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A crime enperor of the future is buried with his vicious exploits of the
past --by The Shadow

CHAPTER |
CRI ME' S CHANCE

The banquet was over. Affable nen in evening clothes were strolling out
into the hotel |obby, shaking hands as they said good night. Not a |arge
crowmd, but they represented wealth. That was one reason why they had banqueted
at this hotel, the swankiest in Denver

Alittle group remained at the door of the banquet room Center of the
cluster was a wheezy, stoopish nan whose frail body seened ill-proportioned,
especially to the ol d-fashioned dress suit that he was weari ng.

He had the eye, the air of a fanatic. H s voice rose to a hoarse pitch
as qui et-mannered nen tried to hunmor him

"You are all crazy, here in Denver!" wheezed the frail man. "I tell you
that nmy invention was not at fault! Atnospheric conditions ruined the
denonstration!"

"We understand, Lanyon." Someone clapped a friendly hand upon the frai
man' s shoul ders. "But you'd better try it elsewhere. Afterward, we nay be
interested.”

"That's right," urged another of the group. "You're tired, Lanyon.
Over-strained. You' d better go up to your room Don't forget that you're
| eaving on the midnight limted."

They conducted the frail nman to an elevator. Once he was aboard, with the
door shut behind him the nenbers of the group showed relief. Their handshakes
were a formof congratulation, as they parted in the | obby.

A hotel guest, standing near the desk, had observed the scene. He turned
to question the clerk:

"Who was the old nut?"

"Harvey Lanyon," replied the clerk, with a grin. "Calls hinself the
Rai nmaker. Thi nks that a machine he's invented will end droughts. But he
hasn't been able to sell the idea."

Four nmen were lugging a bul ky burden fromthe banquet room out through a
si de door of the |obby. The object |ooked like a |arge aquarium for it was
obl ong-shaped and its sides were |arge panes of gl ass.

The clerk pointed out that the glass walls were mi sty on the inside.
"That's all old Lanyon ever gets," he chuckled. "A lot of fog. No wonder he's
foggy in the bean! Unless he's a fake, which sone people claimhe is."

"I'f he gets fog, though,"” remarked the guest, "naybe he can bring rain.
What's his system anyway?"

"He explodes sone little puffballs inside the glass box," explained the
clerk. "He says that if an aviator dropped a lot of big ones a couple of miles
up, they would produce clouds, and that would nean rain."

A tall man, immaculate in well-fitted evening clothes, had strolled from
t he banquet room He paused to light a cigarette, while he watched a crew put
Lanyon's rain denonstrator aboard a truck

There was sonet hi ng hawkl i ke about the tall nman's features, that went
with the keenness of his gaze. H s face, however, was inpassive as he stepped
toward an elevator. It had the inflexible nmold of a stony Aztec god. "Kent
Allard," identified the clerk, in a whisper. "The fampbus aviator!" They say he
just happened to stop off in Denver during a transcontinental hop." But 1've
got a hunch he wanted to get a | ook at Lanyon's goofy invention."



HGHin a tenth-floor room frail Harvey Lanyon was staring froma
wi ndow, glowering at the fanous "m | e-high" tower patterned after the
canpanile in Venice. That sight didn't nake Lanyon feel any better. It sinply
made himnutter again his argument regardi ng atnospheric pressure. After all,
Denver had an altitude of approximately one nmile above sea | evel. Maybe that
was why his tiny puffballs had produced nothing nore than m st inside the
gl ass box.

Lanyon was forgetting argunents that he had used in other cities. In
Gal veston, he had blanmed salt air fromthe Gulf of Mexico. In Tulsa, he had
said that the experinment had been made too soon after a settling dust storm

Why coul dn't these Denver financiers recognize the truth? Lanyon's device
certainly produced fog. In turn, fog nmeant clouds. From cl ouds woul d cone
rain.

Still scowing, Lanyon remenbered the midnight limted. He began to pack
his suitcase. In it, he placed a metal box | arge enough that it could have
hel d three volunes of an encycl opedia. That box was | oaded with a few dozen of
the inventor's precious puffballs.

There was a sucking sound froma corner of the room Lanyon didn't notice
it, nor did he observe what happened along the floor. Particles of dust
stirring; they whisked into a hole drilled in the baseboard.

Nor did Lanyon recognize that this roomwas tight-closed, the | ocks of
the wi ndows janmmed in place; edges of carpet were poked tight beneath two
doors--one leading to the corridor, the other to a connecting room

A vacuum devi ce was sucking away air. It's suction was strong enough to
overcome any air that mght enter through keyhol es and small er apertures.

As Lanyon started to close the suitcase, he felt his head swm He
steadi ed hinsel f against a chair. He thought it was just another of the
si ckening spells that he had experienced, |ike many persons unused to the high
altitude of Denver.

This time, there was an added cause. The suction pipe was thinning
at nosphere that was already too rare to suit Harvey Lanyon.

The "Rai nnaker's" ears were thrumm ng, but his hearing remined acute.
Despite the vertigo that gripped him he suddenly tilted his head. He was
hearing a sound that he could actually notice, for he renenbered it fromtwice
bef ore.

Once in Glveston; again in Tulsa; the nuffled buzz of a wireless set,
some where close by; signals comng through in a in a code that made no sense.
Lanyon knew Morse, and he recogni zed that the call nust be a secret nessage,

i ke the others had been

Head tilted | ower, Lanyon listened for the signature. There it was! The
same that he had previously heard, but quite as nysterious as the nessage. For
the signature wasn't even a nane. It was just a curious succession of dashes
and dots, that came in uniform procession

Two dashes--three dots--two dashes--three dots--two dashes--three
dot s--two dashes.

Harvey Lanyon lifted his head, gripped by instinctive alarm Crawy
wi ggl es of black cane before his eyes. The room was spi nning; so were the
lights of Denver, shining, through the wi ndow Then came a click; a puff of
reviving air. Viselike arms caught Lanyon, settled himin a chair.

Lanyon steadied, to recognize Kent Allard. The tall, hawk-faced rescuer
had come through the connecting doorway. He had unl ocked the door just in tinme
to give Lanyon needed air.

NODDI NG i n response to Lanyon's grateful mutters, Allard |located the
sound of the vacuum pi pe. He stepped across the room stooped beside it. He
waited, timng the sucking sound by the | ong hand of a stop watch.

Five mnutes ticked by. Allard' s left hand showed an odd shake. His right
went to his forehead. Sonehow, the air was thinning again, although he had



left the door open fromthe adjoining room with a wi ndow rai sed beyond it.

The stop watch slid into Allard' s pocket as he cane to his feet. H s head
swam as he whirled about. H s eyes seened to catch nmere snatches of the
grot esque scene before him

There, on hands and knees beside the suitcase, was Harvey Lanyon, a wld
light in his dull-gray eyes. The Rainnaker's |lips were parted in a crazy grin,
but his extended tongue stopped the hiss that should have conme fromthe
panting breaths that he sucked between his teeth.

Beyond Lanyon was the connecting door, tight shut. Lanyon, hinself, had
closed it, less than a minute after Allard had placed himin the chair.

M strust had replaced gratitude, the noment that Lanyon revived. The
crack-brai ned i nventor hadn't guessed that Allard was here to help him
Bef uddl ed over the radio nessage with its nmysterious dash-dot signature,
Lanyon had done the worst thing possible.

Shutting off needed air, the Rai nmaker had done nmore than nullify
Al lard' s work. Steady minutes had cut down the air pressure to a point bel ow
where it had been when Allard entered.

Not only that; Lanyon, in his half-denented state, was blocking Allard
further. Fromthe suitcase, the Rai nnmaker had tugged a small revolver. Wth
sheer nerve sustaining him he was keeping Allard covered.

Lanyon mouthed an order. It was to the effect that a nove by Allard woul d
nmean i medi ate death. Despite his own dizziness, Allard waited coolly. The
suck of the vacuum pi pe had suddenly becone the factor on which he depended.

It was plain that Lanyon didn't know the situation. Soon, the Rai nmaker
woul d do a fade-out, while Allard, accustonmed to high altitudes, could
certainly outlast him

Timng his breathing, Allard becane steadier. H s hawki sh gaze was fixed
upon Lanyon's wild eyes. The inventor's tongue was drawn in again; his wheezy
breat hi ng was as | oud as the sucking of the vacuum pi pe, but Lanyon was
satisfied, so long as Allard did not stir.

Lanyon's head swayed. Hi s hand, too, was wavering. Seeing those synptons,

Al l ard gave a sudden lunge fromthe wall. Lanyon sawit, tried to steady. The
very effort floored him He coiled; in flattening, he tried to tug the gun
trigger.

Al lard stopped that effort. Rolling the frail Rainmaker a dozen feet
across the floor, he saw the revol ver scud from Lanyon's grasp. Rising, Allard
clutched the chair where the suitcase lay. Al he needed was a few nmonents to
shake off the exhaustion fromhis hard charge.

Those moments were not given

There was a nuffled puff fromthe chair. The suitcase ripped apart.
Bursting open, the steel box flung its heavy lid straight to Allard' s jaw.
Taking a |l ong spraw backward, the hawk-faced aviator stretched sensel ess near
the w ndow.

The decreased air pressure had expl oded the thin-shelled puffballs. The
| ot had gone in a single puff.

A CURI QUS, smoky nist envel oped the room above the notionl ess forns of
Al lard and Lanyon. It thinned as the vacuum pi pe sucked the atnosphere. W sps
of man-nade fog remai ned, however, when the harsh suck of the pipe canme to an
abrupt halt.

The door fromthe corridor opened cautiously. Two husky men poked into
sight, adjusting handkerchi ef nmasks across their eyes. They exchanged nutters
when they saw two bodi es instead of one.

Drawi ng a revol ver, one of the invader's leveled it toward Allard. The
ot her stopped himw th a harsh snarl

"Whatta you want to do?" he demanded. "Make nore noi se? There was enough
al ready, fromthat funny puff we heard!"

The first man pocketed his gun. H s conpani on saw t he connecti ng door
tried it and discovered that it was unl ocked. He nudged his thunb toward



Allard, with the conment:

"The guy belongs in the next room That's where we'll |eave him™"

They hoisted Allard' s senseless form carried it to a bed in the
adj oining room Returning, the pair |ocked the connecting door. Wile one was
gathering up the debris from Lanyon's suitcase, the other screwed a
perfect-fitting plug into the vacuum pi pe.

Lanyon's frail body was nothing of a burden for those huskies. They
| ugged t he unconsci ous Rai nmaker out through the corridor and down an obscure
stairway, that brought themto an alley.

A truck was waiting there, its notor throbbing. The men put Lanyon in it,
stretching himon a mattress. The Rai nmaker's huge, coffin-shaped tank was
already in the truck. Lanyon's captors opened the Iid and | owered the
Rai nmaker inside, mattress with him

"A setup!" chuckled on of Lanyon's captors, as the pair clanbered into
the front of the truck. "Just like the chief said it would be. They'll think
that Lanyon took the midnight limted, |ike he was supposed to."

"Except for the guy we left upstairs,” gruffed the other husky, as he
pocket ed his nmask. "Suppose he makes a squawk?"

"They'll think he's goofy, if he does. The chief has fixed things to nake
it look Iike Lanyon is still hopping around trying to peddl e his invention. So
we can forget the guy--"

The rest was drowned by the truck's runble. Abductors were on their way,
their job conpleted. Crime's chance, postponed in Galveston and Tul sa, had
cone at last in Denver.

None the less, these lesser lights of crime had nmissed an opportunity
that their chief would have regarded as far nore inmportant than the capture of
t he Rai nmaker, Harvey Lanyon

Wth a single well-placed bullet, they could have di sposed of crineland's
greatest foe, a mysterious being known as The Shadow, who al one was capabl e of
gaining the trail of Harvey Lanyon and whatever |ay beyond it.

For Kent Allard, regarded by those crooks as uninportant, was none other
t han The Shadow

CHAPTER |
CALL OF CRI ME

The pilot of the transcontinental plane was feeling rather proud. He had
fl own many notables over the Sierras, but the fact had never inpressed him as
anything to tal k about.

They were passengers; that was all. But the nan who was on the ship
toni ght was nore than a passenger

He was Kent Allard.

The pilot turned his head away to hide a pleased grin, for Allard was
seated beside him enjoying special privileges. Maybe Allard was thinking it
funny, watching sonmeone el se handl e the controls.

Funny, even, to have anyone else in the same plane with him for Kent
Allard was noted as an intrepid master of |ong, |one hops.

VWhat al so inpressed the pilot was the odd accident that Allard had
experi enced, back in Denver. Entering his hotel room he had tripped over a
tel ephone cord in the dark and cracked his jaw against a radiator. He'd been
unconsci ous when they found him and a physician had advised himto finish his
trip to the coast in a passenger plane, instead of flying his own ship.

That was the way it went. Areal ace like Allard could crack up half a
dozen ships and cone out without a scratch. But a place |like a hotel room was
different. It offered chances of really getting hurt.

Bad weat her tonight. Coming into San Franci sco wasn't much fun, during
this season. The beam was wor ki ng, though, and the pilot would soon be
following it right into the airport. Meanwhile, there would be radio reports.

Suddenly, the pilot nudged Allard. "Listen! There it is again!"



The sane signal that had come before. The sort that the pilot had heard a
few days ago, over Denver. Last night, also and tonight, only a half hour ago.

The stuff that the governnent wanted pilots to pick up and report: those
crazy calls that always started with the sanme dash-dot identification

Allard was jotting it down, in dashes and dots. There it stood, in a
single line:

More was coning through in curious, irregular code, that seenmed to
regi ster some fanciful thoughts on the part of the dispatcher. It was tricky,
the sort of stuff that no one coul d deci pher

Al lard was copying it, the pilot observed, and that was sonething of a
help. It wouldn't matter, though, if a thousand people put those nessages on
paper .

They were al ways garbl ed, always varied. Sonetines words had been nade
out of them but even then, the messages had no sense. Sort of a code within a
code, as the pilot had been told.

The nessage ended. Following it, the identification arrived--the sane as
before, with its doubles of dashes, its triplets of dots. This time, the pilot
wasn't watching Allard. Thereby, he missed the unusual

As he marked those dashes and dots, Kent Allard | et spaces cone at
i nterval s between them

Thus broken into letters, the line spelled a nane, which Allard s penci
wote in capital letters, alnmost as though his hand inscribed the name from
habi t:

ZANI GEW

Those letters represented the usual international code. The nane, at
| east, was translatable, although no one but The Shadow had cracked it apart.
Everyone el se had sinply regarded it as a nere identification, because of the
regularity in which the dashes and dots occurred. Then, again, they had been
nost concerned with trying to decode the actual nessages.

ZANI GEW

There were tinmes, in the past, when The Shadow had heard the name spoken
Certain crooks had nentioned it, in the sanme hushed tone that they used when
referring to The Shadow. To them Zani gew was al so a nysterious being.

There had been periods, during The Shadow s nmany canpai gns agai nst crine,
when an unseen hand had seemingly stirred fromfar beneath the surface. There
were depths below the underworld and it was there that Zani gew began his
machi nati ons.

One question, however, had al ways remai ned unanswered. Even The Shadow
had been unable to learn if such a person as Zani gew exi sted. That nane,
spoken by the |ips of dying crooks, could have been no nore than a nyth.

Until one week ago.

That marked the begi nning of the strange wireless signals with the |abe
t hat The Shadow knew for Zanigew s. The governnent had tried to |locate the
unl i censed senders, but without success. Direction finders had | ed
i nvestigators to barren spots.

Zani gew s broadcasti ng apparatus, though powerful, was evidently of a
portable sort. He, or his agents, had ways of decanping wi thout a trace.

The Shadow had left that quest to others, while he took a different
trail.

Ri ght now, unnoticed by the pilot of the big plane, Allard s hand was



buil ding a conplicated pyramd of letters that |ooked |ike a nystic
abracadabra. Zigzagging |lines between those letters, he gave potenti al
nmeani ngs to dots and dashes in the body of Zani gew s nessage.

There were other portions of the nessage that The Shadow crossed off, for
a definite reason. He had detected a slight change of speed in their
transm ssion, a common characteristic in all of Zani gew s nessages.

That had been a clue for Zanigew s own |isteners, and The Shadow had
caught its significance. Those speedi er transnission, the parts that nost
persons woul d regard as highly inportant, were dummy letters introduced to
conplicate the code.

Anot her pyram d was building up fromAllard s pencil. This nmessage woul d
soon be cracked to perfection. In the first that he had deci phered, The Shadow
had made out the name of Gal veston. The second had given him Tul sa, and a
dat e.

By that tine, The Shadow had seen a link to Harvey Lanyon. In solving a
third nessage, he had worked with that nane and had gai ned Denver, the day,
and the hour. IIl luck had all owed Lanyon's abduction, but The Shadow i nt ended
to remedy that m sfortune.

The new nmessage stood decoded. Qut of its many junbled letters, The
Shadow had t he kernel

DANSELL FRI SCO FOURTH TWENTY TWO HQ

The nane "Dansell" neant nuch to The Shadow. He had heard of Janes
Dansel |, a chenist and inventor, who rated highly within the war departnent.
Dansel | posed as a retired manufacturer, but his actual work was creating
i mprovenents in various forns of arnmanment.

Dansel | travel ed much al ong the Pacific coast, hence "Frisco" indicated
t hat Zani gew had | ocated himin San Franci sco, where the inventor had a
pent house residence. From"fourth", The Shadow knew that Zani gew had reference
to this very day--not the fourth of the nonth, but Wdnesday, the fourth day
of the present week.

The word "twenty-two" was an hour, figured on a scale of twenty-four
nanely ten o' cl ock. Looking for the significance in the letters "HQ', The
Shadow coul d interpret only the abbreviation "headquarters", signifying that
Zani gew had hinsel f di spatched the nessage. The synmbol "HQ' had been in
previ ous nessages.

The transport plane was | oom ng down toward the San Franci sco airport,
which cast its brilliant lights high through a slight drizzle. The cl ock on
the broad instrument panel showed half past eight, Pacific Tine.

The Shadow cal culated a forty-minute trip to Dansell's penthouse. He
could arrive there alnmpbst a full hour before the time nmentioned in Zani gew s
nessage

Busy with his landing, the pilot did not hear the whispered tone that
cane fromthe unmoving |ips of Kent Allard. It was |ike an echo, that sibil ant
throb of mirth; a mere shadow of a laugh, if such could be.

The | augh of The Shadow

CHAPTER 11 1.
FOG COVES TO FRI SCO

A BEEFY man was standing in a tiny entry thunbing a nickel-plated watch
that showed five mnutes of nine. Behind himwas the open door of a small
elevator. dowing distant in the drizzle, the man could see the
twenty-two-foot dial of the great clock in the Ferry Building tower.

Five minutes of nine. The elevator man snorted. For once, his old watch
was right. That wouldn't save the old turnip, though. Tonorrow, he was going
to chuck it in the Bay and buy hinself a swell gold ticker, with a chain to
mat ch.



After tonorrow, he wouldn't be running this private el evator on an
all -ni ght shift between the street and the penthouse. Hi s pocket was full of
cash; he could feel it crunch every time he poked it.

Five hundred dollars, with a duplicate anbunt to cone. Al he had to do
was to ignore calls fromthe penthouse, and swear, if questioned |ater, that
t here had been no signals. There was another duty, also; but that was part of
his regul ar job.

The operator was to admt no one to the elevator, except those persons
who bel onged in the penthouse. At present, all such persons were up there.

Poki ng his nose out fromthe entry, the operator |ooked upward toward the
pent house |ights. Gdd, he couldn't see them odder still, the reason why. Fog
was shrouding in fromthe roof of the building next door, wapping all about
pent house. That wasn't the case with other tall buildings, close by, nor the
Ferry tower.

Shruggi ng, the el evator man went back into his entry. Maybe fogs didn't
conme with drizzles; maybe they did. Anyway, he'd keep his trap shut regarding
it, the sane as with anything el se that happened here tonight.

H GH up in the penthouse, a sallow, rat-eyed nan was crouched on the
wi ndow seat of a living room watching that fog weathe closer. It was thicker
than ordinary fog, and already it had forned an inpenetrabl e bl anket.

That pl eased the rat-eyed croucher. Too many buil dings | ooned close to
this one: skyscrapers with wi ndows that remained |ighted at night, spots from
whi ch peopl e coul d see what happened in the penthouse.

There was a radio close by. Eagerly, the nan thunbed to the | owest nunber
on the dial. He tuned the instrument to a slight pitch. Faintly, a wreless
call cane through, a series of double dashes and triple dots. The sallow man's
| eer becanme a prefect match for his ugly eyes.

Zani gew s call .

A voi ce booned from sonewhere in the penthouse. It roared a nane in an
angry tone:

"Querlon! Where are you?"

Instantly, the sallow nman changed manner. Hi s eyes opened into a sinple,
placid stare. His |lips dropped their |eer, becom ng sol enm, al nbst nervous.

H s voice had a plaintive tone as he called back

"Yes, M. Dansell! I'mhere, in the living room |'mcom ng out there
ri ght away--"
Heavy footsteps interrupted. Into the living roomstrode Janes Dansell, a

burly man with a heavy, thickset face. He was brandi shing a big envel ope. It
crinkled as he shoved his fist inside, to show that the envel ope was enpty.

"Who got into ny private files?" demanded Dansell. "Who even had a right
i nside the room where they are kept?"
"Why I--1--" Querlon's stanmer was al nost a give-away. "How should | know

sir?"

"Because you, as ny secretary, knew what this envel ope contained!"
stornmed Dansell. "My formul as, ny correspondence! Al are itenms that neant
not hi ng when separated, but everything when together

"And you, Querlon"--Dansell was closer--"are the only man who even knew
t he purpose of my |atest experiments. You have known it for weeks, for nonths!
And now "

Dansel |l flung the envel ope to the floor, to grab Querlon by the shoul der
Draggi ng the sallow secretary to the wall, the burly man began to shove the
button that would bring the el evator, while he shouted:

"Freeman! Jerone! | want both of you!"

There were other buttons, to signal the servants, and Dansell began to
jab them in case his shouts were not heard. A very bull in strength, he had
Querlon's arns pinned in back of him toward the left, so that the fell ow
coul d hardly budge.

A clock on the mantel was striking nine, its tinkles scarcely audible



t hrough Dansell's shouting and the clatter of the arriving servants.

Querl on, however, caught the tone. Wth a gasp, he twi sted his head and
managed to dart a look at a watch that was on his wist. Despite his
predi cament, his eyes took on their rattish squint.

The wist watch al so showed the hour, but not the sane as Dansell's
clock. Querlon's tinmepiece pointed to exactly ten o' clock

THE servants had arrived. Jerone and Freeman were brawny fell ows, of
Dansell's own type. They were the sort who could worry an adni ssion of guilt
froma human rat |ike Querlon. Watever glee the secretary felt, he
temporarily forgot it when Dansell pitched himhard across the floor into the
clutches of the servants.

Querlon spilled so violently that his wist watch ripped | oose and sail ed
ahead of him while | oose change, keys, pencils, and other articles clattered
fromhis pockets. Hauled to his feet, Querlon was tw sted about in Dansell's
direction, to answer accusations.

Despite that first taste of rough treatment, Querlon nanaged to gather
his wits. Staring past Dansell, the secretary saw sonething that pleased him
Head tilting back, he emtted a snarling chuckle.

The utterance was no signal, but it produced the same result. French
wi ndows flung open. A wave of fog poured inward, |ike thick soup from an
over-tilted bowl. Wth that swirl cane sweatered figures, revolvers glittering
fromtheir fists.

They overwhel med Dansel |, clubbed himto subm ssion with short-slugged
bl ows. Past those attackers came others, surging for the servants. Flinging
Querl on aside, Freeman and Jerone grabbed chairs to use as cudgels.

There was no chance to use those inprovised weapons. Their foenmen were
upon them pushing them back against the wall with gun rmuzzles, growing
threats that savored of death. The servants let the chairs drop, raised their
hands submi ssively, to stare stolidly at the stunned form of James Dansell

From a corner crawl ed Querlon, drawi ng a stubby revol ver that had been
shoved tightly into his hip pocket. Wth an apish grin, the crooked secretary
was taking matters over in behalf of the master that he really served

That master was Zani gew

CHAPTER 1 V.
UNFI NI SHED CRI ME

MERE m nutes had given victory to crimnals. Men fromthe fog were in
full control, awaiting Querlon's orders. The briskness with which the
secretary gave themwas proof that the present situation had been foreseen

Querl on ordered Dansell's pronpt renoval. The burly man was carried to
the roof-terrace edge; there, he was shoved out into space. The carriers
followed him nanaging in sone strange fashion to bridge the space to the roof
of the buil ding opposite.

Looki ng at Jerone and Freenman, Querlon saw perplexity on their faces. It
was nothing to the expressions that they soon would show. As yet, the
secretary was not quite ready.

He swung the wi ndows shut to hold out the heavy fog. There was anot her
reason al so, as Querlon's grinmace told. C osed wi ndows woul d prevent certain
sounds fromreaching the outdoor world that was so conpletely |ost from sight.

Querlon tuned the radio higher. Still carrying his gun, he used his |eft
hand to pick up various articles that had spilled fromhis pocket. He had
gat hered sonme of them when he heard an expected sound.

It was Zanigew s call, flashing again, rapid and inperative, over the
air. Querlon faced pronptly toward the center of the room

Four nen were covering Freeman and Jerone. The gunners knew what
Zani gew s signal neant; they were waiting for Querlon to corroborate it. The



ratti sh man pointed his gun hand upward, preparing for the downward sweep that
woul d order the squad to fire.

