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

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

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

perpetrators.

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

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

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

The Stuation made Raph Jorcott smile.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jorcott chuckled.



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jorcott was looking in the wrong direction.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

The Shadow!
CHAPTER II. THE BLASTED TRAIL

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

pandl.

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

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

speak rapidly and tell plenty.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

The Shadow inserted prompting words:
"Theletter -"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



Along with Jorcott, they had found The Shadow!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

CHAPTER I11. OUT OF DARKNESS

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



fashion in acourtyard.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



the area of battle.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Infact, it did.

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

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

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

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

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

"Cut in closer, Stanley. Much closer -"

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"They were getting away, inspector -"

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

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

CHAPTER IV. MATTERS OF COINCIDENCE

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What, for instance?"

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

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

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

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

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

"A good friend?’

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was Weston's turn to look surprised.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

enough.”

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



obtained.

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

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

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

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

CHAPTER V. THE PROPHET SPEAKS

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The letter ha