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A DOUBLE row of taxicabs and automobiles came to a stop on the street in front of the Metrolite Hotel.
Motors roared and horns honked asimpatient drivers waited for the Broadway traffic to clear. They
were in the midst of one of the heavy jamsthat nightly congest the streets of Manhattan.

In one cab, aman leaned forward into the front seat and spoke to the driver. He wastersein histone as

CHAPTER|.DYING WORDS

he held out adollar bill and gave an order.

"Thisisclose enough,” he said. "Let me out here. I'll walk over to the hotel."

The driver accepted the money; the passenger |eft the cab and threaded his way among the halted
vehicles until he reached the sidewalk near the Metrolite Hotdl. With quick strides he completed the last

yards of hisshort trip, and entered the revolving door.
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The Metrolite Hotel was one of Manhattan's newest and most popular hostlries that specidized in
moderate rates. Its |obby, athough not large, was e egantly furnished, and congstantly frequented by the
guests. Thearrival of oneindividua was nothing to excite particular interest.

Hence the man who had | eft the taxicab scarcely looked to either side as he approached the desk and
made an inquiry of theclerk in charge.

"Y ou have kept my room for me?' he asked. "Room 1414 as | requested when | |eft yesterday ?!

The clerk hesitated amoment as he surveyed the man before him. Then he recognized the sober, quiet
face, with its keen eyes and short-clipped mustache.

"Ah, yes"" hesaid. "Of course we have kept your room, Mr. Fitzroy. Hereisthe key."
"No messages?'

"I don't think so"—the clerk turned to astack of envelopes— "Fitzroy— Fitzroy -"
"Jerry Fitzroy."

"No messages.”

The man with the mustache turned toward the elevator. He walked with briskness and precision. Jerry
Fitzroy was square-shouldered, but dight in build. He carried himsdlf with achallenging air acrossthe

lobby.

THE brief conversation between Fitzroy and the clerk had carried very little information. It had reveded
the smplefactsthat Jerry Fitzroy had returned to the Metrolite Hotel after a short absence, and would be
quartered in his regular room—No. 1414. Y et that meager information was of greet interest to one man
gtationed in the lobby.

Hardly had Jerry Fitzroy disappeared; scarcely had the clerk turned to talk to another guest; before a
young man arose from a chair close to the desk and walked to the tel ephone booths in another part of
the lobby.

Entering abooth, this man called a number and waited thoughtfully until he heard alow, quiet voice on
the other end of the line. Thisvoice announced itself with two words:

"Burbank spesking.”
"ThisisVincent," declared the man in the booth. "He is back. Same room."
"Report received. No further ingructions.”

The distant receiver clicked. The young man left the phone booth and strolled through the lobby out into
the street.

No one could possibly have suspected that this brief episode had taken place. Y et in that brief
conversation, Harry Vincent, agent of The Shadow, had relayed to Burbank, another trusted agent, the
fact that Jerry Fitzroy had returned to the Metrolite Hotel.

UPin Room 1414, Jerry Fitzroy was removing his coat and vest. He placed these articles of apparel on
achair, and sat down at awriting desk in the corner. He stared speculatively through the open French
window, past alittle balcony outside. Then he arose and went to his coat.



For amoment his hand rested upon the Side pocket of the garment; then, with adight laugh, Fitzroy
returned to the writing desk and again pondered.

Although this quiet-faced man gppeared neither worried nor hasty, his keen concentration showed that he
was deep in thought, reviewing certain events with the utmost care.

He seemed obliviousto his surroundings, entirely ignorant of the fact that his presencein New Y ork had
awakened the interest of so strange a being as The Shadow.

For the very name of The Shadow was synonymous with mystery. He and those who served him were
the sworn enemies of crime and evil. Where danger and desth lurked, there did the hand of The Shadow
appear to thwart and reved the schemes of insidious monsters!

Again, Jerry Fitzroy returned to his coat. He brought out a pipe and a tobacco pouch, filled the pipe, and
lighted it. He stared from the window, puffing; then, his plans apparently completed, helaid the pipe upon
the desk and drew open the drawer.

Fitzroy picked up a sheet of hotel stationery. As he started to draw the paper from the drawer, it dipped
from hisfingers. He gripped the sheet again, and laid it on the table. He reached for the pen. It dropped
from his grasp as he placed it with the paper.

The man's forehead furrowed in a puzzled manner as helooked at hisleft hand and dowly moved the
fingers. Fitzroy laughed, in ahollow manner. He raised the pen in hisright hand, and dipped it in an
inkwell. He stared at hisright hand. It, too, seemed numb.

Shrugging his shoulders, Fitzroy attempted to write.

Now his puzzlement became concern. The lettersthat he scrawled upon the paper wereillegible. He
dropped the pen and looked at both hands. He tried to move hisfingers. He failed.

Shaking hiswrists, Fitzroy attempted to restore normal action to his hands. The shaking became
mechanica. Thewrigs, too, wererigid!

The man's forearms pumped up and down like pistons. They dowly lost their motion. With hands
hel pless upon his knees, Fitzroy gasped and moved his shoulders up and down, alook of horror clouding
his festures. The motion of the shoulders ended.

With ahoarse cry, Fitzroy attempted to rise from his chair. Hisbody strained under the effort. He gained
his feet and tottered; then, as hislegs succumbed, Fitzroy fell headlong upon the desk!

Directly before histerror-stricken eyeslay the telephone. With panic overcoming him. Fitzroy swung his
head and knocked the instrument on its Side. The receiver fdll loose from the hook.

"Help me'—Fitzroy's words were blurted—"quickly—adoctor! Room 1414 —| may be dying!"

With that, the man lost his balance and rolled away from the desk, fdling heavily upon thefloor. He lay
there, gasping, his head moving from side to Sde, hiseyes bulging with horror.

MINUTES were moving by. The form on the floor had gained the rigidity of acorpse—all but the head,
which moved from side to side with the monotonous mation of apendulum.

Help! Whenwould it arrive?

The head turned upward as the ears, still hearing, detected a sound at the window. The eyes, wildly



garing, focused themsalves upon aliving being. Stepping through from the ba cony was aform in black.

For along, weird moment, Fitzroy viewed the personage who had entered. This strange visitor was
garbed in along, flowing cloak. His face was obscured by adouch hat. All that Fitzroy could see were
two piercing eyesthat glowed from mysterious depths as they viewed the plight of the man on thefloor.

With the grip of deeth upon him, Fitzroy fancied that he was entering another world. The very sight of this
phantom brought confusing thoughts to histerror-racked mind. The figure was stooping toward him!

Then came an interruption. A noise outside the door—arattle of the lock —the door of the room was
opening. Vagudy, Fitzroy saw the black form turn swiftly and merge with the outside darkness of the
balcony.

Fitzroy tried to change the direction of his gaze, to look toward the door of the room. Hefailed. The
muscles of his neck were paralyzed!

Men were in the room now—men who knew nothing of that strange visitor who had disappeared—men
who saw only the pitiful shape of Jerry Fitzroy, prone upon the floor. They were stooping over thisvictim
of an outlandish maady. A house detective and the hotel physician—both were looking into those glassy

eyes.

Jarry Fitzroy's gaze wasrigid. The muscles of his eyebalswere no longer functioning. Hisearswere
scarcely hearing. The questions of those who had cometo aid him were like distant voices, faint and
obscure.

With an effort, the dying man attempted to respond. Hislips moved, but no sound came from them. He
seemed to sense the lack. He forced out words despite the invisible grip that seemed to clutch histhroat.
Y et even those words were articulate only in part.

"Tell—mark—secret -"
" Secret mark -"
The terse response came from the doctor.

Jerry Fitzroy's lips moved; then ceased. Only the eyes remained open; eyesthat were seeing, for alight
shonein them. Then, gradudly, that light faded. The eyes till stared, but they did not see!

The physician arose from beside the body and stood with folded arms. He turned to the house detective.
"Y ou heard what he said?" the doctor asked.
"Yes" replied the detective. "'Tell mark secret.” Something about a secret mark.”

Asthe doctor nodded, the detective strode quickly to the window. He flashed alight along the balcony.
The glare reveded nothing. The detective stepped back into the room.

The doctor was examining the dead man. He seemed atrifle puzzled by the twisted rigidity of Jerry
Fitzroy's body. He shook hishead doubtfully.

"A grange form of pardyss" he declared. "It must have ended muscular activity completely beforeit
affected the brain. | shdl cal the police and have them send amedica examiner.”

He paused as he jiggled the hook of the telephone. He spoke thoughtfully to the detective.



"Remember those words," he said. "Those words about a secret mark. They may be important. Only you
and | were hereto hear them."

The detective acquiesced with anod. He thought that the doctor was correct. Y et both the deuth and the
physician were but haf right. The wordsthat Jerry Fitzroy had uttered were important; but they had been
heard by another than these two.

From the darkness of the balcony, The Shadow had been listening. Somewhere —not far avay—The
Shadow, too, was pondering over the significance of those dying words!

CHAPTER II. THE HAND FROM THE DARK
A SECRET mark?

The questioner was Detective Joe Cardona of the New Y ork force. Standing beside the desk in Room
1414 of the Metrolite Hotel, he put the inquiry to the house detective and the hotel physician.

"Tell mark secret," declared the doctor. "Those were the only words we heard him say.”

Cardona paced up and down the room. He looked toward the open window. He stared at the body on
thefloor, which the medica examiner had just inspected. Cardona wa ked to the writing desk and
curioudy surveyed the smal collection of articlesthat had been taken from Jerry Fitzroy's pockets.

Two objects commanded Cardonas attention. One was a French coin— a gold twenty-franc piece. The
other was amottled brown feather.

"Outside of thesg'—Cardonaindicated the two articles—"there's nothing of importance except those
papersthat show this fellow's name was Jerry Fitzroy. But aforeign coin and abird feather—why was he
carying them?"

No one answered the question. The medica examiner was approaching to make his report.
"An unusud form of paralyss," hedeclared. "A naturd degath. | see nothing to indicate violence."
The house physician nodded to show his agreement with hismedica colleague.

"All right," said Cardonagruffly. "I'll be here awhile. Y ou stay" - he nodded to the house
detective—"and we can talk thisover."

Asamatter of routine, Joe Cardona knew that all that remained was to order the removal of the body of
Jerry Fitzroy. Y et before he sent that rigid form to the morgue, the detective was desirous of learning the
answer to the questions that perplexed him.

The Metrolite deuth watched while Cardonawalked across the room and stared out upon the balcony.
Cardona had ahigh reputation in New Y ork. Hewas a crime solver in aclass by himsdf. But herewasa
casethat had no evidence of crime.

Cardonasat at the writing desk. He studied the unfinished scrawl that Jerry Fitzroy had begun. He
grumbled in adissatisfied tone. A man of intuition, Cardona sensed foul play, even though he could not
traceit.

At last Cardona shrugged his shoulders. He reached for the telephone, intending to call and give orders
for theremoval of Jerry Fitzroy. At that moment, the phone bell rang. Cardona, answering it, heard the
voice of one of hismen.



"Wejust arrested aman in the lobby,” wasthe information. "He camein here, asking for Jerry Fitzroy -"
"What's his name?' demanded Cardona.

"Hewon't tell us. Wantsto talk with you -"

"Bring himup.”

Cardonaamiled grimly as he hung up the receiver. Here might be aclew. An unknown vistor, coming to
vigt Jarry Fitzroy after the man had died.

The house detective waited with interest. He wanted to see Cardonain action, grilling this man whom the
police had arrested.

THERE was aknock at the door. The house detective opened it to admit two plain-clothes men who
were bringing in astocky, heavy man whose swarthy face was emotionless. Cardona studied the man
who had been taken into custody.

"Seewhat he'sgot on him," he ordered.

The plain-clothes men made aquick frisk. They brought forth a businesdike automatic, and handed it to
Cardona. The detective stared at the captive.

"Carrying agun, eh?" he demanded. "What do you know about this?"

The swarthy man was staring at the still form of Jerry Fitzroy. Cardona prompted him with another
question.

"What's your name?"

"You arein charge here?' the prisoner asked quietly.
"Yes," declared Cardona

"May | speak with you privately?"

A look of perplexity came over Cardonas face. The request was an unusua one. Cardona suspected a
ruse. At last he nodded to the plain-clothes men.

"Go on outside," he ordered. "Y ou, too"—he nodded to the house detective —"and wait by the door.
Therell be no trouble here.”

Asthe men obeyed, Cardona drew arevolver from his pocket and motioned the prisoner to achair in
the corner of theroom. A few moments later, Cardona and the swarthy man were aone. Cardonawas
glowering and suspicious; the suspect was cam and expressionless.

"Spill it," ordered Cardona. "Y our name-"

"Victor Marquette,” came the response, in aquiet voice. "1 don't suppose that you have ever heard of
me. | keep well under cover. | am a secret-service agent.”

"With the secret sarvice-"

While Cardona spoke Vic Marquette calmly drew back his coat and turned back the insde of hisvest.
Cardona saw the badge that gleamed there.



"That iswhy | wanted a private discussion,” announced Marquette. "There are certain reasonswhy | do
not want my identity known to any but yoursdf."

Cardona, knowing that the man was genuine, camly pocketed hisrevolver. Marquette's words explained
why he had been carrying an automatic.

The secret-service man's next statement brought a new revelation.

"l am aso anxious," added Marquette, "that Fitzroy's identity should not be known. He is—or was—a
Secret-service man aso.”

"Ah!" Cardonas exclamation denoted understanding. ™Y ou and he were working together.”

"No," responded Marquette, shaking his head. "Fitzroy wasworking aone. | did not know he was here.
But | received acal ashort while ago, teling me to meet Fitzroy here a the Metrolite Hotel .

"A cdl fromwhom?"

"I do not know. Probably some one whom Fitzroy had ingtructed to cal me. | came here, only to be
arrested by your men. | was amazed to learn that Fitzroy was dead. How did he die?’

"Pardyss. Naturd desth, gpparently. But if you think -"

"l sugpect nothing"—M arquette was thoughtful—"but | should like to know any peculiar circumstances

"Fitzroy spoke before he died," interposed Cardona. "He said something about a secret mark -"
"A secret mark -"

"Yes" Cardonadrew apaper from his pocket. "Thisiswhat the hotel physician and the house detective
said. Fitzroy, just before he died, was trying to speak. His words could not be understood, except these
three: Tl mark secret.’ Those words seemed to be part of a sentence -"

"Wait amoment"—Marquette was smiling—"1 think | understand. | know what Fitzroy wastrying to say.
"Tell mark secret—uwith little gaps between -"

"Y es—with gaps between.”

"Infull, Tel Victor Marquette of the secret service—or something to that effect.”
CARDONA was thoughtful for amoment. Then he dowly nodded. He saw the connection.
"You'vegot it!" he declared. "He wanted to get in touch with you. That wastheidea, en?"

"Of course. Fitzroy knew | wasin New Y ork. He would naturally have tried to communicate with me.
Did you find any articles upon his person?'

Cardona pointed to the writing desk. Marquette arose and went in that direction. Cardonaindicated the
gold coin; dso the feather.

"What do you make of those?' he asked.

"The coin"—Marquette was thoughtful—"well, any secret-service man might pick up one of those. The
feather—hm-m-m—it's odd, but hardly significant. But just amoment—where's Fitzroy's badge?"



Cardonalooked puzzled.

"We went through his pockets" he said.
"Including hiswatch pocket?' asked Marquette.
"We may have missed that," admitted Cardona.

Marquette stooped over the body. He reached into the watch pocket of Fitzroy's trousers and brought
out a secret-service badge.

"Fitzroy dways carried the badge in hiswatch pocket,” observed Marquette. "Poor Fitz'—helooked
solemnly at the body—"I didn't expect to find him dead.”

"There's no evidence of murder," declared Cardona, "but the whole affair looks bad to me -"
"What are you doing with the body?' questioned Marquette.
"Sending it to the morgue,” responded Cardona, "unless you have some other plan.”

"Send it there," said Marquette solemnly. "Thelesstalk about this, the better. Fitzroy—thisis rictly
confidential—was engaged upon certain work of investigation. | see nothing to indicate that he was
murdered. Nevertheless, it would be agreat mistake to have it known that he was a secret-service man.
Y ou understand?

"Send the body to the morgue. | shadl seeto itsidentification, with very little said.”
Cardona nodded. He pointed to the articles on the table.
"Y ou want those?' he asked.

"Yes" sad Marquette. "I can assure you that if Fitzroy wasinvolved in any dangerous business, it must
have taken place outside of New Y ork. | may be able to trace his activities. If so-"

"] get you"

Cardonawalked to the door of the room. He summoned the men who were outside. They entered,
surprised to see Marquette standing free.

"Thismanisadl right," said Cardonagruffly. "He'san old friend of Fitzroy's. We're sending the body to
themorgue. That'sal.”

Hefollowed the three, and spoke in alow tone to the house detective. The two were outside the door
during the discussion. Vic Marquette was leaning over the body while they were absent.

With ddliberate action, Marquette dipped hisfingersinto Fitzroy's watch pocket and drew forth asmall
dip of paper. His back turned toward the door, Marquette examined the paper.

He had noticed it when he had withdrawn Fitzroy's badge, but had made no comment. Thedipwasa
railroad coupon, indicating a cash fare paid from atown named Westbrook Fallsto New Y ork City.

Marquette was standing by the desk when Cardona returned with the house detective. In his hand, the
secret-service man was holding an envelope.

Within that envel ope, he had placed the dip of paper that he had found.



"These two articles'—Vic Marquette picked up the coin and the feather— "may be of some importance.
| shal sudy them.”

He dropped the two objectsinto the envelope and carelesdy laid the latter on the desk. He took the rest
of Fitzroy's belongings and put them in another envelope. Cardona nodded his approval.

"I think," said Cardona, "that we can tell this man the circumstances-" He wasindicating the house
detective.

Marquette was thoughtful ; then gave his approva. In alow tone, Cardona explained Marquette's
connection with the secret service.

"Nothing isto be said,” warned Marquette. "1 know what Fitzroy was doing. He probably gained some
results. It will be my job to follow out hiswork.”

POLICEMEN arrived to take the body to the morgue. The dead form of Jerry Fitzroy was carried from
the room. Cardona and Marquette followed, and stood just outside the door.

The envelopes which Marquette had used were lying, unsedled, upon the writing desk.
It was then that a strange incident occurred.

While the men at the door were watching the removal of Fitzroy's body, something moved inward from
the blackness outside the window. A human arm reached toward the desk. A black-gloved hand
plucked the envelope that contained the coin, the feather, and the railway coupon.

A few minuteslater, Cardona and Marquette returned to the room. They were preparing to leave. Vic
Marquette picked up the two envel opes. The one that had been removed, was now replaced inits
former position, by the same hand that had taken it.

The detective and the secret-service man went down the elevator together. They shook hands and parted
outside the Metrolite Hotel. They went in opposite directions.

Alone, Vic Marquette opened the more important of the two envelopes. Standing near alight, he quickly
examined the three articles. He smiled as he held the twenty-franc piece. He nodded as he looked at the
railroad coupon; he frowned as he held the feather.

The sgnificance of two articleswas plain to Vic Marquette as he went on hisway. The gold coin and the
railway coupon held a definite meaning. The feather—despite the fact that Marquette had expressed no
interest regarding it to Cardona—might also be important. What it meant was something Vic Marquette
intended to learn.

One matter perplexed the secret-service man. To-night, as he had told Cardona, he had received acall,
telling him to come to the Metrolite Hotel, to meet Jerry Fitzroy. Marquette had answered that call
immediately.

The message had been sent after Fitzroy was dead—not before! The person who had communicated by
telephone—aman who spoke in aquiet voice—had given no statement of identity. Thiswas puzzling. It
indicated the presence of an unknown person in the maze that surrounded the death of Jerry Fitzroy.

Neverthdess, Vic Marquette was not worrying about the identity of the unknown informant when he
boarded a deeper for Westbrook Fals, some time after midnight. The secret-service man was content
with the thought that he possessed the only clewsto Jerry Fitzroy's actions— and that of those clews, the
most important was hisaone.



He had the raillway coupon that told where Jerry Fitzroy had been. He, only, had connected the mystery
with the town of Westbrook Falls, wither he was now traveling!

With dl his confidence, Vic Marquette was mistaken: A hand from the dark had performed a deed
to-night. That hand had plucked the evidence, had carried it to unseen eyes, and had returned i,
unbeknown!

A gold coin—arailway coupon—afeather! The secret of strange doings rested upon three clews. Vic
Marquette had kept that information from Joe Cardona; but he had not kept it from the hidden figure
who had been shrouded in the darkness of the balcony.

The Shadow, too, knew of those mysterious clews!

His hand had come from the dark to gain them!
CHAPTER III. THE SHADOW PLANS

A BLACK-SHROUDED room, lighted only by the weird glow of abluish light that shone upon the
polished surface of aflat-topped table. Two hands, moving like pale white creatures beneath the circle of
light. A mysterious gem that glimmered from atapering third finger.

The Shadow was in his sanctum!

Somewhere in Manhattan, secluded in aspot known to himsalf aone, this strange being was at work!
Only hismoving hands denoted his presence; only the glowing jewd, afire opa that congtantly changed
in hue, revealed the identity of the hands.

To police, aswell asto criminas, The Shadow was afigure of mystery. His place lay in that borderland
between the realm of law and the dominion of the underworld. A strange figure—aweird presence— his
very identity was amatter of vague conjecture.

Who was The Shadow?
Many had asked that question. None had answered it!

Those who had encountered The Shadow had seen him only as afigure garbed in black—atall, sinister
form that came and departed as a phantom of the night.

Time and again, fierce wolves of the underworld had been thwarted by that sinister shape. Fiends of
crime had faced the being in black, had met the burning gaze of eyes deep-set beneath the brim of a
douch hat, and had died with gasps of terror on their lips.

Minions of the law, too, had experienced the presence of The Shadow. More than once, a black-gloved
hand, thrust from the folds of a crimson-lined cloak, had reached to rescue those who combated the
hordes of evil.

Héelpless men and women, doomed to die by the design of crimina plotters, had found salvation through
the timely efforts of The Shadow. Y et none had seen the face of the being in black. In al hismissons of
retribution, The Shadow had departed; he was ill unknown!

The voice of The Shadow, athough aclew to hisidentity, had never enabled any oneto trace him. When
The Shadow spoke, hiswords were eerie utterances that chilled al hearers. More spectra than the voice
was the laugh of The Shadow. When its mocking tones resounded, evil-doers trembled at the sound.



On certain nights, the voice of The Shadow was heard over the radio, on anational hook-up. With it
came the echoing tones of the gibing laugh.

Shrewd persons had sought to learn the identity of The Shadow by watching the broadcasting station, but
their efforts had been congtantly frustrated. The Shadow spoke from a curtained room, where no one
dared enter. His method of entrance and departure was known only to himsdlf.

When daring crooks had hidden within the room to await the arrival of The Shadow, their purpose had
been artfully thwarted by The Shadow's uncanny forethought. His voice had come to the studio over
tel ephonic connection to adistant point!

OF dl hisamazing activities, none were more important to The Shadow than those which took placein
this black-walled sanctum, where two white hands, one wearing that pricelessfire opa knownasa
girasol, werethe only shapesin view. Hereit was that The Shadow formulated his plans and received
reports from his trusted agents. Sworn to secrecy, ready to risk death in service of their master, these
agents of The Shadow were faithful men; yet despite their contact with the being in black, they, too, lived
inignorance of hisidentity!

They knew only what others suspected: that The Shadow was amaster of disguise, who assumed many
identities that were not his own. These agents had witnessed the prowess of The Shadow. Had they told
their truthful stories, their statement would not have been credited. For the power of The Shadow

surpassed dl beief.

To-night, The Shadow was engaged in adeep and careful sudy. Before him, on the polished table, lay
typewritten papers; reports compiled by his agents. The long white hands were fingering these carefully
compiled records with care.

One sheet of paper bore the typewritten heading:
Foreign Coinage Report
This sheet was the top one of several that were carefully clipped together.

The Shadow's finger moved down the paragraph, passing one page and following through another,
stopping momentarily asit rested on certain sentences. These were the most important statements that
were noted:

The suspicion of counterfeit gold coins now rests upon Peruvian and Bolivian currency in addition to that
of the Argentine.

Reports of investigation in France, Italy, and Austrdianot received.
Coins possessing specific gravity of gold and meseting other tests have yiel ded base metals when melted.

Foreign reports lacking as coins not suspected as counterfeits have not been melted in the countries
where coined.

No trace of source of this cheap dloy whichisvirtualy synthetic gold.

Only test gppearsto be melting, hence no samples of counterfeit coinsremain as existing counterfeits
pass as genuine.

Secret-sarvice investigation under way.



Turning to an appended sheet, The Shadow's finger rested upon a paragraph that included the name of
Jarry Fitzroy as aspecia agent assigned to thework of tracing counterfeiting activities. The name of Vic
Marquette also appeared.

Laying aside the report, The Shadow inspected another document. This was headed:

Gold Mining Report

Again, the moving finger pointed out certain itemsin the paragraphs:

The steady production of gold from the New EraMinein Caifornia has created unusud interest.
Generally believed that this mine had been fully worked and about to be abandoned.

Deveopment of new veins has created a heavy demand for stock offered by New EraMining
Syndicate.

Rumor of mine being "salted" is not credited as no outside source of supply has been noted.
Steady production of gold isout of proportion to possible gain through sale of stock.
Clifford Forster, controller of New Era Syndicate, is constantly on ground in Cdifornia.

THE paperslay till upon the table. The hand of The Shadow drew forth awhite sheet and a pen. But
before the fingers began to write even while the pen was poised above the paper—atiny light glowed
beyond the table.

Theleft hand, with itsradiant girasol, reached forward and brought back apair of ear phones. These
disgppeared beyond the fringe of light; then the lamp clicked off.

A solemn voice spoke amid the darkness—alow, whispered voice that sounded hollow in the blackness
of that shrouded room.

n Rmrt'll
A quiet tone came over thewire.

"Burbank spesking. Word from Burke, in Cdifornia. Received, in code, by Rutledge Mann. Report on
Clifford Forgter. Hasleft New EraMinefor the East.”

"Exact degtinetion?’

"Probably New Y ork—to-morrow night. Traveling aone. Sent word to hishomein New Y ork that he
might be there to-morrow. No other facts available.”

"Report received.”

Thelittle light was extinguished. The ear phones were replaced. Connection was ended. The glare of the
lamp appeared; the hand of The Shadow poised above the sheet of paper.

The hand wrote asingle word at the top of the paper. That word was the name:
Fitzroy

Beneath the name, the hand inscribed these cryptic Satements:



Where: Therailway coupon.
Why: The French coin.
Who: The partridge feather

The hand moved away. Only the words remained emblazoned upon the sheet of paper in vivid blueink,
surveyed by invisible eyesthat studied them from the darkness.

Then, as though responding to an unseen touch, those words began to vanish. Firgt the name of Fitzroy
disappeared, |etter by |etter; after that, the other words were lost in the same uncanny fashion. Only the
blank piece of paper remained!

These words, written in the amazing disappearing ink used by The Shadow, had been like uttered
thoughts. Now they were gone, existing only in the brain of the one who had inscribed them.

Two facts had been mentioned here that would have been obviousto Vic Marquette, the secret-service
man who had gone back over Fitzroy'strail. These were the factsthat Jerry Fitzroy, investigating the
matter of spurious foreign coinage, had gone to a place named Westbrook Falls.

