THE BLACK DRAGON
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," March 1, 1943.

The Shadow strikes back - at a devil god that synbolizes all the hate and
menace and trickery of the Japs!

CHAPTER |
BLACK MADNESS

STEVE TRASK stared at the carved dragon that squatted in the shop w ndow.
It was a tiny object, not nore than four inches high. Carved fromsolid jet,
t he
dragon was a gl ossy bl ack, save for two dots of jade that gave it the | ook of
a
green-eyed nonster in mniature.

It mght even be MIjohn's dragon

Si ngul ar, how Steve had scoured Manhattan's Chi natown in vain, |ooking
for
just such a dragon, only to find one in the wi ndow of this obscure shop which
bore no nane and | ooked as though it was no | onger doi ng busi ness!

As Steve stared, sonething nore singular happened. A saffron hand cane
t hrough the curtain that backed the show wi ndow, gripped the jet dragon in its
fist and di sappeared as rapidly as it had arrived.

Springing to the door of the shop, Steve pounded with one hand, while
usi ng
the other to grip the stubby revolver that he carried in his pocket. Shuffly
footsteps answered fromwi thin; the door opened a crack and Steve received a
m nute inspection froma slanted eye.

Then the door went wi de and a yell owfaced man bowed Steve to a counter
Seeing Steve's eye upon his fist, the man inquired:

"You want ee buy dragon?"

As Steve nodded, a tel ephone bell rang. The shopkeeper answered, all the
whi |l e keeping a wary eye upon the door. Across the wire, Steve heard a sharp
voi ce that inquired:

"You, Sujan?"

The shopkeeper muttered qui ck words that ended the call. Turning to
St eve,
he spread his hand twice to indicate the price of the dragon as ten dollars,
absurdly low for such a rare curio. Wth his free hand, Steve produced the
noney
and pocketed the jet ornament, but he still gripped his gun as he stepped
out door s.

That ten-dollar price was proof that sonmething was wong in this shop
But
it sinply clinched an inpression that Steve had gained earlier. It wasn't
unti |
t he door slammed shut and bolts slid hone that Steve put facts together

The shopkeeper hadn't said "dlagon" as nobst Chi nese would. He had
correctly
pronounced the word "dragon." Al so, the name that had been spoken over the
wire,

Suj an, was distinctly not Chinese.

The man was a Japanese!

No wonder the shop bore no nane and | ooked closed. It was a hi deaway for
Suj an and perhaps for other Japs.



Steve started to dism ss the thought as preposterous, until he reasoned
how
shrewd the ganme coul d be. Chinatown was the one place where Japanese coul d
risk
bei ng seen by Anericans, because there they could be m staken for Chinese.
Naturally, they'd have to nmake sure that the Chinese did not spot them
but
Sujan's actions proved that he was follow ng just such a policy. He'd taken a
chance when he saw that Steve was an American. But Steve had guessed the truth
and maybe Sujan knew it. If so, there could be trouble!

THI' S di mred street was sinister. Looking about, Steve saw a nass of
basement entries, so dark they | ooked like fox holes. The only place that
prom sed Steve safety was a doorway across the street. It was deep, even
t hough
it ended in a door of heavy bronze, so form dable that quick entrance woul d
prove i nmpossi bl e.

To the right of the house with the bronze door was an alley; on the far
side, Steve saw a higher structure that |ooked |ike an old apartment buil ding.
Its second fl oor was fronted by a bal cony with bul ky ornanental posts.

Qdd how the nearest of those posts |ooked |ike a huddled figure watching
for some prey!

Shaking off the illusion, Steve glanced el sewhere. H s eyes narrowed as
t hey covered the cornice of the house roof above the bronze door. Even nore
om nous than the apartment bal cony, that cornice jutted |ike sonething carved
from bl ackness, yet with a clinging effect that rem nded Steve of a |iving
creature.

Turning his gaze across the narrow alley, Steve |ooked higher to the
projecting caves of the apartnent building, four floors up. If he'd wanted to
let his fancy get the better of him Steve could have imagined a stir beneath
t hose eaves.

But Steve wasn't letting hinself be deceived by shadows that |ooked |ike
things alive!

Dimred lights were coming along this forgotten street. They marked an
arriving taxicab, its driver looking for some address. As the cab pulled in
front of the house with the bronzed door, Steve saw that it had a passenger
who
was about to get out.

This was real opportunity. Al Steve had to do was get into the vacated
cab
and ride fromthis weird nei ghborhood. Once away, he coul d exam ne the bl ack
dragon and figure out what it meant. Probably owners of black dragons were
regarded as menbers of a secret fraternity, something that M| john hadn't
known.

Those thoughts were flashing to Steve as he crossed the street, w sely going
in

back of the cab so that its di mred headlights would not disclose him But as
he

rounded the rear of the cab, Steve stopped short, face to face with the
passenger who had just stepped to the sidewal k.

Fierce eyes nmet Steve's, ugly eyes that flared narrow y beneath bushy
brows. He saw a sharp nose; beneath it yellowteeth that gritted fromthe
sudden
thrust of a heavy jaw that poked froma nmuffling overcoat collar. The man was
an
Ameri can, of tawny visage, but he wasn't welconing Steve as a conpatriot. An
instant's gl ance at Steve, then those narrowed eyes tilted upward. Wth a half
snarl, the tawny nman swung his armwi de, as if in a signal. Steve didn't
| unge,



because the man was springing back into the cab. Wat Steve did was swi ng
about ,
followi ng the direction of the tawny man's gaze.

Shadows had come to life!

THE bal cony post across the alley was |lunging into human shape, if its
grotesque lurch could be called human. Steve saw a saffron Japanese face push
forward fromthe rail; with it came a clawed hand that furnished a downward
whi p. Fromthose fingers cane the glint of a knife that the creature was
releasing - with Steve as the only target in its path!

Not hi ng could stop that hand of death, for its fling was conplete. The
intervention that saved Steve was of a nore amazing sort.

A gun tongued fromthe cornice on Steve's side of the alley. Straight as
the knife-fling and far swifter was the bullet that intercepted the bl ade of
death. Literally, that |eaden slug plucked the knife fromthe hand that hurled
it. Steve heard the sharp ping and saw the knife go flying out into the
street,
whi I e the cl awi ng hand whi pped back as though stung by the force that shivered
the deadly dirk

Steve's rescuer was the black shape that he had m staken for a segnent of
the cornice. Timed to the recoil of its gun, that figure was rising to revea
itself as a cloaked form Shadows had truly canme to life.

Thi s one was The Shadow

Cl oaked fighter who battled nen of crime, The Shadow wasn't stopping wth
his first endeavor. He was swinging fromthe cornice to take another gun stab
at
the foil ed assassin on the bal cony across the alley. And Steve, know ng that
this cl oaked being must be a friend, was wheeling about to handle the glaring
man who had sprung back into the cab

That man was gone; so was the cab. Steve's hearty |lunge carried hi mout
into the street, where he sprawl ed. He heard the staccato punches of The
Shadow s gun, saw the knifel ess assassin scranbling along the bal cony to avoid
the fire. Then, rolling on both el bows, Steve was staring straight up, to
Wi t ness sonething truly anazing.

Both sides coul d boast rescuers in this conbat!

TWD fl oors above The Shadow s head, a nere dozen feet across the alley,
t he
eaves were di sgorgi ng anot her Japanese assassin who traveled along with the
mur der ous stroke he hoped to deliver. This creature was sw ngi ng a weapon
shaped
like a cleaver, and the drive of the chopping blade was carrying it to its
mar k!

Bef ore Steve could aimhis gun, the cleaver man | anded.

Weird was the laugh fromthe cornice. Steve's revolver was talking into
t he
dar kness. The Shadow had heard the clatter of the eaves and had literally
rolled
across the edge of the cornice to avoid the cleaver stroke. By a quick clutch
back across the brink, The Shadow was hauling hinself back to solid footing by
sei zi ng the scrawny opponent whose cl eaver slash had gone wi de!

Hi s shots not being needed, Steve sprang across the street to see what
happened next. As he reached the front of Sujan's shop, guns jabbed from al
about. The basenent doorways on this side of the street were alive with
mar ksnen
shooting at The Shadow

On the cornice, The Shadow twi sted his scrawny opponent as a shield
agai nst



the gunfire. They twirled back across the roof, where the scrawny man w enched
free and scranbled to a higher |edge. Another defiant |augh resounded as The
Shadow sprang after his slippery eneny, to regain himas a shield.

Wth a how of indescribable glee, the wiry Jap jabbed his hands to The
Shadow s throat. They twisted like a windm |l painted black and yellow. Amd
t he
kal ei doscopi ¢ spin, the human whirligi g di sappeared over the rear of the
hi gher
roof. Clutched by a tenaci ous strangler, The Shadow was bound on a three-story
plunge to a solid courtyard behind the house with the bronze door!

Bl ack madness gripped Steve Trask. He wanted the quickest route to reach
The Shadow and wreak vengeance on the strangler who had gai ned the upper hand
in
the fatal plunge.

Steve's dash stopped as suddenly as it began. It stopped when he drove
t hrough the opposite doorway and net the bronze barrier shoulder-first.

G abbi ng
the big door latch, Steve found it wouldn't yield. There wasn't any chance to
pound the door; others were doing it for him

They were pounding it with bullets, those marksnen fromthe basenent fox
hol es. Having settled The Shadow, they were giving Steve their attention
Escaping the first wild shots, Steve at |east had sense enough to respond wth
his own gun, but to even |l ess avail than his enem es.

Steve's bullets mght as well have been bl anks, considering the way his
adversaries ducked to shelter. Besides, his fire was rapidly exhausted. Steve
was sinply clicking a hanmmer on enpty chanbers. Why he kept tugging the
usel ess
revol ver trigger, Steve didn't know, any nore than why he shoul d be keeping
hi s
other hand in his pocket, clutching the black dragon as a | ucky token, but
this
was one spot where |uck | ooked sure to fail.

Back agai nst the bronze door, Steve braced as he saw revol vers thrust.
Then
cane the jabs of flane acconpanied by a unaninmous roar. Wth it Steve caved;
but
he was pitching backward, not forward, a thing that he couldn't understand
unti |
he saw that the bronze door was sw ngi ng shut above him echoing fromthe
cl ang
of bullets.

The barrier had yielded at the crucial instant, gulping the victimwhose
death had seemed so imminent. But Steve wasn't stopping just across the
t hreshol d; he was goi ng down through a space where there wasn't any fl oor
into
an abyss of engul fing bl ackness!

The bronze door slamed with a mghty clangor. Tuned to that strident
clash, Steve struck the bottomof the pit bel ow He saw sunbursts outmatching
the gun spurts that he had so luckily escaped. Then, as though jarred into
oblivion by the brazen echoes, Steve's senses vani shed.

Bl ack madness had overwhel ned Steve Trask, just as it had taken his
rescuer, The Shadow

CHAPTER |
THE HOUSE OF LI HUANG

THE sound was sharp. dick! So close that it seemed to snap exactly in
Steve's ear.



Coming to one el bow, he took his head between his hands. Wile his brain
still swam he realized that it wasn't the clicking sound that had roused him

There were ot her sounds, very distant - the shrills of police whistles,

t he

wail s of sirens. They cane fromthe street, a place Steve couldn't reach, for
there was nmore than a brass door barring his exit fromthis pit. Wen Steve
cane

to his feet and struck a match, he saw that a solid floor had cl osed above his
head.

The match flame wavered along with Steve. It reached his fingers and he
opened t hem suddenly. The match struck a stone floor and went out. Sagging to
hi s knees, Steve struck another match and | ooked al ong the fl oor

Sonething glittered in the corner; it was Steve's revolver. Cutching the
gun with his left hand, Steve shook out the match flame with his right.

The nonent he gripped the revol ver, Steve renenbered the click that he
had
heard. The walls about himseenmed solid, like the floor; still it was from one
of those walls that the sound had cone. Steve didn't |ight another match
I nstead, he swung to his feet again, shoved his back against the wall and
f ound
the nearest corner. He was forgetting that his gun was enpty as he gestured it
in the pitch darkness. At |east he preferred darkness, since it enabled himto
stay from sight.

Then, in a hoarse whisper, Steve demanded

"Who' s there?"

The question canme back, hollow, like a sneer. Its repetition marked it as
an echo, but Steve wasn't sure. It certainly didn't resenble his own voice.
Still, the confines of this narrow pit could probably produce vocal illusions.

After listening for several seconds, Steve began to creep along the wall.
He coul d hear other footfalls, timed to his own. Again, they seened echoes,
but
of a distorted sort. Steve halted his caged paci ng. When he did, the other
sounds stopped, too.

The click hadn't been an echo. So Steve waited, hoping it would sound
again. If it did, it would mean that his unseen conpani on was goi ng out. So
Steve was reasoning - when the sharp sound came straight across the pit. Qun
ahead of him Steve |unged.

There wasn't any wall when Steve arrived. He went right through, sw nging
his gun, hoping to overtake the person who was darting out ahead of him Only
nobody was goi ng out, except Steve, and he didn't travel far

VWhat Steve net were men coming in. They stopped his gun swing, along with
his surge, hurled himback and pi nned hi m hel pl ess agai nst the far wall that
he
had left. A flashlight suddenly appeared and Steve found hinself confronted by
a
yel | ow- brown face, flanked by two others belonging to the men who cl utched
hi m

Al three belonged to the group that stopped Steve's drive. Except for
them the pit was enpty. Conpletely flabbergasted by the way his inmagination
had
tricked him Steve subsided w thout further resistance. Hi s captors took his
gun
away and marched hi mout through the open wall, clicking it shut behind them

THE brief parade ended in an upstairs room where a thin-faced Chinanman
was
seat ed behind a teakwood desk. Though shrewd, the eyes that greeted Steve were
somewhat friendly. The man, hinself, |ooked Chinese, though the three servants
did not.



They seenmed nore Mongolian, those three, when Steve gave them side
gl ances.
However, he wasn't well enough versed in Oriental nationalities to be sure of
anyt hi ng, except that the trio | ooked ugly and dumb - two points that did not
apply to their thin-faced master

The man behi nd the desk spoke first. "I amLi Huang," he declared in
precise English. "This is ny house. | amglad to receive you" - the |lips gave
a
twitch which Steve decided was a smile - "but | regret the sudden method that

necessity inpelled. Perhaps Mng Dwan should explain the situation, since she
was the person responsible.”

Li Huang gestured toward the door of a roomand Steve turned to see a
Chinese girl enter. She was dark-haired, petite, nore typically a native of
Cat hay than Li Huang hinself. In what seened a correct Chinese fashion, Mng
Dwan | ooked strai ght past Steve and answered Li Huang directly.

"I't was right that | should allow a friend to enter," declared M ng Dwan.
"But it would have been wong to |l et an eneny reach you, Li Huang. Not know ng
whi ch was outside our portal, | treated this stranger as both.

"l opened the door as to a friend. | pressed the switch that let the
fl oor
fall, that | might trap a foe." Li Huang actually smled as M ng Dwan bowed.
Crossing the room the Chinese girl stopped beside the desk, folded her arns
and
turned toward Steve. Wrds of gratitude stopped on Steve's lips as his eyes
nmet
M ng Dwan's.

This Chinese girl was utterly inpersonal. Her expression showed no
i nt erest
in the man whose |ife she had saved. Rather, M ng Dwan regarded Steve coldly,
as
t hough no thanks on his part could make anends for the inconvenience he had
caused.

At | east Li Huang proved nore affable.

"I have introduced nyself," stated Li Huang bl andly, "because | have
nothing to conceal. My doorway was a trap, yes, but it is lawful for a man to
protect his own prem ses, particularly when he is a retired merchant known to
possess weal t h.

"Your situation may be different." Li Huang fixed his eyes steadily, on
Steve. "Therefore, | do not ask you to declare your nanme. It is but fair,
however, that you should detail the events that occurred outdoors and give ne
some token of your circumnstance.”

Fairly spoken, those words of Li Huang. They stirred Steve's mind to a
| ogi cal chain of thoughts. He renmenbered the events that brought him here.

THE chain began with the death of Steve's friend, Rufus MIjohn, once the
owner of a black dragon carved fromjet - a death that the police terned
sui ci de, but which Steve classified as nurder for the Black Dragon. It was on
M1 john's account that Steve had scoured Chinatown for a jet dragon I|ike
M1john's, and had finally found one in the shop of Sujan.

Men of evil had sought to nmurder Steve. Therefore, the little black
dr agon
could only represent a clan that favored justice. Loonming in Steve's nenory
was
the picture of a black-clad fighter who had saved himfrom doom only to
receive
death's burden. The Shadow, cl oaked naster of justice, sonmehow synbolized the
bl ack-dragon token that Steve hinself had acquired

Li Huang was a just man, too. More than that, he understood. Hi s words
proved it, those final words that were still chinmng through Steve's brain. He



coul d al nost hear those words again:
"G ve me sonme token of your circumstance -" Steve saw the bl and face of
Li
Huang, awaiting his reply. Afriendly face, with synpathetic eyes that forned
a
counterpart of Li Huang's patient snile
Al Li Huang wanted was to hear the truth.
Steve opened his lips to speak the facts. It wasn't the gaze of Li Huang
that stopped him The stare that caught Steve's attention cane from Dwnan.
No | onger did the girl's face | ack expression. She was putting contenpt
and
nore into the glare that acconpanied the twist of her lips. It wasn't that
M ng
Dwan woul d doubt whatever Steve might say. It went deeper than that; she
want ed
to hear his story. Behind that wi sh was nothing friendly, judging fromthe
girl's expression. She was in a different canp than Li Huang; her very purpose
in this house was to betray the placid Chi naman who owned it! That M ng Dwan
represented the wrong people seened cl ear enough to Steve fromthe girl's
expectant gloat. That was M ng Dwan's one ni stake; she'd given herself away
t oo
soon. It was up to Steve to play the smarter hand, in a way that would satisfy
his friend, Li Huang, yet keep Mng Dwan totally at sea
There was a perfect way to do it
Sil ence was the answer; absolute silence, so far as Steve's nane and
m ssion were concerned. Yet with such silence he could declare hinmself. Al he
had to do was show Li Huang the dragon token, thus proving that he, Steve
Tr ask,
was a worthy guest, so worthy that there would be no need to know hi s nane.
That was what Li Huang expected, and M ng Dwan, too. But the girl wanted
the enbel | i shnents that Li Huang woul d not demand. So, in one stroke, Steve
could handl e both situations, w nning the confidence of the honorable Li Huang
and keeping the treacherous M ng Dwan baffl ed.
Wth a smle of his own, Steve Trask slid his hand into his coat pocket,
i ntending to produce the jet dragon and place it on the desk in front of Li
Huang. But Steve wasn't watching Li Huang; he was | ooking at M ng Dwan.
Steve's triunph never came. Astoni shnent swept himas his hand reappeared
as of its own accord, bringing the lining of the pocket with it. Steve's hand
was enpty, and the pocket - turned inside out - was obviously enpty too!
Sonehow, somewhere, the jet dragon, token of security, had gone from
St eve
Trask's possession

CHAPTER 1 |
DEN OF DI SASTER

LEANI NG forward on his desk, Li Huang lifted his eyes inquiringly toward
Steve Trask. Though his |ips were noving, Steve couldn't stamrer the things he
wanted to say. He was trying to tell Li Huang that he was a friend and coul d
prove it, but he didn't want to comrit hinmself to facts that would have to
remai n unsubstanti at ed.

To claimthat he carried a black dragon then fail to produce one, would
be
the worst step Steve could take. It was the sort of trick that an inpostor
woul d
try. A nane sprang to Steve's mnd

The Shadow

It was a termthat fitted the cloaked fighter on the roof, the rescuer



whose efforts had plunged himto an undue disaster. But should Steve nention
t he
friend whom he classified by that appropriate name, The Shadow?

It mght help himwith Li Huang. Steve felt sure as he studied the
friendly, patient eyes across the desk. Li Huang, in his green, gold-braided
robe, | ooked the part of a retired Oiental nmerchant, who had won his wealth
t hr ough honesty.

But the eyes of M ng Dwan were different.

Stiff, prim in a high-collared jacket of black and silver, the girl's
poi se resenbl ed the poker-faced expression that she had renewed. But her eyes
were eager with their narrowed gloat; they were watching for any betrayal on
Steve's part. It struck Steve that such betrayal might apply to others than
hi nsel f. For instance, The Shadow, who if not dead, was certainly |lying
hel pl ess
- a fatal thing if enemies should find him

Li Huang was pl acidly watching Steve, glancing at the enpty pocket as
t hough wondering why his visitor had turned it inside out. Steve shot a
defi ant
glare at M ng Dwan, then gave the first excuse that popped to m nd

"It's about ny gun." Steve gestured toward the desk, where one of Li
Huang's servants had laid the revolver. "I thought |I had the permt with ne."
Pausi ng, Steve flipped his enmpty pocket and pushed it back where it bel onged.
"But | guess | forgot it."

Picking up Steve's revolver, Li Huang toyed with it. Al the while a
smile
kept creeping to the Oriental lips, only to dwindle before it was half fornmed.

"Ah, yes, this gun," spoke Li Huang. "It is nost enbarrassing for both of
us. It would not be wise for you to carry it wi thout your permt." Li Huang's
sl ow head-shake was a tribute to Steve's honesty as well as his own. The
nmer chant was taking the attitude that Steve would be honor bound to truthfully
answer any questions that the police nmight put. Stroking his chin, Li Huang
found the answer for the dilemma. Rising, he approached Steve, placed a
friendly hand on his shoul der and sai d:

" Cone! "

| NSTEAD of going to the front door, they arrived at a side portal, which
was equally well-barred. One of the servants unbolted the door and Li Huang
gestured through a passage, which ended in a gate.

"My servants will conduct you to a house on the next street,’

expl ai ned
Li
Huang. "I advise you to remain there about half an hour. You will have no
trouble leaving if you are discreet."
The arrangement suited Steve as well as Li Huang. Shaki ng hands, Steve
t hen
turned and followed the two servants, who |l ed the way. Hearing footsteps
behi nd
him Steve | ooked about and gave an annoyed gl are.
Those footsteps were M ng Dwan's.
Wy the Chinese girl was trailing along, seemed nuch too obvious to
St eve.
M ng Dwan wasn't interested in merely speeding the departing guest, as was Li
Huang. But if she thought she could keep further tabs on Steve, she'd be
m st aken. Steve felt he could personally attend to that when the tinme cane.
Then the grating of the iron gate jarred Steve's thoughts to a case nore
pressing than his own. The gates that the servants were sw ngi ng, opened into
a
courtyard, the very space where The Shadow had nade that farewell dive in the
clutch of a merciless strangler!
Wt hout ado, Steve pushed right through, as though anxious to reach his



own
destination, wherever it mght be. Actually, he was taking this chance to scan
the courtyard, and what he saw stiffened him

At the very spot where he expected, Steve saw the crunpled figure of The
Shadow heaped beneath its outspread cl oak. The tw st of the bl ack-covered body
was a worse token than its lack of notion. The Shadow wasn't merely stunned;
he
was practically mangled. If life still remained in that hulk of an intrepid
fighter, it could be no nore than a feeble spark

VWhat little Steve could do, he did. Turning, he caught the attention of
Li
Huang's servants before they | ooked toward The Shadow s body. It wasn't that
t he
servants mattered; Steve was particularly anxi ous that M ng Dwman woul dn't spot
t he obscured huddl e of i mobile blackness. She'd be the sort to tell the wong
peopl e of The Shadow s plight, the kind who would come here to destroy the
cl oaked fighter's last glinmer of survival

Bl ocking M ng Dwan, Steve gave a shrug as though asking where he was to
go
next. The girl pointed to another gate across the courtyard, fortunately away
from The Shadow s direction

Past the gate were other passages that led, at length, to a basenent
stairs. Underground, Li Huang's servants seened to be conducting a
house-t o- house canvass by the cellar route, until they stopped at a door they
recogni zed. Opening it, they ushered Steve up a few stone steps into a narrow
bunk-room w th curtained booths on both sides.

THE pl ace was snoke-filled, and one whiff of the sweetish aroma told
St eve
that he had arrived in an opiumden. One servant found an enpty bunk for
St eve;
the other provided himwith a lighted pipe, at the same time informng him
t hat
it was free of opium

As they left, the first Mngol paused to whisper that Steve was to go out
the front way, when he finished the hal f-hour spell that no one would disturb
Wth that, the flap of the bunk fell, cutting off outer world conpletely. It
was
then that Steve Trask remenbered M ng Dwan.

After a few nore puffs at the pipe, Steve poked back a corner of the
curtain to see if the girl had left with the servants. H's glance was tinely.
I't
gave hima flash of Mng Dwan in her silver-decorated costume. She was turning
to follow others out through the rear door, but as the girl went, sonething
fl apped behi nd her.

It was the curtain of the last bunk in the row Mng Dwan had tarried to
speak to soneone lurking in that booth, wthout the know edge of Li Huang's
servant s!

Thi s opi um den had becone a trap

Not a trap of Li Huang's meking, but of Mng Dwnan's device. Back in his
own
bunk, savagely puffing the harm ess pipe, Steve wondered how he'd make his
saf e
exit now. The den was gloony, but its two ceiling Iights, spaced well apart,
were sufficient to reveal the corridor between the rows of bunks.

To start out through the front, Steve would have to nake hinmsel f an open
target for a watcher fromthe rear booth. The thought was di sconcerting, unti
it suddenly becane an inspiration

The front way wasn't the route that Steve should take.



This was his opportunity to go back to the courtyard, to give aid to his
friend, The Shadow - or what was |left of him Provided, of course, that M ng
Dwan hadn't seen the huddl ed shape in the court and passed the word al ong.
Even
if she had, so nuch the better. Such was the final thought that drilled hone
to
St eve.

For if M ng Dwan had passed the word al ong to anyone, the receiver nust
be
the lurker in the rear booth, the very man who was posted to stop Steve's
departure first!

