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THE room seemed strangely silent when Bruce Duncan awoke. It was uncanny in thisfront room of the
old house; he had noticed that before during the month he had lived there since his uncle's deeth. But the
Slence had never seemed SO Ominous as now.

One comfort to his disturbed mind was the beam of light that came through the transom of the door to the
right of the bed. It fell upon the hearth of the old stone fireplace at the right wall of the room. Duncan
turned his eyes momentarily in that direction; an instant later, he was staring a the window again.

For he had heard a strangdly sibilant whistle - close and ominous - as though it came from among the
bushes on the ground afull story below the window.

Therewas arugtle outside asif adight breath of wind had tirred the thick ivy vinesthat covered the
stone masonry of the house. Then ahead and shoulders were silhouetted in the dimness of the open
window. A grotesque form dipped over the sll.

The figure stole softly toward the bed. Duncan did not move. Somehow he seemed powerlessto move.
Heturned his eyesto follow the actions of the strange vigitor from the night, and his gaze was transfixed
asthebeing cameinto thelight from the transom.

The figure wasthat of an apelike man - aweird, stoop-shouldered creature whose arms were long and
whose fingers were bony claws. The face was wizened, and the eyes gleamed wickedly in the light.

The creature's head turned toward the bed. Ingtinctively, Bruce Duncan closed hiseyesand lay asif
adeep. He had no will to move amuscle; he could only wait and wonder in the midst of thisredl
nightmare.

The side of the bed sagged dightly as though aform was pressing againgt it. The creature was stooping
over him now. Duncan could fed awarm breath againgt hisforehead. His heart thumped furioudy in this
moment of weird suspense, and he lay motionless as awaxwork figure, waiting for the clawlike fingersto
close about his neck.

But the thing from the night made no closer gpproach. It waslike agame of strategy. Duncan fdlt that if
he made the dightest motion, death would follow. Only by feigning deep could he escape.

WHAT wasto be the next move? Duncan could only wait. Wait and watch.

The creature had moved onto the hearth of the fireplace. A bony hand appeared in the light. The claws
crawled up the right side of the fireplace until they reached the top. The hand pressed upward on the
metal border.

There was asharp click. The creature turned quickly toward the bed, but Duncan's eyes closed instantly.
Again helay motionlessfor fully fifteen seconds. Then he reopened his eyes and stared in fascination.

The gruesome creature was stooping how - stooping beside an opening in the hearth against the side of
thefireplace. Its bony hands dipped into the cavity in the floor. They emerged carrying asmall package
and two envelopes.

The gpish visitor again pressed the side of the fireplace, and Duncan saw the stonein the hearth close,
completely concedling the hole. As his eyes remained on the spot, he suddenly redlized that the creature
was gone.

He glanced toward the window. A blotch appeared and immediately vanished downward. From outside
camethat same hissng whistle. Theivy vinesrudtled. Then dl was slent; the quiet of the night returned.



Only haf awake, Duncan climbed out of bed, and switched on thelight.
A dream, likely, thought Duncan. Well, there was only one way to test it.
Hewalked to thefireplace.

He placed hishand against the meta rim and tried to moveit. It seemed solid enough. He yanked &t it
and attempted to push it up and down. Suddenly it yielded as his hand was going upward. Therewasa
sharp click from thefloor - aclick that herecalled.

Helooked at the hearth. One of the stones had swung upward on a hinge, impelled by a conceded
gpring. Therein the masonry was a neatly formed opening, beneath it asmal cavity that gaped with
emptiness,

CHAPTER II. WORD FROM THE DEAD

THERE was aknock at the door the next morning. Duncan opened the door and admitted Abdul, his
Hindu servant. The man was carrying a breskfast tray.

"It wastimefor you to awake, sahib. | have brought breakfast.”

"Abdul," asked Duncan, as he began hismed, "did you hear any one outside last night?"
"No, sahib. At what time of the night?"

"I don't know. Didn't you hear awhistle?"

"No, sahib. What did sahib eat last night?"

"Nothing that would have kept me awake," answered Duncan. "1 had an early dinner inthecity, and |
read for awhile in the evening, after | came home. | did eat one of those peppermintsin the dish over
there on the table not long before | went to bed.”

The Hindu went to the table. He took a peppermint from the dish and tasted it.
"At what time did sahib go to bed?' he asked. "Y ou will recdll, sahib, that | was not here.”

"That'sright,” replied Duncan. ™Y ou went out for the evening, after | camein, didn't you? | guessit was
about midnight when | retired.”

"Sahib had dreams|ast night?"
Duncan hestated amoment before replying.

"Unusua dreams" he said. "They were very vivid, asthough they wereredl. They seemed like something
was going to happen - asif | werewaiting.”

"And time went very dowly?" questioned Abdul.
"Yes," admitted Duncan. "Why do you ask that, Abdul ?"

"The peppermint,” said the Hindu, "tastes to me different. It islike something that we havein India-
something from abush that growsin the wild.”

"What isit?" questioned Duncan.



"It makes men deep. It makes them dream. To them the minutes seem like the hours. To them the hours
seem like the days. Thethingsthey see are strange.”

A SUDDEN thought came to Duncan. "Y ou mean hashish,” he said.
"That isit, sahib,” replied the Hindu.

"Y ou think the peppermints contain hashish?'

"It seemsto melikethat, sahib."

"Then | was drugged last night. Who did it? Why? Where did you get these peppermints, Abdul ? Who
brought them?"*

"I shdl answer you, sahib," replied the Hindu. "1 shall tell you dl. | wasinthe housedl day. | cameinthis
room often, asyou have told meto do. At the door of the house | found the package that you had told
the man to send. In it wasthe peppermints. So | brought them here.”

"Yes," said Duncan, "1've been having them send mints up every day or two. I've been chewing them a
nights - makes the cigarettes taste better with afew mintsin between. But how did these mints cometo
bein the package?'

Abdul shrugged his shoulders.

Duncan was thoughtful when the Hindu left the room. He trusted his Hindu servant - Abdul had been with
him for five years - yet it was strange that the man should have so promptly diagnosed the cause of
Duncan's peculiar deep the night before. But why had Abdul mentioned the fact if he had had anything to
dowithit?

The Hindu returned with the morning mail. It contained aletter from Duncan'slawyer. The young man
read the message:

Please cdl a my office at your earliest convenience. Thisisvery important, and | will expect to seeyou
shortly.

ROBERT CHALMERS TREMAINE.

Two hours later, Duncan was seated in the lawyer's office, facing Tremaine across alarge mahogany
dek.

"Good morning, Mr. Duncan,” said the lawyer in avoice that suited his pompous appearance. "I have
interesting newsfor you."

"I'm glad to hear that."

"Y our uncle, Mr. Duncan, was an interesting man. Y ou, as his heir, received rather unusud ingtructions,
which I understand you have followed, in order to comply with the terms of hislegacy.”

"Correct, Mr. Tremaine," said Duncan. "I havelived in Uncle Harvey's house since the day he died. |
have dept in the front room which he occupied, as hiswill instructed. During the day, my servant has
been there continually - except when | have been at home."

Thelawyer smiled.

"Thoseingructions,”" he said, "were left with a purpose. What the purpose was, | do not know. | was



your unclée's attorney, but he did not take meinto his confidence on that matter. Some time before his
death, however, your uncle told me that he intended to impart some information to you before he died.
He was unable to do this as he passed away the day you reached the city. He was calling for you when
hedied."

"So | have beentold,” said Duncan soberly.

"Y our uncle anticipated that something might prevent him giving you his message - which proved to be
the case - 0 heleft a sedled envelope with me. It was to be delivered to you on this date.”

Bruce Duncan studied the long, heavy envelope that Tremaine handed him.
The lawyer thereupon ushered him into asmaller room, to atable in the midst of book-lined walls.
"Y ou will not be disturbed here.”

Alone, the young man tore open the envelope which was of cloth texture insde. He withdrew severa
folded sheets of paper. The inner page carried amessagein clearly legible longhand. Bruce recognized it
ashisuncleéswriting.

As he scanned the firmly written lines, astonishment came over him. He began to understand not only
why hisuncle had left such unusud ingtructions regarding the occupancy of the house, but, o, he gained
aninkling of the sgnificance of last night's experience.

CHAPTER I1I. A STRANGE HERITAGE

THE terse, blunt statements of the letter told a strange story so plainly that they seemed like spoken
words. Bruce Duncan, as he read them, could imagine the very tones of hisuncle's voice:

| am spesking to you, Bruce. | am writing in the front room of my house. The shades are drawn. It islate
at night. You and | are done. These are the exact words that | hope to say to you before | die, in the
placethat | have named. This message iswritten to be read if that hopeis not redized.

| am acomparatively old man, Bruce. Y ou are young and you are my only living reative. Y ou are my
dead brother's son and, like him, you have the firm traits of our family.

| am aman with amission, Bruce, as| write these words. When you read this message, my mission will
beyours; for | shall be dead.

For years| havelived in the front room of my home. | have been there always at nights, as you will be.
For that room contains a secret which must be guarded.

| have been many placesin my life. | have had many adventures. | wasin Russia during the Revolution. In
Moscow | saved thelife of agreat man - amember of the nobility - agenerd inthe army of the czar.

| brought him to safety. | risked my lifefor him. I left himin Paris, and then | saw him sometimelater. He
was going back to Russa He intended to join the forces of Admird Kolchak in their fight againgt the
Redrule.

He had another purpose, dso. Heintended to reclaim avast wedlth. Money, in golden rubles; and
precious gems. An amazing fortune. He had Ieft it hidden in Russia, and he was confident that no one
could have discovered the hiding place.

Hetold methat in histrials he had gained the help and friendship of seven men. To each of them he owed



an obligation. He regarded me as the most important of the seven.

He stated that he intended to divide hiswedlth into three parts - each afortune. One was for the surviving
members of hisfamily. Another wasfor the cause of the czarists. The third wasto be divided into eight
portions - one each for six of the men who had befriended him; two for mysdlf.

Tome heintrusted the division of thisfortune. He gave me asedled box containing theinsgniaof ahigh
roya order, which he or his messenger would recognize. He gave me a sealed envel ope containing the
names of the other sx men with their descriptions.

Some day, he declared, | would receive amessage Smply stating atime and place for ameeting. Therel
would find him or his messenger. The other Six would be present, each notified independently. At that
time, | should open the box and reved theinsgnia. The fortune would then be given to me without
question.

My next duty would be to open the envelope, learn the names of the other six friends, and identify them.
To each | should give his share. Should any be absent, it would depend upon me to find them and to give
their sharesto them or to their heirs, if they had died.

| regarded this as a sacred trust. Upon my return to America, | constructed a hiding place and kept the
package and the envelope there. My hedlth had failed, and | lived indoors, dways remaining in that room.
For asyears passed, the matter became to me the most important subject of my life.

My Russian friend waskilled in the rout of the Kolchak forces. Still I maintained the trust, confident that
he had placed his affairsin the hands of some relative or trusted friend.

| have earned my reward. One week ago, | received aletter that stated the time and place of the
mesting. | added the letter to the package and the envel ope which contained the names of the other six
men.

When you read this, | will be dead. Dead, before the meeting time. | rely upon you to fulfill the mission
and to receive the wealth that would have been my reward.

The secret hiding placeisin my room. Y ou must live there and guard the pot until the appointed time.
Do not regard this as an old man'swhim. It isimportant. No one knows my secret, yet sometimesthe
most secret things are discovered.

Use the utmost secrecy, Bruce. Be sure that you are done, in my room. Go to the fireplace. Press upon
the metal border at the top of theright side. The hiding place will open. It is concedled by astoneinthe
hearth.

Read the letter. Learn the time and place of the meseting. Carry the package and the seded envel ope and
go there - done. Y ou know your duty from then on. Destroy this letter after you haveread it.

The sgnature of Harvey Duncan was at the bottom of the page.

THE young man stared at the words before him. He read the | etter again. Each fact seemed to burn itsdlf
into his brain. He tore the papersinto fragments. He wondered what to do with them, then redlized it did
not matter.

For the secret was no longer hisaone. His unclesfears had been redized. Some one had discovered the
hiding place. Bruce was positive now that he had been drugged the right before. Perhaps the hashish - if
that had been the drug - had made the strange visitor seem grotesque. But he was certain that some living
being had entered his room and had taken the documents and the package.



His only hope wasthat the thief had not fully understood the significance of the objects he had taken. This
seemed afaint hope. Where, then, had the information been gained? Bruce was sure that no one could
have read the letter which he had just perused. Tremaine, the lawyer, was unquestionably reliable. Abdul
could not have known of the secret. Perhaps the knowledge had been gained from Russia. No; that
would not have carried a clue to the hiding place in the hearth.

Bruce Duncan went into Tremaine's office. He was tempted to tell the lawyer what he had learned, for he
felt that he needed advice. The secret had been discovered; thisfact might dter theingtructionsin the
letter, which demanded absol ute secrecy. On second thought Duncan decided to say nothing.

"Y ou have read your uncle's message?' asked Tremaine.
"l have"
Thelawyer amiled.

"It wasto be read by me," he said, "in case that you failed to abide by the terms of your uncl€swill. | am
glad that you have seen fit to conform to hisdesires. Y our uncle was my friend.”

He walked to the door with Bruce.
"Did any onetalk with my uncle before he died?' asked the young man.

"No," sad thelawyer. "Hetdked very little the last few days while you were on your way from Japan. |
should have notified you sooner. He was ddlirious severd times.”

"Who cameto seehim?"

"I don't just recall any one person. Hopkins could tell you. He was your uncl€'s attendant. He had lived
therefor severd years, you know. A fathful servant and awilling worker."

Duncan recaled the old gray-haired retainer who had lived with hisuncle. He had acard in his pocket
now, with the man's address on it. Hopkins had goneto live with his sster after the desth of Harvey
Duncan.

A telephone booth was Bruce Duncan'sfirst stopping place after leaving Tremaine's office. He found the
card with Hopkins's number and decided to call the old man.

A woman's voice answered.

"Mr. Hopkins?" questioned Duncan.
"Whoiscdling?' wasthereply.

"Bruce Duncan. Nephew of Mr. Harvey Duncan.”

"Oh, Mr. Duncan," camethe voice. "He asked for you. Mr. Hopkins died two weeks ago. | thought you
had been notified. It was so sudden - a heart attack in the night -"

Duncan speculated on this strange coincidence as he drove homeward. A theory had formed in hismind.
Some one had visited hisuncle, and had been left done with him by Hopkins. In ddirium, Harvey
Duncan had given the secret which he had intended to retain for his nephew.

Poor Hopkins! Bruce had almost suspected him when he had made the phone call.



Suddenly, ahorrible suspicion filled the young man's mind. Perhaps his uncle had been murdered.
Perhaps the death of Hopkins had been planned!

Some fiend was at work; that was certain. Why then had his own life been spared by the creature of the
night? The answer cameto him. The maefactor behind al this had not known of the envelopein
Tremaine's office. The criminal believed that no one knew Harvey Duncan's secret. He, Bruce Duncan,
had been drugged so that the paper could be stolen at night. Had he moved while the enemy wasin the
room, hislife would have been taken.

He began to detect the mystery of the peppermints. Each night, Bruce had sat by the window reading,
with the peppermints close a hand, as he smoked his cigarettes. He had rarely drawn the shades. Some
one had observed him; a clever person had opened the package from the drug store asiit lay on the
steps. The doped peppermints had been substituted.

Some criminal mind was at work. It possessed the knowledge that belonged to Bruce Duncan asthe heir
of hisuncle.

Duncan redlized the difficulty of hisposition. He had no clue except the gaping space beneath the hearth.
He did not even know thetime or place of the meeting. He did not know the names of the six men who
could help him. He was sworn to secrecy by his uncle's message, and no provision had been made for
thisdilemma

CHAPTER IV.VINCENT REMEMBERSA FACE

THREE weeks had passed since Bruce Duncan's vist to hisuncle'slawyer. Adventures had apparently
ended, so far as Duncan was concerned. Unless new factors developed, episodes of the past would pass
into oblivion.

New factors, however, were dready entering the game. Oddly, strange incidents were beginning many
milesfrom New Y ork - incidents that chance, aone, was guiding. Budding events had begun aboard a
train on the Pennsylvania Railroad, during its day trip east from Fittsburgh.

The Eagtern Limited was swinging along the curving roadbed asit followed its course on the
mountains de above the river. The scene from the window of the deeping car was one of rugged
grandeur, but it held no interest for a passenger named Harry Vincent.

He was the only person seated in the car; the other passengers - of whom there were very few - had
gone either to the diner or to the observation car.

For three hours during that afternoon, Harry had been watching a closed door. It was the door of the
drawing room at the end of the car, and hisinterest in what might be behind that door had kept himin his
Sedt.

At three o'clock, Harry had first discovered that there was a passenger in the drawing-room. The
conductor had gone to the door of the compartment and had knocked upon it. The door had been
opened dightly; the conductor had not entered. He had merely checked aticket through the partly
opened door and had gone on hisway.

Harry had observed adim face in the drawing-room. Then the door had closed. From then on, he had
been puzzling over the matter.

Thetrain was not so fast as some of the other limiteds that ran from Chicago to New Y ork. Why should
asingle passenger - and Harry held a hunch that there was but one person in the drawing-room - have



chosen acompartment al alone, on acar nearly empty?

With nothing to do but while away the time during the long day trip, Harry had pondered on this matter.
To himit spelled mystery. There was only one solution. The person in the drawing-room must have
chosen thistrain and taken the available compartment because it would mean seclusion from
observation.

Twice, between three and six o'clock, the door had opened dightly as though some one within were
studying the car to see who wasthere. There had been several personsin the car both times.

THE train stopped at Altoona, and Harry ill sat donein the car. He realized that they had passed the
famous Horseshoe Curve without the Sight even attracting his attention.

Now they were on their way again, and it was growing dark. The closed door il intrigued Harry
Vincent, and he watched it moreintently than before. He detected amotion. He buried his head suddenly
behind his newspaper.

Peering upward over the top of the paper, he saw the door open wide. A man stepped out, turning
quickly so that his back was toward Harry, and the door closed. Then the fellow disappeared aong the
passage that led to the door of the car. Harry dropped his paper and followed. He reached the next car,
but no onewasin sight when he cameto the aide. He walked through rapidly and entered the second
car. By thistime he should have gained on the other man. But therewasno oneintheaide.

He was puzzled for the moment. Then heretraced hisfootsteps. It was obvious that the other man had
not gone through thetrain.

When he reached his own car, Harry pushed back the curtain of the smoking compartment and entered.
A man was seated by the window, staring into the outside darkness.

The stiranger had assumed a position that confirmed Harry's suspicions. The man had hisforehead
pressed againgt the window, with both elbows on the sill, and his hands against hisface.

AsHarry sat down beside the man and lighted acigar, the stranger relaxed himsdlf. He did not turnin
Harry's direction. But as Harry sat drowsily looking at the floor, he was sure that the other man was
studying him in the mirror across the smoking compartment.

Harry spoke without looking at the other man.
"It'salongtrip.”
"Yeah," confirmed the other.

Thiswas encouraging to Harry. Evidently the secretive passenger had satisfied himsdlf that Harry was
samply an ordinary traveler.

"Do you makeit often?' questioned Harry in acasua way.
"Onceinawhile" camethereply.

HARRY turned his head dightly toward his companion. Now he saw the man'sface. It wasa salow,
smooth-shaven face. The man's eyes were dark and shifty. He did not seem intent upon hiding has
features now, but Harry did not watch him long.

Instead, he looked straight ahead and made occasional remarks that might enable him to involve the other



man in conversation. He received responses that were brief and few.

The porter entered the smoking compartment, and the stranger took that opportunity to leave. When
Harry went back into the car, he saw that the drawing-room door was closed and he felt sure that the
mysterious passenger had returned to his seclusion.

The porter came through the car, and Vincent called to him.
"What's the next stop, porter?”

"Harrisburg, sah.”

"Many people getting off there?"

"No, sah. None off thiscar. All going through to New Y ork, sah.”

Harry went to the diner and enjoyed the meal which he had so long delayed. The train was pulling into
Harrisburg when he came back to hiscar.

In the passageway he encountered aman who had asmall vaise. He recognized him ingtantly asthe
passenger of the drawing-room.

The stranger moved aside and turned his head away as he dlowed him to pass. The train was dowing as
Harry reached his seat. Without hesitation the young man picked up his suitcase and hurried through to
the car ahead - directly opposite the exit by which the stranger was leaving.

CHAPTER V.MEN IN THE DARK

THE man who had occupied the drawing-room on the Eastern Limited entered a telephone booth in the
Harrisburg station. There was an empty booth behind him. Harry Vincent went into it, and pretended to
be calling anumber.

The partitionsin telephone booths are by no means sound-proof. Harry knew this and smiled when he
heard the number which the stranger called. There was something about the man's voice that seemed
familiar now.

The number had been obtained. Vincent heard words that gave him the find clue to the Stranger's
identity.

"Helo, Wally," said theman. "Thisis Steve."

Stevel That filled the gap in Vincent's memory. He knew now that the fellow was Steve Cronin, the New

Y ork gangster who wasin hiding. Steve Cronin was known to Harry Vincent, but Cronin did not know
Vincent.

Some time ago, Cronin had murdered aman in aNew Y ork hotel, and had escaped for parts unknown.
Harry had seen Cronin then, but at that time the man had had a black mustache. Now he was
clean-shaven.

The New Y ork police wanted Steve Cronin. That was not Harry's concern, however. Hisinstructions
came from one source only - from amysterious person called The Shadow. At present, Harry was under
no orders.

Y et The Shadow had been somewhat concerned with Cronin at the time of the murder in the Metrolite



Hotd. Whatever information Harry could obtain about the man's present actions might prove useful. So
he listened carefully.

Cronin's conversation was brisk and unilluminating. He seemed to be cutting short the remarksthat were
coming over the phone,

"Tdl melater," Harry heard him say. "Meet me an hour from now. I'll be at the Gorham Hotd. I'll be
registered as Stephen Bell. Come up to my room. I'll leave the door open.”

The receiver banged on the hook, and Steve Cronin walked from the booth.

HARRY VINCENT was at the Gorham Hotel twenty minutes later. The place was an old one that had
known better days. There were afew men hanging around the lobby. Harry looked at the register and
saw the entry of " Stephen Bell, Room No. 322."

The clerk was busy, and Harry walked away from the desk. He sat in aleather chair and read a
newspaper. At the same time he kept a careful watch and was suddenly eated when he saw Steve
Cronin come down the stairs and go out the door.

Evidently the man intended to go on some errand before hisfriend, Wally, arrived. Cronin had said that
the door would be open. Perhapsit was open now. Harry decided to act. He went up the stairsand
found Room No. 322. The door was unlocked.

The room was dark, and Harry did not turn on the light. There wasto be a meeting here; it would be
excdlent if he could listen in. Where would be the best place to hide? Under the bed would placehimin
aprecarious postion if found, for he was unarmed. The closet might do; there at least he could defend
himsdlf if discovered.

He turned toward the door which he had closed behind him. Then he became suddenly motionless asthe
door opened dowly. Hidden in the darkness, he was momentarily safe as aman entered and closed the
door.

"Steve," came awhispered voice.

Harry responded to adaring plan which cameto him on the instant.

"That you, Wdly?' hewhispered in return. "Don't turn on the light. Sit down on the bed.”
The man who had entered the room obeyed. Harry found achair and sat by the window.

"It wasn't my fault, Steve," came the man's voice in the darkness of the room. "I spotted the guy the
minute he stepped off the train last night. | followed him to hishotdl. | figured held Say there awhile.
Instead of that, he hopped out and took a cab. Cabs ain't plentiful around here. | spotted the number of
his cab and got one myself. Figured the only place he could have gone was to the ation. | wasright
enough. His cab wastherewhen | got there. But | couldn't find him at all.”

VINCENT did not reply. The speaker continued:

"l hope you ain't sore, Steve. | done my best. He must be coming back here. I've watched his hotdl. He
left his bag there. What took you so long getting in?"

"Sow train," growled Harry, trying to imitate the voice of Steve Cronin.

"What'sthe racket, Steve?' came the question. "I've been working blind since | got your tip. Let meinon



it, won't you?'
"Il tell you later.”

"You act like you are sore," said the man in the dark. ™Y ou don't talk this way often, Steve. It don't
sound like you. What's the matter?”

"Tdl youwhat, Waly," returned Harry. "Y ou run along awhile. Come back in half an hour. Let methink
it over abit.”

"All right," said the man reluctantly. "Don't see why you want meto go away, Steve; but thisisyour
game. | didn't think you'd be thisway about it. Why don't you turn the lights on and be sociable?"

"The bullsare after me"

"I know that, Steve. But they ain't anywhere around here. They don't know you're in Harrisburg. But
you're the boss, Steve. I'll be back in an hour or s0."

He rose from the bed and stood listening beside the door.
"Did you hear anything, Steve?' came hiswhisper.

"No," said Harry softly.

"Sounds like some one outside the door."

"l don't hear it."

Waly stood mationless. Harry could not see him in the darkness, but he knew the man wasintent.
Harry's nerves were tingling now. He sensed immediate danger and wondered how he should act. He
reached out and placed his hand on the window sill, then peered out. Three stories down. No escape
there.

A few seconds passed, and they seemed along time. Then suddenly two actions occurred with amazing
quickness. The door swung open, and a hand pressed the light switch. The room wasingtantly
illuminated.

One of Harry's hands clutched the window sill; the other gripped the arm of the chair as he stared at the
scene before him.

By the bed stood Wally, a gtartled figure. He was a rough-looking individua, with an ugly, unshaved ace.
His mouth was agape with astonishment.

At the door stood Steven Cronin, commanding the room. One hand was gill on the light switch. The
other clutched arevolver which was close againgt the holder's body. Cronin'slipswere parted in agrim
gmilethat revedled agold tooth at one side of kits mouth. His keen, quick eyeswere taking in the
gtuation.

Harry Vincent felt asinking sensation. He was caught. What would be next?
CHAPTER VI.CRONIN TALKSTERMS

STEVE CRONIN closed the door of the room. He looked at the man called Wally. Then he lowered his
gun.



"Oh, it'syou, Wdly," he said. "Whao'syour friend over there?'

Wally had raised his hands at the threet of the revolver. He ill held them haf upward in astonishment as
he stared from Steve Cronin to Harry Vincent. Then he looked back to the man at the door.

"It'syou, Steve?' he asked.

"Of course.”

Wally became active. His senses suddenly returned.

"Cover the guy by the window," he commanded. "Cover him quick, Steve.”
Cronin raised the automatic, and Harry put hishandsin theair.

"Get up,” ordered Wally.

Harry obeyed. The man ran his hands over Harry's clothes.
"Hean'tgotagun,” sad Wally.

Steve Cronin was now the astounded one.

"Sit down," hesaid to Harry. "Y ou too, Wdlly. If the guy ain't got agun, we can talk sense. What'sthisal
about?'

Waly looked a Harry, and seeing that he intended no action, decided to explain matters:

"I come up here," he said, "and walk in the room. This guy was here, and | thought he was you. He said
to leavethelight off. So | talked to him."

"What did you tell him?"' asked Cronin.
"Not much; but | told him some things held better not know."
"Who ishe?'

"How do | know? | thought he was you. That's why | was surprised when you stepped in the door. |
didn't get who you were at first. Y ou look different snce you -"

"Never mind that, Wally," interrupted Cronin. He addressed Harry in avoice that boded no good.
"Who areyou?" he demanded.

Harry hesitated a moment, then he decided to take matters calmly and to bluff hisway out of this
unexpected dilemma.

"My nameisVincent," hesad quietly. "Harry Vincent."

"You'rethe guy that was on thetrain,” said Cronin in sudden recognition. "What's your idea of following
me? Areyou abull?'

"Ligten, Cronin," said Harry, with sudden boldness. "I'm afriend of yours, but you don't know it. | made
abig migtake butting in on thisbusiness. I'll admit that. But I'm willing to get out.”

"| guess you're anxious enough to get out,” sneered Cronin. "But you'll wait awhile until | find out what



you mean by this ‘friend’ stuff. | never saw you before to-day.”

"I've seen you before, Cronin,” responded Harry. "'l watched you follow amanin New York. | was near
by when you killed him. | might have made trouble for you, but | didn't. That proves, at least, I'm not

your enemy.”

"Why are you trailing me now, then? How did you find me? How did you happen to be on the same
tran?'

"That wasjust acoincidence, Cronin. | didn't recognize you on thetrain. | was getting off at Harrisourg
and | happened to cal up afriend from the booth next to yours. | heard you say where you were going to
be. | redized who you were when | heard your name. | wanted to talk business with you. So | came here
to the hotel.”

"Hewas hereintheroom,” explained Wally.

"That'sright,” admitted Harry. "I walked in, after | knocked. Then this other fellow camein and called me
'Steve.' He thought | was you, Cronin. | didn't tell him different. Thought I'd have alittle fun with him."

STEVE CRONIN szt on the edge of the bed and whistled softly. He studied Harry for fully aminute,

"Look here, Vincent," hesaid at last. "This story of yoursisfishy. That'sdl right. | expected it to be. I'd
havetold afishy story mysdif if | wereyou."

"I'vetold you the facts, Cronin."

"Y ou've told me somefacts,” resumed Cronin with an easy smile. "But | want more. Y ou know who | am
and you know some things about me. If you're adick, you're dumber than most of them. If you'rea
crook, you're asmooth one; and that'swhat | think you are. What's your game?"

Harry became ddliberate. Cronin had given him acue, and he was puzzling how he could useit. He
smiled rather knowingly and took the opportunity camly to light acigar. Then he confronted Cronin and
commenced hisbluff:

"Yes, I'macrook,” he announced. "Maybe I'm agood one; maybe I'm not. | play alone gamewhen |
can. | don't go locking for trouble. | |et other fellows get into it. Then | usewhat | find out.

"When | saw you in New Y ork, Cronin, | figured you were after some big game. | didn't have achance
to follow it up. When | saw you on thetrain to-day, | half figured you were up to something. When |
heard you talking on the phone, | knew who you were and | heard enough to know that some game was
under way. | came over hereto seewhat | could find out. Now that you know al about it, I'll play with
you if you let meinonit. If you want meto get out, say so; and I'll move aong.”

Cronin whistled softly again as he considered the explanation.

"Y ou'retaking sense now, Vincent," he said. ™Y ou're speaking my language. Y ou're no fool and neither
am . You know what I'd do ordinarily, don't you? I'd feed you some of the lead out of thisgat in my
pocket. But I'd beafool todoit now. I'minajaminNew York and I'm still laying low. | can't let
anything interfere with the game I'm playing now. | can use your help besides. | need some one with more
brainsthan thisfellow, Waly, here.

"Besdesthat, the gameis big enough for the three of us. You'll get acut if you play square from now on.
| think youwill. So I'm letting you in.”



Harry listened eagerly. Cronin spoke as though he were telling the truth. Harry felt that he had gained the
man's confidence and that he was to hear some reve ation.

"I've been out in Cleveland,”" said Cronin frankly. "1've been watching a big bloke who has dl kinds of
money and doesn't care how he spendsit. There's something phony about the guy, though. Maybe
you've heard hisname. I'm going to tell it to you -"

"Don't do that, Steve," interrupted Wally.

CRONIN glared angrily at hisfelow crook. "Shut up, Waly," hesaid. "Y ou're not the boss. I'm
headman of this ouitfit. Vincent is going to work with us. He looks like he has sense enough to spot aguy
that gets off atrain without letting him get away. That's more than you have, Wally."

Hefollowed thisrebuke by again addressing Harry. "The big boy out in Cleveland," he said, "ishamed
Elbridge Meyers. Every now and then he hops out of town. Goes East for two or three days. Finding
things out ismy business. | found out why Meyers|eft town so often. Theresawoman mixed upinit. So
| figured that if | could get the goods on the old bloke, he'd cough up with the dough.”

"Blackmall," sad Harry.

"That'sthe story," resumed Cronin. "Wdll, | watched thisfellow carefully enough, but he got away from
me. First thing | knew held left town. | got in his office after it was supposed to be closed and found a
dip of paper crumpled in the wastebasket. It was amemo this Meyers had made telling the time he was
leaving and where he was going - here to Harrisburg. | called up Wally, who wasin Philadelphia. He had
timeto get up here and meet the train. But he muffed things. It's up to usto pick up thetrail.”

There was slence after Steve Cronin had finished speaking. Harry looked a the man and nodded.
"Sounds good to me," he said. "Count mein onit. How are we going to work it?"

Cronin shrugged his shoulders as he rose from the bed.

"WEelIl haveto locate Meyers, firg thing of dl," he said. "Now isthetimeto find him."

He turned to Wally, who was standing at the foot of the bed, looking disgruntled.

"Go over in the corner, dim-wit,” said Cronin. "l want to talk business with aman that hasbrains. If you
ear the dope, you'll probably spail it. Y ou're just the deuce spot in this deck of cards, from now on."

He beckoned to Harry, who rose from the chair and joined Cronin in the corner opposite the indignant
Waly.

"Ligten,” said Cronin, placing one hand upon Harry's shoulder and speaking low in hisear. "I've got a
plan, but it takes nerveto work it. You're just the fellow I've been looking for. Y ou see, it'sthisway -"

SOMETHING caught Vincent in the back of the neck. Histeeth clicked as his head went backward. A
hand was planted againgt his chin, and the Side of his head was driven against the wall. Just before he felt
the blow, he heard the sneering laugh of Steve Cronin. Then consciousness left him, and his body
dumped to thefloor.

"Jujutsu stuff, Wally," chuckled Cronin. "He's out, and hell stay out.”
"What'sthe idea, Steve?' asked the amazed Wally. "Ain't you going to let him work with us?’

"Thisguy? Y ou must be crazy."



"What did you tel him al your businessfor then?"
"To make him believe me."
"Y ou could have given him aphony story, Steve."

"Not with you around, Wadly. He was|ooking at you. Y ou might have given the game awvay. The easest
systemwasto tdl him thetruth.”

"Well, hefel for it. But hell know too much when he wakes up.”
Steve Cronin laughed.

"He knew too much anyway," he said. "He knew who | was. But he won't know anything about it when
he wakes up. Because he isn't going to wake up.”

"Y ou're going to bump him off?"
"Of course"
"Why didn't you do it right here?"

"Wally, therés no use trying to talk with you. Kill him here? Make a big noise about it? All sorts of
trouble then. Nothing doing. We aren't going to figurein thisthing at al - so far as anybody can find out.
Y ou wait here and watch him. If he starts to wake up, tap him neatly with this. I'll be back in afew
minutes”

Steve Cronin drew a blackjack from his pocket and handed it to his companion in crime. He left the
room. Ten minutes later, he returned.

He glanced at theform of Harry Vincent asit lay limp in the corner. Then he looked a Wally and grinned
- and hisugly smile spoke more clearly than words.

"Comeon, Waly," hesaid. "Help me pick him up. Well take him out like he was drunk. Y ou've got your
car near here?'

"Just down the street.”

"WEéIl put himinit. Then I'll tell you what to do. Y ou're going to learn something to-night, Wally. I've
used the rod to put some fellows away, but | know better ways of doing it. Safer ways."

Steve Cronin laughed again asthey braced the unconscious Harry Vincent between their shoulders. He
was satisfied that this man who knew too much would soon be where he could never reved his
knowledge.

CHAPTER VII. DOOMED TO DIE

AN old touring car was standing at the side of adirt road. Itslights were extinguished, and the vehicle
was totally obscured in the darkness. There were two men in the car. The one at the whedl was listening
intently. The other, who was bes de him, was motionless as though adeep.

A motor throbbed in the distance, and as the sound came closer, the man at the whed of the touring car
opened the door and stepped to the ground. He looked back along the road toward the red light of a
railroad crossing. A pair of headlights appeared beyond, and a moving automobile camerapidly in view.



The second car came dongside the first and stopped in the center of the road. The motor was turned off.
The man beside the touring car wasin the glare of the headlights. He stepped to the car which had just
arrived and opened the door. It was a closed job.

A laugh came from within the automobile. A voice followed.

"How do you like my new sedan, Wally?'

"Pretty nice," said the man on the ground, in an admiring tone. "Where did you get it?
"Pinched it," wasthe reply. "How long have you been here?!

"About ten minutes, Steve. Boy, you sure made good time.”

" work fast, Wally."

"What are you going to do now, Steve?'

Theman at thewhed of the sedan consulted hiswatch by the dashlight.

"I'm going to wait about five minutes" he said. "In that short time I'm going to go over thislittle lesson that
you've been learning. | want you to know al the details of the Steve Cronin system for disposing of smart
guys- likethat fellow you have in the car. Did hewake up at dl?"

"Started to, Steve. | tapped him essy, like you said.”
"That'sgood. If he's haf awake, it'sdl the better for us.”
"Whéat'sthe game, Steve?”'

"Don't beimpatient, Waly. Let'sgo over details. Do you know what | did when | went downgtairsin the
hotd ?'

"Y ou picked up aroad map for one thing. | know that because you showed me how to get out here. Y ou
told meto take my time. I'm glad you let me come easy, because thisroad isarough one, al right. |
nearly busted aspring. I'll bet theres not acar aweek comes aong here.”

"That'sdl the better. Well, I'll tell you something elsel did while | was downdairs. | picked up afew
timetables, and it took me just about three minutesto find out what | wanted to know."

"What was that?'

"The times of passenger trains on some of the branch linesin and out of Harrisburg. This branch back
herefor insgtance.”

"Did you get the dope you wanted?'

"l did, Wally," hesaid. "I'll cometo that later. After you started away, | waked down the street by the
hotel. We did a nest job getting thisfellow Vincent into your car. Helooked just like aregular drunk.

"When I'd been out on the street before | came up to find you in theroom, | saw this sedan, and it
looked like an easy oneto pinch. These babieswere dl | needed" - he clinked abunch of keysin his
pocket - "s0 | gave you timeto get started and then | followed aong in this nice new automohile. |
picked up afew articles | needed while | was on my way here and now I'm ready for business."



Cronin stepped from the sedan and walked over to the touring car. He pulled asmadl flashlight from his
pocket and studied the face of Harry Vincent.

"Hell be out for pretty near an hour anyway," Cronin observed. "So we don't have to worry about that.
But well plant afew thingsto makeit look good."

