not realize that he had been talking of such alist when Cardona had | ft; that he
had glanced toward the desk immediately after the detective's departure. The Shadow had heard; The
Shadow had seen. The Shadow knew.

With ahope ess effort, Preston clutched the side of the desk. He had awild desireto try to concedl the
actua spot wherethelist was hidden.

The thought faded as Preston viewed The Shadow's burning eyes. With hands that shook so he could
scarcely control them, Preston did back the dide and pulled the list from its hiding place. He held the
paper toward The Shadow. A gloved hand plucked it from the lawyer's grasp.

As Preston stared, he could see the burning eyes focused straight above the sheet of paper. The Shadow
was watching while he read. There was no chance for Preston to make a bresk. Ingtinctively, however,
the lawyer cowered aong the wall, hoping that The Shadow's vigil might release.

A dozen names gppeared upon the list that The Shadow scanned. They were the names of prominent
men, arranged in alphabetica order. The name of Worth VVarden was at the bottom of thelist. It, aone,
had been blue-penciled. That was significant. It brought a soft, chuckling laugh from the throat of The



Shadow.

"You have wetched al these?'

Preston laid his hand against the wall as he heard The Shadow's question. He nodded weakly.
"Who beside Varden," came The Shadow's cold tone, "has been marked for death?'

"None," gasped Preston.

The Shadow knew that the lawyer spoke the truth. He saw that Gray Fist's plans of crime had just
begun. Worth Varden was the only victim who had tried to escape his clutch. These others were dated
to aid Gray Figt in schemes of evil. Again, The Shadow scanned the list.

"Tell me" he ordered, "the hold that Gray Fist has upon these men.”

"l do not know," returned Preston. "My duty has been to watch. | know only that they arein his
power—Ilike mysdf—like Varden -"

THE SHADOW'S laugh came as an eerie interruption. The sheet of paper fluttered from hishand. It
seemed to project itsalf acrossthe floor toward Ruggles Preston. Stooping timidly, the lawyer picked it

up.

For amoment, he rose in challenging attitude; then the sght of The Shadow's looming automatic reduced
him to anew gtate of hopelessterror. Backing toward the window, Preston waited, fearing the next move
that histerrible captor might ordain.

"You are Gray Fist'sdupe,”" decided The Shadow, in hiswhispering tone. "Y et your name does not
appear upon the list. Those men are to be aided, not condemned. Y ou, however, are a henchman aswell
asadupe.

"l shdll investigate those men, now that | hold their nameswithin my brain. | shal free them from the
power of Gray Fid. It will be your task to ad me. If not inlife, in desth!"

The Shadow's ultimatum was an unreal whisper that echoed fiercely through Ruggles Preston's brain. The
weird words were like projected thoughts that burned their way to understanding. With those words,
Ruggles Preston felt the mastery of the new being that dominated him. Fears of Gray Fist were fading
before the presence of The Shadow.

Y &, as he clutched the list of names nervoudy between his grasping hands, Preston felt alast surge of
recollection. He had served Gray Fis—aterrible master whom he had never seen. Perhapsit was an
ingtinctive desire to test the greater power of The Shadow that caused Preston to rise beside the window
and snarl wordlesdy before he accepted his new servitude.

Thelawyer's profile was by the window. Thelook on hisface was hideous. Evil at heart, Preston could
not vell histhoughts. It was when he stared into the challenging eyes of The Shadow that hisfalse courage
faded. Preston'slook of venom faded. Horror harrowed his features. His body shook; hislipstrembled
as hisvisage blanched.

"| accept!” cried thelawyer. "I shal no longer serve Gray Fist! Y ou are my master. Y ou—you—The
Shadow -"

Preston's voice had risen to a hoarse scream. It was the frantic utterance that came from uncontrolled
lips. Asthelawyer stood framed in the opened window, al the agony of his heart wasvisible,



"|—I shall serve The Shadow -"

These were thefind words that Ruggles Preston cried. As he ddivered them, aburgting roar of gunfire
came from the roof beyond the lawyer's window. Clutching hislist closeto hisbody, Ruggles Preston
tumbled forward, dead!

Cries sounded from outside. They were answered by shouts from the corridors within the gpartment
house. Ruggles Preston had shouted his new peonage to the world. Listeners had heard it. A watching
sniper had fired the shot that had ended Preston'slife.

One more man had become a burden to Gray Fist. A menace to the plotter's plans, Ruggles Preston had
paid the price. Thiswas Gray Fist's answer to The Shadow!

CHAPTER XVI. THE LAST REFUGE

AS Ruggles Preston fell, The Shadow moved with swiftness. The black-clad avenger was clear of the
window. Only chance had placed Preston within the watcher'srange. With the lawyer's body cleared
away, there was a momentary opportunity for the snipersto spot The Shadow. But before they had a
chanceto act, The Shadow had gained the wall beyond the desk.

That shot had been asignd. Furious shouts were coming. Men were pounding at the door of theliving
room. The presence of new hordes gave The Shadow his complete inkling of the new Situation.

Some one—and Snakes Blakey could be the only one—had carried the word to Gray Fist that The
Shadow had left his hide-out. Gray Fist, the hidden supermind, had given anew order. He had
commanded that watchers surround Ruggles Preston’s gpartment.

Mobsters had come while The Shadow was entering here. Summoned from the underworld, they formed
acorpswith which Gray Fist could meet The Shadow's only counterthrust. Well had the schemer
planned. Gray Fist knew that the only weak point in his protective armor was Ruggles Preston.

The lawyer's message had been carried to Gray Fist. The fact that Preston was at home alone had
caused Gray Fist to surround the gpartment in the chance that The Shadow, superdeuth, had learned of
Preston's identity with Gray Fist's cause of crime.

Joe Cardona had |eft. The Shadow had arrived. Gray Fist's minions were now upon the scene. From
within and without, fighters from the bad lands were here to reopen frenzied battle with The Shadow!

It wasin emergencies such asthisthat The Shadow's swiftness manifested itsdlf to the full. The window,
with its outside snipers, offered a poor avenue of escape. The doorway, where men were clamoring, was
also dangerous, yet it wasthe only way.

Nevertheless, The Shadow worked with fast-moving strategy. His body seemed to fade beside thewall.
Dropping to pygmy proportions, The Shadow gained the space below the window ledge. His hand came
up. Bursting shots sounded from his automatic as he fired into the night.

THE answer was afurious fusiliade from the parapet of the roof opposite. While those shotswere
coming, The Shadow was in motion. With swift, circling speed, he rounded the room clear of gunfire. His
hand grasped the doorknob while men from without were dtill discharging their futile shots.

Thiswas clever deception. The mobsters on the other side of the door thought that the fight was at the
window. Before they could redlize the change, the door shot inward, and amass of blackness hurtled
upon them. A quartet of gangstersfell back before the spraying fire of The Shadow's automatic.



Not atrigger finger answered. Snarling, the enemies went down as The Shadow gave them merciless
lead. A fiercelaugh expressed The Shadow's momentary triumph. At close range, where every bullet had
achance, he had alowed no opportunity for startled gunmen to reply.

He had loosed the full fire of the single automatic. The pistol hurtled dong the floor as The Shadow swegpt
another from his cloak. Hisright hand had done this damage. Hisleft, like hisright, was drawing an
automeatic aso.

A fire tower was beyond. Itsred light was The Shadow's god. The door pulled outward as The Shadow
neared it. The automatics boomed. A revolver-drawing mobster fell. The Shadow, springing through the
opening encountered another who had legped from beside the door.

It was the upswing of The Shadow's|eft hand that stopped the shot thisfellow sought to fire. The swift
stroke was more effective than a bullet. 1t sent the revolver hurtling off through space beyond the tower.
The gangdter, as he made a startled grapple, received the full force of The Shadow's right-hand gun.
Down went the ruffian. The Shadow had saved his bullet. It would be needed |ater.

Later was at present. As The Shadow swerved to take the steps, a shot resounded from the other end of
the halway. It skimmed the shoulder beneath the left Side of The Shadow's cloak. A mobster, coming up
the steps within the building, had fired at the closing door.

One burst from The Shadow's right-hand gun dropped the new arrival in histracks. The gangster
sprawled wounded on the floor. The Shadow, his own wound superficia, bounded down the fire-tower
steps.

Again, the hounds had overrun the fox. To-night, The Shadow had vanished from the bad lands while
mobsters were converging at the focal point where he had been. This situation was duplicated on a
smaller scale. The mobsters sent into the apartment had hurried toward Ruggles Preston's apartment.
Clearing through their circle, The Shadow had gained free course.

When he reached the bottom of the fire tower, however, distant enemieswere ready. Those on the
next-door roof were watching. As The Shadow's form appeared in phantom shape upon the lighted
sidewak, asniper amed below.

The revolver bullet cracked the sidewak close beside The Shadow. Up came the right-hand automatic.
Its bark announced the passage of awell-directed bullet. The eager sniper, leaning from the parapet to
ddiver asecond shot, received The Shadow's metal messenger in his unguarded arm.

With ahoarse cry, the sniper sprawled forward, lost his hold, and plunged headforemost into the space
between the buildings. A second shot from the automatic made the sniper's companions drop to cover.
Lost nerve prevented them from saving their wounded fellow.

A CAR was parked ashort way up the street. Swinging, The Shadow headed toward it. His piercing
eyes saw agun muzzle projecting from a partly opened window. While awaiting mobster aimed. The
Shadow best him to the shot. A swiftly-pointed automatic thundered while on therise.

A shattering window—a hideous scream. A second gangster jumped out of the car on the street side,
and ran for shelter. The whedl was deserted. The Shadow reached the door and yanked it open. Out fell
the wounded form of the mobster whom The Shadow had picked off. The gunman'srevolver clattered to
the sdewak with arattling shower of glass.

The Shadow legped to the driver's seat. Hoarse cries were coming from in back of him. They spurred
him to quick effort. The seized car shot from the curb, and whirled toward the nearest avenue.



Looming from behind, a sedan suddenly took up the chase. The Shadow whirled his car southward. The
sedan followed. Downtown was the course of the speeding cars—away from the scene of battle.

