MAL MORDO
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazine," July 1, 1946

A daffodil as a synmbol of danger; a creature with a rodent face; a nenu
card with the circled nmessage: "M dnight - Mrte - Mnday" send The Shadow in
pursuit of the world s nost desperate crimnal..

CHAPTER |

LI KE some weird creature fromthe deep, the crawing fog envel oped the
St eanshi p Santander as she lay at her North River pier. Fromthe griny
bl ackness that represented the river came the deep-throated bl ares of
st eanship
whi stles and the shrill squeals of tug-boats, |ike voices urging the thick
m st
f or war d.

The fog was kind to the Sant ander.

For one thing, the fog hadn't arrived until the banana boat had docked,

SO
now its henmm ng mass was harm ess. And now, artistically speaking, the
drizzling

m st was giving this floating junk-pile both grace and proportions that had
never bel onged to such a ship.

The dim dewy pier lights scarcely reached the side of the Santander. Her
hul k, fog-painted a whitish gray, seened to be undergoi ng the swathes of an
i nvi sible brush that produced a streanlined effect of notion. Magnified by
t hat
bl anketing gray, the Santander literally towered out of sight, creating the
illusion that this squatty tub had the bul k of a Ieviathan

Bet ween the varied blasts of the frequent river whistles cane sil ence,
broken only by an occasi onal splash. An angler mght have m staken those
sounds
for junping fish, except that fish didn't junp in the oily, ugly water
f | anki ng
t hese piers.

Then, like a warning all its own, cane a slow, flat beat of footsteps
tranping inward fromthe pier end in slow, nethodical rhythm As those
footsteps neared a light that was hanging froma post, they were acconpani ed
by
a creaking fromdried, warped boards that fornmed the surface of the pier

Qut of the fog | ooned a burly policeman who, |ike the Santander, | ooked
three sizes bigger. His footbeats stopped as he heard a novenent beside him
bringing his swinging club to his fist, the officer turned sharply. The stir
had come from a batch of packing-cases stacked near the post. Hearing it
agai n,

t he patrol man crouched and began a sl ow notion approach to the pile of boxes.

Agai n the stack wobbl ed, to the acconpani nent of a creak. The officer
straightened with a short |laugh. A |loose plank had jiggled the packing-cases,
that was all. After testing it a fewtimes, the officer continued his patro
toward the shore.

VWi stl es sounded internmittently, punctuated by those curious, recurrent
spl ashes from al ongsi de the Santander. Then, from back where other lights
formed gl ow ng dots and nothing nore, cane the plodding beats of the
patrol man's footsteps, making their return.

This time those beats halted at short intervals. C ose to the post-light,
t he patrol man showed his face in the murky glow and his expression was



troubled. He took a few nore paces, stopped and listened. From behind him he
heard a sl ow creak-creak |ike sonething governed by renpote control. It

coul dn't

be the echoes of his own footsteps; echoes didn't act that way, nor footsteps
ei ther.

He coul dn't have been as clunsy as be | ooked, this cop, for at the end of
hal f a dozen paces he made a neat, deft shift beyond the packi ng-cases. There,
crouchi ng, he put away his night-stick and drew a revol ver instead. There
wasn't any guessing about those creaki ng sounds, not any |onger. They were
approaching and with them bringi ng cautious foot-steps.

The crouching officer shifted upward, forward. He el bowed one of the
packi ng- cases and then grabbed at it. The box didn't fall, although the cop's
clutch was limted to his finger-nails. It nmust have struck a proppi ng box
beyond. But the sound was heard by that other man, approaching through the
f og.

The creaky shuffle did a sidestep and halted.

There was only one place where the newconer coul d have | ocated hinself;

t hat was behind the post, beyond the glare of the already muffled Iight.
Pointing his revolver at the post, the patrol man denmanded hoarsely:

"Who' s there?"

A voice returned the challenge with, "So it's you, Multrie!" and a
st ocky
man edged into sight around the old wooden post. Multrie, the patrolman, slid
away his revolver and funbled for the night-stick, trying to change his
sheepi sh ook to match the poker-faced expression that showed on the swarthy
face of the stocky man.

"I didn't know who you were, Inspector -

"That's all right, Multrie," interposed the stocky arrival. "You' re on
duty to question people. | wasn't sure who you were, either, the way you kept
halting your patrol. Notice anything special back there?"

"Only - well, only that | nust have heard you follow ng ne -?"

There was an interrupting nod. |Inspector Joe Cardona, despite his
dead- pan

manner, could synpathize with a slight case of the jitters. In fact, though he
didn't nention it publicly, his years of experience had convinced Cardona that
a certain anmount of nerves rendered a patrolman alert and therefore made him a
good patrol man

This applied to Multrie. Cardona gestured to the stack of packi ng-cases.

"Think there's anything in there, Multrie?"

"I don't think so, Inspector," returned the cop, glad that his shift
behi nd the stack had been interpreted as a performance of duty. "Those boxes
wobbl ed when | was goi ng past, but it nay have been on account of this."

To illustrate, Mouultrie stepped over to the right board and pressed his
foot on it. The boxes wobbl ed accordingly and the tilted one threatened to
topple, but didn't. Then, approaching the boxes, Multrie added:

"I 1 ooked through themearlier. Maybe | ought to do the sane right now,

I nspector, even though they're enpty -"

By way of illustrating the final point, the patrol man t hwacked one of the
packi ng cases with his club and automatically nodified his statenent.
Sonet hi ng

bounced from beneath the enpty box, scudded across the planking and
di sappear ed

bet ween t he pier edge and the mpored Santander, concluding its trip with one
of

the sharp splashes that had been featuring the entire evening.

Even in the gl oom Cardona and Multrie didn't fail to recognize the
creature as a sizeable rat, which didn't require the magni fying effect of the
fog to class it as an unusually | arge specinmen.

"Whoof!'" excl ained Multrie. "That was a big one!"

"Not as big as the kind we're |l ooking for," returned Cardona,

nor as



sliny. Human rats, those stowaways that have been slipping into port, from
where and how we don't know. "

Cardona's |lips kept noving along that line of talk but Multrie didn't
hear him The Queen Mary was speaki ng from sonewhere in the fog, the grand
di apason of her whistle threatening to rip the nmi st asunder. Even the pl anking
of the old pier quivered under such vibration and the topnost packing case
began toppling, only to tilt back the other way as though hoisted fromwthin.

It would have taken a dozen rats to have acconplished that, but Cardona
and Moultrie were both turned away, hence they failed to witness the
phenonenon. Then, when the ear-shattering blares fromthe Queen Mary ended,
Cardona managed to get some parting words across to Multrie.

"The police boats take over at mdnight," declared the inspector. "Unti

then" - Cardona's hand made a sweepi ng gesture nmeant to include the pier as
far
as its invisible outer end - "it's yours."

Wth that, Muultrie resuned his outbound patrol, much bol stered by
Cardona's visit, plus the fact that there was |l ess than a half hour remaining
to m dni ght. Cardona watched the pacing patrol man di sappear into the fog; then
turned shoreward. But at the first post with its foggy light, the inspector
halted. In mentioning the time limt of Multrie' s patrol, Cardona had brought
to mind an appoi ntnment of his own.

From hi s pocket, the inspector produced a fol ded piece of cardboard and
opened it in the light. It was a half a menu card, which had nmeasured about
si X
by nine inches until soneone had torn it across the mddle, the short way.
Waat
Cardona hel d was the upper half.

The headi ng of the card read as foll ows:

M DNl GHT REVEL
at the
CAFE DE LA MORTE
IN
Greenwi ch Vill age

MENU FOR MONDAY

Part of the menu list remained but nost of it had been torn away,
reduci ng
the card chiefly to an announcement, accentuated by the upper portions of a
pai r
of skeletons that stood at each side |like heralds, pointing to the headi ng.
But
there was sonething el se that interested Cardona nore

Three words of the heading were circled with a thick black ring, nade by
an artist's crayon. Those three words were "M dnight," "Mrte," and "Monday."
Ri ght now, m dnight was approaching, the word norte meant death, and today
happened to be Mnday.

Probably a hoax, this card, |like many other such trophies that the police
recei ved, but Inspector Cardona wasn't passing it by. As an anonynous
conmuni cation, it was terse and to the point; it showed intelligence behind
it,
whi ch wasn't usual with a crank note.

And thinking further in terns of the unusual, Cardona had heard that the
newl y-opened Cafe de la Morte was a nost unusual place, worthy of a visit
during one of its midnight revels. Having intended to go there anyway, Cardona
could think of no nore fitting occasion than tonight.

Timed to the fading beat of Multrie's plodding march, Cardona's creaky
footsteps dwindling in the opposite direction, |eaving only the thickening
swirl of fog upon the gl oom!| aden pier



CHAPTER |

M NUTES until m dnight.

Slowy, those minutes were ticking by, broken as before by the weird
whi stl e bl asts and those maddeni ng spl ashes which now neant rats. Choked nore
than ever by the fog, the light fromthe pier post failed even to reach the
bul ki ng side of the Santander. d owi ng downward, that |ight barely disclosed
t he warped pl anking of the pier beneath it.

Then even those boards were obscured, but not by fog.

Sonething that swirled nore fantastically than the m st was cutting off
the gleam A figure, shapeless at first, had noved up beside the post to
appear
only as a darkened snudge of enormous size. Then, nonentarily revealed in a
fog
rift which its own arrival produced, the figure showed as a human form cl oaked
in black, with a slouch hat above.

Gathering as if by conmand, the fog shrouded the nysterious arrival,
whose
di sappearance, as much as his brief disclosure, marked himas that |egendary
per sonage known as The Shadow.

At least it wasn't strange that The Shadow shoul d have put in an
appear ance here. The setting was of his choice, the situation intriguing,
particul arly because it had already attracted the attention of the police,
whose interests were The Shadow s al so.

The uncanny part was that The Shadow should arrive, as usual, just as the
situation was taking an inportant turn. Hardly was The Shadow at his chosen
post, before the mass of packing-boxes stirred.

Fromthat stack emerged a darkish man wearing old, ill-fitting clothes.
Hs teeth gl eaned white as he turned his grinning face and even the dull Iight
produced the glitter of gold ear-rings frombeneath the shaggy bl ack hair that
made the man's old straw hat appear two sizes small.

The Shadow observed that this man's baggy trousers, frayed jersey, even
the straw hat, were all dark in color, giving himan advantage in the night
fog. For when the darkish man conpleted a slink to the side of the Santander
he becane quite inconspi cuous agai nst that background.

There was a sharp, low hiss, like a signal. It cane fromthe grinning
lips
of the darkish nman. A pause, then the signal was repeated. This tine it
br ought

a response. A man in the gray working clothes of a sailor appeared severa
f eet
above, like something floating in the fog, until a slight swirl reveal ed that
he
was | eaning over the rail of a |lower deck of the Santander.
The sailor spoke, in foreign accent:
"That you, Panjo?"
From bel ow, the hiss turned to a snarl, then becane words.
"G ve no nanes, please." Panjo spoke it nore |like an order than a
request.
"You tell ne, you bring birds?"
"Tried to bring them™" replied the sailor, "but no luck this trip."
Panjo didn't seemto understand.
"I come for birds," he snarled. "You |l et ne have them now, see? You I|et
ne
have them qui ck."
"No luck, I tell you. They're all dead."
"You kill then? Why?"
The sailor |aughed at Panjo's query.



"You want to know what killed thenP?" asked the sailor. "Listen, if you
want to hear."

Wi stles throated through the fog, then ceased. The sounds t hat
suppl ant ed
them were those sanme, startling splashes fromthe water beside the ship.

"That's what killed them" informed the sailor. "The rats. They flattened
the cages to get at them | nean it, Panjo."

Again, Panjo delivered a half-snarled hiss. It wasn't just a rem nder
t hat
he didn't want his nane nentioned. It was a warning, too, induced by the
returni ng pound of Moultrie's footbeats. The sailor slid down behind the solid
rail of the deck, while Panjo crouched | ow agai nst the background of the ship.
They remained that way while the patrol man passed, bound toward the shore end
of the pier. The figures reappeared and the conversati on was resuned.

"You bring no birds," rebuked Panjo, in an ugly tone, "so why do you
bring
rats?"

"Because we take food to Europe," the sailor explained. "The rats know it
cones fromthe ship, so they cone on board to get their share.™

"But no food they find. So why they stay?"

"They want to get to the place where the food came from Rats are smart
that way."

Panj o thought that over. Then, sharply he asked:

"You bring birds from Europe?"

"Parrots, macaws and such?" queried the sailor. "W picked themup in
South Anerica, on the way back, where we unloaded surplus nilitary supplies.”

"If rats so smart," conjectured Panjo, "why they not go ashore then?"

"Because the South Anericans were smarter. They took the supplies and

left
us the rats. W unloaded onto little boats - lighters they call them- outside
the harbor!"

"And then you pick up birds?"

"That's right. W took on a cargo of mahogany | ogs that they towed out on
barges, because they're too heavy to float by thenselves." The sailor |eaned
wel |l over the rail, as though to beconme confidential. "That's how | made the
deal for the birds, Panjo. The nen on the lighters fixed it with the barge
men. "

Panjo was still obdurate. There was sonmething sullen in the darkish man's
snarl :

"Maybe something nore big than rat kill bird."

Their faces were sharply etched, Panjo's and the sailor's, for there
wasn't nuch di stance between them

Panjo was gl aring upward, the sailor staring downward, so neither noticed
the shape that glided to the side of the Santander, sonewhat toward the bow
In
fact, the shape couldn't be seen at all, though it manifested its presence by
the eddy it produced in the fog.

In a sense, The Shadow was surrounded by a ghostly wapping that finally
di ssipated itself as he reached the ship's side and began an upward clinb
toward the higher bulwark near the bow

Meanwhi | e, the sailor was parrying wth Panjo.

"Somet hi ng bi gger than rats?" The sailor's face scow ed down at Panj o.

"Li ke what for instance?"

Bef ore Panjo could specify, there cane a | ouder splash fromnear the

shi p,
a sound which by conparison with those earlier plops could represent sonething
of human size. The sailor turned quickly and Panjo, giving his head a quick
tilt to make sure the patrol man wasn't near, traced a rapid course back toward
t he stacked packi ng cases.

Hardly had Panjo reached there, before another man-sized splash was heard



of f the bow of the Santander. It was then apparent that Panjo hadn't wheel ed
away just to hide. He was turning again, to get a better |ook at the

Sant ander,

to see what was happening on its upper decks.

Panj o made only one m stake. Fromthis range, he couldn't hope to see
nmuch
t hrough the soupy fog. The sailor's plan was better; he was racing up a
conpani onway, shouting for other crew nmenbers to join himand find out what
was
happeni ng on board. Neverthel ess, Panjo did see something, thanks to a
brilliant
[ ight which suddenly arrived atop a stunpy mast near the bow of the Santander

Sone crew nenber had turned on the light just in time and at the wong
tine.

VWhat Panjo saw was a figure |like a nonstrous bat, rising above the
bul war k
of the Santander, spreadi ng what seened to be gigantic wings for a forward
swoop. The thing was human-sized and Panjo, terror stricken by the very sight
of it, shrieked wild words that stabbed |ike a warning through the fog.

"Vour dal ak!" screaned Panjo. "Vourdal ak! Nosferadu! Vampyr! Vampyr!"

Those | ast words struck an echoing note. Fromthe far side of the
Sant ander, near the bow which none of the sailors had yet reached, cane a
hi gh,
frantic shout:

"Vanpi ro! Vanpiro!"

Moultrie was arriving on the run. The patrol man saw the thing that Panjo
m stook for a vanpire and fired three shots at it, all rmuch too late. The
figure was gone, swallowed by bl ackness bel ow the high rail of the upper deck
And Moultrie was glad that he had mssed for he was realizing that the
creature
was nore human than batlike.

To Moultrie cane recollections of a strange personage that he had heard
about, but never before had seen - The Shadow

Savagely, the patrolman turned to deal with the mal efactor who had |ed
hi m
into firing shots at the law s best friend. The nmal efactor that Multrie had
in
m nd was Panj o, who by now was diving deep into his nest of packing cases. The
boxes were wobbling, toppling, and Multrie used the remaining three
cartridges
in his police positive to riddle them Then he scranbled on board the | ow deck
of the Santander, dropping to shelter in order to reload his gun

Panj o hadn't halted anbng the packi ng cases. Sounds of the first shots
had
spurred himright on through. The darki sh man was speedi ng shoreward; al
Moultrie had riddl ed was an enpty nest.

VWhat covered Panjo's flight conpletely was the excitenment on that high
deck of the Santander. Followi ng the cry of "Vanpiro!" there had been two | oud
smacki ng spl ashes fromthe water al ongside, indicating that a pair of men had
junped there, rather than conbat the form dabl e unknown.

But there was another, who had taken a different route. He was scurrying
down a conpani onway, heading for a hatch, dodging crew nenbers in his wld
flight. Rather than cross the deck and make hinself a target in the light, The
Shadow was follow ng that [ast nman, knowi ng that one stowaway, if captured,
could give details concerning the rest.

VWhen three sailors cut across The Shadow s path, he gave them precedence.
They knew this ship better than The Shadow did and they were competent to make
the capture. Neverthel ess, The Shadow fol |l owed them ready to remain in
reserve. The chase proved as short as it was rapid.

The chase ended in the hold.



There, dull [abored sounds told that the fugitive was seeking shelter
anong great piles of mahogany |ogs that banked clear to the ceiling at one end
of the hold. Arned with inmprovised clubs, the sailors were nmoving in that
general direction. Hearing the clang of arriving footsteps, The Shadow nerged
with the darkness at the fringe of the hold, just as Multrie arrived.

The sailors were voicing adnonitions:

"Don't let himout of there!”

"Watch himor he'll get out through the hatch over those |ogs!"

"He can't manage it. That hatchway is cl anped on the deck!"

A fierce bell ow canme fromanong the | ogs, half challenge, half terror, a
man's voice so strained and frantic that it was inpossible to define. To
settle
the question, Multrie fired above the heads of the sailors, ploughing his
bul l ets deep into the nahogany.

The result was stupendous.

Wth a great heave, the huge pile of logs came tunbling, rolling, sending
the sailors dodging along with Moultrie. Qut of that nmelee, rolling |like one
of
the I ogs, cane the fugitive stowaway. O anbering over the |l ogs, sailors and
patrol man reached him only to find himlinp, alnost |ifeless.

The reason was plain when they turned himover. The nman's body was
contorted, crushed. It was horrible, but not surprising, considering that he'd
been carried in the mdst of that unexpected aval anche of huge |ogs, fromthe
nmonent the pile had given away.

He was an ugly, rattish nan, this stowaway, and his eyes glared up from
beneath the twi sted visor of his shabby cap. Then, with gasps that narked his
deat h-t hroes, the man panted these singul ar words:

"Mal nmordo - nmorto - noktomezo -"

Those words were all. Having gasped them the man sank back dead. Like
t he
other listeners, The Shadow heard them for he had drawn cl ose. Now The Shadow
was on the nove again, to reach a |layer of |ogs against the bul khead, the only
portion of the stack that had not toppled.

Swiftly, silently, The Shadow scal ed that |ayer |ike a | adder, nor was
hi s
route interrupted at the top. The hatchway that the sailors had nentioned was
wi de open; its cover lying beside it, ripped fromthe big clanps that had held
it. The top | og gave way as The Shadow used it to propel hinself up through
t he
hat chway. It canme bangi ng down, bringing Multrie and the sailors to the
alert,
| eavi ng t hem wondering as they stared upward and saw the w de gap |leading to
t he deck.

By then, The Shadow had reached the rail and his keen eyes were probing
t he bl ackened water below. No figures were visible there, but The Shadow coul d
trace a thin, undulating line in the oily scum fading off fromthe side of
t he
Sant ander .

Crossing the deck, The Shadow dropped to the lower rail on the dock side,
then to the dock itself. A low, whispered |laugh stirred the hovering mist as
the cloaked figure flitted past the hanging Iight and took the shoreward route
that Panjo had so recently foll owed.

"Mal nordo - nmorto - noktonezo -

Unintelligible words to others, but to The Shadow they formed a link to
somet hing far nore sinister than the chance death of a fugitive stowaway on
board the Steanshi p Sant ander

CHAPTER 1 |



I T was nearly nidni ght when The Shadow |l eft the North River pier and
m dni ght was the hour for the usual revel that took place at the new but
al ready popul ar Cafe de la Muxrte, Geenwich Village's | atest screwbal
attraction.

Wth his head-start fromthe pier, Inspector Cardona had reached the cafe
just before the appointed hour. He was reluctantly checking his hat and coat
in
a cloak roompainted all about with imtation flames and presided over by a
somewhat timeworn check girl who | ooked anything but cute in a devil-costune
adorned with imtation horns.

The hell-fire notif persisted into the cafe itself, then gave way to
wal |'s
painted to represent tonbstones with hovering ghosts all about. The waiter who
conducted Cardona to a table was dressed in an outfit decorated with skel eton
ri bs and over his head he wore a hood painted to represent a skull.

Cardona noted that the other waiters were simlarly attired, which gave
t hem excel l ent opportunity to cover their identity, a fact which the inspector
i ntended to put in his notebook at an early nonment. The one man who was not so
di sgui sed - and therefore worthy of a separate notation - was a stolid
bartender over at one side of the cafe, behind the inevitable bar

Maybe the barkeep objected to such a costume or was too busy to be
encunbered by one. At any rate, he had nothing to conceal, for Cardona
recogni zed himas a veteran bartender who had served at several Village spots.
Wth a further eye to detail, Cardona noted that the bar was well-stocked,
bot h
in quantity and variety of liquors. Behind the barkeeper was a rack of
shel ves,
divided in three vertical sections, all |oaded to capacity with fancy bottles
of inported goods.

The patrons next.

Studyi ng the custoners, Joe Cardona decided that they represented the
usual sprinkling of Villagers and the customary nmajority of out-of-towners who
woul d patroni ze a freaki sh place such as the Cafe de |l a Mrte. Business was
al ways good when such establishnents opened and generally sustained itself
until sone other novelty supplanted it.

Many of the custonmers were drinking beer, the chief reason being that the
beverage was served in big mugs shaped to resenble skulls. Qite a thrill,
such
sport, but it wasn't showing big profits for the house. The popularity of beer
in skull-mgs could account for the untouched stock of much nore expensive
elixirs on the shelf behind old Jerry, the squatty bartender who | ooked as
t hough he didn't have enough to do.

In Cardona's opinion, the Cafe de la Mdxrte wouldn't begin to rmake profits
until it stopped serving beer in bizarre mugs; and when it stopped that
practice, people wouldn't come here any nore.

But people were here tonight, that was the inportant thing. Mreover, the
menu card |lying on Cardona's table was a perfect match for the half-card, that
Joe had in his pocket. If death happened to be due at Mnday midnight, it was
Cardona' s business to pick the persons who mght be invol ved.

So far, Cardona could only pick the waiters, with their disguising
skul I -hoods. Ordering a beer, Joe not only kept a close watch on his waiter,
but all the others who came within his scope.

The policy brought results.

One waiter, passing another, whispered a word that Cardona overheard, a
word that sounded |ike a nane:

"Mal nordo. "

The second waiter repeated it to a third and Cardona caught the word
"Mal nordo” plainly. He al so saw both waiters throw worried gl ances toward the
rear of the cafe and when nen in masking hoods could give the inpression that
they were worried, it was obvious that they nust be worried indeed.



Joe's trouble was that he couldn't see the rear of the cafe at all.
I gnoring his beer, he rose fromhis table and sauntered over toward the bar

t hen changed course and found a good observation spot along the same wall. The
spot was particularly good because it was beneath a stretch of sloping
cei ling,

about four feet w de, that slanted down behind the bar and cut off old Jerry's
vi ew of the place that Cardona had chosen

From hi s new vantage, Cardona saw that the rear of the restaurant opened
i nto an outdoor garden and through the connecting door, the slight breeze
wafted the strains of wild exotic nusic, played by a violin.

Wonderi ng who the nusician m ght be, Cardona took a casual stroll out to
t he garden.

From the nonment that he nade his advent into the al fresco setting, Joe
Cardona was spotted. The man who pegged hi mwas a rather handsone young chap
naned Harry Vincent. Parked at a rather obscure table alongside the green
board
fence that served as boundary to the garden, Harry inmedi ately concerned
hi nmsel f
with the remaining contents of a skull-rug, rather than have Cardona see his
face.

As a rule, persons who didn't want to be noticed by Joe Cardona were
fugitives fromjustice. Harry Vincent happened to be a rare exception

Harry Vincent was an agent of The Shadow.