He pulled three bottles from his pocket. Two were empty; the odd one was about one-third filled.

"Have adrink, Wally," said Cronin, passing the last bottle to his companion. "L eave some, though. |
brought that dong with me from Cleveand.”

Wally gulped at the bottle, and Cronin followed suit. Then he poured tiny quantities of the liquor into the
empty bottles and shook them around. He put the cork back into the bottle that till contained alittle
liquid. This hethrust in Harry's pocket. He tossed the empty bottlesin the back of the touring car.

"Y ou went through this fellow's pockets, didn't you?' he asked.

"Surething,” replied Wally.

"What did you take?"

"Only hiswatch and his money - about forty dollars. Nothing elsethere that | wanted.”
"Give me back about seven dollars.”

Steve Cronin put the money in Vincent'swallet. There was adight jingle from the man'svest.
"What's that?' asked Cronin.

"Just change," answered Wally. "I forgot to take that.”

"Leaveit there. That makesit still better.”

Steve Cronin climbed into the touring car and threw the automobile into reverse.
"Stand on the running board," he said to Wally.

He backed the car along the rough road and up the incline to the center of therailroad crossing. He
stopped it there. He turned of f theignition and put the car into high gear. Then he turned theignition key
onagan.

Alighting from the automobile, Cronin walked to the opposite sde. He opened the door and pushed
Harry's body toward the left. Together he and Wally completed the arrangements. Harry Vincent lay
dumped over the whed.

Cronin surveyed hiswork.
"Just onething | forgot," he remarked.

Hetook the bottle from Harry's pocket. He tilted back the head of the unconscious man and poured
about hdf of the remaining contents down histhroat. Some of the liquor spilled on Harry's coat. Steve
Cronin chuckled.

"Details, Wdly," hesaid. "Details lways count. This makesit perfect. Drunk at the whed. Stalled on the
crossing. Empty bottlesthat smell of liquor.”



He walked down the road, followed by Wally, in the glare of the headlights of the stranded car. Cronin
had flashed the lights on when he had backed the car. He turned and looked along the road as he
consulted hiswatch.

"In about seven minutes," he said, "thiswill befinished. That crossng wasjust made to suit me. Notice
how it curves? The engineer won't know athing about it until heisright on top of the car.”

The whole ideanow dawned on Wally.
"So that'swhy you looked up the time-tables!" he exclaimed. "Isit afast train, Steve?"

"Fast enough to suit me. There's a station about amile down theline, asnear as| can figureit from the
map. But it isn't even aflag stop for thistrain. It will come through here mighty fast.”

Asif in answer to Cronin's prediction, the men heard the distant whistle of alocomoative - along, plaintive
whigtle that indicated atrain moving at rapid speed.

"Climb aboard, Wally," exclaimed Steve Cronin as he jumped to the whedl of the sedan. "We're going
graight ahead in ahurry. The rest will take care of itsdlf.”

Thetail light of the sedan disappeared around abend. All was silent at the crossing. There was another
whigtle of thelocomotive through the night, but the unconscious man at the whed of the touring car could
not hesr it.

Steve Cronin had planned well. Thefulfillment of his scheme had become amatter of minutesonly. A
mighty juggernaut of iron was hurtling dong the sted rails, and in its certain path stood the waiting
automobile.

CHAPTER VIII. DUNCAN'SVISITOR

The very time when Harry Vincent lay hel pless behind the whed of the abandoned touring car, Bruce
Duncan was comfortably seated in the upstairs room of his dead uncle's home. Once more he was
pondering over the odd adventure that he had experienced within these walls.

Patience was not one of Bruce Duncan's virtues. He realized this as he sat in the armchair, staring at the
fireplace.

Three weeks had elgpsed since the mysterious visitor of the night had entered hishome. During that time
he had failed utterly in his attempts to discover who the visitor might be.

Nothing had disturbed him since; but he did not expect that. The thief had obtained what he had sought.
Why should he be molested further?

Three weeks - to be exact, three weeks and one night. Twenty-two days without action. It was
Wednesday now; the hiding place in the hearth had been opened on a Tuesday night.

Duncan was sure of but two facts - firgt, that the actua thief had been an ape-faced creature that had
seemed inhuman; second, that some one had been outside the window, directing the actions of the
strange being.

The door opened, and Abdul, his Hindu servant, entered.

"Eleven o'clock, sahib,” said the servant. "Do you heed me longer?*



"Better wait up until midnight, Abdul," suggested Duncan. "By the way, what day wasit that you mailed
that last | etter | gave you?"

"Sunday, sahib.”

Duncan went to the desk and brought out some papers. He studied them thoughtfully while the Hindu
moved quietly about the room.

The letters had been Duncan's only hope for a clue to the mystery which perplexed him. Among his
uncle's documents he had found alist of four names which Tremaine had identified as persons with whom
Harvey Duncan had conducted considerable correspondence.

Artful questioning had satisfied Bruce Duncan that the [awyer knew nothing about his uncl€e's connection
with aprominent Russian. But it was possible that one of these four men might be able to supply some
informetion.

S0 he had written them and had received three repliesto his carefully worded notes. The letters that had
comeinindicated that the men knew nothing - unless they had ddliberately sought to conceal facts. Bruce
intended to investigate thet | ater.

In the meantime he had sent a second |etter to the man who had not replied. It was an urgent |etter,
asking for an immediate response and suggesting avisit. Thiswasthe letter that Abdul had mailed on
Sunday night.

Bruce put the memoranda back in the desk and returned to his chair. At that moment the doorbell rang.
Abdul went to answer it.

The Hindu returned afew minutes |ater.

"Man to seeyou, sahib.”

"Whét's his name, Abdul?"

"Mr. Isaac Coffran."

Duncanfairly legped from hischair.

"Bring himin, Abdul," heexclamed.

The visitor was the man to whom the last | etter had been addressed!

The Hindu ushered an ederly gentleman into the room. The newcomer was of dight build and
stoop-shouldered. He used a cane as he walked, and he turned his head upward to stare at Duncan with
sharp, blue eyesthat were both friendly and inquisitive.

He accepted Bruce Duncan's handshake and sat in the armchair facing the fireplace, while the young man
took a pogition close besde him.

A grange old fellow, thought Duncan. Older than hisuncle, yet dert despite hisage. It wasimpossible to
determine the exact age of 1saac Coffran. The man's face was clean-shaven, and his cheeks were smooth
and tight.

"| received your |etter,” announced the old man in awheezy yet amiable voice. "It seemed important, 0|
cameto seeyou. It isnot often that | leave my house."



He laughed; then he added: "Thisisthefirst time| have been outsde for severa months.”
"I'm sorry," observed Duncan apologetically. "I could have cometo seeyou.”

"No, no," replied the old man. "It was only afew hours from New Y ork. The night ismild, and thetrip
has done me good. A friend brought me. Heis outside in his automobile.”

"Would you liketo stay dl night?" offered Duncan.

"No, no. | am used to late hours. A habit that | have had ever since | was young like you. | can stay only
alittlewhile. Why wasit that you wished to see me?"

Duncan stared speculatively across the room. He felt that he must be tactful; at the sametime, old Isaac
Coffran was so affable that it seemed good policy to confidein him. Duncan was anxiousto learn al that
he could, and athough he did not intend to divulge his uncle's secret, he felt that he might be safein giving
aninkling of it.

"Y ou knew my unclewell?" he questioned.

"Very wel," affirmed the old man. "He and | knew each other for years. We had business dedlingslong
ago - before retired. He used to come to see me occasiondly, and he wrote me frequently.”

"Did you see him before he died?"
The old man shook his head.

"No," hesaid, "l did not. | sent my regards to him when | learned that he wasill, but | had no ideathat his
condition was serious. | was greatly saddened by his desth. He was considerably younger than mysdif.”

"Did my uncle have any enemies?"' questioned Duncan.
Isaac Coffran smiled.

"Wearedl likely to have enemies™ hesaid. "Y our uncle was an active man. He wasin many parts of the
world. He made many friends, and | suppose he made enemies, dso. Why do you ask?"

"Because’ - Duncan hesitated amoment - "because | am sure that my uncle had gpprehensions of some
sort."

"Did he ever mention them to you?'
"No, because | did not arrive here until after he had died.”

"That'sright. My memory isnot so good asit used to be. | recall that you were not here. | received a
letter after your Uncle Harvey died that stated you cametoo late. | believe the letter was from your
uncle's old servant. What was the man's name?"

"Hopkins."

"That'sright. | received aletter from Hopkins, Ah! That's the man you should see. Hopkins. He was with
your unclefor along while"

"Hopkinsisdead."

"You don't mean it!" There was atone of real sorrow in Isaac Coffran's voice. "Poor Hopking! Faithful



servant he was. Died so soon, too!"
"That addsto my belief that my uncle had enemies.”
THE old man leaned over and tapped Bruce Duncan on the shoulder.

"Y our imagination isa work, my boy," he said. "I don't think that your suspicions are correct. So far as|
know, your uncle had nothing to conced from any one. Thereisno cause for darm.”

Thefriendly tone was comforting.

"l wish | could agree with you, Mr. Coffran," said Duncan. "Unfortunately, | cannot. | am sure that my
uncle possessed an important secret which hetold to no one.™

"Imegination, my boy."

"It'snot imagination. It isredity. Because my uncletook carethat | should learn that secret, even though |
did not arriveintime to hear it from hisown lips. | have read a message, written by my uncle. It told me

everything -"
The old man held up ahand in warning.

"l believe you, my boy. But you must not say another word. Y our uncle was afriend of mine; if he had
wished that | should know his secret, he would havetold it to me. Keep his secret carefully, whatever it

may be."
Bruce Duncan amiled.

"l intend to do s0," he said. "But there are certain factswhich | can sate to you. First of dl, | did not read
his message until one month after his degth. It concerned certain documents that were hidden herein the
house.

"The night before | read the message, athief entered thisroom and stole the very articles that were
mentioned in my unclé's message. | saw the thief at work; being ignorant of the factsat thetime, | did not

Duncan went to the fireplace and pushed the secret spring. The stone on the hearth sprang open before
the astonished gaze of 1saac Coffran. Duncan studied the old man asthe latter leaned forward in his
chair, hismouth gaping.

"Incrediblel" exclaimed Isaac Coffran. "Incredible!™

"Itismy duty," explained Duncan, "to recover the stolen articles. Inasmuch asthe hiding placeisknown
to some person besides ourselves and asit is now empty, | betray no confidence in showing it to you."

"Y ou saw thethief, you say?'
IIYSII
"Could you recognize him?"

"I could. That iswhy | want to know if my uncle had enemies. The man who robbed that hiding place
was scarcely ahuman being. He was an ape-faced monstrosity; a hideous creature who entered my
window while was haf adeep. | thought that | was dreaming, until after the creature had gone.”



"Y ou have no clue whatever asto the identity of this- of this person?”

The old man'stone was amost plaintive. Duncan could recognize his concern. He fet that if he
encouraged I saac Coffran, he might tir the old man's memory.

"I have clues, now," Duncan said wisdly. "I believethat | an onthetrail of thethief. | have assembled
facts that should enable meto find him. Remember that | have my uncle's secret. If | can gain some
knowledge of his past activities, | can surely find the links that are now missing in the chain of
circumstances. That iswhy | have appedled to you."

THE old man seemed thoughtful. "Perhaps | can help you," he said dowly. "My memory is poor - very,
very poor. But if this concerns your uncl€'s past, asit appearsto do, you might be able to trace some
clueif you had accessto letters which your uncle had written. Am | right?"

"Exactly right.”

"I have many letters from your uncle. | have forgotten the contents of most of them - probably of al of
them. But | have kept them in abox at my house. Would you like to see them?”

"I should indeed."

"It will bedifficult for meto bring them here. Perhaps-"

"l can cometo your housein New York."

"Assoon asyou wish."

"To-morrow night?'

"That will beexcdlent.”

The old man arose. Duncan summoned Abdul. The Hindu brought I saac Coffran's coat.

"You will find my house rather strange,” said Isaac Coffran asthey stood at the front door. "It isan old
house, in avery poor neighborhood. The locality was agood one years ago. But times have changed. |
am so used to the old place that | cannot bear to leaveit.”

They stepped on the porch, and the old man went down the steps to awaiting automobile.
"I will be at your house to-morrow night at eight,” called Duncan in parting.
"| shall expect you," came Isaac Coffran'sreply.

The headlights of the car were turned on and lighted up the driveway. Strange shadows appeared in the
glare - long shadows of trees, short shadows of bushes, grotesque, shapeless shadows. The car rolled

avay.

Duncan and Abdul went in the front door. The smal porch light was till on, and another shadow
appeared beneath itsillumination. This shadow moved across the porch and became motionless. It wasa
long, thin shadow which terminated in ahuge, distorted profile. The light wasturned off by the Hindu
servant; the shadow was blotted into nothingness, and two spots, bright as burning coals, faded into the
night.

Neither of the men in the house had seen the shadow. Bruce Duncan was dready on hisway upstairs
when it appeared upon the porch. Abdul, when he turned off the light, was too occupied to think of



looking through the small window beside the front door.

For the Hindu servant was concerned with something that he held in hishand - a scrap of paper which
had fallen from the pocket of 1saac Coffran's codt.

Beneath the hall light, Abdul studied the piece of paper and dowly perused the scrawled words that
gppeared upon it, repeating them to himsalf as aman who found it difficult to read:

"Find out what Duncan knows. Investigate personaly. Prevent al interference. Plans are working
perfectly.”

Abdul read the message severa times. Then alook of understanding appeared upon his dark face. He
nodded, as though to himself. He folded the paper carefully and dipped it in apocket of his jacket.

CHAPTER IX. THREE MEN MISSING

HARRY VINCENT raised his head and opened his eyes. He found himsdf staring through the
windshield of an automobile. The car was standing till. Its gleaming lights reveded arough dirt road that
curved away among the trees.

He placed his hand to the side of his head. There was athrobbing pain there. The back of his head
ached, too. Somehow it was difficult to think. He could not remember entering the automobile; yet here
he was, douched over the whedl.

Harry closed his eyes and dumped aver the whed again. The throbbing continued, more painfully now.
He gave up trying to remember what had happened.

Thewhistle of alocomotive sounded through the silent night. Four short blasts, some distance avay. The
whigtle of astanding locomoative.

Two minutes passed. The throbbing bothered Harry, and he shifted his position. He sat up again. He
opened his eyes, thistime his consciousness was more aert.

A bell had commenced to ring - aloud bell - not ten feet away. Its continued dingle increased the
throbbing of his head. What did the bell mean? He rubbed his forehead and |ooked around.

Theglint of meta on the ground attracted his attention, but his confused mind did not identify it astherails
of asingletrack until he detected a Singing sound. Then the connection came. The automobile was stalled
upon arailroad crossing; the bell meant that atrain was gpproaching!

Asthe horror of the situation dawned upon Harry, abright glare burst the darkness. Out of the night
camethe headlight of an onrushing locomotive!

Instinct came to Harry's rescue. He thrust hisfoot forward. By sheer luck it pressed squarely against the
peda of the sdlf-darter. The car had been left in gear; theignition switch was on; and the response was
ingtantaneous The automobile jolted forward; its front wheel s rolled down the incline from the crossing.
The motor started because of the added impetus.

For the fraction of asecond the fate of Harry Vincent stood undecided. The car had cometo life; the
dope had enabled it to start in high gear; yet the mighty monster of the rails was bearing down upon the
moving automobile at whirlwind speed.

The glare of the headlight was dazzling; the heavy locomotive was amost upon thefragile car that barred
its path. But the very ingtant that the huge engine clattered on the crossing, the rear whedls of the touring



car dipped over theincline. The plunging piston rods dmost grazed the back of the automaobile.

A new danger threastened momentarily. Asthe train shot by, Harry urged by the terror of hisclose
escape, pressed the accelerator. The touring car whirled along the bumpy road. Harry's hands lost their
clutch on the whed. The automobile lunged into the ditch &t the side of the road, then the driver regained
control. He swung back to safety and brought the car to astand-till.

Harry leaned forward againgt the whed as he listened to the roar of the train off through the distance. The
sound became less, then it ceased. His brain began to work; the incidents of the evening flashed in rapid
memory.

Steve Cronin - the man on the train. The room in the hotel, where he had been discovered. The offer that
Cronin had made with his account of Elbridge Meyers, the man that Cronin sought. These factswere
clear now.

Harry's head il throbbed. He knew that he must get somewhere. So he drove the car cautiously along
the road and turned off at the first crossing, finding a better highway that pardleled therallroad. After
severa milestheroad turned benegth atrestle and curved up ahill. At the top Harry stopped and
aighted beside arailroad Station.

Theticket agent was behind hiswindow. His clock registered the time as ten minutes of twelve. Harry felt
for hiswatch. It was gone.

"When'sthe next train?' he asked.

"Whereto? Harrisburg?" questioned the man at the window.
"Yes

"To-morrow morning. The last one left here fifteen minutes ago.”
"How far isit to Harrisburg?'

"Only about ten miles. Y ou've got acar out there, haven't you?'
"Yes"

"Driveinto town, then. Y ou can't get another train to-night.”
The gtation agent laughed.

"You'reway dfter train time, anyway," heremarked. "Thetrain that just left was forty minuteslate. They
were having trouble with repair work on the trestle. Had to flag the train at alittle station about Six miles
up theline. Held it there more than haf an hour.”

Thewhole of Steve Cronin's fiendish scheme unfolded itself to Harry as he drove, haf dazed, along the
road to Harrisburg. Helpless, in the touring car on the railroad crossing, he had been |eft for what
promised to be certain destruction. The fact that the train was to be held for thirty minutes at the station
before the crossing was something that Steve Cronin had not known.

Harry had regained consciousnessin the nick of time. Y et hewas still groggy, and the lights of the city
streets danced before his eyes as he drove into Harrisburg. He managed to locate the station. He left the

touring car in aparking space.
There was adeeping car in the gation, waiting to be attached to athrough train bound for New Y ork.



The seven dallarsin Harry's wallet was about sufficient for the railroad fare; in with his change were some
slver dallarsthat he aways carried. So he engaged a berth and was soon adeep, for the throbbing in his
head ceased when he lay down.

MORNING found Harry Vincent in the Pennsylvania Station in New Y ork. He registered at the
Metrolite Hotdl, had breakfast, then set out for the office of Claude Fellows, the insurance broker in the
Grandville Building.

Fellows greeted Harry with acordia smile.
"l am glad you arrived to-day," he said. "'l have something to discuss with you."

Harry watched the chubby-faced insurance broker as the man went to afiling cabinet. His connection
with Fellowswas a smple one. Theinsurance broker was The Shadow's detail man. Giving ingtructions
and receiving reports seemed to be his entire work.

Fellows returned to the desk with two clippings. One was from a newspaper in Trenton, New Jersey, the
other from ajournd in Richmond, Virginia

Harry read them. Thefirst was an account of the strange disappearance of acommercia artist named
Arthur Hooper; the other told of the mysterious vanishing of J. Howard Longstreth, adruggi<t.

"Note the smilarity of those two items,” remarked Fellows. "Both men left suddenly. They stated that
they would be back within two or three days, yet neither has returned. Hooper left Trenton, dightly over
two weeks ago; Longstreth left Richmond just about one week ago.

"Y ou could transpose the names of the men, yet the facts would serve for both cases. A strange
coincidence, isn't it?"

"Very srange,” replied Harry, "yet it can be nothing more than coincidence.”

"Do you think s0?" said Fellows. "Well, Vincent, | spend agreet dedl of timelooking through
out-of -town papers for coincidences such asthis. In the maority of casesthey have meant the beginning
of important events.”

"Involving The Shadow?"

"Of course. Those clippings indicate something unusud. | have sent copies of them to the empty office on
Twenty-third Street, where The Shadow recelves his messages. | have recelved ingtructions to watch for
any further news of smilar disgppearances.”

"Do you expect such news?"

"Perhaps. Note that these men disappeared aweek apart. Hooper eft Trenton on a Tuesday afternoon;
Longstreth was last seen in Richmond on aMonday. The papers did not give the news until the end of
the week, in either case.”

A sudden thought occurred to Harry Vincent.

"I have areport to make," he said, "and it may fit in with this. It concerns aman named Elbridge Meyers
who left Cleveland, Tuesday morning - two days ago.”

Fellows seemed interested. Vincent began his story from the time that he had first observed the man on
the train, who had proved to be Steve Cronin. When he completed his narrative, he was surprised to see



Fellows become unusudly dert.

"Write that down immediatdy," said the insurance broker, handing him pen and ink. "1 have something to
do in the meantime."

While Harry prepared hisreport, Fellows was busy with the telephone.

"Universal Insurance Company?' hecalled. "Thisis Fellows, in the Grandville Building. Notify your
Cleveland agent to kind out if Mr. Elbridge Meyersisin hisofficein that city. If heisnot in hisoffice, try
hishome. Have them call me when they are ready with their report.”

While Fdllows was reading and gpproving Vincent's report, the telephone bell rang.

"Hdllo," said theinsurance broker. "What's that? Cleveland calling?... Oh, yes. ThisisMr. Fellows...
What's that? Elbridge Meyersis out of town? Wait amoment.”

He pencil made notes as he repeated them.

"Left Tuesday morning... Expected back the next day... Had important appointment. Neglected it, but
should have been back this morning... Never away more than forty-eight hours... His partner isworried.

"No, | haven't heard from him... | was anxious to communicate with him, asafriend gave me hisname as
agood insurance prospect. Let me know if you hear that he has returned.

"Thank you. Good-by."

Fellows seized the pen and wrote amessage of hisown. He seded it in an envelope with Vincent's
report, went to the outer office, and gave the packet to the stenographer. The girl |&ft.

"Steve Cronin evidently told you the truth,” observed Fellowsin amethodica voice. "He expected to do
away with you. Hence his entire story may be correct. If o, he does not know why Elbridge Meyers
went to Harrisburg. That makes the Meyers disappearance as mysterious as the others.

"Y our report has enabled meto turn in information afew days before the story will appear inthe
Cleveland papers. Furthermore, it locates Harrisburg as a center. Make yourself a home here. We
should receive areply within an hour.”

The stenographer had |eft at five minutes after ten. She returned about twenty minutes later. At exactly
eleven o'clock amessenger arrived with an envelope for Fellows.

The insurance broker stood by the window as he read the letter carefully. He stared for awhile asthough
committing facts to memory. When he laid the paper on the desk it was a blank sheet of paper. Thiswas
no surprise to Vincent. He, too, had received letters from The Shadow; |etters written in smple code,
with disgppearing ink that vanished after afew minutes.

"Vincent," sad Felows, "when unusud crimes occur, unusua men are often respongble for them. There
isaman in thiscity who has been indirectly concerned with other disappearances. Helivesin asection of
the East Side; hisnameis|saac Coffran.

"| learned that this man has been watched for the past few days - either by The Shadow or by one of his
men, for there are others besides us. Last night Isaac Coffran left his home - something which he has not
done for months. To-night he expects avisitor named Bruce Duncan.

"Coffran's house must be watched, and you are the man appointed. Thereisan empty store acrossthe



gstreet. The door isunlocked. Y ou can stay in there. Here is an envelope that contains a telephone
number. Thereis atelephonein the store. Report when any one enters Coffran's house, and whenever
any oneleaves. If aman goesin and stays there more than two hours, report by telephone.

"Y our report concerning Harrisburg will doubtless be investigated to-night. Naturdly you are not the man
to go back there at present. Hence you will perform this new duty.”

The chubby-faced insurance broker became very solemn as he added the find words of hisingtructions.

"Remember, Vincent," he said, "that 1saac Coffran isavery dangerous man. Heisnot of the crimind
type; he has never been suspected of acrime. Yet | have been assured that he has not only known the
facts of the disappearances of various people, but also that certain persons have entered his house and
have never been seen afterward.

"The police know nothing whatever of this man's activities. Coffran isold and wise. Hismemory is
remarkable, and his resources are many.

"So be dert. Be careful. Remember all you see, and report everything. We are on the verge of important
discoveries. Three men are missing. The Shadow intendsto find out where they are.”

Harry Vincent |eft the office with the address of Isaac Coffran tucked away in his vest pocket. He was
sober as he went down in the elevator. Fellows's words had been impressive; never before had the
insurance broker talked so thoroughly. A tremendous crisis must have arisen, for The Shadow's detall
man had exhibited unprecedented activity.

Master minds were engaged in some uncommon crime. The Shadow was exerting al his power to defest
them. The Shadow would need many eyesto-night.

CHAPTER X.INTO THE SNARE

THE house of Isaac Coffran was an old brick building in an obscure street on the East Side. It seemed
strangely deserted to Bruce Duncan as he rang the bell a ongside the massive door.

If hisunclesfriend had not assured him that he should come a eight o'clock Thursday evening, Bruce
would have decided that the house was unoccupied. For dl the windows at the front were closed with
iron shutters.

Even now he hesitated. He had rung the bell three times, yet there had been no response from within.
Stll, it was exactly eight o'clock. It would be best to wait.

The door opened suddenly. Bruce started backward as he faced a huge, dull-faced man whose features
were marred by alivid scar across one cheek. The fellow was considerably over six feet in height, and
hisframe was powerful.

"What you want?' demanded the man in athick, guttura voice.
"Does Mr. Isaac Coffran live here?'

"Y es. What name?'

"Duncan. Mr. Bruce Duncan.”

The huge man removed his bulk from the doorway and motioned for Bruce to enter. He stepped into a
dimly lighted hallway, and the man closed the door and bolted it.



"Wait here" he sad, indicating achair.

The big attendant went up the stairs at the end of the hall. Duncan waited severa minutes. Then he heard
Isaac Coffran cdling him from the head of the steps.

"Come up, my boy," were the old man'swords.

Isaac Coffran seemed greatly pleased as he shook hands with Bruce Duncan in the upper halway. He
ushered hisvisitor into acomfortable sitting room at the back of the house.

"Well, boy," said the old man, smiling and rubbing his handswith satisfaction, "I have your unclesletters
al wating for you."

"Have you looked through them?" questioned Duncan eagerly. "Did you find anything important?”

"I have not had timeto read them. | am leaving that work to you. It isyour privilege, especidly asthe
letterswould not give me any clue. | am quite ignorant of what you wish to discover.”

"That'strue. Where are the | etters?"

"In my study. | shdl take you therein afew minutes. Y ou may be along whilereading. So | have
arranged everything for you to stay al night.”

"That'skind of you, Mr. Coffran.”
The old man looked at Bruce quizzically.
"Were you surprised at the appearance of this house?" he asked.

"Yes, | was," admitted Bruce. "'| would have thought that it was unoccupied if you had not assured me
that you would be a home."

ISAAC COFFRAN smiled. "I am not at home except to avery few friends," he said. "I prefer to keep
the house closed in thismanner. | have retired from the world. Thisisabad neighborhood, and it is
necessary to keep the house well-barred. | can't think of leaving thisold home. But it is safe here. No
one can enter, and Pedro, my servant, isfaithful and reliant.”

"He appearsto be," Bruce remarked sincerely.

"Yes, and heisignorant. It iswell that he should be. It isbest never to trust important affairsto servants.
By theway, your own servant - that Hindu - are you sure that heisfaithful ?*

"Absolutely.”

"He might be connected with the theft that took place in your uncle's room.”
"| thought of that, Mr. Coffran. I'm sure that Abdul knew nothing about it."
"Whereis he now?'

"I left him home."

"Y ou told him that he could reach you here, of course?!

"I told him nothing. Thereis no reason why he should need to communicate with me. | trust Abdul, as|
said; but | felt that my vigit here should be kept secret. The Hindu cannot tell any one wherel have gone



if he does not know where | am.”
"That was awise course, my boy."

"Infact," added Duncan, "I told Abdul that I might not be home for days - or even for weeks. If | find a
cluein my unclésletters, | may start to follow it right away. So the Hindu hasingtructionsto look after
the house and wait until 1 return. Y ou know how those Orientals are. He will stay on thejob perpetualy
until he receives further indructions.”

"Very good," observed Isaac Coffran. "Being at the house, he will be availableif you need him."

"I was careful coming here, too," explained Duncan. "'l |eft my car in agarage on the West Sde and came
thisway in ataxicab. Y ou and your servants are the only personswho know that | am here."

A crafty smile appeared upon the withered face of 1saac Coffran. Duncan was startled as he saw the
sudden change in the old man's features. But the next words of his unclé€'s friend were reassuring.

"Y ou are wise, my boy. From what you have told me, your uncle must have some enemy. | thought about
it as| came home last night. We must be wise when we are dealing with unknown dangers. We must
meet guile with guile. Y our uncle was abrave and fearless man; better than that, he was keen and
perceptive. He knew how to meet those who plotted against him. Y ou remind me of your uncle.”

Bruce Duncan smiled. The old man's stlatement was pleasing.

"Yes," continued Isaac Coffran, "you have cometo theright place. | fed that | shall be ableto giveyou
good advice - after you have read your uncl€'s letters. Study them well, my boy; and remember
everything that ssemsimportant. Then tel mewhat you have found in them. | am an old man; my memory
ispoor. Yet | have not lost my youthful ability to think clearly and cleverly. | believe that you will agree
with me beforelong.”

"It isfortunate that | met you," agreed Duncan. "Even if nothing tangibleislearned by thisvist, | fed that |
am getting somewhere. | want action; these three weeks of idleness have tried my nerves. | am ready for
danger; infact, | would like to encounter it."

"Spoken like your uncle!" exclaimed Isaac Coffran. "He liked adventure, and he found it. Perhapsyou
will find it, too. But remember one thing. Caution is asimportant as daring. Guard your actionswell."

Bruce Duncan laughed.

"Those words sound dmost asif you were foretelling the future,” he said.

The old man smiled. He rose from his chair, took his cane, and motioned to Duncan.
"Come," he said. "Time may be precious. Y ou have work to do.”

LEADING theway down adark hall toward the front of the house, the old man stopped at adoor. He
opened the portal and revedled a smdll room, lighted by |obed wall lamps. The apartment was lined with
shelves of books.

"Sepin,” heinvited. "Thisismy study. A quiet, cozy placein which you will not be disturbed.”

Duncan entered the room. He noted that it contained no windows. It was asquare room, with adesk in
one corner where the bookcases ended. There was another special corner; it was amost an addition to
the room - asmall nook that projected into thewall.



Evidently it wasintended as a place for areading corner; there was achair there and alight in the celling
above, which was lower than the rest of the room. But the light was not turned on.

Isaac Coffran indicated the desk. A pile of |etterslay upon it, under the beam of asmall desk lamp.

"Your unclesletters,” said the old man. "I have not even looked through them. | know that some of them
date back asfar astwenty years. They are dl dated, | believe, and | have kept them in regular order
from beginning to end.

"My suggestion is that you read them one by one. Do not skip any of them. There may be references that
will be explained in later |etters. My only recollection of your uncleéswriting isthat he reviewed my replies
in each succeeding | etter. Hence they should al be self-explanatory.

"Forget time, my boy. | shdl bein the front room awake hdf the night. Read aslong as you desire, and
concentrate upon your reading. It isthe only way to stimulate deep thought.

"| shall close the door of the room so that you will not be disturbed. Should you wish to spesk with me
push this button beside the desk. It will summon Pedro, who staysup aslateas| do.”

Bruce Duncan sat at the desk and opened thefirgt |etter. He recognized the firm writing of hisuncle,
Isaac Coffran placed afriendly hand upon Bruce's shoulder.
"Read on, my boy. Let us hope that before you have finished you will know more than you do now."

Duncan heard the door close behind the old man. Therewas adight click of thelatch. In comfortable
slence, the young man began to read.

Outside the study, Isaac Coffran stood quiet and dert, listening at the closed door. He raised hisfinger to
hislips as Pedro came down the hal. The servant with the scar stood as motionless as his master.

Minutesticked by. Finaly the old man smiled. It was awicked smile, acunning smile. It was asmile that
would have startled Bruce Duncan had he seen it. It was a smile that brought an ugly, sneering grin to the
face of Pedro.

Then Isaac Coffran raised along, thin hand and pressed a button high in the wall above the door. A panel
did noisdlesdy into place. It concealed the door completely. When it had closed, therewas no break in
thewall dong the halway. One would never have supposed that aroom existed behind that spot.

The old man stepped back and scanned the place where the door had been. The smilewas till on his
face as he raised his hands to his forehead and bowed. The action brought another grin to the face of the
Slent Pedro.

It waslike alittle ceremony on the part of Isaac Coffran, asthough he had bidden farewell to some one
whom he did not expect to see again.

CHAPTER XI. CRONIN SEES A SHADOW

STEVE CRONIN looked over his shoulder as he walked through the lobby of the old hotel in
Harrisburg. Therewas no onein view except the clerk behind the desk, yet the gangster felt uneasy.

"Must be getting the willies," he observed to himsdlf ashewaked up the steps, ignoring the antiquated
elevator. "Funny | never fet thisway before.”



He paused at the door of hisroom. He looked back aong the corridor. It was very dim back there - dim
and shadowy. He stared for half aminute as though he expected some movement in the darkness. Then
he opened his door, dipped his hand cautioudy through the narrow space, and turned the switch.

He entered the room quickly, looked about him, and closed the door. The brightness was somewhat
reassuring, yet Cronin was not content until he had peered benegth the bed and in the closet. Then he
lowered the window shade.

The gangster sat in the chair which Harry Vincent had occupied on the previous night.

"Funny,” hemurmured. "First time| ever fet nervouslike this. Alwayslaughed a guysthat acted like they
were scared. But to-night - whew!"

He looked toward the closed door.

"Eventhe dairs," he muttered. "They creaked like blazes. This must be an old place, dl right. Sounded
funny, though. Wouldn't have thought that | could have made al that noise coming up. Sounded like
somebody was with me! Could have been, too, in dl that darkness.”

Hewent to his grip and brought out a bottle. He took along drink. Then he went back to the chair.

Three taps on the door. Cronin started. He gripped the arms of the chair for amoment. Then he
laughed.

"Wally," hesad. "Only Waly."

He unlocked the door and opened it, stepping back quickly. His henchman, Wally, looked at him, and
Cronin was momentarily startled by the long shadow that was silhouetted upon the floor. Then he laughed
again. Heturned and walked back toward the window. Wally followed him.

Steve Cronin turned suddenly. He saw the door still open. He stepped rapidly across the room to close
and lock it.

"What'sthe idea, Waly?' he demanded. "Y ou ought to have enough sense to close adoor in back of
you."

Wally stared in surprise.

"What's the matter, Steve?' he asked. "Y ou look kind o' queer to-night. Sort o' pale, ain't you? What's
up?'

"Nothing," growled Cronin as he sat in the chair by the window. He lighted a cigarette.
"Yeah," reaffirmed Waly, "you look worried."

"Maybel am," admitted Cronin. "I'm going to forget it, though. Guess I've been jumping around too
much lately. | don't know when this hit me, Wally. About ahalf an hour ago, | guess, in the restaurant.”

"What was the matter?"

"Nothing. That'sthe trouble. While | was Sitting there, it seemed as though somebody was looking at me.
There were some people there, but none of them was paying any attention to me. When | looked around
it wasdl right, but as soon as| began to eat again, | felt just like | had before.”

"Huh," grunted Wally.



"All right," said Steve Cronin. "That wasn't al of it. As| waslooking at the table, abig shadow fel right in
front of me. A shadow like aman's head, with eyeslikefire that burned into you. Then it wasgone. |
looked up quick. Nobody near me."

WALLY madeno reply.

"All theway back to the hotel," continued Cronin, "it seemed like some one was following me. Through
thelobby - up the sairs.”

"All over ashadow. Shadows can't bother anybody."

"They can't, en?| didn't think o, either. But therewasaguy | knew once - afellow they caled Croaker.
He went nuts over ashadow. Thought it was dive and following him. He wasn't any good at dl after that.
The boys bumped him off for double-crossing them, and | heard that when he went out he was till crying
about The Shadow."

"All bunk, Steve."

"Bunk, nothing. | saw the guy the same night he died. He was telling me about The Shadow. He thought it
was redl. It made me laugh. But he wouldn't take much to convince me now that thereisared person- a
real person called The Shadow.”

There was silence for amoment. Steve Cronin took another drink and put the bottle back in the
suitcase.

"Well," hesaid in aforced tone of briskness, "it looks like were out of luck, Wally."

"Therean't no sign of thisguy Meyers" replied the henchman. "1've been watching for him. Hes gone, all
right.”

"Then he's back in Cleveland. He never stays away more than two days. I'll have to go back and begin
operating again."

"Guessthat's the best thing. Say, Steve. What about the guy we - the guy last night?"
"Him?" Cronin laughed. "Hée's out. Y ou saw what | did. He didn't have a shoemaker's chance."
"Nothin' in the papers about it."

"Say, Wally, do you think that means anything? Maybe they haven't got the news yet. Even if they have,
what of it? Thousands go out that way every year - clipped on railroad crossings. They don't call that
newsany more."

"Ought to've been in the papers, | think."

"Ligten. | stopped at the station last night. Took asquint at the bulletin board. That train wasforty-five
minutes late. It was on time when we heard it whistling. Had about eighteen more milesto go. What do
you think made it late? Maybe the engineer got out to pick some buttercups.”

"l getit, Steve," laughed Wally. "Theloco must have knocked that touring car galley-west."

"And left no traces of the mug who wasinit,” added Steve. "They probably thought the car had been
abandoned. Forget that guy, Wally. Nobody will ever hear of Harry Vincent again.”

Steve went to the desk and turned on the little lamp. He consulted atime-table.



"Eight fifteen now," he said. "Therésatrain for Cleveland about nine o'clock. Plenty of timefor meto
makeit. That'swhere I'm going. Y ou hang around here awhile if you want. Take another look up &t the
hotel, then clear out for Philly."

"WEéll give up this Meyers proposition, then?'

"Yeah. Wally, | think I've got the wrong dope thistime. The guy never came to Harrisburg before. He
couldn't have doneit very well and got back to Cleveland as quick as he used to. This must be anew
proposition he's on. But he would have got back as quick as possible. So | figure he's there now, like
sad. I'll pick up histrail again. I'd like to know why he came here - but there's no way to find out.”

"Well, al | know ishegot in a ninethirty and was back at the station by ten o'clock.”
"Maybe he went right out to Cleveland again. Thereésatrain around ten thirty, | think."
"Guessthat'swhat he did."