But thefind fact—the identity of the person whom Fitzroy had visted— had been divined by The
Shadow alone.

To Vic Marquette, the presence of the feather in Fitzroy's pocket was amystery. To The Shadow, it was
aproclamation of an unknown identity. Vic Marquette had looked upon the feather as one from any bird;
The Shadow had recognized it as a partridge feather.

What was the connection between some unknown person and that feather? Thiswas a problem that The
Shadow was prepared to solve. But when the hand again appeared beneath the light, the new words that
it wrote referred to another subject.

Againanamewasinscribed in that ink of vivid blue—anamethat was followed by carefully written
comments

Clifford Forger.
Homein New York.
To-morrow evening.

Thelight clicked out. The ear phones clattered dightly asthey werelifted by unseen hands. A tiny bulb
gleamed asthe voice of The Shadow whispered across the wire to Burbank.

"Pogt Vincent &t the home of Clifford Forster. Immediate report upon Forster'sreturn.”

The ear phones were back; the glow was gone; the room was in total darkness. The Shadow's plans
were made. Vic Marquette had gone to Westbrook Falls; but while he was absent, anew trail would be
opening, herein Manhattan.

Temporarily ignoring the events that had preceded the death of Jerry Fitzroy, The Shadow wastraining
his observation upon aman who had been far away, but who soon would bein New Y ork.

To-morrow night would be the test. From Clifford Forster, wealthy mining promoter, The Shadow would
gan information relating to ariddle that involved events of international importance.



Where death once struck, desth would strike again. To Vic Marquette, the demise of Jerry Fitzroy had
been an unfortunate incident. To The Shadow, it meant the beginning of areign of fiendish crime.

A laugh resounded through the blackness. It was a harsh, mirthlesslaugh, that laugh of The Shadow. It
carried none of the mockery which the hidden being so often uttered. It was alaugh that denoted the
grimness of the game ahead.

The lure of gold—that lust that has made men kill throughout the ages— was at work. Heinous crime
wastheruling mative intheminds of evil villans.

To The Shadow was given the duty of thwarting great crime. Shrouded by darkness, a hidden factor in
the cross-purposes of scheming men, he had planned to-night.

The echoes of the laugh rippled through the sanctum as though caught and shaken forth by the motionless
curtains that covered the walls of the black room. The echoes died away like the cries of distant, spectra
beings.

The sanctum was now empty. The Shadow had departed.

Two forces were aready at work to oppose the crime that threatened. One, The Shadow, had planned
and issued hisorders. Hiswork beganin New Y ork.

The other, Vic Marquette, was directed at the point of Jerry Fitzroy's last activity—Westbrook Falls.
A giant struggle was dready in the making!
CHAPTER IV. AT WESTBROOK FALLS

ON thefollowing afternoon, an eastbound limited came to a stop at the little station of Westbrook Falls.
Severa persons aighted from the train, among them abulky, full-jowled, middle-aged man who was
carrying asuitcase.

There were three or four men lounging about the platform. One of them, a stocky, firm-jawed individua,
eyed the various people who had |eft the train. This observer, standing in an obscure portion of the
platform, was none other than Vic Marquette.

The secret-service man watched the newly arrived passengers go to the dilapidated automobiles that
served as cabs between the station and Westbrook inn, haf amile away. Satisfied that all—among them
the bulky man—uwere going to the hotel, Marquette strolled away.

Had he been closer to the vehicle in which the bulky man placed himsdlf, Vic Marquette might have
learned something of interest. For when the driver asked his passenger if he were going to Westbrook
Inn, the reply wasin the negative.

A short, low conversation transpired between the newcomer and the cabman. The driver nodded his
head, and the car pulled away.

But although Vic Marquette had failed to catch this conversation, the words between driver and
passenger had been overheard by another bystander.

A thin, dark-faced man garbed in khaki trousers and flannel shirt, was standing quite close to the car, and
his teeth glistened in abroad amile as he watched the vehicle depart. Shortly afterward, he, too, walked
away from the station.



The cab in which the bulky gentleman was riding started up the road toward the inn; but turned off after it
had gone less than a quarter mile. It rolled dlong a side road, crossed a bridge over adeep ravine, and
swung through the woods.

After atrip of some four miles, the car emerged from the woods and skirted the fringe of a deep
gorge—a continuance of the stream that ran through the woods.

This chasm was below the falls, which were back in the neighborhood of the hotdl. The roar of rapids, far
below, was audible to the man riding in the car, and he peered from the window, trying to catch a
glimpse of theriver beneeth.

Then the car swung away from the gorge and travel ed beside a high picket fence, running at right angles
to theriver. The fence turned, running parallel with the stream, and the road also went in that direction.
The automobile stopped in front of an iron gate in the center of the fence.

"Hereweare, dr,” informed the driver. "Thisis Mr. Partridge's place. Guess you'll find him at home. He's
dwayshere"

THE bulky man dighted, paid the driver, and told him to stand by. Herang abell on the gate. A dark,
evil-faced man gppeared on the walk beyond the gate, and the stranger addressed him through the bars.

"IsMr. Partridge & home?

"Who wantsto see him?"

The dark man's reply had a surly foreign tone—the voice of an Italian poorly acquainted with English.
"| am Clifford Forgter," said the vigitor.

A gleam of understanding flashed in the dark man'sface. He grinned, showing ydlow, fanglike teeth. He
unbarred the gate.

Clifford Forster waved the driver of the cab away, and entered the confines of this strange domain.

The dark-complexioned man led the way to a house among the trees. They reached the building—an old
frame structure of considerable size—and the man who was conducting Forster motioned to the visitor to
enter.

Up the steps, across a decaying porch, into a hallway—there Forster stood face to face with a
stoop-shouldered old man.

"Ah! Mr. Forgter!"
The greeting camein aquerulous voice. Forgter, afoot taller than his host, bowed in acknowledgment.
"Come this way—come thisway—into my library."

Forgter, following, noted the precision of the old man's stride. He realized that the man was avery
dynamo of energy; that despite his apparent age, he possessed an extraordinary degree of youthful vigor.

They entered agloomy room, and the old man turned on alight. Closing the door, he faced Forster, who
was |ooking about the room, noting the shelves of curious old volumesthat adorned the walls. The sound
of the old man's voice brought him out of hisreverie.

"So herewe are," chuckled the old man. "Clifford Forster and Lucien Partridge. Again we meet—this



timein my homeinstead of yours. Be seated, Mr. Forgter. Tell mewhy | am honored by this unexpected
vigt."

Forgter seated himsdlf in acomfortable chair. He drew two fat cigars from his pocket, and offered oneto
Partridge. The old man declined. Forster lighted his own perfecto, and stared camly at the old man.

"Partridge," he said, "'l want to talk with you. | thought it advisable that we should get together. | have left
you very much to your own resources. It has occurred to me that the time has come for closer contact.”

The old man, gtting with folded hands, nodded in avague manner, as though he did not fully understand.

They made an odd pair, these two. Forgter, heavy and bulky, was a puffy-faced, dominating type of
man. Partridge, with parchment skin and white hair, looked like an old professor, while his manner was
amog wheedling toward hisvisitor.

"Y ou agree with me, Partridge?" asked Forster.

"I am glad to have you vist me," responded Partridge. "But | do not understand. Has not al been going
well? Areyou not satisfied?’

"Yes" returned Forster dowly, "matters are progressing. Nevertheless— one can never be too sure of
othersworking in hisfull interest.”

A troubled gleam cameinto the old man's eyes. Forster detected it, and hastened to amend his
satement.

"Do not misunderstand me, Partridge,” he said. "1 am not speaking of you. It is Guthrieto whom | refer.”

"Ah! Guthrie. Heisafine man, Mr. Forster. He has been very patient with me. He has been ready
adwaysto lisgentowhat | haveto tdl him -"

"That'sjust it!" interposed Forgter. "Guthrieisagood listener. Heis also agood promiser. It smply
occurred to me that, after all, Guthrie is nothing but a go-between. It isyou and | who are working
together. Guthrie might prove to be a disadvantage.”

"Ah! But he brought us together Mr. Forster -"
"Certainly. He has served that purpose. | want to be sure that heis il useful "

AGAIN, Lucien Partridge nodded. He was an eccentric sort of aman and his eyes held afar-away |ook.
They aso showed an expression of worry. Seeing this, Forster became blunt in his comments.

"l am abusiness man, Partridge,” he declared. "A man who dedlsin big business. Y ou are an inventor—a
chemist—a scientis—aman of remarkable genius. Y our work is proving valuableto me. | want it to
prove more so."

"Certainly, Mr. Forgter -"

"Therefore, | thought that it would be best for me to check up on Guthrie's activities. | let him conduct al
negotiations with you until matters began to move. | did not want to worry you, or to disturb you. But
now that you are producing, | fed that thetimeisripe for our direct contact.”

Forster paused and watched the old man nod. Then he continued in the same vein.

"I have made an investment in you, Partridge," he said. "An investment of more than two hundred and



fifty thousand dollars. When Lawrence Guthriefirst told me of you and your synthetic gold, | laughed at
him. But when | saw you at work, | waswilling to invest in your genius.

"This place—house, laboratory, and dl—are part of my investment. They belong to you, and here you
are producing the gold that | desre—afair return for the money that | have invested. But | am desirous
of accomplishing the maximum in results. The maximum! Y ou understand?’

"Certainly, Mr. Forgter."

"Guthrie," continued Forgter, "painted me awonderful picture. | invested aquarter of amillion. | was
willing to invest more. | wanted to seeresults, and | told Guthrie so.

"At last, afew months ago, your process began to work. Since then, | have been receiving gold
regularly—approximately twenty thousand dollars worth each month.

"It seemed to me that now that the process was compl eted, the output would increase. Guthrie promised
methat it would. But it has not. Guthrie has not explained why. So | have cometo you to find out.”

"My gold," said Partridge thoughtfully, "is something that | do not valuein terms of money, Mr. Forgter. |
love to make it—to see that shining yellow gold and to know that it ismy own creation.

"For along time'—the old man's tone became reminiscent—"1 sought the infdlible secret. The weight of
lead; the luster of copper; the polish of slver—these | sought to combine to make my gold. Ah! The
processes | used'— Partridge began to close his clawlike fingers as though molding an invisble
object—"the discoveries | made—the metals| formed that |ooked like gold— until &t last | found it!"

He paused and stared at Forster with wild, glaring eyes, hislips spread in atriumphant grin.
"l found it!" Partridge's voice was a crackly, gasping scream. "l found it! | found it! Gold!"

AS though exhausted by hisfervor, the old man dumped back in his chair. Forster surveyed him
thoughtfully. He knew that he was dedling with afanatic. He resolved to humor him.

"Makeyour gold," he said approvingly. "Make much of it. The more the better. But remember—I am the
onewho requiresit; not Guthrie. Heis nothing more than my agent.”

Partridge nodded.

"Y ou could make millions of dollars worth,” urged Forgter. "Millions, instead of thousands. So Guthrie
has said; but he has not acted. Make more and more -"

Forgter paused as he saw the gleam in the old man's eyes. He knew that he was arousing Partridge's
interest. He waited to give the old man a chance to advance apromise.

"Y ou want millions?' questioned Partridge. "I shdl give you millions! But you must remember—this secret
ismy own. For you only | make thisgold. No one must know whereit comes from."

"No one knows," declared Forgter. "No one—except you, mysdlf, and Guthrie."
"Those & your mines?'
"They know nothing."

"You aredwaysthere?'



"I have been, since the first shipment was made. | have come East— after wiring Guthrie to stop
shipments—to speed up production. That iswhy | wired you that | would make thisvisit.”

"l understand,”" nodded Partridge. "Y ou wished to seefor yoursdf— to learn if dl that Guthriehassaid is
true. Y ou would like to have me show you."

Eagerness showed on Forgter's face. The man's cupidity, apparent in his every action, was stressed to
the utmodt.

As Lucien Partridge motioned for him to rise, Clifford Forster sprang to hisfeet and waked forward as
the old man started toward the hall.

Outside the door, they encountered the dark-faced man who had met Forster at the gate. Noting
Forgter's questioning gaze, Partridge made an impromptu introduction.

"ThisisVignetti," hesad. "l cdl him my faithful Cordcan. | have traveled many places—to many
lands'—he smiled wanly—"and in Corsica, many years ago, | offered shelter to ayoung lad whose
parents had been dain in one of those fearful feudsthey call avendetta. Vignetti has served me ever
snce"

During this explanation, the Corsican stood silent and immobile. Partridge saw that Forster was noticing
this, and the old man supplied the reason.

"Vignetti speaks very little English,” he declared. "Enough to inquire the business of strangers—to meet
people a the gate as he met you. Heislike awatchdog; and for that reason heisthe very man | required
here

With afew words of Itdian, the old man ordered Vignetti to follow as he led Clifford Forster through the
premises.

THEY entered alarge room off the hal. Thisformed achemica laboratory. They descended agtairsto
the basement. Here were vats and crucibles.

In one corner lay astack of yellowish bars. Forster's glance was avid. Partridge smiled.
"Unsuccessful experiments,” he said. "That metd isnot gold. It represents wasted effort.”

The old man unlocked adoor, and they ascended stone steps to along expanse of lawn around the
house. Partridge motioned Forster forward. They passed asmall tool housefifty yards from the big
building; then Partridge held up his hand warningly asthey cameto the edge of acliff.

Forster moved forward cautioudy and peered down into the chasm. Theriver foamed a hundred feet
beneath. On each Side, asfar as Forster could see, were sheer, stonewalled precipices as smooth as
though they had been cloven by amighty ax.

"These premises are immune from intruders,” smiled Lucien Partridge. "No living being could scae that
mass of rock."

"But the fence-"

"Seethere?' Partridge pointed first in one direction; then the other. "Observe how the ends of the fence
project over the edge of the cliff. Now note this wire'—he indicated a cord that ran aong the edge of the
cliff from fence to fence—"which serves as the connecting link. Thisforms a network within the fence. It
isinsulated, only hereit bordersthe cliff. At night, the current which passes through the wire would spell



desth to any who might touch it."
"The gete?'

"That, too, iswired at night. No one can enter these grounds. Y ou see. Mr. Forster, how well | am
protecting my operations.”

They walked back to the house, Forster nodding his approval more and more as he noticed
burly-looking men working about the premises. With Vignetti and these others, Lucien Partridge had the
necessary protection from intruders.

Greedy though hewasfor profits, Forster recognized these factors as necessary expenditures. But when
they had reached the house, and were again standing in the library, Forster returned to his original theme.

"I must leave shortly,”" he said, glancing at hiswatch. "But before | go, | would like to talk more regarding
the output -"

"Certainly," interposed the old scientist. "Wait amoment. | shal have Vignetti summon acab to take you
to the station.” He spoke to the Corsican, then turned again to Forster.

"From now on," resumed Forgter, "1 shall keep in contact with you, Partridge. | am tired of Guthrie's
promises. The output now should be one hundred thousand dollars worth of gold amonth. Perhaps
more."

Partridge smiled glegfully as he raised his hand.

"Millions, Mr. Forgter," he crackled, inawhisper. Y ou shdl have millions. All that you want. So long as
my secret is preserved -"

"It isknown to none but mysdlf and Guthrie."

Vignetti wasreturning. He spokein Italian, and Partridge responded in the same language. The Corsican
departed.

"Thecabisonitsway," remarked Partridge. "Y ou are going to New Y ork. | am returning to my
laboratory. Returning to plan agreater flood of puregold.”

CLIFFORD FORSTER was e ated. He listened in rapture as the old man babbled on. Vignetti
reappeared, carrying asmock upon which rested a pair of long gloves.

Lucien Partridge paused to don the gloves, taking each at the wrist, and dipping his handsinto the
depths. Then Vignetti helped him with the smock; and the old man walked to the hall, with Forster at his
elbow.

The front door was open. Asthey waited there, Partridge still listening eagerly, the expected cab
appeared beyond the iron gate. Vignetti walked ahead to unbar the way. Partridge and Forster
followed.

Halfway to the gate, the old man paused to bid his guest farewell. There was aquiet warning in the old
man's voice as he said adieu.

"Y our hopeswill beredized," he declamed. "Have confidencein my ability. | amworking in your
interest.”

"Say nothing to Guthrie," advised Forgter, in return. "Do not tell him that | was here. This matter concerns



usonly. Thishas been a secret visit.”

The old man nodded. He extended his gloved right hand. Forster gripped it warmly in a parting shake.
Then the bulky man lumbered hurriedly to the waiting automobile.

At therailroad station, passing away ten minutes before the arriva of histrain, Clifford Forster again
came under the observation of two watching men—Vic Marquette and the dender individua who looked
like a Spaniard.

Clifford Forgter did not know that he was being watched. He was thinking of the visit he had just paid to
Lucien Partridge. His mind wasfilled with dreams of wesdlth. Forster was confident that the near future
held much in storefor him.

Could he have seen the true future, his dreams would have turned to dread!
CHAPTER V. DEATH CREEPS

LONG shadows lurked in the misty night as Clifford Forster ascended the brownstone steps of the old
house which was his New Y ork residence. His key clicked in the lock, but before he could open the
door, some one responded from the inside.

"Ah! You areinto-night, Graver," said Forster gpprovingly. "I did not know whether or not you had
received my wire."

"I am dways here, Mr. Forgter," responded the tall, solemn-faced man who had answered the door.

"You areagood caretaker, Graver," rgoined Forster. "I shal not need you to-night, however. | am
going in thelibrary, and when the doorbell rings, | shal answer it mysdlf. | am expecting avistor.”

"Very wel, gr."

Forster watched Graver go upgtairs. Then he went into the library, aroom at the side of the house. This
room was damp and musty. The windows were closed, and the curtains drawn.

Outsde, the street was dark. The temporary glow of light that had revealed Forster entering the door no
longer showed. But in that darkness, aman was emerging from an aleyway opposite the house.

Thisindividua, clad in adark suit, walked briskly aong the street, away from the house. He entered a
smdl store, and went into atelephone booth. It was Harry Vincent, calling Burbank to notify him that
Clifford Forster had arrived in New Y ork.

While Harry Vincent was thus engaged, footsteps again resounded on the sdewalk in front of Forster's
home. A man ascended the steps and rang the bell. The door opened, and Clifford Forster invited the
dranger in. Thetwo went into the library.

"Well, Guthrie," inquired Forster, "what have you to report?’
The man who had joined Clifford Forster made a striking contrast to the bulky mine owner.

Lawrence Guthrie was a cadaverous individual, who looked much older than he actually was. Hisface
was long and shrewd, his hair wasthin; his eyes stared sharply and cunningly.

Now, he waslooking at Forster with the evident intent of learning why the mine owner had made this
surprisetrip to New York.



"l got your wire," said Guthrie, in aquick, nervous voice. "I have come here asyou told me; but | do not
understand why you needed to see me. Matters have been going well enough.”

"Wdl enough to suit you, perhaps," growled Forgter, "but not well enough to suit me!”
"Why not?'

"Look here, Guthrie," declared Forgter, in adirect tone, "we might aswell have a show-down right now!
I'm going to Sart right from the beginning.”

Hereached in his pocket, withdrew a parcel of folded papers, and spread them on the table.

"Hereseverything," he said. "Y our agreement, Partridge's agreement, alist of expenditures, everything
that pertainsto our transactions. So if there's any argument, we've got it in black and white. Y ou
understand?'

Guthrielooked puzzled.
"|—I don't understand -"
Clifford Forster interrupted the weak protest.

"You will understand!™ he affirmed. "I'm looking into matters, coolly and impartialy. Y ou do the listening
whilel do thetaking. Then I'll hear from you.”

GUTHRIE was sllent as Forster examined the documents before him. A worried expression came over
the cadaverous man's brow. Nevertheless, he kept his silence and waited.

"Well gtart with the beginning,” declared Forster. "Y ou are apromoter, Guthrie, and agood one.
Somehow, you uncovered L ucien Partridge, who wanted to be financed in the making of synthetic gold.
Y ou aroused my interest. | met Partridge. | took achance. | put up the money."

"That'sright," agreed Guthrie.

Another pause followed. Forster was looking at the papers. Guthrie was staring at Forgter. Neither man
noticed an dmast imperceptible motion of awindow shade at the side of the room.

A long, flat shadow began to project itself across the floor, dmost to the table across which Guthrie was
facing Forgter.

"I saw away to make millions," continued Forgter, "and | promised you your share. The termswere
satisfactory to both of us. | waited while the old man got things working.

"| felt good when thefirst lot of gold landed at the New EraMine afew months ago. That wasthe
beginning. | looked to you and Partridge to keep it up.”

"Whichwehave" sad Guthrie.

"Yes" retorted Forster coldly. ™Y ou have—in dribbles! With those dribbles, you have given promises.
Double the output—doubl e that again—but you haven't doneit. Why not?'

Guthrie chewed hislips.

"It's Partridge's fault,” he said. "He's the one that's making the gold. | don't know anything about it -"



"Passing the buck to Partridge, eh?" questioned Forgter. "That stuff doesn't go, Guthrie. What about your
promises?’

"I wastdling you what Partridge promised me."
"Yes? Well, why hasn't Partridge produced?’

"| thought he was producing. I've stayed away from Westbrook Fals, like | told you | would. The
shipments go out from there. It would be bad business for me to be hanging around the place -"

"Someoneisgdling,” interrupted Forder. "It's either you or Partridge. I've talked with"—he hesitated
quickly—"I've good reason to believe that you're the one to blame."

Guthrie made no answer to theimplication. Sumped in his chair, he was the figure of dgjection. His
attitude might have been that of aguilty party; on the contrary it might have indicated an innocent man
faced by unjust accusations.

"I've dealt squarely with you, Guthrie," said Forgter. "Maybe I've been too much on thelevel. | told you
from the gtart that this synthetic gold businesswould have to be handled quietly. If wetold the public we
were manufacturing gold, the gold market would take adrop. That'swhy I'm planting the yellow stuff in
the New EraMine.

"Now that I'm in the racket, I'm going the whole way. The New Eracan't last indefinitely. It would excite
suspicion. That'swhy I'm going to sell out —and start planting gold in the Procyon Mine instead of the
New Era.

"After that"—Forster shrugged his shoulders—"well, why go on further?Y ou know the game, because |
let youinonit. Now it lookslike you're trying to Start aracket of your own."

"No! I'm playing square!” protested Guthrie. "'l want to see your planswork. The more gold you get from
Partridge, the bigger the cut | get -"

"Yes?' Forster'sinterruption was cold. "But suppose you are double-crossing me? Suppose you are
holding out some of the gold Partridgeis producing?’

"Maybe Partridge is holding out on you. I'm not."

"Partridge?" Forgter's question was disdainful. "The vaue of gold means nothing to him. He's contented,
now that heisestablished. | know your past, Guthrie; that's what makes me leery; and it putsmein a
position where | can dictate.

"Y ou've dways been out for dl you can get. A dick promoter, looking for easy money. Wel"—Forger's
pudgy lips hardened—"for once you're trying to bleed the wrong man!"

LAWRENCE GUTHRIE leaped angrily to hisfeet. He shook hisfist at Clifford Forster, and shouted his
reply to the other man's accusation.

"I'm no double-crosser!™ he cried. "I'm in the middle—between you and Partridge. He's eccentric; I've
got to handle him sengbly. Instead of giving me a chance, you—you -"

Leaning forward across the table, Guthrie hurled a series of loud expletives at Forster. The mine owner,
his own face aglow with fury, legped up to meet the chalenge. In his haste he overturned the chair in
which he had been seated.



As Guthrie till mouthed curses, Forster shot across the table and swung afutile blow. For amoment, he
and Guthrie were locked in ferocious struggle; then Guthrie shoved Forster away. The bulky man caught
himsdlf a the edge of the table and stood glowering fiercely.

Guthrie, rapidly caming, was chewing hislips as though regretting what he had said. He knew that
Forgter held awhip hand over him; that he had made amistake in losing his temper. He saw Forster half
leaning againgt the edge of the table, panting heavily.

"There's no use fighting about this," declared Guthrie, in an gpologetic tone. "1 guess we're both wrong.
Why not be reasonable about matters -"

Forgter, dowly recovering from his exertion, began to move along the edge of the table. He made no
threatening gesture toward Guthrie— in fact, Forster seemed amost incapable of such action. But he
showed intense antagonism in the glowering look that he directed at the visitor.

"Y ou—you'—Forger's voice wasfilled with growling rage— "you're trying to crawl out of it now, en?
Well see about that— we'll see-"

Forster began to pick up the papersthat lay on the desk. His hands fumbled. The documents eluded his
grasp. Still staring at Guthrie, Forster kept onin hisvain attempt.

Suddenly his hands seemed to becomerrigid; hisarmslost their strength. He sank upon his elbows, and
stared with bulging eyestoward his hands.

"What—what is happening?' he exclamed, in afrightened voice. "My hands—my arms-"
He stared at Guthrie, and his voice rose to awild scream as he saw the other man's pale face.

"You'vecrippled me!" screamed Fordter. "I'm pardyzed! My hands— my arms—my shoulders! Thisis
your work, Guthrie! Y our work, you hound!"

Guthrie's eyes were wild as he heard these words. He backed across the room toward the door. Forster
screamed new imprecations as he saw Guthrie departing.

"Thisisyour work, Guthrie—your work -"

Guthrie opened the door and stepped quickly into the hall. He was pani c-stricken now. He hastened
acrossthe hal toward the street door. As he hurried, he passed a man who was coming down the gairs.
It was Graver, darmed by the criesthat he had heard.

The caretaker did not follow Guthrie. In fact, he scarcely noted the departing man, so anxious was he to
reach thelibrary, where new shouts were coming from Clifford Forgter. The bulky mine owner was
dumped across the table; his glassy eyes saw Graver the moment the caretaker arrived.

"Stop him!" Forster was shouting hoarsdly. " Stop Guth—stop Guth™ - his voice choked as hetried to
pronounce the name—"stop that man -"

Therest of Forgter'swords were inarticulate; but Graver understood. Turning, the caretaker hastened in
pursuit of Lawrence Guthrie.

The front door dammed as he ran through it to the Street. A moment later there was adull thud in the
library as Clifford Forster tumbled to the floor.

The dying man was staring straight upward, his eyes glazed, hislips moving helplesdy. Theterrible



paradysis had reached histhroat; his limbswere numbed. The cregping degth was claiming another
victim!

THEN those staring eyes saw a strange sight, which to Forster's feverish vision gppeared to be avista of
the world beyond.

Into the range of Forster's gaze came atal figure garbed completely in black—abeing wrapped in the
folds of along cloak, with features obscured by the broad brim of adouch hat.

The spectral form came closer. It stood above Clifford Forster; it leaned over him. The eyesof The
Shadow burned like points of light asthey met the stare of the dying man.

Ingtinctively, the numbing brain of Clifford Forster redlized that here was some one who might prove a
friend. The sight of those eyes cleared hisfading mind. The thought of Lawrence Guthrie vanished from
his clouded brain. A wild gleam of new suspicion came over him.

With alast effort, Forster tried to speak. Hislips moved; his voice camein a creaky groan as he sought
to pronounce the words that he desired.

The effort wastoo greet. The trembling lips ceased their motions. Clifford Forgter's bulging eyes saw no
more. The cregping death had gained its victory!

Somber and motionless, The Shadow stood looking at the dead man before him. Then to those keen,
hidden ears, came a sound from the street outside. The Shadow turned, and, with one gloved hand
gathered up the papersthat lay on the desk.

V oices sounded as the front door was thrown open. With aquick, swift stride, The Shadow moved
across the room, hislong cloak showing its crimson lining asit swished through the air.