Thr ough channel s peculiarly his own, The Shadow had ways of finding out
about things and places that aroused the suspicion of the police. There were
ti mes, too, when The Shadow anticipated a growing interest on the part of the
| aw. Though The Shadow s data mi ght be inconplete, he seldomlet such a
condition conti nue.

The Shadow had ways of building up his own statistics. One of those ways
was Harry Vincent.

Thi s evening Harry had been told to cover the Cafe de la Mrte. He had
pi cked the outdoor garden as the best area, because it had attracted the
majority of the patrons. The weat her was warm and the garden was therefore
cool er than the cranped i ndoors. Though the hi gh board fence cut off passing
breezes, there was conpensation in the fact that the garden had no roof.

Running fromthe building to the fence were a series of well-spaced iron
rods intended as a support for a huge canvas canopy that served in rainy
weat her. At present the canopy was rolled up and parked agai nst the buil ding
wal | , above the down-sl anting rods.

The garden's chief attraction was the violinist, who answered to the nane
of Gregor. He wore a Hungarian costune of boots, baggy trousers, fancy sash
and
ruffled shirt. He was a good-|ooking chap despite his frequent scow s which
seened the result of concentration on his music, which constantly approached a
tumul t uous staccato and al ways ended unexpectedly. However, it had taken Harry
| ess than an hour to observe that G egor's gripe concerned sonething other
t han
his rmusic; nanely, Mdame Thall a.

According to the little cards that she distributed at tables, Midane
Thal l a was a gypsy palm st and she certainly | ooked the part. Though young,
Thal la had a wi se face that befitted her colorful gypsy costume. It wasn't
al ways possible to see her face, because the brilliant handkerchief that she
wore as a head-dress drooped down beside her cheeks like the blinders on a
hor se.

At | east those blinders hel ped Madane Thalla concentrate on the person
whose fortune she was telling. There was another point that interested Harry
quite as nmuch. Though she advertised herself as a palnm st, Madane Thalla told
fortunes by playing cards instead. The particul ar type of cards she used were
t he ol d-fashioned tarots, with curious pictures enbellishing their faces.

At present, Madane Thalla was dealing the tarots for a bl onde young | ady



who wore a white dress. Since Cardona was noticing Gregor, Harry decided to
| ook at the blonde instead. In fact, he shifted his chair so he particularly
gai ned a ringside seat to the conference between Madanme Thalla and the girl in
white

VWhat Harry heard made himforget the hazard of being observed by Cardona.

"Your name," Madanme Thalla was saying, in a low, sharp tone. "I can read
it here in the cards."
"My nane?" exclaimed the girl. "But that's inpossible.™

"It is not inpossible," declared Thalla. "It is Janice. Wiit, | can read
the rest! Your full nane is Janice Bradford."

Fromthe way the girl drew her breath, Harry knew that Madane Thal l a had
scored a ten-strike. Then

"That is ny nane," the girl admtted, soberly. "But surely, the cards
could not tell you."

"The cards tell everything," asserted Thalla. "Mst of all, they warn of
danger. The danger that cones to those who wear the yellow fl ower."

Jani ce Bradford went tense. Harry Vincent saw her hand creep to the | ape
of her jacket, where a daffodil was pinned. A rather unusual flower, thought
Harry, and apparently Thalla was of the same opinion

"Three nights now you have worn it," the gypsy told the girl, "and each
ni ght brings nore danger. | warn you, it is not safe to cone here!"

"But | have conme here safely -"

"And you may not find it safe to stay.'

Thal I a pointed a shapely finger
to
one of the tarot cards. "This is the sign that tells your future."

Jani ce stared at the card, much puzzl ed.

"But that card is blank!" she exclained. "How did it cone to be anong the
ot her s?"

Thal | a shrugged as though she didn't know

"But since it is blank," persisted Janice, "how can you read it? \What
does
it tell?"

"Your future.'
the card!"

Thal la could say no nore, for Gegor was drowning all sounds with the
maddened shriek of his fiddle. Then, with a burst that seened to strain the
violin's strings, the wild nusic ended.

The sudden sil ence seened sharp. It nade ears keen, too, for Harry could
hear a peculiar sound from sonewhere al ong the wooden fence. The nore he
listened, the nore that sound reni nded himof sonething gnawi ng at the wood.
| mredi ately the thought of rats sprang to Harry's mind, though it seened
unlikely that rats would try to chew their way into as popul ated a spot as
this
out door garden

And then, fromwthin the Cafe de la Mrte cane the strokes of a strange
gong, announci ng the begi nning of the m dnight revel.

A revel that tonight spelled death!

Thall a i ntoned the words solemly. "No future. Blank, |ike

CHAPTER | V

JANI CE BRADFORD was rising before the gong strokes ended. Madanme Thall a
was saying sonething to the girl and again Harry Vincent caught the words,
when
t he gypsy repeated the adnmonition

"Your future will be blank," Thalla stated, "unless you heed ny warning.
Go, before the nessage of the tarots can be fulfilled. The blank is one that
al l ows you anot her choice." Sweeping the cards fromthe table, Thalla held
t hem
as though about to deal, then shook her head. "But tonight, we have not tine



to
continue. Go!"

Deciding to go, Janice was nevertheless reluctant. As she left the table,
she | ooked for her waiter in order to pay the check and was rather bew | dered
when two skull -hooded nen ignored her as they passed. Finding your waiter
wasn't easy at the Cafe de la Mrte.

As yet Cardona hadn't noticed Janice, nor was it likely that he woul d.
The
i nspector was concentrated upon Thalla as the gypsy woman strolled past his
tabl e. Watching Thalla, Cardona picked up one of her table cards without
letting his eyes |l eave the fortune teller

Shuffling her tarot cards, Thalla was noving past G egor and the wi se
| ook
she gave him brought a fresh scow fromthe violinist. This time, Cardona
didn't
mss it and if he had, Gregor's action would have been enough to declare the
spite that existed between himand the fortune teller

Tossing his head, G egor brought his chin down upon the violin and
i medi ately broke forth with a fanfare of barbaric nusic that denoted anger in
every chord. So fierce, so frenzied was the nusic that it drowned every ot her
sound. Anmong those sounds was an unheard clatter that came fromthe wooden
fence.

A portion of that fence, approximately three feet square, opened like a
thing of cardboard and through it withed a | oathsome creature so far from
human that any resenbl ance seened conpl etely coi nci dent al

The thing that twisted itself into sight |ooked like a rat of nan-sized
proportions that had borrowed sonebody's clothes sinply to disguise the fact
that it was a rodent, not a human.

It was the creature's face that nmade the inpression nobst convincing.

No face coul d possi bly have been so ugly, so vicious in its own right
al one. Its owner nust have purposely nisshapen it, or practiced facial
contortions to the limt, in order to acquire such grotesque, inhunman
features.

If the arrival |ooked |like a rat, he was even quicker

Wth a snarl that drowned the high notes of the violin, the thing from
t he
fence reached Gegor. In its course, the contorted creature flung tables right
and left; their crashing froze Gegor in the mdst of his wild rhapsody.
Recoiling, the nusician flung his arms, violin, bow and all, in warding
fashi on
as he tried to crouch for shelter

From Gregor's lips cane a shriek of higher pitch than his violin had ever
reached, as he screeched the nane:

"Mal nordo! "

In his effort to escape the terrible creature he called Ml nordo, G egor
made one great mistake. It was a natural thing, to go diving away froma
huddl y
creature that had |l aunched itself froma self-nmade nman-sized rat-hole. Natural
too, for both Joe Cardona and Harry Vincent to |unge toward Ml nordo,
stretching as they drew guns, intent upon aining downward. But they were as
m st aken as was G egor.

The thing called Ml nordo unlinbered, |engthening itself in an astoundi ng
fashion. Wth his left hand, the unkenpt creature flung a light table
si dewar d,
sendi ng a shower of skull-rmugs with it. Cardona dodged the missile; it skinmed
himand forced Harry to duck it too. By then, all was up with G egor

Mal mordo' s right hand had whi pped out a I ong, thin-bladed knife and was
overtaking Gregor with it. The long, hooking thrust of the knife point seened
to carry Malnordo after it. If Gegor had turned or straightened, he could
have



at least coped with his attacker, but his instinctive crouch and mad effort to
escape were his undoi ng.

The thin knife buried itself in Gregor's back and stayed there. The
nmusi ci an sprawl ed, his violin and bow flying ahead of him while Ml nordo, now
unar ned, wheeled to neet other foenen.

Cardona and Harry were aimng their guns upward, straight at the leering
face that was Mal nordo's. Even the intensity of the noment could not |essen
t he
hi deous i npression that those grotesque features gave. Indeed, the situation
accentuat ed the appearance of Ml nordo.

Alivid face, all out of shape, fromits bulging teeth to beady eyes, a
face that seemed uglier than the snarl that spat froma nouth that | ooked
lipless. Above the face was shaggy hair, strewi ng down upon a forehead whose
| ines seemed continuations of the m sshapen grimace which was fixed on
Mal nordo' s vi sage

Again, this human nonstrosity showed the cunning that went with
Mal nor do' s
rattish | ooks. From his stretched position, Ml nordo telescoped into his
f or mer
pose, dwi ndling so suddenly that for the nmonent he appeared to be plunging
hi nsel f, corkscrew fashi on, down through the flagstone paving of the garden

This was illusion, nothing nore, but it conpletely fooled both nen who
were trying to drop Malnordo in his tracks. Two guns blasted in unison, their
shots whi zzi ng high. Then, before Harry or Cardona had a chance to fire again,
Mal nordo was flaying themw th a new del uge of tables that he scooped up
during
his flinging whirl.

And now Mal nordo was a gone rat indeed, a rat scanpering in maddened
flight. He was cutting a swath anong tables and chairs, apparently in search
of
some outlet. He couldn't regain the hole that he had literally gnawed through
the fence, for from hands and knees, Harry and Cardona were starting over to
bl ock that outlet. Nor could he scoot into the cafe itself, for the
skul I -hooded waiters were conming fromthat direction, some of themwth
revol vers. They were the ones who dodged the next tables that Ml nordo threw,
until he found another use for the furniture.

Feinting with a table, Ml nordo suddenly planked it on top of another
table that was standing by. Grabbing a chair with his other hand, he sprang
upon the first table, planting the chair on the table above. At the sanme tine,
his free hand deftly whi pped a clasp knife froma pocket of his baggy
trousers,
flipped it open, and cut a taut rope that slanted by his shoul der

That rope was the control line for the canopy that sheltered the patrons
of the garden on rainy days. Wth a sudden runble, the canvas cane rolling
down
along the netal rods that forned a track above Mal nordo's head. Even before
t he
canvas reached him Ml nordo was clanbering to the chair above the upper table
and his | ong-bladed clasp kni fe gave another slash that met the canopy when it
arrived.

@uns roared upward, too | ate. Everybody was aiming for the chair, but
Mal nordo was no | onger there.

He'd gone, with a |leap, right through the opening in the canvas that his
handy knife had ripped, using the nearest slanted rod to help himconplete the
rapid hoist. In a trice, Ml nordo had staged as spectacul ar a getaway as The
Shadow s departure fromthe hold of the Santander, and under conditions far
nore pressing.

Except that here, Ml nordo | acked the benefit of a solid shield like a
shi p's deck. Beneath hi mwas canvas, nothing nore. As he went through the slit
in the canvas, he flung his clasp knife at one waiter who was aimng a



revol ver

and the man in the skull-hood had to dodge. But there were others w th guns,
who

were shifting to drill the canvas and ferret out the rattish Malnordo with
bul | ets.

Mal mordo nmust have expected it, for hardly had the first guns tal ked
before a roundi sh figure came rolling down above the canopy, marking its
progress by the way it sagged the canvas. A clever trick, this, rolling
straight for the back alley behind the green fence. It explained why Mal nordo
had gone to such exaggerated neasures in the first place. Here he was slipping
the men who had tried to round himup, gaining the very outlet from which they
had bl ocked hi m of f!

It was a | ong chance though, taking a roller coaster trip above the heads
of the very nen who sought to stop him Before the trip was over, guns were
bl asting at the traveling bulge that foll owed down the canvas and al t hough
t hey
were again belated, it was largely luck that caused themto niss the object
t hey
sought .

Over the edge of the canopy, just ahead of frantic bullets, even then
Mal nordo wasn't out of danger. There was a terrific clatter of a landing in
t he
rear alley, indicating that Ml nordo nust have overturned a waiting ash-can
and
bef ore the cl angor ended, Cardona was through the gap in the rear fence,
ai m ng
for Malnordo in the darkness.

The alley ran parallel to the fence and shots responded from both
directions, shots fired by distant, crouchy nmen, who were obviously | eagued
with Mal nordo. But the killer hinself couldn't have headed in either
direction.

There was only one place where Mal mordo coul d have gone, into a deep, dark
courtyard across the narrow all ey.

That space represented a connection between two sections of a storage
buil di ng that rose wi ndowl ess above. Cardona knew that Ml nordo nust have gone
t here, because he heard the ash-can rolling that direction; therefore, it
foll owed that Ml nordo must have taken it along to serve as an inprovised
pil | -box.

Putting a whistle to his |ips, Joe Cardona blew a signal that would bring
all the police from bl ocks around, for on the way here, he had instructed
various patrolnen to be on the alert.

VWoever this Ml nordo was, whatever his purpose in Manhattan, the | aw was
prepared to elimnate himon the scene of his first crine!

CHAPTER V

THE shrill of Cardona's whistle roused Harry Vincent fromthe excitenent
of the chase. Abruptly, Harry put away his gun, realizing it wasn't good
policy

to be brandi shing one unofficially, even after siding in behalf of the Iaw

Looki ng about at the waiters, Harry saw that they had al ready adopted the
same notion. They were not only gunless, some of them had peel ed away their
skul I -hoods to reveal their faces. A few | ooked tough, but nost of them
appeared to be scared. This left Harry wondering as to how many had been in on
t he gun work.

Cardona at |east was giving the waiters benefit of doubt, for he was
ordering themto quiet the customers, to keep the place closed, and to admt
only arriving police. Since Malnordo had chosen to play rat, Cardona right now
was acting the cat, for he was watching the hole where the nurderer had gone



and did not want to be disturbed.

Dr oppi ng back, Harry crossed to the doorway that led into the cafe proper
and halted there beside sone bl ack-draped curtains. A hand emerged suddenly
fromthe darkness and gripped his arm before Harry coul d take action, a voice
i ntoned for silence.

It was The Shadow, just arrived, for fromhis hidden |lips cane the one
word: "Report."

Before Harry could do nmore than point out Gegor's body and nanme Mal nordo
as the nurderer, there were voices fromthe front of the cafe. The first of
t he
police were arriving and taking over in characteristic style. The Shadow
pressed
Harry in anmong the black curtains and blotted hinself agai nst another wall.
oservation at this noment was nore inportant than a report. But Harry noted
to
his satisfaction that the spot The Shadow had chosen, slightly away fromthat
slanted roof |eading down to the side of the bar, offered a good outl ook to
t he
rear garden where Cardona was still playing pussy cat at Malnordo's rat-hole.

It took the police only a fewmnutes to learn that no one had fled the
Cafe de la Morte by way of the front door, or for that matter, by any route
other than the garden. They learned this fromthe stanmmering red-devil who
m nded the cl oak room and from a hel pl ess | ooki ng manager. A d Jerry, the
bart ender, corroborated everything with nods while he calmy polished the
bar- gl asses and Jerry, being a well-known character of uninpeachable quality,
was the sort whose word woul d stand.

Then, brushing past the curtains where Harry was hidden, and totally

failing to notice The Shadow bl acked-out agai nst the opposite wall, the police
reached the garden to find Inspector Cardona. By that tine, Cardona was
al r eady

gai ning further aid, consisting of a few detectives who had come in fromthe
side alleys.

These nen were reporting that several ratty |ooking characters had
scurried away as soon as they appeared, which to Cardona neant that Ml nordo's
foll owers had been forced to abandon their chief. Neverthel ess, Cardona wasn't
t aki ng chances on a counter-thrust.

"Don't conme through here," Joe warned the detectives, referring to the
hole in the fence. "W've got a rat trapped in the court across the way and he
m ght start shooting. Go around to the front of the place, where you'll find a
patrol man on duty. He'll let you in.

"Then round up all the custoners and the waiters, so | can quiz them
Nobody is to come in or go out. As for you fellows" - this was to a pair of
patrol men who were in the garden, crowding up to Cardona's shoul ders - "keep
wat ching that courtyard. 1'll send for sonme tear gas and tomry-guns. They'l
be
good rat poison."

Harry could hear all this, though it was around the corner fromhim At
the sane tine, he was watchi ng bl ackness glide out to the garden. The Shadow
was on his way to study the Mal nordo situation at close range, which left it
to
Harry to check on matters inside the cafe proper

Waiting until the detectives appeared at the front door and tal ked to the
brawny patrol man stationed there, Harry did a quick shift anong the curtains
to
see how the custoners and hired help reacted. First, the police were lining up
the waiters, listing their names; then, having tallied them they told the
waiters to assenbl e the custoners

For a few nonments, the waiters were noving here and there; during that
period Harry noticed that one of them had put on his skull-hood. Harry was
shifting to watch where the waiter went, when sonething else attracted his



attention. Hearing whispered voices nearby, Harry | eaned anpbng the curtains to
eavesdr op.

The voi ces bel onged to Madane Thalla and Janice Bradford. Apparently the
gypsy fortune teller had discovered the blonde girl crouched in an al cove.

"You must go fromhere!" Thalla was telling Janice. "You believe nme, when
| say there is danger!"

"I did believe you,'
police are here."

"They will ask you questions," asserted Thalla. "They will not tell you
answers, like | did. Do you want to answer questions?"

"No," admitted Janice, "but if the police nerely consider ne a regular
custoner -"

"It is not what the police think! It is what Malnmordo will think. You
under st and?"

"I'n a way, yes -

"And in a way is enough. Even the police can not protect you if Mal nordo
knows where you are! Cone!"

Foot st eps shuffled away and when Harry managed to peer from beside a
curtain, he saw Thalla, stooped beside a counter in the corner, lifting a trap
door. The gypsy woman gestured Janice down into the cellar, spoke sone
reassuring words, then lowered the trap

Did this mean that Thalla was doubl e-crossing Jani ce? The idea struck

began Janice, "but | should be safe, now that the

hard

through Harry mnd, particularly when he saw the fierce, vengeful expression
that registered itself on Thalla's wi se features. Then, the gypsy wonman was
stal king along the wall, peering everywhere, as though | ooking for someone
el se.

Per haps Thalla was seeking that |one waiter who had put on the
deat h- hood.

But now, for some reason, others were doing the sanme. It was inpossible to
tel

whi ch was whi ch and Harry gai ned the sudden inpression that sone new trouble
was about to start.

Then, fromthe other side of the curtains cane The Shadow s | ow tone.
Harry shifted over to report to his chief. Instead, it was The Shadow who
opened the di scussion

"The wall above the canopy," stated The Shadow. "You saw it before the
curtain rolled down. Describe it."

"It was just a building wall,

The Shadow undertoned a | augh

"The ceiling over there," he spoke. "Part of it is slanted, ending down

expressed Harry, "with two small w ndows.

in
back of the bar."

Harry had noticed that stretch of ceiling before. It was the slant four
feet wide, that hadn't much inpressed himat the tinme. Now suddenly, he
realized what it neant.

"An inside stairway!" Harry's whisper was excited. "Coming down fromthe
second floor. If that rack of bottle shelves could open, it would bring you
out
ri ght behind the bar!"

At that same nonment, Harry was noticing that the bar was singularly
enpty.
ad Jerry, the bartender, had di sappeared. As Harry still stared, Cardona cane
stalking into the cafe and the place the inspector |ooked first was toward the
bar. Striding over, Cardona took a | ook across the bar, then turned and
bel | owed at his nen.

"Who I et this happen?" demanded Cardona. "Here's old Jerry slugged and
unconsci ous, down in back of the bar!"

"The hooded waiter!" Harry told The Shadow. "He cane fromthat direction
| didn't watch him the only man who was still wearing his hood, because | was



listening to Madane Thalla and Jani ce Bradford. Thalla was steering Janice
down
into the cellar, through a trap door over there!"

As Harry pointed fromthe curtains, he saw Thalla again. The excitenent
over finding Jerry had caused the gypsy wonan to change her m nd about
remaining in the cafe. Thalla was at the trap again, this time using it for
her
own departure

The trap was droppi ng above Thalla, just as Harry pointed, and before The
Shadow could do a thing about it, Cardona heard the trap door slam Instantly,
t he i nspector was on the pounce, calling upon the detectives to follow him

A singular circunstance, this. True to police practice, |Inspector Cardona
was accepting the situation close at hand, forgetting the greater issue of
Mal nordo, trapped in the courtyard behind the alleyway. Yet by that freakish
shift of judgnment, the | aw was actually on Malnordo's trail.

Such was The Shadow s anal ysis, and once again The Shadow was ri ght!

CHAPTER VI

THE rush for the trap door brought with it three of the hooded waiters
and
Cardona did not order themto stay behind. In fact, he gave them precedence
over
his detectives, because they knew these prenises and would therefore be
hel pf ul
in the pursuit of the unknown who had gone into the cellar

Madane Thal la knew that cellar too.

There wasn't a trace of the gypsy wonan when Cardona and hi s hunman
bl ood- hounds reached the cellar. Al they saw were crates, casks and ot her
i npedi menta of the sort commonly found in the cellar of a restaurant.

St andi ng beside a door that he had flung wi de, Cardona ordered the
searchers to fan out and find the person who had fled by this route. The
waiters were to shift the crates and casks, while the detectives stood by with
ready guns.

Upstairs, The Shadow was profiting by the changed situation. In draw ng
men to the cellar, Cardona had |left the cafe guarded, so far as the door was
concerned, but the nmen there were so occupied with such duty that they were
unabl e to watch el sewhere

Telling Harry to join the other patrons and gl ean any details that m ght
ari se, The Shadow started on a foray of his own. Even if the police at the
door
had been | ooki ng The Shadow s way, it was unlikely that they could have seen
him For Harry, who could guess what his chief was about, found it difficult
to
trace The Shadow s progress.

@ iding blackness seened to fold itself fantastically as it streaked
al ong
the slanting width of ceiling that marked the bl ocked-off stairway down from
t he
second floor. Yet only eyes like Harry's, |ooking for such a token, could have
observed it, for the background itself was dark and absorbed the novi ng
si | houette.

Sonebody had propped old Jerry in a chair behind the bar to give himair
and he was showi ng signs of recovery. It mght have been Jerry's own shadow
that noved along the bottle-racked wall behind him to be swallowed by
dar kness
further on.

Then came the ticklish portion of The Shadow s expedition. Slowy,
bl ackness noved upward, until it obscured the center row of shelves. Next,



t hose shel ves noved outward, door-fashion. Harry saw the notion, but realized
that the very fact he could discern it neant that The Shadow was cutting off
the line of vision fromthe front of the cafe.

The shel ved door cl osed and the bl ackness was gone. The Shadow was using
the hidden route to the second fl oor

Fromthose little windows at the rear of the building it was easy to | ook
down above the slanted canopy and study the rear courtyard where a cl unpy
shape
awai ted the attack by the police. The Shadow coul d make out the formthat
represented Mal nordo, sonething inmpossible for the nen at the hole in the
fence, due to the lack of visibility at that | ower altitude.

Waiting for tear-gas and tommy-guns seenmed a wasteful delay to The
Shadow.

He preferred to settle the question of Malnordo by a rapid probe with bullets.
Drawi ng a .45 automatic, The Shadow planted bullets into the huddly object.

Every bull et brought a clang.

There were echoes fromthe courtyard, as sharp as shots thensel ves. The
patrol men at the fence thought that Ml nmordo was shooting back at the unknown
mar ksman up above. They opened fire at the courtyard, too, whereupon The
Shadow
ceased his fire and declared hinself with a weird, challenging | augh, which
t he
men bel ow recogni zed. Realizing that The Shadow was on their side, confident
that his taunt represented triunph, the patrol nen charged through the fence
shooting as they went, intent upon taking the courtyard by storm

The Shadow saw t he bl ue-coated cluster surge into the court. Thrusting
hi nsel f through the wi ndow, he rolled hinself down the canopy at an angle, his
feet reaching the | ower edge first. There, The Shadow dropped adroitly to the
now deserted alley and | anded cleanly in its darkness. Instead of joining the
attack, he noved swiftly toward the street at the alley's end.

