THE DEVI L MASTER
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," Septenber 15, 1941

By pitting one man of evil against another, can The Shadow bring triunph
to the side of the right?

CHAPTER |
CHI NATOMN TRAI L

THE doorman at the Cobalt C ub wasn't prepared for the surprise that
popped fromthe |inousine. He'd hel ped many peopl e out of |inousines:
crotchety
old club nenbers, smiling debutantes, and even sol erm-faced butlers bringing
l uggage to their masters. But never before had the doorman hel ped a Chinese
out
of a |inousine.

In fact, he didn't actually help this one.

As the door swung open, the Chinese took a long | eap across the sidewal k.
Stunmbling to hands and knees, he found his feet again; wthout bothering to
brush of f the baggy Anerican suit he was wearing, he scooted straight up the
steps and into the foyer of the swanky Cobalt Club as if a flock of Chinese
devils were after him

The mad dash of the wild-eyed Chi naman surprised the attendants and
startled the menbers of the Cobalt O ub who were clustered in the foyer - with
one exception. Languidly turning a page of the newspaper that he was readi ng,
Lamont Cranston eased farther down into his chair and stretched one | eg out
toward the center of the narrow foyer

Tri ppi ng over Cranston's extended foot, the frantic Chi naman took a | ong,
skiddy sprawl along the marble tiling. It was fortunate for himthat he took
that spill, though only Cranston saw why.

Cranston's eyes, peering idly froma maskish face, had drifted toward the
door when the Chi naman nade the noisy entry. Beyond the halted |inousine,
Cranston saw anot her yell owfaced figure rising through the open top of a
passi ng taxicab

It was the face of a vicious-1ooking Mongol, whose clawi sh hand, sw nging
from his shoulder, provided a brighter flash than did his gl eam ng, grinning
teeth. There was a whir as a |long-bladed knife scintillated in through the
doorway. Meant for the fleeing Chinaman, it would have found its target if
Cranston hadn't tripped the fugitive.

So sudden was it all, that the sluggish attendants and the stupefied club
menbers failed to see where the knife cane from Not even the doorman,
shout i ng

after the Chinaman who had so precipitously intruded upon the privacy of the
Cobalt Cub, could realize that the speedi ng bl ade had been hurled froma
passi ng taxicab

Ski mm ng past the Chinaman's shoul ders, the knife struck the floor and
clattered on ahead, as though the stunmbling nman hinself had | ost the weapon.

Cranston's prelimnary part passed unnoticed. So did his next action
Whil e attendants, conming to life, were bounding after the Chinaman, who now
was
regarded as an armned invader, Cranston was rising fromhis chair, his right
hand
goi ng beneath his evening jacket to a well-fitted hol ster

He was reaching for an automatic, intending to spring to the doorway and
bl aze shots after the departing Mongol. But the flood of excited attendants



bl ocked his way.

Rel apsing into a leisurely pose, Cranston dropped his plan of overtaking
t he unsuccessful assassin. He stepped over to the spot where attendants were
pi cki ng up the breathless Chi naman. The fell ow showed fight, until Cranston,
with an effort so easy that its deftness passed unnoticed, took a neat grip on
the Celestial's wist and twisted it behind the fell ow

It wasn't necessary for Cranston to wheel the Chinaman full about in
or der
to hold himprisoner; but he did so, for another reason. Poking fromthe
Chi naman' s pocket was the end of an envel ope. Wth his other hand, Cranston
pl ucked the envel ope and transferred it to his own inside pocket while the
Chi naman was tw sted around.

His fighting spirit gone, the Chinaman subsided into the clutch of the
attendants, where Cranston thrust him Attendants nodded when the hawk-faced
club menber told themto take charge of the prisoner

"I am expecting Conm ssioner Weston shortly,"” remarked Cranston. "I
suggest that you hold this fellow until he arrives. Don't treat himroughly;
t he conmi ssioner woul dn't approve.”

I nasmuch as Cranston was taking charge of the knife, which all thought
bel onged to the Chinanan, his order was heeded to the letter. A nenber of
| ong-standing at the Cobalt Club, as well as a close friend of the police
conmi ssi oner, Cranston's suggestions were usually respected upon occasi ons of
energency. But the attendants found that their wait was not to be a | ong one.

A BURLY man cane striding in fromthe street. H's square face, crowned
with a derby hat, gave himthe appearance of a headquarters man, and he
fl ashed
a badge for the benefit of Cranston and the club attendants.

“I"m Detective Gendy," he gruffed. "Chinatown squad. | was on this
fellow s trail. 1'Il take charge of him™"

The captive Chinese gave a quick, close-slitted | ook at Grendy, and
ti ghtened. Those slitted eyes turned to the attendants, as they told the burly
man that Conmi ssioner Weston was soon to arrive

Grendy decided to call the comm ssioner's office and find out if Wston
had actually started. As he passed a cluster of club nenbers, he gave his
badge
anot her of ficious flash. The darty-eyed Chi naman wat ched G endy enter a phone
boot h.

Det aching hinmsel f fromthe group of tal kative club nmenbers, Lanont
Cranston strolled over past the phone booths. From his angle, he could see the
Chi naman maki ng qui ck gl ances in another direction. The prisoner was | ooking
for possible exits that might serve himif he tried a break. Ignoring the
Chi naman, Cranston stepped closer to the phone booths and sidled up to the one
Grendy was in.

The door of the booth was a trifle open, but Cranston overheard not hing,
for Gendy wasn't using the tel ephone. Instead, the burly man had his back
turned and was peering through the crack of the fol ding door at the hinged
side. He, too, was very much concerned with the Chinaman's intentions,
wat chi ng
for the quick break that the captured intruder seenmed about to nake.

Easi ng his hand t hrough the open side of the door, Cranston coolly lifted
the hand tel ephone fromits shelf and raised it higher. Timng his nove to a
shift by Grendy, Cranston let the instrunment sledge downward under its own
wei ght .

The bl ow | anded squarely on the left side of Grendy's head, beneath the
uptilted brimof the canted derby.

Wthout a groan, G endy sagged deep in the booth.

Repl aci ng the tel ephone, Cranston swung into sight just as conmotion
again



broke | oose in the foyer. Once nore, the Chinaman was providing the
excitenent.

Breaki ng | oose fromthe attendants, the slippery Celestial was making for a
rear door. He reached it ahead of his pursuers and slamred it in their faces.
The nmuffled clash of breaking glass told that he had dived through a w ndow,
to

reach an all ey outside.

Confusion was still rife when Conmi ssioner Weston, a brisk man of
mlitary
bearing, strode in fromthe street door. The conmi ssioner was acconpani ed by a
stocky man with swarthy features: I|nspector Joe Cardona.

Toget her, they heard the story of the nysterious Chi naman who had gone as
suddenly as he had cone. Wat riled Weston nost was the fact that a
headquarters detective had | et the prisoner escape.

"Check with the Chinatown squad,"” snapped Weston to Cardona. "Tell them
to
put Detective G endy back on a beat!"

"Why not handl e that detail personally, conm ssioner?" queried Cranston,
who was standing by. "He is still in the tel ephone booth, calling your
office."

Angrily, the conm ssioner strode to the booth and yanked t he door open
Grendy cane rolling out, and his flop to the floor awakened hi msufficiently
for himto sit up and rub his head.

Cardona took a look at the burly man's face; then, with a quick nove, the
swart hy inspector scooped up a revolver that was lying at the rear of the
booth. He used the gun to cover Gendy as he hauled the fellow to his feet.

"Take a | ook at this mug, conm ssioner," Cardona suggested. "He's a
phony,
even though his nanme is Grendy! Renenber hin? He's Bull Grendy, the guy that
was
sent up for pulling shakedowns by claimng he was a detective."

Grendy's coat |apel was twi sted, showi ng the badge that the fake dick had
previously flashed. Fingering the badge, Cranston shook his head regretfully.

"l should have noticed this, conm ssioner,"” he said. "It's one of those
badges they sell in pawnshops."

NODDI NG Weston didn't notice the slight smle that traced itself on
Cranston's lips, a proof that the leisurely clubman had spotted Grendy as a
fake the nmoment the crook had entered the Cobalt C ub

There was nore, however, that Cranston knew nanely, that Gendy was a
killer, Iike the Mongol in the taxicab. But Cranston left that little detai
to
the quick mnd of |Inspector Cardona. Joe caught the idea from G endy's gun

"So you were going to plug the chink!" Cardona told Grendy. "The old
stuff, of letting a guy try to get away, then dosing himw th bullets. Then
you' d have beat it, claimng you were going to call the wagon."

"O K., copper,"” grunbled Gendy. "I'll come clean. Sone bird called me up
at ny hangout, and offered nme half a grand if |1'd knock of f a Chi nee who was
due here at the Cobalt Cub. Don't ask ne who called, because | don't know.
Only renenber - | didn't croak the chink."

"Why didn't you?"

"Somebody put the slug on ne when | was taking a bead out fromthe booth.
But don't ask me who. | don't know that, either."”

Cardona sl apped a pair of handcuffs on Bull Gendy and steered the sullen
man out of the Cobalt C ub, |eaving Comm ssioner Weston to quiz the w tnesses
regardi ng the mysterious Chinaman. The conmi ssi oner began to hear a variety of
stories, all of theminaccurate. The one nan he wanted to talk to, was gone -
his friend Lanont Cranston.

Cl aimng that he had another appointnent, Cranston had |left word at the



desk that he couldn't dine with the conmm ssioner that evening.

Qut side the club, Cranston was stepping into the very linousine that had
brought the Chinaman earlier! That, in itself, was singular, but nore was to
follow. As the chauffeur piloted the big car away, at Cranston's order, the
hawk- f aced passenger reached into his pocket and drew out the envel ope he had
pl ucked fromthe frightened Chinaman.

The envel ope was addressed to Lanmont Cranston

Opening it, Cranston scanned the note that it contai ned. A whispered
I augh
cane fromhis lips, a tone quite different from Cranston's own. It was the
mrth
of The Shadow, naster fighter who tracked down nmen of crine.

Pocketing the note, Cranston slid a drawer from beneath the rear seat of
the Iinobusine. Qut of it he took a slouch hat, a cloak, and a pair of thin
gl oves, all garnents of black.

Cranston's figure blotted itself within the car as he donned the garb of
bl ack. Seemi ngly, the |linpusine was enpty, but it still had a passenger in the
person of The Shadow. But The Shadow s tone was Cranston's, as he reached for
t he speaking tube and spoke two words to the chauffeur

" Chi nat own, Stanley!"

CHAPTER |
THE SHADOW SEEKS TROUBLE

DR. ROY TAM lived in Chinatown, and, at present, he regretted it.

The fact was strange, considering that Tam had been born and bred in that
quarter, and had won much esteem anobng Americani zed Chi nese. But Dr. Tam of
late, had net with a nost difficult problem

He coul d see the problemfromthe wi ndows of his upstairs office and the
apartment which adjoined it. Keeping the lights dim Tam gl anced out at
intervals. Always, he spied lurking figures along the streets and in all eyways
bel ow. Tam knew what those figures signified.

Seated at his office desk, Tam perched his chin in his hand. The
| anpl i ght
showed his solem, rounded face, with eyes that were troubled as they stared
t hrough gl asses toward the tel ephone. Tam shook his head; the tel ephone was
usel ess. Even worse, it was dangerous.

One of the office windows opened on a low, dark roof. Wile Tam was
bl i nki ng sol enmmly through his gl asses, the wi ndow began to open upward as of
its own accord. The thing that attracted Tam s attention was the faint breeze
that drifted his way. He blinked toward the wi ndow, and watched its notion in
a
fasci nat ed nanner.

Seemingly, a man in deep difficulty should have been worried further at
sight of that phenonenon. Not so with Dr. Tam H s rounded face expressed j oy,
whi ch increased as the bl ackness fromw thout the w ndow began to penetrate
i nwar d.

Uncannily, it becane a solid form that gradually devel oped into a
cl oaked
figure, entering with absolute silence. The visitor paused to | ower the
wi ndow;
then turned and approached the desk

"Ying Ko!" exclaimed Tamin | owered tone. "You received the nmessage that
I

sent you. | had to use Lee Lum a man that you had never net. |Is he safe?"
The Shadow took a chair opposite Tam He renmoved his slouch hat and
pl aced

it on the desk; then dropped his cloak collar, to reveal Cranston's features.



Dr. Tamsmniled anew, for he knew that Ying Ko, as the Chinese terned The
Shadow, often used the guise of Lanont Cranston

"Lee Lumis safe," informed The Shadow. "Fortunately, he escaped two
assassi ns who dogged himto the Cobalt O ub. He delivered the nessage, and
went
his way."

"Two assassins," mused Tam seriously. "I amnot surprised. Professor Su
Yeng woul d use a nultitude, if necessary. Look fromny w ndows, Ying Ko, and
vi ew t he constant parade of Su Yeng's nen."

"I saw a portion of it when | entered," returned The Shadow. "Tell nme
nor e
about Su Yeng. | take it that this professor, as you termhim has recently
arrived from China."

Dr. Tam gave a sober nod.

"Professor Su Yeng is very wise," said Tam "So wi se that he plays with
dolls."

To an ordinary hearer, Tamls words woul d have indicated that worry had
caused his mnd to crack. But to The Shadow, familiar with Chinese terns, the
statement was nore than plain. Su Yeng had recently arrived from China, and
t he
"doll s" of that country were the puppet rulers, installed in occupied
provi nces
by the conqueri ng Japanese.

From that preface, Dr. Tam went on

Prof essor Su Yeng, he explained, was a man with a vast idea, that he was
broaching to the Chinese in Anerica. It was Su Yeng's plan to stir up
i nsurrections in Manchukuo and ot her puppet states. Once under way, such
revolts would drive the Japanese from occupied soil and restore the land to
Chi na.

"A remarkabl e schene, " expressed The Shadow, "provided it would work."

"It will work," returned Tam "Too well!"

Eying his visitor, Tam observed something quite rare, a quizzical
expression on the features of Cranston

"Through such a stroke, delivered at the nost opportune tine," declared
Tam "Professor Su Yeng can make hinself nmaster of all China. He is of the old
regime. He wishes to restore the enpire, with hinself as its inperial head."

THERE was no need for Tamto say nore. The Shadow coul d conpl etely grasp
t he magni tude of Su Yeng's schenme. Cosely fanmliar with conditions in the
Oient, The Shadow recogni zed, despite reports to the contrary, that |ong
years
of war between Japan and China were resulting in an absol ute deadl ock t hat
neant
t he exhaustion of both sides.

Meanwhi | e, the puppet states were fattening, renmote fromthe scene of
war .

Japan was dependi ng upon the proxy rulers to keep the peopl e inactive. China
was
hopi ng that the popul ace woul d overthrow those heads of the |ocal governnents.

The thing was in the bal ance, and outwardly seened destined to renain so.
Roy Tam in his nention of a wi se conniver called Professor Su Yeng, had
touched a vital point.

"It could happen, Tam" The Shadow agreed. "Yes, if a new hand pulled the
string, those puppets would begin a different dance. They coul d not desert
Japan and serve the present Chinese government. But they m ght advocate the
old
rule.”

"Exactly," returned Tam "Because the restoration of inperial ideas was
the pretext that Japan used to install the puppet rulers. Al they need is an



overlord in the person of Professor Su Yeng. He will raise the flag of the old
Chi nese Enpire
"You renenber that flag, Ying Ko - the banner of the dragon swall ow ng

t he

ri sing sun. The prophetic standard that signified the final conquest of Japan
by

China. If Su Yeng becones the | eader of the northern provinces, his fame will
sweep through China. The present governnment will weaken. Su Yeng's call for
conquest will make him China's strong man."

Wel | could The Shadow understand how popul ar Enperor Su Yeng woul d
becone.
Even his hope of conquering Japan would not be entirely fantastic. But the
restoration of the Enmpire would turn China into a world-w de nenace, defeating
every principle for which the nodern Chinese stood. It was sonething to be
dr eaded, not commended.

"Su Yeng has already gathered forces in Northern China," declared Dr.

Tam
"Mongol hordes are at his command. He brought some of his followers to Anerica
with him From his headquarters, which, so far, | have been unable to | ocate,

he intends to enlist adventurers and take them back to China with him"

The Shadow had seen a Mongol killer in the cab that passed the Cobalt
Club. The later arrival of Bull Gendy fitted with Tamls claimthat Su Yeng
i ntended to add Anmericans to his nmurderous fold. But The Shadow, at present,
was nore interested in the plight of Dr. Roy Tam who had evidently incurred
t he di spl easure of Professor Su Yeng. Knowi ng this, Tam gave the details.

"Su Yeng seeks noney, first," Tam explained. "Soon will cone the great
New
Year parade through Chi natown, when the lions will dance and the great banner
will be carried through the streets. Thousands upon thousands of dollars wll

be tossed upon that banner, all neant to go for war supplies to hel p China.
"It is Su Yeng's intent to devote those funds to his cause of revolt. He
has told no one of his greater schenme to becone enperor. Too many of ny

friends" - Tam shook his head, sadly - "have listened to the wily

hal f - prom ses

of Su Yeng. | fear that the commttee will turn over all the funds to Su
Yeng. "

There was sonething in Tamis tone that told nore. The Shadow caught it,
and took up the thene.

"Those of your friends who did not listen -" put The Shadow. "Tell ne,
Tam what has becone of thenP"

"I do not know, Ying Ko. They have di sappeared, | know not where. Su Yeng
is too wise to touch nme. Instead, he has decreed oblivion for those who cone
to
see nme, or even speak to ne. Those nmen outside are waiting to spirit away
anyone
who visits these prenises.

"As for the tel ephone"” - Tam gave a despairing gesture - "its wires have
been tapped. Learning of nmy friends through ny conversations, Su Yeng has not
only seized them but has spread the runor that | amresponsible for their
di sappearance. The runmor adds that they had begun to disagree with nme, which
is
why t hey vani shed. "

The Shadow arose as Tam fini shed. Drawing off his black gl oves, he tossed
them on the desk. He slid his cloak fromhis shoul ders, bundled it and added
it
to the gloves and hat. Tam blinked in amazed style as he saw his visitor, now
in
t he guise of Cranston, step toward the door of the office.

"What do you intend, Ying Ko?" exclainmed Tam "Surely you will be seen if
you venture forth without the attire that makes you as invisible as night



itsel f?"
"Quite right, Tam" The Shadow s tone had beconme Cranston's casual draw .
"I wish to be seen.”

"By those who represent Su Yeng? They will seize you and carry you to
their nmaster. Perhaps" - Tam brightened - "you wish to go there as a prisoner
Yi ng Ko!"

As he finished, Tam | ost his eagerness and shook his head warningly. He
feared that such a process would be too dangerous, even for The Shadow.

"Have no fear, Tam" spoke The Shadow coolly. "It is | who shall do the
seizing. One of Su Yeng's men will be enough. | shall bring the prisoner here,
later, and we can quiz him Between us, | amsure that we can make hi m speak."

STEPPI NG t hrough the door, The Shadow closed it after him Tams snile
returned as he noticed the quick fade of Cranston's footfalls on the stairs.
Though garbed as Cranston, The Shadow was enpl oyi ng sone of his usual stealth.
It was well. In fact, Tam woul d have been nore pl eased had he seen his visitor
| eavi ng the door bel ow.

Coat collar folded to cover the white of his evening shirt, The Shadow
was
practically garbed in black as he glided out through a narrow passage. He
didn't
want to run into a crew of Su Yeng's nmen. His gane was to acquire a single
trailer.

Working toward the rear street, The Shadow paused while two patrollers
passed. Wth a quick stride, he crossed the street and slid into an all eyway
on
the other side. There, he let his coat collar drop. His footfalls becane
evi dent .

Hal fway t hrough the alley, The Shadow knew that the bait had worked. He
coul d hear creeping sounds behind him Near the outlet at the next street, a
deft gl ance rearward gave himsight of a huddly follower. Calmy pausing to
light a cigarette and let his Cranston visage show, The Shadow flicked the
mat ch away and turned, as if to stroll along.

He glinpsed the huddly man springing fromthe alley's nmouth. Despite the
dar kness, The Shadow caught the inpression of a yellow sh Oiental face. The
attacker's hands were buried close to his body, but The Shadow di d not expect
himto draw a gun. A knife would be nore probable, considering that the Mngo
at the Cobalt Cub had thrown one.

No sort of weapon could matter to The Shadow in a case like this.

Spi nni ng
with his glinpse, he no | onger had the sauntery poise of Cranston. He was a
human arrow, unl eashed straight for the crouching man at the alley's entrance.

H s opponent hadn't a chance to dodge away; The Shadow s hands were
pl ucking the fellow s wists, sweeping themtogether for a single clanp, so
that The Shadow s ot her hand would be free to clutch his adversary's throat.
This swift style of overpowering an eneny was The Shadow s specialty.

It was in the nonent when he actually gained the double grip that The
Shadow caught a better |ook at his opponent's face, as it bobbed back into the
gl ow of a nearby street |lanp. Instantly, The Shadow tried to change his style
of attack; but it was too |late.

Yielding like a dumy figure, the man fromthe alley went tunbling
backward, but his hand, too, had cl anped one of The Shadow s wists. Carrying
the tall fighter with him the tunbler drove a foot straight upward fromthe
m dst of a back sonersault.

Pl anted squarely in The Shadow s stomach, that foot propelled himon a
long lurch, so swift and hard that his hands, though shooting ahead of him
could not break the fall. Cranston's flying figure struck the sidewal k,
described a sonmersault of its own, and brought up with a hard inpact against a
wal | .



The tricky tunbler came bounding to his feet. Ginning, he beckoned as he
hopped over to inspect the Iinp and sensel ess formof Cranston. A car wheel ed
up fromthe corner; other crouched nmen slid fromit to give their conrade a
hand. Three in all, they bundled the unconscious M. Cranston into their car
and drove away.

In seeking a trail to Professor Su Yeng, Chinatown's new nan of nystery,
The Shadow had deliberately | ooked for trouble.

The Shadow had found it!

CHAPTER 1 |
THE OTHER CAMP

THE bi g easy-chair was very confortable, its cushions deep. The lights
were soothing, much like those in the Iounge of the Cobalt C ub, where The
Shadow t hought he was, as his senses gradually returned. He was reaching for
an
i magi nary cigarette on an ash tray that wasn't there; while his other hand,
fingering the | apel of his evening jacket, added to the illusion that he stil
was Cranston and in his favorite habitat, the Cobalt C ub.

Sonething jarred those recollections.

It was the nental picture of chaos in the Cobalt Cub - excitenent raised
by a racing Chi naman who had escaped a Mongol's knife and a fake detective's
bullet. As The Shadow recalled it, those events had caused himto discard the
role of Cranston and becone a rover in black

He had gone to see Dr. Roy Tam

That point cleared the rest. It brought back the name of Professor Su
Yeng, future enperor of China, lord-to-be of the entire Orient. Su Yeng, at
present a hidden dweller in New York's chinatown, whose secret abode The
Shadow
had sought to uncover by resum ng the appearance of Cranston and going out to
capture one of the secretive professor's nen.

The Shadow had found a | urker whose face, glinpsed in the gl oom appeared
to be Chinese. But that assunption had been a bad m stake. The Shadow coul d
recall the error, very clearly. Before his slowy opening eyes rose the
cl oser,
cl earer imge of the antagoni st near the |lanplight.

The face of a Japanese!

Too | ate had The Shadow recogni zed the fellow s true nationality. By
t hen,
the Jap had been in action, but not with a weapon as The Shadow had expect ed.
The Jap had used jujitsu tactics, applied in skillful style, which The Shadow
couldn't offset at such short notice. The incongruous thing was that Su Yeng,
whose anbi tions, though shady, were purely Chinese, should have been enpl oyi ng
Japanese to aid him

W de open, The Shadow s eyes were viewi ng the very face that his
recol l ection pictured. Ginning fromthe doorway of the roomwas the Japanese
jujitsu expert. He was studying the slunped formof Cranston rather
cont empt uousl y, as though considering any future set-to with the clubman as
something too trifling to be worthy of his expert effort.

Letting his eyes rove in Cranston's idle way, The Shadow surveyed the
remai nder of the room It was the living roomof an apartment, filled with
el egant furniture that appeared to be of l|ight construction

The master of the place was seated behind a flinmsy witing desk. Like the
guard at the door, the nman behind the desk was a Japanese, but his features
showed no grin.

Thin features, wthery of conplexion, |ooked very sol emm above a
Wi ng-tipped collar. The Japanese at the desk had a dignity that nmarked him as
a



man of inportance. He was watchi ng The Shadow s gradual awakeni ng. Wen it was
conpl ete, the seated Japanese spoke.

"Good evening, M. Cranston." The tone canme in a short-clipped fashion
that seermed to | eave each sentence unfinished. "I am Prince Fuji Yeddo. Very
sorry about ny servant, Ishi." A slow notion of Yeddo's hand ended with a
finger pointing toward the guard at the door. "He was told to bring anyone who
cane fromDr. Tamis. You were the person who cane."

Li ke each sentence, Prince Yeddo's entire statement had an unfini shed
touch. The Shadow waited, as if expecting to hear nore. Prince Yeddo obliged.

"I presume that you expected to meet Professor Su Yeng," declared the
Japanese. "OF course, Dr. Tam woul d have told you of Su Yeng. A very anbitious
man, Su Yeng. He hopes to be Emperor of China. | am anbitious, also, M.
Cranston. Sone day, | shall be Shogun of Japan!"

IT was evident that Prince Fuji Yeddo was drawing a very fine distinction
bet ween his own anbition and that of Professor Su Yeng. H s eyes fixed on the
i npassi ve face of Cranston, the Japanese was seeking to catch his guest's
reaction; but The Shadow gave no clue to it.

O her things were concerning The Shadow at that nmonent. Forenost was the
matter of his automatics. They were gone fromthe hol sters beneath his evening
jacket, as he could tell by inperceptible nudges with his el bows.

"A wong anbition, to be Enperor of China," explained Prince Yeddo. "One
that mght cause difficulty for your country, M. Cranston. | amnot like Su
Yeng. My anbition is legitimte. As shogun, | would be nuch like prine
mnister. | could control the policy of Japan.

"Perhaps | would be very friendly. Especially, M. Cranston, if sone
Ameri can should help me with the problemof Su Yeng. | have cone here because
he is a nenace to your country and mne. Let our relations be friendly, M.
Cranston. Tell ne, first, why Dr. Tam sent a nessenger to you this evening."

The words were sinply put, but, with them Prince Yeddo gave hinself
away.

The Shadow caught the answer to the matter of two killers at the Cobalt d ub.
Only one had cone from Su Yeng: nanely, the Mongol in the passing cab. The
other, Bull G endy, had been bribed for nurder by Fuji Yeddo!

No need for Su Yeng to use American crooks. Chinatown was full of duped
Chi nese who woul d do anything that the future enperor requested. But Fuji
Yeddo
woul dn't care to send his Japanese servants far afield.

Yes, it was he who had used Bull Gendy, and the fact tarred the snug
Japanese with the sanme brush as Su Yeng. Unquestionably, Prince Fuji Yeddo was
in Arerica for some purpose deeper than the one he stated.

Hi s anbition to become Shogun, or real ruler, of Japan hinged on nore
t han
the trapping of Su Yeng. To indicate know edge of that fact could prove
di sastrous. Even now, in those gimet eyes of Fuji Yeddo, The Shadow coul d
di scern a marked suspi ci on.

It wasn't odd, from Yeddo's viewpoint, that Cranston should be a friend
of
Dr. Tam but it was peculiar that a New York clubman shoul d pack a brace of
automati cs when he travel ed around town.