When Graver and a policeman burgt into the room amoment later, they saw only the dead form of
Clifford Forgter. The sillent witness of the encounter between Forster and Guthrie—the one man who had
observed Clifford Forster in hisfinal desth throes—was no longer there. Only along shadow lay across
the floor, projecting from the window. Neither Graver nor the officer observed it.

That shadowy shape slently did away. Thewindow curtain rustled so dightly that its sound could not be
heard. The two men were alone in the room where the creeping desth had struck.

The Shadow had departed. Desth had done itswork here. This part of crime was over. But elsawhere,
The Shadow knew, more crime was breeding; the source of the evil was somewhere el se!

CHAPTER VI.INTHE LABORATORY

LUCIEN PARTRIDGE was at work in hislaboratory. Garbed in astained frock, and wearing long
white gloves, the old man was making a series of unusua tests. Holding atest tube in his hand, he poured
asmall quantity of acolorlessliquid from abottle.

To thishe added afew drops of a purplish fluid; then afew grains of areddish powder. Theliquid inthe
test tube clouded; then changed to a brownish hue. Within it appeared tiny flakes of gold!

Partridge set the tube in a holder above a Bunsen burner. He ignited the flame and kept it at alow point.
The gold flakes moved dowly within the liquid. The old man watched the results eagerly; then walked
away and descended the stairs to the room below.

Here two men were standing beside a furnace. As Partridge approached, one of them leaned forward



and opened the bottom of the furnace to reveal acruciblefilled with ayellowish mass of molten metd.
Partridge smiled and nodded.

The door was closed, and the roar of the furnace sounded, the old man listening as though hearing music
that was pleasing to his ears. He walked from the room and went upstairs. From the laboratory he went
through adoor that led outside.

Dusk wasfdling. A sngle star glimmered in the dulling sky. Lucien Partridge's eyesturned in that
direction. But they did not notice the star. They were centered upon achimney &t the top of the building.

A spurt of flame appeared through the chimney. It died away. Then came another red spurt. Lucien
Partridge chuckled. He went back into the laboratory and again stood watching the tube that glowed with
flakesof gold.

The old man turned to see Vignetti entering the laboratory. He motioned to the Corsican, and the faithful
servant came to stand beside him. Partridge pointed to the test tube and chuckled. Then, in alow voice,

he began to speak to Vignetti.

Partridge's method of conversation was curious. He spoke in English, asthough expressing his thoughts
aloud. Whenever he cameto certain remarks, he turned to Vignetti as he spoke, and added afew words
in Itaian asan interpretation.

"You seeit there, Vignetti?' he questioned, as he pointed to the now boiling tube. "Perhaps | have
discovered it—perhaps not. Ah— someday, Vignetti, | shall haveit!

"Gold—gold!" The old man's voice rose to a scream. "The dchemists sought it"—the voice became a
whisper—"but they could not find it. They tried to transmute baser metalsinto gold. My way has been
different. I have compounded those metals. By seeking first that which would resemble gold, | have
sought to some day step beyond and form gold itsdlf.

"Perhaps | shdl fail"—the old man smiled wanly—"but it does not matter now. My fase gold has brought
metrue gold. That isbecause | am clever, Vignetti."

PARTRIDGE turned off the Bunsen burner, and watched the gold flakes settle to the bottom of the
muddy liquid. The old man shrugged his shoulders, and turned again to Vignetti.

"Y ou remember that man who was here afew days ago?' he asked. "He wanted my gold, Vignetti. The
red gold—not that yellow stuff that looks like gold.

"I have been giving him gold Vignetti—gold that ismine—gold thet | have obtained by my own brains, in
exchangefor thefase gold. But he wanted gtill more—more—more—aways more.

"Well, Vignetti"—the smile kept over Partridge's lips—"we need not worry longer about him. He wastoo
greedy, Vignetti."

The old man paused. When he spoke again, his tone became reminiscent. His English words were frely
intergpersed with Italian, and Vignetti listened with intent pleasure,

"Y ou havetraveled far with me, Vignetti," said Partridge. "We have been everywhere. Y ou have
seen—you have learned. The vendetta that you saw in your youth was nothing, eh, Vignetti? A few
people— killing—there on oneidand. Those who killed werekilled in turn.

"But my vendetta'—the old man's gleaming eyes found their reflection in Vignetti's flashing optics—"ah,
my vendettaiswith the world! One man against many—and | never fal! Not when | have you helping



me, my fathful Vignetti.

"Y ou remember in Peking, Vignetti? My quarrel with that Chinese savant, Li Tan Chang? He knew that |
sought to kill him. Hewould not tell me the secrets that he knew. To kill himwas my only way. Hetried
to kill me, when he so blandly stretched forth his hand.

"But you were there, Vignetti! Y ou knew what he meant to do. Y our knife saved my life. | gained whét |
wanted; and withiit, | learned the secret of the death that Li Tan Chang had sought to dedl to me. Ah!
That secret has served mewell!

"Remember how | used it in Hamburg, when Tolfens, the German scientist, would not reved his methods
of experiment? Tolfensisdead - but hiswork goes on. It ismy work, now. Y ou have done well,
Vignetti, to befaithful to me."

The old man drew himsdlf up proudly. He stared across the room as he mechanically removed his
working gloves. He gave the glovesto Vignetti. The Corsican unlocked adrawer in atable and placed
the gloves at the front of the drawer.

"Gold!" Partridge pronounced the word in atone of grandeur. "Gold! | shall havedl of it, Vignetti! All
that isin the world, some day. So much that | shall rule! Rule as master!

"Those men who are working for me—those friends of minein so many landswhere | have been. They
are gaining wedlth. Mordes— Gleason—Armagnac— Pallanci—Sukul os'—the old man'slips formed
other names—"they are gaining wedlth; but | have more. All mineis gold—I want nothing ese.
Gold—gold— more gold—I shdl haveit. Forster wished it, but | shall haveit. | have much of it now—
milliond"

A crackling laugh came from the old man's throat. He seemed to be enjoying along joke. Vignetti stood
by, cdmly surveying the old man. His expression showed that this eccentric conduct was aregular routine
with Lucien Partridge.

"Yes, Vignetti"—the old man's new tone was cunning and ca culating— "wedth isdready mine. With
wedlth | shal have power. Other wealth cannot equa mine. My power shall never fade. Soon | shall be
ready to rule the world.

"Still, I must beware. There are men who will try to shatter my power. Out of chaos, | shdl riseto my
great glory. | must create chaos! Desth brings chaos! There are men who rule herein America. Big men
of business—big men of politics—big men of power—and | shal meet them.

"Asfriendswe shall megt—they and |. Asfriendsthey shdl die! Isthat not wonderful ? It is better than
the knife, Vignetti—for the knifeisasign of enmity.

"That isyour method of vendettathat you knew in Corsica. My method isinfinitely bette—the method of
Li Tan Chang—the method of friendship! Ha-ha-ha-hal

THE cackling laugh echoed through the laboratory. Even stolid Vignetti had imbibed the old man's
enthusasm. Hisdark face waslivid with an insdious plessure.

"Bankers—millionaires—pres dents'—Partridge's tone was contemptuous—"what do | care for them?
They shdl die, a my bidding. Any who shdl question me shdl diel"

In the bright dectric illumination of the laboratory, Lucien Partridge's face had gained a fierceness that
was unbdlievable. But now hisfrenzy faded. Once again he became the quiet, placid old man that Clifford
Forster had found so amiable.



A bell sounded from another room. Lucien Partridge looked at Vignetti. The Corsican nodded. That bell
indicated avigtor at the outer gate. The servant hurried from the laboratory, and Lucien Partridge waited
by the door until he returned.

"ItisMr. Lawrence Guthrie," explained Vignetti, in his broken English, amethod of speech that he
frequently used in his announcements.

"Ah Guthrie!" Partridge's voice indicated pleasure.

With gleaming eyes, the old man walked into the hall. There he spoketo Vignetti in Itdian. The Cordgcan
nodded. Partridge pointed to the door and made amotion that indicated that admittance should be
granted. Vignetti Sarted for the gate.

A few minutes|ater, the Corsican ushered Lawrence Guthrie into the laboratory. Lucien Partridge, his
lipsframed in a pleasant smile, slood waiting to greet his unexpected visitor.

CHAPTER VII. GUTHRIE SPEAKS

THERE was atroubled look in Lawrence Guthrie's eyes as he faced Lucien Partridge. The old man saw
that hisvisitor wasworried. He aso saw Guthrie turn an anxious glance toward Vignetti, who had
entered behind him. Partridge spokein Italian. The Corsican retired.

Guthrie, hisface more cadaverous than ever, became a pathetic object the moment that he stood alone
with Partridge. It was obvious that he was under aterrific strain; that he had borne up under amenta
ordedl.

Now, with none but the old man to witness his plight, Guthrie collapsed upon a stool that stood beside a
workbench. He turned hunted eyes toward L ucien Partridge.

"What isthe matter, Guthrie?' questioned Partridge, in asolicitoustone.
"l didnt doit!" exclamed Guthrie. "Y ou will believe me, Partridge! | didnt doiit.”

Hisvoice choked, and he buried his head upon his outstretched arms. Lucien Partridge stood quietly by;
then spoke in an inquiring tone.

"What isit that you did not do?" he questioned.

Guthrieraised his head and stared, unbdlieving. He saw Partridge's puzzled expression. For amoment,
an dation glimmered on Guthri€'s countenance; then it changed to suspicion. Partridge observed the
dissmilar emotions. He spokein agentle, kindly tone.

"What isthe trouble, Guthrie? Y ou seem weighted by worry -"

"Nothing," protested Guthrie, staring about him with ahunted expression. "Nothing—that is—if you don't
know about it—yet | can't believe that you have not heard -"

"Heard of what?" inquired Partridge.

The mild manner of the old man accomplished more than asharp questioning might have done. Staring,
Guthrie saw only friendlinessin the benign countenance of Lucien Partridge. He gripped the old man's
arm and spoke in atense voice.

"Y ou have not heard"—hiswords were breathless—"you have not heard of Forster—of Forster's



death?"

"Forgter?' Partridge seemed puzzled. "Y ou mean that Clifford Forster is dead?"
Guthrie nodded; then lowered his gaze.

"Clifford Forster dead!" declared Partridge, in astunned tone. "I cannot believeit!™

"The newspaperswerefull of it," said Guthrie suddenly. "I thought that surely you must have read the
reports.”

"I have no time for newspapers,” responded Partridge. "I livein aworld of my own, Guthrie. | havefew
friends outside. Y ou were one; Forster was another. Now, heisgone. Y ou must fed thelossaso,
Guthrie"

"l do!" blurted Guthrie eagerly. "It isashock to me, Partridge. That iswhy—why | am so worried—why
| have come to see you— because | thought you might suspect -"

He paused, afraid to continue; but as he saw Partridge gill solicitous, Guthrie gave way to a sudden
resolve. He arose and stood beside the workbench, facing Partridge while he spoke.

"FORSTER cameto New York afew nightsago,” he declared. "While he wasin hishome, hewas
overcome by a paroxysm that resulted in his death. Now the police suspect murder. They aretrying to
find aman who was in Forster's home when death came over him."

"Ah! They suspect foul play?'

"Yes. They are till seeking the visitor. They have not found him. Apparently, they have gained no clew to
hisidertity."

"Do you know who heis-"
"Wes"

"Who?'

"Mysdf."

Guthrie uttered the last word in abold, deliberate manner. Lucien Partridge seemed staggered. He stared
at hisvigtor in agtartled manner, totally unable to recover from his surprise.

"Listen to me, Partridge,” pleaded Guthrie. "I'll tdl you dl | know— why | am here—everything. Y ou will
beieveme?'

"Youaremy friend," replied Partridge smply. "'l believe my friends."

A relieved expression swept over Lawrence Guthrie's visage. He felt free to spesk, and hiswords
shouted a new confidence.

"I went to see Forgter that night," he explained. " Forster summoned me there. Unfortunately, we had a
misunderstanding. | left because Forster appeared to be unreasonable.

"As| wasleaving, he seemed to be suffering from amomentary attack of dizziness, but | had no ideaiit
might provefatal. His caretaker was there; | had no reason to remain. But the next morning, | was
amazed to read in the newspaper that Clifford Forster had died, and that an unknown visitor was



supposed to have caused his death the previous night!”
"Why did you not go to the police?’ asked Partridge. ™Y ou could have told them.”

"They would have asked mewhy | visited Forgter. | would have had to tell them all about the
gold—about your secret—about my dea with Forster. Such a strange story would have excited

suspicion.”
"| understand.”

"But the strain wasterrible," continued Guthrie. "The longer | waited, the worse the case would be
againgt me when they found out my connection. | was afraid.

"Then | redlized that there was one person who might suspect the identity of the visitor at Forster's house.
That onewasyou!"

Lucien Partridge made no response. His eyes had athoughtful 1ook.

"Y ou understand, don't you?' questioned Guthrie. "'l was sure that you had learned of Forster's
death—that you would wonder where | was - that you would suspect me as the unknown man.

"The strain became so grest | had to talk to some one. | redlized then that it was my duty to tell you what
had happened. | dipped away from New Y ork —I came here—here—to find my only friend!"

"Y ou have done wisdly," declared Partridgein adow tone. "Come, Guthrie. You aretired. Let usgoin
thelibrary, where we can rest and talk at ease.”

THE old man led the way, and Guthrie followed him like an obedient child. In the library, Guthrie
dumped into achair and sat Staring straight ahead, while Partridge watched him.

"Tel me" said the old man. "Why did you and Forster quarrel ?*

"It was about the gold,” responded Guthrie, in amonotonous tone. " Forster was angry because the
production had not been increased.”

"What did you tdl him?"

"| told him"—Guthrie hesitated—"I told him that you were doing your best; that the promises | had made
were based purdly upon my belief that you would increase the output.”

"Wheat did he say?'

"He claimed that | was double-crossing him; that you were producing more gold than he was getting; that
| was secretly gppropriating some without his knowledge.”

"And you replied -"

"| told him thetruth. | said that | came here seldom; that | |eft the shipmentsto you. He doubted my
gtory. He became so insulting that | lost my temper and cursed him. Then | thought it best to leave.”

"And now -"

"Now | do not know what to do. | am innocent; yet | am afraid to tell my story. | cannot bring your name
into the picture, of course. It would be unfair to you."



"Y ou would not have to mention my nameto the police.”

"They would force it from me, Partridge. | would havetotdl dl if | told part.”

The old man nodded thoughtfully; then he walked forward and placed his hand on Guthri€'s shoulder.
"Did people know that you were afriend of Clifford Forster?' he asked.

"Very few," responded Guthrie uneasily. "Our relations were kept secret; but | am afraid that my name
may become known. Forster had papers—there on his desk.”

Lucien Partridge tightened hislips as he heard this statement. Guthrie was Sitting with bowed head.
Partridge nodded thoughtfully to himsdlf.

"I have aplan, Guthrie," he declared. "A wonderful plan. | can protect you."
"How?" questioned Guthrie, raising his head in eagerness.

"Wait until the morning,” urged the old man, in acryptic tone. "Have confidence, Guthrie. Get some rest
to-night. | shal have Vignetti cal you early.”

"Y ou are sure that your plan will work?'

"l am certain of it. Do not worry, Guthrie. Remember, | have wedth. While Forgter lived, the gold that |
produced belonged to him. Now that heis deed, it isours."

The statement was uttered in a most matter-of-fact tone. Neverthdless, it brought a bright look of
eagernessto Guthrie's haggard face. Like Forgter, Guthrie was governed by cupidity. In hisworry, he
had forgotten that the principd recipient of Partridge's synthetic wealth was now eiminated.

Gold! The very thought of it elated Lawrence Guthrie. He raised his head and managed to force asmile
to hislips. That smilewas an ugly grin. Lucien Partridge returned it with amild, benign smile.

"Perhaps you can rest more easily now," declared Partridge. "Come. | shal summon Vignetti to show
you to aroom upstairs. Y ou must have degp—for ajourney lies ahead of you to-morrow."

Guthrie arose and nodded. His face showed relief; histired frame was capitulating now that hismind no
longer worried.

The Corsican entered in response to Lucien Partridge's call. He conducted Lawrence Guthrie to aroom
updairs.

VIGNETTI wasthe last person whom Lawrence Guthrie saw that night; he was also the first person
whom Guthrie encountered in the morning. It was six o'clock when the Corsican knocked at the door
and summoned Guthrieto rise.

Guthrie wasin good spirits when he came downgtairs. The door to the laboratory was open. He entered
the room, and found L ucien Partridge, bright and cheery, standing at aworktable.

"Y ou dept well," was Partridge's comment.
"Yes," responded Guthrie. "Y ou appear to have enjoyed agood rest.”

"I have been heredl night,” smiled Partridge. "This afternoon | shal nap for afew hours. Thet isal the
deep | require. When oneis older and completely engrossed in great work, deep is scarcely more than



an occasond habit."
Guthrie stared increduloudly.

"Now," declared Partridge, inacamtone, "I shdl tell you your plans. A trainis due at Westbrook Falls
at saven o'clock. You will takeit."

"To New York?'

"No—away from New Y ork. It reaches Buffalo before noon. There you must take atrain for Canada.
Go to Toronto—change again, and take atrain to Montreal. Remain there, at the Hotel Francais, where
you will receive amessage from me within afew days. Do you understand?'

"l do. Thismessage -"

"It will be most welcometo you. It will bring you funds—enough money for you to travel to Europein
luxury and comfort. It will dso give you full ingructions regarding your passport. Everything will bein
proper order. Rely upon me. Register under your own name; thereis no reason for worry.

"But under no circumstances must it be known that you have been to Westbrook Fals. Therefore, upon
arriving in Buffao, you must be sure to destroy any ticket stubsthat you have received.

"Do the same when you arrive in Toronto; and also in Montred. For in Montred you are starting upon a
new career. You areto forget the worries of the past. Y ou understand?”

"Everything isquite plain,”" nodded Guthrie. "Rely upon meto follow your ingructions.”

Vignetti entered the laboratory. Lucien Partridge beckoned to him, and spokein Itdian. Vignetti
responded in the same language.

"Vignetti will get the car to take you to the ation,” explained Partridge, to Guthrie. Y ou can wait here
with mewhile | start the day's experiment. | am anxiousto be back at work."

Guthrie watched Vignetti reach into the drawer. He noticed apair of gloves a the front of the drawer; the
Corsican passed over them, and picked up another pair that were folded at the back of the drawer. He
brought them to L ucien Partridge, who laid them on the table. Then Vignetti produced asmock and
helped the old man don it. The Corsican went away.

"Remember,” said Partridge, "you must obey my ingtructions. | have confidence in you, Guthrie; you must
have the sameinme."

"I have," responded Guthrie. Y ou have given meanew hold on life; you are ared friend, Partridge!”

The old man smiled quietly as he picked up one glove and let it dangle from the fingers of one hand, ashe
inserted the other. He drew the glove on from the wrist; then he repeated the operation with the second
glove. Heturned to the worktable, asthough to begin anew experiment. At that moment Vignetti

entered.

"Ah!" exclamed Partridge. "The car isready. Come."

Heled the way through the hdl, out through the front door and to the gate. Guthrie and Vignetti followed.
The Corsican entered the car. Guthrie paused to say good-by.

"I can never thank you enough,” he said sincerdly. "Y ou are indeed atrue friend.”



"Wait," replied the old man. "Wait until | have completed all my plans. Muchisin sorefor you, Guthrie.
Much that you do not expect.”

Their handsjoined in ashake, Guthrie's bare palm gripped within Partridge's glove. Guthrie entered the
car. Vignetti drove away.

Looking back, Guthrie saw the figure of Lucien Partridge, standing at the open gate. With white hair
flowing in the morning breeze, the old man was the picture of benignity.

The car turned the corner, and the picture ended. Vignetti was sllent at the whed; Guthriewas
complacent as he leaned back in the sest.

Lawrence Guthrie's mind was no longer troubled. Through his brain rang those wordsthat Lucien
Partridge had uttered after the parting handclasp.

"Muchisin storefor you, Guthrie. Much that you do not expect.”

Like Clifford Forgter, Lawrence Guthrie had left Lucien Partridge carrying apromise. Like Forster,
Guthrie thought of gold. Like Forster, Guthrie felt sure that he had lft atrue friend.

Not for one moment did Lawrence Guthrie's mind turn to thoughts of creeping deeth!
CHAPTER VIII. THE MAN FROM THE ARGENTINE

DIRECTLY acrossthe river gorge from the spot where the road turned to the woods, aman was
standing in aclump of bushes. In hishands he held apair of powerful binoculars. His eyes were peering
through the glasses.

Asthe car which Vignetti was driving came into view, the concedled observer saw it from a distance of
less than one hundred yards. With the aid of the binoculars, he clearly discerned the faces of Lawrence
Guthrie and Vignetti, for the car was moving dowly &t theturn.

When the sound of the motor had disappeared into the woods, the man lowered his glasses and emitted
ashort laugh. Turning, he strolled ong afaint path that took him away from the place where he had
been watching.

Tal, dark-haired, and with flashing black eyes, thisman had dl the appearance of a Cadtilian grandee.
His dark complexion was another evidence of his Spanish ancestry. As he walked aong through the
woods, the man smiled in asatisfied fashion.

The path bordered the cliff opposite the rear of Lucien Partridge's well-protected stronghold. It was just
far enough from the edge of the gorge to hide the presence of the walker. When the man arrived at one
particular spot, he stopped and again raised his binoculars. Pressing aside the branches of asmdll tree, he
sighted across the chasm to the estate where Partridge dwelt.

The large frame mansion showed among the trees. The little workhouse near the gorge was hidden
behind sheltering trees. The observer seemed to be watching for any sign of activities upon the premises.
At length, he ended hislookout and continued along the path.

Theway led from the cliff, and after a short walk, the man cameto asmall cottage that was situated in a
clearing. There was no road to the cottage. It was an old deserted building, apparently on the verge of
abandonment.

The man ascended the steps of the cottage and walked quietly through the open door. Heturned into a



room where ashort, powerful man was seated dozing in achair. At the sound of the footfalls, the short
man legped up excitedly. When he recognized the man who had entered, he sheepishly resumed his chair.
Thetall man laughed.

"Frightened you, en?" he questioned. "Ah, you are becoming nervous, Jose."
Jose made no reply.

"Our friend has gone," remarked the tall man. ™Y ou remember—the one you saw arrive last night? |
suspected that he would be leaving early to-day. That iswhy | was on watch to see him. They must rise
early, Jose, if they expect to caich Alfredo Moraes adeep.”

The speaker laughed and walked across the room. He placed the binocularsin a case and turned again
to Jose.

"Bring me some breskfast,” ordered Moraes. "Wewill not wait for Manud. It may be some time before
hearrives”

JOSE went from the room. Some minutes later, he returned with atray of breakfast, and set his burden
upon atable.

Although Jose was evidently the servant of Alfredo Morales, the two men were on an equa bass after
Jose had completed histask, for one sat at each side of the table, and both began to est.

"Yes" remarked Mordesthoughtfully, "heis gone. That makes three of them, Jose. Threevisitorssince
we have been watching. | suppose that thislast man has goneto New Y ork like the others. Well, we
ghall wait for Manud's report.”

Breskfast completed, Moraes waited impatiently, watching through the open door. At last aman
appeared in the clearing. Thiswas the dender, dark-complexioned man who had seen Clifford Forster
arrive at Westbrook Fals. The newcomer advanced across the clearing and greeted Morales.

"Well?' questioned Moraes.

"He has gone, senor,” wasthereply.
"ToNew York?

"No. He bought aticket for Buffao.”

"Hm-m-m," observed Mordes. "That is different, eh, Manuel? Did he seem like the others had—pleased
with hisvigt?'

"Y es, senor,” responded Manuel. "He was rubbing his hands while he waited for the westbound train.
Rubbing them—s0"—Manud imitated the action— "like one who is happy. He seemed very pleased,
senor.”

"Good," declared Moraes. "Now tell me, Manud. Are those two men till a theinn?'
"Yes, senor. | believe so. | have not seen them to-day -"

"Then you do not know if they are still there. Go back, Manuel. Keep waich as before—at the
station—and come back here later on.”

When Manuel had |eft, Morales strolled about the clearing, smoking cigarettes, one after another. He



went back into the house, and again sartled Jose by his sedthy arriva. Thistime Mordeslaughed in an
irritable manner.

"What isthe matter with you, Jose?' he questioned. "Do not tell methat you are fill frightened at every
shadow that you see.”

A troubled look appeared upon Jose's greasy face. The servant tried to avoid the glance that Morales
directed toward him.

"Y ou and your shadows. Bah!" Moraes spoke contemptuoudy. "Y ou are afool, Jose. | brought you
with me because you were a brave man—and one who could speak English fluently. Around here you
are usdless. Every night, when you watch, you talk of shadows. Bah!"

"But | have seen them, senor!" blurted Jose. "I have seen them. Out there —in here—everywhere!”

"Y ou have madness, Jose. Y ou spoke to me about those shadows twice. | looked where you pointed. |
saw nothing. What isit that you can seeand | cannot see? Nothing! That iswhat you have seen, Jose—
nothing!”

"But, senor, | have seen the same thing more than once. It is not just shadowsthat | have seen. Onetime
| looked quickly—there | saw - him! He was like a shadow himsdlf, senor!”

"l wasthere Jose," responded Moraes, in an annoyed tone. "1 looked where you pointed. | saw
nothing—not even a shadow.”

"But he was gone, senor. Gone before you saw -"

"Gone? From the middle of the clearing? Y ou are crazy, Jose. Y ou are crazy! No man could have
disappeared into the ground or into the air.”

"No man, senor! | am afraid of no man. But if heis more than aman - some one that certain eyes can see
and other eyes cannot -"

"Forget those superdtitions, Jose," cried Moraes. "We are dedling with people, not with ghosts. Enough
of such foolishness!”

With that Moraestook the binoculars and |eft the house, turning again toward the path that led from the
cottage to the lookout spot upon the cliff.

When his chief had gone, Jose stood at the door of the cottage. Apprehension showed on the man's
greasy countenance.

Jose, acreature of ignorance, was fearful as he gazed about him. His eyes wandered upward to the
flat-topped roof of the cottage. Moving backward, the man stood till; then, looking about him, suddenly
discovered that he was standing in the center of the clearing. Fearful of this haunted spot, Jose sprang to
the door of the cottage, looking behind him asheran.

After gaining the house, the man's trepidation faded. He went into the main room and sat in achair. There
his worry began to fade as he dropped into adoze. This one place seemed to give Jose a sense of
security. Here hislaziness overcame his apprehension.

I'T was afternoon when Alfredo Mora es returned to the cottage. Again, Jose sporang up in darm when his
master entered. The servant prepared alunch, and Morales ate in silence. It was obvious that his spying
had not brought new results.



Moraes went back to his observation spot after hismeal. He returned afew hourslater. Jose was
awake, thistime, standing on the porch. The sky had clouded; here in the woods, premature darkness
was sitling.

Almost immediately after Moraes had arrived, Manud appeared from the woods, and hastened to make
his report. Moraes listened with intense interest.

"They arethere," declared Manud. "Both of them are at the inn. The man with the hard face; the man
with the beard. Y ou can tell them easily. They are both very wise; but they have not seen me. | have been
too careful .

"Youwill stay here, Manud," ordered Moraes. ™Y ou will do as| haveingtructed. Jose will prepare your
dinner. | am going down to the inn. Remember —I shal wak back done. Be ready then, with Joseto
help you."

