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RALPH JORCOTT settled himsdf in acorner of the half-filled subway car and casually began to read an
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CHAPTER I. MAN ABOUT CRIME

evening newspaper. The headlines pleased him; they referred to crime.

Not merely one crime, but adozen; al belonging to a mysterious wave that had swept New Y ork.
Crimesthat were particularly baffling, because the police were totaly unable to trace the redl

perpetrators.

Jewe thefts, robberies of art treasures, stock swindles, and other specidties had been executed in
clockwork fashion. Every time the police centered on onetrail, new crime occurred €l sewhere.
Obvioudy, different hands were a work, for no crime produced adirect link to any other.

Tothe credit of the police, they had come uncommonly close to stopping some of the crimes. But, in
every ingtance, the law had managed to capture only afew small-fry hoodlums, who had been hired for

cover-up work.
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Such prisoners could not tell who the important crooks were. Moreover, the time wasted in capturing the
small fry had dlowed the red criminalsto escape.

The Stuation made Raph Jorcott smile.

Though Jorcott looked like anything but a crook, he could have told why crime wasriding high. Not that
he had taken any part in recent crimina activities; in fact, Jorcott could not have identified any of the
perpetrators.

It smply happened that Ralph Jorcott, dapper and rather handsome, intended to make his debut asa
crimina this very evening. Smooth of manner, attired in afaultless Tuxedo, Jorcott looked likeaman
about town. Actually, he was aman about crime.

The subway locd jolted to a stop at Jorcott's sation. Leaving the train, the young man drew akey from
his vest pocket, used it to unlock ametal locker provided for packages, one of many in acorner of the
station platform. The package that Jorcott found was squarish and not large, but he handled it very
caefully.

Coming up to the street, Jorcott looked for acab. When one came cruising in hisdirection, he hailed it.
In the cab, with the package resting on the seat beside him, Jorcott |ooked from the window. He saw a
car move away across the street.

Perhaps it was hisimagination, but Jorcott would have sworn that he saw aface peer toward him from
the rear of the departing car. A face that had no features; smply ablank, hidden by agauze that formed a
slver vel!

Hisbrief glimpse of the veiled observer did not perturb him; on the contrary, it gave him encouragement
for his coming enterprise. The dapper man was chuckling as his cab drove westward.

After adozen blocks, Jorcott alighted. Dismissing the taxi, he reversed his direction on foot, the square
box tucked carefully beneath hisarm.

Large mansionsloomed in the darkness beyond asmdll park. They were pretentious, old-fashioned
buildings, gloomy relicsthat <till served as residences for the wedlthy, for this areawas secluded and
therefore highly prized.

Picking the house he wanted, Jorcott strolled from the shelter of the trees, crossed the street, and entered
anarow passage that led him to aside door. He was drawing another key from his pocket; when he
tried it in the lock, the door opened.

THE house was deserted. Massive pieces of furniture, covered with large sheets, looked like crouching
ghosts huddled in their shrouds. But Jorcott wasn't disturbed as he picked hisway to the front hall. He
was handling aflashlight cautioudy, and taking care not to drop the box that he carried under hisarm.

Inside the big front door, Jorcott saw an envelope lying on the floor. 1t was one that had been dropped
through the mail chute; sight of it brought a satisfied intake of Jorcott's breeth. Placing the box carefully
on the floor, the man of crime opened the envelope.

It contained a sheet with typewritten instructions, the very data that Jorcott expected; but what pleased
him most was the odd symbol that served as a signature. It was shaped like a double crescent. The note
read:

First room on left at top of stairs. Second pand to right of window. Up, right, up, left down, up, left.
Combination aternating left and right: 3-6-1-1-9.



The note tucked in his pocket, the box again benesth his arm, Jorcott moved toward the Sairs. Hefdt a
momentary chill, as though awhispering breeze had filtered through the house; then, with ashort, gritted
laugh, he continued on hisway.

Reaching the room mentioned, Jorcott placed the square box on atable. Referring to the note, he found
the panel mentioned; it was one of many such oblongsin the oak-waled room. Using a handkerchief to
avoid fingerprints, Jorcott pressed the panel upward. It gave. He followed directions further.

The thing that struck Jorcott as particularly clever was the point where the pand was pressed down, then
up. It seemed like aretraced move, but it was not. Asthe panel came down, Jorcott felt it moveinward a
fraction of aninch. Pushed up, it found anew niche, important to the process.

Ashedidthe pand to theleft, apring clicked. The oblong swung open on hidden hinges, and Jorcott
saw that itsinner sde was faced with metal. More important, however, was the glisten that came from a
cavity within thewall. There, Jorcott saw the chromium-plated did of asafe.

Stll usng the handkerchief, the gentleman crook used the combination given in the note. The safe door
swung open, showing agoodly store of contents, in currency and bonds. Jorcott's hand moved forward
eagerly inthelight. Then herestrained himsdlf.

Turning to afireplace across the room, he crumpled the note with the double crescent signature and set a
match to it. While the paper blazed he hovered in front of the fireplace, to shield the light.

He could hear the paper crackle asit burned, each spurt of flame was accompanied by atiny puff. Odd
sounds, those, ordinarily unnoticeable when paper burned. But the fireplace magnified them, disturbing
the silence of the paneled room.

For thefirst time, Jorcott felt nervous. He fancied that he heard other sounds - a cresking from the
stairway, a creeping in the darkness. When the paper had turned to ashes, he strained to listen.

The sounds must have been hisimagination. It was magnified, like the noise of the burning paper.
Stooping, Jorcott flicked the ashes with his handkerchief, destroying all traces of the typewriting and the
crescent symbol.

Back at the table near the safe, the crook unwrapped the square package. It contained awooden box,
with aswitch. Taking bonds and currency from the safe, Jorcott appraised them roughly as he wrapped
them in the paper. He estimated the haul at more than sixty thousand dollars,

Jorcott wasn't surprised that such a sizable sum had been left in aclosed house.

The money, like the house, belonged to Handley Farnum, amillionaire. Hidden in amodern safe behind a
secret pand backed by stedl, the funds should have been doubly secure. So they would have been
againgt ordinary robbery. But this crime, as Jorcott could testify, was anything but ordinary.

It would be another mystery for the police when Jorcott was through with it.

HAVING bundled the cash, Jorcott |eft it on the table and picked up the wooden box. He pressed the
switch; amechanism began to tick.

Placing the box in the safe, Jorcott used the ash-smudged handkerchief to close the door and twirl the
combination. Shutting the camouflaged panel, he gaveit a push to theright to hold it in place.

Jorcott chuckled.



He had thirty minutesfor departure, far more time than he actually needed. After that, therewould bea
blast; abig one, loud enough to bring, the police.

They would find ajagged hole in thewall, the remnants of Farnum's safe and the pand that hid it. They
would think that some crook had blown the safe to get the swag; as aresult, there would be a man hunt
inthisvicinity.

But within fifteen minutes - amere haf of the time alotted him - Ralph Jorcott would bein hisfavorite

taproom, only adozen blocks from here. He would be ordering adrink, chatting with friends; in brief, he
would be establishing a perfect dibi.

Jorcott glanced toward the window. A half block away he could see the smudgy bulk of awarehouse.
That was where the police would be, on the watch for tonight's crime.

These crimes, maneuvered by the supercrook who used the signature of the double crescent, were
particularly clever. Arrangements were always made for the police to be near a hand, but never in the
right place.

As he gazed from the window, Jorcott chuckled again, thistime with the thought that he had added his
link to a chain which others had begun. 1t would be another case of perfect crime.

Jorcott was looking in the wrong direction.

Light from the window spread ahazy glow upon the table where Jorcott had laid the newly wrapped
package. Theloosely packed bundle now contained sixty-thousand dollars, instead of awooden box
loaded with atime bomb. It represented Jorcott's only reason for acrimina vist to the Farnum mansion.

The package was at Jorcott's elbow. He regarded it as safe asiif it had been in his own hands. All that he
had to do was turn about and pick it up. But other hands were on the move, while Jorcott's lingered.

They crept from gloom, those black-gloved hands, asif they were detached things that had materidized
within the enshrouding darkness. Unseen, unheard, their owner had crept into this room while Jorcott
was at work. He was plucking crime's spoils from the overconfident crook.

The hands grasped the package, lifted it and gave a deft backward toss that landed the bundle in the
bend of awaiting elbow. There was aswish in the darkness, asthe figure wheeled away. Gloved hands
were again on the move, as hidden lips whispered a sibilant laugh.

Jorcott whipped about from the window, saw that the package was gone. With a stifled snarl, the crook
reached for arevolver; hisother band, aready holding aflashlight, pressed the switch. At the same
instant, Jorcott was greeted by aglare from another eectric torch.

What he saw gtiffened him. The race with the flashlights was a draw, but Jorcott had been beaten when it
cameto the matter of agun. He was staring into the muzzle of awegpon aready drawn - a .45 automatic
that looked as formidable as ahowitzer.

Theflashlight clattered from Jorcott's frozen fingers. He hadn't timeto find his gun. Both his hands came
up to shoulder leve as he stared into the darkness.

For Jorcott had seen more than the looming gun muzzle. Behind the .45 was afigure cloaked in black,
with features hidden by the brim of a douch hat except for two burning eyesthat carried abore as sharp
asabullet's.

A crook at heart, Ralph Jorcott knew the identity of his superfoe. He had been trapped, while engaged in



lawless enterprise, by afighter whose very presence spelled degth to crime.

The Shadow!
CHAPTER II. THE BLASTED TRAIL

LONG minutes had passed - minutes that were torture to Ral ph Jorcott. The man was no longer a
gentleman of crime; he was awilted figure, backed againgt the very wall where he had opened a secret

pandl.

The Shadow had moved across the room. He was standing near the door; reached by the flickery light,
hisfigure was vaguely visible. Jorcott could see the gun muzzle, constantly directed toward him. Camly
waiting, The Shadow was wearing the crook down.

No system could have been better. Words were unnecessary. The Shadow had divined Jorcott's game,
and had turned it to his own advantage. He knew that when Jorcott began to talk, the crook would

speak rapidly and tell plenty.

With twenty minutes gone, Jorcott's chance for an aibi was ended. Even then, he might have retained his
bravado but for another element. In the silence of that room, Jorcott fancied that he could hear a steady
ticking from the infernd machine that he had buried in thewall safe behind him.

To The Shadow, the time element was unimportant. He was leaving al worry to Jorcott. Every timethe
crimind shifted restlesdy, The Shadow put him back in place with a gesture of the automatic. The
Shadow's own position was adistant one; only Jorcott was in danger, and the crook knew it.

The dim light showed beads of sweat glistening on Jorcott's forehead. Drops began to streak hisface,
running down toward the Tuxedo collar that was dready wilted. At last, his nerves snapped. He licked
his parched lips, began to sammer frantic words.

"It'snot my fault... not my fault!" Jorcott repested the statement ardently. "1'd been in other rackets: fake
oil stocks, thingslike that, along while ago. | thought they'd been forgotten!"

Breaking off, Jorcott hoped for aresponse from The Shadow. He fancied that he heard awhispered
laugh; nothing more. Time was getting shorter. Jorcott hurried hisplea.

"Then | got aletter,” he declared. "Blackmail, that'swhat it was! Telling me my past would be exposed
unless| followed orders. It wasn't money that the blackmailer wanted. He said that I'd haveto go in for
crime”

Thistime, Jorcott did hear alaugh, onethat carried aworld of significance. It meant that amaster crook,
termed a blackmailer, had chosen an excellent tool in Jorcott. The fellow'sface had logt itsgloss; it
showed aratlike expression in the flickering light.

"Yourewiseto the game," argued Jorcott. "Y ou're The Shadow, the one person who could see through
it. The brain has been working on alot of fellows like me, making us each stage a crime and hand over
the dough to him. Only -"

Jorcott hestated. The Shadow spoke for the first time. His sibilant words had an accusing ring, as though
voicing the very thoughtsin the crook's mind.

"Only you supposed that crime would produce reward,” declared The Shadow. "A crook by choice, you
preferred to take the course offered you rather than give factsto the police.



There was a pause, then The Shadow's tone again.

"The brain you mention," stated The Shadow, "is unquestionably aman who has delved into many pasts.
Y ou were surprised, Jorcott, when you learned that he knew yours. Y ou did not guess that my own
records contained Smilar facts.

"I have been checking on careerslike yours. Thismeeting is not the result of chance, but of design. Y our
path happensto bethefirst that | have crossed in thiscampaign. | trust that it shall bethelagt.”

A FLOOQOD of recallections swept Jorcott's mind. He remembered the taxicab that had been outside the
subway station, redlized that The Shadow must have posted it there. He recalled the cregping sounds that
had accompanied the faint crackle of the burning letter, knew that they must have announced the advent
of The Shadow.

All of Jorcott's props were falling out from under him. It wasn't acase of bluffing The Shadow. The
crook was reduced to the lone hope of offering some shred of information. Caught in crime, he could
expect no mercy unless he confessed dl that he knew.

The Shadow inserted prompting words:
"Theletter -"

Jorcott's brain was thrumming. The Shadow had seen him burn the dl-important note, the one that bore
the signature of the double crescent! In mentioning an earlier note, Jorcott had reveded only a preliminary
fact. He had to tell more.

"I don't know who sent it," pleaded Jorcott. "It told me how to find the safe; how to openit. | had to go
through with it, because | wasthreatened if | didn't. But | don't know who sent it -"

The crook was holding out. He didn't want to mention the thing that really counted, the matter of the
symbol that served asasignature. A fleeting recollection was respongble for Jorcott's hesitation.

Herecdled that glimpse of aface veiled by slver gauze. Wilted though he was, Jorcott still had crooked
ingtincts. He was banking on the chance that a master crimina might somehow help him.

The Shadow's tone jarred Jorcott into redlity:
"Timeisvery short -"

It was more than aguess. The Shadow had analyzed Jorcott's worry correctly. Time was short. Only a
few minutes of the precious half hour remained. His back against awall that threstened doom, the crook
could hear theimaginary ticking like the beat of drums.

I'll tell everything!" gasped Jorcott. "Everything that | know! The noteswere signed by -"

Heinterrupted himsdlf with agulp. It should have been a hopeless one, but it wasn't. Inthe sound, The
Shadow detected a hidden reason. His keen sense of hearing spliced itself, to detect other noises than the
frantic loudness of Jorcott's voice. The Shadow became a blur of blackness ashe whedled in the
doorway.

Two figureslunged from the stairs. They came with guns, swinging them like bludgeons. The arrivaswere
outside crooks, members of a cover-up squad posted to make sure of Jorcott's departure. WWondering
why they hadn't seen him, they had entered the house to look for him.



Along with Jorcott, they had found The Shadow!

They weretoo late, those thugs. Before they could complete their drive, The Shadow was between them.
Hewasin the darkness of the halway, widlding guns of his own, smashing off their stokes. Jorcott was
lunging forward from the wall, hoping to add hisweight to the struggle.

Like hiswould-be rescuers, Jorcott miscalculated The Shadow's brain-work.

Crooks didn't come in dugging, instead of shooting, unlessthey preferred silence. Recognizing their
choice. The Shadow offset it. As he dashed with hisguns, he pressed the triggers. Tongues of flame
ripped through the halway. The burdts of the automatics were magnified, becoming loud roars.

The thugs started shooting asthey dived, but their action was unwise. Chance for stealth ended, they
thought that they were taking the proper method. They were wrong.

Whirling into darkness, The Shadow was no target: but they proved easy prey for the quick-shooting
fighter. Picking them by their gun spurts, The Shadow withered them with bullets. Howls greeted Jorcott
as he neared the hall.

Franticaly, Jorcott turned and dived in the direction of the window, hoping to crash through and take a
headlong plunge to the ground below. Hewas aquick thinker, Jorcott; in the middie of hisdash, he
redlized that he was putting himself in sight againgt the background of the window.

Jorcott veered to the wall, stopped to grab up the table near the pandl that hid the wall safe. He made a
quick side step into the darkness.

Blindly, but with ardor, Jorcott flung the table, the hallway door histarget. He saw the scaling missile
crossthe path of flickering light toward the blocky darkness beyond. The Shadow must have spied it
coming just asit completed itslong arc, for Jorcott heard shotsrip out, accompanied by a splintering of
thetable.

Ingtinctively, The Shadow wasfiring at theflying piece of furniture, unableto tell, in that brief glimpse,
whether or not Jorcott was driving with it. The cloaked fighter wanted to clip the gentleman crook, to
cgpture him dive and make him finish his satements.

But Jorcott hadn't accompanied the table. He had siwung back toward the paneled wall. Hearing the
clatter of shattering woodwork, the crook was sure that he had delayed The Shadow temporarily.
Jorcott turned, to spring toward the window.

Unfortunately, he had delayed himsdlf, in a permanent fashion.

Thetimelimit was ended. As Jorcott's shoulder brushed past the secret pandl, the whole wall burst with
one devadtating blast. The ticking machine that Jorcott had planted was loaded with TNT.

FLAYED by chunks of metal that fanned out like shrapnel, Jorcott was hoisted bodily from the floor. A
topsy-turvy figurein aspreading sunburst of engulfing flame, he was hurled across the room, crashing
againg the brick hearth of the fireplace.

The force of the concussion staggered The Shadow, even though he was outside the shattered room.
Reding in the hdlway, he was floored beside the thugs that he had dropped with bullets.

Sow in coming to hisfeet, the black cloaked fighter fancied that he felt the house shudder, even when the
effect of the explosion had passed.



Gushing flame had ignited chunks of broken panels. Like scattered kindling, the bits of wood were setting
rugs and chair cushions ablaze. Groggily, The Shadow guided himsdlf by the light and entered the
smoke-filled room. He found Jorcott lying by the fireplace, a crumpled, twisted shape.

Jorcott's chance to talk was gone. His skull was as broken as hislimbs and body. Lips, contorted into a
grotesgue smile, were forever frozen. Hope of escape had given Jorcott that grin; doom had struck so
suddenly that the crook had lacked timeto loseit.

The degth of Raph Jorcott ended The Shadow's present trail. It was blasted, that trail, like the criminal
who lay on the floor. The explosion, intended to cover up Jorcott's part in crime had done even more.
Crime's blast had postponed The Shadow's chance of uncovering a supercrook.

Only aminute before, Jorcott's brain kind teemed with recollections of amaster criminal whose festures

were obscured by silver gauze. Jorcott could have told The Shadow certain facts regarding that overlord
of crime, the strange, veiled prophet who knew the details of future evil, because such deeds were of his
own design.

Though Jorcott's information would have been incomplete, it was the sort The Shadow needed. Any
leads to crime's master brain could have proven vauable. One point had been of particular importance:
namely, Jorcott's delivery of the stolen funds. With the crook captured, alone, with the swag, The
Shadow could haveforced thetrail to its proper conclusion.

As matters stood, The Shadow was back amost at his sarting point. He had stopped crime, disposed of
thugs, and gleaned afew dim facts. But those were small results compared to The Shadow's actud aim -
amesting with the veiled master, whose baffling ways of crime had so far defied al detection!

CHAPTER I11. OUT OF DARKNESS

THE shrill notes of police whistles brought The Shadow to motion. He expected such sounds, they were
in keeping with the Stuation. Unless police had been in the offing, the thugsin the hallway would not have
been so anxious for asilent struggle.

However, the whistleswere very close; too closeto suit The Shadow, and too numerous. The gunfire
must have brought the police from wherever they were, at least two minutes before the explosion
occurred.

One penetrating whistle echoed through the house, indicating that its owner had entered the side door,
which Jorcott had left unlocked. Reaching the halway, The Shadow heard clumping sounds below, knew
that the law'sinvasion was a hand.

By the dying light of aburning rug, The Shadow found the bundle containing Farnum's funds. He had
dropped it while battling the pair of thugs.

There were snarls from the stairway, whither the crooks had dragged themselves. Wounded, their guns
lost in thefray, the pair could do no more than vent spite upon the black-cloaked conqueror who had
bested them.

The police were on the stairs. Rather than waste time in explanation, The Shadow chose an exit.
Crossing the paneled room, he extinguished the burning rug by smothering it with another that had not
caught fire. The deed ended all flames; the rest had burned out rapidly.

Reaching the window, The Shadow took the route that Jorcott had wanted to use. Raising the window,
he swung across the sill, caught the sash and brought it downward as he dropped. Helanded in agile



fashion in acourtyard.

With The Shadow tumbled the bundle of swag. Stooping, he reclaimed it. He had agood reason for
carrying dong the spails of thwarted crime.

He wanted the police to learn the red set-up; namely, that the blast had been arranged as a cover-up of a
crime aready committed. Should the stolen wedlth be found on the scene of crime, the law might
supposethat it had been grabbed following the explosion. Wounded thugs would probably testify that
they had rifled the shattered safe, and then met The Shadow; for they were part of the cover-up game.

Sooner or |ater, the package would reach the police; but, when it did, The Shadow intended to leave no
doubt that it had been taken before the blast. When The Shadow met with planted evidence, it was
awayshispalicy to nullify it.

Histask on this occasion was to prove more difficult than he anticipated. He met with opposition the
moment that he started to pick hisway from the courtyard.

Guarded though it was, the tiny beam of The Shadow's flashlight was spotted from an dleyway. Ingtantly,
the glare of amuch larger light diced in hisdirection. The Shadow was spotted against asilvery circle that
formed afull moon on thewall behind him.

Ingtinctively, he dived forward, below theleve of the glare. Gunsroared, their bullets smacking thewall
that the cloaked fighter had left. The quickness of thefire, plus the raucous shouts accompanying the
shots, told that the attackers were crooks who had recognized their archfoe.

The Shadow had run into the main cover-up crew, posted to draw the police long afalsetrail!

TWO factors saved The Shadow. These crooks were capable trigger men, and they had gained the
edge. But they did not reckon with The Shadow's speed on the offense, nor the unique defensive
messure that it introduced.

Whipping out an automeatic as he dived, The Shadow took the fal on one shoulder, jounced upward on
his elbow as he struck. His gun shoved ahead of him with atrip-hammer action, he was actualy shooting
as helanded.

His other arm thrust the square-shaped bundlein front of him. Though fair-sized, the package did not
offer complete protection, but it served well.

Dousing the light the instant The Shadow opened fire, crooks sped their own shots low, in front of their
lone target. They were hoping to clip The Shadow with ricocheting shots. Any bullet, bounding from the
cement, could prove deadly if it landed home.

Amid the roar of guns, The Shadow could hear the zing of bullets; but mobsters were doing more than
listen to The Shadow'sfire. They were taking leaden dugs from the fast-spurting muzzle of the cloaked
fighter'sautomatic. Their flashlights were gone, but The Shadow took spouting guns as histargets and
scored direct hits on their users.

Then came abreak in The Shadow's favor, one that ended the stubborn barrage that threatened him. A
window was smashed out from afloor above, and police began to firea themeninthedley. The
officers were shooting from the paneled room in the Farnum mansion.

Who the crooks were, why they were shooting, did not concern the police. They knew smply that the
men outside were enemies, and trested them as such.



With the crooksin flight, The Shadow rolled to hisfeet, gathered up his package and ducked to a
sheltered edge of the dley, asthe police sprayed flashlights toward the spot where he had been.

Chunks of lead thunked the cement. They were bullets, three of them, falling from the bundle that The
Shadow carried. The dugs were misshapen from their contact with the paving; all had been ricochet
shots, stopped when they droveinto the thick bundle of loct.

Any one of those bullets, had it reached The Shadow, would have produced the effect of adumdum,
gpreading mushroom fashion when it hit. The Shadow's Stratagem had proven itsworth.

More battle was to come. As he hurried through the aley, seeking to overtake the fleeing crooks, The
Shadow heard the whining sirens of approaching police cars. He ducked away from glaring headlights,
only to be spotted by scattered crooks.

They opened awild fire and The Shadow returned it, this time on the move. He was weaving through a
sdeadley, blagting with afresh gun, keeping the bundle pressed againgt his chest.

Here again was danger from ricochets, for crookswere firing at anglesinto abrick-walled alley. Direct
shots, however, were beyond their ability, for The Shadow was jabbing bulletsfar too closefor their
comfort. Likerats, the crookstook to whatever holes or passages that they could find.

Then came the bad break that nearly ruined The Shadow's triumph. Backed into the Sde dley, hemet a
wall too high for him to reach the top. The blackness was complete; while probing for an exit from the
cul-de-sac, The Shadow struck against alarge ash can. It clattered.

There were shouts from the mouth of the blind aley; not from the scattered crooks, but from arriving
police. Enough shots had comein their direction to make them think that al had been directed toward
them. They weretaking it for granted that anyone among these alleyways was an enemy of amurderous
sort. With deadly battle under way, the only policy wasto shoot first and investigate afterward.

L ocating the ash can by itsrattle, one officer fired, shouting for othersto do the same. Five seconds later,
four guns were combing the blind aley with low shots, caculated to bring quick results. The bluecoats
heard the ash can topple with aheavy clatter, come ralling toward them. Smoking guns still aimed, they
illuminated the dley with their flashlights

All that they saw was the bullet-dented ash can rolling lazily toward them from ablank, brick wal. It
didn't occur to them that their shots could hardly have started so large an object in motion; that the
progress of the ash can had been initiated by akicking foot that overturned it.

THEIR flashlights roved upward, too late to see a cloaked figure rolling across the top of the ten-foot
wall.