Probably Prince Yeddo had heard of The Shadow. If he identified Cranston
as the human scourge of crinme, he nmight fear for the success of his secret
mssion to Arerica. In that case, his guest would become a full-fl edged
prisoner, condemed to pronpt death.

For such a link would prove to Yeddo that his presence in New York had
escaped The Shadow s notice until tonight, and by that token, Yeddo would know
t hat such know edge coul d not have reached the | aw

Tired of fishing for an inaginary cigarette, The Shadow brought a real
one



fromhis cigarette case, which was still in his pocket. This situation rather
intrigued him and he intended to nake the nost of it by playing the Cranston
part to perfection. He was every inch the |leisurely clubman as he gave an
approving nod that seemed to accept all of Yeddo's statenents.

"Tamand | are old friends," The Shadow stated. "He did nmention Su Yeng,
in much the same terms that you have. He wanted ne to pass the facts along to
nmy friend, the police comi ssioner

"You see" - Cranston's smle was indulgent - "Comm ssioner Weston is
chary
about accepting runors from Chi natown. Tam believed that if | assured him-"

Politely, The Shadow broke off his speech. The tel ephone bell was ringing
an interruption. The tel ephone was on Yeddo's desk. Wth a bow that
acknow edged Cranston's courtesy, the snug prince reached for the instrument.
When he spoke, it was in Japanese.

Fortunately, The Shadow understood that |anguage. If he hadn't, his
remaining life span woul d have proven brief.

It was imredi ately evident from Yeddo's haughty tone that the prince was
speaking to another underling like Ishi. H's words, |ikew se, indicated that
the man in question had al so been on watch outside of Tam s

"W have captured the man who came out by the back,"” Yeddo was saying in
his native tongue. "He was not seen to go in that way. Therefore, he nust have
used the front, where you were on duty. You should have reported when he
entered.”

BEFORE Yeddo's statement was finished, The Shadow knew t hat the nan at

t he

ot her end woul d swear that no one had entered Tams. |f Yeddo believed him as
was nore than likely, he would link the facts too well. He would know t hat
only

The Shadow coul d have entered, unseen, through the cordon of Su Yeng's
patroll ers and his own watchers.

Fromthat, Prince Yeddo would establish the fact that he already
suspected. He woul d know that Cranston was The Shadow, too form dable a
personage to be duped into an alliance.

Prince Yeddo wasn't yet sure. Even nore inportant at the nmonent was the
fact that Ishi hadn't a glimer of the truth. The Shadow s weakness of awhile
before, the ease with which he had succunbed to the jujitsu tactics, was his
present strength. Thinking that Cranston could be sinply handl ed by Ishi
Prince Yeddo was relying solely on that expert guard to keep his guest a
pri soner.

Wth a quick spring fromhis chair, The Shadow di ved for the door. Ish
sprang to meet him pleased by Cranston's fool hardy effort at flight.

VWeeling fromthe tel ephone, Prince Yeddo had neither time to draw a gun
nor voice a warning to his servitor before the antagonists |ocked. This tine,
the conbat took a swift reverse twst.

I shi was the one who made first clutch, intending to send Cranston on an
overhead circle throw. The Shadow broke that hold with an outward wrist twst.
As Ishi lunged in to gain a different hold, The Shadow showed that he really
knew jujitsu, by driving his knuckles into the Jap's ribs and forcing an
i mredi ate rel ease.

Then, before Ishi could recover, The Shadow hooked himw th an arm
| evered a foot against the fellow s knee and sent himaway with a swift hip
spin.

VWi rling headl ong, Ishi bow ed straight against Prince Yeddo who was
coming fromthe witing desk, hoping to get in a gunshot when the grapplers
unt angl ed. He was taken off his feet by Ishi's spraw.

Hitting on hands and knees, Yeddo bounded up with the alacrity of a
rubber
ball, to aimfor Cranston. By then, The Shadow was through the doorway, and



t he
door itself, was slami ng behind him

Yeddo' s bull ets chewed chunks fromthe woodwork; nothing nore. Back from
the hallway, trailing through the splintered opening, came a token of
departure
t hat The Shadow no | onger had need to conceal

Far different fromthe tone of Cranston was the nocking peal that Prince
Yeddo heard. The laugh of The Shadow

CHAPTER | V
M STAKES W LL HAPPEN

ONCE out of Yeddo's fancy apartnent, The Shadow did not find the way as
cl ear as he had hoped. The future shogun's policy of keeping his Japanese
subor di nat es under cover did not apply so close to his own preserves.

As The Shadow neared the head of a stairway, a door popped open and from
it sprang anot her Jap whose crouch indicated that he knew jujitsu quite as
wel |
as did Ishi

Fortunately, this Jap saw The Shadow i n Cranston's guise and stil
m st ook
himfor a set-up. Renmenbering Ishi's tactics back in Chi natown, The Shadow
used
the sane nethod on his present blocker. He did a backward tunble, starting it
rather clunsily to deceive the Jap. CGetting a quick hold, he used the
up-j abbing foot to send his surprised foe on a |ong hurdl e.

It proved doubly useful, considering that The Shadow chose the head of
t he
stairs for the throw The Jap scal ed over the top step and sailed downward in
a
long flight, his arms spread out like wings. In his turn, The Shadow nade a
short backward sonersault as a foll owthrough, and thus gained the stairs
hi nsel f just as Prince Yeddo, coming fromthe apartnent, blazed a shot toward
t he spot where The Shadow had been

Down bel ow, The Shadow heard a crash, mingled with a how that couldn't
have cone fromthe man who took the dive. Wth | ong bounds, The Shadow arrived
at the bottom of the steps, to neet another Japanese who had broken the diving
man's fall.

CGood judgnment, sending the first man on that lengthy spill, for it gave
The Shadow opportunity to suppress the second wi thout wasted tinme. He let his
fists do the work before the second Jap could take a grab at him

This was the ground floor. There was an exit straight ahead. The Shadow
reached it, seeking outer darkness. He could hear nore shots fromthe top of
the stairway, indicating that other sharpshooters had joined Prince Yeddo.
Bei ng gunl ess, The Shadow was not yet in position to cope with them

He expected to neet nore outside. Gven a patch of darkness and a
Japanese
init, The Shadow i ntended to denonstrate his version of the jujitsu trick
t hat
enabl ed one to wind up with an opponent's unfired gun. Even as Cranston, he'd
be shady enough in gloomto stage the stunt too quickly to become a target for
ot her marksmen. But the nmonent he reached the sidewal k, The Shadow changed
t hat
pl an.

A cab was swerving up toward the apartnent house, and its manner of
approach told who its driver was. Anong the Shadow s agents was a cabby naned
Moe Shrevnitz, and one of Shrevvy's duties was to follow after Cranston's
| i mrousi ne when occasion call ed.



Moe had been on the job this evening. Earlier, he had spotted Tam s
em ssary, Lee Lum when the trail ed Chinaman had spotted Cranston's |inousine
and junped into it, begging Stanley to rush himto the Cobalt C ub.

Later, Me had followed the |inmousine to Chinatown and crui sed around
there after Stanl ey had gone. Though off duty, he had luckily seen the
Jap-manned car that carried Cranston away. Me hadn't known that The Shadow
was
a prisoner, but the car's actions had been suspicious. Having trailed it to
t he
nei ghbor hood of this apartnent house, Mde had stayed around, hoping to |learn
nor e.

Si ght of Cranston dashing out, with guns furnishing an obbligato fromthe
apartment house, was quite enough for Mbe. He had the rear door sw nging w de
by the time he whisked the curb. He could feel the step give as Cranston
sprang
i nside. The cab door slanmed, and Mde, hesitating for an order that he did not
hear, decided to pull away.

The Shadow was too busy to deliver a command. As he slammed the door with
one hand, he reached for the rear seat with the other.

From beneath the seat, he pulled a slide much Iike the one in the
['i mousi ne.

Wth a single nove, he flung a cl oak over his shoul ders and cl anped a
sl ouch hat on his head. G abbing a brace of ready automatics, he kneed the
drawer shut as he twisted in crouched position. His el bow jarred the far door
open.

By then, the cab was in notion, and the whine of bullets conming fromthe
apartment house spurred Moe to rapid departure. The cab took a jolt forward,
but with it, The Shadow went through the far door, slashing it shut as he
conpleted his whirl to the street.

Of like a scared rabbit, the cab was whi ppi ng around the corner ahead of
t he ai m ng Japanese, when bigger guns began to talk fromacross the street.

AM D the alternate blasts of each .45 cane the sane strident nockery that
Prince Yeddo and his followers had heard before. The Shadow was shooting at
wi ndows from whi ch he saw revol vers spurt, clipping bew | dered marksnmen who
were aimng after the cab in which they thought their foe had gone. The thing
was incredible to the sharpshooti ng Ni pponese.

One nonent, Cranston; the next, The Shadow. It was so strange, that it
actually made them doubt that the two could be one, which was a point of The
Shadow s strategy. He wanted to keep Prince Yeddo puzzled for the future, in
the event that he couldn't trap the wily prince on this present occasion.

Shots were spasnodic fromthe apartment house, as though the marksnen at
the wi ndows had all been nicked by The Shadow s fire and were maki ng feebl e,
wary efforts to hold himoff, the sort that could be attributed to wounded
nen.

However, in typical Japanese style, the pretense was overdone. Some of
t he
pai nful shooting came from w ndows that The Shadow had not sprayed with
bul | ets.

Those chaps were certainly bluffing, hoping to draw The Shadow out from
shel ter.

The Shadow cane out, but nanaged it unseen. He took a long, circling
glide
t hat brought himacross the street, through a pathway of darkness. Under the
| oomi ng apartnent building, he found a cellar w ndow and eased it open.
Sliding
t hrough, The Shadow picked a route with a tiny flashlight and found a stairway
up to the ground fl oor.

It was a trip of only a few m nutes, acconplished before the wail of



di stant sirens indicated that police were coming to the scene of gunfire.
Poki ng out from a doorway, The Shadow |istened, but heard no sounds on the
ground fl oor. Moving to the next stairway, he glided up to the second fl oor
where the same silence greeted him The bullet-ripped door of Yeddo's

apart ment
was w de open; beyond it, darkness.
Close to the wall, The Shadow reached the doorway. Planting his tiny

flashlight on top of a revolver barrel, with the aid of tiny clanps, he thrust
t he weapon in through the doorway and used his thunb to produce the
flashlight's gleam Finger on trigger, The Shadow coul d have found any human
target that cane across the slicing flashlight's sweeping path.

There were no targets.

Prince Fuji Yeddo and his tribe of Japanese were gone. Even nore
remar kabl e was the fact that they had renoved every piece of the lightly
constructed furniture! Oriental rugs had been rolled and removed in a matter
of
nmere mnutes. Lanps had been carried off, and when The Shadow turned his
flashlight toward the ceiling fixtures, he discovered that the ninble Japanese
had even renoved the ceiling bul bs!

Not a trace of Prince Yeddo and his underlings remained in this deserted
apartment. The police would be allowed to puzzle over a bullet-shattered door
not hi ng nore.

Maybe Prince Yeddo hoped that The Shadow woul d do some puzzling, too; but
that was hoping for too nmuch. Knowi ng that the Japanese nmust have taken a rear
route, The Shadow | ooked for it, keeping his flashlight bel ow wi ndow | evel .

He found a kitchen exit, leading to a rear hall that ended in a fire
tower. Instead of using the steps, where enenies mght still be lurking, The
Shadow went back through the apartnent, extinguished his flashlight, and
dropped t hrough a side w ndow.

He struck, noiselessly, in alittle passage beside the apartnment house.
It
led toward a small paved court connected with the rear street.

A lightweight truck started fromthe courtyard as The Shadow neared it. A
corner of the building intervened, cutting off The Shadow s chance to fire.

Prince Yeddo, his furnishings, and nost of his followers were already on
the truck, but The Shadow glinpsed a few figures ducki ng around the corner
They | ooked as if they were intending to board the truck, but it m ght be that
Prince Yeddo had ordered themto |lurk here and watch for The Shadow.

REACHI NG t he bui |l di ng edge, The Shadow saw t he truck wheel the corner to
anot her street. In that glance, however, he also spotted one man who hadn't
gone al ong.

Sideling off in huddl ed fashion, the Ione nan had the crouch of a skilled
assassin. He was noving quickly toward a doorway that offered excell ent
shelter. The Shadow did not intend to |l et an extra Japanese get placed where
he
could spring out to deliver a surprise attack

The man m ght be Ishi, best of the jujitsu crew Forewarned agai nst The
Shadow, |shi would use special tricks if occasion called. The way to nullify
such danger was to defeat it before it cane.

Thrusting his guns away, The Shadow nade a | ong spring across the
si dewal k, purposely providing a clatter just before he reached the skul ker. He
wanted the man to turn short of the doorway. The ruse succeeded.

Hands crossed, a fact unnoticed agai nst the bl ackness of his cloak, The
Shadow was prepared to spring a surprise hold that even Ishi woul dn't suspect.
But the ruse was usel ess.

The thing that saved The Shadow from sudden di saster was his footwork. He
caught a brief glinpse of his foeman's saffron face as the man spun about.

Pur posel y, The Shadow tri pped, goi ng backward on his el bows.



A kni fe slashed through the darkness. Slicing The Shadow s hat brim it
slicked downward t hrough a fold of The Shadow s cloak. Striking the sidewalk,
the blade clattered just as The Shadow s feet shot forward.

The Shadow s side-roll, away fromthe skinmm ng knife, hel ped himavoid
t he
weapon. It was al so useful when his ankles hooked his foeman's | egs.

Bef ore the snarling eneny could grip The Shadow, or recover the | ost
knife, he was | evered by the crossover clanp of quick-moving feet. The
Shadow s
enl arged denonstration of a scissors clip hurled the man into a sidew se
somersault, landing himin the doorway that he originally sought. Striking
head
on, The Shadow s opponent received a jarring bl ow that stunned him

Ri si ng, The Shadow approached his prisoner and turned the flashlight on
the man's face: A low, whispered | augh cane fromthe darkness. M stakes coul d
happen, even with The Shadow. Rarely, if ever, did he make the sane m stake
twice. In a way, this couldn't be called the same mistake; it was actually a
m stake in reverse.

Earlier, The Shadow had grappled for a Chi naman and found a Japanese.
Thi s
time, he had nmade the opposite error. The stunned captive in the doorway
wasn' t
I shi. He wasn't even a Japanese.

Qut of a truckload of Japs, The shadow had grabbed a Chi nanan!

CHAPTER V
WHERE MENACE THREATENED

STRANGE were the ways of Chinatown.

Dr. Roy Tam pondered on that fact as he sat behind his desk staring at a
sull en prisoner who sat in a chair across the office, his hands bound behi nd
hi m

Tam s present guest had been a captive for nearly twenty-four hours. He
was a gift fromyYing Ko. He was the Chinese that The Shadow had captured while
pursuing a flock of Japs far outside the borders of Chinatown.

So far, Dr. Tam hadn't been able to nake the prisoner talk, beyond the
poi nt where the man gave his name as Holgo and admitted that he was in the
service of Professor Su Yeng, the hidden octopus whose tentacles were
tightening their grip on Chinatown.

Qovi ously, Hol go had been set to spy on Prince Fuji Yeddo, the nenace
from
Japan. But the prisoner wasn't in a nmood to give Tam any details al ong that
['ine.

Tam gave an expectant glance toward the wi ndow. He had seen it rise
twi ce,
the night before. The first tine, was when The Shadow nade his original visit,
to depart w thout cloak and hat. On the second occasion; Tam had been quite
worried. Having The Shadow s hat and cloak on his own desk, Tam coul dn't
believe that the rising wi ndow meant another visit from Ying Ko.

Not until The Shadow, clad in duplicate attire of black, had renmoved his
hat and dropped his cloak collar, to reveal the features of Lamont Cranston,
di d Tam bel i eve.

One Shadow, with two outfits that nade himso! The recollection pleased
Tam How well the duplicate attire had served! Taking the discarded cl oak and
hat with him The Shadow had used themto conceal the stumbly conpanion that
he
brought back with him the prisoner, Hol go!

The t hought caused Tamto make a new scrutiny of Holgo. He was sure that



the prisoner didn't renenmber nmuch of what had happened the night before.

VWhile Tamstill watched Holgo, a faint breeze stirred the room Wthout
gl ancing at the w ndow agai n, Tam knew that The Shadow had arrived. | ndeed,
Hol go's face, as Tamviewed it, was a proof of Ying Ko's com ng

The prisoner's jaundiced features were beconming a livid yellow His
slitted eyes were wide with fright. A nouth that was wont to deliver a fangi sh
snharl was now opening with a horrified gasp

Qut of that gasp, Hol go nout hed the dread nane:

"Ying Ko!"

Loom ng bl ackness, in fromthe w ndow, was approaching the terrified
prisoner. Tam out from behind the desk, was stepping to The Shadow s side. He
was stating the prisoner's name, announcing that Hol go had admitted that he
bel onged to Professor Su Yeng. \When Dr. Tam added that Hol go woul d say not hi ng
regarding Prince Fuji Yeddo, The Shadow | aughed.

There was a world of significance in that tone. It told the cowering
pri soner that The Shadow al ready knew much about Fuji Yeddo. Realizing that it
was The Shadow who had snatched himfrom anong the Japanese, Hol go began to
weaken.

Transformed from a vicious-1o0king rascal to a plaintive, whining
prisoner, Holgo seened nmore than anxious to admit everything he knew. He
want ed
to tell Ying Ko the facts that he had refused to give to Dr. Tam

The Shadow was not deceived. He knew the ways and wiles of nmen |ike
Hol go

Their game was to adnit certain facts, in order to keep mum on ot hers.
They had to be handl ed step-by-step, with a new type of threat each tine.
Oten, craft would succeed where threat did not. At this nonment, threat was
pref erabl e.

Dr. Tam had nmade one step with Hol go, a very sinple one, that of |earning
the prisoner's connection with Professor Su Yeng; a thing which Hol go had
adm tted because it was quite obvious. The Shadow was taking the second step
seeki ng facts concerning the vani shed Japanese, Prince Fuji Yeddo.

Later, there would be a third step, that of finding out what Hol go knew
about his own master, Professor Su Yeng.

CONFRONTED by The Shadow, Hol go becane garrul ous on the Yeddo question
He
was telling how Prince Yeddo bobbed in and out of places, setting up
housekeeping in one enpty apartnment, only to abandon it for another. But he
never returned to an old | ocation, according to Hol go.

VWere Yeddo's new abode was, Hol go could not even guess. It was Holgo's
job to track Yeddo to the next stopping place and then informhis master, Su
Yeng. Unfortunately, The Shadow had prevented Hol go fromgetting the very data
t hat was required.

Al'l during Hol go's whiny outburst, The Shadow received the increasing
i npression that the fell ow was hol di ng back some vital fact. Something that
Hol go knew about Prince Yeddo, but preferred to reserve for the ear of Su
Yeng.

Craft, rather than threat, was the way to coax it out of him If Holgo could
be

i nduced to believe that he woul d gain sonething through inform ng on Prince
Yeddo, he would do so.

Affecting satisfaction with Holgo's story, The Shadow turned to Dr. Tam
and started to speak in Chinese. Halting, as if anxious that Hol go shoul dn't
understand the conversation, The Shadow sw tched to anot her |anguage. Since
Hol go had al ready shown some know edge of English, The Shadow did not use it.
The | anguage that he chose was Japanese.

"I'f the prisoner could tell us some new fact regardi ng Yeddo," decl ared
The Shadow to Tam "it would help i mensely. First, | could put an end to



Yeddo' s schenes. Then, having assured nyself that our prisoner tells the
truth,

| woul d believe anything that he mght tell me later, when |I question him
about

his own naster, Su Yeng."

It happened that Tam knew very little Japanese, and scarcely gathered
what
The Shadow sai d. Neverthel ess, Tam was bl and enough to nod agreenent.

Actual Iy, The Shadow was speaking for the benefit of Hol go. Know ng that
the fell ow had nmoved in and out anong Yeddo's nen, as only a conpetent spy
could have done, he took it for granted that Hol go understood Japanese.

The Shadow was right.

Wth a side glance, The Shadow saw the first trickle of a grin appear
upon
Hol go's ill-shaped |ips. Though quickly suppressed, the grin was proof that
t he
pri soner had forned the very idea that The Shadow want ed

VWhile Tam still nodded, The Shadow turned to Hol go. Speaking, in Chinese,
he resunmed his quiz. He argued that Prince Yeddo was no friend to Professor Su
Yeng. It would not nmean betrayal of a master if Holgo could help The Shadow s
canpai gn agai nst Prince Yeddo.

Contrarily, it would be sonething that Su Yeng woul d i ndorse. Since Hol go
did not know where Prince Yeddo had gone, his one way to help would be to tel
anyt hi ng he coul d renenber about persons in any way connected with the m ssing
Japanese.

Hol go pondered; then spoke jerkily in English, evidently to give the
i mpression that he was a very poor |inguist.

"Prince Yeddo, he tal kee of man naned Frane," said Hol go. "This nman
Fr ame"

- tripping over the name, he repeated it correctly, with effort - "Frame, he
velly inportant. Yeddo see himtonight, sure. He say so."

The Shadow recogni zed the nanme. He quizzed:

"You mean Langford Frane -"

As with all The Shadow s questions, this one sounded |ike a statenent.
Hol go nodded that it was correct.

"Langford Frame is an inportant manufacturer,"” The Shadow told Tam "He
is
a controlling figure in certain key industries. This fits with the very
obvi ous
theory that Prince Yeddo is in America for other purposes than a duel with
Prof essor Su Yeng."

"You know where to reach Frane?" Tam asked

"Yes," The Shadow replied. "He lives in the Avondal e Apartnents, near
Par k
Avenue, and what is nore, he knows ne personally. Not as The Shadow -"

Dr: Tamsniled. It wasn't necessary for The Shadow to add "- but as
Lanont
Cranston." Such statenment of dual identity would be unwi se in the presence of
t he prisoner, Hol go.

It was unfortunate that Prince Yeddo should have | earned the |ink between
Cranston and The Shadow. The fact had thus far been kept from Professor Su
Yeng, and should Holgo | ater be released, it would be better to have him
i gnorant of something that his master night find val uable.

LEAVI NG Taml s of fice by the wi ndow, The Shadow made anot her departure
t hrough the | oose cordon of skul ky patrollers who roved the streets of
Chi nat own at the bidding of Su Yeng.

So far, there had been no attenpt to invade Tam s prenises, and The
Shadow



doubted that there would be. Hol go's di sappearance, reported to Professor Su
Yeng, would sinply indicate that the spy had fallen into the power of Prince
Fuji Yeddo, rather than The Shadow.

Garbed in his black regalia, The Shadow was an invisible shape al ong the
gl oony streets and darkened alleys of Chinatown, with plenty of doorways
conveniently at hand to aid his unseen progress. Qutside Chinatown, he entered
Moe's cab and rode to the Avondal e Apartnents.

It was Lanmont Cranston who stepped fromthe cab. The only jarring note in
his evening attire was the briefcase that he carried. However, it gave the
i mpression that Cranston was coming to Frane's on business; which, indeed, he
was.

Taki ng an el evator, The Shadow rode to the twenty-fourth floor, which
happened to be the penthouse where Langford Frane |ived.

Ushered into the penthouse, Cranston was recogni zed by the servant who
admtted him Leading the way to Frane's study, which was in a renote corner
of
the preni ses, the servant remarked

"M. Frame is expecting you, M. Cranston. He told us there would be a
visitor, conmng in regard to a business matter, but he neglected to nmention
your name."

By "us" the servant referred to other servants, noticed by The Shadow as
he passed them Franme had three servants, all honest-|ooking nen, and The
Shadow recal l ed them from previ ous visits here.

The briefcase was proving itself useful, since it was the reason why the
servants m stook Cranston for the visitor mentioned by Frame. Meanwhile, The
Shadow was speculating as to the identity of the visitor that Frane actually
expected. One guess was enough: Prince Fuji Yeddo.

Cranston's lips had an inward smle. What a surprise it would be for
Yeddo
when he arrived, to find The Shadow here ahead of him calmy waiting in the
gui se of Cranston. Prospects of that com ng neeting were paranount in The
Shadow s m nd, when he and the servant reached Frane's study. Wth a bow, the
servant gestured toward the door

"Since M. Franme expects you," said the servant, "you may step right in,
M. Cranston. It won't be necessary to announce you. Just a knock" - he tapped
the door - "and you may enter."

The Shadow opened the door as the servant stepped away. Crossing the
t hreshol d, he saw Frane behind a desk, turned toward a filing cabinet. C osing
t he door, The Shadow strolled forward, prepared to witness Frane's surprise at
viewi ng Cranston. But the surprise was to be the other way about.

Revol vi ng suddenly, the sw vel chair brought its occupant full about.
Strai ghtening, the man in the chair raised his smling face, as he decl ared
dryly:

"Good evening, M. Cranston."

The Shadow, hinself, could not have devised a clinax nore astounding than
this one. The nman behind the desk was not Langford Frane, the person who was
t hreatened by a nmenace. |Instead, The Shadow had found the menace hinsel f.

The man at the desk was Prince Fuji Yeddo!

CHAPTER VI
COURTESI ES EXCHANGED

ON this, his second neeting with Prince Yeddo, The Shadow was actually
surprised, though he did not show it. The inpassivity of Cranston was
sonet hi ng
that stood The Shadow in good stead, for it was his way, as Cranston, to
regi ster facial expressions in exact reverse of his inward inpressions.

Nevert hel ess, the thing was baffling. Prince Yeddo couldn't be Langford



Frane in disguise - if anyone could conceive so ridiculous a thing as Frane
trying to i npersonate a Japanese

Frame happened to be a big, bulky man, with a broad, bluff face that
woul d
be difficult to change. Wereas, the physi ognony of Prince Yeddo coul d be
i kened to a browni sh coconut, decorated with narrow eyes, a sharp-etched
nose,
and lips that |ooked like a painted line.

A simpler solution was that Yeddo could have bribed Frame's servants to
help himspring this surprise. But that was out of the question. Coning
t hr ough
t he pent house, The Shadow had observed the servants closely, in order to form
some estimate of their ability in case a pitched fight should occur when Yeddo
arrived.

He'd seen enough of the servants, The Shadow had, to credit themwth
honesty. If they had | acked that quality, they wouldn't have been able to
bl uf
The Shadow under the scrutiny he had given them

Yeddo's arrival in Frane's study was taking on the proportions off a
nmystery, since it was quite evident that Yeddo, in his turn, wasn't qualified
to i npersonate Frane.

The eyes fromthe coconut face were watching The Shadow sharply. Though
unable to trace any show of astoni shment on Cranston's countenance, Yeddo knew
that it rmust, to sone degree, exist. In his snmug style, Yeddo announced:

"I was expecting you, M. Cranston. \Wen Hol go di sappeared, | knew t hat
he
must have net you, or shall we say" - the beady eyes seened to speak words,
t hensel ves, as Yeddo paused - "shall we say that Hol go net The Shadow. "

Choppy words, breaking off as they did, gave no indication of a question
even when Yeddo asked one. At that art, Yeddo's ability was very close to The
Shadow s own. But The Shadow s eyes, in their turn, were capable of delivering
unspoken words. Having no further reason to maintain the listless pose of
Cranston, The Shadow was knifing responses with his gaze.

He was warning Yeddo that trickery would be useless. If it cane to a
sudden duel, The Shadow woul d show the future shogun sone action even nore
rapi d than that of the evening previous. If there were others here with Yeddo,
there was only one place where they could be: nanely, behind a closet door in
a
corner past the desk. That door was tight closed; if it began to open, The
Shadow woul d see it

| mperceptibly, The Shadow had lets his briefcase drop to a chair close
by.