Sonet hi ng cl anged from beyond the living rooms w de door. Querlon's hand
remai ned poi sed, his eyes took on a startled glaze. Gunners shifted to | ook
with him They saw t he opened door of an elevator, a bul ky operator mnoving
clumsily fromit.

Hal fway to the living room that figure took a forward sprawl. The man's
thud told that he had been senseless all the while. Someone had been
supporting him shoving the stunned nan forward. Above the flopped form stood
a shape in black

Diving for cover, Querlon yelled as he punped his gun toward the cl oaked
foeman who had materialized as amazingly as the fog. It was his own excitenent
that caused Querlon to fire wide, but the fell ow thought that he was shooting
t hrough a substancel ess target.

So did the four men who conposed the gun squad, until they heard the
chill challenge of a nocking |augh. Wth it arrived a cl oaked fighter, who had
no regard for the scattered bullets that sprayed from Querlon's shaky gun

Crooks knew those eyes that blazed from beneath a sl ouch hat brim

The eyes of The Shadow

The bl ack-cl oaked fighter was alnost in their mdst. They flung
t hensel ves upon him two taking hurried aim the other pair resorting to the
slugging tactics that had served so well with Dansell. Guns roared fromthe
mlling cluster, while gun hands sl ashed downward.

Per haps that concerted effort would have fl oored The Shadow, had no aid
conme with it. He was supported, however, by two allies who acted as rapidly as
hi s opponents. Jeronme from one corner, Freeman from another--the two were
flinging thensel ves upon the gunners, hoping to inpede their attack

Querlon scranbled for the windows to yank theminward. Over his shoul der
he saw figures fling apart. One sweatered nan was prone and silent, dead; two
others were grappling individually with Freeman and Jerome. The | ast had | ost
his gun, but he was clutching for The Shadow s throat.

Headl ong, Querlon went straight through the wi ndow. Shots sounded from
beyond, whistling i nward above the secretary's head. Jerome and Freeman tried
to drag their opponents toward the sides of the room The Shadow flung his
adversary to the floor

Am d the gunshots came a sharp zinging fromthe radio.

Doubl e-dash--tripl e dot--doubl e- dash- - Zani gew s si gnal

Maddened thugs broke from Dansell's servants, making for the w ndow as
t he outside gunshots ceased. The Shadow sent his own opponent rolling; from
hands and knees, he tongued shots at the escapi ng crooks.

One man bl ocked those bullets and lost his life. As he flattened short of
the wi ndow, the other rushed across the terrace, and | eaped into space |ike
Quer | on!

Up like a wild rabbit cane the thug who had battled The Shadow. He didn't
seemto realize that Zanigew s call had ended. The servants tried to halt him
cl osing behind the fellow, they prevented The Shadow s fire. Wth a sweep, The
Shadow reached them thrusting a long armforward to club the last crook's
skul I'.

Just then, the fugitive squirmed free with the lurch of a | eaping fish.
Qut fromclutching fists, away from beneath The Shadow s sl edgi ng gun hand,
over the terrace's | ow wall, into--nothingness!

VWat ever had saved Querlon and the others, it was no | onger there when
the last crook dived. H s elated shout turned to a trailing shriek, as he
pl unged between the w de-spaced buil di ngs.

From t he wi ndow, The Shadow heard the sharp crack of a skull upon cenent,
nmuf fl ed partly by the distance. That last fugitive had overtined his stay.

Fog was vani shing, as the swift drizzle flayed it. The Shadow caught one
gl i npse of a dangling object whipping over the parapet of the opposite roof.
It was a rod supporting the end of a double-wire track

That told how the invaders had arrived. They had thrust a long, thin pole



across fromthe other roof, to hook the cross-rod on two studs that projected
fromthe terrace. Querlon, probably, had first placed those studs as future
supports for the wire track

Fog, provided by Harvey Lanyon's m st-producing puffballs, had been the
cover for that action as well as the passage of the nen who had cone later. At
Zani gew s bi ddi ng, crooks had used one man's invention to abduct anot her
captive that Zani gew needed.

A truck was runbling far bel ow, out of sight beyond the next building.
Pursuit was usel ess. Dansell's captors had nade a quick trip downward and were
on their way. The Shadow turned to the servants, and shot quick-hissed
guestions that they answered as best they coul d.

They knew that Janes Dansell had devel oped some new and val uabl e
creation, but they had no idea what it nmight be. Al that they could furnish
were the details of Querlon's treachery. They told how Dansell had ordered
themto seize the fell ow

SPYI NG Querlon's wist watch, The Shadow picked it up. It was stil
ticking, and the time it gave brought a reflective laugh from The Shadow s
lips. He found a new interpretation for the term"HQ' in Zani gew s nessage.

It had reference to the time of the attack. It meant that Zani gew s
followers were to operate on the sane tinme as headquarters. Evidently,

Zani gew s headquarters lay east of the Sierras, in the zone of Muntain Tine,
not Pacific. That time was an hour earlier. Ten o'clock, to Zani gew and
Querlon, was only nine o' clock in San Franci sco. The careful secretary had
kept his own watch an hour ahead, to avoid any m stake.

Anot her object glimered fromthe floor. It was a key, that neither
Jerone nor Freeman recogni zed. A key from Querlon's pocket; a large, flat key
bearing the nunber 308.

Pocketing the clue, The Shadow told Jerone to try the tel ephone. Jerone
did, only to find it out of order. It was a sinple matter, however, for himto
sumon the police. The Shadow pointed himto the wi ndow. Looking out, Jerone
saw | i ghts bel ow

Persons had heard the | anding of the last thug. Oficers had found the
body. They were wondering, too, about reported gunfire, for they were flashing
their lights up into the fog-cleared space.

Ordering Jerome to hold his call for one full mnute, The Shadow beckoned
Freeman to the el evator. They rode down to the entry; there, The Shadow told
the servant to wait. Hardly had The Shadow stepped fromthe entry, before
Freeman heard shouts.

Oficers arrived, blinking flashlights as they came, to find Freeman
staring dunbly toward the street. It took themhalf a dozen seconds to rouse
the servant into speech. Even then, the fellow blinked.

To Freeman, it seenmed that The Shadow had vani shed |ike a ghost into the
San Francisco drizzlel

CHAPTER V.
ZANI GEW REWARDS

A LARGE, flat key bearing the nunber 308. A hand tapping that key agai nst
a window sill, while a face peered through the pane into the darkness of
anot her Frisco night.

That hand was not The Shadow s, nor was the face. The key was not the one
that he had found at Dansell's. It was a duplicate of that key.

The man at the w ndow was Querl on

The rat-faced traitor had much to grin about. He was in a secure
hi de-out--a roomin a small, obscure San Franci sco hotel. He was registered
under another nane; there didn't seema chance that anyone could trace him

A two-day hunt had been under way for Querlon. He was wanted for



conplicity in the abduction of James Dansell.

Querl on knew all about the search, although he hadn't once ventured from
the roomto buy a newspaper. H's information had come fromthe radi o set,
whi ch, at this nmoment, was supplying soft nusic froma corner of the squalid
room

To all appearances, the place was just a plain room Even the proprietor
of the hotel considered it as such, except for the fact that it was taken on a
per manent | ease which stipulated that no one should visit it, except when
request ed.

The origi nal occupant had been Zani gew, hinself. That accounted for the
way the roomwas tricked.

The door, for instance, |ooked |ike a battered thing of wood. It was
wood, on its two surfaces, but between those | ayers was a sheet of steel
W ndows, too, had nmetal beneath their franes. It was inpossible to open them
and they were fitted with bull etproof glass. The room had ot her secrets,
whi ch an ordinary visitor would never suspect. That was why Querlon, in using
it rather frequently. Had treated the place in a matter-of-fact fashion

For instance, the roomhad two keys, and it was Querlon's practice to
| eave both of themat the hotel desk, where they were placed in a box nunbered
"308."

Two keys had been there the other night. So Querlon had asked for one and
left the other. The second key didn't matter. No one could open the door wth
it, once Querlon was inside the room because there were bolts as well as a
keyhol e in which he could keep his key.

There was a fact, however, that Querlon did not remenber, and anot her
that he did not know.

Several days ago, he had carried away one of those downstairs keys and it
had remai ned, forgotten, in his vest pocket. Meanwhile, the hotel clerk
noting only one key in the box, had ordered a duplicate, which had been placed
in the box before Querlon's return

VWi ch neant that there were three such keys in existence, although
Querl on supposed that there were only two. The third key was in the possession
of The Shadow, as a clue that mght eventually enable himto find the hideout.

NEWS was coning over the radio, froma local station. News that was no
news. Janes Dansell was still untraced. Federal nen were scouring the Pacific
coast. But to no avail

They had asked a fanmous aviator, Kent Allard, to fly one of the scouting
seapl anes, carrying Feds with him So far, Allard had not agreed to do so.
Querlon snorted a laugh. It wouldn't matter if they brought in all the navy
pl anes from present maneuvers in the Pacific.

Zani gew coul d never be located by air.

There was sonet hi ng, though, along the coast that was inportant to
Zani gew; but no one, not even The Shadow, would ever suspect it, until too
| at e.

Querl on was one of the privileged few who knew about it. Leaving the
wi ndow and stooping in the center of the dimy lighted room he lifted a trap
that was perfectly fitted in the floor

There was a cubi cal cavity beneath. Fromit, Querlon drew a chart that
showed a | arge-scale stretch of shore line. On a pronontory stood a | arge dot.
The map was al so marked w th vari ous nanes.

There was a pl eased snicker from Querlon's lips, as they forned an avid
smle. Querlon knew all the answers concerni ng Zani gew. That was one of the
ternms that he had asked in taking service with the master crook. Zani gew had
granted the request.

First, Querlon knew why Zani gew had snatched Harvey Lanyon, the
Rai nmaker, along with the man's invention that could produce fog, if not rain.
The devi ce had, of course, been used in the capture of Dansell, but that was
only a prelimnary matter



Thought of Lanyon brought another chuckle to Querlon, because the public
had not yet |earned that the Rai nmaker was m ssing.

Next, Querlon knew why Zani gew abducted James Dansell. That was to
acqui re another invention, along with the originator; to use both, later. It
was a known fact that Dansell had been ki dnapped, but even the war depart nent
had no idea what his new invention was.

Qut side of Dansell, only two persons did know all about it. One was
Zani gew, the other, Querlon

As for Zanigew s next nove, Querlon was again the only privileged person
who knew what it would be. To keep his agreement with Querlon, Zani gew had
left the chart in the secret cavity, with a nmessage explaining it.

The nessage had said to destroy both. Querlon had destroyed the nessage,
but not the chart. He was too wise to do both deeds. Wile he held the chart,
Querl on had evidence regardi ng Zanigew. That, in his opinion, made himsmarter
than his chief.

It wouldn't be long before Querlon would | eave this hide-out. Zani gew had
ordered himto stay in Frisco in case he happened to be needed for special
duty. When Zani gew knew the way was clear, he would order Querlon on the nove

Meanwhi | e, Querlon was entirely safe.

As he folded the chart and pocketed it, Querlon observed a small swtch
in the floor cavity. He had pressed that switch when he arrived at the
hi de- out. Zani gew had ordered it, as a final precaution

"I't will mean death"--CQuerlon could renmenber Zani gew s own words--"to
anyone who attenpts to open door or w ndow, once you are within the room"

Buzzi ng sounds were conming fromthe radio. Querlon's intent ear heard
Zani gew s dash-dot call. The first signal fromthe master crook since the
affray at Dansell's penthouse!

It was for Querlon, that sunmons, though it carried no nmessage. It neant
that the way was clear; that Querlon could start out to join his chief.

More than that, it nmeant reward. Zani gew had proni sed Querlon that he
woul d receive his proper due for the services that he had rendered!

Closing the floor cavity, Querlon turned off the radio. He sneaked to the
door; pausing there, he worked a rod that controlled the transom It |ooked
like battered wood, that transom but it split into two hal ves when Querlon
pressed the rod.

Each hal f was hinged at the top. They spread like an inverted V,
revealing netal plates as linings for each section. Those sheets were
pol i shed, bright as mirrors. One inward, the other outward, Querlon used them
as reflectors to view the hall.

He was safe here even with the transom sections open, for between them
remai ned a vertical sheet of bulletproof glass, fixed permanently above the
door.

The gl oony hal l way | ooked deserted; neverthel ess, Querlon cocked his head
in wary fashion, utilizing the mirrors above himto get angled views of every
doorway along the Iine. He saw streaks of bl ackness; one seenmed | onger than
the others. Stretched across the floor, it came up against the wall and ended
in a grotesque sil houette.

That shaded patch did not waver, it was nothing but a shadow. It rem nded
Querlon, though, of a living Shadow that he had met not | ong ago. Nervously,
the crook closed the hal ves of the transom

He deci ded to take no chances going through that hall. It was the only
stretch where he could not count upon Zanigew s protection. Once outside,
Querl on expected men to cover his journey.

Drawing a revolver with his right hand, Querlon slid back the bolts with
his left. He steadied as he turned the key in the lock. Tightening his grip
upon his revolver, he leveled it straight ahead.

Turni ng the knob, Querlon gave the door a hard, quick yank inward.

Thi ngs happened with split-second speed, so rapidly that three
occurrences could well have been classed as one, except that results showed
otherwi se. A bl ack-cl oaked figure, loomng in the hallway, turned its



approach into an amazing spin that carried it into a side doorway. It was The
Shadow t aki ng cover in his rapid style, as prelude to a com ng gun thrust.

Querlon's revol ver spoke, zinging a bullet through enptiness that should
have contai ned a bl ack-cl oaked target. But Querlon's gunshot was a puny thing
am d the horrendous roar that drowned it.

The floor of the hide-out blasted upward with a spreadi ng sheet of flane.
The expl osi on shook the whole hotel, as it hurled away the top of the little
third-fl oor wing that housed Room 308. Even the steel w ndow franmes were
twi sted, the bulletproof panes puffed outward.

For old masonry and the roof above it had given with the blast.

Air piled along the hallway in hurricane style. Walls and doorways
shuddered as from an earthquake. The Shadow was fl attened, with chunks of
brick tunbling about him but the top of the doorway diverted falling debris.

Along with the driven air went a scorching sweep of flanme, carrying a
fire-clad figure with it. The flane sucked backward, vani shed, but chunks of
bl aze remai ned al ong the hal | way.

The Shadow sniffed the odor of seared flesh. It came fromthe hunman torch
that had whi zzed past him The floor had steadi ed when The Shadow reached the
thing that had once been alive. He saw the |inbl ess remains of Querlon's body.

Among the few patches of a nuch-burned cl ot hi ng, The Shadow saw a burni ng
paper. He snuffed the flame, but nost of the sheet crunpled into ashes. \Wat
remai ned was a nere corner, upon which The Shadow traced a few i nches of
charted coast I|ine.

The promontory, with its dot, was m ssing. But the unburned fragnment bore
a nane that The Shadow recogni zed as that of a small bay far north of San
Franci sco. Keeping that clue, The Shadow noved toward the blast-tilted
stairway at the other end of the hall.

Zani gew s promi ses to Querlon had been kept. Death had cone to the person
who opened the hide-out door once the switch was set. Zanigew, too, had given
suitable reward to a doubl e-dyed traitor who knew t oo much.

Had Querlon known that the switch produced a current that made the door
control a hidden bonb, he would have tried his best to give out facts
regardi ng Zani gew. What he had failed to do in life, Querlon had managed
partially through death.

The Shadow had gained a further trail. Tonorrow, Kent Allard would join
t he sea patrol

CHAPTER VI .
CRI ME MOVES AHEAD.

THE ol d |ighthouse forned a giant finger shafting eighty feet upward from
the | ow rocks of Point Sonola. Wen viewed fromthe sea, dawn gave the
structure a reddened tinge, matching the beauty of an Oriental mnaret.

Behi nd the Iighthouse was the stretch where the point narrowed and
flattened i nto sandy ground no better than shoal. Then cane the tiny houses of
the little fishing village, against a background of tree-studded cliffs.

Only fromthe sky itself did the |ighthouse |ook as it appeared upon a
map--a |l arge dot centered in the curlicued shore Iine of the point.

Wthout the lighthouse, the scene was quite different. It was the view
that Fay Tretter gai ned, when she | eaned her bare el bows upon the sill and
| ooked out from one of the wide wi ndows that surrounded her. She was | ooking
from beneath the done of the lighthouse; froma roomthat had once contained a
beacon, but which had been transfornmed to an observati on post.

Fay lived here with her father, dade Tretter; but he wasn't a |ighthouse
keeper. Tretter was an inventor who had chosen the abandoned |i ghthouse for
certain scientific experiments.

Turning fromthe wi ndow, Fay | ooked about and shook her head. She had



t hought it fun when she first came here, but |ighthouse-keeping wasn't the
i ght housekeepi ng that she had expected.

Thought of the pun made her | augh, however. She had considered it a good
one when she first nmade it, and it still seened a real jest, even if her
father had failed to smile when he heard it

Fay's dad had al ways been too serious. He was stubborn, too. That was why
he kept the living quarters at the bottom of the |ighthouse, along with his
equi prent, but insisted on making the beacon room his office.

VWen Tretter canme to the top, he stayed there, and soneti nes demanded
that lunch be brought to him He seened to think that running fromtop to
bottom of a |ighthouse and back again, was no nore of a trip than goi ng down
to the cellar.

Worst of all, he kept the office untidy. Things were as bad as ever this
norni ng. That was why Fay forgot the dawn view and began to cl ear papers from
the flimsy table that served as Tretter's desk

Fay didn't realize how charm ng she | ooked in her sinple half-sleeved
house dress, with the nmorning sunlight filtering through her ruffled auburn
hai r.

There was anot her person, also, who failed to appreciate the girl's
beauty. d ade Tretter bobbed his head into sight fromthe |ighthouse steps,
uttering a crackling cry of anger.

Spry despite his huddled frame, white hair and wi zened face, Tretter
sprang across the room and wested the papers from Fay's hands. The nonent
that he had clutched themto his chest, the old man's anger faded.

"I amsorry, Fay," he wheezed. "But those letters--"

"I know," nodded the girl--"the ones from Professor Barreau. But | didn't
read them"

"That is good," approved Tretter. He began to sort the papers, to find
the letters that were anong them "Fay, | believe that Barreau is a schener.”

Wearily, Fay shook her head. Her father had often argued that point
before. Yet Barreau, as she remenbered, had advanced funds that enabl ed
Tretter to conduct his present experinents.

"Barreau thinks that he can frighten nmel" Tretter nunbled, as he pushed
the letters into the drawer of the table "Yes, frighten me, by the things he
wites in his letters!

"That is because he is like the others. A pretended friend! A nan who
has | oaned me noney, with no security to lull me, he is like the rest of them
He wants ny invention!"

Fay had turned away. She was fluffing the pillow in the easy-chair beside
the window. Her father's talk worried her. Everyone seened to want Tretter's
i nvention, but no one ever cane to take it. She was wondering the best way to
hunor her father when Tretter suddenly solved the difficulty hinmself.

"Fog!" he screeched happily, "Fine fog! Thick fog! Look at it, Fay!"

THE girl | ooked froma w ndow that fronted on the ocean. She saw deep
blue, with clear sky above it. She was alarnmed for the nmoment, thinking that
her father had beconme crazed. Hurriedly, she turned toward him

Tretter gave the last letter a thrust that slid it away out of sight into
the table. He slanmed the drawer shut and pointed shoreward. Staring fromthe
wi ndow on that side, Fay saw the fog that he had nentioned.

It was a thick, snoky mist that snothered the trees upon the cliff. It
had a yellow sh tinge anong its cloudy billows, but that wasn't all that
struck Fay as strange.

"Look, dad!" exclainmed the girl, half-awed. "That fog is comng fromthe
| and agai nst a sea breeze! It can't be fog! It must be snoke froma forest
firel™

"At this season?" queried Tretter. "Bah! It's fog, | tell you! The finest
fog that | have ever seen!”

Movi ng toward the stairs, Tretter stated that he was going below. He told



Fay to watch, and to call down to himas soon as the fog conpletely envel oped
t he |i ght house.

Leaning on the stout netal rail beyond the w ndow | edge, Fay watched the
fog, entranced. It nust be fog, for she could not sniff the odor of snoke. Its
behavi or, though, was as curious as its appearance.

The fog was novi ng above the fishing ham et as if sone controlling power
forced it to avoid those few shacks. The creeping m st settled, however, when
it reached the sands hal fway out the point.

Despite the wind, the thick mass craw ed toward the |ighthouse, and
pouring over it cane new fl oods of soupish-yellow, |ike a N agara of nist.
From the shore, Fay saw a circling flank of haze that settled to the water,
girding the fishing village.

Beyond was the clear blue of distant Marbu Bay, entirely unshrouded. Fay
couldn't understand why the fog was keeping itself to such narrow bounds. She
felt a shuddery sensation when she saw the eerie nist surround the |ighthouse.

More was coming, |like a slownotion cascade. It was piling up, higher,
hi gher, alnost to the wi ndow from whi ch Fay gazed. Yet Marbu Bay was as bl ue
as ever, except for tints of white. Those whitish streaks weren't fog; they
were choppy waves. A squall had | ashed the bay.

That sharp breeze produced another effect, when it arrived closer. It
jolted the fog that covered the water beside the fishing village, making it
withe like a yell ow nonster. The fog wal | owed, seened to buckle. Mich of it
caved downward and was driven against the cliffs.

The squall was gone. The nonstrous nmass billowed anew. It was withing
all about the lighthouse, up to the wi ndows thenselves. Al seened unreal to
Fay; she could hear a harsh, chuggi ng sound out in the fog.

It was coming closer, that sound, like a notor launch. It halted; Fay
heard spl ashi ng sounds bel ow. She was startled, suddenly, to see the fog above
the windows formng a solid blanket that isolated her in the tower.

Coils of fog withed through the w ndows, wavering about Fay I|ike
nmonstrous tentacles. Billows foll owed, engulfing the observation room hiding
even the table fromFay's sight.

The girl shrilled a call down the stairs. There was no answer from her
f at her.

GRI PPED by a panic, Fay took to the stairs and followed the spira
descent that traced the inner wall of the Iighthouse. Looking up through the
narrow central circle, she could see fog drifting dowward. It had becone a
grimy brown instead of yellow, for the thick mass had partly blotted the sun's
rays.

Hi deous gl oom was present at the bottom of the stairs. Gasping, Fay
| ooked for her father. She saw a squattish machine: her father's invention. It
was a fog-breaker, the apparatus with which Tretter experinmented. He hadn't
started the motors, but a hose ran out through the open door, indicating that
Tretter had gone outside the Iighthouse.

Groping through the fog, Fay found the end of the hose. It was attached

to anot her device that had | ong pipes poking up into the air, like the arns of
a water sprinkler. Once that device began to revolve, it could dispel the fog.
Tretter had waited for Fay's call, because he wanted the fog as thick and

hi gh as possible. But he hadn't heard his daughter's shout. He was |ying

besi de the bug-like sprinkler, as notionless as the thing's long air pipes.
Fay didn't realize what had overcone her father. She thought that her own

gasps came from her hard run down the steps. She turned to go back into the

i ght house and start the fog-clearer. Just inside the door, she stunbled.
There was no scent noticeable in the air. Fay's sensation was nore |ike

suf focation, though she still could breathe. She seened to be slowy fainting,
her thoughts drifting far away.
Eyes still open, the girl saw the shapes that appeared suddenly fromthe

fog. They were things like men, but with bul ky I ong-snouted heads. G otesque



creatures that m ght have been created by the fog itself.

Her head tilted sideways, Fay saw the creatures |ift her father fromthe
ground. Then, other hands jarred her shoulders. She rolled as she was lifted,
to stare straight into one of those gargoylish faces.

Wth that, Fay's senses faded. Like her father, the girl had becone an
unconsci ous victimthat weird abductors were carryi ng away through thick brown
f og!

CHAPTER VI I .
FORGOTTEN VI CTI M5

KENT ALLARD banked hi s seapl ane above Marbu bay, to swi ng back sout hward
al ong the coast. Hi s action brought puzzlenment froma man who sat in the open
cockpit beside him

That man was Vic Marquette, a Federal agent, who had been sent al ong as
Al lard' s observer. The F. B. |I. man had thought that they were going farther
up the coast. Then, suddenly, understandi ng showed upon Vic's mnustached face.

Allard had kept along the cliff line, and had therefore cut in behind a
| ong pronontory that had a |ighthouse at the end of it. The aviator was goi ng
back to take a | ook at Point Sonol a.

It never occurred to Marquette that Marbu Bay had been Allard' s actua
objective, as indicated by the corner of a charred map. The Fed thought that
they were sinply another scouting party, hoping for some slight trace of the
captors of Janes Dansell

As the plane sped | ow above the point, Marquette noted a tiny fishing
village just beneath. They went past the lighthouse; it |ooked totally
deserted. As a result, Marquette expected Allard to continue on his way.

I nstead, the aviator banked around the |ighthouse and di pped toward a
cove beside the fishing shacks.

Marquette wanted to put in an objection. Fishermen would know not hi ng.
Certainly no kidnapper would be foolish enough to keep Dansell in so open a
pl ace as a |ighthouse. But Vic's manner took a sudden change when he saw
Allard reach out and make pointing stabs with his forefinger.