It was astrange, slent chase; yet one which wasin keegping with The Shadow's Srategy. By leading
followers away from their fellows, The Shadow was luring them to a spot where he could Strike. Less
brainy mobsters would have opened fire. These did not. That fact gave The Shadow a clew to those
within the chasing car: Ruff Shefflin and Snakes Blakey.

The sedan was swifter than the car which The Shadow had taken. But in hiswell-feigned flight, The
Shadow overcame the advantage. Quick turns, cross-town cuts, disregard for traffic lights; al these were
bits of The Shadow's strategy.

Hewasready a any moment to pull out of sght; to be ready with the trick that mobsters had tried on
him, an attack from ambush. Odds meant nothing to The Shadow. He was pretending flight in order to
open battle to the best advantage.

Asthe car swung round a corner, The Shadow's left arm weakened. Blobs of blood were dripping on
the window silI beside thewhedl. With atwist of his strong right hand, The Shadow completed the turn.
He redlized, however, that histactics soon must change. The wound which he had received upon thefire
tower was becoming troublesome.

Raucous shouts came from the sedan as The Shadow passed a corner. The cry was answered by a
honking horn. A second car, arakish phagton, had joined in the chase. Luck had turned against The
Shadow. A chance patrolling car from the underworld had caught the sgnal from Ruff Shefflin's sedan!

WITH wounded arm, with doubled enemies against whom he might have to cope, The Shadow changed
his plans. His car legped forward, and took up such a pace that the pursuers had al they could do to
equd it.

Then came aswerve. The Shadow picked asmall sde street, and shot his car into athick patch of
blackness. The headlights showed one brief glare. They were extinguished. The Shadow's form emerged
from the car. It passed into total darknessjust as the pursuing sedan whirled into the narrow stret.

The brakestightened on the sedan. Mobsters dropped from opening doors and rattled ahail of bullets at
the car which they had pursued. With the glare of headlightsto aid them, they hurried forward and
yanked open the doors. Flashlights showed the car was empty.

The phaeton had arrived. Behind it came athird pursuing car. The darm had been given. New bands of
mobsters were on the way. Ruff Shefflin ordered henchmen to swing around the block and beyond.

When he reached the car from which The Shadow had escaped, Ruff found Snakes Blakey there. The
evil-faced sneak pointed to the blood on the dlll.

"He got away, though," growled Ruff.

"Got away?' Snakes followed the snarled question with alaugh. "Got away? He didn't get far. Look
down therel”

He drew Ruff beyond aturn in the street. Bright lights glimmered not more than two blocks ahead. For
thefirgt time, Ruff redlized where the chase had ended.

"Chinatown!" he exclamed.

"That'sright," laughed Snakes. "That'swhere he's gone. That'swhere hell stay awhile. That's where welll



smoke him out!"
"How?'
"Gray Fig will handlethat.”

There was confidence in Snakes Blakey's evil chuckle. Ruff Shefflin understood. The Shadow, wounded,
would beforced to rest. That would alow timeto act while he was still spent from the chase.

More mobsters were assembling when Ruff went back along the narrow street. With Snakes whispering
ingtructions, Ruff barked his orders. Eager gangsters were ready with their services. Ruff sent them away
likeagenerd placing histroops.

Half an hour after The Shadow had entered the temporary safety of Chinatown, a cordon of mobsters
had established themselves all about that well-confined digtrict. Every adleyway waswatched. No
possible exit remained.

While hosts of the underworld awaited Gray Fist's action, The Shadow was effectualy bottled up in the
limited section to which he had voluntarily traveled. A new foca point had been found. Chinatown was
under asecret quarantine of the underworld.

While Ruff Shefflin remained in charge, Snakes Blakey departed. The sneaky go-between was off to see
Gray Fist. There, hewasto learn the means whereby The Shadow could be trapped in hislast refuge!

CHAPTER XVII. CARDONA'SCLEW

EVENTS at the Mandrilla Apartments had not ceased with the departure of The Shadow. Gang land's
invasion to that section of Manhattan had brought troublein its wake.

The Shadow's quick escape had been gained before police had arrived upon the scene of gunfire, but
uniformed men had comeinto sight afew minutes after The Shadow had driven away with Ruff Shefflinin
pursuit.

Half adozen officers came from different directions. A radio patrol car reached the scene. Frightened
bystanders who had scampered to the shelter of doorways began to give their versions of the Situation.

From these—and from persons who came from the apartment building - the police learned thet the fight
had been both within the Mandrillaand outside.

One searching policeman promptly found the body of the gangster who had toppled from the roof of the
house a ongside the gpartment building. Two of hisfelows entered the house and hurried toward the
roof. Arrived there, they caught aglimpse of lurking snipers. The police opened fire on the snipers.

Meanwhile, others entering the Mandrilla encountered trouble on the stairs. A skulker shot at the first
officer he saw. The policeman returned the fire. There were others here besides the oneswhom The
Shadow had downed, Moreover, afew of the dropped mobsters were still capable of fight.

As ganggters retreated up the steps, the advancing police redlized that they were going into what might
prove atrap. Wisdly, they waited reenforcements. All thewhile, the gangsters were prepared to fight it
Out.

Somehow, the frenzy of the underworld persisted even here. The mobsters, not knowing that The
Shadow had escaped, actualy expected aid from Ruff Shefflin. They did not know that their leader had
deserted them. If they had, surrender would have been their action.



A sniping fight was going on upon the roof next door. In the corridor outside of the gpartment where
Ruggles Preston lay dead, a squad of gangsters was awaiting attack by fire tower or by stairs. One
mobster entered Preston's apartment. Ignoring the dead body, he opened fire at the roof across the way.

This gave the police akey. They had located the hotbed of mob resstance. They did not know the full
extent of the gunmen's power; so they played the safe and cautious game. They closed every exit, and
waited for the outburst that might come.

THE Mandrilla Apartments had become a veritable fortress. The siege was under way; and asin dl
segeswhere the atackers hold the key, the invading police prepared themsaves for asortie. They were
anxious to confine the coming gunplay to the gpartment building and the roofs close by it.

Shrill whistles; blaring srens—these encouraged the police to wait. Had the gangsters been in greater
numbers, the sortie would have come. But the mobsmen, in their hopeless belief of possibleaid, were
cautious, even though they knew that a cordon was closing about them.

A police car drove up to the front of the Mandrilla. From it popped aswarthy manin
plain-clothes—Detective Joe Cardona. The ace deuth's face was grim. He had heard of thistrouble
when he had reached headquarters. He had returned as swiftly aswas possible.

For Cardona had a hunch that the trouble had broken at Preston's. Though he had not voiced the
thought, Joe had decided that the lawyer might be in danger. Joe had been deceived by Preston's
manner, but in believing that Preston was ared friend of Worth Varden, Cardona had felt darm
concerning the lawyer's sfety.

The police attack was in readiness when Cardona arrived. Pushing hisway into the lobby of the
Mandrilla, Joe joined the bluecoats. He heard the word of gunfire from an upstairs gpartment. Joe
recognized that it must be Preston’'s. Stating that he would show the way, Cardonatook the lead up the
dairs.

Asafighter, Cardonawas intrepid. Thefirst shot that greeted him was a bullet that whizzed by hisear.
Cardonareturned thefire. Although his shots were wild, they brought the result that he wanted. A
mobster dived away from cover at the head of the dairs.

Cardonaand policemen dashed up. The gunfire opened adong the corridor. An officer fell. Blazing police
revolvers downed the gangster who had fired the shot. Mobsters scurried toward the fire tower. The
door opened. A gangster came backing in to escape policemen who were coming from that direction.

With one accord, the few gangsters who were able legped toward Preston's apartment. Flocking
policemen sent them staggering with afusillade of shots. A lone gunman sprang into the corridor; seeing
that he was trapped, hefired at random. Cardona, aiming true, picked off the last mobster.

The nest had been reached. Shots from the roofs of the building outside marked the completion of the
police clean-up. Cardona saw that the police were aiding their wounded fellows, and that reserves were
coming to take charge of the diminated gangsters. Thrusting forward, the detective entered the

apartment.

RUGGLES PRESTON'S huddled form il lay by the window. Cardonarecognized it. He hurried to the
body and turned it Sdewise to view Preston'sface. The lawyer's corpse rolled on its back. The hands
seemed to swing upward, extending the crumpled list which they held.

Joe Cardona plucked the sheet of paper from the dead lawyer's grasp. Standing by lamplight, he began
to read the names. He recognized some, and wondered at them until he cameto thefina one. Thena



grim look came upon Cardona's face.

Worth Varden—at the bottom of the list—was crossed out! That fact meant much to Joe Cardona. It
cleared the detective's vison. Ingtinctively, Joe knew that he had been tricked by Ruggles Preston.

The lawyer was acrook! He must have been associated with Seth Cowry! The racketeer was gone.
Worth Varden was gone. Now Ruggles Preston! At that moment, Cardona counted both Cowry and
Varden as dead. He saw the hand of a superplotter.

Some one—amaster crimina—had held dl three within his clutch! That master mind had disposed of
Cowry, Varden, and Preston in turn. All, perhaps, were men who had known too much!

Cowry had |eft no clew; nor had Varden. But Preston had supplied the information that he had been
unwilling to give earlier in the evening. Others were tools of the supercrook whom Cardona must seek.
The names of those others were here upon thislist!

Cardonathrust the crumpled paper in his pocket. The detective grinned. He recognized that the men
whose names he had learned must be of caliber equal to Worth Varden and Ruggles Preston. Through
thislist, he could trace them and demand to know al that they might know.

That would come later. First, Cardonaintended to investigate this apartment. He would aid the policein
clearing up the identities of the dead mobsters. He would learn al he could before he went to see the men
who had been named on Preston's list.

Joe Cardona, though he did not know the type of man he sought, was heading for an encounter with
Gray Fig!

Hedid not redize that he would have to ded with asupercrook who moved while his enemies delayed!

Unwittingly, Cardonawas giving Gray Fist an opportunity to clear thetrail.

