THE GOLDEN PAGODA
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazine," March 1, 1938.

From out of China cones the master of all brigands - Li Hoang - to
battl e,
in New York's Chinatown, the Master of Darkness - The Shadow

CHAPTER |
THE VAN SHED CLUE

MOTT STREET formed a line of alluring glitter, when the cunbersone
Chi nat own bus disgorged its crowd of passengers. Ahead lay brilliant lights
flanked by an array of Oriental signs and banners, that brought eager gasps
from si ght-seers

They had reached New York's Chi natown, these visitors fromthe
hinterlands. It |ooked |like the strange, exotic place that they had expected
to
see. Most of themwere gullible, ready to believe anything that their guide
mght tell them

Passers-by grinned as the group noved al ong Mdtt Street. Just another
crop
of tourists, swallow ng the old hokum Hel ped by the guide's spiel, their
i magi nati ons m ght weave a spell of nysterious intrigue about the Chinese
district. But to those in the know, Chinatown was just a part of Manhattan
where a | ot of Chinese happened to live.

Toni ght, those in the know were w ong.

Sonet hing sinister lurked in Chinatown; and there was one nan who
realized
it. That was why he had cone here, in a manner that would | east be suspected:
as
a nenber of the party aboard the Chinatown bus.

To all appearances, he was just another of the sight-seers - a clean-cut
young chap, who | ooked like an out-of-towner. Actually, he was thoroughly
famliar with Manhattan; his gawky gaze, his expressions of surprise, were
shans.

That young man's name was Harry Vincent. He was an agent of The Shadow.

For years, Harry Vincent had served a mysterious, invisible chief, whose
word was | aw. There was not hing secret, however, about The Shadow s purpose.
The Shadow had one sole aim that was to break up crime. In his canpai gns
agai nst master-plotters of evil, The Shadow was frequently aided by trusted
agents.

Chi natown' s present nenace was insidious. Grave danger threatened any
wayfarer who m ght be suspected as an agent of The Shadow. Spies m ght be
anywhere - everywhere - watching for such persons. The sight-seeing bus had
provi ded the surest way for Harry to pass through the secret cordon

This was Harry's third visit in as many nights. Though his expression did
not show it, he was tense when the guide conducted the party up a flight of
narrow stairs, to show the visitors the interior of a Chinese joss house.

Harry was in the background when the crowd shoved into a squarish room
where a sol etm Buddha sat as ruler of a shoddy tenple.

A squatly Chinaman, dressed in Oriental robes, spoke choppy English as he
di spl ayed wi shing sticks, prayer papers, and other objects that went wth
Chinese rites. Two girls, also Chinese, passed wi shing sticks anong the
visitors. There was another Chinaman, standing in the corner; but he was dul
of eye, winkled of face. He wasn't the extra man that Harry had expected to



see.

Harry was | ooki ng for a snake-eyed Cel estial who had been here the night
before. Harry knew the fellow s nane - Chun Laro - and he had sone infornmation
regardi ng the snake-eyed Chi naman.

Chun Laro was from San Franci sco; he had a bad reputati on anong the
Chi nese of that city. Hundreds of prayer papers had been burned, with the w sh
that Chun Laro would | eave Frisco. The hope had been fulfilled, but the prayer
papers were not the cause.

Sone purpose requiring ugly services had brought Chun Laro to New York
Here, he mght soon be a thorn to | ocal Chinese, even though he had the
ability
to avoid trouble with the |aw

The absence of Chun Laro was no surprise to Harry. Two ni ghts ago, the
snaki sh rogue had been | oungi ng near the doorway of a Chinese restaurant. Last
night, this joss house had been his habitat. Evidently, he had chosen a new
lurking spot for the present evening.

VWH LE |ingering, Harry gl anced about the little tenple. He was thinking
of
Chun Laro; perhaps that was why his train of inpressions ran to other things
that were absent. Harry saw a shelf, topped by a row of incense burners. H's
eye stopped upon a vacant space.

Instantly, Harry renenbered an object that had been there the night
before. The missing itemwas a ten-inch nminiature of a Chinese pagoda, that
Harry had especially noticed, because it was made of gold.

At the time, Harry had supposed that the pagoda was nerely gol d-pl ated.
H s present idea was different. That pagoda m ght be made of actual gold; a
rare and val uabl e token that could not easily be imtated.

"The Col den Pagoda!™"

Harry spoke the words, half aloud. Another thought had flashed; for the
first time, he recalled why he had noticed that pagoda, |ast night. Two nights
ago, the same pagoda - or its exact duplicate - had been in the w ndow of the
restaurant where Harry had observed Chun Laro!

Tourists were filing fromthe joss house. Harry went with them On the
street, they passed the restaurant. There was no sign of Chun Laro, nor was
t he
ol den Pagoda in the window. All along the route, Harry kept watching for
bot h;
but he saw neither.

The group turned right on Pell Street. They cane to Doyers; headed toward
t he Bowery M ssion, which had once been an old Chinese theater. The trip would
end with Doyers Street. Harry saw blank results, if he remained with the
sight-seeing throng. His only bet was to stay in Chi natown, once here.

Edgi ng away fromthe entrance to the old theater, Harry turned back al ong
Doyers Street. A hunch-shoul dered bum bl ocked him nade a whiny request for a
match to light the stunp of a cigarette. Harry thought for a noment that the
fell ow was a panhandl er, begi nning a build-up. Then he spotted the w zened
face
beneath the bums tilted cap visor

The pretended panhandl er was "Hawkeye," a crafty agent who prow ed the
underwor | d seeking information for The Shadow.

Harry handed Hawkeye a half-filled pack of paper matches. In an
under t one,
he voiced the sane words that he had nuttered in the joss house:

"The Col den Pagoda -"

There was no chance for nore. Two Chinese were shuffling along the
street;
they were the sort who m ght be hooked up with Chun Laro. Hawkeye spotted
t hem



whi ned to Harry:
"Only a dine, mister -
Harry gave an annoyed head shake. He thrust away from Hawkeye. Wth a
di sappoi nted gri mace, the w zened-faced man shuffled along to join a |line of
buns who were awaiting adnmittance into the basenment bunk roonms of the m ssion
Strolling toward Chi natown's center, Harry covered an area that he had
m ssed during the sight-seeing tour. He saw a small curio shop; paused outside
to light a cigarette. Wiile | ooking at the curios stacked in the wi ndow, Harry
received a sudden thrill.
There, at the end of a shelf, stood the CGol den Pagoda!

SAUNTERI NG past the doorway, Harry casually | ooked inside. There was only
one man in the place - a bland Chinese nerchant, seated in a rear al cove
behi nd
a pair of raised curtains.

Harry turned about, took in the street at a quick gl ance. Spying no
Chi nese cl ose at hand, he entered the curio shop

The bl and merchant received himw thout stirring fromthe al cove. He
seened to be expecting a visitor like Harry. Playing the part of a chance
customer, Harry inquired the price of the Gol den Pagoda.

The nerchant slowy shook his head.

"Not for sale," he declared, in smooth English. "Mreover, sir, you would
not wish to buy it."

"Why not ?" questioned Harry.

"It is not gold," returned the nerchant. "It is brass. Wait! | shal
prove
so!"

He waddl ed to the wi ndow, brought the pagoda fromits niche. Beckoning
Harry into the little al cove, the Chinaman put the pagoda on one side of a set
of scales resting on a table. On the other, he piled weights, until both
bal anced.

"You see?" The nerchant was steadying the scales as he spoke. "It does
not
wei gh enough to be gold!"

Harry's eyes were on the side of the scales that bore the weights. He saw
the nerchant's fingers resting on the edge. Their pressure was adding to the
bal ance, to make the tiny pagoda seemless than its actual weight.

Harry's hand sped for the nerchant's wist. The nove acconplished its
pur pose. The bl and Chi nanan whi pped his hand away; the pagoda side of the
scal es thunped heavily against the table top. But that was not all that
happened.

Wth a sudden snarl, the nerchant reached for a cord. He yanked it; the
curtai ns dropped between the al cove and the shop. Harry, behind the table, was
out of sight from any persons who m ght chance to pass the shop. The
Chi naman' s
snharl al so had a purpose.

As he faced the fellow, Harry heard a sharp click beside him It was an
answer to the snarled signal. Weeling, Harry saw a panel pivot about in the
side wall of the al cove.

There, with twisty |lips as snakish as his ugly eyes, stood the renegade
Chi naman whom Harry had connected with the Gol den Pagoda. There was no nore
doubt about the link that Harry had guessed. The man beyond the panel was Chun
Lar o!

I N one | ong-clawed hand, Chun Laro clasped a knife. H s armwas drawn
back, ready to deliver a thrust. Harry didn't give himtime for that stroke.
Enpl oyi ng sudden tactics of his own, The Shadow s agent showed his own
ability.



Spi nni ng back fromthe table, Harry twisted toward the opposite side of
t he al cove; as he wheel ed, he pulled an automatic fromhis hip pocket. The
finish of his nove seened perfect; all Harry had to do was plank his shoul ders
agai nst the opposite wall. Wth that sudden stop, he would hold Chun Laro
cover ed.

It was the wall itself that spoiled Harry's halt. The instant that his
shoul ders struck, the wall gave. It was fitted with a revolving panel, I|ike
t he
one fromwhi ch Chun Laro had appeared.

The whol e al cove seened to whirl at that noment. Harry's own inpetus
carried himinto the trap, so rapidly that he had no tine to fire a shot.

Fl ung
roundabout, he caught a last flash of leering faces - Chun Laro's and the
merchant's - then canme pitch-darkness; the sharp click of the | ocking panel

Harry hurtl ed headl ong into the bl ackness. An instant |ater, the space
beneath his feet was enpty. A gasp on his lips, Harry took a crazy plunge,
striking a stony wall as he went downward. That blow dizzied him a half
second
| ater, there was anot her

Sprawl i ng upon a cenment passage, Harry received a thunp on the head that
[ eft himsensel ess.

Up in the al cove, Chun Laro put away his knife. Mving sneakily to the
panel where Harry had di sappeared, the serpent-eyed Chi naman unl ocked it. He
opened the panel slightly. He listened; then closed the barrier

Chun Laro noved to the table. He took the Gol den Pagoda fromthe scal es,
forced it beneath the front of his robe. He spoke sing-song | anguage to the
nmer chant; then went through his own panel, which offered an untrapped path.

The panel |ocked. The nerchant took the weights fromthe scal es, stacked
t hem where they bel onged. He peered between the curtains. Satisfied, he drew
them open, to resunme his seat in the al cove.

Fromthe street, the curio shop | ooked undi sturbed, its proprietor as
calm
and bl and as ever. Nothing remained to show that Harry Vincent had entered
her e,
to fall helpless into the hands of enem es. The |one clue had gone with Chun
Lar o.

That clue was the Gol den Pagodal!

CHAPTER |
ANOTHER VI SI TOR

THOUGH Chi natown' s surface was calm news of restless undercurrents had
traveled fromthat district. One hour after the di sappearance of Harry
Vi ncent,

Chi nese affairs were being discussed in another quarter

Three nen were present in an office-like room One, who sat behind a
mahogany desk, was a nan of military appearance, with short-clipped rnustache.
Ful | of face, brisk of manner, he had an air that suited his inportant
position. He was Ral ph Weston, conmm ssioner of New York City police.

Opposite Weston sat a man of different bearing.

The second individual was |Inspector Joe Cardona, ace of the New York
force. Cardona was stocky of build, swarthy of conplexion, and decidedly
poker-faced. When he was irked, he sel dom showed it; but tonight, Cardona
al nost gave hinsel f away.

Conmi ssi oner Weston didn't notice it; but the third person in the room
was
keen enough to understand Cardona's expression

That third person was a friend of Weston's, a chance visitor who had



stopped in at the conmi ssioner's apartnent. Tall, with an i mobile, hawkish
face, he was leisurely snmoking a thin cigar, seemingly disinterested in the
conversation. That was the way with Lanont Cranston, the millionaire
gl obetrotter.

Behi nd that mask of indifference |ay a keen di scernnent, which, if
noti ced, mght have given a clue to the visitor's real identity.

Thi s personage who posed as Lanont Cranston, was actually The Shadow.

"Al'l right, commissioner.” It was Cardona who spoke; his bluntness
covered
the bite of his tone. "Maybe you' ve sized it properly, but | still know the

synmptons. Things aren't right in Chinatown!"

"Are they ever right?" queried Wston

The question brought a smile from Cranston. Cardona saw it; gave a wy
grin of his own.

"There's sonmething to that, comm ssioner," adnitted the inspector
deciding that it was best to keep his chief in good hurmor. "It's always tricky
busi ness, handling the Chinese. There's a | ot goes on, under the surface, al
the tine. But when it conmes to the top, it's tine to be ready!"

Weston smiled indul gently. Cardona decided to continue.

"There are new faces in Chinatown," he insisted. "Miugs that don't |ook
right. Gthers that we know - fell ows who have been out of sight - that |ook
i ke hatchet nen. That covers the Chinese; but they aren't all.

"The Chi natown squad has spotted plenty of hoodl ums, noving in and out.
Those gorillas don't belong there. They're either going to bust |oose with
somet hing, or they're covering up sone gane that's deeper. That's it in a
nutshel |1

West on shook his head; the gesture was a weary one.

"You've told nme all this before,” said the conm ssioner. "Therefore, |
repeat ny forner statement: Show me some purpose behind the factors that you
nmention; then we can deci de upon the renedy."

Cardona had no answer.

"TONG wars are a thing of the past,"” added Weston. "That disposes of one
possibility of trouble. Sonetimes, there are fanatical outbreaks anong joss
cults; but there have been no recent indications of such. That elimn nates
anot her source.

"Only one other remains: Dope! It can also be forgotten. No | arge
shi pnents of narcotics have been smuggled recently. W invariably receive tips
when dope peddlers are active. There have been no such reports.™

Cardona remained glumy silent. Weston reached for a sheaf of papers;
scanni ng them he remarked:

"Why not investigate other matters, Cardona? Here are two conplaints
regardi ng racketeers. One fromthe Conponetal Corporation; the other fromthe
Federal Export Conpany."

A gl eam of satisfaction cane to Cardona's eyes.

"I looked into those," snapped the ace. "Both are the bunk! | talked wth
t he president of Conponetal. Hs plant is running top speed, turning out
aluminum al l oys for aircraft. The general manager of Federal Export says they
had some trouble getting shipnents under way, but that it's all been
st rai ght ened out."

West on | ooked doubtful. "The conplaints came fromthose very officials
you
nmention -

"And they've withdrawn theml " inserted Cardona. "Those cases are cl osed.
I've been sticking close to my job, conmissioner. | settled those matters
before |I began to bother about this Chinatown business."

"Very well," decided Weston, folding the report sheets. "What do you
propose to do regardi ng the Chinese question?"

"I want to rmake the rounds with the Chinatown squad," replied Cardona.



"That's not asking much, comm ssioner."

Weston agreed that the request was reasonable. He gave Cardona perm ssion
to take over that tenporary duty. The ace inspector expressed his thanks, then
| eft before the conmmi ssioner had a chance to change his m nd

Al one with Cranston, Weston chuckl ed.

"Cardona has a | eaning for hunches," the comm ssioner told the

mllionaire. "Once in a dozen tines, his hunches have nerit. Therefore, it is
best to let himfoll ow them when they can cause no conplications. But Cardona
will find nothing in Chinatown; for there is nothing there."

Apparently, Cranston was satisfied to accept Weston's opinion. Actually,
he agreed with it but partially.
The Shadow was willing to adnmit that Cardona might find nothing in
Chi natown; but that did not prove that trouble was absent in the Oiental
district. On the contrary, The Shadow s own observations had brought himto
t he
very conclusion that Cardona had | ater reached.
From somewhere in Chi natown's depths, a nenace had arisen. Qutward
i ndi cations were but the ripples fromthat stir. Sooner or later, a surge
woul d
follow, that tidal wave m ght sweep far beyond the linmts of Chinatown itself.
Among The Shadow s canpai gns agai nst crinme, sone of the nost desperate
had
been those with a Chi nese background. The synptons of trouble that Cardona had
reported, were real ones. The Shadow was soon to have new proof of it.
For the present, The Shadow was willing to et Wston tal k, hoping that
t he conm ssioner night supply some further information. It cane.

"CARDONA' S quest will get himnothing," confided Wston, "although it was
useless to tell himso. The governnent has already | ooked into these Chinese
matters."

"Wth what result?" was Cranston's quiet query.

"None," returned Weston. "The F.B.l1. has assigned an undercover agent to
the job. Reports have been negative. The investigator has contacted certain
Chi nese, but has gai ned no evidence of any crimnal activities.”

Ri sing fromhis desk, the comm ssioner clapped his friend on the
shoul der.

"Come, Cranston," he suggested. "W nmust be on our way. The nost

i mport ant

itemon our calendar is that banquet at the Cobalt C ub. Jove!l | hope that
Kent

Allard can nanage to be there. | am anxious for you to nmeet the fellow "

Weston did not see the thin smle that rested nonentarily upon the |ips
of
Cranston. The conmmi ssioner's wish could not be realized, for a very definite
reason.

The Shadow s real identity, when he dropped the guise of Lanmont Cranston,
was that of Kent Allard, aviator and explorer. That was why the two had never
met during functions at the Cobalt C ub. One al ways happened to be absent when
the other was on hand.

Just as Weston was opening the door of his little office, a buzzer
announced a tel ephone call. Weston answered it; turned to his conpani on

"It's for you, Cranston."”

Across the wire, The Shadow heard the nethodi cal tone of Burbank, the
contact man who conmuni cated directly with The Shadow s active agents. Burbank
had doubl e news concerning Harry Vincent: first, that the agent had not
reported; second, that he had passed a nessage to Hawkeye.

Bur bank summarized it by repeating the words that Hawkeye had rel ayed.
The
Shadow heard them



"The Col den Pagoda -"

Turned half away from Weston, The Shadow | et his fingers press the hook
of
t he desk tel ephone. A twi ce repeated click told Burbank that the report was
received. Wth the line closed, The Shadow spoke in Cranston's tone.

"Al'l right, Richards" - there was a trace of inpatience in Cranston's
drawl - "tell themto expect nme in half an hour... No, call it an hour. That's
it - traffic may be heavy." Hangi ng up, Cranston faced Wston

"I shall have to miss the banquet," he told the conm ssioner. "Richards,
my valet, tells nme that unexpected guests have arrived at ny New Jersey hone.

I
must go there at once!"

West on suggested that the guests could wait a while. Cranston did not
agree. They were friends fromthe Mddl e Wst, who had | ong prom sed to nake a
visit. He would have to go honme and neet them

That was why Weston and his friend parted, outside the apartnent house.
The conmi ssioner entered an official car. Cranston stepped into a |inousine.
Weston heard himorder the chauffeur to drive to New Jersey.

THE order was changed, after a few blocks. The Iinousi ne headed for a
si de
street near Tines Square. There, Cranston transferred to a taxicab; spoke a
whi spered command to the driver. Soon, that cab was speedi ng sout hward.

The | one passenger was crouched lowin the rear seat. In the mrror of a
make-up kit, he was changing his facial appearance; building up the features
of
Cranston with a puttyi sh substance. Soon, the face showed no nore than a faint
resenbl ance to The Shadow s fornmer guise.

The make-up box went into a drawer beneath the rear seat. Fromthat
space,

The Shadow renoved a cl oak and sl ouch hat. Those jet-black garments hid him
when he donned them A grimlaugh whispered in the confines of the speeding
cab.

Clad in this attire, The Shadow woul d need no passport into Chi natown. He
woul d i nvade that sector silently, invisible, his arrival unguessed. Once
there, he might reveal hinself; but it would be in a guise that no one would
suspect.

The Shadow was seeking the trail of the CGol den Pagoda - the lure which he
knew had drawn Harry Vincent into deep disaster

CHAPTER 1 |
THE CHI NESE TEA SHOP

SOME di stance fromthe trapped curio shop where Harry Vincent had
di sappeared, stood a tiny tea shop owned by a Chi naman named Wan Kew. Its
| ocation marked the fringe of Chinatown; but beyond the tea shop lay a stretch
of narrow street that was very poorly lighted
In a sense, that street was a borderland. Mst of its ancient houses had
been deserted by their tenants, in the belief that Chinatown would soon
swal | ow
it. But the growth of the Chinese district had sl owed. The street remained
obscure.
It was the sort of street where one woul d expect nurders to be
perpetrated; but none had ever occurred there. That, possibly, was because
w se
wayfarers avoided the old street at night. That applied to Wan Kew, hinself.
The proprietor of the tea shop was a cautious old Chinese, who had chosen



his location because the rental was |low. Mst of Wan Kew s custoners bought
tea

i n whol esale lots. He al ways advised themto go back toward the |ighted center
of Chi natown, when they left his shop. Wan Kew al ways followed that direction
hi nmsel f.

Wan Kew was thrifty, rather than rich. He had no helpers in his tea shop
al t hough he kept the place open fromtwelve to fifteen hours a day. \Wan Kew
was
like a lonely sentinel, guarding Chinatown's |ast outpost. He could al ways be
seen fromthe doorway of his little shop, seated |like a stuffed ow in front
of
shel ves that were | aden with chests of tea.

In all the years that he had been there, Wan Kew had never experienced
anything strikingly unusual, until tonight. He had not anticipated that his
pl aci d exi stence was to undergo a sudden change. |ndeed, Wan Kew suspected
not hi ng, when a nessenger boy delivered a small, square-shaped package t hat
was
mar ked with Chi nese characters.

Al one, Wan Kew pl aced t he package on his counter. He peered through his
round-rinmed gl asses, while his trenbling old fingers carefully untied the
knots. Wan Kew al ways saved the strings from packages. He didn't change that
policy, even though he expected to find sonme special brand of tea inside.

O her
nmerchants frequently sent sanples of such products for Wan Kew to pass upon

The package did not contain tea. Wan Kew was surprised to find a stout
cardboard box, instead. He lifted the lid; his old eyes blinked. Conplete
surprise showed on his winkled, saffron face.

In the box was a miniature pagoda, that had the deep rich hue of solid
gol d.

It was gold! Wan Kew knew that, the nmonent he tested its weight. The
pagoda tilted in his hands, he saw its hollow interior, which proved the
heavi ness of the netal. The space within the pagoda wasn't enpty; but the
obj ect that Wan Kew saw there, added nothing to its wei ght.

It was sinply a sheet of rice paper, folded, like a note.

Wan Kew opened the nessage. The saffron color went fromhis winkled
face.

He was pale, alnost to whiteness. The trenble of his hands seized his entire
body.

There was no threat nentioned in the note. It nerely specified that Wan
Kew was to place the pagoda in the wi ndow of his tea shop; after that, to
i gnore any questions that any one mght ask concerning it.

The signature beneath the note was the cause of Wan Kew s fear. It was in
Chi nese characters that the old tea nerchant recogni zed. The nane i npressed
hi m
so hugely, that he gasped it, half aloud:

"Li Hoang!"

THE rice paper fluttered to the counter. Wan Kew gri pped t he woodwor k.
Steadyi ng hinself, he finally managed strength enough to lift the Gol den
Pagoda. Waddling to the front of the shop, he perched the rare object upon a
tea chest on the middle shelf.

Returning to his counter, Wan Kew plucked up the note. In the Iow |light
of
the tea shop, its red-inked characters had the crinmson hue of blood. That
t hought brought new shivers to Wan Kew, particularly when he viewed the thick
signature of Li Hoang.

Sheer fear nmade Wan Kew scan the nmessage again, to make sure that he had
m ssed no detail.

There was one added instruction: Wan Kew was to destroy the nessage, thus



| eavi ng no evidence that he had heard from Li Hoang. The tea shop proprietor
was quite eager to obey that order

Nevert hel ess, Wan Kew was wary.

Crunmpling the sheet of rice paper, he stole to the door of the tea shop
peered out along the darkened street. He saw no lurkers in the bl ackness that
[ ay away from Chi nat own.

Staring in the opposite direction, Wan Kew spied only three persons. Two
were Chinese, walking toward a lighted street. The third was an Anerican, who
was lighting a cigarette as he gazed into the wi ndow of a chop suey house.

Wan Kew went to the interior of his shop. He laid his hand upon a
door knob
in back of the counter. He waited a nonment; then twi sted the door open and
sidled into a rear room

There, at a battered desk that was flanked by old tea chests, \Wan Kew
lighted a | ong wax taper. The wi ck sputtered; the flane wavered, casting |ong,
grot esque streaks of blackness. The gl oomof the walls forned a frame for the
Chi naman's withery face. The light, burning upward, showed the twitch of Wan
Kew s lips and the fearful blinks of his owish eyes.

Again, a trenor seized the Chinaman. He tiptoed into the darkness;
reached
the wall that backed the shelves behind his counter. Sliding a portion of the
wal I, Wan Kew peered between tea chests, to make sure that no one had entered
hi s shop.

He saw a figure saunter past the outer doorway. It was the American who
had been at the chop suey house wi ndow. Satisfied that the stroller had
continued on his way, Wan Kew returned to the desk. The taper was burning
steadily. Wan Kew twi sted the rice-paper note, started to insert it in the
flane.

A sound stopped him Wan Kew was sure that he had heard a creak fromthe
door that connected with the front of the shop. He blinked in that direction
saw a tall streak of blackness against the wall.

Wan Kew shivered, then decided that the patch was his own sil houette.

Wth an eager hiss, the old tea dealer let the flame lick the tw sted
nmessage. His lips forned a relieved sigh, as the fire took hol d.

Wan Kew did not see the living bl ackness that swooped suddenly from
gl oom
A gl oved hand gripped his wist, hauled his armaway fromthe candl elight.
Before Wan Kew could twi st free, he saw the nuzzle of an automatic thrust
between his eyes. The hand left his wist, to pluck the paper. G oved fingers
ext i ngui shed the flane.

The candl e gl ow showed the glint of burning eyes, beneath the brimof a
sl ouch hat. Wan Kew recogni zed the intruder; he gul ped the nane:

"Ying Ko!"

THAT titl e was the Chinese equival ent for The Shadow. It brought a
response from hidden lips. A grimlaugh, whispered in the darkness, told Wan
Kew t hat he was not m staken

There was a tightness to Wan Kew s lips. He would not talk - not even to
The Shadow. Powerful though Ying Ko nmight be, Wan Kew feared Li Hoang nore.

The [ ogic was sinple. Wan Kew, the innocent proprietor of an obscure tea
shop, had nothing to fear from The Shadow, who stood for right.

The nane of Li Hoang, a synonymof evil, was one that could excite dread
from an honest nman |ike Wan Kew.

