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CHAPTER |. EAST MEETSWEST

S B B B I B R N B B R I L B R e I B B N VARV

THE man at the desk was a Chinaman.

An odd fact, consdering his guise, his garb and his surroundings. Firm-faced, square-jawed, this
individua had the air of an American busness man. He was wearing American clothes. His office was
fitted with aflat-topped desk, straight-backed chairs and ametd filing cabinet.

A stack of envelopeslay on the desk, close by the telephone. The Chinaman was opening one envelope;
likethe others, it was addressed to Doctor Roy Tam. Removing the letter from within the envel ope,
Doctor Tam read it carefully, then laid it aside and picked up the next envelope.

The office waslighted only by adesk lamp. Doctor Tam wasin the center of the glare. Hence it was not
strange that he had failed to detect amovement in the haziness beyond. The door of the office had
opened while the Chinese physician had been reading the first letter. The door had closed again without
Tamnoting it.
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Something, however, caused the Chinaman to ook up while hisfingers stopped upon the second
envelope. Perhaps the cause was afaint swish that might have barely reached Tam's cars. The effect
upon the Chinaman was ingtantaneous. Doctor Tam's square face becamerigid. His eyes remained fixed
upon the figure that they saw before them.

Onthefar sde of the desk stood abeing in black. A shrouded shape, this visitor had taken definite form
in his gpproach to the lamplight.

His shoulders were mantled by a sable-hued cloak. His head was topped by a broad-brimmed souch
hat. Of hisfeatures, only his eyeswere discernible. Fiery, they glowed from benesth the hat brim.

Doctor Tam's visitor was The Shadow. Therigidity of Tam's features showed astartlement that the
Chinese doctor could not repress. Then the dow smile that appeared upon Tam's yellowish face was
proof that the visit was awelcome one.

RISING, Doctor Tam bowed and indicated a chair close beside The Shadow. The cloaked visitor
seated himself; Tam did the same. Leaning both € bows upon the desk, Tam spoke in perfect English.

"I had not expected you to arrive so soon,” stated the physician. "It isalong journey from New Y ork to
San Francisco, even when onetravelsby air.”

"Speed wasimperative," replied The Shadow, hisvoice aweird whisper. "Our friend, Y at Soon,
informed methat you had immediate need of my presence.”

"That istrue," nodded Tam. "The cause was urgent, dthough time gill remains. Here, in San Francisco, |
have encountered one of the strangest casesthat | have ever seenin dl my career asaphysician.

"That iswhy | telegraphed Y at Soon, asking that he communicate with you at once. | urged that you
should come here, to take my place, my hope being that you could gain the answer which | havefalled to
obtain."

The Shadow remained silent. Doctor Tam took this asasign that he was to continue. Briskly, the
Chinaman resumed his statements.

"I cameto San Francisco,” declared Tam, "to continue the work that | had begun when we first met:
namely, to aid fellow Chinesein their efforts to adopt American ways and methods, to throw of f
superdtition and achieve progress.

"Inthiswork, | discovered that my fame as a physician was vauable. | was recognized because of my
medica knowledge. Asa consultant, | waswelcomed in many quarters where ordinarily aman of my
advanced views might not have been received. It wasin the capacity of physician thet | visited the home
of Ku Luan."

There was something significant in the way that Doctor Tam pronounced the name Ku Luan. His
emphasis expressed both awe and admiration.

"A dead man who lives."

DOCTOR TAM pronounced the sentence solemnly. Hisface wastense; his eyes strained as he stared
toward The Shadow. Sincerely hoping to gain belief, Tam repeated the amazing statement.

"A dead man who lives" Awetinged Tam'stone. "That isthe only way to describe Ku Luan. Heis of old
China, Ku Luan. Heis one who served the Manchu dynasty in the last years of itsreign. When the
Emperor Suan-t'ung abdicated, nearly twenty-five years ago, Ku Luan left China. He came to America



and haslived in San Francisco ever since.

"Five daysago" - Doctor Tam raised his right hand; outstretched thumb and fingersindicated the number
- "five days ago, Ku Luan died. | say 'died' because he has shown no sign of life; yet in asense helives.
Wearied, he knew that desth was coming. Voluntarily, he chose the semblance of death before his hour
had come.

"We know the reason why. Ku Luan haswords to speak. He wasliving in hopesthat he could talk to
someone who is not yet here. Who that person is, we cannot guess; nor can Ku Luan's servantstell us.
But of this, | am certain. Ku Luan, knowing that he had but ounces of strength left within him, showed the
amazing power to reserve that last-minute effort until afuturetime.

"One might say that Ku Luan isin atrance; yet that does not properly describe histrue condition. Itis
rarely true that a man can assume atrance at will; even more seldom can anyoneraly from such a
condition. Y et Ku Luan has taken on a condition that looks like degth; and somehow | believe that he
will shed it when he chooses™

When Tam ddlivered hisfina statement, The Shadow spoke in return. His whispered tone was one of
andyss.

"Y ou have spoken of Ku Luan," declared The Shadow. "Ku Luan is one who holds amessage. He will
resume life only when heisvisited by a person to whom heiswilling to entrust his secret. He will know
when that person has arrived.”

Doctor Tam nodded eagerly. Such were the very thoughts that he was holding.

"Though Ku Luan seems dead," added The Shadow, "you have tried to impress him with your will. You
have hoped that he might spesk to you."

"That istrue. On my last visit to Ku Luan, | nearly gained success. As| spoketo him, | sensed that his
life force was gathering for itsfina effort. | lacked the will, however. Ku Luan did not speak.”

"Y ou believe that Ku Luan would spesk to me?"

"l do. My hopeisthat you will visit Ku Luan in my stead. He has accepted me asafriend, if not asa
confidant. If he will accept you as he has accepted me"

Doctor Tam broke off, staring. Gloved hands were moving upward from the front of The Shadow's
cloak. Blackclad fingers brushed away the douch hat, then plucked loose the collar of the cloak.

Faling garments reveded a square-jawed visage. It was Sight of that countenance that had caused
Doctor Tam's astonishment.

THE Chinaman waslooking &t his own face, as clearly asif he had been staring into amirror. The
Shadow had taken Tam's request literally. A master of make-up, The Shadow had adopted a
countenance that was the exact duplicate of Doctor Tam's.

" am prepared,” announced The Shadow. His voice had become the choppy speech that characterized
Tam'sown tone. "At what time shal Doctor Roy Tam visit Ku Luan, to learn adead man's secret?”

Doctor Tam gasped. Then, managing asmile, he reached for the telephone. He spoke in Chinese, giving
the name of Doctor Doi Y an. For the Chinese in San Francisco use their own exchange, where the
names of fully one thousand subscribers are known and recogni zed by Chinese telephone operators.
Doctor Tam referred to thisfact while he waited for the connection.



"Although | consder mysdlf to be American,” stated Tam, "1 wisaly established my office within the
boundary of Chinatown, in order to be closer to those whom | meet.

"Doctor Doi YanisKu Luan'sphysician. | shal learn a what hour heintendsto vigit his patient. | shall
arrangefor you" - with abroadening smile, Tam corrected himself - "I shal arrange for mysdlf to
accompany Doctor Doi Y an thisevening.”

The connection was completed, afew moments later. The Shadow listened while Doctor Roy Tam held
abrief conversation with Doctor Doi Y an.

"Itisnearly eight o'clock,” Tam told The Shadow. "At nine, Doctor Doi Y an will stop at the new Sun
Kew Regtaurant. There he will meet Doctor Roy Tam. Together, they will visit theliving dead man, Ku
Luan."

THE SHADOW arose. Tam watched him fold cloak and hat, to place them within aflattened briefcase
that opened from its collapsed condition and became asmall saichdl.

The Shadow was wearing Street clothes; his attire resembled that of Doctor Tam. The square-jawed
Chinaman smiled. His part wasto remain here, out of sight, while The Shadow roamed as Doctor Roy
Tam.

"At Ku Luan's" remarked Tam, "you will meet two servants. Oneis Tsing Chan, the seward; the other is
Wong Soy, who is merdly an attendant. | mention these names because | have met both Tsing Chan and
Wong Soy. It would be natural for me to recognize them."

The Shadow bowed in Tam's own fashion, then responded with a perfect imitation of the physician's
voice.

"I thank you," said The Shadow. "1 shall remember the namesthat you have spoken. | shal meet Doctor
Doi Y an when he comesto the Sun Kew.

"Meanwhile, you may call the Aldebaran Hotel and ask for Mr. Vincent. He accompanied me from New
Y ork by plane. Tdl Vincent who you are and tell him the exact location of Ku Luan's house. Also tell
Vincent that he isto be outside that house by haf past eight, with 'Miles Crofton.”

Doctor Tam bowed. With one hand on the tel ephone, he watched The Shadow turn about and walk
toward the door. Even to his gait, The Shadow was giving a perfect impersonation of Doctor Roy Tam.

Thiswas not surprising, for in the past, when Tam had lived in New Y ork, The Shadow had gained much
knowledge of The Chinese physician's ways and manners. (Note: See"The Fate Joss,” Vol. XIV No.
3)

The door closed to mark the departure of the pretended Doctor Tam. Lifting the receiver of the
telephone, Doctor Tam put in the call to the Aldebaran Hotdl. Tam was smiling as he waited for the
connection; and his smile was one of true satisfaction. For Doctor Tam was convinced that tonight would
bring success.

Hewas sure that The Shadow would return with Ku Luan's secret, straight from the lips of theliving
dead man!

CHAPTER II. FRISCO NIGHT

EIGHT o'clock had brought a glow to the streets of San Francisco's Chinatown. Through the early mist
of anincoming seafog, many lightswere gleaming in agaaxy of Orienta glamour.



In contrast, and as reminders that this was America, not China, huge structures loomed high above the
bizarre Orientd digtrict. Massive gray ghosts amid the incregping fog, these were the towers of the
business section. Just beyond the outskirts of Chinatown, these modern skyscraperstold that San
Francisco thrived on finance and big business.

The blanketing fog would have completely obliterated them except for the presence of scattered lights
that shone from afew high windows, where afew offices were till open for night workers.

IN one such office, on atwentieth floor, aweary, gray-haired man was seated behind amahogany desk.
Wizened of face and bespectacled, he was eyeing ayoung man who stood beside the window puffing at
acigarette. The young man was wearing atuxedo; he seemed anxiousto leave the office.

"Y our extravagance must ceasel" The gray-haired man pounded the desk as he spoke. "I tell you, Colin

"L et meask you aquestion, Mr. Dryer," put in the young man, impatiently. " Just what right do you have
to criticize theway inwhich | spend my money?!

"Every right!" snapped Dryer. "Asthe adminigtrator of the estate of Tobias Eldreth, it ismy duty to see
that no funds are wasted. Y our grandfather was acareful man -"

"I know dl that," interrupted Colin. "But your duty, Mr. Dryer, concerns only the funds that are under
your direct management. My grandfather'swill provided that | wasto receive adefiniteincome, with no
strings attached. What | do with the money | receive is my business. Not yours.”

"What insolence! Before your grandfather died, he told me specificaly that | wasto act asadviser to
both his grandsons. He mentioned you by name: Colin Eldreth and Mark Eldreth. He said that | wasto
advise-"

"Save your advice for my cousn Mark. If hewantsit, he can haveit.”
"But you must take my advice aso, Colin. That was your grandfather's express command.”
Colin Eldreth smiled as he stepped from the window and extinguished his cigarette in an ash tray.

"I'll take your advice, Mr. Dryer," he said, indulgently, "but | don't intend to useit. Thereisno clausein
the will that says| haveto follow what you tell me."

"But you have become a neer-do-well - a spendthrift - awastrel -"

"And | intend to keep on with it. That'swhy I'm here tonight. To get my regular quota. The monthly cash
and that specia quarterly alowance that we were talking about last week."

DRY ER shrugged his shouldersin resigned fashion. He opened a desk drawer and brought out alarge,
flat check book. Colin Eldreth saw him tear out a check which bore the printed statement "Weldon
Dryer, Attorney-at-Law™ aong the perforated end. The young man smiled and shook his head.

"No checksfor me, Mr. Dryer," he declared. "I would prefer cash. One thousand dollars as the monthly
stipend; three thousand for the quarterly. Four thousand tota."

"Four thousand in currency?' questioned Dryer. "That isalarge order, Colin. | would much rather give
you acheck."

"But | want cash tonight. The full amount. Come dong, Dryer; open that safe of yours. Y ou have plenty



of money init. Count out four thousand. I'll Sgn areceaipt.”

Dryer hestated, dmost timidly. Colin chuckled and lighted another cigarette. He strolled toward the
window.

"l won't be watching while you turn the combination,” informed the young man. "I'll belooking &t the city
- that is, asmuch of it as| can see, through dl thisfog. Hurry it, Dryer. | have an gppointment.”

Thelawyer arose. Creaky of gait, bent of frame, he crossed the office and stopped before the front of a
large safe. While he manipulated the dial, Dryer threw suspicious glances over his shoulder. These
assured him that Colin Eldreth was actudly looking out the window.

Infact, the young man was utterly obliviousto Dryer's actions. Colin had found asight that intrigued him,
the lights of Chinatown. They rosein vivid, changing colorsthat blinked a sweth through the evening fog.
Exotic, mysterious, that glow compelled attention.

Colin Eldreth's gaze was fixed, dmost as though his eyes had sought chosen points amid the Orienta
digtrict. The smile upon hislipswas reminiscent, an indication that he remembered certain spotsin
Chinatown.

It was not until Dryer spoke to him that Colin came out of hisreverie. The young man swung about to see
the lawyer back at the desk. Dryer was counting out four thousand dollarsin crisp bank notes.

COLIN approached the desk and picked up a pen. He signed a printed receipt dip that lay beside the
money. Folding the bills, he thrust them into his pocket. With afriendly grin, he clapped Dryer upon one
stooped shoulder.

"I'll be seeing you later, old chap," remarked Colin. "Probably next month, at the earliest. | may be
needing some money by thefirg."

"What?' demanded Dryer. "Y ou intend to spend al that you have received tonight?”
"Why not?'

"Because you should be storing for the future.”

"Whilel gill have hdf amillion held intrust? Beyoursdf, Dryer.”

"Y ou cannot touch the trust fund, Colin.”

"All the more reason why | should not worry about saving money.”

"But you gill have opportunity to accumulate -"

Dryer broke off asthe door opened. A round-faced, moony-looking man stepped into view. Like Calin,
thisvigtor was attired in atuxedo. Hisface bore adight resemblance to that of the young man at the
desk.

"Well, wel!" [aughed Calin. "If it isn't Cousn Mark. Hello, old bean. Haven't seen you in along while."

"Good evening, Calin,” returned Mark Eldreth, in acold tone. "Good evening, Mr. Dryer. Shdl | waitin
the outer office until your businessistransacted?’

It was Colin who replied for Dryer. Strolling toward the door, Colin stopped beside his cousin. He and
Mark made a definite contragt, for their resemblance ended with adight facial likeness.



Colin wastdler than his cousin. He was dso more limber and looked younger, for Mark was somewhat
portly. In addition, Colin possessed a honchal ance that was apparent in every action. His smile was one
of sarcasm, his chuckle was tinged with unmasked disdain.

MARK, staring through large spectacles, looked troubled and disturbed at his cousin's contemptuous
attitude. Serious of expression, Mark drew away to make a path for Colin's exit. He winced when Colin
gave him afriendly jab in theribs. That punch was more than the dight poke it appeared to be.

"Stay here, Mark," snorted Colin. "Tak to Dryer. Let him talk to you. He has plenty of wise advice on
investments and you're the sort who would take it serioudly.

"Say, old man!" Colin stepped back and pretended to notice Mark's tuxedo for thefirst time. "You're al
dressed up! Don't tell me that you're stepping out for once?"

"l dined at the St. Francis," responded Mark, serioudy, "and thisevening, | am entertaining guests at my
home. We are having amusicale, Colin. We expect an excellent cello soloist. If you would careto hear
hisrecita -"

"Sorry, old top. | have another engagement. | may drop in some evening, though. Say!" Colin snapped
hisfingers. "I might be coming past your house later thisevening. If it isn't too late, | may dropiin, just to
say hello and catch aglimpse of that long-haired cdllo player.”

"Stofsky isnot long-haired. In fact, heisamost bald.”

"Indeed! A bald-headed cello player. That's worth seeing. Baldheaded, en? Y ou'll be that way soon,
Mark."

Thrusting out his hand, Colin rumpled Mark'sthin hair in amanner that was half rough, haf good-natured.
Mark made agrab to protect his spectacles. Colin took advantage of the move to give his cousn another
pokeintheribs.

AsMark doubled, spluttering, Colin waved to Dryer and strolled from the office giving the door adam
as sequd to his departure.

"Outrageous!" stormed Dryer. "That young upstart nearly broke the glass pand inthedoor. It is
becoming unbearable, Mark. Never have | seen such insolence!™

"Calin'sdl right, Mr. Dryer," puffed Mark. "He's - he'sjust - just happy-go-lucky. Even if he does have
the habit - the habit of punching the breath from people. Whoo!"

"Y ou cal him happy-go-lucky?' quizzed Dryer, as Mark seated himsdf in front of the desk. "l havea
different term for Colin. | say that heisaneer-do-well.”

"Rather aharsh decison, Mr. Dryer."

"Onethat isjudtified by circumstances. Y ou have dways stood up for Colin, Mark, even though he holds
nothing but contempt for you."

"We were boystogether, Mr. Dryer. Almost like brothers.”

"Y ou have become grown men, well in your thirties. Y ou have taken up the serious affairs of life, Mark.
Like Colin, you have an annua income of approximately twenty-five thousand dollars. Y ou have handled
it wisdy, putting much of your money into sound investments."



"Thanksto your advice, Mr. Dryer."

"That isthe very point, Mark. | have given Colin the advantage of my same sound judgment. He has
refused to tekeit."

"We discussed that fact amonth ago, Mr. Dryer. | told you then that | was sure Colin wasredlly saving
"YOU arewrong, Mark." Dryer paused, then continued. " Colin throws away every dollar that he gains.
Infact, | suspect that he may even bein debt.”

"In debt?With al the money he recelves? Impossble!”

"l have had him watched, as| told you | intended to do. Evenif | cannot cut off hisincome, | can
perform my duty to your grandfather and keep an eye on Colin's affairs.”

"Butisit fair to Colin? Suppose he learns -"

"Hewill not discover that heisbeing watched. | have hired an excdllent investigator, a private detective
named Durling. He has reported that Colin goes regularly to the Club Monterey."

"Dreadful! That place hasaterrible reputation.”

"Itisinfested by gamblers. It leads to bad associations. Y et Colin continues to go there nightly. Though
he did not mention it, the Club Monterey is his destination tonight.”

Mark stared, aghast. Dryer shook his head in sorrowful fashion, then opened a drawer and brought out a
stack of papers which he placed beside the check book.

"Let ustalk about investments," suggested the lawyer. " Since you will probably wish to purchase more
securities, we should utilize the remainder of your time here to discuss sound offerings a present on the
market."

The conference began, with Colin Eldreth forgotten. That, in asense, was unfortunate. For that young
man was destined to play apart in coming circumstances that would involve the affairs of both Weldon
Dryer and Mark Eldreth.

CHAPTER I1l. AT THE CLUB

I'T was twenty minutes after eight when Colin Eldreth had left Weldon Dryer's office. Fifteen minutes
later, an expensive coupe drew up in front of the pretentious Club Monterey. The driver of the coupe
was Colin Eldreth. He was glancing at hiswatch when he aighted.

Ascending aflight of stone steps, Colin entered the portals of the gambling casino. As soon as he was out
of aght, astocky observer stepped into view from a doorway across the street. This lurker followed the
path that Colin had taken.

Only privileged persons were dlowed admittance to the Club Monterey. The stocky man was evidently
one of these, for when he rang at an inner door, an eye observed him through a peephole and bolts
unclicked immediately afterward.

But when the stocky man stepped past the inner portal, he was stopped by a big husky who drew him
into acorner of the little anteroom.



"Ligten, Durling," whispered the husky, "I'm takin' a chance on lettin’ you in here. If the boss knowed you
wasadick -"

"Forget it, Pete," returned the stocky man. "Y ou know I'm not working with the force. I'm a private
invedigator.”

"But that don't mean you won't be makin' trouble -"
"Who for?
"For the boss, or maybe some of the boys-"

"Not achance, Pete. Listen: Stew Randler iswelcometo al the dough he can make out of thisjoint. The
more suckers he takes over, the better."

"Then you ain't tryin' to drag nobody out o' here?'

"Not by along shot. I'm watching that guy Eldreth, who just camein; but he don't know it. Where he
goes, | go - that is, when he'sloose around town. When he comes here, I've got to come here, too.
That'sdl, Pete”

"All right. Goonin."

DURLING shoved ahill into Pete's fist. The husky grinned and pocketed the money. He unlocked an
inner door. Durling strolled into aroom where a crowd was thronged at tables and a bar.

Thiswasthe direct route to the roulette room, but before proceeding, Durling looked about for Colin
Eldreth. He spied his man near the end of abar.

Colin wastaking to atuxedoed roue whom he addressed as Reggie. Apparently thefellow wasa
wealthy young man of Colin's socid set. Durling approached and ordered adrink. He listened to the
conversation. Reggie was talking in maudlin fashion.

"Wish | had money like you have," announced Reggie. "Wish | did, Colin. Y ou know whét I'd do?'
Leaning haf over the bar, Reggie stared at Colin, gesturing with aglass from which liquid spilled.

"Y ou know what I'd do?' Reggie cocked his head as he repeated the question. "1'd clean up. Clean up,
right herein thisgood old Club Monterey, at that good old roulette table. Yes, Sir.

"I've picked up a system, Colin. Good system, too, but it takesmoney. If | had a piece of paper and a
pencil, I'd show you the system. It works, it does.”

Colin was smiling, shaking his head, to indicate his dishdlief. Reggie grabbed the lapd of Colin'stuxedo.
"You haveamillion dollars," he announced. "A couple of million, Colin Eldreth”

"Certainly. But my cousin and | did not receive much of the money. Therest al went to colleges,
museums and what not.”

"That'stoo bad, Colin. Too bad, old fellow. Still, you have enough money to gamble with."

"l know it. That iswhat | have been doing, Reggie.”
"Winning alot of money?"



"No. Losing too much."

Reggie eyed hiscompanion in disbelief. Colin strolled away, gpparently anxious to end the conversation.
Durling watched his quarry. He saw Colin stop and look toward the door. Following the direction of the
young man's gaze, Durling observed anew entrant.

THISwas aman of medium height, broad-shouldered and hard-faced. Like Colin, he was wearing a
tuxedo, and the smooth fit of his garb served well to modify histough appearance. Durling knew the
newcomer by sght. Thefelow was"Hype' Mdlick, agambler of notorious repute.

More than that, Hype was aman of many connections, none of which were too definitely known. He had
gained his nickname from ashady past in which he had been recognized as an ace a the "hype’ game, a
gpeciaty among short-change artists.

Hype was looking for someone. It turned out to be Colin Eldreth. Watching both men, Durling saw a
gesture pass between them. Colin siwung about and strolled toward the roul ette room. Hype approached
the bar, loitered there afew moments and then followed. Durling waited a half minute before taking up
thetral.

Thedick had no trouble in looking for the faces that he wanted. A brief ingpection showed him that Colin
Eldreth and Hype Méllick were absent, dthough the pair had certainly come into this room. Durling
stared about at curtained walls and doorways.

A man was entering the roul ette room from adoor at the opposite sde. It was"Stew" Randler, the
proprietor, abig, red-faced man with short-clipped hair.

Durling had met Randler and did not want the man to see him. Accordingly, the dick edged off past one
of theroulette tables.

As soon as Randler had gone through to the barroom, Durling headed toward the door from which the
proprietor had come. Entering, he found a passage, with doors on both sides. One barrier was gjar.

Durling approached it and peered into alighted room. He saw Colin Eldreth seated opposite Hype
Méllick, a card table between the two.

Durling had arrived too late to catch the opening conversation. However it had started, the matter was
gpparently reaching a settlement, for Colin had taken aroll of crisp billsfrom his pocket and was
counting off bank notes of one-hundred-dollar denomination.

"Thirty-three - thirty-four -"
Colin stopped to add one more hill to the lot. He passed the cash to Hype with the comment:
"Thirty-five hundred."

Hype crinkled the bills as he received them, then eyed the money that Colin <till held. Hype growled a
reminder.

"It was supposed to be five grand coming to Zack and me."
"What of it?" queried Colin. "Y ou know that I'll have the rest of the money for you."
"Youvegot it now. Right therein your fig."

"Only five hundred dallars. | need that much.”



HY PE stroked his chin. His expression was dubious. Colin arose and clapped the man's chunky |eft
shoulder.

"Y ou remember how we arranged it, Hype," said the young man. "Right herein thisroom, two weeks
ago. You, Zack Ruggey and mysdif. | paid you athousand dollars apiece and told you there would be
morein two weeks."

"You said you'd have therest of it. Five grand all together. | wasto collect Zack's part and pay off the
rest of the crowd, too."

"| expected to have five thousand, Hype; but | had to pay more bills and that |eft me flat. Four thousand
wasadl | could collect tonight. That waswhat | had coming from Dryer."

"Why didn't you talk the old geezer into giving you an advance?"

"On my next month's alowance? Say - he crabbed enough about passing over the whole four thousand.
He wanted to invest it for me. Look here, Hype. Two weeks ago, you and Zack were willing to wait for
payment, weren't you?'

"Y eah. It wasthe only thing we could do."

"All right. I've come through with thirty-five hundred, which proves | was good for the money. Another
month and you'll have therest of it. But | haveto livein the meantime and put up a proper front."

"On account of Dryer?"

"Sure. Theold boy's kind of suspicious. He thinks I've been gambling all my money. But aslong as|
don't touch himfor aloan, | can keep him guessing. | can eventdl him that | have alot of cash tucked

away.

"But oncel try to get extramoney, he will know that | am broke. Of course, he hasto keep on giving me
the paymentsthat | am supposed to get. But if hethinks I'm flat, he'slikely to snoop into my past affairs.
That is something that none of uswant. It wouldn't be healthy for either of us, Hype. Nor for Zack."

Hype considered; then shrugged his shoulders.
"Guessyou'reright, Eldreth," he agreed. "Old Dryer might make trouble.”

"He certainly would," assured Colin. " Suppose he found out that | had been seen here with you and
Zack. Suppose he learned that the two of you took money from me. What alibi could | give him? All |
could say wasthat the pair of you trimmed mein a couple of poker sessions.

"That would pass with the average person. But old Dryer is desth on gambling. He would come up here
after Stew Randler's scalp. He would call the mayor and make him stage apoliceraid. He hasinfluence,
Dryer has, and he'sagreat believer in reform.

"A raid would put you in wrong with Stew. It would link your namewith Zach's. That would giveyou a
bad reputation, Hype. The police wouldn't figure that you and Zack werefriends only at the card table.”

HYPE MELLICK wasrising. Durling scurried away from the door and sought refuge in aroom across
the hall. He was spying from a crack of the opposite door when the two men came from the room. Hype
caught the final words.

"Two friends owe me money," Colin was saying. "Both of them have promised to pay me before the end



of the month. Two thousand dollars. Y ou and Zack will get the fifteen hundred that's till true. I'll have
five hundred for mysdf. That fixesdl of us.

"It'snot Zack, so much," Durling heard Hype say. "It's the other mugs. They're not due for much dough,
but they're squawking just the same. I'll pay 'em off, Eldreth. Then | can collect on my own from you -"

The conversation faded. Durling crept out from behind his hiding place. He went aong the hall, peered
from the door and edged out into the roul ette room after making sure that neither Colin nor Hype had
stopped there.

Durling continued through to the barroom. There he saw Colin Eldreth, cornered by hisfriend Reggie.
Hype Mélick had gone. Durling decided to stay around and seeif Colin met other acquaintances.

PERHAPS the private dick would have learned more had he continued through to a side room beyond
thisthronged place, for it wasin that direction that Hype Méllick had gone. The hard-faced man had not
|eft the Club Monterey; instead, he was making atelephone cal from abooth secluded in an alcove.

Hype was speaking in alow voice. He was talking to the very man whom he and Colin had discussed,
namely, "Zack" Ruggey. Hype'slips were wearing apleased, yet ugly grin.

"Sure..." Hype uttered aguttural chuckle. "Eldreth passed me the dough... Not dl of the five grand, but
most of it... Yeah... Hes good for therest...

"I'm gticking here awhile... Sure... A good placefor andibi... Yeah, I'll bein with Stew Randler... Don't
cal me, though. I'll seeyou later... Yeah. Tl thecrew I'll pay 'em... Plenty...

"Sure... Stick close there... Something's due to bresk and it may be tonight... Don't worry about the lay.
I'm telling you, it's a set-up, once we find the bird we want... Y ou'll get the tip-off when he comesto Ku
Luan's... Yeah... Snatch him before he gets away from the place...”

Hype ended the call. He strolled out from the telephone booth. His grin gone, Hype was wearing a
poker-faced expression. Hiswas an air of confidence, a proof that he considered his plansto be closeto
the verge of success.

For Hype Mdlick and his pa Zack Ruggey were engaged in crafty crime. While Hype was establishing
an dibi, Zack was holding apaid crew in readiness.

Events were shaping to an evil climax. Strangdly, the place where crime was pointing was none other than
the abode of Ku Luan, the very house in Chinatown that The Shadow had chosen as his own objective!

