TEETH OF THE DRAGON

Maxwell Grant
This page copyright © 2001 Blackmask Online.
http:/AMwww.blackmask.com

CHAPTER. SOUTH OF FRISCO
CHAPTERII. A CHINAMAN'S MESSAGE
CHAPTERIII. THEHATCHET MAN
CHAPTER IV. THE MISSING MESSAGE
CHAPTER V. THE SHADOW VISITS
CHAPTER VI. CROOKS CONFER
CHAPTER VII. HORDES OF THE FANS
CHAPTER VIII. MING DWAN'SGUILE
CHAPTER IX. THE LAIR OF THE FAN
CHAPTER X. THE BLADE OF DEATH
CHAPTER XI. DEATH IN THE DEPTHS
CHAPTER XII. ALONG THE WATER FRONT
CHAPTER XIIl. WITHIN THE CORDON
CHAPTER XIV. THE HOUSE OF LI SHENG
CHAPTER XV. TRAPFOR TRAP
CHAPTER XVI. LI SHENG OBJECTS
CHAPTER XVII. CLOAKED FLIGHT
CHAPTER XVIII. TEN MILLION DOLLARS
CHAPTER XIX. HALTED RANSOM
CHAPTER XX. SHARED TRIUMPH

CHAPTER |. SOUTH OF FRISCO
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The powerful, low-dung roadster was pinning southward aong a highway that overhung the Pacific's
shore. Brilliant headlights showed the broad stretch of highway fairly pouring beneeth the huge-tired
whesdls.

With al its speed, the motor's tone was rhythmic. The car never dackened asit took the sweeping,
well-banked curves. A forceful driver was at the whed of that surging roadster. His eyes were congtantly
on the highway ahead. Not once did they wander to look at the speedometer on the dashboard.

The speed that was registered there was one hundred miles an hour. The needle held to that mark asif
glued.

Eyes alone were visible within the darkness beneath the roadster's low racing top. Eyesthat burned from
beneath the brim of adouch hat. The rest of the driver's face was obscured by the upturned collar of a
jet-black cloak. Like hisbody, his gloved handswereinvisblein the gloom.

The Shadow was speeding to amission where the delay of even half aminute might cost the lives of
innocent men.


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

The big car zoomed past alooming headland. Below, off to the right, lay a stretch of absolute blackness
that represented the broad expanse of the Pacific Ocean. Under the clouded night sky, the seahad
become a Stygian pool of limitless extent.

Then, from that blackness twinkled lights. A ship was hovering in toward the shore.

The Shadow knew the identity of that vessdl. It was the trawler Tantalus, its skipper a Captain Mahearn.
The ship held ahuman cargo. It was here to unload Chinese upon the Cdifornia coast.

There wastimeto arrive a the beach before the small boats from the Tantalus reached it. The Tantalus
was dated for trouble from the Coast Guard; and that could mean murder of the Chinese cargo, unless
some oneintervened. The chink-runners had an unpleasant habit of dumping human evidence overboard,
when pressed.

They wouldn't work that game tonight, if The Shadow showed up on the deck of the Tantalus, out of a
small boat coming from the shore.

At the moment when he spied the trawler's lights, the time element was dl in The Shadow'sfavor. Then,
in an ingtant, that Stuation was reversed.

The Shadow's right foot shot from the accelerator to the brake peda . With quick jabs, he broke the big
car's speed and pumped pressure into the hydraulic brakes. Asthe roadster diced down to fifty, The
Shadow jammed the brakes hard. The huge automobile swayed and screeched to astop, only adozen
feet short of arock barrier that stretched across the road.

WITH aflick, agloved hand turned off the ignition and extinguished the lights. The door opened; a
cloaked form flung itself into darkness.

The Shadow's move was none too soon. Three flashlights glimmered asatrio of huskies pounced from
stony hiding places. Gunsin their fists, they sprang to the stalled roadster, expecting to overpower its
unfortunate occupant.

Oaths were rasped when the thugs found the big car empty. Those muitters, like the flashlights, betrayed
the positions of thetrio. Before they could rally themselves, the cover-up crew was met by The
Shadow's counter-attack.

A thug by theleft side of the car wasthe first to take it. He siwung hisflashlight, to catch The Shadow's
outlinein its gleam. The hoodlum saw hisfoetoo late. Looming upon him from beside the car's big hood,
The Shadow dedged along arm for thefellow's head. A heavy automatic sideswiped a capped skull.
The thug thudded the concrete road.

A second rowdy had reached the roadster's steering wheel. He heard his pal dump. He aimed blindly
into the blackness above the car door. That darkness solidified into a human shape. From it sped afree,
gloved hand that throttled the crook's throat with a pardyzing grip. The thug's head went back; hisarms
dropped. Hisrevolver clanked the handle of the hand brake.

With asde fling, The Shadow dammed his second foeman flat on the floor of the car. Clearing the way,
he did a headlong dive clear over the other door, straight into the glare of the flashlight that bobbed there.
The Shadow's surge blotted the light's rays. Flinging aside his .45 as he came, he locked with the last thug
before the fellow could am.

Thethird struggle was as swift as the others. The Shadow took his adversary off balance; sprawled him
to the edge of the highway, where the thug's head took ajolt that Ieft him senseless. The Shadow had



ettled the entire group, without a single shot to darm the main gang on the beach below.

KEEPING hisflashlight low, The Shadow found ajagged path between high rocks. Going through, he
found himslf upon ahigh promontory. Again, the lights of the Tantalus twinkled, very closeto shore.
Lanterns were swinging from the beach. Boats were preparing to put out, to bring the Chinese ashore.

The Shadow had a difficult quarter mile to cover, to reach that crowd on the beach. The only pathwasa
precipitous one, down from this high ground. At that, The Shadow might have reached his god before
the last boat started; but before he could begin hisforay, another circumstance intervened.

A long-beamed searchlight cleaved the blackness. It shone from afull mile off shore, and its Sweeping
path finaly settled on the clumsy hulk of thetrawler Tantalus. A Coast Guard cutter had arrived to pick
out the smuggler ship.

The cutter's gpproach was untimely. It foretold deeth to the helpless Chinese. Halted on the path, The
Shadow could picture those Celestiads going overboard in deep water, weighted with chunks of iron.
Runnerslike Mahearn were merciless, when they thought they would be caught with the goods.

The Shadow's race seemed useless, when a strange thing happened. The lights of the trawler came
moving inward, straight for the shore!

That meant one thing only; Mahearn was going to beach the Tantalus; wreck it in the booming surf.
There was but asingle reason possible for such sacrifice. The skipper was determined to unload his
Chinese cargo intact, despite the risk of capture and the sure loss of the ship.

Othersthan The Shadow stared at the unusua sight. That gang aong the beach could not understand
Mahearn'sfally. A shell whined from the cutter; it whistled across the trawler's bow and splashed the
waves. The Tantaus kept moving shoreward.

Therewasalull; another warning shot had no effect. During the next interva, the only soundswere the
roar of therolling surf and the pound of the trawler's engines. The cutter began firein earnest. A shell
ripped away the trawler's funnel; another shot shattered the deck near the stern.

Thelights of the Tantalus quivered. The chunky ship was beached. Firefly gleams from the cutter told that
its crew was boarding small boats, to take up the chase ashore. Near the bottom of the path, The
Shadow saw men dragging water-soaked Chinese into the light of the lanterns. One small batch was
hustled away, in adirection opposite The Shadow's. They were being taken to trucks, hidden by rocks
on the highway, somewhere beyond the barrier that had halted The Shadow.

More Chinese were hauled ashore, but no more groups were started on their way. The cutter's boats had
landed. Government men opened fire, above the heads of the men who werein the open. Some made a
dash for the road. The rest threw up their arms and surrendered, along with Mahearn and the trawler's
crew.

By the rocks beside the road, a dozen men were waiting in ambush, their rifles covering the beach. One
of them, serving astemporary leader, snarled to his companions:

"They've grabbed Mahearn and the rest of the shore gang! They've got the chinks, too! They'll be
heading here to snatch the bunch that we just ran through to the trucks. Here they come! Let 'em have
it

Rifles crackled from the rocks. There were answering shots from the beach; then the Coast Guardsmen
dropped for cover. There were raucous shouts from the crooks in ambush. Thistime, the advantage was



theirs. They had the government men in the open; the crooksintended to give no quarter.

Saughter was their plan; then the release of Mahearn and the other prisoners, and a recapture of the
Chinese. Long-range flashlights beamed through the darkness, to show up the fighters who were flattened
along the unprotected beach. Three minuteswere dl that the dozen snipers needed to wipe out the Coast
Guard crew.

Asthefirg riflesrattled, seeking the right range, a pair of automatics spoke from arocky crevice. Flames
tongued straight toward the snipers. Those bursts were from The Shadow's automatics. The cloaked
fighter had reached aledge above and to the right of the ambuscade.

Clugtered sharpshooters sprawled. Their pas swung savagedly to meet the flank fire. They fired their rifles
toward the crevice. The bullets ricocheted without effect. The Shadow's ambush was a perfect one.

His automatics continued their close-range pour. Unwounded thugs did not wait for that volley to finish.
They made abresk for the road.

That took them to rocks above, awvay from The Shadow's fire. They were spotted by lights from one of
the cutter's boats. Riflemen from the beach began to pick off the fleeing thugs, while others hurried
forward to gather in the crooks that The Shadow had wounded.

Shifting back toward his rocky path, The Shadow could see the results. He had accounted for haf of the
ambushed crooks. The remaining Sx were dropping one by one, toppling from rocks asrifle shots
winged them.

From afina vantage point, The Shadow could see awaiting truck, beyond the range of his automatics.
Its motor was roaring, ready for the getaway, when alone member of the ambush party staggered into
the glare of its headlights.

Rocks protected the truck from the Coast Guard fire. The driver lingered long enough to haul the
wounded man aboard. Then the truck was off with aroar, carrying its small cargo of Chinese - amere
three or four who had come from the Tantal us.

The Shadow reached hisroadster. He arrived in time to subdue one of the thugs who had recovered. He
bound the hoodlum, aong with his stunned pals, and |eft al three by the rocks, where the Coast Guard
could find them. Stepping into the roadster, The Shadow turned the car about and started back toward
San Francisco.

A WEIRD laugh sounded from the darkness of the roadster. Its chilling tones blended with the pound of
the Pacific's surf. Though luck had interchanged tonight, the final result had been success. The Shadow
had thwarted men of crime; he had saved men of the law from doom.

There was no chance to pursue the fleeing truck; for it had started southward from a spot beyond the
blocking road barrier. The Shadow was content to let the few surviving crooks have their small success,
carrying through avery few of the smuggled Chinese.

Though he had not yet learned it, The Shadow had missed the greatest of tonight's opportunities. The
escape of that lone truck and its small cargo was destined to plunge The Shadow into a series of strange
and desperate adventures.

CHAPTER II. A CHINAMAN'S MESSAGE
Aboard the fleeing truck, asteady, hard-faced driver was choosing a roundabout way back to San



Francisco. The ugly look on his square-jawed face showed that he was contemptuous of pursuit. He
knew these roads like nobody else. That was why he had been given the job of handling the truck.

Thedriver'snamewas"Lubber" Kreef; and he consdered himsdf an ex-member of Mahearn'strawler
crew. Lubber had quit the Tantal us because he had never been ableto find his sealegs. When Mahearn
had given up trawling to run Chinese, he had found Lubber and signed him up as shore man for the ouitfit.
What Lubber had failed to learn about handling atrawler, he had made up for with his knowledge of
managing atruck.

L ubber was growling as he drove along. Though loya to Mahearn, he thought the skipper crazy,
because he had beached the Tantalus. He was sore, too, because the shore gang hadn't brought all the
Chinese to the truck. It would be along rap for Mahearn and the crew of the Tantalus. Lubber didn't
care about the shore gang. They were hired hoodlums, who didn't belong with the trawler.

All except the fellow that Lubber had dragged aboard the truck. He was Steve Henney, from the
Tantalus. Steve had come aong to see that the Chinese reached the truck. Recognizing him asan old pd,
Lubber had dragged him into the truck.

It didn't seem much use, though. Slumped beside Lubber, Steve looked like he was through. A couple of
Coast Guard bullets had clipped him.

"Lubber - Lubber" - Steve stirred to gasp the name - "they - they got me-"
Lubber shot asidelong glance toward Steve's drawn face.

"Youre O.K., Steve," growled thetruck driver. "I'll get you to a croaker when we hit Frisco. I'll drop
you there before | deliver the chinks. It won't be long, Steve."

"l -1 can't last, Lubber."

Steve coughed the words. Lubber didn't doubt the statement. He had figured that Steve would be dead
before they reached San Francisco. Lubber thrust out hisright hand, to quiet Steve asthe fellow writhed
inthe truck seat. Steve sagged; but his hand came tugging weakly from his pocket.

"Takethis, Lubber!" Steve managed to press an envelope into the driver'shand. "A Chineegiveitto me
- on the boat. It means - meansfive grand - if you deliver it to the guy it's meant for! The dough'syours -
L ubber -"

Steve went limp. Thrugting the envelopein his pocket, L ubber leaned from the whed to eye his
companion. Steve was dead.

"Five grand,” muttered Lubber. " Steve meant it, too. Boy, thisisabreak, now that Mahearn'sracket is
onthefritz!l When | get to Frisco, I'll give that envel ope the once-over.”

L ubber finished his comment with anod of thanks to the dead form of Steve Henney. Perhaps L ubber
would have omitted the courtesy, had he known the person for whom the message was meant.

Agtonishing though it was, that envelope that had passed from one crook to another was addressed to
The Shadow!

NEAR San Francisco, Lubber conveniently disposed of Steve's body; but did not look at the envelope.
When he reached the city, he drove to a garage, where acrew of mysterious, lurking Chinese took over
the Celestialswho were in the back of the truck.



Driving away, Lubber headed for another garage and stowed the truck there. Coming out on the Strest,
he took hisfirst glance a the envelope that Steve had handed him.

L ubber'slips phrased an oath.

The only name and address that showed on the envelope were two Chinese characters. As near as
Lubber could figureit, they represented some one's name; but that didn't help. Lubber couldn't read
Chinese.

There was one place where the riddle could be answered. That was Chinatown. The Orientd district
wasn't far from the garage. Soon, Lubber was footing it aong steep-pitched streets where yellow faces
werein abundance.

Stopping by the brilliantly lighted front of a Chinese theeter, L ubber accosted a Celestia who looked like
adoorman. He shoved the envelope in front of the fellow's almond eyes, with the query:

"Say, Johnny, tel mewho thisisfor, will you?'

Santed eyes became beady. The Chinaman showed afrightened look. His lips muttered a name that
Lubber could not hear. Sidling away, the Chinaman entered the theater.

Therewas a Chinese girl in the box office. Lubber flashed the envel ope there. The girl's eyes stared as
though they were looking right through Lubber. Mechanicdly, the girl spokein English:

"Your pardon, sir. | cannot read Chinese.

Lubber had gone half ablock before he redlized that the girl's words must have been false. What was she
doing, working for a Chinese theater, if she couldn't talk the lingo and read Chinese?

At alighted corner where a pagoda-shaped auiction house towered, Lubber stopped a passing Chinese
and showed him the envelope, with the hoarse demand that the fellow interpret the characters.

The Chinaman twisted away, while Lubber clung to him. At last, the man mumbled the words:.
"Ying Ko- Ying Ko!"
"Who's Ying Ko?"' jabbed Lubber. "Wherell | find him?"

The Chinaman didn't answer. They had reached ahandy dley. He broke away and darted from sight
before Lubber could stop him.

Some other Chinese had seen the episode. They were gathering close to Lubber. To explain the matter,
he showed them the envelope. Two or three moved away hurriedly. Another pair made amove asif
reaching for knives. Lubber decided to clear that neighborhood.

REACHING another street, Lubber felt nervous. Who wasthis Ying Ko, that some Chinese didn't want
to talk about; whose name was like athreat to others? Had the tougher-looking Mongol s passed the
word aong?

Lubber thought o, for he fancied that he could see passing Chinese stare at him; while others, squatted in
shop windows, gazed askance.

Lubber found an aleyway that suited him and cut through to another street. He grunted with relief when
he saw no sharp looks from the next Chinese who he passed. But he kept the envelopein his pocket.



There was atea shop on this street; in front sat abenign old Chinaman who puffed along pipe. Lubber
stopped there; easing his usud gruff tone, he remarked:

"I've got amessage for some Chinaman named Ying Ko. It'sin Chinese. But nobody will put mewise
about thisguy Ying Ko."

The old Chinaman stopped his contented puffing. His mild eyes had a piercing glitter asthey studied
Lubber. His placid pose returning, the Chinaman said quietly:

"Comeinto the shop.”

L ubber followed the old man inside. There, the Chinaman requested to see the message. L ubber
produced the envel ope. Studying the Chinese characters, the tea-shop owner questioned:

"Have you shown thisto any one?"
"Yeah," replied Lubber. "To atheater doorman; to agirl in the box office-"

Lubber halted. He decided that he had told enough. The old Chinaman evidently believed L ubber, when
the crook added:

"They told meit wasfor Ying Ko. That wasall."
"Perhaps," suggested the Chinaman, "they mentioned who Ying Ko might be?'

L ubber shook his head emphaticaly. The Chinaman looked at the envelope; for amoment, Lubber
thought that he intended to open it. With five thousand dollars promised for the safe ddlivery of the
message, Lubber didn't want that. He made a hurried snatch for the envelope. Lubber's sincere
eagerness to protect the message impressed the Chinaman.

"Youwill promise" he said, "to show that message to no one ese. Nor will you mention the name of
Ying Koto any one. If so, | shdll seethat Ying Ko learnsof it."

Lubber agreed. The Chinaman asked him for his address. Lubber scrawled it on a piece of paper.
Blandly, the old man led him through the rear of the shop to adoor that opened on an aleyway. He
bowed Lubber out into the darkness.

As soon as Lubber had gone, the old Chinaman went to atelephone and called anumber. There was an
answer; the tea-shop owner gave hisname. To the listener, he stated:

"I have caled you, Doctor Tam, because you are afriend to Ying Ko - The Shadow. Tonight, | have
Seen amessage addressed to Ying Ko. It isheld by one who does not know that Ying KoisThe
Shadow. Thisishisaddress...”

The address given, the old Chinaman went out to the front of the shop and resumed his chair there. He
puffed his pipe as contentedly asif he had totally forgotten Lubber'svist. But behind the old Celetid's
placid gaze lay watchfulness. He was making sure that no spies appeared along the street. Seeing none,
the Chinaman was pleased.

That tea-shop proprietor was neither a supertitious Oriental who feared mention of the name Ying Ko,
nor did he belong to an evil brood of Mongols, who sought to thwart The Shadow. He was afriend of
Doctor Roy Tam, amodern Chinese, who stood for progress. Doctor Tam, so achosen few
understood, owed much of his successto The Shadow's aid.



UNFORTUNATELY, the quiet of the tea-shop street was mideading. There was areason why lurkers
did not come there. Lubber Kreef had unwisdly poked himsalf in the wrong direction; he was back ona
lighted street where pies persisted.

Though evil-eyed Mongols knew nothing of Lubber's stop at the tea shop, they had histrail again. They
knew that he was the bearer of amessageto Ying Ko. The rumor passed to other Chinese of a skulking

type.

Heading toward the water front, Lubber soon redlized that he was being watched. He was near the
outskirts of Chinatown; he saw abig truck hated at acorner. It was pointed in the direction that L ubber
wanted.

L ubber hopped aboard without ceremony, and introduced himself to the driver as afellow truckman.
"Thanksfor the lift, buddy," Lubber voiced, when they neared the front. "I'll drop off here."

L ubber picked acorner near agrogshop that was frequented chiefly by seamen. Hefigured that he
needed afew gtiff drinks, to forget those peering yellow faces that had watched him everywhere.

At abattered corner table in the booze-joint, Lubber was pouring himsdf athird glass when abig hand
thwacked his shoulders. Lubber winced; then grinned as he recognized the man who sat down beside
him.

The fellow was"Shiv" Faxon, aracketeer whose business frequently brought him to the docks.

A smooth customer, Shiv. Thin-faced, tight-lipped; with eyesthat stared like little beads. His hands were
quick, restless, asif they itched for action. They could giveit too. The racketeer was a peedy man with
the"shiv," the dang term for aknife. It was his ability with the dirk that had produced his nickname.

Shiv had learned his knife-work in Mexico. Since his sojourn in that country, herarely carried agun. But
he never lacked aknife. Shiv had a collection of thosetools; his hardware included bolos, machetes and
dilettos. He dways seemed to have the right dirk with him on the required occasion.

"H'lo, Shiv," greeted L ubber. "Wish you'd been with me up in Chinatown. Lot of chinks up there looked
like they wanted to jab me with atoad-sticker. Y ou could have scared 'em off me."

"Yeah?' Shiv was curious with his sharp tone. "What wasit about, L ubber?’
L ubber produced the envelope; flashed it so that Shiv could glimpse the Chinese characters.

"This come from achink that was run through tonight,” confided Lubber. "Those lettersain't laundry
marks. They're the name of the guy that's to get the message. Five grand for mewhen | deliver it. Only, a
lot of chinkswere leery when | showed it to them.”

Lubber had an ideathat five thousand dollars was smdl change to Shiv. He saw no harm in mentioning
the amount; in fact, he thought it would put him higher in Shiv's estimation. L ubber refrained, though, from
mentioning the name of Ying Ko. He shrugged his shoulders and pocketed the envelope, when Shiv
asked where the envelope was to be delivered.

"Theright guy will comefor it," assured Lubber.

AT anear-by table sat astooped man, whose face had ayellowish tinge, dthough he didn't look like a
Chinese. His eyes had noticed the large characters on the envel ope, when Lubber happened to turnitin
his direction. Finishing adrink, the stoopish man arose and sidled into a back room, toreach a



telephone.

Ten minuteslater, Lubber said good night to Shiv and |eft the grogshop. From the moment that he
reached the street, he was followed.

No ordinary trailers, these. They were the pick of Chinatown's stalkers. They shifted from doorway to
doorway; clung to the darkened fronts of piers. They were close behind Lubber when hetook aside
street and entered the house where he lodged.

There was a short passage beside the house; it ended in ablocking, ten-foot wall. Watching from thetiny
blind dley, two lurking Chinese saw the light of agasjet flicker from acorner window at the rear of the
third floor. They had marked L ubber's room. Sidling away, they babbled in low tone to other Chinese.

Three minutes | ater, there wasn't asingle yellow face in sght anywhere dong that block. The Chinese
trailers had returned to their usual haunts. Their part of the work was finished.

More minutes passed. Benesth the glow of adingy street lamp came an evasive sireak of darkness, that
flitted weirdly into view, then faded. It told of aliving shape, blended with the blackness of the house
fronts.

The Shadow had heard from Doctor Roy Tam. He had come to find the man who held a message for
him.

Gliding noisdesdy dong the front street, The Shadow made positive that there were no lurkers present.
He noted the house number; then moved into the blind dley. From there, he saw streaks of light from the
edges of Lubber'sthird story window, where the crook had drawn the shade.

Lubber was at home, ready to receive his mysterious visitor. Blackness moved toward the front door of
the house; The Shadow entered adim halway, where he faded from sight as he gpproached aflight of
dairs.

The Shadow had chosen the usud route to L ubber's room, on amission that seemed smple and direct.
Y et, when he crossed that threshold, The Shadow was moving into danger asinsidious as any that he had
ever encountered.

CHAPTER I1l. THE HATCHET MAN

ALL wasplacid in Lubber's room at the time when The Shadow had observed the light that fringed the
shaded window. But circumstances were due for a sudden shift there - one that came within the few
minutes that The Shadow required for histrip up from the street.

There were two windows in Lubber's room. The Shadow had observed the one that opened on the side
of the house. The other wasin the rear wall. Lubber had drawn the shades of both windows, but he had
not locked the sashes. They were battered and rickety, with no catches.

Moreover, Lubber saw no danger from the windows. The side one was three floors above the ground.
The rear window was above an eight-foot drop to a porch roof that was on aleve with the second
story.

The door was locked, with the key in it. Lubber was seated at a corner table, staring a the envel ope that
bore the mysterious name of Ying Ko. In addition to the table, the room had afew rickety chairsand a
battered bedstead. There was dso alarge, clumsy piece of furniture in the shape of abig wardrobe, that
stood against the wall by the rear window.



AsLubber figured it, that bulky wardrobe was useless. It took up what he termed "half the room™, and he
had no use for the big drawers with which the wardrobe was provided. Lubber kept al hisbelongingsin
asuitcase.

Itchily, Lubber fingered the envel ope. He remembered that the Chinese tea-shop merchant had wanted
to open it. Shiv Faxon would have liked to do the same. Lubber was fedling the same impulse; but the
thought of five thousand dollars restrained him. There wasn't going to be any squawk from Ying Ko,
whoever he might be, when he came to get the message.

Half aoud, Lubber expressed the speech that he expected to deliver for the benefit of some owl-faced
Chinaman.

"Fivegrand, Ying Ko," repeated L ubber, "and it's yours. Take agander; seefor yoursdlf that nobody's
looked into it. Don't ask mewho it'sfrom. All | know iswhat it'sworth. Takeit or leaveit!"

DURING hismumble, Lubber failed to hear a sound behind him. There was aflutter from the curtain of
the rear window. That shade wastoo old to give awarning crinkle. What Lubber should have heard was
the creak of therickety sash; but he didntt.

The curtain raised. From benesth it peeked awicked yellow visage, with an ugliness that outmatched any
face that Lubber had seen in Chinatown tonight. Long, spidery arms reached for the floor; clawish hands
spread flat, while atwisty body and scrawny legs sdled over the sill.

The grotesque creature that crouched on the floor by the window could scarcely be classed as human.
Hisface showed him to be a Chinaman; but his dwarfish, hunchy body looked like the figure of an
undersize orangutan. Hislimbswere dso apelike.

Theugly visitor had scaled the wall for ameseting with Lubber Kreef. He was clad in darkish, baggy
garments, with abig belt around his spidery waist. From that belt, the distorted man drew the most
terrible of Chinese weapons. an odd-shaped hatchet. That instrument, so often used in tong

assass nations, was the wegpon that the crawly vigitor intended to use upon Lubber Kreef.

The hatchet man unlimbered. Edging forward, he hated suddenly and stretched against the wall near the
window. Lubber had thrust the envelope deep into a pocket. He wasrising from the table. Dotty eyes
watched him. If Lubber turned toward the rear window, the hatchet man would spring. If not, hewould
wait.

Lubber unwittingly did just what the nwanted. He stretched himself; then decided to sit down
again. He opened the table drawer, brought out agrimy pack of playing cards. He began to shuffle the
pasteboards for agame of solitaire, while he waited for Ying Ko. Lubber never dedlt asingle card. The
riffle of the pack wasloud enough, close enough, to prevent Lubber from hearing the hatchet man's
approach. With long, creepy stride, the killer came forward; drew back athin arm and made a straight
legp. His hatchet descended with terrific impetus, squarely upon Lubber's skull.