L ong shadows had settled on the clearing when Alfredo Moraes set forth into the woods. Manud and
Jose were watching him from the porch. Manuel was indifferently rolling a cigarette; but Jose was
watching intently. The presence of those sinister shadows seemed to worry him.

"What isthe matter, Jose?' questioned Manuel, as he happened to glance toward his companion. "One
would think that you were looking a aghost or something.”

"I have not been well," growled Jose. "It isthat sea-sicknessthat began ever since we left Buenos
Aires"

"Bah! Y ou have been here more than aweek. That is a poor excuse, Jose."

The greasy-faced man did not reply. Jose was watching the figure of Alfredo Morales, the man from the
Argentine, asit disappeared amid the thickening blackness of the wood. When he could no longer
glimpse his departing master, Jose, after alast troubled ook &t the shadows in the clearing, shrugged his
shoulders and went back into the cottage. Manue laughed and followed him.

PERHAPS it was fear that had governed Jose; possibly the man was possessed of an overkeen vision.
At least, Jose had sought to study every suspicious shadow that he had seen from the porch of the
cottage. Y et despite his sharp gaze, Jose had failed in his self-gppointed task.

For something had moved at the edge of the clearing the moment that Alfredo Morales had passed. That
something had cast its shadow across the path; yet even Jose had failed to see the ominous patch of
black.

Moving after Moraes as though it were the man's own shadow, that changing splotch of blackness had
followed—Ilengthening and shortening amid the flickering light that trickled through the waving branches
of the leaf-clad trees.

Onwent Morales, gtriding directly along a path that broadened and became more firm. Always, close
behind him, did a shape that was nothing more than an inky silhouette. It was not until Morales emerged
from the woods and struck a dirt road that the moving shadow assumed a new appearance.

Then, momentarily, it appeared in more sinister form. Instead of agliding shadow, it became the outline
of abeing clad in black—atall figure garbed in acloak. Two sparkling eyes shone from beneath the
covering brim of ashapeless hat.

The vison persisted only for amoment. It merged with the trees at the side of the road. On through the
dusk strode Alfredo Morales, totally oblivious of the weird apparition that had appeared behind him.



This evening—Alfredo Mora es was bound upon aspecia misson—awork that concerned Lucien
Partridge aswell as others. Confident that no one knew of his presencein thisvicinity, Moraeswas
convinced of his security. He had no thought for the vague fears that had been expressed by Jose.

Y et those fears had now becomeredlity. A phantom shape had become aliving being. Alfredo Moraes
had come beneath amysterious survelllance.

The Shadow wastrailing the man from the Argentine!

What was the connection between Alfredo Moraes and Lucien Partridge? What cross-purposes and
counter-plots were reaching their culmination herein the peaceful vicinity of Westbrook Falls?

Only The Shadow knew!
CHAPTER IX. MORALESRECEIVESA VISITOR

I'T was scarcely more than amile from the cottage where Alfredo Moraes lived to the Westbrook 1nn.
But from Lucien Partridge's abode, it was necessary to travel severa miles around the outer course of the
semicircular stream to reach the bridge, which, in turn, was more than a mile above the hotdl.

Hence Mordes, living but ashort way from Partridge, had a tremendous advantage so far astraveling
distance was concerned when it came to visiting the summer hotel. Partridge's Situation across the chasm
was one of isolation— which was exactly what he desired.

When Mordes arrived at the Westbrook Inn, he was still unconscious of the fact that he was being
followed. Asthe man from the Argentine cameinto the lighted area of the hotel veranda, thetrailing
blackness disappeared behind him. No trace of The Shadow's presence was visible.

Dinner was being served a the hotel. Morales went into the dining room and seated himsdlf at atable.
There, he began acold survey of the people about him. It was not long before he had selected two
objectives.

One was astocky, firm-faced man who apparently paid no attention to the presence of Moraes. This
was Vic Marquette, the secret-service agent who had come to Westbrook Fallsin an effort to solve the
riddle that surrounded the strange desth of Jerry Fitzroy.

The other was aman of medium height—an eccentric-looking individua— whose principa note of
physiognomy was athick, short-cropped beard of blackish hue.

This man appeared to take akeen interest in his surroundings. As soon as he was observed by Morales,
the bearded man returned the other's stare. That settled, the two men shifted their gaze elsawhere,

Morales sensed that he was being watched by both Vic Marquette and the bearded man. One had not
appeared to notice him; the other had apparently forgotten him. Nevertheless, Morales smiled to himsdlf.
He had come here to observe these men; there was no objection whatever to them observing him.

Only one guest entered the dining room after Moraes had arrived. The Argentinian threw aquizzica
glance toward the newcomer; then smiled again when he saw that the arrival was a nonentity.

The belated guest was an old man who hobbled with the aid of a cane. He was a sour-faced person, and
his desafness was apparent by the way he shouted his order at the waitress, much to the amusement of the
other guedts.

Dinner went by. Morales did not leave the dining room until after Marquette and the bearded man had



departed. When he at last arose, the only person remaining in the room was the old man.

OUT inthelobby, Alfredo Moraeslighted acigarette and sat in acomfortable chair. He began to take a
shrewd interest in everything that was going on about him. He became nervousin his demeanor. He
threw away his cigarette, although it was only haf finished; then lighted another oneimmediatdly.

From the corner of his eye, Moraes spotted both Marquette and the bearded man. Neither one seemed
conscious of the other's presence, but it was obvious to Moraes that they were both interested in his
actions. The only lull in this game of watchdog was when the old man with the cane hobbled through the
lobby and obtained his key at the desk.

"Eccentric old chap,” Moraes heard some one say. "Phineas Twambley is his name. Supposed to be
worth alot of money, but I've never seen him give even anickd tip."

Moraes settled back in his chair and lighted another cigarette. He seemed haf adegp asthe minutes
ticked by. He was thinking of the two men whom he had watched. He had completely forgotten old
Twambley, who had gone upgtairs.

Had Alfredo Moraes caught amenta flash of Twambley's room, he would have been amazed. For the
old man, at that particular moment, was old no longer.

His cane was out of sight in the bureau drawer. From the back of an upright trunk, Phineas Twambley
was drawing forth two garments—a black cloak and adouch hat.

One minute later, Phineas Twambley was The Shadow. Tall, slent, and swift, he swept across the room
and entered adimly lighted hall. Half aminute later, hissinister figure disappeared through alarge window
that led to the fire escape.

DOWN in thelobby, the lethargy of Alfredo Mordes came to asudden end. With asuspicious glance
about him, the Argentinian suddenly arose and hurriedly left the hotel 1obby. Once outside, his manner
became stedlthy as he moved toward the road by which he had approached the Westbrook Inn.

Moraes was wearing a panama hat. In the darkness, it shone dmost like aluminous object. Had any one
chosento follow him now, thetrail would have afforded no difficulty.

There was a strange change in the actions of Alfredo Moraes. He had been inahurry to leave theinn;
now he was cam and deliberate as he began the stroll back to the cottage. All dong the way, heleft a
trail of half-consumed cigarettes.

When he entered the woods, the Argentinian was humming to himself. When he reached the clearing, he
continued the noise. Thelights of the cottage shone through the gloom, and cast areflection upon the
open space in front. There Moraes sauntered onward.

He crossed apatch of black that seemed like an extension of the darkness. He did not noticeit. Alfredo
Moraleswas not like Jose, his servant. He did not pay attention to shadows—even though they might be
long, like this one, and shaped like a silhouette.

The door of the cottage was open. Moraes entered it with the air of aman returning to hishome. He
went into the main room, which waslocated at the sde. Here he drew the blinds. But he had | eft the front
door open behind him.

The silhouette upon the clearing was motionless. But now a moving object made its appearance. A man
came into the sphere of light. It was the bearded stranger whom Morales had observed at the
Westbrook Inn.



Stedlthily, the stranger ascended the steps and entered the open door of the cottage. He made hisway
quietly to the door of the main room. He peered in to see Alfredo Morales seated at adesk in the
corner.

The Argentinian was writing. Now helaid the papers aside. With asign of weariness, he leaned his head
forward upon hisarms.

The bearded stranger moved into the room. His objective was the table where the paperslay. It wasa
job that required stedlth; but the odds werein hisfavor. Alfredo Morales seemed totaly oblivious of all
that was happening about him.

Theintruder reached the center of the room. Hewas amiling, hislipsforming aruddy curve amid the
black beard. One hand wasin his pocket, in readiness to draw aweagpon should Moraes be suddenly
aroused.

He paused, as motionless as Moraes. His eyes were watching the man in the chair. So intent wasthe
intruder that he did not see athin splotch of black that came creegping inward from afarther window of
the room—a shadowy shape of inkiness that edged forward with uncanny ease.

Nor did Morales see that weird shade. Seemingly half adeep, he was unaware of the black-bearded
man. Not cognizant of the presence of ahuman intruder, how could he have noticed a cregping shape
that neither lived or possessed physica form?

The bearded man was carefully advancing; then he paused again, hislips pursed within the black beard.
He sensed danger. Not from Moraes, who was unwatching; not from the shape that now formed an
unmoving blotch upon the floor; but from anew direction.

Ingtinct suddenly dominated caution. The intruder swung quickly toward the door of the room, drawing
his hand from his pocket. That hand did not bring forth awegpon. Instead, it came from the pocket with
fingers spread out wide.

The bearded man's hands went above his head.

STANDING at the door, armed with rifles, were the two henchmen of Alfredo Morades. Whilethe
bearded stranger had advanced, Jose and Manuel had entered behind him to cut off hisretreat.

Sullenly, the intruder faced his captors. Then, as a chuckle reached his ears, he turned his head toward
the chair where Alfredo Morales was seated.

Thetdl, shrewd-faced man from the Argentine was wide awake, laughing at the success of the trap that
he had prepared.

The stranger no longer considered Jose and Manuel. He recogni zed that they were mere underlings, who
had obeyed the orders of Alfredo Moraes.

Whatever hisfate might be, it rested in the hands of the suave Argentinian. For long, cold seconds, the
bearded man faced his smooth-shaven captor. It was Moraes who broke the silence.

Rising from his chair, the man from the Argentine made alow, courteous bow. There was nothing of
mockery in his action. That role was ended. With an imperious wave, he sgnaled Jose and Manud. The
rifleswere lowered. Another wave, and the henchmen departed.

This action came as a surprise to the bearded stranger. In fact, he had encountered a series of surprises,
each as sudden as his unexpected capture. Morales appeared to be afriend—not an enemy. He had



ordered his men avay— leaving hisuninvited guest till armed.

The bearded man lowered his hands. Moraes offered no objection. But the stranger made no motion
toward his pocket. Instead, he quietly waited for Moraesto speak, wondering what new surprise might
be forthcoming.

Again Alfredo Moraes bowed. Then, in his suave, modulated English, he spoke.
"Good evening, Monsieur Armagnec,” hesaid. "I have been awaiting you. Thisvigt isapleasure.”

Compl ete bewilderment showed on the bearded face. The stranger's expression clearly showed that
Moraes had guessed hisidentity. In view of this new astonishment, Armagnac was incapable of areply.
Alfredo Moraes smiled.

"l have business with you, Monsieur Armagnac,” hesaid. "It isbusinessthat will interest you. Be
seated"—heindicated a chair— "and let us converse."

Still bewildered, the bearded man obeyed the request. He sat in the chair indicated by Moraes. The
Argentinian resumed the seat where he had been resting when Armagnac had entered.

With a suave smile, Moraes opened his silver case and offered a cigarette to Armagnac, who accepted
it. Mordestook onefor himsdf, and proffered alight.

Then, resting back in his chair, Alfredo Moraes began to speak in aquiet, methodica tone. Hisvistor
listened intently—still wondering at these new words.

They formed an odd contrast: Moraes calm and unperturbed; Armagnac, puzzled and uncertain.

The eyes of the listener were focused upon those of the speaker. Neither man observed that long black
blotch that lay upon the floor— that strange, silhouetted projection that came from the window.

Silent, unnoticed, and motionless, the shadow of The Shadow rested within this room!
CHAPTER X. ONE AND ONE MAKE TWO

ALFREDO MORALESwas an easy, convincing speaker. He had the remarkable aptitude of divining
the thoughts of those who listened to him. Hence the discourse which he commenced took on aturn that
was both illuminating and interesting.

In histak, Moraes made statements, put forth questions, and gave both replies and answers, while his
bearded vistor sat in Slence,

"It isapleasureto meet you, Monsieur Armagnac,” purred Moraes. "It was quite thoughtful of you to
pay methisvigt. It isnot every one who can have the honor of aguest so talented as Pierre Armagnec,
from Marsellles, France.

"You seg, | have heard of you, Monsieur Armagnac. | know who you are; but you do not know who |
am. Ah, well. | am of lesser importance. It isnot surprising that Alfredo Moraes of Buenos Aires should
recognize Pierre Armagnac of Marsellles; but it would be surprising if Monsieur Armagnac had ever
heard of Senor Morales."

Moraes paused and smiled. Then he continued in his soft, catlike tone.

"Pierre Armagnac isagreat man in his chosen profession. Alfredo Moraesis much less capable. Hence,



while Armagnac was indifferent to the existence of others of his craft, Moraleswas more inquiring. He
studied to learn who was great and who was small. He did that before he schemed for greater things.

"But Armagnac, too, was aschemer. He and Mora es both had the same idea’ —the speaker tapped his
forehead—"and both came to the same place. Armagnac wasthe greater, but Moralesheld the
advantage. For Armagnac had never heard of Morales; while Moraes knew much of Armagnac.”

Another pause while Moraes studied the effect of hiswords upon Armagnac. Then, with acam
movement, Moraes drew an envel ope from his pocket and opened it. He held asmall object in his hand.
Hetossed it intheair, and it fluttered to the floor—a mottled partridge feather.

The action brought a smile to Armagnac's bearded lips. The Frenchman uttered alow grunt to signify that
he understood the gesture. Moraes pointed to the feather.

"Y ou carry such trophies?' he questioned.

In reply, Armagnac produced awallet from which he extracted afeether smilar to the onethat Morales
had brought. The Frenchman let the feather flutter from his hand. It reached the floor dmost at the same
spot where the other lay. Mordes saw significance in the result.

"A feather,” heremarked. "A sgn of recognition between mysdf and another man. A sign between
yourself and that same man. It is my thought that those feathers may be a sign between Pierre Armagnac
and Alfredo Mordes. Do you agree?”

"| agree," responded Armagnac in adeep voice.

"GOOD," Moraes commented warmly. "Now | shal spesk plainly. | shall tell you much that you aready
know—and some things that you may not know. Question me when you wish; | want you to understand
al.

"Here, across that gorge'—M orales pointed to the direction of theriver —"livesavery clever man. The
partridge feether ishissign, for hisnameisthe same: Partridge.

"Some time ago, this man—L ucien Partridge—discovered the secret of making ameta, or dloy, that is
very much like gold. In seeking ause for that meta, he discovered one. He planned to introduce his
gynthetic gold into the coinage of the world.

"To do that, he required agents. He chose them. Pierre Armagnac in France; Alfredo Moradesin the
Argentine, Eleutherios Sukulosin Greece; Enrico Pdlanci in Itay; Jasper Gleason in Audtraia; Otto
Larkonin Scandinavia. There are othersin thelist but it is unnecessary to namethem. A dozeninal. |
Suppose you were at least aware of their existence?!

"| thought there must be at least eight,” responded Armagnac. 1 did not trouble mysalf much about any of
the details.”

"No, that was unnecessary in away," admitted Morales. "Y ou knew that there were many; that was
aufficient to indicate great wedlth. For Lucien Partridge sold his synthetic gold throughout the world; sold
it, for red gold, to these counterfeiting agents. Heisawiddy traveled man, Partridge. A schemer dways,
he knew such men asyou and mysdlf in every country.

"Y ou gained wealth, Armagnac. With Partridge's metdl, your coins, like mine, could not be detected as
counterfeits.

"But athought occurred to you, Armagnac. For every million francs you made, Partridge obtained a



million aso. Y ou began to wonder how many millions of pesos, of pounds, of bolivars, of lire hewas
obtaining. That iswhat |, too, began to think.

"Ah! A wonderful thought. Why be a counterfeiter in one corner of the world, while somewhere alone
man isdrawing in wedth from everywhere? Y ou thought—as | thought—that L ucien Partridge must
possess a tremendous supply of gold—of red gold.

"Y ou knew—as | knew—that counterfeiting must haveits end. Y ou wondered—as | wondered—what
would happen then.

"You and I, Armagnac, were working to create aworld emperor—a gold-crazed man who would draw
gold asamosquito draws blood; on, on, on, until the burst.

"So you asked yoursef—as did I—why should that go on? Would it not be wonderful to find the center
of that vast gold supply; to grasp it and to hold it; to end this ceasdess activity that might lead to ruin?

"So you came here—as | came—to locate that gold supply. We have been seized of the same desire.
Two of us—two of the entire dozen who knew the truth!"

Moraesrested hack in his chair and stared a Armagnac. Thetak of fabulous wedth had brought a
bright flush to the Argentinian's sallow cheeks. Armagnac, now, was the one who remained placid. He
put forth a question.

"WHAT do you propose to do?" he questioned. "What is your plan, now that you have discovered a
rivd inmysdf?'

"Weshdl join forces," responded Moraes, with asmile. "Perhaps you wonder why | make the offer. |
shdl tdl you.

"Firgt, it would be unwise for usto quarrd. It might bring disaster to both of us. Second, thereisgold
enough for both of us— as much as either of uscan desire. Third, | am stalemated. | have reached the
point where | am ready for the grand coup; yet | am afraid to move without the help of another man of
wisdom."

"Y ou have your subordinates," suggested Armagnac warily.

"Bah!" responded Moraes. "What are they? Men who know nothing. Men of ignorance. Good servants,
yes, who will prove ussful; but men who will give the game away. Tell me, Armagnac, how have you
schemed to crack thisnut acrossthe river?”

"I have come quietly,” replied Armagnac, in ashrewd tone. "1 have been watching, sudying, waiting.
There must be away, to the man who knows."

"But you have not found it?"
"Not asyet."

"My casg'—Mordeswas smiling—"is different, Armagnac. | came prepared for action. | am ready. |
have spied from without; but | have not been able to spy from within. Isthat your case?’

"Itis" admitted Armagnec.

"I have advanced beyond you," declared Mordes. "Y et | have encountered the same difficulty. | am
wary, because | wish to avoid what you would term a contreteps. Thereisbut oneway to learn al that |



wish to know. That isto openly visit Lucien Partridge. But should | do so—ah—then would | be helpless
to proceed. Isthat not true?'

nlt iS,"

"Should Rierre Armagnac work from within," suggested Morales, in acagey tone, "he, too, would be
unable to work from without. But should you do that inner work"—Moraes was becoming direct in his
statement - "'nothing would hinder me from the outer work, for which | am aready prepared.”

Armagnac nodded thoughtfully.

"That iswhy | led you here," declared Morales. "Together, we can accomplish our desire. Alone, either
of usmay fail. | must have another; so must you. We must each have aman who knows al. So why
not—the two of us? One and one make two."

"Y ou wish my agreement?’
"Exactly."
Armagnac arose and extended his hand. Morales cameto hisfeet and joined in the clasp.

Two men of evil geniuswere united in acommon cause. The strategy of Alfredo Mordeshad won him
the aliance of Pierre Armagnac.

Now, as the two resumed their seats, Morales |eaned forward and spokein alow confidential tone.

"I shdl tdl you al my plans," hesaid, "but before | do, it would be wise for you to obtain theinformation
| require. When you have assured me that you have the facts | need, we will be on afair basis. Each of
uswill have some knowledge that the other must need. Y ou understand?!

"That isgood," returned Armagnac.

THE Frenchman spoke thus because he redlized that he was at a disadvantage. He had no ideawhat
scheme Alfredo Moraes might have designed; but he knew well that the man from the Argentine must
possess a workable method. Despite the friendliness evidenced by Mordes, it was obvious that
Armagnac had first fdlen into the other's power.

Crafty to the extreme, Pierre Armagnac saw that he was necessary to Alfredo Moraes. Why should he
bak or why should he demand to know everything, now?

Moraes had been frank. He needed contact with what was going on across the river. Armagnac was
ready to get that contact. Then, he knew well, he would possess an advantage of his own. There could
be no talk of other than equal terms.

But even as he visudized the fabul ous wesdlth that the future was to bring, Pierre Armagnac experienced a
disturbing thought. He hastened to expressit before Alfredo Moraes proceeded with other discussions.

"You drew mefromtheinn,” remarked Armagnac, "because you were sure you knew my identity. You
made yoursdlf conspicuous so that | would follow. But there was another at the inn—aman whom | was
watching. Who is he? Some other man who has designs?”'

Morales shook his head.

"Heisnot oneof us," he declared. "'l obtained information on every one of Partridge's agents before | set
sail from Buenos Aires. | do not know the man's identity. He has not been to Partridge's, for | have



watched there. But | have prepared to interview him."
"Tointerview him? Where?'
"Here. Asl interviewed you."

A gleam of understanding came over Pierre Armagnac's bearded countenance. Surely, he should have
redized this scheme. The same lure that had brought him to this cottage would bring another also. But
where was the other? Mora es seemed to divine the question that wasin Armagnac's mind.

"l study men," declared Mordes. "I studied two at the inn to-night. One was yoursa f—a man who meets
arisk quickly. The other, | could see, was dower of action.

"| did not think that both would follow me. | fet sure that one of them would follow me; and that the
second would trail thefirgt. You, | knew, would be the first. The second should be here shortly. Heis
one who would not enter."

"Then you expect him?"'

"Very soon."

"But if hewill not enter?"

"Hewill enter." Alfredo Morales pronounced the wordsin a prophetic tone.

Asif in answer to his statement, footsteps sounded outside the room. Pierre Armagnac |egped to hisfeet.
Alfredo Mordesremained seated, amiling.

Into the room came three men. Two of them were armed with rifles. They were Jose and Manuel.
Between them was the third man, his hands raised above his head, his face sullen and expressionless. It
was Vic Marquette of the secret service.

Alfredo Mordes chuckled, and Pierre Armagnac smiled as they recognized the features of the man
whose identity they did not know.

CHAPTER XI. THE DEATH SENTENCE

ALFREDO MORALES had become aninquigtor. Hisvictim was Vic Marquette. A shrewdly watching
spectator, Pierre Armagnac listened to the questioning. Jose and Manudl, rifles crooked over elbows,
stood in readiness behind the man whom they had captured.

"Good evening,” remarked Morades, in asuavetone. "May | ask the purpose of your visit?"
No change of expression gppeared upon Marquette's stolid countenance.

"A rather out-of-the-way spot, this cottage,” resumed Moraes. "It isnot surprising that we should wish
to know theidentity of a chancevistor."

Vic Marquette maintained hisindifference.
"Who areyou?'

The question snapped from the lips of Alfredo Moraeslike the crackle of awhip. The Argentinian's eyes
were flashing angrily, as he demanded the identity of the prisoner.



"I happen to be aguest at the Westbrook Inn,” replied Marquette, speaking for the first time. "l was
walking through the woods, and | saw thelight of the cottage. | approached, not expecting the welcome
that | have received.”

A sneer gppeared upon the Argentinian's lips. He knew well that Marquette was bluffing. He had
expected such a statement.

"Vigtorsare not welcome here," he said. "unlessthey state their name and purpose.”
"My nameisnot important,” retorted Marquette, "and | have no purpose here.”

"Thisisprivate property,” stated Moraes. "It isrisky for aperson to enter here unasked. | regret to say
that | cannot be held responsible for any accidents’—he accented the word in asinister tone—"that might
occur to intruders.”

Marquette had no reply. Morales glared at him; then seeing that the secret-service man was obdurate, he
spoke to Jose and Manudl.

"Search him," he ordered.

Manuel obeyed, while Jose kept watch. The one item that came from Marquette's pocket was a
bus nesdike automatic that Manue tossed on the floor. Then Manuel stepped back and joined guard with
Jose.

MORALES reached forward and picked up the automatic. Jose watched the action. An odd ook
appeared in Jose's eyes. At the very spot from which Morales had lifted the gun, Jose saw the shadowed
Slhouette of aman'sfestures!

Moraes, apparently, did not notice the shadow. But Jose's eyes moved aong the floor, following an
extended blotch that terminated at the window.

The greasy-faced man trembled. It was with an effort that he managed to retain hisrifle.

Had it not been that Morales was interested in other matters, the leader would have noticed the servant's
trepidation. But Moraes, now that he had examined the automatic, was again ready to question Vic
Marquette.

Thistime, Mordes spoke in aharsh voice that brooked no delay. He betrayed impatience in hiswords.
"Who are you?' he snarled. "Why are you here? Answer—or take the consequences!"

Vic Marquette did not answer. He knew well that he was dedling with two dangerous men. Both, he
redlized, wereforeigners. Anything that Marquette might say would |ead to the one fact that he did not
wish to reved—namely, his connection with the secret service.

Lurking near the house, Vic had been trapped by Jose and Manud. They had been lying in the clearing
after their capture of Pierre Armagnac. Now, facing two men from other countries, Vic knew that he
could expect no mercy if hetold them who he was.

Of dl the forces of law in the United States, these men would be most antagonistic to the secret service.
So long asthey doubted, Vic might remain secure. That, he felt sure, was his only chance.

Vic Marquette was agrest believer in luck. Usudly, he was aman of caution. But here, a Westbrook
Fdls, he had blundered unwittingly into atrap that he had not believed could exist.



Moradeswastalking in alow tone to Armagnac. Suddenly Moralesturned aquick glance toward
Marquette, and put a sharp question to take the prisoner off guard.

"Y ou are one of Partridge's men, eh?' he asked.

Vic made no response. His expression puzzled Moraes. There was nothing to show that the name was
known to the prisoner. At the sametime, thisfellow had the perfect poker face. The fact that he betrayed
no surprise might well mean that he had been prepared for such aquestion.

Again Moraleswent into conference with Armagnac. Moraes had a great respect for the Frenchman's
ghrewdness. The fate of the prisoner was resting in the balance. Morales wanted advice.

"Shdl wehold himor -"

Mordes did not finish the question. Armagnac knew the dternative that he was suggesting.
"That depends,” whispered Armagnac.

"Depends upon what?' asked Morales.

"Your plans," declared Armagnac, in alow tone. "How soon do you expect to act?'

"As soon as you have done your work."

"| shal complete that to-morrow.”

"Then | can act on the next night.”

A cruel smile appeared upon Armagnac’s bearded lips as he heard this statement. With only two days
ahead, the Frenchman preferred certain action.

"I have been watching thisman," he whispered. "He has no contacts at theinn. | think that heisworking
aone That means-"

Morales listened, but Armagnac did not finish the sentence. He turned hisright thumb downward. The
action indicated desth.

VIC MARQUETTE wasthe victim of unfortunate circumstances. At the worst, he expected nothing
more than harassing imprisonment. That was because he did not reslize the Situation existing between
these two schemers who were discussing hisfate.

Alfredo Morales, ruthless though he was, would scarcely have decreed death. But Pierre Armagnac had
areason for indicating the extreme sentence. He felt that somewherein the mind of Alfredo Moraes
might lurk a suspicion of aconnecting link between the Frenchman and the new prisoner—both of whom
Moraes had seen at theinn.

For Armagnac to indicate mercy would have been to excite doubt. With this prisoner acommon enemy,
the more drastic the fate proposed by Armagnac the better established would be the alliance between the
Frenchman and the Argentinian.