CHAPTER XVIII.IN CHINATOWN

THE Chinese quarter of Manhattan blazed gayly beneath somber night. Twenty-four hours had elapsed
since The Shadow had entered this picturesque district. Sightseers were passing through as usud. The
corner of Mott and Pell showed its usua mingling of Orient and Occident.

Y et benegth the placid surface, a seething foment was at work. Bland, blinking Chinamen went their
ways without betraying their thoughtsto any but their fellows. The secret which they held was spoken
only in their native tongue.

Lurking mobsters <till skulked about the limits of the digtrict. Rats of the underworld were waiting for The
Shadow to come out. How long their vigil might last, none could tell. They werewilling to wait. They hed
ingtructionsto keep out of Chinatown itself. They did not know why, but they assumed it was because
their presence among the Chinese might attract police attention.

That was, in part, the reason. There was, however, another factor that the hordes of gang land did not
recognize. That was the secret which the natives of Chinatown held among themselves. They, likethe
lurking gangsters, knew that a mysterious stranger had come into their midst. The word had passed about
likemagic.

Two blinking Celegtiaswere talking in acorner of an Oriental lunch room. Whilethey plied their
chop-gticks, these American-garbed Chinese talked in their own language, whispering their words.



"Thetongs are united,” declared one.

"True" returned the other.

"It isbecause Y at Soon has spoken,” remarked the first.

"When Y a Soon speaks'—the second Chinaman blinked soberly—"all must do hisbidding."
"Y at Soon is above thetongs."

"The leaders of the tongs obey him."

That was dl. Even the whispered conversation was guarded in its language. But in another spot of
Chinatown—the back room of alittle Oriental shop—two Mongolswere discussing more freely the one
subject that held the attention of al the Chinesein New Y ork.

"The one who is here must be taken," declared the solemn-faced owner of the shop. "Y at Soon has
commanded.”

"Yes." The Chinese visitor nodded and blinked his dmond-shaped eyes. "The one who is sought must be
takento Yat Soon."

"They say helurksin darkness—this one whom Y at Soon seeks.”

"Yes. Heislike ashadow that lives."

"One cannot capture aliving shadow.”

"So Yat Soon has said. But one may kill anything that lives—even a shadow.”
Thelistener nodded.

"That iswhy some onewill day," he declared. "It would be better to kill this strange devil in black than to
try to catch himliving."

"He must be brought to Y at Soon."
"Dead.”
"Dead if he cannot be brought dive.”

CHINESE who lurked on street corners were eyeing the faces of al who passed. They were watching
patches of darkness. They studied the faces of all Americans who paced the streets of Chinatown.
Moreover, these bland Celestiadls were watching those of their owniilk.

They knew about The Shadow. They understood that he was more than a phantom garbed in black.
They had been told that he was amaster of disguise; that he might appear as either an American or an
Orientd.

Herein hislast refuge, The Shadow stood in greater danger than when he had lived in the underworld.
All Chinatown was placidly united in acommon quest. Y at Soon, a mysterious power who held weight
with dl the tongs, had ordered that The Shadow be brought to him!

A man who came dong adim side street was eyed by watching Chinese. Although astranger in
Chinatown, this stoop-shouldered, rat-faced individua was allowed to pass. He grinned as he followed a



carefully set course. Thisvisitor to the Oriental district was gang land's emissary—Snakes Blakey.

Shrewdly, the sneaky mobster went hisway. He knew that he would not be challenged. He knew that he
possessed a passport that might not have been granted another man from mobland. He dso knew that his
security here rested upon more than his connection with the underworld. Snakes Blakey wasfree
because he served Gray Fist!

Turning into an alleyway, Snakes stopped before the door of alittle shop. He rapped. The door opened.
Snakes stepped into aroom where a placid Chinaman received him. Snakeswas led to thewall. A panel
opened. The mobster stepped into a darkened corridor. His conductor followed behind him.

Steps led downward. The two followed a twisting passage beneath the street. They turned into aside
corridor. A grunt from the Mongol warned Snakes of new steps. Through a door which opened asthey
approached; into alighted anteroom beneath the surface of the ground. There the Chinaman pressed a
knob on a huge brass door. The barrier opened.

Snakes advanced up aflight of dimly-lighted steps. As he waited at the top, where corridors divided, a
huge Chinaman appeared from darkness, and pointed him to the right.

Snakes reached another dividing point. A second Chinaman approached and conducted the visitor to a
large brass door. The Celegtia struck the door with astick. A mel odious clank resounded through the
gloomy passages. The door did upward. Snakes Blakey entered a square room, where paneled walls
showed dimly inamellow light.

A SOLEMN Chinaman was standing in this room. Snakes had afedling of uneasiness when the brass
door did down and he found himself alone with the strange occupant who stood here. The Chinaman
was clad in robes of degp maroon. Frosted dragons of dull gold adorned his garments. The black eyes
that stared at Snakes were firm and cold.

Snakes Blakey stood in the presence of Y at Soon. He was in the private room of the great arbiter whose
name was law among the mysterious secret societies known asthe tongs, the fighting fraternities that
ruled Chinatown.

"What bringsyou here?"
The question camein perfect, even English. Yat Soon'slips scarcely seemed to move.
"I come from Gray Fist," answered Snakes, in an awed tone. "l have amessage.”

The gangster's hand was scarcely steedy asit drew forth agray envelope. Y a Soon broke the sedl and
extracted agray sheet of paper. He unfolded thisand held it toward the wall. Hisfingers pressed a
hidden switch. A tiny light showed on the wal. Writing appeared between the portions of the gray

paper.

When he had read the message, Y at Soon turned off the light. He looked at Snakes Blakey, and the
gangster read disapproval in Y at Soon's black eyes.

"Return to Gray Figt." The Chinaman's voice was acommand. "Tdl him that this second message was not
needed. The one you brought last night was sufficient.

"Tell Gray Fist that since he seeks The Shadow, he shal have The Shadow. No one can escape the
searchersof Yat Soon. My abode is hidden. It ismore secret than any other in Chinatown. The secrets
of al other hiding places are known to Y a Soon.



"If The Shadow isin Chinatown, he cannot leave. He will be brought to Y at Soon. I, Yat Soon, shall
keep him living if heliveswhen he comes here. |, Yat Soon, shdl keep him dead if heis brought here
dead.”

"All right," nodded Snakes. "But if you get The Shadow—how will Gray Fist know?"

"Y ou may cometo Chinatown,” replied Y a Soon solemnly, "but not beyond the entrance of my abode.
The outer guardian will tell you when The Shadow has been captured.”

"But how -

"Hewill say to you thesewords," resumed Y a Soon, not heeding the gangster'sinterruption, "these
words which you can easily remember: Y at Soon rules.” By those words, you may know that The
Shadow isin the power of Yat Soon."

Solemnly, the Chinese leader ceased his speech. He waved his hand toward the wall where Snakes had
entered. Turning, the gangster saw a solid pandl. He had the uneasy fedling that thisroom wasfilled with
such pands, that many entrances converged in Y at Soon's reception room.

The pand did up of its own accord. Snakes Blakey shambled through the opening, which closed behind
him. Glancing warily over his shoulder, Snakes again saw the brass door which formed the outer surface
of the portd.

Guards moved Snakes along the way that he had come. For the second time, the emissary of Gray Fist
was departing from Y at Soon's. He had come here, at Gray Fist's order, on the night before. He was
glad that he would not have to come again—until The Shadow had been taken prisoner.

The Shadow wasin Chinatown. Y ellow-faced searchers were looking for him. They would bring him to
Y a Soon, the mighty man who ruled the tongd!

Snakes Blakey fdlt sure that he could tell Gray Fist that Y a Soon would find The Shadow!
CHAPTER XI1X. CARDONA'S LUCK

DETECTIVE JOE CARDONA had no inkling of what was going on in Chinatown. In fact, the ace had
not even linked up recent gang frays of the underworld with the case that now concerned him. He knew
that gangstersfigured in the affairs of the supercrook whom he was seeking to find; but he expected to
find disturbing e ementsin the better sections of New Y ork.

Cardona had based much upon hislist of names. His decision that Ruggles Preston was the agent of a
master crook had been agood one. But Cardona had played his cards wrong during the day that had
passed since Preston's death. He had resolved to approach people cautioudy, to find out if there were
othersin Worth Varden's class—men who had been racketeered by Seth Cowry.

With anew evening here, Cardona had started down the list. He put in atelephone call to the home of
Westford Blackdale, a clothing manufacturer. He was informed that Mr. Blackdae had left New Y ork
on abusinesstrip.

A call to Martin Fetzler, aBrooklyn banker, produced the same result. Third on the list had been Landis
Glascomb, aWall Street financier. Cardonas inquiry had brought the reply that Glascomb had [eft town.

By that time, Cardona cameto a startling redlization. He knew that the fears Worth VVarden had
expressed could not have been feigned. Some menace was hanging over every man whose name
appeared on thelist discovered in Ruggles Preston's gpartment!



All had disappeared, like Worth Varden! Did they know from reading the newspaper, that the desth of
Ruggles Preston had brought their namesinto the hands of the police? Cardona considered that point,
and decided negetively. Worth Varden had not mentioned Ruggles Preston.

Cardona sought another explanation. He found it. These men: Blackdale, Fetzler, and
Glascomb—together with the rest, on thelist - had been under the same cloud as Worth Varden.
Cardona had exhausted every name, traveling aphabeticaly from Glascomb down the line. Not one was
intown.

Varden, Cardona decided, had been the only one with nerve enough to call detective headquarters. He
had paid for histemerity with hislife. Preston, too, had been dain. A fierce hand was behind it al, and the
master worker had doubtless ordered al of his prospective victimsto leave New Y ork City a once.

With thiskey to the situation, Cardona decided upon anew plan. His cal to the men on thelist had been
anonymous. He had received no certainty that they were actualy away from New Y ork. Perhaps some
had planned to leave, and had Smply given instructions that they were about to go.

REMEMBERING Worth Varden, Cardonafigured that some one of the listed men might be ready to
talk if approached. So he began again and called each residence. He told the person who answered at
Blackda€sthat he was anxious for the manufacturer to call detective headquarters. He repeated the
same formulawhen he telephoned Fetzler and Glascomb.