The Shadow di vi ned the thoughts that gripped Wn Kew. He coul d see the
pal |l or of the Chinaman's face, above the yellow robe that the fell ow wore. He
knew t hat Wan Kew was acting under threat. Conpressed |lips were proof that the
Chi naman woul d not tal k. But The Shadow knew t hat words woul d not be needed
fromWan Kew.

The Chinanman's terrified stare was directed toward the crinkl ed paper



t hat
The Shadow had captured, alnost intact. That gaze told The Shadow that the
riddl e could be solved by the paper itself.

Cl oaki ng his automatic, The Shadow coolly unfol ded the nessage. He read
t he Chinese characters easily, much to the amazenent of Wan Kew. \Wen he saw
the nane Li Hoang, The Shadow delivered an understandi ng whi sper

Si nce The Shadow had gained the truth, Wan Kew becane vol ubl e

"Li Hoang is here!"™ Wan Kew was chattering in Chinese. "No one el se would
dare use the nane of Li Hoang! He is the master of all Chinese brigands. The
terrible Li Hoang!"

"You have seen Li Hoang?" The Shadow s question was in Wan Kew s own
di al ect. "He has been here?"

"No. The nmessage canme within the pagoda, which I had never seen before. |
know not hi ng of Li Hoang!"

"Nor of those who serve hin®"

A head shake from Wan Kew. Watching the tea deal er cl osely, The Shadow
inquired if he had ever heard of Chun Laro. The nane was fanmiliar to Wan Kew,
he admtted it, but added that he had never met Chun Laro.

Though Wan Kew did not realize it, he was revealing facts that he,
hi msel f, did not know

For the first tine, The Shadow had uncovered a clue to a hidden
crime-master, who lurked deep in Chinatown. He knew the nane of Li Hoang, nost
cel ebrated of all Chinese bandits.

For years, Li Hoang had terrorized renote provinces of China; had
dermanded
tribute fromweal thy Chinese, and even officials. Wth the strengthening of
t he
central government in China, Li Hoang's power had dw ndl ed. Many had wonder ed
what had becone of Li Hoang.

Here was evidence that China's public enenmy had arrived secretly in
Anerica. Such news accounted for the recent stir in Chinatown. Gfted with
subtle skill that no Anerican racketeers possessed, Li Hoang was capabl e of
enpl oyi ng new and astonishing tactics, in this territory where his nethods
wer e
unknown.

Such rogues as Chun Laro were the very sort that Li Hoang would require
as
lieutenants. Already, the evil influence of Li Hoang had crept far. Many
Chi nese
of doubtful repute could already be in the service of Li Hoang.

THE SHADOW | i nked those possibilities with the Gol den Pagoda. He coul d
see
t he purpose of that synbol.

Planted in Chinatown, its location changed fromtime to time, the CGol den
Pagoda coul d signify the neeting place where outside crooks were to nake
contact. Wherever the pagoda was displayed, evil workers could | eave nessages,
per haps booty, that were intended for Li Hoang.

Harry Vincent had | earned that much tonight. He nust have entered the
pl ace where he saw t he Gol den Pagoda. That was why Harry had di sappeared.

The delivery of the pagoda to Wan Kew was proof of Li Hoang's clever
tactics. Once captured, Harry had been cl assed as an agent of The Shadow.
Hence, Li Hoang had foreseen that The Shadow woul d search for the Gol den
Pagoda.

To m sl ead The Shadow, Li Hoang had placed the gol den object with a nman
who knew not hi ng about the existing situation

The choi ce of Wan Kew had been too strong a one. O all Chinese
nmer chant s,

Wan Kew was the |ast who woul d be sworn in as a nenber of a crooked



organi zation. In concealing his own followers, Li Hoang had given his gane
away.

That obvi ous nove might be the blind for a nore crafty one. Thrusting the
ri ce-paper note beneath his cloak, The Shadow stepped to the connecting door.
Opening it the fraction of an inch, he peered into the tea shop.

The pl ace was vacant; but The Shadow coul d see streaky bl ackness, across
the outer threshold. Lurkers had arrived to wait outside the front door.

G osing the connecting door, The Shadow stepped back to the desk. Wan Kew
saw t he burn of keen eyes; heard the sinister whisper that crept from The
Shadow s lips. Fromthose tokens, Wan Kew understood the final fact that The
Shadow had | ear ned.

Not content with nmerely drawi ng The Shadow along a false trail, Li Hoang
had turned this tea shop into a trap. Here, upon these prem ses, the Chinese
crime-master intended to end the long career of The Shadow

CHAPTER | V
CHI NATOMN BATTLE

THOUGH The Shadow s | augh was confined within that small rear room it
carried chall enge. The confidence of his tone won hima useful ally. Van Kew,
t hough a man of peace, was ready to fight on The Shadow s side.

Sel f-preservation was the reason. Wan Kew realized that if The Shadow
peri shed, he, also, would die.

Guessi ng that The Shadow had spotted lurkers at the front, Wan Kew
poi nt ed
across the gl oony room and whi spered in babbly Chinese:

"The side door! It gives a way to the next street!"”

The Shadow reached the door nentioned. It was heavy, and strongly bolted.
He did not draw the bolts, as Wan Kew expected. Instead, The Shadow |i st ened.
H s head was pressed close to the woodwork. He could detect sounds outside.

Wan Kew saw The Shadow return to the desk. The Chinaman realized that the
side exit nust be blocked. This roomhad no other outlet. Wan Kew shook his
head, despairingly; but sone thought was in his nmind. He heard The Shadow s
whi sper; nmet the gaze of those burning eyes.

"The wall to the front room" explained WVan Kew. "It has a small opening
so | can | ook through, between the shelves. But it could be of no use."

"Show it to ne!"

The Shadow s tone betokened a plan. Wan Kew hurried to the front wall,
slid back the shutter that he had used before. Wth The Shadow, Wan Kew peered
bet ween the tea chests. The Chinaman coul d see the streaks upon the outer
t hreshol d. They were cl oser; darker; nore om nous.

But neither The Shadow nor Wan Kew coul d be seen by those outside. Their
bodi es bl ocked the faint glimer of the candlelight.

The Shadow slid the small barrier shut, drawing it from Wan Kew s hand.
St eppi ng toward the candle glow, he renoved his hat, peeled his cloak fromhis
shoul ders and bundled it.

Wan Kew saw a face that he knew nust be disguised, though he woul d never
have detected the fact. He saw that The Shadow was attired in street clothes;
he was the sane Anmerican that Wan Kew had observed outside the shop.

PEELI NG away hi s gl oves, The Shadow pointed to Wan Kew s yell ow robe. The
gesture of his hand indicated that the Chinanman was to renove it. Wnderi ng,
Wan Kew did so. The Shadow held out his arms; still puzzled, Wan Kew hel ped
hi m
put on the robe.

"They saw ne enter," whispered The Shadow. "They will believe that | am



in
here. Since | amthe one they fear, they will choose ne first."

Wan Kew began to under st and.

Stepping to the panel, The Shadow opened it; he pushed the cloak and hat
t hrough. The garments slid between two tea chests; being black, they could not
be seen in the depths of the shelf. Cosing the wall, The Shadow drew Wan Kew
to the desk, placed himin a chair.

"Wait here until | return!”

Leavi ng Wan Kew i n pantal oons and Chi nese vest, The Shadow noved toward
t he door that connected with the tea shop. His yell owrobed figure was
conspi cuous, even in the gloom The Shadow nmade no attenpt to conceal it, as
he
opened t he door.

He was turned about, however, so that he faced in Wan Kew s direction
The
Chi naman saw hi m wedge warily through to the tea shop

Once in that front shop, The Shadow s pretense was perfection. H s back
was toward the outer door; his shoulders were stooped | ow. He paused as he
cl osed the door, as though speaking to some one in the rear room

He shifted behind the counter, his back still toward the outer door. His
hands were cl ose agai nst his body, but there was a quiver to his robed
shoul der. That was a well-done imtation of the palsy that characterized Wan
Kew.

To all appearances, the tea nerchant had come out to his shop, instead of
The Shadow.

Despite his shaky notion, The Shadow showed hurry. He seened to be
seeki ng
somet hi ng; that explained why he did not face the outer door. He reached a
m ddl e shel f, poked his hands between two tea chests. He funbled there, in an
excited fashion that suited Wan Kew.

The bl uff was one of the boldest that The Shadow had ever nmade. He had
deliberately turned his back to menacing foenen, relying entirely upon his
com ng ruse.

Stealthy footfalls told the reality of the danger. A pair of ugly faced
Chi nese crept in through the front doorway, followed by an American of the
hoodl um cl ass.

One Chi nese assassin produced a | ong-bl aded knife; the other drew a
nmur der ous hatchet. Their thuggi sh conpanion held a .38 revol ver.

The man with the knife stole toward the door to the rear roonm the
trigger-man foll owed cl ose behind him The hatchet man shifted his path.

d oatingly, he noved toward the robed figure beyond the little counter. He
gave
a wise grimace, to indicate that he would settle Wan Kew.

The Shadow s fate hung by a single link. He was still faking his part as

Wan Kew.

IT turned out as The Shadow expected. The gunner saw the hatchet man's
nmove and gave a hurried beckon. Reluctantly, the hatchet man joined the pair
that were nmoving toward the rear room The thug nuttered:

“It'"lIl take all of us to get Ying Ko!"

Since the Chinaman with the knife showed agreenment, the hatchet nman
stayed
with the others. Wan Kew was uni nportant, conpared with The Shadow. They coul d
settle the tea nmerchant, as a side issue. Crouching half below the end of the
counter, the trio prepared to rush the connecting door

It was then that the fal se WVan Kew found what he wanted on the shelf.

H s head and hands thrust inward, The Shadow drew his cl oak downward.
Wth
one sweep, he pulled the back garnment clear over his shoulders. As it slipped



downward, he gave a back fling to the yellow robe. It dropped to the floor
beneat h t he descendi ng cl oak

Wth a quick sweep of his left hand, The Shadow whi pped the slouch hat to
his head. He nade a spin; clanped his right hand on the counter. Fromhis |ips
peal ed a chall enge that nade three killers spring about.

Gawki ng, they saw The Shadow, where Wan Kew had been. To their astoni shed
eyes, the transformati on was instantaneous.

The first Chinaman slung his knife. His throw was bel ated. Hi s weight
upon
his right hand, The Shadow was vaulting clear across the counter. The knife
ski mmed past his shoul der, glanced froma tea chest and clattered to the
fl oor.

The Shadow took a half turn as he vaulted. He was over the counter when
the trigger-man started fire. Bullets whistled above the slouch hat. Wth the
third bark of the revolver, a gun replied fromthe counter |evel.

The Shadow s | eft hand had been on the draw, during his vaulting | eap
The
burst fromhis automatic was straight-ained. The trigger man sagged.

A figure hurtled over the end of the counter. It was the hatchet nan,
driving in froma new angle - but not an unexpected one. The Shadow dr opped;
he
stabbed a bullet upward at an angle. That slug took the hatchet man in mdair.

The blast fromthe .45 jolted the Chinese killer. H's armtook a | ong
forward jerk. The hatchet cleaved downward - but not fromthe swing of a
guiding hand. It was scaling fromloosening fingers. The razor-sharp hatchet
sl apped The Shadow s shoul der broadside. It rattled agai nst the counter front.

It was the weight of the foiled killer's body that spraw ed The Shadow.

The Chi nanman who had used the knife grabbed up the gun that the trigger
man had dropped. Hopping past the end of the counter, the Mongol saw The
Shadow
tangled with the dying hatchet man. The Chinaman fired two qui ck shots.

One bull et was deflected by the body of the hatchet man; the other went
wi de of The Shadow. The cl oaked fighter had counted on the knifer's aimbeing
bad. If the Chinaman had been good with a gun, he woul d have brought one
i nstead of his dirk.

There was one nore cartridge in the revolver. The Mongol never used it.

The Shadow s aut omatic spoke instead. Again, he supplied a direct shot.
He
couldn't |eave these killers |oose to deal with Wan Kew. The bound that the
Chi nese assassin took was a big one, ending with a crazy tw sting fl ounder

COM NG to his feet, The Shadow drew a second autonmatic. He headed for the
outer door, took a long leap through it. He started long strides toward the
dar kened end of the street.

That dash was a bluff; The Shadow ended it with a conplete turnabout.

The ruse worked. Guns began to pop from darkness. Thugs were aimng for
The Shadow, expecting himto run into their gunfire. |Instead, The Shadow was
wheeling in the opposite-direction, toward the center of Chinatown.

Only sone crafty superfoe woul d have expected such a daring nove. Li
Hoang
was an eneny of that caliber. He had provided agai nst The Shadow s course.

Bef ore The Shadow had zi gzagged hal f a dozen steps, the lighted end of
t he
street was alive with new antagoni sts, who bounded from every cranny. These
foenmen weren't thugs fromthe underworld; they were Chi nese gunners, who had
stalked in fromtheir own baliw ck

Here, on Chinatown's fringe, The Shadow was between two hordes, who
bl ocked both paths! Into Chinatown, or out of it - either direction would nmean
deat h!



CHAPTER V
THE DOUBLE MESSAGE

STRI DENT was The Shadow s chal l enge - a nocki ng | augh that he delivered,
as he halted between two groups of foenmen. H s guns shoved toward the darkened
sector, he followed his taunt with a sudden burst of fire.

That acconpl i shed what The Shadow wanted. It sent the outside thugs
scurrying for cover. They weren't risking their necks in the open, when they
had The Shadow boxed. They were counting on the Chinese to shoot himin the
back.

The Shadow, too, was counting upon the Chinese, but in a different way.
He
knew their practice of carrying revolvers with an enpty chanber under the
hamrer. They needed two tugs of a trigger, before their guns would talk.

Revol vers were clicking as The Shadow wheel ed about. He gave anot her
voll ey toward the lighted section of the street. Guns answered, as The Shadow
shifted; but the Chinese, too, were wild in fire. They scranbled for cover, to
give the thugs a turn.

VWi chever The Shadow faced next, that crowd would cripple him H's own
hurried shots seenmed a usel ess barrage. Those volleys, however, had given him
a
tenmporary break. He needed a scant two seconds to get out of danger

Wth a long, swift |ope, The Shadow cl eared the sidewal k and sped back
into Wan Kew s tea shop

There were shouts all along the street; some in English, others in
Chi nese. Revol vers barked too | ate; savagely, the nen who fired themdrove in
pursuit. They thought that they had driven The Shadow into the original trap
which, in a sense, they had. But tine had el apsed since battle had begun;
nor eover, The Shadow had drawn his enemes into the open

The Shadow was dependi ng upon those factors, for a reason that he had not
forgotten.

The Shadow was t hrough the tea shop when the mngling gunners arrived
there. He reached the rear room to find Wan Kew huddl ed at the desk. Fierce
pounds were coming fromthe side door. The small crew posted there by Li
Hoang
was still striving to break through

Grabbi ng Wan Kew, The Shadow shoved himto the wall beside the side door.
Wth a sweep of one hand, he snuffed the candle; used his automatic nuzzle to
t hrust open one bolt, then the other. Shouting nmen were already in the front
of
the tea shop, when The Shadow suddenly nudged the knob of the side door

The barrier whamed inward; with it cane a surge of attackers. An instant
| ater, The Shadow was anong them sledging with his guns. Flashlights went
clattering, along with sprawing men. Twisting fromthe mel ee, The Shadow
grabbed Wan Kew, shoved himout into the alley.

Instead of taking the rear route that Wan Kew had nentioned, The Shadow
backed the old tea nmerchant away from danger. Coolly, he stabbed spasnodic
shots back through the doorway from which they had come. Those bullets from
bl ackness forced foenen to seek new cover. Tenporarily, at |east, The Shadow
hel d the hordes at bay.

Wan Kew wondered how long it could last. He marvel ed at The Shadow s
sl ow,
deliberate tactics; but although The Shadow was sparing with his shots, there
couldn't be many mnutes nore. Each tinme an automatic spoke, Wan Kew t hought
t hat The Shadow had di scharged his last bullet.

At last, alull. Killers thrust for the opened door. The Shadow fired a
singl e shot. Foenen dropped back. Two seconds |later, there was muffled gunfire



fromthe front street. The Shadow heard that outburst; from his anbush, he
voi ced a long, gibing laugh that chilled his enem es.

Wan Kew heard a clatter, as killers forgot The Shadow and drove out to
battle with fresh fighters.

Joe Cardona had arrived with the Chi natown squad!

THAT was the point that The Shadow had not forgotten. In fact, he had
dodged t he squad hinsel f, when | ooking for the Gol den Pagoda. It expl ai ned why
The Shadow had driven out to the street, although he knew that foenmen surely
| urked there.

By bringing new chaos into the tea shop, The Shadow had pl aced two groups
of enemies into the very trap that they had desi gned for The Shadow s own
destructi on!

Though all news of Chi natown eventually reached Li Hoang, The Shadow had
gai ned i nformati on ahead of that superfoe, tonight. Coming direct fromthe
police comm ssioner's apartnment, The Shadow had known that the Chinatown squad
woul d have an abl e | eader when trouble broke. Mdre than that, famliar with
Cardona' s net hods, The Shadow had been sure that the ace inspector would bring
al ong an extra quota of plain-clothes nen.

Cardona had done exactly that. Li Hoang's hordes were finding it out.

Deep beneath his cl oak, The Shadow carried another brace of autonatics.
He
had kept those reserve weapons for this crisis, when enenies wuld be forced
to
rush his position, to evade the pressure of the law s forces. His fresh guns
were out and in his fists, when a clatter fromthe rear of the tea shop
announced the coning rush

The Shadow s guns punped a rapid, alternating fire. The surge wavered,
br oke. Crooks were scranbling away, squarely into the guns of the Chi natown
squad. Shoul dering into the abandoned doorway, The Shadow saw officers and
det ectives depriving Chinese and hoodl uns of their weapons.

The stocky figure of Joe Cardona was conspi cuous. The ace inspector had
gai ned full control. There was no need for The Shadow to remain. The capture
of
Li Hoang's gunners was sure.

Qut in the narrow all eyway, The Shadow gui ded Wan Kew t hr ough t he
dar kness. The tea nerchant had shown a spell of nerve; but he was shaky again.
He was gul ping fearfully, telling The Shadow that he dreaded the future.

"Li Hoang will know" panted Wan Kew. "Li Hoang will renenber! He will
seek me out! Even the police will be unable to protect ne!l"

The Shadow hi ssed for silence.

They were near a little gate that bl ocked the route to the next street.
Easi ng open the gate so its hinges did not groan, The Shadow thrust the rmuzzle
of an automatic through a narrow space. He delivered three staccato shots,
turning the nuzzle as he fired.

There was a how beyond the gate; the scurry of footsteps. The Shadow had
routed a nest of anbushed |urkers. That incident supported Wan Kew s
statenents
regarding Li Hoang. The fighters captured in the tea shop were but a portion
of
t he many who served the Chinese crime-nmaster

HEADI NG t hrough t he vacated outlet, The Shadow drew Wan Kew al ong. The
frightened Chinaman feared the lights of the next street; but they did not
travel that far. The Shadow found a doorway; wedged it open. He drew Wan Kew
into a tiny courtyard. The tea nmerchant was amazed.

In all the years that Wan Kew had occupi ed his shop on the front street,
he had never known of this hidden cul -de-sac. Moreover, the courtyard was but



t he begi nning of his journey. The Shadow opened anot her door; gui ded Wan Kew
down stone steps, into an underground passage.

There canme a series of twists and turns; at |ast, the passage divided.
The
Shadow poi nted Wan Kew al ong one route, where a light glowed froma | ow stone
ceiling. He spoke whi spered words that brought a grateful response fromthe
tea
nmer chant .

The Shadow was sendi ng Wan Kew to friendly Chinese, who would keep him

out
of sight as long as needed. Wan Kew woul d not have to fear the nenace of Li
Hoang

The Shadow t ook anot her route, alone. Wen he energed from underground,
he

was on anot her fringe of Chinatown. Fromthe darkness of a side street, he
coul d

hear the last bursts of distant gunfire; the whine of sirens announced t hat
patrol wagons were com ng to receive the prisoners.

El usive, a shade in the night, The Shadow took a roundabout circuit.
@iding fromone stretch of darkness to another, he was constantly on the
| ookout for prow ers, who might be followers of Li Hoang.

The Shadow arrived back near the tea shop. The street was al nost cl eared;
police were dragging along the |last of the captives. Approaching fromthe
dar kened end of the street, The Shadow stopped close to Wan Kew s w ndow. The
Col den Pagoda still glistened fromits shelf.

Easi ng through the doorway, The Shadow stood ampbng the outstretched,
silent figures of thugs who had fought their last fight against the |aw.
Reaching into the wi ndow, he renoved the Gol den Pagoda. Carrying it as his
prize, he took the passage to the rear street.

A few nminutes later, The Shadow was glidi ng away from Chi natown. He had
only one last stretch to go - a short half block, through a narrow alley. That
space was wedged between rows of old two-story houses. There was only one
lighted space. It lay past a short, battered fence that narked the entrance to
a side alley.

The Shadow swung wi de to avoid the glare of the street lanp. Cose to the
bui | di ng opposite, he sensed a stir about him Goping figures were in the
dar kness, bl ocking the narrow path that The Shadow needed. The pagoda w apped
beneat h his cl oak, The Shadow was ready for conmbat. He | eaped upon the thugs.

THE scuffle was quick; the odds were with The Shadow. Curiously, his
opponents did not try to use guns; instead, they grappled wildly. d utching
furiously, they managed to drag The Shadow over into the |light, before they
gave way to the hard swings fromhis guns.

Once in the glow, the hoodl uns broke free; went staggering away. Three in
nunber; two were groggy, the third was eager only to escape.

It was that sudden change of tactics that warned The Shadow. Al one besi de
the corner of the tiny fence, his cloaked formwas conspi cuous. Forgetting the
fl eei ng footpads, The Shadow made a rapid whirl, twisting away from his
pr esent
posi tion.

There wasn't a lost instant in the nove, even though The Shadow chose no
cover. He sensed that a thrust was due; the vital step was to avoid it.

Sonet hi ng whirred down through the darkness. The Shadow heard the
cl eavi ng
of air past his ear. There was a thud fromthe end of the fence. A knife
qui vered there, buried half to the hilt.

The Shadow saw the glistening blade; he took a tw st past the end of the
fence. As he swung about, he laid his knuckles squarely beside the knife and
tilted his automatic along the line of the handle. The Shadow s finger pressed



the trigger -

Wth the boomof the automatic came a cry froma rooftop opposite. That
was the exact direction of The Shadow s aim gui ded back along the knife's own
path. A hunchy figure straightened on the roof edge, then did a sudden
downwar d
pl unge to the sidewal k.

The Shadow viewed the spraw ed, squatly figure of a Chinese knife
t hr ower .

Anot her of Li Hoang's trained assassins had mssed his thrust. Crippled by the
bullet, the thwarted killer had nmet death when he struck the cenment. There
woul d be no further trouble fromthat rogue. The Shadow turned to view the
kni f e.

Pi nned by the bl ade, The Shadow saw a rice-paper note. The Chi nanan had
slid it on the blade, before he made the throw. The paper bore two nessages;
both had the sane inport, but one was in English, the other in Chinese.

Those nessages carried an order for the finder to carry away the body in
which the knife was fixed; to deliver it to Li Hoang. That knife had been
i ntended for The Shadow s heart. Li Hoang had expected some of his own
followers to find The Shadow dead, and act according to instructions.

The Shadow pl ucked the note away, letting the knife blade slice it clear
This token of Li Hoang's thoroughness was one that The Shadow did not want the
law to find. For the present, it was inperative that the authorities know
not hi ng of Li Hoang's exi stence.

If Harry Vincent still lived, The Shadow s only chance of rescuing his
agent lay through a secret search for Li Hoang. Wth Harry safe, the law could
harass the Chinese supercrook; but not before. Wth Harry's life in the
bal ance, The Shadow s only course was to renove this tracer to Li Hoang,
before
the police could find it.

The note crinkl ed beneath The Shadow s cl oak. The bl ack-clad figure
nmer ged
with the darkness of the side alley. The Shadow was | eavi ng Chi natown - but
only
until excitenent subsided there.

Later, The Shadow would return, to ferret his way to the hidden, unknown
abode of Li Hoang!

CHAPTER VI
CRI ME' S PURPCSE

IT was norning. Froman office high in a downtown skyscraper, a man was
staring at the distant | owlying buildings that represented Chi natown. He was
haggard, that man. H's eyes were sharp, but restless. The expression of his
poi nted features was that of a person lost in a jungle and fearing the coils
of
a deadly python.

He was view ng the spot where he knew that such a serpentine creature
dwelt, in human form That spot was Chi natown.

There was a newspaper on a gl ass-topped desk. It had an account of | ast
night's raid in Chinatown. It did not mention the name of Li Hoang. That gave
t he haggard man sone relief, particularly because his own nane was al so
absent .

After all, it was a far stretch froma Chinatown raid to Lucius Zall ock
presi dent of Continental Airways.

A buzzer sounded. Then cane the announcenment: "M . Kevin is here.”

Zal l ock gave orders to admt Kevin. A thin, w se-faced nan strolled into
the office. By that tine, Zallock had gai ned sone conposure. Seated behind his
desk, he waved Kevin to a chair and then queried:



"What have you | earned?"

"I saw the ol den Pagoda,"” replied Kevin, "in the wi ndow of a curio shop
A fellow went in there; but he | ooked presentable. Not the sort who woul d be
wor ki ng for Li Hoang. Today, though, the pagoda is gone fromthe w ndow The
curio shop is closed."

Zal | ock | ooked irked.

"I expected nore," he snapped. "This report, Kevin, does no justice to
your reputation as a private investigator!"

Kevin hel ped hinself to a cigar froma box on Zallock's desk. He smled
wi sely as he lighted the perfecto.

"I had to stay out of sight," he reminded. "I couldn't walk into that
curio shop and hand themny card! Don't worry, M. Zallock. Gve nme tinme; I'lI
| ocate this Li Hoang guy."

Zal | ock shoved an envel ope across the desk. Inside it, Kevin found a
ri ce-paper note inscribed with Chinese characters.

"What does it say?" he queri ed.

"New denands," returned Zallock. "In addition to his toll from Conponet al
and Federal Export, Li Hoang wants tribute from Ozone G I."

Kevin gave a soft whistle. Zallock controlled all three corporations, and
Ozone O was the | argest.

"Anmerican racketeers are children," declared Zall ock, "conpared to Li
Hoang. Soon, he will be into every enterprise that |I control, grasping every
dollar of profit!"