So calloused was Armagnac's decision that Morales did not hesitate further. He knew that therest lay in
his hands.

There was no more need of questioning Vic Marquette. All indecision was ended. Action done
remained.



In the midst of this dramatic scene, one man was experiencing afantastic terror. It was not Vic
Marquette, who calmly watched the men who were deciding hisfate. The worried individud was Jose.
With eyes till upon the floor, the squat, greasy man stared at the mysterious shadow that lay before him.

The shadow was divel Backward and forward it moved—a s1houette without a human form to cadt it!
To Josg, it wasasnigter creature that seemed to view him with invisble eyes!

Both superdtitious and intuitive, Jose was convinced that unseen eyes were watching him. Hewas sure
that here, in this strange country, he had come under the domination of one of those weird phantoms of
another world—abeing that could strike him dead!

Jose, brutal and uncouth, feared no human enemy. But al that lack of physical fear was counterba anced
by histerror of the unknown.

Here, at this cottage, he had been obsessed by shadows. Now onewas adive, and at his very feet!

Asthelong shadow moved toward him, Jose cowered away, amost expecting to seeit riseand
materidize into ablack being that would overpower him with ghostlike clutches!

In another moment, Jose would have betrayed histerror with awild, frightened scream. But ashe
watched, the shadow on the floor began to move away. It dwindled toward the window, and both horror
and relief dominated Jose's superdtitious mind. He trembled as he saw this convincing demonstration that
the black blotch was dive; he panted in relief because it was no longer haunting him.

Now orders were coming from Moraes—orders which Jose must obey. The leader was caling for a
rope to bind the prisoner. Manuel responded before Jose could recover from hisinertia. So Jose
remained on guard, the muzzle of hisrifle againg Vic Marquettesribs.

From the corner of his eye, Jose watched the floor. The weird silhouette did not return.

Manuel arrived and bound Marquette's arms. Moraestook acoil of rope. He signified for Armagnac to
accompany him.

Under the direction of Morales a procession left the cottage and crossed the clearing. First wasVic
Marquette, hisarmstightly roped behind him. Jose followed with therifle, forcing Marquette onward.
Then came Armagnac, suave and interested.

Last of al wasMoraes, carrying an automatic in hisright hand, acoil of rope about hisarm, and a
flashlight in hisleft hand.

THE illumination of the eectric lantern showed avague path ahead. Vic Marquette waked stolidly dong
it. Strange, grotesque shadows shimmered across the path. Jose noticed them and shuddered.

The path went off into the woods away from the gorge, a distance of aquarter mile. It came to an abrupt
ending by alarge mound of rock.

Moraes gave alow command. Dropping hisrifle, Jose drew a huge handkerchief from his pocket and
gagged Marquette.

Moraes held the rays of hislantern on the scene, with the automatic ready. Jose tumbled Marquette on
his back; then took the cail of rope from Morades. The henchman used it to bind Vic Marquette'slegs.

Pierre Armagnac was an interested spectator. He knew that Vic Marquette was to die; but he had not
anticipated the method. Now he wasto learn the system which Moraesintended to use.



Jose carried Marquette to the mound of rock. Morales beckoned, and Armagnac followed. Asthey
reached the mound, Moraes held out awarning arm. The Frenchman stopped. He was at the verge of a
clearing, dull moonlight bathing the vista beyond.

Moraes stooped and picked up asmall stone. Hetossed it in the air. It disappeared asit dropped in the
clearing. After long seconds, atiny plunk came from below.

Armagnac understood. They were at the edge of a precipice, with water far below.

"A quarry,” whispered Moraes. "A sraight drop of ahundred feet; filled with stagnant water and dime.
Thereisno one near here, but asplash is better than a gunshot, which might be heard for miles.”

"Thebody?' questioned Armagnec.
"Joseistaking care of that," responded Morales. " See? It will remain at the bottom for along time.”

In the dull moonlight, Jose was affixing heavy stonesto the body of Vic Marquette. It was now that the
secret-service man redlized the death that threatened him. He writhed upon the ground. Jose dealt him a
tough blow. Marquette, haf-stunned, lay ill.

"Come," whispered Moraes. "It is better not to wait."
"Why not?" questioned Armagnac.

"Theroad,” replied Morales. "It isnot far away. We will go there and make sure that no oneis parked
near there. Sometimes cars stop.”

Moraes spoke to Jose, cautioning the underling to wait severa minutes before proceeding. That would
alow time for Morales and Armagnac to return, should they spy any onein the neighborhood. The sound
of aheavy splash might carry to the road through the woods.

Theflashlight glimmered through the trees as Morales and Armagnac retraced their footsteps. In the
maoonlight, the squat form of Jose was monstrous as it worked above the prisoner, taking care to attach
the stones so that they could not possibly comeloose.

Pierre Armagnac had passed the death sentence; Alfredo Moraes had given the orders; Jose wasto be
the executioner of Vic Marquette, who was doomed by these fiendsto aterrible degth.

Only the moonlight showed on the mound of rock above the quarry— the moonlight which brought
flickering shadows and among them along, motionless slhouette which neither executioner or victim
could see.

A blotch at the edge of the great quarry—nothing more than ashade of night. Such atrivid, formless
object donelay between Vic Marquette and the death which yawned below!

CHAPTER XII. THE SHADOW THAT LIVED

JOSE'S task was completed. The powerful henchman of Alfredo Moraes had applied the sinking stones
to the ropes which bound Vic Marquette. Crouched over the form of hisintended victim, the squat,
greasy-faced man paused to listen.

There was no sound from the woods behind. Long minutes had gone by. Morades and Armagnac had not
returned. Obvioudy they had found the road deserted, and had gone back to the cottage. There would
be no witnesses to the degth of this bound man. The judges had washed their hands of it.



Jose grinned. Thistask wasto hisliking. A push—along wait—aclunk from the water beneath. How
easy it wasto kill, and how pleasant! Jose was avillain who liked variety in methods of dedling degth.

Vic Marquette moved feebly. His eyes stared straight up and saw the crudl, mercilessface of Jose. This
was a man with whom he could not treat. Jose was a creature who obeyed one master. That master had
decreed degth.

Jose sneered as he saw those eyes. He wanted to see the victim plead; but al he received was a cold,
firm gaze.

Jose had encountered men before who had not feared death. There was no use wasting time with them.
Stepping back, Jose leaned forward to raise the body on its way.

Then the clutching hands that gripped the body of Vic Marquette paused in response to Jose's gaze.
Looking over the body, to the brink of the precipice a scant five feet away, Jose saw aflat shadow in the
moonlight. It lay there, along, gruesome shade, projecting from the edge of the precipice, directly over
the path where Jose intended to roll the victim's body!

That wide streak of black was motionless, but it made Jose tremble; for it was dmogt identical with the
black shape that Jose had seen upon the floor of the main room in the cottage!

Jose's hands trembled; then, with an angry snarl, the villain pressed the body forward. Why should he
fear shadows? Even such shapes might move. This one seemed to be swaying now. What of it? Moraes
wasright; no danger could lurk in moving patches of blackness.

Thelust for murder was stronger now in Jose's mind than any superdtitious reasoning that might normally
dominate him. Theintended killer rolled hisvictim's body forward as he raised his head to sight the edge
of the diff.

Then came agargling cry from Josg's greasy lips. It was the low, snarling whine of ahunted, beaten
beast.

L eaping backward, Jose forgot the mission that he was here to perform. Then histrembling limbsfailed
him. He cowered on the mound of rock, staring acrossthe body of Vic Marquette, that lay face
downward in the moonlight.

THERE, before Jose's bleary eyes, was a shadow that lived! 1t no longer lay as a substanceless shade
acrossthe flatness of therock. It wasarea form, asolid form, rising like a grim specter from the limitless
depths of the quarry, emerging over the edge of the dliff like afigure of avenging doom!

Upward came that dread form until it stood as atall, weird shape in black. It was abeing that had the
semblance of ahuman. Garbed in flowing cloak and broad-brimmed hat, this gpparition made aterrifying
sght.

Josetried to riseto hisfeet. Then he sank again asthe folds of the cloak spread outward, impelled by the
arms benesth.

Jose had fdlen flat on hisface, his eyes staring upward toward that mongtrous, batlike form that held its
ghoulish pose upon the very edge of the great cliff. All the superdtitious fears that Jose had suffered during
the past few days were molded into reality now.

Weird stories of human vampires—terrible forms of dead bodies that had come to life—grotesque
shapes that had appeared like apparitions upon the broad expanses of the Argentine pampas—these
were visualized by the cringing coward whose work had been thwarted.



Jose sensed that this was more than a mere ghostly phantom that might disappear as quickly asit had
come. Inthat belief he was correct. It was The Shadow who stood before him; and The Shadow, aliving
being, dealt vengeance aswell asfear.

Skirting the path from the cottage, this creature of the night had preceded the fiends who were marching
Vic Marquette to doom. Asthey had approached, The Shadow had dipped from sight into the one spot
where no one could have suspected a conced ed observer—over the curving, rough-hewed edge of the
quarry, where he had clung with ease to await developments.

There, The Shadow had been secure, ready to |oose a surprise attack from an unexpected quarter. He
was blocking the path dong which Vic Marquette would be pushed to doom.

Had Alfredo Moraes and Pierre Armagnac remained to witness the execution, they, aswell as Jose,
would have tasted the metal of The Shadow's automeatics.

But they had gone; now, with only Jose before him, The Shadow had relied upon his spectrd guiseto
driketerror into the heart of the superstitious man who had sensed his presence, and had feared it.

Before Jose could recover from the dread that had gripped him, a sound reached his ears and awakened
greater fears. The whispered tones of a mocking laugh came from the being that stood before him.

Those chilling echoes | eft no room for doubt. Thisfantastic gpparition was aredity. Thefigurein black
that had come from nowhere lived—and living, it uttered mirth that wasinhuman.

THE SHADOW was moving forward, step by step. The spreading arms were folded now. To Jose, that
advance meant certain death; yet in his panic, he could not turn to flee. Words were spoken by
concealed lips - words that were uttered in Spanish.

"Jose"'—The Shadow's voice was spectra—""| have warned you! Y ou have known of my presence, even
though you have not seen my form until now. Degth awaitsyou if you fail to do my bidding. Unbind this
man who lies before you!"

Trembling, Jose looked up to see The Shadow standing just beyond the form of Vic Marquette. For an
ingtant, the cringing man hesitated; then, catching the glimmer of two avenging eyes, he crawled forward
by inches until he had reached the bound body.

While The Shadow watched, Jose tugged at the knots until the ropes were loosened. Under the glare of
those burning optics, he struggled with frenzied haste. At last, Vic Marquette lay free.

The Shadow's arm formed along black linein the dull moonlight. Jose saw afinger pointing back toward
the cottage in the woods. He moved away in the direction indicated. He stumbled over hisrifle and nearly
fel.

"Wait!" The Shadow'slow command was hissed. "Remember, | have warned you! If you say to any one
that you have seen my presence, | shall strike you deed. | shdl kill you, Jose; kill you with the most
horrible death that man has ever suffered!”

The words were followed by afearful laugh that brought new quamsto Jose. Hewas afraid to leave this
gpot until he received The Shadow's bidding.

"Pick up your gun"—The Shadow's words were tense and vibrant— "return to those who left you here.
Tel them that you have done their bidding. Remember: | shdl be there to hear you spesk!"

Mechanicdly, Jose plucked therifle from the mound. He faltered as he backed away toward the path.



Fierce eyes were upon him as The Shadow's voice gave its command.
IIGO! n

Jose stumbled toward the path. For amoment, he lingered, about to raise hisriflein afrantic burst of
rage a thisindignity. But as he heard The Shadow'slaugh, dl thoughts of resstance passed from his
terror-stricken brain. The sght of that avenging figure was too fearful. Gripping the barrel of hisgun, Jose
fled.

Thelaugh of The Shadow sounded mirthlesdy. The right hand lowered. Theleft hand, closeto thelong
black cloak, disappeared with an automatic that it held.

Jose had not seen the weapon. Had he aimed hisrifle toward The Shadow, he would have learned the
accuracy of The Shadow'saim.

Now with Jose gone, The Shadow acted swiftly. Vic Marquette had haf arisen. He was staring blankly
about him—aman just awakened from adaze. Stooping, The Shadow raised him to hisfest.

Scarcely redizing whether he was guided by friend or foe, Vic fdt himsdf guided aong adownward
path. Trudging through the woods, supported by a strong arm, the secret-service man was dimly recaling
events which he had so recently experienced.

THE side path ended when they reached the road. Here, beneath the trees, The Shadow's form was
invishle. Vic Marquette, regaining his dertness, redized that he was some distance from the cottage. He
heard alow voice close beside him.

"Go back to the hotel. Do not approach that cottage again. Leave, to-night before you are seen.”

The words were acommand. Vic understood. He redlized suddenly who had spoken. Thiswas not the
firgt timethat Vic Marquette had encountered The Shadow. In hisrecollections, the secret-service man
remembered atall figure in black who had saved him in a battle against enemies of the law.

"The Shadow!"

Marquette's brain was no longer hazy as he gasped these words. He turned and groped through the
dark, expecting to discover the mysterious person beside him.

The Shadow was gone. From the trees beside the road came the whispered tones of alow, sardonic
laugh—the parting sign of The Shadow.

The secret-service man stood wondering. Then he redlized the wisdom of The Shadow'sinjunction.

Vic could not grasp dl that had happened, but somehow he understood that he had not only been saved
from desath, but that his enemies beieved him dead.

The cottage in the woods was a trap—to go there unarmed would be futile. There was only one
course—to follow The Shadow's bidding.

Moving dowly aong the road, Vic recaled one question that had been asked him by Alfredo Morales.
That question had concerned some one named Partridge.

Vagudy, Vic remembered the feather that Jerry Fitzroy had carried. A partridge feather! Y es—the
cottage in the woods could wait. L et the men who had captured him believe him dead. Partridge was the
man whom he must find. The others would be watched by The Shadow.



Inthelight of hisrecent experience, Vic had much confidence in The Shadow's ability to cope with them.

WHILE Vic Marquette was setting forth toward the Westbrook Inn, another man was stumbling through
the woods afew hundred yards away. It was Jose, frantically working hisway back to the cottage.

He had lost the path in the darkness, and he was impelled onward through the underbrush by the fancied
sound of aringing laugh that till echoed in hisears. Nearing the cottage, he rested. A gasp camefrom his
lips. Did he hear that same laugh, close beside him? He was sure of it!

Again, Jose blundered wildly through the thicket until he staggered into the clearing and ssumbled upon
the steps to the house. The door opened, and Manuel looked out.

With an effort, Jose regained some of his bravado, and entered the building. He found Morales and
Armagnac awaiting him.

Jose's bedraggled appearance immediately caught the attention of Moraes. The Argentinian quickly
asked aquestion.

"Wedl?" heinquired. "What has happened?'

Jose was stting hisrifle againgt the wall. Momentarily turned away, he was facing the window at the far
end of theroom.

For aningtant, his eyeswerewild. There, on the floor, he saw that same long shadow—that black
projection from the window that dowly swayed backward and forward.

The effect on Jose was e ectric. Frightened though he was, he stiffened, and his face took on a scowl as
he turned to answer the question that had been put to him.

"Did you do the work?' demanded Morales.

"Yes" growled Jose.

"That isthetrouble, then?'

"Nothing—except those ropes. One of them was tangled on my foot. | nearly went over the cliff mysdf.”

Moraeslaughed. Jose's excuse passed without question. Jose was noted for his clumsiness. Moraes
turned to Armagnac.

"You see?' heasked. "That istheway. A good man to do the work, but a blunderer. We must not
blunder when we dedal with Lucien Partridge.”

"Therewill be no blunder there," returned Armagnac.

An hour later, Jose, partly recovered from hisformer dread, crept back along the path to the mound of
rocks above the old quarry. Now that he had spoken false to Morales, he was worried lest hislie be
discovered. He was thinking of those ropes and stones that he had Ieft on the brink of the cliff.

The moonlight was shining on bare rock when Jose arrived. The sight of the place worried the man. He
was puzzled when he discovered that the stones and the ropes were no longer there.

It al seemed like adream to Jose, who was imaginative despite his bruta nature. He wondered whether
he had actudly experienced that encounter with The Shadow. Perhaps—the thought was a hope to
Jose— he had pushed that body off the cliff, and then imagined what he had seen!



As Jose stared into the moonlight, a sudden sound broke from close beside him. The noise was low and
weird, like aghostly echo of alaugh that Jose had heard before upon this very spot!

Before the man could turn, awhispered voice cameto hisears. Its hissng tones carried afina warning in
words that gave Jose new terror—for they brought up the future aswell asrecalling the past.

"Remember!" The Shadow's utterance was sinister. ™Y ou have done my bidding. When | appear again,
you will till obey. For those who do not obey will die!”

Thevoicetrailed into ahollow laugh. Jose waited to hear no more. He fled aong the path, back to the
cottage, striving to fight againgt his newly awakened panic.

Shortly afterward, atall form in black emerged from a clump of bushes beside the mound of rocks. The
Shadow stood like a spectra image upon the flat surface that glistened gray in the moonlight.

A low, triumphant laugh echoed from the cliff. Its hissng tones seemed to reach the sepulchrd depths of
the old quarry, to be reechoed like the tantalizing whispers from amyriad of eves.

Then The Shadow was gone. Silence and moonlight aone remained upon that spot.
CHAPTER XI1I. ARMAGNAC PROPOSES

ON the next afternoon, an automobile from the Westbrook station swung up the road toward Lucien
Partridge's estate. Asit turned beside the river gorge, its occupants were plainly visbleto Alfredo
Moraes, stationed across theriver. Through the spyglasses, the Argentinian recognized the bearded face
of Pierre Armagnac.

The Frenchman was paying avisit to Lucien Partridge, in accordance to the plan that he and Morades had
agreed upon. When the car had passed the turn in the road, it was no longer in view, but Morales knew
well that Armagnac would not turn back from hismission.

The Frenchman dighted in front of the heavily barred gate, and dismissed the chauffeur in the vehicle that
had brought him. His keen eyes studied the arrangements of the high iron fence. It did not take Armagnac
long to appreciate the formidable barrier that this made. He knew that it wasin dl probability protected
by dectric wires.

Armagnac was wondering about Moraeswhen herang the bell. Last night he had gained a high respect
for the Argentinian's ability, but he felt doubtful that M orales possessed a sure scheme of entering the
grounds.

It might be possible to counteract the eectric barrier, but Partridge must certainly have sgndsthat would
sgnify the resultant short circuit.

Through the bars of the gate, Armagnac spied the evil face of Vignetti, and decided that the man must be
aCorgcan. So when Vignetti arrived at the gate, Armagnac spoke to him in French, and inquired for
Lucien Partridge.

Vignetti growled areply in poor English, and broke into agusto of Itdian dialect. Armagnac grinned.
Base Italian was il the language of many Corsicans, and Vignetti appeared to be one of those who
resented French domination of his nativeide. So Armagnac repeated hisinquiry in English, and gave
Vignetti hisname.

Despite the fact that Moraes had assured him visitorswere usualy well received by Lucien Partridge,
Armagnac waited rather doubtfully until Vignetti retured. The Corsican opened the gate, and the



Frenchman entered. A few minuteslater, he wasin Partridgeslibrary, awaiting the arrival of the old
man.

Lucien Partridge came in from the [aboratory. He wore arather puzzled expression as he faced Pierre
Armagnac. It was difficult to tell whether the old man was pleased or displeased to seethisvistor. He
motioned to Armagnac to be seated, and quietly awaited to hear what the Frenchman had to say.

ARMAGNAC did not delay long with his story. He sized the situation quickly, and knew that his best
procedure was to gain Partridge's confidence at the Start.

"Y ou must be surprised to see me here," he remarked.
"l am surprised,” returned Partridge. "I thought that you were in France.”

"l wasin France until eight days ago,” declared Armagnac. "Then | decided to come here—leaving
Mercier in charge of operations at Marsailles."

"Doyouthink thisvidtiswise?' quizzed Partridge. "1 did not request it. Y ou sent me no notification.”

"Youwill soonbeglad that | am here" returned Armagnac. " Perhaps you think that | am bringing bad
news. On the contrary, | am bringing the opposite. My newsis good. It al depends upon one factor,
however -"

"Whichis-"
"Y our &bility to supply mewith atremendous quantity of the yellow metal.”

An avaricious gleam cameinto Partridge's eyes. Armagnac saw it and resisted the temptation to smile.
He leaned forward and spoke in alow tone.

"I have aschemeto make millions. Millions—beyond al dreams.”
"In France? | thought that you were working to the limit there, Armagneac.”
"Not in France."

"Y ou cannot operate elsewhere, Armagnac,” declared the old man coldly. "That is our arrangement. Each
man with hisown country.”

"Y ou misunderstand me," smiled Armagnac. "l intend to operate within my limits. But | intend to do
exactly what the French government is doing to-day."

"Whichis-"
"To asss in the expangon of the French colonia possessions,” returned Armagnec, still smiling.

"The French colonies?’ questioned Partridge sharply. "That would be too much effort for the gain, would
it not?"

"Y ou do not know the French colonies of to-day," returned Armagnac. "That iswhere the new wedth
lies. Africa—ah—itisarisng empirel No one canredizeit until they have been there.

"The French colonies are being backed by gold. Millions upon millions of gold. I can tap that tremendous
source whilel gtill work in France. Mercier isdoing well at Marsailles. | intend to travel "



The enthusiasm in Armagnac’s voice was contagious. Already, Partridge, with hislovefor gold, was
visualizing new opportunity. He recalled that French colonia expansion was becoming amodern epoch.
Armagnac was crafty and informed. Armagnac must beright.

The old man leaned back in his chair. Armagnac saw that he was interested. The Frenchman began to
weave apicture of fabulous wedth. His stories of equatorial Africatook on the semblance of anew
"Arabian Nights."

Timerolled by; till Armagnac kept on. At last his smooth voice died away. Armagnac hid asmilewithin
his beard as he witnessed the effect upon Lucien Partridge.

"So you see," he added, "it required no code | etter with a partridge feather to bring me here posthaste. |
am ready; but my work must begin at once. A well-planned base in Africamust be heavily supplied with
themetd | desire”

"Y ou shadl be supplied,” remarked Partridge.

Armagnac appeared dubious. Partridge eyed him closely. The old man was dightly annoyed at
Armagnac's demeanor.

"Y ou doubt me?" he questioned sharply.

"Not your intention,” returned Armagnac, in asuavetone. "I merdly am afraid that you do not redize
what a huge order thiswill be. Much greater than your former output.”

"How much grester?'
"Double your total production. Double the amount you are sending to me in France."
There was atone of conceit in Armagnac'svoice. It aroused Partridge's reply.

"Double your supply?' quizzed the old man ironically. "Do you believe that you alone are usng my
output?Is France al the world? Bah! Come with me!™

He erase and beckoned to Armagnac to follow. The Frenchman was el ated. Partridge was playing into
thetrap. Ashis nameindicated, he was awise old bird; but Armagnac fancied himself craftier than any
bird.

PARTRIDGE led the way through the laboratory. They descended into the rooms below. Here men
were at work about a crucible. Partridge passed beyond them. He unlocked a door of a storage room. A
mass of yellow bars greeted Armagnac's eyes.

"Thereissomeyelow metal," crackled Partridge. "Come. | shdl show you more."

Partridge led Armagnac from one storeroom to another. When they had completed the rounds, they went
up to thelaboratory. There Partridge smiled at the astonishment which Armagnac now evidenced.

"Yelow metd," quavered the old man. "Tons of it! Metd that lookslike gold. Metd that passesfor
gold—as you—and others—have learned.”

"You have avast store," remarked Armagnac, affecting awiselook. "I did not redlize before the extent of
your operations. But, of course, much of that isred gold that you have received from mysdf and others.”

"Red gold?' questioned Partridge. "Redl gold, in those rooms below? Do you think that | would leave the
true gold in such proximity to the false? No, no, Armagnac. | am too wisefor that. My red gold” - his



Voice became cagey— "what | have of it—is kept elsewhere.”
"On this property, of course.”
The old man's eydidsflickered. He paused a moment; then smiled.

"Of course | keep it here" he said. "This placeisa stronghold. But | do not keep the red gold with the
fase. | keepit out there.”

He pointed from awindow of the laboratory, acrossthe lawn, to the little building ahundred yards away,
by the edge of the cliff. Armagnac observed the stedl-sheathed door.

"Deepinthe dliff,” remarked Partridge. "Down beneath the basement of that workhouse. There | keep
my redl wedlth. Y ou spesk of millions. Come—I shdl show you."

The two men gtrolled across the lawn. Armagnac, his eyes moving like little beads, was scanning every
spot about him. The bearded Frenchman possessed a photographic mind. Already hewas on thetrail of
the most essentia detail that he had sought.

They arrived at the workhouse. Lucien Partridge unlocked the strong door. The two entered a one-room
building that was equipped with shuttered windows. The door remained open, and the dull light that
entered showed nothing but a barren floor with workbenches and tools.

Pierre Armagnac gazed about him in evident disappointment. Lucien Partridge chuckled. He moved a
bench aside, and opened atrapdoor that was artfully concealed in the floor. He motioned Armagnac to
descend aladder. The old man followed with surprising agility.

They werein astone-floored room. Partridge illuminated it with ahanging lamp. In one corner heraised a
rough stone with his clawlike fingers. The stone was merdly aflat dab. Thelight camedownonan
extension wire. Partridge held it abovethe hole.

"L ook there, Armagnac,” he said.

The Frenchman gazed below. It was saring into a veritable shaft that ran at an angle into the ground. It
had roughhewn steps that served as shelves; and on those ledges Armagnac saw bars and masses of
golden metal.

ARMAGNAC arose and looked at Partridge. He saw the old man's face beaming with miserly joy of
possession. Here, he knew, was the secret storage room of the vast weal th which Lucien Partridge had
gained through hisillicit enterprises.

In the brief ingpection permitted him, Armagnac knew that M orales had spoken the truth when he had
declared there was enough for two.

The bearded Frenchman tried to suppress the éation that he felt. He endeavored to show indifference
after he and Partridge had |eft the workhouse. The old man pointed to the door after he had locked it.

"Protected with an dectric Sgnd,” he said. "L et any one attempt to openit at night. The alarm would
sound immediaely. But no one will try"—the old man chuckled—"for no one can enter here, wherel
have my fence and my greet dliff to theriver.”

They reached Partridge's laboratory. There, Armagnac expressed interest in Partridge's experiments.
They talked together until after dusk. Then Armagnac suddenly remembered that he must takethetrainto
New York.



"| told the driver to return, unless| notified the station otherwise,” he said. "I presume that he will be here
shortly. Well, Mr. Partridge, we are men well suited. | want the yellow metal that lookslike gold. In
return | shal add to your storage room of real gold.”

"You areleaving for Franceimmediately?"
"Assoon aspossible.”
"That iswise. Y ou may count upon mefor al the synthetic gold thet you require.”

Armagnac's eyes had afar-away |ook. He seemed to be visudizing the vast opportunities that lay within
the colonies of France. Hislips curved in aforeboding smile.

Vignetti entered to state that the automobile had arrived to take the visitor to the station. Pierre
Armagnac was about to leave, when Lucien Partridge restrained him.

"Wait afew moments,” inssted the old man. "'Y ou have ampletime. | shdl walk outside with you. But
firgt, let me don my laboratory garb, now that Vignetti is here.”