H s hands were resting carelessly on the lapels of his coat.

Havi ng relieved Cranston of two automatics the evening before, Yeddo knew

where he carried his present brace of guns. One .45 would be ready for Yeddo,

the other for any assisting lurker, like Ishi, who mght be in the closet.
There were wi ndows in the penthouse study: one behind the desk, the other
in the side wall. They were both within The Shadow s range of view, and they

caught the night glow of Manhattan so plainly that anyone outside would show
hi nsel f the noment he poked his head near a pane.

Wth Frane's trustworthy servants as a cordon between hinmsel f and any
Japanese invaders who m ght cone fromthe el evators, The Shadow had a perfect
edge on Prince Fuji Yeddo. The words from Yeddo's eyes admitted it.

Then, suddenly, the sane eyes spoke chall enge. Yeddo's enpty hands,
resting on the desk, had noved. One pushed aside a small desk cl ock bel ongi ng
to Frane. The other touched an object that was nore |ikely Yeddo's.

It was a Japanese puzzle box, about six inches square, that had a pattern
of trick panels |like a checkerboard gone awy.

Fromthe way Yeddo toyed with the box, The Shadow recogni zed that it had
potential adjuncts as a weapon. It was also evident, froma gingerly action on



Yeddo's part, that the smug conniver wasn't anxious to enploy the device
unl ess
he had no other choice.
"Holgo is quite stupid,” went on Yeddo, while he handled the puzzle box.
"W tolerated himanong us purely because he was harm ess. He had | earned a
few
things that mattered, but we intended to take care of himwhen the tinme cane.
"Unfortunately, M. Cranston - or should | say fortunately? - Holgo fel
into your control. That is why | partly expected you here. But | admt" -
Yeddo' s bl ack eyes w dened enough to flash with snaki sh venom- "that | hoped
you woul d not come so soon."

THE poi son was gone fromthat flashed gaze as rapidly as it had cone.
Snmugger than ever, Prince Yeddo was rising fromhis chair, carrying the
squari sh box loosely in his hand. Again he pushed the desk clock aside, and
The
Shadow noted the | ook he darted at it. Yeddo was thinking in ternms of tine.

"Hol go told you where to find nme," declared Yeddo, "because he knew t hat
any trouble he could turn ny way woul d be beneficial to his naster, Professor
Su Yeng. Suppose, M. Cranston, that | should exchange the courtesy by telling
you how to find Su Yeng."

"I should be very pleased to neet Su Yeng," returned The Shadow, in the
even tone of Cranston, "after | have first settled matters with you, Prince
Yeddo. "

"Ah! But | expect a courtesy in return. I want you to see Su Yeng while
our business remains unfinished."

"Suppose | refuse?"

"I't would be very unwi se." Yeddo spoke enmphatically, yet still in choppy
style. "There are others in Japan who could take the place of Prince Fuji
Yeddo; but none in Anerica who could fill a gap left by The Shadow, who calls
hi msel f Lanmont Cranston.”

The inplication was direct. Well did The Shadow know the m nds of the
Japanese, those of the old school to which Prince Yeddo bel onged. Any man
anbi ti ous enough to be shogun, would al so comend the art of hara-kiri, the
form of suicide which the Japanese recogni zed as the proper self-reward for
failure.

Unl ess The Shadow woul d accept the present stal enmate, Yeddo intended to
turn it into a double death by nmeans of the squarish box which he held in his
hand. H s thunb was on a corner of the box, where he could press it quicker
than The Shadow could draw a gun and fire. He was waiting for an answer, so
The
Shadow gave it

"I have found you tw ce, Prince Yeddo," declared The Shadow. "A third
guest should prove quite as easy. So far, | have not found Professor Su Yeng,
at all. No one could reject so |iberal exchange as yourself for Su Yeng."

Prince Yeddo glared. He couldn't relish the way in which The Shadow had
turned the situation froma triunmph on Yeddo's part, to a gain on his own. It
was difficult to dent the snugness of a man |ike Yeddo, but The Shadow had
acconplished it. Neverthel ess, Yeddo accepted the inplication of inferiority
to

Su Yeng.

"You will go to the White Dragon Tea Shop, in Chinatown," declared Yeddo.
"There, you will state in Chinese: 'It is night upon the Yangtze.' The
countersign will admt you to the presence of Professor Su Yeng."

As he spoke, Prince Yeddo | ooked toward the door, expecting The Shadow to
turn in that direction. The Shadow did, in the slow style of Cranston, but the
manner of his turn included a purpose that Yeddo did not recogni ze. The Shadow
swung toward a wall mirror, which gave himan angled reflection of Prince
Yeddo.



He saw Yeddo's eyes still on the little clock. The Jap's thunb had noved
fromthe corner of the six-inch box. It was pressing panels instead, and The
Shadow observed that the shifting thunb applied that pressure three tinmes.

Yeddo was | aying the box aside when The Shadow made a quick turn at the
door, one hand holding his briefcase, the other actually beneath his coat
| apel .

Hands extending, palnms up to show themenpty, Prince Yeddo gave a polite
farewel | bow. The Shadow stepped through the door and closed it. He heard
Yeddo
cone bounding to the other side, to turn the key.

By then, The Shadow was al so busy. He had opened his briefcase and was
whi ppi ng out his black cloak and hat.

THREE M nut es!

Such was the tine period that Yeddo required for his own departure,
however he intended to acconmplish it. H's glance at the clock was one
gi ve-away; his triple pressure on the Japanese box, the other. The Shadow
intended to clip those three mnutes.

He was counting the seconds, nentally, which he had trained hinself to do
wi t h absol ute accuracy, as he whi sked across a deserted living room slid open
t he wi ndow and reached a | edge outsi de.

Fromthere, it was a dangerous course to the side w ndow of Frane's
st udy,

a wi ndow whi ch The Shadow had noticed was unl ocked.

On minute was up before The Shadow reached the hal fway point. The second
m nute was gone as he arrived at the wi ndow on his slow journey, where nere
i nches separated himfroma two-hundred-foot plunge to the street.

At the wi ndow, The Shadow found it still unlocked. Pressing his body
i nward, he lunged up, thrusting the wi ndow ahead of him while his other hand
drove a gun in through the opening.

Letting his body follow, The Shadow caught the |l edge with his free hand
as
it cane down. Using that hand as a pivot, he was revolving like a turret as he
swept his gun about the room

The study was enpty. Prince Yeddo hadn't gone through the other w ndow,
for it was |locked fromthe inside. If in the closet, which was doubtful, Yeddo
couldn't be dangerous, for the closet door was still tight shut. But on
Franme's
desk Prince Yeddo, had |eft the Japanese box!

Significantly, the box lay beside the little clock, which corroborated
The
Shadow s own tinme estimate.

Two minutes and twenty seconds of the period had passed. Dropping across
the wi ndow sill, The Shadow pi cked up the box and listened. Faintly, he could
hear it tick, four quick clicks to the second.

In his course along the | edge, The Shadow had noticed heavy traffic on
t he
street below. In back of the Avondal e Apartnents was a court, with an outl et
to
the next street. It would serve better for The Shadow s com ng experiment.

Reaching the rear wi ndow, The Shadow had several seconds of difficulty
with the | ock, which was tightly wedged; but it gave at |ast. Shoving the
wi ndow upward, The Shadow | ooked bel ow.

There was a cab in the courtyard, and it was taking on a passenger in the
person of Prince Yeddo. The driver who was closing the door preparatory to
taki ng the wheel, was al so a Japanese; probably The Shadow s old friend Ishi

Li ke the cab that Professor Su Yeng had supplied for the use of nurderous
Mongol s, this vehicle of Yeddo's also had an open top. It was just beginning
to



nove away.

Too bad that Prince Yeddo shoul d have forgotten his precious box! Perhaps
he had left it as a gift for The Shadow, should he return. But, since
courtesies were the node this evening, it was only proper that The Shadow
shoul d deliver a final one.

Wth a few seconds of his three m nutes renmining, The Shadow tossed the
square box fromthe w ndow.

Only a perfected bonb sight could have natched the precision of that
t oss.

Gaugi ng the distance, together with the increasing speed of Yeddo's cab, The
Shadow nade an absol ute cal cul ati on

Fromits course, it seemed apparent that the falling box was due to go
t hrough the cab's open top and | and practically in Yeddo's lap. The only flaw
was the time elenent. The few remai ni ng seconds were not enough

Wth about forty nore feet to go, the descendi ng box exploded |ike a
bonbshel | at an angl e above Yeddo's cab, crashing wi ndows in the apartnent
house and the building next to it with such force that even the walls
qui ver ed.

The effect on the cab was visible, though not serious.

Hearing the blast, Ishi nust have let his foot jab the accelerator, for
the cab rocketed out of the alley, veered into the street, and al npst
overturned. Its driver righted it out of a skid, and it was gone, past the
corner of the next building, before The Shadow could draw a gun and shoot
after
it.

Prince Fuji Yeddo had escaped The Shadow s final courtesy; one that woul d
have been final, in all senses of the word, had its delivery been conpl et ed!

CHAPTER VI |
TRAILS TO COVE

IN departure, Prince Fuji Yeddo had left a train of mysteries behind him
whi ch The Shadow deci ded to cl ean up, though he hadn't quite applied the
process to Yeddo, personally.

One nystery was how Yeddo had | eft the penthouse study. The door was
still
| ocked, with the key dangling fromthe inside, and The Shadow had entered by
t he
only wi ndow that could have afforded exit.

More inmportant, however, was the nystery of Langford Frane. Hi s servants
believed himto be in the study waiting for a visitor, but The Shadow hadn't
found himthere. The nost obvious place to |l ook for Franme was in the study
cl oset, and The Shadow |l ost no time in doing it.

The nonent he opened the door, he was rewarded. Franme's bul ky body cane
toppling out and flattened on the fl oor

Frame wasn't dead, but he was nearly so. H's hands, tied behind him
rendered it inpossible for himto get at the thing which twined his neck. The
thing was a garrote of Japanese invention, quite as ingenious as any of the
sl owstrangling devices found in nedieval torture chamnbers.

A thin rope enbraced Frane's bullish neck. It was knotted at the back
and
at each side of the main knot were two smaller ones. Prince Yeddo had sinply
thrust a small stick of wood through the main knot and used it as a clanp to
tighten the strangle cord.

Hal f as long as a pencil, and less in thickness, the stick could be
stopped at any half turn by the sinple process of tucking its ends beneath the
little side knots, which prevented it from slipping | oose.

He hadn't left Franme nuch | eeway. A few nminutes |onger and Frame's neck



fromits own swelling, would have made further breathing inpossible.

As The Shadow untwi sted the garrote, Frane rolled over with a nban so
heartfelt, that his cloaked rescuer felt new regrets that the surprise package
hadn't reached Yeddo's departing cab. Slow death of the sort that Yeddo had
pl anned for Frame gave The Shadow nerciless inclinations toward those who
perpetrated it, regardless of the why and wherefore.

There was a why in this case.

VWhen Frane came back to full consciousness, to press his freed hands
agai nst his sore neck, he found that his revival was due in part to a jigger
of
brandy supplied by his friend Lanont Cranston, who had singularly arrived in
t he
pent house.

Frame couldn't recall Cranston as his rescuer. He had the inpression of a
wei rd being in black, undoing the evil that Yeddo had begun. Nor did he notice
Cranston's briefcase, wherein The Shadow had packed the garb of bl ack

But Cranston was a friend, and his cal mgaze indicated that he knew nmuch
about the case. So Frame hoarsely poured out the remai nder of the story. It
fitted with The Shadow s analysis of Prince Yeddo and his notives.

"Yeddo is in this country to get war materials," declared Frane, "and he
figured | was the man to help him He was going to protect ne on the deal, and
he didn't mind telling ne why. Useful once, I'd still be useful. The shipnents
were to go to Russia, under the present international agreenent, and Yeddo
woul d take care of themat the other end.

"Yeddo insisted that rel ations between America and Japan were beconi ng
friendlier; that | need never fear that any such equi pnent woul d be used
agai nst us. He argued that the war supplies, including planes and nunitions,
woul d be kept in Northern China for suppressing rebellions. Wen | remarked
that it would help the Japanese military nachine just the sane, Yeddo acted
hurt.”

Frame was coming to the reasons why Yeddo had decided to do away wth
hi m
But The Shadow knew there nust be nore, to account for the node of nurder that
Yeddo had attenpted. He gave Frame another taste of brandy, to stinulate nore
facts.

"I couldn't prove anything agai nst Yeddo," Frame continued. "All of our
transactions were verbal, and there were tines when | couldn't even locate the
chap. So | put a private investigator on the case, a nman named Mark Orvel
Sonehow, Yeddo got wind of it. He nade an appointment to nmeet me this evening.

"When Yeddo cane, he popped out of nowhere, like the devil he is! |I mean
it, Cranston. The thing amazed nme! He gave ne a jujitsu treatnent, and next
knew t hat rope was around my neck

"CQur deal was off, and all he wanted was to know the nanme of the nan that
I'd put on his trail. I wouldn't tell him | figured if |I did, he'd tw st the
noose tighter and have done with ne."

THE SHADOW was vi sual i zing facts that Frane didn't recognize.

Unquesti onably, Yeddo had rolled Frame into the closet just before The
Shadow s

arrival, and intended to let himdie there under a strangling torture. The
Japanese bonb box, Yeddo's plaything, was to have bl asted the room and Frane's
body with it.

There woul d have been an investigation of a nysterious explosion, but no
trace of Prince Yeddo, inasmuch as no one had seen the nurderous Japanese
arrive. The matter of Yeddo's appearance from nowhere was still sonething of a
baffler, until The Shadow renmenbered that this apartnment was the top fl oor of
a
dupl ex pent house.

Looki ng behi nd Frane's desk, The Shadow di scovered the outline of a



trapdoor in the flooring, distinguishable only by faint cracks. He pointed it
out to Frame, who suddenly realized what it meant.

"Wy, yes!" Frane exclainmed. "These floors were connected once, to forma
two-story penthouse. It was altered when | took the place. A new tenant rented
the I ower floor a nmonth ago. He nust have been Prince Yeddo!"

The Shadow knew that a search of the | ower apartment would prove
fruitless. He suggested, instead, that Frame |leave with him and take quarters
el sewhere, w thout nmentioning the fact to his servants. Franme agreed, and the
proposition offered little difficulty.

Goi ng out together, The Shadow and Franme found the servants busy gabbling
over a nysterious explosion that had occurred outside the apartnent house.
Wien
Frane stated that he and Cranston were going out of town, the servants took it
as sonet hi ng conparatively uninportant.

One hour later, The Shadow arrived at Dr. Tamis. H's Chinese friend was
greatly intrigued when he heard the details of events at Frame's. Tam had
pl aced Hol go in another room hence the discussion was a private one.

"What about Mark Orvel, the investigator?" Taminquired. "How will he
conmuni cate with Langford Frane?"

"That is all provided for," The Shadow expl ai ned. "Franme's mnmeetings with
O vel were secret, because Frane feared Prince Yeddo. Ovel knows where to
find
Frane, in an energency. | shall await their meeting, inasnmuch as O vel may
bring
us a new lead to Yeddo. Qur proposition is to find Professor Su Yeng."

Dr. Tam stared, unbelieving. Then

"You can't believe that Prince Yeddo told you the real way to find
Prof essor Su Yeng!"

"I do," replied The Shadow. "Yeddo's nmind is sonething like a machine. It
rejects anything that may not bring results. He believed that | night return
to
Frane's study, hence he set the time bonb."

"But in case | did not return, he wanted me to prove useful. A neeting,
on
my part, with Su Yeng would be very useful to Yeddo. It mght lead to the
elimnation of either nmyself, or Su Yeng."

"More probably you, Ying Ko," argued Tam solemly. "Yeddo may have been
guiding you into one of Su Yeng's traps."

"I intend to test that point," said The Shadow, calmy. "Come. Let us
have
a chat with Hol go."

They found the prisoner in his usual sullen npbod, and from Hol go's stare,
the fell ow seened to think that The Shadow s early return nmeant that he had
not
met Prince Yeddo. Neverthel ess, The Shadow expressed satisfaction over the
i nformation that Hol go had preciously given him

"You were right, Holgo," The Shadow decl ared. "Frane regards Yeddo as a
threat. Since you have spoken the truth once, | should like to hear it again.
Tell me howto find Su Yeng."

Hol go faked a hesitant air. It wasn't until The Shadow prom sed him
freedomfor the information that the fell ow suddenly deci ded to babbl e.

"Go to the old joss house,"” he said. "Speak to Amok, the nman that you
will find there. He will welcone you, Ying Ko, and tell you howto reach Su
Yeng. "

THE SHADOW ordered Tamto rel ease the prisoner. While Tam was doi ng so,
The Shadow renoved his cloak and hat. In this dinmrer room his features, those
of Cranston, were not readily discernible, for The Shadow kept his back to the
light. Besides, Holgo's eyes were not | ooking toward The Shadow s face.



VWhat held Holgo's attention were the garnents of black that The Shadow
thrust into his hands.

"Wear these, Holgo," The Shadow ordered. "I shall conduct you to the old
j oss house, where you say | shall be wel cone. You can nmeet Amok as Ying Ko,
while | go to the White Dragon to speak the countersign that will actually

t ake
me to Su Yeng."

Droppi ng the cl oak and hat, Holgo fell cringing to his knees. It was
pr oof
t hat Hol go had gi ven The Shadow fal se i nformati on, whereas Yeddo had supplied
the real route to Su Yeng's. The fact that The Shadow knew the true way made
Hol go sure that he had recognized the lie.

"No, no!" Holgo pleaded. "I shall die! |I spoke false, Ying Ko, but only
because Su Yeng ordered it. There is death to all who go to the old joss house
seeking Su Yeng!"

"While the way through the Wiite Dragon is safe -

"Yes, yes! To all who give the countersign: "It is night upon the
Yangt ze.' Believe nme, Ying Ko, and let ne remain a prisoner. | can never face
Su Yeng again. | shall tell you what woul d happen, Ying Ko.

"Su Yeng would clutch me! Like this" - Holgo raised a, shaky, claw sh

hand
to squeeze an imagi nary object - "like |I have seen himdo with others!"

"Hol go neans the dolls," sidetoned Tam "They are very lifelike; so real
that Su Yeng's ignorant followers fancy themto be alive."

Hol go, meanwhil e, was raising his hands, begging to have them bound
agai n,
appealing to The Shadow to let himremin in the secure custody of Dr. Tam
Bet ween t hose spasns, the prisoner was doing his utnost to give nore facts
concerning Su Yeng, but none were of great consequence. He sinply knew that
t he
ol d joss house held death whereas the Wiite Dragon of fered access to Su Yeng's
preserves through |l ong and tw sted passages. But just where Su Yeng's lair was
| ocated, in distance and direction fromthe White Dragon, Holgo was unable to
esti nat e.

Tam bound the prisoner again, and Holgo sank to the corner with a sound
that very much resenbled a grateful sob. Returning to the office with Tam The
Shadow found his Chinese friend quite in agreement on the fact that Hol go had
spoken the full truth.

"I't was excellent, Ying Ko," declared Tam "the way you prepared Hol go
bef ore you saw Prince Yeddo. It enabled you to check on Yeddo's infornmation
perfectly. But you cannot go to Su Yeng's, Ying Ko."

"Not at present," agreed The Shadow. "It would nean a Chi nese disgui se,
and | would have to pretend that | was interested in aiding his cause. Su Yeng
mght insist that I remain -"

"And thus cause conplications in regard to Prince Yeddo," nodded Tam

"You
nmust certainly be prepared to nmeet the investigator, Ovel, when he reports to
Franme. "

The Shadow eyed Tam steadily, and saw what was troubling him

"Your own friends are marked," he told Tam "Therefore, you are afraid to
ri sk sending any of themto see Su Yeng."

Agai n, Tam nodded.

“I'f I mght," Tam began, "I woul d suggest -

He halted, apologetically, as if loath to broach a proposal that m ght
j eopardi ze soneone connected wi th The Shadow. Understanding Tam s hesitation
The Shadow conpl eted the unfinished statenent:

"You woul d suggest that | send M ng Dwan."

Tam gave a slow nod, which indicated that he left the matter entirely to
The Shadow. There was a |l ow | augh fromhidden lips; then, with a note of
finality, The Shadow announced:



"M ng Dwan shall go!"

CHAPTER VI I |
THE SHADOW S EM SSARY

UNI QUE anpbng persons who had served The Shadow in the past was a girl
naned Myra Rel don, otherwi se known as M ng Dwan. The reason for her dua
identity was very sinple.

Though an Anmerican, Myra had been born in Shanghai and |lived there nost
of
her life. She knew the ways of Chinese, as well as their |anguage, and when
she
put on Chi nese make-up, even Orientals were deceived.

Nor was it asking too much of Myra to have her confront so crafty a
personage as Su Yeng and neet himon his own grounds. Myra had handl ed such
assignnments in the past.

Oiginally, she had worked with the F.B.1., later with The Shadow, who
had
corrected the few faults in Myra's Chinese inpersonations. Wen Mra went
Chi nese, she dropped her own personality absolutely and becane, in practica
reality, the alluring Mng Dmnan, maid of old China.

As such, she was the very sort to be welconmed by Su Yeng, who doubtl ess
woul d recogni ze the nmerits of having wonmen hel p the cause of gaining new
recruits in his plan of restoring the Enpire.

There was only one problemin The Shadow s path, and a very trivial one,
it seemed. Myra was absent from New York and woul dn't be back until the next
eveni ng. Therefore, a wait was needed before she could undertake the task of
em ssary.

That delay of one day neant little in itself. The trouble cane from
conplications that the day produced, so slight in their beginnings, that The
Shadow was to overl ook them

It happened that The Shadow had two people on his mind: Myra Rel don and
Langford Frame. Meanwhile, it was advisable for himto appear publicly as
Lamont Cranston, yet be quite wary where he went, considering that he was
definitely marked by Prince Yeddo, and possibly by Professor Su Yeng. As
Cranston, he had a third problem and three were to prove too many.

The third probl emwas Margo Lane.

She was a girl who |iked adventure and found it in the conpany of Lanont
Cranston. In fact, Margo had progressed to the point where she could
definitely
link Cranston with The Shadow.

Si nce Margo had proven hersel f hel pful on various occasi ons, The Shadow
counted her in on plans whenever he could. But there were other tines when she
had to be eased out. This happened to be one of them

The Shadow had several picked nen who hel ped himin hard-hitting
canpai gns, and he was even keeping themout of this one. H s own experience
with Ishi, the jujitsu expert, was sufficient. He didn't want any of his
wor kers finding thensel ves bounced into taxicabs and carried away prisoner
| east of all, Margo Lane.

The Shadow s way of easing Margo out was both sinple and effective. He
dined with her, as Cranston, and showed so indolent a nmood that she began to
doubt that he could possibly be planning schenes of action

But Margo had begun to suspect those quiet dinners of having a special
purpose, and this one, on the evening follow ng The Shadow s adventure in the
pent house, gave Margo a few things extra to think about.

They were dining in a new, and secluded, restaurant, which indicated that
Cranston was shunning the public eye. Mreover, Cranston nmentioned a rather
vague appoi ntnent, an early one, that wouldn't keep himlong. But it was just



enough to give Margo an idea
She decided not to wait until Cranston returned to the restaurant;
i nstead, she broached sone plans for the next evening. Cranston nade a date
for
di nner at seven the next night, and therewith departed. But Margo stayed.
Ticking in the back of the attractive brunette's head was the notion that
Cranston had been expecting a phone call. Perhaps, if she stayed, it would
cone
in and she could take it as a favor to Lanont; and also as a satisfaction for
her own curiosity.
Ri ding fromthe restaurant, The Shadow smled. He hadn't mnissed the
t hought in Margo's mind, and he was on his way to spike the very thing she
hoped for.
St oppi ng at the apartnment house where Myra Reldon |ived, The Shadow
pl aced
a note under her door, then continued on to his nmeeting with Langford Frane.
The note countermanded a tel egram The Shadow had sent to Myra that
aft ernoon, asking her to tel ephone the restaurant if she arrived back in New
York before a given tine.

I T chanced that Myra called the restaurant, anyway. Still at the place,
Margo heard the head waiter paging M. Cranston and said that she would take
the call.

VWen she spoke across the tel ephone and heard Myra's voice, in return,
Margo was considerably intrigued and somewhat pi qued.

Jeal ousy wasn't large in Margo's mnd; at |east, not the sort that m ght
have been expected. Thinki ng Margo was sonmeone connected with the restaurant,
Myra, gave her nanme and asked if there was any message.

Sonething in her tone told Margo that the other girl, a total stranger
was al so interested in adventure. Wioever Myra Reldon was, it didn't seem
| ogi cal that she could qualify if Margo Lane couldn't. So Margo coolly faked
t he operator business, with a few enbellishments.

"Sorry, Mss Reldon," she said, "but M. Cranston just left. | amquite
sure that he would have |l eft a message, had the matter been urgent. He al ways
does. "

Margo was hoping that Myra woul d suppose that Cranston often came to this
restaurant. Myra evidently did, which pleased Margo doubly. Her bluff was
wor ki ng, and she was also learning that Myra didn't know nuch about Cranston
and the places that he frequented.

There was one thing, however, that inpressed Margo as an oddity. It was
the peculiar lilt of Myra's voice. It came in singsong fashion

"Perhaps M. Cranston left a nessage at my apartnment. | am going there -

"I't would be better if you cane here, Mss Reldon," put in Margo briskly.
"M. Cranston said that he mght return within an hour."

The call finished, Margo thought it over. Just why she had manufactured
fabrications to go along with a thin basis of truth, she couldn't entirely
understand. It seened that one step was | eading her to another; that out of
her
unruly mood, she was creating mld adventure for herself.

Bringing Myra to the restaurant was a delightful inspiration. It would
gi ve Margo a chance to | ook over Cranston's other girl friend w thout being
recogni zed in her own turn

However, adventure would therewith end. Wat was nore, Margo was quite
sure that Lanont's interest in Myra was inpersonal. Sonething inportant was at
stake, in which Cranston preferred Myra's aid to any that Margo m ght furnish.
That was the real cause for Margo's annoyance.

Maybe Lanont had actually left an inportant nmessage at Myra's apartnent.
If so, Margo's neddling m ght have serious consequences.

The thought [ ed Margo to another step. Thunbing through the tel ephone



book, she found Myra's nane and | earned the address of the other girl's
apartment. It was a case, now, of naking anends for a capricious m stake;
t hat,

at least, was Margo's excuse for continui ng her escapade.

Arguing that lost time mght be costly, and that to wait and explain
things to Myra woul d therefore be a blunder, Margo left the restaurant, took a
cab and started for the other girl's apartnment.

It proved to be on the second floor, and there was a conveni ent kitchen
wi ndow right by the fire exit. Margo reached the w ndow wi thout any of the
dangerous | edge travel in which The Shadow specialized.

Creepi ng through the apartnent she found the doorway to the hall and
pressed a |light switch. Wat Margo saw, intrigued her anew. On the fl oor
wi t hin
t he door was an envel ope that she was sure Lanont must have thrust there!

CERTAI NLY there could be no harmin reading the note, now that the whirl
of events had carried Margo this far. She'd read it, and call the restaurant
and tell Myra that she had a nessage from Cranston.

At least, it would be sonething that would surprise Lanont |ater, when
Margo related it by degrees. She'd al ways wanted to jar her leisurely friend
out of his self-sufficient nood. So Margo opened the note and read it.