Using the high ash can as a stepping-stone, The Shadow had not only hoisted himself above the level of
the low barrage; he had aso found a quick way of crossing thewall that formed his only obstacle.

Gunswere till talking as preading police encountered fleeing crooks, who offered fight whenever they
were cornered. The battle was progressing al about the warehouse half ablock from the Farnum
manson. Meanwhile The Shadow, gtill dutching the shielding bundle of swag, wasliterdly weaving a
course between the warring factions.

Pot shotsin the dark were usdess. Increasing in numbers, the police had the diminishing crew of crooks
on the run. The thing to do was to block off the flight of the routed thugs. Such a processwould serve a
double purpose, as The Shadow's whispered laugh foretold, when he reached a silent street away from



the area of battle.

A large limousine was parked there, with avery nervous chauffeur sitting behind the whedl. Entering from
the other sde of the car, The Shadow closed the door silently. Dumping the bundle on the seet, he
picked up a speaking tube.

The Shadow's tone was quite different from the sinister whisper that Jorcott had heard. He spoke to the
chauffeur in acasud, leisurdy tone:

"Drive around the block, Stanley. We seem to have run into trouble. It would be best to avoid anything
unplessant, unless-"

Stanley was starting the car, when he heard theword "unless.” He didnt like it at thefinish of the
statement. He had heard his employer, Lamont Cranston, speak that way before. There were certain
types of trouble that Mr. Cranston seemed to like, if heran into them.

Warily piloting the limousine around the corner, Stanley wondered why it was that Mr. Cranston so often
attracted trouble. If Stanley owned afew million dollars, like hisemployer, hewould prefer to Say a
home, or in the quiet preserves of the sumptuous Cobalt Club, where Cranston was a member.

But it wasn't that way with Cranston. He liked to go to odd places; to leave the car and take long strolls
in dangerous neighborhoods. Y es, Cranston had a penchant for picking trouble. Even the smple order to
drive around the block worried Stanley. It might mean more trouble.

Infact, it did.

Asthebig car swung another corner, the chauffeur saw three thuggish-looking men come spilling from the
low roof of agarage. Bounding like rubber balls, they jumped into a coupe that was parked close at
hand.

Stanley was veering to the other sSide of the street, applying the limousine's brakes, when he heard
Crangton's voi ce through the spesking tube.

"Those men are desperadoes,” announced Cranston, calmly. "We must halt them, Stanley. Drivein front
of them and force them to the curb.”

Whatever his shortcomings, Stanley was an excellent chauffeur. Moreover, he had learned from
experience that Cranston meant orders when he gave them.

Pressing the accelerator, Stanley spurted the limousine past the starting coupe. He was veering toward
the curb, when he heard the cool order through the speaking tube:

"Cut in closer, Stanley. Much closer -"

Grimly, Stanley yanked the steering whed with dl his strength, before Cranston's order was completed.
If his boss wanted a fird-class crack-up, Stanley could supply it. Hewasin amood to go the limit, rather
than recaive criticiam later.

The carslocked. Stanley heard the crash of abig fender, the shatter of alamp, the smash of adoor,
representing about eight hundred dollarsin damage to the expensive limousine. But the coupe, much
lighter and of afar chegper make, went half to pieces asit collided with the limousine.

LIKE abig dog punishing awayward pup, the limousine scooped the coupe across the curb and
knocked it toward abuilding wall. In the midst of the terrific clatter, Stanley heard shouts, saw angry,



ugly facesin the other car. Rolling about in their tossed coupe, the thugs were poking runsin sight.

Dropping low behind the whed, Stanley gave added impetus to the brake pedal. The limousine'sjolt was
broken asit hit the wall, but the coupe rocketed ahead and struck with a crash that telescoped it. Stanley
heard alot of explosive soundsthat he took for bursting tires. Some of them were gunshots.

The mobbies weren't aiming at Stanley. They weretrying to clip acloaked passenger in the rear of the
limousine. But they didn't have a chance to bag The Shadow, not while the dashboard of their car was
coming into their laps, and their heads were smashing up against the turret top of the coupe.

Only one gun was properly aimed: The Shadow's. He did not havetofireit. He saw his opponentsfly
about and settle in a packed heap on the floor of their sagging car, compressed in a mass of wreckage.

Opening the door of the limousine, The Shadow picked up the package of stolen funds from the seat
beside him. He tossed it through the diamond-shaped opening that had once been a square window in
the side of the coupe.

With a deft move, he whipped off cloak and hat, rolled gunsinsde them, and sowed thelot inadiding
drawer that he pulled from benegath the limousine's rear-sest.

Police cars were speeding up. Sliding the door shut, The Shadow sprawled himsdlf in the rear of the
limousine, hishead on the floor againgt the battered door, his feet on the seat.

Asthe officers arrived, Stanley popped out from behind the wheel and began to babble about Mr.
Cranston.

The chauffeur'sworry was sincere. Opening the rear door of the limousine, the police found Stanley's
employer, apparently stunned. They saw ahawkish face, its features masklike and very pale. They were
trying to revive the accident victim, when other officers arrived and looked into the smashed coupe.

A swarthy, stockily built man soon was in the picture. He was I nspector Joe Cardona, ace of the
Manhattan force. He stopped at the coupe first, ripped open abundle that a policeman handed him.

Rounding the rear of the limousine, Cardonafound Cranston seated on the car step, his head tilted back
againgt afender. Crangton's collar was open; he still looked groggy. Cardona recognized him at once, for
Cranston was afriend of the police commissioner.

"Good work, Mr. Cranston,” complimented Cardona. "Too bad you had to wreck your car to stop those
crooks."

"They were getting away, inspector -"

"Yes" interposed Cardong, grimly. "Getting away with plenty! All thisdough, that they'd snatched from
Farnum's house before we got there!™

Cardona stepped away to take care of other duties. Had he remained, the ace inspector might have
heard the whispered laugh of The Shadow, uttered by the lips of Lamont Cranston!

CHAPTER IV. MATTERS OF COINCIDENCE

RALPH WESTON, police commissioner, was a brusque, sdf-important individua whose wayswere
frequently an enigma, even to himself. After office hours, the commissioner pent much of histime at the
exclusive Cobalt Club, where he often chatted on matters of crime with hisfriend Lamont Cranston.



Tak of crime usualy seemed to bore Cranston, which was why Weston harped on the subject so much.
For the commissioner was dways a his best when he was boring someone, athough he didn't redize the
fact. It was just one of those things that even his best friends couldn't tell him abouit.

Of late, Commissioner Weston had avoided discussion of crime. He seemed to be irked because of the
recent crimewave. But in back of Weston's mood, The Shadow had recognized something deeper.
Something that no amount of subtle persuasion had managed to draw out. The Shadow was sure that the
commissioner held some vauable key to the crime wave, but was fumbling al opportunity to useit.

Unfortunately, as Cranston, The Shadow could not put questions point-blank. If he did, he knew that
Weston would become a clam. Best results were away's obtained by appearing disinterested in what the
commissioner had to say. It was arule that offered no exception.

On this night, however, The Shadow had definitely cracked theice. As Cranston, he had put himself into
the foreground, by actually participating in astroke againgt crime. It was only logica that he should Sitin
on the conference which followed, between Commissioner Weston and Inspector Cardona.

The three were in the grillroom of the Cobat Club, where Weston was listening intently to Cardonas
report of the Farnum robbery. The report completed, Weston turned to The Shadow, with the brisk
comment:

"Quite a coincidence, Cranston, that you should have been driving by &t the very timethe trouble
occurred.”

"Coincidences do happen,” was Cranston's even-toned reply. "In fact, | can think of one that was even
more remarkable.”

"What, for instance?"

"Thefact that Inspector Cardonawas on hand," returned The Shadow, in the same cam tone. "His
report showsthat he was near Farnum's house, with a squad, when the robbery began.”

Momentarily, Commissioner Weston looked uneasy. Then abroad smile spread itself beneath his
short-clipped, military mustache.

"In view of your services, Cranston,” confided Weston, "1 fedl that we can take you into full confidence.
It was not just chance that placed Cardona there tonight.”

For once, an expression of surprise seemed to regigter itself on the ordinarily immobile features of
Cranston.

"Thisisnot the only time we have been closeto crime," continued Weston. "But it isthe first occason on
which we have found ared perpetrator, such as Raph Jorcott. A good friend has been giving us valuable
information in advance."

"A good friend?’

"Yes," nodded Weston. "Unfortunately, we do not know his name. He is something of a prophet, where
crimeis concerned; but he smply identifies himsdf with asymbol shaped like adouble crescent.”

From his pocket, Weston produced afolded note. Spreading it, he displayed typewritten lines, followed
by the symbol that he had mentioned. The Shadow read the note.

Crime moves again tonight. Post your men at the Apex Warehouse. Keep strictly under cover and you



will learn dl. Should further information be obtained you will be notified.

To emphasize the importance of the note, Weston produced others, that referred to earlier crimes. In
each case, the informant had steered the police to avicinity where crime had actually occurred.

AsWeston puit it, the notes had been highly instrumentd in aiding the law to round up thugs connected
with the crimes, although the actua cases il remained unsolved.

The notes did not interest The Shadow as much as the symbols did. Noting that his friend was examining
the doubl e crescents quite closely, Commissioner Weston chuckled.

"All from the same man, Crangton,” he assured. "We have had handwriting experts check them.
Microscopic tests show that the symbols are as much aike as any signatures made by one person.”

Cranston's eyes had taken on afaraway stare, as though seeking to pierce some veil of the past. Hislips
were expressionless, as he spoke:

"Y ou should have shown me these notes before, commissioner. They may mean much more than you
suppose.”

It was Weston's turn to look surprised.

"The double crescent,” declared The Shadow, "isthe sedl of Mokanna, one of the greatest impostors of
all history. The man who has adopted it isas great arogue asthe original Mokanna, who wasaso caled
the Velled Prophet.”

THE term struck Weston forcibly; and Cardona was likewise impressed. The notes were exactly suited
to it. They were prophecies - veiled ones - that told much of crime, but never enough. That point hadn't
quite occurred to the listeners, until Cranston introduced it.

"Mokannaflourished in the year 800," recalled Cranston. "He wasthe greatest crimina of hisperiod. He
had a powerful hold upon hisfollowers, and used them to defy the law of that day. His dupes believed
that he could do miracles.”

Weston and Cardona were leaning forward, gripped by fresh perplexities. They were beginning to seea
link - an ominous one - that they had not previoudy suspected.

"To trouble the Mohammedan authorities," continued Cranston, "M okanna created an artificial moon,
which he claimed would swallow the star of |Idam. He was termed Shazenda M ah, which meansthe
Moon Maker, and he used thissed in al his proclamations.

"I would say that the modern Mokanna, whoever he may be, is quite as competent as his ancient
namesake. Thereisalegend that Mokanna hid his features behind amask of slver gauze. He wasthe
Velled Prophet; his hidden purpose was crime. The same gppliesto the sender of these notes.”

It was Cardonawho first voiced agreement with The Shadow's theory, while Weston was till staring in
amazemen.

"Mr. Crangtonisright, commissioner!" exclaimed Joe. "We were dubs not to seeit! Thisguy Mokanna
has been giving us bum steers, putting us where we thought we could smash crime, but never close

enough.”

"And meanwhile," added The Shadow, quietly, "he has been threatening men like Jorcott, making them
ded in specidized crime. Something went wrong tonight; otherwise, your heedquarters squad would have



stayed around the warehouse long after Jorcott's job was done.”

Cardonatook up the argument from there. Referring to his report sheets, he pointed out that the swag
had been found outside of Farnum's; that Jorcott must have emptied the safe before he blasted it.

Joe's theory was quite muddled; he supposed that Jorcott had dipped the funds to other crooks, to take
to Mokanna The ace inspector knew that The Shadow must have broken the game, but he was mixed
on the details. Nevertheess, the main point stood proven.

Moreover, Cardona had made a thorough inspection at Farnum's and had found burned paper in the
fireplace. The unidentified ashes certainly could have been anote, Cardona argued; one that Jorcott had
received from Mokannaand later burned.

"Humph!™ interjected Weston. "Why should he have kept the note so long?”

"Perhaps he needed it," suggested The Shadow, in aspeculative tone. "It might have contained the
combination of Farnum's safe.”

"That'sarea hunch!" exclaimed Cardona. " Say - maybe Mokanna put the bee on some guy who works
for Farnum, and made him cough up the combination.”

"Inwhich case" - Crangton's lips showed the faintest of smiles - "Jorcott was providing an dibi for
another of Mokannas dupes, aswell ashimsdf.”

Quite convinced, Commissioner Weston was anxious to provide some val uable suggestion of hisown,
rather than have Cranston and Cardonatake al the credit. Weston struck upon an idea. He summoned a
waiter, told him to bring atelephone.

When an extension had been connected to the grillroom, Weston made along-distance call to Handley
Farnum, who happened to bein Florida.

Five minutes chat was dl that the commissioner required. Hanging up, he turned to his companions.

"You'reright, both of you," asserted Weston. "Farnum tells me that his secretary, afellow named
Gorgan, received along-distance call an hour ago, and skipped to Cuba.”

The Shadow arose. Hisface, cdm initsdisguise, looked very solemn. Weston was particularly
impressed by the inscrutable expression upon Cranston's hawkish features.

"Look into the past, commissioner,” came the cam-toned voice. "Investigate such persons as Gorgan and
Jorcott. You will find, I am quite sure, that they had something to hide. That is how Mokannagained his
hold upon them.

"From the past, you may obtain some clue to the future, which promises new crimes planned by the
Veiled Prophet. If you learn of others who may be under Mokanna's sway you can move against crimein
your own way - not in the fashion that Mokanna directs.”

STORMILY, Weston announced that he would make dl these facts public, and thus spike Mokannas
game. Hewas making a prediction of hisown, claming that dupes galore would cometo the police and
tell their Sories, oncethat they knew the law was on Mokannastrail.

All thewhile, The Shadow retained hisfaint smile. He knew that Weston was underrating the powerful
hold that the Veiled Prophet maintained over his helpless human tools. Nevertheless, The Shadow
consdered the law's next move agood one. It might produce some leads that could not be otherwise



obtained.

Gradudly, the commissioner calmed. It wasthen that his placid friend, Cranston, remembered something
dse

"Regarding the sedl of Mokanna," remarked The Shadow, "the reason that it makes an excellent sgnature
isbecause of theway it isformed. To beinscribed correctly, the two crescents should be drawn with a
singleline, never lifting the pen from the paper. Our modern Mokanna apparently knows the system.”

As he spoke, The Shadow picked up apencil and made arapid, twisted stroke across the back of
Cardonas report sheet. The result was adouble crescent, perfectly interlocked, like the symbol that
formed the signature on the notes.

When he l€eft the grillroom The Shadow |ooked back from the doorway, to see Weston and Cardona,
busy with pencils, trying to duplicate the mysterious sedl of Mokanna.

CHAPTER V. THE PROPHET SPEAKS

MORNING produced big headlines in the newspapers, dl referring to broken crime. The police had
scored asignal victory in smashing robbery at Farnum's. The crime was pinned on Ralph Jorcott, the
crook who had died while attempting to cover his misdeeds.

But that was not the most sensationd disclosure. The law had linked Jorcott's crime to others, and had
branded them al as the schemes of amaster mind who masqueraded under the name of Mokanna, the
Veiled Prophet.

Openly, Commissioner Weston admitted that he had been mided by notes received from Mokanna,
wherein the Veiled Prophet had pretended to aid the law. But such trickery had been detected; the ways
of Mokannawere known.

All persons were warned to be on the watch for messages bearing the symbol of the double crescent;
any recipients of such notes were requested to inform the police immediately.

Commissioner Weston confidently expected an influx of Mokanna's dupes. Asthe day progressed, he
was totaly disappointed. Not a single person called headquarters to furnish any information or produce
|etters bearing the ominous sedl.

A notedid arrive in Weston's office, but it came by mail, addressed to the commissioner persondly. Like
the other samplesin thelaw's possession, it came from Mokanna himself, giving alead to another coming
crime.

At firgt Sght of the thing, Weston fumed; but when he showed the note to Cardona, the inspector studied
the envel ope and pointed to the postmark.

The letter had been mailed at nine o'clock, an hour before the explosion at Farnum's. Evidently, the
Velled Prophet had been planning anew crime before an old one was completed. After Jorcott'sfailure,
it had been too late for Mokannato recall his next prediction. The fact sweetened the law's victory of the
night before.

Commissioner Weston did not make the new note public. The proper course wasto act upon it, first.
Thus, the evening newspapers ssmply picked up the morning stories, with no recent embe lishments. Even
the smartest reporters did not guess that more news might break before the day was over.

Though the public, generdly, acclaimed the facts that the law revealed and considered the Mokanna



menace under control, grave doubt was expressed in certain circles, particularly among men of wedth. In
fact, the Velled Prophet was the sole topic of conversation at more than one fashionable dinner table.

Such was the case in the home of James Marden, awedthy Midwesterner who had been living in New
Y ork for the past Sx months. Marden seldom talked of anything but business; tonight, he had broken his
rule and was discussing Mokanna.

MARDEN was aman of dignified appearance, firm-featured and gray-haired. But his face bore deep
linesthat denoted worry; his shoulders seemed stooped with care.

There weretimes when hisgray eyes became casud, as though masking thoughts behind them. At other
moments, Marden became sharp of gaze, particularly when they centered on another speaker.

On Marden'sright sat a solemn, crab-faced man, whose shoulders formed a hunch that made his
roundish head seemed pocketed between them. His eyeswere sharp, too, like gimlets; hislipshad a
habit of tightening whenever he had finished spesking.

Asaweigher of words, no man was better quaified than Jabez Densholm, consulting attorney. Densholm
seldom talked much when dining with a client, and he happened to be Marden's attorney.

Opposite Densholm was Howard Garnstead, well-known financier. Garnstead was older than Marden,
but hisface looked younger; his shoulders, though dightly stooped, did not appear weighed down.
Garngtead's mild smile was matched by twinkly eyes; of the three men, he seemed to be enjoying lifethe
most.

The fourth member of the group was Gale Marden, niece of the stony-faced Midwesterner. Shewas a
girl in her early twenties, dark-haired, and with degp brown eyes that combined intelligence with
loveiness

Her roundish, well-molded face was one of individual charm. She seemed totaly unconscious of her
beautty, as she listened to the conversation.

"The police speak of thisMokannaasif they know him," boomed Marden. "But how far can that carry
them?Who is he - where can he be found - how can his crimes be stopped? Those questions require
immediate answers, to give usred security.”

Densholm opened hislipsto speak, then pursed them. Observing that Garnstead was about to speak, the
lawyer decided to listen.

"Y ou trest the thing too serioudy, Marden," declared Garnstead, in amild tone. "True, Mokanna seems
to be choosing wealthy men astargets. But there are many wedthier men than you in New Y ork; men
who are better known, aso."

"Y oursdlf, for instance -"

"Agreed," interrupted Garnstead, with asmile. "But | have my share of gray hairs, Marden. A full crop of
them. | do not intend to have them whiten because of arasca cdled Mokanna"

"Suppose that Mokanna entered your house," argued Marden, "and blew it haf apart, ashedid a
Farnum's. How would you fed about it, then?”

"l am not afool, as Farnum was. When | go away from home, | leave servantsin the house.”

"Servants are not to be trusted. Farnum's secretary turned out to be a crook.”



"Again, the fault was Farnum's. My servants are dl trustworthy. They have beenin my employ for years.

Finding that he was getting nowhere with Garnstead, Marden siwung to Densholm and asked the lawyer's
opinion of Mokanna. Densholm responded with ashrug of his hunched shoulders.

"My adviceisto forget thefellow,” said Densholm, in acrisp tone. "Let the police worry. It istheir
busness™

"And meanwhile," retorted Marden, "1 suppose that Mokanna should be free to do whatever he
chooses?'

"Why not?' queried Densholm. "It ismerely giving him more rope. No crook of M okanna’s boldness
ever falled to hang himsdlf.”

Marden settled back in his chair. Gale watched him anxioudy, until hisfesturesrelaxed into arelieved
amile. Oddly, the smile worried her far more than the anger that her uncle had displayed.

For some reason, James Marden was taking the Mokanna matter very much to heart, and his niece
wondered why. Gale could only explain it by the fact that her uncle had worried over many things during
the past month.

She remembered telephone cals that he had made, sometimes at odd hours, dways behind the closed
door of hisupstairs study, in amuffled, guarded tone. Sometimes, when he suspected that she had
overheard him, hetold Galethat he had been calling Densholm on certain legal matters. But that struck
thegirl asillogica.

Marden's present business affairs were not at al tangled. Hewasin New Y ork endeavoring to promote
anew rubber factory, which would involve the backing of financierslike Garnstead. So far, he had made
more contacts than he needed, and was arranging the purchase of arubber plantation already operated
by an American corporation.

It was Smply acase of acquiring amgority holding of stock in that corporation, and from al that Gale
had heard, present stockholders were quite willing to sdll.

PERHAPS Marden noticed Gal€'s puzzled look. He gave arumbly laugh as he rose from the table, with
his guests. Asthey were girolling from the dining room, Marden discounted the Mokanna matter.

"Y our optimism reassuresme," hetold Garnstead. "'l suppose it isridiculousto worry about Mokanna.
Asfor you, Densholm" - with achuckle, he turned to the lawyer - "you actualy gave me free advice.
Quite adeparture from your usud rule.”

Gale had preceded the othersto the hall. The doorbell was ringing; the girl reached for an evening wrap
that lay on achair. Her uncle stepped forward to help her put it on.

"l supposethat's Freddy Kdlick," said Marden. "Wdl, Gale, have agood evening. But try to bein by
three o'clock.”

"And look out for Mokanna," warned Garnstead, with agenia smile. "Make sure that Fred Kdllick isnot
the Veiled Prophet, in disguise.”

"Regarding Kdlick," added Densholm, dryly, "you might advise him to keep out of brawls. Sometime he
will show up in night court once too often.”

Outside, Gale was greeted by a handsome man of about thirty, whose sporty roadster was waiting at the



curb. Fred Kellick was wearing a Tuxedo, twirling aderby in one hand and holding acane with the
other.

"Hello, playboy!" laughed Gde. "What isthe program for thisevening?'

"Let'sdropin at the Club Zodiac," suggested Fred. "'l want you to see the place. It's got horoscopes al
over thewalls, with pictures of scorpions, and goats.”

"Dothey tel your fortune?*

"For two bucks," said Fred, serioudy, "agypsy will look into ateacup and tell you things you aready
know. But asfor reveding the future, that's supposed to beillegd.”

They werein the car, rolling out from the Sde Street, as Gale thought over Fred's last remark. Then,
soberly, the girl said:

"I'm looking for aman who can redly tell the future.”

"How about me?' queried Fred. "I can promise you happiness, fortune, anything. All wish, provided that

"Provided that I'll marry you. Tablethat for the next meeting of the lodge.”
"Thenwhoisit that you'relooking for?'
"Mokannal"

Fred nearly drove through atraffic light. Jamming the car to a stop, he threw an incredulouslook in
Galesdirection.

"UncleJdmisworried, Fred," declared the girl, soberly. "Hetalked of nothing else but Mokannaal during
dinner. He seemed to be sounding out opinions; just why, | couldn't understand.”

"I don't blame him," said Fred, starting the car forward. "Y our uncleistrying to promote a big business
ded, in't he?'

"Yes. He's practicaly completed it.”

"Well, al right," declared Fred, shrewdly. "Just suppose Mokanna swipesalot of cash from some chap
who has promised to buy stock in your uncle's company. That would hurt things, wouldn't it?*

"| supposethat'sit,” replied Gale, dowly. "Y es, that'swhy he talked so warningly to Howard
Garngtead.”

"Was Garnstead at your house for dinner?"

"Yes" answered Gale. "And | wouldn't be surprised if he would back the company. No wonder poor
UndeJdmisworried!"

FRED thought the matter over. They were nearing the Club Zodiac, looking for a parking space, when
he spoke quite serioudy aong the same subject.

"Ligen, Gale" he said. "I've got nearly haf amillion stowed away, where Mokannaor no one else can
grabit. If the ded flukeswith Garngstead, I'll back your uncle - and no strings attached.”



Therewas generosity in Fred'stone; it actualy made Gaefed tearful. Then they were entering the Club
Zodiac, aplace of gaiety, where the fanciful decorations exceeded the girl's expectations. Fred dipped a
ten-dollar bill to the head waiter; he and Gale were conducted to atable close beside the dance floor.

"While we're waiting for the floor show," declared Fred, "look over the decorations. See that one over
there - the Sign of Cancer, with the picture of the era? It'smy favorite. The crab reminds me of old
Densholm, your uncles atorney.”

"Speaking of Mr. Densholm," laughed Gale, "he had amessage for you. He suggested that you keep out
of night courts."

"Dont worry," returned Fred. "I'm through with dugging snooty head waiters. Those fellows have
cast-iron jaws, they're too hard on the knuckles. It's easier to give them ten bucks when you want a good
table, ingtead of offering an argument. After dl, they've got to live, though I've never figured out why -"

Fred stopped abruptly. He waslooking at a table across the floor, where he recognized two faces.
Leaning closeto Gae, Fred confided:

"Speaking of night courts reminds me of police. Right over there are Exhibits A and B of the New Y ork
force. The felow with the whisk-broom mustache is Commissioner Weston. The deadpan next to him
represents his No. 1 boy, Inspector Cardona.”