A fighting spirit swept Steve. Here was his chance to deal a double bl ow
He'd crack that lurker in the other bunk and thereby clear a route to aid The
Shadow. Even while the idea gripped him Steve found hinself acting upon it.
He
was out of his own bunk, letting the curtain flap behind him and noving wth
| ong, | oping paces toward the booth at the rear

It was odd how those nmotions bl ended, how fast Steve was noving and yet
S0
slow. The sickly opium odor no | onger tanged his nostrils, but Steve didn't
connect that fact with his dream i ke | oconotion. He was feeling the effect of
the drug that filled the atnmosphere of this bunk-lined den, but it was giving
hima fal se sense of energy, rather than produci ng stupor

As Steve reached the curtain, its flap stirred before his hands coul d
touch
it. Wiile Steve puzzled over that curious occurrence, a jarring clatter
crashed
through to his inner senses, causing himto turn so suddenly that he surprised
hi nmsel f.

The commoti on was conming fromthe front of the opiumden. There, Steve
saw
an arriving figure who stopped beyond the pair of low ceiling lights and
darted
a | ook between the rows of dingy bunks. Steve recogni zed the newconer like a
hi deout nonstrosity left over from a ni ghtmare.

The den's new custonmer was Suj an!

OBVI QUSLY, the Japanese shopkeeper had conme here by some underground
route.

That Suj an recogni zed Steve was evident by the shout the Jap gave. Like an
" Open

Sesane," it spread wide the nouths of caverns as represented by the bunks
bet ween Steve and the front door

They were like things fromunder stones, these slinmy N pponese whose
faces
mat ched Suj an's. No mistaking their race when they arrived in a group. This
opi um den was a nest of Japanese, probably their chief lair.

These were the assassins that Steve had eluded by his precipitous trip
into
t he house of Li Huang. The denizens of this place had returned to make it a
den
of disaster, with Steve as their victim They had waited only for Sujan to
identify the man they want ed!

In this new swirl of madness, Steve groped for the nearest refuge - the
curtai ned bunk beside his shoulder. He was forgetting that it had an occupant,
an unknown person who already rated as an eneny. It was sinply that Steve's
whirling senses were turning everything about, even to the nad belief that he
could conjure up a rescuer from nowhere.

The rescuer arrived. Amazingly, he sprang fromthe very bunk that Steve



had
t hought the lurking place of a foe. Wth one huge lunge, a tall figure
unl i mbered from behind the curtain, caught Steve as he was turning in that
direction, and flung himinto the security of the bunk

Steve hadn't tine to glinpse his rescuer's face, as the man of the nonent
conpleted his spin so rapidly that a pair of hands came flinging into sight,
each carrying an automatic. So swiftly was it all acconplished, that those big
guns roared before a single revol ver spoke or any knife was hurl ed.

But all this was mild, conmpared with the incredible challenge that the
| one
fighter added to his actions. Strident was the [augh that peal ed through the
opi um den, prom sing disaster to those who expected to deliver it.

The sane mirth that Steve had heard uttered fromthe roof top, but which
he
bel i eved was silenced forever:

The | augh of The Shadow

CHAPTER | V
THE SHADOW S G FT

BEW LDERI NG was The Shadow s sel f-transformation froma crunpl ed,
lifel ess
figure in a forgotten courtyard to a master fighter ridding a notorious opium
den of the human scumthat infested it.

Mor e astoni shing, however, was the way in which The Shadow transfor ned
t he
setting itself. He changed it froma lighted scene into the el enment that was
hi s
favorite fighting ground: darkness!

Two shots did it.

One fromeach gun, the jabs were ained at the two ceiling bul bs that
illum nated the den. Each roar was foll owed by an echoi ng expl osion and a
clatter of glass. Pitch-darkness followed, cloaking The Shadow with
surroundi ng
bl ackness.

Then stabs of flane were knifing the gloom They counted no nore than the
real knives that flew with them GGunshots and bl ades were m ssing The Shadow,
a
fact that his repeated | augh procl ained. The | ocation of The Shadow s weird
chal | enge told why the opposing thrusts had fail ed.

The Shadow was delivering that |augh fromthe very mdst of his startled
ant agoni st s!

He'd nade a forward dive beneath the |l evel of the barrage. Wldly,
savagel y, men wheel ed and sl edged the darkness with their guns.

This wasn't enpty darkness!

Hard-dealt bl ows net receiving heads. O her sw nging guns clashed with
steel. The heads bel onged to the very foenen who were trying to slug The
Shadow.

Killers were bludgeoning their own ilk in the darkness. The steel represented
The Shadow s guns, sw nging wi de and hard, warding off any blows that cane his
way, directing themto the skulls that deserved such strokes.

Doubl ed in The Shadow s bunk, Steve heard the clash of battle and saw a
few
gun-spurts that acconpanied it. Wenever a frenzied assassin let go with his
trigger, he made hinself a target for The Shadow s pronpt reply. It didn't do
the others any good to use The Shadow s gun jabs as a target, the way he was
pi cking out theirs. He was no |l onger there by the time they aimed and fired!

Bunks were crashing under the sprawl of bodies as The Shadow, totally



invisible in the darkness, pitched his staggered foenmen from his path.
Shri eks,
groans, thuds, other evidences of a conplete rout, were tribute to The
Shadow s
skill. And Steve was wondering what it would be like to run up agai nst The
Shadow in the dark, or vice versa, when he gained the experience.

Qut of nowhere came a hand that haul ed Steve fromhis |odging place. Wth
it a whispered voi ce commanded " Cone!"

Brought to his feet, Steve was traveling along the very route that he had
originally planned - that cellar trail to the courtyard where he had hoped
t hat
he coul d render some assistance to The Shadow

WHEN t hey reached the courtyard, Steve gained his first real |look at his
conpani on. For one thing, The Shadow wasn't cloaked, a thing that Steve had
realized when his tall rescuer whirled fromthe bunk in the opium den. But at
that time, Steve hadn't even gained a real inpression of The Shadow s attire.

Now Steve saw, and gaped

This fighter par excellence was wearing evening clothes! Mre than that,
his flawl ess attire was scarcely ruffled. Mnentarily, Steve saw The Shadow s
face, but had no tinme to check its features. The visage inpressed him as
i mobile, mask-like, with a trace of a hawk's profile. Then The Shadow had
turned away and was stopping above a huddl ed shape beside the wall.

For a monent, the inpression of unreality chilled Steve. This man in
eveni ng cl othes had denonstrated that he nmust be The Shadow. Yet the form
t oward
whi ch he stooped was the sane cl oaked figure that Steve had observed earlier
and
was certain was The Shadow.

Was The Shadow a ghost, returning in another guise to gaze upon the
remai ns
of his own human fornf

It wasn't the effect of the opiumthat threw this thought into Steve's
m nd. Steve's senses had cleared, so fully that he was dealing in cold facts;
The Shadow, alive, was plucking the cloak from The Shadow, dead. That was fact
or seened so - until the cloak was lifted.

The shape beneath told its own story. Upturned fromthe tw sted shoul ders
of a grotesquely distorted figure, Steve saw the ugly face of the scrawny
Japanese strangler who had tried to throttle The Shadow during the death
pl unge
fromthe roof!

VWet her through luck, skill or some uncanny power, The Shadow had settl ed
t hat question of supremacy by | andi ng uppernost. Hi s Jap foenman had taken the
brunt of the blowwith the natural results attending a thirty-foot dive to a
bed
of cement. Sol e survivor of the plunge, The Shadow had used his cloak to cover
the remains of his deceased ant agoni st.

Steve felt he could congratul ate hinmself on having ai ded The Shadow to a
slight degree. Steve had hel ped with the cover-up, by diverting attention from
t he huddl ed thing that The Shadow wanted to conceal

M ng Dwan hadn't |earned the secret of the courtyard!

That thought was nerely a prelimnary satisfaction. Mre things were due
to
happen, of a sort that pleased Steve. The Shadow was putting on the cloak and
sl ouch hat that he had regained. He nerged with the sem -darkness and was
i nvisible, then his hand plucked Steve's arm

WIllingly, Steve went al ong, back through the house of Li Huang!

It was a wi se choice on The Shadow s part, for a din was comng fromthe



direction of the opiumden, indicating that reserves were picking up the
trail.
The Shadow s | ow | augh indicated that he'd welcome themin a way they woul dn't
like, but it also expressed some concern that Steve felt was neant for
hi nmsel f.

The Shadow wanted to take Steve to safety by the shortest route, and Li
Huang's afforded it.

AS they reached the side door, Steve remenbered that Li Huang kept it
bolted. That neant nothing to The Shadow. He sinply opened the door, drew
St eve
t hrough and pronptly barred the door behind him So far, so easy, until a
sharp
voi ce offered chal |l enge.

Steve turned and saw M ng Dwan.

The girl's face showed no trace of pallor. Rather, it displayed a creany
flush above the stubby, shiny revolver that matched the silver braid of her
paj ama costume. The words that M ng Dwan spoke were in Chinese, which The
Shadow
evi dent |y under st ood.

No | augh came from The Shadow s hidden lips. Instead, Steve saw the glint
of burning eyes beneath the slouch hat brim Those eyes, the only visible
portion of The Shadow s countenance, were fixed directly on M ng Dwan, the
frail, delicate creature who dared to bl ock the fighter who had tranpled a
dozen
assassins from his path!

The Shadow recogni zed M ng Dwan's determ nation. He noved slowy, not
rapidly, as he drew Steve al ong. Steve found hinself w shing that The Shadow
woul d wither this lotus flower with a scorch fromone of those deadly
automatics. The trouble seened that The Shadow hadn't a chance to draw one, so
sharp was M ng Dwan's wat ch.

Then they were stock-still, The Shadow and Steve Trask, their very notion
hi nging on M ng Dwan's bi dding. Steve was | ooking for the triunmphant gloat to
end the girl's fixed expression, when one of Li Huang's servants shuffled into
si ght.

It was the very break that The Shadow await ed!

As M ng Dwan gestured, the servant |lunged. But in gesturing, the girl |et
her gaze rove from The Shadow, who sprang into instant action. Before M ng
Dwan
could turn to ai manew, The Shadow caught the |unging Mongol, spun himlike a
toy top and flung himat M ng Dwan, who was forced to duck aside.

Next, The Shadow was thrusting Steve along a passage in a mad race toward
the front door. From behind them cane the flashes of M ng Dwan's gun, but a
corner intervened. Then, as the girl reappeared to open direct fire, The
Shadow
hurl ed Steve ahead, right to the front door itself, giving the two-word
conmmand:

"Unbolt it!"

Conpl yi ng, Steve wondered why M ng Dwan was no | onger shooting. Hearing
commotion, he turned and saw the answer. Li Huang's other servants had
arrived.
One from each side, they were flinging thensel ves upon The Shadow, sl ashing
knives at the cloaked fighter. At |east, they were blocking Mng Dwan's aim
but
to Steve, the knives were a greater menace.

Not so to The Shadow.

WTH a spin he let the blades slash his cloak as it fluttered in their



paths. By then, Steve had the door unbarred and The Shadow was spri ngi ng
toward

himwith a forward gesture. Steve didn't accept the hint, because the Mngols
were after The Shadow, poising their knives for a fling, and Steve wanted to
hel p out.

The Shadow ai ded Steve, instead, with a shoulder lunge that spilled him
right through the door. Spraw ing, Steve saw The Shadow coming with him only
a
few feet ahead of the deadly knives. But as he cane, The Shadow flung a hand
to
the inside of the doorway and pressed a switch |ocated there.

A clatter followed The Shadow s arrival on the sidewal k. Steve saw Li
Huang' s servants di sappearing, knives with them They were dropping right
through the floor into the same pit that Steve had earlier tested. O utching
Steve's arm The Shadow whi pped himaway fromthe open door just intime to
avoid the shots that M ng Dwan fired from beyond the open floor. The trap was
closing, but the girl wasn't taking chances with it while The Shadow was stil
cl ose by. Then The Shadow was gone, and Steve with him around the corner of
Li
Huang' s house and through the narrow all ey between that building and the eaved
apart ment.

As they went, they heard the bronze door clang, slamred shut by M ng

Dwan.

The Shadow added a whi spered |laugh to the brazen echoes, but kept Steve on a
st eady dash through the alley. Police whistles were shrilling fromthe front
street.

How The Shadow woul d nanage an escape was a puzzle to Steve, until the
answer cropped up just when wanted. The answer was a taxicab that didn't have
to
be sunmoned. It was wheeling to the curb, its door w de open. The Shadow
t hr ust
Steve inside, then joined him

Qut fromthe streets of Chinatown, into a quiet area where gunfire and
excitement were very far behind; there, The Shadow opened the door as the cab
paused for a traffic |ight. The Shadow didn't have to state his purpose. It
was
obvi ous. He was going his owmn way, leaving this cab for Steve to do with as he
chose.

It seened that there should be sone parting token, though Steve didn't
quite know how to introduce the subject. Shaking hands with a friend who m ght
vanish in the niddle of the clasp was just a bit too eerie. Still, The
Shadow s
hand was comi ng toward Steve, so he reached out to accept it.

VWhat the Shadow did was place an object squarely in Steve's hand. Then
as
the cab started forward, the cl oaked being whirled suddenly through the door
di sappeari ng.

Squatting in Steve's palmwas the miniature dragon carved fromsolid jet,
the black talisman with green jade eyes that had so nysteriously disappeared
from Steve's possession - to be returned by that incredible master of things
unknown:

The Shadow

CHAPTER V

THE LAW DECI DES

CLYDE BURKE waited until Steve Trask filled his pipe and lighted it.
Wil e



Steve was drawing a | ong breath of snoke, dyde said:

"Go on."

"That's about all there is,’
advent ur es
sound fabul ous, particularly when related in the broad daylight of this hotel
room but |ast night they were real enough.”

C yde shook his head. "The part about the opiumden queers it, Trask.
Peopl e would class it as a pipe dream"”

"There's the jet dragon." Steve gestured toward the object. It was on a
witing table in the corner. "It should prove sonething."

"I't mght prove that you went Sujan's shop, if he would admt selling you
the thing. But Sujan won't do any tal king. The police | oaded himw th | ead
when
t hey were nopping up the hop joint."

"But the fact that Sujan was in the opiumden! Wth other Japanese!"

"That's all been covered," argued Cyde. "The police have rounded up a

returned Steve. "I'll adnit that ny

| ot

of Japs in other places, and this nmakes just one nore, The fact that they were
hopheads makes this bunch look like a | ot of no-accounts. Sorry, Trask, but
your

yarn won't nake news, not even in a scandal-loving tabloid |like the O assic,
for

which | work."

Steve was glad Burke wouldn't print his story. In fact, Cyde's decision
gave Steve a deeper inkling into the real purpose of the reporter's visit.

It struck Steve that Cyde Burke was working for The Shadow rather than
for
the New York Classic. At least, the reporter's arrival at the hotel forned a
connected chain. Having cone from Chinatown in the cab supplied by The Shadow,
Steve assuned that the driver of that cab had checked his identity and
i nforned
his cl oaked chief. Today, The Shadow doubtl ess | earned that Steve Trask was
acquai nted with Rufus MIjohn, whose recent death was marked as suicide.

For O yde Burke, by way of introduction, had nentioned that the d assic
was
| ooking into the MIjohn case. The reporter hoped that Steve could shed sone
light on it; and Steve had, by recounting the whole story of the jet dragon
al ong with describing such participants as Sujan, Li Huang, M ng Dwan, and
nost
i mportant of all - The Shadow.

Now Clyde, in his casual reporter's style, was picking up the tiny black
dragon and examining it. Reverting to their initial prem se, Cyde queried:

"You saw a dragon like this in MIjohn's apartnent?"

"I did," replied Steve. "Only an hour before MIjohn was found with a
bull et through his brain and a gun in his fist!"

"And M1 john had no reason for suicide?"

"None at all. He told me he'd cleaned up plenty while he was in the
Oient."”

Clyde produced a clipping and handed it to Steve, who read it between
pi pe
puffs. The clipping classed MIjohn as a refugee who had | ost an entire
fortune
when t he Japanese i nvaded Hong Kong. Steve shook his head.

"That was MI|john's bluff," he declared. "He was snmart enough to pretend
he'd | ost everything, because he didn't want the wong people on his neck
Troubl e was, they guessed the truth, so they nurdered M1john and franmed it to
| ook Iike suicide."

SO confident was Steve regarding his theory that he went further with it.



Picking up the jet dragon, Steve tapped it with his pipe stem

"M 1john counted on one of these to protect him" argued Steve. "I'd say
this token nust represent sone secret group that aided MIjohn's escape.
Whoever
carries one of these will find friends when he needs them Maybe it slipped
with
M1 john, but the rule worked with me. The person who proved it was The
Shadow. "

Clyde's lips straightened, suppressing a smle. Bluntly, the reporter
i nqui red:

"Wwuld you like to test the dragon further?"

St eve sucked deeply at his pipe, conparing the pleasant aroma of this
afternoon's tobacco with the sickening snmell of last night's opium Sonmehow,

t he
taste of the pipe gave Steve new confi dence.

He nodded. Wereupon O yde drew an afternoon newspaper from his pocket
and
unfolded it on the witing desk, beside the jet-black dragon

"Thi s happened | ast night," declared C yde, "about the time when you were
in Chinatown. Only they didn't discover it until this noon."

The newspaper account shrieked nurder. The victimwas Lewi s Pendl eton, a
weal t hy publisher just returned fromthe Oient. His case couldn't be suicide,
for three bullets of varying caliber had been extracted from Pendl eton's
br ai n,
after the police discovered himdead in his hotel room Nor were any guns
f ound
on the prem ses.

"Why, this ties in with MIljohn's death!" exclainmed Steve. "Only, this
time, the police know that it was nurder."

"There's another difference,” put in Cyde, referring to the newspaper
"Pendl eton really suffered heavy financial |osses, because his publishing
pl ant s
wer e destroyed. "

"Maybe he'd witten off the costs,"” remarked Steve cagily. "From what
MIljohn told me, smart nmen in the Orient saw things comng a |long while before
t hey happened. "

Cl yde pointed to another paragraph.

"It doesn't apply to Pendleton," the reporter stated. "He was going to
start all over. He'd found a mllion-dollar backer, whose nane is given right
here - Mles Fennore, one of New York's biggest financiers."

The nere name of M| es Fennmobre was enough to take Steve's breath away,
but
the thing that C yde suggested was even nore gasp-produci ng. Picking up the
carved dragon, Cdyde plunked it in Steve's pal mand queried:

"Why don't you take this to MIles Fennore? Show hi mthe dragon and tel
hi m
about M 1john. Fennore wants to find the men who rmurdered Pendl eton. He'd
listen
to your story."

At first, the proposition staggered Steve, but gradually he regained his
nment al bal ance. Knocki ng the ashes from his pipe, he dropped the brier in one
pocket and placed the carved dragon in the other

"Al'l right, Burke," Steve decided firmy. "I'Il go."

DUSK was settling over the Fennmore mansi on when Steve knocked at the
front
door. Admitted to the house that rated as one of Manhattan's show pl aces,
St eve
stated bluntly that he wanted to see Mles Fennore. To his surprise, his



request
was pronptly granted.

There was sone red tape along the way, the footman passing Steve to a
secretary, who turned himover to another at the top of a grand staircase.
Then
there was a private secretary who wanted to know somet hi ng about Steve's
busi ness, but this caused little delay. The nonment Steve said that it
concer ned
t he Pendl eton nurder, the secretary spoke to Fennore by tel ephone.
| mredi at el vy,

Steve was ushered through a final door into Fennore's own study.

Br oad- shoul dered, with a face proportionally w de, Fennore gazed at Steve
wi th sharp, appraising eyes that flanked an aristocratic nose. Bel ow that
hi gh- bri dged centerpiece were wide lips, firmand tight, that showed neither
snmle nor greeting. The proof that Fennore had wei ghed Steve satisfactorily
cane
when the financier raised one hand and brushed back his short-clipped hair, as
t hough to cover its streaks of gray.

Then, in blunt tone, Fennore spoke. "Good afternoon, M. Trask. You have
something to tell me about ny friend Pendl eton. Let ne hear it."

I nasmuch as Steve's story began with M1john and woul dn't really include
Pendl et on, Steve started proceedi ngs by producing the jet dragon and sliding
it
across Fennore's gl ass-topped desk

| mredi ately, Fennore's eyes showed curiosity. He picked up the miniature
dragon and proceeded to examine it while Steve talked.

Steve found hinmsel f contrasting this interviewwith the one he had held
with Li Huang. O course the circunmstances were different; still, the contrast
hel d good. Wth Li Huang, Steve had found it difficult to choose his words
under
the steady gaze of the nmerchant's eyes. In Fennore's case, it was a case of
telling everything to even gain the nan's attention

I ndeed, Steve felt that Fennmore hadn't heard a tenth of what he said,
unti |
it was all finished. Then Fennore laid the little dragon aside and | ooked up
with that same sharp gaze. Al oud, he repeated the high-spots of Steve's story
practically word for word, to prove how conpletely they had registered.

Noddi ng his corroboration, Steve brought out his pipe and tobacco pouch
Fi ndi ng the pouch al nost enpty, he produced a flat tin of snoking m xture.
Then,
fearing that he mi ght be offending Fennore, Steve laid the tin on the desk and
started to put his pipe away.

At that point, Fennore actually sniled, and his |lips were very geni al
Openi ng a square ebony box that rested on the desk, he pushed it Steve's way,
di splaying a full supply of rich tobacco.

"Try my blend," suggested Fennore. "Fill your pouch, too, Trask. M
friends
all like this special mxture."

Havi ng thus cl assed Steve as a friend, Fennore went further. He produced
a
nmeer schaum pipe and filled it after Steve had fini shed packing brier and
pouch.

They were both snoki ng away when Fennore conpl eted his summary and i nquired:

"Am | correct on all the details?"

When Steve nodded, Fennore asked if he would like to dictate the whole
account to one of the secretaries. Steve agreed that he woul d, so Fennore
ushered himinto a little roomoff the study.

VWen the secretary arrived, Fennore left, closing the door behind him
Choosi ng his words carefully, Steve repeated his account as nearly verbatim as
he coul d renenber it.



AT the end of ten minutes, Steve returned to the study. From behind the
desk, Fennore gestured himto a chair. Picking up his tobacco tin, Steve
dr opped
it in his pocket and brought out the pouch, to |load his pipe for another
snoke.

He was reaching for the jet dragon when Fennore stopped him

"I nspector Cardona is outside," stated Fennore. "He is the police
of ficial
who i s handling the Pendl eton case."

Steve decided that the |aw could know the facts, so far as he'd dictated
them He'd left out the little matter of his revolver, now in the possession
of
Li Huang, whose whol e behavi or he had comended.

Pressing a buzzer, Fennore smiled dryly and gestured toward the carved

dr agon.

"We' || let the inspector see this," said Fennore. "If it excites his
curiosity as it did mne, it will keep himoccupied until the secretary
fini shes

typi ng your statenent."”

| nspect or Cardona entered. He was a stocky individual with a swarthy face
that formed a perfect dead-pan. But his eyes couldn't restrain their sudden
i nterest when they lighted on the jet dragon. Wile Steve and Fennore were
exchangi ng smles, Cardona pounced upon the object as though intending to
swal low it.

Turni ng the dragon from hand to hand, Cardona stopped abruptly and | ooked
fromFennmore to Steve. Maybe the inspector detected the pride of ownership in
Steve's expression, for he quickly denanded:

"Did you bring this here?"

St eve nodded, whereupon Cardona pronptly tendered himthe tiny dragon
gesturing for himto put it away. Steve was dropping it in his enpty coat
pocket, when he noted that Cardona was rubbing his hands as though they were
sticky. Miuttering sonethi ng about a handkerchief, Cardona was reaching in his
own hi p pocket, when he added:

"Funny, the way that black polish cones off! Leaves your hands | ooking
l'i ke
a coal - heaver's!"

Steve brought his own hands pal ns-upward and stared at them He coul dn't
see any traces of the black stain that Cardona nmentioned. Still staring, Steve
excl ai med:

"Way, | didn't get any of it, inspector -

Cardona's hand was slashing forward with a glitter. Cold nmetal cracked
agai nst Steve's wists and clanped there! Before Steve could realize that he
was
solidly handcuffed, Cardona was hauling himto his feet. Turning his prisoner
toward the desk, the swarthy inspector displayed himlike an exhibit. Staring
in
amazement, Ml es Fennore couldn't seemto understand the sudden turn of things
any nore than Steve.

Then came Cardona's gruff explanation, if it could be called such

"Lucky | canme along, liar. Fennore," announced the inspector. "\Woever

t he
fellowis, he's dangerous. W want himfor the nmurder of Lew s Pendl eton!"

CHAPTER VI

WHCLESALE MYSTERY



THI NGS | ooked very black for Steve Trask, blacker, even, than the
j et -hued
dragon that nestled deep in the pocket fromwhich it had once vani shed -
somet hing that Steve wished it would do again. For the tiny dragon was | oom ng
nore and nore as an incrimnating factor

According to Cardona, Lewi s Pendl eton had owned just such a souvenir,
because hotel enployees had seen it in his room Wth Pendl eton's death the
bl ack dragon had vani shed, exactly as Steve clained it had in MIjohn's case.

Far fromclearing Steve, that |link only deepened the accusations agai nst
hi m Cardona shot the question

"Do you know what the black dragon represents?"

"It nust stand for sonme organi zation," replied Steve. "The menbers carry
bl ack dragons as tokens, | suppose. Sonebody is preying on them-"

As nearly as it could, Cardona's face formed an interrupting sneer. Steve
st opped tal ki ng, puzzl ed.

"You woul d play innocent!" scoffed Cardona. "You'll be telling ne next
t hat
the Bl ack Dragon crowd is made up of Chinese."