It was witten in a hand that resenbled Cranston's, and Margo read the
bl ue-inked statenents slowy, because they were somewhat cryptic. The note
told
Myra to be ready for a trip to Chinatown, in order to neet a certain Professor
Su Yeng. It stated that the m ssion would prove quite sinple, if handl ed
carefully. Myra was to await at her apartnent for a tel ephone call that would
add certain details.

There was a postscript to the note. It said: "You will go as M ng Dwan."
But Margo did not manage to read that far.

Amazingly, the blue-inked witing began to efface itself, so rapidly that
it overtook Margo just before she reached the final line. The invisible
process
swept past and erased the postscript while Margo was staring, rather dazed.
Mechanically, the girl crunpled the blank sheet that had once been a note.

From The Shadow

Due to her close association with Cranston, Margo was accustoned to
ver bal
nmessages that concerned The Shadow. This was her first experience with the
nmyst eri ous device that he used in comunicating with certain persons.

O course, the purpose of the vanishing note was evident; in a way, too
evident. It was designed to bal k neddl ers, and therefore had a chiding touch
where Margo, herself, was concerned

Should Myra return and find a bl ank sheet of paper, she woul d know t hat
the note had been opened, and would tell Cranston so when he tel ephoned. The
fact irked Margo. She coul d al nost fancy Cranston speaking to her, |aughing
lightly at the trick that she had played upon herself.

There was nothing to do but call the restaurant and ask for Myra Rel don
who was probably there by this tinme. In introducing herself, Margo woul d have
to follow with a conplete confession of her snoopery, and tell Mra what the
not e had sai d.

Margo could remain here at the apartnment until Myra arrived, just in case
Cranston call ed up. Then Margo woul d have to bow hersel f out of the picture,
very ungracefully. Probably, in the future, Lanont would be less inclined to
trust Margo with inmportant work, considering this prankish denonstration

If only she could finish what she had started!

That, at |east, would inpress Lanont Cranston, otherwi se The Shadow. He
adm red cl everness, even at his own expense. He would place this to the credit
side of Margo's ledger, if she showed the ability to see the ganme through. But



there was no way out; at |east, Margo Lane could think of none while she was
dej ectedly picking up the tel ephone to nake her call of apology to Myra
Rel don.

The inspiration came fromthe tel ephone, itself. Before Margo could lift
the receiver, the bell began to ring.

Monentarily, Margo hesitated, flustered. She didn't mind calling from
here
and stating where she was; but being caught on the prem ses was anot her
matter.

Remenbering Myra's tone, Margo decided to inmtate it. She used the exact words
with which the other girl had begun a conversation:

"Hello. This is Mss Reldon speaking -"

"Hell o, Myra." The responding tone was Cranston's! "You have read the
note, of course?"

The pause called for an answer, and Margo was el ated by the fact that she
had actually fooled Lanmont. This was her way out of a dilemma! She'd keep on
with the Myra pretext, and as soon as Lanont caught on, she'd jolly him At
least, it would nake the climax graceful.

"Yes, | have read the note." Margo duplicated Myra's lilt beautifully. "I
am ready for further instructions, M. Cranston.”

THE instructions canme. Cranston explained briefly that Professor Su Yeng
was the nystery man of Chi natown; dangerous, yet anxious to make friends. Mra
could reach himby going to the Wite Dragon Tea Shop and giving the
countersi gn, which Cranston therewith suppli ed.

She was to show interest in his plan for aiding bel eaguered China, and
of fer her services toward raising funds anong her friends. At no tinme was she
to indicate that she suspected a hidden notive behind Su Yeng's plans. Such
was
The Shadow s war ni ng.

During those instructions, Margo listened breathless, unable to insert a
response. \When Cranston concluded, his words were:

"You have heard?" To which Margo, spontaneously using Myra's singsong,
could only respond: "Yes, | have heard." \Wereupon, an abrupt click of the
receiver signified the end of Cranston's call.

Staring dunfounded at the dead tel ephone, Margo realized that her bluff
had worked too well. O had it? The question intrigued her. The Shadow want ed
someone to call on Professor Su Yeng and put up a bluff.

As Margo saw it, he had chosen Myra only because he thought the other
girl
was well-qualified to handle it. But Margo, herself, had denonstrated the
needed
ability, by bluffing The Shadow hi nsel f!

Certainly, she could do the same with Professor Su Yeng. Turning this
adventure into such a climx would nmean real triunph. Excuses wouldn't have to
be apol ogi es when Margo net Lamont and gave himthe very facts that he wanted,
as The Shadow.

Confi dence swept indecision front Margo's nmind. Leaving Myra's apartnment,
she called the first cab that she saw and ordered the driver to take her to
Chi nat own. She was bound on real adventure, of greater proportions than any
that The Shadow, as the indulgent M. Cranston, had ever assignhed her before.

Had Margo Lane foreseen the strange proportions that this adventure was
actually to produce, she would gladly have transferred the duty back to Myra
Rel don!

CHAPTER | X

THE MAG C OF SU YENG



THE sl ant-eyed keeper of the Wiite Dragon Tea Shop stroked his droopy
nmust ache as he gazed at the Anerican girl who had come into his old, nusty
store.

There were customers about; |ike the shopkeeper, they were Chinese, and
they al so gave Margo Lane the slanty eye. It wasn't often that Americans,
particul arly wonen, came into the Wiite Dragon, for this basenent shop was
obscure and its portal s forbiddi ng.

VWenever they did appear, such custonmers were allowed to sanple tea and
buy it, if they so chose. Usually, they didn't stay long. The slit-eyed stares
of the Chinese gallery weren't the sort to extend the wel come very far. People
who thought the White Dragon an interesting place to enter, soon began to
regard the street as much nore inviting.

Margo Lane was a definite exception. Sipping one brand of tea that the
proprietor offered, she decided to try another. She was tasting her fourth
sample froma tiny cup, when she nanaged to corner the mustached Chi nanan away
fromthe group of custonmers. In a | ow tone, Margo repeated the words that
Cranston had neant for Myra Rel don

"I't is night upon the Yangtze."

Instantly, the atnosphere cleared. The Chinese custoners didn't hear the
countersign, but they sawthe lift of the proprietor's eyebrows. Chinese
shifted, like a boat crew clearing for action

Two went to the outer door, to nmake sure that no newconers entered. A
third fol ded back a | arge gol den screen that stood at the rear of the shop
while a fourth, stepping past a stack of tea chests thus reveal ed, gave qui ck,
[ight taps against the wall.

The proprietor was bowi ng Margo past the counter, to a blank wall in a
corner beside the stacked tea chests. Margo expected the solid wall to open
but it didn't. Instead, the proprietor rested his fingers on the knob of a
t ea- chest drawer.

A muffed click came fromwi thin. He swung the door to one side, and the
fronts of the other tea chests cane with it, all together. Stooping, as the
proprietor urged her forward, Margo went through the strange doorway.

It led to a diny lighted passage, where a bow ng Chi nese waited. He was
clad in native costune - dark in hue, except for a gol d-enbroidered dragon so
extensive that it seemed to hold himin its coils. Turning, the dragon nan |ed
Margo t hrough t he passage, which soon converged with anot her.

Fromthen on, Margo lost all sense of direction. Sliding doors, tw sty
passages, steps that led up and down to other levels, were all quite preval ent
in Su Yeng's under-ground donmai n.

Sonetimes Margo thought that the course had reversed itself; but always,
there were other turns. Still, she m ght have been back at the starting point,
or very close to it, when her guide knocked at a snooth door which bl ocked the
final passage

The door slid aside. Margo saw a Chi nese fol ding back a screen. But this
wasn't the Wiite Dragon again. |Instead, Margo was view ng a reception hal
decorated lavishly with Chinese tapestries and furni shed with teakwdod chairs,
antique tables and inlaid taborets.

The hall was underground, that nmuch was certain, for its ceiling was | ow
and spaces between the tapestries disclosed walls of smooth concrete. That it
was only a small part of Su Yeng's prenises was evidenced by several gol den
screens along the walls. These obvi ously narked doorways | eadi ng el sewhere.

Cerenoni ously, a Celestial renmoved another screen. A door slid wi de and
Margo was bowed through. She heard the door glide shut in back of her; but
scarcely noticed it.

She was too intrigued by the appearance of the nan who faced her, as he
sat in a large teakwood chair, snoking a | ong, odd-shaped pipe that he
supported with one hand, while his other gestured Margo to a chair ruch |ike
hi s own.

He coul d be none other than Professor Su Yeng.



IF the singular man in the teakwood chair had avowed hinself to be a
hundred years of age, the statement woul d not have astoni shed Margo Lane. His
mani | a- hued face was lined with as many wrinkles, |large and small, as the palm
of one's hand. It seened that age, alone, could have so dyed Su Yeng's
conpl exion, and that its many marks were those of tine.

Yet, those very factors rendered Su Yen agel ess.

As a human century plant, he was in full bloom H's eyes were piercing in
their gaze. His lips had a snile of nysterious understanding. The very notion
of his thin hands, with their long-nailed fingers, showed that he possessed a
delicacy of manner. In this one personality was enbodied the full w sdom of
t he
Oient.

Such was Professor Su Yeng, the Devil Master

Devi lish, indeed, was his cunning, in that it lulled those who
encount ered
it. When Su Yeng spoke, his tone, though slightly on the crackly side, had the
enphasis of a chime. Hs penetrating eyes probed Margo's face and seeningly
grasped her thoughts, though his gaze was not unkindly.

"You have cone to aid ny cause,"” chined Su Yeng. "May | ask your nane,
kind visitor?"

Margo's hesitation was very brief. She'd thought of nami ng herself as
M/ra
Rel don; but, during the trip to Su Yeng's hidden abode, she had deci ded t hat
it
woul d be unfair. The place was nore om nous than she expected, and if she cane
out safely, it would not be right to pin the visit on someone el se, who m ght
suffer for it, later.

Mor eover, having nmet Su Yeng, Margo doubted that she coul d deceive him as
much as she had hoped, if at all. It was better to win his confidence with a
straight start.

She gave her right nane: Margo Lane.

"Tell me, Mss Lane," questioned Su Yeng. "How did you | earn of ny
m ssi on
in Anerica?"

Margo was ready for that question

"Through a friend," she answered. "One who also told ne the countersign
that | used at the Wite Dragon."”

Su Yeng did not inquire the identity of the friend, nuch to Margo's
relief. It didn't occur to Margo, however, that Su Yeng already saw a hi dden
noti ve behind her visit.

Wsely had The Shadow advi sed Myra Rel don to come here in the character
of
M ng Dwan. It happened that none of Su Yeng's own friends were authorized to
bring Anericans into the fold of those who hoped to restore Inperial China.

There was much that Su Yeng woul d have liked to ask, but he sagely chose
to wait. When Su Yeng unl oosed tongues, he learned all that they could
possi bly
say. He ruled his Chinese followers through threat, for they believed himto
possess the magi cal powers that he clainmed. Anericans were different. They
required a denonstration, first.

Solemmly, Su Yeng cl apped his hands. From behind a screen, a Chinese girl
appeared. She was about Margo's age, and very beautiful. Her skin had the
col or
of old ivory, her eyes the hue of jet. The ruby tint of her |ips matched the
poppy that was in her glossy hair, and those |lips gave Margo a friendly,
reassuring snile.

Margo couldn't help but picture the girl as a Chinese princess, which,

i ndeed, she was sone day to be, if the schenmes of Su Yeng materialized.



"This is Satsu," introduced Su, Yeng. "M great-great-granddaughter.”

He nmotioned toward a cabinet in the corner. Satsu went there and brought
out an obl ong box, about twelve inches in [ength, which mght have held a set
of large chessmen. Margo, neanwhile, was intrigued by Satsu's costune.

The future princess was wearing bl ack paj amas, of the loveliest silk that
Margo had ever imagined. It was decorated with an enbroi dered silver dragon,
and the black slippers that accompanied it had tiny dragon's claws for
buckl es.

Recei ving the oblong box, Su Yeng opened it, and Margo had new reason to
exclaimw th delight. Fromthe box, Su Yeng brought out dolls that stood about
a foot high. They represented Chinese princelings and mandarins in native
cost unes.

When Su Yen stood themon a taboret, they |ooked actually lifelike. Nor
was that all. Wthout winding the figures, nerely by touching them Su Yeng
brought themto life!

Tiny hands folded in front of them the figurines bowed to each other as
t hey bobbed about. Turning to the sides of the taboret, they bowed again to
t he
gi ant - si zed humans who wat ched them

Never had Margo seen such nechanical nmarvels as these. They intrigued her
nore and nore, until the startling thought gripped her that they might truly
be
alivel

W TH a suppressed excl amation, Margo cl osed her eyes and placed her hands
across them Wen she recovered fromthat spell and | ooked again, Professor Su
Yeng was putting away the dolls.

"They are tired." His chime-like tone was indulgent. "I believe that you
are, too, Mss Lane. Soon, | must depart upon an inportant appointnent. It may
be very late before | return. You nust remain here, so that we can talk
t oget her tonorrow "

Ki ndly though the tone, Margo sensed that it carried a command. She was
hopi ng for sone way to decline the invitation, when Su Yeng spoke agai n.

"Satsu will see that you are confortable,” he said. "I note that you were
adm ring her costune. She will provide you with one like it, except for the
silver dragon. Later, after you have shown your loyalty to our cause, you,

t 00,
may wear the dragon synbol."

There was nothing for Margo to do but acconpany Satsu, who |led the way
past the screen, into another apartment. This room was furnished quite sinply.
It had a few chairs and a table; on the latter was a mah-jongg cabi net,
agai nst
the wall. There was an electric |lanmp upon the table, and a floor lanp in the
corner. On a snmall desk nearby was a typewiter.

Besi de the floor |anp, Margo saw sonething that nade her forget her
predi canent, if her present situation could be called such. She saw a doll's
house, beautifully furnished in Chinese style. It had two stories, and it so
captivated Margo that she dropped on her knees beside it, to study the
interior.

Looking up to see Satsu standing, sniling, beside her, Margo excl ai ned:

"Why, it's wonderful! Does it belong to you, Satsu?"

"It belongs to ny great-great-grandfather,"” returned Satsu. "It is where
he lets the dolls stay when they are good. O late; they have not behaved.

That
i s why they have been put away."

Satsu's smile faded anid that speech. She eyed Margo seriously, then
ext ended a costune that she had brought.

"Here are your pajamas and slippers, Mss Lane. | shall return presently
and put away your other things."



Wth that, Satsu departed, and Margo felt suddenly afraid, particularly
when a panel slithered shut across the door by which the Chinese girl left.
Margo wanted to batter at that door and demand to be let out; then, she
realized that probably Su Yeng was putting her to that very test.

She was in deep - very deep, she feared - and the only way out would be
to
show full willingness to remain as guest in the |ost abode of Professor Su
Yeng.

Deci di ng that acceptance of the Chinese costune would help the situation
Margo began to discard her American attire. Wiile she undressed, she kept
| ooki ng at the Chinese doll house. Satsu's curious statenent kept ringing
t hrough Margo's mind, and when she reached for the black pajamas, the very
snoot hness of the soft silk frightened her. She was seized with the inpulse to
scranbl e back into her own clothes and attenpt the earlier flight that she had
rejected as inpossible.

Then, gaining a nomentary return of nerve, Margo fought off silly notions
and slid into the paj anas.

They were really confortable, once she was inside them The slippers were

soft, too, and very pretty, even though their silver buckles were plain, like
the trimmings on the pajanas. On the table, Margo found a cigarette box. She
extracted a cigarette, lighted it, and sat down in a chair to enjoy a quieting

snoke. She had half finished the cigarette when Satsu returned.

Smiling, the girl who wore the enbl em of the silver dragon picked up
Margo's clothes, to take themfromthe room The only things she forgot were
Margo' s shoes. They were beside a taboret on which Margo's wist watch rested.

Reaching for the shoes, Margo turned to call Satsu, but the Chinese girl
had left. At that noment, Margo becane suddenly dizzy.

She forgot the shoes and reached for the watch instead. Even that effort
was too nuch. Margo sank back in the chair and her armslid against the table,
knocki ng of f a Chi nese book that flattened on the floor, show ng outspread
pages of thin rice paper, adorned with Chinese characters.

Too shaky to stoop and recover the book, Margo took another puff on the
cigarette, hoping it would hel p her

Thr ough the cloud of snoke that trickled fromher |ips, she saw the pane
| eading to the other room It was open, and on the threshold stood Professor
Su
Yeng, wearing a crinmson robe encircled by a great gol den dragon

To Margo's whirling gaze, it seemed that the dragon lived, and withed;
but that horrible inpression was mld, conpared to her view of Su Yeng's face.

The Chi nese professor wore a |leer that woul d have suited the devils over
whi ch he clainmed mastery. His chinmed tone was crackly, |ike the harsh ringing
of a broken, discordant bell. The words he spoke dripped accusation

"You have cone here as an eneny," Su Yeng told Margo. "Your effort to
deceive me was puny. | shall therefore treat you as you deserve. | shal
render
you as puny and as hel pless as those living dolls you saw toni ght!"

THERE was a snall jade el ephant on the table beside Margo. She reached
for
t he object, hoping that she could throw it at the vicious face she saw before
her. The effort was useless. The magic of Su Yeng had al ready begun to work.
Mani | a features, with coal -bl ack eyes, |ooned closer to Margo's vision
growing larger, larger, until the face of the devilish professor seened a
giant's visage, its open mouth gulping to engulf a human norsel
Loosi ng the carved el ephant with one-hand, the finished cigarette with
t he
other, Margo slid fromthe chair. She was dw ndling, dw ndling, amd the
hor r or
of the whirling room It was |ike dropping into an abyss without the sensation



of an actual fall, a nightmarish experience beyond the real mof inmagination
The room bl ackened as Margo's senses left her. Tuned to her fadeout cane

the ill-chinmed crackle of Su Yeng's ugly laugh - a farewell that Margo Lane

was

to remenber when her consciousness returned!

CHAPTER X
THE MAN VWHO RETURNED

THE office was in an obscure, forgotten building, and its door bore a

nunber, but no nanme. The office, though small, was divided into two sections -
an outer one, and an inner room marked "Private." Even the furniture was
poor ;

purposely so. For this was the office where Langford Frane, man of nillions,

chose to hold neetings, incognito, with Mark Orvel, the private investigator
in
hi s enpl oy.

Frame was seated in the inner office. He had a visitor: his friend,
Lanont
Cranston. Despite the assurance that he gained from Cranston's presence, Frane
was worried, and his pudgy face showed it.

"Orvel ought to be here, Cranston," argued Frame. "At |east, he should
have tel ephoned. Sonethi ng has happened to him | amsure of it."

"Be patient, Frame," The Shadow insisted, in Cranston's quiet way. "G ve
Orvel time. Perhaps he hasn't uncovered anything inportant. If so, he wouldn't
be in a hurry to neet you."

Frame tried to be patient, but his worrinent increased, to the startling
poi nt where he suddenly began to suspect Cranston as an eneny.

"That call you nade a while ago!" Frame exclainmed. "Wiy did you go into
the other office? What were you trying to put over, Cranston?"

"Absolutely nothing." Cranston's cal meyes nmet Frane's excited face,

whi ch

the bul ky man was thrusting half across the desk. "If you'd like ne to put
somet hing over, | can oblige you with this!" He let his fist jab upward and
stop, an inch short of Frame's chin. "It mght help you to relax."

Frame sagged back into his chair as though the punch had really | anded
horre.

"I"'msorry, Cranston. About that call -"

"It was merely to a friend," inserted The Shadow. "One who is concerned
with something quite foreign to Prince Fuji Yeddo."

The Shadow was referring to his call to Myra Reldon. Actually, he had
failed to catch on to Margo's bit of tel ephone deception, and therefore
supposed that Myra was the girl who had gone to visit Professor Su Yeng.

In classing Su Yeng as sonething quite foreign to Prince Yeddo, The
Shadow
was speaking accurately. No two nen could have been nore foreign to each other
t han t hose who sought | eadership over the Chinese and Japanese races, each
with
t he hope of conquering the other

Though he had never net Su Yeng, the man of inperial anbition, The Shadow
could well picture himand was confident that he would harken to the offer of
service made by Mng Dwan. It was fortunate, indeed, that Myra could assune
t hat Chi nese personality, for The Shadow coul d equally visualize the trouble
that an Anerican visitor mght encounter

Al ways, the adherents of Inperial China had been hostile to the "foreign
devils," a category under which Americans had come during the Boxer Uprising,
early in the century.

Su Yeng, the master of nythical Chinese devils, would not hesitate to



| oose them as real, and not inmaginary threats, should occasion so demand.
Hence
The Shadow hel d qual ms for Myra Rel don, should she be identified as such

VWhat went for Myra Rel don would certainly go for Margo Lane, but in
Margo's case, there wouldn't be a chance of escaping detection. Therefore, The
Shadow congrat ul ated hi nsel f upon havi ng handl ed Margo tactfully. Chi natown
was
no place for her, under present conditions.

Margo, it so happened, had found that out!

AT | east, The Shadow had di sm ssed the problemof Su Yeng for the tine
being, but it wasn't helping himwth Prince Yeddo.

Though he didn't express it, The Shadow felt agreement with Frame on the
possibility that Orvel had run into trouble. Hence, both were relieved when
t he
t el ephone began to ring fromthe outer office. Hopefully, Frame |ooked at his
friend Cranston. The Shadow told himto answer the call.

Frame did. Ovel's nane was the first thing he uttered, but fromthen on
Frane's words were stuttery. The call ending abruptly, he turned to Cranston.

"It was Ovel," said Frame, "but sonmething was wong with him He tal ked

i ke he was drunk. | can't understand it."
"Did he say he would cone he?"
"Yes." Franme nodded, slowy. "Still, | can't understand it. Ovel is

reliable. He shouldn't be drunk."

Mental |y debating the point, The Shadow decided to have a | ook outside.
Soneone m ght have faked the call, talking like a drunk to cover the deception
better. Simlarly, if the call had really come from Orvel, it would be better
to let himneet Franme al one and chat until he sobered up. Sight of a stranger
like Cranston, mght render Orvel l|ess talkative.

The streets around the office building were well patrolled by sonme of The
Shadow s agents. As he left the building, The Shadow picked up cl oak and hat,
joined his men, and told themto be watchful. It was possible that O vel had
met with Prince Fuji and had a few rounds of sake, the powerful Japanese drink
that made men talk too much. Even if Ovel arrived safely, there m ght be
chaps
[ike Ishi on his trail.

Near the front of the building, The Shadow waited in a space that
provi ded
absol ute gloom He saw a cab wheel up and watched a tall, stoop shoul dered man
step fromit.

The man was Orvel; his posture, as well as his sharp-pointed face,
tallied
with Frane's description of the investigator. Wat was nore, Orvel actually
had
a tipsy |look. He paid the driver mechanically; then turned and tunbled into
t he
buil ding toward the stairs leading up to Frane's little office.

Satisfied that Frane coul d handl e the unsteady visitor, The Shadow
wat ched
the cab pull away; then scanned the street for any trailers.

Little blinks of light came fromcorners; all were green. The Shadow s
agents were signaling with special flashlights, to indicate that all | ooked
clear fromtheir observation posts. Stepping into the building, The Shadow
started to renove his hat and cl oak

Muf fl ed screans halted him They cane fromupstairs, where Franme's office
was | ocated. Taking the steps three at a stride, The Shadow arrived, stil
attired in bl ack.

Ovel's office door was | ocked fromthe inside, but, fortunately, it was
very flinsy. The Shadow net it with a shoulder drive that ripped the door half



off its hinges. Lunging through, he came upon a scene that promni sed nurder
Prone on the floor, Langford Frane was no | onger screeching. H's face was

purple, fromthe clutch that Mark Orvel had upon his throat. Crouched upon

Frane's withing form Ovel was choking himw th one hand; with the other

t he

stoopi sh man was reaching for a heavy netal ash stand by the wall. As he

gr abbed

the stand, he swung it straight for Franme's skull
At that noment, Frame was closer to death than he had been from Yeddo's

garrote. It was speed that saved him speed that only The Shadow coul d

provi de.

A human arrow, the bl ack-cl oaked rescuer dived straight across the room

shovi ng

a gloved hand ahead in a |long, earnest grab for the descendi ng netal bl udgeon
Nabbing it with his fingertips, The Shadow supplied a twist with his body

roll. His grip upon the rod of the metal stand was viselike. It had to be.
O vel's downstroke carried tremendous power.

By inches only, the snmashing m ssile escaped Frane's skull, inpelled away
by The Shadow s ni ghty wench. Then Orvel was grappling with The Shadow, and
both fighters were reeling far fromthe spot where Frame lay, still noaning.

Ovel's terrific effort proved he wasn't drunk. So did his features,
distorted into a hideous glare toward the fighter who had prevented himfrom
nmur deri ng Frane. The Shadow was dealing with the nost dangerous of al
fighters: a madnman

USING jujitsu twists that woul d have bot hered Yeddo's nen, The Shadow
found theminsufficient against this hom cidal maniac. He drove hard punches
to
Ovel's jaw, but they failed to find the button.

O vel had becone the sort of lunatic who wouldn't quit until he was
killed, and had The Shadow brought a gun into the fray, the deed woul d have
been justifiable. But The Shadow i ntended to suppress his foe alive, and he
managed it.

He did it by neeting grapple for grapple, seeking holds that had the
effect of a straitjacket. Insane nen had a tendency to wear thenselves out
when
under restraint, and Orvel was no exception. Playing the human straitjacket
was
just as tough on The Shadow, but his endurance proved to be the greater

VWen Orvel finally gave up, he dropped, linp as a rag, exhausted to a
poi nt where a resunption of the struggle was inpossible.

Peeling off cloak and hat, The Shadow tossed them behind the hal f-hinged
door. He yanked Franme to his feet and shook him until he stared, sonewhat
surprised to see Cranston back again.

Quite calmMy, The Shadow ordered Frane to help himget Ovel into the
i nner office, which Frame did, though with sone protest. Ovel, however,
of fered no fight. They propped himon an old couch, and The Shadow took a | ook
at him

There was sonething very odd about Orvel's glassy gaze. Hi s eyes
enl ar ged,
then dwi ndl ed, as he stared at Cranston's face. Pressing Frane into the outer
of fice, The Shadow undertoned instructions.

"Call Dr. Rupert Sayre," he said. "He's a friend of mine, and he
under st ands these cases. CGet himover here, and neanwhile, stay out of Orvel's

sight. Hs mania seens to concern you, chiefly. | shall stay with him"
Stay with Ovel, The Shadow did. He was right regarding Ovel's insane
desire to kill Frame. For the gl assy-eyed nan showed no rage at sight of

Cranston; nerely expressions that varied froma contenptuous smle to one of
abject horror. But all the while, his eyes alternately dilated and shrank in



t hat same curious fashion

Behi nd this singular case of killer madness The Shadow coul d sense the
power of a hidden hand that had started Mark Orvel on his berserk career. For
O vel had the look of a man who had returned froma real mwhere denons rul ed

CHAPTER Xl
MASTERS MEET

DR. RUPERT SAYRE cl assed Orvel's case as a very strange one. By the tine
the physician arrived at Frane's office, the patient had passed from honici da
phases into new stages of insanity.

O course, The shadow had insisted that Frame renmain in the other room
where Orvel couldn't see him and that could account for the change. But
Ovel's condition could not be regarded as inproved.

He was still staring at Cranston, and he gave Sayre simlar |ooks when
t he
physici an entered. Cranston's cal m manner and Sayre's professional air should
have i nmpressed Orvel, but they didn't. Their faces made himeither gloat or
wi nce; a thing which even Sayre could not understand, until Ovel suddenly
applied the process to hinself.