Steve Cronin tossed afew articlesin the bag.

"I'll runaong, Steve," said Wally. "If | seehim up at the hotel, I'll drop over to the station before you
leave.”

He unlocked the door and went out. Cronin continued packing. Wally had closed the door, but Steve did
not bother to lock it, athough he kept his eyes uponiit.

"Fed creepy again," he mumbled. "Guess!'ll hop for the ation.”

He walked to the door. He turned out the light, then noticed that he had |eft the desk lamp burning. The
room was gloomy and shadowy under the dim illumination.

He placed one hand on the doorknob. Then he glanced into the nearest corner - a space aongside the
bed. It was quite dark there, and the blackness seemed to be actually solid.

"Whew," said Steve Cronin aoud. "L ook at that shadow! Looks redl."
He laughed, but without enjoyment.
"Maybeitisred," hedeclared. "Hello, shadow! Let's see you wake up!™

His nerve was returning as he uttered the words. But hardly had he finished speaking before his blood
was chilled. His hand became limp upon the doorknob.

For the blackness at which he gazed began to move. It did not move toward him. It moved straight
upward. It rose like a huge sable specter - athing that was living, yet which seemed uncanny in the
dimness.

Steve Cronin's fear-glazed eyes distinguished the outline of ablack cloak with abroad-brimmed black
hat that seemed to merge with the form beneath. From between the hat and the cloak glared two eyes
that shone like beads of firel

Then camethe voice - alow, ghostly voice; avoice degper than awhisper. It was avoice that made
Steve Cronin tremble, and its toneswere weird and chilling.

"Steve Cronin," it said, "1 am The Shadow. Y ou summoned me, and | am here."



Silence. The crook could not move. The figure remained motionless, yet red.

"Steve Cronin," said the voice of The Shadow, "I have watched you. Once before | watched you."
Again apause, and then the voice:

"Onetime morewill bethelagt. That ismy warning. Three timeswill mean your doom.”
Steve'seyeswere haf shut.

"Y our doom," repeated the voice.

Still Steve Cronin was powerless. He did not move, even when along arm came dowly upward and
stretched forward until a black-gloved finger showed directly in front of the gangster's eyes.

"Y ou have heard my warning,” said the voice. Itstones were snigter. "'l seldom giveawarning. Thisisthe
only one- for you."

Therewas aghilant hissto the voice. Then came asingle, emphatic word:
IIGO! n

The figure seemed to dwindle asit merged into the darkness. Two burning spots glowed dull and
disappeared. Steve Cronin's limbs gained a sudden strength of frenzied fear. A low, gasping scream
escaped hislips as he yanked the door open and half flung himsdlf into the hall. A sound followed him
from the room - it was amirthless, mocking laugh!

He had seen The Shadow! 1t wasreal! It had spoken! It had looked at him with its eyes of fire!

At the stairway Cronin paused in hisflight. He steadied himsdlf againgt therail. He set his suitcase on the
floor and drew arevolver from his pocket.

With shaking steps he stole softly back adong the hall. He waited outside the open door for an instant,
then thrust his hand againgt the switch, which he could seein the light from the desk lamp. Hewasin the
room, facing that same corner, with hisgun before him.

The room was empty!

Steve Cronin made a hurried search. Under the bed - in the closet. No one there. He stopped at the
window. The shade was fully two inches higher than it had been before. He peered out into the darkness.
He could see nothing.

The gangster laughed in arelieved way. He reached to turn off the desk lamp. His hand trembled. A card
lay before him. Onit, in printed characters, were the words:

REMEMBER. ONCE MORE WILL MEAN YOUR DOOM.

Therevolver nearly fdl from Cronin's weakened fingers. With feigned boldness he managed to thrugt it in
his pocket. He still stared at the card with its ominous words. Then suddenly the writing faded. The card
was blank!

Steve Cronin rushed from the room. He staggered down the stairs, his suitcase knocking against therail.
He hailed acab that was outside the hotdl. His voice quivered as he directed the driver to take him to the
dation.



Cronin'strain pulled out at nine o'clock. Alonein acompartment, the westward-bound crook sat
huddled and unnerved. Steve feared pursuit, even though he was doing his utmost to escape The
Shadow's wrath. Steve wondered where The Shadow had headed from Harrisburg. He might have
guessed the answer had he | eft the city by air, instead of by train.

At that same hour - nine o'clock - an airplane took off from the Harrisburg airport. Itslone occupant was
ablack-cloaked pilot, whose figure was dmost invisible at the controls of the fleet monoplane.

The ship's course was eastward, heading directly toward New Y ork. Asit roared low over the
Pennsylvania countryside, its broad wings glinted in the moonlight, and cast awide, spreading, moving
shadow on the ground below.

CHAPTER XI1. VINCENT TAKESACTION

IT was eleven o'clock. For three hours Harry Vincent had been watching from the vacant store across
the street from I saac Coffran's house.

At eight o'clock aman had entered. In accordance with instructions, Vincent had called on the tel ephone.
A quiet voice had answered him and had received the information.

Harry had made a second report at nine o'clock, and athird at ten. It wastime for afourth cal, yet he
had nothing new to say - smply that the man who had entered the house had not come out.

Speculation had gripped Harry's mind. He could see Isaac Coffran's house fairly well, for the street was
lighted. The place appeared to be impregnable. The iron-shuttered windows formed a veritable fortress.
He imagined that the sides and the rear of the house were smilarly protected. He would have supposed
that the house was empty had he not seen the man enter.

He was sure that the visitor was Bruce Duncan. He had not had an opportunity to observe the man
closdly, but he could tell that he was not over thirty years of age, and of more than average height and
weight.

He picked up the telephone and caled the number. While waiting for the connection, Harry wondered
who the person with the quiet voice could be. Some agent of The Shadow. He doubted that it could be
The Shadow himself. The Shadow might be out of town - perhapsin Harrisburg!

The thought was not encouraging. To-night's adventure might show sudden developments. It was more
than four hours from Harrisburg by the fastest train. The Shadow, superman that he was, could not bein
the capitd of Pennsylvaniaand in Manhattan at the sametime. That might account for the delay in action.
Vincent knew from experience that when danger threatened The Shadow's presence was invauable.

Harry aso wondered where the person whom he was calling was located. Probably at some temporary
place, which was being used for to-night only.

"Hello." It was the quiet voi ce coming across the phone.
"Hello," said Harry. "Everything the same.”

"Kegp watching."

"Wat!"

Harry had seen aman come stedlthily up the street. The fellow was outside the store window now,
looking at the house across the street.



"What's up?" asked the methodical voice.

"There'saman outside thewindow," answered Harry in guarded tones.

"Outside your window?" asked the voice. "Or outside the window of the house?"
"Outside my window. Right here."

"What does helook like?'

"His back istoward me. Wait. He'sturning now. | can see hisface. It'sadark face. Helookslike a
Hindu."

"Wheat's he doing now?"
" Sneaking across the street. He's trying the front door of the house."
"Kegpwatching him."

"I am watching him. He's back in the street. He'slooking up at the house. Evidently he sees he can't get
in. Now he'sgoing around to theright side.”

"Whét's he doing there?’

"l can't see. The houseisatrifle down the street.”

"Tdl meimmediately if he comes back.”

Therewas alapse of fully two minutes. Then Vincent saw the Hindu regppear in front of the house.
"He'sback," he said in the phone.

"Keep watching," ordered the voice.

"Right. He'slooking at the front of the house, just above the sdewalk. He must have found cellar
windows on the Side. There are none herein front. Now he's going to the left sde of the house."

"Can you see him there?!

"Just barely. Hesinan dley - anarrow dley - and it'sdark. | can just make out his outline. HE's stooping
now. Trying the windows. Hewon't have any luck; this houseis certainly heavily barred. Ah!"

"What isit?'

"He must have found aloose fastening. He's working on awindow. About halfway back. | can just see
him."

"Don't losegght of him."

"l won't. He seemsto be working harder. Now he's stopped. He's trying to push himsalf into something.
He'sflat on the ground. There he goes! Feet-first! He'sin - completely in!™

"Wait one minute. Tl meif he regppears.”

HARRY remained slent, his eyes glued on the spot where the Hindu had disappeared into the side of the
building. He could detect no mation.



"Has he returned?’ questioned the voice.
"No," answered Harry. "I'm sure he has gained an entrance.”

"Itistimefor youto act,” said the quiet tones. "Until to-night it has seemed impossible to effect an
entrance into that building. Now it has been done by someonedse.”

"Shdl | enter the way the Hindu went?'
"Y es. But be cautious. Listen to my ingtructions.”
Harry wasintent.

"In the table drawer," said the person at the other end of the wire, "you will find three articles. A piece of
chak. A smdl flashlight. An automatic pistol, fully loaded.

"When you leave the store, make achak mark on the door. Put atiny arrow on the sidewak pointing
acrossthe street. Mark your path to the spot where you enter.

"Oncein the house, your chief duty will beto find Bruce Duncan, the young man who entered at eight
o'clock. Mark your path asyou go through the house.

"Usetheflashlight aslittle as possible. Use the automatic only in case of necessity. | can give you no more
advice. Therestisup to you."

Harry waited, but the monotonous voice did not continue. He was about to speak when he heard the
click of the receiver at the other end of the line. He opened the table drawer. Groping in the dark, he
found the articles mentioned. He made hisway cautioudy to the street; there he placed thefirst chalk
mark on the door.

The fresh air added new vigor to Harry Vincent. Thetime for action had arrived! He was on the verge of
amysterious adventure. His mind dwelt on the thoughts of what lay ahead as he went stedlthily toward
the house, making his chak marks as he moved dong.

The Hindu had pried open ahinged iron shutter. Harry discovered this after aquick examination which
did not require the flashlight. Insde the shutter was an iron grating. This must aso have been loosg, for it
was swung inward.

The flashlight made acircle on the floor of the cellar as Harry pressed the button of the tiny instrument. It
was adark, gloomy cellar, that seemed to fade away in endless depths. The Hindu had entered in the
darkness. Harry did likewise.

Hisfeet clicked asthey struck the stone floor. Blindly, Harry Vincent moved forward; ashe did, he
sensed that something was taking place beyond him. He fancied that he heard a sound some distance

away.
CHAPTER XI1I. THE ENEMY REVEALED

THE stack of letters had dwindled by haf during Bruce Duncan's reading. Bruce stopped for amoment's
rest, and rubbed his eyes. Then he moved the last | etter that he had perused, noting the sizes of the two
heaps. Those that he had read were on the right; the unread |etters were at the |eft edge of the desk.

Bruce had not neglected to read asingle word. It had been an interesting task, this exploration into the
adventurous life of hisuncle. Theletters had been mailed from many parts of the world, and they went



into grest detail over many matters.

Never before had Bruce Duncan redlized the amazing features of hisuncl€'s career. Remarkable facts
and strange experiences were recounted in asmple, matter-of-fact manner. It seemed surprising that
Isaac Coffran had been unable to recollect the contents of these letters.

Duncan resumed his reading. He had not yet reached the portion of hisunclée'slife that dedt with Russa
Stll, he had felt it wise to follow Isaac Coffran's advice and read dl of the letters. There might be some
dight cluein the early onesthat would help later on.

Furthermore, he was gaining avauable insght into his uncle's methods and purposes. This, hefelt, was
preparing him for discoveriesthat might come later on. The mere mention of a prominent Russian name
might be the very thread of circumstance he sought!

He completed another letter. He fdlt a bit tired. How long had he been reading? It seemed scarcely more
than an hour - more probably it was two or three. He was about to glance at his watch when he thought
of Isaac Coffran’'s suggestion to forget time.

Rising from his chair, Duncan felt a sudden return of exhilaration. It surprised him. Heredlized thet the air
had become a bit Stuffy, yet it seemed like a complete change now. He walked around the room. He
stopped by the door, but did not try to open it. He looked at the button beside the desk. Well, he could
summon Pedro if he wished. That might be agood idea, but he would read afew more |ettersfirg.

He sat at the desk. He seemed suddenly weary and out of breath. As he reached to the pile of letters at
the left, he accidentally knocked them to the floor - al but one letter, the last of the group. Duncan
picked it up and reached for the others.

As he stooped to the floor, a sudden fedling of nausea came over him. He seized the lettersand as he
held them, he began to choke. Histhroat seemed to form asolid lump.

It required amoment for him to recover after he regained his sitting position. He had picked up theloose
letters hurriedly. In so doing he had added the final |etter to the top of the pile. He was not aware of the
fact, for he wasfighting againgt an attack of temporary dizziness.

DUNCAN closed his eyes, and his senses returned. Mechanicaly he opened the letter that lay on top of
the hegp a the left. He began to read it, wearily, without actualy noting the words. Then asudden
difference in the appearance of the note attracted his attention.

All of the previous letters had borne the introduction, "My dear Isaac." This one began with the smple
satement, "Sir." Concentrating, Duncan followed each word. The task seemed laborious, his senses had
become dulled. But evenin hislethargic mental state, the full meaning of his uncléswriting burned itself
into hismind with sartling revelaion. Theletter read:

Thisisthe end. For many years| have been atrusting fool. | believed in your friendship. | told you much.
Now | know you for what you are - afiend - afiend that has assumed a human form!

Y ou have used the information that | have given you to prey upon helpless people. Y ou have sought to
injure me, but without avail. I know now why | was attacked in Singapore. | have found out the source of
the plot upon my lifein Russa. | thought the Reds were back of it. But you were the man who caused it!

Y ou have covered your tracks well. Only the man who tried to murder me in France could testify against
you. He died beside me during an attack on the German trenches. Hetold me dl, with hislast breath. So
you are safe.



But your schemes can no longer reach me. | am on my guard. The secret that you seek will never be
yours. | shdl reved it on my deathbed, and the one who hearsit will be warned againgt you. No inkling
of you and your evilnesswill ever gppear in anything | write. | am too wiseto trust such statementsto
paper. But my own wordswill tell -

Theletter fell from Bruce Duncan's hand. He had reached the end of the first page. He had learned all he
needed.

Isaac Coffran was his uncle's enemy! The old man who had appeared so friendly had gained the secret
after all. It was his messenger who had stolen the package and the envel opes!

Rising, Duncan felt that former feding of exhilaration. His mind, suddenly responsive, grasped the details
of what had happened.

Some one had visited hisuncle. In hisdelirium, the dying man had fancied that Bruce had come &t last.
He had revealed the message which he had intended for his nephew.

It could not have been Coffran. Even at the point of death, Uncle Harvey would have recognized his
enemy. It could not have been the ape-faced man. It must have been athird person - an agent of
Coffran's. It did not matter who it had been. The vita fact wasthat the secret had been learned.

While he, Bruce Duncan, had been ignorant of his uncle's enmity toward Isaac Coffran, there had been
no need for murder. But now, since Bruce had admitted that he intended to detect the thief, he had
become amenace.

He saized the | etter and turned to the second page. He followed the denunciation that his uncle had
written from the point where he had | eft off.

- the man who will continue to keep my trust.

When your nameis mentioned, he will be warned against another - your companion in crime, Bernardo
Chefano - whose twisted lipswill reveal hisidentity, no matter what disguise or dias he may employ.

Chefano is clever, but you are cunning. Yet | defy you both and | -

Dizziness was seizing Duncan. He had taken the chair again. He rose to hisfeet and gasped. The letter
fluttered to the floor. Bending dowly forward, Duncan lowered his head inch by inch. Gradudly he felt
the sensation of weakness returning.

He rushed to the door. It waslocked. Then he stood motionless, his mind aternating between fear and
anger.

The room was a degth trap! Locked in this smal compartment, he was to be the victim of 1saac Coffran's
fiendish methods. That was crudly plan.

From somewhere - from hidden spots about the room, asow, deadly poison gas was entering the
compartment. It must be akin to carbon monoxide - avapor that could not be sensed by smell. Heavier
than air, it was cregping upward from the floor, gradudly overcoming him.

Thelast |etter that reveded the true I saac Coffran would never have been reached by Bruce Duncan.

It was intended that he should die before he knew the truth. Now he had learned it. But to what avail?
He could cry for help; he could batter against the solid door. These effortswould dl be futile; they would
add to the misery of degth.



He went to the desk and pressed the button. He waited. There was no response. Of course not. Isaac
Coffran had probably received the sgnd and was gloating.

Thear was gtifling. Life, Bruce redized, was ameatter of short duration, now. He might prolong it by
gtanding upon achair, with his head against the low celling. That would mean twenty minutes more,
perhaps haf an hour.

Thelittle dcove attracted his attention. There was abutton beside it - perhaps another signd. He
staggered across the room and pressed the button. There was no resullt.

Should helie on thefloor and die? It might be best, he thought, but the ordeal was hard to face. No, he
would defy Isaac Coffran to the last moment. He stood upon the chair and braced himself against the
wall.

Therelief was not great. Duncan fancied he could hear the insdious gas hissing into the death chamber.
Perhapsit was coming more rapidly now; possibly hisimagination wasruling him.

Helooked at his watch. Quarter past eleven. The room was beginning to whirl, so it seemed. Hewas
losing his balance. In another minute, he would topple from his place of temporary security, and dl would
be over.

A sharp click came from across the room. He looked toward the oddly shaped nook in the corner. His

eyes stared in sudden fascination. Wasit fancy? No, it wasredity! The corner section of the room, with
its narrow opening, was dowly descending. Following it, from the ceiling, was emerging a sheet of solid

wal.

For the fraction of asecond, Bruce Duncan hesitated. In that infinitesma space of time, arush of
conflicting thoughtsfilled hisbrain. Another trap! No trap could be worsethan this. A terrible death! All
death wasterrible. A chancefor lifel It wasahope at least.

He plunged from the chair, holding his breeth as he fell to the floor. Asin anightmare, in which muscles
fal inther task, he fought hisway across the room. The descending compartment was more than halfway
down, yet he crawled through the breach, then dumped in ahegp, completely insdethe
downward-moving acove.

His smarting eyes caught one last glimpse of the gas-filled room. Then the opening was closed. Hewasin
total darkness - aterrible darkness that seemed to smother him for an instant.

He opened his mouth and gasped; he breathed deeply. Through his nogtrils came the reviving tonic of
sweet air that brought rdlief to his bursting lungs.

CHAPTER X1V. A NEW MENACE

IT wasalong trip down. The dow, regular movement of the floor benesth him became ardlief to Bruce
Duncan. Heredlized that hewasin asmdl eevator between walls of solid masonry. Perhaps he was
going to anew orded. But future fear could not overcome the present hope that he had gained in
escaping from the poisoned atmosphere above.

The darkness continued for awhile. Then acrack of light appeared by thefloor. It seemed to rise dowly
upward asthough it were acurtain of illumination. Bruce redlized that he had reached the bottom of the
elevator shaft.

Thelight came from alarge flashlight that was pointed in his direction. Asthe brilliance moved up and



down under the control of the man who held it, Duncan fancied that he could make out the form of the
person behindit.

Someinquisitor, he supposed. Isaac Coffran or his henchman, Pedro, waiting to seize him. He felt
helpless; the gasthat he had inhaed had left him wesk.

Thelittle devator stopped. Looking upward, Duncan redlized that he had reached alow-vaulted roomin
the cdllar of the building. Then ahand gripped him. He was dragged forth to the floor.

The man was bending over him; the flashlight moved upward. From its new position, it reveded the other
person. A gasp of relief escaped Bruce Duncan's lips as he recognized the dark anxious face above him.

"Abdul!" he exclamed.

"Yes, sahib," affirmed the Hindu, in hisquiet voice.

"How did you come here?' questioned Bruce, as he sat upon the floor. "How did you find me?"
"| shall tell you later, burrasahib,” replied Abdul. "Let usfirgt leave this place of danger.”

Duncan tried to rise to hisfeet. He sank back, momentarily exhausted. His eyesfollowed the glare of the
Hindu'sflashlight asit swept about them.

They werein anarrow, low-roofed passage, which terminated in the elevator at one end, and in an
arched opening at the other. The Hindu's light was focused on the exit.

"Through there| came," said Abdul. "Therewe shall go. It issafe there, sahib.”

He extended one arm. Bruce Duncan steedied himsalf and rose with the Hindu's aid. Together they
started dowly toward the opening that led to safety.

Just asthey reached the low arch, Duncan fatered. As he paused, Abdul stood still beside him. The wait
was only abrief second, but before Duncan had advanced another step, some huge device dropped into
the glare of thelight. Therewas aswish of cold air, followed by asharp clang. Two feet in front of the
men appeared asolid wall.

Duncan reached out and pressed his hand againgt hard metal.

"A curtain of ged!" heexclamed. "A s0lid sheet of metd! 1t would have struck us, Abdul, if we had not
stopped.”

"It has closed our way to safety,” replied the Hindu, in hiseven voice. "We are trapped, burra sahib.”

Duncan'srescuer turned the flashlight in dl directions. Only the evator remained asameans of exit. The
walls of the room were solid and close together; the stedl curtain filled the archway completely. Not even
acrack wasvisble.

Therewasaclick. The eevator began to move dowly upward, asolid wal following from below. It was
an ingenious device - part of the room on the second floor of this chamber in the cdllar. Going, it left no
trace of its existence.

Abdul held thelight toward therising lift.
"Shall we go there, sahib?' he asked.



"No!" exclamed Duncan. "It leads to death, Abdul. | escaped from aroom filled with gas.”
"Thereisno safety here," said the Hindu smply.

"1 know thet," admitted Duncan. "But it is better than that den | left.”

The elevator was gone. A blank, solid wall had taken its place.

Duncan sat on the floor.

"We can do nothing, Abdul," he said. "We must wait. That isal."

With the patience characterigtic of hisrace, the Hindu squatted on the floor beside his master. He turned
out thelight, and they listened in darkness,

Finaly, Bruce Duncan spoke softly.

"Abdul," he said, "why did you come here? How did you manage to rescue me?"
"Burrasahib," said the Hindu, "I suspected evil from the old man last night."”
"Why didn't you tdl me?"

"Itisnot right that | should interfere with what burra sahib may choose to do. But after you have gone
away tonight, some voice seemsto tell me that Duncan sahib will bein danger. | have the name and
address of thisold man, sahib. | come here. | seethe house dark. | enter. | find this place.”

"But the elevator, Abdul. How did you operate that?"

In answer the Hindu turned on the light. He pointed it to the blank wall, then above. On the celling,
Duncan saw asmall button. He doubted that he would have seen it had it not been indicated for him.

"I could reach to there," explained Abdul. "I know that button means something. My eyes are good,
sahib. When | seethat, | know it has some use. So | press. Down comesthe little room - with you, burra
sahib."

The Hindu turned off the light.

"Well, Abdul," said Duncan, in the darkness, "you have saved my life. Above hereisaroom - aroomin
which | sat, not suspecting that 1saac Coffran was my enemy. The room gradudly filled with a poisonous
vapor. | pressed a button up there, but it served no purpose, for the elevator was up.

"| can understand the use for the elevator. The old man would have placed my body init. From here, in
the basement, he would have brought down the elevator. An easy, Smple way to remove a murdered

person.”
He rose and groped toward the wall ahead.

"Turnonthelight, Abdul,” hesaid.

The Hindu complied. At that instant a cry came from Bruce Duncan. The floor caved benegth him. He
dropped downward, but his course was halted by the alert Hindu. The man had dropped the light, and
his hands had caught Duncan undernesth the arms, just as he was disappearing into the depths below.

AS soon as Abdul had drawn his master to safety the opening in the floor swung upward. It was a hinged



device by thewall below the elevator. Its springs made it close so tightly that even under the ingpection of
the flashlight the cracks seemed hardly noticegble.

"Another danger!" exclaimed Duncan. "My uncle wasright. | read hisletters, Abdul, in the room updairs.
He said that | saac Coffran was afiend!

"l undergtand it dl, now. He murders aman by gas, in the upstairs room. The body is brought down the
lift. It isdrawn to the floor, the trap is released and down goesthe victim!

"He has discovered my escape, Abdul. He knows that some one has helped me. From some room
upstairs he operates his hidden mechanisms. He dropped the curtain of stedl. He brought the elevator up
again. He released the catches that hold the trap, hoping that one or both of us might fal into some pit
below. He has us here, a his mercy. What will he do next?

"We must wait to see, burrasahib,” said the Hindu quietly.

Duncan moved cautioudly to the stedl curtain. He tapped againgt it with akey. The click seemed loud in
the darkness.

There was an answering sound - afaint echo of the click. Y et it brought a sudden hope to Bruce Duncan.
He stepped closer and tapped three times. Three clicks replied.

Using the Internationa code, Duncan dowly spelled out asingleword: "Help.”

Thereply came: "Who are you?'

"It may beafriend, Abdul,” exclamed Duncan in alow tone. "He wantsto know who is here.”
"Name Duncan," hereplied in code.

"Will hdp," wasthe answer.

"Tel him, 'Quick," camethevoice of Abdul, close by Duncan'sear.

"Quick," tapped Bruce.

Thefirgt faint clicks of areply came from the stedl curtain. Then they ceased.

"He'sgone," murmured Duncan.

"Perhapsto help us quickly,” answered Abdul. "Listen, burrasahib. | have heard anew noise.”

Duncan heard it. He had not noticed it while listening to the clicking sound from the stedl barrier. But it
atracted his attention now. It was adeep, dull thumping - an ominous, thudding sound that seemed to
come from the sde walls of their prison.

"Look!" exclamed Abdul.

Duncan's eyesfollowed the glare of the flashlight to one side wall of the room. Slowly, inch by inch, the
wall was moving toward him. Its speed was duggish, but constant.

"It brings death, burrasahib,” said the Hindu.
"We must escape,” replied Duncan. "But how?"
"We must wait, sahib. Wait until that one beyond the closed way helps.”



"Push the button for the elevator. Maybe the room upstairsisfree from gas.”
"| cannot reach it, sahib. It isabovethetrap, whichisnow made so | shall fall.”

"That's oneway out," observed Duncan grimly. "Drop through the hole. Better than being crushed to
death. But wéelll wait to the last second, Abdul.”

Hetapped vainly against the sted curtain. There was no reply. Had the mysterious friend been trapped,
as0? Perhaps he had gone for more help. Perhaps it had been 1saac Coffran, tantalizing his victimswith

vain hope of possible escape.

The Hindu till held the flashlight toward the Side wall of the room. The crushing barrier was coming
closer - dowly but certainly. There might be twenty minutes now left them. Perhaps only fifteen. Duncan's
mind was unableto caculate.

Abdul was leaning againgt the other sdewall of the compartment. Bruce Duncan joined him. Together
they watched that ever-gpproaching instrument of destruction.

Thump - thump - thump -
"A few minutes more," murmured Duncan. "A few minutes more, and we can only wait. Wait and hope.”

Thiswas moreterrible than the gas-filled room above. There desth had crept upon him amost unknown;
here it was announcing its approach.

The young man and his Hindu servant stood silently side by sde. Neither spoke. Both stared rigidly
before them, cam yet fascinated by that huge moving surface.

Thump - thump - thump - thump -

The wall was coming closer - closer - closer.
CHAPTER XV.BEYOND THE BARRIER

IT was Harry Vincent who had answered Bruce Duncan's pleafor help. As he had heard the last clicks
of the code, he had redized that the Situation must be desperate.

He had found this stedl curtain in the darkness. His flashlight had shown that it was abarrier he could not
pass. Then had come the taps to which he had replied.

He seemed to hear adull thumping on the other side of the metal curtain. What did it Sgnify? Perhapsthe
man behind the barrier would tell. Y et Harry redlized that time must be short. He had found Bruce
Duncan. It was his duty to aid the man. How could he help by standing there?

It would be best, he thought, to listen for afew minutes. Perhaps the coded clicks would give him some
suggestion that might enable him to rescue the man whom he had come to save. But as he swept the
flashlight dong the sde of the cdllar, he understood the Situation. It was not awal that lay between him
and Bruce Duncan - it was acurtain of stedl that could evidently be raised from above.

As heturned to start a search for stairs to the house above, he heard a sound to one side. He wheeled
quickly; ashedid, alight filled the room. Plunging upon him was ahuge man. Vincent caught the glint of a
knife - amachete. He saw aleering face, with a scarred cheek. He turned to escape the enemy, and
swung hisautomatic toward him.



Hiswrist was seized before he could pressthe trigger. The pistal fell upon the floor. But though Harry
lost hisweapon, he managed to escape the thrust of the machete. Quick as aflash he caught the man's
right wrist and prevented him from bringing the knifeinto play.

They struggled silently. The huge man with the ugly face was powerful, yet The Shadow's agent had the
grength to resist him. Astheir armslocked and they stood straining yet dmost motionless, Harry redlized
that he had been discovered in the dark, and that the man had pressed alight switch which illuminated
this part of the cdllar.

Harry's fierce opponent was a leering, scar-faced brute. Harry, faced by the man's dark visage, took the
fellow for aMexican; alogica guess since the man had first attacked with amachete. Harry battled
meadly; but he knew from the start that he was waging conflict with an enemy whose strength was far
greater than hisown.

THE oddswere in favor of the attacker. He had nearly caught Harry unaware; he intended to weaken his
antagonist. Every second that went by postponed al effort to rescue the imprisoned Bruce Duncan.

Harry redlized this. He made a sudden twist. Taking advantage of adip on the part of his opponent, he
€luded the man's grasp and was free. He dashed madly across the cellar toward the opening through
which he had come. There he stopped in consternation.

The Mexican, in coming through the cellar, had evidently seen the dim light of the opened window. This
part of the cellar was quite dark, away from the illumination farther back. Still, Harry could see that the
grating had been closed and fastened.

There was only an ingtant to take in these facts. The lead that Harry had gained might have been sufficient
for him to scramble through had the grating been open. Outside, he might have summoned help. Now, at
bay, he turned to meet the onrush of the big man whose machete was raised above his head.

Harry grabbed the fellow's arm and locked in furious struggle. His only hope was to overpower the man
now. Hewasfiercein hisattack and he sivung the huge Mexican around toward the wall near the

graing.

He had gripped the wrigt of the hand that held the knife, but in his eagerness Harry lost his clutch on the
other wrist. Thefellow'sleft hand pressed against Harry's face and pushed him backward. Harry'sarms
were pinned in apowerful grasp. The Shadow's agent was suddenly rendered helpless.

In the dimness he saw the outline of the snarling, jeering face. The hand with the machete was free. It
poised above him, the weagpon pointed toward his chest.

"Hah-hah-hah!" the Mexican's voice panted as he sneered at Vincent. ™Y ou think you can fight Pedro?
Hah-hah-hah! Y ou seethis?!

The machete wriggled in Pedro's hand. It quivered for the death thrust. The big man's back was againgt
thewadll, near the grating. Harry could see the closed bars behind him.

Theknifetrembled asit began its downward swing.

Then, with startling suddenness, an arm shot through the grating behind the Mexican. A black-gloved
hand caught Pedro's descending wrist. The huge man's powerful swing was plucked in mid-air. Harry
saw alook of distorted amazement come over Pedro. The man released him suddenly. Harry fell to the
floor, and his head thumped against the stone.

Though dightly dazed, he could still see what was happening. That single hand which gripped Pedro's



wrist possessed superhuman power, for it was twisting the huge Mexican back and forth as though he
had been made of straw.

Another thin-gloved hand came through the hers. There was a quick movement, and Pedro was hurled
headlong. The machete shot from his hand and clanged on the cdllar floor. The big Mexican lay ill.

A click and the grating opened. Those hands had pried open the fastening in atwinkling. The bars swung
inward. A black figure dipped into the cellar and stood over Harry Vincent, looming like amammoth
bat-winged cregature.

It bent forward, and Harry believed that he saw two bright eyesin the depths of the black shape. An
exclamation cameto his parched lips.

"The Shadow!"

A strange, dmost mystic whisper came from the figure that hovered above him.
"Whereis Duncan?'

"At the other end of the cellar. Behind asted barrier.”

"In danger?'

"Wes"

"Rest yoursdf for aminute. Wait until | have gone. Then go thereto help him.”

The Shadow moved away. Harry could see the back of the strange figure in the cloak asit seemed to
blot out the motionlessform of Pedro. A flashlight was turned on; it was set on the floor. AsHarry leaned
againg thewadll, he could see the face of the unconscious Mexican, in the center of thering of light.

The Shadow was bending over Pedro. Some quick action wasindicated by the trembling of the long
black cloak. Harry could not see The Shadow's face, but it appeared as though the man was studying the
features of the brute on the floor.

Pedro's body moved as The Shadow seemed to tug at it. Something was happening - rapidly. A full
minute el apsed, then came a surprising result that made Harry rub his eyes and gasp with astonishment.

Thelight waslifted from the floor. It shone on amirror that was held by ahand. With asingle motion, the
black cloak and hat were lifted upward, then they fell to thefloor. A face wasreveded in the circle of
light. It wasthe face of Pedro the Mexican!

Asthe standing figure turned, Vincent could see the features plainly. They were the perfect replica of
Pedro's countenance. Even the scar on the cheek appeared in livid vividness.,

The lips moved. They showed asneer. It was an exact representation of the triumphant expression which
the Mexican had revea ed when he had poised the machete above Vincent's breast.

Therea Pedro lay on the floor, but above him stood his exact duplicate! It seemed incredible -
impossible- yet it was actudity!

For one brief instant the face of the fal se Pedro changed its expression. Then the sneer resppeared. The
light was out; the standing figure was gone.

AsHarry Vincent roseto hisfeet and steadied himsdlf againgt thewall, aweird, unforgettable sound



echoed through the vaulted basement.

It was the sound of alaugh - awhispered laugh amocking laugh that brought a sudden throbbing to
Harry Vincent'stemples.

It was the laugh of The Shadow!

CHAPTER XVI. THE OLD MAN'SSTRATEGY

ISAAC COFFRAN was standing in the center of the front room on the second story. He was facing the
curtained doorway, but his eyeswere on thefloor. A cunning smilewas on hislips. He was gloating and
triumphant. His hands were behind his back; his pose was one of enjoyable anticipation.

A shadow moved across the floor and extended toward the old man. Isaac Coffran raised his head
quickly. He grinned as he saw the leering face of Pedro. The Mexican had parted the curtains and was
gtanding in the doorway. Hisleft hand held the machete; his right arm supported a black bundle.

"Wel?" questioned |saac Coffran.

Pedro'slips parted in an ugly snarl of mirth. The big man tossed the machete on achair and placed the
bundle on top of it.

"Did you find the man in the cellar?' asked | saac Coffran.
"Si, senor,” replied Pedro. "Yes"

"Ah!" exclamed the old man. "I am glad | sent you down. | thought perhaps the rescuer had dipped out
before the curtain closed. Where was Duncan - the young man? In the closing room?"

"l think s0."

"He couldn't have escaped. He was too exhausted by the gas. Well, he has five minutes more to wait.
Wheat did you do to the other man?”

Pedro pointed to the chair.
"Thereishishat, senor,” he said. "Thereishis coat. Pedro can use the machete well. Very well.”
The old man chuckled.

"You are useful, Pedro," he said. "But these are useful, too. He pointed to arow of buttons and lights
above atable by the door. One by one he indicated them.

"Here," he chortled, "isthe gas button. That wasfirst. The second was thislight - when Duncan rang from
the study. Then thislight showed that some one within the cellar had brought down the elevator. How did
the man get in? Through aloosdly fastened window?'

"Yau

"Cardess of you, Pedro. We must attend to that. But look. | pressed this button. Up came the elevator.
This button - down camethe stedl curtain. Here | released the trap - perhaps the young man hasfdlenin
it. Weshdl seelater. Then" - the old man's face gleamed with fiendish madice - "thelast button. The wall
isclosing. Sowly closing. Soonit will beended. Ligten!”

A faint, distant thumping could be heard from the depths of the house.



"The machete is useful, Pedro,” observed the old man. "Quick work - no noise. Wewill drop that body
through the trap, too."

Helooked at the Mexican quizzicdly.
Pedro grinned.

"You look different than usud," said Isaac Coffran. "Y ou must have had some trouble, Pedro. Y our scar
isatrifle redder than | have ever seenit before. Y ou must have given way to excitement! | never knew
you to do that before."

The old man whedled and faced a clock that hung on the wall opposite the door. Staring toward the did,
he became oblivious to Pedro's presence. Venomoudly, Isaac Coffran announced the moments that
remained.

"Three minutesmore," he sneered. "No! Two minutes. The crushing is about to commence. Thisperiod is
aways enjoyable to me. That last minute, when the wall closes over the few remaining feet. Thevictimis
at hislast moment of helplessness. Thisisarare pleasure, Pedro. | hope you enjoy it asmuch asl."

He paused, listening, while he stared at the clock.

"Can | bewrong?' he asked. "Impossble! Y et the mechanism has stopped! | can't hear its thumping
bests. Can you, Pedro? No. | can't be wrong. Thereis more than aminuteto go! | test it every week,
Pedro. It istimed exactly!"

THERE was no response from the door. | saac Coffran did not turn. He still watched the clock.

"I wonder if it stopped,” he muttered. "I must investigate. Perhaps the body was stretched toward the
wall. That must beit. Y oung Duncan was haf unconscious. He may have lain where the other dragged
him. A lengthwise body would crush dowly. It might stop thewall - yet the mechanism should till go on,
a that!"

The old man swung toward the table. He saw the buttons above it and a startled cry came from him.

There had been little yellow lights over the two buttons which he had last indicated - the button that
released the sted curtain and the button that operated the moving wall. Both of these lights were ot.
Some one had pressed the buttons!

"Pedro!" exclaimed the old man.

Helooked up at the curtained doorway. The Mexican was gone. In his place stood astrange, silent
figure - aman wearing ablack cloak and hat, the same garmentsthat Pedro had brought upstairs. The
cloak seemed to envel op ashapd ess form; the hat had abroad brim that obscured the face of the bent
head. 1saac Coffran thought that he could glimpse two eyes between the hat and cloak.

The fiendish old man stood staring, at the form in the doorway. He sill held his hands behind his back.
No sign of fear gppeared upon hisfeatures. His smooth, parchmentlike face was calm and undisturbed.

"Wadl," said Isaac Coffran. "Who may you be?!

A sinister, whispering voice emerged from the shape in the doorway. It was a voice that would have
chilled the blood of abrave, virile man. But old Isaac Coffran's withered veins did not quiver.