Havi ng found his own neans of departure fromthe Cafe de la Mrte. The
Shadow was taking his own neasures toward the capture of Ml nmordo. Not only
was
The Shadow undecei ved by Mal nordo' s nethods; he was inform ng the police that
they had chosen a blind trail

This latter point was proven when |Inspector Cardona reached the yard,
attracted up fromthe cellar and out through the garden fence by the sounds of
repeated gunfire. In the courtyard, Cardona found the patrol men staring
stupidly at an ash-can which was lying on its side, the contents of said
ash-can being a pair of baggy trousers and an oversized bl ouse whi ch had been
Mal nordo' s cost une.

Then did Cardona guess Mal nordo' s ruse.

"That's what rolled dowmn the canopy!" The inspector kicked the
bull et-riddl ed ash-can. "Ml nordo nust have had it rolled up in the canvas. W
t hought it was Mal nordo and when it | anded, we thought it, was sonething he'd
knocked over!

Turning, Cardona stared up at the little wi ndows above the canopy.

"There's where Mal nordo went!" Joe added. "He cane down in back of the

bar
and slugged old Jerry! Then he nust have ducked down through the trap door to
the cellar. That was his trail, so let's followit!"

Speedi ly, Cardona | ed the chase back through the cafe, down to the
cel l ar,
past the open door at the bottom and through to a deep corner where the
detectives and the hooded waiters were lifting a grating beyond a stack of
crates. They had found the final exit, an outlet leading up to the front
street.

Wth one accord, the group poured up through, to resume the bel ated
rat-hunt.

There were others beside Ml nordo who knew of that front street outlet.



One person was Janice Bradford and she had | earned about it from Madane
Thal | a.

Al ready, Janice was well away fromthe Cafe de la Mirte, but her escape was by
no nmeans conpl ete.

In fact, Janice was fearful that she had not escaped at all. At |east
there had been security in a place that the police dom nated, Thalla's
argunents to the contrary; but here, anong the helter-skelter streets of
Greenwi ch Village, danger seened very rife.

In her dash fromthe cafe, Janice had | ost her sense of direction and now
the streets were not only unfamliar, they all seenmed to | ead into darkness,
per haps back to the Cafe de la Mrte itself. The bl ocks were brief, the
streets
crossed at diagonals, and their silence made Janice think of lurkers in every
doorway. Nowhere could she spy the distant glimer of an avenue, where she
m ght find a cab

Then, as if Janice's own fears had hatched it, the nmenace becane real

From somewhere cane a snarled hiss, like a vicious command. Doorways
showed the very figures that Janice had inagi ned woul d be there; slinky,
dar k-cl ad men who noved into sight |ike whiskered rats, boldly show ng
t hemsel ves in the open

Each way Janice turned, a |lurker blocked her off and despite the
dar kness,
the girl could see the ugly grins they gave her

They nunbered at |east half a dozen, these rat-nmen, and all seened | esser
editions of the murderer, Ml nmordo, who had slain Gregor while Janice watched.
They nmoved in crouching fashion and Janice could tell fromthe way their hands
were buried in their jackets that they, like their nonstrous overlord,
preferred the knife as a quick and silent death weapon.

Again, that snarly voice, repeating a strange, unintelligible command, at
| east unintelligible to Janice, though her stal kers seemed to understand it.

Wth a shrill, desperate scream Janice darted for the nearest corner
realizing that doomwoul d probably overtake her on the way, which well it
m ght, but for the fact her terrified cry brought imrediate results.

Jani ce's shriek was answered by a nocking | augh, but its taunt was neant
for the slinky men, not for Janice. The street seenmed to fill with snarls as
t he rat-men whi pped back into their doorways, putting away their knives and
drawi ng guns instead. Looking across her shoul der as she reached the corner
Jani ce saw a cl oaked figure weaving into sight, purposely choosing a
street-light as a background.

@uns spoke fromthe doorways, all ained in the direction of The Shadow.
Those hasty shots were wide and they were answered by a rising |augh that
echoed eerily from surroundi ng wi ndows as t hough The Shadow were everywhere.
Wth that peal cane the staccato bursts of The Shadow s own guns, his shots
probi ng the doorways, too close for the confort of the occupants.

In picking revolver spurts as targets, The Shadow could come cl oser than
hi s opponents, when they had his shifting formto aimat. And as he fired, The
Shadow was no |l onger there. He had faded into darkness so swiftly, so
surprisingly, that his blending with that elenment had all the effect of an
i nst ant aneous vani sh.

Mal rordo's tribe didn't wait to argue further. They scattered amazingly,
traveling every direction except toward The Shadow. Janice was traveling too,
her high heels clattering the sidewal ks, until she found herself bl ocked anew.
O her shooters were entering the general fray, Cardona and his detectives, but
Janice didn't recognize themas such for with themwere nmen who wore the
skel eton jackets that featured the waiters at the Cafe de la Mrte.

Instinctively, Janice turned toward the shelter of a corner doorway, set
in the narrow angle of the junction of two diagonal streets. She recoiled
suddenly as she saw a man step out; then, his hand was gripping her arm and
he
was pressing her into the shelter that he had just left.



The man was tall and in the slight light, Janice could see his face,
bl unt, square-jawed and quite unperturbed. The man was wearing a dark-gray
suit, which was a hel pful contrast to Janice's white attire.

"Stay in the doorway," the man ordered, in a |ow but forceful tone.

"Those fools will shoot at anything they can see." H's eyes, a clear gray
in the darkness, studied Janice intently. Then he added: "What are you doing
around here, anyway?"

Janice started to say sonmething, then tightened her |lips. The gray man's
eyes fixed on the yellow flower that sprouted from Janice's dress.

"You cane fromthe Cafe de la Mrte?"

Agai n, Jani ce decided not to answer. The man, quite unal arnmed by the
shots
that were echoing around this very corner, drew a notebook from his pocket,
wrote sonething on the | ower portion of a space, tore off the half sheet and
handed it to the girl.

"There is the best clue to Malnordo," the nan said, coolly, "but be
careful when you followit. Now go straight down this street" - he thrust
Jani ce out the other side of the doorway - "and you will reach the avenue."

Crunpling the unread note in her hand, Janice turned in the direction
i ndi cated and saw the lights of the avenue, only half a bl ock ahead. This
street was silent, but Janice wasn't taking chances that it would renmain so.
She headed for the avenue on the run

As for the man in gray, he turned in another direction and wal ked al ong a
street where shots still echoed, but did not perturb him because they were
nmovi ng away. Wthin half a block he turned into a side street where all was
qui et .

Conpl ete silence soon gripped that little corner doorway where Jani ce had
met the man who knew about Ml nmordo. It was then that another figure arrived
there, emerging so suddenly that he seenmed to come from nowhere.

The new arrival was The Shadow. He saw the lights of the avenue and
seened
to know that they must have spelled safety to Jani ce Bradford.

Wth a low, strange |augh which seened to link the future with the past,
The Shadow glided into the all-envel opi ng night.

CHAPTER VI |

PCOLI CE COW SSI ONER WESTON was staring at the exhibits that lay upon his
desk. They formed a nmass of evidence, those exhibits, even though they had the
synmpt ons of a hodge- podge.

The exhibits tallied as follows:

A long, thin knife, defined as a Borgia stiletto.

A large, crude clasp-knife of the variety preferred by Parisian Apaches.

A man's costunme consisting of a pair of baggy trousers and an oversized
bl ouse.

A waiter's costune fromthe Cafe de la Morte, conprising a
skel et on- pai nted jacket and a skull -hood.

A wallet and its contents, fornerly the property of a Hungarian
vi ol i ni st
one G egor Shaksha, deceased.

Several tarot cards of European manufacture, including one blank

Announcenent s bearing the nane of Madane Thall a.

A sample nmenu card fromthe Cafe de |la Morte

The top half of a menu card, with crayon circles around three words,
produci ng the nmessage: "M dnight - Mrte - Mnday."

Along with these were copious reports provided by |Inspector Joe Cardona,
who was present in person to anplify them Arns folded, stolid as usual
Cardona was watching Weston null over the itenms on the desk in what the
conmi ssi oner probably considered to be an official style.



Conmi ssi oner Weston was a broad-faced gentleman with a short-clipped but
poi nt ed nustache. For years he had carried a mlitary bearing which he had
acquired during the First Wrld War. Just when Weston had been about to forget
that he'd once been an arny officer, the Second World War had cone along to
rem nd himof the fact. Since then, Weston's manner had been nore military
t han
ever.

Fi ni shed with his survey, Comm ssioner Weston | eaned back in his big
swi vel chair, waved his hand brusquely at the exhibits and ordered:

"Add them up, |nspector!™

"Al'l right, Conm ssioner," said Cardona, "but there are sone |oose facts
that go with them" He gestured to the report sheets. "Facts mentioned in
there."”

"Include them as you proceed."

Cardona proceeded.

"The case seens to revolve around a character naned Ml nordo," the
i nspector declared. "He has a face like a rat and he acts |like one. He
nmur der ed
Gregor. | saw him He used that stiletto.”

Weston eyed the Borgia dagger with its w cked bl ade of ice-pick
proportions. It was the kind of weapon that could deal sure death with a

singl e
stab. Then the conm ssioner gestured to the Apache knife.

"And this?"

“Mal nordo cut the canopy rope with it," returned Cardona, "and sl ashed
hi s
way through the canvas. He slung the knife at sonebody and found tine to dunp
these things" - Joe was gesturing to the baggy costune - "into an ash-can that
was par ked up above the canopy. It rolled down to the back alley and we
t hought

it was Mal nordo. "

Weston set his chin in his hand.

"About that costume,” he inquired. "Why did Mal nordo get rid of it?"

"So he could double as a waiter," replied Cardona, pronptly, pointing to
t he skel eton jacket and the skull hood.

"Ml nordo doubl ed down through the cafe, by means of a bl ocked off
stairway. He'd been wearing the jacket under the bl ouse he'd discarded, so al
he had to do was put on the hood. He slugged old Jerry the barkeep and slid
across to a trap door |eading down cellar. That's how he got out to the front
street."

"And all the while," put in Weston, crisply, "you thought he was a
waiter."

"I did," acknow edged Cardona, "until | found the outfit afterwards,
parked behind a crate in the cellar."

West on picked up Cardona's report and riffled its pages. Then

"Your report mentions some other waiters," remarked Weston, "who hel ped
you hunt for Mal nordo."

"Three of them" Cardona adnmitted. "They went out through the front
grating with us."

"Wearing their hoods?"

"Yes."

"Didn't that strike you as suspicious?"

"No. W thought they didn't want Mal nordo to recognize themif they ran
into him'

"And what becane of thenP"

Cardona drew a | ong breath before answering Weston's question. This part
of the story bothered him

"W spotted sone ratty |ooking characters," explained Joe, "not far from
the cafe. They | ooked |ike second-rate editions of Ml nmordo and we naturally
linked themwith him particularly when they started shooting. So we opened



fire on them and next thing the waiters who were with us pulled guns and
began
shooting too."

"You shoul d have placed them under i mediate arrest,” chided Wston
"They
had no right to be carrying guns.”

"W were glad they had guns, right then," returned Cardona. "They hel ped
us send those rats to cover. Except that would probably have happened anyway.
Because when the shooting kept on, we kind of realized that the waiters and
t he
rats weren't shooting at each other."

Weston gave a stiff stare.

"At whom were they shooting?"

"Take it or leave it, Comm ssioner," replied Cardona, "they were shooting
at The Shadow. "

Cardona expected an outburst, but none arrived. Oficially, The Shadow
was
not supposed to be nmentioned in police reports because an identity such as
hi s,
based on the evidence of a cloak and hat, mght technically be assuned by
anyone. In this instance, however, there was a counter-bal ancing factor in
Mal nordo, whose own attire, trousers and bl ouse, were about the only proof
t hat
he existed as a personality.

So Weston |let the question ride.

"And then, |nspector?"

"Next thing, the waiters were gone," decl ared Cardona, "hoods and all
They' d scattered just like the rats in the baggy clothes.”

"You checked on them at the cafe?"

"Yes. There were half a dozen legitimate waiters still there. The ones

who
had hel ped us chase Mal nordo and then ski pped, were tradi ng under phony
names. "

"Any good descriptions of then®"

"None. But it's a safe bet they were an inside nob planted there by
Mal nor do. "

Weston raised his eyebrows at the word "bet” and then | owered them The
word that Weston really regarded as horrid, whenever Cardona used it, was
"hunch" because the conmissioner didn't believe in hunches.

"“Mal nordo had anot her plant back at the cafe," continued Cardona. "A
gypsy
fortune-teller named Madane Thalla. W haven't been able to find her since."

"And how, " inquired Weston, "did Madane Thalla slip away?"

"By the cellar route," explained Cardona, ruefully. "W found out |ater
that she'd ducked down there. She must have hidden until we went through; then
she was free to follow "

"But where could she have hidden? You searched the place, didn't you?"

"Everywhere except behind the door. | didn't renenber until later that
hi di ng behind a door is an old gypsy trick. But we weren't |ooking for Thalla
at the tine."

Cardona paused, awaiting questions, but none cane, so he brought up
anot her factor.

"There was a girl nmixed in the thing," declared Joe. "Agirl in a white
dress, wearing a yellow flower. Sone of the waiters remenbered her. She'd been
at the Cafe de la Morte for the last three evenings."

"Her nanme?"

"Nobody knew it." Joe scow ed. "Nobody, except naybe Madane Thalla. O
G egor. "

"Why woul d they have known?"

"Because Gregor had his eye on the girl,'

expl ai ned Cardona, "and Thalla



didn't like it. People at the cafe think Thalla was sweet on G egor and
therefore jeal ous, the way gypsies are."

"G egor was a gypsy too?"

"No. Hungarian. We checked over the cards in his wallet."

"Then you think Madane Thalla was working wi th Ml nordo?"

"Very likely. She spoke to Gregor several times and acted rather angrily.
Only Mal mordo woul dn't have killed Gregor just to please Thalla. Unless Thalla
trunped up sonet hing agai nst Gregor, to nmake Mal nordo thi nk he was dangerous. "

"Thal l a woul d have preferred to make trouble for the girl, wouldn't she
I nspect or ?"

"You can't tell," concluded Cardona. "Nobody can figure out gypsies.
Thalla was telling the girl's fortune, though, and she nmay have threatened her
then. The girl certainly disappeared in a hurry."

" How?"

"We don't know, unless she skipped through the cellar too."

"That might link her with Ml nordo."

"Yes, Conmm ssioner, it mght."

The di scussi on having reached a tenporary inpasse, Wston began drumi ng
the desk as though it might bring himan idea. Finally he reached for a
sl ender
report that lay at hand.

"The stowaway on the Santander," recalled Wston. "Patrol man Multrie
reports that he said sonething about Ml nordo just before the logs fell and
crushed him"

"Mal mordo and norto, " nodded Cardona. "Whether norto neant death or the
cafe, we don't know. There was another word, but we aren't sure what it was.
The inmportant thing, though" - Cardona was beconing enmphatic - "is that there
wer e ot her stowaways on board that ship. There's been a | ot of stowaways
com ng
into port lately, human rats we call them and they tally with the tribe that
Mal nordo had around | ast night."

More drunming from Weston, but it produced no new opinions. So Cardona
suppl i ed one.

"Qur best clue is this." Joe picked up the half nmenu fromthe Cafe de |a
Morte. "This was a tip-off, Conm ssioner. Somebody is working on our side and
whoever it is, wanted us to bl ock what happened | ast night."

Hesitating a nonment, Weston inquired:

"The Shadow?"

"I don't think so," replied Cardona. "He was with us, one hundred
per cent,
but this isn't the kind of nmessage The Shadow would send. If | could only -"

A knock interrupted at the door. Weston recognized it as belonging to his
secretary and pressed a buzzer, giving the word to enter. The secretary, a
dapper nman, reached the desk and turned apol ogetically from Wston to Cardona.

"Beg pardon, Conmi ssioner," the secretary said, "but there's a gentlenman
out si de who says he nust speak to Inspector Cardona."

"I'f he's a gentleman," blustered Weston, "tell himto send in his card!"

"He did," began the secretary, "but it's a nmpbst unusual card -"

The card was unusual . Cardona snatched it the nonment the secretary showed
it. The card was the lower half of a nenu fromthe Cafe de |la Mrte.

Eagerly Cardona matched it with the half-card he already held. The two
fitted, proving that the visitor was the unknown infornmant who had tipped off
the law to inpending nmurder at the Cafe de la Mrte!

CHAPTER VI I'|

THE visitor was shown in pronptly.
He was a blunt-faced nan with square, solid jaw, short-clipped hair with



trend toward iron gray, about the sane color as his dark suit.

This was the sanme nman who had been bl ocked off fromthe Cafe de |la Mrte
the night before, after bullets had begun to doninate the streets nearby. The
sane man, in fact, who had net Janice Bradford, drawn her to shelter, and then
poi nted her to the avenue.

However, Cardona was not thinking in terns of subsequent events,
particul arly as he knew nothi ng about them Joe was still concerned with the
tip-off. Separating the halves of the nenu card, he gestured the top portion
and demanded:

"You sent ne this?"

The visitor supplied a short, stiff bow, then declared in a precise tone:

"That fact should be apparent.”

"Good enough," snapped Cardona. "Now tell us who you are and what you
know
about Mal nordo. "

Quite unperturbed, the visitor seated hinself and | ooked slowy from
Cardona to Weston. The gray man had a deliberate way that inpressed his
vi ewers. Cardona, for one, was ready to concede that this stranger would be a
tough nut to crack.

Cool ly, the visitor announced:

"I must request your absolute confidence before | speak. No word of this
conf erence can be given to anyone."

Terms |ike that went against Cardona's grain, but before Joe could
protest, Comm ssioner Weston gave the nod. For once, Cardona realized that the
conmi ssi oner was right.

If the visitor preferred to remain silent, there would be no way of
maki ng
hi mtal k. Charges against the gray man woul d be very slender on the nere
strength of the menu card. Indeed, he could rest on his dignity, with the fact
that he had really aided the | aw being sonething in his behalf. It was best to
hear hi m out.

At Weston's nod, the gray man ran his thunb-nail down the |apel of his
coat. The cloth spread apart and from between, the visitor drew out some thin
papers, which he unfolded on the desk. In matter-of-fact tone, he stated:

"My credentials.”

The credentials bore an official stanp from Scotland Yard. They named the
gray man as Trent Stacey, of the C.1.D., or Crimnal Investigation Departnment.
A thin photograph was with theny it tallied with Stacey's features. In routine
style, he matched his approved signature, as shown on a docunent, using
Weston's desk pen. Finally, he called special attention to a brief order
acconpanyi ng his credenti al s.

This order was from Scotland Yard, informng all |aw enforcenent officers
t hroughout the British Empire that they were to maintain strict secrecy
regardi ng Stacey's presence, wherever he mght be.

"I amaware," put Stacey bluntly, "that your jurisdiction is outside of
such limtations, Conmi ssioner. But | trust in your judgment to honor this
request so long as we both deemit expedient."

"Quite right," agreed Weston, only to add sharply: "Provided you can
prove
t he exi stence of such expediency.’

"I can,"
Mal nor do. "

Weston and Cardona sat right back to listen. Their visitor needed no
further go sign.

"Mal nordo is a notorious crimnal," asserted Stacey. "In fact, unti
recently, he was the nbst notorious crimnal on the European scene. He would
still be - if he happened to be in Europe.”

"Hi s nane would indicate that," stated Wston. "I take it that the nane

A bow from Stacey. Then
he declared, "and in a single word. That word is the name -

is
derived frommal and norte, words signifying "evil death" or its equivalent."



Slow y, Stacey shook his head.

"You are wong," the gray nman declared.. "The term mal neans opposite and
nmordo means somet hing that gnaws or bites. Hence the termis a corruption -"

"I'n what | anguage?" put in Weston. " Spanish?"

"In Esperanto,"” replied Stacey, "an international |anguage. Ml nordo's
activities were so far flung, that before the war, the police officials in
various countries used Esperanto in their interchangeable reports, in order to
puzzl e Mal nordo's foll owers. ™"

"And did it work?" asked Weston

"I't worked well at first," replied Stacey. "Quite a few of Ml nordo's
wor kers were trapped. But then they began using Esperanto too. At that tine,
Mal nordo was known to the police in European countries as "Mrdetbesto" which
in Esperanto neans a rodent. That angered his followers who called him
"Mal nor det best 0" neaning just the opposite of a rat. They shortened it to
"Mal nordo” and there it stands." Stacey gave a shrug. "So we accepted the term
too."

By "we" Stacey obviously meant nmore than just Scotland Yard. He was
including all the | aw enforcenent agenci es of Europe.

“I'f Mal nordo made such a stir in Europe," inquired Cardona, "how come we
never heard of himin America?"

"The war intervened," explained Stacey. "The Nazis hired Ml nordo and his
fellowrats to squirminto every occupi ed country. There, they not only
fomented vicious trouble; they destroyed all records pertaining to
t hensel ves. "

"But why have they cone here now?" inquired Cardona.

Stacey took that question blandly and put another as its answer.

"Why have other rats cone to America?"

"Because it's the only place where they can find what they want,"
conceded
Cardona. "They're after food and Europe has gone short of it."

"And Mal nmordo's rats are after |loot," specified Stacey. "Europe has gone
short on that commodity too."

It nade sense to Cardona and with it, the inspector renenbered sonething.
He plucked up Moultrie's report and read the words of the dying stowaway:

“Mal nordo - norto - noktonezo -!"

"That's Esperanto," acknow edged Stacey. "It neans Malnordo - death -

m dnight. | heard those words spoken yesterday afternoon, Inspector. That's
why
| sent you the marked menu card.™

"And a patrol man heard themjust before midnight," declared Cardona,
"spoken by a dying stowaway in the hold of the Steanship Santander. | get it
now. the fellow nust have thought Ml nordo doubl e-crossed him™

The news interested Stacey.

"There is your link," he declared. "Ml nordo has been bringing his
riff-raff into port. Until yesterday they were around the Bl ack Star
War ehouse,
but today they are gone."

Cardona gave Stacey a sharp eye

"Way didn't you let us in on that?"

"Because | had too rmuch consideration for your very fine police,"
returned

Stacey, coolly. "It would be suicide to invade a fortress belonging to

Mal mor do

unl ess you first stopped every human rat-hole connected with the place. | was
still checking on the place when | saw sone of Ml nordo's rats slink away and

I
followed themto the Cafe de la Mrte."

Weston was taking time out to call the Black Star Warehouse. He held a
brief conversation, then hung up abruptly.

"That's odd," announced the comm ssioner, "but it fits. At the Black Star



they say they were going crazy on account of rats - they neant the usual kind

but today, they've begun to di sappear.”

"Because Mal nordo's nen are gone," nodded Stacey. "They are no | onger
there to feed the rats.”

"Why should they feed the rats?" Cardona demanded.

"So the rats won't feed on them" Stacey explained. "They could never
hope
to drive the rats fromthe mserable places that both breeds prefer, so they
befriended them Then they get along confortably together."

Such solid know edge of Mal nordo and his ways was giving Trent Stacey an
i nval uabl e status in the eyes of Comm ssioner Weston. Folding the credentials,
Weston returned themto the C I.D. man and announced:

"W shall give you full cooperation, M. Stacey. In return, | want you to
tell us everything el se you know about Ml nordo. Tell us what crines you think
he intends to attenpt, what measures you believe he will enploy, and nost of
all -"

The conmi ssi oner paused; then repeated hinself for enphasis:

"And nost of all, tell us how we can trap him"

CHAPTER | X

IT took Trent Stacey half an hour to cover the full subject of Ml nordo,
though it wasn't all continuous talking on Stacey's part. Weston and Cardona
had numerous questions, all apt ones, that they inserted at intervals.

Stacey's summary was this:

Bef ore the war, Mal nordo had adopted aggressor tactics of his own,
including the Fifth Columm system He and his ratty followers slipped into
countries, established thenselves in the nost detestable of hide-outs, which
were therefore the nost difficult to search, and from such headquarters, nade
deals with local criminals.

Crimes were acconplished and the greater percentage of the stol en goods
reached Mal mordo and his followers, |ike water seeking the | owest |evel.

Mal nordo preferred objects such as rare paintings and fanous jewels, because
he

di sposed of themin other countries. A ways, Malnordo and his tribe filtered
out

as remarkably as they had arrived.

Stacey had the explanation for this: Malnordo and his human rats used
gypsi es as acconplices. Traveling gypsy tribes were comon throughout Europe.
In going fromcountry to country, their wagons were thoroughly inspected, but
custonms men seldomcared if gypsies carried odd itenms through, particularly as
the gypsies could get away with it, anyway.

There were thieves anbng gypsies, but they were an individual clan and
they strictly avoided local crimnals. Therefore nobody | ooked upon them as
carriers of highly valued property; indeed, no crimnal of any sense would
have
entrusted such stolen goods to gypsies in the first place. So Ml nordo had
i nstituted sonething novel and unexpected, when he ningled his foll owers anong
gypsy troupes. Malnordo's rats had carried their own oot with them

Then war struck.