CHAPTER IV. THE DEAD MAN SPEAKS

I'T was exactly five minutes before nine o'clock when Hype Méllick made his secret telephone call to
Zack Ruggey, from the Club Monterey. The precisetime of eight fifty-five was registered elsewhere, ina
place where many eyes could seeit: namely, upon the huge clock dia of the San Francisco Ferry
Termind.

The fog was thickest near the waterfront, yet even its swirling density could not obscure the tower light
abovetheferry building. A great, glowing disk, itsface marked by two clearly pointing hands, the giant
clock shone like aperpetual beacon.

A young man was glancing upward at the big clock as he hurried across the car tracks at the foot of
Market Street. Noting the time over his shoulder, he stopped and looked about to note trolley carsthat
were placarded with unfamiliar signs. He was astranger to San Francisco, this chap, and that fact only



added to the confusion of hishurry.

Lights from the ferry building showed the young man's face to be a pleasant one. His eyeswere friendly,
athough they carried abewildered blink. His shocky, light-brown hair peeked from beneeth his
westher-streaked felt hat.

He made a somewhat gawky figure because of histight-fitting topcoat; and his suitcase, which closdy
resembled an old-fashioned carpet bag, was afind touch that gave him a countrified appearance.

A cruising taxi rolled up. The driver pied the haf-bewildered man and shouted " Cab!" The young fellow
nodded. The driver stopped and opened the door.

The young man clambered aboard with his carpet bag; then, leaning through the front partition, he
unfolded adip of frayed paper and pointed to awritten address.

"Thisiswhere | wishto go," hetold the driver, in addiberate tone. "Make speed, my man, and | shall
reimburse you for your effort.”

The driver gulped as he put the cab in motion. He was going to a spot deep in Chinatown, to ahouse on
asteep-pitched street that was amost completely unfrequented by Americans. The taximan knew the
address, but never before had he taken a passenger there.

As he sped dong, the driver wondered. He had ahaf guessthat the young man might be heading for a
secret opium house. The neighborhood was just the sort to bide such aden.

THE trip from the ferry termina to Chinatown was arapid one. Looking in his mirror, the taximan could
see his passenger's face when he reached the glare of the quaint Oriental quarter.

The jehu observed agleam upon the young man's face; he noted eyesthat sparkled, lipsthat formed a
pleased smile asthe passenger stared at Sgnsin the Chinese language.

Then camethe gloom of anarrow street. The driver jammed the brakesin front of anarrow,
grimy-fronted house. The young man stepped from the cab and handed the cabby atwo-dallar bill, with
an order to keep the change. The driver stared, for the bill was one of an old series, the oversized type
no longer issued.

With aglance at the gloomy street, the driver waited no longer. He shoved the cab into gear and headed
his vehicle toward the lighted streets.

BACK on the gloomy street, the passenger from the cab had ascended aflight of old wooden steps, to
ring ashaky doorbell. Half aminute passed; bolts clicked and the door opened inward. A suspicious,
yellow face peered from the house. The young man bowed and spoke wordsin Chinese. Hewas
admitted.

He entered adull hal that showed an uncarpeted stairway |eading to the second floor. Beyond the steps
was along, ground-floor passage.

Theyoung man looked inquiringly at the suspicious-eyed Chinaman who had admitted him. He began to
speak again, in Chinese; but paused when he heard footsteps creaking from the stairs.

Another Celegtial was descending. Like the fellow who had answered the door, he had a suspicious
gaze. Both Orientalswere garbed alike, in black trousers and loose-fitting blouses of the same hue.

The average American would have taken them for brothers; but this visitor was quick to notetheir facial



differences. More than that, he recognized at once that the man on the stairs was the more important of
the two.

Again, the young American began to speak in Chinese. Thistime he addressed the second Chinaman.
The man on the sairs smiled blandly and raised his hand in interruption.

"We spegk in English, here," he declared, in an odd, choppy fashion. "My nameis Tsing Chan. Thisman"
- he paused to point to the Celestid who had opened the door - "is Wong Soy. What, may | ask, isyour
name, Sr?"

"l am David Kdroy," replied the American. "'l arrived this evening from Shanghai.”

"Y ou are the one that we expected,” asserted Tsing Chan, solemnly. "Do you have the token that Ku
Luan sent you with hisletter?"

"ltishere”

Keroy produced a piece of crimson sk, a square that measured six inchesin each direction. It was
embroidered with gold design, the center of which formed the representation of a Chinese pagoda. Tsing
Chan studied the cloth carefully. David Kdroy watched him.

Wong Soy was edging forward. A change had come upon the suspicious doorman's expression. His
danty eyes showed eagerness, asthey darted glances toward Kelroy.

It was plain that Wong Soy had known only that avisitor was expected; David Keroy's name was new
to him, and so was that square of embroidered silk that Wong Soy seemed anxiousto glimpse.

Tsing Chan was nodding his approval. Wong Soy drew back and stood beside the door. Hisflicker of
eagerness had ended. He seemed indifferent to words that had passed between Tsing Chan and David
Kdroy.

"Itiswdl," said Tang Chan to the visitor. "Come. Ku Luan awaitsyou. I, histrusted seward, shdl lead
you to theroom wherein helies."

Turning, Tsing Chan pointed to the stairs. David Kdroy ascended and the Chinese steward followed.
Wong Soy remained motionless beside the door. It was not until both had reached the second floor that
the doorman indulged in an ugly, gloating leer.

UPSTAIRS, Tsing Chan had turned the knob of a closed door. He started the barrier moving inward;
then stepped aside and bowed, as a sign that Kelroy wasto enter.

The young man stepped into asmall, plainly furnished bedroom. He stopped just beyond the threshold.
Tang Chan, 4ill in the hdlway, drew the door shut, leaving the visitor donein thelittle room.

David Kelroy did not hear the click of the closing door. His whole attention was directed € sewhere,
toward a cot againgt the farther wall.

Upon that bed lay the strangest figure that he had ever seen, the shape of awizened, parchment-faced
Chinaman who looked to be ahundred years of age.

Scrawny hands were yellow upon the surface of the bedspread. The withered face, though yellow
likewise, had attained apallor that wasindicative of death. As David Keroy approached, step by step,
he became postive that the ancient Chinaman was dead.



Soberly, Kelroy stood above the corpselike form, studying the closed, tight eyelids. Hefdt the chill that
frequently comes to one who standsin the presence of death. He was fixed to the spot, staring at that
scrawny, worn-out body from which al semblance of life had departed.

Then came horror; an emotion more vivid than the awe of desth. As Keroy gazed, his own eyes seemed
to produce alife-giving power.

Ku Luan's eyelidsflickered; they opened, to reved aglassy stare. Parched lipswavered; at first they
delivered only agasp. Then came crackly tones, as though a voice from within the corpse was speaking:

"l an Ku Luan."

DAVID KELROY fdt hisown hands twitch nervoudy as his ears heard the statement. Rigid, he could
only gtare, in hopeless dishdief; yet the words that reached him implanted themsdves within hisbrain.

"I awaited your coming." Ku Luan's voice was mechanica. "'l saw the approach of death. | accepted
desth that | might rest. | have saved lifeésfina precious moments, that | might spesk to you.”

Kelroy nodded. Feebly, hetried to speak his understanding. Ku Luan's ears must have detected the
incoherent attempt, for the old man's voice proceeded with its crackle.

"I am of old Ching," declared the living dead man. "When | came from China, | brought wedth. My
treasureis safe. | kept it for my nephew, who dwellsin Peking. | believed him to be one who sought to
resore old China."

A pause. Thin eydlids closed; then reopened.

"My nephew, Tyan Li, hasfaled my trust,” resumed Ku Luan. "Thetreasure shdl not be his. It shdl be
yours, David Kdroy, because your father and | were friends. To you shall belong the message thet |
prepared for my traitorous nephew, Tyan Li."

Pausing again, Ku Luan tried to raise one withered hand. At last succeeding, he pointed to a cabinet at
the foot of the cot.

David Kelroy managed motion of his own. He went to the cabinet and drew open asmal drawer which
Ku Luan had gpparently indicated. Within the drawer, hefound an iron ring, from which dangled six huge
brasskeys, dl of more than eight inchesin length.

Though Ku Luan'sfixed eyes had remained upward, the Chinaman's ears could catch the jangle of the
brass. As Kelroy approached with the keys, Ku Luan spoke again.

"Go to my storeroom,” ordered Ku Luan. "Use one key to enter. Use another to unlock the great iron
chest. Remove the teakwood box that bears the silver dragon. Within the teakwood box you will find my
message to Tyan Li. The message which belongsto you instead.

"One man aone was destined to aid the carrier of that message. The destined man was Tobias Eldreth,
whom | knew when helived in Peking. Tobias Eldreth is dead; but he has grandsons. They canadin his
stead. Take the teakwood box to them.

"Tdl my steward, Tsing Chan, to show you the way to the storeroom. Go there alone. Do not return
within these walls once you have gained the teakwood box. Tell no one - not even Tsing Chan - why you
are going to the storeroom. Say only that it ismy order.

"Thatisdl. Yet| sill have strength of life. Call Tsing Chan, that | may spesk of matters which concern



him only. Go. Cal Tsng Chan. He awaits outside thisroom.”

Kdroy thrust the brass keysinto his pocket. He went to the closed door and opened it. He saw Tsing
Chan, standing with bowed head. Kelroy beckoned to the steward. Tsing Chan entered the bedroom
and approached his master.

Again, Keroy heard Ku Luan spesk, thistimein Chinese. Knowing the language, Kelroy quickly closed
the door and remained in the outside hdll, that he might not be a party to this conversation.

MINUTES passed. The door opened. Kelroy faced Tsing Chan. The Chinese steward motioned.
Keroy entered the bedroom, with Tsing Chan, he approached Ku Luan's cot. The ancient man's eyes
were dill open; hislipswere moving dightly.

Asthe watchers stood attentive, the lip motion ceased. A strange sightlessness disturbed the glassy eyes.
What little light they had held departed.

Tsing Chan stood in solemn silence; David Kelroy likewise. Chinese and American, both were paying
tribute to the memory of one Ku Luan.

For that |ast departing gleam had left no doubt in their individua minds. Unspeaking, both men had
recognized that Ku Luan's ordeal had ended.

The living dead man was no more. The Shadow, when he camein the guise of Doctor Roy Tam, would
be too late to hold speech with Ku Luan.

CHAPTER V. THE SHADOW'SMOVE

AT the very minute when death had gained its reign within the home of Ku Luan, two gtriding figures
were gpproaching that secluded house.

One was The Shadow, in his guise of Doctor Roy Tam. His companion was Doctor Doi Y an, the San
Francisco physician who had called Doctor Tam in consultation on the case of Ku Luan. They had met at
the Sun Kew Restaurant; but not at nine o'clock. Doctor Doi Y an had been late.

The pair were nearing alighted corner where a pagoda-topped building loomed like an ancient landmark.
Shifting amedica bag from right hand to hisleft, the Chinese physician pointed to the entrance of a
blackened street.

"Weturn here" he stated, in English. "Asl| told you, Doctor Tam, the walk has proven ashort one. It
was better to come thisway, on foot, than by cab from Grant Avenue, aswe did the other times."

The Shadow acknowledged, using the careful English that characterized Doctor Tam'svoice. Ashe
spoke, however, he waslooking carefully toward the corner. There he noted two Americans, engaged in
quiet conversation beside the wall of the building that was topped with a pagoda roof.

The Shadow, like Doctor Dai Y an, was carrying what appeared to be a physician's bag. He stopped as
they neared the corner, in order to tighten afastening on the grip. Doi Y an paused, farther on.

He scarcely noticed that his companion was quite close to the two Americans. Doctor Y an, moreover,
did not hear the whispered word that issued from The Shadow's dightly moving lips:

"Report.”

One of the Americans heard the word and stared momentarily. After atemporary hesitation, the



American spokein an undertone,

" Suspicious-looking men somewhere in neighborhood,” heinformed. "They dived out of Sght. All
Americans. No Chinese."

"Cover them," whispered The Shadow.
"Taxi stopped a house," added the speaker. "Time, nine seven. Unable to see who entered.”
"Report received.”

With the gait of Doctor Tam, The Shadow moved dong to join Doi Y an. The man with whom The
Shadow had spoken was his agent, Harry Vincent, who had traveled with him by plane from the East.
Harry's companion was Miles Crofton, another agent regularly stationed in San Francisco.

"Thereisno need to hurry,” remarked Doi Y an, as he and The Shadow paced into the gloom of the side
sreet. "When | last saw Ku Luan, his condition was unchanged. According to your own analysis, Doctor
Tam, there should be no dteration in Ku Luan's state until he himsdlf exertshiswill.”

"Perhaps," observed The Shadow, in Tam'stone, "our patient has dready chosen to exert hiswill."
"That ispossible. Y et we have no indication of it, Doctor Tam."

"The caseisunique, Doctor Y an. One can be sure of nothing.”

"That istrue. But - ah! Herewe are, &t the house.”

Doi Y an ascended the steps and rang the doorbell. There was no immediate response. Doi Y an rang
again. The Shadow, standing beside him, was silent. The Shadow could guess why the door remained
closed.

Something had aready occurred within the home of Ku Luan. Harry Vincent's report of an arriving
taxicab was sufficient cause for such aconclusion.

IN fact, the clang of the doorbell had produced a sudden effect within those portds, particularly in the
room where David Kdroy and Tsing Chan till stood silent beside the dead form of Ku Luan. The door
to the hal was open; the first sound of the ringing had caused Tsing Chan to turn suddenly toward his
American companion.

Beckoning, Tsing Chan urged Keroy out through the hallway and toward the stairs. Asthey descended,
Keroy remembered the message that Ku Luan had spoken.

Wong Soy wasin the lower hdlway, apparently waiting Tsing Chan's order before admitting new visitors.
Thinking nothing of the doorman's presence, Kdroy gripped Tsing Chan'sarm.

"Wait!" exclaimed the young American. "I must tell you what Ku Luan ordered. | anto gotothe
storeroom; then to make my departure. Y ou are to show me the way."

Understanding dawned upon Tsing Chan. The steward nodded solemnly and spoke, just as the doorbel |
clanged for athird time. Tsing Chan pointed adong the hallway past the Sairs.

"Go out by thelittle door," he said. "Follow the small passage until you reach the last door on theright. It
isthe house which holds the storeroom of Ku Luan.”

Keroy nodded and hurried along the hall. He reached a door at the back; as soon asit closed behind



him, Tsing Chan turned to Wong Soy and babbled wordsin Chinese. The doorman stood till, waiting
while Tsing Chan hurried up the stairs. Then Wong Soy unbolted the front door.

Doctor Doi Y an entered with The Shadow. Hardly had they stepped into the hall before Tang Chan
appeared upon the stairs. Coming down, the steward ddlivered a solemn bow. In English, he spoke
sadly.

"Y ou are welcome, gentlemen,” announced Tsing Chan, "but you have arrived too late. | have come from
bedside the body of my master. Ku Luanis dead.”

Together, Doi Y an and The Shadow ascended. They entered the bedroom, conducted there by Tsing
Chan. The steward gestured toward the body, asif inviting the physiciansto study the glazed gaze of Ku
Luan'seyes.

"Ku Luanisdead," decided Dai Yan. "l am sure of it. Heis not as he was when we last saw him, Doctor
Tam."

THE SHADOW nodded his agreement; then turned to Tsing Chan. Owlish, the seward eyed the
composed visage of Doctor Tam.

"Y ou were the last who spoke to him?' queried The Shadow, in choppy fashion.

"l wasthelast, Doctor Tam," replied Tsing Chan. "Hetold me only that hisinstructions wereto be
obeyed."

"What instructions were those?"

"The ones that concerned Ku Luan'swill. Hisgoods are to be sold. I, Tang Chan, am to retain one half
of the amount and to divide the rest among hisfaithful servants.”

"How many arethey?'

"They arefour.”

"Induding Wong Soy?"

"Yes. Heisalone downgtairs. The others arein their rooms above.”
"Ku Luan spoke to one of them?"

"He spoketo me done.”

The Shadow questioned no further. Doi Y an, however, had gained an inkling aslistener to the
conversation. He spoke to The Shadow.

"You held to atheory, Doctor Tam," said Doi Yan. "Y ou were sure that Ku Luan had been retaining life
in expectation of some vigitor. Y ou thought it wise not to mention that fact to Tsng Chan; but since Ku
Luanisdead -"

The Shadow shook his head, in Doctor Tam's fashion.
"Ku Luanisdead," he declared. "That dters the stuation, doctor."

"But perhgps Ku Luan had avistor," ingsted the Chinese physician. Then, turning to Tsing Chan: "Did
anyone disturb Ku Luan tonight. Did any stranger come to this house?"



"No one came here, doctor,” replied Tsing Chan. "'l aone have seen Ku Luan. Wong Soy remained
below, where heis dways ationed.”

The Shadow had not needed to hear thisfa sehood. He knew, from Harry Vincent's report, that
someone had come to the house. He had deliberately avoided too close aquestioning of Tsing Chan.

"l have an gppointment,” said The Shadow to Doi Y an. His manner of speech was casud; apparently, he
had accepted Tsing Chan'sword. "Thereis no need for me to remain while you are preparing the death
certificate. | shall leaveyou here"

He stepped briskly toward the door; then turned as Tsing Chan was about to follow.

"| shall unbolt the door mysdlf," said The Shadow. "Y ou can lock it later, Tsing Chan. For the present,
you must remain with Doctor Doi Y an. He will need your statement when he prepares the death
certificate”

TSING CHAN bowed his acceptance of the order. Bag in hand, The Shadow departed from the room,
still copying the stride of Doctor Tam. He descended the stairs and reached the front hall. Wong Soy
was not there.

A soft laugh came from The Shadows yellow-dyed lips. He had anticipated this possibility. He had
wanted to see Wong Soy; more than that, he had wished to observe what the doorman was doing. There
was one sure way to learn.

The Shadow unbolted the front door. That was to stand as evidence that Doctor Roy Tam had gone out
to the Street. Thefirst point established, The Shadow began aquick obliteration of the character that he
had represented.

He opened the bag that he was carrying. From it, he drew the black cloak and the douch hat. Donning
these garments, he pulled on apair of black gloves.

Too late to interview aliving dead man, The Shadow had chosen to learn more concerning the events
that had preceded Ku Luan's sudden dezath.

Keenly suspicious of Tsing Chan's secrecy and Wong Soy's absence, The Shadow had donned his garb
of black. He was ready to rove, unseen and unsuspected, within the confines of these premisesthat had
so recently been the property of Ku Luan.

CHAPTER VI. STABSIN THE DARK

DAVID KELROY had acted promptly in making his departure from Ku Luan's house; but his hurry had
ended the moment that he had stepped from the rear door.

He had found the little passage mentioned by Tsing Chan. Picking hisway through the dark, the young
man had reached the last one on theright.

Trying the brass keys, he had unlocked the door. He had entered amusty building. With the aid of a
match, he found alight switch. He had locked the door behind him, then gone on through an open door
to find asmaller chamber which proved to be the storeroom.

Another light switch had produced a glow that showed a huge assortment of crates and boxes. Wedged
inacorner wastheiron chest of which Ku Luan had spoken.

In Kelroy's opinion, the chest was the equivalent of amodern safe, for it ssood more than six feet high



and its blocky shape gave it asmilar width and depth. The door, moreover, was massive. Trying the
keys, Kdroy found one that fitted the lock.

Opening the big door, Kelroy stared at a varied assortment of unusua objects. The great chest wasfilled
with curios: vases, gongs, small Buddhas, and even bells that could have come from some Pagan temple.
Huge swords were stacked in one corner; other antique weaponswerein view.

These, however, were not the items that interested the visitor. Kelroy was most concerned with astack
of boxes, dl of teskwood, that were topped by afragile vase.

Carefully, Kelroy removed the one breakabl e object, then lifted off apile of boxes. Thefirst had aplain
top; the second was marked with a brass dragon. Thiswas not the one that Kelroy wanted. Ku Luan
had spoken of abox ornamented with asilver dragon.

Thethird box was plain. Kelroy was about to lift it from the stack when heimagined that he heard a
sound from behind him. For amoment, he was on the point of turning; then he decided differently.

He knew that his nerves were keyed; he was sure, however, that he might have actually heard something.
He saw need for red caution, for he remembered another of Ku Luan'sinjunctions. The dying Chinaman
had told him to come here done.

If some other visitor were present, that man did not belong here. It would be best to chalenge the
interloper; and to do that, Kelroy decided to make the intruder show his hand.

Deliberatdly, Keroy shifted his body to cover the open from of theiron chest. Stooping, he fumbled with
the boxes, keeping them well hidden.

Slight creaks came from the floor. Kelroy could sense footsteps creeping forward. The intruder was
gobbling the bait. He was approaching, Kelroy was sure, to gain acloser watching post.

The footsteps were coming from the door. Obvioudy, the intruder was hoping to hide between apair of
crates, closer to theiron chest.

It wastime for action! With aquick swing, Kelroy cameto hisfeet, turning directly toward the spot
where he was sure the intruder must be. Hands clenched, teeth close-set, Kelroy stared squarely toward
aman who had crept half way across the room. The fellow was Wong Soy.

SURPRISED in an act of treachery, the black-bloused servant had made no effort to concedl hisevil
nature.

No longer impassive. Wong Soy had gained the look of afiend. His ugliness was more apparent than it
had been, back in the hal, when he had first expressed the eagerness that Kelroy had failed to observe.
Wong Soy's lips were spread in voiceless snarl. His hands were clawlike, doubled against the front of his
black jacket.

To another than David Kelroy, Wong Soy would have been afearful sight. Kelroy, however, had spent
al hislifein the Orient. He was used to the ways of Chinese; he knew that those of the lower classes had
atendency to quail when challenged. Because of that, he showed no hesitation. Instead, he stepped
directly toward Wong Soy. The Chinaman crouched.

"Why areyou here?' demanded Kelroy. "Get back where you belong, Wong Soy. Back into the house.
Report to Tsing Chan. Tl him | have sent you there; and explain to him why | sent you."

Thewords had no effect upon Wong Soy.



Striding forward, Kelroy shot one hand toward the Chinaman's shoulder. It was then that Wong Soy
acted. Bouncing upward, he ripped forth aknife and hurled himsdf in awild, quick thrust. His stabbing
blade sped straight for the body of the American.

Again, Kdroy's past experience saved him. He had been ready for this move. His own hand, jabbing
leftward, deflected Wong Soy'swrist. With aquick spring, Kelroy landed on the Chinaman and sent his
attacker skidding halfway acrossthe room.

Wong Soy till gripped the knife. Kelroy made adive for the doorway and clicked out the light. He
gprang into the outer room, looking quickly for some object that might serve as aweapon.

Wong Soy'svoice camein ababbling call. It was that cry that made Keroy swing toward the outer
door. The barrier was open; Wong Soy was shouting for aid from outside hel pers. Hesitating no longer,
Keroy plunged through the outer room, in an attempt to gain the passage.

Men rose to meet him. Hard-faced thugs, with ready revolvers. A pair of them loomed into the light,
pounding down upon their prey, with upraised guns. Behind them came another group, atrio of would-be
murderers.

Wildly, Keroy grappled with thefirst attacker, trying to stop the man's swinging arm, hoping to use the
thug's body as amomentary bulwark against the other hoodlums.

BRIEF moments, only, would have remained for David Kdroy had he continued to fight done. But in
that time of needed rescue came aid that was unexpected.

Gunsroared from the rear door of Ku Luan's storeroom. Zipping bulletsricocheted from stonewalls.
Howls arose as fierce-faced thugs went sprawling. With leveled revolvers, theinvadersturned to firein
the direction of those gun bursts. The second of the two leading thugs went springing out to aid his
companions, leaving Keroy with one man aone.

As crooks fired aong the passage, amocking laugh pealed forth above the roar of guns. With it came
stabbing tongues of withering flame, the jabs of heavy automatics, gripped by an unseen foe.

The Shadow had come from the rear of Ku Luan's house. He had arrived in time to spy the mass attack
by the aids whom Wong Soy had summoned.

These were the lurkers of whom Harry Vincent had spoken. Unlocated by The Shadow's agents, this
band of crooks had taken their post in the dleyway behind Ku Luan's.

They were Zack Ruggey's crew, and those who had come through the passage were but the vanguard.

A harsh command from the leader of that outside band. Zack Ruggey's voice, caling for amass attack.
Fuming crooks rose up to make aforward surge. They were stopped by anew attack, from the end of
thedley itsdf.

Harry Vincent and Miles Crofton had found the men they wanted. The Shadow's agents were entering
the fray with aswift flank attack.

Thugs scattered as Zack howled his command to dive for cover. Wounded hoodlums were staggering
from the passage. The very intendgity of The Shadow'sfire created the illuson that men were with him.
Harry and Miles, spurred by the emergency, had begun an attack that indicated more than two men on
the flank.

Zack then shouted a command to spread and dive for shelter. The Shadow's agents hearing him ddliver



that order, took advantage of it by giving bold pursuit.

MEANWHILE another man had been putting up agood fight. David Kelroy, harassed by alone thug,
was struggling desperately within the doorway of Ku Luan's sorehouse.

Keroy waslong-limbed and wiry. He had gained a grip upon his opponent's gun arm. The two were
locked in ahard grapple, equally matched as they staggered back and forth across the lighted outer
room.

The Shadow's fight had been a swift one. Hisrapid fire had cleared the passage to the dley. Ashe
struggled with the one opposing thug, Kdroy redlized that the cessation of the shooting must mean that
the way was open.

With amad effort, the young man from Shanghai twisted toward the door, hoping to wrench away and
taketo flight.

Keroy logt his grip upon the thug's wrist. The rowdy's gun hand descended. The revolver cracked
againg Kelroy's warding forearm; the barrel of the weapon glanced sidewise and thudded against
Keroy's head.

With agasp, Kdroy staggered. Continuing histwist, he completed along forward sprawl and plunged
headlong through the door, rolling clear across the outside passage.

With asnarl, the thug aimed hisrevolver, intent to day Kelroy before the young man could regain hisfeet.
The light from the room showed Keroy coming up on his hands and knees. Then a sudden surge of
blackness diminated the crook's view of hisintended victim.

The would-be murderer spat an oath as he saw the mass of blackness take shape. A cloaked figure was
driving in upon him; an automatic was looming from agloved fist. The Shadow had arrived from the
passage, just intime to prevent the death of David Kelroy.

Dropping back, the snarling crook aimed for this unexpected foe. Completely startled, the thug was an
open target, but The Shadow could not take advantage of that opportunity.

Usudly, The Shadow reserved bullets for an aftermath such asthis. Tonight, the necessity of an
immediate rescue had caused him to empty every cartridgein hisguns.

The Shadow's only course was to overwhelm his opponent with one swift drive. Whirling forward, he
accomplished his purpose with speed and precision.

The Shadow's right hand was driving downward with its automatic; hisleft fist made aquick pluck for the
thug'sright wrig.

The crook fired, an ingtant too late. His gun hand was dready in The Shadow's grip. The flame from the
revolver singed The Shadow's hat brim for the crook's hand went wide and high.

Asthe bullet whined usalessy from the revolver's muzzle, The Shadow's .45 cracked the would-be
killer's head. Half stunned, the crook plunged forward, seizing The Shadow's body as hefell. Together,
they rolled upon thefloor.

Kedroy, on hisfeet in the passage, saw thefinish of that struggle. He spied The Shadow rising; then,
beyond, he saw another combatant coming into the fray.

It was Wong Soy, bounding from the inner room, the knife blade gleaming in his clawish yelow fist. The



Chinaman was almost upon the stooped form of The Shadow.

A REVOLVER glittered from agloved hand. Keroy saw the flash as afinger pressed thetrigger. The
stab of flame went straight for Wong Soy's heart, ddlivered from afour-foot range. The Shadow had
whipped up the stunned thug's gun to stop the Chinaman's attack.

Wong Soy's plunge did not end. Instead, his springing form landed squarely upon The Shadow, rolling
the cloaked fighter to the floor. But Wong Soy's blade found no human mark.

Kdroy saw the knife dip from aloosening claw and rattle harmlesdy upon the floor. Kelroy knew the
reason. The Shadow's shot had finished the murderous Chinaman.

A wild impulse seized Kelroy as he saw The Shadow rolling free of Wong Soy's dead body. Who was
this rescuer in black? Was he afriend, or another foe? The fact that he had beaten back a horde of
assassins proved nothing.

Half groggy from the blow upon his head, Keroy could fancy nothing except danger. In adazed fashion,
he redlized that he had been the object of attack. The wild thought struck him that this cloaked battler
might represent ariva faction, as dangerous as the crew that had responded to Wong Soy's cry.

The dley was clear beyond the passage. Flight was the hope that gripped Kelroy. Before The Shadow
had time to rise, the young man made adash.

He reached the aleyway and ran, ssumbling, toward alighted street beyond. He had chosen the course
opposite to the one that Zack Ruggey and the scattered crooks had taken.

BACK at the doorway of the storeroom, The Shadow stood viewing the passage. He saw that Kelroy
hed |eft; he knew the direction that the rescued man must have taken. But before The Shadow could
follow, astrong flashlight gleamed from the back door of Ku Luan's. The Shadow dropped back from
the doorway. As he waited, he heard the wail of asirenfromthedley.

Tsing Chan was arriving from one direction; the police from the other. The Shadow swung swiftly toward
the darkened storeroom. Entering, he found a space between two large crates. He squeezed between
and wedged into an area behind the larger box.