Kevi n knew how that could hurt. Mney was Zallock's life blood. The

magnat e had the faculty for acquiring dollars by the mllions. Li Hoang it
seened, had the strength to west away that wealth.

"I spent sonme years in China," stated Zallock. "I know what the nane and
threats of Li Hoang can nmean. He always strikes at the highest man. My life
would go like that" - Zallock snapped his fingers - "if | ignored these
demands!

"That is why | ordered all conplaints w thdrawn. The president of
Conpometal can't understand it. Neither can the general manager of Federa
Export.

"But | could afford no other course. Li Hoang has told ne so, in his
correspondence. One word to the law - ny fate is settled! It will be death;
probably of a mpbst unpl easant sort!"

KEVI N nodded. He knew the whole story. Small fry racketeers had gone to
the offices of Conponetal and Federal Export, demandi ng paynents for what they
termed "protection.” The nen in charge of those conpani es had al nost | aughed
when they notified the police.

The racketeers hadn't seened tough enough to bother them but Zallock

who
pul l ed the strings of both corporations, had deened otherw se. He had told the
officials to pay, without stating his reason

Behind it lay the fact revealed direct to Zallock. Those small-fry
racketeers were nerely collectors in the service of Li Hoang.

Since then, Zallock had been delivering tribute. He had been afraid to
notify the police or the government authorities. He knew that before Li Hoang
could be found, the death threat would be nade good, wi th Zallock, hinself,

t he
one to receive the thrust.

Such was the way of Li Hoang.

The nost that Zallock had dared to do was hire Kevin. He was playing a
| ong-shot game, hoping that the private investigator could secretly trace Li
Hoang. Once the Chinese crine-nmaster was | ocated, Zallock could risk exposing
matters to the | aw

Kevin let a snoke ring circle fromhis lips.

"I know how you feel, M. Zallock," he said, in synpathetic tone.



"Bel i eve

me, I'Il find Li Hoang! But it's to your own advantage if | play the gane
cl ose.

Li Hoang is spreading out. Maybe that's just the break we need. Every new
coll ector he uses is another guy to trace."

"You have already tried to trace several," retorted Zall ock, caustically.
"Every tinme, the trail has come to a dead end, in Chinatown. Meanwhile, two of
nmy enterprises have been paying tribute of twenty-five hundred dollars a week,
each. "

"How much is Ozone G| supposed to cough over?"

"Six thousand a week!" Zallock referred to Li Hoang's | atest note.

"Collections will start next Friday."
The demand staggered Kevin. He sat blowi ng snoke rings, while he watched
Zal l ock burn the rice-paper note. The nultimllionaire was taking no chances

that any spies of Li Hoang might find such messages intact.

Wth all his qual ms, however, Zallock had confidence in Kevin. The
private
i nvestigator was the one man he fully trusted. That fact was proven by Kevin's
presence here. Zallock had not even breathed the nanme of Li Hoang to any one
el se.

"Keep up the work, Kevin," decided Zallock, rising fromhis desk. "But
press the trail harder. My payments to Li Hoang have total ed thousands!
Eventual | y" - Zallock was grim- "he intends to run it into mllions!"

ZALLCCK wal ked to an outer office with Kevin., It was safe to be seen with
the private detective, for Kevin was presumably conducting speci al
i nvestigations for Continental Airways, covering matters that had nothing to
do
with Li Hoang.

Zal l ock made a m nor mi stake, however, by that trip to the outer office.
When he and Kevin arrived there, a polite secretary was talking with a tall
narrow f aced man, whose eyes had a wild gl eam beneath their bushy brows. The

fellow s face was grayish, like his shaggy hair. He was in an argunentative
nmood, as he | eaned heavily upon a stout cane.
"I tell you, | nust see M. Zallock!" The man's cackl e was excited. "This

is the fifth time -"

"M. Zallock is out of town. We do not expect him back until next week."

The secretary's lie was shattered by Zallock's own arrival. It happened
that the secretary had his back toward the door of the private office. The
visitor, however, was staring straight in that direction. Wth a cry of glee,
he thrust the secretary aside with his cane and came boundi ng straight for
Zal | ock.

Kevi n thought that the man intended an assault, and started to thrust in
bet ween. Zall ock pressed hi m asi de.

A nmoment | ater, Zallock was shaking hands with the shaggy-haired visitor
greeting himlike an old friend.

"Eric Bardsley!" exclained Zallock. "It's nmarvel ous to see you! My door
is
al ways open to you! It is outrageous that you should be denied adm ttance.
Jarvis" - this was to the secretary - "consider yourself reprimnded! Hence

forth, you nmust admit M. Bardsley, whenever | am here."

The secretary gaped; but, gradually, understandi ng dawned on his face.
Zal | ock shot a shrewd | ook toward Kevin; the investigator responded with a
wi se
smile.

It was plain that Zallock didn't want to talk to Bardsley; that he had
given strict orders for the fellow to be kept outside. Rather than have
Bardsl ey realize that, Zallock was putting up the bluff that the man was
wel cone.



VWhen Zal |l ock had conducted Bardsley into the private office, Kevin
started
out. He paused | ong enough to ask Jarvis about the visitor. Kevin's query was
brief:

"Who' s the crackbrain?"

"A crazy inventor," returned the secretary. "He had some good i deas,
about
ten years ago. The automatic piloting device was one of them But he keeps
com ng around with a Il ot of hair-brained gadgets that aren't worth a nickel!"

"I's he broke?"

"Not a chance! He draws twenty thousand dollars a year in royalties from
that piloting device. It's the noney, probably, that goes to his head."

THAT settled the matter for Kevin. He decided that the secretary had the
right slant on Bardsley. Kevin mght have altered his opinion, had he gone
back
to Zallock's office.

There, Bardsley was facing Zallock across the big desk. The inventor's
lips were as scoffing as his eyes.

"You are worth millions," cackled Bardsley. "Conpared with your wealth,
ny
royalties are a nere pittance."

"I am a good promoter," responded Zallock. "You are not."

The answer didn't satisfy Bardsley. He raised his head, hunching hinsel f
up fromthe cane.

"Why use such tal k?" he demanded. "You've done well with Continental
Ai rways, and all your success is due to ny invention of the automatic pilot.
Every one of your ships is equipped with it."

"True," agreed Zallock, smoothly. "And for each one, you have received
your proper royalty, plus a bonus."

"Of course! The contract calls for such payments. But don't forget,
Zal | ock, you used the automatic pilot as the means to acquire Continental
Ai rways. What have | gained fromthat?"

"A larger sale of your invention, with the resulting profits.”

Bardsl ey cane to his feet, waved his big cane violently.

"My profits?" he screeched. "Pennies, nere pennies conpared with the
dollars that you have accunul ated! And that is not all! They say that you are
worth mllions." Bardsley's wild eyes becane canny. "Perhaps you have used
Continental Airways as a wedge to control other |arge concerns.”

Bardsl ey had struck the very truth that Zallock did not want himto know.
In fact, Bardsley was one reason why Zallock conceal ed the fact that he owned
Conponet al , Federal Export, Ozone G|, and half a dozen other paying
enterprises. Zallock decided to soothe the inventor

"I'f you want nore noney," purred Zallock, "I can show you howto gain it,
Bardsl ey. "

"I want what should be mne!" storned Bardsley. "A fair return fromthe
profits that ny brain has nmade possible!"

"Of course!" soothed Zallock. "But if we are to operate on a nutua
basi s,
we nust include all departments.”

"Just what do you nean?"

"You have other inventions" - Zallock's eyes were shrewd - "that may have
great possibilities. Wien you have conpleted them we can include themin a
bl anket contract. That will nean new terns; a nore suitable division of the
profits.”

A CHANGE cane into Bardsley's nmanner. It pleased Zall ock. He had struck
t he one subject that was paramount with Bardsley: the man's inventions. There



was still some insistence in Bardsley's tone, however, when the inventor
queri ed:

"WIl you agree to declare your total profits, over the past eight years,
as a basis for our new arrangenent ?"

"I will,"” replied Zallock. "But | cannot do it here. My private records
are at nmy home."

"And if | cone there -"

"l shall show you everything."

"How soon?"

"Any tine you wish. Tonight, or any other night. | amusually at hone."

Bar dsl ey nodded; rmunbl ed that he woul d keep the appoi ntment. Zall ock
strolled with himto the door; on the way, he rem nded:

"Be sure to bring a nodel of your |atest invention."

Bar dsl ey nodded. The gleamin his eyes told his pleasure.

Wil e Jarvis gawked, Bardsley hobbled through the outer office with the
deneanor of a lamb. Zallock watched himgo; then told the secretary:

"Don't worry about that chap, Jarvis. He won't be here again. | know how
to handle him"

Back in his own office, Zallock stared fromthe wi ndow. The sharp snile
that framed his lips began to fade. His recent handling of Eric Bardsley
seened
but a hollow triunph. Zallock's eyes were toward Chinatown, where Li Hoang
dwel t.

Luci us Zall ock spoke half aloud. Hs |ips expressed the wish that he
coul d
outmat ch Li Hoang as easily as he had Eric Bardsley. Those two nen were the
only
problems that interfered with the snoothness of Zallock's life.

Li Hoang, however, was as difficult as Eric Bardsley was easy. The
Chi naman was dangerous; the inventor harm ess. The pair were as far apart as
the pol es. Those two problenms, at |east, could never overlap

In that surm se, Lucius Zallock was wong. Very soon, those problens
woul d
m ngl e, wth unpl easant consequences for Zallock, the man who faced them

CHAPTER VI |
THE ABODE OF LI HOANG

NEW ni ght had cone to Chinatown. Deep in the cataconbs of that district,
Harry Vincent was awake, dimy conscious of the fact that many hours nust have
passed since his capture.

Harry was in a darkened room stretched upon a couch that crinkled in
sil ky fashion when he stirred. The atnosphere was stuffy, laden with a heavy
snoky odor.

It was plain that he had been drugged. The air renmi nded Harry of the
t hi ckness that he had encountered in certain opiumdens, while engaged in
previous service for The Shadow.

From somewhere cane a distant gong, its tone nuffled, yet penetrating.
Curiously, the sound reverberated, as though the darkness of the roomretained
it. Through Harry's brain throbbed the thought that those echoes m ght be an
illusion, forced upon himby his doped condition

It did not occur to Harry that the gong announced an hour. The
twenty-fourth, to be exact, since Harry had been brought to this underground
lair.

A key rattled in a lock. Its slither was prolonged, torturing; it seemned
hours before the door finally opened. H s head turning slowy, Harry saw a
| eering man in Chi nese costune, outlined against the |light of a corridor

The arrival was Chun Laro. He was backed by two servants - huge,



vi |l ai nous Mongol s. They awaited the bidding of Chun Laro.

Slow y, the snakish Chinaman let a grin twist across his lips. He spoke
rapid words in Chinese. The guards advanced into the room Harry was too weak
to resist, as they lifted himfromthe couch. Carried by the husky Mongol s,

t he
pri soner was taken through the corridor

The slownotion effect of the drug enabled Harry to observe the entire
route. Stone walls were etched before his gaze; at irregular intervals he
not ed
iron doors, set beside the corridors that they passed.

The course was neither straight nor |evel. Passages fornmed a nmaze, nore
crooked than the streets of Chinatown. There were steps, down and up, where
t he
tunnel s avoi ded gas mains and water conduits. Apparently, these were forgotten
passages that had served their purpose during tong wars of years ago.

At one spot, Chun Laro ordered a pause. They had cone up a flight of
st eep
stone steps. On the left was a passage that |ed downward at a slant; straight
ahead, a level corridor. But it was to the right that Chun Laro pointed
reptilian eyes.

The Shadow s agent, followi ng his captor's gaze, saw a short passage that
ended with a glistening steel door, set tight in the masonry. Above that door
was an hourgl ass, set upon a stone shelf. The hourgl ass was huge, red sand was
trickling fromthe upper cone into the | ower.

Chun Laro snarled words in English. Their inmport was that the steel door
mar ked the way through which Harry had arrived here; that he would never use
that route again.

They noved al ong the central passage, past another succession of roons. A
turn of the corridor brought themto a bronze door. There, Chun Laro lifted a
copper hamer that hung by a silver chain. He struck the door a sharp bl ow.

Fromw thin came the clang of the gong that Harry had heard before; but
its tone was choppy, short-clipped.

The bronze door slid open. Harry's carriers shoved himthrough, into a
lighted room

THE scene outmatched all fantasy. It was so strange, so grotesque, that
Harry believed hinmself gripped by an aftereffect of the drug. The floor was
overlaid with rugs as deep as noss; their thick pile alnost tripped Harry as
he
stunbl ed forward

There were statuettes about the room- grotesque replicas of seated
dragons, that |ooked |like squatly watchdogs, so realistic that their fangs
seened ready to tear into all intruders. Munted on the heads of these carved
creatures were live torches, that illumnated the roomw th brilliant, but
wavering, flame.

The wal s were adorned with carvings. Sone represented ferocious dragons;
others, weird devil gods. Only one spot |acked such hideous figures. It was
t he
center of the rear wall, above the level of Harry's eyes. There, in grim
i rony,
was carved a small pagoda, its surface coated with sonme gil ded substance

That sight caused Harry to remenber the Col den Pagoda - the synbol that
had brought himto his present plight.

Harry's eyes travel ed downward. They saw a gilded throne, fornmed fromthe
twisted figure of a dragon. A Chinaman was in that seat. Harry heard Chun Laro
utter the name, "Li Hoang."

The man in the throne bowed. Hi s gesture was nerely a recognition that he
gave to his subordi nates.

Harry Vincent was before the throne of Li Hoang, China's masterm nd of



evil.

LI HOANG was clad in purple robes. Upon the center of his tunic appeared
a
pagoda, woven in cloth of gold. Hi s head wore a nandarin's rounded hat, also
of
purple and with a golden plunme. Al these were details, though, that Harry
scarcely noti ced.

Harry's eyes were riveted upon the face of Li Hoang.

That face was a deep yellow, high-cheeked and snpboth. The nose was wi de,
but well-shaped. From each side, eyes slanted up at a grotesque angle. Black
eyebrows arched hi gh above the eyes, and the |ids beneath those brows remained
hal f cl osed.

Li Hoang evidently had a faculty for rolling his eyes w thout a notion of
the lids, for, at times, all Harry could see was whiteness, as he net the
pur pl e-cl ad Chi naman's gaze.

There was anot her remarkabl e feature of Li Hoang's visage; that was his
must ache. It was black, curling downward fromhis upper lip to formtw curved
streaks, one on each side of his nouth. The tips of the nustache, carefully
twi sted, hung bel ow the |l evel of Li Hoang's chin.

So notionless was Li Hoang's expression, that Harry wondered if the
Chi naman's face could be a mask. That inpression gripped him until Li Hoang
spoke. After that, Harry had no doubt that he was view ng the actua
count enance of Li Hoang.

Thin lips twi sted beneath the curled nustache. The chin thrust forward;
teeth glistened, as Li Hoang, with a gesture, dism ssed the Mngol guards.

Chun Laro stepped to the side of the throne.

Li Hoang turned whitish eyes toward Harry; they darkened suddenly between
their slanted slits.

"You are one who serves The Shadow," spoke Li Hoang, in English. "To such
as you, our penalty is death! There is a way, however" - the thin |lips had
strai ghtened - "whereby you may find a death that is pleasant."

Harry remai ned silent.

"There are facts that we seek," resuned Li Hoang, "concerning the one who
calls hinmself The Shadow. "

The Chi naman paused. Harry's face was set, his lips tight. Li Hoang knew
t hat questi oni ng was usel ess.

"Fool!" Li Hoang spat the epithet. "You cannot help but speak! There are
ways, that we of China know, whereby tongues may be | oosened! If you force ne

to such a course, your speech - when it conmes - will entitle you to no nercy!
"You will perish by a horrible death, taunted with the thought that you
have spoken all that we w shed to know | give you one opportunity, only that

time may be saved."

DESPI TE hi s dopi ness, Harry managed a cal culation. He did not intend to
reveal a single fact that concerned The Shadow. Harry wanted Li Hoang to know
that; and stubborn silence was the surest way to drive the idea hone.

Mor eover, Harry was anxious to keep Li Hoang from guessing certain
factors
that went with such silence.

There was conparatively little that Harry could tell. Even The Shadow s
own agents did not know their chief's identity, or the spot where his secret
headquarters lay. That was part of The Shadow s policy - to protect them when
they met with situations such as the one that Harry faced.

Furthernmore, Harry was confident that sooner or |ater The Shadow woul d
bring rescue. By silence, he could stay his own execution; for it was evident,
fromLi Hoang's own words, that death would be Harry's fate, after he had
served his useful ness.



There was one other point that Harry intended to fling at Li Hoang, if
forced to it: nanmely, that he could not depend upon Li Hoang's prom se of
nmerci ful death, as a reward for speech. That, as Harry considered it, would
make an excellent argunent in a pinch

As events had it, Harry had no need for such tactics. Li Hoang tired of
the prisoner's stubborn attitude. He spoke a sharp order, in English, to Chun
Laro. The lieutenant slid back the bronze door, snarled for the Mngols.

Two minutes later, the husky servitors were dragging Harry fromthe
t hrone
room Chun Laro followed. Harry heard the bronze door slam shut.

Haul ed t hrough the bare stone corridors, Harry saw the steel door that
was
topped by the hourglass. The Mongol s took him al ong the passage that slanted
in
t he opposite direction. The passage turned downward |ike a curve in a ranp;
brought themto corridors burrowed deep beneath. Next cane a flight of steps,
i nto di ngy bl ackness.

At the bottom the guards gripped their captive, while Chun Laro stooped
to raise a round slab of netal that |ooked |ike the cover of a nanhole.

A few nonents later, Harry was using what little strength he had to fight
agai nst his captors. They were determ ned to shove himinto that bl ackened
hol e; and they succeeded, despite Harry's struggles.

Saggi ng through, Harry grabbed for the edges of the rounded openi ng and
clung there. He saw Chun Laro's foot rise; the snaky |ieutenant intended to
drive his hard-heel ed boot upon Harry's gripping hands.

There was only one sane course: to let go. Harry did so, an instant
before
t he boot heel |anded. He heard Chun Laro's ugly, disappointed snarl. Wth the
sound still in his ears, Harry struck upon a stone floor bel ow

The blow jarred him but not so badly as the fall the night before.
Sprawl ed upon sliny stone, Harry managed to cone to hands and knees, thankf ul
at least, that his fingers had escaped the punishment that Chun Laro wanted to
gi ve them

Sonet hi ng cl anped above. It was the roundi sh cover. The last spot of
l'i ght
was gone from Harry's dungeon. On his feet, Harry could not reach the opening.
It was a full three feet above his hands.

A hiss seenmed to taunt him fromthe gloom for the monent, Harry thought
t hat some hi dden beast night be lurking there.

Then came a di zzi ness, that Harry understood. The hiss was gas, fizzing
t hrough the walls of the dungeon. He renmenbered Li Hoang's prom se - that
| ater
he woul d tal k. Harry understood the arch-villain's nethod.

That gas woul d make Harry even groggier than before. It would - as Li
Hoang had expressed - |oosen his tongue. Wen captors again brought himto Li
Hoang, Harry's gane woul d be through

Swaying in the center of his slime-floored dungeon, Harry felt his knees
give way. He had | ost his sense of balance in the darkness. The slunp that he
t ook brought a thunp against his head. There was a flash of starry light; then
bl ankness.

Again, Harry Vincent lay helpless, his span of |ife dependent upon the
whi m of Li Hoang.

CHAPTER VI I'|
CROSSED RESCUE

THE hourly gong chi med through the depths of Li Hoang's maze-li ke abode.
That tone penetrated even to the depths where Harry Vincent lay. It narked



only
a single hour, but it brought Harry froma fantasy of nightmares that seened
[imtless.

Harry's brain whirled with recollections of withing dragons; venonous
tongues had hissed at himwith vivid realism He realized suddenly that al
was
bl ack and still about hin that there were no dragons.

Even the hisses had stopped. It neant that the gas was no | onger issuing
into the cell.

It seened to Harry, however, that he was held by a nultitude of invisible
strands, that kept himtight upon the floor. Though his mnd was clear, he
| acked the will to lift hinself.

There was a scraping sound above. Dimlight, as the cover slid away. A
body worked through, dropped to the floor beside the prisoner. A figure crept
cl ose; hands pressed a flask to Harry's lips. Water reached his throat.

The effect was instantaneous. Half rising, Harry began a hoarse whi sper
Wrds sprang to his lips; he was telling who he was, stating that he served
The
Shadow, when a hand cl apped suddenly across his nout h.

A flashlight shone. Inits glare, Harry saw the face of the person who
had
dropped into his cell. Again, he viewed a Chinese countenance - but it was
t hat
of agirl!

The flask again reached Harry's lips. He took slow gulps, follow ng the
orders of a soft voice that whispered in his ear. Gradually, his strength
returned. The girl turned the flashlight across the cell. Harry saw a
tunmbl e-down cot, furnished with rough bl ankets and a griny pillow.

The girl pressed the flashlight into Harry's hand, told himto keep it
focused on the cot. As he obeyed, Harry questi oned:

"But who - what is your nane?"

"They call me Mng Dwan," replied the girl. "But you must ask no nore
gquestions. Tine is short!"

VWile Harry held the flashlight, he saw M ng Dwan arrange the cot to give
the illusion that a figure lay there. She did the job well, using the pill ow
as
a dummy. She added a useful article - a shoe that she had brought with her -
poking the tip of it frombeneath the bl anket. That gave a final touch

Harry stared admiringly at M ng Dwan

She had beauty such as he had rarely seen. Her face was alluring; her
slanted eyes, |ike her eyebrows, were marvelous in their blackness. Her lips
| ooked pursed; their ruddi ness was an attractive contrast to the snooth yell ow
of her skin.

M ng Dwan's attire was black. She wore crepe slippers; a black silk
skirt.

Above, she had an enbroidered jacket, with high collar close about her neck
The

jacket had | ong bell-sleeves; as she noved her hands, Harry noted a |l arge jade
ri ng upon one finger.

HOW and why this girl was at Li Hoang's, was a nystery to Harry. It was
partly expl ai ned, when he saw M ng Dwan's expressi on change. Her eyes showed a
sudden cunning as a bitter snmle crept to her lips. Her features took on a
cruel malice that matched the snaki ness of Chun Laro, the cold, nerciless
glare
of Li Hoang.

Had Harry seen that expression first, he would have m strusted M ng Dwan.
She had reveal ed herself, however, in a kindlier fashion. Harry realized that
her new expression was a pose; one that she habitually adopted while in this



lair. By passing as a creature of evil, Mng Dwan woul d be wel coned by L
Hoang

Forgetful ness - or habit - had accounted for Mng Dwan's | apse. \Wen she
turned toward Harry, her face regained its kindliness. The girl pointed to the
openi ng above their heads, ordered Harry to help her reach it. M ng Dwan's
nerve inspired Harry to strength. He lifted her; managed to thrust her to the
openi ng.

Wth remarkable agility, Mng Dwman reached the floor above; stretching
t hrough, she thrust her hands toward Harry. He gripped them wth surprising
strength, the girl braced herself and haul ed upward, until Harry was cl ear of
the floor. He managed to grip the edges of the hole.

VWile Harry clung there, M ng Dwnan seized his shoul ders and hel ped him
roll through. As Harry rested on the fl oor beside the steps, M ng Dwan
repl aced
the cover.

Soon they were retracing the course by which the Mngols had brought
Harry
to the dungeon. They were alone in a nmaze of passages, nmoving stealthily
t oward
some goal. It proved to be the spot where four corridors joined. Mng Dwan
pointed to the steel door with the hourglass above it.

Before Harry could nove in that direction, Mng Dwan suddenly pushed him
toward a roomthat opened from another corridor. Harry was out of sight,
behi nd
a hal f-cl osed door, when M ng Dwan, still in view, turned to greet sone one
who
was conming fromLi Hoang' s door

The arrival proved to be Chun Laro. Harry could see the twisty smile of
approval that Chun Laro gave. There was good reason for that expression. Mng
Dwan had adopted her own crafty pose. The beadi ness of her eyes was the sort
that Chun Laro admired greatly.

The two held a conversation in Chinese. Chun Laro continued on his way.
M ng Dwan waited, tense. The nmoment the man's footsteps had died, she was at
Harry's door, bringing himout with one word:

"Hurry!"

They reached the passage to the steel door. There, M ng Dwan stabbed a
stifled, disappointed cry. Her fingers, pressing hard, caught Harry's sl eeve
and hel d hi m back.

The hourgl ass had dropped its final grains of sand. A change occurred as
Harry stared. Sone automatic device inverted the hourglass; sinultaneously,

t he

steel door made a half revolution to the right, working on a central pivot.
The

barrier was open only for a half second.

"Too |l ate," breathed M ng Dman. "You nust wait a quarter hour |onger. It
takes fifteen mnutes for the sands to drop."

"I must wait?" Harry was puzzl ed.

"Yes." M ng Dwan pointed toward the closed door. "You saw the way it
acted. To go through, one nust be pressed squarely against it. There is only
space for one."

"But if you remain here -

"There will be no danger. | shall pass through the door on its next
turn.”

HARRY cal culated. In fifteen mnutes, his turn would conme. A half hour
woul d bring M ng Dwan's opportunity. O course, there was the chance that
Harry's escape might be discovered; but it seened |ogical that the guards, not
M ng Dwan, woul d be the ones to suffer

Moreover, Harry realized that M ng Dman coul d use the revol ving door



quite

easily, if alone. Only a few m nutes ago, she mght have risked it; for Chun
Laro thought her loyal to Li Hoang. M ng Dwan's chief handicap to her own
escape was the problemof Harry's departure. It would be best for himto go
first, as M ng Dman suggest ed.

They noved back into the room where Harry had hidden. M nutes passed;

M ng
Dwan seened to count them though she did not consult a watch. At last, she
beckoned; they went toward the steel door

Harry saw the hourgl ass; again, the upper sands were |ow, but there were
enough to last a few m nutes | onger

M ng Dwan nodded. Harry edged toward the right side of the door. As he
neared it, a light suddenly glowed froma bulb above. Hastily, M ng Dwan again
drew Harry back

"Some one is comng fromthe other sidel" she whispered. "The light is
t he
signal! W cannot risk it yet!"

"But that nmeans fifteen minutes to wait," rem nded Harry. "If they find
that I am gone -"

M ng Dwan interrupted with a head-shake.

"It is better to wait," she insisted. "It is seldomthat persons cone
from
beyond that barrier. Your next opportunity should be a sure one. This attenpt
woul d nean di scovery, perhaps disaster."

They went back into the room this time, Mng Dwan cl osed the door
conpletely, telling Harry that it would serve themnothing if they watched to
see who entered.