Cardonas fourth cal wasto abroker named Grant Jillings. The detective hung up after he had delivered
his message and prepared to cal another on thelist. As he reached for the telephone, it rang. A plaintive
voice came over thewire.

"Detective Cardona?’

"Yes," answered the detective.

"You caled me" said the voice in a cautious tone. 1 want to see you.”
"Whet isthe name?" inquired Cardona.

Therewas a pause. Then, the voice spoke once more, thistime with a statement that was dmost
whispered:

"Landis Glascomb.”
Cardonawas dated. He had found one man who had not actualy left New Y ork.
"How soon can | seeyou?' questioned Cardona.

"Assoon aspossible" Glascomb's voice was quavering. "I am under agreat strain. | have much to tell.
But | am afraid. Y ou must come to see me—Dbut be careful.”

"Careful?'

"Yes. That no onemay know you arevisiting me. | am practicaly in hiding, at my home. If it were known
that | amin New York, it might mean my desth."

The words were spoken in atone of red terror. They added to Cardona's eagerness to meet Landis
Glascomb.

"I'll be a your housein an hour," stated the detective, then terminated the conversation.



Cardonahad no difficulty finding Landis Glascomb's residence. He went by taxicab to an uptown Street.
There he dighted and sauntered down the thoroughfare until he spied the number of a brownstone
building. Like a chance vigitor, the detective ascended the steps and rang the bell.

Joe had a sensation that eyes might be watching him. He expected something of the sort from within the
house; he was dso disturbed by the thought that spies might be outside. At the sametime, the detective
had taken guard against recognition. He had his overcoat muffled up about his neck, and was standing
close to the darkness of the door.

The portal opened cautioudy. Cardona saw awhite-faced servant looking out. In alow voice, Cardona
whispered his name. The servant beckoned. Joe entered, and the door closed behind him.

The residence was awell-kept one. Joe Cardona noticed the costliness of its furnishings as the servant
led him past agloomy parlor, up aflight of stairs, and dong the second-floor hall. Following hisguide,
Joe went up another flight. On the third floor the servant stopped and rapped at adoor. It opened, and a
stoop-shouldered man peered cautioudy forth from adimly-lighted room.

"Detective Cardona?’ he queried.
"Yes," acknowledged the deuth.
"Comein," wasthe man'sreply. "l am Landis Glascomb.”

WITHIN the room, Cardona saw at once that Glascomb wasin hiding. This was a servant's room—one
that had evidently been unoccupied until Glascomb had taken it. Cardona turned to view the man who
had received him. Glascomb was dumping into achair. Seen in better light, the man looked older than
Cardona had supposed.

Landis Glascomb's face was peaked. His eyes, though sharp, were furtive. His expression showed deep
worry. Cardona, through his long experience, could tell that some great burden weighed heavily upon the
mind of the old financier.

"Sit down," suggested Glascomb, in aweary voice. "Sit down. | mugt talk to you."

Cardonatook achair. He noted that Glascomb was inspecting him, dmost mistrustfully. The old man
seemed worried about speaking, but after afew moments he put a question that was troubling him.

"How did you learn my name?' he asked.
Cardona eyed the questioner steadily. He decided to meet Glascomb with definite frankness.

"| found your name upon alit," he declared. ™Y ou were one of others—among them aman for whom |
have been searching—an importer named Worth Varden.”

"Worth Varden!" Glascomb gasped the name. "Worth Varden! | feared it." Then, as an afterthought: "But
the lis—the lis—tdl me— wherewasit?'

"In the hands of adead man," returned Cardona. "It belonged to alawyer named Ruggles Preston.”

Landis Glascomb seemed on the verge of collgpse. He leaned forward, trembling. Hiswhole frame
seemed to tremble as he heard the news.

"| feared that, too," he quavered. "l feared it. Y ou have thelist - with you -"

"Herein my pocket," interposed Cardona.



"Y ou have not made my name public?' There was anxiety in Glascomb'stone,

"No," returned the detective. "No one el'se has seen the list. | am willing to show it to you—but only after
| know what it isdl about.”

"I cantell you," nodded Glascomb.

"About Cowry—or Varden—or Preston?' quizzed Cardona.

"About them dl"—Glascomb was emphatic—"about them al—and many more!”
"The otherson the list?"

"Morethan that,” he declared solemnly. "Morethan that. | can tell you about -"
"About the man behind the game?* asked Cardona as Landis Glascomb paused.
"Yes." The old man'svoice was hollow. "I can tell you dl about Gray Fist!"

A pause.

"Gray Hg!"

The name gasped from Glascomb's lips for the second time. A terrible fear seemed to sweep theold
man. Cardonafdt the dread that wasin Glascomb's tone.

Ingtinctively, the detective knew that he wasto learn strange facts regarding a supercrook whose sway
was backed by desth!

CHAPTER XX. MOBSMEN STRIKE

"GRAY FIST!" Landis Glascomb shuddered as he spoke. "Gray Figt isthe enemy whom | fear. His
power isbeyond belief. He holds mein hisclutch!”

Cardona stared as Glascomb made a closing gesture with apair of withered hands. The old man sank
back into hischair.

"Whois Gray Fist?" inquired the detective.

"I do not know." Landis Glascomb shook his head weearily. "1 do not think that any one knows—any one
who isdiveto-night."

"Heisacrook?' queried Cardona.

"A great one," returned Glascomb. "One with whom | could not hope to cope.”
"Hekilled Varden?'

"I think so; but | do not know. No one knows. No one but Gray Fit."

"| figured abig shot behind this," asserted Cardona. "'1've got some factsto work on. | want more. Let's
have your story, Mr. Glascomb."”

"You will protect me?'

"Asfar as| can."



"| swear that | have doneno crime.”
"Then you can count on my full protection. Only, though, if you let me know the story.”

The old man nodded. He glanced about furtively asif expecting some terrible fiend to legp forth from the
wall. At last his courage returned. In acalm, restrained voice, he began to spesk.

"Sometime ago,” he stated, "l was visited by Seth Cowry. The man told me he was aracketeer. |
expected blackmail, particularly when he pointed out financid transactionsin which | would experience
great lossif hetold dl about them.

"Cowry cameto terms. He merely wanted meto act as aid to an unknown individua whom he termed
Gray Fig. | wasto follow al theingtructionsthat | received from this magter. | accepted. Then came
letters.”

"Y ou have them?"

"No. | wasafraid, and | destroyed them. They were on gray paper, of double thickness. They had to be
held to astrong light in order to beread.”

Cardonadid not recall the gray sheet in Varden's study. At the same time he wondered if he had passed
over such amessage during hisinspection of Varden's papers.

"Gray Figt threatened me," declared Glascomb. "He cowed me. Yet dl thetime | waswise. | made
negotiations so that my financia transactions were clear. | was ready to risk exposure of my business
planswithout experiencing grest |oss.

"That was because | redized what was coming. Some day—I knew it well—Gray Fist would make
demands. Hewould force meto aid hiscrimina plans. To refuse would mean death. Degth. It means
death now" - Glascomb's tone was a hoarse whisper—"to be talking to you. But | amrisking it. | am free
of Gray Figt'sorigind thregt. | want to be clear of hisinsdious power."

THE old man paused and drew deep breaths. He rubbed his wan hands together; then managed to
geady himself. He sared solemnly at hisvistor.

"I knew that there were others under Gray Fist's power," resumed Glascomb. "I wanted to know who
they were. Seth Cowry no longer came to see me. But | received a mysterious message from Gray Fi<t,
left benesth my door by some minion. It said that | could not expect to see Cowry again.

"I knew that Cowry must have been dain. That was probably the price he paid for attempted treachery.
All was quiet until after Varden disgppeared. Then | recaived another note from Gray Fist. It mentioned
no names. It contained only seven words: Traitors beware the doom that | deliver.

"l happened to hear that Worth Varden, an importer with whom | had some business dedlings, had
suddenly left town. | wondered if he could be the one whom Gray Fist meant. Then, last night, came
another note telling meto leave New Y ork at once.

"l remained. | sent my bags away with my servants—all except old Philo, whom | kept here. | read the
newspapers. | learned that an acquaintance of mine, Ruggles Preston, had been killed by gangsters.

"Then | saw thetruth. Preston wasin Gray Figt'semploy. Hiswork was to watch those whom Gray Fist
held. That iswhy Preston pretended to be afriend of mine.

"| was afraid to move. | wanted to call the police. | was surethat Gray Fist's other dupes had obeyed his



bidding. But | knew that they were till under Gray Fist'stota power. | realized, too, that Preston's desth
must have caused some difficulty to Gray Figt."

Again the old man paused. Joe Cardonasmiled grimly.

"I've got thetrouble," he asserted. "It's this liss—the one | took from Preston.”

"That explainsit,” agreed Landis Glascomb. "But now that | have brought you here, | am terribly afraid.”
"Of Gray Ag?"

"Yes. | fill havetheurgetoflee. | havetold you dl | know. It isnot much, but it will aid you in your
search for thisterrible fiend."

"What do you intend to do?'

"I want to leave New Y ork a once. To do what Gray Fist thinks| have done. My luggage went to
Florida—it ison itsway there with my servants. | should like to leave to-night.”

CARDONA considered. He could see no objection to Glascomb's suggestion. The old financier was
guiltless, gpparently; if he had held back any of his story, there was certainly no way in which Cardona
could prove thefact. After al, Cardonawas not inclined to blame the man for covering up any financia
businessthat might cause him unfair loss.

"If you leave," decided Cardona, "you will be out of range of Gray Fist's power."

"No," said Glascomb wezrily, "'l shdl fear his power wherever | may go. Yet | shdl be sdfer if | have
appeared to have followed his command.”

"Then go," urged Cardona.

"l am afraid,” pleaded Glascomb. "That iswhy | told you to come here—one reason, at least. | thought
that in return for my statement, you would seethat | reached the station in safety.”

Cardona arose.