Gadewasrather startled. "Why are they here, Fred?”

"I think I know why," returned Fred, in his confidentia tone. "They've probably wised up to Goldy
Chabro'sracket.”

"Who is Goldy Chabro?!

"The fellow who ownsthis place. He's using the Club Zodiac as afront for agambling joint. Look -
there's Goldy coming over to their table. I'll bet he'sin a sweat!"

Gaewasimmediady intrigued.
"Will therebearad?’

"Theremay be," replied Fred. "Too bad Mokannaisn't around; maybe the Veiled Prophet could tell us.
Anyway, well stay awhile. | bet well see somefun.”

In that prediction, Fred Kellick was making as good a prophecy as any that M okanna could have
uttered, considering that Fred'sidea of fun was often something very violent. But Fred's statement was
belated.

Already, the Veiled Prophet had spoken. It was the message from Mokannathat had brought the law to
the Club Zodiac! But, on this occasion, the police were not the only onesinformed regarding crime's
forthcoming move.

Another man was gpproaching Weston's table. Fred Kellick recognized him as the commissioner's friend,
Lamont Cranston, and pointed him out to Gale Marden.

Likethelaw, The Shadow was on hand to match wits with Mokanna, veilled master of crimel

CHAPTER VI. CRIME'STARGET



GOLDY CHABRO, the bulky, genia proprietor of the Club Zodiac, was quite asworried as Fred
supposed. His gambling den, located above the Club Zodiac, had been operating for afew weeks,
regping enormous profits from an exclusive clientele, and Goldy had counted on atwo-month run, at
least.

Finding Weston and Cardona as patrons, along with asprinkling of detectives not recognized by Fred,
Goldy was naturdly very troubled. However, genidity was hisfavorite pose, and Goldy had dways
found it an excdlent form of bluff. So he was smiling, more broadly than ever, when he approached the
commissioner'stable.

Relief gripped Goldy when Weston showed him the Mokanna note, which read:

Be at the Club Zodiac from nineto ten, on the lookout for unusua crime. Keep your men with you; on no
account let them show themselves in the surrounding neighborhood.

Weston and Cardona exchanged smiles, as Goldy flopped into achair and mopped hisforehead with a
big sk handkerchief. They regarded Goldy as a curious character. Though he loved horseplay, Goldy
had agood eye for business.

Goldy's progperous gppearance proved his business ability. Hewent in for gold in abig way, hence his
nickname. He wore gold cuff links aslarge as hdf dollars and thicker. His heavy watch chain looked like
alapdog'sleash. His stubby fingers were weighted with massive, ornate rings. To top it, Goldy displayed
an old-fashioned stickpin inlayed with a chunk of gold the Size of ababy nugget.

But while Commissioner Weston talked with Goldy, Cardona began to wonder if the night-club
proprietor went in for bracelets. For al Cardonaknew, Goldy might have afew of them up hisdeeve.

It was The Shadow who knew what was redlly up Goldy's deeve. He had heard of the gambling joint
that Goldy had opened. Through no invitation had been sent to Lamont Cranston, certain of hisfriends
had been there and described the place to him.

Goldy Chabro was doing quite well with his swanky racket. Some of hisfinger ringswere new ones, set
with diamonds so large that Cardona mistook them for imitations. But The Shadow's eye appraised their
actua vaue, along with diamond studs that Goldy was wearing in his Tuxedo shirt.

As Goldy stood, he was worth some thirty thousand dollars on the hoof. Perhaps that was why the
gambler suddenly began to show new concern. No longer worried about his racket, he was troubled
over himsdif.

"I don't like that note, commissioner,” asserted Goldy, in arasped tone. "If thisMokannaguy is coming
around here tonight, it won't be safe for the customers.”

"Don't worry, Goldy," assured Weston, dryly. "Mokanna never performs his crimesin person. At leas,
he has not done so, asyet."

"But he'sgot smart guysworking for him -"

"Men smart enough to stay clear of us. These crimes never strike in the exact spot named by M okanna.
The fact that he wants me to be here provesthat trouble is due somewhere dse.”

Turning to Cardona, Weston asked him for the map. Cardonawas too busy to hear the question. Joe
was drawing doodles on afolded sheet of paper. He had learned the trick of making the Mokanna sedl
with one continuousline.



Thinking that the commissioner would appreciate it, Cardona had reproduced the system in four stages,
marking them with explanatory numbersto show the process.

"Look, commissioner -"

Weston snatched the paper angrily, showing tota lack of appreciation for Cardonds efforts. Unfolding
the sheet, be displayed alarge map, which covered the neighborhood surrounding the Club Zodiac.

In four square blocks, there were at least four targets big enough to suit Mokanna. Pointing them out,
Weston puzzled over the important question: Which one would the Veiled Prophet choose?

One place was ajewdry store; another, abranch bank. A millionaire's penthouse offered opportunity to
Mokannas liking. Weston completed the list by pointing out athester and remarking that the box-office
recei pts might be big enough game for the master mind.

"OUR theory seemswell established,”" declared the commissioner. "The Veiled Prophet picks his human
tools by delving into the past. When he finds persons who have something to hide, he forcesthemto
work for him,

"It isobvious, therefore, that he must shape his plansto suit the capabilities of those workers. We can
never be sure of what Mokannawill try next, Snce his schemes are dependent upon circumstance.
Having branded the Veiled Prophet as a crook, we can, however, narrow matters down every timewe
near fromhim."

The commissioner was Smply voicing statements that Cranston had made at dinner that evening. But
what followed was Weston's own idea.

"We have placed headquarters men at each of the key positions,” he declared. "Each squad will be on
the watch for crime. We have come here oursalves, bringing detectives, in order to deceive Mokanna.
There isachance that some of his dupes are here as patrons, on the lookout for us.”

Goldy's worriment ended. He shoved out abig paw, and Weston received it.

"Thanksalot, commissioner,” said Goldy. "From what you say, everything will be safe around here.
Order anything you want. It'sdl on the house."

The Shadow watched Goldy stalk away, saw the bulky man enter a secluded office in the corner of the
night club and close the door behind him. His eyes turning to the map, The Shadow checked on places
closeto the Club Zodiac.

Therewas adistant look in the gaze of Cranston. The Shadow was trying to picture the thoughts of
another man: Mokanna

The master crook could read the newspapers, like everyone else. Mokanna knew, by thistime, that the
police had learned his double game and would no longer limit themsdavesto his precise ingtructions. He
would certainly have spieslook over the Stuation before attempting crime tonight.

If Mokanna had chosen any one of the four targets that showed on Weston's map, he would certainly
postpone crime this evening, rather than thrust an important man, of Jorcott's caliber, into the hands of the
law.

But there was an element in Mokanna's method that The Shadow had studied out by checking over
reports of past crimes. With each of histip-offs, the Velled Prophet had brought the police closer to the
scene of crime.



Such policy wasthe very factor that had made the law trust Mokanna's messages, until The Shadow
proved them false.

But Commissioner Weston, taking too much credit for himself, had overlooked the important detail. At
thislate hour, it was better to avoid the subject. The Shadow, formulating plans of his own, waswell
satisfied with the present arrangements.

There wasjust one place where crime might strike. One not on Weston'slist. But The Shadow's
cadculation had it asafar morelikely spot than any of the four that the commissioner had picked.

Choice of that god was atribute to the genius of Mokanna. But on this occasion the Veiled Prophet
would be matching wits with someone other than the law. He would learn that The Shadow, too, wasin
the game; far more deeply than anyone supposed.

From the moment that he gained hisinspiration. The Shadow began to play acareful part. As Cranston,
he became bored with his surroundings. At last, with adissatisfied shrug of his shoulders, he arose from
thetable.

"Where are you going, Cranston?"
It was Weston who put the query. The Shadow's immediate answer was another shrug.
"Back to the Cobat Club," hedrawled. "This place is most uninteresting.”

"But you should stay, Crangton,” ingsted the commissoner. "At any moment we may hear from one of
Cardona's squads, reporting that Mokannas men have entered atrap.”

The Shadow gave one of Cranston's casua glances toward the chart that was spread on the table. He
shook his head disparagingly, as he pointed to the four spots that Weston had marked.

"Mousetragps, commissioner.”

For afew moments, Weston boiled. Then, deciding it was poor policy to show anger toward Cranston,
he took refuge in an old quotation.

"Remember the proverb, Cranston,” he said. "'If you build a better mousetrap than your neighbor, the
world will make a beaten path to your door."

"Ratswon'," was Cranston's objection. "They are too smart for mousetraps. Y ou happen to be deding
with rats, when you try to trap Mokanna's workers.”

WITH that, Crangton strolled away, leaving the commissioner muttering something about "mice and
men," only to redlize that he had picked another quotation that did not alow for rats.

Just after Cranston had gone out, awaiter approached the table where Fred Kellick was seated with
Gde Marden. Apologeticaly, thewaiter said that Fred would have to move his car from in front of the
Club Zodiac. Speciad parking regulations had been put in forcein thisarea.

Fred took the news philosophically.

"I might have expected it," he told Gale. "The one night when | was lucky enough to find a parking space,
this had to happen. I'll have to take the car to agarage, but | ought to be back” - he glanced at hiswatch
- "within fifteen minutes. Soon enough to see the floor show.”

Lamont Cranston was entering a cab when Fred Kdllick stepped from the doorway of the Club Zodiac.



Hislimousine being out of commission, Cranston preferred a cab, since his other carswere dll
high-powered sport models.

But there was another reason that caused him to choose this particular cab.

Onceingdethe vehicle, Cranston drew out a drawer from the rear seet, exactly like the specia
compartment in hislimousine. Asthe cab rolled around the block, he was busy with garments of black.
When acloak had dipped over his shoulders and adouch hat settled on his head, al traces of Cranston
were gone.

The commissione's friend had become The Shadow.

His route, moreover, was aremarkable one. The cab did not start off toward the Cobalt Club; instead, it
made acomplete circuit of the block and stopped at its origina starting point, a hack spacein front of a
basement bookstore next door to the Club Zodiac.

The cab looked empty when it stopped. A minute later, it was empty. Theinterior darkness no longer
held the cloaked figure of The Shadow. He had glided from the door on the curb side, to crossthe
gloomy sidewak and merge with the blackness of the building wall.

However veiled the methods of Mokanna, they could be no more mysterious than the ways of The
Shadow!

CHAPTER VII. HIDDEN CRIME

SEATED at adesk in hislittle office, Goldy Chabro was glowering at hisrather ugly reflectionin amirror
that hung above a smal but modern safe. The mirror also showed a closet door in back of Goldy's chair.
Therewas alight socket, with afrosted bulb, in the wall above the door.

It was arather unusual place to have alight socket, but no one particularly noted it, except Goldy. The
lamp was more than an ordinary one; it wasasignd light, that told when an elevator wasin use. The
closat was actudly an elevator shaft, offering access to the gambling room upgtairs.

People who visited that den did not come through Goldy's office. Instead, they entered the basement
bookstore next door and took the elevator from that level.

Up and down, they rode right past Goldy's office, except when they had a special reason to stop off. In
that case, pressure of ahidden switch made the light blink rapidly, informing Goldy that he could expect a
vigtor.

Thefirst sgna that Goldy received was abuzz of histelephone. He answered it, gave asullen growl.

"Nobody'sto go out, Jake," declared Goldy. "I'vetold you that, just like | told Bevo that nobody'sto
comein."

There was apause, while Goldy listened. Then:

"So they're grousing, huh?' he queried. "That's settled easy. Give everybody a double stack of chips...
Yeah, tel 'emit'son the house. Say I'm abig-hearted guy that don't like to see hisfriendstakeit on the
chin-

"And listen, Jake. Have Klondike set the gaff on the roulette whed... Y eah, the blower that breezesthe
ball out of the big-money pockets... When suckers play with my chips, | liketo get ‘em back -"



Goldy was about to hang up, when he heard Jake say something else. After pondering afew moments,
Goldy assented.

"All right,” he said. "Send Roy Ablam down. Any timethat guy wantsto lift afew markers, heswelcome
todoit.

A minute later, the light began to blink. Goldy turned the knob of the closed door, which could be
released from hisside only, and let Ablam step from thetiny lighted elevator.

Roy Ablam was asdlow, sharp-nosed fellow, whose cardless manner was actualy well studied. His
light-hued, wavy hair was dightly rumpled, his Tuxedo was only partly buttoned, and his black bow tie
had a haphazard tilt. None of those touches happened to be accidentd.

It suited Ablam to pose as a gentleman of wedth. He knew that members of the upper crust were
frequently indifferent asto their gppearance, dthough they wore expensive clothes. So Ablam found it
good palicy to be atrifle mussed. Otherwise, people might have suspected some catch behind his
deekness.

Ablam had actudly fooled Goldy for awhile. Asaresult, the nightclub proprietor had acquired | O U's
to thetota of twelve hundred dollars, al bearing Ablam's signature. He was amost ready to write them
off asaloss, when he learned that Ablam wanted to pay up.

Despite his present stress, Goldy couldn't resist the unexpected opportunity. There was a chance that it
still had a catch. Goldy decided to sound Ablam out.

"I've got the markers here,” hetold Ablam, "but the question is; have you got the dough?'
With anod, Ablam started to reach for hisright hip-pocket. Goldy inserted areminder:
"No checks!"

Ablam gave a sdllow-lipped grin. Shifting hands, he reached to hisinside pocket and drew out awallet.
From it, he counted out twelve hundred dollars, starting with fifties and winding up with ones. He
hesitated, though, before handing the cash over.

"How about later?" he queried. "Will you take any more of my markersif | run short?'
"l dwayslike aguy that paysup,” returned Goldy. "Your | O U will be good up to three bills."

Calculating, Ablam decided that he could do alot of gambling on athree-hundred-dollar credit. He
passed his money over to Goldy, who crossed the room and opened the safe.

While Goldy was thus engaged, Ablam shifted his right hand back to hiship, gave adight jerk, and
waited.

Goldy turned about:
"Here are your gambling markers, Ablam -"
"Jugt drop them,” inserted Ablam, histone asnarl, "and start to reach - in ahurry!”

GOLDY'S heed tilted up, his eyes saw an automatic bulging in Ablam'sfist. Coming to full height, the
gambler let his hands go above his shoulders. Motioning Goldy to a corner, Ablam moved toward the
sofe.



"Y ou can't get away with this, Ablam,” rasped Goldy. " Jake knows who came down here. Bevo won't let
anybody out through the bookstore without my say-so."

"What if | went out that way?"

Ablam gestured toward the main door of the office, the one that led into the Club Zodiac. Goldy shook
his head.

"Y ou'd be spotted the moment you stuck your mug out through the door,” he said. ™Y ou'd just be sticking
your neck out, too."

"What if some of your waiters do spot me?' returned Ablam. "How are they going to stop me?"
"Easy enough,” chuckled Goldy. "Y ou picked the wrong night, Ablam. Thejoint isfull of -"
Goldy caught himsdlf. He didn't like the widening dit that represented Ablam's grin.

"Full of coppers,” commented Ablam, dryly. "That'sjust why | happened to pick tonight. Here, Goldy" -
he drew afolded letter from hisinside pocket - "take a peep at this."

Questioningly, Goldy unfolded the | etter. He wondered what the bluff was, and decided to give it leeway.
But hiswonderment turned to true dismay when he saw the double crescent signature at the bottom of
the typewritten note.

"From Mokanna!"
"That'sright,” nodded Ablam. "Read what he hasto say. Then maybe you'l listen to reason.”

The letter was addressed to Ablam, bringing up certain facts of the salow man's past. It mentioned
something that Goldy did not know; namely, that Ablam had worked with ring of confidence men.

According to the note, there was only oneway for Ablam to keep Mokanna from giving the factsto the
police. That way wasto rob Goldy Chabro in the latter's own office.

While the letter rustled between Goldy's trembling hands, Ablam put his gun away and camly began to
remove bundles of cash from the safe. Stacking the money on the gambler's desk, Ablam totaled it and
shook his head.

"Not enough,” he said, ruefully. "Mokannacdlsfor fifty grand. Shed some of the jewelry, Goldy - those
rings with the big rocks, and the fancy studs.”

Laying the note on the desk, Goldy complied. His cherished rings thudded the woodwork dully. The big
man's manner had changed; he was actudly willing to pay. Like many othersengaged inillegd practices,
Goldy Chabro dreaded the very name of Mokanna.

"I'm licked, Ablam," Goldy admitted. "Mokannaistoo smart for me. Heknows| can't squawk. If the
bulls grabbed you, they'd find out what's going on upstairs.”

"Mokannafigured you'd seeit that way," returned Ablam, in a confident tone. Y ou've got alot of swell
customers, Goldy, and they don't know yet what's up. If the bullsraid your gambling joint, your racket is
through, and so are you.”

Goldy nodded.

"So you'd better play ball," concluded Ablam. "In acouple of weeks, you can trim those stuffed shirts for



al youvelog tonight. Sojust cal Bevo and tel him to let me out.”
His hand halfway to the telephone, Goldy hesitated. Hisface was anxious.
"And after that?'

"I'll tieyou up. In ten minutes, you can knock the phone off the hook and yell for help. When the coppers
show up, tell them that a masked guy robbed you and did asneak out through the night club.”

GOLDY managed a painful grin. Though afifty-thousand-dollar loser, hewould still have hisgambling
racket. Hearing his story, the cops would class him as a Mokanna victim, perhaps robbed by the Veiled
Prophet in person!

It would be another victory for Mokanna, staged under the very nose of the law. Weston, Cardona and
the others wouldn't stay long at the Club Zodiac. They would start aman hunt for an unidentified crimind,
ausdless chase that would carry far from Goldy's premises.

Patrons of the gambling den would be freeto stay or leave, asthey might choose. Asavictim of crime,
Goldy Chabro would stand in well with the law.

As Goldy saw it, the thing to do was play ball, just as Ablam suggested, and thank the sallow crook for
the kind favor which he had rendered in behalf of Mokanna

Goldy placed his hands behind his back, so that Ablam could bind them. The sdlow man reminded him
that the call to Bevo camefirst. Goldy picked up the telephone, pressed a buzzer three times. There was
no response, but the light blinked suddenly above the closet door.

"Bevo must be coming up,” Goldy growled. "I'll tell him we're staging a phony stunt to get the bulls away
from here."

Ablam showed no worry. He remembered how Goldy had gone pale while reading the Mokanna letter.
When Goldy approached the elevator door, Ablam folded his arms, to gppear indifferent while the
gambler talked with Bevo. In ahurry to get the ordeal ended, Goldy was aso off guard when he yanked
the door wide.

The elevator was dark. For an instant, both men wondered why. Then darkness issued from darkness, as
ablack-cloaked figure whedled into the light. Hidden lips gave asinister, whispered laugh. Boring eyes
burned from beneath a douch hat brim.

Big automatics were looming - one toward Goldy, the other trained on Ablam. The Shadow had arrived
upon this scene of strange crime, to nullify the latest of Mokanna's schemes!

CHAPTER VIII. CROOKS CHOOSE

SHEER bewilderment gripped Goldy Chabro and Roy Ablam, two rogues of a different sort, who had
formed acurious and unequa partnership to commit crime between themsdves. They had been thinking
only of Mokanna, not The Shadow.

Faced by crime's superfoe, neither of the pair knew where or how he stood. They both redlized, though,
that they were in the thing together; a point that was to prove important throughout the coming interview.

They could fed their teeth chatter within their tight-lipped mouths. Already, they were agreed that they
did not care to talk. But speech was unnecessary. The Shadow found out things for himsdlf.



Gestures of his guns sent the pair to different corners, their hands raised. The Shadow stood at the desk,
keeping his guns moving dightly. Neither man could see his eyes, for the hat brim had tilted downward.
Each thought, however, that he was under close watch - until The Shadow laughed again.

With the whispered mirth, his head lifted. His hand pointed to the Mokannaletter. The Shadow had read
it, unobserved. He knew the reason for the cash and jewelry that Goldy had placed beside the note.

The Shadow spoke.

His shbilant tones were strange; they carried accusation, yet with it astrain of understanding that promised
hope. In summing up the facts of the crime, The Shadow repested the very pointsthat Goldy and Ablam
had discussed so precisely that the pair began to believe that he had overheard them.

From that discourse, The Shadow offered terms.

"The law wants facts concerning Mokanna," hetold Ablam. "It has promised protection to anyone who
supplies needed information. Y our courseis plain: you must turn thisletter over to the law.”

"But thethingsit says" gulped Ablam. "They'll be used againgt me!™

"Not if you produce the letter voluntarily,” returned The Shadow. "The police will prefer to forget your
former misdeeds. By showing annesty in your case, they will encourage other dupesto shake off
Mokannastoils."

Ablam was nodding, haf convinced. He heard a sibilant laugh, understood its unspoken meaning. Along
with amnesty from the law, Ablam would aso square himsdf with The Shadow. He redized the vaue of
such aresult, particularly because The Shadow, at this moment, was showing himself more powerful than
Mokanna.

The Shadow turned to Goldy Chabro.

"It isthe law's duty to curb gambling,” spoke The Shadow. "Without evidence, the law has no case. Call
your men upstairs' - athin-gloved finger pointed to the telephone - "and order them to destroy the
roulette whesls.

"Thework will be done by the time you and Ablam have finished your talk with the police commissioner.
Y our special customers can depart unmolested. Y our date will be cleaned, Chabro. Keep it that way."

Theterms had strong effect upon Goldy. The gambler redlized that he would retain his money and other
vauables, even though his chance for further illega profitswould be gone. Like Ablam, Goldy realized
that he could depend upon The Shadow's protection against M okanna.

Behind both frozen faces, numbed brains were clearing. The Shadow knew the thoughts that were
flashing to those minds. He had analyzed Ablam and Goldy for what they were - outright crooks.

It was never The Shadow's rule to offer termsto such; but on this occasion, circumstances warranted it.
By showing them how to throw off the shackles of Mokanna, The Shadow was scoring astroke against
the Velled Prophet. Putting Ablam and Goldy on the straight path was worth the experiment.

All that The Shadow needed was atest of their Sincerity, if they could display any. That issue was
suddenly decided, but under conditions that The Shadow had not arranged.

FACED toward the closet door, Goldy and Ablam saw the elevator light begin to blink. From hisangle,
The Shadow could not observe the light in the mirror, for he was near the corner of the desk.



The closet door had not clicked shut when The Shadow moved away fromit. Inits present condition, it
could be opened by an arrivd, since it had no connection with the elevator's mechanism.

The Shadow was andyzing the expressions of anticipation registered by the men who faced him. He
caught the significance, just as the door siwung silently open behind him. At the sametime, he noted a
dight flickering from the mirror and guessed its reason, without seeing the reflection of the light bulb.

Planting hisleft hand on the center of the desk, The Shadow vaulted it just as Ablam and Goldy launched
forward shouting vicioudy. Both were pulling guns, thinking they had The Shadow temporarily helpless;
but they were wrong.

The Shadow's flying feet, sweeping high, caught Ablam under the chin and lifted the sdlow, lightweight
crook in along, backward sprawl.

Actualy pivoting on hisleft hand, The Shadow swung hisright toward Goldy's head and landed a
glancing blow with his heavy gun. Finishing hisvault with atumbling twist, The Shadow landed on thefar
Sde of the desk.

A gunwas ripping bullets from the opened door, its blasts too late. Swinging about, The Shadow laid his
45 across the desk to take quick aim at the thwarted marksman, who had fired three shots into space.

The door was damming shut; The Shadow caught amomentary glimpse of aface that lacked features,
for it was obscured by aslver gauze.

Then The Shadow's gun was talking, bashing bullets againgt the barrier that lay between him and
Mokanna, the Veiled Prophet!

Like Mokannas shots, The Shadow's were too late. Goldy Chabro had made that door bulletproof.
Mokannawas away to safety, and in his brief appearance on the scene he had ralied two crooksto his
cause.

Shaken but unstunned, Goldy and Ablam lurched for The Shadow as he turned to meet them. They had
made their choice, and were pleased with it.

Goldy preferred to disgpose of The Shadow and keep his gambling racket going, even though it might
mean paying tribute to Mokanna. Asfor Ablam, he saw future rewards from the Velled Prophet, in
return for Sding with hisevil magter.

Fighting with the fury of fiends, the two crooks locked with The Shadow. They bowled against the desk,
overturning it. Ablam's|etter fluttered to the floor, while Goldy's belongings did to the carpet. The crooks
thought that they were getting results; they didn't guess that The Shadow was endeavoring to take them
dive

The main door smashed open. In came Joe Cardona, leading asurge of detectives. Wrenching away
from The Shadow, Goldy sprang toward the invaders. His gun had aready ddivered two usdless shots
fighting The Shadow, but he hoped to clip foeman with the rest.

They didn't give him achance. Recognizing murder in Goldy's eye, Cardona and the detectivesriddied
him before he could fire.

One crook was gone, despite The Shadow's efforts to preserve him for the law. But Ablam was still in
the cloaked fighter's clutch. The Shadow was wheeling him toward Cardonawhen new things happened.

Firdt, shots sounded from the night club, indicating that M okanna had sent thugs there. Cardonaand his



men hurried out to settle that trouble. They had hardly started before the elevator door burst wide.
Flinging Ablam across the room, The Shadow |eaped the desk again, to meet new attackers.