Instantly Mal nmordo and his despicable foll owers commanded hi gh prem unms
fromthe Nazis. No |onger were gypsies fronting for the human rats; now,
refugees were the cover up. Poland, France, the Bal kans all suffered fromthe
same infiltration process. According to Stacey, they were responsible,

Mal nordo' s nen, for many of the nobst outrageous robberies that brought the
treasures of occupied countries into Nazi dom

Stacey's descriptions sounded |ike a digest of a case-book. When he had
finished, he delivered added facts that gave still higher value to his



account.

"Mal nordo cane to England," stated Stacey, "at the tinme of the blitz. In
fact, we are sure that sone of his tribe, perhaps Ml nordo hinself, m ngled
with the troops that were rescued from Dunkirk. Ml nordo started operations in
London, expecting the Nazis to arrive. They never did, and Ml nordo gave his
game away.

"Unfortunately, Malnordo and nost of his rats escaped in fishing boats
across the Channel before we had time to unearth them W discovered, though
that they had plans for supercrime and that they intended to use pressure upon
i mportant nen who had been engaged in subversive dealings with the Nazis.

"When the war ended, we expected themto filter back into England. They
failed to appear, so we decided to |l ook for themin various British dom nions.
I was assigned to Canada and began ny search in Montreal. There was no sign of
Mal nordo in that city, but | gained a | ead that brought me to New York."

That sumred Stacey's account. He sat back, ready for questions and
received sone. "This Ml nordo," asked Cardona. "Wat does he | ook |ike, or
haven't you ever seen hinP"

"I have seen him" replied Stacey, solemly. "He is so hideous, so
grotesque, that it would seeminpossible for any human face to be so
contorted.

I n appearance, he is twi sted and deforned, yet singularly agile."

Cardona nodded. That fitted his inpression of Ml nordo.

"How di d you happen to see hin?" inquired Weston. "And where?"

"I was born, raised and educated in Canada," explained Stacey, "but I

lived in Montreal and | earned French along with English. | spent three years
anong CGerman settlers in Canada and | earned their |anguage too. Anong ot her

| anguages"” - for the first tine Stacey sniled, but barely - "I |earned
Esperanto. "

"Whi ch nade you useful in trailing Ml nordo," suggested Weston

"Exactly," acknow edged Stacey. "That was why Scotland Yard took me on."

"And what woul d you suggest now?"

"That you give ne a few days to trace Mal nordo" requested Stacey. "It is
i nperative that | operate on ny own, as | always have, but | can report at
stated intervals directly to Inspector Cardona."

West on pondered, then agreed.

"Until you have actual facts as to the whereabouts of wanted crimnals,"”
deci ded the comm ssioner, "there can be no reason why you should not act in
unofficial - or I mght say individual - capacity. Meanwhile, Stacey, rest
assured that we shall nmention this visit to no one.”

Wth that promise, Trent Stacey left.

VWhen Commi ssi oner Weston made a prom se he kept it, but he also had an
innate curiosity for things unusual. That was why, a few hours later, Wston
wal ked into the Cobalt Cub, his regular off-hour habitat, reading a
pocket - si zed book that interested himso intently that he al nost stunbl ed over
a chair containing a friend of his, Lanmont Cranston

Few persons could take matters nmore calmy, alnmost indifferently, than
did
Cranston. He was a man with an inpassive face that inpressed sone observers as
maskl i ke and his features, viewed at certain angles, gave a hawki sh
appear ance.

Cranston's eyes were easy, but steady, a fact which characterized them now.
I ndeed, only by gaze did Cranston inply that he was interested in anything
t hat

could so preoccupy Weston

The conmi ssioner seened to realize it, for he becane apol ogetic, then
ent husi asti c.

"Sorry, Cranston," began Weston. "I should have renenmbered I was to neet
you here. But you see, |'ve run across sonething quite fascinating. Did you
ever hear of Esperanto?"

"I have made a few trips around the world," responded Cranston. "Do you



think I would have started wi thout equipping nyself with an auxiliary |anguage
that is known everywhere?"

Weston hadn't thought of that. "Then you speak Esperanto, Cranston?"

"M parolas Esperante," replied Cranston, "M trovas |a el paroladon tre
facila."

West on began | ooki ng through the book, so Cranston saved himthe trouble
by translating for him

"I said that | speak Esperanto," stated Cranston. "I added that | find
t he
pronunci ati ons very easy."

"Do you know t he meani ng of the word noktonmezo?"

"That woul d nean m dnight."

"And what woul d Mal nordo nean?"

"Somet hing that doesn't bite. It sounds nore |ike a name, though, than a
word comonly used in Esperanto."

"You are right, Cranston," conceded Weston. "It is a nane. The nane of
t he
worl d's nost desperate crimnal."

Wth that begi nning, Weston reeled off all the data that he had gai ned
from Trent Stacey, excepting of course any nention of the C.1.D. man hinself.
Al the while, Cranston listened intently, w thout showing it. Behind that
i npassi ve face of Cranston's lay a keen nind, the mnd of The Shadow, for the
gui se of Cranston was one that The Shadow adopted in the nore ordi nary stages
of his career.

It was pal pable to Cranston that Weston had acquired all this information
very recently. The reason: if Wston had known all this |last night, Ml nordo
woul d not have cavorted in such nurderous style at the Cafe de la Mrte. In
hi s
casual way, Cranston decided to seek the source.

"l suppose you learned all this at the Cafe de la Mrte," remarked
Cranston. "l read about a nysterious murder at that place last night."

"“Mal nordo was involved," admtted Weston, "but they know nothi ng about
hi m
at the cafe.”

"Then you captured sone of Mal nordo's nmen?"

"Those rats? I npossible! They have even abandoned their hideaway at the
Bl ack Star Warehouse, they and their pets, the ordinary type of rats."

Cranston coul d have raised his eye-brows, but didn't. Weston hadn't
mentioned the Bl ack Star \Warehouse in his run-up on the Ml nordo question. He
regarded it as too closely associated with Stacey. So Cranston was getting
somewhere with his casual inquiry.

"I didn't nean Mal nordo's regulars,” corrected Cranston. "You say he
enlists | ocal mal efactors wherever he goes. | supposed you mi ght have captured
some of the Manhattan contingent that was working with him"

"Some were on the job last night," declared Weston, "but they got away
before we could identify them"

"I have it, then," expressed Cranston. "You've been questioning the |oca

gypsies."

"You can't quiz gypsies," declared Weston. "They never tell the sane
story
twi ce. They have a king who acts as spokesman, but he's out of town at
present.

Ki ng Dakar, they call him and every gypsy we've asked says he's away. None of
them ever heard of Madane Thalla, the fortune teller at the Cafe de |la Mrte.
They' d say the sane about Ml nordo. ™"

There were a nunber of inconsistencies in Weston's speech, but Cranston
didn't suggest that the conm ssioner night be sonething of a gypsy hinself.
I nstead, Cranston broached a |ast query.

"The custonmers down at the Cafe de la Mirte," nmused Cranston. "There
weren't any mssing later, were there?"



"One was," recalled Weston. "A girl in white, who wore a yell ow fl ower

and

had her fortune told. W don't know her nane though, or anything el se about

her .

Maybe | shoul d have asked -
There Weston cut hinmself off in his own brusque style and threw a

chal l engi ng gl are at Cranston. Wen Cranston becanme persistent, he nade people

tell things they didn't mean to say and Weston had conme near nentioning

St acey.
O course Cranston couldn't have been fishing for information; he was just
hel pful, that was all - or so Weston thought.

Anyway, the conm ssioner didn't want that kind of help.

"Sorry, Cranston, but | have an appointnent."” That was Weston's best way
to relieve the pressure of this conversation. "I'll be seeing you later."

Renenbering that he too had an appoi ntnment, Lanont Cranston strolled from
the Cobalt Cub and out into the gathering dusk

There Cranston becane The Shadow.

CHAPTER X

JANI CE BRADFORD wasn't wearing white tonight. Instead she'd chosen a dark
bl ue sweater dress with a beret to match. Janice wasn't taking chances on
dodgi ng bullets this evening.

O knives for that matter

That was the part that bothered Janice, the way the slinky nmen seened to
be around again. Wt they were doing here, away fromthe docks and
war ehouses,
away fromthe Village and the Cafe de la Mrte, was sonething that wasn't too
hard to guess.

Li ke Janice, they were probably | ooking for Madane Thall a.

Regarding Thalla as a friend, Janice was trying to find her somewhere
al ong Gypsy Row and that was just the trouble. Thalla wasn't around, but the
human rats were; at |east Janice fancied that she could see them poking their
i magi nary whi skers out of practically every cranny.

Sil ent houses here, with no signs on the wi ndows denoting fortune tellers
as Jani ce had supposed there m ght be. She realized now that gypsies woul dn't
advertise such talents in their own nei ghborhood, just as she recogni zed they
woul dn't tal k about each other. The best thing Janice could do would be to
find
a cab. She'd stopped in too many stores to inquire about Madane Thalla. The
peopl e who had given her dunmb | ooks and head-shakes m ght not be so dunmb as
t hey | ooked.

It was thought of Ml nmordo however, that worried Janice nost. And again,
she made the mistake of thinking that obscurity would shield her fromthat
Mast er Rat.

Turning into a side street, Janice hadn't gone a dozen paces before she
saw a slinker nove froma doorway, as though to sidle across the street and
cut
off her retreat. There was a doorway on this side and instinctively, Janice
turned toward it, then shied away, only to have a firm hand emerge as on the
ni ght before and draw her into shelter

The girl gasped; then, thinking she recognized the clasp, she breathed:

"It's you again! | thought it wasn't until tonorrow night -"

Janice interrupted herself when she saw that her present friend wasn't
t he
bl unt-faced man in gray, whose nanme, though she didn't know it, had today been
di scl osed as Trent Stacey, but only to Comni ssioner Weston and | nspector
Car dona.

Qddly though, Janice had found another friend, a rather handsome and



sel f-assured young man whom she remenbered fromthe Cafe de |la Morte. In the
light that slanted into the doorway, Janice was |ooking at Harry Vincent, who
in turn was getting another and nore detailed i npression of the girl herself.

However, it wasn't wise to stare too |ong, because the process required
light and |ight was dangerous with lurkers about. Satisfied that Janice
regarded himas a friend, due to his | ack of resenblance to any of Ml nordo's
clan, Harry drew the girl deeper into the doorway.

" Speaki ng of tonorrow night,"” undertoned Harry, "I was worried about | ast
night. | saw Thalla steer you out of the cafe, but what happened after that?"

"Why - why" - Janice stamrered a noment. "I - | managed to get away, that
was all."

" Sormebody el se hel ped you?"

"Well - yes."

"Somebody you were to nmeet near here," defined Harry, "and tonorrow
ni ght .
You nistook ne for him"

There was silence for a noment. Janice gave a slight shudder, worrying
about the slinkers.

"Whoever he was," suggested Harry, "he found a cab for you, probably over
on the avenue."

Jani ce remained silent.

"There will be a cab here shortly," prom sed Harry. "l can get you away
in
it, if youtell nme about this other chap. After all, he and | are working
t oward

t he sane purpose, to trap Ml nordo."

At the name "Ml nordo” Janice supplied a really appreciabl e shudder. Then
qui ckly she said:

"I don't know who he was. | prom sed to neet himtonorrow ni ght, but not
here. Unless | know nore about you, | don't think I should tell you nore."

"My nanme is Harry Vincent," was Harry's reply. "Now who was your ot her
friend?"

"I don't know," expressed Janice truthfully. "He didn't have tine to tel
me his nane."

"Did you tell himyours?"

Janice tightened her lips, then said:

"No. "

Fromthe way she said it, Harry decided that the girl wasn't going to
gi ve
her name now. Neverthel ess, he waited patiently, confident that Janice's
interest in the expected cab woul d make her tal k. The process worked. Funbling
in her purse, Janice brought out a folded slip of paper; with a little pencil,
she wrote sonething on it.

"There's the message, " she undertoned, "and |'ve witten nmy nanme on the
back. You can have the paper when you give ne the cab."

Li ghts were com ng around the corner and lurkers were scooting for cover.
Steppi ng out boldly, Harry flagged the cab. As it stopped, he opened the door
and beckoned to Janice; as the girl hurried into the cab, Harry rem nded her
of
t he paper and Janice planted it in his hand.

Then the cab was off with Janice as a passenger and Harry was making a
qui ck dart, openly, toward the corner, to draw attention his way. At that,
Harry couldn't feel that he was taking rmuch risk because he'd been expecting a
cab piloted by a driver naned Shrevvy who was to drop off The Shadow at this
very corner. |If any lurkers had taken pot-shots at Harry, they'd have received
plenty nmore virulent bullets in return.

Apparently the lurkers had been smart enough to be on their way, but at
that they'd outsmarted thensel ves. For Harry was scarcely past the corner
bef ore another cab pulled up and this tinme it was Shrevvy's. Not until then
did



Harry realize that he'd flagged a chance cab that had happened to swing into
that side street just before Shrevvy's schedul ed arrival.

A whi spered voi ce sounded al nost at Harry's el bow, out of darkness that
seemed vacant. It ordered:

"Report."

Briefing his report to The Shadow, Harry finished by extending the fol ded
paper. A hand took it and noved into the light, where Harry saw anot her hand
joinit. It was a rather astonishing effect, watching those gl oved hands
unfol d
the slip of paper and turn it over, for the hands seemed |i ke independent
creatures floating in md-air.

Even nore startling in a way was the slip of paper itself. Staring
eagerly, Harry blinked when he saw that it was bl ank

"That's the nessage sonebody gave the girl," Harry was saying, "and she
w ote her name on back of it -"

Only it wasn't the nmessage and Janice hadn't witten her nanme and she
hadn't gone away in Shrevvy's cab. So far as The Shadow was concerned, the
girl
was still Mss X, which represented an unknown quantity.

Nevert hel ess, The Shadow s | augh cane softly as though he appreciated the
hunor of the thing. Then, leaving Harry to figure some way of redeening
hi nsel f, The Shadow glided off into the darkness.

Better luck was waiting a few bl ocks away. There, The Shadow stopped in
front of a dimy lighted store which proved to be a pet-shop. Inside was a
customer, a wi zened little man, who | ooked normal enough for this
nei ghbor hood.

The proprietor, a squatty, sleek-haired man, was warning the custoner not to
bot her the pets and particularly the little green | ove birds.

The custoner answered to the name of Hawkeye and he worked for The
Shadow,
but of course he hadn't stated either of those facts. Wat intrigued hi mabout
the I ove birds was that they would peck at odd things, |ike the cover of a
mat ch pack, something that the average parrot would ignore, at least after the
first taste.

"Those birds not for sale," the squatty storekeeper was saying. "Customer
al ready buy them d osing shop now. Come back tonorrow. "

The st orekeeper was brushing Hawkeye away fromthe cage, where one of the
green birds was reclaimng the piece of cardboard that had dropped between the
bars. Wapping a cloth around the cage, the squatty man took it to the back of
the shop, then returned to pull down the shades in the show wi ndow.

Shanbl i ng out in slow fashion, Hawkeye woul d have sped his pace the
nonent
that he turned past the wi ndow, if The Shadow had not stopped himw th a
whi spered signal. The result was that Hawkeye paused, then shuffled across the
street in careless fashion while the bl ackness that represented The Shadow
continued the swift glide in the original direction

Through an alley and around to the back street, The Shadow was waiting
when the squatty man cane from his darkened shop bearing the covered cage that
contained the green birds. After a hurried look fromright to left, the
st orekeeper headed for an opposite alley.

The Shadow took up the trail

That trail ended after a zigzag route through several back streets. The
squatty man tapped at an obscure door which opened cautiously. A few words
passed through the crack, then the door w dened enough for the cage to foll ow.
H s order delivered, the owner of the pet shop waddl ed away.

A few nonents later, The Shadow, invisible in the shroudi ng darkness of
t he doorway, was opening the door itself to cross the threshold of a new
advent ure.



CHAPTER Xl

THE narrow hall way was pitch-black, its floor so old and creaky that it
responded, though ever so slightly, to The Shadow s usual ly noi sel ess glide.

At the end was anot her door, which The Shadow found by a careful probe.
H s gl oved hand nuffled the rattle of the | oose knob; even the groan of the
rusted hi nges was suppressed as The Shadow pressed the door i nward.

Adimlight issued fromw thin, showing a tawdry room furni shed with
battered chairs and table, a turkey-red curtain hangi ng across a doorway
beyond. If eyes behind that curtain could notice the door's notion, The
Shadow s gaze was even keener. He observed the curtain's quiver.

I nching the door slowy inward, The Shadow literally baited the watcher
beyond the curtain. He could sense when soneone there was ready to surge;
t hen,
bol dl y, suddenly, The Shadow flung the door fully open and whirled through

As he tw sted, The Shadow produced an automatic from beneath his cl oak
He
conpleted a full turn that not only carried himaway fromthe w de-open
door way,
but brought him back against the door itself, clattering it against the side
wal |l of the roomso it formed the long side of a triangle which included the
brief stretch of front wall between the corner and the doorway.

Thi s peculiar double process conpletely fool ed the man beyond the
curtain.
He cane charging through, only to halt blankly and bew | dered, not knowi ng how
or where to aimthe ol d-fashioned pistol that he clutched in his tawny hand.
Then, as The Shadow del i vered a shuddery, whispered |augh, the man's face
enlarged in terror.

Hi s face was the darkish face of Panjo, the man who had contacted the
sail or on the Santander.

The Shadow s whi sper phrased the name "Panjo." As the darkish man
qui vered, he saw bl ackness stretch to a table near the door and whip away the
cloth covering of an object standing there, to reveal a cage containing two
green birds. Then the whisper formed words, in accusing tone:

"Panj o! Avakle avnas tut chirikla!"

In gypsy dial ect, The Shadow was sayi ng: "Panjo! These were your birds,"
to which Panjo could only nod. Then cane The Shadow s sharp query:

"Ti rommi?"

Panj o broke into a wild babble.

"Mi rommi odoi geyas," he pl eaded
tal i ndyas."

The Shadow had asked about Panjo's wife and in reply Panjo was saying

oi n'avel pale. Na janav so pes |ake

t hat

his wife had gone away and not come back; that he did not know what had
happened

to her.

In gypsy tal k The Shadow ordered Panjo to give himthe gun, which Panjo
di d, quaking the while. Then, in sinister tone, The Shadow suggested that
per haps Panjo's nmissing wife m ght be responsible for Gregor's death. Before
Panjo could chatter a denial, The Shadow wheel ed, flinging the door shut to
reveal a trenbling wonan in the space represented by the corner

The woman was Madanme Thal |l a. Quivering, she dropped the knife she held.
The Shadow had been ready for the trick that Thalla had used to el ude Cardona
and had inprisoned the woman behi nd the door where she had hi dden. And now
Thal l a was chattering wldly:

"Me na chi nghiomles! Me na chinghion |es!

Thal l a was repeating "I did not kill him" in reference to Gregor and The
Shadow s | augh eased to a tone that nade Thalla realize he believed her. The
Shadow had acconpl i shed what he wanted; he had |inked Panjo with Thall a.

And now, in a sterner tone, The Shadow demanded:



"Kai baro kralis th'arakas?"

The Shadow was aski ng where he could find their great |eader, which to
Panjo and Thalla nmeant King Dakar, so lately reported out of the city.

Eagerly,

Panj o and Thall a conducted himpast the turkey red curtain, where Panjo rapped
at a door beyond. The door opened and The Shadow found hinsel f facing King
Dakar, a gentl eman whose surprise dimnished rapidly when Panjo, and Thalla
chattered to himin gypsy talKk.

"Yek Ushal yin!" Panjo exclaimed. "Laskoro Roneskero!"

"Ov hin Roml" added Thalla. "Na gajo!"

The title 'Yek Ushalyin' was Panjo's way of saying "The Shadow. "
Translated literally it meant 'a shadow but in Romany, the indefinite article

a' also meant 'one'. In defining the visitor as ' One Shadow , Panjo was
seeking to confer a distinction upon so notable a guest.

Al so, Panjo had added that Yek Ushalyin was of the gypsies and Thalla had
suppl enented the claimby declaring: "He is gypsy, not a foreigner," for the
term Rom neant soneone of the gypsy race, while gajo signified any non-gypsy.

From there on, The Shadow took up the conversation and Ki ng Dakar
heari ng
hi s speech, bowed | ow. To term Dakar a 'king' seenmed |udicrous, for he was a
drab, sunken sort of man, whose broad, droopy face was so weat her-beaten that
it had lost its natural color. Nevertheless, if The Shadow deserved a title,
SO
di d Ki ng Dakar.

For after he heard The Shadow declaimin pure Ronany, Dakar did |ikew se.
The | anguage that they tal ked showed that Panjo and Thalla were limted in
gypsy-speech to a hodge-podge of varied dialects.

It was a pl easure, Dakar told The Shadow, to hear some one speak the
| acho
romano chi b, or pure gypsy, and not the posh romani toward which so many of
Dakar's people trended. They were even forgetting their romipen, or gypsy
ways.

The Shadow inquired if that applied to a Rom naned G egor and Dakar was
startl ed. Wien The Shadow wanted to | earn the connecti on between G egor and
Mal nordo, Thalla becane terrified and even Panjo was shaken. Then, Dakar
st andi ng speechl ess, The Shadow cal My expressed hinmself in English,
interspersed with gypsy ternms, to clarify the purpose of his visit and how he
had arrived here.

"At the pier, | learned that Panjo was Rom" decl ared The Shadow. "Wen
he
saw nme, he cried 'Vourdal ak' and ' Nosferadu' meaning he mstook nme for a
vanmpire, which any Rom mi ght. Yek Rom seeking birds, such was Panjo. Wy
shoul d he want chirikla? Because birds are used for telling fortunes. Bring
your chirikla, Panjo."

Panjo went to get the birds.

"On the boat was a gajo who died very suddenly," The Shadow tol d Dakar
"He said three words: 'Malnordo - norto - noktonezo.' Do you understand those
wor ds, Dakar ?"

Dakar's expression had gone rigid. As it relaxed, he nodded slowy.

"l know who Mal nordo is," said Dakar. "But those other words" - he shook
his head - "they are in the | anguage that we do not understand."

"The words neant death and m dnight," declared The Shadow. "I knew of the
Cafe de la Mdxrte and assuned that the man nmight refer toit. | went there and
saw Madanme Thalla, a fortune teller. Aromi who tells fortunes" - The Shadow
gestured to Thalla - "would not her husband be a Rom who woul d buy chirikla
i ke these?"

The Shadow conpl et ed anot her gesture, toward the green | ove birds which
had just arrived in their cage, carried by Panjo. Then, as if to acknow edge
The Shadow s skill at deduction, Panjo took the birds fromthe cage while
Thal I a brought a little box containing rows of small cards, about the size of



pl ace cards used at a dinner party. At a signal from Panjo, one of the birds
flewto the box, picked up a card with its beak, fluttered over to The Shadow
and deposited the card in the visitor's gloved hand.

"Chirikli dela tuke, Yek Ushalyin," said Thalla. "He is giving you the
card, the bird is, that you may read your fortune. So kamavel a?" Thalla gave a
prof essi onal shrug. "Wat will come? Kon janal 0? Who knows?"

A quaint customthis, of having birds pluck cards and deliver themto
customers, so that each could read an individual fortune. Traveling gypsies
had
trai ned such birds for centuries, but in recent years, pal mreadi ng and
interpretations of the tarots had superceded this picturesque type of
di vi nati on.

"Panjo and Thalla went in hiding," explained King Dakar. "It was then
t hat
Panjo renenbered his trained birds. He sent word for themto be brought here
SO
that no one could find himthrough them But you were very w se, Yek
Ushal yin."

The Shadow put a sharp question to Dakar

"As wi se as Ml nordo?"

"Wser, Yek Ushalyin. So we hope!"

"Per haps Mal nordo al ready knows where to find you!"

"No, no!" Dakar spoke excitedly. "That is why | amin hiding too! So
Mal nordo can not find nme."

"Nor have the police managed to find you," declared The Shadow. "It is
curious you do not wish to talk to them"

"They coul d not protect us against Ml nordo!" exclaimed Dakar. "That is
why we can not talk to them"

"It has given thema singular inpression," stated The Shadow. "The police
believe that you are friendly to Mal nordo."

That brought a storm of indignant denial from Dakar, with Panjo and
Thal | a
joining in the protest. Every curse that could be invoked in the gypsy
| anguage
was uttered and all were directed agai nst Mal nordo. To another visitor, it
woul d have seened that the gypsies were overdoing it, but not to The Shadow.
They had called himRom they had termed him Yek Ushalyin. To himthey would
only tell the truth.