"|?" asked the voice. "'l an The Shadow!"



Isaac Coffran's eyes dropped to the floor. The shadow that appeared there seemed to be an extension of
theform in the doorway. It was a huge, black shadow. It merged with the figure as the old man turned his
head dowly upward.

"The Shadow!" said Isaac Coffran, in asneering tone. "1 have heard of you. Perhaps you have heard of
me?'

"I have," replied the cold, relentless voice.

"Perhaps you know abit about me. Perhaps you would like to know more. Y ou have come to the right
placeto find out. What people learn here, they remember aslong asthey live. Unfortunately they never
livelong after that. Strange, isnt it?"

The Shadow was silent. The form seemed to project from the half-drawn curtain against which it stood.
"Those buttons on thewall," observed Isaac Coffran. " Perhaps you pressed them?'
"| pressed them.”

"That interests me. On that account, you shall die. | understand now why Pedro |ooked different. Y ou
were Pedro. Y ou have learned much here. Y ou shall forget it al - within an hour. Perhaps within a
minute. You shal die, because| do not wish you to live. Y ou are dangerous, dive. Y ou will be helpless,
incgpable of annoying me, when you are dead.”

The old man scanned the figure asif to discover the effect of hiswords.

"Isaac Coffran." The whispered voice, though low, had penetrating volume. Its words seemed to take
shape asthey were uttered, as though they were living things. "Isaac Coffran, | shdl not die. Y ou would
die, if | commanded it. But dead, you would be usdlessto me. Alive, you may prove ussful. Solive. But
remember” - the voice was solemn and dow - "you live only because | choose to beindulgent.”

THE old man moved a step nearer as The Shadow finished speaking. Suddenly he swung hisright hand
from behind his back. The motion was marveloudy quick.

The hand held asmall revolver. Thefinger was on the trigger. The gun covered the silent form by the
curtain. Isaac Coffran's keen, beady eyes were searching as they watched the figure of The Shadow.

"One moation on your part,” threatened the old man, "will mean ingant death. My hand isfirm, but the
dightest quiver of the finger will discharge the contents of this wegpon. Stand where you are.”

The black form trembled dightly, but the old man did not pressthe trigger. Instead he smiled and
chuckled. He had expected that. Thisfearless Shadow could yield to fear after all. 1saac Coffran moved
astep nearer.

"The Shadow!" he exclaimed sarcastically. " The man whose face has never been seen. The strange
creature of the night, that comes and goesinvisibly - that ishere and there at oncel™

Hefancied that the figure shook again. It dumped dightly, itsblack hat tilting forward, the edges of the
cloak sagging as though the being within had lost his proud posture.

The old man was close now. His revolver was pressed againgt The Shadow's cloak; hisface was grinning

triumphantly.
"Diel" hecried. "Die, Shadow! And before you perish, | shal see your mysterious face!”



Isaac Coffran's |eft hand shot forward and seized the broad brim of the black hat. Theright forefinger
pressed the trigger of the gun, and the automatic spat its bullets through the cloak. Asthe old man swept
the hat away, the lower garment fell to the floor and collgpsed into asmall mass of cloth.

Isaac Coffran dmost staggered. The revolver dipped from his nervelessfingers. He had shot into
nothingness. There was no one in the cloak; the removal of the hat had revealed no head and face!

The figure had been standing between the haf-opened curtains. Two gleaming pins reveded the ruse.
The dump in the figure had not been caused by fear. It had been the exit of the real Shadow - the man
within. Only the vacant shell - acloak and hat - had remained to receive the bullets from Isaac Coffran's
weapon. When the hat had been swept away, the cloak had falen.

The Shadow had gone, and Isaac Coffran stood in the hal, fuming with rage and anger. Hislips spat
oaths of disappointment.

Then came asound from the floor below; it was along, tantalizing sound. A quivering laugh came up the
dairs- ataunting, sardonic laugh. It was jeering, maddening to the ears of the old man above. Thelaugh
came again - farther away; then athird time, fading in the distance.

Trembling with rage, the old man il stood in the upgtairs hadlway, sheking hisfist inwrath. Theair
seemed to quiver with the echoes of The Shadow's laugh.

Back in hisroom the old man seized the black garments and flung them againgt the wall. He ssamped
upon them in sudden rage. Then he became suddenly calm. He had held The Shadow and had lost him.
Well, they would meet again.

Grimness was expressed upon | saac Coffran's evil countenance as he drew another revolver from the
table drawer and started downgtairs to find the missing Pedro.

CHAPTER XVII.MEN MARKED TO DIE

WHILE Isaac Coffran had been watching the clock upstairs, the two men in the chamber of death had
been witnessing the fina gpproach of the wall that was designed to crush them.

Bruce Duncan's eyes had become glassy. He was standing nearer to the archway than Abdul, the Hindu.
His back was againgt the wall behind him; his arms were outstretched. He had felt certain that it must be
too late for rescue.

Only afew inches had intervened between his body and that moving surface. Theair was ftifling. Then, at
the moment when death seemed imminent, afeding of faintness had come over Duncan. Mercifully,
consciousness had faded from him.

The dark-faced Hindu had glanced stolidly at Duncan. Abdul was accepting desth. Y et he had thrown
his arm between his master and the moving wall. The solid surface pressed againgt hiswrist and forced it
toward Duncan's body. The Hindu redlized that he could not withdraw hisarm.

The thumping of the machinery had drummed into Abdul's thoughts. Then suddenly it had ceased. The
pressure againgt hiswrist remained the same. The Hindu stared in front of him. The wall was no longer
moving!

Then came a grating sound, followed by arush of cool fresh air. The stedl curtain raised. Thetwo menin
the desth chamber were revedled in the spot of aflashlight.

"Bruce Duncan?' cameavoice. "Areyou dive?'



"Heisdive" replied Abdul.

The Hindu pressed hisarm firmly againgt his master's body and managed to draw it free. There was not
sufficient space for him to turn Sideways, but he managed to force Duncan's form toward the archway
where the stedl curtain had been.

A pair of srong arms assisted him from the outside. A few seconds later Bruce Duncan waslying on the
floor of the cellar. Abdul edged out of the narrow crevice and approached the man who held the
flashlight.

"l amafriend,” the man whispered. "My nameisHarry Vincent. | saw you enter thecdlar. | cameto
help. We must get Duncan out immediately.”

Helifted the feet of the prostrate man. Abdul bore Duncan's head and shoulders. With Vincent's flashlight
blazing thetrail ahead, they carried their burden toward the open grating, passing the prone form of
Pedro on the way.

"Who isthat?' asked Abdul.
"Pedro," replied Harry. "An enemy. We can leave him where heis.”

It required two or three minutes to force Duncan's body through the opening in the side of the house.
When Harry and Abdul had brought him to safety, the young man came to astate of semiconsciousness.
This enabled them to help Duncan walk, one supporting him on each side.

Harry left Abdul with Duncan at the side dley and hurried to the corner where he found an empty
taxicab.

He returned for the others. Duncan seemed fairly well roused. But he dumped in acorner of the cab.
Harry glanced from the window as they went by Isaac Coffran's house and he blinked for amoment as
he noticed the front door. It seemed to be closing. On the steps was a shadowy form that seemed to flit
toward the sidewalk asthey rolled dong.

Harry told the driver to take them to the Metrolite Hotel. Abdul offered no objection.

BRUCE DUNCAN was conscious but bewildered when they reached their destination. Harry and
Abdul took him upstairs and put him to bed, in Harry's room. Then Harry called the desk and arranged
for an adjoining room. He dept there, leaving Abdul with hismaster. The Hindu sat in achair and dozed
comfortably.

When morning arrived, Harry went to interview the man whom he had rescued. He was admitted to the
room by Abdul. Bruce Duncan was sitting up in bed. Hisface looked weary; but Bruce managed asmile
as he extended his hand to Harry Vincent.

"Abdul hastold mewhat you did to help us," he said. "'l don't know how you came into the picture. But
you were certainly afriend in need. How did you managed it?"

Harry Vincent smiled.

"l only managed avery little of it," hereplied. "I may be ableto tell you more later. I'm anxiousto get
your story. But let's have breskfast firgt."

While Harry was caling downgtairs, Abdul spoke to his master.



"| shal leave you, burrasahib,” he said in aknowing tone. "This other man - Vincent sahib - may have
much to tell you. It is better | should go.”

He gave adip of paper to Bruce Duncan.

"Thiswill be my address,” Abdul explained. "I have aHindu friend herein New Y ork. Y ou can reach me
there.”

He drew a second paper from his pocket.

"This, burrasahib,” he added, "iswhy | cameto you last night. It fell out of the pocket of the old man
when he cameto see you at your house."

Duncan read the paper and whistled. He turned to question Abdul, but the Hindu had departed.
Harry Vincent came over and sat on the edge of the bed.

"Duncan," hesaid, "I'm going to tell you afew facts. In return, | want you to be frank with me. Last night
| made aphone cdl after we arrived. | cdled from my room, to anumber from which | had received
indructionsto assist you. | am permitted to tell you certain things concerning my own operations. Butin
return | amto find out al you know. | suspect that you had some secret reason for your visit to that
house last night. | think we can help each other. Does that seem fair?”

Bruce Duncan thought amoment. Then he decided. After al, it was Vincent'sintervention that had saved
hislife. Without that, his secret would have perished with him.

"| agree,” hesaid.
Thewaliter arrived with their breakfast. While they were eating Harry told his tory briefly.

" am the agent of abeing caled The Shadow," he said. "I can't tell you who heisor what heis, because
| don't know. He saved me from suicide, and I've worked for him ever since. He saved your life last
night. He expects your cooperation in return, and you are to keep secret what | tell you.”

"Agreed,” said Duncan. "Go on."

"I was watching I saac Coffran'shouse," said The Shadow's agent. "We bedlieve that the old man ismixed
up in some shady business, involving the mysterious disappearance of three persons. | wastold that you
were coming.

"| tried to rescue you last night, but | would have been killed by Coffran's big Mexican except for the
intervention of aman who | believe was The Shadow himsdlf. Somehow, he freed you from the death
chamber. | helped your Hindu servant bring you here.

"If you can shed any light on the affairs of Isaac Coffran, you may give usthe clue that we need to explain
the disappearances of three men - one from Trenton, one from Richmond, one from Cleveland. Each
vanished on a Tuesday. One week gpart. It is Friday now; the last one, Meyers of Cleveland, has been
gonethreedays.”

"A Tueday night,” murmured Bruce Duncan. He counted on hisfingers. "Why, the first one must have
gonejust one week after-"

He paused.

"Oneweek after what?' quizzed Harry Vincent.



"Vincent," blurted Duncan, "therés no usein trying to keep my secret any longer. I'm going to rely on
you."

DUNCAN fdt relieved as he poured forth his story. He began with the mysterious visitor who had
robbed the hiding place in the hearth. He told of hisuncle'sletter. He described the visit of Isaac Coffran,
and hisjourney to the home of the man he believed to be his uncles friend. He described the accidental
reading of the last |etter, and the terror he had known in the gas-filled study. The escape by the elevator
was newsto Harry Vincent; from then on, the account was plain. "What do you think about it?" asked
Duncan when he had concluded.

"Just onething I want to know," said Harry. ™Y ou mentioned the | etter that you were reading in Coffran's
study. What did it say, besides the accusation?'

Duncan's mind was groping. His thoughts seemed far away as he repeated:

"An attack in Singapore - aplot in Russia- an attempted murder in France - aman who told and died.
There was something dse. | haveit! Bernardo Chefano - the twisted lips - they will identify him no matter
what disguise or diashe may use"

"Ah!" exclamed Harry. "Theré's something! We can connect some one else with Isaac Coffran. Did the
gpe-man have twigted lips?'

"No," said Duncan, "he was hardly aman at dl, as| remember. Of course the hashish had me pretty well
doped that night. I might have seen anything. Bernardo Chefano. He can't be Pedro, ether. Wait! Some
one had charge of that strange creature that came into my room. Some one whistled outside. That might
have been Pedro, of course. It couldn't have been old Coffran. So it may not have been thisfellow
Chefano after dl.”

He happened to see the paper that lay on the foot of the bed. He had forgotten it.

"Look," hesaid. "Abdul gave methis. It fel out of Coffran's pocket the night he was at my house. Some
one sent it to him. That indicates the extraman!"

"'Find out what Duncan knows," read Harry. "He found out what you know, dl right, but not dl." Harry
read again:

"Invedtigate persondly.’ He did that. Came to the house; most unusud for him.
"'Prevent dl interference.’

"That was Coffran's scheme dl right. With you out of the way, there could be no interference - on your
part at least, and the message dealswith you.

""Plansareworking perfectly.’
"What can that mean?"
Harry Vincent looked toward Bruce Duncan.

"It's got me stumped,” admitted Duncan. "If the man from Russiahad arrived, Chefano - assuming he
wrote the note - would have the jewels by thistime. The planswould not be working. They would have
worked completdly.”

"Yes," agreed Harry, "it means that something has been going on; that something will continueto go on.



We must think in terms of these three men who have disappeared. Can there be a connection between
them and you?"

"I never heard of any of them. What did you say their names were?'

"Arthur Hooper, J. Howard Longstreth, Elbridge Meyers. Three men from different cities. One
disappeared each Tuesday, beginning exactly aweek after you had your experience.”

"I never heard their names before.” Bruce looked out the window, asif he sought relief there.
Harry Vincent paced across the room. Suddenly he stopped. A look of horror appeared upon hisface.

"Duncan!" he exclamed. "I haveit! Itishorrible- it isfiendish! Only Isaac Coffran could have planned
it"

"What?'

"Thecrimethat isstill going on. Let me explain. Get my reasons. First, suppose that the messenger from
Russaisnot dueto arriveimmediately.

"In those stolen paperswas alist of the names and addresses of the Sx men who wereto receive their
shares of the wedlth. Therewas also aletter to your uncle, naming the time and place of meeting -
probably similar to those received by the others.

"Thethief can gppear to claim the wealth, posing as your uncle or his representative. But the others
would be there, too. He would have to divide the money he received.”

"You don't mean -"

"Y ou seeit now, too. Fake notes to each of the six. Copies - forgeries - patterned after the note to your
uncle. Notesthat look authentic - setting the date ahead! One six weeks early, one five weeks early -"

"Vincent!" Bruce Duncan's exclamation expressed horror. "'l seeit! Hooper - Longstreth - Meyers. Each
of them isone of the sx men! One by one they have been lured to the meeting place and there they -"

"They have died," wasVincent's solemn announcement. "But Duncan, there are three men morel”

"Three men more!™ echoed Duncan. "Men who we do not know. Men whom we cannot help. Men
marked to die!"

CHAPTER XVIII. FELLOWSLEARNS SOMETHING

CLAUDE FELLOWS reclined comfortably in the cushions of the limousine and puffed acigar in
contentment. It was Friday evening; he was on hisway to aparty in New Jersey.

The chubby insurance broker had many wedthy friends. Most important of them al was Lamont
Crangton, amillionaire who owned afine estate in New Jersey, twenty miles outside of New Y ork.
Cranston was holding the party to-night. He had sent one of his cars - chauffeur included - to bring
Fellows.

Cranston was agood friend to have. Fellows had known him back in the days when the insurance
business had been |ess prosperous. The millionaire had away's given him encouragement. The only
trouble was that Cranston was so often away. Like other persons of wedlth, he apparently went South in
the winter and North in the summer. It was said that he often traveled to Europe.



At any rate, it was an event when the big house in New Jersey was open and guests were invited.
Fdlows had dways fdt that Cranston might have helped him out of hisfinancid trouble afew years ago.
But that had occurred when the millionaire was away. Fellows had pulled out of his predicament, thanks
to The Shadow. That had been hisfirst experience with his mysterious employer.

Fellows had performed his servicesfaithfully and well. He no longer had worries. Checks camein
regularly, even when hisinsurance businesswas dow. He had never been able to identify The Shadow;
now hewas no longer curious about the matter.

To-day he had sent in amost important report. Harry Vincent had cometo his office and had told of an
interview with Bruce Duncan. Not only had Fellowslearned of |saac Coffran's fiendish schemes and the
secret of Bruce Duncan's uncle; he had listened to awell-thought-out theory that Vincent had evolved.

All these matters had gone in the morning report. The stenographer had taken the envelope to the dingy
office on Twenty-third Street. A reply had been received. It was asimple one - ingtructionsto Harry
Vincent to wait with Bruce Duncan at the Metrolite Hotel until further notice.

Vincent had seemed a bit impatient. But Fellows had taken the whole affair very camly, and his soothing
advice had quieted the eager young man. It was evident that The Shadow intended to think matters over
carefully. The dtuation was unquestionably adifficult one.

Thelimousine had passed through the Holland Tunnel. It had traveled several milesinto New Jersey and
was how running aong an unimportant highway. The chauffeur pulled up at asmal service station.

"Always get my gasoline here, sir," he explained to Fellows, opening the rear door of the car to do so.
"I have no objections.” Theinsurance broker smiled.

The chauffeur closed the door. Fellows shut his eyes and yawned. As he did, he thought he heard the
door open and close again. Probably the chauffeur had not shut it tightly thefirst time.

Thelimousine was moving again. The insurance broker was completely donein back; in fact, he was
entirely by himsdlf, for the glass partition was closed behind the chauffeur.

"Thisisredly comfortable," he said doud.
"| agreewith you," replied avoice.

FELLOWS was startled. The voice had come from the corner of the car. It was black there, for there
were no lights dong the road. But Fellows was not surprised smply because he heard the voice; it was
the tone of the voice that startled him. He had heard it before - long ago - that weird whisper. 1t had
aways seemed friendly to him, but he could well imagine it asavoice that could creste dread
apprehension.

"The Shadow!" he exclaimed.
"Yes" camethe shilant whisper. "To-day's report was excellent.”
"Thank you," replied Fellows.

"Redlizing that you would be done," said the voice of The Shadow, "1 took this opportunity to join you
on your journey. | have been thinking matters over. Listen carefully while tell you what our new plans
will be. Y ou can give Vincent hisingructionstomorrow."



Fellows leaned back in the seat and shut his eyes. He felt more accustomed to that strange, whispered
voice. It waslow but clear. Every word seemed to impressitsaf upon his mind.

"The fourth man, picked for death, will reach the meeting place on next Tuesday. At ten o'clock atrain
leaves Harrisburg - southwest, through the Cumberland Valley. | believe the meeting placeisin that
direction - perhaps among the surrounding mountains.

"Before next Tuesday the place must be discovered. Y ou may intrust that work to two men - Harry
Vincent and Bruce Duncan.

"Y ou will receive amemorandum to-morrow morning by nine o'clock.”

The big car turned off the road and stopped between stone gateposts. A keeper appeared in the glare of
the lights and opened the iron gates.

Thelimousine swung up the driveway. It stopped at the entrance to Cranston's mansion. The chauffeur
opened the door on the side where The Shadow sat. The porch lights shone fully into the interior of the
automobile. Theinsurance broker could see the entire seat as he stepped out.

The car was empty!

At someinstant - probably when they had stopped at the gates - The Shadow had disappeared, silently
andinvighly.

Fellows could not believe his senses. He amost doubted that he had had a companion in the limousine.
Hewould have considered it dl adream, but for those clear thoughts and statements that till lingered in
hismind.

He went leisurely into the house. He gave his hat and coat to awaiting servant. He was ushered into the
largeliving room.

Lamont Crangton greeted him with asmile. The millionaire was a comparatively young man, but hisface
seemed atrifleold. In fact it was dmost masklike, as though his festures possessed an artificid mold - a
surface over aface benesath.

Crangton's eyes were twinkling in akindly manner.
"Glad to seeyou, Claude," he said.
"Thanksfor sending the car,” replied Fellows.

"That'sdl right." The millionaire laughed. "But I've been worrying about you, old man. Rather adull trip it
must have been - coming out here dl done.”

"I didn't mindit."

"That'sgood." The millionaire's face took on an dmost solemn expression. "Y et it must have been rather
lonely for you. So I'll send afew of the other guests back with you to-night. It will be more interesting
than to sit al aone - done with darkness - and shadows.”

CHAPTER XIX. A CHANCE ENCOUNTER
I'T was Monday morning.

Two men were egting alate breskfast in the only restaurant of asmall town in Pennsylvania. They were



alonein acorner. Across the street they could see the railroad station.
The man nearest the window began to speak.

"Wel, Harry," he said, "thislooks like our last bet. The thriving town of Culbertville, Pennsylvania. Unless
we find something here, the whole plan iswrong.”

"Maybe we dipped up in one of the other towns, Bruce."

"Well, we made enough inquiries. Of course, time has been short. We can finish here to-day, then try the
other places again to-morrow. But there are other places that we haven't visited at all.”

"Those were diminated in the find ingtructions we received from Fellows.”
"Y ou mean in that telegram that was waiting for usin Harrisburg?'
"Yes"

"Why did Fellows cut them off the list? What does he know about it? We're here on the ground. He's
back in New York."

"The ingtructions came from The Shadow, Bruce. Fellows merely passed them on to us."
"Maybe The Shadow iswrong, Harry."

"Y ou don't know The Shadow, Bruce."

The man by the window shrugged his shoulders.

"He knows his stuff al right, Harry. | can seethat. But there'sjust a certain amount that ahuman mind
can do. | understand his plan al right. He thinks that one of the towns along this branch line isthe spot
we're after. So he studies them al from some standpoint that we don't know, and cuts some of them off
thelist. | admit that that's good theory. But does it work in practice?

"That'swhat we're trying to find out.”

"I know. So far it'sbeen ablank. Keep on with it; I'm game. But I'm beginning to question the entire
basis of the thing. There'stwo great chances of error. First - Elbridge Meyers. Are we sure he's one of
the men? Second - assuming that heis one of them, did he come thisway?'

"It'sal based on deduction, Bruce. The Shadow isamaster of that art.”

"Granted. But we're playing two long shots just the same. I'm right with you, Harry. But | don't want to
be disappointed if it doesn't work out."

His companion reached in his pocket and drew out aletter.

"| just stepped in the post office," he explained. "Meant to open thiswhen | camein. It'sfrom Fellows-
sent generd ddivery to reach us here thismorning. It can't be very important, but it may have some notes
of interest.”

He opened the | etter and scanned the written page. Bruce Duncan could see that the words werein
code.

"Well," said Harry Vincent, smiling. "Here's an answer to your first question. Investigation has reveded



that all three men - Hooper, Longstreth, and Meyers - were in Russia some years ago. Looks like the
origina ideaiscorrect.”

"Let'sseetheletter,” suggested Bruce curioudy.
Harry gaveitto him.

"| said the letter,” repeated Bruce.

"l gaveittoyou.”

"No, you didn't. Thisisablank sheet of paper.”
Harry amiled.

"| forgot you didn't know about it," he said. "Theink doesn't last on any lettersthat ded with The
Shadow's business. It fades out and never comes back.”

HARRY rosefromthetable.
"Let'sget started,” he suggested.

They left the restaurant and drove about the town in Vincent's coupe. The car bore Pennsylvanialicense
plates. Harry had been careful about that registration. It would not attract the attention of a car that was
plainly identified asfrom New Y ork.

After ashort cruise they returned and separated. Each spent an hour about town, gossiping in stores and
with idlers. Thiswas an easy task in the rurd community.

"Only onegood idea," said Harry when they met. "We might try the old Mountain Pike that goes north
from here. Therés abus runs over it, through a gap between the hills. The bus waits for the last train from
Harrisburg. Meyers might havetaken it if he got off here.”

"Good idea," agreed Bruce. "'l haven't anything better to offer.”

They rode dowly aong the pike toward the nearest mountains, which were severd milesaway. Asthey
neared the risng dopes, the road entered thick woods, which opened occasionally when they
approached farms.

They stopped when they had reached the highest point in the road, midway between two small
mountains

"Let'sgo back," said Bruce. "We passed severa side roads. The spot we hopeto find is probably some
distance off the pike."

Returning, they reached aroad that went to their left. It was adirt road and in poor condition. Harry
drovethe car carefully and dowed down as they neared a bend.

"Ligen!" exclamed Bruce.
From adistance up the road came a cry for help. It wasaman's voice, screaming loudly.

Harry pressed the accelerator. The car shot forward. They rounded the curve and turned sharply inthe
other direction. Directly in their path were two men struggling in the center of the road. One wastrying to
free himsdlf from the other's grasp. He was shouting, but his cries were weakening. Evidently he was



being choked.

Harry jerked the whed as he applied the brakes. He missed the combatants by a narrow margin, almost
ditching the car at the sde of the road.

The men were at the left of the car. The one who had been screaming had fallen in the dust, his opponent
upon him.

THE attacker was not alarge man, but he appeared vigorous. Harry seized him by the shoulders and
dragged him away. With aterrible snarl the fellow turned upon him. The attack wasterrific. In one
second Harry was lying helpless, with the man besting his head againgt the road.

Bruce came to the rescue. He had seen Vincent fal, and he realized the strength of the antagonist. He
had not anticipated such a battle or he would have seized awrench from the car. His help was needed
ingtantly now; he hurled himself upon the frenzied man and rolled him in the dust.

With this advantage, Bruce expected quick results. Y et he was suddenly overpowered; the tables were
turned. He found himself on his back, his arms beneath him. Clawlike hands were at histhroat. Ashe
stared upward he saw a hideous, wizened face, with wicked, glaring eyes.

Bruce Duncan was a the mercy of that apelike creature that had entered hisroom amonth ago. It was
the same brutal face that he had seen before!

The mongter possessed prodigious strength. 1t was choking him to death. Why didn't Vincent cometo his
rescue? Vincent, or the other man, whom they had aided? Duncan's head was besting within, like the
sound of adrum. His eyes seemed bulging from his head. He could even fed the clawsthat were buried
in hisneck.

Suddenly the pressure relaxed. Duncan was still powerless; the creature's hands were il at his throat.
But its head had turned sdeways. It was waiting, unwilling to looseitsvictim, yet hesitating for some
unknown reason. It seemed to be listening for something.

As Duncan breathed, the drumming ceased, and his head cleared. Then to his ears came a sound that he
had heard on that same eventful night. It wasalow, hissng whistle from far away; a penetrating whistle
that seemed to echo through hisbrain.

The creature rose quickly. With long, jumping stridesit dashed to the side of the road. As he propped
himself on one elbow, Bruce Duncan saw the strange monster disappear into the surrounding woods.

CHAPTER XX. TWISTED LIPS

SOME one helped Bruce Duncan to hisfeet. It was the man who had been struggling with the cresture
when the coupe had arrived.

Harry Vincent, adazed look on hisface, was sitting in the road, rubbing the back of his head.

The man, who was assisting Duncan, appeared to be afarmer. Hisface was white from his recent
experience.

"Sorry | couldn't come quicker, friend," he said. ™Y ou gentlemen helped me. | was pretty near done. |
wasjust comin' to help you when the critter ran away. | wasagoin' to hit him with this.”

He exhibited alarge sonein hisright hand.



"Let'sget him!" exclaimed Bruce.

He leaped to hisfeet and rushed to the car. He came back with two wrenches and ajack handle. He
passed awrench to the farmer. Harry, now well recovered, accepted the other. Flourishing the jack
handle, Bruce started through the underbrush, with the others closdly following.

The creature had plowed atrack through the bushes. It was easy for them to follow the course, which led
to apath. Running aong, away from the road, the three men continued their pursuit.

In afew hundred yards they cameto aclearing. A smal house stood there - aone-story building, not
much better than acabin. A man was watching from the rude porch. He held a shotgun over onearm,
and he gazed narrowly at the approaching group.

Bruce Duncan stopped in front of him. The man was dressed in outing clothes, but he did not appear to
be awoodsman. Instead, he looked like some one from the city. Hisface was rather hardened, and he
did not appear friendly.

"Wel?" questioned the man, as though demanding an explanation.

"Did you see anything of awild man?' asked Vincent, joining Bruce Duncan. "That's about the best way
to describe the fellow were after.”

"Y ou look rather wild yoursalves," observed the man in agruff voice. "Y ou're on private property, too.
What'stheideaof coming in herethisway?"

"It'sthewild man," explained Duncan angrily. "He camethisway. Y ou must have seen him."
The man on the porch thrust his chin forward.

"You'retdling mewhat I've seen?' he asked in asignificant voice. "Ligten, young fellow. Yourea
trespasser. Get that? Move along before | plug you."

He raised the shotgun in athreatening manner.

Thefarmer intervened.

"Just forget that shotgun, stranger,” he said. "Thisain't your property. | live around here. | know."
"I'mrenting it," declared the man on the porch.

"From whom? I'll bet you're squatting here. Thisis Seth Wilkinson's property. Seth'safriend of mine.
Livesin Harrisburg. If you don't want trespassers, wheré€'s your notice?’

"Over on that tree."

"That's Seth Wilkinson's sign. Not yours. What's more, that shotgun businessain't used around these
parts no more. If you want aquick jury tria with twelve men dl agin' you, just plug one of us. Y ou got
just two barrelsthere. You ain't agoin' to hit al three.”

He swung the wrench in short circles.
"Look!" exclamed Harry. " See? In the window! "

They turned toward the cabin window, but saw nothing.



"It'sgone," assarted Harry. "It's the man that was in the road. He'stherein the house. He half killed me.
I'm going to get him."

"Wait aminute." The man on the porch was spesking. "I guess I've made amistake with you felows. I've
got thewild man here, boys. Heisn't awild man, though. He's just eccentric. Did he give you trouble?"

"Blamed right he did,” gaculated the farmer. "He jumped out of the bushes and landed on mein the road.
These gentlemen came dong in their car just intimeto save me."

"That makesit different.” The man on the porch laid the shotgun asde. "L et me explain matters. Thisman
| have hereis haf-witted. He's strong, but he's mild ordinarily. I've got charge of him. I know how to
handle him, and he'sjust like achild ordinarily. | brought him here because we figured that if he was kept
off by himsdlf for awhile, hewould improve.

"l am very sorry for what has happened,” the man went on smoothly. "'l really mean that. | can promise
you that it will not happen again. | wasignorant of what actualy occurred. Thisisavauable lesson for
r.],E.ll

Bruce Duncan's mind was working rapidly. The man's story was agood one and plausible. It was evident
that his ape-faced charge had escaped by accident. There were even more reasons than the one he had
explained that would make him desirous of keeping the brute under cover.

For Duncan knew that the ape-man had been used for acrimina purpose on at least one occasion. He
and Vincent had found the clue they sought - the fact that linked the present with that first event of a
month ago.

The man on the porch could not have recognized Duncan. For it was the ape-man who had entered his
room, and Bruce doubted that the cresture had sufficient intelligence to tell his master who Bruce Duncan
was.

Bruce glanced at Harry. Heredlized that hisfriend had not yet caught the significance of their discovery.
The best plan wasto leave and go back toward the town. On the way he could tell everything to
Vincent.

They were nearing the evidence they sought. But who was the man on the porch? Was he merely a
person of minor importance who kept the apelike creature under control? Or was he the one behind the
sequence of crime?

It wasthis perplexity that caused Bruce Duncan to remain staring at the fellow after his two companions
had turned toward the path. The stranger had bidden them a cordia farewell, thanking them for informing
him of the attack made by hisward.

The man was laughing in afriendly manner as he waved good-by. AsHarry and the farmer turned away,
his lips closed together.

Upon hisface gppeared astrange, peculiar smile.

On one sde hislips seemed to curl upward, on the other they turned downward. It gave hismouth a
distorted expression - one that the viewer would not soon forget.

Bruce Duncan turned and hurried after his companions. He could scarcely restrain his exultation.

For the smile had betrayed the identity of the man who lived in the cabin. There was only one way to
describe that smile. The mouth that had formed it had twisted lips.



CHAPTER XXI. PLANS ARE ARRANGED

WHEN Vincent, Duncan and the farmer had reached the road, Harry turned the car back toward the
Mountain Pike. They rode aong the dirt road, taking the farmer with them. He said good-by at the pike,
and the two young men were aone as Harry swung the coupe onto the highway that led back to
Culbertville.

It was then that Bruce Duncan made his startling revel ations to his astonished companion.

"The ape-man!" exclaimed Harry when he had heard the story. "The same beast that entered your room!
And the fellow on the porch was Chefano! Bruce, weve found what we wanted.”

"Right, Harry. But what shall we do next?'
Harry considered.

"It won't do to go back there right away," he said. "I think our best plan isto head for the town. When
we'rethere | think we can make plans.”

"Areyou going to report to New Y ork?"

"Not until to-night. That will be soon enough. We may discover more in the meantime.”

"Still, we ought to be on the ground. Our plan now isto watch Chefano. We must do it carefully.”
"No question about that, Bruce. The ape-faced wild man is dangerous. It's not wise to take chances.”

"That's not the most important reason. We must not let Chefano suspect that we are present. If he has
any ideathat we areinterested in his plans, he will probably make changes.”

"Y ou areright, Bruce. The best thing we can do to Sart isto make inquiriesin the village. We will find
out how theland lies"

"Be careful. Chefano may have some one working with him, on the lookout for strangers.”

"| don't think so, Bruce. But you leaveit to me. | have aplan aready forming. Let me do the questioning;
you agree with anything | say. | won't excite the least suspicion.”

They were approaching the town. When they arrived near the ation, Vincent parked the car. With
Duncan following, he strolled up to agroup of idiers.

"Howdy," said one of the men.

"Good morning,” replied Harry. "Nice country around here."
"Plenty say that."

"How'sthefishing?'

"Good - if you know the right places.”

The other men in the group laughed good-naturedly.

"My friend and | are looking for aplace to spend afew weeks. Thought maybe we could rent alittle
shack in the woods. Do you know of any up aong the Mountain Pike?"



"Theres quite afew up that way," replied one of the other idlers. "All depends upon how far away from
town you want to be."

"Seth Wilkinson has a couple of old cabinsin thewoods," remarked another man. "They're pretty old
ones, | reckon. Wouldn't be much good in wet westher."

"Try old Josh Stevens," suggested the first man. "He's got aregular house - small but good - about a haf
mile off the pike. There ain't been any oneliving therefor along time."

"Where does hisplacelie?' questioned Harry. "Isit very far from town?"

"About four milesout,” said the former speaker. "When you begin to get up in the hills, you run into
Wilkinson'sland. It comes down to the pike. Then theré'sa small road leading in to theright. That'sthe
road to the house. But you don't need to go out there to find out more about it. Stevens has astore
across the street there. Y ou can see him now if you want."

"How doesit sound to you?" Vincent asked Duncan.
"All right," answered his companion.

THEY found Josh Stevensin his store. He was anxious to rent the house. Once started, he began along
description of it. With thead of afew questions, Harry Vincent gained an excellent fund of information. It
was agood house, better than the two old cabins owned by Seth Wilkinson. They were nothing more
than shacks. They could be seen by walking through the woods below the Stevens house. Neither of the
cabins was occupied; Wilkinson was away, and had neglected them. Josh Stevensinvited the two vigtors
to make the comparison for themsalves.

The outcome of the discussion was the payment of sixteen dollars - amonth's rent in advance - by
Harry.

The mountain bus was at the station when the young men came out of Josh Stevenss store. Harry went
over and talked with the driver.

"Where do you stop dong the Mountain Pike?' he inquired. "We're going to stay up that direction. We
may have to use the bus occasiondly.”

"I stop anywhere a passenger wants to get off. Y ou can't ask much better service than that.”
"Whenisthelast bus?'

"Leaves here at eleven thirty, after the last train comesin from Harrisburg. Wewait if the train'slate. It's
usudly ontime”

"Do you get many passengersthat late?" asked Bruce casudly.
"Quite afew that go through to the end of the route. Not many that get off before that.”
"Mostly regular passengers, | suppose,” said Harry.

"Generdly. | know most of them on that last trip. Guess | haven't had astranger for aweek - not since
thetime left the fellow off at the Ridge Road. Funny thing; | hadn't made that stop in months. Now it
seems like some new rider gets off there every week, regular.”

Duncan glanced sgnificantly at Vincent. The Ridge Road was the one on which they had encountered the
ape-man.



"Lookslike we have everything,” Brucetold Harry asthey walked acrossthe street. "The old cabin must
be the meeting place. The letters that were received must have given the directionsto go there.”

"Thetime of the meeting isevidently midnight,” replied Harry. "With the busleaving a eeven thirty, any
one could arrive at the cabin before twelve."

"How about your report?”
Harry smiled a the question.
"To-night issoon enough,” hereplied. "It'stimefor lunch now."

They reached the Stevens house late in the afternoon. The place was well-secluded in the thick woods;
an ideal spot to remain undiscovered. The house contained old furniture; they arranged the beds with
sheets and blankets that they had bought at Stevens's store.

"What next?" asked Bruce.
"Comewith me," replied Harry.

He went to the back of the coupe and opened it. Within was alarge box which Harry unlocked. Lifting
the lid and taking out an inner covering, he revealed acomplete radio apparatus - the most compact
mechanism that Duncan had ever seen.

"Know anything about wirdesstelegraphy?' questioned Harry.

"Not much," admitted his companion. "I studied the Internationa code and can send messages dowly,
but I never went in for radio very sirongly.”

"I know agood hit about it?* said Harry. "Thisis one of the smplest sending sets ever devised. It has
remarkable mechanica improvements. Y ou can help me put up the agrid. I'll do the rest.”

The two men completed the work at dusk. The night was cool at thisdtitude. They sat before afirein the
main room on thefirst floor, with the sending equipment and the receiving set close by.

"WEell cook some dinner,” said Harry. "Then we can make our last investigation. After that we send out
information. Fellows said that the Monday night report would be most important.”

Duncan was enthused while they ate. He had wondered why Vincent had been so indifferent about
making his report. He had imagined that out here they would be far away from means of communication,
and that it would be necessary to go into the village to find a telephone. Instead, they werein direct
contact with headquarters.

Harry had pulled down the shades at dark. After they had finished egting, he extinguished the oil lamps.
He went out on the porch. Bruce followed. They found a path in the darkness. It led toward Seth
Wilkinson's property.

They felt their way for acongderable distance. Then Harry clutched his companion'sarm.
"Look," hewhispered. "A light through the woods."

The gleam was from the cabin they had visited during the morning. Asthey arrived closer, they saw that
the light came from a crack at the bottom of arear window where the shade had not been fully drawn.