From t he di ppi ng pl ane, Marquette saw odd sights that he hadn't noted
before. Clothes were flapping wildly froma line, |like signal flags. The wonan
who shoul d be tending them was hunched on the steps of her shack

There was another person in an oddly huddl ed position--a nman whose boat
was hal f pushed fromthe shore. H s boots were to the water; he was fl opped
across the gunwal e. Near him Marquette saw a dog lying with its feet up in
the air.

The plane hit the surface and taxied into shallow, unruffled water. Soon
Allard and Marquette were studying the victims that they had seen fromthe
air.

Man, worman and dog were either unconscious or dead. Moreover, they proved
to be nerely the visible victins. Mving fromshack to shack, Allard and
Marquette rapped on doors. Wen no answers came, they shoved inside.

The twenty-odd i nhabitants of the fishing village all had that sane
deat h-1i ke appearance. There were ani mal s--dogs and cats--in the sane
condition. Parrots and canaries were also stretched claws upward in their
cages.

The only life that could be seen was in a fish gl obe, where nel ancholy
gol dfi sh stared vacantly fromthe gl ass.

RETURNI NG to the plane, Allard sent out a radio report, then rejoined
Marquette on the shore. Wile they discussed their strange discovery, Allard
gl anced occasionally toward the cliffs, then off along the water past the
[ i ght house.

Fromthis low |l evel, his keen eye noted traces of a dispelled haze. Its



yel l owi sh tinge m ght have passed unnoticed, except for the fact that the
ocean had a sea-green color. On a clear day like this, the ocean's proper
trend was bl ue.

Wthin an hour, planes arrived bringing physicians. After first
exam nations of the victims, the doctors were inclined to judge them
dead--until they canme upon a child who showed distinct traces of life.

By the time the child was resuscitated, hope was found for others. Al
t hrough that afternoon the recovery continued. By sunset, weak-eyed victins
were telling a story that for a while showed no vari ance.

The way that nost of themput it was that they had awakened to find
t hensel ves asl eep. By that they meant that they had been overcome by sonethi ng
soon after they opened their eyes.

The witness who finally cracked the enigma was the fishernman who had been
crouched across his boat.

He had nore to tell. The trouble had come with fog. There had been fog
above himand al ong the water when he had gone to his boat; but none by the
shore itself. He had been slow pushing off, because he waited for the fog to
lift. Instead, it had rolled in on himfromthe direction of Marbu Bay.

He had seen the fog cover the shacks. Wile he was watching it, he went
to sl eep.

Physicians belittled the fog theory. They had a better one. There had
been a recent epidenic of dead fish off the Pacific coast, not an unconmon
occurrence with certain species. Wen questioned, the villagers adnmtted that
they had eaten fish that m ght have been tainted with the di sease.

That coul d have accounted for their own nal ady. None of them had suffered
serious effects fromtheir strange sleep. One physician remained to keep the
pati ents under observation. The other doctors flew ashore.

Mar quette was anxious to be on his way and told Allard so. The aviator
rem nded himthat it was nearly dark; that tonorrow they could resunme their
journey fromthe point. The Fed agreed with the idea.

"By the way"--Allard was speaking in the even, quiet tone that had
i npressed Marquette--" | understand that persons are living in the
[ i ght house. "

"They were," corrected Marquette, "Sonme old chap and his daughter. But
the fishermen think they nust have left yesterday."

"You have been over to the |ighthouse?"

"Yes. The place is nailed up tight. \Woever picked it as a spot for a
vacation nmust have given it up as a bad idea."

Nl GHT settled, illumned by starlight. Seen fromthe fishing hamet, the
I i ght house becane a tall, vague-shaped sentinel against the sea. Planning
anot her start at dawn, Allard and Marquette retired early, using an enpty
shack as their bunkhouse, sleeping in blankets that they had brought fromthe
pl ane.

Mar quette was drowsi ng, when a sudden thought occurred to him He
guestioned in the darkness:

"Say--do canaries eat fish?"

Al'l ard doubted that they did.

"Maybe the doctors m ssed sonething then," grunted Vic, "The canaries
wer e knocked out, too. Renenber?"

Al lard remenbered. He decided that they could talk it over in the
nmorni ng. Marquette agreed, and went to sleep

A soft laugh stirred the darkness. Perhaps Vic had caught that thought
fromAllard. He had been considering that factor ever since the doctors
propounded their theory of toxic poisoning.

O her sounds foll owed the whispered | augh. A bag clicked open. A cloak
swi shed in darkness. There was notion toward the door of the shack. Slight
noi ses that Marquette woul d not have noted, had he been awake.

Cl ose agai nst the night-hidden rocks, a blackened figure nmoved fromthe



shack. No one could have seen that cloaked form Nor was its progress heard,
for the nuffled beat of the surf nmade a | ouder noi se.

Kent Allard had becone The Shadow. He had donned his guise of black so if
seen, no one would recognize himas Allard.

There were tinmes when a flashlight blinked, but its beam was al ways cl ose
the ground, its sparkle obscured by folds of The Shadow s cl oak. The only
twi nkles in the night were those that came fromdi stant stars.

Crossing the connecting neck of |and, The Shadow arrived at the

[ i ght house.
From his gloved fist, the flash slicked a beamno | arger than the nai
heads which it illum nated, one by one.

The door was boarded shut, as Marquette had said; but the nails were
rusted, except for tiny edges. It hadn't occurred to Marquette what those
signs neant. Rusty nails had been used to give the false inpression to any
casual visitor, that the |ighthouse had been | ong cl osed; but the scratches
showed that the nailing was recent.

Finding a slight space between the door and its frame, The Shadow
inserted a small jimry. Working in conplete darkness, he pried the boarding,
muf fl1ing the screech of nails by keeping his body close to the door

There was a snothered rip as a board gave. Later, another yielded. Pried
partly outward, the boarded door was reluctant to budge farther. That was
unnecessary. The space, several inches when fully forced, was sufficient.

A rubbi ng sound occurred; rel eased, the door jolted shut, to be stopped
before it thunped. Bl ackness was | ess apparent against the outside surface.

The Shadow had entered the old Iighthouse, scene of Zanigew s npbst recent
crime.

CHAPTER VI I I.
THE THI RD TRAI L.

SLOW silent mnutes proved the lighthouse to be enpty. That high, hollow
interior was an el ongated sound box. The slightest stir, below or above, would
certainly produce some sort of echo.

No | onger obscured, The Shadow s flashlight darted |ong, thin Iicks al ong
the | ower |evel

Di scoveries were inmediate.

The floor had been used as living quarters, as articles of old furniture
proved, although many bel ongi ngs had been renoved. There was a space, t oo,
that had served anot her purpose.

Approachi ng that spot, The Shadow saw fl oor bolts |ong enough to have
cl anped sone heavy object. He assuned that some machi ne had been fitted to the
i ght house fl oor.

There were crates and boxes stacked in the corner. One crate, by itself,
had a partly padded interior, as though sone other piece of equi pment had been
stowed in it. Everything pointed to a rapid renoval, wherein persons had
wasted no time in extra packing.

None of the boxes offered identification, until The Shadow cane upon one
express conpany's | abel. The box lacked a Iid. Looking for the m ssing
portion, The Shadow happened to notice the heavy-boarded door

Three braces were nailed across the inside of that barrier, to reinforce
it. Each |l ooked like a board fromthe box lid, put to a new purpose. The nails
that hel d those braces were short and actually rusted. It was an easy task to
pry them | oose.

As The Shadow expected, portions of dimletters appeared on sides that
had been against the door. Piecing the three boards, he read the nanme: "d ade
Tretter". The address was that of a small town a fewmles in fromthe coast.

G ade Tretter!

Acquai nted with every phase of aviation, The Shadow promptly renenbered
the nane. Tretter was an inventor who for many years had tal ked of fog



control. He had ridiculed the fog-breaking devices that others had desi gned
for airports.

Those, Tretter said, could merely thin the fogs in a small area. His idea
had been to dispel fog entirely. He had called his own invention by the
grandiose title of the "fog-destroyer", but--like Lanyon s rainnaking device,
its tests had not conme up to specifications.

Tretter had di sappeared after that failure. This was where he had cone,
to make new experiments. From Tretter's present di sappearance, a conpl ete one
The Shadow reasoned that he nust have perfected the fog-destroyer

The links in the chain were obvious. This was Zani gew s worKk.

Zani gew had captured Harvey Lanyon, taking over a device that created
fog. He had used Lanyon's invention to abduct James Dansell.

It foll owed that Dansell's secret invention nust be a form of gas that
produced stupor instead of death; a vapor particularly potent when induced
into a noi sture-laden at nosphere. Lanyon's fog. Dansell's gas had been coupl ed
to overpower G ade Tretter and seize his invention, also

Today's fog had probably been dispelled by breezes whipping in fromthe
Pacific; but in the future, such mst could be dispersed by using the
f og- breaker. Moreover, Zani gew had deeper purpose for acquiring the |ast-naned
i nventi on.

Tretter's fog-breaker was the only device that could serve as a weapon
agai nst the doubl e-barrel ed power that Zani gew had gai ned t hrough Lanyon and
Dansel | !

MORE cl ues were needed. None were on the ground | evel. The Shadow focused
the flashlight toward the stairs. He followed the spiral ascent, hoping that
he m ght make new discoveries at the top

Reaching the tower, The Shadow kept the flashlight low It was beam ng on
a scarred table, when it suddenly flicked off. The Shadow s keen ears had
detected an evasive sound, different fromthe murnur of the surf.

Li stening at the stairs, The Shadow could catch no further echoes. He had
barri caded the door fromw thin; there was no |ikelihood that anyone could
have entered. Turning about, The Shadow agai n played the flashlight toward the
tabl e.

This tinme, the beam was spotted.

Two hands had grasped the metal rail on the sill of the sea wi ndow Over
the | edge | oomed the w de shoul ders of an apish being, with a block-1ike head
bet ween them

The creature had scal ed the tapering outside wall of the |ighthouse!

Agai n The Shadow heard a sound; this time, he located its direction. He
wheel ed, just as a nassive dripping shape |lunged across the sill. Hamlike
hands at the end of long arnms were quick and powerful in their grip.

Those hands cl anped The Shadow before he could pull a gun. Flung clear
across the observation room he was clutched by a grappler who had the
strength of a gorilla.

That fight was the nmost terrific hand-to-hand conflict The Shadow had
ever experienced.

The advant age of darkness, his skill at trick jujutsu holds, seened
not hi ng conpared to the power of this human nonstrosity that Zani gew had sent
here. The api sh man had nade a two-nmile swimfromthe mainland; he had scal ed
an eighty-foot tower with a steady clinb.

Those feats had nmerely whetted his appetite for battle. He was flinging
The Shadow fromwall to wall, boundi ng upon hi mbefore he could recover.

The bl ack-cl oaked fighter's only counter was to break those falls; to
wiggle partly clear of the hands that threw him Oherw se, a single fling
could have splattered The Shadow s brains upon a w ndow | edge.

Hurl ed into another sprawl, The Shadow took the table with him Though
hal f - nunbed, his hands clutched a table I eg as he passed. Hitting the wall
back first, The Shadow sl edged a terrific overhand stroke.



The table clouted the ape-man's chest. The force drove his massive bul k
agai nst a wi ndow.

Though hunman, the monster used gorilla tactics. The Shadow had a
bl udgeon, so he wanted one too. Clutching the window rail, the creature ripped
it fromits stone fastenings as easily as a child mght pluck a buttercup

Flaying the rod in The Shadow s direction, the ape-nman nmade anot her
m ghty lunge. Not trusting the frail table, The Shadow flung it as a tenporary
stop, while he took a sidel ong dive through the darkness.

H s opponent brushed away the table as it canme. He | ashed the rod hard
for The Shadow s head. It wasn't luck that saved the skull beneath the cl oaked
hat. The Shadow had used strategy in his dive.

Maki ng for the stairway, he had dropped bel ow the floor level to avoid
the swinging rod. Its end slashed a scant half inch above The Shadow s head.

The ape-man nust have known why he m ssed. Recovering, he started a
swi ng strai ght downward. A nmuffled roar came from The Shadow s cl oak; an
upward tongue of fire with it. The Shadow had brought an automatic into
action.

THE bull et jarred the ape-man's arm wavering his bl ow sideward. Stung by
t he wound, he flung his whol e bul k upon The Shadow, flattening the latter's
gun hand.

The two were westling on the steep spiral steps, The Shadow trying to
use the automatic, the ape-man attenpting a new swing with the armthat had
been defl ected, unweakened, by the bullet.

Heavi ng shoul ders betrayed the start of a vicious side stroke. From

besi de the rail, The Shadow ducked i nward, burrowi ng upward beneath the
nmonsters hal f-raised, lurching form The steel rod snote the slender iron
rail, ripping its posts fromtheir fastenings. Carried by his own inpetus, the

ape-nman rolled across The Shadow, hal fway into the space that he had broken

Wasting no time with his gun, The Shadow t hrew hi s whol e wei ght agai nst
the teetering monster. The "thing" grabbed for posts and caught themas it
went over the edge. This tine, the nonster's own huge wei ght was against it.

The posts ripped | oose. Sliding over the edge, The Shadow net a void. His
hands caught an unl oosened post above. Thanks to his | esser weight, the
upri ght held. Swinging |like a human pendul um The Shadow heard a smashi ng t hud
ei ghty feet bel ow

Echoes were still reverberating, hollow in the darkness when The Shadow
rolled safely upon the stairs. Final silence told that Zani gew s superhunman
em ssary had not survived the hideous plunge.

Cram ing up to the tower, The Shadow found his flashlight, glow ng beside
the wall. H s hand was shaky at first, but it steadied as he played the beam
He knew that Zani gew had sent the nonstrous clinber to search for sonething
that Tretter's abductors had overl ooked; to destroy sone final shred of
evi dence that mght provide a newer trail

The flashlight found the overturned table. One | eg was broken fromit,
the drawer was hal fway out. Pulling the drawer clear, The Shadow saw that it
was conpletely enpty; but his ears caught the crinkle of paper.

Reaching into the space where the drawer had been, he drew out a crunpled
letter. He read scraw ed, blotty penmanshi p:

Dear Tretter: This is my |last warning. Conme to Toponm, as | ordered, or |
shal | take measures to bring you there. Oohey at oncel
Barreau

Topoma was a town in eastern |daho. The name Barreau was familiar to The
Shadow. It could only be Eugene Barreau, of whomthe world had heard nuch but
knew little.

Barreau was an el ectrical w zard | ong believed dead. Runor, though unproven,



had | abel ed hima person who held disdain toward all manki nd. \Whatever the
case, Barreau was certainly an amazi ng genius, whose enmity mght be
unpl easant to experience.

A |l ow | augh drew whi spered echoes fromthe tower, mngling with the npan
of the incessant surf below That mirth was al nost prophecy.

Through a visit to Eugene Barreau, The Shadow coul d foresee a neeting
wi th Zani gew, nmaster brain of scientific crinel

CHAPTER 1| X.
BANI SHED BARRI ERS

THE town of Topoma wasn't far from beaten paths of travel. Nor was it
difficult for strangers to lead the natives into conversation. The Shadow
| earned that the next evening, when he sat in the ol d-fashioned | obby of the
frame-built Topoma Hot el

He bore little resenblance to Kent Allard, this chance visitor. Al though
his features had a hawki sh aspect, they were of fuller nold. He | ooked the
part that he was playi ng. The Shadow was posi ng as an adventurous Easterner
who wanted wi de-open life in surroundi ngs nore rugged than those of the usua
dude ranch.

Di scussi on of that problem produced the very fact The Shadow want ed.
Anot her Easterner had taken over a ranch close to Topona. Unfortunately, it
was a ranch no | onger.

"There's an old professor owns it," explained a native, "but he's dug
hinself in like a prairie dog! Tain't a ranch no nore, the way he's rigged
it."

The Shadow was interested. Mre details canme. The old professor--that was
the only nanme the natives knew himby--had fitted up the ranch with a | ot of
wi rel ess equi pnent. He had posted the prenises, warning off all trespassers;
but even that had not been sufficient.

"Sheep dogs are smart." observed a native, "but they can't read. That's
why a couple of '"emran afoul of trouble. There was Carter's big dog, the one
with, the silver-mounted collar. He was fried, when we saw hi mthrough the
fence.

"Yes, stranger. He was fried, with all the hair burned offn him Layin'
between a couple o' them posts a fewrods inside the fence. WVa'n't no wires
there, though, as fur as we could see. The professor sent a chap to settle up
with Carter, like he had with the others who had |ike conpl ai nts.

Gabfests ended early in Topoma. It was only nine o' clock by the | obby
cl ock when the hawk-faced stranger found hinself alone. The Shadow s watch
showed eight, for it was on Pacific Tine, whereas Topoma was in the zone of
Mount ai n Ti ne.

Correcting his watch as he strolled out fromthe | obby, The Shadow
strolled to the deserted railway station. That, perhaps, was the last that the
natives woul d see of the stranger who asked few questions, but who | earned
nmuch.

Bringing a brief case frombeneath the station platform The Shadow
envel oped hinself in a black cloak. Slouch hat upon his head, flexible brief
case girded beneath his cloak, he shifted a brace of automatics as he set out
for Barreau's ranch.

AN hour | ater, The Shadow was | ooking through the fence that the natives
had mentioned. It was high, with a sharp-picketed top, but it was not
electrified. Scaling it, The Shadow advanced a short distance, then used his
flashlight.

The | owfocused beam showed one of the posts that the informant had
mentioned. It |ooked |ike a robot, squatty, with rounded top for a head.
Shifting to the left, The Shadow came upon another sinilar contrivance sone



fifty feet away.

These posts, set amid the trees, forned a cordon around the ranch house.
Cl oser, probably, than any other person had ventured, The Shadow coul d hear a
faint hum The purpose of the posts was plain. They were an invention of
Barreau's; sending posts that sent an actual current through the air.

Wdening the flashlight's beam The Shadow held the torch in his left
hand. Taking a half dollar, he flipped it on a |long toss between the posts,
following it with the flashlight. The light wasn't necessary. The coin,
itself, showed the result.

Sparks flew, turning the half dollar into a tiny meteorite as it scal ed
t hrough that stretch of space. Current enough to kill a man instantly, as it
had fini shed the sheep dogs.

Pointing the flashlight to the ground, The Shadow had the ray hal f narrowed
when a snarling creature sprang froma hollow beside him Wth an odd yelp, it
dashed away in the direction of the posts.

It was a startled coyote. Heading for the doomthat had overtaken the
sheep dogs. The Shadow expected its fur to burst with sparks. Instead, the
coyote | oped through the invisible barrier. Soon, its how came back faintly
fromthe dark.

Silence; then the stir of The Shadow s repressed | augh. Crouchi ng beside
the holl ow, he began to stow his guns, his flashlight and other objects into
the flexible brief case. That process done, he buried the case beneath a rock

Dead sheep dogs--live coyotes.

No riddle to The Shadow. The sheep dogs had worn collars. The electric
barrier operated only when sonething netallic cane within its path. That was
why The Shadow was ridding himself of all metal, frombelt buckle to tips of
shoe | aces.

He made no attenpt to toss guns and flashlight past the posts. It was
preferable to risk an unarned excursion. There m ght be hi dden posts, many of
them closer to the ranch house.

I NVI SI BLE i n the darkness, The Shadow t ook a devi ous route forward. Soon
he reached a clearing, to see the dimlights of a sprawing ranch house. There
were ot her buildings about the prem ses; they |ooked like tool-houses except
for one larger structure that had w ndows.

That buil ding was squatty; fromit, The Shadow coul d hear the whir of
dynanos. From hi gh above, he coul d detect another buzz. Looking upward, he saw
four metal towers that formed the corners of an imaginary square. Stee
needl es, fifty feet in height, constructed Iike wireless towers. Their hum
told that they were sheltering Barreau's ranch house with a roof-like current
as potent as the invisible ground barrier

Reaching the spraw ing central structure, The Shadow saw a reason for its
dimlights. Wndows were open, but they were equi pped with heavy hinged
screens, |aid between double sets of bars. It was apparent that those screens
nmust be electrified. Insulated hinges indicated that wires ran through from
the wall. To touch any screen woul d nean deat h--except for one proviso.

Electrified in ordinary fashion, a screen could not kill, unless the
person who encountered it al so contacted another object. That fact urged The
Shadow to a daring nove

Wth a short dash, he neared a wi ndow, ending his run with a high, upward
| eap. Hi s hands caught outer bars near the top of the screen. His
rubber-ti pped canvas shoes found a toe hold just below Cdinging in cat-Ilike
fashi on, The Shadow jerked his shoul ders backward, again and agai n.

A fastening gave. The barred frame swung outward on its heavy hinge. The
Shadow | oosed his hold, taking a long, hard tunble outward and away. Sweeping
above his sprawing form the screened franme thwacked the house wall.

The Shadow had | aunched cl ear of that fatal contact, mssing death by
I ess than half a foot.

The frame swung hal fway back, wavered in |eisurely fashion above The



Shadow s head. Crouched in darkness, the cloaked invader waited to make sure
that the screen's thunp had not been heard. Satisfied on that point, he
essayed the entry of the open window-a ticklish problemin itself, within the
nmenace of the frame beside his shoulder. The thing seemed undeci ded whether to
flap open or shut. It was perfectly hinged; despite its weight, it could
respond to the trifling breezes that stirred about the ranch house.

Pi cking an instant when the frame wavered outward, The Shadow vaulted for

the sill, he sensed that the fickle frane had reversed its course, but he
ignored it, for an instant of hesitancy would be positive death.
Diving across the sill, The Shadow rolled as he hit the floor, doubling

his feet beneath him Face upward, he saw the screen clack shut, as if drawn
by the suction of his own whizzing flight. The fastening caught, holding the
frame as it had originally been placed.

Rl SI NG, The Shadow saw that he had | anded in a small bedroom dinmy |ighted
by a gl ow that canme through an open door at the rear. There was anot her door
straight across the roombut it was cl osed.

Easi ng that door open, The Shadow | ooked into a living room saw a tal
dar k- hai red man bendi ng over a drafting board that rested on a broad table.

The man's back was toward The Shadow, beside himwas an open drawer, from
whi ch his hand brought drafting instrunents. The man was Eugene Barreau, the
human spi der who occupied the center of an electrified web.

Perhaps it was chance that caused Barreau to turn suddenly about. The
Shadow gl i npsed an el ongated face, with hooked nose, tiny eyes that betrayed a
suspicious glitter. Though he did not see The Shadow, Barreau noted that the
door was aj ar.

Wth a sharp ejacul ation, Barreau came to his feet, whipping his hand
fromthe table drawer. His fist displayed a stubby revol ver.

The Shadow m ght have beaten the shot, by making a pronpt surge. Instead,
he wheel ed farther into the darkened bedroom for he had sensed a purpose in
Barreau' s excl amation. The Shadow s hunch was right: Barreau expected aid, and
it was on its way.

A husky man in a white jacket was pouncing into the bedroomfroma rear
room in answer to Barreau's call. He did no nore than glinpse The Shadow as a
vague shape in black that faded, snoke-like, into the bedroom s gl oom
Charging blindly, the fellow placed hinmself at instant di sadvantage. Marking
the white jacket in the darkness, The Shadow caught the attacker with strangle
hol d.

Fromthe living roomdoorway, Barreau saw the |ash of the white shoul ders
t hought for the nmoment that his man had the upper hand. The professor hissed
encour agenent :

"Excellent, Cresham Hold himuntil [|--"

Jabbi ng across the threshold as he spoke, Barreau was net suddenly by the
hurtling body of Cresham Hoisting the husky |like a sack of feathers, The
Shadow had flung him straight for Barreau. Only a spinning dive saved the
professor; his hurried twist carried himout into the Iiving room

Wth a speedy whip that only a rattl esnake coul d have nmatched, Barreau
was ainmng for the doorway; but the monents that he had | ost were too nany.
Across the sensel ess form of Cresham cane an aval anche of bl ack, wth gl oved
hands shooting forward.

One fist took Barreau's gun wist, bending it with a force that nunbed
the professor's trigger finger. The other caught Barreau's throat in a clutch
that prevented outcry.

Backed half across the drawi ng board, Barreau could see a face above him
for The Shadow s sl ouch hat had tipped back. Barreau caught the bore of eyes
that drilled himwith their burn. Madly, he rallied, withing |like a serpent
in an effort to | oosen from The Shadow s clutch

That struggle failed. Barreau sprawed |inp upon the table. As The
Shadow s fingers relaxed fromthe professor's throat, Barreau gasped a breath;



t hen, before the hand could grip again he gul ped a single word.

Though his tome was no | ouder than a gargle, he mouthed that word with
defiant fury. It was a name--one that The Shadow had heard in |ong-stringed
dots and dashes, but never before from human |ips:

" Zani gewd "

CHAPTER X
THE UNKNOAN SHADOW

UTTERANCE of the nane "Zani gew' m ght have been Barreau's proclamation of
his own identity; but The Shadow sensed a different significance. Shifting the
professor into a chair, The Shadow waited until Barreau's eyes had opened.

Staring into the muzzle of his own revolver, the professor knew that
fight was usel ess. He began to eye The Shadow as a figure, rather than a face.
A sl ow enlightenment dawned on Barreau

"I thought you were Zanigew," he said, apologetically--"the one man that
| have learned to fear--"

Soneone was knocking at the front door of the room The Shadow whi spered
for Barreau to answer. The professor call ed:

"Who is it?"

"Hilgard," replied a muffled voice. "Ready for duty in the dynano room"

"Very well. Go on duty."