"Comeon," hesad. "WEell ride down therein ataxicab. I'll be on thelookout for any tough birds that
Gray Figt putson your trail."

Landis Glascomb accompanied the detective to the door. Philo, the servant, brought his master's hat and
coat. The detective and financier went downgtairs. Philo cautiously opened the door. The pair departed
from the house.

Glascomb's step seemed quick and firm as they walked toward an avenue. The protection of the
detective had given the old man new courage. At the avenue, Cardona hailed a cab. They rodeto the
Pennsylvania Station.

Glascomb arranged to take atrain to Washington; there to await athrough train for Florida. He wanted
to be out of New Y ork. Cardona could not blame him.

The detective watched the old man through the gate. Landis Glascomb |ooked pathetic as he went away
aone. Cardona smiled. He redlized that Glascomb had told him of a definite menace; at the sametime,
Cardona had an idea that the old man had exaggerated the power of Gray Fist.

The arch crook had mobsters under his control. Cardonawas positive of that fact. But Joe had



encountered others before who had used mobsmen to aid their schemes of villainy. Ashewaked from
the Thirty-third Street entrance of the station, Cardonaturned eastward, fedling sure that Glascomb's

plight was chiefly imaginary.

Cardonadid not redlize that his attention had completely engaged with Glascomb on the way here; and
that now, histhoughts of what the old financier had told him were crowding other impressionsfrom his
mind.

Inreviewing al that he had heard; in planning action against Gray Fist, Cardonawas deeply absorbed.
Hisnatura caution was ended. He did not realize what was due to happen.

A soft whistle sounded from in back of Joe Cardona. As the detective turned, unconscioudy scenting
danger in the sound, men rose suddenly from the wall beside him. Three ruffiansfell upon Joe Cardona
en masse.

The detective went down under the rush. As his senses swam, hefdt himsdf thrust into awaiting car.
Then cametheroar of the motor; after that, ablow against the head that dropped him groggy to the
floor.

Detective Joe Cardonawasin the power of Gray Fist!
CHAPTER XXI.YAT SOON RULES

YAT SOON, the arbiter of Chinatown, was standing in his paneled reception room. Despite the
splendor of the place, there was no furniture. Y a Soon, when he received visitors, madeit a custom for
al to remain standing.

Therewasamusica clang from without. Y at Soon stepped to the wall and pressed ahidden release. A
pand rose. Two tal Chinese stepped into the room. Y a Soon recognized them as important tong
leaders.

The entering men bowed before the one whom they recognized asruler. At acommand from Y a Soon,
one began to spesk in Chinese. Y at Soon listened placidly. The other spoke. When he had finished, Y at
Soon replied in the native tongue.

"Yat Soon has ordered,” was his statement. ™Y at Soon expects you to obey. There is one whom | seek
asajprisoner. He must be brought hither before another night descends.”

The tong leaders babbled pleading replies. Y at Soon was obdurate.

"Y ou say that you have searched everywhere," he said. "That isno answer to Y a Soon's order. Go. Find
my prisoner, or be lowered from the powers which you now hold. Y at Soon has spoken. Y at Soon
rules”

The tong leaders bowed. They backed from the room as the panel opened. The brass gate descended
dlently. Yat Soon remained aone.

Despite his statement to the tong leaders, Y a Soon was troubled. Never had any one within the realm of
Chinatown been able to balk his power. Thisintruder—one whom they called The Shadow—had been
thefirst to show a strange ability in euding the powerful arbiter.

Y et the tong leaders could certainly have spared no effort in their search. Where could The Shadow be?
A troubled look appeared upon the face of Yat Soon. Again, the ruler raised the pand. He summoned
one of his Chinese guards.



"Beready," hetold theMongol. "I, Yat Soon, shall lead asearch. Asan example, | shdl bring thetong
men here. | shal show them through my secret rooms, that they may learn of hidden places beyond their
dreams. Beready, should | cal.”

Stepping back through the brass door, Y at Soon closed the pand. He stood in deep meditation, and his
yellowed face showed a sternness. It was some subtle inkling that caused Y at Soon to suddenly look up.

A PANEL was closing at the side of the secret room. Yet Y at Soon's view of the dropping entrance was
only partid. The chief portion of the panel was obscured by aform that intervened. Y at Soon was staring
at afigure clad in black. His own fixed eyes were met by blazing orbs that stared from benesth the broad
brim of adouch hat.

A hand, gloved in black, projected from a cloak of the same hue. In that hand was an automatic. The
wespon loomed before Y at Soon's gaze. Y et the Chinaman made no motion. He did not stir even when
he heard the whispered tones of a shuddering laugh that echoed through that square-waled chamber like
asniger cry from the grave.

Y at Soon stood inflexible as he saw the one whom he was seeking as his prisoner: The Shadow!

"Yat Soon." The whispered voice wasweird. ™Y ou have sought me. | am here. Y ou have found The
Shadow."

The Chinaman's face remained inflexible. Others might have qualled a this dread meseting; not so the
stern man whose word was law in Chinatown.

"l have come," resumed The Shadow, "to end your quest. If you prefer life to death, Y at Soon, you will
make no effort to prevent my departure.”

Theflicker of asmile gppeared upon Yat Soon'slips. Stolidly, the Celestial made reply, hiswordsa
paraphrase of those which The Shadow had uttered.

"If you, The Shadow," was his statement, "prefer life to death, you will become my prisoner.”
The Shadow laughed. Y at Soon did not appear troubled. His smile remained.

"I know now," declared Y at Soon, "where you have been in hiding. Y ou, The Shadow, found your way
to the one place where we did not think of searching. Y ou have been lurking within the portas of my own
secret abode.

"You werewise. You were safe here. Y ou have acted craftily to elude my guards. But now you area
prisoner. Those who enter thisroom can never leave without the will of Yat Soon. The portals are closed
againg you. |, Yat Soon, alone possess the secret of reopening any of them.”

The Shadow could seethat Y at Soon had spoken the truth. Face to face with one of the craftiest of dll
Chinese, The Shadow had discovered aformidable opponent. Y et The Shadow's threat was ready in
return.

"Y ou have spoken well, Yat Soon," declared the black-clad master. "But you forget your own condition.
Perhaps death may await me should | try to leave this room. But remember, Y at Soon! Before | make
such an attempt, you will be dead upon this very floor!"

The threat was ample. Yat Soon's smile faded. It was stale-mate. The Shadow could not escape without
Yat Soon'said. Yat Soon, should hefail to obey The Shadow's order, would die a The Shadow's
hand!



Minutes moved dowly by while Y at Soon faced The Shadow. Then, with ashort bow, the Chinaman
meade his decison.

"Very wel," heremarked, in his perfect English. "We must die”

THERE was a strange acceptance in the Chinaman's tone. It brought a steady glare from The Shadow's
blazing eyes. Y at Soon was ableto resst that gaze; but he caught a question in the gleam. Unresisting, he
answered it.

"Theword of Y at Soon has been given," declared the Chinaman, in simpletones. "I have promised to
deliver you to Gray Fist. | must obey; even though my life may bethe sacrifice. Gray Fist must have The
Shadow. Alive or dead.”

The statement was given in atone of fact. It showed the simplicity of Y at Soon's nature; it reveded the
justice that had made this one Chinese the arbiter of al Chinatown. The question still appearedin The
Shadow's eyes.

"Gray Fist once aided me," explained Y at Soon. "A young man—from China—wasin danger. Gray Fi<,
inreturn for ading him from the country, demanded that 1, Y at Soon, serve Gray Fi<."

"And you agreed," came The Shadow's whispered tone.

"| did agree,” resumed Y at Soon, "but only to one promise. | told Gray Fist that | would accedeto a
single request. He did not ask it until recently. Then he sent word that you werein Chinatown. He
demanded that | turn you over to him, asaprisoner. Alive or dead."

There was no doubt that Y at Soon intended to keep his promise. Silence pervaded the room, until The
Shadow spoke. His hissing tone was solemn.

"Gray Figt," declared The Shadow, "once offered me a promise. He agreed to loose two prisoners—men
who served me—if | would yield to his demand. He has not done so."

"Y ou are not his prisoner,” rejoined Y at Soon.

"That istrue,” announced The Shadow. "But should | aid you in keeping your promiseto Gray Fi<, you,
inturn, must assure me that Gray Fist will keep his promiseto me.”

Y at Soon blinked solemnly. With his steady mind, the arbiter considered the proposa. At length, he
bowed, in acceptance of the terms,

"If you enable meto keep my trust," hesaid, "'l shall plead with Gray Fist to abide by histermswith
you.”

"That is not enough!" The Shadow's tone was stern. "This, Yat Soon, isanew pact. It lies between us
aone. | shall become your prisoner. 1, by my own willingness, shal seethat your promiseto Gray Fist is

kept.

"But | must have your aid—your fairness—to see that Gray Fist deals with me as he has promised.
Should he perform no treachery, he may take me, even though it means my degth.”

"What isyour plan?" inquired Y a Soon doubtfully.

The Shadow's whisper resumed. Thistime, the black-garbed phantom moved closer to Yat Soon. The
words that The Shadow uttered were not in English. They werein perfect Chinese, to the amazement of



Y at Soon. The Celestid nodded; wonder, then admiration, appeared upon hisface. When The Shadow's
discourse was ended, Y at Soon understood. He bowed.

"All isfar," hereplied in English. "I shdl perform my obligationto Gray Fid. | shdl givehimthe
opportunity to prove that hewill keep hisword. Y ou will become his prisoner as| have promised. Y at
Soon agrees.”

The Shadow's automatic disappeared beneath the black cloak. Yat Soon went to the rear of the room
and pressed aswitch. Another pandl arose. It revealed asmall room, beautifully decorated in Chinese
style. Yat Soon bowed for The Shadow to enter.

"This" declared Y at Soon, "will be your prison, for thetime. | shall give the order to reach Gray Fid. |
shdll return, to speak with you, before he has arrived. I, Yat Soon, shall keep my word with The
Shadow. Y at Soon has spoken.”

The Shadow stepped through the threshold into the little room. The panel descended as'Y at Soon
pressed the switch. Alone, the Chinaman blinked solemnly. A bland smile gppeared upon hisyelow
face.