The blow cleaved bone and brain. Lubber's shoulders seemed to telescope, then flounder sdeways. He
flattened, face-upward, on thefloor, his head in apool of blood.

THE killer thrust his hatchet benesth his belt. Crouching above Lubber's body, he dipped his clawish
fingersinto the dead man's pockets. He was probing for the envelope; but al the while, hisdotlike eyes
werefixed e sawhere. They were watching the door, the one place from which the hatchet man thought
trouble might come.

The hatchet man's fingers had not reached the envelope, when his eyes saw something. Thekey inthe



lock wasturning in so dow afashion that its motion was barely perceptible. It stopped at intervalss, then
moved again. Some onein the halway had pushed clippers through the outside keyhole, to clamp the key
itsdf.

Lubber, had helived, would certainly have failed to detect that motion, which announced the secret
arriva of The Shadow. It took the keen eyes of the hatchet man to py it.

The spidery assassin grimaced; took in his breath with alow, sucking hiss. He shot a quick gaze about
the room, saw the big wardrobe. The hatchet man leered.

Risng from the body of hisvictim, the killer used his clawlike handsto draw open the middle drawer of
the wardrobe. It wasloose; it came open with only the dightest scrape. The drawer was empty; the size
of alarge suitcase, it wasjust what the hatchet man wanted.

He swung hisbody over thefront of the drawer; doubled himself like a contortionist until hefitted insde.
Hisfingers gripped a brace above the drawer; with amotion of hisarms, the hatchet man did the drawer
shut, with himsdlf ingdeit.

The ruse was a perfect one. The average person, finding L ubber's body, would suppose that aman of
brawn had delivered the fatal hatchet stroke. The wardrobe drawer was scarcely large enough to contain
amidget. The peculiar, scrawny build of the hatchet man served him as ably in finding cover, asit had in
scaling the wall from the porch roof below.

Through abig keyholein the drawer an evil eye watched the door key completeitsturn.

The door edged inward. The watching eye saw The Shadow peer into the room. Then the eye was gone,
so that even its glisten could not betray the hatchet man. In place of his eye, the vicious murderer had
planted his ear to the keyhole. That ear blocked the light, and could not be seen. But it enabled its crafty
owner to gauge, by sound, every move that The Shadow made.

Seeing L ubber's body, The Shadow paused to study the room. Hisfist gripped a heavy automatic. He
was ready for any sudden attack. He saw no space where anormal killer could be hidden. The room
was closetless; the gadight showed vacancy benegath the bed.

There was arustle from the rear window. The Shadow went there, lifted the shade that adight breeze
had moved. He found the sash raised. Looking below, he saw the roof above the back porch; beyondit,
the darkness of a cement courtyard between this house and the row on the next street.

The Shadow had heard adight, scrapy noise while he was working on the door lock. The opened
window seemed to account for it. A departing murderer, squeezing through, could have caused the noise
before he dropped to the porch. That conclusion fitted so well, that The Shadow ignored the big
wardrobe cabinet as apossible hiding place for the lurking n.

WITH dall evidence pointing to the killer's departure, The Shadow approached L ubber's body. He
recognized that the murder was the work of a Chinese hatchet man. It was obvious that L ubber must
have talked to too many peoplein Chinatown.

Though he no longer expected to find the mysterious envelope on L ubber's person, The Shadow hoped
that other articles might produce aclue.

The Shadow began a search through the dead man's pockets.

Within aquarter minute, he made asignificant find. Pgpersin an inside pocket bore the name of Lubber
Kreef; they certified that he had belonged to the crew of the trawler Tantalus.



The Shadow traced back the connection. The message that L ubber carried must have come from one of
the smuggled Chinese aboard the trawler.

The Shadow had |eft the door of the room unlocked, and dightly open. On that account, he was doing as
the hatchet man had done. He was watching the door while he searched Lubber's body. His back to the
wardrobe, The Shadow could not see the change that took place there.

The eye was again at the keyhole of the drawer.

Theevil killer saw gloved fingers probing Lubber's pockets. The Shadow's hand was coming to the coat
pocket that held the vital envelope. Sowly, the wardrobe drawer inched outward.

The hatchet man's present move was noisaless. Hisweight provided pressure that kept the drawer from
creaking, as his hands worked it outward. When the drawer had moved a scant foot forward, its
occupant changed histactics.

Squeezing histhin body upward, the hatchet man raised head and shoulders from the drawer. Hisright
claw gripped the ready hatchet. Up came the weapon from the killer's belt.

The Shadow's back was scarcely four feet from the wardrobe. Stooped, the cloaked searcher's form
blotted the rays from the gasjet, to obscure Lubber's body. The Shadow was just within the range that
the hatchet man required.

As he had watched L ubber, so did the hovering killer eye The Shadow. Stretched from the opened
drawer, his hand was raised high. He was waiting for the moment best suited for his stroke.

That time would come when The Shadow drew the envelope from L ubber's pocket. Once The Shadow
saw the message that bore the name Ying Ko, his attention would be concentrated. The hatchet man
leered with relish for the climax would follow.

Death, to Ying Ko, The Shadow!

The killer would see The Shadow's gloved hand, for his higher position enabled him to peer acrossthe
cloaked shoulder. Gloved fingers plucked something from Lubber's pocket. They drew the corner of the
envelopeinto view. The claw that held the looming hatchet tightened for its downward sweep.

The Shadow had reached the verge of death. His own action would become the signd that would bring
thefata dash!

CHAPTER IV. THE MISSING MESSAGE

THE crinkle of the envelope, the sght of its projecting corner told The Shadow that he had found
something that he did not expect. Both touch and sight proved that the envel ope's substance was of
Chinesetexture.

The Shadow knew, without drawing the envelope farther, that it must be the one that bore the name Ying
Ko.

That fact told more. Much more.

A hatchet man had dain Lubber Kreef for asingle purpose: to gain the message that the truck driver
carried. Since the envelope was till in Lubber's pocket, the killer could not have gone.

No chopping killer would be scared away, with hisrea work undone. Hatchet men were lurkers, who



saw their jobs through. The Shadow divined ingtantly that L ubber's murderer must still bein thisroom.

Two thoughts flashed s multaneoudy. One concerned the hiding place - the only spot where the killer
could still be. That wasin the big wardrobe just behind The Shadow's back.

The Shadow's other consideration was the envelope. It was the cue that the murderer awaited for his
next move. The hatchet man was using it as bait for The Shadow.

These instantaneous conclusions came from The Shadow's knowledge of Chinese nsand the
methods they employed. He knew that it would be fatal to draw that envel ope farther. Onceitsinscribed
characters appeared in the light, The Shadow would be doomed.

Death would be hislot, dso, if helingered; or tried to spring away. Hatchet men could lash with the
whipping speed of acobra. There was only one way to meet the chopper's strategy. That wasto restrain
him by offering even better opportunity. Aslong as the hatchet man saw a chance to improve his stroke,
hewould wait.

With such tactics, The Shadow must avoid any suspicious move; he needed also to put himself ina
position from which he could ddiver a counteracting thrust. The Shadow saw the proper measure. He
began abold, ddliberate maneuver.

Shifting dightly, helet his hand come from the envelope, to probe to another pocket, asif he had seen
something of more consegquence than the envelope. That move did not arouse the hatchet man's
suspicion, for he knew that The Shadow had not yet seen the characters upon the envelope.

Moreover, The Shadow's change of position seemed advantageous to the killer. Cloaked shoulders were
backing closer to the wardrobe drawer. The head beneath the douch hat had lifted. Instead of a chop for
The Shadow's spine, the spidery Chinaman would soon have chance for askull stroke.

There was something, however, that the killer did not spy; he was too engrossed in watching The
Shadow.

THE shift of the cloaked figure had brought The Shadow from the path of the gadight. No longer wasthe
floor blotted beside L ubber's body.

There, silhouetted upon the pool of blood, The Shadow saw the outline of the hatchet man's big head and
long, raised hand. Blocky blackness registered the shape of the hatchet. As effectively aswith amirror,
The Shadow could spot the coming move.

Sowly, backward and upward, The Shadow brought his head and shoulders closer to the dayer. His
face was toward L ubber's body, but his eyes, hawk-like, were watching telltale blackness. The
Shadow's own silhouette was creeping toward the killer's outlined profile. The hawkish visage would
soon eclipse the shading of the hatchet.

Before that came, The Shadow halted. He gave a sdeward sway, then aforward feint, asthough he
intended to stoop again. Thekiller above him saw opportunity. The hand drove its hatchet.

Timed to thefirst waver of the floor blot, The Shadow threw himsdf straight backward. His straightening
body thwacked the open drawer. His arms sped upward in piston fashion.

Down, over The Shadow's shoulder, came the dashing hand-ax. The hatchet man had overswept his
mark. Had The Shadow swerved from his purpose and tried to stop the incoming lunge, he would have
been too late.



Instead, The Shadow had gripped straight to another objective: the stretching body above him. His hands
clutched the scrawny Chinaman beneath the arms; gloved fists flung forward, as the hatchet circled for
The Shadow s heart. The Shadow's speed won.

Lurched from the drawer, the killer was whipped through the air, his driving weapon halted short of The
Shadow's chest. Coming to hisfeet, The Shadow had jerked the lurking murderer completely from his
hiding place.

Whirled in aheadlong somersault, the hatchet man flew clear across Lubber's body and rolled hafway to
the door. For thefirgt time, The Shadow actudly sighted his grotesque adversary; and in the next few
seconds, he witnessed one of the most amazing recoveriesthat he had ever encountered.

THE hatchet man seemed to turn himsdf insde out as he struck thefloor. By anincredible twigt, he
changed hislanding into a spring, straight back toward The Shadow.

Half across the flattened shape of Lubber, The Shadow had not regained his balance from the hurling
swing by which he had catapulted the hatchet man. Unable to reach for an automatic, he could only
manage to lunge in under the wild swing of the killer's hatchet. The Chinaman had held hisweapon
despite the tumble.

The drive of the spidery Chinaman threw The Shadow back to balance. Gripping the killer's body with
one arm, The Shadow shoved a cloaked fist for the hand that had the hatchet. He reached asfar asthe
killer'sforearm and gained the hold he wanted. For the next two minutes, the struggle was dl to The
Shadow's advantage.

Hard though the hatchet man lashed, he could not escape the python grip that The Shadow applied. Like
deadly coils, The Shadow's arms tightened, drawing the squirming killer into astronger embrace. The
yellow face came before The Shadow's eyes. Dotted eyes were enlarged, bulging from their
amond-shaped sockets. Nevertheless, the apish man was till tricky with histwists, any squirm might
luckily freehim.

The Shadow chose a sure, quick way to settle this enemy.

The grapple had brought them beside the rear window. Bracing one foot againgt the heavy wardrobe,
The Shadow shifted hishold. He gave aterrific, outward lunge, smashing right through the window
shade.

Long, twisted legs were hooked about The Shadow's body; he expected them to loosen from the force
of that fling. The hatchet man was scheduled for alone dive to the porch roof below the window.

Instead, the killer jerked his hand sdeways, despite The Shadow's grip. Asthe gloved fist loosened, to
givethe yellow arm speed through the window, the Chinaman hooked his hatchet to the window frame.
The Shadow twisted about, half acrossthe sill. He saw the hatchet chopping toward him. There was only
oneway to avoid it. The Shadow did aback dive through the window.

He carried the hatchet man with him. They were spinning asthey struck the porch roof, and they divided
the shock between them. Then they were rolling down the dant - the Chinaman trying madly to make
another chop, The Shadow foiling him with new grabs toward the hatchet.

The strugglers reached the roof edge. They locked upon the brink; hovered momentarily in the darkness.
Each made alast, desperate grapple; they took the plunge, tightly locked.

That ingtant on the roof edge marked the redl finish of The Shadow's struggle with the hatchet man. In the



find display of Strategy, The Shadow out-guessed his foeman.

What the killer sought - and managed to get - was ahigh, free-arm position from which he could drive a
sure hatchet stroke when they landed in the courtyard. What The Shadow acquired was a momentary
foothold that would retard his body dightly, asthe plunge began.

Headlong the two figures drove to the cement, the hatchet man first. The Shadow had transformed the
fdl into adive; there wasn't timefor the grapplersto flatten, before they hit. They werediving a an angle
when they struck; and the Chinaman's oversize skull took the impact.

His body acted like a shock-absorber. Coiling beneath The Shadow's weight, the killer crumpled from
the fists that gripped him. Shoulder-firgt, The Shadow thumped the paving. His douch hat squashed as his
head took a side blow.

The cloaked fighter rolled over and lay motionless besi de the doubled form of his spidery opponent.

WINDOWS opened. Roomers on the second floor stared into the darkness. They had heard the thump
on theroof; they looked for Signs of the scufflers. Hearing nothing more, they forgot their curiosity. Some
looked upward; but they could not see the tattered remnants of the window shade that hung in Lubber's
window.

Minutes lapsed. The Shadow stirred. Slowly, he cameto hisfeet and sagged against thewall. His head
began to clear as he rested in the darkness. He found histiny flashlight; flicked it on the mass of bone and
flesh that lay near him.

The hatchet man was dead. His skull was bashed; the twist of his head showed that his neck was broken
a 0. The Shadow searched the killer's clothing and found an important object.

It was along, spikish tooth, that the hatchet man carried in apocket of hisblouse. Aninchin diameter at
the basg, it tapered three inches to a sharp point. The tooth was too fantastic to be redl; inspection
showed The Shadow that it was made of some composition material.

The Shadow's low-toned laugh was sibilant in the darkness.

He knew what this token represented. It was supposedly a dragon's tooth, symbol of the Jeho Fan, once
apowerful organizationin China

Bound by secret vows, members of the Jeho Fan called themsalves Teeth of the Dragon. The leaders of
the order used it to their own advantage. The rank and file were superdtitious Mongols who actualy
believed that the tokens they carried were teeth of some ancient dragon. Long defunct, the Jeho Fan had
recently been revived in China; and The Shadow had learned that it had aso become activein San
Francisco. Doctor Tam had reported rumors concerning the Jeho Fan; but hadn't been ableto acquire
one of the tooth-tokens that its members carried.

The Shadow had gained a dragon'stooth himself, asfitting trophy of the battle he had waged against the
hatchet man who served asan n for the Jeho Fan. The Shadow kept the token. It could prove
useful later.

No longer groggy, The Shadow tried to calculate how long he had lain senseless. The preciseinterval
was difficult to estimate. The Shadow decided that it did not meatter.

When he passed between houses on the rear row and came to the front street, he detected no sign of
lurkers. It seemed definite that other members of the Jeho Fan had not yet learned of their hatchet man's
falure



Moreover, The Shadow doubted that they would send acrew of their shock troopsto thisvicinity. The
minions of the Jeho Fan belonged in Chinatown; if they ventured far from the limits of that quarter, they
would not stay long. Their strength depended upon secrecy. They needed to remain where they could
|ose themselves among other Chinese.

KNOWING that limitation of the Jeho Fan, The Shadow took the old route that he had used to reach
L ubber's room, confident that he would encounter no more opposition when he found the envel ope.

The room was exactly as The Shadow had |ft it. The half-opened wardrobe drawer, the ripped window
shade were the only testimonies to the battle that had been waged.

Neither signified avisit by The Shadow. The opened drawer appeared purdly accidentd ; the torn shade
indicated only that Lubber's murderer had made a hurried exit. The body waslying asit had been when
The Shadow had first viewed it.

Stooping to Lubber's pocket, The Shadow felt for the envelopes. His fingers found nothing. Though no
new lurker was within the room, the message addressed to Ying Ko was gone!

Aloneintheroom of death, The Shadow uttered asinister, whispered laugh. The loss of that message
might hinder hisplans; but it did not mean defest. Instead, it gave The Shadow new urgeto follow the
dangeroustrall of intrigue that he had begun tonight.

Curioudy, the theft of the Chinese message was destined to bring The Shadow an advantage which even
he could not foresee!

CHAPTER V. THE SHADOW VISITS

THE capture of the trawler Tantalus made big newsin the morning dailies; but the evening newspapers
gpread new sensation through San Francisco, when they told of later finds. Lubber's body was
discovered after daybreak; the dead hatchet man was found in the lower courtyard.

Theories were as hazy asthetypica San Francisco fog. It was either a spite murder, because the
Tantalus had failed to ddliver itsfull cargo; or Lubber had been chopped down because he might have
known the name of certain Chinese connected with the smuggling ring.

Whatever the case, Lubber was dead; and the hatchet man - according to the newspapers - had lost his
hold coming down from the window; hence his plunge to the cement. That statement amused The
Shadow, when he read it. The hatchet man had certainly lost his hold, but it had taken plenty of
persuasion to make him do so.

Latein the afternoon, The Shadow entered the twentieth-floor offices of alarge marine-insurance
company. Attired in street clothes, he tendered a card that bore the name "Lamont Cranston.” When he
asked to see Mr. Richard Vayne, he was conducted to a reception room.

A girl was seated in the reception room; her desk bore the name-plate: "MISS RELDON." Shewas
Vayne's secretary; and she acted as receptionist. It would have been difficult to picture any young
woman better suited to the double job.

Miss Reldon had adigtinct charm of feature and expression; her smile was the sort that would place any
vigtor at ease. With that graciousness, she aso possessed a brisk business manner that contrasted with
her socid air.

That marked her as unusual. Her gppearance, too, provided contrast. The girl had the light complexion of



ablonde; but her large, clear eyes were definitely brown. Her thin eyebrows werelight in color; the fluff
of her hair made it seem light-brown againgt the sunlight. The Shadow noted, though, that it was darker
when viewed from another angle.

The girl sensed the piercing effect of Cranston's eyes. In her turn, she studied the visitor, while she
pressed a switch to connect her telephone with Vayne's.

Despite acam expression, aleisurely manner, Cranston impressed the girl asamost remarkable visitor.
Hisimmobile face was masklike. His hawkish features suited his keen eyes. Strange eyes, that subdued
when others met them. Y et, with aquick, intuitive glance - the sort that Miss Reldon could give - it was
possible to detect a sparkle in Cranston's gaze.

RICHARD VAY NE was standing behind his desk when the girl ushered Cranston into a sumptuous
inner office. Tdl, with thin gray hair and birdlike eyes, VVayne had the square chin and firm hand-clasp of
aman who liked action.

He bowed Crangton to a chair; then noted that Miss Reldon had gone to afiling cabinet in the corner.
Impatiently, Vayne asked:

"What do you wish, Myra?'

"The Trangpacific policies” replied the girl. " The messenger will be herefor them.”
"Ah, yes. | had forgotten. Very wel, Myra. Y ou will not disturb us."

Turning to Crangton, Vayne smiled as he remarked:

"Thisisour first meeting, Mr. Cranston, athough we have held some correspondence. | knew that you
would bein San Francisco today. | am gresatly pleased that you dropped in to see me.

"l cameto express my thanks," Cranston'stonewas even. "Y ou did mearea favor, arranging my
passage aboard the China Clipper.”

"Y ou leave for Chinatomorrow," nodded Vayne. "I wish you addightful flight. When you return, | shdl
be pleased if | can be of any other service. Perhaps' - Vayne's samile broadened - "there is something that
| can do for you today."

"Thereis," was Cranston's cam announcement. "I am here to request that you cancel my passage on the
China Clipper."

Vayne sat back in hischair. Hetried to smile, asthough he thought the request ajest. Noting at last that
Cranston was serious, Vayne clasped his hands and |ooked puzzled.

"I can cancd it," he assured, "quite readily, Mr. Crangton. But, redly, | - well, | just don't understand.”
"Perhaps," observed Cranston, "you have learned the reason why | intended to go to China?”
Vayne nodded.

"Itisquite obvious" he admitted. "The Chinese government wants to raise one hundred million dollars,
immediately. Ten million, to pay the ransom of General Cho Tsing, who was kidnapped and carried to
theinterior of China. Therest, to provide anationa defense, which the abductors demand as part of the
dedl.

"The Chinese government prefersto float the loan through private individuas. Large interest payments



will be met, with the best of security. Y ou, Mr. Cranston” - Vayne's smile was wise - "are not the only
American millionaire who is China-bound, to be on the ground floor. But wait" - Vayne's smile ended -
"you say that you are not going to China."

FOR amoment, the glow of The Shadow's eyeswas visible. Their burn seemed to bring light to the
restrained features of Cranston. The words that came from Cranston's straight lips offset that flash; for
they werein the usua deliberate tone that The Shadow used with thisrole.

"Thereisno need for atrip to Ching" emphasized the visitor. "The ransom of Cho Tsing will prove
unnecessary. Therefore, no loan will be required!”

Vayne'sface looked doubtful. He shook his head as though he had heard other opinions regarding
Chinese affairs, and believed them unrdiable. Cranston's gaze remained steady, adding emphasisto the
words. Vayne was impressed despite himself.

"Y ou seem convinced, Mr. Crangton,” he declared. "Very well. | shdl arrangeto cancel your reservation.
Do you havetheticket?'

Crangton produced it. VVayne spoke to Myra Reldon. The girl came from thefiling cabinet. She took the
ticket mechanicdly; her eyeswere fixed upon Cranston.

Some hidden thought was passing through the girl's mind. She, too, had heard the emphasis of Cranston's
satement. She was unableto fully hide her interest. But by the time that Cranston's eyes met hers, Myra
had regained her usual expression.

Asthe girl went out into the other office, Vayne leaned across the desk.

"Mr. Crangton,” he said, dowly, "I shal not ask the source of your information. Insteed, | give you this
warning. Do not mention your opinion to any other person. | trust that you have not spoken to any one,
previousto thismeeting."

"Only toafew."
"Even one may betoo many,” warned Vayne, "if it should be the wrong one. Look; did you read this?"

Vayne picked up the morning newspaper. He tapped the paragraphs that referred to the capture of the
Tantaus. Cranston nodded; then commented:

"The smuggling of Chineseisacommon occurrence. It can have nothing to do with political disturbances
inChina"

Vayne shook his head.

"Those poor fellows came from China," he reminded. "Ignorant coolies, staking their life earningsto reach
America Some onein Chinasold them theidea. Moreover, that is but one aspect of the case. Huge
quantities of opium have been reaching Cdifornia. Matters today are more critica than they have beenin
years!"

FROM his desk, Vayne procured a batch of credentids, that he passed acrossto Cranston. They
announced that Richard VVayne was invested with the authority of the United States government, to
conduct specid inquiriesinto shipping affairs.

"For months," explained Vayne, "I have been working on these cases. Thisis confidentia, Mr. Cranston;
grictly confidentid. | have investigated dozens of boats like the Tantalus, and have found them clear of



suspicion.
"Then, likethat!" - Vayne snapped hisfingers- "aship in good repute proves to be a bad one. Whatever
| do or plan, the word gets there ahead of me. We have searched for leaks, but have found none."

Vayne arose from his desk. He conducted Cranston to the window. Below, to the north, he pointed out
the sprawling buildings of Chinatown, dwarfed againgt the background of Telegraph Hill. Tothe east, he
indicated the long stretch of the massive bridge that led across the bay to Oakland.

"I live over there," stated Vayne, "dthough | spend some nights at an apartment herein San Francisco. |
never go near Chinatown. Nevertheless' - he drilled hiswordswith wags of hisforefinger - "the Chinese
arewatching mel

"They will spy upon you also, Mr. Crangton, if they suspect that you have pried into their affairs. Thereis
afine, invisbleling" - Vayne drew hisfinger up and down - "and to cross it means disaster. Remember
that, Mr. Cranston.”

"Meanwhile" - Vayne extended his hand for aparting shake - "you must not visit hereagain. You are
another man who apparently knows too much. Since we belong to the same clan, it would be unwise for
usto be seen together.”

VAY NE ushered Cranston to the outer office. Myra Reldon was busy at her desk; she looked up to see
thetdl visitor waking toward the outer door, alone.

"Mr. Crangton!" cdlled the girl. Then, as Crangton turned: ™Y ou will pardon me - but | should redly like
youto tel me at what time you are dining with Mr. Vayne; and where. He has ahabit of forgetting the
hour and the place, when he makes such engagements.”

Crangon'slips smiled dightly, as he spoke: "1 am not dining with Mr. Vayne."
Myralooked puzzled.

"But he has no other engagement.” The girl referred to an appointment book; then laughed: "1 understand.
Y ou were the one who had adinner date. Y ou had to refuse Mr. Vayne'sinvitation.”

"I have no engagement,” remarked Cranston. "Nor did Mr. Vayne extend an invitation.”

Myras business manner ended. Her tone became a charming one; her words as subtle asthey were
honeyed. Withit, the girl feigned anxiety; dmost distress.

"Mr. Vayneissoforgetful," she expressed. "Redlly, | know that he intended to dine with you. | should
remind him; but he is so sengitive about such matters. On the contrary, he would never forgive himsdlf, if
he redlized that no one entertained you during your stay in San Francisco. If | could only tell him -"

"That | did have an engagement this evening?' supplied Cranston.
"Yes" returned Myra. "But | would have to be honest about it. Whom do you know in San Francisco?!
"No one, except Mr. Vayne -"

"And, of course, myself." Myrasmiled winningly. "Don't forget, Mr. Cranston, that you met me before
you met Mr. Vayne."

Crangton's smile matched Myras. They laughed together. The next suggestion was Cranston's.



"If | knew theright placeto dine," he remarked. " Somewhere more secluded than a stodgy hotdl -"

"Thereisone," inserted Myra. "The Y angtse Restaurant. A Chinese place, but not in Chinatown. One
might define it as on the outskirts. Look, Mr. Crangton...”

Thegirl drew adiagram on a sheet of paper. Sheindicated the intersection of two Streets; the building
that housed the Chinese restaurant. She marked a side entrance; astaircase.

"You go up these" explained Myra. "Then to theleft. Y ou find arow of private dining rooms, al
decorated differently. The fourth room on the left, Room D, isthe nicest. And real Chinesefood. Since
you aren't going to China, you should at least dine at the Y angtse.”

Crangton was noting the diagram as he asked:

"At what time shdl | meet you there, Miss Reldon?”

"But - but -" Myras sammer was aclever pretense. "Redly, Mr. Crangton, | didn't mean -"

"Y ou can mention that | dined with afriend.”

"Of course. No, no! | mean -"

Myras eyes met Crangton's. Their gaze held. With adow, beautiful smile, the girl spoke softly:
"Haf past eight."

MY RA'S smile vanished as soon as Cranston passed through the outer door. Her lipstightened; her
whole expression was completely changed. Quickly, the girl approached the door to theinner office.

She listened intently, to make sure that VVayne had not overheard her conversation with Cranston. Her
face showed amuch less pleasant smile than the one that The Shadow had last seen.

Whether or not that smile betokened it, the future was established. When The Shadow kept his
engagement with Myra Reldon, he would step into danger far greater than last night's menace.