"Isn't it?" Steve asked

"Hear that?" Cardona turned to put his question to Fennore. Then, seeing
that the financier |ooked really puzzled, the inspector said: "Sorry, M.
Fennore. Naturally, you wouldn't know. The Black Dragon Society is nmade up of
Oiental thugs who are Japanese-controlled. There are mghty few Chi nese who
belong to it, and these are renegades."”

"Then why would M Ijohn and Pendl eton have Dragon tokens?" denanded
Fennore. "They nust have suffered at the hands of that organi zation."

"They were nurdered by it!" expressed Cardona, "Don't you get it yet, M.
Fennore? Those carved dragons aren't nmenbershi p badges, not by a | ong shot,
They're death certificates. Woever gets one is marked for murder, unless he
delivers whatever the Bl ack Dragon wants!"

Steve's thoughts expl oded.

So that was why M Ijohn had been nmurdered! He'd ignhored the warning from
the Bl ack Dragon. The same applied to Pendl eton, and even Steve's own case was
covered. The Dragon O an hadn't cone after him he'd gone after it, and gained
a
due reward. Sujan, planted in Chinatown for just such a purpose, had given
St eve
a jet dragon when he'd asked for one.

Therefore, Steve had been tagged for death, from which The Shadow saved
hi m

THE troubl e was, Cardona didn't see it that way. The ace police inspector
was figuring things to his own conveni ence. He thought that Steve had nurdered
both M1 john and Pendl eton, each tine picking up the dragon token that the
victimhadn't heeded. The clincher in Cardona's estimte was Steve's absurd
alibi of a fantastic Chinatown adventure at the very hour of Pendleton's
deat h.

"Smart stuff, Trask," jabbed Cardona, "coming here with the dragon you
brought from Pendl eton's and saying MI1john had one like it! You wanted us to
know that M1john's death was murder, instead of suicide, you thought we'd
never
accuse you of the very thing you so obligingly reveal ed!"

He added:

"You figured, too, that by chattering about one crime, you could dodge
guestions on another. W'd just ride over the Pendl eton case and forget it,
where you were concerned - at least, that's how you doped it. But we've tagged
you for both jobs, and what's nore, today you were delivering another death
threat.

"That's what you did when you handed the black dragon to M. Fennore."



Steve was sweating under the third degree. A light blinded his eyes.

Then came a wel cone pause, produced by new arrivals, persons who stopped
beyond the Iight. Woever they were, Cardona saw fit to greet them and Steve,
gi ven a chance to speak for hinself, nmade the nost of it.

"Call Li Huang!" blurted Steve. "He'll tell you that | was in his house."

Paper crinkled beyond the glaring light. It was Steve's typewitten
statenment, being passed from hand to hand. Then Cardona's voice:

"Al'l right. W'll phone Li Huang."

Steve heard Cardona make the call, and though he couldn't see the
tel ephone, he took it for granted that the inspector wasn't faking. Finishing,
Cardona gave a short, harsh |augh

"Li Huang never heard of you!" the inspector sneered.

Steve broke into a frenzied protest. OF course Li Huang woul dn't know who
Steve was, because Steve hadn't identified hinmself. Cardona' s whol e handling
of
the matter was unfair, done in a manner that Li Huang woul d m stake for a
trick.

If they'd take Steve to Li Huang's, the Chi naman woul d renmenber him

Cardona extinguished the glaring light. After a mnute of blinking Steve
made out other faces. One that wore a military nustache-bel onged to Police
Conmi ssi oner Ral ph Weston. Steve heard Cardona address the conmi ssioner by his
title.

Accompanyi ng Weston was a man naned Cranston, whose face was dignified
reserved and quite inpassive. Indeed, Steve might have identified Cranston
with
The Shadow, but for the fact that the conmm ssioner's conpanion was |eisurely
in
action and utterly indifferent to the business under discussion. Every tinme
West on addressed him Cranston appeared bored.

"Trask admits knowing MIjohn," asserted Wston brusquely. "The question
now i s whet her he knew Pendl eton, which is sonething that he won't admt.

Per haps sonme of Pendleton's friends can tell us."

"Pendl eton just returned fromthe Orient," objected Fennore. "He has very
few friends in New York. Even | knew himonly by reputation.”

"What about Sauber, the inmporter?" queried Weston. "Hi s business with the
Oient was huge. He nust have advertised in some of Pendleton's journals. They
shoul d have known each other quite well."

St eve saw Fennore shake his head.

"l am afraid Pendl eton knew Sauber too well,"’
ago,

Pendl et on cancel ed Sauber's advertising because it was m srepresented.
Nevert hel ess, Sauber m ght be the very man to supply information concerning an
i nsi di ous organi zation like the Dragon O an."

sai d Fennore. "Two years

MARCHED from Fennore's mansion, Steve found hinsel f pl anted between
Car dona
and Weston in the conmi ssioner's official car
Cranston wasn't acconpanying them Either he felt that the trip would
bor e
him or people |like Sauber didn't belong in Cranston's social set. Then, as
t he
car rolled away from Fennore's, Steve had a hunch. Maybe the choosy M.
Cranston
didn't care to ride in a car that contained a common crimnal |ike Steve
That was enough for Steve to disnmiss Cranston conpletely and think of
what
Sauber mght be like. Steve was left to his own conjectures, for Wston and
Cardona were remaining strictly silent.
The big, official car was nosing its way through a slum area, which



struck

Steve as an odd district for a wealthy inporter's residence. Then Steve noted
that | arge warehouses, sprouting up anmong the squatty tenenments, were largely
occupi ed by inporting concerns.

Swi ngi ng a corner, the car stopped near an archway that opened into a
secl uded court, a short street of its own. There were trees as well as houses
beyond the archway, marking the court as an excl usive residential sector

One of the houses was Sauber's, because Weston and Cardona ali ghted,
drawi ng Steve with them Passing through the archway, Steve |ooked to his

ri ght
and saw a simlar arch, leading to another street. It was very dark, that
archway, |ike the boxes surrounding the trees and the narrow cul - de-sacs t hat

fl anked the houses.

A servant answered Cardona's ring, but it was Weston who introduced
hi nmsel f
and asked for Sauber. Before the servant could sumon the inporter, a
qguer ul ous
voi ce arrived, followed by Sauber hinself. At first, the inmporter was just a
bl ocky figure, but when he reached the vestibule, his face showed plainly, as
t hough a veil had been swept fromit.

The reason, of course, was the light in the vestibule. Sauber had stepped
right into its focus. But that only made the thing the nore startling to
St eve.

It was |ike sonething snatched froma forgotten dream and brought into
reality.

Beady eyes, bushy brows, sharp nose above yellowed teeth - those
features,
and the thrust of the jaw beneath them jabbed Steve's nenory like a pin
puncturing a ball oon.

Sauber was the nan that Steve had net outside of Li Huang's, the figure
who
had arrived by cab only to dart away when shadows cane to life!

If the evil Dragon C an owned a | ocal chief, Carlton Sauber was a | ogica
candidate for the insidious title of Black Dragon!

Briefly stating the object of the visit, Cardona asked if Sauber could
identify Steve as a person who had known Pendl eton. Briefly, those beady eyes
showed recognition; then, with a sudden head-shake, Sauber drew back into the
vesti bul e.

"No, no!" began Sauber hoarsely. "I never saw this man before. | never
nmet
M1 john or Pendleton. I know nothing about the Black Dragon, except that it
shoul d be avoided. | aman inporter. At least, | used to be until the business

cl osed, but | have never been to China, nor any part of the Oient

"Except Chinatown!" Wth that interruption, Steve shoved his handcuffed
fists toward Sauber. "You were there last night, outside of Li Huang's, and
you're going to tell us why!"

Madl y, Sauber was trying to thrust Steve back and slamthe door in his
face. Weston and Cardona ai ded by hauling their prisoner down the steps. They
were at the bottom Steve hal fway up, and Sauber at the top, all etched
agai nst
the Iight, when Sauber gave a warding gesture in his w de-armfashion of the
ni ght before.

The signal that had unl eashed a horde of villainous fighters, followers
of
t he notorious Bl ack Dragon!

Steve was lunging for a grab at Sauber's arm when the door slamed hard.
But it wasn't the comnbined pull of Weston and Cardona that brought Steve down.
Instead, the force was |iving bl ackness that swooped from nowhere up between
t he
two nmen whose clutches couldn't hold Steve back



Agai n, The Shadow

SOVERSAULTI NG as the black swirl swept him Steve heard whi zzi ng sounds
above him Those whirs ended in thuds as a pair of knives drove deep into
Sauber's door and stopped there, quivering. There were startled shouts from
Weston and Cardona as they sprang off to the sides of the steps, pulling their
police revol vers

Fi ni shing against a tree, Steve was hauled to his feet by the human
t or nado
that had swept himfromnmurder's path. Next, he was reeling through the side
arch leading fromthe court. @Guided by The Shadow, Steve could feel sudden
jolts
along the route. They were produced by the recoils fromthe gun with which The
Shadow was j abbi ng shots at seemingly invisible foenen.

Steve's whirl increased as he landed in a waiting cab, the sanme tinely
vehicle as the night before. The door slamred and Steve was spi nning away.

Back in the doubl e-arched court, Weston and Cardona were making for the
conmi ssioner's car, jabbing useless shots at hidden |urkers who were begi nni ng
to respond with guns. Seeing his chauffeur, Weston yelled for the fellowto
summon assi stance, and the big car sped away to its assignnent.

Then new guns were talking fromthe very center of the court. The Shadow
was back again, revolving like a battle turret, tuning his evasive |augh to
t he
stabs of his deadly automatics. Each .45 seened to snatch lurkers fromtheir
hi di ng spots. Tonight, they preferred flight to nortal conbat with The Shadow.

Four were coming straight for Weston, when Cardona haul ed hi maround the
outer corner of the archway and down into a basement entry. Whistling knives
went past and clattered across the street; then notley men were scattering
away
fromthe shots that The Shadow was free to fire, since Weston and Cardona were
out of the way.

Coming up from cover, Cardona glinpsed The Shadow wheeling back into the
court. Then he was gone, that shape of blackness, pursuing a pair of
straggl ers
who were making for the other archway. It seemed a sure finish for the Dragon
Cl an despite their mad flight, for The Shadow was scattering the human chaff
where the police could gather it.

From various directions, Cardona, heard the shrill of whistles, the blare
of sirens, and finally the roaring notors of patrol cars. Wston's official
car
was back, speeding fromone street to another, to summon nore reserves. The
gl are of searchlights spotted in fromevery street, picking out every niche
and
cranny al ong the house walls, blocking off all escape.

And in the mddle stood Inspector Joe Cardona, nore astonished than he
had
ever been before. Steve Trask was gone: that was bad enough. The Shadow had
di sappeared: that was to be expected.

But along with The Shadow, master of invisible methods, had vani shed the
entire tribe that served the Bl ack Dragon, producing utter mystery on a
whol esal e scal el

CHAPTER VI |
THE DRAGON | N BLACK

THE sane thing was happening on two streets in Manhattan. That was, a
uni que event was occurring in two separate places, which was really



ext raordi nary!

One thing invol ved Conmi ssioner Weston's official car. It was com ng back
fromits task. Patrol cars swng to the curb to let it pass. There wasn't a
cop
in town who didn't know the comm ssioner's oversized crate by sight. Indeed,
that was the reason why the roving chauffeur had been able to gather so many
police in so short a tine.

VWen the big car pulled up in front of Gotham Court, where Carlton Sauber
was a resident, Conmm ssioner Wston stepped forward to congratul ate the
chauf feur. But Weston's tone of conmendati on changed when | nspector Cardona
arrived to report the whol esal e di sappearance of at |east a half dozen
unidentified thugs, who by this tine m ght be east of Suez for all Cardona
knew.

"Find them" bawl ed Weston. "Search everywhere! Hunt through the court!"”

"That's one place they can't be!" insisted Cardona. "The Shadow drove
t hem
out."

"Search, anyway, to nake sure that Sauber is safe. Those killers were
trying to get him The nonent Trask attacked Sauber, the whole tribe popped
out!"

Weston still had the wong slant on Steve. In fact, the conmm ssioner
wasn' t
really certain of anything except that his car had returned and was parked
out si de Got ham Court.

Curious, therefore, that the big vehicle should also be rolling along a
side street, outward-bound, a dozen bl ocks fromthe comni ssioner's present
base!

However, it was - and patrol cars were making way for it. The same thing, in
t he
shape of Weston's car, was in two different places!

Nobody realized that two editions of that vehicle were at |large: the
genuine and this counterfeit.

No one except The Shadow.

He was a passenger on board the duplicate car. Actually "on board"
because
he wasn't inside it. The Shadow was stretched on the top, his presence
unsuspected by the huddl ed men who cramred the interior. This was the getaway
car for the Black Dragon's six-man crew

Cl ever of the Black Dragon to have a replica of the conmm ssioner's
wel | - known car outside of Sauber's. It had literally whisked his assorted
followers fromthe vortex of the converging police. In planning crinme, the
Bl ack
Dragon could launch it best wherever the conm ssioner nmight be. \Woever he
was,
the Bl ack Dragon was surely endowed with foresight.

HOAEVER, the Bl ack Dragon hadn't made al |l owance for the unpredictable
nmet hods of The Shadow. In choosing this car for his own travel, The Shadow was
running little risk of discovery. The driver was follow ng dark, secluded
streets.

The notl ey nob di senbarked in a gloony, blind alley behind an old | oft
bui | di ng. The pl ace was ni dway between Sauber's and Chi nat own, convenient to
bot h.

VWen the varied sextet poured fromthe fake official car, The Shadow
not ed
i npi ng nenbers of the group, proof that he had wi nged a few targets. The
i npers huddl ed by an obscure door | eading into the building, while the rest
made a brief inspection tour to nmake sure they hadn't been foll owed.

They were thinking in terns of The Shadow, probing every cranny for



traces

of their cloaked foe, and all the while he was perched in their very mdst on
top of the car that they were using as the base from which they nmade their
sear ch!

There was one rule that The Shadow had never known to fail. It was the
axi om that confidence woul d produce carel essness. So sure were these Orientals
t hat The Shadow coul dn't be anywhere about, that the way was paved for an even
bol der course

Easi ng down fromthe car top, The Shadow actually joined his recent
eneni es
as they nmoved in through the doorway. The shroudi ng bl ackness hid him
perfectly,
and he knew this tribe wouldn't be using lights. Keeping with the tribe, The
Shadow went right past the guards.

The | oose-knit crew clinbed a flight of stairs, reached a door that
opened
to receive them The room beyond was |ighted, but its gl ow canme from past sone
concrete pillars of the bulky sort so comon in | oft buildings. Shielded by
t he
advanci ng dragon nen thensel ves, The Shadow foll owed theminto the neeting
pl ace, then side-stepped to a pillar as they continued onward.

At | east two dozen of the Dragon Clan were already assenbl ed, but their
total was uninportant. Nunbers dw ndl ed when conpared to the individual who
presided over this neeting. This wasn't just a batch of underlings, holding a
get -t oget her.

Seated on a raised throne near the far wall, directly facing the
assenbl ed
throng, was the master of the show

The Bl ack Dragon!

LONG had The Shadow sought the human nonstrosity who represented the
i nsi di ous Japanese cl an. Finding him The Shadow saw t hat the Bl ack Dragon was
indulging in suitable theatricals. Sinister though the Dragon's followers
consi dered thensel ves, they shrank to pitiful proportions in the presence of
their powerful |eader.

The Bl ack Dragon saw to that. It fitted his style to play the role of an
Oiental potentate, before whomhis creatures could grovel. Likew se his
identity was conceal ed; not nmerely as a precaution - a thing which he mght be
expected to disdain - but because the very title of the Black Dragon
constituted
a personality in itself, and therefore should be kept as such

Al that was mani fested by the device which kept the Bl ack Dragon
unknown.

He was attired in a Japanese robe, its jacket golden, its sleeves silver.
Crcling upward fromthe hem of the robe was an enbroi dered dragon, so huge,
SO

fanciful, that it was forced to coil several tines around the costune.

The enbroi dered dragon was jet-black, and every time its wearer noved the
coils produced a withing effect. But that was not the nost remarkable feature
of the costune, nor the nost lifelike. It happened that the robe wasn't |arge
enough to include the entire dragon, so it had an extension in the formof a
hood, which rmade the dragon's head.

Coming up fromthe back, the enbroidered head was artfully arranged to
show
a yawning nmouth with jagged black teeth fronting its golden throat. There were
green eyes, of course, but they were atop the hood. The eye-holes, through
whi ch
t he Bl ack Dragon peered, were fangs bel onging to the enbroidered dragon's
nout h.



Squatting deep in his gilded throne, the Black Dragon m ght have been
anyone. Since the hood hid his face, it was inpossible to discern whether his
conpl exi on was the yellow that belonged to Li Huang or the tawny col or so
conspi cuous in Sauber's countenance.

The Dragon's hands were no clue. They were doubled idly on the throne

ar ns
and the fingers were encrusted with rings that gave off a jeweled glitter. The
Dragon's voice was forced, |like the restless undulation of his body, a notion
whi ch he continued nechanically in order to preserve the living illusion of

t he

dragon coils that encircled him

The tilts and turns of the Dragon's head added to the weird effect of a
living nonster. If the Black Dragon had suddenly gone |ashing all about the
nmeeting room it would have been a logical climax to his serpentine act.

| NSTEAD, the Bl ack Dragon contented hinself with hissing epithets at the
men who had just arrived. Fromthe wounded anong them he knew that they had
failed in their recent m ssion

"Twi ce you have failed!" accused the Black Dragon. "Last night you saw

t he
man who carried the death token when Sujan pointed himout. |nstead of
settling

the score, you left nmenbers of your own band dying on the scene, Sujan anong
them "

The Dragon was speaking in English, but interspersing his ternms with
Japanese words.

"Anot her opportunity!™ The Dragon raised his doubled fists, letting their
gens strike the light. As the enbroidered coils withed, fromthe fangs of the
dragon head cane the repeated accusation: "Again you failed!"

There was a thud as one of the crippled nmurder crew sagged to the floor.
The Dragon's head bobbed |like a cobra's as his fang-eyes | ooked at the
sprawl ed
foll ower whose strength had given out. Meanwhile, The Shadow was studyi ng
ot her
faces.

A mxed lot, these, but in nearly every visage The Shadow coul d det ect
Ni pponese traces. Cbviously these nmen had been sent fromthe Orient to serve
t he
Bl ack Dragon whil e posing as sonething other than Japanese. Only a few, who
| ooked sonething |ike dead Sujan, had faces that gave them conpletely away.

Now t he Bl ack Dragon was proving sonething by his stare. He was proving
that he was not Li Huang. For the Dragon's eyes were fixed upon a cringing
menber of the throng, beckoning himinto the light. As the cowering man
advanced, he proved to be Li Huang!

"You, too, have failed!" storned the Black Dragon. "Years ago, Li Huang,

we
brought you from Manchukuo to live in Chinatown and be ready when we needed
you.

W even provided you with servants" - the Dragon gestured toward the three
Mongol s who stood behind Li Huang - "in the hope that you could deceive the

| ocal Chinese into thinking they could trust you. Last night, you fail ed when
needed! "
"Only because ny visitor did not produce the death token," pleaded Li

Huang. "However, because of my suspicions, | placed hi mwhere Sujan could
identify him Tonight the police phoned ne to say that they are holding a
suspect named Trask, unquestionably the man | interviewed. He expects me to

support his alibi."
"Whi ch you will not do, Li Huang!"
"I have already disclained it, nmaster,’

assured Li Huang. "But, from now



on, ny house cannot serve as a neeting place, the way we originally intended.
Even ny nenbership in this organizati on may endanger others. Therefore
beseech
that you di spense with my future services, since the police nay be watching
ne."

"Your apprehension seenms well-founded," decided the Black Dragon. "Your

request is granted - with one condition. | shall give you a final task, the
delivery of a death token to a person whose name will be stated at the proper
tinme."

Li Huang bowed, greatly relieved. The Bl ack Dragon placed a doubl ed hand
into a pocket formed by a dragon coil. Pronptly, The Shadow s hand slid
beneat h
his cl oak. Returning ahead of the Dragon's nove, The Shadow s fist |eveled an
automatic past the edge of the concrete pillar, straight for the nonstrous
creature in the throne.

The Shadow was waiting to see the jeweled fist open wide to reveal a tiny
dragon carved of jet. That would be the tinely noment for a shot that would
bring the Bl ack Dragon sprawling fromthe throne with one of his own death
tokens in his clutch. Such a climax would mark The Shadow as the real master
of
this show, with due effect upon the superstitious nenbers of the clan

The wait was costly. It spoiled The Shadow s chance for an inmedi ate
triunmph. Instead of opening his hand pal mupward, the Bl ack Dragon gave a
downward fling. Sonething left his fist and struck the floor. The object
wasn' t
a mniature dragon token

It was a missile that exploded instantly, with a sharp puff that produced
a
bursting cloud of snoke that envel oped the throne conpletely. The white swrl
writhed as though the dragon coils had stirred it, and during those brief
nmonent s The Shadow kept steady aim waiting to sight his target.

Then, as the vapor filtered itself away, The Shadow found hi nself staring
at an enpty throne. Amd the puff of snoke, the Black Dragon had conpletely
vani shed!

CHAPTER VI I'|
TRAI LS CROSS

IT wasn't in The Shadow s nature to be startled by sudden di sappearances.
The art of vanishing on instant's notice was one of his own specialties; hence
he wasn't even surprised to witness the result of the Black Dragon's puff
bal I .

The Shadow | ooked for visible effects, as evidenced by the Dragon Cl an
They took it as a matter of course, proving that the vanish was their master's
usual routine. One man had pitched forward on the floor, as though overconme by
the startling sight, but The Shadow di scerned that he was merely anot her
gun-fray victim succunbing like a previous comnpani on

Lifting the coll apsed pair, the rest of the dragon nen carried themfrom
the neeting room passing right between the concrete pillars. The Shadow
remai ned unnoti ced by the sinple expedient of stepping to the far side of his
pillar, but it was doubtful that he woul d have been det ect ed.

Bl ended with the pillar's blackness, The Shadow was i ndeed i nvi sible.
After
t he processi on passed, the space behind the pillar was vacant. Sonehow, The
Shadow had followed in the wake, for his gliding formappeared briefly in the
outside corridor, then faded fromall chance of view

The Shadow was picki ng one figure anong the departing throng - that of Li
Huang. Lacking traces of the Black Dragon, The Shadow was concerned with the



treacherous nerchant as the next-best choice. Only if something better should
show up, would The Shadow change that course.

Sonet hi ng better did appear, coincident with The Shadow s thought on the
subj ect.

The person in question was M ng Dwan. The Chinese girl should have been
back in Li Huang's house, but she wasn't. Hardly had the notley dragon tribe
gone down the stairs before M ng Dwan came darting froma side hall. She made
directly toward the stairs, then hearing footsteps conming up, turned and
hurried
in The Shadow s direction

M ng Dwan wasn't treacherous, as Steve had supposed, unless spying on the
Dragon O an cane under that head. But the girl was running into serious
difficulty, through having followed Li Huang here. Guards were comi ng back to
cl ose the neeting room Flashlights gleam ng ahead of them they'd be sure
spot
M ng Dwan.

Just as the reveal i ng beans stabbed the hallway, M ng Dwan was envel oped
in
dar kness, so swiftly that she couldn't even gasp. Lost in the folds of a
sweepi ng cl oak, the girl was whirled into the neeting roomitself, since it
formed the only outlet close at hand. The girl saw the swirl of blackness that
represented The Shadow, but it seemto dissolve under the light of the
flashlights.

Still, they were coming toward the nmeeting room A clash seenmed inmm nent,
consi dering that The Shadow coul dn't keep M ng Dwan obscured in a room wel |
filled with light. Battle would not be w se under present circunstances, when
the first crack of guns would bring back the entire Dragon O an

Only The Shadow could have nullified that dilemm, by a surprising course
that his foresight could connect with quick results.

SWEEPI NG M ng Dwan toward the deep end of the neeting room The Shadow
halted with a sudden spin. Launching the girl in a simlar twirl, he sent her
into the lap of the golden throne, where Mng Dwan | anded, very surprised, her
head j ounci ng backward and her feet flying in the air.

Less than a second | ater, The Shadow was in the darkness of a pillar,
beating the arrival of the incom ng guards. As he | ooked toward the throne,
The
Shadow ti ghtened his hidden |ips, repressing the |augh of satisfaction that he
shoul d have uttered.

The Shadow had called the trick to perfection

M ng Dwnan was no longer in the glided throne. She had vani shed as
instantly
as the Bl ack Dragon!

The guards turned out the lights and closed the nmeeting room As soon as
t hey were gone The Shadow approached the throne and exanmined it with a tiny
flashlight that cast a concentrated beam Focused to silver-dollar
proporti ons,
the disk of light revealed a narrow slit in the back of the throne. Pressing
one
arm then the other, finally jogging both, The Shadow gai ned results.

An edge slid dowmward fromthe slit. It was a sheet of glass that fornmed
a
long angle to the throne's front. The glass reflected the flashlight, giving
t he
throne an enpty appearance. Since nothing further happened, The Shadow pushed
the glass up into its slit and seated hinself in the throne.

VWhen The Shadow j ogged the throne arnms with his el bows, the glass cane
down
again. Boxed in the angled compartnent, The Shadow delivered a |ow, reflective



| augh. He should have fired inmediately after the Bl ack Dragon vani shed, for
one

shot woul d have shattered the gl ass, and the next could have drilled the Bl ack
Dragon. Crine's vanished ringleader had still been close at hand after his

di sappear ance!

Qovi ously, the Black Dragon hadn't remained there very long. So to test
t he
next stage of the journey, The Shadow | eaned back in the throne. There was a
sharp click, well nmuffled by the glass. The back of the throne revol ved,
carrying The Shadow t hrough the wall, where he dropped off to let the thing
ride
back agai n.