Wth that, Harry agreed; he was banking on the hope that the next attenpt
woul d not be interrupted. He was trusting, too, that Mng Dwan woul d be able
to
make her own escape when her turn cane.

Qddly, M ng Dwan and Harry were making their |one m stake, when they
failed to wait and see the door turn.

The last grains of sand slipped lingeringly through the neck of the
hour gl ass. The nmechani sm acted; as the hourglass tilted for a new run, the
signal light blinked off above the door

Instantly, the sheet of netal twirled. Wth it came a swift-nmoving figure
that blotted the steel shimrer of the door. Wth the closing of the portal
t he
new arrival straightened. Mtionless, he revealed hinself as a figure clad in
bl ack, a slouch hat upon his head.

The Shadow had arrived in Li Hoang's underground real m

AS he reached the spot where passages joi ned, The Shadow studi ed every
nook. He saw no one, for Mng Dwan and Harry had cl osed their own door. That
deed prevented them in their turn, from seeing and recogni zi ng The Shadow,

t he
very ally whom t hey needed!

Nor did The Shadow | inger at the junction point, where he m ght
eventual | y
have been observed by those who required aid. Noting a long slope straight in
front of him he chose it as the logical route to a place where prisoners
coul d
be confined. Wth swift stride, The Shadow glided al ong that corridor

Two minutes later, Mng Dwan stole forth to the spot where passages
crossed. She | ooked in every direction; saw no one. M ng Dwan smiled; her
expression, unforced, was a pl easant one. \Woever had entered, had gone this
way. OF that, M ng Dwman was sure. She went back to tell the good news to
Harry.



Again, there would be a wait; after that, escape seemed sure. 11l chance,
however, had entered to play a fateful hand. The paths of rescuers had
crossed.

The Shadow - not the Mongols - would be the first to visit the cell that Harry
had |eft.

That twi st of the gane would bring new know edge to Li Hoang. Here, in
hi s
own realm the nmaster of evil soon would be presented with the opportunity he
wanted: a neeting with The Shadow

CHAPTER | X
LOST BATTLE

THOUGH The Shadow rapidly reached the passages on the |lower floor, he did
not inmediately find Harry's vacated cell. A chance occurrence del ayed t hat
di scovery for several mnutes.

In a lower corridor, The Shadow heard the nmuffled stride of approaching
men. He took a side passage; blended with its depths, to watch Chun Laro march
past with a small squad of Mngol s.

That incident told The Shadow that these preserves were well guarded. It
al so brought himother information. About to retrace his way along the
passage,
he heard a bubbling sound from another direction. He nade a detour to
i nvestigate it.

A short passage ended in a square stone-walled room |In the very center
of
the floor was a tank that seethed with boiling oil. The heat fromthe pool was
constant; it gave due proof of the fate that awaited any one who plunged into
t hat bubbling bat h.

The boiling oil represented one of the unpl easant deaths that Li Hoang
had
advi sed Harry to avoid.

Above the seething oil stretched a wire nesh that resenbl ed a huge
spider's web. If Li Hoang chose to preface a victims death with agony, the
web
woul d serve that purpose

The Shadow observed that the corners of the nesh were provided with sharp
cutters. Any wild struggle in the web would nerely snarl the victim Once the
corners were severed, he would fall, mesh and all, into the oil.

Looki ng above, The Shadow saw a high ceiling. In it was a square-cut
section that |ooked Iike a trapdoor. Through that device, a person could be
dropped fromthe roomabove. A rapid fall would result in al nost instant
deat h;
for the web could not stand the hurtling plunge of a body, if it dropped
uni nt er r upt ed.

The Shadow whi spered a grim |l augh, as he surveyed the vat of death.

There was a chance - so The Shadow still supposed - that Harry Vi ncent
had
already met a doomas terrible as this. The Shadow s | augh bet okened vengeance
upon Li Hoang, if such were true.

Movi ng back al ong the passage, The Shadow checked di stances, for future
reference. He paused again, as he neared a side corridor. He heard Chun Laro,
speaki ng to a Mongol guard.

The conversation was in Chinese. That |anguage was quite intelligible to
The Shadow. It chanced that Chun Laro was mentioning certain facts that The
Shadow wanted to know. The squinty lieutenant was telling the Mongol that Li
Hoang woul d soon require the prisoner who lay in the Black Cell

The two separated. The Shadow fol |l owed the guard, instead of Chun Laro.



The Mongol paced to the top of a flight of steps; paused there, then continued
on his way.
Reachi ng the steps, The Shadow peered downward. In the gloom the rounded
openi ng was barely discernible; but it did not escape The Shadow s keen gaze.
Silently, The Shadow eased downward; his gloved hands raised the netal
cover. Atiny flashlight glinmered.

THE SHADOW was pl ayi ng agai nst freak luck, this night. Hs tiny light
showed the cot that M ng Dwman had faked with a dumry figure; Harry's rescuer
had done the job neatly; and the cot was none too clear in the beam of The
Shadow s light. Yet The Shadow m ght have guessed the trick, had he been
all oned a few seconds nore

Foot steps halted The Shadow s survey. The Mongol was returning to the
stone steps. Convinced, so far, that Harry lay on the cot, The Shadow dropped
t hrough the opening. His fingers drew the cover into place; gripping tiny air
holes in the center, they fitted the netal disk down snug. Alnost with the
sane
nmove, The Shadow t ook his drop

He had counted upon doing exactly as M ng Dwan had done: rousing Harry,
and thus managi ng a doubl e departure. But when he reached the cot, The Shadow
found that he was alone in the cell.

So far as The Shadow knew, there was but one unguarded route fromlL
Hoang' s cataconbs. That was the path by which The Shadow had cone. He had
f ound
it after hours of diligent search through every lair in Chinatown. The Shadow
doubted that Harry could have made an earlier escape. It was therefore likely

that Harry - and sone rescuer - were still in Li Hoang's domain.
The exi stence of a rescuer was proven by The Shadow s own inability to
climb alone fromthis cell. He thought of the cot as a nethod, but found that

it was clanped tight to the floor. Neverthel ess, The Shadow did not mind his
own predi canent.

VWhen Mongol s cane, they would find a prisoner; but one far different from
Harry Vincent. |Instead of an unarnmed captive, those vassals of Li Hoang woul d
nmeet The Shadow

That was why The Shadow, at first, resolved to wait. It was the
at nosphere
of the roomthat made hi m change that plan. The cell contained traces of the
gas
that Harry had encountered. It took The Shadow only a few mnutes to notice
t he
creeping effect of that vapor

Biding his tine woul d be a good enough policy, unless captors guessed
t hat
they had a very live prisoner below. In that case, The Shadow woul d need to be
out of the cell before the gas treatnment was repeated.

VWi | e The Shadow cal cul ated, he heard the metal cover being dragged | oose
above him Quickly, he bounded past the cot; dropping beyond it, he waited to
see what devel oped. The cover lifted; a face peered through. The Shadow saw
t he
glow of an electric lantern close beside it.

The arrival was the Mongol who had met Chun Laro in the passage near the
st eps.

The guard saw the dunmy figure and was inpressed by it; but there was
something in the fellow s gloat that did not suit The Shadow. Perhaps ot her
guards were coming soon, to bring Harry fromhis cell. That would force The
Shadow s hand too early in this dangerous gane.

It was better to act even earlier. Here was real opportunity, while only
one guard was on the ground.

Careful ly, The Shadow crept past the end of the cot; he skirted the gl ow



of the suspended | antern

The Mongol did not see the nmoving form The Shadow was nebul ous in that
gloom The guard's first inkling of trouble arrived when he heard a hiss from
the cell floor, below and behind the lantern. Craning, puzzled, the Mngol was
treated to a new sound: a whispered | augh that throbbed a sinister chall enge.

Into the lantern Iight shoved the nuzzle of an automatic. It pointed
squarely between the guard's eyes. Wrds canme, in Chinese. The Mngol's teeth
chattered, as he gul ped the dread name of The Shadow

"Ying Ko!"

A oved hands cane upward, one holding its gun. Fearfully, the guard
obeyed
instructions. He let the lantern slide into The Shadow s enpty hand. Wth his
own hands, the Mngol gripped The Shadow s wists and drew the cl oaked
pri soner
upwar d.

There wasn't a chance for a fal se move during that trip. The Shadow s gun
muzzl e was pl aced al ong the Mongol's arm pressed straight for the fellow s
heart. Trickery by the Mongol would nmean a nere drop for The Shadow, but it
woul d bring death to the man who tried it.

The situation changed when The Shadow was al nost through to the floor
There, he scaled the lantern to one side; used his hand to gain a grip.

Whi speri ng another warning to the guard, The Shadow | owered his gun

In an instant, the villainous guard whi pped out a knife, started a
downward thrust for the back of The Shadow s neck

That was the |ongest knife jab that the Mongol had ever tried. It
travel ed
a dozen feet. As the blade started its downward swoop, The Shadow gave a
powerful arm swi ng along the floor. Wth his automatic, he fairly swept the
Mongol 's feet from under him

Literally, the yell ow man was chopped into a headl ong dive that carried
hi m cl ear over The Shadow s shoul ders, straight into the bl ackened cell. The
guard had no chance to yell, before he hit the bottom Shoulder first, he took
a jar that stunned him while his knife rattled a tattoo across the floor

The Shadow arose, clanped the nmetal cover into place. He had given the
guard a fair test, for he had warned himnot to make trouble and the guard had
agreed. If the Mongol survived that plunge, he would never again fail in a
proni se to Ying Ko.

The Shadow reached the top of the stone steps. He was hoping that the
| one
guard's visit had been a premature one; but that was not the case. The tranp
of
ot her Mongol s sounded from a corridor

Battle here was useless. It would only spread the alarm produce a trap
for Harry and the person who had rescued him Hurriedly, The Shadow headed for
the upper level. He was in time to reach the |last stretch unobserved. There,
he
saw Harry and M ng Dwan approaching the rotary door

The sand | evel in the hourglass showed | ess than a mnute nore. Even that
peri od was too | ong. From bel ow, The Shadow coul d hear excited shouts in
babbl i ng Chi nese. The nmen sent to bring Harry to Li Hoang, had found the
changed condition of the cell

THE SHADOW S | augh sounded al ong the corridor. Harry and M ng Dwan
t ur ned;
t hey saw The Shadow. The girl gave a grateful gasp, as The Shadow joi ned t hem
Harry heard his chief speak a nane:

"Myra Rel don.”

The girl nodded. The whole truth dawned on Harry. He had heard of Myra
Rel don; she was a governnent operative, who investigated Chinese matters. But



Harry had never realized that Myra could be M ng Dwan!

He had only the recollection that Myra had once worked with The Shadow,
when their paths had crossed. (Note: See "Teeth of the Dragon," Vol. XXl II
No.

6.) But Harry had not seen Myra in her Chinese nake-up. He understood at | ast
why this girl, presumably a tool of Li Hoang, had come to his rescue.

There was bedlam fromthe | ower corridor. A horde of foemen was coning
headed by Chun Laro. The Shadow was putting qui ck questions to Myra; getting
pronmpt answers that decided his policy. He took a quick | ook toward the
hour gl ass; then planted Harry against the steel door, with orders to go
t hr ough.

Then, just as Chun Laro heaved in sight, The Shadow gri pped Myra and
flung
her across the corridor

Chun Laro saw what happened to the supposed M ng Dwan. He gai ned the very
i mpressi on that The Shadow wanted. He thought that The Shadow was Harry's
rescuer; that M ng Dnman was trying to prevent the get-away.

Chun Laro ained his revolver, pressed the trigger. Like other Chinese, he
had that habit of carrying a dead chanber under the hamrer. Before he could
press the trigger a second tine, his shot was frustrated. It was Myra's turn
to
spring a tinmely nove.

Conming to her feet, the pretended M ng Dwan sprang for The Shadow.
Grabbing fiercely at his cloak, she cut off Chun Laro's aim Together, they
formed a shield for Harry's body.

Chun Laro and a dozen others hurtled forward, hoping for a fight at close
quarters, since they could not fire w thout dropping M ng Dwan.

A last grain of sand dripped fromthe hourglass. The steel door whipped
about, plunging Harry through. The Shadow was relieved fromthe burden of
protecting his groggy agent. Harry's rescue was conpleted; he had a clear path
to carry word to others who served The Shadow.

WTH M ng Dwan still as his shield, The Shadow | ooked capabl e of battle
Chun Laro and those others did not guess that their cloaked foe, nore than
t hensel ves, was anxious to preserve the girl's life. Chun Laro, hinself, was
rooted at sight of an automatic that The Shadow had drawn. The snaky Chi naman
was gl ad when he heard M ng Dwan cry, in Chinese:

"Offer himlifel Prom se Ying Ko a hearing before Li Hoang!"

Chun Laro put the proposition in English. There was a tense pause; then
The Shadow s | augh, lacking its usual nockery. Calmy, The Shadow cl oaked his
aut omati cs; he nudged M ng Dwan away. Standing with upraised arns, he faced
t he
Chi nese horde.

Chun Laro and his crew noved forward. Bringing ropes that they had
i ntended for Harry, they gleefully bound The Shadow in those coils. Led by
M ng
Dwan, they started a march with their tight-bound prisoner

They were carrying The Shadow, hel pless, to the throne room of Li Hoang!

CHAPTER X
LI HOANG LEARNS

SUPREME upon his dragon throne, Li Hoang surveyed the new prisoner that
hi s henchrmen had brought him Like Harry, The Shadow net the glare of eyes
t hat
gazed from strange, angled slits, sonetimes showi ng their peculiar whiteness.
Though Li Hoang had controlled his expressi on when he studied Harry, he



could do so only partially, when he faced The Shadow. Wth all his solemity,
Li Hoang felt glee. His eyes did not showit; but the Iips beneath that
| ong- hangi ng nustache revealed a smle of pleasure.

Mongol s had thrust The Shadow into a teakwood chair, opposite the throne.
Chun Laro was tal king volubly in Chinese, giving the details of The Shadow s
capture. Myra Reldon, as M ng Dwan, was standing at one side, an ardent
i stener.

Li Hoang set his lips. Hi s face becane inscrutable. He | eaned fromhis
throne to study The Shadow s countenance. He could see a face - probably
di sgui sed - beneath the upturned brimof the slouch hat. It had a hawki sh
trace, that seenmed suitable to The Shadow. But in The Shadow s eyes,
glistening
in the wavering light of the dragon torches, Li Hoang saw a trace of
perplexity.

Li Hoang rai sed one yell owed hand.

"Speak in English,"” he told Chun Laro. "So that he - Ying Ko - can
under stand. "

Chun Laro repeated his account. His version credited The Shadow with
Harry's rescue; Mng Dwan with a valiant effort to prevent Harry's escape. Li
Hoang accepted the story.

"I understand your surrender, Ying Ko," he announced, in precise English.
"You have managed, at least, to free a nan who can bring others to ny abode.
Because of that, you suppose that | shall prefer to keep you alive, rather
t han

dead.

"Your conjecture is correct. Knowi ng your nethods as | do" - Li Hoang's
tone was dry - "I presunme that your own aids will use subtle tactics to redeem
you, rather than attenpt an open attack. Therefore, | shall hold you as a
host age. "

The decision was the sort that The Shadow expected. \Watever Li Hoang's
gane, The Shadow knew that it was not conplete. The Chinese crine w zard woul d
prefer to continue his schenes, unnol ested.

That m ght be possible, if he could stave off The Shadow s agents with
proof that their chief still lived. But that would not be for |ong. The Shadow
could foresee that Li Hoang would lose little time gathering | oose threads, so
that he could establish hinmself el sewhere.

After that, The Shadow s life would no | onger be useful to him

How | ong Li Hoang would allow, was a matter that did not perturb The
Shadow. Wth Myra Rel don on hand as M ng Dwan, The Shadow s own escape woul d
be
as sinmple a matter as Harry's; and it would probably I ack conplications.

Wth it all, The Shadow was prepared for energency.

Deftly, he had worked agai nst the hurried bonds with which the Mngols
had
tied him In using their long rope, they had required many coils. The nore
such
twists, the better the chance for slack. The Shadow s present predi cament was
much | ess than even Li Hoang supposed.

"PERHAPS" - Li Hoang's eyes were dark and steady through their slits -
"we
shoul d di scuss our terms al one, Ying Ko."

The Shadow s answer was an expressive |augh - one that Li Hoang took for
a
chal l enge. Wth a wave, Li Hoang dism ssed his servitors, Chun Laro and M ng
Dwan anong t hem

The Shadow i nched within his bonds, but nade no sudden nove. His action
| ooked like a nmere shift of position, as though the ropes were too tight for

him Li Hoang delivered a nmerciless snmle



"Per haps you may prove highly useful, Ying Ko," he announced. "W have
ways, in China, of acquiring services that we need. W do not offer rewards.
Instead" - Li Hoang's eyes were glaring hard - "we have tortures for those who
do not obey."

The Shadow s gaze was unconcerned. Settling back on the throne, Li Hoang
reached for the gong; gave it a savage stroke. Chun Laro appeared pronptly.

"Bring the guard," ordered Li Hoang in English. "The one who was in the
cell when you found the prisoner gone."

Chun Laro bowed and left. Li Hoang stared expectantly toward the floor
Agai n, The Shadow shifted; this time, grimy. He could see trouble when that
Mongol came. Until this noment, The Shadow had supposed the man still to be
unconsci ous.

If the guard bl abbed that he had found The Shadow alone in the cell, Li
Hoang mi ght begin to wonder about Harry's escape. Through wondering, he could
suspect M ng Dwan. That woul d not only deprive The Shadow of his sole ally in
this den; it would produce Myra's i medi ate deat h.

Ropes sl ackened, but not enough. The Shadow turned his head toward the
door. He rel axed, when he saw Chun Laro and others bringing in the Mngol. The
fell ow was stunbling, barely able to walk.

Chun Laro deposited the guard at the foot of the throne. He and the
ot hers
left. Again The Shadow was al one with Li Hoang, save for that pitiful guard.
Feebly, the man had recogni zed Li Hoang and was striving to arouse hinself.

Li Hoang said nothing. His eyes lowered; his |lips hardened. He wat ched
t he
Mongol ; thereby, he unwittingly gave The Shadow a chance for freer notion
Wth
a shift, The Shadow ti ghtened one coil of rope. The nove sl ackened anot her

Al nost before Li Hoang's eyes, The Shadow was sliding the | oose
stretches,
depriving the coils of their holding power. Al the while, he was watching Li
Hoang, ready to desist the noment the crinme-master raised his gaze.

The crippl ed Mongol showed a sudden burst of strength. He clutched the
dragon head of Li Hoang's throne; cane to his knees. In stamrered sing-song
tone, he began to gasp words that The Shadow caught. Those first phrases,

t hough i nconplete in thensel ves, were alnost telltale.

"It was Ying Ko!" the wetch panted, in his native tongue. "I saw Ying
Ko!

He nade ne do his bidding! If |I had known - that the prisoner -

Fi ercely, The Shadow was wrenching with the coils. H's arnms were al npst
free. He needed one of those automatics that the Mongols had |l eft beneath his
cl oak, deenming himhelpless. A few words nore - the guard's story would be
tol d.

It was Li Hoang who supplied the interruption

THRUSTI NG his | eft hand forward, the purple-robed Chinaman clutched the
Mongol ' s neck, cutting off further words. Wth his right hand, Li Hoang drew a
knife from beneath his kingly tunic.

H s hands worked together; the left thrust back the unresisting head, his
right drove the knife deep to the Mongol's heart. Wth a twi sty shove, Li
Hoang
sent the body rolling beside the throne.

The Shadow s activity ended instantly. He slunped back in his chair,
feigning horror, as Li Hoang gazed in his direction.

"That is how | deal with those who plead for nercy," sneered Li Hoang.
"That man deserved death, because he failed ne! Sonmetimes, those who deserve
deat h becone nost useful servants; but not when they whine their desire to
[ivel™

A keen glint showed in The Shadow s eyes. |In searching fashion, they were



studying Li Hoang. The | augh that cane from The Shadow s |ips was | ow,
significant. But Li Hoang did not understand the significance of the tone.

Pur posel y, The Shadow was veiling his real thoughts. H s observation of
Li
Hoang's nethod with the Mingol had given himan inportant link of information
one that could prove vital, after he had gai ned freedom from his present
pr edi cament .

Li Hoang |l eered. He took The Shadow s | augh for nere bravado. He wanted
wi t nesses who woul d appreciate his deed. He pounded the gong; when Chun Laro
appeared, Li Hoang ordered himto admt M ng Dwan and a picked group of
Mongol s.

Chun Laro | ooked quizzically at the body of the man whom Li Hoang had
nmur dered. Li Hoang gave a nod.

VWen the Mongols arrived, it was Chun Laro who babbl ed the worth of Li
Hoang's deed. He told themthat they saw the fate of those who failed Li
Hoang
Al the while that The Shadow |istened to Chun Laro, he kept his keen eyes on
Li
Hoang

The t hroned Chi nanan was paying no attention. Hi s slanted eyes were
rovi ng
el sewhere. They fixed upon M ng Dwan

In the fraction of a second, The Shadow s own attitude changed, as a
terrific realization seized him

The news that Li Hoang had failed to obtain fromthe bl abbi ng Mongol, had
suddenly been furnished from anot her source. Myra Rel don, despite her clever
acting in the part of Mng Dwan, had unwittingly given the gane away.

Li Hoang knew that M ng Dwan owed no loyalty to crime. The sudden thrust
of his chin was the give-away!

Death threatened Myra; with it, The Shadow, too, was dooned. This
ener gency demanded a desperate nove.

Wth a terrific wench, The Shadow writhed free fromthe | oosened cords;
he thrust the coils down to his feet. An instant |ater even before Li Hoang
could shout a command - The Shadow was coming up fromhis chair, tugging for
an
autonmati c.

STRAIGHT in front of The Shadow was a squarish rug, set at a slight
angl e.

He coul d understand its purpose. It covered the trap above the boiling vat on
the floor bel ow

Li Hoang had that snare in readiness, to plunge any wild attackers
t hr ough
the floor, into a web that would break if a hurtling body struck it.

But The Shadow had to reach Li Hoang. Chun Laro and the Mngol s had
spotted The Shadow s rise. They woul d be upon him unless he could gain his
goal . That objective was Li Hoang. Wth the crine ruler as a shield, The
Shadow
could start battle.

Mor eover, The Shadow wanted to stifle Li Hoang before the villai nous
Chi nese could proclaimthe treachery of Mng Dwman. |If that succeeded, The
Shadow woul d have Myra as his ally in the comng fray.

Li Hoang grabbed for a gol den cord beside the dragon throne. He funbled
it
nmonentarily; The Shadow s | augh taunted him That was the only break The
Shadow
needed. The slip that Li Hoang made gave tinme to cross the trap and reach the
t hr one.

A nmonster seenmed doomed, when The Shadow | unged. An instant later, the



scene was changed. The Shadow s cl oaked figure took a crazy headl ong heave.

A last coil of rope had caught The Shadow s foot. As the bl ack-cl oaked
fighter took a half sprawl on the rug, Li Hoang found the golden cord and
jerked it.

The Shadow was on his feet as the floor slid open. He gave a trenmendous
lurch; it did not save him The whole trap shot away into the floor; the
sizzle
of the boiling vat hissed weirdly. The Shadow | ost his automatic; it dropped
into the spidery web below. Only a titanic effort saved The Shadow,
temporarily.

He managed to grip the far side of the trap with his finger tips. Hs
body
dropped downward; gone fromview, he swung in pendul um fashi on, dependi ng
solely
upon that precarious grip.

Myra's gasp was audi ble. She could see those gl oved fingers, retaining
their iron clutch. She was seized by a wild hope that The Shadow m ght haul
hinself fromthe snare. But Li Hoang was prepared to settle that. Wth a
hi gh- pi tched shout, the Chinese crinme-devil gave the cord another tug.

The trapdoor slithered into view, coming with the speed of a cleaver. Its
power was sufficient to mash The Shadow s fingers, had he awaited it; but the
com ng runble gave hima split-second' s notice. He | oosened his grip, just as
t he trapdoor hanmered into place.

Myra caught a last glinpse of The Shadow s body, headed downward for that
sl ender web, with the doom of burning oil beneath it. An instant later, the
floor was closed, its thick-piled rug in place.

The floor itself seened |like a deadly nonster, that had yawned, to
swal | ow
The Shadow into certain doom

CHAPTER Xl
STRI FE UNDERGRCUND

VWH LE Myra Rel don gazed in consternation at the spot where The Shadow had
dropped from sight, Li Hoang bounded fromhis throne. He sprang straight for
the girl. To the astoni shnent of his followers, he gripped the supposed M ng
Dwan in a ferocious clutch. Myra felt vicious claws grip her collar.

This was no nock battle, |like the one that she had fought with The
Shadow.

That struggl e had seened real enough; to give it effect, The Shadow had gi ven
a

sharp rip to Myra's sleeve. Wen she saw that very sleeve, Myra realized why
Li

Hoang' s stroke had cone.

The seam of the sleeve had left a gap beside the girl's arm Through that
space, Li Hoang had spotted white skin. The Shadow, too, had noticed the
telltale clue; but not until he had noticed Li Hoang's fixed gaze.

The wrench that Li Hoang gave to Myra's collar tore away the whol e side
of
her dress. Her sleeve fell loose; that did not matter, for she had stained her
arnms and shoulders with a yell ow dye. The ripping of her dress did the rea
damage. It exposed Myra's side, alnobst to her hip. Chun Laro and his crew saw
instantly that she was white

Wth a fierce cackle, Li Hoang flung Myra toward the door. She sank
t here,
clutching her torn dress too late. Chun Laro, anxious to copy his nmaster's
deeds
of murder, whipped out a knife. He was ready to finish Mng Dwan, as Li Hoang



had settled with the Mngol guard.

Bef ore Chun Laro could drive forward, a nuffled tumult stopped all notion
in the throne room The sounds came from bel ow, beneath the thick-rugged
fl oor.

There was the quiver of an unearthly |augh, nocking and triunphant. Guns
delivered a nuffled roar fromthe depths. Again, The Shadow s | augh throbbed
sinister mrth!

Li Hoang nmade a leap for the wall behind the throne. He swung open the
space that was adorned with a gilded pagoda, to reveal a spiral staircase
Fol | owed by a crowd of Mongols, Li Hoang dashed downward.

Chun Laro hesitated. That was a bad m stake. Myra was drawing a .32
revolver. It was too late for the snaky lieutenant to make his knife-thrust.
He
di ved beyond the dragon throne, shouting for aid. Discarding his knife, he
drew
a gun of his own.