Y at Soon was ready to keep his promise to Gray Fist. The Shadow would soon be in the power of the
superfiend!

CHAPTER XXII. GRAY FIST ARRIVES

LONG hours had passed since The Shadow's interview with Y at Soon. Once again, the wise Mongol
stood within the portals of hisreception room. A clang at the door. Y at Soon opened the pand to admit
Snakes Blakey.

Y at Soon's expression showed that he had expected the sneaky gangster's arrival. Snakes, feeling more
confidence than he had shown before, began to speak as soon as the panel had dropped.

"It'sdl s, Yat Soon," he declared. "I got the message you left for me outside. | took it to Gray Fist."
"He has agreed to the terms?' questioned Y at Soon mildly.

"Surething,” replied Snakes. "He's got three prisoners. Two of them were guysthat worked for The
Shadow. The other isadick named Joe Cardona. They're al downstairs. We're ready to bring them

up."
"Who isready?"'

"Ruff Shefflin and his gang. Y ou said the prisoners had to be brought here. Gray Fist agreed. But he's not
going to let them out of sght of his crew—of Ruff's crew.”

Y at Soon considered the statement solemnly. At last, he denoted his acquiescence. He pressed the
switch; the panel opened. Snakes Blakey issued forth to follow the arrangements.

As soon as the mobster had gone, Y at Soon walked stolidly to the panel at the rear of the room. He
paused there, in deep thought. At last, he pressed the switch and went through the rising opening.

He had goneto carry thisword to The Shadow. Ruff Shefflin and a crew of mobsters had not been in the
previous discussion. Nevertheless, Y at Soon apparently expected his prisoner to abide by the
unexpected arrangements.



When the panel opened, a smile beamed on Y at Soon's usually placid face. The red-robed master closed
the panel of The Shadow's prison. A clang from outside announced thet visitors were at the brass gate.
Y at Soon opened the portal.

Mobsters shuffled into the reception room. With them they had three prisoners. Jabbing revolvers kept
Cliff Mardand and Harry Vincent in line, dong with Joe Cardona. All were groggy. They had evidently
been doped for this occasion.

THERE were hdf adozen mobgtersin dl. Ruff Shefflin wastheir leader. Snakes Blakey waswith the
crew. They shoved their prisoners against the wall. Snakes Blakey faced Y at Soon.

"Herethey are," he snarled. "Two of them belong to The Shadow. These two—and we brought the other
guy aong for good measure.”

"WhereisGray Figt?' came Y a Soon's query.

"He'scoming,” laughed Snakes. "Well wait for him. He's the fellow that wants The Shadow—Gray Fist
is"

Harry Vincent and Cliff Mardand were staring wearily about them. Their faces began to register surprise
at this strange setting. Joe Cardona, beside them, seemed more alive than The Shadow's agents.
Although he made no effort to defy the gun-wielding gangsters, the detective wore a chalenging look.

In fact, Cardona became more aert and defiant, as dow minutes moved by. It was the clangor beyond
the front panel that caused Cardonas ook to turn to one of intense interest. Then came words that
brought the detective's head up Straight.

"ItsGray Figt!" exclaimed Snakes Blakey.

The panel rose as Y a Soon pressed the switch. Into the room stepped aman clad in gray. Harry Vincent
and Cliff Mardand stared. They recognized the figure that they had seen before. Thistime, in better light,
the face was plain aso. It was aface that neither could remember.

A dartled cry of recognition came, however, from another quarter. Joe Cardona, staring madly, knew
the man who had just entered. He had recognized Gray Fist! This man who was dressed in gray was
Landis Glascombl!

THERE was no pitiful expression on the face of the financier. Glascomb's festures were tinged with evil.
He made no pretense to cover up hisfiendish character. He was gloating, in an hour of evil triumph -
sneering as he glanced at Joe Cardona.

The detective, more dert than ever, knew the hideous truth. Landis Glascomb—as Gray Fist—had never
trusted more than one minion. He had used Seth Cowry as an agent to gain power over men of big
affairs— men whom Landis had studied, and whose weaknesses he knew.

Fearing betrayal by Cowry, Gray Fist had obtained Snakes Blakey. Through the sneaky mobster, he had
gained the services of Ruff Shefflin and attendant gangsters. They had put Seth Cowry on the spot.
Ruggles Preston had aso served as aworker to keep the victimsin line—but Preston had never known
the trueidentity of Gray Fis.

With total ignorance of whom it was he served, Ruggles Preston had kept the name of Landis Glascomb
onthelig of victims. He had unwittingly watched his own chief al the while he watched the otherd!

Snakes Blakey had been the only go-between; with Ruff Shefflin a hisbidding, the snesk had done his



work well. The death of Preston, however, had been ablow to Gray Fist. The fiend had feared that Joe
Cardona had uncovered the list. He had sent hisvictims out of town; but he, himsalf, had remained,
playing apitiful part to lure Cardonal

By learning that Cardona aone held the list, Gray Fist had been free to act. Snakes Blakey had been
watching. He had posted mobsters. They had seized Cardona. Y et even had they failed, Gray Figt, as
Landis Glascomb, could have proven hisinnocence of al wrongdoing. He would have appeared asthe
mogt unfortunate of al hisown victimg

Wild thoughts ran through Cardonas mind. His hel plessnesswasthe final one. The arch fiend stood free,
proud of hisvillainy, so sure of his successthat he made no further effort to conced hisidentity.

Nothing could thwart Gray Fist now. Only vague hope seared through Joe Cardonas brain. Then, the
fantastic belief in some salvation ended as the detective heard the demand which Gray Fist made of Y at
Soon.

"I have come," sneered Gray Figt, "to hold you to your promise, Y a Soon. | have come for the prisoner
you hold."

"Heishere," came the Chinaman's solemn reply.

A harsh chortle came from Gray Fist'sthroat. Thisvillain who was Landis Glascomb raised hisright hand
and dutched the air with atightening gray-gloved hand.

"None can thwart me now!" he cried, for dl the listenersto hear. "None! Gray Fist holds the master of
them al! Gray Fist holds The Shadow!"

CHAPTER XXIIl. GRAY FIST'STREACHERY
"Y OUR prisoner awaitsyou."
The declaration came from Y at Soon as the Chinaman made abow to Gray Fi<t.
"Whereishisprison?' queried Landis Glascomb. "Where have you kept him?”
Y at Soon made a gesture toward the rear pandl.
"You are sure-" began Glascomb.
"Hewill make no trouble," interposed Y at Soon. "I shdl kegp my promiseto place him in your hands.”
"After that -"

"All will bewel, Gray Fist. The Shadow will be yoursto take. | have spoken with him, and he has asked
only that you abide by your agreement. The prisoners must be released.”

A fierce snort came from Gray Fist's nostrils. The fiend waved his hand toward the prisoners and
laughed.

"Why should | release them?' he queried. "I tricked The Shadow once, but he escaped me. | can trick
him surely, now that heismy prisoner.”

"Your promise,” came the solemn tones of Y at Soon.

"What are promises?’ sneered Gray Fist. "They are made to be broken.”



"My promiseto you?'
Gray Fist stared at the blinking yellow face. His challenge was a menace.

"You have kept it!" snarled the villain. "Y ou cannot change it now. | have meansto back the promises
that | exact. Look about you and see!™

Y at Soon stared at the toughened faces of Ruff Shefflin and hismobsters. All had drawn their revolvers.
They awaited any order that Gray Fist might give.

"Forget your guards, Yat Soon,” chuckled Gray Fist. "My men are stronger. | have others, below. They
will aid if necessary. At the sametime, you have nothing to fear, provided that you do as| command.
Bring forth The Shadow!"

Y at Soon paused beside thewall. Gray Fist saw the Chinaman's hesitation. He scowled.

"I have promised The Shadow," protested Y at Soon, "that you would abide by your terms. These
men"—heindicated Cliff and Harry—"are his. Y ou brought them here to release them -"

"I brought them here to deceive you!" interrupted Gray Fist. "That purpose has been served. Any
promisethat you made to The Shadow is nothing. Come! Bring him from his prison!™

With these words, Landis Glascomb drew his own revolver. He clenched it in hisgray fist, and turned the
muzzle toward the figure of Y at Soon. He motioned to the mobsters. They trained their guns on the panel
beyond which lay The Shadow's prison.

"Wewant him dive," asserted Gray Fist. "But if he makesamove, he must die! Be ready—all of you.
Come, Yat Soon! Open the panel, before | shoot you where you stand!"

Feebly, Yat Soon pressed the switch. He stepped back by thewall. Gray Fist and al his mobsters were
covering the opened pandl. Their guns sank; their faces showed amazement. Even Gray Fist was
astonished by what he saw.

Seated in athronelike chair, in the center of the prison room, was Y at Soon! The very Chinaman who
had opened the paneled door was now before them! His eyes were staring with astrange wrath. His
commanding gaze brooked dl attention!

THE throned man spoke. Hiswords came in stern, unanswerable terms, that rang out in bitter
accusation. Not one of the invaders moved. They were like listening statues as they heard the statement
of Yat Soon.

"l am Y at Soon," announced the Chinaman. "Y ou cameto me, Gray Fist, to exact apromise. | agreed to
do your bidding. | promised you The Shadow as your prisoner.

"That was an honorable task—the keeping of a promise. | learned that you had made apromiseto The
Shadow. Therefore, | expected you to keep it. Y ou have shown that you lied. Y ou have no honor.
Moreover, you do not trust the oneswho treat you with the honor which is not your due.

"Y ou have brought henchmen here to make sure that | would keep my promise. That action releases me
from my oath to you. | repudiate dl friendship. Nevertheless, | shall keep my promise.

"| shal giveyouwhat | promised. | shal give you The Shadow. Had you come here aone, you could
have had him as your prisoner, unarmed. Y ou chose to come with men prepared for battle. Y ou yourself
have made your choice. Y ou have the armed strength that you need. The Shadow isthere'—Y at Soon



extended a pointing finger—"where you can take him. Y ou have your opportunity!"