As the panel conpleted its circuit, The Shadow gained a rear view of the
gl ass sheet sliding up through his side of the wall. Neat, this del ayed
vani sh,
where the glass worked as a mirror to nake the first stage quick, then
remai ned
in position until the mechanics of an actual departure could be conpl eted.

M ng Dwan was awaiting The Shadow in the little roomwhere they had both
arrived. A door marked the exit that the Black Dragon had taken earlier
Rermovi ng his hat, dropping his cloak collar, The Shadow reveal ed the features
of
Lamont Cranston and gave M ng Dwman a slight smile which the girl returned.

"That was cl ose, Myra," observed The Shadow, in Cranston's leisurely
t one.

(Ed - Myra Reldon (M ng Dwan) is an Anerican girl who was born in China. She
has

acted as one of The Shadow s agents at various times.) "But it wasn't the
closest |1've seen tonight. | had to pull our favorite chestnut fromthe fire
again."

M ng Dwan rai sed her thin eyebrows.

"Steve Trask?"

"None other," replied The Shadow. "Wsat's nore, he may be headi ng for

further trouble, once he's on his own. | see the Bl ack Dragon has provided a
conveni ent tel ephone. I'Il handle Steve's situation while you' re getting back
to

Li Huang's."

The Shadow was picking up the tel ephone when M ng Dwan reached the door
The girl paused as The Shadow added a detail that bel onged to her department.

"Watch for a dragon token," The Shadow stated. "Li Huang is to receive
one
and deliver it as bidden. Find out where it is to go."

Wth a confident nod, Mng Dwan left.

THUS far, Steve Trask hadn't encountered trouble, because he was stil
riding in The Shadow s cab. Its driver evidently knew Manhattan well, for he
was
covering a multitude of streets that Steve had never seen before.

Al this was necessary to avoid questioning by patrol cars that seened to
be everywhere tonight. It wouldn't do for Steve to neet up wi th unobliging
of ficers who would insist upon |ooking at his wists. But he felt safe while
in
the cab, The Shadow s driver at the wheel.

Wio the driver was, Steve didn't know, because the cab | acked the usua
identification card that bore the cabby's name and phot ograph

The ride continued for another fifteen minutes, until the cab halted in a
very qui et nei ghborhood where the only visible lights showed froman old
pawnshop.

The cabby thrust his face through the connecting wi ndow. Steve noted that



the fell ow had a pointed face, with quick eyes, but the cab was too dark to
reveal his features clearly.

"Slide into the hockshop," said the cabby. "Tell old uncle to unclanp the
jewelry. Say that Shrevvy sent you. |I'Il be waiting."

Alighting, Steve entered the shop and found t he pawnbroker. Mention of
"Shrevvy" produced i nmedi ate service, but Steve expected the process to be
prol onged. Instead, it took less than five nmnutes. It seenmed that handcuffs
weren't |ike ordinary | ocks. Each brand of cuff had its own interchangeabl e
key.

As soon as the old pawnbroker had satisfied hinself as to the nake and nodel
he
unl ocked the handcuffs and handed themto Steve.

"Keep them for your trouble," remarked Steve with a grin. Then | ooking
about, he added: "Is there a back door out of this place? | don't want Shrevvy
to put hinself in a jamon ny account."

The pawnbr oker showed Steve, through the back door which led into a
darkened alley. Going out Steve decided that he'd done the right thing. After
all, he was naking it easier for the cabby, and therefore for The Shadow.
Maybe
The Shadow woul dn't want it that way but Steve did. He was an i ndependent
sort,

Steve was, and though he owed much to The Shadow, he preferred to operate on
hi s
own.

Hand in his pocket, Steve clutched the jet dragon, glad that it was stil
there. Pausing at the outlet of the alley, Steve took a long |look, just to
nmake
sure. In gazing along the street, he didn't bother to probe the darkness
ar ound
him The alley was its own security, helpful with its thick darkness.

More hel pful to others than to Steve.

One step toward the street, and Steve was cl anped fromboth flanks by a
pair of brawny nmen who knew their business. Hi s arns were pinned behind himso
firmy that the handcuff treatnent rem nded Steve of putty. So expert were
t hese
captors that they bent Steve right back to his heels, which enabled themto
clanmp their free hands over his nouth.

Then Steve's captors were carrying him still doubled, into a sedan
wher e
they planted himw thout relieving pressure.

What added to Steve's bitter defeat was the course that the sedan took
It
swung around the bl ock and rolled right past Shrevvy's cab, which was stil
waiting in front of the pawnshop!

As the sedan rolled along, Steve kept staring upward through the w ndow,
unable to fight against the pressure that held hi mmnuscl e-bound. There was no
confort in what Steve saw. He recogni zed buil dings that the car was passing
and
knew t hat they were on the fringe of Chinatown. Steve was going right back to
t he om nous quarter of Manhattan where his strange adventures had begun, but
this time he wasn't traveling in quest of a miniature dragon carved fromjet.

Steve Trask al ready owned such a curio. He was carrying it in his pocket
and he could feel its bulge - like the pressure of a gun, applied
muzzl e-first.

For that black talisman nmeant death to its carrier

Twi ce The Shadow had frustrated doomintended for Steve Trask. If the
cl oaked stranger from nowhere could mracul ously appear to stay the present
threat, Steve would be willing to believe anything. For Steve had deliberately
put hinmsel f beyond The Shadow s protection, only to nmeet up with this.

Stolid faces, peering down at Steve's, seened by their very |lack of



expression to taunt himconcerning the death he knew nust cone!

CHAPTER | X
DEEP | N CH NATOMWN

EFFI Cl ENCY was the watchword of Steve's new captors. When their car
pul | ed
into Chinatown they didn't park it on one of the narrow streets. I|nstead,

St eve

felt the sedan swerve, take a slight jolt over a low curb and roll in through
a

narr ow openi ng, where a well-oiled door slithered shut behind the car

| mredi ately, the stopping place becane an el evator, its open platform
descending to a stone-walled cellar. The car rolled forward, curved between
two
pillars and stopped beside a narrow door that showed a gl oony passage | eadi ng
underneath a street. Brought fromthe car by his two captors, Steve began to
| earn what underground Chinatown could really be like.

Steve was marched t hrough what seened an array of catacombs, sone of the
passages | ooking nore |like pipes than tunnels. A ways there were turns and
devi ous angles, until Steve hadn't a glimrer of the direction that they
followed. The trip ended in a steel door that slid aside to show a snall
el evator into which Steve was pressed.

Unable to determ ne the speed of the elevator's rise, Steve couldn't tel
how many floors they covered. However, the ride nmarked journey's end, for when
Steve was shoved fromthe el evator he pronptly arrived in a small room
furni shed
like an office, where an Oriental was seated at a desk. The seated nan gave a
di smi ssing gesture and Steve's captors retired.

For the nonent, Steve thought that he was back in Li Huang's presence,
but
in a different setting. There was nothing Oriental about these surroundi ngs.
The
man at the desk was wearing Anerican attire, instead of a robe. This m ght be
a
trick of Li Huang's, though curiously, Steve didn't entirely mstrust Li
Huang
Steve's deductions were still persistently blanming the girl, Mng Dwan, for
nost
of his trouble.

Then Steve saw that the seated man was not Li Huang. Though Oriental,
this
man had an American manner; his face was rounded, with an owish expression so
utterly devoid of challenge that Steve felt he could handle this situation
with
ease. Instead of waiting for the man to speak, Steve lunged forward, intending
to clear the desk and overwhelmthe trivial nman into subm ssion

Bl ackness net Steve halfway. A flood of it, that seenmed |ike the
engul fing
depths of Li Huang's pit. Then he was whirling, faster than his brain could
twirl, under the nanipul ati on of something that could be described as a human
tornado. When Steve did finish his spin, he was deep in a chair that seened to
be prol ongi ng the merry-go-round ride.

THE bl ackness that had done it all assunmed a human shape - that of a
cl oaked figure, which Steve didn't see, because it stood behind his chair.
Havi ng come from nowhere, first as a living whirl, then a cloaked form The



Shadow carried the transformation still further. He renpoved his cloak and hat
to
becorme the conpl acent M. Cranston

As Cranston, The Shadow was placing his black garnents in a closet while
Steve, slowy recuperating fromhis bew | dernent, began to stare at the
i nnocent
Chi naman beyond t he desk, wondering what kind of buttons had been pressed to
produce the mniature earthquake. Then, in between stepped Cranston, idly
tendering Steve an open cigarette case.

"A snoke, Trask?" queried Cranston in an even tone. "You coul d use one,
consi dering the strain your nerves have been under."

Steve started to accept a cigarette, then shook his head. Reaching in his
pocket, he brought out his pipe and pouch. Lighting a cigarette hinself,
Cranston finished by extending the lighter to Steve's pipe bow. Taking a few
draws of Fennore's special snoking mxture, Steve |ooked squarely at Cranston
and sai d:

"Your name is Cranston. | saw you up at Fennore's house."

"Quite right," Cranston acknow edged. He gestured toward the desk. "And
this is Doctor Roy Tam a Chinese friend of nmine who is very desirous of
cur bi ng
the activities of the Black Dragon."

Dr. Tam | eaned forward on his fol ded arns.

"W regret the neasures necessary to bring you here," spoke Tamin
preci se
Engl i sh. "The Shadow woul d have preferred that you remain in the cab which he
provi ded. Fortunately, the driver foresaw that you night not -"

"So he notified Dr. Tamto intercept you," put in Cranston. "It would be
dangerous for you to remain at |arge, Trask."

Steve didn't see it that way, and said so, adding that he could have
dodged
the police indefinitely, if necessary.

"W were not speaking of the police,” put in Tam politely. "Your danger
lay fromthe Dragon dan. My nen kept you fromfalling into the hands of your
former friend, Li Huang."

Steve turned a startled glance to Cranston, who nodded calmy and
gestured
back to Dr. Tam who said

"The Shadow i nforms us that Li Huang attended a neeting of the Dragon

d an
this evening and was deputed to deliver the next death token, by order of the
Bl ack Dragon. Fortunately, M ng Dwan will informus of Li Huang's noves."

Steve's thoughts whirled anew, only to arrive on an absol ute bal ance. It
was as though his spinning recollections focused upon a single tangible fact
that proved the truth of Tam s words. Indeed, the thing was so tangi bl e that
Steve could actually grip it - the tiny jet dragon, in the pocket where he had
just shoved his tobacco pouch

The Shadow had returned that token, and The Shadow was certainly Steve's
friend. But, so far, Steve had overl ooked the nechanics of the operation
t aki ng
it that The Shadow had sinply plucked the dragon fromthin air. It was hearing
M ng Dwan classed as an ally that nmade the truth strike hone.

Assuming Mng Dwan to be a friend, facts fell into a newline. It was the
girl who had dropped Steve to a rough but ready safety. The click he'd heard
whil e waking in the pit nust have been caused by M ng Dwan | eaving after a
prelimnary visit, carrying the black dragon found in Steve's pocket so that
Li
Huang woul d not find it!

Those warni ng gl ances from M ng Dwan had stopped Steve from giving
hi nsel f
away. Later, her shots at The Shadow and Steve had been purposely w de. She



was
nmerely preserving her status with Li Huang in pretending to stop the
fugitives.

The proof of all this, the one point that Steve had so blindly overl ooked, was
the incident in the opium den

There, M ng Dwan had stopped at the booth from which The Shadow | ater
energed to Steve's rescue. Then, only then, could the m ssing dragon token
have
reached The Shadow, delivered by M ng Dwan

"You spoke of the police," remarked Cranston, his calmtone chimng with
Steve's sudden vindication of Mng Dwan. "Suppose we |let the police speak for
t hensel ves. "

Tuning in a radio that stood on Tam s desk, Cranston picked up a garble
of
police reports to which Steve listened, horrified. The man hunt was on in
full,
its object Steve Trask! Not only was Steve wanted for the nurders of M1 john
and
Pendl et on; the | aw had added anot her char ge.

Bol dly, Steve had sumopned unknown killers to an attenpt upon the life of
Carlton Sauber, on the threshold of the inporter's own hone, with the police
actually on the scene. Failing in the nmurder thrust, Steve had escaped with
t he
aid of the assassin crew that served him Wen |ast seen, he'd been wearing
handcuffs that mght still mark himas the wanted killer

Saggi ng back in his chair, Steve rubbed the wists that still ached from
t he manacl es he'd worn. He | ooked hel plessly from Tamto Cranston, and
received
cal mglances in return. As he turned off the radi o, Cranston casually
remar ked:

"I think that Trask would like to be your guest a while, Dr. Tam
Meanwhile, | can use ny influence with the police comm ssioner to straighten
matters as they should be. | am sure The Shadow woul d approve.™

Dr. Tam bowed profoundly as he pressed a button, sunmoning servants to
show
Steve to his quarters in this safe refuge deep in Chi nat own.

THE swi ftness with which the Dragon C an could nove was proven when The
Shadow | eft Tam s stronghol d. Moving through dark alleys, The Shadow was quite
unseen, for he had once nore obliterated the identity of Cranston under the
cl oak and hat that blended with the shroudi ng night. But The Shadow coul d see
skul king creatures in the darkness which he navigated so invisibly.

Bol d skul kers, servers of the Black Dragon!

Police cars were about, their searchlights appearing suddenly to cut
unexpected swaths al ong the narrow streets. Al ways the skul kers tunbled Iike
phantomtenpins into alleys, doorways, or basements, to avoid those revealing
beans.

The Shadow, too, was shifting away from each sudden gl ow. In avoiding one
sweepi ng searchlight, The Shadow suddenly thrust himself into an unprepared
snar e.

Si de-stepping into an alley as a police car wheel ed past, The Shadow cane
right into the mdst of sone dragon |urkers who were about to issue forth.
Thi s
time, half a dozen hands were upon him all sensing the texture of the black
cloak that they could not see. Not for an instant did they hesitate.

Li ke goblin claws, half of those hands clung to The Shadow as he tried to
wheel away. Even as he whi pped guns from beneath his cloak, free hands were
swi ngi ng knives at the bl ackened nass that represented The Shadow.

Only the circling stroke of The Shadow s gun hand prevented the bl ades



from

driving honme. But in the whirl, The Shadow | ost his footing. Knives went
clattering as The Shadow spraw ed, but other attackers were pouncing on their
prey, slugging hard with revol vers. The Shadow s only respite was the | ack of
gunfire. The Dragon O an were fearful of clipping one another; |ikew se they
knew t hat shots would bring police.

Few fighters other than The Shadow coul d have risen am d such a sl uggi ng
hail. He managed it, but could only partially ward off the gun swi ngs. Reeling
out into the street, The Shadow was blindly seeking a wall agai nst which he
could brace his back. Hard after him cane the murderous pack

Grabbing at a corner, The Shadow m ssed. He stunbled across a curb, but
turned his stagger into a lurch across the street to a big car parked there.
The
pack overtook himas he wrenched the door open. Tw sting about, The Shadow did
a
backward drop to avoid the poundi ng weapons; at the same tine, he used his
ot her
hand to stab shots with an automati c.

Spurting upward, those shots found no human targets, but they made
assail ants dodge. Moyreover, they were the sumons that the Dragon d an had
restrai ned themsel ves fromgiving, the thing that would bring the patrol cars.
H s senses slipping, The Shadow had scored a | ast nmonent stroke. Wakly, his
lips throbbed a | augh.

FEEBLE was that |augh conpared to the glee of the Dragon Clan. Half a
dozen
hands sl ammed the door shut to hide the flopped formof The Shadow. Like a
t hi ng
rel eased, the big car roared away through the narrow streets, unstopped by the
convergi ng police.

For the officers in the squad cars identified that |ong-built vehicle as
the conmi ssioner's own official car! They did not know, as did the Dragon
d an,
that two such nachi nes were roam ng Manhattan this night. No wonder scattering
assailants were gleeful. This murderous tribe had di spatched The Shadow, half
stunned and hel pl ess, straight to their master, the Bl ack Dragon

It seened an inglorious finish to the saga of The Shadow, this choosing
of
a way out that enenmies took as a play into their own hands. But the seque
produced a different story.

The real clinmx was when Comm ssioner Ral ph Weston arrived at his
unofficial headquarters, the exclusive Cobalt Club. Alighting froma cab
Vst on
saw his official car parked by the curb. Purple-faced, the comm ssioner
approached the chauffeur

"So!" stornmed Weston. "This is where you canme! | don't blane you for
| eavi ng Chi nat own when the gunfire started, but why didn't you wait when |
shouted after you?"

The chauffeur blinked, bew |l dered. At that noment the rear door opened
and
Lamont Cranston, pale but conmposed, stepped to the curb.

"My fault, conmi ssioner,"” said Cranston. "I was | ooking for you in
Chi nat own when the trouble started, so | commandeered your official car and
had
the chauffeur bring me here."

Mol l'ified, Weston went into the club with Cranston, whose wan |ips showed
the traces of a snile. Well did The Shadow know why a certain car hadn't
st opped
at the conmi ssioner's shout. The comm ssi oner had seen the wong vehicle, the



imtation of his own official car.

As for the Dragon O an, they'd made the opposite nistake. They'd packed
of f
The Shadow as a gift to the Black Dragon, not in the replica official car, but
in the original that belonged to Conm ssioner \Wston.

Even in sagging state, The Shadow had seen the difference and made the
nost
of it. Like his rival, the Black Dragon, The Shadow was skilled at taking a
qui ck way out when occasi on demanded. Now t hey were due to meet again on equal
t er ms:

The Shadow versus the Bl ack Dragon!

CHAPTER X
DEATH S REAL TOKEN

SAVAGELY, Steve Trask flung the newspaper upon Tam s desk and gl ared at
t he
pl aci d Chi nese doctor. Tam s quiet eyes invited conent, so Steve gave it.
"Still they're hounding me!" Steve yelled. "Can't they get it through
their
heads that | didn't rmurder MI|john or Pendl eton - that one was ny best friend,
the other a man | never saw?"
"Time will bring your vindication," replied Tam "The Bl ack Dragon has
conposed a noose of his own coils. The Shadow is waiting for it to tighten."
Steve's gl ower | essened; his eyes showed interest.
"You have forgotten that Li Huang is to deliver a death token," rem nded
Tam "When that happens, The Shadow will know the identity of the Bl ack
Dragon' s
next victim and will nove to prevent crine."
"I haven't forgotten Li Huang," retorted Steve, with a new surge of
i npatience. "He's only an internmediary anyway. He won't take a hand in
nmur der . "

"OQthers will," assured Tam conpl acently. "At least, they will attenpt it.
Whoever their victim The Shadow will protect himand deliver themto the |aw
Fromthe lips of such culprits, the police will gain clues to the Bl ack Dragon
hi msel f."

"And if they won't tal k?"

"The Shadow wi ||l personally provide the needed clue. Such is the way of
Yi ng Ko, The Shadow. "

Tam s solid confidence took effect on Steve. After all, Tam had as rnuch

at
stake as Steve hinself, and Tam had been fighting the Bl ack Dragon a | ong
whi | e.
Though passive, rather than active |like The Shadow, Tam had been equally
successful .

Every tinme that the Black Dragon had tried to gain a foothold in
Chi nat own,
Tam had stopped him Tam s systemwas to warn inportant Chi nese whenever the
Dragon sought to dupe them As a loyal, solid race, none could match the
Chi nese. The Bl ack Dragon hadn't been able to influence a single inportant
citizen of Chinatown.

That was why the Bl ack Dragon had planted Li Huang to pose as a retired
Chi nese merchant. But Li Huang hadn't fool ed Tam nor anyone el se. They knew he
was an inport from Manchukuo, |ong a sphere of Japanese influence.

Dr. Tam had let Li Huang stay in Chinatown, so that he could be watched
as
an index to the comi ng noves of the Black Dragon; and so far Li Huang had been
decei ved by that policy. By fooling Li Huang, Dr. Tam had |ikew se kept the



Bl ack Dragon unaware of the true situation

Steve was rising and turning toward the door, when another thought struck
him Turni ng, he questioned:

"How i s Cranston making out with the conm ssioner?"

"Very well, | understand,” replied Tam "He just phoned nme from
Fennore's.
They expect Sauber there to discuss the Black Dragon question. Cranston may
| earn nmuch of value to our other friend, The Shadow. "

That sounded good to Steve as he returned to his roomin a corner of
Tam s
commodi ous house. Steve would have liked to attend that conference. He wanted
to
press the claimthat Sauber had called the Dragon Clan to the attack, wth
St eve
as the intended victim instead of matters being the other way about. Steve
felt
that Fennore woul d believe him

Wth that thought, Steve started to fill his pipe, only to find that he'd
used up all of Fennore's tobacco. So Steve opened the tin of his own, which he
still carried in his other pocket.

THE conference at Fennore's was produci ng sone results. Behind his big
desk, Fennore was receiving papers that his secretaries handed hi mand was
passing themalternately to Comm ssioner Weston and | nspector Cardona, for
conparison with their own reports.

Besi de the desk, Sauber was watching, chin in hand, his quick eyes
darting
gl ances from beneath their bushy brows. At times, Sauber beckoned to a dapper
man seated near him In an undertone, Sauber asked for the papers which the
dapper man supplied froma brief case.

"l have inquired anong friends who know the Orient,"” decl ared Fennore.
"These letters constitute their confidential replies. They all agree that the
Bl ack Dragon is the title given the | eader of a clan that bears the sane nane.
It is an organi zation of many heads; each chapter of the insidious clan has
its
own Bl ack Dragon."

"That tallies with our reports,” put in Cardona. "There's a Black Dragon
right here in New York, running the local outfit. \Wat puzzles me is why the
outfit is only picking on people who have come back fromthe Oient?"

"These letters explain that point, inspector," declared Weston, referring
to some of Fennore's correspondence. "When a marked nan | eaves the
jurisdiction
of one Bl ack Dragon, he becones the property, so to speak, of the next."

"Now we're getting somewhere!" enthused Cardona. "Fellows like MIjohn

and
Pendl et on | anded back here with a |l ot of dough fromthe Orient. MIjohn
adm tted
it, but Pendl eton pretended to be broke. It nmade no difference; the Bl ack
Dr agon
was ahead of them The boss of the New York bunch told themto deliver - or
el sel™
"It was 'or else' with MIjohn and Pendl eton," agreed Weston. "But there
must be a |l ot of cases where frightened nen delivered, perhaps to the extent
of
mllions. How about it, Sauber?"
Jerkily, Sauber thrust his own batch of letters into Weston's hands. They
were old letters from Sauber's former correspondents in the Far East.
"Read those," suggested Sauber. "You'll find conplaints about a | ot of
t hi ngs, but no nention of a Black Dragon."



"But surely, Sauber, you nust have heard -
"I"ve never been in the Oient, | tell you!" Sauber's tone becanme an
excited pitch. "Wy should | know anyt hi ng about the Black Dragon, if there is

such a thing - or person?"

Sauber's hal f-scream awoke Cranston, who was deep in one of Fennore's
confortable chairs. Opening his eyes lazily, Cranston saw Weston inpatiently
thrust the letters back at Sauber, who took the gesture as an insult and flung
the papers in a fluttering stream across the floor. Cardona cane to his feet
and
t hrust hinself between the two nen, whereupon Sauber's frenzy ceased.

Turning to his dapper secretary, Sauber gestured at the scattered papers.

"CGat her those, Pelly," Sauber ordered. "Bring themhonme with you. | am
| eavi ng now." Swi nging to Weston, Sauber added: "After tonight, | won't need
any
of your protection, commi ssioner. Wiy should | be afraid of things that don't
exi st - like Black Dragons?"

The conference ended with Sauber's sudden wal kout. Leaving with Weston
and
Cardona, Cranston declined the commissioner's offer to ride in the official
car,
saying he preferred a stroll in the fresh air, to awaken fromhis recent doze.
Cranston's stroll ended in the shadows just around the corner. As the
conmi ssioner's car rolled away, the corner gloomstirred to life.

Keenly, The Shadow had foreseen that Sauber's erratic behavior m ght be
t he
forerunner of something deeper and nore purposeful. At least, it allowed for
certain opportunities that were not apparent on the surface. It had certainly
paved the way for one man to go his way unsuspected; nanely, Sauber's

secretary,
Pelly.

Soon, the dapper man appeared from Fennore's front door. Still poking
gat hered papers in the brief case, Pelly glanced up and down the street.
Seei ng

no one watching, he threw a suspicious | ook back at Fennmore's front w ndows,
then noved al ong at a quick but shifty pace past the spot where The Shadow
wat ched unseen.

Pelly's first stop was at a snall cigar store a few bl ocks away. Stil
having trouble with his brief case, he unpacked sone papers and laid them on
t he
counter. Buying sone cigarettes, he pocketed them put away the papers and
left.
From t he bl ackness that fringed the store wi ndow, The Shadow still watched the
counter.

There, Pelly had | eft a square package, placed under cover of the papers.
The cigar clerk scooped up the package and went through a rear door of the
shop.
Crcling to the next street, The Shadow saw the man fromthe shop step out, to
be promptly accosted by a slouchy panhandl er

VWat the clerk gave the panhandl er wasn't a dine for coffee. It was
Pelly's
package, obviously for delivery to soneone else. Instead of follow ng al ong
t he
trail, The Shadow faded into thick darkness wi th a whi spered | augh

IT was M ng Dwan who answered the tinkly ring at Li Huang's front door
No
| onger was Li Huang keeping that portal guarded. He no | onger had his brawny
servants, and M ng Dwan knew why, though she hadn't been inforned - at |east,
not by Li Huang. Those vani shed servants were nmenbers of the Dragon d an, who



had actually kept Li Huang under a form of surveillance after he had sold out
to
the Bl ack Dragon - for a price.