Footsteps pounded from the passage. The babbly voice of Tsing Chan was audible amid the growls of
policemen. The arrivas came through the outer room and turned on the light of the storeroom. Tsing
Chan uttered a high-pitched cry as he pointed to the open iron chest.

Ten minutes of explanationsfollowed. A plain-clothes man conducted the inquiry. The Shadow saw
Doctor Doi Y an; the Chinese physician was addressing the official as Ingpector Romson.

Uniformed officerswere coming in with their reports. Thefirst confuson gradualy developed into an
orderly conference. Inspector Romson, heavy-jawed and shrewd of eye, began to nod his agreement.

"That explainsit,” The Shadow heard the inspector say. "We know who these fellows are. They've been
working with Zack Ruggey. Like asnot hesmixed up init. Just the kind of atribe that would stage ajob
of this sort. They've been seen around Chinatown lately. They must have had this place spotted.

"Too bad about thisfellow you cal Wong Soy. He must have heard them breaking in; and cameto see
what was the matter. He got his, poor fellow. Well, the one bresk isthat there must have been some feud
among the guysin the outfit. They took this chance to work it out.

"Sorry to hear that old Ku Luan died tonight. We dl liked him on the force, from what little we saw of



him. Always minded his own business. That was the way Ku Luan was."

"You areright, ingpector,” assured Doi Y an in asinceretone, "and this man Tsing Chan was Ku Luan's
faithful seward. | can assure you that heis honest -"

"I know you, doctor," interposed the inspector. "Y our word is good enough for me. Y ou say that Tsing
Chan hereis honest; Tsing Chan tells me that Wong Soy was the same. The whole casefits. WEll put a
guard on here until tomorrow."

THE inspector followed the two Chinamen from the soreroom. Tsing Chan had locked theiron chest; he
was assuring Romson that nothing had been stolen. Lights blinked out; The Shadow moved from his
hiding place.

Inspector Romson had | eft the outer door unlocked, intending to send in policemen from the dley. Tsing
Chan and Dol Y an had gone back into the house. The Shadow took that direction.

Entering the ground floor hall, The Shadow reached the stairs. He heard voices from above; Doctor Doi
Y an had gone up with Tsing Chan. The front door was still unbolted. The Shadow opened it and moved
out into the darkness.

The front street was deserted. Its gloom afforded a sure route from this area. The Shadow took an uphill
course, away from the lights that shone along the street below.

Crooks had scattered to safety. The Shadow's agents, pursuing, had completed their task and were
under cover. The police had found hoodlums, dead and wounded.

The latter, perhaps, would talk, but could probably tell the police no more than they already knew;
namely, that a mobleader named Zack Ruggey had brought them in on thisjob.

Those points were incidental. Paramount was the fact that an unknown stranger had come to Ku Luan's
and had been marked for death. That man had been rescued by The Shadow; and had fled to temporary

sfety.
Tsing Chan had lied about the stranger's visit. Wong Soy, in turn, had alied himsdf with those who had
sought the stranger'slife.

Tsing Chan, explaining mattersto the law, had ddliberately covered up Wong Soy's part of treachery.
Doctor Doi Y an, trusting Tsing Chan, had unwittingly aided the seward's game.

The Shadow'stask wasto learn the identity of that rescued man whose face he had glimpsed. Though he
did not know David Kdroy's name, The Shadow intended to find him. That could be accomplished
through Tsing Chan. Not by questioning the Chinese steward, for it was best that Tsing Chan should
believe himsdf clear of suspicion. The Shadow's plan was more subtle.

The Shadow would watch Tsing Chan. The steward, thinking himsalf secure, would reved hishand.
When that time came, The Shadow would meet the man he wanted: David Kelroy.

CHAPTER VII. A FRIEND IN THE FOG
ELEVEN o'clock.

David Kdroy noted the time in mechanica fashion. Hiswatch in his hand, he was seated on a dampened
bench, in alittle square. Huddled away from the light of a street lamp, he could see the watch did only
when he held hishand a an anglein front of him.



Keroy's head was aching. His mind wasin a continued whirl after hisflight from Chinatown. Kelroy was
trying to remember what had become of his carpet bag. This recollection had eluded him; suddenly, he
ganedit.

He had | &ft the bag in the downgtairs hall. He had forgotten it when he had descended with Tsing Chan.
Probably the bag had been put somewhere by Wong Soy.

That did not matter. The bag contained nothing of importance. Kelroy had left Shanghai hurriedly, in
response to Ku Luan's|etter. He had money, still safe within hiswallet. He could buy clothes tomorrow,
something that he had intended to do anyway.

The teakwood box with the sillver dragon. That important object had cometo Kelroy's mind. He recalled
that he had not even found the box during his short search through the iron chest. Wong Soy's
interruption had come early.

Wong Soy! In hislast glimpse of the fellow, Kelroy had seen Wong Soy in his death throes. Well, the
traitor had deserved it. But what of the black-clad fighter who had diminated the murderous Chinaman?
Kdroy felt asudden pang of regret.

After dl, the cloaked fighter had saved hislife. Had he shown the proper policy in taking to flight? Should
he have remained to talk with the rescuer? The chances were that the capable avenger would have
proven to be afriend. He had risked hislife to mow down thugs.

A friend!

THAT waswhat David Keroy wanted most &t this hour. His mind was groping, seeking some chance
hope. It came, dong with new recollections of the important words that Ku Luan had uttered from his
deathbed.

"The destined man was Tobias Eldreth - Tobias Eldreth is dead, but he has grandsons - take the
teakwood box to them”

Such had been Ku Luan's order. Ku Luan had apparently trusted both Tsing Chan and Wong Soy. Y et
David Kelroy had encountered trouble with Wong Soy; and it was possible that the fellow had acted at
the order of Taing Chan.

Had his mind been less confused, Kelroy might have figured that Ku Luan's estimate of the Eldreth
grandsons could prove incorrect. But in his present dilemma, the young man from Shanghai did not
reason that far ahead.

Kedroy fet himself to be a hunted man, betrayed by Chinese, sought by thugswho were il a largein
Chinatown. He wanted security; he feared that no hotel would afford it. One friend in San Francisco was
al he needed. His thoughts were concentrated on the name of Eldreth.

ARISING from the bench, Keroy pushed through the fog. The dank, swirling mist had become adimy
shroud; but Kelroy was grateful for its presence.

Few persons were abroad; those whom Kelroy passed were obscured by the haze.

He had reached aresdentid digtrict in hisflight from Chinatown. The dim lights of asmdl drug store
caught hiseye. Kelroy made in that direction; he stepped into an old-fashioned pharmacy that wasto his

liking.

The place was small; it had no soda fountain; and only the pharmacist was present. Kelroy saw a



tel ephone booth and went there to consult the directory.

The name Eldreth was an uncommon one and Kelroy found it listed only twice. He noted that Colin
Eldreth had his residence listed as the Coronado Apartments, while Mark Eldreth's name was followed
by adtreet address. Kelroy |et the telephone book fal and dangle from its chain. He made inquiry of the
druggis.

"Whereabouts are the Coronado Apartments?’ heinquired. "Very far from here?!
"A mile, | should say," replied the pharmacist. "A pretty steep walk getting there.”
"l have afriend living there," stated Kdroy. "Maybe he wouldn't be there, though. Let me see-"
He pondered; then repested Mark Eldreth's address aoud. The druggist nodded.

"That's nearer,” hetold Kelroy. "An easy five minutes walk from here. On the way to the Coronado
Apartments, too."

"How do | get there?

"W, the placeis probably one of those old-fashioned residences on Nob Hill. got to strike Cdifornia
Avenue - you'll know it by the cableline. Here, I'll mark it out for you."

A FEW minutes|later, David Kelroy left the drug store bearing arough-penciled diagram that the druggist
had drawn on a piece of wrapping paper.

Pacing through the fog, he found California Avenue and stopped while an old-fashioned cable car rolled
past; taking an upgrade at a smooth, constant speed that made Kelroy stare in fascination.

Continuing, Kelroy reached a steep dope. By astreet lamp, he observed amassive, reinforcing wall that
roseto cliff-like proportions from the street corner. Thiswas the street that Kelroy wanted. He advanced
up the dope.

Another retaining wall supported a second house. The hill was so steep that these bulwarks were
necessary to make ground-floor levels for the residences. There were steps at the front wall of the
second house. Upon apost, Keroy saw the number that he wanted. He had reached Mark Eldreth's.

Lights glimmered through the heavy fog. Faintly, Kelroy heard the sound of music. He ascended the steps
and rang the front doorbell. A porch light gave sudden illumination; then the front door was opened by a
liveried servant.

"l should like to spesk to Mr. Eldreth,” explained Kdroy. "Is he a home?!
The servant stared at Kdlroy's attire. He noted that the visitor was not wearing evening clothes,

"A recitd isin progress, dr," explained the servant, siffly. "The affair isaforma one. Mr. Eldreth isnot
recelving other vigtors."

"But | must see him," protested Kdroy. "It isurgent. Pleasetell him s0."
"Thename, Sr?'
"David Kdroy."

The servant ushered Kdroy into the hall; then motioned to achair in the corner. Keroy seated himsdlf,



then took asurvey of hissurroundings. Mark Eldreth's halway was furnished in an amost Oriental
fashion. Chinese rugs adorned the floor; a huge vase ornamented one corner. Chinese carvings were
present on thewall.

A PUDGY, moon-faced man came from adoorway through which Kelroy had heard the sound of
music. The man was attired in tuxedo, hisair of inquiry indicated that he must be Mark Eldreth. Kelroy
arose to meet him. Mark studied the visitor with a puzzled stare. He asked:

"You are Mr. Kelroy?'
Kelroy nodded.
"I have never met you," resumed Mark. "Perhaps my memory isat fault -"

"Not - at dl," cut in Kelroy with awan amile. "'l have just arrived in San Francisco. | came from
Shangha.”
"From Shangha ?'

"l was sent to you," explained Kelroy, "by aman named Ku Luan. A Chinaman who knew your
grandfather. Isthe name afamiliar oneto you?'

"Ku Luan." Mark Eldreth nodded. "Yes, | recal the name. | remember that my grandfather said thet |
might some day hear from him. Yet | never have, until tonight. | never understood why, Ku Luan lived
herein San Francisco. But now that you say heisin Shangha”

"Ku Luanisnot in Shangha,” interposed Keroy, soberly. "1 met him here, in San Francisco, when |
arrived tonight. | wasamost too late. Ku Luan died shortly after | talked to him."

"Youwere Ku Luan'sfriend?' queried Mark, sympatheticaly.

"Ku Luan was my father'sfriend,” replied Kdroy. "That was why Ku Luan sent for me. When he talked
to me, Ku Luan spoke of your grandfather and said that | should call upon you or your brother Colin."

"Coalinisnot my brother,” inserted Mark, abruptly, "heismy cousin; and | doubt that he would be
interested elther in you or Ku Luan. Colin isnot a serious-minded person; and he takes but little interest
inold family friendships.

"| should liketo talk with you further, Mr. Kelroy. Y ou are astranger in this city; and you have come
from Ku Luan. | promised my grandfather that | would receive Ku Luan asafriend, should hevisit me.
Sinceyou have arrived in Ku Luan's stead, | give you welcome.™

MARK Eldreth extended hishand. David Kelroy received it. Mark's clasp was flabby; but it seemed
full-hearted. Kelroy had not expected afirm grip from so lethargic a person; the mere handshake
encouraged him.

"I must talk to you," hetold Mark, in aconfidential tone. " Strange circumstances involved the desth of
Ku Luan. I want you to know about them."

A troubled look displayed itsalf on Mark's roundish face. Kelroy hastened to reassure the man.

"I doneam involved," he explained, "but my postion isnot a pleasant one. The sooner that | talk with
you, the better."

"Arelega mattersinvolved?' queried Mark, anxioudly.



"Inasense, they are” replied Kdroy. "If we could talk together, for fifteen minutes'

"Impossible, thisevening,” interrupted Mark, with aworried shake of hishead. "I have guests and must
be with them. Moreover, this gpparently concerns my grandfather; | am not the only one with whom it
should be discussed.”

"Y our cousin Colin-"

"No, no; Calinisatrifler. My attorney, Weldon Dryer, is the person with whom we should consult. Y ou
must communicatewith him."

"Whereshdl | find Mr. Dryer?"

"Cdl him a his office, in themorning. Helivesin Berkdley; itistoo late to reach him tonight.”
"And hisofficeis-"

"In the Chalis Building. On the twentieth floor. Weldon Dryer. Heislisted in the telephone book."

The music had ended in the next room. A pplause was sounding from the clapping hands of a dozen
guests. Mark Eldreth again shook hands with David Kelroy. Asthe visitor turned toward the front door,
the servant came from acrossthe hal to usher Kelroy out.

On the porch, Kedroy turned about to ook for Mark again. He wanted to explain his predicament
regarding regigtration at ahotd. But Mark was gone, hurrying back to the music room. Kelroy shrugged
his shoulders and descended the steps. The servant closed the door.

Standing benesth the light of a street lamp, Kelroy considered two plans: one, to cal Mark by telephone
and ask about hotdls, the other, to go directly to ahotel and register under an assumed name. That,
Keroy decided, would serve to throw enemies off histrack between now and tomorrow.

The whine of amotor in second gear caused Keroy to turn about, startled. A swanky coupe was
creeping down the steep hill, its driver wisely keeping the car in gear. Brakes brought the coupeto a
sudden stop. A grinning face peered from the opened window and surveyed David Kelroy.

"Wadl, well," remarked the driver of the car, hisvoice asarcagtic tone. "Trying to crash the gate? Or did
they hand you the bum's rush?'

KELROY glared angrily, hisfists haf clenched. For amoment he had feared that this was some enemy
hunting for him; then his survey of the car and its driver had caused him to drop thet opinion.

"Don't be offended,” chuckled the man in the car. Kelroy could see him more plainly and noted that his
grinwas not unfriendly. "I wasjust looking you over. | noticed that you were not weearing evening clothes.
My cousin Mark is particular about his company.”

"Your - your cousin?' queried Kdroy. "IsMark Eldreth your cousn?'
"Sorry to say heis"

"Then you are Colin Eldreth?'

"In person.”

Keroy stepped to the side of the car and reached out to shake hands. He introduced himself.



"My nameis David Kdroy," he explained. "I wanted to talk to your cousin, or to you. | came herefirg;
but Mark had guests and couldn't talk to me long. | had important mattersto discuss with him -"

"And failed to sl him theidea?' laughed Calin, as he gripped Kelroy's hand. "That's fine. Climb aboard
and ride with me. I'll talk. Come on; welll ride over to my gpartment.”

David Keroy accepted the invitation. Boarding the coupe he dropped gratefully into the cushioned set.

Keroy felt truly a ease asthey rode along. He could picture Colin's apartment as the very place of
seclusion that he needed. But his mind would have enjoyed less comfort, had he been able to foresee the
dangersthat his chance meeting with Colin Eldreth were destined to produce.

Before many days, David Kelroy would be looking back to hisforgotten regret, again chiding himsdlf that
he had not remained after the battle to make the acquaintance of that black-cloaked rescuer who had
saved him from death in Ku Luan's storeroom.

For aready, events were shaping to new climaxesin which David Kelroy again would greatly need the
protection of The Shadow.

CHAPTER VIII. KELROY TAKESADVICE

I'T was morning. Fog had cleared from San Francisco. David Keroy, avakening, was puzzled as he
stared about the sunlighted bedroom. Recollection was dow to dawn within hismind. When it came at
last, Kelroy sidled out of bed and donned the dippers and dressing gown that he found upon achair.

Hewasin Colin Eldreth's gpartment. He had stayed here overnight at his new friend's suggestion. He had
dept late, too, for aclock on the bureau showed half past ten.

Keroy opened the door and stepped out into aliving room. He found Colin Eldreth, fully dressed,
reading the morning newspaper.

"Hdllo, old man," greeted Colin, with awave of hishand. "Park yoursdlf over therein the dinette. Y ou'll
find fruit and cered. While you're egting them, I'll fix some eggs and coffee. How long do you want the
eggs boiled?’

"Three minutes" replied Kdroy. "What's in the newspaper?'

"Nothing about you," returned Colin, chuckling as he went toward alittle kitchenette. " Just some junk
about abrawl in Chinatown. Tough guystrying to crack Ku Luan's sorehouse.”

"Any aress?"

"None of importance. The police have gained some leads, however."

"Regarding the thugs who invaded the storeroom?"

"Yes. They arelooking for ayegg named Zack Ruggey. They think he was behind it."

COLIN gave asharp glance over his shoulder as he made this mention of Zack Ruggey's name. Kelroy
was busy with hisdish of cered. The name of Ruggey apparently did not register with him. A dight smile
showed on Coalin'slips as he turned to watch the boiling eggs.

The coffee and eggs ready, Colin brought them to the dinette table. Seating himself opposite Keroy, he
faced hisguest in frank and friendly fashion. Evidently there was something that Colin wished to discuss,



and he came directly to the point.

"Y ou were somewhat incoherent last night,” Colin told Keroy. "It didn't surprise me, old man, for the
story that you told me was tough enough to have given anyonethe jitters. That'swhy | ingsted that you
turn in and get some deep. Now that you are yourself again, | would like to go over some of the details.”

Kelroy nodded. Colin proceeded.

"Y ou received aletter from Ku Luan,” he said. "With it was atoken. Y ou showed the latter when you
arrived a Ku Luan's house."

"Yes. | gaveitto Tang Chan."
"Did Tsing Chan recognize your name?"
"Y es. He gtated that | was expected.”

"Good! That provesthat Tsing Chan knew nothing about the teakwood box with the silver dragon, the
onethat you told me about last night.”

"l see" Kdroy nodded. "Tsing Chan would have had no causeto wait until | talked to Ku Luan - thet is,
if Tang Chan had known that the teakwood box was important.”

"Not so fast," objected Calin. "Y ou are going on the assumption that Tsing Chan wanted to see you
murdered. We have no proof of that fact, asyet."

"But he talked with Wong Soy, the doorman,” ingsted Kdroy, "and it was after | left them in the halway
that Wong Soy camein to spy upon me."

"Perhaps Wong Soy acted without Tsing Chan's knowledge.”
"Possibly. What does the newspaper account say about Wong Soy?"

"It states that he was murdered.” Colin reached for the newspaper. "Wong Soy is supposed to have
fought againgt the marauders.”

"Did Tang Chan stand for the statement?'

"Apparently hedid.”

"Then Tsing Chan was behind Wong Soy."

"Not necessarily. Tsing Chan was not there to see Wong Soy's treachery.”
Kdroy was forced to nod. The argument was agood one.

" am assuming that Tsing Chan may be honest,”" proceeded Calin. "Wong Soy, aone, could have been
the one who had contact with the outside crooks. Since reading the morning newspaper, | have found out
afew facts about Tsing Chan."

"From whom?" inquired Kelroy, in surprise.

"From a Chinesefriend," replied Colin. "One who works on the Chinese Free Press. | cdled him this
morning. Hetold methat Ku Luan left ordersfor al his stored goodsto be sold at auction, immediately
after hisdesth.”



"Where? In Chinatown?'

"Yes. At one of the bazaars where auctions are held. Thefirst sdle will be made tonight.”
"Who receives the proceeds?’

"Tsing Chan."

KELROY opened hiseyeswide. Thisbacked Colin's assumption concerning Tsing Chan'sinnocence.
Keroy had seen Ku Luan's storeroom. He knew that its contents were of high value. It did seem unlikely
that Tsing Chan, already assured of a sizable legacy, should jeopardize his own position by backing
murder.

"Notice of the sale," continued Colin, "has aready been posted on abig bulletin board at Clay Street and
Grant Avenue. Many Chinesewill be present at the auction; and Americansaswell. Ku Luan was dways
recognized as a connoisseur of rare art objects.”

"Y ou seem to know something about Ku Luan," smiled Keroy. "Much more than your cousn Mark
did."

"l am familiar with Chinatown," remarked Calin, idly. "I frequently visit the quarter. Mark probably would
not go there on abet. In fact, he would not make a bet to begin with. Heisa stuffed shirt, a

namby-pamby.”

"He did gppear timid," acknowledged Kdroy. "Last night, when | intimated that | had been in danger, he
looked scared.”

"Mark vaues his own hide even more than he does money. That is saying agreat ded, to anyone who
knows Mark. Thefdlow is greedy for wedlth; that iswhy he soaks much of hisincomeinto new
investments."

"About Ku Luan," reminded Kdroy. "What €lse do you know concerning him?"

"Hishigtory," replied Colin, dowly. "Ku Luan was an important personage in the court of the Empress
Dowager, many years ago. Later he became one of the young emperor's advisors. My grandfather had
businessinterestsin Chinaat thetime. He and Ku Luan were grest friends,

"Infact, Ku Luan was responsible for my grandfather's success in acquiring afortunein the Orient. When
the revolution overthrew the Chinese dynasty, Ku Luan cameto America. Like others who had
supported the last imperia dynasty, he settled in San Francisco.”

"Did he see your grandfather after that?"

"Quite often. That waswhile Mark and | were children. Ku Luan had brought many vauablesfrom
China. Some of the furnishingswhich arein Mark's home were sold to my grandfather by Ku Luan.”

"Then Ku Luan needed money?"

"No. He had enough for his needs. He was through with show and luxury. He lived quietly, in the house
where you saw him lagt night. I'm not surprised to learn that Ku Luan had treasure. Y ou are fortunate,
Dave, to have become heir to his hidden wedth."

"Why fortunate?' queried Kelroy, ruefully. "The treasureis mine; but how can | hopeto find it?'

"By acquiring the teakwood box," returned Colin, with asmile, "when it issold at auction.”



KELRQY popped hafway up from hischair. Colin's suggestion had come like athunderbalt. Its
possibilities were dazzling.

"Y ou say there were severd teakwood boxes," argued Calin, cannily. "Only one was the right one, the
box with the silver dragon. Y ou had not even found it in your search. Wong Soy alarmed you too soon.

"Like Wong Soy, Tsing Chan probably did not guess what you were after. The teakwood box
gpparently holds some clue that not even Tsing Chan would guess. We shall attend the auction tonight,
you and |. When we see the box with the silver dragon, we can buy it."

"Go to Chinatown? Where Zack Ruggey islikely to be?"

"I don't think that crook would chance visiting Chinatown after the mess he and his crew walked into, last
night. Thetwo of uswill be there together, Dave. We should be safe.”

"Butif | try to buy the teakwood box, Tsing Chan may think -"
"L eave the buying to me, Dave. Tsing Chan has never seen me."

Keroy was nodding his agreement as they arose from the breskfast table. Colin clapped his hand upon
his guest's shoulder.

"Meanwhile," he suggested, "stay away from Dryer's office. That old codger would ruin everything. He
would want to go and demand the teakwood box from Tsing Chan. Then the game would be a
give-away."

"But if Tang Chanishonest -"

"We can't be absolutely positive about Tsing Chan. It is better not to let him know what we are after. He
may think that you took away whatever object you went to get.”

"Good logic, Calin."
SMILING, Colinlighted acigarette. He puffed a cloud of smoke, then spoke in musing fashion.

"We shall see Dryer later,” he decided. "Hewill know facts concerning my grandfather's dealings with Ku
Luan. There were anumber of transactions between them. Ku Luan sold grandfather some rare Chinese
books; grandfather willed themto alibrary.

"Ku Luan supplied grandfather with Chinese curios for the Oriental Museum. He even superintended the
preparation of aspecia Chinese room, filled with tapestries and statuettes. Once you have the contents
of the teskwood box, a conference with Dryer may clarify the whole situation.”

"Perhaps Dryer dready knows something.”

"Not achance. Ku Luan was cagey. There's something deep in this, Dave. Something that Ku Luan
aone knew. Onceyou haveit, Dryer can help. That iswhy Ku Luan told you to look up Mark or mysdif.
He probably did not know that grandfather left more detailsto Dryer than he did to us."

Keroy was walking toward the bedroom. Colin stopped to fumble about atable drawer. Kelroy waited;
Coalin shook his head.

"I was looking for those Chinese prayer papers,” he remarked. "I must have tucked them away
somewhere ese. They were given to grandfather by Ku Luan. I've had abatch of them ever sincel was
akid. Mark had some, too, but he became too seriousto play gameswith them, like| did. Hetold me



oncethat he sold them."
"Werethey vauable?'

"No. Picayune. But that's Mark for you. He's a penny snatcher. Never mind about the prayer papers,
though. Therésadue of them at the museum. They have symbols on them, and each sign has some
meaning. If wefind that we might need them, we can go to the museum.”

Dave Kelroy went into the bedroom and closed the door. As he began to dress, a sudden thought struck
him. How wasit that Calin Eldreth knew so much about Ku Luan while Mark Eldreth knew very little
that concerned the ancient Chinaman?

After Dave had pondered briefly on this question, he dismissed it, preferring to concentrate upon the
possihilities of tonight's visit to the Chinese auction.

In changing hisline of thought, Kelroy unwittingly dropped alink that he had gained by accident - one
that was far more important than he had supposed.

Trouble was brewing for the young man from Shanghai; and had he been keener, he might have guessed
its source.

CHAPTER IX. THE CHINESE AUCTION

EVENING had arrived, bringing alight drizzle from the Pacific. But neither rain nor fog could dampen
the brilliance of San Francisco's Chinatown. Dave Keroy and Colin Eldreth were cognizant of that fact
asthey strode dong Grant Avenue.

"An out-of-the-way place,” Colin wasremarking. "That'sthe only thing | don't like abouit it. Therewill be
acrowd there, however, so | don't think that we will have to worry."

"About Zack Ruggey?'
Colin nodded; then spoke to change the subject.

"By theway," he asked, "what did you do with those big brass keys? The onesthat Ku Luan gave you?
Did you leave them in the bureau as | suggested?”

Dave nodded.

"All right," said Calin, breezily. They had turned a corner from the avenue. "No usein lugging al that
meta around with you. Besides, you won't need the keys until after we land the teakwood box with the
glver dragon.”

The pair passed aline of quaint shops. Every house in this row had astore on its ground floor, the living
quarters being on upper stories and in the basements. Dave Kdroy, as he glanced through shop
windows, was reminded of Shanghai.

"Hereisthe bazaar,” remarked Colin, asthey turned into another street. "L ook &t the auction Signs
hanging from the windows."

DAVE paused to run his eyes upward. He read the auction announcements while Colin watched him.
Dave had said nothing about his ability to read Chinese; and Colin was quite interested in the proficiency
that his new friend displayed.



The bazaar consisted of asingle large room, well crowded with prospective buyers. Therewasa
platform at the far wall; at either side were gaping doorways, fronted by screens. Dave smiled and
pointed to the screens.

"The old superdtition,” he said, in an undertone. "The screens do not prevent men from passing them, for
men can walk around them. But they baffle devils, so the bdlief goes, for Chinese demonsawaysdashin
adraght line. When they strike the screens, they think they can't get through.”

"A funny idea, isn't it?" chuckled Colin. "'l have seen screensin the Chinesejoss houses; but most of them
arepictured. Theseareplain.”

Both men turned their attention to the platform, which was stacked high with boxes containing goods that
had belonged to Ku Luan.

While they watched, a Chinese auctioneer appeared from behind the screen at the right. Another
Cededtid followed him. Dave nudged Calin.

"That's TSng Chan," he whispered. "I don't want him to recognize me."
"Move over into the crowd," urged Colin. "I can stay here on the outskirts.”

Dave shifted into amingled gathering of Americans and Orientals. He edged behind apost and kept a
careful eyetoward the platform. Satisfied with his position, he at |last eased hiswatchfulness and took a
look at those about him.

The Chinese were of mixed classes, arather indiscriminate throng. The Americans were even less
respectable in gppearance; in fact, Dave noted two or three douchers who could well have been pals of
Zack Ruggey's thugs. Moreover, aforeign eement was present. Dave saw severd who looked like
Mexicans.

The auction was beginning. Dave's attention returned to the platform. The first objects that were going up
for sale were the teakwood boxes, the ones that Dave was sure he had seen in Ku Luan'siron chest.

Though he did not redlize it, Dave Kelroy had become afigure of sudden notice. One of the watching
rowdies had shuffled toward him. The fellow had apparently recognized Dave's face, for when he moved
back, he made a sign to some others.

Coalin, glancing idly toward Dave, was lighting acigarette a the time; but his gaze was not in the direction
of the spotter, hence he had seen nothing to indicate that Dave had been recogni zed.

From the platform, Tsing Chan was blinking beside the auctioneer, who had started aspiel in Chinese.
Tsing Chan had spied Dave aso; moreover, he had noted the rowdy's action. Y et Tsing Chan retained
his blandness, apparently unconcerned with the crowd that stood before the platform.

A STRANGER had entered the bazaar. He was an American, tall and well dressed. Hisfacewas a
hawklike visage, one that would have commanded attention but for its owner'squiet air.

He, too, had spied Dave Kelroy. He had noted the rowdy who was passing the word of recognition. In
leisurely fashion, the hawkish personage strolled close to the clustered group of thuggish hoodlums until
he was rubbing elbows with them. Dave Kdroy was fully adozen feet away.

The hawk-faced arriva gave asigna. Two other men caught it asthey entered the bazaar. These were
the same who had fought so well last night: Harry Vincent and Miles Crofton, agents of The Shadow.
They saw the direction of the eyesthat peered from the hawk-like countenance. They edged over past



Dave Kdroy.