By the time that Hilgard' s footsteps had faded, The Shadow was spreadi ng
the crinkled note that he had found in the |ighthouse. He showed it to
Barreau, who gave a sol emm nod

"This places me in a bad light," declared the professor. "Fromreading
it, you might have believed me to be Zanigew. It |ooks like an actual threat.

"This is merely the final note that | sent to Tretter. The others were
pleas. | wanted himto conme here, to be safe from Zanigew. But Tretter was too
stubborn. | had no way to bring himhere; such was mere pretense on ny part.
But it is plain that Zanigew had a way to seize him"

The Shadow suggested that Barreau tell his entire story. The professor
willingly agreed. He | aunched into a tale that was sinple, but awesonme in its
truth.

For years, Barreau had been regarded as a m santhropi st who hated the
entire world. That was untrue. Barreau's only contenpt was for the ways
wherein nen fought with one another, bringing msery to mllions.

He had retired, resolved to create sone invention that woul d protect
i nnocent persons against the horrors of warfare. Barreau had found success,

t hrough creating powerful sending apparatus that dispatched electrica
currents through the air.

"Those towers," he explained, "are |like the ground posts, but
tremendously anplified. They protect me against air attacks. Any plane
striking that force would crash.™

"And its occupants?" inquired The Shadow. "Wuld they be el ectrocuted?"

"Not imediately," replied Barreau. "The current would first stifle the
nmotor. Diving toward the center of the electrical field, increased anperage
woul d he encountered. That would mean el ectrocution, unless the gasoline tanks
expl oded first.

"In that case"--Barreau was solem, for the horror of the thing was to
his dislike--"there would be nothing |l eft of the plane's occupants.”

RESUM NG hi s narration, Barreau told of a nessage he had received from
Zanigew. In it, the master mnd had openly declared his anbitions He intended
to become an enperor of crime. He had gotten facts regarding Barreau's
i nvention, and saw that he could use it for his own protection

Bel i eving Barreau to be a kindred spirit because of the false stories
circul ated regarding the professor, Zanigew had considered a direct offer to



be the best procedure. There, Zani gew had guessed w ong.

Barreau's answer had been to put his electrical barriers in inmrediate
operation as his own protection agai nst Zani gew. Since then, the dynanps had
never once been halted. For nonths, Barreau had kept Zani gew at bay.

Not forgetting the human el ement, Barreau kept tabs on the dozen nmen who
served him shifting themfrequently so that each could watch the others. Any
treachery woul d be i nmedi ately di scovered. Even the dynanos were seal ed so
that no one could harmthem

"The dynanps coul d be stopped,” adnmitted Barreau, "but only for a few
m nutes. The man on duty is searched by others, and he remai ns unarned while
t hey guard outside."

"Meanwhi l e," questioned The Shadow, "have you heard any nore from
Zani gew?"

"No word at all,"” replied Barreau. "Yet | ampositive that he is
her eabout s, although the nmen that | sent to the town have reported nothing
suspi ci ous. "

The Shadow nenti oned Harvey Lanyon. Professor Barreau had never heard of
the Rainnaker. He had read accounts, however, concerning the abduction of
Janes Dansell. Those had increased his fears for G ade Tretter, wi th whom he
had regul arly corresponded.

Zani gew rmust have known of those letters, but had |let them pass. Finding
one |letter mssing anong the papers brought fromthe |ighthouse, Zani gew had
sent the ape-man to |l ook for it.

The theory that Zani gew was near by seened a sound one to The Shadow. He
al ready knew t hat Zani gew s headquarters were east of the belt that used
Pacific Time. Probably Zanigew, on the nove, had circled close to this |daho
ranch. Hi s next thrust would be here. The thing to do was to provide a stroke
agai nst Zani gew before he could find a flaw in Barreau' s arnor.

Deciding to start at once, The Shadow returned the revol ver to Barreau.
Toget her, they carried Creshaminto the bedroom and pl aced himon the bed.
Barreau's servant was groggy fromhis jolt, but otherw se unhurt.

Back in the study, Barreau reached for a tel ephone.

"I shall tell Hilgard to stop the dynanos," he said, "for a five-mnute
test. That will be anple for your departure--"

He stopped, his head tilted. H's keen ear had noted something; it wasn't
a sound, but the absence of one.

"The dynanos!" excl ai red Barreau, hoarsely. "They have al ready stopped!"

THE SHADOW swung toward a wi ndow. He saw a screen that had been an
i nky- bl ack agai nst the background of night. But it was black no longer; it was
a muggy-brown, tinged with yell ow

Fanci fully, the screen seened to shift with the swirl of jaundiced
outside air. The creeping mass was Lanyon's fog, |laden with Dansell's poison
gas, pouring in past the electrical barriers. Zanigew had already started his
thrust to capture Eugene Barreau

The swirl was proof that the master crook had found a subtle use for
Tretter's fog-breaker. He was using that nmachine at | ow speed, making it serve
as a slow driving force behind the fog; not as an elininator of the artificial
m st .

Wth his snaring of Barreau, Zani gew had prom se of capturing another
victim one whose presence here he did not suspect. His snare was closing in
upon The Shadow

Bef ore The Shadow coul d proclaimthe nenace to Barreau, the |ong-faced
prof essor had reached the door, he was thinking of the dynanmpbs, not the fog,
whi ch he hadn't noticed. Speeding after Barreau, The Shadow saw hi m press a
button beside a screened door. Operating fromthe house current, the door
opened.

Once past the thick-neshed screen, Barreau was engul fed by the soupish
fog. Heedl ess of danger, The Shadow dashed to overtake him Barreau took a



sprawl over a prone guard, who lay senseless, his rifle beside him

From hands and knees, Barreau jabbed his revolver toward the squatty
bui | di ng that housed the dynano plant. Hilgard was stepping fromthe open door
wearing a gas mask that marked himas the traitor. He was reaching for arifle
t hat anot her unconsci ous guard had dropped.

Seeing Barreau, Hilgard ducked back. The professor's revol ver popped in
rapid fashion, its spurts taking an orange tinge within the fog.

The range was too |long for that stunpy weapon, and Barreau spoiled his
own aimby trying to bound forward as he fired. Hilgard hopped into the dynano
house, yanking the pine door shut behind him

Arifle crackled.

That shot was The Shadow s. He had picked up the rifle dropped by the
guard at the front door. Hi s aimwas perfect. The pine door splintered, then
heaved outward, flung by the weight of a body that cane twisting to the
ground.

The Shadow had picked off Hilgard, through the slight opening of the door
before it had closed conpletely. The nan was a grotesque sight as he kicked
the ground, clawing at his gas mask. Hi s withing ended a nonent |ater

Vengeance on the traitor was not The Shadow s only purpose. The
bl ack- cl oaked mar ksman had hoped to reach the dynano plant, obtain the gas
mask, and start the power. That nove was inpossible, for a reason that The
Shadow now saw.

Prof essor Barreau had fallen, about overcone by the sl eep-producing fog.
Such a quick result proved that The Shadow coul d not cover the hundred yards
to the dynano plant w thout succunbing al so.

There was sonme life in Barreau, for he tried to rise on hands and knees.
Acting on another inspiration, The Shadow sprang for the professor and haul ed
hi m back into the ranch house. Once inside, The Shadow pressed the button that
shut the screen door.

Fog was o00zing through the mesh wi ndows, the screens yielding gas to
whi ch The Shadow must soon succunb. Hi s plight would be worse than Barreau's,
who was wanted by Zani gew as a consulting expert to teamw th Lanyon, Dansel
and Tretter. The verdict for The Shadow woul d be death, once he was
recogni zed.

DROPPI NG Barreau into a chair, The Shadow stunbled to a fireplace that
was stuffed with paper and kindling. Funbling with his cloak, he pulled it
| oose, along with the slouch hat and gl oves. Lighting the paper in the
fireplace, he flung his garnments upon the bl aze.

In the henms of the cl oak were separate powders that could be mixed into
an expl osive. Hardly had the cloak caught fire, when it took a sudden puff. It
was gone into snoke, the slouch hat with it, while the kindling continued a
short-lived bl aze.

Renenbering Cresham by this time gassed in the bedroom The Shadow
| ooked for another white coat. He found one in a closet. Peeling off Barreau's
snoki ng jacket, The Shadow placed the white coat on the professor

Barreau's eyes opened feebly. He saw The Shadow donni ng the snoki ng
j acket. Barreau understood. The Shadow was stagi ng a doubl e-edged ruse. He was
going to pass hinmself as Barreau, letting the professor appear to be just
anot her prisoner.

Zani gew had never net Barreau. The only man who could | ater expose the
deception would be Hilgard; but the traitor was dead. None of Barreau's
faithful nen, like Cresham would talk. As Barreau, The Shadow ni ght produce
results when all becane prisoners in Zanigew s domai n.

The gas took Barreau. To The Shadow, the next few minutes were a
ni ght mari sh strain. Facing a mrror in the closet, he swayed as he cl awed away
the putty-1ike make-up that was on his face. Qut fromthe built-up guise cane
t he gaunt countenance of Kent Allard, a face that Zani gew could believe to be
t hat of Eugene Barreau



There were clunpi ng sounds outside the ranch house. Mnstrous nen broke
t hrough the screen door, their gas-masked faces giving themthe appearance of
creatures from anot her planet. They saw Allard toppling toward them
screeching like a nadman:

"Qut of here! Away from ny prem ses!"

They took himfor Barreau, as he tunbled into their arms. The last victim
had taken the gas sl eep

Soon, Zanigew s hordes had di smantl ed Barreau's equi pnent, including the
sectional towers. They haul ed the apparatus to trucks that awaited on a dirt
road. In those sanme trucks they piled their prisoners, including the
white-coated figure of the real Professor Barreau

One prisoner, however, was treated with nore care. The Shadow, his
identity unguessed, was placed in the rear of a | arge sedan

The Shadow had becone Prof essor Eugene Barreau

CHAPTER Xl
ZANI GEW

This way, professor--"

The words droned |ike a nonotone from Space. They drilled deep into the
whirl that formed The Shadow s thoughts. His senses began to snap into place.

Hearing had come first. Sight was next. The Shadow saw that he was in a
square roomwith a low ceiling, facing a man whose drab, expressionless face
mar ked himas a servant.

H s sense of touch returning, The Shadow felt hinself supported by arns
on each side. He could nove his head; by shifting his gaze, he saw that his
supporters were drab men |like the one who faced him

Human machi nes, long-trained to obedi ence by their naster, Zani gew

In one rush, The Shadow s nmemory had conme back. He knew these nen for
captors who had previously worn snoutish gas nasks. He realized that his
decepti on had worked.

They believed The Shadow to be Eugene Barreau

Nunbl y, as though fighting off the restraining clutches of nmany cobwebs,
The Shadow noved forward t hrough a door that was pointed out to him He paused
| ong enough to sweep his hand across his forehead, fighting off the last trend
of di zzi ness.

During that short halt, The Shadow s one thought concerned tine. He was
trying to estimte how | ong he had been prisoner

"Two days, professor--"

It was the drab-faced nan who spoke in answer to The Shadow s unworried
qguestion. The effect was startling; despite hinmself, The Shadow stared at the
fell ow

Coul d Zani gew have | earned the secret of reading thoughts, and passed it
to his followers? If so, all chance for pretense was gone, unless The Shadow
could gather his scattered inpressions and control them

Then reason cane suddenly to The Shadow s assistance. It wasn't a matter
of telepathy. The fell ow had sinply watched the prisoner's expression and had
given an answer to a probable question. It was |ikely that everyone who cane
out of the gas-induced sleep would first wonder how | ong they had been under

The procession was nmoving al ong a vaul ted, rough-hewn corridor, a
veritabl e burrow driven through solid rock. As they made turns and went by
side corridors, The Shadow coul d hear the occasional beating of waves.

Zani gew s stronghold was on the Pacific coast.

Evidently, crime's overlord had abandoned his nore easterly headquarters,
no |l onger needing it after his capture of Professor Barreau

Al'l along the route, The Shadow observed that the passages were |ighted
by evenly spaced bul bs screwed in the rock above. Set deep, those
i ncandescents produced an indirect lighting that made the corridors seema
line of gl ow ng patches.



Had The Shadow conme here as an unsuspected visitant, he could have found
many |urking spots, with or without his garb of black. Those places were
usel ess, at present. The Shadow s only course was to continue his bold
pretense of being Barreau

Stopping at a nmetal door, The Shadow s captors pounded for entry. The
door slid aside, actuated by a conceal ed mechani sm The prisoner was pushed
into a roundi sh grotto that seened like the interior of a half-dome. There was
a grind as the door slid shut, cutting off any retreat.

Al one, The Shadow advanced toward a figure seated at a table. Dimlight
i nproved as he approached. He saw that the figure faced himand there could be
no question regarding the man's identity.

The supposed Eugene Barreau had been brought for an audience with
Zani gew

| GNORI NG the prisoner's arrival. Zani gew kept studying a chart that was
spread upon a table in front of him Despite that down-turned gaze, The Shadow
was able to formsone inpression of the nmaster crook's appearance.

At present, Zanigew s face seened all forehead, wi de, bulky, as if
crammed with an oversized brain. Form ng a nental picture of what |ay beneath
t he forehead, The Shadow found his visualization al nost exact, when Zani gew
suddenly tilted his head upward to | ook at the prisoner

From the forehead, The Shadow had gauged overhangi ng brows. Zani gew had
them H s eyebrows were thin streaks along a bony protuberance; so extended
that he was forced to put his head backward to get a full view of the captive.

Zanigew s tenples were wi de, but below them his face tapered sharply
into concave cheeks that nade skull-like hollows. The curves broadened at the
line of his straight, tight lips, to produce a square jaw as bony as his
forehead, though not quite so w de.

Piercing eyes were the only portion of his face that showed life, but
their brilliance was not human. They appeared as ruddy garnets set in the eye
sockets of a skull. There was no blink of eyelids to prove their reality; but
the intensity of their stare declared the existence of an evil brain behind
t hem

O herwi se, Zanigew s face coul d have been described only as a Napol eoni c
deat h' s- head!

Li stl essly, The Shadow met Zanigew s stare, then let his own gaze drift
away. He wanted to give the inpression that he could not bear the hypnotic
glint, and he succeeded. Fromthe corner of his eye, The Shadow saw a
contenptuous smile cone to Zanigew s |ips.

Strange, that smile; as inhuman as the man hinself: a downward grinace at
the corners of the mouth, produced entirely by a tightening of Zanigew s | ower
[ip.

Zani gew was pl eased. He believed that he had gai ned another prisoner who
feared him he regarded the subnission of Professor Barreau as a thing
acconpl i shed.

Rising fromthe table, Zanigew revealed a tall, nuscular frame. Its
solidity produced an appearance of thinness that was incorrect. Wth his
unusual height aiding the illusion, Zanigew | ooked at |east thirty pounds | ess

than his actual weight.

O hers m ght have regarded himas a creature of nerve, rather than power.
Not so The Shadow. In Zanigew, he saw a latent strength that woul d render him
form dable in conmbat. He could picture himoutmtching a creature as dangerous
as the ape-man that Zani gew had sent to the |ighthouse.

Zani gew was superhuman: an evil master who could force obedi ence by brain
or brawn. In producing subnission fromothers, he apparently used whi chever
was their own specialty, to prove hinmself conpletely superior

Mental ity had been Zani gew s choice with the pretended Eugene Barreau. He
poi nted a comuandi ng finger toward The Shadow, who let his eyes focus dully
upon it. As Zanigew s hand swung slowy, The Shadow s gaze foll owed, to a door



at the side of the grotto.

Wirds grated from Zani gew s |ips:

"Co there!™

The Shadow obeyed. Reaching the door, he stopped stupidly. There was a
gritted laugh from Zani gew, as the skull-faced nman arrived to open the door
H s finger pointed The Shadow t hrough.

Three hapl ess nen were seated at tables. The Shadow recogni zed Harvey
Lanyon: knew that the others nmust be Janes Dansell and G ade Tretter. There
was a fourth space, to which Zanigew pointed. Silently, The Shadow seat ed
hinself, to find papers and plans that concerned Barreau's electrical devices.

"W need i nprovenents, professor,” rasped Zanigew. "The list on the table
states what | require. Begin your work!"

ZANI GEW S eyes gl ared about the room The others went back to their own
tasks. Stepping about, Zani gew | ooked over their shoul ders. He passed Tretter
and Dansell, came to Lanyon

The Rai nmaker nust have sensed Zani gew s scowl . Springing about, Lanyon
screeched wildly:

"I won't go ahead! You are asking what | cannot do--the inpossible! |
cannot do it!"

"You mean," grated Zanigew, "that you will not do it! We shall change al
that!"

Long fingers gave a sharp snap. Figures sprang fromdark niches in the
wal | . Three huski es seized Lanyon, suppressing his wild struggles. Zanigew
rasped orders, the Rai nmaker was haul ed away.

"There will be torture," remarked Zani gew, dryly. "Perhaps Lanyon can
stand it; perhaps not. It will change his mnd; possibly his body al so.

Sonetimes nmen work better when crippled physically. W shall see, tonorrow. "
Zani gew wai ted until the guards returned. Wen they had taken their posts
again, the skull-faced overlord turned toward his grotto. Fromthe doorway,
t he ruby eyes surveyed the subm ssive prisoners working steadily at their
desks.
The sound that cane from Zanigew s |lips could not have been called a
laugh. It was a netallic utterance that blended with the clang of the closing
door.

CHAPTER XI I .
THE TORTURE CELL.

I N assigning work to Professor Barreau, Zani gew had tossed hinself a
boomerang. The Napol eoni ¢ crook had gi ven The Shadow t he one opportunity he
needed to conpletely play time part of the electrical w zard.

During the hours that foll owed, The Shadow fam liarized hinself wth
every detail of Barreau's plans: and with that know edge gai ned, he fulfilled
Zani gew s requirenents as well

The master crook sinply wanted ways to set up the electrical barrier over
an oval area, instead of a circle. Any technician could work out those
details, after studying Barreau's diagrans.

There was significance in the specifications given by Zani gew. He wanted
an oval barrier five hundred and fifty feet in length, with a cross
nmeasur enent of seventy feet. He also required two high sending posts, instead
of four, spaced three hundred feet apart.

One question was: Could two such towers transnit an effectual barrier
agai nst air attacks?

The Shadow found out that they coul d. Barreau's four-tower arrangenent
had been an optional one.

Wi | e The Shadow wor ked, he was conscious of furtive stares that cane
fromdade Tretter. The man fromthe |ighthouse knew the real Eugene Barreau



and was puzzled by the presence of a substitute.

Tretter's silence, his evasion of the return gl ances, gave indication of
his final opinion. He decided that the fake Barreau was a spy placed here by
Zanigew to learn if Tretter had ever actually net the electrical w zard. That
suited The Shadow

It was curious, how things could be understood in this tense atnosphere
wi t hout expressing themin words.

Besi des divining Tretter's thoughts, The Shadow realized that Zani gew
nmust have tal ked with the other inventors, as he would probably do with The
Shadow, later. It was plain, too, what Zanigew nust have told them

Many |ives depended upon these inportant prisoners. Zani gew was sparing
others, as long as the inventors behaved. The Shadow had caught a flash of
that, fromrebuking | ooks that Dansell and Tretter had given Lanyon at the
ti me the Rai nmaker kicked over the traces.

A dull gong brought an end to | abors. It was evident that The Shadow had
been conducted here during the mddle of working hours, for his toil had been
conparatively short. Marched back to his cell, he found a neal awaiting him
When he had conpleted it, a guard closed the door fromthe outside. Bolts
grated; the cell's lone |Iight was extingui shed.

DURI NG hi s dinner, The Shadow had studied what little there was to see in
the small room It had a wi ndow that opened onto conpl ete darkness. The w ndow
was about three feet high, two feet in width. It had two upright bars,
dividing it into three spaces, each about seven inches across.

Groping to the wi ndow, The Shadow tested the bars. They were solid steel
firmy fixed, so strong that even Zani gew s dead ape-man coul d not have bent
them That fact did not deter The Shadow. He had anot her procedure in mnd

Thrusting one armthrough the central sector, The Shadow turned his head
si deways and poked it through. Bars grazed his ears; when he turned his head,
they becane a sort of collar. He was wedgi ng outward, draw ng his other
shoul der.

Bel ow, his hand gripped rock. The Shadow tugged. It was a tight squeeze
for his body, but he seemed to elongate as he drew his chest in. Hs hips slid
past. His tall formteetered outward.

There was deep space bel ow. That was one reason why Zani gew had probably
regarded the bars as sufficient. To The Shadow, those depths were no nenace.
The wrench that his hands gave brought his legs through with a force that
nm ght have pitched hi m headl ong, had he not been prepared for it. Hs feet
turned, hooking the bars.

Doubl i ng, The Shadow cl utched rock with his | ower hand, reached his upper
hand to a bar. His feet wi ggled clear. Probing the darkness, he worked his way
downward, gaining finger and toe grips in the rock

This space was a deep fissure in the ground. From above, The Shadow coul d
feel cold air filtering down into the subterranean stronghol d. Probably the
surface was canoufl aged, to keep out daylight and to escape the notice of
chance observers.

At | east, The Shadow was free within Zanigew s domain. He intended to
make the nost of that tenporary liberty.

Fromhis linited observati ons of Zani gew s honeyconbed citadel, The
Shadow knew that it had several levels, with nunerous air passages. He was
seeki ng one of the unbarred outlets that nust certainly be along this fissure.
During his descent, he probed to left and right, occasionally encountering
barred openings that seened like cell w ndows.

Not wanting those, The Shadow worked al ong the rocky wall until he
finally came to a crevice, set at an angle. Squeezing through, he worked past
rough rock, until he saw a corridor |ight gleaning ahead.

Then began a prol onged journey through a naze of passages that always
seened to trend downward. Doorways were few. The Shadow was away fromthe
| evel of the cell roonms. Neverthel ess, he continued the downward route.



The Shadow had chosen a special goal: Lanyon's torture room

Agai n obeying a subtle inpulse, The Shadow was confident that the torture
chamber must be the deepest of these man-chisel ed caverns. Sonmething in
Zani gew s manner--a gesture of his notioning hand, at the tine of Lanyon's
sei zure--had indicated that.

O all prisoners who needed aid, Lanyon's demand was the nost inperative.

Turning a sharp corner, The Shadow saw a final slope ahead. It was a
curious passage, this one, for although its sides w dened, its path did not.
The reason was a huge split in the rock, at the left. \Were the passage
| evel ed, that crevasse widened like a letter "V', until the path on the right
became not hing nore than a catwal k.

VWere the path narrowed to a nmere two-foot | edge, The Shadow saw a
solitary doorway. The door itself was open, as the last |ight showed. Beyond
t he wal k bl ended into absol ute darkness, for the rest of the passage was
unusabl e.

Reachi ng the doorway, the Shadow heard the nutter of an ugly voice.
Peering down a short decline, he saw a cell infused by a ghastly greenish
light. There, stretched on a crude-shaped rack, |ay Harvey Lanyon.

THE Rai nmaker's ankles and wists were bound with fetters attached to
chains that ran over pulleys. Al led to a netal drum beyond the rack. Above
the drumwas a crude clock, with sw nging pendulum As The Shadow wat ched, the
clock's long hand--its only hand--nmarked a quarter hour

Wth a sharp click, the chains tightened one link farther. There was a
harsh chuckl e from besi de the rack. The Shadow noted the man who gave it--a
rough-clad fellowwith a bulldog jaw, who was obvi ously one of Zanigew s
henchnen.

"Remenber ne, Lanyon?" gloated the tornmentor, staring at the Rai nmaker's
scared face. "I'mElthar, the fellow you fired. I'mthe guy that sold your
crackpot invention for you, to Zani gew

"I never did like you, Lanyon! That's why | canme down to see how you were
maki ng out. Not hurt nuch, just yet, huh? Don't worry, you will be, after a
few nore hours on this rack!"

A few nore hours--and every fifteen mnutes neant a click of the chain.
That thought told The Shadow that Elthar was correct. The man gave a thrust of
his bulldog chin, turned about to come fromthe torture cell. Needing
i medi ate conceal nent, The Shadow found it by working farther along the
catwal k. The | edge becane so narrow, that he could only keep his bal ance by
clutching the rocky wall.

At that nonment, The Shadow s left foot dislodged a tiny fragment of
stone. It dropped into the abyss; after a prolonged fall it struck the bottom
sending up a faint clatter fromrocks beneath. Elthar heard that sound as he
shoul dered t hrough the doorway.

A frightened | ook swept the fellow s rough face, proof that he had made
this trip without orders. He glanced in The Shadow s direction, saw nothing in
t he bl ackness. Looki ng the opposite way, Elthar saw no one in the rising
passage. He was hasty, however, when he closed the door. His fingers funbled
the bolt, failing to shove it tight.

Hurriedly, Elthar took to the passage. Meanwhil e, The Shadow was mnovi ng
out from hiding. Once at the door, he found it unnecessary to touch the bolt.
The Shadow nerely shoved the door inward, closing it behind him

A few seconds later, the haunted face of Harvey Lanyon was staring upward
at a countenance that showed synpathy, instead of gloating. H s eyes had a
trace of disbelief, that suddenly faded.

In one gl ad gasp, Lanyon gave greeting to The Shadow.

CHAPTER Xl I'I.
DOUBLE DEATH



RECOGNI TI ON gri pped Harvey Lanyon

That night in Denver--the man fromthe other room-his own m stake; al
flashed to his tormented brain. Wth those thoughts came the rattle of a
ratchet. The Shadow had found the device that | oosened the chains.