As an enpl oyer of traitors, the Black Dragon probably knew how
untrustworthy they could prove. However, Li Huang's stint was through, or
woul d
be, after he went through with the delivery of a death token to sone victim as
yet unnaned. The Bl ack Dragon had probably sized Li Huang as willing to do
t hat
final task in return for freedom Hence the renoval of the servants in advance
was a form of encouragenent.

But Li Huang was restless. Mng Dman could hear his quick footsteps
approachi ng as she opened the front door. Qutside was a |laundry man with a
sizabl e bundle. M ng Dwan knew himfor an honest Chinese. But she knew himto
be
carel ess, too, for she'd visited his little one-man shop. Soneone could easily
have stowed something in this bundle along with Li Huang's | aundry.

The proof was the way in which Li Huang snatched the bundl e the nonent
t hat
M ng Dwan cl osed the door. The girl was alnost tenpted to press the switch
controlling the floor, when Li Huang turned to hurry back to his den. A tunble

into the pit, and Li Huang would still be dazed while M ng Dwan joi ned hi m and
searched the | aundry package.
Still, Li Huang woul d guess things afterward, and that would injure The

Shadow s plans. So, instead of using the floor trap, Mng Dman | et Li Huang go
his way, while she made a detour past the side door and drew the bolt. Then
stealthily the girl went to Li Huang's own door and |i stened.

Prol onged sil ence caused Mnt Dwan to worry. She'd al ways been suspi ci ous
of Li Huang's paneled room where he liked to drowse over a pipe containing a
dash of opium wuntil a small alarm gong awakened him Li Huang's frequent naps
m ght be faked. If he had a secret route fromthe room he could use it and
return before the time at which he had set the gong. Tonight would certainly
be
an occasion for secrecy on Li Huang's part.

Slowmy, carefully, Mng Dwan turned the handl e of the door, ready to give
a
sudden knock and act surprised when the door went inward, as it sometines did.
Pausi ng as she gained a view of the room Mng Dwan was relieved to see L
Huang, in his chair, |leaning forward, head on arm as he always napped. Beside
hi mwas the al arm gong; near it the inevitable pipe.

More inmportant, the laundry package lay open on a chair, its contents
runpl ed. Li Huang had found what he wanted. It was on the desk in front of him
alittle jewel box, its deep lid hinged wide, revealing a curved, jet dragon
with tiny eyes of jade!

Step by step, Mng Dwan nmoved inward, breathing the air cautiously to
detect the degree of opiumthat Li Huang had used, and therefore gauge the
depth
of his sleep. Reaching the desk, she saw a slip of paper projecting from
beneat h
the carved dragon. M ng Dwan's confidence becane conplete.

Li Huang nmust have read the instructions on the fol ded paper, telling him
to whom the dragon was to be delivered, and stating the hour at which he was
to
go. So Li Huang, to soothe his nerves, had set the little gong and taken sone
| ong drags at his pipe.

Still, this drowse m ght be feigned. The thought worried M ng Dwan unti
her gaze noved fromLi Huang's fingers to his wist. There she saw the
telltale
marks of a needle's jab. Evidently, Li Huang had been finding the pipe too



sl ow
of late, and had resorted to a quicker way of absorbing dope. So his sleep was
deep enough.

M ng Dwan crept a slender, creamyellow hand toward the jet-hued dragon
She intended to renove the token fromthe jewel case and read the fol ded note
that lay beneath it. Li Huang could then fare forth upon his evil m ssion
only
to have The Shadow reach the goal ahead of him Just as those delicate fingers
of M ng Dwan had saved the life of Steve Trask, so could they provide rescue
for
anot her threatened man.

A life was hanging in the bal ance! Such was M ng Dwan's thought, w thout
the realization that the life was her own.

The truth canme with a hiss, delivered by the death token that the girl
t hought was a carved dragon.

Wth a withe, the creature cane to life. No dragon, this, but a poison
lizard that had already left its mark of death upon Li Huang! Again disturbed,
t he venonous reptilian darted its green-eyed head at the wist of Mng Dwan!

St abbi ng ahead, faster than any human hand coul d nmove, was a | ong, forked
fang, thrusting its fatal stroke upon the girl who served The Shadow

CHAPTER Xl
THE DRAGON S MESSENGER

THE angui shed shriek that started fromMng Dwnan's |ips was interrupted
on
the instant. So suddenly did death jab hone that it was done and over before
t he
echoes of the broken cry had faded. The stroke itself was nerciless, but the
swift result was merciful

Crunmpling forward, Mng Dwan's frail form sagged across the desktop. Her
hand gave a lifeless slither away fromthe spot where death had struck. There,
where a carved, jet dragon had reared itself into a living instrunment of
nur der,
lay a plasm c mass of blackness dyed with crinson. Fromthe gel, the redness
began to ooze into a slanted furrow that had pl owed the teak of Li Huang's
desk.

Strange how the echoes of Mng Dwan's cry foll owed the roar that
suppr essed
the screamitsel f!

Perhaps it was because the shriek was piercing, voiced in a nonment of
nortal agony; whereas the roar, though |ouder, had cone with the burst of a
t hundercl ap, an appropri ate acconpani nment for the flash of flane that produced
it.

Yes, death had been swift and nerciful, to a creature that deserved death
yet could not appreciate nercy - the poison |izard!

His gun still smoking in his fist, The Shadow sprang in fromthe doorway
and caught M ng Dwan as her sliding armcarried her body across the far corner
of the desk. Brushing the tunbled [aundry fromthe handy chair, he rested the
girl there and tilted her chin upward. M ng Dwan's breath cane back with a
gasp,
as her eyes opened wi de.

The opiumtainted air, the lizard' s hissing death jab, the sudden
expl osi on
of The Shadow s gun - any of those could have been enough to throw a person
into
a faint. Not such a person as Mng Dwan. It had taken all three - and nore -
to



overwhel mthis stout-hearted girl.

The nore was represented by the bullet from The Shadow s gun. The
lizard's
darting fang, too fast for a hand to escape, could not outmatch the
i nst ant aneous action of a single finger pulling a hair-trigger. The Shadow had
proven this with a tinely shot that blasted the living trip-hamrer nidway in
its
errand of doom

It was The Shadow s bullet that gave the death jab, reducing the |izard
to
the gelatin now on the desk. M ng Dwan had felt the quiver of the woodwork as
the continuing slug grooved its downward path beneath her frozen hand, form ng
t he channel through which the lizard' s |ife blood now trickl ed.

Her eyes neeting The Shadow s, M ng Dwan stared, unbelieving. Follow ng
hi s
gesture toward the desk, the girl looked in that direction. Her |ips forned
for
another startled cry that her throat failed to voice. Know ng that the
lizard's
pul p wasn't enough to so startle M ng Dwan, The Shadow t urned.

The thing to which M ng Dwan pointed was Li Huang. Hi s body was showi ng
grotesque signs of life, as its armslithered sideways, under the pressure of
a
tilting head that turned a bloated, sightless face toward the persons by the
desk.

Havi ng witnessed M ng Dwan's slide across the polished surface, The
Shadow
defined Li Huang's notion properly. The bullet's inpact against the desk had
jogged the dead man from his bal ance point. His arm brushing pi pe and gong
ahead of it, was definitely lifeless, as Li Huang' s hi deous face procl ai nmed.

W TH The Shadow s hands braci ng her shoul ders, M ng Dwan steadi ed as she
saw t he corpse of Li Huang conplete its slide and di sappear with its frozen
| eer
in a toppling slunp beyond the desk. Her eyes again neeting The Shadow s, M ng
Dwan found her voice and began to detail all that had occurred, prior to The
Shadow s timnely appearance.

VWhat interested The Shadow nost was the paper that M ng Dwan nentioned.
It
was intact, for The Shadow s shot had literally plucked the lizard fromthe
jewel case. Yet there was something strangely grimin The Shadow s nirth as he
reached for the folded note. He knew the paper couldn't contain the Bl ack
Dragon's instructions to Li Huang.

As good as dead when he received the package with the |iving death token
Li Huang, a traitor no longer useful, would need no further orders. Already,
The
Shadow coul d sense evil onmen in that folded slip of paper

Openi ng the sheet, The Shadow read its contents and passed the paper to
M ng Dwan. The girl's expression changed from horror to anger, as she read:

To The Shadow
Greetings, Ying Ko, when you find this nessage. Alive, Li Huang
could have told you nuch. Dead, he is as useless to you as he al ready
was to nme. If you suspected that Li Huang was to deliver a death token
to ny next victim you were wong. | have already provi ded anot her
nessenger.
THE BLACK DRAGON

The Shadow was clicking a tel ephone on Li Huang's desk. The action proved



usel ess, for the line was disconnected - nore forethought to the Bl ack
Dragon' s

credit. Cutching Mng Danan's arm The Shadow spoke in a tone ruch |ike
Cranston's, except that it was quicker:

"Come, Myra. There's not a nmonent to |ose!"

"You mean the nmessenger?" queried the girl as they were hurrying toward
t he
si de door. "You know who he is?"

"Too well," returned The Shadow grimy. "The Bl ack Dragon slipped in
witing that nessage. The word 'provided is our clue. It seens inpossible,
yet
stranger things have happened -

NOTHI NG coul d have seenmed stranger to Steve Trask as he sat in the quiet
security of his roomat Dr. Tams. During his sojourn here, Steve had | earned
that Tam s house was an absol ute stronghold into which neither friend nor foe
could find a way wi thout Tam s due perm ssion.

Yet The Shadow had come and gone invisibly within the last five mnutes!

The proof lay in Steve's hand, a brief note witten on a small slip of
torn
paper that sonehow fluttered to the table beside his tobacco pouch. It was
addressed to Steve, and it stated:

Qur mission is imrediate. My car is waiting near Gotham Court.
Take it and deliver the jet dragon. Let no one know.
The Shadow.

Gimy, Steve wadded the paper, its tiny witing on the inside. Thrusting
the wad in his pocket, he felt the carved dragon that he still carried. A
deat h
token to which he was i mmune, being under the protection of The Shadow. That,
Steve knew, was the reason why The Shadow wanted himto carry it.

A challenge to the Black Dragon, and now to carry it further, The Shadow
wanted Steve to deliver the token somewhere. To whom and why, Steve neither
knew
nor cared. It was The Shadow s order; that was enough. It could only be The
Shadow s order, otherwise it could not have arrived here. That was where The
Shadow hel d the advant age over the Bl ack Dragon. The Shadow knew where Steve
was: the Black Dragon didn't. So this was The Shadow s order and Steve woul d
followit.

Pi cking up his tobacco pouch, Steve found he'd already filled it. The
enpty
can was lying on the table, fragments of its paper lining beside it, where
St eve
had crunpled them Funny. Steve didn't renmenber filling his pouch, though he
nmust have, because he'd been smpoking his pipe steadily.

Maybe The Shadow had thrown some hypnotism Steve's way in order to pay
t he
unseen visit. That was it, for Steve was sensing The Shadow s presence as he
had
that night in the opiumden. He was noving steadily, alnost rapidly, out
t hr ough
the door and toward a stairway. Below, Tamls nmen woul d be on guard, but they
were watching for intruders and therefore not concerned with Steve.

Free run of the place - that was what Tam had given Steve in return for a
prom se not to |l eave. So there would be no questions from Tami s nen and no
regrets on Steve's part. He wasn't breaking his word to Tamwhile follow ng
orders from The Shadow

The night air ended Steve's exit. He was outside, sonewhere in Chinatown,



t hough how he'd managed it so swiftly he couldn't understand. Ri ght now
Steve's

worry was his legs: they were getting draggy. Seeing a cab, Steve stunbled
into

it. The driver's face showed through a cloud |ike something froma nightnare
Its features, though, were plain. This wasn't Shrevvy, so naturally this
wasn' t

The Shadow s cab. Steve | aughed.

How could it be?

The Shadow s cab was waiting outside Gotham Court, which neant that The
Shadow was probably checking on Carlton Sauber. That suited Steve perfectly,
S0
he nuttered:

" Cot ham Court . "

The cab began to revolve. Next it started forward, so its | oconotion took
a
corkscrew effect that made Steve very dizzy. At last the spiral ended and the
cab became an arrow that shot right to its mark, stopping |ike something
hitting
smack agai nst a target.

Steve handed the driver sonething that |ooked like an eleven-dollar bill,
judging fromthe two ones that he saw side by side. No good, eleven-dollar
bills, but they couldn't be counterfeit because there weren't any genuines to
begin with. Maybe the one and one made two, but that didn't matter, either
Two-dol lar bills were bad |uck. The cab driver could have it.

The tail-lights chuckled and the cab was gone. It could go; Steve didn't
want it. He wanted The Shadow s cab and here it was, flapping its door and
saying: "Get in!" The Shadow s cab, all rigged up nice and new. They'd put a
leaf init, making it longer, like a dining-roomtable, and painted it so it
woul d | ook |ike Conmi ssioner Weston's official car

Smart fellow, The Shadow, fixing the cab like this for Steve. No cops
woul d
t hi nk of bothering the conm ssioner's car. Mre power to The Shadow.

STEVE' S wi sh was The Shadow s own. At that nonent, The Shadow was w shing
for nore power as he stood with Dr. Tam viewing Steve's enpty room M ng
Dwan
peering over their shoul ders, arched her eyebrows as she sniffed the
at nosphere.

The opium scent was heavier here than at Li Huang's.

"My nen did not know," apol ogi zed Tam "They thought that Trask was
| ooki ng
somewhere for ne. He seemed in no hurry, yet suddenly, he was gone!"

The Shadow did sonething very suddenly. Striding to Tam s office, he
ski mmed his hat across the desk, let his cloak drop fromhis shoul ders. About
to
play the part of Cranston, he wanted to | ook |ike Cranston, even though he was
only making a tel ephone call. After all, he would have an audi ence: Dr. Tam
and
M ng Dwan. He could judge fromtheir reactions whether or not his act was
convi nci ng.

It was convincing. Tamand the girl stared open-eyed as they viewed
Cranston in a state of fervor, something that he so rarely displayed. H s cal
had gone through to police headquarters and he was talking directly to
| nspect or
Joe Cardona.

"Yes, this is Cranston..." The Shadow was putting strain into his tone.
"The conmi ssioner just left the Cobalt Cub. That's why I'mcalling you,

i nspector... A nessage fromthe conm ssioner? No! One fromthe Black Dragon



"Yes, the Black Dragon called nme... His voice? | couldn't describe it!

But
what he said was even worse. He intends to nurder the conmi ssioner..
Absol utel y! He says that Conm ssioner Weston will never |eave his car alive,
not
even if the whole force tries to save him

"Excel l ent, inspector! The short wave will help... They may have taken
over
the conm ssioner's car, as you say... Yes, in that case, it will try to get
away... But wherever it is, it will be reported. Good!"

Real sweat was streaking Cranston's forehead as he finished his intensive
hoax. Mopping it with a black handkerchief that he took fromhis cloak, this
man
who was The Shadow | eaned back and smiled at Dr. Tam and M ng Dwan.

"If Steve is where | think he is," declared Cranston, "the police wll
find
himfor us."

"Unl ess they find the comm ssioner's car first," observed Tamwth a
worried expression. "In that case, the search will be ended."

Cranston picked up the slouch hat and turned toward the door

"They won't find the conm ssioner's car first," he assured quite calmy.
"In fact, they won't find it at all."

Tam stared, puzzled, as did M ng Dnan. They saw Cranston raise his cloak

collar and place the slouch hat on its head, its brimstill upward, so that
t hey
could see his face. Sensing an i medi ate departure, Tam queri ed:

"Why not ?"

"Because Conmi ssioner Weston is at the Cobalt C ub," declared Cranston.
"His official car is parked right out front, the one place in all New York
wher e
the police will never look for it."

Cranston pulled down the hat brim As darkness obscured his features, his
hi dden |ips delivered the famed | augh of The Shadow. Wth it, he was gone.

CHAPTER Xl
THE MAN WHO MOCKED DEATH

PCOLI CE sirens were on the shriek when Steve Trask alighted fromthe car
that he had nmet at Gotham Court. By this tinme, Steve had straightened a few
facts to his own satisfaction. For one thing, he'd decided that this wasn't
The
Shadow s cab converted into something el se.

It probably was the conm ssioner's own car, though Steve wasn't sure
about
t he chauffeur. However, everything fitted plausibly. Probably Cranston had
managed to borrow the car for the evening. Being Tanmls friend, Cranston m ght
know The Shadow, too. It all fitted.

As for the sirens, they didn't matter. Nobody woul d bother the
conmi ssioner's car. Steve watched it pull away, then turned to | ook at the
pl ace
where the car had dropped him As he did, a sense of unreality seized him

The pl ace | ooked |ike an oversized mausol eum a granite structure two
stories high that didn't belong in New York at all. It occupied the corner of
a
short, dead-end street where Steve saw a bl ocking wall of stone that ran
acr oss
to an old brick building that | ooked deserted.

For that matter, the gray pile | ooked enpty, too, and when Steve | ooked



at

the inscription carved above its door he could al nost read the word
"Mausol eum "

whi ch was already in his mnd. Then, while his bew | derment was actually
i ncreasing, his eyes nade out the inscription nore plainly.

Steve's imaginati on had added a few letters that weren't there. Instead
of
"Mausol eum " the inscription said: "Miseum"

There was anot her word above, a name which Steve finally identified as
"Norland." He had never heard of the Norland Miseum

Seeing a big bell beside the barred front door, Steve rang it. The door
opened pronptly and Steve was ushered into a foyer fromwhich he could see the
interior of an exhibit room which was lined with stuffed heads of queer
animal s, along with el ephant tusks, turtle shells, snake skins and ot her
si zabl e
kni ckknacks.

Foot st eps sounded froma corridor. Steve turned and saw anot her attendant
joining the one who had admtted him Odd characters, these, nen who were
furtive, yet ugly. Maybe it was the poor light that gave their faces a clay
col or above the frayed collars of their drab uniforns.

Hone to Steve cane the sudden, startling thought that these attendants
wer e
too like sone of the Oriental dregs who served the Bl ack Dragon. Pol ynesi ans
of
a mxed caste was the best way to define them- or the worst. Yet the nmen were
polite as they bowed Steve into the large trophy room which seened the
principal portion of the Norland Miseum

As Steve's footsteps echoed hollow on the tiled floor, he heard others
com ng toward him Stopping abruptly, Steve faced a man who stepped from a
doorway at the rear. The man was an American whose face was | ong and oval in
shape. Steve was taking in details of thin eyebrows, thin hair above an
el ongated forehead, when the man's eyes fixed upon him

Droopy eyes, with lids like shields, above straight nose and lips. Wth
t he
nmerest flicker, the man raised his eyelids just far enough to survey Steve
t horoughly. Then the man spoke in a drawly tone.

"I am Craig Norland. | suppose you cane to | ook at the collection of
weapons? Most people do."

Norl and gestured Steve into the rear room which was snmaller but
wel | -stocked. It contained nmany odd weapons, but Steve was unable to identify
any except boomrerangs and bl owguns, so Norland politely classified others for
him The droopy man pointed out a weapon whi ch was hanging on a small door at
the rear of the room Norland stated:

"A Filipino barong."

The barong was a two-foot sword that w dened between hilt and point, but
the really curious feature was its scabbard. The bl ade was sheat hed between
two
fitted slabs of wood, held crudely together by thongs. Through the primtive
| aci ngs, Steve could see a very sharp edge. So tight were the thongs that
St eve
began to wonder how anyone coul d unsheathe a barong, if in a hurry.

"My grandfather went in for big gane," remarked Norland. "So | made
weapons
nmy hobby. | thought the conbination would be appropriate, particularly as we
both travel ed extensively in the Oient."

Steve was about to ask what part of the Oient interested Norland nost,
when he stopped hinmsel f. @ ancing warily back across his shoul der, Steve heard
Nor | and chuckl e. A noment later, the back door of the nuseum was openi ng
outward
and Norland's hand was clanped firmy on Steve's shoul der, guiding the visitor



t hr ough.
They were stepping into a high-walled garden in back of the nuseum but
for
the nonent Steve wasn't interested in such nearby surroundi ngs. He was | ooki ng
of f above the wall toward the top of a great, sweeping superstructure that
curved fromone huge pillar off to another that seenmed distant in the night.
The structure was one of the great suspension bridges that crossed the
East
River. This garden in back of the Norland Miseum was | ocated on the river bank
itself. Oddly, the wall seened specially designed to prevent anyone from
| ooki ng
into the garden.
For exanple, Steve could see the superstructure of the bridge, but not
t he
roadway. Beyond the rear wall, he spied the passing snokestack of a steaner,
but
couldn't quite see the topnost deck
The nmuseumitself cut off any view fromthe Manhattan side, and putting
those facts together, Steve lowered his gaze to the garden to learn why it was
too unique to be subnmitted to public gaze. In one glance, Steve understood.
Thi s was a Japanese garden

LI TERALLY, this product of N ppon m ght have been uprooted fromthe yard

of
H rohito's own pal ace and transplanted to New York. It was a chunk of Japan in
m niature, with an undersized pagoda no higher than the wall, a squatty Shinto

shrine, hunped bridges crossing a canal that ran between two pools that teened
wi th gol den carp.
There were beds of exotic flowers, a crude water wheel that turned under

the constant pressure of a small, flowing stream As Norland gestured Steve
around the prem ses, nore features cane into view, one, for instance, being a
pool so thick with lily pads and flowers that it |ooked |ike a solid, earthen
bed.

They reached the squatty Shinto structure which stood shoul der-high
Nor | and opened its door and di scl osed a peculiar curved sword in a scabbard of
t he same shape.

"A Japanese sanurai sword," explained Norland. "It rmust never be drawn
from
its scabbard except for shedding blood. | ama stickler for such traditions,
Trask. "

Steve stared. He couldn't understand how Norl and had guessed his nane.
Whereat Norl and | aughed quite heartily.

"I have no love for the Japanese," sneered Norland. "None except so far
as
their arts and crafts are concerned. | shipped these nenmentos back here, piece
by piece. Wiy should |I sacrifice them because Japan has become unpopul ar?"

Wth a smle at his own mld way of putting it. Norland gestured toward

t he
wal | around the garden.

"Instead, | have seen that these souvenirs should remain hidden," resuned
Norl and. "I consider nyself a man without a country, hence free to collect the

trophies of every land. You have an oddity which | should like to add to those
I
al ready own."

REMOVI NG his strong hand from Steve's shoul der, Norland extended his palm
upward and ordered:
"Gve me the jet dragon."” Mechanically, Steve placed the death token in



Norland's palm where it | ooked quite puny. Norland grated a | augh

"l suppose the Bl ack Dragon thought he could scare nme by having a
not or i ous
nmurderer bring this token. Is that it, Trask?"

Thi ngs flashed hone to Steve. Norland was using guesswork. First, he'd
guessed who Steve was; that part was correct. But now he was guessing wide, in
classing Steve as a server of the Black Dragon

"You have it wong, Norland," argued Steve. "That little knickknack is
one
t he Bl ack Dragon handed nme through a Jap stooge naned Sujan. The curse was
supposed to get me, but it didn't."

"Crawling out of it!" scoffed Norland. "Well, | should have expected it.
The Bl ack Dragon knows enough about ne."

W TH a swoop, Norland produced a sizable tin box froma shelf above the
sanurai sword

"Here's what the Black Dragon wants!" he storned. "The noney | brought
back
from Shanghai. His crowd tried to get it fromne there, and there were two
| ess
when | finished. You think you're a killer, Trask." Norland' s sneer was back
"The Bl ack Dragon nust think it, too, or he wouldn't have sent you. He knows
I'm
a killer, because |I've never tried to hide the history of ny souvenirs. |'ve
used every weapon to dispose of a victim and in nost cases it was outright
nmur der ! "

Nor | and gestured toward the open door of the nuseum where the barong was
hanging in sight, as a sanple of other deadly weapons. Replacing the tin box
on
its shelf, Norland folded his rangy arms, as though inviting Steve to attenpt
the first thrust. The |long, strained silence was broken by the how of police
sirens, wailing weirdly through the nei ghborhood.

"Killer meets killer,"” snorted Norland. "The difference between us is
only
this, Trask. | do my nmurders outside the real mof jurisprudence. You can't
cal
it crime, where there isn't any law. That's how | acquired the wealth that the
Bl ack Dragon wants."

Norl and's tone rang too true to be doubted. He was a man who nocked
deat h,
particularly that of his own naking, a calloused murderer, self-admitted,
cont empt uous of those belonging to his ilk, in which he included Steve.

"I could kill you with pleasure, Trask," continued Norland in a grating
tone. "I have a weapon that is itching for someone's bl ood!"
Thi nki ng of the barong, Steve swung hastily about. Across one of the

hurnped
bri dges he saw the open door, with its hangi ng, slab-sheathed sword. Steve was
nearer to that vantage point than Norland, but it didn't help.
In the doorway stood the two clay-faced attendants, both w th drawn
revol vers; behind them another pair, evidently here at Norland' s order
"There is no escape,” sneered Norland, his voice comng from Steve's
shoul der. "You were recogni zed the nmonment you arrived. One of ny nen phoned
t he
police comm ssioner at his club to tell himthat you were here, bringing a
deat h
t oken. "
Steve could still hear sirens wailing outside the garden walls. He
wonder ed
how t he police had arrived so soon. But the sooner they appeared, the sooner



Steve's death would be. For it was quite obvious that Norland intended to kil
Steve. He was a man with bl ood-lust, Norland, and he woul d receive no penalty
for disposing of a victimalready wanted for nurder

Wonderi ng why the servants didn't shoot, Steve turned suddenly and saw
Norl and. @unfire wasn't necessary in Steve's case. Fromthe Shinto shrine,
Nor | and was taking the samurai sword, which once drawn fromits scabbard,
woul d
have to be dyed wi th bl ood!

In order to use both hands, Norland was pocketing the tiny jet dragon. As
he did, Norland announced:

"There is only one reason why the Black Dragon sent you here, Trask. He
knew t hat when you delivered this, | would dispose of you for him The
nmessenger
who brings such a token is never the killer. Mirder is always left to others."