Myra found refuge behind one of the torch-topped statues. In the Iight
from burning flame, she and Chun Laro exchanged qui ck shots, without effect.
Bot h had gai ned too good a refuge.

Meanwhi | e, Li Hoang had reached the room bel ow. Coming fromthe far side
of the boiling vat, he gaped at the scene before him

Poi sed in the netal -stranded web, The Shadow | ay ready for all comers. In
each fist, he held an automatic; on the other side of the vat, crippled guards
lay helpless frombullets that he had delivered.

Li Hoang's snare had failed, because The Shadow had previously inspected
it. For the first time, Li Hoang realized the faults of that ingenious web.

The Shadow, thanks to his brief clutch at the trap, had dropped - not
plunged - into the nmesh. H's body, stretched downward al nbst to the |evel of
the web, had given the snare no jar. Instead of wildly struggling to | eave the
web, The Shadow was resting there serenely, avoiding the tangle that would
result if he acted in frantic fashion

EVEN as Li Hoang stared, The Shadow nmade a leisurely turn in the
mast er-crook's direction. Li Hoang sprang back to the spiral steps; but his
foll owers were not so wi se. They shoul dered forward, ainmng as they came. The
Shadow s aut omatics spoke.

Mongol s sprawl ed. The web swayed i n hamock-fashion, fromthe recoil of
The Shadow s guns. There was a scream as one stunbling guard slipped over the
edge and splashed into the seething oil. That was enough for the rest of them
They followed Li Hoang in nmaddened, upward flight.

Al nmost lazily, The Shadow let his body turn. His roll was slow, too
del ayed to tangle himin the mesh. He made no sudden effort until he was at
t he
i nner edge. There, he jolted his body sidelong. A corner of the nesh split
| oose.

Wth a heave, The Shadow slid downward; cleared the edge of the vat.
Catching his footing, he drove for the spiral stairs. He fired upward as he
began his pursuit. Those shots, and the | augh that acconpanied them spurred
the frenzied crew that followed Li Hoang.

Once in the throne room The Shadow saw a mad rush for the outer door
Chun Laro had joined it; he was running side by side with Li Hoang, while Mra
bl asted shots from her spot of safety. Unfortunately, the girl clipped neither
the Chinese's | eader nor his lieutenant. Intervening Mngols took the bullets
that she neant for the fleeing pair.

VWhen The Shadow crossed the throne room Mra foll owed. Foenen were on
t he
run; the chase had becone a rout. It was not until they reached the crossing
of
t he passages that they net with opposition. There, The Shadow pulled Mra



back,
as bullets whizzed from doorways al ong the walls.

Shovi ng suddenly into the passage with the revol ving steel door, the
Shadow bl asted a quick shot at a squatly eneny. The man sagged agai nst the
right side of the barrier, his eyes fixed toward the hourgl ass above.

Agai n, the sands had al nost trickled through. The Shadow s qui ck shot was
atinely one. As he drew back into safety, others saw the steel door turn. The
body of the squatty Mongol rolled into the breach, janm ng the door and
hol di ng
it half open.

Agai n, The Shadow j abbed his taunting mirth. He followed with a quick
barrage of shots along the sloping corridor. Those bullets brought back futile
answers, despite the angry cackle of Li Hoang, and the babbled shouts of Chun
Lar o.

They knew The Shadow s purpose.

Wth the outside route opened, gunfire could be heard. If Harry or others
were about, they would know that the road to battle was cl ear

Gat hering henchnen of Li Hoang prepared for a bigger battle. It cane with
a suddenness and size that they did not expect. A group of men appeared beyond
t he opened portal; they were headed by a stocky | eader, whose swarthy face
nmeant busi ness.

Harry had done better than bring a few of The Shadow s agents. He had
heard the gunfire; had passed the word along to Joe Cardona and the Chi nat own
squad!

LI KE human rats, the Mngols took for the depths; and with them went Li
Hoang and Chun Laro. Cardona saw The Shadow start pursuit; follow ng that
| ead,

Joe beckoned the squad through. This was a chase that gave no chance for
cover,
and The Shadow knew the routes through the passages bel ow

Myra |l et the rush pass her by. Gatefully, the girl waited, hoping that
The Shadow woul d return, but knowi ng that, in any case, she could declare her
identity to Cardona.

The squad was al nost out of sight, when another man came through - an
arrival scarcely noticed by Myra, who took himfor a plain-clothes man. The
fell ow was Kevin, the wi se-faced private investigator hired by Lucius Zallock
Though the last to enter, Kevin was to play a part nore inportant than Mra
supposed.

Kevi n's chance cane, when he saw The Shadow working at a bl ack door that
was marked with a gol den pagoda. The Chi natown squad had taken ot her routes,
roundi ng up the remants of Li Hoang's band. Only The Shadow had noted the
i mportance of the black door

The door gave suddenly. As Kevin gawked, he saw The Shadow pile into a
room where two nmen were crouched above a desk. Wth a wild yell, the pair
heaved the desk straight for the cl oaked invader, then dived for a little
al cove. They pressed past a curtain; their footsteps pounded on a stairway.

One fleeing man was clad in purple; the other had a snakish face. Like
The
Shadow, Kevin had seen Li Hoang and Chun Laro take off in new flight.

The Shadow pursued. He was gone when Kevin canme into the room Listening,
t he dick heard The Shadow s | augh, far above. There was the roar of guns; the
clatter of a heavy foot. Li Hoang and his chief |ieutenant had nanaged a | ucky
escape.

Kevin decided to clear out. He shoved the overturned desk from his path.
He gl ared sourly, when he saw that the drawers had been ripped fromit; that
all were enpty. Savagely, Kevin kicked a drawer away. Hi s di sappoi nted | ook
turned to a pl eased one.

On the floor lay a |large square envel ope. It was unseal ed; projecting



from
its interior was a sheaf of thin papers. Wth a quick grab, Kevin pocketed the
envel ope and hurried fromthe battered office.

The lucky investigator was out of sight when The Shadow returned. Having
| earned of one new exit, The Shadow was confident that there would be others.
He paused | ong enough to scour the office; finding no clues there, he headed
of f through renpte passages.

Kevi n, meanwhil e, reached the only exit that he cared to use: the
revol vi ng hourgl ass door where the bulleted Mongol lay. Peering along a side
passage, he saw a plain-clothes nan talking with a girl whom Kevin took for a
Chi nese. Hurrying past, the private dick stepped over the body of the dead
Mongol .

The rest of Kevin's route brought himeventually to the abandoned curio
shop where Harry Vincent had nmet with capture. There, Kevin net a headquarters
man who eyed hi m suspiciously. Kevin showed a badge and credenti al s.

"I was supposed to join up with Inspector Cardona," he explained glibly.
"I had sone dope about a case he's working on. Just when | got here, the
r unpus
started. So | was going down to see what it was all about. Tell the inspector
"Il be seeing himlater."

The headquarters nman | et Kevin through. Qutside, the w se-faced
i nvestigator shoved his hand deep into his pocket, crinkled the envel ope that
he had pilfered. That was a prize that Kevin had | ong wanted, proof for Lucius
Zal l ock that he was on the job.

Maybe the papers meant nothing; perhaps they neant a |ot. That was
somet hing Kevin could find out later. Hi s guess, though, was that he had made
an excel lent find.

In a sense, Kevin was right. Later, though, he was to regret that he had
not left that packet for the person who rightfully deserved it: The Shadow.

CHAPTER Xl
THE WAY OF LI HOANG

IT was a far stretch from Chinatown's tunult to the quiet suburban
di strict where Lucius Zallock lived. Anyone could nake it in a forty-mnute
trip by car; but it was nore than mere di stance that separated the two points.

Chi natown was like a patch of the Oient, filled with danger and
i ntrigue.

Zal | ock's suburb was a highly civilized spot, where | aw and order seened to
domi nat e.

An hour had passed since battle had struck in Chinatown; but news of that
strife had not yet trickled to Zall ock's haven. There was nothi ng surprising
in
that fact. Neither The Shadow nor the |law had |inked the affairs of Li Hoang
with those of Lucius Zall ock.

Spaci ous grounds surrounded Zall ock's mansion. Broad | awns were quiet,
streaked with darkness. The house itself was serene; its |ighted w ndows,
wi dely spaced, spoke of calm Despite those outward signs, the mansion was
actually a citadel.

Cl unps of shrubbery hid watchful men: Zallock's own trusted servants.

O her guards were posted in the recesses of the porch. No one coul d approach
t hat house without observation, except by utilizing the utnmost stealth. Lucius
Zal | ock was taking no chances; he feared a thrust fromLi Hoang.

A caravan of cars came rolling into the big drive. There were three in
all: a linmousine between two |ight coupes. The autonpbil es were recogni zed.
Men
rose fromthe shrubbery to signal that all was well.

Luci us Zall ock stepped fromthe |inousine. The coupes, chauffeured by



pi cked nmen, continued to the garage. The |linousine foll owed them Zallock
al ways traveled in this fashion when he went to visit friends in Manhattan. He
felt that his |inousine was safe, when it was protected by a convoy.

I nside the mansi on, other servants stood on watch, while Zallock net a
sl ender, wan-faced man who served as his confidential secretary.

"What news, Shanp?" demanded the busi ness nagnate. Then, in an undertone:
"Has Kevin called up?"

"He did a while ago, sir," replied Shanp. "He said he would conme out here

later."

" Somet hi ng i nportant ?"

"I think so."

Zal l ock started upstairs; Shamp followed. They entered a little study at
the rear of a second floor hall. Zallock was about to close the door, when he
rai sed his hand in nervous fashion, spoke the one word:

"Listen!"

Shanp listened. Like Zallock, he heard the unm stakable runble of a car
coming into the front driveway. Shanp anal yzed the sound.

"It's probably a taxi," he said. "Shall | go downstairs and neet the
visitor?"

Zal | ock nodded. Shanmp went downstairs, arriving there just as the
door bel |
rang. A servant opened the door; a stooped man entered. Wth one hand, he was
| eaning on a cane; in the other, he carried a |arge oblong box with a | eather
handl e.

Shanp received the visitor mildly. Through the open front door the
secretary could see nen risen fromthe bushes, ready to spring to aid if Shanp
si gnal ed.

THE visitor announced hinmsel f as Eric Bardsley. Hearing the nane, Shanp
recogni zed the inventor from Zall ock's descriptions. Politely, he invited
Bardsley to wait downstairs.

Zall ock was waiting at the door of the study. He gave a snmile that was
both relieved and pl eased.

"Bring Bardsley up," Zallock told Shanp. "Take himinto the little parlor
at the second floor front. Wile | amtalking with him bring the papers that
you will find in File B."

"But - but," Shanmp was stanmering nervously - "I thought you said that
t hose papers -"

"Were usel ess?" queried Zallock, dryly. "Yes, Shamp, they were usel ess -
for the purpose which I originally intended. | doubt that governnment experts
woul d have all owed the so-call ed business |osses that those docunments decl are.

"That was why | used other records, when | reported ny income. It was
better to declare ny actual profits, and avoid any charges of evasion.
However ,
the figures in File B should satisfy our friend Bardsley."

Soon afterward, Zallock and Bardsley were seated in the small but
el aborately furni shed roomthat the magnate had termed the "parlor." Shanp
brought in the required file. Zallock spread papers on a table.

Eagerly, Bardsley studied the docunents. They were certified by
account ants who had gone over Zallock's books; but the aviation magnate did
not
explain that his |l edgers could be interpreted in various ways. Presumably,

t hese
records were conplete. They showed huge | osses charged to experinents in air
navi gation; to sums spent in establishing new aviation routes.

Mor eover, the records established heavy expenses in purchases from
Conpornet al ; insurance payments for goods shipped by Federal Export; |arge
costs
in fuel purchased from Ozone G |. There was nothing to indicate that Zallock



control | ed those conpani es and others nentioned; that their profits through
Continental Airways had returned to his own pockets.

That was the feature that Zallock had feared would be di scovered. These
records were a snarl of |oose threads, all accounted for, when considered
al one; but quite different when traced fromthe other ends.

"Qur business has been | arge," nourned Zall ock, "but you can see for
yoursel f, Bardsley, that my net profits for the | ast business year were | ess
than fifty thousand doll ars.

"That is greater than your royalty of twenty thousand; but when you
consi der the tremendous amobunt of pronmotion work that | must handl e, your
position is preferable to mine."

Bar dsl ey seened satisfied by Zallock's snooth explanation. The inventor
was noddi ng, his face displayed only the faintest marks of doubt. Coolly,
Zal | ock suggest ed:

"Show me your new invention, Eric. Perhaps it can produce new profits for
both of us."

BARDSLEY' S face gleaned with a smle. He opened the obl ong box; brought
out a tube that stood on a pedestal. At each end was a small propeller
Bardsl ey set the appliance on the table. He opened a shall ow conmpartnent in
t he
deep bottom of the oblong box; fromit, he produced a |l ength of insulated
wire,
with plugs on the ends.

A few nminutes later, the inventor had the wire running froma floor plug
to the propeller tube. He pressed a switch; the bl ades began to spin.

"Cbserve all that happens!" he shrilled, excitedly. Bardsley's grayish
face had brightened; he was running his fingers through his shaggy hair. "Only
one propeller is taking the current, but it produces the revolutions of the
ot her!"

"Because it drives air through the tube,"” comented Zallock. "That is
quite obvious, Eric."

"Watch this!"

Bardsley threw a switch. The free propeller halted; its blades flicked.
Gai ning inpetus, it began to speed in the reverse direction

"Doubl e action!" chuckled Bardsley. "In one direction, the second
propel |l er supplies additional power, thus increasing the speed of a plane to
whi ch the device is attached.

"In the other direction" - the inventor had raised his hands excitedly -
"the propellers nullify. That will enable the ship to remain al nbst stationary
in md-air!"

Zal | ock stepped close to Shanp, gave an undertone that Bardsley could not
hear .

"Say not hi ng, Shanp," warned the magnate. "The nman is crazy! Lost in this
dream he has forgotten that wings are required in a plane's flight. W nust
hurmor him-"

Zal l ock cut short. Bardsley had stopped the tiny notor in the base of the
propell er tube. Since the hum had ceased, he could hear anything that was
sai d.

"An excellent idea!" approved Zallock. "It should be tested, on a |arger
scal e. The strain of higher speed -"

"Means nothing!" interrupted Bardsley. "I can gear this device to double
t he nunber of revolutions. | shall prove it!"

He di sconnected the cord; began to dismantle the propeller tube. Wile
Zal | ock wat ched patiently, the sound of another approaching car came from out
front. Zallock nudged Shanp, telling himto go downstairs.

A few nminutes later, the secretary returned. He saw Bardsl ey busy wth
t he
i nvention. Shanp spoke two words to Zall ock



"Kevin. Inportant!"

Placidly, Zallock turned to Bardsley. He spoke a question; Bardsley was
too engrossed to catch it. Zallock put the query | ouder

"How long will this require, Eric?"

"Only fifteen minutes," prom sed the inventor. "I amto blame; | should
have geared it properly beforehand. But please don't bother nme while | work.
Hast e makes ne nervous."

"W shall |eave you alone," purred Zallock. "Shanp, bring those records
to

nmy study."

ZALLOCK wore a pl eased smile when he and Shanp stepped into the hallway.
Carefully, he closed the door of the parlor, so as not to disturb Bardsley.

Kevin was waiting on the stairs; Zallock beckoned himinto the rear hall.

They reached the study. Kevin slipped into a chair; w ped a streak of
sweat fromhis forehead. He began to pour the news of strife in Chinatown.
Zal l ock listened, worried. Shanp showed the jitters, also.

"l grabbed an envelope at Li Hoang's," informed Kevin, "and maybe it's
i mportant. | stuck around Chi natown though, because there were plenty of cops
there. For a while, it was the safest place to be.

"That was when | phoned here. After that, | pulled out, while they were

haul ing away a lot of crippled chinks in some anmbul ances. There were a couple
of things | heard, though, in Chinatown."

Pausi ng, Kevin turned to stare toward the door. H's eyes were nervous,
rather than w se.

"Can anybody hear what we're saying here?" he demanded. "Maybe it m ght
go
to Li Hoang -"

"The roomis soundproof,” inserted Zallock. "My servants are trustwort hy;
in addition, they work in pairs, so a traitor would be suspected."

"But if I was followed here -"

"You are safe.”

"Maybe not from Li Hoang -"

"From Li Hoang as well as fromall others," assured Zall ock. "The house
is
guarded, Kevin, though you probably did not observe it. | ampositive that no
one - not even Li Hoang - could enter here undi scovered!"

Kevin | eaned back in his chair. H's settled position blocked Zall ock's
vi ew of the doorknob. Neither Zallock nor Shanp spotted the slow turn that the
knob received from sone outside source.

Though Lucius Zallock did not knowit, Li Hoang had found a way to enter
this mansi on undetected by the outside guards. To one who had burrowed deep
bel ow the streets of Chinatown, such neasures were far sinpler than Zall ock
supposed.

Those three nmen in that study were due for a bad surprise. Soon - before
Kevin could reveal all vital facts - they were to learn the sinister ways of
Li
Hoang

CHAPTER XI I |
COVERED DEATH

SATI SFI ED that all was safe, Kevin licked his dryish |ips. Resumi ng his
wi se-faced expression, the investigator reached into his pocket, brought out
t he envel ope that he had carried fromthe roomw th the bl ack door

"There's a couple of dozen sheets in here," he told Zallock, "and they're
all alike. | can tell that rmuch, even though they're witten in Chinese.



"They've got Li Hoang's signature on them |I'mw se to that much, because
| cornered a sappy-!|ooking chink and showed himone. He started to read it. He
said it began with the words: 'In the Gol den Pagoda' and after that, he shut
up
like a clam™

Zal | ock seened to understand.

"The fell ow nust have seen Li Hoang's signature,
woul d
account for his sudden silence.”

"You' ve guessed it," admtted Kevin. "You should have seen the dive he
made! Anyway, there | was, stuck with a batch of hand-bills that |ook Iike
laundry tickets!"

Zal l ock reached for the envel ope. Kevin handed it over with a sour grin.

"These sheets won't help us nuch," declared the private dick, "unless we
can find somebody who can read Chinese - and isn't scared to buck Li Hoang."

Zal l ock's face became firm as his fingers reached into the envel ope. His
eyes were fixed on Kevin.

"I told you previously,'

he remar ked. "That

decl ared Zallock, "that | spent sone years in
t he

Oient. It was in China that | once net Li Hoang, in person. At that tine,
fortunately, he did not regard ne as an eneny.

"On that occasion, | acted as an interpreter, while Li Hoang conducted
negotiations with a group of Englishmen. My know edge of the Chi nese | anguage
is quite large. Watever the inmport of these nessages, | shall learnit."

Zal l ock drew the papers into view Shanp saw that Kevin's statenent was
correct; all the sheets were alike, closely inscribed with finely penned
Chi nese characters. Shanp noted the signature; he knew that it was the nmark of
Li Hoang.

But Shanp, |ike Kevin, was unable to deci pher anything el se; a fact which
was to prove unfortunate.

"My gl asses, Shamp," ordered Zall ock, squinting at the sheets which he

had
fanned between his hands. "I've misplaced them | can't read a thing wthout
them™
Shanp found the reading gl asses on the desk. He picked themup by the
| ong

ri bbon attached to them Zallock laid the papers and envel ope on the desk,
whil e

he adjusted the glasses to his nose. Still facing Shanp, Zallock saw a | ook of
di smay spread over the secretary's features.

Shanp was staring straight toward the door; his expression becane
fearful
Zal 1 ock turned; as he did, he saw Kevin bound to his feet and wheel about.

The door of the room had opened, unnoticed. It was closing behind the
back
of the insidious person who had entered. The intruder was a |living denmon of
t he
Oient, whose purple attire synbolized his evil power.

Three nen saw a | enon- hued face, above a purple robe which had a gol den
pagoda woven in its silken front. A gold-plunmed purple headpi ece topped that
mal i ci ous count enance whereon sl anted eyes gleaned their malice, withing lips
formed a threatening smnile.

Luci us Zall ock recogni zed that col d-set face. The magnate's own |ips
gul ped the nane:

"Li Hoang!"

THE arch-crook's presence was not the only nmenace that he produced. In a
tight-clenched fist, gold-gloved fromknuckles to wist, Li Hoang held a
revolver. H's position was craftily chosen; a nmere sidestep had placed him so



that he could cover all who faced him

Eyebal I s showed whitish; then cane the glisten of a darkish gaze. Li
Hoang
had turned his head to spy the papers on the desk. He gave a savage hiss;
sprang
straight across to pluck the precious docunents, envel ope and all

Bef ore the others could nake a nove, Li Hoang was away again. He was
t hreat eni ng, wagging his revolver froma corner of the room while his free
hand crinkl ed the papers into a pocket of his robe.

"Too |l ate," croaked Li Hoang. "Or too soon - whichever you prefer. These
orders, to ny faithful helpers, were not neant for your eyes, Zallock

"Al'l that was nmeant for you were the instructions that | gave direct. You
have violated nmy terns! There shall be a penalty!"

Zal l ock quavered. Hi s |lips gasped protests in Chinese. Li Hoang's |ips
showed scorn.

"Speak English," sneered the purple-clad Oriental nenace. "Let the others
hear what you have to say. The stupid one" - he nudged his gun toward Shanmp -
"and the w se one!"

Li Hoang finished with a gun flourish in Kevin's direction. The
i nvestigator started to sneak behind his chair; halted when Li Hoang's eyes
gl i stened.

"I know not hing!" panted Zallock. "I have obeyed your terms, Li Hoang -"

"By hiring this man?" interjected Li Hoang, wi th another nudge toward
Kevin. "You have lied, Zallock! It nerely happens that you are too useful to
die, at present.”

Li Hoang's remark gave Kevin an idea - one that was based upon poor
j udgrment. Kevin knew what Li Hoang neant. He wanted Zallock to live, so that
he
could pillage him On that basis, Kevin thought that he could bluff Li Hoang.

"You can't get away with this!" asserted Kevin. H s gruff tone showed
t hat
he had recovered fromhis first alarm "Wat M. Zallock says is right! He
knows
nothing - yet. But | know plenty; too much for your good! Suppose | told you
somet hing that begins like this."

Hal f | eaning on his chair, Kevin stroked his chin; he began in sl ow
fashion to decl ai m

"I'n the Col den Pagoda -"

A sharp report interrupted the investigator's sentence. The bl ast was
acconpani ed by a tongue of flame fromLi Hoang's gun. Wile snoke w eat hed
lazily fromthe revol ver nmuzzle, Kevin crunpled to the floor. His |l egs and
ar s
withed nonmentarily; then stilled.

"Perhaps he, also, lied," spoke Li Hoang, facing Zallock and Shanmp. "He
may have known nore of that message; perhaps not. Hi s death suits ne. | have
di sposed of a man who neddled into nmy affairs!™

"Remenber this, Zallock." Li Hoang sidled to the door, paused there,

still
aimng his snoke-tainted gun. "You, also, shall die if you speak one word
against me! This little matter" - he notioned toward Kevin's body - "is one

that | advise you to hush

"Qt herwi se, doonl Less pleasant than the sort that you have seen. And
whet her you live or die" - the firmchin thrust forward between the droopy
poi nts of the |Iong mustache - "your wealth shall becone nine!"

CONTEMPTUQUSLY, Li Hoang thrust away his revol ver as he opened the door
Zal |l ock and Shanmp had a |l ast inpression of that devilish face, with its fixed
eyes, jet-black mustache and hard-set |ips. The door closed to blot their view
of Li Hoang.



There was a little clock on Zallock's desk. Its ticks becane audible in
the stillness that followed, while Zallock and Shanp kept a horror-struck gaze
upon Kevin's body. A nminute passed before either man noved. It was Shanp who
suddenly started an excited spring toward the door

Zallock came to life. He clutched the secretary's armwi th both hands.

"Not yet!" blurted Zallock. "Li Hoang may still be close!"

"But if we give the alarm the servants may capture him"

"They can do nothing. Li Hoang canme here unchal |l enged. He can depart as
easily. If Kevin's death is known, Li Hoang will nmurder me - and he may kil
you, al so, Shamp!"

Shanp shivered. The final argument hit home. At Zallock's bidding, Shanp
hel ped push away a large filing cabinet that bl ocked the door of an unused
cl oset. They dragged Kevin's body into that cubbyhol e.

One of the study rugs bore bl oodstains. Shanmp put it in the closet;
Zal | ock rearranged the renmai ning rugs. They shoved the filing cabinet back
into
position. Zallock opened the study door; whispered that they would go
downstairs
and talk to the servants

At the stairway, both nen noted a hummi ng sound fromthe front of the
second floor. Zallock remenbered Bardsl ey. Sending Shanp ahead, Zall ock went
into the little parlor. He found Bardsl ey stooped in fascinated attention
wat chi ng the propellers revolve at top speed.

Zal l ock cl apped the inventor on the shoul der

"Wonderful!'" exclaimed the magnate. "Eric, the test exceeds ny
expectations! | want the rights to this invention!"

Bardsl ey turned off the notor. Zallock told himto pack the apparatus;
that no further denonstrati on was needed. Wile Bardsley dismantled the
machi ne, Zall ock tal ked terns.

"Patent it in your own nane, FEric,'

he said, "if you have not already
done

so. Talk with your own attorneys; have them draw up whatever contract you
wi sh."

Zal l ock was wi pi ng his spectacles; they were noistened with perspiration
fromhis forehead. He kept a sidel ong gaze toward Bardsl ey; noted a peculiar
gleamin the inventor's eyes.

Al t hough Bardsl ey had shown irrational ideas when he discussed his
i nvention, he still mght show some common sense in business matters. It
woul dn't do to act overgenerous. Bardsley might dally, and Zall ock was anxious
to get himout of the house.

"Any contract," nodified Zallock, "that is fair to me, also. A blanket
contract, if you wi sh, covering your former inventions as well as this one. |
amw lling to consider any reasonabl e arrangenents."

Bar dsl ey shut the oblong box. Purring congratul ati ons, Zallock steered
hi m
t hrough the hall and down the front stairs. Servants were standing near the
outer door; Zallock gave a gesture that they understood. They passed the word
al ong.

Ordering his own car, Zallock took Bardsley out to the front steps. The
big limusine arrived. Wth a proud, self-satisfied |ook, Bardsley boarded it.
He | ooked over the car, as though he expected to have one of the sane sort
hi nmsel f.

HARDLY had the |inousine gone down the driveway before Shanp and a group
of guards cane fromcover, to cluster around Zallock. In |ow tone, Zallock
asked themif they had seen any trace of Li Hoang. Shanmp had al ready put the
same question. The guards repeated their head-shakes.