The auctioneer was holding ateskwood box, one with aplain cover. He had opened it to display a
slkish tapestry, woven in many colors, upon which were symbols set in squares.

Bidswere given. They wereraised. The auctioneer haggled and shook his head. Higher bids resulted.
The box and its contents were sold. A second box came on the block, another with aplain cover. It
contained atapestry similar to the first and was auctioned off at dmost the same price.

A third box. Dave Kdroy leaned forward from the post. His eyes were alert. Thisbox had aslver
dragon upon the cover. The auctioneer was opening it; hisfingers were aready plucking forth the
tapestry when Tsing Chan intervened.

Placid until that moment, the crafty steward had spied Dave Keroy's motion. Springing toward the
auctioneer, Tsng Chan seized the teskwood box and dammed itslid. He began to babble in Chinese.

Dave caught hiswords. The box was not for sale. The auctioneer was jabbering in return. His claim was
that Tsing Chan had no choice. The box must be sold. Colin had turned dightly, apparently seeking to
catch Dave'seye and to deliver asigndl.

The thugs were muttering among themsalves. They began to move toward Dave Kdroy, just at the
moment when the auctioneer thrust Tsing Chan back and shouted, in English, that the box wasfor sde.

A CALL came from the hawk-faced stranger. Eyes upon the platform, he raised his voice above the
chatter of the crowd. His very tone commanded instant attention; the words that he delivered brought
stares of complete amazement.

"I bid for the box," announced the keen-eyed personage, hisface as steady asamask. "I demand that
you hear my bid."

"A bid!" shouted the auctioneer. "What isyour offer?’
"One hundred thousand dollardl™

Deep gasps from the throng. Approaching crooks stopped short, turning away from Dave Kdroy. Their
eyeswere upon this amazing stranger who had offered such ahuge price for an item worth no more than
fifty dollars. One thug growled to the others. They had been mistaken; this must be their man.

With one bound, they sprang upon thetall stranger, flashing revolversinto view. At the same moment, a
trio of Mexicans drew knives and started for the platform.

Men of crime had sprung into action, their purpose twofold. They wanted to €iminate the person who
sought the box, while their helpers snatched the prized object from the hands of the auctioneer.

One man - wounded in last night's affray - had correctly picked Dave Kdroy asthe quarry they sought.
But the action of the hawk-faced stranger had made the whole group change their direction of attack.

Quick though the crooks were, their intended victim was swifter. As he swung to action againgt the
hard-faced crew, thislone warrior deivered afierce and taunting laugh from histhin, masklike lips. That
mocking challenge told the murderous attackers that their guess had been awrong one.

Sinister and gtrident rose the laugh as long, quick fingers pressed the triggers of automatics. Each .45
roared deadly welcome, another proof of thisfierce battler'sidentity. Trapping crooks had met atrapper.
Again, the remnants of Zack Ruggey's outlaw crew were faced by their invincible foe, The Shadow!



CHAPTER X. FLIGHT IN THE DARK

AUTOMATICS recoiled as they coughed their deadly message. Long thrusts of flame scorched the
foremost pair of ruffians who were bearing down upon The Shadow.

Sprawling, diving, the two killers pitched forward, their loosening gun hands usdless. Clawing wildly, they
gripped their enemy.

Four others were hard upon the hedls of those who had tottered. Venomoudy, these thugs were aiming.
They tugged at triggers as they surged into the fray. Revolvers barked; smultaneoudy, automatics blazed
again. The Shadow had twisted in the grasp of sinking crooks. Wild bullets whistled past the spot where
he had been.

Another rowdy staggered; but his body served to block The Shadow'sfire. Squarely before the big gun
muzzles, this fellow took the brunt. His pa's were whedling; but The Shadow offered them no chanceto
follow their advantage.

Lunging forward, he hurled away the sagging body that confronted him, and launched squarely into the
midst of the murderoustrio that remained.

Clutching hands grabbed for The Shadow'swrists. Wild fists swung revolvers, striking at abobbing head.
Arms up, The Shadow wrenched away and delivered a stroke with aready .45; his weapon encountered
the closest of three skulls.

Thelast pair grappled with The Shadow, grabbing with both hands, one on either sde, whiletheir pal
sagged to the floor between them.

Two againgt one, they wanted a chance to kill; but they were dedling with afighter who weaved about
too skillfully for them. Thetrio staggered in along, eccentric circle, while members of the crowd were
scattering from their path.

Terrified bystanders had chosen the route toward the street. They had become amilling, frantic horde, al
with one objective. The space where The Shadow fought had cleared. He and his two opponents were
wrestling above the forms of sprawled thugs on thefloor.

Upon the platform, the M exicans had reached the auctioneer. One was cowering the Chinaman, with
upraised knife; another was snatching the teakwood box from the frightened Orienta's hands.

Tsing Chan was back againgt the wall, his arms outspread. A leering Mexican was close beside him,
ready with amachete, should the Chinese make amove. Tsing Chan was motionless, amost bland as he
eyed the gleaming blade of thelong knife,

ACTION had started elsewhere. With The Shadow's first move, Harry Vincent and Miles Crofton had
whedled about, each drawing an automatic.

They had other tasks, while The Shadow fought. One was to rout the Mexican from the platform. Harry
chose that duty. Springing forward with leveled automatic, he raised acry to bring the trio toward him.

His gun was athrest that the Mexican would respect, for Harry could fire before they could reach him
with their machetes. The Mexicans were mestizos, of low class, the very type that would scatter if ther
lives were menaced.

AsHarry headed for the platform, Miles turned toward Dave Kelroy. The young man was staring, half
bewildered, too astonished to make amove of hisown valition.



Miles seized him by the arm and spun him toward the screened doorway at the right. He wanted to get
Kdroy from the danger zone, before new nsmight arrive.

Until that moment, Colin Eldreth had made no move. He, like Dave Kelroy, had been rooted. He had
given no sign to show hisinterest in proceedings. But when Miles|egped toward Dave, Colin cameto
life. Whipping a stubnosed revolver from his hip pocket, Colin sorang straight for Miles and Dave.

Hislipsgave ablurred, angry cry, astoken that he intended to end thisintervention. Mileswheded to see
Colin'saiming gun, covering both himsdlf and Dave.

Instantly, The Shadow's agent sprang toward Colin, hurling his body in the path of the aming gun, to
protect Dave Kelroy from ashot.

Colin fatered momentarily, long enough for Milesto reach him. The Shadow's agent was swinging his
automeatic; Colin warded off the blow and spun about to gain new aim.

Harry Vincent, hearing the shouts, forgot the Mexicans|ong enough to whirl about. He saw Milesand
Colin asthey locked in afurious struggle.

Harry'slater recollection of that moment was avivid one, afixed tableau that never left hismemory. He
hed |eft the Mexicans half turned toward him, leering asthey snarled from the platform, with Tsing Chan
and the auctioneer motionless beyond them. He saw Miles Crofton at grips with Colin Eldreth.

He spied Dave Kdroy, hafway to the screened doorway, impelled to flight at Crofton'surge. Harry saw
The Shadow, heaving off both thugs with one mighty effort. He saw the door, where anew band of
hard-faced rowdies were carving in through the last of the fleeing crowd.

THEN came sudden blackness as someone switched off the lights of the bazaar. In one instant, the whole
Stuation was changed. Lights from the street afforded no glow for the scene.

Guns roared; tongues of flame jabbed through the darkness. The Shadow had sprawled hislast two
foemen, in time to meet newcomers from the door. He had planned to down the new invaders with the
aid of light. Darkness did not handicap The Shadow. He knew where the door was located. Hisaim was
true.

Revolvers barked futile replies. Crookswere firing wildly asthey fell. They had alonetarget; The
Shadow was aiming for a group. The darkness gave him welcome cover, that eased histask. Shoutstold
that the reserves were diving out to the Street, repelled by The Shadow's |one attack.

Feet were scurrying from the platform, proof that the Mexicans were staging a get-away. No sound
located Miles Crofton and Colin Eldreth. Harry could not guessin what direction those strugglers had
staggered.

He was sure, however, that Miles could take care of himsdlf. Harry's only possible opportunity at present
wasto get Dave Kelroy out of danger.

Hurrying blindly toward the spot where he thought Kelroy stood, Harry spoke agreeting, in an
undertone.

"Hello, there," he addressed the darkness. "'I'm afriend. Come dong, I'll get you out of here."

"I'mready," cameareply.
Reaching Kdroy by locating the man'svoice, Harry gripped him by the arm. Together, they reached the



nearer screen and crashed againgt it. The screen tumbled. The two kept onward. They found a passage
and blundered through until they reached an outer door. Y anking the barrier open, they reached the dim
light of arear street.

Harry started to ook about; then, with a sudden shout, he pointed. Three men were diving from another
doorway, out into the street. They were the Mexicans, the leader of the trio was carrying alarge black
box. Kdroy saw the scurrying mestizos. He made a quick apped to Harry.

"They've got the box!" cried Dave. "The box with the silver dragon! Stop them!”

Harry started from his own doorway, raising his automatic to fire. Another shout came from Kdroy.
Before Harry could understand the warning, four men surged from the door behind him. They were
Chinamen. With clawing hands they pounced upon The Shadow's agent.

HARRY swung hard with his gun. He staggered one Celestid with asingle blow; then hit another with a
glancing stroke. Dave sprang into aid.

He grabbed one Chinaman and wrestled back and forth with his opponent. The two whom Harry had
struck were staggering back into the bazaar building. Only one remained to fight The Shadow's agent.

Harry wrestled away from the Chinaman and took aim with his automatic. With awild cry, the Celestia
dived into the doorway. Hislast companion heard his call and pitched Dave Kdroy to the sidewalk.
Harry fired hastily asthisfellow aso took to the doorway. The shots were wide.

Four Chinamen were on the run; and Harry might have followed them, for the Mexicans had by thistime
made their get-away. But there was agood reason why Harry failed to take up the chase. Dave Kelroy
had dumped againgt the wall, haf groggy from athud that his head had received. Dave needed Harry's
ad.

Harry hauled him to hisfeet and started to drag him along the sidewalk. Asthey neared the corner, the
purr of amotor caused Harry to turn about.

A coupe had rolled dongside. From it was springing aman whose face Harry recognized. The arrival
was Colin Eldreth, whom Harry had last seen baitling with Miles Crofton. Colin was without his gun;
Harry had pocketed his own wegpon. Colin was coming to seize Dave Kelroy. Harry dropped the
groggy man and swung to meet Calin.

Harry had shown himself aremarkable fighter when he had routed four Chinamen. Herewas alone
opponent, who seemed easy to contend with. Harry shot ahard punch; Colin ducked as he warded it off
with hisleft hand.

Then, from his crouched position, Colin jabbed a swift fist upward. The punch drove past Harry's
guarding left. It clipped Harry's chin. Staggering backward, The Shadow's agent cracked against the wall
and dumped downward to the sdewalk.

With a contemptuous laugh, Colin jerked Dave Kedroy back to hisfeet and rolled the young man into the
coupe. Colin dashed around the car and jumped to the whedl. He saw Harry Vincent coming dowly to
hands and knees. With another laugh, Colin shot the car into gear.

HARRY shook his head and stared at the departing tail-light. He was over the effects of the punch; it had
staggered, but had not stunned him. He knew that Kelroy was being taken away - the coupe had

reached the corner, and there was no chance to stop it, even with apistol shot. But the tail-light wasa
bright one. By its glare, Harry spotted the license number of the car. Then the coupe had turned the



corner.

Harry cameto hisfeet. He was done upon this street. Shrill whistles were sounding from the distance.
Police were again converging within Chinatown. They had arrived late last night; they would be late again
tonight.

Thugs had been scattered, the Mexicans had made a get-away with the teakwood box; the Chinese had
doubtless fled through some side passage from the bazaar. Once more, Dave Kedroy, a prospective
victim, had departed from the danger zone.

Y et Harry was not sure of Kelroy's safety. Colin Eldreth, whose name, like Kdroy's, was unknown to
Harry, had come to carry the rescued man away. That action could have been abluff on Colin's part.
Once Kelroy had escaped assass nation within the bazaar, it was policy for Colin to act asKdroy's
friend.

Until he thought of Crofton, Harry had been perplexed regarding the proper course to follow, now that
Calin, like the Mexicans and Chinese, had made a get-away.

Harry was not concerned about The Shadow; he knew that his chief had actualy cleared away through
the front door of the bazaar. But Harry could picture Miles, wounded or dead, on the floor beside the
bodies of thugs who had fought against The Shadow.

Hastening back to the rear door, Harry regained the passage that he and Kelroy had used for exit. This
time, he used aflashlight, for he was sure that the place had cleared. Sending the gleam ahead of him,
Harry made toward the doorway where the fallen screen waslying.

Hardly had he reached that spot before another light gleamed close beside him. Harry was bathed in the
glare of focused rays. He turned quickly, with his automatic ready, only to hear a hissed command.
Lowering hisgun, Harry held hisflashlight fixed.

There sood The Shadow, till in his hawklike disguise. He was supporting aman who leaned heavily
upon him: Miles Crofton. Except for those two, the auction room was empty. Tsing Chan and the
auctioneer must have scurried away like the other Chinese.

MILES CROFTON wastrying to support himself. His eyes were opened and as Harry came up, Miles
shoved hisfree arm over hisfdlow agent's shoulder. The Shadow gave an order.

Harry turned off hisflashlight, and The Shadow did the same. Picking a course through darkness, they
took the doorway by the fallen screen, carrying Crofton between them.

"Report,” came The Shadow's |ow-toned order.

Harry told his own episodes. how he had conducted Keroy to safety; how they had seen the Mexicans
with the teakwood box. He briefly described the fight with the four Chinamen and added the details of
Colin's departure with Dave. Harry repeated the license number of the coupe.

They had reached the rear street. The Shadow was |eading them across, to adarkened dley that offered
apath for departure before the police arrived. Already srenswereteling that the law was close at hand.
Miles Crofton muttered as they entered the black aley.

"Sugged me," Milesmumbled. "That'swhat the fellow did. Sugged me after thelightswere out. I'm all
right now. | canwalk."

Thelast to depart from the Chinese bazaar, The Shadow and his agents were unscathed. Again had The



Shadow conquered mighty odds; and his agents had done their best to aid him. Y et victory had been
hollow.

Dave Kdroy still remained to be sought. The teakwood box with the silver dragon had become the
property of crooks, and must be gained. More work lay ahead for The Shadow.

CHAPTER XI. NEW PLANS BEGIN

IT was two o'clock the next afternoon. Dave Kelroy was seated in Colin Eldreth'sliving room. The click
of the door latch caused him to look nervoudly in that direction. Relief showed on Dave'sface as Colin
entered.

"Hello, old top," greeted Colin, with a cheery smile. He planked a stack of newspapers upon the table.
"Well, the afternoon sheets don't know any more than the morning newspapers did. The police are ill
traveingincirdes”

"They are no worsethan | am," observed Dave, wearily. "Thisis getting to be a habit with me, this
business of being banged on the head every night. | was il in adaze when | woke up thismorning.”

"So | noticed,” laughed Calin. "The more | talked to you, the less you paid attention. How do you fed!
now?'

"L ots better, thanks. Good enough to talk things over sensbly. That is, if you havetime, Calin.”
"That'swhat I'm herefor, Dave.
"No gppointment this afternoon? Y ou had one yesterday. | thought that maybe -"

"I hadto drop ina my club," interrupted Colin, suddenly. He eyed Dave quickly, as he spoke. "That was
why | had to leave you here done, yesterday afternoon. | usudly stop at the club in the evening; but sSince
we were going to the Chinese bazaar last night | went to the club earlier.”

DAVE wondered why Colin had dwelt at length on the subject of the club. Dave put aquestion:
"An exclusve place, your club?'

"Very exclusve," replied Colin, pausing as he lighted acigarette. "Old families, exorbitant dues, and all
that. Grandfather was amember of the Pioneer Club, so | have to keep up the tradition. Well, Dave, let's
get back to our talk about last night. We nosed ourselves into a bit of trouble, didn't we?"

"Toomuch of it," returned Dave, ruefully rubbing the side of hisheed. "Things certainly went haywire as
soon as we saw the teakwood box with the silver dragon. Tsing Chan must have guessed that the box
waswhat | wanted. But how did he find out?"

"He must have spotted you, Dave. Perhaps you gave yoursdf away."

"Maybe. Yet | thought that Tsing Chan didn't even see me. Of course, those rowdies were much closer
to me than he was. Do you think, Colin, that someone who was watching me could have passed the
word to both Tsing Chan and the hoodlums?”

"I don't see the connection, Dave. Y ou are suddenly beginning to connect Tsing Chan with the crooks. It
doest fit."

"Yesit does, Colin. Let me give you my impression of the whole occurrence. Tsing Chan knew | was



after something in the storeroom. He must have known also that nothing was stolen. So he was watching
for me at the auction. But he probably guessed that he might not see me; and even if he did, he could not
make amove himsdf.

"So he had the crooksthere, like he did the night before. But he was without Wong Soy. He had to
contact directly with the crooks themselves. Someone noticed me and was watching everything | did.
That person passed asigna when | showed interest in the teakwood box.

"Tsing Chan caught the signal. He started a fuss about the box. That caused the commotion. The crooks
made for me. Then astranger put in awild bid - ahundred thousand dollars and it was so outlandish that
the crooks thought he must be in on the game. They started after him instead of me."

"Good theory," smiled Calin. "Go ahead. Finishit."

"Three Mexicans went to grab the box," stated Dave. "They were blinds, to make it look asthough Tsing
Chan had nothing to do with the crooks. The lights were switched out by one of Tsing Chan's helpers, off
behind the screen. Some fellow hel ped me out of the mess. The Chinamen attacked us when we saw the
Mexicans running. That proves the connection, Calin.

"Thefdlow who helped mewas afighter. He drove off the Chinamen, but it wastoo late to chase the
Mexicans. They had made a get-away with the teakwood box. Y ou came along; not knowing that | was
with afriend, you dugged the fellow who had helped me."

"That wasthe only mistake | made," put in Colin. "Y et it was judtifiable under the circumstances. Let me
giveyou aread summary of what happened. A better one than your theory.”

Dave wasligtening. Colin proceeded.

"FORGET 4l ideas of aconnection between Tsing Chan and the crooks," declared Colin. "Study the
gtuation asasmple one, diminating complexities. Tang Chan wanted to know what you were after,
when you went to the storeroom. But that was only natural, because of the raid there, two nights ago.

"The crooks wanted to find what you were &fter, too. That iswhy they came to the auction. Their ranks
must have been depleted; so they recruited some Mexicans. One of the thugs recognized you. He saw
you fidget when the box was offered for sde.

"Tsing Chan may have spied you, or he may have noticed amotion among the hoodlums. Both, perhaps,
for | fed surethat Tsing Chan saw you. Of course, he wanted to protect the teskwood box. That was
why he argued with the auctioneer. He was too late, however.

"The attack started. Thugs wanted to get you; their Mexican cronies sought to seize the box. The stranger
chanced to divert the attack; that fact saved you. But the Mexicans took the teskwood box from Tsing
Chan, by force. | saw them do it."

Colin paused reflectively, then resumed:

"One of Tsing Chan's men must have turned out the lights. Y ou were correct on that point, Dave. The
Chinamen were behind the screen on theright. Not only did they try to save Tsing Chan, they also
expected that the Mexicanswould comein that direction. Instead, the Mexicans went out by the other
door.

"Two chaps had come over to help you. They did not look like crooks, but | thought for the moment that
they were. So | pitched on one of them. Then the darkness hit; the other chap took you through to the
back street. Thetwo of you spied the Mexicans running.



"Y ou had gone right by the Chinese. They popped out upon you. They never saw the Mexicans, running
up the street. What is more, you and your new friend did not try to explain matters. Y ou were as excited
asthe Chinamen. Y ou fought them and drove them back; they must have fled by some side passage of
the bazaar, dong with Tsing Chan and the auctioneer.”

Colin was speaking with assurance. His survey sounded logical; Dave found his own theory dwindling.
Colin amiled regretfully.

"l was quite excited, too," he stated. "'l was lucky enough to crack the chap whom | wasfighting. | lost
my revolver; | wanted to leave in ahurry. There had been alot of shooting at the front door; but it ended
suddenly. The front doorway was completely blackened. | dashed out through it.

"| cut through to the street where we had parked the coupe. | had a hunch that you had made for the
back door of the bazaar. | drove around there and spied the second of those two chaps hauling you
along the street. Y ou were groggy; | thought that he had dugged you.

"That waswhy | pitched into him. | sent him regling under ahard punch. | pushed you into the car and
drove away. It was no time to remain and exchange caling cards with any stranger. It was not until we
arrived homethat | learned my mistake. | did not know that the chap was dl right, until you told me."

DAVE KELROQY fdt convinced in spite of himself. Hetried to look for flawsin Colin's summary; but it
was severa minutes before he could find one. Suddenly, Dave pointed to the morning newspaper.

"Tsng Chanismissng,” he asserted. "None of his servants are back at Ku Luan's house. All have
vanished. Doesn't that implicate him, Colin?"

"Not at dl, Dave," laughed Colin. "Y ou are missing, too, yet you are innocent. When | say 'missing,’ |
mean you would be missing if the police knew about you. Like yoursdf, Tsng Chan has every reason to
keep under cover. If the crooksfail to find you, they will go after him."

"That'strue, Colin. This Zack Ruggey appearsto be avery dangerous character.”

"Heis. The palice have linked him again. | thought he and his henchmen would not appear |ast night; but |
waswrong. They did appear; but Zack stayed outside until just before the lights went out.”

"How do you know that, Colin? The newspapers made no such comment.”
Colin chewed at his cigarette; then laughed. His mirth was forced.

"I'm guessing,” he declared. "I saw this man Ruggey, once - that is, he was pointed out to me. Therewas
afdlow who looked something like him, dong with the crowd that rushed in just before the lights were
extinguished.”

Dave gtarted to ask another question. Colin stopped him impatiently.

"Enough of thesetheories," decided Colin, histone abrupt. "Thereis something | want you to do for me,
Dave™

"Something important?’
"Yes. Very important. | want you to see Dryer.”
"When? Today?'

"Thisvery afternoon. Mark may have spoken to him; both may be wondering whereyou are. Y ou must



goto Dryer's office, as Mark suggested to you.”
Dave nodded, knowing that more was coming.

"Make no blunders," added Colin. "Mention what happened two nights ago, because you aready
intimated that you were in trouble, when you paid your visit to Mark's house. But say nothing about
having met me; and remember - you were not at the bazaar last night.”

"But what about the teakwood box?"

"You will haveto mention it. State that Ku Luan said it wasto be yours. Dryer might know something
that would help you. Sound him out.”

"Regarding the possible contents of the box?"

"Y es. We both caught aglimpse of afolded tapestry, something like the othersthat werein the other
boxes. Suggest to Dryer that the box might contain some sort of silk.”

"| can say that Ku Luan intimated that fact.”

"A good idea. When you have finished talking with Dryer, come back here. Maybe we shal then know
more than we do &t present.”

"But where shdl | tell Dryer that | am stopping?”

"Atahote - any hotd. If he questions you too closely, tell him that you have checked out. Let him
recommend a better hotel. He will think that you have gone there.”

DAVE nodded dowly. Hefdt that he could manage the Dryer visit. Another matter was coming to his
mind.

"About those symbals, Calin!™ he remarked. "The ones on the tapestries. Of course, they were probably
different from the tapestry we want. Ourswas in the box with the slver dragon on its cover. But |
observed one symbol on thefirst tapestry. It looked like agolden pagoda, the same design that was on
the token sent to me by Ku Luan"

"Leavethat until later, Dave," interposed Calin. "It'stimeto be off. Dryer sometimes leaves his office
early in the afternoon. Y ou must hurry aong; teke ataxi up at the corner.”

Dave Kelroy departed. Colin Eldreth closed the door. His next action was proof that he had held good
reason for hisimpatience to see Dave leave.

Stepping across the living room, Colin burrowed beneath the table and brought out a blocky-object that
looked like a Mah Jong cabinet.

Colin raised the diding front. A flood of papers poured from the small cabinet. Colin began to separate
them; all the papers were long, square dips, each bearing asingle symbol. Many designs were
duplicated, but each appeared in various colors. Colin began to sort them.

These were the Chinese prayer papers which Colin had mentioned prior to the visit to the Chinese
bazaar. There was reason why the quaintly patterned sheets had become of present interest. For Colin
had remembered the first two tapestries exhibited at the auction.

The symbols on the prayer papers were identical with ones that had appeared upon the silken drapes.
Colin Eldreth had gained avita link. Though he had not seen thefinal tapestry unfolded, he knew that the



symbols which must appear upon it could be trandated by these paper cluesthat he had held for years!
CHAPTER XII. AT THE OFFICE

WHILE David Kdroy was riding toward the downtown district, three men were holding conferencein
Weldon Dryer's office. One was the withery lawyer himsalf. The second was Mark Eldreth. Thethird, a
slent listener to the preliminary conversation, was Durling, the private detective.

"I am truly anxious, Mr. Dryer," Mark was saying, soberly. "I assure you, the young man was quite
sincere when he talked to me two nights ago. He intimated that he had encountered trouble in San
Francisco; but he gave me no inkling of its nature.”

"He mentioned Ku Luan, you say?" inquired Dryer.

"Yes," nodded Mark, "but he did not indicate that there had been any lawless activity at Ku Luan's. He
told me merdly that Ku Luan had died under strange circumstances.”

"The young man's name was Kelroy?'

"Yes. David Kdroy. From Shanghai. Keroy said that he would cometo see you," he stated. "He should
have been here yesterday. When | read the morning newspapers, | was aghast. | called this office, but
learned that you were out of town."

"l had businessin Sacramento,” said Dryer. "Perhaps Kelroy caled here by telephone; but if hedid, he
certainly did not give hisname. All such cals are recorded by my secretary.”

"Thismorning," went on Mark, "l read of another terrible affray at the Chinese bazaar. Once again, the
name of Ku Luan wasinvolved. | became more anxious than ever concerning young Keroy. Do you
think the poor fellow could have met with foul play?*

"That isdifficult to guess," returned Dryer, "unlessthe police have dready arrested Zack Ruggey. Do you
think that your information would aid them, Durling?'

Mark blinked in surprise as he heard the question. Helooked at Durling curioudy.

"My information?" queried Durling. He shrugged histhick shoulders. "I don't know thet | have any
copyright on that dope, Mr. Dryer. Ingpector Romson knows that Hype Mdllick used to be afriend of
Zack Ruggey's.”

"Then why hasn't the inspector quizzed Mélick?"

"Because Hype has established too good an dibi. He has kept avay from Chinatown. Nobody has seen
himwith Zack."

"But you told methat Zack had been at the Club Monterey™
"Not sincethistrouble broke, Mr. Dryer."

Durling spoke in positive fashion; but Dryer looked worried. Mark Eldreth, staring in puzzled fashion
from investigator to lawyer, findly ended the [ull with aquestion:

"Who isHype Médlick?

"Heisagambler,” returned Dryer, "who frequents the Club Monterey."



"The Club Monterey! Why that isthe place where my cousin Colin spends so much time!”

"Precisdy. It waswhile Durling was watching Colin that he saw Hype Médllick; and later heard mention of
Zack Ruggey's name. Mdlick received money; and he planned to give some of it to Ruggey.”

"Mdlick recelved money? From whom?"
"From your cousin Colin."

MARK sared as he heard Dryer's sober stlatement. Slowly, Mark's mouth formed a gaping ovd in the
center of hisroundish face. Hewas at alossfor words. Dryer supplied them.

"I know what you are thinking, Mark," stated the attorney, dowly. "Thismoney - it was cash that | gave
Colin the other night - was paid prior to those fraysin Chinatown. That iswhy | asked Durling if he
thought the information would be useful to the police.”

"But think of the scandal, Mr. Dryer!" protested Mark. "Colin cannot be dragged into public print! It
would beterrible.”

"Nevertheless we owe aduty to the law -"

"Wait aminute." It was Durling who gave the brusgue interruption. "'I'm not the only person who knows
that Hype Méllick hastalked with Colin Eldreth. The two of them were together at the Club Monterey,
only yesterday afternoon. Hype was there last night, too; but Colin wasnt.

"Stew Randler, the proprietor knows about them. If Ingpector Romson wants information, let him get it
from Stew Randler. Once Stew has spilled the beans, | can talk; but not before.

"I got into the Club Monterey because | promised Pete, the bouncer, that | wouldn't make any trouble.
What's more, | was doing confidentia work, for you, Mr. Dryer. I'm aprivate investigator; and you're a
lawyer. That gives us some privileges, doesn't it?'

"l suppose s0," hodded Dryer. "But | have never been in sympathy with attorneys who have found ways
to block paths of justice.”

"Good enough,” agreed Durling, "but there's another dant to this propostion. I'vejust said that Hype
Mélick isafox when it comesto framing dibis. Suppose | did tell Romson about the conversation |
heard between Hype and Colin. What would Hype say when the ingpector quizzed him?

"I'll tell you what held say. His story would be that Colin owed him dough from a poker game. HEd say
that Zack Ruggey and some other mugs were in on the same dedl; that he was collecting for hisfriends.
Romson would ask where Zack was; and Hype wouldn't know. He'd show Romson awad of dough and
say that he was till waiting to hear from Zack, to give the guy what was due him.