Mokanna must have gone down in the eevator, then sent it to the top, for the arrivals were the gentry
who managed the roul ette wheels upstairs. They were tough chaps - Jake, Klondike, and three others -
but no match for The Shadow.

Landing intheir very midgt, the black-cloaked fighter downed them with dedging blows, using one hand
to ward off their strokes, while he swung his gun with the other. Hisarmswere whirling like the blades of
awindmill, clearing aspace about him.

IN the midst of that brief fray, Ablam managed to stagger into the evator and start it downward. Asthe
car disappeared, The Shadow leaped to itstop and rode down with it.

When it reached the basement level, Ablam scrambled out. Using the buit of his automatic, The Shadow
shattered the elevator's thin wood-panel ed top, wrenched away the thin bars of ametal framework, and
dropped through.

Ablam was hurrying out through the bookstore. One big bookcase was open, like adoor; in an opposite
acove, Bevo, the downgtairs guard, lay bound and gagged, where The Shadow had previoudy left him.
Sighting Ablam stumbling up the steps to the sdewalk, The Shadow pursued him.

Strife had aready reached the street, started by brawlers who had surged from the Club Zodiac.
Dodging strugglers, Ablam made for a passing taxicab, had dmost reached it when The Shadow camein
sght. Ingtantly, a shot spurted from the window of the cab.

The bullet took Ablam in the heart, rolled him back to the curb. Aiming for the cab, The Shadow saw the
same veiled face that had dropped back into the elevator.

Then the cab was away, ahead of The Shadow's gunfire. Lost among other cars, it was off to safety,
carrying the killer who wore the silver gauze.

Lacking time for new battle with The Shadow, and unwilling, perhaps, to run the risk of such afray,
Mokanna had disposed of Ablam, the tool who was no longer needed. The Veiled Prophet showed no
mercy to followerswho did not fulfill hisingtructions.

His own cab swinging into sight, The Shadow entered it, hoping to pursue M okanna. But even Moe
Shrevnitz, The Shadow's capable cabby and secret agent, could not work through the traffic jam that had
piled up at the nest corner.

A pair of rattletrap cars, abandoned by their drivers, were the cause of the blockade into which other
automobiles had pressed.

Doubtless, Mokanna had staged that trick to cut off pursuit. Finding the chase usdless, The Shadow
ordered Moe to reverse his course and head for the Cobalt Club. The police had taken over at the Club
Zodiac; there was no need to return.

It was better that The Shadow should resume his guise of Cranston, to meet the police commissioner
later and express surprise at all that had happened.

Among the refugees from the Club Zodiac was alovely brunette, who looked very frail and forlorn as she
shuddered in adeeveless evening gown. Gale Marden had fled from the night club when the shooting
started, but hadn't stopped to get her evening wrap at the check room.



Huddled near the doorway, Gaefdt very helpless until she saw Fred Kellick's roadster swing in from the
corner, where the traffic jam had cleared. She reached the car and sank to the seat with agrateful sob,
while Fred dipped arobe around her bare shoulders.

Still shivering, Gale heard Fred tell how he had found the garage filled and was driving back to hunt for a
parking lot, when the route was blocked. Then, anxioudy, he was asking what had happened at the Club
Zodiac, and Gale wastelling him the few detailsthat she knew.

By the time they reached the old house where Gale lived, Fred had tuned in the roadster's radio, to pick
up the latest news flashes. He and Gale heard details of the battle at the Club Zodiac, and learned that
the law had triumphed.

The broadcast hinted that M okanna had engineered the crime from which strife resulted. But there was
no mention of the Veiled Prophet's brief appearance at the Club Zodiac. Nor wasthere any talk of a
cloaked fighter who had dueled with the silver-masked supercrook.

Like Mokanna, The Shadow had taken his own coursein the night, confident that he would meet upin
the future with crime's Veiled Prophet!

CHAPTER IX. BEHIND THE VEIL

GALE MARDEN was dining with her unclein the gloomy house where Howard Garnstead and Jabez
Densholm had been guests the evening before. Gale was silent, meditative, and James Marden also was
deep in thought.

Toyo, the Filipino who served as chef and manservant, kept moving silently about and finally
disappeared.

It was Toyo's night off, and he was |eaving for Bridgeport to stay with friends. When the Filipino took a
trip to Bridgeport, he did not return until noon the next day.

James Marden smiled when Toyo had gone. Looking toward Gale, he straightened hislips and spokein
approving fashion.

"Y ou must have arrived home quite early last night,” said Marden. "I1sNew Y ork beginning to bore you,
Gde?'

"Somewhat," replied the girl. "Freddy wants meto go out again tonight, but | don't know that | shall.”
"I think you should,” declared Marden, soberly. "Wewon't bein New Y ork much longer."

The girl'sface showed surprise, and her brown eyes sparkled with interest. Marden raised his bowed
shoulders and smiled again.

"| was out when you returned last night,” he said. "After Garnstead and Densholm eft, which they did
quite promptly, | went to see agentleman named Senor Jose Baroba."

"The man who ownsthe rubber plantationsin Brazil ?'

"Yes," nodded Marden. "Baroba has acquired a controlling interest in Amazonia Rubber, a corporation
organized in the United States. Heiswilling to sal me the stock at par.”

"How much will it cos?"



"The stock isworth aquarter million,” replied Marden. "I am quite sure that Garnstead will finance the
purchase.”

"Y ou'll see Senor Baroba again tonight?*
Leaning back in hischair, Marden shook his head. His steely eyes showed a crafty glint.

"l was very noncommitta," he said. "1 even doubted that he had the stock he talked about; at least, |
gavethat impression. Alwaysagood policy, Gae - never to show your own hand until you are sure of
theright cards”

Gale understood, and to some degree she approved. Business was a game, and a complicated one. It
required bluff aswel astact. Though she didiked subterfuge, Gale considered it dllowable. It certainly
was not dishonest for her uncle to match witswith aman like Senor Baroba, the Brazilian rubber king.

Rising from the table, Marden picked up an evening newspaper, tapped it in approving fashion.

"Do you know, Gale," he remarked, "1 think the police have drawn the teeth of this Mokanna chap. He
may continue to bark, but be can no longer bite. However, it is better to wait and make sure.”

Ga e pondered deeply, after her uncle had left the dining room. She understood her uncles moods, and
could andyze them very capably. Last night, he had worried over the Mokanna situation. This evening,
he laughed at any thought of the Velled Prophet.

On the surface, that waslogical. The police had broken Mokanna's sway. They had spiked acrime and
learned many of its details. Thelaw held aletter from Mokannato atool named Roy Ablam, ordering
him to rob Goldy Chabro and make the gambler likeit.

With both Ablam and Chabro dead, the letter found, and the robbery thwarted, the M okanna menace
looked very weak indeed. But it till didn't answer Gale's most perplexing question: How did the affairs
of the Veiled Prophet concern those of her uncle, James Marden?

Gale wanted an answer, and decided to get it. Her face set with a determined expresson, she left the
dining room and went upgtairs. The door of the study was gjar, the room was lighted. Gale steeped in,
without knocking.

Her uncle wasn't there. On the desk lay afat manilaenvelope, its flap open. Approaching, Gale saw that
the envel ope contained the green paper of stock certificates. Then her eyeswidened in astonishment. In
lettersthat curved like an ornamenta arch, she read the name:

AMAZONIA RUBBER CORPORATION

The room seemed to swim. Gale remembered dl that her uncle had told her. According to Marden, this
stock was in the possession of Senor Jose Baroba, the wedlthy Brazilian. Instead, the very certificates
that he had mentioned were held by Marden himsdif!

GALE touched the envel ope as though she expected it to burn her. Then, lifting it, she Sarted to draw the
certificatesinto full sght.

Asghedid, she saw athreefold letter on the desk, one that had been held flat by the manila envelope.
Released, the bottom fold of theletter lifted lazily.

Gae saw typewritten lines - the finish of the note - but her eyes were too blurred to read them.
Something &l se was more conspicuous: the Signature. It wasn't written in her uncle's hand - the signature



was asymbol.
The double crescent of Mokanna.

Her uncle - the Velled Prophet! Bewildered at first, Gale began to understand. Marden's worriment
when Mokanna's sway was powerful, his glee when the strength of the VVelled Prophet waned - those
could be shams.

Gale wanted to read the letter, but there wasn't time. Already she could hear footsteps on the Sairs. Her
uncle was coming up from the living room.

Frantically, the girl looked for aplace to hide. The windows opened to alittle balcony, but they were
locked. A door leading to arear room was bolted on this Side. Pressing the | etter flat, Gale dropped the
envelope on it and hurried desperately into the hdll.

Her own room was across the way, farther back. Gale reached it just as her uncle's head appeared at the
top of the front stairs. Turning about, she pretended to be closing the door, and at that moment she heard
the musica blare of an automobile horn outside the old house.

"It's Freddy!" exclamed Gde. "I guess- well, | think I'll go out for awhile, Uncle Jm."

Going downgtairs, Gale was sure that she had covered her confusion very well. Meeting Fred Kdllick at
the door, she received her evening wrap, which he had picked up at the Club Zodiac.

Gaetook thewrap upstairs. Thetrip gave her achance for aquick glimpse of her uncle, for the study
door was till gar.

She saw Marden sedling the envel ope, caught aflash of awhite sheet ingdeit. Gale knew that her uncle
had put the letter in with the stock certificates. Coming back from her own room, Gale met Marden as he

stepped from the study.
"I'm going out," he said, "to see Densholm on some legd matters. If Garnstead telephones-"

He paused, smiling a his own forgetfulness.

"I'll call Garnstead mysdlf,” decided Marden. | didn't redlize that you wouldn't be here. Have agood
time, Gde™"

"| shal be home quite early, uncle" the girl said, soberly. "I am redly very tired. Good night.”

By thetimethat she and Fred had driven uptown, Gae felt miserable aswell astired. Thinking of her
unclein terms of Mokanna, she knew what the | etter and the stock certificates could mean: New crime,
the hidden work of the Veiled Prophet, otherwise James Marden, though the actual work would be
thrust upon some poor dupe of the type of Ralph Jorcott or Roy Ablam.

Curioudy, however, Gade could feedl no sympathy for such tools. Shewas sorry for her uncle.

Hewas akindly man, James Marden. For years, he had been afather to Gade. If he wasn't honest, he
had certainly tried to be.

Perhaps it was because of Gale that Marden had sought greater wealth. She could blame hersdlf, in part,
if the world learned that James Marden was Mokanna, the VVeiled Prophet of crime.

Abruptly, Gale told Fred that shewasill, that last night's ordeal had been too much for her.
Sympathetically, Fred turned the car about and drove back to the house.



Gade felt shaky when she went up the steps; she wavered while Fred was unlocking the door. He helped
her into the hallway, where she smiled and said good night.

Fred departed, and Gae listened while his car drove awvay. She wastoo intent to recall that he had
forgetfully pocketed her door key. Alonein the stillness of the old house, she wondered what to do next.
At last, she went up to the study and turned on the light. She rummaged through desk drawers, looking
for her unclesrevolver.

It wasn't there. In the back of one drawer, Gale noted bundles of money encircled by paper bands that
bore the printed name of the Tribune Trust Co. - her uncle's bank. She pulled out the cash to look behind
it for the gun, and noted that the money totaed ten thousand dollars, in bills of various denominations.

Probably, Marden had drawn the cash in preparation for atrip to Brazil; for he had intimated this evening
that he and Gale would be going there after he closed the dedl with Senor Baroba. But that puzzled Gale,
for if Marden dready had the Amazonia stock, why would he be going to Brazil at al?

THE question of the gun bothered Gale more. Straightening thingsin the desk, she turned out the study
light and hurried downgtairs. She was relieved when she found the revolver in atable drawer. It was an
old-fashioned .32 that her uncle had brought from the Midwest. Gale recalled that he had obtained a
police permit for it.

Deciding to leave the gun where it was, Gae sarted upstairs. She wanted to watch her uncle when he
returned. Leaving the door of her room just wide enough so that she could peer out, she sat down to wait
in the darkness. Then, sheredlized that she would need acomplete dibi, if Marden found that shewasin
the house.

She had told her uncle that she was very tired and might come home early, but in that case she ought to
be in bed. The thought worried her.

If fully attired, asat present, in an emergency she could flee from the house. To discard her clothesand
wear amere nightgown instead, seemed arisky course; nevertheless, it was the only way to avoid
suspicion.

Gd e began to undress. The increased pounding of her heartbeats frightened her. Shefdt that she was
casting off more and more security with each succeeding garment. Her nerveswere at aterrified pitch,
when she heard a sound from far below. The front door had opened; her uncle had returned.

Completdly petrified, Gale heard footsteps cross the lower hal and come directly to the stairs. Then,
despite the chill that seemed to stay her heart thumps, the girl managed action. Already unclad, she did
into her nighties and reached the bed just as the footsteps sounded from the top of the Sairs.

Face buried in the pillows, her hands astightly pressed as her lips, Gale peeked sdeways at an angle
toward the door. Through the crack, she saw Marden pause and look toward her room. Hiseyeshad a
gedy glint, hisfingerswere stroking his chin.

Gae was planning to pretend that she was haf-adeep, should he knock at the door. If her uncle learned
that she was home, she wanted him to know that she had gone to bed.

Stll, she was much relieved when she saw Marden turn and enter his sudy. She heard his door go shut;
then came adull sound as he threw the heavy baolt.

Coming up to her elbow, Gae stared, her forehead wrinkled with worry. Her uncle didn't usualy lock
himsdf in hisroom. She was sure that something serious was afoot. Marden had atelephone in the study;



shewondered if heintended to useit. Breath bated, she listened for any further sounds.

None came, yet Gaefet that this was the beginning of an orded. In that sunrise shewasright. Before
this evening ended, Gale Marden wasto experience real horror, as great as any that her imagination
could have crested.

CHAPTER X. DEATH COMESHOME

COMMISSIONER WESTON wasin one of his mysterious moods. A complacent expression on his
broad face, Weston wasriding in hisofficid car, with Lamont Cranston a passenger beside him.

Inspector Joe Cardonawas with them. At Weston's order, the swarthy police officia was maintaining
dlence

"Y ou like adventure, Crangton,” spoke the commissioner. "That'swhy | insgsted that you come with me
from the Cobalt Club. We are bound upon an important expedition.”

Cranston's response was a casud shrug. A globe-trotter of considerable fame, he found his adventuresin
strange lands, not in Manhattan. At least, such was the impression that he made it apoint to create.

The big car stopped in front of an apartment hotel. The passengers dighted, entered the building and
took an eevator to the tenth floor, where they entered a sumptuous suite of rooms.

A bulky, black-bearded man arose to greet them; his dark eyesflashed with delight as he ddlivered a
white-toothed smile.

"Crangton!"

The bearded man pronounced the name asif he had started to say "Carambal” A moment later, The
Shadow was receiving aviolent handshake, while agrest paw clamped his shoulder.

Actudly, The Shadow hadn't an ideawho the bearded man was. Still, he pretended to recognize him, for
avery good reason. The guise of Cranston was one that The Shadow used by arrangement with its
owner. Therea Lamont Cranston was aworld traveler, who seldom cameto New Y ork.

When Crangton's friends arrived in town, they often mistook The Shadow for the actua globe-trotter,
and he dways went through with the pretense. In the case of the bearded man, The Shadow promptly
identified him as a Brazilian, and knew that he must be one of Crangton's friendswho lived in Rio de
Janeiro.

"Ah, you remember me, Crangton!" exclaimed the Brazilian. ™Y ou have not forgotten Jose Barobal
Tonight, when | have telephoned the police commissioner, | ask him if he happen to know my friend
Crangton. Pronto! He bring you with him!"

While Barobawas s mmering down, The Shadow gave Cardonaan inquiring look. Fedling that he could
speak at last, Joe undertoned:

"It's about Mokanna."

Weston was chatting with Baroba, trying to get him to the point in question. Findly curbing his
enthusiasm, Baroba became very solemn. He clapped his hands and called in booming tone:

"Alvaro!"



A dapper Brazilian entered the room. Baroba clapped a hand on the man's narrow shoulders.

"Alvaroismy secretary,” said Baroba. "Once, very long ago, he made one bad mistake, which very
nearly put himin the prison. But that isdl forgotten, eh, Alvaro?'

The secretary nodded.

"Thisman Mokanna," continued Baroba, "he must know about Alvaro. Tonight, a messenger comes here
with a packagefor Alvaro. It isfrom Mokanna, ordering that Alvaro should rob me. But Alvaro, heis
honest. To me he givesthe package.”

Baroba produced a manilaenvelope. Init, he found astack of stock certificates bearing the name of the
Amazonia Rubber Corp. With the stocks was a letter bearing the double crescent signature of Mokanna.
Weston read the letter avidly, then exclaimed:

"Why, these stocks are counterfeits!”

"Ah, yes, commissioner,” returned Baroba, "and in the | etter, Mokanna asks that Alvaro put them in my
safe, and take the real ones. So, when | go back to Brazil - pouf! | find that | am swindled!"

"Who sold you the real stocks?'
"Some brokers. They arethe onesthat | would blameif Alvaro do as Mokannaorder.”

WESTON'S face showed triumph. He saw that Cranston, too, was impressed. Weston handed the | etter
to Cardona.

"We've got to trace that note," declared the commissioner. "It will lead us straight to Mokanna”

Cardona nodded. He was sure that the signature was the Velled Prophet's own mark. But that didn't
cover the case.

"Weve seen letterslike this before," declared Joe, "and they didn't get us anywhere. Say" - the ingpector
swung suddenly to Baroba - "what about the real stocks you've got? What did you intend to do with
them? Take them back to Brazil?"

"Unless| sl them," replied Baroba. "But the one man who wish to buy” - he shrugged - "I expect him
tonight, and he do not come."

"Who washe?'

"Senor Marden. He call up, saying he must see hislawyer, Senor Densholm, and afterward he will come
here. But | have heard no more from Senor Marden.”

Cardonas fingers seemed to snap of their own accord.

"James Marden!" exclaimed Joe. "The fellow that's trying to promote agigantic tire corporation! He
wants these stocks, but heisn't going to buy them -"

"Which means," added Weston, catching Cardona's hunch, "that Marden intended to acquire them
through Alvaro. In that case-"

"MardenisMokanna"

It was Cardonawho made the final statement. Reaching for the telephone, Cardona called headquarters



and ordered a squad to meet him. He didn't have to wait for Weston's approval ; Joe knew that he would
get it.

"If Marden isat home, commissioner," declared Cardona, "well bring him in. But he may be over at
Denshalm's, like he told Baroba. If you cal Densholm -"

"I'll have Barobacdl him," inserted Weston. "'If you don't find Marden, ingpector, telephone me at
once."

Soon after Cardonalleft, Baroba was talking to Densholm, while Weston stood by, making gestures. In
hisvoluble style, Baroba was talking too much. Weston made a grab for the telephone, too late.

"But | must see Senor Marden!" exclaimed Baroba. "It is because he may be Mokanna -"

At that point, Weston managed to yank away the telephone and clamp it on its stand. He felt suddenly
resentful because Cranston, as Baroba's friend, had not intervened earlier, for Cranston knew the
Brazilian'sways better than Weston did.

But when the commissioner looked around, he found that Cranston had departed. 1t was Alvaro who
explained his absence. He said that Senor Cranston had gone back to the club, leaving word that he
would cometo see hisfriend Baroba after al the excitement was over.

Excitement was due to begin at Marden's house.

Gale Marden had just realized that she was beginning to get drowsy. Rousing hersdlf, the girl became
aert. Nervestense, she fancied that she heard creeping sounds, but they didn't come from her uncle's
study. They seemed to be downgtairs.

Reaching for her dippers, Gale decided that they would be a handicap. Barefooted, she stole from the
room and stopped by her uncl€e's door.

There were no sounds from within, so Gale decided that he must have gone downgtairs. She continued to
the stairway. There she stopped, listening for noises. Hearing none, Gale descended.

Trembling, she gpproached the living room. Looking through the curtains, she stifled agasp and sank
back to the steps. The thing she had glimpsed was enough to terrify anyone.

A facethat was not aface; asilvery, moon-shaped visage above a crouched figure by thetablein the far
corner of theliving room!

Mokanna, the Veiled Prophet!

IN her horror, Gale forgot how hapless she was. Oddly, the thing that heartened her was her recollection
of thelink between M okannaand James Marden. She pictured her uncle, wearing amask of silver
gauze, plucking the revolver from the table drawer, to set out on deeds of crime.

Gae's spdl of drowsiness must have been a deep one; otherwise, Marden could not have left the study
without her hearing him. But Gale was suddenly glad that things had happened thisway. 1t would be
better to confront Marden while he was Mokanna. She knew that her uncle cared for her; he might listen
if shetoldhimall.

Bravely, Gale approached the curtains, stood ready to sweep them apart and et the background of the
halway light reved her. She was glad that she was wearing anightgown; her uncle would redlly believe
that she had come home and gone to bed, totally unsuspecting his complicity in crime.



Rut when Gale faced the corner by the table, she dmost gave way to hysterica laughter.

The glow of astreet light shone through the window. It showed abulky chair, atable lamp beyond it. The
chair back had the shape of shoulders; the lamp's shade was roundish and silver-hued.

Viewed camly, the combination looked exactly like achair and alamp. What afool she had been to
mistake those objects for ahuman shape!

Hysterics past, Gale would have given a genuine laugh, except for sounds that she heard when she
approached the table. She stood motionless near the window, shapely and shimmering as her whole
body trembled again and the nightgown caught the wavering light from the street.

Someone was cregping through the house, moving up to the second door, but not by the front stairs. The
soundsthat Gale heard came from arear flight that led up from the kitchen.

Therewas adoor at the back of the living room. Her uncle could have gone through it, suspecting that
Gale had come down by the front way. By thistime, he might have reached his study.

The girl listened as the creeping ceased, hoping to hear the closing of adoor. It didn't come, but that
meant nothing. Marden would naturally have shut it Silently.

Perhaps, by thistime, he knew that Gale was watching him. That could explain why he had come down
to the living room. On sudden impulse, Gale pulled open the table drawer. The light from the street
showed it empty.

Gde probed with trembling fingers, hoping to fed the touch of cold metal deeper in the drawer. Her
search wasfutile.

The revolver was gone!

Bravely, Gale decided that the time for spying tactics was past. There was nothing to do but go upstairs
and confront Marden immediately. The fact that he had arevolver did not deter her.

Thislatest proof that her uncle was Mokannawas the sort of thing that made Gale vaue her own life very
little. The shame of being M okanna’s niece made her wish that she could be the murderer's next victim.

Gae scarcdly fdt the stairs, as she trod upward. She knew that she might have time to dress and be
ready for flight, before baiting her unclein hislair. But if sheyielded to that impulse, she would probably
turn coward and avoid the mesting.

Deciding to remain just as she was, Gale stepped boldly to the study door and raised her hand to knock.

Asthough that movement had started it, atelephone bell began to jangle within the room. Gale listened,
heard her unclesvoice, gruff enough to carry through the door.

"Hello-" Marden gave alaugh, asthough he recognized the speaker. "Yes, I'm gtill here... What'sthat?...
The police! Y ou say they suspect that I'm Mokanna!

"Ten minutes ago?" Marden's voi ce became a groan, then suddenly went savage. "l see! Y ou gave them
timeto get here. Y ou bdieve asthey do, that'swhy you caled metoo late!”

The next ingtant, as Gale remembered it, was avery, very long one. The thing that happened jarred her
recollections, made the interval seem eternd. The sound that concluded that moment wasto remain asa
horrified memory.



A gun blasted within the room. Though muiffled, its burst sounded tremendousto Gde. It wasfollowed
by aclatter of the telephone, the scrape of achair, then the thudding of abody, with the chair's
overturning noise following like awave of echoes.

Gale was shrieking as she hammered at the door. There were other sounds that she did not notice, even
though they came from many places. She was screaming the name of her uncle, forgetting hiscrimesin
the thought that he was lying dead beyond the bolted door.

Then, so swiftly that it left her breathless, she was spun about by along black arm that swept her from
the door and stifled her screamsin onerapid action.

The girl wasin the clutch of afigure cloaked in black, whose burning eyes met hers, while hidden lips
issued awhispered decreefor slence!

CHAPTER XI. PROOF OF GUILT

IN her frenzy, Gale hadn't time to recognize that The Shadow was a friend. He had come from the front
stairway he couldn't have been in the study when her uncle died. Reason should have told her that the
command of the black-cloaked invader wasimportant.

But Gale couldn't reason at that moment. Shefdlt that the whole world was her enemy. With afury far
beyond her normal strength, she wrenched half free and managed to shriek again.

Instantly, she was whirled across the hall. Her pink-clad form produced a ka eidoscopic effect against the
blackness of The Shadow's cloak. A moment later Gale was gone, spinning through a doorway which
happened to be her own.

Men were battering at the big front door; it was yielding under their smashes. But that wasn't the direction
inwhich The Shadow turned. He pivoted toward the rear of the hdl, a gloved hand whipping agun from
beneath his cloak. The automatic blazed while on the draw.

