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CHAPTERI. THE HIDE-OUT
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NEON lights reveaed a hunched figure shambling aong the sdewak beneeth the structure of an East
Side dlevated. A wizened face looked up at the ruddy glare of the delicatessen sign; then the hunched
man scruffed on toward the blackened front of an empty Store.

Reaching darkness, he paused.

Thiswas one of those composite digtricts of Manhattan. Old buildings lined the avenue; the presence of
the elevated had discouraged the erection of more modern structures. Y et there were bright spots along
this decadent block; stores that enterprising merchants had opened in hope of mass business. These were
the places that the shambling man was anxiousto avoid.

He preferred darkness; he gained it as he scudded to the shelter of an eevated pillar. Crouching until a
taxicab rolled by, the hunched man hustled to the far Sde of the street. Avoiding the lighted window of a
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corner pawnshop, he took to a secluded byway.

A cautious glance over his shoulder. The prowler spied no followers. He looked upward to spy the
purple speck of light that marked the platform of an elevated station. No watchersthere. He shuffled
hestily long hisway.

He had passed the borders of the bad lands, this shifty, scurrying prowler. He was cutting deeper into the
underworld, to districts where danger lurked aong forgotten Streets. Y et the menace of the terrain wasto
hisliking. He had reached the quarter of Manhattan that he knew.

Ten minutes after his departure from the avenue, the hunched man arrived upon agrimy, deserted street.
Foot scuffles softened, he reached the blackened opening that marked an aleyway. Hiswizened face
showed whitein gloom as he looked craftily about. Then, like avanishing jack-in-the-box, he
disappeared as he ducked into the dley.

A whitened wal marked his goal. The hunched man moved stealthily as he approached it. Listening, he
could hear someone moving about in a darkened niche. He caught the glow of acigarette, as shidding
fingers momentarily uncovered it. The hunched prowler stole forward and delivered a hoarse whisper:

"cliffl"

THE cigarette glow regppeared, moving up and down asif in Sgnd. Then, asthe hunched man crept
closer, aguarded voice gave gresting:

"Hello, Hawkeye. Got anything?'

"Yeah." "Hawkeye' was close besde the man who had awaited him. "Real dope, Cliff. I've spotted L uff
Cadley's hideout.”

"Whereisit?' camethe question.

"The old tenement past Burry's Garage,” replied Hawkeye. ™Y ou know the joint. Just the other side of
the avenue; two blocks above Lebo's hock shop.”

"Thought they were tearing the old dump down."

"They haven't sarted yet. That'swhy Luff's using the place for a hide-out. He's been looking for you,
Cliff. Don't waste time getting up there. Somebody's gunning for him. He won't be sticking around much

longer.”
"| get you. Listen, Hawkeye: you put in the report cal while I'm heading up there. Don't stall about it."
"O.K., Cliff."

The two men separated in the darkness. Hawkeye headed to the depths of the dley, while Cliff walked
out toward the street. That point gained, his pace became a brisk one. Unlike Hawkeye, who preferred
circuitous rambles, Cliff was making off in adirect line, sraight for the avenue.

It was nearly adozen blocks to the location that Hawkeye had named. Cliff, when he reached the
avenue, decided to make time by elevated. He hurried up the steps of a station and reached the platform
just intimeto catch anorthbound train.

Compared with the others aboard the jolting locdl, this new passenger presented an excellent
appearance. Cliff Mardand had few of the characterigtics that indicated atype of the underworld. He



displayed the brawny build of an athlete. His expression was sober, dmost sedate.

Y et there was a hardness to his chiseled features that marked him as a man who could be dangerous.
Cliff Mardand hdd areputation in the bad lands. His bearing sustained it; at the sametime, Cliff could
travel esawhere without exciting comment or suspicion.

It was different with Hawkeye. The hunched man, when he prowled, was afurtive character - the type
that passing patrolmen would watch. The cops, however, seldom saw Hawkeye; his specidty was
kesping from their range of vision.

A contrast, Cliff and Hawkeye. Their friendship, had it been known, would have caused too much
comment. Cliff was a sharpshooter who could pack a powerful gat; Hawkeye, aspotter who could trail
the most difficult quarry. Of different ilk, it was wise for them to keep their meetings secret.

Particularly because of their real missonsin the underworld. These two were engaged in the most
dangerous of al enterprises, one that would have spelled their doom had it been remotely suspected -
Cliff and Hawkeye were agents of The Shadow.

Their meeting tonight had been in behaf of that mysterious chief whose very name brought terror to men
of crime. Hawkeye, dwayson thetrail of crime, had heard that "L uff" Cadley wasin town. Luff had
known Cliff Mardand, at the time when the latter had been in prison, serving time for a crime committed
by another.

Luff had let dip that he waslooking for Cliff. Hawkeye had passed that word aong. It had reached The
Shadow; from the chief had come the order to make contact. Tonight had presented the first opportunity,
thanks to Hawkeye's search for the hide-out to which Luff had suddenly dived.

ALIGHTING from the elevated, Cliff Mardand headed for the old tenement building that Hawkeye had
designated. Cliff felt no need for caution as he made for the destination. It would be easy to find Luff and
learn what the fellow wanted. The best way would be to enter openly, through the main door of the
abandoned tenemen.

Cliff knew the building. There was afire escape at the rear; but it would be amistake to useit. Luff
Cadley must be hiding out for areason. He would be apt to mistake afriend for an enemy should the
friend come by the fire escape.

Cliff had ordered Hawkeye to report. That meant word to The Shadow through Burbank, a contact man
who relayed telephone messages. The report had been a matter of routine on Cliff's part. Hisreal report
would come later, after he had talked with Luff.

Such was the burden of Cliff's thoughts as he entered the front door of the tenement that stood by Burry's
Garage. A doorless, blackened entrance, it gripped Cliff in ahollowness as he moved cautioudy dong a
creaking floor in search of agtairway.

Cliff had aflashlight, but he did not useit until he found the steps. Then he blinked the light intermittently,
to discover aturn ahead. Past that point, he could use the light less guardedly.

Cliff reached the turn. He pressed the catch of historch and focused it above.

Grimy floors, bare wdls, crumbling ceiling. Those were Cliff's first impressions as he reached the topmost
step. Then, swinging left toward the rear of the building, he discovered a corridor with doors at sides and
end.

Cliff paced adong the corridor. All thewhile, his eyes were keen, noting door after door. They centered



on the barrier at the end. For amoment, Cliff was on the point of stopping; then he caught himsdlf before
he committed the mistake.

Something had glimmered in the light. A shining object wedged from the very edge of that door at the
corridor'send. Cliff had recognized it on the instant. The object was the muzzle of arevolver, pointed by
some lurker in adarkened room.

"Luff!" Cliff gave the name hoarsdly, as he dowed his pace ingtead of stopping. "Thisis Cliff. Cliff
Mardand!"

Pausing, Cliff let the beam of hisflashlight swing upward. The gleam bathed hisface. Ashe sood tensein
that barren corridor, ahoarse greeting answered. A door creaked in welcome. Cliff clicked out the light.

Advancing through darkness, he reached the door and entered. A nervous hand gripped hisarm. Cliff
heard the door swing shut. Then came the flare of amatch. Fingers shook asthey applieditto a
kerosene lantern. A light suffused the room. Cliff Mardand and Luff Cadley stood face to face.

CLIFF had known L uff as ahard-faced, heavy-built fellow who prided himsalf upon his strength. The
man had changed in the few years since Cliff had seen him last. Luff's shoulders were stooped; hisface
was drawn and pae. Only hiseyes still showed a sparkle of what had once been adefiant flash.

"Been hoping you'd find me, Cliff," confided L uff, hisvoice haf wheezy. "I looked around for you; hut |
had to giveit up. Afraid somebody would lamp me."

"'Somebody who's gunning for you?' questioned Cliff.

"Yeah." Luff nodded nervoudy, and hisfacelooked troubled. "Murk Feeny. Said he was going to bump
me after | got out of stir. | heard about it after | hit town. That'swhy | took adive out of sight. Say - you
an't seen Murk, have you?'

"What would | want with him, Luff?'

"I don't mean that, Cliff. | just figured maybe you'd seen him heregbouts. Watching this place.”
"Nobody outsdewhen | camein, Luff."

Luff looked pleased. He rubbed his hands and looked at the closed door; then blinked suspicioudly.
"How'd you find this place?' he demanded. "If you guessed whereit is, maybe Luff would, too."

"Pd of minewaslooking for you," explained Cliff. "Hesthe only fellow who could have spotted this
hide-out. | put him on the job when | heard you were looking for me. I'm glad | came in the front door,

though.”

"Say" - Luff blinked again - "I'd have plugged you sure if you'd comein by the fire escape, Cliff. It'sjust
outsde thewindow. | moved into thisroom so | could watch it."

As he spoke, Luff gestured toward narrow windows. They were covered with old window shades,
patched so that no glimmer of light could filter through their tattered surfaces. Cliff sudied Luff's pae
face. He noted eagerness aswell as nervousness.

Something was irking Luff's brain. The crook was thinking of opportunity that he had awaited during his
stay behind prison walls. He needed aid in crime; that was why he had sought Cliff Mardand.

Herein hishide-out, Luff Cadley was ready to spill newsto aformer pd, unwitting that hislistener had



become an aid of The Shadow.
CHAPTERII.CRIMETO COME

"FIFTY-FIFTY, CIliff," spoke Luff Cadley, inawary tone. "Fifty-fifty on ajob that's going to be acinch.
Areyouin?'

"I'm listening, Luff." Cliff had taken a seat on a battered couch and was eyeing L uff, who sat forward on
an upturned sogp box. "I'm ligtening. Spill it."

"| can't take no chances, Cliff" - Luff'stone was dmost pleading - "and that's why I'm offering to divvy. If
yourein, dl right; but if -"

"What do you mean by 'no chances?" Cliff was noncommittal in hisinterruption. "What's the caich?'
"Thereaint none, Cliff. Not if you comein. It'stheway | sand, that'sall.”

Cliff watched Luff steadily. Without making asingle promise, The Shadow's agent was cagily leading the
ex-convict into further discussion. Luff was anxiousto tak; Cliff knew that an indifferent attitude would
accomplish more than any other.

"Therés Murk Feeny and hiscrew," explained Luff. "They're gunning for me, Cliff. Whilel wasin dir,
Murk said he'd rub me out if | ever showed up in New Y ork. Thetip was passed to me."

"And yet, you're here."

"Y eah. It means I'm taken chances with the bulls, too. | wasn't no goody-goody in the Big House.
They've got melisted. Y ou know that, Cliff."

Cliff nodded; the gesture encouraged L uff.

"And then, besidesthat, there's' - Luff hesitated; then leaned forward - "there's The Condor. Hewon't
take me, Cliff, on account of how | stand.”

"The Condor?"

Luff nodded. He arose and crept forward, his eyes shining beads that glistened from his pale, hollow
features.

"Therewasamug in the Big House," stated L uff, "who they called Cuckoo Gruzen. Remember him,
Cliff?Kind of adaffy guy? But sort of wise-looking, too?"

"I remember him. Doing astretch for bumping some guy in abrawl.”

"Y eah. Most everybody thought he was bugs. But he wasn't. | found that out when he talked to me.
Cuckoo Gruzen was dl st for a sure thing when he got mixed in that fight and wound up in stir. Hehad a
rod on him when he was pinched.”

"I remember. What happened to Cuckoo?

"He croaked. Sickly guy; you remember what he looked like. Couldn't stand the gaff in the Big House.
But he knew he was going to kick off. He got a chance to spill methelay. About The Condor."

Luff paused to lick his pasty lips. Cliff looked unimpressed. His very attitude encouraged L uff to further
Satements.



"THIS an't no pipe dream, Cliff," assured L uff. "The Condor is abig-shot; there ain't nobody can match
him. Six years ago he started working. He passed the word to smart guys what they were to do."

"Jobsfor Al of them?"

"Yeah. And most of them have probably cleaned up aready. But that ain't all thereistoit. That'sjust the
beginning. Figureit likethis, Cliff.

"A bunch of smart workers, each starting out. Plenty of time ahead - six yearsit was, when The Condor
passed the tips dong. Each guy to bring in hisload of swag, making sure, though, that nobody was
wise"

"And Cuckoo Gruzen was one of them?"

"Right. But knowing he was croaking, he passed hislay along to me. All | got to do is make the haul and
breeze in with the stuff. Providing it's before the thirteenth.”

"Of thismonth?'

"Y eah. That'swhen the Six yearsis up. That's when The Condor quits waiting. Him and the guys that
have pulled their jobs move out. After then, there's no stopping them.”

"Who is The Condor?"

"Don't ask me. All | know ishow to reach him. Cuckoo spilled the dope. And it don't matter who shows
up with the swag. Even Cuckoo had never seen The Condor."

Cliff'slips soured. His expression indicated that he doubted the fanciful tale. Again, Cliff had used the
best way to lead L uff dong. Spying doubt on his visitor's countenance, Luff became more anxiousto
convince hislistener.

"Don't you get the gag, Cliff?" quizzed Luff. "The Condor wants smooth workers. He don't care who
they are. He set the jobs. It don't matter who pullsthem. Aslong asaguy shows up with the swag, The
Condor will know he'sgood.”

"l beginto seeit," nodded Cliff. "That jam Cuckoo got into put him out of the running. So he passed the
tip to you."

"That'sthe idea, Cliff. But he only wised meto onejob, because that's all Cuckoo knew about.”
"And what'sthe lay?"

FOR thefirst time, Cliff had made amistake. Hisdirect question put Luff on guard. Mistrustful even of a
man whom he considered apal, Luff shied away. He backed to the soap box, sat there and eyed Cliff
warily.

"I'm grabbing the swag," he volunteered. "That ain't your job, Cliff."
"Gotoit," responded Cliff, with acasua shrug of his shoulders. "Good luck to you, Luff."

As he spoke, Cliff arose from the cot and strolled toward the door. His new display of indifference
restored L uff's confidence. The pasty-faced crook cameto hisfeet and quickly blocked Cliff's path.

"Don't walk out," he pleaded. "I gotta count on you, Cliff. Listen: | can't go to The Condor after | make
the haul. | gotta duck on account of Murk and the bulls. But I'm passing you the stuff, see? So you can



join up with The Condor."
"And fifty-fifty means-"

"That whatever you get out of working with The Condor, you dip me haf It's going to be big dough,
Cliff. Steady dough and you'll beinonit.”

Cliff congdered. Luff grinned in pleased fashion. He did not know the thoughts that were rushing through
Cliff's brain. The Shadow's agent was ba ancing future possibilities. He could see that L uff plotted
immediate crime; ordinarily, that should be prevented. But if one crime, dlowed to pass, should uncover
many, the game would be gregter.

"I'm spilling you the straight dope, Cliff," assured Luff, misunderstanding Cliff'sdeliberation. "Listen - I'll
giveyou atip. Y ou won't have no trouble getting in with The Condor, after | pass you the swag.”

"Why not?" inquired Cliff, mechanicaly.

"Because," whispered Luff eagerly, "there's something in the swag that will let The Condor know you're
ready to work with him. Something that you'll keep out, to show at theright time. But | ain't telling you
more" - Luff shifted warily - "not until I've pulled the job. Savvy?!

Cliff nodded. He wanted to hear further details; but he knew it would be unwise to press the pasty-faced
crook. He had gained an inkling; it would be enough for tonight. The proposition now was to keep L uff
waiting until The Shadow could be informed.

"Areyouin, Cliff?"

Cliff was dtill nodding as he heard L uff's question. He was trying to think of the best stdl that would hold
Luff herein the hide-out until later.

"Thejob'sgoing to be acinch for me, Cliff," Luff assured. "l can spring it tonight and passthe swag to
you inahurry. It'sdown my aley, Cliff, thisjob."

Still nodding, Cliff understood. Luff's chief ability was safe-cracking; but only on alimited scde. Hewas
contemplating aone-man job. That meant the swag could not be heavy. These would be detailsfor The
Shadow.

A MOTION from Luff ended Cliff's hazy speculation. The pasty-faced man had shifted. He was saring
a awindow, noting adight motion of ablind. Cliff saw him fidget, reaching for hisrevolver.

"The windows are open, aren't they, Luff?" inquired Cliff calmly, as he gripped the crook'sarm.
"Yeah," whispered L uff, tensely. "Open, so | can hear anything outside.”
"Thenit'sjust abreeze," assured Cliff. "Both of the shades are moving. Don't get jittery, Luff.”

The crook grinned weskly. He turned to Cliff and nodded sheepishly. His expression showed that Cliff's
presence gave him courage. But as Cliff watched the man'sface, he saw anew flicker come over it. Luff
was trembling, his eyes staring toward the door.

At the sameingtant, Cliff heard a sound behind him. He whedled, to stare with Luff. While Luff was
shaking, backing away, Cliff becamerigid. While Luff wasworrying about the windows, someone had
opened the door. Upon the threshold stood a big-jawed man whose dark face wore a malicious scowl.

A grimy fist was displaying aleveled .38; behind the ugly-faced intruder were two backers, each with a



ready gun. Cliff needed no introduction to these ruffians. The big-jawed man was Murk Feeny; the others
his henchmen.

A killer who held agrudge against Luff Cadley, Murk was here for murder. Hisleering face showed evil
triumph. His glowering eyesindicated his one purpose. Luff Cadley was dated for the spot.

The ex-convict knew it, as he whined from the wall. A few yearsin the penitentiary had sapped L uff's
courage. Aitiful in expresson, Luff was showing hisfear of degth.

It was not so with Cliff Mardand. Stolidly, The Shadow's agent met Murk’s gloating gaze. Hislipswere
S, despite the tone of a sneer that Cliff heard from Murk. Cliff knew what was passing in the murderer's
mind; he had encountered others of Murk'silk in the past.

Murk Feeny had come hereto rub out Luff Cadley. Such ajob, to Murk, included al who might be
present with awould-be victim. Cliff Mardand knew that his own plight was desperate. He, like L uff,
wasdueto die.

Y et Cliff was steady, despite the threat of looming guns. He waited stolidly, in hope that some break
might come. He was ready to go down fighting when Murk Feeny gave the sgnd for daughter.

CHAPTER IIl. GASPED WORDS

"Two of you," sneered Murk Feeny, eyeing the contrasted faces before him. "Well, we didn't figure on
you, Mardand, but we ain't kicking because you're here. We knowed you was apd of Luff's.”

Murk beckoned with his gun. He edged into the room, to back Cliff and Luff against thewall. Murk's
henchmen followed. A trio in the center of white-plastered walls, they covered their victimsfrom close
range.

"Weve been looking over some hideouts," snarled Murk, shifting his gaze from CIiff to Luff. "Placesyou
might have picked but didn't. So we took a Brodie and came here. Kind of adumb cluck, ain't you,
Luff?

"If you'd used your noodle, you'd have fixed that crack under the door. But you didn't and we wised
after we sneaked in here. And we didn't take no chances after we spotted that light.

"These bozos ain't the only torpedoes with me. Thereé'stwo more guysin the hall, and acouplethat | just
chased around back. Just so'sto cover the fire escape, in case you tried to scram.”

"Honest, Murk," whined Luff, "l ain't done nothing to have you gunning for me. I've beenin tir. Up there
in the Big House there ain't been no chanct for me to queer any racket you've been -"

"Cut it!" snarled Murk. ™Y ou know why you're going on the spot. Y ou went away for safecracking, didn't
you?'

Luff nodded weskly.

"Yeah," afirmed Murk, "and there was one box that you busted that the bulls never knew about. The one
at Tim Rooney's gambling joint, where you snatched the |OU that Flash Lodo wanted.

"Y ou got two grand for the job; and it was worth it to Flash. He wasin for thirty on that IOU; and | was
Tim Rooney's partner. Both of ustook it on the chinfor fifteen grand.

"Wadll, Flash Lodo got his. | gaveit to him. And you'd have got yoursif you hadn't gone to the Big House



right after that. Y ou were Stting pretty when you were up theriver, evenif you didn't think so."
Murk shifted his gaze to Cliff. His murderous scowl increased.

"So you're Luff's pa, en?' snorted Murk. "Only one he'sgot; and | don't know of any mugsthat pa
around with you. That fixesyou, Mardand, dong with Luff."

Stepping back, Murk nodded to his henchmen. Their revolvers came up as Murk'slowered. Cliff and
Luff were each covered by a.38; the two torpedoes |ooked toward their chief.

"Giveit," rasped Murk.

CLIFFS body had becomerrigid. The others had not noticed hisingtinctive preparation for this moment.
Before ether henchmen could obey Murk's command, Cliff hurtled forward, diving for their leader.

Murk swung back to ward off the attack. Twisting free, he sent Cliff half sprawling to thefloor. His
revolver bounded from his hand. Murk sprang to regain it; ashe did so, histwo henchmen swung to
cover CIiff.

At that instant, a ripping sound came from one window. The patched shade was whipped aside. In from
darkness bounded a blackened figure. A flash of crimson came from the lining of a sable-hued cloak.
Brilliant eyes flashed from benegth the brim of adouch hat.

Hidden lips uttered afierce laugh that stopped ns short. Whedling toward the window, Murk's
henchmen faced the enemy who had made such startling entry. From Murk, who was stooping with hand

on gun, came the gasped recognition:
"The Shadow!"

Revolversflashed as Murk's minions aimed. But as the torpedoes acted, they saw mammoth muzzles that
looked before them. Fists had thrust forward from the blackness of the cloak. Thin-gloved hands were
ready with their autometics.

The big weapons boomed automatically. Each .45 spat itstongue of flame. Like ruddy darts, those
flashes pointed to their targets. Crooks wavered, fingers on triggers, then sank to the floor, their revolvers
unfired.

Murk Feeny was aiming on the rise. He fired one quick shot as The Shadow whedled. The bullet snged
thefolds of The Shadow's cloak. Murk swung to aim again. Cliff Mardand, risng from hands and knees,
made aheadlong dive to stop him.

A single shot thundered in the close-walled room. Cliff heard it whilein motion. Then he hit Murk with a
flying tackle, bowling the big crook to the floor. Rising above his antagonist, Cliff prepared to deliver a
knock-out punch. He stopped his blow; with raised fist he stared & Murk's face.

Those ugly lipswere coughing incoherently. Evil eyeswere bulging from their sockets. Beyond Murk lay
his usdess revolvers, the crook's body was sagging limp in Cliff's grasp.

The Shadow had beaten Murk to the shot. The would-be killer had taken a bullet while Cliff was surging
forward. Murk had not fired; the shot that Cliff had heard was a blast from The Shadow's automatic.

STARING upward, Cliff caught sight of abolting figure. Luff Cadley had dived for the door; hewas
making amad dash to the corridor. Beyond the open portd, Cliff caught the sudden glimmer of
flashlights. Revolvers barked their echoes from the bare-walled hdll.



Cliff heard awhining cry; then into his path came the whedling shape of The Shadow. Cliff heard the
chalenging laugh of hisblack-clad chief. He saw the flashes of autometics, he heard the double thunder
of two guns.

The Shadow was pumping hot |ead down the corridor. Flashlights made distorted glares astheir holders
let them fly through the air. Hopeless shots responded from haf-loosened revolvers. With those echoes
came the thud of bodies.

A clatter outside the window. Henchmen were coming up the fire escape. The Shadow swept in that
direction. Again he laughed, asinister challenge as he leaned out to meet the foe. Oaths pat from thelips
of the men who had been below.

Onwatch, they had not seen The Shadow crouched outside L uff's window. They had witnessed the
ripping of the blind; that wasdl. At last they saw The Shadow's outline; they aimed upward for their
target.

Automatics were dready delivering. Clanging bullets ricocheted from the open ironwork. One crook
gave awild cry ashelost hishold and plunged to the concrete just below. The other dropped and fled.
He had been lucky; astep of the fire escape had shielded him from those bullets that The Shadow had
dispatched in darkness.

Cliff Mardand had gained Murk Feeny's gun. Standing in the center of the room, Cliff stared about.
Prone bodies on the floor. Blackness at the window. The Shadow had swung out to the fire escape.

The kerosene lantern, shining from atop a soap box, had escaped dl attention. Itsillumination had
perssted through every scene. For amoment, Cliff thought that the strange drama had reached its close.

Then, from the hall came a cregping figure. A hoarse cough issued from whitened lips. Hopeless eyes
looked up toward Cliff. Luff Cadley had returned.

THE ex-convict wasin bad plight. Murk's henchmen in the corridor had stopped hisflight with abarrage
of bullets. The Shadow's intervention had saved Luff from immediate desth, but Cliff saw that the wounds
were mortal.

L uff's cough was adying one. Minutes done would mark the remainder of hislife. Y et Luff had somehow
regained the nerve that had once characterized him. Hislips managed agrin as hisfading eyes saw Cliff.
Luff's hand rose pleadingly. Cliff stooped beside the dying crook.

"Theswag," coughed Luff. "Y ou - you can get it, Cliff. For - for The Condor. All - dl yours, Cliff. | - I'm
through."

Cliff nodded as he crouched close to Luff. He made no effort to prompt the crook. He could see that
Luff wastryingtotel al heknew.

"Walpin," gasped Luff. "Michag Wapin. He - he has pearls, Cliff. Worth - worth ahundred grand. With
them - with them - the Blue Pearl. Show it when you see - see The Condor."

Luff'seyes closed. For amoment, Cliff feared the man was through. Then Luff'slips moved weekly, his
gtatement barely audible,

"Take - take the swag," groaned L uff, feebly, "to aplace - a place called Paulington. Paulington, Cliff -
then Mountview - Mountview Lodge."

Luff'slips weakened. Apparently the dying man's strength was gone. Cliff whispered aquestion in Luff's



ear, hoarsdly, so it could be heard.

"I'm to keep the Blue Pearl out?' he quizzed. "To show it when | get to Mountview Lodge?"
Luff nodded. Then, with eyes till closed, he whispered:

"Look for the big bird - The Condor - when you seeit - show the Blue Pearl -"

A fina cough racked Luff'sframe. The dying man's eyes opened; then bulged. Cliff saw their glassy sare
as L uff's body dumped from his grasp. The crook was dead.

SIRENS were whining from the distance. Cliff caught the faint blasts of police whistles. Shots had been
heard from the old tenement building. Thelaw was on itsway.

A whisper from the window. Cliff cameto himself. He sprang to the lantern and extinguished it; then
groped to the window and reached the fire escape. He descended.

Srenswere closer. A whistle, oddly muffled, gpparently came from the front of the tenement house. Cliff
heard awhispered order in the darkness. The Shadow was pointing him to an outlet between buildings at
therear.

Cliff ssumbled off toward the path to safety. He threaded hisway to the next street; crossed and took to
the cover of an aley. Another block brought him to a deserted street. Cliff headed toward the avenue
where the elevated loomed.

Cliff knew that The Shadow had followed; but his course and that of his chief had parted. The law,
arriving, would find Luff Cadley, dead among hiswould-be dayers.

Luff'slife was ended; his story told. Cliff done had heard those dying words. Perhaps The Shadow,
outsde the window, had caught some of the statement; but not al. He would bewaiting for Cliff's

report.

Two blocks up the avenue, Cliff found a drug store with telephone booths. He entered and put in acal to
Burbank. He heard the quiet, even tones of The Shadow's contact man. Cliff reported.

Sowly, steadily, word for word, Cliff repeated dl that Luff Cadley had told him. Recollection of the
dying man's statement had remained clear in Cliff'smind. Histask done, Cliff departed.

Tonight, The Shadow would know of the existence of The Condor, strange supercrook who had waited
for yearsto assemble men of crime. Michag Walpin - the Blue Pearl - the town of Paulington - aplace
caled Mountview Lodge; dl these wereitems of afinished whole,

The future offered chalenge to The Shadow. Challenge from The Condor, whose scheme of crime must
be frustrated. How? To Cliff, the question was the problem. To The Shadow, it would be the making of
anew campaign.

CHAPTER IV. THE SHADOW PREPARES

THREE days had passed since the battle in Luff Cadley's hide-out. The death of the ex-convict was an
episode aready forgotten. Police had known of the feud between Luff and Murk Feeny. Their theory
was that the two enemies had battled to afinish. Some of Murk's dead henchmen were presumed to be
pasof Luff's

Thisthird day found The Shadow in his sanctum. Surrounded by blackened walls, he occupied himsdlf at



apolished table in the corner, where the glare of abluish light focused its rays upon hands that moved
beneath.

The Shadow was opening alarge manilaenvel ope that he had received that day. From it, he extracted a
batch of photographs. They were agrid views, taken from high atitude. The Shadow arranged these
prints upon the table and studied the panoramathat they formed.

The photographic map represented the terrain about the town of Paulington. Differing shades indicated
that the ground was hilly. Patches of woodland contrasted with open stretches of farmland.

A winding lineindicated the railroad that passed through Paulington. There were twisting roads besides,
most of these hubbed to acluster of buildings that were the town of Paulington. Tracing from that point,
The Shadow moved hisfinger toward athickly wooded hillside.

A good road led in that direction. A few milesfrom town, it split; the more traveled portion curved
through wooded area, then cut straight across toward atown a dozen miles away. The point that
interested The Shadow, however, was a clearing on the hillside near the good road. Thislay afew miles
beyond the fork.

A building stood in the center of the clearing. Though tiny in the picture, it bore the gppearance of an
edtate. A thin-lined rectangle surrounding the place showed that the property was fenced off. Itsarea
could be estimated approximately adozen acres.

This secluded place was doubtless Mountview Lodge. On the hillside, it stood back from the traveled
road and could be reached only by anarrow private road of its own. The distance from the traveled road
measured about half amile.

Tracing again from Paulington, The Shadow moved hisfinger to the fork; then studied the lesstraveled
road, which branched to the I eft. This skirted the base of ahill; then split and rejoined.

The split indicated that there had once been achoice of alower road and an upper. A stream ran along
the lower road; probably, in flood time, horses and wagons had preferred the upper road. The aeria
view, however, showed the upper stretch as no more than awide path; thisindicated that the road had
been abandoned.

At one place on the abandoned road was the beginning of atiny path that showed among trees. It led to
acabin, nearly amilefrom the road. The view showed wreckage beside the cabin; also tiny splotchesin
the roof.

Using amicroscope, The Shadow studied the building. His enlarged view showed it to be no morethan a
tumble-down shack. The junk beside the cabin was the remains of a porch. The splotcheswere bresksin
the cabin roof.

Further up the hillsde was a flat whiteness among the trees. This appeared to be arocky ledge.

HIS examination finished, The Shadow laid the photographs aside; then produced topographica maps of
the same didtrict.