All eyesturned from the prison room. Asthey did, the pandl began to dide down. It dropped so rapidly
that not a mobster could turn back to prevent it. Y at Soon, beyond the door, was safe.

But hewasonly one Y at Soon! He was the second whom the invaders had encountered. Again eyes
turned across the room, to the spot where the first Y at Soon had moved the moment that he had released
the pandl.

Gray Figt and his henchmen faced the yellow-visaged Mongol who was the duplicate of the one upon the
throne beyond the pandl. Their eyeswere ahead of their guns, for their astonishment had not yet |eft
them. Thefirgt Yat Soon had taken al attention by revealing the second; the second had turned attention
from himsdf by pointing to thefirs.

Doubt and bewilderment swept every brain within that room, until the actions came that proved the
secret of thisamazing duplication. The hands of thefirgt Y a Soon were rising. From the folds of the
maroon robe, they were drawing two automatics!

The golden dragons shimmered on the reddened cloth as the tones of asinister merriment burst through
the room. That mockery revealed the truth. From the lips of thefirst Y at Soon—thefdse Y at
Soorn—came the weird laugh of The Shadow!

The chilling tones were the explanation of the terms on which The Shadow and Y at Soon had worked.
The Shadow, as'Y at Soon, had proposed to give himsdlf up to Gray Fist. He had alowed thefiend fair
opportunity to keep the promise which The Shadow had been given.

Gray Fist had shown himself atraitor. The Shadow had raised the pand that Y at Soon—listening
there—might make the fina decision and thejust one.

Degth to traitors! Desth to betrayers! Such had been the maxim of Gray Fist. Y et he, the fiend, had
acted as atraitor. He had betrayed atrust. In so doing, he had completed the fair understanding that had
been made between The Shadow and Y at Soon.

Y at Soon's promise had been kept. The Shadow stood before Gray Fist. The supercrook was backed
by a squad of mobsters. He had the power to take the prisoner he wanted.

But the laugh of The Shadow, rising strident as it reverberated through the square-walled room, told
Gray Figt that histask was not ended!

Death to The Shadow! Gray Fist and his mobsters sought it. The Shadow's laugh defied them to ddliver
it!

CHAPTER XXIV. THE SHADOW STRIKES

WITHIN the squared walls of Y at Soon's paneled room, The Shadow faced a concentrated mass of
foemen. In dll of hisrecent conflicts with hordes from the underworld, The Shadow had been forced to
cope with odds.

Thistime, the shock troops of gangdom stood before him. These henchmen of Gray Fist were hand
picked. They had come prepared for trouble with The Shadow. Gray Fist had anticipated it.

Ruff Shefflin, toughest of gang leaders, was at the head of Gray Fist's minions. Snakes Blakey, the
sneaking go-between who so far had evaded The Shadow's hand, stood by Ruff's sde. With them half a
dozen fighters. More than that, these evil men of crime were backed by the superfiend: Gray Fist!



Y et The Shadow had wished this meeting. He had planned it with Y a Soon. The Shadow had played
fair with the arbiter of Chinatown. Y at Soon, since he had listened through hidden ditsin the prison pand,
had washed his hands of Gray Fist. The Chinaman knew the fiend's perfidy. He had | ft this encounter to
The Shadow and Gray Fist. It was of The Shadow's choosing. No obligations remained.

Perhaps Y a Soon thought that The Shadow was guided by folly. On the contrary, thewise old
Chinaman may have had faith in The Shadow's prowess. But Y a Soon, in his judgment, was not one
who interfered with quarrelsthat concerned no one but those involved. He had seen that astruggle lay
between The Shadow and Gray Fist. He had decided to let the battle break.

Nevertheless, Yat Soon, in fulfilling his promise to The Shadow, had performed a passive service that
fitted well into The Shadow's plan. The amazement of the mobgters; the turning of attention; thefinal
moment of revelation which came with the weird laugh—all these were factors upon which The Shadow
had counted.

Hewas abeing who lived in split seconds. In action, The Shadow had a swiftness that exceeded the
gpeed of normal thought. Here, in Y at Soon's reception room, with a squad of dangerous men before
him, The Shadow had no fear!

The opening roars of The Shadow's automatics formed a stern accompaniment to the crescendo of his
terrifying laugh. While eerie mockery still echoed, The Shadow's mighty wesapons blazed. Back to a
paneled wall, The Shadow beat thefirst of his enemiesto the shots.

Two gangsters tottered as leaden bullets found their human targets. These were the two nearest The
Shadow. As the mobsters sprawled, The Shadow, still wearing the masklike visage of Y at Soon, swung
aong thewadl. His move was awell contrived one.

Ruff Shefflin had aimed to kill. His bullet, discharged as The Shadow moved, missed thetal formin
maroon. It flattened against the paneled wall, close beside the yellowed face of the false Y a Soon.

Another mobster was aiming. The Shadow's bullet picked him in the Sde. The gangster screamed ashe
fdl. Hiswild arms clutched and gragped Ruff Shefflin. The gang leader lost hisaim that he was seeking.
His second shot went wide.

Otherswerefiring a The Shadow. As bullets whizzed, the being in red dropped amost to the floor.
Shotstimed for the robed form again missed the target. A yell of triumph came from a gangster'sthroat.
The man had thought that he had dropped The Shadow. The mobster's cry ended as an automatic
barked. Shefflin's henchman sprawled gurgling to thefloor.

A huge splotch of deep red, crouched beside a panel, The Shadow was a menace that had proven its
power. His rapid fire had thinned out the mobsters. Scattered bullets, fired wildly in return, had proven
futile

Behind a cordon of dropping gangsters stood two men. Gray Figt, arevolver in his clutch, wasletting the
othersfight while he kept watch. Snakes Blakey, too, was standing waiting. He was ready to fight with
his chief when occasion cdled for it. Both, however, thought The Shadow doomed.

Ruff Shefflin, bresking free from the grasp of the faling mobster, pounced forward, aming ashe came. A
violent fighter, Ruff was ready to sound The Shadow's doom. The maroon-clad form, glistening with its
golden dragons, rose to meet the fierce attack. Up came an automatic.

The Shadow's finger pressed while Ruff's was trembling. The automatic barked. Ruff Shefflin never
released hisbullet. His body swayed. A bulging look camein his eyes. He toppled forward toward The



Shadow.

To thosein back, Ruff's body seemed to poise asthough an invisible force had held it. Then, from
between the gang leader's arms and body, came two long hands projecting from red deeves. The
Shadow had gripped the gang leader's form. Ruff Shefflin, dying, had become The Shadow's shield!

IT was amaster stroke of strategy: one for which The Shadow had played. Behind his human bulwark,
The Shadow, backing toward the wall, sprayed leaden hail into the remaining mobsmen. Ruff Shefflin
seemed to be moving mechanicaly forward as The Shadow drew him aong.

Furioudy, the mobsters sprang en masse. They wanted to seize their dying leader'sform, to tear it away
that they might day The Shadow. Instead, they found themsalves plunging into deeth. Each shot from The
Shadow's automatics was timed to drop amobster.

One man gained hisgoal. Leaping, hethrew hisarms around Ruff Shefflin'sbody. A blazing automatic
dropped thislast attacker. With adeath grip, the last mobster sprawled carrying Ruff Shefflin'sform
downwith him.

Harry Vincent and Cliff Mardand had been groggy while they watched the fray. Joe Cardona, however,
hed dizzily responded to the tattoo of guns. Rising from the floor, the detective grappled with awounded
mobster and snatched the man's revolver from his grasp.

Snakes Blakey saw the action. For an instant, the sneak’s eyes turned to Cardona. Then, a awarning
hissfrom Gray Fist, Snakes saw Ruff Shefflin's barricading body fall. Before the snesk could fire, The
Shadow sent adooming bullet. Snakeswavered. Hisarm fell.

It was Gray Figt, done save for afew helpless, wounded minions, who employed The Shadow's own
srategy. The monster caught Snakes Blakey's body. Thrusting his revolver under the sneek'sarm, Gray
Fig fired.

The Shadow's left arm fell. Hisright, dropping a spent automatic, swept anew weapon from beneath the
maroon robe. The Shadow's form was weaving Sdewise; Gray Fist's next bullet missed its mark. The
Shadow's laugh resounded.

While a crimson splotch began to form an odd tint on the left shoulder of the maroon robe, The Shadow,
wounded, loosed his automatic'sfire a the only target which was before him: the body of Snakes
Blakey.

Riddling bullets crumpled the shield that Gray Fist had taken. As Snakes Blakey'sform collapsed, a
rending scream came from behind it. Sprawling, Gray Fist dropped to the floor. His revolver jounced
from hisgrasp. Hisform lay half benegth the corpse of Snakes Blakey.

Joe Cardona, dizzily confused, stood leaning againgt the wall. The sudden sound of muffled shotsfrom
without the square-walled room had no effect upon the detective. To The Shadow, however, they meant
new battle.

Obliviousto hiswound, disregarding the helplessness of hisleft arm, The Shadow sprang across the floor
and pressed a hidden switch. The front panel rose. The Shadow |egped through it. Gangsterswerein
view.

Ruff Shefflin'sreserve raiders had entered. Cowering Chinamen were resisting from the darkness of
passages. They saw The Shadow. They heard his piping words in the Chinese language. They took him
for their leader, Yat Soon.



THE automatic burst its thunderous shots straight into the ranks of the advancing gangsters. As mobsmen
dropped, the Mongols, inspired by the action of the man they took for their leader, sprang forward to
fire

Mobgters broke and fled before the advancing Chinese. The brass barrier was dropping behind the false
Y at Soon. Joe Cardona stared blankly at the closed panel. He could hear gunfire fading in the distance.
He knew that reenforcing gunmen had been semmed.

Even yet, Cardonawas in adaze. Thefight had broken loose so suddenly that the detective had been
unable to gather hiswits. Joe had heard the laugh of The Shadow. It was a cry that he remembered from
the past; from timeswhen abeing garbed in black had done yeoman service for the law.

But the only fighter that Joe had seen had been amaroon-robed Chinaman—the one who had gone forth
from thisroom to repel anew attack. Joe knew that the sortie must have been successful.