The Corsican arrived with gloves and smock. Lucien Partridge calmly donned the garments. He
accompanied Pierre Armagnac to the gate. The Frenchman wastalking in alow voice, weaving vast,
vague schemes of hisfuture work.

At the gate, Lucien Partridge extended his hand. Pierre Armagnac clasped it, glove and al. Helistened
while the old man spoke.

"What | have revedled must not be known," remarked Partridge, in alow tone.
"Certainly not," responded Armagnac.

"Itisaclosed book -"

"Never to be reopened.”

The men parted. Armagnac |ooked back as he drove away in the dusk. The benign old man was standing
at the gate, with Vignetti close beside him. An old fool and adumb servant; so Armagnac considered
them.

The automobile rolled on toward the station. Armagnac sat back in the cushions, thinking deeply. He
noticed that hisright hand wastingling dightly. He rubbed his hands together, and the sensation ceased.

Armagnac was more than pleased as he stared from the car window. He had discovered the old man's
lair. To-night, plans would be made that would mean greet wesalth for Pierre Armagnac and his partner,
Alfredo Mordes.

CHAPTER XI1V. THE MEETING

I'T was after nine o'clock that night when Pierre Armagnac |eft the Westbrook Inn for aquiet stroll. As
usual, the bearded Frenchman waswary in his actions. He laughed at his own precautions, however, for
he was sure that there was no one at the hotel who might beinterested in his activities.

As Armagnac made hisway aong the road toward the cottage in the woods, hefailed to noticea
peculiar phenomenon—adrifting shape that kept pace close behind him.

Had Armagnac noted that fleeting form of blackness, he would probably have ignored it. For it was



scarcely more than a shadowy blotch moving aong the path that he was taking.

When he reached the clearing in the woods, Armagnac gave alow whistle—asigna agreed upon
between himsalf and Morales. He advanced; opened the cottage door, and entered. There he found
Mordes awaiting him. The Frenchman smiled in greeting. He sat down and began histae.

"I have learned al you wish to know," he said. "Y our surmiseis correct. The gold iskept outside the
house."

"Ah!" exclamed Mordes. "Thered gold?'

"Thered gold. The synthetic metd isin thelarge building.”

"Excdlent! How far isthered gold from the house?"

"One hundred yards—in aframe workhouse by the edge of the gorge.”

"Better yet! Isit guarded?’

"By an dectric darm that evidently goesto the manson.”

"The mansion, too, isaframe structure?’

"Y es. Thelaboratory takes up much of the main floor. The furnaces are in the basement.”

Morales drew Armagnac to atable and produced paper and pencil. The Frenchman began to draw an
outlined plan of Lucien Partridge's domain. Armagnac's remembrance of detail was amazing. When he
had completed his sketch, the territory across the river was an open book to Alfredo Moraes.

"Wonderful!" exclaimed the Argentinian. "' could not have done so well had | covered theterrain by
plane. That would have been abad thing to do—and it would not have given me the detailsthat |
absolutely needed. For instance— the hiding place of the gold. | suspected that it might be outside the
house.

"In the house or out, | would chance the schemethat | have in mind. But inside would not be so good as
outsde. Ah—you will understand, soon.”

A line of darkness crept dong the floor. To-night, as on the preceding evening, it extended inward from
thewindow. The area of darkness became motionless, escaping the attention of the plotters.

Armagnac wastelling Morales his estimate of the wealth conceded in Partridge's secret hiding place. The
Frenchman was enthusiastic. Morales, now, was dreaming as he listened.

"GOLD—masses of it—shelves of it"—Armagnac was breathless— "and the old man has no need of
worry. Guarded, hidden, weighing such a huge amount—how can it be pirited away?'

"Why do you think he showed it to you so reedily?"

"l led uptoit. He knew that | was planning to make millions of my own. He wanted to add to my
confidence. Heis gold-mad.

"Y ou know, Partridge has sought to make rea gold. He claimsthat he has succeeded, to aremarkable
degree. Thisyellow metd isbut inferior. But— according to his tale—he cannot produce the perfect
metal cheaply enough to warrant its manufacture.”



"Heisadreamer," declared Moraes. "One cannot be too sure about his capabilities.”

"But hehasgold,” said Armagnac. "1 could see hisambition in hisface. He wants to dominate the world
by controlling the gold supply. A remarkable ambition, but too high. Better to seek what we have sought
- avast quantity of gold that will enable usto forget our counterfeiting.”

"It will be ours,” returned Moraes, with asdlow smile. "Ours— very soon!”

Armagnac expressed doubt in his eyes. Morales smiled more broadly. Armagnac's doubt increased. He
spoke thoughtfully, with carefully chosen words.

"I have done my part, Mordes," said the Frenchman. "Now isyour turn. By our agreement, we were to
exchange information and services. | have found out al that you needed. Now | want to know your
plans”

Mord es began to laugh. Armagnac wondered why. The Argentinian arose and lighted a cigarette. His
mirth continued. When he paused, he faced the Frenchman and explained the reason for hislaughter.

"Armagnac,” he said, "you are wondering what | intend to do. Y ou have brought me information that is
worth millions; yet you yoursdf cannot understand its vaue. Unthinkingly, you have ended your own
ussfulnessin thisenterprise.

"I am here with men; with method; with purpose. Y ou are done. | need you no longer. Y ou have begun
to redize that fact. Nevertheless' - his eyesflashed shrewdly—"I place each of usupon an equa basis.
Why? Because one and one make two—and two are better than one.

"l am thinking of the future—of the vast possibilitiesthat will open up to two clever men who canwork in
harmony. Y ou understand? Thiswill be the beginning.

"You ask memy plans?| shal show you. You, Pierre Armagnac, with al your experience, with al your
genius, will admire the schemes of Alfredo Morales”

Approaching the door of the room, Morales uttered alow whistle. Jose entered from the outer door.
Morades questioned him.

"Manud has not returned?”
n NO."
"Remain here, Jose. Keep watch until we return.”

Armagnac expected to see Moralesindicate that they were to leave the cottage. Instead, Morales went
to adoor in the corner of the room. He paused there, and spoke, with dramatic effect.

"Y ou werein the great war, Monsieur Armagnac?’
"Yes," replied the Frenchman, puzzled.

"There were many successful attacksthen,” declared Morales. "Many attacks that were directed against
strongholds more formidable than the one in which Lucien Partridge now barricades himsaif."

"Quitetrue."

"I have my forces, Armagnac. There are men whom you have not seen— men who arewaiting. To
sweep into Partridge s domain—to carry off that gold— such would not be difficult with proper



equipment, provided that -"
Morales paused to observe if Armagnac caught the thought. The Frenchman responded quickly.
"Provided that the way should be open,” he said. "But it would have to be clear for quick action.”

"Exactly," declared Mordes. "Often, in warfare, infantry have gained their objective dmost unmolested
because of the attack that preceded it."

"The barrage.”

"Yes. Y ou have named the very method that | intend to use against Lucien Partridge. Come. | shall show
you."

MORALES opened the door. Hereveded aflight of stepsthat led upward. Beckoning, Mordes
ascended the steps. Armagnac followed, closing the door behind him.

Jose sat down in achair. Histask was to keep watch while his master was on tour of inspection. Jose
gazed idly about the room. His eyes sighted the long shape of black that lay upon the floor.

A startled expression crept over Jose's greasy features. He looked toward the window; then at the black
slhouette. Again his eyes were raised toward the window. Jose uttered a gasping scream as he cowered
inthechar.

Silently, like aweird phantom of the night, afigure had appeared within the room. There, by the window,
stood that strange being whom Jose had encountered on the mound of rocks.

The Shadow's arms were folded; hislong black cloak swayed mysterioudy from his shoulders. Hisfierce
eyes glowed benegath the protecting brim of the douch hat.

Chilling, whispered mockery emerged from invisible lips. That echoing laugh brought terror to Jose. It
was unredl, that shuddering mirth that came from the personage in black. The very air seemed tense with
the power of The Shadow's presence.

" Josg'—the words that followed were in Spanish—"1 am here to warn you again. Should you speak one
word against my bidding, | shdl strike. Only while you obey me canyoulive"

The Shadow strode across the room. He towered over the cowering form of Jose. His burning eyes
fathomed the manin the chair.

Jose could not meet that glance. He turned away, pitifully frightened, expecting doom which he could not
prevent. The shuddering laugh echoed in hisears.

Then came silence. Jose waited. Sowly, he turned his head and gazed about the room. He was aone.
The being in black had departed. There was no silhouette upon the floor. Jose's eyes sighted the door
through which Moraes and Armagnac had gone.

Was that the route which The Shadow had taken? Jose did not know. He was afraid to leave the chair.
Still cowering, he waited, hoping that Morales and Armagnac would not belong in returning.

CHAPTER XV.DEATH ARRIVES

ALFREDO MORALES and Pierre Armagnac were standing upon the flat roof of the cottage. A
trapdoor lay open behind them. They were not concerned with the route by which they had reached this



spot. They were examining a squat, bulky object to which Moraes pointed with pride.
This object was a powerful, wide-mouthed mortar, firmly placed in the center of the roof.
"What do you think of thislittletoy?" questioned Mordes, in alow voice.

"It isabeauty!" exclamed Armagnec.

"You see" Morales spoke again. "L ook there."

He pointed upward through the space amid the trees off toward the moonlit sky. Armagnac followed the
direction that heindicated.

"That isthe way to Partridge's house," explained Moraes. "This mortar will send the messengersthat |
have prepared. That messenger will clear theway for me."

A figure was rising through the trapdoor. Neither Morales nor Armagnac saw it. They were staring
through the trees. The Shadow grew into atall, spectral form that moved silently acrossthe roof and
merged with the darkness of the single chimney that projected above the house.

"Therange?' questioned Armagnec.

"It isperfect,” answered Mordes. "This mortar possesses remarkable accuracy. | have found the range
by careful caculation. Thetarget is a huge one—Partridge's mansion.

"Thebuilding isvisble from different gpotsalong the gorge. | have surveyed it by military engineering. My
rangeis perfect. It cannot fail."

"But what will be the result?"

"Let me explain my purpose, Armagnac. Thereisonething that we must counteract—that onething is
time. To attack Partridge; to overcome resistance; that would be easy. But it would taketime. Thereare
sate police twelve miles from here. Once an darm has been spread, they would come to the scene.”

"That isthe danger, Mordes. After you have begun the attack, you must work swiftly."

"| am prepared for that. When the time has been s, | shall be waiting with acrew of men and motor
trucks, ready to enter and remove the gold. It will be asimple matter, swiftly executed; but onefactor is

most necessary.”
"The way must be clear.”

"That isit, Armagnac. A stubborn resistance by Partridge and his men would bring about a disastrous
delay. That iswhy | needed the information that you have brought me.

"If the gold were in the large mansion, where Partridge and his men are stationed, the task would present
insurmounteble difficulties.”

"Because of Partridge and his men?'Y ou will encounter them when you attack the workhouse -"

"Partridge and his men will be no obstacle,” interposed Morales. "They will be gone before we enter.
They will be buried in the ruins of that old mansion.”

A short exclamation came from Armagnac. Now the Frenchman was beginning to understand the details
of the Argentinian's plan.



"Thismortar,” said Mordes, "will ddiver agiant bomb squarely upon the roof of the mansion. There will
be amuffled report from this side of the river; then a tremendous explosion when the bomb strikes the big
house across the gorge. That will be the end of Partridge and his men. But should the gold bein the
doomed building -"

"] understand. Y ou would be unable to removeit."

"Exactly. Now that | know wherethe gold is, | can get it. The wired fence; the protection on the
workhouse; those mean nothing, so long as no living beings remain within. Alarms are utterly usdlessif
there are none to hear them.”

"Your planis perfect!" exclaimed Armagnac. "Y ou can drive the trucks through the broken gate. Load
them and leave. People will hear the explosion, of course -"

"What of it?" questioned Morales, as Armagnac paused. "Partridge is known to be achemist. His
experiments may logicaly involve explosives. The wreckage of his building will be attributed to hisown

negligence”
"That istrue, but the noisewill bring many peopleto the scene.”

"Thenearest spot isthe hotel. That issix milesby road. An explosion, in the middle of the night, will
creete bewilderment at first. Then the improvised investigating squads will start. We will be gone when
they arrive.”

Armagnac nodded. He redlized that the plan was well founded. With acrew of strong workers, the
removal of the gold could be swiftly executed. Morales smiled.

"The rescuers,” he said, "will come from above Partridge's place. Both the hotel and the barracks arein
that direction. They must cross the bridge over the gorge and take the narrow road. There they will find
the way blocked by awrecked truck. It will delay their progress, more than four miles from Partridge's.”

"Y ou could block the road atogether.”

"I do not wish to do so. The old, broken truck must appear to be an accident. It will alow moretimeto
get away. | have estimated exactly, Armagnac. It will be afull hour before thefirst arrivals reach there.”

MORALES turned and started for the trapdoor. Armagnac followed him. When the two men reached
the downstairs room, they found Jose seated in the chair, staring fixedly at the door through which they
came.

"What isthe matter, Jose?' growled Mordes. "Areyou still worrying about shadows?'
"Shadows?" questioned Armagnac.

"Yes," sneered Moraes. "Joseis becoming so apprehensivethat | can scarcely trust him here. Every time
he sees a shadow, heisfrightened. | intended to leave Jose here to discharge the bomb; but | think | shall
intrust that task to Manudl."

"When will you attack?' questioned Armagnac.

"At three o'clock in themorning,” replied Morales. "To-morrow, | shal make dl arrangements. Wewill
be prepared a midnight. Three o'clock will be the zero hour.”

"An excdlent timefor operation.”



Morales did not respond to Armagnac's reply. He was looking at Jose, whose eyes were staring across
the room. Had Morales followed the direction of Jose's gaze, he would have seen along, silhouetted
streak of blackness emerging from the door to the stairway. Moraes had not closed that door upon his
return to the room.

"Come, Jose!" exploded Mordesimpatiently. “Why are you o frightened? Have you seen any one, other
than your shadows?"

Jose shook his head. He opened hislips as though about to speak. The shadow on the floor was moving
warningly.

Both Moraes and Armagnac were staring at Jose, who seemed to be seeing ghosts. The bearded
Frenchman laughed as he moved afew paces across the room.

" Shadows can hurt no one," said Armagnac. "What are shadows? Nothing!"

The bearded man was standing directly upon the silhouetted patch of blackness. Jose trembled. To him,
that was a danger spot.

"Shadows?" Armagnac raised hisarm so that his hand formed a shadow upon the wall. He moved his
fingers. "See? There are shadows—they are nothing.”

Armagnac's fingers becamerigid. He stared at them in bewilderment. Heraised his other hand. Hetried
to moveitsfingers. They, too, had stiffened. Armagnac shook his arms. They weakened and refused to
function.

"My shoulderd" he cried. "They are numb! Something is hgppening to me! What can be the matter?”

The Frenchman began to sag. Hislegs could no longer support hisweight. He collgpsed upon the floor,
his body covering that shadow which Jose dreaded.

Armagnac was gasping words in both French and English. Suddenly, hiseyeswerelivid. A terrible
horror was reflected in those optics as they stared toward Alfredo Morales.

"The creeping desth!" gasped Armagnac. "l have seen it—have seen it kill —when | wasin Saigon! Help
me'—hisvoice was dwindling— "help -"

Armagnac's lips were moving, but they formed no articulate words. Morales was leaning over him.

A sudden light of fury flashed in Armagnac's eyes. A vivid recollection had cometo him. Hislips seemed
to phrase awarning; then they moved no more. Firm, rigid they remained, pursed within the black beard.
The staring eyes became glassy.

Pierre Armagnac was dead!

JOSE waswild with terror. To him, the fact that Armagnac had stood within the range of that patch of
black upon the floor was proof sufficient of The Shadow's power.

Staring beyond the Frenchman's body, Jose saw aform in black. He thought that he caught the shudder
of avague, mocking laugh. Then, as Moraes drew Armagnac's body across the floor, Jose saw that the
patch of black was gone.

"The cregping deeth,” remarked Mordes thoughtfully. "In Saigon. Some strange maady to which he was
subject. Poor Armagnac!” Moraes laughed. "Well, hiswork was finished. Together, we might have



encountered trouble in the future. When desth strikes, it often strikeswisdly.”

Thus philosophizing, Moraleslooked up to see Manud entering the room. The dender, dark-faced
henchman stared at the dead body of Pierre Armagnac.

"Heisdead," remarked Moraes. "A great misfortune—for Pierre Armagnac. Perhaps not for Alfredo
Morales. | am glad you have returned, Manud. Y ou, are more religble than Jose. We shdll drop this
body in the quarry, you and |, while Jose remains here. Jose'— Mora es spoke contemptuoudy—"is
becoming faint-hearted. He does not like to look at death.”

Jose did not answer the derisive words. He watched while Morales and Manuel raised the body of
Armagnac, and carried it from the house. Then he stared at the door that led upstairs. The floor began to
blacken. Jose trembled.

The spectra form of The Shadow appeared from the stairway. Jose cowered in a corner. The Shadow
laughed in a sepulchra whisper. He stood watching Jose. Then he spokein hislow, sinister tone.

"Beware, Josg'—the words seemed prophetic—"1 have warned you. Y ou have seen—death!™

The whispered laugh was repeated. When Jose again stared toward the spot where The Shadow had
been, the room was empty. The being in black had gone.

LABORING aong the path to the quarry, Morales and Manud finally reached the mound of rocks.
Their progress had been dow and troublesome.

Now they filled Armagnac's clothing with small stones. Together, they pushed the body over the edge. A
resounding splash from beneath marked the watery burid of Pierre Armagnac.

After Morales and Manuel had gone back aong the path to the cottage, a shade of black appeared upon
the sparkling surface of stone. Then The Shadow stood in the moonlight, staring downward into the
quarry. A low, sinister laugh came from the hidden lips benegth the turned-up collar of the black cloak.

Pierre Armagnac was dead. Jose attributed that death to The Shadow. Alfredo Morales believed that it
was due to astrange ailment. Manuel had no theory.

The Shadow, aone, had suspected the cause of that creeping death. He had marked the truth: that Pierre
Armagnac had been murdered by the design of Lucien Partridge. Armagnac, himsdlf, had redlized it; but
hisfrozen lipshad falled to tdll.

Armagnac was gone. The contest lay now between two men: Moraes and Partridge. Both were ruthless;
both were fiends of crime. What would be the outcome?

Only The Shadow knew. Hislaugh told that he, too, would enter into this strange conflict!
CHAPTER XVI. THE NEXT NIGHT

TWENTY -FOUR hours had passed since the death of Pierre Armagnac. Two men were standing in
Lucien Partridge's [aboratory. One was the old man; the other was the faithful Vignetti. The Corsican was
watching the completion of an experiment.

Lucien Partridge turned to Vignetti with an evil grin. He pointed to atest tube which contained asmall
quantity of afine, grayish powder.

"Thereliesdeath, Vignetti," declared the old man.



The Cordcan grinned in fiendish fashion.

"Thisiswhat | have wanted, more than gold,” chuckled Partridge. "He who has gold must be able to dedl
death. My fase gold brought meredl gold. The death that | have given has been red degth.

"But only with those gloves have | dedlt death. Those gloves, deeply covered with the powder that gives
the cregping death to those who would spoil my plans. Now, with this new powder, | can send degth.
Send it, Vignetti! Send it, anywhere—throughout dl theworld! Ah! What a vendettathiswill be!

"Kings—pres dents—men of wedth and fortune! They shdl be my victims. Y ou will help me, Vignetti.
This powder, worked into harmless | etters, will kill those who touch it. Not instantly—no, Vignetti, that
would not be wise—but after atime, when no one can know the cause!

"Death will rule, Vignetti! Death as| deliver it! Soon we shdl begin. With gold, | shdl be the master of
lifel With my powder, | shall be the master of death! Such men as Armagnac—I shall not have to wait
for themto vist me. | can send death to them!”

The old man's face was arhapsody of evil. A curious eation dominated him. His eyeswere saring far
away; histone was reminiscent.

"Li Tan Chang!" he remarked. "His own invention brought him desth. That night in Peking, when you
were prompt with the knife, Vignetti. Y ou suspected the approach of Li Tan Chang's creeping degth.
After dl, itisan Orientd maady; but that wise Chinaman wasthefirgt to useameansto ddliver it.

"What would hethink if hewere diveto-day! Y ou prevented my desth, Vignetti. | learned the secret.
Now | have devel oped amore potent poison. Where it required much of Li Tan Chang'sformulato
work through the flesh, asmall amount of mine will serve the purposa!”

The old man emptied the contents of the test tube upon a sheet of paper. Partridge was wearing
laboratory gloves. Y et he used the utmost care as he did the powder into asmall, square box.

"l shdl put it safely away," he said. "Wewill not need it for awhile, Vignetti. To-morrow. | shal prepare
my list of those whom | would liketo die. Men who have never seen me; men who have never heard of
me; but al men who some day might try to obstruct my plan to rule the world!"

Vignetti nodded. He knew what wasin his master's mind. Partridge, speaking his medley of English and
Italian didect, continued as he walked toward the library.

"You shdl help me, Vignetti," he declared, "with this new method of death. Chance letters, mailed from
here and there; dll will carry the death that up to now | gave by hand.

"When people visit me, the old method will be best. It is much better that such people diefar away. But
for those who do not come— for those | want to die whom | do not meet—we will send this new

powder!"

The old man put the box away in atable drawer. He brought out an envelope and opened it. The
envelope contained alist which bore the names of many persons. Lucien Partridge chuckled glegfully as
he studied thisline of intended victims.

"Vignetti thinksit avendetta," he said softly, after noting that the Corsican had gone. "Ah! It isavendetta;
but such aone asthe world has never known!

"The Romans had their lists of prescribed victims; those who wereto die. But my list! Ah, al will surely
die, unbeknown! Chaoswill rule! Dynastieswill perish; republics become ungoverned masses; great



enterpriseswill fail!

"Menwill be afraid to command. They will look for aleader. Then, asdictator for dl theworld, | shdl
rise asthe master of al autocrats. Who ese could do the same? | shdl have the wedth of Croesus; the
power of Napoleon; vast territory beyond the dreams of Alexander. Theruler of al theworld!™

Theold man sat in Slence. Hislips moved happily. Across hisface flickered changing emotions that
showed the turn of his eccentric mind. One moment benign, another moment fiendish, his expressions
were the extremein contrast.

VIGNETTI entered the room and interrupted the old man's thoughts with a short announcement.
"Mr. Cranstonishere," he said.
A new expression came over Partridge'sface. Thiswas one of perplexity.

"Crangton,” he said thoughtfully. "Y es, we received histelegram to-day. It referred to the New Era
Mines. Urgent business, so he said. | must see him, Vignetti; but | doubt that he can know much.
However— | expect you to be ready -"

Vignetti nodded and |eft to usher in this guest who waited at the gate.

A few minutes later, atal man attired in evening clothes entered the library. Lucien Partridge arose to
gregt hisvigtor.

"Mr. Cranston?' he questioned.
"Yes," camethereply. "My nameisLamont Crangton.”

Lucien Partridge was oddly impressed with the appearance of hisvisgitor. Never, throughout hislong life,
had the old man met such an unusua personage.

Lamont Cranston possessed aface that was enigmatical. One could not have divined hisage from his
features. He seemed young, yet old; quiet, yet purposeful.

Hisface was chisded like that of a sculptured statue; at the sametime, it possessed amasklike qudlity
that betrayed no emotions. Two sharp, piercing eyes glowed on either sde of Cranston's hawkish nose;
yet there was neither suspicion nor unfriendlinessin that steedy gaze.

Evenin hisvoice, Cranston exhibited aremarkable contrast. His tones were ddliberate and easy; Hill they
carried an even note that made each syllable stand out distinctly by itsdlf. Lucien Partridge felt himsdlf
dominated by the persondity of thisamazing individud.

So keenly was the old man studying hisvisitor that he did not observe a peculiar phenomenon that
accompanied Lamont Cranston. Acrossthe floor, spreading like the spectral shape of agigantic bat, lay
ahuge shadow. As Cranston turned toward the chair which Partridge indicated, that shade took on the
aspect of along, thin form, topped by a broad-brimmed hat.

Perhaps the changing shadows were due to the peculiar lighting of the room. Whatever the case might
have been, thefina shade till remained after Cranston had seated himself. It wasthen that Partridge
turned an inquiring gaze toward hisvisitor.

"I HAVE been wondering why you wished to see me, Mr. Cranston,” Partridge remarked. "It is not often
that | recelve vigtors."



"So | have understood, Mr. Partridge,” returned Cranston, in an even, smooth tone. "Clifford
Forster—L awrence Guthrie—both were friends of mine. | know that they have visited you."

A faint trace of suppressed worry appeared upon Partridge's countenance. The old man quickly
recovered from his betrayed emotion.

"Yes," he responded. "Both have been here. Poor Forster—I understand that heis dead.”

"Yes" returned Cranston, "Forgter isdead. But | am surprised that you have not mentioned Guthrie also.
Hedied since Forgter."

"Guthrie—dead!"
"Y es, he died—like Forser—on atrain in Canada."

An expression of feigned regret appeared upon Partridge's face. He hastened to make a cunning
Satement.

"Both were acquaintances of mine, Mr. Cranston. Merdly acquaintances, you understand.”

"So the world believes," responded Cranston, with the faintest trace of asmile. "But | happen to have
obtained information of adifferent sort.”

"Whichis-"

"That both Forster and Guthrie were concerned in some enterprise which caused them to deal with
you—an enterprise that dso involved the New EraMines.

"Where did you receive such information?" questioned Partridge coldly.

"Through my intended purchase of stock inthe New EraMines," responded Cranston. "There | learned
of certain negotiations upon which the success of the mine depended.

"Forgter evidently had contracts and other documents. These were not found after his death. However, |
was able to trace a connection with Guthrie and one with yoursdlf. That iswhy | have cometo seeyou; in
the hope that you can tell me dl the details.”

"Mr. Crangton"—Partridge's eyes were gleaming in afriendly manner— "there was adight connection
between both of those men and mysdif. | have not made the fact public, because our dight negotiations
were intended to be kept private.

"Here, inmy laboratory, | have made experimentsin the refinement of gold. Lawrence Guthrie learned of
it. Heincluded Clifford Forgter to consider taking an interest in those experiments. Our friendships were
inthe making. Clifford Forster visited me here, some time before he died. Lawrence Guthrie dso caled
to see me on occasions.”

"Did he come here after Forster's death?"
"I am not sure'—Partridge was speculative—"indeed, | scarcdly think so, Mr. Crangton.”

"I must tel you an important fact,” said Crangton, in akindly tone. "Lawrence Guthrie was suspected in
the death of Clifford Forster. Hence Guthri€e's death has caused much comment.”

A look of vague understanding seemed to trouble Lucien Partridge. Noting it, Lamont Cranston hastened
to add further remarks.



"Knowing that your name was connected with both men,” he resumed, "I thought it best to call on
you—to learn if, by any chance, either of these two had ever evidenced an enmity for the other.”

"You areapoliceofficid?' quizzed Partridge.

"No," assarted Crangton, "I am merely afinancier who isinterested in the success of mining enterprises.
Dueto my proposed purchase of New Erastock, | am naturally concerned with the underlying affairs of
that company.

"] have discovered traces of factsthat | have told to no one. Indeed, there is no connection whatever
between myself and either Guthrie or Forster.

"l camefrom New Y ork last night. | registered at the Westbrook Inn under an assumed name. | do not
want my presence here to be known to any one. | waited until evening to call onyou.