These were government surveys, not recently revised. They showed the contours of the broad, wooded
hill and indicated the roads that The Shadow had studied. Buildings were marked in the locality of
Mountview Lodge. The cabin on the other sde of the hill was aso shown.

Theflat ledge high up on the hill bore the legend "Table Rock." The contour lines showed that the dope
was steep from the abandoned road, up past the old cabin, to Table Rock itself.



The map showed isolated buildings avay from the hill. These were farmhouses that corresponded with
those on the agrid photographs. Very little new congtruction had taken place in the vicinity, dthough it
was plain that property about Mountview Lodge had been improved.

Another set of maps were produced by The Shadow's hands. These werelocal charts, older and less
accurate than the government surveys. They were useful, however, because they listed the various
properties of the vicinity.

Where The Shadow had located Mountview Lodge, this map showed a much larger outline of property
that borethe name"R. Silson;" then, in parenthesis, the word "Mountview;" but no mention of thetitle
"Lodge"

The old cabin was not marked; but itslocation was on the fringe of the extensive Silson property. R.
Silson, gpparently, had once owned most of the hillside.

Along the road that skirted the left of the broad hill, following the stream, The Shadow found various
farm properties. J. Barton, T. Lucas, M. Smith and others were listed as the owners.

Mountview at the east of the hill; Table Rock almost center; the cabin abit to the west - these were the
important points. Nevertheless, The Shadow listed the other names aso. To the names of farm owners
he added aname that he noted off beyond the north of the hill. ThisnamewasH. Zegler; after it, in
parenthes's, appeared the word "Mill."

Naturaly enough, the Zegler property was on a stream that came in from the northern edge of the map,
traveled westward, crossed the road and joined another branch stream. This branch was the one that
followed the road; it cut west past Paulington and was joined by other branches that camein from
various sectors of the countryside.

In fact, the whole digtrict hereabouts was well-cut by tiny rills and brooks. Paulington wasin awatershed
areg, and this feature was one to be expected.

Contour maps and aerid photographs were in duplicate. The Shadow took the extra set, put his
notations with the maps and placed them in an envelope which he addressed to Rutledge Mann, Badger
Building, New Y ork City. That done, he clicked off the bluish lamp and departed from the sanctum.

IT waslate afternoon outsde. Traffic was heavy outside the old Albion Hotel when ataxicab wedged in
front of the building. The passenger who stepped out was atall, calm-faced individua who carried alarge
briefcase.

Entering the hotel |obby, the arrivd inquired for Mr. Clark Copley. The clerk made acall, then inquired:
"Areyou Mr. Henry Arnaud?'

Thearrival nodded. The clerk passed the information over the telephone, then instructed:

"Go up to Room 406. Mr. Copley is expecting you."

A few minutes|ater the tall personage stepped into Room 406, to shake hands with asmiling, red-faced
man whose manner was brisk and pleasant. Clark Copley pointed hisvisitor to achair besde alarge
table. Room 406 was asmall display room.

"Mighty glad to meet you, Mr. Arnaud,” assured Copley, mopping his brow with ahandkerchief. "1t's not
often| runinfrom Cincinnati, just on the chance of making asde. Particularly when I've never seen the
customer before.



"But that telephone cdl of yours sounded like business. That'swhy | came on East. | figured that if you
were going to buy, like you said you were over the phone, 1'd be the man to sl you.

"Why? Because I've got the one line that can't be beat. Wait until you see these beauties. Just look at this
layout" - Copley was opening boxes as he placed them on the table - "and tell meif you've ever spied the
like of them."

Keen eyes sparkled from the visage of Henry Arnaud asthe visitor viewed lines of pearls. These were of
al szesand shapes, their lusire was apparent despite the poor lighting of the room.

Those eyes of Henry Arnaud were the eyes of The Shadow. In temporary guise, The Shadow had come
to view thewaresthat Clark Copley offered. The pearl sdler, however, did not observe the sparkle that
showed momentarily as The Shadow viewed the display. Copley was opening new boxes.

"To usetheold vernacular, Mr. Arnaud” - Copley leaned back and removed a half-smoked cigar from
the corner of hismouth - "we'd say that these pearls of mine would pass asthe real McCoy. Great Suff,
arent they?'

The Shadow nodded. He was examining pearls between hislong finger tips.

"Some of them arered," went on Copley. "That is, they're fresh-water pearls. River pearls, from mussals
instead of oysters. Then there's some Japanese culture pearls. Smart fellows, those Japs. They've been
catching oystersfor years, putting sand in them and making them raise pearls. Right in captivity. That
means real pearls cheaper.”

The Shadow was picking out pearly spheres and placing them aside with a choice that caused Copley to
nod approvingly. After ashort while, The Shadow paused, looked quietly at the pearl sdlesman and
questioned:

"What about the replicas? | understood that they were your speciaty.”

"Saved them for lagt," chuckled Copley, producing abox and opening it. "Glass bubbles, filled with liquid
ammoniaand coloring matter, mostly from fish scales. But I'm leaving it to you to give an opinion.”

IN the box that Copley thrust forward was amost remarkable display of imitation pearls. Even to close
ingpection, they surpassed the actua river pearlsand culture pearls that the man from Cincinnati had first
shown.

Varied shades: touches of crimson glow, bluish hues and even tinges of glimmering blackness - these
were the features that gave lustre to the dmost perfect imitations. These were more than ordinary
specimens of clever workmanship; they were replicas of famous pearls.

"Copied from originas," explained Copley. "Y ou'd haveto lay them alongside the real onesto know the
difference. The most valuable of red pearls are globular; that gives us abreak when it comesto
reproducing them.

"If you're putting on adisplay for the public, Mr. Arnaud, you can label these and make them the center
exhibit. Theresthe black pearl owned by the Sultan of Surakarta; this one isthe famous Siamese
teardrop.

"Name any famous pearl. Chances are I've got its copy right herein thisbatch. It's abusiness with me,
Mr. Arnaud.”

"Thisone?' questioned The Shadow, quietly. He had dready laid aside four or five.



"That's the Nile Pearl," replied Copley. "Copy of an Egyptian specimen. Y ou'll want that one; look at the
ddicate greentinge.”

"l shdll takeit; and thisone?'

"The famous Blue Pearl. Bought anonymoudy from a French duke abouit fifteen years ago. They say an
American took it and paid plenty. It was copied before the duke sold it. That's one item there's not much
cdl for. Maybe it's not famous enough - Still, it'sadandy -"

"| shal takeit. Also thisone, which | recognize as an excellent imitation of an origind that came from
Bombay. Add them to the othersthat | first selected. Then give methetotd.”

Copley produced pencil and paper; hefigured the amount at six hundred dollars. As he presented the
bill, he offered an explanation:

"They're actudly cheap at that price, Mr. Arnaud. Y ou've picked the beauties, some of those mussals
look as good as oyster pearls. Don't forget that those replicas are sweet ones. If you showed that lot to
an expert and told him they were real, he'd have to make a close ingpection before -"

The Shadow had arisen. From his pocket he was drawing aroll of currency that made Copley pause and
gape. Pedling off six bills of one hundred dollar denomination, The Shadow added afifty and passed the
money to Copley.

"l am aso paying the expenses of your trip," he sated quietly. "Probably you included it in the price; but
it took you from other duties. Place my purchasesin one box."

Copley pocketed the money and began to pack the pearls eagerly. He remarked that he would be able
to catch an early train to Cincinnati, afact that he appreciated.

A dight smile gppeared upon the lips of Henry Arnaud.

DEPARTING from the hotel, The Shadow returned to the sanctum. There he opened the box beneath
the bluish light. Theimitation pearls showed with added lustre. From them, The Shadow removed the
replicas that he had purchased with the Blue Pearl. He had bought those merely to cover the fact that he
wanted onein particular.

The pearlsthat remained in the box numbered afull two dozen, with the false Blue Pearl conspicuous.
The others, however, formed an excellent variety. Odd-shaped river pearls and culture pearls contrasted
with sheer imitations. Y et these latter looked resplendent. Clark Copley had been right when he had
admired The Shadow's choice.

Going to another portion of the sanctum, The Shadow sat before amirror and began a change of

physiognomy. Aided with articles of make-up, he changed the contours of hisvisage. A masklike,
thin-lipped countenance replaced the face of Henry Arnaud. Only ahawkish trace remained asa
reminder of the former fegtures.

AGAIN, The Shadow |eft the sanctum. Evening had settled; street lamps were aglow when atdl figure
grolled leisurdly into the lobby of the exclusive Cobalt Club. The doorman bowed as he delivered a

message.

"Good evening, Mr. Crangton,” said the attendant. "Commissioner Barth called to state that he would
meet you a Mr. Walpin'sat nine o'clock.”

"Thank you," acknowledged The Shadow, in aquiet tone.



Passing through the lobby, The Shadow observed alarge clock that registered haf past seven. He went
into atel ephone booth and made acal. A quiet voice answered:

"Burbank spesking.”
"Indructionsto Mardand,” said The Shadow quietly. "Time set. Nine-thirty to nine-forty. Buffdo Mail."
"Indructionsreceived.”

The Shadow strolled from the tel ephone booth. Divesting his overcoat, he revedled evening clothes
beneath. He gave the cloak to the attendant at the check room, along with his hat.

"Thereisapackage in the overcoat pocket," he remarked. "Be careful of it."
"Yes, Mr. Crangston.”

The Shadow smiled as he strolled toward the grillroom. Here at the Cobalt Club he was recognized as
Lamont Cranston, aglobe-trotting millionaire, friend of Acting Police Commissioner Wainwright Barth.

What areveation it would be should club memberslearn that the real Lamont Cranston was absent from
New Y ork; that this being who wore the millionaire's languid guise was none other than The Shadow!

CHAPTER V. THE SHADOW'SHOUR

AT precisely quarter past eight, The Shadow strolled from the lobby of the Cobalt Club. His gait was
more leisurely than ever; the doorman took it asasign that Lamont Cranston had dined well.

A limousine curved over from across the street as the figure of Lamont Cranston appeared upon the
sdewak. A chauffeur stepped forth and bowed as he opened the door.

"Good evening, Mr. Crangton.”

Thiswas Stanley, Lamont Crangton's chauffeur. Like others, he thought The Shadow was hisred master.
Even Stanley did not know of the league between The Shadow and the actua Lamont Cranston that
helped The Shadow to masquerade during the millionaire's absence.

The Shadow entered the limousine. Stanley took the whedl and drove dowly away, expecting orders
through the speaking tube. They came. The Shadow, in the quiet tone of Cranston, ordered the chauffeur
to take him to an address near Riverside Drive.

It wasjust half past eight when the limousine arrived at its destination. Stanley sat stolid at thewhed, a
habit to which he had been trained. He did not hear the door open; nor did he see the figure that
emerged.

During theride, The Shadow had opened alocked bag that he kept in the limousine. From it he had
taken garments of black. He had doffed-silk hat and overcoat; in their place he was wearing his cloak
and douch hat.

Stedthily, invisblein darkness, The Shadow moved aong a secluded stretch of sdewak. He glided
through a passage behind alow, old-fashioned apartment building. He reached awall; from there, his
course led upward.

A window, aprojection, finally agrilled balcony. The Shadow came outs de a second-story window that
marked a darkened room. He wedged aflat length of steel between the portions of the sash. The



window yielded noiselessy. The Shadow entered.

Thiswas the rear room of a corner apartment. It had two windows at the back; one at the side. The
Shadow's bl otched shape formed a silhouette as he entered; then he wastotaly within the darkness of
the room.

Only athin stresk of light showed between heavy somber curtains at the front of the room. Blinking a
flashlight, The Shadow kept its rays againgt thewall. He found a picture frame, set like apanel. He
pressed it with gloved fingers.

At first, the frame refused to budge. Then The Shadow found the combination. Down; up; down again;
then to the left. A hidden hinge ddivered aclick. The frame swung wide. The flashlight showed the
combination of awal safe.

BLINKING ended. In totdl darkness, with muffled silence, The Shadow handled the knob, listening for
every betraying sound. Minutes lingered dowly while he worked. Then the combination yielded. The safe
door, smal but thick, swung open at The Shadow's bidding.

The flashlight blinked upon the surface of aslver casket. The Shadow raised thelid; pearls shimmered
from velvet setting. With one hand, The Shadow plucked the globules. Hisfina touch wasthe remova of
onethat had stood out from the rest.

The genuine Blue Pearl. The Shadow wasin Michagl Wa pin'sliving room. He had found the collector's
safe, worked its combination; now Walpin's pearlswerein his possesson. A dight click sounded as The
Shadow let the pearlstrickleinto asmall chamois bag.

Gloved fingers opened a box that The Shadow drew from his cloak. This was the package that he had
mentioned at the Cobalt Club. From it, The Shadow, produced the imitation Blue Pearl; also the others
that he had sdlected from Clark Copley'sfirst display.

Carefully, The Shadow put these replacementsin the velvet setting. The false Blue Pearl stood out as
findy ashad the origina. The others, however, differed somewhat from Wapin's vaued prizes. But as
The Shadow drew away and blinked the flashlight, he noted that the effect was smilar.

Any eye - no matter whose - would have recognized the Blue Pearl and with it forgotten the remainder of
thelot. The Shadow laughed softly as he put the chamois bag in the box. He closed the safe, then the
paneled picture.

The substitution of false for genuine had taken longer perhaps than necessary; for The Shadow had
shown no haste. But it was close to nine o'clock, and as The Shadow stepped across the room, he heard
the ring of adoorbell; then footsteps beyond the curtained entry.

Moving with swift glide, The Shadow gained the window; he moved out to the bal cony and closed the
sash behind him. Again the thin strip of metal worked to close the catch.

Just as The Shadow completed histask, the light came on in the room that he had | ft.

Staring from the edge of the balcony, The Shadow saw two men enter. One was Michad Wdpin, a
squatly, dark-haired individual. The other was atall, bald-headed man who wore apair of pince-nez
gpectacles. Thiswas Acting Commissioner Wainwright Barth.

Lost in the outside darkness, The Shadow dropped from the balcony. Once below, he surveyed the rear
of Walpin's gpartment. The view wasto hisliking, asindicated by a softly whispered laugh.



Walpin preferred well-shaded lights. The glow from the room was soft; it did not offer outsders an
opportunity to notice happenings within. Moreover, the rear of the apartment was isolated; the projecting
bal cony helped to obscure the rear windows.

The Shadow reached the parked limousine. He entered silently. His cloak swished as he removed it.
Packing it in the bag, he added his douch hat; then included the box that contained Walpin's pearls. He
locked the bag and donned overcoat and silk hat.

"Stanley!" Lamont Cranston spoke quietly but emphaticaly through the tube. "Come, Stanley. Openthe
door.”

The chauffeur aighted; he looked puzzled as he reached the curb and opened the rear door of the
limousine. Thiswas unusud; Lamont Cranston seldom gave the order.

"l was dozing, Stanley," remarked The Shadow, quietly, as he stepped to the sidewalk. "1 did not redlize
that we had reached our destination. Y ou can go back to New Jersey, Stanley.”

"Y ou are not coming hometonight, sir?!

"I shall bring the coupe. By theway, Stanley" - The Shadow pointed through the opened door - "give this
bag to Richards, as soon asyou arrive home. Have him placeit in my room."

"Yes, ar."
"And keep it on the seat beside you when you drive. | do not wish to run therisk of having it stolen.”

WHILE Stanley was obeying, The Shadow strolled away. He rounded a corner, came to the front of the
gpartment building and rang a bell that bore Michad Wa pin's name. The doorknob clicked. The Shadow
entered.

Michadl Walpin waswaiting at the door of his gpartment when The Shadow arrived. With the host was
Wainwright Barth. Both gave greeting as they saw the face of Lamont Cranston. Walpin led the way to
the rear room.

"Y ou know, commissoner,” he said to Barth, with agenid chuckle, "I was highly pleased when my friend
Cranston called me this afternoon and suggested a get-together. We have met at rare intervalsin the past;
his cal today was amost propitious one.”

"Walpin seemed quite anxious for me to come tonight,” explained The Shadow, also to Barth. "When |
told him that | expected friendsto meet me at the club, he suggested that | bring them along. But | limited
theinvitation to you, commissioner.”

"Y ou see, commissioner,” explained Walpin, "I have long known that Cranston was a connoisseur; his
judgment of rare objectsis notable. As chance had it" - the collector paused to chuckle - "tonight offered
me the opportunity to learn his estimate of some vauable pearlsthat have long been in my possesson.”

"Pearls?' quizzed The Shadow, his quiet tone well-feigned. "I did not know that they were your speciaty,
Wapin."

"Few persons do,” smiled Walpin. "When | purchased my pearls, some years ago, | kept the matter
secret. It was known abroad that | was the new owner of the collection that had belonged to the Duke of
Chambrelle; but the news had never been told in this country.

"Y esterday, commissioner” - Walpin turned to Barth - "I received atelephone call from the secretary of



Lord Blossington, who is at present in New Y ork. | learned that Lord Blossington was one of the few
who knew that | owned the famous Blue Pearl that once belong to the Duke of Chambrdlle.

"The secretary arranged for Lord Blossington to come here tonight. Since the visit was to be incognito,
he urged, specificaly, that | dispense with the presence of servants; though he added - quite oddly, |
thought - that there would be no objection to my having friendswhom hislordship might enjoy meeting.”

"Quite an order," remarked Barth, polishing his spectacles as he spoke.

"True," agreed Wapin, "and on that account | invited no one, until Cranston chanced to cal me so
opportunely. When he asked about his friends-"

"I mentioned your name, commissioner,” interposed The Shadow, "and Walpin was most anxious that
you should be present.”

"Jovel" exclamed Barth. "Thisisindeed apleasure! But tell me, Mr. Wapin, about these pearls of yours.
They arevauable?'

"Egtimated at one hundred thousand dollars, commissioner.”

"Y et you keep them here? Unguarded?’

"Inmy wall safe. Hidden behind that painting. The onein the third pand.”
"Y ou deem awadl safe sufficiently strong?”

"Y es, consdering the fact that practicaly no one knowsthat | own such avauable collection. That fact,
initself, means security. Hm-m-m. It is approaching half past nine. | wonder what iskeeping his
lordship.”

"When was he dueto arrive?"

"Shortly after nine. The secretary was quite precise about the hour. Perhapsit would be wisefor meto
cdl hishotd."

THE SHADOW weatched Walpin go to the telephone. A thin smile was present on the lips of Lamont
Crangton; Wainwright Barth, however, did not noticeit. The commissioner was dill busy polishing his
pince-nez.

"Hello... Hello... What isthat?' Walpin had gained connection with the hotdl that hewas cdling. "Yes, |
am inquiring for Lord Blossington... Redlly, there must be some mistake... No, no, | am positive.

"I spoketo his secretary only yesterday... But he assured me that Lord Blossington wasthere...
Positively... My nameisMichael Walpin... Yes, and | would be pleased to have you learn what you can
about this hoax..."

"A hoax?' The question came from Wainwright Barth, as Wa pin hung up the receiver in dejected
fashion. "Did | hear you rightly, Mr. Wapin?'

Barth had put on his spectacles; he was glaring through the lenses, his eyes gleaming with eagerness.
Barth'sgreat deight lay in tracking down persons who perpetrated hoaxes.

"Yes," nodded Walpin, serioudy. "L ord Blossington is not at the Hotel Marlingstone. Apparently he has
not been there at dl. | have been duped, commissioner!”



"Outrageous!” exclaimed Barth. "Particularly since the matter concernsyour pearls. We shdl tracethis
imposition, Mr. Walpin. We shdl discover the scoundrel who has hoodwinked you. | promisethat -"

Barth broke off. A clock was ddivering the stroke of haf past nine; but it was not that sound that startled
the commissioner. Barth was staring toward the curtained doorway at the front of the room. He had
heard stedlthy footsteps.

A curtain was brushed aside. On the threshold stood a masked man, stalwart of build, his featuresfully
covered by the bandanna handkerchief that he had used to hide them. The intruder's eyes showed
through holesin the cloth; hisright hand wasraised, holding aleveled revolver.

THE SHADOW'S arms went up. The gesture brought prompt duplication. Barth and Walpin both
copied the example. The man on the threshold delivered a jeering growl.

"Back up there," he ordered. "Keep them dukes high! I'm taking alook for these pearls I've been hearing
about!"

The Shadow's eyes were directly on the painting that covered the secret panel. The masked man saw the
direction of the gaze. With agruff laugh, he advanced and placed his hand against the painting.

Walpin gasped doud. Barth stared, glowering as he fumed. Only The Shadow, calm in the guise of
Cranston, remained unperturbed. His lips were straight; his eyes steady. To The Shadow, this masked
arriva was not an unexpected one.

A wdl-timed hour had ended. The Shadow had started action at haf past eight; he had awaited the
climax due half past nine. For the masked robber had come here at his bidding; secretly, The Shadow
planned to aid himin hisrifling of Michad Wdpinswal ssfe.

CHAPTER VI.COMPLETED THEFT
DOWN - up - down - then to the | eft.

Such was the motion of The Shadow's eyes, those steady orbs that peered from the countenance of
Lamont Crangton. Directly focused toward the masked man at the wall safe, The Shadow's Signd was
spied by theintruder aone.

Barth and Wapin could not observe their companion's eyes, for they stood beside him. Moreover, their
adarmed gaze was centered upon the painting that the masked burglar was manipulating.

With right hand gripping gun, the intruder used his | eft to operate the pand. His manipulaionswere
accurate; he did not even look away from the trio whom he held at bay. The panel swung open. Walpin
blurted an indignant cry.

"No noisethere," snarled the robber. "Keep them dukes high, like | told you!"

Hands moved upward, dmost ingtinctively. The Shadow acted as did Barth and Walpin. But with it, he
performed another action, unobserved by those two who were watching the robber.

The Shadow's |eft hand showed three fingers. Hisright opened dowly to five. Then the left spread dowly
to show five; at the sametime the right showed two: seven fingers. Findly, one lonefinger extended from
theright.

Three - five - seven - one.



The masked man had caught the surreptitious signas. Hisleft hand operated the knob of the safe door.
Threeto the left; five to theright; seven to theleft; oneto the right. The safe swung open.

A groan from Walpin asthe robber removed the casket. A warning growl from the masked man. Walpin
slenced. The robber tilted the casket with hisleft hand; its cover came open to reved the array of
velvet-backed pearls.

Striking in the whole display was the famed Blue Pearl. Michad Walpin's eyes sared fixedly. Hiswhole
gaze was upon that sngle prize.

To The Shadow, the showing was satisfactory. Walpin had accepted the imitations as being his
collection. The Shadow's head inclined. The robber clicked the casket shuit.

Tucking the box under hisright arm, he deiberately produced a bandannafrom his pocket and wiped the
front of thewall safe as he shut it. He closed the panel and performed asimilar action. Backing acrossthe
room, he shifted the casket from beneath hisright arm. With adight toss of hisleft hand, he caught it
under hisleft elbow.

Bandanna over hisleft hand, the burglar prepared to press out the light switch. Then he paused and gave
anew command, its gruffness different from before.

"Infront of awindow," he ordered. "Each of you. Let your dukes come down; but not al the way."

Gingerly, each person followed orders. Barth and Walpin backed to windows at the rear. The Shadow
stood five paces away from the window, at the side. The burglar seemed satisfied. He pressed the light
switch.

"I'm ticking here," came agrowl in the darkness. " Sticking close to watch you. Thereain't no hurry.
Keep theway you are.

BARTH and Wapin heard those gruff tones from the front of the room. They would have sworn that the
burglar was spesking. They werewrong. It was The Shadow who now spoke; his words came from the
unmoving lips of Lamont Crangton.

Dim figures againgt the dight light of windows. Such were al three who had raised their hands at the
masked man's entry. The Shadow, like Barth and Walpin, still held hisarms haf raised while he spoke.

The others could not see hislips; evenif they had, they would not have believed that the growled orders
were from those motionlesslips. A pause; once more The Shadow spoke in roughened tones.

"I'm going to watch you," came hisgrowl. "Any funny business with them dukes means curtaing Get
me?'

A figure was cregping cautioudy through to the passage that |ed to the front of the gpartment. It was that
of the masked man. He could not be seen in the darkness. The Shadow's faked growl covered the dight
noise of theintruder's exit.

Lightswere out in the front. The masked man had attended to them. He had entered through unlatched
doors, below and above. The Shadow had prepared them when he entered as Cranston.

It was a perfect get-away, timed to nine-forty. The Shadow could see the exact minute by the luminous
did of hiswrist watch, which shonefrom his upraised arm. Helet two minutes glide; then growled again:

"Don' fool yourselves, you mugs! I'vetold you there ain't no hurry. Y ou won't be guessing it when |



moveout."

More dow minutes. Weary arms had sagged, and were resting, amost lowered. Then came a gruff
challenge. The Shadow thrust hisarms upward in response to his own pretense. Barth and Walpin acted
with immediate haste.

"All right, mugs." The Shadow's grow! carried alaugh. "Let 'em rest. Down low. | can spot 'em; and I'm
telling you that thefirst guy to act funny will get rubbed out."

Arms came down, but figures remained rigid. The growled threat had been astrong one. More minutes
ticked by; The Shadow's watch showed eight minutes of ten. He voiced another harsh-toned warning.

One more minute. The Shadow delivered a harsh laugh, another semblance of the masked robber's
presence. The watch showed six minutes to the hour. The Shadow spoke quietly, in the tone of Lamont
Cranston.

"He has gone, commissioner,” he stated. "I heard the curtains swish. Have you arevolver?'
"Yes," responded Barth, in a husky whisper.
"Then draw it," suggested The Shadow, "whilel turn on thelight.”

Striding through the darkness, The Shadow clicked the light switch. Barth pounced forward from the
window, astubby revolver in hisfist. He was bound on a chase. The Shadow stopped him.

"Too late, commissioner,” he stated quietly. " The rogue gained too good astart. Why not cdll
headquarters?"

"Jove, Crangton!" returned Barth. "That isthe very thing to do."

He sprang to the telephone. Thirty seconds later he had his connection; with gleaming eyes, Barth was
ordering the law to action. Wapin sat in alarge chair, dgected and unhearing; but The Shadow was
close beside the commissioner.

"Cdl dl card" Barth was barking. "Cover every bridge; the Holland Tunndl; every ferry! Watch all
outgoing trains. Grand Central; Pennsylvania; Jersey Tubes."

"Do not forget One Hundred and Twenty-fifth Street, commissioner,” prompted The Shadow, quietly. "It
isnot quite as close as the Grand Central; but the robber could be on hisway there.”

"One Hundred and Twenty-fifth!" bawled Barth. "Peatrol carsto that Sation at once! Then get me Acting
Inspector Cardona. Have him come hereimmediately!"

The Shadow's watch showed 9:55. Fifteen minutes had passed since the masked robber had dipped out
with the false pearls that Walpin had believed were his own. But Barth, in his call to headquarters, had
announced that the robber had fled but afew minutes ago. Those intermittent growls had completely
deceived the acting commissioner.

WORD to headquarters was given at 9:55, quickly relayed to radio patrol cars. At 9:57, asiren whined
not far from the One Hundred and Twenty-fifth Street Sation. A taxi driver, about to pull away, drew his
car to the curb and watched.

The patrol car rolled up; a policeman leaped to the curb. An officer came dashing over from acrossthe
dreet. Thetaxi driver heard their conversation.



"Robbery just reported,” explained the cop from the patrol car. "Guy cleared out with abunch of pesrls-
only made his get-away a couple of minutes ago."

"Heading thisway?" queried the cop from the best.

"Don't know," wasthelaconic reply. "But if heis, well bewaiting for him. All railroads are being
covered. The guy hasn't had time to get to a station yet. Well bewaiting for him if he comes here.”

Thetaxi pulled away; itsdriver grinned shrewdly. The name of that driver was Moe Shrevnitz; hewas
working as an agent of The Shadow. He had ddlivered a passenger at One Hundred and Twenty-fifth
Street, four minutes ahead of the alarm.

A train was aready pulling out of the station; it was the Buffalo Mail. Moe's passenger was aboard. The
taxi run from Walpin'sto this station had been made with two minutesto spare.

IN acompartment aboard a Pullman, alone passenger was smiling as he looked from the window and
studied the glow of streetsbelow. That rider was Cliff Mardand; he was the man who had come here
with Moe Shrevnitz.

The Buffdo Mail had left Grand Centrd at 9:45; its schedule caled for departure from One Hundred and
Twenty-fifth Street at 9:56. Cliff had been waiting on the platform, thanksto Moe's quick driving.

Thetrain had been delayed for about one minute; Cliff's watch now showed ten o'clock. He was
completely inthe clear - asfully asif he had left New Y ork hours before. No one would believe it
possible that the safe robber could have made the Buffalo Mail at One Hundred and Twenty-fifth Street.

All following trains would be watched; but not even a message would come to this one. The Shadow's
gal, coupled with the train schedule, had given Cliff absolute security. The Shadow's agent, confident in
his position, proceeded to open a suitcase that he had brought aboard.

He pushed bandanna handkerchiefs out of sight. Those could be disposed of later. Removing the sillver
casket, he opened it and admired the display within. These pearls of The Shadow looked like real swag.
Particularly the blue one.

Cliff removed the Blue Pearl; he placed it carefully in his vest pocket. He closed the casket, put it back in
the suitcase and closed the bag. Settling back in his seet, he began to speculate on the future.

Tomorrow, he would travel, choosing various roads to make a crafty trail. Another night aboard a
degper; then his course would bring him to the town of Paulington. Thiswas Monday night; Wednesday
evening would be the time to reach the destination.

For Cliff, by The Shadow's orders, was carrying swag to Mountview Lodge, in hope of contracting The
Condor. In his pocket Cliff held a perfect replicaof the Blue Pearl, a passport that would make him
welcomein aredm where crime prevailed.

CHAPTER VII. THE MAN AHEAD

TUESDAY morning's newspapers were blatant in their front-page yarn of crime. The robbery at Michael
Walpin's had excited large headlines and long stories. Wainwright Barth's presence at the scene had
given zest to the reporters.

For the acting commissioner was none too popular with the gentlemen of the press. One man in particular
- Clyde Burke, of the Classic - had long awaited an opportunity to hand Barth ajalt.



Clyde, as chance had it, was with Joe Cardona at the time when Barth had summoned the acting
ingpector. The reporter had followed aong to get a story. The coincidence of Clyde's arriva had made
Barth fume; but it had brought asmile from Lamont Cranston.

The reason was that Clyde Burke was, secretly, an agent of The Shadow. Long afriend of Detective Joe
Cardona, it had been natura for Clyde to be with the deuth who was at present acting as inspector. It
fitted well with The Shadow's plans. He wanted publicity to follow this robbery a Walpin's.