CHAPTER VI. CROOKS CONFER

THE matter of the stolen message to Ying Ko was unknown to the newspapers, and The Shadow had
not discussed it with Richard Vayne. That subject was alive one, however, e sewhere in San Francisco.

Two men were seated in a garish apartment. One was Shiv Faxon, the water-front racketeer. Shiv's
companion, who lived at this apartment, was another expert in the racket line. Hewas"Brig" Lenbold, an
opportunist who gave "protection” to abatch of second-rate night clubsthat didiked trouble of the sort
that Brig could produce.

"So you found thison Lubber." Brig spoke gruffly, as he toyed with the Ying Ko envelope. "And he said
it wasworth five grand. Well, well ook intoit."

"I must have got there pretty soon after the hatchet man croaked Lubber,” informed Shiv, with a squint of
his beady eyes. "l didn't sick therelong.”

"Don't blameyou."

Brig's growl was a contrast to Shiv's sharp tone. Their appearance, too, was different. Shiv was dender
and wiry; histight lipsand quick eyes gave the impression that he was guarding himsdlf whenever he



spoke.

Brig was husky; broad-shouldered and big-fisted. He talked bluffly; when he said too much, his eyes
glared from the round sockets of hisflattish face, asif warning lisenersto forget what they had heard.

Shiv knew Brig'stendency. The tight-lipped fellow rapped areminder.
"Lubber got into ajam, showing that envelope to too many chinks. We don't want to do the same, Brig."

"Don't get jittery," rumbled Brig. "Therés only one bird that's going to seeit. Helll read it for us. Or else!
He's due here any minute." Brig looked through the window, to note the gathering dusk. "And he's
coming here, thinking it's about something different.”

"Whoishe?'
"Dow Yoang. A Chineethat wantsto open anew hop-joint. Hethinks| canfix it for him."

It was not long before Dow Y oang arrived. He looked like the keeper of an opium den. The Chinaman
was rat-faced, with danting forehead. He studied Shiv suspicioudy; then decided that Brig's companion
was of the proper ilk.

In an ugly, croaking tone, Dow Y oang began to hint about the hop-joint. Brig interrupted.
"Something ese, first," he rasped. "Take asquint at this envelope, Dow Y cang. Who'sit for?”

Therewas agrimace of Dow Y oang's tawny features. The Chinaman looked fearful, hunted, as though
suspecting atrap. A stare from Brig to Shiv reassured him. In company of such notorious crooks, the
hop-den owner could speak.

"Itisfor Ying Ko."

Brig rubbed his chin. He knew plenty of Chinese big-shots by name, but he had never heard of Ying Ko.
Nor had Shiv. Dow Y oang explained.

"Toyou Americans,”" croaked the Chinaman, "Ying Ko is known as The Shadow!"

THAT was abombshell. Brig reached for the envelope; but Shiv snatched it first, asif reminding that it
was his present property. Ripping open the envelope, Shiv unfolded arice-paper note. It waswritten in
Chinese. Shiv handed it to Brig. "Read it for us," growled Brig, giving the noteto Dow Y oang. "Give us
the low-down."

The Chinaman hesitated, as his eyes scanned the characters. His delay was amistake. Brig thrust hisbig
face close to the Chinaman's.

"No sdling, Dow Yoang!" Brig'stone meant business. "If you try any phony stuff, well put the heat on
you! What's more" - the next threat was potent - "I know a couple of Chinese guyswho don't like you,
Dow Y oang. I'll get one of them up hereto read that | etter, after you get through. If the two of you don't
check -"

"I will read it," babbled Dow Y oang. "It iswise that only one should know. But you must speak to no
onel"

"O.K.," agreed Brig. "It stays between me and Shiv."

Carefully, Dow Y oang ran along-nailed forefinger from character to character, trandating the letter in



explanatory fashion.

"Itisto Ying Ko, The Shadow," declared the Chinaman. "It saysthat the man who writesit is helpless.
Heished by enemieswho cdll themsdves' - Dow Y oang twisted hislips, then caught aglare from Brig -
"who call themsalvesthe Jeho Fan. Hewants Ying Ko to aid him.”

Dow Y oang started to fold the | etter, with the placid statement:
"Thetisdl."

Brig's big hand clamped the Chinaaman'swrigt. It was Brig who pointed to charactersthat looked like a
ggnature.

"What do those mean?' he demanded. "Aren't they the name of the guy that wrote the letter?"

Dow Y oang stared as though he had not previoudy noticed the signature. With areluctant nod, he
admitted:

"Yes. ThenameisCho Taing."

Dow Y oang might have dipped that past Brig Lenbold. The husky racketeer was trying to connect Cho
Tsing with Chinatown. Shiv Faxon's quick thoughts went farther than San Francisco. Shiv became
excited.

"Cho Taing!" he exclaimed. "He'sthat chink genera that was snatched! A bunch of banditstook himto
some mountains, off in China. They want twenty million bucksto let him go."

"Twenty million, Mex," corrected Brig. "That'sten million in our money.”
"Plenty of dough elther way."
"Only, what does it mean to us?"

Shiv'stight lips spread. His beady eyes became very wise. Dow Y oang shifted nervoudy. He knew the
guesstha wasin Shiv'smind.

"Thet letter," Shiv told Brig, "was given to aguy on the Tantalus. It meansthat Cho Tsingisn'tin China. It
tellswhy old Cap Mahearn was crazy enough to ditch histrawler. There was one chink that he had to
put ashore. That was Cho Tsaing!"

BRIG thwacked hishig left pdm with hishugeright fist.

"That tellsit!" he boomed. "The guysthat snatched Cho Tsing couldn't swing the ded in China. That's
why they smuggled him over here. What a set-up! They can't be grabbed for staging a snatch that wasn't
donein this country!

"They've paid Mahearn plenty to take the ragp, on asmuggling charge. He's kegping mum, so he won't
get himsdf inworse. The guysthat are holding Cho Tsing can claim they thought he was just another
Chinaman, if it comesto a pinch. Say, Dow Yoang" - Brig swung suddenly - "what was the name of that
outfit?'

Dow Y oang hesitated; then replied:
"The Jeho Fan."



"Never heard of 'em,” rapped Brig. "Spill what you know."

Dow Y oang became evasive. No one knew much about the Jeho Fan. The order was supposed to exist
in Chinaonly. If memberswere in San Francisco, they must have come here recently, without any one's
knowledge.

Brig didn't like the Chinaman's obvious all.
"Tak fast, Dow Y oang!"
The grated tone meant business. Dow Y cang weakened.

"Itispossible” he admitted, "yes, very possible, that the Jeho Fanisactivein San Francisco. The
members call themsalvesthe Teeth of the Dragon.”

"Yeah?' Brig wasinterested. "And who's the big-shot?'
"No one knows." Dow Y oang was earnest. "Heisthe Tao Fan. Tao means|eader.”
"And where would the Tao Fan be keeping Cho Tsing?'

That question hit home. It was plain, from hiswince, that Dow Y oang knew the answer. The grimace
ended: inits place, acunning gleam lighted the eyes of Dow Y oang.

"Thereisone man,” declared Dow Y oang, "who isneutra in al Chinese affairs. HeisLi Sheng, the
merchant. The hospitality of Li Sheng is unbounded. His home would be the proper place to receive so
honored a guest asthe General Cho Tang."

The racketeers had heard of Li Sheng. The merchant's residence was situated within ahaf block of solid,
squatty housesin Chinatown. It was an oasis of elegance, secluded amid the ugliest of dums. There was
an arched passage, with big gates at itsinner end, that afforded the only entrance to the home of Li
Sheng.

"Soweve got to get to Li Sheng." grated Brig. "How do we manage that, Dow Y oang?’
Shiv guessed suddenly that the question was the very one that Dow Y oang wanted.

"Itisvery easy,” informed Dow Y oang. "All are welcome through the portas of Li Sheng. Go there, and
crave admittance. Y ou will be wdll received.”

"And after that?"' put in Shiv.
Dow Y oang shrugged.

"Perhaps you will learn much from your vist," he remarked. "Perhgps not. At least, you will makethe
acquaintance of Li Sheng. Thereisnothing to belogt.”

Brig started to say something. Shiv intervened.
"That makes sense" heinterjected. "L et's go there, Brig. We can't lose."

DOW Y OANG looked pleased. Shiv coolly drew acigarette from his pocket; as he waslighting it, he
spoke asingleword, asif addressng it to theair:

"Ixney."



Dow Y oang didn't understand hog latin. He missed the inference of that "nix" that Brig caught. What
came next was up to Brig. Shiv had hopes. They increased, as Brig began to talk very openly.

"We're going into the snatch racket ourselves," declared Brig. "Thisisanaturd; we can't passit up. Well
snatch Cho Tsing from Li Sheng and put him in bad with the Jeho Fan. That bunch can't squawk to the
Feds. Well send Li Sheng anote, calling for afifty-fifty split. Well get our divvy when they're ready to
collect from the Chinese government.”

Brig stepped to the door; he placed his hand on the knob, while he beckoned to Dow Y oang. Asthe
Chinaman approached, Brig promised:

"Five hundred grand for you, Dow Y oang. Half amillion bucks, American money! Just for reading that
letter, and keeping mum. Maybe therelll be more, if we can useyou.”

Brig was nodding as he spoke. The motion of his head was meant for Shiv. The wiry racketeer stepped
up behind Dow Y oang, laid hisleft hand on the Chinaman'sright shoulder. Dow Y oang turned, in the
direction that Shiv wanted.

Shiv'sright hand whipped upward from benesth his coat. Thelong, driving thrust came too quickly for
Dow Y oang to even see the glimmer from Shiv'sfist. A tapering, thin-bladed knife burrowed to the
Chinaman's heart.

Shiv was searching the victim's body before the last writhe ended. Just as Dow Y oang stiffened in death,
Shiv found the object that he wanted. He held it up for Brig'sinspection. It wasidentical with the whitish
spike that The Shadow had taken from the hatchet man.

"A dragon'stooth,” declared Shiv. "Like figured it, Dow Y oang was with the Jeho Fan."

"Sure," agreed Brig. "But they won't know he was up here. Well get rid of this' - he nudged toward the
body - "and then figure out how well handle Li Sheng.”

"Only wewon't go to see Li Sheng," added Shiv. "It'sabet that hisjoint is being cased by the Jeho Fan.
That'swhy Dow Y oang wanted to steer usthere.”

"I'm thinking of away to get to Li Sheng,” announced Brig. "There are guysthat can tel uswhat his place
islikeingde. That'sal well need to know."

Brig spoke with solid assurance. Shiv didn't ask the details. He reached down to pluck up the letter to
Ying Ko. Dow Y oang had dropped it; he had been handing it to Brig when Shiv'sinterruption came.

"Onething e sethisletter tdlsus, Brig," chuckled Shiv. "The Shadow isout of the picture. He don't even
know that Cho Tsingisin Frisco!™

SHIV FAXON would have been astonished, and Brig Lenbold likewise, had they guessed how much
The Shadow did know. Like these racketeers, The Shadow was concerned with the fate of General Cho
Tsing. These crooks would meet The Shadow later, unless circumstances intervened in their behalf.

At that, the odds favored the crooks. Unlike the racketeers, The Shadow was ready to begin his action
by amesting with massed members of the Jeho Fan.

That boded ill for The Shadow.
CHAPTER VII. HORDES OF THE FANS



AT hdlf past seven, MyraReldon wasin the living room of asmall gpartment, when akey turned in the
lock. Another girl entered; her face was pale, her eyestroubled. She was Helen Toriss, who shared the
gpartment with Myra.

"I'vejust come from dinner,” informed Helen, "and I'm sure that there are Chinese watching this housa!"

"Probably," answered Myra. "They spy on Mr. Vayne. | am his secretary, so it is naturd that they would
watch measo."

"But," Helen gasped, "what are we to do about it?"
"Nothing," replied Myra, "unlessthey try to enter. Then cal the police.”

Camly, Myraarose, with the remark that she must turn off the water in the bathtub. She added that she
had adate at half past eight.

"What about the Chinese?" expostulated Helen.

"They won't be close," assured Myra. "I'll go down the fire tower, like | have before. They won't see me.
Just the same, though -"

Myra paused; then requested:

"Please call the Y angtse Restaurant, Helen. Tdll them that if | am not there by haf past eight, | won't be
ableto comeat dl. Just in case any oneinquires.”

Myrawent through her bedroom, to the connecting bathroom. She locked the door that led into Helen's
room. When hefinished her bath, Myra donned an oversized Turkish bathrobe and stepped into apair of
dippers. Coming through the bedroom, she peered into the living room. Helen had forgotten the menace
of the Chinese and was reading amagazine,

Myra closed the bedroom door and locked it with care. She went to abed in the corner and grasped a
strap that hung from the end of the box spring. A large, secret drawer did into view.

That drawer wasfilled with garments quite different from Myras clothes, that lay upon achair. It dso
contained aflat make-up kit and alargejar of cold cream. The make-up box was all that Myrawanted,
for the present.

The girl carried the kit to adressing table. She did her arms from the deeves of the bathrobe. Lifting her
arms, she wrapped the robe tightly about her body, above the level of her elbows. Tying the deeves
together, Myra seated hersdlf in front of the dressing table.

THE mirror showed her light-hued face; her shapely shoulders and dender arms, smooth and white like
ivory. That reflection told that Myrawould have been extraordinarily attractive in an evening gown,
thanks to the beauity of her skin.

Y et the girl'sfirst move wasto obliterate that whiteness.

From the make-up kit, Myratook a sponge and a bottle of yellowish fluid. Unsparingly, she daubed the
thick liquid on her hands and wrists, swept the sponge up to her shoulders. Her face, her throat were
next; using ahand mirror, the girl dyed the back of her neck.

She tapered the color downward from her neck and shoulders, until the yellow lessened and blended
with the whiteness. Above the bathrobe, Myrasface, neck and arms all possessed an even yellow tone.



Still shewould have looked well in an evening gown, but her complexion belonged to a Chinese beautty .

Perfect though the dye was, cold cream would removeit swiftly. Later, Myracould regain her whiteness
as swiftly as she had assumed that yellow surface.

Next camethefacid make-up.

Myraremoved fluffs of false hair. Her real hair was darker brown. It seemed almost black when Myra
combed it straight and pressed it thickly. From above her forehead, she combed short locks downward.
Ordinarily hidden, they became a short-clipped bang, dyed jet-black.

With make-up pencil, Myra matched her eyebrows to the bangs. She rouged her face cleverly, to giveit
ahigh-cheeked effect. Artful work with alipstick made her mouth appear more pursed.

For afinish, Myraused two tiny strips of trangparent mending tape. She moistened them; gpplied oneto
the outer corner of each eye. Carefully, she drew the strips outward, pressed them against her skin,
creasing the bits of tape with her finger nails. Flesh covered the drawn strips, rendering theminvisible.
Myras eyes weretotaly changed. From aroundish shape, they had gained a cunning, almond dant. They
looked black, between the tightened eydids. With mascara, Myra blackened her lashes.

The face that peered from the mirror bore no resemblance to MyraReldon's. It was the visage of a
Chinese beauty - exatic, aluring, but with an expression that bore crud maice.

Kicking off her dippers, Myralistened as she unwrapped the bathrobe. There was no sound from Helen.
Quickly, Myraglided over to the bed and began to don the Chinese garb.

She dressed rapidly, for al the garments were in perfect arrangement. When she was dressed, she
replaced the make-up kit in the secret drawer; then hung her own clothesin the closet.

Black crepe dippers; black silk skirt. Above, an embroidered jacket with high, military collar, close
about the neck. Long bell-deeves, black like the body of the jacket, showed embroidered cuffs that
matched the wide strips of the jacket front.

Myradipped alarge jade ring upon onefinger; she raised her hand to display it, as she posed in front of
afull-length mirror. Her lips wreathed abitter smile, like the one she had shown when donein the office.

That smile suited the Chinese girl that she saw in the mirror. That Sing-song damsdl looked smaller than
Myra Reldon. The black was responsible.

STEALTHILY, the Orientd figure approached the door; listened, then spoke in the voice of Myra
Reldon, cdling Helen Toriss. The other girl answered, through the door:

"What isit, Myra?'

"l am going out." The tonewas odd, from those Chineselips. "Just walk down the hdll, asfar asthe
elevator, to make sure that no one is watching from there."

Helen complied. She had furnished this precaution in the past. As soon as the outer door closed, Myra
turned her own key and stepped from the bedroom. Crouching, she hurried through the kitchenette and
unlocked a door to the fire tower. She was descending in darkness, before Helen returned to the

apartment.

No Chinese were near the back of the secluded apartment house. Spying eyes could not seethe girl's
dinky figure, as she came from the fire tower. But it would not be long before she would encounter a



prowler. Myraknew that from past experience. Occasiondly, on these excursions, she met achalenge.
Tonight, watchers were more prevaent than usud. That was why Helen had noticed them.

Skirting the courtyard in back of an adjoining apartment house, Myra heard some one in the darkness.
Her hands were close to her embroidered jacket. She stretched one arm, to feel abrick wall. Ingtantly, a
clawlikefist plucked her wrigt.

The girl's other hand pressed aflashlight. It showed her upraised hand, with itsyellow dye, gripped by
fingers of the same hue. Her hand was fisted; she unclenched it. From her pam glistened the white shape
of adragon'stooth

The gripping hand loosened, when eyes sighted the token of the Jeho Fan.

Myratilted the flashlight to show her disguised face. The sameraysreveded the leering visage of a
Chinaman.

"Ming Dwan!" The accoster spoke the name in atone of respect. Then, in babbled Chinese: "We are
keeping good guard, most honored one.”

Myrareplied in the same language; her singsong tone carried harsh authority.

"Make sure that the girl does not attempt to leave her abode," she ordered. "If any one must enter, send
word to me. |, Ming Dwan, am ready. Later, | shall return here.”

The Chinaman mumbled his obedience. Extinguishing the flashlight, Myra continued to the street. She
took a course that led to Chinatown - afact that explained why she had suggested that Cranston meset
her at the Y angtse Restaurant.

THAT cafe, on the fringe of Chinatown, was one place where the girl could appear either asMyra
Reldon or Ming Dwan.

Her possession of the dragon's tooth; the command that she held over those watchers, told that Ming
Dwan belonged to the inner circle of the Jeho Fan. The rank and file carried the same tokens; but they
took orders. They did not give them, as Ming Dwan had.

The minions of the Jeho Fan believed Ming Dwan to be agenuine Chinese. No traitor could ever blab
that she was actudly the American girl, MyraReldon. That chance was spiked by the policy that the Jeho
Fan maintained; their constant watching of Myras gpartment house.

Thusdid the girl cover her secret work.

Richard Vayne believed that his secretary was entirely loyd to the cause that he had sworn to uphold,
that of uncovering the Chinese smuggling ring. Myrahad told him that Chinese had watched her
gpartment. Vayne had checked that fact to his own satisfaction.

Therein lay Myras cleverness. She had concealed her true identity even from members of theinner circle;
it was she, Ming Dwan, who had insisted upon the vigil at the apartment house.

Myrawanted the Jeho Fan to keep actual watch upon her actions, so that her dibi would be areal one.
In that way, she had completely outwitted Vayne.

Whenever Myraforwarded information to the Tao Fan, insidious leader of the Chinese group, she saw
that it took aroundabout course. That was not difficult. Ming Dwan belonged in Chinatown, where, as



the only woman member of the Jeho Fan, she could penetrate anywhere, unsuspected.

The Tao Fan had paved the opportunity that enabled the girl to play her double part. He wanted Ming
Dwan to appear only at night; to keep her abode a secret. She was amystery to theinner circle of the
Jeho Fan; the Tao liked it al the better when she became something of amystery to him, aswell.

Pridein her own secret methods could have produced the pursed-lip smile that Ming Dwan displayed,
when she reached the streets of Chinatown this night. Soon she would meet more members of the Jeho
Fan. After that, she would reach the Y angtse Restaurant.

Thearriva of Ming Dwan would have much effect upon the future plans of the gentleman who called
himsdlf Lamont Cranston.

There would be asurprise for The Shadow, when Ming Dwan kept the date that Myra Reldon had
made.

CHAPTER VIII. MING DWAN'SGUILE

IN his suite at afashionable San Francisco hotdl, Lamont Cranston was donning tuxedo for his dinner
date with Myra Reldon. He adjusted his black bow tiein front of amirror. As he did, he kept awatchful
eye upon the reflection of the room.

Two spotswere of particular importance: the door to the halway, which had atransom aboveit; a
half-opened window that gave onto a courtyard.

The Shadow had made sure that those were the only two directions from which danger could come.

Since his coat and vest were il in the closet, Cranston stepped away from the mirror, picking up a
watch and chain that lay upon the bureau. He pushed a chair aside; its scrape told that he was changing
his position in the room.

That sound could have been heard beyond either the transom or the window.

Stepping in the opposite direction. Cranston approached the closet. He was glancing at hiswatch, noting
the time as quarter past eight. The watch was an old-fashioned type, with hinged front.

The polished gold interior of that watch front made a perfect mirror as Cranston's hand turned it.

Keen eyes caught the reflection of the window, still blank. Asthe watch turned, eyes spied the transom.
A face disappeared from the transom. Some spy had bobbed up in the hallway, to note Cranston's
actions.

The fellow was gone, confident that Cranston would be busy for the next few minutes|ooking for his coat
and vest. That was why Cranston halted. Swinging the closet door almost open, he stepped beyond it.
Againg thewal, he could not be seen from ether the transom or the window.

A sghing hissreached The Shadow's ears. He could not have detected it had he been inside the closet.
The sound must have been uttered from some halway window, for it came faintly through the courtyard.

Y dlow face and hand came over the sill of Cranston'swindow. A limber Chinaman swung to the carpet.
Hisright hand, following his body, had a grip upon a hatchet. This new assassin looked asvicious asthe
onethat The Shadow had finished the night before.

Though the newcomer lacked the hideous, spidery proportions of his dead associate, the long stalk that



he took across the room was proof that he was swifter and more powerful.

As he reached the opened closet door, the hatchet man swerved; he poised for a powerful forward
Spring, expecting to Sght Cranston's white-shirted form.

The Shadow heard the suckish intake of the killer's breath; knew that the legp was due. With ahard,
one-arm snap, The Shadow dammed the door.

Thewhizzing barrier smashed against the hatchet man before he could dive from its path. With sdeward
sprawl, the invader cracked againgt aradiator in the corner, losing his hatchet when it clanged the metal.

Crangton'slong form followed the door's sweep. His arms pinned beneath him, histhroat pressed by
choking fingers, the hatchet man was staring at the hawkish face of histal captor.

Soon, the hatchet man lay bound and gagged in the closet, where the inside spy could release him | ater.
Cranston's bags were on their way downstairs, to be checked by the porter. Smoothing his tuxedo coat,
Cranston entered the elevator.

THE departing guest carried one smal piece of luggage with him from the hotdl. It was apligble
briefcase; when empty, it could be rolled and folded into avery compact space.

Entering ataxi, Cranston gave an address not far from the Y angtse Restaurant. Before the cab reached
its destination, awadded bill thumped the driver'sknee. He noticed it, because it was weighted with
coinsinside. Stopping, the taxi man picked up the money. He looked into the back segt; turned on the
light.

His passenger was gone.

The Shadow had donned black garments from the briefcase. Leaving the cab while it was halting, he had
closed the door before the driver could observeit.

Along darkened, steep-pitched streets, The Shadow had become a swiftly gliding wraith. He was taking
ashort route to the Y angtse Restaurant, to make up for the minutes that he had lost at the hotel.

The Jeho Fan had staged a crafty preliminary thrugt, to lull The Shadow.

The Tao had gained an exact description of Lamont Cranston. Whether or not the Tao identified
Cranston with The Shadow, he had certainly learned that Cranston was not the sort to be side-tracked
by one unpleasant episode.

The Tao Fan had sent the hatchet man to Cranston's hotel, believing that any outcome would be
advantageous. If the hatchet man had dain Cranston, it would have suited the plans of the Jeho Fan. The
killer'sfailure dso accomplished something.

It gave Cranston reason to suppose that the Jeho Fan was not informed of his date with Myra Reldon.

Perhaps The Shadow had been deceived by that bit of trickery. True, since discarding the guise of
Crangton, he was traveling with utmost stedlth. That, however, was The Shadow's usua policy when
venturing on dangerous ground.

The Y angtse Restaurant was a place of good reputation; but it was close to Chinatown, the headquarters
of the Jeho Fan. The hatchet man in the hotel room had come from the Chinese district. That was
aufficient reason for The Shadow to be e usive, even on the outskirts of Chinatown.



In New Y ork's underworld, The Shadow had the reputation of moving unseen, to arrive suddenly in the
midst of startled foemen. Ying Ko was credited with the same ability in San Francisco's Chinatown.

THE sde street by the Y angtse seemed deserted. The Shadow entered a blackened doorway; found the
gairswith slence, amid utter darkness. Lights should have been gleaming from the hallway above. There
was none. The gloom was well-suited for a secret entry, either by Lamont Cranston or The Shadow.
That, however, gaveit agreater menace.

The Shadow suspected lurkers al along the route. As he paused on the stairs, he could amost hear the
breathing of hidden men. If such were here, one misstep could mean death. The same was true when The
Shadow reached the second-floor hall.

Any lurking Chinese were disappointed, without redlizing it. Guiding by thewall, The Shadow picked out
doorwayswith the touch of his gloved fingers. He arrived at Room D without a betraying sound. Hetried
the knob in clickless fashion. There was no noise when he opened the door inward.

By the fed aone, The Shadow could tell that the door rubbed athick carpet, the sort that would block
out light when he closed it. Shutting the door as noiselessly as he had opened it, The Shadow felt dong
thewal and found alight switch.

Hedid not pressit. Instead, he edged away until he encountered another object, which heidentified asa
whesled serving table. Reaching out, The Shadow discovered something that he expected: athresfold
screen that hid the table.

The whed s could squeak, despite precaution. That was one reason why The Shadow did the screen
instead. He had another reason; he wanted the screen closer to the light switch.

Reaching to full arm'slength, The Shadow fingered the switch and stroked it downward. With the
motion, he whedled away; the rgpid spin carried him behind the screen. Though light came ingtantly, the
quickest eye could not have spotted that sudden face of a black-cloaked form.

The glare showed a dining room, decorated with Chinese muras. At thefar sde of the room, curtains
intervened between the paintings. Peering through the crack of the screen, The Shadow saw the heavy

drapes dtir.

Eyes peered; the curtains opened. Each ddlivered apair of squatty Mongols, who swept the hanging
asdeasif by sgnd. They blinked; their pockish faces looked puzzled. Each of the four held arevolver;
but none knew whereto aim. Their natural target was the light switch, where some one should have been.
No one was there.

These gun-toting tools of the Jeho Fan lacked the cunning of the hatchet men. A crafty killer might have
suspected the ornamental screen as The Shadow's hiding place; but the gun squad stared blankly.