"We Rom have suffered nuch from Mal nordo, " asserted Dakar when the hubbub
ended. "We have been call ed many names in nmany | ands, such nanes as heat hen
and
outcasts. But in only one |and, Egypt, were we called robbers. They gave us
t he
nane Haram there. And now t oday, Ml nordo woul d have us call ed Haram
ever ywhere."

"I have heard," affirmed The Shadow, "that Mal nordo and his gaje travel ed
wi th your conrades in Europe."

"Because we thought them poor strangers," argued Dakar. "Ml nordo! Bah!
The other nane they called him Mordetbesto, was a better nane for him It
sounds |ike the beast he was. So |ow did he sink that he was taken as a freak
to be exhibited for copper noney by the foolish Rom he deceived. A divio gajo,
a wild mn they thought he was and others of his kind posed as the same. They
| earned our custons, romipen, to help themon their way."

"You shoul d have | earned nore about them" reproved The Shadow. "You
avoided the crimnals with whomthey dealt. Wiy did you not avoid then®"

"But Mal mordo and his gaje never dealt with others!" protested Dakar. "W
woul d surely have known if they had."

Ki ng Dakar meant it, but as a gypsy leader it was his part to claimhe
knew everything. His statenents did not tally with what The Shadow had | ear ned
from Comm ssi oner Weston. Dakar mght give the gypsies benefit of doubt where



connections with Ml nordo were concerned, but he would not extend the courtesy
to common crimnals. However, The Shadow had a way to test King Dakar further
"You have said that G egor once was Rom" The Shadow asserted. "But
G egor
called hinself a gajo and he was at the Cafe de la Mrte -
Madarme Thal | a babbl ed an interruption and King Dakar halted her. Wth all
the dignity of his office, Dakar decl ared:
"As Rom we both hate and fear Ml nordo. But | have ordered ny people

t hat
if they do neither, Malnordo nmay not harmus. None were to speak to Ml nordo
once he arrived here, nor to watch him G egor was one who woul d not obey and
when | chided him he said he was no | onger Rom but gajo.

"What G egor |earned about Ml nordo, we do not know. How he learned it
al so puzzles us. But since Gregor was watching for Malnordo, it was necessary

that we watch Gegor. |I chose Thalla for that duty because she could tel
fortunes at the Cafe de la Mrte. Because her husband, Panjo, often bought
birds fromthe sailors, | told himto watch the ships. That is all."

Dakar had put it well. The Shadow coul d have queri ed what the gypsy king
i ntended next, but such a question was unnecessary. The Shadow sinply waited,
knowi ng t hat Dakar woul d declare hinself. And Dakar did.

Across Dakar's weat her-beaten face cane a vengeful expression inspired by
t he demand for justice.

"Gregor was Rom " There was finality in Dakar's tone. "G egor was
nmur der ed

by Mal nordo. Whoever nmay ask ne to hel p destroy Malnordo will have the
services
of any Rom | can supply. I, King Dakar, have so sworn, and | can be found here

whenever | am needed. "
That prom se was neant for The Shadow and it ended the interview
Tur ni ng,
t he cl oaked master, whomthe gypsies styled Yek Ushalyin nade his exit through
the red curtain. Only the whispered echoes of a parting |augh remai ned, as The
Shadow went out into the night.
The Shadow needed no further pledge from Ki ng Dakar. Already the gypsy
| eader had provided himwith a trail, through Madane Thalla. The card that the
trained bird had given The Shadow was not inscribed with sonme trivial fortune.
Instead it bore a nanme, one which Madane Thalla had | earned and knew that
The Shadow woul d want .
The card read: Jani ce Bradford.

CHAPTER Xl

IT was |l ate the next afternoon when |Inspector Cardona | ooked up fromhis
desk to nmeet the steady gray eyes of Trent Stacey. It was rather startling,
t he
way this visitor had arrived, though Cardona's office wasn't difficult to
enter
unannounced.

However, whatever annoyance Cardona mi ght have felt he instantly
suppressed. Stacey was a special case, by mutual agreenent. This was the right
way for himto appear here.

In his cool style, Stacey inquired:

"Any reports on rats, |nspector?"

"Plenty," assured Cardona, "but not the sort we want, though they nay be
a
lead. |'ve been checking with the warehouses around the waterfront to | earn
how
badly they are infested by rats. | haven't forgotten what you said about
Mal nordo' s gang maki ng pets of the pests.”



Stacey's straight forehead formed a frown.

"You may arouse Mal nordo's suspicions -"

"Not the way |I'mhandling it," interposed Cardona. "I'm working through
the health departnent. The trouble is the rats are bad news everywhere, big
fighting rats, so big they kill some of the cats that are planted to kil
them™

"The bol dest rats woul d be where Malnordo is. His men would see to it
t hat
they spread out from ordinary hiding places.”

"I figured that. You were right about Black Star. It's really free of
rats, that warehouse, so we're no |longer bothering with it."

Stacey gave a short, pleased nod. His gray eyes were reflective for a
nmonent; then he brought up another subject. Spreading a sheet of paper on the
desk, Stacey pointed to a rough diagramthat he had drawn.

"Mal nordo' s present headquarters,” he declared. "There is a chance we may
trap himthere tonight."

"This isn't a warehouse,"” renmarked Cardona, studying the chart. "It | ooks
nore |ike sone old residence."

"Mal nordo never stays with his tribe," explained Stacey. "He doesn't want
themto know too nuch about him"

"Then how did you find out about this place?" demanded Cardona. "By
stayi ng away from Mal nordo' s nob?"

St acey sniled and nodded.

"In a sense, yes," he stated. "I overheard a few roustabouts talking in
t hat doggerel form of Esperanto that Malnordo's followers use. They nentioned
hi s headquarters, because naturally they have to contact him He wll probably

go there tonight."

Cardona began to study the chart nore intently.

"At dusk, | can go in there," suggested Stacey. "Gve ne at least a half
hour's | eeway before any of your nmen even approach that area.”

"But suppose you neet Ml nordo, in the nmeantine?"

"I should like to neet Malnordo," replied Stacey, grimy. "It would be a
pl easure to take him by surprise. However, | don't expect himthere that
soon. "

"What if some of his nen are on guard?"

"I talk their language. | can pose as a representative of the |oca
t al ent
that Malnmordo is lining up. But | don't expect themeither. What | want to do
is
get at any | oose evidence that may be |ying around.™

That part pleased Cardona i mensely. He could foresee that some sort of a
case woul d have to be built against Ml nordo to make the public believe that
such a vicious and fabulous crimnal existed. So Joe asked:

"After I post my nmen - what then?"

"I'f Mal nordo appears," returned Stacey, "let himthrough. Then close in
and box him | can work fromthe inside and drive himright back into your
hands. "

Cardona t hought that over. Then

"W might nail himgoing in."

"Mal nordo won't cone within a block of that house," objected Stacey, "if
you are any nearer. You are dealing with a Master Rat and don't forget it.

Qut doors, Mal mordo has a way of keeping just beyond a good marksman's range.
You can sight him but never hit him"

"You're right," Cardona agreed, renenbering how el usive Ml nordo had
been,
even in the restricted area of the dining garden at the Cafe de la Mrte. "The
only gane is to turn that house into a rat-trap, which judging fromthe
address, it probably is already."

Met hodi cal | y, Cardona made a brief tine-sheet with a carbon copy which he
gave to Stacey. Then, as the C I.D. man was about to | eave, the inspector



asked:

"One matter | nmeant to nention yesterday - were you in the Cafe de |la
Morte before Mal nordo appeared there?"

"Not on the night he murdered Gregor," replied Stacey. "I was on ny way
there at the time. But | was in the place on previous evenings."

"Did you see a girl in white, wearing a yellow fl ower? The bl onde who
tal ked to Madane Thal |l a?"

"Yes. | saw her after the nurder, too."
"Wher e?"
"A few bl ocks fromthe cafe. She was dodgi ng the shooting. | realized

t hat

somet hi ng must have happened at the Cafe de la Morte and | took it that she
had

fled with other patrons. | directed her to the avenue."

"And did you | earn her nane?"

"Unfortunately no, but |I would recognize her again."

"That's what everybody el se says," declared Cardona, grinmy, "but we
haven't been able to find her. If you should see her anywhere again, be sure
and l et ne know. "

Pausi ng at the door, Stacey gave a slow, enphatic nod and said:

"l shall."

Though it wasn't dusk yet, Cardona's office was getting dark because it
had an eastern exposure through a none-too-anple wi ndow. Several mnutes after
Stacey left, Joe decided to turn on the Iights. Wen he did, a new surprise
was
staring himin the face.

The surprise was a gentl eman naned Lanont Cranston

And a real surprise this.

Cranston's usual contact with the | aw was Conmi ssi oner Weston. Though he
knew Cardona well, Cranston had rarely visited the inspector's office, at
| east
not as hinself.

There was a special reason for Cranston's visit. He hadn't been able to
find Weston. The commi ssioner had slipped away sonewhere to study his
Esperanto. This in turn neant there was little use in trying to interview him
because when Weston concentrated on one thing, he dropped others. Cranston had
gotten the hint that Weston was | eaving the case of the Cafe de la Mirte to
| nspect or Car dona.

There was sonmeone el se that Cranston hadn't been able to |ocate: Janice
Bradf ord. That was why Cranston had cone here, to sound out the |aw as
represented by Joe Cardona.

Al nost i mredi ately Cranston di scovered sonet hing; namely, that Cardona
was
fidgety. This was so unusual that it showed, even though Joe managed to keep
hi s
usual deadpan expression. So Cranston, ever calm imredi ately becane cal ner
t han
ever. He had sonething to chat about, he said, but it could wait. So Cardona's
eyes went to the rough chart on the desk and Joe decided to act as Weston had
in Cranston's presence the day before.

Cardona sinply said as nuch as he could w thout saying too much.

Usi ng his phone, Cardona called a couple of special nmen and told themto
bring certain others. He summoned one detective to his office, showed himthe
rough chart and drew a | arger plan, pointing out where all hands woul d be
stationed. Al the while, Joe tried to nake it |ook Iike mere routine.

"There's been a little trouble in that neighborhood," the inspector told
the detective. "I'Il make the rounds after you're all posted.™

Al the while, Cranston was sitting by indifferently, getting occasi ona
glinpses at the chart and hearing the detective's queries. He took in
sonet hi ng



that the detective didn't; nanely, that a certain house marked on the di agram
could well be the center of the whole thing.

Next, Cardona gl anced at his brief tine-chart, then turned it over and
pushed it to one side, anbng sone | oose papers. Here Cardona copied a bit of
Cranston's indifference.

"Don't post yourselves too soon," Cardona told the detective. "You m ght
be noticed. It will be dusk about seven o'clock, so make it seven thirty."

@ ancing at his watch, Cranston renmarked that it was already seven
o' cl ock, which pleased Cardona.

"Cet started,"” Cardona told the detective, "and take the others along."

Then, as the detective left, Joe added: "Sorry, |I'Il have to be leaving in a
few mnutes, M. Cranston.”

"Very well." Cranston arose in leisurely style then paused. "I just
want ed

to ask about a girl named Janice Bradford."

"Never heard of her."

"She seenms to be missing," continued Cranston. "Maybe she just went away
for arest.”

Cardona shrugged as though that didn't belong in his departnent.

"She m ght need a rest," decided Cranston, "after experiencing a |ot of
excitement. Some of her friends say that she was very fond of the Cafe de |la
Morte."

That brought Cardona around.

"What does she | ook Iike?" Joe demanded. "Is she a blonde?"

"I didn't think to ask,"” replied Cranston. "I sinply thought you m ght be
interested. Only her friends know nothing nore."

"What about her fam|y?"

"She has a father, but he is mssing, too, which is the oddest part. They
seemto have noved from one hotel to another and stopped giving forwarding
addresses. The father's nanme is Andrew Bradford and the hotels -"

Pausi ng, Cranston reached for a | oose sheet of paper and added: "Here,
"Il wite out the data fo you."

Cranston wote the nanes of the persons and the hotels, folded the sheet
of paper and laid it back upon the desk. Cardona didn't observe what happened
during the folding process for he was on the wong side of the desk. In
fol di ng
t he paper toward hinsel f, Cranston brought a smaller slip into view, his own
view It was Cardona's tinme chart and it automatically canme with its witing
si de up.

The list was as foll ows:

Stacey - 7:00 p. m
Cardona - 7:30 p.m
Mal mordo - ? ? ?

In putting the fol ded paper on the desk, Cranston turned it downward so
that the |list dropped beneath it, witing side al so down. He gave the fol ded
paper a slight slide, so it glided toward Cardona, who picked it up and
creased
it again as he put it in his pocket. Seeing the blank side of the sheet that
bore his list, Cardona picked it up too, keeping the witing away from
Cranston's sight. Poker-faced, Joe hid the grimsatisfaction that he felt at
thus out-witting the astute M. Cranston

Cardona didn't know that Cranston had swapped one name for another, that
of Janice Bradford in return for Trent Stacey or at |east the Stacey part of
it. Nor did Cardona begin to guess what Cranston woul d do about those other
facts he had | earned, once he discovered their inportance.

In the dusk that was heavy outside police headquarters, the departing M.
Cranston hailed a waiting cab and once inside it merged with darkness. For the
cab was Shrevvy's and froma secret drawer beneath its rear seat, Cranston
produced and put on the regalia of The Shadow.

The address that Shrevvy heard his chief give was very close to the old



house that Trent Stacey had defined as the probabl e headquarters of a
supercrimnal called Ml nordo.

CHAPTER XI I'|

SI GHT- SEERS wi shing to view the house that Ml nordo used as his
headquarters can find it by |ooking for the nost decrepit house in the nost
di | api dated section of Manhattan south of Forty-second Street and west of
Fifth

Avenue.
The house had to be about that bad because it was enpty and during the
housi ng shortage in New York practically any house that still stood of its own

accord was renpdel ed in sone fashion or another so that it could he occupied.

To say that this house was standing of its own accord at first sight
seened an exaggeration. Its brick front was falling apart in such chunks that
it | ooked as though it were propped between the two adjacent houses t hat
forned
part of the solid block. But those houses were so ranshackl e that they
coul dn't
have supported nore than their own weight, therefore Ml nordo's house nust
have
been standing on whatever trifling nerit it still possessed.

This bl ock and those surrounding it were gl oomy and qui et when Cardona's
men put in an appearance on the fringes. They managed to keep out of sight
wi t hout trouble, taking advantage of the very gl oom which had probably
attracted Malnordo to this area. There was one fault, however, which worked
agai nst Mal nordo and pl eased Cardona i mensely as he began his rounds to tel
his detectives what this was all about.

A griny street light stood directly opposite the enpty house, naking the
bui | di ng perhaps the nobst conspicuous in the block. It probably annoyed
Mal nordo, that light, but since this was the only enpty house in the
nei ghbor hood, or for that matter about any nei ghborhood, he had to make the
best of it.

Cardona now under stood why Trent Stacey had chosen dusk as the right tine
to enter and had al so wanted a reasonabl e | eeway. Stacey had probably waited
while it grew dark, until just the time when street |anps began to flicker.
That was his cue to get into the house in a hurry, before the gl ow appeared
from across the street.

How | ong Stacey had been inside was a question but a rather inportant
one.

The really inportant questi on was how soon Mal nordo would arrive, if at all

It happened sooner than the ace inspector had hoped.

Qut of the surrounding gl oomthat night have harbored a few dozen |urkers
cane as grotesque and distorted a figure as any freak show ever boasted.

The term human rat was hardly adequate for Mal nordo. He had the withe of
a human snake.

Mal mordo's figure, clad baggily as at the Cafe de la Morte, seened to
gr ow
right out of the griny sidewal k and coil itself up the front steps. Wtching
fromnearly a bl ock away, Cardona started to nmove in, his nmen copying his
exanpl e, but as he did, Joe realized how right Stacey was in saying that |ong
range fire couldn't reach Mal nordo. The hunman nonstrosity was safely in the
shelter of his own doorway before anyone could have ainmed a gun

And then, as if to tantalize anyone who happened to be watchi ng, Ml nordo
poked his head and shoul ders into sight. The street |anp opposite gave a ful
but fleeting view of those nisshapen, vicious features that were so
unm st akabl e. Only one man coul d have di spl ayed such an ugly, tw sted visage:
Mal nor do.

He fitted the rat definition as he peered up and down the street, in a



qui ck doubl e-take. Then, rat fashion he was gone again, into the house itself.

There was proof that Ml nordo had really gone

A long streak of blackness that sliced fromacross the street began to
take on line. A shadowy stretch, that was all, and its waver could have been
due to a flicker of the street |anp. But there was solid blackness noving in
the streaky gl oomthat shrouded it.

Sol i d bl ackness cal |l ed The Shadow.

At the steps, The Shadow did a curious sidle, up toward the edge of the

door way.
Mal mrordo had been m sshapen; The Shadow was shapel ess.
Growi ng bl ackness, that was all, l|ike something unreal, which evaporated

snoke-fashi on before anyone could define it. The fade took place when The
Shadow deftly twisted hinmself into the doorway, from which, unlike Ml nordo,
he

did not take a last quick |ook.

Even | nspector Cardona was deceived. On the nove, he thought that the
rise
of darkness and its curious fadeaway were due to the changing angle of his
vi sion. Besides, Cardona couldn't picture even The Shadow as part of a scene
whi ch had been unearthed exclusively by Trent Stacey, a man whose own ways
wer e
exceptional |y under-cover

I nsi de the house, The Shadow was hearing creaks.

The house was a three story affair, by this tine the creaks were goi ng up
beyond the second. They represented footsteps, though they were not
di stingui shabl e as such. Rather they were a cross between a creep and a snaky
progress whi ch defined them as Ml nordo's. What The Shadow was hearing were
t he
transcri bed sounds of Ml nordo's ascent as reproduced by the old beans and
shaky
fl ooring.

A tiny flashlight spotted its glow along the hall, shrouded by the folds
of The Shadow s cloak. Wth that |ight The Shadow pi cked out the stairs and
began a clinb of his own, a trifle slower than Mal nordo's but considerably
nor e
efficient. For as he reached the second floor, The Shadow coul d hear the
creaks
upon the third, which wouldn't have been possible had The Shadow been
pr oduci ng
such sounds hi nsel f.

As near noiseless as was possible in this old house, The Shadow was
betrayi ng no token of his presence. But now, hearing a pause in the sounds
t hat
meant Mal nor do, The Shadow sl ackened his clinb to the third floor, practically
feeling each step ahead, shifting his weight by degrees, so that not even the
slightest token of his approach could be sensed.

Alnmost at the third floor, The Shadow heard the muffled closing of a
door.

He was consci ous next of creaks that nust have conme from a hal lway, noving
toward the rear. It was as if some eavesdropper were stealing away, eager for
haste, yet anxious for silence. The closing of the door, however, indicated
that Mal nordo had isolated hinmself in a room therefore whoever was sneaki ng
along the third floor could do so without too rmuch risk of being heard, at

| east by Mal nordo.

In turn, The Shadow i ncreased his speed, know ng that Ml nordo coul d not
hear himand recogni zing that the interloper was maki ng enough sounds of his
own to drown any that The Shadow made. That interloper, of course, would be a
man named Stacey, who had been listed at seven o' clock on Cardona's schedul e.
Ri ght now, The Shadow was summ ng the whol e arrangenent between Stacey and
Cardona, though he had already assumed that it nmight be sonething of this



sort.

Had Stacey boxed Mal nordo?

Hardly, not in so short a time space. Rather, Ml nmordo had boxed hinself,
t hough certainly not too solidly. As The Shadow reached the third floor he
could hear creaks in the rear of the house and bel ow, indicating that Stacey
had found a back stairway as a better way down.

VWhat Stacey should do was obvious. By pronptly sunmoni ng Cardona and the
detectives, Stacey could lead themup to the room where Ml nmordo was, wth
little chance of being heard. Then Mal nmordo woul d be really trapped, provided
he remained in that room

There was anot her provi so.

Could half a dozen men or nore cone up the front stairs and the back
wi t hout nultiplying those creaks to such a degree that Ml nordo woul d surely
hear then? The Shadow doubted that such a mass invasion could be nmuffled; yet
he knew Cardona wel|l enough to realize that the inspector would attenpt it.
Cardona believed in using nen when he had them and toni ght he had t hem

The solution was sinply for The Shadow to trap Mal nordo first and hold
hi m
until the police arrived.

Li cking along the hall, the flashlight picked out a closed door half way
to the back of the house. It fitted with the |location of Mal nordo's fina
creaks and the nuffled sound of a closing door; it also explained why Stacey
woul d have taken the back way down. The back stairs were nearer and toward
t hem
was an open doorway from which Stacey night have watched Mal nordo enter the
room
whi ch now was cl osed.

Silently, swiftly, The Shadow reached the cl osed door. He placed one hand
on the knob while his other drew an automatic. Expertly, The Shadow turned the
knob with a squeeze. He eased the door inward and saw a roomwi th a tiny,
shaded wi ndow;, a roomlighted by a single candle that was burning on a table
besi de an ol d trunk.

The trunk was opened and its tray was strewed with envel opes and papers.
More inportant, in front of the trunk was the crouched figure of Ml nordo,
huddl ed as though readi ng something by the candlelight. There were no chairs
in
the room but its floor was covered with a frayed carpet, which came clear to
t he door.

In fact, the door, in opening inward, had lifted the edge of the rug,
scruffing it just enough to show the glint of a wire that ran beneath. The
Shadow, ever alert for detail, was quick to note that item For already, as he
| unged across the threshold, The Shadow had sensed sonething wong with the
bunched figure of Mal nordo.

It seened to be swaying, that crouched form but the reason was the waver
of the candle-light. In order to produce such an illusion, the figure had been
set between the light and the trunk, therefore Mal nmordo couldn't be readi ng
anything at all. The figure itself wasn't Mal nordo, it was a dunmy. The | ack
of
chairs in the roomwas an indication of the structure on which the dunmy was
f or ned.

Mal mordo had sinply planted his baggy garb upon a chair. The wire
runni ng
straight toward the trunk, was obviously connected with a booby-trap. Half
into
the room The Shadow could lose nore tinme by turning than he would in
conpleting his surge. So he turned his drive into a dive, hitting the chair
shoul der first.

It was a cushioned arncthair, the kind it had to be to give sufficient
bul k
to the inmprovised dunmy. Taking the chair with him The Shadow sonersaulted at



an angle past the trunk, to a corner of the room where he |anded, chair
upper nost .

And just in tine.

As the chair |legs kicked toward the ceiling, the trunk exploded with a
sullen blast that filled the roomw th a pungent white snmoke whi ch echoed wth
the rattle of flying nmetal fragments, ricocheting fromthe walls!

CHAPTER XI V

VIEWED fromthe street, the old brick house seenmed to jolt and shake
itself under the force of the blast. If the charge had been planted in the
cellar, the structure mght have given way, but as it was, the building
settled
back to normal, except for a flying shower of broken wi ndows that burst from
every floor.

Curiously, the crash of the windows was |ike a sequel to the expl osion
and
anot her followup occurred a dozen seconds later. The front door cane flying
open, disgorging a plunging figure that righted itself at the bottom of the
steps and arose to reveal itself as Trent Stacey.

At | east Cardona recogni zed the man as Stacey, though the detectives
didn't know who he was. Except that they were sure the nman couldn't be
Mal nordo, the withy thing that had entered the house only a short while
bef ore.

St acey | ooked bew | dered for the noment, then hearing the pound of
approaching feet, he knew that they nust mean Cardona's squad. Wth an eager
wave of his arm Stacey gestured the detectives into the house and led themin
a rush up the front stairs, with Cardona pressing to the fore.

Meanwhi | e, the snoke was clearing in the third floor roomthat Ml nordo
had designed as a death-trap. Fromthe corner cane a whi spered | augh, a
battered chair canme flinging through the air to I and where the trunk had been
Envel oped in the remmants of the snoke, The Shadow appeared as a ghost as he
arose and surveyed the damage all about him

The roomwas really wecked. Chunks of plaster had fallen fromthe walls,
along with portions of the ceiling. On the floor lay a broken square of wood;
above it, a simlar hole in the ceiling, indicating that the thing was a trap
door. Mal nordo's papers had vanished in a puff of brilliant flane,
accomnpanyi ng
the blast. If The Shadow had been caught unshielded in the mdst of that
expl osi on, he woul d have been hurt badly and perhaps permanently.

As it was, he renmai ned unscratched, thanks to the protecting chair which
had taken the brunt of the blast.