AMONG the interested readers of the day's news was a young man who had chosen to travel away
from New Y ork on Tuesday. This chap had picked up evening newspapersin addition to the morning
journas. He was reading the accounts as he rode aboard ajostling local that was rolling toward the town
of Paulington.

Thisyoung man was Harry Vincent agent of The Shadow. In the morning, he had received maps and
ingtructions from an investment broker named Rutledge Mann. Well provided with information, Harry
had started out in behalf of The Shadow.

"Paulington next stop -"

The conductor's bawl ended Harry's reading. He had just reached the end of a statement that Michael
Walpin had made for the press. Walpin had sworn that no one outside himself could have known the
combination of hispand or hiswall safe. That had deepened the mystery which concerned the burglar's
smple mode of operation.

"Paulington next -"

Harry looked from the window. Afternoon had waned; heavy clouds had increased, gathering dusk. The
premature approach of darkness wasto Harry's liking. For The Shadow's agent had no desire to be
noticed in the town.

The Shadow had picked cut alogica headquarters. That was the tumble-down cabin on the hillside.
From that spot, Harry would be able to pay tripsto the vicinity of Mountview Lodge. Moreover, he
could be reached by Cliff Mardand when the latter arrived.

Harry's policy would beto lay low; if he did not hear from Cliff, he could make cautious efforts at
contact. He would have full opportunity to work as afree agent. No reports would be necessary until he
held important news. Harry Vincent was the man ahead.

Thetrain was grinding to astop. From the window Harry saw the end of agtation platform. He made his
way from the car and stepped off as soon as the train ceased motion.

Severd persons were on the platform; but none paid any attention to Harry as he dighted with his bag.
Therewas il sufficient daylight to discern faces plainly; on that account, Harry skirted the station.

Looking across a street, he observed asign that read " Paulington House." The hotel was antiquated; but
it appeared comfortable. Better than a shack on the hillside, thought Harry; but duty commanded that he
choose the battered cabin for the night.

Gazing in another direction, Harry saw agarage. That was the place he wanted. Picking up hisbag, he
made in the direction of the garage, whilethelocd, itsbell clanging, was puffing from the Setion.

ODDLY, Harry Vincent had accomplished the very thing that he had set out not to do. Hiswhole
purpose was to avoid notice in Paulington. His action of gazing at the hotel, then at the garage, had made
him more conspicuous than he redlized.



Among the persons on the station platform was a bulky, dark-faced man who had glanced casudly at
arriving passengers. Thisfellow had passed Harry by; but as he waked from the platform, he had spied
The Shadow's agent for the second time. It was then that he had noticed Harry's hesitancy.

Standing by the little station, the dark-faced man ddivered afanglike smile. He waited until Harry had
amost reached the garage; then, with brisk stride, thiswatcher took up thetrail.

The garage was gloomy inside, except for a corner where one bright light showed the motor of acar. A
man in overalswas doing repair work when Harry Vincent approached. The man looked up as he heard
the footsteps. Harry stayed just out of the light.

"Good evening,” he stated, in apleasant tone. "I've just come into town and I'm looking for some
information. Maybe you could supply it."

"Glad to," returned the garage man, returning to hiswork. "What do you want to know about, friend?’
"First of dl, agood placeto stay.”

"Therés the Paulington House, where most visitors stop.”

"I mean somewhere outside of town. | heard there was alodge near here.”

"Thereis: Mountview Lodge. But it's no hotel. Owned by awedlthy duck named Griscom Treft. Only his
friends stay there. Used to be sort of asummer resort, years ago. They caled it Mountview, then, and it
belonged to old Roger Silson. Treft bought it from the estate and built hislodge there.”

Harry smiled to himself. He was getting the type of information that he wanted.

"That soundsinteresting,” remarked The Shadow's agent. "I should think there would be some cottages
or cabins hereabouts. Places that could be rented.”

"Nope," said the garage man. "Nary aone. Unlessyou count that old shack up on the hill. Some artist
built it for acabin; then let it go to pieces.”

"No onelivesthere now?"

"No one. The artist didn't even own the property. Hed known old Silson and the old man let him settle
there like a squatter. But the artist abandoned the place before old Silson died.

"Tdl you, though. Y ou might have someluck at one of the farmhouses. | can't say just where. Y ou'd have
to ride around some and make inquiries.”

HARRY caught asound as the garage man was speaking. It sounded like a scraping footstep in the
gloom. He looked about, but saw no one. The yawning door of the garage showed daylight beyond it;
but al was dark aong the inner walls. Harry decided that he had imagined the sound.

"You'd need acar,” the garage man was saying. "I've got an old flivver here that's not so bad. Just a
junky roadster, but if you want to rent the thing -"

"Whereisit?' put in Harry, promptly.

"Over therein the corner,” replied the garage man. "1'd sdll it for fifty bucks. The rubber's not so good;
but the boat runs, and that's what counts most.”

Harry walked over and examined the car. With a amile, he tossed hisbag in beside the driver's seet. He



pulled cash from his pocket, walked back and thrust fifty dollars before the eyes of the garage man.

"Supposeyou let me haveit," said Harry. "I have adriver'slicense; | can use your old tagsfor awhile.
We can say that I'm renting the car until then."

"I guessthat would be ago," decided the garage man, as he counted the money and poked it into a
pocket of hisoverdls. "When are you going to take it out? Tonight?*

"Yes. It'sabout half past six right now. I'll get something to eat and be back here at seven.”
"But thisistoo late to go looking for farmhouses. Especidly if you don't know theterritory.”

"I have adifferent idea. I'm going out to the cabin you spoke about. If nobody ownsit, | can stay there
overnight if | likethe place. Then | can look around tomorrow."

"Youwont likeit, friend. I'll bet you'll wind up at the Paulington House tonight.”
"Possbly. Say, though - just whereabouts is the cabin?'
The garage man wiped hisgrimy hands, sanding in the light, he talked to Harry in the gloom.

"Go out to thefork," he directed. "Take the road to the | eft. Y ou come to another road forking off to the
right. An old rocky road that nobody uses any more. Takeit until you cometo acouple of big birch
trees. On theright.

"That'swhere the path begins. It's about amile up to the cabin, | reckon. Maybe more, because the
path's rough and it winds. If you leave here a seven, you ought to get to the path in twenty minutes, and
up the hill intwenty more. Half to three quarters of an hour.

"It'snot far; but with the way the road cuts away, you're not getting closer after you passthe fork. If it
was daylight, you could walk it, making shortcuts; but not knowing the ground, you'd better use the

regular path."

HARRY nodded his understanding. The garage man went back to hiswork. Harry strolled from the
garage, leaving hisbag in the rickety roadgter.

A few minutes after he had gone, aman arose from beside a sedan in a corner of the garage.

Quietly, thislistener stole out through the door without the garage man noticing him. The spy's features
became plaininthelast glimmer of daylight. He was the dark-faced fellow with the ugly grin.

There was alittle restaurant down the street. The dark-faced man sneaked toward its lighted window;
peering in, he saw Harry Vincent at the counter, ordering dinner. The dark-faced man uttered a nasty
grunt.

Sdling from thewindow, he set off at abrisk pace, hisfists clenched, hislips snarling. It was plain that he
held amadlice toward this stranger who had shown too much interest in the cabin on the hill.

Asthe man ahead, Harry Vincent had walked into danger without knowing it. Something was dready
known concerning his plans. The dark-faced spy suspected even more from wheét little he had learned.

Danger would mark Harry Vincent's coming to the cabin on the hill. The presence of that dark-faced man
was a menace that presaged a coming doom.

CHAPTER VIII. TIMED DEATH



IT was after seven o'clock when Harry Vincent returned to the garage. The proprietor had gone out; a
light was burning, however, and a note on the seat of the old roadster served asareceipt for Harry'sfifty
dollars.

The owner's license was attached to the note; it listed the name of the proprietor as Jerry Cassidy. The
key wasready in theignition switch. Harry seated himself at the whed and drove from the garage.

Murky darkness had settled during the dinner hour. Street lamps had been lighted; their intervalswere
too great, however, to provide more than intermittent illumination. Harry turned on the headlights of the
flivver. They furnished afairly strong glare as he drove toward the outskirts of the town.

Harry did not overtax the chugging motor. He wanted to note the roads as he went along; and
congderation of that fact caused him to open the bag beside him as he neared the fork outside of town.
From the bag Harry produced aflashlight. He knew that he would need it when he reached the path; it
would be wiseto have it in the meantime.

Swinging left at the fork, Harry took the road that skirted the west side of the dope. Heavy slence lay
over the countryside. Except for the chug of the motor, Harry could hear nothing. Theroad was adirt
one, but in good condition. Harry kept along a moderate speed until the lights showed anew fork
ahead.

Harry stopped as he reached that point. He let the motor idle; above its wheeze he could hear the rush of
water from astream to the left of the traveled road. His thoughts, however, were centered on that old
road that forked to theright.

No wonder it had been abandoned. A short cut, perhaps, but it was steep. Rains had washed away clay
surface, leaving cross ledges and jagged rocks. Harry understood why the garage man had estimated
twenty minutes for the trip to the beginning of the path. No speed could be made along this bad stretch of
road.

Harry started the car again. He shifted to second; the old roadster jounced and quivered asit fought its
way up the rocky grade. Ahead, Harry could see more level road; but aflash of the lightsindicated more
rocks to be avoided. He decided that the old rattletrap would not stand many trips over this punishing
relic of ahighway.

Shrouding trees swallowed the jolting roadster. Thick hush lay above the entire dope. Not even the
whisper of abreeze was present to offset the stillness. Harry Vincent had driven into aforest of gloom.

Blackened treetops made a somber mass upward from that ghostlike road. In al the darkened dope,
there was but one spot that formed a contrast to the sea of boughs. That wasthe ledge called Table
Rock.

MOONLIGHT would have brought asilver glimmer from the broad surface of Table Rock. Therewas
no moon tonight, yet the rock was dully visible at close range. Beside this spot that commanded the
dope, crouching men were clustered. Their voices formed harsh whispers beneath the fringe of trees.

"No lights now," cautioned one. "Keep to the path. We can get there ahead of him if we move.”

"Surething," was a panted response. "We passed the upgrade cutting over to the big rock. It'sacinch
from now on. All down hill to the shack.”

"Thuler'sthere anyway," added athird. "He's had plenty of time to be on the job. He can take care of
things, if the guy getsthere ahead of us.”



"Yeah?' Thefirst speaker scemed annoyed as he started the course down through the trees. "Wl
Thuler won't stage anything on hisown. Thisisgoing to be ajob that will keep people guessing. That's
why we'relugging the stuff. Careful with those bundles, Jengley.”

"I'm watching mysdlf," was Jengley'sretort. "Worry about Delland here. Hes more likely to ssumblethan
| am.”

"Both of you be careful," growled the leader. "It's easy waking, maybe, but remember, weve got no
light. Better to let the guy get in ahead of usthan to run chances."

Pushing their way through underbrush that covered a darkened path, the trio reached aclearing. The
blackness here was as great asin the woods; yet the openness was recognized by the clearer
amosphere.

Cautioudy, the leader of thetrio groped to the center of the clearing. With the others close behind him,
he stopped and whispered:

"Thuler!"

A dight sound came from the darkness; then a responding voice:

"That you, Jake?'

"Yeah," returned the leader. " Jengley and Delland are with me. He hasn't shown up yet, huh?”

"Not yet, Jake," informed Thuler. "I've got the fuses planted. Under the cabin floor. No risk using alight
ingde. You've got timeto shovein the charges.”

"Gotoit, fellows." Jake's order wasto Jengley and Delland. "Blink your lights when you come out. WEell
signd back; if wedont, it means scram.”

DELLAND and Jengley crept forward. Flashlights glowed upon the battered door of the ramshackle
cabin. The two men entered; Jake crouched in the darknesswith Thuler. The latter was plucking
something from the ground. He passed it to Jake; it was along, cordlike object.

"Keep following, Jake," suggested Thuler. "It leads us up into the woods. Fifty yards. Say - | made good
time getting here”

"No wonder you did,” snorted Jake. "Y ou weren't lugging dynamite. | wasjittery coming over from the
lodge. I'd rather have carried the stuff mysalf. But it was best for me to pick the path and let Jengley and
Deland do the hauling.”

"The chief worked quick enough,” chuckled Thuler, asthey passed the edge of the clearing. "As soon as
he got the tip that the wise guy was heading here, he got busy. Say, though - do you think the mug knows

anything?”

"Notdling, Thuler. Hewouldn't be up hereif hewasn't wise to something. That's the chief's business.
Our only worry isif the guy changes his mind and went back to town instead of coming here.”

They had stopped at the end of the fuse. Looking about, the two men stared through the darkness
toward the cabin. A flashlight blinked; then another. Thuler sgnaled with atorch of hisown.

Two minutes later, Delland and Jengley stumbled up to join them. Each reported the placement of a
dynamite charge at the end of afuse.



"They lead off from splices,” said Thuler to Jake. "One click, and they'll both go. What time have you got,
Jake?'

"Ten minutes of eight.”
"The guy'sdue-"

Thuler stopped short as Jake gripped hisarm. A distant blink had shown through the trees below. It was
coming closer, its bearer picking out the upward path. Watchers remained silent.

Appalling gloom hung over the little cabin a the lower edge of the clearing. Nothing betrayed the
presence of the men who watched that shack that had become Harry Vincent's objective. The
intermittent glare of the flashlight was nearly to the cabin.

"If he seesthefuse,” whispered Jake, "maybe hell wise.”
"Hewon't," returned Thuler. "I buried it under the grass. Those old steps help cover it, too."

The flashlight was blinking at the cabin door. It went out for a dozen seconds; then blinked again and
moved inward. Blackness; then paneless windows showed the light come on inside the shack.

"Letitride" growled Jake.

A CLICK as Thuler pressed the switch. An instant followed; one that seemed an interminable wait to
those gloating men who crouched in darkness. Then came amighty shudder of the darkness; aterrific
cataclysm burst from across the clearing.

An upheaving roar sent blazing stresksin al directions. Like adisplay of pyrotechnics, huge flashes
splashed with mighty force. Amid that instantaneous holocaust ripped chunks of logs and timbers, tossed
like wisps of grass amid the man-made tempest.

Torn asunder, the bulk of the cabin broke into sections that crashed against the trees below. Tearing a
path down the dope, the scattered ruins echoed to a standgtill, while falling boards and bits of woodwork
dropped everywhere about the clearing.

A spreading shroud of whiteness became visible in the dark that followed. Smoke, rising from the ruins,
formed ghostly shapesthat lingered, asif gloating, about the spot where desth had been ddlivered.

Jake growled harshly. Histone expressed satisfaction in the fact that a human being had been blown to
atoms. His harsh voice was asignd to the others. Rising, they advanced acrossthe clearing, blinking ther
lightsto avoid divers of shattered timber.

"The whole workswent," chuckled Jake. "Likeit was supposed to. That'll wake the dead headsdownin
Paulington. They'll be coming up here; but not until we've had chance to look around and then scram.”

"Why look around, Jake?" inquired Thuler. ™Y ou won't even find pieces of that guy.”

"Chief's orders. He might have had something with him that would serve asidentification. Come on -
spread out and look."

FLASHLIGHTS glimmered on scarred tree trunks below the clearing. The explosion had crashed some
dead trees; pieces of the cabin had ripped the bark from others. But traces of the murdered man were
vanished.

When the four prowlersjoined at the path below, their only souvenirs were fragments of cloth, asirip of



leather that might have come from awallet, and atwisted chunk of thin metal that Jeke identified asa
portion of the victim'sflashlight.

"Down the path," ordered Jake. "He may have left acar down on the road. Well take alook for it."

The murderers made swift progress with their flashlights showing the way. Jake's gleam caught a patch of
birch trees. Past the white trunks, the glimmer showed Harry Vincent'sflivver parked at the side of the
old road.

Jake made an ingpection of the car. It was empty; the key was gone from theignition lock. His
examination ended, the leader turned to the others.

"All right," he ordered gruffly, "back to the path. We're heading up the hill. Across past Table Rock.”

"Y ou're leaving the buggy here?" questioned Thuler, his harsh tone puzzled. " So they'll know the guy was
inthe cabin?’

"So they won't know anything,” snorted Jake. "Listen, Thuler - you did your job, getting here in plenty of
timeto plant the fuse. The rest of the ordersare mine. Y ou know that."

"Surething,” agreed Thuler. "I'm not objecting, Jake. | was just wondering.”

"All right, then. Look at it thisway. The chief knows how to figureit. Therésgoing to bealot of
specul ation about who blasted that shack and why. That'splain, isn't it?"

"Sure. But this car the guy left here -"

"Will give them more to guess about. It will look like the guy might have come here to blow the shack
himsdlf. Everybody will recognize the flivver asthe one Cassidy had at hisgarage.”

"Which meansthey will inquire at Cassidy's-"
"And learn nothing."
"You'reright, Jeke. Cassidy isnot likely to know anything about the fellow's business.”

Jake and Thuler had passed the turn in the path; they were blinking their flashlights while Delland and
Jengley followed. They were skirting the remains of the cabin, going around the clearing to gain the
obscure path to Table Rock.

Blinks faded; hushed darkness reigned supreme. Shrouding trees had gained the stillness of atomb,
hiding the fragments of the blasted shack, bending above the deserted car that Harry Vincent had |eft on
the road below.

Fendish killers had come across the dope to ddliver spectacular death. Evidence of their victim gone,
they were returning to their habitat. Scornful, surethat their crime would not be traced, this band of
murderers had diminated the first man who had cometo pry into their schemes of evil.

CHAPTER IX. THE SECOND AGENT

AT six o'clock the next afternoon, another passenger aighted from the outbound local and looked
curioudly about the platform of the Paulington station. Thisarriva was Cliff Mardand.

Like Harry Vincent on the day before, Cliff was carrying abag and presented a businesdike appearance.
But his actions were more definite than Harry's had been. Cliff was making no effort to cover hisarriva.



One reason was because the day was cloudless and there was no darkening gloom obscuring the Sation
platform. The other reason was the fact that Cliff had a definite objective. He was going openly to
Mountview Lodge.

Acrossthe street, beside the old hotel, Cliff saw the projecting front of an old motor bus. He noticed a
driver coming from the hotel. Picking up his bag, he went to make inquiry.

Asheleft the gation, Cliff had afeding that someone was watching him. He shot a glance back over his
shoulder; the only person that he saw was a man who stepped from view beyond the station building.

Glimpsing no more than the man's back, Cliff paused to seeif the fellow would reappear. After afew
seconds of vain waiting, Cliff decided that it would be poor policy to stand gawking from the center of
the street. Turning, he continued on to the parked bus.

"I'm going to aplace caled Mountview," informed Cliff, speaking to the driver. "How do | get there?"

"Hopin," wasthereply. "We go past there. It'sahdf milewak you'll have, unless somebody isgoing to
meet you where the road turns off to thelodge.”

Cliff climbed aboard. The bus sarted, and rolled out of Paulington.

Cliff studied the terrain from the window. Asthey neared the fork, he noted aledge high up on the
darkening hillsde. His view was but momentary; gpparently Table Rock could be seen from only afew
spots.

Cliff'sinformation about the terrain was confined to afew important mental notes. Mountview Lodge,
Table Rock, the cabin on the western dope - these factswere all that he required. Hisjob wasto stick
closeto thelodge; to vist the cabin only if unusua opportunity offered.

Maps would have been a dangerous thing for him to carry. Cliff wastraveling into the enemy's camp. It
waswadl| for him to come openly, with nothing to cover. Cliff thought of that fact as he fingered thefdse
Blue Pearl, secure in the pocket of hisvest.

Two nights ago, Cliff had openly committed crime, abetted by The Shadow. That crime, however, was
one that had been faked in behaf of justice. The Shadow had learned of a crook caled The Condor. To
reach that foe, The Shadow had required Michagl Wapin's collection of pearls, particularly the Blue
Pearl.

Y et The Shadow had not chosen to risk these prizes after gaining them. That was why he had purchased
imitations, with areplicaof the Blue Pearl. Cliff was carrying false treasures; eveniif they should belogt,
Walpin would not suffer. The Shadow held the collector's pearls secure.

The robbery a Walpin's had created a sensation, thanks to The Shadow's crafty plan of bringing in
Clyde Burke. The Classic reporter had done much to place the episodein the public eye. That wasa
factor that would smooth Cliff's path. Cliff was chuckling over it asthe bus swayed dong the paved road
that continued right from the fork.

Then came a snatch of conversation that brought Cliff to attention. A loca passenger was perched beside
the bus driver. The two were shouting their discussion above the roar and rumble of the obsolete
conveyance.

"IT mightabeen some grudge,” the passenger was asserting. "But | can't understand it nohow. Who'd
want to get rid of that old cabin? It wasn't harming nobody. Empty, warn't it?"



The driver's reply was drowned.

"Yeah," resumed the passenger, "it was acity chap bought that car off'n Jerry Cassidy. But Jerry hasn't
been able to tell nobody what he lookslike."

Another stlatement from the driver. Cliff could not catch it; but he heard the passenger's final comment.

"Well, Howie Brock'slooking intoit,” the fellow stated, "and he'saright smart sheriff, Howieis. Best
weve had in this county in along spdl.”

The bus had skirted the hill. The passenger settled back in his seat. But Cliff had heard enough to trouble
him. He knew that something had happened in the cabin on the dope.

Early dusk was present, for the sunset was obscured now that the bus had reached the east side of the
hill. Cliff stared from the window; the gloom of passing trees formed a blackening mass. Then the bus
swung to the right and cameto astop; Cliff saw awinding road that went off to the left. Thiswasthe
stopping place for Mountview Lodge.

One minute later, Cliff was standing in the road, surveying the path that he had to follow. The buswas
gone; no car wasin sight.

Cliff started up the road to the left. Paving clicked beneath hisfeet. The road was agood one, as private
highways went.

Cliff had walked less than a hundred yards when he heard the approach of acar behind him. A coupe
drew up; auniformed chauffeur peered from the window. Cliff could glimpsethe fellow'sfacein the
dusk. He noted a shrewd, ratlike expression.

"Areyou going to thelodge?' questioned the chauffeur, smoothly. "To see Mr. Treft?'

"I'm going to thelodge,” replied Cliff.

The chauffeur sudied Cliff haf suspicioudy, then opened the door.

"Climbin," he offered. "Bring your bag dong; therésroom for it. No use opening the rumble seet.”

The couperolled forward. The road continued through thickening trees. Then came apatch of light
ahead. The car pulled up in front of amassve gate. Through theiron grille, Cliff viewed the low-walled
structure of Mountview Lodge.

From each side of the gateposts ran a high picket fence. This barrier surrounded the grounds of
Mountview Lodge. Moreover, it was equipped with thick barbed wire along the picket tops.

The gate was wired a so; to open it, the chauffeur was forced to dight and unlock. That done, he
returned to the coupe, drove through, stepped out and went back to lock up. Taking the whedl again, he
droveto the front of the lodge.

The freshness of the gray stone wallsindicated that the building was not an old one. A broad front
veranda, with white posts, looked pleasant and inviting. One ominous aspect a one governed Mountview
Lodge. Every window was fronted by a crisscross metd grating.

A liveried servant was standing on the porch. While Cliff remained in the coupe, he saw the servant
peering curioudy in hisdirection. The chauffeur dighted; Cliff heard their conversation.

"Whoisit, Corey?' questioned the servant.



"That'sfor you to find out, Trosder," replied the chauffeur. " Someone coming to thelodge; that'sall |
know."

Cliff stepped from the coupe as Trosser came down from the porch. The servant saw the bag and took
it; theninquired:

"Y ou have cometo see Mr. Treft?’

"He ownsthe lodge?" inquired Cliff.

"Certainly," replied Trosder.

"Then," decided Cliff, "Mr. Treft istheman | should liketo see.”
"Very wdl, sr."

Trosder carried the bag into the house. Cliff followed, to find himsalf in aluxurioudy furnished halway.
Trosder pointed to a heavy-cushioned chair; Cliff sat down and watched the servant passthrough a
doorway.

A FEW minutes|ater, Trosder returned. He picked up the bag again and ushered Cliff into alavishly
furnished study. Thick rugs occupied the entire floor; the walls were tapestried; the furniture was of rich

mahogany.

A keen-eyed man was standing behind a desk. He was of medium height, stoop-shouldered but of wiry
build. His gray-haired head wastilted forward; his eyes peered upward from beneath bushy brows. Cliff
saw draight lips, topped by a gray mustache with pointed tips.

There was a sharpnessin the man's scrutiny that made Cliff fedl uneasy. He knew that he wasfaceto
face with aperson of powerful mentdity. Dignity, poise and friendliness seemed present in the man's
expression; but thefixation of those eyestold Cliff that surface indications were nothing more than
presence.

"Good evening." The gray-haired man spoke pleasantly, but hisvoice, like his expression, was deceptive.
"My nameis Griscom Treft. May | inquire yours?'

"Cliff Mardand," replied The Shadow's agent.

Treft motioned to achair; as Cliff took it, the gray-haired man sat down and leaned both elbows on the
dek.

"What isthe purpose of your visit?' he asked.

Until he put the question, Treft's body had obscured the center of the wall behind him. Now, with Cliff
properly seated, with Treft bent forward, that space wasin plain view. Cliff stared.

Upon adull red background, he viewed a silver figure woven in the tapestry. The shape wasthat of a
large bird, its neck high; its beak the pointed bill of avulture. Long taons glittered benegth the sillver
body. Thefigure wasthat of acondor.

"Y our purpose here?!

As Treft's smooth query was repeated, Cliff reached into his vest pocket. He felt arounded surface
between fingers and thumb. He produced the false Blue Pearl and extended his hand benegth the light
that glowed from adesk lamp.



"I brought this" stated Cliff.

"A pearl,” expressed Treft, mildly. "Quite arare one, | should judge.”
"It isthe Blue Pearl."

"The Blue Pearl?*

Treft's query was well-feigned; but his eyeswere shrewd asthey peered upward. They offset Treft's
tone; they made the inquiry pointed.

"Yes," replied Cliff, steadily. "A man Gruzen hoped to bring it here. He died, however, in the penitentiary.
He passed the word to afellow named Luff Cadley.

"I knew Luffs" Cliff was meeting Treft's eyes as he continued. "We were in the Big House together. L uff
wanted to snatch the Blue Pearl; then | wasto bring it here. Before he had a chance, he was rubbed out.

"So | did thejob on my own. I've got the others with me, in the suitcase. A nicelot, dl of them. Michagl
Walpin knows pearls, right enough -"

"Stop!" Treft was on hisfeet; hisface severe, histone indignant. "Areyou referring to the New Y ork
robbery of two days ago? Do you mean that you are the rogue who stole that prized collection of rare

pearls?
Cliff nodded.

"And why, sr" - Treft paused with outraged expression - "why, sir, have you dared to come to me?
Wheat did you expect to find here?’

The man'sfistiswere clenched. Hiseyeswerefierce; hiswhole attitude was one of indignation. Cliff
retained his steady Stare.

"I cameto find The Condor," hereplied. "1 have seen his symbol on thewall behind you."

TREFT'S fists unclenched. The gray-haired man smiled broadly as he settled back in hischair. A chuckle
escaped hislips.

"We have been expecting you," acknowledged Treft. "Y ou did afine job, Mardand. | have read the
newspaper accounts. Y ou are sureyour trail iscompletely covered?'

"Absolutely,” returned Cliff. "1 made a quicker get-away than they thought. | caught the Buffalo Mail a
One Hundred and Twenty-fifth Street. | was away before they watched the stations.”

"And you have been traveling Snce?'

"Yes. I'minthe clear. No gang connections. Not athing they can trail me by."
"Except your gbility at opening safes.”

Cliff shook his head.

"That was the swest part of it," he explained. He arose, picked up his bag and placed it on the desk,
while Treft looked on keenly. "L uff had been up to Wapin's. He had cracked the safe while Walpin was
away; but the pearls must have been in a safe-deposit vault at that time.



"L uff waswaiting for Walpin to get back, so he could attempt the safe again. Knew the combination -
ready for acinch job. Then he was bumped; but not until after hed told me dl he knew. That'swhy | did
it right in front of Walpin. To makeit look like | knew safes.”

Cliff knew that this fabrication was convincing. It was the story that he had been instructed to tell, by The
Shadow. But Cliff had wanted to avoid Treft's gaze while giving the fal se account. He had used a pretext
for that purpose. He was opening the suitcase dl the while he spoke.

Bringing out the casket, Cliff reveded the array within. He saw Treft's eyes gleam. He knew that the man
was taking the imitations for genuine.

Picking up the Blue Pearl, Treft inserted it with the others. He chuckled as he arose. He extended his
hand to Cliff.

The Shadow's agent received the clasp. As hishand pressed Treft's, Cliff gained his second startlement.
Never before had he clasped such along, thin-boned hand. Nor had he experienced the pressure of
hard-gripping finger tips.

Griscom Treft's hand was a veritable claw; one that possessed a tearing force. Staring open-eyed, Cliff
viewed the slver bird emblazoned on the wall. He redlized that Treft's clasp could rival that of acondor's
taon.

The chuckle that Treft gave was not needed. Cliff Mardand understood; he met the eyesthat gleamed
like the beady optics of abird of prey. Another completing touch that was not required. Griscom Treft
was not the intermediary that Cliff had suspected he might be. The gray-haired master of Mountview
L odge was The Condor!

TREFT'Sfierce clasp loosened, leaving blood-red blotches on Cliff's hand - marks that faded dowly. In
asharp voice, The Condor caled for Trosder. The servant appeared, his face solemnly smug.

"Take Mardand's bag to hisroom," ordered Treft. "Hewill remain with us, Trosder.”

There was a harshness in the tone, now that Treft had no need to disguise hisvoice. Almost the vicious
shriek of apreying bird, that tone - one that well-fitted The Condor.

"Remain here" - The Condor spoke these wordsto Cliff - "so | can speak to you of certain matters. You
have become one of aselect circle, Mardand.”

Cliff nodded his understanding.

"Come." Cliff felt the dig of claws as The Condor clasped ahand to his shoulder. "Out to the veranda,
where we shdl find it more pleasant. Shortly, you will meet the others.”

They strolled out through the hall; they reached the broad veranda and there they paced together, The
Condor's clutch till on Cliff's shoulder. Thet grip, perhaps, was one of friendship; but it also expressed a
mestery.

Cliff, like the pearlsthat he had brought, had become a prized possession of The Condor. He was anew
member of the band that this supercrook had been gathering. Men of crime, governed by asingle master.
This peaceful lodge, its very splendor aiding it to escape the law's attention, was the headquartersfor evil
aldswho served avicious, cdculating chief.