The lights were on; some one must have been at the switch. There was no hiding place near by. The best
guess that the Mongols could make was that some one had reached through the door, to get at the
switch. Gabbling among themsdlves, they began to stedl in that direction.

A chilling laugh halted them.

Where the mirth came from was a mystery. It crept with quivering, whispered echoes from the walls of
the room itself. The Mongolswere rooted. Thelips of one muttered the dread name:

"Ying Ko!"



WITH asharp clack, the screen was swept aside. The noise made the gun squad turn. There, flanking
them, was Ying Ko, himsdlf!

The Shadow had used one hand to sweep aside the screen; the other fist waggled a .45 automaticin a
dow arc that covered the four Chinese.

The Shadow'slips voiced alow command in the language that the Mongols knew. One move from any
member of the squad would mean ingtant death to al. Such words, coming from Ying Ko, wereto be
believed.

The Shadow let hisfoemen hold their guns. He knew that a Chinese gunner invariably kept an empty
chamber under the hammer. Any of the four who tried attack would need two trigger tugs before he
could dispatch abullet. That would be fatal, under present circumstances.

The Chinese knew that The Shadow could wither them. They stared sullenly, wondering what he would
do next.

They saw Ying Ko sidestep toward the door. A quick tug of the knob - a crouching Chinaman took a
gprawl in from the hal. Another tried to legp away. The Shadow caught him with aforearm bend and
hauled the second snooper to the floor.

All thewhile, he covered the origina four. Before the newly tricked pair could aim from the floor, The
Shadow's free hand opened before their eyes. In the gloved pam lay the dragon's tooth that The Shadow
had taken from the hatchet man.

The pair lowered their guns; The Shadow's open hand went from sight beneath his cloak. It whipped into
view again, thistimewith an automatic. A brace of big guns unlimbered, The Shadow held six Chinese
helpless.

There was only one course open. The Shadow intended afa se move toward the hall. Then quick shots,
to quell the trgpped Chinese when they began their fire. Clipping afew of them would scatter the rest.
Then The Shadow could drive for the stairs.

Squarely in the center of the doorway, The Shadow was ready for the action, when he caught a sound
from the gloomy hal. It was not the cregp of more gun-bearing Mongoals; instead, The Shadow
recognized the soft click of awoman'sfootfdls.

He gestured his automatics toward the men in the room; as they cowered, The Shadow leaned back into
the hall and flashed a glimpse toward the Sairs.

Inthat quick glance, he saw the girl who was known to the Chinese as Ming Dwan.

The girl'sarmswere folded lightly, each palm resting flat just above the other wrist. Her smilewas
solemn; the look in her danted eyes was awed, yet friendly.

The voice of Ming Dwan spoke wordsin quaint-toned English. Her speech was low, reassuring; pitched
so that it could not reach the Chinesein the inner room.

The Shadow listened. Ming Dwan stopped short enough so that she could not be seen from the room.
The promise that she gave was aid, that could prove timely to The Shadow. Her utterances were
persuasive; they impressed The Shadow.

Where acrew of Mongol gunners had failed to influence the formidable Ying Ko, thismystery girl of
Chinatown was smoothly gaining the result she wanted. Still covering the armed men, The Shadow could



only lislen. No longer did he see the girl'salmond eyes.

Those eyes adone betrayed the fact that the girl did not intend to keep the promise that she spoke. The
trust that the dulcet voice ingpired was to produce a consequence quite different from the result that The
Shadow anticipated.

The Shadow's prowess was melting beneath the guile of Ming Dwan.
CHAPTER IX. THE LAIR OF THE FAN

THE first words that Ming Dwan breathed seemed proof that the Chinese girl had brought amessage
from afriend.

"Some one was to meet you here," informed Ming Dwan, softly. " Some one who could not come. She
wasin danger. |, Ming Dwan, have comein her place.”

A pause. The Shadow seemed impressed by the reference to Myra Reldon.

"There are enemiesbelow,” continued Ming Dwan. "Many enemies. You, Ying Ko, can conquer them,
but only by surprise. That cannot beif thereistrouble here.

"You mugt trust in me." Thetonewas earnest. "I, Ming Dwan, can command the onesthat you hold
helpless. | shdl tell them that Ying Ko isto depart.”

Silent, Ming Dwan watched for asign of reply. She saw The Shadow's head incline. The nod brought a
curled smileto Ming Dwan'slips. Her opportunity was established.

Ming Dwan stepped close. Her elbow pressed The Shadow's. The nudge was gentle; her spoken word
was acommand, persuasive and findl.

"Moveforward. I, Ming Dwan, must pass.”

Even the girl's whisper seemed laden with afragrant perfume, that surrounded her exotic presence. One
hand moved dightly, to touch The Shadow's cloaked arm. Lulled by that mild pressure, The Shadow
obeyed Ming Dwan'swish.

Two straight steps forward brought the cloaked fighter almost upon the cowering Chinese. Huddled,
those foemen were loosening their fingers, anxiousto drop their guns before Ying Ko showed hisfull
wrath. It was sght of Ming Dwan that stayed them.

Squinty eyes could scarcely believeit when they saw the girl step calmly in beside The Shadow.

Ming Dwan's smile ended. At The Shadow's elbow, she gave her first sgn of hesitation. Ming Dwan had
expected to see the gun squad helpless - but never so beaten asthey appeared. She pursed her lips
tightly, wondering if her secret scheme could work. Then came a stir among the men who hunched before
The Shadow's guns.

Ming Dwan, hersdlf, had given them courage.

Conflict of thoughts deluged the brains behind those yellow faces. The boldness of Ming Dwan made
them redlize that The Shadow was human. But when the girl spoke, their return of savagery made them
rebe.

In Chinese, Ming Dwan told them to drop their guns.



They hestated. The Shadow backed the order with a gesture of his automatics. Revolversfdl from sullen
hands. Glares were directed at Ming Dwan. The Mongols suspected that she had betrayed them.

Thejadering glittered from Ming Dwan's | eft fist. The sparkle disgppeared asthe girl turned her knuckles
toward the huddled men and opened her fingers. She displayed the token of the Jeho Fan.

"By thisdragon'stooth,” spoke Ming Dwan, firmly, "1 promise death to any one who disobeys! Not one
hand must move until my words command!™

Glares ended. Mongols remembered that Ming Dwan held full authority from the Tao Fan, their merciless
leader. Likewhipped curs, they mumbled their willingnessto obey Ming Dwan.

They heard the whispered laugh of The Shadow and it irked them. But, as that tone ended, they saw the
hard smile that came with the glitter of Ming Dwan's eyes.

"Remember. No oneisto move-" As she gave those words, Ming Dwan whipped her right hand from
her left arm. A tiny revolver glittered; its muzzle jabbed cold against The Shadow's neck, below his ear.
In English, the girl hissed:

"The same order gppliesto you, Ying Ko!"

CROUCHING Mongols showed their fangish, yellowed teeth in ugly joy. Ming Dwan had shown her
mettle. One press of her tapered forefinger would mean desth to Ying Ko. The Shadow's big gunswere
useless. Ingtant doom would come with hisfirst attempt at daughter.

Sneaky bands were creeping, crablike, for dropped revolvers, when Ming Dwan stopped them. Her
command was harsh. It held the Mongols motionless.

"Ying Ko will drop hisguns" the girl told them. "When | spesk the word, you will capture him dive. He
isto bethe prisoner of the Jeho Fan; the gift of Ming Dwan, to our great Tao!"

Exuberance seized the Mongols. They knew that Ying Ko had heard the girl's decison. They saw her
press the gun muzzle deeper. They heard the fierce hissfrom Ming Dwan'slips, giving The Shadow his
choice of present death, or the privilege of being hailed before the Tao Fan.

Gloved hands opened. Big automatics thudded the floor. Ming Dwan beckoned to the eager squad. The
attackers sprang upon The Shadow, smothering his cloaked form to the floor. While Ming Dwan
watched, they bound and gagged their prisoner.

They were snarling gleefully, those Mongols, promising Ying Ko an unhappy future. Quick desth froma
revolver was better far than the fate that the Tao would declare. Ying Ko was afool, as hewould learn.

Ming Dwan ordered silence. The Shadow's hat had tilted back; she saw the face of Cranston staring up
from the floor. Despite his predicament, The Shadow met Ming Dwan with burning eyes, that appraised
her as keenly as they had studied Myra Reldon.

Thegirl'slips contorted into a downward smile. She was confident that even The Shadow could not
penetrate the perfect disguise that she wore.

Grasping clawish hands hoisted The Shadow from the floor. Like pallbearers, the Chinese began their
dow, triumphant march from the room. Ming Dwan followed; she passed them inthe hall. Thefirst to
reach the gairs, she gave a spoken signd to hidden men below.

Lights appeared. A dozen waiting Chinese chattered their evil delight when Ming Dwan pointed to The



Shadow, as he was borne down the stairs.

"Ming Dwan isclever. She hastricked Ying Ko -"

"We are children of fortune, since Ming Dwan cameto guide us-"
"Only our Tao isgreeter than Ming Dwan -"

Ming Dwan slenced those gppreciations. Her face showed triumph; and well it might. She had told that
lower squad to remain downstairs, while she went to learn what had happened above. They had
reluctantly obeyed her command.

They knew, a last, that Ming Dwan was more capable than an entire horde of battling Chinese.

THERE was arear route from the Y angtse Restaurant, and that was the course that the procession
followed. A truck waswaiting in asteep, narrow street. Outwardly, it looked like avehicle duefor the
junkyard; but when Chinese lowered the back, the interior proved otherwise.

Theinsde of the truck was metal-lined. Bolted to the center of the floor was a square cage of hugeiron
bars, so crisscrossed that a hand could not be thrust through. The Shadow saw it by the glare of
flashlights and recognized it as a Chinese torture cage.

The contrivance was designed to make its occupant as uncomfortable as possible. Within it, a prisoner
could neither stand, lie down, nor seat himself. Bad enough under ordinary conditions, it wasto prove
worse for The Shadow; for his captors did not unbind him. Instead, they doubled his body with vicious
pressure and shoved him into the cage. They did the door downward and bolted it.

Four Chinese boarded the truck and squatted at the corners of the cage. A hanging electric lantern
showed The Shadow, twisted grotesquely within the painful cell.

His head tilted sdeways, The Shadow saw Ming Dwan look into the back of the truck, to make sure that
the guards were at their posts.

Ming Dwan's stare was merciless; foreboding.

The Shadow knew the rulesthat governed societies such as the Jeho Fan. Torture was their favorite
gport; and the choice of ordedls rested with those who made the capture.

There was no doubt that Ming Dwan would provide unique measures for The Shadow's future
entertainment. Those would come after the Tao gave the command for death. Even the brutd strokes of
ahatchet man would be soothing, compared to the torture devices that would be at Ming Dwan's

disposal.

The back of the truck clamped shut. The journey that followed was a constant reminder of the
punishment that the Jeho Fan could give to prisoners. The driver took atwisty course. Perhaps he was
making sure that the truck was not followed, but it sesemed that he was making the tortuous turnsfor The
Shadow's benefit.

The grades of those San Francisco streets rolled The Shadow forward and backward; every swing of the
truck hurled him againgt the side of the cage. The swinging lantern was rocking like apendulum, itsrays
sending long, changing silhouettes across thefloor.

Steadying themselves by gripping the corners of the cage, the Chinese guards bared their teeth in smiles
of relish, asthey watched The Shadow's form go through its pretzel twists. Every time his face bashed the



bars, they nodded to each other, chattering like apes.

When ahard jolt cracked The Shadow's head against the cage door, the watchers grimaced their
disappointment, to see hisface dump forward to hisknees. With Ying Ko senseless, the fun was ended.

The stopping of the truck partidly revived The Shadow. His eyes opened weakly as he heard the clank
of thelifting door. He shook his head to toss away the blood that trickled from a gash above his
forehead.

Guards hauled him from the cage; hislimbs pained, asthey were stretched from their cramped position.
The Shadow fdt hishat fal from hisheed; apair of grimy yelow hands plucked it from the ground and
jammed it down over The Shadow's eyes.

There were afew breaths of fresh air; then four carrierstook their battered prisoner through a street
door, into a blackened passage. They came to a stony, square-shaped room with asingle light. A door
opened to another passage; The Shadow whiffed the scent of opium smoke.

He was passed to another group of bearers. Down stony steps, through a narrow corridor where water
trickled. More darkness; finally, a hard thump as his captors dropped him on adab in the corner of a
pitch-black room. There was the tramp of departing footsteps; along, monotonous wait.

At lagt, the click of a secret door. New hands found The Shadow in the darkness; lifted him for another
journey down aflight of Stygian steps. Though wearied, The Shadow could hear the babble of these
carriers, heknew that he had reached the end of histrip.

The Shadow's new custodians were members of the inner circle. Soon, the prisoner would face the
chosen few who ruled the Jeho Fan. In aburrowed lair, beneath the streets of Chinatown, the mighty Tao
would pronounce the doom of Ying Ko.

CHAPTER X. THE BLADE OF DEATH

THE underground headquarters of the Jeho Fan was the most grotesgue mesting place that The Shadow
had ever seen. Secreted among forgotten catacombs of Chinatown, its location was untracesble.
Confident that the stronghold would ever be secure, the Jeho Fan had spent afortuneinits
embdlishment.

The result was a garish, hideous medley that resembled an opium smoker's nightmare.

The sguare room was illuminated by asickly, greenish glow. In that olive-tinged light, The Shadow saw
monstrous faces peering down from every corner. They were huge Statues, each of a Chinesejoss, that
stood asten-foot guardians over the meetings of the Jeho Fan. Carried on the shoulders of four men, The
Shadow stared into the faces of thoselooming idols.

The odd light was hurtful when The Shadow stared upward, for it glared from acelling dome. The
Shadow closed his eyes; hefdt himsalf lowered to the sonefloor. There, helay slent, while hands used
knivesto dash hisbonds. Slowly, The Shadow came to a half-seated position. He opened his eyes.

Looking about, the cloaked prisoner viewed the entire room. He saw two brass doors at the end of the
room from which he had arrived; between them, alow platform. At the other end of the meeting place
was ahuge box that looked like atea chest.

From that floor, more statues were visible, set between the giant images that stood in the corners. Some
were figures of Chinese devils, dightly larger than life-size. Others were dwarfish idols, squatted upon



taborets.

On the walls were tapestries, with woven dragons of silver and gold. Their coilswere twisted asin
combat; and each dragon face showed ayawning mouth, with long, sharp teeth.

The dragons evidently symbolized the Jeho Fan. The huge jossfigureswould belogicd in any Chinese
meeting place. But The Shadow could not understand the purpose of the devil images; nor why there
were so many. What perplexed him more was the absence of the Jeho Fan. Even the carriers who had
brought him here were gone.

Hazily, The Shadow was recovering from his daze. Objects began to take clear shape in the unnatura
green light. A few moments more, The Shadow would have made a discovery of hisown accord. A
boomed voice made that unnecessary.

The tone came from the platform. As The Shadow |looked in that direction, the devils cameto life.

They weretheinner circle of the Jeho Fan, garbed in grotesque costumes; each wearing aleering head.
Such costumes were used in Chinese ceremonies; but they looked different than any that The Shadow
had previoudy seen. The green light was responsible. It absorbed the colors,; gave the costumes the dulll
tint of old bronze,

The echoing tone had come from the centrd figure on the platform. He stepped forward; others spread
apart to reved an ornate throne, which two of the group carried forward.

Another monstrous member clanged ahuge gong that sent long reverberations through the room. The
sound dwindled, step by step; when itslast faint clangor sounded, the memberswerein their places.

The centra figure was seated on the throne. He was the Tao of the Jeho Fan.

TWO of the demons stepped from the side walls. They clamped hands upon The Shadow's shoulders,
hauled him to hisfeet. Their hands were covered with heavy gauntlets, spiked with metal that dug through
the prisoner's cloak. With aforward sweep, the pair sprawled The Shadow at the feet of the Tao Fan.

The leader delivered an ugly, basso laugh. It brought aresponse from the devil-members. Their harsh
mirth was loudened within the domed room, giving it ademoniac fury. The chorus ended. The dozen
members of the inner circle awaited theword of their leader.

"You are Ying Ko." The Tao spokein low-pitched, choppy English. "Y ou are an enemy to the Jeho Fan.
Unlessyou can give reason why you should live, you must die!™

The Tao waited. Sowly rising, The Shadow looked into the white orbs of fase eyesthat bulged from the
devil-mask. He could seethe glitter of evil eyeswithin. Hisanswer was asinister laugh; the squarewalls
plucked it. The mirth became an amplified ped that shivered the thick atmosphere.

By contradt, the concerted glee of the Jeho Fan was pitiful. The Shadow's chdlenge told that he
understood the acoustic properties of these walls, where any small sound could be magnified. The
Shadow was treating the assemblage of demons like amasgquerade.

Just how that impressed the Tao, could not be discerned. The oversize head that covered hisown
enabled him to keep hisfacid expressonsto himself. When he spoke, however, his clipped tonewas as
harsh as before. The voiceissued an ingdious pronouncement from the big-fanged mouth of the demon's
head.

"You chooseto die," declared the Tao. "Remember, Ying Ko, thereis such athing as choice of death.”



The Shadow's manner was indifferent. The Tao raised his claw-shaped gauntlets, clapped his hands
together. Two of the Jeho Fan stepped from the dais. Pointing to The Shadow, the Tao ordered:

"Let Ying Ko see!”

THEY took The Shadow to the far end of the room. One of the demonish members opened the great
chest; laid the lid againgt the wall. He pointed for The Shadow to peer downward. Ashedid, The
Shadow heard a steady, rhythmic whir.

The chest was the sham covering of atube that extended down into thewall at an angle of forty-five
degrees. The tube was alarge, smooth-lined pipe, some four feet in diameter. At the end of fifteen fedt, it
was blocked by a glittering obstruction that disappeared just as The Shadow saw it.

The tube went farther beyond, merging into darkness. The Shadow watched; a second later, the glitter
reappeared.

The edge of agigantic cleaver dithered across the tube. The Shadow's own reflection was mirrored from
it, remaining constant upon the moving blade. In fact, the massive dicer did not seem to be moving at al,
until its back edge came into view. Then it was gone again, only to complete the circuit a second later.

Half aminute passed, while The Shadow stared asiif fascinated by the constant reappearance of the
blade. The purpose of the device was obvious. It was used to ddliver death - adoom that could never be
escaped by any one thrust within that tube.

The Shadow could picture the varied experiences of past victims, dl of which had ended in the same
result.

Sliding body, released from the mouth of the tube, would be no more than halfway through when the
dicer chopped. Its speed was timed accordingly. That would happen if the person arrived after the rear
of the stedl had just passed.

If askidding body arrived when the tube was blocked, the force of its dide would be hated. Once the
blade passed, no one could cling to the dippery interior of the tube. The dide would begin again. As
surely as a sucking whirlpool, the victim would go to doom. If hetried to scramble through, it would be
no use.

With the momentum of adide oncelogt, sufficient speed could not be regained to avoid the inevitable
blade.

The masked members of the Jeho Fan produced adummy figure, of human size. Thiswould show the
fearless Ying Ko how the big blade worked. The dummy was weighted; they let dide, whilethe slvery
surface wasin view. It neared the fatal spot just asthe blade went by.

For an ingtant, the dummy's dide was unimpeded; then the massive knife swung through to cleave it
squarely at thewaist. The lower haf was gone; the rest remained.

When the blade cleared, the rest of the dummy figure sped down into the pit.

A handclap from the Tao; the sound was hollow in that room. Masked men brought The Shadow back
to the evil chief.

"Y ou have seen, Ying Ko," pronounced the Tao. "I tell you that our other tortures are such that you will
shriek your preference for the blade of death. Then, it will betoo late.”



The Shadow showed no alarm. The Tao became more specific.

"Y ou received aletter from the General Cho Tsing," he announced. "Tell usthe import of that letter. |
shdl then promise you swift deeth.”

A figure stepped suddenly to the dais; huge-gloved hands lifted to whip off the demon's head. The
member who interrupted the Tao Fan was Ming Dwan. The greenish light, catching the yellow dye, gave
an olive hue to the disguised features of Myra Reldon.

The girl'steeth were gritted. In that glow, Ming Dwan's face was more demonish than the mask that had
covered it.

"The prisoner ismine, Tao!" spoke Ming Dwan, in Chinese. "I demand the right to name atorture. Y our
promise cannot hold!"

The Tao stood motionless; then from the depths of his mask came the announcement:
"My promisewas unwise; but it was given. If Ying Ko speaks, hewill die without torture.”

Ming Dwan faced The Shadow. Her eyes caught the greenish light; they gleamed catlike between their
drawn lids. Furious, the girl seemed ready to strike down the prisoner if he denied her the right to have
him tortured.

The Shadow did not speak. Ming Dwan leered toward the Tao, awaiting his decision. The masked
leader gave the nod that the girl awaited. Ming Dwan eyed The Shadow, like acat aboveits prey.
Suddenly, her expression changed. She spoke in alow toneto the Tao.

"You areright, Ming Dwan," acknowledged the leader. "Ying Ko must be made to speak. Therefore,
you have chosen wdll. We shal consign him to the Dragon Cell.

"That cell, Ying Ko" - the Tao's fal se eyes were upon The Shadow - "iswhere men lose their reason,
when they breathe the gas we call the Dragon's Breath. Hours will pass, perhaps aday, or more; at lagt,
your tongue will beginits babble.

"All that you know will be spoken. Thereisno escape from the Dragon's Cell. Outsdeit, there will be
one congtant listener: Ming Dwan. Afterward, shewill choose afurther torture.”

The Tao clapped his hands, appointing followersto carry away The Shadow. His eyes turned toward the
men he chose. Four devil-masked captors closed in upon The Shadow.

The Shadow's right hand went beneath his cloak, where there no longer was agun. It came out bare, its
tattered glovefalen fromit. At last, the iron nerve of The Shadow seemed broken. He sagged wesekly.

A muffled laugh sounded within the Tao's mask. Thelips of Ming Dwan were scornful.

They did not know how swiftly The Shadow's thoughts were running. Whatever the Dragon Cell might
be, captivity there would mean lost time. The one chance for the break was here. That waswhy The
Shadow had thrust hishand from view.

HIS fingers had not sought agun. Instead, they had found atiny pocket - no more than an opened seam
- within his cloak. From that crevice, The Shadow had gained a pinch of powdery substance between his
thumb and second finger.

The powder needed moisture. The Shadow ran his doubled hand to hisforehead. Hisforefinger dipped



into the blood that still cozed dowly from the gash. The forefinger joined the others. The whole move of
The Shadow's hand |ooked as he intended it. He had apparently reached to press a painful wound.

Captors swung The Shadow to hisfeet. They were dragging him away, while the Tao and Ming Dwan
watched as scorners. Then, from apitiful, sagging dight, The Shadow became a power. Hiswhole body
whipped to action.

Hisright forearm diced upward; cracked the chin of abig false head and sent it flying, to reved a
wizened, baldish Chinaman instead. Twisting from the grip of those on theleft, he drove hisleft handina
hard punch toward the other captor on theright.

The Shadow's fist smashed the paper-mache devil's head and found a human jaw benesath it. The head
rolled free when its owner fell. Another yellow face looked dusky in the greenish light. Beforeasingle
hand could rise to stop him, The Shadow was springing for an inner corner of the room, toward the huge
meta jossthat towered there.

Members of the Jeho Fan were whipping off their gauntlets; false heads went plopping to the floor. No
longer did these murderous Chinese worry about hiding their identities. They had guns; they wanted to
use them, with The Shadow astheir target.

Using hisleft hand only, The Shadow was clambering up the statue. He was clinging to its shoulder ashe
turned. He saw the eager, vicious facesjust benegth him. Revolvers were snapping those first empty
chambers, as the unmasked Chinese aimed.

Beyond, on the platform, stood the Tao. Armsfolded, he till wore his devil-mask. Beside him was Ming
Dwan. Both saw the amazing climax that came when The Shadow, leaning forward, thrust hisright hand
toward the faces below.

The Shadow snapped hisfingers. A flash of light, a puff of smoke; with them came agtartling explosion,
that was thunder-like within the close-walled room.

The stroke came with the blinding speed of lightning. The Chinese dropped away, their arms before their
eyes. Amid the echoes of the surprise blast came the laugh of The Shadow.

The Tao pulled arevolver, to aid his dumbstruck subordinates. He had no time to throw off his mask, or
jerk away a gauntlet. Those adornments handicapped him. He was too late to halt The Shadow's next
move.

With apowerful kick, The Shadow was toppling the big joss outward from thewall. It was dowly
overbaancing, at an angle toward the fal se chest that occupied the end wall. The Shadow did not wait
for the massve image to crash. His eyeswere toward the tube; they saw the glitter of the circling deeth
blade.

The Shadow's arms shot forward, downward. The dive that he took brought a gasp of amazement even
from Ming Dwan, as she saw the cloaked form straighten like an arrow.

Eight feet through the air, from the figure of the tumbling joss; at a perfect angle, The Shadow'swhole
form disappeared, squarely within the dippery tube that offered a sure route to doom.

The Shadow was giving the blade of death atest that had never occurred to the members of the Jeho
Fan.

CHAPTER XI. DEATH IN THE DEPTHS



THE ingtant that his elbows grazed the insde of the tube, The Shadow doubled them. His chin tilted
upward, his hands beneath it, as he whizzed toward the silvery blade. The Shadow had staked life and
escape upon this one calculation.

The blade was timed to dice bodies that were released from the top of the tube. By hislong, hard dive,
The Shadow had gained double the speed for which the blade was timed. But he could not keep his
hands ahead of him. If they struck the blade before it passed, hisfast dide would be dowed.

The Shadow's face seemed sure to hit the surface. The Shadow's own reflection was shooting up to meet
him. Then it was wiped away, as the back of the blade went by. The Shadow doubled hislegsashe
whirled across the inch-wide crevice that marked the cleaver's path.

That last move was vital. Even with his speed, The Shadow could not have passed the danger point
completely, had he been fully stretched. Just as his knees were across the crack, the edge of the blade
diced in from the side of the tube.

All that the knife garnered was the fringe of The Shadow's cloak, which followed hisdoubled legs. The
blade was cheated of that small trophy, for The Shadow's zooming dide whipped the cloak hem from the
knife-edge.

Then the closing meta surface obliterated the last of the greenish light. The Shadow was plunging
headlong to the end of adarkened trail.

UP in the meeting room, the staccato barks of arevolver had accompanied The Shadow's dide. They
were the shotsfired by the Tao. His bullets flattened against the front of the false chest. Ashefired the
second shot, the Tao voiced abellowed warning. The shout, like his bullets, was useless.

The grest joss had reached the limit of its balance. Its two-ton weight crashed down upon the members
of the Jeho Fan. Their aams away from their eyes, they were starting to look for The Shadow, when they
saw the juggernaut descend. Thelr incoherent screamstold that they thought the joss had cometo life.