Murder left to others!

Even as Norland was drawi ng the sanurai sword, a wave of hope swept
St eve.

Eager to take Steve's life, Norland had forgotten that he, hinself, was marked
for death by the fact that he had received a jet dragon

Springi ng suddenly away from Norl and's bl ade, Steve sped a glance to the
museum door and saw that the guns of the forenpst attendants had not budged.
They weren't trained on Steve, those weapons; they were pointed straight at
Nor | and! The attendants were traitors brought out by the Black Dragon

They were giving Norland his chance to kill Steve. After that, they would
bl ast Norland by order of the Black Dragon. As Steve dashed for a hunped
bri dge,
with Norland cl ose behind him the two servants charged fromtheir doorway.

SOMETHI NG whirred the air behind Steve's neck. It was the sanurai sword,
m ssing by a nere three inches. Steve tried to take a shortcut across a
fl ower bed.

By m stake, Steve picked one of the shallow lily ponds. Tripping
knee- deep
anong the pads, he was hardly out the other side before Norland was full upon
him poising the sanurai blade for a terrific, murderous downsw ng.

From anot her angle, the two attendants were arriving with their guns, to
cut Steve off fromthe nuseum Under the shelter of the eight-foot pagoda,
St eve
was trapped in the nost distant corner of the garden. Hs lurch ending in a
sprawl against the stone wall itself, he could no nmore than turn and fling his
arms upward in an effort too futile to ward off the coming swing of Norland's
swor d.

At that noment, when the death stroke seenmed as good as hone, Steve heard
the only token that could bring a respite.

The | augh of The Shadow

CHAPTER XI I |
TRIUVMPH S FAI LURE

THE SHADOW S | augh ended in a shivering crash. Not the sort of crash that
its echoes would normally produce, but a splintering sound that cane with an
i ncreasi ng smash. Looki ng up, Steve saw bl ackness envel opi ng everyt hi ng,
blotting out Norland and his waving sword, eradicating the two gunners who
wer e
al so lunging into the scene.

A bl ock of bl ackness, nuch | arger than The Shadow - such was the thing
t hat



ri pped a path anong the nurderers. The squatty pagoda, pride of Norland' s
Japanese garden, was hurling downward |ike a mammoth bl udgeon upon the i nhuman
killers just beneath it!

Fromthe | ow roof of the toppled tower, Steve saw a cl oaked figure spring
to the ground beyond. Landing on his feet, The Shadow was full about with a
drawn automatic, ready to add new feats of rescue.

Only The Shadow coul d have staged this sudden surprise. Wth all the
police
in town hot on the trail of the conm ssioner's car, it hadn't taken them | ong
to
spot the vehicle that passed for it. They'd reported the chase by short wave,
fromthe very start, and The Shadow, listening in, had pronptly headed for the
nei ghbor hood where it began

The nost conspi cuous buil di ng thereabouts was the Norland Museum Know ng
somet hing of its history. The Shadow had picked it as the place where Steve
nust
have gone. Rather than batter at the huge front portals, he'd tried the wall
al ong the water front.

He was just in time, The Shadow, to see the chase reach the pagoda
corner.

He' d needed nore than gunfire to take out three fighters at a clip,
particul arly

when they were coming bel ow his angle of range. Full force, he'd hurled
hi nmsel f

upon the flinmsy, ornanental pagoda and thrown it fromits moorings and in
anong

hi s foenen!

As yet, The Shadow hadn't |earned that the attendants were traitors to
their employer, Norland. \Wat The Shadow had glinpsed | ooked |ike a nass
att ack,
directed at Steve. Though jarred by the cracking pagoda, Norland and the ot her
two weren't out of battle permanently. Myreover, The Shadow coul d see anot her
pair of arnmed men coming fromthe rear door of the nuseum

Hauling Steve to his feet, The Shadow started himon a quick circuit of
t he
garden toward the nmuseum door

Hal f obscured by The Shadow s cl oaked figure, Steve wasn't seen as he
stunbl ed al ong. The Shadow didn't use the bridges, the way the second pair of
attendants did. He cut through the flower beds, w thout picking lily ponds by
nm st ake, made a detour past the water wheel, and finally gave Steve a quick
shunt in through the open doorway.

By that tine, snarls could be heard fromthe far corner of the garden,
where the second pair of attendants were hel ping the others fromthe debris of
t he pagoda. Steve was hoping that they would find Norland in the weckage and
treat himas the Black Dragon had ordered.

That thought nmade Steve turn to tell The Shadow what it was all about. A
bad m stake on Steve's part. He was forgetting that those traitors intended to
let Norland kill himfirst!

Dunbly bl ocki ng The Shadow off fromthe doorway, Steve didn't have tine
to
explain things. Al ready The Shadow had drawn a second gun, planning to stave
of f
any attack. Half turned, he shouldered into Steve and lost his stride toward
t he
doorway. Then, before Steve could gulp a single word, Norland was upon then

THE man who revel ed in nurder had evidently dodged the pagoda's crash
sufficiently to be at |large again, with conmparatively short delay. He'd nade a
short cut across the garden while The Shadow was taking the | onger way about.



Still anxious to murder Steve, Norland was intent upon chopping through
any
obstacl es. Anong such, he included The Shadow, at present the only thing that
bl ocked his path. Again the curved sanurai bl ade was sweepi ng under the
i mpul se
of a nurderer's hand, this time for The Shadow s head!

What The Shadow did was nost amazi ng.

Coming up and around in cross-armed style, he threw a hand straight for
t he
whi ppi ng sword. In that hand, The Shadow gri pped a heavy gun that caught the
stroke in mdair. But the force of the terrific blow drove the .45 from The
Shadow s fist, hooking it through the doorway that Steve had unw sely
abandoned.

Mor eover, The Shadow was carried with the sw ng, |anding agai nst the open
door itself. He hadn't tinme to get his other automatic into play; in fact, he
needed a free hand to stop his fall. Again, The Shadow perforned i n uncanny
style, letting the second gun go riding over his shoul der, straight to a man
who
could use it without delay: Steve Trask

A perfect toss, The Shadow s. Victory would be in the bag the noment
St eve
caught the | obbed automatic. Instead, Steve nmuffed it!

Boundi ng from Steve's frozen fingers, the gun |landed in a flower bed.
Madl y
Steve dived after it, to the tune of a whiplash fromthe samurai sword,
anot her
stroke meant for The Shadow. Norland's slash sliced half a sleeve from The
Shadow s cl oak, but m ssed the target underneath, for The Shadow was addi ng a
roll to his fall. Then Steve, groping for a gun he couldn't find, |ooked up to
see nmurder in its final process.

Comi ng up beside the door, The Shadow was grabbing the only weapon he
coul d
find, a Filipino barong. But the short sword was still in its thong-bound
wooden scabbard as The Shadow tugged it fromthe door, whereas Norland' s
sanur ai
bl ade was bare.

Down canme the curved sword with a fury that could not be warded. Only the
bite of a rival sword edge could divert such a slash. Blade for blade, The
Shadow woul d have had a chance, but his weapon was still encased in its
primitive scabbard.

Norl and's face, alight with the joy of nurder, seemed to outvie The
Shadow s defi ant |augh. Steel against wood, with Norland the man who held the
nmetal! Steve thought it was all over with The Shadow as the two strokes
passed.

FIRST to | and was The Shadow s barong, and with the stroke its scabbard
flew apart. What net Norland's shoul der was not a mere sheath conposed of two
wooden sl abs, but a biting blade that hewed its course through the | eather
t hongs, cutting themapart in the process!

Norl and reel ed, his own stroke going wi de. The Shadow coul dn't have
defl ected the samurai sword, so he diverted Norland's arminstead. In its
bl ow,

t he unl eashed barong cl eaved half through Norland's shoulder, literally
unhinging the armbelow it. And Steve, a witness to that short-lived fray, was
realizing that the correct way to unsheathe a barong was to use it!

Uni que anong weapons, a barong did not have to be drawn fromits
scabbard,
as The Shadow had denonstr at ed!

Rolling after his own w de stroke, Norland spraw ed. Bl ood was pouring



from

hi s shoul der down to the sanmurai sword, staining the |ong, curved weapon.
Norl and, at least, was maintaining the tradition; the Japanese weapon was
tasting blood - Norland s own!

It didn't satisfy Norland. Savagely, he tried to cone to his feet,

SWi ngi ng

the curved sword with his other hand. Instead of fending with the barong, The
Shadow nade a | ong dive through the doorway, a thing which made Steve wonder
until he heard the blast of guns.

The nmen in the far corner of the garden were opening fire. They were
ai m ng
at The Shadow, until he made his quick feint away fromtheir first shots.
Then,
seeing Norland reeling to his feet, the charging crew of half-breed Japs gave
hi m a point-bl ank vol | ey.

As Norland spraw ed, Steve found the m ssing gun. He aimed for a skul ker
in
a flower bed, only to hear another shot fromatop a bridge. Steve pulled the
trigger and a roar deafened him It wasn't the blast fromthe gun he had
regai ned, but from another, fired out through the doorway.

The Shadow, too, had reclained an automatic, the one that Norland had
sl ashed through the doorway. He was taking over in his usual style, his first
shot being a crippling delivery that toppled the gunner who had ai med strai ght
at Steve. There was a how, followed by a splash, as the foil ed marksman went
over the rail of the bridge and | anded in the canal

Pl ucki ng the second gun from Steve's hand, The Shadow sent the rescued
man
of f through a flower bed. Again guns barked, and when Steve reached the corner
wal |l he turned to witness the results. The Shadow was contending with three
marksnen in a bizarre setting where they were quite at hone.

Shots seenmed to cone from everywhere - stabs of flame from beneath the
bridges, out of the lily pads, through the revol ving spokes of the ancient
wat er
wheel . Like Norland, these killers were trying to get rid of The Shadow in
or der
to have a chance at Steve

But fromhis safe corner, Steve could hear The Shadow s | augh
accomnpanyi ng
the return shots. In attenpting to outshoot The Shadow, those assassins were
conmmitting another formof hara-kiri. The Shadow s | augh was everywhere, his
gun
stabs anywhere - except those places where the skul kers ai ned.

STEVE saw a patch of blackness flit across the |lighted bl ock that
represented the nuseum doorway, but none of the snipers noticed it, for they
were on the other side. A gun stabbed suddenly from besi de the water wheel, to
test The Shadow s response.

It came pronptly, that response, straight through the spokes of the

wheel

An assassin sprawl ed, and another fired, too |ate. The Shadow had al r eady
spotted himand was one snipe ahead. As a figure rolled into a lily pond,
St eve

heard a gurgly cry:

"Hayai! Hashi!"

Steve was to learn later that those words neant: "Quick - the bridge:"
Apparently one of the sagging Japs was telling the last of the tribe where to
find The Shadow. Up sprang a crouched killer, his gun chattering a stream of
bullets into the hunp of the nearest bridge as he charged for the span itself.

Tuned to a weird | augh, came a single shot fromnear the Shinto structure



in the garden's center. The Shadow s final jab sent the | ast Jap spinning from
the bridge. Only then did Steve realize that The Shadow, hinsel f, had gargl ed
t hose words in Japanese.

VWile the |ast assassin was taking his sprawl across the bridge rail
shots
cane fromw thin the museum Flashlights were glaring fromthe doorway,
directed
by men in blue uniforns. Attracted by the gunfire, the police had crashed
their
way through the front door of the old nuseum

VWil e the anazed cops were staring at the scene before them a hand
gri pped
Steve and started himupward to the wi de base of the overturned pagoda.

Anot her

boost from The Shadow, and Steve was going over the wall itself. Police saw
hi m

and shouted, but by then he was across, with blackness follow ng after him

At |east they' d recognized Steve, for guns were barking, but the bullets
were nerely bashing the wall or whizzing above. Not only was Steve in the
cl ear,
but The Shadow was with him thrusting himinto a small rowboat that was
noor ed
besi de the wal Il .

Using an oar as a paddl e, The Shadow was propelling the boat silently
beneath the great bridge. Past the bridge, they cane ashore beside a dead-end
street just as a police boat came scooting down the river, to play its part in
t he com ng man hunt.

Moe's cab was waiting on the dead-end street. Soon it was snaking a
cour se
past converging police cars that were all bound toward the East River, while
The
Shadow and Steve were riding westward. Fromthe darkness beside him Steve
heard
a whi spered | augh.

It was The Shadow s token of triunph, another victory over insidious
crime,
anplified by the details which Steve related concerning Craig Norland, the
nmur derer who had defied the Bl ack Dragon

In that tone, Steve detected a prophetic note, as though The Shadow had
al ready begun some new nission. For The Shadow had a way of packing one
triunph
upon anot her in rapid succession

This time the rule was working in reverse. Fromtriunph, The Shadow was
traveling to failure

CHAPTER XI V

THE UNSEEN HAND

THE cab came to an abrupt stop. It was sonewhere in Geenwich Village, a
district well distant fromthe Norland Miseum Steve noticed a slight stir

beside him the swish of a cloak as the cab door opened. Then The Shadow s
whi spered tone:

"You will wait here. Certain of my agents will soon join you and
i ntroduce
t hensel ves. Should they be needed, they will be summoned, you anong them"

Wth that, The Shadow was gone. Gipped with the urge for action, Steve
woul d have followed, but for the fact that Me shoved his hand through from
t he



front seat and prevented Steve from opening the door that The Shadow had j ust
cl osed.

"He'l | be back," assured Mbe. "He's just gone up to make sure that
everything is all right with Mra."

"Who is Myra?" inquired Steve.

"M ng Dwan," explained Mbe. "Her real name is Myra Rel don. She shoul d
have
stayed at Doc Tam s. |Instead, she went hone."

"To Li Huang' s?"

"No. To her own apartnent.”

Steve coul d now understand how the girl had flashed warnings that night
at
Li Huang's. It hadn't been East neeting West. Myra had sinply dropped her
Chi nese pose for Steve's benefit.

Steve's thoughts junped fromthe past to the present. The Shadow had told
hi m of events at Li Huang's tonight. In disposing of Li Huang, the Bl ack
Dr agon
had nearly taken Myra's life as well. Spies of the Dragon d an m ght have been
wat ching for the pretended M ng Dwan after she left Tamis. In that case, her
present peril could be greater than before!

Such was the reason why The Shadow was entering the apartnment house where
Myra Reldon lived as her real self!

Already a swirl of blackness was filtering through the dimentry of the
apartment buil ding. Reaching the automatic el evator, The Shadow entered it
i nperceptibly. The car started upward when he pressed the button and
i medi atel y
afterward the cl oaked fighter drew a brace of guns. Shoul d foenmen be |istening
for the elevator's buzz, he would be ready to neet themthe nonent the car
stopped at Myra's fl oor

The Shadow was ready for all eventualities, except the thing that
happened!

As it stopped, the el evator gave a sudden jar. A cable gave a clack above
the car. Then the car sinply lost all holds and dropped!

Down plunmeted the el evator with The Shadow boxed inside it. The twang of
a
br oken cabl e sounded like a giant's harp string, tuned to a note of death!

There was a crash as the car hit the bottom of the shaft. New sounds
cl anged up fromthe basenment |evel, where the car had struck. d ashing
di scor ds,
i ke a hideous chorus of brazen-throated ghoul s!

Then silence fromthe shaft. Low, babbling voices took up the tale from
lurking spots within the apartment house. Creatures who served the Bl ack
Dr agon
were posted here, awaiting the crash that would mark The Shadow s doom As if
in
vengeance for the menbers of their clan who had died at the Norland Miseum
these lurkers had heard the clatter that turned The Shadow s triunph into
failure!

QUI TE oblivious to her present nenace, Myra Reldon was energing froma
bat ht ub where she had soaked for nearly half an hour to di spose of the special
dye that fornmed her M ng Dwan compl exion. Myra was smiling as she slid her
ar ns
into a dressing gown and stepped into a pair of slippers. A wight in the

pocket
of her gown caused her snile to fade.

The wei ght was a gun. It rem nded her that she nmight still be hearing
from

t he Bl ack Dragon, whose efforts to gain a hold in Chinatown had been thwarted



| argely through Myra's own endeavors. Myra tried to shrug away the illusion of
danger as she stepped into the living roomand turned toward the bedroom door

A hiss jogged Myra's menory anew. Coni ng about, she saw a man she
recogni zed. He was one of Li Huang's forner servants, a traitor who had worked
for a traitor!

The man with the Mngolian | ook was toying with a knife. He watched for
Myra's reaction to see if she would betray herself as M ng Dwan. But the
resenbl ance between Myra and her Chinese counterpart was nil. In American
style,

Myra di spl ayed her bewi | dernent, whereupon the man with the knife hesitated.

There was another hiss. Myra turned to see the second of Li Huang's
f or mer
servitors. This fellow was angry at the other's hesitation. Still, Mra
continued to bluff, hoping that these invaders wouldn't find her M ng Dwan
costume whi ch she had stowed deep in the bedroom cl oset.

For Myra was confident that The Shadow woul d soon rescue her fromthis
predi canent. Her cl oaked friend was one who never failed. Hopefully, Mra
| ooked
toward the door fromthe outside hall, expecting The Shadow to materialize.

Instead, a snaky figure crept forward. It was the third of Li Huang's
servants, the nost insidious of the trio. Reaching Myra, the creeper whipped a
hand into sight and extended it pal mupward. In the bow of his hand rested a
jet dragon with eyes of jade!

The deat h token!

This was the real test. If Myra quailed, she would admt herself to be
M ng
Dwan. The recollection of a jet dragon that had beconme a living lizard charged
wi th deadly venom was sonething that could not be quickly eradicated.

Despite herself, Myra recoiled with a shriek.

The scream gave her away. The knife-nen lunged with their deadly bl ades.
Still staggering backward, Myra gave a frenzied gl ance toward the door

No sign of The Shadow, no sound of his laugh. Too late for the mghty
rescuer to deliver the aid that Myra needed. Tripping, Myra spraw ed. As she
toppl ed, she sawthe glitter of the knife blades flashing toward her

Then bl ackness obliterated all

Wth the toss of those knives, every light in the apartnment house was
extingui shed. Flat on the floor, Myra heard the passing whispers of the knives
above her. Darkness had arrived just in tine to spoil the aimof the
assassins.

Only The Shadow coul d have supplied so sudden an interruption. He had not
fail ed!

COM NG to her feet, Myra encountered a footstool, the thing that had so
luckily tripped her. But she still wasn't safe. The killers whose knives had
m ssed were lunging toward her in the dark! The |lights came on again and Myra
ki cked the footstool at the nearest assassin, sending a slipper with it. The
lights went off.

On and off - on and of f -

Such was the behavior of the lights as Myra dashed about the Iiving room
flinging everything she could find: chairs, tables, even books. The whol e
t hi ng
was a mad dreamin this kal ei doscopic setting where blinking lights produced a
deceptive blur.

Better than darkness, those blinks. Know ng the apartnent, Myra, could
gain
her bearing, whereas her pursuers couldn't. Al the while, the lights kept up
their eccentric behavior, sonetinmes short, then long in their flashes.

They were spelling a word in Morse code:

" Cone! "



Hel p was on its way. The Shadow was bringing it, even though his own
pl i ght
m ght be serious! As a blink showed the bedroom door, Myra dodged through
escapi ng the grasp of grabbing hands that managed only to catch the corner of
her gown. Wenching fromthat |one hold, Myra slamed the door home and turned
the key. Amid the blinking light, she reached an open w ndow whi ch had a | edge
| eadi ng to an adj oi ni ng roof .

Bl i nks ended and the |ights stayed off. Men were pounding up the stairs
in
order to reach Myra's apartnment. Assassins quit hanmering at the inner door
and
dashed out to the corridor where they were nmet by guns and flashlights
br andi shed by The Shadow s agents.

Steve was a witness to what followed. Before Li Huang's former servants
could use their regained knives, gunfire stopped them One assassin was
cli pped
at the stair top; he plunged across the rail and went down the narrow well to
the ground floor, his how trailing behind him

The second flung himsel f through a wi ndow at the end of the hall and
grabbed for something outside. A gun stab jounced himand he sprawed in
space.
Anot her screech drifted back fromthe depths.

The third, caught between a pair of guns, forgot about the elevator's

fate.
Yanki ng the door open, he dived for the car as though he expected to find it.
His wail was hollow, like the crash that followed it.

There were four in the rescue party, not counting Steve. One, Cyde
Bur ke,
dashed into the apartnment to call for Myra. The others threw flashlight beans
into the elevator shaft. Seeing the broken cable, they started down the
stairs.
Steve foll owed them

Spotting fresh nenmbers of the Dragon Cl an, The Shadow s men began to use
their guns along the ground floor. There was a scurry that rem nded Steve of
rats in flight, then the harried Dragon nen reached a door to the basement,
unbolted it and fled bel ow.

Beyond t he open door of an elevator that was bent but not broken, stood
The
Shadow. He was hol di ng hinsel f against the wall, clinging weakly to the master
switch that controlled the lights in the apartnment house. As enenies reached
him The Shadow tried weakly to draw a gun. The Dragon crew sei zed him
Hoi st ed
on their shoul ders, The Shadow di sappeared around a corner of the cellar.

Unable to fire, The Shadow s agents followed, only to be blocked by a
door
that was slamed in their faces. By the time they pulled the door open and
reached the rear street, the agents were nonplused. Police were arriving, some
on foot, others in patrol cars. Even an anbul ance was scouting about to pick
up
the victins of a fray that had roused the entire nei ghborhood.

The Shadow was gone and his captors with him as though some power of the
Bl ack Dragon had spirited themall into thin air!

CHAPTER XV
THE DRAGON S DECREE

THE sound cl ashed t hrough The Shadow s gropi ng thoughts. d ang!
It didn't belong with the falling elevator or the light switch in the



cellar. Not even with the shouts that The Shadow had heard his agents givel

d ang!

The sound neant notion, for it went with the vehicle in which The Shadow
rode. He heard voices babbling beside him but when he tried to rise, he
couldn't. His hands and feet were tightly bound.

d ang!

This time the signal meant "Stop." The Shadow was lifted on a stretcher
and
carried out through a door that opened in the middle. In the light of a dim
street, he | ooked back and saw t he vehicle which had brought him an
anmbul ance!

The Dragon O an had nanaged the inpossible. They had captured The Shadow.
They' d needed the anbul ance for a getaway only, a purpose which it filled to
perfection. Neither the police nor The Shadow s own agents had thought of
trailing an anbul ance, working on an errand of nercy.

Smal | mercy for The Shadow

In the solid-walled roomwhere his captors flung him The Shadow | ooked
up
into the glaring light to see the Black Dragon attired in his withing
cost une.

The forced voi ce hissed:

"This is your finish, Shadow You have found ne, and the deed itself
neans
deat h! You are hel pl ess, so hel pl ess that you can not even preserve the secret
of your identity!"

Wth that, the Black Dragon whi pped away the slouch hat and | ooked at the
face of Cranston in the light. There was just a trace of surprise in the sharp
hi ss that the Dragon gave. Then, planting the hat at an angle on The Shadow s
head, the hooded nan sneered:

"Perhaps | should al so unmask. It would give you satisfaction to know who
I
am That happens to be the reason why | shall not disclose ny identity."

Wearily, The Shadow | aughed. His tone carried a trace of Cranston's bored
style.

"Quite unnecessary,'
obvi ous.
| know who you are."

The Dragon snarled in sudden derision. Turning about, he ordered his
followers to shift the Iight. Wen they did, The Shadow saw a square-wall ed
room
with a door at the other side. At the Dragon's gesture, a pair of pock-faced
nen
lifted The Shadow and carried himto the door. The Dragon opened it, kicked a
doorstop and | et The Shadow watch the closet floor slide open.

Bel ow was a pit, approximately twelve feet wide. Fromeach of its four
wal I's projected knifelike spikes, a fewinches in length. The Dragon reached
for
awre that ended in a switch. Pressing the switch, he produced an electric
buzz; with it, the spikes issued slowy fromthe walls. Wen they had energed
a
few i nches, the Dragon turned off the current.

he said. "You have made the whole thing very

"A confortable nest," sneered the Dragon. "In it, a person could survive
about five mnutes. By then the spikes will be fully extended, interm ngling
to
cover the entire pit. It will not be a pleasant death. O should | say - it

woul d not ?"

The Shadow studied the pit. Its interior neasurements were about six feet
by six. The Dragon's five-mnute estinmate was approxi mately correct.

Wth a sweeping notion, The Dragon ordered his men to cut The Shadow s
bonds. They did so, then the Dragon personally supplied the quick shove that



sent the cl oaked prisoner down into the pit. Gazing the spikes in one wall
t hat
he passed, The Shadow knew t hat they were sharp
"Five minutes," the Dragon repeated. "During that time, anything you care

to say will be heard through a | oud-speaker in this roomabove. Sinply call ne
by nane - ny real name - and | shall stop the spikes. But renmenber” - the tone
cane harsh - "no guesses are allowed. One fal se statenent ends ny offer!™

Unl i mbering, The Shadow stood upright in the pit, his head six feet bel ow
the edge. He touched the spikes with his fingertips and gave an indifferent
shrug. Reaching for his guns, The Shadow found that he no | onger had them The
gesture pl eased the Dragon. He beckoned to a man beside hi mand recei ved one
of
The Shadow s automati cs.

"I appreciate the suggestion," scoffed the Dragon. "After all, Shadow, if
your guess fails you will have to accept the spikes. | shall then have no way
of
knowi ng how far you quailed at death. So |I shall be generous, and give you
this
gun! Should I hear it fire, I shall know that your bravery is a myth."

The Bl ack Dragon ki cked the doorstop in order to bring the floor shut. As
t he space narrowed, he dropped the gun. Before The Shadow could catch the
weapon, the floor was shut. There was a sharp clicking as hidden catches took
hol d within the wooden fl oor

Swi ngi ng the cl oset door shut, The Bl ack Dragon turned on the current
t hat
started the interlocking spikes. The first sound that canme over the
| oud- speaker
was the defiant | augh of The Shadow. Arns fol ded, the Dragon waited, his
breath
coming with a hiss.