Lanyon sat up. The chains clattered as he rubbed his nunmbed linbs. So
far, his torture had been nental. He had felt the strain fromthe stretched
chai ns, but the physical effects had not been serious. Dawn was the com ng
time when his joints would have begun to crack

Doubl y apol ogetic, Lanyon spoke regrets of his actions in Denver, also
the stupidity with which he had today defied Zani gew. But Lanyon had rea
excuses for his latter action.

"I have been here long," he expl ained. "Zani gew has told me nore than the
others. He plans crine such as has never before been known; and enpire of evil
that will stretch throughout the world!"

VWhen The Shadow asked for nore details, Lanyon couldn't supply them
Zani gew had been hazy on nobst matters. One point, however, had inpressed the
Rai nmaker .

"There was a word," he recalled, "that | had never heard before. Zani gew
mentioned it, and | took it for a name. The word was 'Unaga' --yes, | amsure
that was it."

A qui ck sparkle came to The Shadow s eyes, but he wasted no tine in
commenting on the nane. He wanted to | earn what el se Lanyon knew. He asked if
t he Rai nmaker had | earned the |ocation of this headquarters. Lanyon had.

"W are near Puget Sound," he declared. "I was awake when | was brought
here in a boat that was lowbuilt, like an old runrunner

The Shadow asked for details of the stronghold. Lanyon was able to supply
a few The honeyconbs were high in a cliff above the Sound. There were several
| evel s, and the highest one housed Zanigew s radi o sending station

"No calls have gone out from here, though," stated Lanyon. "Zani gew said
so. He wanted ne to feel |ess hopeful, so that | would accede to the request
he made today."

"Whi ch was--"

"That | design special m st bonbs, to operate fromrockets. He wants to
project themin nore rapid sequence."

"You will design them™

Lanyon didn't oppose The Shadow s qui et statenent. The Rai nmaker had
previously realized his folly. In a pinch, Zani gew coul d design such bonbs
hinself. It was preferable for Lanyon to subnmit, and thus avoid torture.

Furt hernmore, Lanyon admitted a fact that The Shadow had al ready guessed;
nanel y, that Zani gew was hol di ng many prisoners upon whom he could show wrat h,
since they were not as necessary as the inventors.

"He plans to use them though," asserted Lanyon. "As slaves, perhaps, for
he is merciless. At least he has spared their lives, and intends to continue
that policy."

That fitted with The Shadow s own anal ysis of Zanigew. Crine's enperor
had huge anbitions, that would require many followers. It would be easier for
himto sign up prisoners few by few, than to depend upon the |engthy process
of finding recruits.

Nevert hel ess, a crimnal Napol eon woul d need generals. Just where and how
Zani gew i ntended to obtain nmen of that caliber, was another problem The
Shadow, however, could foresee the answer. It nmeant definitely that the sooner
Zani gew coul d be crushed, the better it would be for the world.

The one-handed cl ock clicked another quarter hour. The Shadow ended his
chat with Lanyon by notioning the Rai nmaker back on the rack. Sl ackening the
chai ns, The Shadow curled the extra |links beneath Lanyon's | egs and arnmns.

"The chains will be taut by dawn," he told the victim "but not enough to
mean torture. Zanigew will believe that you have borne up well. Continue the
deceit--"

There was an abrupt finish to his statenment, as The Shadow whi pped toward



the door. His twist was too late. A man stood there, leveling a revolver. It
was Elthar; he had remenbered the unshoved bolt.

MJURDERQUS desire flickered on the man's bull dog features. Had The Shadow
budged, Elthar woul d have gl adly punped away. But The Shadow forestalled
gunfire, by going imediately into a part that suited Barreau

He acted as the professor m ght have--cowering, raising his arnms. His
eyes | ooked hunted, fearful--enough so to suit Elthar. The fellow saw a better
chance than nmurder. He took The Shadow for Barreau and decided that he could
win favor by bringing this prisoner back to Zani gew. That prospect had an
added touch that pleased Elthar. It would nean torture for a second victim

In guttural tone, Elthar ordered The Shadow to approach. Still cowering,
the prisoner came up the rough steps; Elthar could see himtrenble. Shifting
within the doorway, Elthar notioned The Shadow through. Shakily, the prisoner
went past.

Then, it came: a stroke produced wi th whi ppet speed.

Wth a whirl about, The Shadow took Elthar, gun and all. He flung the
fellowin a sonersault half through the doorway keeping the gun for hinself.
Flattening, Elthar hit the narrow | edge and cane to his feet wld-eyed.

A choki ng hand took his throat, shook himwth the fierce play of a
terrier's teeth. All the while, The Shadow kept Elthar covered, but did not
fire. There were ways in which the fellow could be useful; contrarily, his
di sappearance mi ght bring conplications.

The Shadow s hand rel axed. Elthar subsided on the | edge. His snarling
manner was gone; he raised his head hopel essly, as he | ooked al ong the
passage. Then, before The Shadow could spy his face, Elthar shouted a nane:

"Jollian!"

The Shadow wheel ed. He saw a man dashi ng down the sloping corridor in
response to Elthar's shout. Another of Zanigew s crew, aimng' a gun as he
cane. Knowi ng the alarmthat gunshots could produce, The Shadow didn't accept
the duel .

I nstead, he haul ed Elthar upward, as a shield. Jollian slackened, crept
closer, with a dart-eyed method of watching for signs of The Shadow s gun.
Closer still, he tensed for a spring. The Shadow was ready for it. As Jollian
| unged, Elthar's figure, pushed by The Shadow, took a forward plunge to
flatten the rescuer.

Jollian didn't | ose his gun. He punped away as he sprawl ed. The side step
t hat The Shadow rmade al ong the very fringe of the | edge was dangerous. It
saved himfromthe shots, however, and a quick-footed tw st brought himinward
toward the wall.

He woul dn't quite reach Jollian. Recovering, Elthar bl ocked him Shoved
back toward the abyss, The Shadow had to take a sideward dive. As he went, he
stabbed a shot at Jollian, attenpting to halt the fellow s regained aim

Jollian slunped. It was up to Elthar. Leering, he Iunged upon The Shadow,
expecting to batter the prone fighter's head against the rock. No time to
ai m - The Shadow s gun had doubl ed beneath him But his feet were free.

Strong | egs supplied a scissors nmotion that clipped Elthar's lurch. That
crisis didn't allow for subtle tactics. The Shadow gave all the power he had.
El thar took a sideways hurtle over the edge of the cleft.

A wail sickened into the distance. Up cane the holl ow sound of a
spl ashing crash. Rocks, in shallow water, had received Elthar for is fina
| odgi ng, sixty-odd feet bel ow

RI SI NG, The Shadow took a [ ook at Jollian

The fellow was in a bad way, coughing inarticul ate words. He was trying
to call for aid, and it was com ng. The Shadow coul d hear the clatter of nen
arriving fromabove. Visualizing a certain possibility, The Shadow took to his
hi di ng spot at the deep end of the catwal k.



Three brutish nen arrived. They lifted Jollian, heard the words he
gul ped. As The Shadow hoped, Jollian began with Elthar, gesturing toward the
pit as he spoke.

"I found Elthar!" gasped Jollian, "He--he was--here--"

A final cough--Jollian slunped dead. Listeners constructed their own
version of the story; false, but |ogical

"El thar, huh?" grunted one. "Used to work for Lanyon. Come to help the
guy. | guess. It was good that Jollian got him"

They entered the cell, found that Lanyon's chains were | oose. Tightening
them the crew cane out. One bolted the door, while the others picked up
Jol l'ian's body agai n.

VWen they were gone, The Shadow drew the bolt. Lanyon breathed gratefully
at his return. Again the chains were | oosened; then The Shadow conti nued on
his way, |eaving a bolted door behind him

The wrong story had gone back to Zanigew the right one for The Shadow.
Enough had been acconplished for tonight. Retracing his precarious course, The
Shadow scal ed the inside of the rocky fissure and squeezed back into his cell.

Prying a | oose stone froma | ower corner, The Shadow buried Elthar's gun
beneath it. Stretching upon the cell's frail cot, he was agai n Eugene Barreau
asleep until the norrow

CHAPTER XI V.
THE SHADOW S MESSAGE

The next day, Zanigew held a short chat with The Shadow, alias Eugene
Barreau. The skull-faced overlord was tight-1ipped; the few facts that he
nmentioned were generalities that The Shadow had heard from Harvey Lanyon.

Zani gew i nt ended trenendous conquests. He expected cooperation. Those
who supplied it would he favored. Those who refused it would find torture.
That applied to the many prisoners who had been taken along with the
i nventors.

"Such persons," remarked Zani gew, casually, "as Tretter's daughter. Have
you ever net her, Barreau?"

The Shadow shifted uneasily, pulling his gaze away from Zani gew s.
Apparently, Barreau didn't want to answer, and Zanigew did not insist. H's
grated | augh showed that he was pl eased enough to see how his presence gave
Barreau the jitters.

Al day, the inventors continued the tasks ordered by Zanigew. Lanyon
kept hunched at his desk, feigning the effects of pain fromhis overnight
ordeal. Tretter, warier than ever, nmade no gl ances toward the pretended
Bar r eau.

Most of the work was nere routine, except for a task that Zani gew had
gi ven Dansell. The burly chem st didn't |ike the assignnent but he went
through with it, renmenbering what had happened to Lanyon.

By to-night, The Shadow felt sure, sonething inportant would be due.
These rocky caves on the shores of Puget Sound coul d not possibly represent
the center of Zanigew s com ng donmain. The Shadow had a definite idea
regarding the master nind' s next step; and the word "Unaga" was concerned in
it.

VWen the inventors were put away for the night, The Shadow pronptly
started a new expedition fromhis wi ndow, taking Elthar's captured revol ver
with him This time, he picked an upward course, seeking sone hi gher opening
in the rocky fissure.

He found one--a tighter squeeze--but it brought himto a level thirty
feet above the cell rooms. Nearing a passage, The Shadow watched a paci ng
guard go by, then took an upward slope. As on thenight before, he cane to a
final door; but this one was not a torture chanber, nor did it have an abyss
beside it.

The door was a heavy barrier that conpletely bl ocked the passage. The



Shadow knew that it nust mean Zani gew s broadcasting room

Despite its weight, the door yielded easily. The Shadow | ooked into a
roomfitted with wirel ess equiprment. There were large crates, ready to receive
t he apparatus shoul d Zani gew order it packed.

A squatty operator was seated at table, earphones clanped to his head. He
was receiving nessages, not sending them

Stacked on a filing pin beside himwere previous nmessages that he had
sent for Zanigew. Dust streaked the surface of the top paper. Those nessages
were ones that had been dispatched fromthe ol d headquarters, which had noved
about in several states east of the Sierra Muntains.

Behi nd the operator's back, The Shadow reached a | arge packing box that
was tilted on its side. Stepping past it, he eased inside and kept watch
t hrough a crack in the bottom

THI NGS happened soon. A netal -covered trapdoor opened in the ceiling. A
man pushed a | adder downward and descended. The |ight showed his face:
bi g-jawed, with a cheek marked by a scar

The newconer gave a grunt when he saw that the radi o operator had not
noticed his arrival. He poked the operator's shoulder. The fell ow spun from
t he tabl e, yanking off the earphones.

"You ought not to be listenin" when you're alone." grow ed ' Scar-face',
"Any guy could do a sneak in here!"

"Yeah?" snapped the operator. "Who for instance?"

"Some mug like that bird Elthar, who got his last night. Maybe there's
nore of 'emin the outfit."

A tel ephone buzzed; with it, a light glowed. The radio man answered the
call.

Fromthe chief," he told Scar-face. "A nmessage is com ng up."

"Whi ch neans we'll probably have to get goin'," snapped the other. "G ve
me alift with thembatteries.”

The two ascended the | adder, jogging the trapdoor as they dragged the
batteries through. The trapdoor fell into place. Alone in the room The Shadow
could have nmade for the table, but he waited in his hiding place. He
renenbered that a message was com ng up

It came. A stupid-faced man brought it. Seeing no sign of the operator
he left the message on the table and departed. Once the door was shut, The
Shadow edged out to the table.

The nessage was brief. It consisted of three junbled words, each of five
letters. There were two five-letter spaces in between:

Those words, The Shadow knew could only be deci phered by a conpli cated
process of pyramided letters, linking code with code. The spaces--as with
Zani gew s ot her messages--were to be filled with dumy letters, which wuld be
i gnored by those who received the nessage.

Pl ucking a pencil fromthe desk, The Shadow i ntroduced letters of his
own, copying the exact style of the others. The conpl eted nessage read:

DIVKA XXUNA HGBWQ GAXSX RVYJS

Bel ow t he nessage was witten notation, evidently in Zanigew s hand. It
st at ed:

Hold for six hours. Send from new | ocati on.

Creasing the | ower edge, The Shadow tore it cleanly. Copying the ornate
style of Zanigew s penmanshi p, he wote:



Urgent! Send at once!

The trapdoor was openi ng. The Shadow slid out of sight behind the packing
box as the radi o operator reappeared with his scar-faced pal. The operator saw
t he nessage.

"Funny!" he remarked. "The chief filled in the dummy words. He nust be in
a hurry. He wants ne to broadcast this fromhere."

"Better phone him" urged Scar-face. "If you shoot the thing from here,
we nmay get spotted.”

"What if they do put direction finders on us? The chief sent word we're
| eaving here tonight."

"Yeah. But it's high tide right now The chief don't want to get started
until it's lowtide."

The wirel ess operator snorted.

"The chief figures things for himself," he rem nded. "That |eaves you
out. Wiy should | call him and get called down? These are his orders, aren't
t hey?"

TURNING to the table, the operator clicked his key. Zanigew s nessage,
pl us The Shadow s additions, was flashed across the air. Scar-face waited,
whil e the message was sent. At the finish came the doubl e-dashes and
triple-dots that identified Zanigew to his absent foll owers.

Hardly had the final call been sent, when the tel ephone buzzed. The
Operator answered, began to stanmer answers to fast-put questions. In the
m ddl e of the conversation, an alarmbell clanged.

The trapdoor yanked open. Men poked their heads into sight. Scar-face
yanked a gun, |ooking about as if he expected trouble at his el bow The door
fromthe | ower passage whi pped wi de. Arnmed guards were on the threshold.

Zani gew nmust have heard the nessage through a special hookup. He knew
that somet hing was wong in the broadcast room This was the first spot that
woul d be searched; but The Shadow didn't allow time for a hunt to begin.

Coming up like a figure on a spring, he hurled the packing box straight
for the scar-faced man. The fell ow staggered backward with a how, shooting
ever ywhere except where The Shadow was.

The nen at the trapdoor spotted what happened. Before they could fire,

t hey were ducking for cover, The Shadow s revol ver spitting bullets in their
direction. Hard upon those quick shots, The Shadow whirled to neet the guards
fromthe | ower door.

They hadn't tine to fire, before he was with them slugging crisscrossed
bl ows that sent themto the corners of the room Wen they managed to shoot,
their only target was the door that he had sl ammed behi nd hi m

Bul l ets clanged steel. Wth snarls, the thwarted crooks yanked the door
open, to begin pursuit.

The Shadow had reached a turn in the passage; but though foenen failed to
see him there was sonething that they heard. That was the taunt of a trailing
[ augh, that worried themal nbst to a point of indecision

Dropping the part of Barreau, The Shadow was declaring hinmself to
Zani gew s hordes. He knew that his battle challenge would aid himin the
com ng fray. Against tremendous odds, The Shadow had only one sure course.

That was to becone The Shadow! The fact that he, the greatest of al
crime's foes, had penetrated to this stronghold, could shatter the trust that
crooks gave to Zani gew.

His gun hal f-enptied, that fierce |augh night beconme The Shadow s only
weapon, in the lair where Zani gew rul ed!

CHAPTER XV.
THE BLACK TOMB.
SWFT in his driving tactics, The Shadow had gi ven opponents but little



time to glinpse his face. There was still a chance that he could reach the
outlet that afforded a route to his cell

That acconplished, Zanigew s men would scour the stronghold, only to find
t hat The Shadow had vani shed as evasively as his |augh. Again, the intrepid
fighter could pass hinmself as Eugene Barreau

Il chance prevented that nove.

Roundi ng a turn, The Shadow saw the fissure that led to the outlet.

Bet ween hi m and the cl oven side passage were four of Zanigew s men. The fire
t hat The Shadow opened proved nore effective than he planned.

VWen one of the notley bl ockers tunbled, the others didn't trust their
heel s. Instead of running down the main passage, they dived into the obscure
splits that The Shadow wanted as his own route!

Behi nd rough-hewn wal |l s, deep in darkness, the foemen had a fort that
they could use to good advantage. It would take long battle to suppress them
and by that time, Zanigew s entire horde would be present. The Shadow had to
deviate fromhis original plan.

Snat ching the fresh revolver that the crippled foeman had dropped, The
Shadow conti hued a downward route, follow ng the |ighted passages. He paused
at the next turn to jab back warning shots at pursuers who had cone fromthe
wirel ess room

Speedi ng ahead, The Shadow | ooked for possible ways to get back to his
cell. None was available. He was on the very level of the cell roons, but that
did not help. To unbolt the door of his own cell would be a give-away.

In that nonment, he seized upon another plan: to yank open other cel
doors and rel ease prisoners who could aid him An excellent process, had he
found time to acconplish it. But it chanced that this corridor was strongly
guar ded.

Soneone barked a harsh order. There was a clatter at the end of the
passage. The Shadow saw a netal shield swing into position, a machi ne gun
muzzl e poking fromits center. Men were behind that shelter, ready to put the
gun in action. Using the few renmai ni ng seconds, The Shadow reached a side
passage and hurdled fromsight, just as the machine gun began to rip.

Away fromthe direction that he wanted, The Shadow was deep in the
under ground maze. The few doorways were strange ones. There were many passages
to choose, but nmost of themrang with the shouts of arriving foenen. The
Shadow had reached a crossroads; only one passage was available. He took it.

Sighted as he hurried up a slope, The Shadow becanme a target for a dozen
guns. Hurried shots were wide; the greatest danger was frombullets that
ricocheted off the walls. One slug struck Shadows neck; but its strength was
spent. He brushed away the hot, rmushroonmed nmetal as it slid toward his collar

Then the sloped ceiling intervened. Shots were muffled, far behind, when
The Shadow reached a fork where two passages curved in opposite directions.
Not wasting tinme in choice, The Shadow took the channel to the left.

Passing a bend, he cane to the end of the passage. It stopped at a big
door that was wi de open, a pair of armed men com ng fromthe room beyond
Their guns roared with The Shadow s, but his shots were the only ones ained
accurately. The gunners slunmped away as The Shadow enptied his gun.

ON the threshol d, The Shadow was met by a huge guard who | aunched from
the room aining a revolver. The gun tongued, but The Shadow was past it,
slugging for its owner. The giant didn't m nd the slashing gun bl ow that
gl anced from his head. Dropping his own weapon, he cl anped manmot h paws for
The Shadow s throat.

Twin of the ape-man in the |lighthouse, this fellow intended to bash The
Shadow i nto submission. In this setting, under these circunstances, The Shadow
was better able to size his foe. He gained a throat hold first, twisting as he
made it. Soon, he was |ashing about the room flaying his big adversary like a
puppet .

This was the storeroom where Zani gew kept the captured inventions. The



fighters rolled against a table where Lanyon's m st bonbs were stacked in a
box that |ooked Iike an egg crate. They nearly overturned a tank contai ning
Dansel | 's sl eep gas.

They wal | owed finally against a pedestal on which Barreau's electrica
projector was nmounted. It was there that The Shadow sent the giant in a long
fling across the storeroom Panting, The Shadow cl utched for the apparatus
besi de him Hi s hand encountered a | oose | ever

Ri pping the rod | oose, he whacked the apparatus itself. He was snashing
coils, tubes that would be inpossible to replace for weeks to come. Even from
Barreau' s pl ans, Zani gew would not be able to repair this danage.

One of the captured inventions--probably the machi ne that Zani gew
regarded nost inportant--would no | onger he useful to the thief who had
acquired it!

G ven a few mnutes nore, The Shadow woul d have conpl etely denolished the
device. He was forced to stint his damage, because pursuers were shouting from
the final passage. The Shadow sprang for the door, to close it. He was bl ocked
suddenly by the giant guard, who shoved up fromthe floor with a snarl that
told he was ready for nore action

The Shadow settled himwith a long swing of the steel lever; but the
brief delay was costly. Enemes were at the doorway. It was too late to keep
them out. Ducking to an inner corner, The Shadow was away from ai m ng guns
| ong enough to provide a counter-thurust.

Grabbing the crate of fog bonbs, he chucked it for the guns and faces
t hat poked suddenly from beside the door

The scattering mssiles didn't expl ode; they needed | essened air pressure
to go off in that sudden fashion. Sone of them cracked however, and gave fizzy
puffs that literally spurted m st about the room Men were dropping back
hands across their eyes, before they realized that the stuff wouldn't hurt.

By that tine, the roomwas clouded. In the haze, The Shadow scooped the
guard's gun fromthe floor and broke through the throng at the doorway.

Shooti ng ahead of him he saw foenmen duck as he cane fromthe shroud of
mst. Small wonder, for they couldn't tell whether one man or a battalion was
headed for them

Cl ear again, The Shadow reached the forked junction and took the passage
to the right. Zanigew s reserves were comng; there was a whol e horde at The
Shadow s heel s. New passages were few, but all |ed downward, giving hope that
The Shadow might find a lower exit that would enable himto reach his cell

Such hope was over when he canme suddenly upon the | owernobst passage in
t he stronghold, the burrow that ended in a deep abyss outside the torture
room

A run along the | evel --The Shadow was at the pit itself. Yells cane in a
del uge behind him Quns were spurting, telling that he was spotted. No time to
reach the torture chanber and use it as a fort. The place for The Shadow s
stand was the edge of the abyss.

He flung about. M ghty nockery shivered fromhis lips. Wth that defiance
The Shadow | evel ed his revolver. Sight of it, coupled with the fierce,
unearthly mrth, put fear into their rat-sized souls. Though ten agai nst one,
they didn't care to battle. Each felt that the first who fired would be a
prompt recipient of a bullet.

Not one of the band realized that The Shadow s gun had been enptied in
that final fusillade outside the storeroon

HOLDI NG his ground, The Shadow notioned for the tribe to drop their guns.

They began to obey, one by one, until a repetition of the |augh produced
a panic in which weapons clattered |ike hail stones. The Shadow was noti oni ng
t hem back, and they were obeying his order to retreat!

At | ast, The Shadow nmoved. Boldly, coolly, he intended to approach those
scattered guns and armhinself. After that, he could march Zani gew s own nen
ahead of him as shields against other attackers. Only The Shadow coul d have



managed such a daring ruse!

But there was another person in this subterranean den, whose keen brain
coul d guess that strategy.

There was a sudden shift among the retreating crew. Shaky men were flung
asi de by powerful inpatient hands. Qut fromthe group came a solitary foe to
chal | enge The Shadow s pat h.

Zani gewl

In his fist the master crook held a revolver, and the gun was fully
| oaded. Evil glared fromhis ruby eyes, deep in their skullish sockets. Again,
his tight lips had the grinmace that was Zanigew s cl osest effort to a smle

Zani gew knew that if The Shadow had a single bullet, he would use it.
This was the trapped fighter's chance to win the struggle, by rendering his
opponents | eader| ess.

But The Shadow did not fire.

Steadi ly, Zani gew noved forward, until he had the range he wanted. Hi s
men were over their fright; they were crouching up behind him reaching for
their guns. The Shadow, in turn, had retreated close to the fringe of the
crevasse.

Zanigew s finger tightened on its trigger

Death seemed a certainty for The Shadow. Rat her than accept it from
Zani gew s gun, he took a desperate course. Spinning, he clanped his hands
above his head and dived into the abyss!

Zani gew zinged a bull et through the space where The Shadow had been

O her revolvers added a belated tunult, drowning the echoes that came from
the depths. Wth the cessation of gunfire, Zanigew supplied his netallic
| augh.

VWhat matter, if The Shadow had managed to prolong his life for a few
seconds?

That pit had been sounded. At no spot had it shown water nore than a foot
in depth. Zanigew renmenbered Elthar's fate: Death on the shall ow rocks that
filled the entire bottom of the abyss.

The sane fate for The Shadow. The pit was a bl ackened tonb that held a
new, and nore inportant, victim That thought pleased Zanigew. Hi s nen, too,
showed their relish of the situation

Zani gew saw many grins as he ordered his nen to march above and prepare
for pronpt departure fromthe stronghold.

CHAPTER XVI .

THE BROKEN TRAI L.

A MAN was seated at a table, his back to the door of a small, square
room Beside himwas a radio set; at the wall in front of him a sw tchboard.
On the table, a sheet of paper, which the nman was studying beneath a
[ anpl i ght.

From a maze of letters, the man picked two words separated by one that he
di sregarded. They were odd words, that other persons had supposed to be in
code:

XXUNA GAXSX

Witing those words as one, the man crossed out every letter X. His
result was the sinple statement of a single word, with a letter for its
signature

UNAGA S.

Putting the earphones to his head, the man pressed a plug into the switch
board. He dialed a nunber, waited for the reply, then said in a matter-of-fact
t one:

" Bur bank speaking."



A voi ce canme across the wire. Burbank gave nethodical information, the
word "Unaga" form ng part of his discourse. When he had finished, he hung up
t he earphones and went back to other duties.