Even that mighty statue seemed leagued with Ying Ko! The startled men beneath it had thought that the
joss - not The Shadow - had hurled the blinding thunderbolt.

Asadozen frantic Chinese scrambled in every direction, the statue landed in their middt. It literaly
mashed aswath acrosstheinner circle of the Jeho Fan. Three of the dozen werekilled outright; two
more were haf crushed by the joss. Only their bodies and shoulders could be seen.

The Tao had no regard for cripples. Springing from the platform, he silenced the two writhing men with
bullets through their heads. Though the deed was actudly merciful, that was not the Tao's thought. He
wanted nothing to retard the pursuit of The Shadow.

Though he leaped to the tube and stared downward, the Tao knew before he looked that The Shadow's
speed had whizzed him past the blade. The Tao saw the cleaver's bulk dide pagt, its surface clear,
without astresk of blood.

Huddled, the gowned members of the Jeho Fan were against the sde walls of the meeting room, fearful
that some other joss would drive down upon them with avenging thunder.

The Tao rallied them, when he yanked open a brass door and pointed to adownward flight of steps.
Ming Dwan wasthe first of the followers who joined the Tao's rush.

BELOW, The Shadow was breaking his speed as he reached the bottom of the lower tube. His hands
struck abamboo matting that covered astone floor. With the skill of atumbler, The Shadow



somersaulted across the floor and landed with athump.

A door opened in the darkness. A hand found alight. In the glow that came, The Shadow saw abig,
dull-eyed Mongoal, who had come expecting to find atruncated body on the floor. The guard recognized
thefigure of Ying Ko. He reached for aknife.

The Shadow launched forward, upward, from hands and knees; his head hit the guard's chest like a
battering-ram. As he bowled the Mongoal to the floor, The Shadow snagged the knife with asideward
grab. Springing through the doorway, The Shadow reached adank, unlighted passage. He bolted the
door behind him, to imprison the big guard.

As The Shadow started to grope aong the pitch-black passage, a sudden glare came from the far end.
The Tao had arrived. He was directing a spotlight from aroom that opened into the dismal corridor.

The leader of the Jeho Fan was beyond the light. His devil-mask was off his shoulders, he was holding it
beneath hisleft arm. His right hand, no longer encumbered by a gauntlet, drew arevolver to take steady
am aong the brilliant passage.

All that wasinvisble from The Shadow's position, for the Tao stood in absol ute darkness behind the
floodlight. The menace, though, was clear. The Shadow met it.

With a sudden turn, The Shadow drove straight along the passage, in the direction of the light. The glow
showed a gigantic shadow on the wall behind him; as cloaked arms spread, that shade had the
gppearance of amammoth bat, with wings outstretched.

Fivelong, swift strides, asthe Tao fired. Tricked by the grotesqueillusion on thewall, the Tao aimed too
high. His bullet sizzed above The Shadow's head.

With the report, The Shadow's lunge ended. From hisflinging hand scaled the captured knife, hurled for
aspot above the brilliant light, where his keen eyes had marked the faint stab of the Tao's gun.

End over end, itswhirl adazzlein the spotlight, that knife was winging for the Tao Fan. Its spin rendered
itsflight deceptive and dangerous. If it struck point firgt, it would pinion the Tao. If the handle hit him, the
result would be the same. The knife would take another turnover, to bury itself inits human target.

The Shadow had practiced that end-over-end hurl often. It was a sure system with a borrowed knife.

LUCK saved the Tao. The spotlight's rim was oversize; something that The Shadow had not been able
to observe. The spinning knife glanced the meta above the glare. Like astone skimming from water, it
took along bound over the Tao's shoulder, to clatter on astone floor beyond.

The Tao made abelated dive. Flattened, he lost his chance to aim again from darkness. He managed to
snarl afierce order in Chinese, calling upon those who followed him to finish The Shadow.

From the darkness past the spotlight sprang Ming Dwan.

Coming into the path of light, the girl covered The Shadow with the same toy-like gun that she had used
at the Y angtse Restaurant. Ming Dwan had heard the knife's clatter. She knew that The Shadow was
weaponless. Ingtead of wasting long-range shots, she was moving closeto her cloaked quarry.

Nearly forty feet intervened - and The Shadow had no retreat. The rear of the passage was blind. The
room from which The Shadow had come was another dead end.

Ming Dwan's smirk challenged The Shadow to come closer, seeking a chance to grapple. But the



steadiness of her shapely tapered forefinger told that she could pump the revolver trigger without
hesitation.

The Shadow crept forward. He was crouched, his course aweaving one. Ming Dwan shifted, keeping
the revolver muzzle constantly upon The Shadow. She could see the burn of The Shadow's eyes. He
could not spy the glitter of hers, for her back wasto thelight.

Nevertheess, The Shadow could tell from the girl's actions that Ming Dwan was not deceived by any
move he made.

A duel appeared impending; The Shadow, barehanded, against agirl sharpshooter who possessed
uncommon speed and skill. While it impended, The Shadow had one benefit. His crouch, hisweaving
tactics, kept Ming Dwan dwaysin his path.

Behind the spotlight, others of the Jeho Fan had joined the Tao. Revolversready, they were watching
that huge blackness that spread from the end walls, marking The Shadow's closer approach to Ming
Dwan.

They were confident that the girl would firein timeto hat The Shadow. If shefalled, it would betheir turn
to deliver doom. No matter how speedily The Shadow grappled, he could never wrest away the girl's
gun before the inner circle surged.

If he expected that he could use Ming Dwan as a shield, The Shadow was far wrong. Among the Jeho
Fan, the life of one meant nothing, where the benefit of al was concerned. Those who made mistakes
were gpt to pay for them.

Ming Dwan understood that rule. If clutched by any foeman, she would be thefirgt to shriek for
daughter; cdling for her own degth to insure the obliteration of the enemy.

But Ming Dwan did not intend to let The Shadow reach her.

Only five paces separated them. The Shadow could see the tightness of the girl's hand. It was awarning
as sgnificant asthe clatter of arattlesnake. The Shadow could not venture a half foot closer. If he
retrested, Ming Dwan would fire.

THE SHADOW stood motionless. How long Ming Dwan might alow that was aquestion, for she had
the range she needed.

Thetrap was hopeless asit stood. Y et The Shadow sensed that there might be some unexpected way by
which to escagpe this dilemma. His eyesroved swiftly, seeking an answer.

Toleft and right of Ming Dwan lay blackened walls, for she was close to the spotlight, and itswidening
beam had not reached the full extent at the spot where she stood. Just past the fringe of light to the I ft,
The Shadow detected the background of the wall; but his glance to the right showed deeper darkness.

Only The Shadow's keen eyes could have told that the deep gloom marked the outlet of a Sde passage.

The Shadow made aquick twigt to the left, bringing himsdlf into the view of those who stood behind
Ming Dwan. As he feinted, he thrust his right hand benegath his cloak.

The Tao saw the move; his snarled voice gave warning to Ming Dwan. The Tao thought that The
Shadow was reaching for another pinch of that powdered compound that boomed like dynamite when he

snapped hisfingers.



Ming Dwan saw. She acted as The Shadow expected. The girl made aquick step backward, raised her
left deeveto her eyes and jabbed her gun in The Shadow's direction. One second later, she was tugging
the revolver trigger, stabbing blind shots toward the wall.

The Shadow was no longer there.

With Ming Dwan'sfire came a shuddering, outlandish laugh, that quivered from every wal. The Shadow
had wheeled to the center of the corridor. He took along lope, at an angle to the right, past Ming Dwan.
Blinking at Sght of nothingness, the girl spun abot.

She threw her back againgt the wal on her right, as she saw The Shadow blend with the void acrossthe
corridor. The guns of the Jeho Fan were blasting, too late to halt The Shadow's surprise diveinto the
right-angle passage. Only Ming Dwan was in position to deliver direct fire after The Shadow. Thegirl
emptied her revolver into the darkness.

Surging forward, the others of the Jeho Fan had reached Ming Dwan, when they heard The Shadow's
laugh resound from darkness. The redoubtable Ying Ko had turned a corner in his new passage, avay
from Ming Dwan'sfire.

The Tao clicked off the spotlight. Electric torches gleamed instead, from the fists of the Chinese who
formed the vengeful council of the Jeho Fan. Armed pursuers sprang into the sSide passage.

Ming Dwan, hagtily reloading her revolver in the darkness, wasjoined by the Tao. They, too, took up
pursuit.

THE chase led through amaze of passages, which were puzzling even to the members of the Jeho Fan.
Only the Tao's congtant shouts directed them. At intervals, pursuers sighted The Shadow and fired
usdlessshots. Ying Ko wasdusvein thislabyrinth.

At oneturn, The Shadow came face to face with afoeman. The fellow shouted as he aimed; The
Shadow was upon him before he could fire. A few seconds later, the Chinaman lay dugged by hisown
gun.

The Shadow gained aflashlight with the weapon. Pausing only to fire at pursuerswho poked their faces
from acorner, The Shadow was off again.

He came to adoor where a huge guard stood on duty. This underground watcher had arevolver; he
amed it for The Shadow'slight. The Shadow beat him to the shot. Above the guard's dumped body, he
unbolted the door and took a stairway to ahigher level, just as pursuers began to fire from the rear.

New passages brought The Shadow to abig brass door with ornamental facing. The Shadow could find
no catch to open it. He rapped a summons on the door with his gun handle, thinking that the sgna would
be heard by some one on the other side.

It was; but the guard was foxy.

The floor moved beneath The Shadow's feet. Only his quick clutch of the door saved him, asatrap
dropped. The revolver went through the hole; The Shadow needed both handsto claw the facing of the
door.

Ashistoesdug in, he heard the gun splash, far below. There was the sound of seething water.

That chasm was an underground inlet from the bay. Victimswho reached its depthswould remain
forgotten, their bodies washed by the subterranean current that sighed like an imprisoned monster,



seeking itsway back to the sea.

Like abeetle clinging to the brassy door surface, The Shadow was helpless. Soon, hisgrip would dip
and he would drop. Unless the members of the Jeho Fan arrived before then, to shoot him from his

dippery perch.
The guard beyond the door did not pull the lever to bring the trapdoor up in place.

That was explained when the brass door did part way open, carrying The Shadow with it. A yellow face
poked through the opening, to stare downward with ademoniac leer. The trap-puller hoped to catch a
glimpse of the victim that he had consigned to the swirling depths.

Instead, the fellow received the clamp of ahand upon his neck. The Shadow's grab wastimely. It saved
him from the drop, for his hold on the door had dmost yielded. Before the guard could shake off the
clutch, The Shadow's other hand was in action.

The Chinaman was brawny. Ingtinctively, he wastrying to haul himsalf back into the passage beyond the
door, to escape afal through the trgp. The Shadow relaxed, to aid the guard's effort; but tightened when
the Chinaman tried to shake him loose.

Wedged in the doorway, The Shadow braced. His feet pressed the frame, his shoulders drove the door
full open. With atwist, he was away from the guard's grasp. But the big man pounced upon him. They
grappled in asquare space, at the foot of adarkened stairway.

The Chinaman'sfingers plucked The Shadow's cloak. Wrenching away, The Shadow whipped the
garment over the fellow's head, with smothering folds. As the Chinaman clawed the cloak downward,
quick fingers reached histhroat. Their numbing pressure paralyzed the guard's whole body, even to the
ydllowed fingersthat tried to pluck aknife.

THERE was ashrill call from the passage that The Shadow had left. Turning, The Shadow saw Ming
Dwan beckoning to others of the Jeho ran. Asthe girl turned away, The Shadow took along, quick
chance.

He twisted the big guard toward the open door; shoved the fellow to his knees. Releasing the guard's
throat, The Shadow whipped off hisdouch hat and clamped it on his enemy's swaying head.

The Chinaman's eyes|ogt their staring bulge. Coughing as he gripped histortured neck, he stared a The
Shadow, in the tuxedoed guise of Cranston, making a quick dash up the stairs. Forgetful of the cloak and
hat, the guard reached for hisknife. He started to rise.

A barrage boomed from the corridor that fronted the open door. Three of the Jeho Fan had joined Ming
Dwan. They werefiring at the back of a cloaked figure that they took for The Shadow.

The black-cloaked form swayed backward; took atwisting side-pitch down into the open hole below
the trapdoor.

The Tao arrived to see the plunge. Ming Dwan and the others heard his hollow chuckle. They turned to
seether leader, hismask again upon his head, hisarmsfolded, like a Chinese image of fate.

Ming Dwan babbled that she had seen astruggle; that the guard must have pitched through the trap, for
The Shadow was a one when the others had joined her. Ming Dwan was apologetic over the loss of the
guard.

"What is one servant?' voiced the Tao. "It isgood that Ying Ko should have company. His spirit might



belondly, inthat pit where his corpse will wash forever!”
The Tao, like his chosen followers, was satisfied that they had seen the last of The Shadow.
CHAPTER XI1. ALONG THE WATER FRONT

THE next afternoon, atelegram was ddivered to Richard Vayne. Myra Reldon received it and took it
into the inner office. At his desk, Vayne opened the message. The gray-haired man smiled as heread the
telegram.

"From Crangton,” he said to Myra. "Heison hisway back East. He flew to Denver this morning, from
LosAngedes”

"Which means,” added Myra, "that he must have goneto Los Angeleslast night.”
Vayne nodded.

"I had hoped to hear from Cranston,” he remarked. "I was worried about him, and thought that it would
be unwise for meto be with him last night. | think you understand, Myra. The Chinese are -"

"I know," interposed Myra. "' Some of them were watching my apartment house, last night. So | Stayed at
home."

Vayne strummed the desk. Hisworriment remained; but his concern was for Myra, now that Cranston
was out of San Francisco.

"l have many friends" Vaynetold thegirl, "and servants, at my homein Oakland. | am safe, wherever |
go. | can afford to ignore any Chinese spies. But you lack safety, Myra."

"I can depend upon the police," assured Myra. "Don't worry, Mr. Vayne. I'll look out for mysdlf.”

Vayne was doubtful; but Myra's determination made argument useless. Vayne gave her thetelegram to
file. Asshewaked from theinner office, her back was turned toward Vayne. The girl could safely smile
in thefashion of Ming Dwan.

She said nothing to Vayne about her date with Cranston. Asfor the telegram, Myrakept silent on that
matter, also. She knew that the Tao had been responsible for the telegram. When Cranston's
disappearance became a nationwide mystery, police would believe that the millionaire had vanished
elsawhere than in San Francisco.

EVENING brought brilliance to the bizarre streets of Chinatown. Thousands of peaceful Chinese were
abroad; but among them were camouflaged members of the Jeho Fan. Ming Dwan was one.

There were streaks of darknessin the Chinese quarter: aleyways between the lighted streets. Into one of
those dleys stepped atal American, whose face, though hawkish, bore little resemblance to Cranston's.
The American carried a package that |ooked like a purchase from one of the Chinese bazaars.

Paper crinkled in the dleyway; slence followed. The narrow street was empty.

In anear-by building was an office that contained asolitary Chinaman. He was garbed in American
clothes. In the glow of adesk lamp, he was opening letters addressed to Doctor Roy Tam.

Blackness gathered beyond the lamp. There was a momentary swish. Tam looked up; he saw The
Shadow, garbed in anew outfit of black.



"| expected you, Ying Ko," announced Tam, "despite the rumor that the Jeho Fan had dain you."

"L et them believe me dead,” returned The Shadow, hiswhisper sinister. "I have learned much regarding
the Jeho Fan. One fact will astonish you. The Tao does not have the letter from Cho Tsaing."

Tam was puzzled. He was positive that the missing message must have reached the Tao Fan. Hewould
not have believed the statement, had it come from any one other than The Shadow.

"Sincetheletter iselsewhere” came the whisper, "perhgps you can suggest the name of the person who
holdsit."

Doctor Tam shook his head.

"All mattersin Chinatown," he stated, "are known to the Jeho Fan. The Teeth of the Dragon bite
everywhere. Even here, Ying Ko, athough those fangs are wary, because | am well protected. No onein
Chinatown could hold that letter without the knowledge of the Jeho Fan.”

Tam's opinion was emphatic. The Shadow considered its possibilities. The Tao had believed that The
Shadow held the message, and probably ill believed it. That, however, did not dter the Stuation.

The spies of the Jeho Fan were everywhere, as Tam said. In their methodica way, they had probably
pried into the affairs of many Chinese, to make sure, by elimination, that only The Shadow could have
gained the generd's | etter.

Therewas only one answer. The Shadow spokeit.

"Lubber Kreef knew no Chinamen," The Shadow told Tam. "The fact that he talked to persons at
random is proof of it. We can assume that L ubber spoke to others.”

The statement was sufficient. The Shadow stepped toward the door. Doctor Tam knew that he was
about to fare forth to conduct investigations e sewhere. Even though he was sure that Cho TSng wasin
San Francisco, The Shadow did not intend to let the mystery of the letter go unsolved.

Such details could bring dangerous cross-currents into any campaign.
Before departure, The Shadow added one reminder.

"New factswill be useful,” hetold Tam. " Anything concerning Li Sheng, the merchant whose name you
mentioned. Also, any new word direct from China."

The Shadow merged with darkness. Doctor Tam heard the soft close of the office door.

LATER, acab rolled toward the outskirts of Chinatown, passing the dmost-forgotten street where the
resdence of Li Sheng was located. That cab seemed empty; but from itsinterior, keen eyes saw the
arched entryway that led to the merchant's hemmed-in mansion.

There were Chinese aong the street who could be termed lurkers, although al seemed to have business
there. Perhaps they were members of the Jeho Fan, watching the way to Li Sheng's. For the present, The
Shadow was leaving such research to Doctor Tam.

The cab was out of Chinatown. It swung past an old, abandoned storehouse that could be classed asa
dividing line; it stretched ashort block inward, toward Li Sheng's house. It belonged to Chinatown, that
building.

The Shadow recognized it as a storage building that had once held goods for the Chinese bazaars. Their



business had outgrown it. The building was condemned.

When it was torn down, another chunk would be lopped from the Chinese quarter, bringing the border to
the narrow, darkish street behind the hidden home of Li Sheng.

The cab neared the water front. An ungloved hand paid the driver. A shrouded figure dighted; lost its
shape beneath the overhanging gloom of steamship piers. The Shadow did not emerge from that
darkness.

Instead, came alimber, stoopish ruffian, his scarred face marked by its high-bridged, ugly nose. Hewas
wearing khaki pants; agray-striped jersey. An old checkered cap wastipped over one of hiseyes. He
looked like aroustabout who had failed to get a seaman's berth aboard atramp steamer.

This product of the water front soon showed up in one of the toughest divesin the dock digtrict. There,
he was regarded as just another wharf rat, until he produced awad of grimy bank notes so thick that he
couldn't get hisfist hdfway around it.

When he gruffly ordered drinksfor every onein the place, the stranger promptly gained the attention of
the greedy-eyed riffraff that were present.

His name was Moggler, hetold them, and he wasin from Shanghai. That was where he had gathered his
wad; how he had gained the money was another matter. The most important detail was that Moggler
intended to blow the bank roll; and hislisteners had a chance to get their share.

"Whatta |l hear when | get ashore?' demanded Moggler, his eyes darting from face to face. "I'll tell you.
Them heathens is come down from Chinatown to chop amatey of yours. And whatta you done about it?
Nawthing!"

With that reference to the murder of Lubber Kreef, Moggler brandished his money closeto the facesthat
surrounded him.

"That ain't theway it would go in Shanghai,” he added contemptuoudly. "We'd go where the Chineseis-
an' theres millions of 'em - to et 'em know how we wasfedin’; an' thered be profit init. Like thid"

HISfind reference concerned the money. Thrusting theroll in his pocket, Moggler nodded wisdly ashe
surveyed the group. They caught the idea quickly enough. He wanted to head alooting expedition
through Chinatown.

There were grumbles; objections. Frisco wasn't Shanghai. The Chinese kept their wedlth in vaults.
Besides, San Francisco had a police force; something, perhaps, that Moggler didn't know. Avenging
Lubber's death was a good idea. But the profit wasn't asure thing.

Big-nosed Moggler had an answer for that objection. He pounded his pocket with histight fist.

"There's plenty there," hetold them. "Enough for two hundred dollars bounty to each man as goesaong,
pay in advance! Only there's gotta be enough of us. Get me thirty recruits by midnight.”

Moggler considered the matter settled. Some of the shifty listeners decided to go through with it. Their
job wasto spread the news aong the water front. They started out on that task, leaving Moggler in the
grogshop that formed his temporary headquarters.

While he waited, The Shadow was confident that his ruse would bring results. He knew that L ubber must
have talked to some one after leaving Chinatown, on the night of his deeth. The contact must have
occurred somewhere aong the water front. The person who heard L ubber's story was the one who had



later found the Cho Tsing letter.
That same person would be interested in anything that concerned L ubber and Chinatown.

It wasn't an hour before Shiv Faxon arrived near the dive where recruits were signing up to join the
expedition. Entering aside door, Shiv reached aback room and found the proprietor there. Shiv rapped
acommeand:

"Show methislug Moggler!™

The proprietor opened a convenient door; Shiv peered through and took a survey. He noted that only a
few ratty recruits were with the stranger.

Shiv departed. He met with adozen husky dock-wallopers. Hisinstructions were brisk:
"Gang theguy! Youll find him down &t the Rat Hole."

SHIV followed dong to witness the result. He was in the back room when his crew of huskies entered
and singled out Moggler. When a couple of dock-wallopers announced that they had business, Moggler's
recruits began to dink away.

Two seconds later, the action started, but not the sort that the peering Shiv expected.

A husky grabbed Moggler's shoulder. The limber roustabout twisted away; snatched up atable with one
hand. As fists hooked toward him, he handled that table like a baseball bat. Moggler bludgeoned one
walloper to the floor; came back with aback dash that felled another.

Huskies grabbed up tables of their own. Some yanked blackjacks; others pulled guns. Their weapons
didn't help. Moggler was among them, flaying the table with hisright hand; warding blowswith hisleft
arm. From the meleg, he singled out the men with revolvers and dashed them to the floor.

The wallopers who had tables couldn't swing them with Moggler's speed. Those who gripped blackjacks
couldn't get close enough to tap the fighter from Shanghai.

Thewharf ratsrallied to Moggler's support. The proprietor doused the lights, to save the dock-wallopers
from complete rout. The fracas continued, until the arrival of police interrupted it.

Petrol wagons clanged aong the water front. The law took over. From the side door, Shiv saw battered
hoodlums dragged aboard the black Marias.

Moggler wasn't among them. When the police had gone, Shiv stared amazed, when the limber roustabout
came gtrolling around the corner. The fellow looked dong the street, asif seeking anew headquarters.

Shiv came from his doorway, gripping aknife handle. Hisfirst thought was to get close to Moggler and
sink adirk in the victor's back. Shiv dropped that idea as he sneaked forward. A better idea occurred to
him.

It was lucky that he changed his plan. Before he was within range of Moggler, thetall fighter bounced
about. Seeing Shiv, he shot a clamping fist to the racketeer'sright writ.

Shiv chuckled as he showed a wegponless hand. He had played the right hunch

"Saveit, bozo," gruffed the racketeer. "I'm all for you! They say you're the guy that wantsto get even
with the chinksthat croaked L ubber Kreef?'



Moggler nodded.

"I'll show you how," promised Shiv. "A better way than the one you figured. | got a partner in the
propaosition; we can use you. Only onething - no rough stuff until theright time. Savvy?"

"It suitsme," growled Moggler. "I'd just as soon save my bank roll, after how yellow them guyswas. The
ones| hired."

"Wharf rats" snorted Shiv. "Stick with me and I'll steer you into ared outfit. Y ou're death on the chinks,
al right, welll give you achance to knock off plenty. And doublethat roll of yours, as part of the
bargain.”

The dedl was made. The grimy lights of a steep street showed Shiv and Moggler heading away from the
water front.

The Shadow was on hisway to meet Brig Lenbold.

CHAPTER XI11. WITHIN THE CORDON

TWO quiet days had passed; aperiod so lulling that it promised asmash of future events. Richard Vayne
had heard no more from Lamont Cranston, and had practicaly forgotten the millionaire who had met him
only during asingle day's stay in San Francisco.

That fact pleased Myra Reldon; and the girl had another cause for dation. Whatever the plans of the Tao
Fan, they were dueto crystallize very shortly. The Tao had passed word through Chinatown that dl
members of the Jeho Fan were to remain drictly under cover until the next day.

That enabled Myrato discard her disguise of Ming Dwan. She was confident that when she again
assumed her Chinese character, she would be assigned to the most important task that Ming Dwan had
ever undertaken in the service of the Jeho Fan.

From the opposite camp, Doctor Tam had reported very little, when The Shadow made cloaked visitsto
Tam'soffice. Tam had gained some information regarding Li Sheng, the merchant, with agood
description of the wealthy Chinaman's home. He expected more; also a confidentid report from China

Meanwhile, The Shadow had progressed as Moggler; only to encounter alull in the affairs of Brig
Lenbold and Shiv Faxon.

Brig was pleased with Shiv's report of Moggler's prowess. The racketeers had been looking for fighters
of that sort. They needed shock troops for some enterprise involving Chinatown, and Brig supported
Shiv's statement that Moggler would have plenty of opportunity to take awhack at some Chinese.

In proof, they took their new henchman to their secret headquarters. The trip proved their point; and it
told the supposed Moggler much more than either Brig or Shiv suspected.

The place was the abandoned Chinese warehouse, ablock away from the mansion of Li Sheng.

The Shadow had noticed no activity at the warehouse the time that he had passed it. That was explained
by the fact that everything was taking place ingde the wals. Patrolling toughs kept under cover inthe
warehouse. Moggler was placed on patrol duty, with orders not to poke his big nose outside.

He had his suitcase there, with him; like other rowdies, he was quartered in aroom on the ground floor.

Therewas agtairway that went below. Only Brig and Shiv went beyond it, although they had men



working in the cellar, who were never seen by the ground-floor guards. A lookout was posted &t the
bottom of the cellar steps. He had ordersto let no one through.

ON this particular night, Brig rapped for entry at a sde door of the warehouse. The guard who admitted
him was Moggler. Sharp eyes watched Brig's face, aslong fingers turned awick to increase the glow of a
lantern. Light was dl right, once the door wastight shui.

Brig was pleased about something. He spoke cryptically to Moggler.

"There won't belong to walit," informed Brig. "Maybe tonight will be thetime, Moggler. I'm going
downgtairs. When Shiv comesaong, tell him I'm there.”

Brig went below. As hisfootsteps faded, Moggler's stooped form left the range of light. Therewasa
dight swish in the hazy darkness, when he returned, the guard was Moggler no longer.

The Shadow had resumed his cloak and hat. His gloved fingers adjusted the lantern to only atiny glow.

Moving slently through the darkness, The Shadow reached the stairway to the cellar. Thiswasn't thefirst
time that he had explored that far. He had even reached the bottom of the steps, unknown to the lower
guard. That was asfar as he had penetrated. Wisely, The Shadow had waited until positive that crooks
intended action.