"A phony story? Sure. But how could Romson crack it? He couldn't. Then wherewould | be? What
would I be?I'll tell you. I'd be the champion palookain San Francisco. In wrong, with everybody,
including the cops. Nope, Mr. Dryer. I'm not going to visit headquarters until I'm called there."

THE dderly lawyer pondered; then nodded dowly. Mark settled back in his chair, solemnly sighingin
relief. Dryer spoketersdly.

"Thereismerit in your argument,” the lawyer told Durling. "I would agree with you, except for one
reason. | am concerned about this young man who came to see Mark. We know that David Keroy is
actualy missing. On his account, we must -"



Dryer paused. He had heard arap at the door. He called, telling the person to comein. A stenographer
entered.

"A gentleman to seeyou, Mr. Dryer," sad the girl. "He saysthat it isurgent. Hisnameis David Kdroy."
"David Keroy!"

Dryer uttered the name spontaneoudy, while Mark and Durling gaped. Recovering himsdlf, the lawyer
spoke to the stenographer.

"Tdl Mr. Kdroy to wait for afew minutes,” said Dryer. "I shdl ring when | wish him to comein. At that
time, you may have him enter done.”

As soon asthe girl had gone, Dryer swung to his companions. Carefully, the old lawyer rendered his
decison.
"This changes mattersentirely,” he assured. "If our vigtor isactudly David Keroy, you will know him,

Mark. Assoon as he enters, you will bethefirst to greet him - that is, if you recognize him. If heis not
Keroy, make no move. Do you understand?’

Mark nodded.

"If theman isredly Kdroy," added Dryer, "we shdl take your advice, Durling. What we know about
Colin's connection with Méllick shal remain as our exclusive information, until new factswarrant a
Statement to the police.

"Colin was not directly concerned in ether of those Chinatown forays. Our position was difficult only
because we had reason to bdieve that David Kelroy had disappeared. Should this visitor be David
Keroy, we can afford to bide our time until we have gained more detailed information regarding Colin's
dedingswith Hype Mdlick."

Weldon Dryer pressed a push-button. A buzzer sounded in the outer office, as notice to admit the
waiting visitor. Slently, tensdly, the three men watched the door. It opened; and Dryer saw agleamin
Mark's eyes as a young man stepped across the threshold.

Without need of noting Mark's next action, Dryer knew that thisarriva must be David Kelroy.
CHAPTER XIII. AT THE MUSEUM

MARK ELDRETH cameto hisfeet. Advancing, he extended his hand to Dave Kdroy. Today, Mark's
clasp was more spontaneous. His moonish face showed asmile that was one of genuine pleasure.

Turning, Mark introduced Daveto Dryer. Thelawyer, in turn, made abrief introduction of Durling,
without reference to the private investigator's caling.

"Where have you been, Kelroy?' queried Mark. "We have been greatly concerned about your
disappearance. Both Mr. Dryer and myself have read of the trouble in Chinatown. We were afraid that
you might have met with foul play.”

"l did havetrouble,” smiled Dave, "but dl of it came before our meeting of two nights ago.”

"But you said nothing to me when you visted my house. Nothing, | mean, that indicated serious
difficulties. You did act oddly; but -"



"You werebusy. | wasabit dazed. Suppose| tell my story from the start.”

Nods of agreement. Dave spoke dowly and carefully. Hetold of hisarriva in San Francisco and hisvist
to Ku Luan. Vividly he described the death of Ku Luan. He repeated the ancient Chinaman's admonition
regarding the teakwood box with the silver dragon. He added the statements wherein Ku Luan had told
him to visit somerelative of Tobias Eldreth.

Dave recounted the details of Wong Soy's treachery; the attack made by thugs; the intervention of a
mysterious fighter who had effected Dave's own rescue. He explained that he had looked up Mark's
residence in the telephone book. So far, his story had been accurate.

Then, remembering Colin'sinjunction, Dave began to deviate from the truth. He described his departure
from Mark's, but carefully avoided mention of Colin's chance arriva. Instead, Dave spoke of wandering
vagudy through thefog.

"l found asmal hotel," he stated. "1 registered there under another name than my own. | dept late -
amos dl day, yesterday. When evening came, | redlized that it was no timeto cdl here, a Mr. Dryer's
office. So | remained in the hotel dl evening.

"I wasworried; for awhile, | lacked courage to leave my hotel. At last, | decided to come here. That
completes my story; but | come without the teakwood box. All that | have are the keysthat Ku Luan
gaveme."

MARK wasthe firg to respond.

"l wish, Kelroy," he stated, "that you had started to tell me your story two nights ago. | had no ideathat
you had been in such serious difficulty.”

"It wasn't S0 bad,” rgoined Dave, with asmile. "The red misfortune was my failure to gain the teskwood
box. Its contents must surely be vital to my future.”

"Y ou have no ideawhat it could contain?' queried Dryer.

"I can only guess,” replied Dave. "Y ou see, | lifted afew of the teekwood boxes, without finding the one
| wanted. They werelight; they were large enough to have contained some silk. Ku Luan sent me alittle
token of silk. That made methink that the boxes might hold silk also.”

Weldon Dryer was stroking his chin.

"Keroy," sad thelawyer, "your father was afriend of Ku Luan; and so was Tobias Eldreth. | have
known for years that some understanding existed between Ku Luan and Tobias Eldreth. | believe that
thistreasure exigts. Y ou say that you have some keysthat Ku Luan gave you?"

"Right here," replied Dave, producing thering of keys, and handling them to the lawyer. "Huge keys,
aren't they?'

"Very large," nodded Dryer. "Keep them, Kelroy. They might prove useful. Come. Let usdrive out to
the Orienta Museum. | should liketo talk to the curator, Doctor Lestman.”

Dryer picked up the telephone and called a garage. He and the others went from the office. When they
reached the street, a chauffeured limousine was awaiting them. The four men entered the car; it drove
westward.

Dave Kdroy felt quite at ease in this company. Bright daylight made San Francisco acity of charm, with



none of the sinister threat that Dave had encountered in the night-darkened streets of Chinatown. Dave
was seated beside Mark; asthey rode aong, the lethargic man kept pointing out the sights. He indicated
one building that caught Dave'sinterest, when he heard Mark say proudly:

"That isthe Pioneer Club."
"Y ou are amember there?" inquired Dave, casudly.

"Yes" returned Mark. "My grandfather was a member of the Pioneer Club; and | have preserved the
family tredition.”

"Your cousin Colin, ds0?"

"Calin! The Pioneer Club means nothing to him. He was a member once; he was posted so often for
non-payment of duesthat they findly dropped him."

"Very long ago?"

"At least three years." Mark shook his head sorrowfully. "It was most unfortunate. Colin wasthe first
member of the Eldreth family ever to be dropped from any club of standing.”

DAVE conversed mechanicadly after that. He wasrecdling Colin's satements this very afternoon. Colin
had said that he had gone to the Pioneer Club yesterday afternoon; that he had intended to drop in there
again thisevening.

Y et Mark'stestimony, in Dryer's preserve, was proof that Colin had no entree to the Pioneer Club.
Suspicion began to dawn within Dave's mind.

While Dave was gill pondering on this Situation, the limousine pulled up in front of a pretentious,
granite-fronted building that faced the sde dope of ahill. Dave dighted with the others; they entered the
Orienta Museum.

Passing through alobby that contained trophies of the Far East, they arrived at the curator's office. Dave
found himself being introduced to along-faced, bald-headed man whom Dryer addressed as Doctor
Lestman.

Head tilted to one Side, the curator listened intently to Dave's brief resume of his story ashe had told it to
Dryer and Mark. When Dave had finished, Lestman examined the large brass keys and shook his head.

Rising from his desk, he conducted the visitors through along passage. A solemn-faced attendant
followed them, and unlocked alarge door to reved aflight of airs.

They stepped down into a square-shaped, windowless room, that measured thirty feet in each direction.
In the center was alarge bronze statue, arepresentation of an ancient Chinese emperor. The figure was
morethan life Sze; its pedesta was firmly fitted into the stone floor of the room.

Thewallswere hung with Oriental tapesiries; between these drapeswere niches, set at intervals, each
like awindow-ledge projecting into asolid wall. The niches were four feet from the floor; they measured
about three feet in height and two feet in width. Their domes were oval-shaped, in contrast to the
flat-bottom ledges.

DAVE noted nine such acoves, threein each wall as a person faced from the door. Each niche
contained an exquisite Satuette, adozen inchestal. The centra statuette was of gold; the otherswere of
glver, but dl had the same fine workmanship.



Thelarge bronze statue in the center of the room was the main object, however, and it wasthe oneto
which Doctor Lestman pointed.

"The guardian Satue," explained the curator. "That was what Ku Luan cdled thisfigure of an early
Manchu emperor. He brought the statue with him from China. | firmly believe that Ku Luan attached
sgnificanceto thisroom, for he himsdf superintended its congtruction.

"And yet there is nothing hereto aid us." Dangling Dave's keys, Lestman looked about the room; then
toward the keys themsdlves. "Thereis no door, no opening, which any key might unlock. Particularly
keys so large asthese™

He returned the keysto Kdroy. All the visitors had finished a brief ingpection of the room. They returned
to the office, followed by the poker-faced attendant, who stood and waited for Lestman's order.

"Nothing more, Singledon,”" said the curator, briskly. "Y ou may go back to duty." Then, when the
attendant had gone, Lestman added to Dave: "These may interest you, Mr. Kelroy.”

From adesk drawer he produced asmall Chinese box and took out a stack of long, square-shaped
prayer papers. As he sorted them on the table, he pointed to the symbol s that appeared upon them.

Dave was intent; these were the very types of prayer papers that Colin had mentioned. More than that,
their symbolswere identica with some that had appeared upon the tapestries that Dave had seen at last
night's auction.

"Inthe safe," remarked Lestman, "I have one complete set of these prayer papers which are marked with
the English meanings of the symbols. A few of these are marked - such asthis green sun, which hasthe
trandation "happiness - but most of them are merdly extras."

Dave was looking through the prayer papers as the curator spoke. He stopped suddenly; he had come to
onethat bore apicture of ayelowish pagoda, like the golden weave upon the silken square that Ku Luan
had sent him as atoken. This prayer paper was marked with aword in English: "Welcome."

Dave caught himsdlf as he was about to speak. Idly, he tossed the paper back with the others and
watched Lestman replace them in the box. Dave was thinking keenly and quickly.

He had gained an answer that he wanted. Should he ever gain the silver dragon teakwood box and find
the tapestry within it, these prayer papers would serve as atrandation to its message.

Colin had aset of the prayer papers. He had dropped mention of them after last night'svisit to
Chinatown. Colin, Dave knew, had recognized that the symbols on certain tapestries could be trand ated.
But Calin, like Dave, had failed to see the al-important tapestry that was within the box with the sllver
dragon. The auctioneer had never had a chance to unfold that last sheet of heavy silk.

It was wise to make no comment in front of Dryer or Mark; for should he do so, Dave would haveto
explain thefactsthat he had hidden. Hefelt it policy to go through with the plan that he had Sarted: to say
nothing about his meeting with Colin and last night's adventure in Chinatown.

Tomorrow, Dave decided, he could pay another vigt to this museum and expressinterest in the prayer
papers. Doctor Lestman would suspect nothing; Dave could then examine the paper squaresfor clues.
That one word ‘welcome,' represented by the golden pagoda, was al that Dave had required asaclue.

Davefet that Colin had tricked him. Hisonly part was to continue that game, until he had gained the full
confidence of these men who had shown him sympathy and friendship. After that had been attained, he
could tdll them hiswhole story.



TURNING from the desk, Dave smiled wearily as he faced Dryer. The old, lawyer placed a sympathetic
hand upon the young man's shoulder. Mark shook his head dowly and sadly, to indicate that he, too, felt
Dave's disgppointment.

"Never mind the condolences,” decided Dave. He was planning as he spoke. "I have ahunch that my
teakwood box will show up somewhere. Suppose you drop me at my hotel, while we are driving down
town."

"Where are you stopping?"’ inquired Dryer.

"At the Thurbley,” replied Dave naming thefirst smal hotel that cameto hismind. "I don't know the way
to the hotel, from here; but the chauffeur can certainly find it."

"Very well," decided Dryer. "We shdl drop you there, Kelroy. Keep in touch with me from day to day."

It was nearly dusk asthey |eft the museum. Singledon, the sour-faced attendant, closed the door after
their departure. Peering through the crack, the man watched the four visitors enter the limousine.

Singledon looked about to make sure that Doctor Lestman was still in his office. Assured of that fact, the
atendant indulged in an ugly smile.

Somewhere in the net that enmeshed Dave Kdroy, Singledon formed alink. Y et Dave - like others - had
failed to guessthat treachery might be present at the Oriental Museum.

CHAPTER XIV. THE SHADOW FOLLOWS

DUSK had deegpened about the Coronado A partments. A swath of light cut through the gloom as Calin
Eldreth swung his coupe around the nearest corner. The car rolled to astop; the lights blinked out.

Colin dighted and hurriedly entered the building. He had been out for an hour's drive; he had sped back
in order to arrive ahead of Dave Kdroy.

Eyes from the dusk were watching the Coronado A partments. Peering from across the street, a somber,
shrouded figure saw lights blink from the windows of a second-floor gpartment. A soft laugh whispered
inthe gloom. A shaded form crept forward.

The Shadow had checked the license number of the coupe which Harry Vincent had noted in Chinatown.
Gaining the name of Colin Eldreth, The Shadow had come here to watch. He had seen the coupe drive
up; he had watched for light somewhere in the gpartment house. He had guessed where Colin lived.

The apartment wasin one end of the building. Blank windows indicated bedrooms between aliving room
and thefina wall. The ground was steep; its rise offered easy access to the second floor. The Shadow
went in that direction. He merged with the darkened end of the building.

Up in hisliving room, Colin had opened the Mah Jong cabinet that contained the prayer papers.
Unfolded with the papers was a sheet upon which he had written alist. Colin was checking the
trandationsthat he had compiled. He was noting the list:

After.............. Blue Sun
Benesath............ Green Serpent
Bright............. Red Poppy



Day...ccovevvunne Yellow Gate
Find............... Green Spider
Friend............. Red Sword
Gald............... Green Bdll

Happiness.......... Green Sun

Hidden............. Yédlow Bird
Home............... Yelow Sword
Key..ooereuee, Blue Pagoda
Land......cc....... Black Bell
Large............. Red Lantern
Night.............. Black Gate
One.......ccouue. Green Gate
Pride.............. Purple Sword
Silver............ Red Crescent
Single............ Red Coin
Small.............. Red Sun
Spring............. Red Spider
Statue............. Black Pagoda
Three.............. Green Coin

Treasure........... Purple Bird

Two Blue........... Coin
Unlocks............ Y ellow Poppy
Welcome............ Y ellow Pagoda
Wisdom............. Blue Crescent

These were evidently termsthat Colin had sdlected from alarge assortment. He had allittle stack of
papers - the onesthat bore the symbolsin thelist - and he set this pile carefully to one side, while he
replaced therest in the Mah Jong box. Nervoudy, Colin looked up from the table and stared toward the
door of adarkened bedroom.

He had gained the sudden impression that eyes were watching him; but he saw nothing, and as he
listened, his qualms ended. The net result was that Colin thrust the little stack of papersinto his pocket,



along with the specid list. He started to light a cigarette; but stopped suddenly as he heard the telephone
bell.

ANSWERING thecdl, Calin heard Dave Kelroy's voice. Anxioudy, he began to makeinquiry. Most of
the conversation was plain from Colin'send of it.

"Hdlo, Dave..." Colin wastense. "I've been wondering where you were. What's that? At the Thurbley
Hotel? Why did you go there?...

"I see... You had to keep up the bluff with Mark and Dryer... Wdll, that was good business... So they
took you out to the museum, did they?... Dryer'sidea? | thought so. Did you learn anything?...

"No?Wédll, that'stoo bad... Yes, we can talk it over later... Yes, | haveto go down to theclub... All
right, I'll leave the door unlatched so you can come up hereand turnin early... | see... You're under the
name of Lawdon...

"Well, that's better than Kdroy... Yes, it was agood ideato register, even though you don't intend to
stay at the Thurbley... Certainly. On account of Mark and Dryer... Y es, they might happen to telephone
you... Best to have aroom there..."

Colin ended the cal. Stralling past the first bedroom, he entered the second and turned on the light. He
pushed the drawer dmost shut and began to lay out atuxedo for evening wear. Colin waswhistling in
cheery fashion. He had suspected nothing from Dave'scal.

Blackness stirred from within the first bedroom. A tal, cloaked shape emerged into the glow of the living
room. Keen eyes |ooked toward Colin's door. The Shadow had observed Colin's sorting of the prayer
papers, but he had not been close enough to note their symbols. He had findly gained an opportunity.

Away from the range of the door, The Shadow opened the Mah Jong cabinet. He began an inspection of
its contents, hislong, quick fingers selecting those prayer papers that bore wordsin English. It required
only afew minutesfor The Shadow to make two discoveries, with conclusons.

Firdt: these were not ordinary prayer papersthat conformed to the usud type found in Chinese temples.
The symbols apparently belonged to aclassification of their own. They were different from any that The
Shadow had previoudy seen. Their purpose, however, was obvious. Temple priests, by taking clusters of
these papers, could form crude sentences. Knowing the code, they could then give interpretationsto the
faithful who had come to consult them.

Next, there were no duplicates among the papers that were marked with English trandations. There
were, however, symbolsthat remained unexplained.

From this, The Shadow deduced that there was only one master set of trandated symbolsin Colin's
collection. Those that Colin had thrust into his pocket were from the key group; hence the remaining lot
wasincomplete.

The Shadow had recognized the purpose of these papers. They could be used to trand ate symbols upon
slken tapegtries, like those which he had seen &t the bazaar in Chinatown. The papersthat Colin had
removed were vita; but there would be no usein gaining them without aso holding the tapestry that was
in the teakwood box with the sllver dragon cover.

The Shadow replaced the prayer papers in the cabinet. He blended with the darkness of the empty
room, just as Colin came from the bedroom.

The young man strolled across the living room, unlatched the door and went out into the hall, pressing a



light switch just before he closed the door. The apartment wasfilled with darkness.

Quickly, The Shadow entered the living room; then the far bedroom. Hisflashlight glimmered upon the
coat which Colin had first been wearing. The pockets were empty. Colin had transferred prayer papers
and list to histuxedo pocket. The Shadow went out into the living room; thenceto the hall. He
descended rapidly by apair of gloomy dairs.

OUTSIDE, Colin was starting the coupe. Just asthe long car pulled away from the curb, afigure glided
from the front of the apartment building. With aquick bound, The Shadow gained the rear of the coupe.

Riding upon afender, he opened the rumble sest. Its space was ample; The Shadow did into the interior.
Colin never noticed ajar.

After aquick trip, the coupe came to a stop. Some seconds passed, the top of the rumble seat opened.
Peering out, The Shadow saw Colin ascending the steps of a pretentious building. The Shadow knew the
place. It was the Club Monterey. The Shadow dropped to the Street. He prepared to follow farther.

Inside the club, Colin stopped near the bar. While he was standing there, Hype Médlick strolled into
view, coming from the acove that led to the telephones. Hype noted Colin; asigna passed between
them. Individualy, they went toward the gambling room.

A few minutes later, a stocky man camein from the outside door. It was Durling. The private investigator
gazed about in quizzicd fashion. While Durling was still gazing, another arriva made his entrance. Hewas
atdl, cAm-faced siranger, whose features were masklike. He was carrying a small bag which he placed
in the hands of an attendant.

The Shadow had gained entrance to the Club Monterey. Like Durling, he waslooking for Colin Eldreth.
But The Shadow, unlike the private dick, knew that his quarry had entered. The Shadow strolled into the
roulette room and surveyed the crowd that was playing there.

Soon, adoor opened on the other side of the room. Colin Eldreth stepped into view, nonchalantly
smoking acigarette. He strolled over to the roul ette table; there he shook hands with an acquaintance,
who introduced him to afriend. The Shadow heard Colin addressed by name.

The Shadow's attention was elsewhere, a so; toward that door through which Colin had come. The door
was opening again. Thistime it was Hype Mdllick who appeared. The gambler passed the roulette table,
heading toward the outer room. The Shadow watched his progress. He had seen the man before.

For Hype Méllick had long possessed a shady reputation, one that he had carefully bolstered during
recent months. He had |earned the value of an dibi; he had aso found it wisdom to stay away from
crooked pals. Hype had been watched by the law; and he knew it. But he had never guessed that he had
been at one time under The Shadow's surveillance.

The Shadow had expected to witness contact between Colin Eldreth and someone at the Club
Monterey. That contact had been made; The Shadow's next move was to shift histrail. Heintended to
follow Hype, without dropping Colin. He was thinking aso of Dave Kelroy. For The Shadow knew that
Dave must be the man whom he had twice saved in Chinatown.

STROLLING from the roul ette room, The Shadow paused to again note Hype Mdllick. The gambler
had gone directly into the telephone a cove; he must have made aquick cal, for he was dready
returning.

Hype headed for the bar and ordered a drink. Knowing that the man would be occupied for severd



minutes, The Shadow entered the a cove and went to a telephone booth. He called a San Francisco hotel
and gave aroom number. Harry Vincent answered.

In low-toned accents, The Shadow gave double orders. Harry was to don evening attire and cometo the
Club Monterey. He was to watch Colin Eldreth. Miles Crofton, in turn, wasto visit the Thurbley Hotdl,
thereto look for David Kdroy, registered under the name of Lawdon.

Coming from the acove, The Shadow spied Durling. The man was standing at the doorway to the
roulette room, keeping an eye straight toward Colin Eldreth. The Shadow's masklike lipsformed adight
amile

He spotted Durling as a private dick; the fact that the fellow was kegping Colin under surveillance was
something that promised later investigation on The Shadow's part.

Hype Mdllick was starting toward the outside door. The Shadow reclaimed his bag and followed. Hype
went out; The Shadow paused to speak to the doorman. Pete grinned and addressed The Shadow as
Mr. Arnaud; that was the name that The Shadow had used in visiting this gambling house.

"I may beback," stated The Shadow, quietly. "If afriend of mine - Mr. Vincent - comes here, admit him.
Heisdl right."

Pete nodded in agreement. The Shadow stepped to the street. He saw Hype sauntering toward the
corner. Moving into ablackened area, The Shadow whisked open the bag and donned cloak and hat.
The bag collapsed and went benegth his cloak. He was pulling on black gloves as he followed Hype's
trail.

AT the corner, Hype had stopped to hail ataxi. Asthe cab door opened, Hype gave an address; then
stepped aboard. The cab pulled away. Another taxi had stopped; its driver fumed because he had lost a
fare. He was mistaken. As he started to drive away, a voice spoke from the interior of the cab.

Wide-eyed, the driver nodded as he heard an address. How this passenger had come aboard was a
mystery to him. He had seen nothing; he had heard nothing. For that matter, neither had the driver of the
firg cab.

No one had seen The Shadow glide so close that he had caught the address that Hype Méllick had
given. Nor had eyes discerned his swift passage to the second taxi. It was gloomy between the Street
lamps aong this antiquated thoroughfare. The Shadow had found perfect cover for hisrapid operations.

A soft laugh whispered in the darkness. There was reason for the mirth. No crime was due tonight; The
Shadow knew that fact, because Hype Méllick was traveling abroad, with no need for an alibi. Crooks
hed already gained results. Tonight was one for planning.

CHAPTER XV.NORTH OF CHINATOWN

NORTHWARD, past the lights of Chinatown. Such was the route The Shadow's cab was following. The
trail was moving into another of San Francisco'sforeign digtricts, the Latin Quarter beneath the towering
dopes of Teegraph Hill.

Extending from the nelghborhood where Columbus Avenue makesits diagona crossing of Broadway,
the Latin Quarter forms a picturesque location. Kearny Street, extending northward, makes giant strides
on the precipitous climb of Telegraph Hill, where topply buildings cling precarioudy to the heights.

On the southern fringe lies the business section, as foreign as an old world city. It wasto thisterrain that



Hype Médlick wasriding.

The Shadow had lost sight of the cab ahead. He was pursuing ablind course, banking on reaching the
degtination not far behind Hype's taxi.

But when the cab swung across alighted, populated street and stopped upon a steep, dingy
thoroughfare, it was plain that The Shadow's driver had lost precious minutesin the race. Hype Méllick
had arrived; his cab had gone.

A gloved hand thrust afare through the front window. The Shadow stepped from the cab; he swung the
door shut and faded into darkness. The cab pulled away; The Shadow's only clue wasthe fact that Hype
had come here.

For he was sure, from close observation of the gambler, that Hype had not suspected anyone upon his
trail. Reasoning thus, The Shadow fdt postive that Hype must be in one of the buildings close at hand.

Severd of the structures appeared digible. They were buildings that |ooked like haf-deserted tenements,
easy of entrance and with poorly lighted hals. The Shadow entered one of the buildings and began his
search.

So stedlthy was his action that spying eyes did not discern his cloaked figure. Those eyes belonged to a
huddled watcher, crouched in a space between two buildings diagondly across the street.

In fact, the watcher was outside the building that Hype had actually entered. The Shadow had missed on
hisfirst choice, but he had puzzled the watching man. That fellow had seen the second cab arrive after the
first; but he had not witnessed any passenger dighting fromit.

Hence the watcher was half puzzled as he continued hisvigil. There was a double reason for the spy's
crouch. In addition to the fact that he was on secret duty, he was one who preferred to keep under cover
inthe Latin Quarter. The watcher was a Chinaman.

INSIDE the building, Hype had reached a dingy room at the rear of the second floor. Dim light had
shown Hype as he rapped cautioudly at the closed door. From across the hall, sharp eyes peered through
the space of adoor that was gjar.

The Chinaman, outside, was not the only watcher on duty about this crumbly building. Hype, however,
passed the ingpection of the ingde guard. No motion came from that partly opened door.

The closed door opened in response to Hype's knock. The gambler entered; he came face to face with
Zack Ruggey, who was standing in the glare of a kerosene lantern that rested on arickety table. Hype
delivered agrin; Zack responded sourly.

"What'sthe matter?' growled Hype. "Getting cold feet herein this hideout?"

"Pretty near it," retorted Zack. His face, unshaven, added to the ugliness of his appearance. "The bulls
ain't going to look forever in Chinatown. Thisisther next bet, Hype."

"But they haven't spotted you yet. Not even when you sneaked down to that Mex restaurant to get my
cdl."

"No. Nobody's bothered me. But it won't be long before Romson wises to himsdlf. He knows we used
greasers on that job at the bazaar. He ought to figure that they'd come from hereabouts.”

"Romson istill looking for Tsing Chan." Hype chuckled. "That's keeping him busy. Tsng Chan has



buried himself so deep that it would take a Chinaman to find him. No Chinaman will talk. For al the bulls
know, Tsing Chan may havetaken it on thelam."

Hype paused to look around the room. Zack opened the battered door to acloset and thrust hisarm
deep into ahigh shelf. He came out with a blackened object - the teskwood box with the glittering silver
dragon!

"Hereitis, Hype," stated Zack. "Time you were coming to take alook at it. What do you make of it?"

As he spoke, Zack opened the teakwood box and extracted afolded silken tapestry. He spread the
cloth upon the table. Hype chuckled at the sight of ornamental squares. Each section of the tapestry
contained aspecid symbol. There were twelve squaresin dl; threein each cross row, and the design
wasfour lines deep.

"Here'swhere | match them," announced Hype. From his pocket he drew athick wad of prayer papers.
"Let's see the top line on this tapestry. Blue pagoda- red sun - green spider. Here they are, on the prayer

papers.”
"Say!" exclamed Zack. "Where did you get those? They've got words written on them -"

"Sure," interrupted Hype, with asnort. "That's why I'm using them. Blue pagodameans 'key'; red sun
means 'smal’; green spider means find.' That's pidgin English for you: 'Small key find," for our firgt line.”

CHOOSING more prayer papers, Hype formed a second line, matching the tapestry symbol for symbal.
The characters were ayellow poppy, agreen bell and apurple bird. The wordswere "unlocks,” "gold,”
and "treasure.”

"'Unlocks gold treasure,™ quoted Hype. "Now were getting somewhere, Zack.”
"How about the smal key weve got to find?"

"What do we need akey for? When we locate the swag, well crack whatever holdsit. Thisnext lineis
important, Zack."

A red lantern, ablack pagoda, a green serpent. Hype found the prayer papers and read the words upon
them:

"'Large statue beneath.”

Zack gave an explanation. Grinning, Hype silenced him and arranged the last line that matched the
tapestry: ayelow fish, agreen gate and ared coin. He laughed as he read the three words:. 'Casket - one
-gngle™

Fingering each paper, following the linesin order, Hype repested his entire finding aoud, in short, choppy
sentences:

"'Key smal find. Unlocks gold treasure. Large statue beneath. Casket onesingle.™
Then, looking at Zack, Hype commented:

"Trust a Chinaman to frame amessage like that. He tells us about the small 'key'; and what it does. Then,
in three words, he puts uswiseto whereit is. After that, we find out that the swag isin one casket and to
make sure we understand it, he tacks on theword "singl€ at the finish.

"What countsisthat third line: ‘Large statue beneath." Well, Zack, ever snce we camein on this racket,



we figured that the Chinese room at the Oriental Museum would be the spot. Ku Luan had achanceto
bury his dough there, like Wong Soy suggested. That's why we fixed Singledon to work with us.”

"But welvelad off cracking the museum, Hype. After we dug in under the room, from the house next
door, you sad to quit for awhile."