"Y ou have met Corey, who serves as chauffeur,” Cliff heard The Condor say. "Heisoneof us. Sois
Trosder, whose present capacity isthat of house man. Those are blinds; every man has his pretended



purpose here.

"Some are caretakers, others are guests. Two are hidden; they need no presence, since they are never
seen. You will have aplace, Mardand, for the short while that you will be here. Until the thirteenth; after
that, our new plans begin.”

THE CONDOR paused. Darkness had settled completely; Cliff felt afierce antagonism toward this
harsh-voiced creature who stood beside him. He could till fed the clutch of Treft's claw upon his
shoulder.

"By theway." The Condor's tone was lowered. "Did you hear any tak in town - or while coming on the
bus?"

"About what?" inquired CIiff.

"Anexploson,” replied The Condor, "that occurred last night. | sent men to destroy a cabin on the other
sdeof thehill. A suspicious prowler intended to use it as headquarters, perhapsto spy upon us. We
eliminated him aong with hisnew residence.”

Harsh sarcasm formed the tone of The Condor's utterance. Cliff restrained himself with difficulty; then
replied, hisvoice ahbit thoughtful:

"I heard nothing mentioned about the matter."

"Logica enough,” agreed The Condor. "Well, Corey may have something to tell. Come, let usgointhe
house."

A distant purr sounded far off above the trees. The Condor paused to stare at tiny lights that were
passing dowly above the horizon.

"Another airplane,” he said, harshly. "1 don't like them about; but it can't be helped. There was one that
passed over here twice, one day last week.

"These hills must makeit difficult for them to find the airport at Southbridge, five miles northwest of
Paulington. Well" - he chuckled as the twinkling lights veered westward - "that pest has gone back to his
proper course.”

They entered the house; The Condor's clasp had lifted. Trosder was there; the master told the
servant-crook to show the new guest to his room.

Cliff followed Trosser up the steps to the second floor, while Treft strolled back into the study.

RESTRAINED emotions shook Cliff Mardand when he stood aone. The meeting with The Condor had
been grueling; but Cliff had managed it without difficulty, until he had heard those harsh utterances rdaing
to the destruction of the cabin.

Harry Vincent - dead!

Theterrible redlity throbbed through Cliff Mardand's brain. The discussion on the bus had troubled him;
The Condor's statement had changed hisworry into absolute anguish. At that time when they were
pacing back into the house, Cliff was ready to throw off &l pretence. He had wanted to seize Griscom
Treft and throttle the fiend to death. He had wanted vengeance upon this murderer who had coldly
ordered the destruction of the londly cabin and its occupant.



Then had come the flash that had brought Cliff back to sanity. Those lights upon the horizon.
Sow-moving glimmers of green and red. Treft had spoken of the passing ship as an airplane. Cliff,
judging its speed, had known that it must be an autogyro.

The Shadow's chosen craft! The Shadow had learned of doom. He had come here to take up the work.
It would be The Shadow's privilege - not Cliff's - to avenge the death of Harry Vincent.

Such was the thought that steadied Cliff as he heard the clang of asummoning bell. Ready to continue his
part, Cliff Mardand strode from hisroom to join those below.

CHAPTER X. ON THE SLOPE

ONE hour after Cliff Mardand had observed those passing lights on the horizon, an antique taxi rolled up
infront of the Paulington House. A tal passenger dighted, paid the driver and entered the hotel.

A languid clerk was perched behind the desk. Hooking one thumb under a suspender strap, he pushed
the register across the desk so that the guest could sign. The name that the tall personage inscribed was
Henry Arnaud.

Asthelone bell boy carried the new guest's suitcase upstairs, the clerk caught hisfirst glimpse of the
stranger's face. He noticed afirm-set countenance, dmost hawklike in its profile. Then he perched behind
the desk again.

Not long afterward, the new guest came down the sairs. The clerk was half adeep and did not see him
groll acrossthe lobby. Thetall figure settled in achair and remained there, dmost obscured from view.

The Shadow had reverted to his guise of Henry Arnaud for thistrip to Paulington. There had been no
comeback from Clark Copley after the Wa pin robbery. Evidently the Cincinnati pearl salesman had
noticed no connection between Henry Arnaud's purchases and the subsequent theft of the Blue Pearl.

Few personswere passing in the quiet street that constituted Paulington's main thoroughfare. The
Shadow, nevertheess, was watchful. At last his vigilance was rewarded by the arrival of an old touring
car infront of the hotel. A bulky, beef-faced man aighted and strode into the lobby.

"Hi there, Bill!" he greeted, waving to the clerk. "Burgess Dowden been here looking for me?”’

"Yeah," returned the clerk, rising from his chair in degpy fashion. "He was around 'bout an hour ago,
asking if 1'd seen you, sheriff."

"Whereld the burgess go from here?”

"Over to hisoffice. Take alook out the door and you'll seethe light a-burning. Waiting for you, | reckon.
Said hewould be."

The sheriff heeled about and strode to the street. The clerk watched him; then dropped back into his
chair and resumed his doze. The bell hop was nowhere about; so no one saw The Shadow arise and
walk out to the Strest.

THERE was only one visible light that could have signified the office of Burgess Dowden. That was on
the second story of athree-floor edifice that was Paulington'slone attempt at an office building.

Even in the guise of Arnaud, The Shadow was scarcely discernible as he took up the sheriff'strall.
Reaching the building, he found the door unlocked. He ascended apair of dingy stairs, then cameto a
hallway on the second floor. The lighted office was at the front. The Shadow found the door of the one



next to it, opened the smplelock with apick - aclever tool of The Shadow's - and entered.

As he had considered probable, The Shadow found a connecting door. He went to this barrier, inserted
the pick and worked with ease and care. There was akey in the lock, planted from the other side;
discovering that fact, The Shadow introduced a tweezerlike instrument that proved its value.

He clipped the end of the key between the sharp-gripping points. Twisting dowly, he unlocked the door.
The one risk was that someone might observe the key turning in the other room; but The Shadow's
actionswere timed to precise downess. Hiswork passed unobserved.

Softly, The Shadow turned the knob and opened the door ascant haf inch. Looking in, he saw the
beefy-faced sheriff Staring across adesk toward awhite-haired worthy who was evidently Burgess
Dowden. The two were engrossed in conversation; neither suspected the presence of alistener.

"I'll agreeit don't concern the town, burgess,” Sheriff Brock was saying. "That cabin was located outside
the limits. It'sa county case, right enough, but seeing how the car was taken out of Cassdy's garage, it
lookslike thetown wasin it anyhow."

"The car isaseparate matter, sheriff,” returned Dowden. "1 am ready to lend you cooperation in this
problem. Before | do so, however, we must settle upon the points at issue.”

"That listens reasonable, burgess. Go on withiit."

"VERY wadll. Last night, there was amysterious explosion upon the hillsde. In your territory, sheriff. A
useless cabin was destroyed. Someone must have been responsible for the work. That admitted, what is
the man's crime?’

"Tregpassing for one thing. Destroying property for another.”

"Trespassing on unposted property? Destroying a building that no one claimsto own? Those are not
crimes, Brock. They are not even cause for acivil damage suit.”

"Humph! Well, burgess, you're an atorney. Y ou know the law. Lookslike | ought to let the whole thing
ride. | would, maybe, if it hadn't been for finding that car.”

"Ah, yes. The car. Purchased from Jerry Cassidy, on what hetermsalease; but paid for in full. About the
only objection that can be raised concerning the automobile would be a protest on the part of the new
owner because you towed it back to town and parked it in Cassidy's garage.”

"It was abandoned on a public highway.”
"No, no. The road was abandoned, not the car. The county has dropped that stretch of road, Brock."

The sheriff snorted as he thumped the desk. His drumming fingerstold that hewas at loss. The
white-haired burgess chuckled. That annoyed Brock further.

"People can't go setting off dynamitein this county!" he challenged. "Not without me finding out who did
it! Some smart dec wasin that flivver, burgess. | want to find him; 1 want to know what he was up to."

The burgess nodded wisdly.

"An excdllent plan, Brock," he sated, "and there is one course through which you might accomplishit.
Think of more than the cabin. Think of the man himsdf."

"l amthinking of him. That'swhy | want to find him."



"Y ou are on the wrong tack. Go on the assumption that you cannot find him; that no one could find him."
"Then what'sthe use -"

Brock stopped short. His beefy face showed a gape. Burgess Dowden was wearing a solemn smile. His
head was dowly wagging from side to side. Brock |eaned acrossthe desk.

"Say" - the sheriff's voice was hoarse - "you don't - you don't mean that the man could have been in that
cabin?'

Dowden's head shake became anod.
"Thenit'smurder!" exclaimed the sheriff. " A cabin goesup in smoke. A manismissing. It's murder!”

"Murder or suicide. Possibly mandaughter.” Dowden paused to condder. "At least, sheriff, you have
cause for thorough investigation. Inasmuch as the dead man was here in Paulington that same evening, |
amwilling to make it amatter for the local aswell asthe county authorities. But only on the basis of
possible homicide."

"| get it, burgess." Brock leaned back in his chair and laughed. "That story they wired into New Y ork
about amystery explosion on the hillside didn't mean much, did it? Some of the newspapers even had the
name of the town spelled wrong."

"But they will spell it correctly when | make my statement,” assured Dowden. " As burgess of Paulington,
| am ready to ddliver an announcement as Sartling asthat explosion last night.

"It'snot notoriety that | want, Brock. Far from it. But | do believe that when something of consequence
happens on your very doorstep, you should inform the world of it."

"You'reright, burgess. I'll play bal with you. Cal up Boone right now. He's sort of alocdl
correspondent. Let him wire your statement to New Y ork."

"And after that?'

"Wework together. Out of here. Course I'll have to check in at Southbridge; it's the county seat. But
Paulington will be my headquarters. Any newspaper men coming out will haveto check in here.”

THE door closed softly asthe burgess, with the sheriff looking on, began to prepare a statement. The
Shadow moved from the adjoining room. He glided down the stairs and from the building.

He had learned dl the preliminary detailsthat he required.

He knew that Harry Vincent had driven to the foot of the path up the dope and had |eft a purchased car
at that point. These were facts that had not been mentioned in the brief newspaper itemsthat New Y ork
journals had printed.

Mere news of adynamited cabin had been sufficient to bring The Shadow to Paulington. Here, he had
heard two men discuss additiond facts. They had struck upon an agreement that aman had died in the
blast.

But they had not learned the name of The Shadow's agent. They had smply determined that Harry
Vincent - to them an unknown person - would have been avictim rather than a perpetrator of the
outrage.

Factsindicated it. A dynamiter would not have abandoned his car so near the point of action. The



Shadow, hereto learn full details of his agent'sfate, had learned enough to form atrail.

AsHenry Arnaud, The Shadow returned to the Paulington House. He looked into the lobby; had the
clerk been awake, he would have chosen an outside course to reach his room. But the clerk was dozing
behind the desk; the bell hop was still absent. The Shadow gtrolled into the hotel and went up to the third
floor.

That was the topmost story of the Paulington House. There was afire escape at the end of The Shadow's
corridor. Donning black coat and douch hat, The Shadow |eft hisroom and used the fire escape for exit.
He became asilent, gliding shape aong the streets of thelittle town.

JERRY CASSIDY wasworking late tonight. As he finished cleaning the spark plugs of an automobile,
he chatted with afriend who had dropped in to see him. Cassidy gestured with one thumb, over his
shoulder.

"Can't figure about that flivver," he remarked. "The felow who bought it wanted it right enough. But he
left it on the old road. The sheriff found it and brought it hometo roost.”

"Running al right, isit?" questioned thefriend.

"Seems s0," replied Cassidy. "I had aduplicate ignition key, so | started the motor and ran the car over
therein the corner. But | haven't checked on anything else. Sheriff said keep it here; that'swhat I'm
doing."

"Couldn't get rid of the old load of iron, even after you'd sold it, eh, Jerry?'

"That car'sno junk. It's plenty out of date, but it runs. The rubber is old, but good for afew thousand

miles, maybe. | told the fellow that when he bought it. What | didn't tell him wasthat he was getting a
new battery. A new jack, too; one | took right out of stock and put in back with the tools.

"Y ou dways give aguy agood return for hismoney, Jerry."

Cassidy finished up and turned out the light. He and hisfriend started from the garage. In the darkness,
Cassdy made comment:

"Y ou know," he said, "that fellow who bought the flivver pulled out of here alittle after seven. Hed have
just about had time to drive up to the old road and follow the path to the cabin and get there ahead of the
exploson.”

"The cabin was blasted just before eight,” commented the friend. "He'd have had time to do that job,
Jerry "

"Between five and ten minutes leeway," agreed the garage man. "He had abag when he came here. |
guessthe dynamitewasinit."

Thetwo left the garage; Cassidy padlocked the swinging doors. A few minutes passed, then atiny
flashlight glimmered. The Shadow had entered unnoticed. He had heard the talk.

The flashlight shone on the roadster. Inspecting, The Shadow finished with the front and went to the rear.
He placed a gloved hand upon the sparetire as he leaned forward to open the back compartment. The
rubber surface yielded under pressure. The Shadow noted that the spare wasflat.

Opening the compartment, The Shadow probed the interior. His gloved hands clattered tools about, then
emerged. Thelight, in The Shadow's right, glimmered upon the glove that covered hisleft hand. Bits of



clayish mud showed on the fingers of The Shadow's glove.

The light went out. The Shadow moved through darkness. He had no trouble reaching through the space
between the rickety doors. He picked Cassidy's lock, emerged to the street and padlocked the doors
behind him.

LATER, The Shadow'sflashlight glimmered in a secluded portion of the countryside. He had |eft
Paulington. He had chosen the I eft fork outside of town. He had reached the stretch of abandoned road.
He wasfollowing that rocky course.

There were muddy spots between jagged stones; these were remnants of the surface that had been
washed away. The Shadow's light showed flattened marksin the mud; indications of smoothed
automobiletires. Traces of Harry'strip.

Some distance aong the abandoned road, The Shadow saw where the car had veered to theright. A
mud patch showed irregular marks of tires. There were footprints beside them. The Shadow resumed his
course.

Fifteen minutes brought him to the path beside the birch trees. One splotch of mud showed aftire track.
The rest of the ground was rocky, giving no other traces. The Shadow followed the path up the hill.

He reached the wreckage of the cabin. There he discovered nothing of consegquence. In the clearing,
however, he noted leaning underbrush. Soil was dry; footprints absent; yet people had comeinto this
open patch and | eft their traces.

The Shadow found the faint path toward Table Rock. Fattened underbrush proved that passers had
traveled this course, probably in darkness. At one point, traces veered away and ran parald, then swung
back again.

Starlight revealed a cleared space. The Shadow had reached Table Rock. Historch blinked no longer.
The grayish glitter of the rock aone showed beneath the stars. The ground about the ledge was easily
vishble

Old pathsled from this point. Each one that The Shadow examined gave dight traces of recent use; but
these clues were scarcely more than indications. These were too minor to be of vaue.

Climbing the ledge, The Shadow reached Table Rock itsdlf. Hisblack form became aweird, inky shape
asit moved about. Keen eyes were studying the glistening stone. The upper side of the rock marked the
end of The Shadow's inspection.

There the rock extended into the hillside. There was no path leading upward; yet there were traces of
loose dirt and didodged stones that indicated prowlers taking to the higher dope. The Shadow moved
back to the front of the rock.

Blackness below. Tree tops showed no reflection of the starlight. Forest al around; no sign of habitation
on this portion of the dope. Mountview Lodge The Shadow knew, was around the curve to the east.

Theonly lightsthat he could see were the faint glimmers from Paulington street lamps, far beyond the
trees. Motionless, The Shadow |ooked toward those distant dots of yellow.

Then hisfigure lowered. Downward from the ledge of Table Rock, The Shadow moved into the massed
blackness of the woods. Table Rock glittered, its surface no longer splotched with moving, spectra
darkness. The Shadow had merged with night.



CHAPTER XI. CLIFF REPORTS

WHILE The Shadow was engaged in hisingpection of the doping hillsde, Cliff Mardand was
comfortably ensconced in the great room of Mountview Lodge. He was one of agroup who lounged
before an open fireplace. These were the brood of The Condor.

Cliff had dined with men of crime. He had met them as afdlow member in acompany of evil. He had
learned their names - their right ones - and they had welcomed him as one who had aright to be here.

The Condor was master of thisthrong. Griscom Treft sat in the center of the semicircle; Cliff at the edge,
could see his profile. Viewed from this perspective, Treft's nose showed a pronounced hook. It wasthe
ugly, savage-looking besk of avulture. Another good reason for The Condor's choice of title.

"The thirteenth has nearly arrived,” Treft was announcing to hislisteners. "After that date, our planswill
involve action. We shall be ready for great undertakings. Our field will be theworld.”

Treft chuckled harshly. His bird-like eyes turned toward Cliff; The Shadow's agent caught The Condor's
gare. He knew that these statements were for his benefit. The others had already listened to The
Condor's promises.

"Each of you has shown his ability." The Condor made this pronouncement as he arose. "Y ou, Jengley" -
he clapped his hand upon the shoulder of along-faced rogue who sat beside him - "came here before dll
others. The swag that you brought was cash.”

"Fifty grand,” acknowledged Jengley, with areminiscent chuckle. "I ran wild, chief, when | forged those
checks on the account of |saac Blodgett. It was kind of nice the old boy died soon after. His estate never
wised to the swindle.”

"And your token of identity,” chuckled The Condor, "was Blodgett's sgnature, the one you knew so well.
Remember how you cameinto my study? Y ou saw the silver bird; you produced a sheet of paper and
wrote Blodgett's name asif it had been your own.”

"l remember you comparing it,” laughed Jengley. "Wdll, chief, when the works gets going, I'll be on hand
to sgn any monickersyou pick for me."

The Condor nodded, satisfied. He stared toward a husky, hard-faced man who was seated opposite
Cliff.

"Y ou were second, Jake," recalled The Condor. "Y es, | remember that pleasant evening when Jake
Lussig entered my study and presented the Florentine medallion as proof that he had robbed the
Memoriad Museum. Y ou brought heavy swag, Jake."

"Threetrunk loads, chief," laughed Jake, gruffly. "The gold in that bunch of coins and medas ought to be
worth plenty nowadays.”

"Itis," agreed The Condor. "But | shall arrange to dispose of those curios without melting them. When
we begin new operations, we shal have contactsin many lands."

TREFT was standing while he spoke. His gleaming eyes |ooked about from man to man. His chuckle
resumed.

"Corey and Trosder," herecaled. "Servants of different masters whom they robbed. Their trailshave
been covered. Like yours, Delland.”



Stralling over, The Condor clamped his claw upon the shoulder of apale-faced individual who was
garing at the embers of the fire. Delland showed atwisted smile on hispdlid lips.

"Confidentia secretary of Smon Featherstone,”" proclaimed The Condor. ™Y ou departed from
Featherstone's employ with securities worth one hundred and twenty-thousand dollars. Most of them are

negotigble.

"Not the one | brought here as ameans of identification,” rgoined Delland. "It wasn't worth anickel, that
Southwestern Copper stock. It was adud; old Festherstone himself had only faint hope that it would
stage a comeback.”

"But it served as your identification Delland,” reminded The Condor. "By theway, Thuler” - thiswasto a
dark-faced, black-haired man who was near the fireplace - "when you arrived sx months ago, we had a
chat about certain stocks. Do you recall it?'

Thuler nodded. Treft was about to speak again when Delland interrupted. The pale-faced man pointed to
the door. Corey was standing there; apparently the chauffeur wanted to speak to his chief.

Treft arose and walked out into the hall. Delland followed; he served as The Condor's secretary. The
three crossed the hall and went into the study.

Men began to chat. Cliff Mardand listened. He was considering facts that he had learned. The Condor's
brood numbered seven, not counting himsalf. Jengley and Thuler played the part of guests at the lodge,
aong with Lussg, the hard-faced fellow whom dl called Jeke.

Dédland was The Condor's secretary; Corey his chauffeur; Trosder acted as house servant, to give the
place afront. There was one other: a Chinaman who served as cook and aso waited on the table. The
Condor had addressed him as Goon Loy.

Cliff knew that Goon Loy was aso crooked. Otherwise, he would not have been admitted to the
company. The Condor had provided this habitat for men of crime aone.

Jengley'svoice ended Cliff'sreverie. The long-faced forger was saying something to the new member;
Cliff had been too deep in thought to catch the words. He looked quizzicaly toward Jengley; but before
the man could speak again, Delland entered.

"The chief wantsto seeyou, Mardand,” he sated. "'In the study.”

CLIFF l€eft the great room. He went to The Condor's study. The door was open; Cliff entered to find
Treft at his desk. Corey was standing near, ready to leave.

"That isdl," said Treft to the chauffeur. "Forget the matter, Corey."
"Y ou're sending word to Zegler?' inquired Corey, anxioudy.
"Yes," replied Treft, "tonight. | shal arrange atime of contact. Y ou will see him then.”

"All right, chief. | wasjust worried on account of Clint Spadling. When | talked with Clint downtown, |
told him that his best bet wasto dide out -"

"l know, Corey. And Spadling isgone. If any one comesto find him, no difficulty will result. Spadling
never came hereto the lodge. He was even cautious about being seen in Paulington.”

"That'strue, chief. But Spadling and | were pas once. | go down to town every day -"



"Enough, Corey. No onewill connect you with Spadling. Y ou and he had not worked together for years.
When you and he talked together in town, your meetings were secret. No one could have observed
them.

"You will ill act as chauffeur, Corey. To make a change would be amistake. That isthe type of move
that would attract attention to affairs here a the lodge.”

Corey nodded; then went out. Cliff remained. He met Treft's beady gaze. Cliff acted asif disinterested in
the discusson that he had heard.

"Mardand,” stated The Condor, "tonight | shal add your swag to my other trophies. Wapin's pearlswill
be safe within my strong room. Within the next few days, | shdl show you my treasure vaullt.

"You will be pleased with it. | can assure you that it lacks no protection. It lies beneath this building and it
isanatura stronghold. At the sametime, | hope you have dready redlized that the lodge itsaf iswell
protected.”

"I noticed wires dong the picket fence," returned Cliff. "What are they - an darm system?"

"Y es; no one could enter these grounds without discovery. Thelock on the gate is adevice of my own
invention. Any attempt to pick it would register an larm as effectively asif someone cut one of the fence
wires.

"The windows of thisbuilding are dl barred. We do not fear surprise atacks here, Mardand.
Nevertheless, those are dl emergency precautions.

"Our red protection liesin the fact that we are clear of suspicion. Six yearsago, | retired from business
with asizable fortune. Much of it had been gained by methods that were shrewd - not crimind; but | had
aways admired crime asameans of gain. That waswhy | chose thisresdence."

Treft paused to chuckle harshly. To Cliff, The Condor's gloat had the semblance of acry from avulture's
throat.

"I HAD one excellent contact,” resumed Treft. "That was through Ace Léfitte, acrimind in hisown right,
but one who had kept his rackets covered. To Léfitte | confided my scheme. It was he who selected
candidates for The Condor.

"Men like Gruzen; others; each with aquest. Each to ddliver on hisown, or pass the word to someone
who could accomplish thetask. Six years, Mardand, wasthe limit. | expected someto fdl by the
wayside. Last week, three were unheard from. The thirteenth of this month marked thefinish line.”

"Then | showed up,” laughed Cliff. "Wdll, | guess you expected Gruzen, didn't you, chief?"

"No," returned The Condor, "I did not. Oddly, Mardand, only afew of my band are origina workersto
whom L &fitte passed the word. Some gave the newsto others at the very start. Others, like Gruzen,
confided in pals when they knew that they could not continue.

"Léafitte, himself, isdead. Hewasto arrive here after | was established. Unfortunately, he had enemies
who were members of agambling ring. They murdered him in San Francisco, only afew months after he
and | had made our dedl."

Cliff nodded new understanding. He realized why Treft had counted so heavily upon identifying tokens
such asthe Blue Pearl.



"Gold - gems - treasures’ - The Condor was chuckling as heitemized his hidden store - "weslth that can
bring usacool million, Mardand! But that istrifling. The swag that you and others have delivered was
cdled for asatest of your ability.

"I have amillion dollars of my own. | shal be finished with Mountview Lodge. Our stolen goodswill be
shipped to Europe, to South America, to the Orient. We shal find anew headquarters, our assets
transformed into solid money.

"Then our day begins." The Condor's eyes gleamed wickedly. "We shdl launch crime without paraldl!
Arson, robbery, blackmail, forgery, murder - dl the calendar of crime will unroll before us.

"I, The Condor, shal be master. Working with me, you and others, al specidigtsin crime - men of
proven worth. Already, merdly asaprdiminary test, | have sponsored crimesthat an ordinary chieftain
would consder afina god. Y et, to me, the beginning il liesahead.”

The Condor's harsh voice continued. Listening, Cliff could fed theinsdious spdl that this crime master
had woven about the men who acknowledged him as chief. Y &, to Cliff, these promises of coming gain
werethoughtsthat made him find difficulty in restraining his pent-up fury.

Again, hewanted to legp forward and grip Treft'sthroat to throttle life from this monster who was
plotting misfortune, torture and death for scores of innocent persons.

When The Condor's gloating monologue had ended, Cliff sat dazed with horror. He barely managed to
restrain ashudder when Treft arose to clamp atalon on his new underling's shoulder.

They waked out into the hallway. The others had retired; only Trosder was about, puffing out lights. The
Condor's grip rlaxed. An evil smile upon lips, the chief bade his latest henchman good night.

WHEN he reached his own room, Cliff sat down by the window. His head was whirling; hisforehead
feverish as he touched it. Regularly, in The Shadow's service, Cliff dedt with crooks on their own
ground. He was used to steding himsdlf againgt the vile influence of evil men.

But The Condor, cdculating, cold, outmatched any fiend whom Cliff had ever encountered. The strength
of Treft's position pointed to the power of hisfuture. True, the law would strike against Mountview
Lodge, once it suspected that criminas had found harbor here. But would the law uncover that fact?

Cliff decided no. Trails had been covered. Swag was protected in some mysterious stronghold. As
Griscom Treft, The Condor passed suspicion. One point, however, was evident. Thetimeto strike was
the present - while Mountview Lodge still held its close-knit band of rogues.

Facts concerning past crime would not help. Incompl ete data concerning the lodge would not be useful
until later, when Cliff might have learned more about the place. The names of those within thesewalls
were not an important factor in planning some way to reach The Condor.

Thinking of names, Cliff remembered two. Zegler - Spadling. Those were not names of persons located
here. They were outside parties, those two whom Corey had mentioned. A grim smile formed on Cliff's
lips. It faded as he stared at the barred window.

To use those names, Cliff needed contact. Instructions had been for him to leave the lodgeif possibleand
meet Harry Vincent at the cabin on the other dope. Should Cliff not put in an appearance, Harry's duty
would have been to come here and try to contact Cliff.

Not thisfirst night, but later. All that, however, was ended. Feverishly, Cliff's brain began to drum. Harry
Vincent was dead - that definite fact swept adl other thoughts from mind. Cliff could picture exactly what



had happened.

Harry coming to the cabin. Lurkers- fiendswhom Cliff had met tonight, men with whom he had feigned
friendship - those villains had released their blast. A shattered cabin, its sections tossed about the hillside.
The only comfort was that death must have been swift to the hel pless man trapped within the doomed
shack.

Rising, Cliff extinguished the light. He came back to the opened window and stared into the blackened
night. One hope had come to his tormented brain. He was sure that The Shadow had cometo
Paulington. It was possible that The Shadow would take up Harry's task. Contact with Cliff!

As he gtared from the window, Cliff became suddenly dert. Y ards away, beyond the fence, something
had blinked from among the trees. It came again: quick, instantaneous flickers of aflashlight.

The Shadow's code! Calling for an answer!

FINDING his opened bag, Cliff dug deep and produced a flashlight. He blinked an answering symbol.
Contact was made. Tensdly, Cliff decided to send the vital information.

Blinking hislight at the window, he signaed two namesin the code used by The Shadow and his agents.
Zegler was thefirst name; Spadling the second. Then Cliff added a brief sentence sating that those men
were somewhere at large and must be found.

Blinks from beyond the fence. The Shadow's symbol for concluded transmission. Cliff sgned off in
return. A profound ease settled through his throbbing brain. One step had been made against The
Condor.

From small beginnings, The Shadow could produce great deeds. Hope held Cliff Mardand as he thought
of the future. The Shadow knew the fate of Harry Vincent; of that, Cliff was positive.

Inspired by vengeance, The Shadow would never relent until he had dealt destruction to those who
deserved it. Though The Condor might think himsalf secure, Cliff knew that the supercrook would be
forced to cope with afoe whose craft had conquered others who dedlt in crime.

Brief though the time might be, Cliff Mardand felt the positive belief that before crooksleft Mountview
Lodge, The Condor would meet The Shadow faceto face.

CHAPTER XII. THE SHADOW'S JOURNEY

IT wasfour o'clock the next afternoon. Half adozen men were seated upon Table Rock, chatting while
they smoked their pipes. Their conversation dealt with developments in Paulington.

"Like asnot, the fellow was blowed up in that cabin,” remarked a big, unshaven chap whose voice
carried arusgtic twang. "Figuring that, | can't see no reason for ustramping al aong the dope.”

""Tan't the dead man we're looking for, Hank," observed acomrade. "The sheriff wantsto find out who
et off them fireworks."

"Hadn't he figured that the city chap could ha doneit for himself?*
"What's become of him then?"
"Maybe he was blowed up with it. Say - when's the sheriff due here?



"He's coming now, Hank."

Asthewords were spoken, Sheriff Brock appeared from the cabin path. With him were three strangers.
One of the men on the rock whispered to apd:

"Reporters - up from New York."
"Any luck, men?" queried the sheriff.

"Nothing much, Howie," responded Hank, as spokesman. "L uther, here, found what looked like a
campfirefurther up the hill; but it didn't strike me as meaning nothing.”

"Built recently, wasit?'
"Didn't look that way. I'd have said them logs have been lying there well nigh on to amonth.”
"No uselooking &t it then."

The sheriff waved for searchers to come down from the rock. They had been searching the terrain
individualy; Table Rock wastheir meeting place. Obvioudy, Brock was going back to town, and the
members of his party were glad to do the same.

TEN minutes after the searchers had |eft the ledge, afigure appeared sllently from alower path. It was
The Shadow, in the guise of Henry Arnaud. Up here on the dope, he had found little difficulty in avoiding
the spreadout searchers.