Nearing the bottom of the steps, The Shadow saw a hanging lantern that threw asmall circle of glow.
There was asweatered figure seated beyond; The Shadow recognized a rough face. The lower guard
was a beefy fellow named "Butch.” The Shadow, as Moggler, had heard his name mentioned.

Therewas astir on the steps. Butch growled:
"Who'sthat?'

"It's Shiv." The Shadow voiced a sharp imitation of the racketeer'stone. " Say, Butch, did Brig go
through?"

"Y eaeh. HEswaiting for you. Didn't Moggler tdl you?'

"No." The faked tone was anxious. "Nobody's up there. Y ou'd better go up, Butch, and find out what's
wrong!"

Butch started upward. He was on the second step when massed darkness launched upon him. Hurled
from baance, the beefy guard was easy prey for The Shadow. Within afew minutes, Butch lay bound
and gagged, staring from acorner.

The Shadow lowered the lantern'swick. The circle of light waslessened. Butch's trussed form was out of
sght againg thewall.

MOVING farther into the cdllar, The Shadow saw the glow of lightsfrom afar corner. Ashe
approached, he observed Brig, stooped in conference with members of the cellar crew.

The glow came from thefloor. It fitted with what The Shadow had expected to find. Ashe drew closer,
The Shadow saw Brig rise. The bulky racketeer was coming in hisdirection.

Thistime, The Shadow used different tactics. He spoke, in the sharp tone that resembled Shiv's; but his
voice carried awarning note. Brig hated.

"What'sup, Shiv?'



"It'sthat guy Moggler," returned The Shadow. "He's quit!™
"What for?' demanded Brig. "He didn't squawk to me, when | came by."

"Maybe not. But he was coming down to find you. Butch stopped him; chased him upstairs again. He
wasn't therewhen | came through. When Butch gave me the low-down, | told him to go out and hunt up

Moggler.”

Brig didn't like the news. He figured that Moggler's desertion could make trouble, and said 0. As Shiv,
The Shadow argued the opposite. If Moggler couldn't keep in line, it was better to berid of him.

"Anyway," snapped The Shadow, from the darkness, "what if Moggler does start abrawl with some
chinks? Maybethat'll help us, Brig, the way things stand.”

"l guessit will," agreed Brig. "It'sdl sat, Shiv. Like wethought it would be. Half past ten will bethe
deedline”

Brig wanted Shiv to follow him to the corner. Shiv's excuse wasthat he ought to make sure that Butch
had started outside. Brig heard him promise to return as soon as he had checked that detail.

Returning to the stairway, The Shadow heard steps coming down. He edged past the light; gave a
boomed tone:

"That you, Shiv?'

Shiv took the voicefor Brig's. From the steps, he wanted to know why the outside door was unguarded.
"It'sthat guy Moggler," Shiv heard Brig'stone inform. "He quit. | chased Butch out to look for him."

"Y ou don't think Moggler's starting something on hisown -"

"What if heis? Maybeit will help us. Moggler don't know what our racket is. Everything's set, Shiv. Half
past ten will bethe deadline.”

Shiv voiced his gpprova. He heard a suggestion in Brig'stone:

"Take agander outside, Shiv. If everything's cool, roust out some guy to take over Moggler'slookout.
Then come down; only don't say too much. We don't want to worry the crew.”

SHIV went up the stairs. Quickly, The Shadow sprang to the corner and hoisted Butch over his
shoulders. He carried the husky like adummy figure. The Shadow was on the steps before Shiv's
footfals had faded above.

At the top, The Shadow waited, resting Butch's trussed weight against a stack of boxes. He heard Shiv
return to gppoint another lookout. With long strides, The Shadow carried Butch to the outer portal. He
shoved the door open; hewasin the dleyway, with the door swinging shut behind him, when distant
pacestold that Shiv was coming with the new guard.

It wasn't long before Shiv joined Brig in the cellar. Each thought he had talked to the other previoudly;
their brief comments furnished no inkling of The Shadow's double hoax.

Shiv smply said that he had put another guard on duty, to replace Moggler. That suited Brig. After that,
their talk concerned events that were due at half past ten.

Meanwhile, a shrouded form was blending through the darkness of Chinatown, burdened by a prisoner's



weight. It wasn't far to Tam's; and The Shadow knew aroute that offered aleys and passages, dl the
way. Hisarrivd at Tam'slacked itsusual silence, but it produced a sartled reaction from the busnesdike
Chinese.

Asthe door opened, Tam saw a big figure loom from darkness and settle sdewaysto thefloor. It was
the bound form of Butch. The prisoner rolled helplesdy into the light. The Shadow stepped in view. He
propped Butch against thewall; removed the gag and untied the prisoner'sarms.

Butch didn't like his surroundings. He knew that Brig and Shiv had been plotting againgt certain Chinese;
and hefigured that Doctor Tam was one of them. Being brought here by The Shadow was another
ominous feature of Butch's capture. Butch blinked, worried, when he heard The Shadow talk to Tamin
Chinese.

After that, The Shadow let Tam be the spokesman. In precisaly worded English, Tam promised Butch
freedom, at alater hour, if the prisoner would comply with certain terms. They were Smple enough: a
telephone call to anumber that connected with a specia extension to the warehouse.

Butch made the call under The Shadow's surveillance. He worded it exactly as Tam dictated, even
though he didn't understand what it was dl about. Butch had found Moggler, brawling with some Chinese
outsde the old Mukden Thester, in the portion of Chinatown most remote from the warehouse. Butch
hed pitched into the fray.

Cops had ended it. Both Moggler and Butch were pinched. Butch knew aguy who could spring them,
without dragging Brig or Shiv into it. But the racketeers would be short two men until tomorrow.

Butch sold his story well. He heard Shiv say "O.K." acrossthe wire, adding that it would be dl right with
Brig.

When Butch hung up, Doctor Tam nodded solemnly, to indicate that the prisoner had fulfilled his part.
Tam pressed abuzzer. Some Chinese servants entered and carried away the prisoner to a place where
he could cool until Tam released him.

That done, Tam seated himself at the desk and began to spread report sheets for The Shadow. Doctor
Tam had gathered facts that he knew would be useful to The Shadow; but he did not regard them as
highly valuable. In fact, Tam thought this conference would be amereroutine.

In that, Tam was mistaken. The Shadow had aready garnered details of his own, that he wasto fit with
those provided by Doctor Tam. Tonight, The Shadow stood on the threshold of new adventure - abold,
daring course that he done could risk.

The Shadow was planning athrust to rescue General Cho Tsing; if that stroke succeeded, disaster would
await the Jeho Fan.

CHAPTER XIV. THE HOUSE OF LI SHENG

UPON the desk, Tam spread diagrams that formed aground floor plan of Li Sheng's mansion. They
showed alarge room in the center, with many small apartments surrounding it. There were passages, too,
al shownin careful detall.

It had been easy, Tam explained, to gain asimple description of the hidden house. Various persons -
Americans, aswell as Chinese - had been guests at the merchant's home. All knew about the square,
high-domed room in the center.



It wasfurnished in lavish style, that room, with afountain playing into ashalow pool. In that rounded
basin, Li Sheng kept brands of Oriental fish that could not be duplicated in any American aquarium.

Li Sheng lived on the ground floor; only servants occupied the upper stories. Tam's finger pointed to a
suite of rooms at the back of the ground floor. They were reached by steps leading up from the central
reception room.

"The guest quarters,” explained Tam. "It isthere that Cho Taing will befound - if the generd isliving
there, aswe suppose.”

The Shadow studied the diagrams. He spoke his appreciation of Tam's careful work. It had been difficult
for the Chinaman to piece these many details. There was more, however, to come.

"Li Shengiswary," declared Tam. "He pretendsthat al guests are welcome; but they are not. Thereare
certain ways by which they may be conducted to his reception room; and along those passages, strange
accidents may happen.

"Never anything that Li Sheng could foresee; not, at least, so one could prove. He regrets accidents,
doesLi Sheng. Neverthdless, they occur. He has many servants, aso, who obey even the dight uplift of
hisfinger. Within hisown abode, Li Sheng hasrights.”

Doctor Tam referred again to those rights, when he analyzed the probable position of Cho Tsing.

"If Cho Tsing has entered the house of Li Sheng,” announced Tam, gravely, "he was welcomed thereasa
guest. Assuch, hewill have remained. For it is as dangerous to leave the hospitaity of Li Sheng asitisto
reach his presence, unlessLi Sheng is disposed to permit it.

" Should persons come to pay the ransom of Cho Tsing, they would find other guests awaiting them -
members of the Jeho Fan. They would know, of course, that Li Sheng had received return for his
sarvices, but proof would beimpossibleto gain.

"Therefore, the position of Li Sheng is secure. He has dways kept it such; and dways shdl. Li Shengisa
law unto himsalf; but he kegpswithin the laws of others, dso."

From Tam's declaration, Li Sheng could be regarded as neither friend nor foe, unless something could be
proven againgt him. That, in Tam's opinion would be atitanic task, even for The Shadow.

THE SHADOW changed the subject with the question:
"What news has come from China?'

"Doubtful news," replied Tam, serioudy. "Two members of the Nanking government are coming to
Americaby clipper plane, and will arrive tomorrow. Report saysthat they are coming to raise funds for
the ransom of Cho Tsing; but, perhaps-"

"Their misson isto pay for the release of Cho Tsing."

The Shadow's pronouncement came as an undisputed verdict. Doctor Tam saw thelogic.
Representatives of the Chinese government would not have to leave Chinato negotiate aloan. They
could do soif they chose; and they were using that fact as a smoke screen. But behind the sceneslay the
answer that The Shadow understood.

Tam could picture coming conssgquences.



Chinese emissarieswould visit the neutra domain of Li Sheng. They would leave there, taking Cho Tsing
with them. He would return, disguised, to Ching; later, afictionized story of his release would be made
public.

The world would never know that Cho Tsing had been brought to America. The coffers of the Jeho Fan
would be ten million dollarsricher, lesswhatever amount Li Sheng might demand for intermediary
services.

The greatest ransom in history would be completed by tomorrow night. With new wedthinits
possession, the Jeho Fan could expand its size, to become the most formidable of evil organizations. The
power of the Tao would be limitless.

One being, done, could block that outcome.
That being was The Shadow.

Y et, to win the victory, The Shadow would have to accomplish the incredible. He must enter the house
of Li Sheng and release the captive Cho Tsing. He would be treading on preserves where asinglefase
step would mean degth.

Li Sheng, foxy, ever evasive, could twist the factsto prove himsdif right. The Shadow, if hefél into the
toils, would be branded as the malefactor.

Dangerous though the task was, The Shadow intended to undertake it this very night; for thiswould be
the last opportunity, before the Chinese officias recognized the Jeho Fan.

Tam knew The Shadow's determination. Despite the ruin that it might bring him, the sncere Chinaman
offered hisfull cooperation.

"| can assembletrusted men,” declared Tam. "They will battle those of the Jeho Fan who wait outside L
Sheng's gates.”

"Such conflict would be usdless," objected The Shadow. "By the time the way would clear, Li Sheng
would be warned.”

"Then you intend to fare done?’
"Y es. Through thelines of the Jeho Fan.”
"And my men-"

"They will be needed," interposed The Shadow. "But for adifferent purpose. One block from the house
of Li Sheng isan abandoned warehouse. Y our men will surround that building.”

Tam was perplexed. He had not yet heard of The Shadow's complete discoveries concerning the
racketeers who were trying to muscle in on the Jeho Fan's game.

The Shadow's arriva with Butch as burden had partidly explained that situation; but Tam had not
guessed the location of the headquarters that Butch had telephoned.

The Shadow gave the details. Tam listened, hisface a curious study. Slowly, he grasped the full
sgnificance of The Shadow's plan. The Shadow told the part that he intended to accomplish; then
explained the exact extent of Tam's required cooperation. Tam smiled gravely when The Shadow had
finished.



"Many deeds must be accomplished,” declared Tam. " Some seem impossible; others offer no difficulty.
You, Ying Ko, have reserved the impossible tasks for yourself; the possible are to be mine.

"That, Ying Ko, may mean success. When Ying Ko undertakes the impossible, it becomes the possible.
You arewise aswell asbold. Y ou may depend upon my men to perform the part that you require of
them. It will be your task to dedl with Li Sheng; mine; to be ready afterward.”

I'T was nearly nine o'clock when a solitary figure arrived on the street that fronted the archway to Li
Sheng'sforgotten mansion. A gliding shape of blackness, that form was not seen by the skulking
watchers of the Jeho Fan. They had noted every previous passer but they did not see The Shadow.

Between two buildings lay the arched passage that led to Li Sheng's. It formed atunneled route, that
ended in dull bronze gates, where vistors rang for entry. The passage was lighted; and watching eyes
were concentrated upon it.

If an unwanted visitor gpproached those gates, the Jeho Fan was ready to intervene. Within adozen
seconds, the passage could become a death trap. The Shadow knew that choice of that route would be a
play into the hands of the Jeho Fan.

The only course wasto enter the courtyard by one of the buildings that surrounded it. That was difficult,
for every doorway had a hidden watcher. For The Shadow, there remained one dternative.

Keeping to darkness, he found astretch of blackened wall. Rough, crumbling stone felt the grip of The
Shadow's probing fingers.

Upward, a blackened figure made its precarious climb. The Shadow's fingers found useful crevices. He
remembered them, and gained toe-holds with his soft-tipped shoes.

Three squatty stories brought The Shadow to the ledge that fronted the roof. Flattened, to avoid the glow
of Chinatown'slights, herolled across the parapet.

It was dark, al aong the roof. Crouching as he proceeded, The Shadow reached the rear edge. He
looked down into a square-shaped courtyard, that was sunk below the street level. The buildings that
surrounded it were mounted on windowless foundations that made averitable wall.

There were stone steps that led up to the rear of the big gates. By observing those, The Shadow checked
the exact position of the archway.

Facing into the courtyard, occupying a space of equa size, wasthe house of Li Sheng. It wasastone
house, three stories high, that looked like arelic of old San Francisco. Some previous owner had
preserved that mansion, while other buildings were erected around it. That must have been years ago; for
the girdling Structures were old ones.

How long Li Sheng had owned the forgotten mansion, was a question; but the crafty merchant had made
agood choice of residence.

A complete silence gripped the courtyard. Even from the parapet, that hush was apparent. The roar of
San Francisco'straffic, the jumbled sounds of Chinatown weretotaly obliterated from thisisolated spot.

Theroof of the mansion was solid. The windows of the upper floors were barred. Those on the ground
floor were equipped with tight-closed metal shutters. The Shadow decided, however, that entry would
be possibleif he once reached the mansion's roof. He could swing from it, and work on abarred
third-story window.



TO gain the roof, The Shadow had to move aong the parapet and turn acorner. He had just begun that
course when creeping footsteps hated him. The Jeho Fan had guards up here. One was making his
rounds.

Stretched against the parapet, The Shadow waited for the Chinaman to pass.

The guard turned hisflashlight in The Shadow's direction. He was holding the torch low; its beam did not
reach the arm that stretched across The Shadow's face, holding the upturned cloak collar. Seeing nothing
but blackness, the guard turned away. He ssumbled against the corner of achimney.

The dropped flashlight took an unlucky bounce dmost to The Shadow'sfeet. Asheregained it, the
Chinaman happened tottilt it upward. The chance angle of the light flickered a hawkish silhouette aong

the parapet.
Thewatcher started an amazed shout:

"Ying Ko!"

The cry was no more than agargle, for gloved hands had the Celestid's throat, while arasped whisper
caled for sillence. The goggle-eyed guard regretted his shout; but he wastoo late to recdl it. Other
flashlights bobbed.

The roof was dive with lurking cohorts of the Jeho Fan.

The Shadow flung his prisoner againg the chimney. Asthe Chinaman flattened, The Shadow went across
the back parapet. Others saw his head and shoulders drop from sight. Y ellow faces peered from the roof
edge, their danted eyes seeking one more glimpse of The Shadow.

The darkness of that rear wall was a perfect cover for the cloaked adventurer. The Shadow was
descending recklesdy, digging for any hold that offered. The rear wall was badly crumbled. That helped.

Flashlights did not spot The Shadow until one Chinaman leaned far over the edge above. Ashe saw a
cloaked bulk at the second-floor level, the fellow yelled and jerked aknife from his belt.

The Shadow's right hand clawed the stony wall. Hisleft poked an automatic upward; pulled the trigger
just asthe Chinaman dung the knife from above.

The bullet clipped the man on the roof. Overbalanced, he was toppling as his knife whizzed past The
Shadow. That member of the Jeho Fan was doomed. He came hurtling from the roof, wailing as he sped
past The Shadow. There was a crash from the courtyard.

Other fighters were leaning over the edge. The Shadow sprayed bullets dong the line. One foeman
sagged, hanging crazily from the parapet. Two more went rolling back to the roof. Others dived away.
They were easy targets againgt the glowing sky.

The Shadow made a quick shift downward. From directly above the arch, he dropped to the stone
steps. Turning, he sprang down into the deep courtyard. He saw the cover that he wanted. It wasthe
deep recess of Li Sheng'sfront door.

SPINNING as he dashed, The Shadow blasted bullets to the roof to drive back any aiming
sharpshooters. He reached the doorway; its overhanging eaves gave shelter. The guards on the roof no
longer mattered. Trouble was due from another direction.

The darm had spread from the roof. VVassds of the Jeho Fan were in the arched passage, clanging at the



metal gates.

Those barriers were locked; but massed strength overcame them. His guns reloaded, The Shadow
waited. He was ready to snipe that horde when it poured through. If he clipped them fast, they would
tumble down the steps. Thinning the ranks would break the attack, and enable him to charge through.

The Shadow was not worried over the outcome of such battle. His one regret was hisloss of an
opportunity to enter Li Sheng's mansion.

A gate swung clear. Y ellow faces peered above the steps. His back braced againgt Li Sheng's big front
door, The Shadow aimed both automatics, ready to deliver adouble dose of lead. Hisfingerswere
beginning their smooth squeeze. Only the totally unexpected could have hadted The Shadow's opening
volley of leaden dugs.

The unexpected came. With a sudden jerk, Li Sheng's big door sivung inward, so suddenly that The
Shadow went with it. He was too late to hook the door frame with a gun hand. The bash of his automatic
against the sde of the doorway only added atwist to the tumble that The Shadow took.

The door dammed shut as The Shadow sprawled. The closing of the big barrier cut off the raucous
shouts of those Chinese who were pouring into the path of The Shadow'sfire. The turn of events had
saved asquad of reckless fightersfor further service with the Jeho Fan.

Asfor The Shadow, only the future could tell what his case would be. In atwinkling, he had gained the
chief thing that he wanted: entrance into the house of Li Sheng. But the surprisng manner of hisentry
foreboded ill.

Doom awaited those who were unwary within the walls where Li Sheng ruled and The Shadow's forced
arriva there had been anything but clever. Inthe due of witsthat wasto come, Li Sheng had gained the
first advantage.

CHAPTER XV. TRAP FOR TRAP

DESPITE histwigting tumble, The Shadow came up with an aiming gun. He was crouched on one knee,
his left hand resting its automatic on the floor, while hisright fist gripped aleveled weapon. Had there
been sudden opposition. The Shadow could have met it. But there was no cause for béttle.

A robed Chinaman was calmly bolting the big door. He turned about, to show apair of outspread hands.
Hisface was bland, suiting his Orienta garb.

Solemn, owlish as he gazed through big-rimmed spectacles, the Celestia bowed.

"You arewedcome, Ying Ko," hesaid mildly, in English. "All who reach the portals of Li Sheng are
welcome as hisguedts. | shall conduct you to my magter, the merchant Li Sheng.”

A muffled tumult was fading outside the huge front door. Some one from above had shouted &t the
entering mob. The hordes of the Jeho Fan were retiring from the premises of Li Sheng.

The Shadow placed his automaticsin holsters deep beneath his cloak. He turned to the bland Chinaman
who wasto be hisguide. The Celestia stepped to the rear of the entry and stopped before a brass door.

"Thiswill interest you, Ying Ko," he announced. "A press of this concealed knob - the door rises. But
watch!"

The Chinaman paused, pointing. Three seconds passed. The door dropped with aterrific clang.



"Li Sheng designed that to keep out enemies,” explained the guide. He pressed the knob and waved for
The Shadow to go through, as the door rose. "But of course, Ying Ko™ - mildly, the Chinaman plucked
The Shadow's cloak deeve - "you are no enemy -"

The Shadow's interruption was awhipping twist that carried him through the doorway. He was on the
threshold at the instant when the guide so gently distracted his attention. The Shadow's quick move was
timdly.

The door crashed as he whisked away, missing The Shadow's shoulders by a scant inch. That brass
barrier weighed a haf ton. Its drop would have been death to any one beneath it.

The Shadow waited in ashort hallway. The door came smoothly upward; the bespectacled guide strolled
through and the door clashed shut behind him.

"Very, very sorry." gpologized the owlish guide. "It was forgetful of me to speak while you were passing
beneath the door."

THE first of Li Sheng's"accidents' had failed with The Shadow. The guide seemed unperturbed. Camly,
he conducted The Shadow through a side passage that ended in another doorway.

There was no trick about that barrier. The guide opened it in ordinary fashion. They stepped into a
square-walled room.

The walswere lined with woven drapes that depicted scenes from the ancient Ming dynasty.

"Very beautiful." announced the guide, referring to the Chinese art. "The story begins her€” - he pointed
to acloth picturein the corner - "and follows dong thewall. But we must not linger, Ying Ko" - the guide
paused, his eyesfixed on The Shadow - "because Li Sheng expects us."

The mild tone perfectly disguised the warning that it carried. The guide had timed hisfina wordsto the
instant when he knew that The Shadow's attention was centered on the woven picture.

Even to The Shadow, that wall scene had a compelling fascination that made him linger. No eye could
escapeit. The study of one detail led to notice of another.

Though The Shadow paused, the guide's words echoed in his mind. He sensed, aso, that the Chinaman
had stepped away. Turning, The Shadow saw the robed man waiting at another doorway. Even then, the
trap would not have been apparent, except for the fact that the guide had gone to the top of ashort flight

of steps.

With quick strides, The Shadow crossed the room. He was &t the steps when adizziness seized him. The
whole room whirled; the pictures made afantastic jumble. For thefirst time, The Shadow sensed athick
aroma; the atmosphere of some overpowering drug, that was odorless until it took effect.

Swaying, The Shadow fdlt that the next pace he took would bring him to disaster. The floor was
motionless; but to hiseyes, it seemed to revolve.

With an effort, The Shadow closed his eyes and stumbled forward. He was dizzy; but the stepswere
solid. The Shadow managed to reach the top.

Intheair of the higher passage, he steadied. He opened his eyes, saw the bowing guide.

The Chinaman was quite indifferent to the fact that The Shadow had escaped the second trap. He merdly
remarked that some vigitorsfound the Ming room so ddightful that they remained there.



The subtlety of Li Sheng'strapslay intheway they varied; dso in the false onesthat were introduced.

Asthey descended aflight of short steps, The Shadow twisted aside as a huge vase came tumbling from
ashdf abovethe sairway, to crash in many fragments. The guide was very sorry about that, aso,
particularly because Li Sheng would be disturbed when he learned that he had lost a priceless piece of
crockery.

In the room at the bottom of the steps, the guide motioned to a potted bush of magnificent roses,
remarking that they were scentless. When The Shadow accepted the statement without test, the
Chinaman smelled the roses himsdlf, proving that they hid no soporific drug.

THE guide opened the door and pointed to a narrow passage.

"Let megofirg," heremarked. "Do not follow until | have reached the far end. Moreover, thereisa
word that you must remember: 'Penang.’ A password.”

Half turned, the guide repested the word as he entered the passage:

The Shadow watched. The passage was gloomy; hafway aong, the floor did open when the guide had
passed. It remained in that condition until the robed man reached the far end. When he hated, the floor
did shut. The Chinaman beckoned to The Shadow.

Walking through the passage, The Shadow crossed the trap. 1t did wide behind him. Simultaneoudy, a
paneled door clicked inthewall. A huge Mongol sprang out to bar The Shadow's path. The challenger's
hand drove aterrific lunge.

Twigting sSideways on the very edge of the floor opening, The Shadow came in past the Mongol's sweep.
Asthey locked, The Shadow went to one knee; hoisted upward and backward. Thejujitsu trick lurched
the Mongol headlong into the space that had been intended for The Shadow.

The guide came back aong the passage. He and The Shadow peered below. The muscular Mongol was
crawling to hisfeet beside the wall of an eight-foot pit. He had profited by the added impetus that The
Shadow had given to hislunge.

The center of the pit was abed of upright spikes; an ordinary shove would have impaled the victim upon
them.

"The guard isnot badly hurt,” observed the bland guide. "That will please Li Sheng. It wastoo bad” - he
turned to The Shadow - "that you forgot to state the password, as| did. The guard expected it."

The guide had not mentioned that the word " Penang” applied specificaly to this passage. The Shadow,
though, had understood it. He had deliberately let the guide's ruse reach its climax, in order to view
another of Ling Sheng's accidentd traps.

The Shadow expected one more snare; for they were nearing Li Sheng's reception room.

"WE have reached the triple doors," declared the guide, stopping before a solid copper barrier. "We
must pass each one singly. | shall show you the combination.”

Heturned adia while The Shadow watched. As he finished, the guide tipped hislittle finger dightly and
pressed an ornament beside the dia. The movement was dmost too trivia to notice. The guide went
through when the door svung inward.



The Shadow duplicated the combination, as soon as the door had clanged shut. He did not forget the
important touch to the ornament. He heard atiny click, telling that the added press was part of the
combination. The door swung ahead. The Shadow joined the guide.

For thefirst time, the Celestial was dour. The second door had the same system asthe first. When they
had passed it, The Shadow stepped ahead of the guide, to open the third door. The guide intervened.

"Thisleadsto the reception room," hetold The Shadow. "I must go firg, to announce you to Li Sheng."

The Shadow'sfingerswere a the dia. Ashe drew his hand away, he gpplied the finger touch to the
ornament. The guide did not notice it. The Shadow stepped back to watch the result. When the guide
worked the combination, he unwittingly gave the secret Spring one presstoo many.

Instead of swinging aheed, the door reversed. The wal opened automatically, at right angles, and the
door carried the astonished Chinaman with it. There was aclang asthe smug Celestid waslocked in a
tiny, metd-walled cell.

The final door was open. The Shadow saw alarge, vaulted room, where aspraying fountain played
benesath the soft tints of changing lights. He heard amelodious chuckle, indicating that Li Sheng had seen
the reversed sweep of the last door. The merchant evidently supposed that The Shadow had been
tricked by the last of histraps.

The Shadow stepped across the threshold. He saw Li Sheng, seated in ateakwood reclining chair,
beyond the fountain. The merchant was smallish; hislong, wizened face seemed colorless, abovetherich
crimson of his gold-embroidered robe.