Gun in hand, Cardonathought of hisfellow prisoners. He looked toward Harry Vincent and Cliff
Mardand, still propped against the wall. He motioned them to rise. Wearily, they obeyed. Asthe rescued
trio formed, Cardona was prepared to leave this place.

Then, to the detective's startled ears came an unexpected sound. Cardona turned his gaze acrossthe
room. His eyes became fixed. He stood motionless at sight of the menace which had risen from the
dead.

Chuckling hoarsdly, Landis Glascomb was standing above the prosirate body of Snakes Blakey. The
fiendish financier was gory with blood, but it had come from his henchman's body, not hisown.

With leveled revolver, Glascomb was covering Cardona. The detective did not have a chanceto raise the
gun that he had wrested from a dying mobsmen. Cliff and Harry, too, were helpless.

Gray Figt il lived; his prisoners had not escaped his fiendish power!
CHAPTER XXV. THE TRIUMPH
"FOOLS."

Gray Figt chortled as he spat the word. The old fiend'sface waslivid. Hislooming hand, with the
revolver initsclutch, formed atight fist that threatened doom.

"Y ou thought that | was dead." Gray Fist'stone was cold. " So did the other—the one who sought to
rescue you. He has gone. Let him return. He will find the dead bodies of those whom hetried to save.

"l am Gray Fist. My enemies are within my clutch. | fear no one. My minionsare dead. | shdl find more.
| do not careif they are dead. Y ou will soon bein the state which they now hold!"

Joe Cardona's hand was trembling. It wasrising dowly. The detective dared not make aquick attack
graight into the muzzle of Gray Fist'sgun. The fiend, however, saw Joe's action.

Gray Fist was watching every one of the doomed trio. He was ca culating in his manner. Numbed and
groggy though they were, Cliff Mardand and Harry Vincent could fed the menace of Gray Fist's stare.

Thisevil man, triumphant, was more to be feared than a host of gangsters. Gray Fist had battled with The
Shadow. He, adone, had managed to wound the fighter who had worn the attire of Y at Soon. Moreover,
he had tricked The Shadow. Gray Fist had fallen as though he had been dain. Hisruse had been

deceptive.



"One move'—Gray Fist's cold tone was addressed to Joe Cardona— "and you shall die.”
The detective's hand dropped again. Gray Fist chortled. He held hisfinger on the trigger of hisrevolver.
"You shdl diel" he repested. "Y ou—the firs—before these others -"

Cardona saw a steady stare as the fiend ceased speaking. Cardona could not tell what caused it. Cliff
Mardand, however, was able to throw asdeong glimpsein the direction of Gray Fist's gaze.

Staring straight beyond Cardonas form, the fiend was watching a pand at the side of the room. The
barrier was risng. Beyond it, however, was nothing but complete darkness. Confident that he held
Cardona helpless, Gray Fist was watching. His gun, ready to fire beyond the detective, was waiting only
until his eyeswould see the form that he expected—the maroon-garbed figure of thefase Y at Soon.

Gunfire had ceased from without. The Shadow, Gray Fist knew, could have reached this side panel
through another passage. To strike, however, The Shadow would have to show himsdlf.

IT wasthen that an ingtinctive thought cameto Cliff Mardand. Well did the agent redlize that his master,
The Shadow, had played the feigned part of Y at Soon. Wl did Cliff know how The Shadow could
approach a scene of danger.

Though he saw nothing, Cliff redized that the blackness beyond the panel was not the darkness of a
passage. That blotting gloom was caused by the form of The Shadow itself! The master had returned;
before returning, he had donned his cloak and hat, which must have been waiting for him in some hidden
spot outside this room!

Gray Fist waswaiting for The Shadow. He did not know The Shadow had arrived. The Shadow was
ready to open asurprise attack. One factor alone prevented him.

Joe Cardonawas standing directly between The Shadow and Gray Fist! With the detective asaliving
barrier, The Shadow could do no more than wound Gray Fist. That would mean Cardonas doom, for
Gray Fist would fire surely the moment that he realized The Shadow's presence!

Furthermore, one false move by Joe Cardona might place the unwitting detective right in the path of one
of The Shadow's own bullets!

It wasin thistense period of flegting momentsthat Cliff Mardand lost the grogginessthat had held him.
He knew that The Shadow could use hisaid; yet asigna from The Shadow would also be awarning to
Gray Fig.

It wasthetime for boldness, and Cliff supplied it. From completeimmobility, The Shadow's agent |egped
into swift action. With argpid forward dive, hisarms outsiretched for aflying tackle, Cliff hurled himsaif
upon Joe Cardonal

Cliff caught the detective low. Theforce of the plunge was terrific. Cardona, despite his stockiness, was
bowled over by the force of Cliff's powerful plunge.

The action took Gray Fist by surprise. Had Cliff lesped at the fiend himsdlf, Gray Fist could have
delivered afata shot. But Cliff, by his unexpected action, hurled both himsdf and Joe Cardona below the
level of the mongter'saim.

For one split second, Gray Fist's gloved clutch wavered. Instinctively, the fiend was about to drop his
am. Then the menace of the open pand caught him. With Cardona cleared, Gray Fist resolved to fire at
the blackness which he thought was the passage.



It wastoo late. The split instant of hesitation proved the turning point. As Gray Fist'sfinger drew upon
the revolver trigger, ablasting burst of flame came from the pand. The Shadow's automatic delivered the
shot which the master fighter had long desired to dedl.

Gray Fig'sfiendish face took on a hideous expression. The old man's body withered. It crumpled dowly
to the floor like acaving structure. It struck sidewise, and rolled over. The revolver clattered to the floor.

Gray Fist'sleft arm twisted beneath his body. His right, waving in a convulsive effort, reached upward,
and remained extended. The gloved hand writhed. The fingers benesth the gray cloth tightened. The hand
dilled.

Burning eyesfrom the pane were visble asthey surveyed the dead form of Landis Glascomb. A spectra
laugh issued from The Shadow's hidden lips. In death, asin life, Landis Glascomb retained the symbol of
his boast.

The dead gloved hand was clenched to form afirm, tight fist. That clutched hand was the final statement
of thefiend, Gray Fist!

CHAPTER XXVI. THE LAST LAUGH

THE death of Gray Fist marked the end of The Shadow's bitter fight. The last of his enemies had been
eliminated. With Ruff Shefflin and Snakes Blakey dead beside their master; with the trusted crew of
shock mobsmen gone, The Shadow had silenced al who had tried to hound him to his doom.

Thelaugh that echoed through Y at Soon's square-walled reception room remained in fading whispers
after the closing panel marked the departure of The Shadow.

Joe Cardong, after hisfirst surprise, redized that Cliff Mardand had aided in saving hislife. While Joe
and The Shadow's agents surveyed the dead form of Landis Glascomb, the panel at the rear of the room
moved upward. Therea Y at Soon stepped into view.

Cardona half believed that it was Y at Soon who had fired that last shot. He knew, at leadt, that the
Chinaman was afriend. Thisinvasion from mobland had not been to Y at Soon'sliking.

The old Chinaman opened the front pandl of the room, and made afriendly gesture toward the portal.
Cliff Mardand understood. He strode through the opening. Harry Vincent followed.

Joe Cardonas dedliberation was but momentary. He redlized quickly that it would be wiseto leave this
place. Yat Soon's private residence had been invaded. The Chinaman had played square. Joe was ready
to give him the opportunity to remove the bodies.

A Mongol guard conducted the departing men through passages. Bodies of gunmen lay aong the way.
Inspired by The Shadow—whom they had taken for Y at Soon—the Chinese guards had annihilated the
reenforcing squad. That leadership which The Shadow had given had been hisrepayment to Y a Soon
for the Chinese arbiter'sfairness.

Thelights of Chinatown were glittering in their usud gaaxy when the rescued trio reached a corner near
Mott and Pell. There Cardona, still haf dazed and blinking at the glare of the lights about him, watched
Cliff Mardand and Harry Vincent take their way.

These men, like Cardona, had been prisoners of Gray Fist. There was no reason why the detective
should hold them. Cardona, wondering what else to do, started for police headquarters.

Y at Soon's Mongols must have been working while Cardona traveled. By the time the detective had



reached headquarters, word was there regarding dain gangsters whose bodies had been found on the
outskirts of Chinatown.

The bodies were being taken to the morgue. Cardona resolved to go there and learn the detail s that might
be given before he prepared areport that would fit the circumstances.

THEN came another cal. A body, found in an obscure room near the bad lands, had been brought to the
morgue a so. It had been identified. The dead man, aknife blade degp in his heart, was Worth Varden.
Theimporter had been dead for severd days.

Joe Cardonawas puzzled. He felt that he could piece this case together, with the evidencein his
possession. At the sametime, he knew that certain phases would go unanswered. He wondered where
the complete answer would be found.

Cardonawould have known, had he been able to visuaize a blackened room, lost somewherein the
hubbub of Manhattan. The silence of that place was ended by aclick. The darkness was broken by the
rays of abluish lamp that focused themsalves upon a polished table.

White hands appeared beneath the spectrd glare. Theright was moving; the left lay quiet. A shimmering
gem—T he Shadow's girasol— glimmered from afinger of the hand that was temporarily idle, because of
the wounded arm aboveit.

Theright hand gathered papers. It inscribed cryptic comments upon white sheets. All, handled deftly by
The Shadow's right hand, went into afolderlike envelope.

The right hand wrote upon the container. The envelope was drawn away. A click marked the passing of
the bluish light. A triumphant laugh resounded with defiant mockery throughout the blackened confines of
The Shadow's sanctum.

The room which The Shadow had hermeticaly seded had been reopened.

The Shadow had removed Worth Varden's body. Those who had learned the location of The Shadow's
sanctum were dead.

The case of Gray Fist was ended. The Shadow's envelope contained its details. Factsthat The Shadow
had gained would be preserved for his perusa aone.

The complete story of Landis Glascomb, the fiend who caled himself Gray Fist, would rest secure
among the secret archives of The Shadow!

THEEND