Skirting the ledge, The Shadow cut in to the spot that he had examined on the night before, where loose
stones had marked progress up the dope. Tracing through scrub, he reached atiny clearing. There, under
the shdlter of adwarfed pinetree, he found the fire that L uther had reported.

Blackened logs were dl that remained above gray ashes. But The Shadow, pressing logs aside, found
something that brought a soft laugh from hislips. It was the ssump of a hand-fashioned cigarette.

To The Shadow's observation, thisfirewas of fairly recent building. Chunksfrom the smdl logsindicated
that someone had been careful to thoroughly extinguish it. That was why Hank had decided the firewasa
month old. The Shadow's estimate limited its age to aweek or less.

Thistiny clearing waswell hidden. A fire, burning here, could not have been seen from the ledge below.
It seemed likely that the person who had built the fire had come up from Table Rock. The Shadow's task
wasto find any other direction that the unknown man might have taken.

There was no path from the clearing. Hence there were two indications, among pressed bushes, that
showed the camper's course. One was down to Table Rock. The other, toward the rise of the hill.

Choosing this course, The Shadow began atrail. A dozen yards dong, he made a discovery: another
cigarette sump trampled on the ground. Like thefirgt, it was handmade. It had been carefully
extinguished.

Thetrail continued. It bore west, skirting the dope. At one spot, broken branches of trees showed a
course through blocking boughs. Another wisp of cigarette paper furnished an additiond clue.

These traces were not obvious. Only The Shadow, looking for them, could have discovered the path that
aprowler had taken. With the skill of awoodsman, he kept to histask, picking new indicationsthat the
sheriff's blunderers had utterly failed to notice.



An hour'sjourney brought him beyond the hill. Therethetrail veered; then waslost a an opening among
the trees. The Shadow, however, noted atiny knoll that might have been an objective. He madein that
direction. From the eminence, he gained aview to the north.

A stream curved past the borders of the dope. A farmhouse stood beyond it; but on the stream itself, half
amilewest of thefarm, was adark brown building that looked like an old mill.

A poor road showed among trees ill further west. It offered means of travel between the mill and the
good dirt road that skirted the west side of the dope. The Shadow chose that road as his next point.

DESCENDING the dope, The Shadow suddenly came upon new traces of the sametrail that he had
taken from the clearing above Table Rock. Evidently the stroller on the hillside had cut down to the road
in the same fashion as had The Shadow.

A cigarette butt was the clue that proved thisfact. Reaching the road, The Shadow discovered footprints
inthick dust. A toe pointed right, that was toward the mill.

The Shadow followed the trail no further. Keeping to the side of the road, he headed left. A westward
walk of more than amile brought him to the good dirt highway. He followed it until he came to the upper
end of the old abandoned road on which Harry Vincent had left the flivver. The Shadow took to the
abandoned road.

A coupe was parked beside the birch trees when The Shadow arrived at that spot. A man was standing
besideit, looking up the path. The Shadow approached and scuffed a stone as he advanced. The man
spun about to show aface that was keen and dert.

Hewas Clyde Burke, reporter from the New Y ork Classic. Wiry built, active of manner, Clyde started
tensdy as he awaited the arrival of the walker. He said nothing as he studied the immobile features of
Henry Arnaud.

The Shadow raised hisleft hand. On thethird finger, Clyde spied agem that glittered despite the shade of
the trees above. The sonewas afire opd, aglimmering, living cod of varied hue; The Shadow's girasol.

"They've dl gone back to town," stated Clyde, solemnly. "I told the sheriff | wanted to poke around here
awhile. The other reporters went into Paulington. I'm to meet them at the office of Burgess Dowden.”

A dow nod was The Shadow's response. In the steady manner of Henry Arnaud, he entered the car and
took the whed. Clyde joined him.

"Remain at the Paulington House," ordered The Shadow, in Arnaud's steedy tone. "Await instructions;
and havereportsavailable. | shall requirethiscar.”

"All right," agreed Clyde. "The sheriff found nothing up on the dope. It looks like thered been people
around there, dl right, but none of them left enough traces to count.”

"Did he discover anything at the cabin?’

"Nothing. But he says - and it sounds likely, too - that whoever blew the place up could have gone
around and picked up any traces of - of -"

"Of the man who died there."

Clyde had hesitated, choked as he sought to utter the name of Harry Vincent. The Shadow's response, in
level, solemn voice, had completed the sentence for him.



Clyde nodded. He appreciated the fact that The Shadow had spoken without mentioning Harry's name.
To Clyde, the tragedy was as great asit had been to Cliff Mardand.

The Shadow was driving toward the forkk and Clyde studied his masklike countenance as they jounced
from the bad road. In the features of Henry Arnaud, he saw an inflexible, unyielding expression.

Grim fervor seized Clyde Burke. Like Cliff, he had vowed vengeance upon murderers. In The Shadow's
firm countenance, despite the fact that it was but atemporary guise, Clyde saw a determination that he
knew must concern the future.

Clyde recdled the vengeance that The Shadow had wreaked upon dayerswho had killed an agent long
ago. Heknew that thisjust being would aways exact toll from men of evil. But the past could not vanish
from Clydée's memory.

Harry Vincent was dead. That tragic thought gripped Clyde asit had held Cliff. With effort, Clyde
managed to regain his camness. The Shadow's example had told him that he must face the future.

NO comment came from the lips of Henry Arnaud asthe car rolled toward Paulington. It was not until
they had reached the very outskirts of the village that The Shadow stopped.

It was Clyde's signd to leave. The agent clambered from the coupe. The Shadow drove off dong aside
street while Clyde started afoot toward Dowden's office.

The Shadow did not travel far, however. He skirted the town, came in by aside road and parked the
coupe in back of the Paulington House. It wastimefor the evening train. The Shadow strolled leisurely
toward the station platform.

Theloca chugged into view; three passengers stepped from it. Standing away, The Shadow surveyed
them; suddenly his eyes became fixed upon apassenger of husky build whose keen eyes stared from a
swarthy countenance.

The Shadow knew that stranger, with hisfirm jaw and short-clipped mustache. But The Shadow had not
expected to see him in Paulington. The arrival was Vic Marquette, operative for the United States secret
sarvice.

Vic waslooking about, anxious to make some query. He saw the station agent and approached the man.
The Shadow, strolling close, heard Marquette inquire the way to Burgess Dowden's office. The station
agent pointed to the building down the Strest.

The Shadow watched Marquette walk away. He waited; the operative entered the office building. Ten
minutes passed; then three reporters - Burke included - came strolling out to the sidewalk. The Shadow
laughed softly.

Marquette had evidently introduced himsdlf to sheriff and burgess. The result was a private conference.
The Shadow, however, wasin no haste to learn the details. He strolled over to the Paulington House.

The clerk was reading anewspaper that had just arrived. Paulington wasin the news. Last night'sflash
over the press wires had added grim importance to the mystery exploson on the hillside.

That was why reporters had come here today; it was also why the clerk stared suspicioudy at the
features of Henry Arnaud as The Shadow strolled upstairs. Strangers who failed to state their business
were being watched in Paulington. The clerk had aready told the burgess that Henry Arnaud had
checked in at the Paulington House &fter the hill explosion.



Clouded sky; gloomy dusk. Blackness was thickening outside The Shadow's window. Half an hour had
passed since Marquette had entered the office building. The Shadow was seated at atable, about to sedl
an envelope. Suddenly he became alert.

His keen ears had caught the sound of footsteps. People were coming up the stairs to the third floor of
the hotel. V oices, though muffled, were carrying along the corridor of the old hotel; they could be heard
through The Shadow's open transom.

Instantly, The Shadow extinguished the table lamp. Something swished; he was plucking cloak and hat
from an opened suitcase. The black garments donned, he produced a coil of rope from the bag; then
clicked the suitcase shuit.

Men had arrived outside The Shadow's door. Someone was pounding; the gruff tones of Sheriff Brock
werecdling for Mr. Arnaud.

SILENTLY, The Shadow placed the bag on the window sill. He attached the end of the rope to the bag
handle; then swung himself out into darkness.

Stretching upward, The Shadow gained the edge of the hotel roof. His shape was amass of swinging
blackness asit ascended. From the roof, The Shadow tugged at the cord. The suitcase swung like a
pendulum; then it was drawn up to where The Shadow crouched.

A muffled crash from the room below. The sheriff had jolted the door with his shoulder; thelock had
broken. A light blinked on below. Crouched on the roof's edge, The Shadow listened. He could hear
voices engaged in discussion.

Two figures appeared by the open window. The Shadow could discern them as he leaned from the
blackened roof. One man was Sheriff Brock; the other Vic Marquette.

"Chasethe reporters,” suggested Vic in atone that The Shadow could hear. "Tdl them to go downdtairs
withthecdlerk.”

Brock barked an order. The Shadow heard departing footsteps; the muffled sound of a closing door.
Brock and Marquette remained by the window; The Shadow heard the sheriff Sate:

"Thisfellow Arnaud beet it, dl right. That makes him look suspiciousto me. The clerk saysfor sure that
he came up here."

"Maybe heis phony," returned Marquette. "But as soon as we got over here to the hotel and heard the
clerk'sdescription of him, | knew that it couldn't be Clint Spadling.”

"Then what did you come up for?" inquired the sheriff.

"On account of the reporters,” explained Marquette. "They were at our hedls. They figured we were
looking for somebody. Listen, sheriff: well et those newshawks think we were after Arnaud. Not aword
to them about Spadling. Understand?’

"I'm with you on it. But are you sure that Arnaud couldn't be Spadling? Might be disguised, you know."

"Not achance. The clerk says Arnaud istall; with clear complexion and asolemn face. Spadling is bulky
like; he couldn't hide that. What's more, he's dark; and his mug is amean one. He couldn't keep those
bulging teeth of hisout of Sght.”

"Well look for him."



"Right; and when we locate Spadling, well have aline on any phony business that's been going on around
here. The man's abad egg. Always has been.”

The speaker moved back into the room. A door dam told of their departure. The Shadow crept along
the roof; he dropped his bag to the fire escape; then descended. He reached the coupe in back of the
hotel. He started the car and drove dowly away along a secluded street.

CLYDE BURKE was eating an egg sandwich at the local lunch counter when aman entered and |ooked
at Clyde and other reporters. The fellow inquired:

"Who's Mr. Burke?'
Clyde acknowledged the name. The man handed him an envelope.
"Friend of yours sent this," he stated. "Some gent in acoupe. Asked meto bring it in here.”

Clyde opened the message. He held it so he done could see the writing. Coded wordsin bluishink -
orders from The Shadow. The writing faded to blankness; away with all messages between The Shadow
and his agents. Clyde smiled as he thrust the blank sheet in his pocket. He tossed a quarter dollar to the
messenger, who grinned his thanks and strolled out.

Outside of Paulington, a coupe was gpproaching the fork. It swung left at the junction point; from the
darkness behind the whedl came awhispered laugh. The Shadow, his part of Arnaud ended, wasfaring
forth on anew and important mission.

CHAPTER XIIl. THE MAN AT THE MILL

THICK darkness lay beneath overhanging trees. Silence of night was disturbed only by theripple of a
little stream. Then, barely audible in the gloom, came the closing of adoor, followed by amomentary
swish.

The Shadow had found the side road to the old mill. He had followed it until he discovered an open
space beside the road. There he had parked the coupe, between the road and the stream close by. His
car was well obscured by the surrounding trees.

Moving stedthily dong the bank of the stream, The Shadow chose a sure course toward the old mill.
Despite the doshing mud that brinked the water, he progressed so slently that al sound of his advance
was covered by the babbling of the stream.

At the end of one hundred yards, The Shadow encountered a structure of wood. It was the trough of an
old millrace, acrude flumethat came from adark building bulking up ahead.

The Shadow followed this new line. He reached the wooden wall of the mill; moved to theright acrossa
shaky timber; then skirted the Sde of the building to find the dim light of awindow.

Here The Shadow edged head and shoulder to the lower corner of agrimy pane. The glass was absent
from the upper sash. As The Shadow looked into the building, he could hear the sound of muffled
VOiCes.

Two men were seated in an oddly furnished room. It had once been combination office and storeroom;
now it had been fashioned into a crude living room. In one corner, The Shadow saw a battered counter;
in another, shelves that were sturdy in construction. There was aroll-top desk beyond the counter; a
stove in the center of the room.



Added to these rdlics of the mill'sforgotten glory were stuffed chairs and heavy tables that had come
from an old-fashioned parlor. Theillumination was provided by two kerosene lamps, the light was
aufficient to show the faces of the occupants.

Onewas a brawny, long-limbed man whose face was hatchetlike. Hard-eyed, smooth-shaven, this
individual was dressed in clothesthat were new, but poor infit. It was plain that he must be the
proprietor of the old mill.

The other was agawky, dull-faced rustic, whose chinless|ower jaw was engaged in gum chewing.
Seated on the edge of achair, his elbows douched upon atable, thisyouth was drawlingin a
high-pitched voice.

"Y ou know, Uncle Hiram," he was saying, "folks was a-tellin' me that this here old mill oughta be opened
up again. Hain't many places hereabouts where they kin get the kindaflour they like.”

"No?" queried the hatchet-faced man gruffly. "Well, if the folks you talk about would mind their own
business, it would be moreto my liking."

"They say you've got enough money to start it goin' again, uncle,” put in the youth. "They alow that you
was right smart buyin' an’ sallin' property. They say there ain't no need for aman to beretirin’, when he's
no older than you be."

"Youtdl them that Hiram Zegler knowswhat he's doing. Agree with them that your uncleisaright smart
man. Letit go at that, Elisha”

The gawky youth nodded. He arose from his chair and douched about the room. He watched Hiram
Zegler pluck hishat from apeg on thewall.

"Were going to town, Elisha" informed the retired miller. "Get your cap. I'll let you drivethe car.”

"Hadn't you agoin’ to draw up the net?' Elishanudged toward adoor at the far sde of the room. "Mebbe
you'd find somelikely pickerd, liketherewaslast night.”

"I'm waiting afew daysfor agood catch,” returned Zegler. "By the way, Elisha, remember that you'reto
keep quiet about the way | do my fishing. | don't want any trouble.”

"Hadn't nobody agoin' to make trouble for you. They go polin' hereabouts an' the warden, he don't
kick."

"No? Wel, hewould if he knew about it. And that's not dl, Elisha. Therésfarmersal along herewho
would put out nets of their own if they knew | was doing it. So keep quiet like you say you've been
doing. Comedong; let'ssart.”

Elishadouched over and took a cap from apeg. Hiram Zegler extinguished the lights. The two went out
from the room. When next they appeared, they had made their exit from asmall door at the rear of the
mill.

THE building wasin alarge clearing. Black against the sdewall, The Shadow watched Zegler and his
nephew asthey staked to atumble-down structure that served astheir garage. Lights flashed; asedan
swung out into arutted drive. Then the car rolled to the road and jounced off in the direction of the
Paulington road.

The Shadow pressed the window upward. The sash was unlocked. He made asilent entry in the
darkness. Hisflashlight blinked, guarded by the folds of his cloak. He approached the desk and raised its



roll top.

Paperslay in disarray. None of them were important; they were chiefly bills from Paulington merchants,
al stamped "Paid." The Shadow opened small compartments. In one hefound an old .32 revolver,
unloaded. In another, he discovered afew silver coins.

A bank book promised information; but the stubs bore no reference to the amount of Hiram Zegler's
funds. A tin box contained an assortment of fishhooks.

In the back of the desk, The Shadow uncovered two metd tubes, each about six inchesin length and two
in diameter. These had tight-fitting screw covers. The Shadow opened each in turn. One held more
fishhooks; the other was empty.

Odd bottles of pillswerethe only other items on view. Apparently Zegler kept nothing of vauein the
desk. That was not surprising, because the ease of entry to the mill would have made theft smple during
Zegler's absence.

The Shadow's flashlight glimmered on astairway that led upward. Thisindicated deeping quarters above.
Moreimportant to The Shadow was the door that Elishahad indicated. This barrier must lead below the
mill. The door was a strong one, fitted with agood lock.

Thetiny light glimmered on the lock, while agloved hand worked with probing pick. A click sounded.
The Shadow opened the door and flashed his light upon arickety stairway that curved asit descended.

The Shadow closed the door behind him. He followed the curved stairway; as he did, he heard the surge
of water. He came to the bottom and found a crude cellar. The center of the floor was open; through it
poured the entire bulk of the swift stream that had once provided power to the mill.

There were no openingsin these lower walls. The only mode of entrance was from the room above,
unless one had chosen to swim under water and come in by the stream itsalf. As The Shadow moved
toward the rear of the mill, he shone hislight into the water and discovered the net of which Elisha had
spoken.

A thick, curved mesh that blocked the entire stream, the net offered an excellent trap for fish. The
strength of the current would tend to bring fish through the channel beneath the mill. Oncein the net, they
would be apt to stay there.

Moving further back, The Shadow encountered a solid wall that stopped just above the surface of the
water. He could fed the rumble of surging current underneath the planks on which he sood. This
indicated that the main inlet was but one feeder through which water came.

In fact, there was something placid about the flow of the central channel. The water seemed to increasein
power and volume asit reached the net. As The Shadow studied thisfact, he caught a sound from
above. It sounded like the closing of adoor.

Placing his hand againgt the low celling, The Shadow sensed a cresking. Moving forward, he followed it.
for haf adozen paces. Hislight was no longer blinking. Someone had entered the mill from the door
which Zegler and Elishahad used as exit.

PICKING hisway through darkness, The Shadow gained the stairway. He ascended and stopped when
he arrived at the closed door. Carefully, he turned the latch. He opened the door afraction of aninch.

Light gleamed through the opening. The Shadow saw aman moving away from atable upon which stood
alighted lamp.



The newcomer was going toward the desk. He was neither Zegler nor Elisha; The Shadow could tell
that, despite the fact that the man had moved into gloom. The intruder reached the desk; there he blinked
aflashlight and began to rummage through the papers.

The fellow's face was away from The Shadow's view. Slowly, The Shadow opened the door and crept
from the stairway. He closed the door noiselesdy behind him. Spectra beyond the fringe of light, he
looked like afigure from another world.

The Shadow could easily have gained the window by which he had entered. Or, as second choice, he
could have glided dong the wal to make sure progress to the outer door. Strangely, he took neither
course.

Instead, he moved softly to the center of the room. His gloved hands weaponlessin front of his black
cloak, he took a position adozen feet behind the man who was inspecting Zegler's desk.

At no point did he block the lamplight. So careful was his advance that the intruder caught no indication
of it. Motionless, The Shadow waited until he saw the intruder pocket the flashlight.

Then The Shadow ddlivered a hissed laugh. Like aghost mysterioudy materidized in the very center of
the room, he spoke his sihilant mirth. Toned to aweird whisper, the laugh shivered its echoesfrom the
wallsof thisold room.

Then man at the desk whedled about. As he swung, he shot hisright hand to his hip and snapped it
upward, to display agun. Automaticaly, hisquick aim was directed straight toward the figure of The
Shadow.

A grained, hunted face showed paein the gloom. Lips gasped; the right hand dropped weskly.
Mechanically, theintruder stepped forward; then halted. He had reached a spot where hisface was
within the lamplight'srange.

The Shadow's laugh had ended. Burning eyes from beneath the douch hat were fixed upon the
countenance before them. No longer did the startled intruder show anxiety; instead, his expresson was
oneof vast relief.

Small wonder. The Shadow had recognized thisintruder. That waswhy he had reveded himsdf. The
man who had turned about from the desk was Harry Vincent.

CHAPTER XI1V. THE TRUE STORY

THE SHADOW'Sright hand was pointing toward a chair beside the table. Harry Vincent nodded. He
waked to the chair and seated himsdlf. Then he gazed toward The Shadow.

In following The Shadow's order, Harry had blocked the lamplight. No longer did The Shadow's shape
gtand in clear outline. It had become a spectral form, shrouded by the darkness that closed in from the
walls. Still, Harry could see the flash of burning eyes.

"Y ou cameto Paulington,” stated The Shadow, hisvoice an intonation. "Y ou purchased a car and |eft the
garage shortly after seven o'clock. Y ou should have reached the cabin before eight.”

Harry nodded.

"You were delayed,” resumed The Shadow. "A tire went flat on the abandoned road. Y ou stopped to
changeit. Y ou were late when you started up the path.”



Another nod from Harry. He did not have to tell the story. The Shadow had traced events himself.
Listening, Harry could guess the clues. He knew that The Shadow must have viewed the car.

Theflat sparetire; mud on the base of abrand new jack. These were indications of importance. Then
Harry thought of the old road and remembered the muddy spot where he had shifted tires. The Shadow
must have viewed that telltale location.

"Y ou heard the explosion,” declared The Shadow, histone solemn and leve. ™Y ou saw men there
afterward. Y our duty wasto remain on the sope. Y ou kept out of sight in the darkness. Later, you chose
Table Rock as your base.

"The ledge was too conspicuous alocation. Y ou went further up the hill and camped. Y ou thought it best
to keep way from Paulington and other towns until the exploson was forgotten.”

The Shadow paused. Harry was about to speak, when his chief raised a silencing hand. The Shadow
delivered aquestion; but histone was a command rather than a query.

"A man went into that cabin,” intoned The Shadow. "State if you were close enough to know that he had
entered.”

Harry nodded. The Shadow waited for areply. Harry spoke huskily.

"YES," hesaid. "I heard someone coming into the path. Up ahead of me. It sounded like he was going to
the cabin. | wasn't sure about it, though, until | saw aflashlight blink. I hadn't been using my own light on
the path, so | figured he didn't know | was around.

"Hewas moving quick, though, and | had a hunch it might be somebody who had spotted me in town
and footed it out from Paulington. Either to be ahead of me or walk in on me. So | waited down the path;
then thewhole sde of the hill ssemed to go up in aflash.

"| stayed where | was until | heard prowlers coming my direction. Then | cut off through the woods and
watched their lights blink. Finaly they went up toward Table Rock. | followed; | found a path and lost it;
then found it again and came out &t the ledge. The otherswere gone.”

Harry paused. He managed a smile as he rubbed hisface. His cheeks and chin were scrubby. He had not
shaved since the night of his disgppearance.

"| cached my bag," resumed Harry. "Up on the hill, away from the rock. Where | made camp. | was
short on cigarettes; but | had papers and pipe tobacco, and | rolled my own. | guess the stumps | ft
something of atrail.”

Harry stopped, redlizing that he had more important word to give. Facts concerning Cliff Mardand.

" madeatrip to Mountview Lodge," he stated. "On the second night, because of Cliff. | knew he
wouldn't be able to come to the cabin, since it had been blasted.

"I found contact. Flashlight signals. Cliff sent me two names; both important. Persons outside of the
lodge, who apparently have something to do with it. One name was Spadling. I'd never heard it; but |
know the other: Zegler.

"The old map showed the name of Zegler with thismill property. Thismorning | lugged my bag dong with
me to the knoll on the north dope. | sighted the mill and saw theroad that led to it. | came down the hill
andwent in hiding.



"Zegler and another fellow drove out tonight. | was watching from down the road. When their car had
goneby, | camein hereto seewhat | could find. There's nothing of importancein the desk.”

Harry sat sllent, his story completed. It was he, not The Shadow, who had gained the news from Cliff.
Now that The Shadow had finally recelved the information, the name of Spadling had significance aswell
asthat of Zegler.

"ALL theindications," informed The Shadow, his eyesfixed upon Harry, "show that the murderers came
from Mountview Lodge. They visited the cabin to day a man whom they suspected to be an enemy.

"That man was Spadling. Sought by the law, he was amenace to those in Mountview Lodge. Hisnameis
known there; he was concerned with the affairs of someonein the crimina band.

"More must belearned of Spadling. Y our task will beto gain that information. Y ou shall go to Paulington,
to meet the man who ison Spadling'strail.”

Harry stared blankly. He could not understand The Shadow's plan. To Harry, areturn to the town meant
that explanations would be necessary.

"In Paulington," stated The Shadow, "you will find Vic Marquette.”

Understanding dawned on Harry's face. The Shadow's agent knew the secret service operative. They
had worked together in the past. Vic Marquette was one who recognized the power of The Shadow.

Moreover, Vic knew that Harry took orders from the cloaked chief. On that account, Marquette would
accept whatever Harry told him. The Shadow was taking good advantage of the operative's presencein
Paulington.

"Ingtructions-"

The Shadow's voice had lowered to asnister hiss. Hiswords came steedily to Harry's ears. Rising, the
agent extinguished the light; he followed the blinks of The Shadow's flashlight toward the rear door of the
mill.

All the while, The Shadow's words continued; brief, whispered phrases. Each intonation drilled itsdf into
Harry's brain. After each pause came an added statement. The light blinked toward the road; close by
The Shadow, Harry kept on walking until he neared the spot where he had hidden his bag in the woods.

There Harry stopped. He heard The Shadow's final whisper. In alow tone, Harry answered:
"Ingtructionsreceived.”

Theflashlight no longer blinked. Harry heard aswish in darkness. He caught awhispered laugh that
faded in the night. The Shadow had struck off through the trees; his course was toward the dope.

Groping in the darkness, Harry found his bag and lifted it. He carried it along the road, using his own
flashlight at intervals until he found aclear space on the right. Following The Shadow'sindructions, Harry
entered the parked coupe.

He started the motor and drove out into the road. Heading for Paulington, he speculated on eventsto
come. He knew that his arrival in the town would produce a sensationd surprise. His course, however,
would not be difficult, once he had talked with Vic Marquette.

Harry Vincent was coming back from the dead. With Clyde Burke, he would be ready when The



Shadow needed him. Harry was taking The Shadow's place in Paulington. The Shadow had become the
watcher on the hill.

CHAPTER XV. MARQUETTE LISTENS

VIC MARQUETTE was glowering across the desk in Burgess Dowden's office. Dowden, himsdlf,
looked uneasy. Sheriff Brock, also present, shared the concern that the burgess felt.

"I'll grant you one point,” declared Marquette. "If it hadn't been for those newspaper accounts, | wouldn't
have come here. | would be looking over around Southbridge, where Spadling mailed his|etter.

"But now that | am here, I'm in ajam. These reporters know I'm somebody. | can't move without them
being on my neck. If | let them know I'm looking for Clint Spadling; if the word gets out thet I'm a
Federa man, the whole job will be queered. If -"

Marquette paused. Someone was pounding at the office door. Vic nodded to the sheriff; Brock bellowed
to comein.

Hank, one of the countrymen who had hel ped the sheriff after the cabin blast, entered. He was wearing a
deputy's badge. Puffed with sdf-importance, he made an announcement to the sheriff.

"Jest picked up asuspicious character,” informed Hank. "L eastwise, some of the boys did. Lookslike
the fellow we've been a-hunting for. Hain't shaved; clothes al covered with burrs. Ketched him awaking
down toward the railway depot -"

"What's his name?' demanded the sheiff.

"Hadn't found out,” returned Hank. " Says he hadn't a-talking to nobody except you. They're bringing him
up here. A-coming in now."

There were footsteps on the stairs. Brock went to the door. He saw two deputies marching an unshaven
man with them. Brock beckoned. The deputies brought their charge into the room.

Brock waved reporters back; then told the deputies to follow. He closed the door to survey the
prisoner.

Before Brock could say aword, Marquette was on his feet. The operative had been waiting for the door
to close. Now he sprang forward, his hand extended.

"Vincent!"

HARRY grinned as he heard Vic's welcome. He shook hands with Marquette while Dowden and Brock
gtared in astonishment. Then Marquette introduced the prisoner.

"Anoldfriend of ming" he explained. "Harry Vincent, from New Y ork. Hesbeen avduableadin
certain government cases. If he knows anything about this cabin business, you'l hear it. Go ahead,
Vincent."

"Mighty odd, meeting you here, Vic," laughed Harry. "It's abreak for me, | suppose. It seems asthough
coincidence has struck me ever since | cameto thistown."”

"Wereyou up at that cabin?' queried Brock.

"Let metell my story,” returned Harry. "After dl, therés not much toit; but it's been something of an



orded. | came up herefor avacation. It turned into a camping trip."
"Y ou're the fellow who bought the car -"

Brock was blurting another interruption. Marquette stopped him and motioned for Harry to continue.
Harry began with adirect answer to the sheriff's unfinished query.

"l arrived in Paulington two nights ago,” declared The Shadow's agent. "'l saw the hotel and thought of
stopping there. But | happened to make inquiry at the garage and | learned that there was an unoccupied
cabinonthehillsde.

"I thought that | should see the place; then find out who owned it and rent it for afew weeks, if it proved
auitable. | leased aflivver from the garage man and followed hisdirections. A tire went flat when |
reached the abandoned road.

"After fixing thetire, | went on to find the cabin. Halfway up the path, | stopped. | saw alight blinking
somewhere near the spot where | thought the cabin must be. Then came an explosion. It seemed as
though the whole side of the hill wasamass of fire.

"I was haf sunned. By thetime | was recovered from the shock, | saw lights coming my direction. | took
to the woods, my bag with me. My return to the road was cut off. | didn't know what would happen

"Logica enough,” observed Marquette, as Harry paused. "That would have seemed like atough spot to
any one, shexiff."

Brock nodded his agreement. So did Dowden.

"My bag was pretty heavy," resumed Harry, "but | didn't noticeit. Not until 1 wasamile up thedope. |
wanted to get away and stay under cover. When | stopped to think things over, | fet sure that the
dynamiters must have found my flivver.

"I couldn’t go back to the car. | wandered around to get my bearings and finaly | struck a broad, stony
ledge that seemed like agood landmark.”

"Table Rock,” put in the sheriff. "Go on with the ory."

"I CAMPED up abovetheledge," stated Harry. "The weather had turned nice and | liked the woods. So
| decided to camp another night and come into town today.

"But thismorning, | heard new prowlers along the dope. | hid my bag and cut over to the north of the hill,
waiting for darkness. Then | came back, picked up my bag and headed for town. | didn't look for the
flivver.

"I'd like to know what that bunch is doing on the hill. I don't know how many were there two nights ago;
but it sounded like adozen today. | figured they were outlaws -"

"They were my men, today," interposed the sheriff. “"We thought you'd been blowed up in that shack,
young fellow. But that pack two nights ago - well, it beats me figuring who they were. Theré's no outlaws
inthese parts. | reckon well have to do some heavy scouring.”

"Let'shold it off, sheriff,” suggested Marquette, serioudy. "The best thing we can do right now isget rid
of those reporters. Let them stay away until we have ared story for them.”



"How will you managethat?' queried the burgess. "I refer to the matter of sending the reporters back to
New York."