Li Sheng's cackled mirth ceased when he saw The Shadow. It was surprise, more than fear, that gripped
him. Then, with aquick move, Li Sheng gave his handstwo short claps.

Four gowned servants bobbed into view, two from each Sde of the room. All had revolvers, that they
swung toward The Shadow. They hated their guns half-drawn. The Shadow's fists had produced apair
of automatics. The big muzzlesweretrained a angles. Li Sheng's men were covered.

TRAPfor trap, The Shadow had balked Li Sheng's moves. Here, in the heart of the merchant's
stronghold, he still held the advantage. Wisdly, though, The Shadow refrained from using it. He knew that
Li Sheng possessed reserve forces that could be summoned.

Boldly, The Shadow had proven that he could master each menace that arrived. Li Sheng waswise as
well as shrewd. He had not unleashed his power to the limit; but neither had The Shadow. The old
Chinaman accepted the Situation, in wily fashion.

Li Sheng spoketo the servants. Slowly, they put their guns avay. The Shadow thrust his automatics
beneath hiscloak. Li Sheng rose from his chair, ddivered a profound bow.

"Welcome, Ying Ko," hesaid. "My pitiful homeis exated by the presence of so honored aguest.”

Though the merchant's words were solemn, the corners of hislipsretained an upward twigt, that gave
The Shadow arecollection of the old man's high-pitched laugh.

Li Sheng had accepted The Shadow's arrival. But it was plain that he would present new obstaclesto
stay The Shadow's departure.

CHAPTER XVI.LI SHENG OBJECTS



THE domed reception room was afantasy of Oriental splendor. Located in the center of the mansion, it
was windowless. The soft, many-hued lights came from an indirect system. The sdewalls had square
niches, set at intervals, those contained huge vases, dl of rare Chinese pattern.

Thetinkle of thefountain gave the room alulling tone. Thefountain, itself, wasin the shape of athree-foot
dragon, made entirely of slver. The coiled monster had its head tilted upward; from its open mouth
gprayed the jets of water that fdll into the shimmering pool surrounding the fountain's base.

The pool contained Li Sheng'srare fish. They were curious creatures, that rested lazily in the water, as
though they liked to pose. Their colors formed ever-changing blends, thanksto the variations of the light
that struck the water.

While The Shadow surveyed the room, Li Sheng extended a scrawny hand toward another teakwood
chair. The Shadow noted the invitation to be seated. Camly, he removed his hat and cloak.

A servant cameto take the garments, but The Shadow motioned him aside. He flattened the cloak over
thearm of the chair; laid the douch hat uponit.

The Shadow was wearing the guise of Cranston. He had changed his features and donned his tuxedo,
before leaving Doctor Tam's.

Thetiny, glittering eyes of Li Sheng watched the hawk-faced visitor. Whatever Li Sheng's opinions, he
did not betray them.

It was acertainty that Li Sheng knew of The Shadow's adventures with the Jeho Fan, and therefore had
believed that The Shadow was dead. Hisfirst guessto the contrary had come when battle started in the
courtyard. Watchersfrom Li Sheng's windows must have seen The Shadow cross the court and reported
to the merchant.

By admitting The Shadow and welcoming him asaguest, Li Sheng had shown hisgreat cunning. He had
foreseen trouble for the Jeho Fan's attacking horde. He had preferred to handle Ying Ko, himsdlf.

There was a splash from the fountain pool. The Shadow looked in that direction. He saw fish legping
wildly, away from the atack of finny foemen. The attacking fish were smdl, but hideous. Their gobbling
mouths displayed tiny, viciousteeth.

"They arethedragon fish," remarked Li Sheng, in gloating tone. "They disturb the others, and drive them
into hiding places. Often, the dragon fish overtake their victims and kill them.

"Thereisonefish" - Li Sheng craned his head toward the pool - "who avoids the dragon fish, by staying
constantly away from danger. He must be hiding among the rocks, asusud, for | cannot see him.

"Besdes, heisjet-black, that fish. Therefore, heiswiseto hide himsdf in darkness. | have named him
Ying Ko."

The symbolism of the dragon was represented by the slver fountain; aso by thefighting fishin Li Sheng's
pool. The Shadow noted a golden dragon woven into the crimson of the merchant's robe.

Those symbols, however, could not be taken as proof that Li Sheng was the hidden leader of the Jeho
Fan. The dragon was the ancient standard of old China. Li Sheng'slove of the departed past could be
sufficient reason for the dragon tokens.

Subtly, Li Sheng broached the vital subject.



"I SHALL spesk fredly, Ying Ko," croaked the old merchant. "There is no need to ignore the purpose of
your visit. | have asmy guest aperson who cals himself the Generd Cho Tsing. A few nights ago, he
came to my door, craving admittance.

"Cho Tsing, it seems, was threatened by a secret group called the Jeho Fan, so | persuaded him to
remain here, in safety. Tomorrow night, | expect representatives of the Jeho Fan; aso emissariesfrom the
Chinese government.

"Both shdl enjoy my hospitdity, while they settle the troublesome detail s that concern Cho Tsing. Those
detals, | understand, involve amatter of ten million American dollars.”

Sadly, Li Sheng shook his head, as he added:
"It isunfortunate that men should dispute over so trifling asum.”

The merchant arose. Smiling, he extended histhin hand toward broad steps at the rear of the reception
room.

"Perhaps, Ying Ko, you would liketo talk with Cho Tsing?"

The Shadow accepted the invitation. As he arose from his chair, he placed his cloak and hat over his
arm. Servants watched the tall form of Cranston ascend the short flight of steps beside the stooped figure
of Li Sheng.

A curious clock spoke the hour, with the discordant clangor of Chinese chimes. It was ten o'clock.

Straight acrossthe hall in back of the reception room was awide, deep-set doorway, guarded by two
powerful Mongols, who stood like statues. Each held along, curved sword crosswisein front of his

body.
As Crangton and Li Sheng passed between the silent sentingls, the merchant remarked dryly:

"| stationed these guards to keep unwelcome visitors from the gpartment of Cho Tsing. Such an honored
guest must be protected.”

The "protection” reminded The Shadow of Li Sheng's "accidents.” It could work two ways. Therewould
be trouble for any one who tried to enter the guest gpartment without Li Sheng's permission. There would
be disaster, dso, for any one who tried to leave the guest chambers.

That applied definitely to Generd Cho Tsing.

Li Sheng rapped at the door. It opened; two servants admitted Li Sheng and Cranston. The Shadow
knew at once that these servants were Chinese who had been smuggled through with Cho Tsing.

Li Sheng inquired for the general. A voice spoke from beyond a curtained doorway; the tone was
distinguished in its accent, but weary. It called for the vigtorsto enter. A servant pulled the curtain aside.
Li Sheng bowed for Cranston to cross the threshold.

A figurewasreclining in alarge, canopied bed. By the glow of atablelamp, The Shadow recognized the
face of Cho Tsing, propped against the pillows.

Brilliance cameto large eyes asthey saw Cranston. Cho Tsing'siron jaw tightened. Rising from the
pillows, the generd thrust out ahand in greeting.

Cranston seated himsalf beside the bed. Li Sheng remained in the doorway, to watch the conference



between the two old friends.

"I AM ill," spoke Cho Tsing. "My journey from Chinawas a tedious one. My quarters were not quite so
pleasant asthe onesthat Li Sheng has provided.”

The Shadow knew that Cho Tsing wasfaking illness, and doing it well. His firm handclasp, unnoticed by
Li Sheng, had been the give-away. The purpose of the generd'srusewas plain.

At sometime, Cho Tsing hoped, there would be a chance for abreak from this luxurious prison. He
believed that by pretending to be weak and ill, his chances would be better when the time came. So far,
he had gained nothing by his pretense.

Whether or not Li Sheng had guessed Cho Tsing's hope, the merchant constantly kept two swordsmen
on guard duty outside the genera's gpartment.

The Shadow spoke to Cho Tsing. Hisvoice wasthat of Cranston, talking in Chinese, with pauses
between each sentence. Those intervas were naturd; for Cranston seemed to be thinking in English;
trandating hisideasto Chinese before he voiced them.

Though Cranston's face was turned so Li Sheng could not seeit, the merchant suspected nothing. He did
not hear what Cho Tsing heard.

During each pause, Cranston's lips moved; alow whisper escaped them. Between sentences of ordinary
conversation, The Shadow was giving suggestions to Cho Tsing. There was away whereby the generd's
imprisonment might end tonight. The Shadow expected him to be ready.

The short chat ended. Cranston rejoined Li Sheng. Together, they passed between the sentinels. The
Shadow observed thelightsin the hdlway. Unlike the reception room, the glow in the hall came from
ordinary sockets set in the ceiling.

There were three such lights; the central onewas directly in front of Cho Tsing's gpartment.

Thelow doorway to the reception room cut off the soft light from that direction. That was something that
could prove of valueto The Shadow.

WHEN they reached the reception room, Li Sheng was more than courteous. He gpologized for the fact
that Cho Taing wasill; he assured Cranston that the sea voyage had been responsible. Since hisarriva
here, Cho Tsing had enjoyed red hospitality.

"You will learn that for yoursdf, Ying Ko," concluded Li Sheng, "since you are to be my guest for awhile
to come."

Cranston's expression showed open doubt of the statement. Li Sheng added reasons.

"Youwill remain," he asserted, "until after the Chinese ddegates have completed their businesswith the
Jeho Fan. When Cho Tsing has|eft here, | shall open the way for your departure.

"Of course” - Li Sheng added the statement archly - "the Jeho Fan may not be pleased with my decision.
But | can assureyou, Ying Ko, that they will accept my advice.

"Whatever their Tao says, islaw, with the Jeho Fan. | am quite sure that the Tao Fan will give them any
order thet originates from mysdlf."

Slow minutesfollowed Li Sheng's utterance. Cranston seemed to be considering the merchant's verdict.



At lagt, thetal guest arose from his chair. Methodicaly, Cranston reached for hisblack cloak. He did it
over hisshoulders.

Gloves were next. When Cranston had drawn them on his hands, he picked up hisdouch hat. Ashe
pressed the brim down upon hisforehead, hisface waslost from sight. Hidden lipswhispered asnister
laugh that did not please Li Sheng.

The Shadow turned toward the outer door. Li Sheng sprang spirally from his chair. He legped past The
Shadow; spread hislong-deeved armsto block the way.

"Youghdl remain, Ying Ko'"

Four servants were in sight again; but The Shadow's hands whipped from his cloak, bringing the
holstered guns from beneath his tuxedo jacket. He held the servants covered.

The big Chinese clock was chiming the haf hour. Amid that clangor, Li Sheng stepped aside, asif
acknowledging defeat. Suddenly, the merchant sprang beyond the silver fountain. Shielded by the squatty
metal dragon, his position was safe. He was ready to let his servitors battle The Shadow.

Li Sheng screeched acommand. There were sounds, like the clash of cymbals, from the side wals of the
room. Huge vases split, their fronts swinging wide. Squatted in the niches were adozen more Chinese,
gxtoeschwal.

Their revolverswere leveled. All they awaited wasthe snap of Li Sheng'sfingers. That given, they would
riddle The Shadow with their bullets.

THOUGH the odds were sixteen to one againgt him, The Shadow till moved dowly forward. Li Sheng
croaked an unheeded warning. Then came the finger snap.

The Shadow whisked about. While guns were sounding their preliminary click. The Shadow headed for
the steps that led to Cho Tsing's gpartment.

The unexpected twist sartled the Chinese. So did the shots that The Shadow fired as he whirled. The
Shadow picked no targets; his purpose was to throw temporary confusion into the Chinese ranks.

Li Sheng'swarriors legped for the floor, dropping low. Their guns were talking, though, before The
Shadow reached the steps.

Timely jabs from the automeatics gave The Shadow amoment's respite. An ingtant later, the reportswere
lost amid amighty blast that far out-thundered The Shadow's guns. The whole floor rocked, sprawling
the aming Chinese before they could clip The Shadow.

With that explosion, the center of Li Sheng's reception room hoisted. The silver statue split into
fragments. Thefish pool vanished in ageyser of spreading water. Amid the cascade went the shimmering
shapes of the merchant's rarefish.

From the quaking floor, The Shadow reached the steps, to look back on the havoc. Jets of water were
shooting upward from broken pipes. Instead of the shallow basin, there gaped awidespread hole. As
puffs of smoke blew clear, heads and hands came through the opening.

Tough fists gripped revolvers, below ugly faces. The zero hour had struck. Brig Lenbold and Shiv Faxon
were making their thrust to wrest Cho Tsing from Li Sheng's possession. Their sappers had followed
underground passages, to make afina burrow beneath the center of Li Sheng's home.



Blowing their way up from below, the crooks had cometo battleit out with Li Sheng's servants. Timing
his own movesto that scheduled invasion, The Shadow was ready to attempt hislone rescue of Cho

Tang.
CHAPTER XVII. CLOAKED FLIGHT

BATTLE wasraging in Li Sheng's reception room - awild, swift fray, with hand-to-hand tactics taking
preference. Brig and Shiv were coming through, with adozen followers. The Chinese were coming in
from circled formation, hoping to beet them back. Gun hands were dugging asfast asfingers could tug

triggers.

The Shadow's business took him elsawhere. He was at the top of the steps, driving for the big guards
who stood outside of Cho Tsing's gpartment. As The Shadow s destepped, one of the Mongols dashed
with his curved sword.

Driving in benegth the blade, The Shadow met the sword at the hilt with an upsweep of an automatic.
The dash flung wide, away from The Shadow's head. There was a back-swing of The Shadow'sarm. A
gun-weighted fist clipped the Mongol's chin. The swordsman sagged; hisweapon dropped from his
hand.

The Shadow could waste no bullets. They would be needed later. He twisted away from the second
guard. Shoving his guns beneath his cloak, The Shadow made a quick grab for the sword that was on the
floor. He came up, spinning, in timeto parry ahard stroke from his remaining opponent.

A taunting laugh punctuated the strange duel that followed. The Shadow handled the clumsy Mongal in
whirlwind fashion. Every flash of the blade wasfollowed by athrust that drove The Shadow's foeman
farther dong the hdll.

The guard had atwo-handed grip on his sword's hilt, hoping to wield it in broad-ax fashion. He never
had the chance.

While the muffled staccato of revolverstold that battle continued in the wrecked reception room, The
Shadow dipped past his adversary and turned about. He was driving the Mongol back toward Cho
Tsing's gpartment.

Pest the foeman were the three lights that glowed from the ceiling. They explained the purpose of The
Shadow's odd tactics.

A sword thrust; The Shadow's hand whipped back and swung the curved blade with an overhand
stroke. The Mongol leaped back without need. The stroke was not intended for him. Thanksto the
length of the sword, The Shadow reached the first light in the row and smashed it with his sword's point.

New thrusts drove the clumsy Mongol farther. Another quick dash; The Shadow clipped the second light
from the high celling. He drove his adversary past the third. Thistime, the Mongol thought he knew the

game.

As The Shadow swung for the light, the big guard came hacking with along, two-armed sweep, using his
sword like adedge hammer. That clumsy dash was tel egraphed the moment it began.

The Shadow twisted his swing. It came downward; then into aside-armed whip. Theflat of the blade
lashed the Mongol's neck, just below his ear. Hejolted; the lines of histawny face frozein an ugly
grimace, asthe guard kilted sdeways.



Before the guard's body had time to thump the floor, The Shadow thrust his own sword upward and
shattered the glass of the last incandescent. The hdl was darkened, save for the faint glow that came from
below the airs.

GUNSHOT S were less frequent. One side had gained the advantage. The Shadow had lost valued time.
He sprang to the door of Cho Taing's apartment. It was open; the lights of the gpartment were out, in
accordance with The Shadow's instructions. Cho Tsing was on the threshold.

Shouts sounded from the reception room. The crieswere in Chinese. Li Sheng's cohorts had repelled the
invaders. They were coming to fight The Shadow. The clatter of their footsteps pounded from the gairs.
Seeing darkness, the Chinese halted, babbling for lights.

Asflashlights glimmered, The Shadow's automatics spat from the darkness. Chinese dodged and
flattened; the path was cleared. Li Sheng, standing below the steps, heard the shout of General Cho
Tang:

"Go, Ying Ko! Lead theway! | follow!"

Down from the darkened stairs surged the cloaked figure. The Shadow's guns were emptied; Li Sheng
was treated to adisplay of swordsmanship. Whedling through the scattered Chinese, the cloaked fighter
lashed across the floor, to reach the pit that invaders had blasted.

That spot was vacated. Brig and Shiv were crippled prisoners; the rest of thelr attacking crew were
wounded or dead. They were counting on the arrival of reserves. Meanwhile, they saw the ruse designed
by The Shadow. The hole through which invaders entered was being turned into an exit.

Li Sheng saw agloved hand beckoning back toward the stairway. But Cho Tsing wasn't following The
Shadow. Li Sheng cackled glesfully. All had gone well with The Shadow's plans until thisfina moment;
but it had changed, to give Li Sheng his opportunity. The Shadow was speedy; Cho Tsing was sow.
Fate waskind to Li Sheng.

Half adozen quick-witted Chineseralied like clockwork to Li Sheng's howled command. Three of them
dashed for the gairs, to cut off Cho Tsing. The others drove for The Shadow. Skidding on the dippery,
fish-strewn floor, they tried for close-range aim.

The cloaked swordsman was at the pit. He saw the menacing guns. He made a quick drop through the
opening. Bullets chopped stone fragments from the fringe. Not a shot reached the human target.

Li Sheng fumed at The Shadow's escape. He hesitated; then padded up the steps, to see what had
happened to Cho Tsing. Thelightsin the generd's apartment were on again.

Cho Tsing'stwo faithful servantswere shoving their protesting master headlong into the curtained
bedroom. They had good reason for such action. Li Sheng's servants were at the outer door, covering
them with revolvers.

One big swordsman wasrising from thefloor. Li Sheng ordered him to watch Cho Tsing's door. New
servants had arrived. Li Sheng added them as reserve guards. Taking histhree fighterswith him, heled a
new dash down to the reception room. There, three waiting Chinese were pleased when they saw their
chief'sintention.

Li Sheng was taking up the pursuit of The Shadow.

DOWN through the pit, the seven found a passage. It led them to another burrow; after a second turn,
they saw their cloaked quarry straight ahead of them.



Powerful flashlightsilluminated the outline of The Shadow. Almost ingtantly, there was ablaze of light
from the opposite direction.

This passage waswide. At thefar end of it, Li Sheng could discern four rough-clad, waiting men. They
were the reserve force that Brig and Shiv expected. The Situation was sweet for Li Sheng. The Shadow
was trapped between two forces.

Li Sheng croaked an order. Let the othersfirefirst. They could have the privilege of finishing Ying Ko,
before he reached them with his sword, the only wesgpon that he still could use. While those invaders
were gloating over The Shadow's degath, Li Sheng and his men could repulse them.

The plan was crafty; but new intervention ruined it.

The shots that sounded from the far end of the passage were not directed toward the approaching figure
in black. They came from beyond the corner. Bullets sprawled the thugs who awaited The Shadow.
Y dlow faces poked in sight above the sagging hoodlums. The arrivals were Doctor Tam'sloyd Chinese.

Li Sheng's opportunity waslost. He saw Tam's men spread, to let The Shadow through their cordon. A
gloved hand flung away its sword, to receive arevolver. Li Sheng's henchmen quailed. Tam's men were
opening fire dong the passage; soon, Ying Ko would be shooting with them!

Thetrap didn't suit Li Sheng. He had the wrong end of it. He didn't wait for hisfollowersto desert him.
He shouted for retreat; joined the scramble back to safety. Bullets pinged the wall where they had been.
Fearful that The Shadow would overtake them, the merchant and his men scurried upward into their own
premises.

Theirswas amad flight; so rapid that they did not linger long enough to hear The Shadow's laugh. Once
in the reception room, Li Sheng ordered hismen tofill the pit with chunks of stone. They did it in ahurry,
much to Li Sheng's satisfaction. There was plenty of debris; enough to block The Shadow and his new
dlies

No attack came. Evidently, The Shadow could foreseeitsfalacy. Brig Lenbold and Shiv Faxon had
fared badly with their invasion. Li Sheng was better prepared to meet anew thrust.

From somewhere, distant from the house, there was amuffled explosion that satisfied Li Sheng. Tam's
men had closed the underground passage, back at the warehouse end.

IN the darkness of that abandoned building, Tam's followers were making their departure, proud that
they had served Ying Ko.

Outside the warehouse, they saw The Shadow meet Doctor Tam. The two rode away in an automobile,
while the remaining Chinese spread and departed on foot. They felt that they had won avictory.

Li Sheng's opinion was the opposite. Secure in hisown citadel, the merchant ordered hisworkersto
begin methodicd repairs. The triumph was his, for he had thwarted The Shadow's rescue of Cho Tsing.

After giving ingructions for the confinement of Brig Lenbold and Shiv Faxon, Li Sheng went to Cho
Tsng's gpartment.

Both swordsmen were on duty, motionless at their posts. When Li Sheng rapped, the door was opened
by Cho Taing'sfearful servants. Li Sheng smiled blandly when he saw their shakiness. Dryly, he
commended their faithfulnessto Cho Tsing.

Li Sheng could be generous when he had won avictory. Had he felt himsdlf defeated, Cho Tsing's



servants would have had good reason to quake.
"Y our master deegps?”
Li Sheng put the query mildly. The answer came from the bedroom, in the weary voice of Cho Tsing:

"Not yet, Li Sheng. Y ou may enter." Drawing aside the curtain, Li Sheng saw ahead risefrom its pillow.
Cho Tsing's anxious question was the one that Li Sheng expected.

"What of Ying Ko?' wasthe query. "Did he make a safe escape?’

"Ying Ko escaped,” assured Li Sheng. "But his misson remains unfulfilled. He can find no way to enter
here again. Tomorrow night, Cho Tsing, your visit herewill be ended. At that time" - the merchant's
cackle was expectant - "your ransom will be paid to the Jeho Fan."

Leaving Cho Tsing silent in the darkness of his bedroom, Li Sheng returned to his damaged reception
room. Camly, he seated himsdlf in histeakwood chair and surveyed the destruction. Li Sheng'sreaction
wasadight shrug of hisshoulders.

Hisruined silver fountain, hislost collection of rarefish weretriflesto Li Sheng. He had accomplished
enough to recompense him. He had thwarted The Shadow's purpose; he, Li Sheng, had actudly driven
theformidable Ying Ko to hurried flight.

The Jeho Fan had learned that The Shadow still lived. Precaution would be taken to prevent his
interference outside. That accomplished, Li Sheng would give one absolute guarantee. When the ransom
meeting once began, The Shadow would not enter this mansion to interrupt it.

Li Sheng's confidence wasjudtified. There were circumstances that made it impossible for The Shadow
to enter the merchant's portals. Tonight, The Shadow had reached a high-water mark in his effort to
thwart the Jeho Fan.

The Shadow had come here knowing that flight would mean failure; the end of his struggle againgt the
Jeho Fan. He had staked everything on one bold stroke. His whole cause depended upon it.

Crime, it seemed, would at last prevail despite The Shadow.
CHAPTER XVIII. TEN MILLION DOLLARS

THERE was news, the next day, of ariot in Chinatown, near the home of Li Sheng. Md efactors had
scattered; the police had found a dead Chinaman in the courtyard. They had made inquiry at the
merchant's house, to be politely informed that al waswell there.

No factsleaked regarding the blast in Li Sheng's reception room, and the subsequent turmoil at the old
warehouse. Those episodes had been confined within muffling walls.

To MyraReldon, the news was significant. She knew that the shock troops of the Jeho Fan had watched
the home of Li Sheng. The turmoil outside that house meant that some one had tried to penetrate to the
merchant's domain. There was only one person bold enough to make that attempt.

The Shadow.

The cloaked fighter's return worried Myra. She wondered how the Jeho Fan would handleit. There was
no way that she could learn until tonight, when she resumed the guise of Ming Dwan. Theinner circlewas
scheduled to meet soon after dusk.



The question that Myra asked hersalf was whether or not she would reach the mesting.

AsMyraRedon, she was known to The Shadow. It was she who had suggested that Cranston meet her
at the Y angtse Restaurant. As Ming Dwan, the girl had told The Shadow that she knew of the
gppointment. Though she was positive that The Shadow did not recognize her double identity, he could
certainly suspect an acquai ntanceship between Myraand Ming Dwan.

If wastrue that The Shadow had been at large for severd days, since his escape from the Jeho Fan, and
had not sought out Myraduring that interva. But that was explained by the fact that the mysterious
avenger was hard upon another trail.

If blocked in hisforay againgt Li Sheng, The Shadow might return to the beginning of his quest. If so,
Myra could expect avidgt from the cloaked foeman of the Jeho Fan. Myradidn't like the thought.

She had worked long to gain her present status with the Jeho Fan; at present, sherated next to the Tao
himsdlf. Tonight, of al nights, was the time when Ming Dwan must meet with theinner circle.

Y et, if The Shadow decided that Myrawas important, he could easily eiminate her from the
proceedings.

Asshe sat at her desk, the girl's face showed an expression that would have suited Ming Dwan. If she
had suspected that last night's trouble was due, she could easily have transferred her Chinese garb to
some place other than her gpartment. Once she had reached the office, that step wastoo late.

Myrawould have to trust to chance that The Shadow would not interfere with her part in the schemes of
the Jeho Fan.

ASfive o'clock approached, Myrawas faced with other difficulties. They began when Vayne summoned
her into his office. The gray-haired man was sudying a sheef of reports.

"New mystery from the water front,” Vaynetold Myra. "A pair of notorious racketeers have
disappeared. One of them - Shiv Faxon - controlled a group of rowdies who made trouble there afew
nights ago. The other - Brig Lenbold - took protection money from cheap night clubs. It appears, though,
that the two worked hand in glove.

"The policethink that they have lammed, to use the dang expression. But there is no reason why they
should have fled from San Francisco. Both were so well established, that they had nothing to fear from
thelaw.”

Vayne sorted the papers; shook his head.

"l wonder," he mused, "if that pair had Chinatown connections? There was trouble in the Chinese district
last night. | think, Myra, that | shall call aconference tonight, to discuss these matters with the proper
authorities. Cal up Mr. Jocelyn and arrange the appointment. Y ou will go with me, Myra, to take notes."

Myrawas chewing her lips when she reached her own desk. Jocelyn was an assistant to the Federal
digtrict atorney. Vayne had conferred with him previoudy; and Myrahad been there. That was one night
when she hadn't become Ming Dwan.

It hadn't mattered on that occasion. But it would ruin everything tonight.

Myra decided to fake some reason why Jocelyn couldn't meet with VVayne. Things broke well when she
telephoned the D.A.; he wasn't in his office. He had gone away that afternoon, and his return was not
expected.