"No use going any farther,” whispered Harry. "We know who isinside; that's enough. We mustn't let



Chefano have any suspicion whatever.”

They listened awhile in the hope that some sound might come from the shack. But dl remained silent.
The companions carefully retraced their footsteps and found their own abode.

Seated by thefire, Harry clicked hisfirst message, tapping the key dowly while he referred to a code that
lay before him. He waited afew minutes, then repeated the message he had sent.

A hdf hour passed while Harry waited with the ear phones on his head. Then his hand became busy with
apencil and paper. Hewasreceiving areply.

He read the message to Bruce Duncan:

"Watch the house to-morrow night. When the fourth man arrives, be ready to act. Protect him at any
cost. Meanwhile, give no sign of your presence.”

Harry sent abrief response stating that the message had been received. He opened a suitcase that he had
brought from the car. He took two automatics and gave one to Bruce Duncan. He repesated the
operation with two flashlights that were in the bag. Then he bolted the door of the house.

"Well take no chancesto-night,” he said. "But | am sure that we are safe here. Our real task istomorrow
- a midnight. | gavefull details of our location in my first message, and aso described the cabin where
Chefano awaitsthe next victim. We will be ready when thetime arrives.”

CHAPTER XXII. A SCHEME FOR VENGEANCE

ISAAC COFFRAN sat in hisupstairs room and tapped methodically on the arm of hischair. Beforehim
stood Pedro. The big Mexican wore a bandage on his head.

"Pedro," said the old man in asharp voice, "1 am thinking of something that will plesse you.”
The Mexican did not reply. Isaac Coffran continued as though he had not expected aresponse.

"| liketo talk to you, Pedro. Y ou seldom say anything in return. That is because you do not think for
yoursdlf. You do just what you aretold to do. Y ou are the type of man that is useful.”

The Mexican grinned.

"That's better," said the old man. "Y ou are becoming interested. A few nights ago, Pedro, you made a
great mistake. Y ou left awindow loosein the cdllar. | do not like you to make mistakes. Y ou have
suffered for it. That iswhy you are wearing the bandage on your head. | am going to give you achanceto
make amends for your mistake.”

The grin on the Mexican's face broadened until it became an ugly leer.

"This house has been watched," resumed I saac Coffran. "When young Duncan camein he was seen. He
was rescued. He was the only man who has ever escaped me. He will be caught later. But it ismore
important that we capture the man who caused the trouble. Do you agree with me, Pedro?"

The big Mexican nodded.

"The man wewant is called The Shadow," said | saac Coffran. "Heisclever. Likedl clever men, heisnot
awayswise. By watching this house he haslearned nothing of my plans. For heis sill watching.”

The old man went to the window and raised atiny section of the iron shutter. Through it he peered into



the street below.

"I cannot see him, Pedro,” he said, "yet | know that he is watching. There are shadowsin the street, and
among them is The Shadow. Let him watch. He will not enter again. We have gone over every place
carefully. While heis here watching, he cannot be e sawhere. That isto my advantage. Hewill learn
nothing here. | am content while he says.

"But he may go away. Perhaps he will not come here to-morrow night. That would be unfortunate,
Pedro. For while he is outside, across the street, we can control him. We can trap him. Y ou would like
that, wouldn't you, Pedro?"

"l would likeit," said the Mexican. "'l would likeit - very much."

"| thought s0," said Isaac Coffran with acunning smile. "So | am going to trap him, Pedro, and you are to
help me."

THE Mexican's smile disappeared. His face became mdicious. He drew the large machete from his belt.
Thefingers of his other hand twitched as though eager for vengeance.

"Not that way, Pedro," said the old man. "' said that you do not think, and | speak the truth. The Shadow
istoo wise to enter here without areason. Y ou would have me leave the front door open, | suppose,
thinking that he would enter. That action, Pedro, would make him stay away.

"Why is he waiting and watching? Not because he expects some one to arrive, but because he hopes
some one will leave. He knowswho isin the house. He knowsthat | am here. He knowsthat you are
here. If weleave, wewill be followed. So you will leave Pedro. Y ou will go out hurriedly, but you will
make no sign to indicate that you know some oneisthere - across the street. Do you understand?”

"S, senor,” replied the Mexican. "1 understand. What do you wish that | should do?

"Three years ago, Pedro," said Isaac Coffran reflectively, "we disposed of atroublesome person. He was
annoying - like this Shadow. He had cause to follow you. So | let him follow you. Y ou went to alittle
store afew streetsaway. Y ou remember the place. From there you went to a place called the Black Ship
- downgtairs - underground - where men drink.”

"I remember," replied the Mexican. Hisevil grin reappeared. "'l remember what happened there. | went
through the big room -"

"That isenough,” interrupted | saac Coffran. "Pedro, you know well that | have many ways and many
planswhich | use to remove those persons who are troublesome. | seldom use the same method often.
That iswhy my methods are sure. Three years ago! That wasthe only time | worked the plan that |
intend to useto-night. It isarranged by aman whom | can trust, because heis paid in advance and does
not know who | am!

"Heisawaysready, waiting, on aMonday night. | have paid him regularly for three years, because |
knew that someday | would need him. To-night he will earn his pay.

"The Shadow!" The old man chuckled in derision. "The Shadow! A man who is clever. He proved that
the other night. He has studied me, Pedro. He knowsthat | plot to bring people here. How he has found
it out isamystery, for no one else has ever suspected it. But there is one thing The Shadow does not
know; | am sure of that. He does not know that | can lure clever persons away from my house and trap
them somewhere dse! Very well. Hewill learn that to-night.”

The old man looked at the clock upon the wall.



"Five minutes after eleven,” he said. "It istimefor you to start. | can depend upon you, Pedro. When you
have done something once, you can dways do it well the second time. Go. Remain there. Remember
what you see. Tell medl. Y ou will have the pleasure to-night, when you see The Shadow die!™

THE gleam upon Pedro's dark face reveded his eagerness. The big Mexican's eyes were widening. His
breath hissed as he sucked through his teeth. He thrust the machete beneath his coat. He opened and
closed hishugefists. He laughed silently. Then he became cam.

"| thank you, senor,” he said. "'l thank you. | go. Now."

Isaac Coffran rubbed his hands together gleefully as he heard the Mexican's departing footsteps. He
listened as the front door opened. He peered through the opening in the shutter. He saw Pedro walking
along the street. He fancied that a shadow on the pavement was moving in pursuit.

Pedro was not thinking of the shadows that surrounded him. The big Mexican had no imagination. His
mind dealt with tangible matters as he walked toward the corner.

Hewas recalling what had occurred afew nights before - how living hands had come through the cellar
grating to subdue him as easly asif he had been a child. Pedro did not smile as he reached the corner,
yet histeeth were gleaming in the brightness of the street lamp. His expresson was one of expected
vengeance.

The Mexican turned several corners, findly stopping on aside Street before acigar store. He entered the
shop. He purchased two packs of cigarettes, each of adifferent brand.

He loitered about for severa minutes, then, lighting a cigarette, he started for the door. There he hesitated
amoment and felt carefully in his pocket as though to make sure that he had something about which he
might be anxious. With a satisfied smile he stepped into the street and walked away.

While the big Mexican had been standing in the store, aman Sitting in achair at the rear had risen and
entered a telephone booth. Shortly after Pedro's departure, this man, a stoop-shouldered, crafty-looking
fellow, sidled from the door of the tobacco shop.

The man behind the counter saw him go, but did not regard the matter as significant. He knew the fellow
as a customer who idled about the shop on various occasions. Had the storekeeper been conversant with
the underworld, he would have recognized the man as " Spotter” - one of the strangest charactersin the
realm of gangland.

Spotter's claim to fame rested upon his ability to recognize faces and the ease with which he could trall
any one whom he might follow. Immediately upon leaving the cigar store he became the least
congpicuous person in the street.

He moved stedlthily, going from one corner of abuilding to another, diding behind lamp-posts, obscuring
himsdlf beside empty ash cans. People walked by him without detecting his presence.

Y et with it al, Spotter moved with amazing rapidity. Within afew minutes he wasin sight of Pedro the
Mexican, and his quick eyeswerefollowing the big man's course.

Y et it was not Pedro himself that Spotter seemed to be watching. His gaze was fixed some distance
behind the Mexican, and as Spotter maintained a space of fifty yards between himself and the man
ahead, a perplexed look appeared upon hisface.

"Thisan't right,” whispered Spotter to himsalf. "Where's de guy I'm supposed to watch? Maybe he
dropped out somewhere."



He crossed the street and quickened his pace until he was closer to Pedro. Then Spotter's body merged
suddenly alongside abarrel that was on the sdewak. He watched carefully as the Mexican passed
beneath a bright light. He could see Pedro distinctly. He even noted the shadow of the huge man.

When Pedro had passed along, Spotter's eyes still remained upon that lighted area. No other man
appeared there, but along, thin shadow became visible on the sidewalk. It did beneath the glare. It was
blotted by the blackness beyond.

The barrd moved as Spotter trembled against it. The strange personage of the underworld did not move
from his position. Instead he whispered to himsdlf.

"It lookslike - like - De Shadow!"

Regaining his nerve, Spotter did along the sdewak, dowly, now, as though he desired to have as much
distance as possible between himsalf and Pedro.

"If it ain't De Shadow," he muttered, "I'm dl right. If it is De Shadow - well, | got to doit. Heain't
watchin' me, anyway. He's after dat big guy up ahead. He don't have to know I'm here - but he finds out

anyting! Everyting!"
Spotter squatted close to afire plug and thought for amoment. Then he laughed harshly.

"Well," he said softly, "it may be hisfunerd tonight. Hisfuneral. So here goes. | don't owe De Shadow no
good fedin's. | logt out t'rough him once. | ain't goin' to quit, now that | got started.”

He moved more quickly, but with the greatest care. Even hisfootsteps were soundless. And ashe
followed, far behind Pedro, he became more bold. For Spotter was entering the heart of the underworld;
he was among the haunts with which he was most famiiliar.

The Mexican turned down an alley. Spotter reached the corner very quickly. He saw Pedro stop before
adoor. He waited while the Mexican entered. A dim light revedled the scene, yet Spotter could see no
one else - not even a conspi cuous shadow.

Sowly, gedthily, he crept down thedim dley, virtudly invisble in the darkness. He stopped suddenly,
thirty feet before he reached the doorway. He saw it now, acrossthe aley - ahuge, black blot on the
sdewalk - ablot that seemed to sway.

Spotter remained motionless. His eyes sought the wall above the sirange quivering shadow. Everything
was dark aong the wall; he would have sworn that there was no onein that spot.

No one moved aong the dley. The place seemed absolutely deserted. Spotter, crouched behind a pile of
boxes, did not betray his presence. He waited expectantly, afraid to move despite the fact that his sharp
eyes had seen nothing.

Suddenly a human form seemed to emerge from the dark wall. The appearance was ingtantaneous, as
though a curtain had been swept asdeto reved aliving being. A man walked openly beneath thelight - a
man attired in rough clothing, who appeared to be atypica denizen of the underworld.

Spotter could seethe man'sface; it was asullen, grimy face. He knew every onein gangland; yet he
could not identify this person. The man who had appeared with such amazing suddenness entered the
doorway where the Mexican had gone.

Spotter waited, again undecided. Then he rose dowly, and stood still. For amoment he began to turn, as
though to leave the dley. Then, with an effort, he approached the doorway. It was the entrance to the



basement den known asthe Black Ship - aplace with which Spotter was quite familiar.

"De bunch will know me," mumbled Spotter as he hesitated before the door. "Dey will dl know me. An'
if dat's De Shadow - well, he will know me, too."

Hethrust hishandsin his pockets. Some coinsjingled. They were the change left from money he had
spent - money which had been paid him in advance for the work he was expected to do to-night.

"| tipped de bunch off aready," observed Spotter, as though reasoning with himself. "If | don't show up,
maybe dey'll blow de works demsalves. | ain't got nothin' to do but go ahead wid it. It means more
dough comin' to meif it works."

He shrugged his shoulders.

Then, defying his apprehensions, he drew his hands from his pockets, opened the door, and stepped into
the Black Ship.

CHAPTER XXIIl.IN THE BLACK SHIP

THERE were about two dozen men in the large underground den when Pedro entered. The Mexican,
with his ugly, scar-marked face, was afit companion for the group that was assembled there. His eyes
shone, and histeeth gleamed as he looked about him with satisfaction.

The crowd in the Black Ship represented the most ruthless thugs of the underworld. Every face that
Pedro saw was a hardened, criminal type. Pockmarked features, ratlike eyes, coarse, brutd lips - these
predominated in the Black Ship.

The Mexican seated himsdlf at atable near the smdl bar that wasin one corner of the room. The man
behind the bar, ahuge, brutal fellow, brought out a bottle and aglass and placed them in front of Pedro.
The Mexican gave him adollar bill.

He knew who the bartender was. The man was"Red Mike' himsdlf, the proprietor of the Black Ship. He
conducted his notorious dive without interference from the police. For the Black Ship wasthe meeting
place of the worst criminasthat the underworld could boast, and the fact that it operated almaost openly
was of value to the authorities who sought to combat the evil hordes of gangland.

Police detectives did not enter the Black Ship, but their stool pigeons did. Time and again notorious
criminas were traced from this den of the underworld. Y et it was only the most daring and most secretive
of stool pigeonswho dared enter the Black Ship; for had their identity been known, their liveswould
have been taken in an ingtant.

Red Mike knew that his place was tolerated by the police. For that reason he insisted that order be
preserved. The gangsters respected Red Mike. They were hisfriends, and any unruly customer would be
gected ingtantly at his command.

"No gun play" was the proprietor's strict rule. He did not permit fights and quarrels among crooks to
enter hisdomain. There was only one entrance to the Black Ship. It was an unwritten law in the
underworld that those whose victims entered the dive beneath the street should wait outside until their
men left Red Mike's place.

Any one could enter. Any one could be served. But only the toughest characters camein. Red Mike
spotted strangersingtantly. Aslong asthey sat quietly and drank what they received they were welcome,
But no one was allowed to take a bottle from his place.



LIKE every hardened man of that district, Red Mike was willing to take a chance for the proper price.
Hence, on rare occasions, he dlowed afight to sart in the Black Ship - but aways under the most
careful conditions.

He was expecting trouble to-night. A phone call had come from the proper person. In response, Red
Mike had served free drinksto al his patrons. Thiswas a remarkable action - one which was seldom
performed in the Black Ship.

Some of the men had received the unexpected benefit with looks of surprise. Others - these were the
oneswhom Red Mike noticed particularly - had grinned in anticipation. Their toughened faces had shown
sudden interest.

One by one they had risen from their tables and had gone through adoor into asmal inner room - a
stone-walled gpartment with an iron-plated door. It was seldom that Red Mike alowed any of his
patronsto enter that room. It was usualy kept for storage purposes.

Pedro the Mexican had entered before the last man had gone through the heavy door. Hefinished his
drink leisurdly. While he still sat at histable, the outer door of the Black Ship swung open and aman
walked through the entrance.

The newcomer wastall and wiry. Hewore khaki pants that were too large for him. An old sweater
covered hisbody. A ragged cap was pulled down over his eyes. Beneath the visor was aface that
reveded the typica gangster - acrud, toughened face.

The pulled-down cap obscured the man's eyes and forehead. Red Mike did not recognize the new
customer, yet he placed him instantly as agangster. The proprietor of the Black Ship prided himself on
his ability to spot any detective. Thisfellow was not of that ilk. He was unquestionably a denizen of the
underworld.

The man accepted the bottle and glassthat Red Mike laid before him and proffered afive-dollar bill. The
proprietor made change and laid the money on the table. The man's head was turned downward; the cap
prevented Red Mike from catching the dightest glimpse of his countenance.

The proprietor of the Black Ship waited behind the bar. He watched the stranger draw out a cigarette
and light it before sampling the contents of the bottle. Another man came through the entrance. Red Mike
recognized the fellow ingtantly. It was Spotter, the crafty-faced sneak who knew the underworld so well.

Spotter moved quickly and quietly across the room, taking aposition in a corner, where he could
observe the stranger who had entered before him. Y et Spotter was so situated that the other man could
not see him without turning. No sign on Spotter's face betrayed any interest whatever. He became
ingtantly occupied with the bottle that Red Mike put before him.

Pedro the Mexican sat where he could see Spotter. The big man with the scar on hisface rose from the
table. He stood as though undecided. Then he walked across and opened the heavy door. The sound of
voices came from within as the Mexican entered the other room.

A FEW minutes passed, then two or three more ruffians came into the Black Ship. The den was
becoming well-filled. Thiswas Red Mike's cue.

"Them that wants can go in the other room,” he announced. "Big crowd here to-night, boys."

The newcomers had aready seated themselves, so they remained where they were. But shortly after Red
Mikesinvitation the stranger with the pulled-down cap rose and casually entered the other room. Spotter



finished hisdrink dowly. Then heleft his place and followed the Stranger.

Theinner room was virtudly avault, with alow stone ceiling and walls of solid masonry. It was lighted by
alarge dectric bulb which hung from the ceiling. It was afair-szed room, and contained severa tables
around thewalls.

There were exactly eleven men there when Spotter entered and dipped into achair beside the nearest
table. Pedro was seated in afar corner, apparently talking to aman opposite him. The gangster with the
pulled-down cap was close by, sullenly douched over histable, apparently unaware what was going on.
The otherswere drinking and talking in rather low voices.

Red Mike entered and distributed bottles and glasses. When the proprietor had gone, the room
apparently remained the same, except for onefact - al its occupants, with the exception of the douching
man with the cap, seemed to be turning furtive glancesin the direction of Spotter.

The crafty-faced fellow poured himsalf one drink and gulped down the contents of his glass. He drank
again, rather rapidly; findly he emptied the bottle. As he was about to set it on the table, hetilted the top
of the bottle, and pointed it toward the man with the cap.

All eyes shifted toward the stranger. The man was leaning over the table, ignoring his drink. His hands
rested beneath the table. The other men in the room began to move. Hardened grins appeared upon their
faces. They were dl known to Spotter; he recognized the fact that his companions were the boldest thugs
of the underworld. He grinned a so, for he was sure that guns would not be needed to-night.

Only one man displayed too much eagerness for what was to come. That was Pedro, the Mexican. He
acted one second too soon. Spotter's motion had been the signd for a sudden attack that would come
with cleverly calculated stedlth. But Pedro, alook of grim vengeance appearing on hisface, could not
wait. He swung from his chair and sprang upon the huddled man who wore the cap. The Mexican's hand
shot upward from his coat. The machete gleamed and came downward with a sure, well-aimed stroke.

The blade never reached its mark. As Pedro hurled himself across the table with amazing speed, the man
with the cap did quickly away from the wall where he sat. The machete whizzed by, cutting the shoulder
of the sweater. Pedro, with al hisweight behind the blow, fell forward upon the table.

Like aflash, the stranger wasin the center of the room. He was standing, head up now, with both hands
buried in thefold at the bottom of his swesater. His eyes were flashing as he glanced quickly around the
room.

Only Spotter did not move. He grinned as he watched with his crafty eyes. By quick action the unknown
man had reached the floor while the others were il rising. He stood there now, his shadow round and
black upon the floor before him.

Thiswasonly for an ingant. The nine thugs were in motion. Those nearest the stranger leaped with one
accord. Two of them were drawing knives. The others were hurling themsel ves to the spot where the
stranger stood.

With aquick, short motion the hands came from the fold of the swesater. The quick shots of two looming
automeatics burst the silence of the low-cellinged room. Spotter could see the spreading motion of the
stranger's hands as the bullets found their marks.

SOME of the cutthroats sprawled upon the floor. The others, springing forward, fell in amass upon their
prey. Thewiry man went down benegth the hegp. Spotter grunted in satisfaction as he saw knives
gleaming, raised to dtrike.



Then from the hegp of men came asingle pistal shot. Simultaneoudy the light in the celling was
extinguished. Glass clattered to the floor. The overpowered victim had freed ahand, and his quick,
instant aim had been true. The room was plunged in darkness.

Spotter dipped toward the door. There were shouts coming from the floor. Ten men, the giant Mexican
included, werefighting one. But in that blackness they could not identify the enemy they sought. A chair
crashed against the door. An oath came from Spotter.

The battler was free! Hewasfighting like ademon! Every blow he struck was finding amark. Bottles
crashed. Tables hurtled against the wals. The lone stranger was moving everywhere, using anything asa
wegpon. Hisfoemen were battling blindly. They were powerless.

Spotter could hear groans and sharp oaths. He redlized that the conflict would soon cease, with the one
man victorious. Then he would be aone with the enemy whom he had betrayed. Alone with The
Shadow!

There was athumping at the door. Spotter had cleverly bolted it when he had entered, to cut off the only
avenue of escape. Now he rose cautioudly from the floor, drew back the bolt, and |et the door swing
inward.

Thelight of the outer room revealed the faces of excited gangsters. They legped away from the door asit
opened - only Red Mike remaining. He was the one who had knocked. Spotter darted through the

opening.

The proprietor of the Black Ship held aflashlight and arevolver. But before he had an opportunity to
enter to the rescue, the cutthroats swept him aside as they came staggering out. A flying chair struck
Pedro as the big Mexican emerged, and he was stretched prone upon the floor.

Rowdies were crawling from the door - groaning, whining. Beaten men they were. Thelast one collgpsed
in the entrance. Then atal figure gppeared from the darkness. It raised the fallen ruffian and hedd himin
mid-air. Red Mike pointed hisrevolver, seeking an angle from which he could shoot without striking the
hel pless man who was being used as a shield.

Then the body of the crippled thug was hurled forward. It landed against Red Mike with terrific force,
sending the proprietor to the floor.

The door of the inner room closed with abang. The bolt clicked asit was shot in place. The thick,
iron-plated door blocked al entrance.

Then, to the ears of the men of the underworld, came a strange, ominous sound. It could be heard above
their excited voices - heard even though it was muffled by the heavy barrier.

It was a hollow, mocking laugh - achilling laugh - alaugh that made those hardened crooks stare & one
another in sudden darm.

Spotter shuddered as he recognized the laugh of The Shadow!
CHAPTER XXIV. A HORDE ATTACKS

RED MIKE restored order. There were fully three dozen angry men in his outer room - would-bekillers
who uttered mad threats as they saw their comrades stagger from the inner room. Thesefighters of the
underworld had become suddenly silent when they had heard The Shadow's mocking laugh. Then their
shouts had recommenced - to stop when the proprietor of the Black Ship held up a commanding hand.



"Quiet!" he howled.

The babd ceased. At Red Mike's summons, severa men came to the aid of the wounded crooks who
had been in the fight. Not one of the ten had escaped uninjured. Three of them were badly hurt; they
were carried to the strest.

The bullets from the automatics had been well aimed; most of them had struck the arms and shoulders of
the attackers. The Shadow had been swift to cripple hisfoemen.

Only two of the tribe were capable of further battle. One of them was Pedro. The big Mexican had not
been hurt until the chair had struck him during hisrush to safety. He was again ready for action,
recovered from the blow that had sprawled him.

He still gripped his huge machete. He flourished the weapon and leered venomoudly as he shouted to
Red Mike.

"Heishurt!" cried Pedro. "Heishurt, | tdl you! Heisin there; wherewe can get him!"
"Wait aminute," commanded Red Mike.
Heturned toward the door that led to the street. Two men were standing there.

"Look outside, boys," ordered Red Mike. "We don't want more gun play until we know that things are
quiet.”

The men left the Black Ship. The proprietor listened at the door to the inner room.

"Wevegot him, dl right,” he said quietly. "Hewas lucky, that'sal. He can't get out of there. We can take
our time. Who ishe?"

The question was put to Spotter.

"A stool," sad the crafty-faced man. "I seen de guy once before. He'sabad egg.”

A chorus of snarlsfollowed these words.

"Spotter knows 'em dl," affirmed athug. "He can pick 'em out when he sees'em. Let's get busy.”

Spotter smiled. He had made the right statement. He was glad that he had not mentioned the name of
The Shadow. It was known to comparatively few in the underworld; those who had heard the name held
itinawe.

"Easy now, boys" commanded Red Mike. "Wait till we know that everything isquiet.”

One of the two men who had |eft now reappeared at the entrance.

"All right outside,” he reported. "Geek iswatchin'. Y ouse can go ahead.”

Red Mike produced a hammer and chisdl. He began to pry one of theiron plates from the door.
"Watch out, Mike," warned Spotter. "He may pot you t'rough de door.”

"Not with them little toy guns."

Theiron sheet had been nailed fast to the top portion of the door. It yielded as the proprietor worked
upon it. With great effort, Red Mike forced it free a the bottom and bent it upward. The crooks watched



inglence

At last there was a space more than afoot in extent, just above the middle of the door. Red Mike turned
from hiswork and marshaed hisforces of the underworld. He placed three men on each sde of the
door. They stood with big revolvers. He moved the others to the corners and stationed two by the only
door that led to the street. Pedro insisted on being close by. He held the machete as though he hoped to
grike thefirst blow.

"Hereyou, Turkey," ordered Red Mike. "There'stwo bull's-eye lanterns over behind the bar. Take one
and give the other to another guy. Stand by the door.”

While the men were following ingtructions, Red Mike produced afire ax and along piece of strong wire.
Heused apair of pliersto fashion aloop inthe end of thewire.

"Come here, Spotter,” he said. "Y ou stand on the right side of the door. I'm going to smash ahole. You
know where the bolt lies. Shove the wire in and hook the bolt after | make the hole.”

"l an'tsurel candoit,” said Spotter cautioudly.
Pedro took the wire from his hand.

"I will doit," he said with agrin. Hetook his position beside the door and made afew practice thrusts
with thewire. "Go ahead. | am ready.”

Red Mike lifted the ax.

"Work smooth, boys," he said. "Firgt | crash the door. The Mex here pullsthe bolt. The guy won't be by
the door; helll be off in acorner. When you hear the bolt click, comein low, so you'll bein back of that
bottom sheet of iron.

"Then we rush the room. Guns and lights. Don't give him achance. If he does duck through - | don't see
how he can, though - I'll get him with the ax.”

Pedro grinned.
"Let him come," he said, brandishing the machete.

The men were dert. Thirty hardened fighters of the underworld werein readiness. Even thosein the
cornerswere prepared, dthough they believed the man in the inner room would never reach the
doorway.

Red Mike swung the ax against the door. Once, then again, and again. Asthe heavy strokes resounded,
Spotter sidled across the room and reached the door to the street.

"I'm goin’ out,” hetold the men there. "1 ain't got no rod; | ain't no use here.”

He peered through the crack of the outer door, watching the wood splinter under the powerful strokes of
Red Mike'sax. A small hole appeared in the door of the inner room.

The proprietor of the Black Ship stepped well back from the door. The den was tense and silent as he
surveyed the work that he had done. He siwung the ax; then waited. Another blow; then another pause.

Spotter perceived the plan. Theintermittent strokes of the ax would keep the prisoner away from the
door. Spotter grinned.



One more stroke of the ax. The hole was larger now. As Red Mike stepped away, he pointed toward
the hole. Pedro leered as he thrust the wire through the gap and hooked the bolt.

THEN the unexpected happened. A hand came through the hole in the door and flung atubelike object
into the outer room. Before the astounded crooks realized what had happened, they were choking and
coughing, gasping and covering their eyes.

A tear bomb had been projected from the inner room. It had taken Red Mike and his companions
unaware. They were helpless - blinded - gasping as they tried to scream.

The two outer guards staggered into the street, pushing Spotter aside. Then the battered door swung
open and afigure stepped into the outer room of the Black Ship. His rough clothes were gone; he no
longer wore the khaki trousers and the coarse swester. Instead, he was attired in adark suit. Over his
face hewore agoggldike mask that completely obscured hisfestures.

He waked unsteadily through the gasilled room, pushing aside the choking men who staggered against
him, stepping over those who lay helplessy weeping upon the floor.

He stumbled as he reached the door to the street, but he caught himself and came up the steps from the
underground den. He gained the door ahead of those who were blindly seeking to find it.

Spotter dipped away and crouched by thewall of the building. The Shadow came out, pulled the mask
from hisface, and hurried down the dley.

"Stop him," screamed Spotter. "He's getting away!"

The two outer guards who had escaped after suffering from the first effects of the gas had now
recovered. Their guns spoke asthey fired after the speeding figure. It seemed to stagger. They ran after
their quarry as he reached the street at the end of the dley.

Some one stepped in the path of the escaping figure. It was " Geek," the gangster who had gone out to
seethat all was clear. "Stop him!" screamed Spotter as he joined in the chase.

Geek fdll sprawling asahard blow reached his chin. The dark-clad figure disappeared from view.
Spotter and his pals reached the street. They stared in both directions. The street was not well-lighted; it
wasfilled with black shadows.

The crooks separated, one running in each direction. Spotter remained at the entrance to the aley, besde
the stunned form of Geek. He smiled wickedly as he saw Geek's revolver lying on the ground. He picked
up the .38 and looked closdly at the sdewalk.

There his sharp eyes detected a small, dark splotch. Blood!

"He's hurt!" muttered Spotter. "I thought de Mex stabbed him in de fight. One of de boys must 'a
plugged him, too. Wéll, herés where Spotter finishes him."

He saw another splotch afew feet farther on. Edging hisway in the shadow of the houses, he moved
along the street until he cameto apair of steps. He stopped and listened. Something - some one - was
breathing heavily in the shadowy darkness.

By the steps Spotter felt ahuman form. He set his automatic againgt the huddled body and placed his
finger onthetrigger.

A firm hand caught hiswrist. The gun dropped from Spotter's grasp. Fingers clutched histhroat, and he



gasped as consciousness was wrested from him.

A black form emerged from the steps and moved unsteadily down the street, pausing every now and then
asit leaned againgt the wall of ahouse. It reached the corner and turned into another street, moving
awaysthe same - bardly visible, then half hidden. Its actions seemed wesak and uncertain, asthough its
power had been spent.

It appeared for one brief second and leaned against alamp-post. Then it tottered and disappeared into
the blackness beyond.

But the spot where it had stood was marked - marked with alarge splotch of blood that showed deep
crimson on the sdewalk.

CHAPTER XXV. TUESDAY - MIDNIGHT
HARRY VINCENT'S face was solemn as he removed the ear phones.
"Nothing doing, Bruce," he said.

"It's after eeven o'clock now," replied Bruce Duncan. "*We should have had amessage by now. Y ou've
been sending Al evening.”

"Well, our work is cut out for us. That last train will reach Culbertville pretty soon. But what do you think
has happened? Maybe your set has gone wrong.”

"I'vetested it,” said Vincent. "I'm sureit'sal right. | think I know what's happened, Bruce."
"What isit?'

"| think The Shadow himsdlf sent usthat message last night. Up to now | believed that another person
operated hisend of the radio and communicated with him. But last night'singtructions came so quickly in
reply to my message that it seems pretty certain he was on the other key himsdlf.”

"Why hasn't hetalked to usto-day or to-night? We've been in the house congtantly. Y ou said we must
lay low."

"I know al that, Bruce. Theway | figureit isthis. The Shadow knows exactly where we are. Hes on his
way here himsdf. Theré's no need for communication with headquarters. Last night'singtructions were
findl. | radioed that we had found the meeting place. | explained itslocation. Ther€'s no reason why we
should have been molested.”

"Maybe we should have hung around the cabin this evening,” suggested Bruce.

"No," replied Harry, "that might have been atipoff. Therésjust one thing to do now. Thetime has
come.”

Harry picked up hisrevolver from the table; the flashlight was dready in his pocket. Bruce went upgtairs,
where he had |eft hisgun.

They walked through the woods until they saw the gleam of light from the cabin. Bruce had made onetrip
that far earlier in the evening, and had reported the light. Now they took a path that led to the right of the
house.

"Perhaps we ought to go down and watch the bus arrive,” said Bruce. "Then well be sure our manis



here"

"It'stoo far to the pike," objected Harry. "More than ahaf mile away from the path between Ridge Road
and the cabin.”

"We can follow the man up here."

"Y es, but we can't watch the cabin at the same time. Our instructions are to watch the meeting place.”
"| can do that while you go down to the bus stop.”

"Then we would betoo far apart. | have abetter plan, Bruce. Wait here aminute.”

They were below the cabin now, and their path had joined with the one that went from the hut in the
woods to the Ridge Road.

"I'll stay here," said Harry. "Y ou go down to the road and wait there. When our man comes along you
will see him. Hemay have alight to find hisway. Hewill probably stop to look for the path. 1t shows
plainly from the road, but | suppose our man has never been here before.”

"That's agood compromise,” agreed Bruce. "I'd rather watch the pike to make sure the bus stops. But
we know the driver has et people out at thisroad, and it'sthe only way to the cabin. I'll stay in the
bushes and keep watching. I'll only be ahundred yards away from you."

"That's right, Bruce. I'm going to move up abit so | can actudly seethe cabin. If you hear mecdll, or
hear apistol shot, comein ahurry. If you need mefor an emergency, use the samesignd.”

"What will I do when the man comes?"
"Follow him. I'll know when hewalks dong the path. If he hasalight, I'll know that heis coming.”
" Suppose he has no light?*

"I'll hear him in the darkness. But | get your point, Bruce. Y ou're figuring that there might be more than
oneman."

"Right. We don't know what's going to happen. If the stranger is being followed, you might mistake the
second man for me."

"Well, when you reach this spot, whistle very low. Be sure you are far enough behind your man so your
presence will not be known."

Bruce moved slently toward Ridge Road. Harry stole along the path toward the cabin. He could seethe
gleam from here; one of the front windows of the house was aso poorly screened from within.

Harry reached a spot not far from the cabin and took shelter among some bushes. The night was cam
and till. 1t was cloudy, and the light of the waning moon was well-obscured.

Harry was wearing awrist watch with aluminous did; he consulted thisfrom timeto time. At half past
eleven hefigured that the bus was leaving the station. It should reach its stopping point within fifteen
minutes.

Quarter of twelve, and still no sound from the cabin or from the road below. It would require nearly ten
minutesfor the arriving man to reach this gpot.



Harry began to wonder about The Shadow. Was he here, too - that mysterious stranger who seemed to
livein darkness? Harry believed that The Shadow must be close a hand - he usualy was when trouble
was brewing. The thought was comforting. He and Bruce might need help before this adventure was
ended.

The watch showed one minute of twelve. The stranger should be here now. He should have been here
before this. He should have passed by Duncan, at least.

WHAT was that? Some one coming aong the path from the road? Harry could hear stedlthy footsteps
close at hand. He waited breathlesdy. Then came alow, dmost soundless, whistle.

It was Bruce Duncan.

Harry responded with asimilar whistle. Hisfriend followed the sound and crouched beside him in the
shadow of the bush.

"Whereisour man?' Harry whispered.

"l don't know," wasthe soft reply. "1 stayed by the road until afew minutes ago. Then | was afraid he
might have dipped by me."

"It's the meeting time now."

"Maybe the man didn't come."

"That's possible.”

"My unclésingructions specified that some of the men might not arrive.”

Fifteen minutes went by. Harry Vincent became uneasy. Bruce Duncan detected the fact.

"I know what you're thinking, Harry," hewhispered. "Y oure wondering if everythingisal right up ahead.
Y ou want to do something about it. Wdll, | agree with you. The man hasn't come dong. The cabinisour
only bet."

"Let'sgo,” responded Harry.

The young men moved slently toward the cabin. They reached the porch and crawled to the window on
their hands and knees.

Thetiny crack afforded very little vison; through it Harry could see only part of an empty room. He
looked around for Bruce. He saw his companion turning the knob of the door.

"Comeon,"” urged Bruce asthe door yielded.

They found themsdlvesin alarge room - the only room in the entire cabin. There was nothing there
except abox on which stood alighted lantern.

Theeffect of this discovery was stunning. The truth dawned upon Vincent and Duncan Smultaneoudly.

The cabin was deserted. The lantern had been |eft there, with the shades partly raised, to midead those
who might seeit from adistance.

The wily Bernardo Chefano had departed with his ape-faced man. He had planned well, planned to trick
every one who might have suspected the crimes he had committed.



The cabin was not the meeting place.

The fourth man had gone to his doom!

CHAPTER XXVI. FELLOWSIS SUMMONED

AT four o'clock Thursday afternoon, Claude Fellows began to pace up and down his private office. The
insurance broker seldom became perturbed, but on this occasion his chubby face expressed considerable
worrimen.

He had recelved no message from The Shadow since Tuesday morning.

Thiswas something that had never happened before during a period of activity. Furthermore, there had
been no answer to urgent messages which Fellows had sent to the office on Twenty-third Street.

The word which had come to Fellows on Tuesday morning had been contained in aletter which bore the
postmark of Monday night. It had smply stated that Harry Vincent had made adirect report by wireless,
that he had discovered the place which he had been seeking, and that Fellows would receive further
word by Wednesday.

But on Wednesday, instead of recelving terse ingructions from The Shadow, Fellows had been cdlled by
Harry Vincent - called by long distance from atown in Pennsylvania. Vincent's report had been
disconcerting. He had not located the meeting place, after dl. Things had gone wrong Tuesday night. He
had |ost the communication which he had established.

Vincent had spoken rather vaguely over the telephone, and Fellows had promised to reply by letter. For
the present he could only advise Vincent to wait and to exert the utmost caution in dl hisactions. Hisfind
ingtructions were to report to him if there were any new devel opments.

Fellows had delivered aletter himself, making the trip to the vacant office in the building on Twenty-third
Street. No reply had arrived on Wednesday. He had repeated the operation the next day, to no avall.

Now it was Friday afternoon. He had sent athird letter in the morning. Still no reply. Fellows had good
cause to be worried. What had become of The Shadow?

A clipping lay upon the insurance broker's desk. He had clipped it from a paper that morning. It stated
that Harrison Glover, ared-estate man of Scranton, Pennsylvania, had mysterioudly disappeared.

The missing man had |eft home Monday afternoon, stating that he would be home Wednesday night. He
had not come back. There were important reasons why he should have been back in Scranton at the time
he had stated. His case had been reported to the police, but they had no clue regarding him.

"Thefourth man,” murmured Fellows. "Missing. Vincent was mistaken when he reported he had
discovered the meeting place. The Shadow hasfailed to appear.”