El sewhere, a young man soon rmade a hurried exit froma hotel |obby and
hail ed a cab. Soon, he was riding posthaste along the steep streets of San
Franci sco. Reaching a big building, he went up to an office and spoke to the
girl at an information desk

"My nanme is Vincent," he announced. "I nust see M. Mrquette at once!
Tell himit's Harry Vincent."

Three mnutes later, Vic Marquette was staring across a desk listening to
the story that Harry Vincent gave him To Marquette, this clean-cut visitor
was an old friend, and an inportant one. For Vic Marquette had | ong connected
Harry Vincent with that nysterious being known as The Shadow.

"It"'s an F. B. I. job, all right," agreed Marquette. "Tracing those crazy
messages with the dash-dot signature is inportant, because it may have
something to do with the ki dnapping of Janes Dansell. But according to
direction finders, that |ast nmessage cane from Puget Sound, and not from out
in the Pacific."

"That doesn't hurt the facts," declared Harry. "I don't say that the
nmessage was sent fromthe steanmship Unaga. |'msinply stating that the ship
was mentioned. "

Marquette had a copy of the message on his desk. The name Unaga was in
it, right enough, and he noticed how the letter "X' had spaced it. He al so saw
the letter "S", all by itself, and thought inmediately of The Shadow.

The steanshi p Unaga, Marquette recalled, was a |arge coastw se vesse
that had taken a shipload of settlers to Al aska. She was returning southward,
and had | ast been reported at Seattle.

Vic got busy on the tel ephone. After a hectic thirty mnutes, he had
acconpl i shed a great deal. He reached for his hat when he hung up

"They picked up the Unaga," he told Harry. "Everything's all right on
board her, except that she got a short-wave call a while ago, asking her
position. She's about four hundred nmiles north of Frisco, and I'mflying out
to visit her. You can come along."

THREE hours later, a sleek seapl ane dropped beside the Iong hull of the
Unaga. The ocean was calm so it was an easy matter for the plane' s passengers
to board the eighteen-thousand-ton steamer. After a short chat with the
ski pper, Marquette signaled for the seaplane to return to Frisco.

Harry Vincent watched the plane take off and di sappear beyond a di stant,
lowlying mst that marked the California coast. He was still staring at the
skyscape, when Marquette rejoined him

"There's only one thing that's funny on this boat,
"That's the cargo that was taken on at Seattle."

"What was it?" queried Harry.

"That's the funniest part," replied Marquette. "All sorts of fancy canned
goods and bottled stuff. Particularly, the last part. Mst of the bottled
goods was chanpagne. "

It sounded odd to Harry. He remarked that chanmpagne was produced in
California, which nade it superfluous as an inport.

"This isn't donmestic stuff,” stated Marquette. "It's French chanpagne--
the real McCoy! Why it cane by way of Seattle beats ne! Let's go down and | ook
it over."

Vic didn't intend to sanple the chanpagne. He nerely wanted to learn if
the cargo was as stated. He and Harry found t he chanpagne, along with the
fancy canned goods. There were other foodstuffs, staples that had al so been
| oaded at Seattle.

A seaman had conme with them Marquette asked hi m about |arge stacks of
boxes that were deep in the hold. They had al so been | oaded at Seattle and
they were marked "FURNI TURE, " a statenent that roused Marquette's doubts.

announced t he Fed.



He and Harry hefted a box. It was very heavy. Marquette pried it open,
gave a sudden whoop

"Look at this, Vincent! Rifles--dozens of them Say--maybe those ot her
boxes hol d machi ne guns! They | ook bi g enough--"

There was a gruff voice that interrupted. Marquette gave Harry a shove
that sent him spraw ing between two crates. Turning, Vic raised his hands. So
did the seaman with him

Two rough-dressed nmen had craw ed fromthe other side of the hold. They
| ooked |i ke stowaways, but they hadn't boarded the Unaga just for an ocean
trip. Each man hel d a businesslike revol ver

One of the pair evidently recognized Marquette.

"Keep 'emup, Fed!" he said. "You and this sailor Vincent."

The arned lurkers had heard Marquette speak to Harry, and had only seen
the seaman with Vic. A bad slip on their part, for Harry overheard it.
Creepi ng around behind the boxes, The Shadow s agent popped out suddenly.

His crisp words neant business: "Drop those guns!™”

The toughs obeyed. Vic and Harry nmarched their prisoners up to the deck
with the sailor bringing along the discarded hardware. Cross-exami nation
brought no responses fromthe nmen. They didn't want to talk.

"One thing." Marquette told the captain of the Unaga. "It neans your crew
is O K, because if any of them had been approached and bribed, these
st owaways woul dn't have been needed."

The captain agreed. He excused hinself, to return to the bridge. Fog had
been creeping out fromshore; the Unaga was heading into it. Harry, watching
the prisoners, saw them exchange wi se grins. Marquette's was about to march
the men to a cabin.

"Wait a minute," suggested Harry, |ooking along the deck. "I've got and
i dea these fell ows saw sonet hing they |iked."

Marquette stared bl ankly.

"What coul d they have | ooked at?" he queried. "Qutside of the fog?"

"Take a | ook at the fog!"

HARRY made t hat suggestion suddenly. The fog bank had just caught his
full attention. It was a thick swirl of mst, withing |ike snmoke, a nonster
rising fromthe surface of the deep

That fog was yellow, its color insidious!

"Say, maybe"--Marquette gul ped, as he remenbered sonet hing--"maybe that's
the sane sort of fog that hit the fishing village! The place where | went with
Kent Allard!"

The fog had bl anketed the Unaga. Bells were clanging, nen shouting al ong
t he deck. There was sonething choking in the mst, that made Marquette stagger
toward the rail. He kept his gun on the prisoners. It wasn't necessary. They
wer e coughing al so, but they still had their grins.

Reaching the rail, Harry grabbed for Marquette just as the nman slid
hel pless to the deck. It was hitting Harry too, that poison-laden fog, but he
managed to hold out a little |onger. The engi nes had stopped their thrumi ng;
fromspots that the fog obscured, Harry could hear nmen fall to the deck

Then out fromthe dense mi st canme invaders. They were in small boats, nen
wi th gas masks over their faces. Through a chance swirl in the fog, Harry saw
the ship they came from-a | ow raki sh vessel that had lurked in waiting for
t he Unaga.

Wth that last glinpse, Harry Vincent rolled unconscious beside the
overpowered figure of Vic Marquette.

CHAPTER XVI | .
H GH TI DE

A SEAPLANE skinmed the waters of Puget Sound and taxied into the shelter



of a cove flanked by high cliffs. Ahead, its occupants saw a stretch of steep
beach. They | anded.

Looki ng upward, they saw a path that worned its way anong the rocks.

"We'd better take it," suggested the observer. "That shack we saw on the
cliff is |located about where the direction finders showed."

The pilot agreed. The two men started to scale the cliff. Halfway up the
path, they paused. Plain against the rocks, they signaled to a snall boat a
mle away. Men in the boat had al ready seen the plane; they started chugging a
course toward the cove

Resuming their clinb, the aviators failed to gl ance bel ow. They were too
eager to investigate the shack at the top. They expected results, and they
were due to find them That shack was the entrance to Zanigew s deserted
st ronghol d.

There was a sight below that m ght have interested the clinbers. Qut from
a crevice in the rock crawed a slownoving figure. Painfully, the tal
creeper drew hinself across a ledge. Hi s foot struck a | oose stone, sent it
bounci ng down the route that he had used.

Clatter faded; finally, the stone gave a faint splash

The man fromthe crevice was The Shadow. He blinked at sight of daylight,
then | ooked toward the water's edge. It was high tide again, which meant that
he had lain in darkness nany hours.

For it had been high tide when The Shadow took his dive into the abyss.
He had heard that fact nmentioned; it was why he had nmade a nove whi ch Zani gew
had regarded as sui ci de.

The pit, as The Shadow had hoped, was a tidal basin. Elthar's plunge had
been at low tide, The Shadow s at high. Hi s dive had ended in water deep
enough to prevent a crush upon the submerged rocks.

Long hours of waiting; then, when the tide had | owered, The Shadow had
sought an outlet with it. That had been his greatest ordeal. He had been
sucked beneat h rocks; had swum under water, through | ow arched channels. At
times, unruly currents had battered hi magai nst jagged surfaces.

Lost in a labyrinth worse than Zani gew s underground passages, The Shadow
had been | ong del ayed. The finish of his trip had been a battle against the
incoming tide, until he had crawed up into a slanted fissure clear of the
wat er .

There, his strength entirely spent, he had taken needed rest. After that,
an upward crawl had brought sight of daylight; with it, a humthat The Shadow
had recogni zed as coming froma pl ane.

He was | ooki ng now at that plane, silent in the cove. Yet he could stil
hear a chuggi ng beyond a | ow sl oping point just past the cliff. It nmeant an
approachi ng boat, summoned by a signal fromthe aviator

Wul d that boat nean rescue?

The Shadow wasn't certain. It could nean rescue for the aviators, if they
wer e marooned anong the cliffs, for they had al ready signaled the boat. But it
m ght mean ot herwi se to The Shadow, if these were persons who served Zani gew.

In his present dilenma, The Shadow was trusting no one but hinself.

Weary, weaponl ess, he was at |east confident that he still could fly a
pl ane. The winged ship in the cove was |like a magnet to him Rising shakily,
The Shadow st eadi ed as he neared the water. Splashing into the tiny wavel ets,
he clinbed onto the seapl ane.

THE notor roared with a suddenness that riveted the nen, on the heights.

Their frantic shouts were puny agai nst that drone. Men gawked fromthe
not orboat, as it rounded the point. Then, a thing of speed and power, the
seaplane was lifting out into the Sound. It took off like a creature rel eased
from bondage.

Easing up on the controls at an altitude of five thousand feet, The
Shadow soon | earned that this plane belonged to friends. He found witten
orders, regarding the search for the source of the mysterious wreless



signals. He discovered that the ship had a two-way radio.

Under certain circunstances, The Shadow ni ght have returned to pick up
t he men who bel onged in the ship. There was a reason, however, that caused him
to forgo that deed.

Among the latest orders were instructions to report any word fromthe
st eanshi p Unaga, nysteriously vani shed off the coast of California.

The Shadow resol ved that he woul d
be doing the aviators the greatest possible favor, if he did not return for
them He had a mission to performand preferred it to be a one-nman expedition
Aids were superfluous in a neeting with Zanigew s hordes on their own ground.
The Shadow had at | east denonstrated that he could survive a |one battle
agai nst them

The Shadow had definitely Iinked the Unaga with Zani gew s plans. As
Barreau, The Shadow had been assigned the task of arranging electrical
barriers for an area that resenbled the lines of a steanmship. Lanyon's mention
of the Unaga made the whole thing definite.

Later, however, The Shadow had seen to it that Zanigew, no matter how he
fared, would lack the protection of Barreau's electrical devices. The master
crook had unquestionably captured the Unaga, but his only way to keep the ship
out of trouble would he to hide it in an artificial fog.

Establi shing radio contact with heads of the searching party, The Shadow
coolly reported the plane by nunber and awaited a reply. He had found a small
| ocker packed with sandwi ches and a thernps bottle containing coffee. He was
downi ng those supplies while he |istened.

There were revolvers, too, in the plane. They woul d cone handy agai nst
Zani gew. The Shadow was exam ni ng one of the weapons, when a return call cane.
He pl aced the gun down, while he took the message.

Instructions were to conplete the search near Puget Sound. O her planes
were scouting for the Unaga.

The Shadow asked for conplete weather reports. He wanted specific details
regarding fog in any area. Detailed word canme back, with mention of a small
but dense fog directly south of the spot where the Unaga had | ast been
report ed.

To The Shadow, that fog meant the Unaga itself. Probably other aviators
had wat ched the nist, hoping that the steaner mght poke its bowin sight. It
woul dn't occur to themthat the fog itself could be a veil that nmoved with the
Unaga.

Rough cal cul ati on indicated that The Shadow s pl ane m ght overtake the
creepi ng fog about a hundred mles northwest of San Franci sco. Darkness,
however, m ght prove a troubl esone el ement when it cane. Cear starlight could
show t he yel |l owi sh fog, when once The Shadow neared it; but he couldn't |eave
too nmuch to chance.

Foreseei ng certain noves by Zani gew, The Shadow deci ded upon added
nmeasures, for emergency.

Codi ng words by one of his own intricate systens, The Shadow announced
them as a message that he had picked up. He subtly added that they had been
signed in the dash-dot fashion. He knew that such a nessage would be given to
hundreds of experts who were trying to crack Zanigew s codes.

Bur bank, The Shadow s contact man, had connections with certain of those
code experts. Once The Shadow s agent saw t he nessage, he would recognize its
real origin. Burbank woul d decipher it, and followits orders to the small est
detail .

As for the code experts, they would remain quite as puzzled as if the
nmessage had actually been dispatched by the unknown Zani gew.

One m nor problem concerned The Shadow. It was the matter of Zanigew s
raki sh runmrunner that had taken crinme's enperor to his capture of the Unaga.
That craft had not been reported from any source. The obvious inference was
t hat Zani gew had sunk it, since it was no | onger needed.

Only the Unaga counted. That ship was the floating nucl eus of Zani gew s
rising enpire. A Napoleon of crine, the master m nd had pl ans which surpassed



ordinary belief. Yet, to The Shadow, they were obvious; for he had anal yzed
t he processes of Zanigew s gigantic brain.

Mere hours separated Zanigew from a | ong-sought goal that he would seek
despite the lack of his electrical barrier. Risen from depths, The Shadow
i ntended to drop fromthe sky, again the |one challenger who could thwart his
super foe's great schene.

The sane fog that shrouded the Unaga woul d hi de The Shadow, once he
landed within its fringes. Then to deal wi th Zani gew

It was high tide for The Shadow s hopes!

CHAPTER XVI 1 1

CRI ME RULES ANEW

THE steanshi p Unaga fornmed the exact center of a tiny fog working
steadily south. That mi st was yell ow sh, om nous, and other ships avoided it.
The fog seened ruled by the speed of a light but steady breeze, for off on the
hori zon, a small schooner was keeping pace with it.

That, however, was purely a chance occurrence. Zani gew was hol ding the
Unaga to a speed of a few knots, sinply to avoid attention. A fast-driving fog
woul d be too peculiar to pass unreported by the occasional planes that droned
over head.

Those pl anes puzzled the crew of the little sailing ship; but they didn't
per pl ex Zani gew. He knew that they were searching for the Unaga, and he didn't
like it. In the best cabin that the steaner boasted, Zanigew was storm ng at
the men who served himas el ectricians.

Fearfully, they had nmade final adm ssion that they could not repair
Barreau's el ectrical equipmrent. Suddenl y, Zani gew rai sed his nassive head.
Rage was gone fromhis ruddy eyes. He grated an order in a tone that prom sed
solution of the problem

"Bring Barreau's men!" Zani gew commanded. "All of theml Here, to this
cabin!"

Dubi ous henchnen went to bring the prisoners. They could see no useful
purpose in the mandate. It was common know edge t hat none of Barreau's workers
shared the inventor's secrets. Hilgard, the spy, had been unable, with all his
treachery, to learn any such details.

In fact, Barreau had seened so clever in the past, that none of Zanigew s
men had been surprised when he proved to be The Shadow. Even Zani gew had
accepted the obvious; but his mnd had taken a sudden change.

VWhen the prisoners stood lined up in the cabin, Zanigew noved fromnman to
man, studying each face. Al were silent, stolid. They had realized, soon
after their capture, that Zani gew was practical as well as merciless. Their
lives were safe as long as they might prove useful. It would be folly,
therefore to be sullen or defiant. Resignation was their comon attitude.

Wthout a word, Zanigew clanped a viselike grip on one man's shoulder. In
nmetallic tone, he ordered his men to renove the others. Wen all were gone
Zani gew poi nted the I one prisoner to a chair. He eyed the man's | ongish
features, tiny eyes, the conspi cuous high-bridged nose. Then

"You are clever!" declared Zanigew in clanging tone, "I admre
cl everness, Professor Barreau."

The hook-nosed man could not restrain a flinch

"No fear." Zanigew s voice |lacked nalice. "It does not matter whether
you, or The Shadow, decided on the ruse. You worked together, and you did
wel I .

"You even saved ne trouble in disposing of Hilgard. | dislike traitors
even when they serve ne. Once, Barreau, | nade you a fair offer. It stil
stands. Cone!"

ZANI GEW | ed Barreau to a | ower cabin, where the damaged el ectrica
apparatus was on display. He asked the professor how soon it could be



repai red. Barreau shook his head at sight of ruined tubes and coils.

"I npossible!"™ he said at last. "These cannot be replaced."

"But, perhaps"--Zanigew s voice was harsh--"you may be able to adapt
substitute material s? W have a great deal of electrical equipnment on board.”

"I can try."
Barreau's tone was al nost hopeful, as though he had becone suddenly
willing to serve Zani gew. Ruddy eyes drew the professor's gaze in a powerful,

hypnoti ¢ manner. Barreau stared despite hinself, and he stared too | ong.

"As | thought!" canme the clanging tone. "You are playing safe, professor
Cl ever of you, to say that you can try! Wen a nan so speaks, it nmeans that he
can succeed!"

Barreau started to stamrer his doubts. He was shaking of f Zani gew s
i nfl uence; but he had al ready botched matters. Barreau had al nost adnmitted a
fact that The Shadow had not known.

Though essential for |ong-range protection, Barreau's special devices
were not needed in producing electrical barriers. He could do a good enough
job to protect the area cl ose about the Unaga with ordinary equi prment.

There was a sharp snap from Zanigew s fingers. Two of his husky followers
appeared. The skull-faced over-lord gave a three-word order

"Bring the girl!"

A few nminutes later, Fay Tretter arrived in the cabin. Zanigew s sharp
eyes spotted recognition between her and Barreau. Again his fingers snapped,
this time in repetition. It was a coded signal

Leering followers brought in a heavy chair fitted with clanps. Fay was
pl aced in the device. Her ankles, wists, and neck were shackled in the chair.
Next came a box-like cover that fitted over the chair and its occupant,
exactly to shape.

The cover was equi pped with panes of glass set in square franes. Each
panel was studded with round chunks of metal that |ooked |ike bolt heads. A
cord was plugged into a socket; the chair began to hum

You have heard of the 'Spanish Miiden'," said Zanigew, to Barreau. "An
ol d-fashi oned torture device that brings death when it is closed, thanks to
the spikes that line its interior

"This is ny adaptation of the Spanish Miden: instead of spikes, it
contai ns needle points set deep in the steel studs. The current"--Zani gew s
tone cl anged solemmly--"is pushing those needles inward. Their notion is slow,
al nost i npercepti bl e.

"But in about two hours"--there was evil anticipation in the voice--"

those needles will penetrate! The torture will be far nore exquisite than that
of the Spanish Miiden! You will hear screams, for there are air holes in the
box. You will see the victinms agony--"

Barreau interrupted with a cry. He was gesticulating toward his own

equi prent. Zani gew wai ted. Barreau's words becane coherent.
"More than two hours!" he pleaded. "Longer--say fifteen mnutes |onger--"
"Two hours only!"

BARREAU went feverish. He was shouting to Zanigew s men, telling themthe
t hi ngs they needed. They noved briskly, for Zanigew s eyes commanded them
Barreau gul ped that he could use assistants; his own nmen, preferably. Zani gew
produced them pronptly.

Al the while that Barreau | abored, he fought off two huge nental
hazards. One was the buzz of the notor that controlled the needl e-lined box.
The other was a clock that ticked fromthe cabin wall, marking of the terrible
m nut es.

At the end of an hour and three quarters, crackles came from Barreau's
machi ne. He turned to Zanigew, all the while a spectator, and gave an eager
nod. Zani gew shook his head, pointed to the deck. Barreau turned off his
apparatus, ordered the nen outside with it.

Posts were already placed along the rail of the Unaga; two skel eton



towers were planted in the deck. Barreau shouted for men to wire up the posts.
He sent others scranbling |like nonkeys to the tops of the towers. It took ten
m nut es before the hookup was conpl ete. Barreau yanked a | ever.

Sharp crackles broke into a buzzing rhythm fromthe towers as well as
the posts. Barreau sank sobbing to the deck; then recovered, to stagger to the
cabin. Zani gew was already there, pointing to the switch. A man tugged it.

Carefully, two others lifted the cover that incased the chair. Jutting
needl e points plucked Fay's dress, ripping long runners in it, as the girl
shrank tightly in the chair. Her armquivered as a line of needles scratched
it. The result was slight, but Zani gew tongued a fierce-toned di sapproval at
hi s nmen.

He was keeping his prom se to Barreau and was anxious that it be entirely
fulfilled. For Zanigew could give reward as well as punishment. He was el at ed,
as he listened to the humof the electrical barriers; further pleased, when he
suddenly caught the drone of a plane sonmewhere beyond the cloud bank that
covered t he Unaga.

Had Zani gew known the identity of that plane's pilot, his lips, for once,
m ght have shown a full snile.

Hi gh in the dark, The Shadow was turning down the sea plane's notors. He
had sighted the nmist he wanted; had finally identified its yell owness agai nst
the sea's darkened surface.

Di stant, beneath the starlight, was a tiny patch of white, a schooner's
sail, that forned a contrast to the fog's ocher hue. Banking around the fog
area, The Shadow saw its oval shape. He knew that the Unaga was the core.

Cutting down the motor further, The Shadow dived the plane for the fog's
fringe. A coasting finish along the mist-clad water would bring hi mal ongsi de
t he hidden steamer. The fog's nass seened to rise in greeting. The notor
coughed in answer.

Instantly, The Shadow took the warning. He was flinging hinmself fromthe
pl ane before he realized why he was bailing out. The notor was choki ng ahead
of him deeper into the fog. Here was an energency unexpected; but The Shadow
had instinctively prepared for it. He was girded with a harness that had a
parachute attached to it.

AS The Shadow s hand tugged the cord, an expl osi on rocketed above the
water, deep toward the center of the fog. Flames were tinged a dull orange,
lost in the muddy m st. That was the finish of The Shadow s borrowed pl ane.

Wat er bel ow. The Shadow had drifted fromthe nmoving fog. The ocean
gripped him he was flinging away the parachute's folds. He pulled the harness
fromhis shoulders and floated free, sustained by a |ifeboat tight about his
wai st .

Barreau was the answer. The Shadow coul d picture many possi bl e ways by
whi ch Zani gew coul d have forced the professor to new feats of w zardry. For
the plane's own fate told that the electrical barriers were in actua
oper ati on.

First the notors halt, as Barreau had described. Then the expl osion of
the gas tanks. Death for a hapless pilot either in the blast or by
el ectrocution. Barreau had specified that climx. But The Shadow had avoi ded
it. He had bailed out far enough fromthe current's strongest field.

Life for The Shadow. that, at |east remained. But despite The Shadow s
survival, Zanigew was continuing toward his goal. The creeping fog was gone, a
| ow bank of yellow, far toward the horizon

Left in the Unaga's wake, The Shadow was a speck in the Pacific!

CHAPTER XI X.
ZANI GEW S GOAL.

A HALF-GLOOM fill ed Zani gew s pal atial cabin. It was the effect of



sunlight filtering through the fog. Though nurky, the gl ow | acked being sickly
yel l ow, for Zani gew was no | onger pouring gas into the fog.

The master crook had a better protection that; that steady wave of
current that the towers flung forth into the air, naking the fog a deadly
hazard for any who approached.

Bef ore Zani gew stood two prisoners nmen who had been captured with the
Unaga. Crine's overlord was interviewng Vic Marquette and Harry Vincent.

"You are fortunate," announced the skull-faced crimnal. "The sl eep that
| gave you was swift, but not prolonged. | needed this vessel's crew to work
for nme. Enough of them have been persuaded to do so.

The rest have joined nmy other prisoners below Since you two were
passengers, | have decided that you shall be ny guests, along wth other
privil eged persons.”

There was sonething in Zanigew s tone that added a different reason for
his |l eniency. The master crook was noving to some triunph. He wanted the
appreci ation of certain spectators. Marquette was one; as a nenber of the F
B. 1., he would be properly awed by the magni tude of Zani gew s net hods.

Harry Vincent was in the sanme cl ass. Zanigew had identified himas
Marquette's conpani on. However they had happened to fly out to the Unaga. both
had come on the sane mission. In his role of host, Zanigew was willing to
al Il ow them equal privil ege

The prisoners were marched out to the deck. They arrived at the vessel's
stern, to join a small group of persons who gazed askance at Zani gew s
approach. Politely, but with his unassum ng snile, Zanigew introduced the
new conmers to the conpany.

Harvey Lanyon, Janes Dansell--those names were instantly recogni zed by
Harry and Vic. They had never heard of (G ade Tretter and his daughter, Fay.
But the name of Eugene Barreau awakened recol | ections.

"These gentlenen," said Zani gew, indicating the inventors, "have
coll aborated with me. In justice to their integrity--or should |I say their
folly?--have hel ped ne against their will. Nevertheless, the results are the
sane.

He turned, pointing forward. Harry saw squatty, w de-nouthed objects
that | ooked like trench nortars. As he watched, they gave m ghty bel chi ngs.
Bormbl i ke missiles sped up into the griny fog, to puff spreadi ng cl ouds of
white that added thickness to the mist.

Lanyon's invention," remarked Zani gew, "Those puffs induce noisture. They
bring fog"--he | ooked contenptuously at Lanyon--"instead of rain. You have ny
gratitude, Fog-maker!"

Lanyon wi nced at the backhanded conplinment uncut. Ignoring him Zani gew
pointed to | arge tanks beside the nortars.