"Easly," returned Marquette. "Here we have Vincent, the man that was supposed to be dead. An
explosion without avictim is no newspaper yarn."

"That'sright," agreed the sheriff. "And after they've gone, we can start looking -"
The burgess stopped Brock with a headshake. Marquette saw it and smiled.

"Vincent isdl right,” declared Vic. "Infact, it would be agood ideato have him stay here. He might as
well know why | am on the ground.

"You see, Vincent” - Vic swung to Harry - "I'm looking for a scoundrel named Geoffrey Spadling.
Known as Clint Spadling, to hispas. A smart crook, Spadling. Something of a promoter in hisway.

"He has contacts with smugglers, counterfeiters and what not. When he gets agood proposition, he
bringsin othersto help him. Well, afew days ago, weraided a print shop out in Cleveland. It wasablind
for acounterfeiter's outfit.

"We picked up some plates and a batch of queer money. Along with the fake mazumawas a note to one
of the gang. It was signed by Clint Spadling, telling the fellow to meet him in Southbridge.

"| figured the appointment wouldn't be kept. | intended to come to Southbridge mysdlf. Then | read
about the explosion near here. It just hit me that Spadling might be hooked up with it. I've got an idea
right now astowhat it'sal about."

Brock and Dowden surveyed Marquette with interest. The operative smiled.

"SUPPOSE Spadling was here with an outfit," suggested Marquette, "with amoney machine working.
He's pretty foxy. Hed have read about that raid in Cleveland. It got into the newspapers. He'd know that
we might be on histrail.”

"Y ou mean he could have been using the shack?' questioned the burgess. "As headquartersfor his
band?'

"That'stheidea, burgess," broke in the sheriff. "Marquette means that the gang may have blown up the
placeto get rid of any evidence againgt them."

"Not quite," asserted Marquette. " Spadling istoo smart abird for that, sheriff. He would have amore
elaborate headquarters than an abandoned cabin. The purpose of the explosion would be to make us
think that he had used the cabin ashisbase.”

"The cabin could have been ablind," nodded the burgess. "The rea headquarters located somewhere
dse”

"That'sit," acknowledged Marquette. "That'swhy I'm staying in town. And Vincent, too, in case he may
be useful. We're going to look for places where the crew might be located. I'm just beginning to get the
drift of what Spadling's game might be."

Brock swung to Dowden.

"Say, burgess," blurted the sheriff, pounding the desk as he spoke, "you know that swell lodge around the
other side of the dope? What a place that'd be for asmart gang!”



"Mountview Lodge?' Dowden smiled as he shook his head. "Hardly, Brock. Griscom Treft, the man
who ownsit, isamillionaire. He has lived there for Six years.”

"You'reright, burgess. Just the same, nobody knows much about Treft. | wouldn't have suspicioned
anything, mind you - infact, | don't say that I'm suspicioning yet. But the dope can't swallow people.
They've got to be somewhere.”

"Mountview Lodge," mused Marquette. "Isit the only place nearby that has agood front?"

"Theonly one," admitted the burgess. " The farms hereabout are of little account. It might be worth your
while, Marquette, to go over to the lodge.”

"Let himtry it," clucked the sheriff. "Say - did you ever see anybody who'd been inside that fence of
Treft's? I've been over there mysdlf; and it's my opinion those wires on the fence are hooked up with an
dam.

"The lock on that gate is something nobody could bust. And who ever comes out of the place? Nobody
except the chauffeur; that sneaky-looking fellow with afacelike arat. Drives down town in his coupeto
buy grub. Goes over to Southbridge off and on, too. I've seen him there."

"Thereare guests at thelodge," recaled the burgess. " Sometimes one of them is seen with the chauffeur.
Do you know, | am commencing to suspect abit myself.”

"Apparently,” said Marquette, sourly, "it would be impossible for me to enter Mountview Lodge, no
matter who might bein there.”

"What'sthat?" The sheriff thrust forth his beefy jaw. "Y ou say no matter who'sin there? Listen,
Marquette - if you think the dynamite guys are at Mountview Lodge, I'll take you in there.

"We don't stand for too much ceremony in this county. When we want search warrants, we get them.
Quick, too. If we make mistakes, we apologize and nobody feels sore. If aman's got nothing to hide, he
won't careif thelaw looksinon him.

"Y ou say theword and well wak into Mountview Lodge. And well do it someway that will work the
way we want. Without anybody knowing we're coming, until we'rethere.”

IT was plain that Brock meant what he said. Marquette |ooked pleased. He glanced at acaendar, then
remarked:

"Today isthe tenth, sheriff. How soon can you have that warrant ready?*

"I'll catch Judge Foxcroft tomorrow,” returned Brock. "I'll have the warrant dated for the twelfth. Does
that suit?'

"It does," agreed Marquette. "Maybe we will useit; maybe wewont. I'll think it over, sheriff. Right now"
- Vicwasrising - "I'm going out to scare away the reporters.

"Y ou're coming with me, Vincent. Y ou can stay at the hotel. After you've shaved, well go out and get a
real med. Y ou ought to be hungry by now."

"I was lucky enough to have a pound bar of chocolatein my bag," stated Harry. "I grabbed some ham
and eggs aong with coffee when | reached town tonight.”

"It won't hurt to eat again,” decided Marquette. "Come dong. I'll send the reportersin, burgess, after I've



talked with them. Y ou and the sheriff can do the rest.”

Dowden and Brock nodded. Vic and Harry went out of the office. Downgtairs they encountered the
reporters. Vic introduced Harry, who duplicated the statement that he had made in Dowden's office.

Vic Marquette started for the hotel, while two reporters went into the office building. Clyde Burke
lingered long enough to grip Harry Vincent's hand. The warmth of the clasp told the joy that Clyde had
experienced over hisfellow agent's return.

"I'll dip you areport,” confided Harry in alow tone. "At the lunch wagon. Y our car's just outside of
town. Youll find anoteinit, whereto go for contact.”

Harry followed Marquette. He registered at the hotel. Alonein hisroom, he took time before shaving to
inscribe areport to The Shadow. Thistold of Vic Marquette's decision to investigate Mountview Lodge.

Vic had listened to Harry's story. It had registered. But the brief tale had produced a cross-devel opment.
The Shadow had ordered Harry to make no statement regarding the death of Clint Spadling, the actua
victim of the cabin explosion.

The Shadow's purpose had been to minimize the importance of the blast. For once, The Shadow's plans
had met with areverse twist. Chance discourse in the office of Burgess Dowden had brought suspicion
upon Mountview Lodge.

Vic Marquette believed that crooks might be there. Dangerous men, headed by Clint Spadling. Crooks
were there indeed; but of a stripe more menacing than any Marquette had ever encountered.

A battle was impending between the law and The Condor. The odds would lie againgt thelaw. Y et Harry
had a hunch that The Shadow would not prevent it. For The Shadow, himsdlf, would be close a hand to
weigh the baancein the favor of justice.

CHAPTER XVI. THE STRONG ROOM

TWENTY -FOUR hours had elapsed since Harry Vincent's return to Paulington. Reporters, satisfied that
there was no further story, had made their departure. One, however, had not goneto New Y ork.

Clyde Burke was the exception. He had contacted with The Shadow, near the path on the abandoned
road. After that, Clyde had driven to thelittle city of Southbridge, some five miles distant. He had called
Harry from there; through Clyde, Harry could communicate with The Shadow.

There had been no need for contact, however. Nothing had happened in Paulington on thisfirst day of
Harry's return. Sheriff Brock had gone to the county seat and had not returned. Vic Marquette, strolling
about with Harry, had made no comment whatever upon his coming plans. He had not even mentioned
the search warrant that the sheriff was to have obtained.

Clouded evening had brought a sombernessto the entire countryside. The pall of quiet that lay over
Paulington was existent al'so at Mountview Lodge. Cliff Mardand, strolling on the veranda, felt a sense of
melancholy.

Hewas still brooding because he believed Harry Vincent dead. He was troubled, aso, because he had
learned nothing new from Griscom Treft. The Condor had promised to show Cliff the strong room
beneath the lodge; then had neglected to mention the subject again.

Corey had gone out in the coupe this evening. Cliff had seen the chauffeur leave, haf an hour ago.
Jengley had been present &t the time; he had gone in shortly afterward. At present, Thuler was on the



piazza, at the end away from Cliff.

The opening of the front door awoke Cliff from reverie. Delland came out; the secretary beckoned. Cliff
gpproached him; Delland stated that the chief wanted to see him in the study. Cliff entered the house.

Scarcely had Cliff gonein before lights showed at the lower end of the drive. Corey was back, unlocking
the massive gates. Ddlland and Jengley watched the car pull forward and stop while Corey locked up
again. Then the coupe rolled up and stopped outside of agarage at the rear of the lodge.

Corey dighted in darkness. He saw the light in The Condor's study, a gleam that showed hazily through
frosted window and grilled framework. Corey's footsteps crunched the gravel asthe chauffeur walked
hastily toward the front door.

Immediately, the top of the rumble seat moved up at the back of the coupe. Keen eyes peered from the
interior. Corey had brought along arider whose presence he did not suspect. A figure emergedin
darkness. The Shadow stepped noisalessly to the drive.

The Shadow had found away of entering the Mountview L odge grounds without giving an darm. But he
had no intention of invading the lodge itself. Instead, he took to the grass beside the drive and merged
with darkness on the blackened lawn.

CLIFF was seated in The Condor's study, listening to Treft asthe master crook developed aforgotten
theme. The Condor had recalled his promise to show Cliff the strong room. He was chuckling over the
surprise that his new henchman soon would gain.

"| spoke of anatura stronghold,” Treft was saying. "Itisdl that, Mardand. All that and more. But words
can not picture the sight that you will see. Come. Let usgo -"

Treft broke off as the door of the study opened. Corey stalked in, hisface sour. He approached the desk
and handed Treft an envelope.

"From Zegler," stated the chauffeur. "He started to talk to me, when | met him at the fork. | asked him if
everything wasin the note. Hesaid yes, so | -"

"Never mind, Corey," interposed Treft, harshly. "We shall discussthe matter after | read the note. Sit
down; curb your impatience.”

The Condor perused the message. Cliff watched his expression; Treft registered no concern. Finished
with his perusd, helaid the note aside.

"A trifling complication,” was The Condor'sverdict. "Zegler wasin town last night and thisevening. He
has learned facts that are interesting, but not important.”

"He seemed worried, chief,” protested Corey. " Of course, | know what Zegler'slike. Just a countryman
that ownsamill, even though heis smart, consdering whet heis."

"Zegler isuseful," declared The Condor, wisdly. "He belongs to me completely. Heis bought and paid
for; and he excites no suspicion about Paulington. No one would dream that he had connection here.

"Heistroubled chiefly becauise some stranger isin town. The man's name is Marquette; Zegler thinks that
he is asecret service operative, attempting to trace Clint Spadling. | believethat Zegler isright.”

"I knew of aFed named Marquette," stated Corey. "I never saw him, though. But what about this other
felow onthe hill? Zegler started to tell me about him, chief.”



"HisnameisHarry Vincent." Cliff started as he heard The Condor speek; fortunately, Treft was eyeing
Corey and did not note Cliff'sface. "It was he, not Spadling, who hired the car in Paulington.”

"He came up to the hill?" inquired Corey.

"Yes," replied The Condor. "Zegler states that Vincent heard the explosion and took to the woods. Last
night be came out of hiding and appeared in town. His story ended the mystery. It isnow conceded that
no one could have been in the shack when it was dynamited.”

"Say" - Corey managed agrin - "that fixesit dl right, chief. Why was Zegler worried?"

"Marquetteis4till intown," explained Treft. "Heiskeeping Vincent with him. Probably he expectsto find
Spadling. Well" - The Condor chuckled evilly - "let him wait. Hewill giveit up eventualy.”

Rising, The Condor waved his hand in dismissa. Corey went from the room. The Condor laughed
indulgently; then chuckled as he spoke to Cliff.

"Spadlingwas apa of Corey'sonce," explained Treft. " Somehow, he traced Corey here. They saw each
other in town. Corey informed me; | told him to meet Spadling and be friendly. To advise him that it
would be best to leave.

"Spadling failed to accept the hint. Instead of leaving, he roamed the hillside. Zegler, our outside man,
learned that he was using the deserted cabin as his base.

"Our explosion was for Spadling's benefit. He was in the shack when we blew it from itsmoorings. A
wise deed on our part, now that we know Spadling was being sought by Federal agents.”

THE CONDOR led the way through a side door of the study. Cliff followed, hisdation high. He
recognized the truth. Spadling, spying on Mountview Lodge, must have seen Harry come to town, and
learned that Harry was on hisway to the cabin.

The coincidence had been fortunate. The Condor's crew had planted dynamite during Spadling's
temporary absence. Had Harry arrived first, he would have been the victim. Spadling had beaten Harry
there; acrook had been murdered by crooks.

The Condor was leading the way down an inner stairway. A lighted cellar was reached; there he stalked
to the rear and stopped before an iron door set in the rock. The Condor lifted abar of metal and clanged
againgt the door.

Aninterva followed. Scraping came from beyond the door. Released, the barrier swung outward. Cliff
saw a steep passage hewn through rock. Standing within the door was abrawny, dark-skinned giant
who had the appearance of a Hindu. The man was robed and turbaned in native fashion.

The Condor spoke in ababbling tongue. The huge man bowed and stood aside. Treft and Cliff entered.
The giant barred the massive door behind them. Treft chuckled.

"Themanis SAyuk," he stated. "Up ahead is Toklar, awaiting us' - Cliff saw another huge man at theend
of the underground corridor, as Treft pointed - "and thisiswhere they live."

The Condor paused while Salyuk passed to join Toklar. Like mammoth daves, the two unbarred another
door at the inner end of the lighted passage.

"Both Sdyuk and Toklar," explained Treft, "are Singhdese. They spent their livesin the ruby mines of
Ceylon. | brought them to Americaas servants. | wanted two faithful serfswho could dwell



underground.”

The second door was swinging outward. Lights glimmered from within. Treft motioned Cliff forward. The
Singhalese servants stood aside. Cliff stopped short, his eyes wide with astonishment a sight of The
Condor's strong room.

BEY OND the corridor was a spreading limestone cavern. Long sta actites hung from its vaulted ceiling,
like shapely icicles. Beneath them were sumpy stalagmites, upon which drops of water fell.

Hidden lightsilluminated the walls. Flowstone formations produced amarvelous display. The cave was
an Ali Baba's cavern, rendered majestic by the lights. Cliff felt The Condor's claw upon his shoulder as
his companion drew him forward.

"This cave was known," stated Treft, his harsh voice echoing from thetinted walls. "But it was scarcely
noticed; never explored, until | had built thelodge. Our store of dynamitein the cellar was used, in part,
to blast the corridor. A careful task, al noise avoided.”

They wereturning a corner in the cavern. The Condor paused to point out aformation in the limestone of
the calling. A light glowed full upon the shape - a beaked bird, black upon white background.

"Curious," chortled The Condor, "that | should have a profile here so much like my own. However, as|
was saying, we had dynamite | eft over; and some of it proved useful when we disposed of Spadling, a
few nightsago.”

The cavern opened into aniche at the left. The Condor pointed. Cliff saw apyramid of stacked boxes.
All were cubica in shape; each two feet square. They formed apile six feet in height.

"Teakwood boxes," informed The Condor. "Filled with our treasure. Y our pearls, Mardand, have been
added to the hoard. My Singhalese guards are the sole custodians of our wealth.

"Before we depart, day after tomorrow, we shall hold ameeting in this grotto. We shdl survey our
wedlth; take inventory, before we carry it away."

To theright of the niche, Cliff observed astack of curious objects. They reminded him of torpedoes,
savefor the fact that the ends were somewhat blunt. A large array of metd cylinders, they taperedin
gze

Thelowermost was more than six feet in length and three feet in diameter. The otherswere smdler: some
three feet long and one foot through; others half that size. Atop the stack weretiny cylinders, fully two
dozen.

"Specid containers,” explained The Condor. "To be used instead of the boxes, in case we find difficulty
in removing the treasure. These could be packed and carried separately by individuals.

"The first oneswere made too large. They will be usdessto us. | had the smaller containers constructed
afterward. One of those small ones, Mardand, would carry Walpin's pearls quite nicely."

The Condor'stone carried astrange warning note that Cliff had heard before. It was harsh; it brooded no
answer. It was Treft's manner of ending talk on any particular subject.

"Come here." The Condor clamped his clawlike hand on Cliff's shoulder. "View this remarkable sight at
the end of the last corridor. A subterranean lake, itswater pure as crystal.”

TREFT led Cliff to a spot where the roof doped to the ground. A light reflected the surface of alimpid



pool. No glass could have matched the smoothness of that weter.

"Ten feet in depth,” stated Treft. "Y et the eye would estimate inches only. Thelake isfed by hidden
sorings. Itslevd iscongant.”

"Whereistheoutlet?' questioned Cliff.

"Ligten." The Condor drew Cliff toward the low end of the passage. A sighing roar sounded from the
floor of the cavern. "Listen and look yonder."

Treft pressed abutton againgt the limestone wall. A floodlight showed alow passage curving from the
end of the pooal. Cliff saw astream of water pouring down into the ground. Its echoes roared back,
muffled by the earth.

"A natural dam of smooth limestone," stated The Condor. "Over it, like awaterfal, poursthe surplus
water from the pool. Few caverns can match thismarvel, Mardand.”

Cliff nodded. The beauty of the naturd waterflow impressed him. Momentarily, his mind was freed from
the strain of his past surroundings. Then came The Condor'sfierce clamp. Cliff wasjarred into redlity.

Treft switched off the single light. They moved back past the pool, away from the treasure niche, down
through the corridor to the door where the Singhaese stood.

Sayuk and Toklar closed theinner barrier after they had passed. They continued to the outer door,
Sayuk hastening ahead to open it.

Then they reached the cellar. The massive portd was closed and barred behind them. Cliff had seen the
strong room; a spot of matchless beauty, hidden beneath alair of evil. The surroundings of thelodge
seemed hideous as Cliff and Treft arrived upgtairs.

It was |ate. The others had retired - with the exception of Corey and Trosder, who were putting the
placein order for the night. The Condor bade his harsh good night. Cliff went upstairsto hisroom.

He stood by the window, speculating on the factsthat he had learned. The good news concerning Harry
Vincent had restored Cliff's courage. His visit to the strong room had given him vauable materia for a

report.

Cliff realized that it would take formidable force to smash through to The Condor's underground grotto.
He wondered, though, just how Treft would handle mattersif the place were besieged. Despite the
massive doors and the huge Singhaese guards, the cavern had objections.

Prompt remova of the swag, for instance, would be difficult if invaders managed to enter the lodge. Cliff
speculated on that fact as he extinguished the light. As on a previous night, he stared out into darkness.

Again, Cliff Mardand became suddenly dert. Something was blinking from the night. Not from beyond
the fence, but from a spot close by, insde the grounds.

It was The Shadow's signal. Cliff'sredl chief had passed the wired fence. Cliff redlized now that on the
other night, Harry Vincent could have been the man to whom he had flashed the names of Zegler and

Spadling.
Thistime it was The Shadow. He aone could have contrived secret entrance past the barring gate.
Quickly, Cliff found hisflashlight, to blink hisresponseto The Shadow's call.



CHAPTER XVII. THE SHADOW DEPARTS
BLINK - BLINK - BLINK

New flashesfrom the night. Cliff spelled brief, coded words. He understood their meaning. The Shadow
was calling for awritten report.

Cliff turned on the light and sat down at alittle table. Producing afountain pen, he began to writein code;
swiftly, but in comprehensive fashion. Brief ashetold of the report from Zegler through Corey, he
became more fluent when he described The Condor's strong room.

Cliff penned every detail of the grotto. The iron doors - the Singhal ese servants - the teskwood boxes -
the metal carrying tubes - the underground lake - the dam that formed the outlet to the pool - on all
points Cliff wasexplicit.

These were facts that The Shadow might require later. Cliff spared no details. His description finished, he
folded the message and placed it in an envelope. Turning out the light, he blinked that he was ready.

A short reply ordered him to |et the envel ope drop from the window. Hard upon that message, The
Shadow blinked the sign-off signd. Cliff thrust the envelope between two bars and let it flutter to the
ground below.

He blinked that the message was on its way. In response came the same signd as before. To sign off.
Thinking that The Shadow had failed to get hisfind statement, Cliff repeated it. There was no answer.

Puzzled, Cliff blinked aquery. Still no response. The Shadow had ended contact. Cliff was about to send
another call, when he redlized his stupidity. He knew that he should have stopped at once, when he saw
thet first Sgnoff signd.

Cliff wasto learn thefruits of hismistake. A bright light suddenly glared from beyond the opened
window. It was from the front of the garage. Cliff saw Corey at the door of the building, the coupe on the
foreground.

Coming to his senses, Cliff sorang over and turned on the room light. His act was awise one. A moment
afterward, someone began to rap upon hisdoor. Cliff turned the knob and opened the unlocked door.
Trosder wasthere, dtill clad in livery. Beside him, The Condor, fully dressed.

"COME, Mardand," rasped the gray-haired man. "Cometo the study. Trosder, join Corey. The others
will follow."

Fiercely, Treft pointed to the sairs. Cliff said nothing. He took the course that Treft ordered. There was
commotion in the hallway asthey passed. Members of The Condor's band had been aroused. They were
sarting out, half clad, to search the grounds.

Dédland wasin the study. The pale-faced secretary was wearing adressing gown. The handle of a
revolver projected from his pocket. Treft motioned toward the door. He ordered Delland to summon
Corey while the otherstook up the search.

Cliff sat in the chair opposite Treft. He met The Condor's gaze squarely. Unflinchingly, he said nothing; he
did not intend to speak until Treft so commanded. The Condor, in turn, maintained avicious slence. He
was awaiting Corey.

Three minutes | ater, the chauffeur entered. The Condor motioned him to achair, then ordered Corey to
gpeak. The chauffeur nodded.



"l was going out to the garage,” he stated, "when | thought | saw something blink from Mardand's room.
Right after that | saw aflash on the ground near the house, asif somebody was signding with atorch.

"Then there were blinks from Mardand'swindow. | knew he was using aflashlight. | waited until he was
finished. Then | started back to the house. Trosder was on the porch. He camein to givethedarm. |
went to the garage.”

"Did you see any one on the premises?' demanded The Condor, savagely.

"Nobody," returned the chauffeur. "But I'd say for sure the lights were insde the fence.
"Sowould |," inserted Cliff, steedily.

Corey gaped. The Condor stared.

"Thefelow wasn't close to the house to begin with," asserted Cliff. "I saw hisflashlight off acrossthe
lawn. Hewas sgnding, dl right. My room was dark; | had just opened the window for the night.

"Theidea hit me that some prowler wastrying to stir up trouble. Asluck had it, my flashlight was on the
bureau. | picked it up and blinked back. The fellow answered. What was more, he came closer.”

"What did you signd to him?" rasped The Condor, sharply.

"Nothing," returned Cliff, promptly. "Just intermittent flashes. When | saw he was gpproaching, | drew
him on. Then the other light quit. | was coming from my room to spread the news, when you arrived with
Troder."

"Andthatisdl?'

"That'sdl, chief."

THE CONDOR'S eyes were cold; yet Cliff did not flinch. After afew moments, Treft turned to Corey.
"You know Morse code," he said to the chauffeur. "Tell me - could you read Mard and's flashes?"

"No, | couldn't,” admitted Corey. "What's more, chief, they didn't blink like code. | couldn't even make
Morse letters out of haf of them.”

Cliff curbed an expression of satisfaction. The Shadow's code was an intricate one; Cliff had dways
wondered why it required letters with an abundance of dots and dashes, with double dashesin some
letters. The Shadow's purpose in complicating the code was now apparent. Eyeing The Condor, Cliff
saw the master crook's glare relax.

"Very well, Mardand," decided Treft. "Our suspicion was natural, snce you were the last person to
arrive here. However, we shall learn dl we require when we have captured that fool who isinsdethe
grounds.”

"It might be some pa of Spadling's,” suggested Corey, in atroubled tone. "Clint wasawise bird, chief. If
held tipped somebody he was coming here, maybe'

"Enough, Corey," inserted Treft. "I have dready consdered that possibility. Mardand, you are avauable
man. Y ou brought your swag and showed the proper token. | shall give you the benefit of the doubt.

"But until that stupid prowler is captured, | shal keep you under survelllance. Thereisaroom on the
ground floor which has no window. Its only opening isatransom to the hall.



"That will be your new quarters. The door will belocked whileyou areingde. In asense, you will bea
prisoner; actually, your status will bethat of probation. Y ou will be alowed to associate with your
companions & certain intervals”

The Condor paused to watch Cliff's reaction. The Shadow's agent remained stolid.

"Thisisnot punishment,” declared Treft. "It will be accepted as a voluntary submission on your part - for
the good of our company. Do you raise objection?"

"Noneat dl," responded Cliff. "l redize now that | would have done better to inform you at the
beginning. When | make amistake, | am willing to accept the consequences.”

"Good!" The Condor seemed pleased as he stood up and clamped Cliff's shoulder. ™Y ou have given a
proper answer, Mardand. Go with Corey. He will place you in your new quarters.”

HALF an hour after Cliff'sinterview with The Condor, the last of the searchers entered the lodge. They
had scoured the grounds from fence to fence. Results had proven nil.

Soon after dl wereinside, Corey came out with Thuler. The two entered the coupe and drove to the
gate. Thuler stood on guard by the headlights while Corey unlocked the barrier. Thuler waited while the
chauffeur rolled the coupe through; then stood by with a glowing flashlight while Corey locked the gete.

The coupe started dong the road to town. Thuler handled a spotlight by the windshield while Corey
drove a adow pace. They were scouring the sides of the road.

Thetop of the rumble seat came up. A shadowy, unseen figure emerged. Keen eyes peered through the
half-opened window at the rear of the coupe's seat. The Shadow was again traveling as supercargo.
Listening, he heard the two men talk.

"It beatsme," ingsted Thuler. ™Y ou know, I'm beginning to think that the fellow was further away than
you thought. He might have been clear outside the grounds, Corey."

"Mardand said hewasinside," returned Corey. "1 was sure of it anyway. He must have gotten over the
fence by one of those tree branches. That's what the chief thinks.”

"That's likely. They ought to be sawed off."

"They will be - tomorrow morning. Jake hasthejob."
Momentary sllence; then Thuler remarked:

"It lookslike Mardand'son the leve, Corey."

"Chancesare heis," replied the chauffeur. "The chief's going to keep him in that first-floor storeroom,
though, just to be on the safe side. | locked him in there for the night.”

"How did Mardand take it?"
"All right. It made ahit with the chief.”
"How long will he be kept there?!

"Until we pull out, so the chief told me. That is, if we don't snag the boob who was around the place
tonight.”



"The fellow outside the house was no boob. I'd say he was smart, the way he ducked us.”

The men became silent. The coupe's speed increased. It skirted the hill until it reached the converging
forks outside of Paulington. There Corey stopped.

"No usein going further," he decided. "Well look things over on the way back.”
"Wasthiswhere you met Zegler?' queried Thuler.
"Yeah," replied Corey. "After I'd been in town. Had to wait ten minutesfor the guy.”

THE SHADOW was emerging from the rumble seat. As Corey forged forward to the ditch, a shape of
blackness dropped to the road. The Shadow sidled away before Corey backed. Hisfigure, reveaed
vaguely by the rear light, faded suddenly as The Shadow blended with complete darkness.

The coupe started back to the lodge. The Shadow whispered alaugh asthetail-light twinkled in the
distance. He had learned enough to know that Cliff Mardand was not in serious danger. Had he heard
otherwise, he would have traveled along to the lodge, there to attempt arescue.

The Shadow had spied the coupe earlier tonight. Here at the fork, during Corey's wait. He had entered
the rumble seet while the chauffeur was out of the car talking to Zegler. That explained hisarrivd at
Mountview Lodge.

A flashlight blinked. Here on the darkened road, The Shadow read Cliff's message. Again hislaugh
whispered in sinister tone. From fading writing, The Shadow had learned facts that he had sought.

Strangdly, he had gained more from Cliff's report that even Cliff would have suspected. There wereloose
threads in that message; factsthat fitted with othersthat The Shadow had dready noted. The Shadow
had gained deep insight into The Condor's modes of Strategy .

Theflashlight darkened. The Shadow moved toward the solid blackness of the hill. Hiswould be another
night of vigil. The morrow promised swift developments.

IN hisnew room at Mountview Lodge, Cliff Mardand lay awake upon anarrow bunk. Cliff was satisfied
that he had bluffed The Condor. In so doing, he had counted on The Shadow's ability at the art of sheer
evanishment.

Cliff's statement that someone was close to the house had coincided with Corey's. It was the stroke that
had curbed The Condor's suspicions. In protecting himsdlf, Cliff had not jeopardized The Shadow.

He had guessed that the grounds would be thoroughly searched; and he knew, from past experiences,
that The Shadow would have no trouble in evading The Condor's searchers.

The fact that he had not been summoned from this temporary prison was proof to Cliff that The Shadow
had accomplished a safe departure. To Cliff, the future promised danger, but not disaster.

The Shadow had managed one visit to Mountview Lodge. He would arrive again, should Cliff require
ad.

CHAPTER XVIII. MARQUETTE PREPARES
FIVE o'clock the next afternoon. Harry Vincent was lounging in the lobby of the Paulington House,

staring out toward the dull asphalt of the town's main street. He watched men stroll idly by on the
opposite sdewalk.



Something was brewing. Harry had known that since noon, when Sheriff Brock had arrived to talk with
Vic Marquette. Today was the twelfth, the date on which Brock had promised a search warrant. Harry
believed that it had been ddlivered.

Moreover, those men opposite were not idlers. They were deputies, on tap, should they be needed.
Apparently, Brock had summoned them after a conference with Marquette. Y et Harry, so far, had
gleaned no definite facts.

"Cdll for you, Mr. Vincent -"

The clerk was drawling from behind the desk. Harry swung in that direction, expecting that Clyde Burke
would be on the wire. He saw the clerk hanging up the receiver.

"No need to answer it," the felow informed. "1t's from Burgess Dowden's office. They want you to come
over there. That'sal.”

Harry felt keen eation as he strode from the old hotel. He made quick time to Dowden's office, knowing
that at last factswere to betold. Arriving, he found the burgess and the sheriff in conference with Vic
Marquette. The Federal man motioned Harry to achair.

"Apologies, Vincent," said Vic, with asmile. "Guess you've been wondering where you rated, with dl this
secrecy afoot. Well, I've just been waiting until our planswere set, before | let you in on the dedl.”