It wasthefirg timein Fellowss experience that such well-laid plans had gone wrong. Wherewas The
Shadow? In New Y ork? On another enterprise, relying solely upon Vincent?

Fellows shook hishead. It seemed morelikely that The Shadow had met with foul play, The chubby man
mopped his forehead with his handkerchief.

Thetddephone bell rang. Fellowslifted the recelver of theinstrument.

"Mr. Fellows?' cameavoice.



"ThisisMr. Flows."

"I am Doctor Wdlls, of Merwyn, New Jersey. Areyou afriend of Lamont Cranston, who lives near
here?"

"l am."

"Mr. Crangtonisin avery serious condition. He has mentioned your name twice. | would appreciateit if
you would come to hishome as soon as possible.”

"| shdl comeimmediately. What isthe trouble?*

"An accident. | shadl explain later. Thereisatrain from the Pennsylvania Station at four thirty-five. Mr.
Cranston's car will meet you at Rahway."

Fellowss mind was working actively as he hurried to the depot. An accident to Lamont Cranston,
coincident with the disgppearance of The Shadow! He had not thought of it before. Theincidents of his
previous vigt to the millionaires home now loomed large in hismemory.

THE physician met Fellowsin the hallway of Lamont Cranston's home. He took the insurance broker to
onesde, and ushered him into asmall room where they were joined by Richards, the millionaires valet.

"Mr. Crangton isdeegping now," explained Doctor Huston Wells. "We must not disturb him for awhile.
But matters have been serious. Only servantsin the house - although Richards hereisvery capable. But
the circumstances are most unusual, and when | heard that Mr. Cranston had spoken your name, |
guestioned Richards. | learned that you have long been afriend of Mr. Crangton, so | summoned you."

"I anglad you did," replied Felows. "Tell me what has happened.”
"Y ou must keep the matter Strictly confidentid,”" said the doctor.

"Mr. Fellowswill do that, Sr," put in Richards. ""He has had business dedings with Mr. Cranston for
severa years. They are very good friends. When Mr. Cranston spoke thismorning, | was sure that he
wanted Mr. Fellows here.”

"I shal preserve absolute secrecy,” promised Fellows.
"Good," said the doctor. "Tel what you know, Richards.”

"It was on Monday night," said the man. "Mr. Cranston went upstairsto hisroom in thetower. Hehasa
wireless st there, you know. It isahobby with him. He was sending and receiving messages until about
nine o'clock. Then he hurriedly left the house. He had ordered Stanley, the chauffeur, to be waiting with
the car. | was at the door, and | heard him tell Stanley to lose no time getting into New York."

"I have questioned Stanley,” interposed Doctor Wells. "His story coincideswith what Richardsisteling
you."

"Mr. Crangton told Stanley to come in town on Tuesday night and wait for him at the usual parking space
on Forty-eighth Street,” continued Richards. " Stanley did so; he waited until long after midnight,
wondering why Mr. Cranston did not arrive. At two o'clock, acab drove up. Mr. Cranston alighted and
entered the limousine. Stanley was holding the door open; he saysthat Mr. Cranston sscumbled as he
entered the big car.

"Mr. Cranston told Stanley to hurry home, which he did. | was awake; the other servants had goneto



bed. | heard the car coming up the drive and | opened the front door. | saw Stanley get out and open the
door of the car. But Mr. Cranston did not appear. | walked down the front steps and joined Stanley.

"We both looked in the back of the car. For amoment, | thought that there was no one there. It was dll
dark, and no one moved. Then | turned on the light. Mr. Cranston was lying in acorner. His coat and
vest were open; there was blood all over the side of his shirt.

"| thought for aminute that he was dead. He was limp when Stanley and | brought him in the house. |
cdled for Doctor Wels, who came hereimmediately. Mr. Cranston seemed very badly hurt, sir.”

"He had four knife wounds, and abullet in hisleft sde," announced the physician. "One cut, on his|eft
shoulder, was anasty one. The bullet caused alot of trouble. The case was a bad one because he had
evidently received the wounds severd hours before | arrived. He had suffered greetly from loss of
blood.

"When he regained consciousness, Cranston became delirious. He said nothing coherent. | was afraid
that he would not survive, but hisvitdity iswonderful. His condition was critical Tuesday and
Wednesday. It improved abit Thursday, but it was not until this morning that he spoke so we could
understand him. Then he mentioned your nametwice."

"And spoke as though he wanted to seeyou, Sir," added Richards.
"What ishis condition now?" inquired Fellows, with anxiety in hisvoice.
"Itisimproving rapidly,” said Doctor Wells.

"How soon will he be better?"

"| cannot tell. It may be amatter of weeks."

Fellows suppressed a groan.

"It depends agreat ded upon how he iswhen he awakens," explained the physician. "Thewounds are
doing nicely. The fever has been the greatest complication. | hopethat it will lessen, now that heis
deeping quietly. If it passes away rapidly, hewill be sitting up within two days. Possibly to-morrow. If it
continues, we may have along sege.”

"| shall wait until hewakes," declared Fellows.

"Very good," responded the doctor. "But | have wanted to talk with some friend of Mr. Cranston's
regarding this affair. What should be done about it? | have hesitated to report it to the police.”

"Don't do that," said Fellows promptly. "He was wounded in New Y ork. Thisis New Jersey. It would
be best to keep the matter quiet.”

"Y et steps should be taken to discover the men who are respongble for Mr. Crangton'sinjuries.” The
doctor was solicitous, but Fellows was thinking rapidly.

"Let him decide that matter,” he said. "He knows what happened and whereit occurred. Has he said
anything that might beaclue?"

"Not aword," the doctor replied. "Am | correct, Richards?’

"Y ou are correct, doctor," replied the valet.



"Sinceit happened Monday night,” said Fellows, "it would be wise to let the matter rest for the present. |
say that emphatically. Y ou have caled upon me asafriend of Mr. Cranston. | know him well enough to
believe that he would agree with me."

"Very well," said the doctor.

FELLOWS dined with Doctor Wells, and later in the evening, Richardsinformed them that Mr. Cranston
had awakened. They went upstairs, and the wounded millionaire greeted them with afeeble smileon his
paleface.

"Felows" he said weskly.

Theinsurance broker sat down.

"Don't let him talk much,” whispered the physician. "Don't say anything that will worry him.”
"How arethings going?" asked the man in the bed.

"Very wel," replied Fellows.

The head turned, and two eyes peered searchingly at Fellows. Under that glance the insurance broker felt
uneasy. Cranston was pale and wesak, but his eyes seemed twin firesthat pierced through the wanness.

"Fellows," said the millionaire, inadow voice, "in my vest pocket you will find adip of paper. It bearsa
telephone number. Cal it. Tell the man who answersyou that | am - that | am not well. Ask him to come
here. Heisawireless operator. | want him to take charge of my set - upstairs.”

Lamont Cranston closed his eyeswesrily.

"Theman | want," he said, "isan old friend of mine - afriend whom you have never met. | shal ask him
to write you - regarding insurance policies - and other matters. Be sure that he comes here. Be sureto
reply immediately to any lettersthat he sendsyou.”

The millionaire ceased speaking. He seemed to be half adeep.
"Come," whispered Doctor Wells.

The insurance broker found the paper in the vest pocket. He opened it at the telephone table downgtairs.
He called the number. A quiet voice replied. Fellows explained the Situation.

"| shdl cometo-night,” said the man at the other end of thewire. "Y ou may count on my arriving within
two hours."

Fellows was thoughtful as he rode back to Rahway in Lamont Cranston's car. He was wondering about
the phone call he had made. The voice that had answered was one that he had never heard previoudy.
Hefdt that he would like to meet the man to whom he had spoken.

The phone call had relieved Fellowssworries; not because of the voice, but because of the call itself.
Fdllows had a remarkable memory when telephone numbers were concerned.

The number which he had caled was the same number that he had given to Harry Vincent, the night that
young man had kept watch at the home of Isaac Coffran.

CHAPTER XXVII. NEW DISCOVERIES



HARRY VINCENT stared gloomily at Bruce Duncan while they were egting their breskfast.
"Next Tuesday iscoming soon,” remarked Harry.

"Why remind me of it?" replied hisfriend. "If we don't do any more than we have during the last three
days, next Tuesday can come and go without meaning anything to us.”

"What can we do? We've lost contact by radio, and we've been instructed to use caution. We can't go
prowling through the woods without exciting suspicion, can we?"

"Did you send awireless message last night?"
"Yes, and | listened for areply. Up to ten o'clock. No result. So | gaveit up.”
"Y ou received aletter when we werein town yesterday morning. Whom wasit from?"

"Fellows. He smply said to keep on lying low. | think something has gone wrong, Bruce. It's Saturday
now, and we've been kept virtualy idle since Tuesday night. It seemsto me The Shadow has dipped out
of the picture.”

"Maybe heran into trouble, Harry. He'slooked for it often enough. He ran some big chances that night
he pulled me out of Isaac Coffran's house."

"The Shadow usualy managesto win out, Bruce. But thistime it looks different. I'm going to run down to
thevillageto seeif therés another |etter there. Unless Fellows gives us some definite ingtructions, well
haveto act for oursaves.”

Bruce Duncan was thoughtful.

"Harry," he said, "we can't be far wrong in our location. The bus driver told usthat he stopped at Ridge
Road to let aman off on Tuesday night. The only reason that we haven't found the place is because we
haven't looked."

"| agree, Bruce. But if we run into Chefano again, helll be wise to the whole thing. Y ou know that.”

"If we had a plane, we could fly over thislocdlity and make observations. Y ou can seealot from
above."

Vincent grunted contemptuoudy.

"Sure you can, and what would Chefano think if he heard a plane buzzing in circles overhead? But wait!
Y ouve given me anidea. Y ou know that mountain in back of us?'

"Theonethey cal Rocky Summit?”

"That's the one. When | wasin town yesterday, | saw one of the natives pointing it out to astranger. He
said that there's a path up the mountain. There's a clearing near the top, and you can see the whole valley
from there. That's better than an airplane.”

"Wed be pretty far away to observe anything.”
"Not if we had powerful fidld glasses. Well go downtown and seeif we can buy any."

THEY were fortunate when they arrived at the village. Josh Stevens had an excellent pair of field glasses
for sde.



"I had an order for them two years ago,” he said. "When they camein, the customer had left town. | kept
them anyway."

The morning mail had brought no letter from Fellows. So Vincent and Duncan set out for Rocky Summit.
Reaching the highest point on Mountain Pike, they turned up aside road and reached the path that led up
the mountain. Very few persons made the ascent; the climb was not difficult, but the mountain was
infested with rattlesnakes. The young men wore leather puttees and carried long sticks.

They found that the top of the mountain formed an excellent lookout. In a short while, they located the
top of their cottage. The cabin on Seth Wilkinson's property could not be seen because of the trees.

"That'sthetrouble," observed Bruce. "We're looking down at an angle. | can't even seethe Ridge
Road.”

"Therésaportion of it, whereit leavesthe pike."

"Yes. That's plain enough. Look there, Harry. What's that below the road - that old gray building?’
Harry adjusted the glasses.

"It lookslikeamass of ruins," he sad. "Theresalittle white building dongside of it."

Duncan took the field glasses and made observations.

"It looks like an old stone house," he said. " Stone base, probably, with the top floors wood. There's been
afirethere. Not much left of it except the ground floor. | can't figure what the white building is."

Harry Vincent drew a paper from his pocket.

"Thismay tell us," hesaid. "It'saback number of Culbertvilleésweekly newspaper. | wasin their officea
few days ago, making careful inquiries. | mentioned that | wasinterested in this part of the country, and
they told methey'd obtain an old copy of their paper that contained information about this locality. |
picked the paper up this morning, after | left the post office. Put it in my pocket and forgot it."

Hefound the desired article and read hafway through it. His face showed sudden interest as he
excdamed:

"Hereitis, Brucel"
"Read it," replied his companion, till looking through the glasses. Harry read:

"Not far from Culbertvilleisthe Marsden house, now ablackened heap of stone. It was built on the Site
of an old Mennonite church that had been abandoned many years before. About fifty years ago, Harper
Marsden, an eccentric resident of Culbertville, purchased atract of land adjoining the old church
property and chose that spot to build hishome.

"The first floor was of stone, raised above an extensive basement, but the upper stories were made of
wood. The building was erected close beside the old cemetery, which was dl that remained after the
church had been torn down.

"Harper Marsden lived there for severa years; he was awedthy bachelor and seemed to like his
melancholy abode. He said that it would be his resting place, and in anticipation of his death he erected a
mausoleum near his home. His prophecy that he would be buried there came true, but not as he expected
it. The house was destroyed by fire, and Harper Marsden died amid the flames. His body was never



recovered; it was probably lost benesth the stone wall at the rear, which crumbled into amass.

"Since that event, no attempt has been made to restore the property. The front of the basement was not
completely destroyed; it is <till covered by the first floor. When the ruins were searched in hopes of
discovering the body of the owner, two men were injured by faling stones. Since then the place has been
avoided as dangerous.

"The property stands back from Mountain Pike, below Ridge Road. It was reached by alane extending
from Ridge Road, but the byway hasfdlen into disuse and has long since become little more than a path.
Theiron fence erected by Harper Marsden still surrounds the property, including the ancient graveyard.”

Bruce Duncan was gill studying the scene below when Harry Vincent concluded hisreading. He acted as
though he had not heard a single word.

"Want meto read it again?'
"No," replied Bruce. "I heard it. That'swhy I'm so interested. I'm looking at the old cemetery.”
"Canyou seeit from here?’

"Y es, to theleft of the mausoleum. The tombstones look like little gray bricks. There's some one sitting
on one of them."

"What!"

"Some one Sitting on one of them," repeated Bruce. "A man, Sitting on atombstone. Helooks very smal,
even with these field glasses. HEs moving now.

"Harry, heéswalking over by the mausoleum. He's running, now, toward the old ruins. Harry, it'sthe
ape-faced man! He'sgone!™

Harry seized the glasses. The object of his search had disappeared.
"Areyou sure gbout it, Bruce?'

"Pogitive," Bruce declared. "Do you remember when the cregture ran off through the woods, last
Monday? It seemed to hop aong the ground. | recognized that stride just now.”

"l see something,”" remarked Harry. "A man outside the building. A man with agray shirt. Chefano wore
agray flannd shirt when we saw him. It may be Chefano. He's gone now."

They took turns watching through the glasses, but neither saw any further motion near the ruins of the old
mansion. They decided to descend.

"It'sthe meeting place, dl right," declared Bruce as they walked down the path. "The old lane must be
closeto Mountain Pike. We went past it without noticing it. That's why we missed the man the other
night. If we'd waited for the bus, we would have seen him."

The more they considered the matter, the more positive they were that they had located the place they
sought. To make sure, they drove up Ridge Road and found the abandoned lane. Leaving the car, they
walked cautioudy adong until they discovered the iron fence, which was constructed of iron bars, pointed
at thetop.

"Stop!" whispered Harry. "L ook aong the fence, Bruce."



On the other side of the pickets stood the ape-faced man. The creature's clawlike hands gripped the
bars. Its head turned, and it saw the two men in the lane.

With an ugly snarl the brute ran dong behind the fence until it neared the intruders.
"Comeadong," exclamed Harry. "Back to the car. Chefano may be down here any minute."”

Bruce glanced over his shoulder as he ran. The ape-faced creature was evidently human. It wasclad in
old, ill-fitting garments.

Back in the cottage, Bruce talked of their discoverieswhile Harry tapped acall on the wireless. It was
late in the afternoon - time to go through the routine of sending amessage, even though there was no

hope of areply.

"The creature is safe insde those bars,” said Bruce. "That'swhy Chefano is keeping it there at present. |
figurethat helived in the cabin so asto keep away from the meeting place except on Tuesday nights. But
after that trouble in the road, he moved into the old ruins. | don't think he really suspected us of knowing
anything. Our trouble with the ape-man was too obvioudy accidenta. He played safe by moving; that's
al.

"Did you see those gatesin the fence? They were closed and locked with achain. That must be the
entrance to the place. On Tuesday night, the gateswill be unlocked.”

He ended his comments when Harry Vincent adjusted the ear phones. Both men lighted cigars.
Suddenly, Harry became dert. He listened intently for aminute. Then he sprang to the key.

"Atlagt!" heexclamed. "A reply!"

With his eyes on the code before him, The Shadow's agent worked with keen rapidity as he sent his
report of the new discoveries.

CHAPTER XXVIII. THE FIFTH MAN

AT oneo'clock Tuesday afternoon, Harry Vincent and Bruce Duncan were egting lunch in the
Culbertville restaurant. They were seated at their customary table in the corner, by the window. Their
voices were low, for there were other dinersin the restaurant.

"To-night," said Harry, "we have another opportunity. Let's hope we can do better than we did last
week."

"Our orders arejust the same," replied his companion. "Watch the meeting place and intercept thefifth

"Y es, but we are now sure of the meeting place.
"We thought we were sure of it last Tuesday night.”
"Y ou don't think we're wrong about it now, do you?'

"Dont forget onething, Harry. Thisfellow Chefano is as clever asthe devil himself. For dl we know, he
may belaughing at usthisvery minute."

Harry shook his head.

"Don't befoolish, Bruce," he said. "Everything isdl right now. Our oneworry is how we are going to



handle the stuation. But | believe that will work out well. To-night we will receive our fina ingructions.”
"Wedidn't get any last Tuesday night - when we needed them most.”

"Something was wrong then. The Shadow expected to be here; at least that's my opinion. But he didn't
arive"

"Maybe he won't be here to-night.”
Harry Vincent did not reply.

"Suppose,” added Bruce Duncan quizzicaly, "that we do not receive further ingtructions. What are weto
do when the fifth man arrives? Follow him or warn him?"

"Fallow him, of course”
"1t would be better to warn him."

"Impossible" said Harry. "We couldn't do that in the dark. Remember, each of these men has come
secretly to the meeting place. Another is due to-night. He will be suspicious of everything until he reaches
hisfina destination. If we should step out of the darkness and speak to him, he would look upon us as
enemies”

"We might wait for him here at the Sation.”

"That would be better, but even then he would be suspicious. Most important of al, our orders are
specific; we are to begin our watch before midnight. We can't be out by the old ruins and be here, too."

Bruce Duncan shrugged his shoulders. Somehow he doubted Vincent'sfaith in the wisdom of The
Shadow. It wastrue that Bruce owed hislife to the timely aid The Shadow had given that night &t Isaac
Coffran's. But the failure of aweek ago had somewhat curbed Bruce's enthusiasm.

A TRAIN pulled into the station across the street. It was the afternoon loca from Harrisburg. Bruce
Duncan studied the few passengers who aighted. One was a heavy-set man with aruddy complexion
who stood on the station platform and surveyed the scene curioudly.

Bruce watched the stranger. The man walked over to the bus and talked for aminute with the driver.
Then he crossed the street and disappeared from Bruce's view.

Harry Vincent was reading a newspaper. Bruce Duncan dipped quietly from his chair and left the
restaurant. He moved across the street and approached the bus driver.

"Helo," sad thedriver. "Going to ride out with me?"

"No; we have our car hereintown. | just came over to say 'Hello.

"Reckon I'll have another passenger for Ridge Road to-night. It seemslike | let somebody off there once
aweek."

"Y ou mean on your last trip?"

"Y ep. Somefdlow wasjust talking to me a couple of minutes ago. Wanted to know what time the last
buswent. Said he was going out to Ridge Road. | told him | stopped there."

"Did you know the man?'



"Never saw him before. He talked like an Englishman. Stranger around here, | reckon. He just went
down the street, looking over the town. Well, he won't find much to do around this place. Might as well
go out on thistrip and wander around the woods. Thistown isas dow as they make them.”

The driver waved good-by as he climbed into his seat and started the bus.

Harry Vincent, lowering his paper, noticed that Bruce had gone. He glanced out the window just as
Bruce waved good-by to the bus driver and walked out to him.

"What's up, Bruce?' he asked. " didn't see you leave the restaurant. Why the conversation with the bus
driver?’

Duncan explained everything that had happened. Harry whistled.
"I'll bet that's our man!" he exclamed. "He must have arrived early. Where did he go, Bruce?'

"I don't know," replied Duncan, "but he can't be far away. Let's visit some of the stores. Maybe well find
him."

They discovered the Englishman in the corner drug store. He wastaking to the clerk. Harry Vincent
purchased some cigars, he and Bruce lighted them and stood by to listen to the conversation.

"I don't know where you can hire any autos round here, sir," said the clerk, addressing the Englishman.

"I merely desired to make a short journey,” replied the stranger. "'l supposed that amotor car would be
available. | understand that the scenery is beautiful in thisdigtrict, and | intended to ride up toward the
mountains"

"Weare going that way," said Harry, joining in the discussion. "We would be glad to have you
accompany us."

The Englishman studied the two young men.

"| should be ddlighted to accept your invitation,” he said. "But | should not care to inconvenience you. |
wish to return to the village; otherwise | should have been a passenger on the motor bus. But | learned
that it does not return until late in the evening.”

"We are coming back to town shortly,” said Harry. "We areliving in a cottage severd milesfrom here.
We intended to run out there and then return some time before dinner. 1t would be a pleasure to have
youwith us”

Thisargument persuaded the Englishman. He left the store with Vincent and Duncan, but ingsted upon
riding in the rumble seat so that he could have a better view of the surrounding country. Harry drove
dowly adong Mountain Pike.

Asthey neared the foothills, Harry watched the Englishman in the mirror at the front of the car. He could
see that the man wasinterested in something; so he drove very dowly asthey neared Ridge Road. As
they passed that highway, the man in the rumble seat turned and looked back over his shoulder until they
had rounded the next bend.

HARRY kept on until they reached the highest point of Mountain Pike, then he turned the car and drove
back to the road that led to the cottage. He invited the Englishman into their house. The guest looked
curioudy at the radio equipment.



"A sending dation?' he said. "Quiteinteresting.”
"Yes" sad Vincent. "We areinterested in wirdess. Thisisagood spot to experiment with it.”
"Not many personsliving hereabouts, | suppose.”

"Very few. There are some unoccupied cabinsin the woods below. Beyond that, across Ridge Road, is
the deserted ruin of an old house."

"Indeed. That's curious. Ruins have always interested me. | have seen many in England, and the
Continent."

"In Russa?' questioned Bruce Duncan suddenly.

The Englishman started. He looked sharply at his questioner. Then his naturd indifference returned.
"Yes, | have beento Russa," he drawled.

"And that iswhy you are here now," added Harry.

A curious expression gppeared upon the Englishman's face. For amoment, he appeared to be alarmed.
"l don't quite understand,” he said.

Bruce Duncan no longer doubted that the Englishman was the fifth man.

"Why did you come so early?" he questioned. ™Y ou are not expected until midnight.”

The Englishman did not reply.

"We are glad that you arrived early," continued Bruce. "We have been waiting for you - to warn you.
Didn't you suspect that something was wrong when you received word to come before the time that was
origindly stated?’

The Englishman's face expressed concern.

"My name," continued the young man, "is Bruce Duncan. | am the nephew of Harvey Duncan, who was
one of the saven men who were summoned to meet in the old ruined house. My uncle died. He had the
names of the other sx men. Thelist was stolen after his death. Since then, four men have been lured to
their doom. Y ou wereto be thefifth."

The Englishman dumped into achair. He could tell that Bruce Duncan was spesking the truth. He
seemed in adaze.

"Animpostor,” said Bruce, "istaking my uncle's place. He has the stolen badge that will identify him as
the proper man to receive the wedlth from Russia But he knew that Six otherswould arrive on the
appointed night. By removing them, he could keep the secret to himsdlf, and appropriate the shares that
bel onged to them. Hence he evolved the fiendish scheme of notifying each man to appear beforehand. He
st the meeting times aweek gpart. We are attempting to frustrate his plans.”

The Englishman rose from the chair and became suddenly aert. He extended his hand to Bruce Duncan.

"My nameis Hubert Weston," he said. "'l wasamajor in the British army during thewar. | wasin Russa,
prior to the revolution. | saved thelife of Prince Samanov, one of the czar's generas. | promised him that
| would obey any summonsthat came from him or any one whom he might designate. The proof of its



authenticity wasto be the mark of hissgnet.”

THE Englishman drew afolded paper from his pocket. It was a message, sating the time of the meeting
place, and naming the spot as the old ruined house below Ridge Road. The note contained complete
directionsfor reaching the place before midnight.

"The time was set for aweek from Wednesday," observed Bruce as he noted the date on the message.

"Correct," responded Magjor Weston. "But | had no ideathat others were expected. Hence | would
actualy have been surprised at the presence of other passengers on the bus, and would have had no
suspicion that anything was wrong, should | have come done.”

Bruce Duncan was studying the sedl at the bottom of the message. The Englishman laid another sheet of
paper besideit.

"This message followed," he said. ™Y ou will observe that the impression of the sedl in the wax appearsto
beidentica. Y et from what you say, it must be aclever imitation. It would not be difficult to duplicate the
sed after one had seen the original impression.”

The second message was inscribed in handwriting that closaly resembled the penmanship of thefirgt. It
Stated that the meeting time had been changed.

"The new date isto-night,” remarked Bruce.

The Englishman was staring at Harry Vincent, who was busy with the wirdless key. Bruce Duncan
explained the Stuation, telling of his own adventures and the important part The Shadow had played in
these affairs.

"Marveloud" exclamed Mg or Weston, enthusiagticdly. "I owe you much, Mr. Duncan, for coming to
my assstance. | am quite willing to rely upon your judgment. | am glad that | have been warned
beforehand. | shall agree to abide by any instructionsthat you receive over the wireess.”

Harry Vincent completed his message. He was wearing the ear phones while he jotted down the reply
which hewasreceiving.

"I have full ingtructions,”" he announced. "The arrival of Mgor Weston had made it unnecessary for usto
watch the old ruined house. We are to wait here and be cautious for another week. It is probable that the
gxth man will arrive next Tuesday. We must intercept him, aso, if possible. The Russian, we now know,
isdue aweek from Wednesday. That isthe night that we shall attack."

"But to-night,” objected Bruce. "What about tonight? Won't Chefano be suspicious when Mgor Weston
does not arrive?'

"That matter was covered in the message,” replied Harry. " The nonappearance of one man will mean
nothing. Chefano has no proof that Mgjor Weston received the messages that were sent him. Nor has he
any proof that Mgor Weston intended to keep the appointment. One man less means oneless crime. He
will surely wait until the Russian gppears. This plan which The Shadow has arranged will protect Mg or
Weston."

Therewas anote of findity in Harry Vincent's voice. The plan did not satisfy Bruce Duncan. He looked
inquiringly at Mgor Weston. To his surprise, the Englishman agreed with Vincent.

"l am satisfied,” he said. "'l shdl be pleased to remain with you until aweek from Wednesday night - the
time origindly gppointed. | shall accompany you to the meeting place on that night.”



CHAPTER XXIX. LAMONT CRANSTON DISAPPEARS
DOCTOR WELLS seemed highly pleased with the condition of hisinjured patient, Lamont Cranston.

"Y ou have been improving rapidly,” he said, as be stood at the foot of the bed. "I have rardly witnessed
such arapid recovery.”

"Excdlent,” observed the millionaire, who was leaning against propped-up pillows. "How soon will | be
onmy feg?'

"Y ou are dmost on your feet now," replied the physician. ™Y ou have wa ked about the room to-day. But
you must not try to be active for awhile. Let me see. Thisis Tuesday afternoon. It was aweek ago last
night that you were injured. Suppose we wait until next Tuesday, before you leave the house.”

"All right," yawned the millionare.
"Has Mr. Fellows been here again?' questioned the doctor.

"Not snce the time you summoned him last week," answered Cranston. "He brought Burbank here, you
know. Burbank has communicated with him."

"Oh, yes, Burbank, the wireless operator. | haven't seen him yet.”

"He spends most of histime upstairs. Wirdlessis my hobby, you know. | experiment frequently. | fed
satisfied to know that my work is going on, even though | am incapable of atending toit.”

"You may be ableto take ahand at it yourself, by the end of the week," said the doctor.

"That's encouraging. Theway | fedl to-day, | could be up and around - outdoors - anywhere.”
"Forget that idea,” ordered Doctor Wells.

The door opened, and Richards entered. The servant gave a sheet of paper to Lamont Cranston.
"Mr. Burbank sent thisdown, sir," stated Richards. "He said it camein at three o'clock.”

Crangton's keen eyes scanned the paper before him. Then the millionaire tossed the message on the bed.
He closed his eyes and tilted his head back as though engaged in deep thought. Doctor Wells could see
the paper. It was inscribed with a series of dots and dashes - awireless code.

Suddenly the millionaire seized a pencil. He wrote rapidly on the reverse side of the paper. Doctor Wells
was amazed at his remarkable activity. Cranston paused occasiondly as though inspired by sudden
thought, then he continued to inscribe his series of dots and dashes. He passed the paper to Richards.

"Tel Burbank to send this."
Doctor Wells noticed that the injured man seemed weary as helaid his head againgt the pillows.

"Don't try to be mentally active," he said. "It will prove quite asbad as physicd srain. | adviseyou to
forget your wirdessfor afew days."

Lamont Cranston seemed to be giving the matter consideration. Doctor Wellsturned to Richards, who
had just returned from the wireless room.

"Richards" hesaid, "can | rely upon you to see that Mr. Cranston does not overdo himsdlf? Has he been



using much mentd effort - particularly in reference to the wirdess upgtairs?”
Thevaet hesitated. He looked at his master.
"Tdl him thetruth, Richards,”" said Cranston, with asmile.

"Wedll, sr,” admitted the vaet, "he has seen Mr. Burbank quite often. | would say, Sir, that it has spruced
him up abit. But he seemsto become very tired at times, sir."

"Very bad," said the physician. "Y ou must forget this hobby of yours until the end of the week, Mr.
Cranston. | am not surethat it is advisable for Burbank to be here.”

The man in the bed motioned wearily to Richards.

"Bring me asheet of paper and my green fountain pen. An envelope, dso. Remember, the green fountain

He received the articles.

"Now, Richards," he said, as he began to write, dowly and laborioudy, "go and bring Burbank here."
Lamont Cranston was sedling the letter in the envel ope when the wireless operator arrived.

"Any reply to that last message?* asked the millionaire.

"Yes" said Burbank. "Hereitis."

He showed a paper that bore ashort series of dots and dashes. Cranston smiled.

"That'san O.K.," he said. He wrote a short reply. "Send this - it will be your last message. Y ou have
your car here, haven't you, Burbank?'

"YSII

"After you've sent the message, come downgtairs and bring your car from the garage. Y ou can take
Doctor Wellsto hishome; it will save Stanley another trip. | won't need you any more, Burbank. Well
closethe gtation until the end of the week. Take this|etter into town with you; I've dready addressed it to
Mr. Fellows."

Richards helped the injured man as he tried to push the banked-up pillows from benegth his head.
Lamont Cranston turned on his side and closed his eyes. His recent efforts seemed to have taken dl his
grength.

"Y ou have donewisdly," said the physician quietly. ™Y ou need agreat ded of rest. Y our strength has
merely begun to return. | shal count on Richards to see that you do not overexert yoursdlf during the next
few days."

The doctor pulled down the shades at the windows. He motioned Richards and Burbank from the room.
At the door he glanced toward the man in the bed. His patient was quiet - possbly adeep, thought the
doctor.

One minute after the door had closed, Lamont Cranston sat upright. His body shook with silent laughter.
He dipped slently from his bed and made hisway to acloset in the corner. He took clothes from their
hooks and dressed with amazing rapidity.



Unlocking atable drawer, he removed various articlesasmall rolled bag of tools; an automatic revolver,
aflashlight, and abulging wallet. He moved silently toward awindow. The sash moved upward without
noise.

ABOUT ten minutes after Doctor Wells had | eft his patient apparently adeep, Burbank came down from
the wireless room. He went to the garage for his car. The physician joined him at the door of the house.
The quiet wirdess operator drove Doctor Wellsto his home, which stood on a curving lanein the town

of Merwyn.

The physician congratulated himsdlf as he walked up the steps of his residence. He had handled arather
difficult patient inamogt satisfactory way.

"He must have rest,” murmured the practitioner. "1 am glad he finaly accepted my verdict. He went to
deep likeachild. Hethinks he has recovered his strength, yet the least effort tireshim. | actually don't
believe heis capable of waking downgairs done, & this very minute.”

It never occurred to Doctor Wellsthat he might have watched Burbank's coupe asit rolled up the lane
toward the wide boulevard a block away. Had he done so, he would have been amazed.

For when the car halted at the stop street and waited for the flow of traffic to cease, asurprising
occurrence took place. The cover of the rumble seat opened dightly as though some one was peering
from within, to make sure that no one was near by.

Then the back of the car opened wider till, and just as Burbank was shifting into low gear, afigure
emerged. A man dressed in adark suit dropped into the street just asthe car sarted forward. Then with
quick stepsthe figure reached the sdewalk and moved toward the boulevard.

If Doctor Wells had observed thisincident, he would hardly have recognized the agile man as Lamont
Crangton, for he would not have believed it possible that the millionaire could have acted with so much
nimbleness.

In fact, the physician could scarcely believe that his ears did not deceive him when he answered the
telephone at eight o'clock that evening, and heard the voice of Richards.

"Mr. Cranston has gonel" was the val et's amazing statement. "His door has not been opened, and his
windows are gill shut. No one has seen him go! No one has heard him go! But he was not there when
we brought hisdinner thisevening. | can't imagine what has happened, Sr. Yet | am surethat Mr.
Cranston has disappeared!”

CHAPTER XXX. SINISTER SHADOWS

RAIN was dripping from the branches of the trees above the abandoned lane that led from Ridge Road.
A downpour had begun at dusk; now, early in the evening, it had settled into a steady drizzle.

The old roadway was pitch black as aman doshed through the puddles, his heavy boots spattering water
inal directions. He gppeared to be familiar with the road and indifferent to its condition. His splashing
footsteps seemed to echo behind him.

Hefdt hisway dong theiron fence until he reached the gates which were open. Still in darkness, he
doshed dong the mud of along-forgotten driveway until he reached the ruin which had once been the
home of Harper Marsden.

Evenin the darkness, the old gray wallswere dightly visble. They seemed silent and forlorn asthey



loomed toward the falling rain. The nearest corner of the old building was higher than therest; it had
evidently been atower extending the full height of the building - atower of stone that had aone survived
the devadtating flames.

The man passed by the front of the building and reached aflight of stone steps near the further side. The
steps had been an entrance to the cellar. Slowly and cautiously the man walked down these steps.

He turned quickly when he reached the bottom as though surprised by anoise behind him. He listened
intently, then noticed that the patter of the raindrops made a perceptible sound upon the flat steps.

He knocked on the door three times. Faint taps seemed to be repeated from within. He knocked once.
A single tap echoed. The man knocked twice. The door was opened inward, reveding adim light.

The man moved aong the stone floor of the basement. There were cracks above, through which rain
dripped, but he continued on to a spot where other steps went down. At the bottom he reached adry
cement floor.

Turning to the right, he entered an underground apartment. A man was seated at a crude table on which
rested alighted lantern.

Other footsteps came along the passageway. The newcomer turned. Into the lighted room came a
stooped, longstriding creature whose face was more gpish than human.

"Did you close the door, Jupe?* asked the man at the table.

"Ehhh!" answered the ape-faced being.

The man who had just arrived laughed as he removed his black rubber hat and coat.
"When did you teach Jupe to answer the door?' he asked.

"Helearned it the last time you came," wasthe reply from the man at the table. "He's been following me
every time; to-night when | walked to the door to wait for you, he grunted and pushed measide. So | let
himtryit."

The man at the table was seated on a box. The newcomer picked up asimilar stool and joined him. The
stooped figure with the ugly face did the same.

"Jupe hasto get in on the conference," said the man who had come through therain.
The ape-faced man leaned sideways with asnarl. His eyesturned toward the passageway.
"He hears something," said the newcomer.

"Only therain,” replied the other man. "He's dways listening for something. The other night aloose stone
fel from that high corner of the building, and he was bothered about it for half an hour.”

THE speaker rose and raised the lantern, hooking it to awire that was suspended from the low ceiling.
The range of the light increased. Under its glow the shadows of the three men became grotesque. They
werelong, ugly shadows. The profile of the gpe-faced man was plainly visible upon the floor. Beyond
those dark, moving silhouettes, a black blot projected from the corner of the room. It, too, seemed like a
human shadow, except that it was motionless.

Thevistor'seyesfell on the shadow; they moved toward the corner, where two long white-pine boxes
seemed to account for the extending blackness.



"Only two of the coffinsleft,” he said. "One ought to do, though, Chefano.”

"I didn't know that at first, Frenchy,” said the other man. "Still we may need the other after all. We may
have trouble on thelast night.”

"Y ou havethe credentids."
"Y es, but we can never tell what may happen.”

The newcomer laughed. His face was not unpleasant. His teeth were perfect, and his eyes, though crafty,
werewell set. His nose done marred hisfeatures. It was rather flat, with anoticeable bulge at the bridge.

Hislaugh was contagious. It brought asinister smile from Chefano. The dark-faced man'slips began to
twidt.

"If anything happens" "Frenchy" said, "it will beto our advantage. The game has gonewd | sofar,
Chefano. The only troubleisthat it has been too long.”

"Not for you," wasthereply. "Your part iseasy. One night aweek isal you work, while I've been here
onthejobdl adong."

"l don't seewhy you stay.”

"That's because you don't know how much trouble Jupe can make. It was bad enough getting him here.
If I could leave him done, | could get aong without your help. | could go back and forth mysdlf. You
haven't done anything but bring that one letter from Coffran and take back my reply."

"I've helped bury the dead,” said Frenchy with alaugh.

"I could have done that done," said Chefano. "Nevertheless, you've been useful. If anything had gone
wrong outside, you would have found it out. Y ou've been watching the papers this week?"

"I have. They haven't traced any of the missng men asfar asHarrisburg.”

"Good. | figured they were dl sworn to secrecy. Each one made a clever get-away out of town,
expecting he'd be back soon.”

"I haven't any dope on the Englishman.”

"| didn't expect that. He had along way to come. Maybe he won't show up. If S0, it will be an extra
coffin. Y ou earned your pay, Frenchy, when you found out about Cooper.”