"Dansell's contribution." he rasped. "The sleep gas! Intended to make
warfare |l ess horrible. We tried the gas in Lanyon's bonbs, but the process was
wasteful. It works better with the fog-breakers supplied by my good friend
Tretter."

The fog-breakers rem nded Harry of huge grass sprinklers. They were
revolving slowy, sending out jets of air, for the fog whi pped away fromthem
Men were fixing pipes fromthe gas tanks to the sprinklers.

"When those pipes are opened," stated Zanigew, "the gas will be carried
with the air jets. That gas mixes readily with fog. You will not be troubled
fromit, here on deck. Its effects carry farther, off into the fog itself."

Zani gew was starting forward. He paused, turned about to give a nock bow

"My final conplinments to Barreau." he declared. "The buzz you hear, about
and above you, cone fromhis electrical barriers. | find the sound quite
pl easant . "

THEY wat ched Zanigew s great, rangy figure stride toward the bridge. H's
departure brought relief, but it was only tenporary. In hushed tones, the
spectators began to conpare opinions.



Chances for escape were nil. Zanigew s guards patrolled the decks,
heavily arned. Crew nenbers were about, but Zani gew had carefully culled them
fromthe ot that he had captured with the Unaga. The ones that he had chosen
to man the vessel were a subnissive-looking lot; and there were not nany of
t hem

True, they might rally in case mutiny proved possible; but it would take
a strong cause to urge them As for the prisoners below, it would be a hard
job to release themunless it could be acconplished w thout Zani gew s
know edge.

That, in turn, seenmed quite inpossible.

Silent, Harry Vincent thought of The Shadow. He felt that his chief could
swing the tide. The Shadow was a human spark who coul d set off trenendous
bl asts, once he entered into action. But there had been no sign of The Shadow
no trace of him

For once, Harry felt an overwhel ming fear that The Shadow nmust be dead.
In a fair duel with Zanigew, Harry woul d have staked anything on the Shadow s
victory. But Zani gew was master of nany conpetent followers. Trapped by such a
horde, even The Shadow m ght have found no escape.

VWi spers buzzed anpong the inventors. They were tal king of ways to of fset
Zani gew s power. Guards drew cl oser, suspicion in their gaze. Marquette spoke
suddenly, giving a cue to end the chatter. Changing the subject, Vic remarked:

"CQuess we're headi ng west. Zani gew has got to be goi ng sonmewhere. He
likes trouble. Maybe he's picked China."

O hers di sagreed. They thought the course was south. Al were | ooking
upward, hoping for sone glinpse of the sun, when they heard the clang of a
signal bell.

A nmoment | ater, they noticed the absence of the incessant buzz that had
mar ked the progress of the Unaga. It was Lanyon who excl ai ned, delightedly:

"The electrical barrier is ended!"

Al glanced toward Barreau. He was very pale. H s eyes went toward Fay,
who smled bravely. Chokingly, Barreau addressed the girl

"It's not ny fault," he gasped. "I did ny best! Nothing should have
happened! Zani gew may |isten--"

Sonet hi ng produced a twi light upon the deck. It was |like a w de cloud,
bl ocking the filtered sunlight. Harry | ooked upward; he thought he saw a blinp
in the mst. Had some strange thing of the air descended to halt the
protective current?

No. The buzz had resuned, in response to another signal bell. Barreau
sighed relief. The halt of the current, its resunption, had been at Zani gew s
order.

"A test, perhaps." nmuttered Barreau. "Like the ones | used to make."

The brief incident produced silence.

Al were wondering what it signified. The Unaga was nosi ng onward; nen
had suddenly becone busy al ong the decks. There was a hiss, as the
f og- breaki ng sprinklers began to revolve nore rapidly. Zanigew s nen yanked
| evers at the sides of pipes.

Yel |l owi sh gas jetted clear of the deck. The fog seemed to scoop the vapor
greedily. The nortars were at work shooting puffy bombs in quick succession
t hi ckening the nmist, helping it to absorb the gas.

The deck had becone an oasis in a vast desert of fog. The fog-breakers
were working at full speed, to get the gas away. That, in turn, meant that the
surroundi ng at nosphere was saturating rapidly with the sl eep-bringing vapor

Zani gew s men were donni ng gas masks. It |ooked as if they were ready for
some raid upon the Unaga.

Harry wondered if he had seen a ship back there in the thickness. Maybe
the fog produced reflected shapes. He | ooked at Vic Marquette, saw puzzl enent
as great as his own. Then both becane as tense as those about them

The Unaga was al nost halted. A shiver shook the vessel, as the bow grazed
some object that they could not see. It occurred to Harry that they nust have
reached a pier. His guess was right, as he learned a nonent |ater when Fay



Tretter gave a cry:

"Look!"

High in the fog, where the girl was pointing, reared a weird, unexpected
sight. It was |like sone nmedi eval castle, transported to nodern tines and
planted in m docean. A mamrmoth citadel, yellowed by the gas-1aden fog.

Then from Vic Marquette came the utterance that told them where they
were. Vic's tone was holl owed by an awed recol l ection of a place that he had
seen before.

One word was all Vic spoke:

"Al catraz!"

CHAPTER XX.
THE ROCK FALLS.

Qut fromthe fog--"The Rock"!

Al catraz, the fortress-prison in San Francisco Bay! A G braltar against
attack--a Devil's Island which all owed no escape. Entonbed alive within its
wal I s were nen whose crimnal talents were the greatest in America, perhaps in
all world.

Men that the governnment had segregated in one spot where they could be
controlled; for, on Al catraz, big-shot crininals became rank-and-file
prisoners. Unable to stir up nutiny in such surroundi ngs, even master mn nds
becanme i npotent the confines of The Rock

Yet that system had one flaw

Except for the few prisoners who had beconme "stir bugs", the occupants of
Al catraz still possessed their scheming brains. In effect, The Rock was nore
than a prison. It was a repository for crimnal genius: the abode of public
eneni es.

Zani gew needed generals to aid himin Napol eoni c achi evenrents. He coul d
have culled the country, finding only few Big-shots, active and at |arge,

m ght have scorned the chance to play second fiddle, even to Zani gew.

Here, in Al catraz, Zanigew had found many instead of few The I aw,
itself, had gathered them ready for the taking--men who would gl adly accept
Zani gew s own conditions, when they recogni zed himas their |iberator

Until this nmonent, the magnitude of Zani gew s dream had occurred to no
one except The Shadow. He, by sheer deduction, had finally foreseen Zani gew s
goal . That was the portent of The Shadow s nessage to Burbank: to see that The
Rock was guarded

The advi ce had not been followed. The authorities were to bl ame, not
Bur bank. They had ignored the warning that had reached them Al catraz, of al
stronghol ds, could certainly protect itself.

Agai nst ordinary onsl aught, perhaps; but Zani gew s neasures were
irresistible.

Fog was burying the prison citadel; the m st had taken a curiously
| opsi ded shape. Controlling the fog-breakers fromthe bridge, Zani gew was
speeding their spurts on the port side of the steamer. On that side, around
Al catraz itself, the fog was yell owdyed. It was seeping into the fortress.

El ectrical barriers no longer crackled fromthe port rail. Those on the
starboard side were buzzing amd whitish fog. So were the high towers, that
laid their invisible cordon in a huge, inverted bow above both Al catraz and
t he Unaga.

Onto the pier poured Zani gew s shock troops, wearing their ghoulish gas
masks. They had rifles but they did not need to use them Harry and the other
spectators could see stunbling defenders, who sagged before attackers reached
t hem

Dansel | 's sleep gas was doing its quick work.

Masked men reached the yell ow stained citadel. Al arns were clanging;
rifles talked in answer. There was a chatter of nachine guns; the wave of
i nvaders suddenly receded toward the Unaga. Zanigew s reserves were |ugging up



their own machi ne guns, to offset those inside the fortress.

The clatter faded. Gas had reached the nen who guarded the portals.

Zani gew s horde surged forward. Again there were rifle shots, nore and nore
nmuf fl ed. C anging al arms had faded. Zani gew ordered a tel ephone cable to be
dragged into the fog, so that he could keep constant contact with his
advanci ng warri ors.

A whine, far overhead. Another, that ended in an expl osi on hi gh above. At
| ast, The Shadow s advi ce had been accepted. Alarnms from Al catraz had told
that the place was bel eaguer ed.

Bi g guns were shooting for The Rock, from Mare Island, in San Pabl o Bay.
Under that barrage, marines were comng fromthe navy yard. Mre bursts
resounded; but Zani gew was not perturbed.

Those shells were shattering when they reached the invisible barrier. If
not orboats arrived, they would find that their engines halted. Venturing
mari nes woul d sizzle, should they approach too cl ose.

There was a chance, however, that the current mght lack full intensity
on the other side of Alcatraz |Island. Zani gew had nade all owance for that fact
by planning his raid as a swift one. He was tal king over the tel ephone, urging
prompt reports. Expected word canme back

ZANI GEW cl anged a signal. The poison gas was cut off. The fog began to
whiten. Harry and the watchers beside himknew that the attackers nust have
subdued the few defenders who had not succunmbed fromthe sleep gas.

olivious to the increasing burst of navy shells, Zanigew studied the
color of the haze. It suited him He rasped a command, then hung up the
tel ephone. Arns fol ded, he gazed triunphantly fromthe bridge, as if surveying
a field of conquest.

Qut fromthe citadel cane a few of the attackers, pulling the gas nasks
fromtheir heads. They sniffed the air, felt no ill effects. They turned about
and shouted. Fromwithin the walls came a | ong, exultant yell, throated by
many Vvoi ces.

Next, running men, a nass of them poured for the pier, hailing the Unaga
as they cane. Men, all clad alike in prison costunme. I|nvaders had unl ocked the
cells; the prisoners were free. On the bridge, they saw Zani gew. Hundreds of
voices rose in tribute to the crine enperor

Lifting one fol ded arm Zani gew nade pointing gestures with his
forefinger. Certain prisoners understood; they grated orders at the others.
Men shifted into squads, each with a commander. In turn, those groups
cl anbered aboard the Unaga.

Vic Marquette gave an awed gasp close to Harry's ear

"He nust have gotten word inside!" voiced Vic, in reference to Zani gew.
"It got to the ones he wanted! Look at the way they're organized !"

Harry nodded. He was thinking of the nen left on Alcatraz. Fortunately
t he defenders had made only a brief resistance. Probably only a few of them
had di ed. Zanigew, in his accustonmed fashion, had spared the rest, because he
regarded them as harni ess.

That, at |east, was a hel pful factor. But Harry realized that there m ght
be ti nes when Zani gew woul d order whol esal e sl aughter, if convictions nmade it
worth while. That thought was sonething of a prenonition. Harry was about to
see such a deed enact ed.

Counting the squads, Marquette cal culated the rel eased prisoners at a
total of three hundred, about seventy short the full quota inprisoned on
Al catraz. The invaders had probably rejected some, at Zanigew s order, |eaving
behi nd those who were ill or otherwise unfit for use.

Al were aboard, and Zani gew s shock troops were followi ng fromthe pier
Above, the bursting shells were producing a display of mghty pyrotechnics
that sent visible brilliance through the thick fog.

Suddenly, the noats on the port side began to buzz. Zani gew was starting
the full current, restoring the conpleted barrier. The Unaga had becone i nmune



to any flank attack. The ship was in notion, swi nging fromthe pier

The fog went with it, drawn closer, for the air-sprinklers had sl owed
their whirl. The ship swng about; fromthe stern, Harry and his conpani ons
could see the heights of Alcatraz fading in the fog.

The scream ng of shells no | onger sounded overhead. Instead, it was
com ng from behind the Unaga, acconpani ed by thunderous crashes. No | onger
protected by the arched electrical barrier, Alcatraz was receiving the effects
of the bonbardnent.

That soon woul d cease. Wen the noving fog had drawn clear with the
Unaga, viewers of the silent citadel would know the truth. |npregnable
Al catraz had been conquer ed!

Zani gew had proven master of The Rock

CHAPTER XXI .
ZANI GEW DECREES.

IT |l ooked like Od Home Wek aboard the Unaga, as the ship veered its
five-hundred-and-fifty-foot [ength through San Francisco Bay. Prisoners upon
t he deck were dancing all about; whacking the backs of others and shaki ng
hands with pals.

Sone were starting up to the bridge to voice their thanks to Zani gew. He
stopped themwith a gesture. Leaning to a mcrophone, he rasped words that
becarme a thunderous comrand, when anplified by a | oud-speak

"Order!" commanded Zani gew. "Form your squads! Watch straight ahead!"

Al'l obeyed, including the little group of actual prisoners huddled at the
stern. Harry heard an awed voi ce--Fay' s--cl ose beside him

"What will be next?" inquired the girl. What el se can happen, after al
that we have w t nessed?"

Harry racked his brain. A recollection flashed: The thing that he had
seen in the fog before reaching Alcatraz. Its bulk, remenbered, had rem nded
himof a blinp, but that was because he had believed that they were far out at
sea.

"The CGol den Gate Bridge!"

Harry voiced the words in an excited tone. Vic Marquette took up the
t hene.

"That's why the barriers were cut off!" exclaimed Vic. "So nobody woul d
know t hat we were sneaki ng up on The Rock! They took us for a fog; that was
all. But now-"

A stray bonb burst above the Unaga. It was Fay Tretter who sighed a
terrified understanding.

"Zanigew can't afford to cut off the currents," expressed the girl. "W shal
have a sanple of his ruthless ways. That is why he told us to | ook ahead."

Despite herself, Fay could not turn away; nor could the others. They
felt that they were about to see a cataclysmthat woul d never be forgotten
Whi |l e such thoughts were flashing in their mnds, the horror cane.

Sonet hing stretched across the fog bank. It was the bridge above the
ol den Gate, two hundred feet above the channel, its | ong span spreadi ng off
into the mist. For a nere instant, the bridge was a darkish mass. Then it
caught the barrier current.

Wth a horrendous crackle, the whole bridge became a mass of sparkling
fireworks. Its cables seened to quiver fromthe juice that whi pped al ong the
forty-two-hundred-foot span, clinmbing to the high towers that supported it.

An uncanny effect was produced by the increase of the current, as the
Unaga cane cl oser below. It seemed that the electricity crawmed to the tops of
t hose seven- hundred-and-forty-foot towers.

A few seconds later, the Unaga was squarely below the bridge. The current
was at its full intensity. Fromall along the bridge came sharp expl osions,
acconpani ed by bursts of light. They | ooked |ike popping fire-crackers, when
seen fromthe steanmer's stern



Fay's gasp was audi ble, despite the mammoth crackling, that still shook
t he bridge.

"Those can't be bonbs!"

"No." Harry's tone was grim "They were autonobiles! Their gas tanks
expl oded! "

Fay's fists clenched. It was she who had said that Zani gew woul d prove
ruthless. She hadn't realized how true her words would be. From the nunber of
expl osions, she could estinate deaths at hundreds.

THEY were past the bridge, now. The nmighty structure had stood the test
wi t hout harm The sparks receded, the crackles faded down to their usual hum
For a few minutes, Harry and Fay coul d i magi ne that they saw a gl owi ng shape
back in the fog, representing the red-hot netal of the bridge.

That m ght have been imagination. But the voice that suddenly drilled
their ears was no fantasy. Zani gew had conme to join them

"My thanks!" he told them in his netallic tone. "You formed an
appreci ative group of spectators. Having witnessed ny power, you may be nore
willing to continue in nmy service"

Hi s words were addressed to the inventors, but he included Harry and Fay,
along with Vic Marquette. For a while, there was silence; then Barreau
guesti oned suddenly:

"The ot her prisoners?"

"They shall be treated well," assured Zani gew, "and given a chance to
serve ne, also. But let us consider your own status, since that of others
depends upon it.

"Which will you be, professor? My, prisoner or ny guest ?"

Barreau accepted the inevitable. He agreed to serve Zanigew. Tretter
followed with the sanme decision, for he was concerned over Fay's safety.
Lanyon capitul ated, but Dansell shook his head.

"Amajority is sufficient," decided Zani gew, indulgently. "You may al

remain free, within reasonable limtations, except Dansell. Take him
bel ow'--this was to two guards--"and place himthere with the other
prisoners."

Wi |l e Dansell was being led to the hold, Zani gew gave a parting bow to
the others. He remarked that he could not neglect his new guests, three
hundred in nunber. Wth that, he strode away.

Two groups separated at the stern. One included the three inventors, al
trying to excuse thenselves for having sworn fealty to Zanigew. In the other
cluster were Harry, Vic and Fay.

"Zani gew j ust about ignored us," declared Harry. "W can still take a
chance on sone kind of attenpt to escape, and argue ourselves out of it if we
fl uke.

"Unl ess he comes back," put in Vic, sourly, "and makes us give our oath.
It will be curtains, if we try anything after that."

"What ever we do," insisted Fay, in an undertone, "we've got to | eave
father and the others out of it." They've given their word to Zani gew. "

Al'l agreed that pronpt action would be needed. They could wait unti
dusk, but no | ater. Zanigew m ght renenber them before this night was over.
There was another factor that occurred to Vic Marquette. He put it logically
to the others.

"The shore authorities nust be wi se to Zanigew by this time," declared
Vic. "Wiich neans that his fog is a give-away. But once he runs into a rea
fog, he can do a sneak. After that, he night bob up anywhere, with nobody to
spot him™"

GRADUALLY, the three hatched their plan. There was only one point of
suitable attack. That was the ship's bridge, where the controls were | ocated.
Once they were there, they could shut off npbst of Zanigew s devices.



Fog bombs could still be puffed into the atnosphere; but the poison gas
could not be utilized, for Zanigew was using the air-sprinklers to punp it.
Those sprinklers were controlled fromthe bridge.

The sane applied to the electrical barriers. Woever held the bridge
could end them But the capture of that vital spot would be no easy task.
Every approach was hel d by Zanigew s guards, and their anple nunmber was never
| essened.

Behi nd the bridge was the superstructure, which boasted two |arge
funnels. A few guards were |ounging on the roof of the upper deck, covering
t he space around the funnels; but their main job seened to be that of watching
events below. As Harry gazed, he saw that one guard was | ooking at the people
near the stern

Turning, Harry leaned his elbows on the rail, whispering for the others
to do the sane. Wth Vic on one side, Fay on the other, and all three
apparently staring at the sea, Harry undertoned his plan. Hi s conrades agreed
that it was feasible, although the hazards were so numerous that it seened
al nost certain of failure.

"I"'mfor it, anyway," decided Harry. "If we pass it up, we'll all regret
it--worse than if we tried and took the consequences. How about it--are you
game?"

Vic and Fay supplied affirmative responses. By mutual agreenent, they
decided to forget the matter until dusk. The | ess they thought about it, the
better. Zani gew seened to have an uncanny faculty for ferreting out persons
who schemed agai nst him

Fay wal ked over to talk with her father regarding other subjects. Vic
Marquette strolled forward with no apparent purpose. Harry Vincent al one
remai ned at the stern, staring back into the following fog that seened to rise
fromthe Pacific's bosom

Harry was thinking of The Shadow. Could his chief be present, any
strategy mght work; even the wild plan that Harry had hinsel f propounded. As
it stood, the conming attenpt would be no nore than a | ast defiant gesture
agai nst Zani gew.

Wth The Shadow, anything was possible, could he but reach the spot where
hi s hand was needed. But the Unaga was one place where arrival was inpossible,
while the electrical barriers functioned.

Such was Harry's conplete conviction, and it elimnated any prospect of
assi stance from The Shadow.

Even if The Shadow still 1ived!

CHAPTER XXI |

THE SHADOW RETURNS

A RATTLETRAP car stopped at the north end of the Golden Gate Bridge,
flagged down before it could cross the span. A pair of marines | ooked over the
hawk-faced driver, then nade a search of the car's interior. The driver asked
what was up. One marine was obliging enough to tell him

"Some nystery ship cane in and out with the fog." explained. "It tried to
denol i sh the bridge. The word went out though, quick enough to save the
peopl e. "

"The peopl e?"

"Yeah. The ones that stalled their cars on the bridge. They got excited,
some of them But the center |lanes were clear. Other cars went through and
pi cked them up."

The hawki sh driver |ooked puzzled. The mari ne expl ai ned that the
abandoned cars had gone up in snoke, from explosions of their gas tanks. As he
noti oned for the driver to be on his way, the marine pointed out to Al catraz
I sl and.

"Take a | ook at The Rock," he suggested. "That's where, the trouble
started! They had a jail-break there--a big onel™

Crossing the bridge, The Shadow | ooked toward Al catraz. Men were clinmbing



about the fortress, piling up debris fromshattered walls. From what the
mari ne had told him The Shadow could picture all the details.

The warni ng about Al catraz had not been heeded. But when trouble actually
swept the rocky island, the authorities had renenbered the word they had
received. There had been a second order: to clear all traffic fromthe Gol den
Gate Bridge. They had done that in a hurry.

A grimlaugh trailed from The Shadow s |ips. Zani gew had perfornmed in the
style that The Shadow expected. He had sneaked the Unaga under the bridge the
first time, but had bonbarded it with electric current while outward bound.

Sonmewhere off in the Pacific, crime's enperor was noving away in search
of actual fog to absorb the oval -shaped shroud that represented the Unaga. A
few hours of precious day remained. Tine, even yet, to overtake the master foe
bef ore darkness ai ded him

Getting back to Frisco had been a slow process for The Shadow. Dawn had
brought himluck, for he had been sighted by a fishing schooner. The sailing
craft had heard the seapl ane expl ode and had heaved to for the night. C ose
by, it had picked up The Shadow.

Then had cone delay as irksone as the |ong exposure in the water. Lacking
breeze, the schooner had taken hours to cone ashore in a little bay many niles
north of the Golden Gate. The Shadow had taken a ten-nile hike before he
reached a hanl et where a car could be hired

The Shadow made an i ncongruous sight, when he reached the hotel where he
still was registered as Kent Allard. The doorman gaped at the ranshackl e
dust -streaked car and its occupant, attired in rough, ill-fitting clothes.

The desk clerk, however, smled when he recognized Alard. He decided
that the aviator nust have made a forced | andi ng, and experienced difficulty
getting back to town.

Upon reaching his room The Shadow cal |l ed Burbank. He held an inportant
conversation with his contact man. His first questions concerned an autogiro.
Burbank replied that it was at the Frisco airport. He said that Mles Crofton,
The Shadow s private pilot, was still busy with the alterations, but that they
woul d be conpleted within an hour

That news pl eased The Shadow. He had ot her orders for Burbank. Stupendous
orders that would have produced amazenent from any other |istener. Burbank
received themin his usual manner. Methodically, he acknow edged with:

"Instructions received."

Hi s call finished, The Shadow had tinme to change his attire. When
dressed, he still appeared as Kent Allard, but the bag that he packed carried
evi dence The Shadow.

In that suitcase, Allard stowed a brace of automatics. He added a bl ack
cl oak and sl ouch hat that he had brought in a secret conpartment in a trunk
Carrying the bag, Allard went down to the street and had the doorman call a
cab.

Sout hward past the city linmts, the taxi followed the Bayshore Hi ghway to
MIls Field, the Municipal Airport. An autogiro was standi ng near a hangar
with a man who | ooked |i ke a mechanic tinkering about it.

The giro was the newest style of ship, conpletely w ngless, capable of
maki ng remar kabl e descents. There had been a curious throng about it a while
ago, but they had left. Mles Crofton, who had flown the autogiro here, had
given themto understand that the ship would not fly again that afternoon

Al lard's voice brought Crofton fromthe cockpit. A slight tw nge of
di sappoi nt mrent showed on Crofton's face. He was in The Shadow s service, and
had hoped that his chief would fly the ship today. Instead, The Shadow had
assigned the job to Kent Allard.

Acquainted with Allard, Crofton supposed that he was another of The
Shadow s agents. Crofton always identified The Shadow as a gl obe-trotting,
bi g- game- hunting nmillionaire named Lanont Cranston; never as Kent Allard.
Preserving the secret of his actual identity was inportant to The Shadow, even



with his npost trusted agents.

Al l ard asked about the gas tank, Crofton indicated a |ever.

"Greased to a fare-you-well!' he stated. "One yank, you could dunp a
hundred gallons in a jiffy!"

"And the cockpit?"

"Doubl e insulated." Crofton thwacked his hand on the thick-rubbered edge.
"All set for the take-off."

Al l ard was aboard. Stepping back, Crofton watched the giro's big bl ades
spin. They were running slowy, when a man froma hangar arrived suddenly
besi de Crofton.

"Say!" he exclainmed. "You ought to hear what just cane over the radio!
About a fog bank sighted off the coast! They've ordered the whole--"

The rest was drowned in a huge roar fromthe autogiro. Blades whirled
like lashing arnms of a maddened nonster. The ship gave a forward, upward jolt;
rose, as if hoisted by a spring, into a take-off that was al nost vertical

Headi ng due west, Allard saw the foamlined shore of the Pacific.
Reachi ng outside the cockpit, he drewin wires that he hooked to a radio.
Soon, he was hearing the very news that the nan had started to tell Crofton,
but with further details. Mre reports were prom sed over the air. Allard
woul d not need them

Bur bank had followed instructions. This time, the authorities did not
doubt the value of the nysterious tip-off relayed to them from The Shadow.
There had been a | ong-distance call to Washington, with a pronpt reply.

There was only one place that the news could not possibly reach. That was
aboard the steanship Unaga. Wth his electrical barriers keeping up their
st eady pul sations, Zani gew was unable to obtain any facts by wirel ess.