THERE were |l ess minutes than the five that he had pronised. That period
marked the tine when the spikes would be fully home. The Shadow woul d have to
speak before then or take the punishnent of the stabbing points. So the Bl ack
Dragon waited only briefly, before he snarled through a m crophone:

"Al'l right, Shadow. Who am|?"

A laugh sounded in anmplified tone. Then came The Shadow s reply:

" Conmi ssi oner Weston!"

Wth a fling, the Black Dragon threw aside the switch that al one could
stop
the spikes. Turning on his heel, he paused by the mcrophone for a fina
st at ement.

"A fatal jest, Shadow," he said. "Not knowing who | really am you

t hought

that you could taunt nme or arouse my sense of hunor. Your life will be very
short from now on. You know it better than I, for you can see the closing
spi kes. O course, you still have the gun | gave you!"

Striding across the room the Black Dragon paused by the door and waited.
H s head had a tilt that added greater realismto the open-nouthed hood. He
was
a dragon indeed, this creature, as he listened for the token that would brand
The Shadow as a coward. So well timed was the estimate that the Dragon was
uncoi ling hinmself toward the door, his hands dropping |ike flapping scales,
when
the sound cane.

A gun blast fromthe spiked pit!

One of the Dragon's followers noved toward the cord that termnated in
t he
switch. Wth a snarl, the Dragon ordered the fell ow back. That switch wasn't



to
be touched until the spi kes were home. Beckoning for other nmen to follow, the
Bl ack Dragon strode out through the door

There was a clang fromthe anbulance as it took the Black Dragon to his
next destination. Mre clangs, that faded in the distance. The |ast was
echoi ng
back when the buzzing ceased, telling that The Shadow, dead or living, was
i mpal ed upon four bristling batches of spikes. If The Shadow still Iived, he
woul dn't survive that hideous ordeal |ong.

Convi nced of that, the Black Dragon had been free to | eave. His
departure,
however, was spurred by a nore positive belief. The Bl ack Dragon was sure that
he had heard The Shadow deliver a suicide blast, a thing which pleased the
Dragon nore. In any event, the decree of the Dragon was fulfilled.

Death to The Shadow

CHAPTER XVI
TWO KEYS TO CRI ME

EXClI TEMENT still reigned outside the G eenwi ch Village apartnment house
I ndoors, heavy footsteps were pounding up the stairs, denoting police who were
comng to search the prenises. Steve Trask was only half a floor ahead when he
reached the door of Myra Reldon's apartnment.

Qut si de the door stood Cyde Burke. Head tilted, the reporter was
i stening
to the sounds from bel ow. Wen Steve arrived, Cyde reached out a hand, took
t he
breathl ess man's arm and steered himright into the apartnment.

A moment | ater, dyde was inside, too, closing the door behind him The
reporter said, "Sit down. The police won't bother us. That broken el evator
cabl e
will worry themfor a while."

Steve couldn't have accepted Clyde's invitation unless he'd chosen a seat
on the floor. Every chair in the roomwas overturned; some of them were
br oken.

The room | ooked |ike a hurricane exhibit.

Anxi ety swept Steve's face.

"What about Myra Rel don?" he panted. "Did... did they -"

"They didn't," interposed C yde.

He picked up a chair and planted it for Steve. "Myra dodged them while

t he
lights were blinking. She got into the other roomand bolted the door just
before we arrived to break up the party. Myra will be out in a few m nutes."

Cl yde picked up two knives that were lying in a corner of the room where
t hey' d rebounded when they struck the fireproof wall. He handed Steve the
souvenirs, then strolled to the wi ndow. Cyde beckoned and Steve canme over
Looki ng across rooftops and down between, Steve saw the cab that C yde
indicated. It was nosing froman alley a few bl ocks distant, timng its
departure between the passing of patrol cars. It was The Shadow s cab, | eaving
with the other agents.
Stout fellows, those. One, Harry Vincent, had inpressed Steve by his
cl ean-cut style, which seened an equal neasure of his fighting ability.
Anot her,
diff Marsland, was nore rugged i n appearance, and as hard-fisted as he
| ooked.
But the third, a dimnutive man with wi zened face, who answered to the nane of
Hawkeye, was by no neans a supernunerary. To say that Hawkeye was a pint of
human dynam te woul dn't be doing himjustice. He packed a wallop nore |ike



TNT.

Each of the trio had accounted for one of the Dragon's followers, and now
the three were departing while the police were gathering the remains. The
police
woul d certainly be stynmied for a while when they found the assassin who had
di ved down the el evator shaft. They'd wonder why he wasn't inside the wecked
car, instead of lying on top of it!

"They're off to hunt for the chief," observed Cyde grimy. "There's no
better hackie in town than Mbe Shrevnitz. If there's a trail within a nle
he'll snell it. But the way The Shadow vani shed taking that whole crowd with
hi m
- well, I just don't get it."

The bedr oom door opened and Myra Rel don stepped into the |living room Her
dar k- bl ue dress was smartly fashi oned, American style, well-suited to a
striking
brunette like Myra. It did justice to her trimbuild, quite as well as the
Chi nese costume which she had worn as M ng Dwan. The girl's real change was in
her face.

FOR the nonent, Steve was startled. He thought that Myra was deathly
pal e,
on the point of wilting fromher recent experience. Then Steve realized that
t he
ef fect was his own inmagination. Renenbering Myra as M ng Dwan, he'd cl assed
her
conpl exi on as that of yellowivory. The illusion of pallor faded from Steve's
m nd when he studied Myra's face in ternms of normal white.

Met hodi cal |y, Myra began to straighten the room Steve and C yde hel ped.
She sm | ed when she set the footstool where it bel onged, but her lips went a
trifle grimwhen she saw the knives that Steve had |aid aside.

Then, picking up a dressing gown fromthe floor, Myra rolled the knives
inside it with a pair of slippers and took the whole bundle into the bedroom
where she stowed it deep on a closet shelf with the M ng Dmnan cost une.

Ret urning, Myra | ooked from Steve to O yde, her eyes asking an anxi ous
guesti on.

"No word yet," said Cyde a bit solemly. "Mwe just took the boys to the
hunt. We'll hear from Burbank if they find the chief."

VWho Burbank was, Steve didn't inquire. @ ancing fromthe wi ndow, Steve

saw
a big official car nose into the front street, pause as though poking into
matters, and then continue on its way.

"Look, Burke!"

"No soap, Trask," said Cyde, when he saw the car that Steve pointed out.
"That's the commi sh in person. The phony job is out of circulation. Half the
force grabbed it."

"They questioned the driver?"

"Yes. | was covering the story when you and the chief went by in
Shrevvy's
cab. The chauffeur was an A-1 dope who thought he was really working for
Vst on.

He' d stopped at Got ham Court to pick up a passenger for Norland' s. He was
goi ng
back to sone ol d garage when the | aw cl anped down on him™

Steve felt an inward groan. There wasn't any way to beat the Bl ack
Dragon' s
gane, the way all the trails evaporated the further they were foll owed. Nobody
had even begun to beat it, except The Shadow, but his technique lay in putting
things in reverse. For instance, tonight, The Shadow had | et the police swarm
after the fake, official car, just so he could |ocate where it had come from -



nanely, Norland's house.

A thought hit Steve like a sunburst. He wanted a key to crinme and he had
one. Wiy not carry The Shadow s system further, by tracing back to an earlier
starting point? The fake, official car had been at Gotham Court before it went
to Norland's. There was the place to use crine's key!

Steve didn't express the thought to the others. Myra was beconing really
worried, so Cyde was using the phone to call Burbank just in case there was
some word of The Shadow. A glance fromthe wi ndow showed that the street was
deserted, so Steve strolled fromthe apartnent unobserved and qui ckened his
pace
as he started down the stairs.

THERE wasn't any copyright on the idea of checking backward trails.
d yde
Myra, the rest of The Shadow s agents all had the thing in mnd. They'd
rejected
it because the trail they wanted | ed ahead to sone hidden | ocation where The
Shadow had been carried as a prisoner.

So far, the agents hadn't an inkling as to where that place m ght be.
Even
if they'd found it, the atnobsphere would have harrowed them For the pall of
doom was heavy in the square-walled roomwhere the Bl ack Dragon had decreed
death to The Shadow.

Deat h del i vered!

Two of the Dragon's followers were still present in that room toying
with
revol vers they wouldn't have to use. Their ugly faces were exchangi ng evil
| eers. They had been ordered to wait, this pair, before w thdraw ng the spikes
that inpal ed The Shadow s body. Now the time was up. One watcher gripped the
door handle; the other turned to kick the stop that controlled the sliding
floor. The door stuck as the first man tugged it. He yanked harder

Flying wi de, the door brought a nass of living blackness that reeled half
across the room cane about with a sideward stagger, and disgorged a hand that
swung a heavy gun. Bl ackness materialized into a cloaked figure, whose hidden
lips trailed a strangely echoed | augh

The Shadow, free fromthe spiked pit of death!

Frozen were the nen who viewed this fabulous return. To the eyes that
bul ged from nmud- hued faces, this was not The Shadow in bodily form The
babbl ed
words they uttered were synonyns for the one term "Ghost!"

The sweep of The Shadow s cl oak di spl ayed the proof. The garnent was
mar r ed
with rips fromthe spi kes that nmust have pierced the human formwi thin. In any
| anguage, The Shadow was a ghost, for only such a creature could have emnerged
as
he had.

Reeling toward the man who had yanked the door, The Shadow was an open
target for the watcher's gun. Too open, for The Shadow s own drive wavered. He
couldn't seemto bring his automatic to aim A few shots, point-blank, would
have drilled The Shadow, but the man with the revolver didn't fire.

O what use were bullets against a ghost?

M ssing in aim The Shadow swung his gun. His foeman went prostrate ahead
of the weapon's sweep. Stopped when his stroke thwacked the door, The Shadow
stunbl ed hal f across the figure that was bow ng, pleading at his feet. He
turned, steadying hinself against the door, to aimat the other man.

NO ai m was needed. That watcher was prostrate, too, hoping that he'd
share



The Shadow s grace. Both babbling men were tossing their guns along the floor
to prove that they wouldn't think of using such weapons, even in a case where
bullets couldn't count.

Agai n The Shadow uttered his chilling mrth.

His tone, like his actions, proved that he hadn't fully recuperated from
the plunge in the elevator, but his laugh was all the nore ghostly. It was
preferable to keep it so, to preserve the illusions held by these dragon mnen.

Superstitious creatures, these, who had often w tnessed the Bl ack
Dragon' s
vanish fromhis gilded throne and believed it to be real sorcery. They were of
the right breed to accept The Shadow s reappearance as superior w zardry. Even
their brief sight of The Shadow s face had not shattered their ghost theory.
Lacki ng his slouch hat, The Shadow was di spl ayi ng the features of Lanont
Cranston. That detail was easily rectified.

The Shadow stepped to the closet. Its sliding floor was al ready open; the
shot which the Bl ack Dragon had m staken for The Shadow s suicide had served
anot her purpose. Wth it, the cl oaked prisoner had bl asted the woodwor k above
the pit, releasing the sinple catch that held the sliding floor

And now The Shadow denonstrated how he had escaped the sharp-pronged
spi kes.

He pressed the switch that controlled them As the spikes receded, The
Shadow waited until sufficient space showed in their boxed center. Down into
t hat spi ked vortex he descended, using the slowy noving spi kes as the rungs
of
an inprovi sed | adder!

At the bottom The Shadow paused until the spikes had withdrawn a few
nor e
i nches; stopping, he reclainmed his slouch hat. Deliberately, he duplicated his
original escape, deftly clinbing the pointed rods, shifting conveniently from
one wall to another, but always avoiding the sharpened spike-tips.

In the first clinb, the final spikes had caught his trailing cloak while
he
was gaining a grip inside the closet door. In wenching the black garment
free,

The Shadow had caused those rips that had so i npressed the guardi ng dragon
nmen.

The cowed guards were still prostrate, their noses flat to the floor. The
Shadow spoke in a conmandi ng tone. Shaky, but willing, they arose and | unged
toward the outer door.

Qut into the waiting night, The Shadow marched the cowering pair,
confi dent
they would direct himto their former master, the Bl ack Dragon

CHAPTER XVI |
PATHS TO THE DRAGON

DR. TAM | ooked up from his desk and studied the two nondescript Orientals
who faced him Though they were of m xed |ineage, Tam could see that they were
of Japanese strain, this pair that had been captured by The Shadow.

Being fanmiliar with the Japanese | anguage, Tam put questions in that
tongue. They replied volubly under the nudge of guns that bul ged from
bl ackness
behi nd them The fact that The Shadow was still present caused themto magnify
hi s prowess.

In the opinion of the prisoners, The Shadow was a Kitsum -tsuki, a being
who controll ed the foxes and made them do his bidding. So powerful was The
Shadow, that he might even be Inari, the fox god, in person

When that outburst ended, Tam pretended to class the prisoners as Li



Huang's forner servants. Sternly he asked if they had delivered the kogo to Li
Huang. Since kogo was the Japanese termfor a small box with a lid, Tanms
guestion was an inplication that these nen had personally seen to Li Huang's
death by giving himthe jewel case that contained the poison |izard.

VWhen both protested i nnocence, Tam said he would believe themif they

told
hi mwhere to find the Black Dragon's kura, or hidden treasure room They said
they couldn't, but they did know where the Dragon Clan would neet - later
toni ght .

VWen the pair had given the necessary details, Tam sumoned his own nen
and

had them renmove the prisoners. \Wereupon, blackness |aughed, and materialized

itself into the formof The Shadow. Bowing to his cloaked friend, Tam decl ared
that he would send nen to raid the nmeeting place, but The Shadow had a better

pl an.

"I shall go alone," he declared. "The whole spirit of the clan hinges
upon
the Bl ack Dragon. Once his boasts are nullified, his followers will desert
hi m
| proved that with the pair | captured.”

Tam frowned. | n whispered tone, The Shadow assured himthat this plan
woul d
wor k. Though he nodded, Tamretained his frown because of something el se.

"You were nmissing for quite a while, Ying Ko," rem nded Tam "During that
time, Steve Trask di sappeared. Your contact nan, Burbank, phoned ne and said
your agents were unable to find him"

"Tell Burbank to send themto Sauber's," ordered The Shadow. "That is
wher e
Trask would go to |l ook for trouble. They should be able to keep him from
findi ng
it."

The Shadow s own destination was the neeting place that the prisoners had
named and described to Dr. Tam If ever there had seened a false trail, this
was
it, for it seemed the |last place in New York where the Dragon C an woul d dare
to
assenble. That fact, in itself, convinced The Shadow that the trail was real

THE spot in question was the old building directly across the dead-end
street fromthe Norland Museum a structure al nost under the shelter of the
great bridge that spanned the East River

It happened that The Shadow coul d understand the Bl ack Dragon's purpose
in
choosi ng such a rendezvous. Had things gone as the Dragon planned, this place
woul d have been perfect. The police would have found Norl and dead, presumably
nmur dered by Steve, who in turn was to have died at the hands of the nmuseum
attendants. The Dragon had counted on the police releasing those killers on
t he
ground of justified action

I nstead, the treacherous attendants had nmet their own doom from The
Shadow.

That fact, however, had closed the case nore definitely. Wth Steve alive and
at

| arge, the police were spreading their search, which neant that the Dragon

C an

could still neet at its chosen pl ace.

Nearing the building in question, The Shadow approached it fromthe
bri dge
side. Noting activity along the water front, he saw that the police were stil



trying to trace Steve's course. They had found the rowboat and were naking
inquiries frompersons in the nei ghborhood.

Soon, the police would be gone, but The Shadow s plans called for
i mredi at e
i nvestigation of the prenises where the neeting was to be held. Having brought
along a black bag filled with varied equi pnent, The Shadow adopted a uni que
nmet hod of entering the three-story buil ding.

I nstead of approaching by the street, he took an obscure route |eading up
to the bridge itself. Aiding along a deserted footwal k by the rail, The
Shadow
reached a spot directly above the building that squatted bel ow

From hi s bag, The Shadow produced a cylindrical object |ike a huge
nmeasuring tape, a dozen inches across. He hooked the device to the outside
r ai
of the bridge. Gipping a small stirrup that projected fromthe cylinder, The
Shadow swung hi nself across the rail and dropped into space.

There was a weird whine as a thin but powerful wire uncoiled fromthe
cylinder. Like a living spider, The Shadow dropped in dangling fashion to the
rooftop nore than fifty feet bel ow. The process was very sinple, except for
t he
outward swi ng that was needed to clear the space between the bridge and
bui I di ng, which were not quite on a vertical line.

Nevert hel ess, The Shadow nmade it with a confortable margin. Nor was his
drop too rapid, for the coil was braked by a nmechanismin the cylinder
| ndeed,

The Shadow spent |ess than half of the wire's length in reaching his
destination. Settled on the roof, he released the stirrup and the wire drew it
upward with a powerful spring action. The cylinder itself could be retrieved
later, after this adventure was conpl et ed.

From the bag, The Shadow took a portable jinmy that fitted on the end of
an
automatic. He pried open a trapdoor and descended into the forgotten structure
that had once been an office building. Wien he reached the second floor, he
found that the prisoners hadn't lied to Dr. Tam

The stage was set for the meeting. There was an outer office, square and
of
sizabl e proportions, with ornanental screens along its walls. Since there were
several of these, the screen behind the Dragon's throne did not | ook
suspi ci ous.

Knowi ng the throne's trick, The Shadow sat down and pressed the arns. As
he
tilted back, the deceptive glass slid down to produce its mrror effect. The
back of the throne revolved with the central panel of the screen, and The
Shadow
arrived in an inner office which was quite dark

Through the rear wi ndow The Shadow saw a fire escape, the convenient
route
whi ch the Bl ack Dragon woul d use. So The Shadow descended silently and reached
t he wi ndow of another enpty suite directly bel ow the meeting pl ace.

A whi spered | augh was absorbed by darkness as The Shadow entered the
| ower
wi ndow, carrying his bag. This first-floor office would serve as his own
headquarters until the Dragon Cl an arrived. There were certain preparations to
be made, after which The Shadow coul d move about the nei ghborhood as he chose,
since the police were giving up their hunt along the water front.

A final duel was inmpending between The Shadow and the Bl ack Dragon - a
duel
wherein skill in mysterious ways woul d constitute the weapons!



MEANVHI LE, Steve Trask was exactly where The Shadow expected himto be,
out si de Sauber's house in Gotham Court. Steve was just about to try the front
door when a big car pulled up outside the archway. Steve dropped quickly from
si ght bel ow t he steps, because he recognized the car as Wston's.

At least it couldn't be the spurious vehicle belonging to the Bl ack
Dr agon!

That fal se car had been taken into custody, so it constituted a nenace no
| onger.

Wth Comm ssioner Weston was M1l es Fennore. The pair were admitted to
Sauber's house by Pelly, the secretary. As soon as the door closed, Steve
ascended the steps and tried the doorknob. It proved unl atched, so Steve
ent er ed.

The ground floor was dimy lighted, and there wasn't a servant in sight.
Steve nmoved stealthily toward a stairway, then rapidly sought the darkness
behind it as he heard footsteps comng fromthe second floor. Looking up
t hr ough
the banister rails, Steve saw Weston and Fennore com ng down, w th Sauber
ri ght
behi nd them

In his usual style, Sauber was protesting ignorance of anything and
everything that concerned the Bl ack Dragon. He even doubted that the fray in
Greenwi ch Village could have anything to do with the Dragon problem Hi s
argunent on that score was still the sane; the whol e business of the Bl ack
Dragon was a nyth.

Nei t her Weston nor Fennore offered conment, but their faces showed
annoyance. At the front door, they met Cardona coming up the steps and the
i nspector went along with them Steve heard Weston telling Fennmore that he'd
drop himoff at his house, then the three were on their way to the
conmi ssioner's car, w thout even saying good night to Sauber.

The curt departure didn't hurt Sauber's feelings. If anything, it pleased
him Bolting the door, the tawny-faced man turned toward the stairs, and
St eve,
wel | - huddl ed from sight, saw a gl eam from narrowed eyes that suited the sly
smle of Sauber's alnost |ipless nmouth.

VWhen Sauber started up the stairs, Steve foll owed. Wat worried hi mwas
t he
absence of Pelly. But when Sauber entered an office on the second floor, Steve
saw that the secretary was awaiting him Deep in the office was another door
with a large, upright cabinet shoved hal fway through it. Steve decided that he
could spy best by sneaking around to that adjacent room

Steve reached his goal easily enough, but found the room stacked with
trunks and crates, like other roons that he passed on the way. Evidently the
containers held the excess inports that Sauber had ordered on a | avish,
whol esal e scal e when he foresaw that sources woul d be cut off.

Working in anmong the crates, Steve saw sonme with Japanese letters and the
word "Silk." QGthers were | abeled "Tea" and "Quinine." Mst curious of all was
a
huge box marked "Tapi oca,"” which Steve decided to clinb upon so he could | ook
across the cabinet that bl ocked the connecting door to the office.

To Steve, this enphasis on inports could be the cover-up for Sauber's
real
gane - the Black Dragon racket. Certainly Sauber must know much about the
credits - and cash - of businessmen returned fromthe Far East. Know ng who
had
money and who hadn't, the Black Dragon could stretch his insidious claws into
the affairs of anyone he chose.

Such were Steve's thoughts as he peered across the bl ocking cabinet in
order to spy on Sauber and his secretary, Pelly. Like The Shadow, Steve Trask
was seeking the Black Dragon. But through Steve's brain was surging the idea
that he had already found the nonster in question - in the person of Carlton



Sauber !

CHAPTER XVI | |
H GH LEVEL BATTLE

THOSE shrewd eyes of Sauber's still had their sly ook as his gaze ran
t hrough some papers that Pelly handed him Finished with the sheets, Sauber
crunpl ed them touched themw th a match and threw the burning wad into a
net al
wast ebasket .

"Good work, Pelly," conplinented Sauber. "These reports tally. Therefore,
we can assune that the nmen who supplied themare properly informed, since you
say that they do not know one another."

VWhat the reports were, Sauber did not specify. Wile they burned, he
opened
the drawer of an ornanental desk and brought out a bundle of letters.

"Take these to Fennore," ordered Sauber. "Tell himl found themafter he
left. They prove that he is right and | amwong - that there is a Bl ack
Dr agon.

It is just as well that |I should find it out. A man's status is always
i mproved
when he adnmits that he can be wong."

Pelly left with the letters, and Sauber, softly drunm ng the desk,
listened
until he heard the front door close. Gving a sly glance at the ashes of the
burned report sheets, Sauber brought a Japanese puzzle box fromthe desk
dr awer .

Fi ndi ng the secret spring, Sauber pressed it. The box popped open and into
Sauber's hand dropped a jet dragon with tiny, bead-green eyes!

Pocketing the death token, Sauber arose and approached the cabinet in the
doorway. Steve slid out of sight to the tapioca crate and |istened to a sharp
click, so close to his ear that it could only nean that Sauber was opening a
secret conpartnent, deep in the cabinet.

VWen Steve raised his head for another | ook, he saw the thing he

expect ed.

Carlton Sauber was putting on a costune that he had taken fromthe hiding

pl ace

- a costune that seened alive because of the withes it gave. A robe of silver
and gold, literally enfolded in the coils of an enbroi dered dragon absolutely

bl ack in hue!

The costune was a perfect disguise when Sauber finished by draw ng the
hood
over his head and face. To Steve's anmazed gaze, the hood becanme a dragon's
nmout h, yawni ng wide, with an eye-slit between its fangs. Mre nonster than
nman,

Sauber writhed out of the roomand down the stairs to the front door

As fast as he could, Steve followed. Fromthe front door, he saw the
dr agon
shape snaki ng out through one of the archways. At the other, a cab was pulling
to a stop and Steve decided there was no time to |lose. Full speed he dashed
for
the cab, to be net by persons coming fromit.

They were friends, The Shadow s agents!

Myra was with them and when they notioned Steve inside the cab, he found
hi nsel f beside the girl. Harry was on the other side, while diff and Hawkeye
perched in the folding seats. The cab, of course, was Mdwe's, and the speedy
driver was off |ike a whippet the nonent Steve told what he'd | earned about
Sauber .



Around the corner, Me spotted a car ahead. It could only be Sauber's so
Moe took up the trail. But they hadn't gone many bl ocks before Hawkeye,
peeri ng
back in his sharp-eyed style, spotted a pair of cars behind them

The situation was self-evident. Those cars were on hand to elimnate any
trailing vehicle such as Me's cab

THE triple chase kept on, threatening to break into sonething nore
seri ous.

When the chase was swinging into an area which Steve identified with the old
Nor | and Museum things began to happen fast.

Sauber's car took a turn |leading toward a dead-end street. As Mde's cab
darted in pursuit, the trailers roared into the attack. They wanted to
overt ake
the cab before its riders saw where Sauber went, and they would have - if
sudden
i ntervention had not cone.

From beside a ranp that led up at a right angle to the great bridge
acr oss
the river, came the sudden jab of guns. Behind those weapons was a bl ack-cl ad
mar ksman whose presence here was proving of the tinmeliest sort.

It was The Shadow literally knocking the triple chase apart!

Sauber's car took a quick dart through an alley. That detour took the
dragon-garbed man fromthe fray, but it was to cost himconsiderable tine in
reaching the neeting place, because the alley was a long one, with its outlet
wel | above the bridge.

Recogni zi ng The Shadow as the marksman, Me performed accordingly. The
skillful cabby took the shortest way out, to give The Shadow a chance at the
pursui ng cars which obviously contai ned nenbers of the Dragon C an. Mbe's
choi ce
was the ranp |l eading up to the high-Ievel bridge.