His strength returned, Orvel lifted his hands itchily, as though they, of
t hensel ves, were recalling a task they had failed to perform Conscious of his
hands, Orvel |ooked at them He gave a sharp outcry and bobbed his head away,
as though fearing the power of his own fists. Then, eyes shut, Ovel clanped
t hose same hands to his head and noaned, as his fingers noved about, gingerly
pressing his own features.

"I have it, Cranston!" exclained Sayre. "It is a case of macromani a,
wherei n everythi ng appears overlarge to the patient, particularly parts of his
own body. "

"An interesting diagnosis," agreed The Shadow. "Orvel certainly stared at
us as though we were huge nonsters, and at present he feels the same way about
hi nsel f. But keep watching him Sayre."

Sayre wat ched. He saw the strange change that came over Ovel. Opening
hi s
eyes, the man stared at the faces in front of himand gave a cont enptuous
chuckl e. He actually seemed to swell with pride, until he glanced at his own
hands.

Si ght of them made hi m | augh

He | eaned closer to watch his fingers work. Cosing his eyes, he rubbed

his face, tweaking his own nose, still chuckling.
"M cromani a!" declared Sayre. "I had it the wong way about. In

m cromani a, the patient thinks that everything is small, including hinself."
"In this case," inserted The Shadow, "it appears that the patient is

suffering fromboth nacromania and mcromani a."

"I npossible!" returned Sayre. "Such alteration would nmean that neither
was
a fixation. Every psychosis is the devel opnent of a single fixed idea. It is a
rule -"

"To which you have di scovered the exception, Sayre. Keep watching O vel,
and you will agree.”

Sayre watched Orvel. He did agree. In fact, the man's crazy gyrations
al nrost had the physician copying them as Sayre tried to anal yze which
bel onged
to which type of mania. It was certain that Orvel was imagining things all out
of proportion, but he couldn't seemto gain the bal ance point of normalcy.

"W nust get this patient to a hospital, Cranston," insisted Sayre. "A
series of insulin treatnents mght jolt himout of this."

"That woul d take days, perhaps weeks," declared The Shadow. "A quicker



process, would be preferable."

"Hypnotism coul d work," began Sayre. Then, with a shake of his head. "No,
Cranston, not in this case. | have seen you give some excellent denonstrations
of hypnotism but you nust first capture the subject's full attention. It
woul d
be i nmpossible with this man."

"There is a sinpler means than hypnotism Sayre."

Stepping to the outer office, The Shadow returned with a mirror fromthe
wall. He held it in front of Orvel's face. The man stared at his own
reflection, then clutched the mirror

"Considering that Orvel |acks a positive fixation," said The Shadow
quietly, "he may not be an insane case at all. Let us see if the mirror wll
conquer his optical delusions."

The mirror did. Sight of his own face, constant in the glass, caused
Ove
to forget the things about him Steadily calnng, he finally laid the mrror
aside and |l ooked intelligently at the two nen who faced him

Atrifle worried when he didn't recognize them Ovel lost his qual ns as
soon as Frane entered the roomat Cranston's beckon. Finding that both Sayre
and Cranston were friends of his enployer, Ovel talked.

"I CANtell you why the mirror worked," Ovel said, "even though | didn't
think of it nyself. The only thing | hadn't seen was my own face; that is,
while | was small."

"While you were smal |l !" exclaimed Frane. He rubbed his neck. "Say - you
were | arge enough when you tried to choke ne!l™

O vel |ooked surprised. They had to explain all that had happened after
his arrival. Sonething dawned on Orvel. He started to speak; then halted, to
guesti on:

"WIl you give ny story a fair hearing, no matter how absurd it sounds?"

Nods were the replies.

"I"l1l start fromthe beginning," declared Ovel. "As M. Frane has
probably told you, | was |ooking for persons who might be interested in the
deal that Prince Yeddo offered. | found one down in Washington. G fford
Wendyke. "

"The exporter!" exclaimed Frame. "Wy was he down in Washi ngt on?"

"He was | ooking for some nice juicy subsidies," returned Orvel, "and not
getting them You know Wendyke's reputation, if it can be called such. He
profiteered on European shipments during the last war. This time, he wants to
clean up with shipnments to South Anerica and the Orient. But the governnent
didn't like his figures."

Frame | ooked toward Cranston and saw his friend nod. G fford Wendyke
coul d
certainly be classed as a candidate for partnership with Prince Fuji Yeddo. By
t aki ng shipnents at normal rates, he would be in position to gain the excess
profits through the deal that Yeddo of fered.

"Wendyke started back to New York;" continued Frame, "so | cane, too. |
had a couple of leads that didn't amount to rmuch, but | went after them One
concerned a warehouse where Wendyke stores heavy shipnments. | went there, and
was grabbed -"

"By Japanese!" excl ai med Frane.

"No!" retorted Orvel, annoyed at the interruption. "By a batch of
Chi namen! They weren't working for Prince Yeddo. They were working agai nst
hi m
Their big boss was a Chi nanan, too -

"Professor Su Yeng," put in The Shadow. "Your captors probably took you
through a tea shop called the Wite Dragon."

This time, Orvel accepted the interruption with a grateful nod. Finding
that Cranston knew about Su Yeng gave hi m hope that the rest of his story



woul d
be believed.
"Su Yeng made ne tal k," declared Orvel steadily. "The way he did it was

to

make ne small, like a lot of living dolls he had. |I swear he did it! He turned
me into a thing so small that he could have squeezed ne |like that" - he
clutched his hand in air - "if he'd wanted to. But he didn't have to. | told
himall | knew "

Frame's head was waggi ng di sbelief. Sayre's face showed new doubt as to
Ovel's sanity. Only Cranston's countenance renai ned i npassive. It seened that
he was willing to believe. Thus encouraged, Ovel resumed his story.

"Su Yeng prom sed to make ne ny right size again," he declared, "and he
did. But he threatened to put me back in the ant-hill league if | didn't go
after Frane. He wanted ne to murder you" - Orvel swng to Frame - "and | said
I
woul d. But | didn't expect to go through with it, even though Su Yeng said
woul d.

"He knew why. By the tine | arrived here, | was nuts. You spend ten hours
craw ing in and out of your own vest pocket, and you'll be the sanme way. |
could only remenber something that Su Yeng had said: that if | did go crazy,
I'd get over it after | took it out on the man who was responsi ble. He neant
you, Frane."

Frame | ooked as though he would like to dwi ndle to watch-charm
proportions
and seek a crack in the floor. Being hounded by Prince Yeddo was bad enough
wi th the nmonstrous Professor Su Yeng as a second enemny, Frane was anythi ng but

happy.
"Things were getting big, then small," continued Orvel. "I couldn't stand
it. I tried to kill Frame, just as Su Yeng said | would. You peopl e | ooked
li ke
giants one minute, and pygnies the next. But I'mover it now, and I'll do what

I
can to nmake anends."
It was The Shadow who proposed what Orvel could do.
"Go along with Dr. Sayre," he told Ovel. "He will keep you safely out of
circulation, until your recovery is fully established."
Sayre left, taking Ovel with him Gumy, Frame turned to The Shadow.
"What do | do, Cranston? Go back to the dog house?"
"It's better than a doll house,” returned The Shadow. "Yes, Frane, |
t hi nk
you had better return to that little hotel where you have been staying. There
is
a cab outside that will take you. | know the driver. He will get you there
safely.”
"But what about Prince Yeddo and this Professor Su Yeng?"
"Let me take care of them" The Shadow cl apped Frane on the back. "On
your
way, and don't worry."

FOR a while after Frane's departure, The Shadow remai ned in deep thought.
He was pl anning an i nmmedi ate canpai gn, one that mght bring results, and he
was
picturing the battl eground.

At | ast, having gauged the time of Me's return, he went to the outer
of fice, recovered his black garb and put on the garments.

As The Shadow, he was bound on an expedition of singular inmportance, one
of the strangest that he had ever undertaken. @iding into Me's cab, The
Shadow gave the address of the office building where the Wendyke Exporting
Co.,



was | ocated. Nearing that destination, he saw lights on the fifth floor; the
one
he want ed.

There was an elevator in the old building, but it had no operator
I nst ead
of ringing the bell that would have sumoned the night watchman, The Shadow
t ook
the elevator up to the fifth floor. There, he tried the door to Wendyke's
suite
of offices. It opened, and peering through, The Shadow saw a few
sl eepy- | ooki ng
clerks at their desks.

Wendyke's private office was in the far corner. Instead of passing
t hr ough
the I arger room The Shadow went back around the hall. Past the corner, he
f ound
anot her door, which led into the private office. It had an arrow pointing to
t he
mai n door, which showed it wasn't ordinarily used.

Probing with a tiny pick-1ike instrument, The Shadow encountered a key in
the Iock. Using a pair of special tweezers, he gave the key a silent turn and
opened the door inward. At that very nonent he was consci ous of buzzing
Voi ces,

t hat paused abruptly. Someone nust have noted the key's final tw st.

VWi ppi ng across the threshold, The Shadow flipped the door shut with one
hand and produced an automatic with the other. He halted, the gun poised
r eady,
to gaze toward a desk where G fford Wendyke, gray-haired and ponpous, sat
gl ari ng because of the intrusion. But Wendyke, though the center of the scene,
was very uninportant.

He was flanked by two nmen, one at each side of the desk, who had al so
swung toward the door. One was Prince Fuji Yeddo, smug as ever, but with the
glint that represented evil cunning flashing fromhis darting eyes. The ot her
was a man that The Shadow had never net, but who needed no introduction

He was an ol d Chi naman whose agel ess countenance was no index to his rea
ability. Two black dots for eyes; twisty lips that held a crafty snm | e against
t he tawny background of a deep-lined face, marked this human product of Ad
Chi na as the notorious Professor Su Yeng.

Masters had net. Two nen of evil, Prince Yeddo and Su Yeng, were
confronting one who stood for justice, The Shadow. Smiles were the answers of
these evil masters to The Shadow s whi spered | augh

Whet her The Shadow coul d efface those smirks, or their owners could
silence his laugh forever, was a question that this neeting m ght deci de!

CHAPTER Xl
DI VI DED ODDS

WTH a careless flip, wherein his automatic seenmed to begin an aimtoward
Yeddo and then Su Yeng, The Shadow finished by sliding the weapon beneath his
cl oak. The action produced an effect upon both of the menaci ng watchers. Each
rel axed in his own peculiar style.

Prince Yeddo, at The Shadow s left, was turned about in his chair, to
| ook
at the door where the black-cl oaked visitor had entered. Yeddo was wearing a
Tuxedo, and his right hand was in the jacket pocket. Unquestionably, it
gri pped
a small revolver, and Yeddo was no trifler with such a weapon.

But The Shadow coul d see an easing notion of the Jap's wist nuscles,



com ng at the nmoment when The Shadow started to cloak his own gun. Yeddo's
hand
cane fromthe jacket pocket, bringing a pack of cigarettes.

Knowi ng The Shadow to be Cranston, Yeddo was duplicating the nonchal ance
of his erstwhile prisoner. It was the type of imtative action for which
Japanese were noted. It gave The Shadow an index to what he coul d expect from
Prince Yeddo - for a while.

Meanwhi | e, Professor Su Yeng, on The Shadow s right, was denonstrating
hi s
accept ance of what appeared to be an invitation to a three-way conference.

Ar s
fol ded, Su Yeng was leaning forward to the desk as though the position was
normal . It wasn't.

Those | oose sl eeves of Su Yeng's Chinese garb were the give-away. H s
right hand, dipped slightly in the left sleeve, was fingering a knife that he
kept there. Knowing the skill of the knife tossers in Su Yeng's enpl oy, The
Shadow was quite convinced that Su Yeng was al so adept with the bl ade.

It was the slight notion of Su Yeng's shoul ders that gave a key to his
com ng behavior. They were lifting as The Shadow s gun went from sight. The
nmoti on nmeant that Su Yeng intended to | ean back in his chair, his |ogica
position for a quiet conference. Wth his own gun conpletely away, The Shadow
saw Su Yeng's arms unfold. Hands with | ong-nailed fingers placed thensel ves
openly upon the desk

Sweeping a chair along with him The Shadow planted it in front of the
desk and sat down. Ilgnoring both Yeddo and Su Yeng, he studied the startled
man
who faced him G fford Wendyke. Al senbl ance of the ponmpous had gone from
Wendyke' s bearing. He was haggard; his glare had become a frightened stare.

"These two are trying to outbhid each other." As he spoke, The Shadow

gestured from Yeddo to Su Yeng. "They want your services, Wendyke" - the
sini ster whisper was strong with accusation - "and you will give themto
whi chever nakes the better offer.”

"No, no!" gasped Wendyke. "I didn't know -"

"That | was coming here," The Shadow i nterposed. "But you did know what
these two represent, because they told you."

The words | eft Wendyke speechl ess. Managi ng to shake his gaze from The
Shadow, he | ooked appealingly to his other visitors. The Shadow had struck the
truth in a fashion that Wendyke regarded as uncanny.

It couldn't just be guesswork. No one, not even a bl ack-shrouded visitor
who cane in like a cloud of snmoke, could afford chance specul ati on when
fl anked
by men li ke Yeddo and Su Yeng. |ndeed, The Shadow could afford it |ess than
anyone. |If wong, he would have dispelled the nystery that marked himas a
power .

It wasn't guesswork.

Singly, The Shadow knew, Yeddo or Su Yeng night talk of their respective
anbitions in sugar-coated style, when dealing with a man |ike Wendyke. As
bar gai ners, however, one or the other would surely release the truth. It would
be the only way to halt the bidding when it went too high

The proni se of protection was the reason

Protecti on because of questionable shipnments was one thing; protection
followi ng an act of outright treason, another. The forner would be nmerely part
of a price paid for a bill of goods; the latter was worth noney in itself.

It had reached the point where if Wendyke took one nonster's offer, he
woul d have to buy the other's silence. Wiich, in the ultimte, meant that
Wendyke's services would go to Yeddo or Su Yeng with the silencing of the
ot her
as part of the bargain.

If he couldn't feel that one stood paranmount, Wendyke woul d deal with
neither. This was one of those rare cases where only a mddle course was safe,



if too much pressure came to bear
The Shadow i ntended to apply that pressure.

UNLI KE Wendyke, Yeddo and Su Yeng were not surprised by The Shadow s
statenment. They recogni zed his purpose, and admitted it. Yeddo spoke first.

"Quite correct," he said, in his nost nechanical tone. "W have told M.
Wendyke everything. W have our anbitions, and he has his. Therefore, we
est eem
him Su Yeng and I."

"As Prince Yeddo and | esteem each other," added Su Yeng, introducing his
har sh-chi med tone to The Shadow s ear. "W seek power, while Wendyke seeks
nmoney. The two go hand in hand, Ying Ko, though I understand that you have
bl i nded yourself to the fact."

One note rang fal se.

It was the expression of nmutual accord advanced by both Yeddo and Su
Yeng.

Subtle though it was, it did not deceive The Shadow. He checked it by a keen
passi ng gl ance at Wendyke's face; and he let his probing eyes sweep back and
forth fromYeddo to Su Yeng. The evil countenance at left and right were
covering the subterfuge, but Wendyke's flash of astonishnment gave it away.

They were not in accord, Yeddo and Su Yeng. That was why Wendyke coul dn't
understand. He didn't see the thing that was happening in front of him

Ri ght across the board, in The Shadow s very presence, Yeddo and Su Yeng
were form ng an alliance! Their statenents, directed to The Shadow, were neant
for each other!

Toget her, they intended to get rid of The Shadow, a pick up their own
f eud
afterward. G eaning that fact, The Shadow added another that he knew nmust have
occurred to each of his monstrous enenmies. It concerned Wendyke.

He was washed up, too. Already, Yeddo and Su Yeng had separately tried to
di spose of one man - Langford Franme - when he becane a problem Since Gfford
Wendyke was entering the problemclass, he could best be elininated along with
The Shadow.

Actual ly, Yeddo and Su Yeng were giving The Shadow an ally in the
struggl e
soon to come. But there was guile in that mutual choice regardi ng Wendyke.
They
meant himas a handi cap for The Shadow. Such Wendyke woul d be, if The Shadow
undertook to save himin the coming fray, and both Yeddo and Su Yeng believed
that The Shadow woul d.

He was a fool, The Shadow, with his ideas of justice. If he regarded
Wendyke as innocent of crime, he'd have to save himfor his own sake. \Wereas,
i f The Shadow pl aced Wendyke in the guilty class, he'd still try to save him
as
a trophy for the | aw

Odd, how confidential Prince Yeddo and Professor Su Yen had becone!

The future shogun was bl andly dropping his cigarette pack back into his
pocket, while he rested his other hand upon the desk. Fair though the notions
| ooked, his real thought was quick access to his gun, while his free hand
coul d
go for Wendyke and pluck himas a shield agai nst The Shadow.

As for the woul d-be Emperor of China, he had | eaned forward once nore.
Hands toward his sl eeves, he was prepared to pluck a knife and fling it The
Shadow s way, while his slight |ean toward the right showed that Su Yeng, I|ike
Yeddo, saw the advantages of Wendyke as a buffer

The Shadow waited no longer. He came to his feet with a whirl that both
enem es thought would carry himtoward the open space between the desk and the
door. Instead, The Shadow conpleted a full spin and drove strai ght forward,
hurling the desk ahead of him



Yeddo' s gun barked through the cloth of his pocket, the shot mnissing The
Shadow by two feet. Likew se, Su Yeng's knife travel ed wi de. The Shadow had
gone fromthe path of their cross-angled aim not into it!

The drive of the desk did nmore. It jolted Wendyke as he was coming to his
feet, and hurled himinto a corner beyond the reach of both the men who wanted
hi m

Wth the smash of the overturning desk canme the shatter of the |lanp that

provided the only illumnation within the roomitself. Though there was gl ow
fromthe wi ndows and the transonms, The Shadow had gai ned a setting of partial
gl oom

Both enenies lunged for himas he was drawing his automatic. Su Yeng's
amazingly swi ft claw snatched at the weapon, and The Shadow | et himtake it.
The thing was a surprise, about the only sort that could have amazed the
f anous
Su Yeng, and it made hi m change his whol e course of action

Bef ore Su Yeng could turn about and take a correct hold on the gun, The
Shadow was handi ng Yeddo a separate surprise.

Twi sting weaponl ess, The Shadow cl utched Yeddo with two hands, when the
Jap expected only one. It gave The Shadow a double hold in the jujitsu gane,
defeating Yeddo's attenpt to shoot and try a tricky throw at the same tine.

Forced to drop the revol ver, Yeddo squirned beneath The Shadow s grip and
tried to clutch himw th an over-shoul der throw

The Shadow snothered it with a stunt unknown to jujitsu. He peeled his
cl oak right over his own head and on to Yeddo's. Tangled in the folds, Yeddo
only snarled hinself further as he made the throw. The Shadow went with it,
pur posel y.

The fling wasn't forceful enough to damage him He | anded in a corner by
a
filing cabinet, and tw sted, cloakless, in back of it, to produce his second
gun.

The [ augh that The Shadow gave coul d have cone from anywhere, but npst
specifically fromthe cl oak-envel oped figure that was actually Prince Yeddo.
It
was meant for the ears of Professor Su Yeng, and the |augh's purpose was to
produce divided odds.

For Su Yeng, seeing the hazy formin the cloak and hearing the laugh from
its direction, could only suppose that The Shadow had conquered Yeddo and was
the figure still at |arge!

Such was The Shadow s strategy, that Su Yeng was actually aimng at Yeddo
with a gun that The Shadow hi msel f had | oaned for the occasion; while, from
hi s
corner, The Shadow was waiting for the gunburst that would make Su Yeng an
absol ute target, the nonent that he finished Yeddo!

CHAPTER XI I'|
A QUESTI ON OF MJURDER

CLOSE to perfect was The Shadow s remarkable ruse toward the elimnation
of two evil rivals; but it didn't quite suffice. The first flaw in the process
was of The Shadow s own naking. The big gun didn't blast when Su Yeng tugged
the trigger, because The Shadow, in yielding it, had shoved the safety catch

CGood policy, considering that The Shadow had needed time to handl e Yeddo
before Su Yeng fired. It was The Shadow s own swi ftness that produced the
present delay. Initself, it didn't matter, for The Shadow had been thorough,
t 0o.

Yeddo was still wapped up, and couldn't be out of the tangle within the
next few seconds. As for Su Yeng, he certainly should be able to flip the
safety catch in less tinme than that. It wasn't enough of a problemto delay a



mast er m nd

Nor did it. Su Yeng's long thunbnail hooked the catch as quickly as The
Shadow hoped. But the interval, though slight, was enough to bring new
troubl e,
in the person of Wndyke.

The jolt fromthe desk had failed to flatten him He heard The Shadow s
| augh and al so thought it signified the end of Yeddo. Seeing Su Yeng turn the
ot her way, Wendyke sprang for him

It wasn't a case of Wendyke seeking the side of right. He was as crooked
as they canme, and the very fact was his urge. He wanted a share of The
Shadow s
triunph only to appease the cl oaked i nvader

Certainly, The Shadow coul dn't hold anythi ng agai nst the man who hel ped
him Wendyke didn't realize that he wasn't hel ping, but was doing just the
opposite. He was proving the very handi cap that Yeddo and Su Yeng wanted him
to

be.
Cl earing the overturned desk, Wendyke grabbed Su Yeng and tried to get
t he
automatic fromhim The borrowed gun spouted twice, |like a miniature vol cano.
Su

Yeng broke a fingernail when he fired the second upward shot; then, nanagi ng
to

twi st the gun nuzzl e agai nst Wendyke's chest, he tried to fire a third tine
and

make it count.

Even wi thout the delay caused by the fingernail, Su Yeng couldn't have
delivered. By then, a human hurricane was upon him Qut fromthe corner
sweepi ng past the stunbly Prince Yeddo, The Shadow was swoopi ng to Wendyke's
aid. H s own gun, slashing upward, hooked the borrowed one that Su Yeng held
and sent it flying to the ceiling, unfired.

Fi ni shing the upward stroke, The Shadow | et his gun-weighted fist reach
Wendyke's chin in ungentle rem nder that he didn't belong in the fray.

That enphasis carried Wendyke out of the big | eague. He went backward
across the desk, into his corner, where he finally cane to hands and knees,
hi s
hand cl apped to his chin. The room was revol ving, as Wendyke viewed it.

Perhaps the reverse spin of two figures was responsible for the illusion
Those two were The Shadow and Su Yeng.

The di aboli ¢ Chi naman had gained a clutch on the uncl oaked fighter and
was
keeping it, thanks to the dig provided by his nine long nails. Along with his
agel ess personality, Su Yeng had the vigor of youth. He actually seened
stronger than The Shadow, as he swung hi s antagoni st toward the nearest
wi ndow.

@ ass shattered as they lurched across the sill. The Shadow was under the
wei ght of Su Yeng's bul k, and he went outward first. It was then that Su Yeng
| earned The Shadow s purpose, in a very sudden way.

The Shadow hadn't forgotten that Yeddo was due back in the battle.
Therefore, he had let Su Yeng carry this fray, so long as the Chi naman bl ocked
of f the Japanese.

Past Su Yeng's pressing form The Shadow saw whiteness bobbing in the
dark. It was Yeddo's Tuxedo jacket. The Japanese was free of the cloak, but he
hadn't found his lost gun. Half over the sill, The Shadow hooked it with his
knees, putting the brakes on Su Yeng's pressure.

A | ook outside the wi ndow showed a narrow | edge just beneath. Suddenly
rel axi ng, The Shadow | et hinself plop outward, downward, to stop with his
knees
still on the sill, his free hand giving a stiff-arm push to the | edge.

It wasn't even necessary to take an upward shot at Su Yeng's chest as the



Chi naman | unged across. |ndeed, The Shadow had no tinme to do so. Su Yeng, his
whol e strength unl eashed in an effort to end The Shadow s first resisting
jerk,

went hurtling outward as if catapulted. He was off on a headlong trip to a
rear

all ey, four stories bel ow

REVERSI NG his gun with a deft toss, The Shadow used the handl e to hook

t he
wi ndow sill and draw hinmself up fromhis rather precarious position.

A glinpse showed that Yeddo was still frantically trying to regain his
gun, so The Shadow rolled over on the sill to witness the finish of Su Yeng's
fall. Wth all his boasted wi zardry, Su Yeng shouldn't be worried about
hitting

head- on agai nst concrete.

In fact, Su Yeng wasn't.

He didn't even make the test. Below the | edge over which The Shadow
peered
was a parked autompbile, an old relic of a touring car, with the top up. Su
Yeng, dempnstrated that one man could at |east denolish that top w thout
assi st ance.

He struck it shoulder first, and caved in the canvas, am d an upward
spl ash of struts and braces. As though inpelled by the shock, the car scooted
away. It was around the corner of the building while The Shadow was reversing
his .45 to take a shot at it.

Su Yeng was alive and practically unhurt, for he was wall owi ng out of the
ruined top, waving his arns at the driver, who happened to be a Mongol. The
old
car was the one in which Su Yeng had cone; he'd left it out back, to await his
return.

Pl aced just bel ow the wi ndow of Wendyke's private office, the car had
broken the force of Su Yeng's precipitous arrival, and was serving its other
pur pose of carrying hi maway!

Great luck for Su Yeng. Turning in fromthe w ndow, The Shadow deci ded
that Prince Yeddo wouldn't fare as well. Decisions weren't breaking well for
The Shadow. Though Yeddo had finally found his gun; he was hopel essly trapped
when The Shadow turned to find him Yeddo's good |uck arrived when a door
bashed i nward before The Shadow could fire.

It was the door connecting fromthe outer office. Wendyke's clerks,
petrified by the shooting, had found courage, once the firing ended. They
sl apped the door so it hid Yeddo, and they surged past him across The
Shadow s
path of aim

Mor eover, they brought a flood of |ight that al most reached The Shadow.
He
had to drop | ow beside the wi ndow. He knew t hat Yeddo would try to duck out
t hrough the other office; then would be the opportunity to clip him

Yeddo cane in sight, obscured by the surge of clerks. Before The Shadow
coul d pick an opening, a hoarse shout came from behind the tunbl ed desk. It
was
Wendyke who gave it; he saw Yeddo, too, and wanted his clerks to turn around.
They didn't know what Wendyke wanted, so Yeddo explained it.

Hi s expl anation took the formof two quick revolver shots, both close to
Wendyke's heart. As the ponmpous man toppled, the clerks reversed their course.
More than before, they were a barrier to The Shadow s aim

Grabbi ng the door that |ed out through the hall, The Shadow sped to cut
of f Yeddo's flight. But the N pponese prince didn't make for the el evator
Through the outer office, he dived for a stairway before The Shadow cane
ar ound



t he corner.

The clerks flooded after Yeddo. Taking the el evator, The Shadow started
to
the ground. The car was slow, but he reached the ground floor as soon as
Yeddo.

This time, it was the m ssing el evator man who got in the way. The Shadow
bl asted wi de shots past the fellow, which finally caused himto take a dive
and

cl ear the path.

By then, Yeddo was out through the door, and the purr of a nuch snopot her
car than Su Yeng's told that Ishi and others of Yeddo's band had picked up
their fleeing |eader.

St eppi ng back in the elevator, The Shadow went up while the watchman was
firing away at the corner that Yeddo's car had turned. Reaching Wendyke's
of fice, he saw that the shipping man was dead. Reclaining his cloak and the
gun
that Su Yeng had borrowed, only to drop, The Shadow | eft by the shattered
wi ndow.

Ledges forned a succession, floor by floor, down to the ground, and it
was
no trick for The Shadow, |ong-linbed and agile, to hang fromone and take a
short drop to the next below. Wth each drop, he spread his arms to clanp the
sides of the window on that particular floor, thus preserving his bal ance.