"Surel did. There was no use busting in until we knew where the swag was. We'd have queered the
racket. Listen, Zack: thewallsin that room are smooth. Thefloor isrock, even though it isn't thick. The
big statue of the Chinese emperor isright in the center.”

"It'sthe only big one?’

"Yeah. Theninelittle onesare set in the walls. Most of them made of silver - one gold one, as|
remember it - but they're anchored. Hollow probably - not worth grabbing, even to melt. What we want
isthe big swag. It'sgoing to beacinchto get it."

"By shoving thetunnd farther?"

"Sure. Straight under the center, where the big Statueis. Singledon is on night duty. He can get into the
Chinese room and signal uswith taps. I'll fix dl that, Zack. Maybe we won't have to carve up through the
floor at al. Thisiswhat we wanted - the secret we were after.

"Wed have had it the first night, if Wong Soy had let that mug Keroy find what he was after. We could
have bumped Keroy and grabbed this teakwood box. Well, we got it, thanks to that Mex crew of yours.
Everything'sjake."

"What about Kelroy?' inquired Zack. "Ain't he due to be rubbed out anyway?"

"Later, maybe," decided Hype, "but after we grabbed the box, Kelroy didn't count. Were leaving him
aonetonight. Hes down at the Thurbley Hotel."

"When did heblow in there?'

"This afternoon. | got the dope when | picked up these prayer papers. Forget Kelroy. When he's dated
for abump, well decoy him to the spot. Right now, the swag is more important. We want to snatch the
casket." Hype chuckled as he copied the prayer-paper message upon the back of an envelope. "The ‘one
single casket.' Well, ones dl weve got to find under that large Satue.”

HY PE folded the tapestry and replaced it in the teakwood box. He handed the latter to Zack and
motioned toward the closet shelf.

"Stow it," ordered Hype. "Well scram by the back door. I'm on my way to spill the news and give back
these goofy prayer papers. Y ou round up the regulars and head for the old house next to the museum.”

"You'l be up a the Club Monterey?'

"Not achance. I'm through with that joint from now on. I've got a meeting away from there; after that, I'll
join you and pass the word. Say, what about the mugs you've got around here? Y ou ought to pay them
off."

"Sip methe dough.”

Hype pulled out aroll of bills, the same money that Durling had seen him receive from Colin Eldreth. He
counted off some large denomination currency. Hype took the bills.



"I'll hand thisto the boss Mex acrossthe hall,” said Zack. "He can fix the guyswith him. Hell take care of
the other guys outside, too. I'll tell ‘'em to lock thisroom and stay away from it. Unless you want to teke
the box dong with us.”

Hype shook his head.

"The box is safer here," he decided. "Weve got to move careful when we get outside, Zack. Nobody
knows about thisjoint. Let the box stay herein the hide-out."

Zack went acrossthe hdl. He returned and motioned to Hype. They extinguished the lantern, stole
through the gloomy hall and descended the stairway. After they were gone, two Mexicans came from the
room across the way. One motioned the other to watch the stairs while he went to lock the door of the
abandoned hide-out.

Asthe Mexican stooped beside the door, he heard a sudden gasp from the gloomy stairway. Swinging
about, drawing a machete, he saw his companion locked in a sudden struggle. A weird, black-cloaked
being had sprung suddenly from the lower darkness, to battle with the Mexican on the sairs.

THE SHADOW had arrived at the right house, just too late to spot Hype and Zack in their departure
through alower rear door. Coming up, he had encountered the Mexican. He had caught thefellow's
throat in achoking grasp. For The Shadow knew that he was dealing with one of those invaders who had
carried away the teakwood box at the Chinese bazaar.

Twisting as he battled, The Shadow spied the Mexican above. The fellow was coming from the door, in
oneterrific legp. His hand was dready driving forward, to loose the machete in adeadly whirl. Locked
with one antagonist, The Shadow had no chance to dive from the well-aimed blade.

Instead, he wrenched hisfoe about. With one hard twist, The Shadow threw the fellow's body straight
into the path of the glimmering blade. The machete whistled to ahuman mark, the back of the Mexican
with whom The Shadow wrestled. The blade drove deep, clear toits hilt. The Shadow's antagonist
emitted agargled cry and sagged, clawing helplesdy at the air.

The driving Mexican stopped, wegponless. Then, with asnarl at his adversary, he sprang bare-handed
upon The Shadow. The cloaked figure came up to meet him at the head of the stairs.

The Shadow dropped as the Mexican struck him; then the cloaked shoulders launched upward.
Head-foremost, the leering attacker went hurtling down the steps, to strike the wall with asmashing
thud.

The Shadow surveyed the thwarted cutthroats. The first man had ceased writhing. The knife blade had
doneits deadly work. The one who had hurled the knife was motionless. His head had been cracked
when it struck the crude brick wall at the landing of the airs. His neck was broken aso; thetwist of his
head gave proof of that.

Thewould-bekillerswere finished.

Noting the open door, The Shadow hoisted one body and carried it into an empty room. He did the
same with the other. He closed the door and stepped across the hall

Wl had The Shadow guessed what had happened before his arrival. Hype Médllick had met with some
subordinate, probably Zack Ruggey. The two had |eft the hide-out and would not return.

It would be long before the bodies of the Mexicans were discovered. That wasto The Shadow'sliking; it
meant that he could set out on atrail, without the likelihood of the crookslearning that he had waged a



battle here. But before departing, The Shadow intended to search that room where he had first seen the
stooping Mexican at the door.

The Shadow entered the hide-out. He | eft the door open, to gain dight light from the hall. He spied the
closet door; he opened it and saw the shelf. The Shadow reached up; his gloved hands found the
teakwood box.

Drawing it from the shelf, The Shadow carried his prize toward the hal. Dull light brought aglint from the
dlver dragon. Then came startling surprise.

For once, The Shadow was too intent upon a discovery. His hands were aready lifting the cover of the
box; even his keen ears had failed to hear a sound. It was the sight of two driving hands that woke The
Shadow into belated action.

Swift, yellow claws, they thrust themsalves straight benesth The Shadow's eyes and grabbed the
teakwood box. Looking up, The Shadow stared squarely into the face of aglaring Chinaman cladina
loose-bloused native costume. It was the man who had been on watch outside. He had not seen The
Shadow enter; but he had caught sounds of the fray with the Mexicans. Arriving with surprising stedlth,
the Chinaman had come in time to snatch the teakwood box from The Shadow's very clutch. Nor did he
stop with that defiant deed.

WHEELING, the Chinaman made one long bound for the stairs. He reached the landing with asingle
leap, as The Shadow, whisking forth an automatic, came after him.

Rebounding as he hit the wall, the Chinaman dived for the bottom of the airs, ill ahead of his cloaked
pursuer. Before The Shadow could overtake him, he had scurried through the rear door, to dash off amid
the darkness.

The Shadow stopped in the lower hal. Pursuit was usdless; he had been baked in afashion that he had
never before experienced. Y et from hislips came awhispered laugh, grim and prophetic.

For inthisloss of the teakwood box, The Shadow had gained proof that forgotten factors were ill at
work. Though he held his prize no longer, he knew where it had gone.

A new, swift quest would be The Shadow's. One that he had dropped because of others, atrail which he
had expected to take later, after other matters had been finished. Urgency now compelled him to dter the
course that he had previously chosen.

Again The Shadow laughed. Hiswhispered mirth faded with hisfigure. Lost in blackness, The Shadow
was bound on thetrail of the Chinaman who had vanished with the al-important teskwood box.

CHAPTER XVI. A FRIENDSHIP RENEWED

Two hours had passed. Fog was thickening about the front of the Coronado Apartments. A man across
the street was watching the only entrance to the building. The look-out was Harry Vincent. The
Shadow's agent was on the job.

Harry had gone to the Club Monterey. He had spotted Colin Eldreth from The Shadow's description and
had watched Colin for more than an hour. Harry had noted Durling, aso. When Colin had |ft the
gambling casino, Durling had followed. Harry had done likewise. Through theincreasng migt, two cabs
hed trailed Colin's coupe.

Durling had left the scene after following Colin to the Coronado. The dick had not suspected Harry's



presence, nor had Colin. Harry had remained outside, watching the doorway, and aso noting the faint
glimmer of lightsfrom Colin'sliving room. Ashewaited, Harry saw the glow blink out.

Hastily, The Shadow's agent moved along the street. He turned a corner toward a garage, where Colin's
coupe had been taken by an attendant. Harry saw the coupe roll from the garage. Evidently, Colin had
cdledforit.

Harry, however, had away to match the game. Hurrying past the garage, he found ataxi parked around
the next corner. Harry roused the deepy driver.

The Shadow's agent had paid the taximan afew dollarsto remain in this vicinity. Knowing that another
fare was coming, the driver became active. Harry climbed aboard; the cab rolled from the corner just in
time for Harry to spot Colin's coupe starting from the Coronado. Harry ordered the taxi driver to take up
thetral.

A DOZEN minutes |ater, the coupe pulled up in front of an antiquated hotdl that bore the sign " Thurbley."
Harry paid thetaxi driver and followed Colin into the lobby. Colin was no longer wearing histuxedo. He
had changed clothes during his brief sojourn at his apartment.

Idling in thelobby, Harry heard Colin inquirefor Mr. Lawdon. The clerk gave the room number as 308.
Harry watched Colin enter an elevator. As soon as the car had started upward, Harry edged to an old
stairway. Unspotted by the clerk, he made for the third floor. He arrived to observe Colin knocking at
the door of 308. The porta opened; Colin was admitted.

As soon as the door closed, Harry sidled into the hall and crept forward. He stooped outside the door
and listened. A moment later, he was startled by awarning whisper.

Harry snapped about, toward the next door, 306. He saw Miles Crofton beckoning from the threshold.
Harry crept into a darkened room. Miles closed the door.

"I managed to get thisroom,” whispered Miles. "No chance to shove amike into Kelroy's room; but we
don't need a dictograph. We can listen through the connecting door. There's an old wardrobe closet on
the other side of it. Kelroy doesn't know the door's open.

"I muffled the telephone bell and stowed the telephonein acloset. There wasacal from Doctor Tam -
I'd been in touch with him - and were to report to Tam until further notice.”

Harry nodded in the darkness. He and Miles edged toward the corner where the door connected with
308. Listening, they could catch plain-spoken words that passed between Dave Kelroy and Colin
Eldreth.

The two were seated in the light; but The Shadow's agents could not see them because of the blocking
wardrobe. Dave wasin his shirt deeves, eyeing Colin with an air that betrayed suspicion. Colin was
nonchalant; he gave no indication that he noted Dave's attitude.

"| expected to find you back at the apartment,” Colin was remarking. "l was worried when you weren't
there. That'swhy | came down here. Right after | arrived home from the club.”

"From the Pioneer Club?' queried Dave.

Colin nodded. He was lighting a cigarette. As he flicked the match into an ash stand, hisface showed a
seriousfrown.

"Thisisbad business, Dave," said Colin. "It's not wise for you to stay down here done. Y ou know the



trouble you had in Chinatown.”

"Thisisn't Chinatown."

"Admitted. Nevertheless, you areaone.”

"What of it?| had trouble when you were with me. So what's the difference?’

Colin puffed at his cigarette. Approaching, he clapped his hand upon Dave's shoulder. There was atone
of degp sincerity inhisvoice.

"What's happened, Dave?' asked Calin. "Don't you trust me? Out with it, old man.”

"All right,” retorted Dave. "1 don't like double-dealing. Y ou forced me into such methods, this
afternoon.”

"When | told you not to mention meto Dryer?'
"Yes. Hereceived me cordialy. So did Mark. They wanted to know my story. | wasforcedto lie.”

"I did not want to embarrass you, Dave. That waswhy | told you not to mention my name. Moreover, |
was thinking of your safety. Suppose some enemy had been watching Dryer's; suppose someone had
heard you mention that you were living at my gpartment?'

DAVE condgdered; but made no answer. Colin smiled.

"Therésmoreto it than that, Dave," he declared. " Someone has poisoned your mind against me.
Probably my cousin Mark."

"Mark said nothing," began Dave, hotly. "He -"

"Wait," interposed Colin. "If you areredly sore, Dave, it's because you think I've actualy lied to you
myself. If it concernsthose prayer papers | spoke about, you're al wrong. | looked in the wrong place
for them; but I've found them since.

"What's more, they may be important. More important than | thought at first. Y ou'd better come with me,
back to the gpartment. | want you to go over them with me."

"Not a chance, Colin. Were through asfriends.”

"What's biting you, Dave?" Colin's tone was wondering. Suddenly, he snapped hisfingers and chuckled.
"I've got it. The Pioneer Club. Theréswhere | did fake my story."

Dave's expression showed that the truth was out. Colin laughed dryly.

"I've been bounced from the Pioneer Club," he admitted. "The only hangout | have isthe Club Monterey.
It'sagambling joint and I'velost alot of money there. That's onereason why | didn't care to talk about
the place. But | haven't been doing any gambling lately, Dave.

"The red reason I've been stopping at the Club Monterey isto put up abluff. To help you, Dave. If |
hadn't blown in there, certain people might have wondered where | was keeping mysdlf. That wouldn't
have been so good, since you were keeping out of sight at my apartment.”

Dave looked partly convinced. Colin added to his account.



"Thisfelow Zack Ruggey," heremarked. "l told you | had seen him once. It was at the Club Monterey,
in apoker game. Zack had afriend who till hangs around there. A gambler named Hype Méllick. |
doubt that there's any real connection between them, for the police haven't quizzed Hype. But since Zack
was mixed in the Chinatown business, it was only wise to keep an eye on Hype.

"I've been friendly with the fellow, particularly because | owe him afew dollarsfrom agambling debt. |
keep assuring him that helll have his money soon. Have to convince him that I'm strapped, right at
present, with just enough cash to carry me through the month.

"But | didn't want to darm you. Dave. That wasal. Y ou've heard my story. Go ahead and check it. If
Mark or Dryer have been snooping and hearing things about me, I'd like to know the truth of the matter.
What did they tell you, Dave?"

"Nothing," replied Dave, abit sheepishly. "Mark merely mentioned that he was a member of the Pioneer
Club. When | asked about your membership there, he said that you had been dropped long ago. It made
me suspicious though.”

"Naturdly. | had told you definitely that | had been to the Pioneer Club and was going there again. Now
you know the truth. Doesthat square it?

"Yes. Your story clearsthe whole matter. We might as well go back to the gpartment, Colin. Y ou're right
about the possibility of danger here.”

"All right. But before we start, tell me about your trip to the museum. Y ou were pretty sketchy when you
caled me on the telephone. What did you think of the place?’

"I saw the Chinese Room. | didn't say much about it; but it impressed me as a place of importance. The
curator said that Ku Luan superintended its construction.”

"l know hedid."

"It looks air-tight, Colin. That fact made me do somethinking. I'velived in China. | know how crafty the
Chinese can be when it comesto hiding treasure.”

DAVE paused. He was picturing the room at the museum.

"That large statuein the center,” he said, dowly. "It wasfirmly set in place, Colin. Ku Luan could have
put it there with purpose.”

"There are other statuesin the room?"

"Yes. But they aredl small. Oneisgold, therest are silver. But the large tatue isbronze, and it isby far
the heaviedt. It looks very bulky, standing in the center of the room. | would like to seewhat isunder it,
Cdlin."

"Tell that to the curator,” chuckled Colin. "He wouldn't budge that statue on abet.”
"Hemight," objected Dave, "if | had evidence to prove that something important lay benesath.”
"But wherésthe evidence?'

"In the teakwood box, perhaps.”

Colin nodded.



"Back at the start again,” he mused. "Dave, welll have to locate that teskwood box. It may mean asearch
in Chinatown."

"I'm game, Calin. Trouble has ended there. | know the language -"

"Y ou'd better not think about Chinatown until tomorrow. If we're starting for the apartment, Dave, wed
better be -"

Colin paused suddenly. He was facing toward the corner where the wardrobe cabinet stood. The top of
the bulky piece of furniture did not come quiteto the leve of the connecting door. Just by chance, Colin
had spied something. He had seen amotion of the door.

"Wed better be going, Dave," resumed Colin. As he spoke, he nudged his companion and swung Dave
about. "That is, if werregoing at dl. I'm beginning to see good reasons, though, why we ought to stay
right here.”

Dave, too, had caught the dight quiver of the door. Someone beyond had accidentdly jarred it. Listeners
were at hand, even though they could see nothing. Dave stared at Colin, puzzled.

"It'sfoggy out," remarked Colin, glibly. "Bad driving; and thisroom will do for both of us. It'sbig and
comfortable. We might aswell keep it for the night. Y ou've paid for it, anyway."

"A good idea, Colin." Dave was 4till perplexed. He watched Colin pull an envelope from his pocket,
thrust it back and bring out another. "We won't be sarting anything until tomorrow. That will betheright
timeto start our new plans.

Colin waswriting with apencil. He began new talk about the fog. Hiswriting complete, he thrust the
envelope into Dave's hand; then strolled to the window and opened it. He uttered a"brrr* ashe felt the
chill of entering mist. Dave was noting Colin's written message.

"Wearewatched," it said. "Pretend that we are staying here. Turning in. Oncethe lights are out, we can
Sheak away."

DAVE looked at Colin and nodded. Colin, in turn, nudged his thumb toward the window. Dave
remembered an outer roof, the top of atwo-story extension at this sde of the hotel. It offered a perfect
avenue for departure.

"Chilly," wheezed Colin from the window. He lowered the sash. "WEell keep thiswindow closed until we
turnin. Let'shaveadrink, Dave."

Catching the idea, Dave began a clatter with some empty glasses that were on the bureau. Colin,
approaching, whispered:

"Later, well fake going to bed. With the lights out, we can do a snesk through the window. Meanwhile
make it sound like were working on a bottle. Getting soused, so we couldn't keep quiet even if we
wanted to."

In the next room, Harry Vincent had entered the closet to make a cautious telephone call to Doctor Roy
Tam. The Shadow's agent was sending areport of what he and Miles Crofton had overheard. Harry was
forwarding full details of the Chinese Room at the Oriental Museum. On that point, he and Miles had
scored.

Otherwise, however, The Shadow's agents had been bluffed. They had fallen for the stall that Colin
Eldreth had connived. Oddly, Colin's effortsto regain Dave Kdroy's confidence had been aided by the



unwitting agents of The Shadow.

CHAPTER XVII. THE BURIED LAIR

DOCTOR ROY TAM was seated at his desk. His hand was resting idly upon the telephone, as
indication of acompleted cal. Doctor Tam had just heard Harry Vincent's report from the Thurbley
Hotdl. New word for The Shadow.

That was why Doctor Tam's face was troubled. He had expected the cal to be from The Shadow
himsalf. The Shadow had fared forth upon alone and dangerous quest. He had gone against the advice
of Doctor Roy Tam.

True, The Shadow had adopted a Chinese guise; but even that fact did not assure his safety. Staring from
the window of hisoffice, Doctor Tam could see the brilliance of the street, wherelong lines of
incandescent bulbs festooned the walls of pagoda-topped buildings. Glittering restaurant signs, bright
windows of Oriental marts, the light-splashed marquee of a Chinese theater - such showed Chinatown
upon the surface. That wasall.

Below lay obscurity. No one - not even so well-versed a Cdestid as Tam - could guessthe full extent of
Chinatown. Y ears ago, before the fire, Chinatown had been termed a portion of the city of Canton,
transported to San Francisco.

Destroyed by flames, old Chinatown had presumably passed into oblivion. The modern district, so it was
claimed, congisted of an orderly array of shops and business houses. But Doctor Tam knew differently.

He could fed the pulse throbs of Chinatown. He knew that in awell-massed digtrict of nearly twenty
thousand population, there would remain the same desires, the same intrigues, the same feuds that had
existed in an earlier day. Old catacombs had been unearthed; secret dens had been destroyed. In their
place had grown others, hidden and unsuspected.

As proof, amap lay upon Tam's desk. It showed Chinatown as a strange, unexplored terrain. Certain
marks indicated hidden lairs that had been actudly located and identified.

Other marks showed spots that could be described only by pure guesswork. Tam's finger rested on one
isolated sector. That represented the point where The Shadow had chosen to make a thorough search.

UPON the surface, that particular portion of Chinatown appeared serene. It was near the outer rim of
the Chinese quarter; though quiet and little frequented, it boasted its array of well-kept shops. Abovethe
lighted windows were darkened upper stories that seemed like ordinary dwelling quarters. Below were
the gratings of basement windows.

Those, too, betokened living quartersin Chinatown; and in such agpartmentslay mystery. Those who
preferred to bein hiding invariably preferred underground lodgings. That was why some windows were
invariably dark.

Beneath one Orienta shop, lights showed through a grating. People passing could peer below to seetwo
busy laundrymen at ceasdaless|abor over their ironing boards. They looked like coolies from some Hong
Kong wharf, tired workers who were envious of boat dwellerswho paddled fredly in their sampans. Y €,
like daves, they had accepted their unfortunate lot.

Such was the surface appearance. Actually, there was a secret reason for the industry of the two
laundrymen. Their shop was ablind, wherein they and others worked in shifts.



The doorway &t therear of it led to agrimy passage, through which the laundry was carried in and out.
That pathway formed another route aswell. It was the main road to ahop joint, a windowless den that
only known customers could enter.

A snglelight illuminated the inner passage. Beyond the range of glow were dark depths. At present, no
Chinamen were in the narrow halway; hence no one saw the strange phenomenon that occurred there,

Blackness came from blackness. It crossed the lighted areaand faded into dark. During its gliding
course, that shape became the figure of abeing cloaked in black.

The Shadow had set forth as a bespectacled Chinaman; with him he had carried folded, well-packed
garments. He had used his guise of black to pass by various barriers. Already, he had scoured two thirds
of the dangerous area which troubled Doctor Tam.

Thistime, he had passed the outside entrance to the hop joint, so stedlthily that a guardian Mongol had
failed to glimpse his shape. Still cloaked, he was through the inner portals.

He was nearing the doorway to the opium den itsalf. Shrouded in gloom, The Shadow paused. His
gloved hand pressed a barrier inward. Keen eyes peered through the crack of adoor.

Stepsled to aroom where light was hazy, because of blue-wreathed smoke. The atmosphere was
pungent, amost overpowering. The smoke was curling from the dits of canvas curtains, that formed lines
on both sides of the narrow room, oddly like the berths of adeeping car.

UNTROUBLED by the overwhelming aroma, atall, stoop-shouldered Chinaman was patrolling back
and forth between the lines of tawdry curtains. He stopped with every other pace, to hover and listen
outside the opium bunks.

The stooping Celestid turned. He stalked to the far end of the room. The Shadow saw him pass through
acurtained doorway, evidently enroute to report to the Chinese manager of the secret den. Sowly, The
Shadow pressed the door farther inward. He glided to the steps and closed the barrier behind him.

Among the curtained bunks, The Shadow had noticed one at the far end. It differed from the others; not
only wasits canvas more tightly drawn, but there was no sign of smoke from itsinterior.

With quick, silent stride, The Shadow reached the distant bunk. He found the lower corner of the curtain
hooked in place. He loosened it and edged within. The bunk was empty.

The patrolling Mongol was returning. The Shadow could hear his passing footfalls. The reek from the
opium pipes was tifling; yet The Shadow made no move to leave. Crouched against the edge of the
bunk, he waited until the Chinaman had reached the other end of the long room.

The Shadow tested the bunk. It yielded to pressure, but only in an upward direction. Pressing, The
Shadow found that the inner edge was on ahinge. The bunk swung up againgt thewall; square, blockish
legs camewith it. They brought the floor aong with them. Below the bunk lay gaping blackness.

Sliding downward, The Shadow entered the yawning hole. His feet struck the rungs of aladder.
Descending dowly, he drew the bunk down with him.

Cool air, refreshing despite its mustiness, was proof that The Shadow had found wide spaces
underground. His feet pressed dimy stones when they reached the bottom.

A flashlight glimmered. It showed awide passage, like aportion of acellar. Thiswas no secret tunndl,
burrowed by Chinese workmen. It was an old wine cdllar, ardic of the days before the fire. Wisdy had



crafty Chinese built new abodes on this border of their quarter.

By so doing, they had avoided the trouble of tunneling new catacombs to replace ones that had been
filled. They had smply formed aflooring over the former cdlars of fire-ruined American resdences. The
original owners had moved to some other section of San Francisco. The Chinese had adapted the
basement ruinsfor their own use.

Should the opium den above be raided, it would begin business afterward, within this musty subcellar.
Such had been done before, despite the vigilance of the police.

Scheming Chinese, when they wished, could keep one jump ahead of the law. In the meantime, this
underground room was empty, serving only as an emergency exit intime of trouble.

The Shadow found a passage that led toward the street. It did not interest him. Hislight was glimmering
toward the low celling and it found the spot he wanted. He was directly benesth the stairway which he
had used to descend into the opium den. The ceiling, however, was level. It did not conform to the steps
above.

The Shadow reached up and worked upon the tight-fitting boards. They loosened; with asudden click, a
long strip of the ceiling swung downward on a hinge. Its upper surface was crossed by wooden clests,
that served as ladder rungs.

The Shadow went upward; he reached a three-foot space between the lower celling and the upper. It
was wide enough to turn around in. The Shadow swung about and drew upon aclegt to bring the hinged
celling up intoits place.

FEET foremost, The Shadow wormed hisway ahead. His flashlight was extinguished; in the darkness, his
legs found a new opening. Thistime, the downward space was not provided with aladder.

Sliding from the edge, The Shadow reached a stone floor only four feet below. Stooping, he gained
geps. Hisflashlight glimmered downward. He had come to the subcellar of another forgotten building.

The glow of theflashlight revedled aclosed door in thefar wal of arectangular room. As he spied the
barrier, The Shadow also spotted aliving guardian, who had shifted away from the door at first notice of
theflashlight'sglimmer.

Hurtling in from an angle was along-limbed Chinaman, whaose knife sparkled momentarily in the gleam.
Then The Shadow's light clicked off; hewastwisting in solid darkness.

A chunky form thudded The Shadow's shoulder and gave new impetusto histwist. A knife blade dicked
afold of the sweeping cloak, then skidded to the floor as The Shadow caught the attacker's wrist.

The Chinaman writhed about; The Shadow rolled him to the floor with aquick jujutsu hold. With one
hand, he clamped the fellow's mouth; with the other, he produced a handkerchief, to wedge between the
man'steeth.

Except for the click of knife on stone, the battle had been dmost silent. The muzzle of an automatic
pressed the guard's neck. Whispering words in Chinese, The Shadow ordered the man to hisfeet.

Using hisflashlight, he thrust the Chinaman toward the closed door. Again he whispered an order. The
prisoner hesitated for a moment; then rapped.

A Chinese voice babbled the order to enter. The guard thrust the door inward, then went sprawling
forward as The Shadow gave ahard thrust with his gun hand. Asthe gagged Chinaman floundered, a



black-jacketed Celestial legped to hisfeet, only to be covered by The Shadow's gun.

Grimacing, the trapped man sank back into his chair, beside a table whereon an eectric lamp was
shining. Hands raised, this new prisoner stared blinking at the cloaked intruder who had captured him.

A whispered laugh came from The Shadow's hidden lips. Its uncanny tones were echoed from the stone
walls of thistiny room. The Shadow had conquered danger to find the man he sought. The Chinaman in
the chair was Tsing Chan, the missing steward who had served Ku Luan.

No one had seen Tsng Chan since his disappearance from the Chinese bazaar. The law had searched for
him invain. But The Shadow had found Tsing Chan, deep within the secret walls of this guarded,
underground lair!

CHAPTER XVIII. THE SHADOW'SALLY

TSING CHAN looked like one who had seen a ghost. His gaze was fixed upon The Shadow's
black-cloaked form, where only burning eyes were visible beneath the brim of the douch hat.

Then to Tsng Chan's ears came sounds that made him certain that this visitor had stepped from another
world. The Shadow was speaking; hiswordswere in Chinese.

Feebly, Taing Chan replied. Asif to experiment, hetried asentence in English. He thought himself faced
by some Orienta demon, who had gained this room because the doorway had no blocking screen.

Tsing Chan was dmost hopeful; for he doubted that any Chinese devil spirit could speak other than the
language of the Far East.

"Why - why have you come?' gasped Tsing Chan. "No evil ismine-"

"Y ou have spoken truly, Tsing Chan," interposed The Shadow, in awhispered tone. "Y our part is known
to me. Y our innocence was proven, in my sight.”

Tsaing Chan smiled weskly. His eyeslighted; cannily, they surveyed The Shadow's height.

"Y ou were the one who came and departed unseen,” he stated dowly. "The one who must have saved
my master's friend, upon the night of Wong Soy's treachery. Y ou were the one who stood aone at the
bazaar. It wasthere that | saw your face, when again you brought rescue to David Keroy."

Tsing Chan's speech marked him as a Chinese of unusua education, the very type of man whom Ku
Luan would have chosen for faithful stewardship. His frankness was proof that The Shadow had
correctly divined that Tsing Chan was no traitor.

"I am the one of whom you speak,” announced The Shadow. "I have come to gain the teakwood box.
The box with the slver dragon.”

TSING CHAN smiled.

"The box issafe," he declared. "My servant, Lee Y an, wasfortunate to gain it. He told me how he seized
it. He did not understand that you -"

Tsing Chan paused. He shook his head; then added:

"Nor did I truly know. Lee Y an spoke only of one clad in black. Fear seized me when you entered. It
was not until thismoment thet | redlized dl the truth.”