Shots answered, wild ones. The Shadow's laugh was sinister, chdlenging, as he drove toward the end of
the hal, pumping away with hisbig gun. Men were tumbling down the rear stairs off around the corner of
the hall, and The Shadow wasin pursuit.

Cardonaand his squad heard the gunfire as they broke through the front. They dashed through the lower
hal, to see guns spurting in the kitchen. Before they could join in the fusillade, the fight had carried
outdoors.

Wounded thugs rose for battle, as the officers reached an aleyway. Cardonaand his men were forced to
riddle them. Then, from the next street, they heard the roar of afleeing car, followed by aburst of shots.
After that came along ped of mocking mirth.

The laugh of The Shadow!

The taunt reached the top of its crescendo and shivered into vague echoes that seemed to cling to the
surrounding house wals. Cardonawaited, haf expecting The Shadow to return. Then, convinced that the
cloaked fighter had gone, Cardona spoke to a detective sergeant standing near him.

"Those were Mokanna's men,” affirmed Joe. "Come here to help their chief make agetaway. The
Shadow must have shown up ahead of them. | only hope he stopped Mokanna."

Upstairs, Gale Marden was coming out of a daze. Everything was blurred; she wondered why she was
reclining on thefloor, her head propped against a bureau drawer, when she should have beenin bed. Or



should she bein bed? Why wasn't she at the Club Zodiac?

Gderedized suddenly that she was confusing recent gunfire with that of the night before. The light from
the halway told her that she wasin her own room; and she recognized that the shrill sounds outside the
house were police whistles.

Recollection returned in aflood.

Gad e remembered the fighter in black. He had saved her from men who had come up by the back stairs
while the police were breaking in through the front door. She could understand why the thugs had tried to
kill her. They had heard her screams, and probably thought that she knew too much about M okanna.
Maybe Gale knew more than they did.

She was convinced that her uncle was dead. She was glad that the police had arrived, to take over the
grim task of viewing his body. Already, Gale could hear men entering the house; risng, shestoleto the
door and peered toward the Stairs.

Below, she saw Joe Cardonaand recognized him. Hurriedly, Gale put on dippers and kimono and
stepped out into the hallway to meet the police inspector.

From Gale's solemn expression, Cardona guessed what had happened. His tone was sympathetic when
he learned that the girl was Marden's niece. When Gale pointed out the door of the study, Cardona
listened, then asked if the room had another door. Gale nodded; the door was around the corner of the
back hall.

Cardonactried the second door, found it bolted like the first. Putting detective on duty there, he went to
the door opposite Gale's room and began to break a pand. Peering through the splintered space,
Cardonaturned to Gale.

"Y ou'd better go back to your room, MissMarden,” he said. "I'll tell you when you're needed.”

Carefully, Joe Cardona reached through the broken panel, and found the bolt. He made sure that it was
tightly in place, then drew it. Opening the door, Cardona stepped to the room of death. He looked
acrossto the rear door, saw that it was bolted, glanced at the windows and noted that they were
locked.

Then Joe stooped beside the body near the desk.

I'T was apostive case of suicide. James Marden had died ingtantly, from abullet in hisright temple.
Besde hisright hand, sprawled like abig star on the floor, lay the desth gun hisfingers could no longer
clutch. It wasthe .32 that Marden kept in the table downdtairs.

On the desk was a note scrawled in longhand; beside it a pen, still blobbed with ink. The note was brief;
instead of the signature of James Marden, it bore the mark so recently attributed to him - the symbol of
Mokanna.

Thenoteread:

Rather than face exposure asacrimina, | am talking a course that may seem cowardly. At least, my
misdeeds belong to the past. If | am never heard from again | shdl be forgotten.

Desk drawers were open. In the top one, Cardona found specimens of Marden's handwriting that
matched the sample on the desk. He a so found an unsealed envelope that interested him. Its contents
were moreilluminating than Cardona expected.



From it dropped old newspaper clippings, with afolded sheet that proved to be acopy of an old police
record. Cardonawas looking at photos of James Marden taken twenty-five years before, and bearing a
different name, that of Kirk Lurbin.

The name struck home. Once Cardona had read up on the Lurbin case. The man in question was an
embezzler, who had staged aclever jail bresk while serving aten-year term. He had enlisted in the army
during the World War and had been traced to France, where he had been reported killed in action.

So Marden was Lurhin!

Cardonadidn't wonder that he had turned to crime again, under the protection of his new name. One
thing pleased Joe, however. Hefdt that thiswould soften the burden for Gale when she learned that the
man who had masked as Mokannawas not her actua uncle.

For the present, Cardona decided not to disturb the girl. People began to arrive. Commissioner Weston
came with Senor Baroba, bringing aong Lamont Cranston, having stopped for him at the Cobalt Club. A
man with acrabby look and manner introduced himsdf as Jabez Densholm, Marden's attorney.

When Densholm mentioned that Marden had conducted negotiations with Howard Garnstead, Cardona
caled the financier. Garnstead arrived, solemn-faced and saddened, to view the body of aman that he
had supposed to be afriend.

His ingpection complete, Cardona sent Marden's body to the morgue. It was going out to the dead
wagon, when ayoung man drove up in asporty roadster and begun to ask about Gale. He turned out to
be Fred Kdlick. Cardona sent him upstairs to the study.

Soon afterward, Cardona knocked at Gale's door. The girl appeared, attired in adark dressthat had the
appearance of mourning apparel. She shuddered as Cardona conducted her to the study, but Joe
reassured her by telling her that the body was gone.

Encouraged by the sight of friends, Gaetold her story in alow, soblesstone. She produced linking
evidence, when shetold of seeing the stock certificates and the Mokanna note on her uncle's desk earlier
that evening. But she explained that she hadn't been able to regard those things as proof that Marden was
Mokanna, even though she suspected it.

No one blamed Gale for her course, after she had continued with her testimony. On the contrary, they
showed rea admiration for her bravery. She mentioned the gun, and declared that Marden must have
gone downdtairsfor it without her hearing him. She identified the revolver when Cardonashowed it to
her. It was the gun that checked with the police permit.

Then Gae remembered the telephone call.

"Someone tried to warn my uncle," she expressed. "Only, whoever it was, warned him too late. Wait - |
think | can remember nearly dl that my uncle said.”

SLOWLY, the girl repeated Marden's end of the telephone conversation, dmost verbatim. It was
Commissioner Weston who decided:

"One of Mokannas dupes must have learned that we were on thetrail. That would account for the call.”

"It might,” put in Densholm, dryly. "However, such was not the case. It happens’ - the lawyer displayed a
withery amile- "that | madethe cdll in question.”

"By what right?" demanded Weston, hotly.



"l was Marden's attorney,” reminded Densholm. "I had a perfect right - aduty in fact - to inform him that
| had heard from Senor Baroba."

"But you were obgtructing the law!™

"Not at dl! According to Gae's testimony, Marden accused me of notifying him too late. | was helping
thelaw, commissioner.”

Weston fumed awhile, then returned to his previous point. He argued that Densholm's action had
prevented the law from taking Marden dive.

"l don't agree,” returned Densholm testily. "Thefact is, | thought that Marden would face the music. Since
he chose suicide, he would have committed it anyway. But if your men had stormed this room,
commissioner, hemight havekilled afew of them firg."

The commissioner subsided. Tactfully, Cardona changed the subject, by showing Gale the suicide note,
then giving her the documents that proved her uncle to be Kirk Lurbin. As Cardona put it, his name of
James Marden was amasquerade, just like thetitle of Mokanna, the Velled Prophet.

It was difficult to judge the effect on Gale. She seemed bewildered, yet she retained a certain camness,
After dl thethings that had occurred this evening, Gale was evidently willing to accept anything that
happened. Then, dowly, the girl asked: "Where did you find this?'

Cardona pointed to the desk drawers. Gale looked puzzled.
"Which drawer wasit in?" she questioned. "The one with the money?

The surprise was turned on Cardona. He wanted to know what money. When Gale mentioned ten
thousand dollars, drawn from the Tribune Trust Co., Cardona began to ransack the drawers again. Not
finding the cash, Joe pondered.

"Marden must have stowed it downstairs when he got the gun,” decided Joe, "unless he dipped it to
those pas of his, so they would help himin his getaway. Wait, though, maybeit'sill in thisroom.”

Cardona began a search. Finding no ordinary hiding places, he hammered the wals. They were entirdly
solid, and covered with wallpaper of asmple pattern that could not possibly hide a secret pandl.

Joe pulled up the rugs and found thet the flooring was solid, too. He concluded his useless hunt by
banging the ceiling from the top of a stepladder.

After that, Cardonawent downgtairs. He was still hunting for the cash, without success, when dl the
others had gone. Last to leave were Commissioner Weston and his friend Lamont Cranston. They rode
inthe officid car. When Cranston was dropping off at the club, Weston remarked:

"Wdl, Cranston, we've cracked the Mokanna case. With James Marden dead, we've heard the last of
the Velled Prophet. Remember the old saying: ‘Hewho laughslast -™

Despite the commissioner's assurance, hiswas not the last laugh. As Weston's car drove away, alow
tone of whispered mirth issued from the lips of Cranston.

The last laugh was The Shadow's, but it did not carry triumph. It was agrim tone; one that foreboded
future problems. Thelaw could claim avictory, if it chose; but not The Shadow.

Hewas gtill on thetrail of Mokanna, the Velled Prophet, whose ways of crime were as well-masked as



hisface, with its gauze of slver!
CHAPTER XII. GALE SEEKSADVICE

THREE days had passed. Days of headlines and radio flashes that maddened Gale Marden. The girl was
living in the seclusion of her college club, where everyone was sympathetic, but her curiosity made her
seek to learn what was happening in the outside world.

Everything seemed to center about Mokanna, the Veiled Prophet. The law was tearing his past gpart and
finding it identical with that of James Marden, who wasn't himself, but Kirk Lurbin. AsaJekyll and Hyde,
it seemed that the so-caled Marden was unique.

Investigation reveded the full facts of hisfraud. Having escaped prison years ago, Lurbin had enlisted in
the army, under an assumed name of course. His buddy had been the real James Marden, Gal€'strue
uncle. Their company had been shot to pieces, the remnants captured.

Marden had come back from prison camp. But it wasn't the real Marden who had returned. It was
Lurbin, masquerading under his buddy's name. He had learned enough of Marden's life to manipulate the
fraud, and he had been clever enough to avoid the one man who could have exposed the swindle.

The one man in question was Marden's brother, Gal€'s father. The fase brother had shown up at the
funera when Gal€e'sfather died, never before.

It was afternoon when Gale Marden stopped a Densholm's office, to discusslegd affairs. The
crab-faced lawyer received the girl with asmile that was actualy sympathetic. He noted that Gale was
dressed in black, but he made no comment on the fact. Densholm usualy let other peopletell him
anything that he wanted to know.

Gd e began with asmple statement: "1 have cometo talk about my uncle.”
"Your real uncle?" inquired Densholm. "Or the fdse one?’

"Theman | knew asmy uncle," returned Gale, firmly. "I prefer to till consder him as James Marden. Isit
agreesble with you?'

"Quite. |, too, knew him as James Marden."

"Then perhaps you will agreewith me," declared Gale, decisvely, "when | maintain that he did not
commit suicide. | believe that my uncle was murdered!”

Densholm'’s eyes went narrow.

"| testified againgt him." Gae'svoice choked. "I beieved him to be crooked. But | don't believeit any
longer. He was safely established as James Marden.

"Hedidn't haveto travel acrossthe country to help ahomeless niece who wasn't hisown. But hedid it" -
the girl was sobbing - "and it showed him to be akindly man. He wastrying to forget the past, and to
build an honest future.”

Densholm was used to handling women who cried in his office. His dry tone was capable of absorbing
tears. In brittle fashion, he quoted factsto dispute Gale'stheories. The girl's best arguments were
battered down the moment that she presented them. She | eft the office somewhat in adaze, angry instead
of tearful.



Densholm pressed a button. A drab-faced man arrived. The lawyer wrote some notes on a memo pad
and handled the paper to the fellow.

"Keep an eyeon MissMarden, Clarry,” said Densholm, in hisdry tone. " She has some ideas which might
prove troublesome. | would like to know how far she goes with them.”

After leaving Densholm's office, Gale went to see Howard Garnstead. Thefinancier wasat homein his
lavish uptown gpartment, which occupied an entire floor, with some extraroomsto take care of an
overflow of servants.

In Garnstead, Gale found a sympathetic listener. He heard her story without interruption. Gale began with
the theory that her uncl€'s death was murder; when she saw that Garnstead was impressed, she supplied
what she considered evidence.

"Uncle Jm couldn't have gone downdtairs" Galeinsgted. "'l wasredly awvake dl thewhilethat | wasin
bed. Enough awake to have heard him. If he didn't go downstairs, how did he get the revolver?. I'm sure
that he couldn't have picked it up when he arrived home. He came upstairsimmediately.

"What's more, | saw aman downgtairs, in the living room. A man who wore asilver-mask; at least, he
must have, because hisface was like ablur. Besides, thereis the matter of the money.

"I'd like to know what happened to the ten thousand dollars that my uncle drew from the bank. I'm sure
that the murderer could have taken it."

WHEN Gade had finished her statements, she redlized certain weaknesses, particularly her emphasis of
the point that she had seen amasked man - presumably her uncle's murderer - in the living room.

But she kept silent, because she saw that her words had taken effect with Garnstead. He was seated with
half-closed eyes, trying to picture the incidents that she had described.

"l should like to accept these things asfacts,”" declared Garnsteed, at length. "In themselves, they have
merit. The difficulty isthat they conflict with known details. For instance, the suicide note, and the fact
that your uncle was found dead aone in aroom with no possible outlet except doors and windows that
were|ocked on theinside.”

"But if you could believe -"

"I could amost believe them, at present,” interposed Garnstead, "because | redly considered your uncle
to be aman of integrity. But there are other persons who could not be convinced, without stronger
evidence"

"Do you mean the police?"

"l do," acknowledged Garnstead. Y ou must back your arguments, Gale. If thereisany way inwhich |
can help you, | shal always be ready. Meanwhile, | would advise you not to mention your opinionsto the

wrong people.”

Gd e spent the rest of the afternoon moving her few belongings from the college club to atiny apartment
that she had rented furnished. At six o'clock, she called up Densholm at his home. Encouraged by her
success with Garnstead, she tried again to convince the lawyer.

Densholm proved very testy. He didn't seem to care if Gale cried across the telephone. He let her talk
awhile, then spiked her arguments with a statement that he evidently regarded as aclincher.



"Y ou forget that | was dso awitnessto your uncléssuicide,” snapped Densholm. "I talked with him over
the telephone, just before hefired thefatal shot. Infact, | actually heard the gun when it was fired!™

Finishing the telephone cdl, Gale paced the gpartment angrily. She hated Densholm; more than that, she
mistrusted him. She wished that he hadn't made the telephone call that he talked about, and it suddenly
struck her that he might not have done so.

Facts backed by proof!

What proof could Densholm give that he had been on the telephone when her uncle died? None, except
his own unsupported word. Suppose that he had lied -

The very thought was an inspiration. It didn't matter who had called up. Anyone could have been
ingtructed to make a telephone call and talk to Marden on the chance that Gale would overheer it. In
claiming the call as his own, Densholm had done more than enter the picture asawitness.

He had given himsdlf an dibi!

Perhapsit was Densholm who had been in the house, cregping about downgtairs. But that didn't answer
the question of murder. Someone would have had to be in the locked study when the death shot ended
Marden'slife. It followed, therefore, that the person in question must have known away out.

The thought that Densholm could befitted into the theory, gave Gale anew determination. Ever since
Garnstead had mentioned the need of new evidence, Gale had been thinking of paying avisit to the old
house which, at present, was quite empty and unwatched. Her mind was made up. She would make that
vigt thisvery evening.

Gae's planswereinterrupted by the arriva of Fred Kellick. He came to take Gale to dinner, as he had
done each evening since her uncle's death. They dined a aquiet little restaurant, where Gale found the
atmosphere soothing.

Shefdt very grateful to Fred. He had dropped his playboy mood entirely, and was doing his utmost to
ease Gdesgrief. Hewas adifferent Fred; quite different from anything that Gale could have imagined.

Gadewanted to tak to him, to tell him of her belief that degp mystery lay behind her uncl€'s degth. But
sheresisted theimpulse.

Fred's complete reversal of behavior left Gale abit troubled. If he could show himself so different on
such short order, there might be other phasesin his character. Gale wanted to andyze the new Fred
before taking any step.

Besides, Fred was hdlpful, too helpful. If helearned of her coming plan, he might want to aid it; or he
might raise objections to the course. Either would be bad.

WHEN they finished dinner, Gale decided to go back to her gpartment. They rode there in ataxicab,
and Fred said good night at the door. His tone was very earnest when he declared:

"If theré'sanything | can do for you, Gale, anything at dl, just let me know. If you have any plans-"

Gale's brown eyes were steady, as she interrupted him. She said that she had no plans whatever, and she
studied Fred closdly, to seeif he believed her. His eves were steady, too, keener than Gale had ever
noticed them to be. Then, abruptly, Fred repeated his good night and | eft.

Immediately, Gale prepared for her trip to the old house. She didn't have to change her clothes, for her



black dresswas perfect for such an expedition. She had aflashlight, which she put in her handbag. She
had no gun, but she could see no reason why she would need one.

The most important item was the key to the house, a duplicate that Gale had found. She hadn't asked
Fred for the key that he had forgetfully kept the other night; such arequest might have informed him of
her plan.

When she left her new apartment, Gale noticed a door across the hall. It belonged to another apartment
that had also been vacant until today. Gale frowned suspicioudy, then decided that it was merely a
coincidence that someone el se had moved into the apartment house on the same day that she had.

Outside, Galetook acar. Looking across the street, she glimpsed a drab-faced man who shifted out of
sght into adoorway. A trifle worried, Gale looked into other doorways as she passed. Through the
window of alittle cigar store, she saw aman who reminded her of Fred Kdllick; then shelaughed at her
own imagination.

If this kept up, she'd be suspecting everybody as aspy. Why not begin with the cab driver? The thought
waswhimsical; it soothed Gale's nerves. Shelooked at the driver'sidentification card, which was posted
in the cab. His photograph showed arather peaked face; with the picture was the name Moe Shrevnitz.

Neither the face nor the name struck Gale as the sort that would belong to a spy. She gavethe driver an
addressin the next block to her unclée's house, and settled back to think of other people. Gale considered
three names. Densholm, Garnstead, and Kdllick.

Gdefdt that her suspicion of Densholm was foolish. The lawyer had probably forgotten her entirely after
dismissing her theories as childish. She was quite sure that Garnstead had forgotten her temporarily, for
the financier had many matters that pressed. But he would remember her problems readily enough should
shefind new evidence and take it to him.

Asfor Fred, there was no doubt that Gale was congtantly in his mind, but he wasn't thinking in terms of
unsolved mysery.

That summed it up. Gale decided that three persons, and no more, had been concerned with her affairs.
Vagudy, the girl recalled the cloaked fighter who had saved her from disaster the night of her uncle's
degth. But she decided that The Shadow belonged to the past.

Gae Marden was to change that opinion. Shewasto learn that The Shadow was a being of the present -
and the future!

CHAPTER XI11. SNARE OF DEATH

THE old house seemed grim and ghostly. Theimpresson amost overwhelmed Gale, from the moment
that she had entered and locked the front door behind her. It was a place of cavernous depths, ready to
swallow her into its darkened maw.

Paused insde the door, Galetried to analyze the reason. She had grown used to this house; it shouldn't
frighten her. But she began to wonder, thinking that perhaps she should have sensed thisterror long ago,
when she and her unclefirst took the house.

It might have had sinister qualities from the start, things that she hadn't detected because of ignorance.

It was odd that James Marden should have taken the house at al, though Gale kind never considered it
that way before. When the Mardens had come to New Y ork, the house had been waiting for them.



Gale knew that her uncle had rented it from someone, but she had been somewhat surprised because he
hadn't taken an apartment, instead.

His choice of neighborhood had puzzled her, too. Thisdistrict was neither pleasant nor convenient. Other
housesin the block werefaling into decay. This house had one merit only: Marden had rented it cheaply.
But that was curious, too, for he had never been a penny pincher.

Her thoughts stabilized by these reflections, Gale used the flashlight to pick her way toward the front
dairs. Her footfals clattered like the rattle of hail; they seemed to bring echoes from every empty room.

Remembering how softly she had prowled the house before, Gale promptly removed her high-hedled
shoes and tucked them under her arm. That made it better; till, the stairs creaked under her stockinged
feet, causing her to pause often on the way to the second floor.

Gale blamed it on the flashlight. She had been used to better illumination - perhaps that was why she had
moved about so softly in the past. Reaching the study, shefdt trembly; she didn't like the way that
darkness kept creeping up behind her.

Groping to the windows, she pulled down the shades; then found the desk lamp and tugged the cord.
The room immediatdly lost its horror. Properly illuminated, it was the room that Gale remembered - her
uncle's study, with everything asit used to be, except for the main door with its shattered pand.

Redizing that light trickled through the space and could be seen in the hdlway, Gaetook acurtain from
the front of an open closet and draped it over the door. She closed the door, wedging the curtainin
place.

The door had alock, but there was no key init, so Gale smply threw the bolt, as her uncle had done.
Fedling more secure, she began to probe the desk drawers, wondering if the missng money could have
dipped down behind them.

She was knedling beside the desk, her arm thrust into the depths, when silent action occurred at the
door.

A black-gloved hand crept in through the shattered panel, emerged from the drape, and silently drew the
bolt. The hand disappeared; the door itself came open and closed again, curtain and dl. With that
process, the room received another visitor - aslent figure, cloaked in black.

Faced toward the desk, The Shadow watched Gale complete her usaless hunt for the money. Then, ina
low, calm whisper, he spoke:

"Good evening, MissMarden.”

There was something in the tone that saved Gale from fright. The whisper, well-modul ated, seemed more
like athought than a spoken voice. Though startled, Galefdt gripped by arecollection of the past. Still
knedling, and gazing toward the desk, she nodded dowly.

The Shadow repeated his greeting. Thistime, Gale cameto her feet, stared toward the door. Momentary
horror passed, as her eyes met The Shadow's. Recognizing the being who had once rescued her, the girl
became quite cam.

ALMOST before sheredlized it, Gale was pouring out her story as ardently as she had told it to Howard
Garngtead. She was mixing facts with theories, discussing the mystery of the death gun, the silver-masked
face that sheimagined she saw in the living room, everything e se that she thought might prove her clam
that Marden had been murdered.



All thewhile, The Shadow listened silently, though his eyes spoke understanding. It never occurred to
Gdethat she might be making agrave mistake, telling dl thisto an unknown intruder. The longer she
talked, the more she accepted The Shadow asafriend.

Her case completed, Gale paused. Then, ruefully, she queried:

"But how can any of thishelp? My uncle wrote that suicide note and signed it with the Mokanna symbol.
Handwriting experts have checked on both and say that neither isaforgery. Besides, thereisno possible
way inwhich amurderer could have left the room.”

Despite hersdlf, Gale was refuting her own theories. She had argued with Densholm, elaborated with
Garngtead. But the lawyer had antagonized her, while the financier had shown sympathy. The Shadow
was different. He seemed to accept everything at actua vaue. To be honest with herself, Gale had to
admit the other Sde of the case.

Having done so, she sank into achair and buried her face in her arms. Her cause was shattered by her
own admissions. Even afriend like The Shadow could not help her. Galefdt humiliated because she had
been foolish enough to come to the old house on a blind quest.

Then came The Shadow's sihilant tone: " The suicide note was unfinished -"
"Unfinished?' Gale's head bobbed up. "But... but what can you mean?’
"It may not have been asuicide note at al.”

The Shadow spread a paper on the table. It was a newspaper clipping, an exact copy of Marden's note.
Reading it, Gale redlized that there should have been more. In fact, the note did not mention suicide, nor
did it name specific crimes that Marden had committed. The Shadow emphasized those points.

"Perhaps your uncle planned flight," The Shadow told Gale. "That could have been the ‘course’ that he
mentioned.”

"Hight!" echoed Gde. "That'swhy he drew the money from the bank! He'd talked of going to South
America-"

"Because he feared exposure,” inserted The Shadow, "as Kirk Lurbin - not as Mokanna."

It fitted perfectly. Gale was eated to find her theory supported, until adistressing thought struck her.
Looking at the printed copy of the death note, she asked:

"What about the sgnature?’

"When Mokanna murdered your uncle," declared The Shadow, "he saw the unfinished note and regarded
it as useful. Mokanna had dready planted evidence, and found a chanceto clinch it. The note had no
sgnature, so Mokanna added the crescent symbol himself."

The smplicity of the thing amazed Gale. It had been amaster stroke by the Velled Prophet. Alwaysan
opportunist, Mokanna had been up to form when he took advantage of that situation.

"Mokannafound the gun downgtairs," concluded The Shadow. "He brought it here and murdered your
unclewithit. After that crime, he Signed the note and took the money. Inits place, heleft -"

"The Lurbin evidence!" Gae blurted. "My uncle must have been one of Mokannas dupes”

"A dupe who refused to commit crime,” The Shadow defined. To Gale, the statement seemed artribute to



her uncle. "So Mokannadisposed of him," continued The Shadow. "To murder, he added another crime
- that of branding James Marden asthe Veiled Prophet. Pressed by the law, Mokanna was anxious to
end that game.”