GONE before the police cars arrived, The Shadow returned an hour |ater,
to
find a flock of them including the police commi ssioner's official car. O
course, The Shadow returned in Cranston's guise, coming by |linmousine fromthe
Cobal t C ub.

During a stop-off there, he had | earned where Conmi ssioner Wston had
gone. Wth Weston, The Shadow found I nspector Joe Cardona. Between them the
police comm ssioner and his ace inspector had a surprisingly |arge fund of
i nformati on.

"It's a question of nurder, Cranston," the conm ssioner declared, "and we
know who killed G fford Wendyke. The nurderer is a Japanese who calls hinself
Prince Fuji Yeddo."

"The clerks saw him" put in Cardona, "and one of them knew who he was.
The clerk overheard Wendyke tal king to Prince Yeddo on the tel ephone, saying
he'd expect himthis evening."

"W were already investigating Yeddo," added Weston, quite proudly. "W
linked himwith a shooting in an enpty apartnment house. He got away that tine,
but he had actually rented an apartment there, through an obscure real -estate
agent who thought it best to call us up."

"And there's sonething nore, conm ssioner," asserted Cardona, not to be
out done. "You know that call Bull G endy got? He was right; he didn't know who
it cane from but | traced it. The call cane fromthe apartment that Prince
Yeddo rented!"

The police were pinning it on Yeddo, thick and fast. Nor were they
cont ent
to stop. Cardona was pl ayi ng hunches, all 1ogical enough for Wston to approve
them Correct hunches, too.

Joe was arguing that Yeddo had probably rented other places, and that by
gquestioning all real-estate nen, the location of those hide-outs could be
| earned. Yeddo's regular crew, Cardona insisted, nmust consist of Japanese.

It wouldn't be easy for a flock of Japs to stay under cover in New York

A
general search for Yeddo and his band would bring positive results, unless the
whol e tribe cleared Manhatt an.

Quite in accord, Weston ordered Cardona to set the machinery in notion



Then Weston presented an idea of his own.

"Since Wendyke dealt in international trade," declared the conm ssioner
"this case nust have international angles. You know how polite the Japanese
are
about such matters, Cranston. W shall learn all we need about Prince Fuji
Yeddo. | wouldn't be surprised if his own government had bl acklisted him In
any event, his failure ruins him™"

How far it ruined Prince Yeddo was sonething of a question; neverthel ess,
The Shadow knew t hat Yeddo, wily as he was, would have his hands full dodging
the I aw. Mreover, Yeddo would need a long while to recoup his plans, if he
could doit. Al in all, the situation was very pleasing, for it freed The
Shadow from i mredi ate bot her over Yeddo.

VWi le the police pursued their search for the hunted Japanese, The Shadow
woul d be able to follow his original quest without interference: nanely, to
concentrate upon hunting down Professor Su Yeng. Wth the public stirred by
t he
hunt for a notorious Japanese, the last person in the popular nmind would be a
Chi naman of equal ill fane!

Back in the linmousine, The Shadow | aughed. His mrth was whispered, even
though it canme from Cranston's lips. Confident that Myra Rel don would bring
hi m
a conplete report, The Shadow anticipated results on the Su Yeng question

As Cranston, The Shadow shoul d properly have thought in terns of Margo
Lane. Had he given her a call, her absence could have produced an inkling to
her present plight and started The Shadow i nedi ately upon his chosen trail
I't
woul d not, however, have eased the quest for The Shadow.

Thanks to Margo, and her m stake, The Shadow s task was heavily
i ncreased.

Strange adventures were to pave his path when he would go to neet Professor Su
Yeng!

CHAPTER XI 'V
ONE DOLL MORE

WHEN Margo Lane awakened, she did not, at first, take in her
sur roundi ngs.

Her sl eep had been a very strange one - |long and deep, it seemed, but wth
recol | ections of distant dreans.

Groping to recall them Margo felt a sense of horror as they becane very
real. So real, that they couldn't have been inmagination, for they fitted
perfectly with an experience that she knew was act ual

She renmenbered going to the White Dragon in place of Myra Rel don. Next
her
interview with Professor Su Yeng and his great-great-granddaughter, Satsu. She
recalled the silver-trimed pajamas and the slippers to match that Satsu had
given her. dancing at herself, Margo saw that she was wearing those very
garnments, instead of her own cl ot hes.

The fact was al nbst conforting, until the next experience sprang to
Margo's mnd. It involved Su Yeng in person. She renenbered himin the
door way,

a denoniac |leer on his face. The sudden way in which his countenance had
| oonred
| arger wasn't pleasant to recall

It had given Margo the sensation of having actually dw ndl ed under the
magi ¢ of Su Yeng; an inpression that awakening did not shake.

Reasoni ng that such things coul dn't happen, Margo | ooked around her. The
sight she saw was a lovely one, but it jolted her with horror, for it nade Su



Yeng's nmagic real. Margo was standing right in front of a doorway, but it
wasn't the one that |led out of this room

The doorway, anple enough for Margo to wal k through, was the entrance to
t he Chinese doll house.

The fearful dw ndling had been real, and by actual measurenent, Margo
Lane
was | ess than one foot tall! The Chinese costune had shrunk with her; perhaps
that was the reason why Su Yeng had insisted that she wear it. But such
trivial
matters as attire were out of the present picture. Margo had larger things to
t hi nk about .

Those | arger things were the furnishings of the room nore evidence that
Margo had been reduced to Lilliputian proportions. Near the doll house stood a
curious structure, which consisted of a flat roof on four upright posts that
had the girth of tel egraph poles. Connecting those poles were other shafts
t hat
| ooked like fence rails. The roofed structure was a chair; the posts, its
| egs;
the shafts, the rungs!

Farther off, Margo saw a Chinese taboret. Last night, it hadn't been nuch
hi gher than a footstool. Today, she couldn't see the top of it.

Margo spied the table; it was clear across the room a considerable
journey away, considering Margo's present dinmensions. Atop the table, like a
buil ding set on a small plateau, was the mah-jongg cabinet, as large as a
bungal ow as Margo now viewed it.

Wal ki ng shakily toward the mammot h table, Margo passed the floor lanp. It
had the height of a telegraph pole, as well as the girth. Fromway up, beneath
a great done that represented the | anp shade, came the glow of a bulb the size
of a huge arc light.

Bl i nki ng because of the brilliance, Margo wal ked farther ahead and
stunbl ed across sonmething on the floor. Sonmething very flat and w de.

It was the Chinese book that she had knocked from the table when her
senses faded. The rice-paper pages were the size of bedspreads, and the
Chi nese

characters were larger than the printing on a bill poster
Sonething el se was on the floor. It looked like a large, round table top
but it was made of netal, its color a slightly tarnished gilt. Curiosity

regardi ng the object nade Margo tenporarily forget her plight, until she
realized that the article was her conpact, which nmust have dropped fromthe
table with the book. Such realization brought home the horror

Being tiny was serious enough, but when it nmade Margo conpare herself
with
trifles that she carried in her own handbag, she felt weak as well as snall.
She
sank to the floor, scarcely noting that the rug, which had seened sil ken | ast
ni ght, was now as rough as burl ap

Looki ng across the room Margo saw the door, its knob so hi gh above her
that she couldn't possibly reach it without the aid of a pyram d of acrobats.

MARGO LANE was under goi ng the sane horrendous nmental torture that Mrk
O vel had described to doubting listeners. This experience was a madness t hat
reality increased. Margo felt the mania grip her

If she could only regain her strength, perhaps she would rise in stature,
too! It would, at least, enable her to fight off the terror that the spell of
Su Yeng had cast.

O all the colossal objects in the room the taboret was the one that she
m ght scal e. Taking one edge of the book, Margo shoved it upward. The thing
was
as large as a garage door, but it was very light. By closing the book, Margo



gai ned a couple of inches - to her, a couple of feet - in her plan to reach
t he
pl atformrepresented by the taboret.

She | ooked for sonething else, and saw the jade el ephant that she had
dropped when she tried to throw it at Professor Su Yen. It now had the size of
a Shetl and pony, and normally, Margo wouldn't have tried to lift so bulky an
obj ect .

But Margo was by no neans in a normal npod. Tugging at the el ephant, she
found that she could lift it, and she managed to stand it on the cl osed book
The jade ornanment was evidently hollow, therefore conparatively light.

From t he book, Margo reached the top of the el ephant and found it wide
enough to stand upon. She stretched for the top edge of the two-foot taboret
and just managed to reach it.

The taboret had round brass nails, with heads the size of cynbals, and
Margo managed to get a foothold on them though she | ost one of the Chinese
slippers as she was working over the top edge of the taboret. The slipper fel
down to the floor, but Margo didn't worry about it. She was too interested in
somet hi ng el se.

She had found her wist watch.

It was lying on the taboret, where she had left it, and froma tiny,
delicate tinmepiece, it had becone as huge as a grandfather's clock. Its
mechani sm wusually so silent, wheezed and cl attered nost outrageously.
Nevert hel ess, the watch was still running, and it showed the time to be half
past three.

Near the watch was a white object that Margo m stook for a tabl ecloth,
until she saw the enbroidered initials "M L." onits corner. It was Margo's
own handkerchief, that she had laid aside with the watch

Seated on the taboret, between the wist watch and the handkerchi ef,

Mar go

surveyed the roomfromthe higher altitude and felt a little better. Half
al oud,

she kept asking herself the question, "Wat next?" until an idea struck her
I't

wasn't the question that produced the answer; it was the fact that she had
only

one sli pper.

Ki cking off the other, Margo sent it over the edge to join the one bel ow.
She coul dn't shake the notion that the Chinese costune had played sone part in
the black magi c that had reduced her to the approximate stature of el even and
t hree-si xteenth inches.

At |east, the Chinese garb was part of her present plight, and she wanted
to be rid of it. The trouble, so far, had been finding sonething to replace
it.

Margo deci ded that the handkerchi ef would do. She could wear it like a Gecian
costunme, with the corners knotted over her shoul ders.

Starting to slip off the pajama, Margo slid back into them as she heard a
huge clatter from across the room She was half crouched at the far edge of
t he
taboret when the clatter explained itself.

A wi cket swung open in the great door. Margo renmenbered the w cket; it
was
about a foot across, but at present it seened six times that |arge.

The opened wi cket reveal ed the nightnmarish visage of Professor Su Yeng as
Margo had seen himduring those fading nonents when the spell took hold!

Hi s face was gigantic, its |l eer nore nonstrous than an ogre's. His
conpl exion had lost its ageless texture. Margo recalled a canmera picture of a
spi der, seen fromthe viewpoint of a fly, and felt the sane effect in rea
life. Su Yeng's countenance was livid; his saffron |ips, when they w dened,
showed teeth as great as a mastodon's tusks.

Su Yeng spoke. His voice was a nonstrous jangle. It could only be |ikened



to the discordance of a huge curfew bell clanging directly into a person's

ears. Margo cl apped her hands over her own ears, but could still hear the
t hunderous clash of the giant professor's words.
"So! | have one nore doll for mnmy collection!'" Great tusks chanped, and
Margo coul d hear their grind. "Cone, pretty doll. | shall add you to the
ot hers

in the ivory casket!"

WTH that, Su Yeng raised a massive hand to the wicket, as if to reach
t hrough. Too petrified to budge, Margo could only shrink fromthe fearfu
clutch, not realizing that it could only be a gesture, since the taboret was
too far fromthe door for Su Yeng to reach it.

The hand was al nost as | arge as Margo herself, and its great nails | ooked
i ke broad spear-points, except for one, on the forefinger. That nail was
broken of f blunt, which gave it a very ugly appearance. The poi sed hand
wai t ed,
just in front of Su Yeng's great, glaring visage; then it withdrew. The cl angy
voi ce spoke | ower.

"No need to frighten you, ny little doll,"’

said Su Yeng. "You mght fal

of f the taboret, and then Satsu would be sorry. | forgot that the dolls really
belong to her. Satsu will find you a very pretty plaything. O course, little
doll, I shall ask you a few questions - anong them why you really canme to see
ne.

"Those can wait until Satsu returns, at eight o' clock. Meanwhile, if you
do not |ike your costume, you will find others in the doll house. Let ne
assure
you" - Su Yeng's eyes were the size of two great red-dish harvest noons -

"t hat
nmy magi ¢ does not rest in those garnents.

"You are a living doll, and will remain as one until | lift the spell.

When | have questioned you, this evening, | shall decide which you are to be:

your fornmer self, or the doll that you are now "

The rising voice was too nuch for Margo. Creeping toward the side of the
taboret, she slid over it. Her feet touched the el ephant, but she | ost her
bal ance as she dropped.

Briefly, she was ridiculously astride the jade statue, grabbing
frantically for its slippery trunk, while Su Yeng gave a m ghty thunderclap of
| aughter that fairly shook the room

Sprawl i ng as she | anded on the book, Margo | ooked for refuge. The dol
house was too far away, and its open front made it usel ess as a hiding place.
Starting for the back of the taboret, she saw a bl ack sl ope ahead of her, with
an opening at the top. She clanmbered up and tried to squeeze inside the hiding
pl ace, but couldn't.

Looki ng back at the w cket, she saw Su Yeng's face, high above, convul sed
with the |aughter that he was throating. He was retiring fromsight Iike sone
fabl ed gi ant going back into a castle. The wi cket clashed shut like a mghty
portcullis.

It was then that Margo realized why Su Yeng had | aughed. The thing she
had
been trying to crawl inside was one of her own shoes; the other one was
st andi ng
right beside it! The shoes that Satsu had forgotten to take |ast night.

Craw ing fromthe insufficient hiding place, Margo picked up the tiny
Chi nese slippers, sat down on the edge of the great book and put them on. Her
former horror had changed to a slow, deadly fear

Until eight o'clock

That thrunm ng t hought al one enabled Margo to fight off the greater
madness that the visit of Su Yeng had i nduced. For Margo did renmenber that
this



was anot her day, and that she had an appoi ntnment at seven o' cl ock, which was
earlier than the hour of Su Yeng's threatened return.

A dinner date at seven with Lanont Cranston, who, as The Shadow, w eaked
vengeance on such insidious nmonsters as Professor Su Yeng. There woul d be one
hour in which The Shadow mi ght |earn of Margo's horrible plight and come to
her
i mredi at e ai d.

A huge assignnent, even for The Shadow, yet Margo clung to the hope that
he woul d arrive.

Her only hope - The Shadow

CHAPTER XV
THE OPEN WAY

IT was not quite seven o' cl ock when Lanont Cranston raised a pair of
unsurprised eyebrows toward the girl who approached his table in the little
caf e where he had chosen to dine. The girl was Myra Rel don, not Margo Lane.

Though a brunette, |ike Margo, Myra was snaller and nore pert. That is,
Myra was smaller than the Margo that Cranston had known before the nagic of Su
Yeng had put itself to work. There was a reason, of course, why Cranston
showed
surprise at Myra's arrival.

As M ng Dwan, Myra shoul d have reported back to Dr. Roy Tam The fact
t hat
she hadn't, indicated that she was still at Su Yeng's. Therefore, as Cranston,
The Shadow had been contenpl ati ng new excuses to give to Margo Lane, so he
could get away to Chinatown. Instead, it |ooked as though there would be
expl anati ons from Myra.

There was an expl anati on.

It was so direct that, for the monent, it actually had The Shadow
puzzl ed.

Myra wanted to know if Cranston still needed her for some mssion that he
hadn' t

as yet broached. \When The Shadow cal My queried why Myra hadn't gone to Su
Yeng's, it was her turn to | ook puzzled.

Instead of starting his version of the story, The Shadow heard Myra's
first. The noment she nentioned a conversation with soneone at this very cafe,
The Shadow had the answer. He shook his head, and said in Cranston's calm
style:

"Margo Lane."

M/ra | ooked startl ed.

"You can't nmean -"

"Exactly that!" The Shadow i nserted. "You' ve heard of Margo, though she's
never heard of you. She decided she could see Su Yeng as easily as could you."

"But the disguise!" exclained Myra "Surely, Margo couldn't get away with
it. Even if she can tal k Chinese -"

"She can't even tal k Chinese. Cone on, Myra. W'll stop at your
apart ment,
but you won't have tine to change there. You'll have to bring your things
al ong.

W're going to see Dr. Tam™

IT wasn't far to Chinatown, even with the brief stop-off at Myra's. The
Shadow regarded the proximty fortunate, because he could picture Margo's
plight as serious. Neverthel ess, he ordered Mbe Shrevnitz to swing the cab in
froma new direction as they approached the outskirts of the Chinese quarter.

There was a building that The Shadow wanted specially to see. Though only



a few stories high, it was a conparatively new structure.

It was called the d enwod Building, and was one of the type terned
"taxpayer," erected to bring sufficient revenue to pay the current taxes.
There
were many such buil dings up near Tines Square, but they were unusually close
to
Chi nat own. The Shadow had sone thoughts regardi ng that buil ding.

He expressed those thoughts when he talked to Dr. Tam Mra had gone into
Tam s apartnment, which connected with the office, to change fromherself to
M ng Dwan.

Cl oaked in black, The Shadow was no | onger Cranston. He had the
appear ance
of a general planning a mlitary campaign, as he studied a map of Chi natown
t hat
he spread on Tam s desk

"We know of two routes to reach Su Yeng," declared The Shadow. "One,

t hrough the joss house; the other, through the Wiite Dragon. Both nust lead to
the sane place, and you will notice, Tam that the G enwod Building lies
bet ween. "
"But it is not in Chinatown -
"It is on the outskirts, which is near enough. It could be reached by

sone
of the old, forgotten underground passages used in the old days of the tong
wars. "

Tam nodded. He renenbered.

"Furthermore," declared The Shadow enphatically, "the G enwbod buil di ng
was originally planned as a skyscraper. It has three stories of underground
foundati ons. The present building is nmerely a tenporary substitute, built upon
t hose unneeded cellars, carrying expenses until real estate goes up in value."

Tam had forgotten that the skyscraper had been started a dozen years
before. The fact electrified the usually cal m Chinaman. He realized that The
Shadow had uncovered the |ocation of Su Yeng's underground lair. Neverthel ess,
Tam s ent husi asm di ed as he shook his head.

"You will never reach Su Yeng through the d enwood Buil ding," declared
Tam "You may be nore than sure, Ying Ko, that Su Yeng has bl ockaded any
connections fromthe present building to the forgotten cellars.”

"And you have forgotten, Tam that there are two ways to Su Yeng's, the
two that | nentioned. The joss-house route is dangerous, but the way through
the White Dragon -"

"Is dangerous, too, Ying Ko. No |onger can strangers enter merely by the
password. "

THI' S required expl anation, so Tam el aborated it. He had | earned the new
status of the White Dragon through Hol go. Instead of keeping Su Yeng's tool a
prisoner, Tam had sent hi mout through Chinatown.

"Hol go fears Su Yeng," expressed Tam blandly. "So much, that he begged
ne
to keep him here, where he would be under your protection. | told himthat
Yi ng
Ko protected only those who showed thensel ves worthy. So Hol go agreed to spy
on
Prof essor Su Yeng, as far as he dared.

"He met sonme of his old friends and tal ked to them He cane back, of
course, before his old naster could |learn that he was again at |arge. He
| earned that a dangerous spy entered by the White Dragon |ast night.

Unquesti onably, the dangerous spy was M ss Lane. Su Yeng has turned the Wite
Dragon into a trap - probably for you, Ying Ko."
The Shadow gave a | owtoned | augh
"I shall not use the Wite Dragon,'

he said. "That route will still be



safe - for another."

Bef ore Tam coul d i nquire who "another" was, she appeared in the person of
M ng Dwan. Stepping from Tamis apartnment, the forner Myra Rel don was
unr ecogni zabl e.

Her compl exi on was yell owed with a special dye; her eyes, craftily nade
up, were al mond-shaped. The poppy in her hair suited a daughter of A d Cathay,
and her words to Tam spoken in fluent Chinese, utterly amazed himby their
perfect Shanghai accent.

"OfF one thing, we are certain," spoke The Shadow. "Professor Su Yeng is
curious because a girl came as a spy. He wants an answer to the riddle of
Mar go
Lane. He shall have his answer: Mng Dwan. It will |ook as though Margo found
out that someone friendly to Su Yeng's cause was coming there, and tried sone
spy work earlier."

The | ogi c appealed to Tam He nodded.

"So we may be sure," The Shadow added, "that no harmw |l cone to M ng
Dwan at the Wiite Dragon. She, of all persons, will obtain an audi ence with Su
Yeng. "

"But the guards will be more wary," argued Tam "They will watch for
foll owers, particularly you, Ying Ko. Alone, Mng Dwman can acconplish
not hi ng. "

"She will not be alone." The Shadow s tone carried a prophetic |augh. "I

shall be at Su Yeng's, too. Mng Dman's purpose is to hold his attention
whil e
| search the prem ses."

"Still, the guards at the White Dragon -"

"Wl suspect nothing, Tam | shall use the other route, through the joss
house. A known danger can al ways be overcone."

The truth convinced Tam He could see the nmerit of The Shadow s strategy.
M ng Dwan's arrival at the Wiite Dragon woul d draw even nore attention to that
route.

Properly timed, The Shadow s trip through the joss house would be in the
nature of a surprise. Though Tam was not sure that a known danger coul d al ways
be overcome, he felt that the case held, where The Shadow was concer ned.

The Shadow and Myra left Tam's, the girl wearing the spare cloak, which
was hardly necessary, for none of Su Yeng's prowers were in evidence -
anot her
proof that the wi zard professor was practically inviting persons to visit the
White Dragon. Nor were there any Japanese about near the fringe of Chinatown.
Wth the aw hard after Prince Fuji Yeddo, that unworthy and his followers had
made t hensel ves one hundred percent scarce. Stationed in Me's cab, The Shadow
wat ched M ng Dwan approach the portals of the Wite Dragon. The shop was
cl osed, but her insistent taps at the door were answered. The darkness of the
pl ace suddenly swall owed the girl. Knowi ng that she would fare well, for a
whi |l e, The Shadow told Moe to drive al ong.

The next stop was the old joss house, where Amok was in charge. The
Shadow knew t he pl ace, an al nost forgotten spot in Chinatown.

It was on the third floor of an old four-story building, and had once
been
a visiting place for tourists. Riders in the sightseeing busses had begun to
conpl ai n about wal king two flights up, so the old joss house had | ost the
busi ness and had cl osed.

Forgotten for years, its revival wasn't singular, considering that Su
Yeng, the enpire buil der, was gaining adherents by establishing interest in
old
Chi nese customs. Su Yeng would be just the person to restore a joss house, not
as a conmercial proposition; but as a neeting place for nenbers of his clan

As for Amok, however, The Shadow had never heard of him The nane
signified that he was a Korean. Probably Su Yeng had worked on natives in that
country, so long a pawn of Japan, and was trying to stir themto a state of



rebel | i on.

FROM a tiny alley, The Shadow glided to the boarded entrance of the old
j oss house, found the door |oose, and began a trip up two flights of rickety
stairs. The steps weren't creaky under The Shadow s tread. Such steps never
were, but these would certainly have given away the approach of any ot her
visitor.

On the third floor, The Shadow saw a screen. It was to be expected, for
screens were the ancient Chinese barrier against fabled devils, that
supposed| y
nmoved in straight lines, only. So The Shadow tried the devil system

Peering through the crack of the screen, he saw a squatty man facing a
grotesque idol and supposed that he was Amok. Lifting the light screen, The
Shadow noved it silently ahead of him

To the right, where a fanciful statue looned; to the left, where a
passage
led to another upward flight of steps, The Shadow saw t he possibility of
traps,
and wanted none of them Hi s plan was to reach Amok and make the fellow tal k.

Ammok was al ready t al ki ng.

He was speaking to the msshapen idol, telling it something in Chinese.

He
was repeating the same thing over; curious words, indeed. For Amok was
speaki ng
of The Shadow

"Ying Ko will come,"” Amok kept saying. "He nust know that | amhis
friend. Ying Ko will cone. Ying Ko knows all -"

Wth a sweep, The Shadow cl osed the screen over his left arm perforning
the nmove with his right hand, which held a gun

Turning at the clatter, Amok showed a roundi sh face that was very nmuch a
surprised yell ow bl ank. He excl ai ned the nanme eagerly:

"Ying Ko!"

"Speak, Amok," ordered The Shadow. "Tell why you expected me, and what
you wi sh."

"Because of Hol go," expressed Amok, eagerly. "He is safe fromthe power
of Su Yeng. | wish to be free of that same power. | fear Su Yeng. He is the

devil master!"

"You can show nme the way to find Su Yeng -"

"The safe way, Ying Ko! Allow ne."

Under the burn of The Shadow s eyes and the nuzzle of the |level ed gun
Amok reached to the side of the grotesque idol and pressed a hi dden spring.
The wall swung, the idol with it, revealing a narrow opening, with a flight of
downwar d steps.

"This is no trap," assured Amok. "It is not nmeant that anyone shoul d
travel this far. Those steps lead to Su Yeng's own abode."

The Shadow st epped past Ammok, then swung suddenly, to catch the Korean
unawares. Still wearing his blank, steady expression, Amok met the burning
eyes without a flinch. He had spoken the truth, and his whol e bearing showed
it. He wanted The Shadow to find and end the nenace of the devil master, Su
Yeng.

The Shadow gave a gesture that Amok understood. The keeper of the joss
house swung the great idol shut. As it closed, a weird laugh canme fromthe
gl oom of the darkened steps beyond; mrth that trickled, with a holl ow echo,
t hrough the cracks of the closing wall

It was as if the distorted idol, Amok's confidant in a welcome to The
Shadow, had delivered the quivering |laugh fromits frozen |ips!

The illusion of that mirth was fitting. Had the twisty idol lived, it
woul d have | aughed. The fame of Ying Ko, The Shadow, had travel ed ahead of the
bl ack-cl oaked master himsel f. Thus had the portal opened to the domai n of



Prof essor Su Yeng!

CHAPTER XVI
El GHT O CLOCK

LESS than an hour after his nmeeting with Myra Rel don, The Shadow was
penetrating into Su Yeng's lair, where Myra, as M ng Dwan, had gone ahead.

Despite the sincerity of Amok, the Korean, The Shadow was not taking it
for granted that the inner route | acked traps. Nevertheless, the farther he
progressed, the safer the way becane.

Traps were in evidence, but they were unmanned. Every barrier that The
Shadow encount ered opened easily when its catch, or spring, was found. Steps
that had a shaky feel, failed to drop when The Shadow tested them Side
passages, that had a dangerous | ook, were totally unguarded.

Al this was proof that Amok had positively deserted Su Yeng's cause - a
nost fortunate happening, considering The Shadow s present desire to reach the
devilish professor w thout delay.

Unquestionably, Amok coul d have sent sone signal flash, had he so
chosen.

In turn, such a signal would have brought nmen to bl ock The Shadow s way, had
snares in the joss house failed.

Yes, Amok's desertion was definitely an aid in The Shadow s quest to
rescue Margo Lane. Instead of having to outfight or outguess any Mngol s al ong
t he way, The Shadow was getting straight to the goal. None the less, he did
not
di scount facts.

One was that his own strategy had hel ped. Diverting attention to the
Wiite
Dragon route, by sending Myra through there, was responsible, in part, for
this
open way. The second fact concerned the future. This route, back through the
j oss house, m ght be unusabl e after The Shadow appeared, in person, on the
prem ses of Professor Su Yeng. A good point to remenber.

Lacki ng opposition, The Shadow had no difficulty in keeping his exact
bearings. He had counted the steps up to the joss house, and he was checking
on
t he nunber that he descended, in various stages, along the hidden route to Su
Yeng's. The way was constantly downward; at some places, by short spira

st ai rways.
After negotiating those, The Shadow checked direction by a small conpass
set in the end of the tiny flashlight whose narrow, |icking beam ai ded al ong

t he darkened stretches.