"I feared that the Chinaman was here," purred Zallock, not mentioning Li
Hoang by nane. "I was probably m staken. However, | want you all to scour the



grounds. Shanp and | shall remain here, on watch

"Meanwhil e, Kevin will |eave. And by the way" - he called that |ouder, as
the men were starting - "no one is to know that Kevin came here at all. You
under st and? No one!"

Nods fromthe servants. Waiting, Zallock and Shanp tal ked in | ow t ones,
specul ating on how Li Hoang had managed to pass the guards. They decided that
he had used a renote cellar wi ndow. Both agreed that darkness could afford a
hel pful cover to any skillful prow er who m ght approach the nansion

That final theory was proven while they spoke.

Unnoticed by either Zallock or Shanp, a bl ackened shape drew cl ose;

i nvi sible against the darkness of the wall, a shrouded figure listened to the
| ast remarks. Wien flashlights fromthe | awn bobbed cl ose, Zall ock and Shanp
st epped i nsi de.

There was a faint swish in the darkness. Unseen, the black-clad arrival
nmoved upward, finding finger grips and toeholds in the ivied wall. Al trace
of
t he new visitant was gone when the guards reached t he house.

Li Hoang had come and gone. In his stay at Zallock's, the insidious crook
had done new nurder. Even the fact of death was being hidden, thanks to the
threats of Li Hoang.

Despite all that, nurder would soon be known. The Shadow had arrived,
seeking the serpentine trail of Li Hoang.

CHAPTER XI 'V
THE LOOSE THREAD

THOUGH The Shadow was seeking Li Hoang, one nane was uppernost in his
m nd, as he glided through the hallway on the second fl oor of Zallock's
mansi on. That nane was Kevin.

After |eaving Chinatown, The Shadow had received reports fromagents. He
had pronptly searched for clues; he had found one in the mass of hastily
gat her ed dat a.

Cl yde Burke, a newspaper reporter who secretly served The Shadow, had
covered the finish of the Chinatown raid. He had been with Joe Cardona when
t he
police inspector had | earned of Kevin's presence near Li Hoang's underground
lair.

That news had i npressed Cardona.

The ace inspector junped to the thought that Kevin m ght know sonet hing
regardi ng the Chinatown ness. Cardona had nade a note to | ook up Kevin, as
soon
as nore inportant details were cleared. The Shadow, however, had regarded
Kevin
of prime inportance. He had gained tinme on Cardona by follow ng that clue
i medi at el y.

Kevin's nane was listed with those of other private investigators in The
Shadow s files. It was a public fact that Kevin was enpl oyed by Continent al
Ai rways. Since Lucius Zallock headed that concern, The Shadow had nade a
pr onpt
trip to the aviation magnate's hone.

Qutside the front door, The Shadow had caught mention of Kevin's nane,
undert oned between Zall ock and Shanp. He knew at once that Kevin was stil
here; that Zallock was hiding the fact fromhis own servants. Yet Zallock
trusted those very servants, for he had started them on sonme search

That paradox, plus the fact that Zallock's own retainers forned a little
arny in thenselves, told The Shadow that Zall ock must be faced by sone
f orm dabl e opposition.

The whol e situation pointed to Li Hoang.



Passi ng t hrough the second floor, The Shadow came to Zall ock's study. The
roomwas still lighted; once inside, The Shadow recogni zed definite features.
The room was soundproof, as Zallock had said. If anything had happened here,

t he outside guards woul d not have known it.

There were traces that sonething had happened.

Chairs were placed in odd positions. The rugs - all small ones - were
irregularly arranged. At one spot, the floor showed a snmooth stretch of
varni sh, that ended abruptly in a rougher space.

Qovi ously, a rug had been noved. Not only that; it had been taken away
entirely. Studying the floor closely, The Shadow coul d not picture the present
supply of rugs as sufficient for so well-furnished a room

Wth that rmuch | earned, The Shadow quickly solved the rest. The filing
cabi net and the door behind it were gi veaways. A deep scrape in the floor
showed that the cabinet had been hurriedly nmoved; and the door offered the
nost
likely answer to a quickly chosen hiding place.

Noi sel essly, The Shadow opened drawers of the steel cabinet; used them as
a flight of steps to the top. He listened at the door; hearing nothing, he
reached down behind the cabinet.

The door had a sinple | ock. The Shadow opened it with a skeleton key. He
brought the door toward him the few inches that the filing cabinet all owed.

Thr ough the crack The Shadow saw the huddl ed body of Kevin.

G osing the door, The Shadow dropped to the study floor. He rearranged
t he
drawers of the filing cabinet; stole out into the hall. He heard footsteps on
the stairs; noved quickly into darkness, deeper in the hallway.

Luci us Zallock had arrived, wth Shanp acconpanyi ng him

WATCHI NG from t he hal l way, The Shadow was treated to a denonstration of
Zal l ock's foresight. Calmer since the departure of Li Hoang, the airways
magnat e had thought of the very weaknesses that The Shadow had detected in the
arrangenent of the study.

He ordered Shanmp to nove the chairs aside. Zall ock adjusted the rugs;
finding theminsufficient, he went to another room brought in a spare rug to
fill the enpty space. Chairs were placed carefully.

Zal l ock did not neglect the scrapes beside the filing cabinet. He sent
Shanmp for sone floor polish and had the secretary obliterate nost of the
mar ks.

After that, Zallock placed a wastebasket over one noticeable spot.

Zal l ock's final touch came when he produced a huge picture of an air
l'i ner
frombehind a corner table. He and Shanp hung the picture so that it entirely
covered the portion of the closet door that projected above the filing
cabi net .

The preparations were conpl eted none too soon. As he stood studying the
ai rplane picture fromthe open hallway door, Zallock took on a |istening
attitude. He was hearing the arrival of another motor car

Zal l ock sent Shanmp downstairs to neet the new visitors. A few m nutes
| ater, Shanp returned to the study with Inspector Cardona and a pair of
headquarters detectives.

Surprise was witten upon Zallock's haggard face, as he inquired the
pur pose of the visit.

"We're checking on a chap naned Kevin," proclai ned Cardona. "W want to
know i f he was out here tonight."

Cal My, Zallock shook his head. The Shadow saw the gesture froma new
vant age spot in the hallway. Zallock | ooked keen enough to bl uff Cardona.

True, there were still clues that woul d have | ed The Shadow to a search
of
the room That wastebasket was in a bad spot. The big picture didn't bel ong



over

the filing cabinet; its conspicuous position was al nost as suspicious an item
as

t he doorway that it covered.

Those features, however, were m ssed by Cardona. Zallock's position
| ooked
safe. The Shadow preferred to let it remain so, until later

Zallock didn't fit in as a rmurderer; at least, not with Shanp as an
acconplice. The hand of Li Hoang was evident, particularly since Zall ock had
ordered a search of the grounds around his mansion. Evidently, Zallock was
protecting hinself; it was best to let himdo so, for the present.

By remai ning here after Cardona's departure, The Shadow coul d | earn what
di sposal Zallock intended to make of Kevin's body. The |aw could be | ed al ong
the trail of this murder, any time The Shadow chose.

Mor eover, The Shadow coul d hinself confront Zallock, thereby |earning
vital facts. If Zallock proved as innocent as The Shadow supposed himto be,
he
woul d reveal everything to gain a powerful ally and preserve his secret.

At that noment, The Shadow expected Cardona to ask a few nore questions,
then bow hinself out. On the face of things, Cardona had no other course. It
chanced, however, that Cardona wasn't through. He had a trump card and he
pl ayed it.

"KEVI N canme out here," snapped Cardona. "Wy deny it, M. Zallock?"

Zal | ock' s expression becane pai ned. He was al nost saddened by Cardona's
expression of disbelief. Turning to Shanp, Zallock coolly questioned:

"Did you see Kevin tonight?"

Wth all his nervousness, Shanp showed hinself as good a bluffer as his
enpl oyer.

"Kevin wasn't here," he said to Zall ock. Then, facing Cardona: "W didn't
even hear from himby tel ephone.”

Cardona paced the room pausing to eye each man in turn. He notioned to
the detectives.

"Bring up a few of those flunkies," ordered the ace. "W' Il hear what
t hey' ve got to say."

The Shadow was deep in a far doorway when three of Zallock's servants
filed into the study. Cardona gruffly questioned them All stood by Zall ock
They swore they hadn't seen Kevin.

Zal | ock expected Cardona to quit after that testinony. |nstead, Joe
pl ayed
his trunp.

"I don't believe any of you," he told Zallock, "for the reason that we've
just conme fromthe hotel where Kevin lived! W talked to a cab driver who
makes
that hotel stand his base.

"He'd just come back froma trip, and Kevin was his fare. Wat's nore, he

told us where he took Kevin. That place" - Cardona ramred his fist on
Zal | ock' s
desk - "was this very house!"

Zallock didn't flinch. He merely shrugged; |ooked toward Shanp and the
servants. They shook their heads negatively. Cardona couldn't pick a weak |ink
in the group. Zallock becane spokesman for all

"The cab driver was probably m staken,"” he remarked. "That is the only
possi bl e concl usi on, inspector!™

Cardona was stunped; but not for |ong.

"M staken on what?" he demanded. "Didn't he know where he went? O didn't
he know who hi s passenger was?"

"Probably both," returned Zall ock, coolly.

Cardona grunted. He wheel ed to Shanp: "Wat do you think?"



"I agree with M. Zallock," replied the secretary. "Of course" - he

hesitated - "well, Kevin wasn't here -"
"But maybe a cab was?" demanded Cardona. "Is that it?"
"Why, yes" - Shanmp saw a good way out - "a cab did cone here."

"And it brought Kevin?"

"No, no!" Shanmp smiled. He couldn't be tricked that easily. "Kevin wasn't
"Then who was?"

Shanp licked his lips. He didn't dare | ook at Zallock. He was worried
about nore questions, and saw a way to sidetrack them One wedge of truth,

t hought Shanmp, would bring solid ground.

"Eric Bardsley canme here," stated the secretary. "He's an inventor who
knows M. Zallock. Maybe it was Bardsley that the cab driver brought here."
Shanp brightened. "Yes, he could have mni staken Bardsley for Kevin."

Cardona pounced for the tel ephone book. Shamp shot a | ook to Zall ock
hopi ng for his enployer's approval. |Instead, he saw Zall ock half sl unped
behi nd
his desk. It was then that Shanp renenbered.

Bar dsl ey had heard Shanp announce Kevin's arrival

Joe Cardona had found the |oose thread in the skein. Lucius Zallock knew
it; so did The Shadow, as he viewed Zallock fromthe hallway. Wthin the next
few mnutes, the truth of Kevin's nurder would be out.

There was one redeem ng phase to that situation. Wth the revel ati on of
mur der woul d cone inportant facts concerning Li Hoang.

her e.

CHAPTER XV
THE DOUBLED TRAI L

I T was several minutes before Cardona nanaged to get Bardsley on the
wire.
From t he openi ng conversation, listeners |earned that the inventor had just
reached his apartnment in Manhattan. After Cardona introduced hinself, results
were rapid.

"Some questions, M. Bardsley." Cardona's end of the conversation was
brisk. "Did you visit M. Lucius Zallock tonight?... You did? Good! Did you

hear nention of a man naned Kevin?... You say he was here? You' re sure of
it?...

"Yes, that's all | wanted to know... One other thing, though. 1'd Iike
you
to come out here, M. Bardsley... No, not alone. I'll have a man call for
you. . .

Yes, wait for Detective Sergeant Markham He'll bring you here, by cab..."

Hangi ng up, Cardona nerely gl owered at Zallock. The ace put in a call to
headquarters, ordered Markhamto contact Bardsley at the inventor's apartmnent.
Joe was smiling grimy to hinself. He had the goods on Zall ock; the |onger he
let the fellow stew, the better

The punch canme when Cardona conpleted his call to Markham Turning from
t he tel ephone, he asked Zall ock bluntly:

"Where's Kevin?"

Zal l ock notioned to the filing cabinet. Cardona's nen hauled it away.
Seeing the bottom of the door, they ripped down the picture. Cardona gave the
door a yank; Kevin's body rolled fromthe cl oset.

Ast oundnment showed on the faces of Zallock's servants. Their nerve was
gone; they began to plead their innocence. Cardona ordered the two detectives
to herd them downstairs, then round up the rest.

There were police reserves outside, a second car. Cardona wasn't worried
about the servants attenpting a break. Their protests had been too genui ne.

Zal l ock and Shanmp were the pair that could tal k. Cardona was capabl e of



handl i ng them al one. Hi s back toward the open hallway door, Joe held a |evel ed
gun. When the others were gone, the ace said to Zallock

"Il hear your story!"

Zal l ock' s haggard face cane upward from his hunched arns. H s expression
was an anazed one.

"You - you don't think | rmrurdered Kevin?"

“I'"'m hol di ng nmy opinion," returned Cardona. "For your benefit, M.
Zallock, let's put it that I go on hunches. There's a lot behind this that I
want to know. "

Zal l ock sighed his relief. One strain, at |east, was ended. He had been
hol di ng back a story that he had wanted to deliver to the law, but had
refrained fromfear of consequences. This was the time to tell it.

I N steady nonotone, Zallock detailed his experiences with Li Hoang. Wen
he menti oned two conpani es Conponetal and Federal Export - the |light dawned on
Cardona. Zallock's adm ssion that he owned those corporations explained their
wi t hdrawal of conpl aints.

"Then came the demands on Ozone O I," stated Zallock, bitterly. "I've
nothing to show for it, inspector. | burned the nessages that Li Hoang sent.
There's the one man" - he pointed to Kevin's body - "who could corroborate al

| have said. But Li Hoang rnurdered himtonight."

Cardona | ooked to Shanp. "How rmuch do you know about it?"

"I saw Kevin murdered." Shanmp was earnest. "I heard the threats that Li
Hoang made. |, too, feared his vengeance, inspector."”

Cardona gave a call fromthe door. Two detectives showed up from
downstairs

“I'"'m hol di ng both of you," Cardona told Zall ock and Shanp, "until 1've
tal ked to Bardsley. Maybe his testinmony will help.”

The detectives were produci ng handcuffs. Cardona shook his head.

"No need for bracelets,” he said. "Just keep themhere. | think we're
getting to the bottom of something deep. This Li Hoang stuff is no bunk! |
heard plenty of talk tonight, in Chinatown.

"Nobody wants to say who Li Hoang is, or where he is; but | |earned
enough
to know that he fits the story |I've just heard. I'mgoing to quiz the
servants,
whil e Bardsley's on his way here. |I'll be downstairs when he cones."

Cardona left. Wiile he was on the front stairs, The Shadow found a rear
flight and descended to the ground floor. He went out by a side door and
circled the mansion, to reach a clunp of shrubs where Zall ock's servants had
formerly been on guard duty.

Li ke Cardona, The Shadow was | ooking forward to hearing Bardsley's
testimony. He knew where the interview would take place: on the front porch
Wth the servants gathered in a ground-floor room Cardona would want privacy
wi th Bardsley. Mreover, in his present nood, Cardona would waste no tinme in
begi nni ng his quiz.

VWi |l e he waited, The Shadow consi dered the present status of Li Hoang.

Zal l ock had left nothing untold. He had nentioned Kevin's grab of the
papers fromthe black-celled room exactly as the dead investigator had
described it. That had gone over with Cardona, who had seen the roomitself,
after the chaos there.

Al so, Zallock had repeated the only words that Kevin had gl eaned fromthe
batch of duplicate papers: the statement, "In the Gol den Pagoda -" Zall ock had
specified that there was a Gol den Pagoda; that Kevin had seen it in the w ndow
of a Chinatown curio shop

Those revel ations prom sed future trouble for Lucius Zallock. The man
knew
it; and he had shown it. But Zallock was banki ng on one hope.

Li Hoang had left the mansion, apparently confident that Zallock woul d



conceal the death of Kevin. Hmself in flight, the Chinese villain would have
no way of knowi ng, as yet, that Zallock had divul ged the truth.

If the law noved swiftly; if it provided protection, Zallock m ght
override the threats of Li Hoang. At |least - so Zallock hinself had declared -
there could be no i medi ate danger. If the police called in the aid of
government agents, Li Hoang mi ght be kept on the run

Cardona had conme to the front porch. He was discussing that very prospect
with a detective

"WE' VE fl ooded Chi natown," The Shadow heard Cardona say. "The Feds are
there, plenty of them working with that girl who did the undercover job.
There
are plenty of Chinese clearing out and we're letting themgo, after they've
been
| ooked over.

"The idea was to bag Li Hoang. He's slipped us; but there's still Chun
Laro. Anybody coul d spot that snake-eyed chink! So we'd just as soon let those
Chi nese through - the ones that say they're scared of Li Hoang.

"Chun Laro may try a sneak along with them The nore that get out, the
| ess we've got to weed through when we pull a round-up, tonorrow. What's nore,
every Chinaman that goes his own way is one |less we've got to protect fromlL
Hoang. "

The detective agreed with all that Cardona said. He was starting to ask a
guestion, when Cardona suddenly snapped:

"Here's Markham bringing Bardsley."

A taxi was swinging up the driveway. By the tine it cane to a stop
Cardona was beside it. The cabby stretched his arm gave a deft turn to the
handl e of the rear door. As the door swung open, Cardona blurted a sudden
excl amati on.

The door was propelled by a falling figure, that came out bound and
gagged. Cardona caught the man before he hit the gravel. In the light fromthe
cab, The Shadow recogni zed the face of Detective Sergeant Markham

O herwi se, the cab was enpty!

Thi ngs happened in a hurry. Wth one wench, Cardona had the gag off
Mar kham The bound nman gul ped his story in a dozen words:

"Qutside Bardsley's they grabbed me - Chun Laro and a crowd of Chinese!"

Detectives were arriving from Zall ock's house. They relieved Cardona of
the task of rel easing Markham while the stupefied taxi driver showed by his
gawky | ook that he hadn't known of his passenger's plight.

To The Shadow, there was something nore sinister than Markham s hel pl ess
condition. He was concerned with the absence of Eric Bardsley. That, coupled
with the fact that Markhamwas still alive, meant nore than Cardona supposed.

It was nore than a challenge fromLi Hoang, who never dealt in useless
neasur es.

Bar dsl ey' s absence was the forerunner of another thrust, due here! Li
Hoang coul d travel as fast as Markham s cab. Moreover, Markham s predi cament
was the telltale factor.

The captured detective sergeant had been sent along, so that Cardona
woul d
do exactly what Li Hoang wanted. While Cardona was concerning hinmself wth
Mar kham s story, Li Hoang was busy behind Cardona's very back.

That was why the Shadow sprang suddenly from shelter, prepared to reverse
his course around the house. An instant |ater, he would have been off around
t he mansi on, seeking those rear stairs to Zallock's study. It was Cardona's
chance nove that changed The Shadow s cour se.

For sone reason, Cardona turned toward the front door of the mansion. On
the threshold, he saw the pair of detectives who had been upstairs with
Zal | ock
and Shanp. Wth an angry shout, Cardona sprang toward them



"What are you here for?"
"Somebody passed in the word you wanted us," responded one of the dicks.
"We heard the call fromthe hall."

BEFCRE The Shadow could dive in to halt him Cardona was across the
t hreshol d. He beckoned as he went; the detectives beside the taxicab forgot
Mar kham and foll owed. They went through the doorway in a cluster; five nmen in
all, including the dicks fromupstairs.

The Shadow waited at the edge of the front porch. The silence that
foll owed was nore om nous than any sound of battle. It fulfilled The Shadow s
wor st expectations. Li Hoang had sprung an absolute trap.

No time remained for The Shadow to circuit the mansion. That lull was the
sort that could allow no delay. Wth one bound, The Shadow cl eared the porch
rail; landed lightly, alnpst at the edge of the open front door. An autonatic
in his fist, he peered from darkness.

Cardona and his squad were halted in the hallway, their arns upstretched.
On each side stood grinning Mingols, vengeful survivors of those who had
served
Li Hoang in his underground lair. Those marksmen held the bulge, with their
bi g
revol vers.

In the shelter of the stairway, Chun Laro |eered above an out-thrust gun
On the steps were two nore Mongols, armed |ike the others. Just above was a
| andi ng where the stairs turned. It formed a dais for the purple-clad
conmmander
who ruled the evil throng.

Respl endent in his enbroidered robe, lips snling subtly between his
| ong- dr ooped nustache, Li Hoang surveyed the prisoners through those slanted
slits that were his eyes. H s right hand, clenched, was raised to the |evel of
his plumed cap

That fist glittered in the light, for it was encased in a fingerless
gl ove
of gol den weave. Its downward sweep was the sole command that rmurderous
Mongol s
awai t ed.

The hand of Li Hoang was ready. Only The Shadow could halt that signa
for
massacr e!

CHAPTER XVI
VANI SHED VI CT1 M5

THE SHADOW edged his automatic three inches to the right. Unseen, that
bl ack-muzzl ed weapon ai med for Li Hoang, pointed between Cardona and a
power | ess detective. If the gilded fist noved downward, Li Hoang woul d comne
withit.

Nevert hel ess, The Shadow wanted to del ay that consequence. Chun Laro was
too conpetent to stand dismayed if Li Hoang fell. H's shots would foll ow,
acconpani ed by Mongol guns. The death of Li Hoang woul d sacrifice Cardona and
t he hel pl ess squad.

Trickily, Li Hoang had doubled his trail; but in so doing, he thought he
had outrun The Shadow. Thi nking hinself conplete master of the present scene,
Li Hoang was in no hurry to begin the massacre. The Shadow was dependi ng on
that fact.

Li Hoang spoke dryly, as he slanted a | ook toward the side room where
Zal | ock' s di sarned servants were clustered.

"Some of you may survive," announced the purple-clad Chinaman. "You can



tell the lawthat | trailed Bardsley when he left here; that | overheard his
tel ephone talk with Inspector Cardona.
"Bardsley is a prisoner in a car beyond the rear hedge. Two of ny nen

have

taken Zallock, to place himthere also. Shanp is upstairs, bound. | do not
need

himas a hostage. He may hel p, when | demand ransom for ny captives.

"Such ransom - the speaker's lips curled insidiously - "will be paid
There can be no alternative with Li Hoang!"

The Shadow was no | onger in the doorway. Through it, he stooped forward,
to join Cardona's hel pl ess outspread squad!

A whi sper announced The Shadow s advance. Scarcely audible, it was caught
by two nen only: Cardona and the detective on his right. It called for the two
to shift closer together. Cardona gathered the idea pronptly; since the
detective was too stupefied to budge, Joe closed the gap hinself.

The side shift was too apparent. It brought a sudden focus of Li Hoang's
eyes. By that time, however, The Shadow was in position. He had drawn a second
gun.

H's fists were on the shoul ders of two nen that he had chosen for cover.
H s pressure brought their hands | ower, alnost to shoulder level. The big
automatics that poked into view, seened to project fromthe | oose hands of
Cardona and the detective.

Li Hoang saw those guns at last. So did Chun Laro. But they had no doubt
regardi ng who hel d t hem

The Shadow s | augh throbbed chill and sinister, to break the stillness of
t he hal lway. That nockery, the tilt of the guns, told the sudden advant age
t hat
The Shadow had obt ai ned. Edged in from darkness, he had picked Li Hoang and
Chun
Laro as his targets!

Two - the leader and his lieutenant - would die with the signal for
gunfire. If Mngol marksmen went berserk, they still could not clip The Shadow
bef ore he damaged thenm for Cardona and the rooted dick were |iving shields
that woul d take the first barrage.

At that juncture, The Shadow held control that was practically conplete.

I nstead of having a chance to down one eneny - Li Hoang - with a sacrifice of
five, he could wipe out all his foemen with the loss of only two friends.

JOE CARDONA saw how matters stood. Ganely, the ace inspector gritted

"Shoot! We'll take our chances!"”

That was not The Shadow s plan. He did not intend that Cardona shoul d
di e,
even though such sacrifice would mean the doom of the nonstrous Li Hoang.

Burning eyes net the cold, slitted stare of Li Hoang. The Shadow s I|ips
spoke a command, in English

"Wt hdraw your nen!"

A slow smle fastened upon Li Hoang's lips. His chin showed its canny
thrust. He still kept up his pose of mastery. Turning his head to the right,
he
spoke across the | andi ng banister to Chun Laro, bel ow

"G ve the order, Chun Laro," he conmanded, in English. "The nen are to
retire, by the stairway."

Chun Laro babbl ed orders in Chinese. Two Mongols on the stairway began an
upward retreat. The others, fromthe flanks, were converging toward the
stairs.

The Shadow, in turn, spoke to the detectives who were taking his comuands.
They, too, retreated; but they closed in as they backed. They were
protecting The Shadow fromthe flank; a wi se nove, in case any of Li Hoang's

gunners should try to sneak around behi nd The Shadow.



Mor eover, those retreating dicks were nearing a direct line on the front
door. They would be ready for a scranble to safety, if things went w ong.

Though Cardona and the man beside himrenained to take the brunt, The
Shadow was ready to withdraw themw th him

Li Hoang foresaw that result. He edged downward fromthe | anding. His
stooping notion was a copy of The Shadow s strategy. Li Hoang wanted hunman
shields of his own: those Mongols who were backing up the stairway.

The Shadow stopped that shift with a fierce, conmandi ng whi sper. Chun
Laro, managing a darting gaze, saw what Li Hoang had tried. The |ieutenant
ventured a quick order of his own. The Mdngols in the [ ower hallway veered as
t hey backed. Passing the stairway, they half shiel ded Chun Laro.

The Shadow had cal cul ated that such a nmove might conme. He was prepared
for
it, but the need for action arrived with startling suddenness.

Li Hoang acted. He gave a huddl ed, downward twi st to reach shelter behind
the stairway nmen. H s voice produced a shrill shout; with it, his
gol den- gl oved
fi st descended!

CHUN LARO added a babbly cry, |eaped behind his own barrier of protecting
gunners. Timed with those shouts came The Shadow s own order, a rasped tone
that put Cardona's squad into notion

Sheltered detectives dived for the outer door. The Shadow took care of
Cardona and the renai ni ng man.

Wth a hard cl anp, The Shadow pl anked his | eft-hand gun into Cardona's
right fist. He shoul dered Joe leftward, to a front corner of the hall
Spi nni ng
to the right, The Shadow heaved the detective into the roomw th Zall ock's
servants.

As Chi nese revolvers clicked and boonmed, The Shadow was whirling to the
right, away fromaimng guns. First bullets went wide. Amid the hurried
barrage, The Shadow dived to the stairway.