And now, with footbeats pounding on the stairs, The Shadow needed the
qui ckest exit that would keep himin active circulation. One | oomed above, the
gapi ng hol e where the trap-door had been. Using the now unsteady chair, The
Shadow reached the hole with his hands and chi nned hinself through, fading
li ke
the drifting snoke, just as Stacey arrived with Cardona and the crew of
detecti ves.

The devastation anazed them so nmuch that Cardona's nen weren't surprised
to see the inspector talking things over with a total stranger, which was what
t hey regarded Stacey to be.

"Mal nordo was here!" asserted Stacey. "I was | ooking at sone papers in
t he
tray of a trunk that was right in the center of the room when | heard him
comng up the front stairs. So | sneaked down the back way."

"You saw himcone in here?" queried Cardona.

"Yes," replied Stacey, "and he closed the door. It was open when | first
cane here.”



"What about the papers?”

"I snatched a few that |ooked inportant.’
pocket .

"I didn't want to disturb too many, not after | heard Mal nordo coming. He
m ght
have noticed it."

"Looks like he did notice it," gruffed Cardona. He was | ooking al ong the
carpet, scorched by the blast, and now showing the line of the wire. "That's
why he rigged this roominto a trap. Unless -"

Joe had gl anced up. He saw the open gap above the rickety chair.

"That's where Mal nordo went!" excl ai med Cardona. "Qut through that trap
door! We'll go after him™

On the theory that what goes up must cone down, Cardona was too smart to
take his whole squad to the roof. He sent men to the ground floor to cover the
front door and the back, gesturing Stacey along with them The detectives were
to spread, while Stacey was to stay across the street and watch the front
door.

Fromthere, he could signal up to the roof as needed.

This was decided am d the sweep of flashlights, for the explosion had
snuf fed Mal nordo's candle. It was during one of those sweeps that Cardona had
spotted the open trap-door, but now Joe was using a flashlight to bore
strai ght
up through that space as two detectives gave hima hoist and then prepared to
fol | ow.

Sweepi ng the flashlight around the flat roof, Cardona saw only bl ackness,
so he turned off the light and laid | ow while one detective boosted the other
who pronptly | eaned back through the opening and hel ped his conpanion up to
join him Then, as the three nen spread, they began to slice everywhere with
their flashlights, producing pronpt results.

From behi nd a chi mey, where only bl ackness seenmed to dwell, an automatic
opened fire.

Those shots weren't directed at Cardona and the detectives. They stabbed
toward the roof of one adjoining house, then at the other, in quick
alternating precision. They brought wild yells and even wilder fire.

The Shadow fired those initial shots. He was aining at crouched gunners
who were entrenched on each side of the enpty house. Catching them unaware,
The
Shadow had broken up an ambush that woul d have been rui nous to Cardona and his
men. As it was, the return fire was hasty and nost of it directed at the
chi mey. This gave Cardona and his two conpanions tine to flatten and start
j abbing at the anbushed crooks.

Those gunners were anbushed no | onger. They heard a fierce, strident
I augh
from behind the chimey, a taunt that nocked their futile gun fire.
Recogni zi ng
that |augh as The Shadow s, the crooks turned and fled down through trap-doors
i n the adjoi ning houses, peppered by gunfire as they went.

From t heir appearance and the fact they shouted in English, it was
apparent that these were hired hoodl uns of the breed that had served as
waiters
at the Cafe de la Morte. Since Mal nordo was gone, it seened obvious that he
was
using this crewto cover up his flight instead of enploying his own band of
slinky rats. This fitted with Stacey's data regardi ng Mal nordo and the
alliances he formed with local crininals wherever he operated.

The Shadow wasted no time in going after one batch of fleeing hoodl uns.
Hearing the laugh trail in that direction, Cardona recognized the fact and
noti oned his nen to pursue the other half of the fugitive tribe. People |iving
in the houses adjoining the enpty were startled and cowed by what seened hunman
st anpedes com ng down the stairways.

St acey tapped his inside



Al was quiet on the street until suddenly two doorways gushed a divided
human tide. Three nen poured fromeach exit; those fromthe house where The
Shadow had headed were staggering, the reason being that two were literally
carrying along a third. He was coughing his last, that thug, so they dropped
hi m on the steps.

Across the street, Trent Stacey dropped away fromthe light and into
shelter just as a rakish car cane roaring fromthe corner. Five hoodl unms
shoul d
have hopped on its running board, but only four did. The fifth man had a
wounded
armthat dangled so that its hand couldn't grab, so he dived for shelter in
t he
darkness in front of Ml nordo's house.

In the wake of the rakish car canme a speeding cab and as it passed the
doorway just beyond Mal nordo's, a cloaked figure whirled down the steps,
cleared the dead thug lying there, and sprang into the cab as it briefly
sl ackened speed. All with one tw st, The Shadow opened the cab door and cl osed
it with hinmself inside; then was off to the chase.

There was an interval between; in fact, the car had turned the corner
before the cab arrived. During that interval, Stacey enptied his revol ver
after
the fleeing car, but its speed carried it beyond range. By then, Cardona and
hi s
two detectives were piling fromthe other house; fromboth corners came other
headquarters nen who had spread thenselves too far

Stacey shouted to themthat one of the thugs was still at large; then
| ooki ng up, he waved his arnms in a mad warning. The detectives | ooked up to
t he
roof of the enpty house, as Stacey sprang into the shelter of its doorway.

The shout that Stacey gave was this:

"Look out! Malnmordo is still up therel™

Cardona bell owed for his detectives to dive to cover instead of standing
flat-footed in the mddle of the street. They did and thereby cleared the way
for the crippled thug to nake a rush for it. The fell ow popped fromthe
dar kness of an area way in front of the enpty house, but that |lunge was his
last. Hardly across the sidewal k, he sprawl ed as sonet hi ng overtook hi m and
planted itself between his shoul ders.

The thing was a | ong-bl aded t hrowi ng knife that had whizzed down fromthe
dark. Its glinting handle told what it was and instantly Stacey | eaped down
t he
hi gh steps fromthe doorway of the enpty house and turned to aimhis
r epl eni shed
revol ver straight upward

Stacey's streamof bullets did nothing nore than nick the cornice al ong
the roof-front and the sane applied to the | eaden deluge that spurted fromthe
guns of Cardona's squad as they sprang out to copy Stacey's exanple. Cardona
bawl ed for sone of themto race up through the enpty house again and find
Mal nordo on the roof, but Joe didn't go along; he knew it woul d be usel ess.

Wth dozens of adjoining houses to choose from in this block and the
next, Mal nordo would be sure to reach the ground. The only thing was to spread
out through the nei ghborhood and try to spot him but know ng the el usive
qualities of the Master Rat, Cardona doubted that he could be snared.

More inmperative at the nmoment was the questioning of the dying thug who
had received the bl ade of Ml nordo's uncannily thrown knife. Wth Stacey,
Cardona stooped above the nan and recogni zed himas a free-lance thug naned
Kirky Schleer. Seeing that Kirky was nearly gone, Cardona lost no tinme in
trying to make Kirky talk.

"Hell o, Kirky," put Cardona. "W know you were working for Ml nordo. He
doubl e-crossed you when he saw you couldn't get away. We'll square it for you
if you tell us all you know about Mal nordo."



“"Mal nordo. " Kirky repeated the name parrot-style, with a spread of ugly,
| eathery lips, "Double-cross. You want to know about Ml nordo. I'Il tell you

That sentence ended with a grimace, Kirky's last. Kirky Schl eer sagged
back and the facts that were on his lips died with himin an unintelligible
gr oan.

CHAPTER XV

SHREWY' S cab pulled over to let a patrol car shriek by with its siren
going full blast. There was no use in going further. The carload of crooks had
made its getaway, despite Shrevvy's efforts to overtake it.

| nspect or Cardona had cal cul ated too well. In hope of trapping Ml nordo,
he had brought in police fromeverywhere. Wth its head start, the rakish car
that had nade away with a | oad of gunzels had found the clear, while The
Shadow s cab in hot pursuit had been snarled by the incomng traffic.

I f Shrevvy expected criticism he didn't get it. Instead, a | ow,
whi sper ed
| augh sounded fromthe darkened back seat of the cab. Low spoken orders; then
the slight slam of a door. The Shadow had left, after telling Shrevvy to
r eport
in order to be available later, if needed.

This was over on the East Side, well-renpte fromthe house where Ml nordo
had stirred up so nuch chaos. In a slight way, however, Ml nordo had done The
Shadow a favor, or rather the fugitive car had. The Shadow was in a vicinity
where certain information awaited him information which the pressure of other
busi ness had prevented him from gai ning earlier

On foot, The Shadow covered several blocks in rapid, phantomstyle. He
reached an obscure doorway in a row of silent houses and paused there. From
hi s
lips, cane an unexpected sound, a chirp nuch like a bird's.

The signal was answered.

From a darkened wi ndow besi de the door came an answering chirp, a genuine
one. Then, barely discernible in the darkness, a green love bird fluttered
from
a slightly opened wi ndow and pl aced a fortune card in The Shadow s hand. The
bird fl ew away and The Shadow focused his concentrated fl ashlight upon the
card.

Instead of a name, this card bore a drawing. It was sinple and
hand-col ored in crayon. The sketch showed a tiny yellow | antern

The Shadow s whi spered | augh was whi nsical. He had come a long way to
| earn where he could have gone inmedi ately after |eaving Mal nordo's house. The

Yel  ow Lantern was the name of a small, obscure cafe over on the West Side. It
had taken a trip to the East Side to acquire the necessary facts.

So The Shadow set out upon what was a trail in reverse, confident that
t he

gypsi es had | earned somnet hing about the Yell ow Lantern which woul d devel op
when
he arrived there.

Sonet hi ng was al ready devel oping at the Yell ow Lantern

The little restaurant was quiet and not too crowded. Nobody seened to
notice the girl who had slipped in fromthe side street. She was wearing dark
cl ot hes again tonight, but just for luck - good or bad - she was wearing a
yel | ow daf f odi |

The girl was Jani ce Bradford.

Qui et though the place was, Janice felt nervous.

From her purse, the girl had taken a folded slip of paper, half of a
| arger sheet. She kept reading the brief nmessage that was witten on it. The
nmessage sai d:



"The Yel |l ow Lantern, Wdnesday evening, eight o'clock."

A yellow lantern - a yellow fl ower.

The connection was enough to bring Janice here. She felt no danger
rat her
a sense of assurance. However this message might relate to Malnordo, it had
been
given to her by sonmeone who had hel ped her, the gray man with the blunt square
features whom she had encountered after her flight fromthe Cafe de la Mrte.

That was why Jani ce kept | ooking up fromher table, hoping that the gray
man woul d arrive. Suddenly her hopes were realized. Strolling in fromthe
front
door cane the very man she wanted to neet again.

The man was Trent Stacey.

In his bland fashion, Stacey came over to Janice's table and sat down.
From hi s pocket he produced a batch of papers and gl anced through them Then
| ooki ng at Janice, Stacey sniled slightly and said:

"These belong to the police, but I won't have to deliver themunti
| ater.

Meanwhi | e, suppose we introduce ourselves. My name is Trent Stacey. And
your s?"

"Jani ce Bradford."

Stacey's gray eyes fixed steadily.

"You are Andrew Bradford's daughter?"

The girl nodded.

Putting away the papers that he had brought from Mal nordo's, Stacey
produced the conpact credentials that he carried in his | apel and presented
themto Janice. The girl's eyes w dened when she saw their reference to
Scotl and Yard.

"W nearly trapped Mal nordo tonight," stated Stacey. "The police are

searching for himnow | couldn't help, so | excused myself, because
renmenbered my appointnent with you. | should |like to hear your story."
"Very well," Janice decided. "My father had a partner named Lucien

Thor neau, who handl ed busi ness here while nmy father and I were in Mexico."

"I know," nodded Stacey. "An oil business."

"Correct," said Janice. "Then Thorneau died and we cane to New York
Everyt hi ng was wonderful until a man named Mal nordo sent word to father that
he
wanted a mere quarter of a mllion dollars to hush up a slight scandal that
i nvol ved the business."

"And your father told you about it?"

"No. | found out for nmyself. | sawthe letters that came and | overheard
some phone calls. It seenms that Thorneau faked a deal with some Nazi agents
and
wote off a half a mllion dollars profit as |oss."

"Your father knew about it?"

"Of course not!" Janice's tone was indignant. "Now Malnordo is trying to
collect half of that nmoney. He said he would suggest a way that woul d be
mutual |y satisfactory.”

"What way was that ?"

"l don't know. Father was to meet Malnordo at the Cafe de la Mrte,
wearing a yellow flower to identify hinself. He decided not to go, so | went
there instead."”

"Wre others to do the same?"

"I think so. But since father, an innocent man, refused to go there, it's

not surprising that guilty parties wouldn't. | was just foolish enough to want
to see what would happen. | waited three nights for Malnordo to arrive and
when

he did come, he nurdered G egor."
St acey gave a slow, understandi ng nod.
"Gregor was the reason," he decided. "Ml nmordo nust have known he was on



the watch for him That was why Mal nordo wouldn't talk to you. Has your father
heard anything since?"

"Not yet."

For a while, Stacey pondered. As he did, he brought a hal f-sheet of paper
from his pocket and matched it with the torn note he had given Janice.

"Just ny way of positive identification," explained Stacey. Then he
added,
enphatically: "I think, Mss Bradford, that you should await further word from
Mal nor do. "

"But | can't!" Janice objected. "You see, father, has been noving from
hotel to hotel, so there is no way of tracing us. I'mnot afraid of Ml nordo."
The girl set her chin defiantly. "In fact, | want to neet him If you know
where he is, tell nme!"

Stacey pointed fromthe wi ndow. Across the street, Janice saw the | ooning
bul k of an ol d warehouse that bore a huge black star painted on its wall.

"That's where he was," expressed Stacey. "In the Black Star \Warehouse,
living with the rats he called his followers. That's why | wanted you to cone
here.”

"So | could neet Ml nordo!"

"Quite the contrary," declared Stacey, coolly. "I knew that Ml nordo
woul d
be avoi ding this nei ghborhood. By present cal culations, his human rats are now
i nfesting the building owned by the La Plata G ain Storage Conpany, four
bl ocks
north of here. | intend to report that to the police tonight."

Still wearing that determ ned expression, Janice opened her lips, then
cl osed them Wat she was about to say, she didn't say, but it would have been
anot her defiance of Ml nordo. Perhaps Stacey realized it, because his tone was
serious when he said:

"Believe me, Mss Bradford, you must avoid Ml nordo. Watever | can do to
hel p your cause, | shall. If you will tell me where | can reach you -"

"At the Azalea Plaza," interposed Janice. "Any time you care to cal
there, M. Stacey. Father is registered under the nane of Howard Gantry."

Stacey arose with a bow

"I't would be better if we left separately,"” he decided. "If the coast is
clear, as | amsure it will be, there will be no reason for me to return
Al | ow
about five mnutes and if | do not come back, you can go" - he paused and gave
Janice a steady look - "directly home to the Azalea Pl aza."

Jani ce nodded that she understood. She watched Stacey | eave and waited
t he
full five mnutes in accordance with his instructions. But fromthen on
Jani ce
decided to act upon her own. Instead of |leaving by the front door, as Stacey
had, she went out the side way. Then, instead of hailing a cab, Janice turned
directly north for a four block wal k.
Despite Stacey's advice, Janice was determ ned to neet Ml nordo, the
arch-fiend who woul d at | east recognize the token of the yellow fl ower.
O would he?
Debating it, Janice could see no reason why he wouldn't. Yet as she
wal ked
bravely northward, Janice felt worried. Looking back to see if anyone were
follow ng her, the girl saw only bl ackness.
There were wavers in that blackness as though some phantom fi gure had
pi cked up the trail that Janice Bradford hoped would bring her to Ml nordo.
Such wavers could not be real. In forced fashion, Janice |aughed them off
as she trudged onward.

CHAPTER XVI



FINDING a way into the La Plata Storage Building was a problemin itself.
The pl ace appeared to have only one door, big enough to drive the biggest
truck
t hrough, and bl ocked by a steel barrier that woul d have stopped a Shernman
t ank.

Goi ng around the building, Janice |ooked in vain for other entrances and
in her hunt, she was annoyed when her high heels caught in a steel grating
t hat
| ooked |i ke the opening of a culvert. Stunbling onward, Janice decided to be
nore careful, so she | ooked back at the grating to check it in case she
encountered another like it.

That was when footsteps shuffled up beside her. Turning, nuch startled,
Jani ce found herself confronted by a pair of leering faces that |ooked yell ow
and apish in the dimlight. Instantly, she knew that these two nen nust bel ong
to Mal nor do.

They proved it by the deft quick way they laid their slim hands upon
Janice's arnms. So tight was the grip that the girl was afraid to resist. She
felt that if she did, those hands would go to her neck and strangle her on the
i nstant .

Now, swiftly, these fiends were sweeping Jani ce back to the broad
grating.

They lifted it, slid her through, and the bars dropped with a clang, agai nst

t he

si dewal k above. Bent forward by the gripping arnms, Janice was rushed through a
| ow, pitch-black tunnel, where she heard things scurrying ahead.

Those things were rats and big ones.

Jani ce saw the rats when she energed into the dimlight of a |lower cellar
that they reached by a downward slope. But the rats - and there were dozens of
them - were not the worst sight that Janice faced. In fact, the rats were
scurrying for cover, as though they dreaded sonet hing.

That sonething could well have been Ml nordo.

He was standing there beyond the brink of a slinmy pool that ebbed in a
corner of the slanted cellar. The pool was conposed of stagnant water that had
accunul ated as the result of a stopped drain and it | ooked deep and sullen

So deep that Jani ce shuddered. Sonehow, she felt as though that Stygian
pool had been gathered to receive her. For at sight of Ml nordo, Janice found
hersel f wi shing that she had never wanted to nmeet him

The ot her night, Janice had no nore than glinpsed Mal nordo's face. He had
been in action and murderous, but he had seenmed nore |like a fighter finishing
a
feud than sonethi ng bel onging to an actual realmof fiends. Now, snakish, his
body practically coiled, his face as twisted as his contorted franme, Ml nordo
was his nost terrible self.

The words that Mal nordo nout hed were unintelligible to Janice, but the
fiend' s foll owers understood them Dragging Janice al ong, they brought her
past
the far end of the pool, to a |ledge that ran along its brink. As they passed
Mal nordo, he whipped a knife froma frayed jacket that he wore and Janice, her
gasp stifling the scream she wanted to give, found herself staring at the
deadly bl ade, raised to the level of the ugly fangs that were Ml nordo's bared
teet h.

Al this was by wavery light, the glow fromship's | anterns hangi ng al ong
the low ceiling. The recoil that Janice gave brought a happy snarl from
Mal nordo and it was echoed by simlar glee fromother ratty throats. For now,
as Janice's two captors pressed her against the wall at the | edge, the girl
could see a dozen or nore of Malnmordo's ugly clan, peering fromniches and
ot her openings in the cellar wall.

Smal | wonder the rats had scurried away, when this fiendi sh assenbl age
was



about to hold court! This was no feeding time for the pets kept by Ml nordo's
foll owers. Ml nordo, chanpion of injustice, was about to deliver sone evil
verdi ct.

It dawned on Jani ce then what Ml nordo intended. The two nmen were
starting
Jani ce along the | edge, dragging her between themin what could best be
described as a sideward single file. Fromfurther along cane a sucki ng sound
and as Jani ce turned her head, nostly so she woul dn't have to | ook at
Mal nor do,
she saw where the sound canme from

There was a gap in the | edge, crossed by a plank, which was at the mouth
of a small, |ow archway, no nore than wai st high. The sound canme fromt hat
arch; it was an outlet that sucked the overflow fromthe stagnant pool which
was being gradually replenished by water seeping fromthe walls about.

And it was down through that black, forbidding arch that Ml nordo's two
foll owers intended to thrust Janice!

"Ni nortigos la malliberulo senpere!" announced Mal nordo. "Morgau | a
| aboro estos finital"

Those final words echoed: "La | aboro estos finita" as if uttered by the
leering lips that showed fromevery crevice. Yet it was not Ml nordo's men who
added that shout. The echoes were from Mal nordo' s voi ce al one.

The very tone made Jani ce shudder. |If she could have transl ated that
statenment, she would have realized that it was her epitaph. Wat Ml nordo had
announced was this:

"We shall kill the prisoner inmediately! Tomorrow the work will be
finished!"

The pair who were working Jani ce al ong the | edge understood what Ml nordo
meant. The man on her left was already on the plank that bridged the open
ar ch,
hauling at Janice to bring her along, while the man on her right was pushing
fromhis side. Afew feet nore and Janice would be on the plank al one, ready
for atilt that would carry her back and down into that flow ng depth that
enptied into sone pit fromwhich there would be no return.

And then, as if picking up the echoes of Ml nordo's pronouncenent cane a
shivery laugh that rose to a sharp crescendo which ended in these words:

"M estas mal gusta, Ml nordo! La |aboro kom ncegas nuntenpe!

That pronouncenent was The Shadow s. He was saying, "You are w ong
Mal nordo! The work is beginning at this nonent!" Those words, understood by
Mal nordo' s foll owers, produced a consternation that proved his statenent.

What ever Mal nordo' s idea of work, The Shadow s was rapid action

I nstinctively,

Mal nordo's nen swung into it thereby playing into The Shadow s hands, since
t hey

were conplying with his w sh.

@uns spurted everywhere - at echoes.

The Shadow s tone, caught up by the walls, was quite as el usive as
Mal nordo's. The shots that were fired at himnever found him but they forned
a
canoufl age for his own. For ampbng the numerous gun-bursts, there was no way of
i dentifying which The Shadow supplied. Ml nordo's men began to reel anong
their
ni ches, but which shots produced that result, nobody knew.

Not even Mal nordo

At | east the Master Rat realized the futility of conbating The Shadow.

"Zorge!" came Mal nordo's shout. "Venu! Rapidul™”

He was telling his followers to | ook out, to come along, and to hurry.

Li ke the rats they were, they dived anong the crannies. They fired parting
shots at the only targets they could see, the |lanterns, hoping to black out
The

Shadow s marksmanship with them



Only two remnmi ned, deserted by their fellowrats. They were the pair who
hel d Jani ce captive. One lantern had been missed in the general barrage; it
was
the I antern hangi ng near the planked | edge. Its gl ow showed one man haul i ng,

t he

other shoving, in a last effort to get Janice on the plank; to hold her fate
in

their own hands as a threat to The Shadow, or at |east a conpronise.

But al ready, bl ackness was gliding into that |anplight, along the |edge
itself, Iike an encroaching mass of doom not for Janice but her captors. And
with it came The Shadow s sinister tone telling Ml nordo' s stranded
mal ef actors
that they were too |late:

"Tro mal frue!™”

The man on the near side of the plank let go of Janice, whipped out a
knife and flung it into blackness, shrieking: "Prenu | a ponardo, Orbrajo!" but
The Shadow did not take the knife as the hurler hoped. The blade flicked into
bl ackness only and frombelow its line of flight cane well-placed gun stabs
that toppled the chunk of human scuminto the shallow sline of the unsightly
pool that flanked the |edge.

Next, The Shadow was gripping Janice's armas he sidestepped as far as he
could to aimat the nman still on the plank. But before The Shadow could fire
what woul d have been a certain shot, Janice's other captor rel eased his hold.

The pl ank swayed and heaved as Janice left it, hauled to safety by The
Shadow. The girl heard a wild, incoherent shriek behind her and turning, she
saw her late captor withing in a strange fantastic twist that carried him

away
from sight, down through the arched opening. Wth himwent the plank
crackling

as it disappeared, as though sone superhuman force had carried it along with
its occupant.

The wall's quivered with sol enm echoes. This time, The Shadow s | augh was
like a knell, in appreciation of justice singularly delivered. Watever it was
t hat produced that sudden climax, snatching a foe fromthe very nmuzzle of his
gun, The Shadow seemed to know its source.

But now The Shadow was rushing Janice up through the grating, where on
t he
si dewal k, he paused | ong enough to deliver bullets, turret-style, at
scattering
creatures who represented sone of Mal nordo's human rats, fleeing their
underground lair. Next, police cars, with whining sirens and slicing
searchlights, were roaring into the scene, but by then, The Shadow had rushed
Jani ce wel |l away.

There was a cab around the corner and The Shadow pointed Janice to it.
Stunbl i ng ahead, the girl was sure that her cl oaked friend was in the
background, ready to aid her in case of last mnute conplications. She thought
she was meeting such when a nman sprang suddenly fromthe curb and gripped her
arm Then she recogni zed his voi ce:

"M ss Bradford! Wiy did you come here?"