"After dining at the hotel, | wastaxied here. | must go back to theinn to get my luggage and leave on the
latetrain for New Y ork. But | was desirous of making your acquaintance, for the reasonsthat | have
mentioned.”

"l understand,” nodded Partridge. "Well, Mr. Cranston, time is too short for usto discuss these matters
now. If you had come earlier in the evening— but it is nearing midnight. If | were sure that you done
knew of Forster's connection with Guthrie-"

"I alone know that fact,” interposed Cranston.

"Then," continued the old man, "'l might be able to do something for you. Could you arrange matters so
that you could return here—say within aweek or ten days?"

"Gladly, Mr. Partridge.”

"That would be excdlent. Y ou must allow metimeto consider matters; to locate correspondence which |
had with Guthrie and Forster. Say nothing about this matter until you hear from me."

LAMONT CRANSTON arose and bowed. He extended a card that bore his name and address.
Vignetti entered and aided the guest to don his coat and hat.

" |eft the car waiting outside with the driver,” explained Crangton. "So | shall leave you now."

"One moment, Mr. Cranston,” remarked Partridge hastily. "Y ou have time to see my laboratory. It isonly
afew steps away.”

Heled the way, with Crangton and Vignetti following. The shadows of the three merged; but that cast by
Cranston seemed to obliterate the others as they entered the lighted laboratory.

Partridge spoke to Vignetti; the Corsican obtained his master's smock, and brought apair of glovesfrom
the rear section of the table drawer.

"An excedllent [aboratory,” commented Cranston, gazing about him.

"Yes," replied Partridge, as he donned the smock and pulled on the gloves. "1 dways experiment at
night.”

"Then | shall bid you good night,” said Cranston courteoudy, as he turned toward the door.
"| shal go with you to the car," offered Partridge.



Crangton, tall and imposing, preceded Partridge across the halway and aong the walk to the iron gate.
As Partridge spoke to him, Cranston did not appear to hear the old man. He kept on and reached the
car. Partridge, with Vignetti at his hedls, hurried to the open window of the sedan.

Lamont Cranston pushed a package aside. Helifted something from the seat beside him. Lucien
Partridge, wishing him good speed, could not see his handsin the dark until the moment came for the final

parting.

"Good night," said the old man, extending his gloved hand, just as Cranston ordered the driver to
proceed.

"Good night," responded Cranston, as he reached to accept the clasp.

A curious smile was creeping over Partridge's features as he extended that fatal hand, which bore the
poisoned powder upon its glove. The clasp was made, unnoticed by the driver. Suddenly the car shot
forward; Partridge was forced to release his clutch. He stepped back, to catch aglimpse of Cranston
leaning from the car, waving a belated good-by.

A sharp oath came from Lucien Partridge'slips. The cry was echoed by agrowl from Vignetti. For in
that |ast flash, Partridge had seen something which he had not noticed during the handclasp.

He knew now why Lamont Cranston's hands had not been visiblein the car. The discovery made him
wild with rage. Upon entering the sedan, Cranston had donned a pair of long black gloves!

Partridge's handshake that bore the creegping death had gone to naught! Glove had met glove. Lamont
Cranston—otherwise The Shadow— had frustrated the shrewd purpose of the fiend!

CHAPTER XVII. THE SHADOW ON THE CLIFF

A TREMENDOUS fury had possessed L ucien Partridge. He realized that he had been thwarted by a
man whaose subtle craftiness was more potent than his own.

Not an irate word; not the semblance of athreat had passed between him and Lamont Cranston. The old
man had intended to send forth another unsuspecting victim. Instead, Cranston had outwitted him; yet, in
turn, had left no evidence that he had suspected the old man's design.

Partridge was in a quandary. Was Cranston merely a chance visitor, who knew no more than he had
said? Or was he a shrewd investigator who had come to learn the secret of Partridge's application of the
creeping deseth?

Inview of their conversation, the first surmise must be correct. But, ingtinctively, the old man sensed that
Lamont Cranston had come to learn one single fact; that forewarned, he had been forearmed.

In either case, it would be dangerous for thisman to live. Knowing of Forster's connection with Guthrie,
and the doubl e connection between those men and Partridge, Cranston was amenace to the old man's
schemes. Either unwittingly or by design, he could spoil Partridge's mighty dreams of life, degth, and
wedlth.

Something must be done to intercept him before he could manage to leave Westbrook Fals.
Fitzroy—Forster—Guthrie—Armagnac—none of these compared with Cranston as adanger. Turning,
hisface till livid with rage, Partridge spied Vignetti. Hiswild expression became an insidious sneer.

"Vignetti!" he exclamed. "Thisisyour chance to-night. Remember Li Tan Chang! That man who has
gone'—~Partridge pointed down the road - "take him as you took the old Chinaman. Degath! By the knife!



The vendettal"

The Corsican needed no further urging. Only oneroad led to theinn. Vignetti had acar available. He
knew the road well. He could easily overtake the man who had eluded his master's clutches.

Three minuteslater, Lucien Partridge was smiling grimly as he watched the taill light of Vignetti's car
disappearing around the turn in the road. Thiswould be bold work to-night; but Lucien Partridge did not
fear the outcome.

A subtlekilling would be best. Vignetti might engineer such adeed. But even if the Corsican should
attack Cranston in the open, the deed would not reflect upon Lucien Partridge. Vignetti never failed with
the knife. No matter what might happen, his passion for the vendettawould cause him to maintain
dlence

Thefact that Lucien Partridge's servant had madly dain in cold blood could never be construed asa
crime on the part of the kindly faced old man. That face was not kindly as Partridge turned back toward
his mansion; but when he cameinto the light, the old man was smiling with abenign expresson.

MEANWHILE, Vignetti was speeding to the pursuit. Driving wildly dong the road, the Corsican was
striving to gain upon the car ahead. Within amile, he caught sight of thetail light up ahead. He kept on
behind the sedan, waiting for a spot where vengeance might be possible.

Asthey neared the bridge, luck favored Vignetti. A large, battered truck was standing in the center of the
road. The sedan wasforced to stop. Vignetti, drawing up dowly behind it, covered every bit of the car
with hisheadlights. He saw the driver get out and approach the truckmen.

Stopping hiscar, Vignetti legped out and crept forward. This was his opportunity. Cranston wasin the
back segt of the sedan. He could attack and kill while the driver was expostulating with the truckmen.
Then he could turn and drive away before he was noticed.

Vignetti placed his hand upon the handle of the door. He dowly turned the knob. He opened the door.
He saw aform leaning in the darkened corner.

With asavage lesp, Vignetti sorang forward with hisknife. His swift thrust entered that huddled shape.
The blade passed through a nonresisting object and buried itsdlf into the cushions of the sedt.

Vignetti sprawled upon the floor of the car. His stroke had gone through nothingness!

Rising to hisknees, the Corsican quickly withdrew hisknife. He struck amatch and held it cupped in his
hands.

What he had mistaken for ahuman being was nothing more than a coat, topped by a hat upon its collar.
The dummy object was stuffed with a sheet of wrapping paper!

Bewildered, Vignetti leaped from the sedan and closed the door behind him. He rushed up to the driver,
who was returning from his argument with the truckmen. The fellow seemed surprised to see Vignetti.

"What's the matter?' he questioned.
"That one—whereishe?' Vignetti'swords were uttered in broken English.
"In the back seat of the car,” wasthe response. "1 spoke to him when | got out.”

"He spoke to you?'



"l spoketo him. He didn't answer.”
"No—not now is hethere."

The driver opened the rear door of the sedan. He saw the coat and hat. He reached out, and the
garments dropped as he touched them. He looked at Vignetti, puzzled.

"Whét're you doing here?' he questioned.

"Mr. Partridge—he send me," explained Vignetti. "He say important for this one to come back. Back to
see. | open door. Man not there. Where?"

"It beats me!" declared the driver, as he rummaged around the back seat. "Thisishishat and coat all
right. This paper—say that must be off the package he brought with him. Left his hat and coat and took
the package. It beats me!”

"Heno pay?'

"Sure he paid me—plenty. | made aded to take him up to Partridge's and back. But | can't figure when
he got out. You didn't see him?”

"l no see”

The driver shrugged his shoulders. The truckmen were moving their vehicle to the sde of theroad. The
driver jumped in the front seat and went by.

"Lucky you got by, cap," one of the truckmen called to him. "We're stuck here for awhile. Guesswe're
going to get started, but it will be tough if we bust again before we get to the bridge. Thisroad istoo
blamed narrow.”

Vignetti was not interested in the truckmen's troubles. He was wondering what had become of Lamont
Cranston. Heredlized suddenly that the man must have left the sedan within amile of Partridge's place.

FUMING, Vignetti hurried back to his own car, and managed to turn it around in the narrow road. He
sped on toward Partridge's and shot along the road beside the gorge. Watching on both sides, he sought
any sgn of aperson in the darkness. He saw no one. When he pulled up in front of the gate, he saw that
Partridge had gone inside.

Running to the house, Vignetti encountered his master. In awild outburst of Itdian diaect, hetold his
story. Lucien Partridge evidenced a sour expression.

"That man isdangerous, Vignetti," he declared. "He suspected you aswell asme. We must be dert
to-night. Come.”

He led the way to the gate. There, the old man listened, as though expecting to hear a sound amid the
dark. Thelights of Vignetti's car showed the road toward the gorge. The old man remained in Statuesque
pose, staring in that direction.

Whatever Lamont Cranston had done, he had certainly not returned to this spot. Y et Partridge's surmise
that the visitor was il in the vicinity was not an incorrect one. For while the old man waited a the gate,
atal, slent figure was gpproaching the edge of the river chasm, around the corner from the range of the
automobilelights.

The night was dull and cloudy. Even at the edge of the gorge, the tall black figure was scarcely visible.



The rays of the moon were obscured by fleeting clouds.

Lamont Cranston had become The Shadow. Calling Vignetti's turn— deceiving the driver who thought
he still had a passenger—the specter of the night had dropped from the sedan, leaving the hat and coat
that he had worn. The package which he had opened had contained the outer garments which he now
wore—the long black cloak and the broad-brimmed douch hat.

Reaching beneath his cloak, The Shadow drew forth four disklike objects. FHat surfaces that bent as he
twisted them, he attached these articles to his hands and feet.

Stooping, The Shadow thrust his head and shouldersto the very edge of the dim cliff. Then, inch by inch,
foot by foot, he let hisbody go over the precipice afew yards from the extended end of the iron fence
that bounded L ucien Partridge's domain.

A few minutes later, amomentary clearing of the clouds showed ablack form clinging to the sheer wall of
the great gorge! Suspended over nothingness, The Shadow was creeping aong the dliff, past the
projection of the barring fencel!

The moonlight passed. The only sign of The Shadow's progress was the dow, squidgy sound of the
rubber suction cups that he had attached to his hands and feet.

Like afly upon the sde of the wall, this amazing personage was feding hisway past the barrier that
prevented entrance into Partridge's domain!

No human fly could have clung to that sheer surface of granite. Even with the suction cups, it was atask
of the utmost danger. Had one hand or foot failed to force a purchase, death would have been the result,
for the upper edge of the cliff was overhanging at the spot where The Shadow now rested.

At timesthat clinging, moving figure swayed. The srain wasterrific. Y et The Shadow kept on, until he
was clear of the fence, which to touch would have caused desth or given the darm. Then up the
precipitous wall he went, nearer and nearer to the top.

The clouds cleared suddenly. The moon was directly overhead. The Shadow did not move. The strange
light caused his vertica body to cast along black line straight down thewall of the dliff.

For The Shadow, himsdlf, was the nucleus of that strange shadow, anarrow patch of black, many feetin
length. Had Alfredo Morales been watching from across the gorge, he would not have bdlieved that
shadeto be aliving being.

The sky darkened. The Shadow, secure amid the blackness of night, moved upward. He passed the
fringe of the cliff. On the very brink, regardiess of his proximity to the mighty drop, he paused to remove
the suction disksthat had served him so well in thisamazing journey.

Rising, the being in black stepped over the insulated wire that connected the ends of the eectrified fence.
Then histal form merged with the darkness of the lawn.

The most formidable barrier to Lucien Partridge's domain had been conquered. The one spot from which
the old man had believed he was perfectly protected wasthe very spot that The Shadow had chosen for
his entry into this sphere of action.

The moon was shining again, but its cold rays revealed no living form upon the tree-sprinkled lawn. The
Shadow was somewhere; but his presence could not be detected.

Out of darkness The Shadow had come: into darkness had he returned!



CHAPTER XVIII. THE HAND OF DOOM

"PUT the car away, Vignetti."

Lucien Partridge uttered the order in aquerulous tone. He had begun to redlize that it would be uselessto
stand here expecting Lamont Cranston to return.

The Corsican entered the car and backed it. The headlights gleamed across the road and suddenly
reved ed aman who was standing on the other side. The stranger made a motion as though to dodge the
illumination; then changed hismind and walked boldly into the light.

It was not Lamont Cranston. The man's stature showed that fact. The stranger was shorter than
Crangton, stockier in build, and swarthy of complexion.

"Who isthere?' demanded Lucien Partridge.
"Mr. Partridge?' came the gruff reply.
"That'smy name," responded the old man. "What do you want?'

The man came close. He made no sign of greeting—which wasfortunate, for Partridge till wore the fatal
gloves. Ingtead, he merely stated hisidentity in an gpologetic tone.

"My nameisVic Marquette,” he said. "l came up hereto seeyou, but | lost my way. | wasn't sure
whether or not thiswas theright place.

"Marquette?' questioned the scientist harshly. "1 don't know the name. What is the purpose of thisvisit?'

"A friendly cdl, Mr. Partridge," asserted Marquette camly. "I've been trying to find you, because I've got
something to discuss with you. Perhapsthiswill identify me better.”

He drew back his coat to reved his secret-service badge. Partridge saw the meta gleam in the light from
the car. He bowed courteoudly, in his characterigtic role of friendliness.

"Comeright into the house, Mr. Marquette,” he said. "'l shdl be glad to talk to you there."

They went into the mansion, through the hall, to the [aboratory. There, Partridge carefully removed his
gloves, drawing each one off with the aid of the other, his hands touching nothing but the wrists. He
doffed hissmock, and laid it beside the gloves.

"I was beginning an experiment,” he remarked. "It was interrupted by the return of my servant, Vignetti. |
sent him down to the station on an errand which he failed to perform. A trustworthy man, Vignetti, but,
likeal of them, helacks perfection.”

Vic Marquette was studying the old man carefully. Lucien Partridge smiled and motioned to hisvisitor to
come into the library. Ensconced there, Partridge looked questioningly at the secret-service man.

"I GUESS you wonder why I'm here," began Marquette. "Well, I'm going to give you the details, Mr.
Partridge. There's something phony taking placein thisvicinity; and asnear as| can make out, it may be
directed againgt you. Have you any enemies, Mr. Partridge?’

"Enemies?' The old man's echo denoted surprise. I have only friends. Thisamazes me."

"Well," declared Marquette bluntly, "there are some dangerous people not far from here. | found that out,
nearly to my sorrow. In meeting them, | inferred that they were none too friendly toward you. So that's



why I'm here to-night.”

Partridge was nodding in adazed sort of way. Thisideathat he might have enemies appeared to perturb
the old man. It gave new confidenceto Vic Marquette.

Since he had made hisbold gesture, he felt convinced that no danger could be lurking here. Asa
secret-service man, looking into the affairs of personswho wereinimica to Lucien Partridge, hefdt a
sense of strong security.

"L et me go back to the beginning,” said Marquette, in an open manner. "Firg of dl, one of my
companionsin the secret service died very suddenly, not so long ago. His name was Jerry Fitzroy. Did
you ever hear of him?"

"Fitzroy?' Partridge did not appear to recognize the name.

"I worked with Fitzroy," resumed Marquette. "'l learned that he had been to Westbrook Falls. So | came
to thisvicinity to investigate. | waswatching for suspicious persons. | found one.”

"Ah! Who was he?"'

"I do not know his name. He was a bearded man who appeared to be a Frenchman. | saw him at the

inn.

"A bearded man"—~Partridge was thoughtful "—a bearded Frenchman. Was the beard very dark?’
"It was black."

"Ah! It may bethe same onel”

"Which one?"

"The man whom Vignetti saw outside the grounds. | am an inventor, Mr. Marquette. | have chosen this
remote and isolated spot so that no one will interfere with my work. | keep the place properly guarded.
We are naturally suspicious of strangers. Such aman as you describe was unquestionably in this
neighborhood.”

"l am not surprised to learn that," declared Marquette. "I followed that man one night. Histrail ledto a
cottage in the woods."

"Near here?' asked Partridge, in an annoyed tone.

"On the other side of theriver," responded Marquette. "Near the hotel. When | approached the cottage,
| was seized by two men who dragged meinto the cottage. There were two men there. One was the
bearded Frenchman; the other appeared to be a Spaniard. They demanded to know my business.”

"You told them?'
"No."
"That may have been wise."

"Perhaps. Perhaps not. | thought that they intended to keep me a prisoner. Instead, they put mein charge
of one of their men—a greasy-faced villain— who was ordered to shove me off adliff into an old

quarry.”



"How did you escape?’

"Well, the fellow changed hismind. Under persuasion. | suppose that he reported that he had killed me.
So it waswisdom on my part to avoid that cottage for awhile. But | did not conclude my investigations.
Instead, | followed anew lead that brought me here.”

"That brought you here?'

"Yes. In quizzing me, one of the two men happened to mention the name Partridge. After | had escaped,
| madeinquiries, and learned that you lived in thisvicinity.

"The expression of my captors appeared quite hostile toward you. So | thought that an interview between
us might be to our mutual advantage.”

MARQUETTE'S words caused Partridge to conjecture. The old man's thoughts approached darm. He
had not suspected that Pierre Armagnac had friends here.

The Frenchman's visit had been accepted by Partridge as a bluff; for he had doubted the statements
which Armagnac had made concerning operationsin foreign countries. Now, it appeared that others
were associated with Armagnac's purpose; and they were still free to continue whatever work they
contempl ated.

For thefirst time, Lucien Partridge was apprehensive for hisgold. He had detected Armagnac'sinterest
in where the gold was kept; in fact, Partridge had led Armagnac to that spot so that he might study the
Frenchman's reaction. But he had been fooled when he had believed that Armagnac had come here
aone.

Partridge's thoughts turned to Lamont Cranston. He doubted that Cranston could be connected with
Armagnac. Of onething Partridge felt certain: that he had managed to keep his affairs segregated. No,
Cranston was a menace from another quarter.

What of this man—Marquette? Unquestionably, he was a secret-service agent—the same as Fitzroy,
who had come here to make cautious inquiries, not suspecting that Partridge was the brain behind a
world-wide plot. Until now, Partridge had felt security in his ability to pass himsdlf asafriendly, harmless
old man.

A glance at Marquette convinced him that the ruse would till work so far asthis one individua was
concerned.

Armagnac, of course, could not have been deceived; but now Armagnac was dead—one less enemy
with whom to contend. Cranston—there was no question about him. So long as helived, Cranston
would be a menace.

But Partridge was not dealing with Cranston at present. Marquette was the danger of the moment.

The secret-service man was waiting for Partridge to speak. So far, Partridge had evidenced no suspicion.
Hesitation would produce suspicion.

Partridge realized that aslong as his enemies came one by one, they were playing into his hands.
Marquette, though unsuspicious, was an enemy; for he was seeking to trace the cause that had brought
death to Jerry Fitzroy.

Marquette must be lulled. That was Partridge's dominating thought. Quickly the old man shifted other
meatters from his mind. He returned to the primitive plan that he had found so effectivein the past.



Marquette knew too much. It would be best to dispose of him before he learned more.

In conformity to hisusua practice, Partridge began to prepare his victim for the daughter. He adopted a
pose that indicated deep concern. When he spoke, he lowered his crackly voice as though speaking in
the strictest confidence.

"Danger has always threatened me," he said. "That is because men have sought to steal the products of
my inventive mind. Sometimes plots have been made againgt my life. This house of mine, with its great
fence about it—thisis no eccentric idea. It ismy protection against those whom | know to be
dangerous.”

Vic Marquette listened intently. The old man's speech seemed truthful. Marquette knew that there were
men across the river who were dangerous and inimica to Lucien Partridge.

He made amenta comparison between his adventure there and his reception here. On the face of i,
Lucien Partridge appeared to be a persecuted man, apprehendve of the designs of men who were
unguestionably villains.

"I am being preyed upon"—Partridge's words were vague and rambling—"by personswhom | have
never seen; by men whose identities | do not know. Only some good fortune has kept me from disaster.”

Asthe old man talked on in the same vein, Vic wondered if The Shadow might be the one responsible
for the good fortune that had saved L ucien Partridge from harm. In hiswheedling speech, the old man
had luckily struck upon atrend of thought that was producing a strong effect upon Marquette.

"If | were sure'—Partridge's words were tinged with artfully feigned doubt—"that you were afriend, |
would tell you of much that | have suffered. | must be cautiousinwhat | say, for my enemieswill stop at
nothing.

"Would it be possible for me to meet you somewhere other than here? Some place where | am not afraid
of spies—where | am not worried about my inventions?'

"Where would you suggest?'

"I can cometo New York. All would be safe here, for | can trust the men who work for me. But it would
not be wisefor usto travel there together. Suppose'—the old man was thoughtful as he proposed the
plan—"that you leave on the early-morning train; then | can comelater in the day, bringing only Vignetti
with me."

Marquette controlled a sudden suspicion that arosein his mind. He formulated a quick plan.

Let Lucien Partridge think that he had left Westbrook Falls. He could remain here, watching, to make
sure that the old man would go to New Y ork as he promised. Then Vic could follow.

THE secret-service man produced a card from his pocket and wrote the name of ahotel upon it. He
handed the card to Lucien Partridge. The old man read the address.

"Meet methere,” said Vic, "at ten o'clock to-morrow evening. | shall prove conclusively that | am the
man | represent mysdlf to be. By cooperating with me, you will be ableto protect yoursdlf againgt dl who
wishyou harm.”

Thistime, it was Lucien Partridge who was deceived. He saw no subterfuge in Marquette's statement.
He was convinced that hisvistor intended to go to New Y ork on the early train. The old man glanced at
the clock.



"Itisnearly three," hesaid. "The Limited arrivesin Westbrook Falls at four thirty. | shal have Vignetti
driveyou to the station."

Vic knew that he must accept the offer in order to avoid suspicion. That could work to his advantage.
Theticket office would not be open. Hewould let Vignetti see him get on the train; then hewould get off
at thefirst stop, and ride back on awestbound local.

"Come," said Lucien Partridge. "'l shal summon Vignetti." He led the way through the hall.

In the sllence of that large mansion, Vic Marquette sensed that many men were present—guards who
served Lucien Partridge and were in readiness for any attack upon this place.

They found Vignetti in the |aboratory. Lucien Partridge gave asign. The Corsican helped the old man don
his smock. As he drew on his gloves, Partridge wastaking in Italian; then he turned to Marquette.

"I am going back to work," he said with asmile. "I haveingtructed Vignetti to take you to the station. |
shall say good-by."

A clock in the corner of the laboratory was pointing to five minutes of three. Lucien Partridge extended
his gloved hand to bid Marquette good-by. The secret-service man stepped forward to accept the
friendly clasp.

Lucien Partridge was smiling. Vignetti, behind Marquette, was leering. The secret-service man saw only
Partridge—not the other. He sensed no danger in the old man's amiable parting action.

For Lucien Partridge's smile was lulling and kindly. It was the amile he dways wore when he reached
forth to deal the cregping desth upon an unsuspecting victim!

Vic Marquette was ready to grasp the hand of doom!
CHAPTER XIX. THE SHADOW INTERVENES

ASVic Marquette's hand was about to enter the deadly clutch of Lucien Partridge's poisoned glove, a
gartling sound broke the tense silence that existed in the old man'slaboratory.

The strident ringing of aloud darm came as an unexpected token of approaching danger. Theringing
broke and was repeated; throughout the distant portions of the house, other bellsjingled asin answer.

The effect of thisinterruption was instantaneous. L ucien Partridge paused, with hand outstretched, his
eyes staring in amazement.

Vic Marquette, startled by the noise, dropped back ingtinctively, dropping hisarm to hisside. A
surprised scowl appeared upon Vignetti's face as the Corsican looked quickly toward the door.

The sudden ringing of the bell had brought salvation to Vic Marquette. Because of it, he had escaped the
handclasp proffered by Lucien Partridge. The timely intervention had temporarily freed the secret-service
man from the menace of the creeping degth.

Heavy footsteps were pounding down the stairs. Partridge's henchmen were answering the darm. Their
prompt response inspired the old man to action. Forgetful of Marquette's presence, he uttered a cry that
explaned al.

"The workhouse!" Partridge shouted. " Some one has entered there! The darm! Hurry, every one—there
isnot amoment to lose!”



He motioned to Vignetti as he passed him in arush to the door. The Corsican hesitated momentarily, his
eye on Vic Marquette; then, observing that the secret-service man was heading for the door also,
Vignetti joined in the mad rush.

Flashlights glimmered through the dark as the rescue squad burst from a side door of the house and
dashed across the lawn toward the workhouse. Vic Marquette was in the center of the mad surge,
unqguestioned by the scientist's henchmen, who supposed him to be afriend of the old man.

Marquette let others pass him; at the rear of the crowd, his presence passed virtualy unnoticed.

Lucien Partridge, springing forward with amazing agility, wasthefirs to reach the god. He stopped
abruptly at the door of the workhouse, only to see that the steel-clad barrier was closed.

Vignetti arrived at his master's shoulder. The Corsican muttered excited words. Partridge, suddenly
redlizing their import, nodded. He tugged at his gloves, removing them swiftly, but with care. He let them
fal upon the ground and dropped his smock with them.

Not for one moment did the old man take his eyes from the metd-sheathed door of the workhouse. His
men, armed with revolvers, were scattering about the little building, prowling the edge of the dliff, peering
amid the trees. The vague ringing of darms, back in the mansion, had ended.

SOME one had tampered with that door—but where was the intruder? In a space of lessthan five
minutes, the guards had swept through the area surrounding the shack. They were coming up now to
report that they had discovered nothing.

Partridge was glaring at his men. Vignetti was close besde the old man. Marquette was standing a short
distance in the background.

The situation was indeed an odd one. Whoever had tampered with the door of the workhouse had
somehow managed to approach the little building without entering the grounds by way of the iron fence.
That surrounding barrier was dso protected by an darm, which, through some mysterious cause, had not
sounded.

The door of the workhouse was closed; its strong lock indicated that the intruder had been frightened
away. He could not have escaped by way of the fence, with its eectric wiring. He could not have
descended the cliff. He could not have sought refuge in the big mansion, a hundred yards away, for the
surging rescuers had come from there with remarkable promptness.

Lucien Partridge was dumfounded. He stood amid his men, wondering what ordersto give them. Inthe
midst of his dilemma, he chanced to spy Vic Marquette. The secret-service man was endeavoring to be
iNCONSPi CUoUS.

Vignetti saw Partridge glance in the direction of the secret-service man. The Corsican's hand stole within
hisjacket. AsVignetti drew the gleaming blade of hisknifeinto view, Partridge saw the action and
uttered gpproving wordsin Itdian.

Vic Marquette must die; and in the midst of thisincredible Stuation, Lucien Partridge thought no more of
artistry in dealing death. The old man had betrayed the location of histreasure vault. Marquette had
heard his cry that had ended with the words. "The gold!" Now, the secret-service man had learned too
much.