The Shadow remained slent. Tsing Chan had gained camness. He began to tell his story.

"My master, Ku Luan had two great, honored friends,” declared the steward. "One was Tobias Eldreth,
who lived herein San Francisco. The other was David Kdroy - the senior - who dwelt in Shanghal. Ku
Luan had treasure, which he wished to giveto his nephew Tyan Li.

"To Ku Luan came disappointment. His nephew, Tyan Li, had shown himsdlf unworthy. In his steed, Ku
Luan chose the younger David Kelroy. For the father, like Tobias Eldreth, was dead. To me, Ku Luan
entrusted the duty of giving welcometo David Kelroy. On that same night, Ku Luan spoketo him
done”

Tsing Chan paused. His eyeswere far-away in their gaze. They were visudizing that weird degth scene;
when Ku Luan, theliving dead man, had parted findly with life,

"Ku Luan had wisdom," resumed Tsing Chan. "When the wise choose, the smple should not find fault. It
was part of Ku Luan'swisdom to tell me very little. To Wong Soy, he spoke even less. | knew nothing of
the object which Ku Luan preserved for David Kelroy; nor did | know its meaning.

"Wong Soy knew only that Ku Luan awaited someone; that wealth was the cause of Ku Luan's waiting.
Wong Soy became atraitor; yet neither Ku Luan nor | suspected. When David Kelroy came, Ku Luan
sent him to the storeroom. Wong Soy followed while | was by the body of my master.

"Evil men came a Wong Soy'scdl. | knew that when | saw hisbody in the storeroom. Wong Soy wasa
traitor; but | could not tell thelaw. | could not speak the name of David Keroy. Ku Luan, upon his
deathbed, told me to keep secret the vigt of hisheir.”

Tsing Chan had risen from his chair. He had recognized that by speaking to The Shadow, he could best
serve the wishes of Ku Luan. Tsing Chan was displaying wisdom of hisown.

"Nothing was gone from the storeroom,” he explained. "1 knew that David Kelroy had escaped. | feared
that he would not trust me, for he had witnessed Wong Soy'streachery. Yet | knew that he must cometo
gain some object that was among the many belonging to Ku Luan. | watched for David Kdroy at the
auction. He came there; | saw his eyeslight when they spied the teakwood box that bore the silver
dragon.

"Then came the fire of many guns. Men with knives seized the teekwood box. Lee Y an, once my
master's servant, was quick to turn off the lights. He and three others sought to aid David Kelroy. He and
afriend did not know their purpose. They were driven off; they joined me after | had fled.

"Those men who took the box were Mexicans. While | was hiding, Lee Y an searched for them. He
found their hiding place tonight. He entered, when he heard sounds of battle. He saw the teskwood box
in the hands of an unknown. He grasped the box and brought it hereto me.”

WITH aprofound bow, Tsing Chan resumed his chair. Words came from The Shadow'slips:
"Y ou saw the tapestry within the box?"
Tsing Chan nodded.

"Yes" hedated. "It was of silk, with many pictures, like those that were in the other boxes. Its meaning
was unknown to me. My duty wasto placeit in the hands of David Kelroy. When last | saw David
Kdroy, | saw another whose face | had seen before. His name was Colin Eldreth.

"SotoLeeYan, | gave asmpletask. He has gone to the gpartment of Colin Eldreth, carrying the



teakwood box and the tapestry contained within it. There, Lee Yan will leaveit, so that it may be found
by David Kdroy."

As Tsing Chan completed his statement, abell tingled. With abland smile, the steward lifted asquare
box and picked up atelephone. In English, he stated:

"Thisisoneextenson. Itisfrom the wire of my friend, Sm Kee, whose shop is above this secret room.”
Raising the receiver, Tsing Chan babbled briefly in Chinese. He nodded asthe call ended.

"ItisLeeYan," he sated. "He has | eft the teakwood box in the empty apartment of Colin Eldreth. Lee
Yanwill soon be here."

The Shadow took the telephone from Tsing Chan's hand. Speaking in Chinese, he gave the name of
Doctor Roy Tam to the Chinese operator.

When the connection was completed, he talked briefly with the Chinese physician. Turning to Tsing
Chan, The Shadow camly removed his hat and dropped the folds of his cloak.

TSING CHAN gaped. He had expected to see the face that he had noted at the bazaar. Instead, he was
staring at the placid countenance of a Chinaman, whose eyes were half hidden by thick, dark spectacles
that dropped into place asthe hat was lifted.

Like Tsing Chan, the Chinese guard was amazed. The Shadow'sfirst prisoner had long since removed
his gag, to stand by while Tsing Chan talked.

"l havelearned,” stated The Shadow, his voice changed to achoppy tone, "that neither David Kelroy nor
Colin Eldreth will return to the apartment where Lee Y an placed the teskwood box. | shdl, therefore,
vigt that place mysdf; that | may examine the silken tapestry.”

Tsing Chan bowed in acknowledgment of The Shadow's wisdom.

"Thereisno need for further hiding," assured The Shadow. "Before thisnight isended, dl will bewell. |
have talked with Doctor Roy Tam. Y ou may rely upon hisaid, Tang Chan, to clear you of dl the blame
whichisnot yours"

Tsing Chan's bow was one of thanks.

"| shdl depart.” The Shadow arose as he spoke. "Beready in case of cal. | may need you, Tsing Chan.
When | do, you will have opportunity to strike against those who have done evil."

Footsteps arrived as The Shadow turned. Lee Y an had arrived; he was staring from the doorway,
amazed at the sight of this black-cloaked figure with the Chinese countenance. The Shadow closed the
folds of hiscloak and donned hisdouch hat. Lee Y an's astoundment increased as he recognized the very
shape from which he had saized the teskwood box.

The Shadow strode past Tsing Chan's stupefied servant. He was departing by the lower passage,
beneath the opium den. Once located, it formed thelogica exit from Tsing Chan's underground abode.

LURKING fog seemed to cling to the small coupe that stopped, soon afterward, near the Coronado
Apartment. From itsinterior came The Shadow. He had obtained this car from Doctor Tam. Entering the
gpartment building, he ascended to the second floor.

Harry Vincent had given full assurance that Dave Kdroy and Colin Eldreth intended to remain dl night at



the Thurbley Hotdl. To make certain that the Situation had not changed, The Shadow used Colin's
telephone to communicate with his agents. Harry's voice was the one that made cautious reply.

Harry informed his chief that the lights had just been extinguished in 308; and that Miles had carefully
closed the connecting door. Dave and Colin had retired for the night; the agents, however, would keep
aternate watch on the outer door of the next room.

The Shadow turned on the light in Calin'sliving room. He saw the teakwood box upon thetable, its slver
dragon gleaming benesth the glow. Opening the box, The Shadow removed the slken tapestry and
spread it upon the table.

Stepping to Colin's bedroom, he saw atuxedo coat spread over the back of achair. Reaching in the
pocket, The Shadow found awad of prayer papers.

He brought these with him into the living room. As he sorted the pictured sheets, he discerned that Colin
had guessed well. Every needed symbol was present. That was not surprising, for many of them were
onesthat might have referred to treasure.

Soon, The Shadow had the proper prayer sheets spread in duplicate fashion, exactly as Hype Méllick
had arranged them. Carefully, he studied the symbols. He knew that they referred to the Chinese Room
that Ku Luan had furnished for the Orienta Museum.

Through his telephone conversation with Doctor Tam, The Shadow had gained afull report of dl that
Harry and Miles had overheard. Dave and Calin, in their descriptive discussion of the Chinese Room,
had provided The Shadow with factsthat fitted perfectly.

The Shadow replaced the prayer papersin Colin's tuxedo pocket. He folded the tapestry and put it back
in the teskwood box. Extinguishing the living room light, The Shadow went out into the hall. He had
found the door unlatched. Heleft it in the same condition.

REGAINING his coupe, The Shadow drove dowly down a steep street. Thick fog swallowed the light
car initsdepths. The night had become as bad as Colin had predicted, when he made his bluff for the
benefit of Milesand Harry.

In the report to Doctor Tam, Harry had stated Colin's reason for remaining at the Thurbley. The
Shadow, noting the depth of the fog, was fully satisfied asto the accuracy of Harry's report.

After adevious route, the coupe stopped before a mist-enshrouded building. The Shadow had reached
the granite front of the Oriental Museum.

He put out the lights of the coupe and stepped into the chilly gloom. Afoot, he circled the building until he
reached the low extension that housed the Chinese Room.

From Harry's statement, thislooked like the correct portion of the museum. The wall waswindowless; it
was formed of large blocks of granite, with crevices between. The height, however, was not great. The
Shadow decided to scae the wal; for dl windows on the ground floor were barred.

Producing apair of flat rubber disks, The Shadow gripped onein each hand. The disks were concave;
reaching up, The Shadow pressed one against the wall; then the other. Usually, he employed four of
these suction cupsto gain agrip, attaching apair to hisfeet aswell as his hands. Tonight, the procedure

was unnecessary.

Thewal was drippy with drizzle from the fog. The surfaces of the granite blocks were wet enough to
afford unusua suction. The crevices allowed for toe-holds, while The Shadow dternately detached and



affixed each disk. Moreover, the climb was no more than a dozen feet; hence no great hazard was
present.

Apparently, the sheer wall of the wing had been accepted as a sufficient obstacle to marauders; for when
The Shadow reached the roof, he found asmall window low in thewall of the main building. Invisble
from the ground bel ow, this window could be spotted from the low wing roof.

A dight glow showed through the window; it came from anight light on the second floor of the museum.
The window had bars set in an iron frame; but they proved no obstacle to The Shadow.

With asmall meta rod, he forced aclamp that held the barstight shut. Swinging the frame on itsrusty
hinges, The Shadow pried open the window within. This action cleared the pathway into the Oriental
Museum.

ENTERING the second floor, The Shadow found astairway. He listened to the tramp of awatchman's
footsteps. He heard mumbled tones of conversation, aproof that two men were on duty. Descending the
steps, he came to the locked door of the Chinese Room.

Black against the door, The Shadow picked the lock. It was astrong one; but not formidable. The
Shadow opened it with the twist of long, thin pliers, that formed one end of aspecid instrument.

He descended the steps, closing the door behind him. His flashlight formed a sweeping glare asit swung
about. Small gatues glittered from their niches. Eight of silver; one of gold, dl statuettes of masterful
crestion.

Theflashlight swung toward the bulky statue in the center of the room. The gleam revedled the likeness of
the solemn Manchu emperor. The Shadow studied the figure of bronze. Silent, motionless asthe Satue
itself, he had reason to be interested in the bronze crestion.

Scraping sounds were coming from beneath the statue. Dull, bardly audible, they were easily located at
the edge of the pedestal, nearest to the far wall. The Shadow listened; the scrapes were dow but steady.
Sappers were burrowing toward afinal god.

Like The Shadow, other possessors of the teakwood box had found atrandation to Ku Luan's tapestry.
That was a possihility that The Shadow had considered, ever since he had visited the Chinese bazaar.

He had not expressed his opinion to Tsing Chan; but The Shadow's belief that crooks might aready have
gained the secret was the reason why he had told Tsing Chan to be ready.

Grim were the sounds beneath the large bronze statue. Ghostly creeping that told of astubborn
approach. Men of crimewere pressing hard to gain Ku Luan'streasure. Their burrowing had aweirdness
that rivaled the work of ghouls.

Y et the laugh which whispered through the square-walled Chinese Room was atone of sinister mirth far
more uncanny than the scraping sound of sappers. Despite its repressed tones, it carried a note that
boded thwarted hopes to those who sought to undermine the Manchu statue.

Somehow, that eerie whisper left an impression when it faded. The silence that followed seemed to tell
that The Shadow was pleased to learn that Hype Méllick and Zack Ruggey were amost to the goad that
they had chosen.

CHAPTER XI1X. THE SHADOW'S RETURN

AT the exact time when The Shadow had entered the Chinese Room of the Oriental Museum, two men



were engaged in stedlthy action e sewhere. Dave Kdroy and Colin Eldreth had no roof to scale; their
task had been to drop from one, after diding from the window of their hotel room.

Unheard by The Shadow's agents, Dave and Colin had made their getaway. Sneaking dong a cement
passage beside the Thurbley Hotel, they gained the street and entered Colin's coupe. A chuckle came
from Colin as he sarted the car and piloted it dowly through the fog.

"Just midnight," commented Calin, glancing at the clock on the dashboard. "Well, thishas been an
eventful evening. It was about eight o'clock when | arrived at the Club Monterey. It was around ten when
| landed back at the apartment. | couldn't have stayed there more than half an hour, because | reached
your hotel before deven.”

"You cameinthere a quarter of eeven,”" recadled Dave. "We stdled for more than an hour, bluffing those
fdlowsinthe next room.”

Coalin'stime estimate had been agpproximately correct. His evening, however, had not been surprisingly
eventful, when compared with The Shadow's. That strange master of the darkness had accomplished
many resultsin the sametime period.

The Shadow had visited the Coronado Apartments at dusk. Following Colin to the Club Monterey, he
had picked up Hype Médlick'strail shortly after eight. Thetrip to the Latin Quarter had been arapid one;
for The Shadow's fight with the two Mexicans had begun at gpproximatdy eight forty-five.

Then had come his search through the hidden lairs of Chinatown, aquest that had not ended until a
quarter past deven. In forty-five minutes since hisinterview with Tsing Chan, The Shadow had goneto
Colin Eldreth's, then on to the Oriental Museum. Even the heavy fog had failed to hat The Shadow's

Speed.

Of these facts, Dave and Colin knew nothing. Asthey rode aong, their talk concerned the spieswho had
been in Room 306. Dave was wondering who they could have been.

Colin's opinion, as expressed by him to Dave, was that the spies must represent the same crime faction
that had caused the previoustrouble.

"I'm not sure of that, Colin," objected Dave. "Remember, there were fellowswho tried to help me out. |
can't forget my mysterious rescuer, that night at Ku Luan's; nor that fight at the Chinese bazaar.”

"I don't know much about Ku Luan's,”" returned Colin, "but the fracas at the bazaar was agenerd
mix-up. Y ou can't count too much on more aid from fellowswho smply pitched in to help you during a
brawl."

"But the being in black was like aghost, Colin. | saw him at Ku Luan's. He could have been the same
person who appeared at the bazaar. The man who bid one hundred thousand dollars for the teskwood
box -"

Colin broke in with an interruption. He was pointing from the window of the coupe, asthey sivung aong
asteep street. He was indicating the lighted windows of afog-wresthed house.

"We're passing Mark's place," remarked Colin. "He's getting to be aregular night owl. Fancy it!
Entertaining until after midnight!”

The high notes of a soprano voice came from the windows. Dave and Colin heard aflurry of applause
from clapping hands. Asthe coupe rolled aong, Dave made comment.



"IT'Salaterecita,” he ated. "It wasn't scheduled until after eleven o'clock. The sSinger isa concert artist,
who had an earlier engagement. Mark told me about it while we were driving in from the museum.”

"Hedid, eh?' queried Colin, sourly. "Well, why wasn't he decent enough to invite you?'

"Hedid inviteme," returned Dave, "but he mentioned that it wasto be adress affair. | don't have any
evening clothes. That'swhy | declined.”

"Too bad you didn't show up at the apartment,” jeered Colin. "I'd have loaned you my tuxedo, or a
full-dress suit if you preferred. Y ou'd have been in time for that eeven-o'clock concert. Humph! Maybe
I'mwrong; but | can't seewhy | shouldn't gamble my dough if Mark wantsto spend his entertaining a
bunch of suffed shirts.”

"It may be good business on his part, Colin. He may make socia contacts which count.”

"Hedoes. You can trust Mark for that. He dways kowtows to people who have wedth. Mark wouldn't
gpend anickd if hedidn't think it might lead to some business dedl |ater. Grabbing money, stowing it
away - thoseare hisonly amsinlife.”

Dave was slent. He fet that Colin's criticism of Mark wastoo caudtic. Colin darted asidelong glance at
his companion; then decided that it would be best to temper the remarks that he had just made.

"Maybeit'sjust sour grapeson my part,” said Colin, casudly. "Mark has been successful. | haven't. That
isprobably why | liketo crab about it. Mark isdl right; heand | just have different ideas, that's al."

The notein Colin's voice was convincing. For abrief interva, hisrenewed friendship with Dave had been
tending toward another break. Colin had smoothed matters neatly. He was smiling to himself ashe pulled
up in front of the Coronado Apartments.

WHEN they reached the second floor of the gpartment house, Dave was surprised to see Colin turn the
doorknob of his apartment without first employing akey.

"Y ou |eft the door unlatched?' heinquired. "What was theidea, Colin? Anyone could have walked into
the place.”

"I left it unlatched for you," returned Colin, pressing thelight switch. "I told you I'd keep it unlocked so
you could comein without akey."

"But that was before you started down to the hotel. Y ou knew you were going to see me, the last time
you came out. It was foolish to leave the door unlocked.”

"| forgot al about it. Don't worry. Nobody has beenin here. If -"

Coalin broke off. Dave was staring at the table. Colin saw him advance in dow, mechanica steps; then he,
too, spied the object that had caught Dave's eye. It was the teakwood box, with its silver dragon top!

"Look!" Dave was gasping. "How did this come here? Who brought it, Colin?"

Eagerly, Dave yanked open thelid. He saw thefolded silk. He pulled out the tapesiry and spread it, his
eyes lighting as he observed the squares and their curious, embroidered symbols.

Dave caught aglimpse of Colin'sface. Hand to chin, Colin was staring, his expresson amost one of
anger. Before Dave could speak, Colin wheeled away and headed for a bedroom.

A sudden suspicion gripped Dave. Colin had |eft the apartment door unlocked, excusing it only on the



ground of forgetfulness. Someone could have come in here; someone whom Colin had expected.

Such a person could have | eft the teakwood box. There was good reason to believe that the visitor wasa
pd of crooks. A pd, perhaps, of Calin, aso.

Colin was coming from the little room. He was carrying his tuxedo coat. His hand wasfumbling ina
pocket. Dave made aforward bound and grabbed Colin's arm. He shoved Colin backward and
wrenched away the tuxedo coat.

"Getting your revolver?' demanded Dave. "No wonder. One of your cronies made adip, didn't he? He
should have put the box where | couldn't seeit.”

Momentary rage had dominated Colin's countenance. Dave scowled. He was ready for afistfight,
confident that he could settle scores with one lone antagonist.

"You gaveit away, Colin," he accused. "l saw your face before you made that dive into the other room.
Well, before we seitle things, welll diminate the gun that you were going after.”

DAVE shot his hand into one pocket of the coat. It was empty. He reached into the other. Instead of
metd, he found crinkly paper. Puzzled, he pulled out a sheaf of square sheets.

"The prayer papers” he exclamed. "The onesthat you found here, Calin! Withalist -"

"Never mind an gpology, Dave," interposed Colin, in asmooth tone. He was smiling as he calmly began
to light acigarette. "Y ou were excited and so was|. That was why you misunderstood my actions.

"| suppose | looked rather sore for aminute, didn't 1?7 Well, no wonder. | was mad because | had been
dumb enough to leave the door unlocked. | was afraid that the fellow who left the teakwood box had
found the prayer papers.”

Pausing, Colin eyed the unfolded tapestry. He shook his head; then spoke in apersuasive, purring tone.

"l can't guesswho brought the box here,” was his comment. "It isamystery to me, Dave, and adeep
one. But if that isthe right tapestry, we are in luck. Suppose we look over the prayer papersand try to
meatch themwithit."

Dave nodded in agreement. He began to sort the prayer papers. He noted that the wad was not
unusudly thick.

"Arethese dl of the prayer papers?' queried Dave. "l saw some up at the museum today. It seemed to
me that the curator had alarger variety.”

"These are the most important ones,” returned Colin. "I was sorting them out this afternoon; and | picked
the onesthat | thought might apply to the treasure. The rest are in the Mah Jong cabinet in the corner.”

Davewas laying out the first row, from the papersin his hand. He completed it and began the second.
Hurrying through, hefinished the third and fourth rows. Colin gpproached to join himin an eager dare. In
choppy sentence, Dave read the rows aoud:

"'Key smdl find. Unlocks gold treasure. Large Satue beneath. Casket one single.™
Coalin grinned, haf laughing.
"Pidgin English, dl right," he remarked. "What do you make of it, Dave?'



"It'splain enough,” returned Dave. "Find the small key and unlock the gold treasure that lies beneath the
large gatue. The gold will bein asingle casket. Calin, it's obviousthat this refersto the Chinese Room at
the museum.”

"Where are those keys that Ku Luan gave you?'

"Here." Dave produced the long keys from his pocket; then shook his head. "None of them are smdll
ones, though. There must be another key - alittle one."

"Which you don't have. That isan obstacle a the very sart.”

"l don't seewhy." Dave glared, dmost angrily. "Thefirgt job, Colin, isto find the casket that holdsthe
gold treasure. So well start at the museum.”

"Itisclosed tonight.”
"But I'm not going to wait until morning. I'm going to call Dryer. Heisthe one person who can help us.”
"Heisover in Berkeley, Dave"

"That'swherel'm going to call. Then I'll get in touch with that police inspector, Romson. It istime we
brought in the law, Calin."

DAVE was determined in his stlatement. His eyes showed new suspicion. Colin noted it; then shook his
head.

"Still doubtful, aren't you?" heinquired, in an injured tone. "Just because | want to sudy meatters before
we make too rapid amove. Be sensible, Dave. I'm ready to agree with you on certain points.”

"Which ones?'

"About going to the museum tonight. Y ou are set on theidea. | begin to think that you areright.”
"But what about calling Dryer?”

Colin shook his head.

"Cdling the police ingpector, then?'

Another headshake.

"Theright manto cal,” stated Colin, dowly, "is Doctor Barnett Lestman, the curator. He hasfull charge
of the Orienta Museum. It would not be wise to question his authority. Furthermore, we should begin
with aquiet investigation.

"If you call Dryer, you will have to make long explanations. Y ou will haveto do the sameif you cal
Romson. Thisisno timefor usdess discussons. Cal Lestman; tell him that you would like to meet him at
the museum.”

Dave nodded. Then hisface became doubtful.

"] met Doctor Lestman for thefirst time this afternoon,” he declared. "He was cordid; neverthaess, he
might be migtrugtful .

"Tdl him," suggested Colin, "that you are coming to the museum with Mr. Eldreth.”



"Y ou want meto cal Mark afterward? To ask him to go with me?”
"Not at dl. | shal gowith you. My nameisEldreth.”
"But Lestman will think that | mean Mark."

"Let him. We can explain matters when we meet him a the museum. | know Doctor Lestman. | can
handleit after we seehim.”

Colin strolled over and picked up atelephone book. He found Lestman's home number, and dialed it. A
deepy voice answered. Colin handed the instrument to Dave. Doctor Lestman was on the wire.

Dave spoke to the curator. He gave his own name; and Lestman seemed to recognize hisvoice. Dave
stated merely that he had found the teskwood box; that it contained a message that referred to the
museum. Lestman did not balk until Dave suggested that he open the museum.

"Redly," came Lestman's objection. "It would be quite unusud. | have only your assurance that thisis
important -"

"Mr. Eldreth consdersit important,” put in Dave, promptly. "I have just talked with him. Hewill cometo
the museum with me."

A pause; then came Lestman's decision.

"Very wel," said the curator. "I shal meet you therein haf an hour. The watchmen are on duty; but do
not ring the night bell until | arrive.”

"Good!" returned Dave. "In hdf an hour."

COLIN heard the statement. He folded the silken tapestry and placed it in the teekwood box. He put the
prayer papersin aso. He picked up his hat and coat and motioned for Dave to do the same. Leaving the
apartment, the two men entered the coupe and drove away.

Slow minutes passed. A light coupe appeared amid thefog in front of the Coronado Apartments. Keen
eyeslooked upward. They saw alight glowing in Colin Eldreth'sliving room. Colin had neglected to turn
off thelights, although he had remembered, thistime, to lock the gpartment door. The Shadow, returning
from the Orienta Museum, had spied the light.

Soon afterward, ashrouded figure entered through the window of one bedroom. A dight scraping
marked The Shadow's arrival; but the sound was too muffled to reach the lighted living room. A short
interva; then the figure of The Shadow appeared.

The Shadow saw the bare table, with the discarded tuxedo coat besideit. The teakwood box was gone;
the pockets of the tuxedo were turned inside out, a proof that the prayer papers had been taken a so.

The Shadow glided across the living room. He cdled the Thurbley Hotel and asked for Room 306. His
voice was aquiet tone; it became awhisper when Harry Vincent answered.

The Shadow ordered an investigation of the adjoining room. He waited. Two minutes later, Harry'svoice
again came over the wire. The agent was reporting that Room 308 was empty. The news did not surprise
The Shadow.

Cdmly, he gave brief ingtructions. Hanging up, he waited afew moments, then put in acal to Doctor
Roy Tam. He held abrief conversation with the Chinese physician. His cal completed, The Shadow



departed by the door of his apartment. He tried the lock, to learn that the latch was set.

Shortly afterward, aweirdly whispered laugh was uttered within the confines of asmall coupe. The
Shadow, driving down adippery dope, had found good reason for sinister mirth. Histone carried a
prophetic note.

Asyet, The Shadow had planned only to balk men of crimein their foray for hidden treasure. He had
found away to blunt their evil hopes; but he had not dedlt with them in person. He still had work to do;
to pin the blamefor crimewhere it belonged.

A sudden change of situation had arisen; but through it, The Shadow could see acoming break. Once
again, Dave Kdroy needed rescue. Thistime, in such accomplishment, there would be achancefor fina
clues.

Treasure was the god of crime. Upon that fact, The Shadow based his belief that he might clear the
whole mystery before this night was ended.

CHAPTER XX. KU LUAN'SMESSAGE

DAVE and Colin had reached the Oriental Museum. They were standing in front of the granite building
when alarge car pulled up. By aglimmering street lamp, Dave recognized the hired limousinein which he
had ridden that afternoon. Before he could make a comment, aman stepped from the car. It was Doctor
Barnett Lestman.

"Herésthe curator,” chuckled Calin. "Leaveit to me, Dave. I'll explainto him -"

He stopped abruptly. Two others were also stepping from the car. The light showed the faces of Weldon
Dryer and Mark Eldreth. Following close behind Lestman, they paused when they spied Colin on the
stepswith Dave.

"So thisisour answer!" exclaimed Dryer, in aharsh tone. "We never thought that you would be here,
Colin! Come! Explain yoursdf!"

"Why should | make explanations?' demanded Calin. "It seemsto me that they should come from you.
Who asked you to join us, Dryer? Or you, Mark?'

It was Lestman who replied.

"| wasthe one responsible,” acknowledged the curator. "1 realize now that | misunderstood Mr. Kelroy.
When he said that he was bringing Mr. Eldreth, | thought he meant Mark - not you, Calin."

"What did you do?' queried Colin. "Cal Mark up to make sure?"

"I merely thought it best to ask about Mr. Dryer," returned Lestman. "I happened to know that he stays
intown, at times, when the bay isvery foggy. That waswhy | called Mark Eldreth'shome. | learned that
Mr. Keroy was not there."

"So | told Doctor Lestman to call Mr. Dryer," added Mark, his rounded face meeting Colin's scowl. "I
thought that perhaps Mr. Dryer was staying over night at the St. Francis. It chanced that he was."

"Y our question isanswered, Colin!" snapped Dryer. "It isyour turn, now, to tell us how you happened to
meet Mr. Kdroy; and why you instructed him to hoax Doctor Lestman.”

"Hear that?' asked Colin, turning to Dave. "'l told you what would happen if Dryer and Mark were called



in. Well, we've kept our appointment. Suppose we stroll dong. We can come to see you tomorrow,
Doctor Lestman. Kelroy and |, done.”

As Calin tried to draw Dave from the steps, aroadster pulled up at the curb. From it stepped a stocky
man who approached with long strides.

"Thisis Ingpector Romson," remarked Dryer, eyeing Colin. "Perhaps he can prevail upon you to alter
your decision. | called the ingpector after | heard from Doctor Lestman.”

"What about Mare Idand?"' gibed Colin. "Did you cal there, too? Or did you think it was too foggy to
invite the marine corps over from the Navy Yard?'

Dryer made no answer. He was turning to greet Romson. Briefly, the lawyer related circumstancesto the
ingpector. Colin shook his head wearily and turned to Dave.

"More explanations needed," he declared. "Romson will have to know who you are - why you came
from Shanghai - whether or not you are actualy missing -"

"Cut it," sngpped Romson. "1 saw Mr. Dryer earlier thisevening. Hetold me all about the case. |
intended to see you tomorrow, Kelroy. We're making it tonight instead. Give me that box you're holding.
Humph. So thisiswhat the Chinamen were battling about. They and Zack Ruggey's outfit. Come on -
let'sbe getting insde.”

DOCTOR LESTMAN rang the night bell of the museum. A minute passed; eyes appeared through an
opening wicket. Then the door swung wide. Lestman looked at the watchman who admitted them.

"Why are you here done, Perry?' demanded the curator. "I thought | gave ordersfor both you and
Singledon to be together when you answered the door.”

"I haven't seen Singledon for sometime, air,” returned Perry. "That waswhy | came done. Ah! Hereis
Singledon.”

The sour-faced attendant had arrived. Lestman questioned him. Singledon replied that he had beenina
far corner of the second floor when hefirst heard the bell.

"We shdll go directly to the Chinese Room," decided Lestman. "Come aong, Singledon. Y ou have the
key."