FRENCHY shrugged his shoulders. "It'sal been easy," he said. "Too easy, Chefano. Maybe we will
have trouble before we are through with it."

"Forget it, Frenchy. Thisthing has been planned by ared mind. I'll show you how safewe are. First
thing, old Coffran doped it out. He sent for me. | came from Europe and brought you with me. Welve
been operating over there for years, and they haven't begun to track us. We both talk English better than
most American crooks. When aforeigner learns the language, he doesn't talk in gangland dang.

"Y ou had the firg job - posing as Harvey Duncan's nephew. The old man was so delirious we could have
sent Jupe to do the work, only he couldn't have made hisway past the front door. The old servant -
Hopkins, wasn't it? - thought you were afriend of old Duncan."

"Hewas alittle bit wise afterward.”



"Yes. That'swhy we had to get rid of him. | did that. Posed as abook agent. Saw the old fellow's pills
on the table. Dropped afew potent pellets in with them. Of course the big job was when | used your
information about the hiding place. Jupe stole the wholeworks. | was afraid he would strangle young
Duncan. | had to whistlefor him.”

"Yes. A murder would have been bad. Still, it might have been well to put Duncan out of the way.
Coffran wasworried about him."

"Well, if he found out that Duncan was dangerous, he probably attended to him. | don't think the boy
knew enough to make trouble. It was Coffran'sjob to attend to him, so | let it go at that. The old man
doped out the scheme; he sent the letters, that's dl. It wasn't too much to ask him to attend to one manin
New Y ork, evenif it meant amurder.”

As Frenchy was about to speak, Jupe leaped from the table and glared wickedly at the corner beyond
the pine-board boxes. He began to snarl, then he sarted forward. Chefano whistled sharply. The
ape-faced man came back to the table.

"What's the matter?' asked Frenchy.
"He doesthat right along,” replied Chefano. "Thinks he sees something.”
Frenchy looked toward the corner.

"That'sit, | guess,” he said. "See that funny shadow? It must be the position of the boxes. It looks almost
like a person’s shadow."

"Jupeisalot of trouble," asserted Chefano. "I had to keep him up here al week."
"What! Y ou left the cabin? Do you think it wise to hang out in this place?"

"Can't helpit. A week ago - Monday it was - | left the door unlocked. He ran down to the road and
attacked afarmer who was passing. Two men cameaong in acar and tried to help. Jupe might have
killed dl three, only he heard me whistling and ran back."

"Whew! That was bad. Did they follow him?"

"Yes. | explained that he was a half-wit, and that seemed to satisfy them. Tried to bluff it at first, but they
saw Jupein thewindow. | fixed things up, but | brought him over here after that. Left alight burning in the
cabin for acouple of nights asa precaution.”

"It would be bad if he was seen here."

"Nobody ever comes around this place. | let Jupe out occasionaly. He runs around the graveyard. Once
or twice he went down to the fence, but couldn't get out. | brought him back in ahurry."

"Y ou certainly know how to handle him."

"Well, | had himin Itay, that year | traveled with acircus so the police would know | was behaving
mysdf. Then | sent him over here with another fellow who understood him. I got him back when | came
over here, and he's proved useful in thisjob.”

The men remained slent for afew minutes. Then Chefano rose and took ayelow dicker from acorner
opposite the pine-board boxes.

"Let'sgofor awak, Frenchy,” hesad. "I'mtired of being inside.”



"It'sill drizzling," replied Frenchy. "I walked from the old barn, haf amile down the pike, where|
adways put my car."

"Wadl, you've got arubber coat. It won't hurt you. Jupe doesn't mind the wet. I'll show you where I've
dug the pit. Did it last night.”

The men walked toward the passage, followed by Jupe. Their shadows, distorted benegath the lamplight,
moved gnomishly upon the floor. At the same time the long shadow from the boxes seemed to expand
and move after them.

Outsde the building the trio walked beyond the old ruin and passed the mausoleum which shone through
the darkness. Chefano produced atiny flashlight and pointed it toward the Side of the massive tomb. The
light revedled adeep grave, with apile of earth besideit.

"Y ou dug far enough down," observed Frenchy.

"Why not?" asked Chefano. "1 had plenty of time. The deeper the better. Thisisn't much deeper than the
other ones."

"Perhaps not. It looks degper though. It must go down below the foundations of the mausoleum.”

"It does. | thought of digging it indde the mausoleum; but that would have been bad. Out here it might be
anybody's grave. I'll get Jupeto carry over one of those old tombstones and plant it here.”

"Y ou couldn't have dug it in the mausoleum.”

"Why not?'

"It must have astonefloor."

"No, indeed. It was never finished, | suppose. Here, take alook."

The door grated on rusty hinges as Chefano pulled it open. The flashlight reveded soft dirt, on which lay
afew old rusty spades.

The man with twisted lips turned out the light. Frenchy walked away as Chefano tried to swing the door
shut. It required severd atempts as the hinges had sprung.

Just as Chefano closed the door, Jupe strode over and snarled angrily. He clawed at the edge of the
door asif to open it. Chefano hissed. The ape-faced man quieted.

"Stay out of there," he ordered. "Run aong. Back in the house."
"He'salot of trouble, isn't he?' observed Frenchy.

"Plenty. He'stried to get in that place acouple of times during the day. I've shown him that it's empty. But
he's never satisfied. To-night's no time to humor him."

"Keep himimpatient." Frenchy grinned as they descended the steps.

Inside the cellar room the two men sat at the table and conversed, while Jupe, after a short prowl, took
his place on one of the pine-board boxes. Neither of the men paid any attention to him. At timesthe
gpe-faced man raised him head asif to listen. But fear of Chefano's wrath prevented him from making
any mation.



Y et Jupe was not satisfied.

His keen ears seemed to detect a strange noise that did not cease - anoise that neither Chefano nor
Frenchy would have heard if they had listened for it.

CHAPTER XXXI. DUNCAN GOESALONE

TWO of the three men in Josh Stevens's cottage were growing deepy. Therain that dripped outside was
quieting.

"Half past deven,” said Harry Vincent. "I'm tired. I'm glad you came along this afternoon, mgor. It'snice
to know that we don't haveto go out intherain.”

The Englishman gave adeepy laugh.

"A good night to deep,” he said. "But | don't fed like dying. I'm rather pleased that | did comeintimeto
look around abit.”

"No morewiredlessmessages?’ inquired Bruce Duncan, impatiently.

"The |ast one this afternoon wasfind," declared Harry. He seemed somewhat annoyed by Duncan's
question.

"Well," said Bruce, "I dont likeit. Sitting around here when we know that Chefano and his gpe-man are
waiting. | wish we were going up thereto-night."

"Not to-night," said the Englishman. "1t will be good sport to wait. | never cared for rainy nights. They
were dreadful in the trenches.”

"I'mgoing toturnin,” declared Harry.
"Ditto," sad Mgor Weston. "good night, old top."

The two men went to their rooms. Bruce Duncan sat beside the embers of the open fire. He redlized that
he had been outvoted. At the same time he felt that his own opinion deserved some consideration. It was
hisinformation that had put the whedlsin motion. He had agreater interest in the affairs of the ruined
house than any one else - Mgor Weston included. Asthe nephew of Harvey Duncan, the closest friend
of Prince Samanov, Bruce fdt that his own word should befind.

Looking at the table, he saw Vincent's automatic. His own gun wasin hisroom upstairs. A plan beganto
dominate Bruce's thoughts. Hiswatch showed ten minutes of twelve.

Hetiptoed up the stairs. The doors of the rooms occupied by the other men were closed. All was silent.
Probably they were aready adeep.

In the darkness, Bruce found his automatic and his flashlight. He crept downstairs and, with both guns
pocketed, dipped from the house.

He moved noisdesdy aong the path. In the woods he used the flashlight. Thiswas his own expedition. A
man was expected at the old ruin by midnight - aman who was supposed to suspect nothing. He would
appear asthat man. He would surprise the two fiends who waited. If necessary, he would shoot them
without mercy. That would bring matters to a definite conclusion.

With the criminals out of theway, he could probably find the stolen insignia. If not, he and Mgor Weston



could keep the appointment the next week and explain matters.

THE merits of hisplan pleased Bruce when he reached the abandoned lane. His scheme seemed far
superior to the one which The Shadow had evolved. To-morrow, Chefano and his powerful brute might
both be gone. Get them to-night! It was his privilege, for they had done him an evil turn.

Bruce turned out his flashlight when he saw the open gate. The trgp was set, and he would turn it against
his enemies. He made aslittle noise as poss ble dong the path.

He came benesath the towering corner of the ruin, a portion of the old house which had been obscured by
treeswhen he had viewed the building from Rocky Summit.

Bruce took the path to the far side of the building. He stopped at the foot of stone steps. Below him was
an open door, with adimly lighted passageway. Thiswasthe lurefor the fifth man! It wasthe trap that
had ensnared four unsuspecting victimgl

Bruce drew both guns from his pocket. He stepped cautioudly into the passageway. The light was
brighter at the end. The close-set walls were of solid stone. No danger here. He moved quietly to the end
of the passage. Before coming into the light, he turned and looked back toward the entrance.

The steps seemed shadowy and black, as though some one was conceal ed there. Duncan went back
cautioudy. He thought he detected motion in the gloom. But he found the steps vacarnt.

Annoyed by hisimagination, Duncan silently resumed his course and reached the end of the passage
again. He looked back and saw the same shadowy depths. He decided that the blackness was dueto the
dimnessof thelight.

There was a doorway at the end of the passage - adoorway to the right. The door was open; it
extended into the passage, againgt thewadll in front of Bruce Duncan.

The young man watched the door suspicioudy, then moved to the end of the passage and turned to the
right. He stopped short, his hands behind his hips, conceding the automatics.

A man was seated at the table. He turned as he heard Duncan's approach. It was Bernardo Chefano.

"Good evening," said Chefano in asuave voice. Hislipstwisted inadight smile. "You are Mgor
Weston?"

"Yes" replied Bruce.
"Comein," said Chefano cordidly.

Duncan waited. He had the advantage here. From his position he could command both the room and the
passage to the outside. He was standing in semidarkness. Chefano could not see the position of his
hands. Bruce |ooked about the room. He wondered where the terrible ape-faced creature was.

"What isthe matter?' questioned Chefano smoothly. "I have been expecting you, mgor. | supposeyou
expected to find my uncle, Prince Samanov.” The crimind's face took on a saddened expression. "1 am
sorry to inform you, mgjor. My uncleis dead.”

"Dead?"' echoed Bruce. He knew that Chefano had not recognized him as the man who had been
attacked by the ape-faced creature. He had not expected to be recognized.

"Dead,” repeated Chefano. "Killed in battle, amartyr to our cause. Step inside, mgjor. | have waited long



to meet you."

THE invitation was the needed clue. Bruce knew the method now; he knew where the gpe-man was!
Chefano desired Bruce to step across the threshold, because the monster was in the room - in one of the
nesr corners - waiting to spring!

Inwhich corner? Ah, Chefano had betrayed himsdlf! For one ingtant, his eyes had moved to Duncan's
right. Hislips had twisted momentarily into a distorted shape. He was restraining the creature until the
proper moment.

With one action, Bruce Duncan stepped suddenly into the room. With hisleft hand heraised an
automatic to cover Chefano, who seemed obvioudy without aweapon. At the sameingtant, he looked to
the right and pointed his other gun toward the corner. There was the monster - six feet away - ready for

aspring.

Bruce Duncan'sfinger was on the trigger, but he did not pressit. The ape-faced creature had more
intelligence than Bruce had supposed. The sight of the revolver had curbed it. Back into the corner it
sank, and its prompt action saved itslife.

Bruce was magter of the situation. He could wait. He laughed. Should he reved hisidentity or play the
part of Weston? Bruce decided on the latter course.

"I suspected this," he declared. "The second message with the sedl of Prince Samanov - | detected the
imitation. Come eight days early, eh? What reason for the change? Had it been later, | might have
suspected nothing.”

From his position Bruce could easily observe both Chefano and the ape-man. The former, hislipstwisted
venomoudly, sat with upraised hands. The monster still cowered in the corner.

"A cregture here, to kill me" continued Bruce. "A monster - not even human. It shdl die. You" - he
glanced momentarily toward Chefano - "shdl live - for awhile. | will learn the truth of this deception -

fromyour ugly lipd"

The drama had gone far enough. Bruce knew that he must make good his boast. It wasright that he
should kill the ape-man, the horrible monster that was responsible for at least four deaths. His own safety
depended upon immediate action. The effect of the gpe-man's death would awe Chefano; from then on,
Bruce could dedl with asingle, helplessfoe,

HE threw onelast glance at Chefano. The man's distorted lips had formed a brutal smile. Therewasa
sudden noise from behind. Two iron hands gripped Bruce Duncan'swrigts, and hisarms were twisted
toward the floor. The revolver dipped from hisleft hand; the automatic in hisright roared as he pulled the
trigger. The bullets ricocheted from the stone floor. The ape-faced monster was unharmed.

The creature was upon Bruce, but at Chefano's hissng whistle it withdrew. Thetwisted lips spat a
command, and the monster dunk back to its corner.

Its ass stance was not needed. The man who had fallen upon Bruce Duncan from behind had caught him
unawares. Helay helpless, upon his back, his eyes staring toward the doorway which he had entered.
The door was partway open now, and Bruce redlized his mistake. Its hinges were at the opposite side. It
was the entrance to aroom at the end of the passage.

The half-opened door seemed to cast a heavy shadow in the passage. The door was swaying dightly,
and the shadow seemed to move with it, then recede along the passageway. Chefano had taken the



lantern from the wire and was bringing it closer.
"Put it back," ordered the man who was holding Duncan. "We don't need it."
"| wanted to see hisface, closeto,” said Chefano. "Y ou caught him right, Frenchy.”

"I'm good at that," admitted Frenchy. "The trouble was the door. | had to be dow when | opened it. |
was afraid the hinges would squesk.”

Duncan became limp as he ceased hislast attempt to struggle. Frenchy was sitting on his body, pinning
him so cleverly that he could scarcely move.

"What are you going to do with him?" asked Frenchy. "L et Jupe finish him?"
The ape-faced creature snarled at the mention of its name.

"No," said Chefano. Hislips had become hideousin their expression. "No."
"Why not?'

"Becauseit'stoo good for him. The others came quietly. They died quickly. He created trouble. Let him
think about it. He shdl die of his own accord.”

"Where? How?'

"Inhisgrave," said Chefano.

Bruce Duncan groaned as he redlized the significance of those words.
CHAPTER XXXII1.BURIED ALIVE

BRUCE DUNCAN lay on the stone floor, watching the preparations for hisinterment. He was bound
now, hiswrists and ankles held with stout rope. He had been gagged with a handkerchief. Frenchy sat
upon his body to prevent him from moving about. Duncan's captor appeared to view the proceedings as
ahuge entertainment.

Chefano ordered Jupe to the corner where the boxes lay. The ape-man carried one of the improvised
coffinswith ease and laid it on the floor beside Duncan.

"Takeit outsde, Jupe,” ordered Chefano. "Out by the big hole | dug.”

The mongter obeyed. While he was gone, Chefano produced three shovels, abag of nails and two
hammers, which he muffled with cloth.

"I'm sorry old Coffran isn't here to-night," said Chefano. "He would enjoy this"

Jupe returned. At Chefano's command, he picked up Duncan's body and flung it across his shoulder.
Chefano uttered hishissng whidtle.

"Dont hurt him, Jupe," he said.

Frenchy took the lead, holding Duncan's |oaded automatic at the ready in his overcoat pocket. Then
came Chefano with ashovel, nails, and ahammer.

Jupe followed, toting the prisoner. Bound helplessly, Bruce Duncan shivered asthe party entered the
graveyard. He was resigned to hisfate, yet he regretted that he had not shot Chefano and the gpe-man



the instant he had walked into their underground den. He was going to a horrible desth - one to which
none but fiendswould assign aliving creature.

Chefano, with Frenchy standing guard, made a cursory examination of the coffin. Then he whistled for
Jupe to fetch his human burden.

For amoment, the gpe-man hesitated. It seemed as though the eerie place were occupied by more than
just the four of them. Not that Jupe saw any other. It was more a dread, oppressive feding that called to
some primitive sense. As though intense, boring eyes were fastening themsel ves upon him with tentacles
of doom. And there among the night's haunting shadows, there seemed to be a grester, dl-enveloping
shadow.

Chefano whistled again. It was not for Jupe, the gpe-man, to think. With his burden, he shambled
forward.

Jupe, with Chefano standing by, carefully placed Bruce in the pine-board box. Looking upward, the
bound man could see the white mausoleum, looming like death itsdlf.

"Areyou comfortable?" hissed Chefano in ajeering whisper. "I hope you like your bed; you will deepin
it for along, long time."

"A long, long while," echoed Frenchy.
"Get the cover," hissed Chefano. His voice seemed part of the whistling wind.
Frenchy prepared to place the top portion of the crude coffin in position.

"Not yet," said Chefano. "We're going to give him afighting chance." The man'svoice seemedtolaughin
gniger fashion. "Well let him cal for help. Let him force hisway out. Through the cover, up through six
feet of earth!”

He drew aknife from his pocket. He turned the flash on Duncan's prostrate form. He cut the rope about
the prisoner's ankles, then the rope at the wrists, which were benesth Duncan's body. Thisdid not effect
ardease; Bruce struggled but found the ropes did not yield immediately.

Chefano carefully severed the handkerchief with which Bruce was gagged. The man in the coffin turned
his head and tried to loosen the choking cloth.

"Quick," hissed Chefano. "The cover."

THE flat top of the coffin camein place above. It seemed to shut Bruce off from therest of the world.
Even the sghing wind had ceased. Bruce Duncan flt terribly imprisoned, and his thoughts brought
horror.

Dull sounds came from above. They were driving nails with the muffled hammerd!

Brucetried to roll about. His struggle was desperate. If he could fight clear of the bonds, he might force
the cover before they had it nailed! The ropes wereyielding under hisfrenzied efforts. The gag had
loosened and was dipping beneeth his chin.

"Hdp!"

His cry seemed hopeless. Muffled within the coffin, overwhelmed by thewind! A faint cry far from
human aid. Perhaps Vincent and the Englishman had discovered his absence. They might be coming to



save him! Bruce was ddlirious enough to believe amost anything, yet even that one hope seemed futile.

He had one hand |oose and was pressing against the top of the coffin. The board was heavy, yet it
seemed to bend. But now they were lifting the coffin, carrying it to the grave!

It was going down, down, down - dowly down, with ropes beneath it. The thought stunned Bruce
momentarily. Hismind seemed gpart from hisbody. He was thinking of other thingswhile he shouted and
beat against the top of the box.

He writhed and turned on his Sde. Both hands were free; his ankles were almost loosened. Hetried to
get on his kneesto brace hisback against the cover.

Thud! 1t was dirt upon the coffin. The noise was repeated - again and again. Bruce was no longer
shouting for aid, no longer fighting wildly. Somehow the terrible Situation had camed his feverish mind.
He was making one concentrated, superhuman effort to gain hisfreedom.

Bracing on hands and knees, he pushed against the top of the pine box, amaost confident that he could
forceit. But now the weight was terrific. The thudding had ceased; there was no noise from above. He
redized that Chefano and Frenchy, aided by the imitative Jupe, had been piling on the soft earth with

terrific peed.

He sank to the floor of the box, exhausted. He could no longer struggle. It seemed that he was being
crushed, pressed beneath tremendous weight. Even the air seemed thick - amost solid. Such blackness!
Hecould fed it!

Onelast vague desire gripped Bruce Duncan's mind. Degth was near. If he could only hear afina sound
from the world above! His gasps seemed to echo through the box in which he lay. He made agreat effort
to hold hisbreath while he listened.

His hope was rewarded. He heard a sound. Not from above, but at the side. Loose dirt, forced down by
the earth above; dirt, rattling beside the box in which he lay. He gasped.

The sound came again - a the side and near the end. It was a scratching sound. It became more definite
than that! Something was striking againgt the end of the box!

Bruce heard amuffled, clicking noise. Then came a squesk, that sounded as though anail was being
pulled from wood. He extended one hand and pressed it against the end of the box. He felt avibration.
The end of the coffin was moving outward! What did it mean? What was causing it?

He pressed again, and the end seemed to yield. Again he heard the muffled clicking. Then came a soft,
shbilant whisper - astrange, creepy whisper - avoicein the gravel

Bruce shuddered. It was degath, he thought. At first he could not distinguish the words, but as he listened,
they cameplainly.

"Liedill," said thevoice. "You are safe. Becam."

HE obeyed the command. Some strange being had spoken from the depths below ground. The voice
wasweird, yet encouraging. Bruce did not move. He breathed deeply. The air seemed clearer.

"Pressit" camethe hissing whisper. " Press outward!™

Bruce obeyed. The end of the box moved afull inch. It was on adant, and asit yielded, he heard the
ragping sound of dipping nails.



"Pressdowly," came the whisper. It seemed vague and quiet now.

Bruce used his hands carefully, half wondering whether the whole event was redl. The rough wood
scraped hisfingers, he was sure that he was neither dreaming nor dying.

"Stop!"

Therewasadight jolt at the end of the coffin. Reaching out cautioudy, Bruce found that the end of the
box was open. The air seemed clear but damp.

"Crawl forward - carefully.”

His handswerein dirt beyond the coffin. On hands and knees, Bruce emerged into solid earth. Hewasin
adamp, moldy tunnel - asmall passage that was bardly large enough for hisbody. It twisted to the right.
He made the turn with difficulty.

The hole became larger as he moved upward. The angle became greater as he continued. His hands
dipped as he clutched at the Sdes of the cramped tunndl.

Then hiswrists were sei zed, and he was drawn bodily upward. He was clear of the hole; his knees had
reached the surface. The hands released hiswrigts. He fell forward on solid ground!

Bruce uttered along sigh. Hislimbs were aching; his ankles and wrists were sore from the ropes that had
bound them. But his mind was freed of torment. He managed to roll on hisback. Helooked above him,
and through the Stygian gloom he fancied he saw awhite ceiling above.

Hewas in the mausoleum!

Some one was working close beside him, working so silently that Bruce could hardly hear the labor.
Some one was shoveling dirt back into the hole from which he had emerged.

All trace of time passed from Bruce Duncan's mind. His brain responded only to the soft sound of dirt,
dropping downward. Then came a patting noise - the smoothing of the surface where the hole had been.

From that moment on, al seemed a dream. Bruce knew that he was outside the mausoleum; that he was
moving forward through the rain and wind, sometimes being carried, sometimes walking. Some onewas
beside him, directing the way. But Bruce Duncan's eydids were heavy; he could not open them. At last
al seemed blank. A great faintness came over him.

Then came a sensation of warmth and dryness. He opened his eyes and stared with surprise a his
surroundings. He was seated in achair, in the downstairs room of the cottage. He was wrappedin a
blanket. His outer garments were hanging over the wire screen before ablazing fire.

Bruce felt weak and tired. He rose wearily and went to the window. Raising the shade, he saw that the
first touches of dawn were appearing in the sky.

Bruce picked up his shirt from the screen. It was nearly dry now - dry, but covered with caked dirt.
Gathering his garments, he went upstairs. He wasin his stocking feet, and he made no noise as he passed
the closed doors and reached the bed in his own room.

As deep came upon him, Bruce Duncan's mind was filled with confused thoughts of his adventure. But
one dominating impression filled hismind. Theidentity of hisrescuer came with sartling suddenness.

He had been drawn from his tomb by The Shadow!



CHAPTER XXXII1.LAMONT CRANSTON RETURNS

AT nine o'dock, Wednesday morning, Richards was avakened by the ringing of abell in the kitchen.
The vaet had spent a deepless night, wondering what had become of his master. He was dozing when
the bell rang, and he legped from his chair when he heard it.

"Mr. Crangtonisringing!" he exclamed. Then, redizing that the millionaire was missing, he added: "Some
onemust bein hisroom."

He hurried upstairs and stood in amazement at the door of Crangton'sroom. The millionairewaslyingin
bed, with his head propped wesarily againgt the pillows.

"Mr. Crangton, gr!" exclaimed the astonished val€t.
"Yes" wasthereproving reply. "What kind of care have you been giving me, Richards?’
"What - what, Sr?' sammered the valet. "Where have you been, Sr?"

"A short while ago | found mysdlf in thewirelessroom upstairs. | was dressed, and | felt very tired. So |
came down and went to bed.”

"So you were up there!™ exclaimed Richards. "We wondered where you had gone, sir. Did you go up
there yesterday afternoon?’

"Y esterday afternoon, Richards? | don't recall it. | imagined that | had been there only a short while."
"Y ou were missing from your room, Sir, and we could not find you."
"Did you look upstairs?' The millionaire asked the question wearily.

"Wetried the door, g, but it was locked. Y our key was downstairs, so we didn't suppose you could be
there, ar."

"Burbank must have left hiskey inthelock. | recall going in the room - I'm not exactly sure of thetimel
entered - and it seemsto me the key wasin the door."

The valet hurried to the phone and called Doctor Wells. Richards reported the return of Lamont
Crangton, and the doctor hurried over immediately. He listened to Richards's story and decided that
Cranston must have become delirious during the previous afternoon.

"That wirdessroom was preying on your mind,” the physician said to the millionaire. "Y ou must have
gone upstairs and falen adeep. | can't understand how you managed to get that far. Oddly, your
condition seemsto be improved despite the exertion.”

"Perhaps | am capable of greater exertion than climbing stairs,”" said Cranston with adight smile.

"Possibly,” replied the physician. "I believe now that your condition was somewhat better than |
supposed.”

"Mr. Fellows has arrived,”" announced Richards.

"Hello, Fellows," said Lamont Cranston as the chubby-faced insurance man appeared. "What bringsyou
here?'

"Richards called me at the office. | wasthere before eight o'clock to-day. He said you were missing.”



"| appear to have been in the wireless room upstairs.”
"| thought Burbank was attending to that.”
"He went away yesterday."

"Mr. Crangton'sinterest in Burbank's work appeared to be taxing his strength,” explained Doctor Wells.
"When | mentioned that fact, we agreed that Burbank should go.”

"l can't keep my mind off the sending station,” said Cranston. " Perhaps you had better let me go up there
today."

"No, no," exclaimed the physician.
"Then well have to send for Burbank.”
"Very well. | suppose that would be best under the existing circumstances.”

FELLOWS undertook to cal the wireless operator by telephone. When he had completed his mission,
he had received Burbank's promise to come immediately.

"| am glad you are here, Fellows," said Crangton. "Thereis something | wish you would do for me. | am
anxiousto learn what has become of afriend of mine - an Englishman whom | met last year a PAm
Beach. Hisnameis Hubert Weston. He was an officer in the British army during thewar - amgjor, |
believe. | have intended to write Weston, but have logt his address. Y ou have many unusua connections
in New Y ork. Perhgps you could find out something about him.”

"I might be ableto do that,” said Fellows thoughtfully. "Do you merely want his address?!

"It would be better if | could obtain additiona information - other facts - apicture of him would be
excdlent. | want to be quite surethat | am writing to the right man - not to some one of the same name.”

"I'll dowhat | can,” promised the insurance broker. "Perhaps | can learn something about Weston
through the British consulate. Y ou will hear from me as soon as possible.”

The matter had been discussed in an indifferent manner; there seemed no further topic of conversation.
Fellows went back to New Y ork. Doctor Wells aso eft after deciding that his patient could St upina
chair by the window.

"Wonderful improvement,” he had said. "Y our visit to your wireess room seemsto have done you good.
Don't overdo yoursdlf. | may have you completely well within aweek."

When Burbank arrived, he was sent to Cranston's room. The millionaire gave the wirel ess operator a
code message which he had written.

"Send thisquickly,” hesaid. "l answered acdl thismorning. Told them to wait for two hours. Thiswill
explain alot of questionsthat will be asked. Bring methereply.”

Burbank made occasiond vigitsto Cranston's room during the course of the afternoon. At five o'clock a
messenger arrived with alarge envelope from Fellows. The packet was brought to the millionaire's room.
The Shadow smiled with satisfaction as he drew out severa pages of data a ong with the photograph of a
man in the uniform of aBritish officer.

"Very quick work," he said musingly. "Now to get Weston to look into the box. That will be easy.”



He took pencil and paper and wrote a careful message in longhand:

The box whichwasingalled last night is an improved deviceto aid transmisson. We are ready to test it.
Open thefront of the box, press the button on the side, and look in. Y ou will see intermittent lights. Make
surethat they change regularly.

When you use the key, have some one ese look in the box while you are operating, to make sure that the
lightsareregular. Since Duncan is adegp, you may intrust that smple duty to Mg or Weston. Y our
previous messages have been difficult to receive because of gtatic. The new device, if it functions
correctly, will over comethat difficulty. Explain the matter to Mgor Weston.

The Shadow rapidly trandated the writing into code. He rang the bell for Richards and dispatched the
vaet to the wireless room with the message.

Five minutes later the door of Lamont Cranston's room opened softly. Richards was standing in the hall,
but he heard nothing. He did not even see the form that dipped silently up the stairsto the sending station
inthetower - aform attired in adark dressng gown.

Burbank was seated at atable on which stood a small screen. The room was dark. The wireless
operator looked up as some one touched his shoulder. It was Lamont Cranston.

"Inaminute,” said Burbank quietly.

A dight buzzing began. The smdl white screen wasilluminated. The face of Harry Vincent appeared
there, flickering like amotion picture.

The face disappeared; another took its place. It was the face of a square-jawed man - a man with a short
mustache and close-cropped hair.

Lamont Cranston focused asmall light on a picture which he held in hishand. He compared it with the
image on the screen while Burbank looked on with interest.

"ldenticd," whigpered themillionaire.
"Excdlent tdlevison,” replied Burbank.
The Shadow's fingers sought the sending key. They tapped adow message.

"l am sending an O.K. to Vincent. Do not make any more complaints about static, Burbank. Let them
think that it has been diminated by the new device. | am grestly pleased by the clearness of theimages.
The television gpparatus has proven quite satisfactory. We may have occasion to utilize it further,
Burbank."

Theimage of Mg or Hubert Weston had disappeared. Burbank turned off the light, and the little screen
was dark.

When Richards entered his master's room ashort time later he found Lamont Cranston sound adeep in
his chair by the window.

CHAPTER XXXIV.TWO MEN TALK

MAJOR WESTON sat in front of the open fireplace, watching the sparks fly upward as he puffed at a
massive meerschaum pipe. He turned suddenly as the door opened. Harry Vincent entered.



"Ah!" said themgor. "l was just wondering when you would return. How is Bruce Duncan?'

"He seemed better after | got him home. The Hindu servant was waiting there and took charge of him. |
think he will improve quickly. It wasimpossble to keegp him here”

"| agree with you. This placeistoo near the scene of histerrible adventure. We have enough trouble
ahead of uswithout the added responsbility of asick man.”

" waswise to take him home to-day. To-morrow will be Sunday - heavy traffic on the road. | don't like
those once-aweek drivers,” said Harry.

"Y ou were away fourteen hours. Y ou left a seven in the morning; it'sonly afew minutes past nine now."
Harry Vincent picked up the ear phones and listened awhile. Then he tapped a brief message.
"Reporting my return,” Harry explained to Weston. Then:

"Well," he said, "we have our ingructions. Nothing to do until Tuesday. Then intercept the Sxth man - if
possible. | hope we have the same luck that Duncan and | ran into when we discovered you."

"By theway," said the Englishman, "you said that you expected to pick up specid ingtructionsin New
York. Did you receive them?'

"That'sright!" exclaimed Harry. "An envelope was waiting for me a Duncan's house. Abdul gaveit to
me. Hereitis"

Harry read the letter carefully, then tossed the paper into the fire. The Englishman noted that it turned
over asit fell, but he did not observe writing on either sde. The fact struck him as curious, yet he made
No commern.

"Important ingtructions,” said Harry. "Firgt, no more wireless messages are necessary until Tuesday. We
must be careful in our actions. We are to use our own judgment in finding the sixth man.”

"Good," remarked the Englishman approvingly.

"If wefind the man," resumed Harry, "I shdl report immediately. But we must not, under any
circumstances, tell him of Bruce Duncan's miracul ous escape.”

"Why not?'

"It soundstoo incredible. Our story issmply this: Duncan and | met you by chance and explained
matters. We decided not to visit the meeting place at the time appointed. Duncan, acting independently,
disappeared. We do not know where heis. We cannot understand it.

"We are afraid that he vidted the ruins a midnight, yet we can scarcely believe that he could have been
so foolhardy asto have gone done. We are acting cautioudy; hence we have not investigated. We know
that danger lurks, and we are waiting for the crucia time before we take asingle step. That timewill be
Wednesday - the day originaly set for the authentic meeting.”

"Very well," agreed the Englishman. "I must confessthat | would not have believed Duncan's story under
ordinary circumstances. The idea seemsto meto bethe correct one. Let us set our mindstoit; inall our
conversation, we must speak of Duncan as one who has disappeared.”

BOTH men considered the matter mentally, and their thoughts concurred. After al, Bruce Duncan had
actually disappeared. Their story was one of fact. The theory that Duncan might have gone, prepared for



danger, to the meeting place was a correct deduction. To say that he had not returned would certainly be
acurbing influence upon the sixth man. It would make him quite willing to abide by the wishes of Vincent
and Weston, to follow any ingtructions that they might receive.

"1 wonder why Bruce Duncan does not return,” remarked the Englishman casualy as helighted his pipe.

Vincent smiled. The mgor was accustoming himsdlf to the story aready. Vincent opened the front door a
trifle. The room was smoky from thefire.

"What have you been doing dl day?' he asked the Englishman.

"| tramped down to the village," said Weston. "A long hikeit was. | wasthere most of the day."
"That wasamistake," observed Harry. ™Y ou might have been seen.”

"By whom? | told my name to no one. Y ou and Duncan went to the village frequently, didn't you?"

"Yes; but our case was different. We established areason for being here. We even had Pennsylvania
licenses on our car. Y ou are here aone, with no reason for your presence. Y ou are obvioudy a Britisher.
The natives are apt to talk about you."

"Right-0," said the Englishman. "I never congdered it in that light. What shdl | do? Stay around here?!

"l guessthat's the only thing to do. Y ou might climb Rocky Summit to-morrow. That's the mountain from
which Duncan and | observed the old ruined house.”

"Topping idea," declared Weston. "By the way, what do you suppose has become of our friend
Duncan?'

"l don't know," said Vincent, repressing asmile at the major's persistency in sticking to the trumped-up
gory.

"What plan do you have concerning the sixth man?' questioned Mgor Weston. " Shall we watch the
dation or the bus?'

"WEelIl go downtown in the afternoon,” declared Harry. "He may comein on the early train, asyou did. If
we have no luck, you ride on the bus from the gation. I'll take you downtown in timefor the last trip.

Y ou will probably not be noticed thet late at night. Try to open conversation with any passenger who
seemslikely to be the man. If heison the bus, he will get off at Ridge Road. Y ou can get off, too; | will
bewaiting there.”

"An excdlent plan. Perhaps | can discover the chap and begin negotiations on the bus.”
"That'sthe very ideal was suggesting.”

HARRY rose and walked toward the door. Mgor Weston followed him. The two men stood on the
porch, breathing the cool mountain air.

"How do you like thisdigtrict, Mgor Weston?" inquired Harry.

"The placeisddightful," replied the Englishman. "This has been an enjoyable week - but for our worries
over Bruce Duncan - and | am glad to be here. Tomorrow | shal climb Rocky Summit. Will you
accompany me?'

"I had better stay here," replied Harry. " There's another reason why | am sorry you went to the village.



One of us should be here al dong, on account of the wireless.”

"I believe you areright. | should not have goneto thevillage. In fact, it was after dark when | started
back. A man gave mealift.”

"Who was he - anative?'

"l don't believe s0. | couldn't see hisface in the dark. He talked as though he came from the city. He
brought me dong Mountain Pike asfar as our road."

"You didn't tel him where you were staying?' Vincent's voice seemed anxious.
"No, indeed. | merely mentioned that | was stopping at a house near by."

Harry Vincent became suddenly dert. He drew aflashlight from his pocket and turned aglare of light on
the ground in front of the porch.

"What isit?' asked Weston.

"Thought | heard something out there,” replied Harry. "1 must have been mistaken. It sounded like a
crackling twig."

"Probably some amdl animd.”
"l suppose 0. Thewoods arefull of them."

Harry pocketed the flashlight. Accompanied by Mgjor Weston, he reentered the cottage. Harry closed
the door behind him.

CHAPTER XXXV.THE SIXTH MAN

A STRANGER dighted from the afternoon train at Culbertville. He was a dapper man of rather good
gppearance, his pointed mustache forming athin black line benegth his aguiline nose. He glanced leisurely
about him and looked with interest at the bus which was loading passengersfor itstrip acrossthe
mountains

He approached as though to speak to the bus driver. Then, apparently changing hismind, he sat ona
bench of the station platform. Even when the bus got under way, he made no move.

The stranger finished a cigarette, then strolled across the street and stopped to light another cigarette
beside aparked coupe. Two men were seated in the automobile. The stranger noticed them asheraised
his head.

"Pardon me," he said with apleasant smile. "Which direction do | go to find the road caled Mountain
Pike?"

"Straight ahead,” said the young man at the whed! of the car. "Buit if you are going up Mountain Pike you
should have taken the bus."

"I redizethat," replied the stranger. "But | can take the bus on itsnext trip."
"That isn't until late a night - half past eeven, to be exact.”

"I'minno hurry,” said the stranger with ashrug of his shoulders.



"Wearedriving in that direction,” said the man a the whed. ™Y ou are quite welcome to go with us.”
The stranger hesitated.

"Y ou would be overcrowded,” he said.

"Certainly not," camethereply. "Theres room for three of us. Come dong if you wish."

The stranger accepted the invitation. The man at the Side of the driver shifted to the left to allow room.
"My nameisVincent," said the man a thewhed, "and this gentleman isMgor Weston."

"Glad to meet you," said the stranger. "My nameis Garrison Cooper.”

"How far dong the pike are you going?'

"I'm not quite sure. | expect to stop off at aroad somewhere on the way. Let me think a moment - the
namedipsmy mind."

"Ridge Road?"
"That'sit. How did you happen to nameit so quickly?
Vincent laughed.