He reached that vantage point in one swoop. An instant |later, he was
stretched there, at an upward angle, his gun hand thrust ahead of him

The Shadow was ainming straight for the men who shielded Li Hoang. H's gun
and theirs spoke together. The Shadow had the odds. He was a flattened target;
they were not. His fist had thudded a step edge to take instant aim while
their guns were on the nove. The Shadow triggered a bullet straight to the
heart of one eneny. He ainmed for the other, just as the fellow fired. The
Shadow felt a sear along his left shoul der bl ade. The Mongol had scored a hit.

So had The Shadow. Hi s second shot was as accurate as his first. One
gunner was al ready toppling down the stairs; the other took a high jolt from
t he i npact of The Shadow s bullet, then pitched headl ong.

Despite the pain of his own wound, The Shadow wanted a shot at Li Hoang.
Those tunmbling figures prevented it. In death, as well as life, henchnen
served
their evil master. As the sprawiing fornms flattened besi de The Shadow, he saw
a
nmere flash of purple fromthe | andi ng.

Li Hoang was in flight, off for the rear stairway on the second fl oor

In his swift battle, The Shadow had outwitted Chun Laro and the men with
the Iieutenant. By picking the stairs as vantage point, he was away fromtheir
angl e of range. Chun Laro rectified that. Hi s shouts sent his gunners to the
bani sters. Poki ng revol vers between the posts, they tried to spot The Shadow.

Agai n, they were outguessed. The Shadow had done nore than deprive Li
Hoang of shielding nen. He had brought down that pair fromthe stairway, to a
pl ace where he could use them All that the bul ge-eyed Mongols saw between the
bani ster posts were those two spraw ed bodi es.

The Shadow was out of sight; but his gun was not. It thrust between those



dead forms that had become his bulwark. The Shadow opened fire. His first
bull et splintered a banister post; found an eneny beyond it. The others
scranbl ed.

Chun Laro hadn't gone after The Shadow. The snaky |ieutenant heard the
boom of another big gun; with a screech, he turned toward a front corner of
t he
hall. Joe Cardona, forgotten in the drive against The Shadow, was coming into
action.

JOE was anmzed by the dynamite packed in the big .45 that The Shadow had
given him Used to a .38, the ace couldn't handle the gun with the same speed
and ease that he had with his own Police Positive. But the range was cl ose;

t he
Mongol s were cooped up

Wth each press that Cardona gave the trigger, a slant-eyed foemen took a
di ve. The ace was nerely clipping them but the wallops were bowing them over
like tenpins. A .38 could drill; but sonmetines it allowed a chance for an
eneny
to fire back. This big gun didn't. One of its bullets was |ike a sock on the
j aw.

Only Chun Laro was in the clear. He didn't wait to fire a sure shot at
Cardona. There was a fierce laugh fromthe stairs; propping on his right
el bow,

The Shadow was ai m ng through the bani ster. Past Cardona, Chun Laro could see
the outer door. Detectives had rallied; were rushing in with guns.

Chun Laro took a lope into a little corner room glad that its door was
open. A barrage followed him but he was away. There was a crash of a w ndow,
mar ki ng hi s departure.

Fol | owed by his recl ai med squad, Cardona took that sane route as the best
means of pursuit. Leaping fromthe stairs, The Shadow steadied. He hurried
t hrough a door to the right of the stairway, to find the back door of the
house. He was even with the headquarters squad when he arrived outside.

There were shouts beyond a rear hedge; the throb of notors mingled with
those cries. Chun Laro had gone through, the same way that Li Hoang had
travel ed. The Shadow heard Cardona's shout:

"W've got to get theml They' ve grabbed Bardsl ey and Zall ock! Don't |et
Li
Hoang nake his get-away!"

It was too late. Cars were on the nove when the squad crashed the hedge.
A
street | anp showed Chun Laro | eaping aboard the first machine in the
processi on.

"Stop the front car!" bawl ed Cardona. "That's where Li Hoang is, with the
prisoners! Drill the tires - the gas tank!"

Pol i ce guns were barking; but a second car intervened. It took any
bul l ets
that m ght have stopped the first. Shots were coming fromthe second car - and
froma third. Hs own gun in his fist, Cardona | ed a charge.

Shots started fromacross the street, where hidden Mongols were in
anmbush.

Cardona and the detectives dived for cover, anmid the whistle of bullets. The
cars were away; the chase was hopeless. A quarter nminute nore, those snipers
left by Li Hoang woul d be picking off Cardona's squad, which had no shelter
ot her than the hedge.

There canme a | augh, challenging despite its waver, fromthe corner of
Zal | ock' s garage, which backed into the hedge. Crouched there, to ease his
crippl ed shoul der, The Shadow spotted the opening fire of the snipers. H's
| augh was for their benefit; to draw their next barrage in his direction

It came, that volley, bringing bullets that bit off rock chips fromthe



garage wall. Low, in a depression of the ground, The Shadow i nserted his own
shots, picking revolver spurts as targets. There were how s from across the
way. The sniping fire ceased

The lull gave sounds of scranbling marksmen, dashing off past houses
opposite. Cardona raised a shout; he and his squad started pursuit, to round
up
the routed snipers. The Shadow toned a final |augh, shaky in its nockery, as
he
rose painfully beside the wall.

Sounds of fleeing notors could be heard no | onger. Li Hoang was cl ear
Chun Laro with him Two nmen had vani shed with that departure: Lucius Zall ock
and Eric Bardsley. They would be heard from only when Li Hoang chose.

The Shadow had won a victory; but it brought no final conquest. Again, He
woul d have to seek the trail of Li Hoang; this time, with vanished victins as
an added quest.

CHAPTER XVI |
GATHERED LI NKS

"IN the Col den Pagoda -"

Those words, the last that Kevin had uttered, were a link to Li Hoang.
The
| aw knew of a CGol den Pagoda - this one that Kevin had reported seeing in the
wi ndow of a Chi nese shop

So did The Shadow. The pagoda, itself, was glittering on the polished
table in his sanctum but it did not provide the clue that The Shadow want ed.

Though hol |l ow, the pagoda contained nothing in its interior

Twent y-four hours had passed since the double abduction of Eric Bardsley
and Lucius Zallock. Wth his shoul der wound, The Shadow had been unable to
i nvestigate at Bardsley's apartnment. Cyde Burke had gone there, however, and
the reporter had supplied detailed information

Evidently Bardsl ey had put up a resistance agai nst his abductors. The
apartment was in disarray; many objects had been smashed, anong them an obl ong
box that contai ned one of Bardsley's inventions.

That particular item had been delivered to Police Conm ssioner \Wston
since it was obviously sonething that Bardsley valued. The Shadow expected to
viewit, later; for he intended a visit to the police comi ssioner's tonight.

The CGol den Pagoda!

There was a link nore inportant than the | aw supposed. The Shadow saw a
deeper neaning to the term He knew the ways of the Chinese; their use of
synmbol s to represent hidden secrets. In the present case, The Shadow saw a
| ogi cal answer, and a direct one.

The Gol den Pagoda on The Shadow s table was not the one meant in those
duplicate nmessages that Li Hoang had reclainmed at Zallock's. The real Col den
Pagoda was a place - the new headquarters where Li Hoang | urked!

That did not solve the problem Like The Shadow, the |aw knew that Li
Hoang had gone somewhere. It was his present location - not the nanme of it -
that mattered. But there was another link: the matter of the nmessages
t henmsel ves.

Sonehow, during the time that Li Hoang had first left Zallock's, the
Chi nese crime wi zard had dispatched those duplicate nmessages to Chi nat own,
where they had been distributed anong Chi nese who were menbers of his secret

clique.
The Chinese who had left their own district were not merely those who
feared Li Hoang. Menbers of the inner circle had gone, as well. It was

apparent, to The Shadow, that they had joined Li Hoang at the Col den Pagoda.
VWhere was the secret headquarters?
The | aw was [ ooking for one, in Chinatown, in the belief that Li Hoang



owned deeper, nore secret burrows than the lair which the police had raided.
| f
so, Li Hoang's friends had doubled their own trails, like their chief.

That theory did not suit The Shadow. He knew that Li Hoang had nerely
taken over a collection of forgotten cataconbs for his original hide-away.
There were no others that could prove suitable. Furthernore, Li Hoang had
needed to be in Chinatown while working his racketeer methods on Zallock. In
hi s new gane, that of holding Zallock for ransom Li Hoang would prefer to be
el sewhere

Those m ssing Chinese were inportant. The law was trying to trace them
but did not even know which were friends of Li Hoang. That, however, was one
poi nt on whi ch The Shadow had progressed. He, too, had friends in Chinatown,
of
a different sort than Li Hoang's.

A list lay on The Shadow s table. It had been compiled by Yat Soon, the
Chi nese arbiter, who worked for peace in that district. It told the names of
the men to seek.

The Shadow put away that |list as he clicked off the sanctum i ght.

LESS than an hour |ater, Comm ssioner Weston was interrupted in a
conference by the chance visit of his friend Kent Allard. Two persons were
with
Weston; both recogni zed the nane of Allard as that of a fampbus aviator. One,
Joe
Cardona, had met Kent Allard; the other, Myra Rel don, had not.

Allard entered. He was tall of build; his long features carried a
hawkl i ke
expression that suited a master of the skies. Hi s eyes had an interested
gl eam
when he was introduced to Myra Reldon. Allard had heard of the ganme girl who
worked with the F.B. 1.

In her own guise, Myra was quite different fromthe supposed M ng Dwan.
She had the |ight conplexion of a blonde, although her |arge eyes were
definitely brown. Her thin eyebrows were light in color; the fluff of her hair
was al nost auburn in the glow of the floor |anp.

Myra, in turn, noted that Kent Allard had a slight linp, that he carried
as the result of an airplane crash. She did not realize that the |linp was
faked. Nor did she suspect the reason why Allard hunched hinself to the right,
as he sat down. His right el bow took his weight, as it rested on the chair
arm

Kent Allard was favoring a wounded | eft shoul der, that he had received in
battl e one ni ght ago.

The shift al so passed Cardona's notice. The ace inspector, with all his
hunches, had never guessed that Kent Allard was The Shadow.

"This conference will interest you, Allard," announced Wston, "because
it
concerns Lucius Zallock, the airline owner. A ransomnote was received today
fromLi Hoang. He asks five nmillion dollars for the rel ease of Zall ock and
Bar dsl ey! "

Allard' s eyes showed interest.

"The note was mailed to Zallock's secretary, Shamp," expl ai ned Weston
"Apparently, Shanmp is to be used in some way as an intermedi ary. Governnent
i nvestigators are holding the message; but it gives no clue to Li Hoang's
wher eabout s. "

"I't was mailed fromhere in New York," put in Cardona, "but that doesn't
mean anyt hing. Li Hoang didn't only use Chinese; he had a lot of small-fry
racketeers working for him One of themcould have mailed it. Still, Li Hoang
may be in Chinatown."

Allard displayed mld surprise.



"I thought there was quite an exodus from Chi natown," he remarked. "In
fact, | supposed that nobst of Li Hoang's friends had left there."

Cardona produced a seven-page list of typewitten nanes. He passed it to
the visitor.

"Look that over,'

suggested Joe. "F.B.I. check-ups on Chinese who |eft
New

York. There's a hundred and twenty of them I'Il bet that not a dozen of the
| ot

bel ong to Li Hoang."

CARDONA' S estimate was rather close, although the ace had nerely hazarded
it. Allard studied the list, as if nmerely skinming it. He sniled as he
repeat ed
some of the curious nanes al oud. There were tines, though, when his gaze
actual Iy paused.

Those pauses cane when he saw nanes included on the list from Yat Soon

"I'f we'd only gotten hold of one of those nessages!"” growl ed Cardona. "W
figure Li Hoang sent a bunch of hoodluns into Chinatown, to distribute them
ri ght under our noses. | cornered one fellow who had one; that was Loo Look
t he Chinese silk merchant.”

"Tell Allard what Loo Look did with the nmessage," suggested Weston

"Loo Look ate it!" declared Cardona. "Chewed it up and swallowed it,

whil e
we were trying to grab hinm After that, he nmade a break for it.
"He was still in Chinatown, half an hour after that. W trapped himin a
phone booth and he tried to use it for a barricade. He made a fight, al
ri ght;

we had to shoot that booth to chunks, with Loo Look inside it!

"He was dead when we dragged himout. So he never tal ked; and there
wasn' t
anything on him Al that we found in the booth was sixty cents - two quarters
and a dime - that nust have dropped out of his pocket during the fight."

Allard was folding the list. His eyes were down-turned; no one saw their
sudden sparkle. Weston reached into a desk drawer, produced a sheet of paper
wi th Chinese characters.

"Here is a sanple of Li Hoang's nerve," announced the comm ssioner. "A
threat, directed against Mss Reldon. This sheet was actually posted in
Chi natown this afternoon! Mss Reldon can interpret it."

Myra took the paper placard.

"It is areward for ny capture," she said, seriously, "or, rather" - her
lips nmanaged a wan smile - "for the capture of Mng Dwan. Li Hoang offers
fifty
thousand dollars if | amdelivered to himalive. Half that sum if | am
br ought
in dead."

"That's a funny one," observed Cardona. "lI'd think it would say the sane,

dead or alive."

"You don't know the tortures that Li Hoang uses," explained Myra, "or the
evil delight that he obtains fromgiving them It is fortunate that | ama
governrent agent; otherwi se, there are persons who might actually try to
collect.”

"But how could any one deliver a prisoner to Li Hoang?" questioned
Vst on.

"No one knows where he has gone."

"Mere whispers in Chinatown would do it," replied Myra. "Those who knew
much about Li Hoang have left; but there are others, who know small bits
concerning him The grapevine tel egraph of the underworld is nothing, conpared
to the secret comunication system devised by Li Hoang.

"I could not fathomit, even in his own headquarters. Therefore, | am



confident that anything that happens in Chinatown will still reach Li Hoang,
provided that it is sufficiently inportant to be passed al ong."

ALLARD S right hand pressed the chair arm He arose; politely excused
hinself for interrupting the conference. He had an engagenent el sewhere; he
had
nerely dropped in to see Weston, so he said.

Once outside, Allard stepped into a waiting taxicab. He was whi sked away;
when that trip ended it was in a darkened nei ghborhood. The figure that |eft
the cab was cl oaked; invisible in the bl ackness.

Returned to his sanctum The Shadow consulted a | arge map beneath the
bluish light. Studying an area far northwest of New York City, The Shadow
pl aced colored pins into the map. Those pins represented the Chi nese who were
linked with Li Hoang. The Shadow was narking the places where they had | ast
been traced.

The pins were badly scattered. Roughly, there were a dozen areas on the
map that m ght have been a central area. The Shadow s hand used a col ored
pencil to trace rough circles. Those spheres were w dely separat ed.

But The Shadow s finger did not drop the task. It centered upon one
circle
of the dozen; rested there, while his other hand reached for a set of
ear phones.

A voi ce cane over the wre:

" Bur bank speaking."

"Consult |ong-distance rates," ordered The Shadow. "N ght rates, to the
foll ow ng towns."

After that, The Shadow spoke three nanes; all were towns in the linmted
circle that his finger touched. There was a pause; Burbank's voice replied:

"Night rates the same to all: Sixty cents.”
The Shadow s | augh canme in whispered tone, as he replaced t he earphones
upon the wall. He had joined another |ink; based upon the | oose change that

Cardona had found in Loo Look's tel ephone boot h.
That noney hadn't dropped fromthe battling Chinaman's pocket. Loo Look

had been ready with those coins, to put in a |long-distance call. He had wanted
to reach the vicinity where Li Hoang had established new headquarters, to pass
some nmessage while he still had opportunity.

That one circle represented the only sixty-cent zone anong the dozen
ar eas
t hat The Shadow had marked. Sonewhere within that |inited sphere, The Shadow
woul d find the Gol den Pagoda.

The Shadow reached for the earphones. He spoke new instructions across
t he
wire; word that Burbank was to pass to trusted agents, who could nake a
conpetent search of the right terrain.

The Shadow had found a new trail to Li Hoang.

CHAPTER XVI | |
THE FI NAL NI GHT

COW SSI ONER VEESTON had been rat her disappointed by Kent Allard s |ack of
interest in the case of Li Hoang. Weston regarded Allard as a man of
intellect,
whose flashes of inspiration mght prove valuable, if he concentrated them
upon
the solution of crine.

Weston was therefore pleased, the next day, when Allard dropped in at his
of fice, particularly when Allard brought up the nanes of Zallock and Bardsl ey.



It turned out, though, that Allard was concerned w th sonething other than
t hei r abducti on.

He wanted to see the doubl e-action propeller tube that the police had
found in Bardsley's apartnent.

ol igingly, Weston produced the shattered invention. He watched Allard
study the broken parts that he took fromthe smashed obl ong box.

"Whatever it was once, Allard," declared Wston, "it becane a Chi nese
puzzle after Li Hoang finished with it. W haven't bothered to put it
t oget her,
because of what Shanp said."

Allard' s gaze denoted inquiry.

"Shanp said it was twin brother to a perpetual -notion machine,"” expl ai ned
t he conm ssioner. "Bardsley nmay have been a genius once, but his present
i nventions are inpractical."

Allard fitted the box together. A slab fitted over an enpty space in the
bottom then cane the top of a tray-like drawer. Above that were clanps to
hol d
the propeller tube. He had the whole in place, was ready to close the box lid,
when the entire structure coll apsed. Weston smiled, as bits of nmetal rattled
on
the table.

"Make anything of it, Alard?"

"Yes." The reply was a cal mtoned one. "This invention explains the
ci rcunst ances surroundi ng Bardsley."

"You nean it proves that he was crazy?"

"Not that. It reveals why he di sappeared along with Zall ock."

West on shook his head.

"Poor theory, Allard," he declared. "I see what you are driving at. You
think that Li Hoang ki dnapped Bardsley in the hope that the inventor's ideas
were worth noney.

"That wasn't it at all." Inpatiently, Weston allowed Allard no chance for
further coorment. "The real answer is here: These photostatic copies of letters
that arrived today, along with another demand from Li Hoang."

Al lard received the photostats. They were letters from Bardsl ey and
Zal | ock, both pleading that the ransom noney be rai sed w thout delay. Wston
expl ained that the originals were in the hands of governnent agents.

"Li Hoang intends to get that five mllion," declared Weston. "He knows
that it can be raised, from Zallock's enterprises. He has therefore furnished
a
new t hreat.

"Unless his terns are met by tonorrow night, one of his two prisoners

will
die. Ho will continue his sane demand of five mllion dollars ransomfor the
survi vor.

"Since Zallock is the nmoney man, and his associates are willing to pay,
it
is easy to see that the death threat is neant for Bardsley. That explains why
he
was abducted along with Zallock."

Allard s |ips suppressed a smle. Weston's statenents fitted with the
very
fact that he had nentioned; nanely, that Bardsley's shattered invention held
t he
key to the inventor's di sappearance. Since Weston did not care to hear
Allard s
reasons, the visitor said no nore.

THAT evening, Kent Allard went to Chinatown, but not as hinself. He was



t he gui se of The Shadow, when he visited Yat Soon, the arbiter. In a secluded
room The Shadow showed Yat Soon a map, supplenmented by report sheets.

Yat Soon |istened, while The Shadow spoke in Chinese. The arbiter nodded
sol emml y.

"It can be done, Ying Ko," declared Yat Soon. "I shall supply the nman you
need. H s name is Quong Yang. He is good; but he can pose as one of evil. The
word will be given tonight."

IT was |l ate the next afternoon when Kent Allard chanced upon Conmi ssi oner

Weston at the Cobalt Club. In a quiet corner of the grill room the police
conmm ssi oner confessed his worrinment.

"A final threat canme fromLi Hoang," said Weston. "It was posted in New
York, like the previous letters. He means his threat of death."”

"Then why ignore it?" questioned Allard. "Wy not neet his terns?"

"It is out of nmy hands," replied Weston. "The F.B.1. has charge. They
still hope to crack the case, before mdnight, which is the tine limt."

"What gives themthat hope?"

"They think that Li Hoang will nake another nove. He has been totally
i gnored, and that may bother him | fear, though, that he neans his threat."

Weston | apsed into silence. Meditative, he did not hear Allard s next
query, until his friend repeated it:

"What of the girl - Mss Reldon? Has Li Hoang nmade any attenpt against
her ?"

West on shook his head.

"That was nerely a theatrical gesture by Li Hoang," opinioned the
conmi ssioner. "Myra Reldon is too well guarded to be captured. She is staying
at the Hotel Cosmopole, with fell ow operatives guarding her."

DUSK had settled when Kent Allard arrived at the Hotel Cosnopole. He
asked
to see Mss Reldon, and cane under the immedi ate surveillance of a watcher
stationed near the hotel desk. The clerk, after calling Myra's suite,
announced
that Allard could go upstairs.

Qutside the suite, another Fed halted the visitor. Myra opened the door
recogni zing Allard, she gave a nod. Allard was admitted, alone.

"You have cone fromthe police comm ssioner, | suppose,” said Mra,
bitterly. "I know that he agrees with me. Sonething nust be done tonight. But
nmy chief thinks different. No argunent will change him"

Al lard' s expression showed indifference. He drew an envel ope fromhis
pocket .

"This was given to nme," he remarked, quietly, "with the request that |
deliver it to you."

Myra opened the envelope. Allard had strolled to the wi ndow, but he was
wat ching her reflection in the pane. An amazed | ook swept the girl's face as
she read blue-inked lines, that faded as she finished them

That note was a nessage from The Shadow

Myra went into another room hurriedly packed a bag. Allard | ooked
frankly
puzzl ed when she returned; but since she was going out, he obligingly carried
her bag.

Myra spoke to the man on duty in the hall. She did the same with the
operative who stal ked the | obby.

"I shall be quite safe," she explained. "This is the fanous Kent Allard.
Tell the chief that he came for ne."

Qut si de, Myra beckoned Allard into a taxi. She told the driver to start
for Tinmes Square. As they rode, Myra said tersely:

"You can help me, M. Alard!"



"Hel p you?" Allard's tone suddenly took on sternness. "To go agai nst
or ders?"

"Not at all,"” replied Myra, with a firmsmle. "I shall not be
interfering
with the case by being abducted. That, technically, is an involuntary act."

Al l ard | ooked perpl exed. Hi s expression convinced Myra that he knew
not hi ng of the note's contents. The girl sinplified matters.

"I have brought my Chinese attire," she explained, nmotioning to the bag.
"I want sone place where | can change into it."

Al lard | eaned forward, gave an order to the taxi driver. He produced a
key
and handed it to Myra.

"The key to ny hotel suite," he said. "You are welconme to it. If you w sh
to comunicate with me later, call the Cobalt Club. After all" - Allard sniled
slightly, as he rested his right shoul der against the taxi w ndow - "I have
al ways enj oyed adventure. It is not ny duty to interfere with your desire for
it."

THE hotel suite where Allard lived was a pretentious one. Myra found it
deserted, as she wal ked through the |arge roons. She cane to a small dressing
room where lights were set beside a table with a mrror. It was perfect for
her purpose.

Speedily, Myra divested herself of American attire. Fromthe opened
sui tcase, she took a sponge and a bottle of yellow sh fluid. Seated before the
mrror, she spread the liquid over her hands and face and al ong her 1|i ght-hued
arnms and shoul ders.

Myra had not forgotten the incident of the torn dress. She turned her
back
to the mrror and | ooked over her shoul der, while she applied the dye to her
back. That awkward task finished, Myra began to dress in Chinese clothes.

Few of her garments were ones that she had used before. Her shoes and
stocki ngs were dark-green instead of black. So were her skirt and jacket;
their
silver enbroidery was tasteful, against the deep-olive cloth.

Myra adj usted her | oose sleeves, but left the silvery collar unbuckl ed
whi | e she applied her Chinese nmake-up

That was an art in itself. Myra rapidly conbed her hair straight, pressed
it tightly above her head. The fluffs gone, that hair seemed bl acki sh, like
t he
short hidden | ocks that she formed into a bang across her forehead.

Myra pencil ed her eyebrows; rouged her face to produce a hi gh-cheeked
appearance. Wth lipstick, she changed the contour of her nouth. She applied
tiny strips of transparent nmending tape to the outer corners of her eyes.
Drawi ng the strips upward, she pressed them agai nst her flesh, then creased
t hem

From roundi sh shape, those eyes had becone slanted in al nond fashion
Wth
mascara, Myra bl ackened her |ashes to match the eyebrows above them Her own
face no longer viewed her fromthe mrror. It was the countenance of M ng Dwan
that craftily watched Myra Rel don buckl e the silver-enbroidered collar

There was an excellent route outside Allard's suite. It led down by a
fire
tower to a side street, where waiting taxicabs occupied a line. Wth quick
paces, Myra reached the first cab; entered it before the driver noticed her
I nsi de, she spoke an address in English

That driver gawked when he saw his passenger step fromthe cab, outside
an
antique shop not far from Chinatown. Myra paid her fare w thout a word.
Hurryi ng



into the darkened shop, she watched the cab roll away.

VWen it was gone, Myra knocked at an inner door. A hoarse, whispered
Voi ce
ordered her to enter.

A shrewd-faced Chi naman was waiting in the gloomy inner room Mra
recogni zed himas Quong Yang. She had seen him before, with Chun Laro; but
never with Li Hoang. Quong Yang had not bel onged to the secret inner circle;
but, evidently, he had been regarded as a candi date.

Wth Quong Yang was a tall, husky hoodl umwho wore a thick oversize
sweater. H's cap was pulled down across one eye; it partly shaded a livid scar
that formed a welt upon his roughened cheek. Quong Yang introduced the tough
as
"Spi ke" Calloy. Then, in his native tongue, the Chinaman questioned, shrewdly:

"You are ready, M ng Dwan?"

"I amready."

Quong Yang unbolted a rear door, notioned the others into an alley. He
hel ped Myra into the back seat of an old sedan that was parked outside. Spike
clanbered in the front and took the wheel.

They rode westward, skirting Chinatown, to the entrance of the Holl and
Tunnel . While the car was shooting through the tube beneath the Hudson River,
Myra asked their next destination.

In English, Quong Yang replied:

"Newar k Airport."

CHAPTER XI X
THE M DNI GHT STROKE

AN autogiro was thrumm ng through the noonlit sky. Myra Rel don was a
silent passenger, calmin her guise of Mng Dnan. Earlier, she had suffered
qgual ns; but now t hey were ended.

Instructions from The Shadow had told her nerely to neet Quong Yang; to
trust himand any persons that were with him Despite that assurance, Myra had
been m strustful of Quong Yang; and his Anmerican pal, Spike Calloy, was not
t he
sort to | essen her apprehensions.