Not only did The Shadow know t hat he had passed beneath a street, he knew
which street it was. The passage that he was treadi ng came up against a solid
steel door, set in concrete, and was unquestionably the entrance to the | owest
of the three cellars beneath the d enwdod Buil di ng

The snmooth barrier offered a troubl esone obstacle. Wen The Shadow drew
an
automatic from beneath his cloak, the big .45 | ooked puny, conpared to the
obst acl e ahead.

Bullets couldn't dent a barrier of steel. Evidently The Shadow knew it,
for he reversed the gun, holding it by the barrel. As a hacki ng weapon,
however, the automatic woul d be even | ess useful; but it becane evident that
The Shadow didn't intend to use it that way.

He tested the door with a light tap of the gun butt, that gave an odd,
netal lic click

A soft laugh trickled from The Shadow s 1i ps.

Such taps, at proper intervals, would rouse curiosity on the other side



of

the door. They needed to be slightly |ouder, since this one probably hadn't
been

heard. The idea was to make them sound as if they issued fromthe door itself.
These Chi nese who served Su Yeng, believing in devils as they did, would be

al armed by any uncanny sound from an unscreened door

Bef ore The Shadow could start the | ouder taps, the door slid open
Instantly, The Shadow slid with it; traveling a split-second ahead, toward the
side of the passage.

As he made that twi sty fade, he gave his .45 the quick juggle in which he
speci alized. An ordinary toss wasn't enough; this had to be a flip-around at
the sane tinme. The gun settled perfectly in The Shadow s fist, his finger on
the trigger.

SHOTS weren't needed. The two nmen who came through the doorway took a
| ong
step down, and went right past The Shadow as he | engthened in the corner of
t he
passage. They were Chinese, both, and their figures blocked off the dimlight
of the passage, thus darkening The Shadow s corner.

G ven bl ackness, The Shadow had the qualities of a chanel eon. Hi s cl oaked
formwas next to invisible.

The Chinese were evidently escorts who had brought M ng Dwan fromthe
White Dragon and were returning there. Past the edge of the door, The Shadow
saw anot her face, which happened to belong to the man in dragon costume who
had
adm tted Margo the night before.

He | ooked very tall, but that was because he stood on the higher step
Wat ching the departing Chinese, the dragon man didn't see The Shadow.

VWen the dragon-nman's face wi thdrew, The Shadow wheel ed out fromthe
corner. The door was starting to shut before he reached its edge, but his
i npetus was faster. Past the slithery barrier that could have crushed him The
Shadow whi pped t hrough the narrowi ng space, finishing with a spin that carried
his cloak free fromthe door's slash

The tw st al so brought himface-to-face with the nman in dragon costune,
who was starting to replace a screen that bel onged inside the door. Ceverly,
the fell ow shoved the fol ded screen as a warding shield to knock aside The
Shadow s aimng gun. Wth his other hand, the guard produced a knife and made
a
swi ft lunge for The Shadow s body.

It happened that The Shadow was not relying on his gun; his aimwas
sinply
a feint. H s free hand hooked the guard's wist, and his other shoul der
swi nging in beside the screen, dipped hard into the foeman's stomach. The very
power of the dragon man's knife lunge aided the long jujitsu throw that The
Shadow del i ver ed.

Headl ong, the guard bashed into the steel door and col |l apsed, notionless.
The toss woul d have stunned him even had he | anded free. Wth the door
stopping himin the nddle of his dive, he was really out to stay.

So swiftly did it happen, that The Shadow, turning fromthe crunpled
figure of his foeman, was able to catch the big screen before it struck the
floor. He opened it to the position it was supposed to be, and therewith, the
screen took on a new purpose. Perhaps it didn't fill the bill of keeping out
i magi nary devils, but it served excellently to hide the stunned figure of the
dr agon- cost umed guard.

Thus had The Shadow reached the reception hall of Su Yeng's headquarters
wi t hout giving away his arrival by sounds of gunfire. He saw the screened door
to the devil master's conference room Stepping past it, The Shadow found
another sliding barrier, but it wasn't heavy |ike the main door



Thi s one inched open under pressure of The Shadow s gl oved fingers, and
he
peered through a narrow crack, to see Professor Su Yeng in earnest discussion
with M ng Dwan. Standing by was Satsu

Probi ng Satsu's face, The Shadow | ooked for any suspicion, know ng that
the Chinese girl, rather than Su Yeng, would be the one nost likely to see
t hrough the di sguise of M ng Dwan and recogni ze Myra Rel don beneat h.

There wasn't a trace of suspicion upon Satsu's countenance. Myra's
make- up
was standing the test. Letting the door ease shut, The Shadow noved away.

Wth Myra playing the Mng Dwan role to perfection, this was The Shadow s
chance to find Margo. He | ooked into other roons, and finding themenpty, took
an obscure staircase that led to the floor above. This was the second story of
the three that formed the foundations of the unbuilt skyscraper

On the second floor, The Shadow heard voices froma roomthat sinply had
a
screen for its door. The deep nunbles indicated at |east half a dozen nen,
perhaps nore. This was evidently the barracks of Su Yeng's Mngol guards.

Not wanting an encounter until he could first rel ease Margo, The Shadow
continued up another flight, to see what he could find there.

Directly above the barracks room The Shadow found an enpty room that had
an odd-shaped frame in the wall. Whether this represented a wi ndow, or a
picture, he could not tell, for beyond the frame was a snoboth surface that
| ooked li ke a shutter, though it could have been a wall.

There was a | ever beside the frame, and The Shadow drew it down slowy.
The action caused the shutter gradually to open

LOOKI NG t hr ough, The Shadow saw one of the strangest sights he had ever
vi ewed.

He observed a room furnished with chairs and table. He saw a taboret on
which lay a wist watch and a handkerchief. On the floor, a snmall jade
el ephant
was standi ng on a book.

Beyond, The Shadow saw a two-story doll house that | ooked about three
f eet
hi gh. The nost curious feature of the scene was the Chinese doll that sat on
t he
t hreshol d of the open-fronted doll house.

The doll was alive!

As The Shadow watched, the doll arose. She was a very pretty doll, even
t hough her face was tearstained and her eyes closed, as though she wanted to
shut out the sights about her. However, she wasn't a Chinese doll, at all

even
t hough her bl ack-and-silver costune was an Oriental one.

The doll was Margo Lane!

Slowy pressing the | ever, The Shadow worked the barrier shut w thout
letting Margo hear it. As Cranston, The Shadow had given credence to Orvel's
claimthat Su Yeng could make people small. In observing Margo, The Shadow
under st ood what had happened to Orvel, earlier

Truly, Professor Su Yeng deserved the title of Devil Master. But the
magi ¢
of Su Yeng did not perturb The Shadow. It nerely gave himthe urge to neet the
renowned Devil Master in his own preserves, bel ow

Starting downstairs, The Shadow was past the screened barracks and on the
| ower staircase, when he heard a door slide open. It was Su Yeng's own door
and had The Shadow hesitated, he would have been spotted on the stairs.

Wth a quick stride, The Shadow reached one of the side screens in the
reception hall, and was just out of sight when Su Yeng appeared, acconpanied

by



Myra and Satsu. That Myra's make-up was still hol ding good was proven by Su
Yeng's words in Chinese.

"Come, M ng Dwan," declaimed Su Yeng in clangy style, "and | shall show
you what has happened to the foolish i npostor who came here in your stead,
| ast
ni ght."

They started up the stairs, but The Shadow did not follow Instead, he
hurried to Su Yeng's own apartment, entered it and | ooked around. He saw
exactly what he wanted - another screen, which, when renoved, reveal ed a door
with a w cket.

Openi ng the door, The Shadow stepped into the roomw th the doll house.

The wrist watch was on the taboret, and other objects were about,

i ncludi ng Margo's conpact. However, there was no sign of Margo herself, not
even by the doll house. The Shadow gave scant attention to any of these itens.
He was nore interested in a dragon tapestry that was hangi ng on one wall.

Ripping it away, he found what he expected - a circul ar openi ng about two
feet in diameter that tunneled straight into the wall

Shoul der first, The Shadow went through that opening with a swift squirm

THOSE nonents had been fateful ones for Margo Lane. She hadn't heard The
Shadow open the w cket, because he had done it quietly. She knew that eight
o' clock was very close; indeed, too close. Again seated on the doll-house
steps, Margo heard the clatter that she feared

She | ooked up.

The huge, hi deous face of Su Yeng was peering down at her, and beside
t hat
vi sage, two others. Margo recogni zed one as Satsu; the other face was al so
t hat
of a Chinese girl. Enlarged, like Su Yeng, those fem nine faces |ikew se
seened
to leer. It seenmed that Satsu had found sonme playmate who was al so interested
in
living dolls.

Margo's nerves were at the breaking point. She was ready to shriek when
she heard another clatter, near the level of the floor. Staring across the
room she saw a notion fromthe baseboard, which was about the height of her
shoul ders. In the baseboard was a floor plug for an electric outlet,
approximately four feet across; one that wasn't in use.

It was the floor plug that produced the clatter. It was flopping open on
a
hi nge. Bl ackness withed fromit, to land on the floor and take a |iving shape
as it came erect to the stature of twelve inches. Another living doll had
joined Margo: a tiny figure cloaked in black

The doll fromthe floor plug was The Shadow

Horror gripped Margo when she realized that her only rescuer had been
transformed into a creature as dimnutive as herself. She heard The Shadow s
laugh, and it was very trivial. Its tiny whisper was drowned instantly by the
clangy snarl that came fromthe giant |ips of Su Yeng.

Nevert hel ess, The Shadow wheeled to | ook up at the w cket where the huge
face glared. Am d the discordant echoes of Su Yeng's snarl, Margo heard The
Shadow s | augh agai n. The bl ack-cl oaked pygny was aim ng an automatic toward
Su
Yeng, and the gun, like its owner, was shrunken. Margo couldn't believe that a
puny pellet fromsuch a nicroscopic weapon could harmthe giant Su Yeng and
t he
others with him

Yet Su Yeng had pushed Satsu and her conpani on back, and with The
Shadow s
aim the face of the Chinese wizard was al so bobbing in reverse. This tine,



t he
sound that interrupted The Shadow s rising |laugh was the spurt of his own
aut omati c!

CHAPTER XVI |
BATTLE I N M NI ATURE

THE direct result of The Shadow s shot was a great crash of glass. It
came
tumbling from hi gh above, as though the bullet had struck a skylight. But the
glass wasn't frosted; it was plate glass, that scattered in great chunks upon
the floor.

Looki ng up, Margo saw a great, jagged streak across the opening in the
wi cket. It nmarked where the gl ass had broken. The Shadow fired agai n and
br ought down the remai ni ng chunks.

Su Yeng and the others were gone, of course, and Margo stared, rather
bewi | dered, at a small, tiny square beyond the |arger opening where the
observers had been

The Shadow s firm hand was gripping Margo. He was trying to shake her
into
a conprehendi ng nood.

"This isn't the roomwhere you were |ast night," The Shadow tol d her
"This is another room three stories high, with all the furniture built
oversi zel"

Margo coul dn't understand. She didn't realize that The Shadow had cone
t hrough the other room he nmentioned, the one that connected directly with Su
Yeng' s apartnent, and had thereby conpared it with this one.

Pi eci ng toget her what happened to Margo had not been difficult for The
Shadow, nor did this huge room surprise him He knew that it nust be a portion
of the three-story foundation that had not been divided into floors.
Convi nci ng
Margo of such matters was a difficult proposition, however.

The Shadow pointed up to the tiny opening in the huge, fake door at one
side of the giant room

"Su Yeng was | ooking through those plates of glass,"
Shadow,

"froma roomon the third floor. Curved glass that made you | ook reduced in
size, but when you saw him and people with him they were enlarged."

Mar go nodded, a bit dunbly.

"That's it," she said. "Su Yeng made ne little. So very little, that I'm
afraid. And you" - she was staring at The Shadow, doubtingly - "you're little,
too!"

expl ai ned The

Argument coul dn't persuade Margo ot herwi se. Her ordeal had been too much.
Confusedly, she was tal king about "other little dolls" that Su Yeng had
handl ed. The Shadow knew that they nmust have been nmechanical figures. Also
Margo was babbling that Su Yeng had reached through the wi cket to clutch her
after she becanme a doll, somnething which The Shadow knew coul d not have
happened.

He had to snap Margo out of her daze. There was trouble to cone, and her
co-operation woul d be needed. Remenbering the antidote he had supplied in
Ovel's case, The Shadow | ooked for a mirror

There was none in the doll house; probably there never had been
ot herw se
Su Yeng woul d have known that a mirror could kill the effect of the illusion
that he created in the minds of victins.

A sudden | augh cane from The Shadow s |i ps.

Over by the giant taboret lay the over-sized edition of Margo's conpact,
whi ch Su Yeng had faked, |ike the huge wist watch and giant pair of shoes. If



Su Yeng didn't know that ordinary mirrors would break his spell, there would
be
one in the mammoth conpact, in case Margo happened to open it.

Haul ing Margo with him The Shadow reached the great round object and
found that it had a catch, which yielded when he hammered it with a gun butt.
The case popped open on huge springs, revealing a round mrror in the cover.
The Shadow urged Margo forward.

She slid to her knees on a powder puff the size of an eiderdown quilt, to
stare into a circular mrror as large as the one on the dressing table in her
own apartnent. Sight of herself made the girl forget her surroundi ngs.

From Margo's raptured | ook, The Shadow knew that she was coning back to
size. Leaving her at the mirror, he turned to be ready for whatever happened
next. He did not have to wait. There was a clatter fromthe top of the
twenty-foot table at the side wall of the room GCetting a | onger view, The
Shadow saw what it mneant.

The mah-jongg cabinet was opening. It was on a level with the barracks,
and the cabinet itself was nearly six feet high. It was disgorging a squad of
Mongol s, who depl oyed across the table top like toy soldiers conme to life.
They
were armed with revol vers which they ainmed at The Shadow.

Two automatics drawn, The Shadow beat the Mongols to the first shots. As
he clipped them he dodged to avoid their return fire, which was scarcely
necessary, for they were bad shots.

Wth Margo shi el ded behind the conpact |id, The Shadow was free to draw
the wild fire where he liked, so he cut in toward the table itself, to gain
its
shel ter.

One Mongol inmredi ately swing over the edge, to hurl a knife. The Shadow s
qui ck shot hooked the fellow and brought him headl ong to the fl oor

Wth the shot, The Shadow took to |onger range, which was wise. His
f oenen
wer e abandoni ng revol vers, to use knives instead, and The Shadow s dart for
ot her shelter was nore than advisable.

The nove had doubl e val ue.

Thi nki ng they had The Shadow actually on the run, Su Yeng's fighters
began
|l eaping fromtable to taboret, to take another junp fromthere to the floor
They wanted to box in The Shadow, at close quarters, where they could use
their
kni ves.

A snarly shout canme fromthe mah-jongg cabinet: Su Yeng's. Though it
| acked the huge clanor given by an anplifier that he had used when playing
giant in the third-floor observation room Su Yeng's cry was |oud enough for
his followers to hear. The Shadow heard it, too. Su Yeng was calling them
back.

He regarded their foray as folly.

Su Yeng's squad total ed nearly a dozen; nore nen than The Shadow had
supposed. Steady fire was their proper policy to nake The Shadow exhaust his
amuni ti on. Those nen jumnping down to the fl oor woul d make thensel ves easi er
targets, should The Shadow turn on them It was too late, however, for themto
heed the Devil Master's call.

Hal t ed beside the two-story house, The Shadow delivered a defiant |augh
that carried nore than challenge. It prom sed disaster to Su Yeng and his
followers. Hesitating junpers had gone too far; they couldn't get back with Su
Yeng and the few still on the wooden pl ateau besi de the mah-jongg citadel

Into that open-fronted house, past its full-sized furniture, raced The
Shadow. Up the interior stairway; he was on the second fl oor, where he had a
better angle toward the great wooden structure that |ooked |ike a table.

The Shadow s shots were for Su Yeng and the Mongol s beside him not for
those below. His blistering fire sent the Devil Master and his bodyguards back



into the huge box fromwhich they had cone.

Once again, The Shadow was forcing Su Yeng to retire; again, the denpniac
prof essor was |ucky to escape alive.

As for the forgotten fighters who had failed to heed Su Yeng's call, they
had no chance to rally. Their hesitation had enabl ed The Shadow to gain a
hi gher el evation, where he could blast at will froma range beyond the limt
of
their knife tosses.

One bl ade did skimclose to The Shadow, to bury deep in the wall, but the
handl e of the quivering knife was a give-away to the direction fromwhich it
had cone.

Spotting the hurler as he tried to duck behind one of the big posts that
Margo had mi staken for giant chair |egs, The Shadow sprawled himin his
tracks.

The others scattered, with one exception. A Mngol was close to Margo,
who, by this time, had sought shelter near the huge doll house. Thinking he
could dive from The Shadow s sight and trap Margo at the same tinme, the Mngo
tried it. The noment he began his |unge, he becane anot her exanple of The
Shadow s shar pshooti ng prowess.

Swi ngi ng out through the open front of the house, The Shadow hung to the
edge with one hand, while his other fist jabbed a shot that changed the
Mongol s lunge into a lurch. Knife flying fromhis hand, the woul d-be killer
sprawl ed near Margo's feet.

Dr oppi ng down fromthe house, The Shadow beckoned to Margo. He hadn't
forgotten her amd the fray; he had sinply been waiting the right opportunity
to assure her escape.

Wth Su Yeng's tribe divided - one half fled, the other half scattered -
The Shadow s chance was ripe. He was hurrying Margo across the room to the
outl et which she had once nistaken for a floor socket; but which was actually
a
t wo- f oot pi pe.

Starting Margo through the opening, The Shadow fol |l owed, reversing his
previous process. This tinme, he went feet first, working his way through, with
one gun poking back to jab away at any enenies who might try to knife him

He was counting upon Margo to warn of any danger that awaited in the
adj oi ning room She did give warning, the nonent she emerged. The words called
back were:

"Come qui ckly!™"

TUMBLI NG headfirst into the normal -sized roomthat matched the giant
f ake,

Margo saw two Chinese girls engaged in a stout grapple. One was Satsu; the
other, M ng Dwan, otherw se Myra Rel don

Not having seen themw th Su Yeng, The Shadow assumred that they had
hurri ed bel ow, and he knew t hat he could depend on Myra, since her rea
identity was unknown.

In fact, Myra did have the upper hand, for she had taken Satsu by
surprise. The object of their contention was a revol ver which Satsu tried to
aimat Margo when the latter appeared.

Fighting furiously, Satsu was working free, but Myra clung grimy to the
gun, to keep the Chinese girl fromaimng it. That gave Margo time to join the
fray; she had a score to settle with Satsu, and she showed it.

The illusion that she had grown back to normal size furnished Margo with
surprising strength. She took Satsu right out of Myra's clutch, bow ed her
agai nst the table and overturned it.

Grabbi ng the real mah-jongg cabinet, Margo flung it at Satsu as she tried
torise. It smashed past Satsu's armand struck her in the head. Su Yeng's
great - gr eat - gr anddaught er subsi ded very pronptly, amd the debris of the
tabl e.



By then, The Shadow was through the opening. He |l ed the way out through
Su
Yeng's apartnent, into the reception hall, with Myra and Margo cl ose behi nd
hi m
Su Yeng and his picked nen were down the stairs, driving forward with their
kni ves.

Margo tried to drag Myra back, too late; flashing blades were already on
their way. Matching the silvery glints cane a sweep of gold. The Shadow had
pl ucked up the screen and was twisting it as a shield. Its broad surface,
swung
to the horizontal, received the skinmm ng bl ades.

Flinging the shield at the attackers, The Shadow rushed his conpanions to
the exit, where he repeated the process with the other screen. Margo saw the
switch and pressed it; the steel door slid open and they sprang across the
stunned form of the dragon man.

From t he outer passage, The Shadow staved off Su Yeng and his followers
with a last few shots. Then began to dash for freedom

Great gongs were clanging a nessage from Su Yeng to his outside
fol |l oners.

It neant for themto bar the way, and again, The Shadow showed quick strategy.

Di vi ning the nessage of the gongs, he translated it in terms of scurrying
footsteps up ahead. Su Yeng was sending word to bar the joss-house route. The
qui ck thinkers among his outside crew were obeying the mandate. Preferring to
deal with the slower wits, The Shadow told Margo and Myra to point himtoward
t he White Dragon.

Bet ween them they renenbered it, and The Shadow cl eared the path, using
the little gun that Myra had taken from Satsu. The nmoments he woul d have
needed
to reload his own automatics were therefore saved, and they proved very
pr eci ous.

Su Yeng and his maddened Mongols were cl ose behind when The Shadow and
hi s
two conpani ons reached the tea shop. Other guards were cutting back into
passages, too, for the big gongs had begun to bang a different cadence.

The little gun was enpty. Its shots had sent bl ockaders ducking, al
al ong
the route. There were two nmen in the tea shop, and both sprang for The Shadow.
Hs left hand was free; his right had an automatic as a bl udgeon. He warded
of f
one attacker and sledged a blowto the other's skull, at the sane tine
shappi ng
an order to Myra and Margo, telling themto keep on through

They did. Behind them The Shadow was grappling with the |ast guard, and
the girls were tormented by the thought that the | one adversary m ght prove a
stunbl i ng bl ock. Somehow, The Shadow coul dn't seemto shake hi ml oose.

Looki ng back fromthe doorway, Margo gave a horrified cry as she saw the
two figures reel apart. One, twisted in a black cloak, his hat jamed down
over
hi s head, went headl ong back into the arns of Su Yeng and two Mongols as they
arrived.

Margo saw bl ades bury deep into the victim but her shudder ended as Myra
poi nted. Another figure was diving their way, that of a long, lithe man in
eveni ng cl ot hes, who | ooked nuch |ike Lamont Cranston, though Margo coul dn't
see his face.

THE SHADOW had turned the trick on Su Yeng again; this tine, nore
deliberately. He had slugged his | ast opponent, wapped himin the cl oak, and
added the hat for good neasure. He was | eaving those souvenirs for Su Yeng to
pluck fromthe knifed body of one of his murderous dupes.



There was no tinme for congratul ati ons. Shoving Myra and Margo ahead of
him The Shadow carried themright out to the street, where Me's cab shot up,
its door wide open. The girls were inside and the cab away before Margo coul d
catch her breath.

Margo, herself, was still clad in Chinese costume, as was the girl beside
her; but the other |ooked Chinese, as well. As the cab wheel ed the corner, the
other girl explained that she was called M ng Dwan but that she was really
M/ra
Rel don.

Margo scarcely heard. She was | ooki ng back as the cab nmade the turn. The
Shadow wasn't with them and Margo hoped that she could see him This tinme it
shoul d have been easy, since The Shadow was uncl oaked; but the streets of
Chinatown in this particular sector were dark enough for The Shadow to perform
a conplete fade-out, even in the guise of Cranston.

The only token of the rescuer's departure was a peal of parting mrth
t hat
certainly wasn't Cranston's tone. It was as untraceabl e as the strange being
who
uttered it: the | augh of The Shadow

CHAPTER XVI | |
A QUESTI ON OF PONER

DR. ROY TAM | ooked very solemm as he sat behind his desk in the waning
light of afternoon. He had a visitor in the person of a cal mnmannered American
naned Lanont Cranston. Tam however, was not deceived by his visitor's
| ei surely pose. He knew that Cranston's gui se was one adopted by The Shadow.

"The power of Su Yeng is halted," declared Tam "but it is not broken. It
can never be, until we have invaded his lair and brought the Devil Master to
task. "

"Which will prove difficult,” returned Cranston, "considering that the
poli ce have disregarded | ast night's trouble as uninportant.”

Tam shook hi s head.

"The police! It is so often their way. They think the trouble at the
Wiite
Dragon was nerely a trifling brawl. They have never even heard of Professor Su
Yeng. If they did" - Tamlis tone was enphatic - "I really believe they would
still consider Prince Fuji Yeddo to be nore inportant, and nore powerful!"

The faintest flicker of a smle was nonentarily upon Cranston's lips. He
spoke.

"In that case, Tam" he said quietly, "the police would, for once, be
quite correct.”

Tam s amazenment was conpl ete.

"Which is the nore powerful ?" queried Cranston. "One who burrows deep

into

t he ground, or one who vani shes off into the air? Wich is the nore dangerous:
the beast that grows fromits den, or the creature that |lurks where it may
stalk its prey?"

Tam s al nond eyes were actual ly round.

"Both Su Yeng and Prince Yeddo have sinilar designs," expressed The
Shadow. "Each can recuperate, and begin a new canpaign. Both will nenace you,
Tam because they know you are ny friend."

Sonething in the tone erased the troubled | ook that forned on Tam s brow.
It was The Shadow speaki ng, rather than Cranston. Though still leisurely, the
visitor had adopted a firner speech.

"The great parade begins this evening," Tamrubbed his chin as he spoke.
"The lions will dance, and forty men will carry the great flag through the
streets of Chinatown, that hundreds, fromtheir w ndows, nmay toss offerings of



nmoney to aid the arns of China."

He paused and | ooked out into the dusk, listening to the bursts of
firecrackers that were beginning with sundown. This was a night of celebration
anong the Chinese. Tam wondered what nenace m ght hang over it.

"Su Yeng covets those funds," Tam declared. "As | said, his power is
halted, but it will revive. You are right, Ying Ko, when you say that Prince
Yeddo is nore powerful. He will attenpt to nullify what the noney will
acconplish - whether my loyal friends retain it, or Su Yeng steals it."

Anot her pause. Tamreturned to his desk and turned on the lanp. His face
was very weary.

"It is hopeless,"” he said at last. "Attacking Su Yeng is beyond ne.
Finding Prince Yeddo is utterly inpossible. The | aw has searched everywhere -

"Except one place."

Tam shrugged at The Shadow s tone.

"You may know the one place, Ying Ko,

Tam sai d. "But how can it concern
ne?"

"Because that place is here in Chinatown!"

Tam was drawi ng the cord of another lanp. He couldn't have junped higher
if the thing had shocked him

"Prince Yeddo - here!"

"Precisely!" The tone was Cranston's, but his forward-stooping figure
cast
a strange, silhouetted profile across Tam s desk. "That is why the police have
not traced him They would not expect a Japanese to he hidden in Chinatown.

Nor
did you, Tam"

"Frankly, | did not. But where, in Chinatown, could Yeddo be?"

The Shadow s whi spered | augh was remini scent.

"I't was curious that Amok, the Korean, should have opened the way for ne
to reach Su Yeng. So curious, that | suspect another brain behind it. Once
before, Prince Yeddo tried to match nme agai nst Professor Su Yeng. Assuning
t hat
Yeddo did buy out Amok, we can then place Yeddo's present headquarters -

"On the floor above the joss house!" interrupted Tamexcitedly. "You are
right, Ying Ko! That is where Prince Yeddo would certainly be."

AVAY from Tam s desk, The Shadow was Cranston no | onger. He had taken a
cloak and hat froma rack in the corner, the spare garments that he had used
in
this campai gn. Tam could scarcely see his friend amid the swirl of those
garnments, until The Shadow stepped forward.

Reaching for the map of Chinatown that lay on Tamls desk, The Shadow
spread it. His finger marked the | ocation of the building whose third story
hel d the joss house.

"See to it, Tam" he ordered, "that the lions cease their dance when they
have passed this spot. Let the paraders cluster, and be ready. There nay be
work at hand for your |oyal nen."