Myragave that newsto Vayne, conceding the eation that she felt. Jocelyn's absence was something that
Vayne could check for himsdlf, if he wanted.

Promptly at five o'clock, Myraleft the office. She knew that there was a chance that Jocelyn would learn
of Vaynescal; if so, he would telephone back. Myradidn't want to be around, if such acall camein.

She reached the gpartment, to find Helen Toriss there. Soon afterward, the telephone bell began to ring.
Myratold her friend not to answer it. The call was probably from Vayne, to say that he had contacted
Jocelyn and would need Myra after dl.

He could do without her, or postpone his conference with the assstant D.A.., whichever he chose.
Tomorrow, Myrawould dibi that she had been out to dinner when the call came.

Chinese watchers were absent tonight. They were needed in Chinatown, to cover the assemblage of the
inner circle.

Ordinarily, that would have pleased Myra, for it showed how well she had preserved her dud identity,
even from the Jeho Fan. Tonight, though, she would have preferred the Chinese cordon, as a protective
ring againg avist from The Shadow.

MY RA was nervous as she sat before her mirror, streaking her shoulders with washable yellow dye. She
saw amotion of the window shade, reflected in the mirror. She bobbed from the chair and grabbed the
revolver that was with the Chinese costume.

As she stood there, aming with one hand while she clutched the girdling bathrobe with the other, shewas
neither Myra Reldon nor Ming Dwan. Her festures were American; their color Chinese. Below her
shoulders was the reveding line where yellow ended and white began.

If The Shadow had reached that window, he had certainly learned the girl's game.

The shade stirred again. Myra decided that it was moved by afluttering breeze, through the half-opened
window. She returned to her dressing table and completed her make-up. She dressed in the Chinese
clothes and smiled as Ming Dwan.

Her false countenance gave her areturn of nerve. Stepping to the door, the girl used Myrasvoice. She
asked Helen to post an important letter that was on the living-room table.

As soon as she heard the outer door close, Myra dipped through the living room and went out through
the back darkness.

Though she had the dragon's tooth in her hand, Ming Dwan had no need to display that token. Chinese
were absent from the gloom behind the apartment building. Nevertheless, Ming Dwan's course was more
cautious than ever. At any moment, the girl expected agloved hand to swish from darkness and clamp
her shoulder.

What shewould do if The Shadow trapped her, was a pressing problem to Ming Dwan. She could be
persuasive when it came to explanations; but she doubted that The Shadow would accept them. He had
gone through agrueling orded, the last time he listened to Ming Dwan.

It seemed agesto the girl before she reached the streets of Chinatown. Once there, she breathed easily
as shejoined the shuffling crowds. All nervousness had | eft the features of Ming Dwan. Her expression
was tinged with the contemptuous smile that pleased the members of the Jeho Fan.

At agiven spot, Ming Dwan saw alounging Chinaman. She showed the dragon's tooth. He displayed the



same token; motioned the girl to the doorway of acurio shop. Once inside, Ming Dwan was admitted to
abasement, where another servant of the Jeho Fan steered her to an underground passage.

There were many ways to the underground headquarters. Old routes vanished after they had once been
used. Asusud, Ming Dwan traveled anew path tonight.

She reached an anteroom; but did not bother to don a mask that she saw there. The others could use
them if they chose; but Ming Dwan considered amask unnecessary. Asthe only woman in the inner
circle, her identity was known. Moreover, Ming Dwan's own face was a clever mask in itself.

THE Tao was on histhrone. He spoke in pleased tone, through the lips of his devil-mask.

"Y ou have foreseen my choice, Ming Dwan," announced the Tao. "One of us must go, undisguised, to
gpeak with the delegates from China. Others' - he waved his hand toward the masked group - "have too
much at steke, to let themsaves be known. They hold important placesin the usua affairs of Chinatown.

"Y ou shdl leave San Francisco after you have completed tonight's mission. Y ou shal be rewarded, both
for your effort and the inconvenience that will follow. Thesetwo" - he delegated a pair of members- "will
accompany you. But they shall remain masked.”

The Tao placed asmall silver box in Ming Dwan's hands. Rising from histhrone, he strode from the
meeting room. Others of the depleted inner circle went along, to receive the Tao's own ingtructions.

When Ming Dwan opened the silver box, the only men present were the two that the Tao had appointed
to accompany her.

In the box, Ming Dwan found ingtructions, with a complicated diagram that showed a chain of
underground passages, with pitfals aong the route. She destroyed the paper after memorizing its detalls.
With the two men following, Ming Dwan started from the meeting room.

She used aflashlight to pick the path through darkened passages. At times, they cameto lighted
corridors. They met brawny Mongolswho barred the way with snarls and revolvers, to step asde when
Ming Dwan gave the proper countersigns.

Along the route, Ming Dwan noted that connecting corridors had been chiseled through the rock, to
reach other underground avenues. It wasfully twenty minutes before thetrio arrived a acellar wherea
few guards were on duty.

One of that group solemnly conducted the arrivals up aflight of stairsto asmall room that had one other
exit. The door was opened; Ming Dwan and her masked companions stepped into a courtyard.

The newly fashioned route had brought them through one of the old buildingsin the block surrounding Li
Sheng's mansion. They were in the space that fronted the merchant's house. Ming Dwan could seethe
backs of the meta gates that the Jeho Fan had stormed. Those barriers were mounted on new huge
hinges, stronger than before.

Ming Dwan knocked for admittance a Li Sheng's front door. She knew that eyes were peering from
windows above, that gun muzzles were poked through gratings that served asloopholes. If any unwanted
vigtor approached tonight, desth would welcome him.

Li Sheng was ready for The Shadow. The bland, bespectacled doorman admitted the visitors. He
conducted them by adirect route to Li Sheng's reception room, avoiding all the pitfalsthat The Shadow
had encountered.



LI SHENG was standing in welcome. Tonight, his reception room boasted no tinkling fountain, with its
pool of dragon fish. Instead, the center of the room formed a platform, surfaced with dabs of stone.
There was atable placed there; two gloomy-faced Chinese were seated &t it.

Ming Dwan recognized their faces. They had been pictured in the morning newspapers. They werethe
delegates from China, who had come to Americafor the supposed purpose of raising funds.

Between them lay alarge, brass-bound box. As Ming Dwan and her associates approached, one of the
Chinese delegates unlocked the box lid and raised it.

There, stlacked in compact bundles, were piles of United States currency, big figures showing from the
crisp green paper. Openly, the men from Chinawere acknowledging the power of the Jeho Fan. They
were ready to pay the full ransom for the ddlivery of General Cho Taing.

Ten million dollars awaited the grasp of Ming Dwan's dender hands, and the ominousfigure of The
Shadow was not present to prevent it!

CHAPTER XIX. HALTED RANSOM

THE Chinese delegates showed perplexity when they saw Ming Dwan. One turned to Li Sheng, with the
quedtion:

"|sthiswoman the Tao of the Jeho Fan?'
Li Sheng shook hishead.

"I have never met the Tao faceto face," he declared. "I know only that he has chosen this woman - Ming
Dwan - to act in his behalf."

L ooks were exchanged by the two delegates. They could see areason for Ming Dwan's appointment. If
Li Sheng were the Tao Fan, he could not receive the ransom money personaly and still be present asa
neutrd.

Li Sheng saw thelooks. His smile was bland, inviting the delegates to seek dl the proof they wanted.
They could never establish the theory that Li Sheng and the Tao Fan were one.

"I am honored," croaked Li Sheng, "to be of serviceto dl. | have shown hospitdity to the man who calls
himsaf Cho Taing. | am magter of thishouse; and | pledge mysdif to fairness. | have been careful to admit
only those who have aright here.

"Oncetheransomispaid, | shdl insure the safe departure of each faction. Y ou, Ming Dwan, shdl carry
the ten million dollarsto your Tao. Cho Tsing shal go with the friends who have ransomed him. But
before payment ismade” - Li Sheng raised along finger - "we must make sure that my guest isactually
Cho Tang."

Therewas no doubt in Li Sheng'stone. The merchant knew well enough that he had received the
kidnapped generd within these portals. But it was Li Sheng'swary way to maintain pretense throughott.
That would protect his position afterward.

Clapping his hands, the old merchant spoke to waiting servants:
"'Summon the one who cdled himsdf Cho Tang!"

SOON, aprocession came from the stairway at the rear of the reception room. First, one of Li Sheng's



sword-bearers. Then the figure of Cho Tsing, garbed in along, drab robe; a skullcap on his bowed head.
The prisoner's steps were draggy. His servants were supporting him on either side. Behind them camethe
second Mongol guard.

The Chinese delegates lowered their own gaze. They knew the misery that this could mean to Cho Taing.
It would mean the end of the general'slong career; avoluntary retirement through self-accepted disgrace.
Chinawould lose avalued military organizer, noted for his ability to bring peace between warring
factions.

The ransom, once paid, would be areward for Cho Tsing's past services, not for hisfuture efforts.

There was no pity on the face of Ming Dwan. Her curled smile showed a hard disdain, that pleased the
lieutenants who were with her. Their eyes glittered through the bulging fronts of the devil-masks.

Li Sheng registered no feding whatever. He waited until Cho Tsing had dumped into achair at the end of
thetable. In his croaked tone, Li Sheng repeated hisreminder:

"If this man should not be Cho Tsing, therewill be no ransom. He will be free to depart -"

A strange laugh riveted Li Sheng, aong with the others. The figure of Cho Tsing straightened. A shake of
the head sent the skullcap to the floor. Quick hands threw back the robe; discarded it with one sweeping
motion.

The personage who stood before the amazed onlooker was an American, clad in tuxedo. His hawkish
countenance was that of Lamont Crangton. The challenging laugh from hisfixed lips announced the
identity thet lay benesth hisguise.

The Shadow had replaced Cho Tsing!

Li SHENG'S eyes blinked asthe riddle unfolded itself within hisbrain. The Shadow had expected last
night's thrust by Brig Lenbold and Shiv Faxon and had prepared aruseto follow it. He had foreseen that
Li Sheng's chief effort would be to prevent the escape of Cho Tsing. Therefore, The Shadow had
prepared away out for the captive general.

In the darkness outside the guest gpartment, The Shadow had covered Cho Tsing with cloak and hat.
The Shadow had fired the last shots from his automatics, to clear the way. Cho Tsing had shouted for
The Shadow to lead.

But the figure that had dashed down the steps, swinging a big sword, had not been The Shadow. That
cloaked form was Cho Tsing, wearing the garb that The Shadow had given him!

Ashisguest for the past twenty-odd hours, Li Sheng had been keeping the formidable Ying Ko. All the
while, the crafty merchant had been taking every possible measure to prevent The Shadow from again
entering hisdoor.

All thiswas ablank to the Chinese delegates. They smply arose and locked the box that contained the
ransom money. While one tucked the box under hisarm, the other pointed to Cranston.

"Thisisnot Cho Tsing," said the delegate. "We have no causeto remain, Li Sheng. Let your servants
conduct usto the door."

Ming Dwan let her danted eyes shift from Cranston, to watch Li Sheng's reaction. Would the merchant
act astheintermediary that he was supposed to be; or would he revea himsdlf asthe Tao, here ahead of
his own representatives, recelving them in another guise?



Li Sheng retained his neutra manner.

"You may go," hetold the delegates, as he waved histhin hand toward the doorway. Then, facing
Crangton, he added, blandly: "Y ou dso, Ying Ko. | have no causeto ingst upon your presence, since
Cho Tsngisno longer here”

Was Li Sheng's statement a sincere one?
Or was the merchant shrewdly planning atrick?

The Shadow watched for the answer. Li Sheng nodded to the bespectacled guide. Whichever door the
man opened, Li Sheng's purpose would be known. There were several doors; one of them offered a
direct route to the courtyard. The Shadow knew that door from the plans that Doctor Tam had shown
him.

The direct door was the one that the servant gpproached.

There was a sparkle from the eyes of Ming Dwan. Her pursed lipstightened. That was the door through
which she and her companions had come. She knew that Li Sheng wasfulfilling his promiseto the
Chinese del egates; that he had bowed to The Shadow, aso.

Ming Dwan's companions likewise saw the Stuation.

Before the girl could utter aword, the two masked men started a protest to Li Sheng. Their gestures
carried threat; but the merchant merely smiled. He snapped hisfingers; four servants closed around the
masked pair and forced them from the table.

Solemnly, Li Sheng bowed to Cranston, indicating that The Shadow could accompany the men with the
ten million, to serve astheir protector.

The Chinaman with the spectacles was opening the door. Some one gave it athrust from the other side.
A booming voice hurled challenge from the threshold. In the doorway stood the masked figure of the Tao
Fan!

THE leader of the Jeho Fan had come without announcement. Behind him, grouped in a supporting
cluster, were the other masked members of theinner circle. Asthe Tao stepped toward Li Sheng, the
rest formed a compact rank in back of him.

Li Sheng met the chalenge. He snapped an order to his servants. Only two responded; they werethe
Mongol swordsmen. Threateningly, they approached the Tao. A laugh of hate came from his devil-mask.
The Tao gave ahard clgp with his gauntlets.

Li Sheng'sfour servantstrained their guns on the merchant. The vases cracked open dong thewalls, to
reved rows of aming marksmen. But those Chinese servitors were not looking to Li Sheng for orders.
They were taking their ingtructions from the Tao.

Despite his shrewdness; hiswillingnessto ded with the Jeho Fan, Li Sheng was aman who kept the
promises he gave. That was why the Jeho Fan had used him as an intermediary; but it so explained the
present surprise.

The Tao had secretly bought out the bulk of Li Sheng's bodyguard. Only the bespectacled guide and the
two swordsmen remained loyal to their master. The rest belonged to the Jeho Fan.

While others stood stupefied by new circumstances, The Shadow acted. He had foreseen trouble from



the moment that Li Sheng admitted defest. Asthe big vases opened wide, The Shadow's guns whipped
into view. As Crangton, he lacked the formidable appearance of Ying Ko; but that did not mar his speed
in battle.

Roaring their accompaniment to The Shadow's weird, sardonic laugh, big automatics tongued their
messages toward the walls. Chinese sharpshooters toppled before they could fire. Li Sheng's treacherous
servants were as helpless as the racked targets in ashooting gdlery, as The Shadow pumped his
dternating fire, turning his head with every trigger tug.

The Shadow's action brought prompt response from men who became hisalies. Li Sheng usudly let
others do hisfighting; but he discarded that policy. Producing agun, the merchant aimed for the four
traitors who stood near the table. Cho Tsing's servants were armed; The Shadow had seen to that. They
followed Li Sheng'slead.

So did the Chinese delegates. They had brought gunsto protect their ten million dollars. A terrific fray
began about the table, while The Shadow was still popping enemiesfrom their niches.

The big Mongol swordsmen were dashing at the masked members of the Jeho Fan. Those huge curved
swords were terrible weapons against fighters less speedy than The Shadow. The fight throughout the
reception room was an equa one, when The Shadow finished with the Chinesein the niches.

Then came the break that predicted disaster for The Shadow. Li Sheng saw it; but was helplessto
intervene, for he was grappling with one of the masked men who had accompanied Ming Dwan.

Turning to face across the table, The Shadow looked squarely into agun muzzle aimed by the Tao Fan.
That masked leader had |eft the battle near the doorway, to gain aclose-range shot at the figure of
Cranston. Occupied with his own target work, The Shadow had paid no attention to the Tao.

It wastoo late, thought Li Sheng, to savethelife of Ying Ko, to whom the merchant had promised safe
departure.

LI SHENG did not see Ming Dwan.

The girl had dropped from sight, the moment that the baitle began. Crouched beside the table, shewas
clutching her smdl revolver. Her Chinese make-up gave her face atigerish look; al the while, her eyes
had kept their danted gaze upon the conspicuous figure of the Tao Fan.

Ming Dawn saw the glitter of the Tao's eyes, through the big orbsin his devil-mask. She spied the aimed
revolver in the gauntleted hand that fronted the Tao's brilliant dragon robe. She heard the hard hiss of
venomous triumph that issued from the Tao'slips.

It was a moment that Ming Dwan had expected. She knew that the Tao had gained his chance to drill
The Shadow, before the latter could prepare to meet the attack.

Ming Dwan fired; her target wasthe Tao!

The bullet jolted the devil-faced leader of the Jeho Fan. Histrigger finger paused, struck by apang that
reached it from his shoulder. Hisaim wavered; but he tightened, despite another bullet that came from
Ming Dwan'sgun.

TheTao delivered asingle shot; his bullet, coming from ashifted gun, went whistling wide of Crangton's
shoulder. The Shadow's automeatic answered, drowning the third report that crackled from Ming Dwan's
revolver.



The murderous Tao dumped straight downward; his hands flopped the table edge, to sorawl him
backward.

Ming Dwan came up beside the table, gazing toward Cranston. The look that he gave amazed her. It
seemed to strip away the false features of Ming Dwan, to view the girl as MyraReldon.

The girl redlized that The Shadow had depended upon her action. That was why he had so coolly
concentrated on the traitors who lined the walls. The Shadow had known that Myrawould aid himin this
criss, shooting down any onewho aimed in hisdirection.

The one foe that The Shadow had expected was the Tao Fan. That enemy had come; and Myra had not
failed. The Shadow's laugh was awhispered tone. It told al that he had expected; and more.
Ingtinctively, the girl looked beyond the table.

Myras eyes were frozen with amazement. The gasp from her lipswas her own, not Ming Dwan's. For
thefirst time, she saw the Tao Fan unmasked in the light. The devil's head had rolled from above his
shoulders, to display aface that Myra had seen before.

A facethat could be recognized, despite the evil gloat that had registered upon it, to remain fixed by
sudden degth.

The Tao Fan was Richard Vayne.
CHAPTER XX. SHARED TRIUMPH

BATTLE ended with the death of Vayne. Members of the Jeho Fan saw their dead leader, unmasked
like themsalves; for they had lost their devil-facesin thefray. Li Sheng saw facesthat he recogni zed,
those of men who claimed repute in Chinatown.

Their eyeswere squinty, when they saw Vayne'sface. For thefirst time, they learned that their Tao was
an American. Suddenly, their own plight struck them. They were prisoners of Cranston, and hewas Ying
Ko, The Shadow!

Mogt of the survivors were too crippled to make trouble. A few, however, started franticaly to resume
thefight. They were near the doorway; one broke through as Li Sheng's Mongols used the long swords
to block the others.

To Li Sheng, the escape of one prisoner meant nothing. It was The Shadow who foresaw what the
consequence could be. Leaving the prisoners under Li Sheng's control, The Shadow sprang in pursuit of
the one who had escaped.

Myraheard his quick command to follow. She hurried after the striding form of Cranston.

The fleeing member of the Jeho Fan reached the courtyard ahead of them. He had a purpose that gave
him speed. The Tao was dead, the others of the inner circle likewise dead or captured. If that one
survivor could raly the lurking hordes of the Jeho Fan, he would become the new Tao of areorganized
Society.

From the center of the courtyard, the fellow gave a shout. Out from the doorway of the other house

came dinky fighters of the Jeho Fan. Ropes siwung from rooftops. More men came scrambling
downward, like assembling apes.

The Shadow was at Li Sheng's front door. He was camly reloading his automatics. He was taking
advantage of thislull before new battle.



Myra, too, saw achance to use those moments. As she stopped beside Cranston, the girl placed a
whigtleto her lips, gave ashrill blast that carried beyond the closed metal gates.

That was not the only signd. The Shadow delivered one - astrident laugh that carried to the housetops.
Foemen heard it; they came bounding from dl directions, hoping to wrest victory from Ying Ko. The
Shadow greeted them with long-range fire. He spilled afoe with every bullet; but till they surged
onward.

Shoving Myrabehind him, The Shadow used the doorway as cover againgt flanking fire. He withered
those who tried to aim from the open. There was no need to reserve extra cartridges. The Shadow had
dliesclose at hand.

They bobbed up aong the edges of the house roofs. Chinese provided by Doctor Tam. During the day,
they had made stedlthy entry into empty houses, lurking there unknown to the Jeho Fan. They had been
watching the roofs, ready to appear there when The Shadow called.

By holding his signd, The Shadow had brought enemies down to the courtyard. Tam's men had no
opposition above. From the parapets, they fired down upon The Shadow's enemies, scattering them to
cover.

There came an answer to Myras signd. Shots beyond the big gates, a pause, then an explosion that
broke the barrier and tumbled chunks of stone from the archway. In half aminute, a squad was pouring
through the gap.

THE SHADOW recognized the leader of that group. He was Vic Marquette, agovernment man,
bringing asquad of Feds. The remnants of the Jeho Fan were scurrying for their ratholes. Myra sprang
past The Shadow, shouted to Vic and pointed the way.

The Feds poured in pursuit. Myra saw them overtake the fleeing Chinese, down in the secret passage.
Prisoners were hauled up into the courtyard. Among them came that |ast member of the inner circle, who
had fancied himself the new Tao of the Jeho Fan.

Looking across the courtyard, Myra saw Cranston ascending the steps to the broken gates. She called;
but he kept out through the archway. Myrahurried after him; when she reached the street, she caught
another glimpse.

Cranston was standing beside a hated automobile. Two courteous Chinese were holding a cloak and
hat. As Cranston donned those garments, he became The Shadow. He stepped into the car; the Chinese
joined him. The big car purred awvay while Myra stared.

WHEN Myrareturned to Li Sheng's she found Vic Marquette in charge. A darkish, mustached
individud, Vic usudly had agloomy air about him; but tonight he was eated. He introduced Myrato the
Chinese delegates, remarking:

"ThisisMiss Reldon. One of our undercover agents.”
The Chinese were amazed to learn that Myrawas an American. Marquette explained further.

"Myralived along whilein China," he explained. "That's why we put her on the job in Frisco. We
couldn't figure where the lesks were coming from in dl this smuggling business. So Myrahandled a
double job. ShewasVayne's secretary in the daytime, and Ming Dwan in the evenings. It was as Ming
Dwan that she wangled her way into the Jeho Fan."

Vic'stone commended Myra; but the girl was rueful.



"l never suspected Vayne," she declared. "He must have found out that the government put me on the
job. I suspected persons at the office, one after another; but every trail proved fase."

"Vaynewas smart," agreed Marquette. "Well probably find his office wired, so he could hear everything
yousad."

Myranodded. She knew, at last, how the Jeho Fan had learned of her date with Cranston.

"Only there was one thing Vayne didn't guess,” added Marquette. "He never linked you as Ming Dwan.
So that made it even, Myra."

Marquette talked to the visiting Chinese. He learned that they had heard from Cho Tsing before their trip
to Li Sheng's. The general had ordered them to go through with the ransom business, in order to trap the
Jeho Fan.

Asfor Li Sheng, they had no chargesto prefer against him. The merchant admitted himself as
intermediary; but declared that hisfear of the Jeho Fan had been partly responsible for his deed. He had,
asyet, received no payment from the Jeho Fan.

Therefore, his support of The Shadow and the Chinese delegates was accepted as proof that Li Sheng
bel onged on the side of justice. Marquette ordered the remova of al prisoners, including those who had
been captured the night before.

AT the doorway, Myra questioned Marquette.

"Tel me, Vic," she asked, "did The Shadow know who | waswhen hefirst met me?"
"Probably,” replied Vic. "That guy can find out anything."

"Then that was why he suspected Vayne!" exclaimed the girl. "He only talked to the two of us."
Vic nodded.

"l had to meet him as Ming Dwan," reviewed Myra. "But the Jeho Fan had traced him to the Y angtse
Restaurant before | arrived there. | tried to help, by taking him to the Tao. | knew that | could rescue him
from the Dragon's Cell, when he was placed there.

"Instead, The Shadow aided me. He wanted me to hold my standing with the Jeho Fan. That'swhy he
dived past the revolving blade. | helped him later, though, when | said that The Shadow had thrown the
guard into the water pit. | saw what actualy happened.

"Only, | never thought | could explainit to The Shadow. | didn't want to meet him, after that. | didn't
understand matters until tonight. But The Shadow did; and depended upon me."

Marquette was ready to convoy the ten million dollarsto abank vault. He asked Myraif she wanted to
come adong. Thegirl shook her head.

"I'm going back to the gpartment,” said Myra, "to get rid of these Chinese trappings. Helen will probably
faint when she seesme. At last, | can tell her why the Jeho Fan watched the gpartment.”

There was one more question that occurred to Myra. She began to ask it asthey reached the street.

"You said once, Vic, that you had met The Shadow, but didn't know who he was. If The Shadow is
Lamont Cranston -"



"Heisnt," heinterjected. "Nobody knowswho heis. He goes places as Crangton, that's all. But don't
worry about it, Myra. Y ou won't be seeing him again."

EL SEWHERE, The Shadow was seated with two Chinese: Doctor Roy Tam and General Cho Tsing.
Hiscloak and hat lay on Tam's desk. Garbed in the immaculate style of Cranston, The Shadow was
describing the events at Li Sheng's.

The Shadow made a statement that would have amazed Myra Reldon.

"Once before," he remarked, "I met the masked Tao. It began when | recognized Ming Dwan asMyra
Reldon, at the Y angtse Restaurant. She thought that | needed her aid to escape. Instead, | had already
chosen an easy way to leave that place.

"| was pleased when she offered assistance. It meant that | would be carried to the headquarters of the
Jeho Fan. That promised opportunity to destroy the organization from within. | hoped to dedl with the
Tao then. After that, Cho Tsing, your release would have been anatural consequence.

"Unfortunately” - Cranston's tone showed recollection of that ordedl - "there are snares so deep that they
offer no opportunity except escape. That trap was one. | was forced to postpone my settlement with the
Teo."

Another postponed meeting came to The Shadow's mind. His smile was Cranston's, as he reached for
the telephone.

At her gpartment, Myrahad lost no timein shedding her Ming Dwan garb. Shewas at her dressing table,
removing the adhesive strips beside her eyelids. He eyes were their rounded shape once more.

Helen watched in astonishment, while the yellow dye disappeared as Myra applied great gobs of cold
cream to her face, her arams and shoulders.

The telephone bell tingled; Helen answered the cdll.

"For you, Myra," sheinformed. Myra's dippered feet showed no hurry as she came out to theliving
room. It was probably Vic Marquette, calling to remind her that he would want afull report. But when
she spoke into the tel ephone, a puzzled expression showed upon the face that was once more Myras
own.

"l am late?" she asked. "Late? For dinner?... Why, cometo think of it, | haven't had dinner tonight, at al!
I'm hourslate... What'sthat? Y ou say | am dayslate?..."

Myra's perplexity faded suddenly. She recognized the voice; something ese, that the speaker mentioned.
Helen saw asmileasMyrasad:

"At the Y angtse Restaurant... Yes, | can makeit in haf an hour, Mr. Cranston. Thistime, you can
depend upon me..."

Myra's hand was motionless, still holding the receiver. That was why she heard the whispered sound that
camefromit - an audible, fading tone of mirth, an echo that seemed to nullify al menace of the past.

That tone was the laugh of The Shadow.
THE END