MOVING away from the desk, The Shadow looked around the room. Gale guessed his purpose; he
was looking for the secret outlet that the police had failed to find: One would haveto exit, to bear out
The Shadow's statements.

But Galefdt her hopesfade. If ever aroom had been tapped from top to bottom, it wasthis one.
Cardona had seen to that while searching for the missing money.

The Shadow stopped at the broken door. He pressed the bolt shut; recognizing from experience that it
was insufficient, he produced an oddly-shaped pick and used it to turn the lock, without benefit of key.
After that, he began to probe the entire room.

Walls passed muster, so did the locked windows. Gale noted that The Shadow went lightly over the
spotsthat Cardona had examined most thoroughly, but it did not occur to her that he might have been
present, in another capacity, the night when the police ingpector had been at work here.

Shewasimpressed, by thistime, with The Shadow's uncanny ability at everything he undertook. When
he stopped at the rear door of the room, Gale could tell, by his softly whispered laugh, that he had
discovered something.

The girl took her shoes from the desk where she had placed them. Putting them on, she started across
the room.

At the clatter of the high hedls, The Shadow turned suddenly about, motioned quickly for sllence. Gale
advanced on tiptoe. The Shadow ill maintained hislistening attitude.

Gale caught the sounds that he heard. Creeping sounds from the front stairs; not of one approacher, but
of severd. Thefootsteps reached the front hall door. Breathless, Gale watched the hanging curtain stir.

Stubby fingers pushed through, and drew the bolt. The knob turned, but the door did not yield. The
Shadow had locked it, Gale remembered.

Then, in place of the withdrawn fingers, something bulgy pushed againgt the curtain, poking through the
broken pand of the door. Gale knew that it must be agun muzzle; somehow, it struck her as bulkier than
arevolver.

A machine gun!

Gale gazed anxioudy at The Shadow, then looked toward the rear door where they stood. That door
had a bolt, no lock. But the bolt was actualy rusted into place, for the door had never been used. It
might be difficult, even for The Shadow, to draw that bolt without a sound. Even adight grating noise
could mean degth.

Murderous servers of Mokannahad learned that Gale wasin the house, and were sure that she had
reached the study. All that they wanted was a clue to her position in the room, and the machine-gun
muzzle would loose aspraying hail of death.

Doom, not only to Gale Marden but to The Shadow, whose destruction would be an unexpected bonus
for Mokannas servitors!

The Shadow's thoughts were swift. Silence was priceless a thisjuncture. The crooks probably figured



that Gale would try escape through the rear door. The draped gun muzzle had aveer in that direction.
But The Shadow was recalling another night when silence had been valued - by Mokanna

In murdering Marden and making an escape, M okannamust have used this door without the dightest
noise. Therest of the room was solid; for that matter, the door was, too.

But The Shadow had aready ca culated upon aremarkable poss bility; something so ingenious, that he
had guessed it purely through a process of imination.

It was worth atry. Running hisfingers up the side of the door frame, The Shadow dug deep. Each hand
encountered a hidden catch, one on each side of the doorway, near the top. The Shadow pressed.

Noisdesdy, asonishingly, the entire doorway turned on hidden pivotsin the center, offering adouble
avenue of exit to therear hall!

No secret panels were necessary to the device. The room had smply been fitted with arevolving door
frame, which included everything: top, Sdes, sill, and the door aswell. There were cracks where the
baseboard and the wallpaper met the frame, but those were natural with any doorway.

The mechanism was noisdl ess, because Mokanna had arranged it before Marden ever occupied thisold
house. It had been adevicefor future use, like so many thingsthat the Veiled Prophet employed.

GALE wasready to dart out through one side of the bisected opening, when The Shadow gripped her.
Lifting the girl from her feet, he swept her through the other side of the half-turned doorframe, so that
there would be no clatter from her hedls.

Crouched in the hallway, Gale saw The Shadow turn back toward the secret opening. Reaching through,
he gripped the long cord of afloor lamp, that extended from a plug near the trick doorway. As he
yanked the cord, he swung the doorframe shut and dropped deep in the halway, beside Gale.

They heard the muffled crash of the lamp. Men in thefront hall had heard it, too, and located its position
in the room. Instantly, the machine gun began its rat-tat-tat, and the gunners did not stop when they had
blasted the wal where thelamp had falen.

Shots were ripping everywhere through that vacated room, filling it with adeadly deluge that would have
doomed dl victims who remained within the snare!

CHAPTER XIV. FIGHT BRINGSFLIGHT

Asthe machine gun's clatter died, The Shadow turned toward the rear Sairs, which were quite close by,
and listened for sounds from below. There were none - evidently al the members of Mokanna's picked
crew were in the front hallway on the second floor.

Camly, The Shadow told Gale to start down the stairs and go out through the kitchen door. She wasto
be on the watch, however, for lookouts. If she spied any she wasto wait somewhere until The Shadow
followed. Knowing the house well, Gale would find such a processto be easy.

Her goal wasto be the rear street; there she would find awaiting cab that would take her home to her
gpartment. Once in the cab, she would be safe; she wouldn't have to wait for The Shadow.

Thoseingtructions briefly put, The Shadow turned and moved toward the corner that led into the front
hal. Gaefelt momentarily fearful, realizing that he intended to attack an entire squad of gunmen. Then,
redizing that he had routed amob that other night, shelost her qualms and began her cautioustrip
below.



As The Shadow neared the front hall he could hear the snarl of angry voices, followed by the cough of
revolver shots. Crooks had pushed away the curtain, to peer into the study. Seeing nothing of avictim,
they had decided that Gale must have fallen out of sght beyond the desk.

But they were anxious to make sure, hence the revolver shots. The thugs were blasting the lock of the
main door, smashing it gpart with bullets.

The door gave. As crooks shouldered into the study they heard a sound, not from the room but from the
hall that they were about to leave. The one sound that they had not anticipated.

The laugh of The Shadow!

Strident in its mockery, the dread mirth shivered into echoing taunts that told the crooks they had failed.
Franticaly, the snarling mobsters decided that their only chance of safety was to meet the black-cloaked
foe. Hislaugh told that he was somewhere in the hallway, but the killers didn't guesshow close The
Shadow actudly was.

He drove among them the moment that they whedled. Their machine gun put aside, they were forced to
rely upon revolvers, some haf-emptied, others haf-drawn. Fivein number, the gunmen were beaten
amost as soon asthey began.

There were muffled shots, asthe nearest pair met The Shadow. Those coughs came from the cloaked
fighter's gun. Seeing the pair sprawl, the rest blazed wildly at the spot where they thought The Shadow
was. But the cloaked foe had vanished like a puff of smoke.

The Shadow had flung those sprawlers sideways and wheeled across the hall. Hewas at the wall by the
doorway, driving in on the crooks who were craning to look for him!

In away, the method was too good. The three thugs weren't in the doorway when The Shadow reached
it. His ghostly disappearance was too much for them. Thetrio had turned and dashed through Marden's
study, to reach the door to the rear hall.

They didn't know thetrick of the revolving doorway. That was M okannas own prize secret, that he had
intrusted to no one. He had been particularly careful not to give any cluesto hisidentity or methodsto
small-fry workerswho indulged in gunplay.

Men like Jorcott or Ablam were the only oneswho could have revea ed anything about the Veiled
Prophet. These gunners, products of the underworld, weren't in the same class as Mokannas gilt-edged

dupes.

But they did know that there was arear door to the study, bolted on theinside. A yank of that bolt and
they would be clear of The Shadow, freeto take the back stairsthat Gae had followed. They actualy
believed, asthey fled, that they might overtake the girl and day her, as Mokanna had commanded.

The Shadow had taken care of that contingency. When the fleeing thugs reached the rear door, they
stopped short. It was bolted, but not from their side. In some strange manner, the door had been barred
againg them from the rear hallway .

THEY hadn't timeto guessthe answer.

In using the trick doorway, M okanna had been careful to pivot it exactly as hefound it. A door bolted on
the outside would have given the device away.

But The Shadow had no reason to preserve the secret. On the contrary, he had seen an advantagein



leaving the doorway reversed, so he had doneit.

Asareault, the crooks were caught in their own snare. They werein aroom that had only one easy
outlet, the route through the front hall. That exit was no longer easy. The Shadow had reached it, agunin
each fist. He was ready to wither foemen who refused to surrender.

The capture of these thugs would be valuable, if only to learn the scant facts that they knew about
Mokanna. A few other killers had known alittle, but they chanced to be the badly wounded ones from
former battle, men who had died before statements could be forced from them.

Here were threerats, as nestly cornered as The Shadow could want them. Men who should surely
realize their helpless position and talk under The Shadow's capable methods of persuasion.

Instead, the trio did the unexpected.

Without the dightest semblance of apassing signd among them, they acted with mutua accord. They
turned from the door that they couldn't use and surged for The Shadow, shooting asthey came.

One gunner lunged ahead of the others, but not by design. He smply happened to have the longest legs,
which proved, in this case, to be a disadvantage. He took thefirst dose of dugsthat mouthed from The
Shadow's gun.

The otherswere finding their aim asthey cleared the plunging body of their pa. But they were shooting at
ablank doorway. The Shadow had whedled back into the hall, hooking an edge of the doorway with a
gun.

Hed give them bullets, if they needed such adose, or hard-dedged blowsif such proved preferable. He
was banking, too, on the dight chance that they might surrender.

There was something e se that The Shadow took into cons deration. Other men were lurking on the front
gairs. The Shadow had detected them, though they hadn't come into sight. In his present position, facing
forward in the hdl, he could handle those reservesif they tried to aid their harried pals.

The thugs from the study didn't stop to look for The Shadow. Instead, they drove madly for the front
dairs. Aiming, The Shadow ddivered ataunting laugh that threatened trouble if they did not stop. He
expected them to whedl, and either shoot or surrender. Instead, they dived down Stairs.

From the way they pitched forward, it was evident that they were clearing men who crouched there.
Starting ahead, The Shadow was prepared to settle the intervening gunners and stop the fleeing men
before they could yet outside. His gun's were trained right toward the top of the stairs, ready to drop the
reserves who poked in sight.

But they didn't comeinto sight at dl. There were scuffling soundswell down the stairsthat gave the
impression of an upward lunge suddenly halted. Then, over the stair top, came two missil€'s that looked
like pineapples. Instead of bullets, the crooks were using grenades.

The Shadow didn't see the roundish objects until they werein mid-flight, for the only light came from the
study and the stair top was quite dim. He might have blasted a single pinegpple with abullet; he had
performed such marksmanship in the past. But winging two, one high, the other low, was atask thet time
did not alow.

Instead of shooting, The Shadow whirled. Escaping amissile that dmost grazed his shoulder, he dived
acrossthe hall into Gale's room, kicking the door shut as he finished histrip flat on thefloor.



There was no explosion from the hdl. Instead, the missiles gave a puffy sigh when they struck. The
Shadow could hear aspatter againgt the door; it was changing to a crackle when he reached hisfeet.
Y anking the door open, The Shadow was met by aroar of rising flame.

Thethings hadn't been grenades; they were incendiary bombs, loaded with compressed chemicals that
had sprayed in al directions. One bomb had landed in the middle of the hallway, spreading fire that
instantly gobbled the carpet and ate into the walls. The other had landed at itsintended mark, the
doorway to the study.

Spattering throughout that room, the flaming chemicals had found immediate fuel. Desk, furnishings,
books, and scattered papers were going up in fire that threatened to consume the entire room
immediately. A holocaust wasin the making, and it wastoo late for The Shadow to prevent it.

Mokannas design, a conflagration that would destroy the old house and thus dispose of the evidence - in
the form of the revolving doorway - that would clear the blemished name of James Marden!

THE SHADOW made no effort to block M okannas scheme. The thing had gone too far; there would
be other waysto clear Marden's reputation. Better ways, particularly since Mokannawould think that his
scheme had succeeded. Nor was The Shadow anxious to be trapped in a house of flames while he might
be needed elsewhere.

Avoiding the mass of firethat cut off his path through the halway, The Shadow reached the window of
Gale'sroom and opened it and dropped to the courtyard below. He was rounding the back of the souse
when he heard agirl's shriek.

Gde had started for the rear street; she was safely on her way, when lurid light from the old house
showed her position. Guided by the flickering flames, a man had legped in to block her.

Gd e was struggling with her antagonist when The Shadow saw them. The girl's face was turned away,
but he spied the features of her foe.

A drab face, rendered livid partly by the man's own forceful effort, partly by the ruddy flare that dyed his
features. The Shadow had never seen that face before, but it was one that he would not forget.

The fighter happened to be Clarry, the fellow who took instructions direct from Jabez Densholm.

The Shadow's laugh, rising above the roar of flames, gave Gale encouragement. It drove Clarry to
desperation, particularly when he saw the being who had laughed.

Dropping Gale, Clarry made arapid divefor shelter, while the girl, seeing a gesture from The Shadow's
gun, promptly dashed along her route to the rear street.

Clarry had boxed himsdf badly. He would have been easy prey for The Shadow if others had not
intervened. Halfway to Clarry's shdlter, The Shadow heard shouts from the back door of the burning
house.

Men were coming out through the kitchen, four of them. Two were the fugitives who had come from the
study; the others were the bomb-throwers who had been on the stairs.

One of the latter pair had picked up abomb that he had previoudy stowed in the kitchen. Hearing his
companionsydl, heturned to hurl it a The Shadow, instead of chucking it back into the house.

The Shadow fired, the fellow sagged. Instead of shooting, the others scattered. The fire bomb landed just
ingde the kitchen door and went off with aflame-producing puff.



Wheding to avoid the spray of fire, The Shadow lost his opportunity to dedl further with the crooks.
They had scattered to holes like rats, where they would soon be routed out. For The Shadow could hear
the whine of police Srens mingling with the clangor of gpproaching fire engines.

Clarry was gone when The Shadow |ooked for him. The drab man had found a chance for escape.
Thinking in terms of Gale, The Shadow headed for the rear street, knowing that the hoodlums would not
try to follow, for they would expect him to be lurking aong the route.

At that moment, Gale had spotted the cab that The Shadow mentioned. She was starting toward it, from
ashdtered doorway, when aman sprang forward savagery. Gale didn't yell; she clawed at afaceinthe
darkness, tried to dodge a gun that was dugging at her head.

The cabby saw the struggle and sprang to render aid, giving ashrill whistle as he came. The man with the
gun gave asudden grunt as they whedled out into the light. Pocketing his wegpon as the cabby tried to
grab it, he muttered:

"Say - | didn't know it wasagirl."
"Yeah?' began the cabby. "Wdll, if -"

Gdeinterrupted with acry of recognition. She had seen the man's face, recognized the handsome
features of Fred Kelick. Half through fright, shelet herself snuggle into the protection of hisarm.

"It'sdl right,” Fred told the cabby, with agrin. "I happen to know thelady. It was just a mistake. Isyour
cab available?’

The cabby looked past Fred, toward afigure that had just emerged from darkness, but was lurking very
closetoit. He caught asigna - agreen flash fromatiny light.

"Yeah," said the cabby. "Only, | don't take fares that lug gats. Chuck that heater in the front, and I'll let
you come aong with the lady."

Obligingly, Fred tossed the gun dongside the driver's seat. The cab, with its passengers, started away. At
the whedl, Moe Shrevnitz was speedy enough to avoid the arriving police cars.

A grange laugh whispered from the gloom, as The Shadow took his own path off into the darkness.
CHAPTER XV. THE KEY FROM THE PAST

CRIME at the old house was easily explained by the law. The police had anamefor it: robbery. It was
smple enough, the way that Inspector Joe Cardonaanayzed it.

It al hinged on Marden's ten thousand dollars. The missing money had been mentioned in the
newspapers. Marden had probably hidden it in some spot that Cardona hadn't uncovered; or, for that
matter, he might have destroyed it.

Cardona had made a good search, but had been hampered by the assumption that Marden, otherwise
Mokanna, might have used the money to pay off hel pers before committing suicide. Apparently, that
hadn't happened. M okanna's mobbies had come to the old house last night in search for the cash.

Maybe they'd found it, maybe they hadn't. They could have quarreled after they found it, or they might
have fought because some thought that others had picked it up while they weren't looking. Their
particular breed of mobbies had a habit of acting that way. They liked to set fire to houses, too, to cover
up their tracks.



So Cardona called the whol e thing a battle among ghouls who had come to rob the dead. It closed the
Mokanna case. In fact, the crimes of the Veiled Prophet had been written off before.

Cardona’s opinions were the only ones the newspapers printed, because there were no objectors. The
police had done agood job, ridding New Y ork of the Veiled Prophet, and last night'slittle ripple was
merely aproof that the crime wave had really ended.

But Gale Marden was angered when she read the newspapers, late in the afternoon. She knew that she
could dispute Cardonas theories.

However, The Shadow had advised againgt it. Gale had received atelephone call from her rescuer,
rather amysterious one, that had been relayed through to her. From hiswhispered tone, and his mention
of certain incidents that he aone could have described, she knew it was The Shadow.

The Shadow madeit plain that silence wasthe only policy. Mokannawould be made to show his hand;
The Shadow guaranteed it. He suggested, however, that Gale learn what she could about the old house;
how her uncle had happened to take it. That meant avisit ether to Densholm's office or Garnstead's

gpartment.

Of thetwo, Gale preferred to see Garnstead. She waited until dusk; then, when Fred Kellick caled at
her apartment, she suggested the trip to Garnstead's, on the pretext that the financier wanted to ask her
about some transactions that he had held with Marden.

Fred had his car; they started out. Soon, ataxicab took up thetrail.

During theride, Fred repeated the apol ogies that he had made the night before and made them more
emphatic.

"Honedtly, Gale," hesad, "I wasn't trying to mix in your business. | was afraid that something would
happen to you, likeit amost did.”

"Inthat case," returned Gale, tiffly, "you might tell me just how you happened to know where | had
gone.”

"I saw you ride by inacab," explained Fred, "while | was buying cigarettesin acigar sore. So | went
back to your apartment house and asked the doorman if he knew where you'd gone. The addresshe
gave mewas pretty closeto the house."

Gd e remembered that there had been a doorman on hand when she drove away. In her excitement, she
might have shouted at the cabby with the peaked face, whose name she did not remember. Gale hadn't
even noticed Moe on the return trip.

She had another question for Fred.

"Since you have akey to the front door of the old house," she said, "what were you doing in the back
Stregt?'

"Haven't you read the newspapers?' parried Fred. "Crooks were around, weren't they? Wouldn't | be
smart enough to figure they might show up, if adumb police ingpector thought the same?Y ou didn't go
right to the house; so neither did I. It was best to look around abit first.”

Gale could have said more. She might have remarked that Fred had nearly completed the redl job that
the crooks set out to do; namely, that of murdering her. But she didn't want to chide him too much for
mistaking her identity in the dark.



It was natura for him to think that any prowler would be athug. Besides, Gale remembered The
Shadow's injunction to say nothing about crimesrea purpose.

THEY reached Garngtead's. Gae left Fred waiting in the car, and went up to seethefinancier. There
was anxiety in Garnstead's kindly eyes as he clasped the girl's hand warmly.

"l was going to cal you, Gae," he declared. "I'd begun to worry about you, since reading the
newspapers. Y ou had said that you might go to the old house -"

"And | did," interjected Gale, abruptly. "l wasjust lucky enough to get out before the crooks arrived
there”

Garngtead's face registered astonishment. Gale felt that she had taken an excellent step. She could tell
Garngtead just enough to obtain hisaid in the coming campaign, without disclosing theredly vitd details.

"It was just another coincidence,”" declared the girl, "'but there have been too many coincidences, Mr.
Garngtead. I'd like to know, for instance, why my uncle took that housein thefirst place.”

"What bearing could that have on the case?"

"It might be important,” ingsted Gale. "Why, crooks have waked in and out of that house asif it
bel onged to them!™

"Which it might have," returned Garngtead, "if your uncle happened to be Mokanna."
"But we agreed that he might not be."

"I know." Garnstead's chin dipped to hisrising hand. "In that case, Gale, it would be peculiar, your uncle
taking a house in such a decadent neighborhood. Perhaps Mokanna arranged it.”

"That'swhet | think," inasted Gae. "But how - and through whom?"

Garngtead answered by caling an efficient-looking secretary. Hetold the man to bring thefile that
contained Marden's letters. When it arrived, Garnstead thumbed through the correspondence, shaking his
head.

"I heard very little from your uncle," hetold Gale, "until after he arrived in town. Theseletters mention
nothing about the house. Wait, though! Here's something!”

He plucked amemo from thefile. It was one that the secretary had made after receiving a phone call
from Marden. Gale's uncle had caled certain friends, to tell them that he wanted to sublet the house when
he left for South America. He wanted them to know, in case they he'd friends who were interested.

"Here's the name of the real-estate agent,” declared Garnstead. He pressed a button for the secretary.
"Hugh Van Loden, Taleyrand Building. I'll ask Fred and what he knows about him."

Freeland was the secretary. When he arrived, Garnstead showed him the memo. Freeland remembered
it, and aso supplied facts regarding Van Loden.

"Van Loden runs arather shady business, sir," the secretary declared. "He's the man who tried to sell
edtatesin FHoridawith haf the acreage under water.”

"I remember," nodded Garngtead. "But | ill don't recdl the name of VVan Loden.”

"He was operating under the name of acompany, sir, but he was listed on the circular as New Y ork



representative.”
"Wereceived alot of those circulars, didn't we?"
"Were dill getting them,” acknowledged Fredand, "but | dont file them, sir.”

Garngtead dismissed the secretary. Lips pursed, the financier considered matters ashort while, then
amiled.

"I'll have Fredland cal Van Loden tomorrow,” hetold Gale. "I'll bring therasca here, on the pretext that
I'minterested in Floridared estate. If you want to meet him -"

"I'dliketo," put in Gale, eagerly.

"Then come here" said Garngtead. "'l shdl let you know the time of the gppointment. But he may prove
difficult, unlessyou can confront him with some facts"

"I think | can produce some questions,” returned Gale, wisdly. "Some very definite ones, that may jar Mr.
Van Loden."

Garnstead did not ask what the questions were. Gal€'s confidence impressed him on its own merits.
THE girl departed and rejoined Fred in the car. They drove off, to dine at their usua restaurant.

The Shadow's taxicab followed, but without its cloaked passenger. One of The Shadow's secret agents,
Harry Vincent, took up thetrail instead.

Coming from the shelter of the big gpartment house, The Shadow had spied something that caused him to
flash a departure sgna to Moe. The something was a man across the way, whose face showed plainly as
he stepped out from cover after Gale had gone. The Shadow recognized the drab visage of Clarry.

Trailing the fellow, The Shadow gained prompt results. Thetrail led directly to Densholm's office, where
Clarry found the crab-faced lawyer il at his desk.

Densholm was too busy to pay attention to Clarry at once; hence The Shadow had timeto enter alittle
anteroom and cross to the door of the private office before their conversation began.

The Shadow was peering through a crack of the inner door when Densholm popped his head up and
demanded:

"wdl?'

"The girl went to see Garnstead,” reported Clarry. " She was there about twenty minutes.”
Densholm's eyeswent half shut.

"She went to find out about Van Loden," he said. "'l was afraid of thet, Clarry.”

"But why didn't she cometo seeyou, Mr. Densholm?”

"Because she mistrusts me," returned Densholm, with acrisp laugh. "'l suspected that much, yesterday. If
you'd only handled her last night, Clarry, when you had the chance, instead of letting that pup Kellick
rescue her.”

Clarry began to mouth excuses. Densholm silenced him. Up from his desk, the atorney paced the office.



"She should have come here," he sneered, "if she wanted to learn about Van Loden. But she wouldn't
have found out dl that | could tell her. But don't worry, Clarry™ - Densholm'stone told that he wasn't
worrying, on hisown part - "well handle this our own way."

The Shadow was gone when Densholm and Clarry |eft the office. He became Cranston, and went to the
Cobalt Club to have dinner with Commissioner Weston and listen to boasts about the law's competent
handling of the M okanna menace.

Having finished along dinner with Fred, Gale had him drive her back to the gpartment, on the usud
excuse that she wastired; atrue one, considering the excitement that she had undergone the night before.
When Fred left, Gae wanted to call The Shadow immediately, through the number that she knew would
resch him.

She decided it would be better to wait a short while; so, to kill time, she went into her bedroom and
undressed. Attired in akimono, Gae came back to the living room and picked up the telephone, without
bothering to look from the front window to seeif Fred's roadster was gone.

Shedided anumber. A methodical voice came acrossthewire:

"Burbank speaking.”

Gale had been told that Burbank was the contact man. She asked for The Shadow. After ashort while,
the call was relayed through. Gale gave The Shadow full details of her chat with Garnstead, and told him
about Van Loden, the man whose name The Shadow had learned areedy.

Garnstead's offer to co-operate, by making an appointment with Van Loden, was news that The Shadow
appreciated, particularly asit was something that Densholm did not know about.

Fred Kdllick heard portions of Gale's call. Fred'sinterest in this case went deeper than Gale supposed.
He had played a hunch that she was going to call someone. That waswhy he waswaiting in the outside
hall, catching words that came through the partly opened transom above the door of Gal€'s apartment.

But Fred Kdlick wasn't quite as smart as he supposed. He kept watching Gale's door, when he sneaked
toward the stairs after the call was ended. He didn't notice the door acrossthe way. It opened atrifle; a
watching eye saw Fred's departure.