"They will be ready,"” promised Tam "As many as you may need, Ying Ko."

"A few may do, in Yeddo's case," The Shadow returned, "but we shall need
many | ater. Remenber: Amok is the key to both the men we seek. This nmay be
our
chance to invade the prenises of Su Yeng, also."

Leaving Tam s, The Shadow skirted Chinatown. Streets were alight tonight,
giving the evening an unusual brilliance. Though The Shadow m ght have gli ded
t he t hor oughfare unobserved, others could not do the sane. Those others were
his secret agents, stout fighters, picked for their ability. He wanted themto
lead the van in the thrust through the joss house.

Bringing the agents in fromthe other end of the alley that led by the
j oss- house buil ding, The Shadow stationed themin suitable |urking spots.



Peering fromthe alley, he saw a stir along the streets and heard the strains
of music. The parade had begun; soon the dancing lions would arrive, followed
by the bearers of the great canvas flag.

Returni ng through the alley, The Shadow noved into the doorway that |ed
up
to the joss house. His watching agents saw a streak of vani shing bl ackness;

t hat
was all.

There were two roonms on the fl oor above the joss house. The rear room was
oddly furnished, for an obscure apartment in Chinatown. Its furnishings were
delicate, though they showed signs of having been noved about, quite often
Detail for detail, the furniture was the same that The Shadow had seen on his
first, and enforced, visit with Prince Fuji Yeddo.

Even to the man behind the desk.

Cal m and serene, that figure was Prince Yeddo in the flesh. Unperturbed
by
his location, unheeding the fanfare that marked the Chi nese parade outside,

t he
Japanese was witing a letter in a slow painstaking hand, his eyes upon the
page before him

I ndeed an inage of cal nmess, Prince Yeddo fitted with The Shadow s claim
Conpared with Professor Su Yeng, the silent Japanese was a synbol of greater
power .

Slight were the sounds that came fromthe stairway outside of Yeddo's
room Engrossed as he was, it was not surprising that the Japanese did not
hear
them Perhaps Prince Yeddo was mappi ng new plans for becom ng shogun of al
Ni ppon, a warlord whose future would be built upon the foundations of the
present nmilitaristic regine.

Nor did the eyes of Prince Yeddo raise as darkness glided in fromthe
doorway. He couldn't have seen the approaching streak of black, for it didn't
quite reach the desk. Its notion, however, was rapid, and it materialized
quickly into the cl oaked shape of The Shadow, master over darkness.

An advanci ng hand thrust fromthe cloak folds, to push an autonatic
ahead.

Then, for the first time, darkness touched the desk

Yeddo's fingers dropped their pen. Wth a swift, yet jerky notion, his
hand shoved beneath the papers. It tw sted upward, bringing a revol ver
strai ght
for the invader in black. It was such a nove as a striking snake woul d nake,
t he
sort that could have surprised even an unusual foe. But Yeddo' s eneny was very
unusual

Quick though the lift of Yeddo's head, with its sharp bl ack eyes that
fairly flashed their venom his cl oaked opponent acted first. The automatic
tongued before Yeddo's finger could tug its revolver trigger. The bash of a
heavy caliber bullet Iifted Yeddo right out of his chair. Like a figure of
straw, he keel ed backward and |l ay spraw ed upon the fl oor

EYES from beneath the hat brim | ooked across the desk and saw the stain
of
bl ood that grew upon Yeddo's Tuxedo jacket. The bullet had found its target,
squarely in the heart.

There had been no tine for parley; there could be none for regret. The
one
strange feature of this duel was the short, blunt manner of it. So soon had it
ended, that the whole thing seened unreal

Only the echoes of the fatal shot persisted. There was no whi spered | augh
such as marked so many of The Shadow s triunphs. Mtionless, the cl oaked



vi ctor

stood with eyes upon the vanqui shed, alnost as if he expected Prince Yeddo to
revive. Even with the evidence that stained the white shirt front, it was
difficult to believe that the plotting Japanese was dead.

Especially difficult for Prince Fuji Yeddo to believe it!

Qut froma curtained closet, stepped Prince Yeddo, the real Yeddo, tw n
to
the sprawl ed formon the floor. He came froma nost strategic spot, for the
curtai ned door was behind the figure of The Shadow.

Wth cat's creep, Yeddo advanced, confident that his own nurderer could
not hear him In his hand Yeddo held a revolver; he gave it a sudden thrust
that planted the nuzzle squarely between the cl oaked shoul ders.

Then spoke the choppy voice of the real Yeddo:

"l expected The Shadow, and he came here. He is puzzl ed because | was
such
easy prey. It is time that he found out why. Let himlay his gun upon the
tabl e,
and he shall learn!"”

There was a threat in that dry tone, telling that instant death woul d be
The Shadow s due if he did not conply with the conditions of Prince Fuji
Yeddo,
the dead man who still lived!

CHAPTER XI X
TRI CKS OF DEATH

THE cl ank of a heavy automatic, striking on the witing table, brought
choppy approval from Prince Yeddo. bligingly, the Japanese wi thdrew his own
gun, but kept it leveled toward his cl oaked foe.

St eppi ng around the table, Yeddo was still a constant threat, even when
he
snmugly indicated the sprawl ed figure on the floor

Seen besi de Yeddo hinself, the dummy shape was all the nore remarkabl e.
To
the last detail, it was the replica of Yeddo. In a sense, it was actually
Yeddo
- as he, the living man, expl ai ned.

"Surely, The Shadow has heard of our Japanese artisans," expressed Yeddo.
"I refer to those who construct images of the living fromliving nmen
t hensel ves. OF course, it means sacrifices fromthe l|iving.

"My case was no exception. My hair, ny teeth, even my fingernails, went
into the construction of this figure. More than that, portions of ny flesh and
a quantity of my bl ood.

"Bit by bit, nonth by nonth, year by year, this replica was made.

Usual |y,

such figures can deceive, even when notionless, but such did not satisfy ne. |
had a skilled craftsman add mechani cal features, to make nmy twin seemalive
The hand that you saw witing was actuated by the mechani sm

"Its reach for the gun was my own idea. It needed a nore recent
i nventi on.

Thi s!'" Wi pping out a table drawer, Yeddo showed the device in question, an
electric eye. "One touch of darkness across the beamof light, and the dumy
hand reached for a dumy gun!"

St oopi ng, Yeddo lifted the revolver fromthe figure's fist and flung it

on
the tabl e beside the automatic. The revol ver broke. It was a perfect imtation
made of gl ass, necessarily light, to be lifted by the dumry hand.

"As for the blood," continued Yeddo, his tone quite serious, "it is ny



own. True, it is contained in a special chanber situated in the figure's
heart,

or where its heart should be. Not a |arge conpartment, but such was
unnecessary.

| knew that The Shadow s ai mwoul d be very good."

Interested in his own di scussion, the real Yeddo had becone quite
engrossed in his imtation twin. He was stooping |lower, as if desirous that
The
Shadow shoul d conmpare the faces, particularly the eyes. Those eyes, as
j et -hued
as Yeddo's own, fascinated the bowi ng Japanese. He let his head turn, so that
his gaze actually met the gl assy stare.

Yeddo' s gun hand was slightly | owered. The opportunity was made to order
for The Shadow. There was a quick swish fromthe cl oak, as a hand sped for the
di scarded automatic and started an aimfor the real Prince Yeddo.

Swi ft action, but not swi ft enough. Yeddo was rapid, too.

He was watching for such a nove from The Shadow. Even though turned away,
Yeddo could see the witing desk, reflected in the convex eyes of his own
i mage. Nor was Yeddo's gun hand as careless as it |ooked. He had only a few
inches to lift it, and he pressed the trigger at the finish of that jerk. His
revol ver tal ked, ahead of the autonatic.

There was a slunmp fromthe front of the table as a cloaked formwent to
the floor, carrying a snmoking automatic with it. Touching his ear |obe, Yeddo
seened di sappointed that it hadn't been carried away by the bullet that
whi zzed
so close to him The ear |obe would have been a nice addition to Yeddo's dummy
figure.

For an instant, Yeddo doubted that his own shot had scored. Coning around
the table, he stared at the crunpl ed shape in bl ackness. Stooping, the
Japanese
snmled blandly as he lifted away the slouch hat, to see how the features of
Cranston | ooked in death.

Maybe Yeddo thought they were going to look funny. It was the Jap's own
face, however that held such an expression. His snile took a twi st that froze.

He was | ooking at the dead face of Professor Su Yeng!

NO wonder there had been no laugh. This wasn't the Shadow d aring,
Prince
Yeddo realized that he should have known who his opponent really was. Yes, The
Shadow woul d have | aughed. In fancy, Prince Yeddo could hear the mirth that
shoul d have cone.

O was it fancy?

No! The creeping taunt was real. It was com ng fromthe doorway, and
Yeddo
stiffened as he heard it change to words, that issued a comrand.

"Let your gun fall, Yeddo," spoke The Shadow. "Raise your hands, and turn
toward me. No - the other way."

Respondi ng, Yeddo saw how futil e a quick shot woul d have been. The Shadow
was no |longer by the doorway; he had shifted to the closet, where the curtain
had hi dden Yeddo at the tine when Su Yeng arrived. Early enough to listen in
on
Yeddo's story of the dunmy figure, The Shadow obliged with an expl anation of
hi s
own.

"Remenber how | dealt with you at Wendyke's," The Shadow tol d Yeddo. "You
didn't see yourself wapped in ny cloak. Professor Su Yeng did, and nearly
fel
for the trick. Last night, it deceived himeven better. | left hima hat and
cl oak, so that he would not forget it.



"You have proven yourself craftier than Su Yeng, Yeddo, but he outguessed
you on one point. He suspected the treachery of Amok, and deci ded that you
wer e behind the ganme. |ndependently, he nade a plan like nmne: to trap you,
here above the joss house. Very clever of Su Yeng, to cone here as The Shadow.
Very clever of you, Yeddo, to have your imtation twin awaiting the visitor
that you m stook for ne."

Yeddo's leer was lipless, ugly. H s |owering eyes saw t he manil a- hued
face
of Su Yeng, yellowing in death. He had wanted the death of the nman who aspired
to enpire, but he had not wanted it so soon. Earlier, Yeddo and Su Yeng had
agreed on one thing: that The Shadow should die first.

True, Yeddo had paved the way for The Shadow to reach Su Yeng, but only
on
t he Chinaman's own preserves. Yeddo hadn't expected The Shadow to return
alive,
after visiting Su Yeng. It just hadn't occurred to Yeddo that Su Yeng mi ght
change his own ideas, after a visit from The Shadow.

Prince Yeddo had lost Su Yeng as an ally before he slew the cl oaked Devil
Mast er !

Eyes lifting, Yeddo met The Shadow s gaze. A choice was fornming in the
brai n behind the bl acki sh, beady eyes. It m ght be that The Shadow woul d erase
Yeddo's crimes fromthe book, considering that the Japanese had di sposed of
t he
nor e nurderous, though less crafty, Professor Su Yeng.

Ei ther Yeddo nust let his own case rest with The Shadow s judgnent; or he
woul d have to battle the cloaked arbiter on ternms nost difficult. Wighing the
situation, Yeddo nade his choice. He began with a hopel ess shrug.

"I have done no murder," he pleaded. "I tried to kill Langford Frane, but
| did not succeed. | did kill Gfford Wendyke, but it was in self-defense. You
will recall" - those gimet eyes were fixed upon The Shadow - "that Wendyke
was
a wlling partner in sonething which, in his case, could be terned crine.

"So, what else can | say, or do?" Again, Yeddo shrugged. "I am hel pl ess.

I

have no weapon. Not even darkness, in which | mght hide. You have found

dar kness useful, Honorable Shadow. It could serve ne quite as well as you, if
I

had it!"

There was significance to the pause am d Yeddo's choppy speech. Though
hi s
tone did not alter, his final words were a command. They brought the darkness
that the wily Japanese wanted. It cane with bl anketi ng suddenness, very
surprisingly, though the cause, itself, was sinple.

Yeddo' s words had carried through a flinmsy door, into the front room
where Ishi and other followers were quartered. Know ng that such nmen woul d
probably be about, The Shadow had stationed hinself near the curtained corner,
so that he could watch the door to the front room

There was not hi ng, however, to indicate that the lights could be
controlled fromthere. That was Yeddo's neatest trick, reserved for this very
ener gency.

W TH bl otting bl ackness, The Shadow fired, his gunshot coming |like a
lurid
knife stab. He didn't expect the bullet to wing Yeddo. The stab was just a
feint
in the darkness.

It would have found Yeddo, had the Japanese gone after his own gun, |ying
on the floor, a thing which The Shadow positively doubted. Still, the shot was
wi se, for if Yeddo did the unexpected and grabbed for the |ost gun, he would



be
danger ous.

O herwi se, Yeddo was no menace. The Shadow, too, was skilled in energency
tactics.

Wth his shot, The Shadow wheeled to the stairway door. He was through it
before Ishi and the other bodyguards could arrive. Fromthe top of the stairs,
The Shadow heard Prince Yeddo chop an order from somewhere off in the
dar kness,
proving that the Jap had really dodged.

Yeddo wanted his small tribe of followers to go after The Shadow.

Sui ci dal
or not, Ishi and men Iike himwere the sort who woul d attenpt it.

Fromthe stairway, The Shadow fired two quick shots. Enough to make |sh
and the others hesitate; also, the shots were a signal. Carrying down the
stairs, they could be heard by waiting agents. The expected signal would bring
enough nen from The Shadow to deal directly with Yeddo and the jujitsu crew.

The response to The Shadow s shots came instantaneously. Fromthe di mess
of the joss house, one flight down, figures bobbed toward the stairs. The
Shadow saw a fl ood of upturned yell ow faces comi ng his way.

Those couldn't be Tamis nmen, fresh fromthe parade. The Shadow s own
agents were supposed to lead the drive up to the joss house. These were
i nvaders from anot her source. They bel onged to the dead Devil Master
Pr of essor

Su Yeng!
Not only had Su Yeng antici pated The Shadow, in finding Yeddo's
hi de- away.

The Chi nese professor had al so foreseen that Yeddo woul d have foll owers on
hand.

Therefore, Su Yeng had brought his own nen al ong the passage fromthe
underground lair. These remmants of his Mngol crew had filtered into the joss
house after The Shadow had passed that key-spot!

They woul dn't m stake The Shadow for Su Yeng very |l ong. They'd expect him
torip off his slouch hat, to show the face of their master, Su Yeng. If he
didn't, their knives would flash his way.

Shots into that yell ow surge woul d al so be a give-away. They were too
many
to down with only a few shots. A nore prolonged fire would be a fatal del ay.
It
woul d give Yeddo's jujitsu crew their chance to pile upon The Shadow.

Again, a situation called for the unexpected, and The Shadow provided it.
Wheel i ng before Su Yeng's crowd could find out who he really was, the intrepid
fighter flung hinmself back into the room above, straight into the arns of
Yeddo' s crew

So rapid was that drive, that few hands found The Shadow i n the darkness.
Even the hard-clutching Ishi lost his hold on the cloak that whisked through
his fingers. The Shadow was breaki ng through toward the front room where
Yeddo' s men had been quartered.

Wth the door open, vague light canme fromthat room It was the gl ow of
Chi nat own, cast through an open front w ndow four floors above the street.

A choppy order sounded fromnear the witing desk. It was Yeddo's cal
for
his followers to drop away and | et The Shadow find the doorway. Yeddo had his
gun again, and hoped to clip the black-cl oaked fighter when his figure showed
agai nst the glow But The Shadow heard the order, too.

VWhirling Iike a human tornado, he plucked Yeddo's nmen and spun them
t hrough the doorway ahead of him Wth that tunbling tribe went Ishi. Hard
after them The Shadow foll owed, his dive so | ow that Yeddo could not spot
hi m

Nevert hel ess, Yeddo fired. He punctuated his belated gun stabs with
shout s



for his men to grab The Shadow. Surgi ng Chinese were at the top of the stairs,
and Yeddo, too, was springing for the front room Through the door, he slanmed
it after him then whipped about to see how Ishi and the rest were faring.

YEDDO S | augh was har sh

Hi s men had found The Shadow. They couldn't miss him in this room where
there was partial light. H's guns were away, for The Shadow knew t hey woul d be
useless in a cranped fight with jujitsu experts. If he survived this struggle,
he woul d need his bullets against the arriving horde of Mngols. The question
was: Coul d The Shadow survive that |ong?

Not in Prince Yeddo's estimate. Watching the rapid swirl, Yeddo waited
for
the nmonent that he wanted. A bad nonent for The Shadow, one that he should
have
foreseen. It came when he had sprawl ed sone of the jujitsu nmen between hinself
and the wi ndow and was tw sting away fromothers, in a forward direction. A
conmand, in qui ck-spoken Japanese, cane from Prince Yeddo

As one, three sprawed jujitsu fighters canme up to neet The Shadow, al
supplying the same throw, in unison. Singly, not one could have prevail ed.
Toget her, their efforts worked. Al gripping The Shadow, they somnersaulted
backward, driving their feet straight upward.

Those hal f kicks provided a trenmendous circular throw that sent The
Shadow
headl ong, straight for the open window His hands, flying ahead to break the
fall, had no tinme to spread and grab the wi ndow frane.

Prince Fuji Yeddo had turned the final trick of death. H s nen had sent
The Shadow on a long, arrowing dive to the street that lay forty feet bel ow

CHAPTER XX
BATTLE' S END

HALTED al ong the narrow Chi natown street, the dancing lions and the other
paraders had heard the sound of gunfire fromthe floor above the joss house.
Al were | ooking up, as were hundreds of spectators who |lined the sidewal ks.
Strange things could happen in Chinatown, but never had anything equaled this.

As they saw a bl ack-cl oaked figure hurtle fromthe w ndow and take a | ong
pl unge toward the street, the watchers lifted their awed voices in one huge
mur mur :

"Ying Ko!"

Si ght of The Shadow s dive toward doomwas horrible. It seemed incredible
that he, the chanpion of justice, should be flung to such an inglorious end
before the eyes of those |oyal Chinese who esteened him So incredible, that
it
couldn't happen. The few who suddenly saw what really lay below, were too late
to shout the tidings.

Finishing his forty-foot dive with a speed that could have cracked the
asphalt, The Shadow struck - and bounced!

Naturally, he didn't hit the street. The paving woul dn't have provi ded
that startling rebound. What The Shadow did strike was the great contribution
flag that was halted, with its forty bearers. Purposely w de, so that tossed
nmoney would not fail to land on it, the huge canvas stretched fromcurb to
curb. The Shadow couldn't have missed it had he tried!

Ten feet, The Shadow bounced, along with a flurry of lifted paper noney
and a peppering hail of silver coin. He sonersaulted |ike an acrobat, |anded
on
his feet near the edge of the great outspread banner, and took another bounce,
this one a spring across the heads of startled Chinese |ined deeply along the



si dewal k.

Turning, the spectators saw The Shadow dart for the alley that offered
access to the joss house. There, Dr. Tam await ed.

"It was amazing, Ying Ko!" gasped Tam "I, too, was startled when |I saw
you conming fromthat wi ndow. | should have guessed that you intended a quick
exit, should emergency require!"

The Shadow interrupted further congratul ations.

"Your men, Tam They have gone up through the joss house -

"A dozen of them Ying Ko. Along with your own foll owers. They hope to
find Prince Fuji Yeddo."

"They will, and nore." The Shadow s tone was grim "Professor Su Yeng was
init, too. He is dead, but his Mdngols are out to avenge him Send all the
nmen
you can, Tam"

Al one, The Shadow sped through the alley entrance, while Tam was shouti ng
for reserves. Dashing up two flights, he reached the joss house. He coul d hear
sounds of battle fromthe floor above.

Yeddo's faction had clashed with Su Yeng's, and a third group was
attacki ng both. The Shadow s own agents, plus Tam s hand- pi cked Chi nese. They
needed | eadership that only The Shadow coul d personally supply.

The cl oaked | eader turned toward the final staircase. As he did, he
glinmpsed the body of Amok, lying on the floor of the deserted joss house. The
Shadow had seen the dead Korean earlier - the sight had told himthat Su Yeng
must have come to deal with Prince Yeddo. Ammok was |ying over by the
gr ot esque
i dol that nmarked the passage |leading to Su Yeng's lair.

It wasn't sight of Amok that nade The Shadow pause. The idol itself was
nmovi ng outward. Knowi ng what the notion signified, The Shadow sprang across
t he
floor. Before he could reach the idol, it swng wi de. Fromout of the aperture
cane nmore of Su Yeng's fighters, headed by the nman in dragon costune. Behind
t hem was Satsu, pointing the tribe ahead!

The girl was follow ng an order that her great-great-grandparent nust

have
given her. Since Su Yeng had not returned, Satsu was sending the reserves.
These
added battlers, if they reached the fl oor above, would turn the tide the wong
way before Tam s | oyal hel pers coul d appear

At | east, The Shadow had headed them off, but that nade it even worse.
Seeing Ying Ko, archeneny of Su Yeng, the newconers turned upon him Most of
them were half across the joss house when they spied The Shadow.

He had sprung past the body of Ammok, to reach the wall. At this nonent,
The Shadow was taking a blind chance, one nore dangerous than his plunge to
t he
street.

Directly above Amok's upward staring face was a | arge knob on the wall.
The Shadow had noted it before, and had al so observed that Amok's dead hand
was formed into a loose fist. It indicated that Amok had tried to grab the
ornanent al knob when attacked by Professor Su Yeng.

Chancing all, The Shadow tugged the knob

THE result was a trenendous explosion. It proved that the old joss house
was an even greater trap than The Shadow had suspected. Its walls caved in
with
a thunderous slam hurling heavy idols ahead of them The dragon man and his
conpani ons were buried by the crashing debris. Two persons, alone, renained
unscat hed.

One was The Shadow, standing at the safe spot by the wall, the place
wher e



Amok woul d have renmai ned had he ever |oosed the trap hinself. The other was
Sat su; she was still in the passage behind the grotesque idol, which, of the
many statues in the place, had been the only one to stay upright.

Amok' s body, of course, renmained untouched, for it was at The Shadow s
feet. Rising dust, sprinkling the joss-house keeper's dead face, traced a
smile
al ong Ammok' s lips, a leer as grotesque as the expression of the |lone ido
t hat
gl ared upon the scene.

Bef ore Satsu could recover from her daze, The Shadow caught her wist and
drew her across the joss house, guiding her stunbling footsteps over the
chunky
i dol s and the men who | ay beneat h.

At the stairs, The Shadow saw Tam | eading a group from bel ow. Thrusting
Satsu in Tam s direction, The Shadow nmade for the steps that |ed above.

He cane upon pitched battle in Yeddo's apartnment. Anmid the weckage of
t he
furni shings, the trapped shogun and his nmen were in a death lock with the
followers of Su Yeng. The Shadow s agents, with Taml s Chinese, were trying to
take over. So far, they were doing well, but a sharp surprise was due.

Wth battle |l ost, the remaining followers of Yeddo and Su Yeng forgot
their quarrel. Lunging fromeach other's clutch, they drove for the new
i nvaders. Jujitsu nen were grabbing The Shadow s agents and Tami s nen, to toss
them at the drawn knives of Mngols. It would have gone badly for the clean-up
crew, had The Shadow not been in the doorway.

Hi s guns supplied the deficiency. They showed no favors. Yeddo's tribe
tasted bullets, as did Su Yeng's crew. Jujitsu experts lost their holds; knife
hurl ers wavered, unable to drive home their stabs.

Rel eased, The Shadow s agents and Tami s nen flung thensel ves upon the
wounded remmants of two evil factions and snothered themto the floor

St eppi ng forward, The Shadow reached the dead form of Professor Su Yeng,
that had been |ying underfoot all during the struggle. Picking up his spare
cl oak and hat, The Shadow t hrew the nuch-tranpl ed garnments across his arm He
turned to greet Dr. Tam who had brought Satsu with him

Subdued, the girl was staring at the body of Su Yeng. In death, she saw
himas the nonster that he was. Su Yeng's spell over his
gr eat - gr eat - gr anddaught er was gone.

Dr. Tam spoke earnestly to The Shadow.

"Your men are to be congratul ated, Ying Ko," said Tam "See. They have
found the body of Prince Fuji Yeddo."

The Shadow | ooked. He saw that Tam was ni staken. The figure that The
Shadow s agents lifted was the dummy |ikeness of the Japanese prince. The
Shadow gestured toward the doorway to the other room

"Congratul ate your own nen, Tam They are bringing us the real Prince
Yeddo. "

They were, and Yeddo was still alive, though feeble. H's black eyes,
oddl y
filmed, stared unbelievingly at The Shadow. Choppily, Yeddo spat the words:

"You cannot be The Shadow "

VWi spery mirth responded. It jarred Yeddo's linp formupward between the
Chi nese who supported him

"There was sonething el se you did not see at Wendyke's," declared The
Shadow calmy. "It was the way in which Su Yeng escaped. Hi s plunge fromthe
wi ndow was broken when he struck the top of a touring car.

"It was luck in Su Yeng's case, but not in mne. | had something better
wai ti ng bel ow your wi ndow, Yeddo. W can only credit Su Yeng with giving ne
t he
i dea."

The sweep of The Shadow s hand carried Yeddo's gaze with it, toward the
face of Su Yeng. Sighting the rival that he had slain, Yeddo gave a | ast



grimace. Wth it, his body shuddered forward fromthe hands that held him
Striking the floor, a dead weight, Prince Fuji Yeddo stretched half
acr oss
t he dead shape of Professor Su Yeng.
Projecting fromthe center of Yeddo's back was the blade of a Mdngo
knife, that had been thrust there earlier in the fray. The man who woul d be

shogun was dead, |ike the enmperor who would never rule. Prince Fuji Yeddo and
Prof essor Su Yeng, planners of separate schemes to rule the Orient, had met
again - in death!

Dr. Tamwas thinking in ternms of three. He included The Shadow in the
trio, and knew himto be the greatest of the triple rivals. For The Shadow
still lived, to proclaimthe triunph of justice over two arch-plotters of
evil.

SI LENTLY, The Shadow turned toward the stairs, drawing Dr. Tam al ong
ohediently, Satsu cane with them down to the joss house, where The Shadow
turned both conpanions toward the passage beyond the idol. He was taking them
to Su Yeng's underground lair, where Satsu would have opportunity to anend the
fact she had served in Su Yeng' s cause.

The Shadow had not forgotten those friends of Tam s who had di sappear ed.
He knew that they nmust be prisoners sonewhere in the underground domain. Satsu
woul d know where to find them Once she had aided in their release, the
Chi nese
girl would be free.

Under st andi ng, Satsu was eager to aid. She went ahead with Tam The
Shadow
swung the idol shut.

Conmi ng down fromthe floor above, other men stopped to survey the
wr eckage
of the joss house. It was a strange scene, that |ooked |ike the work of a
gi ant
hand. Stranger, however, was the sound the viewers heard.

Tam s nen stared, in awe, at the solitary idol that was grinning its
owner ship of the prem ses. Even The Shadow s agents stood amazed. For the
sound
they heard canme fromthe fantastic statue of discol ored bronze, out of
features
that were graven from a ni ght mare.

A trailing | augh that narked the end of evil, the tone transformed the
ugly idol's leer into an approving smle, as though the joss, itself, relished
the small part that it had played in the victorious cause. Such was the
illusion wought by the fading mirth that narked the departure of The Shadow.

Two schenes of enpire were gone, along with their authors, Professor Su
Yeng and Prince Fuji Yeddo. By pitting evil against evil, The Shadow had
brought triunph to the side of right, and thus preserved his rule over an
enpire of his own.

H s, The Shadow s, was the real mof justicel

THE END