It was Trent Stacey, chiding Janice on the fact that she had come to this
vicinity against his advice. In her turn, Janice was stamrering that she was
all right, that she was sorry, that all she wanted was to get away. They were
at the cab door; the driver was opening it, and Stacey saw that the cab was
enpty. He hel ped Janice inside and cl osed the door

Then to the driver, Stacey said:

"Take this young | ady wherever she wants to go - and forget where you
t ook
her."

To remind the driver to forget, Stacey handed hima five dollar bill and
the cab wheeled swiftly away. Turning, Stacey went to | ook for Inspector



Cardona, who by now had probably reached this area.

If Trent Stacey thought that he was really Janice's rescuer, he was
W ong.
He was mi staken, too, if he thought that the cabby woul d purposely forget the
address the girl gave him For the cab driver happened to be Shrevvy, The
Shadow s st and- by.

Back by the corner a whispered | augh denoted The Shadow s sati sfaction as
Janice's real rescuer faded into the thickness of night.

CHAPTER XVI |

"Kion vi demandi s?"

"Neni 0. "

"Pri kio estas?

"Me tute ne scias.”

"Kion vi vol as?"

"Parolu pli laute."

The little man who had been asking the questions gave a nod and nopped
hi s
forehead with a handkerchi ef. Comm ssioner Weston, who had given the answers,
| eaned back in his chair and beamed across the desk

As a chance visitor, Lanmont Cranston |ooked puzzl ed. The Conm ssi oner
gave
a gesture to the little man.

"This is ny Esperanto teacher," defined Weston. "He has been giving ne
guestions and | have answered them"

As proof, Weston handed Cranston a list of questions and answers. The
first three, which were checked, ran thus:

VWat did you ask?
Not hi ng.

VWat is it about?
| haven't an idea.
VWat do you want ?
Speak | ouder.

"A few nore | essons,” decided Weston, "and | can question any of
Mal nordo's nen we capture. In fact, we nearly captured sone last night."

Cranston's expression remai ned unchanged, so Weston deci ded he was
i nterested.

"They had a quarrel ampng thensel ves," explained Wston, "in the cellar
of
a war ehouse where they nade their headquarters. One of themwas killed."

"Too bad you didn't have a chance to quiz him" remarked Cranston. "Where
did the rest go?"

"To some ot her warehouse,"” returned Weston. Then, glumy, he added: "W
don't know which. W shall have to wait until we [earn where the rats are the
t hi ckest . "

Cranston gave a nod as though he understood and Weston in turn was quite
surprised. Then Weston demanded:

"How woul d you know, Cranston?"

"The sane as you woul d, Conmi ssioner” Cranston replied. "From our nutua
friend M. Stacey."

"You nean you know Trent Stacey?"

"OfF course | know Trent," returned Cranston, picking up the first nane
instantly. "I nmet himin Europe."

The Shadow was pl ayi ng a good hunch that Stacey had recently come from
Europe in order to know so nuch about Mal nordo. Weston, nodded, then said
dubi ousl y:



"Qdd that Stacey didn't tell me you were a friend of his."

"Not odd at all," declared Cranston. "He doesn't know you are a friend of
m ne. He wote nme he was comi ng here on business and would [ ook ne up later. |
assune he is still busy."

"He is," said Weston. "How | ong ago did he wite you?"

Cranston pondered, as though trying to recall the exact tine. Weston put
a
pronpting question

"Was it after he came back to Canada?"

"I't was" replied Cranston. "Not nore than a week or two ago."

The Esperanto teacher having |left before this conversation started,
Conmi ssi oner Weston deci ded he could speak quite freely. And since Cranston,
in
whom Weston usual ly confided i nportant matters, knew so nuch about Stacey
already, it wasn't long before the comm ssioner detailed the renmaining facts.

Al those details interested Cranston. Stacey's Canadi an background, the
fact that he had gone to school there, the way he had acquired other
| anguages,
gone out to see the world, and finally becone invaluable to Scotland Yard in
t he
wi despread search for Malnmordo - all marked Stacey as the one inportant key to
qui ck results.

VWich in turn neant that the sooner Cranston contacted Stacey, the
better.

I ndeed, Cranston expressed that point in a calm casual way, when he spoke:

"Morgaul a | aboro estos finita."

"What's that, Cranston?" Wston | ooked up to see his friend glancing at
some of the | anguage sheets. "Did | hear you saying sonething in Esperanto?

"I was trying to pronounce the words in this lesson.” Cranston |aid one
of
the sheets aside. He stared at sone papers Weston had taken fromthe desk
drawer. "But what do you have there, Conmi ssioner?"

"Some odd papers Stacey picked in Mal nordo's place,” Wston decl ared.
"They give something of an insight to Mal nordo's ways, but not enough. Here is
evi dence that Mal nordo was recently in Al geria, under the nanme of Pierre
Dubroc. Mre references to certain notorious New York criminals, at present in
Sing Sing Prison. Apparently Ml nordo wanted themto operate with himhere, so
| have sent sone detectives to Gssining to question them

"Thi s European police report" - Weston tossed anot her paper across the
desk - "proves that some of the gypsies there were | eagued with Ml nordo. The
same may be true here" - Weston gave a frown - "because that |ocal |eader of

theirs, King Dakar, has been dodgi ng me consistently."

Gat hering the inconpl ete papers, Weston thrust them back in the drawer
and
brought out a large-scale street map. Wiile he was doing this, the phone bel
rang; Weston lifted the receiver, found that the call was for Cranston, so
passed himthe receiver and continued to open the map.

Cranston's call was brief. He spoke in nonosyllables, then finished the
call abruptly. By then, the map was spread and Cranston was wat chi ng Weston
poi nt out certain buildings, each marked with an X

"W have checked this map with Stacey," stated the comm ssioner. "Al
t hese are warehouses where Mal nordo's band may be hiding, but there are too
many of them™"

"Of which, Commi ssioner? Warehouses or rats?"

"Of both," affirnmed Weston. "Now we have learned this: there are
under ground connecti ons between sone of the warehouses. Stacey suggested that
fact, through having observed the way Ml nordo's nen appeared in various
unexpected pl aces. W nmade a brief check to prove the fact, but it would have
been suicide to send nen probing further or deeper.”

Renenbering the arched pit that had swal |l owed one of Ml nordo's nen as



substitute for Janice, Cranston could have certified the conm ssioner's
statenment, but didn't. Instead he broached a theory of his own.

"There coul d be ot her passages," suggested Cranston, "leading to the
river. They woul d account for the fact that stowaways di sappeared so
remar kabl y
along the waterfront."

Cranston was harking back to that first night when, as The Shadow, he had
wi t nessed the di sappearance of stowaways pl oppi ng overboard fromthe
Sant ander .
However, Weston, though he approved Cranston's theory with a nod, al so found
reason to smle.

"Stacey has already anal yzed that situation,’
"But he added a point to prove it."

"l can do the sane," declared Cranston. "There nust be connections
bet ween
the river and the warehouses because of the rats. They woul dn't have travel ed
above ground as Mal nordo's men mght."

"You' ve struck it exactly!" exclained the comni ssioner. "Stacey's proof

decl ared the conm ssi oner

to
the dot. But you see what woul d happen, don't you, if we invaded the
war ehouses
whol esal e, to capture Mal nordo's human rats?"

"They woul d take the quickest route out to the river."

"Precisely. But where would that outlet be?" Wston shrugged hopel essly.
"W woul d need all the available nmen to stage the warehouse raids, but that
| eaves too few to watch the piers. Nor do we have enough police boats to do
nore than patrol the water front. However, we are ready, because if we drive
those human rats fromthe warehouses, we will have acconplished half the job
and can then concentrate on the rest."

Cranston let the discussion end there, since he had an appoi nt ment
el sewhere. But as he left the comm ssioner's office, Cranston did somnething
rather rare for him He smiled

Doi ng things by halves did not satisfy Cranston, either as hinself or The
Shadow. He could foresee that if Mal nordo's nen were driven from sone
war ehouse
out to the river, only to be allowed to scatter, they would assenbl e agai n and
reoccupy a warehouse as soon as the police had left it.

However, there could be a way of finding the right warehouse and, after
that, the outlet which belonged to it. But first, the person to find was
Mal nordo. Cranston had hinted that to Weston by saying "Myrgau |la | aboro estos
finita" which Weston, if he'd progressed enough in Esperanto, would have

interpreted as "Tonorrow the work will be finished."
Mal mordo' s words, and today was the tonmorrow that Ml nordo had nmeant!
Yet there was still tinme for Lanont Cranston to act as The Shadow. Like

Trent Stacey, The Shadow had a single |lead that could prove vital. That |ead
was Jani ce Bradford

Li ke Stacey, Cranston was followi ng the | ead. The call that Cranston had
received in Wston's office was from Burbank, his contact man. Hawkeye had
j ust
reported seeing a man who | ooked |ike Stacey entering the Azal ea Pl aza, the
hot el where Janice and her father, Andrew Bradford, were living incognito.
Hawkeye had been watching the Azal ea Pl aza ever since Shrevvy took Janice
there
[ ast night.

VWat ever Trent Stacey |earned from Andrew Bradford, The Shadow i nt ended
to
be on hand to learn it tool

CHAPTER XVI 1 |



IT was only afternoon, but the day was rainy and the | ow cl ouds nmade it
as
gl oony as dusk

And such gl oom nmade Jani ce shudder, even though she was safe in a hotel
suite, in the conpany of her father, Andrew Bradford, and her good friend,
Stacey Trent.

Andrew Bradford was a nan of elderly appearance but Janice could testify
that his age had begun to show only recently. Even his broad, rugged features
wer e saggi ng through worry and his eyes, usually keen, had become hunted when
not |istless.

It had taken Janice half an hour to convince her father that he should
nmeet Trent Stacey. Once Bradford had agreed and had seen Stacey face to face,
the result was like a tonic. They had conme right to business, these two, and
Stacey's blunt insistence on settling the Mal nordo question once for all, had
given Bradford the real lift he needed.

"The situation is plain," declared Stacey. "Cbviously, M. Bradford, you
are not to bl ame because your business partner, Lucien Thorneau, wote off
hal f
amllion dollars to business |osses on account of South Anerican shipnents
whi ch were purchased but never delivered."

"Those shiprments were to come from Nazi firms," decl ared Bradford,
seriously. "Thorneau gave the orders just before the firms were blacklisted.”

"Which left the whole case legal -"

"Except that Thorneau knew the inside facts," inserted Bradford. "The
shi pnents were never even planned. Thorneau paid a quarter mllion to a Nazi
agent who represented those firns and received a receipt for a half mllion

Each profited equally. Thorneau thought the deal ended there."

"You found evidence of this anobng Thorneau's papers?"

"Not enough to matter. Here is the real evidence." Bradford brought somne
sheets of photostats from his pocket. "Exact copies of papers that the Nazis
kept. The originals are in the hands of Ml nordo; he sent ne these to prove
it."

St acey nodded.

"Quite sinple," Stacey decided. "Now Mal nordo wants the other quarter
mllion for the originals."

This time it was Bradford who nodded and Jani ce gave anot her shiver, but
not fromrepressed fright or harrowi ng recollections. It happened that Janice
was seated by the door to a connecting roomand she felt a draft from an open
wi ndow.

This was odd in itself, because she was sure the w ndow was cl osed.
Getting up fromher chair, Janice went into the other roomto see and found
that the wi ndow really was closed. What she didn't observe was the bl ackness
that glided away fromthat w ndow just before she arrived. In the dusk of the
room the blackness followed unnoticed around the wall and stationed itself
behi nd t he open door through which Janice had cone.

There the bl ackness stayed while Janice went back to join Stacey and her
father; living, shrouded bl ackness that Janice woul d have wel coned had she
seen
it. For the arrival was her cloaked rescuer of the night before, The Shadow.

"My dilemma is this,” Bradford was telling Stacey. "Ml nordo wants to pin
Thorneau's guilt on nme. Gven time, | can assenble facts that will uphold ny
i nnocence. Then | can turn all the data over to the governnent and |l et them
deci de the case."

"At a cost of a quarter mllion dollars,” put in Janice, as she resuned
her chair. "They will probably demand its repaynent."

"The governnment may demand a half a million," declared Bradford, "but
Thorneau's estate will be forced to pay it, once |I can prove that the claim
bel ongs to his account, not mine. | believe, however, that Ml nordo's origina
docunents, which include sonme that he did not copy, will clear ne conpletely.



But | can not gain them w thout paying Malnmordo for them"

From his listening post, The Shadow could well appreciate the dilema
whi ch confronted Bradford. It was up to Stacey to provide a solution and
St acey
set to work.

"About the yellow flower,
to identify yourself."

"Yes," replied Bradford. "I was to cone to the Cafe de la Morte and bring
the noney with ne in cash or securities.”

Jani ce gasped at that and Stacey heard her

"That rmust have been your mistake," Stacey told the girl. "Ml nordo
pi cked
you as a substitute or a decoy. He was sure you wouldn't have the noney."

"But why," asked Janice, "did he kill Gegor instead of ne?"

"Because Gregor was watching for him Maybe Ml nordo was tipped off by
Madame Thal |l a. He uses gypsies, Ml nordo does, and G egor was no gypsy."

Stacey's anal ysis was good, a good one hundred percent wong, since it

said Stacey. "Ml nordo wanted you to wear one

was

based on the nistaken notion that the gypsies were | eagued with Ml nordo. The
Shadow nade a nmental note of that and waited to check Stacey's further

theori es.

"Since you did not contact Mal nordo," Stacey told Bradford, "it is
obvi ous
t hat he needed sone stronger threat against you. \Wen Jani ce acted agai nst ny
advice and fell into his hands | ast night, Ml nordo nust have deci ded that by

hol di ng her a prisoner, he could make you conme to terns."

"Janice is always acting agai nst people's advice," declared Bradford.
"That is why | didn't want her mxed in this situation at all. You see,

Jani ce?" Bradford turned to the girl. "Wiere would | be now, if you were
Mal nordo' s pri soner?"

"You nmean where would | be!" exclainmed Janice. She swung to Stacey.
"You' re wong about Ml nordo wanting to hold nme as a hostage. Hi s nen were
trying to kill ne!"

"Dead or alive," stated Stacey, coolly, "you would still have been a
hostage, or a garantiulo in Mal nmordo's | anguage. Did you hear hi muse any word
i ke that?"

"No. He called ne a malliberulo or sonething of the sort."

"That means a prisoner. But whether he intended to keep you as such or
kill you, he would have told your father that you were still alive and
redeenabl e at a cost of a quarter mllion dollars. Since you managed to
escape,
you can be sure that Malnordo will attenpt some new nove."

Stacey's statement brought a worried | ook from Bradford who inquired:

"How soon?"

"Very soon," replied Stacey in a positive tone. "The police are pressing
Mal nordo hard and fromthe way his scurrying rats were shouting ' QOrbrajo’ they
wer e unquestionably having trouble froman eneny call ed The Shadow. "

"I"lIl say they were!" expressed Janice. "So that's what Orbrajo neant!"

"And in your case, M. Bradford," continued Stacey, "Ml nordo nmust know
that any delay is in your favor, which is not true where the others are
concerned. "

Bradf ord' s expression went surprised.

"What ot hers?"

In reply, Stacey reached to the right |apel of his coat and zipped it
open, to produce sone thin papers froma hidden pocket, nmuch as he had once
brought his own credentials fromthe other |apel. Going through the papers,
St acey queri ed:

"Did you ever hear of Jerome Chent?"

"The rubber whol esal er!" excl ai ned Bradford. "Wy, CGhent had a regul ar
bl ack market in that combdity. W even heard about his operations in Mexico,



but nobody coul d prove anythi ng against him™

"Mal nordo coul d,"” declared Stacey, "at |east where dealings with Nazi
agents were concerned. Next" - Stacey thunmbed to another paper - "we have
dinton Waybrook. "

"An exporter." Bradford nodded slowy. "Wth a reputation beyond
repr oach.

That is why he could have covered any Nazi dealings, but it is not for ne to
j udge. Waybrook may be as innocent as | am"

"I don't think so," declared Stacey. He cane to the third paper. "Felix
Kelfert, the jeweler is nost certainly involved. W have already traced fal se
sal es of dianmpbnds that were shipped from Anst erdam and they lead to Kel fert
t hrough Nazi channel s. ™"

"Who has traced all this?" inquired Bradford.

"Scotland Yard," expl ained Stacey. "You see, there were British
bl ack-1ists of firns with Nazi inclinations, differing fromthe American. This
is confidential data, not final evidence. Unless certain facts are adm tted by
t he persons involved, | have no right to nake such cases an internationa
matter."

"But why should guilty nen adnmit anything?"

"Because by now they must fear Ml nordo. The fact that they were afraid
to
contact himis proof. They are even afraid to contact each other, but if one
man
were bold enough to suggest it, | believe the others would agree.”

Even before Stacey finished, Janice caught the |ogical conclusion. She
turned to Bradford and excl ai nmed:

"You, father!"

Hal f - bewi | dered, Bradford stared at his daughter, then turned to Stacey,
who nodded.

"She is right," Stacey declared. "Your position is enviable, M.

Br adf ord.

Since you are innocent, you would be inclined to regard others as the same. If
you called any of these nen, told themyour predicanent and said that you had
heard them mentioned in the same connection, they would be only too glad to
cone here for a conference.”

Ri sing, Bradford becane his old strong self, as he announced with ringing
enphasi s:

"I shall call all of them"

Call themBradford did and with the result that Stacey had predicted. The
very nention of the dread name Mal nordo was enough to nake nen |ike Ghent,
Waybr ook and Kelfert listen. Bradford, a man of strict integrity, whose very
tone expressed his indignation, was the perfect man for such a m ssion
Thr ough
hi s whol e di scourse ran a chall enge that he wanted others to accept and in one
bri ef speech he expressed it thus:

"Together we shall find a way to end the nmenace of Mal nordo, once and for

allt
Grandly though Bradford handled it, the effect was a strain. Finished
with
t he phone calls he sank back in his chair, turned to Stacey and said wearily:
"They will all be here at nine o'clock. But what shall we do then?"
For answer, Stacey picked up the tel ephone and made a call of his own.
The

call was to Inspector Cardona.

"Hell o, Inspector," said Stacey. "Yes... This is Stacey... |'ve arranged
for another try tonight... Yes, we'll need a squad and a cordon... No, not too
tight... W can go over the details together and profit by previous nistakes.

"I can tell you the location now, so you can check the nei ghborhood. .
It's a hotel, the Azalea Plaza... No, not Aurelia. It's Azalea..

A-Z-A-L-E-A... Not C.. Zas in Zenith... P-L-A-Z-A... That's right... Azalea



Pl aza..."

The phone call finished, Stacey turned to find both Bradford and his
daughter facing himin amazenent and Janice, for one was quite pale.

"Do you mean" - Bradford's voice cane with a falter - "do you nmean you
expect Ml nordo here tonight?"

"I do," returned Stacey, in a positive tone. "He had local crimnals
covering for himlast night, but the police lost track of them You can be
sure
that Mal nmordo is using sone of those crooks to keep tabs on Ghent and ot her
nen
whose nanes the police don't even know. "

"Then when Chent and the rest conme here -

“Mal nordo will show up, expecting it to be the pay-off; and it will be,
but not in the way Mal nordo expects. Don't worry" - Stacey was putting on his
hat and opening the door - "I'Il be here before nine o'clock."

As the door closed behind Trent Stacey, Janice Bradford thought she felt
a
draft of air fromthe hallway. She was wwong; it canme fromthe wi ndow in the
other room That w ndow had opened and cl osed again, to let a cloaked figure
slide out and find a rubber-soled footing on the rain-drenched cornice.
oscured by the settling dusk, The Shadow delivered a whi spered | augh
t hat
was anything but a parting token. It meant as nuch as Stacey's stated words,
that mrth.
The Shadow, too, would be here by nine o' clock, prepared to deal with
Mal nor do!

CHAPTER XI X

IT was really pouring rain when nine o' clock approached. Fromthe doorway
wher e | nspector Cardona had posted them the detectives could scarcely see the
dimlights that represented the wi ndows of the sizeable Azalea Plaza. It was a
bad night for the police, which nade it a good night for Ml nordo. Perhaps
Stacey had taken that into consequence when predicting that Ml nordo woul d
appear .

Cardona had conproni sed by moving the cordon in a trifle closer, but it
still wasn't close enough. Joe could see better hiding spots nearer to the
hotel, but decided not to use them They were the sorts of places that m ght
be
noti ced by any one entering the hotel. Remenbering how well Ml nmordo had taken
the bait the night before and realizing how capably Stacey had functioned as
the inside man, Cardona was resolved to play the game as Stacey wanted it.

Cars were stopping in front of the hotel and sone had the |ights of
t axi cabs. Wi ch was bringi ng whom Cardona didn't know, except that Stacey was
anong the visitors. If Joe had let his nen nove to closer posts, they m ght
have identified sone of the arrivals, but it didn't seemi nportant.

Perhaps it was nore inportant than Cardona supposed. At any rate,
wat cher s
were at those posts, having reached themeasily in the rain, by keeping clear
of
the hotel lights. Those watchers were the crooks who had fled from Mal nordo’' s
roof the night before, hoodluns Iike Kirky Schl eer and the other thug who had
been | eft dead on the battleground in front of Ml nordo's house.

Agai n, those hoods were here to cover, w thout the know edge of the
pol i ce!

Toni ght, however, there were others.

Fi gures were snaking into the Azal ea Plaza right through the outer cordon
of detectives and the inner circle of crooks. Figures that energed from
culverts and man-holes, wiggled to the gutters and gave the effect of



SW nmer s

as they moved through the torrents that flowed there. That was, they would
have

| ooked li ke swimers, if anyone had seen them but no one did.

They were Mal nordo's own breed of human water-rats. They'd left the
war ehouses that the police were watching, to infest this fancy hotel. Arrived
besi de the Azal ea Plaza, they wiggled in by side passages and delivery
entrances, found cellar windows to their liking and plopped into the preserves
of the hotel itself.

VWet her he noticed any of these snaky figures when he stepped from
Shrevvy's cab, Lanont Cranston gave no sign. At |east he had provided for
future devel opnents, because over his armhe carried what | ooked |ike an opera
cape but wasn't. It happened to be a black cloak, neatly folded, with a slouch
hat beneat h.

Crossing the | obby, Cranston didn't go to the fifth floor by el evator
The
fifth was Bradford's floor but Cranston preferred to use the stairway. Hardly
past the first turn, he paused, put on his cloak and hat and became The
Shadow.

Fromthe hat, he renoved a small, waterproof bundle which be tucked beneath
hi s
cl oak.

Cranston's guns, the automatics which were The Shadow s, were al ready
packed beneath his well-fitted evening clothes in special holsters. So now, in
t he evasive, alnpost invisible style that characterized his black clad self,
The
Shadow continued up to Bradford's apartnent. Choosing a side hall, The Shadow
paused outside a door which had a lighted, half open transom above it. Froma
smal | box that he produced froma fold of his cloak, The Shadow rel eased a
little green bird that pronptly flew through the transom

In her own room Janice Bradford gave a sharp start and a little cry as a
bird fluttered to her hand and dropped a fortune card fromits beak. On that
card was a silhouetted profile of a hawkish face topped by a black hat, with
cl oaked shoul ders beneath. Looking toward the door, noting the open transom
Jani ce hurried there and adnitted The Shadow.

It was hardly necessary, this formof entrance, for The Shadow coul d have
easily unl ocked that door, but he was sparing Janice's well-shaken nerves.

Besi des, he had instructions to give the girl and along with those
i nstructions, a revolver.

"Stay here," The Shadow undertoned to Janice. "If anything happens, go
there" - he gestured to a closet in the corner - "and if you need to use the
gun, do so. | can assure you that any danger will be brief."

Then, noving to a far door, The Shadow i nched it open. There was a short
passage beyond so he went through to the next door and handled it in the sane
style. This tine, however, The Shadow halted the door after the first few
i nches. He was |l ooking into the main room of the suite, where Andrew Bradford
was receiving his guests.

Ghent, Waybrook, Kelfert - all three could be defined by their faces as
men of quilt.

They had no reason to hide that guilt, rather they were proud of it,
al t hough their situation made themtense. But it was plain that Ghent, a man
with a big-jawed, overbearing face; Waybrook, of bloated visage with a triple
chin; Kelfert, sallow and schemng in expression, regarded thensel ves as
conrades in a cause that included Andrew Bradford. In fact, this was their way
of congratul ating Bradford for his smart work in arranging a rendezvous wth
Mal nordo on a common neeting ground.

Yet honest M. Bradford hadn't tunbled to a thing. He wasn't even
surprised by the fact that these visitors had brought well-padded brief cases
with them Charitable at heart, Bradford was hoping that they, too, were
i nnocent and he felt the brief cases m ght contain docunments to prove it.