Harry nodded. Vic resumed.

"We'reraiding Mountview Lodgetonight,” explained the operative. " Sheriff Brock istaking a posse of
thirty men. You and | will be with them, as deputies. It'sgoing to be a county proposition.”

"Thirty men?' quizzed Harry in surprise. "Won' they make alot of commotion?’

"Not theway I've planned it," chuckled Marquette. Brock and Dowden grinned with him. "Vincent,
we're going to go past that gate as smooth as plush. We'd be able to move in an army, if we wanted.”

Harry looked puzzled. Marquette's chuckle continued.

"Griscom Treft has achauffeur,” explained the operative, "who drives down to town nearly every
evening. What did you say the fellow's name was, sheriff?

"Corey," returned Brock.

"Well," stated Marquette, "when Mr. Corey shows up tonight, he will be arrested. Well take hiskeys
and unlock that gate for ourselves. A car will go through; but it won't be Corey's. It'll be us, with the
search warrant. Well walk right in the house and start to look around.”

"With half the posse insgdeto help us," added Brock. "To back us up in case some cusstriesto make
trouble.

"Y ou stay with mefrom now on, Vincent," stated Marquette. Y ou're going to be in on some excitement.
Incidentdly, | have given you these details partly to gain your opinion. What do you think of the plan?’

"EXCELLENT," replied Harry. "That is, it will be, after you start out. But theré's achance that you will
ruin it before you are ready."

"How'sthat?' demanded Brock, before Marquette could put a query.



"Y ou have too many deputiesin the open,” stated Harry to the sheriff. "1've been watching them hdf the
afternoon. Suppose this chauffeur spots them when he comesinto town. If thingsreally are bad out at
Mountview Lodge, helll be watching when he reaches Paulington.”

"An excdlent point,” agreed the burgess, with asage nod. "Well taken, Vincent."

"It's getting dong toward dusk," observed Marquette, glancing through the window to note the thickly
clouded sky. "Those fellows will be more conspicuous when it becomes darker. Vincent isright - aflash
from Corey's headlights on the lounging deputies, would tell him something. Those deputieswon't pass as
loungers, sheriff."

"Some of themwill," ingsted Brock. "WEell need half adozen anyway, to grab Corey. | want to keep the
rest of them closetogether. I'll tell you where I'll send them™ - he nodded emphaticaly - "right down to
the depot.”

"What about the evening train?' queried Marquette.

"It'sgoing to be kind of dark when it comesin,” assured Brock, "and anyway, we ought to be watching
the depot. If theré's any strangers around there tonight, we'll have them brought over here.

"We oughta been looking for strangers anyhow. There's no use taking chances. And after the local pulls
up the line, there won't be nobody around the depot. L eastwise, nobody that's got aright to be there.

"I'll go out and passthe word to Hank. Hell take enough of the men down there. Y ou won't see them
parading like they have been, Vincent."

Brock arose; Marquette followed suit. He suggested that Harry accompany him to the hotel. They Ieft the
sheriff when they reached the Strest.

At the hotel, Harry fumbled in his pockets and recalled that he had |eft his pipein hisroom. Heleft
Marquette and went upstairs.

No call yet from Clyde. Harry knew that this might mean apersona arrival of the reporter. He wrote out
areport concerning Marquette's plans. Sedling it in an envelope, he went down to the lobby. He was
lighting his pipe when he arrived to find Brock with Marquette.

"Just take alook out that window, Vincent," suggested Brock. ™Y ou won't be seeing deputies any longer.
Hank's taken most of them down to the depot. The onesthat are till around are-" Brock broke off and
gtared; then exclaimed: "Say, lookit! There'sthe reporter fellow, Burke! What's he doing here?"

A COUPE had stopped in front of the hotel. Clyde Burke was dighting; he saw Brock and waved a
greeting. The sheriff started out to meet him, Vic and Harry following.

"Hello, sheriff,” said Clyde, cheerily. "Wdl, well, here's Marquette - and Vincent. Still in town, eh?
What's keegping you here? The climate?”

"Technicdlities," returned Marquette, promptly. "We scared up so much hubbub that the sheriff hasto
make areport to the county authorities. He wanted usto stay there for afew days. Were going over to
Southbridge tomorrow, just as a matter of routine.”

"Come over there then," suggested Brock, taking Vic's cue. "I'll have astory for you, mebbe. Only |
guessmost of thejuiceisout of it."

Harry had strolled over to lean againgt the coupe. Hisleft side was away from view. As he puffed his



pipe and removed it from his mouth with hisright hand, he used his|eft to bring out the envelope. He let
that object drop through the opened window of the coupe.

"Sorry," Clyde Burke was stating. "'l won't be around tomorrow. Not tonight, even. I'm going up country
to cover aforest-fire story. Just thought I'd stop and say hello.”

Harry had strolled back to join Marquette. Clyde knew that a message had been delivered. With a
friendly wave, the reporter returned to his car. He drove away from the hotel. Brock clapped Harry on
the shoulder.

"Good boy, Vincent," commended the sheriff. " Getting those deputies off the street was amighty cute
idea. Darn thesereporters! Y ou can't tell when any of them will come snooping around.”

Brock started toward Dowden's office. Marquette decided to go along and beckoned to Harry, who
followed. On the way, The Shadow's agent smiled with satisfaction.

He knew that The Shadow must have aready made plans regarding Mountview Lodge. All that the chief
had needed was information regarding the law's exact moves. Harry had passed such word aong. Clyde
would form contact on the dope. The Shadow would be able to arrange his own moves as he chose.

Burgess Dowden had gone home to dinner, but the office was open. Sheriff Brock took the chair behind
the desk. Darkness was thickening outside as Brock stroked his chin and made comment.

"One funny thing about that Mountview Lodge," observed the sheriff. "There's never been atelephone
put in the place. It would ha cost apiece of money to run alinein there, I'll grant.

"But Griscom Treft has got money. No sparing of expense on other things. It looks mighty consarn funny,
by heck. Like he was scared that there might be troubleif he had aline. There's no private telephones
heregbouts. People do lots of ligtening in.”

"Hm-m-m," grunted Marquette. "It does sound odd, sheriff; but maybe it's because Griscom doesn't trust
the people with him. How about that angle?’

"A right good one," responded the sheriff. "Yes, gir, that's another way to look at it. Yes, Sr” - he broke
off to listen; the evening train was chugging into the depot - "yes, Sr! Suspicions kinda grow on you,
when you begin to get them.”

THE clangor of the departing locomotive sounded through thewindow. Theloca chugged from the
gation; its noise faded; then awhistle blared in the distance as the train approached a crossing beyond
the town.

Brock was about to speak when voices sounded from below. Footsteps followed on the stairs.

Brock sprang to his feet and opened the door. Hank and another deputy appeared; with them was atall,
well-dressed man, who carried afair-sized suitcase. The stranger's face was sharp-featured. Hislips
showed awise smile; hiseyeswere quick as they roved from man to man.

"Fellow comein onthelocd," explained Hank. "We up and asked him hisbusiness. Kind of lippy like, he
wants to know ours. Wetellshim we're deputies. He saysthat's great.”

"Y ou are the sheriff?" questioned the sharp-faced man, addressing Brock in asmooth tone.

The sheriff nodded. The arrival dropped his bag upon achair. He surveyed Vic and Harry gpprovingly;
then looked contemptuoudly a Hank and the second deputy .



"My nameisLieth," declared the man. "Carl Lieth, in from Chicago. I'd like to talk with you privately" -
he paused; then gestured his approval of Brock's original companions- "or let us say semi-privately.”

"Without the deputies, eh?' questioned Brock. "All right, Hank. Y ou two can go back to the depot.”

The deputies staked out. It was Lieth, fill smiling wisely, who closed the door behind them. Then the
stranger turned to face the sheiff.

Vic and Harry eyed him. Both knew ingtinctively that the unexpected arrival of Carl Lieth was amatter of
someimport. Eagerly, they awaited word that might have to do with Mountview Lodge.

CHAPTER XIX. THE NEW ALLY

"MY credentias," stated Carl Lieth suavely, presenting a cardcase to Sheriff Brock. "And these
gentlemen?’

"Mr. Marquette and Mr. Vincent," introduced the sheriff. He studied the credentialswhile Lieth was
shaking handswith Vic and Harry. "Say! Y ou're a private detective, en? Take alook at these,
Marquette."

"Marquette” - Lieth was stroking his chin as Vic examined the cards - "I know the name. Say - areyou
Vic Marquette of the secret service?'

Marquette had completed his examination of the cards. They attested Lieth to be the representative of a
private detective bureau in the Middle West. Satisfied by the credentiass, Vic nodded in responseto
Lieth'squestion.

"Good," decided Lieth. "Maybe you're after the same man | am. Burton Covell ishisname. Did you ever
hear of him?"

Marquette shook his head.

"A second-rate crook," stated Lieth, "but he pulled agood one when he swiped some uncut diamonds
from abig Chicago firm. Theré's sometalk that maybe Covell was bumped; but | met ajane he used to
know and she told me the names of different towns held talked aboui.

"I've arted on the rounds. One of the towns was Paulington, and 1'd read about a mysterious explosion
here. That'swhy | came here as soon as| could. Well, what's up? It looks like you're after somebody,
evenif itisn't Covel."

"We're looking for aman named Spadling,” explained Marquette. "He's handled queer money; worked
the green-goods racket; tried blackmail in histime. Any connection between Burton Covell and Clint

Spadiing?”

"Nonethat | ever heard of," returned Lieth. "But they sound like they'd he ateam. Have you located
Spadling?'

"We don't know. Tonight, we'reraiding a place caled Mountview Lodge. | wouldn't say 'raid’ wasthe
word - we're going in quietly, with asearch warrant; but we may have to be tough, if any one makes
trouble.”

"IsMountview Lodge near here?"

"Over on the other Sde of the dope. It's a swanky place, owned by aman named Griscom Treft. That



name mean anything?'
A headshake from Lieth; then the private dick stared curioudly.

"What grounds have you for theraid?" he questioned. "Y ou'll be out of luck, won't you, if Spadling isnt
there?’

"No," put in Sheriff Brock. "We're searching for the dynamiters who blew up that cabin. But if wefind
Spadling there and recognize him, well makeagrab.”

"And suppose Spadling ishiding?'

"He'snot likely to be," chuckled the sheriff. "Were making a surprise entry. WEll line everybody up. If
Spadling isin the bunch, Marquette will pick him out.”

"Not bad," approved Lieth. "Then Marquette is going in with you?'

"Yes" replied Brock. "HEIl be one of those close to the house. Maybe helll just get a glimpse of
Spadling. If he does, it will be enough.”

LIETH tugged a cigarette from his pocket, thrust it between hislips, snapped alighter and puffed in rapid
fashion. He paced across the room; then turned about and said:

"It'sgood, sheriff. Theright way to work. And if it would do with Spadling, it would do with Covell,
too."

"Y ou mean you know Covel when you see him?' queried Marquette, while Brock sat puzzled.

"l could spot hisugly mug amileaway,” returned Lieth. "Big chin, with along scar acrossit. Funny,
squinty eyes. Sheriff, I'm mighty glad | arrived here tonight. My coming is going to double your chances.
If Spadling isn't there, Covell may be. How about it? Am | one of the shock troops?

Brock looked to Marquette, who signified his approva. The sheriff nodded.

"We're taking thirty men," he explained. "We're going to make camp on the private road just below
Mountview Lodge. Well pick menfor theraid. They'll go insde the grounds.”

"And suppose theraid flukes?' queried Lieth.

"Well keep the place surrounded,” returned Brock. "Thirty of uswill be plenty strong enough. Were
waiting now because -"

Brock broke off. Again, footsteps were coming up the stairs. A man was making protest; angry voices
were discounting it. Hank and two deputies appeared. They were dragging Corey with them.

"Picked him off purty, sheriff," informed the big deputy. " Snatched him right outa that coupe of his. He's
been hallering; but | told him it hadn't no good. Her€'s hiskeys."

Corey was looking about with the expression of atrapped rat. The man's face showed guilt; he was
plainly oppressed by fear of the law.

Brock received aring of keysfrom Hank. The sheriff dangled them in front of Corey's eyes.
"Which of these opensthe gate?' demanded the sheriff. "Come on, spesk up!"



"Thebig key," whined Corey. "But | tell you, sheriff, thisisnt right! | haven't pulled anything. It'sdll
sraight up at thelodge. | wasjust coming down hereto buy supplies. I've got thelist herein my pocket.”

"Never mind that," snorted the sheriff. "Hank, you rasde this prisoner over to thetown jail. Leave hiscar
there. I'll keep these keys. Have our cars outside; al the deputies ready. We're starting.”

Corey eyed al present defiantly. Then Hank and the two deputies dragged the chauffeur from the office.
The sheriff put in atelephone cdl to Burgess Dowden's home. He explained that the capture had been
made.

"Theburgesswill takealook in at thejail," clucked Brock, as he hung up the recaiver. "Just to make sure
that Corey isnice and comfortable. We're not going to lose any timein starting. They'll be expecting
Corey back. Comeaong.”

CARS were pulled up beside the office building when the sheriff and the others arrived. Brock chose a
light sedan. He took the wheel and motioned Lieth in beside him. Harry and Vic climbed in back.

Hank arrived beside the car; the deputy had |eft Corey at thejail, only ahaf block from Dowden's office.
Brock gave hisingtructions so that al could hear.

"Take six men with you in the big car, Hank," ordered Brock. "Y ou know the fellows we picked. Stop
on the road and sneak your bunch up to the big gate.

"When we come along, Marquette's dropping out; and so isthis new man, Lieth. You get in this car dong
with me and Vincent. While I'm stalling with the gate" - Brock turned his head so that Marquette and
Lieth would understand their parts - "two squads sneak through. Three each: one under Marquette, the
other with Lieth.

"They've got to be close by the house. Get the idea? One bunch at each sde of that big veranda. Then
we comerrolling up in the car. While the folksin the lodge are opening up for Corey, the squadswill be

Stting readly.

"I'll flash the search warrant when we get out. That'sthe Ssgnd for Marquette and Lieth to pilein. Right
up on the ends of the porch and into the house."

Brock paused. It was Harry who voiced a query.

"Thisisasedan,” reminded The Shadow's agent. "' Perhaps the people in the lodge will notice immediately
that it isnot their coupe.”

"That'swhat I'm hoping they will do," laughed Brock. "I want them to come out, kinda suspicious-like.
Sort of wondering who's blowed in on them. Then, by jiminy, the boys come bowling up from the ends of
the porch.”

"A flank attack," approved Marquette. "Good headwork, sheriff."
"What about the rest of the posse?' queried Hank. "Therestwo dozen of them, sheriff."

"They follow thiscar," stated Brock. "They stop on the private road, midway to thelodge. I'll leave the
gate unlocked, so they can come up to support us.”

He sgnded for Hank to start. The big deputy went to alarge sedan, called the men he wanted and piled
them in the car. Hank's automobile pulled avay. Brock gave it afew minute'sleeway; then sarted his
own car.



Harry Vincent looked back asthey rolled from Paulington. Behind the sheriff's sedan came asmal
cava cade of motor cars. The posse was following in full strength. Harry made comment to Marquette.
The operative laughed.

"It'sgoing to be a set-up,” assured Vic. "All weve got to do islay quiet and be ready. How about it,
Lieth?"

The new aly looked back from the front seat. His broad grin showed confidence.
"A cinch!" was hiscomment. "And it brings usin right at the start. Where we belong, Marquette.”

Harry Vincent leaned back againgt the cushions. He had not gained opportunity to inform Clyde Burke
concerning the unexpected arrival of this stranger, Carl Lieth.

That, however, did not matter. The private detective was merely astrengthening factor, in Harry's
estimation. Congdering the sheriff'swel-laid plan, Harry decided thet, in al probability, The Shadow
would thistimefind no part to play.

Harry's guess was a poor one. The coming attack was planned as a surprise. It wasto prove such; and in
its climax, The Shadow was dueto play agartling role.

CHAPTER XX. THE ROUT

SHERIFF BROCK'S sedan drew to a standstill. 1ts headlights shone upon the bars of the formidable
gate that blocked the driveway to Mountview Lodge. The glare showed blackened streaks upon the
ground beyond crisscrossed shadows of the gate's strong bars.

From the darkness of the dope above were squared blocks of illumination. These were the window lights
of Mountview Lodge. The evening was young; none of those within the lodge had retired at thisearly
hour.

Brock spoke to his companions. When the sheriff alighted, Marquette and Lieth did the same. Oneto
each side of the sedan, they joined trios of waiting men. Hank stepped up and entered the front seet.

The sheriff was unlocking the gate. The large key worked. Brock swung the gate open and came back to
the sedan. He drove through and stopped somefifty. feet beyond.

"I'm galing to give them time," he whispered to Harry and Hank. " Sit tight until I come back.”

The sheriff returned to the gate. Through the open windows of the rear seat, Harry could hear the creep
of advancing men. Lieth, he knew, was|eading aband far out to the right. Marquette and histrio were
skirting the left.

Creeping sounds faded. Still Harry listened. He had decided that The Shadow - informed of plans-
would choose this opportunity aso. He could picture his black-cloaked chief coming through the opened
gate, hard on the hedls of advancing squads.

Harry heard no sound. That, however, was not proof of The Shadow's absence. Harry recalled
numerous times when The Shadow had crept close by him without giving the dightest clueto his
mysterious presence.

Hank was consulting awatch by the dashlight. Brock arrived, after consderable delay. Hank stated the
time that the sheriff had taken to go back to the gate and fake the action of locking it.



"Three and ahdf minutes" was his verdict. "They ought to be close to the house, sheriff."

"WEeéll give them haf aminute more," decided Brock, staling the motor. "I'll fool with the Sarter, like the
engine had stopped by itsdf.”

The sheriff took ahaf minute to get started. By thistime, the car's delay had obvioudly attracted attention
inthelodge. Thefront door had opened; afigure appeared and stepped out to the veranda. Two others
joined thefirgt.

"Good," commented Brock. "They ill think it's Corey. Have your revolvers ready, both of you. Back
me up when | get out and flash the search warrant. Y ou won't be having trouble, though, because those
fellowswill be covered from the flank. When Marquette and Lieth -"

The sheriff broke off suddenly as arevolver barked from one edge of the veranda. He jammed the brake
asabullet whistled by hisrolling car. Another flash spat from the same side of the porch - theright - and
at the sameingtant, asecond dug drilled the hood, just in front of the windshield.

"Stop them!™ came aman's shout from the blackness of the porch. "Stop. them! They are enemies! Foes
of The Condor!"

THE sedan was no more than a hundred feet from the lodge. Searchlights gleamed of asudden - a
battery of reveding glares, dl along the front of the veranda. Someone had pressed the switch inside the
lodge. The men at the door were yanking revolvers.

Brock spat an oath as he pointed to the porch. There, hafway in from the edge, was Carl Lieth. It was
the new aly who had ddlivered those first shots. It was he who had cried out the darm.

Hewasturning, pointing back where histrio of men should be. The glaring lights showed three deputiesa
full fifty yardsfrom the porch. Lieth had told them to remain behind while he snegked forward done. The
deputies had obeyed the new aly's order.

The Condor's henchmen saw Lieth point; then saw him swing and indicate the other end of the veranda.
There Marquette and histrio wererising in the light. The Condor's crew swung to aim at these closer
enemies, while Lieth, backing over to join the crew &t the door, blazed shots against the trio that he had
commanded.

Hank wasfiring wildly. Harry joined in. Marquette and his men dropped below their end of the porch;
the deputies whom Lieth had betrayed went sprawling to the ground for shelter.

A harsh order came from within the front door. The Condor's men - Lieth with them - went diving from
view. The big door dammed behind them. Sheriff Brock fired usel ess shots against the barrier.

Brock had clambered from the car, Hank with him. Harry followed; they stood a dozen paces from the
sedan, viewing the slent lodge. Upgtairs lights blinked suddenly; the window frames blackened.

Only the glare of the searchlights remained. In it stood those three men from the car. Not one of them
had sensed the meaning of the darkened windows; but there was a being present who knew the
sgnificance of what was about to come.

Rising over the top of the sheriff's sedan came alooming, shaded figure. The Shadow had been further
down the lawn; he had entered as Harry had hoped; but he had stayed back while the law attacked.

Lieth'streachery had been unforeseen by The Shadow; for he had not learned of the man'sarrival in
Paulington. During the brief exchange of shots about the veranda, The Shadow had swept forward from



his distant post, obscured by Brock's sedan. Mounted on the far side of the vehicle, head and shoulders
barely discernible above the top, The Shadow took aim and fired.

The burst of hisautomeatic was accompanied by a sharp ping high on the front of the lodge. One of the
searchlights blackened. Its clattering glass dropped to the veranda. An instant later, The Shadow fired a
second shot; another searchlight vanished.

Brock wheded to look for the sharpshooter. He did not see The Shadow. Those two lights were the
central ones of the row aong the lodge; with their glares ended, the sedan was bathed in partia
obscurity.

THEN came the answer which The Shadow had expected; it told why he had dedlt his strokes against
the lights. Flashes came from darkened windows aong the second floor. The Condor's henchmen were
firing through loopholes, aiming for the three men in the center of the lawn.

These were no revolver shots. High-powered rifles were speaking from The Condor's fortress. First
shots sizzled high, as sharpshooterstried to pick their targets. Brock shouted an order; he dived for the
sedan, with Harry and Hank behind him.

The Shadow dropped away. Prone in the darkness, he aimed another shot as the car took to the center
of the lawn, under Brock's mad guidance. Rifleswere crackling after the fleeing sedan. The Shadow
blotted out another searchlight; then afourth. A weird laugh rose from hislips as the sedan sped to

Hety.

All center lights, those four. There had been adozen at the start; hence each side of the lodge front il
boasted a blazing quartet. The glares from the side showed three deputies rising from the ground to
scatter. Those at the other Side revealed Marquette and histrio asthey ran for cover.

Rifles boomed pursuing shots; but The Shadow's automatics spoke aswell. Steadily, like amarksman
engaged in target practice, he was pinging the remaining searchlights, bringing blank darkness as a cover
for fugitives who would have otherwise been doomed.

Oneof Vic's deputies staggered; another managed to help him to hisfeet. Then the last light blinked out
at that side of the house. The Shadow aimed for one lone orb of light; the last one at the other side. A
whistling dug from his automatic produced the find clatter.

Already, riflemen had begun aloopholefirefor the terrain from which The Shadow's automatics flashed.
Sted bullets were digging up the turf; some shots but inches wide of the hidden target whose exact
location was guesswork on the part of the men within the lodge.

But with thelast light gone, The Shadow ceased hisfire. Fleeing men were lost in blackness. So was he.
Rising, he quickly withdrew from the danger spot that sharpshooters still sought blindly.

The sedan had passed the distant gate. Rifle shotstold that the crooks in the lodge were starting a
barrage to cover the spot where others would emerge. Then the firing ceased. The Condor had
recognized its usdlessness.

Thewhole lawn afforded shelter for deputies, who could lie there and let the crooks waste ammunition.
There was no way by which The Condor could stop those saved men who had fled.

Firing ended, scattered men crept toward that path to safety. Covered by darkness, their way was clear.
They were freeto join their comrades. Six men, led by Vic Marquette, were saved from doom.

The Condor had been warned. A surprise attack had boomeranged; its authors had been routed. But



The Shadow, covering thewild retreat, had prevented smple defeat from becoming absolute disaster.
CHAPTER XXI. DEEP STRATEGY

BEY OND theturn below the gate to Mountview Lodge, Sheriff Brock stood in the glare of automobile
headlights. About him were grouped the thirty members of his posse. Harry and Hank were with the
sheriff; Marquette had arrived with the rescued deputies.

Two men had been clipped by bullets. They were being carried to acar while Brock, hisvoice aheavy
boom, wastdlling his followers the course that he intended.

"Therésthirty of us," Brock declared. "I reckon we'refour to one against those inside that place. Well
have another thirty men ingde the next hour. Hank will get them after he takes those wounded fellowsto
the Southbridge hospitdl.

"I'm leaving the big gate open. We're spreading off the road. Well waich adong that fence. The moment
anybody triesto leave that lodge, well see them move.

"Move up there, men. Keep watch. WEll have the word pass along if there's any trouble. Right here
below the gateiswhere I'll be. Thisiswhere Hank will bring his reinforcements.”

Wounded men were aboard their car. Big Hank took the wheel and drove away. Deputies advanced;
then spread in obedience to their leader's order. Marquette talked with the sheriff. Harry stood afew
paces away, beside an empty touring car.

A soft whisper brought The Shadow's agent to the dert. The sound camefrom thecar. It was a
command in The Shadow's strange, sinister tone. Harry heard the words, then whispered his
understanding. He walked away and approached Brock.

"How about it, sheriff?' he questioned. "Wouldn't it be agood ideaif | went down to Paulington and told
the burgess what has happened? He might send some men back with me-"

"That isanidea," brokein the sheriff. "Y ou're right; the burgess ought to know what's happened. Take
one of those cars and head for town."

Harry chose the touring car. He turned it about in the narrow road and swung off down the dope. He
had followed The Shadow's first order. Now came the whispered word from the rear of the open car:

"Report!”

Briefly, Harry recited the facts that concerned Carl Lieth and the detective's surprising treachery. Hetold
of Corey's capture; how the man had been brought to Dowden's office. The Shadow'slaugh cameasa
token of weird mirth.

A hissed voice gave ingructions. Listening, Harry stared wide-eyed aong the road that he was following.
He was amazed by the orders that The Shadow delivered. Y et he could do nothing but nod his assent.

The touring car was nearing Paulington. Harry drove dowly through the streets of the town and parked
behind the old hotel. He heard a dight swish as The Shadow dighted; then he glimpsed the momentary
outline of acloaked figure. The Shadow was crossing the street; his figure blended with a blackened
area

Harry went into the hotel. He nodded nonchalantly to the clerk; then entered the solitary telephone booth
and put inacal to ahote in Southbridge. He gained connection with Clyde Burke and gave the reporter



brief instructions.

That done, Harry called Burgess Dowden. He told what had happened at Mountview Lodge. He said
that the sheriff could use afew picked men. The burgess promised four. Harry arranged to meet themin
the hotel in fifteen minutes. His cal finished, he sauntered to the street.

MEANWHILE, events were happening in the Paulington jail. A smal, decrepit structure, the jail stood
oppostetherailroad tracks. Thelonejailer kept vigil in alittle office at the side of the building. Hewas
there tonight, staring stolidly from the window as he jingled achain of keys.

Thejailer could seetherailroad lights from hiswindow. Suddenly a strange blackness obscured them.
For amoment, the jailer's fat face showed perplexity; then he redized that the darkness was areflection
from the room itsalf. Some strange shape had come up beside him.

Thejailer turned. He saw burning eyes - unred eyes - from benesth the brim of adouch hat. Then gloved
hands gripped histhroat. Thejailer subsided under pressure. Limply, herolled to the floor. The Shadow's
form stood above him.

Finding handcuffsin thejailer's pocket, The Shadow used them to clamp the man'swrists. He gagged the
fellow with his own handkerchief; then used the jailer's belt to bind the limp ankles. Hoisting the fat-faced
man, The Shadow propped him in the corner; then extinguished the light.

Thejaller, recovered, blinked a sight of aflashlight's glow upon adesk. He fancied that he saw awhite
hand, writing something on a sheet of paper. Then gloveike blackness obscured the hand; the flashlight
was extinguished.

The Shadow appeared in the lighted hall outside the little office. He watched the front door open
cautioudy. Harry Vincent stepped into view. Harry saw The Shadow and approached. The Shadow
gave himthejailer'skeys, also, aseded envelope. A gloved finger pointed toward the rear of thejall.
Harry nodded and marched in that direction.

A door barred progress. Harry found the right key and unlocked it. He stepped into alighted cell room.
There were only two cellsthere; of these, but one was occupied. Corey's face was that of atrapped rat
asit showed white through the bars.

The Shadow had remained outside. Y et he was watching, listening, ready to note the result of this
interview between his agent and the prisoner.

"HELLO, Corey," greeted Harry, quietly. "Listen: "I've got a proposition for you."
"Who areyou to giveit?' snarled Corey.

"My nameis Vincent," stated Harry. "I'm working with Marquette of the secret service; dso with Sheriff
Brock. You saw dl of usup in the office today."

"There was another wise guy there, too."
"Lieth. HE's adetective. We managed to get him into Mountview Lodge. He's putting up a bluff there.”
"Yeah? Wdl, hewon't fool the chief -"

"Heisfooling him adready, Corey. But we've had to change our plans. Weve got to get word to Lieth.
Yourethemanto help us



Corey's defiance changed to an expression of shrewd interest. Harry noted an evil, scheming glint in the
man's ratlike eyes. Corey nodded; he wanted Harry to continue.

"Y our coupeisout back," explained Harry. "Thekey isinit. I'm going up toward the lodge in atouring
car; you follow and keep going right past me.

"The gate is unlocked. Barge right through it and don't stop until you reach the lodge. After they let you
in, tell them you escaped from here. Don't et your chief know that you were set [oose. Do you
understand?'

Corey nodded wisdly.

"When you get achance’ - Harry drew The Shadow's envel ope from his pocket - "sneak thisto Lieth.
Remember: it'simportant; and nobody eseisto seeit. After thisbusinessisal over, well seethat you're
let off light. That'll be your reward for working with us. Do you get me?"

Corey nodded as he took the envelope. Harry produced the cell key and unlocked the door. He led the
chauffeur out into the hall. The Shadow had aready gone.

"Remember," said Harry, asthey reached the outsde air, "follow my touring car. I'll swing past here after
| leave the hotel. Keep right through when | stop.

"Some of the deputies may fire wild shots; but you just keep going through the gate. That will beto make
it look like you wereredlly running for it. Theré's your coupe” - they were a the corner of thejall - "so
hop aboard. Lay, low until I've passed.”

The rumble seat of the coupe was lowering as Harry spoke; neither Corey nor The Shadow's agent spied
itsmotion. Again, Corey was scheduled to carry The Shadow as a hidden passenger.

HARRY gtrolled on to the hotd. In the lobby he found four men awaiting him. They were the huskies
whom the burgess had caled. Harry took them to the touring car. Starting out, he rolled along the street
past thejail, then swung about to cut over to the open road.

They had passed the fork when one of the new squad delivered aremark. The man waslooking out the
rear window. He had spotted trailing lights.

"L ooks like somebody's coming along with us," said the townsman. " Guess maybe the burgess called up
acouplemorefelers.”