That had changed when they reached Newark Airport. Sight of the autogiro
seened proof of The Shadow s preparations, for Myra knew that the giro was the
type of craft he used. The stolid pilot, too, was a factor. He was a
st eady-goi ng sort, who | ooked |ike one of The Shadow s agents.

Myra was seated besi de Quong Yang. Spi ke was behind them The scar-faced
American | eaned forward, grunted, and nudged his thunb toward the w ndow on
Mra's side.

The girl peered bel ow, while Quong Yang craned across to get the sane
Vi ew.

Bel ow, the noonlight showed wooded hillsides, with snmooth cl eared
pat ches.

Myra saw one stretch, where an old hotel was situated on the slope. Near it
wer e
other buildings; then a stretch of woods. Spi ke was pointing farther

Myra observed a structure that |ooked Iike an observation tower, placed
on
the brow of a hill. An instant |ater, she nmade out its shape nore clearly.
That
tower was roofed in slanted fashion; and edges of under-roofs projected at
| ower |evels. The topnost surface caught the noonlight's glint; gleamed with a
gi | ded hue.

The tower was a pagoda; its roof was of gold!

The Gol den Pagoda!



Myra thought of Li Hoang. This fitted his subtle ways. Li Hoang comnbi ned
the obvious with the incredible. No one would ever have believed that his
ol den Pagoda actually existed, within a hundred-odd niles of New York.

No one, except The Shadow.

Here, in Anerica, Li Hoang had found an old hotel - once popul ar, now
forgotten. Some former proprietor had used his inmagination, when that hotel
was
inits heyday. He had built an annex of an unusual sort: a building shaped
li ke
a pagoda.

Li Hoang had purchased the whole property. Letting the hotel remain
negl ected, he had renodel ed the pagoda. Roofed with gold, he had kept the
structure for his future abode, during his reign in Chinatown.

In a sense, Li Hoang had transplanted a bit of China in a different |and.
That pagoda had becone the new domain where the Oriental crinme-master dwelt
with those whom he had chosen for his inner circle.

THE autogiro had ceased its thrumm Its pilot had picked a patch of clear
land in a woods, not far fromthe pagoda. Descending silently, the ship
foll owed the stream of moonlight, to make a perfect landing in the isolated

cl earing.

The passengers di sembarked. The notor throbbed anew. Taking a short
forward roll, the autogiro started a steep clinb, to wing its way above the
trees.

Quong Yang let Spike lead the way with a flashlight. After a half nile
al ong a path through the woods, a clearing showed ahead. Then

"Your hands behind you," said Quong Yang. "You nust come as a prisoner
M ng Dwan."

Myra conplied. Quong Yang bound her wists. He drew a sil k handkerchi ef
bet ween her teeth and knotted it into a tight gag. Roughly, he pushed Myra
forward. Spi ke produced a revol ver, jabbed it hard against the girl's back
Quong Yang | ed the way.

Ahead | oonmed the pagoda; its five-storied bul k | ooked huge. It was dark
gl oony, its golden roof hidden when viewed fromthe ground. A door showed in
the near side of the four-walled structure.

Quong Yang approached. He did not need to knock. The door opened; two
brawny Mngols glared froma dimy |ighted passage. They recogni zed M ng Dwan.

"I have cone to see Chun Laro," spoke Quong Yang, in Chinese. "Tell him
that Quong Yang is here, to claimthe reward that his nmaster, Li Hoang, has
offered.”

A third Mongol appeared; he took the nmessage and departed. Soon, there
were ot her footsteps. The snaky-eyed face of Chun Laro peered from an inner
doorway. Recogni zi ng Quong Yang, the |ieutenant beckoned.

Mongol s stepped out to surround the arrivals. In order, Quong Yang, Mra,
finally Spike, went filing through the doorway. Spike put his gun away. Quong
Yang i ntroduced himto Chun Laro.

Myra heard a vol ubl e expl anation in Chinese. Spike Calloy, it appeared,
had tricked her, by prom sing news of Li Hoang. Lured to a trap, M ng Dwan had
encount ered Quong Yang. Aided by Spike, the Chinaman had conpl eted the
capt ure.

Chun Laro heard all that, w thout objection. He put a question of a
different sort; one that gave Myra nonentary worry. Chun Laro wanted to know
how Quong Yang had found the CGol den Pagoda.

Quong Yang had the best of answers.

He produced a note, inscribed in Chinese, with the signature of Loo Look.
That note was forged, but Chun Laro did not guess it.

"Loo Look received his nessage," confided Quong Yang, "and destroyed it.
He cane to ne, his friend, hoping that | could reach here, if he failed.
Shortly afterward, Loo Look was slain."



Chun Laro nodded. It was evident that the news of Loo Look's death had
been grapevined to the pagoda. There was an odd glitter, though, to Chun
Laro's
snaky eyes. Quong Yang saw it; he furnished an answer before Chun Laro put the
guesti on.

"Loo Look had a message," stated Quong Yang. "One of great inportance to
Li Hoang."

THAT satisfied Chun Laro. He |led the way through the inner doorway, to a
steep flight of stairs. The group ascended, story after story.

The stairs narrowed with each flight; but always they angl ed around a
square central wall, that was |like a four-sided chimey, in the mddle of the
pagoda. Each floor produced |evel passages around that center block. On the
outer side, closed doors marked the entrances to roomns.

On the fourth floor, Chun Laro halted before the final stairway that |ed
to the fifth floor. He told Quong Yang to wait. Armed guards stood by, while
Chun Laro ascended the last flight. He was carrying a report to Li Hoang.

That wait carried oppressive chills for Myra. They had penetrated far
t oo
far, perhaps. She wondered how much she coul d depend upon Quong Yang. So far
he
had done all The Shadow wanted; with M ng Dwan as the bait, he had actually
reached Li Hoang's headquarters.

But had the web closed too tight?

Quong Yang seened to be considering that, for his shrewd face was very
sol emn. Myra saw him gl ance at Spi ke Calloy; he was apparently cal cul ati ng how
much Spi ke could aid him

Per haps Quong Yang was thi nking other things. He might be counting the
profit that would be his, if he betrayed The Shadow s trust and let Li Hoang
keep M ng Dwan.

Such doubt horrified Myra. Wth all her grit, she could not conceal the
dread that she felt. Quong Yang saw her face quiver; his snmle was narrow
Spi ke added a chuckle of ugly pleasure. There were grins fromthe Mngo
guards.

M ng Dwan was showi ng fear - real fear

That state of fright hel ped, and Myra suddenly realized it. It could be a
part of The Shadow s gane to deceive Li Hoang.

But where was The Shadow?

Myra stared at Quong Yang, as she asked herself that question. She tried
to picture himas The Shadow, cleverly disguised, |ike herself. Inwardly, the
possibility gave her courage; she strived to increase that belief.

Chun Laro returned. He placed a nmessage in the hand of Quong Yang. The
note was in Chinese characters; it bore the signature of Li Hoang. Cagily,
Quong Yang read it. Hi s eyes becane shrewd.

"Tell Li Hoang that | shall talk of other matters later," declared Quong
Yang, in Chinese. "The nessage that Loo Look gave ne, can wait. First, | rmust
receive the reward for bringing Mng Dwan here."

IT was a clever statement by Quong Yang. It smacked of The Shadow s
nmet hod. But Myra was not sure whether the answer was the Chinaman's own
i nvention, or merely one with which The Shadow had provi ded him

Emer genci es were usually foreseen by The Shadow.

An evil flash was present in Chun Laro's eyes. He was snakier than ever,
and did not conceal it. Turning to the central wall, Chun Laro pressed both
hands there. As he drew his arnms apart, his finger slid back narrow panels, to
reveal panes of thick glass.

Chun Laro pointed; the others stared.

Each pane was the wi ndow of a tiny cell, each roomno nore than three



f eet

square. Dimlights showed a prisoner in each cell. Lucius Zallock was huddl ed
in
one; Eric Bardsley in the other. Both | ooked doped.

As Chun Laro pressed the panels shut, Myra could see that the cell lights

snapped of f.

"You have seen," warned Chun Laro, in Chinese. "That is where Li Hoang
pl aces those who di spl ease him Renenber that, Quong Yang!"

Quong Yang nodded. Chun Laro turned to Spi ke Calloy, to repeat the
comment
in English. Spike's thick lips delivered a grin, as ugly as the scar upon his
cheek.

"CGood stuff!" he approved. "Only why tell us? We figure Li Hoang is a
right guy. We're with him™"

Chun Laro turned to Quong Yang, announced abruptly:

"I shall take your message to Li Hoang."

Long m nutes dragged while Chun Laro was gone. Myra sensed that it nust
be
close to mdnight, the hour when one prisoner was to die. Myra shuddered, as
she
gazed at the cl osed panel s.

Footsteps fromthe stairs. Chun Laro appeared; beckoned the group upward.
Hermed by yel |l owfaced guards, they ascended the last flight. At the top, a
hangi ng curtain stopped their progress.

Chun Laro notioned Quong Yang aside, so that Myra coul d pass through
t hen
ordered Quong Yang to follow. He stretched his arm to bar Spike Call oy.

"Only those of China may enter," stated Chun Laro, "unless they cone as
prisoners. You can watch fromthe curtain; that is all."

Chun Laro entered the room |eaving Spi ke huddl ed between a trio of
wat chf ul guards. Through the hal f-drawn curtains, Spike could view the scene
wi t hin. Quong Yang and the captive M ng Dwan were al ready notionl ess.

This was a throne room nore splendid than the one in Chinatown. Tufted
rugs were thick. Tapestries of crinmson, silver and gold, bedecked the walls. A
dragon throne rested upon a low platform with its bejewel ed eyes, it seened a
gol den nonster.

Li Hoang was seated on that throne. He was resplendent in his purple
r obe;
hi s mustached face was evil in the wavery light of flamng |anp-Ilike torches.

Li Hoang beckoned to Chun Laro. The snaki sh |ieutenant picked up a netal
sl edge, drove the hanmer agai nst a mammoth gong of brass. The clang produced a
deafening tone, that carried to the |lower floors of the CGol den Pagoda.

Rever berati ng echoes brought back the sound in dimnishing waves. It was
the stroke of mdnight - the tinme that Li Hoang had chosen as an hour of doon

CHAPTER XX
THE LAST DECREE

SLI TTED eyes were fixed, as Li Hoang spoke. His cold, terse tone carried
words that Spike could understand, for Li Hoang spoke in English, though he
faced Quong Yang.

"You have brought another prisoner," approved Li Hoang. "That is
excellent! | need one, in place of a captive who shall die tonight!"

Unbl i nki ng eyes glistened as they fixed upon M ng Dwan. The girl felt the
scrutiny of that evil gaze. Li Hoang was surveying her Chinese garb; studying
her made-up face.

"Eric Bardsley shall perish!" pronounced Li Hoang. "You will occupy his
cell. Deprived of your false trappings, with that yell ow stain washed cl ear



you will be M ng Dwan no | onger

"My new prisoner"” - Li Hoang's |lips were venonous - "will be Myra Rel don
a better hostage than Eric Bardsley! Wen | announce the tortures that you are
to suffer here, nmy threats will no | onger be ignored!"

From beside him Li Hoang drew a heavy bag; he flung it to the floor
where it clinked with the sound of gold.

"Your reward, Quong Yang."

Eagerly, Quong Yang pounced upon the bag. Myra's lips tightened. She
coul d
not tell whether Quong Yang's elation was real, or nerely pretended.

Li Hoang pointed across the throne room The bag clutched in his arns,
Quong Yang turned, Myra with him Chun Laro advanced to the indicated wall,
laid his hands upon two | evers, that were | ocated side by side.

"On the left is Zallock's cell,"” spoke Li Hoang. "Bardsley's on the
ri ght.

Be ready, Chun Laro -

It came with dramatic swi ftness - a sweep of Li Hoang's right hand, in
t hat downward gesture that nmeant doom Chun Laro pulled the |ever on the
ri ght.

Myra shivered, as she saw the deed. Chun Laro stooped to the floor
rai sed
trapdoors that were fashioned in the designs of the rugs. Myra saw gl ass
pl anes
in the floor. They showed the cells, from above.

In the cell on the left, Lucius Zallock still huddled in stupor

The cell on the right was enpty. Its floor was a bl ackened void. The tug
of the lever had rel eased that floor, |eaving no space for any occupant to
cling.

In keeping with his pronouncenent, Li Hoang had di sposed of Eric
Bar dsl ey.

A SURGE of nmdness swept Myra. The Shadow had sent her here to forestal
doom instead, it had been delivered. The fault lay with Quong Yang. H s
eagerness for gold had nade him forget his purpose.

Myra chewed at the silken gag between her teeth. She could not |oosen it;
but her expression was denunci ation of Quong Yang. In her fury, Mra forgot
that Li Hoang was watching, master of this scene.

A chortle fromthe throne.

Quong Yang turned. Li Hoang's finger pointed its accusation, while his
hard |ips smled beneath his unyielding eyes. Chun Laro, pouncing forward,
thrust a gun agai nst Quong Yang's ribs.

"The gane is ended, Ying Ko," sneered Li Hoang. "I foresaw that none but
you - The Shadow - would venture here."

Evil eyes turned toward the doorway. To the outside guards, Li Hoang
sai d:

"Bring in the other!"

The "other" was Spi ke Calloy. Mngols turned to prod the scar-faced
fell ow
with their guns. Those nmuzzles never pressed. Wth a swift twi st, Spike opened
an anmazi ng conbat .

Hi s tough fist pounded the jaw of the nearest guard. His free hand
whi pped
the curtain fromthe doorway, flung the drape across the head and shoul ders of
a
second foeman. As a third tried to fire his revolver, Spike bow ed hi mover
with
a head thrust.

There was a cry as the Mongol went backward down the steep stairs. Amd



the thunmps of that falling body came the fierce mirth of a strident,
chal l engi ng laugh - fromthe Iips of Spike Call oy!

The supposed thug was The Shadow

He had chosen that guise because he knew that Li Hoang, |ike Myra, would
pi ck Quong Yang as The Shadow. As Spi ke, The Shadow had been an
al nost-forgotten onl ooker. Wth sudden battle, he had elimnated Li Hoang's
cordon of protecting Mngol s.

ON the top step, past the doorway, The Shadow was | osing his disguise of
Spi ke Calloy. Wth a quick notion, he peeled the heavy sweater from his head
and shoul ders. The folds of a black cloak dropped | oose, to shroud its owner
As he sprang forward into the throne room The Shadow tugged a slouch hat from
beneat h the back of his cloak collar

As he planted that hat upon his head, his other hand whi pped fromthe
cloak front, bringing an automatic. The Shadow ai med that gun for Li Hoang.

The Shadow i gnored Chun Laro. He had left the |lieutenant to Quong Yang.
Chun Laro had turned about at the sound of battle in the hall. Quong Yang had
taken that opportunity to pounce upon the snaky fellow. He had wested away
Chun Laro's gun

But Chun Laro was not through.

Just as The Shadow ai med for Li Hoang, Chun Laro, diving |low and hard,
caught The Shadow s ankle and tripped the cloaked fighter. The Shadow stunbl ed
toward the throne.

Quong Yang fired. His bullets found Chun Laro, but they did not seemto
drop him Chun Laro was on his feet again, grappling with Quong Yang. The
Shadow s friend was fully occupied, trying to beat down his withing opponent.

Myra, hel pless in her bonds, had taken to a corner. She saw The Shadow
rally fromhis stagger, alnost at the dragon throne. Li Hoang was up fromt hat
hi gh seat, a long knife drawn fromthe folds of his purple robe. H's fist
slithered the bl ade straight toward The Shadow s heart.

A war di ng hand j abbed upward. The Shadow s gun cl anged the knife. The
thrust went wide; but Li Hoang's fingers were rapid in their clutch for The
Shadow s t hroat.

Two fighters were | ocked. Black cloak and purple robe were a twi sted
nass,
as The Shadow worked to shake off Li Hoang's hold. They occupied the center of
the throne room for Quong Yang and Chun Laro had rolled to a spot beyond the
dragon seat.

The central fighters becane rigid. Slowy, The Shadow was offsetting the
tenacity of Li Hoang. One minute |longer, victory would be The Shadow s.

Then, fromthe stairway, Myra heard a clatter that seemed to end al
hope.

Men were com ng, a pack of them their voices could be heard in wild babble.
Li
Hoang made a last, fierce effort to restrain The Shadow. It sufficed.

In fromthe door canme a dozen nen in Chinese robes; sonme with revolvers,
others with knives, a few unarmed. They were the Chi namen who fornmed Li
Hoang' s
inner circle; wanted by the law, they lived here, in the refuge of the Col den
Pagoda.

Behi nd them were supporters - downstairs guards who had foll owed them up
fromapartments on the |l ower floors. Here were odds that even The Shadow coul d
not of fset.

Weapons were ready in eager hands, for the finish of The Shadow s
struggl e
with Li Hoang. The Shadow could no |onger afford to slay his form dable foe.
Alive, Li Hoang was a shield; dead, he would be disregarded by vengef ul
Chi nese.



RECOGNI ZI NG The Shadow s dil emma, Li Hoang tried to wench hinsel f away.
Myra's breath cane hard, through the silk gag. Seconds nore, and Li Hoang
woul d
be free, |eaving The Shadow an open target agai nst the dragon throne.

Hi s throat no | onger gripped, The Shadow uttered a defiant |augh. Li
Hoang
was in front of him straining to get |oose. The Shadow s right hand lost its
clutch; as Li Hoang bobbed forward, The Shadow grabbed for the only hold that
remai ned; the plume of the roundi sh cap

The headgear canme away. Rel eased, Li Hoang lurched toward his own
followers. Myra's eyes went shut; she did not want to see the death that
seened
certain for The Shadow. Her ears expected the roar of gunfire.

That devastating sound did not cone. |Instead, Myra heard The Shadow s
| augh again. Its tone echoed with sardonic nockery. Myra's eyes canme open

There stood The Shadow. His left hand held a | owered automatic; his right
hand was extended. In that right fist, he clutched Li Hoang's round hat.

A yel |l ow obj ect dangled fromthe hat, turned so that newconers could vi ew
it.

That object was the face of Li Hoang!

Renenbering those slitted eyes that never blinked, Myra could partly
understand that Li Hoang's face had been a fal se one. But there was one
feature
that made that seem i npossible. Li Hoang's lips, his chin, were never fixed.
Al ways, they had shown expression, to offset the imobile | ook of his upper
face.

The mask that The Shadow hel d expl ai ned that one perplexing fact.

The bottom of the mask was cut away at the center, as if a portion had
been bitten fromit. The space had let the wearer's own lips show, with the
chin beneath them so that he could speak with the sane freedom as when
unmasked.

Such a mask, if ordinary, would have shown its edges beside the wearer's
lips. But the mask of Li Hoang was not ordinary. Fixed to its was that |ong,
down- curvi ng mustache, that had done nore than give Li Hoang an insidious
expr essi on.

The bl ack mustache had hi dden the curving stretches where the mask ended!

Li Hoang was no |l onger Li Hoang. Myra saw the hal f-huddl ed figure in
purpl e; she observed a grayish face, narrow, topped by shaggy hair. Only the
chin and lower lip were stained with yellow. Mra knew that face from
phot ogr aphs.

The face of a man that the | aw sought to aid; a person whose death had
supposedly occurred in this very pagoda, only a few m nutes before.

That man in purple - the false Li Hoang - was the inventor, Eric
Bar dsl ey!

Li Hoang had decreed the death of The Shadow, but that verdict had been
reversed. Li Hoang's decree was nil

I nst ead, The Shadow had ended t he masquerade of Eric Bardsley, alias Li
Hoang

CHAPTER XXI
CRIME'S CLI MAX

MYRA RELDON understood the gane. Eric Bardsley, considering hinself
responsi ble for the wealth gained by Lucius Zallock, had chosen this neans to
acquire nmllions.

He had revived the | egend of Li Hoang, superman of crime in China. The
real Li Hoang was probably dead; but Bardsley had brought himback to life. He



had passed hinself as Li Hoang, using the |avish nmeasures for which the latter
was faned.

Chun Laro, alone, had known Bardsley's secret. He had aided in the
del udi ng of other foll owers, who woul d never have | eagued thenselves with an
i mpostor, had they known it.

The Shadow had seen the clue to the inposition; although Myra had m ssed
it.

The fal se Li Hoang al ways spoke in English

That was no nere quirk. Bardsley |acked one ability. He could not speak
nor understand Chi nese. That was why Chun Laro had usually been on hand, to
gi ve orders and make conments. The pretended Li Hoang had needed the
|'i eut enant
as an interpreter.

Myra remenbered Li Hoang's nurder of the Mongol guard who had been found
in Harry's pit. That event had substantiated The Shadow s inpression that Li
Hoang was no Chi naman

The guard had tried to tell facts. Li Hoang had m staken his words for
pl eas. Li Hoang had slain the man before The Shadow s eyes. Unwittingly, Li
Hoang had betrayed his part as an inpostor. The Shadow, know ng the Chinese
tongue, had understood the statements that Li Hoang had so unw sely cut short.

Myra realized nore. Knowi ng Li Hoang to be no Chinaman, The Shadow had
| ater placed himas Bardsley, through the visit of Li Hoang to Zall ock's
mansi on. |t had been nysterious, the way Li Hoang had slipped through
Zal | ock' s
cordon of servants. It was puzzling no | onger

Bardsl ey, already adnmitted to the house, had been left alone in a front
roomon the second floor. He had put on the robe and mask of Li Hoang, to
nmur der Kevin. Wile Zallock and Shanp stayed rooted in the study, Bardsley had
put away his Chinese outfit. He had left, later, still as Bardsley.

Myra di dn't understand how Bardsl ey had smuggl ed mask and attire in and
out of Zallock's honme. She supposed, though, that The Shadow had the answer;
and she was right.

This very afternoon, The Shadow had studi ed the smashed box that
cont ai ned
the remains of Bardsley's freak invention. He had noted its deep bottom with
a
sl ab above. That holl ow space had carried the nmask and robe of Li Hoang.

WORKI NG on the theory that Bardsley had faked his own abduction; The
Shadow had scheduled this bold trip to the Gol den Pagoda. As Spi ke, The Shadow
had seen Bardsley in a cell. Finding Li Hoang in the throne roomlater, he
knew
that the naster-crook had merely conme up through the floor

The Shadow had |l et the pretended Li Hoang go through with the travesty of
Bardsl ey's death. That finished, he had been ready for his own nove, when Myra
had forced the action by her angry gestures to Quong Yang.

Al through his struggle with Bardsl ey, The Shadow had been dependi ng
upon
this climx: when the false Li Hoang would no |l onger rule his followers. That
was acconpl i shed; The Shadow had nerely to clinch the issue.

"You may choose,"” The Shadow tol d the robed onl ookers, "between the false

and real! Serve which you will: Li Hoang, the inpostor; or Ying Ko, The
Shadow! "

The Shadow s speech was in Chinese. Bardsley could not even understand
t he
words. He was powerless to offer persuasion of his own. There was a man,
t hough,
who could still speak for him

Chun Laro, sprawl ed dying on the floor, raised his livid face. In



Chi nese,
he mouthed a wild cry for action

"Fight for Li Hoang!" spat Chun Laro. "He can still be your | eader
agai nst Ying Ko -"

The shout ended with a spasm Chun Laro was dead. The Shadow s | augh
t oned
a fierce challenge. H s left hand raised its gun; his right produced a second
weapon. The Shadow wheel ed in one direction, Bardsley sprang in another, as
t he
attack cane

Robed Chi nese and Mngol followers had chosen. Some raised the shout of
Li
Hoang; others declared for Ying Ko; Myra saw the spurts of guns, the flash of
whi zzi ng knives, as she rolled to safety behind the dragon throne.

The Shadow was in the center of the fray, his guns sledging hard, when a
purpl e-robed fighter withed free and reached the front wall. It was Bardsley;
his upper face his own, but his lips the evil features of Li Hoang.

Bar dsl ey saw The Shadow wardi ng off two foenmen. Wth his right hand,
Bardsl ey ained a revolver; his left gripped the second | ever on the wall. He
was i ntent upon double rmurder: to drill The Shadow with a bullet, while he
pulled the trap that would drop Lucius Zallock to doom

Ei ther deed was possible at that noment. The acconplishnment of both was
not. Hs efforts divided, Bardsley |ost one valuable second. The Shadow s eyes
were turning toward hin a gun followed the eye turn.

The automatic spoke. Bardsley fired; but his hand was dropping. The
Shadow
had jolted himwith a bullet in the arm The tw st that Bardsley took carried
himfromthe wall. The inpact fromthe slug had jerked his left hand free of
the | ever.

The Shadow did not fire again. Wth Bardsley's stagger, fighters who had
joined The Shadow s cause pounced for the faltering formof the fal se Li
Hoang
Revol vers spouted; a knife blade fl ashed.

Eric Bardsl ey was snothered by an aval anche of robes. He was dead when he
struck the floor.

CRIES of "Ying Ko!" resounded; those who had shouted for Li Hoang were
stilled. Voices ended, though, when The Shadow spoke. He had a mandate for
these forner followers of Li Hoang. They had dealt in evil; they nust
surrender
to the | aw

There were nutters that rose to open nmutiny. Fronting Li Hoang's throne,
The Shadow stood with | evel ed guns. Wether or not he would have quelled that
rebellion without the need of gunfire, Myra never |earned.

Bef ore a single Chinaman could nerve hinmself to attack Ying Ko, there was
commotion at the doorway. The Chinese turned to face a bristle of guns. Agents
of The Shadow had forced their way into the Gol den Pagoda, to aid their chief.

Di sarned Chinese went filing down the stairs. The Shadow rel eased Myra's

bound wrists; renoved the gag that she still wore. He gave instructions; Mra
nodded. When she left, Quong Yang went wth her
They found the door to Zallock's cell; rel eased the hel pl ess prisoner

Wth Quong Yang supporting, Myra guided Zallock down the stairs. Fromthe
bott om doorway, Myra saw marchi ng Chinese in the noonlight. The Shadow s

agents
were taking themto the nearest town.
There, F.B.l. operatives were waiting, on a tip supposedly received from

Myra. After they had disposed of the prisoners, it would be Myra's duty to
| ead
the F.B.1. squad to the CGol den Pagoda.



VWhen they returned, The Shadow woul d be gone. Myra heard the |augh that
toned fromthe stairway behind her; she knew that it betokened The Shadow s
com ng departure. It was weird, that mrth; chilling, lingering in its echoes.

VWi spering walls held the laugh, repeated it, nore vividly than they had
echoed the clang of the brazen gong.

The might of The Shadow stood triunphant; it had replaced the power of Li
Hoang.

THE END