THE bi g-bl aded autogiro was swift. The ability of such ships to throttle
down gave a false idea that they | acked speed. Such wasn't the case with The
Shadow s autogiro. It was whi pping westward at a speed of one hundred and
twenty niles an hour.

Two nmiles a nminute was a pace that would soon overtake the slow steaning
Unaga. An hour passed; the sun was | ow against the horizon, where Allard could
see streaks of snoke, at intervals. Nearer, however, was a sight that pleased
hi m nor e:

An oval cloud of low, flattish fog upon the water. A darkish mass, for at
that |lower level, the sun had already set. That cloud bank was The Shadow s
goal, its exact center the target for his autogiro.

Detaching the radio wires, Allard flung themfromthe cockpit. Setting
the controls, he reached for the bag beside him Qut cane garments of bl ack
beneath his cloak he placed the automatics, tight in their hol sters.

Kent Allard had become The Shadow. From his hidden Iips issued a
whi spered | augh that spoke of challenge and adventure. Equi pped for the com ng
test, The Shadow was again ready to neet Zanigew and his crininal horde.

Five thousand feet above the oval fog, The Shadow cut off the nmotor. He
yanked the | ever, dumping the entire contents of the gas tank. Crouched in the
i nsul ated cockpit, The Shadow gui ded the autogiro downward.

Bi g bl ades were doing their work above. Mdtorless, they served the ship
as a wing, restraining it like a parachute. Silent as the approaching night,
The Shadow was descendi ng toward his goal

CHAPTER XXI I |

THE LONG CHANCE

CLOSE by the superstructure of the Unaga, three huddl ed persons crouched
beneath Iighted wi ndows. The fog was dark about them bringing a pall to the
steaner's decks. This was the dusk that three venturers had awaited

Early dusk, while strong daylight still flushed the surrounding surface
of the Pacific. Dusk as good as night, so long as they kept clear of the



i ghted wi ndows whi ch marked the great dining sal oon of the Unaga.

Inside the nerrinent, fast turning into an orgy. Zani gew was entertaining
t hree hundred guests. Caviar and other delicacies were quite to their taste,
as was the chanmpagne. In one grand banquet, the three hundred were forgetting
the sinple fare of Alcatraz.

Harry Vincent took a quick peek through a wi ndow, then turned suddenly to
the two persons beside him

"They're bringing in nore iced chanpagne,” he whi spered,
started--quick!"

Fay Tretter stepped over toward the rail; her figure showed dimy against
the fog. As she noved al ong, she humed a tune that attracted the attention
of a guard.

Vic Marquette was sneaki ng al ong bel ow the | evel of the wi ndows. The
guard didn't see him The fellow was too interested in Fay. He approached her

"Whatta you doing here?" growl ed the guard. "You're supposed to be back
at the stern!”

Fay | aughed, lightly.

"The view s better here," she remarked. "That's why | cane forward."

"The view?" demanded the guard. "There ain't no view Say"--he poked his
face close to Fay's--"maybe you came forward to say hello to nme. Huh?"

"Maybe- - "

As Fay spoke, Vic hurtled across the deck. He took the guard in a hand
tackl e as Fay whi sked aside. Floundering, the fellowtried to pull his gun. He
got it halfway fromhis pocket as Vic swung hi mbeneath the wi ndows. Harry
Vincent piled in to aid.

From t he di ning sal oon canme the | oud pops of chanpagne bottles, opening a
dozen at a time. And that imitation barrage, the guard's gun went off. Its
nmuf f1 ed shot sounded |ike part of the cel ebration

The hand dropped, with its gun. The nuzzle had been poked agai nst the
guard's own ribs. Marquette grabbed up the weapon, pointed Fay ahead of him
The girl net another guard further along the deck

This time, Marquette supplied a hard slug with the captured gun. Popping
bottles weren't needed to cover the only sound that occurred; the guard's
slunmp to the deck

Two such victories didn't mean that the rest would be easy. On the
contrary, they foretold conming difficulties. Mdre guards woul d be al ong;
usual ly, they cane in pairs. Once actual battle started, tine would be short
and precious.

Taki ng the second guard's gun, Harry started toward an upper deck
Marquette dropped to a conpani onway, ready in case of trouble. Fay went back
toward the stern, to bring word if searchers cane fromthat direction. By this
time, there was a chance that the conspirators had been m ssed.

get

A LI TTLE | adder gave Harry access to a space beside the funnels. He took
that route; rising on hands and knees, he | ooked around. A shout cane from
below, it was answered al nost at Harry's side. A flashlight glimered. Wth a
spring, two lurking nen pounced for Harry.

Never could he have stopped both of them but he ained for one, hoping
that luck might halt the other. Harry fired; so did his adversary. Since both
were side-stepping, the shots nmissed. As they |ocked, Harry expected a
revol ver jab fromthe second opponent.

I nst ead, he was conscious of a shot from below. He heard the fellow drop
to the roof of the deck. Vic Marquette had seen the attackers and had dropped
one--the right one.

Harry expected to win his grapple with the other. The fell ow was
stubborn, but Harry was bending himtoward the roof edge. The flashlight |ay
on the planking between them its gl ow showed their bending faces, as each
strained for a finishing hold.

Wth a jerk, Harry started the man headl ong. One foot noving forward,



Harry made a false step on the flashlight. Losing his hold, he rolled
frantically for cover. A gun flashed just above his ear. Harry groped for his
own revolver and couldn't find it.

Shots came from bel ow. Marquette was trapped; but he was holding off his
attackers. He couldn't help Harry. In fact, Harry couldn't aid hinself. For
other men were piling upon him all with guns and flashlights.

They recogni zed Harry as he tried to rise. Their snarls told that they
had orders to kill in an energency such as this. A pleasure, fromtheir
vi ewpoi nt. Qun rnuzzles jabbed toward Harry's face, a semicircle of steel that
met himevery way he | ooked. Shoving his chin up, Harry expected the death
shots. Eyes toward the foggy sky, he gave an amazed gasp.

The foemen heard it, along with another sound; a crackle fromthe high
current that the big towers sent into the air. It was roaring | ouder
downward. Killers couldn't mss this sight. Holding Harry pressed with their
nmuzzl es, they let himview what was about to happen

Anot her pl ane, ennmeshed in Zanigew s snare, was due to explode within the
next few seconds. But that ship didn't burst. Crackles ripped | ouder; suddenly
they supplied a flash of vivid light.

A mass of brilliance was shaped in the fog, so vaguely that Harry thought
it must be a neteor dropping upon the Unaga. Then the thing took on the
outline of an airplane--but with one curious feature. It seened to be flinging
away the blazing sparks that clustered it.

Settling straight between the two funnels, the plane resolved into an
autogiro. The flayed sparks were expl ai ned; they had been whi pped away by the
revol ving bl ades. The ship hadn't expl oded, because its gas tank was enpty.

The Shadow

He, al one, could have brought that ship to this strange |anding. Harry
knew that, as the autogiro jolted squarely on its wheels. But Harry renmenbered
the potency of the protective current. Barreau had admitted that it would
el ectrify anyone whose plane did not expl ode.

Harry's captors knew it, also. They spat contenptuous snarls toward the
contrivance that |ooned beside them Oddly, their tones were answered--by a
| augh! A shivering challenge that awoke hope in Harry Vincent!

He saw The Shadow rising fromthe open cockpit protected by the rubber
interior. That one spot had been inmmune to the crackling currents. The Shadow
was here, prepared for battle!

HARRY di ved, hoping to escape the nuzzles about him frantically trying
to grab up his own gun, half a dozen feet away. Neither his spraw nor his
weapon were needed. Surrounding nen had forgotten him Al were wheeling to
fire at The Shadow

It was inpossible for Harry to get into the fight soon enough to halt
their shots. But there was another battler already primed for action. That
fighter was The Shadow hinself. Hi s big automatics poked over the cockpit's
side; they spoke in alternate bursts, tinmed to split-second swi ftness.

Hot | ead poured into the clustered group of guards. Too late, did they
try to spring apart. That attenpt only injured the aimof the few who were
able to scranble. Two seconds later, they were sprawing like the first nen
t hat The Shadow cli pped.

WIld bullets fromsagging guns rattled the sides of the autogiro, well
di stant fromthe occupant. Wth a vaulting spring, a black-cloaked figure cane
fromthe plane, to |l and beside Harry Vincent.

Instantly, that shape had bl ended with the dark background of a funnel
Ready, for new battle, The Shadow was in the shrouding gl oomthat he
preferred.

Agai n, The Shadow s | augh! Sardonic, fierce in its weird crescendo, it
was a challenge to all coners, Zani gew included



CHAPTER XXI V.
BROKEN BATTLE.

BEFORE Harry had a chance to state facts to The Shadow, his cl oaked chi ef
turned in the direction of the bridge. The Shadow had picked it as the one
| ogi cal spot where Zani gew woul d have the controls. Moreover, The Shadow
renenbered details of the plans that he had drawn up whil e passing as Barreau

Those plans had indicated a control room pl aced approxi mately where a
ship's bridge would be.

Shots brought The Shadow to a temporary halt. They were not cl ose by;
they were frombelow He |eaned fromthe edge to pick off marksnen who were
after Vic Marquette. In that thick haze-formed dusk, the only visible targets
were spurting guns, but they proved sufficient for The Shadow.

As his adversaries took to cover, Marquette found opportunity to reach
the roof of the upper deck, bringing Fay with him dinmrering a flashlight The
Shadow showed plenty of guns |ying about. Eagerly, the others gathered them

Wth a quick order to Harry, The Shadow started on his way, intending to
reach the bridge alone. It was a crafty nove, for when he passed the funnel
he ran the ganut of playing lights. By |leaving the others behind him The
Shadow put themin a spot of conparative safety, where they could keep up a
m sl eading fire.

Groping forward, The Shadow neared the bridge. Crouching |low, he could
see arned guards ahead of him They were | ooking past the funnel, trying to
gauge what was going on there. Firing was spasnodic. Harry and Vic were
hol ding their ammunition in reserve, while Fay arranged other guns in
r eadi ness.

Men on the decks beneath had | earned who the troubl emakers were. They
t hought that they had the trio boxed. A cautious advance woul d be the easiest
way to force themout. A few nen had reported seeing the sparking autogiro
when it descended, but they hadn't nade out just what the plane was.

They agreed that no living person could have arrived in it; and that
seened sufficient. The only nen who coul d have given an exact report were
those who lay flat above the upper deck

There had been tal k, though, of The Shadow s | augh

That seened incredible; too fantastic to report to Zanigew. It was bait
that drew lurking men along the hunt, but to the wong spot. Zanigew s
mur der ous nen were being drawn into the anbush that Harry and Vic controll ed.

Sonet hi ng whi npered hi gh above the Unaga, then expl oded. The sound was
repeated, but it was ignored by Zanigew s horde. They had becone at ease
beneath the sheltering electrical barriers. Their upward creep continued.

Their swift fury struck the guards close to the bridge. Qut of their very
m dst rose bl ackness that |aunched into the glow of their flashlights. A
two-fisted fury, with big guns in each hand. Sl ugging down the first nmen that
bl ocked him The Shadow nade for the others, both guns at aim

No quarter was asked or given. But The Shadow s guns were the ones that
brought results. Each .45 delivered stabs |ike knife-thrusts, dropping nmen
fromrails and stairways. Sone dived to miss those devastating shots. Qhers,
waiting too long, made vain efforts to clip The Shadow as they fell

Hs tactics were too swift for them until one marksman, hanging to a
rail, put a last-mnute shot toward The Shadow s shoul der. The bl ack-cl oaked
fighter staggered, just as the man lost his grip and tunbled to the deck
beneat h.

Mout hi ng that he had clipped The Shadow, the marksman breathed his |ast.
There was no one close to learn the news; a fortunate fact, for it would have
produced a renewed attack on the part of the crooks.

THOUGH hi s wound was not serious, The Shadow felt its crippling effect.
He wavered as he yanked open the door to the bridge. Then, with a renewed
burst of strength, he |l aunched upon two nen within. They had no guns, for



Zani gew had copi ed Barreau's system of keeping all armed nen outside the
control room

They had weapons, though, in the formof big wenches; and The Shadow s
guns were enptied. Dropping one automatic, he used the other as a cudgel, to
fight back froma corner just inside the door

Harry and Vic were too busy, sniping at sneaky foenen, to realize The
Shadow s plight. It was Fay who noted the finish of the shooting near the
bri dge. G abbing a | oaded gun, she made her way forward. Nearing the bridge,
she jabbed two shots at men who were creeping for the steps.

Fay's ai mwas good. The two nmen stunbl ed. O hers dropped back, thinking
the blasts were from The Shadow. Fay saw the swi ngi ng door of the bridge,
snhat ched a gl ance i nsi de.

The Shadow was | ocked with his |ast adversary. One man already lay on the
floor. Fay gave a grateful gasp as The Shadow s wei ghty gun descended. Hi s
| ast opponent fell.

Then Fay turned about again, to send another warning shot bel ow. She
didn't ook to see The Shadow, on the floor beside the nmen that he had felled.
He cane up, groping, crawing, funmbling for the levers that he wanted. It was
a slownotion process, in these |last mnutes when success seened sure!

Above, new whi npers sounded fromthe fog. Whines, with occasional bursts.

THOSE sounds were heard by Zanigew, as he sat at the head table in the
di ni ng sal oon, overl ooking the food-gorging throng from Al catraz. They were
enjoying food in plenty, and drink with it. Al of which pleased Zani gew.

VWhat did it matter if fools had |earned that this fog held the secret of
t he m ssing Unaga?

None coul d harm Zani gew. He rul ed suprenme! When greater fog received the
| esser, he would vani sh. One by one, he would add new boats to his flotilla.
H s enmpire woul d be everywhere!

Zani gew arose. His nmetallic voice pierced the great room as he called
for silence.

Revel ry ceased. Qut of three hundred faces, Zani gew was picking nen of
his choi ce. Hi e beckoned them they came to his table, his future generals.
Al was silence when Zani gew spoke.

"Every man shall serve ne," declared crinme's enperor. "I have already
proven ny power as the world' s master of crime. They call you public
enem es--" his lips took on their down-turned snile. "And the termis a good

one. Public enemes are ny private friends!"

Cheers that rose fromthe listeners drowned a few di stant shots that
Zani gew mi ght ot herwi se have heard.

"London!" Zani gew held up a fist, clutching its fingers as though he had
the British capital in his grasp. "A city of fog! Made to our order! W shal
creep up the Thames, when tinme is ripe, and spread crime everywhere!

"The Bank of England will be ours, thanks to ny poison gas that ningles
with the fog. All of you will aid me in the sack of London. These nen beside
me"--he gestured toward the chosen henchnmen--"wi Il |ead picked squadrons to
the attack."

Arms |ifted, Zanigew quelled the new enthusiasm He was comning cl oser
hone, in describing his globe-girdling tour of crinmne.
"New York has fog," he rem nded. "W shall wait |inger, perhaps for our

attack there; but it will be worth while. Another victory; nore wealth to fil
our coffers!
"And after that"--his tone rasped high with confidence--"1 hope to make

use of other new inventions. To plan crinme unheard of on this planet. To use
crime as the mighty weapon that shall rule the world!"

Zani gew halted, one fist raised. A man had staggered into the great room
a snmoking revolver in his fist. He fell half across the table beside Zani gew.
Lifting him Zanigew heard the nane that the man's |ips barely gasped:

"The Shadow "



For a monent, Zanigew s eyes flashed disbelief. H's ears could hear a
sound that told himall was well: the buzz of his electrical barriers. Then
as Zanigew listened to nake sure the sound was undi sturbed, he noted its
absence.

The Shadow had just pulled the controls on the ship's bridge!

Never had Zani gew been calner. Letting the informant slunp to the floor
he turned to the mghty band that faced him Here were men who, singly, were
worth a dozen of the followers upon whom he had so far depended.

Men who would rally to the battle cry that Zanigew i ntended to give; who
were already armed with revolvers that their new master had brought from
crated in the steaner's hold.

There is one eneny," Zanigew told them "who has caused many of you great
trouble. He, alone, has actually tried to interfere with ny great plans. That
is why | lured himhere today.

He is actually aboard this ship. He has seized the controls and believes
hi nsel f triunmphant. He has not guessed that | allowed all that, to give you,
nmy chosen guests, the privilege of ending his career."

Zani gew paused. Turning toward the door, he raised a pointing finger

"Come!" he rasped. "I shall |ead you to--The Shadow "
THREE hundred nen piled to their feet as one. Tables went spilling,
bottles flung with them Under the crystal chandeliers of the brilliantly

lighted sal oon, drawn revolvers fl ashed.

Springing to the curtai ned doorway, Zanigew waited for the yelling mass
of murderous nen to surge in his direction

In that instant, Zanigew could picture The Shadow s fate: a crushed form
of black, trampled beneath a vengeful stanpede! He was gl ad that The Shadow
had survived his former ordeal, to generously sacrifice hinself to this
occasi on.

Amid the tunult, Zanigew did not hear the whine that came, with neteoric
speed, in the direction of the Unaga.

A mghty crash took away a corner of the dining sal oon.

The del uge of gl ass and woodwork was but an instantaneous prelude to the
com ng cataclysm A titanic blast rocked the manmoth room scattering nmen and
furniture into a chaotic heap

Every light was extinguished, but the effect of nobnstrous, scorching
flames renmai ned. Flattened anbng the curtains, Zani gew could hear how s and
moans amd the air's reverberations. Eyes blinking, ears deafened, Zanigew
could not realize what had happened.

Had he guessed the truth, his groans would have joi ned the others.

The thing that had struck the m d-structure of the Unaga was an expl osive
ei ght-inch shell!

CHAPTER XXV.
THE FI NAL TRI UVPH

ZANI GEW r eached the deck, staggering until he struck the rail. Behind him
were ot her nen, nasses of them sonme reeling, others crawling. Quivering,
pl aintive creatures, nmany of them unscathed, but all rendered tenporarily
harm ess by the effect of the manmoth concussi on

Men were struggling all along the deck. Crew nenbers of the Unaga, called
to sudden mutiny, were heaving Zanigew s followers down into the hold.
Whirling fog-breakers had stopped, along with the electrical barriers.
Coasting ahead of the fog. the Unaga was coming into the glow of sunset.

Zani gew turned toward the nmortars, hoping to shoot nore of the fog bonbs.
He saw crew nmenbers pitching the fragile nissiles overboard, where they
floated. useless. Then cane the whine of a warning shell, just above the
steaner's stern. Crew nenbers scurried bel ow.



They were on their way to release the prisoners! There was only one way
for Zanigew to halt them That was to reach the bridge, to deal with The
Shadow i n person

Qddly, the route was open. Battle had carried below. No on wanted to go
near the spot where The Shadow held control --no one except Zani gew. He reached
the steps, sprang upward. Fay Tretter tried to stop himat the open door. Her
gun was enpty; Zani gew brushed aside the bl ow she gave with the bulletless
weapon.

A gun ready in his fist, Zani gew saw The Shadow. The cl oaked fighter's
armwas already on the swing, bringing down a |ever that he had wenched | oose
from apparatus on the bridge. The iron bar clanged Zani gew s gun; even his
strong fist could not hold it, after the numbing stroke.

Swi ngi ng his arm wi de, Zani gew brushed the | ever aside before The Shadow
could attenpt another blow. Crine's dethroned enperor |ocked with the being in
bl ack.

Fay watched that conflict, unable to give aid. The Shadow, already
crippled, was battling a maddened nonster of superhuman strength. The glow in
t hose eyes of Zanigew s was ruddier than ever, his face nore skullish, in the
hal f-1ight fromthe thinning fog

But Zani gew had lost his calm Once driven to fury, he used brute tactics
only. Skillfully, The Shadow was breaking off his choking thrusts, using the
lever to aid his one-arnmed maneuvers.

Swi ngi ng agai nst a wi ndow, Zani gew saw the deck. He tw sted The Shadow
toward the scene, rattled the harsh word:

"Look!"

Men from Al catraz were on their feet, rallying in half-stunned fashion.
Once they recuperated, they would take over battle as their own.

Death to The Shadow
Zani gew did not voice those words, but the grit of his teeth told that he
meant them Into his ear canme a whi spered tone, sinister from The Shadow s
lips.

"Look, Zani gew -beyond!"

Instinctively, Zanigew stared. For once, those odd eyes of his took on a
bulge. It was light on the Pacific, for the fog had at last drifted cl ear of
t he Unaga. The ship, no longer hidden, was in the center of a gray flotilla
that spread to the horizons.

Those vessels were the Pacific battle fleet!

Returni ng from maneuvers, the navy had been ordered to surround the
traveling fog. The facts that Burbank had reveal ed were sufficient to start
t he needed machi nery. (bservers had watched for a promi sed sight; an autogiro
dropping into the fog bank

To ascertain when the field was clear, they had fired test shots. Not
whil e shells burst on the outskirts of the fog itself, but only when one
| anded, did they know the protective power was off. One shell had struck
closer than intended. But its |landing had been tinely.

Thr ough spygl asses, observers saw the decks of the Unaga; they nmade out
the drab prison uniforns of the rallying horde. Zanigew had onmitted the detai
of providing new clothes for the men from Al catraz. Recognized as rioters from
The Rock, they were destined to neet new opposition

GUNS opened fire from navy ships. Shells bonbarded the Unaga's
superstructure, to send men staggering fromthe shocks above their heads.
O her mssiles ripped the bow and stern of the Unaga, crippling the steaner
wi t hout harm ng t hose bel ow.

"Hel | -di vers" zipped downward in their planes, dropping snmoke bonbs on
t he decks, stifling the Alcatraz nob. Boatl oads of bluejackets were headi ng
for the stricken Unaga. She was settling lower in the water, for Zanigew s nen
had opened the stop-cocks. Not knowi ng they were surrounded, they had deci ded
to scuttle the ship and take to the small boats.



Amid all that, The Shadow t ook sudden advantage of Zani gew s doubl ed
fury. He wenched away, as the skull-faced fighter drove himtoward the rear
of the bridge. C ubbing cross-armed, he staggered Zanigew with a stroke of the
steel rod that ended agai nst his opponent's oversized head.

Then, | ocked again, the two reeled through the doorway. Zani gew was using
all his massive strength in an attenpt to hurl The Shadow down the steps. They
were on the edge, The Shadow fol di ng backward, when Fay sprang into the

struggl e.
She cl utched The Shadow s cl oak, pulling with all her strength. Her
wei ght could not halt the coming fall, but it twisted the strugglers as they

went. Instead of going. backward, The Shadow was side by side w th Zani gew

Fay still gripped the cloak. It ripped from The Shadow s shoul ders, and
the Iast wrench was enough. The fighters were still turning as they cleared
the | adder-1i ke steps; they were plungi ng headl ong. Zani gew beneat h!

The massive head that had teemed with hopes of enpire, was first to
strike the deck. As The Shadow rolled clear, Zanigew s formstretched to its
entire length and lay still. Fay | ooked down toward the skullish face. The
deep-set eyes were closed. Upon the |lips, Fay saw the fixed grinmace that had
once been Zanigew s snile.

Reachi ng The Shadow, the girl helped himhalfway to his feet. He slid
back, for the deck had taken a deci ded slope. Sinking steadily, the Unaga was
al nrost awash. Fay | ooked up, hearing footsteps. Beside her arrived Harry
Vi ncent and Vic Marquette.

They lifted The Shadow toward a boat that appeared near the lower rail,
beckoning for Fay to foll ow.

She still held The Shadow s ripped cl oak. Fay saw the slouch hat |ying by
the steps. She realized suddenly that The Shadow, whoever he was, had an
identity to preserve. One |ast |ook at Zani gew s hi deous face deci ded her next
action. Fay spread the cl oak over the crime enperor's stiffened form

ACTUAL dusk had gathered as the little boat put off. It was the last from
t he Unaga, Fay |earned. Bluejackets had gathered in the convicts from
Al catraz--sonme fromthe decks, others fromthe water, a few fromthe remants
of the wrecked di ning sal oon. Loaded aboard a cruiser, that drab throng were
al ready headed back to the drabber walls of The Rock

Fay's father and the other inventors were rescued, along with the many
prisoners released by the rallied crew of the Unaga. If any live men remai ned
aboard the sinking steaner, all were remmants of Zanigew s former force. Sone
of those shock troops were captured, others dead.

But probably some were mssing. Hi dden deep in the Unaga, they were one
breed of rat that preferred not to desert a sinking ship. Perhaps their choice
was best; for all were nmurders who would pay due penalty, if taken by the |aw

The smal | boat reached a waiting destroyer. In the darkness, Fay felt The
Shadow rai se hinself as Harry and Vic began to help himfromthe boat. Once on
t he destroyer, he rested, |eaning upon his unhurt arm

Great searchlights were playing across the now darkened waters. Those
broad gl eans showed the Unaga settling at the stern. Wth a shivering heave,
the steamer thrust her bow above the surface; there was a surging gul p upon
the ocean's surface as the Unaga sank from sight.

As the mael stromended its whirling, chunks of weckage appeared anmid the
foam Many eyes | ooked for human forns, but saw none. Those who had hi dden
deep in the hold were bound for the bottomw th the vani shed Unaga.

Fromthe lips of a being beside her, Fay heard the sol etm whi sper of a
mrthless | augh; a tone that spoke of justice, nore than triunph. Its note,
too, seermed to carry nmention of a superfoe whose evil dreams were crushed.

Such was The Shadow s knell for Zani gew, whose enpire of the future was
buried with his vicious exploits of the past!