Harry grinned to himsalf. He was driving at an easy rate. He wanted to get back before Hank and the
new posse from Southbridge, but not too long before they arrived. There was till alittle moretimeto
kill.

Harry skirted the hill and neared the Mountview road. The coupe was keeping close behind; Harry could
oy its headlightsin his mirror. Reaching the private road, he stepped on the gas, sped up abit and
reached the spot where the cars were parked.

Harry pulled over and legped to the ground. He spied Brock and Marquette; they recognized him as he
stepped in front of his own headlights.

"Hello, Vincent," greeted the sheriff. "Back dready, eh? Say - whose car isthat coming up here?'

Corey'slights had appeared. Harry made casua comment.



"Somebody el se from town,” he stated. " The burgess probably sent some more men aong.”

Brock stepped aside as the coupe approached. The car gave a sudden forward lurch; it shot by at
increasing speed. Brock stared; then barked an excited exclamation:

"That's Corey's coupe! Stop him! He's running for the lodge! ™

The order wastoo late. AsHarry joined Brock in adash to the turn in the road, they saw the speeding
coupe crash the huge gate. The unlocked barrier clattered inward. The coupe roared ahead.

Two deputies fired from the fence. Their shots were far too late. Fuming, Brock dashed up to the gate,
then shouted for the firing to cease. The coupe'stail-light had arrived near the Side of the lodge. Harry
saw the lights blink off.

"So he dipped us, en?' growled Brock to Harry. "Wl | reckon it won't do him much good, if we ever
manage to get in there. Listen - | hear cars down below. Hank and his new men are here. Come on,
whilel post them.”

Harry followed the sheriff down the road. The Shadow's agent felt a keen sense of coming triumph.
Corey's run had succeeded. Brock might think it alucky jail-bresk; Harry knew differently.

For the release of Corey had been a master stroke of strategy; one that The Shadow had devised to
nullify the schemes of crooks. Already, unredlized by Sheriff Brock, potentia victory wasin the making.

Such was the depth of The Shadow's Strategy .
CHAPTER XXII. THE CONDOR DECIDES

"So Corey isherel" Griscom Treft chuckled. "Excdlent, Delland, excdlent! Show himin a once.”

The Condor was seated behind his study desk. Opposite him was Carl Lieth; the traitor's face displayed
apleased grin. Upon the table lay amass of chunky crystals. Uncut diamonds, the latest of The Condor's

spails.

One gtone twinkled as Treft removed it from atiny weighing machine. Lieth had brought this diamond
separately. It had been histoken; its exact weight the factor that had made Treft recognize Lieth as
another of the brood.

The door opened; Corey entered with Delland. Treft chuckled as he indicated Lieth.

"Y ou two have met before," stated The Condor. "Lieth is our latest member, Corey. Until recently, he
was a private detective, tracing athief who had stolen uncut diamonds.”

"And when | found Burton Covell," laughed Lieth, "1 offered to make aded with him. Told him I'd let him
goif héd dip meagplit on those rocks. Say, chief, you should have seen Covell's face when he found
out | was as big acrook as he was."

Corey stood listening. He wanted to hear more. Treft laughed as he watched the chauffeur.

"Covel wasthe man that | expected, Corey," explained The Condor. "His position being precarious, he
|eft the country and Lieth camein his stead. Tonight, Lieth performed asigna servicefor us. You tell
Corey about it, Lieth.”

"When | cameinto town," explained thetraitor, facing Corey, "some mugs stopped me & the sation. It



looked bad - these diamonds were on me, you know - but | had credentialswith me. That fixed
everything with Sheriff Brock. Soon as he knew | was adick, he wanted meto help him, especially when
| put up ayarn about Covell.

"The bunch camein here for asurprise attack. | gave the gag away. We beat them back and | came
insde. Sorry | couldn't help you out, Corey, when they dragged you into that office. Thiswasthe only
way | could work it.

"You know, chief" - Lieth's face furrowed as he turned to The Condor and spoke in serioustone- "I'm
afrad wereinfor it. | told you there were thirty men outside. Like as not, they're bringing morein by this
time.

"Maybe they can't tear down this place, but welll have to surrender sooner or later. They've got us

surrounded; there's not a chance for usto make abreak for it. Oncethey get in here, they'll find the
swag.

"I'd like to see where you're keeping al the stuff. I'd like to know, too, if there's any way for metodo a
dideout. After dl, you may be ableto put up abluff. They were invading your property. But they've
labeled me asacrook, sincel pulled that fast one on them.”

THE CONDOR waved for silence. He scooped up the uncut diamonds, placed them in awooden box
and arose from his chair. He motioned toward the side door.

"Come, Lieth," he chuckled. "I shdl show you our strong room. On the way down, we shall hear the
details of Corey's escape. Hisreport should prove of vaue-"

"Wait!" Corey blurted the word harshly. "Don't show Lieth anywhere, chief! It'syou that he's
double-crossing.”

The Condor stopped short. He glared fiercely at the chauffeur. Delland stared in alarm. Lieth had risen
from hischair; he was rooted and his face showed puzzlement.

"I didn't escape," poke Corey, hisfists hdf clenched. "A guy named Vincent let me out. One that was up
in the office with thispalooka' - heindicated Lieth - "and a Fed, Marquette, operating with the bunch.

"l wastold to come here, faking it like an escape. That's why those guysfired a me down by the gate.
I'm supposed to belet off easy after thejig isup. That'smy price for helping Lieth pull afast one.

"I'll proveit to you, chief. Y ou know what | wasto do here? Hand you a phony story; then wait until |
had achanceto dip anoteto Lieth. Well, it'syou I'm giving the note to, chief" - Corey produced Harry's
envelope - "and you're the one that can read it."

"Cdl inthe others" ragped The Condor, harshly. "Sit down, Lieth. Frisk him, Corey. Take hisgun.”

Lieth started awild protest; Corey pounced on him and gained hisrevolver. Delland had been ready to
aid. Seeing Corey's success, the secretary went out to summon the other members of the band.

"Code," sneered The Condor, as he drew a sheet of paper from the envelope. "A crude one. Merely
filled with dummy |etters, to confuse the reader. | suppose, Lieth, that you and Marquette did not have
time to arrange a better mode of communication.

"Take these diamonds, Ddlland” - the secretary had returned; otherswerefiling in with him - "and put
them in the strong room. Tell Toklar to place them in the specia containers. He will understand your
gestures.



"A clever bit of business’ - The Condor's tone was scornful; he was trand ating the crude message ashe
spoke - "sending in red diamondsin hope of bluffing me! Well, Lieth, you came close to succeeding.”

"It'sno double cross, chief,” blurted Lieth, haf up from hischair. "Honest, I'm not in with Marquette -"
"Sit down!" snarled Corey, jabbing the revolver barrel into thetraitor's ribs.

Lieth subsided. The Condor had finished hiswork with the message. His face was not pleasant. Its evil,
vulturelike expression had accentuated in the light. Looking up, Treft viewed his henchmen.

"Thismessage," he announced, harshly, "isaddressed to Lieth. It issigned by Marquette. Corey was
bribed to passit dong. | shall read it verbatim.”

" 'Dear Lieth: Four of the seven deputies were wounded. Two men have taken them to Southbridge,
leaving us but one. With Brock, Vincent and mysdlf, we are only four.

" 'Vincent is going into Paulington; he may bring back three or four to join us. But our best men are gone.
We are hopelessy weak. We are releasing Corey; he will ddliver you this message secretly.

" 'We rely upon you to continue the bluff that we tried to creste: namely, that our numbers are strong
enough to resst an atack. By morning, there will be more men from Southbridge. We will let them be
seen dong the fence to prove your statements.

"'Learn dl you can, as| will send for operativestomorrow. Our next attack will begin at ten thirty
tomorrow night. We are counting upon you and Corey for evidence after weraid. Marquette.”

RIPPING the paper into shreds, The Condor glared at Lieth. Treft'sfury wasterrible. Lieth cowered as
the fierce-eyed man stepped to the side of the desk.

"No, no!" pleaded thetraitor. "I swear | havetold you the truth! There were thirty men; I'm positive they
can get more -"

"Holding us heretrapped,” snarled Treft. "When we have the swag ready for our get-away. On this, the
night of the twelfth. Thirty men! Bah! A mere hdf dozen whom we can annihilate!”

"But Burton Covdl told meto come here-"

"Covdll talked to you; yes. But you passed the word on to Marquette. Y ou framed it with him, to get in
here on the last night before the thirteenth. Bringing swag; playing your part in afake attack. Getting in
with us, to hold us here, knowing that tomorrow we would be gone.”

Treft shot out aclaw and gripped the revolver that Corey held. He plucked it from the chauffeur's grasp
and leveled the weapon straight toward Lieth. The crooked detective gasped pitiful pleas. The Condor's
lipsfrozein avenomousleer.

AsLieth cowered away, Treft pressed hislong, thin finger againgt the revolver trigger. With unerring am,
The Condor pumped shot after shot into the unprotected body of the quailing traitor.

Lieth sagged with thefirst bullet. His body was amotionless corpse upon the floor when Treft desisted.
With a gloating scoff, The Condor tossed the emptied revolver upon the bullet-riddied form.

"Prepare!™ rasped The Condor to his henchmen. "To the gate! There we shall massacre thosefools as|
have finished with their tool!"

He pointed a scornful claw toward Lieth's body; then chuckled with avenom that brought gloating laughs



from his murderous henchmen.

"Trosder will remain here," decided The Condor, as his henchmen brought revolversinto view. "He can
guard the door until our return. We must first clear the way; then come back and remove the swag.

"We shdl drive away in our own cars, from the garage. We shdl dynamite thelodge. Until then, our swag
issafein the custody of the Singhalese. Should we find ourselves pressed for time, | can removethe
swag in my own fashion.

"Have no worry. Our task isnow one smple matter. We must clear that handful of meddlers from our
path. Come! We are ready. Open the outer door, Trosser."

"What about Mardand?' queried the servant, as he turned toward the hall. "Do you want him with you?'

"No," decided The Condor. "His statusis till doubtful. We can discuss his case later. Kegp himin his
room."

Trosder moved out ahead into the hall, which was darkened. Guns clattered in the hands of The
Condor's henchmen. Murderers al, they were carrying a brace of weapons each. Faring forth behind
their chief toward what they believed would be a certain victory.

Thelaw had been crossed tonight, crossed by Carl Lieth, aman whose red role was that of crook. He
had ruined a surprise attack; he had brought true facts to The Condor's ears. Men of crime had heard his
warning.

But The Shadow, using Corey as an instrument, had changed the status of Carl Lieth. Thetraitor lay
dead upon the floor of The Condor's study; his warnings were forgotten by those with whom he had
sought to side.

The Shadow's crafty strategy was bringing a handful of desperadoesinto the waiting toils of three score
men who held The Condor'slair within a surrounding cordon.

CHAPTER XXIIl. THE CONDOR'S THRUST

STEALTHY figures again were cregping through the night. Thistime, the attackers were coming from the
confines of Mountview Lodge. Spread across the darkness of the broad lawn, The Condor and histribe
were converging toward the outer gate of the lodge

Eyes perceived those dim figures as they |eft the whiteness of the veranda. The Shadow, peering from the
back of the coupe, laughed in whispered fashion at the success of hisruse.

Softly, hisfigure emerged from its hiding place. The Shadow, too, took to the lawn at the rear of cregping
men. Another surprise attack was due to be heralded, too, soon; thistime by The Shadow.

Figures had neared the gate. The Shadow wasthirty yards behind them. Histall form rosein darkness.
Hisleveled automatics picked out the approximate spot where villains crouched. The Shadow pressed
triggers. Flames jabbed the darkness.

Snarls came from rising crooks as bullets whistled past them. The Shadow's blind shots had not found
targets; but they had accomplished the result that he desired.

Hashlights glared from dl adong the fence. Glaring rays burrowed paths through darkness. A score of
deputies were ready. They had The Condor and his compact crew within their focus. Revolvers
crackled.



Crooksfired back; then wavered. Husky deputies came hurtling the fence to cut in from the flanks, no
longer caring if the darms were sent off. Motors roared from down the road. At the sound of gunfire, a
score of reserves cameinto motion.

The hillsde roared with gunfire. Crooks were scattering, shooting wildly. Shouting deputies were
dropping them like scurrying rabbits. The Shadow's darm had placed murderersin ahopelesstrap.

The Shadow had whedled in the darkness. Beyond the range of flashlights, he was driving toward the
house. As he neared there, bells began to ring within. The tampered fence wireswere causing the darm.

As The Shadow reached the porch, alight glared suddenly above the door. The Shadow dived for the
door itself and hurled the portal open. He came face to face with Trosder. The servant fired as the door
swung wide.

But The Shadow had entered with asidestep, dropping for the wall with the same movement that he had
used to fling the door upon its hinges. Trosder's bullets Szzled past a cloaked shoulder.

An automatic barked from The Shadow'sfist.

Trosder wavered; then dumped. Within the darkened hall, The Shadow delivered alaugh of chalenge. It
rose with unearthly shudders; it shivered into mocking echoes. Strange silence followed it; then came an
answering cry.

CLIFF MARSLAND had heard The Shadow's taunt. He knew that the fortress had fallen.

The Shadow |ocated the sound; then reached the door of his agent's prison. In hissed tones, he gave brief
orders. Cliff acknowledged from the opened transom.

The Shadow saw the lighted study. He entered to find Lieth's body on the floor. He recognized who the
man must be. Hisweird, lowered laugh was aknell above the dead form of atraitor whose fate had been
deserved.

The Shadow knew that al but Trosser had fared forth. By now, The Condor and his band should have
been diminated. Cliff, asaprisoner, would be released; Harry would vouch for him to Vic Marquette.

The Shadow had a duty € sewhere; one that he a one had recognized. Well had he divined The Condor's
craft. He knew that aready some measure might have been taken to balk the triumph of the law.
Reaching the veranda, The Shadow dived from the light. Reaching the edge, he skirted the lodge, heading
for adeserted portion of the rear fence.

Already, flashlight-bearing deputies were converging toward the house. The Shadow saw lights reach the
porch. He knew that men were entering. Off through the trees beyond the fence, The Shadow took the
path for Table Rock.

A car had reached the lodge. From it sprang Brock, Marquette and Harry. They were among the first to
enter the opened door. Pounding from within adoor attracted their attention. The sheriff crashed the
pand with the butt of hisrevolver. He drove his shoulder against the broken barrier. With Vic and Harry
ading, he demolished the door - to release Cliff Mardand.

A prisoner within this den was entitled to respect. That was afact that The Shadow had foreseen. But
before Cliff had time to begin an explanation, shots from the front door caused al four to swing in that
direction.

A deputy sprawled. Another lost hisgrip upon afiercely twisting man who dived acrossthe hdl. Cliff



cried awarning as he recognized the wild invader. Griscom Treft!

The Condor aone had survived the withering fire of the sheriff's deputies. Unscathed by bullets, he had
fled for thelodge. Plunging out of darkness, he had beaten hisway into his own lost fortress.

Luck served The Condor till. As Brock and Marquette fired at his dashing form, Treft kept on and
reached the passage that led past his study. Hasty bullets had gone wide.

"The strong room!" cried Cliff. "That'swhere he's heading! That's Treft - The Condor - the chief crook of
al"

BROCK and Marquette took up the chase; Cliff followed with Harry. Behind them surged adeluge of
deputies. They reached the cellar stairs and dashed madly to the bottom. There Cliff pointed the way to
the strong room.

The pursuers were too late. The massive iron door was swinging shut as Vic and the sheriff opened new
fire. The Singhaese had admitted their hard-pressed magter.

It was Cliff who supplied inspiration for afurther chase. As Brock and Marquette stood with smoking
guns, Cliff gave them new proof that hewas ared aly, here within The Condor's domain. Cliff had
recalled afact that Treft had told him.

"Therésdynamite herein the cdlar!" he exclaimed. "Treft used it to excavate his strong-room. He blasted
the old cabin with it. There's some here yet."

Deputies scurried to make search. They found the remainder of the store. One deputy, a quarryman,
came forward as technical expert. He studied the iron door; then picked a quantity of dynamite. He
ordered the others outside, with the rest of the explosive in their possession.

A few minutes after the raiders had reached the veranda, the blast-setter came hurrying out to join them.
He had found fuses; the charge was properly placed and timed. He explained that acrevicein the rock
benegth the door had given him achance to plant the explosive without drilling.

A shivering blast shook the lodge. Rumbled echoes ended; the quarryman nodded to the sheriff. Brock
led anew advance. Theinvaders reached the fume-filled cellar. Coughing their way through smoke, they
found the huge door broken from its hinges.

The lightsin the rock-walled corridor were banished. Flashlights showed the door ahead. The sheriff
growled his disgppointment; Cliff explained that the inner barrier was no obstacle. Its outside bar was
loose; the sheriff swung the door wide.

THE invaders stared as they saw the grotto. The lights of the tinted cavern had not been extinguished by
the blast. Aniron bar, inside the door, showed that effort had been made to barricade this bulwark which
The Condor had neglected to provide with inner fastenings.

"L ook out -"

As Cliff exclamed the warning, the two Singhaese sprang from hiding places by thewalls. Like mighty
jinns guarding atreasure trove, they hurled themsalves upon Brock and Marquette. Cliff and Harry
leaped to aid. A dozen deputies piled in with vengeance.

Guns boomed. Bullets clipped hanging st actites and ricocheted from the cavern walls. Sayuk collapsed,
wounded by a shot that Marquette had managed to discharge with accuracy. Six deputies dragged
Toklar from the sheriff; the Singhalese went down benegath the combined force of the husky rescuers.



Cliff was dashing up ahead. Forgetful that he had no gun, he sought to show the way to The Condor's
treasure niche. Cliff stopped short when he reached the spot. He stared at scattered teakwood boxes.
All had been emptied.

Cliff dashed on toward the underground lake - the deepest spot to which The Condor could have fled.
As hereached the doping roof, he saw Treft. The master crook was hurling meta cylindersinto the outlet
of the underground channel.

He had reached the end of histask; he chucked the last of the smaller cylinders as Cliff arrived. Besde
Treft was the six-foot cylinder that Cliff had described as a blunt-nosed torpedo. It was leaning againgt
thewal.

The Condor swung suddenly, to spy Cliff. With avenomous snarl, he yanked arevolver from his pocket.
Cliff dived beyond a projecting ledge of flowstone. The Condor's single shot wastoo late; it clipped the
edge of the rock.

Cliff shouted for Harry and the others. He heard the clatter of arriving footsteps. The Condor snarled
hoarse defiance; then raised himsalf upon the rock and dropped hiswiry body into the big cylinder.

His hands shot out to seize the cap, which stood on aledge beside the tube. Harry saw the master
crook's head and arms, he fired rapid shots that sizzled within inches of Treft's hands. Then the top of the
cylinder clamped down; Treft had yanked it by an inside bar.

Marquette and Brock were here. Cliff was springing forward with Harry. Four men were out to capture
The Condor in histubelike nest. Before they retached the cylinder, it lurched; Treft had toppled it by

jolting with his bodly.

Falling, the cylinder bounded from the rocky floor. It careened into the outlet at the end of the pool. For
seconds, it wavered there; clutching hands of the invaders made snatches at its dippery surface.

Then the big cylinder swung end upward. Caught by the surge of the water, it jounced over the edge of
the natural dam, through a centra channel of the outlet. An ingtant later, The Condor's submarine device
was gonefrom sght.

Frustrated men stood gaping, their prey swallowed into the stream that roared to the depths within the
doping hillsde.

No one had remained outside the captured lodge. Hence there was none to see the strange manifestation
that occurred above ground while strange episodes were taking place below.

A flare had gone up from Table Rock. In answer to the signa, two lights were hovering from the
darkness of the sky. Green and red, those glimmers settled to the ledge that had become The Shadow's

god.

The Condor had escaped a host of pursuers. There was one, however, who had not given up the chase.
The Shadow, taking to the air by an arriving autogyro, was following The Condor, even though the fiend
had chosen subterranean depths!

CHAPTER XXIV. SPOILSOF THE CONDOR

No noise of battle had reached the north side of the hill. The brow of the wooded mound had cut off
sound from this further dope. Beside the old mill, only the ripple of the creek disturbed the hush of night.

A light was burning in the main room. There, Hiram Zegler was ordering his nephew Elishain the



accomplishment of a curioustask. The two were stacking meta tubes of three-foot length. The cylinders
were glistening with dripping water.

The door to the cellar was open. Zegler and Elishahad brought their burdens up from the stream below.
Elishawas expressng high-pitched liking for the task. Zegler's haf-witted nephew regarded the whole
thing asagame.

"Say, thisbeatsfishin', Uncle Hiram!" the dolt was saying. “"What do you reckon isinside these here metdl
bottles? They're like the little ones you used to find in the net, hadn't they? The little onesthat had notesin
them?'

"Shut up, you fool!" snarled Zegler. "Weve got to load this swag in the car and make aget-away. These
arethelast of thelot, | guess, but there ought to be a small one coming. With amessage, telling uswhere
to head. Come on - were going down again.”

The pair descended the winding stairs. They reached the net; Zegler flashed alight into the meshwork. It
showed no glimmer of thelittle tube that he expected.

"Mebbe the note'sin one of them big ones, uncle," suggested Elisha. "How 'bout us agoin’ up to look?"

"Sometimes you aren't dumb,” commented Zegler. "That might beit. Well, well wait here though. Just for
sure. Something ought to ride dong to tell usthat we've got the whole shebang.”

Elisha uttered an inarticulate cry as he gripped his uncle's shoulder. Pointing up the stream, the nephew
indicated an object that was swinging out from benegth the floor boards at the right; through from that
hidden channd that The Shadow had scented on hisvisit here.

"Hadn't that one amongter!” exclaimed the dullard, finding words. "Moren six feet long, thet fellow. The
biggest ketch of thelot!"

Twigting free of low-hung timbers, amammoth cylinder revolved into the net. As one end swung around,
Zegler thrust bared armsinto the water. He snarled to Elishato help him. They brought the cylinder
againg the side of the stream.

Zegler snatched up ahooked bar and tugged the big tube upward. Elisha caught hold; they rolled the
cylinder from the stream. Madly, Zegler twisted at the cap; it gave. Elisha gaped as he saw a head and
shouldersthrust themselves from the tube.

ZEGL ER aided the gray-haired arriva from historpedolike craft. Griscom Treft crawled to hisfeet. Seen
inthelight from alantern that glowed on the cdllar wall, Treft's face was the evil countenance of The
Condor.

"I madeit," he rasped to Zegler. "With al the swag ahead of me, except some of the gold. It wastoo
heavy; it would have sunk the cylinder. | 1eft it in abox in the strong room."

"Some of the tubes were mighty heavy weighted,” observed Zegler. "But that channel comes down
mighty steep through the dope. Remember the time we tested it? Even them logs with iron hitched to
them camethrough.”

Elishawas standing in agawky attitude, listening. The Condor shot alook of darm. He nudged Zegler.
"What's the matter, Elisha?' demanded the miller. "Hearing something?'

"Thought | heerd an automobile,” returned Elisha. "Hadn't sure, though. She seemed mighty high up; like



she was a-comin’ over the hill. No noise now, though.”

"Theresno road over the hill," snorted Zegler. "And theré's no cars go adong thisroad. Don't stand there
mooning, Elisha”

"Comeon!" rasped The Condor. "Thereisaroad around the hill. It will take pursuers haf an hour to
reach here, assuming that the fools have sense enough to guess that the outlet of the subterranean stream
isa thismill."

"Twelve milesaround, if it'safoot,” asserted Zegler, Sarting for the sairs. "Buit it's not more than two,
through that underground stream.”

"My passage required |ess than ten minutes,” announced The Condor, following while Elisha brought up
therear. "It was aswift trip, Zegler, but rough in pots. There are waterfals within the hill."

They had reached the top of the stairs. The Condor's eyes gleamed as he surveyed his precious
cylinders. All had come through ahead of him. Save for afew thousandsin gold, The Condor's swag was
intact.

"Fetch up the net, Elisha," began Zegler. "We're clearing out of here right now -"

"No time!" rasped The Condor. "We're taking that north road, Zegler, the one we picked in case of
flight. No onewill think of followingit."

"Thingswent bad at thelodge?"

"Completdly. The sheriff isthere with sixty men! | done was clever enough to escape. Come! Let us
carry these cylindersto your car. We have amillion here; your share will be greater, Zegler."

The miller motioned to his nephew. They hoisted athree-foot cylinder. The Condor beganto raise
another, choosing alighter one. Suddenly, he dropped the burden. Hislips delivered a sharp, warning
cry. Zegler stopped short with Elisha. Like The Condor, they stared toward the rear door.

A figure had arrived there. Tdl, snigter, it had devel oped out of nothingness. The Shadow, cloaked in
black, hisfierce eyes burning their chalenge, was here to stay The Condor's flight!

THE SHADOW'S autogyro had come from Southbridge, handled by Miles Crofton, The Shadow's
skillful pilot. It had hovered above Table Rock; it had descended at The Shadow's signal. Taking to the
ar again, the ship had come directly here.

Elishahad heard its motor. The ending of the sound had been the beginning of the autogyro's straight
descent to the clearing by the dimly lighted mill. The Shadow had picked this place as one that must be
reached, no matter how the fight had turned at Mountview Lodge.

Contact with Zegler by those in the lodge; odd-shaped meta cylindersin Zegler's desk; the net beneath
the mill, where ahuge, hidden stream surged in to join the main body of the creek; Cliff Mardand's story
of the outlet from the lake in The Condor's limestone strong room; Cliff's description of the cylinders that
he had seen there - these were the conclusive clues that had told The Shadow al. He knew that The
Condor, when trapped, would use the underground channel for removal of hisill-gained spoils.

The Shadow's one surprise was to find The Condor here. By al odds, the master crook should have
fdlenin thefray outsde thelodge.

A thud sounded as Zegler and Elishalet their cylinder drop. Weighted at one end, it wabbled upright as



Zegler shot his hand to pocket for his gun. The Condor, crouching, dropped behind the cylinder,
snatching out arevolver of hisown.

Automatics barked. One spat abullet that sent Zegler sorawling while he sought to aim. The other sent
hot lead toward the top of the cylinder. Slugs sizzled their way just above The Condor's head.

Treft had gained good shdlter, thanksto Elisha. Half behind the tube, half behind the miller's nephew, The
Condor wasimmune to those first shots. But he wanted greater surety when hefired.

Springing up, he clutched Elisha. Like an old man of the sea, he kept behind the stupid fellow, dragging
him back toward thewall. Fiercely, The Condor returned The Shadow'sfire.

Bullets from automatics; bulletsfrom revolver - al zoomed wide. The Shadow, weaving acrossthe floor,
wastrying to clip The Condor without striking Elisha. He knew that the nephew was an innocent party to
crime.

The Condor, in turn, could not follow with his shots because he had Elisha astoo heavy ashield.
Between the lamplights this strange duel thundered, The Condor fighting to retain the living barrier
between himsalf and The Shadow.

Suddenly, The Shadow dived forward to the center of the room. His automatics clattered to the floor.
The Condor cried out in wild elation. He thought that he had wounded his black-clad foe. He stared,
peering from the edge of Elishas shoulder as he saw The Shadow seize upon acylinder.

Treft fired one wild shot as The Shadow twisted the heavy burden. He was swinging it horizontaly; with
aterrific lunge, he sent it bowling forward aong the floor as Treft fired again.

Thisbullet clipped The Shadow's arm. Off balance, he had dipped as he sought to dive aong the floor. A
dight wound only; but it made The Shadow dump dightly as his side struck heavily.

Treft had no chance to follow up hislucky stroke. The Shadow's full force had been behind that cylinder.
Spinning acrossthefloor, it clipped Elishas ankles and whisked the miller's nephew from hisfedt.

As Elishasprawled, handsforemogt, Treft floundered aso. Elishaflattened, then came puffing to his
hands and knees, his breath knocked out by the sudden upset.

The Condor was flung clear. He landed on his knees and swayed dizzily while The Shadow, twisting
forward on the floor, shot his uninjured arm toward one autometic.

Savagely, The Condor aimed. He fired hastily as The Shadow performed a quick roll. The Condor's shot
zoomed wide. Hard upon the revolver blast, The Shadow's automatic roared its fire-tongued reply.

While the echoes of that shot gtill quivered through the mill, The Condor sprawled, face forward, to the
grimy floor. His clutching claw logt itsgun. His snarling lips spat incoherently. Hisframe quivered, then lay
gtill. The Shadow's bullet had reached Treft's heartless breast.

ELISHA, quivering in acorner, saw The Shadow rise. He watched the cloaked avenger open acylinder.
Gold coins poured out upon the floor. This tube was one that The Condor had used to pack some of the
precious meta - as much as it would hold without sinking.

Another tube disgorged stacks of bundled currency. A silver casket clattered on the floor. The Shadow
pounced upon the object and opened it. He saw the false pearlsthat Cliff Mardand had carried to
Mountview Lodge. Thefake Blue Pearl was centered in the velvet.



Elishawhimpered fearfully as afierce laugh came from The Shadow's hidden lips. Sinister, eerie, it rose
to an echoing burst of sardonic mirth. The Shadow swept past the bodies of Treft and Zegler, the room
dill ringing with histriumph laugh.

The Shadow had taken back his own possession. The fase pearls gone, Cliff Mardand would need no
aibi for the part that he had played in The Shadow's service. Within the next few days, Michagl Wapin
would be the astonished recipient of his own genuine pearls. They would reach him from some unknown
sender.

Elisha, gill whining, heard the last shudders of The Shadow's laugh. Blinking, the dullard no longer saw
the black-cloaked form. The Shadow, hislast strokes delivered, had departed to the outer darkness. But
Elishadared not move. He gtill felt terror of the weird shape that he had seen.

The Shadow had reached the autogyro. He gave an order; the motor throbbed. Huge blades whirled; the
strange craft rose precipitoudy from the open space beside the mill. Ground dwindled away asit hovered
higher.

Peering down from the darkened sky, The Shadow spied tiny lights speeding along the west road. They
were turning into the byway that led to the old mill. Harry had learned where the outlet from the cave
could hefound. The Shadow had explained it during their ride tonight.

Spoilsof The Condor lay waiting on the floor of the old mill. The law would soon hold that wedlth, to
ddiver it to the owners whom The Condor's brood had robbed. The law would find Griscom Treft also.
The Condor had escaped capture, to find death.

From high in the darkened sky sounded a quivering laugh. A dirge to men of crime; another token of The
Shadow's victory. Swishing winds submerged the eerie cry. The Shadow, triumphant, wasriding into his
chosen redm of night.

THEEND