They reached the Chinese Room. Singledon was wearing a smug smile when he unlocked the door. He
had good reason; for he had visited thisroom when he first heard the curator's ring.

Inside, Singledon had signaled by taps beside the Manchu statue. He knew that al would be silent when
these visitors entered. Close against the door, Singledon's face was hidden. No one observed hissmile.

Lights turned on, the group assembled in the Chinese Room. Only Perry was absent. Lestman had sent
the watchman back on duty. The curator motioned to Singledon to leave; the attendant did so, pulling the
door amost shut behind him. Lestman looked about the room.

It appeared to be totaly undisturbed. Dave watched the curator, then looked toward Colin, who
changed afrown into a smile and gave a pleased nod.

"Everything looks excdlent,” observed Colin, blandly. "1 must compliment you, Doctor Lestman, on the
way you keep up the standard of the museum. It has been quite awhile since | was herein this Chinese
Room. | had forgotten what the place looked like. Too bad we have to do some excavation.”



"What do you mean?' stormed Lestman. He had detected sarcasm in Colin'sfirst remarks.
"Excavation?'

"Certainly," returned Calin. "Bring out some picks and shovels. We are going to wreck the pedestd of
thislarge satue.”

"Y ou will never receive my permission!” shouted the curator, infuriated by Colin's statement. "I nspector
Romson, | demand you arrest thisman!™

"I'll doit," put in Romson, gruffly, "as soon as he starts something.”

"Let me explain matters, Doctor Lestman,” put in Dave. "We found a message on the tapestry in the
teakwood box. It saysthat the treasure is benesth the large statue.”

DAVE turned to Romson, who was holding the box. The inspector opened it; he adlowed Daveto
remove the tapestry. Noting two small hooks at the sides of anichein the end wall, Dave hung the
tapestry from them. Plucking up the prayer papers, he began to arrange them on the floor, just below the

tapestry.
"Where did you find these prayer papers?' queried Lestman. "They are ones that bear trandations.”

"They belong to me," asserted Colin, stepping up to the curator, asthe latter stooped to read the papers.
"They tdl their own story. They give the reason why you will have to demolish thelarge satue.”

Dave was pointing out the message. Lestman read it dowly; shook his head.

"'Key smdl find," he objected. "Who hasthe small key to begin with -" Dave was producing hisring of
keys. The curator gestured disparagingly. "Those keys are not small. Asfor the rest of the message,
some of it isplain; the rest obscure. 'Unlocks gold treasure, large statue beneath' - that part is passable.
But who ever heard of a'casket one single”?’

"Pidgin English," assured Colin. "It means one single casket. That's what holds the treasure. Clear enough
when you read it carefully.”

"Pidgin English?' queried the curator. "Bah! Even an untutored Chinese would not spesk in such
ridiculousfashion!”

Colin shrugged his shoulders. He turned to Dave, who was pondering as he studied the tapestry.

"Comedong, old man," suggested Colin. "We can take this matter up again in the morning. In the
meantime, Doctor Lestman, do alittle thinking of your own. As| recdl it, Ku Luan reserved certain rights
to thisroom. | remember my grandfather mentioning the fact. Dave Kelroy comesfrom Ku Luan. He can
assert hisrightsif he so chooses.”

"That can be considered later,” announced Lestman. "If Mr. Kdroy iswilling to contract for the removal
and replacement of the bronze statue, and can pay for thework, | shall cooperate. But the matter must
first be discussed with the directors of the museum.”

Turning from Colin, Lestman spoke to Dave.

"Y ou heard my statement,” he affirmed. "I do not blame you for thistrouble. Come here tomorrow,
aone, and | shall receive you. But you will have to bring better evidence than that obscure message on

thisglk tapestry.”



Dave was about to speak, when Colin again interjected an argument.

"Remember, Doctor Lestman,” hewarned. "We shal hold you responsible in the meantime. If anything
should happen to the treasure, you will beliable -"

"Y ou are threatening me!" roared the curator. "That isenough! Out of here! | order you from the
premises!”

Coalin glared stubbornly. Romson thrust forward and gripped him by the shoulder. Colin twisted away
from the ingpector. Mark legped forward to join the scuffle. With an open hand, Colin gripped his
cousin's chin and shoved Mark backward. Romson pinned Colin's arms as Mark went sprawling.

"Next time," jeered Colin, looking toward the floor, it will be a punch that lands on that big moon face of
yours, Mark. Y ou've mixed in too many businessesthat don't concern you."

"Arrest him, ingpector!” blurted Mark, coming to hisfeet. "Take Coalin out of here, before he makes more
trouble. I shall go with you, to prefer charges against him. Bring the others as witnesses to the fact that he
assaulted me.”

ROMSON gtarted Colin moving toward the door, where Singledon had appeared, attracted by the noise
of thefray. Colin was laughing as he went dong.

"How the newspapers will likethis" he chortled. "Moon-faced Mark, on the front page. Too bad | didn't
hand you a fist massage while | had the chance, Mark."

"Therewill be other charges againgt you, Colin!" stormed Mark. "Mr. Dryer has had aprivate
investigator following you. His namein Durling. He has seen you around the Club Monterey, giving
money to agambler named Mdlick."

Inspector Romson stopped short. He stared at Mark; then at Dryer. The two exchanged looks; then
Mark spoke:

"Thirty-five hundred dollars," he declared. "That's the amount Durling saw you hand over. It wasearly in
the evening, the same night that Kelroy ran into trouble.”

"What about this?' queried Romson, turning to Dryer. "Was Durling working for you?'
Dryer nodded.

"He was giving me confidentid information,” explained the lawyer. "I had chosen not to makeit public. |
waswithin my rights, inspector.”

"Maybe you were." Romson looked at Colin, who seemed shaky. "Waell, fellow, since you know Hype
Mélick, maybe you know Zack Ruggey, too."

"I met him once," replied Calin, dowly. "It wasin apoker game. He and Hype trimmed me."
"And that's what you dipped Hype the dough for?"

"Yes"

Romson snorted.

"Maybe you'd better call Mare Idand and talk to the marines,” he said to Colin. "Thisbusinessis
beginning to look mighty phony. That teakwood box was what crooks were after; they got hold of it, and



it shows up in your gpartment. Y ou have the prayer papersthat trandateit. What's more, you seem to
know alot about this museum.

"How about it, Kelroy?' Romson swung to Dave, who was standing by the far wall. " Come clean. How
long have you been traveling around with Colin Eldreth?”

"I met him afew daysago,” began Dave. "But -"

"| thought s0," interrupted Romson. "We're getting the real dope, now. Come aong - al of you, down to
headquarters! Y ou, too, doctor. Forget those prayer papers.”

LESTMAN was gill sooping near thewall, dmost obliviousto the argument. As he heard hisname
mentioned, he popped up from the floor. A gleam showed on hisface as he pointed excitedly with hiseft
hand.

"I haveit!" exclaimed the curator. "I haveit! The message on the tapestry! It changes everything! We can
search for the treasure, here tonight!”

Eager faces peered toward Doctor Lestman as he indicated the tapestry with one hand, the prayer
papers with the other. In that moment of tenseness, feuds and accusations were forgotten. Colin and
Mark stared with the others; even Dryer looked interested, as he stood at the foot of the steps.

Behind the lawyer; Singledon was crouching, just within the door that he had pushed gar behind him.
The attendant's face showed awicked gleam. He, too, had interest in whatever might develop within this
Chinese Room.

CHAPTER XXI. CROOKS STAND REVEALED
"LOOK!"

Eagerly, Doctor Lestman was unfolding a sheet of paper that he had taken from his pocket. Resting the
paper against thewall, he began to write words upon it, in large, plain letters. He was copying the
meanings of the prayer papers.

"Thereisthe message, in English wordd!”
The paper read:

KEY SMALL FIND

UNLOCKS GOLD TREASURE
LARGE STATUE BENEATH
CASKET ONE SINGLE

"l don't see anything new about it," objected Inspector Romson. "Why al the confusion, Doctor
Lestman?'

"Ku Luan was a Chinaman!" exclaimed the curator. "A Chinese of the old regime, versed in hisnative
literature-"

"Weknow dl that. Weve investigated Ku Luan's past history.”

Lestman turned appedingly to Dave.



"Y ou understand, don't you?" he queried. "Y ou come from China. Y ou talked with Ku Luan.”

"He told me that the teakwood box was meant for hisnephew, Tyan Li," said Dave, dowly. "But Ku
Luan chose that the treasure should be mine, instead.”

"But the message was dready prepared?”
"Certainly. It could not have been otherwise. That tapestry isnot anew one-"

Dave paused. His eyeslighted as he stared at the paper that the curator was holding close beside the
tapestry. One by one, Dave read the words to himsdlf. Then, he exclaimed:

"l seeit! How could | have been so thick! These symbols do for Chinese aswell as English trandations.
They were prepared for Tyan Li, a Chinaman - not for an American -"

"Buit if they'rethe samein meaning,” interrupted Romson, "what'sthat got to do with it?!

"Everything,” returned Dave. "The meanings are the same, but their arrangement must be consdered
differently. Chinese characters are not written in crosslines, from left to right, like English.” (Note: Today,
some may contest this statement, for the Chinese have changed their method of writing and reading to
some extent in certain sections of the country. The most modern Chinese writing is done from left to right,
just asour own writing. This, however isnot yet generd. And | add this explanation in order to prevent
possible misunderstanding or controversy on this point. - Maxwell Grant.)

"They read them downward," nodded Romson.
"Yes," agreed Dave, "and the Chinese gtart with theline on theright.”

"Exactly,” chuckled Lestman. "We read the message improperly at first. | wasright when | said that its
meaning was somewhat obscure. Read it downward, theright linefirst. Aloud, Kelroy."

"'Find treasure beneath single small gold statue," spoke Dave, quoting the message in its proper form.
"'One key unlocks large casket.™

"You havethe keys" remarked the curator, quietly. "The Sngle gold statue isin the centra niche, directly
opposite the door."

DAVE pulled the keys from his pocket. He turned to see the gold statue, glittering fromits niche. Thetiny
image was the only one of gold; the other eight were silver. Stepping forward, Dave eyed the flat base of
the niche. Lestman cameto join the examination.

"It may beremovable!" exclamed Dave. "Wait - the statue isfirmly located. | can try to draw it forward.
The spacein thewall below should be sufficient to hold alarge casket.”

Helad the keys beside the statue. Gripping the gold image, he tugged. Something clicked; theflat ledge
of the niche began to dide forward as Dave pulled. Then asudden commotion broke loose behind him.
Startled, Dave wheedled about.

Colin was wrestling with Romson. The argument must have concerned Mark, for the roundish-faced man
was gesturing excitedly with one forefinger.

"l indst we take him out of here!™ Mark was storming. " The search for the treasure can continue later.
Come, inspector! Y ou have witnesses who can testify to the capture of arogue. What you have said is
true. Those prayer papersincriminate Colin!"



"They do?' Backed into a corner, Colin made savage retort, while Romson held him pinned. "Wdll, if
prayer papers incriminate me, what about Mark? He had a set of his own. He knew who Ku Luan was.
Don't let him bluff you, ingpector. Keegp him here dong with me, until Kelroy getshistreasure.”

Dryer stepped up to Romson. The lawyer was intervening in Colin's behaf. Romson eased hisgrip to
ligen.

"What Colin saysisfair," decided Dryer. "I am hisattorney, aswell asMark's. Let me settle this dispute,
temporarily, at least. Our first duty isto locate the treasure. Until that is done, we should avoid al
interruptions.”

The ingpector nodded. Still pressing Colin, he turned to Dave and nodded for him to proceed with the
remova of the gold statue. Colin and Dryer looked in Dave's direction; so did Lestman. Mark was
forgotten, until Dave again placed his hand upon the statue. Then came another interruption, more
gartling than thefirg.

It was avenomous snarl, that could hardly have come from human lips. Facing about, al saw Mark
Eldreth standing with leveled revolver. Hislips were furious; his moonish face had taken on avicious
glare

No one had taken Colin's challenge serioudy; they had thought that he was merely loosing spite at his
hated cousin. All were wrong; Mark stood revealed as afactor more dangerous than even Colin had

suspected.

Nor was Mark aone. Singledon had aso drawn a gun. Momentarily, the attendant had been stupefied;
for he had dedlt only with Hype Mdlick, and had not guessed that the gambler was backed by a hidden
chief. Mark's action, however, was dl that Singledon had needed. Mark had guessed that the crooked
attendant would rdly to hisaid. Mark had guessed right.

Two men held five completely covered. Mark had Romson, Colin and Dryer, dl inasingle cluster.
Singledon was aiming hisrevolver squarely toward Dave and Lestman, who were close together. Hands
were coming upward; to a man, the startled five knew that they had no chance for bettle.

MARK ELDRETH tilted his head and gave a sidewise nod toward the statue of the Manchu emperor.
Singledon understood the gesture. He was close beside the statue; he pounded his hedl twice against the
surface of the raised pedestal. He repeated the action twice again, ddlivering the later strokes more
quickly.

The pounding sounded hollow. It was asignal that foreboded trouble, for Singledon was quick to dide
away from the statue. He stood close beside Mark, gloating while the moon-faced man delivered
contemptuous, sneering words.

"Colin guessed right," decided Mark. "The gamewas mine. | figured that Ku Luan had treasure buried
somewhere. | caled in Hype Médlick. He bribed both Wong Soy and Singledon, for | was sure that the
wedth must be at Ku Luan's or here.

"Wong Soy told Hype that Ku Luan had summoned someone. Hype passed the word to me; he had
Zack Ruggey ready. Wong Soy was the tip-off; but he dipped. Zack had to raid the Chinese bazaar. His
crew and his Mexicans were there. They spotted Kelroy and saw that he wanted the teakwood box with
the dlver dragon.

"Zack called Hype and told him about the tapestry. | saw the significance of the prayer papers. Hype
came secretly to my house early thisevening. | gave him my set; he brought the prayer papers back to



me, shortly after nine o'clock.”

The ligenerswere saring. Colin's eyes were fixed in astonishment. Vaguely, he wasredizing that Mark's
supposed timidity had been a presence. He recalled how Mark had once gained sdlf-assurance, then had
lapsed back into a cautious, amost fearful type of person.

That had been Mark'sway of covering his secret scheming, aperfect blind that had bluffed everyone.
Mark saw Colin's amazed expression. He scoffed at his helpless cousin.

"Hype framed you, Calin," jeered Mark. "l knew that Dryer planned to have you watched. That was why
Hype and Zack trimmed you at the Club Monterey. Hype knew Durling was watching you; he fixed it so
the dick would see you pass the money.”

Just after Mark ddlivered this outburst, a muffled boom occurred beneath the Manchu statue. The floor
quaked momentarily. Helpless men were startled; but neither Mark nor Singledon moved asthey fdt the
tremor. Their eyes, their guns, were dtill fixed on the prisoners. The five captives, however, had turned
ingtinctively toward the Manchu statue.

The squatly bronze image had quivered with the muffled explosion. The pedestal had cracked; the statue
had swung from its position to lean a a precarious angle. The main portion of its base had jammed,
otherwise the statue would have fdlen.

THE loose hdf of the cracked pedesta moved upward, pushed by ready hands beneath. A hole gaped;
from it shouldered two men. The first was Hype Méllick; the second, Zack Ruggey.

They had found nothing beneath the large statue; but they had heard Singledon's sgnd to come through.
They had "souped” the base of the statue; waiting in their underground passage, they had followed
through after the explosive had done itswork.

Fumes accompanied the arrival of the crooks. Coughing, clutching guns, Hype and Zack stared from the
bluish smoke. They saw Mark; they saw Colin. They needed no words to inform them what was due. A
rub-out was in order. Crooks would flee, leaving five dead men; the only survivorswould be Mark and
Singledon.

Mark would tell his story of the fray. Singledon would support it. Durling would be caled in to supply
evidence. All blame would be placed on Calin. Already, Singledon had caught Mark's nod; the attendant
was turning to am hisrevolver a Colin. At Mark'sword, Singledon would fire. Colin, dead, would be
classed asthe one crook dain in a supposed combat.

Hype had growled to Zack. The latter was beckoning at the yawning gap beside the tilted statue. Other
heads and hands were appearing. The crew was coming through. Gloatingly, Mark spoke to Hype.

"Removethetreasure,” ordered the master crook. "It isin that space beneath the gold statue. Bring out
the casket, Hype. After that, we Sart.”

Hype strode toward Dave and the curator. He pocketed Dave's keys, which he saw beside asilver
datue. Grasping the smadl gold image, he pulled it and its diding ledge completely free and flung them
clattering to the stone floor. He stared into the opening benegath the niche,

A sudden snarl came from Hype'slips. The gambler rasped an oath as he spun about. For amoment, he
fumed, then he became coherent.

"It'sempty!" spat Hype. "Empty! Someone lifted the swag!"



Hype's eyes bulged suddenly asthey spied the outer door. Singledon had | ft that barrier gar. It was
swinging open as Hype stared. Alone, of al the crooks, Hype saw the figure of vengeance that had
appeared upon the threshold.

Cloaked in black, armed with bulking automatics, amagter fighter had arrived. Hype Mdlick knew the
identity of that foe of crime. The being in the doorway was The Shadow!

CHAPTER XXIl. SPOILSRECLAIMED

THE SHADOW had entered the museum by the route that he had chosen before. Delayed by histrip to
the Coronado Apartments, he had not arrived until eventsin the Chinese Room had neared their climax.

He had heard the finish of Mark Eldreth'stirade; then had come the muffled explosion that had shattered
the pedestal of the Manchu statue.

From that moment, The Shadow had waited, vigilant. He had known that crooks were due for asurprise;
he had chosen the gpproaching moment as the proper time for action. Opportunity had come. The
Shadow had taken it.

Hype Mdlick, aone, had gained knowledge of The Shadow's presence a brief two seconds before the
moment when The Shadow had planned that al should learn of his advent.

Before crooks could guess why Hype stood startled and transfixed; aweird sound burst from the opened
doorway. Thetaunt of asinister laugh rang out in strident challenge. Astonished at the burst of sardonic
mirth, every man in the Chinese Room wheeled toward the source of the mocking cry.

Mark and Singledon spun about together, holding their leveled revolvers. Hype was holding his .38
lowered in hisright hand. Impelled by the emergency, he brought the weapon upward.

Zack Ruggey was stooping as he beckoned to his henchmen. He whirled about as he heard The
Shadow's gibe. Like the others, Zack sought to gain quick aim at the shrouded figure in the doorway. As
for the thugs within the passage, two had aready thrust their heads and shoulders up into the room. They
were holding guns; but their position placed them at adisadvantage. They werethelast toam.

Boldly, openly, The Shadow had made himself the target of murderous revolvers. His deed, however,
had been wise aswdl astimely. The very cadence of hislaugh had brought every killer toward him; thus
had The Shadow made the crooks divert their aim from helpless, contemplated victims.

Though hisfoeswere severad, The Shadow held the upper hand. His guns were ready, while those of
enemieswere wildly on the move. Moreover, The Shadow had counted upon the prompt aid of the men
whom he had released. Events broke as The Shadow had anticipated.

REVOLVERS barked, while automatics spurted. Crooks jabbed their opening shots as The Shadow
began hisfire. But the first bullets from the revolvers were dispatched in haste. They cracked the stony
walls beside the doorway; they clanged the brass of the half-opened door itsdlf. The Shadow'sguns, in
contrast, were amed straight for living targets.

Hype Mélick and Zack Ruggey first. Both were straight ahead, Hype at farther range. The Shadow's
left-hand gun wastilted higher than the right. Both weapons were perfect in their am. Hype tumbled
forward, snarling, as he pumped useless, hopeless shots. Zack sprawled as hefired wildly.

The Shadow's left gun swung to the | eft, for Mark and Singledon, while his right-hand weapon aimed
downward toward the exit of the underground passage. Shots were coming from both directions. Mark
and Singledon had opened fire; so had the crooks in the hole below the statue.



As hefired again, The Shadow sprang forward, downward from the steps. Revolver bullets whistled
high; The Shadow's laugh was mocking. Mark and Singledon were springing forward from the lft; the
crooks in the opening were bounding upward. The Shadow's automatics delivered withering shots.

One stream of bullets nipped Singledon, who was ahead of Mark. The attendant's body stopped the hall,
blocking The Shadow's aim at Mark. The dugs from the other .45 sprawled the pair of thugs who were
clambering from the hole. Others gppeared behind them. The Shadow aimed both automatics toward the
newcomers. Wild-eyed thugs dropped back to cover.

The Shadow had no further need to deal with Singledon and Mark. He had dropped the attendant;
aready, Dave Kelroy had jumped forward to wrest the revolver from Singledon'sloosening fist. Asfor
Mark, two men had pounced upon him. Inspector Romson and Colin Eldreth had gripped the master
crook's gun arm and were lurching Mark about the floor

For amoment, the blast of gunswas tilled. Then, from underground, came muffled barks of other
weapons. Crooks had decided on a get-away. They were meeting with opposition at the farther end of
their subterranean passage.

SILENTLY, The Shadow was backing toward the steps; he calmly placed his automeatics beneath his
cloak. His hands drew out a brace of fresh weapons while the noise of underground gunfire came closer.

The rescued prisonersformed arigid tableau. Mark wastight in the grip of Romson and Colin. Dave was
standing with Singledon'srevolver. All had reached a spot just beyond the tilted Manchu statue. Past
them were Dryer and L estman, too amazed to move.

Barking revolvers, muffled, told that the trapped crooks were coming back in thisdirection. The Chinese
Room wastheir only outlet. Y et the forms upon the floor: Hype, Zack, Singledon and the two thugs -
those were proofs of the fate that new criminals might expect.

When the surge came, it was sudden. Thugs en masse bobbed from the hole in the center of the floor.
Those ahead were thrust upward by the onesin back of them. Guns glimmered in thefists of thefirst pair,
the vanguard of adozen desperate criminds.

Aids of The Shadow had entered the house from which the crooks had burrowed their tunnel. Blocking
the pathway, valiant fighters had stopped the get-away. The thugs had chosen the only course. They
were prompt to regret their choice of the Chinese Room.

The only foe whom they could see was The Shadow; for he held the door, while the rescued men were
beyond the leaning statue. Thrust upward from the outlet of the tunnel, the first two crooks tugged &t the
triggers of their revolvers. Ready-aimed, they fired as The Shadow performed a sudden, sdewise fade.

Elated oaths from snarling lips. Crouched on the floor, the two thugs thought they had gained ahit. They
werewrong. From the blackness of The Shadow's cloak front, two automatics spoke their deadly
thrusts. At the same time, the two thugs bounded upward. Thrust clear by their companions, they
staggered againgt the heavy bronze statue.

From the floor came upraised hands, gunless. Below, muffled guns were ddlivering new staccatos.
Coming crooks had seen the fate of their companionswho had tried to down The Shadow. They knew
that further fight againgt such afoe was usdless. The sound of gunfire below told them that al hope of
retreat was ended.

One man aone was roused to desperate fight. That was Mark Eldreth. While writhing crooks were
clawing at the surface of the Manchu statue, Mark acted with sudden fury. Romson had wrested away



Mark's gun. With a sudden cry, the master crook snatched at the weapon to claimit.

Twisted between Romson and Colin, Mark had a chance. Dave had Singledon's gun; but could not fire.
Clawing, Mark regained his own revolver from Romson. Theinspector was gripping the barrel; Mark
hed the handle.

Hisfinger jabbed for the trigger as he thrust the muzzle against Romson'sribs. Colin wasdiving into aid
the police ingpector.

AN automatic spoke. A szzling bullet whizzed an inch from Colin'sdriving hand, to clip Mark'swridt.
With acry, Mark lost his clutch upon the gun. Romson wrested it away and |leaped backward, while
Mark staggered, a mad grips with his hated cousin. The two sprawled at the base of the bronze statue.

Sagging crooks had dready added their weight to the tilted image. The Satue quavered asMark and
Colinrolled against the farther portion of the pedestal.

Dave Kdroy uttered a hopeless shout. He legped forward, too late. The heavy statue was toppling down
upon the forms of the writhing men.

Covering disarmed crooks with one gun, The Shadow had aimed for Mark with the other. A single shot
could end the villain's fight; but The Shadow did not dispatch the bullet. Colin had heard Dave's cry. With
ahard twist, he wrenched away from Mark, just asthe statue's dow fall gained momentum.

Mark's head came up; hislips g aculated a hideous scream as his eyes saw the descending mass of
bronze. His discovery wastoo late; before he could follow Coalin'sroll, Mark was floundered by the
crushing bulk.

Like a Juggernaut of doom, the shoulders of the statue drove down upon Mark's skull. An instant later,
theterrified crook was flattened beneath the weight of the overturned bronze.

The floor quivered with the thud as the statue rolled from Mark's body.

Motionless, hisbody broken like his skull, Mark Eldreth had met with sudden doom. Solemn men stood
garing at the overwhelmed form of this monstrous schemer who had planned their deaths.

Sullen crooks had crawled up from the passage. The crash of the statue had startled them into more
rapid surrender. They were facing The Shadow, holding their arms upraised. Eight in number, they stood
powerless before two looming guns. Then, from the hole, came yelow handsthat clutched revolvers.
Chinesefacesfollowed.

"Tang Chan!"

Dave Kdroy uttered the name as he recognized the leader of the Chinese squad. Tsing Chan smiled and
nodded as four followerslined up in back of the eight thugs. Each Chinese had apair of revolvers. Every
crook could fed thejab of agun muzzle againgt his back.

Dave saw two othersjust below the opening in the shattered floor. Colin saw them aso. Both recognized
the two men who had been at the Chinese bazaar - Harry Vincent and Miles Crofton. The two had been
with Tsing Chan'sfighters; catching asigna from The Shadow, the agents dropped from view.

Harry and Miles were no longer needed. Inspector Romson was taking charge of the crooks; and the
Chinese held the conquered thugs hel pless. Seeing The Shadow's agents no longer, Dave looked toward
the door of the room. He gripped Colin's arm, and pointed.



The Shadow was by the steps no longer. With a sudden turn, he had swept upward to the door. The
metal barrier was closing; beyond it, blackness blocked the dim light of the museum passage. Burning
eyes flashed momentarily; the weird notes of a parting laugh awoke fina, startling echoes. Captured
crooks shuddered as they heard the mocking quiver of The Shadow's triumph.

LESS than one hour later, four men entered Colin Eldreth's gpartment at the Coronado. Onewas Colin
himsdlf; the others were Dave Kdroy, Weldon Dryer and Tsing Chan. They had come here at the
Chinese steward's suggestion.

Explanations had been given. Ingpector Romson had forced confessions from the captured underlings.
Those thugs were dready on their way to jail, guarded by a squad of police. Taing Chan's status was
established. Hiscryptic talk of avisit to Colin's gpartment had been accepted.

Theliving room wasjust as Colin and Dave had | &ft it. Taing Chan pointed to one darkened bedroom. It
was the one that Dave had occupied; the room through which The Shadow had gained entrance. Dave
entered and turned on the light.

Upon acorner table rested alarge metal casket, amost the exact size of the space that had been beneath
the gold statuette. The casket had alarge keyhole; eagerly, Dave brought forth the reclaimed keys that
Ku Luan had given him. One key fitted. Dave opened the casket.

Within were jewds, set in exquisite mountings of heavy gold. Tiny Buddhas, with emerald eyes, large
buckles studded with matchless rubies, massive rings, with clustered sapphires and diamonds. These
lifted with atray that occupied the upper third of the large casket. In the next compartment, Dave found
stacked bundles of securities.

Ku Luan had been wise in his choice of wedth. He had brought money from China, years ago; he had
invested it in securities. Dryer nodded as he noted the bundles. These represented holdings in companies
with which Tobias Eldreth had held interests.

Dave lifted thelarge casket; it till seemed too heavy, despiteits considerable size. He found that the
securitieswere in asecond tray. He removed it; beneath shone the glimmer of closely stacked gold coins.
Here waswedth, in itsdlf, the resdue of the money that Ku Luan had neither spent nor invested.

Dave turned to Tsing Chan. He asked a question that had not yet been answered.
"Y ou knew the secret?" queried Dave. "Y ou brought this casket here?"

Tsing Chan shook hishead.

"But you sent teakwood box, Tsing Chan -"

"That was before," interposed Tsing Chan, quietly. " The casket was brought here later. No knowledge
cameto me until the time that word was given. The word that | should bring faithful men to the house
near the museum.”

DAVE suddenly understood. He looked a Colin, who nodded that he also guessed the truth. The
Shadow was the one who had preceded them to the museum, this very night. He had seen the Chinese
tapestry; he had read its message correctly. He had gained the treasure and had brought it here.

Learning that Dave and Colin had returned, to study the tapestry themselves, The Shadow had followed
to the museum. He had | eft the treasure here, in the last place where anyone would have expected to find
it. The Shadow had told Tsing Chan alone.



Asif in gpproval of the guessed solution, asound came from the foggy darkness of the night. Dave
Kdroy sprang to the window; he unlocked it and raised the sash. He and the others heard the sound

again, more clearly. It waslike avoice of thefog itself.

Elusive, chilling, the tones of triumphant mirth broke into fading echoes. Stilled atmosphere seemed to
quiver. Dark, swirling fog formed a cregping shroud about the unseen author of that eerie cal. But
listenerswell knew from whose lipsthat find mirth had issued.

Again, Dave Kelroy had heard the triumph laugh of The Shadow.

THEEND