A knock sounded at the door of the apartnent and the visitors becane
alert, Ghent's hand, for one, going to a pocket of his coat. Bradford stepped
over, opened the door and admtted Stacey, who stepped into sight wearing
evening clothes. At sight of such a visitor, Ghent relaxed, thinking perhaps
that Stacey was anot her menber of the subversive brotherhood, conme here to
di scuss terns with Ml nordo.

Then Bradford made the introduction

"Centlenen, this is M. Trent Stacey of Scotland Yard. He has data that |
think will interest all of you."

Stacey did have. From his pockets he produced it, separate bundles, snall
ones, yet much larger than those tissue paper reports he had shown to Bradford
that afternoon. Stepping behind a table, Stacey laid the packets in a row and
his viewers noticed that his right hand had gone to his hip.

And Stacey's eyes were watching Ghent so coldly, so steadily, that the
bi g-jawed man let his own hand nmove free fromhis pocket. Then, in a blunt
t one
that carried the hardness of flint, Stacey said:

"Let me see what you have brought."

Three nen opened their brief cases and brought out the contents.

"Securities," said Gient. "Al negotiable."

"Cash," decl ared Waybrook. "Large denomi nations, but | suppose you can
find a way to pass them™

"Di anonds. " Kelfert presented a square package. "Good anywhere."

There was still suspicion in their eyes and noting it, Stacey |aughed.
Wth his free hand he picked out a packet fromthe four that he had laid on
t he
tabl e and tossed it to Bradford.

"I have already settled with Bradford," declared Stacey. "H s case was
rather special. He will assure you that he is receiving the docunents he
wants. "

Beyond t he door, The Shadow was renoving his hat and cl oak. Hangi ng them
on a hook in the passage, he stepped into the conference roomquite calmy,
just as Bradford gave an amazed excl amati on

"Why, these are the originals of Thorneau's papers!" exclaimed Bradford.
"They clear ny case entirely. Wiy - why, you nust be -"

Bradf ord was | ooking up at Stacey, ending the sentence in a gasp. It was
Cranston's calmtone that conpleted the statenent.

"Yes," announced Cranston. "Stacey is Ml nordo."

Al t hough ready to admt the fact hinself, Stacey couldn't repress a snarl
at hearing it fromthis unexpected quarter. He was draw ng his revol ver as he
wheel ed back fromthe table, but he stopped the draw half way. Cranston was
al ready covering himwith a very convincing .45.

"I heard about you frommy friend the Police Conm ssioner," Cranston told
Stacey, in an even tone. "You knew a great deal about Ml nordo, so nuch that
you shoul d have been right on all the facts. For instance, such points as
Mal nordo using local crimnals and inducing gypsies to serve as his
acconplices. | was quite sure that Mal nordo did neither."

The snarl that Stacey gave in reply belonged distinctly to Ml nordo.

"I't was remarkabl e how well you set the stage," continued Cranston. "Too
well in fact. As Malnordo you slipped fromthe Cafe de la Mrte; as Stacey you
nmet Jani ce soon after. When you told the police to give you leeway in order to
enter the enpty house, you did not go there at all, until you arrived as
Mal nordo. Then you cane out as Stacey."

This time Stacey's snarl became an of f-key | augh

"Very well," he conceded. "I fooled the police, didn't I? Particularly
when | knifed that crook, Kirky Schleer, fromthe doorway and then took pot
shots at the roof, claimng Malmordo was still up there. They were maki ng
trouble for ne, that gang, and G egor was spying for them | had to nake the
police think they were part of the Ml nordo set-up."

These statements were bringing a narrowed | ook from Ghent, the nost



aggressive of Stacey's victins. Gient's left hand was noving now, not to his
coat pocket, but to his vest, and only the forefinger and thunb were on the
creep.

"I warned Bradford's daughter about a trap," added Stacey, "because

knew

that would make her walk into it. I was in and out of it, acting as Ml nordo
in

bet ween. | suppose The Shadow guessed it and told you, whoever you are."

"You told ne yourself," stated Cranston calmy. "I happened to overhear
t he phone call you made to Inspector Cardona this afternoon.” Fromthe way he
spoke, Cranston gave the inpression he had heard it from Cardona's end. "You
had tol d Comm ssioner Weston that you were educated in Canada. Your phone cal
di sproved that you were a Canadi an.”

Stacey, his face showing an ugly scow that suited Ml nordo, was staring
at Cranston, puzzled.

"In Canada," declared Cranston, "the letter Z is called Zed. Wen you
spel l ed Azal ea Pl aza, you used the letter Z twice, even termng it 'Z as in
Zenith' - an odd thing for a person who would hardly know that Zed is
soneti mes
called z."

It was Jerone Ghent who supplied a short [augh of approval. He turned to
Cranston with a bow

"Very good," asserted Chent. "The little details are the sort that crack
bi g cases. But what about these local crimnals you nmention? Wo could have
hired t henP"

"You did," returned Cranston. "They fit with your black market
oper at i ons.

You were using themto trap Malnordo. He called in the police to counteract
them™

"Correct," acknow edged Gnhent, "and the police are always pronpt to
respond to a whistle. That is a little detail which also could work two ways."

Wth a sudden tw st behi nd Waybr ook and Kelfert so that their bodies
shi el ded hi mfrom Cranston's gun, Jerone Ghent flipped a whistle fromhis vest
pocket and gave it a shrill blast that could be heard for bl ocks around.

It was Ghent's summons for his waiting nobsnen to appear and deal wth
both The Shadow and Mal nor do!

CHAPTER XX

GHENT' S act produced chaos.

Bef ore Cranston could shift and produce a second gun to cover the black
mar ket er, Bradford made a spring to grab Ghent and inadvertently bl ocked
Cranston's drawn gun, which was ained at the nman who called hinself Stacey.
Al ready Mal nordo had begun to drop the Stacey pose, now he was acting in ful
Mal nordo style. Hurling the table ahead of him Ml nordo sent its papers and
its wealth scattering everywhere, then dropping behind it with a withe, he
swung his gun upward, and bl asted at where he thought Cranston was. Except
t hat
Cranston was no | onger there; he had wheel ed back t hrough the door to becone
The
Shadow.

Qut side, whistles were blaring everywhere and guns were barking in
response, which left Jerome CGhent frozen in horrified surprise. Ghent's great
stunt had backfired the monment he staged it, for his cordon of crooks had been
surrounded by a | arger cordon of police.

The nonent Chent's nmen had risen fromcover and surged toward the hotel
Cardona' s sharpshooters had sprung out to chop them down. Even Ml nordo
couldn't have figured out a better trap for Ghent's dooned crew.

Toni ght, Mal nordo had figured out a device all for his own inmedi ate



benefit.

Just as bl ackness swung fromthe connecting passage, skirted the group of
men and cane with a surprise lunge toward Mal nordo, doors buckl ed everywhere
and slinky men with baggy cl othes and drawn kni ves took over the apartnent.

Mal mordo had | ost sight of Cranston and was receiving The Shadow i nstead.
The Shadow, in his turn, was to becone the focal center of a mass drive
delivered by this tribe of nmurderers who, as humans, did the term'rat' an
i njustice.

Jani ce's gun was popping fromthe closet in the other room but
Mal nor do' s
men weren't stopping on account of it. Bradford was flingi ng Waybr ook and
Kelfert to an isolated corner of the big roomand both were taking the hint,
thoroughly willing to escape with their lives and take whatever other
consequences fol | owed.

Ghent, hauling out his gun, was |unging at Ml nordo, who was now
conpletely his withing distorted self, his evening clothes rendering himthe
uglier and nore incongruous than ever. Al Ghent gained for his effort was a
del uge of knives that came in response to Mal nordo's snarled order

"Mortigul"

And then, as Chent sprawl ed, Malnordo, twisting half to his feet, nmet the
cl oaked figure of The Shadow in a sudden surprising grapple. In all that
chaos,

Mal nordo's arriving followers had scarcely seen The Shadow s | aunching form
until the tangle came. Now fromthe whirl that foll owed, they heard Mal nordo's
cal | :

"La Orbrajo! Mortigu lin!"

The Shadow! Kill him Unnecessary orders to these fiends. Their question
was how to manage it as The Shadow spun about with Malnordo in his clutch. Al
they could really see were snatches of Malnordo hinmself, in the mdst of a
kal ei doscopic whirl, his hands and face di sappeari ng and reappearing like a
blinking Iight.

The Shadow held the upper hand in that grapple, but to finish Ml nordo
woul d have been suicidal. Any let-up in the struggle would define The Shadow
clearly enough for Malnordo's nmen to strike with their regai ned knives. In
fact, some were already preparing to hack at The Shadow as he whirled past
t hem
with Malnordo in his grip.

VWhat ever The Shadow mi ght have done on his own account - and he had
turned
the tables on enenmies |like these nore than once before - delay was inperative
to
protect Bradford and the two nen who had now becone his willing prisoners:
Waybr ook and Kel fert. Janice too would be in danger if any of Ml nordo's crowd
returned, to seek her. Right now, all of Malnordo's followers were in a sense
i mobilized, since they were concentrated on the question of The Shadow.

And The Shadow hinmsel f settled that question by changing it, producing a
new bew | der ment anmong his foenen.

A slouch hat scal ed across the room next, a black cloak went flapping
after it, as two fighters sprawl ed apart, then came to hands and knees, facing
each ot her. Sonmehow, The Shadow had | ost his identifying garb and was now
unmasked. To pick himfrom Mal nrordo woul d be easy, so it seemed. Ready to
spring with their knives, Malnordo's followers paused briefly, then retained
their pose |ike statues.

Withing fromthe floor were two Ml nordos, each contorted and vici ous.
They were pointing at each other and their faces registered all the venomthat
bel onged with their snakish postures. And fromeach pair of |ips cane the
sel fsane snarl:

"La Orbrajo! Mortigu lin!"

The man who was known as Mal nordo had encountered an actor whose skil
was



equal to his own. That actor was The Shadow. He was able to distort his
features, those of Cranston, as capably as Malnordo could twi st the face he
used when he styled hinmself Stacey. As they were now, there was no choice
bet ween them

How coul d Mal nordo's followers kill when they saw no one to be slain
except Mal mor do?

Both figures were in dishevel ed evening cl othes. Each spoke the | anguage
that the nurderous rat-nmen understood. |If Ml nordo had strai ghtened and | et
hi s
features snap back into joint, he would have identified hinmself as Stacey,
wher eas The Shadow, doing the sane, would have answered to Cranston

Still there would have been no choice.

There | ay Mal nordo's weakness. His followers knew himonly by that forced
appear ance whi ch made his features hideous. To show any ot her face woul d have
been a synbol of weakness on Mal nordo's part. As Stacey, he woul d be accepted
as the fal se Mal nordo, just as The Shadow would if he reverted to the | ooks of
Cranst on.

Snarl s passed back and forth and the |isteners understood them
Accusations, but always in the |anguage that Ml nordo had taught his followers
to use. All was at a standstill and the longer it remained so, the nore to The
Shadow s advantage it would be. And so it remained.

As nonments turned to mnutes, the tinme limt ended. Footsteps cane
poundi ng fromthe hallway, announcing the arrival of the |aw. One Ml nordo
snarled "Foriru!" telling his followers to go away and the ot her gave the sane
word in the next breath. Wth that, the police appeared.

It was then and only then, that the situation broke. One of the withing
figures turned, scooped up the slouch hat and the black cl oak and nmade a dive
straight for the wi ndow As the w ndow crashed, knives followed, but they flew
wi de, for the police were pumping shots at the men who threw them

Hal f - cl oaked, the Mal nordo who had thus declared hinmself The Shadow, nade
a landing on an adjoining roof a floor below. H s rival, left on the scene as
the real Mal nordo, straightened in a swift lunge for the door, reaching it
despite the grabs of the detectives, shouting "Venu!" as a call for his nmen to
foll ow, which a few nanaged to do

Down the stairs and out to the street went the man in tattered evening
clothes, the last of the rat nmen dashing with him Swallowed by the rain, they
were on their way to the warehouse area, with a slender chance of beating the
round-up planned by the [ aw. El sewhere, his course unknown, a figure garbed in
bl ack was bound for the same destination

So far at |east, The Shadow had scored. For up in Bradford's apartnent,
the I aw was taking over in a thorough way. Bradford was safe, so was his
daught er Janice; while two nmen who had traded with foreign enem es, Waybr ook
and Kelfert, were prisoners, along with their funds and the papers that proved
their guilt, all abandoned by Ml nordo.

They were glad to give up, that pair, rather than share the fate of
Ghent,
who |ay dead on the floor, with the evidence of his transactions spread about
hi m

The Shadow had cracked Mal mordo's gane. The next task was to settle
scores
with the Master Rat hinsel f!

CHAPTER XXI
PCOLI CE whistles were shrilling in the warehouse sector when a little
cluster of men cane tearing froma side street toward a bul ky brick buil ding

that bore a big sign saying:

VWESTERN CORN EXCHANGE



Sweepi ng searchlights picked out those fugitives, scrawny nen in baggy
clothes followed by a loping figure that wore the remants of a dress suit.
Pol i ce guns barked, but as they did, a grating cane flying up and the
fugitives
dropped through it with all the speed that characterized Mal nordo's rats.

By the time police reached the grating it was clanmped and guns were
shooting up fromanong its slats. If the police intended to enter the corn
war ehouse, they would have to find some other way.

There were ot her ways. Around the corner, a cloaked figure was already
using one. He was clinbing the fire escape of an adjoining building to reach a
little window that led into the warehouse. He was gone by the tine the police
cane around the corner

Sirens screeched announcing the arrival of nore police cars. From one
sprang | nspector Cardona, ready to take command. Informed that Ml nordo had
gone into the corn warehouse, Cardona urged his men to continue their present
pl an of invasion and hunt crooks down to the |ast rat.

The police were snashing doors | eading into the warehouse when sonmeone
thrust an envel ope into Cardona's hand. By the tine the inspector |ooked
around, the donator was gone; all Cardona saw was a qui ck, shanmbling figure
maki ng of f through the heavy rain. Tearing the envel ope open, Cardona read its
contents by the scanty |ight about him

That note, delivered by Hawkeye, was a nessage from The Shadow, who had
posted Hawkeye in this area to give it to the right man at the right tine.
Waat
Cardona read was sonething that caused a conplete change in his persona
pl ans.

Leavi ng the capture of the warehouse to his subordi nates, the ace inspector
sprang into the nearest police car and ordered it to take himstraight to the
wat erfront.

Deep beneath the corn warehouse was a scene even nore extravagant than
t he
one that Janice had viewed the night before. Here was no nmere cellar with a
shal l ow, sliny pool. Ml nordo's nmen had reached a sub-cellar consisting of a
successi on of |low brick arches through which gushed a broad stream of water
fl anked by stone paths that |ooked |ike shelves.

At the last arch in the line, four of Ml nordo's reserves were prying at
a
huge grating that | ooked like a prison entrance. Once | oose, that would give
themexit to a channel |eading out to the river. They would have to swimfor
it, because past the arch the outlet became no nore than a rounded pi pe,
filled
al nost to capacity. But these human water-rats were used to such nethods of
transit.

From somewhere far above came cl angs and poundi ng sounds, indicating that
police were crashing their way into the warehouse. Then, |ouder than those
nmuf f1 ed beatings, the clatter of footsteps sounded on stone. From narrow
openi ngs on either side of the sullen stream nmen appeared, arriving fromold
stairways that | ed dowmn fromthe cellar

These were the rest of Ml nordo's depleted horde, the survivors fromthe
| opsided fray at the Azalea Plaza, |ess a few who had been clipped by police
bull ets during flight, but plus a quota of reserves that had been stationed
upstairs in the warehouse.

As the big grating wavered, Ml nordo appeared from one pair of steps and
snaked his way along the | edge, shouting to his men above the gush of the
swol I en stream As they turned, the slinky men saw Mal nordo poi nt across the
channel . There on the other side, another figure had arrived.

The Shadow

If Mal nordo's nen could have found a better footing on the | edges, they
woul d have bl asted their cloaked foe before he could have opened fire. But the



sl ime handi capped even these creatures who loved it and bei ng nen who were
qui ck with knives, they were naturally slower with guns. By the tine they were
taking aim a snarl cane from The Shadow s side and with it, he peeled off his
cl oak and hat, flinging them across the torrent.

The bl ack regalia | anded squarely at the feet of the other Ml nordo!

Facts dawned suddenly in the ratty nminds of the ugly nen who saw this new
change of affairs. They had been tricked at so nany turns that they were ready
to accept things in reverse

There had been two Mal nordos up at Bradford's. One had seized upon The
Shadow s garb just as the police arrived.

Why not the real WMl nordo?

As for the other, the one who had called upon surviving rats to foll ow
him why could he not be The Shadow? He had let the fugitives outrun him and
in
doi ng so, they had led himstraight to Mal nordo's own stronghol d, the place
t hat
the real Mal nordo could reach nore swiftly as The Shadow

And such was the real answer!

Two nen were straightening on their respective | edges. The one who had
cone here as Mal nordo reveal ed hinself as Cranston. The ot her, who had j ust
flung the hat and cloak to their real owner, showed the blunt, square-jawed
features that went under the name of Stacey, Dubroc, or any of a dozen nanes
that Mal nmordo chose to call hinself, according to whatever nationality he
needed to adopt.

And yet the question of identity was still in doubt anong nenbers of
Mal nordo' s tribe who still had no way of telling their real chief fromthe
fal se. The doubt nmight have persisted had The Shadow cared to let it. But,
knowi ng the frantic nood of Mal nmordo's men, he foresaw a serious problem

Mal mordo was drawi ng a gun and The Shadow, as Cranston, would have to do
the sane. VWhichever fired first and surest would have the satisfaction of
spilling his adversary into the flood. But in the mnds of half the w tnesses,
the victimwould be the real Mal nordo. They would aimat the victor the noment
that the vanqui shed fell.

VWhat ever the case, justice would be the wi nner, for Ml nordo woul d
peri sh.

But The Shadow would be a | oser too, froma personal standpoint. It would be
better to declare hinself and shoot it out with Malnordo's crew at | arge,
before they had a chance to aimhis way. It would nean avoi di ng Mal nordo' s own
fire meanwhile, but that was the risk The Shadow t ook

There were factors that deci ded The Shadow s choice. One was the topple
of
the grating, down there at the |lower arch; a few nore tugs and it would fall
The other was a peculiar swirl in the streamitself, a sign for which The
Shadow | ooked and saw in the vague light of |lanterns that Ml nordo's nmen had
brought with them

Twi sting skillfully along the slippery | edge, The Shadow scooped up the
bl ack hat and cl oak, planting one upon his head, the other over his shoul ders.
Wth a challenging | augh that hurled back separate echoes fromevery arch, The
Shadow opened rapid fire with his automatics.

Mal mordo made a quick withe along the opposite shelf and his nmen did the
same to avoid the ricocheting bullets. The Shadow found it both hard to aim
and
difficult to tell if he scored a hit, the way his enenies acted. They were
shooting back and wildly, but every blast was hel pful to The Shadow.

For those shots, with their deafening detonation in these cranped
quarters, were produci ng what The Shadow wanted, a strange, tw sty commoti on
in
the stream as though the water itself had begun to rise in protest. Then, from
beneat h his cl oak, The Shadow flung the packet that he carried, ripping its
end



as it left his hand.

The missile struck the water down toward the final arch. There was a
terrific burst of flame, for the packet contained a chunk of potassium The
rest of its contents consisted of a reddish dye, that spread |ike a gushing
bl ot of blood amid the water. But the flane was the feature that counted at
t he
nonent .

Heaving itself fromthe water cane a great shape nmore than twenty feet in
length, a thing that outwithed even Mal nordo. The creature was an anaconda, a
gi ant snake of the constrictor class, recently a dweller anbng the coastal
| agoons of the South American jungle. As it swept its great head al ong the
| edges, lashing its coils as if to encircle its tornmentors, the anaconda
created terror anmong Mal nordo's crew.

The grating fell with a loud clang and toward the w de opening rushed the
human rats, their | eader Mal nordo anpbng them all anxious to reach that outl et
and escape the anaconda. After themtrail ed The Shadow s | augh, bidding them a
bon voyage as they slipped and slid into the water, just as some of them had
spl ashed overboard fromthe Santander

This scene linked with that night.

It was then that The Shadow had recogni zed the presence of the anaconda.
Only such a creature could have crushed the unl ucky stowaway who had fled to
the hold to hide anong the mahogany | ogs. The gi ant snake had come aboard with
that shipnent in search of rats and birds as food.

Only sonething as powerful as an anaconda coul d have broken the hatch
above the hold of the Santander. Once on deck, the snake had slithered
overboard like the rats and stowaways that preceded it, finding the sane
pi peline that they used, leading in fromthe river to one of the warehouses.

The anaconda was the reason why rats vani shed from each warehouse t hat
Mal nordo picked for his nen to use as tenporary headquarters. It went where
they went, because they coaxed nore rats to beconme their pets, which in turn
nmeant nore food for the snake.

And this anaconda was the thing that The Shadow al one had seen pl uck one
of Mal nmordo's nmen off the plank from which The Shadow had rescued Janice
Bradf ord. That was the reason why The Shadow had expected the nonstrous
reptile
to be around tonight, ready to act again if bothered.

It was turning now, this massive withing foe that Mal nordo's followers
had so unwittingly harbored, and what disturbed it was the echoing clang from
the grating. By then, Ml nordo and his conpani ons had been carried into the
pi pe beyond the final archway, so The Shadow had no reason to renain.

Bl ackness faded fromthe lantern |light as The Shadow went up the stone
steps leading fromthe | edge on his side of the underground channel

Qut in the river, Inspector Cardona had taken command of a police boat
and
had sent orders to all others to sweep their searchlights in anmong the piers.
Fi ndi ng human figures woul d have been difficult, alnbst inpossible, in such
sweeping style, but the police were | ooking for sonething el se.

They saw it.

From beneath a pier came a great, spreading splotch of dark crinmson that
seened to be reaching for the boats thenselves. It was the dye that The Shadow
had flung into the stream beneath the warehouse, the type of dye used by
pl anes
to mark large spots in the ocean

The tremendous potency of that dye was proving itself as usual, but
toni ght its purpose was uni que. Having preceded Malnordo's nmen in their |ast
flight, it was marking their outlet into the river. Instead of continuing a
blind search, the police boats were convergi ng upon one spot.

This was Cardona's followup of the instructions he had received from The
Shadow.

And now, as heads began to bob from beneath the fringes of a pier



revol ver shots peppered at them while machi ne guns raked the bottom of the
pi er
itself. Malnmordo's water-rats cane out, waving their hands in wld surrender
fromamd the red-stained water. Sonme of themdidn't wave, they nerely
fl oat ed,
i ndi cating that they had stopped sonme of the bullets. Neverthel ess, the police
haul ed theminto the boats too, just to nake sure that they were dead.

Among the faces that he saw, Cardona was | ooking for one that would
answer
to either description of Mal nordo, his tw sted features or the blunt visage
t hat
enabl ed himto pose as Trent Stacey, the man with credentials that Cardona now
knew had been forged.

Mal rordo was not anong any of the prisoners or dead men that Cardona's
boat took on board.

Then came a shout from another police boat. Men were pointing out a
figure
that was doing a swift tw st back toward shore, hoping to reach the concrete
buttress of the pier, where bullets wouldn't count.

It was Mal nordo, clear of The Shadow s vengeance and now el udi ng t hat of
the aw. Yet his fate was al ready seal ed

Sonething curled around the frantic swinmer. A horrible scream cane from
Mal nordo's twi sty lips as huge coils enbraced him Hoisted there, he was a
struggling thing in the grip of the great anaconda, which had fled the
war ehouse | ast of all and had overtaken the one man who had made an effort to
retrace his path.

Cardona coul d al nost hear Ml nordo's body crunch as it went beneath the
surface, warped nore grotesquely than Ml nordo had ever managed to tw st
hi nsel f when faking the part of a human freak. Such was the fate of the evil
geni us who had followed the ruin of war to perpetrate crime and had net his
match in a new | and where he had dared defy the power of The Shadow.

Sil ence settled above the nurky water where the great ruddy spread upon
the surface was thinning, as though its work were done. Silence, except for
t he
beat of rain, the |ap of waves, and something el se that seenmed to blend anmid
t hose natural sounds.

That something el se was a weird |augh that Cardona heard fromthe shore
beside the pier, telling that its author had arrived to witness the climax
t hat
he had arranged as an end to nonstrous crine.

It faded into shivering echoes that the blanketing night absorbed, The
Shadow s | augh of triunph!

THE END