The thought was flashing through Partridge's mind that some one must have entered the grounds unseen
when Marquette had been admitted. The secret-service man must surely have subordinates!



Now was no time for diplomacy. Marquette must die swiftly, by the knife. Such was Partridge's decision,
and it conformed with Vignetti‘'sintent. Kill the leader first. Then find the others and day them!

VIGNETTI, crafty in his manner, turned his body so that the knife was hidden from Marquette. He Sidled
toward the secret-service man.

Marquette observed the action, and began to move away. Thiswas exasperating to Lucien Partridge.
With acry of rage, the old man waved his arm toward Marquette, and shouted ordersto his armed men.

"Get him! Kill -

The command ended abruptly. Partridge stood like a statue. The other men, startled, gazed in surprise.
Even Vignetti paused, while Vic Marquette, his hand drawing an automatic from his pocket, budged no
farther.

From acrossthe river had come the degp boom of a muffled cannon shot. The echoes of itsdull blast
seemed to reverberate through the air, commanding instant silence. Like thefirst shot in the beginning of a
mighty bombardment, that report inspired awe among the men who heard it.

Something whigtled in the air overhead as ahuge projectile completed itstdl arc above the listening men.
Eyeslooked doft and instinctively turned toward the mansion, ahundred yards away. Time dowed to
split-seconds as the missile compl eted its course toward destruction.

Then came the climax. With acrash, ahuge bomb dropped from the night and landed squarely upon the
doomed mansion.

A terrific exploson rocked the walls of the old frame structure. The entire roof of the doomed building
was hurled high into the air. Thewalls spread outward, and seemed to scatter as though impelled by the
mighty burst of flame that accompanied them.

Men staggered as the reverberation shook the ground. They fell helplessly. Chunks of hurtling debris
were cast dmost to the spot where these men had fallen.

Partridge—Vignetti—Marquette—all had lost thought of human enmity in this tremendous moment of
amazemen.

They and the others about them clutched the ground as though fearing it would cave in beneath them.
Like athunderbolt from the blue, the arrival of the bomb had stunned the entire group. All eyeswere
focused only on the wreckage of the mansion.

Alfredo Moraes had planned well. His caculations had been correct. The bomb had struck the big
house perfectly. Its effect had been instantaneous. No person within that building could possibly have
survived.

The wreckage was a holocaust. Fire had broken out immediately. Long tongues of flame threw a
gruesome light across the lawn, and showed the pallid faces of the men who il lay helpless.

Alfredo Morales had planned to deal destruction and desth. That bomb, discharged from the mortar by
Manuel, had done itswork. But it had accomplished only one hdf of its purpose.

Destruction was complete; but death had not followed. Those whom Morales had doomed were not
entrapped as he had designed. All those within the mansion had been drawn from the danger spot by the
intervention of The Shadow.



He had used the dlarm to bring them forth five minutes before the bomb had been sent on itsway.
Moraes and his men were coming. Partridge and his men were here.

A loud, mocking laugh came from the door of the workhouse where the gold was kept. It was alaugh of
triumph, yet its Snister toneswere forbidding.

That laugh was more terrible than the crash of the devastating bomb. It inspired more awe than did the
sght of the flaming mansion.

It was the laugh of The Shadow.
CHAPTER XX. ENEMIESBATTLE

LUCIEN PARTRIDGE wasthefirg to stare in the direction of the workhouse. His action was copied
by the others. Even Vignetti forgot hisurgeto day Vic Marquette in his desire to see the source of that

taunting laugh.

The door of the workhouse was open. Framed within it stood The Shadow. Histall, cloak-clad form
was clearly revealed by the brightness from the burning mansion. To the startled eyesthat saw him, The
Shadow was a superbeing whose workmanship had brought these strange events to the domain of
Lucien Partridge.

Silence gripped the men who watched. They knew that eyes were gazing a them from the cover of the
broad-brimmed hat. They saw two black-gloved hands, each holding a powerful automatic.

They were twelve opposed to one—Partridge and his men—yet none dared move to attack thisweird
personage who had come to awe them.

The Shadow spoke. Hiswords carried an eerie mockery. Those words, like the presence of The
Shadow, caused men to quail. The Shadow's tones were addressed to Lucien Partridge.

"Murderer"—The Shadow's words were cold—"your doom has arrived. Y our vile schemes are ended.
Sayer of Fitzroy"—Marquette gasped as he heard the name—"of Forster—of Guthrie—of
Armagnac—you failed to-night!

"Y our failure spelled your doom. No more will you give the fatal handshake thet lies upon the gloves
beside you. The poisoned powder of the Orient will never again deliver the cregping death!

"Y our laboratory isdemolished. Y our furnaces are ruined. Y our plan to flood the world with synthetic
gold will go no further. To you will not even belong the vast stores of real gold that lie in the vault benegth
me. That gold is guarded—by—The Shadow!"

The voice ended itsimpressive tones. Not aman had moved while The Shadow had been spesking. The
climax of the revedling words was the announcement of identity that brought chills of fear to those who
listened.

To Vic Marquette, The Shadow's statement was of the utmost moment. It cleared the cloud of mystery
that had befogged the secret-service man in hisinvestigation. It brought aflood of understanding thoughts
toVic'shbrain.

Thiswas the source of the synthetic gold that had entered the coinage of theworld! Thiswaswhere
Fitzroy had cometo investigate! Lucien Partridge was the man who dedlt the creeping desth!

Vic saw the gloves upon the ground. He redlized that he, too, was to have been avictim!



Forgter and Guthrie—Vic had read of them in the newspapers. He did not know the details of their
connection with old Partridge; but he redlized that al could soon be learned.

LUCIEN PARTRIDGE was on hisfeet. The old man was shaking his clenched fist at the figure in black.
He cursed The Shadow with venom; then cried out the threet which wasin hisevil brain.

"Y ou have spoken too much!™ he shouted. ™Y ou shall die—you who cal yoursdf The Shadow! Y ou shall
never leave the spot where you are standing!”

Choking with rage, the old man was about to order his men to the attack. He was sure that with their
superior numbersthey could conquer this menacing foe. Before Partridge could speak, The Shadow

laughed again.

"Y ou do not menace me," said the gibing voice of the black-clad being. "It is you who are menaced.
Y our enemies gpproach you at thisvery moment!”

With ataunting pedl of mirth, The Shadow stepped back into the gloom of thelittle workhouse. The
steel-clad door clanged shuit.

A cry of triumph burst from Partridge's lips. The Shadow was retreating! There, in thelittle house, he was
trapped! Now was the opportunity to blast The Shadow's refuge place!

Turning, Partridge waved his men on. His plan was to surround the little building; to riddle its wooden
wallswith bullets; to burn the shack with the doomed man within it. But before Partridge could speek, a
shot rang out from acrossthe lawn. A bullet whistled by the startled group of men.

Alfredo Moraes and his crew had entered by breaking down the gate. They were coming for the gold.
They had seen the group of men beside the work-house and they were opening an attack!

IT needed no command for Partridge's men to respond. They did not know the identity of these
attackers. They did not care. They must fight to live. Scattering for cover, they returned thefire.

Thelurid glare from the flaming mansion made amighty spectacle of the startling skirmish that broke
loose upon the lawn. Moraes, though dumfounded to find men alive here, did not dare to hesitate.
Partridge, hisrage afury, was determined to resist at al cost.

One of Partridge's henchmen fell dead at the old man's feet. Partridge seized his gun and leaped for
cover. Behind aprotecting tree, he joined in the gunfire that was crackling from al sides.

Partridge's force numbered a dozen men. Moraes had brought approximately the same number. It was
an equa conflict between two evil forces.

For once, The Shadow disdained to play a part in ahectic fray. He had brought about this Stuation. He
had matched the opposing forces. It was not through pity that he had saved Lucien Partridge and his
henchmen from the doom that Alfredo Moraes had planned.

Instead, The Shadow had drawn them from the marked mansion so that they might oppose Morales.
Craftily, The Shadow had brought trouble to both forces.

He had done nothing to prevent the firing of the bomb from the mortar. Thus destruction had cometo
Partridge's great house where crime was fostered. The Shadow had lured Moraesinto the conflict which
now raged; thus had he ruined the Argentinian's plans.

The fray was becoming afight to death. Those who were engaged deserved death. They showed no



mercy intheir actions. Every time aman fell wounded, his enemies used his body as atarget. No quarter
was asked, and none was given. Both sides knew that death awaited them either way.

The conflict, equd at the sart, suddenly changed. Thetide wasturning to favor Lucien Partridge. He and
his men, athough surprised at the outset, knew the terrain. The circumstances that had forced them to
cover proved to their advantage.

The open space of the lawn was covered with the fallen forms of the men who had come with Morales.
Shots were resounding from trees and bushes, discharged by Partridge's men. They were targets only
when they fired. Between shots, they were difficult marksto reach.

The battle ended suddenly. Only Moraes and three of his men remained, with bullets harassing them
from every quarter. Jose was beside hismaster. A bullet laid him low.

Seeing Josefdl, Mordesredized that disaster was upon him. With acry to hismen, he fled acrossthe
lawn, his companions close behind him.

The way had been closed by three of Partridge's men who had moved in that direction. They sprang out
of hiding and legped upon the fleeing men.

Moraes shot one of his enemies dead; then he staggered and fell face foremost. His companions
dropped amoment later. The men who had killed them riddled their bodies with bullets.

THE attackerswere annihilated. Y et Lucien Partridge's forces had suffered heavily. Only afew remained
unwounded, among them the old man and Vignetti. They were under cover, away from the territory close
bes de the workhouse.

One man had lain safe through the entire fray. He was Vic Marquette. The secret-service man had
leaped for shelter beside the workhouse. He had fired no shots; hence his presence had passed
unnoticed.

The flames of the mansion died suddenly, asthough they were no longer needed. In the gloom, Vic
Marquette emerged dowly from his hiding place. His plan was to reach the gloves and smock that Lucien
Partridge had cast asde; to carry the gloves within the smock and escape with them as evidence.

But as Marquette moved forward, another man spied him. It was Vignetti. The Corsican, unwounded,
crept out from the shelter of a bush to intercept the secret-service man.

Vignetti was not sure that it was Marquette he saw. Hence the Corsican did not fire. Instead, he carried
his sharp knife.

A burgt of flame from the dying embers of the old mansion threw anew glow upon the scene. Lucien
Partridge spied Marquette. The old man fired. His bullet wounded the secret-service man. Partridge
pressed the trigger again. There was no response. The last cartridge had been discharged.

Now Vignetti was leagping forward to finish the work that Partridge had begun. Marquette saw the
menacing foeman. He raised hisgun, but his hand trembled from apain that gripped his shoulder. Vignetti
knocked the automatic from Marquette's hand.

Down went Vic Marquette, with Vignetti above him. The Cordcan's face was aflame with reflected light.
It was the hideous face of afiend.

Up went the gleaming knife. Vic Marquette was hel pless. He closed his eyes as he saw the wicked blade
ready to descend. Vignetti was poised for the fatal stroke!



CHAPTER XXI. THE SHADOW FIGHTS

BEFORE Vignetti's upraised hand could drive the knife blade down into the heart of Vic Marquette, a
shot blazed forth from an unexpected place.

The door of the workhouse had opened. The Shadow's aim was trained upon the murderous Corsican.

The unerring hand did not fail. The bullet from The Shadow's automatic struck Vignetti'sright arm. The
wounded limb collapsed; the knife fdl harmlesdy upon the ground beside Marquette's body.

With staring eyes, Marquette saw what had happened. The timely rescue gave him his opportunity. It
was one wounded man againgt another.

With amighty heave, the secret-service man threw the Corsican from him. Vignetti's left hand made a
desperate clutch. The two men locked in astruggle.

Marquette's plight was apparent. Despite the fact that he had gained atemporary advantage over
Vignetti, the outcome still was hopeless.

At the door of the workhouse, safely away from gunfire, The Shadow could pick off Vignetti at the first
opportunity. On the other hand, Lucien Partridge and his few remaining men, hidden in darkness, could
direct their fire upon Marquette.

Tense moments followed. Whichever won the Struggle, Vignetti or Marquette, the other would be prey to
an avenging shot. Seemingly, both were doomed.

Partridge and his men were afraid to shoot at the writhing formsfor fear of striking Vignetti. The Shadow,
who could easily have clipped the Corsican, desisted because Vignetti's desth would mean the end of
Vic Marquette!

The struggling men kept on their weakened battle. Neither one seemed capable of gaining an advantage.
Both had reached a defensive stage.

Figureswere dinking through the dark, keeping away from the workhouse door where they knew desth
lurked. Partridge and the others were wary; and they were taking sure positions from which they could
day Vic Marquette, should he overpower Vignetti.

The gleaming eyes of The Shadow pierced the darkness. They seemed to sense the logica spotswhere
the foemen were located. Then, asthe situation reached its most crucia stage, The Shadow acted!

He chose amoment when the flaring mansion dulled spasmodically. Like aweird phantom, he swept
dlently from his place of safety. So perfectly did The Shadow choose histime that he had virtudly
reached the fighting men before Partridge and his minions saw him.

A chance burgt of flame from the mansion reveded thetal, advancing figure. A being of black—a
sa king form—uwith along, grotesque shadow stretched across the lawn. That was the Sight that the
watchers saw!

Marquette and Vignetti were struggling side by side. Each wasworking desperately. The Corsican had
clutched hisknife again, holding it in hisleft hand. The secret-service man, likewise utilizing hisleft hand,
was vainly endeavoring to bring his automatic into play.

THEN The Shadow was upon them. With one swift motion, he propelled Vignetti clear of Marquette's
body. Vic saw only the rolling form of the hel pless Corsican. Hefired his gun point-blank, his elbow



resting on the ground. Three shots resounded in quick succession. Vignetti lay sill.

Marquette was rising to his kneeswhen he heard avoice hissng in hisear. Thewordswere plain. The
Shadow was ordering him to the shelter of the workhouse. With hands of stedl, The Shadow gripped
Marquette and plunged him on hisway to safety.

The act was none too soon. A fusillade of shots burst forth from encircling spots. Partridge's men were
blazing at the spot where two targets had been, but only one remained, now that The Shadow had hurled
Marquette from the danger zone.

The Shadow staggered, but did not fall. Instead, he swerved in his course and zigzagged acrossthe lawn,
forming an eccentric course that defied accurate fire.

He was wounded; that was plain, for he had been unable to protect himsalf while aiding Vic Marquette.
But now he was possessed of an uncanny faculty that enabled him to eude new bullets.

A wild shot was aimed at Vic Marquette, who was scrambling to the workhouse. That shot was
answered—nby The Shadow!

Turning, his body merging with the ground, The Shadow had raised hisleft hand. With eagle eye he had
gpotted the exact place from which the shot had flashed. His perfect aim sought out the man who had
delivered the shot. That marksman wasfelled by The Shadow's bullet.

Again, the black-clad hand pressed the trigger. Thistime abullet sped toward afoeman who was dimly
outlined in afringe of dull light. The second enemy fell.

Now The Shadow's course had changed. He was invisible as he skirted the lawn, lost in the dying rays of
flickering light. Men fired wildly. Each flash received aprompt response.

With hisright hand useless, The Shadow was working with hisleft a one. Both hands were trained to
perfect accuracy.

When this strange contest had begun, Lucien Partridge and five henchmen were still capable of battle,
Five marksmen were aiming for The Shadow. Partridge, alone, was not firing.

Now, inreply to wildly directed shots, The Shadow had fired five times. Every bullet had found amark.
Therewas apause. The form of The Shadow was momentarily reveded. Two spasmodic shots came
from the only henchman of the five who had not been incapacitated or killed. One man done had suffered
only aminor wound.

Those shots were futile. They were dso fatd to the man who ddivered them. Ddliberatdly, The Shadow
amed and his unerring finger dispatched aleaden messenger that found its resting place in the heart of the
skulking foeman.

Silence followed, while Vic Marquette, now sprawled upon the floor of the workhouse, stared forth upon
thefield of battle. He caught one flash of The Shadow'sform asit glided into darkness and seemed to
sway uncertainly.

SINCE the beginning of the conflict, The Shadow had received no wounds other than those which had
first been inflicted on him. In retdiation, he had fought one-handed againgt the surrounding odds. His
drategy, his marksmanship; both had been unfailing.

Histwisting course had taken him toward the edge of the cliff. As Marquette gazed, he fancied that he
saw the blackened form loom uncertainly against the dawn-flushed sky. For early day was breaking upon



the scene of carnage.

Marquette's vison was not at fault. The Shadow had neared the cliff. Now, from thelast bushin aclump
of shrubbery, Marquette saw another form emerging —aform that crouched asit was silhouetted in the
ealy light.

Vic shouted awarning. It was unnecessary.

The Shadow, too, had seen that one form threatening him. With uncanny precision, he had directed his
course toward the only spot where danger still lingered. The one man who had kept wise slencein the
battle was waiting the close approach of The Shadow.

That man was Lucien Partridge.

Marquette saw the old man's hand swing upward. Then The Shadow was upon Lucien Partridge. With
time too short to beat the old man'saim, The Shadow had legped with amighty spring.

Partridge's gun was discharged upward as The Shadow's left hand struck the old man'sarm. Then the
two werelocked in grim embrace.

The Shadow and the fiend had met!
CHAPTER XXII. ON THE BRINK

THE verge of the cliff was clothed in dawning light. There, two figures had united in astruggle that would
mean death to one or both. One hundred feet beneeath, the river foamed itsway through the gorge,
between rock-studded banks.

The Shadow, strong and indomitable, was fighting with aman who was no longer young. Y et Lucien
Partridge possessed surprising strength. More than that, he owned the fury of afiend.

Crippled by wounds, The Shadow possessed but afraction of hisnormal strength. Spurred by mad
desirefor revenge, Lucien Partridge was ademon in human form.

The bodies swayed backward and forward. At times they seemed to sidle toward the edge of the cliff.
First one would urge the other backward; then the Situation would change completely.

If Vic Marquette could aid The Shadow, the struggle would be ended. This equd fight could not persst;
for The Shadow's strength was waning more rapidly than that of Lucien Partridge.

Despite hiswounds, Vic tried to come to The Shadow's rescue. He managed to raise himself to his knees
with the help of his one good hand. His gun was absent. He had dropped the automatic in hiswild
scramble for the workhouse.

Gaining hisfeet, Vic plunged forward through the doorway. His haste was his undoing. He lost hisfooting
and sprawled crazily upon the ground. When hetried to rise again, hisleft wrist failed him. He could do
no more than writhe painfully forward, in snakelike course dong the ground.

The contestants were not aware of his approach. Their struggle was dow-moving. The Shadow was
yieding. Sowly, inch by inch, Partridge was forcing him to the edge of the cliff.

Vic'ssrength failed him as he arrived close by. Gasping, the secret-service man lay helplesson the
ground, vainly striving to regain logt strength. He could see the profile of Lucien Partridge, white againgt
the blackness of The Shadow's cloak.



The old man was possessed with amighty fury. His bresth was coming in fierce spasms. Hideous curses
werewrithing from hislivid lips.

Benesath the black douch hat, Vic could see the glow of two burning eyes. He knew that The Shadow
was gtriving desperately to overcome the old man's amazing power. But still the two moved closer and
closer to that threatening brink that towered above sickening depths!

WITH the edge of destruction scarcely more than afoot away, The Shadow gained new vigor. Thelast
vestiges of hiswaning strength asserted themsalves as he held hisfierce adversary at bay.

While the two were locked in motionless pose, Vic Marquette urged himself nearer and nearer, staring
weakly at the formsthat were bathed in the reflected rays of therising sun.

If The Shadow could only hold out! That was Marquette'simpelling thought. He knew that he was
feeble; yet hisdight strength might prove the weight that would swing the balance.

A few feet more! Vic Marquette collapsed with a hopel ess gasp. He had arrived too late. Before his
staring eyes, the struggle had come to aterrible conclusion.

The Shadow, yielding under the terrific strain, sank backward, and histall form bent as Partridge sprang
to the attack. The black-clad figure dwindled to dwarfish Sze asit dipped over the very edge, impelled
by Partridge's swift, triumphant thrust.

The Shadow was gone!

All that Vic Marquette could see was the figure of Lucien Partridge, momentarily stooped headforemost,
bending clear over the edge of the cliff. The old man's pose made it appear that he was watching the
course of abody plunging into the depths.

His hands were just above the abyss; and as Marquette heard the gloating cackle that the old man
uttered, he saw the hands swing wildly. They were clutching in the air as though endeavoring to grasp
some solid substance for support.

The cackle turned to afrenzied cry as Partridge failed to regain his balance. The old man's head toppled
forward. Vic saw his hands make awild grasp at the edge of the smooth precipice. Then, withalong
scream, Lucien Partridge plunged headforemost to destruction!

The scream died in the distance. Vic could not hear thefall of the body. The end of the struggle had
sickened him. He could not fed enthusiasm because of Lucien Partridge's fate. The fact that The Shadow
had first gone over that terrible brow was appalling.

Vic Marquette lay helpless and miserable, knowing that the futility of his own effort had abetted this
result. Had he been able to come to the rescue; had he not weakened and fallen through the doorway of
the workhouse, he could surdly have saved the man who had saved him.

To Vic Marquette, hours of misery were packed into that one unending moment that followed the death
plunge of Lucien Partridge. With eyes gill staring, the secret-service man gazed toward the brink of the
precipice, trying to visudize the last moments of that now ended struggle.

A groan escaped Vic Marquetteslips. It was agroan of despondency. The secret-service man closed
his eyes; then opened them to meet the increasing light of dawn.

Agan Marquette groaned while he gazed with hypnotic Stare toward the edge of the cliff. Then,
unconscioudly, the groan became agasp.



Unbelieving, like a person who iswitnessing the seemingly impossible, Vic Marquette stared in
amazement at the very brink of the deeth cliff.

He was stupefied by what he saw.
CHAPTER XXIIl. THE SHADOW TRIUMPHANT

A BLOTCH of blacknesslay upon the edge of the cliff. Unmoving, it had escaped the notice of Vic
Marquette. It had appeared to be nothing more than a shade cast by the angled light of early day.

But now that patch of black was moving. Long, thin, and straight, it developed as an arm! Fingers
moved; fingers that were digging into the roughened granite that lined the verge of the precipice.

With acry of restored hope, Vic tried to wriggle forward. But that moving hand needed no aid. With
incredible skill, it was working its way upward. Now ablack object showed over the edge. Vic saw the
head of The Shadow!

The body followed. Soon the form in black was back to safety. The head was bowed asthetall figure
arose and swayed forward.

Vic Marquette blinked as though witnessng avison. Thetal form moved dowly away. Vic tried to
follow it asit approached the lawn; then, before he could turn, he realized that The Shadow was gone.

Impelled by strange curiosity, Vic urged himself closer to the edge of the cliff. There, the explanation of
the marvel cameto him.

The entire edge of the precipice formed an overhanging curve, beginning with arapidly doping angle that
formed itsdlf into adizzy, vertica drop:

When Lucien Partridge had thrust The Shadow downward, the black-clad fighter had taken the only
advantage that he still possessed. He had yielded momentarily, tolie, terribly close to danger, againgt the
last possible surface that afforded safety.

The Shadow's collapse had been by shrewd design. It had turned Partridge's fierce impetusinto aforce
that had proven to be the old man's undoing.

Thrusting The Shadow downward with al hisvigor, Partridge had given no thought to his own safety. By
releasing pressure suddenly; by shifting his body precarioudy to one side, The Shadow had opened the
way for the old man's deeth plunge.

Had The Shadow been unwounded, the task of regaining the security of the flattened brink would have
been amatter of comparative ease. But with only hisleft arm serving him, The Shadow had chosen to
rest, unmoving, with hisbody just on the verge of temporary safety.

Thus had The Shadow returned to life. In the triumph of justice, he had won al. Thework of The
Shadow would continue. There would be other fiends for him to conquer, now that Lucien Partridge was
no more.

INCREASING dawn, the knowledge that The Shadow was alive—these factors seemed to bring anew
strength to Vic Marquette. He managed to rise to his knees, and with foolhardy boldness he approached
the edge of the cliff as closaly ashe dared.

Far below, spread-eagled upon the rocks of the bank beside the foaming stream, Vic saw the vague
form of what had once been ahuman being, even though it had possessed the heart of avilefiend.



That was dl that remained of Lucien Partridge, the shrewd, evil old man who had visoned himsdlf the
dictator of al the world. Now his dreams of wealth were ended forever.

Partridge's false gold would be made no more. The vast wedth that he had accumulated would be
restored to the world from which it had been taken—a gift of The Shadow's genius.

Vic Marquette rested wearily. He thought of Fitzroy—of the poisoned gloves—of these enemieswho
had attacked L ucien Partridge to-night. All these details would be recongtructed. He, Vic Marquette,
could solve them now, with the aid that had been afforded by The Shadow.

Vic knew from past experience that after The Shadow had triumphed, hidden matters always came to
light. Hismind wasin a presaging mood - and his surmises were correct.

Although Vic did not know it, the documents that The Shadow had taken from Clifford Forster's desk
were aready on their way to Marquette's headquarters. The Shadow had anticipated the events that had
transpired here.

Thoughtfully, the secret-service man stared in the direction which The Shadow had taken. He saw no
sign of the black-clad form.

He knew that The Shadow's wounds could not be sufficiently seriousto prevent his safe departure. Y et
Vic il sought to pierce the shadowy portions of the terrain that surrounded the edge of the
battle-scarred lawn.

Bodies of dead men were scattered everywhere. These men had died because they had deserved desath.
Creatures of evil who had served againgt justice, their futile conflict had been designed by The Shadow's
desirefor retribution.

Vic thought of Lucien Partridge lying far below. To the most terrible of dl these evil men had comethe
most horrible death that any of the crew had suffered.

APPROACHING sounds came vaguely to Vic's ears. He heard the siren of a distant automobile. For a
moment he did not understand. Then hismind cleared.

The terrific explosion had been heard throughout the countryside. Rescuers were on their way, hurrying
to see what tragedy had occurred a L ucien Partridge's.

The State police were coming. They would take charge. Vic would receive help, even though that aid
might be belated.

Looking acrossthe lawn, Vic saw the ruins of the smoldering mansion. Thelawn was clear now, and a
white object caught the secret-service man's attention. Partridge's laboratory smock, with the gloves
besideit!

He must warn the rescuers not to touch them. They must be kept as evidence —the glovesto be
anayzed for the poison that they contained.

The creeping desth! No more would the insidious malady run rampant, striking down helpless,
unsuspecting victims at the desire of an archfiend.

Deaths had been avenged here, upon this body-strewn lawn. But Vic redized that those deaths were but
few compared to the ones that had been averted by The Shadow's might!

How many more would Lucien Partridge have dain? Vic Marquette could not surmise. He knew only



that he had been saved thrice by The Shadow: once, by the quarry acrosstheriver; a second time, when
the alarm had sounded; last, when The Shadow had boldly risked death that Vic might reach safety.

The sren was shrill now. The police were nearly here. The task was ended. Vic Marquette listened
gladly to the welcome sound. Then, asthe noise lulled momentarily, he heard another sound.

A weird, uncanny echo seemed to come from somewhere not far away— somewhere off beyond the
lawn. Vic Marquette recognized that sound. It brought proof that The Shadow had gtill remained nearby
until he was sure that help had come for Vic Marquette.

For that sound, with itstones of eerie mirth, could have come from no lips other than those of the strange
phantom in black.

It was the triumph laugh of The Shadow!
THE END