The pursuing cars were al nost side by side. One took The Shadow s first
shots and did a roundabout skid, that swng it across the other's path. To
avoi d
a crash, the driver of the second car veered away and through sheer |uck found
the ranp. To add to such undeserved fortune, the veering car was shiel ded by
t he
crippled vehicle and thus escaped The Shadow s gunfire!

For eseei ng what coul d happen next, The Shadow did not remain upon the
scene. He di sappeared |like a puff of snoke, off between two buildings to the
stairs that he had used before, those |ong steps |eading up to the footwal k of
t he great bridge.

The Shadow s route was far the shorter. But when he reached the top
Moe' s
cab was already past, with the pursuing car close behind it. Guns were bl azing
back and forth as The Shadow s agents opened fire to stave off these nenbers
of
the Dragon O an. Far ahead, The Shadow saw a car swerve as it canme fromthe
ot her end of the bridge.

Wth Dragon servers coning frommany places to attend their meeting, |uck
had again turned their way. The car fromthe other end was bl ocking off Me's
cab to put The Shadow s agents between two fires!

THE SHADOW had st opped beside the cylinder that contained the coil ed
wire.
One gun drawn, his other fist was clutching the hand stirrup. Seeing that the
cab was being trapped near the center of the bridge, The Shadow dashed al ong
t he



footwal k. As he reached the end of the cable Iength, he hooked the stirrup
over
a huge bolt-head projecting fromthe bridge rail.

Then, with both guns drawn, The Shadow opened a rapid fire at the place
where two cars had stopped with a cab at an angle in between them Tinely,
i ndeed, was that gunnery. It halted nmen of the Dragon Clan in their tracks
j ust
as they were leaping fromtheir cars to riddl e the occupants of the
bel eaguer ed
cab!

The Dragon fighters scattered, giving The Shadow s agents a chance for a
counterattack. Leaping fromthe cab, the agents showed their stuff in no
uncertain fashion. They were taking over the scene and capturing the two cars
in
t he bargain, but a new brunt was being thrown on The Shadow.

Anxious to reach their meeting place, the foiled Dragon men scurried for
the footwal k. There, for the first time, they |ocated The Shadow s gunfire.
They
ri pped shots in response, an enfilading fire along the footwal k itself!

The Shadow had no chance to dart between big girders. Shots were com ng
fromtoo nmany guns, and such a course would have boxed himin. Besides, The
Shadow had no desire to prevent the neeting of the Dragon Clan. Having carried
this fray away fromthe nmeeting place, he was anxious to get back there.

Hence The Shadow sped ahead of the gunfire. WId shots ricocheted from
t he
steel posts all about him Shooting foenmen saw himonly as a vague shape. The
Shadow suddenly swerved beside the bridge rail and threw hinmself across and
over
it. As he went, The Shadow seized the stirrup fromits bolt. The wire twanged
as
it swept downward into the darkness.

Stretched to its full length, the wire was |ike a mammoth pendul umw th
The
Shadow as its base. Seem ngly, The Shadow was bound for a plunge into the
river,
but the steel wire stood the test. It was tugging, gathering into its
cyl i nder,
as The Shadow swooped toward water |evel

Then, with the bridge high above him The Shadow reached the Iinmt of his
di p. He was coming up again, shoreward, with the squatty building waiting to
receive him but he was too low to reach its roof!

This time, The Shadow hadn't made an outward | eap. He profited by the
fact,
for as the wall came looming at him he twi sted just enough to miss its corner
and take to space between. His swing was losing its nomentum as he passed the
far corner of the building. There, The Shadow made a grab.

Then he was literally crawing along the wall, supported by the cable
t hat
couldn't get away until he chose to release it! Reaching the fire escape, The
Shadow grabbed hold and let the stirrup go. It thwacked the wall, flapped past
the corner, and sailed up to the high bridge.

The Shadow had reached the neeting place ahead of Sauber, whose det our
had
del ayed him He was ahead of the Dragon men who were hurrying this way al ong
t he
bridge. As for The Shadow s own agents, they were wondering where their chief

had gone.
It would take the agents and Steve sone tinme to find the neeting place.
Whi ch suited The Shadow s plans to perfection, since he would still have tine

to



confront the Dragon O an al one, as he originally intended.

Low, sibilant was The Shadow s whi spered | augh as the darkness of a
wai ting
wi ndow swal l owed him- a prelude to his final duel with the Bl ack Dragon!

CHAPTER XI X
THE VAN SHED MASTER

CREAKS were sounding in the darkened hall outside the old office that
formed the new nmeeting room of the Dragon C an. Whispers passed anong | urkers
who were stationed there. Those |urkers belonged to the Dragon C an, and their
whi spers proved that no genui ne Chinese were mxed in this ugly business.

Chi nese couldn't whisper; their |anguage depended on inflections, which nmade
it
i mpossi bl e.

Qovi ously, the dragon men were expecting someone. It was quite in keeping
with the methods of their chief, the Black Dragon, to turn his meeting room
into
a trap. Hence, the hallway was dark, to encourage the intruder who was noving
toward qui ck doom

The creaks kept on. They reached the door of the neeting room and
conti nued
t hrough. A surprising thing, considering that the door was closed. Whispers
ended instantly. Only The Shadow coul d have opened and cl osed a door so
silently
as he. The thing was uncanny, nevertheless the lurkers took it as a matter of
course. Shiftily, they noved to new positions, producing other floor creaks.

It was like a cal mbefore a storm this coming of the neeting hour for
t he
Dragon O an. A stormwhich The Shadow had bol dly determ ned to invoke. But
there
were outside elenents concerned in it; how soon they would be due was a
guesti on.

For one thing, Carlton Sauber couldn't yet have reached this neeting
pl ace
in the reptilian guise that branded himas the Black Dragon. As for The
Shadow s
agents, they would be at |east ten minutes behind the doubl e-deal er whose
departure Steve had witnessed.

Meanwhi l e, the drama was centered in the neeting room and it was drana
i ndeed. First, the creaks. They weren't the sound of footfalls; rather they
wer e
only the groaning of |oose floor boards, purposely arranged so that even the
tread of The Shadow woul d di sturb them Reaching the center of the room the
creaks stopped am d the absol ute darkness.

Along time seenmed to pass, but only because nmonments lingered in this
pl ace
that was |ike a tomb, a purpose for which it happened to be intended. The
pr oof
that an insidious climx was at hand came when |ights appeared, creeping from
nmere fl ecks of redness into a gradually increasing glowthat soon reveal ed the
room and the stranger it contained.

Standing in the center of the roomwas The Shadow. As the l|ights
di scl osed
him the cl oaked figure hunched | ower and began to turn about. H s posture
showed that he was ready to whip guns from beneath his cl oak, shoul d enemi es
i nvade this room But so far The Shadow was al one. At monents he gazed toward
the gilded throne, but observing it to be enpty, he continued to | ook



el sewhere

The Shadow s back was al nost turned when a puff canme fromthe throne.
There, as if conjured fromthin air, sat the Black Dragon. As if startled by
t he
puf f of snoke, The Shadow wheel ed about, too late. One of the Dragon's hands
had
already flipped a signal that went with the sharp hiss fromhis
f ang- enbr oi der ed
nout h.

The walls of this roomhad nmore than ears. They held fighters. Wth a
rip,
panel s crashed fromthe ornamental screens. Guns stabbed the openings that
ripped further to disgorge a dozen menbers of the Dragon Clan, all aimng for
their cl oaked eneny - The Shadow

Kni ves, too, were flaying through the air, to find their mark in that
hat ed
figure of justice. In one instantaneous swoop, the rnurderous horde had
overwhel med The Shadow before he could fire a single shot in return

Hal t ed, the assassinating band expected to see the bullet-riddled victim
col | apse. Instead, The Shadow | aughed!

SNARLS cane fromkillers as they shrank back toward the broken panels.
Those snarls were drowned by the sharper, |ouder hiss of the Black Dragon as
he
arose fromhis throne. He would end this illusion, nullify this strange chance
wher eby The Shadow, through sone sheer trick, was standing dead on his feet,
hi s
lips forcing a laugh that they had begun before the hail of knives and bullets
reached him

Advancing with a drawn knife of his own, the Black Dragon stopped just
short of The Shadow, intending to slash the blade into his rival's heart. The
Dragon paused, his hiss triunmphant. The figure of The Shadow was swaying; its
col | apse had begun

Such was the introduction to another nmarvel.

The Shadow did not fall. H's sway becane a shrink. He was dw ndli ng,
before
eyes that now included the Dragon's in their astonished circle, to sonething
that was form ess! A thing that couldn't be The Shadow, yet was, for fromthe
shape that folded into itself came the sane chall enge that anazed nmen had
heard
bef or e:

The | augh of The Shadow

Down to the floor where it spread |like an enormous ink blot that crept,
with its hemmred cloak transforned into tentacles, toward the nurderers who
couldn't kill! Such was the action of this thing that had once been The
Shadow,
and still wasl!

Fromthe blot, itself, issued The Shadow s | augh, |ouder, nore strident
t han bef or e!

To dispel the illusion that so outmatched his own arts, the Black Dragon
stooped forward to clutch at the spread cl oak and the slouch hat that tilted
fromthe top of the cloth blot. Then, his hiss changed to an angry snarl, the
Dragon waved his hand instead, as though such nenial work bel onged to others.
None of the Dragon O an sensed their master's fear. One was bold enough to
obey
t he Bl ack Dragon's order.

Springing forward, a rangy killer grabbed the hat and flung it, at the
sane
time scooping up the cloak. Tined to the action came a | ouder nockery, with it



a
gun spurt fromthe mdst of the blackened folds. The Dragon man who had dared
defy The Shadow, paid his penalty before the cloak could | eave his hand.

Face forward, the killer sprawl ed, gave a kick that turned himover and
| ay
face upward, his eyes staring into the ruddy gl ow. There was horror in those
dead eyes, as though they had seen the invisible hand that could deliver
vengeance from nowhere

The Shadow s | augh ended at the same instant. Madly, the Black Dragon
sei zed the hat and cloak hinself and shook themin order to learn their
secret.
They were enpty, those garments, due proof that The Shadow was i ndeed a ghost.
But this ghost had proven that it could deliver vengeance to any - or all - of
t he Dragon C an!

| NSTANTLY, the power of the Black Dragon was gone. The Shadow rul ed
triunphant in the mnds of the superstitious clan. Anxious to appease The
Shadow, they saw the Black Dragon as their real foe. He was the one who had
defied The Shadow s chal | enge and pronounced the doom of the pit upon a
fighter
who could return fromthe world beyond!

"Death to the Black Dragon!"

Wth that shout, the assorted killers hurled thensel ves upon their forner
chief. Wth a frenzied withe, the Bl ack Dragon reached the throne, striking
hi s
hands against the arnms and rolling around, to |l and deep in the seat. He didn't
wait to throw a puff ball that would dramati ze his di sappearance. He used the
mechani smas fast as it could send him which was just ahead of the bullets
t hat
shattered the dropped glass, ending its utility as a mrror

Bullets fired fromthe doorway, by an arrival whose hand was qui cker than

those of the Dragon's followers! The notley clan still didn't guess the trick
for by then the throne was enpty. Nor did they stand gaping at the broken
gl ass,

for their attention was diverted the other way. The thing that brought them
ful
about was nore than nere gunfire.

It was the | augh of The Shadow

Fierce, vengeful mirth that seemed to hold this tribe responsible for the
escape of the Black Dragon. There in the doorway stood The Shadow, fully
cl oaked, snoke trailing fromhis drawn guns. The Shadow, no |onger a ghost,
but
a superhuman fighter who had switched fromthe invisible to the
i ndestructi bl el

Li ke the pair who had seen The Shadow return fromthe spiked pit, the
whol e
brutal throng flattened on their faces and pl eaded with The Shadow to spare
their worthless lives. Leaving themthus, The Shadow turned and started for
t he
stairs.

Hi s laugh, trailing back, was |ike an onmen, telling the cowed killers
t hat
their case would pend while The Shadow was settling scores with their banished
| eader, the Bl ack Dragon.

CHAPTER XX

THE DRAGON S RUSE



QUTSI DE, a cab was stopped beside the curb a short distance fromthe
nmeeting building. On its steps stood a figure robed in gold and silver,
ador ned
with a withing dragon that ended in a hood.

@un in hand, this nonster who represented nurder was about to point the
weapon at a doubtful cab driver and order himto start away, when The Shadow
wheel ed fromthe doorway of the building and delivered a weird | augh.

Instantly, the creature in the dragon's costume changed his tactics.
Instead of firing at The Shadow, he sprang away fromthe cab and rushed for
shelter across the street. The lights of another cab disclosed himand he
tried
to dart fromthe glare. Qut of the cab sprang other fighters, The Shadow s
agents.

Bet ween The Shadow and his agents, the fugitive hadn't a chance. Lowering
hi s gun, The Shadow watched the roundup. It |ooked as if four men were trying
to
capture a slippery snake, so wildly did this Dragon withe. He was coning
acr oss
the street again, forgetful that The Shadow awaited him when another car bore
down on him

Only by a mad scranble did the Dragon reach the sidewal k. Even then, he
tri pped across the curb. But his pursuers were bl ocked off by the stopping car
and for the noment, the Dragon was in the clear. Then, a new chanpi on was
| eaping fromthe linousine, in the person of MIes Fennore.

In his hand, Fennore had a revol ver, which he tried to center on the
Dragon. It was the withing effect of the costunme that fooled himand gave the
other man tine to cone about. By then, there was no question as to the
Dragon' s
identity. The man in the costume was Carlton Sauber; he had thrown back the
dragon's hood, because the eye-slits were out of their proper place.

Seeing Fennore aim Sauber returned the favor. The gesture was al nost
usel ess, considering the advantage that Fennore held. But to Steve Trask,
springing around the front of Fennore's linousine, the situation | ooked
seri ous.

Wth nore fervor than wi sdom Steve hurled hinself toward Sauber, shoving a
gun
toward the man who wore the regalia of the Dragon

Only the speed of The Shadow coul d out match Fennore's steady aim
Sauber' s
hasty return, and Steve's frenzied interference. Like a whirl of snoke, The
Shadow went across the path of aim but he nmet Steve with the solid effect of
a
stone wall. Flinging one hand upward, The Shadow struck Steve's revolver with
the hard clash of an automatic and knocked the gun away.

Qut of the same whirl, The Shadow ai ned his other gun in backward style
and
fired. The illusion of the dragon costune seenmed to baffle him for he nissed
Sauber by scant inches. The shot, continuing onward, reached Fennore's
shoul der.

Jolted at the noment when he pulled the trigger, Fennore shoved his gun high
Hi s shot carried over Sauber's head.

Bef ore The Shadow coul d change that situation, Sauber's gun was full in
line. It spoke, like an echo of the others, and drove its | eaden nmessage
straight to Fennmore's heart. Wth a long, slow pitch, Fennore flattened to the
sidewal k into the posture of the Dragon O an that The Shadow had so recently
left.

There was no |l onger any withe to Sauber's costume. The man was standi ng
like a thing of stone. The Shadow s agents reached hi mand he nmade no effort
to



fl ee. The Shadow gestured toward Steve and they pushed Sauber in that
direction.

Steve plucked the gun from Sauber's hand and gave it to The Shadow. All the
whi | e, Sauber kept staring at Fennore's body.

M NUTES nust have passed while Steve stood frozen, watching Sauber, who
was
equally rigid. Not a word from Sauber; the nere sight of his handiwork, in the
formof Fennore's body, held him speechless. A big car pulled into the street
and fromit stepped Commi ssioner Weston, with |Inspector Cardona right behind
hi m

West on t ook charge of Sauber, while Cardona was bringing out a fresh pair
of handcuffs for Steve. Hoping that The Shadow woul d at |ast explain things,
Steve | ooked for his cloaked friend and saw, quite to his dismay, that The
Shadow had gone. Neverthel ess, the process of the [ aw was rudely interrupted.

Qut fromthe entrance of an office building came a curious parade. It
began
with a dozen nen, hands all lifted, who by their ugly | ooks and indiscrimnate
attire belonged to the Dragon Cl an. Behind them stinulating the forced march
were The Shadow s agents. They turned their prisoners over to arriving police.

Puzzl ement was showi ng on Cardona's swarthy face. He wei ghed the
handcuf f s,
but didn't slap themon Steve. Joe Cardona was beginning to get one of his
very
famous hunches, but he didn't express it al oud. Conmi ssioner Weston didn't
l'i ke
Joe' s hunches.

"Well, inspector!" Weston was gesturing toward Sauber. "Here is our Black
Dragon. Poor Fennore was right. The fellow was a killer. Too bad we didn't
bear
down on Sauber this evening!"

Steve wat ched Cardona. An odd thought struck him Inspector Cardona was
as
badly nmuddl ed as Steve. He was hoping, too, that The Shadow woul d reappear
But
there wasn't any sign of The Shadow, not even a trailing |augh

Lanont Cranston stepped up from sonewhere. He arrived in his usua
| eisurely style, probably froma |inousine parked around the corner. Despite
hi nsel f, Comm ssioner Weston smiled. Hs friend Cranston was al ways arriving
| at e.

"I'f you'd been at the club," snapped Weston, "you could have cone with
us.

Cranston. Fennore called and told us where we could find the Bl ack Dragon.”

Cranston | ooked from Fennore's body to Sauber's equally rigid, though
upright form Fromthe appearance of things, he night have suggested that the
Bl ack Dragon had found Fennmore. But Cranston didn't conment on Sauber's
cost une.

I nst ead, he questioned casually:

"Who told Fennore about the Bl ack Dragon?"

"That fellow Pelly," began Weston. "You know - Sauber's secretary. He
came
to Fennore's this evening and said he'd | earned that Sauber was the Bl ack
Dragon. You see, Pelly found a note that cane to Sauber's -"

"What is it, conmissioner? | would like to hear the rest.”

"“I'"'mwondering where Pelly is!" said Weston, sonewhat puzzled. "He was
conm ng here with Fennore."

Cranston finished lighting a cigarette, turned about and bl ew the snoke
toward a |inousine, where a silent chauffeur was seated.

"There's Fennore's car," observed Cranston. "Wy not have a | ook inside,



comi ssi oner ?"

VESTON st epped over to the car. When he opened the door, a thing like a
wild cat flewout. It was coming, with a gun, but it stopped with a whinper
and
dropped the weapon. The human wild cat was Pelly, and the thing that stopped
hi m
was anot her gun, gripped by the conplacent M. Cranston, who had shoved the
stubby revolver right into Pelly's ribs.

"Good work, Cranston," conplinmented Weston. "I'mglad | gave you that gun
permt you wanted. It cane in very handy."

"This isn't ny gun." Wth a snle, Cranston handed the revolver to
Vst on.

"It's yours, conmissioner. It was falling fromyour pocket, so | caught it."

Bef ore Weston could think that one over. Cranston reached into Fennore's
I i nousi ne and dug deep beside the seat. He cane out with a thing that | ooked
like a deflated sea serpent. Spreading the object out, Cranston |ooked
surprised
to find that it was another dragon costume. He gave a gl ance toward Sauber's
dej ected figure.

"Of f hand, conmi ssioner” - Cranston took another | ook at the outfit he was
holding - "I would say that this was the original." He took a | ook toward
Pelly,
who was receiving the handcuffs originally neant for Steve. "Is it yours,
Pel | y?"

"It's Fennmore's!" blurted Pelly. "Or it was! He was the Bl ack Dragon. But
I
had to work for him or he'd have sent nme a dragon token, like he did with
Sauber ! "

Wth a nod, Sauber dug deep beneath his costume and brought out the
little
j et dragon.

"I received this long ago," he said. "It had ne scared. That's why | hid
it. | couldn't understand why the Black Dragon let nme live until | realized
t hat
| was being framed. So | tried to get back at the Black Dragon. | knew what
hi s
costume was supposed to be, and | rigged this duplicate. | wanted to get to a
Dragon neeting and bluff that crowd of his.

"They were laying for me at Li Huang's, the first place | tried. They
tried
to get me the night you brought Trask to ny house. | had Pelly make inquiries
anong peopl e who m ght know somet hi ng about the Bl ack Dragon. Pelly found out
nore than | had hoped, because he was actually working for the Black Dragon
though I didn't know it.

"The nmonent | saw Fennore, | knew the truth. He couldn't have cone here
unless Pelly had told him and Pelly wasn't supposed to tell. Fennore wanted
to
kill nme so I'd be marked as the Bl ack Dragon. But The Shadow nust have gotten

here first, to break things up."

Cardona was quizzing Pelly, who adnitted that he'd been waiting behind
t he
building in Fennore's car. There, Fennore had joined himand discarded the
original dragon costume. Tonight's trap had been planned for Sauber, who was
to
be found dead in the neeting roomin the dragon costune. It was to | ook as
t hough Sauber had run into some trouble with his own foll owers.

"Fennore was finished with the racket,"” declared Pelly. "He was runni ng
out



of victims. He didn't have to do any checking on themhere; all the data he
needed was sent himfrom Japan. The vault in his house is the kura that
contai ns

his wealth. He threatened nany persons |like MIjohn and Pendl eton. Most of
t hem

paid."

LI KE the situation, the scene cleared. Cardona was gone, along with Pelly
and the other prisoners. Sauber had left with Comm ssioner Weston to probe
matters up at Fennore's. Cranston was supposed to conme there in his own car,
bringi ng Steve, whose case was conpl etely understood. But Cranston wasn't in a
hurry to start.

Looki ng about, Cranston appeared surprised by the fact that all The
Shadow s agents had strolled fromthe picture after delivering the Dragon
d an.

One stepped into sight: Myra Rel don. She gestured toward the buil ding where
t he
Dragon C an had net.

"Dr. Tamreceived word from The Shadow," said Myra. "He wants us to bring
along a few things that he left."

Cranst on nodded and they went inside.

In an office on the ground floor, they found a long rod, formed in
tel escopi ¢ fashion. Cranston whipped the thing full-length and found it rigid.
Seeing the outline of a stairway in a corner of the office, he began poking
t he
rod up beneath. There were creaks fromthe stair boards that had continued as
Cranston poked the rod along the line of the upstairs hall, then in the
direction of the neeting room

"A clever chap, The Shadow," observed Cranston. "He rmust have used this
rod
to make the Dragon Can think he was sneaking into the neeting room |
suppose,
at first, they thought it was Sauber."

Myra was pointing to a tiny hole in the ceiling. Cranston couldn't seem
to
understand its purpose. Finally, he pushed the rod up through and told Myra to
hold it that way. Taking Steve upstairs, The Shadow found a hat and cl oak
lying
on the neeting-roomfloor. It was Steve who pointed to the rod that projected
t hrough the fl oor and excl ai ned:

"Try themon that!"

Cranston tried themand found that the end of the rod opened unbrella
fashi on. Adorned with hat and cl oak, the skeleton contrivance nade a perfect
replica of The Shadow that becanme wonderfully lifelike when Cranston called
down
to Myra to revolve the rod. Then, for a finish, Cranston added:

"Draw it right down through."

Myra did. The cloak and hat collapsed and fell away to a form ess blot.
When Cranston lifted them the rod was gone.

Myra had drawn it through, the sprouting ends closing right through the
hol e. Further amazed by the ingenuity of The Shadow, Cranston picked up the
hat
and cloak and carried themon his arm to return to the friend of his friend,
Dr. Tam

THEY rode to Fennore's, to find that Weston and Sauber had uncovered the
Bl ack Dragon's stolen hoard, thanks to Fennore's servants, honest men, who
didn't know they'd been the front for their nmaster's double life. By the tinme



they left Fennore's, Steve was all straight on the Sauber question.

Twi ce, he'd nistaken Sauber's gestures as a sumons to nen of crine;
wher eas Sauber, |ike Steve, had sinply been trying to get away from nurderers!

Cranston summed other details as they left Fennore's house. He was
dr oppi ng
off at the club and sending Steve and Myra hone in his |inousine.

"Fennore put you in a jamthe first night you saw him" Cranston told
Steve. "That shoul d have aroused your suspicion. Then there was the tine that
I
was there, when Pelly nuffed around with Sauber's papers just for an excuse to
stay at Fennore's. That was when Fennore gave Pelly the real death token that
eventual |y reached Li Huang."

Cranston paused, as though he felt that he'd really m ssed the facts on
t hat occasi on.

"What really tipped off The Shadow," declared Cranston inpersonally, "was
t hat message you received at Dr. Tamis. The one whi ch bore The Shadow s nane,
but came from The Bl ack Dragon."

| mredi ately agog, Steve asked if Tam had | earned the secret of that odd
riddl e. \Wereupon, Cranston nodded.

"The Shadow solved it," said Cranston. "The note was witten on the paper

in your tobacco tin. You tore it |oose while you were filling your pouch.
Later,
you mstook it for a note."

"That's right!" exclaimed Steve. "I left nmy tobacco tin on Fennore's
desk!

That's when he fixed it. But why was | such a dope to m stake that piece of
paper for a real note?"

"You were really a dope,"” put in Myra laughingly. "Fennore just didn't
fix
the wrapping. He planted a nice dose of opiumin the tobacco, too. A few pipe
| oads and you were in a nood to mi stake al nost anything."

There was one thing on which Steve wasn't ni staken: The Shadow. All
t hr ough
t he weave of fact and fancy, he could see the hand of the master genius who
had
ended the Bl ack Dragon's reign of crime. But the identity of The Shadow was
still a puzzle that remai ned unsol ved.

So strange a puzzle to Steve Trask that when he and Myra Rel don were
riding
fromthe Cobalt Cub, Steve actually thought that he heard a di stant |augh,
trailing like an echo fromthe past. Mrth that was nore than nenory, for it
synmbol i zed The Shadow s conquest over crine.

As those echoes faded, Steve Trask | ooked back. He saw only Lanont
Cranston
wavi ng a good night fromthe doorway of the Cobalt C ub.

THE END