Even Gale would have been surprised had she known who occupied the apartment opposite. In caling
The Shadow, Gae imagined that Burbank, the contact man, had his headquarters along way off.
Instead, he was right acrossthe hall.

Burbank was doing double duty. Not only was he The Shadow's contact, he wasin charge of the specia
post that The Shadow had arranged as a specid vantage point, from which he and hisaids could strike at
any new enemieswho threastened Gale Marden!

CHAPTER XVI. THE MAN WHO RETURNED

IT was morning and the FloridaY ork Expresswas leaving Trenton for its speedy trip across New
Jersey, into Manhattan.

A sdlow, sharp nosed man with an inverted smile was seated in the luxurious lounge car. He had finished
breakfast, and expected nothing unusua to happen during the last stage of the run.

The attendant approached him with atelegram, asked if hewas Mr. Van Loden. The sdlow man
nodded, tipped the attendant, and opened the yellow envel ope.



It wasn't atelegram that he found inside. It was afolded sheet of white paper, that Startled him even
before he opened it. When he spread the paper, his eyes were riveted, not by the message but by the
double crescent Sgnature.

Hugh Van Loden read the message. He tore the paper into tiny shreds, stepped to the observation
platform and scattered the fragments to the wind. Returning to the lounge, he thought things over.

Van Loden had believed that M okanna was dead. But this | etter proved otherwise, by its contents as
well asitssgnature. Van Loden wasn't particularly surprised. He was one man who could understand
why someone other than Marden might have been M okanna.

The more he thought it over, the more ridiculous hisformer belief seemed. He should have known, all
aong, the scheme that the Veiled Prophet had in mind.

Like other dupes of Mokanna, Van Loden had abad past. His questionable transactionsin red estate
happened to be just within the law, but some of hisformer enterprises were not. Who Mokannawas,
Van Loden did not know; but Mokannaknew al about VVan Loden.

Asaresult, Van Loden had worked to save his own hide, without anticipating areward. There would be
others who would do the same when they knew that Mokannawas aive again. Only one man had failed
to heed the threats that the V eiled Prophet made to those supposed to serve him. That one man, asVan
Loden could guess, had called himself James Marden.

With Marden's death as an example, the power of Mokanna was stronger than ever before, but in Van
Loden's case it had become sugar-coated. The Veiled Prophet was giving him more than a chance to
hide his past; he was offering him a cash reward if he went through with certain ingtructions.

When the train reached the Pennsylvania Station, VVan Loden went into a phone booth and made some
cals. He picked up aparce check that was stuck underneath the shelf of the phone booth, and used it to
get a package from the baggage room. After that, Van Loden did somerriding in ataxicab.

All the while, his Situation was perfect. He had been in Floridawhen the M okanna business blew up - or
seemed to do so - and only the Velled Prophet had known when the redl-estate man intend to return to
New York. Van Loden had ahabit of making histrips at timesthat suited himsdlf, without ever telling
anyone else, except Mokanna.

It was close to noon when Van Loden reached his office, without the package. It was atiny office, used
for mail more than anything ese, but very few letters awaited VVan Loden and none of them were
important. Fearing investigation by post office authorities, Van Loden had quit using the place asaregular
mailing office

Ten minutes after Van Loden arrived, the telephone bell rang. Van Loden's odd smile was quite
pronounced as he answered the call. He had agood ideawho it would be: Howard Garnstead. The

M okanna message had warned him that he might receive such acall, and had told him what to do about
it.

The call was from Garngtead, and Van Loden talked very politely to the financier; but, dl the while, he
daled. He sneered in pleased fashion when he learned that Garnstead had been trying to reach him all
morning, and he made it evident that he wasn't particularly interested in selling any redl estate.

But Garnstead was persistent, as Van Loden had been told he would be, and finally the redl-estate man
begrudgingly remembered some FHorida property that might suit the financier. He agreed to cdll at
Garnstead's apartment that evening.



Dipping in hisdesk, Van Loden brought out alot of blanks and advertising folders. Hefound some large
maps and began to figure out a nice purchase for aman of Garnstead's wealth, one that was partly land,
but mosily lake.

UP until the time when Van Loden reached his office, The Shadow had been unable to gain atrace of the
felow, but from the moment of arriva, everything that VVan Loden said was overheard by Burbank.

The contact man had changed locations; turning his apartment over to Harry Vincent, Burbank had
ingaled himsdif in an office near Van Loden's.

With amike planted in Van Loden's office and areceiver a Burbank's end, the Situation was very pretty.
What made it even better was atapped telephone wire, that enabled Burbank to hear both ends of the
cal from Garnstead and report it to The Shadow.

Clarry heard only haf of it. The drabb man had been hanging around the building &l morning. Hewas
outside the office door when Van Loden talked to Garnstead. Clarry wasn't disappointed, however, at
hearing only Van Loden's end of the chat. He had learned al he needed to report to Densholm.

Coming back to her gpartment after lunch, Gale decided to call Garnstead. She found out that he had
been trying to reach her with good news. He had talked to Van Loden, and had arranged the
gppointment. He repeated the entire discussion, from notes that Fredland had taken while listening on an
extenson.

To adegree, Gae wasworried. She didn't like the dow way in which Van Loden had taken the bait. She
mentioned it to Garnstead, but he said it didn't bother him. Tricky land agents like Van Loden were gpt
to gtdll; they liked to fedl out customers.

"I handled the rasca the best way," assured Garnsteed, "though | must admit it went against my grainto
take his chatter. Histalk nearly amounted to aninsult.”

"What about thisevening?' inquired Gae.

"I can keep him occupied,” Garnstead chuckled. "I shall rather relish listening to hissdlestak. But it
would be better to come early. When can | expect you?'

"I'm having dinner with Fred, asusua. But | might be able to get to your apartment by haf past eight.”
"That will be soon enough.”

The cal ended, Gale repeated the detail s to herself, so that she could repeat them exactly to The
Shadow. Shewas reaching for the telephone, when its bell began to ring. 1t was Garnstead, caling back.

"l just heard from Densholm," he informed. ""He wantsto come here thisevening.”
"Densholm?"’ queried Gale. "Does he know about Van Loden?'

"He probably knows that the fellow rented the house to your uncle, but | don't think he knows about my
gopointment.”

"Thenwhy ishe coming?'

"He clamsthat it concerns my unfinished transactions with your uncle," explained Garngtead. "Suchis
probably the case, since Densholm was your uncle's attorney. | thought it best to say that he could come,
on your account.”



"On my account?"

"Exactly,” replied Garnstead. "If we can force Van Loden to yield any clue to your uncle'sinnocence, it
would be good to have Densholm on hand. Heis one man who should certainly be willing to help us clear
Marden's name, once heisno longer skeptica."

Thelogic impressed Gale. She thanked Garnstead, and commended his foresight. Soon afterward she
caled Burbank, a anew number that he had given her, and stated all the details. Burbank related the
data to The Shadow.

IN ablack-walled room, where the only light came from abluish bulb that shone on apolished table, The
Shadow was going over stacks of records and newspaper clippings.

Hewas looking into the past of Hugh Van Loden, as he had done with others who served Mokanna, the
Veiled Prophet.

The room was The Shadow's sanctum, his secret headquarters somewhere in Manhattan. 1t was from
here that he had begun his campaign against Mokanna, by checking on the activities of personswho
seemed digible for the schemes that the Velled Prophet ingtigated.

From datain his own files, The Shadow had traced Ralph Jorcott on the night the polished crook had
tried to rob the home of Handley Farnum.

There were details, too, concerning Roy Ablam, another of Mokannas toolswho had died in harness.
But Hugh Van Loden was adifficult man to trace. He had evidently managed to hide his earlier misdeeds
very neatly. Mokanna must have relied on guesswork to begin with, in bringing the real-estate operator
into thefold.

It was so with most of Mokanna's dupes. Hard men to pin down, except by dint of painstaking
investigation, which the Velled Prophet had made a speciaty over along period. Having alead to Van
L oden, The Shadow was getting some results, but not the ones he most wanted.

Hewastrying to find some lead to other dupes, through Van Loden, and there were no such leads. What
Van Loden could tell, no one el se could except Mokanna himsdlf. Therefore, much depended upon the
showdown that was to take place at Garnstead's this evening.

A tiny light flickered from the wall. In response to the gleaming bulb, The Shadow picked up earphones.
It was Burbank's signdl; the contact man reported what he had heard from Gale. The Shadow checked it
with Burbank's own report of the tapped conversation between Garnstead and VVan Loden.

There was one new point - the fact that Densholm had pushed into the Situation; that the lawyer would
aso bein on the evening's conference. That fact brought awhispered laugh from The Shadow, atone
that stirred strange echoes from the black walls.

The Shadow had foreseen amove from Jabez Densholm. Through histool, Clarry, the crabby attorney
had delved into various matters more deeply than Howard Garnstead or Gale Marden supposed.

By arranging to call on Garnstead this evening, Densholm had shown craft. But behind Densholm's
excuse for the visit, The Shadow saw the redl purpose.

Densholm wasthinking in terms of Van Loden. He knew alot about VVan Loden, though the latter knew
little about Densholm. It wouldn't be difficult for Gale to convince Densholm that her uncle was not
Mokanna The question was whether or not Densholm would let witnesses know that he was so
convinced.



Thebluish light clicked off. A shilant laugh quivered through the solid darkness; itstone had agrim touch.
The set-up seemed too perfect to The Shadow. It was the sort of situation that could produce an
unknown factor.

In the hours to come, it would be The Shadow's task to trace the loose link in the chain; to counteract the
stroke whereby Mokanna, the Veiled Prophet, intended to insure his past misdeeds against discovery by
thelaw.

CHAPTER XVII. THE VEIL LIFTS

THOUGH The Shadow's degp-hidden sanctum was aspot of total darkness, daylight still persisted
through Manhattan at the time the cloaked investigator |eft his abode. It was midafternoon and Fred
Kelick was coming back from lunch, which awaystook him from twelve until three.

Despite his playboy attributes, Fred ran abusiness and a profitable one, though it could amost be called
ahobby. Fred wasadedler in rare prints, chiefly of the early American period, and he handled many
worthwhile transactionsin hislittle office near Wall Street.

Most of Fred's customers were brokers, or others who worked in the financia district, and they usualy
dropped in after the stock exchange closed. Asaresult, Fred wasn't in the office agreat dedl until three
o'clock.

He smply left the place in charge of Miss Blaney, a gum-chewing stenographer who took advantage of
Fred's absenceto cal on friendsin neighboring offices.

Miss Blaney happened to be in when Fred arrived. She had been across the hall and had heard the
elevator stop at Fred's floor. As soon as Fred entered, the stenographer waved toward a stack of
packagesthat lay on the table and informed him, without missing achew:

"Those came.

Fred nodded. He had a couple of packages under hisarm, including one that looked like awrapped
shoe box. He added his bundlesto the ret, told Miss Blaney to call amessenger and send them dl to his
hotel.

Miss Blaney nodded. Fred aways sent bundles home by messenger, but she dwayswaited in case he
cameinwith more.

Sitting down at atypewriter, Fred wrote afew brief notes, and signed them while Miss Blaney was
caling the messenger. Fred usudly typed his own letters, if they were short ones. He had just sealed the
envelopes, when Miss Blaney remarked:

"Dontlikeit."
Fred was puzzled for amoment; then, noting that the girl waslooking &t the typewriter, he laughed.

"| think it'sabum machine, too," he said. "But when they called up and ingsted upon ddlivering one on
tria, | couldn't see any objection. Y ou've been using it?"

"All morning. Terriblel™
"When the sdlesman shows up, tell him to take it away. Hell probably be here before five."

From Fred's statement, it seemed that he did not intend to stay. Miss Blaney |ooked surprised, because



this was the period when he usually stayed in the office. Then she remembered something quite
important.

"Been to the bank?"

"A finetimeto ask me," Fred growled, "after the bank is closed. Y ou should have reminded me at noon.
No, | forgot to go to the bank, so | didn't get those specia prints from the safe-deposit vault.” Ashe
spoke, Fred eyed akey that he brought from his pocket. "So if Harrison dropsin, tell him I'll have them
tomorrow."

Fred stalked out, just asthe messenger arrived. The messenger stared after him, wondering why he
hadn't spoken, as he usualy did. Miss Blaney explained it tersdly:

"Inlove"

APPARENTLY, the guesswasright. After leaving the office, Fred made atrip Sraight to aflorist's shop.
He aways sent flowersto Gale. He had started with violets and had graduated to lilies of the valley.
Today, hefdt that the timewasright for a perfect red rose.

Maybe Gaewould dine alittle longer after receiving such aflower; perhaps she would even go
somewhere this evening, with ared rose to encourage her. Fred found the rose that he wanted. The
florist drew it from avase, and inquired:

"The card, Mr. Kdlick?'

"Hereitis," Fred replied. He selected a seded envel ope from the bunch he carried, and handed it to the
florigt. "Mind if | usethewriting desk afew minutes?'

"Y ou're quite welcome, Mr. Kdllick."

Fred addressed afew envelopes that he had forgotten to type. Affixing ssampsto them, heleft theflorist's
shop, while the clerk was busy at the telephone discussing the merits of orchids with some persistent
customer.

Fred was looking back at the table where the rose lay with the envel ope, when he bumped into a stout
man who was coming into the shop. A few gpologies, and Fred was on hisway.

He went directly to the building where Van Loden's office was located. There, Fred indulged in tactics
that Clarry had used earlier. He strolled past Van Loden's door, listening for any sounds. When he heard
footsteps coming from beyond the door, Fred moved out of sight around a corner.

Van Loden came out and locked the door behind him. Fred sneaked up a stairway to the next floor and
flagged a descending eevator. Van Loden stepped into the same car when it stopped at the fourth floor.
Reaching the street, Fred followed him on foot, awise distance behind. Van Loden walked about three
blocks, stopped in front of a motion-picture theater, and finally decided to go in and see the show. Fred
gave asmile, and started away. A cab pulled up beside the curb, and Fred decided to take it.

Glancing at hiswatch, he noted that it wasn't yet four o'clock. Having checked on Van Loden, asfar as
present circumstances warranted, Fred resolved to go back to the office and spend afew hours. Ashe
rode, he noted the cabby's license card, with the man's name and picture on it.

Neither belonged to Moe Shrevnitz. But it happened that M oe was driving the cab. He had been posted
to watch Van Loden, and had trailed him to the theater by following in the cab. Seeing Fred asa
potential passenger, Moe had switched cards from the front seat. Dropping onetrail, he had thus taken



up another.

WITH dusk, ashrouded figure entered the office where Burbank had his present headquarters. The
contact man was seated facing a switchboard, his features turned away from the light. He heard a
whispered tone behind him:

"Report!"

Burbank reported. The only news came from Moe. Earlier, the cabby had taken Clarry to Densholm's
office. His present report smply stated that VVan Loden had gone to amovie, and that Fred, who he'd
been on hand to trail him, had gone back to his own office. At present, Moe was stationed at a hack
stand outside the thegter.

The Shadow considered the report. 1t meant the entry of aperson that he had not expected: Fred
Kdlick. Not that The Shadow had eliminated Fred from the Situation; far fromiit.

He had kept Fred very definitely in mind, from the time of his chance absence during the fray at the Club
Zodiac, through his agppearance the night when Gale visited the old house, and up to the time when Fred
had listened in on the girl's telephone call.

However, The Shadow had not expected Fred to push himself into the picture. It was plausible, of
course, considering Fred's expressions of concern for Gale. Fred might, very naturally, have decided to
check on VVan Loden. At the same time, the act might mean that Fred had checked on certain other
persons, too.

From Burbank's window, The Shadow scaled to Van Loden's office - asmple process, considering that
the side wall of the building had cornices and ornamental decorations. The wall wastoo dark for outside
observersto detect the black blot that crawled upward in the fashion of an immense beetle.

Van Loden'swindow proved easy. Inside the office The Shadow began an intensive search, on the
chancethat Van Loden had unwisdly left some clueto certain activities. A long chance, but one worthy of
investigation.

However, it proved barren. The Shadow'stiny flashlight blinked on many papers, but none of them
revealed facts that he did not aready know.

As The Shadow was turning toward the window, he heard heavy paces halt outside Van Loden's door.
Something dithered in through the mail chute, but The Shadow gaveit no immediate attention. He was
watching the bulky figure that he could see outlined dimly, through the frosted panedl.

The figure moved away; it spread with an accordion effect. The Shadow recognized that the bulk was
produced by a postman's bag. Thiswasthetimefor the last mail delivery; the thing that had come
through was a letter for Van Loden.

Reaching the door, The Shadow crouched in darkness and used histiny flashlight. The envelopewasa
long one, not too well seded. The Shadow opened it deftly but dowly, without destroying the flap. He
gpread the letter that he found inside.

It was from Mokanna. It read:

Y ou will hear from methis evening, after you have finished with Garnsteed. If you bluff things through,
you will receive the full ten thousand dollars. Cash that you can pass anywhere, the money that belonged
to Marden, intact as| took it.



The signature was the genuine M okanna mark; the typing checked well with the former notes. The
Shadow had a photo static copy with him, and was thus equipped to compare the two.

He replaced the letter in the envelope, and sedled it. Flashlight extinguished, he returned to the window
and descended to Burbank's office.

Ready to leave, The Shadow informed Burbank of his destination, with asingle word:
"Densholm's”

THE same mail that had brought aletter to Van Loden, aso produced a piece of mail for Inspector Joe
Cardona.

At his desk in headquarters, Cardona opened a smal, square envelope that bore atwo-cent stamp. It
wasalocd |etter, sent by someone who was careful when it came to spending pennies.

Cardonadid not find anote. Instead, he picked a caling card from the envelope. The card bore the
name of Frederick J. Kellick. Cardona scarcely noted the name at first. The writing on the card made
him boil. It said:

SWEETHEART: Will cal you from the hotel by six thirty. Hope you like red roses.

Taking agrip that could have choked abull, Cardona prepared to tear the card in haf. He stopped,
glared at the card again.

If thiswas ajoke, he wanted to talk to the joker. He began to mutter the thingsthat he would say. Then it
struck him that the thing might be amistake.

If amistake, why had the card been sent to Cardona? Only because the wrong envel ope had been
mailed to him. It occurred to him that he might have an even better reason for talking to Fred Kellick.

Joe recalled Fred's name. He was the fellow who had shown up at Marden's, the playboy who was
sweset on Gale. That brought Cardona's mind back to the Mokanna situation, and he remembered
something else. Those tricky messages that the Velled Prophet sent to the police had dways been posted
in New Y ork City, bearing two-cent stamps not three-cent ones.

An odd thing, thisflare-up of acase that Joe had considered closed. The inspector began to thumb
through old reports, to find the name of the hotel where Fred Kellick lived.

He preferred to do that, rather than telephone Gale Marden. Besides, Cardona did not know Gal€e's
present address; she had moved after the M okanna case was washed up.

Fred Kellick knew Gal€e's address, which was proven by the package ddlivered at her apartment soon
after Cardonareceived hisletter. Opening the florist's box, Gae smiled when she saw the red rose that
Fred had sent her.

She opened the square envel ope that came with it, knowing that Fred usualy wrote some brief message
on his card. But the card that Gale saw bore no handwriting. It was typed, and bore an ominous
sgnaure

My missionisnot ended. | belong to theliving not the dead. Why | have again revedled mysdlf, you will
learn.

The card that bore the symbol of Mokanna fluttered from Gale's fingers as her lips opened wide, to



remain asfrozen as her gaze!
CHAPTER XVIII. THE DOUBLE QUEST
MOKANNA!

The name echoed through Gale's thoughts like the twang of a discordant harp string. A thing of the
imagination, yet red.

Fear of the Veiled Prophet gripped the girl morefiercely than any emotion that she had ever known,
temporarily, it obliterated even her trust in The Shadow.

From fear camefury.

Gae hated Mokanna, and justly so. His crime against her uncle was threefold. He had revealed the past
that James Marden had tried vdiantly to live down; he had murdered Marden, and made the deed
gppear asuicide; findly, most heinous of dl, Mokanna had laid the blame for his own crimes upon the
dead man.

If ever aperson had motive for revenge, that person was Gale Marden. Her fright forgotten, Gale saw
red. Crimson blurred her vision everywhere she looked, until her eyes turned upon therose.

Itsrednesswasreal. The color of blood - her uncle's blood! The deep hue that Mokanna preferred for
hisvictims. Thorns scratched the girl's fingers as she sei zed the flower and flung it across the room.

Gaedid not fed the thorns, but she saw the blood-red of the scratches. Light trestment from Mokanna,
but the note from the Veiled Prophet threatened more - perhaps death.

Gdeliked theword: desth.

It would be degth for Mokanna not for her. She had counted upon revenge for her uncle's murder, and
shewould get it. Her very weakness was her strength.

Gdée's mind jumped to swift, well-formed conclusions. Fred Kdlick was Mokanna; she should have
known it from the sart. Sheld told Fred too much about her uncle's business, al dong. She had played
right into his hands the night of Marden's degth.

No wonder Fred had worn the masking veil when he sneaked into the house, using her key instead of the
smpler route through the poorly locked back door. He had sent his men to murder her the night she went
to the old house. That failing, he himsdlf had tried to kill her.

But he had worn the mask thefirst time, so that Gale would not recognize him. On the second occasion,
he had not found time to put it on before the cab driver had intervened. So Fred had pretended that it
wasdl amistake.

A mistake!

Plucking the card from the floor, Gale smiled grimly. Thiswasredly amistake. One thing that M okanna
would never do, voluntarily, wasto reved hisidentity. Fred must have intended this card for someone
else; hisown should have cometo Gale.

The girl reached for the telephone, then decided not to make acall. Thiswas her affair, not The
Shadow's. He might advise to wait until after the conference with Garnstead. But Gale would have none
of that palicy.



She was sure that The Shadow was checking on Jabez Densholm, the man who had known most about
Marden's affairs. But the chance that Densholm was the Velled Prophet was completely out, when
gauged by the factsthat Gale had just learned.

Gale could sttle the Mokanna question, while The Shadow persisted with hisblind trail. Settleit, and let
The Shadow see the reaults. Fred had made adip; therefore, Gale could handle him aone. She could get
to hishotd firgt, and find the gun that he unquestionably kept there.

Eyes ablaze, Gale snatched up hat and purse. She started from the gpartment; crumpling the Mokanna
card, sheflung it to acorner. Asit fell, Gaeredized its value as evidence. It was lying face up when she
reached it. Gale stooped near the door of the opposite apartment.

THE dam of Gaé's own door had brought Harry Vincent to hiswatching pogt, just intimeto see Gde
reach for the card. He couldn't read the typing, but he spied the vivid symbol of Mokanna. Then, with a
quick flaunt toward the stairs, Gale was gone.

Harry hesitated, just too long to follow her. Heredlized, suddenly, that Moe's cab wasn't outside, asit
should be ordinarily. But his decision to remain was best, for this Situation demanded a prompt report to
The Shadow.

Calling Burbank, Harry described Gaeswild departure and mentioned the Mokanna message. By that
time, Harry remembered a most important clue. He told Burbank that Gale had received aflorist's box,
ten minutes before. Such abox meant Fred Kellick.

Harry knew that Burbank's relay to The Shadow might be a smple matter. At present, it was more
complicated than Harry imagined.

The Shadow, it happened, wasin adarkened office, working on the combination of avery troublesome
safe. The office was Densholm's; the lawyer had gone out to dinner. The Shadow was taking histime,
because he till had afew minutesto spare.

The safe came open. The Shadow's flashlight showed avariety of interesting bundles, including some
stacks of currency. But he was after something else, a packet which he found. Inside were stocks that
The Shadow immediately recognized; they bore the name of the Amazonia Rubber Corp.

Fraudulent stocks, like those that Senor Baroba had uncovered through his honest secretary, Alvaro. The
same sort of 'goods that Mokanna had delivered to Alvaro, in arranging the frame-up againgt James
Marden.

The letters, too, were important. As he spread them out, The Shadow observed that every one was
sgned with the genuine double crescent that marked the evil hand of the Velled Prophet.

A low laugh whispered back to The Shadow's ears from the hollow walls of the safe. The mirth was his
own. The Shadow had learned Densholm's secret and was prepared to deal with the crafty lawyer as
soon as the proper occasion came.

With the fade of echoed whispers, there was a buzz from across the room. It was the telephone bell,
which The Shadow had muffled. Waiting, the cloaked invader heard the buzzing stop. Thirty seconds
ticked past; the buzz began again.

The cal wasfrom Burbank.

It wasasmple, but effective, system that The Shadow had devised; the trick of calling anumber, hanging
up, and diding again. The buzz, cut short, then repeeated, was amethod that no ordinary cdler would



use.

The Shadow waited long enough for Burbank to supply another hat. With the third buzz, the cloaked
figure closed the safe door, not quite shut, and moved across the office to answer the phone.

Methodically, Burbank delivered Harry's report. The details told The Shadow much more than Gale's
destination, and her purpose. Theingtructionsthat he gave were in atone as calm as Burbank's. They
provided for rapid measures, of the sort that only The Shadow could ingtigate.

L eaving the telephone, The Shadow turned back toward the safe. He was hadfway there, when a sound
reached him. It came from the little anteroom. Creeping on toward the safe, The Shadow analyzed the
chances.