"Welive near Ridge Road," he said. "We have a cottage about half amile beyond. Would you like to run
up and see the place?’

Cooper studied Vincent rether quizzicaly. Theinvitation had been given in afriendly, matter-of-fact
manner.

"| suppose s0," said Cooper. He seemed atrifle uneasy for the moment.
WHEN the car pulled up in front of the cottage, Cooper was thefirst to aight.
"He's our man,” whispered Weston.

"I know," replied Harry. "We mugt give him the information.”

They ushered the newcomer into the cottage. The man's eyes expressed interest as he observed the
wireless equipment.

"What'sthis?' heexclamed. "A sending sation?"

"Yes," responded Vincent.

"What isitsrange?’

"Only afew hundred miles. But we can receive from agreet distance.”
"Even from Russa," said Mgor Weston.

Whedling about, Cooper stared at the Englishman. His face seemed excited; his hands and arms trembled
nervoudy.

"Why did you say that?" he exclaimed.



"Because | bdieved it would interest you," said the Englishman. "Mr. Cooper, | am your friend. Like you,
| have an interest in Russia." He drew a paper from his pocket and unfolded it before the eyes of the
astonished guest.

"Thiscameto me afew monthsago,” explained Weston. "It bearsthe seal of Prince Samanov.”
Cooper seized the paper and studied it with eager eyes. He examined the sedl closdly.

"Itisthe same asthe onel received,” he said at length. "But why have you kept it? | destroyed mine. |
suspected that there might be others, but | was not sure.”

"Why did you destroy it?"

"Because | wished no oneto seeit. | read the message and remembered it. | received a second aso. Did
you?"

"Yes. | haveit here”
Cooper uttered a sharp cry as he read the second message.

"Y ou were told to come eight days ahead! My second letter set the meeting but one day in advance.
Tonight, instead of Wednesday. Did you go last Tuesday night?*

The Englishman shook his head.
"| learned that the second letter was aforgery,” he said. "It was a snare to lure me to my death.”

Cooper'sface betrayed signs of fright as he sank into achair. He listened intently as Hubert Weston told
the story in terse, cold words.

"So you did not go!" exclaimed Cooper when the mgjor had finished his account. "But what became of
young Duncan? He could not have been foolish enough to have gonein your place.

"Wefear that he was," said Weston in a hushed voice. "He has been gone one week. Gone - perhapsto
the same death encountered by the other four. Y ou and | may be the sole survivors. We are indeed
fortunate.”

"What shdl | do?' questioned Cooper. "Stay here with you to-night? | cannot go alone.”

"Stay here, certainly. That fitsin with our plan. We attack to-morrow night. Three of us. We had hoped
to have four - Duncan, aswel asyoursdf. Even now we outnumber the two who are at the old ruin. |
doubt that they have others with them, athough there might be one extraman.”

"The ape-man is powerful,” interposed Vincent. "Do not forget that. | have encountered him.”
"Why not go to-night?" questioned Cooper.

"We must abide by the decision of the man who isdirecting us. We are following our chief's plans.”
Garrison Cooper nodded. Then he addressed Mg or Weston.

"It isfortunate, after al," he said, "that you kept the messages which bore Prince Samanov's sedl. |
destroyed minefor avery definite reason. | had received aletter from Prince Samanov sometime after
the Russian Revolution. It was avery persond |etter, and in it were ingructionsto destroy it and all
amilar communications. | consdered these last messages as Smilar communications.”



"What was your connection with my friend, the prince?" asked the Englishman.

"I met himin France," said Cooper. "I loaned him a cons derable amount of money, with no security
other than hisword. | supposed that at this meeting the debt would be repaid. | could see no danger in
coming, but | did redlize that there was need for secrecy, as Prince Samanov's agent might have had
difficulty leaving Russa"

"Haveyou comefar?'
"From Providence, Rhode Idand.”

HARRY VINCENT was busy with the wirdess. Garrison Cooper was curious as Mg or Weston peered
into the box that stood on the table. He waited until the message had been sent.

"What isthat ingrument?' heinquired.
"A datic diminator,” explained Harry. "It was put in here the -"
"A very ingenious device," brokein Mgor Weston. "It was here when | came.”

"Yes," agreed Harry. "It was put in here by Duncan and myself the night we first came to the cottage. It
was part of the equipment.”

He threw athankful glance at Weston. Harry had caught himsdlf just in time. Had hefinished his sentence
by saying "the night that Duncan disappeared,” he would have reveded the fact that The Shadow had
paid amysterious vigit to the cottage.

Bruce Duncan had described his adventure to Harry and Weston, during the rational momentsthat he
had had. They redized the part that The Shadow must have played, and the wireless message the next
day had explained why the new instrument had been added to the wireless set.

A reply cameto Harry's message.

"Sameingtructions," announced the young man. "L et matters rest to-night. The fact that Cooper does not
appear will not change mattersin theleast. The big event will be to-morrow night. Chefano must remain
there to meet the agent of Prince Samanov.”

"But when will that man arrive?" asked Cooper.

"We don't know. Possibly in advance of midnight. We areto receive our fina orders to-morrow
afternoon.”

The three men drove to atown on the other side of the mountainsfor dinner. Harry advised against going
to Culbertville. After they had made their trip, he urged his companionsto remain in the new town during
the evening. Asaresult, they did not get back to the cottage until after midnight.

"Well, that's over," said Harry asthey entered the house. "I'm glad we were away from here at midnight.
| was afraid one of you might have become venturesome - as we presume Duncan did.”

"Poor Duncan," said Mg or Weston. "If hedid fall into the trap, Chefano probably supposed that it was
|. He may have been the fifth man that died.”

Garrison Cooper shuddered.

"l wasto have been the sixth victim," he murmured. "l am glad it is past midnight!"



Cooper was to deep in the room which Duncan had occupied. Mgor Weston went upstairs, leading the
way. Harry Vincent remained by the wirdessinstrument, apparently to make afind cdl.

Heremained there for afull hour. Then hetiptoed noisdesdy upstairs. He listened at the two closed
doors - first at Cooper's, then at Weston's. Assured that both men were asleep, he retired.

CHAPTER XXXVI. THE SURPRISE

WEDNESDAY was aday of waiting. After one o'clock in the afternoon, Harry sent afew cals, but did
not receive aresponse until nearly six. He repeeated the message to his companions:

"Further ingtructionswill follow soon. Unlessyou are notified differently, follow this plan. Move a eleven
o'clock, with Weston and Cooper. Surprise Chefano and the ape-man. Watch out for athird man called
Frenchy. He may bein hiding. Wait outside the gates from nine o'clock on, in case the agent of Prince
Samanov arrives early. Attack at eleven whether he has come or not. Then wait to meet him. Y ou will

not be aided. Y ou three should be sufficient. Circumstances make ass stance difficult. Report immediately
after operations.”

Harry still kept the ear phones on hishead in response to a”Stand by" that had followed the message.
Code words came again, bringing unexpected ingtructions. Harry repeated the message aoud:

"Send Mgor Weston to look at the cabin in the woods. He must go immediately. Tell him to make sure
that it is deserted.”

The Englishman left the cottage. Presently another message came.

If Weston has gone, call meto that effect. Be sure that the static eiminator isworking. Tell Cooper to
watchit.

Harry reached for the sending key. He motioned to Garrison Cooper and pointed toward the box on the
table.

"Look inthere" he said. "Be sure that the lights change regularly. The static must be bad.”

Cooper followed ingructionswhile Harry called. Receiving the reply, he gave the information that
Weston had left to investigate the old cabin. The answer came quickly:

O.K. Stand by. Important.

Harry waved Cooper from the instrument on the table. He removed his ear phones as he noticed the
man's lips were moving.

"I'm worried about Weston," said Cooper nervoudy. " Suppose | go out on the porch and watch for
him?'

"All right," said Harry. "But stay there until | come. Theré's no danger & the old cabin. Thisisjust a
precaution, | suppose.”

He clamped the ear phones on his head as Cooper |eft by the front door. A few minutes elgpsed. Then
came another message:

Important. The stated time of operations remains the same. But immediately upon the return of Mgor
Weston, tell Cooper that -



The message ceased suddenly. Something seemed to have gone wrong with the receiving apparatus.
Harry removed the ear phones and began an investigation. Then he went to the door. Cooper was
standing on the steps, looking toward the woods.

"Something has gone wrong with thewirdess" said Harry.

"Have you found the trouble?" asked Cooper anxioudy.

"No," replied Harry. "Have you seen Weston?"

"Not yet."

"I guess helll be back any minute now. I'll try to locate the trouble.”
"Maybeit'sthe agrid."

Harry went out to see. Cooper's surmise was correct. One end of the aerial had dropped from the side
of the house. The other end was attached to atree. A moderate wind was blowing, and Harry supposed
that the swaying of the tree had caused the damage. He obtained aladder from the back of the cottage.

Cooper went in the house for apair of pliers. As he arrived with them, Mg or Weston appeared from the
woods.

"Can| help?' he asked.
"I'll haveit fixed in afew minutes," said Harry from the top of the ladder. "Cooper can help if necessary.”

THE Englishman went in the house. He was smoking his pipein the corner when Harry entered with
Cooper. There was more difficulty with the wireless. Harry made a thorough ingpection before hefindly
mended the trouble. He had wasted nearly an hour.

He began to call, but received no response. He joined his companions a a cold supper, then returned to
his operating, with no result.

"It'snearly nine o'clock," observed Mg or Weston.

The Englishman was right. The time had arrived for them to start, and Harry had not received The
Shadow'sfinal message! He wondered what it could have been. The accident to the agrid and the
trouble with the set had been a strange coincidence.

Y et Cooper had been on the porch when the first occurred, and Weston had been indoors on the second
occasion. No one could have approached the cabin to tamper with the equi pment without having been
seen. There might be some reason why either Weston or Cooper could have wished to stop the wireless
message, but certainly both men would not have desired it.

Harry Vincent's mind wasfilled with absurd doubts. Then he redlized that The Shadow had planned
tonight's operations, and that the mysterious director had included both the Englishman and the
newcomer in hisingructions.

The set was working now, yet there had been no response, which evidently signified that the interrupted
message had been of minor consequence.

It was dark outside. The night was clear, and the moon had not yet risen. Harry caculated that it would
not become bright until very late - perhaps after midnight. It was imperative however, that they should
Start at once.



He produced three automatics. Each of his companionstook apistol. Harry extinguished the lampsin the
cottage.

They arrived a the gatesin silence. Two hoursto wait. They werelong hours during which the three men
were impatient, athough Weston passed the time rather easily by smoking his pipe, keeping his hand
around the bowl to prevent the sparks from blowing. The wind sobbed eerily through the trees.

"Eleven o'clock!"

At Harry's announcement, the trio entered the gates and stole up the driveway. The moon wasrising; the
corner tower of theold ruin was plainly visblein the dim light. Harry led the way, keeping well in the
shadow of overhanging trees.

It was pitch-black in the shelter of the old ruin. All was quiet; the wind had ceased itslow moaning with
the rising of the moon. The three men reached the stone stepsthat led to the cellar. They could seethe
light from the passage.

"I'll go firgt," whispered Harry. "Cooper next. Weston last. We must watch the rear. Keep by the steps
here, mgjor. Do not enter too far. Keep in touch with us."

They huddled in aslent group.

"Do not fire unless absolutely necessary,” whispered Harry. " Capture them, if possible - Chefano and his
ape-man. But we must guard againgt athird - in case thereis another here.”

He did not explain the reason to Cooper, but the Englishman grunted affirmatively in the darkness. Mgor
Weston was familiar with the details of Bruce Duncan's experience.

"Remember," cautioned Harry, "that the Russian may be here soon. If he should hear shots, he might be
alarmed. Hence we must work silently if possible. We are not expected. We can make asurprise

He entered the passage, moving noisalesdy. Cooper followed, and as they neared the end of the
passage, Harry made signs for the man to watch the door at the end. Cooper nodded that he
understood.

When he reached the turn to the right, Harry crouched cautioudly. Then, with sudden action, he leaped
into the lighted room. He saw Chefano at the table, the ape-faced man lying on the floor beside him. As
the two rose, Harry covered them with his automatic.

Congternation gppeared on Chefano's twisted lips. The gpe-man snarled at the sight of the gun. The
creature had leaped upward; now it sank back as Chefano raised his hands.

"Comeon!" cadled Harry.

Cooper rushed into the room, and Weston appeared at the end of the passage.

"Weatch that door, mgjor,” ordered Harry. "Seeif theres any one behind it.”

The heavy-set Englishman turned on aflashlight. He opened the door and threw the gleam beyond.
"It'sasmall room," he said. "Two steps down. Empty.”

He made an investigation and returned.



"Solidwalls," he declared. "It'saregular vault. No other entrance.”
"Good," decided Harry. "WEell put them in there."
He ordered Chefano to stand.

"No foolishness," he declared. "Go down in that room and call your creature with you. Any false move -
by either you or the gpe-man - and it's bullets for you, Bernardo Chefano.”

Thetwisted lipswere ugly as Chefano arose and obeyed. He hissed his commanding whistle. The cowed
ape-man followed. Weston stood in the passage, his automeatic ready, as the prisoners entered the vaullt.

Harry was at the head of the steps, covering the scene with hisflashlight. The Englishman joined the
prisoners and calmly searched their clothes; the ape-man cowered during the operation. Weston took a
revolver from Chefano's pocket.

"No trouble from them now," he said camly.

He closed the door of the vaullt; it had a heavy hasp which the Englishman attached to the staple on the
doorway, wedging the fastening in place with a bolt that was there for the purpose.

COOPER smiled in arelieved way.

"You fellows have nerve,” hesaid. "I'll admit | was scared. Y ou handled them as easily asif they were
babies. Well, we have them now. But maybe there's some one €lse near by."

"Well watch for that," declared Harry. "Two of us can remain in thisroom, which is evidently the meeting
place. Thethird must stand guard in the passage.”

"I'mwilling," said Cooper. "What shdl | do?'

"Keep your back against the door to the vault. Y ou can hear anything that happens there. Have your
automatic ready. Then keep looking down the passage. The moment that you hear any one, comein
here. If it isan enemy, we will beready for him. If it isthe messenger that we expected, we can explain
everything to hisstisfaction.”

"Good," agreed Mgjor Weston.

Harry sat beside the Englishman at the table. He held his automatic in readiness for asign from Coaoper,
who had taken his place on guard.

"There must be only two of them to-night," remarked Vincent in alow voice which only Mgor Weston
could hesr.

"Duncan said therewasathird,” replied the Englishman quietly.

"Yes," afirmed Harry. "A man caled Frenchy. | don't think he's here. He's not needed. Chefano hasthe
inggnia. He should receive the money without question.”

"Theinggnia" exclamed the Englishman in alouder tone. "Chefano didn't haveit when | searched him! It
must be somewherein the room!"

Harry examined the table. It had no drawer. His eyes roamed about the room. There was a coffinlike
box in one corner; opposte it were two smaller boxes.



Helaid his automatic on the table and went to inspect. Insde the top box of the two he found some
envel opes and asmall wooden case.

"Look at these," he exclamed.
Maor Weston glanced to make sure that Cooper was on guard. The man was looking in the room.
"Watch the passageway," cautioned the Englishman. "Y ou can look at these later."

Cooper obeyed. Weston laid his automatic on the box upon which he had been seated and joined
Harry.

"WdlI!" camethe voice of Cooper from the doorway.

The othersturned. They were staring into the muzzle of Cooper's automatic. A jeering laugh came from
the man in the doorway.

"Easy, eh!" he exclaimed. "Y ou thought Chefano, and Jupe were easy! Y ou are the easy ones! You
thought there might be another man in the gang, but you never suspected he waswith you al the time!™

Harry Vincent and Mg or Weston were as motionless as statues. The unexpected climax had rendered
them powerless. Transfixed with amazement, they watched their former companion stride to the table and
pick up their pistols. He dtill covered them with hisown gun.

Cooper's face was malicious as he ordered his prisonersto raise their hands above their heads. His
good-natured smile had become an evil grin. The fingers of hisleft hand tugged at his mustache and
pulled the adornment from hislip.

"Garrison Cooper!" he exclaimed. "Garrison Cooper died amonth ago. He was the sixth man; he carried
his secret to his grave, for he destroyed both letters after he received them. He died from a heart attack.
We didn't expect him to come here after we learned of his death. Only theliving can come - and they do
not leave.

"I don't even look like Garrison Cooper. But you didn't know that. My nameis - well, they cal me
'Frenchy’; that's enough. I'm Chefano'strump card - hisacein the hole. He left the gamein my hands,
and I'vewon!"

Frenchy's white teeth gleamed as he surveyed the men he had betrayed.
CHAPTER XXXVII. THE TORTURE CHAMBER

A LITTLE group of men cameinto the moonlight, up the stone steps from the passage that extended
beneath the old stone ruin. Harry Vincent and Mgjor Weston were in advance, their arms rai sed.
Frenchy followed, threatening with his automatic. Chefano and Jupe, released from their dungeon, were
a therear.

Chefano took the lead after they had reached the ground. Following a curt command from Frenchy the
prisoners walked after Chefano. His path led back toward the lane, but he turned | eft at the end of the
building and stopped at apair of stone steps that descended benesth the old tower to light alantern.

The prisoners were taken into alow-ceilinged room that seemed dull and tomblike in the gloom. A
doorway showed at the farther corner. It had stepsthat evidently went up into the stone tower.

In the center of the room was alow, flat table. Chains rested on one end; at the other edge wasalong



roller of wood that was set in two upright posts. At each end, by a post, was afour-armed winch; these
winches were cruddy fashioned of wooden spokes. There were chains attached to theroller and chains
at thelower end of thetable.

"Place them on the table," ordered Chefano.

"Liedown onthetable" commanded Frenchy.

Both Harry and the mgor hesitated.

"Liedown," commanded Frenchy again. "Cal Jupe, Chefano. He can take care of them.”

Avoiding thisthreat of the ape-man, the prisoners obeyed. The table was barely wide enough for both of
them. At Chefano's directionsthey placed their feet a the lower end, with their heads afew feet below
theroller.

Chefano leered as he fastened their ankles to the bottom of the table and attached the chains of theroller
to their wrigts. Their arms were extended above them; they were stretched between the ends of the
table,

"What'sthisidea?' questioned Frenchy.

"A rack," said Chefano, hanging the light from the ceiling. " The table was herewhen | came. So |
congtructed the posts and the roller. It's exactly like theracksthey used in Italy years ago to make
prisonerstak. When the roller istightened, the chains stretch the body between. When the body begins
to stretch, the tongue beginsto wag.

"I had it ready in case we might need information from some one, but there was no occasion to useit. It
was planned for one, but | atered it because of the width of the table.”

FRENCHY grinned in admiration.
"Y ou turn the winches, en?"' he asked.

"Yes" replied Chefano. "Thereis aratchet on each one. The whed will not go back. One man can
operate both by going from one to the other."

"But we don't need to find out anything from these men, Chefano. | waswith them. | know their story.”

"It will be good amusement for Jupe,” said the heartless Chefano. "1 don't want him around when our next
vigtor arrives. He might excite suspicion. | don't contemplate trouble with the last man. | have the
credentids”

"ThisoneisMgor Weston," said Frenchy, indicating the Englishman as one would point out an article of
furniture.

"Weston!" exclaimed Chefano. "'l thought he was the man we buried aivel™

"That was young Duncan. He and this other fellow - whose nameis Vincent - met Weston last Tuesday
night and warned him. Duncan was hot for excitement, and came up here done. That was why he made
so much trouble. He was prepared for you and Jupe - but not for me.

"| stayed around the town abit last week. | had a hunch that something might be wrong. | saw Weston in
the village. Plainly, he was an Englishman. | followed him to the cottage where he was staying with
Vincent. | listened in, and learned part of their game. So | showed up yesterday and let them think | was



Garrison Cooper.”
"Y ou've been with them since lagt night!”

"Of course. They had radio communication with New Y ork, or some place, getting ingtructions from
somefdlow they call The Shadow. | put the wirdess out of commission this afternoon just to be safe.”

The words revealed the truth to Harry Vincent. Frenchy had broken the aerial when he went out on the
porch; he had tampered with the set when he had been sent into the house for plierd!

"They're working aone now," concluded Frenchy. "So it'sup to you. But I'd advise you to let Jupe
grangle them and finish the job right now."

"Hewill strangle them beforeit's over,” announced Chefano asherolled hislips. "As soon asthey
commenceto shout helll leave the winches and choke them. WelI et him use the rack for awhile. It will
anusehim.”

He made signsto the ape-man. Jupe had evidently been ingtructed previoudy in the use of therack. The
inhuman creature snarled to show that it understood its work.

"Comeon," said Chefano. "The Russian may be here. Leave the light so Jupe can see what heisdoing.”
"One of us had better come back every now and then to see that everything isdl right.”
"Yes, well do that. But don't worry about Jupe. Come dong.”

The ape-faced creature walked about the table after the two men had gone. It thrust its ugly face above
the eyes of the chained men and snarled. It laid its claws upon Vincent's throat, and for amoment he
thought the end was near. But the creature evidently remembered itsingtructions, for it went to the end of
the table and clutched one of the winches.

Click! Thewinch turned a notch. Jupe moved to the other side of the table. There was aclick from the
second winch.

The ape-man repeated the operations. Harry Vincent could fed the tightening of hisarms.

"What about it?" he asked grimly, turning his head toward the Englishman. " Shall we shout and let the
beast choke us?

"Carry on abit," replied themagor.

THE ape-faced man moved dowly from one side of the table to the other, pausing in between to stare
over the end of therack and view the faces of hisvictims. Theroller had pulled the chains taut now; the
next turn of the winch brought a.groan of agony from Harry. The Englishman caught his bregth asthe
winch on hissdewasturned.

"I'm going to shout," groaned Harry, "while | have strength.”

He saw the hideous face of the ape-man grinning down upon him. He opened his mouth for the cry that
would bring death. Strangulation would be plessant asardlief from thistorture.

But before Harry could shout, he saw the monster raise its head and snarl. It waslooking at something at
thefoot of the rack. It seemed about to spring over the bodies of the prisoners.

There, at thefoot of the table, stood a black-robed figure that completed the sinister aspect of thistorture



chamber. It was like some dark phantom of the past, averitable inquisitor of the Middle Ages. Itsface
was hidden by its robes, but through the black coverings one could fed the piercing dagger of two eyes -
eyesthat burned.

The ape-man did not legp upon the table. Instead he ran around to the side, snarling as he approached
the opposite end. Then, from the black-robed form came ahissing whistle - the signal which the monster
had been taught to obey. Jupe stopped and crouched beside the table.

"It's Chefano," gasped Harry. "Chefano, come to see us suffer.”
"Stay there, Jupe," camethe order.

The black-robed figure moved to the top of thetable; it Ieaned over the faces of the stretched men, and
its huge shadow seemed to bury them in blackness. Harry felt those eyes upon him. It spoke again - but
no longer in Chefano's voice. Itswords were uttered in astrange, sihilant whisper that Vincent
recognized from the past.

"Attack Chefano and Frenchy," said the ddliberate voice. ™Y ou will find weapons beside the stone steps.
The two men are within the meeting room. | shdl handle the mongter.”

Thewinches were released. With amazing quickness the mysterious figure in black released the
prisoners. Jupe began to snarl. The hissing whistle silenced him. But as the men on the table raised
themsalves to agitting position, the monster sensed that it had been decelved. With ahideous cry of rage,
it sprang toward the cloaked being.

Harry saw thetall form merge into the shadows at the end of the room. The gpe-man missed hisgodl.
"Hurry!" came the commanding whisper. "Go!"

Jupe's sharp eyes detected the figure in the gloom. The ape-man, his arms extended wide, approached
the shadowy form, to driveit toward the corner. Harry and the mgjor were on the floor, hurrying toward
the door asfast astheir limbs would respond.

Glancing over his shoulder, Harry saw the black-robed shape elude the gpe-man's grasp. With amazing
speed it gained the stairway in the corner of the room; it vanished upward in the darkness, with the
snarling mongter in pursuit.

Down from the stairs, through the low-ceilinged room, echoed a hollow, mocking laugh.
It was agnister laugh - alaugh more terrifying than the torture of the rack!

CHAPTER XXXVIII. THE FIGHT ON THE TOWER

CHEFANO and his evil accomplice, Frenchy, were completely surprised when their former prisoners
appeared in the doorway of the meeting room. The two men were engaged in tense conversation over
the table. They looked up when Vincent and the Englishman entered. Weskly, the crooksraised their
hands at sight of the two pistols.

Harry ordered them outside the building. Mgor Weston had discovered arope in the corner of the
room. While Harry covered the captives with his gun, the Englishman bound them and toppled them to
the ground. He put their gunsin his own pockets.

Their work had been quickly done; now Harry thought of the torture chamber and the Stairsto the tower.
The Shadow had rescued them; now he was at bay! Superman though he might be, this strange being of



the night was human, and his retreat was cut off by the terrible gpe-man, who possessed the strength of a
gorilla

The thought maddened Harry. He pictured alifeess body on the winding sairsthat led to the tower, with
Jupe snarling above hisfalen prey.

The Shadow's aid ran toward the ruin, and acry came from his throat. Two forms had appeared upon
the top of the old tower. Onewastdl and lithe in the moonlight; the other was abulky, crouching figure.

Magor Weston had heard Harry's cry. The Englishman raised his automatic. It was along shot, but his
am was on the gpe-man when Harry seized hisarm. The two figures had closed together; they were
locked in conflict!

The sght was weird and amazing. The Englishman uttered acry of surprise as he saw thetall figure push
the bulky one backward. It was unbelievable that the strange fighter in black could resist the power of the
ape-faced mongter.

Y et the conflict seemed equd. The ape-man was recovering now, and for amoment The Shadow
appeared weakened. Then both forms stood motionless, gpparently at ease. But the observers on the
ground knew that each of them wasusing dl his strength.

"I'm going up the staird" exclaimed Harry.

"Wait!" Mgjor Weston's voice was commanding. Y ou can do nothing on the tower. Y ou would be
hurled asdein that terrible struggle. Y our place is here with me. If they separate for an instant we must
shoot to kill the mongter.”

They watched the battle helplesdy. At timesthe figures swayed. Once the ape-man staggered backward,
and the mgjor's finger was on the trigger of his automatic. The next instant The Shadow had followed up
his advantage. Again the grappling shapes were locked.

Minutes went by - terrible, tense minutes - while the weird fray continued benegth the glare of the risen
moon. Then the strength of the ape-faced man became more apparent. It was Jupe who was fighting
srongly now.

"Therewill beabreak," promised Weston, hisvoice betraying hisanxiety. "My am istrue, even at this
distance. But | must wait until they are gpart.”

"The mongter isforcing the fight," groaned Harry. "We cannot wait long. It will betoo late.”

ASif in answer to the gloomy prophecy, the two forms on the top of the tower moved steadily toward
the parapet. For atragic moment the figure of The Shadow seemed to lean over the edge. Then, imbued
with sudden strength, it regained its former position. Y et the gpe-man till held the advantage.

Again human strength began to yield as the power of the fiend increased. The Shadow's form seemed to
collapse, going down benegath the bulk of the fierce monster. It resppeared, atwisted shape, half-thrust
from the edge of the ruined tower.

Two long armslogt their clutch on the ape-man. They spread apart and grasped the low stone parapet.
The head and shoulders of The Shadow were projecting above the wall. The cloaked avenger was
meaking hislast fight for lifel

Then came the sickening finish. The Shadow rosein onefind effort. He staggered, arms wide, his black
cloak fluttering in the night breeze. Weston's automatic thundered as Jupe stepped back for the pring,



but the shot went wide. The ape-man merged with hisfaltering victim. The tall form waslifted upward.
Then it was head downward; the cloak draping on the parapet. The two figures sank as the monster
crouched to throw its victim to the ground benesth.

A portion of the parapet gave way asthefightersflattened againgt it, and aliving form fell with the shower
of stones, the black robe winding about it asit crashed to its doom on the stones beneath. A crouching
figure was slhouetted on the tower.

The Englishman's eyes had rested for an instant upon the shapeless mass that lay among the ruins of the
old building. Inginctively he had followed itsfatd fall. Now he saw the sinister form by the broken
parapet, but as he fired awell-aimed shot, the figure disappeared.

Harry Vincent was clambering over the ruined building, risking hislimbs amid the loose stones. His
companion followed him. Their one thought was for the man who had fallen. Perhaps through some
miracle The Shadow was till divel

The black robe covered the body. In the glare of the Englishman's flashlight, Harry pulled the cloak aside
and stared at the upturned face. A cry of amazement followed. It came from Harry Vincent.

Hewas|ooking at the evil countenance of Jupe, the gpe-man. Initsfina spring the monster had become
entangled in the black robe of The Shadow. Its powerful body had broken the crumbling parapet. The
fierce creature had plunged headlong to its desth while The Shadow had managed to hold on in safety as
the cloak ripped from his shoulders.

The crouching figure that had remained on the tower was The Shadow!

A sudden noise gtartled Harry. He looked back toward the entrance to the cellar. Two men werefleeing
through the moonlight toward the woods. They were well away, close together. One of them appeared to
be carrying something. Chefano and Frenchy were free!

"We cannot stop them," cried Mgjor Weston. "One of them must have dipped the ropes and aided the
other."

Harry watched the men as they vanished among the trees. He clambered back over the |oose stones.
Reaching the steps, he entered the passage, with the mgjor close behind.

"Where are you going?' asked the Englishman.

"To get the wooden box," replied Vincent. "It was intended as a coffin. It will do for the gpe-man's

"Hush!" exclaimed the mgjor, asthey reached the end of the passage. "I hear something."

A moaning sound came from behind the door of the vault. They opened the barrier. Their flashlights
showed aman lying on the floor, bound with ropes. They released him. The Englishman uttered acry of
recognition when he saw the man'sface.

"It'sBerchik!!" he exclamed. "I remember him! Samanov'strusted servant. He isthe messenger. They
captured him! He must have come while we were in the torture chamber!™

"And now they are gone," muttered Vincent. "Chefano and Frenchy - gone - gone with the stolen
wedth."

CHAPTER XXXIX. THE HAND OF THE SHADOW



A LOW-BUILT coupewaswhirling dong a Pennsylvaniahighway, itsydlow hood shining inthe
moonlight. Two men were laughing as they watched the road flow rapidly beneath the whed s of the car.

"Great work, Frenchy," said the man at the right. He turned and opened abox that lay in the center of the
sedt.

The box was cubica, measuring approximately one foot in each dimension. It rested free between
Chefano and Frenchy; its opened lid reveded a shimmer of sparkling contentsthat caught the glint of the
dash light. Chefano closed the lid and turned a key. Leaning back, he stared forward through the
windshidd.

"Lucky it was gemsingtead of gold," asserted Frenchy, his eyesintent on the road ahead. "They must
have used the gold for other purposes and sent the sparklers over here because they were easier to
cary."

"That's probably theidea," said Chefano. "1 wonder how that messenger brought them in. He must have
smuggled them.”

"Getting by the American cussomswould be easy,” was Frenchy'sreply. "Easy, compared to sneaking
them out of Russa. Why worry about it, Chefano? We've got them. That's enough.”

"Yes, and we're lucky. | wonder who it wasthat let those fellows loose. Could it have been The Shadow
they were talking about? Was that him fighting Jupe on the tower, do you suppose?"

"Probably. And he got what was coming to him."
"l wonder where Jupe went."

"| suppose he's hiding somewhere. Why think about him?'Y ou're better off without him, Chefano. He's
done hiswork. He doesn't know enough to talk, even. He can't give you away if they do catch him.”

Chefano laughed. Frenchy could see hislipstwist as he gazed in the mirror of the car. He thought he saw
adark form, too, and two tiny spots of light, likefires. It was not wise to watch the mirror, going at his

high speed.

"It'sbeen awild night," said Chefano. "Firdt that little surprise you didn't warn me about. That worked out
very nicely when we put the two men on the rack. We handled the Russian messenger in the best
possible way. When he walked in with the box under hisarm, thinking we must be friends, | couldn't
resg it. It was so easy to knock him down without any argument.

"Yes," agreed Frenchy, "but if you had had your way and opened the box right then and there it would
have been very bad when Vincent and the Englishman camein. | shoved the box under the table while
we decided what to do next. One minute later they popped up.”

"Wedid the best thing when weran for it," said Chefano. "They never thought to watch uswhilethat fight
was going on up at the top of the tower. When | got loose and started to free you, my one ideawasto
get the box and clear out."

"They couldn't have followed us through the woods," said Frenchy. "If they had known where my car
was - in that old barn down the pike - it might have been bad. But once we were away - well, were

going to keep right on going.”

"We?' said Chefano sharply. "We? 'Y ou've been paid for your work, Frenchy. It's my lookout from now
on. But you've been so useful that 1'm going to give you some extra cash.”



"Youll split the swag fifty-fifty,” asserted Frenchy.

"What do you mean?' demanded Chefano. "How about 1saac Coffran? I've worked with him for years.”
"Leavehimout thistime"

"Nothing doing. I'm too wise for that, Frenchy. | don't double-cross any one so smart asheis."

"All right. Split it three ways, then."

CHEFANO'S lipstwitched as he seemed to consider the matter.

"I'll tell you what, Frenchy," he said. "Twenty-five per cent for you, deducting what you've already
received. That is, if Coffran will agree.”

Frenchy's teeth shone as he smiled. He did not reply at once. The car was following a curving course; his
eyes were on the road as he tried to maintain the rapid speed.

At last he spoke.
"That might do," he said. "But when you figure that we have the swag now - dl ours- herein thiscar -"

He stopped as Chefano uttered a sharp exclamation. Frenchy looked down at the jewe box. A hand
was upon it - ahand that came through the open window at the back of the coupe! Only the hand was
visblein the moonlight. Frenchy could not seethearm.

"Y ou have the swag?' whispered amocking voice. "Y ou arewrong. It ismine!”

The gloved hand lifted the box by the handle. The motion was dow - deliberate - uncanny. Frenchy's
eyes had |legped back to the road as he righted the car dlong adoping curve.

"I won't stop, Chefano!™ he cried. "He can't get away at this speed. We're going too fast. Grab him! It's
The Shadow!"

Chefano thrust his hands toward the box, which was amost to the rear window. A black-clad arm swung
the box swiftly to theright. It crashed againgt Chefano'sface.

Frenchy's right arm was quick. With a swift glance he directed his motion and caught hold of the box with
his hand. He still watched the road, steering the car rapidly around abend with hisleft hand on the
whedl.

"Help me!" he exclaimed to Chefano.
There was no response. The other man was groggy from the blow he had received.

Frenchy felt the box dipping from his clutch. He turned his head in desperation. He saw ablack form at
the back window of the car. He threw another glance at the road, then vainly tried to hat the momentum
of the car.

Not twenty-five feet ahead was ared light of warning, mounted upon awhite fence that marked asharp
turnin theroad. It wastoo late for action then. The automobile smashed the heavy fence asthough it had
been built of match sticks. Over the edge plunged the car - asheer drop into the river below.

The men in the car were trapped as the automobile sank beneath the water's surface. Theriver was deep
beneath the cliff. The coupe turned completely over asit fell, tossing its occupants about inside the body.



But before the car reached the water, along figure shot clear of it and was precipitated twenty feet
beyond.

Out in the river ahead gppeared among the ripplesthat had followed the tremendous splash. The head
seemed to float for afew moments, then the swimmer struck out for shore. He clambered from theriver;
in his hand he supported a box.

The hand of The Shadow had regained the stolen wealth. The box had been plucked from the death car
the ingtant that it had madeitsfatal plunge.

But there had been no escape for Frenchy and Chefano. Trapped within the closed doors of the coupe,
the crooks had been envel oped by a surge of water through the opened rear window. Their car had sunk
into a hollowed depth beneeath the dliff. Thirty feet below the stream's surface, two fiends of crime had
found their proper doom.

ON thefollowing evening, Harry Vincent and Mg or Hubert Weston arrived at the home of Bruce
Duncan. They brought with them Berchik, the messenger of the late Prince Samanov. They had come
following ingtructionswhich Vincent had received by wirdess early in the morning.

The loss of the Samanov fortune had come as a stunning blow to Bruce. His duty ill remained - to
recover the jewels and to divide them among the heirs of the unfortunate men who had been murdered.

"We have only one hope," maintained Harry Vincent. "l expect The Shadow to act immediately against
Isaac Coffran. The old manisin the game. Through him we may locate the stolen wedth. He must be
forced to give usinformation that will lead usto the two crooks who escaped.”

"Isaac Coffranisgone,” replied Bruce Duncan soberly. "We have no clue. Remember, Abdul and | have
ascore to settle with that man. Last night Abdul visited the old house with my consent. The place was
empty. The door was unlocked. Everything of value had been removed. Isaac Coffranistoo clever to
have |eft asingle trace that would tell where he has gone.™

The men looked at one another gloomily. Each was thoughtful, but their silence indicated that none of
them could propose a course of action.

The door opened. Abdul entered, for once the calm Hindu seemed excited. Hewas carrying a
cube-shaped box; aready hisfingers were turning the key that projected from itslock. Thelid came
open as Bruce Duncan seized the casket.

Vivid sparkles flashed from within the box. Out upon the table, Bruce poured adazzling array of
shimmering gems. rubies, sapphires, emerads, aong with glinting diamonds. A raretopaz did to the edge
of the table. Berchik stopped the skidding gem; then dipped hisfingersinto the mass of treasure.

"The Samanov jewels!" cried the Russian. "Here - dl here! They have been regained!”
"Who brought them here?" queried Bruce Duncan, turning to Abdul.

"There was aknock at the door, sahib,” declared the Hindu, solemnly. "When | opened the door, the
box was upon the steps. | saw no one - no one but agreat dark shadow. | saw two burning spots, like
eyes. Then they were gone. Only darkness stayed there, sahib.”

Whilethe others stared a Abdul in amazement, athought flashed through Harry Vincent'sbrain. Those
spotsthat Abdul had seen were living eyes; the burning optics of aweird avenger who had conquered
crime. They were eyesthat Harry had seen in the past; eyesthat he would see again, when he
encountered new adventures in the service of a mysterious master whose command meant law to Harry



Vincent.
The eyes of The Shadow!
THEEND