Someone could have entered without The Shadow's hearing him, during the chat with Burbank. That
person, however, could have heard The Shadow's whisper, despite its guarded tone. It could hardly be
Densholm; The Shadow had timed the lawyer's dinner hour quite accurately.

Here was agamein the dark; one that would ordinarily be to The Shadow's liking, but which at present
could prove disastrous. The Shadow had come to Densholm's office on one quest, only to be informed
of another which was more vitd. Delay might prove costly to The Shadow, vauable to Mokanna.

THE SHADOW drew back the glove from hisleft hand. Ddliberately, he tapped his hand againgt the
safedid. Therewasasharp click, asthelarge gem of afinger ring contacted the metal. The exact spot
from which the sound came could be detected, even in the darkness.

Ingantly, aflashlight sparkled; with its glare came an aming gun muzzle, held by afigurelunging in from
the doorway of the anteroom. Crouched by the safe, The Shadow was athing of whedling blackness, a
living target that couldn't get away.

The attacker fired ashe drovein at an angle, right into the midst of the black thing that lunged to meet
him. He didn't notice The Shadow's sudden change of shape. Head on, the man from the other room met
the mass of black.

Thudding the floor without agroan, the attacker lost gun and flashlight. The clang of amisspent bullet
seemed to echo above his stunned form. A whispered laugh stirred the darkness, as The Shadow came
around past the wide-open door of the safe.

In whedling, The Shadow had swung the safe door open with apair of hard-gripping hands, his shoulders
full behind them. He had timed the action to the man's drive; the door wasin full swing when the shot was
fired.

Not only had the bullet flattened against a blocky square of heavy metd, but the attacker had done the
same. A head-on collison with asafe front was enough to fell the stoutest attacker.

The man on the floor was Clarry. There wasn't time to truss him up and hide him. The Shadow had to be
on hisway; it was easier to take Clarry along.

Shutting the safe door, The Shadow twirled the combination. Hoisting Clarry'slight frame, he pushed the
stunned man out through awindow to alow roof that adjoined.

Following, The Shadow handled Clarry in featherweight fashion. He reached the roof edge, spoketo
Moe Shrevnitz, who had his cab parked in an dleyway below. The cab had adiding sky-view top; Moe
shoved it open.



Swinging Clarry over the edge, The Shadow let him dangle by both hands, then dropped him accurately
into the cab's rear seat, where Moe broke the fellow's short fall.

Moe was regaining the whed when The Shadow dropped into the cab beside Clarry. The swift driver
was away at The Shadow's order.

The cloaked fighter was off on the second half of a double quest which concerned the future of
Mokanna, the double-crossing master mind whose symbol was the double crescent.

The speeding cab passed Jabez Densholm two blocks from the building. The lawyer didn't even notice it
go by. Hereturned to his office, found the door latched, as Clarry had closed it, and went directly to his
sofe.

Densholm didn't notice the dent near the top edge of the door. He was busy turning the combination. He
found the packet that The Shadow had examined, gave a croaky laugh as he tucked it into hisinsde
pocket.

It waswell that Densholm did not know that line Shadow had paid avisit to his office. Otherwise, the
crafty attorney might have made different plansfor the evening.

Confident that the identity of the Velled Prophet could still be attributed to an innocent man, Densholm
was prepared to move with care. He was not the man to be tricked, not Jabez Densholm.

In fact, Densholm's plans were so well set that he feared no one - not even The Shadow!
CHAPTER XI1X. DOOM POSTPONED

WHEN Gale Marden reached Fred's hotel, she had regained adefinite calm. A very strange calm, that
would have puzzled persons who knew her well. But it did not disturb the clerk on duty at the desk. He
knew Gale by sight, but was no one to judge her moods.

Gae'stone was very sweet when she asked if Mr. Kellick had arrived. When the clerk said no, Gale
inquired if he had received any messages.

The clerk found one, from Mr. Van Loden. A phone cdll, that had come earlier in the day. Hearing the
name, Gale gtiffened. She watched the clerk put the memo back in the box. Gae wanted to ask for it, as
further evidence, but decided that the clerk would remember Van Loden's name.

She seemed rather rueful when the clerk turned toward her. Mr. Kellick had caled her, she said, stating
that he was sending some flowers. They hadn't come, so she kind cdled theflorist, who said that they
had gone to Fred's hotel.

The clerk accepted the story, because he remembered that quite afew packages had arrived and gone
up to Fred'sroom. Whereupon, Gale put avery guileless request.

"I'd rather that Fred" - she caught herself - "rather that Mr. Kdlick did not know about the mistake. He
might blameit on the florist, who was redlly very concerned about the matter.”

The clerk understood. He didn't like to be blamed for mistakes, himsdalf.

"So, if you'l let me havethe key,” suggested Gale, "1 can get the flowers and be wearing them when Mr.
Kdlick arrives”

Armed with the key, Gale reached Fred's room. She ignored the packages, to look for the gun. She



found it, unloaded, in atable drawer. Another search produced cartridges. Very camly, Galeloaded dl
six chambers of therevolver.

Shedidn't fed that she was making a mistake. The card with the flowers, the fact that Van Loden had
phoned, were two important items proving Fred to be Mokanna Still, the more proof the better, and the
packages might yield some. Laying the gun aside, Gae began to open them.

One package, about the size of a shoe box, did not rattle when Gale unwrapped it. She found abrown
bundle inside, tore through the inner wrapping. Her eyes didn't see red, they saw green. The green of
currency.

With a sharp gasp, Gale examined the paper bands that encircled the cash. They bore theimprint of the
Tribune Trugt. Thiswasthe money stolen from her uncle!

It checked to exactly ten thousand dollars, and the bills, as Gale remembered them, were of the same
denominations as the ones that she had counted on the fateful night of her uncle's degth.

Turning over the brown paper that formed the inner wrapping, Gale found atypewritten label attached. It
was addressed to Hugh Van Loden.

Thewholething fitted perfectly. Van Loden was the man who had arranged the revolving doorway in the
old house while it was being remodeled, before her uncle took it. Van Loden, therefore, was the one man
who could produce actua evidence that Mokanna had prepared the snare long in advance.

If Van Loden taked, the law would accept the theory that Marden had been murdered. Again, the hunt
would be on for Mokanna, the Veiled Prophet.

Thiswas a case where reward was necessary. Fred Kellick, otherwise Mokanna, had taken this money
from a safe-depogit vault, where he had placed it after murdering James Marden. It was the safest of all
money, the sort that VVan L oden would accept without question asthe price of permanent silence.

Gade picked up the gun. She gationed hersalf beside the table, aiming the wegpon straight toward the
door. Passing moments increased her determination. The click of Fred's key in thelock would be his
desth warrant.

The end of the Veiled Prophet! A fate that even the master mind of Mokanna had failed to foresee!

OUTSIDE the hotel, a police car was halting near the door. The stocky figure of Joe Cardona stepped
to the sidewalk. Flanked by apair of wise-looking detectives, Cardona began to ook for possible exits.

He wanted to make sure that Fred Kellick would find no means of escape when the going became too
hot. He was debating, too, whether he should form acommittee of one to welcome Fred, or wait outside
and drop in after the man reached hisroom.

Apparently, Cardona's choice was made before he knew it. A taxicab had passed the police car and was
rounding the corner to the usua entrance. In that cab was Fred Kdllick, coming home a quarter hour
late.

Between a customer at the office and atraffic jam on the Street, Fred was not as punctua as he usualy
waswhen he had adinner date with Gale.

Fred saw the police car and recognized Cardona. Otherwise, he would have gone directly into the hotel.
But hetold the driver to dow up, just as the cab passed the corner. Glancing back, Fred lost sight of the
police car and gave ashrug.



But the cab was gill moving dowly. The quarter minute thet it lost was enough to change Fred's
degtination. A big limousine had whedled into sight; haf ablock behind it, a peeding cab hurtled into
view.

Thelimousinewas Lamont Cranston's; its driver, Harry Vincent, had reclaimed the car from the repair
shop upon receiving recent ingtructions from The Shadow. Recognizing Fred, Harry poked the limousine
infront of the cab, in afashion that Stanley had used on another night.

Therewasn't acrash. Thetaxi driver was going dow enough to avoid one. But he began to argue with
the man in the chauffeur's cap who had blocked him off from the hotel door.

Chafing at the delay, Fred thrust money into the cabby's hand and reached for the door on hisright,
intending to step out to the sdewalk.

Right then, Moe's cab arrived. Its door swung open; alithe, black-cloaked figure reached the step of the
other cab and overtook Fred with along reach through the window. Two gloved hands choked Fred's
throat, drew him back into his cab.

As Fred dumped on the seat, one hand relaxed. It opened the left door of the cab, reached around and
gained another grip. Fred'sfigure did afunny squirm, half out through the door.

Releasing Fred'sthroat entirely, The Shadow stepped back and gave the new victim atossinto the rear
of Mo€'s cab, where he landed beside Clarry.

Harry had parked the limousine, while ignoring the shouts of the angered cabby who had brought Fred to
the hotel. Stepping from the big car, Harry announced with dignity that he was going to summon an
officer to settle the dispute. The snorting cabby looked around for Fred; hoping he'd serve as awitness.

But Fred was gone, in Moe's cab. Whileit was pulling away Harry jJumped into it, unnoticed by the
cabby on the sdewak, who would have thought it very funny that the chauffeur had taken acabtofind a
policeman.

Harry's part as a chauffeur was over; In the cab he drew agun, to keep Clarry and Fred under
supervison when they stirred. The cab was on itsway to anew destination ordered by The Shadow.

Asfor The Shadow himsdlf, he had staged a perfect black-out. He had gone somewhere, very swiftly.
He couldn't have entered either doorway of the hotel, for both were too well lighted, even for his cloaked
figure to escape detection. There were other routes The Shadow could have chosen, however; severa of
them.

MEANWHILE, Cardona decided not to linger outside. Striding into the hotel, he flashed his badge on
the astonished clerk and demanded to know if Fred Kdlick had comein. While the clerk was shaking his
head, Joe called for akey to Fred's room.

The clerk was trying to sammer something while he handed over the key, but Cardona silenced him with
agrowl. Joe wanted to have alook at the room before Fred returned; the less time wasted in argument,
the better. He left a detective with the clerk and went upstairs.

When he reached the room, Cardonatook a good look along the hal. Fred'sroom wasthelast in the
line; there was an ingide fire tower just beyond it. Probably the spot that Fred would duck for, in apinch.
Cardonadecided to cal the desk and have one of the detectives come up to guard the outlet.

With that, Joe inserted the key in the lock. On a hunch that Fred might have returned without the clerk’s
knowledge, Joe reached for a gun at the moment he yanked the door wide.



A living hurricane hit Joe Cardona

It came from thefire tower, that sweeping figure, with the blackness and whirl of atornado. Hooking Joe
with asdeward wrench, the human twister flung him clear acrossthe hal. Cardonawent down with a
sdeward dive that landed him shoulder-first upon thefloor.

Asherolled, Cardona heard the crack of shots, had arecollection of gun flashes, that ended in agalaxy
of starswhen his head thumped the oppositewall of the hall. Somebody was blasting shotsright through
the open space where Cardona had shown himself.

Having failed to clip the man in the doorway, the sharp shooter bounded toward the hdl, intending to
blast Joe as he rose, groggily. But the black-clad avalanche, which Cardona recognized must be The
Shadow, had by that time reversed its course.

Before Gale Marden could recognize that Cardona wasn't Fred, before she redlized that Joe hadn't dived
but had been hurled aside, The Shadow came driving in upon her. His charge was low, beneath the level
of her pointing gun, but he finished it with an upward swoop.

One of Ga€e's shots hit the top of the doorway. The next chopped ahole in the calling. Thethird - the last
in the gun smashed awindow. The reason for the curious behavior of the bullets was Gale's backward
somersaullt.

Thegirl struck abig couch, headfirst; her gun went from her hand as she tried to stop adownward dide.
She twisted to keep from hitting the floor face-first. Her head thumped and she settled quietly, very much
bewildered.

Cardonafound his gun. He looked for the door, thought for amoment that it was shut, for the space was
blotted from sight. Then darkness seemed to melt away, gliding off in one direction, which happened to
be toward the fire tower.

Seeing the lighted room, Cardona strode in, rubbing his head, while he looked for the foe who had tried
tokill him.

Joe thought he was dtill dizzy, when he saw agirl seaeted on the couch, with her head on the floor, her trim
legs over the couch back. She saw Cardona, too, and blinked as shetried to tilt her head about.

Rolling from the couch, the girl came to hands and knees, while Cardona approached to help her up. He
recognized Gale Marden.

"I didn't try to kill you!" exclamed Gale. "1 mistook you for Fred Kelick!"
"Y ou wanted to kill him?"
"Yes" Gaésreply wasfirm. ™Y ou won't arrest me, when you find out why."

She found the crumpled card that had come with the flowers. Cardona scanned it; looked toward the
table when Gale pointed to the money. Joe's nod was so expressive that Gale began to blurt out other
facts, without waiting to be questioned.

"You'reright,” put in Cardonagruffly, asthe girl paused. "I'm not going to arrest you, Miss Marden. I'm
going to help you - to help you get Mokannal

In from the halway, from the direction of the blackened fire tower, came a whispering token of approva
- the laugh of The Shadow!



CHAPTER XX. THE FINAL CHALLENGE

SEATED behind the big desk in the office of his eaborate gpartment, Howard Garnstead was listening to
Jabez Densholm. The attorney was talking about verbal agreements, which he termed contracts, that had
been arranged between Garnstead and Marden.

All thewhile, Garngtead listened with atired amile, hiseyes haf closed. At last, when the crabby lawyer
paused to give the financier achance to argue, Garnstead said:

"These matters are redly closed, Densholm. Y ou know it aswell as1. At most, they amount to only a
few thousand dollars, covering preliminary expenses. | am quite willing to pay, on one condition.”

"Whichis?'

"That the money go to Gale Marden, not toward lega fees. | am quite sure that James Marden paid you
enough to take care of these added services."

Densholm glowered. Garnstead's willingnessto close the matter in Galesfavor left the lawyer with no
further chanceto all for time. At that moment, however, Fredland entered to announce that Mr. Van
Loden had arrived.

Seeing Densholm fumbling for papersin hisbrief case, Garnstead understood. Obligingly, he remarked:

"Youd better stay awhile, Densholm. | think my coming interview will interest you. In fact, | might need
lega advice before| havefinished.”

Soon, Van Loden had the floor, and the sallow man was pouring out alovely story regarding Florida
property. Seeing Freeland motion from the doorway, Garnstead nodded. Then:

"1 know enough about your land," he said. "Enough, Van Loden, to know that half of it iswater! I'm not
interested inraising aligatorsto sell their hides. But wait" - he was rising from his desk - "hereis someone
who would liketo meet you."

Van Loden turned to see Gale Marden. He had never met the girl before, but when Garnstead
introduced her by name, Van Loden looked shaky. Shakier till when a second visitor appeared with
Gde, onewhose arrival surprised Garnstead and Densholm aswell.

Intrigued by the situation, Garnstead rose to the occasion. He introduced the man:
"Ingpector Cardona.”

Promptly, Joe took the floor. He bore down upon Van Loden with ahost of accusations. Snatching a
pad from Garnstead's desk, Cardona drew adiagram, of the revolving doorway in the old house, exactly
as Gale described it. Van Loden gulped.

"| found it the other night," whispered Gale to Garnstead. "It'swhat | meant, when | said | was sure -"
"Good girl!" inserted Garnstead. "1 was quite sure that you could back your clamswith evidence."
"Why didn't you tel me?" snapped Densholm, drawing close. "Asyour unclesatorney, | had aright -"

A howl from Van Loden interrupted. Cardona had just produced the packet containing ten thousand
dallars, with the crook’'s name on it. Joe was flashing the memo sheet that told of Van Loden'scdl to
Fred.



From then, Van Loden actualy poured his confession.

"| fixed the old house," he admitted. "I had to do it. Mokanna had the goods on me. The workmen who
helped wereinit, too. | don't know their names, but M okanna had them under histhumb. | think they
wound up in theriver, both of them.

"That'sthe way Mokannadid things. Only, | did my best to be useful. | figured | sood in right with him.
He offered me ten grand to help him tonight, but that wasn't why | went through withit. If | hadn't -"

Van Loden halted, the room echoing with the high shriek of hisvoice. Helooked around in sheer terror,
as though he expected the wallsto split and disgorge the masked figure of the Veiled Prophet.

"Don't worry," Cardonatold him. "Weve got Mokanna's number. They're looking everywhere for Fred
Kdlick. Go on with what you were saying. So Mokanna framed James Marden -"

IT was Gadewho interrupted. With asharp cry, she pointed to the door. It had opened; on the threshold
stood Fred Kelick, very rumpled and very glary. Behind him was a drab-faced man, whose face Gale
seemed to remember.

"You'reright!" snapped Fred. "Mokannadid frame Marden! | ought to know. Mokannatried to frame
me today!"

Cardonawas covering Fred with agun, when the drab man intervened. Recognizing him, Cardona
exdamed:

"Say, Clarry, how did you get in this?

"I'mworking for His Nibs, over there," said Clarry, with agesture toward Densholm, who sat in
crab-faced silence, hishands drawn up like claws. "At least, | was. Well cometo that later, Joe. You'd
better hear Kdlick firgt."

Cardonaexplained that Clarry was a private detective of excellent repute. Looking from Clarry to
Densholm, Joe was wondering about the tie-up between them. He knew, however, that he could be sure
of Clarry.

"I'm supposed to be Mokanna," announced Fred, indignantly. "The fellow who never makes mistakes.
Y et you think | was sap enough today to get acouple of notestwisted, bringing thetrail straight to me.

"I've been talking to The Shadow, or, | ought to say, he's been talking to me. Do you know where I'd be
right now if it wasn't for The Shadow? 1'd be dead! If The Shadow hadn't flagged me, 1'd have walked
into those bulletsthat Gale shot at you, Cardona. | reached the hotel ahead of you."

It was Joe's own experience that made the facts strike home. The whole cleverness of the schemewas
amazing. Instead of seeking to preservethe illusion that James Marden had been Mokanna, the redl
Velled Prophet had switched the blame.

It could come out that Marden was innocent, because Fred was to become the cul prit instead. Sain by
Gade, hewould have been unable to refute the evidence againgt him. Asfor Gale, she would have
received some punishment for her deed, much to the pleasure of the real Mokanna.

Since Fred was diveto talk, he did. He remembered points that could be proven. How he left the
envelope with his card on the desk at the florist's with the rose, where another customer must have
switched it while the clerk was answering a planned call.



Hetold of the typewriter left at his office on trial, one that would probably show the sametype as
Mokannas messages. He recalled extra packages at his office, onesthat he hadn't bothered to ook over
at thetime. Fred was showing plainly that various of Mokannas dupes had been at work to frame him.

It was dawning on Gaethat Fred couldn't have been guilty. His story of following her to the old house
was one that she had actualy checked; and, fairly considered, it showed hisinnocence.

He could hardly have arranged for men to go there and trap her, in such a short time-space; if he had
done so, he would have been afool to follow and run the risk of being seen.

Whenever the rel Mokanna had moved in person, it was done with the utmost stealth, on missons of
such purpose that they needed the skill of the Velled Prophet himsdlf. M okannawas the sort who would
have dain both Gale and the interfering cab driver in back of the old house.

"The Shadow talked to me, too," declared Clarry, "down at Van Loden's office. "Say" - he swung to
Van Loden - "you weren't supposed to go back there, were you?”

"No," admitted VVan Loden, "l wasn't."

"The Shadow figured thisright, then," said Clarry, passing Cardona the note that had come through Van
Loden'smail chute. "Van Loden wasto be agoet, too. Thiswas mailed to him, so you could find it
tomorrow. As sure proof that Kellick was Mokanna."

GALE wasthinking in terms of Mokanna. Convinced that Fred wasn't the Veiled Prophet, she wanted to
know who was. Her gaze swept the room, fell upon Jabez Densholm.

"Theres Mokannal"

Densholm was pulling something from his brief case as Gale screeched. She thought it was agun; it
turned out to be the envel ope that The Shadow had examined at Densholm's office. The lawyer opened
it.

"l am glad that Marden'snameis cleared," he said. "It enables meto disclose the proof of hisinnocence
that | have been holding al along. Marden was Mokanna's dupe, but he kept the letters that the Veiled
Prophet sent him.

"They aredl here, for Marden trusted me and placed them in my hands. Hereis onetelling him to take
the old house. He thought it best to do so, not knowing that the place was atrap. Thefina letter ordered
Marden to take these stocks to Baroba's and switch them for the genuine.”

Gaeremembered that letter, though she hadn't read it; for it was the one that had been with thefase
stocks on her uncle's desk. So he had taken them to Densholm!

"l knew al about Marden's past,” declared Densholm, "because he trusted me. He intended flight, not
suicide, and | wasto clear things while he was gone. But when M okanna ordered actua crime, we
agreed it would be best to do nothing. We thought that the law had M okanna on the run.

"Instead, M okanna sent duplicate stocksto Alvaro, and framed Marden therewith. | recognized that
Marden's death might be murder, but it was better to keep silence. | had you watched, Gale, by Clarry,
to keep you from getting into harm.”

Clarry was nodding corroboration. He explained how he had tried to rescue Gale at the old house. For
thefirst time, Gale remembered him.



"The Shadow |ooked these over,” Clarry told Densholm, pointing to the Mokanna letters. "He knows
youreal right. He says that with the speed things happened, Mokanna must have been closer to the
game than you were. Y ou didn't know that Miss Marden was going to the old house. Whoever did -"

Gae had siwung about; so had others. Fred Kdlick and Jabez Densholm were out of it; with their
elimination, only one man remained who could possibly have known the cause that Gale had undertaken
in behdf of her dead uncle.

Howard Garnstead!

The gray-haired financier had pressed a buzzer. Doors were flinging open in the sides of the room.
Servants were shoving into sight with guns, but they were beaten to the draw. A chalenging laugh
sounded from the doorway in the center, where Fred and Clarry had entered.

Mocking mirth, The Shadow's challenge to Mokannal

Behind The Shadow were his agents. Asintervening figures flattened to avoid the fray, The Shadow and
his capable squad opened fire on the flanking followers of Mokanna. Smug crooks withered; but, from
the floor, Gale saw Garnstead dive behind his desk.

It was Cardona who spotted his destination - the interior of a huge fireplace. With one yank of ahidden
lever, Garnstead dumped the flaming logs down through the floor. The bottom of the fireplace dropped
forward; the back came down. The flip-flop action opened a hole right through the wall!

GARNSTEAD was through the opening, afew of hisfollowers after him, including VVan Loden. They
took bullets, al of them, asthey went, with the exception of Garnstead, who was shielded by those
behind him; Cardonawas shooting below the desk, when he saw the hinged blockade flip up again.

The Shadow was gone. He had headed downgtairs to cut off the flight, wherever it came out. Some of
his agents followed; the rest supported Cardona, who was opening the fireplace. In the room beyond,
Cardonafound adoor that led to astairway.

They headed down, to musty depths. In the cellar Cardona dashed along a passage, toward alarger
room. The sound of alaugh reached him from the other end. The Shadow had found the outlet, and was
blocking off Garnstead!

A staggering horde appeared with guns, driven back by The Shadow's greeting fire. Cardonaand Clarry
met them with bullets, and two of The Shadow's agents, guns reloaded, joined in the fire. The wave of
Mokanna's men subsided, leaving alonefigure swaying in its midst.

The figure was Garnstead's. He was his gray-haired self no longer. He was Mokanna, the noted Veiled
Prophet, hisface covered with slver gauze. He had brought those trappings with him from the secret
room, either to encourage his own men or to disconcert his enemies.

Cardonawas legping forward to grab the Veiled Prophet. With snakelike speed, Garnstead dropped his
wounded pose. Instead of aiming for Cardona, he turned in the opposite direction, to shoot at a cloaked
figurethat had comeinto sight.

It was Mokannaagainst The Shadow. Cardonawas sure that the cloaked fighter held the edge; but,
oddly, Garnstead's gun seemed to speak first. With the shot, the Velled Prophet swayed; he was toppling
when The Shadow's bullet whizzed past the spot where he had been.

Garnstead was dead when Cardonaripped the silver gauze from his face. Remembering Cranston'stalk
on the subject of the origina Mokanna, Cardona had a hunch.



"He sacrificed hisfollowers," spoke Cardona, pointing down to Garnstead. "When he saw that desth was
aure” - Joe was thinking of The Shadow's aiming gun - "Mokanna ended hisown life. It was suicide.”

"Not suicide," put in Clarry. "It was Van Loden."

Cardonalooked, saw the last of Mokanna's dupes subsiding with adesth grin on hisface. Mortdly
wounded, Van Loden had saved a shot for the evil master who had betrayed him.

The Shadow's laugh echoed through the vaulted passage. It carried no regret because he had been
deprived of the death shot. Rather, the mirthless tone seemed to gpprove the deed of Van Loden, who,
in dying, had made some amends for the deeds of life.

But the laugh, asit trailed and faded, told more. Sinigter, sibilant, its throbbing echoes marked fulfillment
of the doom that The Shadow had promised to Mokanna, Veiled Prophet of crime!

THEEND



